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"COIN MAD"...A Carole King Original with wide-spread wing collar pointing to the scarf-like sleeves
caught up at your shoulder with beguiling bows. Rayon Tic Tac an exclusive Carole King fabric in
junior sizes 9 to 15. About $10.95.

Exclusively at SCRUGGS -VANDERVOORT- BARNEY
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Ascolon water repellent fabric
highlighted in sapphire, copper or
siren black. 9-15, $22.95
Matching hood protects your curls,
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Exclusive at SBF Collegienne Shop
Fashion Floor, Third
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Among Those Present
Alexander S. Langsdorf, ’98, Dean of the
Schools of Engineering and Architecture,
concludes in this issue his article on the his¬
tory and background of Washington Univer¬
sity.
Victor Gold appears for the second time
this year, this time with a short story en¬
titled “Anything but Die”—the story of a
headstrong boy who learned that maybe you
have to do more than just die in this world
of ours. Susan Kunce illustrated the story
and we think she did a good job. She’s a
sophomore in the art school, majoring in ad¬
vertising and illustration. Art has always
been one of her hobbies, along with sports,
dancing, and all the other things with which
a coed usually concerns herself. She is par¬
ticularly fond of classical music and modern¬
istic paintings. Like 99 and 44/100% of the
inmates of Bixby she thinks the latter is
“terrific.”
Odette Messenger, a newcomer to the Eliot
roster, came from Galveston, Texas, to study
dress design at Washington and plans to
return to her native state to ply her trade in
Dallas. Meanwhile, she’s using her spare
time to write short stories, a pastime carried
over from high school days. “The Return”
is her contribution in this month’s issue.
Odette likes picnics, movies and dancing, but
never swims, although she lives on the beach.
Eliot is following the old custom of pub¬
lishing the Quad Show program in its March
issue. You will find the playbill on pages 12
and 13. There is also a feature article on
the Quad Show and its actors on pages 10
and 11.
Credit goes to Willis Peterson, Art Direc¬
tor, for the new editorial page cartoon. Gives
you an idea of what an editor goes through.

Pi Beta Pri president Meryl Moehlman receiving- the Eliot cup for selling
the most subscriptions this year from Forrest T. Campbell, literary sponsor of
Eliot, in ceremonies held recently in the Pi Phi chapter room. Left to right:
Helen McGavran, winner of the individual award of a dress ; Evelyn White,
Eliot Circulation Manager; Meryl Moehlmann; Mr. Campbell; Selwyn
Hotchner, Business Manager of the magazine ; and Olive Walker, editor.

^ Lessons in Love‘S

Florence Rundell has done some fetching
versions of the Easter chapeau in the fash¬
ion department. Don’t miss it, girls.

WOLFING — If she doesn’t want to kiss you the first time —
don’t force her. Just sweeten your breath with a yummy
LIFE SAVER. If she still says “No”—Brother, she’s just
not your type!
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Cover
.Walter Shillinger
Page 2.Ralph Menees
Page 5.Courtesy the News Bureau
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What are little girls made of?
Along- with the traditional ingredients,
Eleanor Earle has long blond hair, a
pair of China blue eyes, a good-natured
friendly disposition, and a full, lovely
singing voice with a wide range. It’s
the latter that brought forth the ap¬
plause for her during the performances
of “Come and Get It”—1945 Quad
Show.
We have placed “Scotty” on the
cover of your March Eliot to remind
you that she will soon be seen in the
forthcoming production of “Sugar and
Spice,” 1946 Quad Show. She will play
the part of “The Little Chicken,” a
trampled upon and over-abused fresh¬
man. Come and see what talent the
Quad Club can produce. Remember
Helena Bliss, a star of Broadway’s
“Song of Norway,” and Gus Haenschen
began their careers in hilltop musicals.
Scotty likes Washington, and Wash¬
ington proved that the feeling was
mutual last fall when the students
elected her Homecoming queen. She’s
a member of Gamma Phi Beta and a
junior in Liberal Arts. She admires
and aspires to be like Patty Burke,
who attended the same high school she
did. We can’t vouch for her golfingability, but we know her singing abil¬
ity will add to the success of Quad
Show again this year.

Selwyn Hotchner, Business Mgr.
William Wolff, Circulation Mgr.
Lois Lubbehusen, Publicity Mgr.

FACULTY ADVISERS
Forrest T. Campbell,
James Blair, Art
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Bouquets and Brickbats
■ As we look around campus with a jaun¬
diced eye and try to think up something to
interest you readers, we notice all the eager
beavers deep in Creasy (History 101 hang¬
over) and related intellectual pursuits, al¬
most before the team has started. Some of
them probably still remember finals and good
resolutions about doing things on time. Won¬
der how long it’ll last? We’ll lay you two to
one there are lots of would be brain cram¬
mers suffering final exam D. T.’s (we picked
that up from “The Lost Weekend”) and “I
haven’t had any sleep for a week” come June.
Spring’ll hit ’em if nothing else does—that
and those traditional “young men’s fancies.”
Just too purty here in spring to study.
❖

*

In the brickbat department—hope Direc¬
tor Percy Ramsey’s attitude on picture tak¬
ing at Quad Show rehearsals isn’t reflected
in less ticket sales. First time we ever had
to fight to give a play publicity. . . . There’s
one in Student Senate we can’t figure out—
why I. M. A. and I. W. A. should have only
one representative each and unaffiliated inde¬
pendents have four men and four women.
The eight representatives are elected at a
meeting of unaffiliated students in the fall,
but who do they report back to and how?
We don’t think they do. Looks like eight
different one man organizations represented
—autocracy among student senators? Why
not make all unaffiliated students members
of I. M. A. and I. W. A. and give these or¬
ganizations bigger representation on Senate?
If there’s too many independents to put them
all in these two organizations, how about
making several sections of I. M. A. and I. W.
A., each represented in Senate? Regular
meetings could be scheduled, announcements
and reports from Senate made, and indepen¬
dent affiairs generally taken care of. The
present hodge podge isn’t doing anyone much
good that we can see—especially the inde¬
pendents.

*

And speaking of spring reminds us it’s
most pleasant to see all the manpower on
campus. The gals were a little scared at
first, not having seen much of that strange
phenomenon for the past four years, but it
gets to be kinda nice once you get used to it.
Eliot editorial staff members were so im¬
pressed they went right out and got one to
be an associate editor. Rumor has it they’re
so happy about that one they’re trying to
snare some more.
And speaking of editors reminds us we’d
like some more short stories and poems from
campus word slingers. Just drop ’em off at
the Eliot office, Room 19 Brookings (that’s
in the basement near the Quad Shop. We’re
bona fide cellar dwellers now—usually reach
the office via parachute. Wings would be
better, only we aren’t noted for being angelic
critters according to certain people.) Office
hours posted on the door. A free coke for
the first author who can find it—only catch
is you have to bring an original story or
poem with you for us to publish. Contest
ends as of the first entrant to find the editor.
❖
*
*

*

*

*

Been hobnobbing with so many atomic
bombers (Thanks, Mr. S.) during the Chan¬
cellor’s inauguration, we’re still running on
chain reaction. Felt real snooty being in
such high sassiety. Only thing we didn’t like
was we had to wear shoes.

Sure aren’t many stray queens around this
year. Last year we had so many we ran out
of women and had to put up a man for Stu¬
dent Life Sultana.
❖

❖

*

The weather’s always good for a remark
or two. If it keeps up like this, we’re going
off daydreaming or strolling in the park.
Nothing like communing with nature—or as
a pal puts it, “You have to have time to loaf
and invite your soul.” We like the loafing
part anyway.

Noticed Student Senate is working on the
proposition that there can be no school spirit
without activity tickets. Orchids to you,
Senate, on that one. It’s a pet theory of ours.
Also in the orchid department is the person
responsible for bringing Robert St. John to
the campus to speak. He was terrific!
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Washington’s front campus during the Louisiana Purchase Exposition of 1904. On the far left
is the newly built Brookings Hall, which housed the British crown jewels during the fair and
also served as an administration building. The buildings on the right are part of the “Place of
Nations” and reading from right to left are a replica of the Robert Burns cottage sent over by
the British ; the typical Dutch farmhouse sent by the Netherlands ; and right next to Brookings,
the exhibition hall of the Austrians. The walks and roads leading from Brookings extended the
length of the fair, which is said to have reached as far east as Union Avenue. To the left of
this central areaway was the famous “Pike,” the amusement center of the Exposition.

Tales of Yesteryear
by Alexanders. Langsdorf
(Continued from February)

One result of the small enrollment of the
early years was a virtual absence of athletics,
especially football, though it is true that in
the late 80’s and early 90’s we did have a
championship team that won its games with¬
out benefit of professional coaching and
training; the boys just went out and played
for the fun of it. There is a photograph of
that team out in Francis Gym, and it shows
that instead of the heavy armor now used,
the players wore tightly fitting moleskin
jackets, and woolen stocking caps instead of
leather helmets. But there was in those days
an annual Field Day in which all, or nearly
all, male students participated, with every
coed present to cheer them along. It was on
one of those Field Days that Charles S. Reber, ’91, established a world’s record of 28
feet, 41/2 inches in the broad jump, a record
which stood unchallenged for many years
thereafter. Shortly after the turn of the
century football became more active, but it
will sound strange to students of today to
hear that the big game of the year was then
played against Christian Brothers College.
The ethics of the game at that time were
nothing to brag about, though the crass pro¬
fessionalism of more recent times had not
yet developed. For example, during time-out
in one of those games with C. B. C., two of
the opposing players, on removing their nose

guards, recognized each other as old acquain¬
tances, and the following conversation en¬
sued: “Hello, Bill, what are you doing at
C. B. C.?” “Oh,” said Bill, “I’m learning to
play the flute. What are you doing at Wash¬
ington?” To which came the answer, “I’m
at the Art School, learning to make wax
flowers.”
It was in those days that all athletic
events were managed by the students them¬
selves, through the agency of an Athletic
Association, with only one or two faculty
personnel to handle the funds. I was Trea¬
surer for a while under that system, and un¬
der the regulations it was my duty to pay
bills duly certified by the officers and team
managers. I still remember how puzzled I
was because of the purchase of huge amounts
of chewing gum, an article which was said to
be justified for the reason that it helped to
slake the thirst of football players and so
prevented their becoming foundered by
drinking too much water; but at the end of
the season in which chewing gum made a
decided hole in the assets, the team manager
blossomed forth in a new broadcloth overcoat
equipped with extra-fancy beaver collar and
cuffs.
In those early days there was likewise a
student-operated book store known as the*
(Continued on page 19)
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THE RETURN
By Odette Mesinger
Illustrated
•June

■ Yeah, I’m a veteran—
I was a marine—fought
at Okinawa and Iwo and
Saipan. But I’m back
now—back with what to
show for it all? What’ve
I got to show for those
three years except a lot
of nightmarish memo¬
ries, discharge papers,
and that little gold eagle
in my lapel. Oh yeah,
I’ve also got a bum leg
and a cane, but maybe
I could’ve gotten that
playing football. Well, I
was eager to get back,
and here I am, back on
a college campus, trying
to pick up where I left
off. I’m trying to remem¬
ber when the battle of
Tours was fought (I can
remember when the bat¬
tle of Bougainville was,
but I guess that’s an¬
other story).
Anyway, here I am. There are a lot of us
back here now and we sort of stick together.
Don’t get me wrong, it isn’t because we feel
“set apart,” that we don’t want to fool
around with guys who didn’t go over. Maybe
I just can’t explain it, but that’s how things
stand as far as the fellows are concerned. Of
course, when you get around to girls—well,
that’s different. Sure, I’ve met lots of them.
They all want to meet veterans—there’s,
what can you say, “glamour”—-attached to
a guy who’s been out there-—who’s come back
with a purple heart.

by
Holds boro ugh

blond, with wide-open eyes. I met Louise at
the campus hang-out. I was still in uniform
then and had ribbons strung out all over the
place—maybe I was scared to get back to
civvies. Some guy introduced us and before
I knew what was happening, I had a date
with her that night.
We went to a movie. I can’t remember
what the picture was, but I remember the
newsreel. I was sitting there with Louise’s
hand in mine when they started showing war
scenes. She stiffened like a ramrod and shut
her eyes. Neither of us said anything.
After the show, we had a soda at the drug¬
store. I drank mine right on down, but she
sort of played with hers. She didn’t look at
me, but sat there playing with her straw.
“It must’ve been horrible watching that
newsreel,” she said finally.
“Didn’t bother me,” I answered. “Don’t
you like your soda?”
“I—I guess you saw things much worse
when you were—were overseas,” she said
timidly.
“Well,, it wasn’t exactly a picnic. Yeah, I
saw things much worse.”
“I just can’t understand how you boys can
come back and fit right into things here.
Everyone says that that sort of experience
hardens and brutalizes people. Why, even
when I rolled bandages, I used to think how
they’d be used; and I was usually, a nervous
wreck when I got through. My mother fi¬
nally made me quit. Don’t you find it hard
to settle back now to peacetime living?”
“Maybe I wouldn’t if people would let me.
I spent two years over there—why should
I forget them? Life’s too short to just shut
out two whole years. Sure, there’re some
things I want to forget—but not the whole
two years.”
Okay, maybe I wasn’t too nice to her—
(Continued on page 20)

There were two girls in particular—one
was Louise, you’ve seen her type—little and
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By Victor Gold
Illustrated by
Susan Kunce

Part I
■ “I don’t have to.”
Gene Bradford’s voice rang loud and clear
in protest. His mother’s eyes expressed the
pain she felt at her son’s refusal.
“But, Gene, all I ask of you is to visit a
sick friend of the family. After all, think of
all poor Mrs. Norris has done for you. Why,
she took care of you when you were an in¬
fant, and there isn’t anything she wouldn’t
do for you now.”
“Look, Mother,” Gene spoke with biting
fury. “I’m a busy man. I’ve got all I can
do for one day already scheduled, and tonight
I have a date. Whatever Mrs. Norris has
done for me is appreciated. But, remember,
I didn’t ask her to put herself out. Whatever
she did was done of her own free will, but
now is now and then was then. I’ve got too
much to attend to now without wasting an
hour over at an old lady’s house. I’m not
going!”
The Mother’s eyes fell, and if the youth
had not been so intent upon his convictions,
he might have noticed a small tear roll down
her faded cheek. Once more, she raised her
head, a pleading look on her face.
“Gene, you must,” she begged.
“I don’t have to do anything but die!”,
and the front door slammed shut behind
young Gene Bradford.
Part II
The car sped on, a black streak in a blacker
night. Gene Bradford, looking out of the cor¬

ner of his eye, could see the frightened face
of the girl at his side.
“Pretty fast buggy, eh, Ann?”
“Please go a little slower, Gene, you’re
hitting seventy now.”
“Forget it. Say, that wasn’t a bad movie
at all. That leading lady was strictly on the
beam.”
“Yes, she was.” The words fell rather
than were spoken from the young girl’s lips.
Her eyes expressed the fright within her as
they scanned the bleak road ahead. She was
a rather pretty girl of about seventeen or
eighteen, with short hair of a reddish-brown
color, and small features. She seemed
the direct opposite of the twenty-two year
old youth behind the wheel. Big-boned,
florid of complexion, with heavy features, he
appeared to be exactly what he was—a vi¬
brant and headstrong athlete.
The speedometer registered seventy-five.
“Not a bad plot, either. Dragged a little
at times but altogether it kept me inter¬
ested,” Gene continued.
“I understand Mrs. Norris is ill,” said the
young- girl, unconscious of changing the sub¬
ject as her eyes noticed the rising speed¬
ometer.
The young man behind the wheel cast a
suspicious glance at his date as he grunted
an agreeing, “Yeah.”
“Gene, please slow down.”
“What’s the matter, are you chicken?”
came the sneering reply.
“Please!”
(Continued on page 19)

Basketball
in Retrospect
By Don Schleif f arth
■ During the latter part of this year’s cage
season, the Bears showed their fans a team
that blew hot and cold, sometimes rising to
brilliant heights and at other times sinking
to their poorest basketball of the season. In
this stretch of games, beginning with the
Bradley Tech game and ending with the St.
Louis University struggle, the Hilltoppers
won five and lost five. During this stretch
they tallied 439 points compared with their
opponents’ 500; while through the first ten
games of the season, they had outscored their
opponents 449 to 434.

In the second big doubleheader of the sea¬
son, the Bears regained their winning ways,
defeating Tulsa 40-36 while the Oklahoma
Aggies were trouncing the Billikens of St.
Louis U., 39-27. The largest crowd ever to
see a basketball game in St. Louis turned out
that night. The paid attendance was 13,836
and they saw the Hilltoppers, spearheaded by
A1 Berger who rolled in 15 points, win by
virtue of their accuracy from the free throw
line, as they connected on 18 out of 20 char¬
ity shots.
The next night was not such a happy one
as they were manhandled 60-35 by the na¬
tional champion Oklahoma Aggies. The
Bears came back to give Indiana a good
scrap, bowing only by a score of 56-46 to
the fast breaking Hoosiers who had won 12
and lost only 2 on the season. London of
Washington and Wallace of Indiana were the
scoring stars of this game with Stan outscoring his Hoosier rival 19-16.

After their defeat by the strong Iowa PreFlight team at Kiel Auditorium, the Bears
bounced back to win four of their next five,
displaying their best brand of basketball of
the season. Bradley Tech was the first to be
victimized by the rejuvenated Bruins, going
down 56-55 in probably the most thrilling
game of the season. Bill Bergesch and Jim
Allen combined to win this one—Bergesch
sinking the tying basket and Allen winning
it with a free throw just as the game ended.
Wichita, a conference foe, was next and they
were beaten 48-35 with Stan London rack¬
ing up 14 points to pace the scorers. Wash¬
ington probably reached its peak form of the
year when it swept the Rolla Miners off the
court with a crushing 71-42 victory. In this
game the Miners were held scoreless for the
first 12 minutes and didn’t get their first
field goal until the 17-minute mark. The
scoring was fairly well distributed in this
game with four Bears getting 10 points or
more. The team’s three game winning streak
was broken by the Concordia Seminary
Preachers on their next outing, the score be¬
ing 43-41 in a thrilling battle. London’s pace
setting 17 points was not quite enough to
overcome the scoring power of two sharp¬
shooting Preachers, Snuffy Smith and Dutch
Koenig.

The Bears then took to the road where
they split even in two games, beating Drake
41-34 and being slugged by undefeated Iowa
Pre-Flight 72-28. A1 Berger collected 28
points in the two games as the team took
over possession of third place in the Valley
standings.
The low point of the season came for the
Bears when they rolled over and played dead
to their traditional rivals, St. Louis U. The
Billikens drubbed them 60-32 before the
Bears’ largest home crowd of the year, ap¬
proximately 3,000 people. The Bruins still
retained third place in the Valley, however,
with a record of 3-3, one-half game ahead of
St. Louis. For the first 20 games, Stan Lon¬
don, the city’s leading scorer, also led the
Bears with a total of 276, A1 Berger was sec¬
ond with 173, and Don Schultz third with a
mark of 134.
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Spring Sports
Back Again
By A1 Berger

Art Slonim, veteran Bruin catcher, back again this
season to help the Blakemen through a tough
spring schedule.

B The spring sports, baseball and track, are
back again on the hilltop with all indications
of a strong schedule for each. At the time
of this writing, Coach Ray Blake’s baseball
squad has games booked with such outstand¬
ing universities as Missouri, Illinois, Tulane,
Louisiana State, and Bradley Tech—every
one of which turns out good athletic teams
year after year. Besides this collegiate
schedule, the Bears have games with several
service teams, where the competition will be
even keener because of the fact that these
Army and Navy outfits are loaded with ex¬
professional ball players. Games with Scott
Field, Lambert Field, and Jefferson Bar¬
racks, service teams from this district, are
scheduled. Two or three southern service
teams will also take the field against the
Blakemen. It is very evident that this year’s
baseball nine has a hard job ahead with such
an array of powerful teams lined up against
them.
Tough Track Schedule Planned

“Flash” Gordon, Washington’s new track
coach and an outstanding runner himself in
his day, is also confronted with a tough
schedule. Meets with Bradley Tech, West¬
minster, and Missouri have already been
scheduled, with several others being worked
on at present. Returning to aid Gordon’s
cindermen this year is Big Bill Bergesch,
last year’s high-point man. Bill, also a valu¬
able man on the ’45-’46 cage team, was the
Bears’ shotputter and discus thrower last
year. He was also, along with Howard Dartt,

one of the Bears’ two best dash men, which
is remarkable for a man as big as he. Other
returning lettermen from last year’s team
are Harvey Veit, distance runner, Gordon
Heuser, 440-man, and Ed Lansche, another
basketball player, who, like Bergesch, was a
valuable man with the weights.
Ray Blake, who takes over the reins of the
baseball team, is even more fortunate than
Gordon, as there are eleven men from last
year’s team still in school. However, there
is uncertainty as to whether all of them will
be able to play again. Art Slonim, catcher,
is back once more. Art was a steadying in¬
fluence behind the plate last season and
should be a valuable man again. He had the
misfortune of being “beaned” in the Missouri
game toward the end of last season but will
be back strong this spring.
Ten Veteran Ballplayers Back

Six infielders are returning—Don Schleiffarth, leader in hitting and runs-batted-in of
last year’s team, at first base; Travis Wright,
another first baseman with two years’ ex¬
perience; Ray Douglas at second, one of the
flashiest keystone men around these parts
and a very dangerous man at bat; Jimmy
Allen, a shortstop who performed very well
in the field and got his share of hits; A1
Berger, hard-hitting third sacker who led
the team in homers and runs scored last
year; and Jerry Rhodes, dental school in¬
fielder wTho showed plenty of power at the
plate. There are four returning outfielders—
Ray Fuhrman, the team’s leading hitter two
years ago with plenty of experience; Mike
Manzullo, long-ball-hitting leftfielder; Mike
Levinson, another clouter who will be playing
his third and last year; and Jim Schulenberg,
who batted at an even 300 last year, with
speed to burn on the base paths.
With this talent returning to Coaches Gor¬
don and Blake, respectively, and with the
prospect of many newcomers in school,
Washington ought to be well represented on
the cinders and the ball diamond.

Quad Sho
“Sugar am
s Looks as though Deedy Glaser’s done it again. Gloria
Forrester, Libby Kennedy, and June Burkart (reading
from left to right) seem to think so anyhow.

■ When Selwyn Hotchner, some paper, and
a typewriter get together, things happen.
Something called “Sugar and Spice” has hap¬
pened and we of the “sneak-preview” crowd
were really impressed. Hotchner, a senior in
business administration, with the aid of a
few ditties by Will Christopher, whose songs
from last year’s Quad Show are still being
hummed around, weaves a tale about the
flank attack of a military academy on Prim¬
rose School for Young Ladies.
While we’re passing out orchids, we’d cer¬
tainly like to give a few personal pats on the
back to the old standbys (even more exciting
than last year) and to some new ones, spe¬
cifically: she of the golden hair and shrdlu,
Scotty Earle. The combo of the tunes,
“hubba” girls, and a charming plot yanks
the show out of the typical college effort.
Here are a couple of shakes of spice. The
sugar? . . . Oh! That chorus!
Primrose School is run by four old-maidish
sisters who live in the past, and, take it from
us, they have plenty of past to live in. Their
parts are ably portrayed by Deedy Glaser, a
senior in the College; Gloria Forrester, a
junior in the business school; Libby Kennedy,
another senior in the College; and June
Burkart, a junior in the College.
The sisters set purity as the essence of
young womanhood, but the girls debunk the
idea by singing “It’s No Fun to Be a Lady.”
They manage to get into mix-ups which
would make Madame Pompadour look
slightly dignified. Their innocent (?) pranks
range from making life miserable for a
“poor” freshman to literally dragging a help¬
less messenger boy through their boudoir.

The much abused “chick” who is lost in the
shuffle turns out to be curvy, and incidentally
a fine actress, Scotty Earle, Homecoming
queen and Eliot cover girl for this month.
Her veddy convincing nemesis is Cynthia,
upper classwoman (in more ways than one),
interpreted by Virginia Hodgman, also a
junior in the college.
Another person who has tough sledding
(not because there’s no snow) is a Western
Union messenger boy who came to deliver a
telegram and stayed not only for dinner, but
for breakfast and lunch. Johnnie Davidson,
making a favorable debut as Western Union,
is handled like a hot potato, being dragged,
pushed, and shoved from place to place by
not one or two, but girls, girls, girls!
The one who gives the most trouble, how¬
ever, is Ginger, who stages a valiant fight to
keep her man from falling into the clutches
of Farrell, the school’s oversexy prexy (see
picture) The girl on the right is Rose Rich,
a sophomore in the College, who capably
handles the role of Ginger; the over-anxious
Eunice Cohen, left, the school prexy, seems to have
edge on the battle for hero Sam Frisk. Rose Rich,
plays Ginger, is in there pitching, though.

That chorus line! ! Back row, left to right: Marion
Herman, Martha Glass, Barbara Ingold, Rita Poole,
Shirley Huff, Joan Shultz, La Verne Bubb, Jane
Campbell, Lucy Ann Milligan. Front row, left to
right: Mary Jo Zucchero, Donna Wattson, Marion
Maizner, Harriet Arey, Juanita Seibert, Kathryn
Clark, Jean Whitehouse, Shirley Shaughnessy.

one on the left is Eunice Cohen, a senior in
the College, who uses her “talents” to full
advantage in the role of Farrell.
No doubt by this time the girls in the
reading audience are beginning to wonder
when we’ll finish with the icing and get down
to the cheesecake. M-Day is here!! The cen¬
ter of attention (picture) is Sam Prisk, a
junior Dent student, who, as Freddie, will
swoon-croon his way into the hearts of all
the campus cuties. Nor is he the only one,
for it stands to reason that when a military
academy invades a girls’ school, more than
one beach-head is going to be established.
Two such “invaders” are portrayed by Don
Weihe, a sophomore engineer, as Pete, and
Edward McSweeney, freshman engineer, as
Sidney. Keep your eyes on ex-Seabee Max,

slie Axelrod, right, seems to be interrupting- somethingft between Mickey Stead, left, and Don Weihe, center.

capably played by Dick Ross, a sophomore in
the College.
The principals, to whom most of this arti¬
cle has been devoted, are once again under
the capable direction of Percy Ramsey. His
past work with the Quad Show has always
had excellent results and we believe that
this year’s show is going to be even better.
On a strictly out-of-this-world level, the
coed-chorus peps up the eyes and ears. They
are again under the able direction of Lolla
Bauman and include Joan Shultz, Cecelia
Ramsey, Shirley Huff, Martha Glass, Peggy
Bruffee, Harriet Arey, Kathryn Clark,
Marion Herman, Marion Maizner, Laverne
Rosenow Bubb, Juanita Seibert, Donna Wattson, Jane Campbell, Rita Poole, Mary Jo
Zucchero, Jean Whitehouse, Shirley Shaughnessy, Lucy Ann Milligan, and Barbara In¬
gold.
Stanley Fredrickson has done an admi¬
rable job with this year’s singing chorus,
which is made up of Mary Schubel, Joan
Flavin, Julie Wissman, Flora Schmidt, Donna
Wicker, Virginia Handlan, Nancy Penning¬
ton, Audrey Wolters, Marion Buck, Barbara
Taber, Nancy Schwarz, Claire Pistor, Rose¬
mary Voegeli, Mary Wiederholdt, Pat Con¬
ley, Lucy Reith, George Murray, William
Dodd, Dick Swain, George Dertke, John Carson, William Sippy, Phil Darby, Joe Ellis,
Ronald Goodridge, Warren Seeger, Tommy
Holt, Nelson Reichman, Charles Miller, and
Ed Wilson.
We’ve given you the spice. You collect the
sugar at Hanley Junior High School, March
27, 28, 29, and 30. Curtain time 8:30 p. m.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
Eustasia Ungudunger.- June Bur kart
Neurasia Ungudunger.-. Gloria Forrester

MARCH

2 7,

29

Bodasia Ungudunger..... Libby Kennedy
Asia Ungudunger___ Deedy Glaser

A Musical COI IN T

Winnie________ Loretta Voile
Pudge___ Thelma Dunnebacke

Book by St Hota

Beth .........

Jean Whitney

Music and lyrics by Wilbu^i*\oph

Nick........ Margaret Jean Stead
Farrell ........ Eunice Cohen
Cynthia..... Virginia Hodgman
Ginger......... Rose Rich
Bernadine... Eleanor Earle

Directed bi ij/Rat
Dances 1 Bam
Singing Chorus and Orck m by

Western Union____ Johnnie Davidson
Beezy ..-.—______ Leslie Axelrod

Orchestra Directed i«m.

Freddie_________ Sam Prisk
sis

Major Potterby......—- Dick Swarm
Pete ..........,.. Don Weihe
Sidney___ Edward McSweeney

SYNOPSIS SCEI

Max ..-...-..... Dick Ross
i
DANCING CHORUS
Joan Shultz, Cecelia Ramsey, Shirley Huff, Martha Glass,
Peggy Bruffee, Harriet Arey, Kathryn Clark, Marion Her¬
man, Marion Maizner, Laverne Rosenow Bubb, Juanita Sei¬
bert, Donna Wattson, Jane Campbell, Rita Poole, Mary Jo
Zucchero, Jean Whitehouse, Shirley Shaughnessy, Lucy Ann
Milligan, and Barbara Ingold.

Scene 1 — Reception Hall,

use Sci

Scene 2 — Ginger’s, two minutr,
Scene 3 — Reception Hall, a f mds lal

Scene U — Aboard “The Swan, iieninf
Scene 5 — Reception Hall, tha t

SINGING CHORUS
Mary Schubel, Joan Flavin, Julie Wissmann, Flora Schmidt,
Donna Wicker, Virginia Handlan, Nancy Pennington, Audrey
Wolters, Marion Buck, Barbara Taber, Nancy Schwarz, Claire
Pistor, Rosemary Voegeli, Mary Wiederholdt, Pat Conley,
Lucy Reith, George Murray, William Dodd, Dick Swain, George
Dertke, John Carson, William Sippy, Phil Darby, Joe Ellis,
Ronald Goodridge, Warren Seeger, Tommy Holt, Nelson Reichman, Charles Miller, and Ed. Wilson.
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Scene 1 — Reception Hall 13 iti:er.
Scene 2 —Ginger’s bedroom, Elites
Scene 3 —The Ungudungei'S

the n

Scene U —The front of the sc 'next <
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ID SPICE”
17, 29,

30,

1946

l C01 IN Two Acts

by S( Sotehner
ViM stvpher and Richard Ross
ted bi 1 Ramsey
by 1 Bauman
)reks K8 by Stanley Fredrickson

MUSICAL NUMBERS
ACT I
Scene 1:
1. Overture ..... Orchestra
2'
3.
4.
5.

It°sUNbUFun toGB°eda Lady }Girls’ Chorus and Dancin(J Chorus
Welcome, Little Chicken. Cynthia and Girls’ Chorus
I’m a Blue Little Chicken_ Bernadine
Western Union, Send Me a Boy .... Western Union, Pudge, Beth,
Ginger, and Winnie
Scene 3:
1. You’re Not Such a Much..... Farrell
2. To Our Heart’s Delight.Ginger, Freddie, and Girls’ Chorus
3. Park Avenue Fantasy..... Dancing Chorus
Scene 4:
1. It’s No Fun to Be a Gentleman_ Men’s Chorus

icted 1 mn Falkenhainer

sis

iOPSIS SCENES

Scene 5:
1. Boy Meets Girl _______ Mixed Chorus
2. For Men Only... Ginger
3. Finale:
a. To our Heart’s Delight ____ Ensemble
b. It’s No Fun to Be a Lady___ Ensemble

1
all, the use School for Young Ladies.
0 min"

f.

ill, a f< inds later,
e Swanivening.
tail, thj t

fall. 1® iter.
1room, 8 linutes later,
angel's'! Uhe next evening.
,f the sd (next day.

ACT II
Scene 1:
1. For the Love of Pete_ .. Pete, Cynthia
2. For the Love of Pete_ Pete, Cynthia, Beezy, Bodasia,
Major Potterby
Scene 2:
1. Sing Me a Telegram of Love
Bernadine and Western Union
Scene 3:
1. Western Union, Send Me a Man .... Bodasia, Neurasia, and Asia
Scene 4:
1. Strike, Sinner, Strike____ Mixed Chorus
2. Power House... Dancing Chorus
3. Happily Ever After. Ginger and Freddie
4. Finale:
a. For the Love of Pete.... Ensemble
b. Send Me a Telegram of Love__ Ensemble
c. Happily Ever After ____ Ensemble
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Passed and Perfect
By Beverly Lueders
Illustrated liy Florence Ktundell

1. Fresh, crisp as Spring herself is this
washable rayon blouse from Sonnenfelds at
$7.98. The high, lacy neck with tucked front
flatters any suit. An added attraction—cap
sleeves.
2. They’re back again for play and polish
—Colt and Cromwell jodhpur boots. Come
only in sturdy brown leather that’s a pleasure
to keep. Complete size range, $9.95 at Boyd’s.
In the same department you’ll find all neces¬
sary equipment, except elbow grease, to keep
your boots soft and shiny.
3. Like Grandma’s patch quilt in pattern
and long life, this multi-colored lizard purse
is a match mate for your school wardrobe.
The gusset on the bottom gives ample room.
$3.95, Kline’s.
4. Our Southern neighbors originated the
idea of combining many golden chains with

3.
,4

a bare top dress—we like it and think you
will, too. Variously priced at $2, $3, or $4,
plus tax. Famous, Main Floor.
5. Tina Lesser uses a Hope Skillman non¬
fade fabric for her halter top play dress. The
half with the peplum is aqua, coral or yel¬
low and the other half is gray. Silk jersey
completely lines the top. Sizes 10-16, $19.95.

,,,

6. A sister creation is the matching swim
suit. The side gathering assures a snug fit.
Found in the same color combinations and
materials. $16.95. Both at Stix, 3rd Floor.
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LAURA LEE FROCKS, IN
1307 Washington Ave.

St. Louis

The Finer Things of Life
by Mai Topping
About Town

Radio

Tried the Joe Schirmer Trio in the Park
Plaza Merry-Go-Round and was happily im¬
pressed. Ask them to play the “Memphis
Blues” and catch the piano-work of Ralph
Sutton, one of the outstanding piano men in
St. Louis. The bass man does a fair imita¬
tion of Slam Steward complete with grunts
and groans. Schirmer, leader and imagina¬
tive guitarist, says that the boys were sched¬
uled to play in New York’s Zanzibar but
couldn’t take the living conditions in the big
city. Best keep an ear on them.
P. S. Save money and hear better music
by going late.

The famous “Senator” of Allen’s Alley
doesn’t do his “That’s a joke, Son” routine
as well as many people that copy the line.
Speaking of radio, there is an unusually fair
book out telling the story of some news com¬
mentators and how they got that way,
“Molders of Opinion” edited by David Bulman. The story on Walter Winchell is worth
the price, which is reasonable.

Records

Catch the Duke’s condensed version of
“Black, Brown, and Beige,” only if you are
a terrific lover of Ellingtonia. Certainly not
danceable but the Blues portion is some of
the finest Ellington jazz that has been re¬
corded since his “Black and Tan Fantasy.”
Metronome editor, Barry Ulanov, has put
out a book about the Duke in coordination
with the records. Oddly enough, it is un¬
imaginatively called “Duke Ellington.” Try
an oldy, Harry (Grable) James’ “Feet Draggin’ Blues” (Columbia 35227).

Books

Max Schulman has written another book,
“Zebra Derby.” This does not attain the
same heights in satirical writing as the
“Barefoot Boy.” Asa Hearthrug is back
from the wars and he tries to find his place
in the post-war world of “opportunity for
all.” There is less husky laughter in the
“Derby” than his other attempts. Two hours
and no homework and it might be worth
your while.

♦
Professor: “I’m letting you out ten min¬
utes early. Go quietly so as not to awaken
the other classes.”

Kiel Auditorium

Saw Stan Kenton when he was one-nitestanding in the “hall.” The “Artistry
Jumps” rendition was not so disturbing
without the echo-trombone effect. Comment
by a nifty standing near the stage: “Mother
said she wouldn’t let me in the house if I
didn’t get June Christy’s autograph.” What
is this older generation coming to? Kenton
came loaded with five trombone men, four
trumpets, and five saxes plus the four
rhythm. Haven’t seen that much slide work
since the old G. Miller days. June Christy
showed many of the Anita O’Day techniques
in handling a song. She is blonde, eighteenish, and hubba, hubba.

|
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Let
Spies- Bradburn
Materials
Satisfy You
Thoroughly
Now at 913 Locust
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a Co-ed's Fancy Turns to Jonathan Logan's new Cottons

Mug-Me- Zigkt

beloved 'Dirndl

Dress

hi act
hasque front of rayon on

with cleverly scalloped neck¬

crisp checked cotton. Maize,

line and cap sleeves. Rich

g|reen or pink.

colors in

paisley

striped

Juniors’ sizes . . . .

10.95

cotton.
juniors’ sizes . . . .

10.95

Famous-Barr Co.’s Little New Yorker Shop—Fourth Floor
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OF

WASHINGTON
UNIVER'ITV
gT. LOUIS - MO.

It could hardly he "blamed on the weather, hut some¬
where, somehow, there has heen a touch of spring around
campus lately. Whatever it is, they're dropping like flies or, in a more respectful vein, the young men's fancies are
definitely turning. Among those who are there to take ad¬
vantage of the situation were:
- Ann Elder, Theta, who hagged a Phi Delta Theta pin,
and Bud Schleicher with it.
- Bohhie Ingold, Alpha Chi Omega, who caught Beta Tom
Hurster in the nick of time.
- Didi Goodrich, Delta Gamma, who's wearing Boh
Rutledge’s scalp on her Belt. BoB's! a senior med
student, a Hu Sigma Hu.
- Evelyn Series, Theta, and Johnny Bechtold, Phi Delta
Theta and Du Sigma Hu, pinned. Looks like those med
students don't all prefer nurses.
- Alpha Chi Shirley Gilbert and George Gordon; engaged,
’n Blissful.
- Ruth Jean Turley, Theta, and HerB Hetzler, Phi Delt.
- and, for good measure (just so you really Believe in
human nature)- there's the case of Zeta Gine Rockford
and K. A. BoB Eversole,
pinned a year! Gine pulled
a rabbit out of a hat on
their anniversary - lit¬
erally - and discovered it
was merely Bob's present:
Aloysius: Eversole. Whatta'
touching sentiment! I ask
you, ladies and gentle¬
men, have you ever heard
a sweeter story?? Seen
recently Burning up the
gravel Between frater¬
nity row) and the Women's
Building were these
comely couples:
- BoBBe Real, Zeta,
and BoB Hoskins, Theta
Xi. - Betty Jean Jackson, D. G. and Sigma Hu,
Jules Raith. - BoB
Rattman, Phi Delt, and
Kappa Peggy Eifer. Kappa Sally RosenBarger
and SAE Pete Hughes.
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from West Point, later served as Professor
of Civil Engineering in the Imperial College
of Tokyo and then at Harvard University,
whence he came to St. Louis in 1892. When
angry, as he could be when sufficiently pro¬
voked, he roared like a lion, but when in the
genial mood which was more characteristic,
he purred like a lion with a deep rumbling
in his enormous chest; and in those genial
moods he would reel off anecdotes without
(Continued on page 22)

Tales of Yesteryear
(Continued from page 5)
Co-op, with a manager elected by the mem¬
bers, each of whom had to buy a share of
stock at $2 per share, and who received div¬
idends, if any, at the end of the year after
the manager had collected his commissions.
In my junior year, it fell to my lot to serve
for a while as assistant manager, and in that
way I discovered to my horror that the out¬
standing stock certificates (represented by
the stubs of numerous old receipt books)
amounted to vastly more than the sum of
cash on hand and the value of a miscellane¬
ous assortment of out-of-date and unsalable
text books on the shelves. At a special meet¬
ing called for the purpose, I reported that the
Co-op was worse than bankrupt, and that’s
one reason why the Book Store, now the
Quad Shop, came into being under Univer¬
sity auspices.
By far the most interesting reminiscences
of old-timers are those which concern the
dominant personalities of their youthful
days. There were many such striking per¬
sonalities in the faculty of years ago, and
there are numerous good natured anecdotes
about them. Even before my time there was
Abram Lytton, first Professor of Chemistrv
and Physics, whose portrait hangs in the
Old Chapel, who must have been a character.
It is related that when he called the class roll
at the beginning of a new year, he came
across the name of Mary Rychliki, the first
woman to graduate from the College (in
1876). He paused on coming to that name,
peered over his spectacles, and asked “How
do you pronounce that name?” Then, “Young
lady, take my advice, get married and change
it.” He followed with instructions about par¬
aphernalia to be supplied, ending with: “And
bring some old cloths for cleaning glass¬
ware; an old pair of drawers will do.” It
was Professor Lytton who once asked a stu¬
dent to explain the aurora borealis, and got
the reply, “I’m sorry, Professor, but I’ve for¬
gotten.” “Oh Lord,” said Lytton, in his char¬
acteristic drawl, “here’s the only man who
ever knew, and he’s forgotten.”
Winifield Scott Chaplin was Chancellor
during my student years and for quite a
while thereafter. He was a giant of a man
with a leonine head and a matching mane of
reddish hair and beard. He had graduated

<§>

Anything Kut Die
(Continued from page 7)
“Look, if you don’t like my way of travel,
don’t go out with me!”
Hurt and surprise came upon the girl’s
face. Her lips parted, half through fear, half
through anguish. Finally, she spoke, “Gene,
you must slow down!”
Angrily came the reply: “I don’t have to
do anything but die!” And the speedometer
registered eighty-five.
Part III
Gene Bradford stood up at the calling of
his name. Fright had replaced the once
cocky bearing.
“Eugene Bradford, you have been brought
here before this court on a charge of man¬
slaughter. Upon the night of November
seventeenth, at eleven-fifty-seven of the
clock, you, through deliberate speeding,
struck down and killed a human being.”
Gene Bradford broke down. Tears
streamed forth across the now pallid cheeks.
The judge cleared his throat, and continued:
“This court finds you guilty of manslaughter,
and sentences you to be hanged by the neck
until dead upon the morning of January
third, at six of the clock.”
The judge now looked up from his docu¬
ment, and gazed at the collapsed youth. His
words rang out over the courtroom to the
sobbing mother.
On the desk of Gene Bradford, far away
from the courtroom, there was a scrap of
paper dated November 16. Below the line
. . . “by Gene Bradford” . . . was this little
poem:
“A man is free to think as he wants,
A man is free to do as he wants,
From the time of your birth,
Until your last breath,
The only compulsory thing is death.”

19

Do you want to hear about how many Japs
I killed? Do you want to know how it feels
not knowing whether you’ve got five minutes
or five days left?”

The Return
(Continued from page 6)
maybe I didn’t give her a chance. Who
knows, maybe she was right and I was
wrong. Maybe I should pretend it’s 1943
and I’ve never been away.
The other memorable girl was Janice.
Boy! she was some dish! She was tall and
had black hair that she wore back—and sort
of slick. Her clothes were always just right.
You know her type, too. Everything she had
was of the very best. She was the girl the
rest of them looked to to set the styles. I met
Janice at her sorority dance. All of us vete¬
rans had gotten bids to the affair. I don’t
know just why I went, because I couldn’t
dance on account of my leg. Well, I was
standing there looking sort of lost when she
walked up to me and introduced herself. She
looked at my Marine discharge button and
led me over to some chairs.
“Marine Corps, I see,” she said. “Tough
fighting, eh?” She was matter-of-fact all
right. There was no wide-eyed horror at it
all.
“Lots of it.”
“Where were you? Looks as if you were
in the thick of it—or did you get that playing
tiddly-winks?” She pointed to my leg.
“Iwo, Saipan, Okinawa, couple of others.”
“Really got around, didn’t you? How’d
you get your Purple Heart?”
“Piece of shrapnel hit me at Okinawa.”
“Is it very bad?”
“Not so bad.”
“You’re lucky. Just think of the guys com¬
ing back without legs and arms.”
“I’m not complaining.”
“No, I guess after the horrible things you
saw you couldn’t very well. I wish I could’ve
been over there—Red Cross overseas work,
I mean; I did all I could here—every minute,
every day. I’ve seen lots of them come back
—I’ve seen them come back in every condi¬
tion. You’re one of the few who’ll talk about
it all. Tell me.”
“Tell you what?”
“What it was like. Oh, don’t worry, I can
take it.”
“What do you want to hear?” I was get¬
ting sore about now. “Do you want to hear
stories about my seeing my buddies killed?

*

*

*

Yeah, I was touchy, I know that. But—
that’s my story. What kind of girl am I
hunting for? I don’t know, I don’t think any
of the other guys know, either. I just told
you about Janice and Louise to show you
how things are. I know neither of them
meant wrong—I guess they’ve just been
reading too many stories on “How to Treat
the Returning Serviceman.” Maybe I’m typ¬
ical, maybe I’m not. Maybe my whole out¬
look is different. I don’t know. I’m just a
guy who dreamed about home and girls and
college for a helluva long time. Well, I finally
made it—-I’m just disappointed, that’s all.
<$>

Life Insurance Agent (impressively) :
“Madam, every time I breathe, someone
dies.”
Madam: “Good heavens—you ought to use
Listerine!”

The
Mural
Room
DeBaliviere at Waterman

Refreshments
and

Distinguished
Organ Music

Bud Taylor
at the Console

HAROLD J. WULFF, Mgr.
Telephone—ROsedale 4665
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Spring Eye-catchers
By Beverly Luetlers
Illustrated by Florence llundell

■ Reviewing the spring hat collections, we
immediately recognize the spark of American
genius proudly displayed. Material short¬
ages do not seem to have hampered the de¬
signers, for if a certain item was lacking, the
substitution was as satisfactory, if not bet¬
ter. While trimming is still significant, the
hat silhouette and the angle at which the
chapeau is set is of primary importance. The
previous bulky hat has turned into a refined
feminine fancy with flattery as its utmost
goal and attainment. Inspiration is unlimited
—a fragile old porcelain plate motivated
Frederics to create his off-the-face delicacy;

intricate Chinese embroidery, Lily Dache;
and museums offer unlimited resource for
many designers.
The small hat, not to be confused with the
doll hat, will have a revival this season, and
will be worn tipped well forward. Surplus
trimming will not outweigh its natural pro¬
portions. The young Parisian look will be
found in off-the-face hats; the bretons, sail¬
ors, and helmets. The bretons and sailors
are worn far back on the head, and are dec¬
orated with long streamers reminiscent of
childhood days. The helmet hat is, just as
(Continued on page 22)

tion was “I think you’ve got something
there.”
Professor Heller was once the guest of
honor at one of the Annual Dinners of the
Alumni Association, formerly held regularly
on February 22nd, and a surprise was pre¬
pared for his benefit by William Schuyler,
Class of 1874, at that time Principal of
McKinley High School. The surprise con¬
sisted of an original song, to the tune of Ich
bin der Doktor Eisenbart, which ran thus:
(Continued on page 23)

Tales of Yesteryear
(Continued from page 19)
end. One of his favorite stories related how
he once squared accounts with President
Jesse of the University of Missouri. The two
men met frequently at educational gather¬
ings and took great delight in cracking jokes
at each other’s expense. Once when Jesse,
who belonged to the Baptist persuasion, had
scored a point against him, Chaplin retali¬
ated with a story about a fishing expedition
on the Penobscot River near Bangor, his
home town, in company with a native. After
some time Chaplin landed a fish the like of
which he hadn’t seen before, so he turned to
his companion and asked what it was.
“That,” said the native, “is what we here¬
about call a baptist.” “Why a baptist,”
asked Chaplin. “Because,” replied the native,
“it spoils so soon after it comes out of the
water.”
Of all the faculty personnel I have known,
more legends cluster about Otto Heller than
any other single individual. He came to
Washington University as Professor of Ger¬
man in 1892, later took the title of Professor
of Modern European Literature, and was
Dean of the School of Graduate Studies when
he retired in 1937. A man of extraordinary
erudition, an extemporaneous speaker of
rare ability, a brilliant and witty conversa¬
tionalist, and a writer of stately prose that
was sometimes pontifical and ponderous, he
possessed a wondrous combination of genial¬
ity and flaring temper that could alternate
from one phase to the other at a moment’s
notice—or with no notice at all.
As a class-room teacher he was kind and
considerate to those whose assignments were
fully prepared, but woe to the student who
wasn’t. Once, when a student pronounced
“Ich” as though it were spelled “Ick,” he
shouted “Vy can’t you say Ich-h-h?”—the
“vy” representing an unconscious relapse to
his original tongue that meant he was truly
excited. The student, brash youngster that
he must have been, replied that he said “Ick”
for the same reason that Professor Heller
said “vy.” That brought forth a volcanic
eruption and demand that the student leave
the room at once to report his atrocious dis¬
respect to Dean Snow. It is related that the
student duly reported the whole incident, and
that Dean Snow’s comment on the explana¬

♦

Spring Eye-catchers
(Continued from page 21)
the name implies, one which fits well over
the ears. You’ve seen the 1920 version, but
the modern “take off” often has an open
crown and is far more becoming. A sister
hat is the deep fitting cloche with a choice of
many variations.
The ever - becoming Schiaparelli bonnet
with a huge bow tied under the chin will be
seen again this spring. Often the bonnet will
be a modification of the half hat, with all the
accent placed on the decorations. There will
be small brims and large high ones. Some
will fit low in the back, while others wouldn’t
stay on without the chin strap. “In your
Easter bonnet” will be a decidedly apropos
statement.
American designers advocate the side
swept hat. This includes either a deep brim
on one side with a very narrow brim on the
other, or all the trim over one ear, both of
which styles carry the eye in a curved mo¬
tion. In choosing a hat of this kind, you’ll
have to be honest with yourself, for the style
is hard to wear and not becoming to every¬
one.
Trimmings are really most surprising and
unexpected. Tulle, flowers, ribbons, jewels
and sequins make a woman’s hat her crown¬
ing glory. A favored color is toasted brown,
with its golden variations, in straw. Late
spring and early summer will find fabric
hats, such as those of crisp pique or stitched
tulle, being worn.
A woman’s hat reflects her personality,
and with this season’s wide selection, you
shouldn’t have any trouble in finding one
just suited to you.
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immense pen that he dipped in a barrel of
red ink, the while he growled scathing com¬
ments about block heads and stupid fools.
But Chessin was a good sport, and paid the
10-cent admission charge for all and sundry
who wanted to get past the barker. These
two men, Heller and Chessin, were fair game
for many a joke; but the best one of all, and
a rare example of good college humor, was
perpetrated by some unknown genius who
once wrote on a blackboard: “Positive, Hell;
Comparative, Heller; Superlative, Chessin.”
These are just a few of the many tales that
might be told about the men who laid the
foundations of the University of today.
Among them were exceptionally able teach¬
ers and genuinely lovable personalities, how¬
ever, who set a pattern of high scholastic
standards that will never be forgotten by
students who had the benefit of their gui¬
dance.

Tales of Yesteryear
(Continued from page 22)
i.
Ich bin der Doktor Otto Heller
Villy villy vinkum, boom !
You bet I am a learned feller,
Die Deutsche Sprache all I know
I’ll flunk you if you don’t say so
II.
Ich bin der Doktor Otto Heller
You bet I am a terrible feller
I rules mein class mit iron law
Der Freshmen, veil I eats ’em raw
III.
Ich bin der Doktor Otto Heller
You bet I am a yolly feller.
Alumni, you need haf no fear,
Mit you I shmokes and drinks mein beer.

Years later, when the Faculty Club staged
a minstrel show that took the form of a take¬
off of a Faculty meeting, Dr. Heller, duly
blackened with burnt-cork, and taking the
part of one of the two end-men, sang this
song as a caricature of himself, and brought
down the house.
Next to Heller’s legendary explosions come
those of Alexander Chessin, Professor of
Mathematics from 1901 to 1908. Chessin was
a bluebearded Russian, a brilliant mathema¬
tician, but impatient with the short-comings
of the average American student. He gave
frequent examinations, which he graded un¬
mercifully, and with copious blistering com¬
ments written in the reddest of red ink. One
year, at the Univee Surkuss (a traditional
spring event of years ago), one of the ex¬
hibits consisted of a stake wagon fixed up in
imitation of a wild-animal cage at a circus,
and in it sat a student (ask Walter E. Bryan
’07 who it was) wearing a leopard skin and
a wild-man-of-Borneo beard, busily marking
huge stacks of examination books with an
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Gleams in the Dark
“Gonna be busy tonight?”
“I dunno, it’s my first date.”

In an Ohio paper:
“The operator of the other car, charged
with drunken driving, crashed into Miss Mil¬
ler’s rear end, which was sticking out into
the road.”
—Frivol

—Frivol
<S>

A boy, attending Sunday School for the
first time, was being catechised by his
teacher.
“Now where does God live?” asked the
teacher.
“I think he lives in our bathroom,” chirped
the youngster.
“Why do you think that,” gasped the
teacher.
“Well, every morning Daddy goes to the
bathroom door and yells, ‘God! are you still
in there?’ ”
—Rammer Jammer

One fellow had a terrible auto accident.
... He tried to shift gears without chang¬
ing his clutch.
—Pelican

♦
He: “Please . . .please!”
She: “No!”
He: “Just this once?”
She: “No, I said.”
He: “Aw—hell, ma! All the rest of the
kids are going barefoot.”
—Frivol

<§>

The freshman leaves the girl of his dreams
and enrolls in college. While crossing the
campus (alone) one night, he sees the full
moon shining high above in all its glory. He
says, “Ah, if I only was with Ann tonight.”
Under a full moon the next year, his ex¬
pression has changed somewhat. “Ah, if I
only had a date with a beautiful girl to¬
night.”
While a junior, the full moon brings
forth the expression, “Ah, if I only had a
date tonight.”
Happy at last, the senior exclaims, “What
a night. A good book and plenty of pipe
tobacco.”
—Battalion

They laughed when I stood up to sing—
how did I know I was under the table?
—Frivol
<t>

Little Jack Horner
Sat in a corner . . .
. . . B. 0. . . .
—Frivol

<§>

“I guess I’ve lost another pupil,” said the
professor, as his glass eye rolled down the
kitchen sink.
—Archive

♦
She was only the gardener’s daughter, but
she sure knew where to plant her tulips.
—Boulder

♦
A toast: Here’s to the pictures on my desk.
May they never meet.
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