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Editors’ Page

The Easter season brightens the
way for spring. And with spring
comes fresh little leaf buds which
grow and spread to a prominent, but
still green, existence. They thrive
in the glory of sunlight and flourish
themselves too gaily in the light
breezes of temptation until nature
is tired of appreciating them and
their stems become broken away
from their source of nourishment
and sanction. Then they fall to the
ground where they shrivel up to
await the inevitable tromp of a hoot
that will crush their brittleness to
the dust of a past season.

Like this cycle of a leaf is the
term of a Pine Needle editor. The
most prominent compound leaf n
Pine  Needle Thistory  was
branching Ray Cudahy. His many
with the mag for

ever-

petioles grew
years, but at last he has gone his
deciduous way to add his withered
self to the incinerator called the
Bangor Commercial.

The sessile leaf known as Dick
Sprague, for a single successful sea-
son, kept one hranch solidly tipped.
Now his lobes are contracted to
squeeze their remaining sap into the
struggle with comprehensive exani-
nations.

The smoothy of the past was en-
tire Claire Chamberlain. His veina-
tion of prose and poetry has coursed
its last through these pages. He has
been parched by graduation and is
now being buffeted about by the
winds of a treeless world.

For a time, the serrated edges of a
Sam Jones leaf scratched this piney
tablet and his chlorophyll gave its
surface a controversial color. Now
his energies are expended along a
clutching tendril to female interests
in Boston. He is seared beyond use,
and will probably be raked from our
literary lawn,

What may vou now expect from

S8

the new leaflets which cling so pre-
cariously to the end of this swaying
limb? We can’t tell you that we are
good. Or that we are qualified for
the job. Or how long we expect to
stay lush and healthy. One of us
has the habit of biting on one plastic
bow of his glasses as he cautiously
weighs even the slightest decision
with knitted brow and grim conster-

nation. Here we have back bone and
confidence. Another one of us once
had something to do with a high
school year book, and has since heen
beating out crumby poetry and writ-
ing stories about this and that with
dubious success. Herc we have lit-
erary genius of a simple degree.
Still another one of us has been
ill prepared for his present job by
once handling an MCA publication
and reading hunting and fishing
magazines. What we have here, we
don’t know but it might grow into
something useful.

We have an extremely pleasant
office. The door is open all the time
simiply because it won'’t close. The
floor is well padded against noises
of all types with a thicknes of rub-
her. We have one good chair and
four which we use for our guests.
A telephone is here for some reason
and one dust gagged typewriter fills
out our list-of equipment, although
we intend to buy a dictionary.
Climbing to and from our garret,
we develop leg muscles and become
well known to the off-campus girls.

So, with all these qualifications
and diversifications we intend to
give the students of Maine an enter-
taining magazine for their two bit
investment. If we don’t blossom out
as you wish—let us know about it.
If you like our foliation—we will
continue to flourish and hope the
orchardists will not be able to reach
us with a pruning hook. ’

We think you will agree that the
present art staff of the Pine Needle
is most able. The cover of this issue
was done by len Keenan, who is
somewhat acquainted with the habits
of rabbits.
nights” is a leaf from Dick Selleck’s
sketchbook. Then those cartoons
that constantly feature youthiul
maidens with prominent profiles are
created by the pen of Bill Fogler.
Also, dependable Lloyd Shapleigh is
still with the mag and is always
ready to dash off a picture of humnor.

In each issue we hope to publish
at least one outstanding student
written short-short story for your
enjoyment. Ted Gridley’s writing
seemed tops to us this time. So we
doff our literary caps to him and
will keep an eye on Post and Col-
liers for his byline in the futurc.

Poets are a little more uncommen
but we claim a valuable discovery
in Kinley Roby. Other
wished their work used without
their names listed.

Our fashion editors, Pussy and
Vera, have knit together a unique
article to go along with some very
eveable photos. That department
should keep the interest of our fe-
male readers as well as the bug-

The page of “Good-

rhimers

eyed boys.

Two people happened ta be walk-
ing along a road together. One was
a young woman, the other a hand-
some farmer lad. The farmer lad
was carrying a large kettle on his
back, holding a chicken in one hand,
a cane in the other, and leading a
goat. They came to a dark ravine.

Said she: “I'm afraid to walk here
with you. You might try to kiss me.”

Said he: “How could I, with all
these things to carry?”

Said she: “Well, you might stick
the cane in the ground, tie the goat
to it, and put the chicken under the
kettle.” —Yellowjacket

Xk k%

An intelligent girl is one who
knows how to refuse a kiss without
being deprived of it.

—N.Y.U. Varieties
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Ted

Newhall
Photographer

to
the
Pine Needle
is happy to
of‘Fer/his services
at all times to
the students of

the University.

Appointments May
Be Easily Arranged

Come as you will
and choose your own
pose. We take your
picture the way yoﬁ

want it.

Bank Building ~ Orono

Call 8171

On An English Instructor

Virago in her office dully thinks

on rule and rank, reports and allied
stinks.

Alone of all the department to hatch

not sense, but wits that creep and
parts to match.

Either in banal impotence she speaks

or as her master whispers so she
squeaks.

She mouths blunt phrases, ragout
of the arts

“Masterpieces” taught with minor
parts.

Pedantic in the classroom, thick
outside,

bludgeons poetry, thinks hair’s the
hide.

Dictating what she copied years he-
hind

substituting penmanship for mind.

All Hail, Virago! Hail, O plodding
goad

O narrow natured! O bleak witted
toad.

If it’s funny enough to tell, it’s
been told; if it hasn’t been told, it’s
too clean ; and if it’s dirty enough to
interest a frosh, the editors get
kicked out of school.

—Missouri Showme

“Im sorry,” said the girl, “but
this two-dollar bill is counterfeit.”

“Ye Gods,” the woman uttered,
“T’ve been seduced!”

—Missouri Showme

What are famous geological features
of Wyoming? “Oh, yes. The Grand
Teton Mountains.”

Maine’s Miss
Coed Entry

Back in 1947 The Pine Needle
first sponsored an entrv in “The
Miss American Coed Contest” con-
ducted by Varieties Magazine. That
year Miss Jan Brown from Maine
was judged fifth from the top
among all American college entries.
She Treceived favorable comment
from the famous model man, Mr.
John P. Powers, and her picture
was published in Life magazine.

Last year Miss Polly Marcous
was chosen by this magazine to
represent our University. From a
field of ninety contestants, Miss
Marcous ranked cighteenth on the
beauty list. The twelve finalists
were saluted on the Chesterfield
Supper Club, coast-to-coast radio
show, and were flown to Virginia
Beach for the final judging where
Miss Pattie Cotter of L. S. U. was
picked as Miss American Coed of
1948. She received about five thou-
sand dollars worth of prizes.

For the past few weeks the editors
of this magazine have been scanning
the faces along the bookstore coun-
ter, watching girls trotting to and
from classes, perusing dormitory
lounges and smokers, comparing
crossed legs under snack bar booths,
and guessing at what might be hid-
den under winter coats and book
worn countenances. DBlondes, bru-
nettes, tall girls, short girls, wheels.
unknowns, open dates, steadies, and
athletes or dean’s list. We studied
them all and we are not saying that
it wasn’t fun. We considered their
picture potential. We thought of
them in evening gowns, in a sweat-
er, in rain coats, and in bathing suits.
Then we took our discoveries to a
photographer and came up with half
a dozen shots of a girl that seemed
very pleasing. This year the Pine
Needle magazine is sponsoring Miss
Pat Simmons in the national college
coed contest. Good luck to you, Pat.
See you in the movies!
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There had been other early
Springs.

There had been other early
Springs when Jan Marlow had

crossed the bridge. It wasn’t terri-
fying then. There were no voices
whispering inside her. Other early
Springs she was holding someone’s
hand when they crossed together;
and his hand was warm. And he
smiled security at her.

But it was different crossing
alone.

She was only as secure as her two
feet on the melting snow. Some-
times it was snowing pitifully shape-
less flakes that stuck where they
landed. And if the flakes didn’t find
quick reinforcements they melted
against the steel girders and under
her soggy overshoes. And the crisp,
scintillating winter was over and she
was alone between seasons. And the
ice was breaking up under the
bridge.

But there had been other early
Springs.

And Fred was walking Deside
her; and she was . between the
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wooden wall and his protecting hand
clasp. His hands were warm, and he
warmed her mittens, and he wasn’t
afraid.

Perhaps he would speak. “It’s a
beautiful night, isn’t it?”

And she would agree, because
walking across the bridge with him
was beautiful. The trucks rumbling
behind her, their lights bobbing as
they hit the rise at the end and
jogged over the loose planks, vi-
brating the bridge in the middle,
then shifting gears as they ascended
the hill on the other side—all was
shut out and distant as she walked
with Fred.

As she walked Ired she
didn't notice the bent girders that
misjudging drivers had hit. She
didn’t see the temporary wooden
bracing strapped to the steel girders.
She didn’t realize how the entire
bridge shuddered when more than
one truck crossed, when trucks
passed, or when heavy trafhic made
it spring up and down.

It was only when she was alone.

Only alone could she feel alone.

with

“Oh? Did you let him kiss you goodnight?”

THE

Only walking that short distance
across the bridge could she under-
stand its length. Only alone did she
realize it was suspended weakly at
both ends. Only alone—and afraid
—did she question the strength of
the old girders.

She asked herself and answered
herself.

And an intense fear gripped her
as she envisioned the twisting steel
girders tumbling into the icy flows.
There was nothing to hold to but the
girders and they were curling and
buckling like burning cardboard.
There was no Fred to control her, to
act quickly and wisely. There was
only horror, a scream that nobody
heard, icy. water, and bending steel
girders. She pictured herseli—her
back against the wooden wall. It
held her. She couldn’t jump if she
wanted to. She was trapped in the
folding, screeching bridge.

Yes, perhaps another truck would
be too much. The ice had weakened
the bridge and it would huckle and
crumble this Spring.

Perhaps she would die this early
Spring.

So Jan Marlow thought as she
walked towards the bridge. It was
Friday was early
Spring; and she was alone.

“It’s foolish,” she said aloud.
“Alone is no different than being
with someone.” But she knew it was
the difference that made her notice
the difference. “Fred is no loss.
It’s a gain.” But the two words “a
gain” ran together in her mind and
she unwillingly repeated them—
again. There was something of
Fred that wouldn’t, couldn’t be for-
gotten. Fred had nearly erased the
silly illusion about the bridge.
When they were together it was no
problem.

Jan resurrected the conversation
as she took her first footstep on the
bridge. It would convince her, she
She could use his argu-

evening; it

thought.
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UNIVERSITY STORE COMPANY

CAMPUS
“NEW T SHIRTS FOR SPRING”
STUDENT COED JUVENILE
M/;INE SEALVI’ ‘or BEAR
also
SWEAT SHIRTS
SWEATERS WITH MAINE COLORS
TURTLE NECK JERSEYS with MAINE EMBLEMS

ON SALE AT THE

UNIVERSITY STORE COMPANY

Easter IssUr, 1949
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