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>-By P. D. 
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For the seventh year, 

MERRY CHRISTMAS 
As usual, and more important 

HAPPY FISCAL YEAR 
To you who were thoughtful enough, and who took time to 

send Christmas greetings to me, I thank you. 

Once again, a Christmas gift suggestion to you who have 
friends belonging to the KK Kouncil. A bed sheet is ideal they 
can cover up their faces. 

Perhaps you'd care for a more personalized gift, in which 
case you'll be interested in our Christmas Cross Kit, complete with 
Southern Pine lumber, Southern Distilled Kerosene, and a free 
booklet on "How To Build Your Own Cross." Now is the time to 

scare hell out of those who disagree with your views. Live it up! 
Christmas comes but once a year. 

As of this date I've not gone by the campus of Mississippi 
Southern College to check, but last year they had two Christmas 
trees all decked out with the trimmings. It was assumed by some 

of the more cynical that they were separate but equal. As I recall, 
someone even went so far as to suggest that one tree have white 

lights and the other have black lights. As for me, I couldn't agree 
with that. That's not equal; frankly, each tree should have an 

equal number of white and black bulbs. Either that or make all the 
bulbs spotted. I believe in fairness — and I'm a tax payer. 
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if you're late with your Christmas shopping, may I offer a sug- 

gestion? Just give him a bed sheet as a present — it can always 
be used on rides of mercy. 

As I mentioned above, several persons sent me greetings of 
the season. Three or four of the cards were alike in their mes- 

sage, that message being a thought expressed by Dean Howard 
Truman, entitled: CHRISTMAS IS WAITING TO BE BORN: 

When refugees seek deliverance that never comes, 
And the heart consumes itslf, if it would live, 
Where little children age before their time,, 
And life wears down the edges of the mind, 
Where the old man site with mind grown cold, 
While bones and sinew, blood and ceil, go slowly down to 

death, 
Where fear companions each day's life, 
And Perfect Love seems long delayed. 
CHRISTMAS IS WAITING TO BE BORN: 
In you, in me, in all mankind. 
While the thought of Dean Thurman's gave me something to 

ponder, there was something of greater importance called to my 
attention. I admit, of course, this matter is of concern only to 

those of us who are Southerners. There is a British anthropolig- 
ist, Louis S. B. Leakey, who contends that man probably appeared 
first in Africa. He supported his theory by pointing out the fossil 
remains of a man discovered last July, who is said to be 700,000 
years old. 

Well, now, all you WASP (white, Anglo-Saxon, protestants, 
enjoy Christmas if you will, but mine is ruined by the thought ol 
the pos&ibility that Africa was the home of the first man. After 
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Letters 
New York, N. Y 

Dear P. D.: 
It seems that an elderly Negrc 

| in a small Mississippi community 
| went up to the county registrar’s 
office and said: 

“Mr. Juke, Suh, I’d like tc 
vote.” Mr. Juke was amazed bu1 
courteous. “Why Mose,” he said 

“you know Negroes around here 
don’t vote. It’s just ain’t done.” 

“I know dat, Suh, but I’se ar 

old, old man. I’ve lived in die 

great country all my life and 1 
would like to vote once, just once 

before I die.” 
The registrar was moved ai 

such arrogance, but still polite 
So he said: 

“All right, Mose, if you insist 
but first you have to pay youi 
poll tax. I know you don’t have 
money to throw away...” 

“I’ve been saving for 2 months 
Mr. Jukes, Suh. Here’s de five 
dollars. 

The registrar began to worrj 
just a little. 

“Well, you have to be able tc 

write your name; here, write it.’ 
He handed Mose a faulty ball 

point pen and some waxed paper 
Some how or other Mose man 

aged to write his name on the 
waxed paper. The registrar stil 

polite, became annoyed. 
Naturally, this makes for greal 

hatred of us among all the chron- 
(Continued on Page 2) 

i HIGHLIGHTS 
FROM READING 

by 
Mary Einsel 

When I first came to th< 
States, I was for a long tim< 
homesick for the old country 
(Alexander King — from hii 
book MINE ENEMY GROWS 
OLDER.) 

Of course, as a Viennese, rm 

loathing for Germany was practi 
cally my inalienable birthright 
but in those distant days I stil 
had the earnest, unshakable be 
lief that Europe was, somehow 
the true home of all real culture 

I was entirely too young an< 

too dopey to take stock of wha 
had actually happened there, 
overlooked completely that evei 

my dear Austrians, those grea 
music lovers, had allowed Schu 
bert and Mozart to languish int 

pauperism and to sicken out o 

this world in their early thirties 
diiu mat tiivoc 6itai U1 v *v*v*k 

the French, had failed to buy 
single painting from either Vai 
Gogh or Cezanne during the fort; 
long years those two geniuse 
had labored among them. 

Through all of my visit 
abroad, I came to the bitter 
sweet knowledge that our Colum 
bia has one proud jewel in he 
diadem, whose duplicate you ma 

seek in vain in all the othe 
countries of this earth, and tha 

jewel is Generosity. 
I’ve been all over, and I’ve bee 

all over it with everybody, an 

let me tell you that from tha 
day long ago when the first poc 
stonecutter had started to coug 
out his lungs in the quarries c 

Egypt, until this morning in Ne^ 

York, when somebody served m 

Crunchy-Cracklies for breakfas 

( there has never been a peop] 
more generous, more openhear 
ed and more careless of its mone 

than the overly washed, too het 
(Continued on Page 12) 

At Christmastime — A FABLE 
(For the sake cf the six or eight new subscribers. I'd like to 

point out that the following ran in this paper last year at this time. 

I pointed out then that the idea was no mine, that from somewhere 

11 I read a similiar story, and I don't remember the source, nor the 

| author. Therefore, again I would remind you that I did not steal this 

story. Not knowing the author to give credit, I simply re-wrote the 

piece from memory. PDE.) 
The Man was tired, most tired. In His face lines had deepen- 

ed, and from His eyes some of the spark had disappeared. His 
! shoulders were beginning to stoop, and he had seemed to smile 

less and less as the centuries rolled by. 
Calld into His Father's House, The Man heard the Voice say- 

ing, "My Son, you need a vacation. I beseek You to take time off 
from Your duties. Go where You like, do what You like, and know 

; that I am with You." 

The city was filled with a spirit of peace, brotherly love. 
: Friend hailed friend as they passed on the streets. Stranger spoke 

to stranger. The Man looked on with interest, feeling great peace 
within himself. 

"Merry Christmas," said a stranger, noticing the kindly Man 

standing by a mail box on the busy street. 

"Peace be unto ye," replied the Man, smiling. 
, Three youths passed, stopped and wished the Man Christmas 

Cheer. "Merry Christmas," they cried out. 

"Merry Christmas," said the Man. His voice implied a ques- 
a 

IVII* ^ 

"Sure" said one of the youths, "You a foreigner or some- 

thing? You don't know about Christmas?" A 
"Oh, yes. yes," the Man replied. "But..." ^ 

"Weil," interrupted the youth, "Christmas is a great day. 
Everybody feels good and everybody forgets old feelings and 
everybody gets the feeling of the spirit of the season." 

"The season?" inquired the Man. 
"Sure. This is the season of Brotherly Love. Christmas time 

is when we celebrate the birthday of Christ our Savior." 
"Yes, yes, I see," He said, indicating that He would like to 

hear more of the youth's narrative. 
"And just to show you what I mean," informed the youth 

"we would like for you to go with us to a party we are having to- 

night." 
"I would be very happy to attend your party," answered the 

Man. 
\ The four began to walk toward a parked automobile. They 

entered, and drove toward their destination, 
r "Before we get there," began one of the youths, "I think it 
; would be good to know a little about you. What do you do?" 
i "Well," smiled the Man, "you might say I'm a teacher." 

"That's good. Not too many teachers belong to our Country 
> Club. I think it's most decent of us to take a teacher with us, don't 

£_ll_r\n 
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t The three youths laughed. 
1 "Now, where do you come from?" asked another youth. "Is 
t this your home ... I mean this country?" 

"No, this is not my home," answered the Man, "I mean by 
J that I was not born here,- yet I seem to be at home in most every 

nation." 
"Yea?" quizzed one of the youths, "Just where were you 

1 born? What country?" 
y The Man smiled, remembering the youths He had known for 
s many centuries He said: "As a matter of fact, I was born in Bethle- 

hem. That was a small town in Palestine, near the city of Jeru- 
! salem." 

They drove on in silence for a few minutes. 
” 

r Finally, one of the youths began, "Well, I, er, that ah... well, 
r I guess you're a Jew, aren't you?" 
t "Well yes and no," said the Man. "I was born of Jewish 
n parents, but..." 
i "I'm sorry," interrupted one of the youths, "but we can't 
t take a Jew to the Club. That is against the rules, absolutely. We'll 
J take you back down town. I hope you understand ... no hard feel- 
,f ings." 
v He stepped out of the automobile — and saddened, He watch- 
* ed it pull away from the curb, and into the heavy traffic ... 
e He sat on the curb ... His eyes were lacking some of their 
> sparkle, and his shoulders were stooped, and there was no smile 
* on His face... ^ 

\ He wept. Jm 


