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Have You a Little Faery In Your Home? 

Hi, Ho! Use our SOFT SOAP and watch your marks go up! 
Joe Stooge says, "Last year I had only a 'B' average. Now 

I a m on the honor roll. 1 owe it all to 

Professor A. K. Aykay's Faery (Soft) 
Soap Course 

Foreign Diplomats 
Leave Tonight for 
War Conference 

High Finance, or the Dirty -Cross 
Staff Gives Up 

Ghost; Are You 
Happy? Hey, Hey! 

steelies and three faculty members. 
Who do you think got stuck? 

On the right you find that eminent 
financier, Quimby, who held out for 
three-quarters of a bag with eight 
steelies and four faculty members. 
When the Indians offered their two 
best cooks and a bag of scrubby po

tatoes, the Business Manager said, 
"Your name will go down in history.'' 

Big Chief Geranium said, "Ug, Ug, 
Uncanny, clever people these pale
faces." But he changed his mind 
and his loin cloth when State students 
used the Indian papooses for Child 
Studies. 

Roof Garden Opens Every Man His 
On Water Tower Own Reporter 
In competition with the prospective 

Tea Room, construction is about to 
begin on a Roof Garden, to be situ
ated atop the water tower. Cover 
charges will be mighty high, mighty \ 
high. (Did you get it the second j 
time?) Wat'er rendezvous. The sky
lit terrace will feature the spasmodic j 
music of Frank Milner's Moon Glowers. 

A spectacular floor show will be of- I 
fered. We would continue further ] 
with a description of this glamorous 
display of talent but we have just I 
been informed that the remainder of j 

(Write your own news story and oe 
happy.) 

this article has been censored. I 

Slobbering violently and dribbling 
all over his chin and vest, the only 
remaining member of the State Schle-
mil was led away today. Frantically 
waving his arms and nose and drool
ing pitifully, the asst. asst. asst. editor 
entrained for the State Hospital where 
he will cut paper dolls for a living. 

The rest of the staff—(Ah, don't 
they look so nize, all laid out like 
that?)—have gone to make their peace 
with their Maker. Something snapped 
(and were we embarassed) and now 
the Schlemiel staff is no more. 

The editor plans to wear a silver 
casket, garnished with scallions and 
set off with spinach and roast beef 
gravy. Music furnished by the Gloom 
Mowers—free beer and sandwitches, 
come one, come all! See It! Hear 
it! Look at it! The only one of its 
kind in the world (Oh fudge—off the 
track again!). What a wake! 

The remaining editors will probably 
be buried en masse (what a mess) if 
they can be gotten out of bed in time. 
There was some discussion as to 
whether or not they should waste 
clean sox on such an auspicious oc
casion, but upon investigation it was 
found that nobody had any clean sox. 
So 

(Un)fortunately, dead men tell no 
tales, and no one will ever ever know 
what a week of Whoopee the staff 
went through. It is rumored that the 
celebrated Ten Nights in a Barroom 
had nothing on the Six Nights in the 
Ihint Shop. There has been some 
mystery concerning the sudden kick-
off of the sports editor, who was found 
dead in a sewer at Hillwood. The 
only clue to the affair seems to lie 
in a pair of badly tattered baseball 
pants which were found near the 
scene. 

Lying cold and stiff amid a pile of 
cigarette butts and badly scribbled 
papers, was found the third assistant 
to the fourth associate news editor, 
where he had been swept with the 
rest of the rubbish. (And he wanted 
so badly to go to the Theta Nu For
mal.) 

The fifth assistant society editor 
was not so fortunate. Her mangled 
carcass was pieced together by jig
saw puzzle fiends who picked the 
pieces out of the printing press. Evi
dently she couldn't take it. 

As a fitting memorial for such a 
memorable occasion. 

(Continued on Page Four) 

( B y  i h e  P a n t s  P r e s s )  
Premier Killmartin and Vice-Chan

cellor Maher, renowned Italopian diplo
mats, set sail early today for Lambert-
ville, the seat of the Foreign Relations 
Board of the newly organized League 
of P atients. It is hoped that they will 
be able to reach some decision in the 
crisis which has arisen over Comrade 
Hooksky Otisovitch's action on the 
Third W ar of the Noses. 

It is rumored that another incentive 
for this voyage lies in the fact that 
last June Countess Eloise Larsono-
vitch w as secretly wed to the eminent 
Vice-Chancellor, thus inciting him to 
see the fair-haired vixen he had mar
ried. 

A further development in the case 
was revealed today when it was 
learned that the Duke Shintayvitasky 
of Lambertville has developed a for
mula f or a new cocktail which he has 
named the "Ed Phyzz." According to 
reports, one such concoction is enough 
to put the most hearty individual in 
the dawg house for the night. Bliss
ful Hall residents, having tired of the 
fifty-seven varieties of alcoholic bev
erages now being served at the Inn, 
are traveling from far and wide to 
taste the fruits of Duke Shintayvita-
sky's efforts. Even our famed scien
tist, Dr. Harpinoff has gone to study 
the physiological value of this delec
table d rink. 

Accompanying Premier Killmartin 
on his dangerously-fatiguing six-mile 
diplomatic mission up the Delaware, 
is th e favorite jester of the Italopian 
court, Christiana Outall Knight. This 
seems to be a fore-Warner of delicate 
nature of the diplomacy involved. 

When asked for a statement, Vice-
Chancellor Maher said, "What this 
country needs is a good five-cent 
nickel." 
i—. 

COMPLIMENTS OF 
A FRIEND 

(Only Mr. Dean ain't no friend if 
he doesn't pay for this) 

How Are Your Manners?— 

Sign  Up  fo r  F r ench  o r  G e rma n  
I ' l l  Ge t  Y ou  A nyw ay!  

GUESS? 

T H E WEA THER 

Uncanny! 

Faculty 
Publishes 

Issue 

Here we have President West trying 
to bamboozle the "hoys" into selling 
him the site (what a site) of S. T. C. 
for a bag of marbles, but the Indians 
held out for a bag and a half of 
marbles and a pint. The Indians 
thought they were pretty smart until 
they opened the bag and found two 

State Men 
Boycott Inn; 
Fight Excess 

Of Milk; 
Hire Cow 

Counting calories seems to have 
struck State Teachers College with all 
the force of alphabetic vitamins also 
concerned. State men have decided 
to complain to the Inn that they are 
being overfed. "The temptation to 
take six pieces of bread is too great," 
declared Waddington during a heated 
friendly discussion, "I should be lim
ited to only five; however, since I can 
resist anything but temptation, that 
extra slice always seems to find its 
little niche on my plate. Can't the 
authorities do something about it?" 

Arthur "Modest" Kipnes, In consid
ering the matter, said, "Not that I 
like to ask questions or say anything, 
but why do we have to be fed so much 
ice cream and cake at one meal? 

"Milk-fed babies is what they are 
trying to make of us," bellowed forth 
Herman Kalter. "Don't they know we 
only need a few thimbles full a day!" 
Definite action is being taken on the 
latter point of dissension. The hoys 
plan to boycott all milk from the Inn. 
From now on they will buy a cow for 
their own use and give George Warner 
a NYA position of milkmaid—'scuse 
it, please—milkman. 
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"I wholly disapprove of what you say but will defend to the death 
your right to say it."—VOLTAIEE. 

Harken, Fiddle Twangers— 
1-11. Sounds for advertising purposes prohibited; excep

tion as to music by band. 1. That it shall be unlawful for any 
person or persons to shout, call out, or to utter any loud cry, 
or to make or cause to be made, or permit or allow to be made 
any sound of any kind by means of any musical instrument 
or any other mechanical device or contrivance whatever, 
within the corporate limits of the City of Trenton, at any time 
for the purpose of advertising any goods, wares or merchan
dise or attracting attention to any goods, wares or merchan
dise offered for sale or for the purpose of advertising any ball, 
picnic, excursion, fair or other entertainment, or for the pur
pose of attracting the attention or inviting the patronage of 
persons to any business or entertainment whatsoever; pro
vided, however, that this prohibition shall not apply to music 
made by a regularly organized band. (As amended July 1, 
1914. Prior amendment July 20, 1909.) 

Editor's ~Sote—By special permission 
of the Christian Scientist Mangier, me 
have obtained the services of Miss Pulse 
for this issue. We accept no tesponsi-
bility for the divorcesf marriages or sui
cides which may result from this column. 

By  Op he l i a  Pu l s e  

The Faculty  Tel l  

Dear Ophelia: 
My girl friend insists on going out 

with "wood butchers." It is breakiug 
my heart. What shall I do? 

Joe Wolfe. 
Dea r  Joe  Wol f e :  

I f  you  "woo d  bu t ch ' e r "  a rms  
whe re  t hey  b e lo n g  o f t e ne r ,  maybe  
she  wou ld  l ov e  you  more .  

Dear Ophelia: 
Is there any hope for me? 

Bob Stanley. 
Dea r  Bob :  

Yes ,  i f  you  ke ep  s n i f f i n ' .  

Dear Ophelia: 
I have been going with a young man 

whom I love very much. However, 
there seems to be some difficulty in 
his actions. Every Saturday night 
when we go out he starts making ad
vances to me about 11:30. I am at 
my wits' end. What can I do? 

Ida Noe. 
Dea r  Ida  Noe :  

Te l l  t h e  d a r n ed  foo l  t o  s t a r t  
e a r l i e r .  He  ough t  t o  know you  
have  t o  be  i n  a t  1 1 :4 5.  

* * • 

Dear Ophelia Pulse: 
I'm a resident of Bliss Hall, blonde, 

handsome, and just sixteen. When
ever I go walking on the campus, I am 
besieged by a flock of females. What 
can I do about it? I want to be alone. 

Baby Dumpling. 
Dea r  B ab y  Dumpl ing :  

Have  you  enough  mo n ey  t o  be  
" a  l oan?"  You  m ig h t  t r y  ga r l i c .  

How Is Your Political Science? 

Take Prof. Shuster's Digit Figitin' Course 

And Find How Little You Know 

Dear Ophelia Pulse: 
I am a young girl who has been go

ing to State for two years. Six months 
after my matriculation here I was 
secretly married to a Lanning School 
pupil. Recently I received an offer 
to go to the Theta Nu Formal from a 
fellow who desires to shower his af
fections on me. What do you advise? 

Mary Widowe. 
Dea r  Mary  Widowe :  

Why ,  o f  cou r se ,  go  t o  t he  The t a  
N u  F o rma l .  Don ' t  you  know I t ' s  
t h e  b e s t  d an ce  o f  t h e  y ea r ?  

(Paid for by Theta Nu Sigma) 

HILLWOOD 

Setting—Hillwood Dormity room 
Time—8 o'clock Saturday evening 
Persons—Girl residents. 

Through an open door we see . 
tie, the center of a busy group 
nie is fastening her dress; Mr 
applying radiator polish to her <£ 
slippers; Nettie is standing, con: 
hand, ready to "even" the war 
Nora and Nona are sitting on the : 

S i r  Bas e l  Po rke rhu r s t  L ive rw ur s t ,  
Head  o f  Roma nc e  Dep a r tm en t  

Born in Titusville under a pussy 
willow tree, hence have always been 
intrigued in nature studies and art. 
After graduation from Peapack Prep 
School of Romance, where he con
ducted a column entitled "Vice to the 
Lovelorn," Sir B. accepted a teaching 
position at State. As you will notice, 
the girls have him upside down. 

Is free (?) white and 21, likes opera, 
beer and pretzels, the babies, and 
sleep. Reads Police Gazette, world al
manac and comic strips. When asked 
to what he attributed his success, he 
said that clean living, plenty of sleep, 
and a full day's work every day was 
his creed. He quoted Benjamin Frank
lin, 

"Early to bed and early to rise, 
A girl don't meet so many guys." 

Intends to continue in his profes
sion and hopes to raise its standard 
and create a code of ethics such as 
the teachers and doctors have. "Only 
one thing can deter me," said Sir Por-
erhurst." But then he glanced guiltily 
over his shoulder and sprinted away, 
leaving the reporter with three of his 
former pupils. 

Name It 
And You Can 

Go To It 

I f  the Shoe Fits— 
8-1. Cattle, horses, sheep, swine and goats; driving or lead

ing through streets; hours; penalty for violation. 1. That it 
shall not be lawful for any person or persons to drive or lead 
any cattle through the public streets and avenues of the City 
of Trenton between the hours of seven o'clock A. M. and eleven 
o'clock P. M. fr om the first day of March to the first day of 
November, and between the hours of eight o'clock A. M. and 
eleven o'clock P. M. from the first day of November to the first 
day of March, under a penalty of $25.00 for each violation of 
this ordinance. 

There are square dances and round 
dances; promenades and shuffles: 
social dances and solo dances; ballets 
and burlesques—but there's no coun
terpart nor contrast in name or reality 
for the 6:30-7:30 dances. 

It's not square, for everyone cuts 
corners, which is necessary or natural 
—one being filled by Waddington, an
other by the avid-eyed faculty few 
and the two remaining being ways out 
and in! It's not round since no dancer 
ever thinks he's dizzy. It's neither 
promenade nor solo though it assumes 
proportions of each in the pacing of 
hopeful damsels stepping with, but not 
for, each other. It's not a shuffle 
though the men go through the pack 
with the desperation of professional 
gamblers. It's not a ballet in spite 
of the fact that it affords a confused 
and sometimes spectacular chorus 
through, and over, which a nimble lad 
executes a Nijinsky-leap into the 
waiting arms of a disengaged belle. 
It could never be called social because 
no one shares anything—not ideas nor 
rhythms (not) courtesies; and it's not 
a burlesque because all participants 
take it seriously. 

Well, what's in a name, or a game, 
o r  a  b l a m e ,  o r  a  shame—The  6 :3 0 -
7:30 dance is a unique way to spend 
an hour and your friend's last dime! 

V. D. 

Travers Accepts 
With Pleasure 
Deanship of State 

(Text of Speech) 
After all the n onse cmfwyp shrdl 

vbgkqj cmfwyp xzfiflffffi after all srdh 
ETAtaoi cmfwyp facmfwytao mfwaor 
no, we can't shrdlu cmfwyp cmfwypto 
we think -34')*1980 2MFW hrr 
Mumph— CMFWYP mwoma ater who 
concern cmfwyp vbgkqj CMRDLL??? 
who cares ***!!!! vbgkqj shrdlu tao 
vbgkqj ETAafter vbgkqjno we won't 
cmfwyp vbgkqj do it like vbgkqj srd 
xzfiflfffli so ? (|*! after shr mfwyprdl 

SR Dcmfwyp are you reading this? 
vbgkqj 12345 $099 ETAOIN 
vbgkq we can't seem to well— 
CMFWY see if you can 123456 7890$ 
ETAOIN After all! ETAOIN CMFWY 
MWF So WHAT ? (|M 123456 CMFF 
cmfwyp if you think SHR VBGGKKQ 
we don't cmfwyp vbgkqj know if smf 
bl oneoks vbgkqj xzfiflfffffflffiffiffiffik 

Nora—Gee kid you're gonna look 
Nona—That green bow is just 

thing. 
Mattie—But will it go all right 

the belt? 
Minnie—Sure—It looks swell, dc-

it kids? 
Nettie—They're the same tone—, 

know what I mean, they both t. 
a lot of yellow in them. 

Nona—Sure, they look great. 
Nora—Know what I think? Yc: 

got it a little high on the r.. 
side. 

Nettie—I measured them just t 
from the shoulder strap. 

Nona—Some people have one shot: 
higher than the other. 

Mattie—(Looking in mirror) I bel:-
you'd better take the right doi 
a little, Minnie. 

Nettie—When do I get to the hair' 
Nora—Do me while you wait. 
Mattie—Not with my comb—I t. 

trouble enough with my scalp 
Mary—These slippers take the pc 

great. 
Nona—Gee, they do. 
Mary—You sure are lucky, Ma: 

getting to this dance witt 
senior. 

Mattie—Lucky? 
Mary—Well, what I mean is, I r 

I had a bid. 
Nora—Oh, I don't. 
Mary—Well, I do—what I mean 

everyone is going. 
Nora—I like that. 
Mary—Well, a lot of bids are. 
Nona—-Who? 
Mary—Well, a lot of Brewster he: 

kids—Say, Mattie, gonna have i 
make-up artist? 

Nora—I wouldn't. Do you really thk 
she's good? She don't look so he 
herself. 

Mary—Well, at that demonstration s; 
sure made me up swell as tt 
witch. 

Nettie—Which? 
Mary—Yes. 
Nettie—What? 
Mary—Oh, witch! 
Nettie—Skip it—There's the phon 

wonder who its for. 
Nora—They're calling you, Mary. 
Mary—Me? (goes out). 
Nora—111 bet that's the fellow she w-

flirting with at lunch. 
Mattie—There, is that right? (in-
eating bow). 
All—Swell! 
Mattie—Now my hair. 
Nettie—(Beginning) It's all mixed -
Mary—(Excited) A fellow wants in
to go on a date. 
Nora—Who? cmfwyp see if you can read 

ETAO 123456 count up to muphm rst' Mary—1 couldn't quite get his name 
. . . • Nett ie—Why didn't you ask? 
And to continue vbgkqj xzfi! Mary—Well, i didn't want to with t: 

T "132: Cmf| standing right near the swit.: 
T ,  ?  , 8 u p p o s e d  t 0  b e i  b o a r d .  H e  m i g h t  b e  a  se n i o r  

K\-' gr°un "p™inlufr cmfwyp m m something and not like it beca--
gi?LC« V?. lh„rilua SO d° ETSHF' I don't know him right off 

cm 123456 -) XZ@&— XZ@@fwyp Mattie—Are you going to the dance 
UTKT^ V, I,A°IN 12344555 Mary-Oh, I don't think so. ywsphqbj8z0fi27m shrdlu etaoin cmfw; Nona_Don.t vou know? 

we canshrdlu wo cm wy what youhrr Mary-Well, Cherry said just a da: 
say but we cmfwyp 1930OR vbgkqj bg 1 

we under stand what you cmfwyp 123 
cmfwyp are tryi bgkqj vnxzfiflffffl zfifl 
we cmfwyp don' thfnkt vbgkqj we don 

do you? see if we care vbgkqjf 
• ) .  after shrdlu the facts of the case 

Take a number from I to 10 
We shrdlu think the best SHR mfw 
shrdlu taoin vbgkq vbgkqj ought we 
cmfwyp vbgkqj EI23 we can't find— 
cmfwyp vbgkqj 123456 ;:-)'. 123 

We just CAN'T find words to con-
cmfwyp consdierign shrdlu we, thez 
understanding as we do, the intricacle 
?????cmfwyp shdrlu cmfetaoin !!!!!! 
04 snopAajd '(s.Aiisnjs Aiqnqoud) 

"doi^ 
°) 000'li join ns seyeiJdojddB e}Hig 
8°nJS„ 'Pius (eXnuam ppo oqj 'uuera 
S.480A8JJ p[aq "aipeq-uiBp sjappnj 

•OJOM 'o3 noX—saouid SujoS a AX 
./Xaojsjq up uAiop o3 n|A auiBU JUOi 

I wonder who he is—Say, one o 
you go down and look around, 
you can get Cherry's attention, ssi 
her just who he is and will I lifc 
him and what shall I wear and ar 
we going places—you go, Nora-

Nora—You come with me, Nona. 
Mary—Find out who's in chart-

tonight, too. Nora and Xef 
leave.) 

Mattie—Yea, don't make the mistake 
did—Get ready for whoever it -
whether its a story about how w 
you know him and he was yor 
next door neighbor and it wot 
break another girl's heart for yo» 
to go with him; or whether yoa-
better wear the right hat 
gloves; or whether you know yet 
educational principles. 

Mary Do my hair, too, Nettle? 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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| THE SOCIAL STING j 

TH ETA  N U  SIG MA 

Theta Nu Sigma has boosted its 
membership to three paid members, 
twenty-six unpaid, three field mice and 
a faculty advisor who never pays. 
Sis story is, "I give my time. 

A result of a recent ballot as to the 
best sorority showed an overwhelming 
majority for Phi E. K. Activities 
earned on this year have been grub
bing cigarettes in which every one 
has had a hand, straw vote on birth 
control, instruction in A. K. by one 
of its most versatile members, and 
cutting assemblies. 

SAWDUST AND SPLINTERS 

The "Sawdust and Splinter" Boys 
are planning a new Fraternity House 
to have one floor only, that to be un
der ground. The turf will be broken 
and the foundation laid in the very 
near future (correction; they won't 
need a foundation). To pay their 
dues (14 cents every two years, twelve 
cents during leap year) they are plan
ning to open a butcher shop, which is 
right in their line. A big asset is 
their getting of free sawdust for the 
floor. 

Membership is limited to those who 
can't dance. As the boys are des
perately in need of dark glasses to 
protect their eyes, any contributions 
will be well received. 

S IGM A TA U  CHI  

Because of a small number of their 
members having F. E. R. A. jobs, Sig
ma Tau Chi has declared a moratorium 
on dues. As yet they have not checked 
their membership but they expect it 
to run around three or four. 

Activities—commuting, hitch-hiking 
against wishes of their parents, and 
meeting occasionally. Quoting their 
president, "Like the other Fraternities 
we just ain't doing nutin' much." 

Pardon! Credit where credit is due. 
Faculty member talked himself out of 
paying his dues. 

PHI  EPSILON KAPPA 

Operating under a $3,972 deficit Phi 
Epsilon Kappa is enjoying one of its 
most successful years. The Treasurer 
explaining this slight financial em
barrassment stated just three words, 
"Figures never Lie." 

Concerning their membership they 
take pride in the fact that they have 
no field mice enrolled but have a few 
cats and two faculty advisers who give 
one-half time. 

Activities—starting Frosh girls off 
on the wr.ong foot. Travelling between 
Bliss Hall and the Inn. Conversing 
in the library, and keeping the night-
watchman in a job. 

Mae West to be Next 
Assembly Speaker 

In celebration of her recent engage
ment to a member of the State faculty 
(we won't mention your name, Char
lie), Mae West will speak at our next 
assembly program. The subject of her 
address will be "Sex at State; is it 
here to stay, or is it just a passing 
fancy" (fancy that). Miss West is 
famous the world over for her social 
work in founding a home for wayward 
girls. (If we only knew the address). 

President West has announced that 
because he fears that a great number 
of students would cut this assembly, 
attendance will be compulsory. Fac
ulty members will be excluded because 
of the delicate nature of their com
plexes. 

Miss West comes to State from a 
forty-week engagement in New York 
(probably at Minsky's). Previous to 
her New York engagement she was 
also engaged in in St. Paul, Chicago, 
Los Angeles, Podunk Flats, Hollywood 
and Lambertville. 

Reports have it that Miss West's 
speech will be uncanny. The New 
York Whirled Telegram says of her, 
"She's uncanny;" the Quaker City 
Brevities echoes "Uncanny" and the 
State Signal reaffirms both statements 
with "Miss West is uncanny." 

STUFF 

DIS  AND DOT 
Queen Anne and peanut butteicup 

are now available at the College Book 
Store at one penny per. B. S. com
mittee have tested all merchandise 
and will vouch for some.—So will 
Kates. 

F LA SH  
Several prominent State Stoogents 

are seriously considering transfering 
to Riders since Powerhouse Wooley 
has jun ked his limousine. 

Also rumored that the B. S. Commit
tee will transfer to Riders when the 
new eli te tea shoppe goes into action 
—tsk—tsk. 

As a result of a valiant attempt to 
steer t he ship of state through Green
wich V illage several (six as a matter 
°' fact) having been indulging in 
Alka Sel tzers. We don't know why. 

For the fifth consecutive year the 
State "Lyin's" have been invited to 
play in the annual Nose Bowl Game 
with their deadly rival, West Souse-
burg. The game will be played as 
usual at Passabeera, Caliphoneya. The 
State team has just recently culmi
nated one of its most succesful sea
sons in the past decade, having won 
one game of the fourteen played. In his 
comments on the probable outcome of 
the game, Coach Mean (what does he 
mean, the old meanie) said, "Since 
the Souseburg boys have lost nearly 
as many games as we have, we should 
have little difficulty in being well 
trounced. It has always been my hope 
to see Slate team take a real beating 
and now we have our chance." 

Injuries may prove disastrous to the 
Lyin's. "Tiger" Bahr, versatile back-
field man of our squad is reported to 
have "kicked off" four times in the 
last game. It is also rumored that 
"Butch" Mutcher (Mutcher yourself, 
you brought her) had his wings 
clipped when a bomb which he was in
advertently carrying in his pocket ex
ploded. Coach Mean has announced 
that he has rounded out the greatest 
Tournament of Noses aggregation in 
years. To quote our stalwart coach, 
"Our star halfback, Bunny Boston, can 
push the ball over the line everytime." 
(It's all done with the aid of noses.) 
His only fear is that the team will be 
continually penalized for being off 
side. It looks like the boys can't wait. 

The team has been practicing dili
gently for the last three weeks on the 
deception plays. The strong point of 
our offense is the hidden ball play. 
Lotis hides the ball in his nose and 
runs the length of the field for a tally 
while Spilling holds out the defense 
with his ears. 

The game was originally planned to 
be played at night, but with a team 
such as that presented by Coach Mean, 
it was feared that a shadow would 
cover t he entire field. (Who nose?) 

As our cellar scenter, Chet "Pipe the 
profile," Scrappleton, remarked, "I 
nose we ain't got no chants, but if de 
jeerin' sexshun all comes out wit dere 
brass 'nuckles, den maybe we'll put 
de S ouseburg boys on de spot." 

HHHHHHHI • • 
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Seated from left to right and vice versa: Legs Kates, Herman (Romance) Kalter, Twin Davis, 
Young (Long Hair) Wooley, '09, Ears Konover, "Gracie" Springer, Sally Rand, Frank Roosevelt, 
Dionne Quintuplets, Joe Gonif and Rin Tin Tin. 

We caught the boys unawares, and 
are they having fun. This is an in
formal snapshot of the annual Iron 
Puddlers clam-bake, held at Prevost's 
Pavillion on the shores of the Beaver 
Street canal; and does this party 
smell! 

The entertainment was uncanny, 
amazing, and for the lack of a better 
word, again we say, "uncanny." 

As you will notice from the snapshot 
all intoxicated members of the Corn-
Huskers Association have been re
moved from the chandelier and have 
gone to the Theta Nu Flop. 

The women-folk (wal—bust my 

britches), have "threaded" their way 
to the adjoining room where they will 
do some mean "quiltin'." 

Note the box lunches—see if you 
can find the missing one—you can? 
Well, "Chick" Hewitt has it, the pil
ferer. 

The fellow in the left front row is 
"Charlie" Rounds, he ain't sayin' much 
but he sure is havin' fun. Hey! Hey! 
Andreas is one of the privileged few 
who was selected to go to the Theta 
Nu Flop. 

The "boy" in the second seat with 
the high collar was a child prodigy. 
At the age of eight he wore size 12 

pants. The Plumber ana Heaters Co
operative Association, in conjunction 
with the Farmers Exchange, will ar
rive at 9:30 sharp, and then the fun 
will start in earnest. 

We bemoan the fact that this pic
ture doesn't include Chollie Harp, 
but he's outside watering the horses. 

Everything was going pretty swell 
until the second precinct fallen arch 
brigade were discovered at the quiltin' 
party— 

(The solution to this intriguing mys
tery will be found in the 1948 issue of 
the State Schlemiel — We'll still be 
here.) 

BANG BANG !  
State appropriates sum of $1,000 to 

used for building a cindar track 
'or boys from Kendall Hall to Inn to 
overcome handicap now held by fe
male sp ecies. 

Hoopla! Hoopla! Don't get ruffled. 
Four normal girls for who really had 
personality (in those days that's what 
counted). "Expell them," cried the 
Dean of Women as they showed an 
ankle at the Fall Hop. "Honest we 

didn't mean it, we came for an edu
cation," the girls responded. But on 
second thought they added, "We did 
it and we're glad." 

This is indeed a said story readers. 
This story of four wayward girls 

whose life was blighted because of a 
misstep. Think of these dear children 
who have not learned how to be good 
"citizens" having to face life and say, 
"my future is behind me." Uncanny, 
positively uncanny. 

J- E dw. Hoover-called in by Fred
erick Armstrong to clear up "Under
world" si tuation at Hillwood. Report 
is that boys are not keeping their tools 
in thei r chest. Details will follow! 

From left to right: Barbara Fritchie, Lydia Pinkham, Annette Meistrich, Marie Antoinette, Greta Garbo, 
Ay tank ay went home 

Lyin*s Journey to 
Caliphoney For 
Nose Bowl Game 

TENTH ANNUAL PUDDIN' PARTY 



Page Four 

Shadow Slaughters 
Manassa Mauler 

In 47th Round 

cmfwyp October 

Lovers of the manly art of self-
defense were treated to a "rare" ex
hibition of pugilistic prowess last 
night when Able "Shadow" Beckett, 
the East Side Flash, met Effle "the 
Ethiope" Yohannann on a torrid (and 
feathered) forty-seven-round (a) bout 
at the Hlllwood Arena. 90,000 specta
tors (198 seated) watched the two 
pachyderms maul each other fear
lessly as they Illustrated the latest 
dance steps. The highlite of the eve
ning's activities occurred early in the 
twenty-sixth round when the collap
sible bleachers suddenly collapsed, 
precipitating 198 of the avid sport fans 
Cave it your way) en masse in an un-
glorious heap on the floor. 

The bout— 
Round  b y  R ound  Des c r i p t i on  o f  t h e  

Ba t t l e  o f  t h e  Cen tu ry  
ROUND 1 — Both boys advance 

slowly from their corners and spar 
cautiously for a short time. Suddenly 
the East Side Flash leads with a ter
rific left which goes wide of the Ethi
opian's head. They go into a clinch I 
and dance madly around the ring for 
the rest of the round in the most 
colossal exhibition of Truckin' yet 
seen at State. Referee Rubrow at
tempts vainly to prevent a bloody 
slaughter by separating these two top-
notchers. Although he succeeds on 
several occasions in getting his nose 
between them, the boys feel that "the 
dance must go on." As the bell rings 
the Ethiopian suddenly breaks the 
clinch and plants a murderous smash 
in Abie's solar plexus. But the Sha
dow can take it. The Shadow nose 
all. Beckett's round-by the well 
known nose. 

ROUNDS 2 to 46—Same stuff. 
Boy are they hot!!! (?) 
ROUND 47—Our two Herculean 

giants know that the outcome of 
the fight depends on this last round. 
They throw caution to the winds and 
go to it with all they have. Effie 
blocks one of Beckett's terrific rights 
with his jaw which sends the East 
Side wonder reeling to the ropes. 
Abie's down! Now he's up! He's 
down again! He's up! He's down, 
he's up, he's down, he's up! 

This time he stays down! The ref
eree counts—one, three, seven . (he 
must be a math major). The crowds 
are going mad. What's this! Sally 
Rand has just entered the Arena with
out her fan. There is a mad dash for 
the door. The spectators have turned 
into a howling pack of wolves. Ten 
thousand people are killed in the rush. 
Beckett's up and away, but no matter, 
the referee left long ago. So long, 
folks, we're off too. We don't care if 
we die! 

(Hey, Sally, you left your motor run
ning!) 

SPORTS SHOT 

THE SHADOW  

Alvin Clyde Beckett, aristocratic 
State student, boxes in his weak mo
ments. Leader of this year's leather 
pushing squad, Beckett, at eighty-
seven and one-half pounds, has had 
difficulty in punching himself out of 
a wet paper bag. When he gets in 
shape, a demon with his dukes. In 
his home town his summer job is 
frightening little children. 

We're Tired! 

HILLWOOD 
(Continued from Page Two) 

Minnie—What you going to wear? Do 
I need to dress you or can I do my 
knitting? 

Nettie—Want my black dress? 
Minnie—Well, don't you think black is 

a little refined for the first time 
you go out with a fellow. It 
oughta be something snappy. 

Mary—Yes, like red or purple. 
Nora—(Entering breathlessly) There's 

a whole row of 'em down stairs 
and I asked Cherry which one was 
for you and she asked them and 
they couldn't get it straight. 
They're all mixed up on who you 
are. 

Mary—Well, go back and tell Cherry 
to fix it so I get one that isn't 
too bad. Tell her she's my friend. 

Nora—Well, they all look like Hams 
to me but maybe one is better 
than the rest. 

Mattie—Get her a tall dark one. 
Mary—Do you suppose I oughta go 

and look myself—you know what 
I mean to see if I know any
one? 

Minnie—Oh' take a chance—If he's 
too bad you needn't worry—you'll 
probably walk around the campus 
where it's dark. No one will see 
you 

Mary—Yes, and I always say I can 
really stand anything if I have to. 

Mattie—Gonna take a shower? 
(The door is closed) 

V. D. 

r T H E  S I G N A L I T E  

| What's the Score? J Prodigal Son 

Only a Fool 
Willingly Provides 

Entertainment 

For Fools 

Returns From J. C, 
Richer by a Bear 

L OO IE  

President Serotkin's picture 
as he got off the train from K_ 
City. "Have been living on a -
able diet," said Serotkin, "aa 
spinach." "You wonder at the . 
of my beard," he said. "Well 
my razor in a dust storm aac 
at the results." "Uncanny," sa:: 
reporters. 

Serotkin refuses to shave unS 
next Board meeting. At that tit-
will remove the whiskers p~: 
He asserts that he has collects 
much valuable material within tip 
canny growth. 

In this uncombed haystack 
three prairie dogs, one-half set t 
ver, seven soup bones, a key to 
sas City, and a little subject ma 
In our opinion this beard will cera 
tickle the girls. 
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WE DID IT 
and 

WE'RE GLAD 

Ten Strikes and Twenty Major Disasters! 

Also Special Rates on Civil War 

Take Prof. Jarrold's History 210 

Try My Course in Short Story 

And Get Some Pre-Season Predictions on Baseball 

C. A. HEWITT 

Are You a Dental Cripple? 

Do you have shooting pains in your back during 
Assembly period ? Do you find it hard going to 
sleep fourth period ? Do you find your food un
palatable? 

Try Dr. Schmaltz's Course in Mental 
Gymnastics! 

RESULTS GUARANTEED 

Call 2-9130 (If Man Answers, Hang Up) 




