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University was almost long enough to necessitate the recitatioﬁ of the
Itinerary prayers (cf 1933 Directory!!), when the idea of providing time
during the year for sisters to begin and complete their studies never crossed
anyone’s mind. Indeed, the concept of renting a house to meet the

educational needs of a group was quite a step into modernity.

And so it was done and that very summer, complete with an ad hoc
superior and a cook, twelve sisters embarked upon the noble experiment, and

the twenty summer saga began.

A_H of you, I am sure, are aware of the beautiful and imposing National
Shrine of the Immaculate Conception which is located here on the Catholic
University campus. Well, once upon the time we are chronicling, in the
days of the Fraternity sisters, this imposing building consisted of one huge
basement but even then it was a tour site with a sign “Entrance to the Crypt”

at the door.

Just a bit south of this sign and about where the massive white stone steps

now lead into the grand entrance of the Basilica there stood a small, fairly

—_) -



decrepit house which belonged to the University and which Wés inhabited
during the school year by the members of the Phi Kappa Fraternity .
Although I never met one of those Greeks, I feel sure they must all have
been neanderthal or else residence was free!

For those of you who were on campus during those pre-Vatican I
days no description is necessary; for those of you who were not, no
descrip't'ion is possible except to say that for the non-initiate it resembled a
crazed designers worst nightmare: in classrooms and cafeteria, book store
and walkways, library and dorms there were black habits, white habits,
brown habits, gray, blue ,green, whatever, and all topped with whatever
whi’ge muslin, tons of starch and extraordinary imagination could produce.
And every single one of them was envious of the Sisters of the Holy Cross
and their “private residence” while they sweated it out in the spartan and
stifling (air-conditioning was still a dream) of Caldwells’s room, crowded
classrooms, and dining hall meals that left much to be desired. It had to be

better than what they were enduring.

And it was!



The house itself was old. I was told by someone that 1t had once
been the family home of the Cains (the sole survivor at that time was the
head of the English Department) and was decidedly in need of radical
attention. To my knowledge no up-grading was ever done before the whole

building was razed to make way for the imposing facade of the Basilica.

A;écording to our contract with the college, they were to provide us
with the same “amenities” given to all resident students, namely bed linens,
dishes and tableware. We, on the other hand, provided our own cook, and
our own pots , pans and our own food (that in itself was great reason for the
envy we generated). As I recall we usually numbered about 12 to 14 sisters
which included an ad hoc superior (God forbid we should be turned loose for
six whole weeks without one), a cook and students. Thank heavens those
who were appointed as superiors realized the pressures under which each of
us worked, the variety of majors we were pursuing, the irregularity of
individual schedules and research requirements within which we functioned
and left us in peace. Indeed, there were tirhes when they too were as

involved, as we.
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entertainment (one sister was known for her extensive Shakesbearian
declamations) or when all else failed, holding on to a sincere hope that
everyone still remembered her novitiate training and maintained a “modesty
of the eyes”---a practice which, we had been assured, was practically

essential for getting into heaven!

Because of our schedules we had little that was really routine. However,
in the morning we marched two by two (according to rank) to attend Mass in
the crypt. We always felt that name was so appropriate because that’s what
we decided it felt like (not that any of us had much experience in living in

crypts) with its dead air, rather gloomy ambiance, its “hollowness” that

matched our imaginations.

From Mass to breakfast and then to classes was the general order of
the day. Because the University served dinner at one, we returned to our
house at that time for our mid-day meal and met again at supper time. From
this point on, for many of us, a very orderly. drill began, a routine to which
each new Sister was initiated on her first night in residence. As soon as
supper was over we rushed upstairs, got undressed, put on our bathing suits,

got redressed (at least with the top layer) packed our night gowns, slippers
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and towels in our brief cases and then hustled down stairs to be ready to go

to the crypt to attend Benediction which was celebrated every evening.

Looking very professional and studious we assisted at the devotion
and then headed in the general direction of the Library where the
conscientious were also headed for more hours of study while we by-passed

it and made for the gym and the pool!

Dr. Rudolph Allers, an internationally noted psychiatrist who was a
one-summer guest lecturer on the campus came into class on his first day on
campus and began with the comment, in a very deep German accent: “I
have been a doctor for almost fifty years and in all that time I thought there
were only two sexes: male and female. Today I have learned that there are
three. On the bulletin board there is a sign for the use of the pool and it say,

men, women, and sisters!”

Third sex or not, the pool was our delight where we paddled or swam ,
laughed and sang the Whiffenpoof song for one glorious hour. I have never
heard the Whiffenpoof song since then without smelling the chlorine and

reliving those special moments!. There were Sisters there from other

—5 —~



communities as well, taking advantage of “sisters” time. When the allotted
hour was over, we donned our night clothes, put our outer wear back on,
packed our official brief cases and headed home, temporarily cooled and
rejuvenated to continue studying. This whole thing was such a unique
opportunity, a first time for many years to doff the confines of the habit and
to enjoy being able to get into the water and just be. It is hard for our
present' day members to realize what this could mean to us whose most

daring “strip tease” was to turn our collars back to front!

As I have mentioned, one of the joys of the Frat house was our meals.
For 'all of the years that I was there, Sister Angelina was the appointed cook
and an excellent one she was. She could whip up a three course meal in
nothing flat when the occasion demanded which it did every Saturday. For
Saturday morning meant “the movies”. The nearby Newton Theater held a
special showing for the sisters (the genderless group) and every able bodied
nun within an area of ten miles made it a point to be there. If you ever
wondered why sisters habits had so many rémoveable parts, I can tell you.
It was to save seats. Whoever was the first member of any community who
reached the theater first had a moral obligation to drape various and sundry

parts of her attire on as many seats as possible to save them for the slower
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members of her group. Sister Angelina never missed a movie, indeed she
seldom missed any lecture, on any subject, campus gathering or play

whether she had the slightest idea of what was going on or not.

For the benefit of those of you who did not know Sister, I must tell
you that she was our very own Mrs. Malaprop and provided us with laughter
and folic'—lore, and even today, many years after her death we still repeat
some of her more memorable statements. It was she who informed us that
one of the sisters had gone to “inhale a cab” or again that she was worried
because her niece had married a “Greek Oxydol” When discussing her end
of the summer plans she remarked that she wasn’t sure whether she would
be returning to her mission by “train or bloodhound” One of my most
favorite quotes occurred not at the Frat House but on one frantic occasion
when we were on mission together and happened to be the only two sisters
at home when the pastor arrived to celebrate Benediction. Although neither
of us were sacristans, nothing daunted, Sister said to me witp great
confidence: “You go find the monster and I.’ll look for the insects.” And
Sister never minded the laughter she precipitated; indeed she laughed along

with us and kept on talking.
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But when it came to cooking she was master of her craft. We would
all return from seeing the movie together and before we knew it, dinner was
ready and on the table, complete with homemade biscuits! The fact that it
was probably ready long before she even went to the show bothered neither

her nor us.....and all before the birth of microwave!

AsT said, we were a diverse group pursuing a variety of studies which
made for interesting (and sometimes confusing) conversations and activities,
On one occasion, a sister majoring in psychology was trying to get some
“clients” to draw a stick figure for her, specifying that it shouldn’t take but a
minute and didn’t need to be any great art, just a stick man. Since at that
moment I was trying to figure out the sources of the sonnet form I was
totally unready for any drawing classes, but I did donate a few seconds to
dashing off my contribution, as did most of the other members of the group.
Sister Angelina who had nothing but time on her hands was delighted to be
asked to participate and she gave her loving attention to her\‘creation. He
had on a hat, he had hair (and ears) and he ﬁad buttons down the front of
whatever he was wearing. Thereafter, she spent days telling one and all that

“they all think they are smart, but sister said I was the one who drew the best

picture!”
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