


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 water 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-It' as Healthy as It's Handsome!"

These fine hat labels have published this adver- DOBBS CAVANAGH KNOX
tisement in the interests of good grooming and
good health of American men. BERG* BYRON C&K DUNLAPEN

Divisions of the Hat Corporation of America-Makers of Fine Hats 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 opened a cool
can of brew and handed it to me. "I've got
the most glorious of glorious things ... really
sensational . . . best thing)hat 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. I"
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 ind shouted
up at me, "Now see here, you young whipper-
snapper, Ire ben arouind here long eiioQBE
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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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. Gooe
place to take a date, especially if
you want to show off your high-
school Spanish.

If you are looking fora 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 barbecupd chicken.

If you're looking for a Christ- December 26-Snowin,. Can't
mas present for someone whose go huntin'!
taste in tobacco is at all dis- December 27-Still snowin'.
criminating, as the announcers Can't go huntin'!
say, you might do some brows- December 28-Still snowin'.
ing at Perretti's, in Park Square. Shot Grammaw.
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 "]bo you like olives?"
the season "Olive's what?"

Apeneck Sweeney-

You guys Dear anyone singing last night?



Ronald McLeod, famous illustrator and poster artist.

gfaeb rtigs the be1-
with the full-flavered brew that's light and dry, tee!

The moment you taste this beer, you'll
know you're drinking something very
special... a beer that will really ring the
bell with you.

You see, today's Schaefer combines
everything you've ever wanted in a beer.
It's a perfectly balanced brew . . . light,
but full-flavored. Dry, but not at the ex-
pense of character. Satisfying in body,
yet not heavy. And in your glass it de-

make it clear...make

velops a rich, full head-the traditional
hallmark of a great beer.

It is brewed from the very finest of
barley malt, grain and hops. And equally
important it is brewed with the skill that
is the heritage of 110 years of experience.
We believe this Schaefer is the finest beer
America has yet produced.

it

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."

His girl replied, "Yeah, justF
like in Voo Doo-three in frontl
and 72 in back."

Visitors to this Institute are
invariably impressed by one
thing. Whenever you come here,
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 offime 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.

"I 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 jbut it.

<3'

. guess Gasoline doesn't-ork 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."

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, "Wy don't you carry a
wrist watch like everybody
else I"

4
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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 ypur train."-

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?"

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."

The mother of. triplets was being congratulated
by 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
Can

LO 6-3180 or LO 6-0312

HARVARD WINE and

LIOOR
Myron Norman '89

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

FREE DELIVERY
OPEN UNTIL 11 P. M.

288 Harvard 8t, Brookline
Next to the Coolidge Corner Theatre

DOO Ca 5



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."

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 breathd 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.

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 of
good."

"My mother and father were brother and sister
and that's why I look so much alike."

An unhappy tumanian 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."

VOO

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 cup of coffee.
Suddenly she heard footsteps on the back porci
-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 opened!

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.

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."

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 f"

Woman: "Yeah-he beats me every time."

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."

7

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.

He: "What kind of lipstick is that?"
She: "Kissproof !"
He: "Well, rub it off; we've got work to do."

He: "Do you pet with the lights on or off?"
She: "Yps,"

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

FENWAY LIQUOR COMPANY
213 Massachusetts Avenue, Boston Next to Loew's State Theatre

CO 6-2103
NATURALLY-TECH MEN PREFER THE FENWAY LIQUOR CO. FOR
THE MOST COMPLETE LIQUOR, WINE & BEER STOCK IN BOSTON.

Special Attention to M.I.T.
Students-Whether A

Bottle or A Case

Party Planning
Punch Bowls

Always Plenty of Ice Cubes

RETAIL
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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 throtigh habit, while
the other part, the important patt, 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-consciousness. But I am not being
entirely honest. Each of the previous sispensions
have climaxed themselves in unusual and some-
times painful occurrences. Once I was led to
witness the death throes of a scarfed cat in an
alley miles from where I live. More recently I
emerged from a fantastic nightmiAre 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 withoiit 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 would
follow would be as inevitable as my own oblivion
of the uXioment. I came back, read for a while, (I
don't remember what) and think I even did some
homewofrk. An odd fact has just occurred to me.
This is the first time that I 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
I'll know I wasn't responsible for w*hat 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-

8
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portant pointi 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 anotlier. 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 I 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 aimlesA 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 agafin.
Just before sunrise I stood stark still under a
lamppost. I had just had one of those intuitive
bursts of thought in which everything oiie 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 mord
tense than ever I walked h'ome.

Friday. I have absolutely no recollection of
anything between Thursday morning and now.
All I 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 e4 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 stai'ed
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-
low and his hands became great clumsy paws as

he concentrated on the texture of his knuckles.
He knew she was looking at him irid 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 ani 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

DOO Gr la 9
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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 even entered his mind. She was ap-
proaching the corner. He quickened his steps to
catch 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
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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.

0-1-6

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
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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."

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

I.

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 1nok-

ing,
Parties, fun, alas alack,
When the hell's it coming back.

&
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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 V
The spanking over, Billy

stood up.
"Now, do you have anything

to say?"
"Yes, Mommy, the Doddamn

party isn't till tomorrow."

Tourist: "Nice town. How long
have you lived here?"

Farmer: "Don't know, ain't
dead yet."

Now!! Another -

NEWBURY STEAK HOUSE
At 94 Massachusetts Ave., Boston

As Well As 279a Newbury Street

STEAK DINNERS 99c up
Tewbury's, Where Smart College Mein Dine
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"I honestly don't
like that."

ko

ktnow where she gets money for fuir coats

Adultery: Two wrong people
doing the right thing.

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

m

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.

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?

LEE ELMORE, M.I.T. Representative

Tel. TR t-2666 
89 Mt. Auburn St., Cambridge, Mass.

HI FI ELECTRONIC SUPPLY
WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS OF

TUBES, RADIO and TV PARTS
TUNERS and AMPLIFIERS

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

Tel. TR 6-3666 89 Mt. Auburn St., Cambridge, Mass.

BEN CORY, President
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Policy Shaping Milestones
that made our football

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 team could think. It was

Dean of Scholarships,Voo Do0 Wshes'to establish what will be known a h"Voo Do0 Football Scholarship", to be awarded to Ihemen each Year. These men must meet the followIgstringent requirements. They must be: howing
members of the male sex.over 6' 3" in height.
weigh at least 240 Pounds.able to understand spoken English.D' Must be housebroken.ue to the standards set forth by the football confer.

ence of New England and the other states o
States of America the fo nUnitedNo'floig etito man may be given a Vo Doort isio ahe Uitedif he is able to touch his to FoWIT U en arshp,
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what it is today,
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 Voo Doo,
I feel that you have inaugurated a great institution

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

Yours for a successful season, I remain,
Very truly yours, EDITOR

Boston Watc
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Anything is possible for money y
Very ruly H E EDITOR
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REPORTS FROM THE
WORLD

THE NEW YORKER
At the M.I.T. football game last week-end ai

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.I.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.

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 violezce 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 other Tin a
public spectacle. From this we can obviously see
the imminent downfall of these capitalists be-
cause their society has reached a new low in cul.
ture. Prepare for the glorious day of the collapse
of the capitalists and the exhibition of
FZRLZOMSOPOV as it should be played.

THE VOO DOO
We won! It was a terrific game and starred

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
a GREAT game.

THE TECH
The Voo-Doo football team played a victorious

game this past Saturday. Rah! for Technology.

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
be a father.

I
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I told you you'd be sorry you missed the game.

9
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And I say let's have a party.

Why yes, I've never tried a" martini.
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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 College 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."

A lady was having guests overfor 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 Piump, 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 juift where he was
put by the man whose car hit him."

YCU
HAND LAUNDRY

NC'S
- DRY CLEANING

607 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass.
Kenmore Square

Directly opp. B. U.'s Myles Standish Hall
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The Hampshire Press, Inc.

OFFSET - LETTER PRESS

Completely Equipped to Render the Higkest
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: EL iot 4-8683, 4-8835

JOIN IN THE FUN

Get a Date and Attend

Voo Doo Night
at the

OLD HOWARD
FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 21 8:00 P.M.

Tickets Now On Sale

In Bldg. 10 and at Box Office

"Always a Good Show at

The OLD HOWARD"

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.

"I don't care," was the stubborn answer. "I
want another room, and I want it qflick."

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?" asked the clerk, hardly expecting a
sensible answer. He got one, however.

"The damn thing's on fire."

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 severe case of scar-
let fever, which might still be contagious."

"Oh, don't worry about me, madam," inter-
rupted the man, "I'm committing suicide in the
first tunnel, anyway."

His toes curled in the black soil. It was mar-
velous to feel the good cool earti beneath his feet
again. Tenderly he bent down and crumbled a
piece of sod between his fingers. A man was a
fool to leave the land. He thought of the city with
loathing. All it had brought him was unhappiness
and sorrow, but that was over. He was back to
his first love-the earth. For a while he was mo-
tionless in silent contemplation; a prayer of
thanksgiving rose from his heart. Once more he
was part of nature and not just a shadow in the
city. A voice called, "Dinner's ready." Slowly and
reluctantly, he took his foot out of the flower pot.

DOOM Qa 23



MASSACHUSETTS INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY
Cambridge, Massachusetts

The MASSACHUSETTS INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY offers the following Professional Courses:

School of Architecture and Planning

Architecture City Planning

School of Engineering

Aeronautical Engineering
Building Engineering and Construction
Chemical Engineering
Chemical Engineering Practice
Civil Engineering

Options: Theory and Design
Planning and Administration
Construction and Management

Electrical Engineering
Options: Electric Power

Electrical Communications
Electronic Applications

Biochemical Engineering
Chemical Biology
Chemistry
Food Technology
Food Technology-Five Year Course
General Science

School of Humanities and Social Studies

Economics and Engineering
Courses: Based on Mechanical Engineering

Based on Electrical Engineering
Based on Chemical Engineering

Electrical Engineering-Cooperative Course
General Engineering
Marine Transportation (suspended 1952)
Mechanical Engineering
Metallurgy

Options: Metallurgy
Mineral Engineering

Meteorology
Naval Architecture and Marine Engineering

School of Science

Geology
Geophysics
Mathematics
Physical Biology
Physics
Quantitative Biology
Science Teaching

School of Industrial Management

Business and Engineering Administration
Courses: Based on Physical Sciences

Based on Chemical Sciences

The duration of each of the above undergraduate Courses is four academic years and leads to the
Bachelor's degree, with the following exceptions: (1) Architecture, which is a five-year course leading to
the Bachelor's degree; (2) Chemical Biology, Food Technology (Five Year Course), Physical Biology, and
the Cooperative Course in Electrical Engineering,- which extend over a period of five years and lead to
the Bachelor's degree and the Master's degree; (3) Science Teaching, which is of five year's duration and
leads to the degree of Bachelor of Science from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology and the de-
gree of Master of Arts in Teaching from Harvard University.

Graduate study may be pursued in Textile Technology, Ceramics, Sanitary Engineering, and in most
of the above professional Courses. The Master's and Doctor's degrees are offered in most of these fields.

For information about admission, communicate with the Director of Admissions.

The Catalogue for the academic year will be sent free on request.
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-= by J. 1. Smith

...........

One day as farmer Brown went out to hitch
up his mule for the day's plowing the mule looked
at him and said, "Good morning, Mr. Brown"-
true, the words were indistinct but still intelli-
gible. Brown recovered himself presently and re-
turned the greeting, the only civil thing to do. In
the weeks -that followed the mule's command of
language grew and his enunciation improved to
the point where he could carry on a passable con-
versation. Brown and the mule passed naturally,
frQm talk of their work to discussions of things
in general. The mule learned rapidly and his vo-
cabulary expanded at a rate which would have
been remarkable in a human being. Small talk
made the day's work more pleasant for -them
both. Brown cautioned the mule not to address
strangers, explaining that the average pesen
would likely be alarmed on being spoken to by an
animal.

After several years of associatign the farmer
and the mule were the best of friends. But one
day, after much hesitation, the mule said, "Mr.
Brown, I've enjoyed working for you here. I ap-
preciate all you've done for me and above all I
value your friendship. But I'm afraid I shall be
forced to leave you."

"But Tom, what's on your mind? Maybe I can
help. You know I'll do all I can."

"It's difficult to put into words. You see
well . . . " The mule blushed and looked away.
"It's rather a delicate matter."

"Come on, Tom, out with it, boy."
"You see, Mr. Brown, I've never had a very

satisfactory home life here." The farmer nodded.
"I understand. Tell you what. We'll finish up

early today and I'll go into town and see what I
can do."

"Oh thank 'you so much, Mr. Brown." -
Brown put Tom in the barn and went in to

town. None of the livestock dealers had a female

nule or. donkey of any sort and in desperation
Brown went to the local zoo.

"Sorry," the zoo superintendent told him, "we
don't carry domestic animals. There isn't any in-
terest in them. But say, we do have a surplus of
female zebras. You could try one of them. It's a
gamble but if it doesn't work out, just bring her
back. If it does work out, there won't be any
charge. You might as well try it."

Brown took the zebra home and led her into
the barn. He went up to the house without speak-
ing to Tom. His doubts as to the compatibility of
a mule and a female zebra were confirmed when

.he entered the barn next morning. That is to
say, when he entered what had been the barn.
The place was a shambles. Broken bales of hay
were strewn about, machinery was knocked from
its place on the walls, in short the condition of
the barn was certain evidence that the episode
of the night before had been anything but bliss-
ful. But if the barn was a mess it was as nothing
compared with the little female zebra. She was
a pitifel sight cowering in a corner of the barn.
She had hoof marks and teeth marks all along
her flanks. She was badly mauled and bitten. As
fomTom, he stood dejectedly with his back turned
in the opposite corner. Brown walked up to him.
"Tom, I'm awfully ... "

"No, don't apologize, Mr. Brown. I want to
thank you for what you tried to do for me. I'm
very grateful. You know, it's a shame. She was
a pretty little thing. But try as I would, I just
couldn't get those goddam pajamas off."

..25
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Martha! Surprise! Guess whose
dinner with us?

A farmer visiting a state mental hospital was
strolling about the grounds when he came upon
an inmate sprawled restfully under the shade of
a tree. After an exchange of greeting the man
sat up and eyed his visitor with interest.

"What do you do for a living?"
"I'm a farmer."
"Farmer, huh? I used to be a farmer. Damned

hard work."
"You're darned tooting it is," replied the visitor.
"Ever try being crazy ?"
"Why no," the shocked farmer snapped.
"You ought to try it some time," declared the

inmate as he again relaxed on the cool grass.
"Beats farming."

Opt.Ar

going to haue

"Going to the ball game ?"
"Yeah."
"Go to schooVhere?"
"Yeah."
"Fraternity man?"
"Yeah, SAE."
"So am I, but I don't remember you. Where do

you sit at meetings ?"
"Second row."
"Oh, that accounts for it. I'm up in the second

balcony."

"Shore is a great place, the city," commented
Elmer on his return from his first visit to Salt
Lake City. "Spent my first night with a naked
woman, too; and if I'd played my cards right, I
guess I could have kissed her."

MIT Voo Doc
Walker Memorial Bldg.
Cambridge, Mass.

Dear Phos,
Enclosed is $2.00 so please send eight hilarious

issues of Voo Doo to ...

Name ....................................

Address .............................

City .................. Sae.......

There was the little country girl who came to
college and always went out with city fellers be-
cause farm hands were too rough.

Did you hear about the freshman who spent
many hours trying to convert degrees centigrade
to radians?

A slow talking girl met a fast talking city
slicker. Before she could tell him she wasn't that
kind of a girl-she was.

"Do you know what the burglar got who broke
into the SAE house last night ?"

"Yeah . .. pledged."

Good Food At Reasonable Prices

24 Hours a Day-Every Day

The GRILL DINER
435 MAIN STREET, CAMBRIDGE

Conveniently Located Behind Building 20
FRANK ARSENAULT, Manager
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It was Christmas Eve, and the
house was brightly decorated
with sprigs of holly and mistle-
to. Only the clicking of Grand-
ma's knitting needles broke the
silence. The children, Polly,
eight, and Janice, six, were seat-
ed before the roaring fireplace
leafing through a picture book.
Then they rose and went over
to Grandma's rocker. Polly
climbed up on the arm of the
chair, and Janice snuggled into
Grandma's warm lap.

"Tell us a story, Grandma,"
Janice pleaded.

"Oh," said the old lady putting
aside her knitting and wrapping
her arms about the children,
"what should I tell you about?"

Little Polly's voice came gent-
ly, "Tell us about the time you
were a whore in Chicago."

First Texan: You say your
uncle's up for stealing horses?
What are you going to do about
it?.

Last Texan: I'm going to cut
the rope and bury him.

Freshman in chem lab (to in-
structor) : I got the copper resi-
due in Experiment 7 and guess
how much it weighed.

Instructor: Five grams?
Frosh: No.
Instructqr: Seven grams?
Frosh: No.
Instructor: Ten grams?
Frosh: No.
Instruictor: Well, how much

then?
Frosh: I don't know. I didn't

weigh it.

Customer: I wanna buy a
lawnmower.

Clerk: Sorry, sir, but we
haven't any lawnmowers.

Customer: Well, this is a fine
drugstore.

Adam and Eve in the Garden
had a pretty hard day naming
the animals.

"Well, Eve," said Adam, "let's
call this one a hippopotamus."

"But darling, why call it a
hippopotamus ?"

"Well, hell, it looks like a hip-
popotamus, don't it?"

"Roses are red,
Violets are blue,
I get the heaves
Just thinking of you."
Beautiful, isn't it?

She: "What position do you
play on the football team?"

He: "Oh, sort of crouched and
bent over."

Dracula: "My wife just had a
baby at this hospital, and I want
to see it."

Nurse: "Shall I wrap it up, or
will you eat it here?"

74&X**Q4D P
Plan now to take a university-sponsored tour via TWA next

summer and earn full college credit while you travel
Again in 1953, TWA-world leader in educational air tours-will
participate in the travel-study programs that have proved so
enjoyable to thousands in the past four years. Itineraries will include
Europe, the-Mediterranean, the Middle Fast and a tour around
the world. Two to six weeks of resident study can be arranged in
foreign universities. Other study tours will deal with special fields
such as music, art, languages, political science, etc.

Whichever tour you choose, you'll discover just how near you
are to the rest of the world only when you fly. For 300-mile-an-hour
TWA Constellations will whisk you to Europe overnight. And when
you travel by TWA Sky Tourist, you save time and money. So start
planning now for that thrilling, profitable vacation next summer.
Mail the coupon below today.

ACROSS THE U.S. AND OVERSEAS ... .L r
TRANS WORLD AIRLINES

I am interested in: John H. Furbay, Ph. D., Director Air World Tours,
80 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.

University credits O Please send me information on the Trans World Airlines Educational
S.Tours to be offered in 1953.es en s u y a a

foreign university O

Special countries
or areas O

(Specify)

Position

Address

City Zone

State Phone N6____________
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The Vermont farm wife was leaving the hos-
pital after giving birth to her , fifteenth child
when the floor nurse kiddingly said to her:

"I guess I'll see you back again in a year."
"No, ma'am, you positively won't," said the

farm woman with a great deal of confidence.
"What makes you so sure?"
"Well, ma'am, me and my husband has found

out what's causing them."

The Twentieth Century Limited was twenty
minutes late. Seventy miles an hour it roared
down the winding ribbons of steel. The engineer
sat at the throttle, tense and strained. Far down
the track there appeared suddenly a figure stag-
gering along, waving a red flag. White-faced the
engineer threw on the big emergency and the long
line of cars threatened to leave the rails, careen-
ing back and forth, brakes screeching and every
bolt complaining. Slowly the big engine came to
a stop and the fireman, leaning out toward the be-
draggled man, shouted, "For God's sake, man,
what is it?"

"Jush wanted tuh tell yuh the croshing wash
open."o

Two rabbit hunters were discussing the ques-
tion of what rabbits ate. One of them said they
ate only carrots while the other insisted that their
diet consisted entirely of lettuce. So they bought
five rabbits and cut them open, finding out that
they fed exclusively on turnip greens. Moral: Few
arguments are settled by splitting hares.

Two tourists were driving through Vermont
in maple season and noticed the shiny tin buck-
ets hung low on the trunks of trees. "My gra-
cious," exclaimed one of the tourists excitedly,
"They certainly have a sanitary bunci' of dogs
around here."

Harpo Marx went on a hunting trip with some
friends, and a game warden, in reciting the hunt-
ing rules, showed them a regulation forbidding
the shooting of any boar under one year old.

A member of the hunting party asked: "But
how can I tell if the boar is over one year old?"

"Easy," Harpo suggested. "Just sing Happy
Birthday to him, and if the song is familiar to
the boar-shoot."

A- JA

VERSATILE ATTRACTIVE
SINGER

For:
Fraternity Parties College Dances

Stag.Parties
Will Furnish Own Accompanist

Contact:
MISS M. TRUMAN

c/o White House
After January 20: Independence, Mo.

ARARAT CAFE
THE FAMOUS ARMENIAN RESTAURANT

Established 1899
KOKO *SAHAGIAN, Prop.

Shish-Kebab Special - Grilled Duck & Chicken
VENISO$ & BEAR MEAT IN SEASON

TABLES RESERVED ON ORDER
WE ALSO RESERVE THE SECOND FLOOR

FOR SPECIAL PARTIES
Open 12 A.M. to 1 A.M. Open Sunday & Holidays

71 BROADWAY, BOSTON, MASS. Tel. DE 8-8875
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FLOBBER
by Harold Kavlan

"Hey, Flobber, don't forget the union meeting
tonight."

Egbert Flobber leaned on his broom and stared
absently into space for a time before replying,
"Why not, Charlie?"

"Because tonight's the night we vote on
whether M.I.T.'s paying us enough to keep body
and soul together. Don't tell me you forgot, stu-
pid? Every janitor on the campus oughta be
there."

Flobber resumed sweeping, and said slowly, "I
think they pay me enough money."

"That's because you ain't married. Wait till
you marry, then we'll see." Charlie glanced at

'his watch and continued, "Say, it's almost, quit-
ting time. C'mon, let's put our brooms away and
get going."

Flobber gently placed his broom in the broom-
closet, changed his clothes, and trudged off the
campus up Massachusetts Avenue, in the direc-
tion of Central Square. Arriving at Mort's Bar
and Pizzeria, he entered and sat down on a bar-
stool.

The bartender glanced at him, and, receiving
a nod, drew Flobber a beer.

"That's a nice head on that beer," said
Flobber.

"Yeah," said the bartender as he had for thir-
teen years, five days a week.

Flobber took the beer and sipped it slowly,
thinking of its fine taste and cool sparkle. His
stooped shoulders slumped even more, and his
eyes stared vacantly ahead, as, deep in thought,
he placed the half-drained glass on the top of
the bar.

He took off his glasses, breathed on them, and
began to wipe them with his handkerchief. Being
very nearsighted and absent-minded, he did not
notice that a woman had seated herself on the
barstool to his right. She ordered a beer also, and
began to sip it.

As Flobber replaced his glasses over his eyes,
he accidentally joggled her arm, spilling part of
her beer.

"You idiot!" she yelled, "you've spilled my beer
all over my skirt."

Flobber looked up, amazement written all over
his face, in copper-plate script.

"Oh my goodness, ma'am. I'm sorry. I11 buy
you another beer."

The woman stared at him and was about to
scream again, when she suddenly realized he was
not being sarcastic.

"You really mean it, don't you?" she said
softly.

"Of course, ma'am. I spilled it, I pay for it."
"I should have known," she said, half to her-

self. As Flobber signaled to the bartender, she
looked at his neat, faded suit, and his thick eye-
glasses. A look of understanding filled her angu-
lar face, cracking her makeup by its unusual
shape.

"To think that I've seen you in this bar right
after five o'clock for years, and it never occurred
to me," she remarked.

She smiled at Flobber, and then hastily closed
her mouth, lest he see her bad teeth.

"Seeing is believing, ma'am," he said, puz-
zled. "Here is your beer."

"You work at M.I.T., don't you?" she asked.
"Yes, ma'am. Don't you want your beer ?"
She picked it up and drank a few. mouthfuls.

Flobber sipped his also, staring into the air or
into his glass, she couldn't tell which.

"It must be exciting at M.I.T.," she said, "not
just a dull grind like the candy factory where I
work."

"Oh, it's all right," Flobber replied between
sips.

She wiped her mouth on her sleeve and spoke

again: "M.I.T. is a big place. Just where do you
work?"

"I'm in one of the radiation labs."
"What's radiation, like a radiator?"
"I don't know, ma'am," Flobber grunted.
"Oh, you're too modest. Let's move to a booth.

So we can talk better."
"Okay," said Flobber.
They found a low wooden booth covered with

chipped paint and sat down at the damp table
with the ketchup-covered menu on it.

"Oh, you forgot your beer, ma'am."

29
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"Let it stay."
"I don't understand you at all, ma'am."
"My name is Sadie. Sadie Glip. Just call me

Sadie."
"I'm Egbert Flobber. Pleased to meet you,

Sadie," he said automaticall . Having run out of

handy cliches he was at a loss for something to

say, so he looked around for a waitress.
"Are you married, Egbert?"
"No, Sadie."
"I'm not either."
A waitress appeared with a pair of beers.

Flobber took one and began to drink it silently.

Sadie reached for the other, blew the foam off

onto the floor and drained the glass to the bot-

tom.
"You know, Egbert, I like you!"
"I like you too," he replied uncertainly. He be-

gan to sip his beer down slowly.
"I suppose I should call you Professor," she

said.
"Why ?"

"What else could you be? You work at M.I.T.,

don't you?"
"Certainly, ma'am."
"And even before you told me, I could tell. You

have the look of a professor."

.me.ic.'.FLAVO. . ..

Ameica's1 0 -ite

from coast to

"Rift, Ga. to
R*no, NevJ"
submitted by
Rutheima Quinn,
Wichita, Kansas

Flobber stopped sipping his beer and stared

at her. "You mean you think I'm a professor ?"

"Well, aren't you? What are you talking

about?"
"Uh, nothing, I was just thinking." Suddenly

everything became clear to him. He grinned and

drank the rest of his beer.
"What do you say we go somewhere tonight?"

said Sadie.
"Let's make it tomorrow night," said Flobber,

"we can meet here."
"Why not tonight?"
"I have to attend a meeting. Charlie was

right."

-*- -0-

And although there is always the story of the

thoroughgoing youth who invented' a sort of lit-

mus paper in order to tell by certain chemical

methods rather than by simple taste the differ-

ence between rye and gin, we feel that the most

clever of them all was the Sarah Lawrence girl

who told the difference between a tooth brush and

a squirrel by putting them both at the bottom of

a tree and seeing which one ran up.

AIR CONDITIONED FOR YOUR COMFORT

Pizza-Steaks-Spaghetti-RavioliCacciatore-Chicken

A SNACK TO A FULL COURSE DINNER

ITALIAN-AMERICAN RESTAURANT

Telephone
EL iot 4-9569

640 Kc.

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

640 Ke.

WMIT
"Voice Of The Students"

Don't Forget Your All Request
"NITE OWL"

Fri.11:10 p.m. - 2 am.

640 Kc.

Sat. 10 p.m. - 2 am.

640 Kc.

coast *

Still, on y5
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The scene was a Tibetan mon-
astary. Two monks were sunning
themselves and meditating on
the follies of humankind. Finally
the first monk broke the silence,
"Life," he said, "is like a well."

A year passed-slowly. The
second monk aroused himself
from his reverie (he was enjoy-
ing the sun and meditating on
the follies of humankind) and
queried thus, "Why is life like
a well?"

Several years passed and the
two soaked in the sun and medi-
tated on the follies of human-
kind. At last the former stirred
himself and replied bitingly,
"All right, have it your way, life
is not like a well."

Take a shower?
No-Is there one missing?

M. I. T. Musical.

Pro fessor I hope this doesn't reflect on my- grade.

Club Christmas Concert
THE M. I. T. GLEE CLUB, CHORAL SOCIETY and ORCHESTRA

present:

JUDAS MACCABAEUS
AN ORATORIO

by

G. F. HANDEL

Soloists:

HELEN BOATWRIGHT, Soprano
EUNICE ALBERTS, Alto

WILLIAM HESS, Tenor
PAUL MATTHEN, Bass

Conducted by PROF. KLAUS LIEPMANN

December 13, 1952 Jordan Hall

Tickets at $.90, $1.20, $1.50 will go on sale

in Building 10 on December 1.



The old professor cleared his throat in the
midst of an examination period and remarked
gently, "Will some generous student who isn't
copying from his text book- be kind enough to let
me have the use of it for a few minutes?"

An election board in a southern town was
counting ballots when they came across a Repub-
lican ticket. Not finding anything wrong with it'
they put it aside until they had time to decide
what to do about it. After a while a second Re-
publican vote showed up.

"The son-of-a-gun voted twice," said a judge,
"throw 'em both out!"
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If there's a coal shortage this winter, use coke.

It won't give much heat, but remember, you get
two cents back on every bottle.

Mahlowitz Market, Inc.
COMPLETE SELF SERVICE

Featuring Everything You Will Need
To Make Your Next Party a Success

Including a Complete Line of
Ales, Beers and Wines

Open until 11 Every Evening
786 Main Street

Free Delivery

KI 7-8075

Aw come oh, cant enjoy 'shelf fya don't sing.

Boston's Original Home Of Jazz

SAVOY
Featuring

WILBUR DE PARIS
AND HIS RAMPANT STREET RAMBLERS

Nightly and Sunday Afternoon

410 Massachusetts Avenue

Jam Sessions
CI 7-8421

"THE NEW"

EO IO'5
SERVING HOMEMADE PASTERY

Purchase Our Student Meal

IINi U
GOOD FOOD AT REASONABLE PRICES

Tickets Now On Sale

A $5.25 Value for $4.75
Open 24 Hours Daily

122 BROADWAY CAMBRIDGE, MASS.
122 BROADWAY CAMBRIDGE, MASS.



TECH SHOW 'PRESENTS De:c. 5 AND

CAMBRIDGE HIGH and

LATIN AUDITORIUM

TICKETS BLDG. 10
Orch.$20o ,67 Bal., 6 i.00

IF YOU HAVE NEV ER HAD A 90 PROOF

BURROUGH'S BEEFEATER
CALL

FENNELL'S
"The Alumni's Alma Mater Since 1876"

Nearest Liquor Store to Tech Dorms and Fraternities

KE 6-0222 FREE PROMPT DELIVERY

At the Corner of Massachusetts and Commonwealth Avenues

"It Isn't Liquor, If We Don't Have It!"






