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qn'+ Lose %ep Tonight

QUICK SUN-RELIEF WITH

POX<EMA

SKIN CREAM 5o

WHY SPEND A MISERABLE NIGHT WITH THAT FIERY e @
SUNBURN WHEN POXZEMA WilL GIVE YOU QUICK RELIEF. /2 : i

POXZEMA CONTAINS THAT SPECIAL INGREDIENT KNOWN . IF THE SUN HAS BEEN TREATING YOU

: ROUGH AND YOU'RE RED AS A CRAB,
10 SCENTISIS A ONT. WIEN FOKEMG S O 1 DO SOMETHING ABOUT THAT MEDIUM

THE SAND IS RUBBED INTO THE RAW FLESHY PAR1S
OF YOUR EXTERIOR AND HELP TO SECURE CLOSE CONTACT
WITH YOUR BLOOD STREAM TO BEGIN INTERNAL MEDI|~
CATION. THERE'S NO NEED TO SUFFER THE HORRIBLE
PAINS OF BURNING BURN WHEN QUICK APPLICATIONS OF
SAND CONDITIONED POXZEMA WILL END ALL YOUR TROUBLES
AND LEAVE YOU COLD AND COMPLETELY RELAXED.

RARE EPIDERMIS WITH POXZEMA

HAVE YOU TRIED POXZEMA IN YOUR CAKE
RECIPE? GSEND FOR OUR RECIPE BOOKLET EN-
TITLED 'BAKING WITH POXZEMA'. SURPRISE
YOUR FAMILY WITH A PAN OF SAND CONDITIONED

% MUFFINS..,OR TRY SOOTHING POXZEMA ON Nl
CE CREAM FOR AN UNUSUAL DESERT TREAT ( g AT AN P R N 3
POXZEMA COMES IN THREE FLAYORS. VANILLA GET SOME NICE YOUNG MAN TO RUB
CHOCOLATE AND MANURE RIPPLE. BEGIN z YoU ALl OVER WITH SOOTHING SAND
NOW TO ENJOY SAND TESTED POKZEMA INTERNALLY. CONDITIONED POXZEMA FOR QUick

RELIEF FROM THAT FLAMING FEELING
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THEN REST IN COMFORT, ASSURED
THAT POXZEMA WITH /TS INSUL-

ATING EFFECT (EQUALS SIX FEET OF
EARTH) WILL PROTECT YOU ALWAYS.

AVAILABLE AT ALL DRUG STORES
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THE PASSIONATE UNCLE TO HIS LOVE 1
what they're

A Famous Relative Sends a Valentine in the

Manner of Mr. Marlowe

Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the 4-F’s prove

That officers who at you scream
Are not the nasty things they seem;

That walks and hikes of sixty miles
Are happy things, and met with smiles;
That rations-K, 'mid bursting bombs,
Are tastier than pies of mom’s.

A uniform of finest wool

I’ll make for you, though it be full;
Grenades and shells, a rifle, too!
And all these things I’ll give to you.

And we will drill and drill and drill
And gaily trip up every hill,

And laugh and shout, for on our backs
We all will carry five-ton packs.

The sergeants all shall dance and sing
For thy delight each May morning:
And if these pleasures may thee move,
Enlist right now, and be my love.

JHS., Ir.

saying on the
princeton tiger

TO THE STUDENTS, TO MAKE TIME

Gather ye weekends while ye may,
Your Uncle Sam’s a-calling,
And this same lad that grinds to-day,
To-morrow will be brawling.

The glorious youth, Old Nassau’s son,
The higher should be getting:
Should more and more be having fun,
His whistle should be whetting.

“That youth is best, that is exempt,”
So Wellesley, Smith will cry:

But that’s not you, my lad, who’ll tempt
The Vassars by and by.

Then be not grinds, but use your time,
And while ye may, go party;
And revel long with song and wime
And girls a little narty.
RS n

TROUBLES?
. ... laugh ‘'em off!

Prospects of stocking up on books and supplies got you down? Don't

give it another thought!

Just drop in at the CO-OP and let us solve your problem. There’'s a veritable
army of clerks eager to furnish your every need quickly, efficiently.

Name it! There are faculty approved new and used textbooks and sup-
plies available for every course. And while you're there, get your free Univer-
sity calendar . . . it's a must on everyone's list.

Before you know it your shopping is done with time to knock off for a coke.
And cheaper. too! The CO-OP’s low prices plus patronage refund is a saving

to you. 12% ain't hay!

THE UNIVERSITY CO-OP

2 Convenient Locations

702 STATE (Corner State & Lake)
1325 UNIVERSITY AVE. (Across from the Wisconsin General Hospital)
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America’s

[from coast to coast

First prize-winner
“Love, Miss. to Neck,
Mo.” submitted by
Miss Shirley Collins, / _
Ithaca, N.Y. e

$100 in cash prizes for interesting town names!

Rules on this page or elsewhere in this issue

LIFE SAVERS CONTEST RULES

1. Pair up actual U. S. town names. Examples: Fom RYE, N. Y., to
BOURBON, Ind. From SOFT SHELL, Ky., to LITTLE CRAB, Tenn.
Send as many pairings as you like.

2. The odder the names—and the more amusing the relationship
between the two—the better your chaneces will be.

3. First prize winner will be sent $50. Second prize $25, third prize
810 and three 85 prizes. Contest closes December 31, 1951. All
entries must be postmarked prior to midnight that date to qualify.
All entries become the property of Life Savers, and prize-winning
combinations may be used in future advertisments, together with
the names of the winners. In case of ties duplicate prizes will be
awarded. Simply mail your entry to LIFE SAVERS, PORT
CHESTER, N. Y

For

COMPLETE OVERHAULING
GENERAL REPAIRING
TRUCK REPAIRS

Starter - Generator - Scientific Carburetor
Boiling - Cleaning - Adjusting
Battery Service - Headlight Testing
Scientific Motor Analysis Equipment

Free Estimates

CALL & DELIVERY SERVICE

DANSIN AUTO SERVICE

Bassett & Dayton Dial 5-4271

SPECIAL
Student Rates

8 Mo.

LIFE.......$3.00

9c¢ per week delivered

8 Mo.

TIME ......$2.00

6c per week delivered

BROWN’S BOOK SHOP, INC.

673 STATE STREET
Agency For All Magazines

THE

KENNEDY MANOR

Visit Our Spacious Dining Room
Open to the Public

N

DINNERS - LUNCHEONS nd CATERING SERVICE
Reservations For

BANQUETS — WEDDINGS — PARTIES
Bar and Cockiail Room In Connection

NORA PETERSON, Owner

Phone 6-2332
1 LANGDON STREET
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our readers’
penned-up feelings

Dear Sir:

Usually your magazine is so hot we can light our
bonfire with it, but last time it wasn’t. What’s the mat-
ter? We want our money back.

The Boy Scouts, Troop 81
Fairbanks, Alaska.
ED: JUST TRY AND GET IT.

* #* 3*

Dr. Mr. Ed:

As a serious student of animal husbandry I have to put
in long hours of study these warm summer afternoons.
(My evenings are devoted to research.) Unfortunately the
other girls in this house insist on sun bathing all after-
noon—the smoke and fumes from this primitive practice
irritates my eyes and makes it impossible for me to study.
So here is my plan to alleviate the problem: restrict this
barbaric, bare-skinned activity to off campus and at
night.

Elsa Mae Kans
Madison 6, Wis.

ED: YOU'D BE SURPRISED AT THE GREAT
STRIDES THAT HAVE BEEN TAKEN IN THIS DI-
RECTION. AT PRESENT THERE IS A GREAT DEAL
OF NOCTURNAL ACTIVITY OFF CAMPUS THAT'S
RIGHT UP YOUR ALLEY.

#* * #*

Dear Sir:

I think your last issue which featured those wonderful
color prints of modern art was superb . . . a move in the
right direction.

James Fox
Bentlen, New Jersey

* #® *®
Dear Sir:

‘My little brother can do better stuff with his muddy
hand than that so-called modern art you published last
month. ;

Harry Dex
Ladysmith, Wis.
* L *
Dear Sir:

Rarely do we see such excellent color shots of frog
feces . -

2 Roger van der Weyden
Madison 6, Wis. :
Dear Sir:

In your recent article “The Atomic Bomb Secrets Ex-
pose,” you made a grave error when you said the bomb
was a product of cooperative action among a group of
scientists. It’s time the real fact were known: The bomb
was discovered by one man—a quiet unassuming, in-
tensely talented scientist, who hit upon the idea when a
loaded cigar exploded in his face. And I am none other
than that unassuming, intensely talented scientist.

Sir Isaac Newcome

London, England

ED: WE HAVE CHECKED INTO THE MATTER
AND FIND THAT MR. NEWCOME’S STORY IS REAL-
LY TRUE.

Dear Ed:
Congratulations on your last issue. We bought 500
copies.
Harvey Wastepaper Company

Fellas:
Thanks for including our place among the famous
night spots in your article “Recreation in Madison.”
Madame Vera and the Girls
Rosey Hue Terrace, Madison 6.

#* * *

Dear Sir:

Belated congratulations on that excellent indictment
“Generation of Jellyfish” which you published not long
ago.

Mrs. Meyer

ED: OH, IT WAS NOTHING—REALLY.

* * *

Dear Sir:
Your magazine is morally reprehensible.
Miss Dehla Houst, mother of three.
Hellsinkie, Norway.
¥* #* *
Sirs:

Two months ago I pinned a girl, and now she is mar-
ried to some other guy and has a seven pound eight
ounce kid. Do you think it’s right for her to keep my pin?

Alvin W. Wastslavel
Madison, Wis.
ED: NAW.
Sirs:

Several months ago | was pinned by some frat boy—-
a real jerk. Now that I'm married and got a kid, he wants
his old pin back. But being just recently married and all,
we ain’t got much dough, see. And I was kinda hoping
to hock the thing—pick up a little pin money, you know.
You think that’s okay?

ED: SURE.

Fellas:

O happy day! We wanted you guys on the Octy staff
to be the first to know ‘caus you’ve always been so sweet
to us: one of our girls got pinned by a fraternity man—
can you imagine? Of course, all is not smooth sailing—
she went and got hitched to another joker, but anyhow
we're sending along a snapshot of our little girl who
made good. Hope you print it among your newly pinned
girls of the month.

Madame Vera and the Girls

ED: WE'D BE MIGHTY PROUD TO, MA’M.

S\
“I heard she had to get pinned.”
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20th CENTURY
BILLIARD CLUB

554 STATE STREET
Phone 6-9328

Billiards

Pocket Billiards
Cigars

Candy

Ice Cream

Come in and relax in our
recently redecorated,
air-conditioned hall.

dinner to a king’s

taste . . .
queen’s, too, of course!

where but at

the
wooden howl

At the Lark
2550 UNIVERSITY AVE.

Where it happens every day
except Monday! Please call
6-8025 for reservations!

Recommended by Duncan Hines

TYPEWRITERS

RENTED — REPAIRED — SOLD — EXCHANGED

Special Rental Rates to Students

We sell all makes of new and used Portables.

PENCILS AND FOUNTAIN PENS REPAIRED PROMPTLY

MADISON TYPEWRITER CO.

639 STATE ST.

DIAL 6-4352

PIPER'S GARDEN CAFETERIA

Opposite Belmont Hotel

Madison’s Most Popular
Uptown Eating Place

DELICIOUS FOOD — QUICK SERVICE

Open Weekdays and Sundays 6 A.M, to 2 P.M, & 4:30 P.M. to 7:45 P.M,

what they're
saying on the
m.i.t. voo doo

FAMOUS LAST
WORDS . . .

I stand on this rostrum with a deep
sense of humility and pride. — I ad-
vocate no partisan cause — I am just
a good staunch Republican — The
world would not be in the mess it is
in today if Truman were alive. — I
am as rank as they come — and I’ll
say that since the Communist threat
is a global one — we must get on the
ball. Formosa the people the situation
seems critical, but we shall fight them
on the beach-heads — we shall fight
them in the streets — we shall fight
them on the hilltops — we shall never
surrender. The magnificence of the
courage and fortitude of the Korean
people defiles description — They
have chosen to risk death rather than
white slavery. Their last words to me
were — Don’t scuttle the Pacific —
don’t make a wave. People dreaded
the consequences of a power vacuum
in Japan, but we have had a power-
ful vacuum in the White House for
the last five years. It has been said
in effect that I am a warmonger —
nothing could be closed to the truth.
From the beginning of time man has
sought a peace. I have just left your
fighting men in diarrhea. They have
a great deal in them — but they are
fighting a deadly enema. Even the
Chinese need relief. What we need
is a good world movement. As I re-
tire from 52 years of military service
I remember those lines from that old
barracks ballad “T’was a cold win-
ter’s evening” — whoops! wrong bal-
lad — “old soldiers never die — They
just fade away.”

JErrY HERLIHY

Then there was the meteorologist
who could look into a girl’s eyes and
tell weather.

* * *

A housewife out in Shorewood had
never seen an elephant. When one es-
caped from the passing Ringling
Brothers’ show, she telephoned the
chief of police very excitedly.

“Send a squad car quickly,” she
gasped. “There’s a huge animal out
in my garden pulling up cabbages
with his tail..”

“What’'s he doing with them?”
asked the chief.

“If T told you,” she answered,
“You’d never believe me!”

—Duke & Duchess
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WHOM TO BLAME

Notice anything new in the Octy
lately? It’s the new cover design and
a couple of improvements, we hope,
on the interior. The young man whose
posterior appears above this literary
masterpiece is none other than Ken
Eichenbaum, artist in residence at
the dorms. After studying abroad for
three years he got tired and went
back to nice girls. Ken (or Eichen-
slop as his friends affectionately call
him) is an Applied Art major from
the Eastern Greenwich Village sewers
where he studied under the most
famous figure analyst, Gypsy Rose
Schwartz.

Eichenslop has been added to the
already infamous group of blabber-
ing idiots known as the Octy Staff
and will hereafter be known as the
Art Director. Any complaints you
have about the magazine . . . any
complaints at all . . . let him know
about it. Don’t tell us. Let him know
about it.

Look at those intelligent eyes, that
expressive mouth, those sexy ears.
This is the face of the artist, this is
the countenance of a man deeply
versed in the arts, capable of great
esthetic feats, this is the visage that
consumes great quantities of carbon-
ated alcoholic beverages nightly while
strolling the lonely capitol streets in
search of a stroke of inspiration,
something which will send him soar-
ing to greater heights. We offer Eich-
enslop a heavy spiked track shoe in
what is commonly known as the seat
of the pants. And catch the pencil
growing blithely from his right ear.
This is very unusual since Eichenslop
swears he planted tomatoes. As soon
as our new addition returns that tie
and last winter’s sport jacket (gayly
striped in Pink Revlon) we’ll chain
him once more to his drawing board
where new and better Octys are tak-
ing form.
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snark
raving
mad

by don white

Walking down the hill after discussing his military fu-
ture with his advisor in light of his six weeks exams,
Chalkie resolved to spend more time studying. That was
really an honorable but quite ridiculous decision, for it
meant cutting down on snarking time. He’d gladly give
up Burt Ballard’s and the Pub, women and beasts, even
athletics and bridge, but he had already forsaken all
those sports to make room for more snark time. Now he’d
have to curtail snarking, maybe cut it down by seven
hours weekly.

He entered the house and looked at the bulletin board.
The Snark Chart occupied a prominent place in the cen-
ter.

DIMPLES: third floor left, red PJ’s. Best times:
after supper if study night; 1 a.m. after date; no
good before date.

MUCKLUCKS: Dimples’ roommate, 3rd left.
Wears orange mucklucks to bed. Best times:
after ten o’clock coffee; date nights, when she
sneaks in, about 3 a.m.

GIRDLE: (Marcia Butternut) second left. Best
times: only when drunk, every week end night,
plus occasional weekdays. Nights she doesn’t
wear girdle best of all.

CHASIS: (Suzzanne Sucre) Second middle.
Very unpredictable. But worth waiting for.

WOow!

GARGOYLE: Chasis’ roommate, second middle,
left of john. UGH! PHEW! If youre hard up
try midnight, 3 a.m. during exam periods.
He went through the list describing the girls at the

GOTTA LOTTA SHO sorority house, which by now he
had quite well memorized.
Then he saw something new and exciting.

NEW GIRL: (suggested name, BINGO) third
middle. Best times not tabulated but sure worth
the research. And how!
“Right across from my room,” moaned Chalkie. “I’ll
never study now, not with that attractive distraction.”
He wondered how he could study and still snark. Ob-
viously he couldn’t move his desk up to the window and
peer at the girls every time he turned a page or more
preferably at the end of each sentence.
The house constitution was also on the bulletin hoard
written in English, French and snarking sign language.
PREAMBLE: We, the men who live in Snark House,
believe in the snark, the wholesomeness of recreation en-
joyed, the cheapness in financial investment, and the
aesthetic art involved in snarking. Only by obeying rules

set up in due process of law and by fully cooperating
with fellow snarkers can the perfect snark which con-
tinues night after night be attained. Thus we maintain
snarking builds a man’s character, his ability to co-op-
erate with others and improve his knowledge in certain
subjects not taught at school.

RULE 1. Shades must be drawn at all times so lighted
rooms will not attract the girl’s attention. When snarking,
lights must be out and observing done only through snark
holes cut in the shades.

He went up to his room and looked at the shades which
had to be down. Suddenly he had an idea.

He grabbed an empty beer bottle from stock and flung
it through the window. Then an empty whiskey bottle
followed for good measure. -

That didn’t go over too good with the landlord. He
said Chalkie would have to pay for the window. “Gladly,”
he said agreeably, “I’ll even install it myself.”

A one way glass window was his salvation. He could
look out, but nobody could look in. He moved his desk
up to the window and while studying “The Sex Habits of
the American Male Boll Weevil,” that night, he caught a
snark, the new girl.

Other interesting nights followed. Apparently he even
managed to study, for his other grades zoomed up to that
of “Figure Drawing Ila.”

He also wrote the snarking vignette of the new girl
for the bulletin board.

SHOW-GIRL: Middle third, best time, ten to eleven.
Best seen from my room, (one way window) and really
worth seeing, too.

A few weeks later he suddenly realized he was in love
with Show-girl. Why? Because he refused to share his
super snark with the other fellows. They offered to pay
admission, use of a twenty power telescope in the second
floor snark lab. and even to take a movie of the event
so he wouldn’t have to wait till night to see his favorite
snark.

He declined all such offers, and even refused to check

(continued on page 18)




STILL TRYING

I heard a story about the U.W.
Summer school that shows the older
gals are still in there pitching. Seems
these two guys tried for dates, both
21, rather late in the evening of
their intended date. They were re-
buffed, coldly ignored, and finally
hung-up on by at least 12 organized
femme houses. But at one house they
were overwhelmed by two of the gals
with rather low sexy voices who eag-
erly accepted their offer for several
beers that evening.

Upon arrival they found Roxanne
and Bertha all smiles and sunshine.
The only hitch in this otherwise hap-

THE WISCONSIN OCTOPUS

py story was the “girls” rapid ap-
proaching of old maidhood. One was
38 and the other 34.
DRAFT EXAM

All the reports are back, and most
collegiate hopefuls now know their
draft status for the coming year. Ev-
eryone we've talked to just got over
the wire, and aren’t complaining
about their 71’s or 72’s. But what
we can’t help wondering about are
all the guys over there in Korea who
couldn’t quite make the draft post-
ponement test because there were a
few Chinese Commies running wild
around them, shooting off all sorts
of lethal weapons.

Italian
and

American
Food

in a
BOHEMIAN

ATMOSPHERE
Bottled Beer

W
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I was sitting in my room, teaching my waltzing mice to
fox trot, when I heard a ringing in my ear. It was the
phone.

I put down my bagpipe and picked up the receiver.

“Well?” T asked impatiently.

A hoarse, sensual feminine voice moaned passionately.
“May I speak to Dick Botts?”

“Just a minute,” I said. I took a firecracker out of my
pocket and set it off into the speaker.

When the smoke cleared, I said in my most indifferent,
bored voice, the voice which flicks ashes on your carpet.
“This is Mr. Botts. What can I do for you?”

She giggled. “Oh you're such a scream.”

Ad nauseam and etc. I shall not bore you with the tee-
hee type conversation which followed. The story was, her
sorority, $$%, was having a little party. Would T go with
her?

Not being a snob, and she being charmingly and irre-
sistably wealthy, I yawned, and said, “Yes.”

“By the way,” she moaned passionately, “it’s formal.”

I coughed up some blood, and before I could say
anything, she had hung up.

The next day, I hocked my text books and talked my
econ professor into buying some more stock in my
magnesium mine in Tibet. I stole a “Contributions for
Starving India” box, and sold the Rath back some glasses
which I had filched from them last year. Then I went to
a formal wear shop to “get fitted”, as they say. I went
to the florist’s and ordered a corsage. Then I called up
Lucky Pierre’s and reserved a table for dinner. With my
remaining money, [ bought two jars of olives and a can
of sawdust so that I’d have something to eat for the next
two weeks.

The rest of this story my readers undoubtedly know.
There is really no point in telling it except that I am a
sadist and get exquisite pleasure from describing that
unique form of torture, the formal dance.

I arrived at the $8% house in a tux which obviously
was made for a cretin. The collar irritated my skin, and
I could feel a pimple forming at the end of my nose.

I was duly impressed with my date’s dress, an adorable
off-the-body asbestos creation decorated with vari-colored
thorns. It was held up by two strong magnets cleverly
concealed in her adenoids.

We went first to Lucky Pierre’s. This is an intimate,
friendly place with piped-in smoke. I stuck my finger in
my mouth and was reassured by the feel of the money
there. I knew I would have to pay through the nose.

We ate. My date had ant’s legs in Istanbul sauce and
a bloated pig with an apple in its mouth. I had black
bread.

Then we drank. As she cassually blew smoke into the
waiter’s face, she ordered a mixed Zomhie and Moscow
Mule, with a hydrochloric acid kicker. It came in a glass
with a skull and crosshones on it. I was impressed.

I ordered a dry martini—very dry. The waiter ar-
rived with an empty glass. Lucky Pierre’s, he said, is
famous for serving the driest martinis in the world.

I had been outshreweded.

The dance itself was lovely, just lovely.

“Aren’t the decorations pretty?” she said. “Especially
the lights.”

‘LYeah-”

“Don’t the girls look beautiful in formals?” she said.

“Yeah.”

“I always say the $$%s throw the best formals. Don’t
you think so?” she said.

“Yeah.”

There was nothing more to say. So I said it.

“Let’s dance.” :

But her feet hurt. “Let’s mix instead.”

So we mixed. This consisted of telling everyone about
the pretty decorations, the colored lights, the beautiful
formals, and the wonderful formal dances which the
$88’s always threw. Yeah.

Then came the high point of the evening—the enter-
tainment. The M.C. started it off with a joke.

“I was sitting on the street car the other day when this
guy next to me starts mumbling, ‘I have one, two, three,
four, six, seven . . .’ I turns to the guy and asks, ‘Why
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don’t you have five?’ He says, ‘Because only Mrs. Dionne
had five.” Hyaw! Hyaw!”

We all laughed uproariously to show each other what
a good time we were having.

A girl then did imitation bird calls, the M.C. told a
joke about the famine in India (at which I flinched), and
the dance was over.

When we stepped out into the fragrant spring air, [
asked my date whether she wouldn’t change into jeans
so we could sit out on the pier for a while.

“ T just happen to have them with me,” she moaned
passionately. And she reached down into where I thought
her bosom was and pulled out a pair of jeans. Laughing
gaily, she tripped over to a Standard Oil station.

When she emerged, she had jeans and a T-shirt on. I
wondered what she had done with her formal . . .

We went through the ritual of making mad, passionate
love on the pier. There were seventeen other couples
on the pier, but it was still better than making mad, pas-
sionate love in the $$§ house “lobby.”

Thus ends a lovely evening at a formal dance. Look
for my next article, which will be on “Varieties of
Oriental Water Torture.”

P.S. When brushing my teeth the next morning, I found
out what kind of a girl I had been with. When she kissed
me, the sweet young thing had made off with my gold
fillings.

“Dad, I’ve been thinking of going out on my own.”

One of the young lovelies in the School of Education
got a job teaching school in Pittsburgh. One day she
caught a bus to visit State College again. The only avail-
able seat was beside a stern looking man in his forties.
He glanced sharply at her.

“How do you do?” she said sweetly, thinking she knew
him.

Humph!” he exclaimed sharply, looking away.

She realized her mistake.

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” she said in embarrassment.
“I thought you were the father of one of my children.”

what
has happened
since?

An extentialist poem written by Marcel Chateaux, who
was carrying a load at the time. Note the subtle symbol-
ism and delicate shades of meaning which this eminent
French poet has been able to convey in the irregular
structure of this truly great literary masterpiece.

What has happened since last I looked
In thy lined thigh and rose-red eye, Papushka? -
3 #* #*

“The foolish are finished,
The fish is fried,
The tails are tucked all snug in their beds . . .
Half for you and half for me.”
#* * *
See here, Papushka, what do you desire?
A dominating dinosauer?
Dappled dominoes?
Remender whad your fadder said?
#* #* *

“Beaten, battan—beholten to you, sir,
For rescuing my daughter from the foul
And fettid finger rings of a doughnut-filching fiend.

“Far afield a fence I see—fancy frilled,
Much alike a wench, a she, slightly stewed,
With hungry herrings in her hair.

“And never before have I been able to thank you, sir,
For your afore said conduct which is in all respects
Befitting a gentleman of your gigantic stature.

(Where’ll they find a coffin for the cur?)

“It is indeed a great honor for myself, an umble servant,
To bambol with a maraschino cherry like yourself

In the mumble of the mad moonlight and macaroons . . .
To bounce with bands in the ballyhigh of tap rooms.

“Stand in the sun with your heads held high,

For the libertines are passing by.

Look at the libertine with the orange and yellow tie,
Who has just been passing by—

“On his clothes grassy seed ‘e as freshly flung,
And the green thumb of Treland is ‘is bloody nose.”
* * #*

Papushka, T love your guts
Which are slimy to the touch
But which, dearest, are your own
So I touch them to my lips

And bite them to the bone.

You scream for a copper,
But I won't give you a penny, dearest,
Not for your thoughts—you haven’t any.

Kiss me again, my swine, you've been smoking
Indulgently in the corner of the chandelier
With a bottle of beer in both hands.

I can not pretend this is new to me:

Your laugh like a mouse in a bare-footed house
And your squeek in the hole without oil,

For the lamps are out in China

And Chile is a cricketless hearth.
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as related to Earl Yaillen by
Matty Quvetchick (Alpha Zeta Alpha)
EDITOR’S NOTE:

Only a few weeks ago the internationally famous Madi-
son daily, The Oriole, printed the shocking I.F.C. scandal
story. Ddta Alpha Delta (commonly I oin as DAD:

sugar” DAD to the female inhabitants of Greck Row)
had been ousted from the Inter- Fraternity Council. The
Octopus (commonly known as Flare alias Timf) seized
upon this oppoltunlly for a public service expose (known
in J-school as the “filling up space technique”) of the
incident.

The editors realized that such a job needed a man
who could interview people without insulting them (a
sucker who would pay his own expenses). They chose
the only person around at the time, Earl Yaillen (com-
monly known as Uncle Jolly Joe). What follows is Mr.
Yaillen’s paraphrasing of his ten hour interview with
Matty Quvetchick.

The Quvetchick Story* is a tale of true heroism. It is
a story of espionage and counter-espionage. And above
all it is a story of how the greatest menace to Greek
Row was discovered and destroyed.

Matty Quvetchick is an average fraternity student. He
has a crew cut, a pair of Super-Snark binoculars, five
pair of white bucks, a girl friend who belongs to a so-
rority and a 1950 Cadillac which is purposely battered
up to resemble a 1930 model. Matty is majoring in Com
School and has a grade point of 1.6. You can see from
this slight verbal picture that he does not at all resemble
the accepted description of the college fraternity boy. In
other words he is no snob. He is just like all the other
average fraternity members; plain, ordinary, simple life
loving students.

But enough of this background material and on with
the story. The whole mess began when Matty was elected
as his Fral’s representative to the IF council. He beamed
at me when he related what his roommate said about the
*Editor’s Note: Motion picture of this title will soon be
released by Warbler Brothers — starring Raymond Mas-
sey and Doris Day.

election, “The most mediocre compromise candidate
ever elected to represent Alpha Zeta Alpha.” Our gallant
hero was too bashful to admit that he was, even at that
time, the most popular man in AZA.

After two years of service on the IF Council, Matty
got his first important job. He was appointed Chairman
of the Public Relations Committee, the most dangerous
and secretive position on the Council. IF members laugh-
ingly refer to the Committee by its nickname initials,

NKVD.

The Committee’s main function is one of counter-
espionage and investigation. And Matty became chairman
at a most crucial time. It seems that many secret fra-
ternity practices had been stolen by some independent
and dormitory residents. According to University rules,
all fraternity, independent and dorm hooks and practices
were open for public inspection. But the stalwart fra-
ternities had been able to keep some ancient rituals
hidden from the outside world. It was Matty’s job to
discover the leak.

It was at this time that fate came to the rescue. The
most famous fraternity institution on campus was the
Delta Alpha Delta sophomore winter formal. It was a
DAD custom to invite all IF officers and committee mem-
bers to the affair. And it was customary for all IF mem-
bers to courteously refuse by saying that they did not

want Lo impose on the finest and wealthiest fratermty on
campus. But as we said before, Matty Quvetchick is no
snob and he gladly accepted the invitation.

The formal was a wonderful success, but Quvetchick
the Alert had noticed something very peculiar. He knew
that DAD was the wealthiest fraternity in the Midwest. In
addition to having the best house on Greek Row, every
DAD member had a car and a chauffeur. His amazing
discovery worried him. He noticed that all the chauffeurs
were at the dance, also! And if this wasn’t enough, he
knew that he had seen everyone of the chauffeurs at a
dormitory dance a week earlier.

During the interview Matty explained why he, a good
fraternity member had been at a dorm dance, One of his
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other functions was to investigate all dorm affairs. This
was actually a precautionary measure. His duty was fo
observe and report any sorority member who had nerve
enough to attend any non-frat affair. This function was a
co-operative effort between the Public Relations Commit-
tee and the IF heresy Committee. Any sorority member
caught at this activity was immediately investigated and
in many cases blacklisted.

The day after the DAD prom, Quvetchick went di-
rectly to his superior, the IF Council president. And it
was at, this super-secret meeting that their master plan
was promulgated. If the plan failed, Matt Quvetchick’s
entire college career would have been lost.

It was decided that Quvetchick would de-pledge Alpha
Zeta Alpha and join Delta Alpha Delta. He would have
to denounce all his AZA friends and resign from the Inter-
Fraternity Council in order to divert suspicion.

He contacted the DAD president and rushing chairman
and since Matt was so well known on campus no red-tape
was needed. He then told the AZA boys that he was leav-
ing for the only decent frat on Greeck Row. The AZA’s
took the announcement in their usual good and friendly
manner. As Quvetchick told me, “They were wonderful
about it and besides I never used my left arm anyway.”

The die was cast; Quvetchick was now a Delta for the
L.F.C.* The plan was to have Matty pretend he was a
super-intellectual pseudo who liked to study all the time.
In this manner he was able to lock himself in his room
every night. He lived on the third floor, Lut the escalator
fire escape was located right outside his window. He was
able to sneak out each evening at ten o’clock and keep his
rendezvous with IFC’s special agent, Lotta Harrie.

People thought they were lovers whispering sweet no-
things to each other as they walked down the Old Lake
Road. No one realized the significance of this couple
and the patriotic job both were doing for the cause of
fraternalism and sororism.

It took a while, but finally Matty was able to obtain a
position on the DAD Executive Board. It was at this
time he noticed that some of the DAD traditions were
different than any other fraternity he had ever known.
Positions on most fraternity executive boards were ob-
tained on points. Points were usually based on quantity
and quality of drunkenness, model of car, model of girl
and amount of clothes. But the DAD’s had an extra
method.

*Editor’s Note: Musical by this name will soon be re-
leased by 19th Century-Fox starring Betty Grable and
Tyrone Power.
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The Delta method was based on a game which is played
by only dorm boys. Points were based on the number of
people the DAD member could drench by throwing buck-
ets of water out his window or at members who were busy
in the wash room.

With this and other discoveries carefully jotted down
in a hidden notebook, Matty decided to tell Lotta to get
a raiding party ready. But something was drastically
wrong. Matty was going to lock his door as he usually
did and found that it had been locked from the outside.
He tried his window and it would not budge. He was
trapped; the secret plan must have been discovered.

But Matty Quvetchick and the IFC were prepared for
such emergencies. Lotta Harrie was to wait at the ren-
dezvous for thirty minutes and if Matty did not show up
she was to call the IFC Snark Squad. At ten thirty-five
that evening a camouflaged Snark Squad car stopped in
front of the Delta house.

The driver remained in the car and Casey Atabat, IFC
southpaw, emerged carrying a small round shaped object
in his hand. This was the famous Snark Bomb. The in-
gredients were accidentally discovered at the Memorial
Union a few months before. Someone had played a joke
on Casey and substituted an odd mixture of “Rat” cof-
fee, coke and 3.2 beer into his glass. Casey spied his girl
walking out of the Union and ran after her with glass in
hand. He caught up with her across the street and in the
process spilled a few drops around the area. A few min-
utes later, the structure of the new library collapsed. The
Snark Bomb was discovered.

Casey stepped under Matty’s window and lobbed the
object upward. There was a slight murmur and the win-
dow dissolved. Matty clambered out to the escalator and
joined his companions. Another Snark Squad car pulled
up at that time.

Matty decided to take the bull by the horns and raid
the house immediately. A crude plan of attack was
evolved and the men silently approached the entrance.
Another Snark Bomb took care of the locked door. They
entered.

To Matty’s amazement the place was empty. His men
ransacked the entire house and the evidence was discov-
ered. Matty found a batch of micro-film hidden in a
hollow beer can lodged hehind a frozen steer in the re-
frigerator. It was all the proof they needed. The entire
dastardly plot was crushed.

The MHA, secret dorm society, had decided to stem
the power of the IFC. Infiltration had failed and this
ingenious plan was proposed and accepted by the MHA
Cabinet. The MHA raised the rent for dorm room and
board periodically. They then started a rumor campaign
about the famous DAD fraternity. The campaign was so
successful that within a semester everyone believed that
Delta Alpha Delta had existed but had disbanded during
World War II.

The second phase of the campaign was then started.
With the surplus from the extra room and board rent,
the MHA constructed the most beautiful house on Greek
Row. They purchased fifty new Buicks for the fifty fic-
titious DAD members and got fifty more MHA mem-
bers to pose as chauffeurs. The DAD members completely
fooled the IFC and were able to obtain many prominent
positions within the {raternity structure. They were
able to discover many IF secrets and were even attempt-
ing to find out the exact ingredients for the Snark Bomb.
Liz Waters was an impregnable snark barrier which only

(continued on page 19)
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Then there was the professor who
forgot to write a $5.00 text book to
tell to his class.

Small boy explaining a broken
window to a policeman: “I was
cleaning my slingshot when it went
off.”

* #* #*

Newspaper item: Mrs. Lottie Prim
was granted a divorce when she tes-
tified that, since her marriage, her
husband had spoken to her but three
times. She was awarded the custody
of their three children,

¥* #* *

A hungry Irishman went to a res-
taurant on Friday and said to the
waiter: “Have yez any whale?”

E‘N0.53

“Have yez any shark?”

“NO,”

“All right,” said the Irishman.
“Then bring me ham and eggs, and
a beefsteak smothered with onions.

The Lord knows I asked for fish.”

* * #*

The drunk was hustled before the
magistrate for disorderly conduct.
“Do you have anything to say be-
fore I pass sentence?” asked the
judge.

“Your honor,” the culprit replied
in a cultured tone, “I am not so in-
temperate as Burns, so profligate as
Byron, so debased as Poe, so un-
grateful as Keats, so vulgar as Shake-
speare . ..

“Make a note of those birds,”
shouted His Honor, “and bring ’em
in. They’re as bad as he is.”

#* * ¥*

Lulu reports that the newspaper
man she was out with the other night
sure believes in the freedom of the
press.

* * *

“Porter, get me another glass of ice
water.”

“Sorry, suh, but if I takes any mo’
ice, dat co’pse in de baggage car ain’t
goin’ to keep.”

#* * #

The elephants and the ants were
having a football match. One of the
ants got the ball and made a dash
for the goal. Galloping across to
stop him, an elephant put his foot
on the ant, and killed him.

The crowd booed, hissed and threw
beer bottles, and the referee came
running up to the elephant to repri-
mand him for his rough play.

“Aw shucks,” said the elephant,
“I only wanted to trip him.”



“You’ll need a pretty expensive op-

eration,” the doctor hold his patient.

“Of course, you might move to

England, become a citizen, and let
the government do it.”
* * *

“I want to get some grapes for my
sick husband. Do you know if any
poison has been sprayed on them?”

“No. Mam. You’ll have to get that
at the drug store.”

* ¥* *

Men make passes at girls that
empty glasses.

* * #*

Judge: “So they caught you with
this bundle of silverware. Whom did
you plunder?”

Yegg: “Two fraternity houses, your
honor.”

Judge: “Call up the Park, Lorraine
and Edgewater Hotels, sergeant, and
distribute this stuff.”

* #* *

She was only the bottle-maker’s
daughter, but nothing could stop her.

* * *

Student: “Here, look what you’ve
done.”

Madison Laundromat Man: “I
don’t see anything wrong with that
lace.”

Student: “Lace? That was a sheet.”

* * #*

We heard the story about the laziest
student in the world. When he had
handed in his exam papers, this is
what he had written:

“Please see Brown’s papers for my
answers.”’ —Polaris
#* * *®

During the war the Germans named
their battleships after jokes so that
the English wouldn’t see them.

* 3 3*

Definitions: Sympathy: What one
girl offers another in exchange for
details. —Shaft

3¥* 3 *

The teacher had spent most of the
morning telling the class something
of the wonders of nature. At the
finish she said, “And isn’t it wonder-
ful how the little chickens get out of
their shells?”

One quick-witted lad went her one
better, “Teacher, I think it’s far more
wonderful how they get into the
shells.”

* * *
A co-ed who drank by the qt.
While stewed was brought into ct.
When the judge asked her why
She burped this reply:
“Tt isn’t the thirst, it’s the spt.”
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Why have your material mimeographed when it can be
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“This is the third operating table
this month, Dr. Spileongar. You must
learn not to cut so deep.”

* * *

Private Detective: “I trailed your
husband into three night clubs and
two bachelor apartments.”

Suspicious Lady: “Good grief!
What was he doing?”

Detective: “Trailing you.”

#* * #

Notice on the bulletin board of the
Bio. building:

“We don’t begrudge you dipso-
maniacs a little alcohol, but please
return our specimens.”

“The senses of animals and birds,”
explained the professor, “are usually
better developed than in man. Can
you, Smith, name a creature which
sees better than a man?”

“An eagle, sir.”

“Correct. And you, Jones, name an
animal which hears better than a
man.”

“A dog, sir.”

“Quite right. Now then, Roster-
mazik, you name something which
smells better than a man.”

“A rose, sir.”

Style Endorsed by the
College Advisory Board

Panel of college men in
leading universities se-
lected the Glen Royal and
several other Phi Bates as
the most style-preferred
shoes for campus wear.
Come in and see this rich
Martin’s Imported Grain
shoe which has few equals
in campus popularity.

BATES
S

Most styles $11.95 to $18.95

Exclusive
comfort feature —

Imported grain! Campus favorite! _

Phi Bates

“SLIPPER-FREE WHERE YOUR FOOT BENDS”

C. W. ANDERES
702 State St.— Madison

GrLExy Rovan

No. 545 — Martin’s
Imported Heather
Grain
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The father of a pretty co-ed asked
her boy friend to see the baskethall
game over the family television set.
When the boy arrived, he brought
a jug that obviously contained a mix-
ture involving alcohol, and during
the game he took a nip now and
then. At last the father could stand it
no longer.

“Young man,” he said, “I'm forty-

seven years old, and never in my life
have I touched liquor.”

Well, don’t get no ideas, pop.” the
student snarled. “You ain’t gettin’
any of this.”

THE WISCONSIN
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He—“Ah, what is home without
Mother?”
She—“I am tonight.”
* * %

* ¥* *

Delt—*“I want a book about “The
Red Ship,” or ‘The Scarlet Cruiser,’
or something like that.”

Clerk—Here you are sir,
Rubaiyat’.”

“The

* #* *

If more than one mouse is mice,
And more than one louse is lice,
" Then you must agree
Obviously,
That more than one spouse is spice.

—Jack-O-Lanzern

Chosen by the Octy Staff

650 STATE STREET

HELENE SCHLUETER
Presented by L. G. Balfour Co.

PAUL BISHOP — Madison Representative

Photo by Del.onge

DIAL 6-8883

Joe: “Let me have some money,
POP.”
Pop: “What did you do with the

dime I gave you last week?”
Joe: “I spent it.”
Pop: “What are you doing—keep-
ing a woman?"”
* +* *

Then there is the story of the
mountaineer who put a silencer on
his shotgun because his daughter
wanted a quiet wedding.

¥* ¥* *

Two herrings stopped at a neigh-
borhood bar for a couple of snifters.
One of them disappeared for a mo-
ment, and a puzzled onlooker accost-
ed the one who was left alone at the
bar. “Where is your brother?” he
challenged.

“How should I know?” replied the

indignant herring. “Am I my broth-
er’s kipper?”

There's a young lady asking for you, Mr. Brown."

A woman was driving her ¢ar along
an Airline Highway at 60 miles per
hour when she noticed a motorcycle
cop following her. She pushed the car
up to 70 and then noticed two cops
trailing her. Not to get caught she
upped the speedometer which now
read 80, and this time there were
three bike cops trying to catch her.
Suddenly she spied a gas station so
she pulled up in front of it and dashed
into the ladies room.

Ten minutes later she ventured out
and there were the three cops waiting
for her. “I'll bet you thought I
wouldn’t make it,” she said.

* #* »
Psych Prof: “What is a home with-
out parents?”’

Bored Senior: “A good place to
take a cheap date.”

* * *
“Darling, I could sit here and do
nothing but look at you forever.”

“That is what I'm beginning to
think!”
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truth is
stranger than
fiction

jack steinhilber

Great events sometimes have strange beginnings. Not
too long ago, a poor fisherman named Mackerel J.
Upjohn was out on the beach near his home busying
himself in his chosen career, namely, fishing. As he
pulled in his net, he noticed that it was very light and
seemed to be entirely devoid a fish. (I mentioned he
was a poor fisherman. Well, as a matter of fact, he was
lousy.) However, he noticed that there was something
caught in his net. He discovered that it was a small brass
flask with a stopper in it. Little did he realize that this
flask was to lead to event of national significance. He
immediately picked it up and rushed home to show it to
his wife, Guppie.

Guppie was seated in front of the television set watch-
ing a program which attempted to show how to boil an
egg, which egg had been laid on the previous com=dvy
program. Mackerel dashed in and shouted as he jumped
up and down, “Look what I found, a brass flask with a
stopper in it!”

She looked up at him, much chagrined at being inter-
rupted, and said sweetly, “You pin-head! How many times
do I have to tell you to stay out of the living-room? You
always track in worms and snails and slime and sea-
weed and other stuff that gels caught between your toes!
And furthermore, you slob, what do you mean by in-
terrupting me with your imbecilic discoveries? May I
further suggest that you go jump in the bay and kill all
the fish?”

His wife had unwittingly made a grave mistake.
Mackerel hadn’t slept a wink the previous night because
some practical joker had called him up every half-hour
all night saying, “Are you Upjohn?” and then had hung
up. Poor Mackerel, nervous and irritable, stood there,
quivering with rage. Then something snapped in his
brain, and with a strange, faraway look in his eye, he
raised the flask and bashed in his wife’s head with it.
“Tell me to jump in the bay, huh?”” he mumbled. “Kill all

the fish, huh?” (Somewhere he had been reading Roun-

dy’s column.) “Well, let’'s see how the fish like you,
huh?” With that, he picked her up and put her in his
wheelbarrow and took her down to the lake, where he
heaved her in.

As it happened, the fish were annoyed with his wife’s
presence in the water and began jumping out in droves
onto the land. “Oh, joy!” Mackerel exclaimed as he went
along picking up the fish and throwing them into his
wheelbarrow. He loaded wheelbarrow after wheelbarrow
full of fish, until he had accumlated five hundred tons.
He then contacted the eminent fish merchant, Herry J.
Codd.

Codd had started out in business as a humble peddler
with a pushcart. He bought and sold fish until he had
enough capital to buy a store. The process repeated until

he had several fish markets. Then his great uncle died
and left him two million dollars. So, through diligence
and hard work, Codd had become the richest fish dealer
in the country. It can readily be seen that such a man
would swing a hard bargain. In fact, this shrewd oper-
ator bought the whole five hundred tons from the ignorant
Upjohn for a song. Furthermore, the song was extremely

old.

When Mackerel returned home he thought of his flask
and his curiosity finally got the best of him, so he decided
to open it up. He pried the stopper loose and extracted
it from the mouth of the flask.

What do you imagine popped out of the flask? An
Arabian Geni? . . . Nope, it was a small vial. He un-
corked the vial, and . . . No Geni this time either. It
was a small plastic capsule. He pulled the capsule apart
and found a small rolled piece of paper. He unrolled the
vellowed paper and reading the ancient writing scrawled
on it, possibly written centuries before. It said: “SUCK-
ER!” He was about to throw it away when he noticed a
postscript which read: “P.S. I was only kidding. The
stopper is hollow. Look in there.”

He examined the stopper. Sure enough! There was a
small cap on it. He unscrewed it and a puff of smoke
filled the room. The smoke soon formed a solid mass in
the shape of a huge giant. Yes, the long-awaited Geni
had appeared. He had light brown hair so Mackerel knew
he was the genuine article. The Geni stood there with his
arms folded and said, “Master, your wish is my com-
mand.”

Mackerel rubbed his hands together and cried, “Big
Deal! Big Deal!” Then he related the story of his tran-
saction with Codd. “You know, Gene,” he said, “I ex-
pected to get more out of it than I did.”

“Mackerel, you poor fish,” said the Geni. “Codd pulled

the wool over your eyes. In fact, you have been taken.”
“No! T can’t believe it,”

“Sorry, old boy. I hate to disillusion you about some
of your fellow mortals, but some people will stop at
nothing to make an extra buck. No ethics at all. I once
knew a guy who dipped sparrows in peroxide and sold
them as canaries, reaping a tidy profit in the process

(continued on page 22)
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the city of
forgotten women

bob burkert

4800 miles from Timbuctoo, and 2873 miles from
Java-Java, low in a valley on the southern rim of the
eastern tip of the Northwest barrier, lies a small but
wierdly stimulating village, called Vanity. It has no
incorporation papers; it has no census taker. It is
Wisconsin’s City of Forgotten Women.

Here, ancient rites are exotically performed by the
allwoman population. The mirror reigns as deity
over this not-so-humble village, and all the inhabitants’
eyes revere it. Here, reality is fended off by pseudo-
reality and the female eye delights itself in pure Sensua
self-contemplation. Lipstick, mascara, finger-nail pol-
ish, permanent waves, deodorants, and falsies are the
disciples of the reigning god, Mirror, and every spring
the thousands of painted and preened villagers perform
their elaborate vanity rites before their god and its
disciples, and their three imported onlookers.

You scoff, you laugh, at this tale. But I know it is
true, for I am the only man to have ever escaped from
the annual spring swing-out sacrifice.

To fully satisfy their god and disciples these forgot
ten women must dance themselves energyless before
three males kidnapped from the outside world of Wis-
consin, and the reactions of the males weighed and
tested to see if the yeat’s reign of Vanity has been
successful. If so, and usually it is, the wide-eyed males
are thrown to Vanity’s equivalent of Hell, called Home,
which is a small ivy-covered cottage in which a pit of
deadly vipers is housed.

I had been a cosmetics salesman before my capture
by those pagans. But on a run through La Crosse after
a hard day, I stopped for a few snifters in an uptown
bar. Two bewitchingly beautiful girls at the far end of
the bar became familiar with me, and tried to pick m=
up. But mother had told me of moments like this, and
I was unyielding. Before I knew it, however, I was
whisked away to the City of Forgotten Women, a vic-
tim of a Mickey Finn, and two blond beauties.

It seems that we drove for days, and then, finally,
after a strange descent we came into a small barren
valley from which a heavy odor of Tabu perfume dif-
fused, and where, in the center was an entire village
built of old lipstick tubes, compacts, perfume bottles,
atomizers, and mirrors confronted me. How it glit-
tered and danced in the late sunlight. I noticed then,
with my blindfold removed, that the beauties had
donned black, heavy robes, obscuring everything but
their heads which were heavily painted. Suddenly,
what sounded like thousands of telephones began clang-
ing and ringing, and I was dragged by several blond
and buxom Amazons onto a large hill made of powder

puffs from which clouds of perfumed powder sprang
into my face almost blinding me, and renewing my
asthmatic cough. There, I was lashed to a stake with two
other males both as frightened as L.

Perfume was sprayed about us, lit by permanent wave
irons, and the festival began! Through the flames we
could see painted, gaudy Amazons lash wildly about
to the wild strains of Frankie Laine and Stan Kenton
records. The music pressed on all night and when
dancers dropped from exhaustion, freshly preened and
painted ones leaped into their places. At about 3:00
in the morning after hours of continual prancing
about, the last dancer dropped and the festival was
over.

We saw, then, approaching us, about forty gor-
to hate. When they grew near it, they gnashed their
teeth and snarled like animals.

The door was opened and we saw the pit below us,
filled with hissing snakes. The first man was pushed in
screaming, while the painted females laughed hysterical-
ly, which as I sit here reliving this, reminds me for all
the world of a sorority hen party. The second man
tried to break loose but he was soon surrounded by
Amazons armed with sharpened eyebrow tweezers.

In the confusion of his attempted escape, I, for a
moment, went unnoticed. I dug into my pockets and
found twenty tubes of the new indelible lipstick. Would
my plan work? I began my dime store sales talk and
they turned to me, quieted for the moment, their large
maybellined eyes, staring, puzzled. I shouted to them
of the wonders of this new lipstick, and was just about
to demonstrate it upon a seemingly willing Amazon in
the front row, when cries of ‘“‘throw the snake to the
vipers” came from my now jealous male companion
from powder puff hill, now ignored in the back row.

The women, awakened, began advancing on me. I
turned to run, but I was facing the pit of the deadly
vipers. The women pushed close to me. What to do . . .
but throw the indelible lipsticks over the side into the
pit, and then dive to the ground while the stamped-
ing, hypnotized, kicking, writhing pack of Amazons
surged over me, mesmerized by their last sacrifice to
Vanity and their god, Mirror. My green-eyed friend
had gone over the pit's edge with the females, and I
was left alone in the village, now quiet except for the
distant wail of a Perry Como record and the noise-

lessly shimmering light on the mirrored, compact, lip-
stick houses.

I now cautiously inspected the strange and deserted
houses, and, to my astonishment, found that every hut

had a diploma from the University of Wisconsin hang-

ing on its walls. They all read from the year 1976 up-
wards . . . to 2001. I sat down, knees quivering from
my ordeal. An asthmatic cough again seized me, and
powder wheezed out of me as I breathed. This revela-
tion; how could it be? How was this entry into another
time belt accomplished? I was conscious through my
entire trip from La Crosse.

I imagine then, for it’s quite hazy now, that I got
up and scattered the buckets of Chanel No. 5 that
were sitting in the square, around the village, lighted
them and left the once shimmering, now blazing vil-
lage . . . to return to La Crosse and tell the world
of my discovery of the City of Wisconsin’s Forgotten
Women, who were all Wisconsin gradautes.



from Milwaukee . . .

wmdw ?m&#ﬂ 18 yrs. old . . . freshman . . .

pre-journalism . . .
(Photo by DeLonge) fix wnters
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Kindergarten Teacher: “Lets all draw what we’d like
to be when we grow up.”

At the end of twenty minutes every kid handed in a
paper except little Butch.

“Why, Butch,” remonstrated his teacher, “isn’t there
anything you want to be when you grow up?”

“Sure, Teacher,” replied Butch, “I want to be married,
but I don’t know how to draw it.” —Gargoyle

* ¥ ¥*

The hillbilly, with a dizzy blonde hanging on his arm,
took the pen handed him by the hotel clerk and signed
the register with an X. With a thoughtful look on his face,
he hesitated, then circled the X.

“A lot of people sign with an X” said the clerk, “but
this is the first time I've ever seen one circled.”

“Tain’t nuthin so dadburn strange about it,” replied
the hayseed. “When I'm a runnin’ around with wild
women, I don’t use my right name.”

¥* 3 *

Employer to beautiful blonde who has just filled in
job application. “Miss Jones, under ‘Experience’ try to
’7 29

be a little more specific than just ‘Oh Boy!
* * *®

I serve a purpose in this school
On which no man can frown.

I gently enter into class

And keep the average down.

—VooDoo

Welcome New Students!
Hello Old Students!

THE CUBA CLUB

o

- 3

Playground of the Big Ten
3416 University Ave. Dial 3-3979 |

SNARK RAVING MAD —

(continued from page 6)

out equipment from the vast stockpiles of the house. He
said things like periscopes, telescopes (which can be at:
tached to periscopes), cameras (which can be attached
to the telescopes already linked up with periscopes) and
similar weapons of science meant taking an unfair ad-
vantage of the innocent girl.

This was surely love, but it was a hopeless one. For
house rule No. Seven stated:

RULE 7. Relations of any kind with the girls next
door are forbidden. If she dates any snark house resi-
dent, she’ll know what kind of derogatory characters live
here and hence be cautious and suspicious about the
house.

Chalkie didn’t dare break that house rule for the
penalty was eviction and if he couldn’t live in snark house
he might as well milk zebras on a prison farm.

And so his grades went down, even “Figure Drawing.”
He had another “But gee whiz I'm trying so hard” session
with his advisor and began to wonder how snarking
would be in the army. Perhaps he could be a sniper
with a telescopic sight on his rifle.

A month later he was gelting a bit tired with his usual
snark. Chalkie wanted novelty, so he sent Show-girl an
exploding cigar wrapped as a belated Christmas present.
Although it wasn’t her usual brand, she lit it up. Chalkie
gleefully waited for the big bang.

But then the housemother came in. Seeing one of her
darling innocent girls smoking a big black stogie had
quite an effect on the 98 year old housemother. She
fainted and bounced a couple times on the linoleum. So
Show-girl set her cigar on the ashtray and slung the old
H.M. over her shoulder and dumped her into the hall.
She immediately went out for a beer to recover from the
effects of touching a housemother.

Soon the untended cigar exploded and knocked over a
bottle of gin which promptly flared up with a fiery pufl.

Chalkie didn’t know what to do. Letting the house
burn down would spoil the snarking, but if he did call
the firemen the girls would know someone had been
watching.

Love for Show-girl formed his decision. He called the
Madison Fire Department and said in a high falsetto,
“Help! this is GOTTA LOTTA SHO sorority. Qur house
is on fire!”

After Show-girl’s room was thoroughly washed by a
three inch hose under two hundred pounds of pressure,
Chalkie received a summons from the house judicial com-
mittee. Seems as if he disobeyed house rule No. Five.

5. It is unlawful to do anything which might give the
house publicity. Even if the girls snark on us, they shall
not be reported to the U.

He was tried and convicted of unsnarksman-like con-
duct and was given maximum sentence—eviction.

Chalkie was a sad man that night. Snarking to him was
even a grealer love than his love for Show-girl. It was
life itself. Eviction meant the plebian snarking of fra-
ternities, or even the cruder style of independent men.

As he was walking up Langdon reviewing his sorrows.
Chalkie saw Show-girl walking toward him. How could
he introduce himself to her? She didn’t know him from
Adam’s apple. He felt that the standard techniques of
making a girl’s acquaintance wouldn’t work on Show-
girl. If he admitted snarking on her she’d consider him
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as a form of life somewhat lower than moss or asparagus.

So he walked right by her.

And she slapped his face.

“Stuck up,” she screamed, half crying.

“What?” protested Chalkie, shocked.

“After snarking on me for all these months you have
the gall to ignore me!”

“Me? Snark?” he cried indignantly. “That’s an insult
on my character.” It was an insult alright, but it injured
his reputation as a snarker more than his character.

So the story came out. The one way property of his
snark window could change. The person on the dark
side sees the one on the bright side, so Show-girl could
see Chalkie when his center light was shining.

“I thought we’ve been trading snarks,” said Show-girl.

So Chalkie was happy. Love was his—he could date
Show-girl now. Show-girl told the fellows at snark house
she’d alert the rest of the girls if Chalkie was evicted, so
he still snarks through the same window.

But Chalkie is still flunking everything, including figure
drawing. Apparently a man in love can’t study the things
books offer, especially when his girl lives so close by.

why continue 1o snark through At
old fashioned dirty glasses when | 7
snavk juice will clean them to3
gparkling lustre n seconds ? .
why net stavt now... use snavk |\
Juice for 30 days and if you arent
satisfied give us your vroom number
and we'll call for the
unused portion, Look for the
big blood-shot gye on the box.

W SALE AT THE INTERFRATERNITY OFFICE

I WAS A DELTA —
(continued from page 10)
the S-Bomb could destroy.

Matty Quvetchick was the first prominent IFer to ask
to join DAD’s. He was allowed to join because it would
have looked too suspicious if they blackballed him. Also.
the MHA masterminds realized that Matty might make a
valuable tool if he was kept under constant scrutiny. His
door was kept locked every evening, but his window was
purposely left unlocked. An MHA counter-espionage agent
followed Matty every evening. :

But the DAD’s one vice failed them on that fatal night.
The MHA Dorm Duke campaign was in progress that
evening. The DAD’s being dorm men at heart, rushed
back to the dorm area to witness the Dorm Duke Finals.
They kept a man on guard at the DAD house, but the
temptation was too great. He wanted to see the finals,
also. He sneaked up the escalator in an hour and locked
Matty’s window. That one slip spelled the downfall of
the MHA conspiracy.

Matty Quvetchick was tired after our long interview and
I bid him farewell. He has asked me to deliver one re-
quest to the general public. He is a very tired man and
needs some rest, so please do not pay any visits to him
for a few weeks. His doctor has ordered complete rest
and relaxation.

And you know, Mendota isn’t such a bad place after all.

RR JULCE

The
CLASSIC
LOAFER!

Available in Antiqued Red,
Green, Brown, Oxblood

$995

Headquarters For Men’s and Ladies’
College-Type Footwear

COLLEGE BOOT SHOP

614 State St. On the Campus

§ gfw&\

Radio IS OUR Business
NOT A SIDELINE

® RECORDERS
Tape and Wire

® RECORD PLAYERS
All Three Speeds

® ATTACHMENTS
33 and 45 RPM

® TELEVISION AND RADIO SETS
Large and Small

Sales and Service

EVANS

| RADIO REPAIR SERVICE

720 UNIVERSITY AVE.
Phone 5-7294
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“When they talk about steak, they mean

LESKE'S

We honestly believe you can’t buy a finer steak
in Madison than those served daily in
the dining room of Leske’s

In
TO GET TO LESKE'S N
BY BUS TAKE :
THE FAIR OAKS BUS dils
Leske’s

Next time, for really good steak, at the most reasonable prices,

try

LESKE'S STEAK HOUSE

2827 ATWOOD AVE. DIAL 4-6853

Since Remodeling . . .

We offer our patrons unsurpassed dining facilities . . .
in luxurious surroundings either for leisurely enjoyment
or a quick meal.

- This enjoyment is enhanced by Free Parking from 4:30
P.M. till closing Monday thru Friday and all day Sunday.

In addition to our bountiful display of good food, in the
Cafeteria counter, we specialize in Chicken in the Rough
served on our new balcony or to take out.

DAVIDSON CAFETERIA

117 MONONA AVENUE

Between Our State Capitol and the Post Office

notes
on contributors

Yeary Belfurd was only four years
old when he scribbled his first word
on a lavatory wall. Much of his early
work has been sponged out by prig-
gish janitors. For the last two years
Mr. Belfurd has been writing for such
little magazines as the New Yorker,
Saturday Evening Post, Cosmopolitan,
and the Weekly Reader. With “Scan-
dalous Zoo™ appearing in this month’s
Octopus, Mr. Belfurd makes his debut
in the big time publications. “Scan-
dalous Zoo,” which is representative
of the author’s mature work, must
be read with an open mind in order
to penetrate beneath the surface crust
of vulgarity and obscenity. For here.
underlying it all, is the tender, poign-
ant tale of a young girl in love with
a zookeeper who believes himself to
be the only ink-stained wombat in
captivity. These characters, their tri-
umphs and tribulations are sensi-
tively portrayed by the hand of on
inveterate psycopath.

Marcel Chatauex was born in 1921
and has remained in Paris all his life.
He has been active in politics, and
was the founder of a non-virgin club.
He says he enjoys his club work in-
tensely, but it is terribly time consum-
ing. Only occasionally does Mr. Cha-
tauex find time from his outside ac-
tivities and full time job in a pop-
corn ball factory to write such highly
personal poems as “What Has Hap-
pened Since?” We have published
this poem by the popular request of
Mr. Chatauex’s club members.

Marian Cherry, one time chorus
girl and member of the United Na-
tions, has published much of her
work in the Boilermakers’ Journal.
Recently, however, from her hospital
bed she mailed us a timely article of
outstanding interest to Octopus read-
ers. This article, dealing with pre-
marital relationships, is entitled “I
Was Young and Foolish in a Ford.”
Miss Cherry’s plans for the future are
uncertain but she says it takes her
mind off the cares of the world to
knit little things. It was Miss Cherry,
incidentally, who first discovered the
merits of a beer shampoo.

“Gimme a kiss like a good girl.”

“All right, but if 1 give you one

like a naughty girl youll like it
better.”



editor’s
brown

study

Greetings, Octy readers, you fiends,
you. Hold your collective breath. You
are now trembling on the threshold
of the most thrilling event of vour
college career.

Before your dazzled eyes an editor
is born; an editor who will dedicate
this somewhat periodical to the prop-
osition that all men are created free
and equal, but somewhere along the
line they are subjugated to the level
of cringing slaves.

Who causes this degeneracy? Wo-
men, Son, women. By ruthless ex-
ploitation of the Old Debil, S-E-you-
knowwhat, they lead you poor saps
around by the schnozolla like so many
water buffalo.

But lift up thine eyes, Samson-
Without-Muscle, the day of liberation
is at hand. A genius who has sub-
limated himself above all this will
free your hair from the grasp of
these campus Delilahs. Just read this
mag from now on and you will know
the Truth, with a capital BS, about
the Unfair Sex.

Just be sure you are over twenty-
one, or that you hold your house-
fellow’s hand while reading Octy
from now on.

And be sure and get your issues
early, because if, after they appear
on the stands, WSGA doesn’t ban
hell out of us, Pan-Hell will.

But don’t get scared. I'm not all
bile and vinegar. Just to show that
my heart’s in the right place, I want
to take this opportunity to thank last
year’s staff for all the kicks we had
working together, especially, my pre-
decessor, Bob Burkert, who broke
me in for my present position.

A tearful au revoir to departing
Octy staff members: Business Man-
ager Jack Boughton, Editorial Advis-
or Karl Meyer, Associate Editor Ar-
nie Balk, Cartoon Editor Laurie Lake
(even if she is a girl), Photographer
Al Saltzman, and staff members Marti
Fried (also female — but a “good”
one) and Ken Knauf. Good luck to
all of you, wherever you may be.

A joyous welcome back to the old

THE

WISCONSIN

stand-bys, who, evidently having got-
ten Octopus blood in their veins, are
back for another year with us: Bob
Burkert, now serving as editorial ad-
vhisor, Executive Editor George Ron-

sholdt, Associate Editor Don White

and staff member Mary Schwenker. '

(Miss Schwenker, I am told, is a girl,
but the rest of the staff sneaked her
in before I could do anything about
it).

And a special welcome to three
new Octy men: Art Editor “Hopa-
long” Ken Eichenbaum, Photogra-
pher Burt Gellman, and staff mem-
ber Jack Steinhilber. T know that you
will enjoy your stay with us.

I'd like to extend a warm thank
vou for all their cooperation in the
past to the faculty members of our
Board of Directors: Dean Theodore
Zillman, Professor Frank Thayer and
Student Financial Advisor Ray Hil-
senhoff.

Over on the business side, con-
gratulations to new Business Manag-
er Gordy Kaasa and Director of Ad-
vertising Bill Barney.

Last, but far from least, let me
welcome once more to the well-
thumbed (I hope) pages of the Octy,
its most important associate, you,
Dear Reader. You will find in this,
and succeeding issues, many new
ideas. I hope you will enjoy them,
bhut whether you do or don’t, let us
know. In either case, we’ll be inter-
ested in hearing from you.

If you happen to be interested in
working for the Octy, either in the
business or editorial departments,
drop in on us any time. We're in the
Hut between the Union and the Y.
And if you have any contributions,
drop them off either at the Hut or
the Information Desk at the Union.

A great big thank you to Ken Eich-
enbaum and our Illinois U. corres-
pondent, Hershey Post, without whose
able assistance this issue would not
have been able to hit the stands.

And, before closing, here is a warn-
ing to the Cardinal. After years of
being insulted with your banalities,
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with the exception of one certain
column, we will not take lightly your
adding insult to injury and defying
us by putting at your head a—girl!!
Them ain’t kilts Jean Matheson wears,

Laddie.

Co-ed: “T'll never marry a man
who snores.

Mother: “Yes, but be careful how
you find out.”

* #* *

Did you ever stop to think what
might have happened to American
History if the British soldiers at
Bunker Hill had had bloodshot eyes?

* ¥* *

The poor man on the stand was
accused of a double murder. He had
pleaded guilty to both of the slay-
ings, and the prosecutor was ques-
tioning him as to his motives. “Well,”
the prosecutor was saying, “it’s fair-
ly obvious that the motive for the
first murder was robbery. But I can’t
see just why you stabbed the second
man.”

“Well,” said the defendant, “I had
to hide the knife, didn’t 1?”

#* * *

“Darn it, leftovers again,” said the
cannibal as he gnawed on the old
maid.

always ask for

faverbach

CB

The Campus
Brew

the ever-popular

campus favorite

Fauerbach Brewing Co.
Madison, Wis,
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‘Zephyr mist’

Cardigan 6.95
Long sleeve slip-over 5.93
Short sleeve slip-over 4.95

The girl who knows sweaters knows “Zephyr
Mists” and rates them tops. She knows
they are knit of the finest 100% virgin-wool
yarns by Garland, most skillful of
sweater manufacturers, and master-dyed by
Bernat. She buys them in preference to others
because these outstanding sweaters are
unequalled (even at higher price ranges) in
beauty, in value, in wear. She knows,
too, from former experience, that money
‘invested in “Zephyr Mists” mecns more
sweater satisfaction — builds a smarter basic,
year round wardrobe. Sizes 34-40,

Yost's On the Campus — 710 State

@G OIRIUES
TRUTH IS STRANGE —

(continued from page 15)

. . . There, there now. Don’t cry, we'll fix everything
up. Let’s see a copy of that song you got from Codd.”
Mackerel tearfully handed him the song. “Gad, how
can we make this song popular and get even with Codd?
Let me see.” The Geni thought and thought and finally
got a bright idea. “Mackerel, you wait right here and old

Gene will take care of everything.!”

#* #* *

Qur scene changes. In an office in Tokyo, a man in an
army uniform is sitting at his desk intent on his work.
We notice he is wearing sun glasses although he is out
of the sunshine, and he has a corn-cob pipe in his
mouth. This tells us that he is a general. We see the Geni
appear behind him and whisper in his ear. The man looks
up but isn’t aware of anyone else in the room. He
thinks for a minute, then begins writing a letter. The
Geni smiles and vanishes.

Time passes and our scene again changes. This time
it is in Washington and this man is also a famous letter
writer. He is obviously perturbed about something, We
hear him mumbling the letters “S.0.B.” over and over
to himself. The Geni appears and whispers in his ear.
The man reaches for a phone. The Geni smiles and van-
ishes.

More time passes and the scene is the Congress of the
United States. The general is on the rostrum addressing
the assembled gentlemen and the radio audience. The
speech is nearing the end. “ . . . an old barrack-room
ballad, which stated: ‘Old soldiers never die, they just
fade away’ ... "

Immediately, recording companies began searching for
this old song to cash in on the bonanza. Copies were pub-
lished, records were sold by the thousands, dance bands
and disk jockeys all over the country plugged it, and it
became the sensation of the nation. And who owned the
song? Well, as strange as it may seem, the song that
Mackerel J. Upjohn received for his fish was “Old Sol-
diers Never Die.”

But our story doesn’t end there. It happened that there
was a flaw in the copyright which Codd, (that lovable
old character) had placed there to make sure that if the
song ever did become a success, he could reclaim it as his
own. As a result, Codd made another million, and poor,
down-trodden, broken-hearted Mackeral Upjohn died -in
poverty. And as for the Geni . . . Did he just fade away?
Hell, no. The doublecrosser is now serving as financial
advisor of the Herring J. Codd Co., Inc., TRUTH 1S
STRANGER THAN FICTION.

He: “They had to shoot poor old Fido today.”
She: “Was he mad?”

He: “He wasn’t any too pleased.”
* * *

Collector: “Is your husband home?”

Blonde: “Why?”

Collector: “I want to collect the installment on that
sofa.”

Blonde: “Shhh; he’ll be gone in a few minutes.”

#* * *

Gather your kisses while you may,
For time brings naught but sorrow.
The girls that are so cold today,
Are chaperones tomorrow,



coming
attractions

Watch for the September issue of
the Octopus, the most widely unread
magazine in the country. In it you
may find:

(1) The shocking true confessions
of a lady sheepherder whose flock is
reduced to a mere handful by her in-
satiable appetite for lanolin. There
are numerous love affairs in this im-
passioned tale which takes a turn for
the surrealist. But in the end the
shepherdess, armed only with an um-
brella and an old sweat shirt, routs a
stampeding herd of gila monsters all
done in technicolor.

(2) A “How-to-do-it-yourself” fea-
ture that explains at great length the
correct procedure for catching fish
with your baited breath.

(3) The lyrics for a new song hit
by Oscar Hamelstein, entitled: “My
Mother Was a Red Until She Got
Those Old Barfly Blues.”

(4) Defying extreme danger and
expending many feet of infra-red film,
our research department has come
up with an informative picture es-
say, called “The Nocturnal Love Life
of the Student.” Techniques illus-
trated in this essay may be exploited
to great advantage.

(5) A follow-up article to the fore-
going essay is the long article by a
certain anonymous and unlicensed
doctor in the big city who has helped
many an erring young maiden. The
addresses and price lists of other
specialists in this field are included
in the article. Very helpful to sorority
girls.

(6) An enlighteninginterview
with a seven year old, one Georgie
Clark, who describes in great detail
how his second grade teacher is ac-
customed to change into a great
winged monster with scales. Georgie
vividly tells how smoke and flames
issue from her mouth as she flys out
in the full of the moon to suck blood
from the throats of poor little school
children. This interview places the
deplorable condition of our school
system squarely before the public
with uncompromising frankness.

The most observant person was the
historian who noticed Lady Godiva
had a horse with her.

THE WISCONSIN OCTOPUS

23

More
Beer
Sold
Here
Than

Anywhere!

Enjoy it by the
Pitcher, Glass,
or Bottle
at the

CAMPUS INN

531 STATE STREET

the
WISCONSIN
UNION

offers . . .

Music

Theater

Art

Dances

Films

Forums

(Games

cnd Dining . .

to make
your University
your home
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23 E. MAIN
On the Square

T llers

WOMEN’S APPAREL

« Dresses « Sportswear

« Coats « Underwear

« Suits « Hosiery

Style Without Extravagance

CAMPUS
PUBLISHING
COMPANY

Student Owned

823 UNIVERSITY AVE. DIAL 5-5759

OCTOPUS
THE

ILL

GOOD OR ILL

As I survey thee, wondrous mound
Which bards have styled the “Hill”

The will to climb thee—Bascom crowned
(Leaves me slightly ill)

Though Alpine peaks I've never seen

I know you're equaled not

When summer clothes thy side in green
(And makes thy climbing hot)

Suntmer school brings many joys
For lawyer, yes, and plumber

but scaling this high mountain, boys
Is the hardest work all summer.

But we would miss the lovely view
If we would lose our high plateau
For sweet advantages accrue:

We pass friend John each year or so.

Winter lets each student slide,

In postcards Madison is viewed,

While Lincoln’s eye sweeps far and wide.
Distracted not by pulchritude.

These attributes all stir my soul!
I must not let more time elapse
Before 1 start this lovely stroll
(Courage, I must not collapse.)

By martial strains my will to scale
At Music Hall renewed

In haste I must keep on the trail
To nose bleed altitude.

Here is “Law” where students park
(Prestige it doth connote)

“Our Badger,” I must here remark,
“Should be the Navy’s Goat.”

And now South Hall in joy is passed
Though it be some time later

I can not help but think how fast
Would be an escalator.

At last I end the weary climb
My glorious goal attained—
Ten minutes more of talking time
On Bascom steps is gained!
—Mel Wade



Don't Miss
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And buy your next year’s subscription now!
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WISCONSIN OCTOPUS
MEMORIAL UNION
MADISON 6. WIS.
Here's my $1.75 for 8 issues cf Octy and my share
of college humor in 1851-52,
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Straat/ls e TN - Tv - s e e

Cityrel Joaipa - e v o Stater SO e o

Tohn: “What has 68 legs, green eyes, and a pink body
with purple stripes?”

Joan: “I don’t know. What?”

John: “I don’t know either, but you’d better pick it
off your neck.”

= et —_ -
Henry Wiggins, on learning that the beautiful fresh-
man he met last year is now entering maternity hospital.

Imported Yarns!
Full Fashioned!

Cashmere

In the colors you want — including white,
beige and gray. In the styles you demand
with that beautifully finished, double loop
neckline. The prices are most reasonable
for sweaters as fine as these. See them.

Short Sleeve Slipon — 14.95
— 16.95
Long Sleeve Cardigan — 17.95

Long Sleeve Slip-on
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-Y)u have to get up early in the morning to put one over on this
cock-of-the-walk! When it came to making “quick-trick” experiments
of cigarette mildness, he stated flatly, “That’s strictly for clucks”!
How ’ya going to keep ’em down on the farm—when they know
there’s one convincing way to prove cigarette mildness!

It’s the sensible test . . .the 30-day Camel Mildness Test, which
simply asks you to try Camels as a steady smoke—on a day
after day basis. No snap judgments. Once you’ve enjoyed Camels
for 30 days in your “T-Zone” (T for Throat, T for Taste),

you’ll see why...

After all the Mildness tests .. .

Camel leads all other brands by billions
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