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Standard Service | Cam's gone but 
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ees cece faves Un yee Ne te | Dick 
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“Give away thy breath!” 
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SSS” | LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 

Bra thaus Dear Idiot Editor, 

3 We of the Kappa Delta sorority are what you might 

: Popular Among Students call, “up in arms” over the last issue of the Octopus. It 

For: seems we were reputed to have won an all-university 
chug-a-lug contest. We would like to make it known that 

@ Steaks we have never won such a dubius honor. We consider 
activities of that sort to be highly dishonorable and we 

e Brats are heartily against such goings on here at the univer- 
° sity. In fact, after losing seven years in a row, we dropped 

© A Meeting Place out of competition completely. 
Yours for more clear and concise reporting, 

Come in and The KD’s 
visit us — 

Dear peeple, 

. Us guys hear at the Carninul offis has detectud a noat 
Cea A au D of sarkasum in the last isshu of the octapus about which 
“ ACTH 4 we is muchly over-raut. Us guy thinks that youse guys 
: ; misinterprutud the Cardinul policys terrible. We all 
yes eS i, reely thinks that Hitler (McArtney) is a good guy. (like 

YY Flas) c us guys). 

Ce S The Hole Cardinul Staf. 

3 Dear Editor, 

bey : Gee it was swell of you guys to ask us to go with you 
on your annual picnic. Of course we accept the invitation. 

Shorty Lammy I mean, it wouldn’t really be fair to turn it down after 
SS all the good time we have had together. Remember that 

last party we had when you guys came over? Wow. See 
you at the picine. 

ier ak Dee MR ares URE So Madam Vera and the Girls 

a 28 Rosy Hue Terrace 

Evans TV Radio| x: What the hell is the meaning of this? For two or 
three years now I have been living a life of ease and now 

f all of a sudden you put me back to work. I mean, golly, Two Stores: have a heart. It’s hard to hold that pose very long. 
720 University Avenue Leonard Maletz 

Phone 5-7294 Alias, Henry Wiggins 

4233 W. Beltline Hyway Bee 
Phone 3-2651 Deo : 4 pon eee of ee te ee we tee decided to 

Trop you trom our es. e no longer wis to exchange 
@ CAR RADIOS magazines with you. Your Cardinal parody was too real- 

istic, too close to the truth to make us believe that you 
@ RECORD PLAYERS put any effort into it at all. Now, tell us, did you or didn’t 

you take stories directly from the Cardinal instead of writ- 
@ RECORDERS ing your own. This practice is cowardly and not at all in 

keeping with the regular college parody tradition. 

—Sales and Service — Midwest Humor Magazines, Inc. 

* 1 Dear Sir, 
Madison Ss Oldest I would like to caution you not to read any farther than 

TV Dealer this because I am not going to say anything. I know it 
is unusual, but it is also very interesting to note that, 
regardless of the fact that not a thing is said, most of 

“Remember, there is no the readers will read from the very first line, all the 
Substitute for experience” way to the end which is here. 

Bye, now, 

See Dirty Dan Novelties
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR—Matilda Dolt has been a successful actress and playwrite for several decades. Now. turning from 
the fields of literature and art, she has comnosed this contribution to Octy. The fact that her first and last names both ap- 
pear in the story is due to her sensitivity and bashfulness, or so she says. 

And here itis... 

A MONOLOGUE 

Matilda Dott by attiaa a
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I hopped and jumped so merrily over the water “And be sure to wear your rubbers if it rains.” 
pumped, and turned in at our gate. As I went up the walk “And be sure to get the inheritance.” 
I saw dear old mother sitting in the porch swing. It “And don't lose your ticket or bapeace.! 
groaned and hung as straight as a plumb bob as she said “And don’ Hecnhetnncee? : 

thidingly, “Well, here comes that Jones boy.” Se ence Beles ‘ sly, 2 yi “ eyes . ? “Mother,” I said, “you are chiding me. I’m not the And stay away from the evil vices of the big city. 

Jones boy and you know it.” “And for God’s sake, get the inheritance.” 

“Don’t be too sure about that,” she said mysteriously, It was a long walk to the train depot. As I walked 
and then turned her attention elsewhere suddenly as along I counted the flaps made by the loose sole of my 
father came out onto the porch. right shoe as it smacked the ground. Eleyen hundred and 

“Get inside and eat your owl suet,” growled father. seventy-four flippity-flaps and I was there. Then I realized 
“Yes, father, your magnificence,” I said salaming into that in my haste I had worn the wrong pair of shoes. In 

the kitchen. I bolted my wholesome meal of owl suet and fact they might not even let me on the train wearing 
grits and was back on the porch in a flash. snowshoes. During the next few whirling moments I was 

“Son,” said mother, “there is news.” swept up in a great crowd of people, all rushing in the 
“Yes,” chimed father, “news.” same direction; toward the ticket window. At last I traded 
“News?” I asked. my snowshoes for a ticket to Pewterville and before I 
“News,” they answered in unison. could say “pickle picker” which I never could say, I was 
“Speak to me the news.” on the train. I sat next to an elderly gentleman who was 
“Well,” said father, dabbing his eyes with a handker- wearing snowshoes. 

chief. “It seems your dear aunt has passed away.” “How do you do,” I said, “my name is Framise Dolt 
cAway?” I said falteringly. é and why are you wearing snowshoes?” 

_ bo the great beyond, said mother. I saw a peat He looked self-conscious for a moment and then ans- 
trickle down her face. I noticed father too was crying. wered 
Never before had I seen father cry. It was a funny feeling. ec e . 

cone) ead ther there nicametwordrotannnhen: I’ve just come from the Klondike, son, and I haven’t 

tance left to you by your dear mother’s sister.” had time to change. 
“1,” I said, “an inheritance left to 1?” “But the Klondike is thousands of miles from here.” 

“Yes,” said mother, “you see your aunt was a little “That’s what I mean,” he said. “That damn Klondike 
odd. She never married because she couldn’t find a man. is just too far away. The dogs get worn out as hell coming 
The only thing she ever loved was a turtle named Jasper. into town.” 

Anyway, Jasper finally died. It was just then that you “Oh,” I said, deciding to let things go as they were. 
were born. I was out in back of the house trying to stuff “fever been to the Klondike, son?” 
you into the garbage can when your aunt, Matilda, came “No,” I said fully 
to visit us. She saw you there with the garbage can lid i Soeet respach ee 
over you and your head, feet and arms sticking out on “Are you sure? 
all sides. Immediately she thought of Jasper. I remember “Positive,” I answered. 
her well, ‘What is your turtle’s name?’ she asked. When “Ever read about it?” 

I explained that you were our SDL and not a turtle she It was my turn to look self-conscious. “No,” I ans- 
was very sad, of course, but she said that when she died oneal, 

she would leave all her possessions to you, Framise Dolt, Flip-flop the page, please 
our son. Well, last night she died and I guess you got 
something coming or I'll know the reason why.” 

“Yeah,” said father, dabbing his eyes some more and 
weeping moistly, “or I’ll know the reason why too.” S 

Mother went into the living room and father threw ZN 
away the onion he had been concealing in his handker- ay «@& i) 
chief. \ SP 

“Look, stupid,” he said, breathing in my face. “To- ‘ 4 
morrow you go to Pewterville and collect. Get it? And / \ 
don’t come back without the inheritance—or else.” \ y b 

He breathed one more gust in my face and went into s V y 
the house. I remained weeping on the porch. Damn, but a7 < 
those onions were strong. | E2 ow 

The next morning I awoke to a rythmic pounding noise. | 4 ey ) f/ 
As I focused my eyes I saw that it was a noise produced (> Q LAA 
as father beat my head against:the wall near my tick. as os id 

“Wake up, dammit,” he shouted. “You’ve got to make 5 7 
a train.” Re [7 

I leaped from bed and started to do my exercises but Ni 
father tore my Charles Atlas book from my hands. “No 7 \\\ 
time,” he shouted. \ \ 

Mother had a succulent meal of bone marrow and eae (N 
rhubarb piping hot for breakfast and as I ate they told ) 
me what I had to do. Weunturoad \ 

“All right,” said mother. “Don’t get friendly with sexy 
women on the train.” 

“And be sure to get the inheritance” prompted father. 
From then on it was a barrage, each taking a lick at me. “You're fighting me again, Miss Wilson!”



6 THE WISCONSIN OCTOPUS 

1, i ee eee ee ate “T’ll show you,” she said, showing me. 
“Let me tell you about the Klondike, son. Up there it’s “ : ker? Wer aes 

bitter cold all the time. Only dots of humanity here and ee me eee Hea aa Boe fe id. “I 

there and mostly savages. But there’s wealth there, son. lik 2 aoe ee Ne Re Y> ae ape eae 
I remember one day I pulled into one of those dots of z oe See ee ee ce eee a 
humanity, took the sludge off of the dogs and went into Well, after all, you are a strange womens My mother 
a little hut they had there. The people there are called told me to look out for strange women. 
Popsicles and they live in little glass brick houses called “Well, okay,” she said, pouting, “be a square.” 
Icicles. Anyway I went into this icicle. Of course all the “By the way, where are you going?” I asked. 
popsicles stared at me and punched me to see if I could ePewrerville’? che eaide lhen she went to sleep: 
spare any blubber, but I wasn’t inflated and I got by all Denner ieee eat E h ‘ 
right. Well, son, I looked and there was one of those Pop- CSTW Ue hae ey comune Loe EY CL crea Guns 
sicle fellows with his shoes on the wrong feet. I says to men with manure on their shoes strode thous Oe ae 
imeiey ibudeviyenneeene your epee Besa of the streets, lit matches on the rivets of their bib over- 

feet. Well, he jumps up and down real happy like and elec Spat One LOM aaa i) pe 
says, “Hurrah, and all these years I thought I was club whitewashed buildings. Rees 
footed.” Right away I was a hero. They thought I was Martha and I lost no time in finding the home of my 

a doctor and they fed me and clothed me for two years.” late aunt Matilda. I wanted to stop for a cup of coffee 
“Why did you leave?” I asked. because the owl suet lunch mother had packed for me 

“Well, I was selling life insurance to them, and every- had gotten lost, but Martha would have none of it. Aunt 
thing went all right until one of them died.” Matilda’s house was above a tavern on the main street. 

“That’s too bad,” I said. “I had a friend one time who I thought it rather odd that the entrance to her part of 

tried to sell IBM machines to the African Zulu’s.” the building should be through the tavern, but the bar- 
“What happened to him, son?” tender explained that Matilda very seldom went out after 
Ge fougt dhey eine Ree MIE oonachines @they the tavern was’closed anyway and it wasn’t inconvenient 

8 G a . : 
didn’t have any electricity.” ee a “ Testes Frere aie 

« ee ene : ; e went up the back stairs and knocked on the door. 
o ‘That's pretty good, son. Well I had better be moving Revo irene ie enone 

He stumbled down the aisle in his snowshoes and dis- al eee Se 
appeared into the men’s room. In a few moments he yy as 6 AeA yah 
came out looking puzzled. Then he kicked off the snow T am Framise Dolt,” I said. Vyas may aunt Matilda’s 
shoes and went back in. I didn’t see any more of him on favorite nephew. Are you my cousin? 
the trip. “Ye, Gods, no. Come on in.” 

The train clickety-clacked across the country. The We went in. The living room looked somewhat like a 
rhythm of the singing rails thrilled me with the spirit of doctor’s reception room, but I remembered that my 
the adventure into which I had been so suddenly thrust. mother had said aunt Matilda was a little odd. 
The thought of getting an inheritance was so romantic “Sure I can’t fix you up with something?” asked the 
that I make up a little song which I sang to myself. young lady. “We already planted Mattie.” 

“An inheritance, an inheritance, “T understood there was some sort of inheritance for 

I’m going to get an inheritance. me,” I ventured. 

Be it a million, or be it a trillion, “Oh, so you're the guy who looks like a turtle. I should 
Or be it only a buck.” have guessed. Yeah, here’s a box she left. Said you should 

Then a strange, warm breath blasted against my right pee i ai 
earlobe. Wax ran down the side of my face and under my She handed me a box from the top of a Rice Crispies 
collar. A voice spoke. package. I thanked her and Martha and I left. 

“Read any good books lately?” “You sure pulled that off cool, Framie,” said Martha 

I turned and saw a beautiful creature. The sight took when “L co ie to the street. “Maybe I figured you 
my breath away. It was a woman. When I came to she WES BE gence ; 
was gently administering artificial respiration. I looked embarassedly up and down the street to see if 

“You don’t get away from me that easy,” she said. See could Boa ne 
That yore Taree Please, Martha,” I said. “Don’t say that so loud.” 

She picked me up and laid me on the seat with my ee then eee ae e pod ee fs 
head in her lap. I looked up at her and passed out again. No, Dee thousand times no,” T said staunchly. al 

In the course of the ride, I managed to sit up and talk must get this money home. The owl suet is running low 
fo thie one and I need new straw in my tick. 

What is your name, and what is this about an inheri- Well, anyway,” said Martha, “let’s count the cash and 
Rance? a cheenade see what kind of a haul you got. Then maybe we can get 

e 2 - i i a hotel room, huh?” 
Oh, nothing much,” I answered. “My name is Framise I thateun rae iy 

Dolt and my rich aunt Matilda died and I am on my way ee owen eae myself, so I thought it not im- 
to Pewterville to collect the inheritance, that’s all. And Peeper to sountt Sees ; : i 
what is your name, if I may ask?” I blushed beautifully. All Bueue T said. “I feel it not improper to count the 

“My name is Martha Homemaker,” she said. “I was eek a kindergarten teacher, but I— I— I lost my job.” We sat on a bench and I opened the box. That was the 

“Oh, that’s too bad,” I said, caressing her ermine cape. Teo Martha. She disappeared like a rocket. 

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she said bravely. “Let’s pet.” Th lef i 
“What is t t?” T asked e turtle food lasted me most of the way home. 

eee asked. THE END
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Mother: David, how many times have I told you not Dear John, 
to wade in the sink? Words cannot express how much I regret having brok- 

David: Seventeen. en off our engagement. Will you please come back to me? 
(Now there’s a good, clean, no-laugh joke.) Your absence leaves a vacancy which nothing can ever 

e fill. Please forgive me and let us begin anew. I cannot 

She stepped out of the bathtub onto the bathroom live without you. I love you, I love you, I love you! 
scales. Hubby came in the back door and walked past Yours forever, j 
the door. He observed what she was doing and inquired, = ae : Emily. 
“How many pounds this morning, darling?” Se Congratulations on your winning the Irish Sweep- 

Without bothering to look around she answered: stakes! fe 
“Fifty, and be sure you don’t leave the t the back 
beck a cee Ore teas ae are ere: Se agian The very small boy came home dejectedly from his : 

s first day at school. 
“Ain’t goin’ t a ttered. 

The young thing was silting on her front porch knit- “Why fie deaco? te Bae enced : 
ting some tiny garments. And her mother said to a neigh- “Well, I can’t read, and I can’t write, and teacher 
bor: “I’m glad to see that she has taken an interest in Ron ler me talks so what ie Welle dhe use?” 
something other than running around with boys.” : e 

e “My love,” said the beaver passionately, “come and 
A singing bartender at a well-known New York hotel live with me in my newly built house in the stream.” 

went to the coast with his wife and applied for a job at the For a moment the beaver maid was silent, then coyly 
employment agency. slapping her tail on the bank, she whispered: “Then you 

The conversation went like this: do give a dam for me, after all?” 
Interviewer: “Have you an occupation?” 2 
Applicant: “Yes, I’m a bartender.” Wife modeling new suit: “If you remove the bodice 
Interviewer: “Well, we can’t do anything for you in from this you have a play suit. If you remove the skirt 

that line. Can you do anything else? Can you pick you have a sunsuit.” 
lemons?” Husband: “‘And if you remove anything else you have 

Applicant: “Can I? This is my fifth wife!” a law suit.” 

Enjoy Campus Life at the 

No parking facilities, 

but you can still walk 

NV ae Pa” Buot
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ave You \ Ve INCOR 
Professor Gustay Biceps position for a 200-pound man with a bath- 

Muscles, Incorporated ing suit? We are prepared to make you the 
© Le Bor oe same generous offer we made to Mr. 

ver otice pe Schnellering. Our rates are as follows: 

D Prof Bi Kicking sand in the face of a 97-pound ar ess eps: : : i Bore TOseeeer seed weakling — $1.25; insulting girls accom- 
Before I took your course, I was a 97- panying a 97-pound weakling—65; calling 

pound weakling. When I went to the beach, a 97-pound weakling “skinny”—75; step- 

at or very girls laughed at me, and a 200-pound bully ping in the middle of picnic lunch of 97- 

kicked sand in my face. After taking your pound weakling and guest—$1.00; impro- 

course, I weigh 250 pounds, solid muscle. vised insults and injuries (short of bodily 
x I went to the beach yesterday, but I could- assault) —rates to be arranged. All rates 

97 Lb Weaklin n’t find the bully who kicked sand in my are doubled if said 97-pound weakling is 
e face. The girls still laugh at me. Should T reading one of our adyertisements while 

buy a bigger suit now? The top to this said insult takes place. Now, did you ever 
one is stretched all out of shape. And the hear of a fairer arrangement? Of course, 

THERE IS A life guard didn’t like it a bit when I from time to time one of our agents, in- 
picked up his tower, said he was going to cognito, will check: the beach you are 
call the cops or something. Professor Bi- working just to make sure everything is 
ceps, I don’t think I’m a bit more popular on the “up and up” and that you are 

200 POUND BULLY? and successful than I was before taking charging us only for accomplished insults, 
s your course, and [’ye lost my job as tube but for an honest man like you, Mr. War- 

inspector at the Feuchtwanger Flue Fac- tenby, this should never enter your mind. 

tory, since I got too big to get in the Can you let me know by return mail if you 
Where Do all the 200 pound tubes. I want my money back because I’m accept this dynamic proposition? 

not perfectly satisfied in only 30 days. neeen 

Yours truly, Dreier eee _ : Spence Wartenby rofessor Gustay Biceps, 
bullys who kick sand in i Muscles, Incorporated 

. Mr. S e War : 3 
the faces of 97 pound weaklings Mr ence Wartenby Professor Gustay Biceps 243% Esplanade 

lions vOnie Muscles, Incorporated 
er i: ; P.O. Box 91872a 

z New York, N.Y. 
2 Dear Mr. Wartenby: 

come from? , 
Of course you didn’t find the 200-pound Dear Professor Biceps: 

bully who kicked sand in your face. He is I accept your generous offer; what 
working another beach now. Mr. Warten- Heachecude Kk? $ : 2 eaches you want me to work? Just 

Heretofore unpublished letters by, I'm going to let you in on one of the for practice today, I kicked sand in the 
finest deals you have ever run across. How faces of two 97-pound weaklings, and one 

would you like to make up to $25.00 a 96-pound weakling. I also insulted a girl 
reveal all! day just having fun on the beach? Sounds accompanying the 96-pound weakling, and 

incredible, but it’s true! Tl tell you a stepped in the picnic lunch of one of the 

little secret. Mr. Emil Schnellering, the 97-pound weaklings. Gee, Professor Biceps, 

200-pound bully who kicked sand in your kicking sand in the face of 97-pound 

face, was one of our men, earning as much weaklings is fun! 
as $25 a y going i 2 : as e250) a day going from beach to beach Yours truly, 
Kicking sand in the faces of 97-pound 
weaklings. Now, Mr. Wartenby, have you Spence Wartenby 
ever heard of a better money-making pro- —Texas Ranger
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I WAS AVA’S GARDNER 
From the Yale Record 

Waldo Crud had not wanted to go The large man’s mustache began to ward and pushed a forefinger into 
into Cassidy’s Bar at all. He had, in quiver. “Bring it,” he said in a low Cassidy’s chest. “What is hot cakes 
fact, intended to see “Mogambo” that _—_ voice. “Bring two. You have thirty _ that they sell so good? he asked 
evening, because he liked to watch seconds.” “Tell me that, wise guy. 
black people beat drums and leap Cassidy’s li ; . “ A A assidy’s lips parted with a gentle Cassidy swallowed. Any damn 
et we ae eee ee a ie snarl. But he turned and went toward — fool knows what hot cakes is,” he 
We ee ee 2° a ie are a row of bottles behind the bar. said. “People like ’em and they sells 
Sara aa nines Be aoe oe op ered Welde tothe fast like—well, like mogambos.” up xcuse me,” sai ; 
his shoulders. large man. “I don’t think you quite The large man i to pound his 

. derstand.” fist upon the bar. “You don’t know “Zachary!” the large man cried, ee Keds!” he’shouted 
and grinned at Waldo. “Damned if I “I understand perfectly,” said the Wal a fet cake vet ic Showed: 
didn’t think you was dead!” large man, cracking his knuckles omi- “Listen,” said Cassidy, “if I ee 

« a . nously. “I’ve had trouble with this sellin’ hot cakes you’d buy one an 
a ee eae oa “Hel slob before. You just leave it to me.” be damn quick about it, too!” g : 
lo,” he said. Cassidy returned, bearing two “IT wouldn’t,” the large man said 

The large man roared with laugh glasses filled with a pale liquid, with a bitter laugh. au wouldn’t *cause 
= / “Aha!” the large man shouted tri- 1 don’t like hot cake!” ter. “Same old Zachary!” he boomed. Seni 8 Mel z 

“Come on, kid, let’s booze it up! Let’s umphantly. You doa even know “You don’t have no sense of val- 
live a little, lad! Come on!” ea uane ues!” cried Cassidy. The large man 

i 5 Beat ; let out a roar, and leaped over the Wealdoudidenat t t : Cassidy drew himself up to his full ‘ ? : oe 
polite, so he followed the large man height. “Certainly I do,” he said with bar, his hands reaching Cassidy's 
into Cassid ’s Bar. No one, as far as __‘ignity. “Certainly Ido. They’ve been _throat. In the eee that followed, He could ae eaieves called sellin’ like hot cakes tonight.” Waldo slipped silently out the door. 

hi a eer. : He arrived at the theater just in time 
DUIS AE eens The large man smiled, and rocked _ to catch the final showing of “Mo- 
The large man went right up to the _ on his heels. “I’ve got him now,” he —_ gambo.” 

bar, and beat his fist down hard on said to Waldo. Then he stepped for- —Dole 
the wooden top, so that bottles and 
glasses jumped and skittered all the 
way down the line. “Cassidy!” he 

bellowed. \ | | i 

Cacsidy, dhe Waren = al LS ra assidy, the bar-tender, came to- =e 
ward them. “What are you havin’ to- LL [ON 
night, Zachary?” the large man asked PANTHERA LEO AFRICA | 
Waldo. 

| 

“Well,” said Waldo, adjusting his ee Z > Lol 
glasses and wondering how he could | CA hs AS 
tell him, “I’d thought about ‘Mogam- S$ A Ce: = oe 
bo’? [AN eee | ad 

The large man turned toward Cas- Ss . H 
sidy. “Don’t just stand there, pin- | 
head!” he shouted. “Bring him a | | W & / 
mogambo!”” ; Nv 

Sots Ne iS \ 
Cassidy carefully wiped a beer glass 8 | \\ on his apron. “He ain’t twenty-one,” i = 9 a 

he said. th o \\\ mig \\ See \\ 
a \\—— 4 (ao ee / \ 

The large man put both hands upon ao ue Ailey OSS 
the bar and leaned forward, glaring =e eae 7) N tA fu 
at Cassidy. “He is twenty-one,” he ! hi as i. «3 
said emphasizing his words through a SS a ; ee ues clenched teeth. “He is twenty-one and x a LOS 7 ee Le i 
he is having a large mogambo.” f 7 — ee ih ~| 

Cassidy considered the fingernails 
of his right hand. He was silent for 
several minutes. “Maybe we don’t “How well I remember my college days when I was a zoology lab in- 
have no mogambos left,” he said. structor.”
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Pa to son cannibal—Don’t you know it’s rude to talk Bis, 
with someone in your mouth? pers 

e y= 
X 4) 

Gangster up for murder rap—I refuse to answer on PN ay 
the grounds that it may incinerate me. fen \(- Er 

: _ e fos Pia 

Robert Q. Lewis says he drinks nothing stronger than Wig : a 
pop—and there’s nothing his pop doesn’t drink. £7 5s a ‘ Ue 

° if Pe * VA 
“Why don’t you buy a new pen?” hy F i Ke 
“Why? I’ve had this one since I was a little Sheaffer.” fi i 

—1]923 i } vy 
S Fa 2 Mt 

Voice from car—Shay, Offisher, ish thish the way to ap i : fi y . 
go to the football game? ay i, ms! WS 2 

Policeman—You bet. And if I wasn’t a cop, I’d go that Bit Ae 

way, too. EONS 
e 

Excerpts From the Congressional Record 
Man getting a shave—Barber will you please give me Saat SS a Re Se a 

a glass of water? EE rr 
Barber—What’s the matter, a little hair in your a ..g|— 

throat? a = —s—r—_—XMU—s—S—r—Fhehrhrhrtrt—t— 

She was only the minister’s daughter but you couldn’t -— Ff — . _ _- 

He—Your stockings are rather wrinkled. | .. . _ 
She—You brute! I have no stockings on! _ 4 — ee : fl 

-_ ,.  =s _ 
The teacher had spent most of the morning telling the -. ._ _ . | 

class something of the wonders of nature. At the finish ef rte FF 
she said, “And isn’t it wonderful how the little chickens ~~ a 
get_out of their shells?” a rt 

One quick-witted lad went her one better, “Teacher, : ~~ : . _ 

I think it’s far more wonderful how they get into the ‘  - 
shells.” _ CS — 

Men make passes at girls that empty glasses. : — . 

“T want to get some grapes for my sick husband. Do r—“_™OO—S—S—Y 
you know if any poison has been sprayed on them?” _ 

“No, Mam. You'll have to get that at the drug store.” — =—=— | 
© - = =—r—e—eSs 

A minister, making a call, and his hostess were sitting a —  r—“‘“__ 

in the parlor when a small boy came running in carrying 
a dead rat. “Don’t worry mother, it’s dead. We bashed 
him and beat him until . . .” And noticing the minister (Closes ycCOley Ste Se ee neS 

for the first time, he added in a lowered voice, “. . . Newly Pinned Girl of the Month : 
until God called him home.” 

° 

The two traveling boppers while in Russia saw a guy NANCY NIEDERER 
being flogged in a public square. 

“T don’t dig the beat,” said one, “but that sure is a Presented by 
crazy drum.” 

e 

Three ways to end a dinner conversation: PAUL BISHOP 

1. Ask the lady on your right if she’s married. Should 
she say “yes,” ask her if she has any children. If she says “ 
“No,* ask her how she does it. 650 State St. Dial 6-8883 

2. Ask the lady on your left if she is married. If she 
says “No,” ask her if she has any children. L. G. BALFOUR CO. 

3. Ask the lady across from you if she has any children. 
If she says “Yes,” ask her if she’s married. [Raia Mise ie Uk <ent et e
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mh _ 

4 .  «. ay OCTY PRESENTS 
~ «| 
a lC(“ 

a Are Th Doing? oe What Are They Doing: 

2° <—D 
— FF 
1. Playing Post Office. @ 4 new, exciting game for Mongolian Idiots 
2. Robbing the Bursar’s office. 

: 8. Collecting ROTC pay. 

4. Subsidizing UW pistol champ. 

—. ... s—~—i—OCCSCSC 

re Lrlrt— 8g / 
oC — : @ 7 C 

UL ). a 

ages. | _. LS {AD 

2s. SClU  ~=—S—res—es—E . 

— a oe 4 : 
Poe tts ‘ 

La 
os ——— 1, Lunchtime in the Rathskeller. 

1. Cutting a wedding cake. 2. Movie starlet taking milk bath. 
2. Building Rome in a day. 3. Marlon Brando relaxing between acts of Julius 
8. NROTC cadet snarking on Caesar. 

Chadbourne hall. 4. State milk inspector checking milk at Van Hise 
4. All of the above. cafeteria.
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» oN _ F | o 1. Pershing Rifles performing at 
. os es KO : Mil-Ball. 

 . —  °* & hh. 
_ e) - y 5 . ¢/ ee 2. Army high level conference. 

= OP eS : - Le 3. Teddy Roosevelt taking San — a. - - ae — =), : facet hill 

oh / ee 4. St. George and others retreat. a _ be al — ing from dragon. 

oo 4 UN — —— ee fF — 

igi ee A 
————— ae Se 

oe _ : 

oF 0=C—t=s 
7 + ~~ _a<'. 

1. Woman remarking, “But, Bar- | -_ @ = 
ney, your breath stinks.” ee ff 

2. Couple playing “roll the mar- | _ a — | 
ble” between chin & cheek. “ | - 

8. Dr. Christian whispering prize- ~ _ | | 
winning play to Judy Price. . 2, rCC 

-  _ 
4, The iceman having his pick. PS SS 

se FF 

rrr YOON 
G mY | = yy —- is 
DP *’ . ae ~—hCS__S}+ Cardinal going to press. 

oo le _- .. ® _—s-3. Country Magazine going to 

a eee a re C4. All of the ab Cl .lLc cert “(iw ie above.
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EDITOR’S BROWN STUDY 
Well, here it is at last. An Octopus _ this campus is going forward instead _fore-deadline story has issued forth 

that isn’t subjected to faculty cen- of backward, (no mean feat these from his cranium to delight Octy 

sorship. Kind of hard to believe, days either). Well anyway, hurrah. readers searching for something 

isn’t it? The credit goes mostly to Yessir, by jingo, golly, gosh, HUR- — deeply symbolic. 
Dean Zillman himself, and the SLIC RAH. Busi Haren 1 
subcommittee on student publications 7 pene a ae Bee Ey a 
whose cry is “freedom of the press.” Perhaps a few clusters of roses on ie ee ra ae ovens 
I hope you can appreciate the signi should be thrown into the last rushes cat nee - Gai dhe Sain he 
ficance of this move which comes of the school year stream. The first ae SS ee Lene aad S 
when other campuses are putting re- of these will go to Ronald J. Carson Dees ier ere ra Pri 7 te 
strictions on humor magazines rath- _ for tireless effort put into his job of ene Jo eae “Gesk eee his 

ifti : iate Editor. ight-be- uM Tea é er than lifting them. It shows that Associate Editor. Many a night-be: Mielocnestiedee foriesto tue (oballie 

comes up only once in a while from 
under a great pile of papers. The 
rest of the time all that can be seen 
is an occasional movement as John 

, _ —e ee sharpens a pencil under his papery 
_  .. ... ~~ _ grave. Harrah to John and his tur- 

 flr,rt—. _ nips and oat meal. 

tt — ==. CC has supplied Octy with its hilarious 

 . — @=.—.—hse fact it is hard to find artwork in the 
_ — -_- | magazine that didn’t flow from Jim- 

_ =. . ~—h bo’s pen. Not only have Wisconsin 
a —rtrt—‘—“OS<“<~‘<~‘—<~—~s;C<;3;<C~7Cé=*S students enjoyed his work, but hu- 

|. 7 a ——rr—™—_OOOOSmsS mor magazines all over the country 

| . ses have reprinted Rieff cartoons. 
rrr E—F=eets—~—e ; 

_ - i = All you people who have subscrip- 
i. “SS Ors tions can thank Tanya Sander for 
_ ~*~ i. : ‘ 
_. _ .  —_—— ss the safe arrival of your mag. If it 

. — Cs — didn’t arrive safely you can probably 

a. Cs 2 thank my own ten thumbs for their 

te NC of Octy’s typewriters would make 
0. ..4§©=©]7».—h—™—U”Urr—~—ee 3 z 

— _ VN you doubly aware of the fine job 

SS Oe i Tanya has done. 

— — _ ad Ah Bob Keyes, Lee Baxandall, Ben 
——r—< i ‘i‘ ‘;....L.OUUOOUCO—~—C—O Weiss, and the Phil Scheaffer Jerry 

; : Kolbert team all get honorable men- 
tion for their stories which proved 
quite readable, not to mention funny. 

Oct Proud | Presents Story illustrations and drawings of 

y y pretty girls earn credit for Russ 
Koester and Sharon Smith respective- 

ly. 

Mary Eligateth Silher And, casting modesty aside, I save 

one rose for myself for the colorful 

language used during layout sessions . ’ . 8 
This Month S Calendar Girl and other such moments of stress. 

So this is the end of Octy for the 

Bust 21” Pre-Kindergarten I year. It has been a successful year 

Waist 22” Loves strained as years go and I guess they do. 

Hips 23” corn, rattles and Adios to you and the guy reading 
3 Feet Long men. Phone 6-7543. over your shoulder, from me, Wayne 

Arihood, and the rest of the Octy 
$e eae cee eee ee staff.
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hs ModesT : 
yoo 

@. > R 
HE \\ jem ob eee Tr 

y= ye ar : 
Ye? - a) <Any oh -— ah ps TOG. p Gi Ve Ge The 
BN ° Ps _* VAR Sean if} Um o~ CE Ae 

a me » & Wy Kollege 
4 , S e 
i i ‘ a Ut -. Klub 
Ay Vey a ¥ x 
we Wy be a? 714 State 
bay wy ae 
Rs try} eur sHeO LY i] ih 

Ae Mt a A9 H) Whoae ball ecause ol ee 
Lf Waseda | Wi 

bi ny bia \ We have the finest | 
A al SS = : 

any Sa in beer 

... and atmosphere 

There once was an old Finnish [esa ee | 
woodsman who was very proud of his 
axe. He boasted that he had used Senior: “Waiter, please bring me Then there was the absent-minded 
the same axe for twenty years. some tomato juice for a pick-up.” professor who forgot to write a six 

“You mean,” marveled a friend, Waiter: “Yes, sir, and what will dollar book to sell to his class. 
“that you have really used that same —_ you have for yourself?” . 
axe, day after day, for twenty years?” ° 

“Oh, yes,” said the woodsman Sig Chi: “What would you call an Little Willie wrote a book. 
proudly. “And all it has ever needed old maid doing the dance of the sev- Woman was the theme he took. 
was six new heads and seven new en veils?” Woman was his only text. 
handles!” Phi Delt: “A comic strip.” Ain’t he cute? He’s oversexed. 

“ THESE ALL START — “SHE WAS ONLY... 
a creditor’s daughter, but she allowed no advances. a professor’s daughter, but she learned her lesson. 

a taxi driver’s daughter, but you auto meter. a lumberman’s daughter, but she had been through the 
a te sche her ban: mill. 

Scere dough er eubsheey bone : f a barber’s daughter, but what a mug she had. 
a grave digger’s daughter, but you ought to see her lower a bartender’s daughter, but she was a good mixer. 

the bier. r a politician’s daughter, but she voted yes on every propo- 
a fireman’s daughter, but she sure did go to blazes. Sion 

a judge’s daughter, but she could dipose of any case. a carpenters’ daughter, but she nailed her man. 
a plumber’s daughter, but she had good connections. a miner’s daughter, but oh, what natural resources. 
a milkman’s daughter, but she was the cream of the crop. a mortician’s daughter, but I cadaver. 
a film censor’s daughter, but she knew when to cut it out. a moonshiner’s daughter, but I loved her still. 
a surgeon’s daughter, but oh, what a cut-up. a printer’s daughter, but I liked her type. 
a phetographer’s daughter, but she was well developed. an insurance salesman’s daughter, but I liked her policy. 
a real estate man’s daughter, but oh, what development. a carnival queen, but she sure made concessions. 
a hash-slinger’s daughter, but how she could dish it out. a second hand dealer’s daughter, that’s why she wouldn’t 
a boxer’s daughter, but she knew when to feint. allow much on the sofa. 
a plumber’s daughter, but oh those fixtures. an optician’s daughter, but give her 2 glasses and she’d 
a parson’s daughter, but she had her following. make a spectacle of herself. 
a blacksmith’s daughter, but she knew how to forge a chimney sweep’s daughter, but she soots me fine. 

ahead. a gear maker’s daughter, but she could outstrip them all. 
a golfer’s daughter, but her form was perfect. a florist’s daughter, but she was dandelion in the grass. 
a stableman’s daughter, but all the horsemen knew her. —POT
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Ao Bl 
| CPRBYV iS be R h 

aN ey rm | | Babe Rut 
by - i ce 4 1 \ 
V i ee Ne \ \ Scene: Wrigley Field, Chicago, Octo- 

| Ke 7 “ae ee ! | : ber 1, 1932. 49,986 people ace sitting 
x a ee mt \ oD around, watching nine men in gray 

+ d “g ae ie a knickers bat a ball around with nine 

| Bee id) i men in white knickers. The men in 
4 3 iar ee ia eray are from New York (A.L.) ; the 

SS) , ‘ee = = i fo] are in white are from Chicago 

SS aw : NSB fo , (N.L.). There are also four men in 

\ ANS (g# Wor Eo : dark blue suits standing around do- 

KYORY, G : Pa ing absolutely nothing. As the scene 
3 tise ‘ << b opens, it is the fifth inning of the 

- SNS me Fe Rs third contest between the two teams. 
ANS SAS — y _ Everyone is yelling and screaming, 

Lee LOXASR e gee : since each side has scored four times, 

eT — j Fo 4 and now the men from New York 
ee g - ye . (A.L.) are about to try for more. 

A ee ee : (Enter Babe Ruth, swinging a bat. 
Ds : i “a Boos from the crowd. 

Wee 1 - x 

Le in rae ewe ey Fe Ke 4 Announcer: And now the Bambino 
he Lesiceess) go 4 a, , ) is stepping up to the plate. Listen to 

fo OS} oe ‘ , that crowd! (Crowd noise.) The 

| ey A ui \ ag Babe is grimacing as he has a few 

ee ot ~ \ po Be d ~ ey words with the Cubs’ catcher. 

ew OS, ae Ruth: How’s the wife? 
Se | SSO 2 
ft ee : Catcher: O.K. How’s yours? 

a oe oe i oe Lp Ruth: Fine. 
ew oe aoe eA DD; Announcer: Looks as though 

wy ORY A there’s some sort of ill feeling between 

aX Fe : I@) aS Ruth and the catcher, fans. Here’s 

oe ws = GEN the pitch . . . fast ball, called strike. 
Bee ae Yaar" Catcher: Looks like rain. 

oe oo i Ruth: Yeah. Look at that storm 

[ae =< cloud out there. 
oe oe 2) ae F Announcer: Get this, fans! The 

a CBs fel ie D A Babe has just pointed toward the 

Gr oe i center field bleachers! He’s calling 

AWD! | dre ee ; él F his shot! What a man! What a man! 
oN. rh At samed : ; & (More boos from the crowd.) The 

ZH) \v ent Pan ee ie pitch . . . called strike two! 

C7, oD wen ots a SB a Catcher: 1 don’t see any storm 
Vi, fe ie : a aloud 

Ve foes Strolling ete oo Ruth: Out there, behind the Life- 
Ce buoy ad 

~~ Without my o yoo od Announcer: He’s done it again, 
Oe Se : * fans. He’s standing there, pointing to 
ee ee : - the dead center field stands, letting 

(ee aes Sod {) 3 the crowd know where he’s going to 

ww SIl at : hit it. What confidence! What a man! 

Pig | SVS : Ruth (to pitcher): How’s about a 

6rd Orr : j : beer after the game, Charlie? 

5 ol 2 a : a 4 loving a wy [ Pitcher: ae Babe. 
oor ao : an ul : Announcer: And now Ruth is 
es i Loafing ae before tose screaming at the pitcher, who yells 

oe eee never reat es and all No right back at him. Now the catcher’s 
ae | ok se lovely’ di inform bra. getting into the act, and here comes 

ee 5 os 0} ot my Ma a er 50 the ump to break it up. 
j = iO | (ee people slam pe. 50 3 Catcher: Say, Babe, I heard a good 

2 . WO! 3 sure, gag the other day. Seems there was 

a oo mfortable, ie A ee os ie overshoe salesman who married 
cae Soe eee col | tel secur ce for, EXER MRE a barmaid and... 
pla he ee : comp ei y . fl er Ump: Don’t tell me you’re telling 

ee Q : ig A ai that old one about the overshoe sales- 

ee THERE oreice : man again. Why, I heard that one 

ee 2 66.0.5: PAL i _ back in Philly at the beginning of the
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C ll Hi h One day a little baby stork was Professor: “Extraordinary resem- 

a S 1s ot very perturbed because his mother blance, though—extraordinary.” 

was gone all night and he asked his © : 
Seca father about it. “Why, your mother Did the doctor mean it when he 

Ruth: Shut up, Jim, and let him has Becusialsitie peopl nee pad youd Bob Ue es rien eee 
fellas T avente heardiat vet py.” the father stork replied. The if you didn’t stop chasing women? 

U 5 W s cate - next night the father stork was gone “He certainly did—I was chasing 

uggs ell, hurry up and get it and the baby stork asked his mother his wife.” 
over with before the crowd starts Where he was. “Your father has been s 

getting impatient. making people very happy.” the Recruiting Officer: “What’s the 
Pitcher: Hey, ump, how’s about a mother stork replied. The next night idea of coming in here and saying 

clean ball? (Lobs the ball in toward  |ittle’ baby stork was gone till the you're only seventeen years old! Go 
the plate.) wee hours. When he came in, mother and walk around that yard and come 

Announcer: Here it comes! stork and father stork asked where hack and see if you’re not nineteen.” 
Pitcher: Look out! he had been. “Oh, out scaring the 
WHAP! hell out of college kids,” baby stork 
Announcer: And there it goes, replied. a ees A 

way, way, way back into the center RNS es 
field stands! Just the way he called f ara 
it! What a man! GUT-BLASTERS : 

Ruth (apologetically) : Tch, tch. I know a girl who got a job dis- a 

Guess I d better run. Tm awful sorry, tributing those little boxes of cereals S, 
Charlie, I was just trying to duck out that some of the large companies use i 
of the way. Almost clipped my ear. to advertise their products to the 

Pitcher: Didn’t mean to throw it so public, reports Lennie Warren in j 
close, Babe. It sort of slipped out of True. One day she met a friend who 

my hand. hadn’t seen her for some time. <4 

Arinouncer: That was a blazing “T hear you're going to be mar- > 
fast ball right down the middle that ried,” said the friend. Leu 
Ruth connected with. Nothing phony “That’s right,” the girl replied i y : g plied. 
about that one. “We're going to be married next 6. Potato 

Ruth: What a goddam phony that month.” 4 ) WH 

OD Wass ; “Great!” said the friend. “What Ips 
Ump: You can say that again. are you doing now?” 

; ee That fluke wasn’t worth “Nothing much,” answered the e e@ oe on 
a two-cent cigar. eirl. “ eiving away sa Sie 

Announcer: And a box of White en) Jes y So 
Owls to the Bambino for that round- e CG LY 
tripper! is ; / \e 

Ruth: How’ll I ever explain it to Soph: “How did you like Ven- \ 
the boys? Oh, well, it'll probably all ice?” s yer — 
be forgotten by tomorrow. (Exit.) Frosh: “Oh, I only stayed a few wet es 

Announcer: That’s one you'll be days. The place was flooded.” } N58) 
hearing about for years, fans; 425 S RILEY 
feet in the air, etc... . leas i 

(Cheers of crowd fade off into dis- Professor: “Didn’t you have a 4 RED 

tance.) brother in this course last year?” i ad 2 s > last year? Be SS 
—Record Student: “No, sir, it was I. ’m Clip aU 

taking it over again.” HaltALIN IE. FANCY SALTED NUTS 

J ee” AIL CI SESE 
A 10) Apeish a5 @ gee Ge 

Pome CLT ieee 
To Be Read de) Paste NONE FINER SERVED IN MADISON «59 [Presson 

Dit Notte be ITALIAN AND AMERICAN DISHES isi 77| LS 
CaaS Citigate 

Understood fi Ss Se b// ae 
YOUR FAVORITE ote 

I live alone and like it . BEVERAGE ! » 1 ad 4 

Has this a truthless twang? ye x ae WEST Sa es 

It’s really true, because, you see, Ree... HINGTON Fee 

I’m an orangoutang.
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bd A \ a 

ith only these hand i i ee. With only these hands and this cranium / + de 

Octy’s Cartoonist-in-Residence Pa) At 

Jimbo Rely aa 

Pleads guilty to the foliowing ~ ed NE 
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Ramprage was a quiet, peaceful city that nestled apolo- 
getically against the foothills of Rockridge Mountain. 

1 | d Ramprage was an average American city, populated 
e artia y nso ve densely with average American citizens. Average, that 

is, until that fateful day in June when . . . 
. . . when the telephone, resting lazily on the desk, 

Mystery of the rang desperately. Chief Mahoney reached for it. 
“Hello!” he asked. 

< The voice at the other end Bpoke out excitedly. “I'd 
“ like to speak to the chief of police!” Purloined Cornerstones —"s.5%: 

“Well, I wish to report the theft of a cornerstone.” 
The chief could hardly believe his ears. “I see,” he 

by Joseph McBrady Kaburpish drawled. “Give me your name and address, and I'll 

: send a man right out.” 
No one paid particular attention to the theft of the 

ea a first cornerstone; it was novel, but nothing more. Yet, 
as the disappearances became more nae, ae 

on omen ee a ee mounted. Soon the Ramprage Daily Gazette picked up 
<< ee the story. Headlines ae BAFFLING CRIME WAVE 

i HITS RAMPRAGE. Underneath, in smaller letters, came 
. = = ~—~—~——~—__ CORNERSTONES VANISH BY THE SCORE. The ar- 

eo > ticle itself contained the real story: 
- -— Ramprage, June 29, 1939. A new series of baf- 

—l”~—~—~—CiS fling thefts have left the local police nonplussed. 
 . — — LE Several cornerstones have mysteriously vanished 
 —Or—™———C———r | from all but one building in our metropolis. A state- 
a —rr——NFEEnNrtr—iCSrs—Ssi—e—aSsCSCO ment from Chief of Police Howard H. Mahoney re- 

=. - — sis vealed today that in spite of the fact that the culprit 
i —e—e a > — (or culprits) left no clues, he promised to make an 
__ oo . i 4==s arrest within five days. 

 _ <  =sSs Cont'd CRIME WAVE page five. 
 - _ Chief Mahoney leaned back in his swivel chair and 

: _ chortled smugly. Ah, yes, he thought . . . within five days. 
- The solution had bared itself so neatly. It was really so 

_ : _ : simple, he thought. The thefts, he had deduced, had one 
: — > : thing in common; they occurred in a perfectly regular 

_ . cycle. Oh, it was so simple! The chief again chortled 
_ - smugly. Since the crimes had become so completely pe- 

_ _ : riodical, he always knew in advance when the next crime 
: . would occur; the only thing he never knew was where. So, 

— _ : - all he had to do was sit back and wait until only one cor- 
< nerstone remained, and then... © 

: __ a Again, he chortled. Oh, it was so very, very easy when 
_ _ one possessed the capacity. 

_ _ - The time had come. He looked at his watch. Four : _ ome more days to go, he mused. Just four. Then I shall have 
: _ ‘| ys the culprit (or culprits) in my power! He laughed 

: SES : childishly. 
C . The four days passed with amazing rapidity, twenty 
_—r—e four hours apiece. In the inky blackness of the night, 

_ police cars stole insidiously down the dimly lit streets 
- : : _ : of Ramprage, all converging on one spot, a block from 

— _ Ce the Ramprage National Bank. Dark forms crept from 
iii = ee the cars, spreading into a wide circle around the bank 

ese r——C—C which loomed menacingly in the dark sky. The air was 
rti—‘“_—O__ —r”rt—“O™OO—S— shot with tension. 
ii. = —r—r———— Chief Mahoney, his back pressed flatly against the 

_. — shadowed side of a stone wall, inched his way cautiously 
_ rr _ =. ioward the building. Then the nemesis of all evil paused. 
i a »...... 8 He was tense with anticipation. 

—_s. _ =... - SR GRee orl gard 

“Ten to,” the form answered. 
OOO “Thanks, ” he chortled. “Give the signal; see if the 

Mssr. Kaburpish, although an imbecile plagued by us others are ready.” 
i i i iti ‘hi lay epic for “e se 99. ee, 
Bey kanes Tis ote netenis Te aoeane eae ; Yes sir.” The form puckered his lips. The dreadful 
nal draft of the story was assembled with lettered blocks silence was punctured suddenly by the cry of a hoot 
from the Psych. department, we don’t know. Continued on page 24
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Continued from page 22 : i picions were aroused when upon searching through the 
owl—one short hoot and two longs. Before it faded entire- home of Cuthbert Wickleford, assistant teller No. 7, the 

ly away it was answered by a nightingale, a mocking bird, police came across a basement piled high with old and 
a bullfinch, and a canary—two short tweets and a long. new cornerstones. Wickleford, however, absolved him- 

And then it happened. self by stating that they had been bequeathed to him by 
As the bells in a nearby church tolled the hour of gnvecceniie uncle. 

midnight, it happened. With the pealing of the first Across the nation, newspapers caught up the story. 
silvery tones, Chief Mahoney grew taut. His sensitive It became the unsolved mystery of the era. WHO PUR- 
ears picked up a sound—the barely audible yet unmis- LOINED THE CORNERSTONES FROM RAMPRAGE? 
takable sound of sandstone grinding on sandstone. He AND WHY? asked the Philadelphia Sun. RAMPRAGE 
gasped in amazement. For there, before his unbelieving IN AN UPRAGE! screamed the headlines of the San 
eyes, the cornerstone began to recede into the building! Francisco Telegram. At the request of the Ramprage ; 
Before he could gather his wits about him, it was gone, Chamber of Commerce, Chief of Police Howard H. Ma- 

leaving only a black void in its stead. money resigned voluntarily from office. Ramprage be- 
; When the chief finally lifted himself from his trance, came known. as the city without a cornerstone. It was 

he put a whistle to his lips and blew a shrill blast on it. their humiliation, yet the citizens of Ramprage endured j 
Out of the night came scores of black forms. They rushed it magnanimously. 
forward expectantly. Then they stopped, confused. For years the crime went unsolved. Then one day, 

The chief shoved his way through the mob of uni- nearly twenty years later, a letter was delivered to the 
. formed men to the spot at which they gaped. He peered new chief of police, Patrick Henry O’Tooligan, which 

into the hole where the cornerstone had been. blew the case wide open. It read as follows: 
“Into the building, men!” he shouted suddenly, and To whom it may concern: 

sixty-six men darted after him as he bolted through the I am writing this letter with the intention of partially 
door, left open for him by the thoughtful night watchman. solving the mystery of the purloined cornerstones. As 
They covered every inch of the building with a fine-tooth you read on, you may understand why I have sealed it 
comb, but to no avail until a man moved a filing cabi- in an envelope and had it hidden away in a deposit box 

net from one corner of the room. with instructions that it be mailed to the Ramprage 
“Tve found it!” he shouted. chief of police only after my death, whenever that shall 
And, sure enough, there was the hole which corres- be. f 

ponded very much to the one on the outside. Investiga- I hereby confess that I, single-handed, stole the cor- 
tion proved it to be the other end of the very same hole! nerstones from the buildings in Ramprage. Knowingly 

Chief Mahoney studied the hole carefully. After a and willingly, I filched every cornerstone available. I 
thorough examination, he turned to the men who had did it without compunction. I had to do it! 
massed about him, eager with suspense, and drawled As a child, I had been brutally neglected, since I num- 
slowly, “Men, we are up against it. This fiendish culprit bered one of ten in a family of middle income bracket. 
(or culprits), is much smarter than we anticipated. The My mother neglected me to a great degree, so I soon 
cornerstone was obviously loosened in advance so that grew accustomed to foraging for myself. 

sharply at the stroke of twelve it was ready to be re- ~ There was one thing that I always wanted, however, 
moved from within. I suspect this is an inside job!” and could never possess, and that was a set of building 

A murmur of amazemeent rippled through the crowd blocks. Desperately, I contrived, connived, and contested 
of men. They parted in awe as Mahoney strode triumph- for a set, but to no avail. It was then that a strange, un- 
antly out of the building. natural desire found its basis. As I grew, a fixation for 

On the following day, subpoenas were delivered to building blocks smouldered within me. But, as I grew, 

every employee in the bank. Singly, each was interro- mere toy blocks soon ceased to satisfy my craving. 
gated, but with no results. In desperation, the chief is- Then one day, while waiting on the corner for a 
sued warrants and the home of all suspected underwent streetcar named Perspire, my eye was attracted by a 
a rigorous search, but still without results. Once sus- beautiful chocolate colored marble cornerstone. Once 
Ce, ————e again the fire flamed inside me, and I knew then that I 

Pad had to have that cornerstone. I took it. 

GES For a time, I was happy. But one day I knew that a 
CH OLES Mw ae ig single cornerstone would not be enough. I had to steal 

2 ara PS another. It was green, and metamorphic; I adored it. 
Bve® Then I stole another, and another, until they were all 

FLO RAL WAG, Sw mine, all mine. Only then did I find supreme happiness. 
225 Gos vi SS I spent evenings roaming about my beloved cornerstones, 

SHOP cc pee - gloating over them, reveling in the surging emotions I 
BS cee experienced in running my fingers over them, touching 
BNE PON first one glorious texture, then another. Every so often 
" a we I even rearranged them to form unique patterns of de- Corsages for ae ane 

~ Formals Understand, while I admit to these thefts, at no time 
did I ever feel a guilt for having done what I did. I felt 

f : perfectly justified in doing it. I place all the blame on 
Open Evenings TSO tone! my mother, who in a period of want, neglected me. 

: As to how I accomplished my deeds, well, for the 
Sundays inl safety of the nation ae that must remain forever 

a secret. It shall die with me; to prevent possible repi- 
RsieUmecn Ave Phone 6.7728 tition, I shall forever remain reticent. 

Very truly yours, 
Cuthbert R. Wickleford
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