


Under that woolen tent, Pinhead has two sweaters, a flannel shirt
and long winter underwear. He’s got a pair of gloves under the
mittens and he’s wearing three pairs of socks under his waterproof

boots. All set for any old thing! '

Like a two-legged cow!

Look, Pinhead. Take a barrel full of water, see. Chop a hole in the
bottom and what happens? The wat:zr comes out. Sure, 99 per cent of
the barrel is still there, but the water comes out anyway.

Okay, so let’s mix the metaphor up a bit. You got yourself all
bundled up except for the hole in the barrel. Your hat, George! You
can stick yourself in an oven but leave your bare head out and you're
still going to get cold.

Your head needs a lot of heat. So help me. If it gets cold, the rest of
your body works like mad trying to heat the thing up. So you catch
the sniffles and all the rest of you might just as well be wearing white
ducks as far as keeping warm is concerned.

Plug up the hole, Pinhead. Get yourself a hat. Keep the wind and
the rain out of your hair. You’ll feel better—and look better, too!

“Wear a Hat —Its as Hea|t|ny as |ts Handsome!”

CAVANAGH § KNOX 1!
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tisement in the interests of good grooming and
good health of American men.

These fine hat labels have published this adver- } DOBBS ,e:.

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



The Cat seemed to be too quiet when I
arrived at the office. He didn’t curse me or
throw beer cans at me or even threaten me
with demotion to the Tech. He just sat there
smiling like the proverbial Cheshire feline.
I thought this was it; old Phos had finally
blown his cork. But I was in for quite a sur-
prise.

“Sit down, m’boy, I've something glorious
to tell you,” he chortled as he apened a cool
can of brew and handed it to me. “I’ve got
the most glorious of glorious things. .. really
sensational . . . best thing that ever hit the
‘Institute . . . even Big Jim goes for it . . .
why even if I do say so myself . . .” The
stream of words poured out so rapidly that
it became an unintelligible gibberish. Phos
was overcome by emotion and collapsed on
the floor. Then he quickly regained his com-
posure and continued,. “It’s grand, sensa-
tional . . .” and started to lapse off again.

“Calm down, old man,” I said, grabbing
the quaking Cat and feeding three quick
‘brews down his throat. He was soon relaxed
enough to begin again.

“I've organized a football team for M.I.T.!”
he blurted out.

“But the season’s almost over,” I reminded
him. “Besides, where would we get the
money, the players, why, when, whoha?”’

The Cat rose to his full height and shouted
up at me, “Now see here, you young whipper-
snapper, I've been around here long enough
to figure out what’s needed and how to get
it done. The Institute has finally accepted my
ingenious plan to humanize the student body.
We'll open our halls to real he-men who are
willing to do or die for their ol’ alma mammy.
I've decided that the time is ripe to make my
plan public so that we'll be ready for next
year. What a change it will make in the
place . . .” Phos continued on in this manner
for another half hour, becoming more dy-
namic as time passed. '

I began to catch the spirit of the thing.
Maybe he really had something there. Yes, I
could really see that it was what was needed
here. A football team for the school. People
coming to watch a Tech team play. Some
place to go for a cheap Saturday date during
the fall . . . there was something there, too.

As I walked out of Walker toward my
room, I could hear Phos up in the office still
going strong: “Rah for Technology, ’Ology,
'Ology, oh—"’

M. J. F.
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DOING THE TOWN

There’s a new restaurant in
town. It’s called Casa Latina and
you’ll find it at 76 Tyler Street
or thereabouts. Spanish, Mexi-
can and Latin American food,
much more visually appetizing
than food usually is. The special-
ties of the house are such Span-
ish dishes as Paella alla Valen-
ciana, a concoction of saffron-
flavored rice, shrimps, clams,
pieces of lobster, sausage, chic-
ken, and all the other things
‘little boys are made of. The Mex-
ican food is authentic and hot.
Dinners are a bit higher than
the diner, need we say, but
there’s a lot more to them. Good
place to take a date, especially if
you want to show off your high-
school Spanish.

If you are looking for-a good
eating place within walking dis-
tance of the dormitories and fra-
ternity houses I'd like to recom-
mend Chopstick Joe’s, a Chinese
restaurant sandwiched between
the hotels Kenmore and Brae-
more on Commonwealth Avenue.
It’s quiet and hospitable inside,
and the food is appetizing and
well served. Dinners are from
ninety-nine cents to about $1.50.

The Ararat, an Armenian res-
taurant located at 71 Broadway,
has bear and venison on hand
this time of year. Served in true
Armenian style, broiled on skew-
ers and served with four or five
vegetables. Among the other at-
tractions of the place we might
list its desserts, its proprietress,
(Mrs. Koko Sahagian), and its
succulent barbecued chicken.

If you’re looking for a Christ-
mas present for someone whose
taste in tobacco is at all dis-
criminating, as the announcers
say, you might do some brows-
ing at Perretti’s, in Park Square.
Besides an exhaustive stock of
standard and non-standard
brands, they make a specialty of
mixing pipe tobacco to the cus-
tomer’s specifications and ship-
ping it anywhere. Greetings of

the season
Apeneck Sweeney

December 26—Snowin’. Can't

go huntin’!
December 27—Still
Can’t go huntin’!
December 28—Still
Shot Grammaw.

U

“Do you like olives?”
“Olive’s what?”

You guys hear anyone singing last night?

snowin’.

snowin’,




Ronald McLeod, famous illustrator and poster artist,

Schaefer rings the bell-

with the full-flavored brew that’s light and dry, too!

The moment you taste this beer, you’ll velops a rich, full head—the traditional
know you're drinking something very hallmark of a great beer.
special...a beer that will really ring the It is brewed from the very finest of
bell with you. barley malt, grain and hops. And equally
You see, today’s Schaefer combines important it is brewed with the skill that
everything you’ve ever wanted in a beer. is the heritage of 110 years of experience.
It’s a perfectly balanced brew . . . light, We believe this Schaefer is the finest beer
but full-flavored. Dry, but not at the ex- America has yet produced.

pense of character. Satisfying in body,
yet not heavy. And in your glass it de-

make it clear.. make

The F. & M. Schaefer Brewing Co., New York
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There were photographers and

microphones and general com-
motion in Walker, a leading art-
icle in the Tech, and the coffee
line was backed up thirty feet
while the cooks went out to
watch. Aunt Jemima had come
to East Campus. But don’t feel
sorry for the poor residents, who
had requested Marilyn Monroe
instead. Rather pity poor Aunt
Jemima. Pity anybody who has
to show up in Walker for break-
fast and sing “Beautiful Dream-
er’” to a grubby bunch of half-
asleep students, still too far
gone to tell their coffee from
their doughnuts.

For those who find magazines
easier to read than walls, the
following remarkable inscription
is somewhat permanently chis-
eled in the wall in the lobby of
Building 10:

“I see proceeding from our

Technology of the future, a

vast army of vigorous

young men able to play their
part manfully and effective-
ly any where in the world.”

That’s us. “A vast army of
vigorous young men . . .” Quick
George, the coffee! I got three
more of these damn things to
write.

The local girls seem to have a
remarkable appreciation of good
humor. A friend of ours remark-
ed, “Gee, it’s crowded in this
car.u

His girl replied, “Yeah, just
like in Voo Doo—three in front
and 72 in back.”
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Visitors to this Institute are
invariably

in the middle of the day or the
wee hours of the morning, there
are lights on in the labs, and the
vacuum pumps are running. You
walk down an empty hall at two
in the morning, and as you pass

a lab, you hear vacuum pumps. ’

Those labs are always busy.
A friend of ours started his
thesis recently, and has been

spending a good deal of time in

one of those labs. He found a
vacuum pump busily pumping
away in a corner, with an intake
tube that ended in open air. It
was apparently evacuating the
room. Our boy found a likely
looking character and inquired
as to what the pump was accom-
plishing.

“T don’t know,” came the re-
ply, in a mysterious whisper,
“but it’s been running like that
for two years.”

To those people who write the
Want Ads requesting “enterpris-
ing young men”, I strongly
recommend the one who put this
note on the bulletin board at
Brandeis:

WANT A DATE

Are you 5 ft. 2 in., 5 ft. 3 in,,
5 ft. 4 in.?

I’'m available

Call Morris Sharef
HI 5-3087

I'm 25, have a car, no money

I have no information on who
answered this ad, and I don’t like
to think about it.

~~

’ :
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impressed by one
thing, Whenever you come here, -

-RonBonLER—

[ guess Gasoline doesn’tasork too
well in a lighter.

Judge: “You haven't reached
a verdict? Well, if you don’t
agree before evening, I'll have
twelve suppers sent in to you.”

Jury Foreman: “Please, Your
Honor, make it eleven suppers
and one bale of hay.”

4

A man was carrying a grand-
father’s clock down a crowded
main street to a repair shop. As
the clock limited his vision, he
unintentially collided with a
woman, knocking her down. Af-'
ter collecting her composure and
packages, the woman struggled
to her feet and scathingly in-
quired, “Why don’t you carry a
wrist watch like everybody
else!”
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Piffledinker noticed the machine while he was
waiting for the downtown express. “Your weight
and your fortune for one cent,” read the sign.
“Bushwah,” murmured Piffledinker. He stepped
on the scale and inserted a penny in the slot.

The card he got read, “Your name is Piffle-
dinker and you weigh 148 pounds.”

“It can’t be,” marveled Piffledinker. He tried '
again. The second card read the same: “You're'
name is Piffledinker and you weigh 148 pounds.”

A sandy-haired young Irishman was standing
near by. “Please,” called Piffledinker, “let me
treat you to this machine. It's something unbe-
lievable.” The Irishman got on the scale. His card
read, “Your name is O’Flaherty and you weigh
126 pounds.”

Piffledinker couldn’t get over it. Once more he
tried it himself, trembling with excitement. This
time his card bore a  different message. “You
damn fool,” it read, “you missed your train.”—

Practical ways to S-T-R-E-T-C-H your college closet
4 HENRY “SILENT VALET”

A Valet...no less, When retiring,
our "‘Silent Valet'” awaits you...
lups clothes neat and orderly,

wrinkle-free. Holds jackets, pants,
shoes, ties, jewelry, change, keys,

pers — actually contains a
‘or your trousers. Lifetime hardwood
construction, Colors, Walnut, Mahog-

$4750

presser

any, Blonde.

TRANSPARENT “RAINBOW")
PLASTIC CLOSET HATBOX

For week-end trips or around the
campus—a carry-all—a neat place for
the new :hugauu—-u practical item
for men and women. Solid, rigid
transparent plastic with carry-all
strap. In transparent crystal, amber,
ruby, green and blve., 5595

Order. No COD's

HENRY HANGER COMPANY OF AMERICA

York I, N. Y

Postpaid—Check or Money

450 Seventh Avenue, New

It was at the cinema, and the feature was one
of those steam-heated affairs with a sultry her-
oine looking hungrily at a handsome hero, After
some minor plot preliminaries, they went into a
terrific clinch. For fully five minutes they re-
mained wrapped up in each other, lip to lip and
mush to mush. Suddenly a small childish voice
piped up from the audience: “Mummy, is now
when he puts the pollen on her?”

;X

A middle aged woman lost her balance and
fell out of a window into a garbage can.

A Chinaman, passing, remarked, “Americans
wasteful. That woman good ten years yet.”

X\

The mother of triplets was being congratulated
bv a friend. “Isn’t it wonderful.” said the mother.
“It only happens in one out of 16.872 times!”

“That certainly is remarkable,” said her friend,
“but tell me, my dear, when DO you get time to

' do your housework ?”

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




The veteran decided not to inform his little
son of the impending arrival of the stork, but as
the months progressed the secret grew more dif-
ficult to conceal. Finally the stork dropped his
bundle from Heaven and the father broke the
news to his son.

“The stork has been flying over our house,”
explained the father. “He’s swooping around.”

“I hope he doesn’t scare Mommy,” replied the
lad. “She’s pregnant, you know.”

Cgo?

The scene was in the reading room of a large
public library. A man was reading birth and
death statistics. Suddenly he turned to the man
on his right and said, “Do you know that every
time I breathe a man dies?”

“Very interesting,” replied the stranger. “Why
don’t you chew gum?”’

%

A fellow was pretty sick and the doctor or-
dered him to take a long vacation in Arizona. He
went there and at the end of two months he died.

They brought the corpse back to Los Angeles
and his wife and her brother were viewing the
remains. i

She said: “Oh, Joe, doesn’t he look nice?”’

And Joe replied: “He sure does. Those two
months in Arizona certainly did him a lot ol

good.”

“My mother and father were brother and sister
and that’s why I look so much alike.”

N

An unhappy Kumanian was shutfling down a
Bucharest street muttering to himself, “Those
dirty, rotten, stinking, low-down, no-good so-and-
sos." .

A heavy hand fell on his shoulder. “Come
along,” said the minion of the secret police. “You
are under arrest for treasonable utterances
against the authorities.”

“The authorities!” cried the indignant citizen.
“Why, I never even mentioned them!”

“No,” said the policeman, “but you described
them perfectly.”

And Charley, this is your date for

the weekend . . . Ellie

One of our stenos overslept the other morning
and dashed madly down to the kitchen in her
sheerest pajamas to gulp down a cvp of coffee.
Suddenly she heard footsteps on the back porct
—masculine, heavy and slow.

“The ice man!” she thought in terror of discov-
ery. No time to flee. Just enough time to step in-
side the closet.

The footsteps didn’t stop at the icebox but ap-
proached the closet. The door o_pened!

The poor little steno screamed. It was not the
ice man at all. It was the man who came to read
the meter located in the closet.

“Oh, my goodness,” she stammered. “I was
expecting the ice man!”

“Lucky dog!” replied the meter reader.

k-

An old gentleman and his care-worn wife lived
across from the local cemetery. After the Winter,
Carnival, they were sitting on the front porch
after their lonely evening meal.

Wife: “Pa, every time I look across the street
I keep thinking of our dear daughter lying there
in the cemetery, and it makes me very sad.”

Husband: “Yes, Ma, it makes me sad, too. You
know, Ma, sometimes I even wish she was dead.”
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Lord Whifflepoot (retired) resided quietly on
his estate on the outskirts of London—in an old
castle with separate bedrooms, and all that sorta
thing, don’tcha know.

One morning as he started for his bawth, sans

anything, his valet, Jamson, was startled to see
the Lord in a manly condition which he hadn’t
noticed in several months.

“I say, Your Lordship,” he exclaimed, “shall I
summon your Ladyship?”

““Definitely not!” said His Lordship. “Just
fetch a baggy pair of trousers—I'm going to
smuggle this into London.”

A

Woman: “I want a divorce.”

Judge: “On what grounds are you seeking a
divorce?” - '

Woman: “Cruelty.”

Judge: “Mental cruelty? That covers a multi-
tude of things. Just what does he do—does he
beat you

Woman: “Yeah—he beats me every time.”

Tena

She had planned to get her driver’s license be-
fore the wedding so that she could share the driv-
ing on their honeymoon, but she became so ab-
sorbed with wedding details that she never got
further than making application for a beginner’s
permit. On the day itself, shortly after the couple
had left the reception, the bride reappeared at
the front door. “What happened?”’ asked some-
one as a hush fell over the guests.

“Oh, nothing,” said the bride, heading for the
stairs, “I just forgot my learner’s permit.”

" The girl passed through the lobby of the hotel
several times. Finally a polite young man step-

'ped up to her and asked, “Pardon me, Miss, are

you looking for some particular person?”
“I'm satisfied,” she replied, “if you are.”

It takes some men all night to do what they
used to do all night.

e
" He: “What kind of lipstick is that?”

She: “Kissproof!”
He: “Well, rub it off ; we’ve got work to do.”

W

He: “Do you pet with the lights bn or off?”

She: “Yes.”
)y

A girl went swimming in the raw in a secluded
mill pond. Along came a little boy who tied knots
in her clothes. She flopped around, found an old
washtub, held it up in front of her and marched
toward the little boy, saying: “You little brat, do
you know what I’m thinking ?”

“Sure,” replied the little brat. “You’re thinking
that tub has a bottom in it!”

WHOLESALE

213 Massachusetts Avenue, Boston

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

FENWAY LIQUOR COMPANY

CO 6-2103

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

RETAIL

Next to Loew’s State Theatre

Party Planning
Punch Bowls
Always Plenty of Ice Cubes
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Dear Diary

: by Doc Edlin

Monday..I woke up this morning after a rest-
less night and the first impression I got was the
‘thought at last I'm dead accompanied by a flood
‘of pleasant inertia, This was immediately re-
placed by the utter despondent depression I have
become used to over the past few months. In a
bitter stupor I got out of bed calmly smashing
the alarm clock in the wastebasket. The next con-
secutive thing I remember is sitting at breakfast
with a sour stomach and the beginning of a
throbbing headache. With the first taste of milk
I became nauseous which at least served to clear
my head a little. Deliberately I began to think of
the things I had to do today. They came slowly
and unpleasantly into focus through a heavy
apathy. They came only so far and then slid tri-
umphantly back as my mind wearily began to
daydream.

Both consciously and unconsciously I know
what is happening to me but am unable and even
unwilling to reason it away. To fight these fits of
heavy depression only pushes me closer to the
brink of total withdrawal which I fear even more
than the fits themselves. Also there is a certain
fascination in this semi-reality where I move
and talk without any awareness. It is as if one
part of me was functioning through habit, while
the other part, the important part, withdrew in
contemplative torpor. Having passed through nu-
merous of these states I still, cannot describe
what happens within me except to tab it as a
kind of hyper-conscjousness. But I am not being
entirely honest. Each of the previous suspensions
have climaxed themselves in unusual and some-
times painful occurrences. Once I was led to
witness the death throes of a scarted cat in an
alley miles from where I live. More recently I
emerged from a fantastic nightmare to find my-
self staring at a paper filled with blood blot de-
signs—my blood. Yet knowing these things I can-
not refrain from feeling a savage anticipation of
the strange thoughts and deeds that accompany
these depressive states.

In a sardonic humor I walked to my first class
and emerged at the end of the hour without be-
ing able to recall a single word that was said.
Looking at my notebook I noticed it was filled
with doodles and a single boxed-in sentence

“Where am me”. Sitting in lecture, lulled into a
somnambulant state by the drone of the voice
from up front I found myself playing the face
game. The face game is my own particular in-
vention where I rematch heads and features to
suit my mood of the moment. After several in-
complete attempts I suddenly shrank back into'
my seat as a grinning gargoyle of hate began to
leer at me from all sides. I couldn’t get rid of it
so I got up and left. Standing in the corridor my
fear increased as the hall assumed the propor-
tions of a tomb, dark and without end. I began to
run imagining dry, dead, grasping hands leaping
from the walls as I passed. With a shiver I burst
through the outside door and stopped. For lack
of anything else to do I laughed. I know—I knew
I laughed but I heard nothing. Slowly and delib-
erately I walked to my room. I turned on some
music and lay down..I knew that I would sleep
and that it would not be a good sleep. I awoke
several hours later sweating and with a headache
‘that no aspirin would help. After two cups of
searing black coffee and a sandwich I felt better.
In the back of my mind I knew I had past the
first crisis of my depression and that what wonld
follow would be as inevitable as my own oblivion
of the moment. I came back, read for a while, (I
don’t, remember what) and think I even did some
homework. An odd fact has just occurred to me.
This is the first time that T have even tried to
follow my depression with words on paper. Per-
haps there is some special reason for this. T am
tired now and somewhat drunk.

Wednesday. I am not thinking now but merely
setting down words as my hand forms them. I
say this not because I want to but so that later
T’'ll know I wasn’t responsible for what appears
‘here. I realize this is incoherent. Damn. I am
wandering in circles. 99, 98, 97, 96, 95, 95, 94,
9--4 90, 76,,,,, under.

Later: I went through Tuesday with immense
irritation and impatience with everything in gen-
eral. I was sickened by the jabbering, the dead
incidents rehashed and laughed over. Something
in me kept saying, “The fools, the fools, don’t
they realize something is going to happen?”’ The
cars, racing about like black and blue sores, im-
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portant points made and remade, historical im-
portance and good questions, the raucous sadness
of a juke box—words, sound and sight all
garbled to fill me with a heavy rage and oppres-
sion. I spent an hour listening to radio commer-
cials, spinning the dial from one to another. I
have sunk so far into a world of fantasy and ir-
rational behavior that I can no longer compre-
hend what it means to be “normal”. Reality is a
strange word when looking from the other side
of sanity. I am beginning to feel restless. I feel
that this harried waiting must end soon or I will
end the spell myself in a way I dread to think
about.

Thursday. I spent all Wednesday night walk-
ing the darkened streets with a calm excitement.
I can only recall a few disconnected thoughts of
this night’'s wandering. Until midnight 1 wan-
dered in and out of the varied night crowd view-
ing the dark hive of emotion and acts that only
emerge under a blanket of sly stars. I seem to
have lost all guilt of my senseless and irrrespon-

sible behavior. During the night’s aimles§ wan-

~dering I had many thoughts of experiences as a

youngster. Ten cent store escapades, penny candy
orgies, old hurts returned with new vividness,
fears once laughed at returned as fears again.
Just before sunrise I stood stark still under a
lamppost. I had just had one of those intuitive
‘bursts of thought in which everything one has
ever done or thought seems explained. It is pure
scintillative flash of conviction that is gone as
quickly as one tries to grasp it. Soberly and moré
tense than ever I walked home.

Friday. I have absolutely no recollection of .

ranything between Thursday morning and now.
All T can recall is a vague torpor devoid of any
thought or deed. I ate twice and slept fitfully
most of Thursday night. It is now Friday evening
and I have begun to tremble. I am not capable of
writing any more but I know that whatever is
going to happen will happen tonight. I am so
afraid I am almost willing to pray. For the first
time in months I am putting on a suit and tie.
What does it mean? What, what, what.

He walked quietly from his room, a freshly lit

cigarette bobbing firmly in his lips. When he got‘

‘outside he looked around and shivered once, a
hard final shiver. He then began walking toward
the subway. Already the week-end activity was
beginning. Boys were walking hurriedly to pick
up their dates. Groups of giggling girls walked
arm in arm en. the way to the movies and excite-

{

ment. Cabs with bright eyed couples whisked by.
As he walked down the stairs into the subway the
word tomb flashed through his mind but he for-
got it immediately. He changed a dollar at the
window and stood waiting for the train. When it
came grinding to a stop he edged through the
door with the rest of the crowd. While it started
up he stood undecided in the middle of the car.
Then with a bewildered frown he began to walk

‘toward the last car. After he had passed through
'two and entered the third, he stopped. The car:

was relatively empty and at the far end sat an
old worker dozing and a girl. Without another
look he walked to the far end and sat down op-
posite them. His breathing was rapid and shal-

Jow and his hands became great clumsy paws as

‘he concentrated on the texture of his knuckles.

He knew she was looking at him and under her

as yet unseen gaze he grew calmer. Finally al-

most nonchalantly he looked up. When he looked
at her she was gazing to one side of him and he
saw her in the most favorable position at half
profile. “Yes,” he breathed to himself without
qualification, “yes, yes, yes, yes.”

Her beauty to the dispassionate observer was
probably no more nor less than hundreds like her,
yet to him her graceful lines, her pale satin skin
and firm arched features washed over him in
waves of magnificence and loveliness. Here, in-
carnate in this lovely and somewhat dissipated
creature, he found the answer to his week long
agitation and mania. They were now staring at
one another, he in inflamed admiration and she
in hard challenge. As he studied her face, oblivi-
ous to the cold stare she returned, he felt an over-
whelming urge to tell her about her lipstick. It
was definitely the wrong color. It was a dark lav-
ender which stood out like a livid scar across her
superb complexion and rich oaken hair.

The train stopped and she got up to leave.
Without question -he rose and followed her out
the door. He had no intentions, he was not ca-
pable of any at the moment. He merely knew he
had to be in her presence, to be able to watch her
—her every movement and expression. As he fol-
lowed her up the stairs he was charmed by the
graceful rise and fall of her leg muscles which
ended in ankles that had been turned by a master
craftsman. At the top of the stairs she stopped
and turned around. There was a faint smile on
her lips which immediately threw him into con-
fusion. Doggedly he followed her as she stopped
and gazed into a furrier’s window. Actually like
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all beautiful women she could not pass a reflect-
ing surface without reaffirming her perfection
once again,

He, meanwhile, was feeling something akin to
rapture. He wasn’t conscious enough to have a

feeling of desire but rather felt a spiritual soar-

ing which was a violent reaction to his week’s
long depression. She left the window and walked
slowly down the street bathing serenley in the
turned heads and quick murmurs. In an ecstatic
trance he followed. She had gone about a block
when a sailor approached from behind, broke
into step beside her and began talking. Without
a single forced movement she gave him a slow
blank look and he veered off down a side street.
“Beauty, thou art the eternal seed of God and
Goddess,” he thought as he followed dumbly. All
the week’s fits and horrors dissolved under his
concentrated empathy with this unapproachable
gorgeous woman. He suddenly knew what he
must have from this woman if his life was ever
to have meaning again. He must have something
from her own lips, a word, a sneer, a smile—a
kiss never evem entered his mind. She was ap-
proaching the corner. He quickened his steps to
cateh up with- her. She must have sensed his hur-
rying behind her, for as she started to cross she

turned and a smile, warm intoxicating, passed

from those soft lavender lips.

An early evening hot-rod buzzed from the
dimly lit side street: A screech, a scream cut off
before it had left the throat, and she dissolved in
a puddle of blood, rubber and metal.

He stood not thinking, feeling, moving. “Jeezuz
Chris’ ” someone moaned, “jeezuz kerist.” Yell-
ing, sobbing, cursing, moaning, confusion. “Mi
God, what a piece,” someone muttered, “what a
piece.” "

“Like butter she went,” from another.

“Awr right, stand back, you. Keep movin,

Enjoy Transcendental Atmosphere at the

BLUE SHIP TEA ROOM

where Russell Blake Howe
re-creates music of
Beethoven, Chopin and Liszt

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—Atlantlc Subway Station
OPEN 12 to 8, CLOSED SUNDAY
Tel. LA 3-8719

Mr. and Mrs. R. B. Howe, Props.

keep movin,” in a harsh unsure tone.

He staggered to a wall and before he could do
anything he was vomiting, sharply, painfully.
When nothing came but bits of sour bile which
he swallowed again he pressed his head against
the cold brick. Dead, dead like a bug. Beauty you
cannot bear to be discovered. So this is the way
it ends, violently, ugly. Fullfillment and loss at
the same time. There would be no more fantasy.
He knew now that what she had lost she had
passed on to him with that smile. He could not
fail. For him, it (she) would never die and he
knew now that before he went he would have to
give it (her) to someone else.

With a terrible shudder he broke from the
wall and without looking at the gaping crowd be-
gan walking home. He was tired now, very tired.
Tonight he would sleep, long and soundly, and
when he woke he would have a decision to make
—he would make it. As he walked he clenched
his fists as if trying to keep something from es-
caping, something that was precious and which
he alone had.

*—0—0

The old mountaineer gran’paw was sitting in
his favorite rocker on the front porch of his little
cabin. He was rocking leisurely east and west.

Sitting' beside him, rocking north and south,
was his youngest son Bub, an innocent little
shaver of 42,

Without " turning his head, the old man said,
“Sonny boy, 'sno use to wear yerself out thata-
way. Rock with the grain and save your
stren’th.”

Charlie Mun

LAUNDRY

Complete Laundry Service

88 MASS. AVE.
BOSTON

Telephone
KE 6-9472
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“And remember, football de
velops individuality, honor, char-
' acter and courage. Now get in
there and break every damned
bone in those guy’s bodies.”

i

Some say that it takes a lot of
nerve to wear a strapless eve-
ning gown. (That and a couple
of other things.)

Speakeasys in shady sectors,

Charleston, jazz and hooch
inspectors,

Ivy leaguers, scandal, sin,

People drinking bathtub gin,

Scions’ money, all you ask,

Yellow roadster, pocket flask,

Yachts upon the Hudson tack-
ing,

Women with their morals lack-
ing,

Parties, fun, alas alack,

When the hell’s it coming back.

2

It’s a Mr. Hoover.  Are you in?

Little Billy was quite a
trouble-maker and a cause of
considerable annoyance to his
mother., He had picked up the.
habit of swearing rather pro-
fusely wherever he went, and he
was consistently being sent
home from every party after the
first fifteen or twenty minutes
for using bad language. On the
day of one party in particular
Billy’s mother warned him that
he would be paddled if he was
sent home once more. So, with
the promise just out of his
mouth, he set forth. Twenty
minutes later he was back. His
mother, exasperated at this last
performance, grabbed him and
hauled him over her knee.

“All right, Billy, here’s the
spanking I promised you.”

“But, Mommy.”

“Shut up.”

The spanking over, Billy
stood up.

“Now, do you have anything
to say?”’

“Yes, Mommy, the Doddamn
party isn’t till tomorrow.”

)y
Tourist: “Nice town. How long
have you lived here?”

Farmer: “Don’t know, ain’t
dead yet.”

Now!! Another —

NEWBURY STEAK

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

STEAK DINNERS 99c up
lewbury’s, Where Smart College Men Dine

HOUSE
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“I honestly don’t know where she gets money for fur coats
like that.”

Adultery: Two wrong people
doing the right thing.

~ O

First Party Boy to Second
Party Boy: “You drive. You're
too drunk to sing.”

Once upon a time there was a
little girl who had many boy
friends. They each asked her:
“Do you love me?” She answer-
ed “Yes” to each of them. This
went on for many years, but she
died an old maid anyway. °

Moral: Don’t love everybody.
Leave that to God. Specialize!

The oyster

Loves moisture.

It’s loose,

Fulla juice,

And bottom or top

It’s all mixed op!

It’s glabrous

And globose

And glaucous

And googly

Epicurean epigramsters call
them “oogly.”

They’re found

In the ground

Underneath Puget Sound,

And in order to dig them you
darn near get drowned.

In a word,

They’'re absurd

And they cause me to vex

Especially when trying to find
out their sex.

Whenever I meet one

I ponder and brood

Till the oyster and I finally both
end up stewed.

i

Two eager and dashing young
beaux

Were held up and robbed of
their cleaux. .

While the weather is hot

They won’t miss a lot

But what will they do when it
sneaux?

Tel. TR 6-2666

HI Fl

89 Mt. Auburn St., Cambridge, Mass.

ELECTRONIC SUPPLY

WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS OF

TUBES, RADIO and TV PARTS
TUNERS and AMPLIFIERS

Sound Systems—Sold and Rented
Designers of Special Purpose Electronic Equipment

BEN CORY, President LEE ELMORE, M.L.T. Representative




THE PIGSKIN

Voo Doo spondors a foothall team for the benefit and




Policy Shaping Milestones

that made our foothall what it is today.

TECH, the school of pale faced engineers is a
thing of the past. The long ‘postponed need for a
football team has been satisfied. Think of the re-
mote past when Tech was untouched by scandals
and publicity, when it was known for computing
machines, electrons and horn rimmed glasses. Now
we are known for the ape like creatures that form
the 300 pound of our Tech Thumb Thumpers.

It was a slow and relentless fight to gain recog-
nition but the fortitude and persistence of the
“editors” of Voo Doo has been rewarded.

The original idea was germinated in the head of
one, Al Feld, who saw that a small increase in cir-
culation would present Voo Doo with a margin of
profit capable of financing a football team.

We are much indebted to the men of Voo Doo,
who during the following years did without their
beer, while the team got through its infancy and
began to grow to the proportions that it now has.

In the early days we were plagued with quarter-
backs, everyone on the teamn could think. It was
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shortly after being defeated for two consecutive sea-
sons that we instituted the “Voo Doo Scholarship
for Football Players”. This monumental step was
the idea of Fred Lewis, our first star fullback, who
flunked out after the first semester at Tech.

The lowering of the Institute’s standard to a
level where the football team could function prop-
erly can be considered the most difficult task we
were confronted by in all our history. An equitable
solution ‘was presented less than ten years ago,
when the general manager at that time, Dick Long,
presented what is now known as the Cum Doctrine,
that states that all members of the Voo Doo staff
are required to have a 4.00 cum or better. Since our
world wide circulation necessitates a staff com-
prising over one-half the school, this policy is
very effective.

Since we have had a difficult history, full of con-
troversies and hardships, it is fitting that we pre-
sent a football issue on today, the fifth anniver-
sary of the dedication of the Voo Doo Institute of
Technology.

Dear Editor of Yoo Doo, e
| feel that you have inaugurated a great institution

here at Tech. Football is necessary for football weekends.
| am sure that you will have the full support of everyone
concerned with the operation of the Institute.

Yours for a successful seas\t(:n. | rerlnain.
truly yours,
i s & THE EDITOR
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REPORTS FROM THE
WORLD

THE NEW YORKER

At the M.LT. football game last week-end a1
amusing incident occurred. A small animal
vaguely resembling a gila monster, ran onto the
field and stole the ball. He ran the length of the
field, scoring a touchdown for M.L.T. Twenty-two
football players and three referees couldn’t catch
him. Not surprising, we say. A ball bearing gila
monster ought to be capable of remarkable speed.

stunning plays that left the opposition dumb-
founded. The credit cannot be given to any one
player because all played magnificently. The
coaching staff is to be congratulated on the fine
job they have done. The fans went wild at the
end of the game and carried away the goalposts,
with the coach on their shoulders along with all
the women who were present. Yes, sir . . . It was

PRAVDA

Vulgar exhibition

Yesterday, members of two decadent capitalis
tic educational establishments engaged in a spec-
tacle of mass brutality. The whole thing was
masked under the title of “Football”, a game
copied from the Soviet originated sport of
FZRLZOMSOPOV.

The opposing sides were representatives of so-
called teams, one from the Voo Doo Institute of
Technology, and the other from a small school of
liberal arts, which is in reality a school that is
advocating violence as a means of promoting cap-
italism.

Keyed up by the hysterical cries of the crowd,
the teams savagely attacked each other for sixty
minutes, much to the delight of the goulish spec-
tators. The team from the Voo Doo school was
declared the winner of the contest according to
the rules of the “game”.

It was evident that the bourgeoisie in the
United States derive great pleasure watching
members of their society attack each otherin a
public spectacle. From this we can obviously see
the imminent downfall of these capitalists be-
cause their sociefy has reached a new low in cul-
ture, Prepare for the glorious day of the collapse
of the capitalists and the exhibition of

. FZRLZOMSOPOYV as it should be played.

a GREAT game.

THE V0O D0O

We won! It was a terrific game and starred

THE TECH

The Voo-Doo football team played a victorious
game this past Saturday. Rah! for Technology.

[ e a father.

THE LONDON
TIMES

Brawl Overseas.

Had a very pleasant trip returning from the
natives on the other side of the Atlantic where I
witnessed a brawny spectacle conducted at the
Massachusetts Institute of Technology. There
was a beautiful woman in the cabin next to mine
on the return trip and she had the cutest little
. . . In the beginning of the game called “Foot-
ball” about which I am reporting to you, the two
opposing teams grimaced fiercely at each other
and pushed each other from one end of the field | .
to the other. This pushing was accompanied by a |
great deal of useless running about and several
severe injuries. After about an hour they all |

-stopped and with a great deal of shouting, wen. |
 home. It was a thrilling trip and a truly exciting
experience and I can confidently say that I shall
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Why yes, I've never tried a martini.



But you said this was a Foot Ball weekend.
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Father, reproving his son and heir for his table
manners:

“I'm afraid you're a little pig, Junior. Do you
know what a pig is?”

“Yes, daddy,” said Junior. “It's a hog's little

boy.,!

A couple of tea-sippers were driving through
the back country of Cellege Station, and not be-
ing too sure of their route, they stopped to ask
directions of a bewhiskered aggie sitting in the
rocking chair on the porch of a dilapidated old
shack.

As the driver approached the front porch, a
woman came out of the front door carrying a
bucket of water. She walked directly to the man
in the rocking chair and emptied the pail of water
over his head.

The woman looked up, saw the puzzled look on
the stranger’s face, and said:

“Keeps the flies off’n him.”

by

A lady was having guests over'for dinner, and
she told her maid to make mushroom sauce for
the steaks. When the maid opened the can of
mushrooms, she noticed they were a most pecu-
liar color.

“Well,” said the lady, “put a little on some
toast and give it to the dog; if he eats it, prob-
ably it’s all right.” The maid did as ordered, and
promptly reported that the dog lapped up the
sauce and begged for more.

Things went along fine until the guests were
having coffee. The maid dashed into the room
with a white face and whispered to her mistress.
“Oh, ma’am, the dog has just died.” The hostess
was startled, but thinking quickly, she called her
doctor to come over with his stomach pump, and
the eight steak and mushroom dinners were
promptly removed. She breathed a sigh of relief
and then went out to the kitchen. “By the way,
Mary, where is the dog?” “Oh, ma’am,” replied
Mary, “he’s under the porch just where he was
put by the man whose car hit him.”

—naturally
YOUR
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YOUNGEG"S
HAND LAUNDRY - DRY CLEANING

607 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass.

Kenmore Square
Directly opp. B. U.’s Myles Standish Hall

We Cater to Fraternity Men
FREE Mending and Button Sewing on Shirts
FAST SERVICE PRICES REASONABLE

Open 7:00 AM. to 9:00 P.M.
A Trial Will Convince To Your Satisfaction

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

Served In A Background
Of Delightful Entertainment

495 Beacon St. at Mass. Ave,
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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.
KIrkland 7-0194

DINE AT THE

HONEY BEE CAFE

fast table service—air conditioned

CHOICE WINES AND LIQUORS

700 Mass. Ave., Cambridge
phones: ELiot 4-8683, 4-883b

JOIN IN THE FUN

Get a Date and Attend

Yoo Doo Night

at the

OLD HOWARD

FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 21

Tickets Now On Sale
In Bldg. 10 and at Box Office

“Always a Good Show at
The OLD HOWARD”

8:00 P.M.

A lease broker staggered up to a hotel desk late
one night and demanded another room. “But you
have the best room in the house, sir,” answered
the clerk.

“T don’t care,” was the stubborn answer. “I
want another room, and I want it quick.”

Realizing that it would do no good to argue or
reason with him any further, the clerk turned to
the bellboy and said: “Move this gentleman out
of 505 and put him in 508, right away.”

Completely satisfied, the inebriated guest moved
toward the elevator, offering no word of explana-
tion or thanks.

“Would you mind telling me, sir, why you don’t
like 505?7” asked the clerk, hardly expecting a
sensible answer, He got one, however.

“The damn thing’s on fire.”

yel

The well-dressed young matron and her little
girl had just seated themselves in the parlor car
when a seedy, shabbily dressed fellow entered the
car and sat down beside them. Wanting to rid
herself of what she considered an undesirable
traveling companion, she leaned over to the man
and whispered.

“I think you ought to know, sir, that my little
girl is recuperating from a 