


According to a recent 
Mt1onw1~ suru91: 

MORE DOCTORS 
SMOKE CAMELS 
than any other cigarette 

Doctors too smoke for pleasure. 
And when three independent 
research organizations asked 
113,597 doctors -What cigarette 
do you smoke, Doctor ?-the 
brand named most was Camel! 

V'S \l£t.\, 1944 
N£~ els 

te snottage s\)tea 
Cigatet • intnecl • · • 

Countets 1a t.. els . . . a· f eten\ utan 
Mi\\ions trJ a ~\ieJ can get. 
--anJ btan . . 

FJPERIENCE 
' :f, 

TAUGHT MltLIONS 
"'tthe wDif ferences in 

Cig~ritle }Jll~litf, 
.. : and noJV thf d:mand for Cami;Js 

- always great f' 
. "c,.is greater f~,an ·, eve:,; inJiis{pry-,0, 

DURING the · war ;3hortage of cigar~ttes 
... that's when your "T-Zone" was 

really working qvertime. ,e y. d ·'i, 
That's when millions ofpeople found that 

their '.<:T-Zone" gave,ta h,a,ppy ,3oka)%r to 4~he. 
rich, full flavor . and the cool mildness · of 
Camel's superb blen&of choicetobaccos./ 0 

J\.nd toda,y more peopl,~ are as~ing tor 
Camels than ever before i1i" history. rBut,no 
matter how great the demand: 

~'-_.,, 

We do not tamper with Camel quality. We 
use only choice tobaccos. properly aged, and 
blended i,n the time-honored Camel way! 

Your'T-ZONe' 
will tell you ... 

T FOR TASTE .. . 
T FOR THROAT .. . 

'Thats Y.OUr proving qround 
tor any ciqarette. See 

it Camels dont 
suit r.our 'T-ZONE' 

to a'T' 
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COVERING THE COVER GIRLS 

GERRY SHEPARD- A Spokane miss and holder 
of the coveted '' Sweetheart of Sigma Chi'' title is a 
freshman in psychology. There is, however, nothing 
Freudian in her looks. She finds her major interest 
in swimming and a glance at the beautiful Ti Phi will 
attest to h er form for it. 

Boisian PAT BARNES name,... as her favorite 
pastime fortune telling ,and we can';: think of anyone 
we 'd rather have checking on our t c1. cups. A Delta 
Gamma, she is a freshman in sociology. Footlights 
beckon her and her dark-eyed beauty should carry 
her far. 

IRENE KIRSCH of Ridenbaugh Hall, our first 
cover i;drl; and from Potlatch, is ,a freshman in se.c
retarial studies .and we will say this, that we'd like 
to have petite Miss Kirsch taking a letter for us. 

HELE J HERRINGTON, also of Boise, boasts big 
blue eyes and raven hair. A sponsor of the Boise 
High School R.O.T.C. Alpha Phi, Herrington is carry
ing on the reputation for beauty here at the Idaho 
campus. 

A beautifully wide smile identifies JOAN LITCH
FIELD of Kappa Kappa Gamma. From Lewiston, 

· the lovely brunette is a sociology major and enjoys 
music and dancing. 

JO ANNE ELAM, .another Boisian, is an accom
nlished violinist. She attended Horace Mann's School 
in New York City and has brought over a 3.5 grade 
average to her house, Gamma Phi. 

While in the Navy, THETA BARBY BEDWELL 
was named "Miss Washington, D. C. Receiving Sta
tion of 1945 ". The russet-haired, green-eyed junior in 
comm erci.al art is w_alking proof of the Navy's metic
ulous taste. Her favorite occupation, record collect
ing. 

MAX GALVIN of D. D. D. is quite experienced 
at this business of modelling, since she modelled at 
College of Idaho in Caldwell. Named '' Sweetheart of 
Emmett Hi~th School", the tall, tawny and terrific 
junior is making tracks in that direction here. 

JUNE SUTTO . who represents Forney Hall on 
our cover is a sociology major, like so many of our 
cover i;dr ls. She has dark hair and green eyes and 
was a member of the Spars during the war. All we 
can say is the services really had some beauties. 

Dark-eyed DORO'PHY MAIO, although a member 
of Dalda Tau Gamma, is from Priest River and ma
joring in general business. She finds her interest in 
swimming, journalism and dramatics. 

Representing Hays Hall, PHYLLIS WYTZELL 
recently pledg'ed Tri-Delt. She is from Emmett and 
is interested in music and sports. 

Alpha Chi KAY WEBER has come a long way to 
Idaho. She is from Denver, and just recently made 
the long trek westward. The attractive brunette is 
a junior in zoology and is interested in fishing, skiing 
and music. 

COMMERCIAL PltlNTIN~ CO., LHIITON 



'' He saw the familiar ''I'' tower on the hill . . . '' 



RETURN 
The chair car was what finally did it. New York 

harbor and the "Lady" were thrilling and he had 
cheered but they hadn't touched the chord. Chicago 
and Minneapolis and Butte had looked good to him 
and the waving people had 9aused him to grin but 
there was no real response. At Spokane he climbed 
onto the old dingy N. P. chair car with its straight 
eats dirty floor and grimy windows ,and he knew 

he w'as home. This was familiar. The car's odor, a 
distinctive ar oma of cigars, grease, smoke and anti
eptic, filled his n?strils like attar. This was. the 
ame train he had ridden to and from Spokane smce 

he was a small child. He knew the length of each 
milk stop and t he name of every town, there waim 't 
an unfamiliar curve in the entire eighty-five miles 
of track. Yes sir, he was back in the country where 
he knew everybody and understood the people -
where life was going to be good and he knew all the 
answers and nobody seemed to have serious troubles. 

He got a hershey bar from his duffle bag and 
munched it as he looked out the window. The high, 
weeping hills were delicately green with the i;;;prout

ing wheat and alfalfa. Full streams raced the train 
and gleefully t hrew April sunlight at the sooty cars. 
'I'h en he saw the eroded land, the corrugated slopes 
and the mud-filled ditches hy the roads where the 
dirty water had stopped. The fields must have been 
badly over-cropped and to see it made him angry. 
The Italians liad done that for centuries and in some 
places there he had seen fields that now would pro
duce little except grass and vegetables. It may have 
been necessary, of course, during the war years-- he 
didn 't know. There were a lot of things, he suddenly 
realized, that he didn't know about his home, just 
as there were a lot of things that he did know about 
other places. He had seen sights that he hadn't be
lieved possible and he knew of things that were so 
trange as t o cause him even now to wonder if they 

were true. There was that dead Arab he had seen on 
a corching, congested street in Oran. He had stared 
aghast at the Frenchmen and Arabs walking un
concernedly past the fly-covered corpse. The train 
· t~pped at Colfax and he marveled that the people 
paid no attention; in Europe the populace of every 
hattered town and all the farms would have rushed 
0~1t to wave at the train and collect whatever candy, 
?10'arettes and '' C '' rations the G. I. 's felt like throw
mg their way. If the train should ,stop, even in the 
country, it would be besieged by people trying to 
,· ell anything for some food or selling themselves for 
a chance to ride to another portion of their country 
t here a job was waiting or conditions were reported 
1
. tter. As the train whistled to leave he flipped a 

: igarette out the window and it lit near a tall, mack-
1?awed farmer , white-haired, sturdy and indepen
t;nt. If this were Germany, the soldier reflected, 

at venerable man would have been down on hands 
a!1d knees battling with children for possession of the 
cigarette 

''J . 
,, ust get out, Sort? " asked the conductor. 

fo . t Yeah, just yesterday. Been away from the states 
1 

, ,wo years. '' 
Yo, , Lot of :vou fellows coming home now. Guess 
he Ll ll b~ taking most of the jobs. Us old guys have 

en at it pretty steadily these past five years so we 

won 't be too sorry to take a little rest. I'm three 
years past the retirement age myself. ' ' The con
ductor checked over his ticket. '' How long you lived 
in Moscow ?'' 

"All my life. In fact until I went into the army 
I 'd never been outside of the Inland Empire. ' ' 

''You don't say. Bet you 're glad to be hack, too. ' ' 
It was nothing very important but he knew that 

the old conductor was telling him it was good to 
have him home. He noticed, when he walked back to 
his seat from the water fountain, that people smiled 
at him with their eyes and nodded to him. They may 
not have understood what he had done but they tried. 

rrhe stubby train stopped at Pullman and then 
chuffed on through nine miles of nervous excitement. 
His palms sweated, though he continually dried them 
on his trousers. He opened his duffle bag and looked 
inside three times; he didn't know what he was 
looking for. He smoked a couple of cigarettes too fast 
and had to drink several cups of ice-w.ater. They 
swept past the Idaho state line and he started to 
grin. He saw the university barns and the familiar 
''I '' tower on the hill and to the left, just across the 
highway, were the same farm houses. He sav1 Circle 
Drive and its large, modern homes gazing assuredly 
over the drab little houses below. They rushed 
through the weedy road yard past the smoke-grimed 
houses along the tracks and pulled into the station 
where he knew no one would be to greet him. He 
hadn 't wanted to meet ,anvone at the station so he 
didn 't tell them when he w~uld arrive. With a duffle 
bag over his right shoulder, his hat askew and hiR 
face bewildered, he looked hardly like the returning 
warrior as he descended from the train. He swung 
the bag to the ground and looked at nothing and 
everything. He breathed the cool, thin air. H e felt a 
s<~nse of climax. As he watched the dingy local puff 
fm-jously down the tracks, past the great pea ware
houses and out into the Palouse hills he saw it draw 
the curtain on an unpleasant but unforgettable act 
in his life. 

The soldier lugP'ed his duffle bag over to the 
rugged little taxi driver whom he had known since 

·before he could remember. 
"Mr. Riley, will you put this bag in your trunk 

. and bring it around to my house in about an hour ?' ' 
"Where's your house," asked Mr. Riley without 

. lifting his eyes from the cigarette package he was 
unwrapping. 

When the address was given the Irishman looked 
at him with a start, grabbed his hand and shook it 
with abandon while offering a free taxi r ide. The 
1$oldier r efused, He didn 't want his family t o see him 
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just yet. He felt uneasy, kind of lost, like after a 
drunk when you awaken in bed in a strange hotel 
room and don't know how you got there. He had 
changed, rather basically, during these past three 
years and though he was not apologetic about his 
new viewpoint, he knew it would not please his par
ents. Above all he wanted a happy reunion. Let the 
changes, as they must, reveal themselves but let the 
revelation be gradual. And so he wished to walk 
through town, to briefly atune himself to hjs en
vironment, to find his old place in the old p.•1ttern 
( if the old pattern were there). 

He took his leave and started through town to 
his home. As he turned up Main street he was sur
prised and a little displeased by the nqmhee of peo
ple whom he didn't recognize. He noted that the 
people looked tired but had lost the anxious ex.
pression which so many of them had worn on his 
last furlough two years before. There was an air of 
activity on the sunny street and the little storec::i 
seemed filled with goods; quite a contrast to what 
he had left. He turned up Third street toward the 
hopeful, new high school. Some boys were playing 
baseball on the uncompleted school field as he passed 
and across the street in the tower of the homely, grey 
Methodist church, where so many people worshipped, 
the clock sounded eleven. He walked on up the hill 
and turned left into his own neighborhood. He 
wanted to run, his home was only a few blocks away, 
but he checked himself. Take it slow, boy, find out 
where you are. And as he strolled along the maple 
flanked walks he was distressed by the sight of sev
eral run-down yards and some old homes unbeauti
fully remodeled into apartment houses. He was re
minded of the lonely brownstone fronts in New York. 
'I1he maples had not changed. Their translucent buds 
gave the big, mossy trees a tender, pinkish 1_~ast. 
High, golden fans of forsythia dominated the gar
dens and were enhanced by white bridalwreath. A 
saccharine odor of hyacinths permeated the air and 
myriad violets added their pungent fragrance. And 
of cour.se there were the unassuming littlt~ whjte and 
yellow crocuses. He walked thus observing his town, 
until he turned a corner and saw his home at the 
street's end a block away. A great warmth filled him 
a~ he approached the place. It looked bett,~r than he 
had remembered although not much di.fferent. The 
grass had been trjmmed back to the sidewB]k \ edge 
and the broad flower garden aroun_d the hcusf~ was 
freshly watered and cleaned out. Evidently the kid:s 
didn't pJay on the broad, bumpy lawn as mad1 f:15 

they had when he was a lad for the grass wasn't 
worn away any place by boys' football ga1!~C~ and 
there were no divots dug in the most conspicuous 
places. The blue spruce was now broad and taller 
than the house hesidP, which it stood. He remembered 
when it had been planted, he was five and tb e fat. 
little tree had .inst reached his waist. The old house 
was big and white, half encircled by a broad, wooden 
porch and without much rhyme or reason-it was 
an jnviting home. He paused a moment on the grass 
to reach down ::i.nd feel it with his palm. Th en sl1)W br 
he climbed the :;1 eps, crossed the porch and opened 
\he door. 

~ Sam Butt~n·ficld 

FOOD 
It was nine-thirty a. m., and the Nest was 

crowded with the usual throng of late-sleeping, 
breakfast-seeking students, milling to and fro from 
the coffee maker and doughnuts to the bulging 
booths and burdened stools. A young couple sat 
alone in a booth, stirring their coffee, and munching 
doughnuts. 

"Boy, .am I hungry. It seems that we never get 
anything to eat at Hays Hall. I always feel half
starved. '' 

''You're lucky, Jean. If you had to sweat out 
those lines that we have in Willis Sweet, you'd be 

,, 
.. never get anything to eat . '' 

completely starved. By the time you get to the food, 
it doesn't look like it's worth eating Sometimes I 
wonder whether they serve the same food over and 
over again.'' 

'' It isn 't right, Don. Someone ought to do some
thing about it. Isn't there some way we student 
can band together to protect our rights~" She paused 
to aecept the cigarette he offered, and continued. 
'' After all, we pay for it, don't we~'' 

"You said it. A dollar and a quarter a day ought 
to be enough to give someone a nice profit, consider
ing· the kind of food we 're getting.'' He held his 
lighter to her cigarette, and added, "I've got a 
notion to see Mr. Greene about this.'' 

The girl considered this suggestion for a moment, 
and then said, "You might get into trouble, Don.:' 

"Not me." H e winked meaningly. "I'll go at 1t 
in a very friendly manner." I-fo looked at his watch, 
'' Gee whiz, it's almost time for my next class. I'd 
better be going. I '11 let you know how I come out.'' 
He picked up his books, and pushed his way through 
the crowd that jammed the doorway. 

Several days later, the telephone rang in Hay:; 
Hall, and Jean was summoned to answer it. i 

A rather disspirited voice at the other end o 
the wire said, "Hello Jean~ This is Don. I want to 
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FOR THOUGHT 
t lk to you. How about picking you up right after 
a . ht~" dinner tomg . 

, ' Okay, Don. Say, you sound like you had a hard 
night .'' 

'' I '11 explain all that tonight. ': 
, 'All right. Goodbye, Don.'' She hung up the re

ceiver and as she wandered into the dining room 
to tak~ her place, she _was won~ering just what Don 
had found out from his talk wi~h. Mr. Greene. . 

'rhat night, as they were crmsmg a~ong th~, high
way Don glanced at the girl, and stammered, Jean, 

' h 1 '' I feel like a ee . . . . 
When she didn't answer, but Just looked at him 

with a question in her eyes, he went ~n. '' I bar~ed 
into Mr. Green e 's office, expecting to fmd some k~nd 
of an oO're sitting there with greenbacks protrudmg 
from hi~ pockets, and instead,. I find a pr~tty R"".'ell 
guy. After we had talked a while, I felt hke crawlmg 
into a hole.'' He pulled the car to a stop by the road-
ide .and turned to face the girl. 

c', Jean do you have any idea of how much it's 
rosting t~ feed us guys in Willis Sweet and Chris
man ? Just make a guess at a month's meat bill, for 
instance.'' 

'' Oh about a thousand dollars, I guess.'' 
"Th~t 's what I thought. The meat bill for the 

month of November alone for Willis Sweet was 
, ·4,453.43. The milk bill was $1,551.00 for the same 
month. The t otal cost of the major food items pur
cha. ed in that one month just for Willis Sweet, was 
. 11,504.93 . '' 

11 r-.' 
,\ 

,, 
same food over and over 

,, 

'Gee, I never dreamed that it was that much.'' 
The girl spoke with an astonished tone. '' Does it cost 
hat much in all the halls ?" 

. '' Comparatively, yes. Lindley 's bill ran over 
hirty-seven hundred in November. I didn't realize 

that food prices had gone up so far. Mom always 
b l~ght the groceries, and Dad always paid for· them, 
While I was playing basketball or running around. I 
g-ue. that's why I didn't know what the score was.'' 
h' He lit a cigarette, and twisting uncomforta~ly in 

i . eat, he said, "That wasn't all I found out, either. 
While I was standing in line for breakfast this morn-

ing, for the first time, I overheard a couple veterans 
i:alking. They were laughing about all the beefing 
½ecause of the chow line system. One of them said 
that he had memories of chow lines of Guam that 
were more than four hundred men long. He stood in 
line, sometimes as long as two hours, just for a plate 
of spam and dehydrated potatoes.'' 

"'rhat made me feel a little silly, Jean. I know 
1iow that the line system is the only way they can 
feed a large number of men in one dining hall. I 
have just been q, little -too lazy to think of that be
fore.'' 

"Mr. Greene told me that the co-ops were having 
to pay so much for food at retail prices, that it was 
costing them alm9st as much .as the larger halls, and 
they were doing their work besides.'' 

'' I went down to Campus club, and found the boys
were sometimes getting meat fifteen to seventeen 
t imes a week, three glasses of milk per day, and 
dessert very often. So nobody is cleaning up on that 
deal; you can be sure of that. They've worked out 
a pretty good deal down there. Some of the boys are 
taking advantage of the experience that they get by 
waiting on each other, and are serving at formal 
dinner dances and banquets. They 've put on ban
quets for the Elks, and they served the Fireman's 
Banquet too. From what I hear, they are doing a 
pretty good job." 

"Jean, I'm afraid we've been doing a lot of cry
ing when we should have been thanking someone. 
Think of what it's like for the · married students . 
They've got to pay terrific prices for food, and, from 
what I heard, a lot of them are having a hard time 
making ends meet. That monthly ninety dollars is 
only a teaser, I guess." 

'' I was talking to one who was a freshman in 
forty-one, and is a freshman now. He told me that, 
five years ago, he felt the same as I did, but I don't 
think I'd have enough spunk to stick with it that 
long under any conditions.'' . 

'' Maybe we ought to try facing the truth, Jean, 
instead of crying about it." 

The girl was toying absently with the gearshift 
knob. Without looking up, she spoke. "Let's drop 
into the Perch for a cup of coffee on the way back, 
Don, and start all over again." 

Neither spoke a word as they drove back to the 
campus, parked the car, and climbed out. It was long 
past mealtime, but the Perch was as crowded as ever. 

They opened the door and stepped inside. The 
air was filled with smoke and laughter. Everywhere 
they turned, they were met with gay, hearty smiles, 
and affectionate greetings. 

There wasn't a seat to be had, but they found 
room with a group that were standing at the end of 
the counter. Little by little, the tension left them. 
The gaeity of the place seemed to forgive them for 
their misguidings, and they began to smile with it. 

This wasn't a place where hungry, dissatisfied 
people came to brew over their troubles; this was a 
place where those who came counted their blessings 
first, and then entered smiling. 

- Harry T. Howard 
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Number One Veteran 
'' Lt. Col. Buchanan, report to the commanding 

officer immediately.'' 
He filed the slip of paper just received by the 

message center clerk into a basket, straightened a 
few papers on his desk, and added a few more con
tour lines to a proposed airfield. The drawings were 
well done for here was a man who knew engineering 
from back to front. The large majority of his forty
one years had been devoted to following a career as 
an engineer and none of this time had been wasted. 
Little had he dreamed as a boy in the state of Wash
ington that his ambition to be an engineer would 
cause him to wind up in the middle of war-torn China 
working on airfields for allied planes to use. A first 
lieutenant came to the door. He had a request slip 
for lumber and nails to be signed. Lt. Colonel Jess 
E. Buchanan, Corps of Engineers ,assigned to the 
USAAJ.,-,, Headquarters Staff had become as familiar 
to him as his serial number itself and the Lieutenant 
was on his way shortly. 

He put on his jacket in preparation to seeing the 
C. 0. This jacket had collected the mud of India and 
Burma and now was covered with the choking dust 
of the Chinese Airfield where he was working. Over 
his left pocket was the ribbon of the Legion of Merit 
beside his other lettuce. '' ... for outstanding ser
vice in the preparation and revision of basic tech
nical engineer manuals for troops in training and 
overseas at a time when they were in critical need,'' 
read the citation he had received at Ft. Belvoir, Va., 
before going overseas. 

He also remembered the specific section of the 
citation which commended him for '' clarifying en
gineering problems where confusion and controversy 
existed. Through his initiative, sound judgment, keen 
foresight, and exceptional leadership, he made ma
terial and timely contribution to the war effort. '' He 
still couldn't quite see that he had done a bit more 
towards winning the war than any other of his fel
low officers in the Engineers, or in any of the ser
vice for that matter, but Colonel Buchanan .as all of 
his friends know, was a very modest man despite all 
of his accomplishments. 

This modest personality and down-right honest 
sincerity has been one of the reasons why th·e Colonel 
had come so far not only in Engineering but in win
ning so many good friends. It was to help him in re
alizing an early desire all teachers have. Right now, 
however, Buchanan had a date with the C. 0. which 
shouldn't be broken. It turned out that as executive 
to the air engineer, he was to plan the shipment by 
air of funds to pay coolies working on an airfield 
hundreds of miles away. The concern of his superior 
officers was somewhat puzzling. Why should this 
require s0 much preparation? The payroll totalled 
$100,000,000 in Chinese money which was to be bro
ken up into $500 and $1,000 bills. When the shipment 
was ready to go , Buchanan found out why it was so 
important. Aside from the fact that this was a lot 
of money, it w,as also so burdensome that it filled a 
C-47 plane. He was glad that this country had its 
inflation more or less under control. 

The work in China was hot during the long sum
mer months and conditions were not good. Every 
time the ground troops pushed the Japs back, the 
Headquarters staff would move in and set up shop. 
There had to be airfields for transport planes to 
bring supplies. The only routes were the Burma Road 
and the air. In trying to stem the tide which was 
slowing them to their knees, the J aps went to all 
extremes of fanaticism. Before they woul_d withdraw 
from an area they made certain that nothing livable 
was left. The Colonel found this to be one of the 
major obstacles in airfield construction and main
tenance. Frequently airfields taken from the Japs 
had been so completely demolished that it would be 
almost simpler to build new ones. It was .a test of 
Yankee initiative and engineering ability. 

The Chinese were cooperative with the Americans 
who were helping them fight the Japs. This coopera
tion often extended to matters of much needed rec
reation and enjoyment of American army men. The 
Headquarters staff received many invitations from 
Chinese dignitaries for dinner in their homes and 
Buchanan found that to call them dinners was a mild 
understatement. Twelve or sixteen courses at one 
sitting was nothing unusual. He used to like to talk 
about Idaho over a steaming dish of shark 's fin soup 
or roasted chicken tongues and secretly longed for 
one good Idaho baked potato. As if he had been 
personally delegated to tell people about Idaho and 
the University, he frequently liked to reminisce about 
his days in Idaho and as a student at Moscow. Thou
sands of miles away he often remembered how he 
used to work after school as a janitor in a depart
ment store, as a hand in an old harvester plant, and 
as a quiz paper grader just so he could pay his way 
through Idaho's Engineering school. 

He never forgot Idaho while he was in the Orient, 
and evidently some of the people with whom he 
worked did not either. On one of his jobs he worked 
with a contractor, a Hungarian named Sandor, who 
was the representative of Westinghouse and Pomona 
Pump Co., in China. Col. Buchanan told him about 
the State of Idaho :and all about the university. San
dor seemed interested. Here was a man who knew 
Engineering like nobody's business, and who was 
indeed a good friend. What was this University :=i.t 
Idaho that could impress a man so much and instill 
in him such a devotion and pride? His nephew would 
soon be ready for college and why not send him to 
Idaho? Later on George Vajda left China for the 
United States and for the University of Idaho. Bu
chanan didn't know then but he would later be in a 
position to request that the ruling against admitting 
new out-of-state students be waived since the boy 
'had .already started the long trek to this country 
before he learned of it. He also didn't know t hat 
later George Vajda, nephew of a friend he had made 
in China would be enrolled in the University. 

Then came V-J Day and Lt. Colonel Buchanan 
was soon on travel orders for the good old United 
States. He didn't mind this boat-ride. It was taking 
him home again. The trip was uneventful and gave 
plenty of time to think about the past and of the 
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future. Ile well remembered the day he came to the 
niversity of Idaho over twenty years ago from the 

magnesite mines near Chewelah, Washington. A ye,ar 
of construction in California and a year in tlie mines 
followed his graduation from Lewis and Clark High 
School in Spokane in 1921. He didn't quite remem
ber 1904, however, when he came into this world, 
a~1d the two years he spent in Iowa following his 
bn·th before he came to the West. 
. Life-jackets were the uniform for part of the 
Journey, especially along the shores of former Jap
occupied areas where Jap die-hards were still trying 
!0 please the Great One by last-ditch stands. Stand
mg on the main deck one night while at mid-ocean, 

olonel Buchanan let his thoughts drift back to 
goo~l old college days. He had given his share of 
bn. mess to the dealers in midnight oil at college, he 
thought. Besides getting top grades at Idaho he had 
no·aged in various campus activities. In his senior 

Year_ he was elected class president. In 1927, he 
1· _'Ceived the bachelor of science degree in Civil · .En
~niee1-ing with highest honors. Immediately follow
n~g graduation, he served as instructor in civil en
fn~eering at the university and testing engineer 

01 ~h~ Idaho Bureau of Highways, developing a co
tre1ative relationship betweep. the institu tion and 
. e tate 's l'oad builders which has existed ever 
n~ce. J nst 18 years ago in 1929 to be exact he re

~-!ived_ his master's deg;ee and in 1939 his divil en
- 11''ering degree, both from Idaho. 
·oa~ver his broad shoulders was a heavy mackinaw w; for the air was chilly at night. The silver leaf 

< covered by his life-jacket. As the convoy ap-

proached Pearl Harbor before the last lap homeward, 
an air of ,anxiety came over the ship. One more lap 
and the states. Now here at hand was Pearl Harbor 
where the first seed of the Pacific war came to life 
and spread. The Colon~l could well remember when 
the news of the Jap .attack reached Idaho. Immediate
ly after the national defense program was organized, 
his duties as Dean of the Engineering school were 
supplemented with his appointment as head of civil
ian pilot training in Idaho. His job provided for 
t he supervision of primary training for hundreds of 
young men who later became military pilots. He as
sisted in setting up the naval radio training school 
at the university of Idaho and directed the engi
neering, science and management of the defense 
training in Idaho's principal cities. 

Ho"v far away those days back at Moscow seemed l 
What would they be like now 1 Nine years ago he 
left the university to become research engineer fo-r 
the Asphalt Institute at San Francisco, where he 
w.as in charge of technical development work in the 
11 western states on the use of asphalt in highway 
and airport construction and in industrial fields. 
He also edited the institute 's magazine, The Asphalt 
Forum. Jn 1938, the university called him back to 
become dean of engineering and director of the en
gineering experiment station, the first University of 
Idaho graduate to occupy t his post, and the youngest 
man ever to be a divisional dean at Idaho. 

But engineering can not be learned entirely from 
books. Buchanan had as much practical experience 
behind him as he did book-learning. He lived Engi-

( Continued on page 27) 



The second Sunday in January a bus pulled up 
to the lodge atop Moscow Mountain and a crowd of 
enthusiastic students piled out. They fastened skis 
to their feet and herringboned to the lift or made 
their way to the warm fir~side inside the lodge, 
where they could sit around the fire, munchmg 
doughnuts and gulping hot black coffee. 

It was the housewarming that culminated weeks 
of work to develop a "Collegiate Sun Valley" on 
the 6895 acres of university-owned land in the Mos
cow Mountain experimental forest. It was the re-

'' Rotten form, Smith!'' 

sult of long tedious hours of back-breaking effort 
on the part of the Vandal Ski Club. 

The project began last fall when university funds 
were allocated for improvements for the area begun 
in 1941, when Darroch Crookes, nationally known 
skier and Sun Valley representative, made a ground 
and aerial survey of the region. The sum was in ex
cess of the amount requested by the students and 
the athletic department and brought with it Presi
dent Buchanan's assurances that he was thoroughly 
behind the project. 

The ski club was a new organization, formed Oc
tober 31 when tTack Numbers, now president, called 
a group of interested students together. The club 
has now a membership of over a hundred, with a 
<:harter accepted by the Board of Student .Activities. 

Work on the slopes was slow. The land had to 
be cleared for the run . .An old CCC cabin had to be 
converted into a lodge and a fireplace built . 

.A bulldozer was employed to first clear the land, 
with students finishing the brushing with axes. Other 
club members turned to the old barracks, adding a 
kitchen and an open fireplace. Buses made routine 
trips to the hill every Sunday morning with the 
vnrkers. 

Enough w0od was cut to last all winter. Poles 
were erected for the gas motor operated ski tow. 
For $65 the club was able to furnish the lodge with 
one double leather seat, one chaise lounge, two chairs, 
and a rocker. Bob Remaklus is operating a conces 
sion stand, selling hamburgers, hot dogs, and coffee 
to hungry skiers 

Buses now run twice daily on Saturdays an 
Sundays to the run. The lift is operated from 10 a .ro. 
to 4. p .m. these days. 

The run is 250 yards long at present. It is a be
ginners and intermediate slope, emphasizes Jae 
Tumbers, built mainly for the students use, rather 

than that of the ski team. Longer runs are in plan· 
ning. Following his 1941 survey, Crookes reporteil 
the possibility of a 1300-yard downhill course. 

Building this year is only temporary, he reports, 
and a long range program for building one of the 
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finest winter recreational areas is now being con
sidered by the cluh. Plans to replace the lodge call 
for one or two buildings to be built from natural 
timber and stone of the area. The new site would 
be near er the runs and pond. 

Mrs. W. H. Boyer and Babe Brown are faculty 
advisers. Club officers are Jack Numbers, president; 
.Jack Smith, vice-president; Bonnie Kuehl, secretary, 
and B. J. Ingraham., treasurer. Bill Larson, Jack 
Krehbiel, Bruce Hansen, Lou Berriocha, Larry Re
maklus and Don Robinson com.pose the board of di
rectors. 

Snowfall in a norm.al year is five to six feet in 
the canyons below the present lodge, and less than 
a mile from the building the snowfall averages one 
foot. Ice of skating thickness on the two ponds is 
available 90 days of the year. 

J erry Early 

A negro preacher asked his congregation: "What 
is the best thing in life 1'' 

Deacon Green arose and said it was fried chicken. 
Then he spoke glowingly for several minutes on the 
virtue of the same. 

Deacon Brown then arose and said that, while 
Deacon Green had a mighty good subject, he was 
sure that t he audience would agree that watermelon 
was the very best thing in life . He followed this 
statement by a speech which lasted some time. 

Sister Mary, in the r ear of the church, slowly 
raised to her feet, ''Parson, ' ' she said, '' you better 
stop this ar gument before some nasty minded rascal 
gets up and t ells the truth. ' ' 

A sailor who had completed -30 years of faithful ser
vice retired with a comfortable fortune of $60,000. He 
had amassed this large sum through courage, enterprise, 
initiative, attention to duty, faithfulness, military effi
ciency, the careful investment of savings, and the death 
of an uncle who left him $59,999.50. 

"How many times have I told you, Smith? That's 
not funny!'' 

The county fair had been a great success. One of 
the last contests was a spelling bee. The contestants 
had narrowed down to two, the local attorney and 
the stableman (a limey ) . The crowd breathlessly 
waited the next word. Here it came- '' auspice''. The 
stableman didn't win. 

Opening day for the ski lodge brought students like those shown at left below to the fireplace 
where they toasted their feet, drank coffee, and discussed recent spills. At right, two members of the 
club survey the entrance gates of the sports area. 
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/v\ON CHER sP . ,--...r ~• 
He wc.s gathering material for a research paper 

i:1 the library, hastily copying the material in his /Ji' ( 
n-::: tebook, when he became aware of two girls sitting r_,. 
at the next table, whispering loudly in spite of li-

"- ~ I ((r r~ ' . 
brary rules. _ ____,,.-. 

'' l 've tried and tried to _get Jack to t_ake m~ t,o /- )~ 
h~s house dance Saturday mght, but he Just won t \J ) 
take a hint.'' _r.-5--:. 

"\Vell, why don't you wear a sweated You look 
awfulJy good in [,I, sweater '' . 

He tried to concentrate on his work, but their _:-,-...~ 1#,, 
vcices kept interfering. 

,.4i 

"You do look so awfully good in a sweater." ~ 
He was annoyed bec.1.mse he didn't want to, yet ;__ _,. 

could net avoid listening. Unsuccessful in ignoring ~ 
them, he finally looked up to glare, only to find him
self staring helplessy. 

IYiichele ! For one brief, incredulous second, his 
mind fought with the impossibility of her presence 
here, in this library, this country, or this hemisphere. 

The girl, feeling his gaze, looked up at him. Her 
slow glance duplicated another he had once known 
so well. rrhen she winked, the sauciness of her action 
destroying the imagery. He continued to st.are, while 
the girl glanced swiftly at her friend, determined 
that this tribute to her ~harms should not go un
noticed. 

With difficulty, he turned his eyes back to his 
books, thinking helplessly that a man can have 
been married almost three years, have a child, and 
that still a pair of brooding dark eyes could take 
him so far hack to an episode he believed he had for
gotten. 

He couldn't read. He was obsessed with a desire 
to find out whether her fingers were the same slim 
weavers of magic and her ankles the same twin col
umns of symmetry and grace. 

He mentally cursed, hating the unnatural resem
blance that a chance young girl should have to his 
p.ast. He had no interest in her real person; he would 
have shrunk, in fact, from meP.ting her. He felt only 
a violent possessfr~n ___ of -her because one wjth ,her 
black hair and -smoky •_ eyes h:aq loved him, long ··ago. 

The girl glanced up .at · him again ,- prov6c~tively 
and flirtatiously. That look was ·· as foreign· to the 
face as the wink had been. She should learn to veil 
her eyes slowly with her lashes, as though secrets 
were to be hidden there, to match that Gallic face, 
he thought. He recalled Michele's habit of saying 
"Moncher", .and looking at him in just that manner. 

It seemed to him, however, that the more he 
looked at her, the more the resemblance faded. He 
realized that she th.ought him pleasantly bold, and 
finally becoming a bit embarrassed because she was 
a,ll but dropping her handkerchief on the floor for 
him, he gave up the thought of finishing his paper. 

He slammed his book shut, dropped a notebook, 
F;wore, a.11d 71icked it up. Glancing guiltily at the li
brarian, who returned his look icily, hr 1eft hastily. 

Behind him) the two girls looked at each other, : 
confused. 

"Well, what on earth's eating him 1 I thought I 
was making :Quite a hit of headway.'' 

;,.,,,,').· 

"You dope," said the other, "He's one of the 
married veterans. '' 

"Well, gee, why didn't you tell me?" 
''Did you care?'' 
Outside the door the man stopped, angry at him

self for leaving, since he would only have to return 
again for his material, yet unable to re-enter the 
library. 

He wondered why a chance face should haunt his 
thoughts. He believed himself to be in love with his 
wife, told himself that Michele had been only an 
interlude; and also felt his life to be as full as it 
should be. Yet--

It was a dull, winter day. The snow was tattle
tale gray, and a few lonely leaves swung disconso
lately on their branches, hoping for a chance breeze 
to carry them to rest. 

He walked awhile, aimlessly, kicking .at the snow 
and. thinking that a man lives for so many years only 
in the future and dreams only of that future, when 
he suddenly awakens to find that too much of his 
dreams and his bright future has become only a p.ast 

· and a dead hope. 
His heedless road led to his own street, and almost 

before he knew it, he was at home. Catherine greeted 
him. 

"I'm glad you'r ¾ome early Pete. Davy's been 
a little beast, just a little beast!" He's asleep now, 
but I need you here to take care of him while I go 
downtown.'' · ,. 

He dropped his books on the table and threw his 
coat down without answering her. 

''Well, then,'' ,s,p.e snapped, '' for heaven's sake, 
be sour ! '' ,;~,_:/\. 

He knew that she was confused and angry at 
him for not answering her, yet he felt too trapped 
to be con~iliatory:.rs th-ere always a time when a re
mind.er-: o# .the past seefus to stretch a tight chain 
ac:rbss'·a, : man's ch~·st: ·· he wondered, and why? , 

He _ w~fs watching Catherine preparing to leave. 
She came over to where he was slumped on the divan, 
for a kiss, her eyes seeming to ask the same question: 
Why1 
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Because he had been noticing the change in her, 
from the swift girl to the settled, plump young ma
tron, he felt immediately remorseful, and returned 
her kiss. She smiled at him, almost as she used to . 

" I thought you might be getting the flu," she 
said. 

Don't be ordinary, Cathy, his mind tried to say. 
Be gay and frivolous; something to bring me back_ 
to you. Say something from our youth together. 

" Do you remember the night of my last furlough 
before I went overseas 1'' he asked. 

" Darling, don't bring up your tiresome old Army 
now. I have to go downtown. They have Crisco at 
the store and I'm out, completely out!'' 

He watched her leave, his mouth set, thinking 

Uniuersit9 
IDAHO---Students and instructors; frosh, pledges, 

U. C. 's and grad students, vets and civilians; girls 
and wives; BMOC's, non-descripts, wheels, and 
BWOC's; bewildered new students and the "at 
home'' P. S. B. 's; big-wigs, smoothies, deadpans; 
Greeks and Barbs; BTO 's and short-hitters-; mooch
ers and providers; saints and sinners; bookworms 
and big time joes; Phi Beta Kappas 
and hangers-on. 

Coffee time at the Nest-" Ce
ment Mixer"; making an eight 
o'clock - "Give Me Five Minutes 
More''; Johnnie's- '' Shoo Fly Pie 
and Apple Pan Dowdy'' ; firesides 
and pledge dances- '' Hug gin' and 
Chalkin' ''; registration lines -
" September Song"; pin passing 
and tubbings - "Rumors Are Fly
ing''; The Bucket lounge-''Push
ing Sand" ; Phi Delt jam sessions
'' Atomic Power''; Junior Prom -
"Dreams" ; The Special - '' White 
Christmas' ' ; studying for finals -
'' Coffee Time.'' 

F,rosh housework; a pack of Luckies; well-worn 
bridge decks; a forgotten 1.0.U. ; sneak dates, coke 
dates and double dates; one minute telephonic no 's 
and fifty minute yes 's; the I Tank, I Bench and the 
Memorial Steps ; the golf course at night and the 
Arboretum; Circl e Drive, Third Street, and Elm 
Str eet; the white bank and its white checks, counter 
checks for not more than five dollars, the red bank 
and its red checks; a snooze in class; the '' atmos
~here" of the Nest; an empty fifth; the Perch smell
ing of fresh paint; a paddle, a crest and a jewel; 
housebills du e ; the Holly Dance; Tuesday and Fri
cla~· Argonauts ; homecoming· decorations; mixers at 
the gym; pep r allys; the she~p barn fire; senior sere
nade plays in the anditorium · short cl.asses this mor-. ' n1no . pl · ·b . · 
P 

5 , aymg ridge at the Bucket; the Gem; Yawn 
atr ol. 

that although· Michele only represented a youth, the 
past now unobtainable, he could never cease remem
bering. 

Suddenly, he felt a small body fly at his legs and 
looked down at his son in sleepers, with his blonde 
hair tousled and his eyes red with sleep. 

He picked him up. "Hello, kid. " he said. 
'' Daddy, dress me, dress me!'' the boy cried im-

peI·icusly, beginning to squirm fretfully. 
He bent his head to the childish storm. 
'' Okay, Davy, okay.'' 
'' vVhere 's Mommy gone 1'' 
''She's gone after some Crisco, Mon cher, she's 

cone after Crisco.'' 
-Shirley Cowan 

Composite---
Quote : Hel1o; where's my tie; how about a to

bacco tube; b~ sure and vote; and a big "I"; how 
about a coke date Tuesday; Mac's have some new 
records; goodmorning; why does it get so Late so 
early; damn this rain; so I said to her-; where can 
I get an apartment; four hearts . .. double; oh, for 
the lean years again i but EVERYBODY goes to the 

Nest; two coffees. two hamburgers, 
and a pack of Camels; what's on at 
the Nu-Art; just threw one away; 
how about this dance; were you in 
the 148th; one pitcher, four glasses ; 
neat-darby; are we going to have a 
quiz next period; see you in the 
smoker after first; 2425; white and 
sweet; she's out of circulation; 
beaucoup plenty; I don't have a 
fourth . Unquote. 

Units of Idaho 
Idaho life. 

To a Professor 

glimpses of 

Jers. 

Though many bards in ages past have told 
of famous tyrants who with zeal unchecked 
bebloodied brows and backs, or bodies wrecked 
when men's ideas were not of kingly mold. 
And though the scribes have writ in days of old 
how dark-robed priests changed minds by means 

select, 
when some opinionated, new-formed sect 
had sought to leave the iron-fenced papal fold. 
Yet 1ione were fortunate as I to know 
a tyrant who has powers to break and bend, 
that put the despots of the past to shame. 
Each day he tells his pupils thus and so 
and warps their very minds to his own end. 
Small wonder students tremble at his name! 

-Dick Williams 
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ANSW~R 
THAT PHON~! 

He took another puff on his cigarette as he lay 
staring upward into the darkness, thinking. That 
was all he could do. Think. The same thoughts turn
ing over and over in his mind, driving him slowly 
crazy. Elsa. Damn that woman-she had ruined his 
life. 

He remembered when they had gotten married. 
"It '11 just be a business arrangement," she had 
said. '' I '11 go my way and you '11 go yours.'' She had 

, gone hers, spending mos·t of his money as she went. 
He wished he had never met her. 

It all started ten years before when he was only 
twenty-four. He had taken her around to all the 
spots in Detroit. He had thought a lot of her then. 
rrhen it had happened. They had often gone to Cara
so's for a few drinks. Usually they gambled a little, 
too. But that night it had been more than just a little 
he had lost nearly $10,000. They knew him at Cara
so 's. They knew that his father had left him. nearly 
two million dollars. What they·didn 't know was that 
the will stated that he couldn't touch it until he was 
twenty-five. Eight months away. Working to support 
hjmself had been another provision. Old man Duven 
h2d been a self-made man. 

It wasn't until after he had talked to the lawyer 
and tried to borrow money from the estate that he 
decided to do it. He juggled the books at the in
surance company where he and E,lsa worked and 
borrowed $10 000. He just borrowed it; he would 
p,ay it back. He didn't tell Elsa about it but he knew 
she would find out, for she was the only one, besides 
himself, who saw the books in those eight months. It 
had been a good job, well covered, but then she had 
been in a position to notice. He didn't think she had, 
though, until that night. He had been taking her 
ho rvi e from a movie and for the first time in weeks he 
had nearly forgotten about the money. The radio in 
his car was playing soft music and the sky above 
was studded with stars. Suddenly, without looking 
at him, she reached over and switched off the radio. 

"Rod," she said, still not looking at him, a pe
culiar tone in her voice. "Rod, you are going to 
marry me." He looked at her sharply. Neither of 
them had ever spoken of marriage before. She con
tinued, "I know about the way you juggled the com
pany books. I know why you juggled the books. I 
also know that you will be heir to a couple million 
dollars in a few months. T 'm cutting myself in.'' Her 
voice was icy now. He was seeing her for the first 
tjme in her true light. 

"It will just be a business arrangement, Rod; I'm 
taking out my insurance ." Yes, she was taking out 
her insurance, two million dollars worth. Two weeks 
later they were married. He couldn't refuse. It was 
blackmai-1 and she was making it legal. 

Ten years had passed. 'I1en years of slavery. Ten 
years chained to a nagging, grasping woman, whose 
onlv ::tim in life was to climb every social ladder 
thRt :;;he could. She wasn't even a wife. She was just 
a woman who sometimes lived in the same house that 

he did. A woman with a joint bank account. Divorce 1 
She wouldn't think of it. He had brought it up sev
eral times in the last few years and each time she had 
simply laughed louder. She had everything she 
wanted, why should she ~ive it up? Wasn't s~e seen 
in all the better places with any of the town s weal
thy playboys that she wanted 1 Oh, yes, she was mak
ing her name known. Everyone said, '' There goes 
Elsa Duven the millionaire socialite.'' They never 
said, '' Ther~ goes Elsa Duven, the wife of the mil
lionaire Rod Duven," as they used to do . She had 
stolen everything he had ever had. Now when she 
found out that he had lost everything in this last 
crash of the market, she would finish ruining his 
life. Scandal, probably jail, if-

He lit another cigarette and watched the lights 
of a passing automobile move across the wall of his 
bedroom. For six long, gruelling weeks he had been 
thinkina about it. He had lain there hour after hour. 
Smokin~ and thinking. Thinking and smoking. He 
tried to sleep. It was impossible. Maybe he had better 
check that gun again. He got quietly out of bed and 
slipped down to the den. Once inside, he turned on 
the light and locked the door. The shot gun was 
hanging on the wall. Taking it down carefully, he 
broke the breech and looked at the tiny crack in the 
chamber. It was so small that it could hardly be 
seen, but it was there. When he had gotten the bar
rel from that repairman down in L. A. he had been 
warned never to shoot the gun. 

'' A half dozen shots and that gun would blow 
up in your face," the old man had said. Just a relic 
he had told him. Again he examined the crack. He 
felt better now. Everything would be alright. Elsa 
and her current playmate were leaving for Modesto 
the next morning to go duck hunting. He knew abo~t 
how much hunting they would do. Most of their 
time would be spent on the skeet range of the exclu
sive Palm club. Lots of people would see it happen. 
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Clearly an accident, hadn't he used ·the gun not 
over three weeks ago 1 

The next morning he awoke late. He listened for 
ome sound from Elsa's room. Probably gone. He 

~ressed quickly and called, "Elsa!" Silence. He 
looked into her room. She was gone. Down to the 
den he was almost afraid to open the door. The 
a-un' was gone. He breathed easier now. Everything 
~as going just as he had planned. Soon he would 
be a free man. He would move to a new town, maybe 
Seattle, and make a fresh start. But_ today. he had 
to do things he had always done as 1f nothng was 
a-oing to happen. Everything had to seem natu:al. 
Jic had told Elsa that he was driving to Reddmg 
tJ;at morning on lmsiness. J~e <lidn 't tell he: that 
the business was to sell t9-e1r $50,000 home m t~e 
mountains. 'I1his would give him enough to make his 
new start. 

"Maria , " he spoke to the maid. "If anyone calls 
within the next two hours I '11 be at the club.'' 

"Yes sir." She handed him his hat as he went out. 
Tir backed the car out of the garage and drove down 
town. A traffic light held him up for a few minutes. 
How long will it be before it happens, he. thoug'ht. 
What if h doesn't work? Honk! The light had 
chan ged. He drove on to the servire s~ation and left 
the car to be serviced. 'rhe club was Just across the 
street. He_ needed a drink. 

" Hey, buddy, watch that light." A cop. on the 
<:ol'll er w.as yelling at him. He needed that drmk bad 
now. He had heen so wrapped in thought that he 
had nearlv been run over and the sig-ht of the police
man had ~given him cold chills. At the club it 1;as 
. omewhat better. Men whom he knew spoke to him. 
He settled at the bar near an old friend and ordered 
a hourbon and soda. 

" "Whv the nervous look today, Rod?" His friend 
spoke. N~ervous 1 He hoped he didn't look ,as nervous 
as he felt. 

" Nerves, I guess, just nerves. Haven't been sleep
ing very well lately." That was right; he hadn't been 
sleeping very well lately- what man could? 

" Well, have another drink. It '11 fix you right up. 
Bartender! Another drink for old Hod, here ! '' He 
was feeling pretty gay. '' Did I tell you, Rod, I'm 
c~lebrating today. On this fine ~ay in October_ my 
divorce from my ever-loving w1f e becomes frnal. 
Have another drink to help me celebrate.'' 

" Yeah, :mre." He wished that he could have been 
celebratinO' a divorce instead of this. The suspense 
was t enible. ·why didn't that damn phone call come? 
He looked at his watch. It was nearly one o'clock. 
_ui·ely, it must have happened by -this time. He _de

cided to postpone his trip to Redding. It was gettmg 
too late. On his w.ay to the office at the rea~ of t~e 
clnh, he passed a mirror. He hardly recogmzed his 
own reflection. His face was drawn and haggard. No 
won<ler his friend had remarked. He waited for the 
cc11l to Redding to go through. Wait! Wait! That 
Was all he ever did. It was drivin_q; him crazy. Be
fore Jeng he had conta~ted the agent and explained 
th at he would not be up for a couple of days. The 
~~·ent sounded angry. He could wait. He hung up on 
tnm. Back to the ' bar. Have a few more drinks and 
g_o home. P umblino-lv he lit another cigarette. He 
finish ed his drink ;rid got up to leave. 

'' So long, Rod, take it easy.'' His friend was 
speaking. 

''Yeah.'' He sta1ted back to his car. The police
man was still standing on the corner. God, how the 
sight of that blue sent shudders through a man. _He 
stopped at his office and picked up the mornmg 
mail. He would go over it at home. He had accom
plished his purpose. He had been seen going about 
his regular duties . No one was the wiser. . 

He put- the car in the garage and went m the 
house. Maria took his hat at the door. 

"You may have the rest of the day off if you 
wish, Maria." He wanted to be alone when that 
phone call came. 

'"Phank you, sir." She disappeared towards the 
servant quarters. He walked to ~he window. an:1 
stood staring out into space. What 1f the gun _d1dn t 
exp1ode? It would, he was sure of that. What if th~y 
decided not to do any shooting? He was near to pamc. 
Damn, why didn't that phon~ ring? Get hol~ of 
yourself, Rod, old man, everythmg would be all right. 
Ile tried to console himself by thinking about what 
it would be like not havjng Elsa around, always nag
~ting. always wanting more money. What was that? 
Just Maria leaving. He would have to calm down. 
Too jumpy. Read the mail, that's what he would do. 
It would take his mind off his troubles. 

He went to the liquor cabinet and took out a 
bottle of his favorite brand of scotch. Better have a 
drink while going through the mail. He had always 
done that. Helped him concentrate. He tore open one 
of the letters. l~rom one of the stockholders. Why 
this? ·why that? They wanted to know all the ans
wers. He took a long drink of the scotch. It choked 
him and he coughed. Good God, why doesn't that 
phone ring? He was going mad with waiting and 
that damn whiskey tasted terrible. He moved the 
phone a little closer and opene~ .another lette:· ~ome
one wanted to sell him somethmg. He threw 1t m the 
waste basket. Be glad to get away from all of this. 
The telephone rang! Remember, Rod, you have to 
sound as though you are all broken up over this 
thing. His voice shook as he answered. ''Hello.'' 

"Hello, Mr. Duven," it was his secretary. He 
hardlv he,ard what she said. Something about a on
tract vfor some ste<-'l. What was happening in Modes-
to? lt should be all over by now. · 

"Yes, yes, let the contract go thr~ugh, now don ~t 
bother me.'' He slammed the rece1 ver down. His 
stomach was beginning to hurt. God, what was the 
p1atter? He took another drink. Pain stabbed through 
him. He shoved his chair away from the desk ,and 
~l11tched at his stomach with pain tightened hands. 
His eyes rolled and came to rest on the bottle. He 
stared at it with a look of amazement. POISON! 
EL8A! DAMN THAT WOMAN! 

It was getting hard to breathe. Can a doctor
he had to have a do~tor. Why had he let the maid 
p·o? One last desperate attempt to reach the phone. 
He fe}] forward. 

All was quiet in the room and a dark ring waq 
. form~ng on the carpet as the liquid from the over
turned O'lass dripped silently to the floor. The tele
nhon 8 h~gan to ring', shattering the cleathly silence. 
Tt rang insistently for several minutes .. hut Hod D11-

vrn. fare clown, arms outstretched, chcl not move. 

- Newton vV. Cntler 
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Beginning the three-part serialization of a ca,ustic 
satire on the sorority system-a bit of dynamite only 
BLOT dares present 

THJRTY~ 
SEVEN 

SISTERS 
By MAURICE PAULSEN 

Part I-The Rush 

"You know, this university is getting to be a 
lousy bureaucracy. It is!" Polly exclaimed. "I stood 
three hours this afternoon going from office to offi~e, 
just getting registered.'' 

''Yeah,'' Betty agreed. '' And the questions they 
<10n 't ask you. Why, this place has more on me than 
the :b'Bl had on Dillinger." 

"And to think I've still got to finish up tomor-
row and pay late registration fees,'' Evelyn added. 
Evelyn was the actress of Eta Alpha Pi, a tall girl 
with blue eyes and a sweet smile. '' I gave up at three 
this afternoon and went down to the Inn with Mary 
for a coke.'' 

Mary fingered through a university catalog.'' I've 
still got to have two more hours. Think Pro bl ems in 
Newspaper Publishing and Promotion would be over 
my head? It comes at the right hour.'' 

'' lsn 't there a prerequisite?'' 
"I suppose so, " said Mary, flipping a page. 
'' Why don't you take that course in Modern 

Lit?" Betty offered. "Everybody says it's ,a cinch." 
'' I don't need three credits. Only two.'' 
Pol1y suggested the contemporary art course with 

the movies. 
"But sweetest, Christina flunked it last semester. 

But flat!'' Betty exclaimed. '' Almost kept her from 
graduating." 

"That doesn't prove a thing," Polly said. "Chris
tina sat next to Randy and she used to brag about 
what hot necking sessions they had when the lights 
were out. ' ' 

'' You could give it a try for a week or two and 
switch if you don't like it,'' Ev suggested. 

"Or have to sit by a girl!" 
"I suppose so," Mary sighed. "It would be swell 

having all afternoon free on Tuesdays and Thurs
days.'' 

Easter Johnson came in, slamming the door behind 
her. She was the sorority's pianist, the backbone of 
the song sessions. 

'' Hi, E.a ster, '' Polly said. '' Did you finish?'' 
Easter flopped herself into a sofa. ''Yeah, and am 

I tired! Another rushing tea at five. How can you 
expect a girl to look her best after a day in regis
tration line?" 

"Well, today's the last of the rushees." Polly was 
a junior, and had survived two previous rush weeks. 
"Hushing ends tonight, and then we can relax." 

A 
Blot 

Special 

"They 're pretty well weeded out now, so there 
aren't so many. ' ' 

"At least we don't have to be so formal." Ev 
exhibited her thespian talent with a stiff, formal 
bow. 

'' And there won't be any more alumnae running 
around until homecoming. Am I tired of having tJ.em 
prance in here and tell how they were here in '26 or 
'21, the piano was down here and the sofa up there. 
Why can't they stay home and tend to their knitting 
and grandchildren?'' Betty asked. 

"You'll be one of them someday," Polly re
minded. 

'' If I ever graduate.'' , 
'' And remember,'' said Polly, ''we've got to put 

on the dog tonight to catch that Lanier gal." 
"The one that's filthy with money?" Ev ,asked. 

'' Simply filthy?'' 
"That has its attractions, but she also can sing. 

The Zeta Chi's darn near pinned her last night. 
That's where you come in Easter. If you really lay 
it on thick,'' Polly said, '' They haven't a chance. '' 

''Well,'' E,aster said, '' piano playing and voice 
are two different things." 

'' At least they go well together,'' Polly said. '' In 
my freshman year we had a piccolo player and a 
jew 's harp artist." 

Sharon Lee Clark and Gwen Charles came in. 
"Hi, girls. Finish 1" 
"Barely," Sharon s.aid. "They are just closing 

down.'' 
''Guess who I had to take for history,'' Gwen 

said. 
"Not McAlister ! " 
"Yup." 
"You won't learn anything, but may be you ea n 

get an A if y◊-u go up after class and apple-polish 
a little,'' said Polly. 

"They say he's the most absent-minded prof on 
the campus. ' ' 
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'' He is, '' Sharon said. ''He's twice as bad as Mrs 
Wilcox gets at times.'' 

' ' Oh, Mrs. Wilcox isn't bad,'' defended Polly. 
"I thing she's a swell housemother, even if she is 
, trict and kind of a prude.'' 

"Yeah, but have you ever seen her when she 
o·rts excited?'' reminded Ev. 
ri "l know, " said Easter. "She flies into itty-bi tty 
pieces. Remember the time Martha fe ll asleep in 
the bathtub with the water running and the door 
locked?" 

'' When the extra drain was plugg'ed and the wa
ter ran over and down the hall,' ' added Mary. 

"That's it," said Easter. "I thou ght l 'd die." 
She went into an elaborate burlesque of Mrs. Wil
cox 's hysterics until someone noticed the time. 

"Three minntes to five!" Gwe:1 exclaimed. "It 
can 't be that late . " 

' ' rrry t aking up your problem with Western Un
ion," quipped Maurine, who had just entered with 
:Martha, her inseparable companion. Both were from 
upstate and were never seen apart. Maurine dom -
inated the pair; though attractive; she had her stub
born and brattish streaks. Martha was a dull brrt 
ardent fo llower of Maurine's. Somewhere during the 
first two years Maurine and Polly had had a clash. 
Nobody was too sure just what it was about. Last 
spring the matter seemed to be under control and 
everyone looked toward the new year with hopes 
for an undivided house. 

Most of the girls dashed upstairs fer last minute 
changes. Maurine was already dressed, and went in 
to see Mrs. Wilcox, the housemother. Carol Quinn, 
the president of the group, was in her room talking 
to her. 

"Of course," Mrs. Wilcox was saying, "there 
are always a few of those undesirables. But they are 
pret ty well w eeded out by now, aren't they?" 

'' ot all of them,'' Maurine said as she entered . . 
'' Meaning?'' 
"I know who she means," Carol said. "She's. 

letting personal enmity enter into this.'' 
" Who are you talking about?'~ Mrs. Wilcox 

asked. 
' ' Laura Mifflin, Polly's friend,'' Carol said. 
''Laura?'' 

. "She's not the sort of girl we want," said Mau
rme. 

' 'Why?'' asked Mrs. Wilcox 
" Well," said Maurine, "she's unattra':!tive." 

1 
'' She's ugly, '' added Martha, chewing on a candy 

Jar. 
" Don't say that about a girl-any girl," said 

Mrs. Wilcox. " No g-irl who tries to keep herself clean 
and neat can be called unattractive. She is describe<l 
a 'not what you would call a beauty, but an awful 
~w_ell kid, loads of fun, lots of pe1·sonality, lotP. of 
c rn;e ... ' You 've got to play up her good point':;. '' 
. ' Poppycock ! '' exclaimed Maurine. '' If we take :-if lot of her sort, first thing yon know the boyR 
h 1 start to call us The Flour Mill, where all the 

aas come from." , 
''M . t d aurme ! ' ' Mrs. Wilcox was sho~ked, or pre . 

en ed to be. 
Polly slinned into the housemother's room. almost 

~~no~iced. She had made a quick change, and was 
w m her Sunday best. 

"Laura is an excellent student. She was in high 
school anyway,'' Ev continued. At the sound of 
Laura's name, Polly perked up her ears. 

Sweet little Mary added, '' She seems to have a 
fine head on her shoulders.'' 

Maurine sneered. ''I've seen better heads on 
beers. '' 

That did it. Polly grabbed Maurine by the shoul
der and spun her around. The old fight was on again. 
'' Just a minute, Miss Metz. I don't know who yoi1 
think you 're fooling, but you know as well as I do 
that the one reason that you don't want Laura Miff
lin as a sorority sister is that she was a high school 
chum of mine!'' 

"Now listen- " Maurine objected. 
''You listen ! Laura will be as fine ,an addition 

to our house as any single other pledge candidate. 
She has brains that will help our grade average, ideas 
that are really clever for artistic competitions, .a 
pleasing persona1jty- '' 

'' Did you read that book too ?'' Maurine sneered. 
Polly ignored that. '' And if you try to blackball 

her just because you don't want another girl in the 
house who prefers my friendship to a worthless as
sociation with you, I '11 sec to it that the account is 
well settled personally.'' 

"Girls!" Mrs. Wilcox exclaimed. "After all! 
You 're supposed to be ladies!'' 

The sorority girls gathered in the living room just 
before five, looking their best, excited as usual. 

'' I keep thinking how worried I was last year,'' 
said Mary. "My cousin came up with me and nobody 
wanted her and it almost killed her and she quit ,and 
went home." 

"Any girl,'' said Ev, "who comes to college solely 
to join a sorority · belongs at home." 

"Yes," agreed M.ary, "But I heard of a girl in 
Louisiana who committed suicide because-" 

''Well, I guess everyone is here,'' said Carol, 
stepping to the center of the room. Carol was a pic
ture of a young businesswoman, pert and smartly 
dressed in a brown suit. She was president of Eta 
Alpha Pi. ''Everyone take a good look at her neigh
bor. Make sure the stockings are straight, that the 
makeup is •right, that the hair is in place.' ' 

'11hey had hardly finished last minute adjustments 
when the doorbell rang. 

'' Here they are now ! '' 
The .girls formed a line to the right of the door 

as Carol went to greet the rushees. As the freshmen 
entered, unnaturally stiff and formal, they were re
ceived individually by the members. Then they were 
g-iven seats, while members stood or sat on the rug. 

Carol raised her hand for silence . "We are very 
happy to have you girls back again this evening, and 
since, as you know. this is our last rushing tea before 
you make your very important decision, we hope 
you find us quite to your tastes. Make yourselves 
comfortable and tea will be served shortly." 

Little groups formed in various parts of the room. 
No rushee was without two or three members who 
were supposed to take special note of her. Conve,rsa
tions were stilted by a fear of disapproval. 

Carol was with a girl from her hometown whom 
she knew but slightly. '' I just want to say that if you 
are considering any other sororhy, if there's any 
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question, don't be afraid to ask us about it, Sally. 
Feel free to ask us anything. ' 

'' Of course, ' 1 Sally said. ''Who was the tenth 
pl"esident of the United States 1" 

Not too sure of how she should take this, Carol 
laughed a bit forcedly and said, "I 'd heard you 
we1·e pretty sharp. But seriously .are there any oth
c1·s?'' 

'' vV ell, the Alpha Omega's seem very interested 
in me.'' 

"Naturally they would be," answered Carol. 
"rrhey are a good sorority, aren't they1" 
u-w eJI, I've always defended them. Even when 

they got involved in a scandal last winter and some 
of the frat boys hung a red lantern on their balcony, 
I thought that was unfair. Of course I know they 
aren't very serious about most things- they have 
the lowest grade average among the girls- but I 
imagine they have a good time if you want to go in 
for that sort of thing.'' 

"Well ... " 
'' And if you 're the rowdy, boisterous, easy type 

- which I'm sure you aren't- I should say that the 
Alpha Omega house is just the place for you." 

''I didn't know.'' 
"You see, Sally, your sorority is going to be one 

of the most important things in your Ii fe. 'l1he ties 
nnd bonds you make here now will last throughout 
the years, and the love of your sisters will follow 
you always. No matter what should happen, you will 
still find the loyalty, devotion and understanding 
()f Eta Alpha Pi. '' 

Martha had been appointed to observe Laura. 
Naturally Maurine was nearby and so was Polly. 
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"We have great fun in our rooms at night. Some
times we make fudge or popcorn, but of course Mrs . 
.. Wilcox doesn't allow it,'' Ev was saying. '' We study 
a little and gab for hours.'' 

'' Some people seem to think that co Hege is a place 
to study," Martha added. 

Ev went into an act. "Youth," she said, flinging 
out her arm, "is the time to en joy oneself. It is so 
brief, so fleeting. Like a song on a summer's day. 
Away then with the books. They can wait 'til youth 

is gone, and then may serve to call back memories 
from the past.'' 

Polly laughed. ''Ev's an actress. She's been work
ing on Mr. 'I.'runecek for a year to get a good part in 
a play." 

"Mr. 'rrunecek?" Laura asked. 
"He's the drama tics director. Any fool knows 

that. Even you do, don't you?" 
'' Oh, yes,'' gulped Laura. ''Yes, of course.'' 
Maurine decided to go a bit further. "We are 

thinking of a new basis for pledging this year. Some 
of us think we ought to pick just the best looking 
girls so we can have a good reputation with the 
frats.'' 

Everyone pretended she had not seen Laura's 
uneasy movement. 

Polly flamed. '' And some of us think we ought 
to pick our girls on character and ability." Laura 
smiled at her. 

Betty had singled out Judy, a cute brunette 
rushee. '' Oh, you needn't worry,'' she was saying. 
'' 'l'he very :fact that you 're here this last time means 
you 're as good as pinned.'' 

' 'Really? '' 
"Well, almost. There's still a lot of red tape, so 

don't get your hopes too high. Has there been any 
other house that you've even considered?" 

''Well, I thought of remaining an independent. 
It's a little cheaper." 

"An independent!" Betty exclaimed. "Heaven 
forbid!" 

'' Are they so bad ? '' 
"My dear, if you 're not a Greek, you 're not any

thing. All the big shots on the campus are Greeks. 
They hold all the offices. Why, the Greeks are the 
only campus party that amounts to anything at all, 
and that's merely because we have organization . 
Numbers aren't enough. Of course there are the In
dependent candidates, but we don't give the'TI a 
thought. Their candidates are usually kids working 
their way through, and majoring in speech. They 
need the practice at delivery. We don't worry about 
the riffraff." To Sharon she said, "Remember last 
spring how the Independents got all huffed up and 
brought out tooth and nail to elect their candidates? 
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I 'roost died laughing at their futile efforts to or-
anize. '' 

g "Well . . . " 
"And they have absolutely nothing of the love 

and companionship of sorority life.'' Betty added. 
( "That's r ight." said Sharon. "Sorority girls are 
airls who are drawn together by some invisible tie. 
They are girls who love each other and want to do 
, erything they can for each other. That's why we 

take only those girls whom the sorority agrees that 
they like. '' 

As was t o be expected, Amelie Lamer was getting 
her share of t he attentions. She dominated the group 
that surrounded her. "Back ,at boarding school, " she 
was saying, "all the girls were jealous of my ances
try. Of course, they were jealous of my money too, 
hut that was to be expected. I remember tracing 
back my forebears for them, clear to Charlemagne.'' 

" Are you a descendant of Charlemagne?" Easter 
a ked. 

' 'Yes, indeed.' ' 
"Who's he ?" Mary asked innocently. 
' ' Pu.1-ease ! '' 
' ' Go on,'' Easter urged. 
' ' William the Conquerer was another in my line 

and the English line traces down to the War of th~ 
Roses, before the American scion breaks off.'' 

"vVhen did the roses ever have .a wad" Mary 
asked. 

" Mary!" warned Easter. 
"Then I have a great-uncle Herbert Lanier who 

fought in the Zulu war.'' 
"Really? " said Mary, seriously trying to be so

ciable. '' On which side?'' 
"Pul-ease ! I can bear no more of this utter ig

norance.'' 
'' Oh, Mary was just trying to be funny,'' said 

Easter. ''Weren't you, Mary?'' 
~fary felt a nudge in her side and laughed osten

taciously. '' Of course.'' When Amelie wasn't looking 
he returned the nudge. ' 

" I 1'b can see that there is little culture here. Your 
1 ra_ry has only the modern light novels your roomE 
are inartistically decorated and there'~ no sign of 
~ood · ' a ff music. Now the Zeta Chi house has a drummer, 

1 e player, and a French horn.'' 
''E xcellent combination " said Mary. "At least 

we have a pianist. ' ' ' 
''Who?'' 
'' Easter here.' ' 
''Really? How fortunate. I should like to hear 

ou play." 
f " 1 'd be glad to, " said Easter. "Have you any 
avorites?" 

"How about 'Only a Rose' from 'The Vagabond 
King'? Can you play it?" 

''I think so.'' 
"Good," said Mary. "Why don't we give it a 

try right now? Easter can play ,and Amelie sing.' ' 
She turned to the others. '' Quiet, everybody. We 're 
going to be favored with some music.'' 

A hush fell over the room. Easter and Amelie took 
their places at the piano. The wide range of the song 
gave Amelie excellent opportunity to display a love
ly soprano voice. When she had finished, teacups 
clattered again ,and voices rose. Several of the girls 
approached to congratulate her. 

"With you as our ·song leader," Gwen said, "we 
wouldn't have .any trouble at all winning the spring 
songfests.'' 

''You will pledge here, won't you ?'' Easter asked. 
''Well, the Zeta Chi 's ... '' 
'' Of course, if you prefer a drum, fife, and French 

horn ,accompaniment . . . '' · 
"Oh, it wouldn't be that, " Amelie said. 
Maurine stepped up. "Have you ever heard any 

of the frat boys mention the Zeta Chi's?'' 
"No." 
"They don't." 
The rushing tea was under full swing. Eve1·~·0:~ c 

was trying to be so nice that any good impressin11 ; 
that might have been made were discredited. M ;1i..1-

rine went back to Polly and Laura. They were di:;
cussing the sorority system in general. 

'' The pity of the sorority system, '' broke in Man . 
rine, '' is that the girls who don't belon O' in it at all 
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never seem to realize the fact and are terribly hurt 
when they don't make it.'' 

Martha got the idea, and added her two-bits 
worth. "It's usually someone who has ,a close friend 
in some house who she thinks can get her in and then 
is soooo disappointed when she -finds the other girls 
don't want her." 

Polly caught on. "Wait a minute." 
Maurine took no notice. '' The best thing to do is 

to cushion them by letting them know the facts ahead 
of time.'' 

'' Of course,'' Laura said uneasily. 
"Now take you, for instance," continued Miau

rine. "Would you feel so bad if you weren't invited 
to join here?" 

"Well ... " 
"Of course she would!" said Polly. 
'' Just my point,'' said Maurine. '' She should 

know that · it takes the approval of all the members 
in the house to admit any one pledge. Any member 
can blackball any pledge candidate.'' 

"What are you getting at?" asked Polly. 
"Nothing," said Maurine, tossing her hair. "Only 

we just don't like to see people's feelings hurt.'' 
"I'm beginning to see," said Polly. "You two 

intend to put the pinch on Laura.'' 
''What?'' Laura said, wide~eyed. 
Polly turned to her. "Laura, you might as well 

know this. These two are not exactly my dearest 
friends. They have nothing against you, except what 
they wrack their brains to manufacture, but they 
know that you 're an old pal of mine, and out of 
sheer spite for me they intend to blackball you.'' 

Laura stared at Polly. A tear trickled down her 
cheek. She turned to Maurine. '' Is this true?'' 

'' Turn off the w,aterfalls, '' sneered Maurine. 
"No sob . act will ever melt her heart," said 

Martha. 
'' Assuming she has a heart,'' added Polly. 

Washington Water Power 
frequently uses a diver's serv
ices to "get to the bottom 
of things." Data on snowfall, 
stream-flow, and climate are 
gathered and put to practical 
use. The Washington Water 
Power provides the finest 
electrical service money can 
buy, at rates among the na
tion's lowest. 

Maurine smiled. '' Okay, since we are putting the 
cards on the table, perhaps you would like to know 
the background to our whole story.'' 

"I don't want to know," sobbed Laura. "I don't 
care. I don't care about anything.'' 

'' Damn you, Maurine ! '' Polly was mad. 
'' Ah, ah, ah.'' Maurine waved a finger in the air. 

"Remember where you are. No rough language at 
a rush party. What will the pledge candidates think 
of us 1 '' Then she laughed. 

'' I suppose,'' said Polly, '' there is no way to pre. 
vent your blackballing Laura, but I want you to
know, Maurine, that this little affair of ours is just 
beglin, and it's ,going to be a battle to the finish.' ' 

"That will be a pleasure," said Maurine. " Bet 
will now be accepted at the windows.'' 

'' My bet is placed,'' eagerly added Martha. '' Thi 
is going to be a contest to see who can stoop thij 
lowest.'' 

"And you ought to know who that is," said P olly 
Unfortunately the pleasant little conversatio 

were brought to an untimely end by Carol, wh 
stepped to the center of the living room with raise 
hands. 

"I'm sorry to have to announce that our time · 
up, girls. It's been very nice having you rushees her 
with us again, and we hope you have enjoyed your 
selves. vVe hope, I mean, we know, that you will wan 
to come back to us soon and this time permanent! 
We .are all ready for you to move in anytime. So whe 
you get the bids tomorrow and you send us your a 
ceptance, you will be one of us. So we '11 be seein 
you then, won't we?'' 

The rushees answered with an enthusiastic silenc 
None of them was brave enough to say .anythin 
Amidst the goodbyes, Easter went to the piano, an 
while the rushees were leaving, accompanied th 
members as they sang their · good-bye song to th 
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tune of " I've Been Working on the Rail-road," or 
''Someone's In the Kitchen with Dinah." It really 
doesn 't matter. 

The members' first awe of the chapter room had 
never quite faded, and they were silent as they pa
raded into the mysterious chamber again. But that 
was soon forgotten and the inevitable chatter began. 
Carol called the meeting to order, and after the open
ing amenities, it was moved and seconded that the 
rushees be considered for pledging. 

'' To make it as brief as we can,'' said Carol, 
'we 'll simply signify by hands, unless someone calls 

for a secret ballot.'' 
First P eggy Mahan was voted to be pledged. 
'' Carried. She will be sent a bid tomorrow mor-

ning. Next Judy Warren. Any Remarks~" 
"Her mother was an Eta Alpha at Michigan." 
"Then I suppose we '11 have to take her. " 
'rhey took her, then Sally Peters. Next up was 

melie Lanier. A general murmur was audible. 
"We could use some new landscaping," Maurine 

uggested. 
'' I think she's a brat,'' said Gwen. 
"Me too," added Mary. "You'd think she wias 

the Queen of Sheba.'' 
'' She may be a little spoiled,'' Polly said, '' but 

we can help her. After all, that's what sororities are 
for- to help girls get along socially at college and 
to prepare t hem for later life. '' 

"Been r eading the by-1,aws again?" Maurine 
asked. 

"We'd be fools to pass up a dame with her 
dough,'' added Sharon. 

"That conveys the general idea anyway. And she 
can sing,'' said Easter. 

"All in favor of pledging Amelie Lanier, raise 
your right hand." After some hesitation, they all did. 
"Carried. Next Christina Har gram. Remarks~" 

Sharon began, "I hear she has a rather question
able character." 
. ''I 've seen her on the balcony of the Star City 

already,'' Mary said. 
"You know what one girl can do to a house,;, 

added Gwen. 

' 'Something smells like fish.'' 

When I was young 
And in my p;ime~·-.',..~ '. 
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'' Anything in pants,'' added Gwen. 
· 'After all,'' said Sharon, '' we must be careful 

how we pick our friends.'' 
'' --to pieces!'' This was from Polly. 
There were four negative votes on Christina. One , 

was sufficient. 
''Next, Laura Mifflin.'' 
Eyes turned to Maurine and Polly. They saw 

both of them stiffen in defiance. 
'' ~ think she's a swell girl,'' said Ev, looking at 

Maurme, '' and would be a definite attribute to the 
house.'' · 

'' She sure is smart,'' .added Mary. 
When nothing more was said, Carol called for a 

show of hands. 
Maurine rose. ''I call for a secret vote.'' 
"Just a minute," said Polly, rising. She turned 

to the girls. "0~1ce this vote is taken, there is nothing 
I can do about 1t, so you might as well hear me now. 
As you know, there hasn't been any love shared be
tween Maurine and me since last Christmas, and you 
know why. Laura Mifflin is an old friend of mine 
whom I should like to see in the house, and wh~ 
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, J 1}.~ed to do it 
<c Jin~ trhA ttin ;i ~ 

C' <' C rt f: • 4 ., r t.. t-

/-..l ~ ' ~ < ' r ,- ~ .,,. ..._ ; t <- ' , •c {' --,- £" e, r 

:c ll.dn~&'t(y'~bf. l~eve ;¢.Q~ld 3. :aire,~J cfefinite contribution 
to our ~?r9rity .. ~: ," . •' . . ·,., : . ~ '' 

"Rave :oiJ_,)r:1ye;U.ntt said Maurine. 
"You didn't ' see fthe o'ther houses chasing her, did 

you 1'' said Martha, smiling up at Maurine. 
"That's because she didn't go to other rushing 

parties because she wanted to be pledged here '' ex-
plained Polly. ' 

'' 'l'oo bad'' Maurine sneered. 
'' Maurine intends to take out her spite on me 

by blackballing Laura,'' declared Polly. This brought 
a murmer of astonishment from those who weren't 
aware of the intensity of the hostility. 

"Just a minute, Miss Jackson, with your wild 
accusations you can't back up. How do you pretend 
to know wl1at I intend to do?" 

"It wouldn't take a mind reader to figure that 
out. So that your little deed couldn't be proved, you 
just called for a secret ballot.'' 

"Okay," said Maurine. "If that's the way you 
fr ~,1 about it, let us take the secret vote, and just to 
p1·nrn to you that I don't intend to blackball her, I '11 
t;hcw you my vote marked affirmatively." 

"Pretty clever, aren't you? You'd like to get that 
vote taken at all costs. Of course you'd vote yes, but 
your little Charlie McCarthy wouldn't.'' 
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Martha perked up. "Who, me?" 
"Now that you mentioned it, yes." 
"Just a minute, you two," interceded Carol 

'.'you know w_e aren't t? allow purely personal fee}. 
mgs to enter mto pledgmg, but should think always 
of the good of the house. Now if there was something 
about Miss Mifflin herself-" 

''She's homely,'' announced Martha. 
'' It isn't her fault she wears glasses,'' defended 

Polly. 
"No," said Maurine, "but why must she wear 

such little ones that leave so much of her face stick. 
ing out?" 

Polly fired. '' Too bad they ever let you in. '' 
'.'Isn't it?'' retorted Maurine. '' I may not be 8 

ravm&' beauty, but on the other hand,'' she said 
throwmg. back her shoulders, "I have my points!' 

The girls laughed. It was ,a strike against Poll 
''Let's take the vote, '' said Gwen. ''I've got 

date." 
'' So have I,'' said Maurine, sitting down. '' A 

Zeta. He '11 be here in fifteen minutes.'' 
'' I move the question,'' said Ev. 
'' Very well,'' said Carol. '' Pass out the sli 

Easter. Everyone mark them 'yes' for admittan 
and 'no' for refusal.'' While the slips were bei 
distributed, they voted to admit Ivy Snow. Th 
Minerva Headstrom was defeated by six raised han 

''Well, Easter ?'' said Carol. 
Easter solemnly announced two no 's. 
'' I call for a revote, '' said Polly. 
''You can't.'' sneered Maurine. 
'' I think,'' said Evelyn, '' everyone has seen w 

sort of sisters we have in Maurine Metz and Mart 
Carrier. " 

Maurine leaped to her feet . "You can't say t 
I voted against Laura ! '' 

Flying 
When the night has settled round us, 
And the moon is in the sky, 
There'~ a certain gust of stillness, 
That lmgers when you fly. 

The motors stop their pounding, 
And for once it seems so real, 
You 're riding high above the world 
But don't know how you feel. 

Each star is like a beacon, 
To guide us all the way. 
We won't be returning 
'Till early break of day. 

And when our journey's over 
And we are on the ground again 
That urge of streaking skyward 
Runs in every tingling vein. 

All the day we sit and hope 
That we can fly that plane. 

- Up into the Godly world 
And feel like this again. 

- Maynard Marquet 
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" W e can soon find out, " said Carol, "by holding 
an open vote, even though it doesn't count. Then we 
can see who the objectors are. All those in favor of 
pledging Laura Mifflin raise your right hand.'' 

All hands shot up but those of Maurine and Mar
tha, who, after an exchange of glances, also raised 
theirs. 

'' So it's unanimous this time,'' said Ev in disgust. 
Carol smiled. ''Yes, and so the motion is carried. 

Laura Mifflin will be pledged: '' 
"What!" exclaimed Maurine. 
' ' It was the first vote that counted!'' said Martha. 
"This was the first vote taken on the subject of 

pledging Laura Mifflin,'' announced Carol. '' With 
the secr et ballot I said merely to vote 'yes' or 'no' 
but I didn't say what on, so it could hardly be legal.'' 

'' Carol, you 're a darling,'' exclaimed Polly. 
"But t his isn't cockroach," objected Martha. 

. E_velyn laughed. '' Cricket, my dear. The word 
1 cricket ! ' ' 

'rhe rest of t he meeting was relatively unimpor
tant, except to the rushees who sat in their dormi
tory rooms wondering what their future would be. 

'' She '11 be so happy,'' said Polly to Carol after
wa~d. "I wish I could tell her now. She's probably 
rymg her eyes out. ' ' 

. "Sometimes a little rain makes the sun seem 
hng!1ter. She '11 know in the morning.'' Carol was 
a w1 e girl. 

p stairs Mary said t o Polly, "Wonder who this 
g-uy 1s that's taking Maurine to dinned" 
. hEv said, '' Must be a r egular ogre to see anything 
111 er.' ' 

act.'' S~e says his n~me i~ Larry Ma?Dougal~ and she 
, as though he 1s Prmce Charmmg, '' said Polly. 
, Larry MacDougall ! '' exclaimed Betty. 

,, Know him~ ' ' 
an cl 1! e\h," s_ighed Betty. "He's from my home town 
wa . s . een m New York working. I didn't know he 

· commg to school. Oh.'' 

But now that I 
Am old and gray, 

"What's the matter with him ?" 
"Nothing, 'l1hat's just it. He's just heaven!" 
"Have a crush on him~" asked Marv. 
"Every girl did. But no one could touch him!" 
''No one ~'' Ev turned to Polly. Mary got the 

idea too, and smiled to Polly. 
Then Polly caught on. "Oh, I wouldn't do any

thing like that. ' ' 
'' I don't know, '' said Ev. '' She said it was going 

to be a battle to see who could stoop the lowest and 
she about broke her back in the first round.'' 
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l I only do it 
Once a day: 

Bu:rm9, Shave -Adv. _""""' _________________ ......, _ __, 

'rhe dosrbell rang and, there being no ledges yet, 
Polly went to answer it. 1t 's hard to say w ha.t 
r>han ed her mind, but jt might hwe hecn the tall, 
hr-o r•7ed man that waited at the door. 

"Hello." 
-'1Fel1 o." he answel'ed, with anpre:;iation m his 

inr'lection. 
'' fa there ~;omething I can do for you?'' 
Ile was jolted back to the memory of what he 

rame for. ''I'm calling for Maurine Metz. ~Nill you 
tell b er Larry Mac Dougall is here?" 

"Of courrn. Sbe is expecting y011 , hut she's not 
<1uite 1·cady. 'Won't you come into the lounge and 
wait a minute?" 

Polly asked M.ary to call Mau1·ine. Mary winked 
2nd went upstairs. 

LaiTy swept Polly's figure with his eye, and then 
flashed a dazzling smile. "I don't believe I've had 
the pleasure of meeting you before , " he said. 

'' You needn't be so formal. l 'm Polly .Jackson.'' 
'' Swell. You can call me Larry.'' 
rrhey sat down and started talking. At least Polly 

did. Larry just stared at her. As she talked of her 
home town, he raised his arm and 1·ested it on the 
edge of the sofa behind her. 
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Polly smiled to herself. It was almost too easy. A 
moment later he dropped his arm a bit, and declared, 
"You 're very b eautiful." 

Polly smjled at him and went on. "I suppose in 
a place like Watertown there are lots of nice girls. 
,-I'here usually are in bigger places. Of course t here 
are swell kids in smaller towns too. Aren't there?'' 

His eyes had never left her, but his mind had 
strayed far from her idle talk. ''Yes, '' he agreed to 
something. 

'' !--ah- suppose you have ,a girl back home? '' 
"Not in particular." 
'' Betty says you were very popular.'' 
''Betty? Betty who?'' 
'' Betty Fiske. '' 
''Oh." 
"I suppose New York must be wonderful. I've al

ways wanted to go to a big city like that. I '11 bet 
you just loved it, didn't you?'' 

''Have you-- I mean, '' Larry £altered, '' are you 
in any way-well, have you .a steady?" 

PoJly smjled to herself. ''No. I sort of free lance.'' 
"Good!" Larry said, a little too eagerly. 
'' \Vhat do you mean?'' sh e questioned. 
"What are you doing tonight?" 
'' Arc you crazy?'' 
"It wouldn't be hard to be crazy over you." 
rrhat ended the joke in it for Polly . He was seri-

ous. She looked up at him, and he smiled down on 
her. Suddenly sh e wanted to cry. She didn't know 
why. Something was happening to her, something 
that had never happened befor e. ''You have a date 
with Maurine, remember?'' 

Larry moaned. '' Oh, I'd forgotten why I'm even 
here ." 

'' Perhaps some other time,'' she said, rising, not 
wanting him to see how sh e really felt . Then some
thing of the woman came back to her, and she added, 
"rr1hat is, if you 're not too involved with Maurine." 

Maurine came down stairs unseen . Mary figured 
Polly had had enough time. 

"Look, " said Larry. "How about "\Vednesday 
night?" 

:t ~~ .~.·· 
J .,~ 

- . - "' , 

" You do it!" 
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Polly turned to him. '' I don't know why not.'' 
" Swell. I '11 call for you at seven-thirty, if that's 

okay, and we can go to a show or down to Harry's or 
something.'' 

' 'Fine. ' ' 
Maurine thought it time to make her appearance. 

, , Oh hello Larry.'' She shot a fiery glance at Polly. 
"So;ry I'm late, but they just told me you were 
here. '' She put her bag on the sofa to give her hair 
another toss. She thought this attracted men. '' I hope 
Polly here hasn't been boring you with her idle 
chatter. Give her half a chance and she '11 talk a leg 
off you. She's such a child.'' She smiled sweetly at 
Polly, who smiled just as sweetly back. 

" Not at all. I quite enjoyed her company." 
'' So I see. Well, shall we go?'' 
They left. Ev came out from behind the curtain. 

"I must say, you didn't do bad at all for the first 
time. In fact, you knocked him cold. '' 

Polly still stared at the door. Then she smiled sad
]y at Ev. " The funny part is that I didn't even try." 

" Now just follow it up. Did you see Maurine 
flame up when she saw you two holding hands 1 '' 

"Did she 1" 
"Sure. But let her stew." 
The door opened, and Maurine flounced back in. 

'' Just came back for my bag.'' She got it, then 
wheeled on Polly. "Look, Polly Jackson. I heard you 
accept a date from Larry. And if you know what's 
good for you, you'd better heed my advice, and that's 
,·imply this: Lay off; See," 

Polly colored. ''No, I don't see!'' 
"Larry's mine ! I got him first and I intend to 

keep him, for good! Maybe even marry him!'' 
Polly sneered. "You have big plans." 
"I always said sorority houses were getting to 

le nothing more than matrimonial bureaus " Ev 
quipped, '' -sort of male order houses ! '' ' 

"You keep out of this, Ev!" Maurine snapped. 
"Look, Polly. Tomorrow you 're going to call Larry 
up and break this little double-dealing date of yours 
· ee ~ .Sorority sisters aren't supposed to go around 
• ·teahng each other's guys.'' 

'' Oh, sorority sister now, is it 1 From you that 
• ·ounds a little ridiculous. '' 

"Maybe so. But Larry's mine. Hands off." 
"You needn't worry about your little lamb's 

.-traymg. He's done strayed! And as far as I'm con
rned,. I s~all attach my strings to whomever I 

please 111 spite of you and all the King's men ! '' 
"Ok " · f . . ay, said Maurine. "But remember dear, all's 

air m love and war." 

00 
"Yo.ur little prize is waiting. Hadn't you better 
to him-while you can 1 '' 

nie r,aurine smiled patronizingly. '' You '11 excuse 

''Gladly.', 

me 1t the door Maurine turned. '' Oh, and forgive 
in e~r, but you. should wear dress shields if you 're 

. ·irnp! 0 ~et excited and perspire like that. You '11 
Y ruin all your frocks.'' 

(To be continued in the MARCH issue of BLOT) 

From· the Fireside 
Contributors to this column are asked to send their 

bits of wisdom and picturesque speech to BLOT, Depart
ment of Journalism. 

Headlines, streaming acros~ yellowed journals, 
screaming the news of fifty years ago. (Joyce Han
son). A bee, looking only for the sweet in life. (Eliza
beth Robinson). Smokestack, pointing like a finger 
at a star (Jewel May) . 

Sign outside restaurant : 
'' Eat here or we '11 both starve.'' 

Oil transports sped along night highways, their 
trailing chains clattering on the pavement, emitting 
sparks into the darkness like a miniature forge (Al 
Tegarden). Fate, cajoling me into the delusion that 
everything is a choice r esulting from my own un
biased free will and discriminating judgment. (Mel 
Snow) 

The foundation of every state is. the education of 
its youth. (Dionysius) 

Melting snow, leaping from the housetops and 
beating itself against the pavement below, imitating 
its brother rain, and with all his anguish. (Mrs. Vir
ginia Jackson) War, a vicious threat menacing the 
lives of millions of helpless and innocent victims, 
spreads like a contagious disease through a peaceful 
countryside and changes an amiable, tranquil people 
into an angry, tumultuous mob. (Bill Moad) 

As angry as a farmer with a shotgun. (Naomi 
Hobza) Opportunity is not a stranger who knocks at 
our door in disguise to bring good tidings, but what 
we make out of today. (Glen Neilson) 

Nothing but a humbug trying to be a bugbear. 
(Jewell Tanner) 

As though a white man were anything more dig
nified than a whitewashed Negro. (Paul Hurless) 
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Nickle, Please 
I was just sitting there beside the telephone in 

sagging contentment when it rang. It rang once a1~d 
then again. The lady of the house was nowhere m 
sig·bt. After due deliberation, I lifted the receiver 
a.1~d ejaculated a hello in my telephone voice. From 
the other end of the line I received only a buzz fol
lowed by a click. The next step was obvious. I hung 
up too. 

The lady of the house bounded in at this moment. 
"vVho was that ~" she gurgled. 
I explained and she leaped to the phone, dialed, 

and shrieked for several moments until it was def
initelv decided whether Samuel should be allowed 
to pit~ch his new tent in the snow or not. Samuel told 
them all where they could go and that he was pitch
ing his tent. 

T found myself remembering that I had been miss
ina the afternoon radio dramas. Thoroughly confusfd 

5 • . • 
bv the S.B.O. (Soap Box Opera) and the weird mtm-
t(on that had endowed my hostess with the psychic 
power to know who to call, I demanded to be t?ld 
why it was necessary to call anyone back. '\¥hat kmd 
of a phone was that~ 
· The solution proved to be just another ingenious 
system for beat ing t he telephone company and their 
pay phones. When daughter Betty wished to com
municate with mama, she dialed, the phone rang, 
and she hung up when it was answered. Mama then 
fa·w into action and called Betty's number. 1'hey 
had their conversation and, more important, their 
nirkle was saved from the insideous coin box. 

I had heard that some people would expend a 
million dollars worth of energy to save five cents, 
but until now I hadn't been convinced. After a sump
tuous repast of dandelion greens and dandelion green 
tea, I bade my generous hostess farewell and pon
dered as I strolled home- one foot in the gutter and 
the other on the curb since I find walking with both 
feet planted firmly on the ground exceedingly diffi
cult. I was pondering the ways and means by which 
private enterprise could 1beat a public utility. 

Millicent often spo·ke to me of her brother, Hora
tio of Leavenworth, who composes novels in his spare 
time. Horatio had dropped into the phone booth of 
his favorite drug store to make a free call. Not every- . 
one is clever .enough to manufacture his own nickels 
at home in the refrigerator from a self-designed 
mold. As Horatio unfolded a bit of damp newspaper 
and reached for the coin slot, the door of the booth 
slid open and a detective reached for him. I believe 
that Horatio is entitling his next novel The Mystery 
of the Water-Soaked Coin Box. 

Further investigation revealed that not only I 
but also the psychologists are puzzled by the strange 
conduct of well-paid, well-dressed individuals who 
go to absurd lengths to complete telephone calls 
without nickels or to get their coins refunded. Their 
ultimate triumph is to get something for nothing . .A 
corps of spotters, detectives and engineers hired by 
the telephone companies constantly try to forestall 
this petty thievery, but as soon as they eliminate one 
type of abuse another one develops. 

Harry the Hat, so called because he wore a top 
hat stuffed with handkerchiefs, spent many happy 

hours gagging the return shutes of pay phones with 
his hankies. Later he would go around and pull out 
his hankies with a jackpot of nickles. People com
plained when they didn't get their nickles back from 
the uncompleted calis and Harry got locked up. Now 
a gate that closes like a mail slot inside the chute has 
eliminated gagging. 

Professional criminals have found the present 
case-hardened jimmyproof coin box more impreg
nable than the average safe and have expanded to 
easier rackets leaving the field to the amateurs whrJ 
never say die. 

Did you hear about the medical student who mas
tered the art of thumping on chests and decided to 
apply it to the telephone 1 He found that by tapping 
the phone with various instruments and pressures he 
could make the gong ring. The five .and twenty-five 
cent gongs have different tones, and a dime rings the 
nickle gong twice. For long-distance calls, these gong 
sounds are the only evidence the operator has that 
the proper coins have been deposited. Our friend was 
able to complete a forty-five cent call after only a 
few months of practice. 

.An amateur electrician once ripped a coin box 
from its mooring on the wall and carried it home to 
his rooming house to rewire it. His landlady, with 
conduct typical of all landladies, phoned the police, 
but before they took him away he claimed that he 
had discovered twenty-two different ways of making 
a call for nothing. There w.as also the St. Louis 
strong man who learned that a tilted phone returned 
coins. He upset a row of four phone booths and 
landed up in the hospital with twenty cents and a 
sprained back. How can people be so cheap or is it 
just a challenge to their ingenuity 1 It's a miniature 
war between good old private enterprise and the 
public utility that never stops. 

Oh, yes, Hee Hee Hee! Don't mention this to any
one but I manufacture my own nickles from solid 
carbon dioxide that turns to gas in the coin box 
leaving no evidence. They'll never catch me! 

-June Thomas 

"How long have you been noticing this trouble?'' 
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~ifr of 1iatbt9 ~alr 
Original story by Geoffrey Chaucer 

Retread by John Reid 

To many of us, Chaucer is an article from which 
to drink coffee. Such an unfortunate situation must 
of course be remedied. "The vVife of Bath's Tale" 
j narrated by a plump floozy who strangely enough 
j known b~r the name of the "Wife of Bath." This 
queen must have been quite a gal, having outlasted 
five husbands and was then looking for a young 
man to be the next victim. Her ax-handle beam and 
red kisser probably were quite a drawback to the 
local Romeos, but the king-sized supply of cash 
which the five previous husbands hadn't been able 
to take with them kept her in the running. Her ver
. ion of the proper status of marital life follows. 

It seems that in the old days too, the boys pitched 
their share of ·wild oats and one '' 1 usty· young bache
lor' ' hereafter referred to as Joe, made the sad mis
take of getting caught. The kin~r, who had no sense 
of humor, ordered our hero to imitate the headless 
horseman, whi l2h as any fool can pLainly see makes it 
difficult to neck. This scared hell out of Joe who 
dearly loved his smooching. Every night Joe would 
pl'ay for crop failure of his wild oats and every day 
he would try to talk the queen into picking the king's 
pocket for the key to his cell. This routine wore him 
lown to a shadow but they guarded the shadow too. 
l◄ inaJly Joe's pleas were joined by those of the queen 
and the other Ladies of the court who had ulterior 
motives and wanted Joe available for duty again. 

The king, to keep peace in the Royal household, 
let _Joe take off like a big bird with only one slight 
stnng 0:1 the whole deal. The scoop was that he 
· hould ~md o_ut for the queen, who obviously wasn't 
verr bright, Just "what thing it is that women most 
cl~sirc. '' To find the ,answer to this question, he was 
0 ·iven a year to roam the countryside which was a 
damn fool thing to let him do with a ;eputation like 
,Joe had. However, ~Joe was no sap and since he had 
no choice anyway, he accepted.~ He r ode merrily 
away. probably figuring' that thjs would be a cinch 
and thinking that after he had found the answer h e 
c·ould get on with the spring planting. But after elev
-~18 ~_nd a_ half months had elapsed, his spirits w er e 
. rnig like a lead balloon because no two squares 
111 the la d Id . . . : 
1 n wou give the same answer. The frnal 
ay before he had to return to have his neck mas-

1:aged with an ax, .he found an old hao" who would 
lave n c1 T 5 , 

. 1a e .1ena the Hyena look like Hedy Lamar. 
' rnce Joe . b 
1 

was Just a out at the end of his rope in 
nore wa th a ·k tl . ys_ an one, he even stooped so low as to 
• •

11 8 w1tch what women '' desired most'' To hi·s 
• lll'pr1 l - ' · 
l <:;e, s 1e was a hep characte1· and answered that 
1e woul 1 if h . c g1:1-arantee to tell him the right answer 

li f · ~~ ould gwe her one wish after she had saved his 
kin~-/, e agreed_ so they started the journey to the 
c·i· ct· f~;urt, with t~e hag ridin~ her broom at a dis
w nlc~ 'tteen-foot mterval_ behmd our hero, who 

m even t h h . h h f t·ani<'d f , ouc . er wit t e ten- oot pole he 
01 such · O"Ca<nov,s Tl - ,., .. U • 

nll c·o:!f~ople of the court, being a morbid crew, had 
0 see how Joe would look with his noggin 

in a basket. lle surprised everyone when he reported 
that women want to be their husband's boss in ans
wer to the $64 question, but nobody could deny the 
truth of it. He was saved and naturally Joe thought 
his troubles were over. 

Then the old woman, who had a face like five 
miles of bad road, parked her broom outside and 
;;i;o omed in to demand her wish, since she had given 
him the right answer. She insisted that he marry her 
which wasn't at all to the liking of Joe, who as you 
may have gathered, was the Errol Flynn type. When 
she wouldn't take no for an answer, he decided it 
would have been better to have lost his head but it 
was too late to beat his gums now, he was hooked 
but good! With visions of seeing his lawyer about 
an annulment and muttering, "It shouldn't happen 
to a dog,'' he cheerfully joined the ranks of married 
men the next day jn a very private ceremony. 

That night his conduct rather surprised the blush
ing bride for Joe seemed to act a little distant, in 
fact he preferred to sleep under the bed, which was 
strange even for those times. When Gravel Gertie de 
manded to know the reason for such behavior, he 
spared no detail in telling her how gruesome she was. 
for some strange reason this seemed to surprise the 
old gal, but being a good sport under her acres of 
wrinkles, she gave him a square deal. She told ,Joe 
he could have his choice of. her being faithful but in 
her present rambling wreck condition, or have her 
be a carbon copy of Betty Grable with all the accom
panying perils from the ice-man and delivery boy. 
Like any normal guy, Joe figured this was strictly 
a bunch of bull, so he told Grandma sarcastically 
that he would let her make the choice. Now comes 
the part that must have required a strong stomach. 
He planted a big smooch on Lena and to his amaze
ment she turned into a regular Varga girl who was 
also true to him. With luck like Joe had, and with 
his new revised edition of a wife, they lived happily 
ever after. The morale of the story is, "Let your 
wife put a ring through your nose and you '11 never 
have any troubles.'' 

You ']l find your favorite 

CHINESE FOOD at 

THE 

G RILL 
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The University That Wanted to Sniff Roses 
A Modern Fairy Tale 

Once upon a time there was a beautiful university 
in the far north country. Some people didn't care 
much for the school ... they were bad and indiffer
ent. Then there were the beautjful, loyal people who 
claimed some day the little university would become 
a famed center of learning, and the home of victori
ous teams in football .. and basketball .. and mostly 
football. 

Nothing was seriously wrong with the beautiful 
university's health. Nothing, the doctors had said, 
that a transfusion wouldn't clear up completely. It 
seemed that everyone had noticed the school's sickly 
pallor, and most of all the pale green color of the 
face _ and shoulders of the administr,a tion building. 
Indeed this was a fearful worry to people for mi1 es 
around. Often they wondered if anyone cared enough 
to save the life of the beautiful university. 

Clouds ... years ... students ... rolled by. Still 
there was no doctor to prescribe proper treatment. 
Alas, the university had almost despaired of becom
ing the home of victorious teams in football ... and 
basketball ... and mostly football. 

And the saddest building on the ca1npus of the 
beautiful university was the administration building. 
Gradually he grew weaker and weaker ; his face and 
shoulders became greener ,and greener. The very 
wcrst thing was that the building was sad, very very 
Rad. And even more sad was the fact that the little 
building knew the students were sad. Obviously it 
was a sad situation. True, the students were happy 
enough when studying to be lawyers and professorn 
and mineralogists. But the sadness would creep over 
each of them after each football game ... and some
times basketball games . .. but mostly football games. 

Mcst of the students and faculty never thought 
2,bout it, but the administration building knew more 
than they did about everything. For couldn't he hear 
what the students said in his corridors and class
rooms and on his steps 1 And if he listened carefully 
and held his breath and was ever rn quiet .. couldn't 
he hear the talk behind the doors marked President 
and Bursar and Dean 1 He frequently told himself 
he was the most informed individual in the vicinity, 
vowing at the same time never to reveal his secrets. 
Even a building knows that a secret is no secret when 
it is told. 

Now you know the reason why the ad building 
was usually sad. He moped and moped and moped, 
never ceasing to hope and hope, however. For buried 
'way 'way deep in his heart of hearts (his heart is 
jn the large clock) was A DREAM. Impossible per
haps, but nevertheless A DREAM. The dream was: 
That some day bands would play ... all the students 
would laugh always . . . and headlines would be 
friendly ... for his beautiful university would have 
victorious teams in football ... and basketball ... 
and mostly football. The best part of his dream was 
the beautiful university playing in the Rose Bowl. By 
f.imply closing his eyes and sniffing gently the scent 
of roses was borne to him on the breeze. For he 
dreamed of a garland of roses about his neck ... an<;l 
happ~· day ... the sad situation would not be sad. 

More clouds ... years ... students ... rolled by. 
No doctor had appeared to make the building's 
DREAM more than just a dream. 

His pulse low ... his face and shoulders, .green .. 
his attitude, sad. Came the fall of 1946 and 1947. Still 
no victorious teams in football ... and basketball ... 
and mostly football. He moped; his condition became 
critical. 

rrill a ray of hope danced over the hills. The sick 
building raised his head for the first time in months 
to listen while the students and faculty spoke of 
budgets and politics and Beepody reports. It seemed 
that new doctors were being called in on the case. 
lle listened to every conversation now. Perhaps they 
did care! 

Most important of all, he noticed that a new doc
tor had arrived. The now alert building watched this 
new doctor hasten through his doors early every 
morning ... and leave late each night. "Busy," he 
thought. He heard many voices say that the ne-W 
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doctor was a practical man. Then on the first floor 
another voice said the new doctor was a quiet 
]earned man who was treating the entire ease with 
the keen, analytical methods of an engineer. Hurrah! 
Hurrah! 

H ope made the building's blood run faster than 
it had in many a year. For hope springs eternal in 
buildings, too. Now he could close his eyes anytime, 
and his dream had the clearness of reality. Sniffing 
gently, ever so gently . .. he could smell the roses 
and could almost see the garland about his neck. 

-He bent his head to look at the roses more closely. 
--Dorothy Dean Stanley 

The Mill 
rronight as 1 sat poring over books 
and memorizing facts, my mind estrayed 
a mcment from its task, and from the n ooks 
and niches of my brain the things I laid 
there in the past beg'an to tumble forth 
in marvelous profusion: formulas, 
Foul anecdotes, some poetry not worth 
the wast e of words, a paragraph that was 
to be the crowning speech of some great play 
And countless other unrelated bits. 
Appalled, I sat and watched this stfange array 
:mcl asked myself, "What are the benefits ?" 
Perhaps someday I '11 have the power of mind 
b use such things and send theTI?- forth refined. 

-Dick Williams 

Number One Veteran 
( Continued from page 7) 

neering. In summer months he engaged in a wide va
riety of engineering activities, including drafting, 
bridg·e design, water and irrigation studies, and r e
search work. He worked on construction projects in 
Idaho and other western states, was the author of 
a dozen technical papers in the fie]d of engineer ing, 
and was a member of the leading professional en 
gineer ing societies. But in 1942 he came into an al
together different phase of Engineering. All basic 
techniques were the same but the goals were dif
f~l'ent . rrhat year saw tTess E . Buchanan called to ac
tive duty with the rank of 1st lieutenant. He had had 
ROTC ii1 college in which he had advanced to the 
rank of cadet colonel. 

The California coast line appeared, looking good 
to everyone. It wasn't long before he was again Mr. 
JeRs E. Buchanan. Then in just eight months: it be
came Presiden t J. E. Buchanan) the first Idaho alum-
nus ~o occupy the state's top educational post. In 
electing to r emain at his own university, he passed 
up an opportunity to head one of the largest and 
mos~ outstanding college3 of enirineering 111 the Uni-
cd ~•t ri t es, at Iowa State Colleo'c. When the Idaho 

l' ('o t I'.> 
.t - en s r equested Buchanan to ,assume the presidency 
: also appealed to the offieials at Iowa State College 
10 ~clease him from an appointment announced only 
a · ort time before 

l 
. '' The opportunit.y to become president of mv own 

nuversit h h" h f u t Y, a e ance w 1c comes to - ew men, was 
00 appealing to refuse,'' said Jess Buchanan. 

~ George Denman 

'r HE STORE TO F ILL 
YOUR MUSIC NEEDS 

She::t Music Instruments 

@r,NcJ 
Music Co. 

Idaho F alls, I daho 

r-------------------------------------------------~-----------
• I 
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Q 
I 

! VALENTINE 
I 
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Have You Seen 
Our Supply of . 

SPORTING GOODS 

Ice Skates 
Sleds 
Ski Binders 
Pack Sacks 
Hunting Supplies 

WARD'S PAINT & HAR.D,NARE 

r=HEAVY ~~I 

DA TE TONIGHT? I 
Bring her to the 

CAMPUS CAFE 
:B1 ine Meals to Suit Every Taste 

I There's DANCING i~ the VANDAL Room I 
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'' May I kiss your hand~'' 
'' Whazza matter, is my mouth sticky~'' 

Little rrommy, age five, wished to bid his little 
sister Mary, age three, good-night. He knocked bra
zenly upon the door of the nursery and requested of 
his sister, '' Tan I tum in 1 '' 

"No," Mary replie·d emphatically. "Nurthy thaid 
it isn't nith for little boys to thee little dirls in their 
nighties." 

A short pause, and then from inside the nursery 
door, '' Otay, you t in tum in now ... I took it off.'' 

'' Too had about the disappearance of Professor 
Martini . He was a profound thinker. '' 

"Yes, he was alw_ays thinking, no matter where 
he was . The last time I saw him he was in swimming 
and he suddenly called out: ''I'm thinking! I'm 
thinking ! ' ' 

'' You fool! Professor Martini spoke with a lisp.'' 

The teacher was giving her class a temperiance 
lesson. On the table were two glasses-one filled 
with water, the other with alcohol. In her hand she 
held a live, active earthworm. 

Dipping the worm into the glass of water had no 
effect on the worm, but in t he glass of alcohol, jt 
curled up and died. 

"Now, Johnny," said the instructor, "what les
son do you get from this experiment~'' 

'' If you drink alcohol, you won't have worms!'' 

The other evening a high spirited young man was 
established at the corner of Sixth and Elm, calling 
out to all the girls that passed, " You 're the prettiest 
blonde I 've seen on campus this term; you 're the best 
looking brunette I've seen toda1y, '' and so on as fitted 
the occasion. One of the best-looking brunettes finally 
turned around and said : 

' ' Do you really think so?' ' 
"Yes. What are you doing tonight? " 
'' The same thing you. are, '' coyly. 
"Oh, out looking for girls? " 

Sigma Chi : You see, if we enter into a compan
ionate marriage, we can live together awhile, and 
then if we find that we've made a mistake, we can 
separate. 

DG: Yes, but what '11 we do with the mistakes~ 

CJ.t,OPATRA • lOVt FOil YOl.l. SU.llG~S T/fHOllGlf 
~E 1.//(f. A /?A6/No F01l€ST r tN# TlfA1'" C ONS U M~~ 
Tit~ CIJUNTl(Y S Ii>~ . IHIIOFC.C.Pl'1M~f(l"1D~~ 6 0 
GOPOfjJ t>i:-TH•tVtl. i!- •··· 
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~-- ---- - ---. 
~ 
~~ 
~l' 
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Mother : When I was your age, young lady, a nice 
gir 1 wouldn't think of holding a man's hand. 

Daughter: But, mother, nowadays, a nice girl 
HAS to hold a man's hand. 

Cop (to guy in gutter) - Drunk~ 
ATO- Naw, I'm just holding this parking place 

for a friend. 

Minister's daughter: "Let's go to church tonight. 
l?ather's text is 'Love Ye One Another'." 

Boy friend : ''Can't we just stay home and prac
tice what he preaches 1 '' 

A South Alabama candidate for sheriff received 
only three votes. Day after the election he wore two 
guns. 

"What them guns for~" a citizen asked. "You 
weren't elected sheriff.'' 

"No," said the defeated candidate, "but a fel
low without any more friends than I got needs to 
pack a couple of guns.'' 

Mary had an aeroplane; 
In it she loved to frisk. 
Wasn't _she a silly girl 
Her little * ? 

'' Big, round and beautiful-just like your eyes, 
· sweetheart. ' ' 

Kappa Sig (visiting infirmary patient): "Do you 
know )old man, that's a swell looking nurse you 
have!" 

Patient: '' I hadn't noticed.' ' 
Kappa Sig: '' Good Lord! I had no idea you were 

that sick." 



Mrs. : '' It might do some good for wives to go 
out on strike sometime.'' 

Mr.: '' Go right ahead. l 've got a peach of a 
strikebreaker in mind.'' 

(CENSORED) 
Gamma Phi- I 'rn turning in early. I don't feel 

well. 
Pledge-I "hope you '11 feel better tomorrow. 
Gamma Phi-Oh, I guess I '11 live, but there's no 

use doing any studying tonight unless I'm sure. 

Willis Sweet- I've get to buy my gid a birthday 
present. What '11 I get her? 

Lindley-Does she like you 1 
W. S.- Oh, yes. ~ 

Lin dley--If she likes··you, she '11 like anything-. 

Larch Hall--" It's disgraceful. l 'm sure two rats 
were fighting in my room last night.'' 

Greene: · '' So what do you expect to get for $3.00 
a week 1 Bull fights 1 '' 

Mother (putting Jnnio1· to hed). "Shhh - the 
sandman is coming.' ' 

Junior: "Fifty cents and I won't tell Daddy." 

News Item: 
Mrs. F rank Scully, wife of the author of the best 

seller, "Fun in Bed," today gave birth to a seven 
pound eight ounce daughter. 

After the show, it's ... 

for a sizzling STEAK 

Dinners Lunches Cigarettes 

Open Three to Twelve Except Mondays 

For that dinner date-
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CHESTERFIELD IS 
BY FAR THE 

FAVORITE 
CIGARETTE 

Copyright 1947, L IGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO-


	blot_1947-02-001
	blot_1947-02-002
	blot_1947-02-003
	blot_1947-02-004
	blot_1947-02-005
	blot_1947-02-006
	blot_1947-02-007
	blot_1947-02-008
	blot_1947-02-009
	blot_1947-02-010
	blot_1947-02-011
	blot_1947-02-012
	blot_1947-02-013
	blot_1947-02-014
	blot_1947-02-015
	blot_1947-02-016
	blot_1947-02-017
	blot_1947-02-018
	blot_1947-02-019
	blot_1947-02-020
	blot_1947-02-021
	blot_1947-02-022
	blot_1947-02-023
	blot_1947-02-024
	blot_1947-02-025
	blot_1947-02-026
	blot_1947-02-027
	blot_1947-02-028
	blot_1947-02-029
	blot_1947-02-030
	blot_1947-02-031
	blot_1947-02-032

