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*'HEAR YE, HEAR YE" 
Dean's List For First Quarter 

55 Students obtain a scholastic index of 3.0 or better 
FRESHMEN SENIORS 

Chanukah - The 
Festival of Lights 

The festival of Chanukah is 
celebrated by people of the Jew-
ish faith throughout the world. 
It is celebrated for eight days 
usually during the month of. De-
cember. The ritual of celebration 
is, among other things, the light-
ing of the Menorah—a candelabra 
with nine holders for candles. 
Eight are for the eight days of 
Chanukah, and the ninth is used 
to light the others. The first night, 
one candle is lit, the second night, 
two, and so on until all candles 
are lit on the eighth night. 

The lighting of the Menorah 
commemorates the time when a 
small flask of oil — only enough 
to burn for one day — was burnt 
in the Holy Temple on each of 
eight days. 

At the time of Chanukah, gifts 
are exchanged, with small chil-
dren getting a little present on 
each of the eight nights. 

"SNOWFLAKE FROLIC 

TONIGHT AT 8:30" 

The "Snowflake Frolic" pro-
gram will be held in the Student 
Lounge tonight from 8:30 to 11. 
The program is being sponsored 
jointly by Newman Club, Bran-
deis Fellowship, Canterbury 
Club, Student Christian and the 
Student Union. This will cul-
minate the celebration of the 
holiday season at Delhi Tech. 

The four campus religious or-
ganizations have exhibits in the 
lounge pertaining to the reli-
gious observations of the season. 

The program will begin tonight 
at 8:30 with a medley of songs 
by the choir, caroling and danc-
ing will follow. All students are 
urged to attend. 

Agriculture Division 
Esposito, Joseph J. 

Business Division 
Adee, Phillip 
Besser, Mary 
Booth, Jeanne 
Brady, Robert 
Buxbaum, Jerome 
Kanty, Linda 

* Mariette, Robert 
Palmer, Roland 
Pandick, Linda 
Pianin, Herbert 
Smith, Eloise 
Wililams, Lynne 

Construction Division 
Beams, Robert 
Bonora Charles 
Feldberg, Martin 

* Henneberg, Werner 
Jackson, James 

* Kelley, Thomas 
Killeen, Robert 
MacAdams, Henry 
McDonough, Dennis 

* Meyer, Clemens 
* VanBrocklin, Matthew 

Foods Division 
Rudack, Mary 

Honors List— indicates an in-
dex of 3:50 or above 

Agriculture 
Dietsche, Richard 
Hafele, Warren 

* Ottomano, Tony 
Pust, Richard 
Turner, Lynn 
Winch, Fred 

Business 
* Bryden, Anita 

Feinberg, Vivian 
Gray, Gary 
Reynolds, Gerry 

Construction 
Chase, Peter 
Dakin, Richard 
Dolgas, James 
Fenocchi, Richard 
Francis, Daniel 
Gray, David 
Hillebrand, Robert 
Karlson, Carl 
LaBarge, David 
Lang, Robert 
Lynch, William 
Raphael, Morris 
Scott, Dean 

* Smith, Peter 
VanKeuren, Willis 
Vogel, Glen 

* Walker, George 
Warren, William 

Foods 
Weyrauch, Jane 

* Anne Adams 



Christmas 

Thoughts 
When December rolls around 

and a blanket of clean, white 
snow begins to cover the ground 
around us and drape the trees 
like furry balls of cotton, our 
minds and our hearts automati-
cally turn to Christmas and to 
home. The Christmas season is a 
wonderful time of year. As you 
walk through the streets of every 
metropolis or small village, you 
can hear the chimes of church 
bells, and the traditional Christ-
mas Carols being whistled and 
hummed by the busy shoppers on 
their way home after a day of 
choosing those special gifts for 
the long list of family and 
friends. But the Christmas spirit 
would not be truly recognized 
without the laughing of bright-
eyed, rosy-cheeked children gaz-
ing hopefully into the shop win-
dows at the big red top or the 
shiny sled they hope to find 
under the tree on Christmas 
morning. 

We at Delhi will be leaving 
shortly for all parts of the 
State, and in some cases out of 
the State, to spend Christmas 
with our families. We'll delight 
once again to see younger 
brothers and sisters gaze hap-
pily and thankfully at the 
presents which Santa Clause has 
left for them. We'll understand 
the grateful look in the eyes of 
our parents as they enjoy Christ-
mas dinner with the "whole fam-
ily" once again. This is how we 
all picture the Yule Tide season: 
happy, gay, and joyous. But how 
many of us actually realize that 
Christmas does not represent 
such a picture to many of the 
people throughout the world. We 
never stop to realize that some 
people have never realized what 
Christmas can be to a family be-
cause they have never had any-
thing to be thankful for. 

Thanks to Pi Nu Epsilon So-
rority, a family in the vicinity 
of Delhi will have a little more 
on their dinner plates on Christ-
mas day, and a few more 
presents under their tree. They 
say that giving is the greatest 
virtue a person can possess, for 
by giving you shall receive. And 
we know that the sisters of Pi 
Nu Epsilon will receive the warm 
smiles from the hearts of the 
family whose Christmas will be 
a little bit brighter because of 
this thoughtful gesture. 

So we wish you a Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New 
Year and a safe trip home. When 
we're all gathered around our 

The Question Box 
. What do you want for Christ-
mas? 

Don Haggerty—Great results 
on January 6. 

Ermen Cocci—a new car. 
Gene Polisseni—my honey, 

and all the other goodies in life. 
Jim Cerio—All the Scotch I 

can get. 
Tom Deignan—A Happy 1961. 
Tom Matrick—Another quar-

ter break and my personal Hi-
Fi Room. 

Eunice Richardson—A great 
big kiss from Ben Reynolds 

Butch Jacobs—Eddie to get 
his $2.00. 

«Bonnie Cornell—Fred in my 
Christmas stocking. 

Barbara Briggs—Something 
nice and big like "T.J.H." (I 
have a big stocking.) 

Betsy Rutenber—Promise of 
a bright future (E.R.P.). 

Dave Dorschel—A new sailor's 
suit. 

Carol Lewis—A six foot-three 
package! 

Nancy Holden—A keg of 
"Jenny." 

Deanna Currie—Something 
that is in Hawaii. 

Judy Weeks—A little under-
standing and a desk. 

Nancy Filippini—A portable 
radio. 

Sing Along With Me 
Tonight At 8:30 f 'jkr 'jc 'jtc 'Jti 'jc 'jc 'jc *jki* 'jtc vl" 'JC "A 15.» M W . S ? I ? i ? I I 

families on Christmas morning, 
let's say a little prayer of 
thanks to God for what He has 
given us. (As big or as little as 
it seems to us.) We all have a lot 
to be thankful for - - every 
single one of us. 

MERRY CHRISTMAS 

Christmas In Africa 
by Louie Mlay 

People in the world have different days to celebrate, but about 
three-quarters of the world celebrates Christmas. All Christians 
like and enjoy this day when they celebrate the birthday of Christ. 
Some people don't celebrate it because they have a different religion; 
for instance, Moslems have their special day for Mohammed's birth-
day. I am sure people celebrate Christmas in different ways accord-
ing to their customs and religion. Now, I will try to explain how we 
celebrate this day in East Africa, Tankanyika. 

In Africa, the dark continent, which means that most of the 
inhabitants are pagans—uncivilized and uneducated—many people 
know very little about church services. Despite all this, people of 
my particular town are wiser and better educated than others. For 
example, our grandfathers knew Christmas, and they could fore-
tell it by looking at special stars in the sky. 

For this occasion we prepare ourselves in every respect: we 
paint the houses; we buy new suits; we decorate the walls; we 
buy drinks and special food. On Christmas Eve everyone gets 
ready to go to Church for evening services. During these services, 
some boys and girls who are taking Confirmation stand in front of 
the congregation and say two or three verses from the Bible, con-
cerning the birth of Christ. In Church, most of the people enjoy 
seeing candles fixed on Christmas trees, and listening to songs by 
many different choirs. The service takes only three hours; then we 
go home singing on paths which lead to the villages; some people 
prefer to go to sleep, while others participate in native dances. 

On December 25, at ten o'clock A. M., we go to church again, 
this time for special services. On this day people gather from many 
villages. After church, some go with visitors to their homes for re-
freshments. Groups of boys and girls go to various places to celebrate 
the holiday. Married people do not mix with kids unless they have 
special reasons. These groups of girls and boys spend the night en-
joying dancing, movies, drinking and eating until the morning of 
December 26. 

On the 31st of December we meet again in the church where we 
repeat the same services as those of the 24th. That night, at midnight 
exactly, everybody wakes up and hits anything which will'make 
noise, such as drum, bell, trumpet, etc., and go around the streets 
singing. School-kids go around the villages playing drums, flutes 
and wild animal horns. 

Christmas and New Year's are the most important days our peo-
ple celebrate. These days cannot be compared to any other days in 
your life. 

What Christmas Means to Me 
by Barbara Briggs 

Christmas is music: the beautiful, yet everlasting Christmas 
carols, and the clear young voices of children singing, "Silent 
Night." 

Christmas is a hundred different fragrances: The pine boughs, 
the baking bread, the burning wood in the fireplaces, and the won-
derful smell of plum pudding and cookies baking. 

Christmas is laughter: a special kind of laughter, we've all heard 
it. It reaches out and comforts us. It's a child's laughter, and a 
quick smile at thoughts of Santa Claus. 

Christmas is the communion of spirit: it is a time of giving, 
the ever so many packages to us, and from us, and the everlasting 
excitement of the mail truck stopping in front of our house. The 
mailman brings in all sizes of boxes—there are giant ones, round 
ones, tiny ones, and square ones, decorated in tinsel, some in gold 
covered paper all glittering and beautiful. We find ourselves in 
the middle of a mountain of holly paper, red ribbon, and gum 
stickers that say, "Do not open until December 25th." 

Christmas is the tree, a green tree decorated with angel hair, 
or a pink tree or a white tree or even a pale lavender one. It might 
be a pine tree cut from a timbered acre or a glittering fir. In some 
homes it's a tiny minature set on a table, or one that brushes the 
ceiling. 

Christmas is love: the message carried all through the centuries 
from the first Christmas gift of a tiny babe lying in a manager. The 
birthday of Our Lord is celebrated ail over the world as our ex-
pression of love for the child born on that day, so many years ago. 
Christmas with this love brings hope for "Peace on Earth, Good 
Will Towards Men." 



THE ROOM 
By Henry John MacAdam 

The Judean hillsides reflected the last rays of the setting sun, 
and shadows of darkness drifted slowly across the ancient land-
scape. Along the rock-strewn, twisted road that served as a high-
way, scattered groups of footsore, travel-weary people were com-
pleting their journeys to the City of David. Some had come from 
afar, and the weariness and strain of an extensive trek was apparent 
on many bearded, solemn faces. Whole families at a time, with most 
of their belongings packed upon the backs of patient, plodding don-
keys, and those who traveled alone, were bound for their respective 
destinations—the city of their birth. Caesar Augustus, first emperor 
of the newly evolved Roman Empire, had decreed that a census of 
the population of the known world be taken. This year, 754 A.U.C., 
by the Roman calendar, marked the beginning of the census taking; 
and citizens from every town, village, and settlement of Palestine 
flocked to Jerusalem, Bethany, Gaza, Nazareth, Bethlehem, Jericho 
and other places to register their names along with the thousands 
that came before and would come after. 

The Jews of Palestine kindled a silent hatred toward their 
Roman oppressors. Many who traveled toward their destinations had 
been weeks on the road, leaving jobs, friends, and relatives to join 
the masses of humanity flowing through the roads both day and 
night. Many never made it, bands of robbers being a constant threat 
to those who journeyed the highways. 

But the Jews held one thought above all else—their faith that 
Adonai would send a Messiah—a savior, to deliver them from the 
bondage and affliction they had suffered for a thousand years. A 
fifth world monarchy would take the place of the fourth (the 
Roman), and Jerusalem would be the capital of the world. Yahweh 
would punish the Gentile nations, and heaven and earth would be 
as one. 

The final trickle of humans poured into Bethlehem, and the 
streets were filled with those who desired lodging for the night. 

Among those who seeked a place to stay was Simon ish Kerioth-
Simon of Kerioth-a merchant who plied his trade in the Holy City. 
He had left Jerusalem that afternoon with his young son, and he had 
many days of travel left. Tonite they would rest in Bethlehem and 
early tomOrrow would continue their journey. Their feet and sandals 
were covered with the dust of travel, and the hem of Simon's white 
robe had turned to brown. 

Simon, like most Jews of his time, was small and dark, and 
his hair formed dark ringlets about his forehead. His shrewd black 
eyes, following the twisted cobblestone streets of the village, sought 
a vacancy in the overcrowded taverns. His small son followed close 
behind, leading a sorry-looking donkey that Simon had procurred 
for the journey. The child's lagging footsteps indicated that even the 
six mile trip from Jerusalem to this strange, small town had tired 
him. His eyes looked longingly at his father, and he, too, yearned 
for a night of rest. 

They rounded a corner, and Simon's glance fell upon an inn a 
short distance further on. He turned and spoke to his son—"Come, 
we will inquire at yonder inn." The lad smiled slowly, showing 
white, even teeth, and quickened his pace a little. 

As they drew closer, sounds of laughter could be heard from 
inside, and Simon could see groups of people clustered about. Al-
though the inn was small, it gave an impression of friendliness. 
Simon told his son to wait, and then proceeded to knock on the 
heavy cypress door. Inside, he heard a shuffle of feet, and soon the 
door swung open upon creaky hinges. A small man with greying 
whiskers stood there and beckoned Simon to enter. 

The lad waited patiently, stroking the nose of the beast he was 
leading. The. ass cocked his ears forward, and the boy playfully 
scratched behind them. A chill night breeze caused him to shudder, 
and he drew his toga closer about his body. Presently, the door 
again opened, and Simon stepped outside. "Jude, we will rest here 
tonight," he said. Jude smiled and helped his father unpack the 
donkey. Again his father spoke—"The innkeeper tells me of a 
stable behind here. Take the animal around and see that he is com-

fortable for the night. I will bring the things upstairs." The boy 
nodded, and led the donkey around the side of the building. A shaft 
of light from within the inn fell upon a low, wooden structure 
nestled in the shadows. The boy entered the shed and found an 
empty stall in a corner, next to a sleepy-looking cow. He tied the 
little donkey there and searched around 'till he found a few hand-
fuls of hay and a little water. He placed these before the ass, and 
his gaze traveled over the interior of the shed. It seemed sort of 
cozy here, but he wouldn't want to remain inside the drafty stable 
all night. 

He gave the donkey a last gentle pat on the neck and retraced 
his footsteps back to the inn. When he entered, his father was 
waiting for him, and the two sat down to a bowl of steaming soup. 

A servant moved about the room, lighting braziers to ward 
off the evening chill. Simon and Jude ate alone, which suited Simon 
fine. He regarded himself somewhat superior to the Ame' Haaretz, 
and it was well known in Jerusalem that he was nobody's fool when 
it came to matters of money. One day he would teac^i his son the 
tricks of the trade, but right now a ten year old boy has no material 
interests in mind. 

They finished their meal, and when the servant had poured 
water over their hands and wiped them, the two arose and 
ascended the stairs to their room, holding a waxen candle before 
them. 

Once inside, Simon placed the candle upon the small wooden 
table at one end of the room and extinguished it. They undressed in 
silence, and Simon slipped his money bag from his girdle and placed 
it beneath the tattered pillow on the bed. Jude immediately slid 
beneath the worn covers, and the straw-filled mattress made a 
crunching sound as he settled back. Simon walked to the small 
window on the east side of the building and drew the plain faded 
curtain aside. 

Beneath him, the town lay silent and still, a slight breeze 
whispering through the streets. Simon ish Kerioth was far from 
being a religious man, but tonight he seemed to feel some breathless 
expectancy in the air. What it was, he could not tell, but the stars 
seemed much brighter than usual, framing the distant hills like a 
band of diamonds. Far away in the distance, the soft lowing of sheep 
was heard as the shepherds of Judea bedded them down for the 
night. 

His attention was diverted by the muffled clip-clop of a 
donkey's hooves on the uneven stone streets below. He thought he 
could make out the forms of two people coming toward the inn, one 
riding and one walking. Yes, they were indeed stopping, and the 
one that walked spoke softly to the rider. It was too dark to make 
out distinct features, and Simon was about to turn away when the 
figure on foot rapped on the door directly below the window through 
which he was watching. 

The door opened, and a band of light from within bathed the 
two travelers. Simon could now see their features clearly, and he , 
surmised that the girl on the donkey was no more than thirteen 
or fourteen years of age. The man, a little older, looked to be 
about in his twenties. 

The young man spoke, and Simon leaned out a little to catch 
the words. "My wife and I are from Nazareth," he heard, "and we 
seek a room for the night." From his stance, Simon could see the 
lines of weariness etched upon the passive, bearded face of the 
stranger. The voice of the innkeeper drifted up—"I'm sorry, but I 
can offer you no lodging. A man and his son took the last room 
just a short while ago." The girl on the ass cast a fleeting glance at 
her husband, and lines of worry creased her comely features. 
"Please, sir," her husband pleaded, "my wife is about to give birth, 
and I could find a room nowhere in the city." The voice from inside 
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The Room 
(Continued from Page 3.) 

said, "I wish I could help you, but my rooms are full." Simon saw 
the young man's shoulders sag and his eyes grow sad. He turned 
away, and the door began to close. As if the innkeeper had had an 
afterthought, the door opened again, and he said, "Wait! There is a 
stable around back. If there is room, you are welcome to use it." 
The husband turned and said, "Thank you." 

Simon watched the two until they rounded the corner of the 
building, and then he drew the curtains shut once again. He crossed 
the room and lay down in bed next to his son, who was already fast 
asleep. Thoughts of the incident drifted through his mind, but he 
felt no pity in his heart for the couple. Times were bad all over, and 
by the looks of the crowd upon the highway this aiiernoon, many 
people would have to sleep under the stars tonight. He felt lucky 
knowing he arrived in time to get the room. Well, tomorrow would 
be another day, and if all went well, they would reach Kerioth by 
noon of the following day. 

Dwelling upon this thought, Simon soon fell asleep. 

Hours later, young Jude awakened suddenly, a strange sen-
sation running through his mind. He turned and saw that his father 
still slept, and he dared not awaken him. Jude slid quietly out of 
bed and crossed the room to where he had placed his clothes. Dress-
ing rapidly and holding his sandals in his hand, he crossed the room 
on soundless feet and drew aside the curtain. The stars still shone, 
and all seemed peaceful, but something had changed. He turned his 
head to the right, and a soft, warm glow of light issued from some-
where behind the building. He remembered having stabled his 
father's donkey there, but he could see nothing from the window. 
He withdrew his head, closed the curtain, and walked to the steps 
leading downstairs. Still holding his sandals, he descended the 
stairs, praying that he would awaken no one. 

Reaching the bottom of the steps, he crossed the wide dining 
hall and carefully removed the wooden latch that held the door 
shut. Holding his breath, he pulled the door open gradually, taking 
pains to keep the hinges from squeaking. When the opening was just 
wide enough for him to squeeze through, he stepped outside and 
closed the door. Stooping down, he fastened his sandals and 
turned his steps in the direction of the little stable. 

As soon as he rounded the corner, he could see where the light 
was coming from. A group of shabbily clad strangers wearing sheep-
skins were huddled around something or someone within the shed. 
One of them held a torch of pitch aloft, and by its flickering light 
Jude could see the looks of wonderment and awe upon the faces of 
the strange men. He moved closer, filled with little-boy curiosity 
as to what was happening. 

As he timidly approached the group, one of the men stepped 

The Night Before Christmas at Delhi 
It was the night before Christmas and the campus was still . . . 

Not a student was seen climbing the hill . . . The girls were all 
sleeping in their dorms with care . . . In hopes that Christmas would 
soon be there . . . The boys were all nestled snug in their beds . . . 
With visions of "Tom & Jerry's" filling their heads . . . While Mrs. 
Smith in her kerchief and Mrs. Pisbee in her cap . . . had just 
settled down for their quarterly nap . . . When in front of Foreman 
there rose such a clatter; We sprang to the window to see what was 
the matter . . . And what to our wondering eyes should appear, but 
Dean Hoffman wearing a big, long, white beard, Wishing "Merry 
Christmas to all and to all good cheer." Although we really won't 
be in Delhi for Christmas—you see we wish one and all—good 
health, good luck, good cheer—we want you back with us next 
year. Merry Christmas to all and to all good bye. 

aside, and Jude saw a young man with a beard kneeling next to 
a pretty girl. The girl reached into a manger and picked up some-
thing wrapped in folds of soft cloth. The lad gathered courage 
enough to step into the stable, next to the men in sheepskins. He 
now had a closer look at what the girl had picked up, and to his 
amazement he saw it was a baby, softly crying as its mother gently 
soothed it with little cooing sounds. She looked down upon the child 
with a strange holy light in her eyes that Jude didn't understand. 
One of the men standing next to him said, "Surely this is a wondrous 
night." The others nodded assent, but their gaze was still fixed 
upon the young couple and their child. 

Jude looked at the child again, and this time a strange, terrible 
fear swept through him. It was as if this infant knew something 
about Jude, and he could not understand what. 

Jude continued to stare bewilderingly upon this strange scene, 
and the young man who knelt beside the girl noticed the inquisitive 
look in the lad's eyes. When he spoke, his voice was filled with a 
gentleness that Jude had never heard before. "What is your 
name, lad?" he asked. Jude felt as if he were answering in a dream— 
"Judas, sir, Judas of Kerioth." The man just nodded his head, and 
Jude turned to leave. He could not understand what this all meant, 
but he knew it was late, and he would be walking many a mile 
tomorrow. 

As he walked away, he turned for one last look at the strange 
child that sent shudders through him that he knew were not caused 
by the chill of the night. He turned, again, and walked silently up 
to his room. 

Inside the stable, the girl laid her child down in the manger and 
tucked the cloth around him carefully. She trembled slightly, and 
her husband wrapped a warm woolen cloak around her narrow 
shoulders. 

"Joseph," she asked, "what did that little boy say his name 
was?" With motherly intuition, she, too, had felt the strange feeling 
pass between her baby son and the lad. She seemed to feel as if some 
impending danger threatened her child. Joseph answered, "I think 
he called himself Judas of Kerioth, Mary." No sooner had Joseph 
uttered the name that the child began crying. Mary began to soothe 
her baby again, and she found herself saying, "Judas of Kerioth— 
what a strange boy." 

History has a different name- for him, though. We call him 
Judas Iscariot. 

This short story was v/ritten by "Hank" Mac Adam, a fresh-
man in the Construction Division. If you have literary or 
artistic talent and would like to contribute to a campus maga-
zine, contact "Hank" MacAdam, "Bernie" Martin or Mr. 
Gannon. 

Inspiration Please Santa - We Need It 
What do the girls in room No. 

2 of Foreman put on their faces at 
night? . . . Sarah, what happened 
to your car? Did you run out of 
gas? . . . Terry, is your hair turn-
ing green? . . . Monica, why were 
you so scared one night? Don't 
you like men? . . . Who was Judy 
M. giving a bath to at 5:30 in the 
morning? . . . Doug and Chuck, do 
you like to throw sugar? . . . 
Which girl at Foreman likes snow-
ball fights? . . . What's with the 
sympathy car, Gene? . . . Sue, who 
is coming Saturday? . . . Does 
Foreman House have a pet? . . . 

Congratulations to Mary Ann and 
Fllie on their engagements! . . . 
Bobbie, what are you getting for 
Christmas? . . . Bonnie C., do you 
like to slide down the T.G. path? 
. . . Who's the snail in Room No. 9 
at Foreman? . . . Arlene S., why do 
you like Psi D.? . . . Gee, but I 
love you — Craston! . . . You D— 
kid! — Kotarski . . . Happy Anni-
versary to Wayne W. and Genette 
P. . . . Yes, girls can own cars like 
that, Harold! . . . Elaine, do you 
always get short letters? . . . Come 
on, Santa, give us some inspira-
tion, please ! ! 


