


NOT the Queen of the Junior Prom, not the Kappa most likely to

succeed, but a little receptionist named Jane!

She’s the gal at the desk at the very first company you are going to
call on. The gal who will flash the word that Fearless Peerless is
without, ready, willing and able to go to work. Take off your hat as
you enter, smiling.

And, brother, you better have a hat! Because it is a well-known
fact that today’s business executive looks favorably upon the pro-
spective junior executive who has the foresight to dress the part. You

may get away with being without a hat on the banks of the Old

Raritan—but not on Madison Ave., LaSalle St. or Market St.!

So, go forth from the hallowed halls, brother—and may luck attend
you—proudly bearing your diploma in one hand and your hat in the
other. With a hat, you’re not dressed to get by—you’re dressed to
get ahead.

“Wear a Hat —Its as Healthy as Its Handsome!”

ment in the interests of good grooming and good S

These fine hat labels have published this adverﬁse-} DOBBS % CAVANAGH [g;' KNOX %
health of American men. BERG .& BYRON @ C&K @ DUNLAP nés

Divisions of the Hat Corporation of America—Makers of Fine Hals for Men and Women

This ad will appear in leading college campus magazines throughout the country in December



Phos was reciting poetry. He got to the
part that read:

Drink! for you know not whence you came,

nor why:

Drink! for you know not why you go, nor

where.

and he got no further. The Cat contemplated
for a moment, and then apparently agreed
with Omar, for in no time he was rigid. His
facial expression took on that of Cousin
Cheshire and he orated, thusly: “Noel! Noel!
Gay Christmastide till Epiphany! 'Tis the
season to be jolly and all the rest. Then why
not be jolly (and all the rest) ? Soon, all you
Techmen will be homeward bound (hic). This
is understandable. Yet, how many of these
Techmen will be toting copies of Sears,
Thomas, Glasstone, Fitzgerald, ad naueum?
Approximately, too many. In keeping with
the times, the Institute has graciously pro-
claimed, ‘NO SCHOOL TILL AFTER NEW
YEAR’S’ and then in so many cases issued
whopping homework assignments. You are
cornered. You cannot get out of work. Our
sympathies. But then, there are those who
were not accorded academic penitances, and
still persist in carrying their tomes (hic,
’scuse) homeward. These are the ones to
watch. Then, still, there are those who after
bringing the books home actually read them.
These are the ones to behold. (Pass me an-
other brew, boy!) Outside, the snow is gently
falling, the jingle bells are jangling, the ice
is hard on the pond, and the slopes of Ver-
mont are mirror smooth. Yet the prodigy
stays fast by his studies. Feminine laughter
fills the air. He moveth not. The glow of the
Aurora comes with the setting sun. Not a
quiver from our determined youth. It is my
thesis that if we could harness the force
which keeps this lad’s trousers so tightly
upon his chair, we would have something
more potent than Mec? itself. For the luvva
Pete, have a good time once in your life! Ho!
Ho! Ho! Mer-ry Chris-stmas!”

And with that, Phos smoothed back his
whiskers, gave his ears a cocky angle and
sallied into the beer cooler slamming the door
behind him. All we could say was, “Merry
Christmas, too.”

—LBG
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The holiday season has left us
all with fond remembrances of
good spirits and good times, and
in honor of these good spirits
the column this month is de-
voted to the most regal: wine.

Boston, center of culture and
good living, sports only four ac-
tually good sources of wines.
Three of these are restaurants,
and the last is a package store.
By the nature of the wine drink-
ing population (excluding some
of our friends of Scollay
Square), all of the restaurants
are higher priced, shirt-and-tie
types. The best, the very finest
and least known is the Morton
Cafe, 1169 Blue Hill Avenue,
which serves very good wine at
very moderate prices. As an in-
cidental item, Morton’s is one
of the few places left in the
States which serves real im-
ported Guinness Stout, prefer-
ing to import it rather than
serve the inferior domestic
brand. The specialty of the
house is Black Velvet, a con-
coction of Stout and Champagne
and very good. If you plan on
going out, it might be well to
give them a call and have them
put something good on ice for
you. Ask for Louie or Doe, who
run the place, and plan on
spending a very pleasant eve-
ning talking about their favorite
subject.
sandwiches and pizza.

The old stand-by of the well-
heeled Harvardite, Locke-Ober,
offers a good wine list, but noth-
ing really exceptional, and
charges like mad for everything.
Their white wines are particu-

For food, they offer

larly lacking. The Club Henri IV
in Harvard Square has wonder-
ful food, and a very wide selec-
tion of excellent wines. Be pre-
pared, though, the average meal
with wine will run over five dol-
lars, but as a treat it's well
worth it. I am told that the Café
Vendome in the hotel of the
same name also has a good
cellar, but I have never been
there. .

For home consumption, take a
trip sometime to Charles L.
Richardson’s, 171 Summer
Street, quite near South Station.
This is a package store of the
old school, and really is more
of an importer and wholesale
distributor than a retail store.
The place has been around for
quite some time now and is as
much a part of Boston as Beacon
Hill. The clerks all know their
wines, and, when not too busy,
have a lot of fun helping neo-
phytes like you and I make selec-
tions. One of their Vice-Presi-
dents is originally from the Ger-
man Rhine district, and hence
their selection of Rhine Wine is
particularly good.

If you wander down to try out
a bottle, you can’t go wrong
with Rhine. Here is a short
primer to help with selection.
All true Rhines wine is made
from the Riesling grape, and so
is called Riesling. The wines are
light and range from austerely
dry to quite sweet (but not so as
Port) —slightly sparkling—and
have a pale yellow color. They
are in the main very delicate in
flavour. The grapes are grown
on the banks or nearby hills of




the Rhine, and its tributaries
the Moselle, the Saar and the
Ruhr.

There are a number of clas-
sifications of the wines. The
least expensive is, of course, just
plain Riesling with no other
title which means just an ordi-
nary table wine. The first special
notation is Spatlese, which
means that the grapes are let
hang until late in the season in
order to absorb more sunlight
and hence have more sugar. This
wine is sweeter than average,
and generally mellower. The
price ranges from $2 to $3.50
per bottle. Auslese, the next up
the ladder, indicates literally
that these grapes were a selec-
tion. More specifically, it means
that the grapes had a growth of
a certain mold, called Edelfaule,
on the bunches which makes a
sweeter and nobler wine. This
doesn’t happen every year. The
price is $3 to $4. The wine is
pressed from the moldiest
bunches of grapes. Beerenauslese
means the same thing, but the
wine is made from only the
moldiest grapes in the moldiest
bunches. This selection is done
by little old men who walk
through the vineyard, followed
by boys with cotton-lined trays
to hold the grapes. There is not
much of this wine in the States,
and what there is ranges from
$10 to $15 per bottle. The finest
of all are the Trockenbeerenaus-
lese. These are selected moldy
grapes which are allowed to

“What do you mean--a heinous crime against nature!”

hang on the vines until they are
almost dried to raisins. These
make the sweetest and most
noble of the Rhines. I hesitate
to mention the price.

A few cautions: Kabinett
Wein originally meant wine kept
for the owner’s own use, but now
is generally used to artificially
raise the price. Liebfraumilch
(trans.—lovely women’s milk)
is a romantic name, but it only
means that the wine is a mixture

from several different vine-
yvards; it may be mediocre to
good, but it is never excellent.
May Wine is Riesling artificially
sweetened and flavoured with a
spice called woodruff. It is pleas-
ant and fruity, almost apple
flavored, and a good cordial.
The best years are 1949 and
1950, and it takes about three-
quarters of a bottle to produce
an excellent rosy haze.
J.F. K.

WHOLESALE

Special Attention to M.L.T.
Students—Whether A
Bottle or A Case

FENWAY LIQUOR COMPANY

213 Massachusetts Avenue, Boston

CO 6-2103

NATURALLY—TECH MEN PREFER THE FENWAY LIQUOR CO. FOR
THE MOST COMPLETT LIQUOR, WINE & BEER STOCK IN BOSTON.

Next to Loew’s State Theatre

RETAIL

Party Planning
Punch Bowls
Always Plenty of Ice Cubes




\

HE recent Leadership Con-
ference gave birth to a
wealth of priceless incidents, of
which only the following was
deemed to be of general interest:
It was well along in the evening,
and the original formality had
been replaced by general good
feeling and a few strong drinks.
A Student Wheel approached one
of the Interested-in-Student-Af-
fairs Professors, exchanged a
few words, and removed from
his grasp a bottle, from which
he poured himself a drink. He
then added ice and ginger ale,
which caused the good Professor
to remark, “Only an idiot dilutes
his drinks like that.”
To this our Wheel could only
reply, “That’s all right. Look
whose bottle I just killed.”

E have information concern-

ing a student who calls his
car “Mayflower” because a few
Puritans came across in it.

T’S the little things that make

life at Tech worth while. A
friend of ours was sitting in
the Graduate House when an in-
nocent, freshman-type student
approached him and asked, “Is
this Building 20?”

“No, this is the Graduate
House,” said our friend, who had
once been a freshman himself.

“Oh.” And with that he
walked quietly out, apparently
seeking building 20.
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E would like to nominate for

the most unpopular man of
the month the unkempt, tired-
looking character who walked
out of a 6:18 quiz twenty
minutes early recently, mutter-
ing sleepily to himself, “Oh well,
another day, another 100.”

NE of the boys worked in a
foundry in New York last

summer, and came back with
this story. It seems one of the
regulars in the sandpile, a sturdy
specimen from Bayonne, New
Jersey, had been promoted to
foreman. Being now a pros-
perous and successful man, he
decided to act the part, and
bought a Brooks Brothers suit.

Everything went along fine on
his first day on the new job, until
it came time to return home.
He tried to board the train for
Jersey, but the suit fought him
to a standstill. No Brooks Broth-
ers suit was going to be seen
on a commuter train, heading
for Bayonne. After a half hour
struggle, the new foreman suc-
cumbed, and decided to let the
suit have its way for a while.
It led him first to Grand Central,
and thence to Scarsdale, where
all good "‘Brooks Brothers suits
belong. Here they got off and
waited on the platform.

And then tragedy struck. All
the other Brooks Brothers suits
waiting on the platform were
met by wives in GM cars, run-
ning all the way from a few
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Chevvies and Pontiacs through
a vast number of Olds and
Buicks to even a Cadillac or two.
But the foundryman, needless
ot say, was met by no one. They
had gotten off the train at 7:30.
Eight o’clock came and went,
followed closely by eight-thirty
and nine. At nine-thirty, after a
two hour wait, the suit gave up
in utter despair, and allowed it-
self to be taken away.

All the way back into New
York, through the tubes, and
into Bayonne, it gave not the
slightest resistance. But, alas,
that was the last time he was
ever able to wear that suit. From
that day to this, the suit has re-
fused to keep a press; the lapels
will not lie flat; the buttons
have come off ; and the label has
unraveled and formed itself into
globs of loose thread that seem
to spell out “Robert Hall”,

NLY 89 more shopping days
until April Fool’s Day.

A girl doesn’t mind losing her
heart to a man, but she hates to
have him start searching for it.

feaw

Little Boy: Do you love me?

Little Girl: Uh-huh.

Little Boy: Then why doesn’t
your chest heave like in the
movies?



with character, too!

I'he I & M. Schaefer Brewing Co., New York
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FREQUENCY

by Leonard B. Gross

VA

Harry went home. He didn’t like drizzly nights.
Especially when his girl wasn’t willing. He didn’t
like his drab hotel room either, but it was a hell
of a lot drier than the street. The weather was
typical of a lot of nights in Cleveland, when you
can’t tell where the shore ends and the lake be-
gins. The mist had about penetrated his overcoat
when he turned the key in his lock and entered
the room. Harry clicked the light switch, shifted
his cigarette to the other side of his lip and said
in a not-too-disturbed tone, “Who the hell are
you?”’

The little, stout man who was sitting on the
bed didn’t appear to be particularly disturbed
either. He stared at Harry for a while, yawned,
and answered, “My name is Glickman. Have a
seat. T wish to talk to you. I'm from Venus.”
Harry took off his coat, removed a pistol from
his shoulder holster and asked again, “Who the
hell are you?’ The little, stout man was still un-
impressed. “I said that my name is Glickman and
I'm from Venus.”

“SO?”

“So what so?”

“So you're from Venus. Am I supposed to turn
handspins?”

“My good man, Venus is not near Shaker
Heights. I'm an intersolar visitor. If you’ll sit
down I might accomplish something.”

Harry steadied his pistol. He opened his mouth
as if to say something, but he was interrupted
before he could start by the little, stout man. “You
don’t believe me. That is to be expected. You
think I am a lunatic, and being in a hotel room
with a lunatic is an unpleasant experience. You
cower behind your weapon. If you will but rest
yourself T will explain what I want and show
you that I'm not a lunatic.”

Harry sat down. He didn’t relax his hold on the
pistol. He gazed intently at the little, stout man
who by now had taken off his jacket. The little
man went to his jacket pocket and removed a
case. From the case he took a hypodermic syringe
and pressed the needle into his arm, forcing an
amber liquid between his muscle tissues. The little
man nodded at Harry and said, “It’s an opiate. I
rather like it.” He settled himself and continued,
“We on Venus do not assume a mass. This should
be rather difficult for you to grasp since you can-
not divorce your thinking from space-time rela-
tionships, but I think I can draw some analogies
for you. We exist as frequencies. Our atmosphere
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is covered by many carrier waves. We are fre-
quencies imposed upon these waves. This gives
us many advantages over mass-creatures, such as
yourself. We have no need for reproduction, since
there is no death. We have no passion, no sex, no
lust, no hunger, no crime; just intellect. We exist
and study. We communicate through a phenom-
enon so far beyond your powers of comprehension,
that I will not even attempt a definition. For want
of a better term, let us call it ‘the oracular fre-
quency’.”

Harry caught himself relaxing his hold on the
pistol and resumed his firm grip. The little, stout
man saw this movement, smiled a little and con-
tinued, “They sent me to study you. It wasn’t too
difficult to perform an energy-mass transmutation
and assume a human shape. I call myself Glick-
man. You still doubt me?”

Harry snickered a little. “Who sent you? Myron
from Bayonne? Big John? Wiley? Who?” Glick-
man shrugged his shoulders, and answered, “I
told you I'm from Ven . .. ”Harry broke in. “I’ll
kill you if you don’t tell the truth. It was Wiley,
wasn’t it?”

“No, my dear fellow, don’t lose ycurself. I have
so much more to tell you. Firstly, it would be a
foolhardy act to kill me. I admit that while in
this human form I am vulnerable to your weapon.

Enjoy Your Favorite Cocktails
Made As You Like Them
In Boston’s Most Charming Cocktail Lounge

N

2

Served In A Background
Of Delightful Entertainment

495 Beacon St. at Mass. Ave.

But do you think that I would walk into the den
of a man of your temperament without making
some provisions for my wellbeing? Allow me then
to inform you that if you were to cause my de-
mise, you in turn would be subjected to an ex-
perience that has not as yet happened to any man,
and for good reason. Namely, the hearing of John-
son Noises. You would hear Johnson Noises,
those many, many sounds caused by the kinetic
collisions of the molecules in the atmosphere. 1
beg you not to underestimate the oracular fre-
quency.”

Harry spat. The little, stout man saw this and
started to speak again. He had not said more than
two words when a shot echoed in the small hotel
room. Then another. The little, stout man fell dead
to the floor. Harry dropped the pistol and stood
there gazing at the corpse on his floor. He spat
once more. This time upon the lifeless figure. Then
with the same calmness he displayed when he first
entered the room, Harry stepped over the body,
advanced a few paces, and with a sudden convul-
sion rent the air with a scream reserved for those
souls doomed to an eternity of unendurable an-
guish. Harry cupped his fingers about his ears and
ran howling out of the hotel and down Euclid
Avenue.

FOR YOUR NEXT PARTY
Call

LO 6-3180 or LO 6-0312

HARVARD WINE and
LIQUOR

Myron Norman ’39

We always have plenty of Cold
Beer, Ice Cubes and Cocktail Ac-
cessories on hand.

FREE DELIVERY
OPEN UNTIL 11 P. M.

288 Harvard St., Brookline
Next to the Coolidge Corner Theatre
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Two men were coming home late at night from
a poker party. One said, “I am always afraid when
I return home late from a party like this. I shut
off the engine of my car half a block from home
and coast into the garage. 1 take off my shoes
and sneak into the house. I am as quiet as possible,
but invariably about the time I settle down into
bed my wife sits up and starts to berate me.”

The other man said, “You just have the wrong
technique. I never have any trouble. I barge into
the garage, slam the door, stomp into the house,
and make a hell of a racket. I go upstairs to the
bedroom, pat my wife and say, ‘How about it,
kid?" She always pretends she’s asleep.”

%

The pastor found Joc on the sidewzalk onc n'ght,
drunk, as usual. He picked him up and then told
him it just wasn’t possible to drink up all the beer
the brewery could make.

Joe looked at the brewery, all lighted up, and
said: “Well, anyway, I got ’em working nights.”

5

AFROTC Student: “I haven’t pencil or paper
for the examination.”

Sergeant Conway: “What would you think of
a soldier who went into battle without his gun or
ammunition?”

AFROTC Student: “I'd think he was an officer.”

&-

A couple of morons became stagestruck and
wanted to get into vaudeville. Finally they per-
fected a team novelty dance and went to an agent
with it.

“You never saw anything so sensational,” the
gentleman moron said. “At the finish of our act,
I grab Ulna by her hair and whirl her around
twenty times; then, when everybody thinks that’s
the climax, I heave her right through an open
window.”

The agent seemed impressed. “Through an open
window, eh?” he repeated. “You mean you do
that at every performance?”’

The gentleman moron shrugged modestly. “No-
body’s perfect,” he admitted. “Sometimes I miss.”

The slick city feller and his girl companion
stopped at a motel. The old gentleman in charge
wanted to see their marriage license. The city
slicker fumbled around in his wallet and pro-
duced his hunting license. Apparently satisfied,
the old gentleman allowed him to register.

Just as they became comfortably settled in their
cabin, there was a loud pounding on the door, and
the old gentleman’s voice came through the door:

“If you ain’t—don’t! This ain’t for that!”

B

Two drunks were driving furiously, late at
night, along a road that ran side by side with a
mainline railroad track. Suddenly a streamliner
train, dark except for the engine, flashed past
them going in the opposite direction.

“Shay,” said one of the men in the car, “did
you see that little town we just went through?”

“Yesh,” replied his companion.

“You know something? I think that first house

was on fire?”’
% Y -3
*

He had been bitten by his dog while studying,
but he didn’t give it much thought. But when the
wound failed to heal properly, he began to worry
and consulted a doctor. The doctor took one look
at the wound and ordered the dog brought in.
Just as the doctor had suspected, the dog had
rabies. It was too late to give the young man a
serum, so the doctor had no alternative than to
tell him that he would have to die of hydropho-
bia.

The poor young man sat down at the doctor’s
desk and began writing. The physician sought to
comfort him.

“Perhaps it will not be so bad,” he said. “You
needn’t make out your will now.”

“I'm not making out my will,” replied the
young man. “I'm just writing out a list of pro-
fessors I'm going to bite.”

tegd

PiKa: “I saw a Texas Ranger carrying two
rifles.”

Phi Psi: “That’s nothing. I saw a cowgirl pack-
ing a pair of 38s.”

PiKa: “Loaded with blanks, no doubt.”
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Merry Christmas, boss!!

Enjoy Transcendental Atmosphers at the

BLUE SHIP TEA ROOM

where Russell Blake Howe
re-creates music of

Beethoven, Chopin and Lisxt

Participate in the Finest of Foods for Lunch or
Dinner in the very Lofts Where Sails Were Made
for World Girdling Ships and have a Sea Gull’s
= View of Historic Boston Harbor at the top of
Colorful Old T Wharf—Oldest Boston at Its Best.
Enjoy refreshing sea breezes and glorious sunsets.

Foot of State Street—Atlantic Subway Station
OPEN 12 to 8. CLOSED SUNDAY
Tel. LA 3-8719 Mr. and Mrs. R. B. Howe, Props.

TYPEWRITERS
REPAIRS — RENTALS

Royal—Smith-Corona—Underwood—Remington
Sales—Hermes—Service

The Only Modern Shop In Harvard Square
24 HOUR SERVICE

Free loans while we repair your typewriter
All work done on premises

UNIVERSITY TYPEWRITER CO.
10 Boylston St., At Harvard Sq. KI 7-2720

A colonel and a major were sitting in a Wash-
ington café. Across the way sat a P.F.C. and his
lovely lass. The colonel’s interest prompted him
to send the following note to the private.

“I believe I studied with you at Yale, and the
major thinks he studied with you at Princeton.
Please come over and straighten us out.”

The private replied, by note: “I didn’t study
at Yale or Princeton, but I did study at the Na-
tional School of Taxidermy and I'm stuffing and
mounting this pigeon myself.”

A

Proverb of the day: Never run after a woman
or a streetcar. There will be another along in a
minute. Those after midnight, though not as
many, go faster.

Caud

To her astonishment, her customer paid with a
hundred dollar bill. “Sir,” exclaimed she, “it’s a
business to do pleasure with you!”

1000

Beauiiful Gals!
This is the time and place.
Take time out to live!
Hundreds of college gals and men will be enjoying
SPRING VACATION in BERMUDA. For the time
of your life—join them.
Leave Sat., March 28—return Fri., April 3
COLLEGE TRIP INCLUDES
. PAN AMERICAN Airways, R.T. Boston-Bermuda
. LIMOUSINE, Bermuda Airport—Guest House
. ROOM & breakfast at Guest House near Hotel
with golf, tennis and swimming privileges
. TAXES—Federal and Bermuda. Also special
features and entertainment

7 DAYS — $159

Extra days—$5 each

> CO DD =

Please contact. your campus

0 representative Robert W. Ebe-

l/t 7 ULS ling, Jr., 259 St. Paul St.,
9 Brookline, Tel. LO. 6-9083
(Wellesley Travel Service) eatin

572 Washington St., Wellesley, Mass.




A Visit From

"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the
house

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse;

The stockings were hung by the chimney with care,

In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there;

The children were nestled all snug in their beds,

While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;

And Mamma in her ’kerchief, and 1 in my cap,

Had just settled our brains for a long winter’s nap,

When out on the lawn there rose such a clatter,

I sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash,

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below,
When, what to my wondering eyes should appear,
But a miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer,
With a little old driver, so lively and quick,

I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick.

More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,

And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name;
“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and Vixen!
On, Comet! on Cupid on Donder and Blitzen.”

To the top of the porch! to the top of the wall!

Now dash away! dash away! dash away all

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,

When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,

So up to the house-top the coursers they flew,

With the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too.




St.

Nicholas

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof

The prancing and pawing of each little hoof.

As I drew in my head, and was turning around,

Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot;
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back,

And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.

His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow,
And the beard of his chin was as white as the snow;
The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth,
And the smoke encircled his head like a wreath;
He had a broad face and a little round belly,

That shook, when he laughed, like a bowful of jelly.
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly elf,

And T laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself;
A wink of his eye and a twist of his head,

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose,

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle.
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,
“"Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night.”
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Tiny daughter: “Mama, what
are men?”’

Mother: “Men are what
women marry.”

T. d.: “We don’t get much

choice, do we?”
i

“Open your books to
page 64. (Rustle of books all
over the room.) Dunby, begin
reading at the top of the page.

Dunby: “Send five dollars,
check or money order for special

album of French photographs.
Limited offer, act now.”

Prof:

s X

The young married couple
lived right across the street
from a grass widow, and when
the husband ran over to borrow
anything, it usually took him
longer than the wife thought it
should. One time, while he was
over there, the wife called the
widow on the telephone and
after a considerable delay, the
widow answered.

“T’'d like to know,” said the
wife, burning with jealousy,
“why it takes my husband so
long to get something over
there!”

“So would 1,” said the widow,
“and this interruption isn’t help-
ing any!”

He—My girl friend is a twin.
Him—How can you tell them

apart?
He—Her brother walks dif-
ferent.
TN

Serious Young Man: “Do you
enjoy Kipling?”
Giddy Gal: “I don’t know—

how do you kipple?”

“Why Joe DiMaggio,” re-
marked Toots Shor, “i hardly
knew you. You used to be tall
and curly-haired and muscular,
and now you're short and skin-
ny and balding.”

“But I'm not Joe DiMaggio,”
replied the other. “I'm Billy
Rose.”

“Aha,” said Shor. “So you've
changed your name too.”
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“But remember, Martha--We must keep an eye open for the
intrinsic sociological factors behind these african native tribal
dances.”

122 BROADWAY

SERVING HOMEMADE PASTERY
Purchase Our Student Meal Ticllefs

"THE NEW"

BOB°S DINER

GOOD FOOD AT REASONABLE PRICES
Now On Sale

A $5.25 Value for $4.75
Open 24 Hours Daily

CAMBRIDGE, MASS.
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HARRY

The old gentleman lay still as the people looked on,
“He was the salt of the earth,” a man said.
And one day he took the old gentleman’s place,
While others looked on saying,
“He was the salt of the earth.”

Lawrence J. Krebaum circa 1950

THE FOLLY AND THE WISDOM

(Enter Old Man and Youth.)
Old Man: (With supreme self-assuredness.)
The mean, the mean, always the mean
Whatever you would do;
Just strike the proper balance, boy,
And take the middle view,

Be not insensitive, my boy,
To other people’s thought,
But let not mere gregariousness
Reduce your own to nought.

And on this earth true happiness
To find do not depend,

For lengthy will your search be, boy,
And bitterness its end.

Yet ugliness, and sin alone
Do not the whole world fill;
The world a mixture is, my boy,
Of goodness and of ill.

A proper balance must exist
Between your thoughts and deeds,

Let not your senses chain your mind
Nor it your earthy needs.

The mean, the mean, always the mean
Whatever you would do;
Just strike the proper balance, boy,
And take the middle view.
(Exit Old Man.)

Youth: (In agony.)
Oh God, I'm sick of prudence and caution;
The all-embracing chain of other men’s
thought;
This you may do, they say, of this but a portion
Suffices, and of this, which is evil, do nought.

And second-hand I must take them all,
The patterns of which I have no part,
And pray lest into excess I fall
And lose the dear ties that entrammel my
heart.

When I am close to you, my love,

My vision blurs, I cannot think:

No rationale left. But so briefly I've felt

In your tremulous warmth as devoutly I’d knelt

At the alter of Being; then I speak and I blink

And, seeing, am bound and cannot move.
(Stabs himself, falls.)

(Re-enter Old man.)
Old Man: (Recites softly)
The mean, the mean, always the mean
Whatever you would do;
Just strike the proper balance, boy,
And take the middle view.
Amby

WHY?

Dogs are relatively immune
to anthrax and tuberculosis.
The black rat is relatively more resistant
to anthrax than the white rat.
Dogs are relatively
immune to white rats.
Anthrax is relatively
immune to television.
Television is relatively more immune
than anthrax to dogs.
White dogs are more resistant
to tuberculosis than black television.
Black anthrax is more immune to white rats
than television is resistant to dogs.
Black dogs are more resistant to black rats
on television than white rats are
To anthrax complicated with tuberculosis. *
Or does a pregnant mathematician like Mozart
In the morning while running for the bus?
A. C. Pipkin

I've got a feeling deep in my diaphragm
That says to me, “What a lucky guy I am!”
Just this morning I got the hot poop;
We’ve got a girl in our boy scout troop.

A. Aardvark.
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BLUE CASHMERE

by John 1. Smith

“Why the hell don’t they put rungs on these
chairs so you can put your feet on them.” He
spoke softly to save his strength, letting the next
to last bit of his spirit find expression in the bitter
articulation of the words. He felt better after
the complaint. It did not matter that he had
complained almost inaudibly, because no one was
listening anyway. It was late morning; there
were few people in the dining hall. He raised the
glass of apple juice to his mouth, trying not to
think about doctors’ offices and samples and the
like. The juice tasted all right as it swirled down
his throat, washing the soot of a pack of cigarettes
with it. The apple turnover tasted like paper
maché—indeed, like paper maché made from
sandpaper. Hunk by hunk he forced it down and
thud by thud he felt the impact on the floor of his
stomach. He gave up after an effort, which whiie
not valiant was nonetheless commendable, es-
pecially in view of his condition. He had been up
three nights in a row studying for the quiz and
eating “No Doz” pills like peanuts. He drained
the tepid, tawny liquid in the coffee cup by a
process which is best described as a retch in re-
verse. He really wasn’t hungry; it was just a
matter of eating so that the cigarettes would
teste better.

He limped swiftly thru the rain and the puddles
to the new library and stood futilely pulling on
the handle of one of the glass doors. He could
never remember whether it was the right or left
door that was always open but he did recall
clearly that the open door was always the other
one. Another bout of pushing instead of pulling
and he was inside. He dropped his books on the
table and draped his windbreaker over the back
of one of those modern wooden chairs. The chair
was attractively designed and, although some-
what uncomfortable looking, was in reality ex-
ceedingly comfortable. He left the room and re-
turned after half an hour spent in finding a
lavatory in the new library. He had learned some-
thing today, but it was not the mass of formulas
he must know before noon. As soon as his eyes,
or at least one of them, had focused on the sheet
in front of him, the formulas began to drop into
place in his precise mind with a click like that
of melted marshmallows dropping on absorbent

cotton. The clock said quarter to twelve and he
still had sixty formulas to memorize. His anxiety
became panic. He shook his head to caim himself
and instantly regretted it. A dream of an open
book quiz was a soothing breeze upon his feverish
brow. He forced himself to concentrate — no
seconds to be wasted on dreams of an open book
quiz. Quiz—they should spell it quis, as in in-
quisition . . . Almost immediately it was twelve
o’clock and he had to run (run? well, stagger)
to the quiz room.

Panting up the last few steps to the third
floor, he saw an ankle in a high-heeled shoe stand-
ing on the top step. That is to say, he saw two
ankles with legs attached in a quite normal
manner to produce an effect pleasantly startling
even to his own benumbed consciousness. Not as
rapidly as usual, but still very rapidly he dis-
covered that there was a very remarkable body
attached to the legs. Attached of course isn’t the
right word at all. You don’t think of the fenders
as being attached to a Cadillac. There she stood,
not a foot away. He had never seen a low cut
cashmere sweater before—and this sweater was
low cut in the strictest sense. Her face. There was
a compnlling familiarity about her beautiful face.
Her smile. She was smiling at him! Oh God, what
lovely skin. And her lips were a wonderful red
with a slight glistening quality about them, a
study of softness in form and texture. The lips
moved wondrously and words came to him as
though around the corner of a cloud.

“Hello, Charlie”. The sound was the aura of
those deliciously inviting lips. And then the per-
fume hit him. He swayed on his feet as if about
to fall backward down the stairs. She grasped his
shoulders to steady him and then kissed him on
the forehead. A handful of books and a K & E
dropped from his hand and bounced down the
stairway.

Charlie stood there looking at the neckline of
that sweater. A delicious warmth, at the same
time exciting and soothing, diffused all through
his body. God, he thought, this must be what it
feels like when you freeze to death. He got hold
of himself by exercise of pure willpower and once
more became the typical Techman.

“Let me go,” he said. “I got to make a quiz.”
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“You don’t have to make the quiz, Charlie,
honey.” His knees buckled at this last word, but
he steadied himself and shook free of her.

“The hell I don’t,” he wailed as he rushed down
the hall, forgetting the fallen books entirely.

He read the notice on the blackboard carefully
for the third time. Unable to decide whether to
curse or to be relieved, he did neither. Out in the
hall she handed him the books she had recovered
and kissed him on the cheek. The warmth business
started from his cheek and spread once more
through his body.

“You see, Charlie, T told you there wasn’t any
quiz.” At this point Charlie’s physical being must
either have collapsed or have become invigorated.
His eyes glazed over and it looked as if he were
going to fold, but then they cleared and a remark-
able energy flowed into his body, driving fatigue
before it.

“Who are you—how do you know me?” he asked
as they walked through the Great Court in the
rain.

“TI am yours and I have come to you because I
love you and because you need me.” It was no
answer at all; even so, Charlie felt his curiosity
satisfied. He even felt fulfilled. His analytical
mind was for once disinclined to analyze.

She was soaking wet when they reached his
room. The cashmere sweater dripped. Charlie
came back after a quick shower and got into bed.
He lay there and looked up at the wetness of her.
He thought of water nymphs.

“Charlie, what shail I do about my clothes?”
she asked. Then, “Oh, I know.” She took a coat
hanger from the closet. What -more practical
thing to do with a wet sweater and skirt than
hang them up to dry? Charlie’s practical mind
glowed approval. Her underthings weren’t wet;
they weren’t dry either—they just weren’t. He
threw down the covers and lay in anticipation of
soft warmness. The pillow was soon damp from
her hair upon it.

There was a pouding on the door. A buddy
burst into the room yelling: “Hey Charlie, wake
up. It’s Thursday. You got 91 on the quiz, you
lucky bastard.”

“There wasn’t any quiz,” Charlie mumbled, but
the guy didn’t hear him. Charlie looked around
the room. He was trying to remember. Slowly
it came back to him in fragments.- He looked at
the quiz paper his buddy held in front of him.
It was his writing and it had a 91 in red pencil
at the top.

He got up and dressed. The memory of her
faded as does the memory of a dream soon after
awakening. He had gotten to the “your-mind-
plays-strange-tricks-on-you-sometimes” stage
when he noticed the whisps of light blue cashmere
on the blanket.

0il was discovered on the farmer’s land and the
first thing he did was to hurry to town for a new
car. The salesman showed him a classy model for
$5000.

“TI am ready to pay cash,” said the farmer. “Will
I get a discount?”

“Why, of course,” the salesman replied. “We
will give you a 10% discount for cash.”

Being unfamiliar with higher mathematics the
farmer said he would think it over and return
later.

He walked into a restaurant and over his coffee
sat trying to figure what his discount would be.
Finally, in desperation, he called the waitress and
asked, “If I were to give you 10% discount of
$5000 , how much would you take off ?”’

Blushing prettily, the waitress whispered,
“Would my earrings bother you?”

TN

Betcha didn’t know that the best way for a
wife to get her husband to give up golf is to play

with him every day.
il

Lush: “Ye gads, man!—whatcha smokin’ in
that pipe?”

Luke (in a huff) : “That’s my business!”

Lush: “That’s what I thought—but I don’t see
how you make it burn.”

Caud

Tech: Do you know what virgins dream about?
Simmons: No, what?
Tech: I suspected as much.
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A distinguished Shakespearean actor and an em-
inent English critic were at lunch together in a
London club, when the conversation, as was nat-
ural, turned to the Bard of Avon.

“Tell me,” asked the critic of the artor, “Is it
your opinion that Shakespeare intended us to un-
derstand that Hamlet had relations with Ophelia?”

“I don’t know what Shakespearc intended,” said
the tragedian. “Anyway, I always do.”

Once upon a time there lived in the South a
man who worked all day in a stove factory, mak-
ing stoves. He was, in fact, a stover (i. e., one
who stoves). Now this stover’s boss not only ran
the stove factory, but also (this was in pre-
Civil War days) picked up loose change by trad-
ing in the slave market. He kept his spare slaves
stored away in the basement of the factory, right
under where the stover worked.

One day the boss brought in a slave who was
sick—had a high fever (106 degrees Fahrenheit)
and was delirious. The slave kept shouting and
ranting around all day, which made it very hard
for the stover to work. So when he (the stover)
went home that night, his wife said: “My dear!
You look tired.”

“So would you look tired,” he replied, “if you
had been stoving over a hot slave all day!”

dang]

Read where Hadacol lost its first case. A nine-
ty-eight year-old woman user died—put they did
save the baby.

w -

A Soviet satellite diplomat, stationed in a
Western country, received from his foreign min-
ister a telegraphic order to return home by the
15th of the month. He sent the following imme-
diate reply: “Order received, am making prep-
arations, will arrive on the afternoon of the
14th.” Twenty-four hours later a new telegram
came from the foreign minister: “In view of your
willingness to come home, you may stay.”

The Hampshire Press, Inc.

OFFSET — LETTER PRESS

Completely Equipped to Render the Highest
Quality Craftsmanship and Service in All
Printing Requirements.

28 Carleton Street :: Cambridge, Mass.
KI rkland 7-0194

SKI EQUIPMENT
FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC
SKI REPAIRING
SQUASH RACKETS
Restringing A Specialty
ONE DAY SERVICE

TENNIS and SQUASH SHOP

67A Mt, Auburn Street, Harvard Square
Phone TR 6-5417

ARARAT CAFE

THE FAMOUS ARMENIAN RESTAURANT
Established 1899
KOKO SAHAGIAN, Prop.
Shish-Kebab Special — Grilled Duck & Chicken
VENISON & BEAR MEAT IN SEASON
TABLES RESERVED ON ORDER

WE ALSO RESERVE THE SECOND FLOOR
FOR SPECIAL PARTIES

Open 12 A M. to 1 A.M. Open Sunday & Holidays
71 BROADWAY, BOSTON, MASS. Tel. DE 8-8875

OLD HOWARD

GALA and SPECTACULAR
3 NEW YEAR'S EVE
and MIDNIGHT SHOWS
8:15 p.m., 11:30 p.m. and 2:15 a.m.
Seats Now On Sale at Box Office

ENTIRE NEW SHOW EVERY MONDAY
MIDNIGHT SHOW EVERY FRIDAY
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READ & WHITE

FORMAL CLOTHES
RENTING

111 Summer St., Boston

|
. REAQ « WHITE
\i Telephone: LI 2-7930

Charlze Mun

LAUNDRY

Complete Laundry Service
88 MASS. AVE.
BOSTON

Telephone
KE 6-9472

CHARLIE . . .

THE TECH TAILOR
71 AMHERST STREET
Have Him

Press Your Suit—Remove Spots
Dry Clean Your Clothing
Mend Your Clothes—Sew Buttons

N.B. He is noted for Fine Work at Low Prices

OPP. THE DORMS

640 Ke. 640 Kc.

WMIT

“Voice Of The Students”

Don’t Forget Your All Request

“NITE OWL”
Fri, 11:10 p.m.-2a.m. Sat.10p.m.- 2a.m.

640 Kc. 640 Kc.

Drunk: “Ho! Lady, you got two ver’ beaut’ful
legs.”

Girl (snapping): “How would you know?”

Drunk (brightly) : “I counted ’em.”

AT

A traveler in the middle of the Sahara Desert
came upon a man in a swimming suit.

“Where on earth are you going?’ demanded
the traveler.

“Swimming,” was the reply.

“But,” argued the traveler, “you’re a hundred
miles from the sea!”
“Yes,” agreed the swimmer. “Wide beach,

isn’t it?”
[

A farm wife was being interviewed by a social
worker, intent on filling out one of those survoys
studded with interminable and intimate ques-
tions.

The interviewer was bent on learning how tl.e
subject spent the day. Patiently the farm wife de-
tailed her duties, from the rising hour of five-
thirty, through the cooking, baby-tending, clean-
ing, washing, ironing, mending, farm accounts,
gardening, and so on and on.

“Yes, ves,” said the interviewer, a trifle im-
patiently, “but your free time. What do yvou do
with your free time?”

The woman considered the question a moment,
then replied: “I go to the toilet.”

L

Some kids were having a party and they de-
cided to play postoffice. The first little boy and
girl went in the closet and didn’t come out for a
while. The other kids called to them and told them
to come out. “We can’t,” replied the boy—‘“we
have our braces hooked!”

i

Two old maids were sitting at a bar one eve-
ning, and after a slight indulgence, one of them
remarked, “If I have another Tom Collins, I'm
going to feel it.”

The other old maid immediately replied: “If I
have another I won’t care who does.”
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A young father was telling a
group of his friends what a
bad time he had had when his
baby was born. Finally a young
matron inquired: “Who had that
baby, anyway ?” The young man
nodded toward his wife. “She
did,” he answered seriously,
“but she had an anesthetic.”

& 9

The little car stopped along
the side of the road on a rather
steep hill. A motoreycle patrol-
man came whooshing along and
drew up alongside, and peered
inside. There was a couple in-
side, the fellow embarrassedly
trying to embrace the girl.

“What’s the matter here,” the
cop asked gruftly,

“We're stuck here,” the girl
answered resignedly. “Ile can’t
make the grade.”

O]

Sioand Thiram were talking
shop. I have what is without a
doubt the laziest rooster in the
world.” hoasted Si.

“Just how lazy is he, Si?”

“Well, he ain’t never crowed
in his life. lle just waits for an-
other rooster to crow—and then
he nods his head.”

A bunch of fellows were dis-
cussing what the most important
part of the body was.

“Why, the brain is,” said Gra-
ham. “Without a brain, you
wouldn’t be able to see. You'd
have no nervous system. In fact,
you wouldn’t be able to live.”

“No,” said Anderson, ‘“the
heéart is the most important.
Without a heart you’d have no
circulatory system, and you
wouldn’t be able to stay alive for
a single second.”

“You’re all wrong,” said Jones.
“The most important part of the
body is the navel.”

“How come?”
mediate question.

“Well,” he answered, “without
navel, I'd have no place to put
the salt when I eat it in bed.”

(S
89

The prospective student at the
Veterans’ Administration office
was filling out one of the many
forms. In the blank headed “Age
of Father, if Living,” he wrote
107. In the blank headed “Age of
Mother, if Living,” he wrote 106.

“Are your parents really that
old?” asked the astounded clerk.

“No,” the vet confessed, “but
they would be, if living.”

was the im-

“Give me a chicken salad,”
said a student in the Commons.

“Do you want the 40-cent one
or the 50-cent one?” asked the
waitress.

“What’s the difference?”

“The 40-cent ones are made of
veal and pork, and the 50-cent
ones are made of tuna.”

€5 G

Watching a mother and her
small son shopping for shirts
in a downtown department store,
we saw him eyeing a bright-red
one longingly. “But, Mother,” he
argued, “this one won’t show the
blood !”

N

Thirty days hath Septober
April, June and no wonder
All the rest eat peanut butter
Except grandmother

She drives the Buick.

145

Teacher: Canaan was a land
flowing with milk and honey.
Now, children, what do you
think a land flowing with milk
and honey would be like?

Little Chester (age 21):
Sticky.
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A doctor in Sequatchie Valley
in Tennessee was called to ex-
amine a young wife of an eld-
erly, deaf mountaineer. “Your
wife is pregnant,” he told the
husband.

The mountaineer, hand behind
his ear, queried, “Eh?”

The doctor shouted, “I said
your wife is pregnant.”

“Eh?”’

Irritated, the doctor screamed,
“Your wife is going to have a
baby!”

The man walked to the front
of the porch, spat out a mouth-
ful of tobacco juice, and drawled,
“T ain’t a bit surprised. She’s
had every opportunity.”

ey

Two Fakirs found two bags
of nails—so they started a pil-
low fight.

~a )

“What time do you get up in
the summer?”’

“As soon as the first rays of
the sun come in my window.”

“Splendid! then you, too, like
to go out while the dew is still
fresh on the grass.”

“Not exactly. My room faces
West.”

— EMITAY —

“Waddya mean antique -- Get a load of these wire wheels.”

Husband  (struggling with
budget) : “We should have sav-
ed during the depression so that
we could live through this pros-

perity.”
AT

I was abroad myself for two
vears but a psychiatrist fixed
me up.

TN

While a man was buying some
meat, a second man entered, ob-
viously in a great hurry. “Give
me some dog food,” he gasped,
then added to the first customer,
“Hope you don’t mind?”

“Not if you’re that hungry,”
answered the other.

Incest, like charity, begins in
the home.

fegu

Harvard Man: “Who knocked
on my door just now?”

Janitor: “It was me.”

Harvard Man to second H. M.:
“What is he trying to say?”

L

John, woke on Jan. first and felt
queer;

Said, “Crackers I'll swear off this
year!

For the lobster and wine

And the rabbit were fine,

And it certainly wasn’t the
beer.”

Now!! Another —

NEWBURY STEAK HOUSE

At 94 Massachusetts Ave., Boston
As Well As 279a Newbury Street

STEAK DINNERS 99c up
Newbury’s, Where Smart College Men Dine
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It was evening: a quiet, beautiful, peaceful eve-
ning. The sun, setting in the West, seemed to be
taking with it all the loudness and crude boister-
ousness of the day, the stir and march of empty
people, the ill-dedicated fire. The trees stood
quietly in meditation; the distant colours, the red
roofs, the yellow shutters, blended into a mellow
harmony ; the breeze shuffled through the fallen
leaves tired after a day of carrying the thick,
sweaty odours of life; a sudden whir of wings . . .
and, there, in the bushes, the sparrows were mak-
ing their last excursions. It seemed, indeed, as
though this placid harmony might rise above the
sentient world and permeate the intellect and the
spirit, filling them with wonderment and longing.

But, in his soul there was no peace. His mind,
torn between conflicting emotions could find no
guidance in itself. He paced nervously up and
down his little room, his head weary with the
endless unanswerable questions hammering in-
side. How could he do it? Did he have enough
experience? Think of the ethics of it, the moral-
ity? Absurd . . . He sat down to think. He passed
a hand over his forehead, cursing himself for his
indecision. But there was no answer. The clock
struck. One. Two. Three. Four. Five . . . Five, Five
o’clock. It was the hour. He got up, smoothed his
rumpled clothes, and creaked his way down the
stairs, each noise in the old woodwork tightening
his already tense nerves. He stumbled into the
lane and looked up the path to the barn. He was
scared. He wanted to turn round and run away.
Was there no way out? He thought feverishly.
No, No . . . there was no one. He was too far
committed. And she could not be made to wait.
He looked about him. There was no one in sight.

The Experiemce

He hurried into the barn.

She looked over her shoulder at him as he came
in. He walked up to her and stood over her. He
looked into her eyes and saw in their liquid, brown
dephs all the inner contentment he had ever de-
sired. He stared, fascinated, weakening. He put
out his hands to touch her, then, before they
could reach her he turned them around slowly and
looked into the palms. Suddenly he started back
and brought his hands up close to his face, look-
ing at them. That these hands should touch her.
She who was so lithe, so clean, so free. He shud-
dered, and dropped his head into his palms. He
stood there for a long while, his dizzy head reeling
ever faster round the endless circle of his fever-
ishly recurring thoughts. And then out of his
shuddering bewilderment came a sudden calm, a
sudden power. He lifted his head and looked again
at her. Her gentle, stirring body filled him with
a strong, full emotion. The scent of new mown
hay in his nostrils, a quivering passion in his
fingertips, he moved over to her. He was powerful
and God-like.

In twenty minutes it was all over. He was happy
when he came out of the barn, wildly happy. Her
tremulous warmth was still upon his cheek. In-
experience. Ha. How he had worried. How we all
worry about nothing. He had been wonderful. And
she had loved it. He tossed back his head and
laughed long and loud. It had gone to his head;
he had milked his first cow.
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A young matron, awaiting the stork, was whil-
ing away an evening playing bridge. She was
dealt a strong hand and bid a grand slam in no
trump. However, before she could play a single
card she was rushed to the maternity ward. When
consciousness returned she looked at the doctor
and asked, “Did I make it?”

“You did,” said the doctor, “and you have two
very fine boys.”

“Well,” she murmured contentedly, closing her
eyes. “I knew I was vulnerable, but I didn’t hear

anyone double me.”

The guy who raised all the Cain at last night’s
party didn’t do Adam thing today.

W

She: “We're going to give the bride a showen.”
He: “Count me in. I'll bring the soap.”

L

A group of freshmen had just completed an
evening of dancing. It was Friday night and the
parting feast was being served. Delicious fried
chicken was brought in. One of the young girls
present was served the drumstick which happened
to be her favorite piece. She looked at it long-
ingly and then remembered that it was Friday
and she never ate meat on that day. “I’ll pass it
to my boy friend,” she thought.

Leaning over rather shyly, she said to him,
“Could I interest you in my leg?”’

Needless to say, the freshman made a silly re-
mark about the weather.

AIR CONDITIONED FOR YOUR COMFORT

Pizza-Steaks-Spaghetti-Ravioli-Cacciatore-Chicken
A SNACK TO A FULL COURSE DINNER

] 7
Saneane 4
ITALIAN-AMERICAN RESTAURANT

21 Brookline St., Cambridge, Mass.
off Mass. Ave.

Telephone
EL iot 4-9569

“Big boy, you're like a locomotive when you
hold me this way.”

“You mean I puff and wheeze?”’

“No, I mean you’re on the right track.”

&,

For being naughty, the little girl got a spank-
ing on the “this hurts me more than it does you”
basis. Doubting the truth of her parent’s state-
ment, the girl walked into the bathroom, and
shut the door. Undressing, she backed up to the
full length mirror and exclaimed: “Aha! Just as
I thought. He cracked it.”

e

St. Peter: “Our records show that there’s only
one mark against you—and that’s for cussing.”

New Arrival: “I never cussed but once in my
life, sir.”

St. Peter: “When was that?”’

N. A.: “In an important golf game.

St. Peter: “Tell me about it.”

N. A.: “On the seventeenth hole, with the game
tied, I got a beautiful shot—250 yards right down
the middle, but the ball landed in a puddle of
water left there by the course sprinkler.”

St. Pete: “That’s when you cussed, huh?”

N. A.: “No, not then, I took my number three
iron, but because of the water, I shanked the ball
and drove it into the woods.”

St. Pete: “THEN you cussed!”

N. A.: “No. I sighted the green, and found
that by shooting between two trees, two feet
apart, I could make the green. So I took a spoon
and laid that ball within three feet of the pin!.

St. Peter: “GAWDDAMN !—don’t tell me you
missed that putt!”

"

for that well-groomed look—

LARRY'S BARBER SHOP

opp. Bldg. seven entrance




“So | said . . .

“Hello, Joan, watcha doin’
next Saturday night?”

“Gotta date.”

“And the next Saturday
night?”

“Gotta date.”

“And the Saturday
that?”

“Gotta date.”

“Good gawd, woman, don’tcha

ever take a bath?”

after

why not use candles since
the tree is fireproof.”

Men who dwell in primal fashion

Are ruled exclusively by passion;

While we of more progressive
lands

Are regulated by our glands.

LA

Ballot keeper: “What'll T do
with this ballot box?”
Ward Boss: “Stuff it.”

Wearing her new evening
gown which was extremely dar-
ing, the wife paced up and down
for her husband’s inspection.

“Well, how do I look?”
said finally.

“T hate to say it, dear,” replied
her husbhand, “but vou’re getting
fat.”

She gave him a look of annoy-
ance.

“In the Dbest places they say
‘plump’,” she corrected.

“Well, then,” retorted her
spouse, “vou’re getting plump in
the hest places.”

Cega

“Girl needs a job. Is willing to
struggle if given opportunity.”

day’l

Mary had a little watch,

She swallowed it one day;

She took some castor oil

To pass the time away.

The castor oil refused to work

The time it would not pass,

And if you want to know the
time

Just look up Mary’s grandfather

He has a watch.

O

A couple of beer-drinkers
were concerned about the quality
of their beer. So they took a
sample of the stuff to a doctor
who was reputed to be an ex-
cellent chemist. “Doc,” they said,
“Look this stuff over and tell
us what you find in it. We’re
kinda worried about it.” The
doctor agreed, and the next day
when the two fellows came back,
the doctor had a sad expression
on his face. “Gentlemen,” he
said, “I've got bad news for you.
Your horse has diabetes.”

she






An Irish soldier on duty in Egypt during
World War I1 received a letter from his wife say-
ing that because of the war she would have to
dig the garden herself. “Bridget, please don’t
dig the garden,” wrote Pat. “That’s where the
guns are.”

The letter was duly censored and in a short
time soldiers came and dug up the garden from
end to end.

Bridget, worried over the incident, wrote to
Pat, asking what she should do. Pat’s reply was
short and to the point: “Put in the spuds.”

5

If I'm studying when vou come in, wake me

up.

The tramp was sitting with his back to a hedge
by the wayside, munching at some scraps wrap-
ped in a newspaper. A lady, out walking with
her pet Pomeranian, strolled past. The little dog
ran to the tramp and tried to muzzle the food.
The tramp smiled expansively on the lady. “Shall
1 throw the lectle dog a bit, mum?” he asked.

The lady smiled a gracious assent, and the
tramp caught the dog by the nape of the neck
and tossed it over the hedge.

“And if he comes back, mum,”
might throw him a bit more.”

.

A certain country minister posted on the church
door: “Brother Smith departed for heaven at
0430 a.m.”

The next day he found written below : “Heaven,
2400 a.m. Smith not in yet. Great anxiety.’

o

One fellow who worked on the atomic bomb
during the war told a friend that he didn’t know
what he was making. He said that he thought
he was making the front end of horses to be sent
to Washington for assembly.

he said, “I

Bergman: “Did vou hear about Gloria Boxof-
fice getting married again?”’
Hayworth: “NO!—I didn’t even know she was

pregnant.”

“What the hell has the WCTU got against
bhars? They keep the kids off the streets.”

’

Hans and Peter went walking with their moth-
er one day. As they neared the edge of a cliff,
Peter gave his mother a shove and she went rap-
idly down to join her ancestors. Peter smiled at
his brother and said with a very casual air,
“Look, Hans, no Ma!”

‘i

Lady talking to plumber on phone.
Lady: “I've got a leak in my sink?”
Plumber: “Go right ahead lady, it’s your sink.”




Boston’s Original Home Of Jazz

SAVOY

Featuring

HENRY “RED” ALLEN
AND HIS JAZZ BAND

Nightly and Sunday Afternoon Jam Sessions
410 Massachusetts Avenue CI 7-8421

E. D. ABBOTT CO.

Printers

for all activities and
fraternity events

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

phone: CO pley 7-5550

DINE AT THE

HONEY BEE CAFE

fast table service—air conditioned

CHOICE WINES AND LIQUORS

700 Mass. Ave., Cambridge
phones: EL iot 4-8683, 4-8835

MIT Voo Doo
Walker Memorial Bldg.
Cambridge, Mass.
Dear Phos,
Enclosed is $2.00 so please send eight hilarious
issues of Yoo Doo to . .

Seasnn's Greetings

FENNELL®S

GIFT HEADQUARTERS FOR M. L T.
FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE

ATTRACTIVE GIFT WRAPPING AND DELIVERY

AT NO EXTRA CHARGE

KE 6-0222

KE 6-7451

Gifts of Fine Liquors Are Always Appreciated




voodsat only Time will 11 . . . . . . . .

< DIG THE © HE's REAL GONE! o
NEW GUY, EDDIE! MAYBE WEVE STAD! CAL' e
WHATTA NOTE! GOT A BIX IN
= v ‘ /c’ OUR MIDST! TELL 50 SOON?

\ Gﬂ ONE TOOT
=2\ DOESN'T {

MAKE A

TRUMPETER.

(©NLY TIME WILL TELL ABOUT A YOUNG
MUSICIAN! AND ONLY TIME WILLTELL ABOUT

A CIGARETTE! TAKE YOUR TIME...

R. J. Reynolds Tobac

Test CAMELS for 30 days

(S _ | for Mlldness and Flavor!

® Every smoker wants a cigarette that will bring

0 Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

him pleasure, pack after pack. More people
find more pleasure in Camels than in any other
cigarette. So try Camels as your steady smoke.
Try them for 30 days and see how mild, how
flavorful, how thoroughly enjoyable Camels

¥ . ’
8 .\-*ﬂ are. week in and week out — and you’ll see why
R

A
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