First Fridoy--liass at University of liotre Dame Confessions 7:30
6:25 in the Church, Religious Bulletin tonight in all
Adoration 7 to 7, Decembher 6, 1934 hall chapels,

»

Sophomoritis,

It is a vacuous swelling between the ear drums that emits far-sounding sputters
through the mouth,

It 1s not confined to sophomores, but is prevalent among them,
Many freshmen contract it early. Some juniors and seniors keep it late,

Tou're tellin' me? Nerts, big boy, you're tellin' me nuthin!, I'm runnin' my own
life, see? Vhose gonna tell me whatta do, huh?

If T warma drink thas my business, And if thsy kick me out for drinkint, lsttead kick.
The old man and mater'll understand, Ve had the stuff at home.

(KoGutzky before the Board: "This will kill fawtha and mutha. Oh do, kind sirs, -
considah them, even if you must punish this rerment of a manl")

This mornin' the rector and I had another raessel, 4And wos his face red when I got
through withim} Why the heck don't he lay offa me}

It's none of his business if I don't wonna o to Communion, doggonity And it's none
of his business either if I never get up for morning praver,

They're always stche around here, If it isn't the Poor Souls, it's the Novena for
Purity, or the Hovena for your ded and mother, Vhy can't they get practical?

Carmol, didja say, Pete? The blonde? Sheeza pall

Some day that rector is really gomne get my fur up, and then--- Listen, Stoope,
theytve got you all keyed up on religion and studies, you go down and ask for the
late pers,

Concentration? I heard all about that stuff in high school,
Budget your time? Lebt prisoners budget their tine,

Diseipline? It's the bunk, If ys happente kisrk a hole in scomwbody's doer they crarse
it on the bill, Ifya mak: a fow good eracks in Vashing ton Hall they elttonye, If

you slap a bit of butt.r in serwbody's eye in the Dining Iall, thoy pitrn by the nock,
They kieked a guy out over [» Tlorrissuy the other night and ho 40ld me hirsolf he
found his own room withcut -wcybody leadin' him,

dUhy can't they lesve us alonoe?

Hey, Stoogn, another squint at your paper, That prof's really pot the finpor on me.
L sow it in his oye the: last quiz he throew,

Why the heeck don't they hev: soms saassioty around hore? They ouphtta pive thosce gals
over at Saint Muryt's a brusk onee in o while,

oy you guys dovm et that end of the beble, g0 vasyd You say T hop all the stoaks?
Hollewe

FAY HG: 111, Bob White of Lyons ealled hom., his mother 1s dying; mother and father
of Bob Glupfricd (Lyons), injurcd in an auto aceidunty grandmother of Joe MoGrath
(Briin)s nunt of o student, Four spuoial intoentions,




