


ExrERIENCE TAUGHT MllllONS THE 
DIFFERENCES IN CIGARETIE QUAUIY! 

Result: Many millions more people 

found that they liked Camels best. 

I T'S ONLY a memory now, the war cigarette hortage. 
But it was durin g that shortage that people [ound them

selves comparing brands whether they intended to or not. 
And millions more people found that the rich, full 

Aavor o[ Camel's uperb blend of choice tobaccos suited 
th eir Taste to a "T." And that th eir Throats welcomed 
I he kind of cool mildn ess Camels deliver. 

Thus the demand for Came ls ... always great ... grew 
greater still . .. so grea t I hat toda y more peo ple arc mok
in g Camels than ever before. 

But, no matter how great the demand , this you can be 
ure o[: 
Camel quality is not to be tampered with. Only choice 

tobm·co.,, properly aged, and blended in the time-honored 
Camel way, are """ d iu CamPt ... 

dccording to a recent Mnonw1tk sun19: 

MORE DOCTORS 
SMOKE CAMELS 
than any other cigarette 
\\' hen 1h 1ce independent resea rc. h organiza tion~ 
a sled 11 :J ,597 doctor; - \\' hat cigarette do yo u 
'imoke, Docto r ? the brand uamttl mosl was Camel.' 



The bride was very much embarrassed 
when she saw twin beds in the hotel 
room. 

"Why what's the matter, dear?" asked 
the husband. 

"I thought when we came here we were 
going to have a room all to ourselves." 

-Yellow Jacket. 

She: " Darling, did you ever try sell
ing vacuum cleaners?" 

Ex-G.I.: "No, of course not." 
She: "Well, you'd better start now, 

for that's my husband coming up the 
walk." 

-Pup. 

Nurse: "You say your baby's name 
is Opium? What an odd name. You know 
opium is the product of the wild poppy, 
don't you?" 

Mandy: "Yassum, an' if de evah wuz 
a chile had a wild poppy, she's got one." 

-Columns. 

"Where do you think you're going," 
said the dog as another fled past him, 
"to a fire hydrant?" 

-Ski-U-Mah. 

And then there was a garbage man's 
daughter who was not to be sniffed at. 

-Log. 

Head for the round house, Nellie, 
he'll never corner you there. 

-Exchange. 

specialists in the 

Examination of the 

Eyes and the Fitting 

of Glasses. 
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Get Their Glasses 
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The maid had been using surreptitious
ly the bath tub of her employer, an 
elderly bishop. He was a bachelor, very 
fastidious about his toilet, and desired 
the exclusive use of his tub. 

He reprimanded the maid with much 
indignation: 

"What distresses me most, Mary, is 
that you have done this behind my back." 

-Penn Reactionary. 

Nudist colony theme ~;ong: "The 
Thrill Is Gone." 

-Colorado Dodo. 

No matter how bad times are, the 
Siamese twins can always make ends 
meet. 

-Colorado Dodo. 

Today the zipper is the undoing of 
the modern girl. 

-Colorado Dodo. 

"Why does Geraldine let all the boys 
kiss her?" 

"She once slapped a lad who was 
chewing tobacco." 

-Urchin. 

Co-ed: We must be getting home. We 
girls are out after hours. 

Soph: We're out after ours, too. 
Mis-A-Sip. 

SINCE ANCIENT DAYS 

Taxi Driver: Can't you two find a 
better place to kiss? 

Couple: No, the lips are by far the 
best place. 

-Colorado Dodo. 

Jim and Mary were roller skating 
when Mary suddenly fell. 

Immediately she flopped over and 
came to her feet again with remarkable 
agility. 

"Did you see how quickly I recovered 
my equilibrium?" 

"I sure did," answered Jim, "and al
most before I noticed it was uncovered." 

- Yellow Jacket. 

She laughed when I came over to the 
piano--but she got scared as hell when 
I came over to the divan. 

Colorado Dodo. 

Feminine voice over telephone: "Hello, 
are you Harry?" 

Masculine voice: "Not especially, 
lady, but I am far from bald." 

-Colorado Dodo. 

A friend of our recently remarked 
that he had discovered why the popu
lation of Salt Lake always stays the 
same-every time a baby is born some
one leaves town. 

-Pelican. 

She was only a stage manager's daugh
ter, but she had the loveliest props. 

ON CA J'vl P USES everywhere 
Beech-Nut Gum is a fnvo 1·ite 

Everywhere it goes the 
reputation of Beech-Nut 
for fine flavor goes with it 
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Some fellows doni need VARSITY 
If you were in the sandals of our corpulent friend, chances are that 
you wouldn't read any magazine either - not even VARSITY. 
But, if you're like most fellows, you'll welcome this new, different 
magazine because it's right down your alley. 
VARSITY is pitched directly to your way of thinking ... your likes 
. .. and your needs. Every issue brings you the entertainment, the 
information, the thrills, the laughs and encouragement younger 
college men want. In colorful, profusely illustrated pages - in 
down-to-earth language, VARSITY runs the gamut of your most 
vital interests. It' s really a glorious gab-fest in print, with some of 
the greatest minds in America taking part. 

BECOME A CHARTER SUBSCRIBER 
Act now, and get 12 big issues of this swell new magazine at the . 
SPECIAL CHARTER RATE of only $2.00. This means a saving 
of $1.00, for the regular rate of $3.00 will soon go into effect. 
Hurry, mail the coupon today and be among the first of the smart 
men on your campus to subscribe to VARSITY. 

IN THE FIRST ISSUE VARSITY BRINGS YOU 
The thrilling ADVENTURE OF THE ONE PENNY BLACK, Ellery Queen's 
favorite story • The Yankee Clipper Joe DiMaggio reveals his GREATEST 
THRILL • The real dope on SUMMER JOBS AND HOW TO GET THEM • 
VARSITY'S DATE CLINIC, 12 DATING DONT'S that pay off in popularity • 
DIARY OF A IVOLF, the hilarious maneuverings of a wow with women 

· •HARD HITTING TALKS ON PERSONALITY, GROOMING RECORDS 
PROBLEMS AND ALL YOUR INTERESTS. ' ' 

IN THRILLS, FUN 

AND INFORMATION 

~-----------------
TR 

260 Fourth Ave ., New York 10, N. Y. 

Count me in! Enroll me as a CHARTER SUBSCRIBER TO 

VARSITY. Enclosed is $2.00 for 12 issues . 

CITY _______ ZQNE_ STATE ___ _ 

C'EST LA 
BY ALLEN 

ROBERTSON 

POS T- GU ERRE 

however, no one seemed to have stopped 
breathing at the Independents' failure 
to sop up all the political gravy. In fa'ct, 
most of them appeared mildly incred
ulous that their unorganized ilk, tra
ditionally allergic to the polls, had man
aged to elect anybody. 

There was, of course, a modicum of 
remorse among these unwashed--even 
as at the great houses atop the social 
eminences. This contrition was evenly 
divided between (a) Thwarted Candi
dates, beginning to rue the money and 
study time spent in pursuit of doubtful 
privileges of office, and (b) t he Half
way-Independents, who had shared the 
gentry's sacred handclasp only to see 
the gold curtain clang down again on 
post-election day. But there was no self
immolation in the dying fires of political 
ambition. 

Gripes, but it was quiet . 

Cottony layers of silence palled the 
Forty, and even the Drag's obbligato of 
gears and pedestrian shrieks seemed 
muffled. Among the columned mansions 
of Uittle Greece, where no diamond
studded b'l'ethren or sistern stirred, it 
was so quiet that you could hear a frat 
pin drop . No /ratty songs slew the 
peace. The smelly, noisome hovels of 
Co-Op Row rang with no barbaric chants 
of celebration either. Everything just 
seemed stone cold dead. 

· True, snipers' shots still banged from 
the executive Olympus of Main Building 
into the dark forest fringing the periph
ery, and smoke puffs across Waller 
Creek and the swoosh of verbal fu sil
lades in trajectory showed evidence of 
return fire from the Dobie redoubt. 
Muffled echoes sounded from the distant 
bulk of the capitol and an occasional 
window or cornice or prof toppled from 
the Tower. 

But in the narrow student world yon 
mostly got the impression of a silence 
so profound that water droo ling from 
the scabrous monstrosities of Littlefield 
Fountain was loud by contrast. It wa8n't 
a pregnant hush, though; it seemed 
niore like the flat, bo1,ed, bilious pause 
of New Year's Eve plus one. 

What it really was, of course, was 
Election Day plus one. 

Yes, the signs were down and the 
handbills raked up and burned. The plat
forms were down, too, but since their 
amorphous substance wouldn't burn; 
each successful candidate merely shoved 
his promises out the back door of his 
mind to perish of neglect and malt'.eat
ment-just like New Year's resolut10ns, 
for, after all, hadn't these vow.s al~o 
been made in a weak moment, with s. -
cret mental reservations and tongue in 

cheek? And knowledge of student im
potence to influence the mechanism of 
any diploma factory? 

d' to 
The crushed contestants, acco1: ~g(b) 

their several natures, (a) got fn: ' the 
swore and sulked or (c) laid aside . 

' · the c·ui· extra and began to consider 1 h 
· the us 

r'icula,r . Down the avenu~ , m s ho!lle 
Neo-Georgian horror which wa . ters, 
for the Epsilon Depsilon clan, t.he ~~~ding 
conforming to (b)-above, were 

a community pout. erennial 
They were unhappy in the P aid 

disillusionment which Greeks are t:kes 
to suffer on failing to sweep the: tbeY 
at election time. For, even tho~.g proved 
had stooped to the tried and is 
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tactic of forming coalitions, cliques, and 
never-kept voting pacts, the girls had 
still no more than b.roken even with the 
shoestring operators. Biggest let-down 
for the lady Greeks, of course, was the 
failure to bear juicy political plums of 
their annual "Independents-are-people 
too" campaign. 

"Those schemin' old Halfway House 
Co-Op boys must have let us down and 
voted for somebody else after t hey had 
practically promised to support our Ma
rijean. She'd have been elected su're if 
they had helped campaign." The mourn
er was a lank-haired blonde with an 
accentuated Bacallike slash of mouth. 
"And after we gave them that party, 
and dated um and treated um so equal
like," she added spitefully. 

Our Marij ean, who dangled ,a ciga
rette from her lower lip experimenting 
at looking dashed and cynical, bright
ened. "That boy I was out with seemed 
real sweet at first. You'd almost never 
guess he was an Independent. But he 
lives in some horrible ole place like a 
boarding-house." She shuddered percep
tibly and shame settled on her like a 
swarm of gnats. "He kept trying to 
prove that Independents have an old
time grip too." 

Over on dead-end Guadalvaca Street 
at Halfway House, the largest campus 
Co-Op, (sometimes r eferred to as the 
"core of Independent strength"), there 
was no indication that news from the 
hustlings had brought on a swivet. All 
Independents, according to Greek myth
ology, are neurotic from frustrated 
hopes of being pledged; at Halfway, 

And so, though there was much ennui 
and small joy in Mudville among both 
the college proletatjat and bourgeoisie, 
at least things were back to normal. 
People went to a sleep unbroken by 
mercenary serenading. Frat pins were 
brought out of hiding, polished, and 
again displayed on Greek briskets, and, 
as of yore, there was mutual casting 
of aspersions and heaping of contumely 
among the strata. 

Okay, you okay, so some are in and 
some are out. So was it all mere futil e 
sound a,nd fury? Not at all, I say not 
at all. It was not in vain. 

T,hose eQ?"nest oontenders, yo'U;thful 
faces set in grim determination, were . 
but bringing ever nearer the Great Bat
tle of Li,fe-tha,t horrific bogey which, 
time out of mind, has been held up to 
scare students from high school gradua
tion on through college. It ?natters not 
whether they are Greek or Ba,rbarian, 
were victorious or trampled under; they 
were getting in some good practice for 
the big-league hustling yet to come. 
Yes, they'll find plenty of opportunities 
to politick in the future, because once 
a politician a,lways a politician, and if 
Li/ e ain't Politics then what the hell 
is it? 

--- · -- --
-~D 

"Some girls run this three-to-one thing in the ground!" 
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ACADEMIC 
FREEDOM 

AGAIN 

I'll go and unshackle the chains of my 
mind, and learn to put into practice 
my ideals. That's what I'll do! 

"Neither acquiescence in scepticism, 
or acquiescence in dogma is what edu
cation should produce. It should produce 
a belief that knowledge is attainable in 
a measure, though with difficulty; that 
much of what passes for knowledge at 
any given time is likely to be more or 
less mistaken, but tha.t the ?µ,istakes 
can be rectified by care and industry. 
. . . Education is the key to the new 
world." - Bertrand Russell. 

Looking over several Universities, I 
decided upon the University of Texas, 
because obviously it had more un
shackled minds than any other. This I 
reasoned from a magazine article, which 
said that there was at this time in the 
University a battle to chain the minds 
of the students. Of a certainty, there 
were high minds here, and if someone 
was trying to chain them, I would go 
enter the struggle to fight for those cer
tain inalienable rights which are guar
anteed in this country to all Caucasia·· 
males through the eternal vigilance of 
the W. C. T. U., the Ku Klux Klan, and 
Colonel McCormick. 

Arriving at the great center of ~ul

ture, I hopefully ventured on the campus 
and entered my first class, American 
History, taught by Staffordshire Moore-

"That's it!" I shouted gleefully. I'll 
go to a University and become educated. 
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Are you 

Maeb eht no* 

You are, if you get tongue-tied when you meet a 
cute cookie! Or worse yet, if you stoop to "weather 
t alk !" Get on the beam right, fellow! Start off from 
third base! Offer that choice bit of calico a yummy 
Life Saver. She'll be kee~ on them (and you). 

*"On the beam" backwards 

5¢ 

P. S. Just in case this friendship 
ripens-Life Savers keep your (and 
her) breath kissably fresh! 

JOKE OF THE MONTH 

"If the Dean doesn't take back what 
he said to me th is morning, I'm going 
to leave college." 

"What did he say?" 
"He told me to leave -college." 

-Scottie Robinson 
2216 Rio Gra nde 
Austin, Texas 

house, LL.D., Ph.D., M.A., M.D., B.B.A., 
and V.D. As I entered the room, Dr. 
Moorehouse was speaking. "Er, Aah, 
Class, we will not take up the first phase 
of our study of history, namely the 
great revolution led by our glorious fore
fathers, the Federalists, against the 
dogmatic, tyrannical, communist-inspired 
Tories." 

I raised my hand and the great man's 
eyes turned wearily my way. "Question!" 

"Sir,'' I ventured. "James Truslow 
Adams wrote that the Federalist party 
during the presidency of John Adams 
became in reality the Tory party, which 
was ... " 

I was stopped by a scream of rage 
from the teacher. 

"Sir! Do you know what you have 
just done?" 

"No, Sir." 
"You have just denied Democracy, 

the Validity of the Constitution, Free 
Enterprise, States Rights, The White 
Primary, and the Sacred Memory of our 
American Heroes!! Young man, you had 
better change your section, for I will 
not tolerate such narrow-mindedness!" 
I slunk from the classroom. 

The next day I changed my section. 
The girl at the desk tittered a little 
when she handed me the card, and in
formed me that my new teacher was a 
"radical." 

Ivanov Roskostovitch, C.1.0., I.W.W., 
A.F.L., U.M.W., and U.S.S.R., taught 
the class I was changed to. I entered 
and heard him intoning: 

"So now you seee, spacivo, that the 
feelthy capitalistichka war vas fought 
by the implication the applied power 
controlled by the moneey mierchants of 
dees degeneerate captialisticaly economi. 
Kome dee Revolootion, and things shall 
change. Da!" 

This amazed me slightly, to say the 
least, but I sat quietly through the class, 
and learned many things about the 
"feelthy capitalistichka." 

When the bell rang, the professor 
raised his right arm and clenched hfa 
fist. 

"The proletariat of the world have 
nothing to lose but their chains. They 
have a world to win!" 

"Working men of all countries unite!" 
"Comrades Unite!" roared the class, 

rising, and extending their right arms 
with fists clenched. 

I sat dumbfounded until the muscular 
girl on my right dug the toe of her hob
nailed boot into my instep. Strong hands 
grasped me at the base of the skull, 
and lifted me into a standing position. 

"Comrades Unite!" shouted the pro
fessor. 

I raised my right arm and clenched 
my fist. 

"Comrades Unite!" we chorused. 
It is really surprising just how much 

education you can pick up in such a 
short time. 

Carl Bryant 
TEXAS RANGER 
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ranging 
This issue of the magazine is com

bined, for several good official reasons. 
The editor, however, would never have 
agreed to such a procedure except that 
the life of the magazine was in danger . 
A compromise was necessary. 

At the time a combined issue was de
cided upon, a movement was in action 
to cease publication of the Texas Rang
er. The Board of Publications, where 
the action took place, could legally stop 
any of the campus periodicals, but they 
would hesitate to do so in the face of 
the wrath of the student body. 

The possibility of the Ranger being 
scuttled is not the real danger, how
ever. In recent months a definite trEnd 
has appeared on this campus to control 
all the publications through paid super
visors, who are to make them more "re
sponsible." 

If such a thing came to pass, it would 
be better to abolish all student journals 
on this campus. There are enough stoog·es 
in the University of Texas without the 
publications taking part. 

The people who want to control the 
publications plan it psychologically. The 
Texas Ranger has it on unimpeachable 
authority that they desire the movement 
to come from a student source. That 
type of student is not hard to find on 
a campus this large. 

Freedom of the student press is some
thing that has been developed here dur
ing the entire life of the University. 
It is one of the basic freedoms still 
alive on the Forty Acres. If the pub
lications come under control, they will 
be nothing but mouthpieces under petty 
officials delegated to Ree that no criticism 
gets in. 

Criticism is part of the air democracy 
breathes. We are here to learn about 
democracy. This is the place to fight 
for it, too. 

Most of this issue is devoted to that 
species of North America alone, the 
coed. As it exists in the University of 
Texas, it has been the object of both 
scrutiny and discussion, so we decided 
to get some views on her from various 
sources. 

Billy Taylor did a poem and illustra
tions to go with it. Jack Swartout looked 
at women's clothes, and why. Downs 
Matthews and Ralph Marks did some re
search, and Joan Walker took up the 
typewriter in defense of her kind. We 
hope you like it. 

Special thanks this issue go to the 
Delta Gammas and to Zack Graham, for 
helping us out so much with some 
pictures. 
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aaaahhh, these damn college women! 

In the two years since veterans began returning en masse to the 

Forty Acres, that phrase or a sympathetic variation has appeared m 

hundreds of conversations. At boarding houses, dormitories, 

and other male gathering centers. Realistic or not, it represents a 

definite view held by large numbers of men on this campus, and is a 

factor to be reckoned with in any sort of social intercourse 

among students in the University. 

poradically, in the last year, the question of co-eds 

has cropped up in the DAILY TEXAN'S Firing Line, letters-to

the-editor column and often barometer of campus interest. On each 

occasion, the barrage of letters and intensity of opinion has 

led the editor to close the question in behalf of peace and harmony. 

ith Spring in the air, interest, and possibly chagrin, toward 

the college woman will increase. In the next few pages, the TEXAS 

RANGER attempts to give a picture of what makes the co-ed 

tick. A library on them would not give understanding, 

but perhaps this series will add perspective. 
(C11 11f i 1111 ed 0 11 /'aye .I;! ) 
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NIE 
(ON CAMPUS MINNIE'S THE GAL 

YOU'LL SEE-WHO FITS 

THIS PATTERN TO A TEE!l 

Pregnancy, fatness, and double chin? 
Unmentionable subjects for little Mini 
Death and politics are so obscure; 
Science and art hold for her no lure. 
A career is something that can always wait. 
Talk of marriage might spoil a date . 
"Keeping the peace"-a desirable end
Can wait 'til tomorrow to find a friend; 
For today there's a picnic with laughter and 

beer; 
Tonight there's a date with the boy she'll 

revere . 
Of course, revere is hardly the word. 
She knows him by frat pin and neckties absurd; 
By patter 'bout beer-busts and sex innuendo 
Which makes Minnie blush and sit next the 

window. 
His Chrysler affords many gay trips to Bartons. 
He buys Ludy Strikes Minnie smokes by the 

carton. 
Though he swears his true love and gives her 

a pin, 
He's just standard equipment and means to 

an end! 

' 

Secrecy bonded is Minnie's great pr ide . 
' Fore revealing the hand-clasp, she'd forfeit 

her hide . 
Symbols and rites, pins , mottoes, and creeds 
Crowd Minnie's brain like warm summer's 

weeds. 
So, friend and confidante , you'll please excuse 

her 
If spreading your confidences seems to amuse 

her . 
For crowding out clandestine oaths of some 

beau 
Are pass-words and fanny-s laps , mumbo and 

jumbo. 

THE MUCHO 

Min's a fish and a fowl-an amphibious gal
A Christian, a Voter, not hard to corral. 
She's a Greek, a Ghost, and a lover of book. 
She'll dance , ride, and hunt if her picture is 

took . 
The Twins, the Home Ecs, the Sisters, the 

Moderns, 
All claim a share in the praise that her nod 

earns. 

TEXAS RANGER 



Min 's taste is so cultured she always a wink 
shuns. 

But this overbred taste draws some labored 
distinctions. 

She 's a lover of nature 'in neatly mowed grass, 
Though the boy who likes hiking she cons iders 

quite crass . 
Dame Nature's sole purpose, according to Min, 
Is to backdrop thos e picnics with blanket and 

friend. 

Contests of beauty hold no fears for Minnie. 
Her knees may be knobbed and her back may 

be skinny, 
But every fe w we eks, at the drop of a hat, 
She'll battle to be Miss This or Miss That, 
And all winter long the drab world is lightened 
By glimpses of Min in a swim-suit well tight-

ened. 
She would die if you s~w her in slippers and 

gown , 
But her swim-su ited torso's the talk of the 

town . 

DRAWINGS AND 
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POEM BY 

Ou,'. Minni.~ would live in a ".'. ysti~al glo'7:. " 
A maybe serves turn for a yes or a no . 
With ind irect chatte r, she's queen of the 

phone. 
Her meaning is gleaned from inflection or 

tone . 

"Crip" course s, short hours , and chan'9ing of 
sections 

Give Minnie a chance in the coming elections. 
Her platform is slender, as platforms go, 
But her ca'.'.'paigning cohorts sigh, "We love 

her so . 
So backed by the flubs from a google of clubs, 
Her sinecure conquest brings banging of tubs 
And shouting and singing and outbursts of 

tears 
From the myriad 101ners who 've reigned 

through the years . 

From th e list of these unnumbered feats don't 
infer 

That doubt in this chaos could never occur. 
For with f irst foreboding of adult thought 

train 
She flips on the radio and fills up her brain 
With th e worn-out lyrics of a tin -pan refrain , 
Which Minn ie plays over and over again. 

Oh Min , d e are st Min , won't you stop, look, and 
listen 7 

Gold is not simply all that which will glisten. 
For with ea ch co-ed conquest your state seems 

to wors e n, 
And you ' re farther and farther from being a 

real pe rson . 

BILLY TAYLOR 
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A BIT OF A 

SYMPOSIUM • • 
AMERICAN GIRLS 
VERSUS FOREIGN 

M
ODERN American woman is an 

abject failure. Not only by the 
standards of Queen Elizabeth 

and her cohorts, but by the qualifications 
set down by her modern sisters does ·~he 
American woman fail to measure up in 
actuality. I have fingers and toes to 
spare when I count the American women 
I know that can sincerely look at an
other woman and wholly approve of 
what they see. 

Ever since Adam's playmate pulled 
her little trick, the male has been the 
goat. Woman was ruling fairly well be
hind the scenes and at the breakfast 
table until along came an American to 
change things. 

Sufferage for women. Sometimes I 
wonder who is suffering now. 

T HE disease is even spreading into 
the former male stronghold of 
Japan. When that society falls, 

the last fortress of maleocracy is gone 
and we men have witnessed the last 
flicker of hope snuffed out. 

They are beautiful enough. Heaven 
forbid I should say otherwise. With pads 
and puffs, rouge and paint, pins, rayons, 
dyes, and half of the Rexall fortune tied 
up in them, how could they be otherwise? 
That great student of women, Will 
Shakespeare, had this to say: '"Tis in 
grain, sir, twill endure wind and weath
er. 'Tis beauty truly blent whose red 
and white nature's own sweet cunning 
hand laid on." 

Did you ever get caught in the rain 
with a gorgeous blonde with long eye
lashes? The shock is still too much with 
me to endure retelling the startling reve
lation. 

But this is not a world-wide situation 
in the degree that it prevails in the 
United States. American society, so long 
cut off from the rest of the world po
litically and socially, developed its own 
i:;eculiar species.of femininity. 

French, Swiss, German, or Italian 
women are certainly of a more sensible 
type, and besides they can cook and sew. 
I once knew a University co-ed that 
could actually prepare a fairly palatable 
meal. That was really an achievement 
when you consider that the number of 
UT girls able to turn on a water faucet 
or fix a filet mignon could be crowded 
into one of the Tower elevators. 

The rate of foreign marriages among 
United States forces overseas during the 
war alarmed the female population. Why 
shouldn't it? The American female gravy 
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train was pulling out and someone else 
was on it. 

Ah the American girl, so pure, so re
fined, with roses in her cheeks, sparkle 
in her eyes and a brain in her head. 
Where is she? 

-Bill Smith. 

HOW DO THEY 
DO IT? 

"A good leg will fall; a straight back 
will stoop . . . a fair face will wither 
... a full eye will wax hollow; but a 
good heart ... keeps (its) course truly ." 

- W. Shakespeare. 

MANY a good-hearted girl goes 
unnoticed, as many men forget 
the wisdom of Shakespeare. 

With men constantly amazing the oppo
site sex by going against pre-determined 
theories and maxims, and vice versa, the 
fluidities of male-female warfare are 
governed only by a complete lack of laws. 
It's pure improvisation, and the experi
ences of others won't help in this fight. 

There are theories, which seem prac
ticable, but the best thing to do is read 
them and forget them. Lovers have a 
way of tripping on rules. 

One of the main things to remember, 
however, is the fact that a man is fonder 
of looking at a girl than she is of look
ing at him (Especially in cases of dis
habille, i.e., Barton's, etc.). Thus the 
drugstore corner wolves, mass strip-tease 
audiences, and calendars devoted mainly 
to pictures of pretty girls. In general, 
full curves before and behind, shapely 

THE RATIO IS 
THE TROUBLE 

legs, and a healthy sweater figure in on 
the figure figures. 

Man's assets, strangely enough, need 
not be purely physical, but may be most 
strongly accentuated through the use of 
artificial aids. A convertible, thousands 
of dollars, a yacht, all tend to make her 
find him more personable, and certainly 
more desirable. Sometimes, among the 
proletariat, liquor and a blackjack suffice. 

The very paradoxica!ity of women is 
one of their more fascinating facets; 
their ability to amaze men rests solely 
in the realm of trade secrets. Thus, man 
goes to the YMCA gymnasium daily, 
works out, slings weights around, and 
plays seven different sports he doesn't 
like, just to develop muscles. Then half 
the female country falls for an emaciated 
crooner, explaining it, "Some boys just 
have to be mothered," 'Jl'd so like to 
cook him a few square meals," or "He 
looks like he should be better taken care 
of, the poor darling." 

Perhaps when the ratio is back to 
normal, and girls are used to having 
men around again, things will return to 
their former state. 

A university population is transient. 
"B" Hall has been here a long time, but 
today's men won't be here always. 

Neither will you, ladies. 
-Ralph Marks. 

THE 'PROFESSOR'S 
EYE' VIEW: 

T
HE professors at the University 
of Texas have their private gripes 
against the co-ed as a member of 

the human race. Some of them even de
vote lectures to the subject. 

Antipathy toward the gals is not 
caused merely by the fact that all profs 
hate women. Some of them even marry 

(Continued on Page J9) 



IF YOU are a suffering male student, 
the coming of spring will probably ne
cessitate your making several difficult 
adjustments to the peculiarities of co
eds' clothing. 

During the bleak months prior to East
er you no doubt became somewhat in
u.-ed to the co-ed in her typical winter 
costume. Such a costume ordinarily con
sisted of a size-40 sweater-so bedecked 
with insignia that you had to look twice 
to decide whether its wearer was an 
Alpha-something-or-other or an officer in 
the Firstteenth Air Force-a pair of 
baggy slacks or a skirt almost covered 
by the sweater, boots that might have 
been contributed by a retired Cossack 
trooper or a deep-sea diver, and other 
odds and ends gleaned obviously from 
Army-surplus stores and from Heaven 
knows where else besides. 

With spring, however, the co-ed's 
clothing, like the foliage of the campus 
trees, undergoes a remarkable transfor
mation. In winter you were able to rec
ognize the co-ed in your government class 
solely by her general facial characteris
tics, suddenly you may now learn more 
about her anatomy and thus enhance 
your chances of recognizing her more 
rapidly and at a greater distance. 

It is quite possible that you may meet 
her on the Drag dressed, say, in shorts 
and bra, one of those "peek-in-and-get
slapped" blouse affairs, or in any one of 
the dozen or more equally distracting 
warm-weather get-ups. 

When this happens you are apt to 
realize, with somewhat of a shock, that 
perhaps you have been passing up a good 
bet. What do you do? The weather is 
ideal for swimming or lying around in 
the sun, and you have enough left out 
of your check to make it to Bartons and 
it's very, very hot, anyway. So, at the 
first opportunity, you ask her for a date. 

Let us assume that you get the date. 
Upon arriving at the sorority house at 
the schedulM time, you get another 
shock. When your date comes down the 
stairs-after, of course, you have been 
kept waiting sufficiently long-, you will 
discover that she is not at all dressed 
like 11he was when you saw her on the 
Drag. 

The shorts and bra assembly that you 
would have thought appropriate for Bar-
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tons has, for some reason or other, been 
supplanted by a pair of patched and 
faded blue jeans and a white shirt that 
could have come from no other place 
than her father's or brother's wardrobe. 
To complete her attire she has entwined 
some sort of dish towel-looking thing 
around her head. The only thing missing 
is a cobra to go with the turban. 

But if this get-up by itself were not 
ludicrous enough, it would be rendered 
that way by the manner in which it is 
worn. The blue jeans are rolled to the 
knees. Perhaps they are held up by a 
belt, or, more likely, are so much too 
small for the wearer that a belt would 
be necessary only in the event that some 
fundamental buttons were suddenly to 
give way, as they continually threaten 
to do. 

Nor is the shirt worn to the best ad
vantage. Instead of being tucked in the 
jeans in the traditional manner of all 
well-behaved shirts ever worn by men, 
it is left hanging out. Looking at your 
date, you are reminded of the little can
dle-bearing boy seen in the trademark 

BY JACK 

of one of the well-known tire company's. 
She is ready, not, as you might expect, 
to pick cotton, but to accompany you on 
the bus to Bartons. 

Why do co-eds-winter, spring, or any 
other time-dress the way they do? No 
one in the psychology department has 
been consulted, but the author of an 
article published in a last year's issue 
of the New York Times Magazine offers 
a number of theories, some of which 
have an air of plausibility. 

One of these is that co-eds, wanting 
or believing themselves to be intellec
tuals, accordingly try to dress as tradi
tion says all intellectuals dress-in the 
most sloppy manner possible. The poet 
invariably is pictured as a sunken
checked individual who foregoes the ma
terial distractions of getting his pants 
pressed or his hair cut; the writer is 
always an unshaven character who, 
hunched over his typewriter in a room 
whose floor is strewn with cigarette butts 
and empty whiskey bottles, hacks out 
best sellers for tremendous sums; the 

(Continued on Page 30) 
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"WHAT," say the veterans on 
on their return to college 
life, " has happened to the 

girls in our Univers ity?" 
After years of griping in the St'rvice, 

the average ex-G .I. knows what he con
siders wrong with college girls, but he 
isn't sure just what to do about it. 

The biggest factor involved is one of 
contrast. Through a quick, sobc>ring ma
turity and the sweeping education of 
war travels, they know what they want 
in a woman. They have been awakened 
to possibilities in the female by a ssocia
tion with women all over America and 
the rest of the world. Not loose, wild 
women without morals. Just women, not 
girl s. 

Already, the female reading this 
article, fee ls rebelliousnes · stir
ring in her. Here, among other 
things, is what she will say: 
1. "If that's what they want in a 

woman, deliver me. I'll not. be 
like those immoral hussies in 
California." 

2. "I suppose you want me to 
make mad Russian love to every 
man r meet?" 

3. "It's just some Jl"UY popping off 
because he hasn't got enough 
on the ball to get a date. Sour 
grapes." 

4. "I'll do what I damn well please 
and if they don't like it, they 
can lump it." / 

5. "What does he mean? I simply 
can't understand what he mean~. 
Do you understand what he 
means?" 

Without hes itation, any veteran is able 

to voice his chief complaint,; precisely. 
The college girl, say the veternns, sec> ms 
to feel that she does a boy a favor by 
dating him. The sorority girl, and most 
others, would like him to believe that 
she is completely booked up and o ex
tremely popular that she hardly has time 
for any one boy. 

Runninp: amuck because of the prc>sent 
ratio of th1·t'C' boys to evc>ry one girl, co
eds make dates three weeks and a month 
in advance. "And they don't mind break
ing them at the last minute,' ' added one 
veteran, "the dirty ... " 

Most G.1.'s are not foolish enoup:h lo 
make dates that far ahead, but the onei> 
that do are largely responsible for such 
a condition existing. Prolonged waits 
and a minimum of date-breaking is the 
quickest refrigeration to any male's ar
dor. 

The college girl, when on a date, ex
JJects too much of her boy friend, and 
gives too little in return. She makes no 
attempt at being a g·ood date, or trying 
lo show the boy, who i willing to spend 
his time, money, and efforts in obtaining 
her company, that she is appreciative. 
The man gains the impression that she 
actually does not appreciate him at all; 
rather, that she had it· coming anyway. 

One veteran, an ex-air corps sergeant 
with two years overseas, was able to 
put some of his thoughts into words. 
The girls he has dated in college, he 
said, still act as if they were "children 
with their giggling and shallow talk. 
Their actions on a date are calcufated 
to make an overwhelming impress ion of 
glamour. They chatter madly, call hys
terically to friends, use exag·gerated fa
cial expressions, and other motions de
s igned to attract attention, and in gen
eral, try to place 1 hemselves so that they 

DO W NS MATTHEWS: 

can be seen by the g1·eatest majority. 
people, who will notice that they are 1 

circulation, and supposedly will becom 
immediately interested." 

Cl's want a girl who will make a sin· 
cere attempt to be a first-class companion 
and friend, who will not pretend, for im
pres ion's sake, to be shocked at the 
mention of a drink or talk of going oft' to 
another city for a party and football 
game (not as is darkly suspected, for 
salacious debauches), and who will show 
that she can be vitally interesting, and 
intcrc>sted. In :;;o doing, she will convince 
the boy a lot quicker, that she will he 
the type with which he could live in 
successful manied harmony. 

By no means do most GI's advocate a 
laxing of morals, as so many girls will 
say on reading this. They desire, merely 
that college girls should realize that life 
was not made for them alone, and that 
they are not the chosen ones. Men wan 
more honesty, less caprice, less ilTa• 
tionality, and above all, a more reali tic': 
attitude toward life in all its aspec 
They do not sympathize with the girl', 
who told one vet in all seriousness, th&i 
she still believes in fairy tales. It isn•t. 
cute any more. 

One thing which really riles 
tempc>rament is the extreme opposite to 
which campus women go in some phasea 
of their relationships. Most girls will 
refuse to go with a boy who has no car, 
and this is not what could be called fair 
to the majority of males. After spend
ing a little time with the boy, the gh-1 
begins to feel him out as to what kind 
of a husband he would make. They shy
ly inquire as to his family, his bank 
account, his future, and if he qualifies, 
he is a good date. Otherwise, he is ou 
of luck. 

Straight from the mouth of a co-ed 
was the revelation to one GI that the 
average gil'I in the ::1orority and boardin11 
house alwayli considers each male she' 
meets from the standpoint of whether 
she would like him for a mate. The 
girls talk very objectively about their 
dates, plans, schemes, and what to do 
next, thinking that they know men per 
fectly and can put anything over. 

Men know that just as in marriage, 
courtship has to have equal help fro 

(Continued on Page 89) 
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Ode To Collegiat:e 
Womanhood 

Sweaters and plaids, 
Socks to the knee, 
Sleeves to the elbow, 
Bustles to tea; 
Leather and fur, 
Rubber and wood, 
Gabardine, corduroy, 
Jackets and hood. 
Odd things, strange things, 
Got to be queer. 
Try 'em; buy 'em. 
"Aren't they just de~r?" 

Needlessly, heedlessly, 
Casually attired; 
The weirder, the stranger, 
The more they're admired. 
Exhibitionists? Idiots? 
Morons? No, 

Just America's college girls, 
Would 'twere not so! 
Cloistered? Sequestered? 
Shielded from strife? 
Not our college lassies, 
Not on your life! 
Progressive, they call it; 
Here's to career! 

Dra wi ngs by Cha rles Sc ho rrie 
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Feed 'em on cigarettes; 
Toast 'em on beer. 
Frig id old spinsters' 
Finishing schools 
Varnish 'em, polish 'em, 
Teach 'em the rules : 

What not to do, when; 
What to do, how; 
Neat transformation 
To debbie from cow. 
Newport, Southampton, 
Bourgeois elite, 
Prom-trotting sophists, 
Casually sweet. 
Magazine phrases 
Flipped off the lips; 
Campus to campus 
On pin-snatching trips. 
Intellectual? Charming? 
Phoney veneer! 
No need to pose; 
We know you, my dear. 
Overgrown high school, 
And nothing much more
American college girls, 
God, what a bore! 
(Reprinted from the Old Maid) 
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IF ANYBODY KNOWS, 
IT'S THE TARGET 

A CO-ED TELLS 

ruined, they are asked to leave school, 
or their mind gives up the fight. Sooner 
or later the girl gets disgusted with the 
sham of the fratty life and breaks down 
and becomes normal. Then she loses her 
position as a party girl and is probably 
a lot happier. 

The other type of male peculiar to the 
postwar campm; is tht> st•1·ious-minded 
veteran. Many co-t•ds do not unden1tand 
the veteran and his periods of moodiness, 
his desires to study and make decent 
grades, but the smart woman recognizes 
them as men, mature and world-con
scious. Most of them have a good set of 
values and a group of high ideals not to 
be ignored; they often are too liberal
minded morally, which affronts a wom
an's vanity about her own morals, but 
a little understanding can go a long way 
with them. To the woman they often 
seem hard to approach and even harder 
to understand, but generally they are 
delightfully honest and eager to learn. 

(EDITOR'S NOTE: The followlnir article on 
the female new of woo-and-win tactl<s wa• writ
ten •>' a Unlnnlty of Ten• co-ed. She la 20 
1•r1 old, a oenlor, and a oororlty member. For 
••Ylou1 reaoon1, she prefers to write under a 
p1evdonym.) 

T HE most humorous thing in the 
world is to see the male play up 
his own assets. The football play

er who wears his sleeves rolled up to the 
most muscular part of his arms is really 

I no worse then the English major who 
1 quotes from the classics in the midst of 

conversations definitely unclassical. Men 
go on flouncing their glories to the 
world, and women go on loving the brawn 
and the brain. You can't win. 

Men are no damn good. This simple 
statement, the basis for a popular wom
en's club on the Forty Acres, somewhat 
expresses la femme's opinion of the op
posite sex. The only trouble with the 
adherents to this theory is that they 
find man a very necessary evil. They 
can't get away from it. 

Despite his stale lines, his muscle-flex
ing moments, his poor dancing, or his 
desires to flaunt his vanity to the four 
winds, man is the most indispensable of 
all woman's indispensables. This con
flict in woman's thinking culminates in 
actions on her part which are actually 
not in her own interest. 

Speaking in ideals, the male most al
luring would be the one who unconscious
ly has strength and who sincerely has 
intelligence. A man who uses his brawn 
only when it is needed is much more 
pleasing company than the one who goes 
around lifting barbells, chinning on all 
available door ledges, and doing his 
calisthenics at the local swimming pool. 

In dressing, too, men should forget 
Mr. Atlas if they want to win the hearts. 
There is not a more disgusting sight 
than a man who wears his shirt open to 
the waist, sans undershirt. The hairy
chested males have their place in the 
world, but they need more than a Vigoro
fed chest to get along. 

A
WELL-GROOMED man is a joy 
to any woman, though few men 
realize it. The real jewel, how

ever, is a man who knows when to be 
strong and when to be helpless. Purely 
a godsend. 

Getting down to basics, the female 
loves an intelligent man. The male who 
only assumes brains will be found out 
and put on the shelf, but the man who 
;really knows the answers and keeps them 
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to himself will be sought after forever. 
Joke-book readers a1·e popular, but the 
man for making funnies on any occasion 
is the one appreciated by women. A boy 
does not have to be a Phi Beta Kappa, 
but an appreciation of the arts will give 
him more of an in with his fair one than 
all the cute and dirty lymrics in the 
world. 

Psychologically, a woman likes to feel 
that the man with whom she is enam
oured is superior to her in mental proc
esses. There would be a lot less hen
pecking in the world if men would wake 
up to this and keep the iron bar in hand. 

On this campus there are two distinct 
types of men. The Fratty (better 
spelled with five "t's") males are much 
in demand by party girls. They go in 
for beer drinking in a professional way; 
they condemn all who regularly attend 
class; they drool over cars with four 
doors; they are unhappy if a party is 
not lined up every afternoon and night, 
and they can put out the biggest line of 
inane chatter since man-on-the-street 
programs were invented for radio. 

All these little characteristics of the 
rah-rah man add up to getting along 
with people without knowing what they 
are actually like. Most girls who are 
not seriously interested in an education 
go for this type until their health is 

I T all breaks down to the fact that 
men should know how a woman likes 
to be approached. Most breakups in 

campus romances are caused by that old 
devil Sex. Due to a lack of sex educa
tion in this country, the average girl is 
often under the illusion that she should 
be insulted if a boy tries to kiss her on 
the first date. It portends ominous fu
tures. 

The subtle approach is the only ap
proach accepted by all women. If men 
would not revert to lines, they would 
soon find how many "no's" mean "yes". 
A good course in female psychology is 
the best recommendation for the man 
who has been wearing out tires whipping 
up Mount Bonnell before he should. 

Every woman loves a tasty dish of 
male; just let her fill her appetite the 
way she wants to. 

A CAR DOESN'T ALWAYS HELP. 
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A Last Word 
From the Ladies 

THIS PLACE IS LOUSY 
WITH DREAM GALS 

The women arnund hel'e al'en't so bad. 
don't like a Jot of them, but I don't 

think I'd like a lot of the women any
whel'e I happened to be. I'm just not a 
woman-lover. But as most men are, they 
ought to be having a wonderful time. 
There may not be an ove1·-abundant sup
ply of females-granted-but there sul'e 
are all types here. Just name it ; we've 
got it. 

We've got s mart-looking and sma1·t
talking· and smart-thinking gals. We've 
got some with varying degrees of sweet
ness, from agreeableness to what I con
sider insipidity. We've got some capable 
ones that the ladies' civic groups are 
sitting around waiting for. We've got 
some intellectual ones, and you can name 
your type here too. You can have the 
quiet type where it doesn't show much 
or the almost-Max-Sehulman's-Yetta 
kind, and in between there are a lot 
of females with whom you can have a 
nice seriom; di scussion if you should ever 
happen to be in the mood . We've got 
our share of s tupidity too, and if you 
want a woman that's not too bright, I 
could name several just off-hand. By a 
glance at a convertible or a diamond (on 
the right ha nd) you can spot the moneyed 
gals, if that's what you want. Some of 
these think they want to grow up and 
direct servants and atTange flower s, but 
I wouldn't let this kind fool you. I've 
known a lot of them in my dealings with 
the upper crust, and believe me, they 
can scrub floors with the best of them. 

Some of these qualities don't quite 
fit into my idea of a perfect girl, but 
I 've found, through kinda-bitter-at-times 
experience, that my idea isn't exactly 
what all young men are searching for 
these clays. Just name your own require
ments, look around with a few darts of 
the eagle eye, and there she is. This 
place is lousy with dream girl s. 

But I've been hearing, from some grip
ing, ex-servicemen sources, that the 
women arnund here are a pretty sad lot. 
They aren't as good-looking as they 
were before the war. They're not such 
sweet loving companions. They're not as 
appreciative. They're not as gay as they 
used to be. ("Oh, for some of the good 
ol' party girls!") They're too prudish. 

WALKER 

Things have just changed. Nuts. 

We haven't changed. We haven't been 
anywhere where we could change. You 
say we're immature. OK, some of us are. 
But you can't blame us for your going 
off and getting mature, in some respects, 
while we've just been quietly and slowly 
getting older. And I haven't exactly 
noticed that maturity heads many male 
lists of Requirements Women Must Have. 
If it does head a few lists, OK-there're 
some gals that have it. 

You say we'l'e too young. Some of us 
are. And I, for one, feel a pang of pity 
when I see a twenty-eight-year-old man 
squiring around a girl of seventeen. They 
probably don't have a helluva Jot in 
common. But we're not all seventeen, and 
better-looking longer. 

You say we'l'e prudish. I've heard this 
complaint so many times. But perhaps 
anyway, being younger will keep us 
when you say that things aren't the same 
as they were before the war. In this 
respect, what you mean to say, but 
don't, is that things aren't the same a::; 
they were during the war. And they're 
not. Things are just a little tamer now. 
The playing's for a different kind of 
keeps. There's no gal down on the col'ner 
waiting for you to cruise by. Perhaps, 
just pel'haps, that's what you're missing, 
although I have heard some gay stories 
about The Parties That Were. 

The women think you're the ones that 
have changed, and I agree with them. 
You've ruined the curve on quizzes. 
You're too self-sufficient. You talk about 
radar and the cap'n and the B.O.Q. 
You spend too much of youl' time living 
over your buzz-boy days. You're still 
in that pel'iod that's called "post-war re
adjustment." And I could go on. But 
you don't hear the women griping much. 
We're glad to have you back-the pickin'R 
were pretty slim fol' a long time. But 
we're beginning to get a little tired wait
ing for your "Here-I-am-welcome-me
with-open-arms" attitude to be over, and 
we're beginning to be a little tired of 
your complaints. We're not so bad. 

So shut up, remembe1· where you are, 
look around, and there she is. I know 
some guys that have already done this, 
and they're just that far ahead of you . 

TEXAS RANGER 





REQUIEM 
Alfonso Schultz, an ex-Navy man at the University of Texas, was 

in trouble. He loved the wide open spaces, but didn't relish living 
in one for four years, and accordingly he had looked high and low, 
finally finding a doghouse to live in. It was definitely on the low side 
and cost twenty dollars a month, but it was a place to stay. 

Just when everything should have been settled, stark tragedy and 
a large, shaggy dog entered his abode by the front and only door. 
His landlady had inherited a pedigreed pooch and Schultz was forced 
to give up his quarters generously including part of his pants with 
the hind quarters. He was temporarily in. a quandary; and at any 
moment might be evicted to make room for all the other people 
living in quandaries. 

This unhappy state of affairs persisted until one chilly Monday 
morning when Alfonso was walking across the campus and noticed 
steam emerging from one of the steam-tunnel manholes. An idea 
took shape in the barren reaches of his cranium and wandered promis
cuously about until it found a fertile spot on which to roost. Being 
an engineer, it took Alfonso only two minutes and thirty-three sec
onds to decide he had found his new home. (The thirty-three seconds 
were used to set the decimal point on his slide rule.) 

Since he was a man of many parts, Alfonso collected the parts and 
proceeded to move into the tunnel. First went his blankets, sea-bag, 
and hammock; all by courtesy of his former employer. Next went 
his clothes and personal belongings; and last, but by no means least, 
went his copy of U.S.A. and last year's Esquire Calendar. 

Somewhat like a twentieth-century Robinson Caruso, Alfonso began 
exploring the steam tunnels in order to find the best location. After 
many tiresome hours, he found that which he sought. Scrawled high 

(Continued on Page 36) 
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T FRESHMAN orientation lectures 
campus leadei-s usually advise 
new students to plan a well

rounded program of work and play. Pat 
Smith, than an ambitious but mischiev
ous freshman from McGregor·, heeded 
these instructions and planned a play
time program that became almost 
rounded enough to be square and has 
come to include lobbying, going steady 
with a professional woman gambler, and 
acting as housemother to a group of 
prank-loving veterans. He's never gotten 
around to fulfilling the work part of the 
speech. 

Four years ago Patrick N. Smith came 
to the University to get a law degree. 
Today he is still trying to get a law 
degree, but proprietors of beer dispen
saries, habitues of the Texas Union, and 
members of the Texas Legislature have 
come to know the tan, dark-haired, pot
bellied Mysterious Montague of the For
ty Acres much better than University 
professors. 

Smith, the man of many interests, has 
become famous for his neglect of class-
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rooms. His tempestuous University ca
reer is notable if only for its brevity. 
You can count the number of semeste!'s 
he has finished on one hand and have 
enough fingers left to gouge each of his 
twinkling, devilish blue eyes. He stays 
in school only by the grace of his dean
and an occasional pitying prof who gives 
him a D. 

He once waged a race with his room
mate, Wilson Harkins, for the largest 
number of incomplete semesters hut Har
kins finally gave up, clropped out of 
school for a year, and came hark and 
got a new roommate. 

Despite his forthrightness and engag
ing personality, all the unfathomable se
crets of a Hindu rope climber surrouncl 
the Irishman with the distinguished bay
window. Even his middle name still puz
zles the closest of friends-he claims his 
parents named him Nothing but the reg
istrar's office says the N stands for Naul. 

With such a breezy, likeable front it 
is only natural that politics constitute 
Smith's main extra-curricular interests. 

Although still a rank novice in the 

By Jack Gallagher 
political field, he took an active part in 
Governor Beauford Jester's successful 
political campaign last summer. Smith 
has become a familiar figure to capitol 
newsmen, and can often be found in the 
legislative halls chatting with them. 

But a more likely place to locate him 
on a warm afternoon might be The Tav
ern, whe1·e he's liable to be treating a 
state legislator to a glass of suds. Pat 
says lobbying is not his hobby, but in
siders tell you othel'wise. Smith, true 
to political tradition, usually remains 
noncommittal and refuses to discuss the 
subject. 

His lone venture into campus politics 
proved disastrous. In last spring's elec
tions he managed the campaign of H. P. 
Mathis for president of the student body. 

Convinced that he had enough friends 
to make Mathis a potent political figure, 
Smith worked tirelessly for his candi
date. Mathis polled the astoundingly low 
total of 458 votes, said to be the smallest 
amount ever cast for a student president. 

With all the haste of a fleeing criminal 
Pat hopped the next plane out of Austin 
and was not heard from for months. 
Some friends were sure he went to diplo
matic school in Washington, others said 
he traveled with a rodeo, but whatever 
the nature of his absence he reappeared 
on the local scene in late summer. 

He had a simple explanation for his 
return: "I came back for the football 
season." 

The limit on spending for campus po
litical candidates is $10, but Smith in
sists he handled over $1200 for his cam
paign. "With that money we threw two 
picnics, four beer busts, and a cocktail 
party at a downtown hotel," Smith re
calls. 

"Where did all that money come 
from?" someone asked. Smith thought 
for a moment, took a puff on his cigar, 
and winked slyly, "That come from dif
fprent sources." 

A confirmed traveler of the People's 
Path , he sees nothing but a silver lining 
in the Texas clouds now that Jester has 
been elected. Although he can't find as 
many Communists under his bed as Ben 
Haden, Smith is overly conscious of the 
Red influence and will talk about Com
munists at the drop of a pint of whiskey. 

On Valentine's Day this month a mim
eographed cartoon lampooning campus 
liberals found its way to the desk of each 
House and Senate member at the capi
tol. Later, it was reprinted in The Daily 
Texan. Smith disclaimed any connection 
with the drawing or distributing of the 
;;beets. HE> said he got the ink on his 
hands from a leaking fountain pen. "Be
sides," he countered, "none of the car
toons were distributed on the University 
campus, so the school can't take any ac
tion." 

Smith's latest achievement--the role 
of housemother-is out of his ordinary 
line of interests. Like the fellow in the 
song, he had no home to call his own 
last September so he secured a house-

(Continued on Page 40) 
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llfE BE 

LIZZIE lay on her pile of verminous 
rags and listened to the chattering 

wind being pushed through the jagged, 
fang-like fragments of window pane by 
the dirty, yellowish moonlight. She list
lessly wondered what had awakened her. 
Then it came again, her father's guttural 
voice. I 

"Damn you, Martha! I tellya my stom
ach's on fire: git me a drink!" 

"Now, now, Tom, you know there ain't 
none ·left. You try to go backta sleep." 

"Send Lizzie out fer some then: I'm 
dyin', I tellya!" 

The springs creaked and Lizzie heard 
the clump, clump, clump of her mother's 
clubbed foot. Then the door opened. 

"Lizzie," her mother said in her tired 
whine, "your Pa's real sick: ya gotta 
gittim sompin' ta drink." 

"I ain't goin'ta. Shuttup and go backta 
bed ... " She stopped as her thin twelve
year-old body was shaken by coughs. 
Turning to the greasy wall, she spit 
blood-flecked sputum which an agile spi
der expertly dodged. . . . 

* "Damn, damn, damn, damn, damn ... " 
Lizzie was awakened by the monotonous, 
unimaginative st ream of profanity. It 
was her father again, cursing, in agony 
.in the chilling half-li ght of early morn-
ing. . 

A familiar clump, clump, clump an
nounced her mother's approach. 

"I aint seen Jim fer two days and the 
other twin's gone out ta steal some ap- . 
pl es ·from Tony ta trade ta Mike fer 
some likker fer your Pa, so you'll haveta 
go git a doctor!" 

"Aw-w-w, damnit! All right!" Lizzie 
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said carefully dividing a plump bedbug A pair of firm, well manicured 'hands 
with her cracked fingernails. isted her about and started her toward 

As she left the squalid tenement-fla~ e door. . , , 
she kicked the scrawny gray cat. It hit -{;r 
the leaning banister with a dull thud The faded gray light of sunset, filter
and a weak cry. Lizzie giggled delight· g through the dampness of the stair
edly, "What does it stay around fer any· ell, revealed her ascending the last 
way? There aint no food fer it nor no 'ght, a look of pleasure on her filthy 
rats neither, cause there aint no food ung face. She opened the door. 
fer them!" · "Where's the doctor?" Her mother 

Suddenly a grasping hand clutched at 1hined. 
her waist. The pimply-faced, squinty· "I got throwed out! Ya caint get no 
eyed. youth from the flat below had b~en tor without ya got money," she 
lurking in the darkness of the landing rugged. 
again. Deftly her toe found his unpro· "Where ya been all day?" 
tected shin . She spun from his g:asp "I been havin' me a good time fer 

· · fl1gbt, •ce'" L" · and skipped down the remammg : 1zz1e flaunted her. "And witha 
leaving him rubbing his .shin. A lot of ' ldJer too!" 

ed to "D people had picked him; he was us l amn, damn, damn, damn, damn ... " 
it. , • • ~r father was still at it, muttering the 

-k . b I. ny of curses between pain contorted 
. . . 1 . to the r1c . •pB, 

L1zz1e edged uncertam Y m 
ly carpeted doctor's office. .?" The 11"~ wish you'd waitn'til you're thirteen 

"Did you warit to see .the doctor ·. . ourteen 'fore ya start messin' with 
t . ned wnn· ~enr H 

trim, petit receptionist ques 10 ' · er mother said, "You're too 
· kling her nose inquiringly. . k,, 

10~?g _fer that, Lizzie!" 
"Yes please my Pa's awful sic · izzie laughed contemptuously "I 

' ' !lless k ' 
"Where is he?" o•nan· Sh we new what we was doin ' !" 
"He's down by the tracks in the e did. · • • 

iel tenement building." ?" The re- Th -k 
"Do you have any money· Piin ~ next morning the squinty-eyed, 

ceptionist sEnsed a charity case. 1 am'· lev p e-faced boy was there again. He 
ill stea er gave ' Sh "No, but my brothers w 're rtJ1 ~nds e . up. e evaded his tong-like 

thing the doctor wants. They the ~sily and viciously kneed him in 
. grom L . h ' . smart that way." · eavmg 1m grovellmg on · 
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the slimy floor of the hall, she sauntered 
boredly down the stairs and into the 
dirty, incessantry stabbing rain. 

"Lizzie! Is it your father that's sick?" 
It was the kind old Socialist physician, 
Tolstoy. Grabbing her arm, he rushed 
her back into the doorway out of which 
she had just emerged. 

* "Yeh, its ... " She broke off, noting 
his disheveled condition and staring fas
cinated at the blood oozing from the 
cut beneath his left eye. She was always 
attracted by blood. 

"What hitcha ?" 
"I was attacked by the Loyal Patriotic 

Anti-Commwiist Front. They took my 
medical kit, but I'm all right now," he 
said, dabbing at the cut with a red
soaked handkerchief. 

She reluctantly quit staring and led 
the way upward .... 

* "No, Tom, no! You can't have any 
liquor!" The doctor spoke firmly. "What 
yon need is some quinine. Have you got 
the money?" 

"Damn, damn, damn, damn, damn . .. " 
the sick man chat}ted on almost inau
dibly. 

Martha answered, "Aint there no way 
we can git it without" we pay some 
money, doctor?" 

He shook his head reflectively, "No, 
I'm afraid not. I can't get it otherwise. 
If we had socialized medicine in this 
country, people like Tom would be taken 
care of." He cursed softly, "But as long 
as capitalistic monopoly is allowed one 
group, even in medicine, I'm afraid that 

(Contiri.ued on Page 28) 
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A FRENCH STUDENT. 
VETERAN LOOKS, 

·AND WONDERS WHY. 



J. P. PORTER: 

HUNGRY 
STUDENTS 

ALL OVER THE WORLD, WAR-TORN STUDENTS 

ARE RETURNING TO WAR-TORN SCHOOLS 
IT'S MOSTLY HUNGER AND STUDY-AND 
NO SADDLE SHOES. 

Warsaw, in the stillness of early spring, 1939, was the 
seat of a great European University. From its portals is
sued lawmakers, musicians, scientists, doctors; and their 
knowledge was dedicated to the progress of c~ntry and 
all mankind. 

The Germans, in their pattern for world conquest, found 
no place for the wisdom of weaker nations . In the destruc
tive onslaught of the Drive to the East, Warsaw's class
rooms, laboratories, and libraries shared the Carthaginian 
fate of the rest of the city. It was the same in Cracow, 
Rotterdam, Prague, Budapest, Shanghai. 

The unsmiling faces on this page are those of Warsaw 
students today. They are faces that tell a story in them
selves. In them is a reflection of want and misery; but at 
the same time, of unflinching hope and determination. Here 
in their physical outlines is a charting of the ravages of 
starvation many times more vivid than a cold calculation 
of "1,200 calories." Here also, amidst the haggard shadows 

of extreme privation , is a suggestion of the forC'e that drives 
these students onward: a faith that in the knowledge of 
books they will find the rnlution to many of their problems. 

What sort of life do the students of these war-torn <'Oun
tries lead which produces a picture like the one on this 
page? In this land of ours, where the common <' Omplaints 
are of 8 o'clock classes and hard-to-read e<'onomics books, 
it is sometimes difficult to realize that TI '.) farther away than 
a day's traveling time, in this air age, there are students 
of like ages and desires who sleep in the same cold class
rooms they study in; who eagerly take turns using a text
book which has been painstakingly copied in longhand. 

Polish students straggling- back to the sites of their Uni
versities found ashes and rubble. They are the luckier ones. 
They still are alive. They have come back from the living 
death of Nazi concentration camps; the work camps of Rus
sia; the battlefields of the Continent. 

They are the ones who escaped when the Gestapo, fol-



TOP : Can you imagine sleeping in Gar· 
rison Hall classrooms at night? These 
Warsaw ~tudents sleep under the black
board in their classroom~-they have no 
place elso to go. SECOND: The libra
rian at Honan University checking his 
books; the bare shelves show what was 
lost during the war. THIRD: European 
students do manual labor to repair their 
universities ; study during the lunch hour. 
BOTTOM: An Italian student, a resist
ance hero, receives vitamin deficiency 
shots to make u;> for lack of food. 

lowing the rain of bombs from the Luft
waffe, methodically burned or blew up 
every building which still stood, cre
mating the occupants alive if they stayed 
inside; training their machine guns on 
them if they tried to flee into the 
sewers. 

Now the survivors face t he task of 
piecing together their lives just as they 
must piece together the shattered build
ings which were their homes, factories, 
a nd universities. There are a multitude 
of students now in American schools 
who saw at first-hand the sickening de
struction out of which millions of peo
ple must remould a place to conduct a 
civilized existence. American soldiers 
necessarily helped to cause some of that 
destruction . These can attest that the 
task of rebuilding is great. 

The work has begun. The pictures 
a nd reports which have come out ttf the 
wilderness of rubble have made our his
tory-book accounts of the building of 
the pyramids seem trite indeed. These 
modern mountains of stone which must 
be moved by human hands-there are 
few machines in Europe today--dwarf 
the pigmy projects of ancient Egypt. 

The task of the student in this process 
of reconstruction does not entail the mere 
mixing of mortar. This he must do: there 
are no exemptions frcm manual labor 
for anyone who can walk. But he also 
must find the energy to study the tech
nical and artistic skills without which 
there can be no prolonged survival. The 
life of a student in Europl: today, and 

in China and Indonesia and Burma, is 
many times more difficult than tkat of 
the common day laborer. For the stu
dent is in fact a laborer, in the most 
fundamental sense of the word, with 
both mind and body. 

The universities are packed '\\;th stu
dents. Those which were not totally 
destroyed reopened as soon as the enemy 
was driven out. Whenever there is a 
shelter from the wind and a few text
books there gathers a throng of stu
dents, trying desperately to absorb as 
much information as they can in the 
shortest possible time. 

Such a university is the one at Cra
cow, Poland. In this city are a third 
of hll Polish students. The 23,000 stu
dent population is twice what it was 
before the war. And it is not necessary 
to have been in Poland to imagine how 
that aff~cts living conditions. Of the 
15,00'> students of Cracow's Jagellienian 
Universitr this year, half applied for 
accommodations in the emergency hos
tels set up for the poorest students. But 
the hostels could take only 2,500-the 
others are sleeping in classrooms, ware· 
houses, stables. 

Although the Polish government gives 
University students a "subsistence 
check" for 500 zloties a month, they 
must pay 100 zloties weekly, each, for 
fuel during the winter months. The 
Ministry of Education subsidizes the 
hostels, technically speaking. But the 
grants do not even cover the cost of 
lighting. According to one American 
who visited this University during the 
recent winter months, "even in the hos
tels there is a great lack of furniture 
and in many rooms there are only the 
straw palliasses on which the students 
sleep on the floor. 

"The students have very little prop· 
erty, and many have only the clothes 
they wear. There is little woolen ma
terial in Poland and warm clothing is 
painfully scarce. During December the 

(Continued on Page 94) 

College students in Czechoslovakia use thousands of hand-written textbooks, 
such as the one below, because of the shortage of any sort of regular volumes. 



WH O DO YOU LOVE~ 

""--~..+- '' ffE WALKED out of thl' tavern and 
there she sat, in a bip;, cream Buick. 

She looked very chic, and well-kept, and 
healthy. Her hair had been cropped 
shorter than the way he remembered it, 
and it gave her the look or a child. She 
wasn't watching the door and he started 
across the drive to her car, when all 
at once she lookPd up at him. She put 
the coke down on the tray very hard. 
The g·lassy thud came clear across the 
drive. 'l'hPn' was no expression on lwr 
race. 

l[p put a hand against the crPam 
Buick, and leaned on it, looking at her 
race behind the bolllP on the tray. 
"Hello," he said. 

"Get. in." 
"Had I better'! You'rt• a married 

woman now, you know," lw said, and 
smilt:d. The green eyes that always re
minded him of live jade flickered. She 
put a cigarette in her mouth and leane I 
forward to push in the lighlt•r. 

"Don't be :illy, get in. Anyone in
side'!" 

"No, I was just looking for some of 
the kids. I haven't seen any of them 
yet." He came around the car and opened 
the door. She was leaning back behind 
the wheel, \\1th her feet up on the seat, 
tucked under her. She always sat that 
way, in a car, in a chair, or in bed. 

The car wa: big and she looked tiny 
inside it. He got in and shut the door, 

leaning back on so.ft cushion!'\ and 
stretching. "Hard night?" she said, and 
took the lig·hter out and put it to ht•1· 
cigarettt>. Ile noticed that the lingers 
were lean and strained, but thry did 
not shake. 

"Well, you know how it is," lw said, 
and grinned. 

"I ought to," she answered, looking 
him uirl'dly ir. the eyes. The corner of' 
-her mouth almost twitched. "When did 
you g·t•t in'?" 

"This morning." 
"You look good, how's evl'rything at 

~chool'?" 

"Going like a house afire." They sat 
t!H•re, looking· at thP dashboard, ::mying 
nothing. "Silence is golden," he said. 
She took a hard drag off the cigaretlt• 
and :muffed it out in the ashtray. 

"I guess this is the firgt time I've seen 
you :;ince your marriage," ht' said. "Con
gratulation:-;, et cetera." 

"Thanks." 
He turned and looked at her hand, 

lying agaim;t the back of 1 he seat. The 
ring was enormous and correct. "Are 
you happy?" he said. 

"Happier than I ever thought I could 
be," she answered, looking at him. She 
stared into his face, her lip· slightly 
puckered. 

He stretched again, in the luxurious 
softness. "Well, I'm glad. I think I'd 
rather see you happy than anything on 

(Continued on Page SB) 
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Veterans Administration 
Waco, Texas 

Gentlemen: 
Well sir like you said to do in your 

kind form letter of Dec. 15 I filled and 
!;ent you that report of compensation 
from productive Labor however I do not 
think it was to the best of my advantage. 
Because my check did not come last 
month. 

Like I said in capital letters on that 
report and am fixing to say again that 
$205 outside compensation that I re
ferred to was accumulated in a friendly 
game of five and ten and that source is 
somewhat irregular. Then I even put 
parentheses marks and told you it was 
improbable for me to get the signatures 
on the bottem of that report of my em
ployers if that is what you wish to call 
them since there was some misunder
standing on the means by which those 
pasteboards were handled that night. I 
doubt if they would sign anything which 
had to do with me much less that. 

But I sent in your report anyway be
cause I felt that I was obliged to and I 
did not wish to be subjected to that 5 
year imprisonment clause which you 
mentioned but we still are not eating. 
The last good news I received from you 
was that check of Nov. 31 which I 
cashed and spent down at Charlies but 
my wife Ophelia says we can not exist 
on that type of vitamins forever and I 
am inclined to agree with her. 

Thanking you I remain expecting a 
check and 

Hungerly yours 
Henry P. Hacksaw 

Mr. Henry P. Hacksaw 
115 14 Waterworks Alley 
Austin, Texas 

Dear Mr. Hacksaw: 
Our attention has been called to the 

fact that you have failed to receive your 
subsistence allowance as prescribed by 
Public Law 346, 78th Congress, as 
amended. 

In directing your inquiry, we suggest 
that you refer to the conditions as out
lined under Article 28, Section D, para
graphs 13, 16, and 17 of that law if you 
were born on or before midnight, Au
gust 6, 1921, or if your parents were 
married after that date. But if that is 
not the case you should notify the Office 
of Regional Discrepancies, Section Eight, 

Please---
TEXAS RANGER 



Veterans Administration, St. Louis, 
Missouri. 

OR: In the event that your period of 
training at The University of Texas be
gan no later than March 1, 1946, and 
your period of terminal leave had not 
yet started at that time, you should re
fer to paragraphs 9 and 24 of that law, 
provided that you are colored and/or 
single. Forms needed for this procedure 
will be sent to you upon submittance of 
a notarized statement from the chairman 
of your local Red Cross and proper au
thorization from the Austin Better 
Streets and Highways Council. 

We are glad to give you this informa
tion and feel sure that you will have no 
trouble in complying with the instruc
tions. 

Very truly yours 
Herbert K. Snoddard 
Regional Supply Officer 

Veterans Administration 
Waco, Texas 

Gentlemen: 
Thank you for your interesting letter 

as of Jan. 20. But however I still am 
not sure as to for certain which one of 
those cattagories which you spoke of I 
fell into consequently this letter. 

Not meaning to have put you gentle
men to so much trouble as you seem to 
have went to but I would like to see 
that check which I have so rightfully 
coming to me as I am in no danger of 
11utfering from over indulgence at the 
present. Only this morning my wife 
Ophelia said Henry lets cut out this love 
making and eat ha ha so I said honey I 
will write to the VA again to day which 
I .did right after the city cut the water 
off. 

Now about those paragraphs you re
ferred to I do not know where to find 
them and I would not look for them if 
I did know because they are just a lot 
of to much dam foolishness anyway. 

What I want to know is this when are 
you going to pay off. As if I did not 
have enough troubles as it is as The 
Deen is on my tail every day as it is like 
just yesterday. 

Please do not try to pass the buck off 
on those paragraphs again and I am 
waiting to hear about that check. 

Yours very sincerely 
Henry P. Hacksaw 

Mr. Henry P. Hacksaw 
11514 Waterworks Alley 
Austin, Texas 

Dear Mr. Hackaaw: 
This office has been informed that your 

subsistence allowance (as prescribed by 

A SAD SAD TALE BY 

JIM BOWMAN 
Public Law 346, 78th Congrc,;s, as 
amended) has failed to reach you. 

Since your case is somewhat irregular, 
your letter has been forwai-dt•d to thl' 
Office of Doubtful Recipients, Branch 
124 (Inactive), Veterans Administration , 
Washington, D. C. 

The course of proper action will be 
determined by that office, and you will 
be notified as to their decision. 

Very truly yours 
J. Arthur Bradshaw 
Humanity Officer 

Veterans Administration 
·w aco, Texas 

Gentlemen: 
Now look here all I wanted to know 

is what about that check and I do not 
care just what they have to say about 
it in Washington or any other dam 
place else. 

And I am not forgetting that if it 
had not been for my pride and honesty 
there never would been all this uncer
tainty as to my metabolism. Like as not 
I have now spent more time writing you 
gentlemen letters than I spent making 
crib notes for that 312 final, 

Safely I am convinced that I may say 
that Martin Dies never saw anything as 
unamerican as this. I was trading that 
supply kit requisition in for some play
ing cards over at the book store ·~he 

other day and here were numerous 
amounts of gentlemen all cashing in 
their monthly 65s and 90s and I ask you 
where is mine. 

You see I am desperate since the only 
means of income I have had lately is 
some discouraging change I collected 
when I volunteered to help Rhake the 
buckets in that march of Dimes which 
wasnt much because people are pretty 
tight around here. Even for such a 
worth cause which got more publicity 
than a pink politician. 

The radio just said it is 11 oclock in 
Shadow Hills and I presume it is about 
the same time here at my place so I and 
Ophelia are going to bed my wife that iR. 

Lets you gentlemen cut out this knock 
your buddy week stuff. Hoping to re
ceive assi:;;tance from you for the rents 
sake amoung other things I am 

Yours respectively 
Henry P. Hacksaw 

~fr. Henry P. Hacksaw 
1151/i Waterworks Alley 
Au>'tin, Texas 

J)par Mr. Hn('ksaw: 
The Office of Doubtful Recipients in 

Washington has notified us that they 
were unable to reach a decision as to 
your case, since there was no similar 
case which that office could cite as prece
dent. 

Therefore, we suggest that you fill in 
the inclosed form, J-716X (Report on 
Compensation from On-the-Job Train
ing), and return it to this office by the 
first Tuesday following the last Satur
day of the third week in which you re
ceived it. 

At that time your case will be re
viewed and evaluated according to its 
merits. 

Very truly yours 
J. Arthur Bradshaw 
Humanity Officer 

Veterans Administration 
Waco, Texas 

My Dear Sirs, 
Henry is no longer here with me, he 

is stone cold dead in the morgue. The 
old boy tied a sheet around his neck and 
jumped off the top of the lavatory last 
Monday morning before he had finished 
reading your letter even. 

I feel that it is only my duty to fight 
on for Henry's rights, too, so how about 
those checks Henry and me had coming 
for the last few months. 

And dont try to tell me that I can not 
have them because I fully realize I can 
sue the govt for what Henry had com
ing like my boy friend said last night 
when he put me in the taxi. 

Wait and see. I will try anything once 
like I did with Henry. 

Yours respectable 
(Mrs.) Ophelia Hacksaw 

!\fr. Henry P. Hacksaw 
115 % Waterworks Alley 
Austin, Texas 

Dear Mr. Hacksaw: 
This office has been informed that you 

no longer live with your wife at your 
former address. 

We suggest that you write for the 
following change-of-address forms in or
der that ... 

PUNCH MY CARD 
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LIFE CAN BE 
(Cunfrn.11ed fru111 i'age 2 1) 

money will be needed. I'm sorry, Mar
tha, but that's how it is: no money, no 
quinine." 

Tom, emerging from his delirium, 
spoke soberly for the first time, "Mar
tha! Martha!" 

"Yeh, Tom-honey, I'm here!" 

"Bring the kids in here! " 

She looked quizzically at the doctor. 
"It's typhoid, Martha, but, but you'd 

better do as he says. Without quinine, 
he won't last until morning. " Tolstoy 
spoke gravely. "Such are the fruits of 
capitalism." 

She left the room in search of -~he 
kids .•.• 

The twins stood gaping by the foot 
of the bed, their eight-year-old faces 
curious. The doctor was leaning over, 
sponging Tom's face, Lizzie at his elbow. 
Martha sat on the opposite s ide of the 
bed in a broken i·ocking chair-the only 
seat in the room-mechanically squeak
ing backward and forward. Her hands 
were folcied on her breast, her eyes 
closed, a low moan coming from her. 

"Is he dead yet, Ma?" Jim asked 
brightly, not quite knowing what was 
going on. His brother nudged him vig
orously. 

His mother moaned on senselessly. 
Tom opened his eyes, " Why cantcha be 

patient, Jim? " He gulped in the clammy 
air noisily. "Jim, Joe, Lizzie: I wantcha 
ta steal fer your Ma like I taughtcha. 
Lizzie, dontcha go gittin in no trouble 
with men." Again he gulped the clammy 
air loudly, "Martha, dontcha let these 
little b--s give ya no backsass." He 
stopped a moment, then went on, "I 
guess that's all: now leave me be." 

As they filed from the room, Jim asked 
hopefully, "Kin I have his shoes, Ma? .. " 

* Lizzie squirmed deeper into her rat-
nest of rags. She could have all the sol
diers she wanted now that her father 
was out of the way; her mother couldn't 
stop her. A sleepy smile of satisfaction 
painted her rat-like face. She wrinkled 
her nose, imagining that she smelled the 
first taint of the death stench slowly 
permeating the air. Idly she thought, 
"Pa's dead. I wonder how Ma's gonna 
keep her feet warm tonight?" 

Young Lass: I'm going to call you 
Pilgrim from now on. 

Young Hopeful: Why Pilgrim? 
Young Lass: Because each time I go 

out with you, you make more progress. 
-Colorado Dodo. 

Captain : You are charged with ha
bitual drunkenness. What excuse have 
you to offer? 

Offender (brightly): Habitual thirst, 
Captain. 

-Yellow Jacket. 
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She: "We're going to give the bride 
a shower." 

He: "Count me in, I'll bring the soap." 
-Filibuster. 

"Oh; Fred, the baby has swallowed 
the matches. What shall we do?" 

"Here, use my lighter," 
-Fortune. 

"Ma! Ma! A big truck just ran over 
Pa and squashed him all over the street!" 

"Junior, how many times have I told 
you not to talk about such things when 
I'm eating?" 

-Fortune. 

Moore: "Say, got a cigarette?" 
Stone: "Sure, but they're all prom-

ised." -New Republic. 

He-Frosh: "Do you love me?" 
She-Frosh, "Uh-hunh." 
He-Frosh: "Then why doesn't your 

chest heave like in the movies?" 
-Madison Business College Bugle. 

Owe $5-be a piker. 
Owe $5,000-be a business man. 
Owe $5,000,000,000-be a government. 

-Punch Bowl. 

"Just think, Dan tried to put his arm 
around me four times last night." 

"My Gawd ! What an arm!" 
-Exchange. 

V13M 

There was a young lady named Banker 
Who slept while the ship was at anchor, 
She woke in dismay 
When she heard the mate say, 
"Now hoist the topsheet and spanker." 

-Pup. 

Familiarity breeds attempt 
-Pup. 

Lady: "Can you give me a room and 
bath?" 

Room Clerk: "I can give you a room, 
madam, but you'll have to take your 
own bath." 

-Pup. 

"What did Mark Anthony say to Cleo
patra when he discovered there were 
no bathrooms in the palace?" 

He said, "Why, Cleo, this place is 
uncanny!" 

-VooDoo. 

Golfer (to members ahead): Pardon, 
but would you mind if I played through? 
I just heard that my wife has been 
taken seriously ill. 

-Pelican. 

"Pardon me, Mrs. Astor, but that 
would never have happened if you 
hadn't stepped between me and that 
spittoon." 

-Octopus. 
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1 volves the professor. One flunking fe
male wanted to know if it were physical
ly possible to make a C in a certain 
scholarly gentleman's course. 

The grievances against co-eds are not 
always so serious or so bitterly com
plained of. The letter-writers, however, 
arc a source of some irritation to educa
ton; who feel that their lectures are 
wol'th listening to. Now that the war is 
over, ll'tter-wl'iting is less of a plague, 
hut obscl'v11nt profrssors often feel that 
mon• is writtt>n on pink Ol' hlue scented 
statiom•ry in l'lnsses than on notebook 
papel'. "Dear John" takes the ph1<·e of 
the terms of the Treaty of V crsailles. 

Gum chewers and lipstick wielders are 
responsible for a lot of misogynist sen
timent, too. "I expect them to take up 
bubble gum next," said one irate prof in 
the Chuck Wagon, running his hand un
der the edge of the table to be sure he 
wasn't endangering his clothing. And 
when a professor watches a girl recreate 
her face while he discusses the law of 
supply and demand , he's probably wish
ing for the good old days when only 
definitely loose women primped in public. 

Dr. P. B. Bloat, never afraid for his 
face, was the only professor contacted 
who had no obj ection to being quoted. 
The place for women, he seemed to think, 

"Ahhh, your fath er's mousta che !" 
is in the home. "You can take the whole 
giggling lot of them," he said, "and ship 
'em back to mama. All they do is dis
tract attention." Dr. Bloat said females 
in the classroom took the boys' minds off 
their work. "All they want is a husband 
anyway-you can't educate GIRLS!" 

SYMPOSIUM 
(Continued from Page 10) 

them. But many pedagogues also seem 
to think that the classroom is no place 
for the feminine touch. We know, be
cause we went around and talked to sev
eral, after promising faithfully (and in 
some instances taking an oath on a copy 
of The Big Mon ey) not to divulge any 
names. "I've got a wife, you know," and 
"Frankly, I have nothing but respect for 
the sweet, unaffected, addlepaterl dears, 
but ... " 

One of the chief complaints male facul
ty members have against co-eds is their 
use of the well-known and undeniable 
feminine allure in the attempt to raise 
their grades. "Everything from a sweet 
smile to heart-rending sobs," as one out
raged member of the faculty put it. 

"I know a pretty girl when I see one," 
another added, "and those little girls 
who sit on the front row and smirk at 
me know what they're doing, even if they 
don't remember a word of my lectures." 

High point of the situation is when 
the femmes fatales enter the office of the 
professor to plead their case. Sometimes 
they need their grade raised because 
they're pledged to a sorority, and they've 
got to have a C average. "But you made 
a C in my course." 

"I know, Dr. Smirch, but I need a B. 
You see, I made one D this semester." 

"Well, why don't you talk to the pro
fessor who gave you the D?" 

"I've already talked to him." 
Sometimes the girls descend on the 

hard-hearted professor in groups, urging 
clemency for the failing sister. Occa
sionally the girl tells a sad tale of dear 
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old father who will succumb to a long
standing c~se of delirium tremens if 
daughter doesn't make the grade. Mak
ing the grade, in this case, usually in-
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true artist, it is believed, dresses in a 
Malay sarong, long underwear, or in 
whatever he damn pleases. 

Other characteristics of the co-ed, 
apart from her clothing, strengthen the 
contention that she tries to imitate the 
legendary qualities of intellectuals-her 
actions, for instance. 

The next time you go to the Drag for 
coffee, observe closely the co-ed nearest 
you. If she has been seated as long as 
ten minutes, the table before will show 
the effects. It will be covered with dozens 
of wads of tissue paper, for one thing. 
At least two coffee cups, their rims 
stained a brilliant red, will help to clut
ter the table top. Usually a leather 
cigarette case and a lighter, and perhaps 
a book or two, will complete her setting. 

Now watch the subject as she lights 
one cigarette after another, smokes them 
down to the brand mark, and then gin
gerly deposits them in the one cup that 
is still full of coffee. Notice, too, how 
she sprawls in the full length of the 
booth seat with one foot extended far 
out into the passageway. If sloppiness 
had anything to do with it, she might 
well be a poet, a writer, and an artist 
all at the same time. 

Then there is another, albeit less pop
ular, theory as to why co-eds dress as 
they do. It is believed that girls in 
sorority houses habitually ignore wake
up bells until the last one for breakfast 
has been sounded. When this last call 
has been given, the co-ed jumps out of 
bed and into any piece of clothing that 

I ,. . 
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is handiest. Often enough this is some 
sort of thing that has been lying on the 
floor for several days. 

With breakfast over she finds, not too 
much to her dismay, that she has no 
time to change and still make her eight 
o'clock class. The result is she turns up 
in class looking like an agriculture 
major prepared for a day of judging 
fat barrows in the field. 

Then there is another theory . .. but, 
perhaps, after all, we ought to see some
body in the psychology department. 

The drunk tip-toed up the stairs, shoes 
in hand. He patched up the scars of the 
brawl with adhesive tape, then climbed 
into bed smiling at the thought he'd 
put one over on the wife. 

Came the dawn. The ex-drunk opened 
his eyes and there stood his wife, glaring 
at him. 

"Why, what's the matter, dear?" quoth 
he. 

"You were drunk last night?" she 
replied. 

"Why darling, I was nothing of the 
sort." 

"Well, if you weren't, who put all 
the adhesive tape on the bathroom mir
ror?" 

-Drexerd. 

Newspaper item: "Mrs. Lota Gulps 
was granted a divorce when she testi
fied that since her marriage her hus
band had spoken to her but three times. 
She was awarded custody of their three 
children." 

-Pup. 
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We know of one co-ed who was cured 
of the cute little habit of coyly in
jecting an "r" sound in each word. 

Male (over 'phone) : Hello, cutie. 
Co-ed: Why, Phillurp, when did you 

get back? 
Male: Just a while ago. Say, how 

about a date tonight, kid '! What arc 
you doing? 

Co-ed (coyly): Nmthin'. 
Male: Gosh! Excuse me. I didn't 

know. 
- Yellow Jacket. 

She : Stop immediately! 
He: I won't! 
She: Well, can't say I didn't try. 

Colorado Dodo. 

Marriage is no good. Jack f:toppcd 
kissing me right after the ceremony. 

He must be a poor husband. 
Oh, but Jack isn't my husband. 

-Colorado Dodo. 

In Denver, a junk shop nea r a railroad 
crossing displayed this sign: 

"Go ahead; take a chance. We'll buy 
the car." 

-Colorado Dodo. 

"Daughter, your hair is all mussed 
up. Did the young man kiss you against 
your will?" 

"He thinks he did, mother. " 
-Pointer. 

Woman (aboard ship): "Captain, I'm 
so sick, I don't know what to do." 

Captain: "Don't worry lady, you'll 
do it." 

-Colorado Dodo. 

Kitty: "Gracious, it's been five years 
since I've seen you. You look lots older." 

Kat: "Really, my dear? I don't think 
I would have recognized you if it 
weren't for the coat." 

- Colorado Dodo. 

He: "May I ki ss your hand"!" 
She: "What's the matter? Is my mouth 

dirty?" 
-Punch Bowl. 

He: You go to bed, and I'll wash the 
dishes. 

She: Those paper dishes won't stand 
another washing. 

He: What do you say I erase them 
tonight? 

-Drexerd. 

Girl's Father: "Say, it's two o'clock. 
Do you think you can stay all night?" 

Lad: "I'll have to te lephone home 
first." 

-Octopus. 

Absent-minded Sales Girl (as her 
date kissed her good night) : "Will that 
be all?" 

-Pup. 
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MAN LOOKS AT THE CO-ED 
(Continued from Page 7) 

The question is not confined to the 
campus alone. All over the nation, since 
the return of millions of veterans from 
all over the world, American men have 
been comparing the domestic female with 
her international competition. The battle 
has raged on the air and in the press, 
and the foreign bride has been the key 
figure of a score of afternoon radio serial 
dramas. 

The veteran's view toward American 
womanhood even staggered the ordinari
ly staid New York TIMES. After run
iing an article by a G.I. condemning the 
U. S. woman when compared to her 
European sister, the TIMES was so 
swamped with mail from women de
nouncing the soldier-author, that the 
newspaper devoted two full pages to an 
article filled with the ladies' arguments . 

Said the soldier, Victor Dallaire, in his 
article: "The girls in Europe are essen
tially honest and virtuous. They lead 
simple lives, filled with hard work. They 
are mainly interested in the rather fun
damental business of getting married, 
having children, and making the best 
homes their means or conditions will 
allow." He also stated that "being nice 
is almost a lost art among American 
women." 

Among the replies of the women en
gulfing the TIMES were: "American 
women (during the war), their patriot
ism, their sincerity, and intelligence were 
beyond reproach .. . " 

"You can darn well bet American wom
en insist on a big share in the running 
of things, and that's one reason why 
America has survived all the wars you 
men couldn't avert ... " 

"The women of America worked in the 
factories, mills and office so that men 
.. • could have chocolate and cigarettes 
with which to bribe the German maed
chen for their delicate favors ... " 

Biggest campus gripe against co-eds 
seems to be a lack of maturity and un
derstanding. 

Even before the end of the war, so
ciologists, as well as veterans, were ex
pecting difficulties, but thought that the 
situation would work out in time. In a 
social research study made during the 
war, Dr. Harry Moore and Dr. Bernice 
Moore, of the University, stated of the 
veteran: "He will be staggered if when 
he returns she has changed not at all; 
if she has refused to grow up; if she has 
not kept up with the time; if she has 
not learned what the war really meant. 

"He expects and needs a woman when 
he returns." 

The majority of veterans on the cam
pus today are ambassadors of a genera
tion mostly married and engaged in bus
iness somewhere beyond the limits of 
the University. The individual veteran 
student today is acutely conscious of the 
fact that most of his high school chums 
are married and settled down at home, 
working and raising families. 
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"I feel like Joe College when I go 
home," said one veteran in his middle 
twenties. "I see all the guys I was in 
school with, selling real estate or work
ing somewhere, buying homes, raising a 
family, joining the Rotary Club. It sure 
seems funny to come back to a dormi
tory." 

Probably the biggest barrier between 
boys and girls on the campus today is 
the immensely one-sided ratio of three 
eligible males per female. Such a ratio 
is unheard of in anthropological studies. 
States one member of th~ Department of 
Anthropology, anonymous through pref
erence, "Not even warfare has ever put 
such a strain on any civilized or primi
tive society. There have been isolated 
cases of such a ratio, but it is definitely 
an artificial phenomena." 

The contrast between ego-inflated 
young girls,. blessed with such a ratio, 
and the women the veteran met in a 
realistic outside world has provided a 
comparison that only invites unpleasant
ness and hard feelings . The female ex-

cuse, "Look how unhappy we were dur
ing the manpower shortage; we have to 
make up for lost time," is hardly logical 
to men who spent their formative years 
enduring the loneliness of jungles, 
trenches, and barracks in siinilar lost 
time, intensified by the ultimate in suf
fering. Literary exchanges in the Fir
ing Line column of the Daily Texan 
reached high bitterness in discussions on 
women during the past year. 

One writer defiantly called upon all 
male students to get three dates for the 
night of February 8, then gather for a 
stag party at Barton's, standing up the 
entire female population of the Univer
sity. A few weeks of such treatment, 
said the gentleman, would result in "the 
most cowed, trustworthy group of women 
to be found anywhere in the world out
side Moslem India." 

Said another writer, " .•. There's 
really nothing wrong with those Texas 
co-eds that a change of diapers wouldn't 
cure ... " 

Most college girl answers in the epis-
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i tle exchanges interpreted all male at
i tacks as reflections on defended virtue. 

A letter in the DAILY TEXAN, 
signed by three co-eds, stated: "We 
regret that we cannot measure down to 
the standard you lived by in the streets 
of Paris, London, Frisco and a few other 
hot spots of the universe. Perhaps our 
friend is confusing immaturity with 
chastity. 

"The average girl on the campus does 
not want to be a mature woman in the 
sense that she forfeit her gaiety, her 
laughter, and even her coquettishness. 
We are proud to be young and full of 
life. We are proud to be innocent ... " 

Though he probably never even saw 
a co-ed, and he certainly never visited 
the University of Texas, many years ago 
a very wise man stated : 

"A coquette is a young lady of more 
beauty than sense, more accomplishments 
than learning, more charms of person 
than graces of mind, more admirers than 
friends, more fools than wise men for 
attendants." 

Maybe Longfellow was right. 
-John Bryson. 

EDUCATION OF A CO-ED 

She learned to love, 
She learned to hate, 
She learned a car 
Would carry eight, 
She learned to smoke, 
And how to tell 
Wood alcohol 
By taste or smell, 
She learned to coax, 
She learned to tease. 
She learned a new way 
Of cooking cheese, 
She learned to neck, 
And break a date. 
She's ready now 
To graduate. 

-Parrot. 

Conductor: "Can't you see the sign 
says "No Smoking?" 

Gob: Sure, Mate, that's plain enough. 
But here's another dizzy sign that says, 
"Wear Nemo Corsets," so I ain't paying 
attention any of 'em. 

-Octopus. 

Soph: "Come on, take a bath and get 
cleaned up; I'll get you a date." 

Frosh (cautiously): "Yeah. and then 
suppose you don't get me the date?" 

-Drexerd. 

Professor (rapping on the desk) : 
Order. 

Entire Class: Beer! 
-Colorado Dodo. 
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HUNGRY STUDENTS 
(Continued from Page 24) 

temperature ranged between fifteen and 
twenty-two degrees below freezing, and 
the plight of those students who have 
no warm clothing nor strong footwear 
is very serious. 

"The student canteens serve one meal 
per day with n value of about 800 cal
ories. About 2,700 students are fed in 
this canteen, but at least 5,000 need this 
help. Almost all students have to work 
at least part time, but for students of 
subjects like medicine and engineering 
who have lectures all day this is often 
very difficult." 

At the famous Charles University in 
Prague, students and professors have 
copied in painstaking longhand the text
books which are so rare that persons 
using them must leave a large deposit 
before taking them from the bookshelves. 
The great law school of Charles Univer
sity was used as headquarters by the 
Gestapo. The books and other furnish
ings vanished with the Germans, only 
bare rooms and broken windows remain
ing today as a reminder of past desecra
tion. 

* Maria Petropolous is a medical stullent 
at the University of Athens. She lives 
in a bare room without heat or sanita
tion and during the bitter-cold Grecian 
winter she sleeps under a single sheet
all she has. She walks a mile to het· 
lecture rooms where she sits in the 
numbing cold trying to remember what 
her professors are saying-there is no 
paper for taking notes. After the lectures 
she must go on foot or by trolley fQur 
miles to her medical, chemistry, or dental 
labs. For lunch, which is her only meal, 
she treks back to town and climbs 152 
steps to the crowded student canteen. 
She and 2,000 others stand in line long 
hours to get a plate of macaroni, a 
hunk of bread and a tin of sardines- ' 
their day's food, which totals about 
1,200 calories. Twice a week, if Maria 
is lucky enough to get in the first of the 
line, there is a piece of cornbread for 
desse1·t, and if she brings her own tin 
can or bottle she can have some cold 
cocoa to take home. 

At night she studies in her freezing 
room by candle or moonlight; or she 
walks back to the huge, cold reading 
room where over a thousand other stu
dents compete desperately for the two 
or three copies of each textbook avail
able. 

The latest cable reports from Greece 
tell that over 1,000 students, half the 
number in the University of Athens, 
have tuberculosis because of bad hous
ing and malnutrition. It is estimated 
that at least 600 of these will die within 
two years unless they are hospitalized. 
Of a total 35,000 students throughout 
Greece, only 4,600 get as much as 1,200 
calories a day. Not many can pay the $4 

monthly which the government canteens 
charge. 

There are no dormitories for 30,000 
provincial students in Greece. Three hun
dred live in stinking hostels; others sleep 
in warehouses, taverns, cellars, and on 
the open ground. In the windowless, un
heated hostels there are 20 chairs in a 
study room used by 250. 

* On the other side of the world con-
ditions among students are as bad or 
worse. Here also there is famine and dis
ease and a lack of the rudimentary es
sentials of life. Yet the desire for sur
vival and the spirit of progress are as 
alive in Shanghai as in Warsaw. 

At the present, and for the past months 
since the end of Japanese occupation, 
Chinese students have been retracing 
their laborious steps from the mountain
ous west, whence they fled from the in
vader. They are taking back with them 
the elemental equipment and the books 
which made it possible for them to keep 

their universities alive during the months 
and years they were cut oft' from the 
civilized world. 

Chinese students upon returning to 
the home sites of their universities, 
have found the same pattern of loot
ing and desolation which faced their 
European colleagues. This winter 90,-
000 students completed the 1,500-mile 
trek back from the western mountains to 
their coastal campuses. Destroyed build
ings and increased enrollment combined 
contribute to almost unbelievable living 
conditions. Many are housed in labo
ratories, libraries, and mud shacks. It 
is estimated that at least forty per cent 
have some form of tuberculosis. Food is 
at the barest minimum to sustain life. 

* The struggle to which students the 
world over are contributing is by no 
means a series of isolated, individual in
cidents. On the contrary, the common 
plight which students of nearly every 
country in the world either know or 

"I just asked him what his intentions were-and he told me!" 
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have known forms a bond among them 
all. In the few nations like America 
where schools have not known the de
struction of aerial bombs the bond ex
tends through the messages of those 
who know the needs at first-hand . 

In all nations the bond has taken 
form principally in an organization called 
the World Student Service Fund 
(WSSF). In the United States the Fund 
is sponsored by the World's Student 
Christian Federation, B'nai B'rith Hillel 
Foundations at American Universities, 
and the Student Service of America, Inc. 

Formed in 1937 as a means of aiding 
war-ravaged universities in China, WSSF 
during the past decade has grown in 
size and scope as have the problems 
with which it is faced. Often it seems 
that the countries which have suffered 
most at the hands of the invader are 
the ones which are most eager to help 
others, even though they may not be 
able to offer very much. 

The World Student Service Fund pro
vides direct, personal relief to students 
and professors in eighteen war-torn coun
tries. Cooperating with national govern
ments, UNRRA, United China Relief, 
American Joint Distribution Committee, 
and local committees of students and 
professors, the WSSF gives aid where it 
is needed most on an international, inter
racial, non-sectarian, non-political basis. 

There are active committees of the 
WSSF at work in Holland, Belgium, 
Czechoslovakia, Poland, Hungary, Greece, 
India, Burma, China, and many other 
countries. Students are fed in WSSF can
teens, housed in WSSF hostels, study 
WSSF books. There are sanatoriums, 
hospitals, and rest camps for diseased 
and malnourished students. 

American students have been among 
the most generous in keeping the WSSF 
alive. The goals which have been set 
this year on American campuses are 
the highest ever, but in every university 
in which a drive was conducted the goal 
was met. Harvard set a minimum goal of 
$20,000 for the fund. Harvard Medical 
School contributed $1,517 in cash and 
1,700 medical textbooks valued at $3,000. 
From Smith College came a check fo1· 
$6,370 for work in Poland. From the 
University of Illinois, $6,000; the Uni
versity of Kansas, $1,400; Purdue, $1,341; 
The University of Washington, $8,000; 
the Southern Baptist Convention, $5,000; 
Yale, $7,500; Wellesly College, $2,000. 
The list goes on and on. 

The University of Texas student body 
and staff are invited this month to share 
in the work being done by the WSSF. 
On April 13 a committee headed by Jim 
McConnell began rounding up contribu
tions. No specific goal has been set; 
the limit will be decided only by the 
generosity of Texas students. There is 
no better way to recognize the courage 
and sacrifice made in the name of human 
right and understanding by others less 
fortunate than ourselves. 
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"I think he 's trying to get me drunk! " 

Drive It Yourself 
DATES 

BUSINESS 

HUNTING 

TRIPS 

e 1947 CROSLEY 5-PASS. SEDANS 

e JEE PS - OPEN OR CLOSED 

e I st 2 hrs ., $1.50 hr. - $1.00 per hr . th ereafte r 

e All Nite {7 :30 p. m. - 8:30 a. m.) - $8.00 

e All Day ( 8:30 a. m. - b:30 p. m.) - $8.50 

ToJD-Mae Jeep Service 
202 -B East I bth Street Telephone 29027 

Also Hot-Shot Delivery Service 
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Now's 
tile Time 

. . . for everyone to hove a 

simp ly super time' We've 

everything for a gala, ex

ci ring, fun-lov ing party. 

CALL 29331 

THE AVALON 

Courtship is o hectic time in life. The 
more you try to soy the more you fum 
ble . Soy it with Flowers-the woy to 
every woman's heart. 

FLOWERS BY WIRE 

FOR 

ARRANGEMENTS, POT PLANTS, 

CORSAGES 

2604 Gu adalupe 

Phone 2-9294 

REQUIEM 
(Continued f r om Page 18) 

on the wall, behind the largest pipe, were 
the immortal words : "Kilroy was here." 

After making sure Kilroy had vacated, 
Alfonso swung his hammock, hung his 
clothes on nails in the wall, and stowed 
the rest of his gear around the hammock. 
Since by this time it was very late, he 
turned off the lights, crawled into the 
sack, and went to sleep. Either Morpheus 
or Alfonso had a ba<l case of acid indi
gestion, however, because Alfonso slept 
fitfully . He dreamed all night long about 
bearded Physics profs racing up and 
down the tunnel trying to capture a 
Republican atom with a brand-new, post
war coordinate transformation. 

The next morning, he awoke not so 
bright and early and started improving 
his new home. It was a simple matter 
to rig an extension cord for his radio 
and electric beardmower, and it only 
took a few minutes more to replace the 
light bulbs with sun lamps, courtesy of 
room 127, Engineering Building. Quite 
by accident, Alfonso discovered that the 
clothes he had hung up the night before 
were thoroughly dry-cleaned. And, since 
he was an engineer, he had only to burn 
his hand on one of the pipes to discover 
he could keep a pot of hot java going 
day and night. 

It seems hardly necessary to state that 
the small minority of students who have 
never toured the steam tunnels would 
be surprised at the luxury in which Al
fonso lived. Everything would have gone 

well if he had not been such an extreme
ly sensitive person. Not wishing to at
tract undue attention, he always took the 
precaution of putting a wrench and pair 
of pliers in his back pocket before enter
ing or leaving one of the manholes. 

He was usually taken for a janitor, and 
few people gave him more than a pass
ing glance. One day, however, a beauti
fully-engineered blonde gave him con
siderably more. 

He had budged and budged, trying in 
vain to move the manhole cover between 
Main Building and M.L.B. Finally it 
popped open and Alfonso climbed out. 
Whereupon the aforementioned blonde 
slapped the hell out of him. 

"What the devil do you think you're 
doing, young man? This isn't France, 
you know!" 

Frankly, this worried Alfonso, even 
after the eight stitches in his face had 
healed. He resolved to do something 
about it. After that he spent half his 
time watching the scenery. He was even 
seen over at Woody's pricing a camera 
one day. 

Despite these little diversions, Alf was 
not happy. Even the pride he took in 
the Turkish bath he had built by drilling 
into the water and steam lines was short
lived. Unlike most of the members of 
the sixty-five dollar club, he wanted more 
than three dates a year. He did take in 
a little dry-cleaning work now and then, 
but after one of his customers had asked 
him where in hell twenty-third and 
Whitis was located he had decided to 
give the business up. The more dry-

"Like you told me, Coach-'Give 'em all you gotl' " 

TEXAS RANGER 



cleaning he took in, the furtht:r behind 
he was on his income tax, so there wasn't 
any future in it anyhow. 

Alfonso was in one of his more de
spondent moods the day he climbed out 
of the manhole directly north of Main 
Building. He had just stuck his head 
above the ground when one of his class
mates in E.E. 410 hove into view. 

"Oh, there you are, Alf. I've looked 
everywhere for you! I called your old 
address but the tenants just barked at 
me. Did you copy our last E.E. assign
ment?" 

"Oh, hello there, Rogers. Just a min
ute and I'll get it for you." 

So saying Alfonso climbed back down 
the ladder, got the assignment, and re
turned to the surface. He handed the 
paper to Rogers and, having decided not 
to go out, climbed back down and re
placed the manhole cover. Anyone for
tunate enough to have come by that side 
of the Main Building during the next 
five minutes would have seen a relatively 
sane-looking engineer staring intently 
at an ordinary manhole cover, scratching 
his head and making funny noises under 
his breath. It was later rumored that 
Rogers was expelled for chewing the 
end off his slide rule. 

Alfonso, despite these minor incon
veniences, would have become accus
tomed to his new home if he had not 
made the mistake of thinking. It oc
curred to him that the steam lines must 
go to all the University Buildings, in
cluding the girls dormitories. No sooner 
had he assimilated this startling bit of 
information than he took his bearings 
and found the tunnel leading to the 
dorms. But he was doomed to disap
pointment. Instead of the little doors 
that most of the campus buildings have 
between the basement and the tunnel, 
there was a solid wall. Some far
sighted architect with a practical turn 
of mind had run the pipes straight 
through the wall and filled around them 
with concrete. 

An ordinary man would have admitted 
defeat or used the telephone. But Alfon
so was not an ordinary man. Crazed with 
desire, maddened by his barren hours in 
the engineering labs., he started hack
ing away at the concrete. Hour after 
hour he cursed and sweated in the 
cramped space, until at last he was too 
weak to stand and fell exhausted. When 
he woke up, he started work with re
newed energy, but soon he was back 
where he started. On the floor. It was 
more than human flesh could endure. 

Two weeks later the Dean of Women 
found Alfonso Schultz, dead of starva
tion and overexhaustion, in the Andrews 
tunnel. Even in death, Schultz had a 
certain air about him. After all, he'd 
been dead two weeks.-JOHN ALVIN 
WEBER. 

Santa Claus is the only one who can 
run around with a bag all night and not 
get talked about. -Urchin. 
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Perhaps Adam didn't have a funny 
bone, but he sure had a lot of fun with 
a spare rib! 

-Carolina Mag. 

We finally found out what happened 
to the guy who winked at an elevator 
girl. She took him up on the ninth 
floor. 

- Yell ow J ackct. 

He: "Don't you remember me? I'm 
the fellow who bought you those drinks 
last night." 

She: "I don't recall your name, but 
your breath is familiar." 

-Pelican. 

"Snow White had a baby." 
"How come?" 
"Do you think that all the dwarfs 

were dopey?" 
-Col'orado Dodo. 

Before the last dwarf was born they 
gave his mother golden rod-that's how 
she got Sneezy. 

-Colorado Dodo. 

WILL 
Oh, mother, may I go out to swim? 
Why not, my darling daughter, 
You're so damned near naked anyhow 
You'd look better in the water. 

-Bored Walk. 

RELAX 
Whil e we worry 
about your lau ndry 
and dry -clea ning . 

" NO INCREASE IN OUR 
PRICES ON DRY CLEA N
ING SINCE THE END 
OF OPA." 

WESS WILLIAMS 
2100 Guadalupe 

Phone 4759 

Perfection?~~ 

MAYBE NOT! 

but we do strive for perfection in service 

and in the preparation of every dish on our 

menu. 

VICTOR'S 
FINE ITALIAN FOODS 

Just off the Drag on 23rd St. 

Open 11 :00 a. m. to 8:00 p. m. Closed Wednesdays 
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WHO DO YOU LOVE? 
(Continued f ro111 Page 25) 

earth. If you are, that's all that counts. 
I hope this doesn't sound like a graceful 
loser. I'm not graceful! In fact, it piqued 
me no end. But if you're happy, I guess 
it's all right." 

"Are you going to marry that girl?" 
"What girl?" She was staring at him, 

her lips parted. 
"The one you went with Christmas 

when you were home, that Betsy Berry
man." 

"How did you find out about her?" 
"Everyone in town knows about it. 

They say you're in love with her. Are 
you going to marry her?" She leaned 
forward. 

"I might. We get along, and I think 
she· loves me." 

"A:re you going to quit school?" 
"No, she wants me to go ahead and 

finish. She thinks I can make something 
of myself. She's a stenographer, and 
she ran wor1'. while I go to school. There 
are a h.t of them doing that now." 

She put another cigarette in her 
mouth, took a package of matches and 
lit swiftly. 

"Why?" he said. 
She tooked annoyed; a tiny frown 

furrowed her brow. "She's no damn good. 
Everybody knows that. You don't even 
know her, you just met her Christmas. 
I just hate to see you make a fool of 
yourself." 

" You seem to know a lot about it." 
She turned around facing him. "Well, 

why shouldn't I? I went with you for 
three years. I loved you. You and I 
grew up together. Why shouldn't I 
know something about it?" He sat there. 
" I just don't want to see you throw your
self away. You can make something of 
yourself if you'll just quit drinking and 
grow up and be a man." 

He grinned, "You mean like your 
husband?" 

"Just because he's twelve years older 
than I am doesn't mean a thing. He's 
the kindest, sweetest person I've ever 
known. He'd do anything for me. I love 
him." 

She looked at him. He looked back, 
but said nothing. 

" I do love him," she said. "He's won
derful to me. His family's wonderful. 
I never had anybody treat me so grand. 
I love him." 

"O. K." 
"Just because I didn't want to wait 

three years for you, or go down there 
and live in some little apartment is no 
reason I shouldn't take an interest in 
you," she said. "That girl isn't the type 
for you. She might ruin your whole life." 

"It was different with us, we went to
gether a long time and we were planning 
on getting married." 

"Maybe that's what she and I are 
planning." 

Her eyebrows lifted slightly. She 

A NOTE TO MARRIED VETERANS 
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G . I. Loans are still hard to g et thro ug h because of high prices, 
but we do g e t some nice homes - new and pre-war - that pass. 
If your income is too low to q ua lify fo r a G. I. Loan because you 
attend school, we have a few neat, mod est homes that can be 
ha ndled on a low down payme nt and easy terms. This firm is 
owned by an overseas veteran who knows how to help you, so 
call and discuss your problems with one of our friend ly deal ers 
or drop by our office. 

PH O NE 8-5781 

317 WE ST 6TH ST 

leaned forward. "Are you? Are you, 
really?" 

" I think so." 
She leaned back, cold and calm, and 

took a drag off her cigarette, looking at 
him all the time. "Would it make any 
difference if I told you I am going to 
divorce Dick'" 

He didn't answer. 
"You always said you loved me, and 

he's not like you are. I never thought 
there could ba such a difference. If you 
loved me once, you still do. You don't 
care anything about her. We can do all 
the wonderful things you always talked 
about, and we won't have to scrape and 
save. You can go to school and do any
thing you want. We'll be all right. I've 
known for a long time I was going to 
leave him, but it didn't come out until 
I saw you walk over here to the car." 

He looked at her, grinned, looked 
down at his feet, and grinned again. 
"Well, I don't exactly know what to 
say. You better not do all this just for 
me. You probably don't feel good, or 
somethmg. I'm not worth it, honey, and 
you're all set up and married now. 
You wouldn't want to throw all that 
over for an old boy like me." 

She leaned over and took his hand. 
"Yes, I would," she said huskily, "I 
would. I want you. I know now. We can 
go away and be happy and you'll never 
even know I was married to anyone 
else. I'll take care of you and you won't 
have to worry about things. We can be 
happy like we were before. You want 
all that again, don't you?" 

He shifted around and took his hand 
loose from hers. "God, baby, this is aw
ful nice of you, but you just don't un
derstand. I'm in love with this girl. 
You and I were in love, I think, but 
that's all over now. You said so your
self. I grew up a little when you got 
married. I'm changed. Betsy's all right, 
and she wants me to make something 
of myself and she wants to help. Re
member when I asked you? You wanted 
it all set up, you didn't want to work 
it out with me. Well, she wants to. She'll 
take care of me and cook and sew and 
all that, and that's what an old by like 
me needs. I hope you'll understand. Gosh, 
you're one of the best friends I've ever 
had; don't change that, but understand, 
will you?" 

She sat still, looking ahead, the cig
arette smoking in her hand. 

"Well," he said, "I guess I'd better 
go. Let's all get together and have a 
party while I'm home. You call me; it 
probably wouldn't look good for me to 
be calling you. Well, be sweet. I'll be 
seeing you." He opened the door and 
got out. She sat there, still looking ahead. 

He walked around the car and across 
the drive, into the tavern. He looked 
over at Pop, the proprietor, who was 
sitting at the cash register, eating a 
cheese sandwich. 

"Say, Pop,'' he said, "I think that 
girl out there wants you to pick up her 
tray." -J. B. 

TEXAS RANGER 



MY VET VIEWS: 
(Continued from Page 8) 

both parties. The college girl has abso
lutely no concept of what pleases a man. 
(The definition of "man" here is re
stricted from application to the 17 year 
old freshman.) She neither dresses, acts, 
or talks in a way that is entirely pleasing 
to him, and in so doing, falls far short 
of her half of the 50-50 good time propo
sition. 

Working girls, including those with 
college degrees, have learned the hard 
way that such attitudes do not pay. They 
are forced to face the unadorned facts 
that if they want to have a good time, 
they will have to have something to offer 
the man. Being thrown into the terrific 
competition of the working world, where 
there are few opportunities to meet eli
gible men, girls get terribly lonely and 
bored with nobody asking for a date 
every day or so. When a date comes 
along, they really appreciate him and 
they do their utmost to show their ap
preciation of his attention. They throw 
off their snooty ways, and generally act 
like their normal selves. Men sincerely 
·appreciate this, which is perhaps why 
they ordinarily wait until so late (until 
they are about 27) to get married. 

College girls can't be expected to ac
complish an overnight change-over to the 
attitude of the working girl, but she can 
better her lot a great deal by seriously 
trying to practise now what she will 
have to learn later. All she needs to do 
is to be natural. No girl has to be a 
brilliant conversationalist, but she should 
have a sense of humor. Chatter is de
cidely unwelcome, so she should also be 
reserved enough not to be continually 
talking out of turn. 

Women in college, who haven't enough 
experience to know better, think that 
the way to get a man is to deal him, 

work him, scheme, plan, connive, and 
lie in various subterfuges designed to 
have him believing what is good for him 
and thus come crawling to her feet. Vet
erans are too old and experienced, and 
have been around too much, to fall for 
such lines. Most of them see through 
such antics right away and lose all faith 
and trust which they may have had for 
the girl. As a result of several disap
pointing experiences many vets will not 
trifle with college girls, preferring to 
expend their efforts on older, more ma
ture women. Unfortunately, there are 
not enough of these to go around, and so 
the vet vainly hunts in an attempt to 
discover at least one college girl who 
can do something besides froth off at 
the mouth about the nasty old professor 
who gave her a D-, and how mother 
will simply be furious, and how the boys 
back home simply used to rave over her, 
and how she's just got to have that new 
frock in Scarbrough's window. 

Unable to find companionship and fun 
in college girls, vets turn to them :for 
the only other thing which is left: Con
quest. This is shocking to the girl who 
can't understand why THAT should be 
his purpose in going with her. What 
she doesn't realize, is that he is so bored 
with her that it is the only thing left 
which interests him. 

This is speaking, of course, solely 
from an idealistic viewpoint without i·e
gard to the Lothario class, who enter 
into an affair with the predetermined 
idea of getting as much as they can out 
of it, regardless of consequences, and to 
hell with the girl. However, vets are 
growing more numerous in adopting this 
attitude. If the college girl wants to be 
what she is, that's okay. If she won't 
consider our earnest advice, let the 
breeze hit her. . . . Whoop and holler, 
shoot a dollar, grab her and growl! 

• • 

..... -- ---11"""----,.,.._; --

"Come, come, Crenshaw-facts are facts!" 
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PAT SMITH 
(Conf:in11 ed l r o111 Png <' 1.'I) 

bought isn't the proper word in this case 
- -and gathered a few of his clan around 
him to help pay the rent. 

Smith and his buddies call the project 
a gigantic success, but to the Dean of 
Student Life it is a great headache. 
Since September Dean Charles Dunham 
and associates have had to visit the house 
six times because of disorderly conduct 
charges brought by neighbors. 

But the fun-loving, uninhibited veter
ans who Jive there continue to throw 
nightly parties at their kitchen bar that 
are the talk of sorority houses. One 
sorority heard so much about the house 
that it came over to a party to see for 
itself. No one was disappointed. 

Pat named his fabulous abode Clag
horn Manor and dubbed each of the 
roomers "Colonel." Smith is the only 
non-fraternity man in the house. 

Each of the rooms has a name. There's 
a Harper's Ferry Room and a Stonewall 
Jackson room. The bathroom, quite ap
propriately, is called the Merrimac Room 
because everything sinks there. A Con
federate flag once flew from the front 
porch, but disappeared recently. Room
ers blame it on a Yankee Jiving in the 
vicinity. Smith says Kenny Delmar gave 
his sanction to their effort to reconstruct 
the Old South. Regardless, it still makes 
a good story. 

"We sound taps at 5 in the morning," 
one member of the household remarked, 
"and reveille is when all hands get the 
urge to move, which is well after lunch." 
Attending class is outmoded at Claghorn 
Manor. 

Few students are aware of the fact, 
but Smith helped found the Ex-Service
men's Association, served as its first 
president, and aided in making it the 
powerful campus organization it is today. 

Yet when questioned he will deny any 
connection with the group. "Too damned 
many politicians," he usually comments. 
But why a man with political ambitions 
should desert a politically-conscious or
ganization is a question only the mys
terious McGregor resident could answer. 

Smith achieved a slight measure of 
fame by training Bevo, the steer who 
prances between halves at the football 
games with a flock of Silver Spurs around 
him. Also, the President Truman who 
played the piano on top of which was 
perched a leggy brunette at the between
halves show of the Missouri football 
game was Smith again. 

Contrary to popular belief, the over
sized barrel he carries around for a 
stomach is not the result of dissipation. 
During his Marine service in 1942 he 
suffered a broken back when a truck fell 
on him. He spent months in the hospital 
encased in a brace that exerted pressure 
on his back, shoving out his stomach, 
which was a bit large in the first place, 
even more. Smith likes to tell strangers 
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the paunch was developed from years of 
bee r drinking. 

Smith is a personification of the gay 
college student of yesteryear. To him a 
good prank is more satisfying than a 
Hoffbrau steak or a pan of fudge. 

It is not hard to imagine him wearing 
a coonskin coat, carrying a flask, driving 
a Model T, and painting the old water 
tower with the date of his graduation 
ch~s-if he was ever able to figure it 
out. 

"College students today are too 
damned serious," Smith avows. "They 
have forgotten that the most enjoyable 
and helpful aspect in attending any col
lege is Life-the spirit of revelry that 
is fundamental to the American collegi
ate tradition. 

"There are lots of things in college 
to make besides an A." 

"Smith, the professional college stu
dent, has his deeper moments . Standing 
as if he were addressing the combined 
houses of Congress, he speaks in sono
rous tones, "To quote the immortal 
Thomas Jefferson, 'An upheaval of de
mocracy is good for that democracy as 

long as you hold fast to the principle, 
of that constitution that made this grea~ 
democracy!" .. .' "at this point imagin
ary tears run down his eyes and his 
voice breaks" '. . . namely those free
doms which were granted and guaran
teed to all of us ... .' " He then bangs 
an imaginary gav1 and adjourns to The 
Tavern. 

So, Pat Smith remains ... a tradition 
by squatter's rights and a character with 
his easy-going nature and trend for poli
tics. University students in the state 
legislature have become common, but 
Smith's friends say he has a more novel 
scheme up his sleeve-to run for gover
nor while still a student in the Univer
sity. 

Asked recently when he was going to 
graduate, Pat had a typical Smitty an
swer, "I'm very happy here." 

ON THE COVER: In Spring a young man 
lightly turns to fancies. STANLEY DEPWE has 
captured the Spring look of HONEY FLOUR
NOY, and the Spring leer of BILL BROWDER, 
known to intimates as BOW-WOW. 

"Meet Miss Scott. Miss Scott doesn't have to be in at 11 :00 o'clockl" 

TEXAS RANGE~~ 



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 Capita l National. When 
you need assistance, come in and di scuss your needs 
with these understanding officers. 

WALTER BREMOND, JR. , P resident 
E. P. CRAVENS, Vice-President 
W. C. KENNEDY, Ass't Vice-Pres ident 
AUG. DeZAVALA, Special Represent-

ative 
JOE S. DUNLAP, Assistant Cashier 
WILFORD NORMAN, Assistant 

Cashier 
ASHLEY WYNN, Ass't Trust Offi cer 
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Seventh Street 
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Congress and Colorado 

JNO . A. GRA CY, Vice-P resident 
W ALTER BOHN, Vice-P res ident 
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