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CHRISTMAS ISSUE, 1947

ports as of this date, that it has re-
ceived several gifts totaling 83c,
thus showing the keen interest of
the student body for such a worth-
while project as the Mayor Mer-
chant Memorial.
(Signed) James 1. Firmin, Director
Memorial Buildings
Office of the Mayor
Univ. of Maine

Dear Ed.

. . . this is to inform you that I
am bringing libel charges against
your magazine for calling me a
stinker in your last issue. I am also
bringing charges of slander against
the alleged writer of the alleged
operetta in which I was called a
“foul and filty gremlin.”

Yours in Civil Suit,
Damp Petrol
Well, not “filty.”—Ed.

Dear Ed.

Why don’t vou forget the whole
thing and move over. The Pro-
logue is coming.

Jane Hanson
Prologue Rep., U. of M.

We have not yet begun to fight.

—Ed.

Dear Ed.
This foolishness has gone far
enough.
Don Gross
Make-up Ed., Pine Needle
0. X., Don—Ed.

He knocked at the door my room.

“May I come in? It's the room I
had when I went to college in 09,”
he said.

I invited him in.

“Yes, sir,” he said lost in reverie.
“Same old room. Same old win-
dows. Same old furniture. Same
old view of the campus. Same old
closet.”

He opened the door. There stood
a girl, terrified.

“This is my sister,” I said.

“Yes, sir. Same old story.”

—Kitty Kat

The Management

of your
Chateau
Sends
SEASON'’S
GREETINGS
to the students
of the
University
of

Maine

Don’t forget
the
Saturday
night
Dance Party
with

Jim Sprague
and
The Maine Bears













House preparing lessons for Miss
Boyle. It was before Russell knew
Miss Boyle had only gone through
sixth grade. It was before he lost
respect for her, for his folks. It
was when the alder fire crackled,
smoke curled into the winter sky,
and the days were changeless.

“Good by,” said the woman.
She walked away and disappeared
behind the hump-backed rocks as
quickly as she had come—and as
quietly. Queer people anyway,
Russell thought. Never were very
sociable. Live their own secluded
lives hoping the next season will
be better. It seldom is, but they
keep digging quahaugs and haul-
ing pots. Digging, and hauling,
and dying.

Russell glanced down where the
rowboat used to be anchored.
There was a man bent over some
old traps making repairs. He
hadn’t been there a few minutes
ago, but there he was in a thick,
grey sweater trying to make his
pudgy hands straighten the lines.
He worked silently, oblivious to
anything around him. Russell
went down the mossy rocks,
watched him for a few moments,
and then spoke.

“Hello, there,” Russell said.

“Hello, son,” said the old man.

“Those your traps?”

“Yes, theyre mine.”
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Russell knew better. The traps
had been left there years ago when
The House had fallen into disuse.
Now another fisherman had taken
them—too late—and tried to press
the relics into service again.

“You live around here?” Russell
asked.

“Lived here all my life.”

“Have any help?”

“Used to. Work alone now.”

“But youre past that age,” pro-
tested Russell. “This is a younger
man’s work.”

“So it is, my boy, but the young-
er man seeks fortune elsewhere.”

“Don’t you have a family?” Rus-
sell asked.

“Used to. Just my wife now.”

“Your wife?”

“That’s right, lad. You were just
talking to her up on the bluff by
The House.”

Russell stepped back. He looked
up at The House where the woman
in the leather jacket had spoken
to him. The spruce trees, the crip-
pled House, the missing shutters.
All was in disordered order. Al
was quiet.

“Good by, my boy,” the old man
said.

“Good by.”

The man moved off and disap-
peared behind the rocks.

Russell glanced at the rocks,
then at the traps. They looked the

same as before—the splintered
staves, seaweed, a tangle of line
dangling from them. The old man
had accomplished nothing, and he
had left the traps as they were—
useless, beckoning the wash of an-
other high tide.

“Hello,” said a voice. It came
from a little girl sitting in some
damp sand between two rocks.
She wore dungarees and had nat-
ural brown curly hair that hung
down over a dirty yellow jerkin.

“Hello, little girl,” Russell an-
swered. “T didn’t see you.”

“I've been here all day,” she
said.

“What do you do?”

“I go to school. This is vaca-
tion.”

“What do you do during vaca-
tion?” said Russell, making conver-
sation.

“T used to play in a boat—a row-
boat—but the storm smashed it.”

“When was that?”

“You dont come from around
here, do you? It was just yester-
day.”

And in the same breath the little
girl offered “T have a boy-friend,
too.”

“You do?” said Russell.

“Yes, but he doesn’t like it here.
And I know a secret.”

“What is it?”

“It's a secret. I can’t tell”

“You can tell me,” said Russell,
bending down to listen. “T'm old
enough to keep a secret.”

“He’s going to run away,” said
the girl.

Russell shuddered. The wind
seemed to have caught every limb
and frozen it at once. He turned
un his collar, turned to look at The
House, the traps, the girl. She was
gone. The woman by The House.
the old man with the traps, and
the eirl in the sand. Tt was too fan-
tastic, Russell thought. What were
these people doing by this desolate
snot late in the afternoon? There
was nothing here. Why did they
anpear, talk, and leave so sud-
denly?

(Continued on Page 26)



S LEEP...

Next to eating, sleeping is prob-
ably the most important function
the body has to perform. To the
scientist, this practice is known as
getting-in-sack-time. Sleeping has
many curative effects such as rest-
ing tired muscles and jangled
nerves. (It also makes one forget
his Physics assignment.) Sleeping
is pleasant as well as necessary; in
fact, it is estimated that people
have more fun in bed than any-
where else. (Eating is also fun
unless one eats at the Field House.)

The first symptoms of sleepiness
is inability to inhale enough oxygen
to satisfy the system. This produces
a wide opening of the oral cavity
known as yawnus halitosis. Dr.
Joseph Q. Schmidtlab performed
several experiments intended to
prove the angle of the yawn to be
inversely proportional to the oxygen
content of the air. (Dr. Schmidtlab
was subject to epileptic fits.)

The second symptom is the
drooping eye-lid. Professor Lun-
kenheim of the University of Hau-
tenschlabbe, Germany, in his paper
entitled Geshlepen Mitoudt Znoren
describes a man from Baden-Baden
whose right eye-lid droops before
the left. (It is suspected that this
man had no right eye.)

The third symptom is the nod-
ding head. Dr. Schmidtlab claimed
that this function occurred at the
same time as the drooping eye-lid.
This contention was later disproven
by Dr. Edward Erp of the Erp
Foundation. To do this, Dr. Erp
fell asleep in a chair in a darkened
room. Observers agreed that the
eye-lid drooped several seconds
before the nodding of the head.
(While performing the experiment
in Buffalo, Dr. Erp fell from his
chair and received a severe brain

8

concussion when his head struck
the floor.) Dr. Schmidtlab at-
tempted a series of head-nod and
eyelid-droop tests similar to the
yawn experiment described above.
He was later black-balled from the
Association of German Scientists.
He attempted to continue his ex-
periments on Russia but was sent to
Siberia. (Siberia is noted for its
salt mines and Siberian ground
squirrels. The extreme cold forces
these animals to hibernate twelve
months of the year, and they are
consequently seldom seen by man.)

Dr. Lucius Lunkenheim, (no re-
Jation to the professor) specializes
in the study of unrelaxed sleep.
From a study of one hundred sev-
enty-three college students, he
found that one hundred seventy-
two of them slept during lectures.
(One of the students suffered a
nervous breakdown and was forced
to leave the group.) They were
asked their impressions while doz-
ing in class. The impression most
frequently expressed was that the
lecturer should have stayed home.
From this research, Dr. Lunken-
heim derived his Theory of Fits
and Jerks, which explains the con-
vulsive behaviour of a person sleep-
ing in a sitting position. Summing
up his findings in this field, he said,
“Gaschleppen der sackenhauser ist
verschnitzel und midt lebensraum
verschtunkelheimet.” (The doctor
was taken away before anyone was
able to find out the meaning of this
sentence. )

In considering relaxed sleep, we
must keep in mind that most civil-
ized peoples lie abed while sleep-
ing. Most modern beds are pro-
vided with springs so that every-
one in the house may know when
sacking down takes place. (Guest

by SIMONTON

rooms are usually supplied with the
addition of small black objects
known as bed bugs.)

When the prospective sleeper
first gets into bed, he will find him-
self in one of three states. In the
first of these, he is fortunate enough
to fall asleep, and will probably
remain in that state until three
o’clock in the morning when a cat
fight usually develops under the
window. (These cats are some-
times furry feline quadrapeds.)
The fight may be broken up with a
dish of hot water. (This is not
used to soak the feet unless epsom
salts are added.)

The second state finds the sleep-
er with eyes wide open staring at
the ceiling. The hands are often
engaged in a convulsive plucking
at the sheets which are usually
soggy to the touch. This state lasts
about as long as the first.

The third state is So. Carolina,
but is left out of many treatises on
this subject since it is considered
by many to be a pun. (Frankly, I
never could see much sense to it.)

In the consideration of dreams,
we have first the nightmare. There
are many forms of nightmare, of
which we will consider only two.
The first is the transition type, in
which, for example, a large Kodak
camera comes rolling out of the
woods. It is on elliptical wheels
which give it a peculiar rolling
motion. To make it more terrible,
it is uttering gutteral Tibetan curse
words and chewing garlic. As it is
almost upon the victim, it turns to
a ferccious red-eyed field-mouse
wearing Army brogans and brand-
ishing a a flaming licorice stick.
(Dreams of this type are usually
caused by mince pie and beer, a
bad combination before retiring. )
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From

Friar Maladjusted’s Diary

The just Lord shall surely stay
me if this which I now recount is
not true, and of my own experi-
ence.

In the second season of winter,
while stiil T traversed the land of
Mayne, 1 was driven with fear and
trembling to take refuge from the
highway, and to throw myself
upon the mercy of strangers. For
wolves did prowl the countryside,
and threatened to shortly end the
days of my service to God upon
this earth.

The robes of my office did surely
recommend me to all hospitality,
fortunately; and I took up my
abode in a great castle that stood
hard by the way upon which I
traveled.

Now this castle, which was
called Alphadelt was of magnifi-
cent proportions, and richly orna-
mented and hung with all manner
of trophies; and it was the envy of
all the lords of the countryside, for
it housed a nobler order of knight-
hood, renowned in the land. Well
trained were they in the arts of
battle, and frequently did amuse
themselves with jousts and tour-
neys, and oft did they prevail over
the nobles of other companies.

But now that a time of peace
reigned, more often did they give
themselves to the joys of the wine-
pots, and the gaming tables; and
though I must blush for their lost
knighthood’s sake, it must be re-
counted that they took pleasure in
the_company of loose women, and
such sport, and were given to rev-
elry and debauching.

Yet were they zealous after
their own honor, and their squires
wrought many noble deeds and
performed many menial tasks that

by
Rip Haskell

they might win admittance to that
terowswp. Lor the order of Al-
pnadeit heid great rame through-
cut the kingdom.

Anon, one day, the captain of
this host did wait upon me and ex-
pressed a desire that 1 join his
company that eventide. For he in-
tormed me:

“The solemn day of bestowal is
upon us, and tonight the squires
who have bound themselves to this
order shall be tested, and their
worthiness proven. And such as
are of merit and endurance shall
receive the order of knighthood.”

“And I?” | enquired.

“It is well that a man of your
holy calling be in attendance, for
great is the ordeal, and hearts grow
weary, and your comfort will aid
many.”

Methought this a strange thing,
but 1 answered him: “I shall gladly
lend my presence for what it may
be worth, and may it betide that
their hearts shall be strengthened.”

So entered we into the great
hall, where the great ceremony
had commenced. And 1 was
placed beside a fellow of curious
countenance, whom I knew to be
a surgeon by the lancet with which
he was cleaning his fingernails.

Now did the proceedings in-
trigue one greatly, for the first
initiates did grovel upon the floor,
and call upon the company to wit-
ness their unworthiness, and
damned themselves with invec-
tives. Then they did crawl about

the hall from station to station,
till their knees were bit raw and
their blood stained the harsh flag-
stones. And though they suffered
much, still did a serene obcession
seem to hold them fast in their
purpose, as if already they felt a
nearness to their objective.

For many weary hours did this
continue.

And finally they were brought
into a great circle, and told that
they had done nobly, and were or-
dered to prepare to receive their
sword.

Then were they undressed, and
clad in light raiment, and told to
bow before the altar.

And the position they were
forced to assume was strange to
my eyes.

For they were made to bend for-
ward at the waist, and grasp firm-
ly each hand about the ankle.

And suddenly to my consterna-
tion, the assembled knights did
snatch up cudgels and staffs, and
set upon the initiates with such fer-
ocity, that in a short time several
expired upon the spot.

Forthwith, the surgeon and I
were called upon to administer to
those who had fallen, and the pun-
ishment continued.

And my oath is here taken that
[ did a greater business by far
than the surgeon, for I did shrive
the souls of many that night, and
sped them to their master.

And finally did but two sturdy
squires remain, and they alone
were able to receive knighthood.

And one of them walked with a
grievous limp.

And I thanked the Father that
the Cross and not the sword had
called me.
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THE ROAST

I roomed in a most unusual
house; it had no back door. The
man who built the house had for-
gotten it. No one wanted to hurt
the old feilow’s feelings; besides,
it made one less entrance for the
flies. That’s the way life was lived
in that Vermont town—free and
easy.

Mrs. Burton, the next door
neighbor, visited us at odd hours
to fritter away twenty minutes or
more in amiable gossip. It was at
one of Mrs. Burton’s numerous
bridge parties that I met Blossom
Fairbanks. Blossom was both
young and impressionable; inevit-
ably she found herself inviting me
to tea.

It was only a step from the of-
fice to the Fairbanks’ homestead.
1 walked up the path, and the late
sun sifted through the elms, warm-
ing my back through my silk dress.
The doorbéll was one of those
worked bronze knobs which
adorned the most respectable door-
fronts of the nineteenth century.
When I pushed the knob I could
hear the echo down the hall. For
months T had admired the outside
of this mansion, now I could
hardly wait for Blossom to display
its interior. Heavy footsteps
sounded, and Blossom opened the
door. She smiled and drew me
down the musty hall, through the
dining room, down another hall,
and into the kitchen. I caught a
glimpse of two living rooms, a
golden oak stairway with an
ornate gas lamp on the newel post.
One more turn and we entered a
gloomy pantry. In the center stood
Mrs. Fairbanks, a massive replica
of Blossom’s large self.

She was carving the prettiest
roast of beef I think I had ever
seen. The meat was pink and well

by Pat Woodward

fatted. As she sliced, it fell away
in succulent, pink ribbons. She
handled the knife with such pro-
fessional skill that my eyes bulged
with awe. After Blossom had in-
troduced us. Mrs. Fairbanks an-
swered my unspoken query with
the remark that she had once
studied surgery in England. It
had not been possible for her to
complete her training, she added
abruptly, but I noticed that she
executed what knowledge she pos-
sessed of the art with no mean
ability. Her accents were English,
and when I could lift my eyes
from that flawlessly cut roast of
beef, I saw she had the genuine
bulldog jaw Dad mentioned when
he spoke of the English.

She wiped her hands on a clean
white towel, and slid the service
onto a tea wagon. She was talk-
ing all the while in that throaty
voice of hers, but she was watch-
ing me with those shrewd, blue
eves. I managed to keep my poise,
answering her questions in a voice
thinned by nervousness, but she
dominated the scene: her voice, her
strength, her mind dominated
mine, and she knew it. Her eyes
twinkled. She was amused at my
discomfort; I could imagine her
saying to Blossom when I left,
“What a silly little goosel”

I tried not to crook my finger as
we drank our tea, but I was on
the defensive, and I could feel
every nerve arch like the back of
a scared cat. I surveyed the room
furtively hoping to find something
on which to make an intelligent
comment. Mrs. Fairbanks saw my
glance hesitate at a rich oil por-
trait, even as she was busy plying
me with hot pastries filled with
slivers of beef. Mrs. Fairbanks,
however, was only too pleased to
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