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DR. OUTLAW 

Therapeutic. Jnughtt'l' is a l'Cln edy that plea ses. 
Laughter is a healt•J· of humanit~· 's diseases . 
J..Jaug:hte1·, born of melTilllC11t <111<..1 mirtl1-pt·ovoki11g \Ylwezes, 

Steps ns up and peps ns np 
As through this life w e tnHlge. 

\Yonld yon spm·n your liniment m· lenitive or lotion ·? 
\Vonld you smash the hottle with your evi l-tastiug· }JOtion '? 
\Vould yon <Jnaff a. tonic lik e a voyage on the or ean '? 

\Vhat yon lnck is in tlw pack 
Of good old Doctor Outlaw~ 

Dr·. Outl<n,·, th e kindly, is no sm·geon o1· trepanne1·. 
D1·. Out law, th e h ealer, is a ve 1·y subtle planner. 
Dr. Outla1Y, the merry, has a magic Bedside :Manner

One that takes a gToneh and mHkes 
Him_ happy, hal e and \\' hole. 

Dr. Outlaw's medicine all dolefulness disperses . 
. Joyous jokes and paragraphs m·e Dr. Outlaw 's nurses. 
Di·. Outhw 's jollit~·, f1·ivolit~r and verses 

Heal the sick and clonble quick 
Resto1·e the saddened sonl ! 

Dr. Outlaw's t1·0atments aren't only for the ailing, 
People IYho are happy, and who find life easy sailing, 
Dr. Out]a\v 's visits with hilarity are hailing, 

For the Doc is quick to block 
A growing grouch or grudge. 

'l1 hough you a1·e a p erson IYith no secret inhibition, 
l\fentally and othenvise in excellent condition, 
Tl10ugh yon have the lightest and the brightest disposition

To be sure it will endure 
Secure old Dr. Outla1,r. 

Missouri Outlaw, 
Columbia, Mo.: 

Dear D octor Outla w: 

1 want to be sunny, I wa n t t o be g ay, I wan t 
t o stay funn y and m erry a ll day. So, magic con
cocter nf laughter and jes t, I m a ke yo u my doc
tnr-come o n , d o yo ur best! 

0 10 Regular visits (1 year) ... ........ ......... .... $1.50 
0 20 Regular visits (2 years) ...................... 2.75 

0 30 Special visits (3 years) ......... ........... .... 4.00 

N an1e ....................... .... ..... ... ..... ... ........ ..... .................... ....... . . 

. -'\ d dress .... ---······-···-···- ······ ·· ······ ·--··········-··-··-··--·-·············· ···- -

City __ __ ____ ____ ____ .................... ... ............... State. ___ ....... .. ........ . 
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ADVERTISING 

INDEX 

Please use this Index as 
your guide when doing your 
shopping. Our advertisers not 
only appreciate the importance 
of the student body as a con
sumer, but are also broad 
enough in vision to appreciate 
their problems and needs. 
Their sense of humor should 
guarantee them your favorable 
regard and assure you that 
they are just the type that 
college students enjoy dealing 
with. 
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The past school year has been a very successful one for the 

Missouri Outlaw. The circulation has increased about forty per 

cent over last year. There must be a reason for this tremen

dous growth among the student body. The entire circulation 

comes through news stand sales, the only sure thermometer 

of any publication· s popularity. Considering the relative figures 

and bearing in mind the actual ~overage of each copy pur

chased by a student (the estimate is that at least four people 

read any single copy of the Missouri Outlaw,) we believe that 

our coverage and reader interest to the students in .Columbia is 

greater than any other publication now in existence. These facts 

should be considered when getting a message or idea across to 

the student body is desired. 
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MAY WE SUGGEST: 

This i~ ·a ~?od idea-so read 

it thoroughly-and do not for

. get it. 

just before you leave Mis

souri for the summer vacation 

come down and buy a sup

ply of the latest records-hot 

tunes-and catchy melodies. 

Be sure you get enough to last 

till next fall. 

TAYLOR MUSIC AND 
FURNITURE CO~ 

IT'S THE HA:"\C 

CF THE TROUSERS 

THAT MATTERS 

THAT'S why you always wear sus~ 
. penders at the ~~prolll~' and at other 

il!lportant ~~dates" on your social 

calendar. 

But correct appearance is as import

ant in the classroom as in the ball

room, ~n the campus as at the 

banquet table. Every suit deserves a 

pair of Pioneer Suspenders to assure 

the proper bang of the trousers. 

PIONEER SUSPENDERS • PIONEER BELTS 
BRIGHTON GARTERS 

''I hear the dean of \VOmen is going to tl·y to stop 
necking.'' 

'·I should think she would, a wotunn of h.er age.'' 
-Brown Bull. 

'' I say, old ft·uit, old bean,'' said the Englishrnan 
on eating codfish cakes for the fil·st tjme, ''something 
has died in my biscuit.' '-Ghost . 

Wife (to returning husband at seaside resort: 
'' Oh, darling, I'm so glad you've come. We heard 
that some idiot had fallen over the cliff and I felt 
sure it was you!' '-Lampoon. 

"Let's have some ginger ale." 
"Pale?" 
''No, just a glass will do. "-Drexel Drexerd·. 

There's the Scotchman who signs all telegrams he 
sends his girl Xerxes. In that way he gets in two 
kisses without paying for them.-Life. 

So we named the baby ''Weather strip'' because 
he kept father out of the draft during the war.
Penn State Froth. 

WISE 
Our idea of a lazy collegiate is one who pretends 

he's drunk so his fraternity brothers will put him 
to bed.-Desert Wolf. 

"Where are you going, Sam?" 
"I's leavin' town, ~Ir. Jawn. Just received a 

unanimous letter from dem Ku Kluckers. '' 
''You mean an anonymous letter, don't you~'' 
'' N a vv, sur. I mean unanimous. De Klan tole me 

to leave. I says I 's goin '. So dat make it unani
mous.-West Point Pointer. 

And then there's the one abont the old maid who 
looked under her bed and then jumped beneath it. 
-Ranger. 

Auto-"Love-making is the same as it always 
,,·as.'' 

1\:fatic-' 'How can you tell?'' 
Auto-" I've just read of a Greek maiden who sat 

and listened to a lyre all night. ''-Sun Dial. 

And then there is the sad plight of the deaf and 
dumb man who fell over a cliff, caught his pants on 
a projecting tree and wore . two fingers to nubs call
ing for help.-Beanpot. 
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THE OLD MAN 

WISHES YOU 

FAREWELL 
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Scotchman Again 
The dinner party "·as over·. The men had all eaten 

heartily and expensively. In the ·corner of the table 
the lone Scotchman strove to make himself incon
spicuous when the check arl'ived. Suddenly to every
one's complete surprise, he spoke np, ''~Just leave 
that check for me. I '11 take care of it.'' They 
obeyed. 

Item in the next morning's newspaper: 
SCOTCHMAN :MURDERS 

VENTRILOQUIST 
C.C.N.Y. :Mercury. 

''The college boy ·who came in without paying will 
leave at once or I shall call a policeman,'' came the 
determined voice of an usher out of the darkness of 
a cro,vded movie theatl·e. In the general rush for 
the door whieh foJlowed the usher was smashed flat
tel' than a manhole cover.·-Ollapod. 

''I '11 have you knm,·-hic-hic-that I'm part of 
the Standard Oil Company." 

"And 'What part arc you?" 
''I-Iic-one of the tanks.' '-Scream. 

<0- ~· -) 

Then there was the Scotchman ·who learned short· 
hand so he wouldn't ha·vc to spend so much for ink. 
-Cracker. 

Hotel Gue::;t-'' 'Vho 's there?'' 
Voice Outside-" A message from a friend in an

other room, sir.'' 
· Hotel Guest-'' Well, put it under the door.'' 

Yoice-"Can't do it, sir. I'd spill it." 
-Texas Ranger. 

If party dresses become any more abbreviated, 
s'orority pins will have to be worn in the form of 
stickers.-Cla"·· 

''You wield your brush like a master,'' said the 
critic. Then he frowned thoughtfully. ''Still, though, 
I'd advise you to take a little more pains along the 
curbstones; the mayor is getting awfully particular. 
-Brown Jug. 

Judge: Do you plead guilty? 
Defendant: Yes. 
Judge: Please answer the court correctly. Yes 

what? 
Defendant: Yes, you damned old monkey. 

-Pelican. 

"Hey, Percy, you took the wrong medicine-you 
drank the horse liniment l '' 

'' Oh, deah me, what an asf.i I am.' '-Jester. 

Standing: I've never necked, smoked, drank, or 
eut a class since I've been in college. 

Leaning: I wish I could say that. 
Sitting: Why don't you?- He did. 

-The Wampus. 

tt Are you v1ise to a good thing, 
Mabel?'' 

~tSure, I've been around. I prefer 
a Life Saver to anything else." 

~eoh, I see., you always reach for a 
Life Saver instead of a fleet." 

CALL OF THE WILD 

That means just one 

thing 

RECREATION 

You do not have to wait 

till vacation for the 

RECREATION PARLOR 
Is Ready to Serve You 

Sodas --Smokes - Pool - Billiards 
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Vol. ·vi. 

Tragedy 
The hitherto noisy Cl'owd was 

held in breath-tal{ing silcnee. Hm·e 
and there excited "'rhi:;;pers wm·e 
heard and at timrs muffled 
screams broke thn stillness. But 
down below the huge figure grirn
ly held his gun in readiness and as 
he pulled the trigger, foul' Agur·t~s 
lurched fonvarcl. 'rh<' big race 
was on. 

We eall her 'rommy-she 's so 
catty. 

''There's many a slip,'' said the 
thief as he hid in the eo-eel's ward
robe. 

. Ned: \Vhat made Gilda Gray so 
angry. . 

Ted: That artist wanted het· to 
pose for a study of still life. 

Aunt: Who was that gentleman 
I sa'v yon with ]ast night.~ 

May: That wasn't a gentleman, 
that was a college man. · 

Bill: Let's go for a joy ride. 
Jim: Aw, there's no fun in that. 

Did you ever notice that ·wall
flowers are never very ornamen
tal 6? 

N eel: I'm going to get married. 
Ted: No kidding~ 
Ned: I don't thjnk so. 

JUNH, l~J~D 

Well, Well! 
''And JH1·s. Gabby, what did 

you think of the Mouline Rouge?" 
'' Oh, my dear, it was simply 

wondel'fnl! So mneh better than 
American rouge. And the people 
at l\.fouline were so friendly ! '' 

Dine1·: Waiter, there ~s a hair in 
tlH~ soup. 

Waiter: Yes, sir, that 'R placed 
1.lwre on pnrpo~e. Tt 's just one of 
thm-;c little tonchcs that make this 
hotc·l appear homelike. 

Hi: Did the ::-~he riff make a hit 
at the th ca.tre ~ 

Si: Y cs, he stopped the show. 

Bdle: My face is my fortune. 
Nelle: I 'in glad I'm not one of 

yonr .heir·s. 

8he: J feel terrible-like com
mittin~£?; suicide. 

He: Vl ell, why don't you hang 
~·onr·self-around my neck ~ 

No.lO 

The Perfect Smoker 
'rlnoat protection by Lucky 

Btrike. 
Cool month by Spucl. 
I11<Iividuality (a. whale of a dif-

ference) by Fatima. 
Nonchalantness hv Murad. 
Mildness by Che~tm·:fielcl. 
Cough insurance by Old Gold. 

l~lapper: l\1other, dear, may I 
go to swim? 

:Mother: No. 'rhe last time you 
went yon fell in a11d got your new 
bathing suit all wet. 

vVi:fie: I 'm going to give you a 
pieee of my mind. 

Hubby: Just a small helping, 
please. 

Whiz: I'm going to blot out my 
past. 

Bang: All 1·ight, but blots don't 
look very pretty. 

+ <Oo + 

Criss: I'm going to organize a 
deep sea diving company. 

Cross: Well, first you'll need a 
big sinking fund. 

A bel: Why can't you decide 
what colored clothes to vvear to 
the reception? 

l\fabel: Oh, I have so many com
binations. 

Jerry: Why is Joe King always 
smiling 7 

Harvey: Well, he's always Joe 
King. 
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A SPLENDID OUTING 
So you are planning on a sum

lner vacation, arc you ~ Sure, I 
know all about getting ont under 
be·autiful blue skic~ and just loaf
ing· ,with a fishing rod in one hand 
and a book in the other. Yeah, 
and boating on mirror lakes with 
cool breezes bringing the strains 
of sweet music. But, say, did I 
ever tell yon about that trip I took 
last summer ? fierc, have a cigar, 
and I '11 give you the facts. May
be you '11 change your mind about 
Lake Tachikomi. 

\Vell, it "·as about this time of 
year when the big boss told me I 
could rest up from my labors for 
a couple of ·week~ and just enjoy 
myself. I though ''Hot pup! 1\:Ie 
for the couch on the front porch. 
And maybe ·a little gardening in 
the evening.'' I had it all planned 
out, but the best plans go astray. 
I hurried home to pop the good 
news to Clara. Who is Clara 1 
What, don't you read the papers 1 
Didn't you see in the Brunswick 
Gazette 1vhere ''Joe Spivis, Em
ployee of Dobson Paper l\1ills, 
vVeds Clara Gillingwater in Color
ful Ceremony'' 1 I'm still paying 
for that "colorful ceremony," but 
she just had to have it and 1vho 
am I to oppose the ambitions of a 
mother-in-law1 So I came running 
in and bleated about getting a 
two weeks' vacation. 

"Oh, how grand!" trilled the 
helpmate. ''And ·where will we 
go?" 

''Go ! What do you mean, go?'' 
I returned with amazement 
springing from. every syllable. 

''Why, say, listen here, Dumb
ness. You know what I mean. If 
you think I'm going to stay 
cooped up in this wreck of a house 
and slave over a hot stove again 
all summer, you're crazy. If 
you've got a vacation, \Ve are go
ing· somewhere. Do you hear?'' 

''Yes, my dear, but calm your
self,'' I quavered, getting ready to 
crawl under the stove. ''But 
how? I mean walking in the heat 
of the sun is very disagreeable. I 
mean where do you expect us to 
go and how? 

"Why, we can get a car, can't 
we? They still sell them.'' 

'' Oh, do they? Well that set
tles it." 

''What settles what~ What are 
you talking about, anyway?" 

''Why, if they still sell cars, we 
can't have any, b ecause the com
mon unit of exchange is money 
which 1ve haven't got too much of. 
Do you follow me ?'' 

''I understand perfectly. Yout· 
explanations arc so clear. Yon 
have such a 1vonderful control of 
words. Ho-vv many lessons did you 
take before they stopped laugh· 
ing ? What a bout your insm·ance ? 
Can't you horTO\Y on it? And \vhat 
have von been "·orkinQ: all these 
y ears ·for-chari(y ? '' L 

Clara can get really sareastic 
when she wants to. [ answered 
1·ightup, though, and remarked to 
the effect that we had been eating 
pretty regular fo1· the past year 
in spite of her hiscuits and that 
all those furs and hats hadn '1 
come from the Ralvation Army, 
either. But ·why argue \\·ith a 
woman~ She deeicled that we go 
and a spell of raving and a touch 
of hysterics convinced me. So the 
next day I rounded up all the fold
ers, bulletins, pamphlets and what 
not for the planning of the forth. 
coming trip, and as an added at
traction searched the want ad col
umns of the Gazette for a used 
car. I found an ad saying that an 
Isaac Whiffelbcrry was leaving 
immediately on an extended tour 
of Siberia and had to sell his al
most new Ghostly Four at a sacri· 
fice. Clara immediately dispatched 
me to l\1r. Whi:ffelberry 's resi
dence to look at his almost new 
Ghostly. Well, either Isaac loved 
his car verv much or either he was 
very insin~ere, because when that 
Ghostly Four 1\ras almost new, a 
ford still meant a shallow place in 
a stream. The condescending 
Isaac displayed the pride of his 
heart and almost wept at having 
to part with it. \Vhen he started 
the motor, people began running 
for shelter and a nearby police
man cleared the street, thinking 
that the fire truck was on the way. 
However, Isaac agreed to sell his 
dear little pushmobile for the 
nominal sum of $200. I shelled 
out the coin, not knowing any 
more about a motor than my un
cle who owns a Ford. Oh, yes, I 
knew how to drive; I used to play 
escort for a laundry truck when I 
\Vas young. You know the day 
after I brought that buggy home 
from \Vhiffleberry 's we noticed 

another ad saying that this same 
man was leaving on an extended 
tour of Afghanistan and had to 
~a'll his almost new Plunkct Broth
ers Six at a sacrifice. Depend on 
Joe Spivis getting gypped at ev
ery turn. 

\Ve began to study folders. One 
would tell of the ·wonders of Bush
in-the-Face Lake, another related 
the beauties of Porto Porto Na· 
tiona] Forest, and Logo-on-Bogo 
l.Jodge. Clara came to one "'·hieh 
attracted her for no reason at all 
except that maybe she heard me 
sav that I hated these 1nonntaiu 
lake resorts. Let me read yon the 
wonders of Lake \Vampumgasett. 
I keep this folder as a memorial to 
a great mistake. "Come to beau
tiful Lake Wampumgasett. Enjoy 
the fishing, canoeing, and social 
life at W ampumg<=tsett Lodge and 
Cabins. Take mountain walks ev
ery day. Inhale the fresh moun
tain air. Yon will be inspired by 
the wonders of l\1other Nature. 
Truly a splendid outing for the 
tired business man.'' Nothing 
would do but we go to Wampum
gasett Lake. Oh, certainly we 
had to take her mother along. 
That's part of marriage. We were 
to struggle out of here Monday 
and we made our decision Friday. 
rrhe paeking went on at a great 
rate. My golf clubs were the :fi.rst 
things to be eliminated. Only a 
prayer saved my fishing rod, and 
the rest of the room in the car 
vvas taken up by hat boxes, suit
cases or what else have you v,rhen 
a lady travels? 

We ·were all set to shove off 
Sunday night and a very cloudy 
Monday morning saw my over
seers piling in and myself clash
ing around finishing up the minor 
details such as watering the 
Ghostly Four and looking at her 
spark plugs and oil like my uncle 
told me always to do before start
ing on a trip. I \vas just about to 
step on the starter when l\1a Gill
ingwater rememhered that she 
had left her smelling salts on the 
parlor table and would I please 
get them. After awhile we took 
off with a roar and other noises. 
Our destination ·was an even hun
dred miles from Brunswick and 
we had to pass through Berryvale 
which place marked the end o1 
good roads, according to the 
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neighbor::-;, 1vhilr' the foldrr stnted 
that there were surfaced 1·onds 
1·igh t up to the dorw of the 1 odgc 
and no extra charg,·e. Our trip to 
Be1Tyvale was uneventful except 
for a couple of :Aat tires, but from 
the1·e. it was a terrible nightmare. 
'Th e already mncldy roads we1·e 
made worse by a steaoy . down
pom·. .M a Gillingwatrr lnts just 
r er.iting the story of her operation 
ag;aiu when a small hody of water 
loomed up ahead of ns. Shifting 
into seeond we· entered it like 
bravo rxplorers. But my (lear 
Ghostly Four, not being an ex
ploring variety, gave a few start
led. eoug·lu; and lwfo1·c she came 
out of he1· spasm !liPd the death of 
H nohlr~ creature. Aided by lvisc
cJ·acks from the 1·ear seat, I 
hopped out to my kn('es in water 
and p1·ohecl thr vital:;; of 1ny pride 
and joy. Imagine my cJnbarrnss
mrnt wl1en l found that vvate1· had 
splashed up and put out my 
Ghostly's fire . But this is only 
making yon tired, (J('orgc; have 
another cignr, and I '11 tell you a 
Jittle a bout om· arrival nt Wam
pnmgasett. 

We did come dragging in at 
long last, spiritual as .well as phy
sical wrecks. It is suffieie11t to 
say that a farmer hauled us out of 
the mire and after mueh coaxing 
Ghostly's heart began to heat 
again. "\\T rll, the lodge was a 
r;ough wooden affair smTounded 
1y cabins. I walked up to the door 
as nonchalantly as possible, wish
ing for a JVIm·ad all the time, and 
walked in. The scene that arrest
ed my attention reminded me of 
the oid eross roads gr·ocrry store. 
There with feet propped up 
against a r·usted stove sat several 
bewhiskered gents. T1vo vvere 
smoking corncob pipes and others 
chewed plug-cut and took target 
practice at the stove door. From 
what I could gatl1er before they 
noticed my entrance, they ·were 
discussing the election campaign 
of 1876. All turned to stare at me 
eventually and one, who was ap
parently the prop1·ietor, asked me 
1vhat I wanted and if I was old 
J-ake Epingham 's son who ran off 
to the city. I assured him that I 
was no relative of old J·nkc Eping
ham and merely v:anted to rent a 
cabin for two weeks. He seemed 
to think it 1vas too early for vaca
tionists but led the way to the 
cabins. Mother-in-law herself 

clwse a cabin and her daughter 
chose another. I said nothing, as 
usual. 

My first great disappointment 
afte1· arr·iving the1·e was to find 
thai my :fhhing tackle had been 
left at home. -Clara remembered 
tl1ai she had thrown some old 
string and hooks out just before 
we lt'ft. Major disappointment 
number two was the inces,,;ant 
rain. rrhe inhabitants said it wa~ 
unusu:1L bnt ·yon know, George, 
ev(~l" .Y place h cu; two climates, the 
usual and the nlllllma1. l nl ways 
Jllilllagc to get there when it's un
usnal. No beantifnl skies; the one 
hoat there leaked; the social life 
was a :Adcllr and harmonica Ol'

ehes1nl witl1 n smn ll har11 dance; 
the molmtains wel'e nll rocky and 
rnoth-eaten and the time I triecl to 
climb one I g·ot into a patch of 
poison-ivy; the only thing Mother 
Natm·p inspired in me was the de
sire to I~Tite a poem on mud; and 
a:s fo1· it bring a "splendid outing 

for a tired business man,'' if wait
ing on two women and bailing wa
trr out of a leaky canoe is a splen
did outing for a tired business 
man, bring- me the business! Out
side of all- that, it 1vas a pleasant 
vacation, especially the time to 
leave. After paying enough money 
to hny out the king of Spain, for 
cverythin g, " ·e left uever to return 
if I have anything to say about it. 
1 would like to :find out, though, 
just IYhat impression the results 
of the election of 1876 made on 
those four gentlemrn around the 
stove. 

Of course, 1vhen we arrived 
home r found out what exception
allv fine weather had prevailed in 
my a.bsencc. And say, George, you 
know what was in this morning's 
pape1·? An ad saying that Isaae 
WhifflcbelTY is leaving on an ex
tended tour of Tibet and must sell 
hi:;; almost new Gordon Eight at a 
sacrifice. 

THE RAVINGS OF A PROSPECTIVE TOURIST AFTER STUDYING 

THE FREE L·ITERATURE 

\\Tcstward Ho! rro beautiful Evergreen playgromH.ls. Take the 
S. S. Blotto to the mystic lands of nowhere over seas of Azure canyons 
to interesting J ndian viJlnges. See the wonders· of Camp Whipen
hatchet as you sit upon the decks after a strenuous game of shuffle
board on real W estm·n cow ponies. Brrathe the fresh mountain air as 
you pass th1·oug·h the streets of Venice, that ancient stronghold of 
clesm·t brigands. 

Ocean breezes assure cool days and restful nights as you danee to 
an Arnerican jazz band playing the weird strains of the Voodoo snake 
eharmers. One hundred and fifty rooms with bath, European plan 
throughout. When the boat lands, play and rela.x at picturesque 
Rancho Mio ncar Desert Rest, New Mexico, ~ovhile the sound of the 
waves waft you to dreamland with full protection against mosrtuitocs 
and other insects. Alluring scenery, all outside staterooms 1vith 3000 
acres of pine clad hills, and big ganie hunting. Fishing· in roaring 
1nountain streams for a quiet, cozy little house by the sea. Positively 
fireproof throughout and made famous by poets whose names are 
known around the world. Visit the romantic cities of Old Spain with 
the uniformed representative of the travelers check concern selling 
real souvenirs from classic Hollywood. Find that matchless scenery 
only provided by Maine forests and California moving picture studios. 
Weird and spectacular are the ceremonies of the Pueblo Indians on 
the all~expense tours through wonderful South Africa. Recreation, 
rest, scenic grandeur, business opportunity·-all are fo1i.nd on these 
combination rail-auto trips around the · vvorld as the gigantic turbines 
beat a silent rhythm pushing the great liner through a :flawless sea. 
You miss the chance of a lifetime if you do not take one of these all
expense vacations this summer. 
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THE OLD MAN SAYS 
That he neglected to publish 

the contest winners last issue. This 
was not clone for effect but be
cause he simply forgot. Yes-he 
does forget sometimes. But been· 
vvith him and all vvill be well. 
Stand by ·while the 1v-inners are 
announced. V oerge Yeager and 
Hertha Beck are awarded two 
bucks apiece for their handiwork. 
Sorry to relate there were no 
punsters or artists among those re
ceiving cash money. What's the 
trouble? Doesn't g·ood American 
coin look like it used to? Time 
was when a nickle aroused your 
childish greed. Perhaps you have 
grown to be a man and think like 
a man, in terms of wooden checks 
for amounts not under a dollar. 

The Call o' the Wild Number 
brought forth a few brave con
tributors, who \Yere willing to 
trust their literary efforts to the 
Old lVIan for his judgment. So 
Hertha Beck receives t"·o iron 
men for the best short story in ad
dition to a special award for the 
best short story of the year. Mr. 
Yeager again scores for the best 
humorous article and has a brace 
of bucks to spend. Braxton Pol
lard ran away with both prizes for 
the best drawings and now has a 

:Mother: Another wreck ! You 
are driving me crazy ! 

Flapper: Don't worry, ma; I've 
had my driver's license taken 
away from me. 

Some Shooting 
I have shot big game in Africa 

and Australia and have brought 
down Polar bears on the ice-floes 
of the Arctic Ocean. 

I have shot grouse on the Scot
tish moors and prairie chickens on 
the western plains. 

As a boy I could bring down a 
squirrel from the highest tree and 
woe unto the chicken-ha,vk that 
ventured near our farm. 

I have shot everything from 
clay pigeons at the Olympic games 
to the White Horse Rapids. 

Incidentally, I have shot my 
bank account all to pieces and 
since I have alwavs been .a 
straight shooter the1:~ seems no 
way for me to stage a comeback. 

I THINK I'LL SHOOT MY
SELF. 

two-dollar bill to pay his last 
month's account at Dorn-Clon
ey 's. No jokesters appea.red so 
those dollars are safe in the cof
fers of the Old l\Tan. He is going 
out on a jag with the money. 

By the bye, those of you who 
have enjoyed your acquaintance 
with the Old Man Missouri Out
law are urged to send your sum
mer addresses to him so that he 
may keep you in touch with his 
plans during the summer months. 
Next year promises to be better in 
every -vvay. We need new writ
ers and artists, especially the lat
ter. If any of you are hiding your 
light under a bushel, kindly do a 
front and center 1narch so the Old 
l\ian may get you under his ·wing. 
It pays BIG :MONEY, as the trick 
ads read. 

When you return to your home 
town for ''keeps'', remember this, 
the :Missouri Outlaw will be sold 
at the newsstands of every town 
in the State of Missouri, starting 
next fall. So do not puzzle your 
head about how you can purchase 
it next year if you do not return 
to school. Merely mount your bi
eycle and pedal down to your 
nearest newsstand. There it is, 
only ten cents, one thin dime. 

Limericks 
There "·as a young man, St. 

Pierre, 
He ·was even afraid of beer; 

Then the country went dry, 
Now you should see that guy, 

Bootleg hootch brings him no 
fear. 

Jim: Are the mosquitos bad 
around here? 

Tom: ~Tho ever heard of a mos
ttuita having any morals? 

Cop: Why didn't you stop when 
you knew your brakes weren't 
working properly? 

Jones: Gee, officer, I couldn't. 

Father: Young man, you don't 
knov.· on ,,·hich side your bread is 
buttered. 

Son: Well, dad, it's no trouble 
to turn it over. 

l\Iayme: We '11 live on cheese 
and kisses. 

Ralph: All right, but I'll pick 
the dealers. 

Stonehatchet: Jimmy Caveman 
boasts that he has a finer home 
than anyone else. 

Flintaxe: A \V, that's all bluff. 

Diner: There is a fly in my 
soup. 

Waiter: So you're another one 
of these vegetarians, eh ~ 

Overheard at a Baseball Game 
Prefatory Note: It is a well 

known fact that one of the main 
features of any American baseball 
game is the ceaseless flow of com
ment that passes between enthu
siastic fans. In fact, no loyal sup
porter will even attend a game un
til he has availed himself of sev
eral voluble phrases of repartee. 
The follmving will illustrate: 

"Yeah, is zat so7" 
"Yeah?" 
"Where do you rake that 

stuff1 '' 
"So's your Aunt Hilda!" 
"Iszatso!" 
11 Aw, why don't you go raise 

ducks~'' 
1 1 Are you trying to--· ? " 
"A,v,_ give yourself up!" 
' ' Is za t so ? ' ' 



,June, 1929 1\HSSOURI OU'rLA \V-Cnl1 of the Wild Number 

Letters as Are Letters 
Note to Editor: It should be dis

tinctly understood that the follow
ing communication is not to be 
J'ead by any uncle1·classmen, as its 
contents would be sure to have a 
demoralizing effect npon such im
mature minds. 

Introductory Note: Investiga
tion into the causes for the ~mi
cide of a freshman at a prominent 
Eastern university revealed a let
ter which authorities consider a 
vital link in the circumstances at
tending his death. 'J1he letter was 
addressed to a certain young lady. 
It reads: 
Cambridge, Mass., lVf<-ll'Ch 9, 1927. 
Flesh of My Life: 

Having long and vainly awaited 
a single sign of acknowledgment 
which would quiet the hectic emo
tions that you have raised in my 
breast, I now avail myself for the 
last time of the privilege to com
municate to you that my whole 
fate on this earth is inextricablv 
linked with your answer. Y 01;r 
simple friendship will not suffice. 
I must have your undying love 
and affection, as you already have 
mine. In short, clearest, your ac
ceptance will fill me with ecstatic 
gratitude, and vvill kindle into 
flame that which has long since 
been smouldering in hymeneal an
ticipation. 

The following terse reply fur
nishes the entire clue: 

My dear---: 
It is my earnest wish that you 

understand exactly how badly I 
feel after reading your letter. l\fy 
friends admired your free, easy 
style. Personally~ I think that it 
sounds like hell ! 

..:. + + 

John: I'm not half good enough 
for you. 

Mary: Why, John, you talk just 
like one of my own family. 

Helen: Quick! Quick! Some one 
is coming! Kiss me and leave me ! 

John: No, if I kiss you I know 
I won't leave. 

Jones : I'm going to start in the 
sausage business. 

Brown: You haven't the guts 
to do it. 

'rhe following· data was ob
tained in the interest of science by 
a reporter who hid himself be
neath the window of a ladies' 
dressing room. The reporter, in
cidentally, narrowly escaped de
tection by the night watchman 
who had been peeking throug·h the 
slightly opened door on the north 
side of the building. rrhe sum and 
substance of it: 

· Flo: "Is he rich~" 
Flossie: ''Is he ! '' 
Plo : ''Is he tall~'' 
fl1lossie : ''Is he ! '' 
Flo: ''Can he dance?'' 
Flossie: ''Can he!'' 
Flo : ''Can he hold it?'' 
Flossie: ''Can he!'' 
Flo : ''Does he--?" 
Plossie: ''I should say not ! '' 
Flo: "Shucks!" 

Mayor: How do \Ve know you 
rode naked through the streets? 

Lady Godiva: I have several 
witnesses who are prepared to 
swear they saw me. 

Wife: I'm going to give you a 
piece of my mind. 

Hubby: Let me pick the piece; 
I want something. that matches 
mine. 

Jim: Why don't you like the 
Dance of the Seven Veils 1 

Zim : It takes too long to get 
the preliminaries over. 

Mother: Bobby, pick up all 
those papers off the floor. 

Bobby: Aw, gee1 ma, why must 
I be the goat? 

Chloe : Don't I I ook good 
enough to eat? 

James: Yes, but I want to see 
·what else there is on the menu. 

Author: Are you going to write 
the theme song for my play? 

Composer: I intended to but I 
cnn 't find any theme. 

Diner: 'J.1here 's a hair in the 
butter. 

Waiter: That's to prove to you 
that this is really cow's butter. 

Criss: What's the matter? Yon 
look all cut up. 

Cross: ·Mayme just looked dag-
g;ers at me. 

\Vhiz: What did you yell when 
you sa"· the hula dancers~ 

Bang: Hip ! Hip ! Hurrah! 

Criss: He's crazy about that o1d 
ttivver. 

Cross: Yes, he's a regular 1\~Iocl-
el T hound. · 

<- -:. <· 
Whiz: Why didn't you enjoy 

Lady Godiva's ride down Fifth 
Avenue~ 

Bang: Oh, gosh, I couldn't see 
her for confetti and ticker tape. 
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'' I~ong distance, .roan-hurry!'' 
'' Ooooh-who t1 'you s 'pose it 

is 1 (~oming. '' 
Kimona trailing, powder puff 

in hand, hurried steps to the 
phone booth. A few minutes and 
Joan ·whirled down the hall back 
to her room, flung herself on the 
bed and curled into one of those 

. positions which only slim girls 
seem to be able to manage. 

'':Marge, it was Harold. He's 
coming clo\vn for I-Iomecoming. 
Ivlmmm, I don't know whether Ol' 

not to be glad.'' 
''Which one of your collection 

is he~'' asked :Marge impudently, 
as she glanced about Joan's 
' ' Rogue's Gallery'' of men strewn 
temperamentally about the room. 

'' 'fhere he is!'' Yon saw soft 
brown eyes, a mustache which 
grew somewhat whimsically above 
a straight, determined mouth, but 
you also suspected a sensitive na
ture. ''He graduated from Mil
ton two years ago; that's -vvhy he's 
coming down for Homecoming 
'cause ·we'll be playing them. He's 
in his Dad's place no-vv, the larg
est department store in Ivianor. 
He's a precious dancer, is a Kap
pa Phi, and I could have his pin if 
I went .about it the right way." 

''No doubt. '' This, ruefully, 
from the roommate. 

You see, Joan \Vas five foot two, 
gold and rose and blue, hugable 
and kissable, and well-practiced in 
both. She had the kind of a figure 
you see standing in front of long, 
smart machines in Vogue Maga
zine, and features wholly bewitch
ing. You know 1vhat I mean; 
yotl. 've imagined her as the hero
ine of your favorite stories; here 
she is in this one. 

During rush week she had been 
admired to her heart's content. 
Two \veeks later f1ad found her es
tablished at the Alpha Mu Theta 
house; a sorority recognized for 
having the most attractive girls 
and parties on the campus. 

Joan paid no attention to 
]\farge's remark; in fact, from her 
expression it appeared that she 
was already planning ''how to go 
about" acquiring Harold's pin in 
case she would want it. She sin
cerely liked him, but liked the ef
fect she would be able to create 
with his pin better. 

PINS PRICK 
''Joan, your date 's here, '' a 

dutiful pledge announced. 
''Good gosh, and I'm not nearly 

dressed.'' Kimona off, slippet·s on, 
hair arranged, dress wriggled in
to, and shouts of ' ' \Vho 's got my 
coral choker 1 I don't mind peo
ple borro,ving things, but I DO 
wish they 'd return 'em. Now
whel·e 's my compact!'' Rush, hur
ry, whirlwind, and finally_._a pic
ture of elite smartness, and Joan 
was gone. 

Came Homecoming and the 
meeting of h ;ains; the rush for 
ever elusive cabs; luggage tossed 
carelessly about. Everyone shout
ing and laughing and not know
ing why. 

'' He1·e, go easy with that hag; 
got something scarce and valuable 
in that.'' :Much back-slapping a1Hl 
general air of \vhole-hearted ·wel
come. 

Alpha J\1u Theta had their par
ty the night before the game. 
Everyone was on most delighted 
terms with evervone else. Soft. 
lights, wailing, ·haunting music, 
tempting lips, girls of all types 
and beauty, tantalizing-all. 

A moon! A golden moon, near 
and large. Indian summer breeze3 
whispering thru autumn leaves. 
The strains of Alma. Mater, which 
ended every party, heard faintly. 
A man. A girl. 

''Harold, you know I mean it. 
Why should I say that I love you 
if I didn't 1 '' Two eyes, so blue 
and misty, red lips so soft and 
trembling; I-Iarold wanted to be-
lieve, so he did. · 

Joan danced up the stairs, 
whirled into her room, and stood 
before the mirror, proudly behold
ing the jewelled pin pinned over 
her heart so recently. She smiled 
impishly at her reflection, quite 
pleased with vvhat she saw. Then 
she went through her little expres
sions; alluring, pouting, wistful, 
angry, pleading, . all of them be
"·itching and carefully rehearsed. 

The girls were thrilled for her, 
asked innumerable questions, and 
then launched forth on their mvn 
conquests of the evening. 

"Who's that tall Kappa Tan, 
has brown eyes, and a one-sided 
smile ? He's a darling, and boy! 
wotta line. Hope he calls. Said 
he would, but then-" and Fran
ces shrugged her shoulders. 

''Who 'n the world ever invited 
that Brack's boy? He.'s a wreck, 
and grinned like a Cheshire cat all 
evening.'' 

"Don't think the Sigma Delt 's 
\Veren 't tight. Law!'' 

And so on, and so· on, until the 
first notes of a serenade burst in 
upon th e session. ' ' Lights out! 
Serenade, girls ; think it's the 
Kappa Taus.'' 

Men's low voices crooning soft 
melodies in harmony, the moon, 
and the stars above. Girls long
ing for lovers, others afraid and 
heavy of heart. Applause, more 
songs, and finally--quiet. Col
lege clays so filled with love, joy, 
and sorrow. 

One of the many sessions ''at 
the house ''. Sessions in room, on 
steps, in pantry, anywhere; the 
problems of sex, men, ''necking'', 
discussed for hours with deep 
thought, no one mueh the wiser 
afterwards. 

''I know· Bob's nice, but he's a 
Pi Rho. What will everybody 
think if they see me date him? 
Nope-no can do.'' And Joan 
quite carelessly dismissed all 
thought of Bob. '' Ooooh, there's 
a darling Kappa Nu in my soc: 
class. Tall, dark, distinguished 
looking; think his name is Ger
alds; he's precious ! '' 

'' H 'm, should think you would 
think he's cute. All the girls on 
the campus are trying to make 
him.'' Thus grunted one of the 
fair sisters from the bed. "He 
\vas golf champion last year, won 
the medal for distance swimming, 
and well-he's got IT in plural, 
and I don't mean p 'rhaps. '' 

A gleam came into Joan's eyes; 
one might almost think that she 
was preparing to set out on a trail 
but she wisely said nothing. 

Joan knew her men, her clothes, 
and her tactics well. Harold still 
though himself ''the only one,'' 
and trusted her. Joan would wear 
his pin when she thought it would 
give her "prestige", but if it h1. 
any way inconvenienced her, she, 
without any qualm of conscience, 
would leave it in her jewel box. 

Her sociology class was the next 
day, and Joan hurried in at the 
last moment appearing worried 
and confused. She had rehearsed 
the expression and found it quite 
effective. Also she knew that Neil 
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Geralds generally sat in the last 
row, that the class was quite full, 
and the only empty seats would 
be in the last row, so that she 
would need no excuse to take the 
chair next to him, there being no 
assigned places in the class. 

Some of you men who deem 
yourselves so wise, calculating, 
and sophisticated, you are but 
common puppets in the, hands of 
girls who know their art so well 
that they are not even aware of it. 
yes, be·ware, men ! rrhe trouble is 
that you eventually do learn, and 
then become cynical and distrust~ 
in g. It is simple to understand, 
of course, but why couldu 't it be 
that your sense of humor would 
save you from taking yourselves 
and the girls too seriously in the 
first place~ In that case, the girl 
would he properly kept within 
bounds and the man would not 
lose his self-respect. But then
of course there wonldn 't be as 
many stories. 

Joan having dressed with great 
care that morning was apparently 
paying no attention whatever to 
the person in the chair beside her. 
Instead, she sat very demurely 
taking down notes. One pretty 
leg crossed over the other, wisps 
of gold, tantalizingly escaping 
from beneath her hat, earnest ex
pression on her face. But the pro
fessor guessed rightly; she made 
too lovely a picture to be taking 
her lessons seriously. :Must be a 
Teason. He smiled inwardly be
cause he was human, and thought 
young, and-appreciated pretty 
girls. 

Neil Geralds really did take his 
notes seriously and wasn't in the 
least conscious of Joan. One 
looked at him, looked again, and 
was reminded of autumn leaves, 
sunburn, stTength, kindliness, and 
a very certain firmness. 

When class ended, Joan took 
eare to avoid Neil. Yes-the gil"! 
had technique; keep that up for a 
few days, Joan, .and the most 
sworn woman-hater ·would become 
piqued and begin by wanting to 
shake you only to end by holding 
you close. 

There were days when Joan ar
rived at class on time. Then she 
would sit quite a distance from 
Neil but at an angle convenient 
for him to see her. In fact, look
ing at the professor, he could not 
avoid seeing Joan. 

One day, when she had chosen 
to arrive late, her fountain-pen 
ran dry toward the end of the lec
ture. You smile, reader; so do I. 
Nevertheless there are no new tac
tics. It is how the old ones are 
used that counts. Joan was quite 
helpless, and asked N ci1 for a pen· 
cil in a most reserved manner. At 
the end of the lecture she returned 
the pencil and left before he knew 
that he had seen her. But he was 
a ware of being mysteriously im
pressed. 

And so, step by step, nearer the 
goal. Then one evening after the 
doors .. were closed and sessions 
were in full progress in the va
rious Tooms, the phone tingled. 
Every girl listened with half an 
ear to what was being said, and 
the other one and a half to the call 
of her name. 

''Joan :Mitchell! Jo--ann!'' 
'' Um? '' This, nonchalantly, 

when she knew she longed to fly 
clown the hall to the phone. 

''Telephone. Hurry yup! Been 
calling yon for the past half
hour.'' 

Joan stroll eel down the hall, dis
appeared into the booth, and a 
few tllinuted later reappeared, her 
cheeks flushed, her eyes shining, 
and smiling triumphantly. Marge, 
her roommate, continued her chat· 
ter on the awful scandal which 
surrounded the breaking of a 
pledge in a rival sorority. :Marge 
told it with evident relish. Joan 
thought she could hear hear the 
smacking of lips, and was becom
ing more irritated all the time be
cause Marge showed such slight 
interest in the phone call. 

"Now if it had been some nit. 
·wit,'' she reflected disgustedly, 
''she 'cl be sure to ask, but as it 
is--'' · 

"Say, Jo, who was the laddie?" 
Oh, so Marge hadn't forgotten
fine. 

'' Oh, that Geralds boy in my 
soc. class; wants a dinner-date 
Sunday.'' 

''Good gosh, Joan, no ! '' Marge 
almost choked on the chocolate 
she was munching. "How'd you 
rate it?" 

'' Oh! I don't see why you make 
such a fuss.'' Joan was beautiful
ly unconcerned and secretly de
lighted with the sensation she was 
creating. 

'' H 'm, can't kid me, Joan Mit
chell ! You're as thrille_d as a pea-

nut. Only I'll tell you one thing, 
better not play with him like you 
do with the rest. And this Harold 
boy, I like his face, too. He looks 
fine. I wouldn't want to be in 
your place after he finds out 
you're doing him dirty.'' 

'rhis came as a distinct shock 
to Joan. It had never impressed 
her that she \Vas treating anyone 
''dirty'' ; just had never occurred 
to her. Joan knew that she was 
lovely, but wasn't conceited; nor 
was she vain about the many con
quests she had made. It all ap
peared to her as the only natural 
thing. Life as yet had not set any 
stumbling block in her path, so 
she had no fear of what lay ahead. 

'ro Neil she was all that was 
feruinine, sweet, and trusting. 
Joan never gave him the impres
sion that she thought him a sort of 
college hero, always treated him 
with a eertain comradeship prop
erly seasoned with feminine help
lessness. Harold's pin lay forlorn 
and neglected in the b{)x many 
times these days. 

It -vvas the sort of night that 
makC'R one glad ''to he on the in
side looking out". There was a 
crackly, companionable fire in the 
grate at the Alpha l\fu house, 
flakes of snow clung to the win
dow pane, and couples sat every
where as is the custom on Sunday 
nights in a small town where the 
theatres and any other form of 
amusement are closed. 

Ne-il and Joan discreetly having 
arrived earlier than the rest, at 
once appropriated the ''love
nest'', a spot well named, for it 
\vas located in the sun-parlor, and 
distinctly made for but one cou
ple. 

Fm· once Joan found no use for 
her "line". Somehow, with Neil 
one virould feel small and cheap; 
he was too sincere, too fine. So 
they spoke of only impersonal top
ics which finally narrowed to per
sonal likes and dislikes. As the 
minutes wore on, Joan was filled 
with a gro-vving sense of excite
ment. Something queer was going 
on inside her; she longed to touch 
Neil, and yet-tingled with the 
thought of it. 

A silence fell between them, and 
then quite naturally, Neil placed 
his arm about Joan, drew her 
close, and pressed his _lips to hers. 
Not a word was said ; Joan felt as 

(Continued on next page) 
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shy as ·when she ha<l first b een 
kissed, and N c•il seemed quite con
t ent to just hold her close. 

Th en, hm·clly knowing that she 
:-mid it , hut m eaning it more than 
she cn•r had bef01·e, she ,,·hispered 
"I love you, Neil!'' 

And he, as if it had all been un
deJ·stood--" I love you, too, 
Joan.'' ,~ IJ 

'rhat night she went upstai1·s 
with a beautiful pin glraming on 
her d1·eRs. lYiarge was properly 
thr·il1ecl over the Kappa Nu set in 
pearls and rubies. 'rhe evenings 
at the dinner table the follm:ving 
week pleased Joan; it was an add
ed fulfil1ment of her dreams. The 
gil'ls would sing •' Kappa Nu 
Sweetheart'' before dessert was 
served, and everyone would look 
at hel' and smile. She was adding 
'' p1·estige'' to the chapter and wa 3 

therefore held in highest respect, 
although she reali.l':ed that she was 
envied . secretly; but that, too, 
pleased her. 

·''Joan, someone downstairs for 
yon,'' a pledge called respectful
ly. 

"Oh-so early? N eil said he'd 
be here about three; it 's only two
thirty. :Marge, be an angel, and 
get my gTeen satin out of the clos
l"t , h 'm?'' 

l\Iuch rushing around, po,vder 
dust settling, hair-pins behaving 
as if they'd been bathed in but
ter, an all-important strap break
ing, the search for pins, groans of 
"WHERE 'S that tan lace hanky ~ 
Do I look all right? Oh, his pin. 
He '11 kill me if I don't wear it, 
get that 'You-don 't-love-me-any
more ' expression on his face. He 
does pain me at times, but he's so 
cute-looking. Vvell, I 'm ready,'' 
and off Joan whirled. 

When she reached the top of the 
last turn in the stairs she stopped 
in amazement. There stood l-Iar
old! He didn't see her at once, so 
she had time to look him over. 
She's forgotten how really manly
looking he was. She "\Vas proud of 
him. But oh, s 'pose Neil were to 
come in now. She WAS in a 
mess! Why, oh why, did Harold 
have to surprise her ? 'Course she 
had written him that she was lone
some for him, but that was just 
because he'd asked her so often, 
and it had been lots simpler to 
ans"iYer that \Yay than to go into 

all the details and complicate mat
ters. 

At this point Harold saw her. 
''Joan-gee ! it 's good to see 
you. '' 'rhcn as she clime down 
the stPps h e sa1v a different pin 
wh ere h e had last seen his. Not 
such a pleasant experience-that! 

The glad l ook on his face 
changed to on e of pain and then 
stenmess. '' Joan, y ou never told 
me anything about this!'' 

:B.., or once in all her life, Joan 
didn't pose. She eonldn 't pose. 
Things had ch anged so suddenly 
that she -vvas shocked. She looked 
1·eally helpless but oddly enough 
it made no appeal to Harold. 

''vVhy this "? Why~why-why, 
Harold, it's nothing, 1·eally. I had 
to wear it. "'V'\7 ait--I '11 explain." 
Joan had never felt so ill at ease 
before, and she distinctl:y did n ot 
enjoy the f eeling. 

''Wait, Joan. N uthing to ex
plain. You need only answer a 
few questions. ·This man, whoever 
he is) let you wear his pin assum
ing that you love him, isn 't it so~'' 

"Well-yes, but--'' 
'' I see. You mean to say you 

didn't mean it ?" Harold was b e
ginning to understand. Somehow 
Joan "iYas taking the place of those 
frivolous girls h e'd heard of. She 
wasn't the girl he loved. 

"That's it, Harold," Joan spoke 
eagerly, too eagerly. Fate grimly 
sent Neil Geralds upon the scene. 

"Hello, honey. All ready?'' 
Then he saw Harold and stopped. 

Joan, in desperation, introduced 
the two men. Neither one offered 
to help her out for a few minutes. 

''Friend of yours from out of 
town ~ '' Neil said pleasantly. 

Haro]d smiled a smile void of 
humor but very full of sarcasm. 
"\Veil, rather, but I seem to have 
been living on vain dreams.'' 

Neil became curious. Joan felt 
as if she vvere drowning, and 
wished she were. The loss of her 
pose hurt desperately. 

"Harold thought he and I ii·ere 
engaged "ivhen he came down. '' 

Harold smiled patiently. "Yes, 
I thought so. You see, at the time 
I came down I was under the im
pression that I would be the 'long
lost-lover welcomed to aching, 
empty arms ' and all that sort of 
thing. Quite amusing now, be
cause, somehow, I don't see how I 
could have imagined Joan with 
empty arms any length of time.'' 

Joan "·inced. Then : ' ' W ell, any 
time, I 'd appreciate my pin, Joan~ 
if it doesn 't happen to match any 
of your dresses. Goodbye, both 
of yon.'' And Harold was gone. 

Suddenly Joan noticed that 
therf• was a stm·tling resemblance 
hetii·een Harold and N eil. Neil, 
too, seemed to see her as the f1·iv
olous heroine of cheap novels. She 
didn't 1·elish the sensation that 
look on his face gave her. 

''I see, Joan,'' Neil spoke very 
quietly. ''I don't blame you in 
th e least. I was just a fool and I 
guess I ought to thank you for the 
lesson. Somehow, though, I'd 
rathe1· not see my pin \vhere it is 
right now. Goodbye!'' 

l\fah el: Are yon a horny-hand
ed son of toil ? 

Abel: No. 
l\Iab el: Thrn krep your hands 

off my ealves. 

Teacher: Little Tommy Tncker 
sings for his supper. 

Betty : Yes, I know ; wonder 
what his theme song is ? 

Jim: Is that your room-mate's 
tie ~ 

Tom: It \Vas. 
~ + + 

Hiram: Is your boy a three let
t er man ? 

Silas: Y es; he writes one to me, 
one to his ma, and on e to his sis
ter every week askin' fur money. 

+ -=· (• 
Jake: I.1rt 's go to the n.msical 

comedy. 
Pete: No, I'm leg weary. 

These Cats 
~Just bin lunchin' with yer hus

band, darlin'. 
So good of you, Angel; but I 

do hope it won't come to his sec
retary's ears, she's so jealous. 

':Bill :is so drunk he can't speak 
above a whisper.'' 

':A regular speakeasy, eh 1'' 

+ .,. + 

Full Up 
'' Ar~.d are you satisfied with 

school life~'' 
' 'Yes, I've had enough.'' 
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Step On It! 
"What are you stopping the ca1· 

in this dal'k spot for?" 
''Oh, I just wanted to sre if I 

have a Hat tire." 
''Why, the ve1·y iJea. '' 

This Fleeting Notoriety 
Father (wrathfully) : Your con

duct hns made yon the talk of the 
tm:~,'n. 

Daughte1·: Yes, but how long 
will it last? Some darn aviator 
·will fly across the Pacific or some
thing, and I '11 have to do it all 
over· agam. 

One of Eve's Leaves 
Abused Wife: Then he up and 

knocked me down with a leaf. 
l\'Iagistl'ate: With a leaf? 
Abused Wifr : Yes, a leaf fl·om 

theta ble. 

Are you taking your wife to 
Paris? 

What.! Who ever heard of tak
ing wate1· to the ocean? 

What would you think if I were 
to steal just one little kiss? 

What would you think of a bur
glar who had a chance to steal a 
fortune and only took a nickel? 

I say, Buddy, am I going the 
right vvay? 

I don't know, :Mister? Which 
way do you wanta be going? 

Mrs. Portly: You say your hoy 
is one of the main players on the 
team? 

l\Trs. Robust: Oh, my, yes! Why 
in his last letter he wrote that he 
was the only player that held 
down a bench during the whole 
game! 

It seems to be the avowed inten
tion of most of the men on the 
campus to take their fun where 
they find IT. 

I'm Glad I Have No Insurance 
Now, suppose, said the teacher, 

a man wm·king on the river bank 
suddenly fell in. He could not 
swim and would be in danger of 
drowning. Picture the scene. The 
man's sudden fall, his cry for 
help. His wife knowing his peril 
and, he<u·ing his screams, rushes 
immediately to the bank. Why 
does she rush to the bank? 

\Vhereupon a boy exclairnecl: 
'l'o draw his insurance money. 

A Lie-kly Story 
''In explaining to the Dean, I 

told him everything, absolutely 
everything·. '' 

''Why didn't you tf'll him a 
lie?·' 

"Say, didn't I sa,y every
thing?'' 

Examiner: Do great heights 
make you dizzy? 

Candidate: Oh, no. I always 
sit in the gallery at the Varsity. 

Yes, We Know 
Some co-eds will not tell tales 

out of school, but, oh, boy, the 
ones they tell inside ! 

• • • 
A student, discovered on one of 

the fire escapes at the East End 
Collitch, claimed it wa.s all a hoax 
and had been a custom with him 
for fifteen years ! 

Joe Collitch's Dream 
\Yell, my father has anothel' 

wife to support now. 
How's that, is he a bigamist? 
No, but I just got married. 

Wild Night Life 
l.Vfy girl got hn nose broken in 

three places. 
'rhat 'll teach her to stay out of 

those places. 

1\IIrs. Rich : ''I would like you 
to kno\V my daughter, May.'' 

1Ir. Fast: '"rhanks, I must meet 
her.'' 

All Write 
''I wants sum peppah. '' 
" We don't handle it. You '11 

have to go to a gTocery store.'' 
"Yes you do. There 'tis with 

them omvellops.'' 

' ' I could play this sax for hours 
and not think a thing of it.'' 

''I don't blame you.'' 

She Must Have It 
Profpssor Father: "Jane, it 

seems to me that young man 
should be more conscientious.'' 

Jane: "Conscientious! Vlhy he 
just sits and worries himself sick 
because he cloesnt' go home and 
study.'' 

Say, Bub, what makes you so 
small? 

Raised on condensed milk, I 
guess. 

vVhy dicln 't yon tell me that 
litgwr '~ras rotten, and I -vvouldn 't 
have bought it~ 

Well, the guy that sold it to me 
didn't tell me either, so I thought 
it was a secret. 

Tom (referring to Mabel) : 
Jamaica 7 

Dick : No ! I'll Havana. 
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c, t4UD 
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The moon climbed higher and 
higher in the purplish heavens of 
a wm·m summer night. Under the 
cle('pening shadows of a large tree, 
the lVIud Puppy reclined graceful
ly on the ]awn, his gorgeous head 
poised upon his creamy paws. 
Alas, there ·were huge pearly tears 
coursing down his smooth cheek; 
he was sad, very sad. Far away 
toward the misty horizon the last 
of a. huge parade of departing stu
dents waved to him a last fare
well. rrhe year had ended, the chil- . 
chen wm·e once more departing to 
their mamas and papas and leav
ing the clear, old :Mud Puppy to 
muse and dream of the memories 
of a happy, bustling year. He 
waved a return good-bye and the 
last dear, departed disappeared. 

Suddenly a twig crackled near 
him and the Mud Puppy V{as im
mediately on the alert. A white 
arm encircled his throat and bore 
him tightly to the ground. "You 
are mine-lVIINE! '' a silvery voice 
hissed. The dorg wheeled swiftly 
and beheld Hope \Vilson eyeing 
him greedily. She seized him 
again. ''Come, let us go like the 
very what-not. They're coming. 
Hurry!'' 

''They'' turned out to be Tippy 
Smith and Claire Jones whose 
purpose was unmistakable. They, 
too, craved the :Mud P~ppy but 
Hope was not to be denied. She 
faced the others like a tiny demon 
and fought them tooth and nail 
and the battle seemed to be going· 
her way when out of the night 
there appeared a fourth for the 
:Mud Puppy's hand. It was Eloise 
Shearer, clad in a flaming gown of 
amber cloth. She looked quite the 
lady tiger, and she certainly 

fought Jike one, for indeed she 
quickly had the other contestants 
on the carpet. The hoiTo1·-st1·icken 
hero shrieked when he sa\v the 
disastrous effects his po\\·erful 
handsomeness had created and he 
ran speedily for the nearest cop 
and ambulance. Then (tee-hre) he 
awoke! It had all been a dream! 
Boy, but what a dream! 

The Mark Hanna of Missouri U 
Politicians may . rise and politi

cians may fall but the blazing star 
of "The Mark Hanna of l\'L U." 
forever looms in the sky. Gentle 
reader, he does not need naming, 
for all of you know him. He is 
the biggest man on the campus 
physically and politically. (If yon 
do not think so, ask him.) 

In his younger days, heeding 
the advice of Hm·ace Greeley, 
''Young man, go west and grow 
up ·with the country'' he sa1lied 
forth to the plains of l\1ontana. In 
one short yea1· our hero had risen 
high in the political circles of the 
state, for as Mark Hanna elected 
lVIcKinley to the presidency so 
did our Mark !{anna elect the 
governor of l\1ontana. But that 
\Vas only the beginning of a me
teoric career. His schooling was 
cut short for the sake of the cop
per industry in order to put the 
Anaconda Copper Company on its 
feet through the direction of its 
personnel department. 

And like Alexander of old, he 
yearned for more worlds to con
quer, his magnetic eye fell upon 
l\I. U. In a momentary passing of 
time, he elevated a candidate to 
the chair of student presidency by 
a large vote, along with several 
minor officers too numerous to 

mention. Although his activitie:; 
are so imp01-tant th;lt he cannot 
take an open stand, the muffled 
whisper of his silver tongue is 
heard in all the secret highways 
and byways of politics and the 
1·azor-like keenness of his brain 
never dulls. Caucusses, cliques, 
candidates, politieians, men of the 
world, and curators tremble when 
the dark shado·w of his disapprov
al flutters over them. 

His is the powc1· over vast polit
ical dominions from the plains of 
far western Montana through the 
land of our dear Alma l\iater. He 
is that mystic power behind the 
throne of governors, student offi
cers, and last but not least, Gen
eral John J. Pershing. He demon
strated the lattee by his easy fa
miliarity with the General upon 
that memorable trip of his into 
Cornhusker land. 

Old Mark Hanna is dead! Our 
l\!Iark Hanna lives on! T..Jong live 
the ---? (No, he is not the 
Campus King in name.) 

This spring weather must 
m·ouse some potent slumbering 
impulses in our fairer damn zells. 
Just take this sordid episode for 
example: Bob Bradley, no--not 
TOl\1 Bradley, clumbell, was walk
ing peacefully dmvn the halls of 
Jesse. Not a though was on his 
mind, as usual; he was just taking 
in the sights (the rear steps hadn't 
been recommended to him, appar
ently) when a girl-no, I won't 
tell you her name! I won't, I 
,~ro--don 't shoot, mister, it was 
l\Iary Bruce! \iV ell, she leaped 
fairly accurately to Bob's map 
and planted thereupon a fragrant 
kiss. Whoops, my dear, you 
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SHOULD have seen the comely 
dilletante tear f01.· the great open 
spaces! Some say lVIa1·y did it on 
a bet; if she did, she sure earned 
her money, but if she tlidn 't-well 
-but I KNOW she did ! Anyhow, 
J think it was a beautiful little 
token of lovely sent iments. Who's 
YOUR valentine~ 

Speaking of Valentines, I am 
reminded of Chriktmas cards and 
they remind me of Judge Junior's 
quest of an original idea fo1· one. 
':J.1here is nothing nevv under the 
sun, Junior, but if you <licln ' t send 
one at all it ·would be <tnite uni(1ue 
and, I dare say, nmch appl·eciat
ed by those who got one. lf yon 
must send something, a copy of 
"JVIY FIRST TvVO 'l'HOUSAND 
YEARS'' by Viel'eck and El
dridge would do nicely for a 
daughter at a gil'l 's school ot· any 
moral moron for that matter. 

':rhey say Stephens' formal was 
qnite the berries. 'l'he telephone 
company had a J'nsh of business 
the day l)rececling the bJ·awl due 
to the last minute effm·ts to round 
up enough gullible University 
men with which to block up 
enough · entrances to keep the 
sprightly siste1·s from galloping 
off in the moonlight. A few of 
the prettier babes vv·ere fortunate 
in hooking a male for the evening 
but the "cute ones with au aw
fully nice personality" had the 
roomies on ~very wire in town. 
"Well, if you CAN come, pl ease 
bring about f01·ty-five others with 
you. G 'Bye.'' 

After the chaperones had ex-
• tractecl the information that yon 

were going into J onrnalisn1 and 
that your father \\' as a lawyer in 
Push-Push, Oklahoma, the danc
ing commenced. 'l'he sheer-silkily 
clad legs meandered about in ev
ery conceivable direction but in 
the 1·ight one. It was impossible 
to elude the rhinestone missiles by 
stepping outside. When you're in, 
you're IN! The cl1aps (pet name 
for chaperones) had the joint well 
protected from external stimuli in 
the · form of shady lanes. Every 
speck of lipstick that \H'nt to the 
dance came out of it on the for
mer owner, thus making the dance 
a total flop. We did hear some
thing about one little girl that 
beat it to Jeff City but as far as 

THE MUD PUPPY 
we know she is still there. They 
are going to have another dane(~ 
next sen1ester but that is where 
vve will take. it out on the fresh
men-we'll MAKE them go! 

A successful girl candidate in 
the recent elections was tagged at 
the Political Brawl by a young 
man hearing the mnblem of a law 
fraternity. When she e~pied tl1e 
aforementioned hardware, she se
renely high-balled a handy stag 
and stalked to him leaving her 
partner holding the sack in the 
middle of the floor. Although this 
is notoriously bum ethi cs, the f1·uit 
of victory certainly must have 
tasted sweet at the moment. 

Someone has submitted a clil'tY 
c1·ack at Ralph Sc}nnidtt and a's 
arbitration stepped in alld told u~ 
to put on the soft pedal, we'll just 
let this one slip by. Ralph is to 
be commended upon his fast po
litical strategy and howevet· much 
he offends his opponents it is to 
his credit as a politician and a dip
lomat that he preserves a ·whole 
head and, as he tells us, a clear 
conscience. What is worrying m; 
at present is-wlH, is going to be 
the guiding sta1· and p1·ovident 
papa of the Deltn Kappas 11ext 
year 1 They 1:vill need one. 

Society Note: The Rock Quar
ry was lighted by violet taper::.; 
and orange chrysanthemums Fri
day evening for thr- monthly meet
ing of the Chosen People Club. 
Beer and light 1vines were served 
to those attending. Music was fur
nished by Shorty Owen and his 
Seven Fine-tooth · Combs with 
"Fat" lVfonohagen and his Asth
ma as alternate orchestra. 

Afte1· the minutes were read by 
the sec1·etary, the group temporar
ily was presented by Catherine 
Montgomery in the form of a Hin
du Ballet. :Miss Montgomery has 
travelled the world over in search 
of new aesthetic interpretations 
of her emotions. It was unani
mously decided that she is very, 
very emotional. 

C. Franklin Parker, ehief Tam
many, amused the gathering by 
his unique recital of "Pop Goe:.; 
the Weasel.'' Merriment and beer 
bottles ran high and so did the 
members present. Miles Friedrnan, 
campus leade!·, known to his 

friends as Miles Friedman, and 
Vance Julian, a ll time all-Amer
iean hand-shaker, amused the 
crowd by a mock initiation into 
Kappa Beta Phi. Hugh \Villiam
son and his Black Bloomers ren
dered a poignant little ditty 
alias: '' 'rhe Varsity Drag'' accen
tuated by a significant hitch to his 
belt-line after each stanza. 

J eau Paul Bradshaw, known to 
his friends as "Death", and Bob 
Fields, called ''Famine'' although 
he belies the title, each spoke si
multaneously on the subject 
"What Price Hokum". Rudie 
Hapke, the Oracle of the people, 
restrained the group from becom
ing noisy and from committing 
felonies which might cast r eflec
tions upon the Caucus. He is in 
demand as a professional sergeant 
of arms. 

Dewey Routh and W. Gerard 
Singleton threw a panic by sing
ing in close harmony, '' ':Phe Pow
er, The Power, The Power of the 
Press''. At four A. M. the party 
\\'as escorted home by the Beta 
Buick. 

Out of the clmvn came Dorothy 
Duval to head the destinies and 
1·eputations of the Kappas in their 
new house next year. Dorothy will 
have an awful job trying to catch 
up with frivolous pledges if they 
decide to make a ':Pag game out of 
it. A corridor of one hundred and 
four feet offers an excellent 
straightaway fo1· a good dash man 
and twenty lusty pledglings. Then 
there are the ATO 's who will ex
pil'e climbing four flights to theil' 
barracks. It ~~rould be a lucky 
break if l\fr. Otis was an alumnus. 
rrhe Sig Alphs will roam about the 
vast plains in their new domicile. 
'J.1hey will grow 1'\'hat beards they 
can and shoot rabbits for dinner. 
It is rumored that their parties 
will be K 0 considering the con
siderable breathing space avail
able at intermission. The Sigma 
Chis 'vill have for their home 
what, in the estimation of many, 
is the most beautiful fraternitv 
house on the campns. The pro~
imity to the Beta house is an add
ed attraction offered to rushees of 
the "Sweetheart" outfit. The 
Farm Rousers expect to erect a 
Greek temple to shelter their an
atomies from the elements. I can 

(Continued on next page) 
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John: :My life is an open book. 
l\!Ia1·y: Oh, is that the ·way some 

of the pages got so smudged? 

George': Whnt would yon say if 
kissed you '? 
Georgette : I never talk when 

I'm kissing. 

Jim: A1·e vou a fr·iend of the d e-
c eased~ · 

Zim: I was, bnt "·e ~re not on 
speaking tt>rms now. 

:Mabel: Better slow clown for 
this railroad crossing. 

Abel: What's the use ? vV e 're 
doing seventy and the old train 
can't go more than sixty. 

1\:fother: Why do you neck with 
all the painted hussies in this 
town? 

Tom: I'm getting local color for 
my new book. 

Caterpillar: \Vhat do you think 
of l\Iinnie Glow-worm? 

Measuring Worm: Oh, boy, she 
shines in the dark ! 

Chloe: I want to see some invis
ibl e silk hose. 

Clerk: Here are the l~test on 
display. 

Chloe : Oh, I see. 

:Manager: Why did the other 
fellow beat you on that awning 
sale? 

Salesrnan: I don't know; there 
seemed to be something shady 
about it. 

Customer: Can't you shave the 
price a bit? 

Clerk : This is a store, not a bar
ber shop. 

l\fny: Do es she get her good 
looks from h e1· father or h er 
mother '? 

Pay: Neither. She g-ets t hent 
hom the dru g store. 

Jack : I1et m e print a kiss on 
~·our lips. 

Ja11et : I refuse to b e an extra. 

'' \Vha t is meant by virgin soil, 
Pat?" 

''Virgin soil is ground where 
the hand of man has never set 
foot. ' '-Flamingo. 

Motor Cop to Speeder: Hey, 
there, what's your name~ 

Hasty Harry: Well, I'll tell you. 
\Vh en I was horn my father told 
me to go out and make a name 
for myself. I haven't made it yet, 
·when 1 do I '11 let you know. 

-The Claw. 

He: What is the most you ever 
got out a car? 

She: A bout six times in an hour. 
-Lord Jeff. 

''Don't you just love smoking 
co-eds?'' 

''Don't know. I never smoked 
no Co-eds.' '-Cracker. 

The Pe'rky Sisters will now 
sing : ''You're the Cream in My 
Coffee, but I I.1ike l\1:y Coffee 
Black.' '-Cracker. 

Small Boy: "Oh, ·1nother, I 
didn't know God was a photog
rapher." 

Mother: ''Why he isn't. Where 
did you get such an idea?'' 

· Small Boy: ''Well, I heard Dad
dy say to Uncle Jim, 'These pic
tures we1·e made in Paris, by 
Ga,vd '.''-Sniper. 

"That professor looked at me as 
if I had been cheating.'' 

"What did you do~" 
''I looked back -as if I had 'nt. 

-McClow. 

She: I like your cig·arette hold
er. 

He: \:Vh:y, I never use one. 
She: Do11 't b e so dense . 

Lord Jeff. 

''Yon 're fat. '' 
i.Well, in the best places they 

sav onr- is stout." 
''Well, in the best places you're 

fat.' '-Brmvn Jug. 

Professor (in class, calling 
1·oll ): ''Mr. Smith. 11r. Smith. 
l\f r. S mith! vVhat 's the matter? 
Hasn't Mr. Smith any friends here 
today? ' '-W estminstrel. 

"That was a nice girl you had 
at the dance last night." 

"She still is-damn it!" 
VooDoo. 

D elta Gam: "If. wishes came 
trne what would you wish for?" 

Innoeent Frosh: "Well-er--'' 
Delta Garn: ."Go on; I have my 

reasons for suggesting this 
game.' '-Ski-U-l\1:ah. 

I1ittle Boy (to father, who has 
just r eturned from hospital after 
an operation for appendicitis) : 
"\Vell, where's the baby?" 

-Widow. 

THE MUD PUPPY 
(Continued from preceding page) 

feature dirty boots on an inlaid 
til e floor and ten gallon hats ob
scuring the features of Madam 
V enus. And then if the Phi Mus 
make good their threat of a new 
house, Columbia -vvill merit its rep
utation of being the City of a 
Thousand Hotels. Get busy, Pi 
K A's and Sig Eps ! 

Enough, my readers, is enough 
and with your kind permission 
this column shall sign off for the 
year. Whether to your regret or 
joy it is unable to be ascertained 
but next year a more able hand 
than mine shall fashion the dirges 
and eulogies of Mizzou 's children. 
So your Mud Puppy wishes you 
all a happy and healthy summer. 
G'Bye! 
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Peneiope' s Man 
By John Erskine 

.Bobbs-Mcn·ill Co111jJany, Indianapolis .. 

'l,he latest opus of America's re
nowned satirist is an amusing ac
count of the adventures of Oddy
seus. 

"Homer made a hero out of 
hiln, '' says John Erskine. 11 Ho· 
1nr.r -vvas his best f1·iencl. '' 

So Mr. Erskine, like many an
other modern biogr11pher of one 
long resting in his grave, pro
ceeds to become ancient Oddy
seus' worst enemy by stripping 
him of all the resourceful, patient 

. and admirable cha tacteristics with 
\\'hich friend Homer endowed 
hom. 

As he has previously done with 
other characters of heroic fame, 
Mr. Erskine makes his Oddysens 
very . human-if it can truthfully 
be said that "to err is human-". 
As you have p1·obably surmised by 
now the ten years ·which it took 
Oddyseus to travel from Troy to 
his home were not all the resuit of 
misadventure. 

Through the facile imagination 
of Mr. Erskine nevv Jight is shed 
on the hitherto inexplicable inci
dents of the Lotus Eaters, Circe, 
the Sirens and Calypso. Indeed, 
many of the supernatural quali
ties surrounding these stories are 
explained away by lVIr. Erskine in 
the light of his persona] psychol
ogy of human nature. 

But 1 'Penelope's ~fan'' or ''The 
Hmning Instinct,'' as it is laugh
ingly subtitled, is not intended to 
be scandalous. Oh, no! Professor 
Erskine is merelv at his favorite 
pastime of showil;g up the real na
ture of one to whom the distance 
of time has lent enchantment. Od
dyseus is not vicious. He is mere
ly childish. He · is as funny as 
George Bungle. 

"Twenty Years Among the 
Twenty Year Olds" 

By James Anderson Hawes 

E. P. Dutton & Ca., Inc., N cw York. 

The title of this ''story of our 
college boys of to clay'' is far more 
intriguing than its contents. Not 
that its contents are not interest
ing. But they indudc details of 
the history and growth of the col
leges themselvefo> rather than of 
the '' twenty-year-olch;'' who in· 
habit them. 

Mr. Ha·wes has compiled some 
valuable facts concerning the de
velopment of the higher ln·anches 
of learning in the United States. 
They are -especially valuable to 
parents contemplating sending a 
boy to a university or college. His 
''character'' sketches of the va
rious types of colleges and univer
sities with details of outstanding 
examples of ('ach should give a 
good idea of what to expect from 
particular institutions. 

But somehow the title led us to 
believe that "T-wenty Years 
Among the '11 \\·enty Year Olds'' 
would give us some character stu
dies of college students them
selves. In his twenty years as an 
active national officer of the D. 
K. E., ~tfr. Ha·wes should have 
g·athered plenty of material of this 
sort. He should have been able to 
g·ather original facts from the 
g;reat research laboratory of col
lege students in every portion of 
the country open to him. 

Instead he gives us only ab
stract views of the human element 
in our colleges. \Ve were looking 
for eoncrete ne·ws, Mr. Hawes. 
Your hoo\v is a success as an his
torical text on American colleges 
and universities. But it is a flop 
as far as the history of the '' twen
ty-year-olds'' is concerned. 

"The SpectaCles of Mr. Cagli
ostro" 

By Harry Stephen Keeler 

E. r. Duttoa & Co., Inc., New Yorl~. 

rrhis is a real mystery thriller! 
Sit clown to peruse its pages-just 
to decide whether or not you're 
g·oing to want to read it tomorrow 
night. No time to go into it to
night-too sleepy, you know. 

Well ! This will business of the 
old man's is sort of puzzling. 
What's the idea of those old spec
tacles, anyhow~ And Luther 
Fortesque_:_strange fish. Got him 
:;;potted for the villain at first base. 

Say, this business of hreaking 
up that snob Pamela's v"edcling is 
g·ood stuff. But, hoy, ·what a risk 
to take ! \V ell, you knew Jerry 
couldn't get away v .. ,ith it. Pret
ty sleepy tonight. Ought to go to 
bed. But l1mY thr devil is he go
ing to get out of ihat mess? Read 
a few more pages to see. 

Good Lord! He is in a tight 
plaee. Queer joint, this detention 
station. Full of hop-heads, imbe
ciles-what a place for a decent 
man to have to spend the night! 

Hnt \;o;rhat if they should send 
him to the insane asylum-ten 
times-a thousand tim.es worse! 
Hmv can they get away with sueh 
a hoe1x? Good Lord! He ought 
to get out easily. They din 't keep 
n sllne man in an insane asylum. 

But gosh, the cards are against 
him. I -never read anything so 
c1·eepy in my life. It makes me 
feel as if anybody eou1c1 prove I 
were insane, too. Or anybody for 
that matter. But these poor dev
ils-battv d.oesn 't describe them. 

No, I'1~ not the least bit sleepy. 
I've got to finish this if it takes all 
night. And so on until you have 
finished this fa~cinating tale of 
simple lunatics and cunning vil
lains, of bungling psychiatrists 
and a baffled hero. 
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AU REVOIR 

June, 192!) 

An Revoir, stndent13 of l\lissouri! The Old l\lan wave~ n friendly fare"· ell ns he watehes you depart from 
the shadows of the columns '~rhere you haYe spent anc.>ther winter of toil and care. 

He has watched you lnun the eledl'icity until th'-~ cock crowed, nay, even until the sun burned bright 
and it was time to depart for Jesse Hall. 

But he has also obse1·vecl ~von in your gayer moments. He kncnvs that convivial good fellmvship can 
blur the memory of a night of horl'Ol' whose nemesis i·' a ghastly notebook, contents unknown, until naught 
but jollity pervades your horizon. " 

To these lighter aspects of your existence he ha1 dedicated Th e .1\fissouri Outlaw hec.ause its contents 
Hre born of the comedy proclntive of such moments But he particularly nurtures and abets his periodi
cal godchild for the benefit of those blacker periods, those vague nightmares of hectie agony when the pri
manr reason for your presence in Columbia is imprcss2d upon yon. In short, 'rhe Outlavl'',s ptupm;e is to 
bring hilarious respite to the study-oppressed student, to lift the gToveling bookworm fr·om his saw-dust 
Rtrevni groove to the sublimity of riclien1ons inanity. 

Even to yC'u lucky ones who depal't from the portals of your Alma Mater for the last time the Old l'vlan 
say "Au Revoir'' but not "Adieu". As the valiant 01tlaw refreshed your struggling brain during the in
tricacies of finals may it eontinne to ehrer you upon t'1c strenuous pathway to ~mccess-hnt none of that in
spi ring snbjeet. \~T e ~hall leaYe that to the abler lan3·angc of eommrncement day speakers and simply say, 
'·Good-bye, until next September!" 
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This Summer---

TAKE TO THE AIR 
WITH CURTISS! 

19 

THE OLDEST FLYING ORGANIZATION IN THE WORLD 

Let CURT·ISS Train You to Become a Licensed Pilot! 

Since Glenn H. Curtiss ,,·on the first air-meet speed trophy 
in 1909, the Curtiss organization has led all others in all 
'round accomplishment. Curtiss ships are a standard for 

comparison the world over. The Curtiss record for safetv ha·~ 
never been equalled. Today, with 25 fields and sehools in all 
parts of the country, Curtiss provides the l{ey to the greatest 
opportunities in aviation. 

THERE'S REAL MONEY IN 'rHIS YOUNG 
INDUSTRY FOR .KEEN , YOUNG MEN 

Think what 20 years have accomplished. 'rhink 1d1at the 
next 20 will bring l Opportunity such as the world may never 
offer again l Aviation expansion is tremendous. 'fhree years 
ago the value of equipment manufactured was placed at 
$5,000,000. Today over $150,000,000-and this is only a begin
ning! The experimental stage is past. N OIY it is simply a 
question of providing men and machines for an air-minded 
America. And today 's pilots are tomolTOW 's executives! 

THE MOST COMPLETE AND AUTHOlUTATIVE 
COURSE EVER OFFERED IN THE MIDDLE WEST 

You are trained properly from the very start. Individual 
attention from the most expert instructors to insure your suc
cess. Space prohibits the details here. Get the whole fascinat
ing story by sending us the coupon today. Get the facts
learn what aviation offers-then decide. Training' can be ar
ranged during you1~ vacation. 

CURTISS FLYiNG SERVICE OF THE MIDDLE WEST, Inc. 

President Hotel, Kansas City, Mo. 

MAIL THIS COUPON 

Curtiss Flying' Service of the Middle West, Inc. 
Presidei1t Hotel, Kansas City, Mo. 

Gentlemen: I would like to know what aviation offers 
me. Please se1id me details of your Flying Course. 

Name 

School Address ---------- --- -.. ·---- --· -·---.. ---···- .. , .... .......... .. ......... . 

City ............................................. ..... ...... State ... .... ............... . . 

SchooL. ................. ........................... Class of. ... ., ....... , ........... . 

Home Address ... ...................................... . -- ----· ..... ............... . 
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c./fznounei~ a 

PRIZE 
NOVEL 
CONTEST 
JAM asked to write fifty words 

for this space announcing our 
Ca1npus JVorel Con test. Well, 
here goes a Day Letter: 

Dear Collegians This Is~ to Advise You 
to AI ter All Vacation Plans and Begin 
That Novel About Your Genet·ation 
You Have Always Wanted to ~'rite 
Stop Our Contest Is Unique No Pro
fessionals Allo·wed Stop Steal Type
writers and Go into a Huddle with 
Yourselves You Can Underlined ~1in 

-The Editor 

RULES OF THE CONTEST: 
Candidates tnust be enrolled in an American college as 
undergraduates, or graduates of not ntorc than one :year. 
Because we want a story about youth, we hn,·c chosen as 
your title: "I Lived This Story." It may be a novel of 
college life or college people in other environments, or 
your personal story. 
The sum of $3,000 will be paid to the winner for the right 
to serialize the story in COLLEGE HUMOR, nnd to pub
lish it in book form, and will be in addition to all royalties 
accruing from book publication. Motion picture and 
dramatic rights will rentain with the author. 
We reserve the right to publish in serial and book form, 
according to the usual terms, any of the novels sub
mitted, in addition to the prize winning serial. 
The contest will be judged by the editors of COLLEGE 
HUMOR and DOUBLEDAY, DORAN AND COMPANY. 
Manuscripts rejected from the contest will be returned 
immediatelv. 
Typed manuscripts of 75.000 to 100.000 words (the ideal 
length being "80,000) should be sent with return pos~¥Jge, 
your name and address to the Campus Prize Novel Con
test, College Humor,1050 North La Salle Street, Chicago, 
III., or to the Campus Prize Novel Contest, Doubleday, 
Doran and Company, Inc., Garden City, N.Y. 
The closing date of the contest is midnight, October 15, 
1929. 

By 

CoLLEGEHUMORand 
DoUBLEDAY.DOR:\N 

Inscription on a tombstone: "Here lies an athe
i~t. All cb·e::;::;ed up and no place to go.'' 

--Rutger:-; Chanticleer. 
•:0 

A 1nu proiitcer had died and was buried. One of 
hi~ friend::; met another. "Did you hear about the 
defaeement of Bt'O\Yll 's tombstone ?'' 

''No. \Vhat happrnecH" 
"SomebodY added the word ':B1rienll:::;' to the epi-

taph.'' · 
''What was the Epitaph?" 
''He did his best.' '-Pup. 

"Wuffo' you rubbel'in ' at me lak' 'at foah, black 
boy ?: '' 

'' Ah 's jus' a-lookin you ovah foah a grand slam, 
pardner. '' 

''Well, jess don' t1-y any of yo' tricks, bub, 'cause 
I '11 eln b yon down, trump all ovah yo' daid body, 
::;pade you under, an' bury you vvid simple honors.'' 

Stanford Chaparral. 

Stage Business 
Playwright: Here 's my latest play, ~-;ir. 
Producel': But there's only two ~heets here. 
Playwright: Oh, that's enough! It's a bedroom 

farce. !-America's Humor. 

Nightm·: 
Waiter: 

Have you any free booths here~ 
Y cah, plenty of booze, only it ain't free. 

-N evacla Desert Wolf. 

''Caesar,'' yelled Brntns. 
' ' [ 'vc got her,'' came the reply.-Sniper. 

''Where ya been, Jake?'' 
''1-Iuntin' '' 
''Shoot anything?'' 
"Ynp, shot my dog!" 
''Hum. Was he mad?" 
' ' Nope. But he wern 't so durned tickled either.'' 

- -The Sun Dial. 

Dramatic Editm·: "Fire that copy reader!" 
The l\1:ain Guy : '' \Vhy?'' 
Dramatic Editor: "\Veil, he left the 'p' out of 

'gripping,' and now we've got a libel snit on onr 
hands.' '-Stanford Chaparral. 

They made this Scotchman stop his music lesson 
because he tried to collect on the notes.-Ghost. 

A · minister, v.rhile passing a group of convicts at 
work on the country roads, became very much de
pressed at the wickedness of the world. 

''l\1:y good men,'' he exhorted, '' -vve should strive 
to mend our wavs. '' 

''\Veil, wotin~ll you think " ·e 're doing,'' asked 
No. 3289, "digging fishworms '?"-Huccaneer. 

·:· ·:· •) 

One (studying English): ''What the devil is a 
metaphor?'' 

Another: '' :B,or cows to graze. ' '-The Log. 
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Old Gentleman (indignantl y ): "Look at that g·irl 
- wearing knickrrs-and her hai1· cut just like a 
man 'H. "\¥hy it's a disgrace!'' 

'' Si1·-that 's my daug·hter! '' 
"Oh, I beg your pardon, I didn't reali:r.e yon were 

her· father. ' ' 
'' Pather, hell, l 'm her moth er.' '-OctopuH. 

'l'hc Chesterfield Brothers were standing· on a 
st.ecet. corner when the A. aud P. :-;isters came along. 
The ln·others said, ''We 'l·e mild, but 1\'e satisfy.'' 
The sisters rrplied, "Well , \\'e 1Htvc the goods but 
\VC won't deliver.' '-Pup. 

l\IiHs: ''You say that your old fri end Jack is luak
inp; money hand over fist.'' 

Demeanor: ''Yea, he's t eaching in a deaf and 
dumb school.' '-Plamingo. 

·:· ~· •!• 
I-Iowwwife (to garbage man ) : "Am I too late for 

the garbage 1 '' 
G. l\1.: ''No, mam; jump right in.' '--Put. 

'' 'rhere seem to be more girls here than boys.'' 
''Yeah. 'rhe petting is two to one.' '-Privol. 

Abie : Papa, vat is science '? 
Ahie 's Papa : My how conl cl yon he so du Ill b ! 

Science is Llosc thingH vat says ''No Smoking.'' 
~Orange Peel. 

Heard the new blind man's song, ' ' 'rhat 's How I 
F,ccl About You, Sweetheart'' '?-Ga~·goyle. 

Soph: What did Paul H.evere say at the end of 
his ride ? 

Prosh: Whoa.-Burr. 

Burglar (in monument store) : Say,. is dis a prac
tical joke, or did Jake g1ve me de wrong address ? 
-Octopus. 

''A woman can make a fool out of a man in ten 
minutes.'' 

"Yes, but think of those ten minutes." 
- -Texas Ranger. 

He: Pst-wanna drink ? 
She : Swine! ! 
He: No; 'sapplejack !-I£xchange. 

She: You're no collar ad. 
He: "\Vell, you're no Pisher Body ad yourself, 

clarling.-I..~og. 

"So poor :Mary fell on the campus, did she? Was 
she badly injured? 

"Well, it hurt her some1~·hat, and bruised her oth
er:vise. ''-Ghost. 

Member Order Hail: Y..,T e needs a cuspid ore. 
President: I appoints Brother Jones as cuspid ore. 

-Buccaneer. 

(~fK.nowle(lge- iS--ihe- Wings wherein you fly to heaven." 
· (With npologie• to Dill Shake•peare) 

A college man with a pilot's license-man, what afuture! 

The after-graduation problem is solved for you, see page 23 

Vanity Fair offers a DIFFERENT 
cleaning and pressing establishment. 

Vanity Fair specializes in doing 
REAL work for students of Missouri. 

VANITY FAIR - VANITY FAIR 
''We Call for and deliver" 

. Telephone 709 

Students: 
In keeping with our friendly re

lations with the student body we bid 
"au revoir" and good luck until next 
fall! 

Campus Drug and Stowes 
Pharmacy 

21 
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Vennis stars helpetL 
design the HOOD Vantage 
Skilled shoe designers planned the original ath
letic last on which the Hood Vantage was made. 
Then sample pairs of the shoes were sent to 
some of the ranking players. After practical 
playing tests, the players suggested improve
ments. The result is a tennis shoe made to 
specifications of well-known tennis stars. 

The Hood Vantage has extra toe rein
forcement which prevents wear from 
toe dragging. Sponge cushion heels 
absorb all shock and jar from fast 
play. Hood Smokrepe soles keep live 
and springy and are unusually dur
able. Extra quality uppers fit the 
feet without chafing. Made in 
all sizes for men and women. 

HOOD RUBBER COMPANY 
Watertown, Mass. 

Look for the Hood Arrow 

11()()1) 

HOOD MAKES • CANVAS SHOES 

RUBBER SOLES AND HEELS 
RUBBER FOOTWEAR • TIRES 

R U Bi·B E R F L 0 0 R TIL I N G 

Plea from a dark corner: ''Don't hold me re~ 
sponsiblc. I can't sec 1vhat I'm doing.'' 

Royal Gaboon. 

Hot Shot: "\Vhy did you sit out three dances with 
that girl '? 

Shot: She asked me to help he1· find out why she 
1~ not popnlar.-Old 1\laid. 

In the Flea Circus 
ln t:lllJa~enJeut I watehcd the trained fica do his 

stunts. 
''Did yon ed neate that tic a" yourself ~~'' I asked the 

lllHll. 

'' Y cs, '' he replied proudly. ''I raised him from 
a pup.' '-Sour Owl. 

1\frs. 0 'Plaunigan (as a very battle-searred Pat 
eomes ill ) : So, ye:;; has b een fightin' that dirty 
l\fiehiiel Rourke again, hey '? And he give yez a broke 
nose, a blaek eye,- a cut faee and knocked all o~ ye 
teeth out. I wish I could get me hands on the dirty 
lov.r-down! 

Pat: areful, woumn! Yez shouldn't speak evil 
of the deacl.-Log. 

Younger Generation 
l\1other: Johnny, go ·wash your face and neck. 
l\1odern Youth: Neck who, mother? 

Chaparral. 

Old Timer: Is your manied life one grand, sweet 
song ? 

Newlywed: Well, since our baby's been born it's 
been like an opera, full of grand marches ·with loud 
calls for the author eYcry night.--Froth. 

Pn>f: Can anvone name a case of great friend
ship made famou~~ through literature? 

l\lat·v: J.\!Iutt and Jeff. 
~ -N ortlnvestern Purple Parrot. 

You say that you1· son was on the Nevada Campus? 
Oh, yes. 
What did he take up '? 
rrhe garbage. -Nevada Desert "\Volf. 

·:· ·:· ·:· 
''What's that freshman so stuck up about?'' 
"Sh! Haven't you heard? They say he gave the 

football captain the measles.''-Yale Record. 

He, held her to his manly breast 
And murmured, "I love thee." 

He hadn't time to tell the rest-
His roadster climbed a tree.--Goblin. 

1\fud: Have you heard the new crib song ? 
Pie: No, what's it called. 
l\fucl: I'll Get By As Long As I Have You.-Pup. 

'' rrhere 's no pleasure ·without paying for it,'' 
sighed the monkey as he tried to kiss the porcu
pine.' '-Pup. 



AN AIR CAREER 
Offers Yon a Brilliant Future 
Get Your Training at Parks This Summer 

Parks Air College has 54, instructors, 11 buildings with a floor space of 
60,000 square feet and a total investment of more than $350,000.00 

Flying has come 
down to business. 
Its development is seen 
in the beacons of light 
tracing the night sky. 
It is heard in the busy 
hum of airplane fac
tories. It is measured 

. in the magnitude of investments. 
It is recognized by life and acci- . 
dent insurance companies. It is of
ficially acknowledged by Congress. 

~~Man has entered the most 
dramatic era of all his history" 

There's a real opportunity to step 
into aviation right at the time 
when it needs college men to 611 
executive positions. The tremend
ous expansion and development 

program now under 
way has created an un
precedented demand 
for high calibre men. 
It is the kind of fu
ture you can get enthu
siastic about- a real 
opportunity to show 

your ability m a thriving, young 
industry where recognition is im
mediate. 
By all means, get your air train-

.:. ing now:- this summer. Come to 
the largest air college in the United 
States, and get the thorough 
training that only Parks Air Col
lege can give you with its corps 
oi highly experienced classroom 
and flying instructors and its lat
est type airplanes and equipment. 

PARKS AIR COLLEGE 
332-P Missouri Theatre 

Building 
ST. LOUIS, MO. 

Cable Address: PARKS AIR 

MEMBER AERONAUTICAL CHAMBER OF COMMERCE 

You are in the midst of a popular melropoli· 
tan flying field. Dormitories, shops, hangars, 
airplane factories, restaurant, recreation 
hall, and a i1ew dormitory hotel are on the 
field. He re you will get your training in 
an enthui la&tic, progressive environment. 

Train at the largest non-military air 
school in the United States. Parks gives 
a complete aviation education. Courses 
include: 

Pri1nary Flying Course 
Advanced Flying Course 
Night and Blind Flying Course 
Mechanics~ Course in 
Airplanes and Engines 
CoJnJnereial and Aerial 
J•hotography Courses 

CoDiplete Pilot's Course 
Two months at Parks fits you for a pilot's 
job, paying $300 a Jnonth up. You 
get thorough instruction in 

Navigation Aero-Dynalllies 
Airplane Design Rigging 
Airport Manage~nent 
Aerial Photography 
etc., and a thorough shop course in powe1· 
plants-everything from the big Liberty, 
Whirlwind, and Fairchild, down to the 
little Velie engine. All equipment and 
planes are the latest type, and our in· 
structors have an enviable reputation 
both as pilots and classroom teachers. 

Fill in the coupo·n no·w t 'f Get our ne~~ 
illustrated booklet and read the whole 

story of your future in aviation. 

r-------------~--~ 
I PARKS AIR COLLEGE, Inc. I 
I 332P Missouri Theatre Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. I 
I Send me y our illustrated bookle t "Skyward I 
1 Ho," describing the Pilot's Course. 

I 
1 Name ............................................ ............... . 
I . 
1 Street ................................................ ........... . 

I 
I City ............................. ...... ...... State .. ......... . 

~----------------~ 
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There was once a Scotchman who had a fine job on 
a garbage wagon. It was his custom to hang his 
coat on the side of the car·. One day it s1ipped down 
and 1vas covered with the oncoming deposits. About 
dimwr-time they discovered San(_ly with a long pole 
fishing m·omH.l fm· the missing ga J'ment. "For good
ness sake, Sandy,'' said the boss , ''what nl'(' yon try
ing to do ? Yon don't " ·<-mt tlwt coat now.'' 

"I know," came the reply. "Hut my lnnch was in 
the pocket.' '-B1·own Jug. 

'rhPn tlH·r·e 's thr n bsent-minc1cd co-ed -vvho left 
her· negligPe in thP hathtnh ancl slipped on a cake 
of soap.-Octopns. 

' ' --the excitement rosP to a terribJe pitch, and 
then eanw down. '' murmured tlw vjctim of the K. 
K. K. ta1· and feathering party.-Beanpot. 

Tt was dusk as sh e stopped at a J'oadsicle garage. 
' 'I want a qm:u·t of l'ed oil,'' she said 
'l'lw man gasped and hesitated. 
''Give a quart of 1·ed oil,'' she repeated. 
''A q-quart of r-r-red oil ~'' 
''Certainly,'' she said. '' lVIy tail light has gone 

out.' '-'rid Bits. 

Absent-minded Dean (knocking on St. Peter's 
gate): C'mon, open np here or I'll throw the whole 
fraternity out.-Lehigh Burr. 

Fifty-fifty 
Beggar: Please give a poor old blind man a dime. 
Moron: But you're only blind in one eye. 
Beggar: Well, tlwn, give me a nickel. 

-Lafayette Lyre. 

What kind of a student are you? 
About like N eptnne. 
How's that? 
King of the C 's.-De Pauw Yellow Crab. 

Inferiority complex is the feeling that sweeps over 
a notorious hold-up man when he gets his check in a 
uig·ht cluh.-Owl. 

At the Pen 
Warden : Back again, eh ~ 
Habitual: Yeah, any phone calls ?-Judge. 

Sot: Hey, wotsh lookin' for~ 
Sanitary Police: A dead dog. 
Sot: Wotsh want ·with a dead one?-Whirlwind. 

Fair Young Real Estate Agent: Could I interest 
you in Culver City. 

Susceptible: Lady, you could interest me any
where.-Wampus. 

"Is that your flaming Jane in the red dress?" 
''Yes, why?'' 
"Well, she's out on the pore}~ having a fire drill 

with some other guy.' '-College Humor. 

An old gentleman was remarking to his friend on 
the high cost of sending his son to college. 

''And the languages are the worst,'' he exclaimed . 
"On the bill, John says--' Scotch, $50'." 

-Drexel Drexerd. 

"T understand Mrs. Smear object!;) to that traffic 
light outside her ·windows." 

"Yes; she says the red lig'ht casts such a terrible 
r·ctlection on her apal't,ment.' '-Lyre. 

She (returning to ha11room): I hope you'll pardon 
my negligence. 

He: Don 't mrnt.ion it, T thought it was your petti
coat.-Carolina Buccaneer. 

Meet the girl

Make the date

Get all togged out-

THEN 

Call 623 and start right ! 

"Dependable Service" 

1,000,000 
College Men 

wear the 
LEARBURY 
Type of Clothing 

YOU 
are the designers 

of this model 
---m-
Come and get yo~ 
Red Boy·W~hield· 
Stickers fre• for 
the · asking. 

--m-

HEAD & JUDGE 
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Subscribe Now 

COLUMBIA 
MISSOURIAN 

SPRING DAYS! 

glorious sunshine, 

balmy breeze ... the glint of 

entrancing, silken hair-au-

burn, flaxen, golden, black. 

Such beauty is enhanced by 

special care 

MARINELLO BEAUTY 

PARLOR 

YOUR PARTY 

B Your party 

I will be the best only when 

~ 
~ the various minor details, 

~ trifling in themselves but 
~ 
~ mighty in significance, such 

as food, music, etc., are the 

very best. It's easy to have 

the best ice cream. 

Just call 

CENTRAL DAIRY 



OH THE THINGS WE LEARN IN COLLEGE! 
AT TIMES one chases a pigskin. At others, a fair skin. Sometimes 

even a sheepskin! Much of a skin game--this higher education. 

But now and then one really plucks a bit of live data and gets it 

well-learned. Wise college men emerge as enthusiastic Camel smokers 

-they've found that Camel gives more pleasure. There's no skin 

game about Camel. Have one! 
© 1929 

R. J . REY OLD TOB A CCO COMP A NY , WI S TO - S ALEM , N.C . 
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