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Yes. Camels are SO MILD that in a coast-to-coast test 
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and only Camels-for 30 consecutive days, noted throat 
specialists, making weekly examinations, reported 

NOT ONE SINGLE t:;ASE OF THROAT 
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,_ ____ _ 
To Jo Korter, Bob Finlayson, 

Pat Hamilton,' Sheila Darwin, 
Dan O'Connor, Cal Jones, Fred 
Farmer, and all the other menl
bers of the class of 1950 who 
helped to see BLOT through its 
darkest hour, this issue is affec
tionately dedicated. 
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Out of thirty-three beautiful 
entries it's not easy to pick on 'l' 
but that was the duty of four 
harassed judges a few . weeks 
ago. They finally came up wit h 
Miss Jean Wittman, Kappa Kap
.va Gamma senior from Lewis
ton. Vital statistics seem to be 
some. kind of state secret, but 
the telephone number is 2425. 

This issue contains an ac
count of something new in th8 
history of the campus. Durinb' 
the second week in 1\Iarch, thre0 
plays were written, directed and 
acted entirely by students for 
the first time at Idaho. It is 
with a . good deal of pride that 
we remember that the first 
printed fiction by Betty Peters 
appeared in the pages of this 
magazine, and it is a pleasure 
to present an account of het 
successful entry into the play-
wrighting field. 

On page 9 you will find the 
beginning of a short story called 
The Magic Circle by Phylli s 
Budweg, a new writer for BLOT. 
It is a poignant picture of the 
heartbreak of adolescence, ac
counted with a mature style and 
viewpoint sure to find favor 
with readers. Sherm Black r e
turns with a short story, too. 
We're not sure what it means 
but we do know it produces a 
very uncomfortable prickling 
feeling at the back of the neck. 

By the time this magazine 
comes out, the class of 1950 w]ll 
be feeling the hot breath of 
finals on their necks, and realiz .. 
ing that graduation is jm:; t 
around the corner. To them all, 
we say the very best of luck, 
and enjoy yourself. 
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THE · MANTIS~~ 

The bridge humped slightly 
the river. And the bridge 
the river were ruins. Do 

still bloom in Picardy? 
rusting, fluted iron rail, 
with mouldy green paint 

know, as it watched the 
trickle meander aimlessly 
river bed covered with 
brush that looked up at 

over.hanging, ravished, senile re
mains of what had once been 
riverside estates? Did the rottinP" 
timbers know, or the smoky ta
vern? Or the stony road that 
curled over the bridge and on
wards among cramped, sorrow
ful dwellings? No, they can 
never know. The city took its 
tree-lined avenues and moveo 

Ill. by K en K eef r 

""- . 

them westward, leaving behind 
crumbled ghosts. And garbage. 
And slums. Bewildered r uins 
who can never know. The ethe ~
eal twilight may know, but who 
can ask i't? 

The juke-box blasted ·from the 
tavern. The beggar leaned back 
against the railing and listened. 

(Continued on page 28 ) 
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HISERMAN.-CINDER MAN 
by ORVAL HANSEN 

GREAT ATHLETE HIMSELF, MEET STANLEY HISERMAN-THE MAN WHO MAKES I 
HO'S TRACK TEAM TICK. 

Can a great athlete become a 
great coach? The question has 
been argued pro and con for 
years, but in the case of Stan 
Hiserman, Vandal track coach, 
the answer is affirmative. Al
though removed from the spot
light, ·the ex-world record hold
ing Stanford star is quietly and 
methodically building track at 
Idaho. 

In his first three years at 
V andalville, Stan has developed 
more individual stars and caused 
more -records to be broken than 
is true for any comparable three 
year period in Idaho history. He 

has combined a knack for "edu
cating the muscles" with a keen 
insight into the training needs 
of individuals to bring out the 
best in his teams. 

Although a young man, par
ticu-larly to be head track coach 
at a major university, Stan His
erman is backed by years of e-x
perience in track, in coaching, 
and in physical training. 

Because he "loved to run" 
Stan had marked himself as a 
track man to watch by the time 
he had entered the fifth grade 
at Gonzales, California. He start
ed collecting blue ribbons in 

grade school and continued 
he left college. In high 
was a consistent winner in 
sprints. 

At San Mateo Junior C 
Hiserman was the fastest 
on the team, winning a 
share of firsts in dual meets, 
a first in the conference 
and a second in the 100. 
a year at San Mateo, Stan 
down the bay to S 
versity with an athletic 
ship in his pocket. 

As a sophomore at 
he made history when he 
up with Jimmy Kneubel, 



and Jack Weyerhausen:r 
a new world record in the 

mile relay. The ·foursome 
the distance in a scorch

minute 25 seconds. Their 
stood until last year when 

Patton and company from 
C. set a new mark for the 

In his next two years Riser
became the "workhorse" of 
Indians, competing in the 
relay, the quarter mile, and 
low hurdles besides the 
ts. He almost always ran 

four events and sometimes in 

As captain of the team in hi8 
· year, Hiserman captured 

nd in the low hurdles in 
1c coast competition and 
in the national tourney. A 

t winner in the sprints, 
all-time record is 9.7 for the 
and 21.1 for the 220. 

Upon graduation in 1939, His
remained at his alma 

to work as assistant train
and trainer for the athletic 

ent while doing work on 

a master's degree. Before leav
ing Palo Alto, he married a class
mate, Ruth Ann Brothers .from 
Pocatello. The couple now have 
a daughter, Jane, 6, . and a son, 
Stanley, 1 lj2 years. 

Hiserman began his coaching 
career in the · fall of 1941, ·as 
head basketball and track coach 
at Salinas High School, coaching 
his team to win the league cham
pionship. 

Leaving Salinas in June of 
1942, Stan took a job as civilian 
instructor of physical training 
at the Santa Ana Army Air 
Base. Four months later he was 
rloin p- the same thing as one of 
"Uncle Sam's boys." 

After three months at Officers 
Candidate school, he returned to 
Santa Ana with a commission to 
become physical training offi
cer, a job he held until Novern
b8r of 1944 when he was trans
ferred to San Antonio to become 
base P.T. officer for the Arm;\T 
Air Base there. Stan remained 
in Texas until he was discharged 
as a Captain in January, 19.46. 

....,,, ... .,u. splits. the tape ah~ad of the field during Stanford undergraduate 
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Hiserman lost no time in re
turning to coaching, taking th P. 
joli as head coach and athletic 
director at Gonzales H i. g b 
School, California. 

In the fall of 1946 Stan Riser
man joined the Idaho coaching 
staff, replacing Mike Ryan as 
head track coach. He also took 
over the duties of head trainer 
until "Doc" Jacobsen joined the 
staff. Now an associate profes
sor of physical education," Hiser
nlan teaches several P . E. classes 
in addition to coaching the track 
and cross country squads. 

Stan began at Idaho by break
ing records. In. his first year four 
records fell or were tied. F resh- ,... 
man Dick Armstrong tied the 
mark for the 100 yard dash (9.8 ) 
and smashed the record in the 
220 (21.5). John Taylor tied the 
low hurdle mark (24.3) and Max 
Lattig soared over the bar at 13' 
3" to set a new record in the 
pole vault. 

In that .same year javelin ar 
tist Dick Wilcomb ranked second 
jn the Central Intercollegiate 
meet at Milwaukee in competi
tion with track stars from the 
big ten schools and other major 
u!liversities. The next year he 
broke the Idaho javelin record. 

The next year rain and bad 
weather hampered training and 
interfered with dual meets, but 
it did not stop Idaho's LeRoy 
Depalmo from smashing the 330 
yard dash record at the W.S.C. 
indoor meet (33.5). 

Last year, with the co-opera
tion of old man weather, more 
Idaho marks fell. Glen Christian 
knocked over the 100 yard dash 
mark with a sizzling 9.7, while 
freshman Dick Newton lowered 
the · 220 mark to 21.4 seconds. 
Both records had been held · by 
Dick Armstrong who promptly 
knocked a full second from the 
quarter mile record, running t he 
distance in 48.3 seconds, one of 
the fastest times in the nation. 
The mile relay team (Arm.-· 
strong, Farnham, Miller and 
Johansen) set a new mark 
(3 :21) in that race. 

Last year, too, Keith Bean 
broke the Idaho-Oregon dual 
meet records in both the high 
and low hurdles. 

(Continued on page 23) 
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MAGIC CIRCLE 
ted by Gene Bellos by PHYLLIS B UDWEr, 

TiJTHICH IS MORE IMPORTANT-LOYALTY OR BELONGING? 

today did the aged build
houses Morristown's 

High become resigned. 
is morning after rolling 
s heaven-wards, seem-

n protestation, did it give 
use resisting habitation 

Six weeks of grumb
ominously in the furnacE 

and emitting querulous 
had gone for nothing. 

first inkwell was filled ; the 
iled initials had ap-

on fresh calsimine ; the 
painted stairs were 
No use fighting this 
tch of temporarily en-· 
upstarts. They meant 

The old building settl~d 
its arthritic foundation 

the building wasn't alone. 
hundred Junior High 
students, appar·ently af

by this atmospheric resi!!
had finally given in to 
The new was marred, 

was stale. Monotony. 
IWI~[1eJ1tce. the heads, nodding 
their text books. the drean1-

the slackened mouths. 
an occational and secret 

of gum, chewed rapidly bv 
sor when teacher isn't 

there is no activity. A 
the more daring have 
with exaggerated cau-

comic books in their laps. 
books are really better at 
o'clock in the afternoon, 

time, but this morning 
it threatens rain, and 

must be salvaged. 
is wearing overshoes. 

e as muffled as the 
feet beneath the 

in the aisles. Mo-

nine forty-three there is 
of pace, a quickenin.~l,· . 

audible sigh leave;:; 
throats. It drifts in

dors and mingles des
with the odors there. 

raincoats and overshoes, · 

minced ham sandwiches, chalk 
dust, pickled insects in Biology I. 

The sun shone moistly, but 
with unmistakable determina
tion. Clouds broke and ran. Trees 
shook themselves. Steam rolled 
from the sidewalks. 

Miss Grimm, ·Room 10~t, 
Freshman English, turned aw:1v 
from the ·black board at the 
growing sounds of restlessness. 
She admonished her class silent
ly from behind gold-rimmed 
glasses, and then wearily began. 
to explain, for the second time, 
how to diagram · sentences. She 
sighed mentally. So the sun ha(l 
come out after all. Most of the 
kiddies seemed to be wearing 
clothing suitable for wet weath
er. She idly wondered how many 
adolescent mouths would go 
home to mama and say, "I told 
you so." Not that Miss Grimnt 
blamed them. Galoshes, or any
thing bulky, were a problem in 
the Junior High. Whoever had 
designed the old thing had 
thoughtlessly omitted c 1 o a k 

· rooms and no one seemed to care 
that lockers were never installed. 

Room 109 was restless. What's 
more it was unhappy. Rubber 
clothed feet began to itch. Thir-

. ty-five sets of eyes looked at 
their comrades in mutual under
standing. It was bad enough to 
wear overshoes, even when it 
rained, but on a sunny day ? 
Terrible! It made you feel so
kind of silly. You either had to 
keep on wearing the dumb old 
things, or, if you took them off , 
lug them around in your hand. 
You ·didn't dare park them any
where, either._ If you did you 
Yrere sorry. Or rather your folkR 
saw to it that you were sorry. 
Certain unethical parties would 
lift perfectly good overshoes and 
leave changelings in their place. 
Sometimes they didn't leave any. 
Thirty-five pairs of feet squirnl
ed in their boots. Thirty-fiv~ 

minds explored different solu
tions for disposing of the ac
cursed foot-gear. 

Two of the suddenly--import
ant feet in Room 109 belonge(l. 
to Alice Matthews, a pudgy, 
brown-haired girl in the fourth 
seat, second row. She looked 
down at them in disgust. That 
expression froze and changed to 
one of horror~ She had been in 
a hurry to catch the bus this 
morning, and, at the last mo
ment, and thought it advisable 
to -humor her mother. This 
meant wearing galoshes. In her 
haste she had selected an as
sorted pair. One was brown, the 
other, black. One was a full size 
larger. They weren't even the 
same shape. Alice glanced sur
reptitiously at her neighbors to 
see if they had noticed the mis
begotten team. 

She wiggled uncomfortably 
and tried to slide her legs out 
of sight beneath the seat. H~?-r 
skirt and sweater parted. It 
struck Alice that the sweatt.r 
was really too small: Maybe ju~t 
a little pull-she gave the sweat
er a vicious yank. It obstinately 
remained too small. 

At this inopportune time, Mis;:; 
Grimm called for black- board 
volunteers. Reluctancy. Miss 
Grimm resorted to sterner tac
tics and appointed volunteer~ . 
Alice was one of them. 

Where others might capitalizl·· 
on such a thing as mixed over 
shoes, Alice could not. It w·asn't 
funny, nor was she grown 
enough to carry it off noncha
lantly. Everyone wo~ld make 
fun of her, and she cared, ter 
ribly. 

Al.ice w i p e d moist palm~ 
against her skirt and rose stif ~~ 
ly. Her face felt hot and the 
sweater wouldn't stay down. 
Her portly little figure walked 
with stra_ightbacked dignity to 

(Continued on page 21 ) 
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A BREAT 
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Swinging into spring is Nancy Weitz in this 
ve sports outfit. Nancy is a cinch t 'J 

golf, on the tennis court or even playing 
on one of those wonderful spring picnics. 
come into their own this spring and 

Nancy wears one of the many clever styles. 
striped '·'duo" complete with matching cap 
perfect complement to the tailored pedal 

It's a "triple threat" ensemble that 
to rate a par on any course. 

icture of sweet sophistication is Marilin 
in this softly tailored suit.. The light 

crisp fabric makes this suit ideal for 
balmy spring days. Shown here with the 
right straw accessories, another accent _i s 

by a colorful cluster of artificial daisies. 
than short is Marylin's hair-do that en 

spring styles so well. The smart, . fashion 
co-ed will take the hint from this ensemble 
can be worn at any hour, .. anywhere, fror1 
on through the summer. 

Pictures by Pat Hamilton 

On the town or school bound--this cham 
bray, modeled by Peggy Powers, is pretty proof 
that · cotton goes everywhere this spring. The 
simplicity of style makes this classic cotton a 
wise · choice for any Idaho co-ed. The sleevelesE, 

"little boy" blouse with tiny pearl-like button~ 
imparts an air of_dainty femininity. Peggy will 
wear her favorite -dress to class--indeed, she 
will wear it anywhere on the campus. 
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EWIND 
came to us from the black

of midnight, blown thither 
I know not what efficacy of 

wind that moaned over 
old roof's gables and drew 
t gasps up the fireplace flue. 
tenure was casual but com

and I have thanked what-
it was-whether the earthlv 
of the storm or the inff

power - if once, a thousand 
for its direction. 

hold no fancy for . supersti
Signs and omens have no 

in a skeptical, non-religious 
of living. Thus, the 

this night was in all its 
another storm, but, in 

its aspects, fiercer and more 
te. It must leave. in its 

s passage a wake of twist-

"It's a good book. What- did 
I 

you say, dear?" 
"Was that someone at th·~ 

.door?" 
"I heard nothing." 
"Listen." 
It was not a knock. Rather, a 

sort of scratching, accompanied 
this time by a voice not human 
but eloquent with pleading. 

"You heard it," said I, wat&.ft·· 
ing Doro's face. "Shall I an
swer?" 

"But of course!" Doro was a" 
free of superstition as I. 

"Be it beast or human," I said, 
and reached the door precisely as 
the cuckoo in the clock on the 
mantel began its midnight 
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Illustrated by N eal Christensen 

ht ad outstretched on his fon:
paws. Not a muscle, not a hair 
sti=rred, but his .eyes followed m .~ 
as I came back to my chair. I · 
could see the flickering of the 
hearthfire in them as in a . mir - · 
ror. 

"He seems at home," I said. 
"As if he belonged here. A 
friend of yours, my sweet?" 

The beast's eyes turned away 
from me, and I could see the fire 
light in them no longer. A shud
der passed ove·r me. Yet I did 
uot fear this dog. Neither was I 
cold. 

"Yes,' ~ Doro said, smiling 
faintly. "A friend of n1ine. He's 
a long-lost lover returned · to 
me." 

AT WAS THE BEAST THAT ARRIVED OUT OF THE STORM TO PLAY SUCH .4N Il\1-
RTNT PART IN THE LIVES OF .DORO AND WICK? . 

wreckage, of natural things · 
and denuded, as though 
were scourging hersel ~ 
eeds of conscience. It 

have every living thing 
· , seeking company of 
living things, lesser or 

which in ordinary cir
ID1S1Canc~es might well be at 

It must have the rays of 
mp and the hearthfire dim-
by the heavy depth of its 

l8CK:nes.s. It must have the rays 
soul hesitant, flickering. 

its gross exaggeration of 
sounds of the tortured be..: 
of hell. 

Doro, sitting quietly reading, 
so lost herself in the page::; 

one of Tolstoy~s novels that 
did not notice. I, my mind 

inattentive to the lines my 
wandered over that I fail 

the book, heard i.t 
was not sure. 

"Was that someone. at the 
, Doro ?" 

your power of 

• 
count. My hand stopped invol
untarily on the latch. Then, "Sil
ly bird," said I, and opened the· 
door-slowly. · 

Who or what I expected on 
my threshold I know not. but f0r 
the pair of eyes made dully lu
minous by the reflection of the 
feeble light froni within I wa:.; 
unprepared. I fell back a pace 
from the door, by accident pu.1 ·

ing it farther ajar. The form, 
black as the night itself, seerried 
to materialize from the darknes3 
rather than walk through the 
doorway. 

"A dog!" Doro exclaimed. "A 
great, black, beautiful dog! Oh, 
he must be lonesome. Come here, . 
fella !" 

The beast walked before me 
toward Doro, paused once to . 
look at me and at the door--
much as to say, you may close 
it now-and went directly to 
stand before Doro. One wag of 
his tail for Doro's caresses and 
he turned his massive head t o·· 
ward the hearth and lay down 
\Yith a great sigh of conte1:t, 

"Ah," -said I. "He must have 
been a dog to ever have left you." 
· The great beast raised h b 

head slowly, turning baleful 
eyes ~full upon me. I fancied the 
lips drew back slightly, half 
sne~ring, .half snarling. 

"He's jealous!" Doro laughed. 
"He's jealous of you, Wick. You 
mustn't talk of my lover that 
·way." · 

Some vague feeling-suspic
ion, jealousy, premonition of 
evil-aroused in me, made me 
chide her. 

''Lover, Doro? Which of the 
. many? The Spaniard? The 

French poet? Or is he that h uge, 
stupid German?" 

·Doro's face turned sullen. 
"The one who sleeps with you: 

wife," said she. 
"Stop it, Doro !" 
There followed a single mo

ment completely void of sound, 
as if in the interim the world 
had died. Then the wind gasped 
at the flue. Or was it something 

(Continued on page 30 ) 
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BLOT GOES TO_ A -FIRST NIG 
Story by NORMA WHITSELL 

Playwright, reporter, short story author, poet-if it's done with words, Betty Peters can do it. 
of I. through BLOT, here's an account of her venture into the theatre. 

One hot day last summer a 
pert brown-haired miss, attired 
in a brief shorts outfit, lugged 
a typewriter and cardtable out 
on her front .lawn and sat down 
to while away the afternoofl. 
No doubt the people of that con
servative- community looked ask
ance at her ' costume, and won
dered if she had nothing better 
to do than to play around with 
a typewriter. But she had de
cided to try to write something 
and she went right ahead, ob
livious to any possible stares 
from the neighbors. 

Now many people try to turn 
out something worthwhile but 
few ever do. Here is where this 
story is different-for our hero
ine did. Her name is Betty 
Peters arid the place was a fruit 
farm about nine miles from 
Caldwell. Betty worked for about 
three days and during this time 
she wrote several short stories 
and three one a~t plays. One of 
the short stories was printed in 
the March issue of Blot, but it 
is the ·plays that have placed 
herin the limelight. They found 
their way into the hands of Miss 

Jean Collette, head of the d 
department at the Uni 
Idaho, who put them i 
production. They .are 
student-written, s"Lu,aeJn-alll 
ed, and student-acted 
to be produced on 
campus. Capacity aud 
each of the three nights 
performance attested to 
success. 

One of the striking 
about Miss Peter's writing 
great versatility. Each 
three plays are dealt WI 
different manner. One is 



is a comedy and the third 
fantasy. 

PAUL is the story of a 
couple, during World War 

e only son was drowned 
on a search party for a 
which had crashed. The 

... & ... ~ ... , .. u theme of the play in 
ayal of the domination 

er over son through re
and of her fanatical de
be the most important 

in the life of her son. It 
of her ultimate failure to 

time she thought it would 
inevitable reaction. It is a 
the respect of her son, and 

theme for a beginning 
· ght to handle, but Betty 

the intensity of emotion 
a manner to make the 
feel drawn into the con-

themselves. 
is play and her second, 

ORDINARY FOLK, were 
drawn from first-hand in
tion about the country anrl 

near her home. She did 
however, take anyone she 
and use him as a character, 

has drawn hers only from a 
of person." 
second play, LIKE OR
y FOLK, is a comedy 

at times almost becomeR 
beeause of the overdrawn 

........ ,..,.~'"' ... ,·zation of the people, 
conversation, and the sit

. Betty conceived the 
for this play some years 

while on a trip with her 
. . She had seen an old aban
house sitting on a small 
out in the middle of the 

near Marsing, Idaho. At 
a good setting for a story, 

quite got around to it 
last summer. She says she 

often wondered what kind 
le had lived there, and 

their life was like. So, her 
imagination went to work 

peopled it wit4 a hill-billy 
of charaeters whose house 
ng down around them and 

don't seem to give a damn. · 
haven't had a visitor for 

years, and the advent of 
throws them into a mild 

The characterizations arP. 
possibly so strong or true to 
as in MY PAUL, but are 

Pvll>rTrlt:l~t)Qs ones whieh remain 
memory. Take an . aged, 
grandmother, a patient 

, a "brat" daughter, the har-

rassed salesman who is mistaken 
for the census taker, and then 
put in a son who "eollected" 
everything from Indian head
bands to fish gills-total result 
-eonfusion! But most enjoy
able and entertaining confusion 
whieh certainly took one's mind 
off his own troubles, and af
forded quite a few chuckles and 
p1uch applause. 

These two regional plays pro
vide a sharp contrast to THE 
THIRTEENTH LEVEL. The 
plot, roughly, is a story of how a 
feature writer- goes through the 
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all the inmates of his domain 
because he is afraid they won't 
stay if things aren't to their lik
ing. Another novel feature of 
Betty's picture of Hell is that 
the supply of coal is running 
out and it is getting cold down 
there . 

This play was rather rambling 
and loosely knit • in . places, but 
the theme was carried out well. 
It has a certain element of sus
pense since everyone wondel~8 
what Hell is like, and the view
point is a new and elever ont'. 
Betty says she may have gotten 

The unconventional family, Rossman, Coble, Tozier, Kettenbach and Marsh
all, from LIKE ORDINARY FOLK, gather for dinner. 

different levels in Hell, search
ing for material for an artieh:o . 
He comes at last to the thir
teenth level. There the theme of 
the play is unfolded-"perfec
tion is hell" There is nothing 
worse than to have everything 
one can wish for, nothing to 
work for, and every dream ful
filled. This is carried out bv 
the fact that the worst sinners_:_ 
those consigned to the thirteenth 
level - refuse to remain there 
and choose the gloom and silence. 
of the levels above. The devil~ 
partly due to directing, is pic
tured as a near-sighted dodder
ing old man who strives to please 

some of her inspiration frmG 
Dante's Divine Comedy; contain
ing his different levels in Hell 
for all the various sins. But it's 
mostly lier own idea for, as she 
says, "How do we know Hen 
isn't like that?" It paints a much 
pleasanter picture than most of 
us have now, anyway. 

A rather surprising faet, sinr.e 
it is contrary to most teaching 
theories for writing is that Betty 
didn't use an outline for any Qf 
her plays or short stories. She 
simply started out with ·an ideh 
and took it from there, not know
ing how it would end. Writing is 
easy for her, and when she over-
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Feature writer John Miller finds things hot and dark down below as h 2 in
vestigates Hell in THE TIDRTEENTH LEVEL. 

comes inertia, can turn out quite 
a bit of work in a short tim". 
" The hardest thing of all," Betty 
believes, "1s simply getting st::irt
ed . After that it's easy." 

All three plays show some evi
dence of ~etty's lack of know
l~dge in actual_ staging and pro-
duction of a play. This is hardly 
to b_e wondered at however in a 
f irst attempt. This is knowledg~ 
which must be acquired by ac
+. ual experience in writing and 
visualizing what directions are 
needed to give a desired effect 
on the stage. 

The able directing of lVIari~ 
Hargis in MY PAUL, June 
Thomas in LIKE ORDINARY 
FOLK, and Coleen Christiansen · 
in THIRTEENTH LEVEL off
set any difficulties which ma:v 
have arisen as to "what was go
ing on when." The costumes, 
also, were particularly appro
priate for the kind of character 
and environment depicted. In 
the f irst two plays, one felt as 
though they were peonle one had 
,een b e fore . THE THIR
l'EENTH LEVEL was notable 
for the contrast between the fan
t astic and the realistic in cos-· 
t ume as characterizing the play
ers . 

acters which was given by the 
student actors. Almost without 
exception they turned in perfor
mances which contributed a 
great deal to the warm acclaim 
given the plays._ 

These plays, however, are not 
Betty's first venture in writing. 
She has been interested in it ever 
since she . was small. The first 
.story she can remember writing 

· was in the sixth grade, which de-

picted the trials and tribula 
of a "valiant dog." Needless 
say, she has come a long 
since then. Betty didn't 
develop her talent until 
entered the University of 
and enrolled in the CrPJ:~ti v~• 
Writing class which is ta 
·by W. C. Banks. Since then 
has written quite a few nc·t101• 
stories for Blot, and su..,......,,,t-t-. ...-. 
several to publishers. The 
0f her work has steadily int•ir>PQ~ 
ed, and although the rej 
slios still come in, it would 
safe prediction to say that 
will come a time when all 
envelopes will contain fat c 
and a demand for more s 

The plays, together with 
clippings and pictures, ha 
sent in to the Samuel F 
company, well known play 
lishers. It will be quite 
achievement for Betty if they 
accepted for publication. 

When asked about plans 
the future, Betty said that 
really wasn't sure, except 
she wants to be a prof 
writer. This summer she 
to make a bicycle trip down 
Pacific Coast, for which she 
been saving up her nickels 
dimes for quite. a while. " 
so often I need a ch 
scenery and a fresh viaurnn-inl 
Betty thinks, "so maybe I'll 
out a year before fini 

Eeryone who saw the plays 
w ill remember them also for the 
sensitive portrayal of the char-

"And he hated you ... and God!" says Mary Louise Will as she, 
Walenta and Bruce Tingwall appear in the climax scene of MY PAUL. 
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THE ·posTMAN 

trudged along his route. 
him between houses. He 

use of the extra time 
him between }wuses. Hr~ 

today; the world was 
in its predicted orbit and 
one seemed happy in 
to the shrill whistle as 

fell with a thud onb 
• uu'II'-Ullll of the box. Silas wa3 
getting interested in a mag

when he found he wa~ at 
Lattimer's house where it 

to be delivered. Un•;vitting-
he hadn't allowect himself 

time to finish reading 

by ALLAN -CRANSTON 

the 'advertisement of a prize con
test before he blew his whistle. 
· He finished reading and to.)k 
his whistle from his h'ouse to 
blow it, -but the door opm:ed. He 
smilingly held the magazine_ to
ward the prim_ spinster ,--.:,Toml-1n, 
~tepped across the threshold. 

"Right stn-art ads in there 
about a swell contest," said Silas. 
"I know you're interested in 
them contests, so I thought I'd 
tell you so's you sure wouldn't 
miss it.' ~ 

"Thanks, Silas. Does it loo1<: 
real good? Oh yes, here -it is. 

I. ·. · . ·~ , •• 

..j( ' 
.{/_ 
:' 

'Find a name for this new che'P
ing gum and win a THOUSAND 
DOLLARS!' Land sakes, Silas 
that is a lot of money, isn't it?': 

The woman balanced herself 
on the door-sill for a moment as 
she thought of the sunny climate 
she'd visit with the money while 
the town suffered in the cold
as she would suffer if she didn't 
close the . door. So she said 
"thanks" again and retreated to 
the warmth of her fire while 
Silas stumbled on through the 

(Continued on page 26) 
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BLOT APPLAUDS 

presents Dick Boyle, a 
, thoroughly-likeable big 

who, we hear, does mm;t 
his work behind the scenes. 
his Freshman year he was a 

of the rifle team but hE 
laid down the guns and 
picking up gavels. In hi:) 
year he was elected Presi-

of the Delta Tau Delt a 
and this year he was hon · 
'th the presidency of the 
ternity Council. On top 
he sits as chairman of 

tudent Activities Board and 
on the Calendar Commit 

the Rally Committee, the 
t Faculty Committee, and 

t Businessmen's Com · 
. Enough for one man? 
his spare tjme he like~; 

better than to hit the 
slopes with the , hickori~s 

way of saying his ski is) 
we hear that he is ratht> r 

at it too. 
rest of his time is taken 

by Aris Peterson who als• > 

possession of his pin. 

FoT Your Approval 

LEO CESPEDES 

Some years ago the popula
tion of Guam dropped from 
23,000 to 22,999: Leo Cespedes 
had packed his bags and come . 
to the U.S .. to get "a good edu..: 
cation" -and some way or other 
he ended up at Idaho. In hi3 
two years on the campus Leo 
has been especially interested 
in foreign affairs and this ye8 r 
he was elected Vice-PresideHt 
of the International Relations 
club. He is also one of the found .. 
ing fathers of the Cosmopoli 
tan Club and holds down it~ 
Presidency. As Campus Club's 

·representative in the Indepen
dent Caucus dabbles in thing-s 
political but still has time to oe 
active in the Wesley Founda
tion . 

His friends say that his mod-· 
est manner and friendly smi!.c 
conceal "a lover" and this may 
be since he admits dancing is hb 
favorite time-passer. Incidently, 
any of you who are tired of 
eating the same kind of food day 
afte:r day might try Leo's favor
ite dish-deer meat boiled in 
cocoanut juice. He claims if.s 
actually good. 

He js now a Junior major_i r, --· 
in social work and after his 
graduation he nobly plans to go 
wherever he can do the most 
good. Blot applauds Leo Ces
pedes who is doing his bit to 
make this world a better an(l 
more peaceful place to live in. 

ROSEMARY FITZGERALD 

Mix together red hair, green 
eyes, coffee, and uproariou:.; 
laughter and you'll end up with 
the one and only Rosemary Fitz .. 
gerald-Moscow's own contribu
tion to the University of Idaho. 
She started going places in her 
Sophomore year when she was 
elected President of the Spurs, 
and the next year she served as 
Spur Junior Advisor. In her 
Senior year she reached the 
top and sat in the presi
dent's chair in the A.W.S. The 
committees to which she has lent 
her talents are practically enrl
les:1 : Student Activities Board, 
Rally Committee, Student Union 
Planning Committee, Calendar 
Committee, Disciplinary Board, 
and A.S.U~I. Executive Board. 
Right now, as co-chairman of 
still another committee, she is 
busily planning the decorations 
for the Senior Ball. Besides all 
these, she is active in the Wo
men's . Recreation Association. 
and her voice is also heard 
among the University Singers. 

This exuberant Pi Phi is maj
oring in Physical Education, but 
next year hopes to hit for the 
blue as a hostess for United Air
lines. 

-I-
. The difference between am

nesia and magnesia is that the 
fellow with amnesia can't re
member where he's going. 



THE EYE OF THE HAWK 

Sound of the wild wind soughing 
by, 

Smell of the earth and far-fluq 
sky, 

Sport of the kings-or you and 
If-

Hawk on the string (I know not 
~ohy!) 

Pull him in slowly and hold tight 
Razor sharp talons, wings of 

might. 
Prince of the air, this bird, l 

knows 
Gallant demeanor tells 11Le so. 
Quiet and stately, naught of 

fright, 
Colored in brown, soft gray, and 

white. 
Look at him closely: splendid 

prize. 
Sudden hot rage has filled his 

eyes! . 
Hat red of me and all mankind! 
Hate that is strong and full and 

blind! 
Quick now he strikes and sinks 

his beak 
Down in the flesh of 11ty .. turn~d. 

cheek! 
Ey~ close to mine, yellow and 

green--
More awful hat(} I've never. 

seen!-
C entered with bright black mid

night deep 
Burning with fire coal could not 

keep! 
Jerk him away! The first irn-

pulse · 
Came from my . brain, then 

something else : 
Draw blood for blood! Strike nt 

the throat! 

Sink your teeth in and tear 
gloat! 

Wake! For 
and see 

Dreams are but things of 
ta,sy! 

Sweating and cold I lay abed, 
Hand to my cheek that had 

bled. 

By SHERMAN E. BLACK. 

No words have I, 
No gentle philosophy 
To enfold a silent candle, 
01· frame a colored song. 
No voice have I 
To touch the surging 

your graceful mind 
To say, "I love you." 
No paintbr11.~h hn,ve I 
To trace you firmly 
On my heart. 
No poem, solo or eloquence 

give you, save 
The stilled intensity of 
My care for you. 
That is not enough. 

SALLY J 0 KOON 

Stay-for yet awhile will be 
morrow, 

And tomorrow 
the dawn. 

We shall meet late1· . . . 
wardly, 

And I shall stand shy for 
ing you. 

Yes, you will forget, 
close many doors

And I close but one. 

SALLY Jo 



(Continued from page 9) 

blackboard. She edged into a 
and tried to r emember 

Miss Grimm had said 
diagraming sentences. 

fuzzy, confused snatches 
back. With a chalky paw 

pushed the damp hair: from 
forehead. It wouldn't stay. 

she turned around ner
. That nasty Beverly who 
her hair red so all the 

would like her, was whi~
to another girl. They .gi~
Alice knew whom thev 
talking about. They were 

right at her. She hated 
Unfriendly snobs! They 
't be friendly with any-

that wasn't as pretty as they 
She wished one of her girl 

was in this class. They'd 
that Beverly! Beverly 

n't think she was so smart 
Sara or Edith were here. 
When the bell rang, Alice feh; 

she had been given a stay 
execution. No matter if the 

was unfinished, it was 
wrong anyway. She 

the chalk down and rushed 
the door. 

galloped up the stairs to 
Art room where she tore the 

·ve galoshes fron1 her feet 
threw them into the bottom 

supply cupboard. Such re
! The sweater didn't feel 

tight now, either. 
came bounding into the 

and yelled to Alice, "Oh 
! W ait'll you hear this new 
! It'll burn your ears off!" 

flushed. She wished 
wouldn't be so noisy; what 

Lynd, the instructor~ had 
? Jerry took a comb frorr1 

picket and pulled it through 
hair as she told the joke. 

the end Jerry laughed ur..-
bly. Alice didn't under-

the joke, it sounded kin l 
but realizing that Jerry 
her to be amused, she 

a laugh. "Pretty good," 
said, trying to laugh loudly. 

say, kid," Jerry spoke 
.... ~··-··.J, "I wanta tell you 

ing for your own good. 
better stop lalling around 
that creep, Sara. She givPs 
the willies to look at her. 
! Whata pan!" Jerry shook 
permanent violently. 

Alice drew in her bre·ath anc1 
swallowed. She felt strangely hu
miliated. "What - what do you 
mean, she's a creep, Jerry ? 
Sara's all right. She's all right." 

Jerry looked disgusted. "Oh, 
she gets on your nerves, that's 
all. I was talking to Edith yes-. 
terday afternoon, and she thinks 
it's time to brush Sara too. You 
can't have any fun with a pest 
like that around alia time. Hang
ing onto you. Geez ! You can't . 
expect ~ny boys to look atcha 
when you run around with a 
crumb like her." 

"But we've known Sara a lo1•g 
time, Edith and I have. You 
can't just te~l her to go away
just like that. Jerry, Sara·'s all 
right!" 

"Listen, let me tell you some
thing." Jerry was impatient. 
"Edith says she never did like 
Sara much, and now that she's 
got better friends like me, she'~ 
just as soon drop her. Laura and 
Vicki can't stand her either. I'n1 
only telling you this for your 
own good. You either come with 
us this noon or go with Sara. 
But, if you go with her, don~t 
expect us to even speak to you 
anymore; and nobody else will 
either. We're going out the back 
door this noon. Sara's be out in 
front where we usually meet. 
,Just make up your mind, that'~ 
all." 

Jerry went to her seat. She 
didn't look at Alice ' again. 

Alice spent the next two hours 
in g 1 o o m y speculation. She 
couldn't study, not with this de
cision hanging over her. How 
would it be to have only Sara 
again? She cringed at the men
tal nicture of all the other kid~ 
passing by her, never speaking. 
It would be agony. Junior High 
was to be different from gram
mar school. Maybe Jerry was 
rjght. Maybe Sara was the rea- _ 
son she wasn't popular. 

Alice began thinking of Sara 
obje·ctively. The way others, 
strangers, might. Sara was cer
tainly no asset as a friend. Of 
course she couldn't help her 
looks, but there were a lot of 
things she could help. Like those 
safety pins. Sara was alway~ 
held together by safety pins, 
right in plain sight. And she wa~ 
always slapping you on the back, 
it was annoying. And her laugh 
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was irritating. Alice @Ould hear 
it now. "Ack-ack-ack," the laugh 
went. A shudder ran through her 
and sht: began to feel angry . 
Sara and her claim t hat si1e was 
a des ~enda!1t of Napoleon Bona
r- art. H u.:d Alice didn't believe 
this anymore. Besides her other 
faults, Sara was a terrible liar. 
And her hands ! Sara had ec
zema, something about her be
ing · allergic to water. She put 
olive oil on her hands and they 

·always looked dirty, especially in 
the creases. All broken out and -
greasy. Alice didn't like to have 
Sara's hands touch her. They 
looked catching. Alice was furi
ous. To think that all these 
years that nest had been hang
ing on her like a leech. Spoiling 
everything. Always underfoot. 
A creep, like Jerry said. 

From the four th grade on, 
Sara had been Alice's best 
friend. The Valentine had start- . 
ed it. There had been only f onr 
Valentines for Alice in the big 
heartshaped box in the· front of 

(Continued on next page) 
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the class room. The other three 
didn't count - they were only 
poli.te valentines sent by kids 
that had given everybody in the 
room a "five for a nickle" valen
tine. But this one card was dif
ferent. Alice could tell it v.·as 
just for her. The new girl had 
given it to her and it was home
made: The lace was on crookerl 
and s~veral smears of paste had 
faded the otherwise red back 
ground. "Be my Valentine'' ,,·as 
printed lopsidedly across the top. 

, The "N" in Valentine was back
wards. It was a lovely valentine. 

Sara was, in a way, like this . 
valentine. Nature harl been short 
tempered and freakish "'hen 
Sara. was fo~med ... Her face gave 
the ImpressiOn of being pasted 
on her head, just off center. Her 
. features were lopsided. Nothing 
about Sara matched. 

Her family had moved to the · 
small farming district outside 
Morristown where Alice lived c::.t 
the beginning of the year. Sara · 
started the fourth grade there 
in the last part of that J anuarv. 
She lived in a poor two-roomerl 
s~ack with her parents, an older 
sister, and a feeble- minded 
brother. The children at school 
whispered about how this broth
er, at twenty-three, could do 
nothing for himself. They treat
ed Sara with the same hostility 
and suspicion that animals show 
towards a maimed or imperfect 
member of their species. She 
didn't seem to notice this but 
she had noticed Alice. ' 

One day the other children 
had gave out to play "fox and 
geese" in the snow. Alice had 
tried to join them. A tall, skinny 
girl named Evelyn had shov(l(l_ 
her away and said scornfully 
"G ' o away fatty, you're too fat 
to play!" Sara watched how 
Alice shuffled off with her fist 
clenched to her sides. Her head 
hung down aild her chin W:lS 

trembling. After that Alice spent 
recess tinie alone-either in the 
library, reading, or at her desk 
drawing · pictures. Sara felt a 
kinship for her. Both of thern 
were outcasts and lonely. But 
Sara seemed to know enough not 
to rush things. She must have 
learned that this only make~ 
people more distrustful of you 
You have to wait and watch for 
the right time. Valentine's day 
was the right time. 

Sara watched Alice as the V a.l
entines were passed out. Alice's 
eyes pleaded for valentines. It 
was almost humiliating to see a 
face as naked as hers-but Sara 
waited. 
· When Sara's valentine was de

livered, Alice looked over at hPr 
and smiled in gratitude. Sara 
smiled back. It didn't matter 
that she had received none. She 
had something much better now 

· She had a friend. ' · 
After that time, Sara ano 

Alice were constant companio . 
at school, but never outsid.e. 
Alice knew, somehow that her 
mother probably wouldn't think 
too much of Sara, and Sara 
seemed to sense that she 
shouldn't press things too far. 
So, from the hours of nine 
o'clock to four, they formed a 
protective bloc against the in
difference of their class mates. 

They became three in the sixth 
grade when Edith started school. 
Edith was a pale, blond little 
girl with a nervous habit of gig
gling whenever anyone looked at 
her. She came from a family of 
loud older brothers. In school 
she shied away from the bois
terousness of the other children. 
She seemed to -find comfort in 
the company of Alice and Sara. 
The three of them ·were inRep
arable. 

The country ·school 
Morristown had o n 1 y 
grades. After these were 
pleted, the students rode 
into town for high school. 
of them never went any f 
than the eighth grade. 

Alice and Edith had 
one day, about what it 
like in a different school. 
was excited at the 
taking art.- She and 
agreed that they must 
being backward. How 
j_t would be in town! New 
a new chance. They would 
these smart alecs, these 1: 
Sara listened to them and 
Then she muttered 
about "old friends 
friends." After that 
nothing more . 

High School was so c 
ing. So many things to 
bells, different class 
many kids. The three gir 
ed secure in their ~-.,~ ... ~..-; 
block the first week. ut by 
end of the second week; 
block had grown anrl un·r f,. .. ., . ... 

six. 
Alice was taking art and 

she met Jerry. Jerry 
purple jacket and had 
permanent and was 
averwhelming. She was 
dragging Alice into a corner, 

(Continued on page 24) 
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Fred, "":hen you. used to go with Lucille, did you fed that she was 
possessive? 



Vandals climaxed their 
season by making one of 

best showings in Idaho his
at the Northern Division 

Placing a man in every 
event, the Idaho runners 

up 22 points to finish third 
W.S.C. and Oregon. 
ng· thG bigge~t surprises 
meet was the sensational 

run by Idaho's Warren 
who flashed across the 

line all by himself in a 
mile, the fastest in the 

division all year, and 
fastest on the coast. 

ran third in the 
, as did Christian in the 

Christian placed fourth in 
220 while Allison did the 

i.n the two mile. Bean and 
won seconds in the high 

rdles respectively. All 
for the Pacific Coast 

tte1~enc~e finals. 
the PCC meet, Armstrong 
fourth in the 440, while 

did the same in the 
Armstrong won a berth on 

Pacific Coast All-Star team. 
far this year, Glen Chris·-

has smashed the W.S.C. in
meet record in the 70 yard 

's success-at Idaho is 
in no small pa.rt to the great

'ns he takes to give indi
attention to the training 
of his men. " Although 

is a team sport," comments 
"the men compete as 

1\'AUI.&c:u., and require individ
. They also have 

temperaments and to 
their best, they must 0e 

in different ways." 
track coach must be a prac
psychologist, too. 

!Pn..,.onllu the most incorispicu
at any Idaho track meet 
Hiserman. Rather than 

f u s s o v e r his 
Stan chooses to remain 

m the background to ob
from a distance. Always 

and well groomed, 
is probably the best dressed 
on the field. 

Hiserman also departs 
the stereotyped coach in 

he never loses his temper 
blows up at his men. His 

quiet way of talking over the 
problems of his men with them 
and his even temperament has 
won him the respect and co-oper
ation of his team. 

Although there is m\lch to be· 
done in track at Idaho, we can
not overlook the progress of the 
past three years. Idaho track 
fans who lamented the loss of 
Mike Ryan are now taking their 
hats off to his successor. Stan 

· Hiserman a voids the headlines 
and the spotlight, and is reluc
tant to make predictions about 
his ·teams, preferring to let th8 
teams speak for themselves. 

The record looks good to us, 
Stan. May your future years at 
Idaho be equally as fruitful as 
your past thre~. 

THE END 

-I-
lst SAE : "I called her and 

asked her if she was doing any
thing that night, and she said 
she wasn't." 

2nd SAE: "So . what did yon 
do then?" · 

1st: "I took her out and sure 
enough." 

- . 
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Magic Circle 
( Conti_nued from page 22) 

fore the bell rang, and telling 
her jokes. Alice · never quite 
understood them, but she laugh
ed anyway. She didn't want to 
C1.ntagonize Jerry. In some ' ' ay-; 
J erry disgusted her, but, then 
again, it was flattering to think 
that a · woman of the world ikt> 
Jerry should bother with her~ 
And Alice -had set out to make 
new friends, so she brougl , t 
Jerry into the circle. 

Edith had n1ade the other 
new friends. She met them in 
Home Economics. One was a 
dark-haired girl with nothing on 
her mind but boys; her name 
was Laura. The other one was 
Vicki ; she had squinty eyes and 
wore lots of lipstick. Her mouth 
looked like a bow tie and she 
smoked! The girls held her in 
awe. 

Sara made no new acquaint
ances. She seemed satisfjed with 
everything. 

At noon time the six girls took 
their paper bags of sandwich·~3 
and went to the park. Or they 
walked to town and window
shopped. Sometimes they bought 
bags of pop-corn to eat on the 
way back to school. 

Alice had never known life 
could be so wonderful. She wa3 
a freshman in high school and 
she had five best friends. 

Alice started when the noon 
bell rang. She hadn't realized 
that so much time had gone by. 
E)he hesitated for a moment, then 
1uade up her mind. She gathered 
her books and ran out the door , 
pausing long enough to see if 
Sara was in the hall. Sara had 
a class on the same floor, so 
Alice detoured through the gyn~ 
nasium in order to avoid her. 
She scurried along as though 
Sara and the whole of Bonh
parte' s army were pursuiQg her. 

The other girls were waitinJ 
at the back door. When Editl1 
saw Alice coming, she jumped up 
and down excitedly and shriek 
ed, "Hurry, hurry, old crooked 
face'll be coming around here to 
1ook for us!" 

At this the girls laughed hys
t erically, and as they ran they 
repeated over and over, "Old 
crooked face, old crooked face." 

Several blocks away the five 
stopped running. Somehow they 
had ended up in an alley. Breath
less from running and laughin$-, 
they leaned for support on 
sheds and garbage- cans. They 
began talking all at once_:_ 

"Do you remember that tl'rre 
old Sara-" 

,"Yes, and how about what ahe 
said-" 

"That's nothing! Did] a see her · 
dress when-" 

"Old crooked "face-" 
They began growing quieter. 

Their laughter was shrill and 
spasmodic. Finally they ate their 
sandwiches. 

On the way back to scho ._-:1 
their excitement was more lik~ 
frenzy. What would Sara do-
what would she say? They enter
tained themselves in speculation. 
They skipped and danced, they 
sang snatches of popular songs. 

Edith giggled, "Oh, Oh golly! 
I have her next hour in Social 
Science." · 

"She's in my study hall this 
afternoon," Laura squealed in 
anticipation. 

Alice had begun to feel un
comfortable. She. too, had a class 
with Sara. Sixth period history. 
Somehow the prospect wasn't toe> 
pleasing. 

They turned into the school 
yard. Everyone was still outside 
Little groups of students stood 
talking on the sidewalk, some 
sat on the lawn and steps. 

The girls stopped at the edge 
of the walk and formed a whis
pering circle. They agreed to 
meet after school and compare 
notes on Sara's reactions. Then 
~hey saw her-running toward ::; 
them~ grinning lopsidedly. Her 
warm cloth coat flapped out be.: 
hind her foolishly. Sara was yell
ing at them, joviality in her 
voice, "Well land sakes, kids, 
where in heck ya been?" 

With indecision they watched 
her approach. Jerry shrieked 
"Run!" They jumped and ran 
confusedly in all direction~ . 
Sara's voice was saying "Wait a 
minute, kids. · Well · for lancl 
sakes-" -

None of them t urned . around. 
None of t hem saw her face. 

Alice waited in the girls' lava
tory until time for the sixth 

period bell to ring. She 
rather be late for class than 
a chance on having to talk 
Sara. Sara might be waiting 
her. Alice wished· that she 
have to see Sara again, 
Alice felt squeamish. Not 
ed, exactly, but kind of 
She couldn't understand 
had enjoyed running from 
so much. It wasn't like her 
hurt anyone purposely and 
she'd done it. It was fii 
to think about. And yet 
could still feel pleasure in 
remembrance of her act-a 
age kind of pleasure. 
winced. 

The bell rang and she wai 
few more minutes. Then 
went to history. Alice ca 
avoided looking in Sara's 
tion, but she could sense 
eyes on her. 

She sat down and opened 
book. She had read the 
page for three quarters 
hour when the note came. 
thought of r eading it was 
bearable, but she was f>n-r•1n,,,a -

In a careful, studied 
_ Sara had written : 

"Did I say or do smne1thiJnJ 
shouldn't have? I can't 
stand what I've done. I 
mean to do anything. I 
we were friends. Please 
what is wrong. I want to 
I won't bother: you 
you'll just tell me. Please! 

Your friend, 
Sara.'" 

Alice read the note again, 
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didn't answer it. You can't 
a note like that, or a 

n. How can you tell some
that you can't stand their 

~.Lvvn.ovu. face? That you are tired 
them? How can you tell son1e

that the only thing wrong 
them is them? You can't, 

s all. You can't. 
Alice didn't meet the other 

after school. She had noth
to tell them. She rode home 

the same bus with Sara, bnt 
couldn't stand to look at her-. 

either of them spoke. 
Alice walked home from the 

stop with lagging feet. She 
her mother would be able 

tell something was wrong and 
didn't want to tell her what 
happened. While mother had 

said much about . Sara one 
or the other, Alice kne ... ,,. 
she wouldn't like the way 

had been handled. Alice 
11re:aae~a facing her. 

Alice's eight year old brother, 
, was sitting on the front 

ting bread and sugar. He 
up at her and said smug-

between gulps, "Mother sahl 
should come right in a m:n
you get home, so you just 

go in, you just better get 
wriggle on." 
Alice dropped her books anu 

at Ma.rty. Then she h :s
"Y ou go to hell you little 

!" She turned and ran for 
orchard. She could hear cl_\.lar-

wing at the door, he was 
, "Mama, mama, you 

what Alice said to me. you 
what--" 

Alice ran blindly between the 
. The branches slapped her 
and caught her hair. The 

sweet clover switched her 
spitefully. Tears burned in 
eyes. She tripped and fell. 

she moaned R?.ld 

She beat the damp earth 
her fists and thrashed her 
When she was tired ste 

till. She could hear Maroa 
from the house. . Alice 
answer. She sullenly 

' "'"""""u. a cold lady bug scuttle 
p 0f a weed, where it 

1a1ance~<1 uncertainly. 
Alice sat up and drew her 

closer. The ground was cold 
wet. She reached out and 

the lady bug off its r 8-
. It ran uncertainly around 

the palm of her hand, then 
stopped. Alice whispered, "Lady 
bug, lady bug, fly away-." The 
Ii ttle thing seemed to come to a 
decision at these old words. AlicA 
watched after it pityingly. Her 
feet and hands felt numb and it 
was getting dark. When she 
arose she felt stiff and tired.. 
She stood still, withoet moving, 
until it was completely dark. 
Then, slowly, she walked to
wards the lights of home. 

THE END 
•:••~<•~c•~c•~o.-.c•.-.<•.-.c•._.<,._,c,..-.c,._,c,.-.c•:• 
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From a f~eshman theme: A 
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the characters are ghosts, gob
lins, virgins and other super
natural characters . 
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The Postman 
(Continued from page 17) 

made him wonder how far be
hind the Joneses were in the~r 
car payments. 

So to Silas came the new·s of 
the town, and he shared the 
poignant sorrow , happiness, :1r 
disgust of the recipients of t:A.e 
letters. 

It was he who broke the news 
of her son's death to widow Gar
ner. It had been hard to deciphr~r 
the folded paragraphs throu~h 

, the bond envelope of the law 
yers, but by putting two and two 
together in his wise manner 
after long years of experience 
he had learned the worst before 
he tramped onto the widow s 
porch. He broke the news to thf' 
old lady as gently as possible and 
handed the letter to her with 
tears in his ey~s. 

In a like manner, Silas was 
the first to know about lawye:· 
Haskin's son being asked to 
leave college, and Silas' face 
maintained the same grim look 
as the lawyer's as the letter was 
slowly unfolded. 

Sometimes people became <:t 
bit short. There was the time he 
delivered a small box to the 
young man in the accounting 
office, and the clerk knew be
fore he opened it what it was. 
But what was wo_rse, he realized 
that Silas knew it was a frater
nity pin being returned. The 
young man's niqued pride letl 
him to deliver himself of a lec
ture on discretion. But Silas only 
grinned. He'd been practicing 
discretion for years, else he 
wouldn't have held his job in 
the face of the maze of informa
tion which came to him. 

Next day, as ·he approacheg 
the house of Miss Lattimer; he 
bore a plain envelope addressed 
to her. Miss Lattimer didn't get 
mail very often, and he felt as 
he scrutinized the handwriting 
that he had seen it somewher~ 
before. He held the letter up to 
the light of the afternoon sun . 

Silas grunted to himself. He 
remembered that there had been 
another Miss Lattimer who'd 
come to town to visit the older 
woman-a Miss Lattimer with 
bright sunny smiles and wav~:, 
hair-who had sat on the door
step each day waiting for that 

very sp.eda-lletter. And each day . 
Silas had brought it and her 
smile was the kind that made 
Silas warm inside. 

She didn't write often. Silas 
peered intently through the en
velope. He could barely mal:e out 
the typewritten lines, but b~r the 
time he reached the porch he 
knew. 

"Humph," tho u g h t Sihs, 
"she'll sure need some monev 
now. She better try extra hard 
on this contest." And he blew 
his whistle preparing to · break 
the news to the older Miss Latti
mer. 

"It ·appears," he said, "that 
your small sister's bad a passel 
of hard luck. Leastways, that's 
the way I make it out." 

He scuffed his toes along the 
boards of tpe porch in the em
barrassment of his mission. 

"Oh !" gasped Miss Lattimer 
as she read the note. "Oh, Silas, 
she's ill! She needs money." 

"Mmhm. Yes, that's right," 
Silas agreed. He mumbled "Sor
ry" and stalked off, his mind full 
of this new problem. He didn' ~ 
have to bother, he knew, but it 
~Nas a habit of long standing. 

What does this Form 153690312 
mean? How does it fit into your In
finite Scheme of Things?" -Scop 

He didn't do much reading 
rest of his route, mulling 
his mind the Misses La 
troubles. 

Next day as he passed 
house, Miss Lattimer 
him a letter. He noticed 
ticularly grim look on her 
she asked him to be sure 
it that afternoon. Silas 
what it was. It was the 
to that contest. He sidled 
and deciphered. Right 
name the woman had picked 
too. 

From that day on he lived 
wilting hope that Miss 
might win something, 
Maybe not first prize. 
didn't do that in his small 
but he'd noticed smaller 
offered too. Each day 
wrapped up his letters, he 
eagerly for an envelope 
might bear the insignia of 
gum company. A week 
and still no letter, and then 
other week. Silas decided 
break a habit of long s 
and not worry a mite more 
it. It was too much for 
Each day he strode by the 
mer house with a grow 
lution not to think about 
man who sat inside the 
ed windows. Out of the 
of ·his eye he could 
hand slide down the cu 
she turned from the 
realizing there was nothing 
her that day. 

Then another letter came 
the first one and he didn't 
wait for her to answer 
whistle, not wanting to see 

(Continued on page 28) 

"How did you learn to 
like that?" she asked in 
tones. 

He replied: "Siphoning 
-I-

W ebster says that taut 
the same as tight. I guess I 
taut a lot in college after 

-I-
Then there was the girl 

soaked her strapless 
gown in coffee so it would 
up all night. 

-I-
The drunk leaning 

building told the ques 
that he was holding it up. 
the copper made him move 
the building fell down. 



The Postman 
(Continued from page 27 ) 

'ntment and sorrow. Bnt 
peek a bit-just enough 

that the sister wasn't 
r and that something 

have to be done quickly. 
a while; Silas got so he 

mind seeing Miss Latti
at the window, waiting. 
just put his head between 

lders and march one foot 
of the other until he wa',. 

her place. 
rl gotten interested in t he 
affairs of the Tibbett's 
ter by the time the a.¥1Sv'--er 
It was a lo~g envelope and 
the insignia of the gun . 

on it. But Silas had 
himself against that mo-

: he just stacked it up with 
t of the letters without 
it another thought. H e 

well enough it would be a 
acknowledgement of Miss 

s contest entry. Ancl 
would be all. 

every time he reached int0 
pouch his hand sought 
long envelope, and it 

he could do to withstand 
at it. He thought maybe 

to make certain-8o 
break the news to Mic::s 

real gentle-like. She 
ve men folks. It would 
on her alone. But each 

tion was thrust asiue 
finally approaching . 

could see her standing in 
. She would know pc 
'ng for her when he 

up the walk. He wante<i 
to the other side of the 

and stay there. 
all justice to his position 

community, he felt he'd 
take just one peek at t1'1e 
·He slipped it from tllC 
and held it toward the 
he neared the porch. As 

climbed the steps, he 
for his whistle, a mist 

his eyes. 
Lattimer hovered over 

who sat near the out 
body in the gray uni

a mail carrier which lay 
neat davenport. 
dead, alright," mumbled 

. "It's heart failure. 
anything that could 
him a shock?" 

Page 27 

"Lord no! No, · I'm sure I Filled with happy spirits, th2 
don't." drunk weaved his way to his 

The doctor closed his bag, car, opened the rear door by 
started toward the front door. · mistake, and laboriously climbed 

"Doctor, are you going down 
town to fix it up about Silas and 
all?" Miss Lattimer reached for 
her wrap and hat on a chair near 
the door. "'Cause if you are, I 
want to ride down with you
before t he bank closes. 1 want to 
send a thousand dollars to my 
sister in Omaha." 

THE END 

Blot Goes . 
(Continued f r om page 16 ) 

school." Whatever Betty does, 
we can bet that she will return 
with a stack of stories about 
things she has observed on her 
travels, plus a lot of ideas for 
more. No matter what she de
cides to do, one has the feeling 
that it is right for her and th~t 
she will achieve her goal. 

THE END 

Ole Mose went to · the doctr•1 
and told him, "Doc, I've got ni~e 
kids now. If I have another 
child, so help me, I'll hang my
self." The doctor told Mose to 
leave town a certain time of 
the year and everything would 
be all right. 

About a year later, the doctor 
met old · Mose on the street. H·is 
wife had given birth to anothe:· 
child . 

Doctor: "Mose, about this 
time I expected to see your name 
in the obituary column. I thought 
you were going to hang yourself 
if you had another child." 

Mose: "Well, Doc; when that 
child come-I got myself a 
1-o-n-g rope and went ipto th.e 
barn and threw it over the raf 
ter. Then I got myself a h-i-g-h 
stool. I got on the stool and 
tightened the rope around my 
neck and I was just about to 
jump and I said, 'You knovv, 
Mose, you might be killing an 
innocent :rllan." 

-I- · 
The drunk got in the taxl 

and asked to be driven aroun1l 
the park five times. After the 
third time around, he shouted 
to the driver, "Faster-I'm in a 
hurry!" 

in. 
"Hey, you," called the officeT 

on the be.at, "You're in no con
dition to drive." 

"Oh, shtop botherin' peashful 
citizens. If you want to do sonle
thing useful, whyn't you catch 
the guy that shtole my steering 
wheel?" 

r-·-;;;~~~~:;;;~--l 
' ~ = and 1 
! i I WRIGHT'S FOUNTAIN ~ 
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- ' I THE PERFECT SPOT FOR I I FINE FOODS I 
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Plumber: "I've come to fix 
that old tub in the kitchen." 

Pa: "Ma, here's the doctor to 
see you." 
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The Mantis 
(Cop.tinued from ·page 5) 

It was impossible to imagine 
him walking to that spot and 
sitting down. One leg was short 
and spindly. The other ended in 
a stump at the knee and a wood
en peg was attached to it. They 
could never support thqse huge 
hulking shoulders and that wide 
chest from which hung rolls of 
hairy flesh. There was a time
lessness about his s-prawled 
form, his hands across the stock
ing cap on his knee, his back 
against the railing, and his 
thighs stuck out at right angle 
The wild profusion of hair 
mingled with the knotty beard, 
overlapped his face, and blurred 

· his features. But his eyes, sunk
en beneath his forehead, were 
beady and vigilant. Like a bh·rl 
of prey. Or a mantis. 

In the distance, the glow of a 
movie theater cast out its mag
netic force and gently began to 
pull the child across the bridge. 
He emerged from the thicken
ing darkness. He walked slowly, 
rehearsing in anticipation of 
what was to come. He clutched 
the quarter tightly in his fist. 
He would give it to the lady., 
slide out his ticket when she 
pushed the button, take hi~ 
nickel change, give the ticket to 
the usher, receive a stub, buy 
some candy with the nickel, finri 
a seat, and enjoy, for a few 
hours, a thrilling new world. 
Perhaps he would buy chocolate, 
or caramels, or-

"Hello, boy." A rough, gratiP.g
whisper. 

A peg-leg. A real peg-leg. 
"Are you a sailor like Long 

John Silver?" 
"Silver! That deck-hand! You 

mean you never heard of me?" 
"Aren't you a famous pirate?" 
"Why boy, I was once the 

fiercest sea captain in thede 
parts. Why the name of Hugh 
Falcon, skipper of the schooner 
"Tradewinds," made every mer
chant shudder." 

"Tradewinds .... " A long, . 
musing sigh. 

"Yep. That was my ship. The 
sweetest four-master that ever 
sailed out of Delaware Bay." 

"Did you ever meet Captain 
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Cook, or Jean Lafitte, or B 
beard?" · 

"I met Cook all right. It 
me that killed him ! " 

"Honest?" 
"I was sick and tired of 

that landlubber to stay 
from my territory. He was 
ing up too much booty. tha 
rightfully mine. So when I 
ted his sloop, anchored 
here off of Fire Island, I 
down astern and gave 
broadside that almost ripped 
ship apart. Then . me and 
crew boarded her. And there 
Cook, rallying his men to 
I drew my cutlass and went 
him. But he was r~ady for 
He had his own cutlass out 
met me head on. 

"Well, we fought back 
forth from bow to stern. 
when it looked like I finally 
him, I tripped on a belaying 
and went over backwards. 
he struck at me when I 
down and .slashed my calf 
the ankle clear u-p to the 
of the knee, and cracked 
bone." 

"Uhhhhhhh !" A sharp in 
of breath. 

"It was the last thing he 
did, though. With my other 
I kicked his feet out from 
him and when he fell toward 
I stuck up my cutlass and 
him right through the 

"It served him right." A 
of self-assured righteousness. 

"That it did. When I 
his body off of. me, my leg 
paining so much that I 
for the first mate to get the 
and chop it off at the knee. 
didn't want to but I +-h .... ~ ... + ..... 

to hang him from a 
unless he did. So he cut it 
and that's how come I got 
wooden peg-leg." 

"Is it hollow? Do you 
diamonds hidden inside?" 

"Why boy, I'm surp 
you. That's no hiding ·place. 

"Oh. 1 guess you'.re right.'' 
"Of course I'm right. 

I tell you where we used to 
our treasure, will you 
to keep it a secret?" 

"I promise. Honest to 
won't ever tell anybody." 

"Not even your mother 
f.ather?" 



:Not even them." 
right then. See this river 

? Not much of a river now, 
Would you believe it, boy, 

river used to be forty feet 
!" 

you're kidding me." 
No, I'm not. The only 

it's like it is now, is be
they got it dammed up a 
of miles upstream." 

t? I didn't know that." 
ell, they do. Why many's 

time I set a course up this 
Of course there werent' 

then and no bridge. 
we used to drop anchor 

about at this spot, where 
bridge is, and go ashore anrl 
the treasure there." 
o fooling? Didn't anyone 
ever find it?" 

boy, nobody else ever 
t. But my richest treasure 
buried." 

treasure! Where is 

richest treasure that I 
to use in my old age. 

now I can't touch it." 
not?" 

e it's buried under 
tavern. And the land no,,· 

to the man who owns 
rn. And anything found 
land belongs to him." 
that's terrible." 

beggar began to snuffle. 
I'm just a helpless old 

a wooden leg. And 
cares whether I sleep or 

live or die." 
child felt again the gentle 
the movie theater. The 
lights were clearly vi~ 

through the floating dark-
He shook his head, sadly. 
he turned quickly, tossed 
rter into the stocking cap, 

lightly back in the 
whence he had come. 

snuffling ceased. 
throaty chuckle drifts 

the darkness. Can it be? 
being is actually rising. It 
slow, painful process. He 

his arm around the raH 
many grunts, hauls 

to his feet. Panting, he 
for a minute, fondling the 
quarter. Then the mantis 

off in the direction of 

QUESTIONS 
Aslant, I lie surrounded by a word 
Which twice repeats a virtue which you've heard. 

A letter (from the Greek), a conjunction (transposed), 
One from Flanders, here reflected and posed. 

A ten dollar bill, and the term "to sell" 
Gives one a title, if they're combined well. 

Answers and names of winners will be available at 
magazine office. Winners will be notified by maiL 

RULES FOR CHESTERFIELD HUMOR MAGAZINE CONTEST 
1. Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad. 
2. S:.tbmit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication office. 
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3. First ten correct answers from different students win a carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each. 
4. Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each m~ 
5. Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue's publication date. 
6. All answers become the property of Chesterfield. 
7. Decision of judges will be final. 

LAST MONTH'S ANSWERS & WINNERS 

A 20th CENTURY-FOX. This modern age is the 
20th Century; a furry friend is a fox. 

B BLANCH, N.C. The Dogwood State is North Carolina, 
Blanch means tc pale, or grow white. 

C CHESTERFIELD-ABC. The smoke that satisfies 
is Chesterfield. In the frame the initial letters of 
lines 1, 8 & 3, spell A B C. 

WINNERS .•• 

•:•,~cl.-.c>.-.c>.-.c,._.c,..-.c , .... c,._.c,.-.c,.._.c>._.o._.o.-.c>.-.cJ.-.c>._.o..-.c>._.c>._.c>._.o.._.c>.-.c>._.o....,c>._..c,~•!• 

~ . I CHESTERFIELD WINNERS " 

i Nonnan Jones Virginia Smith ! 
i Clyde Winters Frank Gaylord ! 
"a ! Jerry McKee Harry Dalva t 
i " - Rob Faisant R. C. McNichols I 
I " 1 Harold Gerber Bob Bates I 
•!~•._,c,.-.c,._,<,~J.-.<J~J._.C ,._.c,.-.o.-.c:J.-.cJ.-.cJ._.<,._,C,._,c,~J._.c,.-.c,.-.c,._,c,._,c,~•.-.cJ.-.c J.._.U._.<•!• 

Now, you wretched backwash 
of the running tide, you decadeP~ 
whispers of yesterday. Now do 
you know the answer! 

THE END 

Lady: "Are you the young 
man that jumped in the river 
and saved my son from drown
ing?" 

Man: (modestly) "yes, m .t·
am." 

Lady: "Where's his mittens.,, 

-I-

A noted educator divides -
American colleges into two 
groups - t h o s e who wished 
they'd fired the football coaeh 
last fall, and those who wish 
they hadn't. 

Captain: "I'll bet you wish I 
were dead 'So you could spit on 
my grave." 

ROTC student: "No, sir. I 
hate to stand in line." 

-I-

"I've got a friend I'd like yott 
to meet." 

Athletic girl: "What can he 
do?" 

Chorus girl: "How much has. 
he?" 

Literary girl: "What does he 
read?" 

Society girl : Who are his 
family?" 

Religious girl: "What church 
does he belong to?" 

College girl: "Where is he?"' 
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Ill Is The Wind 
(Continued from page 13) 

in this room-some evil callin~ 
from the· permeated night? The 
sinews of a long.::subdued bein·1· · 
seemed to respond within me. '-· 

The· dog arose, stretched and 
yawned, t urned to rest his thick 
muzzle on ~Y knee. The li.ps 
dr~w back fa1ntly: not a sneer, 
ne1ther a snarl, but a sort of 
sm·le - a smile of knowin2". 
friendly. ~ · 

"Why! You P'reat devil vou !" 
I said, patting the massive ~head. 
"You want to be my friend, too! )) 

The sullenness was gone fr01n 
Doro's face. 

"He Jjkes you, Wick. Let's not 
quarrel mors." 

"'hat manner of dog was this? 
At Doro's words, he turned 

back toward the hearth and let 
his heavy body thud to the car
pet, sighing -as though · he kne·w 
this scene was finished and to 
his liking. ' . 

"I think perhaT)s he is human, 
or has human faculties," Dorn 
said. "Perhaps one of the lov
ers-" 

"Don't! Doro. Please!" 
The wind screamed with ne".-" 

frenzy, its dervishes plucking 
and moaning over the old house. 
Some piece of debris, an old box 
or limb of a tree, slammed 
against the outer wall. The dog 
lifted one ear, listened, let the 
ear fall. Doro picked up · her · 
book. I ·could find no further 
interest in reading. 

"I think I'll go to bed," said I 
"Does the fire need another 

log to last?" Doro asked. 
"No." 
I did not want to venture into 

the outside dark. A sense of 
foreboding had caught me, bur
rowing deep into my senses a11.rl 
building there a sinister, brut:-d 
mood. This feding was a st rang. 
er to me since my wife, yean; 
ago-but I will not dwell on that. 
What is done is done and best 
left to sleep undisturbed. B 11 t 
the feeling I could not shake off. . 

The full length mirror at the 
far end of the room reflected mv 
figure and countenance as I 
turned at the hall door to say 
goodnight to Doro. The a·)nari
tion--for such it seemed at . that 
dim distance-startled me. The 
expression on my face was not 
pleasing - sombre and forbid-

1 11l01U5 

~ UtN! 

' 1 

But, professor, she increases class 
attendance 100% . . 

"Hey, you guys, where are you 
carrying that fellow? Is h8 
drunk?" 

"Nope." 
"Sick?" 
"Nope." · 
"Just a gag, huh?" 
"N-ope." 
~'Dizzy spells, maybe?" 
·'Nope." 
"Very tired, I guess." 
"Nope." 
"Well, what in hell is the nutt

ter with him?" 
"Dead." 

-I-
When you see 
Something like this 
Dragging all the way 
Down the page 
In a college magazine 
Be assured 
It's only there 
Because they have 
Nothing funny, 

·Or clever; or smooth 
To fill the space. 

-I-
. An unfortunate wa 3 a~)plying 
for relief and the girl at the 
desk was f illing out the que ::.-
tionnaire. . · 

"Do you owe any back hou3e 
rent?" she asked. 

"Madam,"' he re~li£d with dig
nity, "We have modern plumb
ing." 

ding, like one I knew well 
ago and thought I had for 
Was I to be haunted again? 

Composure to some degree 
gained, I said goodnight. 

"Night, Wick." Dorothy 
not look up from her book. 
be along in a little while." 

I closed the door after me 
stood for a moment in the 
blacknes::;, listening to 
wailing under the cruelty of 
wind. There was no 
no quarter even for the 
soul. Mere walls and 
not ·withstand the pe 
of this evil night. 

The Gothic blackness of 
hall enveloped me, left me a 
ing without form or weight, 
bed me of-individuality, 
one with its opaque di""'"'"'n;,..,, 
I lost the sense of 
the bedroom door. How 
spent within the close w 
that room, or whether I 
at all, I cannot say; nor 
long the blackness wrought 
side me. Gone was all sense 
reality, so that the night 
came my crony, the dismal 
of the storm asked blessings 
evil, and Evil itself made of 
its .progeny. 

Marlene! 
Who shares thy bed? 
Who has sweet M 

twined with thee? 
\iVho is this lover walks 

four? 
Who lies thy arms, yet 

seen? 
Marlene! Marlene! 
Doro ! Doro, don't scream 

Yvay! I'm coming. He shall 
touch you. What an awful 
tenance! At this dim 
like an aY)narition, sombre 
forbidding. I have seen 
facG; I know it. I thought I 
forgotten, but I can never 
It haunts me. But he shall 
reach you, Doro. I will 
tween you and him, my 

The malice in the 
who stalks you, Doro! 
hands ! Though there is 
i.ble st a in, they have d 
bloo:l. I know: Mar 
has b~ought hjm her2? 
he return to haunt me 
I may reach you before 
is finished with yo~Jr b 

That great bea-st, 
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IHIS SUMMER-learn as you travel by air 

TAKE A UNIVERSITY-SPONSORED 
STUDY TOUR ABROAD VIA FWA 

Across the tl.S. and'~verseas ••• 

Conducted by nationally lcnown edu~ators, approved for full 
university credit, these TWA tours give you the additional 
opportunity of gaining your "Air World Education" firsthand! 

1. UNIVERSITY OF GENEVA. Five weeks' travel via private motor 
coach in Europe plus four weeks' study at the University of Geneva. 
Special courses available in French and English. June 20 to August 21. 
$1260.* W:riteSwissEducational Service, 80 East 42nd St., N.Y.17. 

2. EUROPE. Tour of eight countries. Personally conducted by Dr. 
George F. Kneller of Yale University. July 21 to September 5. $1563. * 
Write Dr. Kneller, Yale School of Education, New Haven, Conn. 

3. FLYING SEMINAR. Firsthand survey of present-day Europe. Per
sonally conducted by Dr. Paul Dengler. July 5 to August 10. $1284.* 
Write Bureau of University Air Travel, 11 Boyd St., Newton, Mass. 

yw can tfepem/ on :%W' A 

4. UNIVERSITY OF ZURICH. Summer School of European Studies. 
Instruction in English and German. 5 weeks in residence plus five 
weeks' travel through Europe via private motor coach. Price $1290.* 
Write Professor Beatrice Barker, State Teachers College, Trenton. 
New Jersey. 

For further information and descriptive 

literature, write to addresses given above. 
TRANS WORlD A/Rl/NI 

*price includes al/expe~ses 

"You're the sixth g l'.t 

to without avail.' 
: "Maybe if you wear 
time, you'll have better 

I never be caught with 

with regu-

MATZ MOTORS 

626 South Main 

through TWA for the furthering of interna-

Exams are Hell, 
Death and Damnation. 
But if you can get through, 
There's summer vacation. 

First co-ed: "He's alway3 
been a perfect gentleman with 
me." 

Second: "Yea' ~ , he bores me, 
too." 
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Ill Is The Wind 
(Continued from page 30) 

midnight! He intercede~ for mD. 
He protects you from him ! He 
stands between the two of you, 
scruff upraised, teeth bare. Urge 
him, Doro! Coax him, command 
him! He will fight for ·you, and 
I will thank whatever power 
that brought him here, if once, 
a thousand times. 

I can almost grasp him who 
would kill, ·Doro, almost reach 
him. I am looking in the great 
mirror and seeing every fiend
ish line of countenance, looking 
into the black corners of my own 
soul! If I can but break the bar
rier! 

Spring! great dog, spring! 

The fury of the animal was 
terrible. He tore at me, at my 
fending arms and legs. Glass 
from the broken mirror gouged 
at me as I rolled to protect my 
throat. At last, after what seem
ed endless time, and as exhaus
tion bore heavily upon :rp.e, I 
heard Doro's voice. · 

"No! boy, no! Down! Down:·' 
The fierceness of the dog's at

tack subsided. He growled still 
but moved toward me . no more. 
I say prostrate for a time 
amongst the broken bits of glass 
from the mirror and shreds fro~m 
my clothing, my lungs working 
like a bellows, my mind as con
fused as the reflected points of 
light from the mirror pieces. 

Doro' s voice came through the 
confusion. · 

"Is it past, Wick?" · 
Deeply passionate though she 

was, Doro's control of her emo
tions was remarkable-had al
ways been. No quiver of voice 
betrayed strain. She could have 
let the dog kill me, and 1 wonder 
yet that she didn't. 

"Yes." My voice falterect. 
"Yes," I said when I could speak 
again, "it's past." 

Doro's arms were strong, her 
hands steady as she lifted and 
half carried me to my chair be
fore the fireplace. She sat on 
the chair arm beside me. 

For the first time I noticed 
the quietness of the old house. 

"The wind, Doro, the wind : It 
has quit?" 

"Yes, it is past, too." 
"And the dog?" 

"Is lying just beyond the fire 
place-watching."· 

"Does the fire-need another ·· 
log-to last, Doro_ ?" 

A dazed sort of sleep, restlest' 
and tiring, overcame me. When 
it left me, weary and sore o:f 
bodv but less confused of mind, 
Doio was not in the room. The 
dog still lay just beyond the 
fireplace, sleeping apparently. 1 
could but wonder. 

"Thanks, fella," I whispered~ 
The dog's tail brushed brieflY 

across the · rug and was still 
again. 

Doro came into the room from 
the outside, through the door 
where the luminous eyes . from 
the darkness had startled me. 

"It is almost dawn, vVick. The _ 
east is getting light." 

I moved to sit up· and groaned 
involuntarily. Doro rested hP.r 
hand lightly on my forehead, 
caressed the· hair back from my 
eyes. · 

"Dawn," Doro said. "A new 
day, and what is ·pa~t is past. 
Remember, Wick?" 

"Yes. No one knows but us. 
Only we know that my wife and 
your fiance lie buried not by 
accident." I laughed foolishly. 
"But last night I searched for 
her, Doro. I called her by namf! 

Marlene. Please, never jok~ 
about it as you did." 

"No, Wick." 
The great dog came and stoori 

before us, ' tail wagging slowly. 
Doro reached forward to stroke 
his head, but he turned and went 
to the door whence he had come 
a few hours before. Doro opent\d 
it. 

Though we had no inkling of it 
at the time, we never saw him 
again. All our inquiries · about 
the countryside turned up no 
trace. None of the neighbors 
near or far had seen such an 
animal. 

I have done all I can: thanked 
whatever power it was that sent 
him to us that night, if once, a 
thousand times. 

A Scotchman was leaving for 
a business trip, and as he de
parted he called back, "Goodbve, 
all, and dinna forget to take little 
Donald's glasses off when he 
isn't looking at anything." 

Never Under-estimate the 
P-ower of a 

regular car checkup 

HALE MOTOR CO. 
404 South Washington 

The Home of 

.Finer Diamonds, Watches, 

Jewelry arid Sterling 

Silverware is featuring 

"
7YLER WATCHES 

Drop in and check our 
Blossom Engagement and 
Wedding Ring Ensembles 

GEM SHOP 

Try Our . Deluxe 

Jumbo Shakes 
Barbecued Hamburgers 
Homemade Ice Cream 

327 West Third 



a.n 
Valle~ 

'sumnR Jun" WEEKS 
JULY • AUGUST ,• SEPTEMBER 

This popular-attraction has been lengthened to three full 
months. 7 exciting days, 7 nights-during ,July, August and 
September-starting on any day of the week you wish. 

Plan NOW to enjoy the gayest, fun
filled holiday you've ever known, dur
ing Sun Valley's "Summer Fun" Weeks. 
For complete Information and Reser
vations: Address W. P. Rogers, Gen'l 
Mgr., Sun Valley, Idaho or Union Pa
cific Railroad, Room 1446, Omaha 2: 

Nebr., or see your local travel agent. 

: "Why are we stopping 
here?" 

: "I think we're lost." 
: "Not this kid. I've walk

from here before." 

-I-

Miss Goody, a necker
president of a 

FOODS 

Your IGA Store 

Complete .Food Service 

Moscow 

opping Center 

A city and a chorus girl 
Are much alike, 'tis true; 
A city's built with outskirts, 
A chorus girl is, , too. 

-I-

He : W 01ild you call for help if 
I tried to kiss you? 

She : Would you need any 
help? 

-I-

Drunk: "Whatcha lookin' 
for?" 

Cop : "We're looking for a 
· drowned mail." 

Drunk: "Whatcha want one 
for?" 

-I-

A modern wallflower is on~ 
who dances all the dances all 
the time. 

-I~ 

Men are as honest and truth· 
ful as women . . . that's why 
women are so suspicious of 
them. 

-!-

Then there was the s·culptor 
who put his model to bed and 
chiseled on his wife. 

.,----·-··--·------·j· 
I Spring Fashions I 
I I I Refl~cted in Clear Tones I 
I I 
II_ DRESSES, COATS, II 

SUITS AND 
i I 
I SPORTSWEAR I 
I I 1 In Moscow- It's the . . . 1 · 
I PARISIAN I 
- I 
·'·~-··-··-··-··-·-··-··--·-·-·:· 

It was the first time she'd 
been to dinner with him, and he 
smiled indulgently as she re· 
fused whiskey and soda. 

"I've never touched it in my 
life," she explained. 

-"Why not try it?" urged the 
host. "See if you like the taste." 

She blushed and shply con
sented, and he poured out a mix

. ture which she put delicately to 
her lips. · 

After the first swallow, she 
grimaced and placed the glass 
on the table. "This isn't Bour
bon; it's Scotch!" 

. -I-

"We'll have to rehearse that," 
said the undertaker as the coffin 
fell out of the car. 

., .. -·-··-··-··--·-··-··-·-.. - _.i. 
I NOBBYINN I 
I I I . I 
I I 
I I 
I I I -, I 
-I I 
I At the Big Idaho Sign I - I I 50! So. Main Moscow, Idaho I 
I I 
·~··~o••·o._.c~.._.c..-..~.._.t,.._,t~.._.t~•:• 



. f:--Smok~ my ~\~esterfie\d~ 
they're M\\der ... much M\\der" 

~~ 
" .. :THAT'S RIGHT. CHESiERFIEtOS ARE MilDER. I know 

that for o !oct, because raising tobacco is my business, and 

Chesterfield buys the best mild, ripe tobacco I grow. Seside 

thot, Chesterfield has been my steady smoke for 11 years." 
PROMINENi iOSACCO FARMER 

WYLLIESBURG, VA. 
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