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File 13 opens again with the fall
issue of ye P.N., commenting on the
many changes around campus since
the last ill-fated issue. The Royal
Ball is in the ascension:

One of the most unheralded changes,
announced Coach Dave Nelson, is the
soon forthcoming three-platoon sys-
tem on the football field. The athletic
department is in a dither about so
many good players being down on
their grades — one hit - .05 — so
next fall the Bears will boast an
offensive squad, a strong defense, and
a squad to take exams.

* ok

Something’s wrong with the score-
board, too. New though it may be,
it mal-functioned the third home
game. Anyone could see we were
winning the game on sheer grit alone.

* & #*

“Tomorrow, and tomorrow and
tomorrow, creeps in our petty pace.”
Will the Beanies come off? Will Mur-
gatroyd Van Schnort reclaim his
right to life, liberty, and the pursuit
of the Maine co-ed? And what of
Delilah? Is she destined to find more
Indian crew cuts on her respective
boy-friends’ heads?

LI

Feller walked into the Campus’ ad-
vertising office the other day and
wanted to place a $200 ad for the
return of his wife’s pet cat.

“Isn’t that a lot to pay for a cat?”
the ad man asked.

“Not this cat,” our So. Apt. friend
replied. “I drowned it.”

* * *
Like my buddy who studied abroad

for a year. Then he married her.
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Driving his date home the other
night, the Maine senior was pleasant-
ly surprised to hear his date ask:
“Would you like to see where I was
vaccinated?”’

“You bet,” he exclaimed breath-
lessly, as is the custom of all manner
of flesh.

“Well, slow down because we’re go-
ing to drive right by the place.”

* * *

One of our Maine buddies, travel-
ing by train to the Connecticut game
last fall, was heavily liquored. As
the train lurched, he fell prostrate
in the aisle.

“Where is your car, sir?” asked
the conductor, anxious to deposit said
buddy in his compartment.

“Haven’t gotten car . . . just call
me a cab.”

* * *

Now that the bridge to Indian Island
is nearing completion, some of us
should check up on your Indian lan-
guage requirenﬁents, basie. For ex-
ample: TOMAHAWK, what you go
to sleep suddenly and wake up with-
out hair there is an Indian with.

* * *

Early-risers have yet to see that
wonderful fruit, the doughnut. That’s
a cookie with sex appeal.

* * *

The youth slipped silently around
the corner of the dorm, his eyes
furtively searching the lighted path-
way which led to his room. The purple-
colored pick-up stopped, threw a
searchlight on the unfortunate lad,
who struggled in vain to hide a steady
dripping from the pocket of his over-
coat.

The Cop, a gleam in his eye, put
a finger under one of the drops, caugh

it, and tasted it. -

“Hard liquor?” he asked.
“Nope,” replied the frightened lad.
“Airdale pup.”

* ¥ Xk

Fewer college girls are getting
married, which may indicate that
higher education does improve the
judgement.

* * *

Chuck S. was hitching through a
small town on his way home for a
weekend. He says he wanted to see
his buddy, a public managment major
here a couple years ago.

There was an old man sitting on
the steps of the village store, Chuck
said, “I say, Pop, where can I find
the court house,” Chuck asked.

“Ain’t got none here,” the old duffer
answered. “You've gut to pick ’emn up
on the street.”

* * *

And as the old maid said to the
robber: “Oh, gracious! Frisk me
again!”

% * *

The fighting editor of the Maine
Moland Rann, should
conduct . and he might ... an
investigation into the Union Building
that was going to be finished by 1951.
Yeah!

“Crampus,”

* * *

‘This column is written in the Amer-
ican way, for real Americans. The
American way. That’s condemning a
naughty movie, attending it to see if
it’s as shocking as advertised, and
kicking because the naughty parts
have been cut out.
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So there I was, waiting in my
room,

It was just about time for the
game. The rally the night before had
worked up the spirit of all to a fever
pitch, and we were ready to go out
there and do or die for dear old
Maine,

As I waited for the rest of the boys,
I checked through my gear to see ii
all was in readiness. Let’s see . . .
my cowbell, my golf hat, my fur coat,
two large medium-blue-and-dark-blue
Maine banners on canes, a Halloweenu
horn, two rolls of toilet paper (for
throwing), a thermos of hot coffee,
my knapsack full of frostbite remedy,
my radio for listening to the broad-
cast of the game (in case I couldn’t
see what was going on), my Handy
Dandy Fire Siren, and my por.able
steamboat whistlz . . . I guess that’s
everything.

Oh, yes; mustn’t forget Agnes.
Who’s she? Agnes is the pet mule I
use to help carry all that junk.

And then the boys arrived to carry
me off to the big game.

It was the biggest game of the
year. We were playing our tradition-
al rival, I.C.U. As we rushed toward
the field, we could hear the opponent’s
stands giving forth with their school
song, “Pull Down The Shades For
1.C.U.”

What a day for football!

We rushed onto the field, ready to
take our seats on the 50-yard line No
ordinary grandstand seats were ours.
No, sir, we had bought tickets for
seats on the 50-yard line, and there
we would sit. We had brought along
our own folding chairs, and we then
placed them right on the playing field
itself, directly in front of the yard
marker which read “50”.

(We were all quite surprised during
the second period, when a pass was
thrown at us, we received it, and
then were hit by onrushing linemen
from both teams. What a sensation.)

Shortly after we were seated, but
before the game got under way, we
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R A H!

by
Sid Folsom

saw the cheerleaders, 150 strong,
come charging onto the field. They
massed in front of the grandstand,
and proceeded to go into their first
cheer, the famous “Team-RAH!”

(For those of the readers who are
not familiar with this cheer, a de-
scription is herein related. The
cheerleaders begin to shout the word
“team”, upon which the entire team
rises to its feet near the bench, and
bows to the grandstand. The grand-
stand ignores the team. This lasts
approximately 30 seconds

Then a lone, curvaceous drum ma-
jorette parades ostentatiously in
front of the stands, and, as all eyes
are on her, the cheerleaders and audi-
ence join in the single, stacecato
“RAH!” This makes the entire cheer
sound as follows: “Te-e-e-e-m-m-mmm
... RAH!!” The sound is sometimes
followed by sighs of eestacy.)

And then the game began.

What a game! Neither team
scored in the first half. Neither team
scored in the second half. The final
score was 0-0.

What a game!

However, all was not lost. At half-
time, I had managed to fight my way
to the hot-dog stand, and there met a
beautiful but starving female cheer-
leader. We both had purchased warm
cokes and cold hot dogs.

We had talked at length while we
devoured our snacks, and it had been
love at first sight.

We had discussed the Korean sit-
uation.

Then she had mentioned that she
took Spanish 8 the previous spring,
and I had asked her if she still pos-
sessed her textbook for that course,
with written-in translation. She had
replied in the affirmative.

As I may have said before, it was
love at first sight.

During the rest of the game. we
had stood side-by-side on the 50-yard
line, watching the game through rose-
colored glasses. As the game ended.
I wafted her into my arms and car-

ried her off to the post-game tea
which was being held in my fra-
ternity, Phi Onu.

Things were jumping as we arrived
at the house. The brothers were
jumping. The sisters were jumping
The dates were jumping. The cook
was jumping. Even the housemother
was jumping.

I looked about, suspecting severe
cases of ants-in-pants.

However, all was well, and we
joined the party. I went to the tap-
room, dragged out my 55-gallon drum
of vintage cider, and poured a tank-
car (as differing from a side-car) for
my cheerleader-date. I carried it back
to her with the aid of Agnes, my
mule-of-all-work who had followed
me faithfully from the football field.

We sat before the roaring fireplace,
watching the music die in the dis-
tance, and hearing the patter of the
enrushing flames. The log came up
and threw another housemother on
the fire.

Still we sat there.

Socia! chairmen from various fra-
ternities, sororities, and dormitories
went into a huddle, planning intrigues
for the next weekend. Or were they
planning weekends for the next in-
trigue?

Dean Spleene, the chaperone, sat in
the corner nursing a grudge.

Four kittens and a cat sat next to
him, just nursing.

Two football players came in and
began going through an energetic
dance in time to the record then play-
ing on the phonograph. Finally it got
to be too much to bear, so I arose,
walked over to the record, took the
phonograph out of it, and broke it.
You see, I alwaysh wanted to be a
record-breaker. Yeah!

The door came by, and I passed out
through it. Reaching back, I grabbed
my cheerleader-date, who was at that
time trying to teach cheers to a group
of ambitious pledges.

All was well.

Continued on Page 19
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Muriel, the wife of George the
butcher, runs to her husband terrified.
“Oh, George, something awful’s
“What?”’ asked George,
“I've gotten fat! I've

happened!”
frightened.
gotten too fat. I just got weighed
and how much do you think I
weighed?”

“How much?”

“Two hundred pounds! A month
ago I only weighed one hundred and
twenty-five.”

“Where did you weigh yourself? In
the store?”

“Yes.”

“Oh dear, you frightened me. Don’t
worry. If our scales show two hun-
dred, you only weigh one hundred
and thirty.”

Prof: What is the most impor-
tant discovery of modern chemistry?

Student: Blondes, sir!

In a public meeting, the speaker
has finished and a collection for a
philanthropic purpose will take place.
In the first row, two Scotsmen and
an Irishman are seated among the
others. All of them wanted to avoid
the collection.

Irishman: Oh my God. (faints(?))

Scotsman: Come, brother!
And they carried the Irishman out-
side for fresh air.

“Is your roommate broadminded?”
“Say, that’s all he thinks of.”
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CRACKER BOX

EXCHANGE JOKES

“Well then, your name is Joseph
Allen and your mother’s name is
Schultz?” asked the teacher, in order
to enter it in the record.

“That’s right,” replied little Joey.

“Mama married again, and I didn’t.”

1st Electrician: “Have you any
four-volt, two watt bulbs?”

2nd Electrician: “For what?”

1st: “No, two.”

2nd: “Two what?”

I1st: “Yes.”

Professor: “I won’t begin to-
day’s lecture until the classroom
settles down.”

Voice from the rear: ¢ Go home

and sleep it off, old man.”

Coach: “What’s his name?”
Manager: “Osscowinskiewski!”
Coach: “Put him on the first

team.”

The firing squad was escorting a
Russian comrade to his place of
execution. It was a dismal march in
a pouring rain.

“What a terrible morning to die,”
muttered the prisoner.

“Whatta you kicking about,” asked
the Red in charge. “We gotta march
back through this rain.”

Girl: “Horace was over to my
house last night, and as he started to
leave he asked me to wear his pin,
but I had to tell him I eouldn’t wear
it until I knew him better.”

Gal: “But you’re wearing it now.”

Girl: “Well, he didn’t leave right
then.”

He: Let’s get married or some-
thing.
She: Let’s get married or nothing.
—Prude.

High heels were invented by a girl
who once was kissed on the forehead.

1 know a girl so ugly that if she
played Lady Godiva the horse would
steal the scene.

“If this lecture has run overtime,
it is because my watch has stopped,”
said the prof.

Voice from the back row: “There’s
a calendar behind you.”

Son: Father! What would you say
a man did if he were married to two
women at the same time?

Father: That, my son, is called
bigamy.

Son: And what if he got married
to one?

Father: That’s called monotony.
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