
Carrolleers at Legendary
Lodge September 17-19

The Rhythm of Life

The Carrolleers, a group of 25 hard-working students interested in performing music, spent an entire weekend practicing and enjoying the beautifully breathtaking camp site of Legendary Lodge. That in itself says nothing of what went on. It all started with a feeling of anticipation, and perhaps some anxiety, on a Friday afternoon. Students took off after classes with a feeling of something different and exciting about to happen. My car carried that exciting feeling a little too far as we took a wrong turn and ended up on our way to Great Falls! But we experienced a gorgeous rainbow on our right way back, and thought it might have all been worth it. We finally arrived at the Lodge and wee met by a barge that took us across the

Could it be Magic?

Gina and Bill in the 
realm s of glory?

lake, where we were united with everyone who had taken right turns. We were also greeted by a warm, glowing fire in the fireplace and warm food.After the settling-in process (females in one building and males in other cabins - which took away a little of the warmth) we had our first practice with Joe Munzenrider, our director. Before I even go any further, I’d like to make a few comments about Joe, known to some only as the sober, vibrant head of the Music Department. He is much more. (I realize some might think these comments are for Brownie Points but Joe doesn’t know what they are). I have found Joe to be a very exciting person. The ideals he sets in his mind for what he expects of us are ideals I find myself working as hard as I can to achieve. I t’s really very simple. When you find someone in love with what they’re doing, you get a feeling of wanting to be a part of it. We all worked hard this weekend, putting in about 10-12 hours of concentrated practice singing and dancing. At times we got tired, but I never had a feeling of hating it. Joe pushes us to where we, hopefully, will want to reach the potential he sees in us.Saturday and Sunday we all found time to be crazy, spontaneous, and free. We climbed the mountain on the island, played volleyball (everyone will always remember the Chipmunks and Raiders!), went canoeing and capsizing, swimming (midnight dips!), and, probably most important of all, found time to meet and talk to the new members;They are to be congratulated on their speed in learning the music and the choreography. But also for helping to make Carrolleers the unified group we want to be.

The Dig
By Jeanette  HortickHey man! What’s happening?It happens every Friday night about 9:00 oclock at the “Big D.”After the girls at Guadalupe have spent at least an hour getting ready, and the guys at St. Charlie’s and Borromeo doing the same, they all synchronously slip out of their rooms.After stuffing as many people as possible into Mary’s 1960 Ford beater, and John’s 1975 souped up Camaro with plush, three inch carpet, they begin piling in any available car equipped with a driver.These people are looking for action and strangely enough they all head in the same direction.After faithful ant} diligent studying for the whole week, a little excitement is definitely needed to maintain sanity.So where do they all go?They are stepping out to the “Big D” to BOOGIE. There’s

something always happening at the “Big D”.After arriving, the first major undertaking is to acquire a table as soon as possible. The next step is to order a cold beer, a relaxing beverage or something a little stronger like a mixed drink or any other sastisfying thirst quencher.Sitting there, casually sipping a drink, listening to the disco music, one finds it almost impossible to keep the feet still.It is so much of an impossibility that students soon absently forget their drinks and find themselves a partner to dance, dance, dance.Some students just get out on the floor and shake their booties and whatever else they feel like shaking, while some of the more serious types of dancers prefer to do the soul dance known as the bump.Too much bumping, however, leaves the “Bumpers” with

There are still ways we can help the Carrolleers grow closer, but this was a good start.Saturday we also sang at the chapel, which did a lot to unify the group as we gave each other signs of peace and welcomed each other to the new year.Patty McDonald was fantastic! She was in charge of the cooking, and comments were heard at every meal. It probably said something that most of us came back a little healthier and happier!I had a learning, intense, and fun-filled weekend. I’d like to thank everyone there for being a part of it, and Gene Peoples for hosting us. Most of all, I’d like to say ‘peace’ to everyone I missed at Mass because that what I feel.
- Bette Wigenbach W here's the tingle, girls?
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Recognition of a New Year
Welcome to Tumblweed’s second issue for the 76-77 year. The last issue was offset Sept. 14 and for as little time as there was to compile four pages of news, views and ads (fill-ins, garbage, etc.), the onionskin was well conducted. (In other words, for those who don’t know piy terminology, it was appropriate for a paper that was put together in one evening! )I hope this foolscap can be an ever voicing opinion of the people on this campus and more than

bumps and bruises on their bodies.Others like to attempt the hustle, another popular dance, but usually end up doing some less space consuming dance, due to too many people with the same idea.For the fun loving swingers, the jitterbug is the “Biggie.”Then there are those who create their own type of dancing and do whatever the spirit moves them, not necessarily how the beat should move them.But no matter how one decides to dance, they always seem to have a good time because they can be seen at the same time, same place, next week.When next Friday night rolls around and you’re suffering from “hitting the book blues” , get-out your blue suede shoes and boogie on down to the Diggins Disco. See ya all there.

that, a creative effort on everyone’s part to put together some educatonal thoughts and inspirational ideas. Art is a great channel in saying a thousand, or one or two. words. That’s why I urge anyone who has the imagination and the talent to take this opportunity to put to use some hidden talents and step in and help express a feeling or idea through this media. In other words, if you’d like to get involved for an issue or two, contact me. (I’m the guy with the moustache that you can only see if the sun’s shining right behind the Soggy Foods Dish Slop Window).The Tumbleweed is starting off the year with a new enthusiasm (and a new editor). We hope that we can be of service to you and you a service to each other through this media and this year.
-Hob Blotkamp

Take
Notice

If the paper feels a little bit lighter in your hands, it’s not because you’re getting stronger. We have reduced our size to 4 pages for a very simple reason. It is just a little ridiculous for us to rush around at the last minute trying to gather enough material and fillers just to take up space. If we reduce to 4 pages, students can spend more time working on quality articles and the staff can spend more time working on a quality paper. And, if student involvement gets to the point where we need to expand, we can go ahead and do that. But I don’t think students (at least me for i.net appreciate seeing a full page persuasion to take stock in American. Comments, reactions??? (Thanks, L.R.) Bette

Afterthoughts: John Dean
By Joe Sherman It has been said many times in this century that there is no black and white, only shades of grey in between. The students of Carroll were given a chance September 21 to observe one of these shades in the person of John W. Dean III, former White House counsel and Watergate celebrity, in the first of a series of lectures this school

year. And what they saw was indeed grey, not right, not wrong, but a man caught in the midst, driven by ambition, and truly changed by his experience.For most students, the lecture was a curiousity. Sure there were those still waging their personal vendettas against anyone loosely connected with the Nixon regime, but the majority came to hear a

talk on a subject that touches us all, and to ask questions on subject matter that has been confusing. Most went away satisfied, feeling that it had been an experience worth it, and not down personally on the man John Dean.What about the man? I came away with the impression that he was honest, that his statements

on “Blind ambition” were very apt in describing how he fell into the Watergate jungle. He appears to be well aware of himself in relation to the last years, very much concerned about what he had done, and concerned at the same time on the public’s impressions of what happened. This was evident in his opening remarks when he was concerned 
with finding a proper definition of “W atergate” . His definition, “anything involving an abuse of power for political ends” , was a statement broad enough to cover concerns of everyone.It was interesting to hear his answer when he was asked his feelings about lecturing for money, profiting by his mistakes. The general feeling that I’d heard floating around before the lecture was a disapproval of his lecturing solely for profit. But now I think that it is important to note that he is doing us a service more than himself. We should not forget Watergate. It is important for us, the public, to know what has happened, and to remember so as

lo keep it from ever occurring again. We have not had a totally unbiased account of the scandal via the TV and press medias, so I think that listening to his side of the story may help to balance the scales, to give us knowledge instead of making us judges.
FOR At TLMN

It's a great sensation I can feel Autumn is here When the leaves turn their color It throws away my fears Winter is a long way ott I can say good-bye to the summertime Autumn you do relax me More than the taste of a rose wine
I’ll act like a child When I play in Autumn’s leaves Let her wind blow through my shirtFor her wind does appease me Autumn you do lift me up But my feet still touch the groundAutumn don’t let go of me I don’t ever want to come down -Thomas B. Greving


