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The Gay Deceivers

by
Marilyn Hoyt

Staprer e—

“These fellows up here just don’t know how to treat a woman.”

The coffee slopped out of Dick’s
cup, as he blinked twice and looked
hard at the girl. He repeated again
in astonishinent, “You say you’ve
been down to French Island?”

The pretty blonde pushed Back her
hair and gave him that aren’t-I-a-
devil look, and said with a flippant
smile, “Sure I was down there last
Saturday night.”

“What did you do?”

“What does one usually do? My
father would have had kittens if he
could have seen me, but by this time
he should know I drink. My God!
This vacation almost finished me
off.” She gave a languid sigh and
gulped down the last of her coffee.

Dick gazed at her uncomfortably

for a moment then said, “Did va
ever have any White Lightning ?”

The girl’s face clouded blankly,
and she replied in a regretful tone,
“I don’t think I've ever had any.
What is it ?”

Dick’s face cleared happily and he
announced trinmphantly, “It’s home
brew, best stuff ya ever drank.”

The girl took a long last drag on
her cigarette, and through the
smoke, she looked at him narrowly
through half-closed eye-lids. “Really
Dick,” she drawled nastily, “I
should think you’d have more
taste. Honestly, the way some of
vou college boys carry on. I should
think you’d have more personal
pride. But then....” With that the

sweet voung college co-ed gathered
up her books and haughtily stalked
out of the bookstore.

* * *

“You look beautiful tonight,”
murmured Dick, as his admiring
glance took in Jane’s dress.

Jane shrugged her shoulders dis-
dainfully, and announced loudly,
“In this old rag? I got it years ago
in New York. I really shouldn’t have
got it then, but it was one of Fran-
cois’ latest creations, and I simply
couldn’t resist it. My father al-
most bowled over when he got the
bill, but you know how fathers are.”

Dick grimanced and replied lame-
ly, “Yeah, I know.”

Jane hummed happily, and over
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Dick’s shoulder gave the stag line
the glad eye. She glanced up at Dick
and asked with feminine curiosity,
“Dick, who’s that tall good-looking
fellow standing over there by Ann
Grant?”

“T don’t know who he is, but I've
seen him around campus a lot. He’s
quite an operator.”

“Is he? Gosh Dick, you should
see the beautiful car he's got. It's
absolutely out of this world. And
he’s simply wonderful to Ann. He
buys her presents all the time. Just
look at that enormous corsage of
orchids she’s got on. Isn’t it gor-
geous? They say that his father is
just swimming in money. Wouldn't
it he wonderful to have a guy lhke
that on a string?”’

Dick took a deep breath and mut-
tered, “There is a big crowd here
tonight. The orchestra is pretty
good don’t you think?”

“Oh, it’s fair. Nothing to get up
in the middle of the night and rave
about. But I suppose I'm kind of
spoiled. T've seen so many big name
bands play, that I really can’t get
any pleasure out of these small time
orchestras. I remember the last for-
mal I went to. Stan Kenton
plaved. The boy I went with was in
the oil business with his father. He
was so nice, Dick, and so distin-
guished, and simply out of this
world. He brought me white orchids,
and afterwards we went to some elite
little place and had champagne and
stecak. Oh, not that I don’t love
roses, and I don’t mind beer and
hamburgers, but give me New York,
with its lights, exitement and
glamour.”

Dick flushed and
woodenly, “Someday, after I'm
graduated and making piles of
money, my date won'’t have to drink
beer and eat hamburgers.”

Jane looked up at bim and smiled
svmpathetically.  “Of course she
won't. Dick dear.”” Then she
dreamed wistfully, “But someday
seems so far off, doesn’t it?”

* * *

he remarked
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The moon had just gone under a
cloud as the couple ambled up the
walk that led to Jane’s dormitory.
She drew her coat closer as the cut-
ting wind swept around the corner
of the building. “How could you?”
she asked, berating Dick with a
stinging glance.

“How could I what?” Dick re-
peated stupidly.

Jane bit her lip to keep the tears
from coming, and whispered hoarse-
ly, “Oh you fool! Mortifying me in
front of all those people. I could've
gone right through the floor, I
was so embarrassed. I should think
you'd you've had
enough. You didn’t even drink half
as much as I did, but I conducted
myself like a lady.”

know when

“Half as much? Oh, come on
now, I could drink vou under the
table any night, and T wouldn’t have
to make faces while I was doing it.
Just name the night.”

“Just—oh, there go the lights. 1
have to go in. I suggest you go
homie and grow up. You might turn
imto a mnice guy someday, who
knows.” She turned to go, then, “I
had a nice time, except for the last
half of the evening. Good night,
Dick.”

“Aren’t ya even going to kiss me
goodnight 2"’

“IKiss you goodnight ? What for?”
But she turned and lightly kissed
him on the cheek. “Goodnight.” She
shut the door after her.

(Continued on Page 20)

“Seems to me I’ve forgotten something.”















H, Carnegie! Of thee we
__,_A sing. . ..

Carnegie! Habitat of the com-
mando carnegus, and of the coeda
carnivora. For the Maine man, ’tis
not sleep, as Bill Shakespeare once
said, that “knits up the ravell’d
sleave of care and is the balm of
hurt minds”; for peasants from
North Dorms and bourgeoisie from
QOak and Hannibal Hamlin alike,
the panacea for each day’s trials
and tribulations is none else but
Coftee at Carnegie. It is here that
a man can rest his soul and body,
park his chin on a coffee cup, and
observe campus society at work.
The ones with financial resources,
those who are well-heeled, are able
to promote the conversation and
company of the opposite sex through
the treat of a cup of coffee, and
possibly the promise of a ride in a
new convertible. But the majority
of the boys, flat broke, can do noth-
ing more than stand back and watch
the campus cuties on parade.

To a man who is dead broke,
needing a shave and a clean shirt,
having none of the traditional time
on his hands, nothing can be so
inspiring, stimulating, and at the
same time frustrating, as the pres-
ence, within 100 vards, of a clean-
cut, cute, cavorting co-ed. Her con-
versation may amount to nil, her
intelligence the same, but her mere
appearance sends thrills through the
male population. Tempting but al-
most unattainable, cute and also
coquette, tall enough to dance with
vet small enough to sweep into one’s

arms, she reigns supreme. All eyes-

are on her...until she makes her
departure, promptly at the hour of
9:30 p.m.

After that time: men, beware!
There lurks about the place an en-
tirely different type of co-ed. Gone
is the wide-eyed, “get me home
carly” look of hefore. Here is a
new look! The men who are still
hanging over their last cup of
coffee, the ones who have stayed
till the bitter end, are now con-
fronted with a change of atmos-
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phere. The very air in the place,
once clear and pure and holding
nothing but the aroma of fresh
cotfee, now seems to hold little but
blue smoke and the odor of stale
coke (Gad!).

The door flies open to admit the
library lions, those intellectuals who
spend their hours struggling with
musty, dusty volumes of philosophi-
cal theories, mathematic monstrosi-
ties, and historical hysteria. An
outsider watching them at work
within the walls of the library would
consider them to be holding a mara-
thon to determine which pen has
the most ink. Actually the struggle
determines whose cigarettes last
longest, and whose gripes are loud-
est. Corridors echo with groans and
laughter mtermixed with more blue
smoke. At times the study rooms
are practically empty, save for re-
serve books marked at certain pages
with crib-notes and good intentions.

But we digress. Our stronghold
is the Passion Pit of Carnegie Hall.
Seeming to be all things to all men,
it is at various times the Cave of
Cokes, the Den of Doughnuts, the
Maelstrom of Music, the Garden

“Mamal!!”

of Gams...last but not least, it is
the Castle of Co-eds. Everywhere
we see co-eds, bending over the
counter, leaning against the walls,
leaning over tables. .. they all seem
to harbor strong leanings toward
gatherings. But social or
otherwise, pity the poor malc who
gains the favor of their company
at his table. Nice to look at in the
distance, a co-ed’s complexion is
helped very little by close inspection
under the haze of blue smoke.
Witty though they may be, popular
as they may pretend, these females

social

are a source of disillusionment
under such circumstances.

Picture two or three tired, hard-
working Maine Men, inhaling a
Last Cup of Coffee, bought with the
TLast Nickel, fighting over the Last
Cigarette, gazing at the Last Pairs
of Gams, hanging their
bodies unassumingly over the tables.
These men are hardly what we could
call lively. Their day is not vet
Books are ahead, work is

weary

done.
foreseen. Any spurt of activity at
this time would result in an onset of
fatigue, even collapse.
These men are trying to get through
college.

But then, la la, who should ap-
pear on the scenc but co-eds! Cast-
ing about for a place to sit, they
spy our heroes. With the wink of
an eye, they occupy a corner of the
booth, crowding until the men finally
deign to make room. The co-eds sit
on one side, the men on the other.
Who wants to sit next to a co-ed
anyway? Especially when the lights
are on . .. besides, it’s nice to sit op-
posite, where all charms can be ob-
served, also avoiding the possibility
of covering the co-eds with drool,
which is very unsanitary.

Introductions are made, hands
are crushed, eyes are winked, and
the gab-fest is on. Politeness reigns
at first. My prelim was divine, how
was yvours? He has the cutest mus-
tache! Why don't you grow a
heard? Why don’t you drop dead!

Politeness disappears. Boys talk

(Continued on Page 20)

extreme
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Mr. Williamson
Forgets the Chocolates

by Ted Gridley

OOR old Mrs. Williamson was

the oddest woman. And her poor
husband. He had to bring home
chocolates every Tuesday night on
his way from work. A one pound
box with sweet meats, caramels, and
mints mixed in. He bought them at
the Wee Shoppe on the corner of
Walnut Avenue and Centre Street.
Every Tuesday, for absent-minded
poor old Mrs. Williamson, a pound
of chocolates.

Poor old Mrs. Williamson. She
had lost it and she couldn’t find it
anywhere. Aund as she busied about
the house Wednesday morning she
wondered what she would do.

Would the milkman know, she
wondered 7

And when the milkman arrived,
she asked him.

“Would you know where I left
my paring knife?”

“No, Mrs. Williamson, I wouldn’t,”
the milkman said.

“But can’t you guess?”

“On the table in the kitchen?”’

“No,’ said ahsent-minded Mrs.
Williamson.

“Perhaps on the stove?”

“No.’

“In the pantry?”

“No.”

“In the cupboard?”

“No.”

“Well, I'm afraid T don’t know,”
said the milkman. He left a quart of
milk and hurried back to his truck.

Poor old Mys. Williamson. She
had lost her paring knife. And the
potatoes were all ready, too. Per-
haps the mailman would know, she
thought.

“Would you know where I left
my paring knife?”

He handed her a letter,
m’am.” he said.

“NO,

Party Issug, 1949

“But can’t you imagine?”’
“In the sink?”

“No, I looked there.”
“On the kitchen shelf?”

“NO hRJ

“In the ice chest?”

((\TO 1y

“On the serving table?”
“NO_”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Williamson, I
can’t guess.” The mailman turned
and left.

Old Mrs. Williamson was dis-
traught. She was concentrating hard
now. The paring knife must be
around here somewhere, she thought.

" The iceman comes today. Perhaps

he'll know.

Absent-minded Mrs. Williamson
asked the iceman.

“Would you know where T left
my paring knife?” she asked.

He pushed the ice into the ice
box. “‘Sorry, m’am.”

“But please tell me.”

“Maybe you left it upstairs.”
“No.”

“Outside? In a snow bank?”
“No.”

*In your pocket 7’

‘No.”

“In the knife rack?”

“No.”

“Well, I'm busy, m’am. I have
to leave.” Before Mrs. Williamson
could speak, he had turned and left.

Oh, Heavens, she thought. Where
have I left it? The meal is all ready
but for the potatoes. It must be
around here somewhere. Nobody
else will call today. I'm alone, and
I must find it.

She hurried from room to room.

Upstairs, in the closets, in the
bathroom, the bedrooms.

In the cellar, the play room, the
steam room, the trunk room.

On the first floor again.

Into the living room.

“Oh, of course,” she smiled. Mr.
Williamson was lying face down on
the divan. She drew the knife from
his back. “You bad old man,” she
said. “You forgot my chocolates last
night.”

Poor old Mr. Williamson had been
absent-minded, too.

e o Joad W{S\&'\N\d Ao s oo ko \L\é\‘\&\?
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Y God, how drunk can a guy
M get. Ile’s sure to drop dead
before this dance is over. A cute little
man though, rather pop-eyed. My
eyeballs would pop, too, if T'd been
drinking the stuff he’s swigging
down. I suppose he thinks T believe
all those yarns he’s so diligently
spinning. Entertain me. Sorry, had
to get the kid sister a date for house-
parties.  Well, she got me one!
“He’s from the same frat as Throck-
morton is, so he must be nice.”
Nice. huh. He was swell. Grand-
mother must have let him out for
the big reunion. I didn’t mind his
hald head. T didn’t even mind bend-
ing over backwards to keep from
squashing his protruding stomach.
Did I like older men? Of course I
did; I did until T met you, you old
vulture. You're so old you're getting
senile. It was when he asked me to
go out and (HA HA) have a beer
that I decided little sister wanted to
dance the next one with another
man.

Then I met Shorty of the fabu-
lous stories. Where had he been all
my life? Well, too far I know. Not
any more. Oh no? Where did T go
to  school.  Miss  Schoenfeldt’s
School for the Mentally Incompe-
tent? That’s a new twist. These
wisc guys are always thinking up
new twists. I’d like to give him one.

That tall redhead; with him 1
could wear my triple decker spikes.
Well. ves, T would love to dance
with him. I can see he’s really taken
out lots of girls. What a line! He
said one line to me all during the
dance: “It's a good party, isn’t it?”
Of course it was. The band was
real gone. DPete and his Petrified
Players. T could go on like this
forever. At least this one is sober.
Poor Pete must be exhausted. He’s
finally stopped playing. I guess I
should go to the powder room and
repair my floor burns. “Oh, I really
must. It's been real.” “Real what?”
I should have known he’d ask that;
but he’ll learn. They all do. Learn
what? This could become quite a
rut if T let it go on.

12

A Dance With You?

There goes Pete again. I'd know
Fim anywhere. Well, T must dash
out into the fray, I suppose. This
s mv lecky day. The guest of honor
1s going to ask me to dance, Dizzy
Cillespie, no less. This cat must
have grown the goatee special for
his houseparty debut. Those giasses
are real sharp and there’s nothing
like a tam of sorts—but at a formal!
He must be their proteyy; probably
that drawl attracts eirls like flies.
Wlat a dance this is! This guy is
very, very fine. When I can stop
to breathe I'll get his dossier for
further reference. “Oh, I'm com-
pletely exhausted. Wouldn't you
like to sit out the rest of this one?
I've noticed vou dancing like this
all night. NO, I do believe you
could keep it up forever, hut I—of
course I'm no square, but—"" Thank
heaven the music’s stopped. “Yes,
again.” Again if he can dig me out
of my burrow.

This blonde is more my type. He
really seems to have some sort of
appeal. Very blonde men comple-
ment me. Not a bad dancer, not as
good as Diz, of course. “Enjoying
the party?” “Yes, but why does
everyone have to get stoned to have
a good time ?” (me playing the naive
innceent type) “It adds life, zest,
zing, vou know what I mean.” I
knew what he meant—and how.
“Want a drink?” “Well, yes.” Oh
woman, your defenses are collaps-
ing. The blond homber leads me to
the bar. You meet more people
there; 1 had no idea there were so
many people in the place. One drink
—two drinks— three drinks—four-
uh uh! “Come on, there’s only one
time like this a year.” Why didn’t
we go out to his little car for some
air. They’re all alike; the faces are
different so you can tell them apart
hut they’re all alike. “No, I really
have to find my sister, Lulu.”” Dear
Luly, probably passed out under

scme stray table. Undoubtedly it is
the thin~ to be pinned but it does
lave its disadvantages.

Irtermission. I feel like an inter-
mirsicn. It’s about time someone
trouoht of laving one. A gir] can
take this for only so long——say a
week or so. Half the night gone.
About time I started looking for
someone [ can make an impression
on. It's funnv I never thought
hovseparties were like this. All
these gir's being simply wonderful
about my dances with their men.
Lulu should have let me in on the
“in.” This is something that T might
try more often. Well, there goes
Pete, right there on the heat—only
a few measures behind the rest of
the banjo-players.

Hmm—seems to be losing a little
lrair; can’t hold that against a good
Dances quite well, pleasant
personality, possibly good for a

man.

sugar daddy. I wonder if that sweet
young thing throwing daggers at me
could be his forsaken one; not that
1t matters but 1t 1s nice to know
such things. “Been on campus
long:” “No.” “Like to go out and
look it over?” In the dark? Sure
nutf, one sees a lot in the dark.
How long does this he-man think
I've heen living. “Thank you, no.
I'd love to (huh) but I've promised
the next one to the chaperone. So
sorry.”

“Dance?” You don’t know it yet
but T could go for you. How tall.,
dark, and sexy-can a guy look! On
and on and on ; we seem to be hitting
it off. “Where do you live? O.K.
if T call vou next weekend? I may
be down that way or maybe you'll
be up this way. I could get you a
room at the Penobie if you haven’t
anyplace to stay.” It was getting
rather stuffy in there so we went
ottside for a while. He put his
arms around me and kissed me a
few times and then we went over to

Tue PINE NEEDLE












Rouline

by Sash Weight

HINGS were routine at the

400 Club. It was four in the
afternoon. There was very little
activity. A slow rain had caused the
cocktail hour to fail and only three
people made “open for husiness” a
reality.

“Donkey” Moran, a newspaper
reporter, sat on a bar stool talking
with the bartender. Behind the bar.
Henry stood. He was well known
for daiquiris, grapevine informa-
tion, and his lieuytenant-command-
er’s uniform. He had prestige, but
it was between hours and in be-
tween hours he served thirty-five
cent beer to Donkey.

Donkey was talking. “Now I
nmean people like that.” He pointed
to the only other person in the club.
She was well-dressed, nervous, and
a little apprehensive. “The rain's
got her worried,” Donkey said. -“Tt
might spoil her hat, or it might
make her hair fall, or it might get
her pretty silk stockings all wet.”
He was both observant and sar-
castic—hangovers of a deadline met
an hour ago. Donkey asked, *Tell
me, Henry, what does she know
besides cocktails and bridge par-
ties ?”

“She knows good liquor,” Henry
said.

“All the same.” Donkey turned
on his stool so he could see her
clearly. “What about all the other
people in the world?”

“I don’t know,” Henry said.

“All the guys who are working
for a living?” Donkey paused a
moment. “Tcll me, Henry, how
long has she been here?”

“She came in about one.”

“One o'clock. Now it's
Three hours. Sipping on a daiquiri.
Does she know McAlpin was killed
two hours ago?”’

“I guess not.”

four.
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“Of course not. She only knows
it's raining.” Donkey paused to
light a cigarette. “She doesn’t
know McAlpin worked hard for a
living, fought his way up, and then
was murdered. She only knows it’s
four o’clock and James is late with
the limousine.”

Henry set a fresh foaming beer
in front of Donkey,

“This McAlpin was a big shot.
wasn't he?” Henry asked.

“Pretty near a city father.”

“See his body?”

“Nup. What was left of it.”

Henry leaned over the counter.
“What do you figure happencd?”

“They don't know.
over from the office. Coroner said
he was smothered and dismembered
afterwards.” Donkey took a sip of

I was sent

beer.

“What motive ?”

“Can’t tell.”

“Huh.”

“But it’s news. And that dame
sipping a daiquiri doesn’t know and
doesn’t care. She reads her own
name in Societv, pastes it n a
hook, and that’s the newspaper.”

Henry dried the counter where
Donkey’s heer was.

“Who do vou figure killed Mec-
Alpin?” Henry said.

“Hard to tell. I looked up his
business friends. Not much there.”
Just then a well dressed man in
tan coat and tan fedora entered the
Club 400. He smiled at the woman
in the booth, then strode over and
sat with her. A girl took his order.
“Scotch  and  soda.
dear?”
“Yes,” the woman answered.
Ie looked across the table at her.
“Hold vour sides,” he said. “Some-
thing terrible has happened.”
“What? What happened, Rog-
er?”’
“Beverly,
murdered.”

Daiquiri,

McAlpin  has  been

The woman sat back suddenly
limp. She took a large swallow of
a fresh daiquirt.

“No.” she said.

“Yes, hours ago.
Papers are full of it. They'll prob-
ably want to see me. Routine police

about two

investigation.”

“But why ?”

“Because 1 worked with him.”
Roger drew a cigarette hurriedly
from a go!d case. His voice was
irritated and he sounded nervous.
“I know it's a terrible end to our
honeymoon,” he continued, “but it
will all be straightened out.”

She watched her husband as he
spoke. His words were clipped, un-
planned explosives. Only a week
ago everything was beautiful-—
Canada. the Thousand Islands.
Nova Scotia, and now home, and
this. She saw him act and speak as
he never had. It was a great shock

SEAPLE—

“Well, here we go again, clammy hands.”
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(Continned from Page 5)

Dick stood a long time, and

watched the closed door.
* * *

“Why didn’t you go out tonight,
Jane?”

“I didn’t want to, Pris, I had so
much studying to do, that I thought
I’d better stay in and get it done.”

“Say, did that Dick fellow ever
call you up again?”

“Nope. He was awfully nice too.
I liked him a lot. I must have
said something, or done something
that....”

“No, I don’t think so.” Pris pulled
back the covers and climbed into
bed. “The fellows up here are all
the same. All they can talk about
is getting drunk, or how much they
can hold, and how many women thev
have in tow.
you think they’d pay a little more
attention to the type of girl they
were out with. I guess their main
trouble is that they don’t know how
to treat a woman.”

Jane nestled deeper into her pil-
low, yawned and asked, “Pris, have
you ever heen down to French
Island ¥

“No, have you?”

“No, but I’ve heard a lot about it.
It must be quite a place.” Jane sat
down on her bed and dreamily gazed
into space. Gee, Priscilla, do you
think my father will let me go to
New York this summer?”

“I think he will.”

“I certainly hope so. To think
I've never been any farther than
Boston in my whole life. You know
I told Dick that I got my gown in
New York. The one I made myself.
And he believed me. It's fun to
string a guy along a little, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, it is.”

Jane yawned again and gazing up
at the ceilinz, she added philosphi-
cally “Life would be awfully boring
of we didn’t.”

Honestly, wouldn't

MariLyN HovT

Rushee : “Before I decide to pledge,
do you all drink anything?”’
Alpha Sigma Phi: “Anything !
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(Continued from Page 10)

to boys, and co-eds talk to co-eds.
The co-eds’ presence irritates the
boys no end, and it cramps their
conversational style. The boys can’t
stretch their legs for fear of dirty-
ing the co-eds’ bobby-sox. They
can't stretch their conversations for
fear of dirtying the co-eds’ minds.
They can’t exhale their pipe-smoke
for fear of dirtving th- co-eds’
lungs, and blinding and choking
them (hmmmm!).

And then it happens. I see a
corner hooth! Ah! Get something
round . .. we’ll have a ball!! Here
we go. D-Day! Moving in! We all
land and the fun begins. Round-
table discussion reigns supreme. My
room-mate has the loveliest sweater.
Your eves are bloodshot. This
coffee tastes bitter. Don’t blow
smoke in my eyes! I want a coke.

Get me some coffee? Those dough-
nuts look good! Got a butt? Got
a light? Ah, light somewhere else!
Huh? This cotfee tastes bhitter.
Say, big boy, don’t T appeal to you?
Naw, my feet hurt. Does your face
hurt? Why? It’s killing me! Ha,
Ha, Ha, Huh, Huk, Kuk, Kuff,
Coff, Coff...don't blow smoke in
my face! Well, girls, it’s late ; gotta’

.be goin’. Ah, wait a while, it’s early

vet. OK, you talked me into it.
Gee, you're cute. Blue eves, red
lips, glasses that point up at the cor-
ners . ..your eyes are like pools. ..
and vour nose, vour nose is between
them. Your eyes come closer and
closer to your nose. They come to
the bridge of your nose, and then
they ...thev...they cross! Drop
dead. This coffee is bitter. Well,
girls, it’s late; gotta’ be goin’. Ah,
wait a while, it’s early yet. Gotta

Don’t you dare!
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