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“SMOKING THE WAY I DO, | SURE APPRECIATE THOSE
EXTRAS IN SLOW-BURNING CAMELS"

says Bob Fausel, ace Curtiss test pilot

./~ | SMOKE A LOT;
SO | SMOKE CAMELS. | : S
THEY BURN SLOWER — .
| GIVE ME EXTRA MILDNESS -
» WITH A GRAND EXTRA :
[ FLAVOR. MORE SMOKING,
\ PER PACK IS ANOTHER £
EXTRA | GO FOR IN
CAMELS :

A PLANE that’s never been off the ground be-
fore—never been put to the test of actual flight.
What will happen in that first power-dive?
‘That’s the test pilot’s job...Bob Fausel’s job...
to find out. It takes more than sheer nerve—it
takes extra nerve...extra skill and endurance.
Bob Fausel has those extras ... gets the extras in
his smoking, too ... with Camels. He says: “That
extra flavor in a Camel always hits the spot.”

TRYING to tear a plane apart in mid-air is only part of test pilot Bob
Fausel’s job. There are long hours of engineering conferences... long
hours of smoking. “That’s where Camel’s extra mildness and extra cool-
ness are so important,” explains Bob (center, above). “Camels are more
than mild —they’re extra mild —easy on my throat.”

Cigarettes that burn fast burn hot. Camel’s s-l-o-w way of burning
means more coolness, of course, plus freedom from the irritating qualities
of excess heat. Smoke Camels and enjoy extra mildness, extra coolness,
extra flavor—yes, and extra smoking (see below).

® In recent laboratory tests, Camels
burned 259% slower than the average
of the 15 other of the largest-selling
brands tested —slower than any of them.
‘That means, on the average, a smoking
plus equal to

5 EXTRA SMOKES PER PACK!

CYHOLCE QU ALLTY

DOMESkIC
BL
'-‘!GARRN#:::

R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.

GET THE 'EXTRAS_WITH SLOWER-BURNING CAMELS

THE CIGARETTE OF COSTLIER TOBACCOS



s LL this talk going around about Mr.
Heil making Military Training
compulsory set us to thinking. We
picture the Battle of Bascom Hill in
mass fashion. A mob of seven
or eight hundred litte guys in blue
suits comes storming up the hill
with bee-bee guns and spy glasses
while those of us who are coming
from our classes will have to beat a hasty retreat. Maybe
they’ll develop some kind of a bomb-shelter for the non-
participants—we hope.

But what we’re really worried about is the Physical Edu-
cation Department. What is going to happen to it? We re-
member those fellows in gymsuits frolicking on the lower
campus and suppose that they, with
all their baseball bats and parapher-
nalia, will become extinct along with
freedom. We're looking forward to
the day when the boys over at the
house will rush out on the lawn for a
rousing game of bean-bag.

Automatic Hostess

We kept putting nickles in that
damned automatic hostess, and we
looked at the pretty picture of the girl
painted on the machine and we heard
the unpretty voice of the girl saying,
“What is your selection, please?” and
we just couldn’t stand it anymore.

So we hustled up to the Gay Build-
ing where, according to Fred’s wait-
resses, the heart was located. Maybe
they want to keep the whole thing
quiet; anyway, we tried looking on
the directory of the building for the
location of the office, but to no
avail. Then we asked the elevator-man, who whispered,
“It’s on the second floor, but I don’t think you can get in.”
Our heart began to thump, as we approached the unmarked
door we wondered what mysteries it concealed. Our mind
tumbled wildly through the last Superman cartoon as we
timorously knocked.

A young lady about 22, or so, unbolted the door and we
told her whom we represented and could we come in and
look around a little. She seemed a bit reluctant but finally
complied. We felt like the serpent beguiling Eve.

Inside was a roomful of gadgets, tubes, stacks of record-

ings, spinning turntables, flashing lights and great batteries
of electrical equipment. The lady began to explain to us
how there were eighteen stations all over town with a turn-
table for each one. The other girl, for there were two in the
sanctum, was sitting at what looked like a telephone switch-
board where she would operate switches under each little
signal light and then say, “What is your number, please?”

For your information—this is what bothered us—the girls
are tallish and blonde. They do not look like the girl on the
jook box! There are eight girls employed regularly, and a
student who helps on Saturday nights.

Ordinarily the business starts percolating at seven o’clock
in the morning and doesn’t stop until about one o’clock at
night. On Saturday nights there is a place on the Sun
Prairie Road that stays open until two. The girls oblige.

While we were there someone put
a nickel in and we perked up our eyes
and ears. This guy, we suppose, was
the boyfriend of the switchboard girl,
though, because he didn’t seem very
intent upon having a record played.
We went out with a two way jook-

box romance ringing in our ear—not
3 without first releasing the bolt at the
/4

door. ]

English Department

We always felt that there must be
some hidden fate that made us take a
course in literature, and the other day
we discovered what it was. We were
the lucky witnesses to the sight of an
over-burdened English professor final-
ly giving vent to his wrath against the
School of Journalism.

“When a great writer,” began the
professor calmly enough, “comes to
Madison and promises to give an in-
terview to both newspapers in town and then one of the
newspapers sends a reporter to meet him at Minneapolis and
scoop the other paper on the story, it is not the writer’s |
fault.” Here the professor threw discretion to the winds,
and continued at a white heat. “And when a callow jour-
nalist takes out his injured pride in writing slanderous ar-
ticles about Sinclair Lewis intimating that the English depart-
ment was antagonistic to him, it is an insult to Mr. Lewis
and to the English department. Mr. Lewis,” concluded the
professor darkly, “has" probably forgiven the over-zealous
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|CALL FOR YOUR DATE
‘IN ONE OF OUR CARS

PROM MEANS FUN AND
MORE FUN MEANS ONE
OF OUR RENT - A - CARS

SPORT MODELS WITH RADIOS ‘

MADISON'S FINEST CARS @ MADISBNS LOWEST RATES

CAPITAL CITY

#5tte RENT-A-CAR 724

youth by now, but it was not the sporting thing to do.”
Trains

Nomination for choice position in our mental chamber of
horrors is the memory of the violent shambles that we found
ourselves in at the Milwaukee station returning home from
Christmas vacation. We had just gotten off the Hiawatha
(along with about two hundred other students) and had
three minutes to get aboard the train to Madison. It was
raining. We had three suitcases, a radio, and a hangover,
and there were no porters. We still shudder at the thought
of the sight of hundreds of students standing like bewildered
cattle in the rain and gazing at the Madison train, which
was twenty feet away, but might as well have been in New
York. One girl standing near us was crying softly, and an-
other was pushing her suitcases along with her knees while
she muttered under her breath. We finally managed to get
aboard, but we are sure that at least twenty-five weaker
individuals were left on the platform. Once on the train
we asked the conductor if there was a dining car. “What
do you want a dining car for?” he yelled at us. “You're
lucky you got a seat!”

We suppose we were.

Door

There’s a door in Chicago that we're going to get some
day for our very own. It’s a dirty yellow door, with the
paint chipping and cracking on top, and kicked off down
at the bottom, but it taught us a lot of the word greatness
It made us realize how little dependent on ornateness is real
artistry.

We went to Chicago for the weekend some weeks ago,

| 3 ST : |
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Beth would only kiss a lad
Whose breath was strictly dandy;

And that is why she always had

A few Life Savers handy.

. Livervbody’s breath offends now
. and then. Let Life Savers sweet-

en and freshen your breath after

cating, drinking, or smoking.

especially to see the Ballet Russe de Monte Carlo. It was
wonderful. The dancing, the decor, and the music gave us
an exaltation we haven’t had since we first went to church.
And after the performance, our hearts still pounding, we
went backstage to see if we could catch a glimpse of the
ballerinas. We blundered about, knocking into props and
old sets and finally arrived at the ballerinas’ dressing rooms.
And there, there before us, was that filthy yellow door, and
there scrawled in chalk on one of the panels, so rough you
could hardly read it, was the magic word, “Danilova.”
That’s the door we want.
(-]

How to Register

Lor THE benefit of those students who have not yet regis-

tered, Octy prints the following instructions for prompt

and accurate registration. If you don’t want to register, these
rules go awfully well with mayonnaise.

I. BE SURE THAT YOU WANT TO REGISTER.

After all, just because everybody else is registering is no
reason for you to follow the herd. Are you sure you
wouldn’t rather be doing something else?

II. CHECK UP ON THE NAME OF THE UNIVERSITY.

In these changing times, one cannot be too accurate.
Ask the nearest dean if this is the University of Wis-
consin. If he says no, do not become excited. Register
anyway. Maybe Wisconsin wasn’t the place for you.

III. PLAN YOUR PROGRAM.

Be sure that you are taking the right courses. If you
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are ‘a junior, sign up for everything numbered 1-100.
These are courses. open only to Freshman, and lots of
fun too. This course of action will enable you to meet
and chat with many prominent faculty members.

IV. GET YOUR TRANSCRIPT.

This part is easy if you know how to go about it. Go
to the main library and demand your transcript in a
loud voice. They will tell you that you are in the wrong
place, but insist. If they won’t give it to you after five
minutes sit down on the floor and sulk. This course of
action will frighten them, and they will have your tran-
script brought down to you. It will be the wrong one,
but never mind that. Now everything is set—you have
your program planned, your mind made up, and your

NO, OCTY’S NEWSREEL ISN'T ABOUT transcript. Ready for the next step?
FOREIGN AFFAIRS V. Go AHEAD AND REGISTER.
Instead, it is about occurrences right here on the campus. Asked —1.°E

how they managed to find all of the interest.ng shots,

one of the cameramen replied: = =
“We are quartered so that we can be at four places at once.” FREEI Wln a bOX Of Llfe SaveIS!
All you have to do is to be in the Play Circle Win a box of Life Savers for the best wisecrack!
Theater on Sunday or Monday. What is the best joke that you heard on the Wisconsin cam-
pus this month? Submit your wisecrack to the editors of Octy.
CHRONICLE NEWSREEL STAFF The winner, who will receive an attractive assortment of Life
(a newsreel covering campus activities shown each Savers, will be announced next month along with winning jest.
Sunday and Monday in the Play Circle Theater) e o
Produsers ol b s it Reed D Sehlieve THIS MONTH’S WINNER is Ruth DeGroot, Eliza-
o0 G, Rt Gordon beth Waters Hall. Miss DeGroot’s howler follows, viz.—
Commepianne o e v Garl Brobs Corn on the cob is much more
Sound and Mausic s+ = - = - . . Kendig Editen pleasant than corn on the foot.
AdTson oy R ESERE el  (BhatlesiBradlay Congratulations, Miss DeGroot

BROWN'S STATE & LAKE

FOR A BIGGER, MORE PROFITABLE 2nd SEMESTER!

CASH FOR - BOOKS

-..509, CASH paid for texts in good condition needed for second
semester sales. Brown’s buys ALL your texts whether or not they
are to be used here again.

Liberal Trade Allowances

...EVEN HIGHER trade allowances on your first semester books
will reduce materially the cost of your second semester purchases
of books and supplies. Trade allowances can be used now or at
anytime in the future.

BROWN’S BOOK SHOP

CORNER STATE AND LAKE STREETS
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comply with the dean’s
order that campus or-
84| canizations furnish him

with membership-lists.
4| After counting off the
ranks on one hand, Geram probably
decided that comparisons were odious.

* % *

Germany, which holds a big lead at
this point in the war, predicts it will
win easily in 1941. It is apparent that
Nazi espionage has learned nothing
from the Wisconsin-Purdue games.

* ¥ *

Nobody, we've read, can predict the
extent to which the state’s trend to ski-
ing may go. And they won’t be able
to guess, either, until it snows some
one of these years.

* ok ¥k

Russia’s Molotov intones that “There
will be two world wars: the present
one between active and decadent capi-
talisms, and a final struggle between
the winner and the world proletariat.”
That’s the one, no doubt, that’s to end
with “one boy, one girl, and a flower.”

* % %k

Muscle Shoals is to turn out nitrates
again. With, we wonder, the standing
ratio of two years production to twenty
years of debate about whether or not
it can?

On Second Thought

NYU scientist predicts that Ameri-
can Army planes will be powered by
rocket motors within the year. So far,
however, the Air Corps has refrained
from signing Buck Rogers as an in-
structor.

* % %

Support for the President’s foreign
policy by the recent Republican candi-
date is balanced by violent opposition
from isolationist Democrats. It's known
that the Administration would be glad
to trade the Republicans Wheeler and a
couple of minor-leaguers for the ex-
Tammany slugger Wendell Willkie.

E S

After fifteen years of off-and-on war-
fare, Japanese realists are now said to
believe the offensive against China is
hopeless. What with Russia, Britain,
and the U. S. taking a firm note, there
just doesn’t seem to be a soft-touch left
anywhere in the Orient.

Did you have a happy holiday?

“Putzi” Hanfstaengl, Hitler’s favor-
ite pianist and courtjester, has been in-
terned by Canada. And they’d put an-
other “r” in that verb if they could
get their hands on his boss.

* ¥ *

Rallying cry of local pacifists just
now is “No Wilson Promises.” Mean-
time the campus casts about for some-
body with a “No ROTC Threats” by-
word.

*ox %

Simultaneously comes news of a new
Nazi-Soviet trade pact, and of Nazi
and Soviet troops being rushed to their
common borders, from Baltic to Aege-
an. It’s getting so now that a totalitar-
ian won’t tell his writing-hand where
his left hand is stabbing.

* % %

Author James Joyce has died in a
Swiss hospital. He carried to the grave
the hopes of those who wonder whether
Finnegan’s Wake has any more pur-
pose than to, by contrast, make Ulys-
ses appear readable.

* % %

A physiologist from the University
of Chicago declares that the America
of tomorrow must be peopled by super-
men. Itll be a great day, of course—
but ever since our three-day campaign
to raise prom-funds collapsed, we've
known we couldn’t qualify.

—B.B."
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How Eloise and I Fixed Our Room According
to the Best Magazine Advertisement

roomed with my cousin
Eloise in Charnard
| B} Hall. We had a lovely

gl room with many possi-

e d| bilities, and I want to
tell all you Home Ec 7 girls how we
fixed it up. Perhaps a few of our sim-
ple little ideas will interest those of you
who are going to be homemakers.

Eloise and I came down a few hours
before our first class so we'd have time
to finish everything beforehand. Put-
ting down the duffle bag I was carry-
ing, I opened the door for Eloise, who
had the steamer trunk on her back—
and together we took our first look at
room 204 which was to be our home
for a whole year. Eloise collapsed un-
der the trunk, picked herself up, and
we embraced with tears in our eyes.
We were both very happy and looked
forward to many joyous days on the
CHHIPUS.

Our room was rather small, being
about five feet by eight. There were
two dressers, two desks, two beds, and
the remnants of two chairs. Eloise’s
desk we put out in the hall for the
janitor to clear away, because we didn’t
think we'd need to study much after
the hard high schools we were used to.
To make the place seem larger we ar-
ranged the rest of the furniture and
the radiators around the sides. We
found it gave us more space to stack
the chairs on the bed during the day-
time, and it created an illusion of height
at the same time.

We had a bit of trouble with our
bureaus at first because the handles
dropped off every time we opened the
drawers. Also the drawers fell out not
only when we opened them but also of
their own accord because the floor was
on a slant. I woke up three times the
first night we slept at Charnard as the
drawers fell out one by one and crashed
to the floor. (As a matter of fact the
furniture was a bit old—I found my
mother’s initials, M. O. B., class of
1910, carved on a chair in room 226.)
Eventually we solved both the handle
and the drawer problems by turning
the bureaus to face the wall: We piled
our clothes on top and the mirrors held
them in. $
AF’I‘ER we had unpacked and tenta-

tively arranged the furniture, Eloise
and I looked around to see what to do
next. “Rugs,” we thought. “Curtains,
spreads, drapes.” Fortunately Eloise

had brought a large box of absorbent
cotton. While she carded and spun, I
wove the yarn into cloth and dyed it
with Super Tintex—a lovely puce.
Then we set to work to make the cur-
tains, which were ruffled and mono-
grammed. Next Eloise cut strips of
cloth and braided the rugs while I
made simple little bedspreads and clos-

et drapes, ruffled and monogrammed
to match the curtains.

Our closet was much too small, so
Eloise got out her manicure scissors
and I got out my emery board. Soon
we had drilled away the wall into the
next room and extended the rod to the
opposite wall. Naturally we let the
girl in that room use the rod, too. She
was very grateful, and we became fast
friends.

All this had taken quite a while, and

LKoGAN

“Fer gosh sakes, Shorty, snap out of it!”



it was time to go to our ten o'clock
classes before we knew it. Eloise had
been a bit impatient with me for being
slow, but I pointed out to her that I
still had two merit badges to go to be
a first class scout, and after all, she was
three months older than I. She apolo-
gized for being hasty, and that was the
nearest we came to quarreling all year
long.

In the afternoon we made a footstool
from the rest of the cotton and an old
coffee can. We made it in the shape
of a little bunny, and kept our tatting
in it. We put it in the middle of the
floor where it would be most conven-
ient. Eloise had an idea to make a cov-
er for the radiator from an old slack
suit, and it turned out very well indeed.
Meanwhile I collected a waste basket,
a few pictures, and a floor lamp, which
the Office of Dormitories and Com-
mons had left out in the hall a few
doors down from us. I also got a cal-
endar and a blotter.

Even nature seemed to want us to
have a nice room. We had a beautiful
view of the most picturesque little back
street. Eloise and I used to crawl over
the chairs on the bed almost every Sun-
day evening and watch the gentle rains
splashing on the garbage cans below.
There was a balcony, too, but that be-
longed to the girl next door.

That night' as Eloise was hurrying
to knit a sweater before bedtime, and
as [ sat skinning beavers for a coat )
had in mind we both felt very happy
to have this lovely room for our very
owin.

—J. W.
E

From H angover

Cerebral din,
Dirty Tux,
Innards in

A state of flux.

Cuffs of trousers

I have slept in
Evidence some
Horror stepped in.

To sober air

I now commit me—

Except for hair

Of dog that bit me.
—R.N.

°

Yesterday I started to write about my
days in London and fell to writing
about what it feels like to be frightened
by bombs, and how you find while you
keep getting frightened you keep get-
ting over it—PM, November 29.

Profound observation indeed.

Tuae Wisconsin Ocrorus
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“...Scares you, doesn’t 1t?”

My War With the Associated Press
or Daze of Our Years

VERY once in a
while, when I
should be bus-
ily at work do-
ing something
important, I
sink into a rev-
erie and dream
about the fu-
ture. I see visions of myself fifty years
from now, a little old lady, surrounded
by my grandchildren. T'hey group
themselves about my feet, and looking
up at me they query: “Grandma, you
were a girl during the second World
War. Tell us about it.”

And T shall have to do some awfully
quick subject changing in order to save
my face, because what I know about
the second World War could be told in
about two minutes of slow talking. It
consists of a vague collection of unas-
sociated names and a few sloppy facts
about troop movements in Libia. Or is
it Albania? Anyway, I don’t even know
whether I know enough to write this
article about not knowing about it. Do
I make myself clear?

All this confusion started because I
don’t really read the newspapers. My
entire stock of knowledge concerning
current events is gleaned from an oc-
casional headline or two that I catch a
glimpse of, or a few words of a news-
broadcast that I accidentally hear while
dialing for Charlie McCarthy. Not a
very pretty picture of intellectual curi-
osity, it is true, but that is the way I

am, and I know plenty of people who
are exactly the same. I won’t mention
any names, but I know plenty.

Anyway, it’s too late for me to do
anything about it now. This war has
gotten too big for me. If I had kept
up with things from the beginning I
might be able to understand what all
this business in France is about, but as
it is I try not to think about it.

When I see a paragraph in the news-
paper (it must be in bold type and
boxed, or otherwise I don’t see it) that
reads, “RAF bombing squadrons as-
sailed Naples and Togruk in the boot
of Palermo in Sicily where German air
force reinforcements for Mussolini have
been reported, and German North sea
bases at Wilkhelmshaven, Emden, and
Borkum island,” T am at a loss for
words. I don’t even like the look of the
names. “Borkum island.” What kind
of a name is that? When [ was study-
ing history in public school we didn’t
have any nonsense with these exotic
places. If we knew how to spell Lon-
don and Moscow we were all right. But
the next generation is going to have it
tough, I can see right now. I'm glad I
got my diploma while the going was
good.

BUT To get back to the war. What I

really understand least of all is
France. I know that it fell, because I re-
member seeing headlines saying
“France Falls.” I know that it fell un-
der the German invasion. [ am on firm
ground there. But after it fell, things



began to happen that really confused
me. First of all, somebody called Dala-
dier resigned. Who was this Daladier
anyway? When did he get in? Nobody
told me anything about it.

Anyway, he resigned. Then some-
body called Weygand resigned. Then
Petain and Laval began to throw them-
selves around, being elected and going
out of office and heaven only knows
what else.

Maybe if T had a good map it would
help. Or if I knew just what was go-
ing on in Russia. Everyone goes around
trying to guess what Russia is going to
do next, so I don’t suppose that the
Russians have really come out and an-
nounced their plans definitely yet. I
wish they would though. T don’t have
the faintest idea of what they might
do. For all I know they could be con-
templating digging a tunnel to Eng-
land or backing a new musical show.
Sometimes I wonder if T could get hold
of somebody over there who is on the
inside to give me a clue to what their
next move will be. I would promise
not to tell anybody.

IHAVE a feeling that this confusion is

going to prove awfully embarrasing
some day. If we're ever invaded I don’t
think I'm going to know who the in-
vaders are. If we go overseas to fight
it will be just as bad. And if we remain
neutral T will be forced to face long
years of hearing news commentators
tell of the Albanian army marching on
Bulgk, and not knowing who the Al-
banian army belongs to. Or where
Bulgk is. Or what.

The only thing that T can do is to
get acquainted with ™ Kaltenborn and
put the matter to him frankly. I shall
explain that T haven't the slightest idea
of what is going on and that I would
appreciate it if he would take a few
hours off and explain the thing to me
from the beginning. But even that
won't work, because he will say, in the
first five or ten minutes, something like,
“When the trouble over Latvia started
at Vichy, Petain was on the way out.”

I won't have the heart to interrupt
him, and he will go on talking about
Vichy and Lake Tolva and Omsk and
Bardia and axis until after an hour or
two I will be back where I started, with
my handful of foreign names and noth-
ing to hang them on to.

And once more I repeat: Where is
Blum?

TreE Wisconsin OcTorus

How to Break Into
Advertising

This is the first of Octy's new Voca-
tional Guidance Series. The article below,
and all of those following in succeeding
months are written by stalwart Octy men,
each has been duly seasoned and buffeted
about on the winds of fortune. Al of
these illustrious alumni, now recognized
as eminent authorities in their respective
fields, have consented (after much bicker-
ing with the editor) to hand down these
little diamonds. Octy doffs his hat and
wishes you success in your pursuit.

HY you want to
get into this
racket is more
than I know.
Yet, when you
talk to people
who run em-
ploymentagen-
cies, you'll dis-
cover that the majority of college grads
either want to be copywriters (and
that’s what advertising means to most
of them) or personnel managers.

You won’t make a lot of money. By
that I mean you'd probably make more
in industry if you worked just as hard.
And you'll never make Big Money.

Any that has been made comes from
investing in the stock of the company
you're advertising. But you won’t have
to worry about that for a long time.

I presume you're out for a copywrit-
er’s job. This is a small part in an
agency set-up, but it’s the one usually
aimed for, and you'll have more fun
there than in any other department, ex-
cept, perhaps, Art.

IT MIGHT be wise in the beginning to

have figured out in your mind just
why you want to be a copywriter.
You'll be asked that question plenty so
it's a good thing to have the answer on
tap. Maybe you’ll have to read a book
on advertising just to help you out.
This is to be recommended. (If you've
had a course in advertising, this article
isn’t for you since you ought to know
all about it. But I've only met one
young person in the racket who had
had an advertising course while he was
in college.)

You won’t get much of an idea of
just what an agency is really like from
the book, but you will get some back-
ground. There’s all the difference in
reading what an agency is and what it
really is like as there is between imag-
ining what kissing a Theta is like and




actually doing it.

AFTER you've found out what an
agency is supposed to be like and
are still not discouraged, you'd better
take stock of your resources. Getting
into an agency is a very tough job
(Yeah, I've heard the stories, too. If
you're a little genius, why are you read-
ing this article?) You'll have to at-
tack with everything you have and be
prepared for a tough campaign. More
specifically: if you are in a fraternity,
that might count a point for you—and
five points if your prospective boss was
in the same frat. If you've had courses
in journalism that’s going to count too.
And whatever you've written, anything
under the sun and the more diverse the
better—all that will count points, too.

Start hitting right now. Get to work
on the agencies where you have connec-
tions. Write letters and pull out all the
stops. Find out from the Alumni As-
sociation the names of men who are in
the game. Write to them. And keep
writing. Follow the advertising trade-
journals to find out what agencies are
getting accounts. If you plan on get-
ting to the Big City during the Easter
holidays make appointments for inter-
views. You'll be better off than your
brothers from other colleges who can
only ask the receptionist, “There aren’t
any copywriting jobs open, are there?”

You'd better spend some time on that
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interview. There are three types of in-
terviewers. The first goes without any
evidence. He is able to tell, and often
convincingly, what he has done in the
way of writing, but he can’t show any-
thing. The second type can. HHe has a
brief case full of old Octy’s with his ar-
ticles in them. He has a scrapbook full
of Cardinal clippings. A couple of radio
scripts from a show he wrote for
WHA. A couple of highjump medals.
And maybe an outline of a campaign
for promoting soap or baby food. This
i5 a lot better than the first method but
it isn’t as good as making a presenta-
tion. Here you add a little touch of
showmanship in a way that’s yours.
Things like that delight advertising
men who aren’t as tough as you might

think.

YOU'LL find any interview will have a

number of things in common. One
is that your interviewer will always be
in conference. This is more than half
likely to be true. Another is that you'll
surely be asked screwier questions than
any prof could ever devise. In the first
interview I had T was asked to distin-
guish between the painters Monet and
Manet!

But there’s one thing you'll always
get and that’s your interviewer’s “Phil-
osophy of Advertising.” It is sort of a
little dream world where you discover
the only ideals advertising men have

HOEVELER_.

“It came
with our last tank car.”

lefe. They'll talk about their philoso-
phy wistfully. Let them. You won’t
learn anything, really, but they’ll think
you a hell of a fine guy.

If things don’t go right in your little
attack on a copywriting job it's a good
idea to remember there are other jobs
in an agency. And remember you
might have to start out as an office boy.
You won’t make any money but you

will learn a lot about advertising.
®
All questions dealing with subject of adver-
tising sent to our offices will be
promptly answered.

Sky Birds

weNTY hundred aeroplanes

Flew across the sky
Bearing eager hearted boys
All learning how to fly.

Twenty hundred aeroplanes
Flew across the sky

Bearing bombs and many men;
All prepared to die.

Twenty hundred aeroplanes
And twenty thousand men;

If war comes to this country
Whom we shall never see again,

Twenty hundred aeroplanes

And twenty hundred more,

All pawns of death or bearing death
In the great game of war.

—M.E. H.



A STARI

* Tonight the number one tune on the hit parade was “Te
Me, Pretty Maiden.” You don’t whistle at the girls as they pagy
anymore, or say, “Hey, kid, that’s a snazzy little outfit.” Yoff:
say, “Where did you get them goo-goo eyes?” or “23 skiddoofh
You wear high celluloid collars and straw hats fastened to youg:
lapel with a string. If you’re a real dandy you twirl a cane
you walk. You get together with three other fellows and stan
around the parlor organ singing “Daisy Daisy,” and once in
while you remember how a long time ago you danced slow a
smooth to an orchestra that played a song that made you fefl
blue and sad and dreamy and the girl you were dancing wifg
looked up at you and you knew it was her favorite song an
whenever you heard it played afterwards you would remembig:
how you felt that night. You remember how you sang a fels
lines of it in her ear, very softly. “But that was long ago, an

* It all started during Christmas vacation in 1940. You came
home from college pretty proud of yourself because you were a
senior now and your saddle shoes were just the right shade of
gray and you did the best Lindy step of anybody around. You
spent fifteen dollars New Year’s eve but you didn’t care because
Margie cried when you reminded her that you were going back
to school pretty soon, and when you and she jitterbugged to
“Tuxedo Junction” everybody. cleared the floor to watch and
the orchestra leader congratulated you on your smooth dancing.
People were talking about some fight between the music pub-
lishers and the radio stations but you didn’t pay much atten-
tion because the orchestra played “Night and Day” and you felt
so good that you almost gave Margie your pin, but not quite,
because just in time you remembered that little Pi Phi back at
school. Afterwards you pulled a gag about “you can’t ASCAP
from me” and you were glad that you had such a good sense of
humor, because after all a sense of humor is a pretty important
thing for a man to have.

:%

* It was all so gradual that you didn’t even notice what wat
happening till one day you tried to hum “My Reverie” to yout
self and you couldn’t remember the tune. Then you realized
that you hadn’t heard it played for a long time—in fact, yol
hadn’t heard anything played for a long time but “Tell Mé¢
Pretty Maiden” and “Barney Google.” You went over to Mat
gie’s and she was all excited over a new Boogie step she ha¢
learned and she started to show it to you but you got disgustedi
You told her to stop throwing herself around as if she had con
vulsions. After you said it you felt pretty bad, and you dancedi
with her to show her that you hadn’t really meant it, but as sooié
as you started dancing you knew something was wrong ber.aus :
all you could do was waltz. You tried to break into the Westl
chester but you couldn’t. You could manage a snatch of thi§
minuet all right—that and the waltz—but nothing else. O1f
your way out you saw the cup that you and Margie had won fo/&

the best rhumba at the Savoy. It was up on the mantel, all dusty




MELODY

" Your mother asked you where you were going and you told
‘er you were going down town to buy some moustache wax.
the asked you what you were buying moustache wax for because
ou didn’t have a moustache and you told her you were grow-
hg one. You could hardly wait till it was grown so you could
egin twirling it. On your way down town you passed a men’s
taberdashery and you bought a checked vest. You picked up a
ewspaper and read about a small radio station in Wyoming
hat played a song called “Solitude” and had been sued for
tee thousand dollars, but you didn’t even remember how the
bng went. You just remembered that it was connected with
bmething pretty far away and that it had sad words. You won-
ered why they had to play things like that when there were so
any good tunes to pick from. Like the one that began, “While
irolling through the park one day.”
ne. And pretty risque, too, hot diggety!

iSo now you’re going for a ride on your new tandem bicycle.
here’s nothing like a ride through the countryside on a sunny
immer day. You feel the warm sun beating down on you
'd you watch the birds float lazily in the clear azure sky.
bu’re pretty happy because you've just been chosen president
I the debating society and Margie said she would go on a pic-
i with you and you’ve got an appointment to meet the fellows
hight and raise a little hell—drinking beer and maybe singing
little. ASCAP is just a bunch of letters to you and when you
ig “Jeannie with the Light Brown Hair” the girls practically
loon. The only thing that bothers you is that you can’t re-
:mber the words to that old tune. It was a nice tune—not
e the ones that they sing now—but sort of sad and smooth
d dreamy. A tune you sang into a girl’s ear at a dance when
e was all starry eyed and you knew it was her favorite song.
ut that was long ago and now my consolation lies in the star-

st of a song.”
—I. T.

Now there was a classy

* You had your new fall suit made to order, and when you
wore it for the first time you felt like a dandy. It was yellow
and black checked, and the trousers were fashionably tight. It
buttoned with six buttons, and you had the highest celluloid
collar of any fellow in town to wear with it. Margie gave you a
diamond stick pin for your birthday, and you took your mando-
lin and sat on her porch in the hammack that night and sang
“My Old Kentucky Home” in a high tenor that you never knew
you had before. The moon, the hammock and the fragrant
summer air seemed to intoxicate you. You tried to kiss her
goodnight, but she slapped you. You didn’t mind, because you
felt that that was the way a nice girl should act, and Margie
certainly was a nice girl. You didn’t even think of the time
way back when you and she had spent hours in her parlor neck-
ing. That memory had gone out with the others of jitterbugging
and formals and cokes and the *St. Louis Blues.”
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To Make the World Safe

G| ALMER STINKLE was de-
()“F% pressed. For the past
(S5 _/,.\@ few months he'd had a
i fa| fecling that something
\ 8] was terribly wrong, that
=i Xad| going to school was not
The Great Experience it had been the
two preceding years. He still main-
tained his gentleman’s grade point,
nearly everybody thought he was plenty
smooth, and he got a nice little check
from home every week. But Palmer
felt terrible. He felt outof-place, rest-
less, dissatisfied. And he didn’t know
what the trouble was.
ihat s, 'hie
didn’t know
what the trou-
ble was until
one dreary Jan-
uary morning
he picked up a
copy of the
Young People’s
Journal and be-
came enlight-
ened. Theseeth-
ing unrest that
had kept his
little brain all
in a whirl was
suddenly swept
away. There it
was. From a
stark, piercing
black, black
banner of type, he read:

“Legislators Will Hear Heil.”

He shuddered as he thought of a
horrible, possibly prophetic, second
meaning in the line. Then he read on:

“Catlin Predicts Quick Passage For
ROTC Bill.”

Palmers spirit soared. The crushing
feeling of depression was gone. For
months he had subconsciously brooded
overy duty, and flags and Men, not re-
alizing the source of his frustration.
Now that he thought about it he re-
membered the throbbing pains in his
head whenever he watched the blue-
clad heroes marching. He certainly
wanted to shake the hand of Editor
Carmen Skoonbelt.

Everything was clear now. He had
heard the call and seen his duty. The
boys were marching. He’d join their
ranks. He wished he had a bugle to
blow. He felt even blowier when he
read the headline on the next article in
the paper:

“‘Don’t Give Us Men Without Mon-
ey, Colonel Weaver Says.”

“Jeez,” thought Palmer, “those guys
know what they’re talking about. If
you haven’t got the dough to go with
the men it ain’t worth a damn.” His
breast heaved with patriotism and he
glowed inside.
lN tHE delirium of a half-swoon he

saw a mad cascade of marching men,
towering new buildings, girls waving
flags, thousands of shiny guns, magni-
ficent gold cords and myriads of fine
looking medals. That was the best part
of it. Everyone had medals.

He mumbled about democracy, free-
dom, government of the people, by the
people, for the
people, liberty,
the American
way, saving the
world —, sav-
ing the world.

And then for
a moment, just
a moment, he
felt sick. He
had a confused
recollection of
people saying,
“Aw, just one
more.” And he
remembered
how miserable
he felt the next
morning. But
that was sick-
ening, petty.
God, our God, save us from pettiness.
If we don’t get them, theyll get us,
Democracy made us great. Everyone
ought to have democracy. Everybody.
We'll make them see the light!

Palmer was happy about everything.
Democracy at work. The whole plan
screamed “Equality!” For all the boys
would put on uniforms. No coddling
here. All men are created equal. He
couldn’t think of many places where
such impartiality was used in pressing
everyone into the ranks. Not many.

Palmer thought that everyone must
feel as proud as he. Preserving Ameri-
canism. Ready to defend our shores
against barbarous onslaught. We
wouldn’t try to start anything. But if
Fiends started to overrun the world, the
Yankee Doodle boys would pitch right
in there and defend Democracy, on the
British plan. Palmer almost wished that
he'd gotten into the thing of his own
free will. That would have been even
more demaocratic.

FFHE whole set-up was great. Plenty of
medals denoting signal achicvement.

Physical culture. Palmer knew about
one guy that put on six pounds in a
month. Anybody would have a plenty
tough time fooling around with Flow-
ers of Manhood. And those uniforms.
Boy, those uniforms. Natty blue out-
fits to begin with. And then, when
things really got going, tailored olive-
drab models that can hardly be seen at
fifty paces if you’re lying in the mud.

Palmer was gradually working him-
self into a lather of enthusiasm. He vis-
ualized campus buildings converted in-
to flag-bedecked military headquarters,
orderly squads of squarejawed youths
marching to their classes, looking
straight ahead, while starry-eyed coeds
stood on the sidelines, mouths hanging
open in rapt adoration.

His thoughts strayed even further.
Changes might be made in the anti-
quated educational curriculum. Things
would be made practical. A lot of in-
ane theory could be tossed out the win-
dow. Plenty of old doddards would be
shown up as having been rank propa-
gandists and insane anarchists. That
should have been done a long time ago.
And the pressure would be eased. Stu-
dents would no longer be forced to
meet absurd and stringent require-
ments. They could study pretty much
as they chose. And they’d probably get
a lot more out of their education. Stand-
ards were too high. They could stand a
lot of lowering. It had worked that way
before when Honor and Freedom were
threatened.

Palmer thrashed his arms about vio-
lently. Yes sir, the boys are marching!
Ring the bells. Grab a gun. Damn the
dictators. Hell with education. Wave
the flag. Sherman was wrong!

And then Palmer whistled a stirring
medley of God Bless America and God
Save the King.

—RI.H.




Virus Collegius

T was May in
M aid 1 s oln:
Spring had
fallen head-
long across
Wisconsin. On
-~ Bascom stu-
2 dents stopped

' cutting classes
because it was too cold, and began cut-
ting because it was “just too perfect out
to go to lectures.” The sun on Mendota
burned your eyes. Spring fever had the
Psi U’s so badly they called up the
ATO’s and said, “Just this once, let’s
not paint the Wall tonight.”

It was, in fact, the 23rd of May; and
we had just curled our fingers around a
beer, and were dreaming happily of the
day when we'd put classes, especially
Logic 432, behind us, and begin run-
ning turbines, mayoring cities, directing
movies, settling Alaska, relaxing in a
chair in the White House. -

Just then we saw it for the first time:
A little grass-green fly wearing a tweed
sport coat and saddle shoes. Tt buzzed
like Cicero, but Mr. Bjornig wasn’t
around, and so it couldn’t have been
Cicero.

This fly was some renegade we'd nev-
er met. He buzzed over like a Stuka,
flying high; but we kept our eyes on
him. He swooped down on a booth,
but shot up again instead of lighting.
Then he buzzed along the ceiling some
more.

Suddenly his buzz changed to a
drone. He'd spotted a student stand-
ing on his feet, playing a pin-ball ma-
chine. The grass-green fly in the sport
coat came down on the guy in an abso-
lutely vertical dive. He hit like a bomb,
his tongue jabbing the “player in the
back of the neck. Then the fly disap-
peared somewhere. :

] 5N

£ waTcHED the student. His hand

went up to his neck quickly; and
then slowly, very slowly it dropped. He
settled into a booth, and murmured,
“Draw one.”

Across the place a co-ed got up to
leave. For a split second we heard that
drone again. The girl slapped hard at
her face, then turned back. “I suppose
I might as well have just one more.”

It was incredible. Everytime some-
one began to move, or even to look ac-
tive, the grass-green fly in the sport-
coat and saddle-shoes lit into him, and
he began to relax. It was more than in-
credible; it was terrible. One fly, we
suddenly remembered, can lay a mil-
lion eggs.
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There must already be hundreds of
grass-green flies on the campus. We
tried to remember even one student
wha'd really done somthing, and failed.
“If this gets beyond Madison, they’ll
never stop it!” we said out loud. “When
the Nazis come in, we'll yawn and say,
‘so what’.”

But just then we were interrupted.
Something pricked us just above the

13

consin General. Until we snapped out
of it, of course. When we did, we
found eight professors from the medical
school leaning anxiously over us.
“We've got you out of it,” they said.
“You don’t need to fear you'll relax so
utterly again.”

It’s a victory for science, of course.
We know that; but we’ll never forgive
the medical school!

eyes. We don’t remember much after
that—except being carried into Wis- —B.B
— | ] [
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W rite It Out!

EE—aresrd| . WALKED into his room
Tyc\\g( 'j in such a temper that
%_li__c_? the sight of her pic-
LE{A?/? 4| ture, smiling at him as
:&% ]l if nothing had hap-
ouerh 4 5vmdl| pened, was enough to
make him groan through his teeth and
rub his thumb over his fingers.

He took the picture from his desk,
decided not to smash it down on the
floor, and hid it away in the closet.
Now the damn fool picture was smiling
at his shoes and dirty socks.

He remembered, for no good reason,
a phrase from Studs Lonigan ... “He
would write it out of his system .. ."
That’s what he’d do—write Aer out of
his system.

So he sat down to his typewriter
and began to peck away quickly.

E R .

ALICE, he wrote, you damnable in-
sufferable brat of an Alice, I don’t
know why in the name of mud it had
to be a little snip like you. Why did
I let myself, why, you miserable little
—you hunk of smooth skin and good
smelling cheeks and hair—and not a
thing else.

You infant, you baby you—

“Now I'm mad at you,” she says, and
her face is all red and her jaw is set
and she looks like a brat in the cradle
without a bottle.

“I'm mad because I didn’t want you
to kiss me.”

Didn’t want me to kiss her! So I boil
inside and T look at this horrible—not
horrible—I look at whatever the hell it
is, and I could murder it.

And it looks back and doesn’t know
what in the world is going on.

It looks with those eyes and that face,
and it’s cute and doesn’t give two cents
if whatever’s in front of it should turn
into a ball of meat and roll down the
stairs and out along the walk and plop
inte the gutter.

“You like to think you feel things
deeply and all that,” she says, real cute-
like, knowing everything.

No, I don't feel a damn thing. I'm
childish and stupid. And T sit here in
front of this typewriter in my babylike
pen, and I fume. And the typewriter
looks back at me and runs along and
writes things on itself, and I sit looking
at it, wishing T could write like that
moving typewriter, but I can’t.

Only she can.

She is the soul of virtue, the seat of
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“Now, remember, if 1
help you in this exam you promised to get me a date for Prom.”



all moral good. She doesn’t let any
deep-feeling young man, ha, ha, kiss
her when she doesn’t want him to.

And he doesn’t have a right to get
angry. No.

Ah, what the hell is there to her?
She asks the question herself so many
times when she’s the way she really is—
when she’s good and sober and beauti-
ful—that when she’s a prig and a
prude and a child you've got nothing
left but the question.

What s there to her? Why do I
need her? Why do I sit here eating out
my heart for her?

Oh, the wretch, the horrible, horrible
wretch that’s so low that T can’t even
say the things I want to, because I can’t
say them to her when she’s there and I
want her, and I can’t say them now,
because it’s on paper and if I sent it to
her she could show it to any jackass she
pleases, and it’s there for all time and
the deep-feeling young man can get
old and shallow and unfeeling, and
she’s got the hunk of paper.

“Conceited!” she’d say. “What
makes you think I'd keep the darn
thing?”

Oh, you would.

“Yes,” she’d say, “and he says he’s
modest.” He is modest, you puppy, but
he’s a man, too, and he’s got guts of
his own, and he was a man before a
nothing like you ever got into his head,
and he’ll be a man and a good man
when you're . . .

Alice, I can’t say it.

Alice, Alice, Alice, Alice, Alice!

You don't like your name, do you?
Good.

Alice, Alice, Alice, Alice!

Oh, Lord, Alice, why in the world
can’t you see it and stop it. And stop
a sensible young man, who used to
know what was going on, from becom-
ing a donkey-headed mawk.

Alice, it’s got to be one way or the
other.

Alice, you skunk, I love you.

L

E READ it all through with shy
thought. Suppose anyone should
ever read this junk? Anyhow, he had
written the spite out of his system.
She was very sweet. And suddenly
he reached the conclusion that she
loved him. He didn’t know how or
why—he just felt it in every part of
him. He whistled cheerily as he tore
the paper up.
—L.S.
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Ballade for Junior Promenade

or I Wasn’t Going Anyway

SING hey! for the Co-op window
And ho! for Sanchez the great.

I now view the face of each chairman

And the face of each chairman’s date.

The night will be filled with orchids
And the air will be filled with song.
The Cardinal shouts hosannas of praise
And the date lists flow thick and long.

Oh Barbara will go with a Pi Lam

And Peg has an S. A.E.

And the chairman of tickets is going with Marge
But nobody’s going with me,

Yes, Junior Promenade will have to struggle along without me
this year

I fear.

And if they run into any trouble about tickets or orchestras

or if they need someone to help tack up the crepe
paper to the ceiling.
I say, and with a great deal of feeling,
That they better not come to me for help because I will turn
to them with a haughty stare.

I will politely but firmly decline to come to their assistance
with any aid whatsoever because I have long ago
washed my hands of the whole affair.

I will not even run to the corner to get a card of thumb tacks
for them.

I will try to intimate in polite language that T would be just
as happy if again in my life T never saw them.

I will watch their goings on from afar with a cool and aloof
attitude.

But if anyone asks me what I think of the Prom Qucen or the
Prom King or the twenty-two Prom chairmen and their
twenty-two dates, they will earn my undying
ungratitude.

I bear them no ill will and T sincerely hope that the 1941
Junior Promenade turns out to be a howling success
But if by chance anything should happen and the orchestra
fails to come and there is a terrible blizzard that night
and a swarm of locusts descends upon the Mem-
orial Union and the 1941 Junior Promenade
turns out to be something of a mess,

They. won't be able to blame me for the castastrophe because
I won’t have been present at the dance at all.

So now I will close and I will wait and see what happens in
the next few months and whether or not I will have the
good fortune to meet a boy who has enough sense to
ask a girl to a formal affair instead of only a
coke date for a change before I come out with

my impartial views upon Military Ball.
: —I.T.
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J urisprudence

uArLEs Gilligan
C Of Zion City
Chose
To expectorate tobacco
Juice
Into the streets
Of that fair
City and wwas promptly
Fined $50 and
Costs.

Franeis Bunn,

Key West,

When stopped by police
While moving a
HOILFC’ "
Which was not his,
Said it was all right
As he was a
Hurricane.

The judge said,

$50 and costs.

Bobby Grayson,

Age twenty-two,

Fell out of his acroplane,
Through a hospital
Skylight,

Fractured his hip;

Was

Arrested for disturbing
The peace,

And fined $50 plus costs.

Colored Jack Raven,

Of Recdsburg,

Very much liked chicken
And had

Very little will power.
He got a shot-gun full
Of salt in his

Pants

And a fine of $50

Plus costs.

James James,

New Haven,

Conn.,

Who got out his Winchester,
Sat down on his front porch,
Took pot-shots at his
Children,

Killing sixteen of them;

Was rebuked quite

Sternly and fined
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$50

Plus costs.

But Cousin Frank,
Of Germany,
Spoke exactly
Seven

Syllables;

Was fined $50,
And

Hasn'’t been heard
Of since . . .

—R.P.

St. Valentine’s Day

WlTH a swirl of satin ribbon
And a little dab of lace;
With an arrow and a red heart
And a little Cupid face;
With bouquets of pretty roses
And poems of ‘Please be mine;’
With a hundred smiles and kisses
Comes good Saint Valentine.
—M.E. H.

The Plural of Octopus

Is Sixteen

It seems a little strange to me
That two of them are octopi.
It seems a little strange to I
That two could well be octopi.
The way I settle all this fuss is
By simply saying “octopusses.”

She laughed when T sat down at the
piano; but when I came over the divan,
she got scared as hell!

“Charge it.”

“What namer”

“Zazvorkinski.”

“Take it for nothing,” the druggist
said languidly. “I wouldn’t write Zaz-
vorkinski and potassium permanganate
for no nickel.”

—Jester

“Damn you, McBrotowitch!”
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JULIAN’S

. . . Known since 1915 for the best in food and drink.

According to the Records

1 seEMED like the most ironic thing in the world.

We pushed them all out of the door, stuffed the key holes

and crevices with old socks and bits of paper and then set-
tled ourselves in front of the phonograph. One last, furtive
look we stole at our stack of books and old exams and
then prayed that our loyalty to Octy might someday be
rewarded even if we did flunk a course or two in order to
do the record review this month.

FOR DANCERS ONLY

This is Album No. 184 in the new Decca Popular Series,
We can’t say too much about these dandy new lithographed
albums. Even if you don’t like the records you can always
sit and look at the snazzy art work—in short—Wow!

As the name implies, this collection is designed especially

chestra under the direction of Victor Young, this Decca
Album N. 134, is a typical Bing Crosby rendition. We re-
frain to commit ourselves on that score and prefer to let you
interpret it.

SEPIA SERIES

Decca’s new series gives you the best in black-and-tan
music. We'll wager you'll hop all over the floor once you
get these threerigger discs on your turntable. Giving the
names of the artists, we're afraid, won’t help you much—
they're the kind you have to hear to appreciate. We've
always held that there is nothing more perfectly done than
negro jazz—witness.

SOUTHERN FRIED.

Here is good, rolling production with no bottlenecks. We
like its neat execution. MISSOURI SCRAMBLER, on the
reverse, is a top-notch second.  Decca.

Looking Forward to PROM

Find out her

then select her
favorite corsage

favorite flower . . .

Please Order Early!

RENTSCHLER’S
230 State Badger 177

for dancing by the illustrious Jimmy Lunceford. Taking the
collection as a whole we rate it much better than you would
expect. In fact we will be quoted as having said, “This is a
must in any man’s collection.” Tunes like “Margie,” “Co-
quette,” “Sweet Sue,” “Charmaine” and “Hell’s Bells” are
good indicators of what's on the ten sides.

LATIN FROM MAYFAIR

Here is another colorful Decca Album (No. 178) and this
one, by Ambrose and his Orchestra, is real nice. Ambrose
is England’s foremost dance orchestra. The album contains
such numbers as “Don’t Play With Me,” “Lady of Madrid,”
and “Maracas” from “Cuban Suite.” You'll enjoy the re-
freshing melodies and they’re sparkling renditions. We ac-
claim them.
BALLAD FOR AMERICANS

With the Ken Karby Singers and the Decca Concert Or-

WHO THREW THE OVERALLS IN MRS. MURPHY’S
CHOWDER

This cutting, by the Jester’s, is the type that really makes
the boys happy. We memorized the words while we heard
the other side. It's good background, in fact, “IT°S A
TREAT DAY FOR THE IRISH.” Then there’s another
by the same trio called “WHEN PADDY McGINTY
PLAYS THE HARP”—although not quite as ecstatic it’s
still A-1 along with it's companion—dealing with the draft
—“THERE MUST BE AN EASIER WAY TO MAKE A
LIVING?  Decca.

I’'VE BEEN IN LOVE BEFORE

On a Red-Seal, Personality Series Decca, here is one for
the books. Just the thing for a lonesome boy to play on
lonely nights. Immediately, we think, the best classification

15 SEX as is its backside “YOU DO SOMETHING FOR

TELEPHONE: BADGER 7100
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TYPING

PROMPT SERVICE
REASONABLE RATES e i
GUARANTEED WORK Lo

NEXT TO

Theses Typing a Specialty

BADGER 3747 COLLEGE TYPING COMPANY

ME.” Pull in your lathering tongue, Joe, and hustle down Toselli, Romberg, Schubert, Chaminade, Drigo, and others

to hear Marlene Dietrich. are the better known composers represented in what, al-
shat h i ~ sing

COMES JAZZ though somewhat hackneyed, is an extremely pleasing set

Columbia’s new Album (Set C-40) entitled “From Austin gto!;]f(jzzsz:a (I;:t 10139;751 ieloein sndidenerau gy’ played]
High COMES JAZZ by Bud Freeman and his Famous Chi-
cagoans” is truly a combination of all the great forces in THE APPLE JUMP
modern jazz. It’s a revival of the old “Chicago Style” jazz
of the early twenties and of the well-known Bix Beider-
becke. Although Beiderbecke and Teschemacher, two of the
original organization, are now gone, this new ensemble con-
sisting of Bud Freeman, Eddie Condon, Dave Tough, Jack
Teagarden, Maxie Kaminsky, Pee Wee Russell, Dave Bow-

Along with its companion side, entitled BLUES, is a good
resounding Basie production. MY WANDERING MAN
and THE FIVE O’'CLOCK WHISTLE will also stir you.
ALL OR NOTHING AT ALL and THE MOON FELL
IN THE RIVER just aren’t the Count’s style somehow.

man and Mort Stuhlmaker, is the nearest living reproduc- We've arranged the three records in descending acclamation.
tion possible. Stake your money on that first jobby.  Okeh.
The history, printed in the inside cover, tells of the orig-
inal organization of musicians who met at and whose lives FRENESI
centered about Austin High School in Chicago. In spite of the very well-done version of this number by

LET MADISON’S MASTER CLEANERS GET YOUR
® PROM THINGS READY nEYY

v PANTORIUM

37

907 University Avenue BADGER 1180 558 State Street

Whatever we could say about this set would be inade- Benny Goodman, we dare you to buy this record. We nom-
quate. With the best musicians in the movement playing inate this unfortunate song as runner-up for “The Music
and some of the finest jazz numbers known in their repi- Goes Round and Round” and proclaim itll win hands
toire there can be no more. down. The Goodman arrangement is skillful and with the
SERENADE'S SERENADE characteristic full-throated Goodman arrangement we'd mark

Vladimir Selinsky’s very expert and alluring rendition of it A-1. On the flipover, “Hard To Get” was easy for us.
this collection of semi-classics is well-suited to our taste. Columbia.

HIGHENT CAMH

For Your Books

STUDENT BOOK EXCHANGE

“Let Jerry Buy ’Em ...” “Nearest the Campus”
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EFFICIENT SERVICE . . .

| The CU BA CLUB —ou universiry avenue way—

... HAS BEEN COMPLETELY RE-DECORATED. A SERVICE BAR HAS BEEN ADDED
TO ACCOMMODATE DINNER PARTIES. ADDITIONAL WAITRESSES FOR MORE EF-

“FAMOUS for FOOD”

The Cuba Club, established in 1932 in a large rambling
suburban building—once the mansion of an old Madison
family—located on U. S. Highways 12 and 13 just outside
the city, takes its name not from any particular Cuban at-
mosphere, but from the management’s good will slogan—
“We want to C. U. B. A. customer of ours”—explained
George E. Field, manager of the popular dining and enter-
tainment spot.

“Good food is our stock in trade,” he pointed out. “Un-
matchable quality, not price, is the main consideration. Wil-
liam Hasz, our chef-steward, has had long culinary experi-
ence, and his chief aims have been: first, to purchase only
quality products from reliable Madison merchants, and sec-
ond, to exert his utmost skill in their preparation. While he
is a specialist in the preparation of steaks, chops, fish, and
fowl, he will not be surpassed by anyone in the preparation
of any American dish.

“Careful selection of our employees has played a large part
in building the Club’s present success—they were chosen on

WHY NOT

... Keep your lecture notes and
reports in neal and perma-

nent form?

BINDING of QUALITY

- GRIMM BOOK BINDERY

454 West Gilman Street

Enjoyable
IS EATING IN OUR
REMODELED DINING
ROOM ...

LAWRENCE’S

662 STATE

the basis of reliability, courtesy, and expertness in their vari-
ous positions, and we now believe we have as fine an organi-
zation as it is possible to obtain.

“Nowhere is this high standard of efficiency and cordiality
more clearly seen than in the person of Maurice Lockwood,
our bar manager, who has had seven years’ experience with
Cuba Club clientele. He is not only an expert in the art of
preparing cocktails and appetizing drinks, but he puts every-
one at ease with his genial personality,” says George. “We
are proud of our ‘personalized service’.”

Field himself has had a wide experience under expert
guidance in the field of catering to the public in food, drink,
and entertainment. The Cuba Club is owned by Ida and
Bessie Field, whose long familiarity with this type of busi-
ness is reflected in its growth as a favorite among entertain-
ment establishments, according to the Club’s friends. In the
eight years that the Cuba Club has been operating, a large
patronage has been built up, including many guests from
distant points who visit the spot regularly when in Madison.

—Adv.

* GOOD MUSIC
... at the prom!

* GOOD FOOD
T after Prom

the chocolate shop

548 State Street
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IN THE EDITOR'S BROWN STUDY

The Editor Scratches His Head

¢ 1sN'T often that a fellow gets a
chance to say what he has to say.
The editor didn’t know whether or
not people read the stuff he writes
on this page but he always let him-
self think that it was a sort of meg-
aphone through which he could
shout whatever he had to say to the
world. He didn’t know either if
what he had to say was worth reading, but he always had
an idea in the back of his mind—a noble idea, he admitted
—that held: if a person was going to do anything in this
world he should do something that would at least aim at
better things. He concluded, he'd try.

What bothered him most was a lot of talk he'd heard go-
ing around that seemed, to him, to reflect a strong competi-
tive feeling among mankind. This, he decided, was not
right. We are here to do a certain job, which—if we watch
sharply—is, to a great extent—cut out for us. He liked to
believe that somewhere
there was a perfect plan
into which everything
fitted. It followed, then,
that there should be 7o
competition among man-
kind.

So, if we are going to
do the best that is in us,
we might as well work
together with our fellow
humans instead of pit-
ting ourselves against
them. He decided that
a lot of people believed
this but that very few of
them had the faith to follow the idea through.

NLY a few minutes ago he had been talking to one of the
writers. She remarked about the fine understanding
among all of the little Octy people. This was a warm spot
in the editor’s heart anyway and he just couldn’t help think-
ing about it. As he thought it kept growing—this idea—
until it was so big that he just had to mention it. The uni-
versity, he claimed, was a little slice of the world. In it you
could find almost any type of person you could imagine. The
staff was the same way, for in it are represented the English,
Germans, Italians, Jews, Spanish, the French and many
more. Even more contrasting are the types, and personali-
ties. This person is droll, this one spontancous, this one
melancholy. Some are quiet and retiring while others are
witty and a little more boisterous. Still, they were all dandy
characters. Everyone produced the things he himself liked
to do in whatever way he liked best. Still, from his swivel
chair, the editor couldn’t help noticing the remarkable un-
derstanding between them. They weren’t in competition.
Why should they be?
It seemed like a proof of his theory, somehow. He won-

dered why the world didn’t live that way. The office seemed
like a little Utopia tucked away in a giddy world of turmoil.
He thought about Walter Teague, the designer, who had
said at the beginning of his lecture in the Union Theater,
“It’s good to be in this peaceful, academic atmosphere where
things that are really important still hold sway.” He went
on to tell about New York and how people were much more
alarmed there about the war. “They could almost hear the
explosions across the ‘lake’.”

It seemed to him that with all the world so intrigued by
its own wrangling and honor, it had almost forgotten the
big underlying things. The things it really aims at were
lost in the shuffle of armies, and the glory of tremend-
ous military machines. All through history, when the smoke
of battle clears away and the nations settle down to the peace
they fight for, they begin to work together again for the
things that really count.

He began thinking about the scandal, murder and rob-
bery that used to fill the front pages and how almost all of
it had been replaced by
war news. Yes, not only
the front pages, but so
completely that it had
almost squeezed out all
of the local corruption.
Still, he reflected, this
was the same sort of
thing o a larger scale.

The world and the
nations in it seems to
have forgotten that they
are made up of the indi-
viduals in them. Every-
thing they do is for the
benefit of those individ-
uals—or at least they’re supposed to be.

The editor doesn’t have the idea that we should ignore every-
thing that is going on over there, but he couldn’t help being
a little ashamed of his civilization. A civilization that bris-
tled at every threat and that stooped to force to get its de-
mands. A civilization with such a low intellect that it
couldn’t repress greed and selfishness; a civilization that
couldn’t look the truth in the face and balance things off
in a fair and right way. Its man-generated political boun-
daries have proved stronger than their Maker and man
fights his fellow.

Isn’t there a universal understanding? he wondered. TIs
man so small that he can’t see over silly bickering and let
the rule of right rule? He knew the answer but wouldn’t
say it. With the world growing smaller every minute, he
tried to imagine it as small as the Octy office. Sometime,
in the dim, distant future he is sure that man will learn
to live with his fellow man. And for this, although bitterly
now, he congratulated the human race and decided he still
wanted to live.

—R.W.



The 1941

=JUNIOR PROM=

Presents Two Famous Dance Bands

HORACE HEIDIT

“The Heidt of Musical Entertainment”

featuring
®* LARRY COTTON ®* FRANKIE CARLE ®* FRED LOWRY
®* RONNIE KEMPER ®* THE THREE TRUMPETEERS

BOB STRONG

“Music With the Strong Appeal”

$4.50 Per Couple Dancing 9 to 2 a.m.

Driday, QBebruary 7

“Wisconsin’s Greatest Social Event”




MARION HUTTON
in Glenn Miller's Moonlight

Serenade, broadcasts. ..

Copg‘tlgh[ 1941, LicGerT & MyEers Tosacco Co.

There’s a greater demand than ever
for Chesterfields. Smokers who have tried
them are asking for them again and again,
and for the best of reasons...Chesterfields
are cooler, better-tasting and definitely milder.
Chesterfields are made for smokers like
yourself . .. so tune in now for your 1941
smoking pleasure.
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