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Why, the happy, carefree youth on the left, of 

course! He bought his school supplies at the 

Co-op and is looking forward to the time when 

he can retire on his cash rebate. You, too, can 

enjoy life as he does by trading at the Co-op. | 
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weightless, colorful and rare . . . fashioned 'f Z Ay| VN . 

with the traditional skill of the Scottish Mi, Yr. 
craftsmen, Braemar, Lyle & Scott, Pringle and : Ng 

Barrie. In a wide color range to complement Ces ts : 

your Fall ensemble. >. ate “ 

aR 
Fine sweaters are a specialty of —— ., pe © 

the Tweed Shop. — eee “It is for my mouth forever. 
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‘ : Our Wreeders Wright 
Boost Wisconsin 

ee Dear Sir, 
: Your article on McKinley’s assassination was, to my 

College Stationery mind, a farce. If you would pay more attention to detail 
W-Blankets and less to sensationalistic brick-a-brack ee ee 

Paps tion would gain in merit, | am sure. And another thing; 
Sweat Shirts if Sees isn’t done soon, I hear that there will be 

T Shirts a competitive publication on campus called the Robin, 

Beer Mugs or the Blue-Jay, or something like that. As a last warning, 
: : I suggest that you fix your eye on a bright journalistic 

Wisconsin Jewelry star and thither repair forthwith. 
Souvenir Animals ae : 

eae Indignantly, 
Fighting Badgers Henry Ford 

Photo Albums Ed. Wow. goliy gee, gosh-a-mickle, yes. 

Scrap Books | ; ° 
Pennants 

Decals Dear Sirs: 
ib I thought the stories in your last issue were lousy. 

| Bibs Why can’t you hire good story writers who can write 
= with exuberance, description, pathos; who know how to 

make the reader hang on every word with expectance 
NO eee and relish; who delight in the subtle twist of the sonnet 

and the flowing majesty of Steinbeck? It just so happens 
4 that I am such a writer. If you are in need of me, as I 

Brown S Book Shop Inc know you are; if you want me to save your publication 
i . from the inevitable pits of doom toward which it is 

— Two Locations —— headed; if you have any kindness at all toward a starving 
673 State Sireet 712 State Street patron of the arts, I await. 

Friendly, Courteous Service Geoffrey Herringbarrel 
Ss Greenwich Hamlet, Ia. 

: =o Ed: Thanks just the same Jeff, but Octy has a tradition 
ieee treet) gee ayy | to.uphold, you know. 

| : 

BADGER TAVERN |" How’s' my little sweetie pie today? Why didn’t you 
Y call last night? I waited until ten thirty for you and 

then Ted came over. I knew you weren't coming then 
so we went to the Bells and had a coke. He was real 
nice, but he told me that you had been run over by a 
truck that morning. I hepe you are all right. He said 

| that you would be in the hospital for at least three 
| 7 ] 4 0 7 months, so I made dates with him until New. Years Eve. 

I'm saving that night for you. I hope you will be alright 
by then. It’s funny though, I mean that about you being 
run over in the morning and I know I saw you that 

UNIVERSITY AVEN UE same afternoon. I guess Ted was a little mixed up. 
Get well quick Darling, 

Lulu 
Ed: But— but— but— 

e 

| Hiya: 
: Jeez hey, all the kids on the block went ape over the 

last mag. I mean downright ape. We all think it’s the 
greatest and we want more skin. I mean it’s real crazy cool 

| now but all of us especially me and Freddie want more 
skin. I mean I’ve always heard that University women 
are the wildest and they really dig life. You dug Life 

, ae last year too didn’t you? Ha ha. That’s a joke. Prett 
ee eae tC cLy cool huh? But anyway let’s have more saan aA 

more skin. 

G’bye hey, 
: FED peal Hep Catt, Mil-wis.
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Pupil—My little sister ate some sme“ HOT OFF THE GIRDLE Teacher—Croquette? 

Pupil—No, but she’s very sick. 
x x * on 

“Heh! Heh! look, mad: 
ee ee Want To Play Tex? 

* oO *® 

ee aay ee ‘ : If I’m studying when you come ee ee Prof.: Now who 

letter $rom his wife saying that be. a Cae eae 
cause of the war she would have to * * * A HP. De Ard: SS made all the ‘ 

dig the garden herself. “Bridget, Two lunatics were playing a ats al reservations? 

eee me dig oe wrote Jittle game. “What have I got here?” : Class: Roosevelt. 

af BES UES Ne Sue aa asked one with his hands cupped. A.H.P.: And who made the for- 
The letter was duly censored and “Three nav atrol bombers,” — ests, streams and trees? 

in a short time soldiers came and eae sere te P , Class: God. : 

dug up the garden from end to end. The first one looked carefully A.H.P.: Damn Republicans. 
Bridget, worried over the inci- into his hands. “Nope.” 

dent, wrote to Pat, asking what she “The Empire State Building?” - * * 
should do. Pat s reply was short and “Nope.” Two little girls were leaving Sun- 
to the point: “Put in the spuds. “The Philadelphia Symphony or- day school. One turned to the other 

* * * chestra?” and asked, “How far did you get 

I cheer I wish a wasleader, The first one looked into his today?” 
instands the all of front. hands again and said slyly, “Who’s “Pm studying original sin,” the 

I cheer I wish a wasleader, conducting?” second replied. 

to hands my wave and grunt. ore ey “Humph,” | said the first, “I’m 

But cheerleader be I never will, Thirty days hath Septober Bose eelempipe: 
for neasons rot unknown. April, June and no wonder © * - 

I illable get the wrong sylalways All the rest eat peanut butter They laughed when I stood up to 
upmixed in my T-zone. Except grandmother sing—how did I know I was under 

—Banter She drives the Buick. the table? 

SSRN SEES | 

_ Wednesday Eve. 9:30-12:30 _ 

| DOME CITY 4 © 
- . 
| eee SS SS 

. Don‘ ° _ Don’t Miss 

| _THE CAMPUS BEAT. 
oy _ All the news that's fit to hear! _ 

one _ 2:45 Thursday —WISC 

1 ound ; “a P 537 
amburgers Sate 

street 

———————— — oe 0 ————[“«_—“$—s=${00®"—@o(“$
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ee 
o inner to a 

- LT wa ba KING'S tate... | DON'T BE 

ire QUEEN'S, too, | 
- os READING THESE 

AT THE LARK 2250 UNIVERSITY AVE. | 
Parking At the Rear of A.and P. Lot | 

Recommended by Duncan Hines | Anyone can play bridge, but it 
ANE cad ate a SANE Pe tr NP ee takes a cannibal to throw up a hand. 

STUDENT SPECIALS ae 
Make Your Car A For Easier Starts 

Homecoming Beauty This Winter | 

WAX & WASH MOTOR TUNE-UP | Said the rooster as he placed the 
ostrich egg in front of the hen, “I 

sg” ui | ain’t complainin’, now, but I just 
| wanted you to see the kind of work 

they’re doin’ in some parts of the 
SPROULE'’S | world.” 

632 University Ave. Phone 5-5613 | ; : 

Gy Ss € i When the beautiful model asked 
} i o her boy friend if he was sure it 

” | v () was she and not her clothes he was 
’ | LA Hees in love with, he replied: “Test me, 

| bs | ‘ : darling.” 

WOMEN'S | : 2 y 
GENERAL PHYSICAL i 

| L., iL ee 
Se we Hl : E 8h - 

“Shay lishen, lady, you’re the 
homeliest woman I ever saw.” 

he, “Well, you’re the drunkest man 
{ Bs 2 me I ever saw.” 

a S esa - \ “I know lady, but I'll get over it 
8 ! : | 4 \ in the morning.” 

iy [f Ss a 

: a WOMENS | | Sr ace ae 
/ i GENERAL PAYSICAL 

e : Old Lady: “You don’t chew to- 
RPTTENNOrcy ‘ bacco do you, little boy?” 

i a Little boy: “No ma’am, but I 
could let you have a cigarette.”
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i. fi by & | ey é 
Le \ | =f 

ae Me |. 
SF ied Come on now, Horace. 

\ \ i ) ey U7. 

es . 7S AY, a yh < ss Prt , x \ P . It's time to go home and 
| i we fF J \E® Le | 
| pt be ar I a ) si 
a a - | write our story for the... 

Ba) os } WERO | C7 ghreree 

@ @ Octy Story Writing Coutest 

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN MODERN HISTORY 

THE OCTOPUS 1S OFFERING - 

For the three best stories each month. 

TAKE THE ADVICE OF Azisknoskwitz Zarfinsfarger 

ae 2 Write a 750-1200 word funny story. 

: E T Tear it up and write it over. 5 s D 

We R Try and find the OCTY office. oO D 
I Me I Oo 

up I Or OCTY’S mailbox at Union desk. T I 

T : ‘ Submit by Nov. 10th. T Z 

i : (this is no joke, folks)
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Breathe on this space 

MEN ON A 

for three minutes. 
DEAD MAN’S 

CHE ST If it turns brown, 

brush your teeth, 

Yo 

HO 

ABOVE SPACE SPONSORED BY 

HO e l e 

Silicon 
eT i; : oes and a e toothpaste with a personality 

BOTTLE OF NO. 1 Freshman 
. 

eaopu: ,.
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Go FT eh 5 > 6. ae’ Sl oa Ye 
“This is the fourth time you’ve “What color dress are you wear- Panting and perspiring, two Irish- 

gone back for cake. Aren’t you em- _ ing to the dance?” men on a tandem bicycle at last got 
barrassed?” “Brown, I guess. We’re © sup- to the top of a steep hill. 

“Nope. I keep telling them I’m posed to wear something to match “That was a stiff climb, Pat,” said 

getting it for you.” our date’s hair.” the first. 
“I don’t think I'll go.” “Sure, and it was that,” said Pat. 

x ok * “And if I hadn’t kept the brake 
x # OF 9 : on, we would have gone backward. 

“Mother, come here quickly!” : P 
“What's th pete, (eaCoP, Gals that sleep in black lace panties eee 
ee aus Ce ate we Seldom live in Third class shanties. 
Billy just ate all the raisins off "The tai eae 

TU REC RaDGRL pees e train came to a grinding stop 
y Pap and all the passengers were jolted 
gees He only drinks to calm himself. severely. 

His steadiness to improve. One nervous old lady approached 
First Young Matron: “I was mar- Last night he got so steady, the conducter and demanded to 

ried in blue to show my faithful- He couldn’t even move. know what happened. 
eee “Nothing much, madam, nothing 

Second Young Matron: “I was Tete much. We just ran over a cow.” 
married in white to show my pur- Betty’s back from Hollywood, “Was it on the tracks?” 
iy Escaping all its perils; “No madam,” th duct 

Third Young Matron: “I wore a Her reputation still is good— sighed. We chased her into the 
business suit, and what’s it to yah? No hits, no runs, no Errols. barn.”
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“First name?” asked an interviewer. You look as though you were poured into your dress. 
“Harry,” was the reply. Oh, thanks. 
“Hmmm. Last name?” But you shouldn’t have run over. 
“Truman.” * * * 

“Say,” said the interviewer, “that’s a pretty famous Some one has observed that it takes a student twenty 

name!” minutes longer to say what he thinks than to tell what 
“Tt oughta be,” piped the new cadet, “I was waterboy he knows. 

at Yoakum High for three straight years!” i: e e 
= * * “Honey, I love yo’ bathin’ suit.” 

After a tough fight, the bomber was approaching its “Sho’ nuff?” 
base. Just as the pilot over the intercom, was giving the “Tt sho’ does.” 
crew landing instructions, the engineer, in an agitated s A s 

tone, cut in: A sailor discovered, when he arrived home on leave, 
“Sir, we’re very low on fuel. And I’ve just discovered that his wife was expecting a baby at any moment. Im- 

our landing gear has been shot away. What’ll we do?” mediately he dispatched a microgram to his commanding 
The pilot thought a moment, then shouted back “All officer requesting an extension and explaining his reason. 

right you guys. We’re almost out of gas and we've lost His reply came quickly and consisted of the following 
our landing gear. So you’d better stick your feet out of message: “U.S.A.S.N. recognizes necessity of your pres- 

the bomb bay and start running like hell.” ence at laying keel. Considers your presence at launching 
superfluous.” 

* * * 

Because of his refusal to eat, the frantic mother had 
— taken her little son to the great psychiatrist, who coaxed 

LR ie the boy with every a pe in vain. Finally 
es D : Sy he said, “What would you like to eat?” 

(- a 2) ys “Worms,” was the calm reply. 
= Not to be outdone, the medico sent, his nurse out for 

L> Tt PS a plate full of the wrigglers. “Here,” he barked to the 
| Yh, @))) ." AWN 3 po boy. 

Heo QT NESS “T want them fried,” came the answer. 
a Wy hea The nurse did so and returned with the plate. 
o j tM “ ” oot KG q ay Re iae T only want one, said the food hater. 

pr the 4 SS ) The doctor got rid of all but one. “Now,” he exploded, 
lear] Nek ee ele: 

: 4) : al eG The boy protested, “You eat half.” 
ies Los Cea The doctor gagged the fried worm down, then he dan- 

ae A |——~ gled the remaining half in the little fellow’s face. The 
boy burst into loud tears. 

ja “What’s the matter now?” yelled the infuriated medic. 
Fy vex “You ate my half,” the little boy wailed. 

Ai * * * 

— “Hey! Where did you get that black eye!” 
“T got it for kissing the bride!” 
“For kissing the bride? But everyone kisses the bride.” 

“All right, let’s have another about face!” “I know, but this was two years after the ceremony.”
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By Edgar Allen-A-Dale Newton _ s%... . # 

The waiter at the Purple Sow set it in front of me. Cl. ee af - 

I listened to the band. The waiter scowled. I paid him and — . OO) ClCG 

he left. I raised the decanter to my lips and partook of . _ Pn hg _ 

the beverage. “So this is beer,” I remarked. “How ter- _ . : . se ge a em 

rible.” Yet all the other young people around me were =a ‘ne 
guzzling the stuff with gusto and seemingly enjoying it. I De ee 

took another swallow. 
“Sort of like aromatic turpentine,” I remarked in- Si 

wardly. But I am a person who never accepts a fact NO. 2 ephomonre 
without due experimentation. I thought that if all these 

other people were enjoying beer so much there must be BE Ti Snap SPR RG Loe Betta ola ang E Mie ee aa 

something to it after all. I drained my glass with a grim- 
ace and ordered another. The second and third went way it all tied in. Then I ate the table without salt. 

down somewhat easier and as I started on my fourth, I Everyone laughed at this and so I did too even if my 

noticed some friends from my home town. They were mother had often told me not to when my mouth was full. 

acting like I had never seen them act before. John had The pitcher had left and this was not right which all 

his hat on backwards and a feather between his teeth. added up to about three and two with two away. I 

“I’m a bird,” he shouted. Then he spilled beer down brought it back full. Then I filled the table and drank 

the front of his toga. “Better make that fish,” he giggled the girl across from me before the six glasses collided in 

and the girls around him laughed politely. a prosit. The train chugaluged down the aisle between 

I drained my fourth glass and wondered what had come three fingers of soda and an open door. To the tune of 

over John because he had always been such a quiet per- a reel, [| drank my necktie and waited for the glass to 

son before he had come to the University. I sat and untie itself but it didn’t so I drank it again. For four 
watched his disgraceful antics while he drank my sev- score and several beers this elegance forthwith. For- 

: enth and eighth beer. Then he reached for my lamp sooth for whom is sard to hay. A spoony risum. Rizum 
shade and took off the lid. It was very funny the way rizum rhizome rank, with a boom-a-lay. For he’s a jolly 
his next few beers slid down my throat. I could hardly good chug-a-lug. Whose a lug? Chug’s a lug. Whose 
feel it. Then I moved over and sat down with the crowd. Chug? Oh a nellow I fow. Neer’s all right for a start but 
They moved away from me but I was crafty and grabbed I don’t scare easy. Scareesy scaroser Scaramouche. | have 
the table as it swam by. Come to think of it, John did not lot a gong doze. The glass says diffident for my 
look like a fish. But not so much as I. “Let’s get a nose it wet in beer. A winge of good hill is beer. Poetical 
pitcher.” The bartender chased the pitcher over to our I do dates fedy. I glurped the room just in time for it to 
table and caught it just in time to set it down. I was leave at the twelve oh clok crocking of doom. It’s dark 
beginning to think that beer was not so all at bad. But in here and real lonesome but the numbness is gratifying 
this seemed silly at least at the time being. My glass to one in shy mape. Like on a neck. Of course it is im- 
filled it self. I drank it and spit out the beer. It tasted polite to make fun of a giraffe in this manner of aban- 
flat but not so much as the ceiling. I laughed at my joke donless wreckage. Which is you and me comdined. The 
but no one else did. They were too busy thinking of the Purple Sow, eh? Oh, K.
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I turned the record player up a Ay t 

notch and lay back, efi by ben ure 

the wailing magic of the saxaphone. = ae Ree 

Mabel sat at my side looking deep 
into my eyes. At length she spoke. “Pp Jy B ou 

“For crying out loud,” she said. ; 

“That ons like a sick cat we had 5 Hi armum . Popsepione rind 
out on our back porch one time, til 
pa fed it a hunk of poisoned liver. "Sh I N ee 
She really shut up then. Deader’n a © S O a 

mackeral. And stiff? Lordy, was that 
cat stiff. Pa was always handy at that But Little Did Said Persephone Know... 

sort of thing. Why in hell don’t you 
shut it off?” : : By Bye 

I gave Mabel a withering glance : os es ie i 
that told her just how little she knew when a gigantic tiger leaped from est?” asked Mabel who had become 

about life and the finer things there- the underbrush and fell upon one of thoroughly enthralled by this time. 

in. “Don’t you know what a wonder- the gun bearers. The maharaja and “As a matter of fact,” I answered, 

ful thing music is?” I asked her. Jason both emptied their guns at the “no. It seems the tiger was a Moslem 

“Haven't you ever heard that music tiger, but missed completely in the and detested the song. He devoured 

hath charm to sooth the savage semi-darkness. The situation seemed the entire company. But I see you 

beast?” hopeless. Then Jason had an inspir- miss my point. The thing to remem- 

“Breast corrected Mabel. ation. He whipped his little jiffy ber in this case is that it doesn’t al- , 

“15 this case ‘beast’ Let me tell washbasin from his tunic and began ways happen that way.” 

you about a very dear friend of mine. to play “Onward Christian Soldiers” “I don't get it,” said Mabel. : 

‘At the age of four he started beating softly. For a moment the tiger eyed “That’s all right,” I soothed. “I'll 

on a Washbasin. His mother ted to Dimi suspiciously, and then <- ae bet none of the readers will get it 

discourage him until she realized “And then slunk away into the for- either.” 

that he was playing distinct melo- ene 
dies. She quit taking in washing and : Se 

put the lad on the stage to make a 
living with his peculiar talent. He 
was an immediate success and his 
fame mounted steadily from that 
first day when he rendered a Can- 
tonese wharf song on his washtub. | ty, 
At the age of twelve, he gave a con- eee ; =) —— 

cert in Carnegie Hall, and by the Aanr | i ee b) ZF 

time he was eighteen he was traveling \ oe : ’ g 

abroad to entertain foreign digni- | Be =fy = oa oe 

laries. People everywhere were clam- | ee By /iietioreeay) a} 4 

oring for him. All over the world ! [I a ee al 

cries of ‘Hasten Jason, bring the tf é 

basin’ were thrown up. For that was Hi ey |i 

his name. Ses al i 

Well, one time Jason was entertain- [ F 

ing a maharaja in the heart of India, EE mi i 1 

and managed to remove the rubies (3 MI { | 

from his ears and navel long enough } | : 

to go on a hunting expedition as the oS eee geet 

maharaja’s guest. The maharaja, Ja- ae Pee ls 

son, and four gun bearers tramped all ea Pep is : iy, 

day through the nearly impenetrable 1 z= See ed DA 
: : : oe pec i 
jungle with no luck. Finally, as the pe SSS, or | 

sun was beginning to set, the troupe ih es! 
decided to turn back toward home. 
They had no more than headed back *. .. and Mom, please send my rubber sheet.” 

theta eg sn Be a 9 eee ee eee eee ee eee
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Measures 134” between eyeballs, 19 years and a junior in Psychology.
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WIN UNTOLD WEALTH AND | Home of that wonderful filet mignon — 

ACCLAIM! only $2.25 
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for this fabulously funny cartoon. | at the 
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your jocularity. ae 
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Oke: Line ne ee 
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aS 5 A a or come to 
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OCTOPUS, 770 Langdon St., Madison, Wis | OPEN 11 A.M. TO MIDNIGHT
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TERRIFIC STUPENDOUS COLOSSAL DYNAMITE SMASHO WHACKO SLAMMO BIFFO . BOPPO 

BAM THANK YOU MA'’M 

% ‘os 

i, the orgy’ 9 
& 
2 

The movie begins in a flurry of 
mechanical arms, upturned coat col- 

RIPPO KNOCKO WIHFFO SNAPPO CRACKELO lars, grisley death wounds, and as- 
sorted shots of one teed-off detec- 
live, Mike Mallet. Mike is terrific, 
except that he makes one error. He 
talks. The producers, when making 

Freely adnpied from the movie, ert faced with quite a 

the best-selling problem. ; 
; : It seems that Supine, the author, 

sexsational thriller had been sitting in a bar one night 
getting drunk when a girl came in 

“I, The Judgery” and sat at the end of the bar. Mur- 
4 ky went into instant action. He 

by Murky Supline bought her four rounds of rum and 
tonic, two gin-in-the-buckets, a man- 
assa mauler, a giraffe, six Borneo 
Bolo’s, and a coke with four aspirins 

in it. Then he went over and ac- 
costed her. It was his wife. He was so 

ui infuriated at this that he took a swing 
4 — . g at a man entering the place. The 
i. blow never landed. The stranger 
2 Ct broke Supine’s arm in eight places, 
ae a . _ fractured his skull, broke six ribs, 

. LL and kicked all of his teeth out. 

2 7@ Supine was working at the time as 
~ f _ a glass-blower, the only profession 
SO oe he had ever known. Without his teeth 
‘ye Ls he could never do a proper job again. 

; oe It destroyed his compression. So 
| oe while he was in the hospital he got a 

eC fF typewriter and started pecking away 
A in oe i at it with his good hand. Every day 
ot gy oe en he threw piles of used paper into 

on 4 mo. | Le a the wastebasket. 
eA Ny ys eee) eS The nurse, who had a crush on 
Spe io. , feed eR Supine, kept all of these papers for 

4 >, lf fae) 6 eee oe rae re ar- 
4 a Ue iy . ranged them chronologically and 

th 4 7 iN &4 Lee y oe had them published’ This as the 
“ : _ a L > Me te lo book, “I, the Judgery.” It made a for- 
uN - Mime ee tune for Supine and when Hollywood 
A ae eae propositioned him about the movie, 
y Tat ee he insisted that the nurse’s brother 

ae eT ee play the part of Mike Mallet to show 
bee ey his gratitude. Hollywood producers 

es ERNIE od screamed that the nurse’s brother 
didn’t have a proper voice for the 
part, so Supi i 

eon Ll ls Made Soe inn of Pee. Gecin?| uo vein Asi aed ty ne i. 2 > ‘gest sell, but remember, a ty oth % 
it’s the Bourbon that I-Me, Mike Mallet, drinks. It’s good cheap crud and speaking WOtCc vas u c worst Ce the two, but 
of crud, I’d get the one that did this vile deed. Be he a bum or be she a broad or be no-one noticed it until the premier 
it neither, I-Me, Mike Mallet, would get him, her, or it. and then it was too late.
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es fe Oe : 

8 . ~ SS = —O—r—ee—“‘“‘(ia‘ie™tC~CS lll 

— 2 i : — 
_ - is oF _ | 

oF oy NI 

er Or. I got my first lead from my psychiatrist. As I lay there 

4 | = staring into her four beautiful eyes, it all came to me like out 

y = -— < -) of no where. Sure it all pieced together. It was a perfect fit. 

: — Y a I had to find out where she has her swim suits made. 

Se 

I had to do it artistic like. That’s just 
the way I am. That self-portrait over my 
head proves I’m artistic. Me and the 
bottle were going to do it real artistic- 
like. After I altered he, she, or its face, 
no-one, not even he, she, or its mother 
weuld recognize said he, she, or it. 

.  _ i =  . 
: _ — _-. 

oC i — _ 

_  . ee Td 

- - . ge — J | _— «| 

9 FC | . De > ~*~ i «= 

Ree - = / os a Ae 2 | 

ty 4  . q The killer sent an ape to work me over but they forgot to 
SF ~~ , _— . - reckon with Mike Mallet’s educated toes. I triggered the gun 
— | he, i with the big one and that was the end of Pailface McUnicycle. 

| el : 
 rrttse—FRN 

; _ ~~ 

—  ™ |. The babe with the strawberry birth-mark wouldn’t talk. Too 

; ee _ > bad, and so young. Nobody crosses Mike Mallet. I made her 

4 rk — look like her twin by blowing the birth-mark off. I left. 

—.< ~- 
i ee oe Se “| . . ‘ 

i & . ve 2 ey ae —
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| NOG: q | 
A traveling student, spending a night at an upstate pe | 

hotel, ordered his dinner and then prepared to read the S 7 
newspaper. The waitress interrupted, “You haven’t or- | Q SS WHEN YOU 
dered any of our potato soup.” | < 

“T don’t like potato soup,” said the student. ; wy, Or 
“Oh, but you must take some here,” she insisted. “We P\ \ SPAGHETTI 

are famous all over the state for our potato soup.” 
“I tell you I don’t want any potato soup,” he said N ~ THINK OF ... 

testily, and turned away. [ Ya AS, - 

The waitress bit her lip and served his dinner in an if ; Zu RaeY = 
aggrieved silence. Late that night the man who occu- SSE es 
pied the next room to the student had a violent attack 
of indigestion. His wife, who had had much experience S 
with this sort of thing, rushed down to the lobby and & ? ae 
sought out the hotel physician. “Please go to my hus- . Lof, hell 
band’s room,” she begged, “and treat him. A high col- p gpa: 
onic always cures him. He’ll fight like the devil against yo oe 

it, but if you simply insist, he will be completely S << -  —=SCS—=S=—e 
cured in an hour.” ; —_ 

The doctor made a slight mistake in rooms, with the | ° Dp : 

result that the poor student, in spite of his earnest pro- | * Bunkys 
tests and shrieks of anguish, got the treatment that was | 
intended for the man next door. | BAR & RESTAURANT 

Two weeks later our hero met a friend who an- | 
nounced his intention of spending a night at the same 
hotel. “It’s a fine place,” admitted the student, “but © Mondays, Dining Room Is Available 
listen. When they try to sell you potato soup, take it For Pr Derk 
with the dinner. They’re bound to give it to you TN GLE MIAGIIICS 

GON meee 3 North Park Dial 6-9221 
* x * acre tea adh MU en Ne a Se sa i oe 

A broker sought admission to the pearly gates. 
“Who are you?”, said St. Peter. aE | 

“I am a Wall Street broker.” — 

“What do you want?” Ye = Ae | 
“J want to get in.” J \%. 
“What have you done that entitles you to admis- if x Ne S TILL 

sion?” \ g > 
“Well, I saw a decrepit woman on Broadway the - y > T | M E 

other day, and gave her two cents.” IF (£39 
“Gabriel, is that on the records?” oe | OF F Oo R 
“Yes, St. Peter.” GRE 
“What else have you done?” 
“Well, I crossed the Brooklyn Bridge the other 

night and met a newsboy half frozen to death and gave | 
him a penny.” | A DELICIOUS 

“Gabriel, is that on the records?” 
“Yes, St. Peter.” 
“What else have you done?” B R A i 
“That’s all I can think of.” or 
“What do you think we ought to do with this guy, 

Gabriel?” S T E A K 
“Give him back his three cents and tell him to go to 

hell.” ae 
a 

Hoes | LOG CAB, 
ae men ee reer me at ae pen : | A REAL J. BRATWURST- 

poker party. One said, am always afraid when foe reaper a eS: 2), 
return home late from a party like this. I shut off the | TREAT hee a= ne 
engine of my car a half a block from home and coast | P| = a 
into the garage. I take off my shoes and sneak into the oe eee ne — f 
house. I am as quiet as possible, but invariably, about Te ESE RES 
the time I settle down into bed, my wife sits up and 
starts to berate me.” | 52914 State St. THE LOG CABIN 

Continued next month . . . (Eisele Bie se ee Shee
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HER PHOSPHORESCENT EYE GLITTERED IN THE MOONLIGHT 

IT WAS THEN CYRL KNEW 
It was black on the ridge, pitch black. Even the street 

lamps shone blackly. The little red flash came, seemingly, 
from nowhere. Automatically I ducked and squeezed. 
This time it caught. I wiped the pitch off the end of my 
reefer and puffed at the little flame. 

I was in the middle of the bridge when I heard the 
scream. It was a woman’s scream. I could tell because | 
I'd had a correspondence course in scream-differentia- 
tion. Just then a long, yellow convertible with the top 
down rushed past. I tried to make out the number but 
the plates were covered with pitch. 

Losing no time I tore off my pants and boots and I 
dove over the side of the bridge. Too late, I remembered By Ben Weiss 
it was a railroad yard bridge. Luckily my fall was cush- 
ioned by the third rail. I straightened it out and groped “Any new cases?” I asked, walking to my desk and 
about for a body. There was no body. There was nothing brushing the cob webs from the wrong places on my 
but tracks, ties and an old hobo selling French post cards. Monroe calendar. 

Ree ’ Dee ale “Yeah, hey,” she grinned, “Dere’s a case of scotch 
I shinnied up a post, slipped into my pants, shoved rae : ‘i 

vies - i f i over dere in da corner and a case of D.T.s over dere by 
the post cards into my pocket and slammed into my 9 5 5 

: as ‘i da radator.” Cultured, that gal is. Cultured. Her voice boots. I screamed. My big toe had set off my lighter. I I S 2 : 
: zy ears has the most dulcet nasal twang you can imagine. 

stomped across the bridge and up to my office, passing I f oe | 1 
the scream off as just an extra-high pitch opened my ease of scotch! and’ helped smyzeli to ia 

ete 2 i bottle. The case of D.T.s lurched over and helped him- 
My office lights were on and through the door I could self to one, too. We clinked, gulped and shuddered at one 

hear the clicking that told me my secretary, Verna, was another. 

hard at work. I paused outside the door a minute and * —“I’m Smedly of the FBI,” the D.T.s said, munching 
thought of Verna. What a doll! One hundred eighty five off the top of his now empty bottle, “I’ve come to engage 
pounds of beautiful body and not a muscle on her five you on an important case.” 
foot frame. And a worker! Day and night she was there “Youre a very engaging fellow,” I replied, rapping 
clicking away, clicking away. If only she’d learn to knit the bottom of my bottle on the edge of the desk and 
quietly. : holding up the jagged remains, “But if it’s the rest of 

I opened the door and she screamed and splattered this case, Yon cay ee to Bo aye . 
against the far wall. She had just bent over with her Stngy,” he whimpered. “It’s not that at all. I've come 
back ¥o ihe door knob: to ask your help on the case of the disappearing gas 

. - ; trucks. The government has lost twenty gas trucks and 
‘Hullo porsenie pee tossing my ten-gallon hom- can get no lead on their disappearance.” 

burg towards my desk. “Have you tried the gas stations?” | asked, licking at 
“Well Mickey Slammer!” she purred, “How are you, the jagged edges of my bottle. 

you illegal spaniel?” She really had a case on me, Verna “Not that kind,” he explained, “These trucks hold 
did. She always said the nicest things. helium for balloons and such.” 

“Have you checked in Washington?” I sneereu. 

“No good,” he replied, “Those boys only use the heavy : 

. ee secaa type.” 
: a a “O.K. Tl give it a snoop.” 

ee oe 2 He thanked me and looked longingly at the case of 
‘ : ! oa scotch. I slashed him with my bottle and he smiled and 
se ° 3 icked viciously at the smoky, amber blood that ran 

—<— : : from his wounds. Verna dropped a stitch and belched 
De Py TN a= ; gleefully as he lurched through the door. 

i LS (qe. 3 The phone rang. Verna picked it up and snarled into 
| q@ os ) the receiver. Then she unravelled the snarl and handed 

fe . «| | 5 ij 6) . : it to me. 

SN) \ || BYiacp \ “T's for y lawful dachshund,” she sh : Ay Be | oy PBN LS s for you, you unlawful dachshund,” she shouted. 
Era) | | | | BN I handed her back the snarl and picked up the phone. 

: SS) \ | Ce ee) “Hell,” I said, “This is Mickey Slammer, the only de- 
oe = NC \ \| Ky re Ye tective in the world that’s worth a dam.” [ had bought a 

2 ee k AN | | | ANY tH Q small dam on an Arizona river just th bef I oN oe CT r just the year before so 
, = Le a anaes = could say that. 

° te SS SN ca “Hi Mickey,” a male voice squeaked, “I wonder if SS MR sia yu ahi b Sag 2 —— EE you'd mind looking around for my girlfriend. We were 
onsets cS out cruising in my convertible and she just plain dis- 

appeared.” 
“Who the hell’s got the phone book?” (Centinuedeone pace mext
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Continued from Page ? SSeS 

“Was it on the bridge?” ee ae | 

“Yeah. And just after she vanished, some dope took a ' i Ae | 

header over the side of it.” 
get See a 

“Go to blazes,” 1 shouted and slammed down the re- ZA a s ory) 

ceiver, crushing three fingers in the process. Blazes ran | (<< “47 

the lost and found department in the police station. | a i /, i 

I needed room to think in. I picked up my homburg, | i. . A i) . | 

chucked Verna under a couple of chins and lurched out oo xe | 

into the pitch again, lighting a reefer I had snatched | - ae = | 

from under Verna’s third chin. | . Sere | I bumped my way into the bar, next door, and ordered 
a rye milk shake. The barkeep handed me the drink with DOESN’T LIKE LIFE HERE 

a gumball for a chaser. I gulped down the shake, shook 

and popped the gumball into my mouth. IN THE MAGAZINE 

I chewed over the facts in the case. They got tangled 
up with the gum. Everything was a mess. Why would 
anyone but a balloon man want helium gas? ’ 

The swinging door slid open and a six-foot redhead | She’d rather be at - - - | 

slithered in. She was a real doll. She squirmed onto the | h | 

seat next to me and ordered a tomato cocktail. The bar- | the 
keep squashed a tomato into a glass, sloshed it with ab- | 
sinthe and squirted the whole mess with fizz water. 

“Nuts,” she belched, “This ain’t nuthin like the drinks 

you get at Big Jim’s place. His drinks has got real fizz 

in them.” : 

I pulled a reefer out of my pack and lit it. She grabbed Where They Serve Her Favorite 

it out of my mouth and took a puff. I could see this , 

was going to be a long friendship, so I nudged my seat Brand of BEER ... Yours Too! | 

closer to hers. She slammed me in the chops with her | 

handbag and jolted out of the door. . : 

I picked my chops up off the floor and left, myself. I | 763 University Ave. | 

started back towards my office and bumped smack into | 
a little blonde. I bounced back five feet and blinked. She ——— 

had the bouncingest bumpers I had ever seen. 
“Oh hello Mickey,” she smiled, “I’ve been looking for ar Like ees eae Re Sa er Se ee 

you. I want you to find my boyfriend. We were out driv- Welcome New Siudents! 5 

ing in his convertible. I turned away from him to sort of 

fix myself up a little and all of a sudden he and the car Hello Old Students! | 

disappeared. The next thing I knew, I was sitting on the | 

curb in front of your office.” | 

“Your boyfriend phoned me and I told him to go to | 

blazes. He’s probably over there now. Who is he any- THE 

way?” 
“Oh he’s Jim Hashi, the guy what owns that big night 

club outside of town.” CUBA CLUB | 

She started towards Blazes and I headed for my office. 
Something was missing yet but I was beginning to get r 

an idea. The lights were off in my office. Verna must Playground of the Big Ten 

have gone out for her nightly five-pound steak. 
I opened the office door and flipped on the lights. The featuring 

room was a mess. Verna was sprawled all over the floor. 
The case of D.T.s was sprawled all over the case of scotch, : 

or what had been scotch. I shook Verna. She opened one | Our Student Special 

eye and shuddered. 
“Wha hoppen?” I inquired, inquisitively. Tenderloin Steak 

“Aw, nuthin,” she whispered, fondly, “Me’n him just = = | 
pitched aiball? French Fried Potatoes 

I trod across her body and peered under my desk. At Toast 

least they hadn’t gotten into my beer supply. I shook the 
case of D.T.s and he belched. Cabbage Salad 

“Sorry old boy,” he mumbled, “Gas on my stomach $1.45 Beverage 
you know.” 

I looked at my memo pad. It was crowded with names 
and numbers. I started dialing the numbers and the 
names answered. They were all disappearance cases. The OPEN AT NOON ON SUNDAY 

only thing they had in common was having been to Big 
Jim Hashi’s place during the evening. I told them all to 3416 University Ave. Dial 3-3979 

Continued again on Page 32 pee See ee ee ee ee
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A pair of newlyweds got into a hotel elevator. The 
Whole bunch péedilbakiag operator fluttered her eyes at the groom 

and said, ‘Hello, darling.” All the way up there was 
a deadly silence, but, after the two were in their room, 
the bride exploded, “Who was that hussy?” 

"Listen, don’t you start anything,” groaned the 
groom. “I'll have enough trouble explaining you to her 
tomorrow morning.” 

Tales ee 
A persevering couple finally produced a boy after 

having eight straight girls in a row. When the happy 
sire heard this, he went on a week-long celebration that 

Her lips quivered as they approached mine. My broke several records. On the seventh day, somebody 
whole frame shook as I looked into her blue eyes. Her asked him, “Who does it look like, you or your wife?” 
body trembled as our lips met, and I could feel my “I don’t know,” the proud parent chortled happily. 
chest heaving, my chin vibrating and my body shud- “We haven’t looked at his face yet.” 
dering as I held her to me. 
Moral—Never kiss your girl in a second hand model i eae Re ee ae 

T with the motor running. | =i | 

A local tavern keeper, who had a reputation for a i @§©=©=©€7=«7&7LC=SO | keeping strong brews, was awakened the other night a LULL 
by some heavy pounding on his front door. Putting i. _ strsrt—~—‘“OO_OCsa 
his head out of the window, he shouted, “Go away. 2 _. ~~, | 

Sei ae bai auihuiges dat ac heihou!” | ‘ 
“Who wants anything to drink,” came the answer. | ee —LlUrUrUr 

“I left here at closing time without my crutches.” | _ _ _ _ | 

Honest Henry Brown was returning answers based  . _ _ | 
upon family history as the medical examiner went 4 ee —CS | 

through the long list of questions furnished by the => es rt— | 
insurance company. : — : | 

He gave his mother’s death at forty-three because of + = = 
tuberculosis. At what age did his father die? A little — _ - — —S 
past thirty-nine. And of what? Of cancer. — — - : , — | 

“Bad family record,” said the doc. “No use going — — r — | 
further,” and tore up the entry blank. — | 

Impressed by the lesson that one shouldn’t make : | 
the same mistake twice, Henry Brown applied for a — — : | 

$10,000 policy in another company? oe  . | 

“What was your father’s age at death?” he was asked. - — — | 

“He was ninety-six,” asserted Henry. : _ 
“And of what did he die?” _ : ; | 
“Father was thrown from a pony at a polo game.” ty 2 | | 

“How old was your mother at death?” = a ; : oe | 
“She was ninety-four.” 
“Cause of death?” | 
“Childbirth.” | 

Re Chosen by Octy Staff — Photo by DeLonge | 

Wife—“Our new nurse is very scientific. She won’t Newly Pinned Girl of the Month 

let anyone kiss the baby when she’s around.” i 
Husband—‘Who’d want to?” - 

See ae CATHY EINUM | 
“Daughter, what are you and that young man doing 

out on the porch?” Presented by 
“We're petting, Mother.” 

“That’s nice, children, don’t fight.” PAUL BISHOP | 

eh Scie 650 State St. Dial 6-8883 | 

Kappa—“Don’t kiss me again, you bad boy.” L. G. BALFOUR CO | 

SAE—* I won’t. I’m trying to find out who has the f 
gin at this party.” Rasa ere Nie ere IANS ak pe, canst ch abe eke Ween
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Yes CAMPUS CAMERA 
| Your Camera Center on the 
| Campus 

c hoe | 810 University Avenue |
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es 

geile, For Untold Prizes Amount- 
Ree 
ee ale é 

"ERE. Vesa! a aaa ’ CI] f ing to Ridiculous Piles... 
Phas 

> FOLLOW DIRECTIONS BELOW 
Le Simply copy free hand style with hands 

PRs, Net OE cen eg enn a pee 
i a 2 ee aN and feet, this simplified, expressionistic 

¥ Bs Lee Pe ee AEN = line drawing by famous contemporary 

Ad epithet carver Morman Crockwell. Send 
% Uy ror Roe sek A = ‘ “dy e198 ee your five best tracings to EARLY GREEK 

VA IK fies 4 Ss i i 

AGRONOMY, Wisconsin IDEA, 770 Men- 

dota Backwater. 

DR A \V WK Entries will be based on accuracy and 

sincerity. 

“enter once, enter twice, if you like, enter thrice.” 

GOT A MIND OF YOUR OWN? 
Then you've also got the taste that goes with it. Your taste in 

shoes demands a true custom character, but you refuse to pay “Vaylor: Made 

any more than you need to pay to get that character. Quite right, SHOE 
too. Go get the Taylor-Made shoe. Discover what our craftsmen 

in Maine can do with superb leathers, a feeling for authentic un1- 

versity styles and a real Yankee sense of thrift. BLE aylot Corp. Freenott aie 

IN Ae hh 

ss, y ga — ] a _ < y BG 7 ug) 

. = a | Tim oe 

| i VW, _ a 3 i . ee 

; Cs Here are your FIRST EDITIONS of the COLLEGE CLASSICS for Fall, 1953: 
Imported white buck; black Cush-N- Shell cordovan; red rubber sole. Cus- Golden Harvest Scotch Guin ciscom 
Crepe sole. Style 1512, $13.95. Also in tom features: chamois-lined tongue, detailed. Style 6018, $18.95. Also in 
Cordovan. Style 1520, $16.95. leather-bound top. Style 6180, $19.95. Cherry Cordovan. Style 6012, $21.95. 

BUY TAYLOR-MADES AT THE FINE STORES LISTED BELOW: 

CAMPUS CLOTHES SHOP IN MADISON
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NONE FINER SERVED IN MADISON ay [Pisces Calendar 
ITAUIAN AND AMERICAN DISHES 37. peers ni 

YOUR FAVORITE ob ‘gs 
: BEVERAGE! \ TO le , Pee 
3 one ad ee -/~ ~~ i =* _ 

ao = a ee ee ~~ FF | 

PYRAMID MOTORCO. | Ope 
434 W. Gilman St. Phone 6-5406 | c' == 

CADILLAC and OLDSMOBILE =| | yA 
Guaranteed Used Cars | oF Cc ~ se 

Used Car Lot: Just Off the Campus | _ | _ i 7 

717 University Ave. Phone 5-9511 | rN . TT. 

rN : r 3 | 

yA - y | i. 

Sg vy F | [ + 
y pl4 CA E | = 7 7 : 

1319 University | . . _ oo _ 

Sandwiches —— Light Lunches | 2) See. 

Complete Dinners 

: ‘ NOVEMBER 1953 

Octy Calendar Girl This Month sw Tw rs 
We 2 Shs 4) 5565-7, 

is 8 9 10 Il 12 13 14 

15 16 17 18 19 20 21 

22 23 24 25 26 27 28 
Pat Dummer ei ee 

; who hails from Senior in Education, —— 

lives at 5’7”, 125 lbs., Cut out and use as a 

weighs in at 35-25-35, 

and enjoys an occasional 21 years old. BOOK MARK ‘



28 THE WISCONSIN OCTOPUS 

Theres MoreThan Sem 
foe 9 

dL bee : “y < = 

t0 ay ke Tey a 

. s ’ =—N.)CCi<(‘ <a] 

R. your head in the middle of a scrimmage line and you’ll know 

why football players wear helmets. They’ve got rules, of course, which 

say you wear helmets whether you want to or not, but there was 

probably never such an unnecessary rule in the world. Your head is 

something you want to protect, rules or no rules. 

And a scrimmage line isn’t the only place where your head can get 

into trouble. A good stiff autumn wind can lay you out as effectively 

—if not as quickly—as a left tackle’s knee on the back of your head. 

Jump out of a hot shower into the cold fall air and your head is wide 

open to serious trouble. 

A hat is good looking. It makes you look carefully dressed. It 

improves your appearance. But more than that, a hat protects your 

head. That’s what it’s for. 

ay » , » 
Wear a Hat It’s as Healthy as Its Handsome! 

"KNOX « CAVANAGH + BERG - BYRON - C&K + DUNLAP + DOBBS 
 - oe AGH - BERG - B Pe OU OO IDC 

De 
Divisions of Hat Corporation of Amerlea—Makers of Fine Hats for Men and Women
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B t b A doctor was diagnosing the com- 
plaint of a pretty young girl at the athroom Boo-boos #2 

“You’ve got acute appendicitis,” 

It’s hard to figure out why a girl Visitor: Why does your Grandma he said a last. ae : 
thinks a man is rude and vulgar just sit theré and read the Bible all The girl sat up indignantly. Say, 
when he stares at what she’s trying so day? don’t get fresh,” she said, a want to 

hard to display. ats Little Jim: She’s crammin’ for the be examined, not = ahaiaat 
finals. 

Girl: “Now I know why we women SS nae O woman’s birthday came while 
a cee ae _ 1 “Tt was deep in the woods back her miserly husband was out of town 

mow?  ocause youre always yonder,” began old Humphrey, the on a business trip. However, she re- 
chattering? . . ei . . . cies Citl: EN b f th grizzled guide. “I was plodding along _ ceived a letter from him and inside 

te k 9 Decause oF the worms minding my own business when sud- _ the letter was a check. She was elated 
ee teem teers acide denly a huge cinnamon bear sneaked § -—until she read the check. It was 

ion Gi ld): “Dadd up behind me. He pinned my arms to for a million kisses! The following 

ih 5; He , ti: ek eee qi my sides and started to squeeze the day she wrote an answer: 
the little girl across t a am breath out of me. My gun fell out of “Dear Norman, 

opel ee encaes A my hands. First think you know, the “Thanks for the birthday check 
eee abe duite a stent Ue} | abear had stooped down, picked up Tone a Teele 

son. What are you going to use for eee . BE 8 OE On ieees ne re ae 
SEs the gun, and was pressing it against cached it for me this morning!” 

Plone Her daddy bal des 
play house: We're raed to live in ele did you do?” gasped the tee be Gace con nao ae s10re 
that.” tendertoot. : zi ee 

Daddy: “Well, that’s taking care of Old Humphrey sighed. “What 
the housing problem. But what about oe I do? I married his daugh- 0 & 3 

i ? er. gle Have you thought about ae N ie 4 CHLC4 

Johnny: “Yes, her and I have Coed: “Daddy, the girl who sits 
talked it over. If she lays any eggs next to me in class has a dress just a 
we're going to step on ’em.” like mine.” == 

SO ee Dad: “So you want a new dress?” re 
We point with pride to the purity Coed: “Well, it would be cheaper _ | 2 4 

of the white space between our jokes. than changing colleges.” |. _ 

ane a> 

Wis o & hepne ee? 

2s Uae 7)’: IRR eaes 2 5h v2) SEDs 
E and WEEE 
eS \ ate ae | { te 

=. RS Stee 7) a f y SS a \\ 
WEARS Re AN Ov Lr iS /) [ii / I : Ay? NE BN Leh Ne Ss ( = z Nee : 

ee a= [Ne ARO | 
Vege) SX VSS ‘ 7 \ =) “as 

EMO EN JOY" Pe ty} é weg) |) i Is ae 
o\ RNA 0, I aes a \ee ou 4 

> a ne 5 ANS L 

ae ZLG~ > ) MB ) 

oa = AGL _ MAY EB 

ee. WAL NEY A 
rere b oN 1S 

iu UW | A WANT 9 
a oy! re Ixy. C2 
ees eA Nef 2% Se t 
L HoGan 1 / WZ Ep 

“Eureka, dammit, Eureka!” Photo series by Ron Cohen
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EDITORIAL STOLEN in ae i ee a eee 
FROM THE | Delicious Italian-American Dishes | 

DAILY CARDINAL ecns | 
SPAGHETTI and PIZZA | 

The surest way to tell a male sar- i 

dine from a female sardine is to | | 

watch and see which can they come | cf rotto 

out of. | | 

T Fea F i | We Serve Your Favorite Beer 
‘oulouse: “I grew up in the poor 

section of town.” | : | 

Lautrec: “The wrong side of the | Phone 6-9195 636 State St. | 

tracks?” SS ee 
Toulouse: “Well, no. My town was 

so poor we couldn’t afford train | 

tracks.” | 
Lautrec: “That must have been | 

hard on you.” l, NA | 

Toulouse: “If you think it was BUY RAYO Cc LEAK PROOF 

hard on me, you should have seen RADE ng 

what it did to those trains.” | 
ane BRAND 

“Oh, doctor,” cried a wild-eyed 
man, “I’m dreadfully afflicted. The F LAS H L | G H T B A T T E R | E 5 

ghosts of my departed relatives come | 
and perch on top of the fence posts 2 
all around my garden when dusk’ is THEY RE SEALED - IN - STEEL 
falling. I can look out any evening @ 
and see a couple of dozen spooks sit- 
ting on the fence waiting, waiting, [rector | 

waiting. What shall I do?” | vj @ GUARANTEED 

“Sharpen the tops of the posts.” | Q) [ @ FLASHLIGHT | 
% * * | Si 

A philosopher is a man who can << PROTECTION 
look into an empty glass and smile. | Om | 

A tomahawk is what if you go to | LEAK PROOF | 

sleep suddenly and wake without "send GELIRRTE @ STAY FRESH 

hair there is an Indian with. ue FOR YEARS 

A Mississippi river steamboat, was 
stopping in the mouth of a tributary 
stream owing to a dense fog. An in- 
quisitive passenger inquired of the RAY-O-VAC COMPANY | 

captain the cause of the delay. 
“Can't gee up the river,” was the MADISON 10, WISCONSIN 

laconic reply. EE ———$—$———— 

“But I can see the stars over- : 

head,” replied the passenger sharp- Eo 

ly. HOME OF REAL ITALIAN SPAGHETTI | 

“Yep,” came back the captain, I 

“but unless the boilers bust, we | Lorenzo 

ain’t goin’ that way.” | 
* * * 

“Yes, the bullet struck my head, | Gx 
went careening into space, and—” | & =. 

“How terrible! Did you get it | WEEKEND HK SPECIAL 
out?” | <a 

ae | 2 yy 
“What did you say this morning, = 

rafecsen 2” ° ° 
ae | Charcoal Bar-B-Que Ribs and Chicken 

“OF course. But how did you ex- 811 University 
press it this time?” iam eres Jo a eel ns ee ee
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oe e then by heaven, 

you ll marry her! 

“Say, Bob, can I borrow your Daughter: “Mom, what kind of a BAR with 

pen?” husband would you advise me to 

“Sure.” get E e 1 vi efie 
“Got a sheet of writing paper?” Mother: “You just get a single Jim Numby Seifriz 
Rc eee? man and leave the husbands alone. 

“Going past the mail box on the —j, i : di State Street's only 
eons vee a feeling deep in my dia- sretng (yatieptie: 

« ” phragm i . : : Uh-huh. That says to me, “What a lucky appearing daily ’til 5:00 
“Wait a minute till I finish this guy I am!” 

letter, will you?” Just this morning I got the hot poop; Try Our 
“All right.” We've got a girl in our boy scout 

“Want to lend me a stamp?” troop. 3 N Oo Oo N 
SO) ee e ww 

“Much obliged; say what’s your For every te over 85, foe S PECIAL 
ae ae seven women—but it’s too late then. girl’s address? even women—but it’s too late then Complete Meal 

Little Boy: “What do you repair For 60c 
these shoes with? 

Se ews es Cobbler: “Hide.” RECOMMENDED BY 
PORNOGRAPHY eet Little Boy: “Why should I hide?” 

——— Cobbler: “Hide! Hide! The cow’s | TONY STEBBINS 
| sf | eer 
eee | outside. | 

a | fi | Little Boy: “So what? Who the 625 State Street 
Diéseh Qn ere hell’s afraid of an old cow?” 

Weep Sezi\_ SY Grandmother was a diabetic pat- Cy yy Ze Tranamo' r was a iC pa ad | 

SAF hoe! | ient, and, although put on a strict ey Cade on 
B\ x IK ~<9.Sp) diet, she would not play the game, ‘Sy ns UNS wis 1 not play g ¢ ay 

vy WO? 2a] NO and was “cheating” all the time. Af- Of 
p= A Hi i es | ter numerous violations, she was sent B 

eel le, aur to the hospital. 
Zz) NC a { ee aes ~, 

i My I] = 
NV) ne = I. A young lady was on a sight-see- i 

Vf, > ing tour of Detroit. Going out Jef- 
KG ZS ferson Avenue, the driver a the bus 

yy called out places of interest. =< 

On the right,” he announced, “we N 
have the Dodge home.” j 

“John Dodge?” the lady inquired. Zen 
He who laughs last has found a ENG, Horace Wedse2 Potato 

clean meaning. paae 
ee ialins Continuing out Jefferson. G fa 

“On the right we have the Ford e/ HY Ny 

“Now, gentlemen,” said the pres- home.” 1 

ident of the Homely Baby Bottle Henry Ford?” @ 

Co., “we have 50,000 of these feed- “No, Edsel Ford.” @ a. 

ing bottles in stock and we expect Still further out Jefferson. 
you salesmen to go out and create a “On the left we have Christ @ N 
demand.” Church.” 

has Sone 4 A fellow passenger, hearing no re- 
i mS sponse from the young woman, tap- Ss) = 
Hello, Joan, watcha doin’ next ped her on the shoulder and said, =a a ypu 
oe night? “Go ahead, lady, you can’t be wrong ee pes 

otta date. : all the time.” in ai) 
“And the next Saturday night?” * 8 *& RE 
“Gotta date.” : Aa CHIPS) 

“And the Saturday after that?” Customer: “Have you a book called é al) j 
“Gotta date.” ‘Man the Master of Women’?” nTiy§ a - 
“Good gawd, woman, don’tcha Salesgirl: “The fiction department ne OU UT 

ever take a bath?” . is on the other side, sir.” HAULS FANCY SALTED NUTS
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And again we continue it from Page ? John. Then I turned to Big Jim. He fainted. 

go to Blazes and hung up. Then it struck me. I pulled it The tall redhead came over and poured a cocktail on 
off my face and looked at it. Yes, now I knew. Only him so I shot her next. That would teach her to waste 
someone with a filthy mind like mine could figure it out. tomatoes. Then, just to kill time till Big Jim came to, I 
I pulled out my set of postcards just to make sure. Yes, plinked off a couple dozen of the cash customers. How- 
I was right. I did have a filthy mind. ever, being a kindly soul, I only shot losers. 

This was gonna be tough, real tough hey. I grabbed Just as Big Jim came to, the case of D.T.s wobbled 
my forty five and stuffed it into my shoulder holster. through the door. Behind him, Verna stuck in the door- 
Tt was unnoticeable except where the drum made a curve way and then oozed through. The sight of her made me so 
on my chest and the barrel stuck out beneath my sport glad inside that I shot another dozen customers. 
coat. I squashed my way across Verna and out the door. “T say old boy,” the D.T.s smirked, “You missed one 

I strapped on my roller skates and headed for Big in the corner, yonder.” 
Jim’s place. It was a big gin and gamble joint and every- I blasted and he smiled with satisfaction. 
thing was in full swing when I rolled in. All the games “How did you get here?” I asked. 
were packed, hopscotch, mumblety peg, marbles and tic- “We followed your skate tracks in the pitch,” he re- 
tacto. I glided up to the bar, ordered a drink and looked plied, “Have you found my gas, yet?” 
the joint over. “Yeah, he found it,” Big Jim blubbered from the 

The tall redhead was sitting in the middle of the floor floor, “But I’d like to know how.” 
with a tomato cocktail in each hand. She was surrounded “Oh, it was really very simple,” I grinned, leaning 
with chops so I figured she was still in a nasty mood. against Verna, “You see, Big Jim’s blonde disappeared, 
Then I noticed the bumpable blonde at a table with a and all the other girls disappeared because of the gas. 
huge, swarthy bruiser and a little, frail guy. It figured. Big Jim had been swiping the stuff to make charged 
This must be Big Jim and his bodyguard, little John water for his cocktails. He and his gal had been out in 
Bobsen. the car and she had become a little deflated. So she 

I crept up to them and kicked their table over. Big used one of Big Jim’s gas capsules to refill her personality 
Jim shrank back but Little John swung his feeble paw and just floated away. The other girls had borrowed cap- 
and knocked me clear across the place and into the alley sules for the same reason. The redhead on the floor gave 
next door. Before I could recover, he was on top of me, me the clue when she said that Big Jim’s drinks had 
blasting away with a fizz bottle. more sparkle in them but I didn’t figure it all out till you, 

When I came to, I found they had spiked me to the Smedly of the FBI, belched from over indulgence of my 
dance floor and were beating me with a huge logging scotch.” 
chain. I watched disinterestedly for a while and then Big Jim began to weep and the flat blonde rushed over 
winked at the blonde. to console him. Big Jim flung her aside, borrowed my 

“I see you found your boyfriend,” I said, pleasantly. gun and blasted her. 
“Oh yes,” she replied, resting her hunk of chain for a “You,” he wailed, “have been false to me.” 

minute, “He was at Blazes, waiting for me.” I took back the gun and blasted him and then the 
“Are you Mickey Slammer?” Big Jim asked, pausing D.T.s for good measure. Verna grabbed a bucket and 

from carving his initials on my chest. retreived my scotch for me. That’s what I like about that, 
“Yeah,” I snarled and tore myself free from the floor. gal. She always looks out for my interests and there’s 
Little John started his swing again but this time I was nothing phoney about her, either. 

ready. I ducked and he hit the blonde just below the I lit a reefer, tossed off the bucket of scotch and 
shoulders. There was a loud pop and a hissing sound. glanced around the room. The only movement was Little 
The blonde suddenly became much less interesting. I un- John, sitting, picking the slugs out of his hide. These 
leashed my forty five and put a short blast into Little little guys are the hardest to kill. 
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Professor Frank Thayer 
South Hall 

ae + Alan Ladd says: “I was a 
i ef] ow tne Hollywood stagehand. One 

; Dimetra ee iar Vf day I fell 20 feet off a Sis . 
: is i Zz scaffold. I wasn’t hurt, but — E . 

sTrars aor ~ Idecided acting was safer. 4 : 
bred cioeatnnln = dihe~ [= les Y \ I went to acting school, -  # rs aes F 

a . i i played bit parts . . . finally a | Z 
STGrTeG xxx Thit pay dirt in ‘This Sai “ at 
SIMS Kk re Gun for Hire’.” ; My) G 5 ’ 

: pee el EN 

/ STARTED SMOKING CAMELS a i per ._ ee 

, BECAUSE SO MANY OF MY hae peer 
@ FRIENDS DID. ONCE / STARTED, £5. 6G E> = (KNEW CAMELS WERE FOR ME. fe 7 c 
S FOR MILONESS AND FLAVOR, a = 7 ~ | 
a e YOU CANT BEAT Em / | — ——— J a — f é he —_ a SS 0 

: es ar ea UlUlUDUmllll ee OC ..d.lClCO SC 

3 | ae Fi ee ee a ee Be RAS IS A Fee Te eS Sf «a ~~ fs a of) ae vee 
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> 22», hw P oS Start smoking a\ ’ if 

- r’ : ih eS) | Smoke only Camels for CAM ne 
EN S y a Ned a \\ A 30 days and you’ll find out SS Sz a 
AY Vii ry Py) | how mild and flavorful ‘ a 
~~ AW WU Zp e el | a cigarette can be. a Wee i ~ a 

‘ pe —_— The more people try Camels, aS Sa 9 
= ni 3 the more people smoke them. bel ag 1} BESO . a 

QE Le YS . That’s how Camels became = Waal 2 
a A. La ie: QP America’s most popular i= ye 2g 

= Vey o> cigarette! PRR oe H- g 

—— SORES 2 
R, J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. Pp, J aa, 3 Winston-Salem, N. C. Ge for Mllelness. and Favor 

f y y rai ei 

a AR AL IC | 4 f yy ny ] | =e) 8 | Mn rae ; j fh Y > - Ip) gy, ‘I » } Fr 
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THAN ANY OTHER. CIGARETTE !
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