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Prisoner of Love

THE ceiling in Mahaffey’s is low

and cigar smoke hangs there,
thick and wet and very still, and the
place has its own unique stench, like
a blend of boiled cabbage and the rot-
ting mice.

And if ever I should be seen lean-
ing against Mahaffey’s bar, I would
consider it a personal favor to be
shot dead on the spot. But personal
favors don’t come casy these days—
and so I've been leaning against that
bar for some six months now.

It was a night, two, maybe three
weeks ago—the night Woody Her-
man played in town—the same night
Butcher Boy Dunn kayoed Sammy
Arcoli at the Elk's Club gym—that
was the night.

I was sitting quietly, easily at my
usual corner against Mahaffey’s har,
studying designs left by the drained
heer upon my glass. Only about five
people were present that night—all
regular Mahaffey trade—all with
vacant faces and dull eves and bro-
ken posture. A woman with iodine
red hair, seated alone at the table
near the door, arose and sauntered
over to the juke hox and spent a
nickel to hear Perrv Como sing
“Prisoner of love.” The redhead
wasg another Mahaffey regular.

Some three beers later. the first
new face in over a week entered
Mabhaffev's. It was a voung face—a
callous face—hut a good one. The
stranger was tall and slim and his
head was high as he walked and he
wore khaki with a chestful of rib-
hons. They were gaily colored rib-
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hons and one of them was purple
and it bore two metal clusters.

Phil, the bartender, asked him
what he was drinking and he ordered
a Schenley and soda. When this
was delivered, he asked, “Is Mary
Ferrell around?”

Phil raised his eyebrows. “Who?"”

“Mary Ferrell,” he repeated.
“She’s a cute little blonde girl who
used to work here. A sweet kid. A
nice kid.”

“That must have been before my
time, soldier, I'm pretty new here.”

The soldier sipped his drink slow-
ly, thoughtfully, and then he went
to the juke box and put a nickel into
the slot and read the titles of the
selections.

“Play number fourteen,” said the
dry. harsh voice of the iodine red-
head.

His finger went down upon the
fourteenth chrome tab and then he
pushed the metal slide forward and
listened to his nickel being swal-
lowed up by the machine. He
walked over to the redhead’s table
as Perry Como sang “Prisoner of
Love.”

IFor a long while he looked down
upon her. Her face was powdered
chalk white and the blue tinted eye-
lids were arched by thin pencil lines
and her lips were a gaudy blob of
red. At length he said. “Do vou
know Mary Ferrell?”

She leisurely sipped her drink.
“Never heard of her,” she replied
without interest.

The soldier almost leered at her

and then he returned to the bar. At
the bar he walked from one man to
the next, studying each face as he
passed, saying not a word. Finally
he came to me and I studied his face
while he studied mine. He said to
me, “What happened to this place?
It used to be clean and cheerful and
slick, and now it’s nothing but a
rathole.”

I said, “We rats like 1t.”

He gave me a peculiar kind of
look. For some reason I think that
look was a smile.

“I can't understand how a place
could change so much,” he said.

“You must have been away for a
ling time.”

“Four vears.”

“Four years is a long time.”

“T guess so. It all depends on
how vou look at it.” Then he said,
“Do you happen to know a Mary
Ferrell ?”

“Did vou say Mary Ferrell?”

“That’s right.”

“Why—why Mary died.”

His face went white and his hand
trembled as he placed his glass upon
the bar.

“Died?”

1 nodded.

“When—did-—she—die?”

“About a year ago.”

“How? How did it happen?”

“Her heart. She had a heart attack
and died. She never knew what hit
her.”

“No-no. Not Mary. Mary had a
good heart—she never had a sick

(Continued on Page 29)



Che Hemlork
hilosopher, A.1.

In his remarkable work, Com-
mentary, Mostly Upon Me, the
famed Socrates notes:

“And by chance I came near the
Amphitheatre, where I recollected to
me that my boisterous friend, the al-
legedly humorist dramatist, Aris-
tophanes, had a smash hit playing.
And being overladen with leisure, I
entered and assumed the role of spec-
tator. Soon I was struck by the ex-
treme likeness one of the masquers
bore me, both as to feature and to
manner. In due fime I came to
realize that the character was based
upon none other than my own per-
son. It was a witty though highly
satirical  performance”  (Literal
translation from the original Greek
of a recently discovered MS.)

Socrates further records, and at
some length, how at the end of the
act, he stood upon the back of his
seat and took his bows with the play-
ers, to exhibit his likeness to the
actor, and to register his approval of
the portrayal.

That is the first recorded instance
of a philosopher being profiled for
public consumption.

Dr. Ronald B. Levinson, head of
the Dept. of Philosophy at the Uni-
versity of Maine, and our present
subject, says that he will try to he
no less obliging than was his great
philosophical ancestor, and that he is
willing to take bows or anything else
that that Socrates took—except hem-
lock. He prefers spruce tea.

Perhaps at an earlier stage in his

By Rip Haskell

life, Professor Levinson would have
taken a more positive satisfaction in
this publicity. He has, however,
along with so many others, been
sharply influenced hy his military
experience. During the first World
War, he served with the camouflage
Corps, and there learned the value of
concealment. His joy, therefore, at
heing etched into immortality, will
not be evidenced so actively as was
that of Socrates.

Beginning at the beginning, we
find the Socrates of the Maine hem-
locks originating in Chicago and get-
ting off to a flying start in the field
of education. He was privileged to
be among the first victims of John
Dewey's  Progressive  Education
Movement, at the University Ele-
mentary School where he was ex-
posed to cooking, carpentering. clay
modeling and other useful arts. The
Progressives rate him close to ex-
hibit A as an example of what they
can’t do. For he is still, after nearly
half a century, unable to drive a nail
with any degree of success, and his
cooking always results in what alka-
seltzer is designed to prevent.

In due time Pere Levinson shipped
his stalwart son east, to hlossom and
mature at that citadel of culture and
learning—fair Harvard. “Old Jawn”
absorbed this new addition without
a tremor, complacently ignoring its
newly acquired asset. And unfor-
tunately, before young Levinson had
opportunity to really astound that
venerahle institution, he found him-

self caught up in the frenzy of war
and, as before recorded, deposited in
the Camouflage Corps.

Recently, Dr. Levinson was asked
if his G.I. training in camouflage had
in any way contributed to his mas-
tery of metadialectics and transcen-
dentology (branches of the art of
concealment). After some consid-
eration, the professor replied that, in
his opinion, camouflage is an invalu-
able training ground for the philoso-
pher, provided that he uses it as
counter-camouflage against the great
cosmiic concealments behind which lie
hidden those ‘“eternal wverities”
which, to drag forth to the light, is
the everlasting business of philoso-
phv. The point was not pursued
further.

The end of hostilities in 1918 per-
mitted a resumption of studies. Ma-
tured by the responsibilities army life
had thrust upon him, Ievinson re-
turned to his books with a new and
stranger lust for enlightenment. So
devoted was he to his work, that he
completed the remaining two years
of his course in approximately twen-
ty-four months.

New York has -always been the
mecca of youthful American intellec-
tuals, and like a magnet it drew Har-
vard’s newly finished product. There
he determined to try his hand at free

. lance reviewing for a season. And

there, too, he renewed the acquaint-
ance of a remarkable young Danish
artist (now justly famous for his
sketches of noted personalities, all
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the way from Professor Seagull of
New Yorker Profile fame, to Win-
ston Churchill and G. Bernard
Shaw).

The young artist’s job, for the
old New York Post, was to carica-
ture famous members of the literati
of the day. Soon he and Levinson
joined forces on this project, the
latter interviewing the subject, while
his friend viewed and sketched him.
Although this was not a remunera-
tive pursuit, it did give the embryonic
philosopher an opportunity to probe
the minds of such men as Carl Sand-
hurg, Edgar Lee Masters, and Sin-
clair Lewis.

Presently the glamour of New
York and the Bohemian life wore
away. and Levinson returned to his
first love, Lady I.earning. Home to
Chicago. Chicago University, that is,
he returned for graduate study, and
then was off again to Harvard, this
time as a young instructor in philos-
ophy. During those years, just prior
to his call to Maine, Levinson was
associated with the brethren, regards
as the the brightest star in the philo-
sophic firmament of our day, the
now retired logician, metaphysician.,
and historian of ideas, Professor A.
N. Whitehead.

And then on to Maine. Prior to
the advent of Dr. Levinson upon the
scene, philosophy at the University
had scarcely advanced beyond the
cracker barrel stage. (Dr. Ievinson
brands this statement as a “pictur-
esque libel on my old Harvard fel-
low-student and predecessor, W. S,
Taylor. now professor of psychology
at Smith, who invariably ate his
crackers out of a box and preferred
sitting in Morris chairs.) He imme-
chately set about rectifying the situ-
ation with such vigor that both
crackers and barrels hecame passé at
this institution.

One significant step in the right
direction was the Doctor’s efforts to
expand and improve the tutorial
honors set-up (of which he is now
chairman). This program provides
special opportunities for campus
brains to further develop their intel-
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lects by perusing the works of the
great masters and then discovering,
through discussion with their tutors,
how little they comprehend the work
they were studying. Beneficiaries of
this very excellent arrangement are
easily distinguishable on sight, by
the habitual look of dazed bewilder-
ment that emanates from their blood-
shot, pouch-girdled eyes.

Another important effort was the
establishment of the once famous
but now defunct **Maine Review" of
which Dr, Levinson was one of the
founding fathers. This scholastic
journal represented in its scope
articles on each of the component
units of the university, contributed
by both undergraduates and faculty,
and aimed at arousing a deeper, in-
dependently initiated interest in the
cultural side of college life. Its un-
timely demise was a great disap-
pointment to Dr. Levinson. but he
has high hopes, in his own words,
“that he will live to see the Pine
Needle (30 cents a copy at your
campus newsstand. Help it grow)
grow up into the laughing likeness
of his long-lost literary son.”

And, in addition, Levinson brought
a new and gratefully received (as
witnessed by many of his students)
innovation in lecturing. The Levin-
son lecture is unique in that it al-
ways has a point to it, and sends a
student away thinking instead of
wondering how his professor man-
ages to memorize the text so ac-
curately.

Rumor has it that, in addition to
his life as an instructor of ingenuous
youth, the professor leads also a
deeper and darker life, as contribu-
tor to certain scholarly journals.
This is too delicate a subject to pur-
sue in detail, but one case may be
here adduced. Whoever dares to
exanmine the bound copies of the
American Journal of Psychology will
find irrefutable evidence that Dr,
[evinson once so far forgot his aca-
demic dignity, as to publish an in-
quiry dealing with that least aca-
demic of persons, the late Gertrude
Stein.  We hesitate to disclose this
heinous secret, but we feel that our
duty impels us to enlighten students
as to just what kind of men they are

(Continued on Page 28)

And then the traveling salesman sayeth unto the farmer's daughter. ...









Big Shot

I never saw a man who looked
With such a wistful eye
Upon that tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,
And at every drifting cloud that went
With sails of silver by. . ..
—Oscar Wilde

Squeak—squeak—John arched on
his bed. He dug his grimy, well-
trimmed nails hard in his palms;
held his breath. His eyes roamed
the barren walls of the cell, trying to
wake out of his drugged sleep.

Squeak—squeak-—There it was
again. John strained his head to the
side and fearfully searched the floor.

A mouse, a mouse, a little, dirty,
squeaking mouse stood half hidden
in the grey of the room: just its
tweaking nose searching in and out
of a ray of moonlight. Its jet-glossy
eyes studied the man on the pallet.
Mouse and man invaded each other’s
glance. For a painful moment the
walls bent in to crush the air into a
heavy silence. Not a breath shook
the deathlike haze.

Squeak—with a determined twitch
of its nose, the mouse scampered off
and hid in the shadows.

“A stinkin’ little mouse scaring
the hell out of me,” quavered John,
“I must be losin’ me grip, Damn—."

He hurled himself over and sunk
his face into the ticking. Slowly his
laboured breath evened and he turned
over again on his back. The drugged
look had left his eyes—they were
half closed. Slow audible breathing
disturbed the calm still of the room.
The moon made a checkerhoard pat-
tern on the wall.. ... ...

13

........ Say, ain’t you the pretty
tonight. Sharped up for your boy
John, eh, and look at that skirt ; looks
just like a checkerboard. All for
me, huh!”

8

Jean's lustful eyes and hody
swayed under the compliment.

“Johnny. if you really cared, you'd
get me one of those slinky dresses
s0’s we could go out real classy.”

“Yeah, sure, some day, honey,
some day when I make & real killin”.”

John absorbed every full swelling
of her body. He reached for her
and she settled smoothly into his
arms. .........

...... His breathing became more
rapid. His eyelids puckered as the
scerne took life before him on the grey
cell wall. Somewhere down the hall
a lonely prisoner sang his heart out
to the stars in a tinny, cracked tenor.
A cloud passed over the moon, dim-
ming the window’s latticework im-

age. In the hallway a leaky faucet -

tortured the silence...........

113

...... Do we have to go to Al's
again tonight, Johnny, do we, huh?
Gee, Johnny, when do we get to go
to those swell places we see in the
Gee,
I wish it would stop raining. You
fellers don’'t know the trouble we
girls have to go through to fix our
hair. I can’t go out in the rain, John-
ny. Gee, I wish that guy next door
would stop playing the radio so
much, such lousy music, too.. . Yeah,
I know Al is the big boss,. ... Yeah,
if you're such an important guy to
lim why don’t he give you more
money? Gee, Johnny, I saw such a
pretty party dress at Clark’s today.
Gee, Johnny, why can’t T have it—
—Sure, some day, some day, sure,
some day...........

...... John'’s cot felt hard. His
back burned. “Lord, O Lord,” he
whispered. “why did she have to nag
so much?’—The singing stopped,
the moon pattern cleared, cleared
hard, straight, cold, brilliant.......

. Johm Forham, this court

papers and in the magazines.

‘By JOE TILLEM

takes pleasure in sentencing you to a
vear and a day at the State Peniten-
tiary in Blackville. Our only regret
is that we have insufficient evidence
to make it one hundred years and a
day. Your ilk, the grovelers in the
shadow of the crime-masters, are
responsible for the continued exis-
tence of those crime-masters. If
ever you again appear in this court
hefore me, I'll establish new prece-
dent and take unholy glee in sentenc-
ing you to hang. Court officer, re-
move this from my sight. Court ad-
journed.......

...... Clump—clump—shuftle —
clump—"Damn screw checking up
on his had boys ; damn sonof-a-hitch,
even they get to walk like a hull.”

Clump——clump—shuffle ... ... it
stopped.

John narrowed his eyes to slits: he
didn't want the guard to see him
awake.

“If that screw talks to me, T'll
tear his guts out.”

Lines of cold white and dead black
striated the peering face.

“Dreaming of that noose they're
gonna hang him with tomorrow.”
The face took on a slight leer ; slow-
ly moved out of the moonlight.

“He got eyes just like the stinkin’
mouse ; yeah, even his nose tweaks.”
Clump—clump—shuffle—clump. . ..

“. Get this, Rabbit, I don’t
give a damn if your babe wants a
new dress. We use this money to
huy equipment. When a guy puts
an organization together, he needs
equipment : he needs tools to work
with, Takes dough!—OK,—Hey,
Al, toss the Rabibt a sawbuck. Re-
member, this is only out of the gen-
erosity of me heart. Tell that babe of
vours if she wants a new dress to
lift it. Now get t'hell out of here;
you too, Al....... Damn it, Jean.
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(Any remarks here concerning the re-
semblance of characters in this story to
persons living or dead would be silly and
unnecessary and would quite likely have
been done in a much cuter way by some-
one else, anyway.)

UGH NYE, the great private
detective, sat in his library,
musing on his record of past tri-
umphs. The hour was late, and
every sixty seconds was one minute
nearer midnight, but Hugh was un-
aware of this as he reminisced.
Suddenly the phone, situated at his
elbow, jangled harshly. Hugh an-
swered it.

“Thank God, you're there, Mr.
Nye,” gasped a nervous feminine
voice. “There has just been a foul
murder committed at a houseparty
at'Eta Pi fraternity, I.C.U. If the
police handle the situation alone, an
innocent person will suffer, for, as
everyone knows, the police are a
bungling lot of half-wits who always
accuse an innocent person, who is
finally saved only by the deductions
of a great private detective. So,
please, please, hurry and get here be-
fore the police come and overlook the
many obvious clues!”

“Who is this
gasped Nye.

“Ny name is Beulah Bellows, Bell
for short. 1 am eighteen vears of
age, a freshman at I.C.U.,, and am
generally considered attractive—in
fact, the boys say I am stacked like

calling, please?”

a brick—"

“Sayv no more,” rasped Nye, “I'll
e right over.” And suiting action
to the word. the great private detec-
tive hung up. unstrapped the phone
from his elbow. dropped his rasp.
and hurtled his long, lithe form
through the door, which luckily was
open.

ES b *

It was a clear, starry night. but
as Hugh approached the Eta Pi
house. he noticed that it was shroud-
ed in a sinister mist. The mist mys-
tery was quickly solved when he
detected the odor of scotch whiskey,
and a wave of nostalgia swept over
Huch as he recalled his own college
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The Punch Bowl
Murder Case

‘By S. S. van Toole

days. The wave deposited Nye at
the door of the fraternity.

On entering, the great private de-
tective's eagle eye quickly swept over
the scene, noting every detail. In
one corner of the large room, fur-
nished with countless sofas and easy
chairs, stood a group of youths. Each
was attired in a purple blazer with
white piping and with crossed bot-
tles, the emblem of Eta Pi, embla-
zoned in gold on the left pocket. Each
young man wore a blue-and-white
polka-dot bow tie, a pair of gray
slacks with cuffs turned up two
inches, yellow socks, and dirty sad-
dle shoes. Each man was smoking a
pipe. On seeing Hugh, one voung
marn detached himself from the group
and approached Hugh with out-
stretched hand.

“Gad, old man. Glad to see you.
Nasty mess here, what? I'm Benja-
min Strong, Ben for short, House
President. You can call on all of us
for anything, sir. We are anxious to
avenge our late brother.” Ben
pointed.

Following his gesture, Nve noted
a small detail ke had previously over-
looked—a body, attired the same as
the other youths, lying in a pool of
blood in the center of the floor. Hugh
innnediately became husinesslike.

"let no one leave the premises.
Call everyone in the house to this
room for questioning,” he snapped.
Then, “Have you notified the po-
lice?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Ben. “We felt
it our duty. although it 1s a well-
known fact that the police always
make a bhotch of a case, which can
finally be remedied only by the mas-
ter work of a great private detective.”

“Then T must work fast,” cried

Nve, brushing away the tears on his
cuff, “or the notoriously stupid po-
lice will arrive before I have time
to analyze the situation. Quick,
round up everyone in the house.”

Ben disappeared into the next
room, whence soon issued indignant
feminine squeals. After what ap-
peared to be a heated argument, Ben
reappeared, followed by a group of
girls bearing a huge, steaming punch
bowl (the source of the scotch mist).

“They wouldn’t come without it—
they’re all upset, poor kids,” said Ben
apologetically.

“T understand,” said Nye, survey-
ing the newcomers with a critical
eve—the one opposite the aforemen-
tioned eagle eye. Each girl wore a
green hair ribbon, a white, tight
sweater, a purple skirt, reaching
toward but falling short of the knees,
yellow socks, and dirty saddle shoes.
Just below the overhang of each
sweater was clustered a motley array
of fraternity pins.

“These are our guests for the
houseparty—an informal affair, as
you can see,” explained Ben,

“Where is the band?” asked Nye.

“Oh,” replied Ben, “‘we quit hiring
hands long ago—the music disturbed
the necking, you know.”

“Were there no chaperons ?” asked
Nve.

“Shucks,” said Ben sheepishly,
“T just knew I'd forgotten some-
thing.”

“Since you seem to be spokes-
man for this crowd, suppose you tell
me exactly what happened,” directed
Nve.

“Well, it was this way. old man,”
said Ben. “We were all quietly neck-
ing, when suddenly a shot rang out.
Someone had just suggested another
shot : so we paid no particular atten-
tion to it, although the dull thud that
followed it seemed premature. Our
hovs don't usually begin passing out
until after midnight. But then 2
piercing scream rent the air, and
feeling that all was not well, I turned
on the lights—we were trying to cut
down our light hill. A ghastly sight

(Continited on Page 26)
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Entomological
Phantasma

By JOE COBB

George was a cockroach.

He lived in my room at the B.0.Q.

He was talented.

And had an all-inclusive appetite.

He enjoyed the gravy spots on wool
uniforms.

Like all cockroaches, he is myopic.

He couldn’t tell where the gravy
stopped and the wool hegan.

It is quite possible that he didn't
give a damn.

He perforated my pinks.

And my O.D/s.

And my Greens.

George had several relatives.

All cockroaches.

All hungry.

Uncle Stanislaus loved spilled
Seagram’s.

Myrtle was George's common-law
wife.

Lorelei, his second cousin, wept
indiscriminately.

There are many more, but they are
of the common type.

Always running around looking for
a crack in the plaster.

Not worthy of mention in a
phantasma even.

George’s family had seen hetter days.

He always mentioned that when we
talked things over.

They were once in the slot machine
racket in Brooklyn.

They were the public enemy’s public
enemy.

They had the system.

They frustrated Gangland.

Dick Tracy was green with envy.

Perry Mason was jade.

Hercule Poirot was emerald.

Superman was creme de menthe.

George began negotiations when
crooks forced slot machines on
barkeeps.
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He sat behind the “Free Lunch”
sign.

Near the kippered herring.

He regarded the situation with
confidence.

He stoked his chin with his hind feet.

The crooks left,

George stepped from his hiding place.

Near the kippered herring.

He plunged into a puddle of beer
whiclh stood on the bar.

He drew himself to his full height.

And smiled wetly.

The barkeep stood with raised bung
starter.

Ready to do George in.

George hegan a humid hallet on the
bar top.

Also literary.

He looped and careened.

He wrote “we can help” on the gin-
soaked surface.

The barkeep dropped his
bungstarter.

His eyes popped.

He wheezed.

He trembled.

He rushed out to join “Alcoholics
Anonymous.”

By closing time the next day, the
machine was full.

No Jackpots,

No Three-In-A-Row.

Only whirrings and buzzings.

The Barkeep was worried.

////#
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So were his customers.

He had forgotten about the cock-
roach.

He fingered a nickel.

He approached the machine.

It would be nice if he could get back
his customers’ nickels.

For his customers.

George had all his relatives behind
the free lunch sign.

Uncle Stanislaus had Seagram’s on
his breath.

Myrtle’s eyes shone with pride.

Lorelei wept with excitement.

They entered the machine on
George’s command.

Through a bolt hole.

They took their assigned stations.

They had been briefed previously.

They heard the nickel drop.

The wheels rolled.

George cleared his throat.

George issued the appropriate orders.

At his word his relatives pressed
themselves against the wheels.

The wheels stopped.

Three Bars in a row.

Jackpot.

The Barkeep stood in a puddle of
nickels.

He wept with gratitude.

_ Four panting cockroaches left the

machine.
They stood in a row.
(Continued on Page 22)
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Now Look Here

By MAJOR OMAR AIKEN BACH

[t has occurred to me that many
of my readers may wonder how it
is possible for one man to know so
much many diversihed
world events. Perhaps they wonder
just how I go about gathering all
my information—just what lies he-
hind the concise, factual colummn they
read. Well, actually, the colunm is
not the result of my efforts alone.
(Surprised?) The column you read
is the final result of the efforts of a
trained, efficient group of experts
in newsgathering and analvsis, with
my own personal polish added for
the final lustre. Today I would like
to diverge from my usual analysis
and give you a brief description of
my staff and how it operates.

One of the most important func-
tions of my staff is newsgathering.
This 15 accomplished hy a trained
group of experts who monitor con-
tinually the three major radio net-
works, copying verbatim the hroad-
casts of all the news commentators—
even

about so

Kaltenborn.  Another group
culls a select group of periodicals.
copving the gist of the articles of all
the top-notch columnists, such as
Winchell. Pearson, Elsie Robinson,
etc. The tactual brilliance of such
a system should be evident immedi-
ately—TI have all the latest news, all
the expert opinions, all the hack-
ground material necessary without
the effort and expense of sending
out foreign correspondents. obtain-
ing Associated Press dispatches,
reading the actual news events. or
formulating original opinions.

Next the information gathered as
described is given to my special, per-
sonally trained, hand-picked group
of preliminary analysis experts. I
can hest describe their abilities hy
mtroducing one or two.

Perhaps one of my most outstand-
ing experts is Elmer Whipstitch,
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niy expert on atomic energy. (Per-
haps he is not particularly outstand-
ing either, except for his upper teeth,
but that is beside the point.) Elmer
was employed for several months at
the Oak Ridge project for atomic
research. His particular duties, he
tells me, were polishing neutrons,
running a vacuum cleaner through
the vacuum tubes (to keep the vacu-
um clean), and sorting odd fissions.
Poor Elmer, heing conscientious,
became particularly security con-
scious, and developed the habit of
looking behind him continually in
search of enemy agents. He finally
progressed to the point where his
head became stuck in such a way
that his eyes were focussed 178 de-
grees back from normal forward
vision, and the Army kindly released
him on a Section 8—a special kind
of medical discharge. he tells me.
Although Elmer’s affliction inter-
fered with his military duties, T rec-
ognized immediatelv that he was just
the man for me—he could tyvpe an
analysis while reading the notices
on the bulletin hoard behind him.
Hiring him was a typical Bach
stroke.

Another of my experts, Roger
Dawger, once served on the Sub-
committee in Charge of Correcting
Punctuation in the Reports of the
Minutes of the Meetings of the
Committee in Charge of Rewording
the Revision of a Rider to be At-
tached to an Amendment of the New
Version of the Schmaltz-Schlemeil
Bill (which, unfortunately, was in-
definitely tabled by another commit-
tee). Roger is now my political ex-
pert.

My preliminary analysis experts
absorh the news gathered as de-
scribed, each paying attention to the
parts pertaining to his specialty.
Then, once daily, they all gather

and prepare a digest of the day’s
events, making frequent use of my
special reference library. (The ge-
ography section alone consists of
the complete works of Richard Hali-
burton and a file of all of Mrs.
Roosevelt’s “My Day” colummns.) 1
require conciseness in this digest,
and it seldom runs to more than fifty
typewritten pages.

Finally, I read this digest and pre-
pare my column, as well as my bhul-
letins of instruction to the President,
the Cabinet, and the commanders of
the foreign occupation theaters. So
you can see that the news you receive
has been thoroughly predigested,
digested. and redigested hefore 1
regurgitate it to you.

HOLIDAY

When the week has passed
And our classes are through,
\We join at the tavern
To imbibe in a few.

There's gayety and laughter
Throughout the whole place,
And there in the corner
The lovers embrace.

Smoke's resting in layers
No “Blue Yonder” here.

If man thinks of prayer
It’s not over beer.

The sultry old-timer
Alone in his place
Begrudges the smile
On each student’s face.

The pseudo-sophisticates
Roll up to the bar,
Outdoing each other
To keep up to par.

Men students and co-eds
Comprise the whole maze,

They pair off in couples

* And then go their ways.

The lights start to flicker
We start on our way,

And soon it’s all over—
Our school holiday.

—bill & bob...D.T.D.
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Prisoners of Love

(Continued from Page 3)

day in her life. Her heart was per-
fect. Somebody killed her. Some-
hody poisoned her or something.”

“The doctor said it was a heart
attack.”

“Who was he? What's his name ?”

“The doctor?”

“Yeah—veah—the doctor.”

“Owen—Doctor Clarence Owen
—on Monroe Stieet.”

“I'm going to look hini up and get
at the bottom of this. T can't believe
Mary had a heart attack.” Suddenly
he pounded the bar with his fst.
“She told me she'd wait!”  Then he
braced his shoulders and clenched his
teeth and flipped a dime upon the bar
and told Phil to give me a Deer.
He turned around abruptly and I
watched him walk to the door and
out and for a while T stared at that
door.

Then I carried my beer to the red-
head’s table and joined her. “Well
slugger,” T said. “T did it.”

“Yeah.

o’
guy.

Thanks. You're a nice

My beer suddenly tasted like heer
shouldn't taste.

“Sure I am.” T said.

A lady bought a parrot from a pet store,
only to learn that it cursed every time it
said anything. She put up with it as long
as she could, but finally one day she lost
her patience.

“If | ever hear you curse again,” she
declared, “I'll wring your neck.”

A few minutes later she remarked
rather casually that it was a fine day.
Whereupon the parrot said, “It's a hell of
a fine day today.” The lady immediately
picked up the parrot by the head and spun
him around in the air until he was almost
dead.

“Now then,” she said, “it's a fine day
today, isn't it?”

“Fine day?”
“Where the hell
cyclone struck?”

sputtered the parrot.
were you when the

—IVampus
“Where are you going to eat?”
“Let’s eat up the street.”

“No, T don't like asphalt.”
1700 Doo
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Baskethall
(Continued from Page 10)

There is only one way to beat the
“race-horse” tactics that Keaney em-
ploys and that is to make Rhode
Island play your style of ball. There
are very few teams in the country
that can beat Keaney’s charges at
their own game. Mlistakes made
against the ordinary team sometimes
are not taken acdvantage of but let
their opponents make a slip against
Rhode Island and the scorekeeper is
chalking up another two pointer for
the Rams.

After working out in spacious
Memorial Gymnasium, Maine will
find a terrific difference in the sur-
faces on which they will play their
three New England Conference foes.
Rhody's gym appears much smaller,
narrower, and cramped to all visit-
ing Maine squads. The Rams still
use the large wooden hackboards and
it has been rumored that marks are
on these boards to help line up angle
shots for the home team. The blue
horder around the playing surface
is colorful to say the least.

Connecticut’s floor seems larger
hut the disconcerting aspect of the

Nutmeggers’ gym is the proximity of
the bleacher seats to the sidelines.
Northeastern has the use of the
YMCA for their home games and
as some of the squad found out last
season also has a fine swimming pool:
(I think it would be more advisable
if the swimming was done after the
game this time, though.)

Too much should not be expected
of the squad from this coming trip.
Three games in three nights against
competition such as they will be fac-
ing, with the amount of travel neces-
sary between games, does not make
for set-ups, or anything resembling
them. If the Bears can return home
with three well-played games and at
least one victory we can’t complain.

-—fred mecdonald

On a quiz given recently one of the
questions was: “Name two ancient sports.”

A freshman wrote “Anthony and Cleo-
patra.”

—Chaparral

The mayor of Reno, Nevada, states that
the new liquor laws must be enforced. He
said a city ordinance states that no saloon
shall be located nearer than 300 feet from
a church. He is giving them three days
to remove the church.

—Froth

SKI PARKAS
SWEATERS
SKI PANTS

WINTER SPORTS CLOTHING

PILE-LINED COATS
PILE-LINED JACKETS and TROUSERS

FOR MEN AND WOMEN

M. L. FRENCH & SON

110 Exchange St.

Baxgor
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HELLO, BRUNSWICK!

Perhaps you fellows have noticed
a few of those black-covered copies
of the Needle floating around down
there at the Annex. Perhaps even
a couple of you have bought a copy
to save for your grandchildren. Our
circulation staff is doing the best
they can to overcome the difficulty in
distance in supplying you with
Needles.

On the other hand, we could use
a little help from you. This mag is
strictly a student publication, and
you boys are University students. So
let’s make with the pen. We can use
any type of fiction: straight, heart-
rending, passionate drama, sloppy
satire, humor (rib-tickling or helly),
poetry. Material may be submitted
by mail to Fiction Editor, Box 155,
U. of Me., Orono, or to Linwood
Hill, Bldg 17, Room 28, Annex. So
dig out that stuff with the Collier’s
rejects, fellers—we can probably use
it.

We would also like to get in touch
with any one who would be interest-
ed in doing a monthly column on the
goings and comings down there.
What about it? Any budding journ-
alists available? If so, contact the
Needle Office, Box 155, tout de suite,
right away.

It is not because we feel an over-
whelming love for the Campus (in
fact, sometimes we feel an incendiary
urge towards the rag) but occasion-
ally something pops up in its columns
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that i1s worth thinking about. The
something this time, happens to be
an article entitled *‘Let’s Rank Profs,
Too.”

It is an excellent idea. However,
there will always exist the segment
which shun touching anything re-
motely resembling the aspect of “the
According to informa-
tion from other educational institu-
tions where the myth has been ex-
ploded, the program has been han-
dled with much success.

There might possibly be criticism
from sources which affect the future
of this university. But this is a state
university. That is an accepted con-
crete implacable fact. And surely,
none should be more concerned with
the status of the university than the
people which it directly or indirectly
serves . . . the citizens and future citi-
zens of the State of Maine.

Not only should this program be
introduced with the benefit of the
student alone in mind. Many in the
field of education will admit on query,
that the vocation of teaching has
drawbacks, and paramount among
them the danger of stagnation, the
error of repeating the same lecture
year after year, of uttering the same
platitudes. of following inevitahle
procedure.

It Ts an unfortunate axiom in this
country of ours, that teaching and
competent payment for it do not al-
ways go together. But no one will
deny the members of the profession
their intelligence. Intelligence and
foresight enough to see that a pro-
gram such as this will benefit them-
selves, those who come to them for
the knowledge which it is their duty
to impart, and in addition will do
much towards raising the standard
of their institution.

sacred cow.”

SUGGESTION DEPT.

Those who are trotting in double
harness are well aware of the diffi-
culties in keeping the budget intact.
Culling info from our economics, we
seem to remember food and rent as
being right up there with the top
expenses. The latter is fairly arbi-
trary but there is no reason why
something can’t be done about the
price of food. The answer: A con-
sumer’s cooperative.

The University is buying a tre-
mendous quantity of food. Why not
increase that supply, decrease your
overall costs and give those who fight
the ninety dollar bugaboo every
month a deserved haud? Surely the
students themselves could work out
a program whereby the cooperative
would De open so many hours a day
through the week. And certainly the
University food hudget would not
suffer. How about it?

PRELUDE

Beside a granite houlder, ages old,

I sat and watched the closing day
unfold :

The mystic hues of sunset, the sweet
grace

Of birds, singing their good-night
hymns in space,

The darkening of the firs on oppo-
site Till,

The grave prayer-mood of evening,
loudly still,

And. as the chill set in, and limbs
grew numb,

I braved the downward trail that
was to come.

—clair h. chamberlain
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