


IN THE MERRY MONTH OF APRIL 
Under the influence of the Ranger's businesslike but 

insane Exchange Editor, Jack Jackson, the annual Ranger 
college humor poll, discontinued in 1962, has been re
instituted. A large questionnaire, containing questions 
such as, "Has your magazine started any good riots this 
year?" was sent to each of the sixty-odd college humor 
magazines across the nation, along with a ballot to elect 
the best all-around mag. The results are beginning to come 
in, and it looks like the Ranger is going to be ranked num
ber one again by its brother mags-the top all-around col
lege humor magazine in America. 

This has stimulated a great deal of thought in the 
Ranger business and publicity department (located on the 
thirteenth through fifteenth floors of the Ranger Build
ing). We are now planning to unleash on the market a 
complete line of "Ranger Number one" bumper stickers, 
sweatshirts, kewpie dolls, mugs, hats, book covers, lamp
shades, decals, breakfast cereal, postage stamps, cigars, 
and underwear, and we are hiring singer Phil Harris to 
record, "Look Out Stranger, I'm a Texas Ranger." And 
in the end, the Board of Regents will feel obligated to 
award editoress Pat Brown a full professorship. 

Still in the preliminary stages at the time of this writ
ing are Hairy's plans to renew another old tradition-the 
Hairy Ranger Hour on KUT-FM. The old Hairy Ranger 
Hour, fifteen minutes of humor and commentary every 
Thursday afternoon, was discontinued in 1961 after a 
Ranger panel discussion, ad libbing all the way, got out 
of control and broadcast some very fine comments. Com
plaints came in from all over the state, the FCC threatened 
to suspend KUT'S license, and so they abandoned the 
show. 

This time Hairy hopes to get a spot on Saturday night 
in between the jazz and the folk songs, during Larry Ray's 
"Jazz Notebook." Ray, incidentally, has staged a beauti
ful radio drama around the setting of the famous Ranger 
Pie Fight, which he will broadcast on request. Listen to 
KUT-FM for further word on the Hairy Ranger Hour. 

Now that the swimming season is upon us once again, 
Hairy has a few words of swimming health hints for use 
at Barton's, Hamilton's pool, Lake Travis, etc. First of all, 
don't forget the church key. Chewing open cans and 
bottles is hard on your teeth, and consequently will inter
fere with your breathing while swimming. Secondly, buy 
a styrofoa.m beverage cooler. The metal ones sink if 
dropped, greatly endangering the health of those who have 
to go to the bottom to fetch them. Thirdly, and most im
portant, don't go too close to the water. It's dangerous, it's 
cold, and it's full of snakes and leeches. 

If you, like Hairy, sometimes grow weary of sunlight 
and restrictive liquor laws, you might do like these re
sourceful Rangeroos and build yourself a Dandy Jiffy 
Indoor Swimming Pool (pictured at right). You merely 
board up the door to your bathroom, seal the cracks with 
plastic laundry bags, and turn on all the faucets until the 
depth reaches about two feet. It's safe and convenient. 

Water Safety rule: don't go near it. 

Indoor swimming pool. 



.N"~cy Smith says hello to Spring in a 
· textu;~a jumper with the neckline 
scooped deep, straps set wide and a 
pin-tucked shirt. All from 

ut Alst11 



Dear Pat: 
This is to verify my objection to the proposed 
front cover illustration for the March issue 
of the RANGER. I consider the picture of the 
girl with skunks on the back of her bikini to 
be in poor taste for the official student humor 
magazine of The University of Texas. 
As one of the three-man advisory committee, 
I voted against using the illustration on the 
front cover. 
Sincerely yours, 
Loyd Edmonds, Jr. 
(Well, we had thought of using this skunk 
. .. . .. Ed.) 

• 
Dear H airy: 

Please forgive the imposition; but I have a 
suggestion to make. 

Dr. Gardner and I were talking today 
about a topic that might make for an unusual 
and funny issue of the RANGER. So I 
thought I'd pass it on to you. 

Why not do a take-off on "girlie" maga
zines-in a reverse way? That is, do a "boyie" 
magazine, filled with cheesecake (excuse, 
beefcake) pictures. This could be a subtle 
satire on "Strength and H ealth," etc. type 
men's magazines. Terrific pictures could be 
taken---0f men posing. You could even use the 
members of the "No. 1" football team. Eh? 

And how 'bout a "MOM"? That's right, a 
mom-dominated "Man of the Month." 

Just a suggestion. Sincere goad wishes for 
ever-better RANGERS. 

Bill McReynolds 
Editorial Manager of the Texan 

( Hairy wonders about those Daily Texan 
people sometimes.) 

•Dear T ex: 
Hi, Sweetheart. You're an absolute prince to 
write such a darling letter. Gee, I'd really 
love to come to Texas, but Daddy-Bird says 
I should stay in D.C. I have so many obliga
tions-press conferences, Red Cross teas, 
Beatie concerts. You know how it is. 
You have proven yourself most generous, in
deed, by agreeing to send us seven (7) of 

yours for two (Z) of ours. You are at the top 
of our list and will receive an unexpurgated 
copy of the BALD EAGLE with the speed of 
the quick brown fox jumping over the lazy 
redhead. Passionately, 

Judy Stofman, Editor 
The American University 
BALD EAGLE 

( Forget the EAGLE; send the redhead
Hairy) 

•Dear H airy: 
I just finished reading your February issue 
entitled "A Wolliebooger Issue!" As far as 
I am concerned and I believe several others 
agree, your magazine title was illusive and 
outright fraud. I believe the present RAN
GEROOS are merely living in the past and 
don't have enough guts to increase the circu
lation of the RANGER as it was in the great 
purge. You notice I don't capitalize great 
purge, thats because its done and over with. 
The fact is everyone would be behind the 
present editors of the once famous magazine 
if they were to put their heads on the block 
by editing say the RETURN OF THE 
GREAT PURGE. I suggest you inform the 
mass media as to what threatens the editors 
of the RANGER for dise1beying---0r rather 
skillfully getting around the dreaded Censor. 
After informing the mass, then begin a move
ment (yea yea yea yea yea ! ! ! ) in the 
ranks of the commons to support your NEW 
PURGE. 

Sincerely, 
Bill Simpson 

(Yuk, yuk, yuk, yuk-Ed.)

• 
Editor of TEXAS RANGER 
Dear Sirs! 
May we ask you to be so kind as to send 
us samples of newspapers and magazines pub
lished in your town. 
Here is our address: 

The Literary Gazette 
30 Zvetnoi Bulvar 
Moscow, USSR 

We thank you very much in advance. 
THE LITERARY GAZETTE 

The TEXAS RANGER is published once a month during 
the months of September, October, November, December, 
February, Mench, and April by Texas Student Publica
tions , Inc . Drawer D, Unive rsity of Texas Station, Austin, 
Texas, 78712 . Subscription rate: $2.00 a year. Single 
copy: twenty-nine cents. Volume 78, No. 7, April , 1964. 
Second-class postage paid at Austin , Texas. Reprint in 
whole or part by other than bona fide college maga
zines is prohibited . 

Say there Mr. Postman , why do you want to know 
what months we come out in anyway? So far we have 
only one sale to a bonafide postman on record so what 
do you want to know for, huh? As it is w e seldom use 
the postal service because most of the incoming stuff is 
brought to by a little short tan colored guy in a little 
white car with a big aerial in the back anyway. He is 
very nice about bringing the mail over here everyday 

bcause he says he can look at g irls over here and over 
there where he is the rest of the day he has to look at 
horses and generally speaking the girls over here ore 
better looking Ito him at least) than the horses over 
there. And he comes over which is everyday about, and 
looks at the girls and doesn't seem to mind. Everyday 
he's here, sometimes with our mail, sometimes n~t . 
Lately he's gone to wearing a groovy striped shirt 
under his normal tan one and th is week he had a teensy 
tiny moustache which he kept in his pocket behind his 
badge and would pull out and glue on before he cam: 
into the building . He was real hip , he was. You coul 
see him out in his little white car, pulling his moustache 

out and gluing it on and whatnot . Lately, however, he 

hasn't shown up, and our question is this, Mr. Postman, 

where is our mail now? 
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WHEN YOU ARE ANNOUNCING 

PATRICIA GREEN Christianson-Leberman 

YOU'LL APPRECIATE THAT 

SINCERITY-SIMPLICITY 

IN YOUR PHOTOGRAPH 

by 

HOUSE OF PORTRAITS 

1306 COLORADO DIAL 2-2567 AUSTIN 

1 

Why is an elephant joke funny? 
So you can tell it from a grape joke. 

• 
"Oh you're such a snob. I can't ever 

say anything without having you 
correct me." 

"A snob? Whom, I?" 

• 
Your grandfather is a little deaf, 

isn't he? 
He sure is; last night he led the 

evening prayers while kneeling on 
the cat. 

•
A farmer suffering from insomnia 

dragged himself out of bed at 5 a.m. to 
start milking and the rest of the 
chores. The cow took one look at him, 
shook her head, and said, "Man, you 
look shot." 

" I am," said the farmer. "I haven't 
slept in three nights and I got to do 
these durn chores 'til 7 o'clock to
night." 

"Tell you what I'll do," said the 
cow. "You just hang on; I'll jump up 
and down." 

•
Harvard: "Look at this ring. My 

father took it off a dead Jap." 
Yale : " I didn't know your father 

was in the war." 
Harvard: "He wasn't. Our gardner 

died." 

• 
Never neglect God ____ The 

Lord - nor your advertising. 
Both are good for you. The Lord 
will save your life-Adverti'Sing 

YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO USE OUR BUDGET 
PLAN FOR THE PURCHASE OF YOUR PHOTOGRAPHS 

will save your business. 

-The Nixon News, Nixon , Texas 

Rinso Blue and Jesus too. 



With the Clay Mohair suit Clyde Campbells 
acknowledges with pride and gratitude the 

· honor of being the fashion leader for the Uni
versity of Texas. 

~~ 

ltnibtrsit!' i>bop 



Tracy loves marlinizing ... 

. . . BOTH of them 

510 w. 19th 
next to fire station 

& 
704 w. 29th 

next to the Rome Inn 

Tracy Lewis, Best Dressed Coed 
Monk Wh ite, Kappa Sigma 

Special Martinizing Features 

• ONE-HOUR DRY 
CLEANING 
No Extra Charge 

• FAST LAUNDRY SERVICE 
In by 9-0ut by 5 

• LONG HOURS: 
7 A.M.-8 P.M. 
Monday thru Thursday 
7 A.M.-6 P.M. 
Friday and Saturday 

But if you kiss me, /'ll turn into a 
handsome FROG! 

The mental patient had complain
ed about severe stomach pains. Fi
nally he convinced the doctor to 
operate. 

Inside the poor fellow was found 
a beautiful bouquet of American 
Beauty roses. 

"Now how the hell did those get 
in there?" exclaimed the doctor. 

"I don't know," said the patient, 
"Let's look at the card and see who 
they're from." 

• 
"Why is Dan so quiet?" 
"He can't find a spittoon." 

• 
A drunk fell on his pocket flask and 

smashed it, naturally lacerating his 
posterior regions. Upon arriving 
home he was afraid to waken his wee 
( 300-pound) wife. So he procured 
band-aids and mirror and proceeded 
to apply first-aid. Came the dawn his 
wife shook him awake and nagged, 
"Were you drunk last night?" 

"Oh, no!" reassured her soggy 
spouse. 

"Oh, yeah?" crowed wee wifey. 
"Then what are the band-aids doing 
on the mirror?" 

• 
Jackie, a Hollywood youngster, was 

very proud because he had the most 
parents at the P .T.A. meeting. 

Short Cuts to casual good looks 
Genuine M•dras Bermud.s--ready to cast off for fun 

-Ad in the Ranger 
Now there's real fun. 
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INA 
RUT? 
Last summer-two 

@! 

summers ago-how 

f11any times have you 

"' worn.the same style 

iuqunir dothes;? Or 

:•;~e samebatl:li:ng suit? 
. ' 

y~bly in 



HER DAY OF DAYS 

TOO 

IMPORTANT 

FOR ANYTHING 

LESS THAN 

A 

PHOTOGRAPH 

BY 

CHRISTIANSON

LEBERMAN 

MRS. RAYMOND NEIL ROSENTHAL 
NEE' PAT HACKERMAN 

Your Formal Portrait and Complete Coverage 

of the 

"Story of Your Wedding" 

By Experienced Professional Photographers 

at Home-at the Church-at the Reception 

HOUSE OF PORTRAITS 

1306 COLORADO DIAL 2-2567 AUSTIN 

YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO USE OUR BUDGET 
PLAN FOR THE PURCHASE OF YOUR PHOTOGRAPHS 
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BRUBECK: Well, uh ... One of the best audiencesDAVEVIEW: I ever played in front of was at Denton. But 

BRUBECK 
DISCUSSES 

The South,
Texas, and 
Gregory Dm 

Hairy Ranger, as a part of his new public rela
tions program, snuck into Gregory Gymnasium 
to have a few words with Dave Brubeck and his 
group during his concert here in February. After 
fighting his way through six APO's, three Texan 
photographers, and an itinerant backstage flit 
who kept saying, "/ ;ust love this modern ;azz, 
don't you?" he finally got to talk to Brubeck and 
Paul Desmond, the saxophonist. The interview 
does not include drummer Joe Morello, whom 
Hairy was too slow to catch, nor bassist Eugene 
Wright, who said, "/ never give interviews be
cause I'm always quoted incorrectly." At least 
that's what we think he said. 

Anyway, Hairy got a ten-minute interview 
with Brubeck and Desmond, plus candid com
ments from a few Austinites who felt they 
had something to add, as liberal-minded ;azz 
aficionados. 
HAIRY: Well, Mr. Brubeck, we would like towel

come you to Austin in our own particular 
way. I know that formal presentations are 
usually a real drag, but we feel obligated to 
make one anyway, just to show you that 
some of us Texans are aware of our chang
ing image. We have here a 1964 model ten
gallon hat from the Ranger staff. 
(Hairy at this point presents Brubeck with 
the Paddy hat, much to the delight of the 
backstage crowd.) 
Now we have a few questions of the usual 
sort. As you know, Texans are very inter
ested in national rankings, so we've been 
wondering-what sort of ranking would 
you give Austin as a jazz audience? 

BRUBECK: It's a very good audience out there 
tonight. I'm surprised-I really am. 

HAIRY: How does it stack up against ... say, 
Dallas? 

this one here ranks very high. I'm surprised 
that any audience this large could be so at
tentive and aware. 

HAIRY: How do you feel about playing in gym
nasiums? Don't you feel sorry for the poor 
people out there that don't get to hear you? 

BRUBECK: Of course both of us suffer from hav
ing a large auditorium, but this one is better 
than most. Some I've played in have an echo 
so bad you can hear one note five times. 

HAIRY: Say, why do you always leave when you 
come to Austin? Why don't you stay over
night? 

BRUBECK: If you had a connecting flight from 
El Paso that made sense we would stay here 
tonight, but ... 

HAIRY: You took one look at that Trans-Texas 
plane? 

BRUBECK: The DC-3 is one of my favorite planes. 
DESMOND: The thing I want to know is that if a 

DC-3 is a "Starliner," what is a Convair? 
A "Galactic Flash?" 

HAIRY: Does the fact that you have a Negro in 
your group affect your concerts in the 
South? 

BRUBECK: Yes ... 
A SPECTATOR: Yeah, the last time you were here 

you said you weren't coming back! 
BRUBECK: Well, it has been integrated now. 
SPECTATOR: It has? 
BRUBECK: Yes, things have really improved. 

Now we can eat almost everywhere to
gether. Isn't that just marvelous! We had 25 
concerts scheduled in the South, and 23 of 
them backed out at the last minute-that 
really messed us up, because you're booked 
about six months ahead in this business, and 
that put us out of over a month's work. We 
knew we would play all these colleges even
tually, though-it's only a matter of time 
until good sense takes over. The kids aren't 
always wrong, you know. 

HAIRY: Have you been to Birmingham? 
BRUBECK: We were there about four or five days 

ago, and had an integrated concert. 
HAIRY: We spoke of kids and authority-what 

did your father say about your music? 
BRUBECK: He said that was the damndest bunch 

of noise he'd ever heard in his life. 
SPECTATOR: My father was a KKK in Austin and 

his father was a slaveholder in Alabama . · · 
BRUBECK: And look at you! 
(At this point, Brubeck had to return for the 
second half of the concert, so Hairy folded his 
recorder, took back the symbolic hat, and silently 
stole away.) • 
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Somebody Out There Dates Me 
By Byron Black Illustrated by Vin Scheihagen 

I hadn't seen Fatty Sims for about 
six months; however, I couldn't really 
reckon the amount of time, since 
Fatty was one of those people it 
wouldn't break your heart to not see 
for twenty years, and then dodge 
before he saw you then. But as I was 
sitting at an outside table at Schultze's 
one warm summer evening, washing 
down my miseries with a pitcher of 
their sparkling brew, who should I 
see coming up to me with a fourteen
inch smile on his pudgy face but 
Fatty, although I didn't recognize him 
at first; instead of the usual faded 
blue jeans and charcoal-gray white 
t-shirt he slouched around the Union 
bumming cigarettes in, he was sewn 
into one of those custom-built Italian 
suits, which even a peasant like me 
could tell cost upwards of two hun
dred bucks. How, I wondered briefly, 
could our Fatty Sims, whose real first 
name no one even knew, or cared to 
know, who was the pride of Pasta de 
la Vaca, a righteous Christian dead 
border town facing across the River 
from a place so wide-open even the 
rattlesnakes didn't care to talk about 
it, afford such finery: the last time I 
had seen Fatty, he was wiping drool 
and worse off old men, in the Geri
atrics Ward at the Austin insane 
asylum (or "state hospital" as the 
nasty-nice people who worked there 
preferred to call it) , for the grand 
sum of one U.S. dollar per hour. Fatty 
arrived. 

"Well, hello there, Blackie, howya 

doin'?" he greeted me, calling me by 
a nickname no one on this earth had 
called me by since the sixth grade. 
" Can I sit down?", he asked, sitting 
down. 

"Sure, sure," I mumbled, a bit past 
the fact. "How've you been doing, 
Fatty?" I asked a little irritably, since 
his arrival had rudely shattered my 
previous contemplation of how I was 
going to ever finish the Ph.D. degree 
in the next twenty years. 

"Just fine, fella, never doin' 
better." He waved a big paw, "Wait
ress!" and I gaped as I noticed a man's 
diamond ring as big as a baseball, it 
seemed, on his pudgy ring finger, 
shining like the moon. 

I could contain my growing curi
osity no longer. "Fatty, how come all 
the expensive duds? Has a rich uncle 
died, or something?" 

He grinned, exposing a row of 
ghastly green, bad teeth. "Naw, noth
ing easy as that." 

"What do you mean?" I asked 
doubtfully, wondering if I had better 
follow up the subject further, at the 
risk of being a party to something 
unsavory. 

"I simply got an angle, that's it, 
boy, and it's paying off in pure gold. 
Hell, the clothes ain't nothing," he 
glanced deprecatingly down at his 
suit, "I been making real money. See 
that new car out there--the blue 
one?" he jerked a thumb toward the 
street, where customers' cars were 

(Cont. on pag e 30) 
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If you have a bunch of leftover cornmeal 
muffins, saw them in half (dia. 2% in.), 
sew them (54) together with a 3 in. sil
ver coated needle (with eye-a 3 in. 
si lver coated needle without an eye 
cannot be used because there is no 
place to put the thread) and high test 
( 15-30 lbs.) black (o r beige-neither 
will clash) thread, and paint with flour 
base muffin pa int to make a nice bath
mat. 

Nailing wood to the bottom of your 
family's shoes saves on shoe repair 
bills. 

Finding it hard to keep your cast iron 
skillet from rusting after washing? 
This common household hazard can be 
avoided by rubbing the skillet gingerly 
with one to two teaspoons (depending 
on the size or depth of skillet-use 
th ree teaspoons for a cast iron dutch 
oven or deepfat fryer) of light weight 
(I 0-30 gauge) motor oil. The kind that 
pours free and easy at 30° F. and 
does not boil away at 200° F. will keep 
your skillet greasy and good all the 
time. 

I 

Rid your dog of fleas and paint by rub
bing t urpentin e into his coat (the hair 
will come out nice and glossy)-also 
good for worms. 

An old toothbrush will help you reach 
those troublesome "hard to get" spots 
on the family car like under the car
buretor and fuel pump or in the back 
of the headlight. 

Mom, surprise Dad in the morning by 
gluing a quart jar on the dashboard 
and placing a pretty rose or colorful 
pansy in it before he goes to work. 
It certainly does make a person feel 
good to ride to work with a pansy on 
his dashboard. 

.· .... ...; · - ;;::::.~····-

~~: 
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Those destructive summer moths can be 
stopped from ruining your clothes 
by keeping your woolens in the 
refrigerator. 

Placing several pieces of raw meat in 
your yard and porch rids the kitchen 
of roaches. 
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By Tommy Hall 
Illustrated by Pat Brown 

Take advantage of those Grass fires in 
your community-they can be a family 
sport. 

One may avoid scorching leftover bis
cuits and toa st by reheating them in 
an electric blanket. 

Lots of money can be saved with this 
idea: 

Materials needed: 

(I) The most inexpensive 16 foot plank 
of walnut (% x I 1112 in.) you can 
find. (Helpful note: a junk store 
specializing in walnut lumber might 
have a 16 foot plank of walnut 
(% x 11112 in.) 

(2) A saw-preferably a 3 foot cold 
tempered saw for heavy duty work, 
try a hardware store, or see Hints 
from Hairy, Vol. 13, No. 6 (Febru
ary) of Good Mothers Everyday 
Diary, page 89, column 6, Hints 
from Hairy No. 3-for a saw of 
this type (3 foot cold tempered 
saw for heavy duty work, men
tioned above). 

(3) An Uncle Jack O' Mite Dandy 
Knife (Helpful note: Cracker Jacks 
box). 

(4) A (6" x 8" x 16") receptacle (Help
ful note: a receptacle (6" x 8" x 

16") can be made by cutting the 
sides of a soap box-with the 
Uncle Jack O' Mite Dandy cut 6" 
along a line {previously measured) 
and then cut at a 90° angle, for 8" 
along a line (previously measured) 
then a 6" line at same angle and 
then 8" again. It is best if you end 
up at the point at which you 
started. You now have one side of 
your receptacle . Make one more 
the same size, two 6" x 16" and 
two 8" x 16". Pa ste the sides to
gether with a paste made of flour 
and water (Helpful note: adding 
catsup to the paste from flour and 
water will help you blend in the 
paste with the color of the recep
tacle and eliminate the unsightly 
clash of white and red on an earth 
color, such as brown). 

(5) Cut board into small pieces, then, 
with the Uncle Jack O' Mite Dandy 
Knife, gingerly carve into two-inch
long slivers-be sure to catch the 

carvings in the handy receptacle 
mentioned above. This hint will 
save you a fortune in toothpicks. 

(6) You can fit your toothpicks into 
your decor by leaving them over
night in a bowl of catsup (red), 
mustard (yellow), Worcestershire 
sauce (brown), left-over Guaca
mole salad (green), or Curacao 

(blue). 

(7) Surprise your guests by flavoring 
your toothpicks with toothpaste 
(Helpful note: boil toothpicks in a 
puree of toothpaste or tooth 
powder and mouthwash, a charm
ing variety can be achieved by 
verying the flavors). The bubbles 
produce a delightful treat to the 
mouth. 

Here's a delightful stunt: If you have a 
lot of left-over sawdust and woodchips 
in your receptacle (see above), place 
them in the garage to keep it cool 
and dry. 
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ART FOR THE COMMON MAN By Jack Jackson 
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or, H 
ByGowenJ. 

(Humor is not as respectable today as 
rocketry; it is not as glamorous as 
astro-physics; it is certainly not as 
dignified as our Holy War Against 
the Insidious Communist Menace
Ed.) 

There are a lot of people around 
these days who don't believe that 
everything we do these days is damn 
serious business and that if we don't 
watch out the Commies will rush in 
and murder our Grannys and maybe 
worse, outproduce us in Chromey 
Cars and Refrigerators and Secret 
Things to Overkill With. Every day 
our Sovereign State, our innocent 
women and children, our very homes 
are being threatened, not from With
out, not by good clean old fashioned 
WAR, which can only glorify and dig
nify man, but from Within, by "Psy
chological Warfare," a Godless mon
ster leading the unwary into immoral 
and un-American behaviour. You are 
all familiar, of course, with how the 
Commies have taken over the text
book industry, the Clergy, most Public 
Schools, the CIA, the White House, 
the Supreme Court, the 16th Amend
ment to the Constitution, the NAACP, 
Charlie Chaplin, the New York 
Times, and almost all that is left. But 
did you realize that there has been 
underfoot the most fiendishly diaboli
cal and disgusting plot of them all? 
No! Of course, you didn't know that 
... but NOW IT CAN BE TOLD! 

Those no good pinko Commie Rats 
have very nearly struck a telling blow 
to the soft underbelly of our entire 
Democratic Society ... COLLEGE 
HUMOR! Yes, in a secret but wide
spread plot so clever as to pass un
noticed by the typically naive and 
helpless College Student of Today, 
the dirty rat fink Commies have at
tempted to subvert the ENTIRE 
MORAL FABRIC of the Nation by 
spreading a clandestine web of POR
NOGRAPHY across the land. Think 

TEXAS RANGER 

of it! Yes, it is terrifying isn't it? But 
for the Grace of those Gallant De
fenders and Minute-Men of Journal
ism, the Heroic CENSOR, our entire 
continent would at present be three 
feet deep in smut! Yes, nasty, gooey, 
revolting SMUT. But for these few 
lonely sentries quietly fighting their 
daily battle (in their hedgerows, the 
Press) , unheralded but undaunted, 
knowing that Goodness will be their 
reward, you at this very instant would 
be a mere PAWN in the overall Com
mie Plot. You would have been sucked 
into their greedy morass b yyour own 
naive, fresh, and innocent desires. Get 
down on your knees and THANK 
these men who have saved your mind 
for America, Industry, and Clean Liv
ing. For without their firm and guid
ing hand, you would have knowledge 
at your disposal that would have ut
terly destroyed any chance of enlist
ing your unfettered mind in the Great 
Fight To Come. 

If you were allowed to "see" and 
"read" CERTAIN THINGS, you 
would literally run amuck, creating a 
world of uncertainty and chaos for 
the Leaders of Today. Just because 
you are at a first class University, 
don' t for one minute think that you 
are free to do just anything. Doubtless 
someone has crept up to you in some 
dark alley, some dirty doorway, ac
costing you, costing you precious time, 
filling your head with DOUBTS AND 
MISGIVINGS! This pe:micious vil
lain has doubtless whispered in his 
accent laden voice (if he uses a broad 
A . . . as in Harvard . . . WATCH 
OUT! ) that you were being duped by 
mysterious " powers that be" and that 
you had fallen prey to "old fashioned 
ideas" of the academic marketplace. 
Did you have WEAPONS, did you 
know how to SHUT OUT HIS 
VOICE, to blot out the monstrous 
things he SAID IN YOUR EAR? If 
you even knew what those CERTAIN 
THINGS meant you have come too 

rated by Shelby Kennedy 

near the brink; however, there is still 
time! 

Perhaps you heard it said that a 
University, with the avowed responsi
bility of Educating would nevertheless 
violate the sancity of those precious 
words you heard at your Granny's 
lap, that such an institution would 
unnecessarily burden you with ex
traneous, irrelevent choices on IM
PORTANT issues, choices that could 
leap you to CONFUSION and MIS
T AKES. Maybe you have made a 
MISTAKE, right here on this campus! 
Maybe you have succumbed to un
clear thinking on some issues. Would 
you want to be placed in a FURTHER 
AMBIGUOUS position by seeing in 
print, in an officially sanctioned publi
cation of this school, CERTAIN 
THINGS, things which would stir in 
your poor young breast all sorts of 
strange and innervating emotions? 
Certainly not! Well, as a matter of 
fact, you DON'T! (And if you thought 
that you HAD, you have made 
another MISTAKE, and you had bet
ter not do it again!) No, you don't here, 
because nothing is ever allowed into 
print that could compromise the ideals 
of you, your mom, sister, pop and 
granny, compromise by confusing 
you with ideas of INADEQUACY on 
the part of your superiors. Never, 
never will there appear any, (I shud
der to use the term) critical comment 
or appraisal, an action which could 
have gosh-only-knows-what unfore
seen and dire consequences. Never 
will you read an off-color and/ or un
wholesome joke, which could slyly 
provoke you into shameful mirth, and 
never will you see, as many poor col
lege students MUST see against their 
will, a girl undecorously attired. Go 
back to your lessons with a carefree 
and unburdoned heart. Rejoice, re
pent, you are absolved of guilt. You 
are safe. You are secure. You are 
PROTECTED, and God willing, you 
are DULL. • 
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The Law of Chance 
a very short love parable 

By Kit Teele 

At one point where time and space 
conveniently intersect on the mon
strous graph paper of existence, there 
stands a young man named Timothy. 
He is an artist of considerable talent 
and has spent several years of study 
under the proud guiding hand of an 
ancient master. Furthermore, Tim
othy has managed to sell canvases at 
prices which seem to promise him an 
exceedingly prosperous career at the 
controlling end of a paint brush. Fol
lowing the ancient master's advice, 
Timothy has paid little attention to 
his early acclaim and continues to 
improve himself for Art's sake, which 
is very much the thing to do. Now 
that we have seen Timothy let us 
move on to scrutinize our second 
participant. 

She (there really is no way to 
write a love story without having 
some sort of she or other; even 
Oedipus.... ) is as sweet and lovely 
as he is dashing and bold and she oc
cupies a similar intersection on the 
graph but some distance away. She, of 
course, is a divorcee and her name is 
Caroline, a reputed natural blonde. 
She does not work or toil in the fields 
but spends long afternoons with her 
psychiatrist, an ancient and under
standing scholar. The sessions are paid 
for by her alimony which arrives 
punctually on the 9th of every month 
at precisely eleven o'clock. Her apart
ment and wardrobe are supplied by 
the income that arrives just as regu
larly from her oil field. 

There are so many possible ways 
to get them together that it makes my 

heart flutter and my brain float on 
buoyant wings of song. They could 
meet in a restaurant which she occa
sionally looks in on for a change of 
scene and in which he is employed as 
a bus boy. She could see his paintings 
hanging on exhibit in some off-beat 
coffee shop or gallery and then trace 
him down. He could forget 3.bout 
art and take up psychology as her 
analyst's assistant. They could meet 
while she is on vacation in any num
ber of exotic places where he has gone 
to study. The possibilities are truly 
limitless. But I think the best idea yet 
is the one which I shall outline briefly, 
in minute detail, in the next para
graph. 

Timothy is standing on the subway 
platform waiting for the 5: 06 when 
Caroline walks down the stairs to the 
platform. She is in a very bad mood 
because her auto will not be ready 
until the next day and so she is forced 
to go home with the working class. 
The train rolls into the station. In the 
mad scramble to get aboard, Timothy 
is thrown violently against Caroline, 
he apologizes and pinches her ample 
derriere. Caroline blushes and tries to 
get out of reach. It is impossible, but 
three stations later she catches a 
glimpse of the street number and 
realizes that she has been going in 
the wrong direction. She panics and, 
swinging her purse and swearing be
neath her breath, makes for the door, 
completely forgetting about the dan
gerous Timothy who blocks her path. 
In her rush she sticks her foot through 
the canvas he is carrying. Trapped! A 
blow by blow description is impos

sible. As they push and shove their 
way toward the door, temperatures 
rising steadily, struggling against the 
press of the crowd and the painting, 
which, now fighting for itself, has 
pinned her knees together, Timothy 
loses his balance. Starting to fall he 
reaches out, grabs Caroline by her left 
sleeve (his only visible means of sup
port ) and drags her down with him to 
the floor of the car. At just this mo
ment the train pulls into a station and 
the brakeman, hearing the shrieks and 
clatter above the cheers and moans of 
the crowd, forces his way through the 
surging mass and, by rather devious 
means, manages to disentangle the 
happy pair. Caroline retrieves her 
skirt, blouse, stockings, hat and purse 
and stomps hotly out onto the plat 
form in a veritable rage. Timothy, 
realizing that he will never see her 
again, picks himself up off the floor, 
adjusts his tie, wipes the lipstick off 
his face, neck and shirt, tosses the 
remains of his last canvas out the win
dow, and lights a cigarette (which is 
very definitely against the rules) . 

The points move ominously over 
lines, through spaces of the great 
graph. Occasionally they cross and 
recross. Timothy and Caroline go 
their separate ways. Perhaps they will 
collide again although he will not rec
ognize her in her grease-stained uni
form as he shouts "Hurry up with 
that soup, Fatso!" No more will she 
recognize him in his paint-smeared 
coveralls and splattered painter's cap. 

• 
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GIRL OF THE MONTH: 
MARY ANN BASKETT 

PIE IN THE EYE-Mary A111n Baskett, 
loyal member of the Texas Ranger staff 
at The University of Texas, smiles 
through a mess of lemon custard pie 
during a pie duel with the staff of the 
Daily Texan Wednesday. And who won? 
No clear cut decision. The Ranger staff

ers say they won, and the Texans staff
ers say they were the victors. John 
Frair, UPI photographer, knows who 
lost. He returned with Mary Ann's pic
ture in his camera and pie on his coat. 
"They didn't know a conscieil/tious ob
jector when they saw one," he said. 

Hairy's Girl of the !Month for April is Mary 
A nn Baskett, a sophomore from Big D. She has 
red hair ( most of the time), has just turned nine
teen, and majors in journalism, of all things. She 
lists her chief amusements as driving wildly 
around in her shiny new Volkswagen, pie fights, 
and buying clothes that are-shall we say
unique (who else do you know who owns a gen
uine Madras mink stole?). Aside from that, 
Mary Ann spends all day and all night down by 
the seaside siftin' sand. 





't!Jfl• ~·"' 
Photography by Bob Vasek 
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Myself had the honor to be chosen 
by the Deaf Smif County Democratic 
Club (Ante-Bellum Orthodox) to take 
congratulations and advice up to the 
new President from Texas. We de
cided to ask our leader to keep an eye 
on creeping socialism and burgeoning 
bureacracy, and also to see if we 
couldn't get a new dam, or maybe an 
addition to the old Smif County Army 
Base (Cavalry) . 

The Club borrowed some of the 
emergency water-tax funds (graft) 
and bought an airplane ticket to 
Washington. I would have gone by 
bus, but I would have had to change 
coaches seventeen times-before leav
ing Texas. Besides, the plane didn't 
cost too much, since there were four 
classes to choose from: First Class fea
tured martinis with dinner; Second 
Class features seats; Third Class was 
the baggage compartment. I went 
Fourth Class to save money, and had 
a quick smooth ride. I'm sure glad it 
was-I don't think I could have held 
onto the wing for another ten m:nutes. 
The landing was our only problem
it was night at the National Airport, 
and the President had turned the 
lights out to save money. 

After the crash landing I strolled 
into the Capital City. It was all right, 
as yankee towns go. The Potomac is 
fair-sized, but saltier than the Colo
rado. The Washington Monument is 
okay, but of course not as tall as the 
San Jack. And the Lincoln Memorial 
was a great sight. (I guess he was near 
as great a President as Sam Houston.) 
But the thing that really threw me 
a curve was the Capitol building. You 
could tell right away that they got 
the design from the one in Austin, 
and then they made it bigger and 

painted it white to cover up the shame 
of stealing the design from us. I never 
did trust the boys in Washington. 

I was heading down Pennsylvania 
Avenue to keep an eye on Congress, 
when I passed a big white house. 
"Say, friend," I shouted at a guard, 
"what's that big white house there?" 

"~hat's the Treasury Building," he 
replied. 

"Oh," I said. 
I made my way down to the Capitol 

and told them I wanted to keep an 
eye on Congress, and they sent me 
over to the next building to get a pass 
from my senator. I found him listed 
as S.O.B. 1164, which seemed at first 
pretty impolitely blunt, until I found 
that was his room in the Senate Office 
Building-so they aren't as humble 
as they appear. I told old Senator 
Structure to keep fighting dictatorial 
centralized power, and while he was 
at it to get Deaf Smif a superhighway. 
He gave me greetings, assurances, 
cigars, handshakes and eighty pre
marked ballots. Nothing like an elec
tion year to make a man open his 
heart. 

I had time before the session to go 
over and see old Barefoot Boggs, my 
old buddy and Representative. He 
and I always used to hunt, fish-did 
everything together-fact is, I might 
have gotten elected instead of him, but 
he got put in by the egghead vote. I 
could have beat him easy if I'd fin
ished high school. (Let that be a lesson 
to you, kids!) Well, I don't hold it 
against old Barefoot-after all, I do 
make double his salary as an oil field 
roughneck. 

On my way back from the Repre
sentatives' Offices, I noticed that the 
closest building to the Capitol was the 

Botanical Gardens, which struck me 
as funny until I figured out the rea
son. All these congressmen who didn't 
feel at home in the cold, busy city 
could sit and relax in their true 
element-the jungle. Then when I 
walked outside in the snow (don't 
have that in good ol' Texas) I saw this 
big white house down the street. 
"Say," I said to a passerby, "what's 
that big white house called?" 

"The National Gallery of Art," he 
replied. 

"Oh," I responded. 
I sat around Congress for a spell, 

but nothing much happened. In the 
House, somebody was reading a long, 
dull speech on Lithuanian independ
ence. What a waste of time, and just 
to get it into the record. I don't see 
why they don't spend their time talk
ing about something sensible, like 
Texas independence. 

It was a little better in the Senate. 
Our boys were filibustering there 
against civil rights. During one of 
those things, they used to read from 
some long, dull and meaningless docu
ment, like the phone book. (I don't 
know why they broke precedent this 
time and read from the Texas Consti
tution.) The civil rights debate and 
filibuster will settle the all-important 
question: will we leave the problem to 
the local governments who won't do 
anything, or will pass national legisla
tion that won't accomplish anything? 
I certainly hope somebody wins. Well, 
the only important and sensible state
ment I heard that day was by one of 
our southern boys: 
"Africa for the Africans, Mexico for 
the Mexicans, and America for the 
Germans, English, French, Italians, 
Irish, Armenians, Chinese, Poles, In
dians, Swedes, Jews, Rumanians, 
Danes, Arabs and Vietnamese!" 

After a while of this, I decided to 
get on with the business of my visit, 
so I ambled down towards where they 
said the President lived. I arrived 
there just in time to see him coming 
in from his morning constitutional. 
"Howdy, Mr. President," I called out 
as he dismounted. 

"Howdy," he replied, grinning. 
"You must be from Texas. I can tell 
by the dung on your boots." 

"I was just down at the Capitol," 
I explained. "I wondered if we could 
have a little talk about the govern
ment." 

"Why, surely. Just wait on in there 
and I'll join you when I get my official 
duds on." 

I moved towards the waiting room, 
but paused to ask, "Say, Mr. Presi
dent, what do they call this big white 

(Cont. on page 32) 
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By Hairy Ranger 

CENSORSHIP~ BELL! 
We're Just Educating in A Different Direction. 

It was a dark, ominous day in Austin, as storm clouds 
gathered in the skies to provide back ground music for 
the mighty battle that was to take place at the conference 
table in the Journalism Building. Great flocks of mysteri
ous black birds sat screeching in the trees, and in the 
Ranger office, the Rangeroo general staff went over their 
battle plans once again. 

" I'll spearhead the attack," said Gowen J ., buttoning 
his trench coat, "with a stirring speech on liberty and free
dom of the press. Then Pat Brown follows up with a talk 
on changing attitudes among the students of today. Then 
Shelton here, as a finale, throws a tantrum on the confer
ence table!" 

Meanwhile, in the Virtue-and-Complacency camp, a 
similar briefing was taking place. Dean of Virtue, Chris
tian B. Fuddled, spoke from a small pulpit in his office. 
"Brethren and sistren, today we will face a mi-i-i-ighty 
battle with the forces of communism and sex which 
threaten to undermine this republic in which we live
the Republic of Texas! The student magazine, the Texas 
Ranger, filled with communism and sex, has succeeded in 
appealing a case to the Supreme High Student Publica
tions Board of Appeals-and if they succeed in overruling 
their censorship, the youth of today is in se-e-erious 
trouble! If things begin to look bad at the conference table, 
Professor Fossil, here, is prepared to filibuster until the 
magazine staffers become mature! And if you've ever been 
to one of Professor Fossil's lectures, you know how he can 
filibuster!" 

As the showdown time approached, crowds of curious 
people began to gather around the Journalism building. 
Here and there could be seen supporters for the cause of 
virtue--they were easier to spot because of their long silk 
robes. But far more numerous were the Rangeroos in the 
crowd, ready to cause trouble if things appeared to be 
progressing in the wrong direction. Lieuen Adkins, recent
ly deposed as Ranger Editor, was there with a pie con
cealed in his hat. There were a few pickets walking up 
and down the walk-Vin Scheihagen carried a huge sign 
that read "XXXX CENSORSHIP!" Across the street in 
the Union lawn, sympathetic couples were making pas
sionate love to demonstrate that college morals were in
deed changing. 

Precisely at four o'clock, the board members filed into 
the conference room, followed by the Rangeroos. Student 
President Jules Milkman arrived, surrounded by eight 
bodyguards. The door was closed, locked, jammed with a 
chair, and the meeting began. 

Ranger Circulation Manager David Haynes opened the 
discussion with a brief comment, "I like pictures of nekkid 
wimmen!" Dean Fuddled promptly threw him out the 

window and replied with a short (for him) four-hour 
speech on sex and communism. Then another professor 
stood up. 

"The actual problem here centers around the attempt 
by the Texas Ranger to publish lewd, indecent pictures of 
a UT coed. We must carefully examine these particular 
pictures in order to decide and judge them for obscenity, 
and as works of art. So let me see the pictures! Lemme see 
'em!" 

A set of photographs was pulled out of a briefcase and 
passed out among the panting board members. Lester 
Lecher, a Ranger censor for sixty-one years, studied the 
pictures carefully for over an hour, then pronounced, 
"They're obscene, all right. Not fit for human eyes!" 
Then he went back to sleep. 

The outcome of the Judgment hinged upon the votes of 
the student members of the High Tribunal. Various pres
sures were being applied to these members by the oppos
ing faction. Dean Fuddled whispered in Dreg Dripscomb's 
ear, "Young feller, you pass those pictures and I'll put 
you on social probation!" Dripscomb's martini glass shook 
slightly in his hand, but his eyes betrayed on fear. At the 
opposite end of the table, Shelton passed a note to Student 
Secretary Loose Catz. The note read, "Loosey, baby, how 
would you like to be Ranger G.O.M. ?" 

As the meeting progressed, it became apparent that 
things were going in favor of the Ranger. A definite tone 
was apparent in a proposal by Buddy Hootz, the noted 
liberal, to run as a regular feature, supplementing the girl 
of the Month, a Slut of the Month. His motion was un
fortunately defeated, but the main issue finally came to 
a vote. 

The ballots were collected, tallied, and the results stood 
clearly in favor of the Rangeroos, who stood up, politely 
bowed to the President of the Tribunal, then burst from 
the conference room screaming like hyenas. Dean Fud
dled, his face livid with anger, left mumbling under his 
breath how the Ranger was to be the downfall of this 
country, and went straight to the basement of his office 
building, where he runs a clandestine pornography print
ing industry. 

The Ranger party that night was a memorable event. 
Jack Jackson donated his house and furniture, which the 
Rangeroos took only two and a half hours to consume. 
Rob Robertson amused and entertained us all by getting 
stoned and riding on the walls with his motorcycle. Shelby 
Kennedy and Philip Trussell staggered out and did a giant 
abstract painting on the side of the Administration Build
ing, in natural materials. . 

And finally the rains came, cleansing the earth of im
purities, censorship, and beer cans, and a new era was 
opened in the history of the Ranger. • 
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SOME OF 

THE INFAMOUS PICS OF THE CENSORED GOM: 

Karen Gordon was to be in February Ranger 
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Jackson's 
HANDY LITTLE PRIMER 
FOR THE UNINITIATED, 
TAKEN VERBATIM FROM 
THE DARTMOUTH JACK-0
LANTERN, BUT NEVER THE 
LESS, OF POSSIBLE GENERAL 
INTEREST TO PROPONENTS OF 

Folksinging 

THESE ARE COMMERCIAL FOLKSINGERS ... 
WE KNOW THEY ARE COMMERCIAL BECAUSE THEY 
TELL ETHNIC JOKES BETWEEN SONGS 
ETHNIC, IN THIS CASE, MEANS DIRTY 
WE ALSO KNOW THEY ARE COMMERCIAL 
BECAUSE THEY WEAR CLEAN UNDERWEAR 
THE AUTHENTIC FOLKSINGER LOOKS DOWN ON THEM 
BECAUSE HE SAYS THEY HAVE "SOLD OUT" 
"SELLING OUT" IS WHAT THE AUTHENTIC 
FOLKSINGER WOULD DO IF HE COULD 
SING ON KEY 

THIS IS A HYPOCRYTICAL FOLKSINGER 
SHE HAS SOLD OUT BUT STILL LOOKS AUTHENTIC 
SEE HER OILY HAIR AND BURLAP SKIRT 
THEY MADE HER A GODDESS OF TRUTH 
TICKETS TO HER CONCERTS COST $4 APIECE 
HOW MANY CONCERTS WILL SHE HAVE TO 
GIVE TO PAY FOR AN XK-E 

THIS IS A HOOTENANNY 
IT IS SORT OF A MUTUAL ADMIRATION 

SOCIETY FOR UNDISCOVERED FOLKSINGERS 
VERY UND.ISCOVERED FOLKSINGERS 
ALL THE GIRLS WEAR BURLAP SKIRTS 

THEY WILL CHANGE BEFORE MORNING CLASSES 
ALL THE BOYS HAVE BEARDS-EXCEPT HAIRY 

WHY DOESN'T HAIRY HAVE A BEARD 
SOMEONE MUST HAVE TOLD HIM HE 

LOOKED LIKE MITCH MILLER 
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THIS IS AN AUTHENTIC FOLKSINGER 
HE SINGS IN THE COFFEEHOUSES IN HOUSTON 
THE COFFEEHOUSE OWNERS LIKE HIM BECAUSE 
HE WORKS FOR NOTHING 
THE STUDENTS LIKE HIM BECAUSE 
HE MAKES THEM FEEL SUPERIOR 
HE SINGS ETHNIC VERSIONS OF POPULAR FOLKSONGS 
ETHNIC, IN THIS CASE, MEANS OFF-KEY 
HE IS KNOWN TECHNICALLY AS A "PURIST" 
HE IS KNOWN FAMILIARLY AS A "LOSER" 

THIS IS AN AUTHENTIC "BLUEGRASS" GROUP 
IN 1950, THEY WOULD HAVE BEEN A "HILLBILLY GROUP" 

AND NO ONE WOULD HAVE LISTENED TO THEM 
BUT NOW THEY ARE THE RICHEST HILLBILLIES 

IN WESTPORT, CONNECTICUT 
SEE THE FUNNY INSTRUMENT IN THE MIDDLE 

IT IS AN AUTHENTIC BLUEGRASS MANDOLIN 
IT HAS TWELVE STRINGS 

THAT MAKES IT APPROXIMATELY TWICE AS BAD 
AS AN AUTHENTIC BLUEGRASS GUITAR . 

THIS IS A "GRAND OLD MAN" OF FOLKSINGING 
HE LIVES IN AN UNPAINTED SHACK IN EVERETTOWN, KENTUCKY 
HE SPENDS MOST OF HIS TIME COMPOSING "SONGS HIS 
DADDY TAUGHT HIM" AND MAKING 
BANJOS FROM CIGAR BOXES AND WOOKCHUCK INTESTINES 
THE GRAND OLD MAN IS, OF COURSE, ILLITERATE 
HE CAN SCARCELY READ THE SIGNATURES ON 
HIS CHECKS FROM ALAN LOMAX 
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THE HARRIEST BODS 
After sifting through a large pile of entries for the "Harry 

Bod" prizes, shielding the eyes of the innocents from the 
large but not unexpected number of obscene drawings, 
and settling petty disputes among the judges lone of the 
judges, Gilbert Shelton, thought that he should win the five 
dollar prize), the Rangeroos came up with the following 
set of winners. Two of the seven best are not students here 
-one is a high cool student from Katy, Texas, who re
marked in an accompanying letter: "Being a high school 
Hairy is bad enough, but being eliminated from the Hairy 
Bod Contest, MY GAWD, BAWWLL! That's enough to drive 
me to suck my bottle (Vat 69). At least I ought to get some
thing for having to tear out a page of GOOD OLD BYRON'S 
STORY." 

The anonymous entry was submitted by two staff mem
bers who must remain anonymous but "who would be 
very pleased to see the drawing published in the Ranger 
(for the philosophical implications of Rhinocerosisml." 

Prizes are awarded, you will recall, for the best as well 
as the worst, and were judged on drawing ability as well 
as appropriateness and laughability. 

FIRST PRIZE-$5 
Name: Carol Hampton Phone: GR 1-5994 
Address: Box 7231, Univ. Sta. Major: Psychology 
Classification: Graduate Home town: Austin 

;J 
' 

HONORABLE MENTION 

Name: Anonymous 
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HONORABLE MENTION 

Name : Marshall Brown Phone: GR B-2536 
C lass ification: Sophomore Horne town: Beaumont 
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HONORABLE MENTION 

Name : B. C. Thompson Phone : GR 7-7980 
Classifi cation: Graduate Home town : Baird_ 

HONORABLE MENTION 

Nam e: Norman P. Hatfield Jr. Phone: GR 7-2301 
Address: 407d West 27th Street Ma jor: Architecture 
C lass ifica tion : Junior Home tow n: San Antonio 

HONORABLE MENTION 

Na me: Danny Stanwood Phone : UL w-4439 
Address : Katy, Texas 

TEXAS RA NG ER 

Gu~nro 
'TO Sl.£10 ----

WORST PRIZE-$5 
Name: Bill Holmberg . Phone:: GR 8-2346 
Address: Simkins 107a Major: Aero-Space Eng. 
C lassificatio n: Freshman Home town: Lake Jackson 
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SOMEBODY ... (Cont. from page 11) 

docilely lined up, and I just about 
swallowed my tongue, as I recognized 
which car he was pointing to: it was 
a brand-new, gleaming Ferrari Su
peramerica, 380 horsepower and 175 
miles an hour of just about the most 
luxurious and expensive transporta
tion around. 

"My God," I gasped, looking 
around me, "Did some mysteriously 
rich Texas legislator just arrive, or 
what?" but all I could see was the 
usual crowd of freshman legislators 
lying in their teeth about how they 
were all for free love and the vote for 
eighteen-year-olds, while the next 
day they probably voted unanimous
ly for a God bill, in fear of their 
cracker constituency). 

"No, no, Blackie, you don't get it. 
The car's mine. All mine. Signed, 
sealed and delivered." 

"But that thing must have cost at 
least eighteen thousand dollars," I 
protested weakly. 

"Nineteen thousand five hundred, 
with tax," he remarked blandly. 

"Well how can you afford that?" I 
blurted out, never taking into account 
that such a question might hurt 
Fatty's feelings, since Fatty didn't 
have any feelings. 

"Easy," he said smugly. "And 
there's more, lots more, where that 
came from. I paid for the car, as a 
matter of fact, in only two nights 

work: one involved an Austin doctor's 
son, and one a freshman student from 
Dallas whose old man owns chain 
stores, or something." 

I began to get edgy, and felt that I 
had better get back to my cave, and 
file a few more filing cards in my re
search into Mongolian dialects-what 
I had heard so far didn't sound 
healthy at all. "Well, tell me, Fatty, 
exactly how have you become the 
Clint Murchison of the San Jacinto 
Dorm set? Or should I ask?" 

Noting the troubled look on my 
face, Fatty decided to tell all, and 
with a crooked grin, he began. "Well, 
to tell the truth, Blackie, I have made 
my fortune from suing frat-rats . It's 
as beautiful and as simple as that." 
He beamed proudly. 

"Well Fatty I know none of us like 
that bunch of slobs and snobs, but I 
don't see how you can turn such hos
tility into grounds for legal suit." 

"Well, damn it, Blackie, just be 
quiet and I'll tell you. You see, I got 
the idea for the whole thing when I 
was working on the maximum securi
ty ward at the hospital-" 

I grasped, "They put you on the 
ward with those loonies?" 

"Yeah. You see, one night they 
caught me taking a little shut-eye on 
the job, and that did it. They were 
riled as could be, and ready to fire me 
straight to hell for it; old Big Bitch 
Nurse was mad as a chicken, but she 
got so shook at the whole thing that 

she gave me the wrong walking 
papers, so when I went to check out at 
Personnel, the secretary there took 
one look at what I had brought, and 
simply reassigned me to maximum 
security, with a big increase in pay, 
and better hours. Well, you know me, 
I didn't argue at this kind of treat
ment at all, since it was good, easy 
work, and gave me more chance to 
catch a nap or two-" 

"You went to sleep in the same 
ward with that bunch of dangerous 
nuts?" 

"Oh, it wasn't as bad as that, after 
all. Most of the patients were real 
gentlemen, as a matter of fact; they 
were quite and behaved themselves 
just like little lambs. You know, I 
mean the ward was full of characters 
like a retired missionary who had 
gone off his rocker one Spring eve
ning while watching "Sing Along 
with Mitch' and wiped out half the 
neighborhood with a rusty hatchet; 
once we got them behind the bars, 
where we could watch them and kick 
the crap out of them ever time they 
made a false move, they didn't give 
us a bit of trouble. Anyway, I got the 
idea in there, while listening to one of 
them tell about how he had been a 
famous lawyer, and had begun his 
career by chasing ambulances and 
police cars. You know, he'd find blind 
old men knocked down and injured 
by drunken speeding twelve-year
olds driving without a license, or some 
big ugly brute beating hell out of his 
mother-in-law when she goaded him 
just a wee bit too far, and presto! he'd 
have a fifty thousand dollar lawsuit 
on his hands, with a nice fat fee for 
himself. Didn't take him long to make 
the grade then, I tell you. Well, then 
I began to think about all the knock
down, drag-out fistfights I had seen in 
various night-spots around Austin, 
and I began to wonder 'hell, it's al
ways some drunken rich fratrat or 
townie who begins those brawls, and 
wouldn't they be liable for all the 
ruckus they cause, under the law?" 
He paused to take a gulp of foam, and 
then after shaking all the birds out of 
the trees with a huge belch, went on 
and answered his own question, 
"You're damned tootin' they would. 
I went around and talked to a couple 
of law students I know, and boy! 
you'd be amazed at how the hell liable 
you are when you start a scuffle like 
that. The laws spell it out, a bit windy 
but brother to the point, and as soon 
as you lay a finger or even haul off 
and start to swing at somebody, 
you've had it!" 

"Shay, one of you guys got a light?" (Cont. on page 33) 
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"Why does Hayden Freeman wear 
red suspenders?" 

"I dunno. Why does Hayden Free
man wear red suspenders?" 

"To keep his shoulders hunched." 

•Man in barber's chair-"Your dog 
likes to watch you cut hair, doesn't 
he?" 

Barber-"It ain't that. Sometimes 
I snip off a bit of ear." 

•A sedate old female was horrified 
to see a small boy kicking a little girl 
who was lying in the gutter. 

"You ought to be ashamed of your
self," she admonished. 

"It's all right, lady," replied the 
boy. "She's dead." 

Little Junior and his mother were 
visiting in the country. While they 
were walking along the road with 
several other people, Junior's mother 
pointed to a herd of cows in a field . 

"There's a bull, too, Mama. Wanna 
know how I can tell it's a bull, Ma?" 

"No, Junior, shhh'." 
"But, Mama, I wanna tell you how 

I know it's a bull." 
"Junior, please, I'll give you any

thing if you will keep quiet." 
"Aw, Ma, lemme show you how 

smart I am. That's a bull because he's 
got ..." 
"Junior, I'll kill you .. . " 
"... because he't got a ring in his 

nose, see, Ma?" 
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OUR BOY... {Cont. from page 23) 

house you're staying at?" 
He thought for a moment. "I don't 

know, I'm new here myself." 
"Oh," I rejoined. 
I sat in the Sickly green Room 

while the Advisor briefed the Presi
dent on his day's appointments. 

"Mr. President, the new Panaman
ian ambassador is here for a briefing 
and a portfolio of ultimatums." 

"Latin American Affairs are down 
the corridor. Who else?" 

"A board of economists are here to 
discuss the new budget." 

"Tell them to confer with my brain 
trust. He's at Princeton, G Hall, 9-11 
TIS. Who else?" 

"A politician from Texas." 
"Well? Show him in, of course!" 
His smile and big handshake were 

a trifle automatic, but sincere, and his 
hospitality was just the same as usual. 
"Let's take a look around the place," 
he began, and we strolled towards the 
back door. "This is the Red Room," he 
pointed out as we went along, "but as 
you can see we painted it white and 
blue to avoid any loose talk and in
vestigations. That section there is my 
daughter's suite, or 'Little Kinsolving,' 
as we call it." 

We walked out onto the back lawn. 

"You can see," the President con
tinued, "that the putting green has 
been planted in okra, and the lower 
two acres there was put to corn. That 
big space in the center is in the soil 
bank and the subsidies are paying the 
light bill. The tulip garden has been 
put to pasture for our Santa Ger
trudas." 

I glanced around the grounds and 
commented that I couldn't see a place 
for the cattle in this cold weather. The 
President pointed out the boarded-up 
windows of the main ballroow, and 
answered "We didn't use that room 
but once a month or so, and we'll 
clean it out for spring. Besides, it 
makes it better for the new square
dance cocktail-parties." 

While we were talking go freely, I 
decided to put in a little business and 
maybe catch him off guard. "How are 
you doing on the front yard?" I asked. 

"Two dry holes so far," he replied 
sadly, "but we're going to try drilling 
the next one at a little angle ..." 

"And how are you doing up here 
for my boss's oil company?" 

He seemed a trifle angry at this and 
replied that a group of "professional 
gripers" in the congress were put out 
to discredit his appointments to the 
Oil and Gas Board. "Mr. Haunt may 
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own an oil company," he reasoned, 
"but that won't keep him from mak
ing fair decisions as the Board Com
missioner. And who knows the tricks 
better, some idealistic geology major, 
or a respected capitalist and thief like 
Mr. Haunt?" 

Of course I agreed with him. Mr. 
Haunt has always acted fairly to his 
stockholders and serfs, and has prom
ised to keep us employed as long as 
the depletion allowance holds out and 
we keep subscribing to his newsletter, 
'Deadlines.' All my oil field friends 
think the President is doing a fine job. 

The waiting room seemed to be fill
ing up as we chatted, and the aides 
kept biting their nails and pointing at 
me, then at their watches. I decided to 
cover a few more points of concern 
before leaving. "What do you say to a 
little aid for the aged and sick ..." 

"Gee, I'm sorry," he broke in, "but 
I must have left my checkbook up
stairs, and besides, United Fund came 
around last week and ..." 

"What about aid to education?" I 
continued. 

"Well now, I have done a lot for the 
aid of education. I've had my wife 
broadcast one academic hour a day 
back in Austin. The programs include 
'The Democratic Process,' and 'Our 
Freedom of Speech,' as well as our 
usual educational programs, like 'In
dustry on Parade' and 'Death Valley 
Days.' There seems to have been an 
excellent response to these educational 
efforts, since the ratings show that 
most people who watch television back 
in my city watch our programs. And 
while we're on the subject of higher 
education, I believe I can say in all 
modesty that my record upholds my 
own excellent judgment and high 
standards in that field. " 

"Is that why you had your daughter 
withdraw from U.T.?" 

"It has been a real pleasure to show 
you around, but I'm afraid I must get 
back to that old office grind. Are you 
flying back to Texas today?" 

"Thank you greatly for the little 
talk, Mr. President, and yes, I'm head
ing back-but I'll have to hop a 
freight. Our Democratic Club h~s 
been low on funds since the Repubh
cans started campaigning in Dallas." 

"Here, ride our yacht, the 'Hands 
Across Panama' back to Houston. On ,,
me. 

"Well, I sure do appreciate that, 
and so long-say, if you don't know 
the name of this big white house, 
what do you call it? 

"I just call it The House," he re
plied. 

"Oh," I said. • 
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SOMEBODY ... (Cont. from page 30) 

"Are the laws really as strict as 
that?" I asked doubtfully. 

"Hell yes they are!" he shook his 
chins vigorously. "Why there's laws 
against affraying, disturbing public 
order, assault with a deadly weapon, 
like a class ring for instance, assault 
with intent to kill, much easier to 
prove than you'd think, and several 
others, not to mention the talkin' 
laws, like slander, defamation and so 
on." 

I began to dimly sense what Fatty 
was getting at, in about five thousand 
words too many. "So you-" 

"-planned to get myself assaulted 
and batteried, slandered and disturbed 
all over the place-public place, that 
is-with all the customers and poten
tial witnesses watching aghast as I am 
helplessly and savagely attacked 'in 
the manner of a wild beast,' to borrow 
a quote from one of my writs. I 
planned to get myself beat up by rich 
fratrats, and then sue the belt-in-back 
pants off them for it, and buh-ruther 
did it work!" 

For the first time in our rather 
dreary acquaintanceship, I was enjoy
ing Fatty's company. I asked, "Well 
exactly how do you do it? If it's not 
giving away any trade secrets, that 
is." 

"No, no, not at all," he answered 
importantly. "What I had to do was 
much simpler than I thought. You 
know, I sort of imagined I'd have to 
go in someplace, pound the bar, and 
say something dramatic and fiery like 
'I can lick any stinking fratrat in the 
place!' and then take a huge Western
villain-type fall over tables and chairs 
and things as somebody tapped me. 
But I tried that once, and results were 
pretty disappointing-I only picked 
up about two thousand dollars from 
that one, since trial was by jury, and 
since the jury was just six dirty old 
men they dragged in off the street 
somewhere, they figured 'hell, if the 
jackass was damn fool enough to stand 
up and say something like that in a 
bar full of drunks, he deserved to get 
knocked on his can', and only award
ed me about ten per cent of what I 
asked for." 

"Do you always use trial by jury?" 
"Yeah, I have to, since all the 

judges are pret-ty wise to me by now, 
and if I didn't they'd see me coming, 
you know-'Here comes that Sims 
fellow again ... My God'-and throw 
the case out of court before I had a 
chance to get my mouth open. Any
way, I can look pretty pathetic, in 
front of a jury," he hurriedly added, 

"and influence them to stick whoever 
I'm suing for a lot more than some 
senile old circuit judge." 

"Well, get to the point, Fatty. How 
do you do it now?" 

"I don't exactly know . .." he said 
quietly, his piggy eyes puzzled under 
pursed eyebrows. "All I do is stand at 
the bar, looking happy, and occasion
ally turn around and give a big wide 
smile to everybody in the place, and 
before you know it they've almost got 
a lynch mob out to get me. If one of 
them comes up to challenge me in 
person, as one of the super-stud types 
always does, talking right in my face, 
I just keep grinning at him, until he 
hauls off and swings at me. Then I 
step ba cka bit, so that the blow lands 
on the fleshy part of my jaw-" 

"-not a hard target to hit-" I 
added drily. 

"-and then scream and take a 
colossal fall backwards, landing on 
my behind, which doesn't hurt very 
much but looks terrifying to anybody 
watching it. You can imagine how 
that sounds when the case comes to 
court: 'plaintiff exhibited wide, 
friendly smile to defendant, who pro
ceeded to strike him about the face 
and body in a brutal manner with his 
fists .. . ' and if they don't throw the 
first blow, figuring something fishy 
is up, I have a special little trick that 
really boils their blood." 

"What's that?" 
"Ventriloquism. I learned it in high 

school. Listen." He gave me his wide, 
wide, super-silly grin, but from his 
barely parted lips I perceived three 
ugly filthy words which would have 
shocked a drill sergeant. My fist 
doubled up beneath the table for a 
brief instant, and then I began laugh
mg. 

"It really works, doesn't it, Fatty. 
Even had me fooled for a second." 

"Yeah. When I use that trick, 
which no one else but the rodent fac
ing me can hear, of course, he just 
goes berserk, and kicks me and tries 
to kill me before the cops come, which 
is usually about thirty seconds later. 
As soon as they come, of course, I get 
up real quick and get the names and 
addresses of five people standing with 
their mouths hanging open, watching 
the whole thing, and that's that." 

"What happens if the cops don't 
come on cue?" I asked. 

"They always do,' ' he said with a 
fat little smile. "I travel with friends, 
and somebody might just make a 
phone call a little bit in advance and 
pretty soon there's about five cop cars 
with sirens howling stop outside, and 

(Cont. on page 34) 
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SOMEBODY ... (Cont. from page 33) 

the whole bunch of drnnks just about 
dies of fright, as they're hauled off to 
the tank. That's the best fun of it all. 
Anyway, even if the cops ever should 
be late, I couldn't get hurt much," he 
admitted, sinking his fist several times 
into his huge belly. "I got lots of pad
ding." 

You could've sold me for a nickel. 
Fatty Sims was the last person in the 
world I thought could have come up 
with such a scheme as that. "And 
then you file charges, and serve notice 
on them, and sue to beat hell?" 

"Yep, that's it. And you'd be amaz
ed to find out how kindly juries act 
toward injured parties like myself 
these days, when they compare poor 
little fat boy me, obviously as penni
less as a groundhog, and the rich, 
snotty fraternity boy, obviously load
ed and as arrogant as can be, who I 
subsequently prove to be guilty of all 
kinds of crimes. Course, lot of the 
time I just have to serve them with a 
warrant, and next minute they're 
storming down my door with 'oh 
pleeeez, I'm so sorry, just keep my 
name and my daddy's name out of 
the papers, and don't take this to 
court, we'll just work this out between 
ourselves, friendly-style' which I'm 

always for, since I don't bear grudges, 
so we just make a nice little settle
ment which may rnn into three, four 
or five figures, depending on how 
loaded and vulnerable his old man 
.lS. " 

"What do you mean? Do you 
choose your assailants beforehand, or 
make different terms for different 
people?" 

"Course I do! That's the only demo
cratic way to do it, ain't it? Since 
everybody hasn't got lots of money, 
while a few-like those rambunctious 
hellion millionaire kids, of which 
there are quite a few, quite a few-I 
gouge just as ever-lovin' much as I 
can out of the rich, and take it easier 
on the poorer ones. I got to be dis
criminating, too," he added frowning, 
"and can't afford to get beat up by the 
wrong people, you know. Like I never 
go to East Austin, since people over 
there couldn't afford to pay me 
enough for it to be worth my time," 
he concluded thoughtfully. 

"Well where do you usually go?" 
"I stick to the party pictures route, 

you know, the better night spots and 
honky tonks in Austin and around 
Lake Austin and Lake Travis, as well 
as a few other places where I'm liable 
to find a respectable clientele. I've re
fined my technique to the point now 
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where I can spot the richest boys at 
even the biggest party, and it's them 
and their girls I grin at the hardest. 

"How much have you made at this, 
Fatty?" 

"Ninety-four thousand dollars, 
after taxes, in just over five months," 
he said with great satisfaction. "I'm 
hoping to top two hundred thousand 
before the year's out. Next year I'm 
thinkin' about changin' schools, too," 
he added earnestly, a faraway look 
in his shrewd little eyes, "I've just 
about worked out the U.T. frats now; 
the word's gotten around, and every
body's scared to death of me. As a 
matter of fact, I figure that fratrat 
fights in general have just about di
minished down to the zero point, 
thanks to my efforts: those boys are 
pretty wise to what the consequences 
can be now. "Why the dean even call
ed me in once, believe it or not, and 
congratulated me for quieting things 
down," he said chuckling. "I might 
go off to study at TCU, or Cougar 
High, for a couple of years, and then 
come back to Texas, when a new 
generation of little frat-mice have 
grown up and come to college. Why, 
I could even become a legend around 
the University, if I stayed here long 
enough!" he roared with laughter, 
and slapped me on the back briskly. 
I wondered if I should sue for it, and 
decided not. 

"Well, have you been spending all 
that money on fancy cars and clothes, 
Fatty?" I asked disapprovingly, since 
I was then living on less than the pen
sion of a retired janitor in Ceylon, 
occasionally augmented by CARE 
packages from home. 

"No, no, Blackie, not at all. I've 
made some very sound investments 
in Austin, and they've already begun 
to pay off. I'm putting most of my 
money in stocks and bonds, but I've 
also become a silent partner-if that's 
possible, being as that I like to talk as 
much as I do-in one of the most im
portant firms in town." 

"Really?" I was impressed, in spite 
of myself. "What kind of company, 
or is it a secret?" 

"Well, I'm not at liberty to give 
you the name, but I will say that it's 
a very large and very important con
struction company, right now en
gaged in building several large, high
class buildings in the University 
area." 

"What kind of buildings?" I asked, 
already knowing the answer. 

"Why new fraternity houses, of 
course," he replied with a hearty 
laugh, lighting up a dollar cigar with 
a solid gold lighter. • 
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A guy went to see a psychiatrist, and the doctor asked 
what seemed to be troubling him, and the fellow said, 
"Nothing, but my family thought I ought to come because 
I like cotton socks." 

The psychiatrist assured him that lots of people didn't 
like silk or nylon socks. "As a matter of fact," he said, "I 
like cotton socks myself." 

"You do?" asked the guy in great excitement. "How do 
you like yours-with oil and vinegar, or just a squeeze of 
lemon?" 

• 
The milkman found a note asking him to leave twenty-

four quarts of milk. Thinking this was a little unusual, he 
rang the door bell and asked the lady of the house, "Do 
you really want twenty-four quarts of milk today?" 

"Yes," she answered, "I've always wanted to take a 
milk bath and I need twenty-four quarts to do the job." 

He said, "Pasteurized?" 
She replied, "No, just up to my bust." 

• 
The young reporter was interviewing a woman who 

had just reached her 100th birthday. 
"To what do you attribute your remarkable good 

health?" he asked. 
"Well," she said thoughtfully, "I've always eaten 

moderately, worked hard, I don't smoke or drink, and I 
keep good hours.'-' 
"Have you ever been bedridden?" the reporter asked. 

"Well, sure," said the elderly lady, "but don't put that 
in your paper." 

• 
A Japanese servant proudly displayed to his American 

employer pictures he had just received from Japan of a 
very nice-looking Jap woman and two children. "Mine," 
he announced, striking his chest. 

"But you've been with us here almost twenty years," 
protested his employer. 

"Yes, yes, me know," the Jap reassured him. "Me got 
good friend in Tokyo." 
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The April "Coming Next Month" column (or, as we on the staff simply and 
concisely refer to it, "Coming"), being the last one of the school year, tradi
tionally reeks of nostalgia, sarcasm, and hope for the future. Also traditionally, 
due to the aforementioned circumstance that April is the last issue of the year, 
nothing ever comes next month. This year, however, we just might have a little 
bonus for you. Remember that SatEvePost parody we've been promising you 
all spring? The one we never got around to doing? Well, if everything works 
out- mainly, if Texas Prudent Publications forks over the loot-we will put it 
out in May, the month usually (we might even say traditionally ) reserved for 
the Dilly Texanne, the Ranger's annual parody of the Five-times-a-week Texan. 
So you be sure and watch for it, hear? 

Since our last "Coming" column is Hairy's parting shot for the summer, we 
will cut our dog care hints for this month short so that our hirsute leader can 
have his final say before retiring to his private distillery deep in the hills around 
Lake Travis, where he rebuilds his strength for the long, hard battle with the 
forces of good in 1964-65. 

Perhaps some of you would like to know something about the history of dogs. 
The dog was invented in 1796 by Elipah Flintlock upon a request from the 
U.S. Government that its newly formed Post Office Department was having 
trouble with its mailmen getting fat and complacent. Flintlock's invention, 
much to the delight of homeowners everywhere, was discovered to have a 
built-in aversion to postmen and gave hearty chase whenever one attempted 
to deliver the mail. So pleased was the Post Office Department with Flintlock's 
success that they immediately commissioned him to invent rain, snow, and 
gloom of night. He later met a tragic end when a mob of irate letter-carriers 
stuffed him into a box marked "Fragile! Handle with Care!" and shipped him 
off to Saginaw, Michigan. When the box was opened, Flintlock was found 
crushed to death. 

But we were discussing dogs. The scientific name for the common dog is 
Cannabis sativa, which is from the Latin words meaning "common dog" (the 
Romans never could spell very well). As the first dogs were large and un
wieldly, constant research has developed today's modern, more compact and 
efficient dog. Some of the ancestors of those early dogs may still be found in re
mote parts of the country, where they are called "horses." They are occasionally 
exhibited in zoos with armadillos, sloths, coelecanths, censors, and other primi
tive throwbacks which have managed to survive into modern times. 

Enough of our canine friends. Looking back on this year's events, we find 
that there were some low spots Ranger-wise, many high spots, and a great deal 
of all-around hell-raising climaxed by the Ranger's resounding victory (you 
can still hear it while passing by the Drama Building ) over the Texas in the 
Great Pie War, which, we hope, will set a new campus trend, as did bed push
ing, telephone booth stuffing, and goldfish swallowing. But, alas, everything 
must come to an end. Many loyal Ranger readers will graduate this June, get 
a job, settle down in suburbia, and in ten or twenty years will be calling up the 
cops to do something about "those wild college kids" having a party down the 
street. This is one of the things that makes Hiary saddest, and he would like 
to take this opportunity to do a little sermonizing. All of you who followed the 
Ranger faithfully through your collegiate career- don't forget it. Just remem
ber what it was like to get drunk and scream and whoop and run into doors and 
fall on your face- remember, and be kind. The world has enough granny
people already, and plenty will still be around 50 years from now to more than 
meet the crying need for finks. 

Leaving you with that to chew on, Hairy mounts his steed and rides off away 
from the sunset (last year he rode into it and got his whiskers singed some
thing fierce). And don't be surprised if he rides back stronger than ever, bowl
ing over opposition with great clouds of whiskey breath. For, like the legendary 
Hydra, whenever Hairy gets his head cut off, another simply grows in its place. 
Even uglier than ever. 
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We major in many fields 
Today, it takes more than a single 
venture to build a major corpora
tion such as GT&E ... it takes a 
family of subsidiaries operating in 
many diverse fields. 

Our roots are in the telephone 
business, with operating companies 
providing telephone service to areas 
in 32 states. 

We are also engaged in vital re
search and development work in 

military electronics and space com
munications. 

In manufacturing, our subsidiar
ies produce a wide variety of prod
ucts for business, industry and the 
consumer .. . from sophisticated elec
tronic components to photoflash 
bulbs. 

And supporting our manufactur
ing arms are a series of research cen
ters working on new and better 

products and services to meet tomor
row's needs. 

Today, GT&E is one of America's 
foremost companies in terms of dol
lar sales, revenues, and diversity of 
products. 

As a young, aggressive company 
with no limit to its growth, GT&E 
is an enterprise you may wish to 
think of in terms of your own future. 

GENERAL TELEPHONE & ELECJ:.~S?..~~s~ G~E 
GT&E SUBSIDIARIES: Telephone Operating Cos. • GT&E Laboratories• GT&E International •General Telephone Directory• Automatic Electric • Lenkurt Electric· Sylvania Electric Products 
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