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FOR TWO WEEKS ONLYI 
RCA Victor offers 

1I.::·:·:t .:::::::::::::::::::::::: 

PLUS $24 SAVINGS 
on future record purchases ... all for only $3.98! 
New RCA Victor "Save-On-Records" Coupon Book brings sensational savings to record lovers! 

1 
1'ou buy the RCA Vietor 
Save-On -Records 
Coupon Book at your 
record .tore for only 
$3.98. 11 <ontl ln. !4 
coupons, each ot which 
lItr-e, 'au one dollar on 
the purchlle of select 
album. throuschout t he 
year PLUS Three 
Free Bonul coupon., 
each entl lllnR r ou &.0 
I Iree S3.98 RCA 
Vlclor album. 

2 
You Immediately nn 
out the tIrst (:ouoon tn 
your Save-On-Recorda 
Cou():m Book and gh'o It 
to ynur L1ealer. This 
ltaghtry Coupon 
entlLlel you to any RCA 
Victor Album worth 
$3.08 In hl l .toro . . . 
absolu te1Y FREE. 
You ean take thIJ 
album home with you 
r lchl aWaJ. 

3 
Every month trom then 
on tor a (ull yea r. YOU 
will receive. from your 
dealer the RCA Victor 
Sa'f'e-On-Records 
BulleUn. It will 
t1escrlbe two new $3.0S 
R CA Victor A tbums. 
that are belnJt aJTered 
1n advance DC reau181:' 
release. to ownerl ot 
CouJ>On Book •. One 
album will be Clualcal. 
one PopulaT. 

You decIde which you 
want. both. one or none. 
Then brl nJe ) 'OUT Coupon 
Book ba.ck to your 
dee ler. By oresenting 
the monthly coupon or 
coupon. to your dealer. 
you 11"8 one dollar 
toward the purchase of 
each ot the albums, 
each. S3.98 value. 
They will be mailed to 
you r home tor onb 
$2.98 e..,h. 

5 
D ur ing the year you wlll 
recehe notifleaUon ot 
Iwo more FREE RCA 
VICTOR Album •.•. one 
tn July and ono In 
Oetober. These art 
Bonul Album •• "nable 
FREE only to Coupon 
Book owners. Take your 
other two F ree Bonul 
Coupon. down to your 
dealer and I'ot )'our 
album •• 

YOU ARE UNDER NO OBLIGATION TO BUY' You purchase only the recordl 
you ?vant, when yo)t'want to buy them ... right at your dealer's counter! 

Today! Get any $3.98 RCA Victor Album You Want ... FR E E 
OFFER CLOSES IN TWO WEEKS! ACT NOWI 

Nationallll Ad".rtill" 
Pricee .howlI - optiOlW/l· 

DON SMALL'S RECORD SHOP 
19 North Tenth St. Telephone 5673. 
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advancement 
has taken 

place 

2 

ERNIE'S 
STEAK 
HOUSE 

1008 Walnut 

letters 

How did a bunch of admitted 
dimwits like you and your staff 
ever get control of a legitimate 
college publication? 

Disgustedly, 
Jim Everret 
Columbia, Missouri 

How did Harry get to be Pres.? 
-Ed. 

Dear Editor: 

This is the second year T have sub
scribed to Shownze since left 
Stephens. Your magazine gets better 
and better. Keep up the good work 
and you will have a life-long sub
scriber. 

It is a shame that more universities 

Dear Editor, 

I enjoyed your last cover very 
much and would like to see more 
of its type. Showme has concern
ed itself with trivia for far too 
long. It is encouraging to see that 
on occasion your art staff can 
rise above the ordinary level of 
achievement they usually satiate 
themselves on. 

Edward Brocklust 
Columbia, Missouri 

Oh, Eddy , we're all so pleased . .. 
How many issues did you buy? 
-Ed 

• • • 

aren't as intelligent as Missouri. Dear Sir: 

Betty Shields 
2421 Arbor 
Houston 4, Texas 

It's a shame more subscribers aren't 
liS intelligent as you, Betty. Bless 
you, my chi/d.-Ed. 

Dear Editor: 

I'm a 'Suzie' wishing that I had the 
chance to publish a magazine about 
what we think of Missouri men (?) 

.' .' 

I really think it would be better 
than the "Stephens Issue" of Showme. 

Also, here is a little . joke that 1 
think is very cute: "Did Y071 hear 
about the puor b/llfd(),~ u·bo didll't 
kllou' whether to go illto the r('st
roum //larkc·d "j)()illters" or "setters?" 

Sally W. 
Box 2114 
Stephens College 

After rcadillg that joke, we bal'c 
0711' duubts.-E,I. 

Showme is a good enough mag
azine, O .K. But it would sure be 
better if you printed some of my 
stuff. Are you guys a closed lob
by or somethin. Huh, tell me, 
huh? 

Columbia, Missouri 
In the fi.rst place pal, you forgot 

to sign your name (or did you? ) 
How can I teU your ccstuff" 
hasn't been used if I don't 
know who you are. In the sec
ond place, some of your ccstuff" 
may be in this issue, or it may 
be slated for the next one. 
SHOWME has published, on 
the average, of two new con
tributors every month. We 
need new writers, artists, gag
men and ad salesmen. There's 
always room. The SHOWME 
s.taff is, undoubtedly; the 1ttOst · 
ccunclosed" organization on 
campus. Good luck, and don't 
forget to sign your name to 
your "stuff"-Ed. 
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'foq dor/f hove 10 go 10 co/lege 10 khow fhof. orter 
eofing, drinking and smoking, -fhe besf 

6reofh fresheners o! all Otf'_ 

TH IS MONTH ' S 

BALFOUR BEAUTY 
MISS MARGIE MOSS 

Delta Gamma 

recently pinned to 

Phi Delta Theta 

HER SWEETHEART PIN BY L. G. BALFOUR 

located at 

NEWMAN'S JEWELRY 
207 ON THE STROLLWAY 

ANOTHER BALFOUR BEAUTY-YOUR OFFICIAL CLASS RING 

Onth.ALL-INCLUSIVE V •• pa 
Tour .. . Drive through Southern 
E urope, visiting Italy and 
France; then steer this mighty 
Vespa up and over the Alps and 
live in Switzerland, Austria and 
Germany for a while. 

ALL THISs a 64-Day European Vaca
tion; A Vespa-Your Vespa to take 
home-always at your disposal; Round 
Trip Passage to Europe; All accommo
dations arranged and included for a 
total cost of $995.00. 

-Ie •• than $14.00 per day

And ... The VESPA is yours free; free 
of transportation; free of duty; free of 
any obligation when you t ravel the 
Vespa Tours. 
Think of the pleasures afforded by the 
Vespa Motor Scooter while on Campus 
or as the Family's Second Car . ' .. and, 
think of the economy, more than 100 
miles per gallon. 

The thrills of going-when you please
with whom you please-where you 
please-and, how you please-are yours. 
Write for complete and detailed infor
mation. 

under exclu,;ve arrangement of 

FUGAZY TRAVEL BUREAU, INC. 
Celebrating aur 86th Anniversary 

351 Ave. af Americas· N. Y. 14, N. Y. ;. AL 5-1800 
554 Madison Avenue • N. Y. 22, N. Y •• PL 1-3434 
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delmanettes 
mademoiselles 
troylings 
foot flairs 

I DON'T KNOW how you feel about 
it-old ladies that is-but I say 

abolish them. Quickly, dispas
sionately, and finally . This may 
seem a rather coldly inhuman way 
of looking at the thing. And after 
all little old ladies were at one 
time little young ladies, and that's 
always nice-but I'm just about 
up to here with little old ladies. 
They're really a hell of a nusi
ence, when you look at it objec
tively. I mean they're forever 
falling in the street under mounds 
of packages, and stuff, and look
ing for special privileges in 
wild haired young men in fast 
cars, or gloming up traffic in door
ways, and getting lost, and . . . 
but the thing that really doe's it 
to me-They wear hats! Every 
little old, lady you see; you look, 
and you 11 see them under a hat 
... Every time. 

Even the hats I think I could 
take if they (the little old ladies) 
kept them out in the open where a 
guy could defend himself. But do 
they? Never! They are forever 
sneaking into dark theatres 
usually in pairs. And as · soon a~ 
they get their wraps settled, and 
theil' lurc~) arrainged on .the ad
jacent seats they start peering 
ih:'ough the gloom to ~ee what 
other little old ladies they can 
shout at. "Why, hello, Martha! 
Don't you think Mr. Holden is 
getting old looking, dear?" "But 
the girl is lovely don't you think. 
And that gown-devine!" Abolish 
them, I say! Let us return to the 
matinees of pop-corn crunching 
teen-agers, who visciously plop 
their boney knees into the back 
of your neck and softly sob away 
the afternoon. 

H EY, anybody want to be "Miss 
America of 1956?" A letter 

from the St. Louis county Jr. 
=~~:.i..;i.;.i=o:;.;.;.==o:;.;.;.==.o.:.;;.;;,;,;,;,;;~~ Chamber of Commerce came 

4 

acr oss this desk the other day 
asking us to help publicise The 
Miss Missouri Contest: the win
ner to represent our fair state at 
Alantic City next September. 
Now, besides all the goodies the 
local merchants heap on the con
testants, there is the possibility 
for the winer to gain the $30,-
000.00 in scholarship offered. The 
Miss Missouri Pagent committee 
seeks young ladies with poise, in
telligence, and talent . . . vital 
factors in choosing a truly repre
sentative candidate to Alantic 
City. Yeah, 38-24-36. 

Anyone interested in competing 
in this contest contact Columbia 
Jr. Chamber of Commerce, or Mr. 
Bernil Grice, Chairman. 140 Tre
dora St., Columbia. Or your's 
truly at the SHOWME Office. This 
is another public service of your 
Missouri SHOWME. Puttin' Pulpt 
. .. Pultri ... oh! hell you know, 
pretties, dollies, . . . stuff, before 
the public. We wholeheartedly 
pledge to endorse and aid any 
group or organization who desire 
to perpetuate girls. If there's one 
thing that needs perpetuateing in 
this world they're it. 

D OWN IN DALLAS last week, 
Rev. Billy Graham's pastor, 

Rev. W. A . Criswell, a jerk who 
has never known his employer, 
shot his sorgham drippin' tater 
mouth off all over newsweek's 
houmor magazine, about desegra
gation. And how negros weren't 
capable of doing well in his Bab
tist church; the implication being 
they were mentally, and spiritu
ally inferior. The University of 
Alabama has irrevocably proved 
that education begins in the home. 
And on s 0 m e playground a 
little white scamp bashed a little 
black scamp in the nose; and the 
little black one bashed the little 
white one; and neither one 
thought much about it over their 
graham crackers and milk later 
on, the same day. The upshot of 
all this is that it brings to mind 
the time the fellow studying 
sociology came down from the big 
state university, and asked gran
dad what he thought about the 
negro problem. Grandad spat 
over the railing of the front porch, 
(He was a magnificent spitter.) 
and he said, "Sonny-boy which , ' p ticular one of them folks you 
got a problem with?" 
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" Nq SWEk' 
To 

MINORS 

Wild crap-shooters with a whoop and a call 
Danced the juba in their gambling-hall, 
And laughed fit to kill, and shook the town, 

, 
""l 

And guyed the policemen and laughed them down 
With a boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom. 

-THE CONGO 

VACHEL LINDSAY 
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OVERHEARD m the Union: 
"Vote, damit, vote! There's more 
people running for things than 
there are voting!" 
AS YOU MAY KNOW, this 
month is March. And, if you re
member correctly, we told you 
last month that this month would 
be March, which just goes to show 
what kind of people we are. Oh it 
wasn't unanimous---don't get the 
idea. Some thought it would be 
June. And one boy said it would 
be 1942, but after 14 ballots and 
several slashed tendons, w e 
reached a consensus of opinion. 
March. S u c h foresightedness 
shouldn't go unnoticed. Also, after 
many hours of consideration, we 
believe that next month will be 
April, followed by May, June, and 
perhaps February. However, as 
one reliable source put it, "You 
can't ever tell when October will 
sneak in." 

Remember-you read it here 
first. 

Another thing. They all said 
March would come in like a lion 
and go out like a lamb, and it 
didn't. It came in like a lamb, 
then lioned it for a few days, and 
then just staggered around like a 
drunk elephant. And it will no 
doubt go out like a yellow-throat
ed thrush-warbler, which is a bird, 
and then they'll sit up and take 
notice. 

Plenty plenty plenty plenty 
plenty good MARCH! 

Which is a month. 
* * * 

SPEAKING OF BUGS, there is 
one outside my window in a tree 
and it is being eaten by a squirrel. 
You were speaking of bugs, 
weren't y ... ? Nevermind. The 

squirrel has swallowed it and is 
working on it with his gastric 
juices. 

Ah, faith, an' tis the law of the 
jungle. 

Kill or be gastric juiced. 
* * * 

I FIGGER THAT in the last three 
year I have donated $52.50 to 
the Trimble Memorial Hospital 
without getting anything back in 
return. Not even an aspirin or 
one of Dr. Scholls Foot Pads. And 
$52.50 is a lot of loot. It is 238 
bottle of Stag (free plug, Wheel
er) and 2 sacks of Beer Nuts, 
which is not to be sniffed at. 

Just what do you have to be to 
get in that place? You have to be 
deceased, that's what. Plenty de
ceased. And maybe a light green 
color, too. 

It is really remarkable how 
many students don't even know 
what the inside of the clinic (I 
use the term loosely) looks like, 
let alone have been. treated there. 

Oh well, think of all the blasts 
Trimble and his boys can have 

with all that coin. It amounts to 
550,000 bottle·s this year alone. 

Mmm. Thinking back on the 
kind of service you get over there, 
it figures, friends . It figures. 

* * * 
RECENT REPORTS have it that 
a troll has been living under the 
temporary bridge at ninth and 
Conley. His name is William 
Treetoad and he likes cottage 
cheese. 

* * * 
EVERY CITY HAS a police force, 
and every city has people who 
make fun of the police force. N a
turally, we here in Columbia can't 
understand why in the world 
people should want to do that, be
cause we have such a good police 
force. Let me tell you what I 
mean. 

A friend of ours was driving 
out Stewart Road when his rear 
tire blew out. Our friend got out 
and began the usual ministrations. 
While he was sweating and swear
ing, a police car pulled up. This 
conservation followed: 

Cop: "What's the trouble?" 
Our friend: "Got a flat tire." 
Cop: "Got a flat tire, huh?" 
Our friend: "Yep. Flat tire." 
Cop (after a moments thought) : 

"What's your name?" 
This brilliant question leads us 

to two conclusions. Either flat 
tires are limited to people with 
certain names, or the cop expected 
our friend to say, "My name is 
Jack Steamroller and I have just 
bludgeoned my grandmother." 

See there? 
* * * 

PROBABLY THE cleanest person 
in the western hemisphere was 
the 72-year-old Boston woman 
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who became ill while taking a bath 
and spent thirty-nine hours in the 
tub before being rescued by fire
men. 

The firefighters were called to 
the home of Mrs. Stella Crowly, 
a widow, by her daughter who 
found the doors locked when she 
arrived for her usual Sunday visit. 

Mrs. Crowly was quoted by the 
firemen as saying she became so 
ill after entering the tub Friday 
night she couldn't muster the 
strength to get out. 

Her only complaint, however, 
afte·r being rescued was: "I'm 
hungry." 

* 

YOU REALIZE NATURALLY 
that last week was Engineers' 
Week. What I mean is, the week 
belonged to them. No one else. 
Mind you, I didn't notice any big 
rush of other · outfits trying to take 
it away from them, but even if 
there were, they couldn't have 
had it. Because it belonged to the 
engineers: they owned it-lock, 
stock, and beerkeg. 
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And since they did own it, they 
could have done just about any
thing they wanted with it. I mean 
they could have slacked ·off and 

just lolled around on the grass 
and cussed one another and spit 
on the cracks in the sidewalk and, 
oh well, you know-just sort of 
lazied the whole week away. 

But not them. Nosir-'-that's not 
the kind they breed over there, 
I'll tell you. What they did was 
to go at it with all engines burn
ing and throw the biggest whoop
jamboreebob you ever saw in your 
life. 

And oh my, didn't they have a 
time! Parades, and lab exhibits 
with gears and ball-pine hammers, 
and banquets, and a Ball, and this 
rock which was brought out and 
made much of and was sort of 
licked at, and this old scraggly 
bearded man who was brought out 
and hollored at, and a beer bust, 
and a beard measuring contest, 
and I just can't remember what 
all. 

In fact, take It all around, it 
was just about the biggest whing
ding we'll get to witness around 
here this year-except for maybe 
when the agriculturals have their 
week. And let me tell you buster 
those agriculturals aren't nobody 
to be sniffed at. Nosir. I mean 
they're not to be sniffed at unless 
perhaps they've cleaned their 
boots off. But at least they don't 
grow beard nor carry around 
sticks on their belts. They just 
go Whoooeee all the time. 

All the time. 
* * * 

AND THEN THERE was the 
Roman who, upon being told that 
his wife was in bed with appendi
citis, remarked heatedly, "Damn 
those Greeks." 

* * * 
ABOUT FIVE OR SIX years ago, 
there used to be an infallible sign 
that Spring was approaching: 
Good old Gabby Street saying, 

"Chapareel" 
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"You bet youa bottom dollah that 
these good old redbirds ain't givin' 
up hope of winnin' that there good 
old pennent just because they 
went and dorie gone lost those 
good old first fourteen exhibition 
games in good old succession." 

Now all we got is Augie Busch 
and them greasy clydesdale 
horses. 

* * * 
YOU REMEBER that guy I told 
you about last month who had a 
standing bet that he could drink 
10 bowls of Chicken Noodle soup 
in an hour? Well, he's got a new 
one this month. He's betting thcit 
he can eat 150 sacks of salted pea
nuts in an hour. 

But don't bet. He's a ringer
got a plastic stomach. 

* * * 
IN A DARING expose', SHOWME 
has discovered in the files of the 
University Library a ruling in 
small print that shows that 130 
credit hours and 145 honor points 
are needed for graduation. This 
explains the large number of sup
posedly graduate seniors w,ho are 
still wandering around Columbia 
with dazed expressions. To keep 
everything on the up and up, the 
ruling is printed in the Columbia 
Missourian every December under 
the stock market quotations. 

"The children hav e a way of imitating Sis and her friends ." 
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LAST MONTH I saw a pitcher 
show and it was a good daddy. It 
was "Picnic" and it was funny as 
hell. They also had a Mr. Magoo 
cartoon and it was likewise quite 
humorous. Even the newsreel was 
funny; they had this guy who was 
trying to commit suicide by jump
ing off a building-but they had 
this big net, see, and they caught 
him in it and then he got disgusted 
as hell at hem and cussed and 
ranted went on like mad. 

But the funniest thing in the 
whole movie was when the 
thearer darkened right before the 
second show, and what flashed on 

:.~ 
the screen but the candidates for 
our SGA election. Man, it was 
a scream. I practically went into 

( r'r" Ble~~(~&) convulsions-and two guys sitting 
in front of me had to be helped out 

Little Mary drowned her brother, 
Then she went and bludgeoned 

m other; 
Since it seemed so little bother
She went ahead and strangled 

father. 
* * * 

A FRIEND of mine told me the 
the other day that on the income 
tax form he got, there was a clever 
question that read, "Are you 
blind?" 

to the lobby. 
Speaking of elections, we on the 

SHOWME find it interesting to note 
that each year our SHOWME Queen 
polls about 2 or 3 times as many 
votes as the winning party. No 
doubt many factors contribute to 
this, but we feel that the main 
reason it that our queen has got 
prettier legs than Sam Rayburn. 
However, this is merely our opin
ion, and we are probably preju
iced. 

ONE GOOD TIDNG about the 
month of March is that there's al
ways a bunch of drunk children 
running around with kites. 

You can roll them. 

* * * 
YOU MAY HAVE noticed that a 
few weeks ago when the comic 
strip "Little Orphan Annie" in
troduced the topic of narcotics 
into its plot, several newspapers 
discontinued it. 

And, having read the strip for 
several years (those round eye
balls kill me) , I feel that without 
it my life is empty. It gets me 
right here. No lower. 

Well, anyway, the newspaper in 
question- the St. Louis Globe
later printed some letters to the 
editor which supposedly backed 
up their action. Some of them 
did-from old ladies and blind 
dogs and the like, but a few 
slipped in-apparently accidental
ly-that took quite the other point 
of view. They quietly suggested 
that maybe the editor had lost his 
marbles. 

Well, what all this is working 
up to (oh, I'm a sly one) is that in 
nearly every phase of the enter
tainment world and literature, 
censorship is growing more len-
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T HERE' S NOTHING UNUSUAL about my town. The 
people, the stores, the industries-they fit well 

together, each complementing the other. It was an 
existence as vital to our mode of living as your 
existence and environment are to you. 

Take as an example an average day in my life. 
I get up at eight, shave and gulp down a quick 

breakfast consisting of toast, coffee,and eggs, quickly 
kiss my wife and two kids goodbye and dash off to 
catch the 8: 52 for the plant. I work an eight hour 
day-am a faithful husband-come home every night 
to a good dinner-read the paper-watch T. V ., and 
so on. I had a happy family, a good job and a secure 
position in life. 

Yes, you heard me right-I said "had". some
thing happened of so unusual and uncommon a 
nature as to change my entire way of life and to drive 
me to the point of doubting my own sanity. At any 
rate, let me start at the beginning-you be the 
judge. 

One morning I awoke and found that my electric 
razor was missing. Naturally I bawled out my wife 
who I blamed for mislaying it. She replied rather 
abruptly, and looking back I can hardly blame her, 
that I never owned an electric razor and that the 
safety razor-if that was what I was referring to
was where I always kept it. 

All day at the plant this bothered me. What the 
hell had happened? I knew that I .owned one-how
ever, being a rational individual I tried to overlook 
the incident. 

Then, in a rapid succession of event articles be
gan to disappear from my belongings. At first trivial 
items-such as that new shirt I bought last week, 
jewelry, my fountain pen, items that I couldn't ac
count for. 

And the impossible nature of the matter was 
that in each case my wife swore up and down that 
not only had she never seen the items in question
but that I had never owned them! 

My capacity for patience was being over-taxed 
and in a comparatively short duration I was be
coming a nervous wreck. My efficiency at the plant 
fell about fifty per cent and the boys at work began 
looking at me questioningly. 

Not only was my emotional state one of frenzy 
-but my kids constantly were getting in my hair, 
and when my wife suggested that I see a doctor, I 
honestly wanted to kill her. She was for an instant 
a dreaded and hateful thing. 

I would lie awake night trying to figure out 
what item would be missing next-almost afraid to 
see the dawn come. 

Frantically every morning, I would break into 
a cold sweat and dash around the house with my 
check-list, a device I had contrived to keep a running 
count of the disappearing articles. And without an 
exception there was always something to cross off 
of the list every day. 

Clearly, a solution had to be found. I had one 
close friend in town. We had been together since 
high school, played football together in college and 
had remained close right up to the present time. I 
knew that if anyone would listen to me, he would. 
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It was rather bleak and drizzling the night I 
decided to walk over to his house. I was feeling ter
ribly depressed and looked forward with happy an
ticipation to a few drinks, a talk about old times and 
maybe a little advice on how to combat this strange 
"sickness" of mine. 

I knocked on the door only to find a complete 
stranger opening it for me. No-the stranger had 
never heard of my friend and said that he had lived 
there for the past ten years. 

I fired question after question at him until he 
insisted t.hat I leave since it was past his bedtime. 

Mixed up and bewildered I wandered aimlessly 
down the damp streets. Suddenly I found myself in 
front of my brother's real estate office and was 
struck with a rather novel idea. 

Since the office was open that night I decided to 
check the record of ownership on my friend's home. 
I quickly stepped inside-not even stopping to bother 
my brother who I could hear typing in the back 
room. 

Hastily, I thumbed through the massive filing 
cabinet and stopped short when I came upon the 
actual record that proved beyond a doubt that the 
stranger, not I , was right. 

Before I could get up, a voice shouted behind 
me, "Raise your hands or I'll shoot-I'm not kid
ding." 

I whirled around and found myself starring 
into the barrel of a big black pistol. I told the clerk 
behind it, for I supposed him to be one of the clerks 
my brother had recently hired, to call my brother, 
the owner of the agency, and everything would be 
cleared up. I said that I was sorry and that I should 
have asked to use the file first. 

I must have fainted-for when 
I awoke I found myself in the city 
police station surrounded by three 
officers, the "owner", and my wife. 

"It's okay honey," she said. "I've 
cleared up everything for you. I 
told these men how much of a 
strain you've been under lately 
and they've decided to release you 
under my responsibility. But why 
in the world did you say your 
brother owned the real estate 
agency-you know you're an or
phan!" 

Her last words cut me to the 
quick. Yet, I managed to control 
myself to a degree and didn't say 
anything for the rest of the night. 
I had decided to go along with my 
wife and not do or say anything 
that would be detrimental to 
either of us . 

Me an orphan! Why I had come 
from the happiest homes a boy 
could have. I can still remember 
my father at the suppertable say
ing .... 

It was getting impossible to concentrate on the 
job. The next morning I guessed that I would 
either have to quit or be fired. I knew this was 
building up-but this was the first time I faced the 
fact that soon I would be without a mealticket to 
support my family. I also knew exactly what I would 
have to say and do. Possibly a vacation-a long one 
-would put me in a better state of mind. 

I got off the 8:32 a few blocks early so that I 
could clear my head in the fresh morning air. Round
ing the corner I was greeted by the most extra
ordinary sight of my life . The site of the plant where 
I had formerly worked for 15 years was now oc
cupied by an empty lot, one half a block wide. 

Frantically I searched among the weeds for some 
clue to the plant's whereabouts. Practically on my 
hands and knees, I heard a voice say, "You lose 
something mister ?" 

How could I say I was looking for a massive 
engineering plant which had suddenly taken wings. 
Casually I replied, "How long has this lot been 
empty?" 

'''Bout twenty-twenty-five years, I reckon. 
Why?" 

:!: :I: :]: 

I'm not insane, I mean I knew I wasn't. When 
I arrived home, I immediately called for Dora, my 
wife, but no one answered. I desperately called the 
children's school thinking there must be something 
wrong, only to find out that they had no record of 
their registration for that or any other year. 

A befuddled operator at the city hall told me 
that I had never had any children in the first place. 
It was obvious that I wouldn't have to ask about my 
wife. (Continued on page 22) 
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WANT A COOLER SMOKE? --------------------
... DISCOVER EDGEWORTH·! 

I DID ... AND MAD~ 

A lIJ:(;TIMI; FRIEND. 

~E~EfS W~y IT 

BURNS SO SLOW 

AND EVEN. 

No other tobacco can duplicate the Edge
worth cut. because it's actual ly "ready
rubbed" by an exc lu ive process. See in 
the picture what a difference this makes. 
Edgeworth 's even-sized ch unks (Pictu re 
C) burn slow and coo l. with never a 
touch of tongue bite. 

EDGEWORTH'S SPECIAL BURLEYS 

No one in over 50 years has ever eq ualled 
Edgeworth's way with tobaccos. Tobacco 

experts agree that white burley is b~st of 
all for pipes. But Edgeworth looks for a 
certain type of white burley. grown on 
we ll-drained land on sunny hill sides,just 
li ke fine wine grapes or fine coffee. Then 
these special burleys are aged fo r years 
before blending. This is another reason 
Edgeworth smokes cooler-8 to 10 de
grees cooler by actual test. 

EDGEWORTH 
-----------

AMERICA'S FINEST 
PIPE TOBACCO 

EDGEWORTH'S EXCLUSIVE wrap-around 
pouch is heaf· seoled. Moisture con't get in
freshness can't get out. 

Made by 

laru~ & Broth er Co ., Inc . 

Richmond, 

Virginia 
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THE DISAPPEARANCE 
(Continued from page 13) 

I tried to take everything calm- I 

ly. It was some wild dream-for 
who could ever exist under such 
an impossible set of circum
stances? Why common sense dic
tated that things like this just 
could not happen. 

I went out for a walk to figure 
out a logical solution . I knew I 
was as sane as anyone. Anyone. I 
tried to u se reason, and to remain 
calm. I couldn't lose my head, or 
everything would be lost. 

As I began to walk to my house 
a calm acceptance of life took hold 
of me-for if not acceptance
what else? 

As I passed the spot formerly 
occupied by my house ten min
utes before-where a restaurant 
now stood-I felt as if I was walk
ing a maze that was collapsing 
around me and over which I had 
no control. 

I'm setting this down as care
fully as I remember the sequence 
of event-for if I do not try to 
reiterate the disappearance and 
attempt to find their causations I 
shall soon begin to doubt my own 
existence. 

But that is silly; I know that I 
exist. I have but to clasp my 
hands and feel the warmth that is 
life. And if I didn't exist then 
how could I transcribe this record 
of my misfortune? I can see the 
blue ink flow onto the paper as I 
sit here in the public library. I 
I know, I do exist! I did when I 
came in. The pretty little woman 
at the desk smiled at me. The old 
man at the other end of this long 
table hasn't looked up since I sat 
down, but he looks like a profes
sor, and is undoubtedly lost in that 
huge book he is reading. I know 
I exist. I have but to clasp my 
hands, or touch my face to feel the 
warm flesh of my body. He's just 
engrossed in his book. Maybe that 
beautiful girl in the plum suit 
will come by. She's browzing 
through the whole length of the 
drama section. She could be an 
actress; she certainly is pretty 
enough. Or maybe a dancer. Her 
legs and hips move so lithely un
der her plum colored skirt. When 
she draws near I'll ask her for a 
match-I'll prove it. She is com-

(Continued next page) 
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THE DISAPPEARANCE 
ing this way. Gad she is beautiful. 
She must be a dancer; those hips 
-classic. So solidly round; other 
women would say they are too 
large probably, but I always main
tain that women should look like 
women, not hippy boys. 

She's not go ing to come by .... 
She's stopping . . . Please ... Yes! 
She's turning again. She's go ing 
to sit here at this table! I know 
that I exist. I'll speak to her. I'll 
look up now and smile . . . . 

"Excuse me .. . 1. " There, she 
sees me. 

"Excuse me, Miss .. . " 
"GOD NO! NO! MISS this chair 

is taken! I mean. YOU CAN'T 
SIT HERE! You can't ... sit . . . 
Oh! my dear God! Ohhh .... So 
solidly round. 

THE END 

.. .. .. 
"I'd like to buy a brassiere." 

"What bust?" 

"Nuthin', it just wore out." 

.. .. .. 
1 lot 'I' the girl who dIm; 

1 like the girl who don't, 
1 hate the girl lvho says she will 
And thtm decides she u!on't. 

But the girl 1 like the best 0/ arr, 
And 1 know you'll say I'm ri"bt . ., , 
Is the girl who says six shollld,,'t, 
"But just for )I01t I might. . 

Here's to the girl .with the turned 
up nose, 

The turned in eyes and the 'turn
ed down hose, 

With the turned on heat and the 
turned down light, 

The hunch I had turned ou t all 
right. 

.. . . 
taph on an old maid's tomb

stone: "Who says you can't 
take it with you?" 

• • • 
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Success Story 

by Nancy Hollingsworth 

PROFESSOR OWEN LANGSTROM 

turned to the intricate multi
color chart on the blackboard. 
He gestured vaguely with the 
pointer as he continued in his 
high, scratchy voice : "Thus, we 
now have (s-1.4), or the prob
abilitY,of independent stability as 
equivalent to the rate of progres
sion of go, the amount of percus
sion." Dr. Langstrom knew the 
hour was almost up. He could 
hear the murmur of next hour's 
students waiting outside in the 
hall. He hurried on, conscious of 
the despairing glances from his 
class. "By substituting this value, 
it is now possible to calculate, 
with only 12 % error, the constitu
tional ability of intergroup as
similation. Of course, this has had 
the most obvious implications on 
our society today." The anticipa
tory rustle of notebooks impat
iently fingered shut was now 
too evident for even Dr. Lang
storm to ignore. "For next time, 
read chapters 42 and 43 in the 
main text. It may help some of 
you," and here he fixed his frigid 
stare on the seats near the door, 
occupied by those who obviously 
were in the greatest hurry to 
escape, "to outline the material 
carefully." Mfectionately, he 
patted the book lying on the lec
tern. It was a good book, and cost 
$7.50. He knew. He had written 
it. It was also a thick book, and 
a heavy one. Those had been the 
orders from Downstairs. 

The class pushed irritably out 
the door, and was replaced by 60 
new, though identical faces. Since 
Dr. Langstrom's course in Statis
tics of Civil Interdependence had 
been made a prerequisite for en
trance into the Upper College, the 
department had been forced to 
offer four sections to accommodate 
the expanded enrollment. Dr. 
Langstrom had been very gen
erous about the increased teach-

24 

ing load ; in fact, he had refused 
the suggestion of the department 
that he divide the work with one 
of the younger assistants, and had 
insisted on teaching all four sec
tions himself. The department 
head had pointed out that Dr. 
Langstrom was no longer a young 
man, that he had worked hard for 
the University, especially on the 
Dean's Re-organization Commit
tee, and would not be considered 
negligent if he were to-well, take 
it easy, work on his series of text
books (he revised them every 
two years) and concentrate on re
search. "You know better than 
we do, Owen, that the field has 
hardly been explored. If you 
could find the time, you could add 
much to our understanding of the 
subject." But Dr. Langstrom had 
demurred, saying that he would 
rather train today's searchers 
than try to rob tomorrow's se
crets. Dr. Langstrom had a sad, 
rather poetic way about him when 
he was tired and conscious of his 
age. "After all, my really produc
tive years are over. By exchang
ing my knowledge with the young, 
perhaps some of their bright alive
ness may diffuse through to me. 
By Slatterian Effect, as it were," 
he added with a rare smile. 

Now, as he waited for silence 
before beginning his lecture, he 

. made plans. It was true. He was 
getting old, too old to be effective. 
He considered for a moment his 
next reincarnation. He had no
ticed, this last time around, that 
his lack of foreign background, or 
at least an accent, had been a 
slight hindrance. It had been dif
ficult in the earlier days to sell 
his field as an area of serious 
study. He had once spent some 
time in Germany, and still had a 
nostalgic fondness for the scholas
tic temperment (and for that 
handsome young widow-was she 
named Margie-no, Martha). He 

decided to check German as his 
preference on the next application 
Below. 

Meanwhile, his second class 
was waiting his words with poised 
pencils Dr. Langstrom was known 
on the campus as a rapidfire lec
turer, and he made conscious ef
fort to live up to this reputation. 
He had early rejected the char
acterization of the kindly old pro
fessor, qmsidering the role of the 
grimly devoted scientist to be 
more helpful in his work. Evi
dently he had chosen the right 
personality; the administration 
had never questioned him, not 
even that year when he had failed 
everyone in the class. Statistics 
of Civil Interdependence was 
openly considered to be the tough
est course at the University. Dr. 
Langstrom wanted it that way, 
and so did the people Downstairs. 

"Today we consider the sta
tionary trend in elementary me
chanization." He sped through 
his lecture with a single pause. 
The students concerned them
selves with committing as much of 
the lecture to their notes as was 
humanly possible. Of course, it 
made no sense to them. It was 
nonsense, for Dr. Langstrom prid
ed himself on the quality of his 
work, but nonsense none the less. 
He repeated his earlier perform
ance skillfully altering phrases 
here and there so as to make im
possible any cross-comparison of 
notes. At the end, he repeated his 
instruction concerning the text, 
gathered his sheaf of notes, and 
managed to slip out the door 
ahead of the class. For an old 
man, Dr. Langstrom could move 
suprisingly fast. 

Dr. Langstrom always ate din
ner at the faculty dining hall with 
several of his select associates. 
Although he had been at the Uni
versity for forty years, his in
tense seriousness had never won 
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him many friends. But this, too, 
was in accord with the plan; he 
was thus able to select his asso
ciates more carefully, to choose 
only those who would be most 
valuable to the Movement. Once, 
many years ago, Dr. Langstrom 
had made a wrong choice, and the 
prospective member had gotten 
away. That had been many years 
ago, in fact, several centuries. 
Since then, Dr. Langstrom had 
never lost a member. 

His tablemates were already 
seated as he walked up to his cus
tomary table. They rose briefly, 
in greeting and in polite tribute, 
as he seated himself. He looked 
about him: Carleton of Industrial 
Technology, Schitts of Methodo
logy, that new assistant in Struc
tural Morphology, and his most 
promising protege, Dawson of 
Social Theory. They made polite 
murmurs of indifferent conversa
tion until the student waiter fin
ished serving them. Then, Dawson 
leaned forward and, keeping his 
voice low, announced: "The pres
ident had decided to create the 
new department after all. No one 
lmows why he changed his mind. 
He was so dead set against it at 
the last board meeting, but this 
this morning he told the Dean in 
conference that by next semester, 
he expected the Department of 
Geometrics to be in full opera
tion." Dawson alone of all the 
group had progressed to the point 
where he could have received and 
interpreted those radiations. But 
even he had no way of knowing 
of the nightly ritual in Dr. Lang
strom's basement, a ritual that 
had been going on since the orders 
from below had been received a 
month ago. "EXPEDITE GEO
DEP SOONEST REPEAT SOON
EST. URGENT. BY NEXT 
SE MESTER LATEST." Dr. 
Langstrom had used every power 
at his disposal to fill the order, 
even resorting to some so ancient 
he hardly remembered them. And 
once again he had been successful. 
Perhaps now the people down
stairs would reconsider his re
quest for transfer. He was get
ting tired of all the conniving that 
went with this job. Although 
spiritually he was ageless, he had 
spent all his sensible existence as 
an intellectual saboteur, and he 
longed for a change. Perhaps a 
desk job, or possibly something 

with a little more meat to it-say, 
a tuberculosis carrier, or a manu
facturer of munitions. Several 
thousand years in undercover 
work had left him with a desire to 
be openly evil. 

He smiled approvingly at Daw
son. The boy was coming fast. 
He would be able to take over 
soon. Already he handled the de
tail work, such as seeing that any 
prospectively rebellious students 
were kept busy by girl or money 
or family troubles, confounding 
student experiments, and occa
sionally causing slips in the IBM 
machine so that a D or F was rec
orded instead of B or C. Dr. 
Langstrom wondered how Daw
son would manage the bigger 
chores-his own course in Civil 
Interdependence, the new Geo
metrics department. Perhaps it 
would be better to prolong the 
apprenticeship. He could work 
him in next fall as a guest lec
turer, then subtley but persis
tently recommend him as depart
ment head for Geometrics. But 
that would delay the schedule for 
at least two semesters. Not that 
the people downstairs were stick
lers for punctuality-one might 
almost say they were infinitely 
patient-but Dr. Langstrom was 
tired of the whole business. Be
sides, his application for transfer 
was pending, and a piece of good 
expeditious work could help his 
request. Dawson was ready. 

There was no longer any reason 
to stay. 

* * * 
The housekeeper found the 

body crumpled at the' foot of the 
stairs the next morning. Evident
ly he had missed a step in the 
dark. It was an old man's death. 

The student paper printed a full 
page eulogy. It was suggested 
that classes be canceled for one 
day, but several of Dr. Lang
strom's closest friends were able 
to convince the Dean that this 
was not what the Grand Old Man 
would have wanted. The chapel 
was crowded for the memorial 
services. The president broke 
down twice in delivering the ora
tion. Dawson did not attend the 
chapel service. His eyes grew 
watery as he explained una
shamedly that he could not have 
been able to control his grief. In
stead, he spent the day locked in 
Dr. Langstrom's old office. With
in a week, a leading publisher of 
textbooks had arranged for Daw
son to edit a posthumous collec
tion of Dr. Langstrom's papers. At 
the end of the semester, Dawson 
was appointed first Langstrom 
Professor of Geometrics. 

Many miles away, in an ordi
nary grocery store, an ordinary 
young grocery clerk smiled, gave 
a great consumptive cough, and 
carefully spat on the floor. 

THE END 

"A wright, George awright-I PROMISE I'll introduce 
you tonight." 
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Almost Everyone 

. is wearing 

BERMUDA 'S 
by 

Koret of California 
in 

KAHKI, BLACK, PASTELS 

found at 

5~e Blue Shop 
912 BROADWAY 

1101 Bdwy. 

G 
E 
R 

LAUNDRY 
AND DRY 

CLEANING 
COMPANY 

• • • 
Joe: "What was the explosion 

on McGregor's farm?" 
Smoe: "He fed his checkens 
some lay-or-bust feed, and one 

of 'em was a rooster." 

• • • 
Mot' : "Wha-t's the difference be

tween a lion and a panther?" 

Joe: "A lion roars. .• Panther 
what I got on!" 

• • • 

I" 

I 

• • • 

He: You look like a million dol· 
lars. 

She: Yes, and I'm just as hard to 
make. 

••• 
Lines By One of Showme's 

Patron Saints . 
"Nothing yet conceived by the 

mind of man has given more real 
pleasure than a well c;:onducted 
tavern." 

"Young man, no one ever died 
of drinking, though some havl.! 
perished while learning the art." 

-Dr. Samuel johnson 
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.L----~------~\.t 
-------..... 

"Oh yes, I KNEW there was something I m eant 
to teLL you-your house is on fire." 

* * * 
The Department of Taxation re

ceived a typed income return 

SUZIE STEPHEN'S-

from a bachelor who listed one )1-1 
dependent son: The examiner re
turned the blank with a notation 
-"This must .be a stenographic 
error." Presently the blank came 
back with the added pencil nota
tion, "You're telling me." 

* * * 
Women are like baseball um

pires; they m'ake the decisions and 
they think you 're safe when 
you're out. 

• • • 
Who was that woman I saw 

you outwit last night? 
• • • 

Auctioneer: What am I offered for 
this beautiful bust of Robert 
Burns? 

Man in Crowd: That isn't Burns, 
that's Shakespeare. 

Auctior-eer: Well, folks , ·the joke's 
on me. That sure shows what I 
know about the Bible. 

* * * 

• • • 
Prosecuting Attorney: "It's my 

duty to tell you that everything 
you say will be held against 
you." 

Defendant: "Jane Russel, Jane 
Russell, Jane Russell, Jane Rus
sell . .. " 

Justice of the Peace: Wal, Clem, 
what's this here boy charged with? 

Constable: 
arson, Sam. 

He's charged with 

Justice of the Peace: Arson, hhu? 
Gol durn it, there's been altogether too 
much arson around here lately. Now, 
son, you marry that girl. 

by ECAT 
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Well, Now, Then, There . .. 
Have You the Best Deal Possible? 

.~ 
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For your fraternity or sorority house pic

tures, with complete photographic coverage, for 

the kind of price you like. 
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• • • 
"Listen to those chimes! Aren't 

they beautiful? Such tone!" 
"Talk louder! Can't hear you 

for these damned bells!" 
• • • 

Little Johnny came home from 
school crying, "Hey, Ma, all the 
boys are picking on me. They say 
I have a big head. " 

"You don't have a big head, 
Johnny. N ow run along and 
play. " 

The same thing happened the 
next day, and the next, and each 
day Johnny's mother comforted 
him. The fourth day Johnny came 
hbme with the same story. 

"For once and for all, Johnny, 
you don't have a big head. Now. 
please go down town and get me 
ten pounds of potatoes." 

"O.K., Ma, give me a sack." 
"Sack? What do you need a 

sack for? Use your cap." 
* * * 

The little . village was all agog over 
its annual spelling bee. One by one 
the contestants dropped out until 
only two remained . . . the town 
lawyer and the stableman. 

Everyone waited breathlessly for 
the word that vrould decide the 
match. It came: 

"How 'do you spell 'auspice'?" 
The stableman lost. 

... ... ... 

Visitor (gazing at campus build
ings) : "I think YOUJ; porticoes are 
very well shaped." 

Coed: "Yes, that's what all the fel
lows tell me, but that's a new name 
for them:" 

... ... .. 

The chorine was examining one of 
her old gowns. The dress was torn 
and in a most dilapidated condition. 

"Gee," she said, "I wonder what 
I'll have to do for this dress." 

"My Lord," returned her girl 
friend, "ain't you done it yet?" 

.. ... ... 
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I T WAS RAINING when morning 
came so there was little change 

from the black night to the lighter, 
muggy greyness of dawn. All 
over the carnival grounds was 
spongy sawdust and sagging tents. 
Even the big top drooped with 
pockets of water weighting down 
the canvas. Carlos shifted over 
and raised up on his elbow. The 
day disgusted him. Scratching his 
leg thoughtfully, he smiled a little 
to himself, and slapped Riva 
brutally across her thigh, She 
swore, stumbled off the bed pull
ing the cover with her and spit on 
him. Then holding the tattered 
blanket as a shield around her she 
ran out into the gale, her unbound 
hair spilling down over her shoul
ders and becoming plastered " to 
her back by the downpour. He 
jeered as her wet glistening body 
swung from side to side and 
struggled with the wilted coverlet. 
Then he slammed the door and 
fell back on the bed. 

Suddenly he realized Joyce 
would be coming back soon and 
soon he'd be sorry but then, wasn't 
he always sorry? Always so pa
thetically sorry but then hardly 
repentent enough to change. He 
didn't drink so it quite naturally 
followed that he had a taste for 
women-all women. And yet as 
he lay on the bed he couldn't help 
thinking that this free love wasn't 
all it was cracked up to be. 

Joyce was his wife but this 
never hampered his bohemian 
outlook in the least. Joyce, Joyce 
how he hated to think about her. 
She had class and a figure even 
education, but why must she be 
so undecently conventional. He 
knew, of course, she wasn't really 
prim or stuffy of even unduly 
learned but her unfortunate habit 
of encouraging morals was un
bearable. Oh God, why must she 
come back today! He scratched 
his head and drummed his foot 
against the floor. He thought 
fleetingly of Riva and her unsuc-

cessful wrestle with the blanket. 
He also thought of Karen, and 
Claudia, and Jeannine and the 
others which he recalled with ap
parent disgust while savoring each 
sinful memory. Then there was 
Joyce. Then there was always 
Joyce. 

She wasn't meant to be a carni
val girl but her figure had too 
much swing for a model of any 
standard. And then some people 
never grow up but this certainly 
wasn't true in this case. Or at 
least she developed to some ex
tent. Carlos had watched her for 
days yet his fatal charm did not 
lead her to his door or any further 
into his trailer. So, he had mar
ried her. He hadn't wanted too, 
but a human can only endure so 
much. He was sorry late that same 
night, and, as he had ignored the 
vows at the time, he felt no call to 
rely on their validity in the morn
ing . So life was much the same for 
him. There was always a Riva 
somewhere and whether she was 
a carnival girl or a local wench 
made very little difference. No, 
far be it from the first time he 
regretted to have Joyce return. 

He rolled off onto the floor and 
pulled his shoes on. Then he pro
ceeded to fully clothe himself. It 
was all ready too late for break
fast he decided but he walked out 
into the storm anyway. He had 
to leave for a while. The place 
was stiffling him and besides she'd 
be back soon. 

His feet squished as he waded 
about the grounds and it was late 
morning when he returned. 
Strange, on the door was the 
blanket drooping, swaying, and 
alone. He ripped it thoughtfully 
to the ground, swearing and won
dering- how to get Riva out before 
Joyce came back. He cursed as 
the door stuck. But when he 
walked inside Riva wa!?n't there 
-Joyce was. She was retching in 
the sink. He tossed his coat on a 
chair and pulled out a damp cig-

arette. He was nervous. Save u s, 
she can't be pregnant. Oh why 
must she be sick now. There was 
no need to put off the little scene. 
Of course the fool would be sick. 
She had that damn way about her. 

She tottered unsteadily against 
the chair as she turned on the 
'Water to rinse out the sink. He 
half arose to help her but then 
sank back in the chair. She point
ed shakily to the door. He nod
ded. She said that a friend of his 
had asked her to return the cover. 
Then uncertainly she turned and 
walked in the other room. 

Carlos shifted positions and 
rubbed the muscles of his lower 
legs. For some reason they had 
tightened on him and his nerves 
seemed taught. He started into 
the other room but regaining his 
pride began to ready himself for 
the afternoon show. There would
not be much of a crowd he rea
soned but then his pay was the 
same and people had such little 
sense anyway. Undoubtedly a 
few fools would attend. There 
were always a few. 

His suit was red and tight and 
smelly with prespiration streaks 
and the unsanitary sawdust stains. 
For a few minutes he gloried in 
his own reflection then pushing 
his hair back smartly he pulled a 
cloak about him and again went 
out into the downpour. 

All ready the big top was bust
ling with the activity of the show
men. Carlos loved this cheap, 
gaudy atmosphere and reveled in 
the applause he received for his 
insane" antics on the trapeze. He 
was neither educated or wise nor 
did he mind. The world he ruled 

"in the big top was no more real 
to him than the one he lorded 
over ·on the ground. He was an 
uncanny success for one who in
dulged in his own pleasures alone 
and had no interest in the effect 
on others. He was absurdly fool
hardy. 

(Continued on page 34) 
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dancing nightly 

Pizza 
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1102 BROADWAY 

RENT 
A TUX 

for that 

formal dance 

Black and white 
formal wear, in 
perfect taste 

. . . accessories rented too 
if you want them 

SUDDEN 

ROMANOS BOWL 
LOTS OF 

OPEN BOWLING 

LEAGUES ON TUESDAY AND 
THURSDAY NIGHTS ONLY 

1100 East Broadway 

COMBO EVERY WEDS. 
OPEN 'TIL 1 :30 fJ(.M. 

SERVICE 
DRY CLEANERS & SHIRT LAUNDRY 

114 South 8th Phone 3434 

RAINBOWS END 
(Continued from page 33) 

Ri va passed him and tossed her 
head. He glanced purposefully at 
her blouse and rolled his tongue 
over his lips with an audible 
smacking sound. With no further 
motion he was certain he had not 
lost a conquest. He never did. 
But he did, of course, eventually 
drop them all. However the same 
action on their part would hardly 
suit at all. But then, they never 
did. 

He smiled as another girl ap
proached him leading a horse. 
One of his favorite pastimes was 
lifting the girl's onto the back of 
their horses. And though nothing 
was said or even hinted at there 
was no doubt that he had appeal 
or his services would not have 
been in such great demand. Slowly 
he took the bridle from her hand 
and looked down at her. She 
could have been a child as far as 
the look in her eyes went but the 
resemblance passed down on her 
body no further. 

He steadied the stirrup and 
hoisted her up with an arm around 
her waist. As she situated herself, 
she winked at him and he pinched 
her intimately then rubbed his 
hand teasingly over her hip. Her 
baby blue eyes blazed and she 
jabbed the horse in ribs with 
feigned anger. He grinned and 
crossed the arena looping his arm 
casually around a leggy blonde 
who did more than juggling grape
fruit and then patted a concession 
stand girl. But he wasn't playing 
around. Tonight it would be the 
haughty horsewoman or he'd miss 
his bet. 

The band began suddenly and it 
was indeed a paulty crowd. Rain 
pounding on the sagging, swaying 
canvas dripped over a sniffly 
group of spectators. Carlos had 
a short act and today cut it even 
shorter. Always though he was a 
spectacular. It wasn't courage but 
cowardice for he was more at ease 
risking his neck than trying to 
conquer his small realm. An un
necessary addition is that he 
greatly lacked the appeal he had 
for the opposite sex in his dealings 
with others who were not so 
easily taken in by flashing · smiles 
or rippling muscles. And sex ap-
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RAINBOWS END 
(Continued from page 34) 

peal is poor consolation in a poker 
game. Anyway the show was soon 
over. 

It was much later though when 
he came back to the trailer that 
night and his conquest was with 
him. Odd, he should think to 
take her right in too but still he 
figured it was Joyce's fault and 
a bit of pleasure under a dry roof 
would be a sufficient reward for 
the hell he'd have to pay. She 
swerved against him and gigled 
stupidly. She was perhaps a child 
all around he reasoned. The 
trailer was dark. The room still 
smelled slightly of vomit, but the 
air which came in with them 
quickly cleared the odor. He 
glanced into the adjoining room 
then strood over to make sure. 
Joyce was gone. There was no 
doubt of it. She was gone. A note 
on the table. It said, but then, 
why relate, she was gone for good. 
and looked dumbly at the girl on 
the sofa. He walked to the door 
and looked out. L i g h t n in g 
splashed over the sky. Thunder 
followed. He saw the edge of the 
blanket covered by water and 
sawdust. He saw the big top. 
Suddenly it grew even darker. 
The rain spilled harder and hard
er. He turned, closed his eyes, 
and turned out the light. God, he 
thought to himself, would it never 
stop! 

AROUND THE COLUMNS 
Concluded 

ient. For example, the recent 
movie "The Man With The Golden 
Arm"-and even in "Picnic" they 
got through a few four letter 
words And several men's maga
zines are managing to print things 
hitherto untouchable subjects. 

Bringing it around to our own 
little section of the world, it is 
an unquestionable fact that in the 
last 8 years the censoring of 
SHOWME has been getting stricter. 
And, in view of the progress which 
'has been made in that line in 
about the same number of years, 
this is amazing. 

But maybe 'not so amazing. See, 
that's the way progress works 
around here. It goes backwards. 

* * * 
Adios, you mothaf . .. er . .. -

See you all next month. 
Dick Noel 

You take her! I've got to meet my gal at Julies 

A precious gem 
for a lifetime 

Watch Repair 
Fast Engraving Service 
Gihs 

Your frien~ly, convenient 

.' Campus Jewefry ~ , 
706 Conley Across from Jesse 
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H AILING DO WN from St. Louis and J oplin and now h elling around in 
Columbia and Hinkson , P a t Deatherage, Secr etar y supreme, 

woman sublime, and s tudent surreptious, cam e to M.U. to (cr azy 
ascending assonance ) discover the ineluctable moda lity of the vis ible, 
but since the refutable cannot be escaped , she has went into Ed ucation 
S chool instead. 

Pat wants to teach menta lly re tarded children and cla ims that her 
association with SHOWME h as nothing to do w ith gaining pre-vocation 

Pat D eatherage 

experience. H owever , w h e n 
around the office, she is often seen 
jotting a notebook entitled : " Un
d erdeveloped Minds I H ave 
Known" . 

When not working w ith th e 
S.G.A. dance committee or the 
Sudent Union Committee, the 20 
year old Junior can be found over 
at the Kappa Kappa Gamma h ouse 
(ph. 7301). She is also H onorary 
President of the Interplane tary 
Identification A ssociation . Being 
an avid flyin g saucer fan she is 
now enrolled in astronomy and 
has a telescope on top of the 
Kappa house. 

JACK DUNCAN, as the name implies, is of Scotch descent. In fact, the 
story has been told that Dunc is so verra verra Scotch that he won't 

even rent his girl a beach umbrella, but tells her shady stories instead. 
There are other even better stories to bandy around about Jack and 
Scotch, and Jack and beer, and Jack and Jill, and Jack without jack. 
Hov.:ever, aside from the fact that he's in J-School, it really isn't 
pertment. Actually, the pertinent part is that his middle name is 
London. Jack London Duncan. Tn,at's pertinent. Sure it is . 

One of Jack's numerous activi
ties is his civic-minded participa
tion in the Purple Passion Party. 
Known in policital circles as Tri-P 
and in other circles by other 
choice epithets, this group is a real 
contender. 

And Jack and the boys have 
great plans for the Tri-P next 
year- they 're not going to take 
some measly ole napkins and print 
Tri-P on them-they're going to 
paint every roll of paper in the 
University PURPLE! How's that 
(or a smear campaign? 
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Imagine! For just $9 J down, you can visit J J fascinating European cauntries! Other 
tours feature Bombay, Cairo! Take 20 months to pay with TWA's "Time Pay Plan"! 

What a wonderful way to see the 
world. You travel to E uropean cities 
or exotic la nds in the Middle or Far 
East. And you can study from 2 to 
6 weeks at an accredited foreign uni
versity. Specialize in a subject such 
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your travel-study tour to include as 
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Address' _________________ _ 
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Dear Sir : P lease send me information on your 1956 Travel-Study 
Tours. 
Name' ____ . _____ Posit'on ______ _ 

Address' _________________ _ 

City ______ ~tate' ____ _1Phone' ____ _ 



TRY THIS GREAT-TASTING, NEW AND DIFFERENT CIGARETTE TODAY! 

~ 

1M AC ba6'tk I 

Today's Ihe day 10 Iry Ihi s n t'w 
alld difh'r{'111 killl! "izp eil!art' IIP ! 
Cavalie r i!' a I!real-tas linl! eil!ar{' lI e 
- and III!' !'mok(' £('(' 11' I!0od to you, 
too ... smoke aft e r smoke ! 

The king size 

smoke with the 

king size taste! 

YOII ,lraw pl t' IIIY of fn ·"h . lIatlirally 
ri eh taste throlll!h Ih {' coolin;.! e:-..lra 
1enl!Ih of Cavalie r'" lOp-crop lobae
CO l' . S lIre -- ii's th(' kin/! "iz(' I' JIloke 
with the king s ize taste. The flavor 's 

R. 1. Reynolds Tobacco Co . . \Y lnston·Saiem. N. C. 

all tl,Pn'! All.! "0 i" II,, · pl pa"III'c 
of smoot h, l':I'" -;.!oi II;! ""Ioke lira t 
f('(>l~ ;.!ood 10 VOII. TIlt · "lIIok .. f. ·(· ls 
a" I!ood a" it ta stes ! Enjoy 1\t·W 

Ca,·alie r ,. tOllay. 
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Ca,·alie r ,. tOllay. 
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