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Make it clear ...
make it Schaefer

The F. & M. Schaefer Brewing Co., New Yark




Long Wearing...Sure Comfort...Bold Styling

Manslield

NORSE

13
$]_00 in cash prizes for interesting town names r

Rules on this page or elsewhere in this issue

LIFE SAVERS CONTEST RULES

1. Pair up actual U. S. town names. Examples: From RYE, N. Y., to
BOURBON, Ind. From SOFT SHELL, Ky., to LITTLE CRAB, Tenn.
Send as many pairings as you like.

2. The odder the names—and the more amusing the relationship
between the two—the better your chances will be. n d o
3. First prize winner will be sent $50. Second prize $25, third prize

$10 and three $5 prizes. Contest closes June 30, 1951. All entries ugge seams accent the llnes.
must be postmarked prior to midnight that date to qualify. All
entries become the property of Life Savers, and prize-winning .

combinations may be used in future advertisements, together with Mlleage‘champ rubbel‘ SOle unmatched
the names of the winners. In case of ties duplicate prizes will be
awarded. Simply mail your entry to LIFE SAVERS, PORT
CRESTER, I ¥ for economical wear and comfort.
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DINE AT THE Famed Fit. ..Spirited Styling. . .Dollar-

wise Price. Naturally a Mansfield. § 1095

HONEY BEE CAFE

fast table service — air conditioned Other Mansfield $9.95 to $14.95

CHOICE WINES AND LIQUORS TECHNOI-OGY STORE

J Patronage Refund to Members

700 Mass. Ave., Cambridge
phones: ELiot 4-8683, 4-8835
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Techmen show up in the damnd-
est places.

Day before yesterday I went
downtown to see about a new
restaurant that had opened under
the marquee of the Metropolitan
theatre, where a Chinese—~American
joint that I never noticed the name
of had been before. Now outside
was a sign proclaiming the orient
the Orient, to any of the benumbed
Tremont Street travelers who cared
to glance sideways, and in the
window a display of baklava,
halvah, and Turkish coffee, that
placed the kitchen as near eastern,
and various notices of invitation
and enticement that further nar-
rowed it to Syrian and Armenian.

I locked my bike against the
wall, pushed open the mostly
opaque door, and sat down in
one of the lightly-upholstered, plas-
tic-covered booths., I watched the
waitresses as I waited for a menu.
Most of them seemed to be Syrian,
smiling girls, wearing earrings but
no cosmetics, with smooth, tan,
but not tanned, skin that needed
no cosmetics. Then one of them
brought me a menu, and smiled at
me, and I asked to see the owner,
since I had been told he was a grad-
uate of our greasy institution. Then
I surveyed the bill-of-fare, mean-
while listening unbelievingly to a
record of a Syrian string band play-
ing Miserlou.

It was a la carte, and listed about
a dozen dishes, each one numbered
and described. I decided to have
kibbie bi syiniyeh, a big cake made
of ground lamb mixed with wheat,
layered with pignolia nuts and
spices. The price of $1.05 included
a large bowl] of laban, also known as
yogurt, mudzoun, or yiaourti, and

DOING THE TOWN

familiar to lovers of central Euro-
pean food as sour cream. Then I
was brought an extremely small
cup of chicken soup that came with
the entree, and as soon as I had
finished that Samuel Hanna came
over. We exchanged the inevitables,
and he sat down opposite me.
After a couple of feelers concerning
the past and present states of Voo
Doo, the dormitories, and Tech in
general, he, speaking intensely and
seriously, but with no trace of ner-
vousness, told me that he was grad-
uated in course XV in 1948, had

taken some math courses at B. U.,
and, besides handling the restau-

rant, is teaching math in a small col-
lege somewhere near Boston. He’s
23. Then our dinners came; he had
a great hunk of barbecued chicken
and a large salad of greens and
tomatoes. The bread was flat and
folded, resembling thick soft brown-
ed folded tire patches. I learned
that he bought the place and opened
it about two months ago, and that
the decor had not been modified
from the bare phoniness that is
typical of chop-suey dispeunsaries.
Within a month, before you brown-
baggers read this article anyhow,
he expects to redecorate completely,
extent of same to include installa-
tion of a cocktail lounge upstairs,
dressing the waitresses in native
costume, and having musicians
playing native instruments, and
even abolishing the a la carte
menu. After a brief invective on
the sorry place of the salad in
contemporary American life, and
the consequent neglect of its ar-
tistic cultivation, he invited me to
taste his. If you like strong, rank
dressings, and only bigots don’t,
you will probably become trans-



fixed in ecstasy, or a pragmatic
approximation thereof, when you
taste this one. Even he couldn’t
tell me what went into it (only his
mother, who does the cooking,
knows), but very apparent was the
taste of fresh peppermint leaves.
You can have this one with or
without garlic. Then he left to
welcome some customers, and I
had Syrian ice cream, imported
from some outpost of Levantine
civilization, New York or some
name like that. This was very good,
but then the Turks were always
lovers of sweets, as John Dosto-
yvevsky once said.

Then the waitress brought me
my check, smiled again, and I
paid it and left.

If you like eating in outdoor
patios in warm weather, there’s
a fine one at Ola’s, a Norwegian
restaurant on Carver Street, an
alley near Park Square. The
smorgasbord is $1.50, the sur-
roundings extremely simple and

pleasant, service fine in every way,
and two cups of very good coffee
with the meal. The Norwegian
Rosette, a pastry topped with
butterscotch sauce, is a wonderul
dessert, especially outdoors.

413§

Two gentlemen, sunk deep in
the armchairs of the library of an
exclusive club, had been for some
time perusing their evening papers
in silence. Finally, lowering his
paper, one inquired. . . .

“Uh. . . pardon me. . . Harva’d?”

“Yes.”

“Yes.”

“Porcelian?”

“Why, yes.”

“Homosexual?”

“NO.”

“ .. Ummm. .
paper). . . pity. . .”

. (resuming his

—A4.C. H.

Justice of the Peace: Wal, Clem,
what’s this here boy charged with?

Constable: He’s charged with
arson, Sam.

Justice of the Peace: Arson, huh?
Gol durn it, there’s been altogether
to much arson around here lately.
Now, son, you marry that girl.

A

Some very scientific chaps claim
that the inside of the earth isn’t as
hot as is claimed. In our unscientific
and humble opinion neither is the

outside.

A serious thought for today,
Andone which may cause us dismay;
Just what are the forces
That bring little horses,
If all of the horses say neigh?

— Urchin

Tel. DE 8-9380

Barbecue!
Delicious!

tomato
meat
onion

meat

onion

Shishkebab — Laham Mishwee

T H E o B l E N T T

Syrian and American Restaurant

Located in the heart of Boston's theatre

Open until 3:00 a. m.

district.

Try our specialty in |

SHISHKEBAB - LAHAM MISHWEE

Orient "DECK” Room for Parties — call for Reservations

256 TREMONT ST., BOSTON — Next to Metropolitan Theater Jl




We don’t know how it happened,
but Voo Doo is on the mailing list of
the ('lipsheet, the Methodist Tem-
perance weekly anti-alcohol bull-
etin. The Clipsheet devotes its en-
tire space to anecdotes and car-
toons dramatizing the deadly evils
of Demon Rum and at first we
thought they innocently wanted us
to publicize their campaign. How-
ever, on closer scrutiny we are not
so sure they are not attempting
to direct their efforts at the source
of the trouble, namely the staffs
of those dreadful, dissolute college
publications dedicated to the spread
of drunkenness and vice. And for
supporting evidence we might point
out that also receiving the Clip-
sheet regularly nowadays is The

Tech.

Speaking of The Tech, we have
a bone to pick. In recent issues of
The Tech, Voo Doo has been sub-
jected to scurrilous attacks in un-
provoked aggression by the irre-
sponsible staff of that alleged news-
paper. We cannot anticipate how
many assaults on the good name of
Phosphorus will have been made
since this writing, which became
final copy on April 23, but the fol-
lowing excerpts, taken verbatim
from the issue of April 6, 1951, ex-
emplify the style of attack:

‘... Our so-called humour maga-
zine has been caught trying to
pull another one of their juvenile
and asinine stunts.

“In a spirit of fun (ha ha) the
boys, and we use the term loosely,
entered a fake candidate in the

“Oh, there you are!”

W i

election for ’53 representative to
the Institute Committee. The
man’s name is Jack L. Reynolds
and picture submitted with the
petition looks like a typical Voo
Doo man. Need we say more?

“Running our eyes over the
nomination petition we were as-
tounded to learn that the man has
a 3.18 cum. This is exactly Pi times
the over-all Voo Doo average . . .”

We note with distaste that al-
though eriticizing Voo Doo as a
“so-called humour magazine”, The
Tech apparently considers a paren-
thecised “ha ha” to be the height of
mirth. It is not necessary to com-
ment further here on the facetious
phrasing and cavalier construction
of this and other The Tech articles,
but the above-quoted indiscretion
is reportorially incorrect too. The
Voo Doo candidate’s name was
not Reynolds; it was Jack L
Raymonde, and was so spelled
twice in the April Voo Doo mast-
head and on the petition. Further-
more, the photo, which looked so
like a typical Voo Doo man, (“Need
we say more?”) is actually that of
a sober aspirant to the Hippocratic
Oath, studying at Brooklyn Col-
lege, pre-med school.

We further note that since 3.18
divided by Pi is roughly 1.01, and
the minimum passable standards
set by the Institute are a 1.40
term rating or 2.15 cumulative
rating (for three term, higher for
succeeding ones). The Tech’s cal-
culation obviously is ridiculously
impossible. The rest of the article
continued in a similar tone.



Then one week later, the per-
petrator of that indecent assault
devoted one-fifth of his two-column
sports commentary to an anecdote
concluding, “Please, Voo Doo,
keep your gangsters off my back.”
In that same issue was the quoted
statement made by a former editor
of The Tech: “It’s a shame that
the Technology student body must
rely upon this ‘poor man’s New
Yorker for amusement.”

To this we can only reply that its
an unsurpassed naivete for any one
to rely on The Tech for accurate
information.

In the name of Literary Har-
mony, however, we are willing to
make settlement. Gentlemen of
The Tech, we will gladly agree to
keep our gangsters off your backs —
if you’ll keep your knives out of
ours.

Then again, you boys of The
Tech may have a legitimate com-
plaint against Voo Doo after all,
and if so, we’re sorry. In the issue
of April 13, 1951, The Tech re-
ported in a column on football,
etc., that “A recent article in
Reader’s Digest informed us that
a rodenticide called Voo Doo is
on the market . . . ‘guaranteed sure
death to rats’.” As we said, we’re
sorry. We didn’t realize that we
were cutting into your circulation.

* * *

The Clinton B. Seeley whose
name appears on an important
report in this issue of Voo Doo,
graduates (Course VII) this June,
vacating the post of Editor-In-
Chief of Technique. We appreciate
his contribution and wish him
further success as an alumnus,
but it’s too bad Technique saw him
first — that boy could have gone
places with us.

%‘4

*

Co-ed: “Is it true you fraternity
boys are interested only in wine,
women, and song?”’

Fraternity boy: ‘“Aw, we don’t
sing so much.”

— Widow

Wear them with slacks, wh

the campus, perfect for leisure, cor-
rect with any informal attire.

Centuries ago the natives of India
invented the Chupplee, British Co-
lonials appreciating its airy coolness
as well as the firm support it gives to
the foo! adopted it on first trial;
Clarks cf England improved the de-
sigh and now it is here . . . for active
modern Americans: The Chupplee
—the world's most versatile sandal.
The uppers in sturdy leather; crepe
rubber soles for walking elasticity
and comfort,

Chupr.

shorts, trunks—they are ideal for 3

at ease

In Bamboo or Brown — sizes 6 to 12. ..
$11.93 (slightly higher West of the Rockies
and in Conada). At befter stores— write
us for the name of the one nearest you.

Ford-Davis Ce., 32 Mein Si., Nerwelk, Cona.

€¢s
ade in England byéla/d(’s

SCIENTIFICALLY BUILT FOR A MiNIMUM OF WEIGHT—A MAXIMUM OF STRENGT®

RALEIGH SPORTS TOURIST—
with Sturmey-Archer 3-Speed

Gears, “‘the original and

best’” $63.75 FoB Boston

Extra: Dynohub Self-Generating Lighting Set.

BRITAIN'S
FOREMOST

Sturmey- Archer

3-Speed Gears

act as your Raleigh's
transmission, level
tough slopes and
rough roads.

2 Raleigh 2 Whez!
Safety Brakes

eliminate the chain
as a braking agent,
assure quick, smooth
stops at any speed,
in any terrain.

3 Raleigh Dynohub

Lighting Set
self-generates
car-type lighting
without loss of
energy through
friction.

RllEIGH dealers everywhere

give prompt, relioble
service. For free illustrated
booklet write to

RALEIGH Cycle Distribeters lnc. bogt. U,
669 Doyisten Strest, Destes 16, Mass.



Voo Doo Exclusive

A new military menace confronts
the world! In the past two decades
weapons have become more powerful
in an almost exponential manner.
The A-bomb was worse than the
TNT-bomb; the H-bomb was worse
than the A-bomb. But now these are
all trivial, the last word has come —
the ultrasuperbomb, the 1 -bomb.

The secret of the V-bomb has
leaked out, or leaked in, depending
on how you look atit. Ttisa Vacuum
Bomb. That is, instead of everything
being blown apart, everything is suck-
ed in. What could be worse than
being sucked in?

This is no puny, old-fashioned
vacuum. This is a new highpowered,
concentrated vacuum resulting from
vears of top secret research and de-
velopment.

A great big vacuum is squeezed
down smaller and smaller into a little
space. When this vacuum is released,
the effect is devastating. Prof. F.
W. Sneers of M.I'T. has estimated
that a V-bomb of moderate size de-
tonated 400 feet above the Empire
State Building would suck New York
City into a cubic Angstrom in half
a microsecond. It is reported that a
small test explosion milked a whole
herd of cows fifty miles from the
blast.

Utmost secrecy surrounds the de-
velopment of this breathtaking de-
vice. A man is only allowed to work
on the project for six months, for
fear he will learn too much. Conse-
quently, a lot of cheap, expendable
help is hired to work on the project.
Have you noticed how easy it has
been lately for M.L'T. graduates to
get jobs?

Your Voo Doo reporter first caught
wind of the project while covering a
Senate investigation in Washington.
A committee found out that a certain
government bureau was spending a
lot of money to produce nothing. The
whole story was revealed when some-
body from this bureau accidentally
said over the telephone, “Things over
here are all sucked up.”

M.LT. is playing a big role in the
bomb development. The toughest
problem is finding something to hold
such a tremendous vacuum. Many
M.LT. professors have put their
heads to this project.

We must all realize that the advent
of the V-bomb raises great problems
for our civilization. There is no doubt
that its use in warfare would mean
the end of matter as we know 1t today.
Whether this is good or bad; whether
this is morally right or wrong; wheth-
er this will find peacetime use in solv-
ing the parking problems at M.LT,,
are vital questions of our time and all
sober-minded citizens who believe in
democracy should think about them
before waking up in the morning.

dang

He: “Darling, let’s have a secret
love code. If you nod, I can hold
your hand; if you smile, I can kiss
your lips.”

She: “Please don’t

laugh!”

make me

— Green Gander

A cute little trick from St. Paul
Wore a newspaper dress to a ball
The dress.caught on fire

And burned her entire

Front page, Sport section and all.

&P,

The despondent old gentleman
emerged from his club and climbed
stifly into his limousine.

“Where to, sir?’’ asked the chauf-
feur, respectfully.

“Drive off a cliff, James,” the
old gentleman replied. “I'm com-
mitting suicide.”

Ve

Sorority girl: “I want a lipstick;”

Cosmetics clerk: “What size,
please?”

Sorority girl: “Oh, three rides
and a house party.”




WORKING ABROAD

Work abroad this summer. An interesting and educational experience awaits you in Europe. For a really good time
get your girl to come across too.

T'ransportation to and from Europe will be supplied
at moderate cost on dormitory type ships.

. . . But language difficulties need be no obstacle for
for the enterprising and ambitious.

_

There will be ample time to travel. You will find the
people hospitable and always eager to earn the friendship
of an American.

(TOURIST _ROOMS]
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P4 X One of the important technological aspects is that the

Supervised and approved living accomodations are student can learn the latest developments of foreign in-
available at reasonable rates. dustry.
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it 1s well known that Voo Doo
has achieved international recogni-
tion as a public servant —an in-
corruptible force in the fight for
social equality and justice. Con-
tinuing in its never-ending fight
and in accord with its unswerving
policy of serving the Tech family,
Voo Doo has once more uncovered
some facts that will not only astound
innocent readers, but will, we be-
lieve, lead to immediate extension
of the Kefaufer Committee. Under
the unfounded defamations of an
organization which we shall leave
unnamed but whose affiliations are
even now being investigated, Voo
Doo has unrewardingly and mag-
namiously worked toward harmony
and improvement within the Tech
family. During the course of its
investigation it has uncovered things
which it believes are too incredible
and terrible to remain concealed
any longer. With its customary
benevolence, Voo Doo has re-
frained from turning this evidence
over to criminal authorities, but,
instead, has printed below some
innocuous memoranda in the hope

that the person or persons involved
will feel sufficient humiliation to
do something to rectify matters.

Memo: Athletic Dept.

We have reliable information
proving the existence of ringers on
Tech teams . . . ringers imported
by said department from local
grammar schools. We do not wish
to win games in this manner!!

Memo: President Killian

We believe it is time an official
announcement was made concern-
ing the enclosed spot in Briggs
field. You need feel no embarass-
ment in admitting it is your per-
sonal vegetable garden.

Memo: Tech Secretaries

Unfortunately unscrupulous stu-
dents still abound. We strongly
advise you give no personal infor-
mation to students claiming they
are conducting important surveys
for the Tech Engineering News.
Memo: Open House Committee

We suggest immediate investi-
gation of the rumor of a student-
sponsored project to construct a

~TRUYERIS ~

“Oh no, All this handshaking doesn’t bother me at all.”

tunnel from an unnamed site on the
East Campus to the Charlesgate
Dorms.

Memo: Judicial Committee

Yatzal, the Tech bookie, was
seen approaching varsity baseball
players prior to their southern
trip. Need we say more??

Memo: Walker Memorial Dining
Service

Patriotism is an admirable quality
but when you loan your cooking
vats for bacteriological research. . .
that is going too far.
Memo: T.C.A.

It is a little known fact that, for
a price, T.C.A. officials will secure
choice seats for Old Howard en-
thusiasts.

Memo: Homburg Infirmary

Investigate your staff! We have
evidence proving those small flasks
of beer are being bootlegged across
the border.

Memo: The Tech

We offer our condolances and
hope you won’t begrudge us this
scoop. We hear next Tuesday’s
issue will appear with the following
headline: =~ TECH’S CIRCULA-
TION INCREASES...SQUEEZES
SCOTT TISSUE €CO. OFF MAR-
KET.

Memo: Finance Committee

We resent the raising of funds
through the auctioning of tech
secretaries to wealthy Harvard
students. This violates Amend-
ment 7 of Fair Trade Agreement.

Memo: To all Voo Doo followers

As an added attraction all Voo
Doo purchasers now receive an
honorary membership in the Watch
and Ward Society. This represents
another link in Voo Doo’s great
new enlightenment program.

Respectfully submitted,

“DOC”



poo CONT

11

-

I ”
.-nn“l-”’{ ”

DA
R

“Hey, waiter, there’s some soup on my fly!”

Reporter: What shall I say about
the two peroxide blondes who made
such a fuss at the game?

Editor: Why, just say the bleach-

ers went wild.
X

“Now,” she asked, “is there any
man in the audience who would let
his wife be slandered and say noth-
ing? If so stand up.”

A meek little man rose to his
feet. The lecturer glared at him.
“Do you mean to say you would
let your wife be slandered and say
nothing?”’ she cried.

“Oh, I'm sorry,” he apologized.
“I thought you said slaughtered.”

i
There was once a fellow in El-
mira by the name of Joe Kissinger.
He didn’t like the name so he
changed it to Ross. Two months
later he changed it to Cartmell.
By this time all his friends were

asking each other, “I wonder who’s

Kissinger now?”
— Widow

Of all the game
That’s shy and wary
The hardest to get
Is a prof’s secretary.

o

Private: ‘“Who introduced you
to your wife?”

Seargeant: “We just met. I
don’t blame nobody.”

%

Man in barber chair: That dog
seems to like to watch you cut hair.
Barber: Not particularly, but
sometimes I slip and snip off an

ear.

“Now that we're engaged, darl-
ing, you’re going to give me a ring,
aren’t you?”’

“Sure, honey, what’s your phone
number?”’

—1031

— Southwestern

FAMOUS LAST
WORDS...

I stand on this rostrum with a
deep sense of humility and pride.

I advocate no partisan cause —
I am just a good staunch Repub-
lican — The world would not he
in the mess it is in today if Truman
I am as rank as they
come — and I'll say that since the

were alive.

Communist threat is a global one
we must get on the ball. Formosa
the people the situation
critical, but we shall fight them on
the beach-heads — we shall fight
them in the streets — we shall
fight them on the hilltops — we
shall never surrender. The mag-
nificence of the courage and for-
titude of the Korean people defiles
description — They have chosen to
risk death rather than white slavery.
Their last words to me were —
Don’t scuttle the Pacific — don’t
make a wave. People dreaded the
consequences of a power vacuum
in Japan, but we have had a power-
ful vacuum in the White House
for the last five years. It has been
said in effect that I am a warmonger
— nothing could be closer to the
truth. From the beginning of time

seenis

man has sought a peace. I have
just left your fighting men in diar-
rhea. They have a great deal in
them — but they are fighting a
deadly enema. Even the Chinese
need relief. What we need is a good
world movement. As I retire from
52 years of military service I
remember those lines from that
old barracks ballad “T’was a cold
winter’s  evening” —  whoops!
wrong ballad — “old soldiers never
die — They just fade away.”
Jerry Herlihy

tegd

“Why do you sing in the bath
tub?”
“The door won’t lock.”
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BRAVE NEW GLCP

In a few more weeks another class
of Techmen will graduate. Com-
mencement Day is June 8 this year,
wud on this day, as on every other
June 8, the temperature will be high
and there will be a slight drizzle. I
can see it clearly. All the spectators
are squeezed into Rockwell Cage to
escape the rain, so the temperature
inside is twenty degrees higher. Wait-
ing to march into the Cage are the
Techmen, blear-eyed and ennervated
by a week of tears shed in sorrow over
leaving the Institute and sweltering
beneath their black gowns, which
have been ingeniously designed to
suck in all heat. These men stand
erect, however, no matter how ter-
rible the effects of poor whiskey and
warm beer, and their jaws will be
firm. Drops of rain slither down their
necks, and the pithy, four-letter
obscenities they spit out let everone
know that this is a class with spirit.

After the graduates are seated and
the crowd has found places to stand,
several dignitaries, who have been
paid admirably to instill their ideals
in the mass of hot flesh before them,
deliver their somniloquies. The first
speaker has succeeded amazingly well
in imitating the drone of the fly which
whizzes about your head, and as a
result you do not hear a word the man
says. You applaud, however, for
fear that the fellow behind you may
be a spy for the Institute.

The next speaker has an irritating
twitch in his gestures, so you avoid
looking at him, and besides, that fly

is damn annoying. Just at the soul-
wrenching climax of the speech, the
fly buzzes by your nose and you
tremendously sneeze. A litter ripples
through the audience, and your father
cuts you from his will. Your father
wanted you to be a doctor, anyway.

Several hours later, your friend
on the left rams his elbow into your
ribs. Your friend has stayed awake
all this time to count the rafters.
When the pain has vanished, you
realize that it is time to get your
diploma. Oh, “Getting the diploma,”
never to be forgotten! In colloquium,
this is known as “gelting the sheep-
skin, or is it ‘“‘getting the sheep-
dip?” I never am straight on this
point.

Standing now on the podium and
attired in regal splendor, is the
President. Having an intimate
knowledge himself of the local pubs,
he knows what to expect from his
men; he has prudently stuffed his
nostrils with sen-sen.

The line moves slowly. You wish
to hell the whole business were over.
The married vets can hear their
children bawling in the audieuce.
At last it is your turn, and as you
nervously rush forward you stumble
on the top step. The President
keeps a straight face, and you hope
he can’t hear the beer sloshing
around in your stomach. He clasps
your outstretched hand in a ‘this-
hurts-me-more-than-it-hurts  you”
manner and slips you your di-
ploma, neatly rolled around a blank

check payable to the order of the
Alumni Fund. Your mother is cry-
ing, your father puts you back in
his will. The shining world waits
to be conquered; there is a fortune
to be won! Go, Techman, go out
into the brave new glop!

Jerry Rothberg

“Mrs. Smith had triplets and two
weeks later she had twins.”

“That’s impossible. How did it
happen?”

“One of the triplets got lost.”

TN,

She: “You may as well know
that you can’t make me do some-
thing I don’t want to.”

He: “No, but there’s no harm
in trying to make you want to.”

—I9I9Q
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The most observant person was
the historian who noticed Lady
Godiva had a horse with her.

ey X

Mama Mosquito: If you children
are real good, I'll take you to a
nudist camp tonight.

— Sundial
He: “Kiss me.”
She: “Make me.” —1928

CAFE de PARIS
Real Home-Cooked Food

Luncheons
(85c- up)

165 Mass. Ave.

Dinners
(99c- up)

Boston

LAUN -Dry-iT
CLEANSING - SHIRTS - LAUNDRY

CORNER MASS. AVE. & MARLBORO ST.
BOSTON, MASS.

== =



VOO

THE BROWNBAGGER MENACE

Brown Baggers are rampant on
the M.I'T. campus. Why has this
deplorable situation come about?
Slowly but surely, the faculty has
been and is now actively engaged in
a campaign to increase the percentage
of Brown Baggers in the Student
Body. What type of creatures are
these Brown Baggers which the faculty
would have mulling over the campus?
A Brown Bagger is a student whose
physique is draped with long hair,
whose back is sagging from a hideously
grosteque  BAG —brown in color,
and bulging with textbooks, slipsticks,
drawing instruments, and similar
weapons of his trade.

Long have people questioned the
motive of the faculty in encouraging
Brown Baggers to prosper, but not
until recently has the true motive
come to light. The profs write text-
books which they would like to sell,
so they put them on the required
reading lists in order to get them read
and of course sold. Who reads the
required reading? Yes, the Brown
Baggers. In reading these books the
Brown Baggers become molded with
a warped view of things, the particular
shape of the warp corresponding to
the twist given to things by the M.1T.
profs.

A new being is needed in the Stu-
dent Body to counteract the influence
of Brown Baggers! A being of strong
fiber, who is liquid enough to adapt
himself to the shape of his container —

be it a classroom, barroom, a boudoir,
or what have you? This new being
called for is—a BREW BAGGER

A Brew Bagger is one with a
HEAD on his shoulders, as well
as on his mug, a BEER stein being
part of his standard equipment.
He too has a sagging back, formed
by a beautifully shaped BAG.
This BAG must have bulges — in
the approved places —and must
be self-propelled. The Brew Bagger
does not carry his BAG, he makes
her

ves, makes her walk. You
might say this propellsiveness drives
him to I'T. There is some question
as to why his back sags; but at
least we may be sure it is not from
carrying his BAG. However, some
say the sag is from carrying on
with his BAG — yea, even though
it 1s self-propelled. Propellsive, eh?

There are many untapped educa-
tional opportunities of a broadening
nature back of the BACK BAY
area to which a Brown Bagger does
not have access (the BAG he would
be escorting would not be socially
acceptable), but to which a Brew
Bagger has ready access.

Numerous are the places where
a conscientious Brew Bagger may
broaden his educational outlook;

some of these are back of the Back
Bay area and others are in the

shadow of Beacon Hill. The Elliot
Lounge offers a lab for extensive
research in Fluid Mechanics as

DOO
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well as a good setting for IT.
There is no place like the Savoy
for furthering the study of Music
Appreciation; nor can Jake Werths’
be excelled for a study of German
language and culture. Then, there’s
no ritz like the New Ritz to observe
Cosmetic Rays and High Energy
Phenominum. The Old Howard
runs a close tie with the Casino
for excellence in opportunity to
study Comparative Anatomy and
French Curves, you may draw your
own conclusions about this. A
Brew Bagger of outstanding merit
may wish to receive his Cum
Brewmaster at the College Inn,
and get his lambskin dipped in
brew.

Now you have a brief idea of
what is open to a Brew Bagger in
the way of broadening education,
the width being a direct function
of hip and bust measurements —
expanding possibilities, to say the
least.

A TOAST gentlemen, “Up with
the Brew Bagger, down with the
Brew”.

Bob King
o—0—0
They’re picking up the pieces

With a dustpan and a rake;
He grabbed a silken knee,

When he should have grabbed

the brake.

There once was a girl named
Mable,

Who was ready, willing, and able.

Although she was nice,

She named her own price

And now she’s all wrapped up in
sable.

i o
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My instructor told me I rode as \__\:fiil‘%““—“- o QOT&J

if T were part of the horse.”
“Did he tell you which part®”’ »nr
A Clergyman up in Vermont
Keeps tropical fish in the font;

I wish to urge you men to .take What do you think of the Grand Though it always surprises
full adva'ntage of your educational Canyon? The l::ll)(‘S he });lptiZ(‘S
opportunity here al TECH, tap Just gorges. It seems to be just what they want.
some of those untapped oppor- v
tunities — BECOME a BREW % ik
BAGGER! 1
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FOUNDATIONS OF AN BELASTIC SOCIETY
by Clint Seeley

Ladies and Gentlemen of the In-
ternational Association of Ladies
Foundation Garment Designers:

It is with great pleasure that
I welcome you to this twenty-fifth
Jubilee Dinner. I should like you
to accompany me on a review of the
quarter century which has led up
to this joyous occasion.

It was just twenty-five years
ago today that our founder, Chester
Ranger, rounded out his ideal in
the conception of this body. He
had two points in mind: First, to
raise the level of global styles; and
second, to enable our industry to
put up a solid front. In doing this,
he brought together the two major
spheres of influence in designs.
One might be called the “hang it
all, anyway” school, which brought
the flappers into being; the other,
which later came back into its own,
might be referred to as the “Build
up the feminine angle, or bust”
group. In consolidating these two
factions, our founder hoped to make
a complete breast with the past.

As we follow through the years
of style changes, we find that this
association was instrumental in
supporting the higher bust-line and
the full-bust style, and that, when
the plunging neckline came into
fashion it helped to separate the
two major problems into their re-
spective parts — support and sepa-

ration. This brings us abreast of
the present day.

No discussion of the progress of
our business is complete without
some reference to our gift to those
women not so richly endowed. It
has been one of our most gratifying
missions to help “fill the spot that
God forgot.” Since the beginning
of time, women have been experts
in the art of deceptive dress, but
not until we embarked upon this
mercy mission had their success
reached such high peaks.

We have also contributed to
milady’s comfort through the in-
troduction of flesh-colored adhesive
foundations, enabling her {o go
through an entire evening without a
slip.

Another prominent area in which
we have played a major part is that
which is covered by corsets and
girdles. This matter carries a lot
of weight in the World today. Get-
ting down to the meat of the matter,
the slenderizing of our more —
shall I say — buxom ladies, has, I
feel, done more to increase the
marriage rate than any innovation
since the shotgun. By this means
we have aided the American woman
in pulling herself together and con-
centrating herself on gratifying
pursuits, rather than having her
attention diverted by self-conscious-

ness. For if ever her escort was

aware of the bare facts, his atten-
tions would go to waste; she might
well find herself the butt of his
future jokes, thus causing her to
feel like a complele ass, and threat-
ening her happiness with an un-
fortunate end.

Corsets have also aided in al-
leviating hose troubles. The in-
troduction of tempered steel into
corsets means the old fashioned
bone stay’s out.

In conclusion, I wish to point
out some of the other accomplish-
ments of this front-line organiza-
tion:

We have helped in the founda-
tion of a well-rounded American
scene.

We have raised the standard of
living of many.

We have improved the consumer
figures around the globe.

We have contributed generously
to the Community Chest.

Through the publication of our
trade journal, BETTER BOSOMS,
we have given rise to an organ of
international interest.

And last, but not least, we have
earned a reputation for never letting
a customer down.

Finally, in tribute to Chester
Ranger and those who have fol-
lowed him, I wish to close by say-
ing, “Never have so few given such
a lift to so many.”

E. D. ABBOTT CO.
Printers

for all activities and
fraternity events

181 MASSACHUSETTS AVE., BOSTON
one block north of Loew’s State

phones: KEnmore 6-4051 or 6-3277

HAncock 6-6236

Athens-Olympia Cafe

51 STUART STREET, BosTON, Mass.

A Real Ewropean ﬂimadpﬁw

JOHN L. COCORIS, Manager

DEvonshire 8-8263
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NICE WORK.......

We've been wondering about some of that June propaganda that sounds like this. ..

Our employee relations are the envy of the industry.
Turnover is extremely low, many workers have spent
their lives with the Company.

Company-conducted courses are given by Company
specialists who are trained in the practical application
of their profession.

Company” wide technical committee meetings are
held for the presentation and exchange of information
on all technical phases of Company activity.

8 &
o

Salaries are reviewed periodically and individual
achievement is recognized through salary adjustments
based on merit.

o EE T
9

You will find ample opportunity to meet your fellow The Company assures excellent working conditions
workers. They are a grand bunch. and recreational facilities.
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veereeo IF YOU CAN GET IT

So we did a little investigating to find it really should go like this. ..

Company-conducted courses are given by Company

] specialists who are trained in the practical application
Our employee relations are the envy of the industry. of their profession.

Turnover is extremely low, many workers have spent
their lives with the Company.
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_— Salaries are reviewed periodically and individual
achievement is recognized through salary adjustments
based on merit

Company wide technical committee meetings are
held for the presentation and exchange of information
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