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I.EVIS LM '

ALL THE WAY'

157 sizesinall...SHORT ... MEDIUM ... TALL.

No matter what your color, size, style or fit,
If it's LEVIS — WALKER'S HAS IT!

6500 BELTS TO MATCH
YOUR LEVI'S! SIZES 2270 58

Where can you find
such a variety! Fit the
smallest to largest
waists. Most of our belts
are made by a famous
B Texas saddle maker
Guaranteed to last for
_years and years.

[n\alkens

The LEVI STORE That offers MORE''

=

SAND
LODEN d
FADED BLUE
ANTELOPE

COLORS

® Faded Blue

® Black

® Green

® Blue Denim

@ Beige
(off-white)

g3 (i

- Sizes 27 to 38
Short-Medium-Tall

T

{NalkeNs RIDING APPAREL, INC.

- OBDUROY

. .‘ Y.va
LEVIS

SLIM-FIT LADIES’
S-T-R-E-T-C-H LEVI'S

SLIM-FIT
DENIM —
4750

SLIM-FIT
CORDUROY —
5.98

SLIM-FIY
STRETCH —

! |

Open Wed. Evening till 8:15 PM
292 Boylston St., Boston (opposite Public Gardens) Tel. 267-0195

~—~, MORE BROADS]DE READERS SHOP AT WALKERS THAN ANY OTHER LEVI STORE

it

T

321-329 ELM STREET EL 4-8572

Dealers in Surplus Electronic Equipment and Parts.
Our Inventory Changes Weekly.
Come In and Look Around.

We have one of New England’s

largest Inventories of
SEMI-CONDUCTORS.
o ® | We have S.C.R.'s TO-3 TO-5 TO-18 Zeners.
‘@ | sis .
i .1 2 Amp Silicon Rectifiers 500 P.I.V. 6 for $1.00
/20 Amp Silicon Rectifiers above 150 P.L.V. 3 for $1.00
J)" Oscilloscopes
Regulated power supplies
Voltmeters
Signal generators . .

Open 7:30 am — 4:30 pm
Monday thru Saturday

. etc.

ELI HEFFRON & SONS, INC.
7
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IT’S TONIGHT!

FREE

BE THERE,
JALIL FANS!!
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Kenmore |/

Optical
Company

Ine.

15% Discount with Student I.D.

Complete Optical Service

491 Commonwealth Avenue
Kenmore Square, Boston

KE 6-8864

§ 1870
JAMES F. BRINE, INC.
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29 Brattle Street
Harvard Square
Tel.: 876-4218

Everybody loves a sports
gift from Brine’s.

America’s Oldest Complete
Sporting Goods Store
for Men and Women

Skiing — Squash — Basketball
Skating — Teams Outfitted

Restringing and Skate
Sharpening in Our Own Shop
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A Clock "beyond your conception”’
Yes, girls, now you can use the
rhythm method free of care, as the
new clerically-approved
"Rhythm Clock”
keeps track of the calendar for you.
"The green light means go
The red light means no.”’
Go to sleep each night as the en-
closed music box plays the reassur-
ing "I've Got Rhythm."”

FULL NINE-MONTH GUARANTEE
ON PARTS AND LABOR.




The KLH Model Eleven
Stereo Record Playing System.

Here's a portable record player that’s really portable.

Just 28 pounds.

But it does away with the old wive's tale that you need
big hunks of equipment to get big sound.

It's the KLH Model Eleven. A component stereo record
playing system in a handsome suitcase.

It has everything you need to enjoy stereo or mono records.

It's got KLH quality. Throughout.

There are specially designed KLH full range speakers; a
distortion-free solid state amplifier; an automatic turntable
custom-built for KLH by Garrard; magnetic cartridge with
diamond stylus; inputs for tuner and tape recorder, and many
other features.

Come down to the store. Listen to the big sound of the
little Eleven.

Bet you run out of the store with one. And you won’t need
track shoes or muscles. It's that light. So is the price.

Just $199.95.

CRAMER

817-821 Boylston Street, Boston.CO 7-4700

OPPOSITE THE PRUDENTIAL

OPEN EVERY EVENING 'TIL 9, SATURDAYS 'TIL 5 P.M.
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Santa [ives ut the Wine

THE WINE CELLAR

922 BEACON ST.
BOSTON

Cl 7-8100 Cl 7-9300
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L at lowest prices!

So Many Goed Things . . ...

can be found at

WEST'S
CAMBRIDGE ARMY & NAVY STORE

424 MASSACHUSETTS AVE.

Slim Fits — Jeans — Permanent Press
Sportswear — Sporting Goods — Camping Equipment

**“TENNIS RACQUETS and SQUASH RACQUETS"

Large Variety — All Prices
Restringing a Specialty
Sneakers. . . Shorts. . . Shirts. . .

ALL TENNIS EQUIPMENT

TENNIS AND SQUASH SHOP

67A Mt. Auburn Street, Harvard Square
Phone TR 6-5417 J
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Mike Levine, General Manager Charles Deber, Editor
Bob Pindyck, Managing Editor Kim Thurston, Business Manager
SENIOR BOARS
Keith Patteron, Features Editor Walt Rode, into town on a filthy pig
D. F. Nolan, Independent American Norm Rubin, Senior Editor

JUNIOR BOARDELLO
Walt Kuleck, John Marshall, Publicity Coordinators; Wayne Moore, Advertising
Manager; Ed Jakush, Advertising Art; Irv Simon, Make-Up Editor; Bob Cal-
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Office cat: Phos. Kittens: Etta, Becky, Lisa P., Ginny, Martha, Betty B., Shelley F., Lynda,
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If you're fortunate enough not to live in Pago Pago, the subscription price isn't $69.00 but an out-
landish $3.00, but if you aren't, it is, and besides, this thing is published monthly November through
June, and August besides, so it's worth it anyway, especially since this copy is copyrighted 1965,
whatever that means, by the VooDoo Managing Board, whoever they are, at the Massachusetts Insti-
tute of Technology, Cambridge, Massachusetts, wherever that is, and anyway, the price of a single
issue is still 40 cents, and it's worth it, because in addition, VooDoo offices are in the MIT Student
Center, Cambridge, Massachusetts, 02139, where subscriptions are entered as second-class mail (by
second-class males), and if we ever get prosecuted for printing this mag, the judge will probably try
to give us the longest sentence ever, but he won't be able to, because this is it, which is why there
are so few periods in our postal information this month. This issue published Dec. 10, 1965. Period.




Stason’s
(reetings

Holidays are here, be jolly,

= i

Fill your socks with beer and
holly,

. Lassie is a stupid collie,

:?—I_:_‘:_‘ ] -_—— :—E What does this have to do with
e — y— “_—_:L ED/ TOR Christmas ?

J udging from the number of angry
letters and comments we have re-
ceived in response to our “‘physical
plant men” jokes in the last issue,
somebody up there likes janitors, so
we’d better explain why we don’t. To
start with, yes, Virginia, those were
“minority group”’ jokes, but we can’t
afford to offend minority groups, no
matter kow few magazines they buy.
So we had to substitute somebody for
the Polish. Actually, there is only one
reason why we picked on thejanitors:
When we moved our office from
Walker to the Stud. Center, someone
(we think it was a Physical Plant
man) who moved our stuff out of
Walker managed to throw away,
masticate, burn, and/or destroy our
subscription addressograph plates,
the only record we had of who sub-
scribes to this magazine! Our staff
has looked through every trash pile
from the Stud. Center out to South
Boston, but all they’ve found are
empty beer cans and Charles River
whitefish, so if you’re a subscriber
and haven’t received this issue, let us
know and we won'’t send it to you,
because if you've read this you 0b-
viously aren’t a subscriber. Orsome-

4 thing like that.

Anyway, here’s a typical irate letter
we received:

November 19, 1965

Dear VooDoo,

Your series of "janitor jokes” in the last issue
is an example of the worst possible taste. This
issue is far more objectionable than the Gayboy
issue, which at least had the virtue of not level-
ing an attack on the foibles of a recognizable
group seen every day. | especially object to the
use of the phrase "'physical plant man"’, because
this immediately brings to mind the fine MIT
Dept. of the Physical Plant.

Our janitors are hired to do a job that needs
to be done, and they do it well. They deserve
not ridicule, but praise, for taking on a job which
most Techmen (except a few Student Staff em-
ployees| seem to find beneath their dignity.

Insincerely yours,
Jay C. Sinnett, '68

T here used to be a television station
at 84 Mass. Ave. There also used to
be a drugstore, barber shop
(Larry’s), and a cafeteria (non-Stouf-
fers). Then, in the early spring of
1962, a suspicious fire cleared the
land for Institute Use. The land
reached its prime when it became a
parking lot shortly thereafter.

The parking lot is dead. In its
place lies grass; a lovely lawn to
complement the building which
sprouted in the adjacent area. The

building took less than a year and a
half to construct, and it shows it. It
was intended as a Center for Students
(hence the name “Student Center”);
a place where students could congre-
gate to chat amiably, study furiously,
laugh gaily, eat contentedly, and be
happy muchly.

The Tech, with its usual penchant
for parroting the ravings of the In-
stitute, has published a sickening su-
perfluity of articles and editorials,
ranging from praises of the Center’s
lounges, men’s rooms, furniture, and
lighting fixtures, to demands that we
pay the extra price at Lobdell be-
cause its our Lobdell and our extra
price.

But do we really wish we were back
in Walker ?

We happened to be up at the Lab
Supplies office the other day when
some poor guy was trying to order a
gross of finger cots. (In case you
don’t know, a finger cot is one of
those rubber things that you put over
your index finger when you have to
turn a lot of pages. They look like
things that we can’t print, and besides
that, you can’t sell them in Massa-
chusetts, no matter what the Supreme
Court says.) Obviously, there are



very few people who have ever tried
to describe a finger cot to a female
secretary. Unfortunately, this fellow
couldn’t remember that a finger cot
was actually for turning pages, and
all he could think of was what they
looked like: “Well, they look sort of
like a, er, well, except that they don’t
have a . . . on the end, er, well, they
really do look like a, er, and you
may put them over your, er, well,
er, . ... 7 He finally succeeded in
describing one, and, blushless, the
Lab Supplies girl ordered him a
gross. A pretty gross.

| n connection with a remark we
made last month, about calling peo-
ple from Harvard “Vards” instead
of “Harvies”: What would you call
a boat that Harvies would ride in
when it rained forty days and forty
nights ? A Vard-ark, obviously.

| n view of the number of deaths
on the highways in this fair state, we
decided that, in order to inform peo-
ple from out-of-state what Massachu-
setts drivers are really like, every
Massachusetts license plate should
begin with the numbers 00 - a license
to kill. They drive as if they had
them already.

n,\s. -.r\\m.) (he's s
KIDS' GET YOUR Crrruie Deeer Bueste Gua Carps 760/\7'

W e have been told by one of the
"Tute’s technical assistants that the
girls in her lab have lunch at the
notorious Lobdell dining room about
ont 2 week, mainly because they like
the  rirniture; they don’t eat there
oftener because they can’t afford to.
If the "Tute’s wealthy employees can’t
affort to use the facility, how canany-
one expect a poor student to? May-
be the situation could be remedied if
Stouffer’s would start some kind of a
student-subsidy plan - like, if you
would wear an “Eat at Lobdell”
sweatshirt to class three days a week,
they would pay you enough that you
could afford to have breakfast there
on Saturday morning. Of course,
you would have to buy the sweatshirt
yourself.

Hats off to the Charlatan! Their
Vol. 3, No. 1, a birth-control issue
(““No More Water but the Foam Next
Time”) was one of the funniest things
to be published by a college humor
group. Unfortunately, its editor Bill
Killeen is now on bail (get this —
$1800) from the Tallahassee Gaol
on charges of peddling “obscene,
filthy, and indecent” magazines. You
can get up to $5 for a copy of that
issue in Tallahassee. He can get up
to one year for it in the very same
place. Charlatan’s defense is being
handled by the American Civil Liber-
ties Union — we’ve got the Institute
lawyers, thank Julie! Good Luck, K.

BAKER’S SHOES
of Cambridge

Better for men, women,
and children

For children:

BUNTEES

CHILD LIFE

STRAIGHT LAST &
ORTHOPEDIC
SHOES

For women:

EDNA JETTICKS

BASS WEEJUNS

OLD MAINE TROTTERS
EDITH HENRY

HILL & DALE
For men:
NUNN -BUSH

CROSBY SQUARE

E. T. WRIGHT ARCH
PRESERVER

JACK PURCELL
TENNIS

BASS WEEJUNS

CLARKS OF
ENGLAND

We specialize in corrective fitting.
Your Doctor's prescription carefully filled.

We carry a complete line of SELVA
DANCE FOOTWEAR, LEOTARDS, TIGHTS,
AND ACCESSORIES.

Sizes for men and women to 15.
All widths to E.E.E.

Hush Puppies for
Men, Women, & Children

BAKER'S SHOES
of Cambridge
521 Mass. Ave.
Central Square

EL 4-8883




ong ago in the enchanted
kingdom of Cameldung
74 there arose a grave crisis.
King Arthur’s only daughter, the
lovely Maid Florence, was to travel
to the distant land of Makormic to
continue her education. This was a
dangerous trip and required the es-
cort of one of Arthur’s famous
Knights of the Round Table, alecher-
ous mob at best.

“Lancelump,” quoth the king to his
bravest henchman, “whom shall I
send on this trip ?”’

“Myself, Sire,” respondeth Lance-
lump eagerly. “I shall have Maid
Florence and be on my way at once.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of!”
mused Arthur. “No, there is but one
man in all my realms that I can
trust.”

“Sire, thou don’t plantosend . . .

“Yes, 1 shall send (fanfare) Sir
Percival the Pablum-Hearted.”

At this, one of the massive oaken
portals bursteth open, and through it
strideth (actually scampereth) Sir
Percival, an impressive figure of a
man towering four feet and eleven
inches high and clad in pink chain
mail with lace cuffs. He prostrateth
himself before the monarch and kiss-
eth the Royal Feet, saying, “Your
Most Worshipful Ultimate Majesty,
Ruler of the Sands, Defender of the
Faith, Seat of Omnipotent Power and
Omniscient Wisdom; I cometh instant-
ly in answer to thy gloriouth sum-
mons, and in so doing am prepared
to sacrifice even the very heart which
beateth within my humble breast in
service to thy merest whim.”

“God, it getteth deep in here!!”
commenteth Lancelump gaggingly.

“Arise and cease thy absurd grov-
elling,” commandeth Arthur.

“But Sire,” protesteth Percival,
climbing with some difficulty to his

’

6 knees, “the kissing of the Royal Feet

THE TEGEND OF
SIR PERCIBAL

by Scott Fahlman
is my sole means of expressing my
total subjugation to thee, at least
whilst thou maintaineth the Royal
Body in a seated posture.”

Suddenly the massive oaken portal
bursteth open a second time and
through it floateth Maid Florence, a
vision of enticing lovelinesseth.
“Umpf!!” groaneth Lancelump, sali-
vating heavily and desperatelytrying
not to dent his armor.

“I am prepared to leave, Father,”

announceth Maid Florence. “Is
Lancelump my escort?”
“Pant, pant, slobber, groan!”

emoteth Lancelump, exercising phe-
nomenal self-control.

“No, Daughter,” replieth Arthur.
“Thy escort shall be Sir Percival.”

“Do you mean that amorphous
pink thing that is drooling all over
my feet?” querieth Maid Florence.

“Sitteth down posthaste!”” warneth
Lancelump.

“Feareth not for thy personal
safety, O paragon of feminine excel-
lence,” reassureth Sir Percival.
“Though I be meagre of stature, I
have the strength of ten for my heart
is pure.”

“He hath brown eyes, too,” ob-
served Lancelump drolly.

And so it came to pass that Sir
Percival and Maid Florence set off
across the enchanted countryside of
Cameldung side by side, she on a
magnificent white charger and he on
a brown donkey, for he was sorely
terrified of horses. Finally they stop-
peth to rest.

“Dreadfully cumbersometravelling
in this armor,” grumbleth our hero.
“Wouldst thou be so supremely bene-
ficent as to pass me yonder monkey
wrench, O fairest of all possible maid-
ens?”’

Taking in hand said wrench he re-
tireth behind a huge nearby boulder
for purposes which need not be spe-

cifically enumerated. In his great
urgency, however, he neglecteth to
notice that the boulder snoreth. The
rock, upon being disturbed, proveth
to be nothing less than a gigantic
and quite hideous ogre.

“Snarl!” snarleth the ogre, rub-
bing its bloodshot orbs with three of
its hairy forepaws. “‘Fum, Fie, Fee

.uh .. Furd! No, dat wuz sus-
pozed to be Fie, Foo, Fumf, Furf or
sumptum like dat.”

“Bewarest thou, O hideous and
somewhat inarticulate ogre!” ad-
monisheth our hero. “I, Sir Percival
the Pablum-Hearted, am required by
Royal Decree to inform you that my
hands are registered as lethal wea-
pons. And let not my meagre stature
deceiveth thou. I have the strength of
ten for my heart is pure.”

“Duh, yeah,” retorteth the ogre.
“And yurz ize is brown, too. Dubh,
Beat duh Bog! No, dats not wut I
mendt. Bite da Bug! No ... Bag
da Bat! Or sumptum like dat.”
Upon completion of his oratory the
ogre trundleth over and poppeth Per-
cival’s donkey whole into its cavern-
ous oral cavity and swalloweth.
“Duh, skrumpchus!” it commenteth,
proceeding then to rend the magnifi-
cent white charger into four bite-sized
morsels and to likewise ingest it. Fi-
nally it resumeth its lumpish posture,
gnawing pensively on the last drum-
stick.

“Thou shalt soon regret thy hein-
ous and thoroughly unchivalrous
deed, thou fiendish personification of
all that is vile and loathsome. And
thou smellest, too !’ raveth Percival,
commencing to pummel the ogre bru-
tally about the head and shoulders
with his monkey wrench.

“Belch!” belcheth the ogre, some-
what unconcerned.

“Useth thou these, Percival!”
shrieketh Maid Florence, who had



discovered two loose bricks by the T e 3o BT e 304202 e e ) lhtf ity
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And so it came to pass.

“ARGH!” thundereth the ogre,
leaping twenty-eight yards into the
air and landing, doubled up in
agony, on Percival’s monkey wrench.

“ARGH !”” moaneth Percival.

“Thou should not have smashed
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thy thumbs between the bricks,” : ﬁ
i { BOTTLED % a motorcycle until you have been to %
noteth Maid Florence helpfully. b y y
“ : * Riverside Motorcycle Sales =
Now we shall have to proceed afoot, i % 597 Rivar Stradh z
as the ogre ate my horse.” Cambridge — 491-7007 3
“Your horse, my --er- donkey. ; % %

And I shall not be able to walk far 2

»  We feature SUZUKI motorcycles with the <
% unduplicated 12,000 mi/12 month parts 4
and labor guarantee.

& Also NORTON, DUCATI, and MORINI

& motorcycles and alldesirable accessories.

without my moneky wrench,”’ lament-
eth Sir Percival.

“ARGH!” argheth the ogre one
last time as it croaketh.

And so they proceedeth on, Maid
Florence carrying Sir Percival, as it
was too painful for him to walk any
longer without his monkey wrench.
They happeneth upon the mouth of
a cavern and stoppeth to rest for the
night. Most unfortunately, however,
this particular cavern happened to be
the abode of the infamous and leg-
endary Phlogiston Breathing Drag-
on. Our hero awakeneth to find him-
self and Maid Florence securely fas-
tened to the wall of the cave, while the
aforementioned beast consulteth The
Better Lairs and Gardens Cookbook.

“Thou shalt soon regret this wicked
plot, Sir Dragon!” threateneth Per-
cival in his loudest voice. “Though
I be meagre of stature, I have the
strength of ten for my heart is pure.”
Saying this, he straineth mightily to
free himself and succeedeth in rup-
turing his spleen. “We seemeth to
be pretty well --er- fastened to the
wall,” whispereth Percival to Flor-
ence. “We must have faith thatRight
will triumph and help will come.”

Then the dragon unchaineth our
hero, spitteth him, spreadeth him lib-
erally with barbecue sauce, and
breatheth Phlogiston upon him — all
despite our hero’s plaintive cries of

“OUCH!” and “LISTERINE!” Af-
ter dinner the dragon retireth to the
depths of his cavern, dragging along
the beautiful Maid Florence.
He lived happily ever after.
SO ENDS THE TALE

free delivery

480 Mass. Ave.
Central Square

TR 6-1738
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HILTON’S

JENT CITY

Now open
Bosfon s only true off price
3 skishop

3 — You save because of close-
% outs: ski shop stock and
special purchases

{ — Complete camping
mountaineering outfits

20 %0 %0 a2 oo oo st slo e et

story building

. other snip off our low, low
. prices

DAILY & SAT. 9-6
MON.-WED.-FRI. 9-9
272 FRIEND ST.
(NEAR NORTH STATION)
CA 7-9104
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— Cavers, explore our five-

. — Desirable government sur- :
plus items always on hand
' — Mention VooDoo for an-
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NOW the 250 CC, 29 HP,
6 speed, Suzuki X-6...
0-60 in 6.0 sec,
top end 104 mph!!!!

RIVERSIDE MOTORCYCLE
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M.L.T. MEN!
JOIN YOUR LEAGUE
At
Sammy White's

BRIGHTON BOWL

1600 Soldiers Field Rd.
Brighton
Across the river from Water-
town Arsenal.
Telephone: AL 4-0710, 0711
IM rosters due Nov. 2 at
AA Office
call
Richard Bronowitz
Cl 7-8581 or X-3783

for information.




DO 'EM ALL AT ONCE
AND GET ’EM OUT OF THE WAY

Let’s just say you live to be 75 years old. OK. What do you do to pass the time away? Sleep? Well,
eight hours a day, so that means you sleep for about 25 years. Eat? Well, three meals a day take a total
of about an hour-and-a-half, that means you spend 39,375 hours, or 6,210 days just eating. These are items
which consume much time, but what about the rest of the time ?

In a rather futile attempt to answer this useless question, VOODOO presents a detailed, carefully itemized list
of how the average MIT man spends his life. Many of these items are obviously distateful, yet they must
be done. Wouldn't it be a good idea if you could do each one, continuously, for the amount of time you
would otherwise spend doing it throughout your life, intermittently ? For example, if you went to the barber
and just let him cut your hair continuously, without interruption for sleeping, or anything, for 27 days, you’d
never have to get a haircut again. Or if you took a shower for 27 weeks continuously, you’d never have to
do it again. With this in mind (if you’ve got the time), read some of these:

1. Getting haircuts 27 days 20. Reloading empty
2. Tying shoelaces 38 days staplers 2.6 days
3. Cutting fingernails 13.5 days 21. Tying your tie 13 days
4. Clicking ball-point pens 19 days 22. Retying your tie 27 days
23. Taking a shower
or bath 27 weeks

11. Trying to get
peanut butter off 1.3 days
the roof of your mouth

12. Using Springfield Oval 38 days
13. Telling the Coop
cashier your Coop

number 0.62 days

Feedi 14. Telling the Coop 24, Taking a shower or
5. Feeding your pet cashier your Coop bath (Tech coeds) 0

go]dﬁsh 9.5 days number again 1.5 days

15. Dialing the telephone 25. Eating Halvah 2.7 days

6. Tucking in your shirt 19 days and getting no answer 5.4 days 26. Waiting for red lights 38 days
7. Waiting for florescent 16. Dialing the telephone 27. Waiting for red lights

lights to light up and getting the busy (Massachusetts) 0

completely 10 days signal 2.7 days 28. Zipping up flies 8.1 days
8. Watching Huntley- 17. Dialing the telephone 29. Climbing stairs 95 days

Brinkley 1.1 years and getting an answer: 30. Waiting for elevator
9. Licking stamps 1.4 days “I’m busy.” 13.5 days instead 190 days

10. Telling bus drivers 18. Folding out the 31. Sewing buttons on
that the smallest change “Playboy” centerfold 2.7 days professionally laundered

you haveis a $10 bill 0.7 days 19. Shaving 6.2 months shirts 2.7 days



32. Cursing professional 74. Drinking water 95 days
laundries 5.2 days 75. Wishing you were a
33. Opening zip-top cans 8.1 days gynecologist 12.7 days
34. Trying to find the 76. Trombones led the big parade.
right key 19 days 77. Weighing yourself 2.1 days
35. Peeling bananas 0.7 days 78. Playing Bridge 187 days
36. Brushing teeth 38 days 79. Altering signs that
37. Trying to get the cap say Keep Off The
on the toothpaste tube Grass 0.6 days
out of the drain in the 80. Writing equations on
sink 5.4 days paper napkins 163 days
38. Cursing toothpaste 81. Wondering why your
tube caps 8.1 days girlfriend can’t go to
39. Kicking vending the beach this weekend 28 days
machines 3.2 days 82. Reading sex manuals 10.5 days
83. Writing sex manuals 2.7 hours
84. Buying birthday cards 7.0 days
85. Setting mousetraps 0.8 days
86. Trying to light a lighter
that’s out of fluid 13.4 days
87. Wondering what the
inside of a ladies’
room looks like 1.4 days
88. Trying to remember
the rest of the words
to a dirty song 34.3 days
89. Brushing toast crumbs
50. Kissing your off your lap 7.7 days
mother 4.7 hours 90. Outgrowing your need
for milk 65 years
91. Defrosting refrigerators 3.2 days
51. Discassing whether 92. Combing your hair 41.2 days
or not God exists 5.2 days
52. Recovering from bolt
of lightning 1.7 weeks
53. Laughing your head off 26 days
54. Gluing your head
back on 5.4 days
55. Making your bed 13.5 days
56. Scaring pigeons 2.8 days
57. Looking for an ex-
tension cord 3 days
58. Writing checks 5.7 days
. . . 59. Cashing checks 29 days
40. Telling dirty jokes 60. Lookin§ up Gorilla !
to your girlfriend 21 days Suits under “Gorillas”
in the Yellow Pages 15 minutes
61. Having a beer or two 81 days 93. Wishing your room-
62. Or three 7.3 months =
41. Explaining dirty jokes 63. Signing your name 22 days maie wis & gH‘l 3.8 days
to your girlfriend 40.5 days 64. Looking for your 94. Looking in the mirror 62.7 days
42. Apologizing for telling glasses 13.2 days 95. Talking about girls 247 days
dirty jokes to your 65. Picking your teeth 11.2 days 96. Picking your nose 34 days
girlfriend 81 days 66. Playing solitaire 23 days 97. Picking your friends 12.3 days
43. Unwrapping straws 5.4 days 67. Complaining about 98. (We can’t print this) 3.7 seconds
44. Standing in line in front the weather 47 dayS 99, Taking band-aids off
of theatres showing James 68. Going to the dentist 3 days of skin that has lots of
Bond Movies 7 days 69. hair on it 0.64 days
45. Winding your watch 5.8 days 70. Putting pennies in 100. Reading the The Tech 0.000072
46. Waiting for hot pizza dimes-only parking nanoseconds
to cool off 13.5 days meters 7.2 days 101. Squeezing pimples 3.8 days
47. Watching blimps 1.23 days 71. Writing letters to 102. Wondering how that '
48. Reading labels on relatives 6.3 hours spot got on the ceiling 1.9 days
English muffin 72. Listening to other 103. Writing stupid VooDoo
packages 2.4 days people talking about articles 132 days
49. Resetting a clock football 29.2 days
whose hands move 73. Picking lint out of — Charles Deber, Jerry Goe, John Marshall;
only one way 1.4 days your navel 2.8 days calculations by Bonnie Gerzog
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OPEN DAILY FROM 4 PM. TO 2 AM.
FOOD ORDERS TO TAKE OUT

25 TYLER STREET BOSTON 11, MASS

Beneath this stone lies Murphy;
They buried him today:
He lived the life of Riley
While Riley was away.

According to an Electrical Engineer, most girls are
very similar to radios, you get the best reception when

there isn’t much on.

Do you know why we printed so many janitor jokes
[ast month ?
No, but hum a few bars and I'll fake it.

-

A Course 15 man, walking out of ahouse of ill-repute,
muttered to himself: “That’s what I call a good business
10 . . . You got it, you sell it, and you still got it.”

Policeman (to the professor who had just been run
down): “Did you notice the number of the car ?”

Professor: “Well, not exactly, but I remember noticing
that if it was doubled and multiplied by itself, the square
root of the product was the original number with the

integers reversed.”

“That dinosaur is growing a moustache.”
“It must be a distinguished dinosaur.”
“No, it just wants to look its best.”

“Why ?”

“It’s trying a comeback.”

%

Have you heard about the smart cookie who went
around selling Girl Scouts ?

b

A pink elephant is a beast of bourbon.

CENTRAL WAR SURPLUS
LEVIS & LEES

sports, camping and
mountaineering equipment
at lowest prices

433 Massachusetts Avenue
Central Square, Cambridge
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AUNT BONNIE’S
CAMP HANDBOOK

Come kiddies, tear yourselves away
for a moment from The Shadow while
we diligently compose a list of the
manifestations of Camp on and off
campus. What is Camp? you ask,
puzzled. Why, it’s that fabulous fun
phenomenon of the Sixties that recent-
ly captured the attention of all mod-
ern urbane, sophisticated in-people
and college students. Those fabulous
fun games six-year-olds abandon for
dull educational toys like Monopoly,
Careers, Life, Death and Taxes.
Glorified Trivia, praised bethy name.
MIT is a veritabobble gold mine of
Camp: intentional camp, high (or
summa) camp, roaring camp, snort-
ing camp, bellowing camp, East
camp and West camp. Pencils ready
kiddies? We will commence:

1. The scientific toys machine in
Building 26, dispensing superballs,
diffraction gratings, polarizers and
slinky juniors.

2. The Tool’s Choice at L.S.C.

3. The Great Court (MG)

4. “The Man from C.LE.”
parties at Baker.

5. The Prudential Center

6. Esquire’s “Best Dressed Man”

contest.

1. reading Pogo on the foreign

7. Freshman Career Convoca-

tion students bulletin board;
8. Hostess Twinkies from the 2. staging an annual Halloween
ARA machines . pilgrimage to the Great Court to
9. Pritchett Lounge await the Great Pumpkin;
10. The minutes of the last 3. goingto 5.01 labs;

INSCOMM meeting

11. Rush Week for devout Burton-
ites.

12. Stouffer’s broccoli souffle.

13. Thanksgiving dinner at Walk-
er.

14. Chuck Deber (He’s so cute)

In addition to these, Tech students
are energetically active campers,

4. going to President Stratton’s
tea and bringing back cake for the
floor;

5. campaigning for UAP;

6. reading The Tech;

7. getting to class in a hearse (or
helicopter );

8. hanging pictures of the Cor-
poration on dorm room walls;

9. stealing old VOODOO posters.

11



COULD You DIRECT ME |V

T O THE STATEN ISLAND

THE HOUSE OF A THOUSAND SPECIALS)

FENWAY LIQUOR COMPANY

213 Massachusetts Avenue, Boston Next to Back Bay Theater
CO 6-2103
NATURALLY — TECH MEN PREFER THE FENWAY LIQUOR CO. :
FOR THE MOST COMPLETE LIQUOR, WINE & BEER STOCK IN BOSTON(_ ”"'%9(1 o8 1L
Special Attention to M.L.T. y = ’1.4" t45

% D
Students — Whether A FREE DELIVERY Always Plenty of lce Cubes Wy
Party Planning

EE

Bottle or A Case

12

FUNCTION KENNIE DAVIS
ROOMS & 'hhﬂ s
ni y inthe
COCKTAIL HaREM
LOUNGE LOUNGE

American Express . Diners . Carte Blanche
Syrian and American Food
SHISKABAB and authentic Near Eastern Food

also famous for PLANK STEAKS CHOPS & LOBSTERS

Imported and Domestic Wines
For distinctive dining, step into the world of the
Near East in one of Boston'snewest, mostauthen-
tic restaurants.

Tel. No: 423-3430
78 BROADWAY, BOSTON — Behind the Statler Hilton

GOV’'T. SURPLUS
ELECTRONIC BARGAINS

Converter Kit makes car radio sensitive short wave
revr police & fire calls. 2 kits 30-50 mc & 100-200
mc. Either kit

Lens Kit 12 B & L lenses w/experimenters sheet...

lefra-Red Filter 5 inch diameter

Imfra-Red Detector Capsule

Infra-Red Sniperscope tube #6032 w/specs

Saiperscope, US M-3 complete, ready to use

IBM Memory Cores package of 200 w/specs

IBM Memory Frame, 160 bit wired

Geiger Counter Tube w/diagrams for counter

Radiosonde Transmitter, new with tubes

NPN General Purpose Transistors package 12

Mine Detector SCR-625 find treasure, unused with
45,

book & fresh batteries
Electric Motor operates from 1.5 voit
Gun Sight Air Force 16 mm Camera
Recarding Wire, 12,000 feet on spool
Polaroid Polarizing Sheets 5x5 inch, two for
Underwater Navy Mike, unused w/cable
Prism, cost $30 from tank periscope

Wired IBM Memory Planes
$12.50; 8192
3AP1 Oscilloscope Tube, new
100 Watt Power Transistors like 2N277
100 Transistors on boards $4.00; 1,000
Selenium Sun Cells electricity from sun, w/book. ..

Above 1s
catalog. All material liste ass. (y
JOHN MESHNA, JR.

21 ALLERTON ST., LYNN. MASS,
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Recently, people all over the country have been inundated with Gallup polls, Public Opinion

Polls, Campus Surveys, and even Polish polls.

Here at VooDoo Institute’s Research Division, we

feel it is about time to waste six carloads of paper with a poll of our own. On looking around, we

said to ourselves,

"Now what is it that people are concerned with around Christmastime?"’

“"Why,"” we said, “"with Christmas, of course.” Satisfied, we proceeded to create this absurd ques-
tionnaire. We invite our readersto complete the questions, rip the page from the magazine, place
it in an airmail special delivery envelope and mail it to:

VooDoo Research Institute, c/o Ken Wadleigh, Poll Coordinator

Room 7-133, Massachusetts Inst. of Tech
Brisbane, Utah

SECTION THE FIRST: RELIGIOUS ATTITUDES

1. Do you believe in God? (a) Yes

(b) No

(c) God who?

(d) God nose

(a) Yes

(b) No

(c) Ask Peter and Paul

(d) What’s a virgin ?

3. Where do you stay when
you’re in Bethlehem ?

2. Was Mary a virgin?

(a) The Statler-Manger
(b) The mangy Statler
(¢) The statelier manger
(d) The Bethlehem-Hilton
4. I believe that Jesus saves (a) green stamps
(b) at the First National
(c) string
5. Of all ten Ten Command- (a) No.7
ments, the one I like best (b) No. 6
is: | (c¢) all of them
(d) none of them

SECTION THE SECOND:
PAGAN RITES (AND WRONGS)

1. Santa Claus: (a) is real
(b) believes in the Easter Bunny
(c) IS the Easter Bunny
2. Rudolph was a social outcast because of his red:
(a) nose
(b) political leanings
(c) horse
3. The custom of having Christmas trees originated:
(a) in pagan times
(b) because some idiot had a fir tree growing out
of his living room floor.
(¢) in South America
(d) because the people had to have some where
to hang their Christmas balls.
4. Santa’s Elves
are: (a) repulsive
(b) often seen in gay bars
(c) thalidomide babies
(d) heavily unionized
5. Mistletoe always makes me think of:
(a) trucking
(b) bucking
(c¢) ducking
(d) Chuck Deber (he’s so cute)

SECTION THE THIRD:
GIVING (OR RECEIVING IF YOU PREFER)

1. Every Christmas I give: (a) more than I receive
(b) vital secrets to the enemy
(¢) precious body fluids

(d) adamn
2. Every Christmas I (a) morethan I give
receive: (b) vital secrets from the enemy

(c) precious body fluids
(d) adamn
3. I believe that: (a) giving is better than receiving
(b) receiving is better than giving
(c) Christmas bites the bag
(d) Santa Claus drives a beer truck in the off-
season
4. 1 certainly hope my Christmas stocking will be full of:
(a) -~
(b) none of the above
(¢) all of the above
5. Christmas shopping gives me a: (a) thrill
(b) feeling of warmth towards
humanity
(¢) feeling of emptiness in my
wallet
(d) pain in the butt.

SECTION THE FOURTH: HOLIDAY FESTIVITIES

1. When I have a Christmas party it is always: (a) Republican
(b) Democratic
(c¢) raided
(d) in South
America
2. My favorite party activity is: (a) making merry
(b) making Mary
(¢) ducking for apples
(d) reaching for pairs.
3. My ideal Christmas party date would be: (a) beautiful
(b) a Physical Plant
man
(¢) avirgin
(d) December 25
4. I'm dreaming of a white: (a) Christmas
(b) girlfriend
(¢) tornado
(d) fish
5. When I saw the Christmas parade on television:
(a) I was moved
(all the way to Brisbane, Utah)
(b) I Shot Santa the bird
(c¢) I picked my nose
(d) Mary was a virgin
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1.D., GRANDMOTHER’'  [iSTUDENT TOURS -INDEPENDENT TRAVEL

On November 30, the Massachusetts House of Repre- :‘3': RESERVATIONS FOR AIR, SEA, & LAND !
sentatives amended Governor Volpe’s sales tax bill to f;THE BEST IN TRAVEL ADVICE & SERVICE
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exempt those over 65, and then proceeded to pass the 7% et
bill. Tt is interesting to speculate what might happen if . MANNING TRAVEL BUREAU, INC. ’i‘
the bill in its amended form were to pass the Senate and bl "ot
. . . . i 516 Commonwealth Avenue Kad

be signed into law. The following scene might take M, Boston. Mass. 02215 0
place daily in thousands of suprmarkets: b o§roln., 536856420 DS
“. .. steak, $2.50, ... beer, $1.25, ... and ice ,i!‘ e i '[i]
cream, 89. That’s it, ma’am. Here are your green ?:‘:‘.33 R E e

stamps. That’ll be $27.50, and, uh, oh yes, 11c tax on -
your non-perishable foodstuff purchases.”

“Thank you, sonny, but I'm 66 years old. I believe
that exempts me from the tax.”

“Aw, come on, lady. Don’t give me that. You don’t
look a day over 63. You got some I.LD. .. .a
driver’s license, or something ?”’

“Well, I did have, sonny, but the State Registrar sus-
pended my license the other week. Said I was too old
to drive.”

“Look, lady, everybody uses that line. I'm afraid I
can’t give you that tax exemption unless you show me
proof of age. What if there were a police raid? This
place is liable to be closed down if we don’t obey the
law.”

“Well, I think I have something else here. Yes, how
about this birth certificate?”’

“Let me see that. Hmm, looks OK. No, wait a min-
ute. Here it says you have blue eyes, but your eyes are
brown! Where’d you get this thing ?”’

“(sob) I - I thought I'd get away with it. I borrowed
it from my roommate at the Sunny Acres Rest Home.

BEST IN KENMORE SQUARE
YOUNG’'S LAUNDRY

REASONABLE RATES

Don't forget — buttons sewn on FREE

PO PP PPPPPPOPV PP PPN
La e o o o o o o o o oV o o e o e e o o o g g

607 Beacon St. CO7-4215

n SAMUEL BLUESTEIN CO.

SCHOOL & ENGINEERING
SUPPLIES — TYPEWRITERS

I'm really only 64.” SALES
“I thought so. I’'m not the highest paid kid on the SERVICE
checkout counter for nothin’. I can spot you under-age
i in”. don’ RENTALS
!adles comin’. Now get out and don’t let me catch you J0R0 BONLSTON ST
in here again. Corner Mais. Avé. 345 MAIN ST.
— Keith Patterson BOSTON MALDEN
COpley 7-1100 DAvenport 2-2315

~ O

“The silliest way to drive though a mountain is to use

a tunnel.”
“How do you get through ?”’ Hi Fi Enthusiasts . . . . ..
“There’s a giant zipper on the side of every modern Search Na Mara!

mountain — just unzip it and drive through.”
“Well, that certainly sounds more practical.”
“Don’t count on finding a zipper every time, though.”

The Highest Discounts You Have Ever Seen
Will Be Given To Students Who Mention This

“Why not ?”’ Ad In VooDoo. Sceptical? All It Takes Is A
“Some of the older mountains still have buttons.” Call Or Visit. Compare The Values & Service
We Can Offer!
-t Copley Camera Shop Inc.
A true lover of music is the man who, upon hearing a 480 Boylston St.
soprano voice in the bathroom, puts his ear to the key- CO 6-2202

14 hole.




Traditionally, in our Christmas issue we print one or more of D. F. Nolan’s “Put the $ Back in Xma$”
articles; this year he has taken a deeper look at our Christian heritage of Peace on Earth and Good Will to
Men . ..

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall
not want.

Morning already. Cold again. It’s
always cold in this damn place. Or
else hot. Now it’s cold, ’cause it’s
winter. Must be December. Snow all
over the damn place, and me starvin’
again. Again - that’s a laugh - it’s
the same damn starve. Oh, well,
maybe I’ll find something to eat to-
day. I'd better, or I'll keel over.
Nothing but a runty little rabbit since
Thursday, if it was Thursday. Can’t
be sure any more. Better get goin’
or I won’t have anything to eat
again. Damndamndamn.

He maketh me to lie down in green
pastures: He leadeth me beside the
still waters.

Where’ll T go today? I could go
over to Central Park again, but last
time I did that I nearly got killed.
Whole damn city is getting to be like
the North Jungle. I guess I'll try the
shipyards.

Nothing here, as usual. Hasn’t
been anything on the river since 73.
Not even a canoe. Don’t blame ’em
really. New York isn’t even a nice
place to wisit, any more. Stinking
radiation hole. I'd leave if there was
any place to go. Back to the park,
I guess.

He restoreth my soul: He leadeth
me in the paths of righteousness for
his name’s sake.

Nothing in the damn park. Not
even a miserable rabbit. I swear,
this place gets worse by the day.
Another month and I’ll probably be
dead. I could kill that guy over
there, and eat Aim, but I won’t. Die
I will, but damn if I’ll turn ’bull.
Better keep an eye on him, though.
Never can tell who’s one and who’s
not. Not any more, you can’t. Bet-
ter get on home, and hope to get
something on the way. It’s getting
dark.

Yea, though I walk through the

valley of the shadow of death, I will
fear no evil: for thou art with me;
thy rod and thy staff, they comfort
me.

I should have gone directly home.
Chasing that rat wasn’t worth it.
Now it’s completely dark, and I’'m
still half an hour from home. What’s
that? Someone moving up on the
roof of that building? I'd better
watch it, or I’'m liable to get a piano
dropped on my head. As long as I
stay in the middle of the street, I'll be
pretty safe. Better have my gun
ready though. Can’t be too cautious
in these death-canyons. There’s
Times Square ahead. TI’ll be OK
once I get there.

Thou preparest a table before me
in the presence of mine enemies:
Thou anointest my head with oil: my
cup runneth over.

Times Square. Safe now. Just get
across, and I’'m almost home - what
was that? Something moving in the
shadows. It’s a dog! Thought they
were all gone, years ago. Last six
bullets or not, this is too good to
pass up.

Got him! A big one too. Ten or
fifteen pounds of good meat on him.
Today must be Christmas Eve or
something. What Luck! Christmas
Eve in Times Square - there’s a
thought. A man and a dead dog.
Merry Christmas. Oh well, I'd better
get out of here before the Times
Square Boys come.

Surely goodness and mercy shall
Jollow me all the days of my life: and
I will dwell in the house of the Lord
forever.

Home again. Now to build a fire
and cook me some dog. What aday.
This will last me ten days if I'm care-
ful. T bet I'm the best-fed guy in the
city tonight. Well, I'd better get to
bed. TI've got a long day ahead of
me tomorrow . . .

— D. F. Nolan 15



FOR BIRDS ONLY

— Tom Strand

This cute number is called a Chandler girl (no offense, Cheryl). If
she can be weighed, she is distinguished by her weight (this is all in
jest, Cheryl). If she can be looked at, she is distinguished by her
looks (I'm only kidding, Cheryl). If all else fails, ask Cheryl.

This dirty creature is called a funky. He is identified by his dis-
tinctive stink. His diet consists of tobacco juice and mustache hairs
that fall in his mouth. He is a gregarious creature nesting with his
own kind. His driving ambition is to avoid the draft.

This boor is an MIT meat. His fingers are usually found in close
proximity to his nose. Like the funky, he also stinks. He can be
This nice boy goes to B.U. His mother sent him. He can be dis- recognized by a few key words which constitute the bulk of his
tinguished by his gaudy high school ring, his genuine shirt-pocket “vocabulary”. These words are: infinitely, random, VooDoo,
Playboy emblem, his paucity of cool, and his over-abundance of trivial, and ecbaipfak. He is found where there are not women,

16 earthly goods. It is irrelevant what he eats and otherwise does. soap, Kleenex, and cultured people.



People are always complaining that they cannot identify birds they see. Now, isn’t that right? Well, in Boston birds are
always complaining about identifying people. This would pose no problem in Artichoke, Mo., for example, because there are only

two types of humans there (boys and girls).
But this is Boston. Accordingly, the editors respectfully submit this portfolio of indigenous Boston types for the birds.

This rare breed is known as a ‘“Harvie”. He is well read: he

This creature is also indigenious to MIT. The gender is unknown. reads Sartre, Updike, and Uncle Piggly Wiggly. He is well-dressed:
In fact, it’s an unknown. Let’s call it “x”. The following state- he wears a tie, tinted contact lenses and Red Goose sandals. His
ments may then be made about x: x:0; even though x is equal to diet is metaphysics and crap like that. He roosts in a pretty green
0, x is odd, and x’s are never multiplicative. pasture about two miles up Mass. Ave.

This number is a close relative of the cat family. She is a Wellsel- This weirdo is called a “bikie”. He can be identified by the phos-
yite. She is identified by the number of Rolls-Royces owned by her phorescent glow of his few teeth, which results from numerous col-
daddy. She claims ties with the funky family, but don’t you believe lisions with phosphorescent bug abdomens while smiling. He is a
itt. She lives on men and anything that can be crammed in a direct descendent of Marlon Brando. His diet consists of exhaust

syringe. fumes. He loves his bike and his mother (in that order). 17



CHRISTMAS POEM

Christmas trees are green, by golly,

Nora’s hangin’ on the trolley,

(That’s from Pogo, by Walt Kelly)

Shake your fat and rotund belly,

Like a bowl of apple jelly,

Even though your navel’s smelly,

Make it round and roly-poly,

Celebrate for all that’s holy.

Cut your last remaining classes,

Leave your books, forget your
glasses,

Put a sandwich in your briefcase,

Leave the soggy Commons grease-
cake,

Take your sad, receding hairlines,

Fly there via Eastern Airlines,

No more T.A.’s, no more booking,

Go back there to Mama’s cooking,

What the hell, it’s home.

YES, )\ Saw
CLOGLEP WITR
MoLTeéN sTEEL !
WHAT?!?2 weLL, YoU
SEE \ VUST TOK
A SUPER...:

— Goe

THE  LARGEST
< FINE  MEN'S
B METROPOLITAN

STOCK  OF N
SHOES IN N
BOSTON

FEATURING: FLORSHEIM,
PEDWIN, HUSH PUPPIES

ACME BOOTS, P-F

SNEAKERS

FROM $8.89 to $24.95
Sizes:

5 to 13 Widths: A to EEE
We also feature Jumping-
Jacks for children and a
complete line of shoes for
women.

ROSENBERG’S SHOE STORE

538 MASS. AVE
CENTRAL SQUARE

TR 6-8807
PR R

Contemporary Clothes
Jfor Men and Women

526 Commonwealth Avenue
In the heart of Kenmore Square.

CO 7-2660

Harv — a gentleman would ask for him gum back. Hey
Harv . ..
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Of course, when we look back on it,
it is perfectly clear that the day was
inevitable. Everyone knows how to
do the quiz after the papers are in.
But for those who are still not clear
on the exact details, they are worth
recounting.

The old Harvard Bridge began
showing signs of collapse long before
it finally did tumble. Anyone who
walked across it must have been
aware of the considerable vibration
of the sidewalks when any heavy
vehicle crossed the spans. In fact,
this same vibration had caused the
concrete of the sidewalk to crumble
apart, until finally it had to be re-
placed with a thicker layer of sur-
facing. While this measure may have
prevented pedestrians from acciden-
tally stepping through the walk into
free fall, it hastened the coming de-
mise. For the heavier layer not only
added a considerable load to the
girders, but by increasing the mass,
lowered the natural frequency of the
spans to almost exactly that at which
the two axles of an MBTA bus trav-
elling 35 mph cross the seams of the
roadway. All that remained was for
time to crack the concrete enough to
slightly “soften” each span and
make the resonance exact.

In its last week, the up and down
motion in the centers of the spanswas
several feet. Even this was not re-
marked upon, as the motorists, used
to poor roads, didn’t realize these
were non-stationary bumps; pedes-
trians were too busy fighting the wind
to notice what the road was doing.

In the late afternoon, three canta-
bridgian urchinesses met on the
bridge. They had nothing better to
do, and one of them had brought her
jumprope, so they began to jump
rope right where they had encounter-
ed — at the center of the bridge. As
fate would have it, the speed of a
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by Mike Levine

game of jumprope is just such that
the jumping girl hits the ground with
the same frequency as that at which
the axles of an MBTA bus etc. By
the merest coincidence, this is also the
frequency at which the coxswain in
crew shells yells “stroke” and hits
the side of his craft. The girls just
happened to be synchronized with a
passing shell as an MBTA bus came
along at 35 mph (which was pos-
sible because the bus was going the
opposite direction from the heavy
rush-hour traffic). The center span
rose about three feet, then dropped
into a low arc. The arc ruptured
(was bisected) spilling the bus, cars,
urchinesses, rope, and several tons

of concrete into the shell, which of
course was unprepared for the load.
The two adjacent spans, lacking the
tension of the middle span, slipped
off their piers and followed into the
murky river. The reaction spread in
like manner to either shore, until the
entire bridge had fallen like a string
of power companies (Southeast
Asian countries, if you prefer).

The first reaction of those on the
nearby shores was relatively calm.
(The reactions of those on the bridge
itself may also have been calm, but,
alas, those reactions were, shall we
say, dampened.) At least 50 motor-
ists made left turns from Memorial
Drive onto Mass. Ave. so fast they
never realized anything had happen-
ed. Another 75, seeing an opening
in traffic, rushed headlong onto the
non-existent bridge. Further back on
Mass. Ave. a crush of Techmen made
it halfway across the street.

Others, not right “on the scene”,
reacted only to the unusual sound.
Hundreds of research assistants,
abandoning the food machines, rush-
ed back to their labs thinking their
unattended experiments had gotten
out of hand. Dean Wadleigh imme-
diately assumed that VooDoo had
done whatever-it-was and dispatched
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his entire staff to locate the Managing
Board. Most of the students as-
sumed that it was the overhangs of
the Student Center falling off, or per-
haps the entire upper stories crushing
through the big windows to roost on
the Coop. Others assumed the Earth
Sciences Building had toppled at last.

The Police, acting on scant early
reports, were at a loss. While it did
not seem desirable to have the bridge
in the river, it did appear to have
gotten traffic moving freely. They
finally decided to dispatch several
officers to the scene; for while they
might be too late to save those who
had gone down with the bridge, they
could at least restore the traffic situ-
ation.

As usual, the fire departments rush-
ed to the scene, but due to the recently
created traffic snarls could not get
near the brink. Since the main func-
tion of firetrucks is to pump water
into an area, they seemed superflu-
ous anyway.

As it happened, the most useful
agent was the first one who correctly
diagnosed the disaster — the WBZ
helicopter. Hovering over the water,
they managed to save the only three
survivors, the three urchinesses whose
game of rope had set off the chain
reaction.

Now that the investigating commis-
sion’s report and recommendations
are in Governor Volpe’s hands, much
of the initial anger has died down.
The twenty-two measures the Com-
monwealth has adopted to protect its
citizens from the possibility of a repe-
tition of the disaster are as sure as
human fallibility can make them.
One may now cross the reconstructed
Harvard Bridge in complete safety
and security (though not comfort).

Have you noticed how wobbly the
B.U. Bridge has been recently ?
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Do you know what’s better than having a tiger in
your tank ? A lady lion on the front seat.

Y

The young man wanted to become a tree surgeon, but
he couldn’t stand the sight of sap.

%

Then there were the two honeymooners who wanted to
fly United, but the stewardess wouldn’t let them.

ye)

“Your beard is starting to melt.”

“I knew it would.”

“What are you going to do about it ?”
“I’ll just have to let it drip.”

“But it’s getting all over you.”

“There’s nothing I can do.”

“Why wear your beard at all ?”
“Frankly, I have no place else to keep it.”

Enjoy the Finest Italian-American Food
and Delicious Pizza

b
gmeone 3

ITALIAN-AMERICAN RESTAURANT
Choice Liquors and
Imported Beers

21 Brookiine St., Cambridge
(at Central Square)
Open Every Night 'til Midnight — Free Parking
Ask About Student Discount Books

EL 4-9569

CINEMA KENMORE SQUARE
PARK SQUARE CINEMA

presents

IMGREAT NEW CHRISTMAS SHOW!!!

Marcello Mastroianni
Ursula Andress

. "THE TENTH VICTIM”

476 COMMONWEALTH AVE.,
KENMORE SQ.

2
J

Boston, Mass.
“A Truly Unique Restaurant”
Serving thousands of people each week.

The very Finest:
New York style Delicatessen
Char-Broiled Sirloin Steaks
Fabulous Gourmet Ice Cream dishes
Home Baked Gigantic Strawberry
Cheese Cake
in an atmosphere you'll really enjoy.

At moderate prices you'll never believe.
PARTY PLATTERS AND CATERING
Located between Kenmore & Braemore Hotels

262-9712

“How did you learn to kiss like that? she asked in
ecstatic tones.
“I used to siphon pimentos from olives,” he replied.

W

First guy: How’d you get your piano up to the fourth
floor?

Second guy: Hitched it to my cat.

First guy: Your cat? How can you get a cat to haul
a piano up four floors ?

Second guy: Used a whip.

%

Efficient nurse — one who can make a patient without

disturbing the bed.
i

Nurse: Mr. Wong, Mr. Wong! Your wife just had a
white baby. It must have been an accident.

Mr. Wong: What! Two Wongs don’t make a white.

Nurse: It must have been an Occident!



SCUZZYS SALOON

Setting: 1860 or thereabouts, out West somewhere.

It sat over in a dark corner of Scuzzy’s Saloon, the
immediate area around it peppered with dark, smelly
blotches. Its existence was a humiliating one; the only
time people paid it any attention was when they spat at
it. The atmosphere of the saloon wasn’t conducive to
good marksmanship, so generally the missiles landed
on it rather than in it. Consequently the spitoon looked
like hell.

There was a time, however, when the spitoon hadn’t
held such a low station in life. Originally it had been
purchased as a fine drinking cup. (From time to time
it relived its past splendor when a drunk would chug it
on a bet, but that’s not quite the same.) But alas, the
purchasers soon realized that it made a poor chugging
cup due to its flanged lip. Whensomeone would attempt
to chug the cup, most of the contents would run down
his chin, inundate his navel, and finally wind up keeping
his athlete’s foot company in his shoe. This sort of
thing was contrary to good breeding and common sense,
so eventually the cup found its way into the hands of a
saloon owner purchased for less than half of its original
selling price.

The owner (Scuzzy), being a very narrow-minded
man, envisioned the cup as a perfect depository for his

patrons’ phlegm. And so, the cup’s gradual degrada-
tion finally culminated in its purchase by Scuzzy, the
dirty old saloon owner.

Were it not for a well-dressed college man who hap-
pened to stop in for a beer, the spitoon might have sat
there gathering spit until doomsday. As it turned out,
however, the young man drastically changed the course
of fate for the spitoon.

This fact was, of course, unknown to the youth as he
hesitantly approached the bar.

“Gasoline and milk,” he said timidly to the barkeep.
(The young man was a far-sighted person with peculiar
tastes, as it turned out.) The barkeep handed him a
beer.

“Thank you,” said the youth.

Mimicking the more experienced customers of the
saloon, he leaned back with his elbows atop the bar and
scanned the room through squinted eyes. After a boring
five minutes of squinting at squinting people, hespied the
lonely spitoon. Involuntarily, he bagan to salivate.
Without further ado he answered nature’s call and let
fly. Owing to his lack of experience in such matters, the
projectile fell short of its mark. Itdid make a wonderful
splash in the blacksmith’s beer, however. Unfortunately,
the blacksmith had a very bad sense of humor, so the
youth found himself sitting in the street with the inverted
spitoon perched atop his head.

He looked up at the spitoon and thought, “I've got
your spit to keep me warm.” The thought startled him.
He had always prided himself on his sobriety and re-
serve, but found this new type of thought strangely
pleasing. He took the spitoon from his head and imme-
diately felt the sobriety creeping back.

Puzzled, he put the spitoon back on his head and
thought, “How are a cuspidor and ‘Goldfinger’alike ?”,
(as stated previously, he was a forward-thinking lad),
and giggled as he answered himself, “They are both
spy tunes.”

“Amazing!” he thought as he removed the spitoon.
Examining the object in his hands, he realized what a
stroke of luck walking into the saloon had been. The
spitoon was a source of inspiration when worn on one’s
head.

He further experimented several times and found that
this was indeed the case.

Elated, he hurriedly made the journey back to his
alma mater in Cambridge. Upon arriving, he contacted
some of his literary friends, to see if the spitoon would
work its magic on them. And indeed,they all underwent
a similar metamorphosis.

Being bright young lads, they decided to capitalize on
this rare gem by selling their inspirations in print.

Now, many years have passed since that time in
Cambridge, but the wondrous spitoon is still being
handed down from generation to generation, a fitting
source of inspiration to the writers for its (slightly alter-
ed) namesake, 7he Lampoon.

1>

— Tom Strand 21



The latest fad, through no fault of VOODOO, seems to be telling “jokes” concerning what can only be
described as “‘the inability of certain minority groups to handle everyday situations with maximum efficiency.”
Thus, we thought we'd sort of extend the theme to a full-length story, with malice toward none, of course, and
with the intention, as usual (we hope) of offending nobody, since it’s all in fun. Really.

)

The academic world was recently
overjoyed to hear of the discovery of
important historical artifacts in the
dismal swamps of central Poland.

Late one evening, three workers, on
their way to their bowling league,
strayed from the muddy, rutted Pol-
ish highway, and soon found their
shoddy, salami-smelling car stuck in
a deep, unpleasantly muddy, ines-
capable ditch.

“What will we do?”” cried Kowal-
ski, who had been steering the car
(somewhat ineptly, we might add).

“We'll miss our first game, and
forfeit to those gzanks from Stanley’s
Meat Market, is what we’ll do,”
shouted Siemenowski, who had been
in charge of shifting gears at the time
of the mishap.

“Let’s strike out through the swamp,
in search of help, as our mighty an-
cestors would have done,” an-
nounced Wyzanski, somewhat self-
righteously, (for everyone knew that
Stanley Wyzanski was an ancestor of
his, and had defeated the King of
Prussia in single combat in 1345
merely by lifting his armpits, thus
preserving the independence of the
Polish state).

“Let’s stay in this putrid car and
listen to Lawrence Welk on the ra-

FOUNDER OF
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dio,” offered Siemenowski.

“Yeah, I got some three-month-old
sausage in the glove compartment,”
Kowalski chipped in. “Momma
made it when the dog died.”

Just then, it started to rain. Afraid
they would get wet, for the top of
their car leaked, the three top bowlers
for Local 346, Warsaw Pipe-Fitters
Union, looked around for shelter.

“My God,” shouted Kowalski,
“we’ll get clean in this rain!”

“Look! There’s a cave over there
in the side of that hill!” observed
Siemenowski.

Our three stalwarts raced from the
mud-bound car to the low hill pro-
truding from the swamp a few hun-
dred yards away. About halfway to
their goal, Kowalski tripped and fell
in the swamp, and for the rest of the
trip he was dragged along by the
other two, weighted down by his wa-
ter-logged armpits.

“Whew! Made it just in time,”
sighed Wyzanski, “the sweat on my
arms is starting to run.”

The three had by now accepted the
fact that they would miss their bowl-
ing tournament, and faced the pros-
pect of spending the night in the
cave. Typical Polish rains lasted for
many hours.

“This cave seems tobe man-made,”
marvelled Kowalski, just now recov-
ering from the shock of being totally
immersed in the swamp.

“You’re right,” added Siemenow-
ski. “There is a faint smell of sau-
sage impregnated in the very walls
of the cave.”

“Let’s light this driftwood,” con-
tributed Wyzanski. “I’ll hold this
match, and you, Kowalski, grab hold
of Siemenowski and run the bottom
of his shoe against it.” No sooner
had half an hour passed than the
cave was lighted by the eerie, flicker-
ing glow of the flames.

“This seems to be a tomb of some
sort,” said Kowalski.

“You're right,” added Siemenow-
ski, somewhat irritated at the fact
that Kowalski, who only had an 85
average, to his 89, should be making
the observations.  “It must have
been the tomb of royalty. Look atthe
cases of mummified sausage, and the
armored bowling shirt !”

“There’s one way to tell for sure,”
chipped in Wyzanski, anxious to
show off the ancient Polish history
that he had learned from the old-
timers who had hung around his
father’s meat market. “Let’s look
for a bowling ball monogrammed
with the royal crest. They buried
every ruler’s own balls right with
him.”

The excited lost wayfarers started
to turn the cave upside down in their
search. They worked hard, sweat
dropping from their bodies in cakes.
Then, many hours later, Wyzanski
let out an excited shriek. ‘““Here, be-
hind this mummified carcass of a
young pig!” he bellowed. “Not
only a royal bowling ball,but . . . .”

“A . . . a solid GOLD bowling
ball!!!” added Siemenowski, incred-
ulously.

“This is fantastic!!”
Wyzanski.

“But don’t you realize,” whispered
Wyzanski between his crooked, stain-
less-steel filled teeth, “that the only

stammered



ruler who was buried with a GOLD-
EN bowling ball, was the greatest of
them all!!”

“You don’t mean . . .”’ stammered

Siemenowski.
“That’s right!” screamed Wyzan-
ski, triumphantly.  “Stanley the

Crud, Poland’s greatest ruler, and
MY ancestor!”

“We've . . . we've discovered the
tomb of Stanley the Crud!” said
Kowalski, incredulously.

The three bowlers spent the night
ecstatically. Even though the sau-
sage-stenched cave was cramped and
stuffy, they forgot their surroundings
as they eagerly discussed the riches
and fame which would fall on them
after the news of their discovery was
spread to the population.

Within two weeks of that fateful
night, all of Poland was at the feet of
our three heroes. The smell was un-
bearable.  Siemenowski’s bowling
team was selected to play in the state
finals at Cracow. Wyzanski’s fa-
ther’s meat market was doing land-
office business. Even Kowalski’s
brother-in-law in America got Radio
Free Europe to dedicate a special
polka to the three heroes.

But in the words of an ancient Pol-
ish saying, rapid fame is like an un-
washed T-shirt. It soon turns to crud
before your eyes.

On the day that Wyzanski was due
to receive the Pipe-fitter’s Union Or-
der of Merit, a report from the arche-
ologists excavating the tomb changed
him from hero to bum. “This is not
the tomb of Stanley the Crud,” re-
ported the chief archaeologist, furi-
ously.

“Wh-what ??” stammered Wyzan-
ski. “How can you be so sure?”

“We broke open the coffin,” replied
the archaeologist, pointing an ac-
cusing finger at the now trembling-
in-his-sweat Wyzanski. ““The mum-
mified body was that of LADY Stan-
ley, better known as Jadine the
Acrid !!”

“B-but how could you tell ?”* plead-
ed Wyzanski, obviously desperate.

The reply of the archaeologist was
crushingly final. “She had braided

armpits. — Keith Patterson
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¥ PIZZA — THE VERY BEST

¥ FINE ITALIAN CUISINE — DAILY SPECIALS FROM 99c

178 HARVARD AVE.
ALLSTON
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“Sure, Ralph, I can wait a half-hour for Pizza
from the Allston Tower of Pizza. Why do you
ask?”

Featuring Smorgasbord table

134 Mass. Ave.
Corner of Vassar (just across from Bldg. 33)
Complete Line of Sandwiches
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Take Out Service
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BATTLE OF THE
BIG SOUNDS

The controversy that exists in this
country over the War in Viet Nam is
now being waged on a different front.
Previously, demonstrators concen-
trated on marches, rallies, buttons,
sit-ins, teach-ins, and lay-ins. They
demonstrated against the war and for
it, each trying to out-shout the other.
Now the scene has shifted to the ra-
dio. It all started when one of the
great unwashed released two and a
half minutes of wailing entitled “Eve
of Destruction”, and supporters have
rushed to the nearest recording stu-
dios to get their version of the moral
issues involved on to the air. The
dissenters got off to the fastest start,
as they did with the marches and sit-
ins, but the supporters are fast catch-
ing up. Their most recent effort,
“Christmas in the Jungle” (that’s
right, mother) unfortunately caught
me for the first time while I was eat-
ing supper. The hero, presumably a

sort of Pat Boone - in - khaki, la-
ments the fact that he won’t be home
for Christmas, but he feels better ‘in-
suring’ democracy in the jungle than
being back home making love, any-
how.

This phenomenon could affect the
entire analysis of public opinion in
the Viet Nam War. The Defense De-
partment, always keeping a wary eye
on the dissenters at their marches, will
now begin listening in to WMEX:

“Mr. Secretary, Mr. Secretary, in
the past three hours, Woo-Woo Gins-
burg has played five anti-war and
two pro-war songs.”

“Hmm, not so good, Wilson.
What’s the word from Murray the
K?”

“Well, sir, on his show this after-
noon he played three pro-war and
one anti-war numbers. He also read
a poem dedicated to Sarge Shriver.”

“Better count that poem as anti-
war. Any other news?”

“Lots more, Mr. Secretary. ‘Cous-
in Brucie’ is playing, at this minute,
a pro-war song continuously. He in-
tends to keep it replaying for six

hours.”

“What patriotism !”

“Yes, Mr. Secretary. His brother-
in-law recorded the song.”

“I see here that the Rolling Stones
have a new release planned, ‘Let’s
Knock The Reds Back On Their
Behinds, Yeah, Yeah!”’

“Yes, Mr. Secretary. We gavethem
a U.S. Government ‘cultural grant’
to make that record.

“Good work, Wilson. Keep it up.
We’ve got to keep the world informed
that our teenagers support thiswar!”

— Keith Patterson
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