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His years of study are 
never finished .. .for 

the practice of 
medicine is one of 

constant change .. . and 
every change is for 

the better ... for you! 

SEVE N long yea rs he studied 
bl'fo re those respected ini

tials "M. D." were affixed to 
his nam e. J\nd that was only 
the beginning! 

For every day brings di s
covery in the field of medicine. 
New methods of treatment, 
of protecting and prolonging 
life. All these th e doctor must 
knoi·ir tO fulfill hi s obligati on 
to you ... to mankind. That's 
being a doctor! 

tc:;:':!t MoRE DocroRs SMOKE CAMELS 
Aitttonw1tk 

Sttrt!~p: THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE 
• "\Vhat cigarette do you smoke, Doctor?" 

T h:it was th e g ist of the q uestion put to 113,597 
doctors from coast to coast in a recent survey by 
t hree ind epend ent resea rch g roups. 

More doctors nam ed Camels than any other 
cigarette. 

If ~· ou'rc a Carne! smoker, this definite prefer
ence for Camels among physicians will nor sur
prise you. If not, then by all means try Camels. 
Try them for taste . . . for your throat . That's the 
"T-Zone" test (see right). 

Your " T-Zone" Will Tell You • •• 

Thc"T-Zonc"-T fo r 
ta sre andTforthroar 
- 1s you r own pro\·
ing ground for an1· 
cigarette. For only 
your taste a nd your 
throat can d ec ide 
which cigarett e tastes 
best to you ... a nd 
how it affects 
your throat. 

CAMELS Co.st!ieT To~aCCOJ' 
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As sure as 1 t' s bound to 

rain, you're sure to stay 

pretty and dry· in 

these sleek Raincoats. 

Love ly colors that 

keep the day from 

bei ng dim. They' re in 

the College Shop, 

Second Floor, of course. 

12.75 to 29.50 

Scarbrough's College Shop 
Second Floor 
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The plaid nightshirt-the 

pedal pushers - designed for 

action under the autumn sun by 

JUNARD OF DALLAS. The night· 

shirt in lively plaids of Zeph· 

O·sheer mad~ of 1003 imported 

virgin wool .•••.. . 14.95 

The pedal pushers of navy, 

black or brown wool flannel 

by Stein-Tex. • • • • • • . 10.95 

Both in sizes 7 to 15 

Exclusive 

TEXAS RANGER 



Spirited 

Plaids 

from 

Ya ring's 

Sport Shop 

Yaring's 
Second Floor 
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Gold work expertly scaled 
to Junior sizes, on a sup .. 
pie wool je rsey cut by 
Carlye, St. Louis. Paste l 
colors. Sizes 7 to 15. 

l?aa ffnn Shop 
NEXT TO VARSITY THEATER 

Girl: "I think i Vs positively dis
gusting the way those fellows in 
~he fraternity house across the 
street give a show every night be
fore they go to bed." 

Roommate: "But looking down 
from the window I don't see a 

, thing." 

Girl: "I know, not from there. 
But put this chair on the desk, get 
on it and lean way out to the left 
and tell me what you see." 

-Voo Doo 

If the person who stole the jar 
of alcohol out of our cellar will re
turn Grandma's appendix, no ques
tions will be asked. 

-Princeton Tiger 

Referring to the cooperative 
system, the University faculty an
nounced in 1886, "The entire ex
pense of room rent, board, fuel, 
lights, and washing has been re
duced to $8.67 per month." This 
has since been revised. 

A Texan cn lcrcd a saloon with 
his wife and three-year-old son. He 
ordered two straight whiskies. 

"Hey, paw," asked the kid, "ain't 
maw a-drinkin'?" -Exchange 

"Y'sh better sober up, Joe~We ha ve 
an Eng lis h class in twenty min utes! " 

TEXAS RANGER 



MILAM 
OCTOBER 1946 

chimes ' 1owe'z. Ctt 

ff l c asses a'1e '' oOe'1 • • • 

and it's time fo r luncl:i or dinner, 

think of the wholesome food, appe-

ti zingly displayed, sk illfully prepared 

and reasonably priced wa iting · for 

you at the Milam. Unusual variety 

and clean sanitary service, plus gen-

erous helpings, will make the Milam 

your favor ite eat ing place . 

• 

. . . 8th and Congress . 

------· 
Just as soon as the carpenters, 

plumbers, electricians, plasterers, 

and equipment men get through 

with their work we 'II be ready to 

serve you at our new cafeteria 

at 21st St. and Wichit~ Ave. 

-----.i-· 
CAFETERIA 
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JEFF 
J. G. Boxshobert is a real in

dividualist. If you ever visited 
the Midget Village in New York 
City, you may have seen him. He 
is the man Ernst Lubistch fired 
in person. Here is the story be
hind his discharge and the reason 
he married a midget. 

Just prior to the war, J. G. 
Boxshobert was in Hollywood and 
known as Jeff Guthery the Gigan
tic. Though of average stature, 
he was a giant of energy and ac
complishment as a motion picture 
director, a genius among geniuses. 
He made pictures where people 
hung up a telephone receiver with
out looking into the mouthpiece 
when they were suddenly cut off. 
He loved telephone scenes. He 
once had an actor dial seventeen 
numerals just to give the impres
sion of a phone call in "the biggest 
damn city ever." He even went 
so far as to make a cowboy epic 
where the hero did not sing. 
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In 1944, if a film didn't carry 

Specialists in the 

Examination of the 

Eyes and the Fitting 

of Glasses. 

Where the Students 

Get Their Glasses 

The 
Gigantic 

the name of Jeffery Guthery Boxs
hobert, it just wasn't an "A" pic
ture. 

Ernst Lubitsch himself gave a 
banquet in J. G.'s honor, and every
body who was anybody and some 
anybodies who were, everybody 
were there. The menu included 
a sheaf of beef, a leg of lamb, a 
side of ham, a half a goose, a part 
of moose; roast toast, posts toasts 
in hosts; they had ramgam ham, 
jam and Spam, liverworst and 
knockleworst, g r e e n s, beans, 
spleen genes, and smorgasboord. 

Ernst awarded J. G. with a 
plaque for excellency of technique, 
and asked if he had plans for 
further successes. 

"I have,'' stated J. G. Boxshob
ert simply. "My plan is for an 
epoch-making childbirth scene. We 
use nine million gallons of hot 
water. When the doctor says to 
the husband, 'You-get hot water 
and lots of it,' the husbands says, 
'Do you really mean LOTS of it, 
Doctor?'" 

" 'Yes,' he answers, 'yes, yes, 
man, don't just stand there! ' 

"Then, as the husband leaves 
the room, the doctor slyly confides 
to the nurse that it's the only way 
to get the husband from under
foot, the husband and 1200 extras 
start bringing in the nine million 
gallons of hot water. They come 
by ta.nk and soundtruck, by bar
rel and tub; in old Army Lister 
bags and large jars. Planes fly 
it in from the stratosphere, and 
elephants bring steaming casks on 
their backs and rolling canvas 
drums .. .'' 

Lubitsch did not approve the 
idea. He stood there in a silent 
teutonic accent, as J. G. Boxshob
ert went on describing a water 
scene lacking only Noah, himself. 
You who missed the banquet, held 
a t high noon of the Equinox, 
missed a man at his prime. 

It was only a matter of months 
and a few minor errors until 
Boxshobert was on his last leg. 
When he attempted to do a bio
graphical on a man who struggled 
fiercely all his life to send a tel
egraphic message through a re-

lief tube, Ernst sent his boy 
around to discharge J . G. That's 
how it is in Hollywood-here to
day, gone today. On January 1, 
1945, J. G. Boxshobert was fired 
by a son of Lubitsch. 

Today we find him in Manhat
tan's villagery of Lilliputians, 
where even his wife looks up to 
him. After completing his tragic 
story, I asked him if he had mar
ried a midget just to retain his 
nickname of old, "Jeff the Gigan
tic." 

"No,'' he confided, "it's just so 
that when she has a baby-you 
see, I remember my career's turn
ing point-the doctor will say to 
me, "Would you get me just a 
teeny weeny bit of hot water?" 

-Ralph S. Marks 

It was the first time she had been 
to dinner with them, and they 
smiled indulgently as she refused a 
whiskey and soda. 

"I never touched it in my life," 
she explained. 

"Why not try it?" urged her 
host. "See if you like the taste.'' 

She blushed and shyly consented, 
and he poured her out a mixture 
which she delicately put to her lips. 

After the first swallow she 
frowned and placed the glass on 
the table. "This isn't bourbon, it's 
Scotch!" -Rebel 

Did you hear about the girl who 
went to a masquerade dressed as a 
telephone operator and before the 
evening was over had three close 
calls.? -Rebel 

"But, officer, we're engaged to be . 
pinned." 

TEXAS RANGER 
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Here is a Bank that Understands . 

University People and Their Needs 

When University People ... students, assistants, 
professors, employees . . . need the services of a 
bank, they come to the Capital National. When 
you need assistance, come in and discuss your needs 
with these understanding officers. 

WALTER BREMOND, JR., President 

E. P. CRAVENS, Vice-President 

LEO KUHN, Cashier 

AUG. DeZA VALA, Special Represent

ative 

F. M. DuBOSE, Assistant Cashier 

JOHN S. BURNS, Assistant Cashier 

• 

THE 

CAPITAL 
NATIONAL 

BANK 

Seventh Street 

between 

Congress and Colorado 

• 

JNO . A. GRACY, Vice-President 

WALTER BOHN, Vice-President 

W. C. KENNEDY. Ass't V ice-President 

JOE S . DUNLAP, Assistant Cashier 

WILLIAM KUHN, Assistant Cashier 

WILFORD NORMAN, Assistant 

Cashier 

Capital National Bank Building 

MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION 

MEMBER FEDERAL RESERVE SYSTEM 
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WE CAmE TOO EARLY B" JOGH wa11w, 

cars were lined up and down the 
street, apparently one for each 

of the girls that could fit into the 
large brick house in the middle of 
the block. The two· '46 Buick con
vertibles were in front of the 
house, and the rest were lined up 
according to year. Four houses 
down there was a '32 Ford. Each 
car bore an Omega Nu sticker rm 
the windshield. The front windows 
of the house were sparkling, and 
the venetian blinds were drawn to 
equal heights. A walk around to 
the back would have presented 
dingy windows and uneven blinds. 
But no one was going to walk 
around to the back that day. On 
one side of the front door, upon 
which there was a brass Omega 
and Nu, there was a flowered 
Omega, and on the other side, a 
Nu. Both were newly-arrived 
from the florist. 

Yes, the Omega Nus were rush
ing. 

Two young girls went timidly 
up the front walk, glancing at 
their watches. They obviously had 
on new clothes, and both had been 
to the hairdresser that morning. 
Admiring the Greek letters, both 
in brass and flowers, they rang the 
bell hesitantly. 

"Mary, I wish we'd waited," 
said the brunette member of the 
duet. 

"What difference c o u l d it 
make?" demanded the blonde. 

"I don't know, but I still think 
we should have waited." 

They heard hurried footsteps 
coming up the walk behind them, 
and turned. 

"Hello," said the new arrival 
breathlessly and with raised eye
brows. "Can I help you?" 

"We're here for the rush par
ty." 

"Oh," she said, glancing at her 
watch. "I'm Janice Cummins." 

"I'm Mary Grayson." 
"I'm Ann Milbank." 
Ne i the r sounded especially 

pleased with the idea. 

The door was suddenly opened 
by the president, Deedee, who 
turned the frown she had for 
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Janice into a smile when she saw 
two rushees. 

"Janice, how are you, dear? 
Won't you go on in?" 

Janice went on in. Deedee 
turned to the two girls, and said, 

"We're so glad to have you. I'm 
Deedee Jackson." 

"I'm Mary Grayson. 
"I'm Ann Milbank. We were 

just admiring your front door ar
rangement." 

"Oh, thank you,'' said Deedee 
in a tone intimating that the 
Omega Nus had a flowered Omega 
and Nu at their front door every 
day. Then realizing the time had 
come, "\Von't you come in?" 

"We're afraid we're a little ear
ly," apologized Ann. 

"Oh, that's perfectly all right," 
Deedee tried to assure in a dub
ious tone. You'll just have to for
give us if we're not quite ready." 

She gave a backward glance as 
she ushered them into the hall. 

Mary and Ann entered and 
gulped. The house was alive with 
flowers and candles and Omega 
Nus and confusion. A girl rushed 
up to Deedee. 

"Where in the hell are the cig
arettes?" she asked. "They're com
ing in ten minutes, and ... " 

Her voice trailed off into an 
apologetic smile as she saw the 
two girls. She &Tinned broadly but 
blankly, and dashed off. Deedee 
laughed vaguely. 

"Jackie is always rushing 
around. She never does sit still. 
Let's see if we can find your 
name cards on that table." 

She led the girls over to a 
small table, guiding them around 
a stepladder. Someone who wore 
torn white slips was hanging a 
large gilded Omega Nu from the 
ceiling. There were no name cards 
on the table, and no one behind 
the table. Deedee called to a girl 
who was coming down the stairs 
while pulling up her zipper. 

"Honey," she called. "Take 
these girls into the living room 
while I look for their name cards. 
Honey, this is Mary Grayson and 
Ann Milbank; Mary and Ann, this 
is Honey Walton." 

Honey hurriedly finished her 
zipping job, dodged someone who 
was running up the stairs, skirted 
the stepladder, smiled at Mary 
and Ann, and ushered them into 
the next room. 

"I'm afraid we're not quite 
cleaned up from the last party. 
You know how it is," Honey apol
ogized. 

"Yes," said Ann, who was fast 
finding out. 

Someone rushed by her, carry
ing a stack of dirty cups and 
saucers. 

"Excuse me," she laughed ner
vously, seeing that they did not 
have pins on. 

Two maids were cleaning up 
ashtrays, and in the far corner, 
a girl was pulling up her stock
ings. Everyone else was sprawled 
on the couches and chairs. As the 
rushees' presence became knowu, 
they sat up one by one, nudging 
each other and starting to smile 

Honey led the two girls over to 
a couch, and sat down with them. 
She smiled brightly. 

"Where are you from, Ann?" 
she asked the blonde. 

"I'm Mary. We're both from 
San Antonio." 

"Oh, of course. How nice. You'll 
probably get tired of telling peo
ple where you're from until you 
get your name cards. They'll have 
it on them. Would you like a cig
arette?" 

Honey reached out for a wood
en Omega with holes in it. There 
were no cigarettes in the holes. 

"Excuse me for just a minute 
and I'll bring you some cigar
ettes." 

"Oh, don't bother," said Ann. 
She was going to add that neith· 

er of them smoked, but Honey had 
gone. She and Mary sat on the 
couch, folded hands in laps. A 
short redhead saw them by them· 
selves and hurried over, eyeing 
the clock on the wall uehind them. 

"Hello, I'm Ginger Cummings." 
"I'm Ann Milbank." 
"I'm Mary Grayson." 
"Where are you from?" 
"San Antonio," said both of 

(Continued on p. 29) 
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ODE GLASS 
OF POISOD 

It was late afternoon when Ted 
came home. He could hear Bob 
singing as he shaved in the bath
room. Then Ted saw Mort on 
the bed. He shouted, "Bob, come 
here I Whatever is the matter with 
Mort?" 

Bob stuck his head-face all 
covered with soap-out the door. 
"What's that?" 

"What's the matter with Mort?" 

"Oh, him?" He pointed to the 
bed with Mort stretched upon it. 
"He's dead. Died this afternoon." 

"Bob, I'm ashamed of you. I 
know you had it tough in the war 
and all that, but when our room
mate and buddy is dead, you just 
don't sing in the bathroom and 
leave him here on the bed." 

"What'd you want me to do? 
Put him on the floor?,., 

"Gad, man. You're hard to live 
with." 

"I'm sorry you feel that way. 
But, honest, he was suffering, so 
I thought it was best." 

"Best?" What do you mean ? " 
"Best to let him drink poison." 

"What! You were here when he 
drank poison ? " 

"Oh, yes. Mort came home a 
couple of hours ago. I was study
ing. He said, 'I think I'll kill my
self." So I said, 'Go right ahead.' 
He drank poison. I sat watching 
him and making notes on this little 
pad. He was the first man I ever 
saw die that way.'' 

"And you put the corpse on the 
bed?" 

"No. He fell like that when he 
drank it.'' 

"Where's the glass?'• 
"I put it on the back porch." 
"Empty?" 
"It is now. The cat drank the 

rest of it. Didn't hurt him." 
"Listen, Bob. It was a long, 

hard war for both of us-like I 
often say. But people just don't 
act that way. Go get a shovel and 
let's bury him in the back yard 
right now.'' 

-Bill Logan 
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WE ARE 

HERE TO 

SERVE 

YOU 

For many years we hove hod the pleasure of 

serving the students •and faculty of The Uni-

versity of Texas. We . wont you to come in 

so that we may becqme acquainted with you. 
I 

· THE 

AUSTIN NATIONAL BANK 
"The Fr(endly Bank" 

MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE . 

CORPORATION 
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Old 
Seuille 

THE SOUTH'S UNIQUE 

RESTAURANT & GIFT SHOP 

Famous for its 

MEXICAN FOOD 

Our AMERICAN DISHES a nd 

SEA FOODS will meet your most 

exacting dema nds. 

Wh en you have a n important date, 

OLD SEVILLE'S 

Food and Atmosphere 

will make it an enjoyable expe rience 

and a happy memory. 

Open Every Day-

11 :30 A. M. to 11:00 P. M. 

Guadalupe 
at 16th Street 

Telephone 8-4321 

Fred and Ina Leser, the owners, will be 
on hand to welcome you. 

l:J 

CURRICULUm 
QUATRAID5 

FRESHMAN 

Entering through its gothic doors 
More eager than discerning, 

Th e cempus tenderfoot explores 
The Babe l Tower of learning. 

JUNIOR 

O f all th e fi elds of human kn owledge 
He boasts a steady grip, 

And thinks a favor t o the colleg e 
His Jun io r partnership. 

SOPHOMORE 

Th e Sophomore may study ha rd , 
But usually he snubs 

His boo ks and thi nks himself a card, 
By playing hearts and clubs. 

SENIOR 

He questions laws and socia l forces, 
And thumbs his nose at Fate ; 

He ri des a pony thro ug h hi s co urses, 
And hopes to graduate. 

VERSES: AL CROUCH 

ART: CHARLES SCHORRE 
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We heard about the tipsy pre
med the other night who called up 
Dr. Wasserman of national fame 
and when the good doctor answer
ed the phone our inebriated friend 
said, "Hello, is this Dr. Wasser
man?" The voice said "Yes." 
Our friend said, "Are you posi
tive?"-Ski-U-Mah. 

"Who was that lady I saw you 
with last night?" 

"That was my brother. He just 
walks that way."- Dodo 

Dick: "Yeah man, I used to be 
seen at more first nights than any 
guy in town." 

Dora: "Were you really a drama 
critic?" 

Dick: "Naw, I was a bellhop at 
Niagra Falls." 

-The Wooden Barrel. 

"This bed," the antique dealer 
confided, "belonged to my great
great-grandmother ." 

"Sure,'' the unbelieving prospect 
replied. "No doubt one of the 
beds Washington slept in!" 

"Very likely, sir ... though, of 
course, you'd never get grand
mother to admit it."-Widow. 

"Do you know what they call a 
man who doesn't believe in birth 
control?" 

"No. What?" 
"Daddy."-Widow. 

"So you had a date with a Phi 
Psi?" 

"No, I tore my dress on a nail." 
-Showme. 

"So you met your wife at a 
dance. Wasn't that romantic?" 

"No, it wasn''t. I thought she 
was home taking care of the kids." 

-Scotsman. 

Frosh: "Must not be anybody 
home at that house." 

Soph: "That's a fraternity house 
and they're giving a party." 

A colored preacher at the close 
of his sermon discovered one of his 
deacons asleep. He said, "We will 
now have a few minutes of prayer. 
-Deacon Brown, will you lead?" 

Deacon Brown sleepily replied, 
"Lead hell, I just dealt."-Drexerd. 
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for dinners ond 

luncheons of perfection invite your guests 

to the Georgian Tea Room. 

For entertaining a 

special friend or a sorority, club, organi-

zation or fraternity, the handsome back-

ground, perfect service and excellent food 

are all that you could desire. Telephone 

5532 for reservations. 

In the beautiful Federated 

Women's Club Building 

~BOR@-IAN 
G£B.A RooM 

24TH AND SAN GABRIEL 

II 
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HERE's 1946 Ranger number 

two, and it comes in with orange 
October days, politics and whisky
drinking weather. We keep trying 
to fashion the things like you 
want it, but of course, like with 
women, it takes a little time. 

As we said in the last issue, we 
keep hoping that things will get 
back to normal. Just now, every
one seems to be trying a little 
too desperately to have a good 
time, sort of like the days back 
in the early forties when the 
draft started blowing in. Every
one feels rather puny about the 
situation, wondering what they 
can do, but definitely feeling the 
suction. People still don't laugh 
easily enough. 

Maybe That Man was right 
when he said, "The only thing we 
have to fear is fear itself." 

This month brings Fall elections 
on the campus, so we had Master 
Dave Tipton comb through musty 
records and rusty politicians to 
find out the background of UT 
ballot burglary for you. In fact, 
he found so many secrets that he 
decided to run for assemblyman 
this time. 

We hope that you will enjoy 
the work by Earl Simms, one of 
the better people on the campus. 
An exponent of the gay, continent
al life, Simms draws, writes, tells 
excellent dirty jokes, and wears 
horn-rimmed glasses. He wrote 
last year's Time ~ggers On. Mr. 
Simms is a char! .ter. 

(At press tirr. ·,\rord came that 
Mr. Simms had pust left for the 
West Coast to w-,11'.e for the Tom
my Riggs and Bet°' :{ Lou program.) 

An old Rangel,1"'ralumnus, Char
ley Schorre re( rns with some 
work this mont: . after a pro
longed vacation '< .th Uncle Samo
var. Like man others, his ma
terial show P definite artistic 
growth since }, ast appearance 

(C. inued on p. 30) 
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PIGSKID 
PACKID' 
PAPPIES 

"I NEVER thought that I would 
see the day when my kid would 

watch me play football,"' thus 

Audrey Gill, 180 pound center 

from Sweetwater, epitomizes the 
situation of nine football playing 
fathers of the 1946 edition of the 
University of Texas Longhorns. 

Never before in the football an
nals of the University has the 
Longhorn eleven contained so 
many gridiron pappies. In this 
year of many firsts the Steers do 
not intend to be outdone in the 
tiny tot department or any other. 
The nine fathers on the team pre
sent a problem new to football 
mentors. Though many an eleven 
has boasted one father, or even 
two, the postwar Longhorn squad 
almost declares a moratorium on 
Father's Day. Child psychology 
is as much discussed in the dress
ing room as pigskin strategy. Will 
it affect their playing? Only the 

scoreboard for the season can an
swer the present parental para
dox. 

A component part of being a 
father includes being a husband 
too. Longhorn wives differ in their 
opinions of family men and foot
ball. Audrey Gill's charming bet
ter half says, "It is hard on a guy 
being a football playing father." 
She remembers one sunny after
noon during spring training when 
Father Gill worked doubly hard at 
impressing his young son with his 
football antics. "His son was im
pressed favorably," Mrs. Gill 
claims, "but Daddy ended the day 
on a stretcher, passed out from 
heat exhaustion." 

The majority of fathers became 
pappies during the war and were 
serving time in the Armed Forces 
when the stork delivered his pack
age. Max Baumgardner was sit 
ting despondently in the PX, luck
ily not far from home, waiting for 

overseas shipping orders and word 
from his wife, who had just gone 

to the hospital. The word came 

and found Max enjoying the nectar 

of the gods. Max got the word, 
jerked the bottle from his lips, 
threw it at his best buddy and 
took off. Upon reaching the hos
pital his wife told him that she 
thought their new addition looked 
like a monkey but confident Max 
took one look and proclaimed him 
beautiful. "He is two years old 
now," says Max "and he loves to 
drink beer, swim, raise hell and 
chase after women. He takes 
after me." 

Opinions vary as to the effect
iveness and desir-ability of fathers 
on the gridiron. Although his 
team is sprinkled with fathers, 
Coach D. X. Bible is naturally cau
tious in his assumptions on the 
subject. He states only that it 
is impossible t.o say that fathers 
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as a group make better or worse football players. "But," he admits, 
"they do tend to worry more about finances and other family mat
ters." 

A majority of the wives feel that football playing does not interfere 
with home life. Mrs. Don Weedon's only objection is that her hubby 
comes home pretty tired, but then she explains that playing ball 
doesn't keep her husband away from home any more than any other 
job would. 

Mrs. Allan Lawl€r is the only mother in the group who expresses 
the wish that her husband would quit football but hastily adds that 
he has played ball throughout their married life and that in time she 
has learned to accept it. "I like track much more," she says, "for in 
track no one tries to kill him and the audience is not anxious to see 
him flat on his back." The other wives had no objections because they 
feel that playing ball makes their husbands happy and thus better 
husbands and fathers. 

Most of the mothers prefer to watch the games, and bite their fin
gernails, for, as Mrs. Raven puts it "I cannot help but worry about 
Travis; as a matter of fact, I get more worried with each game, but 
I would rather be there than hear about him being hurt over thP 
radio." Mrs. Gill has a more philosophical outlook on the matter. 
She says, "Audrey is going to get hurt sometime so there is no need 
for me to worry about it-I just accept it." The dissenting opinion 
comes from Mrs. Harold King who would rather listen to the gamf' 
for she says she gets more out of it that way. But this year Mrs. 
King will attend the games for the King boys, Mike and Mark, are 
anxious to see their father in action. 

All of the mothers, except one, speak very highly of marriage to 
the stars of the gridiron and recommend it to all members of then 
sex. They agree that being the better half of a football hero is ex
citing and thrilling although sometimes hubby has to be pumped about 
his feats. The dissent comes, once more, from Mrs. King who says 
that football is too absorbing. "The wife plays second fiddle to a 
football," she says. "Football players eat, talk and sleep football." 

Since the athletic fathers are all football players, they generally hope 
that their sons will play, also, though most say they would not fore!' 
the boys into it. Aurdey Gill is less hopeful about his son's gridiron 
future. "He's too small," says Gill, "So I guess I'll start him off on 
golf as soon as he can hold a club." 

Of the ten children on the Junior Longhorn squad, only two are 
girls. One of these, Linda Lawler, three and half, is the oldest. 

(Continued on p. 30) 

BELOW, Don Wheedon with Don, Jr. and Linda Lawler and papa Allan. Both 
youngsters are ardent pigskin fans, but Linda will have to confine her gridiron 
exploits to the band. RIGHT top are Travis Raven and three year old Ronnie 
Raven, also dedicated to following in his father's large footsteps ... MIDDLE, Max 
Baumgartner displays son Johnny, who will have to go into training, forget the 
women, before he can emulate his dad, or so proud Max says ... BOTTOM, All
American Hub Bechtol trys to interest son Roy in a new toy. Roy, youngest on 
the UTeensy squad, hasn't develope.d the old spirit-yet. 

"It's hard on a guy being 
a football-playing father ... 
the wife plays second fiddle 
to a football." 



EVERYBODY from extreme 
right to extreme left grants that 

life in civilized countries today is 
more complex than it has ever been. 
And, although many people talk 
and act as if brute force could 
bring order out of what looks 
like chaos, but is not chaos at all, 
most such people will admit that 
in order to win a physical clash 
any given brute force must be 
directed by intellect. To realize 
that modern complexities are 
largely based upon the physical, 
one has but to mention atomic 
energy, logistics, scientific farm
ing, the problems of labor and 
management, the shortage of 
housing over the world, reciprocal 
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05 BRAIDS 

The Ranger is proud to present an article 
by J. FRANK .DOBIE, author, 
folk-lorist, distinguished professor, and 

typical Texan. 
Mr. Dobie recently returned from Europe, 
where he taught in Cambridge and the GI 

universities, 

and where he had an opportunity to observe 
Europe and 

its chaos at close range. 
He has just been appointed by the Depart

ment of State to 
UNESCO, the 
United Nations educational and cultural or

ganization, 
a signal honor to Mr. Dobie and the Uni

versity. 

trade agreements, the relation of 
the dollar to other monetary sys
tems. 

The most important invention 
perhaps ever made by man was 
the invention by an unknown in
dividual at an unknown time of 
the wheel. There was not a wheel 
in the Western Hemisphere when 
it was discovered by Europeans. 
How comparatively simple life in 
the world was in that age when 
a human brain conceived the prin
ciple and the fact of the wheel! 
How stupid in these complex times 
to distrust brains that have ideas! 

Yet in our part of this "hag
gard world" at this time there is 
more active distrust of and oppo-

sition to intellectual examination 
and questionings than there has 
been since Thomas Jefferson wrote 
the American Declaration of In
dependence. Thomas Jefferson was 
the greatest thinker and student 
of philosophy who has ever rep
resented American statesmanship. 
He was a liberal and a revolution
ist of the most radical kind. If he 
were living today he could not be 
any more satisfied with the status 
quo than he was during his own 
lifetime. 

My theme is liberalism. I can· 
not conceive of a society hospit
able to ideas and intellectual 
activity that is also at the same 
time dead set against liberal 
thought. People hospitable to lib

eral ideas will certainly not all 

agree on any conclusion, but they 
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"UKE THE COYOTE, THIS STATE MUST LEARN TO CATCH ITS CHICKENS" 

will not want to annihilate a man 

who does not agree with them. 
The other day I read under a 

double column headline in The 
Dallas News the proposal of some 

legislator to introduce a bill into 
the next session of the Texas leg
islature to prohibit students from 
other states-and I suppose from 
other nations - from attending 
The University of Texas. This 
legislator said that in the first 
place the outsiders occupy housing 
needed by Texans and that, in the 
more important place, they bring 
in "new ideas" that Texans do 
not need. Yet there are few people 
anywhere who need ideas more 
than Texans need them, or, at 
least, hospitality towards ideas. 

America is now at a stage 
where any individual who ques
tions the perfection of our pres
ent economic, political, and social 
condition is regarded by people 
like this legislator as harboring 
"subversive isms." Reform move
ments have been common in our 
democracy, but nowadays any per
son suggesting reform is called 
pink, crackpot, red, communist -
names that have ceased to have 
meanings differentiated from 
plain son of a bitch. Yet abuse 
is not argument; it is often the 
admission of having no reason
able answer to the abused. The 
man who first demonstrated that 
the earth is round was very much 
abused, but that did not keep the 
earth flat. 

A liberal is one who is looking 
for the truth. The very fact that 
he is looking for it means that 
he does not think it has been 
found. He is aware; he questions; 
he searches ; he studies facts; he 
tries to interpret these facts. He 
knows that society is in a con
stant state of change, that the 
processes of evolution operate in 
society just as surely as they op
erate in the biological world. He 
knows that evolution does not 
work backwards. He may wish 
that the world would settle down 
and stay put at one point of time, 
but he knows that it can't stay 
put. He knows that the only peo
ple who don't change are the ones 
who have been buried long enough 

OCTOBER 1946 

to dry out thoroughly enough for 
the dust of their anatomies to re

turn literally to dust. This lib
eral m a y b e constitutionally 
a verse to change; he often is; but 
he is rational enough to under
stand that the principle of life is 
adaptability to change. The Amer
ican passenger pigeons that once 
darkened the skies by their flights 
of millions are now extinct; they 
could not adapt themselves to the 
presence of civilized man. The 
coyote once restricted to the plains 
country west of the Mississippi 
now catches chickens in Alabama 
and howls on the Yukon River. 
He adapted himself. 

The liheral perceives changes 
and tries to think out wise ways 
by which society can adapt itself 
to those changes. He is openminded. 
Wh:m he ceases to question, to ex
amine, he ceases to be a liberal. His 
opposite is the reactionary. The re
actionary is devoted to the idea 
of perpetuating petrifaction. He 
is a theorist, of course. His theory 
is that somebody away back yon
der found the final answer, per-

fected the final form, and that 
all questioners of what he regards 

as final are heretics and ought to 
be burned. Often, he is ready to 
die for his quixotic theory. It is 
his wisdom, not his sincerity, that 
concerns us. Hell is paved with 
good intentions. History has many 
instances of generations and of 
nations that have perished in the 
struggle to perpetuate petrifac
tion. Spain is a modern exam
ple, and the minority part of the 
extant fragment of Spain that 
wants to adapt itself to evolution 
now writhes in the stranglehold 
of fossilized hands that constrict 
like those of an automaton. 

The most heartening thought 
that liberals can enjoy is that 
evolution is on their side. It would 
be contrary to the law of life if 
the mass movements of mankind 
over the centuries were not to
wards liberty. Forces represented 
by such dominators as Napoleon 
and Hitler intervene to turn back
ward the spearheads of the 
yearning - for - liberty movements 

(Continued on p. 26) 
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• • • a Pox • • • on the QUICK BROWN FOX 
SEVERAL years ago, after de-

termining that my Army ca
reer should not be a total loss, I 
signed up to take B.A. 10, "Type
writing and Shorthand,"' by Army 
correspondence course. The dull 
business of typing the stupid typ
ing exercises fell to one P.F.C. 
Stullkin, who served under me at 
the time. Since that time, how
ever, Stullkin has been discharged 
and I have to do my own typing. 

The other night, I was sitting 
up in Waggener Hall, eagerly at
tempting to get my speed up to 
eight words a minute and, having 
just written, "Thr quiick brwn fox 
jumpd ovrr thr laxy dog," got up 
and went to another desk to find 
an eraser to correct some minor 
defects in punctuation. There0 
beneath dust in a bottom drawer 
were some old typing exercises 

" 

dating back as early as 1862, (the 
year J. Frank Dobie, the elder, 
put a gunny sack full of water 
moccasins in Littlefield Memorial 
Fountain). In glancing over these 
I was surprised to find that the 
same typing exercises were in 
good use at that date. 

Among the stack I found the 
typing exercises of Edgar Allen 
Poe, James M. Cain, Walt Whit
man, Gertrude Stein, T. S. Eliot, 
William Saroyan, and Carl Sand
burg, all of whom evidently must 
have served time in the Business 
Administration School at The Uni
versity of Texas. These since fa
mous men were then students 
striving bravely for mastery of the 
finger beaten Royals by writing 
"The quick brown fox jumped over 
the lazy dog," but unlike the com
monplace student, managed to 
breathe into their work a compen
dium of their native creative abil
ity. 

I suppose a billion quick brown 
foxes have jumped over an equal 

" ,... 

number of dogs, unless an ambi
tious one leaped over two dogs, 
since that time. I can easily see 
how these phrases might be use
ful in business as when one is re
quested, "Please supply me with 
5,000 cans Br. WJ-22236 varnish," 
you can reply, "Now is the time 
for all good men to come to the 
aid of their country" and get a 
chuckle even if you don't get an 
order. But I digress. Halfway 
down the stack I found an old 
exercise by Edgar Allen Poe who 
rearranged the time worn fox and 
dog routine something like this ... 
"While the weary world was sleep-

ing, forestward beset I, creep
ing 

Under strange unusual umbra fall
ing on the fetid bog, 

Deep into dank darkness peeping, 
saw I fox o'er canine leaping, 

Quick and brown I saw his leap
ing, leaping o'er that pros
trate dog 

It is but the puckish Pallas leaping 
o'er a fallen log. 

Quoth the fox, 'An analogue.'" 

The exercise of James M. Cain 
showed that even at college age 
he was strongly inclined toward 
the naturalistic school of the pen. 
His work read, "The forest was 
dank and stunk, like an old cigar 
butt. The fox pulled his ears down 
over his eyes and slouched like a 
burnt out cigarette stub. It was 
Sunday. There was the dog. I ought 
to kick his teeth in. No, he'd only 
say, 'Bite me! Bite me, baby! 
Wished I had a sledge hammer I'd 
beat his brains out. God, I need a 
cigarette. Kick him? No good. It 
was Sunday. I know what! I'll 
jump over him, the slob. That'll 
show him. Slow now. Easy. Got
ta be quick. There! It's done! 
Too late to go back. Too late. He 
was jumped over and that's all 
there was to it. It stunk, like a 
dip of snuJ. It was done. It was 
quick. It was over. It was Sun
day." 

Walt Whitman's exercise show
ed that even before he was out of 
his teens he was engrossed with 

(Continued on p. 31) 
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GIRL 
of the 

monTH 

As fresh as a golden autumn breeze, JERRY STRAUGHN typifies the 
Ranger's October outdoor girl. A Chi Omega from San Antonio, she dotes 
on dancing, has a passion for picnics. 

She serves as an officer in the San Antonio Club and tho Home Econom
ics Guidance Committee, also works as a member of the Home Ee Club and 
the Campus League of Women Voters. 

She plans to be a dress designer, designs most of her own clothes. One 
look, and a few words, and you ' ll see why she exemplifies the best in Texas co-eds. 



It's on again. 
If you haven't noticed, the political season has 

opened again on the Forty Acres. Handclasps and 
hellos float down like a Dale Carnegie convention. 
Lots of people start feeling as if they're just as 
good as other people. In fact, the campus is so 
friendly you're liable to start thinking that it's 
Buddy Week. It's just politics, friend, but if you 
really want a good man, just go over there and 
vote for ... 

Politics has always been big business down here, 
but now it has almost taken on the proportions 
of corporate finance. Every freshman that ever 
hit the University has thought covetously how nice 
it would be to be a student official and a BMOC 
on the Forty Acres, but before you start running, 
take the sage advice of experienced student poli
ticians. They all agree on one thing: it ain't 
worth it. 

With the fall elections upon us, things will be-

HOW THEY DID IT: 
FRED NIEMANN, president 1941-42, elected by Mer

gele machine; "They'd elect anyone in those days . A per
sonal campaign is best, just go around and meet the peo
ple , house-to-house. I did it for three months." 

WHISKEY HARPER, cartoonist extraordinaire, Ranger 
editor, 1941-42; "If you run, have so many people dis-

• • • 

BU51DE55 
as dug up by 

DAVE TIPTON 

gin falling into usual trends. The Greeks usually 
clean up on the Fall elections, taking the Assembly 
offices, etc. By springtime, the more lethargic and 
much more numerous Independents are suf
ficiently aroused to put their men into the more 
important positions on the campus. 

Machines are the answer to getting elected; the 
successful politician without one is rare indeed. 
Most embryo politicos start out in the same way, 
by joining campus organizations, getting on com
mittees, working on the campaigns of others, in 
short, meeting the people. They make all the 
sorority and dormitory open houses, and never 
miss a dance. Above all, they get their name in 
The Daily Texan at every opportunity. 

Gradually, they become part of a machine. Be
sides the Greek Clique, which is expected to make 
a strong comeback this year, other campus poli
tical machines include the Independents, spark
plugged by MICA; the campus liberal groups, who. 

liking you that they'll figure anything you're running 
for isn't worth a damn anyway, so they won't oppose you." 

JAKE PICKLE, first highly successful Independent president 
1937-38, also assemblyman and Judiciary chairman; "Study 
your books and to Hell with campus politics • • • find 
a political oldtimer, get under his wing, and be guided 
through the storm." 



probably constitute the hardest 
working campaigners on the Forty 
Acres; and the time-honored Tejas 
Club. 

The Tejas Club seems to be top
dog on the campus right now; 
three of the last four student 
presidents have been Tejas men. 
They also successfully backed the 
student presidents of 1940 and 
1941. Strictly a local organization, 
the Tejas takes in only recognized 
campus successes. A neo-frater
nity enjoying all of the privileges 
of the Greeks, it nevertheless 
draws strong support from Inde
pendent groups. 

Most cantankerous conflict in 
The University of Texas has al
ways been the fraternity-inde
pendent fight. In the old days, In
dependents were called "Barbs,"' 
and the fights were hard and dirty. 
During the war, and the recent 
University controversy, the battle 
died down and shifted over to lib
eralism vs. conservatism, but pres
ent indications are that the war
fare will break out again this year. 
With a large pledge class, the 
frats are in a position to sweep 
the fall elections. Gradually grow
ing more indignant, the Indepen
dents will oil their machinery and 
attempt to retaliate in the spring. 
One big question mark will be the 
sororities which, in recent years, 
have not voted a straight Greek 
ticket, choosing to back candidates 
purely on the basis of qualification. 

THEY even gave free rides to the campus on Election 
Day during the carnival campaigns of yesteryear. A touch 
of nostalgia marks this old picture, taken when Schlitz 
sold across from the Texas Union. 

War brought a cessation to the 
old time campaigns which were 
such a colorful part of the Uni
versity life. In years past, cam
paign expenses were unlimited, 
then cut to $50.00. Conservation 
demands cut expenses completely 
during the war, and the same 
Spartan spirit kept the limit to 
$10.00 in the first postwar elec
tions. Student demands for the 
color and carnival spirit of past 
years will probably cause the As
sembly to raise the limit this year. 

Part of machine policy was al
ways to stretch the expense money 

as far as possible, but money 
doesn't always put a candidate in. 
In 1940, Idus Murphree won the 
vice-presidency on $42.50. His 
Greek opponent, so the story goes, 
spent about $2,000, mostly on beer 
parties. 

They saved the best of the suds 
soirees until the night before the 
election and became a trifle too en
thusiastic. Tossing bricks through 
dorm windows and urging sleepy 
residents to vote for your candi
date at 2 in the morning isn't ex
actly the way to win enthusiastic 

(Continued on p. 28 ) 

CLAYTON BLAKEWAY, president 1945-46, elected by 
liberal machine; "Sincerity is the mainspring . . . a per
son-to-person campaign is the most effective. Get the 
Women's vote." 

"Lengthy promises carry little weight with voters, but 
confidence and friendliness are vote-getters." 

ED SYERS, Texan editor 1937-38, recalls opposing candi
date photographed smoking a pipe. "All I ha.! to do 
after that," he says between cigarette puffs, "was to say 
I didn't smoke." 

JACK BROOKS, machine politician, Texan associate edi
tor 1943, now state representative, attending law school ; 



TILDEN STOPPED outside the 

jewelry store to adjust his tie to 

satisfy the reflection in the plate 

glass window and wondered if 

Sharon would like her gift. Patting 

the pocket where he carried it, he 
turned, and shoulders back, swung 
athletically down the avenue, the 
spring in his step matching the 
spring of the April afternoon. A 
red neon sign in front of a venetian 
blinded window announced "Cock
tails." 

Bars are strange and wonderful 
places, he thought. The lives they 
lead and lead others are peculiarly 
their own. Sudden, impulsive, un
predictable places, quiet and re-

22 

served in the early hours, boister
ous and intrepid later on. Persua
sive with soft lights and confiden
tial tones, charming with artistic 
murals and shining glassware. A 
bar has a personality, he realized, 
a personality closely akin to his 
own. Somehow bars seemed inex
tricably woven into the pattern of 
his past. Tilden slowed his pace in 
order to stay behind a. small blonde 
who jiggled deliciously along in 
front of him. 

Bars and women. Together. Like 
scotch and soda. And money. Green 
bills, pink ladies, and platinum 
blondes. He liked women, a lot of 
women, a change of women. Al
ways gay, effervescing women, 
champagne-cocktail women, light, 
heady, golden. The taste for the 
quietness of smooth, mellow, warm-

He liked women, 

A lot of women, 

I A change of women. 

ing wine was new. Tilden ap
proached the corner. 

Beautiful Sharon. Lov.ely Sha
ron. Quiet, sweet, peaceful, con
tented Sharon. Had too much gone 
before? The traffic light switched 
from amber to red. 

Red. A hundred on the red. 
Black! Two hundred on the red. 
Red. Even. Dimly now, the green 
felt of the roulette table, hazy with 
acrid smoke, each tomorrow the 
last and every drop of living wrung 
from the fleeting moment. Running. 
Running. Toward tomorrow? Or 
from yesterday? Could fear be 
the labor out of which was born 
this opiate living which knew no 
tapering off but only demanded 
more of itself? Fear of what? 

In his mind the shadows of the 
(Continued on p. 32) 
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"Get da lead outl " 

" Ou it smirking I got caught 

1n the top of his convertible " 

"And Bill, this is Mrs . 

O ' Brien, my house mother " 

'"' 

DOUBLING IN DRAWINGS, the Ranger this month presents the Flynn twins, Arthur and Harold. Recruited from the staff 
of the Georgia Tech Yellow Jacket, they are the only cartooning twins we ever heard of. 

ARTHUR AND HAROLD, or Harold and Arthur, are from Houston. They are recent returnees from the ETO, where one 
ended up a captain and the other a first looie, probably the furthest apart they have ever been. They were in the Infantry. 

BESIDES DRAWING countless cartoons, they are both in the Architecture Department, drive a long, low-slung Packard soft
top, and spend a good part of their time looking for a pair of good-looking female twins. 



"Miss Wagner, that will be more than enough renditions of DOING WHAT COMES NATURALLY!" 
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If you're young, gay and clever about the clothes you 
wear, you'll choose a HUXLEY ORIGINAL for compus
to-dote fashions in gay new winter colors or block 
styled from 100% wool Super Zealand jersey. 

Sold exclusively in Austin at Williams d.iiJ:Jl~ 
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(Continued from p. 17) 
and to turn masses of society in
to a maelstrom. But the law of 
life is movement, and movement 
is motivated by hope. If the hope 
is blind, then the movement ac
complishes nothing. If the hope 
is guided by powerful intellect, 
the movement is towards the free
doms. If the only hope is preserv
ation of the status quo, then the 
people holding on to that hope 
might as well elect a setting hen 
to represent them and go fish
ing. 

People who distrust change, 
who distrust democracy, who dis
trust ideas always rely upon and 
worship mediocrity. Abstractly, 
they wish for brains to lead their 
hope. The cold fact is that they 
cannot find eager, active minds 
accepting the theory of petrifac
tion. Consequently, they put med
iocre minds in power. Mediocre 
leadership may hold an established 
society in some kind of order for 
a few years-then after us the 
deluge. Mediocre brains, however, 
cannot direct inevitable evolution, 
though they may thwart it for a 
time. 

Nobody that I have read after 
or talked to regards the present 
President of the United States as 
other than a very mediocre person 
in intellectual powers. He was 
nominated for vice-president by 
the Democratic Party because 
he is mediocre. The reactionary 
elements in the party were afraid 
of ideas. And now in the most 
important position of leadership 
in this confused and complex 
world he seems helpless. His fu
tility does not result from "cha
otic conditions"; it results from 
the lack of lucid thought on the 
part of himself and the part of 
great numbers of distrusters of 
ideas. 

The other day he fired Henry 
Wallace from his cabinet. Mr. 
Wallace had made public severe 
criticism of the foreign policy, 
especially as directed towards 
Russia, advocated by Secretary of 
State Byrnes. I am not at all sure 
that if Mr. Wallace were Secre
tary of State he would right now 
be more effective than Mr. Byrnes. 
Powerful elements in America are 
dead set against ideas. Certainly, 

"Goodness,-how far does this G.I. 
Bill of Rights go 7" 

however, no one left in the cabi
net can think and express him
self so clearly as Henry Wallace 
expressed himself in the letter 
criticizing our foreign policy that 
was published immediately before 
he resigned from the cabinet. It 
does not take any thinking at all 
to go to war, to fight physically; 
the majority of men do not even 
have to think in order to fight 
bravely. Cats fight on instinct; a 
little dog will attack a lion and 
have his insides ripped out. The 
time-honored ideal for the ranks 
of fighting men is "not to ask the 
reason why." It takes infinitely 
more thought to promote peace 
than to promote war. 

Henry Wallace was the last 
thinker left in the Cabinet. 
Whether one agrees with him or 
not, any responsible rationalist 
must feel very uneasy upon re
flecting that in these times when 
liberal thinkers are so necessary 
in government, our own govern
ment has less and less brain pow
er in it. 

Now the free enterprisers arc 
having their way, but unless free
dom of enterprise includes free
dom of intellectua.l enterprise, 
that form of enterprise cannot 
sustain, much less extend, liberty. 
Very often people who have their 
way by power of the instincts as 
opposed to reason come to see 
what a poor way it is. In the 
days of cave-man simplicity the 
least governed country may have 
been the best governed country
though I am doubtful. In this 
time of one-world interdepend
ence and of complexities that re-
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late the price of oil and the wages 
of drugstore clerks in Houston to 
affairs in Iran, the best governed 
country must be that country 
whose governors are best informed 
on vast complexities and who have 
rare powers of thought to arrive 
at wise conclusions. 

One of the fetishes popular in 
America, nowhere more popular 
than in Texas, is that everything 
wi11 be all right if "successful" 
business men run affairs-run the 
government, run the universities, 
the churches and everything else. 
The truth of the matter is that 
the average-average I say-bus
iness man has no more grasp on 
the complexities of this world and 
is no more of a thinker than was 
Davy Crockett, who killed a hun
dred and five bears in one sea
son and got elected to Congress 
on his reputation. A business man 
with power to think like · Eric 
Johnson stands out. His ability io 
think led him inevitably to liberal 
ideas-and also away from the 
National Association of Manufac
turers, which he recently repre
sented. 

I do not see how anybody who 
cherishes liberty for others as 
well as for himself can be intol
erant of ideas. I do not see how 
a vast country the life of which 
is bound up in vast complexities 
can be governed wisely except by 
intellectual ability. Liberty means 
liberty of mind as much as it 
means liberty to make a profit. 
It is not so much a duty to be 
a liberal as it is profitable and 
a pleasure. Gnats live in swarms. 
A liberal who gives up because 
the majority is not with him mis
understands existence. A young 
man who says that ideas do not 
matter needs something besides 
more matter. 

Professor's child: "Daddy, gim
me a nickel to buy an ice cream 
cone." 

Prof: "Shut up and drink your 
beer!" - Pelican. 

Teacher: "Archie, do you want 
to leave the room?" 

Archie: "You don't think I am 
just standing here hitch-hiking, do 
you ?"-Columns. 
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POLITICS 

(Continued from p. 21) 
supporters. It didn't win the elec
tion, either. 

One campaign technique that 
has always backfired on the Clique 
was the practice of mustering all 
the lodge brethren with automo
biles and parading around the cam
pus area, urging support of the 
Greek candidates. Roughly, the 
effect of such stunts has been like 
waving a red flag in front of a 
mad bull. Enraged by the flaunt
ing of Greek wealth, the Indepen
dents usually turned out to the 
polls in great numbers. 

One of the greatest campus ma
chines was formed at a boarding 
house, the Mergele Manor, when 
a member of the Clique told a resi
dent of the manor that he couldn't 
run for office and win, without 
perm1ss10n. The boy went back 
to the lodge, told the boys what 
the Clique member had said, and 
after that, it was Katie, Dar the 
Door. 

The Mergele Machine (now de
funct) was one of the best organ
ized political groups that ever hit 

FOR YOUR FORMAL 

Also Ope n Dat es on 

LES BROWN NICK STUART 

JOE CASTLE 

8-6169 
H . D. McELROY 
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"But I fixed this room up just to he lp out you boys back from ~erv 1c c . 

the Forty Acres. They had a card 
file listing practically every stu
dent in the University, his home
town, his friends , and how to get 
his vote. In an assembly race, 
an unprecedented publicity cam
paign went on; no student in the 
College of Arts and Sciences went 
uncontacted. They used the per
sonal approach, spending night 
after night walking the streets, 
spreading the word over the Uni
versity. Their candidates went in 
with a landslide. 

In the Spring of 1941, they 
scored their biggest trium:ih, elect
ing Fred Niemann to the presi
dency and Whiskey Harper as 
Ranger editor. In the presidential 
race, Niemann opposed Ralph 
Spence, a Chi Phi. The Chi Phi 
pledges worked like Trojans get
ting Spence's signs in sliape, then 
stored them in the Old Library 
Building to be put up around the 
campus early on election day. All 
was in readiness, but the night be
fore the election a group of 
"pledges" came after the signs, 

telling the nightwatchman that the 
brothers had told them to put the 
posters up that evening. The next 
day not a Spence sign was to be 
seen anywhere on the campus, but 
there was talk of a bonfire outside 
of town, earlier that morning. 

In the same race, a Niemann sup
porter rigged up an underground 
radio and began extolling his can
didate to the campus, between pop
ular records. The Federal Com
munications Commission interven
ed, but Niemann was not disquali
fied, as it had been done without 
his permission. 

Stunts have always been popu
lar. Jake Pickle, elected to the 
student presidency in 1937, pulled 
one of the best. He wrote the 
Heinz Pickle Company and wheed
led them out of 3,000 of those 
miniature pickles given away at 
the state centennial. People wore 
them on the campus and Pickle 
went in like Flynn. Another can
didate ran a lottery giving free 
airplane rides; one had a neon 
sign; horses and cows have been 
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frequent visitors to the Forty 
Acres during election time, and 
free shines, candy, punch, and 
smokes, are old stand-bys. 

There's been no end of political 
chicanery in years past. In 1927, 
for instance, eleven students were 
found guilty of voting more than 
once, thirty-four students voted 
who were no longer in school, and 
the names of twenty persons who 
were not then in school and had 
never been registered in school 
were listed on the ballots. 

There was one brief attempt at 
peace between the Greeks and In
dependents, the abortive Harmony 
party in 1942, made up of equal 
numbers of Greeks and Indepen
dents. It died aborning in its first 
year when the Independents 
thought it looked like the Greeks 
were taking over the driver's seat. 

Voting swap-outs are the most 
frequent key to U. T. elections. 
Frats and independents frequently 
ask sorority bloc votes in return 
for support during the Sweetheart 
elections. It's been done before; 
it will be done again. Currently 
there are reports of such a swap
out between a sorority and a large 
fraternity that ran a successful 
candidate last spring. The girls did 
their part, and now they expect full 
support in the coming Sweetheart 
race, but so far all they have is 
the promise of the campaign man
ager, a politician whose word is 
valued in some quarters almost as 
highly as a counterfeit Confeder
ate bill. 

That man 'fho said, "Politics is 
dirty business," wasn't just talk
ing to hear his head rattle. 

Father, to ycu::g::;kr just put 
to bed: Now· what are you crying 
for?" 

Son: I wanna drink. 
Father: So do I. Go to sleep. 

-The Pointer. 

ON THE COVER proud pappy 
AUDREY GILL holds up his son BER
NARD LEE GILL, who seems none too 
happy over the situation. Gill, one of 
UT's football-playing fathers, is back 
after a stretch as a C-54 pilot during 
the war. STANLEY DEPWE, who took 
the picture in Memorial Stadium, re
ported that ihe big red-head from 
Sweetwater is the spitting image of 
his young son. 
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WE CAME TOO EARL YI-

(Continued from p. 8) 
them with brave smiles. 

"How nice. Excuse me. I'll see 
if I can find your name cards." 

"Thank you,'' said Ann as Gin
ger left them. 

"For Christ's sake, why doesn't 
someone get up and go help wash 
the dishes?" demanded a voice be
hind them. 

They turned around and a short 
girl in an apron was staring !lt 
them. Her look of disgust turned 
into one of amazement, then em · 
barrassment. 

"I'm awfully son-y. I thought 
you two were pledges," she said. 

She ducked around a doorway 
quickly and they heard her say, 

"What in the hell are those two 
rushees doing here now?" 

"What's your major, Ann?" 
asked Jane, turning to Mary. 

"I'm Mary. Sociology." 
"How nice. That's mine too." 
"Really?" 
"Yes, and I just love it." 
She looked up at the doorway. 

Mary and Ann looked too. The 

stepladder was gone in the hall, 
a straight line of smiling girls 
was standing to the right of the 
door, and more rushees were en
tering. Mary and Ann saw cards 
being pinned on their shoulders. 
Each new girl was helped into 
the now clean living room by 
three Omega Nus. 

"Excuse me," said Jane, "and 
I'll get your name cards." 

Mary and Ann smiled. They 
looked up at the crowded room, 
and heard, 

"So you're from Dallas. How 
nice. I just love Dallas." 

"I'm so glad to be here." 

"Let's go around and meet ev
eryone." 

"I'm so glad to see you, Claire. 
I've been waiting for you." 

"How do you manage to 
have all those name cards ready?'' 

"Your house is so lovely. How 
do you ever get it cleaned up be
tween parties?" 

"Oh, it's easy-takes no time at 
all." 

Ann turned to Mary. 

"We came too early, Mary." 
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"ON THE DRAG" 

RANGING 

(Continued from p. 13) 

in the Ranger. Another artist, 
Tom Whitehead Shefelman, has 
turned up from the Navy. 

If you like Steve Rascoe's car
toons, you should have seen the 
one they censored. 

One of the enjoyable jobs in 
the editorial office of the Ranger 
belongs to Paul Skillma~. He is 
responsible for the jokes you see 
scattered about; he has the happy 
job of poring through countless 
college magazines picking them 
out. The only trouble is, he ap
pears in night-clubs, telling them 
for his own. Et tu, Brute. 

Joan Walker, the woman with 
the repartee of a l;Jack widow 
spider, contributes a literary vb
servation for your peru3al. 'Ye 
attempted to get her rmmmer term 
paper for Mody Boatright's South
western literature course; it had 
the intriguing title of "The West
ern Saloon." 

J. Frank Dobie took time off 
from writing an article for Har
per's to do a piece for us. When 
we visited him to make arrange:-

30 

ments, we found him up a tree, 
literally, trimming broken limbs. 
He had shortly before returned 
from Europe, and of late, the 
noted Texan has been turning 
from folklore to questions politi
cal and social. "What I really 
want to do," he confided, "is write 
another book." 

A new book? We were thrilled. 
What would it be about? 

England in wartime? 
Postwar fascism on the conti-

nent? 
The Russian question? 
Hitler? 
The University a ·rgument? 
The Texas Regulars? 
"Naw," he drawled, "the coy 

ote." 
In the last issue, along with the 

"Library Must Go" article, we 
planned a full page list of banned 
volumes, with the call-numbers in 
parentheses, for ready use. Un
fortunately, the scissors officials 
did not appreciate the artistic val
ue of such a list, so we didn't get 
to print it. But it certainly is 
keeping everybody in the office 
b1,1sy, trying to read all thos~ 
books. 

Putting out the Ranger is not 
a one-man job, so we still are on 
the lookout for poets, artists, writ
ers, photographers, pornograph
ers, cartoonists, scribblers of hon 
mots, and perfect 36's. The of
fice is on the basement fioor of 
the Journalism Building, along
side the bourgeois diggings of 
The Daily Texan. 

The harvest moon is calling out
side, so we depart with these im
perishable words, culled from a 
new Yale Record: 

There was a young lady named 
Reba 

Who was wooed by an amorous 
amoeba. 

This wee bit of jelly 
Would crawl on her belly 
<\nd tenderly murmur, "Ich 

liebef." 

Wife (to returning husband): 
"So you finally came back. I 
guess home is the best place after 
all." 

Husband (drearily): "It's the 
only place open."-Bomber. 

PHOTO CREDITS 
Cover, pages 13, 14, 15, 19, 20, 21, Stan
ley Depwe ; 20-21, Jack Trotter ; 21, John 
Bryson, Jr. 

PAPPIES 

(Continued from p. 15) 
Daughter of Allan Lawler, 173 
pound tailback from Texarkana, 
she still has ambitions for action 
on the gridiron, says Linda, "At 
least I can play in the band."' 

Harold King, end from Amarillo, 
is the only player with double 
trouble. His sons, Mike and Mark, 
have already shown football poten
tialities, according to King. He 
already has Mike picked for the 
backfield, and Mark for the line. 
Also picking our star material for 
the future is Hubert Bechtol, 
whose son is the newest addition 
to the roster. The All-American 
and his wife have already recog
nized that their three-month old 
son has large feet and hands, sure 
signs of football leanings, accord
ing to the beaming parents. 

The gigantic, rambling football
ers talk endlessly of their off
spring and their exploits, and con
stantly buttonhole fellow-players 
with stories and pictures. 

"Geeze," as one unmarried play
er expressed it, "the next thing 
you know they'll be issuing diapers 
from the supply room." 

Motor Cop-"Hey, you! Didn't 
you hear me say, 'Pull over 
there?'" 

Driver-"Why, I thought you 
said, 'Good afternoon, senator.'" 

M. C. (smiling)-"lsn't it a 
warm day, Senator?"-Columns. 

TEXAS RANGER 



POX 

(Continued from p. 18) 

his favorite subject-himself. His 
work read this way: 

"I-my-me-mine-myself. 
Ourselves-we-us-ours-'' 
(Author's Note: At this point 

Mr. Whitman gets all out of hand, 
first thinking himself to be the 
fox, jumping, then believing that 
he is the dog, lazing. At length 
he reaches the decision that he is 
a blade of grass beneath the dog 
and as such delivers a searching 
treatise on world philosophy.) 

T. S. Eliot, at college age, was 
already confounding his contem
poraries with his esoteric terseness 
and colorful language, to-wit: 
"This is the brown fox 
This the quick fox 
Jumping over dogs, 
Coats burred with fleas. Alas ! 
Their leaping and sleeping 
In the dried forest 
Is like two eels in a bucket of slop 
Or a one armed paper hanger 
With the itch. 

Movement without motion, round 
squares, 

Stein without Tokles, Abbotless 
Costello. 

He who has leaped 
With direct eyes 
To the hounds nether side 
Thinks of himself, if at all, 
Not as an athlete but only as 
The brown fox 
The quick fox." 

Even as a sophomore, Carl 
Sandburg loved to deal in his char
acteristic snatches of imagery, 
showing only a hint and leaving 
the rest to the imagination of the 
reader. His exercise read: 
The fox comes 
On little fox feet, 
Quick and brown. 
It sits looking 
Over the lazy dog, 
Leaps its silent haunches 
And moves on. 

William Saroyan did most of 
his work on a typewriter that must 
not have had any quotation mark 
key and the comma key only hit 
every other time. Even his typ
ing exercises had that quality of 
improvisation which he uses to 
flavor his writing today: 

(Continued on p. 32) 
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"Don't call me 'Mac'I" 

I JUST DO IT BECAUSE .... .. .. 
EVERYONE ELSE DOES .... ...... .. 

The eye that wanders idly oer the 
scenery 

Cannot but notice that among the 
greenery 

There are some sad and sordid 
pathways holding out 

Where leaves of grass are trom
meled swiftly under as they 
sprout. 

The gardeners no doubt lament the 
havoc of their emerald sward; 

They feel the beauty of the land
scape is a trifle marred. 

But for such nonsense we prag
matic moderns do not give a 
hoot! 

We know between two points the 
straight line is the shortest 
route. 

-Joe Noble 

Irate father (at three A. M.): 
Young man, what do you mean 
bringing my daughter in at this 
hour? 

Joe College: I have a class at 
eight.-Yale Record. 
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' Srick with i"exas A. & 1"1., Lad , and by Georg e , you'll e nd up in the chips." 

POX 

(Continued from p. 31) 
Hey, the fox shouted at the 

dog, are you ready to get jumped 
over? 

The dog rolled over and said, 
What for? 

What do you care what for. 
It's gonna be quick. I'm pretty 
brown, too, the fox said, and I'm 
fixing to jump. Get ready. 

Oh go to hell, the dog groaned, 
I'm tired. 

Tired or not, said the fox, here 
I come. He took a long run and 
jumped over the dog. 

Are you satisfied now, asked the 
dog? 

Sure, said the fox, why not? 
Then go away, said the dog. 
Okay, you poor, jumped over 

flea-bag, said the fox. 
Gertie "What The Hell" Stein, 

as she was known in her under
graduate days was just beginning 
to perfect her abstract, surrealis
tic style. Her treatment of the 
dog and fox ran thus: 

"Canine on his fine behind, sublime 
Canine on his fine behind. 
Along trotted the fox and jump, 

jump, jump 
Fox, fox, fox, fox, over the canines 
Over canines, canines, (Quick and 

brown) 

Behind. For Gawd's sakes! Look 
out, Alice! 

What the hell you tryin' ta do? 
Get bit, bit, bit." 

After reading these I looked at 
myself in perspective (no small 
trick in itself) and decided to give 
up writing. The quick brown 
typist jumped over the lousy type
writer. 

-E. E. Simms 

Then there was the one about 
the character and his girl at the 
movies and suddenly she said: 
"What's the matter with you?" 
and he says, "I'm not feeling my
self tonight," and she says, 
"You're telling me.'"-Exchange. 

"What a dirty trick that was." 

RUNNER 

(Continued from p. ftft) 
past were like the Keystone Cops 
in movies which ran and jumped 
about in double time. The suave 
feeling of a tailored suit. The lace 
of an afternoon dress, prickly be
neath his finger-tips, the laughter 
of a champagne supper, the dignity 
of the theater, the breathless mo
ment after a first kiss, the formal
ity of the opera, and the beautiful, 
sophisticated women, gaunt cheeked 
and full lipped. The traffiic light 
changed to green. 

The green of spring. The green 
of a garden. He, the worker bee, 
dancing lightly among beautiful 
flowers, tasting the sweetness of all 
with inconstant lips. And yet, 
somehow, beneath the smiles and 
laughter there was a searching, an 
a lmost imperceptible lacking in the 
midst of abundancy. Always some
thing just beyond his reach, just 
ahead, the taunting of the brass 
ring on the carousel. 

For some reason he remembered 
the racing dogs which burst their 
noble hearts pursuing a sawdust
filled rabbit which they never 
catch. Once when he had watched 
them, the mechanism broke down 
and he saw the dogs fall raven
ously on their rabbit and shred its 
imitation hide with hungry fangs; 
he remembered their hurt, bewil
dered confusion when sawdust 
coated their salivary tongues. 

While walking across the street, 
he thrust his hands into his pockets 
and touched the tiny plush box. 
Suddenly, he was tired, exhausted, 
but it was a pleasant kind of ex
haustion. The weariness of a run
ner who has won his race and 
relaxes on the soft grass to catch 
his breath. Like the runner, he was 
glad that he had run, pleased that 
he had won, and grateful that the 
race was over. 

Unable to resist the impulse, he 
eased the small box from his pock
et and flipped it open. Sunlight' 
caught up and returned the bril
liant glint of the large solitaire and 
gleamed from the smooth platinum 
wedding band. 

The race was over. Or was it? 
He smiled to himself and wondered 
vaguely what sawdust tasted like. 

"Going out tonight?" 
"Not completely.''-Jester. 
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