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Letters
to the
Editor

OUR READERS' PENNED-UP FEELINGS

Dear Sir:

Do you call that last Octy an
Octy? What was it? It wasn’t funny,
it wasn’t interesting, it wasn’t big,
it wasn’t cheap. The cover was con-
fused; the jokes were corny; the
picture features were dull; the serial
was too long; the Squidblings were
dry to the point of being completely
evaporated; and The Seven Year
Scratch was immoral and obscene.
If you can’t do better than that, you'd
better quit.

Sincerely yours,

Theodore W. Zillman
Ed. Note — This man is obviously
a wrong-thinker and should be done
away with.

Dear Sir:

Thanks for a really great Octy!
I've read a lot of Octys in my day,
but this is absolutely the funniest.
The editor’s greeting to the new
students was a riot; the photo fea-
tures were extremely well done; the

Seven Year Scratch was one of the
best parodies I ever read; the Squid-
blings page slayed me with its ri-
bald wit; and the jokes—well they
were the best, the funniest jokes I
have ever seen gathered in one maga-
zine in my life. I laughed till I had
tears in my eyes! Keep up the good
‘Vork!

Hilariously yours,

Louise B. Troxell
Ed. Note—That’s a little more like
it.
Dear Sir:

Every Friday and Saturday night

I fall asleep in my dormitory on a
tear-soaked pillow. The dampness is
very unhealthy so every weekend I
wind up with a gollyawful cold. Can
the Octy help me?

Hopefully,

Hopeful

Ed. Note—The Octy was made for
little girls like you, Hopeful. Read
one Octy each night if relief is de-
sired just before retiring. The only
possible way to tear-soak your pil-
low then is with tears of laughter,
and this can be avoided by taking
a limited dose only, despite the
fact that it is almost impossible to
put the magazine down once you
have started reading it. If this

treatment fails, the glossy paper the
Octy is printed on, when placed over
your pillow, serves as an excellent
protector to keep your pillow dry
until you have cried yourself to
sleep. It may then be discarded,
leaving your pillow dry and warm.
Dear Sir:

Your story on IBM registration
was splendid. It is undoubtedly the
best advertising we've ever gotten.
Enclosed please find a check for
$5.000 as a token of our appreciation.

Yours truly,
Thomas Watson, Jr.,
President
International Business
Machines Corporation
Ed. Note—Thank you.

Dear Sir:

One part of your publication oper-
ation has always bothered me. It
must be very difficult for you to
come out with just exactly the right
amount of material on a page. What
do you do when you den’t have
quite as much material as you have
room for?

Inquiringly yours,
Ephram Neugebauer
Ed. Note—We print dumb letters
like yours.

222 STATE
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IN ORDER TO AVOID CONFUSION
THIS PAGE IS PLAINLY LABELED

JOKES

Little Ephram was walking along
the street with little Joan, age four.
As they were about to cross the
street, Ephram remembered the
manners he had been taught.

“Let me hold your hand,” he of-
fered valiantly.

“Qkay,” agreed Joan, “but I
want you to know you’re playing
with fire.”
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John stopped the car, turned off
the keys and moved toward his date
as a boa approaches a desired feast.

She: “You aren’t pulling that
‘out of gas’ routine are you?”

John: *No, this is the ‘here after’
routine.”

She: “What’s that?”

John: “If you aren’t here after
what I’'m here after you’ll be here
after I’'m gone.”

Dogs in Siberia are the fastest
in the world, because the trees are
so far apart.

®

Joe got a raise from his boss and
returned home bursting with en-
thusiasm. “Now, dear,” he said to
his wife, “at last you’ll be able to
buy some decent clothes.”

“Pll do nothing of the kind,”
she replied. “T’ll get the same kind
the other women are wearing.”

L

“I don’t know who I am. I was
left on a doorstep.”

“Maybe you’re a bottle of milk.”
®

A cute little trick from St. Paul,
Wore a newspaper dress to a ball.
The dress caught on fire,
And burned her entire,
Front page, sporting section, and all.

Men make passes at girls who
empty glasses.
®

Next to a beautiful girl, sleep is
the most wonderful thing in the
world.

L

“I've got a friend I'd like you to
meet.”

Athletic Girl: “What can he do?”

Chorus Girl: “How much money
has he got?”

Literary Girl: “What does he
read?”

Society Girl: “Does he come from
a good family?”

College Girl: “Where is he?”

L

Reporter (to visiting Frenchman):
“And why are you visiting this
country, Pierre?”

Pierre: “I weesh to veesit ze fa-
mous Mrs. Beach who had so many
sons in France during ze last war.”

L

Mother: “Junior, don’t use such
bad words.”

Son: “Shakespeare used them.”

Mother: “Well, don’t play with

im.”

=

L
In Paris, it’s frankness;
In Panama, it’s life;
In a professor, it’s clever;
But in a college magazine, it’s
smutty.
®

“Do you mean to tell me,” said
the judge, “that you murdered your
grandmother for a paltry three dol-
lars?”

“Well judge, you know how it is.
Three bucks here, three bucks there
—it adds up.”
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From the Editor's Brown Study

A Parting Word

It’'s a hard job, this business of being Editor
of the Octopus. It's always Laugh, Clown,
Laugh. You see, he’s always Laughing on the
Outside but Crying on the Inside.

Actually he’s a Sensitive Observor of the
Tragedy and Turmoil of Life, but he’s forced to
hide his sensitivity behind a Brusk Curtain of
Raucous Humor. Get the pitch?

He must be a bon vivant and the laugh of the
party. You're always expected to maintain a
witty line of conversation that must be consider-
ably fresher than the jokes in your magazine,
and a good deal racier.

And every once in a while you think of some-
thing that is really funny. You've just finished
drilling a group of basic ROTC cadets and you
turn to a comrade in arms and say: “How’s
your end of the Military Nursery School hold-
ing up?”

Invariably he’ll turn to you and say “What?”’
“What?” means “Who are you to deal with
levity with this great organization and you're
probably a Commie anyway.”

Or then there’s the Baptists. A professor tells
you about the two sects of Southern Baptists.
They disputed about a very basic problem of
early American life. When the Indians come to
the door and ask for the men folk (to scalp

them) can the women lie or are they bound to
tell the truth and lose their men?

Well, this caused a big split in the Baptist
chureh. They divided into “Lyin’ Baptists” and
“Truth-tellin’ Baptists.” So you think this is a
great story. You walk out of class and rush up
to a friend and tell it to him with as many em-
bellishments as possible. What happens. He
says “Oh yeah,” and walks away. Seems he’s a
“Lyin’ Baptist.”

So you crawl back into your trench coat and
walk on. You stop at the Rat for some coffee
and some people are discussing the abstruse
theories of Jean-Paul Sartre.

Always the humorist, you comment “Sat-ray?
T've heard of that there feller’. Real queer duck,
I hear tell.” This strikes you as the funniest
thing on God’s Green Earth. They smile con-
descendingly and go off to hear a lecture on the
Decline and Utter Collapse of Western Civili-
zation and the Sheer Misery of Existence 198a.

Or you go up to one of our erst-while Campus
Leaders and ask him ‘Still keeping the Campus
running?”’ Or ask the Editor of the Cardinal if
he’s got Apathy licked yet.

Once I was sitting talking to a fellow who
announced he was a professional Boy Scout.
I told him that sounded something like being a
professional virgin. He punched me in the face.

Next day two iron-faced Scoutmasters knock-
ed on my door mumbling something about the
honor of the corps and demanding satisfaction.

It’s a hard job, sometimes. . . .

—DAVE TRUBEK

THE BOUWNDERS OF THE GGAMPUS ARE THE BOUNDERSULOF THE STATE

EDITOR EDITOR-IN-CHIEF BUSINESS MANAGER

ED EDWARDS

ART EDITOR
SUMAC GRANNIS

PHOTO EDITOR
JERRY SPIEGEL

ASSOCIATE EDITOR
MIKE LIEN

PUNCTUATION CONSULTANT
EPHRAM NEUGEBAUER

STAFF
HENRY SUMMERALL
MARCIA NESS
PETE MARTINEAU
BOB WALL
SHIRLEY ROTHENBERG
MARSHALL BERLAND
MAUREEN VOLAND

DAVE TRUBEK PHILLIP SCHAEFFER

CONTRIBUTORS
MARY WESTPHAL

ADVERTISING MANAGER
ART ROSEN

CIRCULATION MANAGER
GERRY ROSENBERG

ASSISTANT BUSINESS MANAGER
JOHN GOLDMAN

ADVERTISING PRODUCTION MANAGER
SANDY FRIEDMAN

STAFF
KAREN KAIMANN
JACK KLEINSINGER
MIKE LYONS
MARTY MEREL
DAVE PREISS
DAVE WEINER

COPYRIGHT NOV. 1955 BY THE WISCONSIN OCTOPUS, INCORPORATED, 803 STATE STREET, MADISON 5, WISCOMNSIN. PUBLISHED MONTHLY EXCEPT JANUARY, APRIL, JUNE,
JULY, AUGUST AND OCTCEER BY STUDENTS OF THE UNIVERSITY OF WISCONSIN. REPRINT RIGHTS GRANTED TO LEG!TIMATE COLLEGE MAGAZINES IF CREDIT IS GIVEN.
SUBSCRIPTION RATE: $1.25 (SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE) PER YEAR IN THE U. S. AND ITS POSSESS!ONS (EXCEPT THE VIRGIN ISLANDS). SINGLE COPIES AND
AVAILABLE BACK NUMBERS 25C. ENTERED AS SECOND-CLASS MATTER AT THE POST OFFICE AT MADISON, WISCONSIN.

VOL. 34, NO. 2

THE wisconsin OCTOPUS '3



Kome Kiddies!

THE
WHOLE
DAMN
TRIBE

GOING

TO
gkl

KOLLEG
KLUB

FEATURING A NEW KLUB SPECIALTY:
STUDENT LUNCH HOUR

714 STATE

4.

THE wisconsin OCTOPUS

“Sir, may I have your daughter for my wife?”

“I don’t know, bring your wife around and we’ll see.”
]

The automobile engine began to pound and finally
stopped. The worried boy said to his companion, “I
wonder what that knock could be?”

“Maybe,” said his blonde girl friend, “it’s oppor-

tunity.”
[ ]

*Has your son’s college education proved helpful
since you’ve taken him into the firm?”
“Oh yes, every time we have a conference we let him

mix the drinks.”
@

Veteran: “During my duty in the south Pacific I
saw the strangest bird. It lays square eggs and talks.”
Freshman: “What does it say?”

Vet: “Ouch.”
»

Excerpt from a coed’s letter home: “And the food
is wonderful. Believe it or not, I now weigh 120
stripped. But then, you never know whether these drug
store scales are accurate or not.”

The doctor came out of the room and spoke to the
anxious wife.

“Frankly, Mrs. Jones,” he said, “I don’t like the way
your husband looks at all.”

“I know, neither do I, but he’s nice to the kids.”

Doc: “I can’t find any cause for your trouble. I
think it’s due to drinking.”

Student: “Well, maybe I'd better come back some-
time when you're sober.”

Editor: “Things are going to be different around
here this year. We’ll have no jokes that deal with
smoking, drinking, or sex.”

Business Manager: “Okay. I don’t want to put out a

magazine this year either.”
@

“The baby swallowed the matches! What will I do?”
“Here, I've got a lighter.”
9

Some girls are like paint. Stir them up a little bit and
you can’t get them off your hands.
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WE ARE TOLD that in the primitive
areas of the world people live only to
eat and sleep and that these are
their only concern. We students at
the University of Wisconsin can safe-
ly look down on such people. Here
everyone is so wrapped up in dating,
beer drinking, card playing, movie
going, foothall game going. and even
studying, that eating and sleeping
get completely left out.

L
ON THE SURFACE it would seem
that students spend most of their
time sleeping, judging by the fre-
quency of statements like “I slept
through my eleven o’clock class” and
“I'm going home and sack out after
my two twenty-five.” To learn the
truth of the matter we must pry be-
low these superficial clues and look
deep into the glassy eyes, observe the
brows creased with the effort of
holding heavy eyelids open. In truth
the people who are sleeping at eleven
in the morning and two thirty in
the afternoon are desperately grasp-
ing at every chance to make up an
enormous deficit that has been piling

up since September.

AS FOR EATING, there is no decep-
tion here. Ask a student from the
dorms how dorm food is, ask a Greek
how the food at his house is, ask an
independent how Union food is, the
answer is unanimous. Students hate
the food they eat, yet they go on eat-
ing it. Why? As we said, eating and
sleeping are strictly secondary to
this strangely advanced form of hu-
manity.

L ]

WE ARE BITTERLY DISAPPOINTED in
the Daily Cardinal. When we bought
our subscription, and the Octy is a
loyal subscriber, we were told that
we were going to get an eight page
issue four times a week. Alas and
alack, the four page Cardinal is back!
We had a story in our Cardinal the
other day that was continued on page
8. That’s pretty good for a four page
newspaper.

FOOTBALL, compared to most col-
lege activity, is a lot of fun, but com-
pared to college football as seen in
grade B movie musicals it is pretty
sick. In order to bring our Saturday
afternoon games up to that level a
gross reorganization would be neces-

sary.
®

THE FESTIVITIES would have to be-
gin at about 12:30 with a 30 piece
band at the Edgewater Hotel end
of Langdon Street. The band would
march down Langdon while students
streamed out of every buildng and
every side street, forming ranks and
marching arm in arm. They would
have to be wearing cardinal sweaters
with white W’s and singing rousing
fight songs as they marched.

a campus chronicle

THE STADIUM would have to be
about where the Home Ec¢ building
is now in order to provide the right
collegiate atmosphere. The march
to the game would go up the north
road past Bascom Hall, which would
have to be dripping with ivy.

THE GAME ITSELF would be short.
The first three quarters would last
only about ten minutes and no one
would pay any attention because the
score would always be perfectly even
going into the last quarter. The last
quarter would be long. There would
be a fierce interchange of plays while
the clock hands moved ominously.
And then, just when it looked as
though neither team would be able
to break the tie—a long pass, the
crowd rises to ils feet, and Sonny
Tufts leaps high into the air to bring
it down. Touchdown!

THE PERIOD AFTER THE GAME would
be the grandest of all. It would be
one enormous songfest and shoulder-
carrying ceremony. The president of
the University, who would be about
thirty-five, prematurely gray, and
slightly better looking than Ray Mil-
land, would be at the head.of the
parade. The hero of the game, name-
ly Sonny Tufts, would be close be-
hind with Virginia Mayo, also being
carried by sweater-wearing, singing
flunkies, at his side.

THERE WOULD BE a short interval
to allow time for Sonny to shower,
although he really doesn’t need it, and
for the sun to go down. Then the
big dance would start with another
parade down Langdon Streel, only
this time everyone would be wearing
tuxes and formals and Sonny and
Virginia would be heading the par-
ade, sitting on the back of a white
convertible. The dance would slow
from a laughing, rollicking ball to
a very nostalgic affair where every-
one sits around and sings school
songs. This is in order to provide
suitable background music for Son-
ny and Virginia to go strolling on
the terrace in the moonlight.

WHEN YOU GET RIGHT DOWN TO IT,
it would be much too much work;
and anyway, who likes Sonny Tufts
and Virginia Mayo that well? We'd
better forget the whole thing.

THE wisconsin OCTOPUS §



The referees pause solemnly as the Star Spangled
Banner is played. There was a flag on the play.

Bill Lowe makes a pit stop after heroic run.

*Yes Dear. No, Dear. Yes, Dear, I’ll change
quarterbacks.”

Squid's Eye View
A Sad Day At

Wisconsin vs. Ohio State
October 22, 1955

Ohio State managers hovering over box which was
rumored to contain a secret weapon.




photos by mike lien

The squad watches . . .

amp Randall

. . . Cassady go off tackle . . .

A group of fans snapped leaving the
game, lamenting the loss and looking for-
ward to better days.

. . . successfully.



“Something fishy is going on over
at Camp Randall.”

AN OCTOPUS INNUENDO FEATURE

— done @an/icﬂenﬁal-ly —

What happened on the INSIDE
when Wisconsin decided . . .

SEX » FOOTBALL

DO NOT MIX!

When the student athletic board ban-
ished female cheerleaders, the Dean
of Women said:

“I think it’s an immature activity
that belongs to the lower levels.”

By Feelth E. Story

E USED TO HAVE GIRL CHEERLEAD-

ERS. Now we have men cheerleaders. To IN-

NUENDO this spells filth. Anywhere else, in

any other state, on any other campus, and to
any other magazine, F-I.L-T-H might spell filth, but
not here. This is a rough place, lots goes on you don’t
know about, and if it doesn’t we’ll always be around to
make something up.

ROUGH GIRLS AND THE DEAN

Sure the Dean said Wisconsin’s girls are too sophis-
ticated to be cheerleaders, but what did he mean? So-
phistication can mean a lot of things, and in Paris
sophistication is well paid.

We don’t mean to insinuate that anything illegal, im-
moral, or fattening was going on behind the scenes, but
the Deans HAD to do their duty when they saw it.

8 THE wisconsin OCTOPUS

Cheerleading can be a rough sport, and it can breed
a rough bunch of girls, and you mix rough girls with
sophistication and it spells business for the investiga-
tive arm of the Dean’s office.

AMECHE FIGHTS FOR WOMEN
Don’t forget, Alan Ameche, who at the time was
married and a father, fought the removal of cheer-
leaders tooth and nail. He said, *I think it will make

football a whole lot duller.”
Maybe that was what the Athletic Board had in mind
when they eliminated the practice after a three-year

probationary period.

INNOCENT BACKSIDES

They say those curvaceous cuties who bounce around
out on the field like to bounce around a bit when the



game is over. Maybe there was too much bouncing go-
ing on somewhere.

Something WAS going on, and it brought the iron
hand of the Dean down on the soft backsides of in-
nocent girls.

DEAN TROXELL’S SECRET POLICE

What really happened? Now that you've read thus
far in eager anticipation of the filth (“Just the smut,
ma’m”) we’ll let you have it—broadside!

Eleven P.M. in the basement of a State Street estab-
lishment. The lights are low. Behind the bar an oily,
obsequious bartender pours drinks and polishes the
bar. Polishes the bar and pours drinks. Ah, a true oily
sand obsequious bartender!

The soft strains of “If you Want to be a Badger”
waft through the smoky air. Off in one corner, crowd-
ed around a honky-tonk piano are a bunch of cuties in
short skirts and tight sweaters. Just the sort of girls you
can always expect to find in a basement barroom any
time of the day or night . . . cheerleaders.

Sitting at the piano is a tough looking girl with a
cigarette drooping out of one corner of her mouth, her
hair down over one eye, her skirt up above her knees.
She bangs out the sad, sentimental, sinful tune. This is
the Captain of the Cheerleaders, fondly known as
(!BOSS.,,

The girls look cynically out of tired eyes around the
room filled with card-playing frat-men and a few
lonesome independents standing at the bar. Did they
come in to get out of the rain? Or are they operatives
of that hated band of ruthless men known in the un-
derground as—Dean Troxell’s Secret Police, or the
Vice Poleizei? Behind the bar an oily drunk polishes
the obsequious bartender.

A MIDNIGHT RAID

Suddenly there is a flurry of activity . The swinging
doors burst open and in walk twenty-two hulking men.
Who are these menacing trench-coated figures? The
feared Secret Police? FBI agents? The Federal Nar-
cotics Bureau? A unit of elite Partipoopers? No, the
football team!

To a man, our gridiron warriors. Our shining knights
in plastic armor. The gang! What are these Saturday
Seigfrieds doing in this loathsome spot? Have they a
previous appointment? The drunk bartender obsequi-
ously polishes the oily bar and says nothing. No won-
der the Deans are concerned with the behavior of the
cheerleaders.

PROFESSIONAL VS. AMATEURS
The Captain of the team faces the “Boss.” She pushes
the piano back slowly, takes a puff on her cigarette,
lazily lets the smoke float out of her mouth, rises, and
looks the Captain straight in the face.

“Is there anything Ah can do for you-all, honey-
chile?” she drawls.

*“You know damn well what you, and all your girls,
can do. You know what we’re here for!” says the
grim-faced athlete.

“But honey, there’s plenty of time for THAT. How
about a little old drink? Oily, obsequious bartender,
a little old beer, if you-all please.”

Flattered at being called by name, the bartender
stops polishing the bar and pours a drink.

But the Captain of the team dashes it to the floor
and cries “NNO! NO BRIBERY. NOT NOW!” (A
pledge catches the beer an inch from the floor, chug-a-
lugs it, and smiles at his admiring contemporaries.)

The Athlete points an accusing finger at the “W”
that so superfluously adorns the chest of the “Boss.”

“That!” he cries. *That!” Then, spitting out each
obviously painful syllable, he says “Non-professional.
Lousy, stinking, amateur.”

Now it is out in the open. The team crowds forward
suddenly displaying signs that say “Unpaid Cheer-
leading a Danger to The Purity of College Athletics—
COLLEGE ATHLETES LOCAL 304”. Qutside a band
strikes up *“Solidarity Forever.” The barkeeper looks
through his wallet and produces an oily union card.

BOSOMS BARED

The girls cry and mumble something about free en-
terprise, rugged individualism, and the like, but it is
to no avail. The Athletes march up, rip the “W’s”
from their swtaters, and leave their bare bosoms as a
symbol of what happens when scabs meddle with the
union.

So, the ugly, filthy truth is out. The labor gangsters
of Organized Football are behind the corruption that
runs riot in the university. The pious pronouncements
of Dean and Administration are mere cover-ups for the
Bosses of the Football Unions who do not hesitate to
crush poor innocent gitls when they stand in the way
of their relentless drive to organize the entire Athletic
endeavor. INNUENDO has shed light on the filth
behind the facts.

PEANUT VENDORS, BEWARE!

@on/den&d -ly Innuendo Brings You

THE FILTH BEHIND THE FACTS
THE FACTS BEHIND THE FILTH

THE wisconsin OCTOPUS ¢



save

your
confederate
money,
boys

TEN COMMANDMENTS FOR DISPLACED
DIXIECRATS

by
HENRY SUMMERALL, C.S.A.

ABOVE THE CRIES OF ANGUISHED SOUTHERNERS (those
true sons and daughters of the Confederacy) who
have come to Wisconsin expecling to see part of America
only to discover that it’s the heart of Damyankeeland, has
arisen a demand for some brave soul to lead the way in
showing some of the pitfalls a true Son of Dixie faces at
Wisconsin. Damyankees and fellow suffering Southern-
ers, | am that man. Accordingly I have taken my pen in
hand to warn you all of some of the obstacles in the path
of a more or less unreconstructed Rebel in “America’s
Damyankeeland” and to offer some helpful advice.

1) Don’t let them fool you with fancy definitions.
They will try to argue with you and tell you Wisconsin
isn’t really the heart of the North. They will say it’s a
relative matter, that if you're from Oregon, Wisconsin is
East, if you're from Boston, it's West, and if you’re from
the North Pole, it’s South. That may be true. But never
forget that if you're from Mississippi or Alabama or
South Carolina or even Kentucky, Wisconsin is no other
than Damyankee North. That’s true by every known test
of Damyankeeness: percentage of Anglo-Saxons in the
population; number of Republicans; percentage of for-
eign-born; and number of Holstein cows. And when you
see a statue of Honest Abe in front of the Temple of
Learning, you’ll be sure that Wisconsin is North, A state
that has sifting and winnowing for its Ark of the Cove-
nant, the Republican Party for its infallible hole-ly re-
ligion, and Abe Lincoln for its patron saint can be noth-
ing other than Northern Damyankeeland.

2) Conceal your surprise, if possible, at discovering
Damyankees are somewhat vaguely human. At least,
most of them are, regardless of what you’ve heard about
their behaviour while marching through Georgia. Don’t
be like the freed slave at Beaufort. S. C., who said when
he saw his first Damyankee, “Lawd, dey’s people.”

3) Don’t call them Damyankees. Even though they
are, it doesn’t help relations with them to call them that
(to their faces). Follow the ancient maxim: “When in
Rome, don’t call the inhabitants thereof Romans to their
faces.”

4) Accept the fact that they talk differently than you
do. Don’t be alarmed when Wisconsinites (or is it Wis-
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consinians or Wisconsinners?) obviously mispronounce
such ordinary words as water (standard: “wawtuh”)
“wahterrr.” You will just have to steel your nerves to
take the harsh, grating, metallic sound of Wisconsin “r”
that comes out in an “er” syllable sounding like an Iowa
pig hauling truck slamming on its screeching hrakes on

the University Avenue pavement.

5) You will have to learn a new terminology for many
common articles. A state house is called a “capitol” in
Damyankeeland, for instance. What they call “pota-
toes” are in reality Irish potatoes, not sweet potatoes
which they call “yams.” When they say “peas™, they
don’t mean blackeyes, or crowder peas, or rice peas, or
cowpeas, but merely English peas. What they call “pop”
is nothing more than a soft drink. What the Union Cafe-
teria horribly misnames “Southern fried chicken” is real-
ly Northern grease-drowned rooster. Don’t let the names
mislead you.

6) You will miss your grits and rice if you're a true
Southerner. T tried to buy some grits at a corner grocery
store in Madison and the proprietor (probably a German)
said, “Grreetz? What grreetz? Rreetz | got, rreetz crack-
ers. No grreeetz.” And the staple vegetable of Wisconsin
is Irish potatoes, the most tasteless dish dreamed up by
the gods to fatten mortals on. This primitive practice of
eating Irish potatoes for a staple is obiously a holdover
from the days when the ancestors of Wisconsinites were
inhabiting the bogs of Ireland and the forests of Ger-
many. This custom is in contrast to the civilized Asians
and South Carolinians who have discovered the blessings
of rice. This is another instance that supports the “cul-
tural lag” theory of sociology.

7) Don’t be startled to discover that Damyankees (ex-
cepting perhaps Bostonians) don’t have families—they
don’t have kinfolks. Oh, they might have a mother and a
father (not a momma and a papa) and sisters and broth-
ers, and maybe even uncles and aunts and perhaps even
grandparents, but they don’t have a second and third
cousins once removed on their mother’s side and great-
aunts by a previous marriage twice removed on their
daddy’s side. They just don’t have kinfolks.

8) You may even suffer the humiliation of heing
mistaken for a foreigner. They might try to tell you that
Southerners aren’t true Americans. But that’s a lot of
baloney; us Southerners were Americans fighting the
British when Wisconsin was just an Indian reservation
fighting fleas. The other day I met a fellow while cross-
ing University Avenue and after a little conversation he
asked me, “How long have you been in this country?”
He was surprised to find I was a native American. He
said he thought I was a Swede; he said I sounded like
I had a Swedish accent but he wasn’t sure and then my
blood hair and blue eyes made him certain. Yes, Dam-
yankees might even make the mistake of confusing a
person from Stockholm, Sweden with one from Den-
mark or Norway, South Carolina. We Southerners must
overlook such ignorance with a magnanimous spirit,
realizing that after all, the North got started on this husi-
ness of culture a century or two after we did.

Dear Son or Daughter of Dixie, this started out to be
Ten Commandments for displaced Dixiecrats, but since
there are only eight, I will add two more: 9) try to apply
the foregoing eight rules and 10) when they are ohvious-
ly not applicable to the situation, remember what Sher-
man did to Georgia and save your Confederate money,
boys, ‘cause in antique shops it’s worth more on the
dollar than Federal currency.



SOME OCTY OLDIES . . . OUR ARTISTS MAKE LOTS YUKS

ON

FEETZBAWL

“All-American—no salary of course.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Rogers, but you don’t have
one of the requirements of a good cheerleader.”

¢¢ Er. hiya. ??

.. . A DANDY GAME

“Hurry up and button it, Jones, or we’'ll be
called for too much time.”



Octy Dream Girl

We
LLove
Lucie

Lucie Gillham, this month’s Octy
dream girl, besides coming from
Southern Illinois, is five feet two
inches tall, weighs ninety - eight
pounds, is a member of Alpha Chi
Omega, is a senior in speech, and
will graduate in February.
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Planning to head for the theater
world of New York upon graduat-
ing, Lucie will have behind her a
successful career as an active mem-
ber of the Entertainers Guild and
Wisconsin Players. She sings for
the Guild, and for Players she has
parts in My Three Angels and An-
nie Get Your Gun.
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’ AN OCTY SERIAL

The Joke Racket

Fred Belmar continues his search
for the source of jokes with

more than a little success.

(SYNOPSIS)

Fred Belmar, having determined to
learn who makes up jokes, is unable
to find anyone in the city of Madi-
son who does. He decides that Holly-
wood is probably the most likely
place in the U. S. to find people
who write jokes and goes there to
find them. He hopes that he has
found the answer when he meets a
professional joke writer in a bar, but
the writer is enraged when Fred asks
him if he does make uv jokes and
hastily leaves the bar. Fred leaves
a short time later and has proceeded
only a few steps when a pair of ori-
ental men accost him and put him
in a large burlap bag. They are car-
rying him down the street as our
story resumes.

(PART TWO)

FRED STRUGGLED FIERCELY AT
FIRST, when he realized he had been
inserted in a potato sack. In a few
moments, though, he decided that the
potato sack was more than strong
enough to hold him and that the
only possible outcome of struggling
was that his captors would drop him,
bag and all, on the concrete side-
walk.

Deciding against getting himself
dropped, he figured he would take
advantage of these moments of rela-
tive leisure to try to size the situation
up. There were a few obstacles to
constructive thinking — his captors
were not carrying him very daintily
and the inside of the bag was itchy
and stuffy—but Fred had so few
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moments all to himself during this
stage of his career that he had to
make the best of the ones that he did
have.

In the first place, he had caught a
glimpse of the two men who had so
graciously volunteered to convey him
down the street and had noticed that
they were orientals. The plot was
rapidly shaping into the wildest one
that Fred had dared to imagine. An
international ring, ruthlessly dealing
in one of the most precious of all
commodities — jokes. If he could
penetrate to the heart of this ring,
find out how it works, and then re-
turn to expose the whole plot to the
United States through some such
fearless organ as the Saturday Eve-
ning Post or Confidential magazine,
he would both do a service to the
world, which was what he had set
out to do, and would make a penny
or two out of it for himself. It seemed
a fair exchange; he would rid so-
ciety of a non-productive and mono-
polistic cancer and would receive in
return a little of society’s purchasing
power. My, things do work out
nicely, he thought.

After considering this he turned
his concentration upon his immedi-
ate problem. Was he in danger? He
wasn’t sure. He did hope that the
bumpy ride he was enjoying would
not come to an unpleasant end. The
whole matter seemed entirely out of
his hands, at any rate, so he resigned
himself to a policy of waiting and
seeing. He scratched his nose to re-
lieve the itch caused by the burlap

and tried to make himself comfort-
able.

Fortunately the pedestrian portion
of his journey was ended shortly
when he was put, or rather tossed, on
what seemed to be the floor of the
back seat of a car. He had the bump
in the middle of the floor to contend
with, but all in all he was much more
comfortable than he had been when
he was being carried. Fred continued
to wait, seeing nothing but the bur-
lap.

HE DID NOT have to wait long, for
no sooner had the car started mov-
ing than he felt the rope at the end
of the sack being untied. Apparently
it was all right if he got out, so he
began to worm his way feet first, out
of it. He was about half way out
when there came a tremendous jerk
which removed the sack completely
and left Fred on his hands and knees
on the floor and the sack hanging
limply in the hand of the man lean-
ing over the back seat.

Fred looked up at the man sheep-
ishly. “Hello,” he said. Silence. He
inched his way to a sitting position
on the back seat, but this didn’t make
him feel much better. When he had
been on the floor he felt like a little
boy who had just been found in a
game of hide-and-seek, but now he
felt like someone on the witness stand.
The man looked at him coldly.

“How much do you know?” he
finally asked gruffly.

Fred wasn’t too sure how much he
did know. Actually, all he had done
was to ask a joke writer a simple
question. But he did know that he



had found something that was de-
cidedly fishy—and dangerous. He
wasn’t sure either how much he
wanted to know. He had set out to
get to the bottom of the situation at
any cost, but his chances for getting
to the bottom of some nearby body
of water were extremely good from
the look on the man’s face. Better
to forget the whole thing.

“How much do you know?” the
question came again.

“Well, my professors at college
don’t think [ know very much at
all,” Fred replied, and he laughed
softly.

The man was not amused. Fred
thought that a joke ring could at
least have people in it who had a
sense of humor. Meanwhile the cold
stare continued. Fred decided to
change his tact completely. He’d seen
the good guys in movies get away
with it, so he decided to try it out.

“I know plenty,” he said. “I know
that you guys are running an inter-
national monopoly on jokes, and that
the whole husiness is rotten to the
core. | know that that writer that
I talked to in the bar is nothing but
a stooge and that the minute I asked
him whether he made up jokes he
ran to you guys for help. And not
only that, I'm not so sure that you
guys aren’t just stooges. You're prob-
ably just taking orders from the guy
who runs the thing, the brains. |
know just enough to put you boys in
real hot water, and that’s what I'm
going to do if I get half a chance.”

At the end of this last sentence the
car stopped for a red light. Perfect
timing! In a flash he grabbed the
door handle, opened the door and be-
gan to jump oul. The man, calmly
but with amazing speed and strength,
grabbed his wrist and threw him
back in the car, then closed the door
and locked it.

“Not bad. Not bad at all,” Fred
said, rubbing his wrist. Damned ori-
ental! He is probably a judo expert.
“Well. what next? Are you going
to kill me? Naa. You guys are deal-
ing in jokes. You won’t risk a mur-
der rap. Not only that, you guys
won't dare lift a finger without get-
ting the word from higher up. Naa.
You guys aren’t going to kill me.”
He gnashed his teeth like James Cag-
ney.

The man didn’t say a word. He
reached into his pocket and pro-
duced two pieces of rope. He quiet-
ly bound Fred hand and foot and
turned around to face forward in the
front seat. Fred sat staring at the
backs of their heads as the car rolled
on.

AFTER SEVERAL MILES the driver
pulled into the drive of an apartment
house far out in the suburbs. Fred’s
feet were untied; he was grasped
firmly by the left arm and marched
up two flights of stairs. He was
then led swiftly through a spacious
apartment decorated in oriental style,
and tossed into a bedroom. The door
was locked behind him. About twen-
ty minutes later the door was un-
locked and one of the men entered
carrying a tray of food. He set the
tray down, left the room, and locked
the door behind him.

Fred’s heart fell when he saw the
food. He had hoped for hardtack
and water, or perhaps a bowl of
gruel, but he had received instead a
perfect Chinese meal with all the
trimmings. He ate it grudgingly.
After dinner he lounged around a bit,
listened to the radio which he found
in the room, and finally fell asleep
on the bed.

Early the next morning the door
opened and the strong one came in
and shook Fred until he was awake.
“Get ready to go,” he said. “We're
going on a long trip. Don’t make any
trouble.”

The way he spoke convinced Fred
that he was not in danger. Not only
that, the idea of a long trip in-
trigued him no end. Where to, do
you suppose? He thought that they
must be going somewhere outside of

the country, perhaps to the place
where jokes come from. With this
possibility in mind, and remembering
that his -captors had done him no
harm except when he tried to escape,
he decided to play along with them.

IN A SHORT TIME Fred realized that
the man was not kidding when he
said that they were going on “a
long trip.” That mrrning they drove
to the Los Angeles airport and board-
ed a plane for the Far East. At every
stop on the flight Fred watched eager-
ly to see whether they were getting
off, but Honolulu, Manila and Ran-
goon came and went. Fred was doz-
ing most of the time and had almost
decided in his stupor that they were
not going to get off but keep circling
the earth, when a strong tug on his
arm told him that the destination
had been reached. They were in Cal-
cutta, India.

Do jokes come from here, Fred
wondered? But no, they had much
farther to go. They took a crowded
train up the Ganges valley, but even
this did not take them to their desti-
nation. They traveled, complete with
a native guide and pack horses, far
up into the Himalayas. They rode
for almost a week without seeing any
sign of life when at last they came to
an enormous castle-like building built
into the side of a mountain.

Perfect, Fred thought. This must
be the place that jekes come from.

(To be continued)

“] wonder what they’re prohibiting now ?”
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THE PLAYING FIELDS
OF RANDALL

an epic by John Goldman

IT WASN'T REALLY that the Badger
fans were disloyal to the old fight-
ing eleven, but rather that they had
lost interest in watching the team
increase its losing streak. It had got-
ten to a point where a few of the
older grad students could hazily re-
member the last victory. The Uni-
versitly had soon found that the at-
tendance at the games decreased
proportionally as the defeats increas-
ed.

In fact for the last few games, the
only people attending were the im-
mediate relatives of the players; the
coach’s family, an optimistic vendor
named Max, a tickel-taker who gen-
erally left after the kickoff, and the
bus driver for the opposing team.

Several schemes had been tried, all
to no avail. One of the more costly
ones concerned placing free football
tickets in breakfast-cereal hoxes. The
cereal company lost a small fortune,
managing lo stay in business only
after suing the University for a large
sum of money. Their lawyers sue-
cessfully argued that the tickets had
contaminated the cereal. Another at-
tempt saw the price of coupon books
so reduced that the fee covered only
the cost of printing the tickets —
people still complained the price was
too high. The final blow came when
the Athletic department hired a stu-
dent to sneak around campus, leav-
ing tickets in class rooms, the Union,
and on back seats of city buses. Of a
thousand such tickets distributed,
every single ticket found its way back
to the Lost and Found Department at
the Field House.

By September of Nineteen-aught-
seventeen the rock bottom had been
reached. In a combined business and
athletic meeting—they had been com-
bined as the latter took such a short
time it was a pity to call separate
meetings—Coach Harry received the
final word—if the opening game was
not won, both foothall and Coach
Harry would be banished from the
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Playing Fields of Randall. Most
coaches would have done their best,
lost the game, and wound up happy
men selling insurance. Coach Harry
was not so fortunate; he had seven
hungry mouths to feed—himself, his
wife, three kids, a cat and a dog. On
top of this Coach Harry had flunked
high school math five times, and knew
nothing of the insurance game. As he
solemnly heard the order, he threw
back his shoulders and calmly walked
out of the meeting. There was a
strange gleam in his bloodshot eye.

As a last dilch atlempt to increase
attendance, the Athletic Department
—backed by Coach Harry—made a
startling announcement. If the team
lost, double the admission price
would be refunded. For the first
time in five years, the opening game
was sold out. A few came because
of intellectual curiosity: others for
the fresh air. The majority were
hoping to make a fast buck. Even
the almost extinct breed of scalpers
appeared on the University campus.

Three nights before the opening
game, a night watchman at the field
house noticed a lone figure groping

U

{_______________

around on the darkened field with a
flashlight. The figure inspected the
visiting team’s beach, then hastily
left. Friday night before the game,
a city chemical supply house reported
the theft of a large jug of colorless
grain alcohol.

Opening day arrived, complete
with hot, humid weather. The fans,
who had packed the stadium to capa-
city, fully expected to see the highly
rated Waterloo Naps romp over the
Badger eleven. Both teams went
through the pre-game warmups, then
retired to the locker room for quick
pep talks. Coach Harry was as silent
as usual, but a few of the players
thought they saw a slight smile on
his face.

Back on field; the flip of the coin;
and the kickoff.

The Badgers received on their five,
and the halfback managed to get to
his ten before being blocked by one
of his own men. On the first play
the ball was fumbled, the Nats re-
covered and two plays later, scored.
The conversion was good. At that
moment half the fans left the stadium,
fully assured that their investment
was safe.

By half-time, because of a few
lucky breaks, the Badgers were los-
ing 21-0. As the team filed off the
field, Coach Harry stopped to talk
to the Waterloo coach, who hadn’t
even bothered to go to the locker
room. As he turned to leave, Coach
Harry stepped squarely into the Naps’
water jug, spilling it on the ground,
and drenching himself. He hastily
apologized, and sent the Waterloo
waterboy over to the Badger bench
to get their extra, sealed jug. As
Coach Harry entered the locker
room, he looked rather happy for a
man soaking wet.

(CONTINUED ON PAGE 21)
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“What? Manhattan Hamburger Surprise again?”
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Octy Views

A Letter
To
The
Daily
Cardinal

*Who is to blame for the ruina-
tion of these girls in altogether too
many cases? It’s you fellows!!”
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you.”

“*Who are these girls? I'll show

<
<

THE DAILY CARDINAL

Wednesday, September 28, 1955

By HOPEFUL

(The following anonymocus let-
ter could not be printed in the “In
the Mailbox” or “On the Soapbox™
columns because it was unsigned.
Because we think its message de-
serves to be heard by every stu-
dent, we are reprinting it here—

SKYROCKETS EDITOR).
Dear Mr. Fischer:

After weeks of seeing the un-
happiness in the dormitory and
experiencing it myself I had to do
something in the only way I know
—write.

Why are you college men so
blind? Why can’t you see the great
injustice you are doing? Why
can’'t you realize the heartache and
the misery you are causing for so
many girls? Who are these girls?
I'll show you.

P A

Let’s take a walk through any
dormitory or co-ed’s home on a
Saturday night. There’s Mary, that
sweet kid in your zoology class!
Why is she writing a letter tonight
when there’s a big dance at the
Union? And in the next room is
Sally. You met her at the football
game last week., She’s already
sound asleep on a tear soaked
pillow.

On and on, through the hall is
one lonely, unhappy girl after an-
other. And you are at fault for her
loneliness and unhappiness.

In every dorm, as is true with
mine, a great majority of the girls
have an exciting time every week-
end. If they don't have a date for
the movies or the dance, they take
their cigarettes and run down to
the nearest pub to find one. They
inevitably do. But how about this
small percentage of girls left home
Friday and Saturday nights?

THESE are the girls who have
worked, sacrificed, and fought
against temptation for years to

keep themselves lovely and re-
spectable, They have stood up for
their beliefs, opposed what they
knew wrona, and have beautifully
preserved the healthy body and
mind which God gave them. They
have maintained their principles
and morals so that some day. they
might be the girls you fellows
would choose to take as a wife
and live with in God’s sight for
the rest of your life.

But suppose one of these girls
can’t take it any longer! Suppose
weeks and weeks of lonely eve-
nings prove too much for her.
There is one alternative left. Let
some fellow see her in the dark
corner of a tavern with a cigarette
hanging out of her mouth and she
has lots of dates. No more loneli-
ness. No more Saturday nights at
home. Now she has many good
times and lots of company — the
wrong kind of company. Before
long, the word spreads that she’s
“earning the rent money”, as it is
bluntly put. When it comes time
to look seriously for a wife, you
“wouldn’t spit on the dirty slut.”

But who put her there? Who is
to blame for the ruination of these
girls in altogether too many cases?
It's you fellows!!

You, whose companion -
ship means so much to a girl; you
who a certain someone longs to
stroll with in the moonlight amidst
the beauty of autumn, rather than
drink beer in some detestable tav-
ern. In a university such as Wis-
consin, where the boys outnumber
the girls so greatly, there’s no need
for such loneliness.

You boys should be much more
forward about meeting girls and
a little less forward zfter you
know them. Next Friday and Sat-
urday evenings, let’s have every
dormitory, every independent
home AND EVERY TAVERN com-
pletely deserted!!

(Unsigned)




“YOU, whose companionship
means so much to a girl: YOU
who a certain someone longs to
stroll with in the moonlight amidst
the beauty of autumn.”

“There’s Mary, that sweet kid in
your zoology class!”

<
<

Next Friday and Saturday eve-
nings, let’s have every dormitory,
every indepzndent home AND
EVERY TAVERN completely de-
serted.”

s
Fi

“They have stood up for their
beliefs, oposed what they knew
wrong, and have beautifully pre-
served the healthy body and mind
which God gave them.”
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FORGOT TO HAND IN THEIR AD!
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HERE COME

Pat was determined to pass his favorite tavern on the
way home. As he approached it, he became somewhat
shaky, but after plucking up courage he passed it. Then,
after going about fifty yards he turned, saying to him-
self, “Well done, Pat my boy. Come back and I'll treat
you.” :

®

“It’s not just the work I enjoy,” said the taxicab driv-

er, “it’s the people I run into.”
L

She: “Just listen to those chimes! Aren’t they beauti-
ful? D’ve always said that the carillon is one of the
best things about our campus.”

He: “Talk louder. I can’t hear you for those damn
bells.”

o

Nurse: “Doctor, every time I bend over to listen to
his heart, his pulse increases. What should I do?”

Doctor: “Button your collar.”

®

They say if you don’t drink, smoke, or run around
with women, you’ll live longer. Actually, it only seems
longer.

®

Father: “Your little brother has arrived.”

Little boy: “Where did he come from?”

Father: “From a far-away land.”

Little boy: “Another damned subversive.”

®

A lady, athletic and handsome,

Got wedged in her sleeping room transom,
When she offered much gold,
For release, she was told

That the view was worth more than the ransom.

When a gir] finds that she isn’t the only pebble on
the beach, she generally becomes a little boulder.

?

A fiery-tempered southern gentleman wrote the fol-
lowing letter:

“Sir, my stenographer, being a lady, cannot type
what I think of you. I, being a gentleman, cannot think
of it. You, being neither, will understand what I mean.”

L
There was a young man with a hernia
Who said to his surgeon, “Gol-dernya,
When carving my middle,
Be sure you don’t fiddle,
With matters that do not concernya.”
L]

“I wish we had a fifth for bridge.”

“You moron, you don’t need a fifth for bridge.”

“Well, I wish we had a pint, then.”

®
A man in an insane asylum sat fishing over a flower
bed. A visitor approached and, wishing to be friendly,
asked, “How many have you caught?”
“You're the ninth,” was the reply.

MORE JOKES



THE PLAYING FIELDS
(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16)

Another half of the fans left the
stadium when the Naps scored their
fourth touchdown shortly after the
game recommenced. But after the
conversion, the Naps seemed to slow
down. The next time the Badgers had
the ball they lost only five yards,
then lost none, and began to gain.
The Naps seemed to be slow in carry-
ing out their plays, and their poor
defense allowed the Badgers to score
twice before the quarter ended. The
last quarter will long be remembered
by loyal Wisconsin fans.

Miracle of miracles—the Badgers
scored twice, tying up the game. It
wasn’t that the Wisconsin team was
improving, but that the Naps weren’t
even making an attempt to play the
game. The final stroke came with
two minutes left to play. Waterloo
was on its own twelve vard line, third
down and forty-seven yards to go.
The Nap quarterback received the
ball, looked slowly around then hand-
ed it to a Badger who had broken
through the weak Waterloo line.

The Badger. being rather startled.
dropped the ball. only to have the
Nap pick it up and hand it to him
again. By that time, the Badger
realized what was happening, and
scored the touchdown. Wisconsin
won its first game in thirty-four
starts, 35-28.

The remaining fans — after the
shock had worn off—rushed onto
the field and paraded Coach Harry
around the field three times. The
third time around. the Hero got
slightly sea-sick and was returned
earthward. His glory was short-lived.

The irate Waterloo coach put two
and two together (after investigating
the water-jug “gift”) and came up
with something other than H-2-O. The
following Monday morning in a se-
cret board meeting, the incident was
privately settled. All present, includ-
ing the Governor, Senator from Wis-
consin, Mayor of Waterloo. and the
Nap coach, were sworn to eternal
secrecy. Coach Harry never had to
sell insurance, as the University had
better plans. :

Coﬂch Harl‘y dl'()pped C(Jn\"(?nifﬂlt—
ly out of sight. However, have you
ever noticed—when things aren’t go-
ing so well for the Badgers—a small.
tattered old man. who during the con-
fusion of the half-time band entertain-
ment seems awiully interested in the
opposing team’s water supply? And
doesn’t it seem odd that such a small
man should carry such a large hip-

flask ?

Add Your Footprints
To Those of

People You Know!

:\ at the

UNIVERSITY LAUNDERETTE
812 UNIVERSITY

e ONE STOP SERVICE

e HALF-HOUR WASHING
e FLUFF DRYING

e DRY CLEANING SERVICE
e SHIRT FINISHING

Open Daily 7:30 a.m.-6 p.m.

MICKIES

Dairy Bar

A DELICATESSEN RESTAURANT

® COMPLETE DINNERS
® COLD MEATS
® FROZEN FOODS

® COLD BEER anp SODA
® PICNIC SUPPLIES
® MAGAZINES

ACROSS FROM THE FIELDHOUSE

Open 6:30 A.M. to 1:00 A.M. Dial 6-9476

1511 Monroe

PAISAN’S FOR PIZZA

P
|

821 UNIVERSITY AVENUE
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PETLL

The average girl would rather

Our
Alpine
Loden Cloth
Shortcoat

o' o collar

converts to

a hood.

A shoricoat that loves the outdoors! Warm,

rugged, wonderful imported Loden cloth fash-
ioned with roomy patch pockets, clever toggle
closing, a wide collar that buttons up info a
hood for colder weather. Quilted lining. Navy
or grey.

39.:95

Finger tip length coat without hoed .. 29.95

MarNeil and Moore

STATE AT FRANCES
MILWAUKEE

Use our free customer parking lot . . . right next door.

|
b
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Gather your kisses while you may,

have beauty than brains, because
the average male can see better

than he can think.
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For time brings naught but sorrow.
The girls who are so cold today,
Are housemothers tomorrow.

Do infants have as much fun in
infancy as adults do in adultery?

Customer: *Is this ice cream
pure?”

Clerk: “Pure as the girl of your
dreams.”

Customer: “Give me a pack of
cigarettes.”

__Active: “What’s your greatest am-
bition, pledge?”

Pledge: “To die a year sooner
than you do.”

Active: *Why do you want to do
that?”

Pledge: “So I’ll be an active in
hell when you get there.”

“Will your wife hit the ceiling
when you come home this late?”
“Probably—she’s a rotten shot.”

She: Don’t you wish you were
a barefoot boy again?”
He: “Not me, lady, I work on

a turkey farm.”
9

Prof.: “If I saw a man beating a
donkey and stopped him from do-
ing so, what virtue would I be
showing?”

Voice in back: “Brotherly love.”

*What color bathing suit was
she wearing?”’
“I couldn’t tell. She had her back

turned.”
L)

A co-ed, excited about having
been pinned, dressed hurriedly to
go down to the union. Coming up-
on a group of her male friends, she
proudly thrust out her chest and
exclaimed, “Look!”

In her haste, she had forgotten
the pin.

Some girls are like flowers—they
grow wild in the woods.

Give an athlete an inch and he’ll
take a foot. But let him take it . . .
who wants athlete’s foot?

Voice from the rear seat of a
taxi: “Hey, driver, why did we
stop?”

Driver: “I thought I heard some-
one tell me to.”

Voice: “Keep going; she wasn’t
talking to you.”



NEXT VACATION:

Take a thrilling TWA trip
to faraway phaces !

Imagine! For just $91 down, you can visit 11 fascinating European countries! Other
tours feature Bombay, Cairo! Take 20 months to pay with TWA’s “Time Pay Plan®i

What a wonderful way to see the
world. You travel to European cities
or exotic lands in the Middle or Far
East. And, you can study from 2 to
6 weeks at an accredited foreign uni-
versity. Specialize in a subject such
as literature, music, art—arrange
your travel-study tour to include as
many cities as you wish. Full college
credit for those who want it.

Best of all, TWA’s “Time Pay
Plan” includes hotel expenses and

Fly the finesft. ..

I am interested in:

other costs as well as your round-
trip fare on TWA'’s famous Constel-
lation fleet. Start planning your trip
by mailing the coupon today!

rrZ WA

TRANS WORLD AIRLINES
U.S A. - EUROPE - AFRICA = ASIA

John H. Furbay, Ph.D., Director, TWA Air World Tours
Department CM, 380 Madison Avenue, New York 17, N. ¥.

Dear Sir: Please send me information on your 1956 Travei-Study

Position

Siate. Phone.

Tours Abroad 3
“Time Pay Plan’* [ Tours,
T in U.S.A.
ours in U.S.A ] Name
Special Itinerary to
o Address
cities & countries City

How To Complain
About The Octy

Complaining about the Octy has
long been a favorite pastime
around the Wisconsin campus.
The editors are nol so narrow-
minded as to object to such lively
entertainment, but they would
like to offer a few suggestions as
to how it should be done.

For instance, it should not be
done at the top of your lungs
while lying flat on your back in
bed. Nor should it be done snidely
to friends over coffee in an at-
tempt to impress them.

The correct procedure is as fol-
lows:

1. Go to the Octy office, 803
State Street.

2. Walk in.

3. Tell us what’s on your mind.
All gripes are welcome. Of-
fers to do better are more
than welcome.

The dam burst and the raging
flood water forced the townspeople

to flee to the hills.

As they gazed down sadly at
their homes, they saw a straw hat
float downstream for fifty feet,
then it stopped, turned, and plowed
slowly upstream against the rushing
waters. After fifty feet, it turned

and moved downstream again.

»

!!Say’!

nY?”

“Well, I ain’t sure,” a youth
spoke up, “but last night I heard
Granpa swear that come hell or
high water he was gonna mow the

lawn today.”

Nothing gives you that rundown

feeling like being hit by a truck.

BOOST
WISCONSIN

Beer Mugs
Wisconsin Garters
Bucky Badger Pins
Pennants

T-Shirts

Zelon Jackets
W-Pins

Wisconsin Seal Pins
Decals

Studio Cards

Stadium Seats

e © © 9o © O o o ¢ o o

No Charge For
Cashing Checks

Brown’s Book Shop

673 STATE STREET 712

said one of the townsfolk,
“what makes that hat act so fun-

HAVE FUN

Browse Around
and Find A Book
You Don’t
Have to Have

PAUL'S
BOOK STALL

707 State St.

“Across from the Co-op

»_ar

on the way to Brown's
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| CAMPUS
PUBLISHING
COMPANY

Student Owned

823 UNIVERSITY AVE.

DIAL 5-5759

524 STATE

NEW! NAVY BLUE BUSINESS SUITS ALSO RENTED

GO FORMAL

YOUR TUXEDO

FERTEDR FBY:
CUSTOM TAILORS
AT NO EXTRA COST
RENTALS INCLUDE
COMPLETE

ACCESSORIES

5-6690

He: “Will you have breakfast
with me tomorrow morning?”

She: “Sure.”

He: “Shall I phone you or nudge
you?”

®

A funny thing: the Dean.
Often heard, seldom seen.
Inscrutable,
Immutable,
Very scary,
Sedentary,
The Dean.

His wife lay on her deathbed. She
pleaded, “John, I want you to
promise me that you’ll ride in the

same car with mother at my funer-
al.”

He sighed, “Okay, but it’s going
to ruin my whole day.”
L ]

Platonic love is like being invited
down to the cellar for a bottle of
ginger ale,

PAISAN’S FOR PIZZA

>P NN — T

821 UNIVERSITY AVENUE
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The hotel manager was checking
up on his distinguished guests, a
pair of Indians straight from the
reservation who were visiting the
city. He was surprised to find a
tepee set up in the front room.

Unable to get the silent Indian in
the tepee to tell him how he liked
the room, he decided to look around
for himself. Upon opening the bath-
room door, he was horrified to
find the second Indian lying on the
floor with an arrow through his
heart.

“Who killed your friend,” he
shouted, running back to the tepee.

“Me kill him.”
“Why did you kill him?”’ the

manager asked in amazement.

“Him spit in spring.”

Drunk: “But officer, I live here.”
Cop: “Why don’t you go in?”
Drunk: “I lost my key.”

Cop: “Then ring the bell.”
Drunk: “I rang it an hour ago.”
Cop: “Well, ring it again.”
Drunk: “To hell with them, let

’em wait.”



ALL ABOUT TOBACCO...INCLUDING SEVERAL REASONS WHY

~ Some brands give a4

Enrth Never bites lour Tongue

you shorts and
bits which burn
like tinder—

Edgeworth’s Way with White Burley

Has Never Been Equalled
Your true tobacco expert will tell you
that white burleys are the world’s
coolest smoking tobaccos. Edgeworth
is a blend of white burleys only—
aged like fine wine, for years. Of
course, other tobaccos use white bur-
ley too—but nobody yet has found
out just how to blend and process
tobacco to give it the even-burning,
cool-smoking character that Edge-
worth “Ready-Rubbed” has main-
tained.

What “Ready-Rubbed” Means
to Your Smoking Pleasure

Old time smokers knew the secret of
cool, even burning. They carefully

YOURE SMARTER SMOKING |

Edgeworth

DOthers give you
fine-cut
reds —good

| for cigarettes, %

" but not so good

Only Edgeworth

Forgotten in tackie-box— Edgeworth Still Fresh
One fisherman friend of ours left an un-
opened Edgeworth pouch in his tackle

box for a year. When he found it the to- |
bacco was still moist and cool smoking.

i it promises you fresher to-

| pocket pack. No bulky cor-

Edgeworth tobacco leaves
our plant with just the right
moisture content for a cool,
no-bite smoke. You can be
sure every pouch will be
that way when you open it,
because only Edgeworth
has the Seal-Pak pouch.
Sealed air-and-water tight,

bacco than any other type of

ners in your pocket either.

“hand-rubbed” their tobacco until it
crumbled into chunks of just the
right size. Now Edgeworth does all
this for you before the tobacco is
packaged. An ingenious exclusive
process “‘ready-rubs’” Edgeworthinto
chunks that pack right in your pipe,
giving you a cool, leisurely smoke
with never a touch of tongue bite.

FOR A COOL MIXTURE
TRY HOLIDAY |,

A “‘custom’ blend
of five tobaccos se-
lected for mildness
and aroma. The
only mixture in the
Seal-Pak pouch.

?.,

AMERICA’S FINEST PIPE TOBACCO FOR OVER HALF A CENTURY

et this guarantees “‘Olde London” Pipe )
and two %U-sim pouches of Edgeworth |
tobacco tor oniv $1.0. The pipe 1z fine, |
hand-rubbed 1mpo-ted briar with gen-
uing hured -ubbe bt carbonized bowl for
coote. snokmg [f yom deales 1s unable to
supvly you usf this handy order blank,

Name

|
|
|
Address I
|
|
|
i

Uity State.

Mair with $1.00 to “tide London,” Larus
| Brother Company, tne., Richmoid. Va.

| Yirer Good Onlym U. S A CM-11




Uoull, both qo for this ciganette
INSTON

tastes good —like a cigarette should!

B College smokers know why
Winston changed America’s
mind about filter smoking!
This filter cigarette gives you
real tobacco flavor — the full,
rich flavor real smokers want.
And Winston’s finer filter works
so effectively that the flavor
really gets through to you.

Try a pack of easy-drawing
Winstons. See for yourself why
so many college men and
women are getting together on
this cigarette. Winston tastes
good — like a cigarette should!

FINER
FILTER!

FINER
FLAVOR!

KING SIZE,
TOO!

- . %ﬁ% i

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Sal

WINSTON
is fun to smoke!

Easy-drawing, smooth-
smoking, good-tasting—that’s
Winston! And that’s what it
takes to get all the fun

of smoking.

Side WINSTON e e0ly-Croawing {5k eiqanebté.
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