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ARTHUR FIEDLER 
CONDUCTOR 
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Annual "Tecli'" Night — June 3 

85 SYMPHONY PLAYERS 

JESUS MARIA SANROMA, Featured Soloist 

Concerts start at 8:30 
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'The difference between a car wreck and a train 
wreck is that the engineer isn't always hugging the 
fireman." 

—Rice Owl. 

1 
People who carry glass bottles shouldn't sit on 

stone benches. 
—Showme. 

Virginus writes "a lady is born, not made." 
It all depends, madam, it all depends. 

I 
Our idea of a really clever guy is the ping-pong 

player who leaps the net to congratulate his vic­
torious opponent. 

—Penn State Froth. 

% 

She was sitting in a dark corner. Noiselessly 
he stole u p behind her, and before she was aware 
of his presence he had kissed her. 

"How dare you," she shrieked. 
"Pardon me," he bluffed readily, "I thought you 

were my sister." 
'You dumb ox, I am your sister." 

—Exchange. 

1 

/ 

Why, of course; and at the regular college 

rendezvous, where all the finest college 

functions are held in Boston. The Ken-

more has become the Boston home of visit­

ing college athletic teams and of many 

students and their families. 

Make Your Party Reservations 

at the 

H O T E L  K E N M O R E  
COMMONWEALTH AVE. AT KENMORE SQUARE 

400 Luxurious Rooms with all Conveniences 

AMPLE PARKING SPA CE 



2  THE M. I. T. VOO DOO May, 1933 

AND SO 

with a toss of her head and a gay smile, our 
young heroine, none other than HELENE 
MARTIN, quaffs another mug of beer, in "THE 
PRINCE OF PILSEN", current musical show 
at the COPLEY THEATRE. 

1 
She: "Oh, Henry, there's a bug down my back." 
He: "Aw, cut it out. Those jokes were all right 

before we were married." 
—Cynic. 

"I hear that Smith refuses to speak to Jones any 
more. What's the trouble?" 

"Well, Jones' wife had girl twins and they both 
look like Smith." 

"And Smith is sore!" 
"Yeah. He wanted boys." 

—Exchange. 

£ 
"Ho . . . Gallahad, ye royalle doktorre saith ye 

queene must have a babye." 
"Forsooth, the king dost need a little fresh heir." 

HE ALSO EATS MUTTERED BUFFINS 
Wife: "Bob, we'll have to do something about 

the mutler's battress. He claims he wants a new 
one." 

Hubby: "The what? Who?" 
Wife: "How silly of me. Of course. I mean the 

matler's buttress." 
Hubby: "I still don't get it. What?" 
Wife: "We'll have to get the battler a new mut' 

ress. He's been complaining." 
Hubby: "Who's been complaining? About 

what?" 
Wife: "The mutrer has been complaining about 

the batless. I mean the batrer has been complain' 
ing about the mutless. The mattress has been com' 
plaining about the butler!!! — It's Hawkins; he 
wants a softer bed." —Pelican. 

"Come back to bed, John. You'll find that collar 
button in the morning." 

"Who is looking for a collar button?" 
—Gargoyle. 

Loew's State 
Mass .  Ave .  at  Nor w ay  S t .  

Now Playing 

You'll be swept away by the beauty of the desert nights, by 
the love songs, by the thrilling conflict of the handsome Arab 

aflame with love. 

Ramon 

NOVARRO 
MYRNA LOY 

in  

"The Barbarian" 
with Reginald Denny 

Comedy :  Cartoon :  News 

N E W  "  L OE W "  P R I C E S  
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PLAIN OR SALTED? 
Operator: Number, please. 
Drunk (in phone booth): Number, hell; I want 

my peanuts. 
—Purple Parrot. 

£ 
Soph: What's your name, Plebe? 
Frosh: Quits Jones, sir. 
Soph: Where'd you get that name Quits? 
Frosh: When I was born my father came in and 

saw me. He said to mother, "Mary, let's call it 
quits!" 

—Carnegie Tech. "Puppet." 

t 
NOBLESSE-OBLIGE 

Papa, Mamma and son, Willie, were crossing 
the ocean. Willie had done something for which 
his mother thought he needed correction, but not 
feeling equal to the occasion she turned to her hus­
band. 

"John," she said, "can't you speak to Willie?" 
Papa replied in a thin, weak voice, "Howdy, 

Willie." 
—Batallion. 

I 
MAYBE IT WAS A FLY-SPECK 

His life's work was in ruins. He had been a 
progressive young civil engineer, but this would 
surely ruin him. His largest project, a million dol­
lar bridge, almost completed, had collapsed and lay 
a hopeless tangle of steel in the river. There he 
stood, on the banks of the river, gazing at his 
prickled bubble of hope, his crumbled dream castle. 
"Damn," said he, "I thought I had that decimal 
point in the wrong place." 

—Georgia Yellow. 

$ 
Dear Mr. Palmolive, 

"I bought a tube of your shaving cream. It says 
no mug required. What shall I shave? 

Yours truly, 
Oscar Zilch, '36." 

—Froth. 
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BEER WITH US . . . 
'TIS THE MAY ISSUE 



Drawn from Life at the SHubert 



VOO DOOING* . . . . 
, , , A VERY persistent story 
has been making the rounds of the 
campus and we've spent the better 
part of two weeks in an attempt to 
verify it. But with no luck. The story, 
stripped of its lurid details, concerns 
a class in organic chem lab that was 
assigned to make a urinalysis. Unfor­
tunately for the lone co-ed of the class, 
a practical joker surreptitiously 
dumped a small amount of gold 
chloride into one of her test tubes. 

The details vary from this point on, 
depending on the imagination of the 
particular narrator you may happen 
to be afflicted with. 

Or perhaps we should sponsor a 
contest: How Would You End This 
Story? 

. . . IT w ould seem that the 
enterprising young student who in­
vaded Prof. Hudson's office t'other day 
got said Prof, all wrong. The follow­
ing hot and sulphurous letter was 
lately received from the good old Wat­
tless component himself: 

Editor, M. I. T. Voo Doo. 
Dear Sir: 

I wish to inform you that I greatly 
resent your casting aspersions on my 
manhood. To be sure, Simmons is 
among the better colleges for women, 
but I, Prof. Ralph G. Hudson, Pro­
fessor in charge of the course in Gen­
eral Science and Engineering, pride 
myself in attending strictly to busi­
ness. The book, "Simmons Year 
Book," which you have chosen to 
single out of my collection is not a 
college year book, but the annual pub­
lication of a concern engaged in the 
manufacture of electrical equipment. 

Respectfully yours, 
R. G. Hudson. 

But how were we to know, dear 
sir? It looked fishy. 

. . . THE dep artment of Busi­
ness Engineering and Administration 
is an extremely witty one, it seems— 
if nothing else. One of its savants was 
defining the term ethics in his own in­
imitable manner. 

It seems that a Harvard professor 
was teaching a class in ethics and told 
this story to illustrate his point: 

Two men once owned a clothing 
establishment and one fine day a man 
came in to buy a coat—as men will. 
One of the partners acted as salesman 
and, after applying a good measure of 

the salesman's art, managed to sell the 
man a $20 coat. The customer, how­
ever, handed the man two twenty dol­
lar bills, stuck together. 

"And now," said the salesman, 
after the customer had left, "here is 
the question of ethics: Shall I tell my 
partner?" 

And now will you ta\e Course XV? 

• . . V(^HILE looking through 
one of the evening papers last week, 
Phos was very much struck by a dazz­
ling political cartoon. The scene was 
the usual barnyard gathering or circus 
tent or something along that order, 
with every figure allegorically labeled 
with tags telling what it, he, or she 
represented. Of course there was the 
pachyderm with G. O. P. branded on 
his hip, gazing longingly into the eyes 
of the Democratic jackass, who was 
busy braying on top of Depression 
Fence. Farmer Farm Relief was 
chasing the racoon, Public, with a pitch 
fork denoted by Secretary of the In­
terior. 

Phos was seriously thinking of start­
ing a corner somewhere entitled "In­
stitute Images, or our very Own 
Political Cartoons." Picture an ant-
eater or a Model T labeled Bursar, 
while a polar bear tagged Dean could 
be seen smashing the beer bottle of 
Late for Classes. Phos can't help 
thinking that Tubby Rogers would 
go well either as a phonograph or as a 
little red devil—the imp that he is; 
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TO BETH 

and Beaker Joe would be standardized 
forever as Little Lord Fauntleroy. All 
the individual subjects could be copied 
directly from the main mural in the 
Walker Dining Room and depicted 
in their characteristic poses of playing 
quoits with laurel wreaths. 

We might wind up the series with 
a view of Noah's Ark and the pro-
cession leading up to it entitled Fac­
ulty. A glorious blaze of sunlight 
would be streaming from behind 
Brown Bag Mountain bearing across 
its golden rays this iridescent inscrip­
tion beneath a halo of golden clouds: 
Structural Castings Design, Advanced. 

. . . MODERN physics is a 
tough course to teach. One never 
knows when all his subject matter will 
have to be revised due to the discovery 
of some new theory or what-not. In 
fact, some of our well-known profs 
feel the need of new discoveries so 
keenly that they invent some fictitious 
theory or law when a week passes 
without a legitimate one. Witness the 
case of the amiable Prof. Harrison, 
lecturing to an 8:04 class: 

"And then," said the good pro­
fessor, "we have the inert gases: 
argon, krypton, neon, and so-on." 

We propose the Nobel Prize in 
recognition of this noble discovery. 

~jmJb 

. . . PHOSPHORUS' big feet 
contest has had its reverberations amid 
the members of our sacred faculty. 
One of the gentlemen who has big 
feet and who has been known also to 
kick about his income, was approached 
by one of his students and asked why 
he did not enter the contest. The Prof, 
said he hadn't heard much about the 
contest because he doesn't buy Voo 
Doo. He asked what the prize was 
and learned that it was a pair of shoes. 
"Huh," he snorted, "I've got a pair of 
shoes." 

My heart at times reflects the azure 
light 

Spread wide o'er Heaven by the Sun-
god's hands, 

And Ecstacy seems within my com­
mands; 

But then ere long such mood becomes 
too trite, 

And Joy gives way to deepest blue of 
night. 

'Twas ever written thus upon the sands 
Of Time, and Youth must answer to 

demands 
Of Love's soft voice and promise of 

delight. 

Embarrassing moment No. 1897-
453: When you are introduced to 
that smooth blonde as the champion 
breast-stroker. 

A bird trills forth, now sadly, then 
with mirth, 

A tender breeze tells with each whis­
pered breath 

Of that most precious of God's gifts 
to earth, 

A Love that goes on "even until 
Death", 

My grandest passion, wherein lies the 
Birth 

Of all my Joy and Pain, my Love for 
Beth. 

New use for The Tech: Plugging 
bung-holes in empty barrels to keep 
out the rain. 

I 


