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ATTENTION

Take Home a Juvenile T. Shirt or Sweatshirt

to that little sister, brother, nephew or niece.

University Store Company
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Famous Myths of
Ancient Times No. 1

In ancient Palestine, in the land
of David Solomon and Jeremiah,
there lived a shepherd of some
substance named Amittai. His
flocks were the biggest in all the
countryside, and his vineyards gave
the heaviest yields. He was a’ de-
vout soul, and diligent in the pur-
suit of his own welfare. And he
was greatly respected by every-
body. Now it so happened that
Amittaji had a son, a gay young
sprout by the name of Jonah, who
as our story begins was just turn-
ing eighteen and just finishing
high school.

And one day Amittai looked out
from his tent and saw Jonah hard
at work training a sheep dog, and
he thought to himself that that
was a pretty coarse occupation for
the son of so prominent a citizen.
He thought on it awhile, and he
was right off convinced. The boy
should better himself.

“Sarah,” he said, turning to his
wife who was mixing up a bit of
unleavened bread, and listening to
“TJohn’s Other Wife.” “Sarah, I've
been thinking what I am going to
do with Jonah.”

Sarah looked up from her batter
and waved her spoon reprovingly.

“Now hush up,” she scolded.
“Leave the boy be. I know he’s
sort of worthless, but he don’t eat
much, and he don’t harm nobody.
Leave him be.”

“Wait a minute, woman,” Amit-
tai growls. “I mean I have been
thinking maybe we ought to send
the kid to college. Got to keep up
appearances, don’t we?”

“Oh,” exclaims Sarah, sort of
surprised. “Why, yes, paw, I think
that is a splendid idea. He’s a
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likely youngster. He'd make a first
rate scribe or maybe a priest even.”

But that wasn’t Amittai’s idea.
That night he called Jonah in to his
study.

“Jonah, my boy,” he begins, “I've
been sort of thinking about send-
ing you down to the University of
Nineveh, so you can study a little
agricultural engineering.  Think
you'd like that?”

Jonah didn’t exactly cry out with
joy at the news.

“To tell the truth, pop,” he an-
swers, “I was sort of hoping I
could go to Tarshish Tech and
take up EE. I'm pretty hot stuft
at fixing radios and toasters and
such, and I sort of like that kind
of work.”

“Tarshish is out,” says Amittai.
“It’s co-ed, and youre just a coun-
try boy, and there’s no telling
what'd happen. No, as long as I'm
putting up the chips, it’s the U. of
N. for you. I want you to pick up
a few of those new-fangled scien-
tific farming ideas so you’ll know
how to run the deal here after I'm
cone.”

Well, Jonah knew better than to
argue, so it was settled.

Came September, and Mrs.
Amittai packed up the boy’s robes,
old Amittai wrote out a few checks
to cover expenses, and young Jonah
set off for the University of Nine-
veh, 1947 (B. C.) model afghan
jackass, that he had received as
a graduation present.

Now Jonah was a pretty sharp
boy, and he was inclined to think
his old man was pretty rural, so
you can bet that he hadn’t trav-
eled far from the old homestead
before he reset his compass and
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transterred his sights to the school
of his choice, Tarshish Tech. He
knew the old boy didn’t travel
much and would never know the
difference. Just once in awhile he
could spend a weekend at Nine-
veh, and pick up the checks his
tather would be sending. Every-
thing would be fine.

After several days of travel our
hero arrived in Tarshish and in
due course was enrolled as a fresh-
man. He signed up for courses in
Math, Physics, and Music Appre-
ciation, and joined the glee club.
IHe was too light for football, but
he wanted to do his bit, so he be-
came a cheerleader. He also made
the J. V. debating squad, and won
his numerals for that endeavor,

Shortly after his arrival he met
a cute little co-ed named Rachel
Greenbaum, whose father owned a
couple of cotton mills in Bethle-
hem. They clicked right off be-
cause both were hot for jitterbug-
ging and they made all the dances
and parties on campus. By the
time Jonah was pledged up to Rho
Gamma Rho, he had established
himself a reputation as a pretty
hot rock, and something of a char-
acter.

When it came time to elect a
campus mayor, the boys at Rho
Gamma Rho didn’t have to look
far for their candidate. Pledge
Amittai was a natural. He was told
that he had volunteered to repre-
sent the house.

Jonah didn’t mind. He liked the
limelight, and he had a good
speaking voice, and he knew
Rachel would go big for the pub-
licity. He entered into the cam-
paign with enthusiasm and a

THE PINE NEEDLE






O Mabel

(A Serenade to a Fallen Feline)

archie:

mabel the sweet voiced alto cat

who used to sing on the alley fence

came in to see her friend bughouse one day
she was out of breath and somewhat excited
now ive been through this before archie
and take natures course for granted

but mabel was a virgin i thought
bughouse she said shyly

im infanticipating

shed been reading w winchell

this is the way it happened

i was crossing the 11 tracks some time ago
when a tom id never seen before
meowed at me

his voice was like thick cream

and he had a pleasant manner for a tom
so i stopped to pass the time of day

it was a case of love at first sight
believe me truly it was

i couldnt help myself

your honor i said

let us make mad music on yon fence

so we sat up late and sang a duet

and one thing led to another

i didnt find out until later

that he drank sour cream bughouse

then it was too late too late

her voice broke she sobbed

do you think im a bad cat bughouse

it could happen here bughouse said

dont worry mabel dont worry

what would you do in my case bughouse
hes a drinking tom a hard drinker she said
why dont you get yourself a place

over by the rr tracks

in one of those abandoned boxcars

when your time comes i said

always willing to help a kitty in distress
so she did

she tried to do what was right

but one morning when bughouse awoke
the boxcar was gone mabel was gone
poor mabel what will happen to her he said
alone not a friend in the world

to help her in her need poor mabel

8

— Clair (the cat) Chamberlain

who thinks the moon is made of halibut
whos so gullible to think about it hurts me
that boxcar might be a transcontinental job
theres mabel without a thing to eat

and no kith and kin

trapped in a filthy cattlecar

she might get stepped on

what to do what to do

i felt sorry for bughouse archie

so i went to see my friend fiddleback

whos pappys pappys pappys pappys pappy
had been related to a mayflower cat

and lived in london or liverpool

which must be a nice place by the name
anyway fiddleback is a world traveler too
he strayed through allens alley once he said
hes been to timbuctoo shanghai singapore
hed know what to do

on my next trip to frisco he said

ill look for mabel

id know her anywhere he said

her puss is unmistakeable

and her appendectomy scar is irreplaceable
i slipped him an ounce of catnip for his trouble
do that i said

fiddlebacks my firm fond friend

he has a name for reliability

i could trust him

hed find mabel if anybody could

if mabel was still alive

little did i know what ill mission

my friend had set out upon

what foul fishy breeze wafted him forth

to misfortune for us all

whiskers up we said good hunting

he wore out one set of claws and grew another
before he returned

his pads were raw and red

before we saw him again

he limped back with slit ears

a sight for sore eyes

i found mabel he said

woe is me

mabel is a kept cat

she dont want to come back

(Continued on Page 22)
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The Highly Seductive Hyemna

There once was a hyena named
Liz, who was free, white, twenty-
one, and very well stacked. Liz
had just recently moved to Jungle-
town from a neighboring village to
work in the local branch of an in-
surance company. Her arrival had
Yeen marked by many whistles and
wolf calls.

The first night in town, she went
out with Joe the Lion, her boss at
the office. Joe was famed as a casa-
nova. He took her dining and danc-
ing and spent his entire check on
her. When they got back to her
apartment, he put his arm around
her and bent down to kiss her. But
Joe had made a very serious mis-
take. He had taken a drink. And
when his lips were right next to
hers, she pushed him away, stuck
her chin up in the air and pro-
nounced, “Lips that touch liquor
shall never touch mine.” Then she
closed the door in his face.

The second night, Pete the
Leopard asked her out. They went
riding in the moonlight in his
Chrysler Town and Country, and
he sang pretty love songs to her.
Pete, a very handsome character,
seemed to be making out pretty
well; but when he slipped his arm
about her and pulled her over be-
side him to kiss her, she smelled
the tobacco on his breath and wig-
gled out of his grasp. “Smoking,”
she said, “is a nasty, expensive,
weakening habit. Take me home.”
And he did.

The third night, Mortimer the
Elephant asked her out. He picked
her up at eight; and as they drove
away in his car she asked, “Where
are we going?”

“To my mother’s,” said Mortimer.

“That’s mnice,” said Liz, and
smiled at him.

Mortimer’s mother had tea for
them. The three of them talked a
while, and then Mortimer played
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a violin solo. After he was through,
he excused himself. “Excuse me for
a moment, please,” he said. “I
must wash my hands. I hate the
feel of resin on them.” And he left.

Liz looked at Mortimer’s mother.
“Mortimer’s a very nice boy,” she
said. “So polite and gentlemanly.”

“Yes,” answered Mortimer’s
mother. “We have never let him
run around with the wrong crowd.

“I dont imagine he drinks?”
asked Liz.

“Oh, perish the thought.”

“And he probably doesn’t smoke
cither.”

“I should say not. Smoking is a
nasty, expensive, weakening habit.”

Soon Mortimer came back, and
they had another cup of tea to-
gether. Then he took Liz home.
As he shook hands with her on the
doorstep, he asked her if she would
like to come out to the house again
the next night.

“Yes,” she gurgled and smiled
again.

Mortimer took Liz out every
night for several months. Finally
they were married. And as they
drove away from the little church
in his car, she asked, “Where are
we going?”’

“To my mother’s,” said Morti-
mer.

Liz raised one eyebrow — but
said nothing—and finally lowered
it again. When they arrived at
the house, she excused herself
and dashed upstairs to put on her
laciest negligee and to' soak her-
self with her most bewitching
perfume. Then she came and sat
beside him—and his mother—on
the couch.

“Mortimer,” she said, “you
know I always respected you so
much because you never tried to
kiss me before we were married.

L think that was very gentle-
manly.”

“'m always polile and gentle-
manly.”

“Mortimer, would you kiss me
now?”

She leaned over and gazed at
him. Mortimer put aside his book
for a moment and pecked her on
the <chin. Ile returned to the
book. Liz raised the other cye-
brow, but still said nothing.

Presently Mortimer’s mother
brought in the wedding cake and
tea, and after they had eaten, she
said, “Well, it's after nine, chil-
dren. I think it's time we were
going to bed.” She excused her-
self and left.

Liz watched Mortimer a few
more moments. Then she yawned
noticeably and stretched in her
lacy negligee, which wasnt made
for stretching. Finally she got up,
stretched a bit more, and started
for her room.

“Mortimer,” she said. “It is a
little late, and I'm tired. . Aren’t
you coming to bed?”

Mortimer put down his book,
looked at the clock and muttered,
“Yes, I suppose I'd better.” He
got up, walked to the room op-
posite Liz, turned around, said,
“Good night,” and opened the
door.

“Mortimer,”  whispered  Liz,
“won’t you come over here in my
room? I'm sure youll be much
more comfortable” And she
raised both eyebrows together.

“In your room!” shouted Morti-
mer, his ears standing straight up
on his head. “My mother has
never let me go into a woman’s
room. Good night.”

Mortimer closed the door.

Moral: Half a love is no better
than none.
























Mother gave them to us, we
should—"

“Yes, I suppose we should.”

“After all, she’s coming next
weekend, ahd she might think it
was odd if we haven’t got them in-
stalled yet.”

“Yes, you're right, Fred.”

Fred rapped the bowl of his
pipe on a metal ash-tray that was
on the kitchen table. Some of the
ashes spilled on the cloth. He tried
to brush the ashes away, but they
made a black smudge. Then he
blew on the spot. The ashes and
half-burnt tobacco left in the ash-
tray were caught by his breath and
swirled about on the cloth. Finally,
he blew along the flatness of the
table so that the tobacco and ashes
fell onto the floor. Resignedly,
Helen watched him.

Fred wrinkled his forehead and
looked at her.

“Where do you want to put
them?” he asked.

“About the only place is the
front hall, T guess,” she said. “Can
yvou wire them in there all right.”

“Mm—I think so.”

“Well, T'll go up in the attic and
get them.”

When she returned with a dust-
covered box, Helen found him
blowing more ashes off the table.
Another smudge had appeared be-
side the first one, she noticed.

Fred took the box and carried it
down stairs. Helen heard him
opening and shutting cabinet
doors. In a minute she heard him
shout up the stairs to her. She
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called back, “Youll have to come
up here, Fred. I can’t hear you.”

Feet struck on the stairway and
the cellar door swung open.

“Are you sure you haven’t seen
that damned screw-driver, Helen?
I always use that one.”

“Oh, Fred—I just happened to
think—I was opening a can of
paint the other day to touch up
the legs on that chair, and I bor-
rowed it. You left it up here on
the table, anyway.”

She reached into a closet and
drew out the screw-driver.

“Here it is, Fred. T guess I
stirred the paint with it, too.
There wasn’t anything else around
at the time. You can take off the
paint with a little turpentine, can’t
you?”

She handed it to him.

“Mm, Tl have to if T want to
use it.”

Ired went back down the stairs
to figure out the wiring for the
chimes. Helen finished putting
away the supper dishes. Then she
tried to rub out the smudges in the
table cloth. She could hear, very
faintly, music playing on Fred’s
radio.’

Even fainter, a few minutes

_ later, was the metallic sound of

two notes of the door chimes, the
second note lower in pitch than
the first. Helen went into the liv-
ing room and waited for Fred to
come upstairs with the chimes.
She wanted to make sure that he
didn’t put them in too conspicuous
a place on the wall.

A

STUDINT SENATE \\
All those in favor, say “BAA—"
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Man Has Had It!

A short play in three acts requir-
ing a minimum of characters, scen-
ery and properties. Suitable for
any small theatre group.

Stage Setting: A living room
sofa, low lights and soft music.

Act the First:
One scene: Man meets girl.
Two scene: Man dates girl.
Three scene: Man kisses girl.
Man has Had it.

Act the Second:

One scene: Man marries girl.
Two scene: Girl meets another

man.

Three Scene: Girl dates another
man.

Four scene: Girl kisses another
man.

Man has had it.

Act the Third:

One scene: Man takes drink.

Two scene: Man takes another
drink.

Three scene: Girl runs off with
another man.

Four scene: Man drinks another
take.

Five scene: Drink takes another
man.

Man has had it.
(Copyright, 1765, Philadelphia,

Pennsylvania Colony)

—Sejones

DECISION

Sugar please, and plenty of it,
Is the only thing I covet

When I'm lunching with milady
Half after two.

But even though the cream is
creamy

And the tea itself is dreamy

I'm stumped by my digestion.

One lump or two?

—R. M. Cudahy
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