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A friend of the staff recently called our attention to the
following story from the Houston Chronicle. We'd like to
share it with you:

“Los Angeles (UPI)—It seems the mice that make their
home in the Hall of Justice have become addicted to nar-
cotics.

“Peter J. Talmachoff, chief deputy of the criminal di-
vision, explained Monday that the mice find their way
into a closely guarded room where several hundred pounds
of marijuana and other narcotics are held as evidence
in pending cases.

*“ “Those mice are addicts,” he declared. ‘They run riot
all night, then stagger off to their nest, leaving the floor
littered with marijuana.’ ”

So it seems that evil man has again corrupted another
of nature’s innocent creatures. First, we pamper our pets
so they have to sleep inside the house and have their food
cooked before they will eat it, then we make raving dope
fiends out of poor little cuddly mice. The possible implica-
tions are staggering. Imagine, if you can, how this whole
thing got started. We are looking in on a group of mice in
Los Angeles’ Hall of Justice.

“Food,” cries one. “Where in this place can we get some
nourishment for our weak little bodies?”’

“Those fat cops don’t leave even a single crumb left
when they start stuffing themselves,” says another.

Then one of the mice makes a discovery. “Hey,” he
says. “What’s this? Looks like food. Some sorta grass,
maybe.”

The mice all try some of the new food, find that it tastes
okay, and . . . hey! What’s going on? Suddenly they find
themselves just as high as kites, floating around the room,
and having all sorts of good times. Comes the dawn, they
“stagger off to their nest, leaving the floor littered with
marijuana.” (Which strikes us as a shameful waste of good

pot.) But then what happens? Do they move on to bigger
and better things, such as heroin or cocaine? Picture one
of the guards around the dope room suddenly attacked
by a hopped-up rodent squeaking fiercely, “Ha, miserable
human! Beware the wrath of Mighty Mouse!”

Or maybe the cops will move the stuff into another room,
and all the mice will go cold turkey (assuming that the
mice have gone on to bigger things). With marijuana, one
doesn’t get withdrawal symptoms, but there might be
other consequences. For instance, the mice might get frus-
trated, or just bored with having to go back to the same
old humdrum existence, in which case they might decide
to take out their pent-up aggressions by beating up church-
mice (that buncha goodie-goodies).

Or consider what might happen if the mice should pass
on their discovery to other animals. Firemen would have
to be called to get dogs down out of trees. Pigeons would
put on a regular flying circus. And what if somehow even
the zoo animals made contact with one of the mice, who
would now, of course, be making great sums acting as
pushers? Can you imagine a high elephant? Or a kanga-
roo? Or (God forbid) a skunk? You might even have (get
ready) a junkie monkey!! And then what if the mice
branched out and began selling to humans? They could
undercut the regular pushers, who would naturally pro-
test at the drop in their business. The results would be a
gang war! The humans would employ mercenary armies
of trained cats (straight ones, of course), while the mice
could always take refuge in (oh, the irony of it all) the
Hall of Justice. The humans would finally win, however,
with this stratagem: they would place a large, hungry cat
inside a box, disguise the box as a shipment of heroin, and:
arrange to have it conveniently confiscated by the L.A.
Vice Squad. The Squad boys would naturally stash it with
the other evidence in the dope storage room. That night
the cat would emerge from his fake box of heroin and de-
vour all the unsuspecting rodents—sort of a modern-day
(you ready again?) Trojan horse!!! Well, didn’t we tell
you the possible implications were staggering?

At any rate, the whole affair just goes to disprove that
old adage about the world beating a path to the door of
the man who builds a better mousetrap. In the future, the
emphasis will not be on improving traps, we believe. It’s
the bait, man, the bait.
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We select only the finest choice
corn-fed heavy beef . . .

- +. . then carefully and scientifically
R age this beef . . . for extra FLAVOR
and TENDERNESS*

« « . then cook and
serve these delect-
able, tender steaks
with loving care. _

*Night Hawk uses no commercial “‘tenderizer”
... we don't need to!

THREE CONVENIENT LOCA-
TIONS ... TWO IN SAN ANTONIO

“There's Nothing Accidental About Quality”

Dear Sir:
I'would appreciate your sending me
the subscription rate for the Ranger.
That’s about it.
Yours Truly,
David S. Harris

(That’s about WHAT?)

Dear Hairy:

I’'m sure missing the Ranger parties.
No beer out here. I get out of this Hell-
hole sometime around the last two
weeks of Nov., and I'm making a bee-
line for the Hairy side of U.T. (wine,
wimmen, & song) and lots of it.

This Navy life is not for Hairy.
He’d have to shave—all over. No wim-
men, no booze. Hairy would go crazy
(I’'m about to) . Too many High School
Harrys and the one thing Hairy fears
most—discipline. Think the Great
Gods of the Greek Outhouse are strict?
Hairy’s got it easy—comparatively
speaking, that is.

Anchors Aweigh!
Francis Sweeney

P.S. Tijuana is off limits! Sigh!
(Funny. It’s off limits for us too.)

Dear Hairy:

As we tossed a buckled lima-bean-
and-ham C-ration can out of our lint-
covered fox hole here in the jungle pits
of the Philippines, my Navy and Ma-
rine buddies and I noticed something
that would make a hemophiliac clot—
Sarah Judd. So what I'd like you to do
for the Defense Effort, see, is send
along to our weary troops some more
of this bikinied-bounder (however
abstracted).

I was faking when I said I'm in 5
foxhole. I'm in the Navy (poo-pah) g
a third-class journalist. I don’t feel tg,
essential to the War Effort. I feel more
like a Shallow-End Swimmer, if yo,
prefer. I complete my term in Febry.
ary and will be foisted back into the
bourgeois life. I'll also have to go back
to paying two bits for beer. Ad in.
terim, why not send along some pics
of your GOM (some file copies that
Loyd and the Fizzkids wouldn’t let
you publish) and Rangers as a whole?
It might assuage your conscience at
sitting there in college avoiding the
draft. Those of us who are Doing Our
Part would appreciate it. Send me a
bill if you have to.

My year-and-a-half in the Navy
has been humorous enough, so if you
need any manuscripts for upcoming
Rangers, let me know. I was in a year
before I learned “frigate” was a ship
and not a dirty word. Give my best to
the staff, and keep things boiling on
campus. I've been in the Philippines
for six months (172 inches of rain in
that period), and am looking forward
to returning to the States late in No-
vember.

Eat your spinach now,
Don Myers

(Don graduated from here thre
years ago amid cheers from his jour-
nalism professors and bitter tears from
local tavern owners. As for pictures of
Sarah, Don, just send a check for one
hundred dollars. . . .)

Dear Hairy:

Howcum you got all those finks
what ain’t even in school working for
your crummy magazine, like Dave
Crossley, Tony Bell, Neueil Snikda.
and Treblig Notlehs?

Sincerely,
Gretchen Raatz

(For your information, nobody, "
school or out, really WORKS on th
Ranger.)

e

THE TEXAS RANGER is published once a month during
the hs of September, October, N ber, D ber,
February, March, and April by Texas Student Publica-

tions, Inc., Drawer D, University of Texas Station,
Austin 12, Texas. Subscription rate: $2.00 a year.
Single copy: 29 cents. Volume 78, No. 4, December,
1963. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas.
Reprint in whole or part by other than bona fide college
magazines is prohibited.

Well, ho ho, it's that time of year again when
sleighbells ring are you list’nin’, you better watch out,
not cry, pout, etc., little children take on a happy glow,
and everybody is filled wih good cheer—everybody,
that is, but the good old United States Post Office
Department and its th ds of conveni br:
all over the country to serve you. For them, Christmas
means, not good cheer and brotherhood, but about a
trillion extra letters, cards, and packages. And they
work their little hearts out, yes they do.

We here at the Ranger feel very sorry for the poor
postmen around Christmas time, and in appreciation of
all they've done for us, we'd like to do our part to
help. First, we urge you not to send your Christmas
cards until January first, at the earliest. This way, your
friendly mailman will be saved much extra work, and

your friends will appreciate your cards so much mort
when they do get them. And when you send puckGB‘f
through the mails, be sure to stamp them ‘‘Dange’
Fragile! Delicate and Very Valuable! Oh, Look ovt
Eek eek! Don’t Drop!"* This saves the postal employeé
the trouble of having to shake and squeeze packages k
tell if they're breakable, and it gives them a wa™
feeling to know that they can really do some damog®
if they stomp on those packages. N

Another cute trick is for several people to send e‘?‘e
other about a hundred cards, and when they 0""'m
write ‘‘Return to Sender’ on all of them and put the
back in your mailbox. Or, if you feel like it, report 5"",':
obscene mail to your postmaster. While you're ot I
you could keep harmful objects out of letters and pro
for peace too. Since those slogans are put on |9"°':'
with a genvuine, official Post Office stamp, we "“‘“
assume that it is a federal law not to do any of th?
things. Any day now we expect to see slogans
letters saying ‘‘Vote Democratic in '64,’" or ‘‘Give yo!
postman a hundred dollar bill.’’ _

But if you actually feel sorry for the poor mail <ar"”’|’|
just don’t send any mail until after Christmas. TheY
love you for it. Then get everybody you know to ¢ o
presents, cards, and letters on Groundhog Day L
watch the PO try to figure it out.
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510 W. 19th

next to fire station

al Warﬁnizing

Also:
Barbara Gresham, Delta Gamma
Jimmy Clark, two sport letterman

Special Martinizing Features

e ONE-HOUR DRY
CLEANING
No Extra Charge

* FAST LAUNDRY SERVICE

In by 9—Out by 5

e LONG HOURS:

7 AM.-8 P.M.
Monday thru Thursday
7 AM~6 P.M.
Friday and Saturday
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A reporter had been sent to covera
great mine disaster. He was so im-
pressed by what he saw that he tried
to indicate all the emotions and hero-
ism that he saw around him in that
vast panorama of death.

In a telegram to his editor he began,
“God sits tonight on a little hill over-
looking the scene of the disaster.”

Immediately his editor wired back:
“Never mind disaster—interview
God. Get pictures if possible.”

Two Aggies spent the better part of
a morning during summer camp dig-
ging a foxhole. At lunchtime their
sergeant came around and observed
that they had dug the hole in the
wrong place. So, unhappily they re-
filled the hole and were dismayed to
find that they had a sizable pile of
dirt left over.

“See, stupid!” yelled one of them,
“I told you we shoulda dug the hole
deeper!”

“I wish I had my wife back.”

“Where is she?”

“I swapped her for a bottle of whis-
key.”

“And now you realize how much
you loved her?”

“No, I'm thirsty again.”

“Do they make false eyes out of
glass?”

“Certainly! How else could you se¢
through them?”

SE—

Harris Says
Nuclear War
Destroys Life

—Daily Kansan, University of Kanst$
Perceptive, that’s the word for Harrs:
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Of coutse. Wherever you ate . . . when it
drizzles, when it pours, the CCUS raincoat

feels at home.

A handsome coat, too, eveﬁ whel
off. Carry it, pack it, hang it or fling it
over Lhm:s, W rinkles won't show. ‘

With the zip-out lining, it feels nght
looks good . . . weather or not.

When you want to take just one coat,
20 in a CCUS raincoat. Both sexes do at
Texas.

RANGER
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* Olian, past president of the UT student body, with Miss Linda Harvey.

Everyone admires a well-dressed man
(Especially if he’s a Jacobson Man!)

ﬂenry }acoédon s MENS WEAR

largest men’s shop on the drag at 2332 Guadalupe

Pictured: Maurice **Mo’

CAO/Z garfen

UT’s oldest and “refreshing-est” rendezvous

1607 San Jacinto

A Czechoslovakian patriot was flee-
ing from the Russians. He made his
way across the open fields with the
bloodhounds hot on his heels and
plunged into the forest.

Deep in the dark woods he came
across a small cottage owned by a
hermit. Here, he hoped, he could find
refuge from his pursuers.

He knocked on the door, and when
the hermit peeked out, said: “Hello,
do you suppose you could cache a
rather large Czech?”

The mental patient had complained
about severe stomach pains. Finally
he convinced the doctor to operate.

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

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

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

We reprint without comment the fol
lowing poem from either the Austin
Statesman or Austin American, nol
that it matters which.

Heavenly Austin

Austin, Texas, is the place

To find a person with a
smiling face

Home of the Governor's
White House too,

No one there ever seems
blue,

Grass so green, parks so
clean

You hardly ever see anyone

mean.
That’s the place to settle

own

Austin, Texas, that’s the
town.

Girls are so beautiful

The boys in Austin, are

quite dutiful

I say again, Austin, Texas,
is the place

Room for everyone, there's
lots of space.

MRS. MARGARET WAIGHT

13006 East 62nd St.

Kansas City,.Mo.
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Trythe Big Four today—

g/ j oro 8/ Watamoroa monroe’d g/ CA“I’I"O

1601 Guadalupe 504 East Avenue To Go—GR 7-8744 912 Red River

2%" filter

gives you pleasure
and peace of mind

Illustrated
GOLD CREST dark claret $6 (light café finish $7)

Put relaxation back into your smoking...enjoy Jet Stream $3.95

the protection of a Medico Filter Pipe. Scientific
disposable Filter traps tars, nicotine, juices—gives
smoke a clean, natural taste. Every Medico is
crafted only from selected imported briar. A few
are illustrated at the right, all with nylon bits,
guaranteed bite-proof.

Guardsman $3.95

For beautiful color catalog, write Medico, Dept. C., Btony §6.00

18 East 54th St., N.Y. 22. Enclose 10¢ for handling.

MEDICO

FILTER PIPES

Ever-Dri $4.95

Other Medico Filter Pipes $1.95 up
Prices higher outside U.S.A. ~

It was the sleepy time of the after-
noon. The prof droned on and on on
formulae, constants, and figures. A
student sitting in the second row, was
unable to restrain himself and gavea
tremendous yawn. Unfortunately, as
he stretched out his arm he caught his
neighbor squarely under the chin,
knocking him to the floor. Horrified,
he bent over the prostrate form just in
time to hear him murmer, ‘“Hit me
again, Sam, I can still hear him.”

(

“Did you make the debating team?”

“N-n-naw, t-t-they said I wasn't
t-t-tall enough.”

A man went to the bakery and
asked the baker to bake a cake in the
form of the letter S. The baker said he
would need a week to prepare the nec-
essary items. The customer agreed,
and returned a week later. Proudly
the baker showed him the cake and—
sure enough—it was shaped like an S.

“But you misunderstood me,” the
customer said. ‘“You made a block let-
ter and I wanted script.”

A week later the customer returned,
and was delighted with the cake. “Ex-
actly what I wanted,” he said.

“Will you take it with you,” asked
the baker, “or shall I send it to your
house?”

“Don’t bother,” said the customer.
“If you’ll just give me a knife and fork
I'll eat it right here.”
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Top Rang
For TSPx
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Ex-Rangeroos
Before Discipli

Two years ago last month, four
solemn-faced young men marched
into the forbidding atmosphere of a
room filled with equally solemn-faced
men seated around a table. As they
went to confront their inquisitors, the
youths knew that they were fore-
doomed. Yet did they tremble with
fear like common cowards, did they
whimper and complain, did they slink
into the room like beaten jackals?
You're damn right they did.

And who were these young mar-
tyrs? Spies? Deserters? Members of
the Ungerground? Religious dissent-
ers? Nothing so trivial as these. They
were the staff of the Ranger, student
humor magazine of the University of
Texas. Their names? Jack Lowe, the
editor; Dave Crossley, the associate
editor; Kerry O’Quinn, the art direc-
tor; and last, and most assuredly least,
Lieuen Adkins, the circulation man-
ager. Their crime? Defiling the im-
aculate pages of their magazine by the
inclusion of a very, very naughty
word therein. Or at least, such was the
formal charge against them, much as
Sacco and Vanzetti were charged with
robbery and murder, Dreyfus, with
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The Great Purge
Revisited .. v

treason. To hear the case was the all-
high Executive Committee of the
Board of Directors, Texas Student
Publications, Inc., bless their hearts.

Two hours later, waiting in the of-
fice that would soon no longer be
theirs, the dejected Rangeroos received
the word that they were as of that
moment ex-Rangeroos, and that they
had that afternoon to clear out all
their belongings and vacate. The
actual pronouncement of sentence
(which they knew was coming) acted
to dispel the general depression and,
the tension at last relieved, sent the
fired quartet into a mood of hysterical
high spirits. In a kind of manic glee,
they lept about the office gathering up
possessions, pausing only to pose for
the TV cameras they had summoned
on the assumption (and correct it
proved) that they would be fired. In-
deed, they stripped the office as cleanly
as a swarm of locusts, leaving behind
for whomever might be their succes-
sors little but the desks and walls. Pil-
ing their booty into a caravan of
broken-down cars, they charged off
into the sunset to drown their sorrows
and wait for the Second Coming.

Exactly what precipitated the Great
Purge, as the mass firing had come to
be called? On the surface, it was four
little letters adding up to one little
word, nestled snugly and obscurely 1
the midst of a large illustration spread
over two pages of a great, big maga-
zine. The “word,” as we will simply
refer to it hereafter, was anything but
conspicuous—it was small; it was hid-
den amid a mass of design; the letters
were strung out in different direc-
tions; it didn’t even look like a word.
Indeed, if it had been more apparent
it would never have made it into the
magazine in the first place, and the
course of history would have been
changed. Many Ranger readers,
fact, complained that they had looked
and looked and still couldn’t find the
word. One person, a member of the
faculty, wrote to the Texan thusly:
“I believe that I have as dirty a mind
as any on campus, yet it took me
nearly an hour to locate the vile Wofd
which the sharp eyes of the Commit:
tee had immediately spotted.”

The fall of 1961 had been a banner
year for the Ranger for the first two
issues. Both September and October
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issues sold out, and the decision was
made to print 10,000 copies of the No-
vember issue—the most Rangers ever
printed in a single month. The de-
cision to print so many copies seemed
well justified on the morning of that
fatal day, as sales were vigorous from
the first. Soon, however, Ranger sales-
people noticed an increase in sales that
was phenomenal. The word had
leaked out. All over campus, wide-
eyed students, males and co-eds alike,
could be seen intensely scanning their

angers, turning them at all angles,
and holding them up to the light.
Eventually, the Ranger advisors
(who, like the proverbial wronged

usband or wife, were the last to

now) realized something unusual
Was going on. And, inevitably, some-
one finked. The top four Ranger staff-
ers were notified of their impending
trial. Said trial took place on schedule,
the evidence was heard and weighed,
the defendants were tried, convicted,
and dismissed.

But the fireworks were just begin-
ing. That night, the movies of the
evicted Rangeroos were shown on tele-
Vision, And the next morning, the

TEXAS RANGER

Texan devoted the majority of its front
page to the story, under the sensa-
tional headline “Top Rangeroos Fired
For TSP Violation.” Not to mention
the lead editorial, entitled “The
Mouthwashing.” In the days that fol-
lowed, letters poured into the Texan
office. For perhaps a week afterward,
every Firing Line contained at least
some letters about the Ranger firing,
and some days there were no letters
about anything else. They came from
students, ex-students, faculty mem-
bers, and one even came from a group
of Aggies. And, with but one excep-
tion, all enthusiastically sided with the
discharged Rangeroos. A particularly
scathing letter from an employee of
The New York Times said “That mag-
azine is nothing but a dirty, vile, filthy
smut sheet whose purpose is corrup-
tion, material obscene, editorials pink,
and staffers and editors utterly worth-
less. Congratulations to the University
administration for protecting young
minds.” The letter was signed “Lynn
Ashby.” For the younger generation,
Ashby was editor of the Ranger back
in 1960-61.

Adding insult to injury, the ex-

staffers were brought before the Dis-
cipline Committee for hearing. Appar-
ently feeling that the loss of office and
salary was sufficient punishment, the
Committee let the youthful porno-
graphers off with an official admon-
ishment. And the letters kept coming.
The faculty member mentioned earl-
ier (he of the admittedly dirty mind)
offered the statistic that the “odds on
any random consecutive four-letter
sequence being the dirty word in ques-
tion . . . purely by chance, are ap-
proximately one out of 456, 976.” He
went on to say that with such odds,
textbooks have a good chance of con-
taining “‘the word” at least once, while
the University Library could be a
“cesspool of random-chance por-
nography.”

One student even wrote a mock
“Ode to Censorship” for the Firing
Line. Another suggested “While the
TSP Board is firing people, why not
fire the incompetent censor who
passed the illustration with ‘the word’
in it?” It was while the controversy
was still at a fever pitch that fired
staffer Adkins wrote his usual weekly
column for the Texan. This time it be-




gan with the blunt statement “The
Ranger is dead.” That little literary
masterpiece went on to explain that
“the word” was not the reason for the
firing, but only a convenient excuse
for a TSP Board which, over the years
finding an irreconcilable clash of phi-
losophies between itself and the Ran-
ger, had been looking for just such an
excuse for some time. The column
ended “As for Hairy Ranger dying—
well, weeds and other undesirable
growths have a way of springing up
again and again. In very unusual
places.”

At the time, however, we all sin-
cerely believed that the Hairy Ranger
we knew was indeed dead. In fact, a
solemn and, if I may say so, very mov-
ing funeral ceremony was held on the
Union steps the next week. All wear-
ing black armbands, the deposed mag-
azinists all delivered orations over the
casket containing Hairy’s body. Then,
to the dirgeful strains of ‘“Po-o0-0-ore
Hairy’s dead.” they bore the deceased
to the waiting 1937 Packard hearse.
At that moment—it happened to be
high noon—bells from a nearby
church began tolling in a most doleful
and convincing manner. And the
hearse slowly moved off into the dis-
tance—pushed by a 1951 Ford.

Things had finally begun to die
down when the December Ranger,
which had been put together by the
old staff before the Great Purge hit,
was put on sale, and the merry-go-
round started up again. It seems that
those madcap Rangeroos had inserted
still another dirty word in the Decem-
ber issue. Once again, news got
around, and the magazine sold at a
fabulous rate until the authorities
were alerted and the remaining copies
jerked off the stands. By the way, both
the November and December, 1961,
issues are collector’s items now, and
worth a lot of money. Got that? I'll
bet you'd love to have one, wouldn’t
you? As we said, they are collector’s
items, very rare, and worth a lot of
money. However, we just happen to
have a few copies we’ve saved, that we
might let go for the right price. Come
by and make us an offer.

To get back to the subject, the poor
ex-Rangeroos were once again called
before the Discipline Committee. By
now we were getting to be old friends.
This time we were absolved, all but
the evil art director, who was put on
probation. So a new staff was recruited
to replace the old, who went off to
found the ill-fated Bacchanal maga-
zine, The new staff had problems of
its own. Both the editor and associate
editor of the new Ranger failed to

make their grades and lasted but one
issue. The last two issues that year
were edited by Ray Hanson, a Ran.
geroo of the old school who was, never-
theless, innocent of any involvement
in the November and December issue
scandal. Ray, faced with loss of adver-
tising, loss of sales on campus, loss of
confidence in the magazine, and loss
of Crossley and Adkins (by their own
admissions the best writers in the his-
tory of the Ranger), did a creditable
job with what he had. Ray later moved
to California, where he now balances
his 260-pound bulk on a Yamaha 125
Japanese motorcycle and roars with
myopic abandon through the streets of
San Francisco or Los Angeles, we're
not sure which. Ray doesn’t write.

It was beginning to look as if the
direst prophecies of the one-time
Rangeroos would hold true. The Ran-
ger had lost its popularity, had lost
most of its staff, and there was no
qualified person to edit the magazine
for the coming year. Things looked
bleak indeed. But then, like the Mes-
siah in the ancient prophecies, came a
man to save the Ranger. Gilbert Shel-
ton, who had graduated and gone to
New York to work, returned at the
last minute, like the U. S. Cavalry, to
revive Hairy Ranger, to breathe new
life into the magazine, to lead his
people to victory—and to escape the
draft.

Shelton had a difficult cross to bear,
but through persistent efforts he man-
aged to re-establish a Ranger in the
good, old, Hairy tradition. The pa-
tient has still not recovered his former
strength, however. Circulation today
has not regained the lofty heights
reached by the magazine of the fall of
the Great Purge. But those of us who
said “The Ranger is dead” have had to
eat our words, and we did it gladly.
Bill Helmer, Ranger editor in 1959-
60, proved to be a better prophet when
he wrote, following the Purge,
“. .. Hairy Ranger has survived strong
blows before, so there is hope. Lesser
men than he have risen from the dead.
(Lazarus, Mr. Censor, Lazarus!)”
And, as noted earlier, weeds and other
undesirable growths do have a way of
springing up again and again.

But, as we said, this year’s Ranger
is not up to the fabulous circulation of
yesteryear. What we need to boost
sales is another nice, juicy scandal.
Oh, not that we’d put in something
like they did two years ago. Still, if
you've got a little time to kill, you
might just leisurely thumb through
this issue, holding it kind of sideways-
lift it up to the light, and when yot
gettoacertainpage.... @
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Science Marches On, More Or Less

There isn’t any sense in any of us
becoming hysterical, or rushing to our
encyclopedias, or leaving the country,
so relax and try to accept the bug
problem as I am trying to do. We all
know how to kill mosquitoes and a
number of ways to catch flies and that
is the way it should be, but you didn’t
know until just now and I didn’t know
until last night, that flies turn into
mosquitoes at night. There you go,
checking your passport. Please be
seated and let me finish.

In the first place, I haven’t checked
this theory throughout the world, so if
you go packing up and scramming,
you might just get yourself into some
sort of unspeakable mess, and that’s
all any of us needs, to get in a fix in
a foreign country, especially if we
don’t speak the language.

Where I am though, I assure you,
flies turn into mosquitoes at night, and
I am in Mexico, still. I've been here
some time now, and I'm really a little
embarrassed to admit I didn’t notice
this natural phenomenon until last
night, but I’ve been busy and a little
tired, so perhaps the delay is excus-
able. Delay or not, the fact remains
and it’s high time a little truth was
spread around instead of this foolish-
ness about the U.S. Open Tournament
that I've been reading in the Mexico
City News.

My house ( they call them casas and
little houses are casitas. The neighbors
call my house a casita chiquitica,
whatever that is, and they throw rocks
or laugh.) has no screens. Tit for tat,
and all that, so since it has no screens,
1t has flies. They wake me up in the
morning by thumping me on the fore-
head and buzzing something or other
In my ear, but none of them has the
decency to get the fire started and
coffee brewing before he wakes me up.
That’s how flies are, though. They
bother and pester you, and when you
tell them you’re working and could
they come back later, they pay no
more attention to you than if you were
standing in the center of the room
SCreaming, naked, with your hair on
fire, and brandishing a kitchen knife
or a red brassiere, however you brand-
ish red brassieres. Then when you
finally get a little used to them, they

ecome even more friendly and sit on
your hand while you go about your
Usiness, or on your nose. Probably
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just trying to get across a point by
looking you in the eye, but that doesn’t
work because I don’t speak Spanish
that well, and when they get argu-
mentative and fiery, I don’t under-
stand at all. So they might just as
well have stayed outside or gone to
Javier’s house, which is just down
the street and to the left two blocks.

All the houses in Mexico (or at
least in Mazatlan, where I am) have
bars on the windows. Well, they have
bars over the opening in the wall in
the houses that have no real windows

which slide up and down or turn out
by winding a crank. My house is one
of these. The bars, I suppose, are to
keep criminals and murderers out, but
there aren’t any criminals and mur-
derers in my neighborhood, that I
know of, unless you can count that
surly fellow of whom I am a little sus-
picious and who lives just two doors
away. So they might just as well have
put screens on the windows, or win-
dows on the windows, for that matter.
The bars, being four or five inches
apart, don’t even keep out that in-
fernal bat who lives next door and
flies in to talk and tussle around in
my hair, just as I am getting ready for

bed. And there’s a cicada in the pa-
paya tree, but I'd rather not talk about
him.

The flies, then, come over about 8
in the morning and that’s too early,
because I work late, but that doesn’t
bother them any. What do they care
how much sleep I get? When they’ve
finally dragged me out—and there’s
certainly enough of them to do just
that—they shoosh me out to the little
terrace in back and I have to start the
fire. After a cup of coffee, my spirits
rise a little, very little, but enough so
I can carry on a fairly decent conver-
sation, but once they’ve got me awake
and dressed, they disappear until I'm
ready to start work. That’s when they
get on my hands and on my nose. Lord
knows it’s enough work trying to write
without a busybody fly scooting
around around trying to show you
which keys to hit, telling you what to
say, and in Spanish, at that. When I
write, it’s nothing more than a very
long typing lesson, and if something
comes out of it that’s readable, you
can be assured it was dumb luck. Some
of you may have noticed that. Well,
we can’t always have winning streaks
and if you were much of a person at
all you’d have a little sympathy dur-
ing the sour seasons. And please don’t
give advice: I already know about
drinking and it doesn’t help. Besides,
I can’t go staggering around Mazatlan
like a dipsomaniac or the American
consul would have me on the carpet in
an instant, or I'd give all my money
away, or be arrested.

Finally, when the accursed little
beasts have driven me to distraction
(we usually go the whole way and I
walk back), I shout American words
at them, fiendish-sounding words like
“Caramel!!” and “Grab bag!” and
sometimes “Rigor Mortis!” which
usually frightens them until their
wings crack because they think I may
be making obscene remarks about
things I'll do to their mothers or chil-
dren. At times like these, I'm glad they
speak only Spanish, for off they goin a
black swarm, to hide somewhere and
regroup, trying to think of ways to
get even.

But curses or not, they always man-
age to hide both fear and spite in or-
der to make it back for lunch and din-
ner, when they complain bitterly

(Cont. on page 33)
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By Denn?&:k

Hlustration by Jack Jackson

“Look, Herbert, we’ve been here
four days now.”

The sun glared sharp and cruelly
on the crisp red brick structures of
Old Southern University. Bathed in
the frozen ocean of light the rococo

classrooms and peeling white barracks.

stood silent and omnious, like untop-
pled ruins. Though fully midday, not
a human walked upon the face of the
grounds. The only movement at all
was the blowing of a yellowing “news
paper” (The Daily Old S.U.) with
the headline: “WAR(?) ...” And a
sparrow hopped on the Main Mall.
Yet, deep in the stainless steel bow-
els of the newest structure, beneath
the concrete mall, labored the con-
stantly whirring computer, faithfully
and stupidly shuffling cards for a no
longer existent bureaucracy, an elec-
tronic fossil stoically unaware of its
uselessness. Beneath the machinery,
and equally anachronistic and super-
fluous, were the students. One last
classful, weirdly remaining, one
strange remnant of a way of life that
should have been obliterated. Human
sounds now were drops in oceans, flies
on pigs, sparrows on malls. One of the
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leftovers of civilization stood before
the class and fifteen sat, in postures
quaintly reminiscent of the recent yet
useless past. There the last vestiges of
their race reposed: fifteen young
American boys . . . and one girl (who
messes up this plot something awful!)

One of the timid boys timidly spoke
again, “Look, Herbert, we’ve been
here four days now, . ..”

Herbert, a handsome, self-possessed,
modestly egotistic, blue-eyed youth,
turned slowly from eying the well-
erased blackboard. “That’s enough,
Stanley. We’ve been told to stay, by
our Teacher. He will come back.”

“He won’t come back,” sobbed
Tiresias, hiding his little head in his
hands.

The class stirred uneasily while
Tiresias sobbed. Stanley, looking
vexed, ventured again, “Herbert,
|

“Silence!” Herbert demanded in his
forceful and leaderly manner. “We
must respect our Teacher’s orders.
Without respect for order, society will
crumble.”

“Herbert, may I...” began Stanley
again.

H i

“No talking, please! Talking breeds
disorder, and we must have order!”

“Well, you're talking!” Shelly
pointed out, rising and lumbering to-
wards the front of the class. The stu-
dents were growing restless and made
so bold as to look at the handsome,
blue-eyed authority figure at the front
of the class.

“Our Teacher appointed me to take
charge,” replied Herbert calmly, “and
gave me the staff!” He then held be-
fore him a dirty yardstick, once used
by the absent math teacher as a
pointer. Like a scepter he held it above
the heads of the class, which stilled.
Even Shelly stopped, breathing heav-
ily, transfixed by the mystic stick.

Stanley broke the spell by saying,
all in a rush, “Herbert we’ve been here
four days. May I please go to the rest-
room?”’

“Nobody leaves! We must have
order! Society will crumble!” Herbert
screamed, slamming the yardstick on
the table with a resounding crack. The
symbol broke in two, one end flying
into the air and landing in the midst of
the class. An electric impulse shot
through the room. A grin suddenly

DECEMBER 1963



creased Shelly’s hard features. He
bent and picked up the splintered frag-
ment.

Herbert was dazed for several mo-
ments. With an edge of uncertainty in
his voice, he could only repeat, “We
must obey, we must obey. . . .”

He broke off the conversation as
Shelly shoved the sharp splintered
ruler through Herbert’s right eye, and
out the back of his head. As the former
leader crumpled to the floor, Shelly
commented: “We are now freed from
the tyranny of an outdated, legalistic
order, if you are unable to understand
such obvious symbolism. Now who do
you want for a leader, as if there could
be any doubt?”

“Shelly, Shelly!” the class shouted
in unison, with overtones of idolatry.
“Shelly will lead us!”

Shelly egotistically and easily ac-
cepted, continuing: “Let’s be fair and
democratic and free and idealistic
about this—do we want to do what’s
right? Do we want to do what’s most
important for us to do?”

“Yes!” roared the student body,
without a pause or thought.

Triumphant, Shelly led the rem-
nant of the University to the building
which once housed the Daily Old S.U.,
third college daily in the south. When
they assembled in the news room,
Shelly turned to them with a fixed and
fanatic face. A tear gleamed in his
right eye. “Without news, society will
decay! We must inform our people so
that they can know what to think and
so be capable of ruling themselves. We
must write editorials, and stimulate
their minds, and still appeal to a wide
audience. Vincit Omnia Veritas! On
with the late edition! Hurry, we're a
week past deadline! Tiresias, you start
sweeping out the lead. Rolf, here’s a
book on typesetting. Learn it in half
an hour. Get to work!”

Most of the followers were eager to
spend their time as newspaper work-
ers, and obeyed like willing machines.
Only Micah and Williamgolding ex-
hibited any signs of less-than-total-
obedience.

“Are you entirely sure,” com-
mented Micah, “that putting out a
Newspaper is the important thing?
After all, there’s only us left. . . .”

Shelly was momentarily dismayed
at the prospect of circulation 15, ad-
vertising 0; but his faith wavered for
only a second. “Shut up,” he re-
sponded, raving dementedly. “We’ll
send them around the world! If any-
body’s left, they will get my paper.

e rest of the world will throb to my
Passions, to use a symbolic metaphor.

esides, do you consider yourself well-
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informed? Do you think you know
what to think? We are all lost sheep
here—and / must guide us. Now get
busy!”

Micah sneered. “Sorry I questioned
you. What should I do, master?”

Shelly noted the obviously disre-
spectful jibe in Micah’s voice, and so
replied, “Go upstairs and produce a
humor magazine.”

“What about food?”” asked William-
golding, exposing Shelly to a practical
responsibility he was not capable of
handling. “There’s candy machines
in the basement,” he roared, “and
anyway, I want you to live, breathe,
eat and sleep news. Now you start
writing an article on the survivors and
their leaders.

“The survivors are us,” summed up
Williamgolding brilliantly, “and so
I'll interview you.”

“Sorry, I've got no time—go and
do some legwork. And you, Helen,” he
continued, turning to the complica-
tion, “‘you go upstairs and wait for me
in room 269. Be prepared to take dic-
tation. All right, everyone get on with
it!”

For three hours, the routine was
followed—type, edit, re-write, censor,
proofread. The followers became
slowly weary of the demonic energy
and senseless orders of Shelly and be-
gan to mutter and complain. One or
two dissidents were flogged, but still
the crew was unenthusiastic. Shortly,
while examining the presses in the
basement, Shelly faced the crisis. Lit-
tle Josey sniveled before him. Shelly
raged: “Where are those nine news
items, jerk? You know your assign-
ment, don’t you?”’

“Please. sir, Mr. Editor,” blurted
out little Josey, “but there’s no people
left. There’s nothing to write about on
the outside. Nothing to write about.
. . .” Josey crumpled on the floor,
weeping. Shelly kicked him distract-
edly, but before he could rephrase and
edit the words in his mind, Stewart the
wire editor frenzied in. “It’s no use,”
Stewart expostulated. “We're just get-
ting the same old AP story—peace
negotiations—over and over again,
and we’ve already run it on every
page. And what’s more . . . there’s . . .
there’s . . .”—Stewart broke down—
“there’s . . . no . .. more . .. comics!”

A shock came and went. Rolf ended
the pregnant silence by thrusting
aside his apron and striding out. The
staff began to walk away, the news-
paper to dissolve, the meaning to dis-
perse, the flies to settle. Shelly, re-
bounding from distraction, seized a
headline of type for a weapon and
waved it, shouting “Death to they who

desert the third college dai—" His
speech was cut short as the stronger
Micah tossed the editor of nothing into
the groaning presses to be mangled
and reprinted.

The remnants gathered at the door
of the News Building. Bright-eyed,
sharp Williamgolding summed up
brilliantly what they had all been
thinking: ‘“What are we going to do?”

They looked at Micah, the last to
show any initiative. A slight smile
creased his usually inscrutable fea-
tures. “Let’s try democracy first,” he
said. (Reader note the word “first.”
That points up the subtle dramatic
irony. Oh, I'm such a good writer!)

Rolf seized the chance to use his
oratorical talents. He mounted the
stone pedestal to make a suggestion,
and neglected to get down. During the
latter part of his short oration he
placed his hand on his heart and
turned his face skyward—perhaps an
overdone gesture, yet an effective one.
Rolf himself condescended to begin the
meeting. “Let us investigate the mat-
ter,” he proclaimed, using the same
speech that had served to elect him
student body president. “Let us make
a representative decision. Suggestions,
please.”

“Le’s drink beer, play music an’
have a folksing,” blurted the hitherto
taciturn John. A small roar of ap-
proval shot through the crowd, which
moved together in the direction of
Scholz’s.

“Wait!” declared Rolf, anxious to
turn aside this threat to his power.
“It’s all very well to enjoy ourselves,
to turn off and neglect our responsi-
bilities to society. If you want to re-
nounce the things you ought to do and
go off and indulge yourselves, it’s per-
fectly all right with me. But let’s vote,
democratically—how many want to
renounce and ignore their responsi-
bilities?”

John sensed that this question was
a wee bit slanted, and half-raised his
hand to indicate abstention. The rest
looked guiltily at the ground. “Well
then,” continued Rolf confidently,
“how many want to do what we ought
to; to make student government mean-
ingful; to get this campus moving
again; to bring intelligence and ex-
perience to bear on the problems of
these perilous times? To make your
leader representative?”

“Hurrah, hurrah!” shouted the
mass, “O noble leader! B.M.O.C.! Most
impressive talker! Hurrah!”

The remnants dogged the self-pos-
sessed and unfaltering stride of Rolf
towards the Main building. John fol-
lowed abashed; Williamgolding fol-

(Cont. on page 35)
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Now don’t try to tell me you’re one
of these mythical people who climb
in bed and fall asleep instantly, be-
cause I won’t believe it. The only time
I get to sleep at the same time I get to
bed is when I've had far, far too much
to drink, and nobody can convince me
that’s the best way to cure insomnia.

You’d think that, by now, I'd be
used to not getting to sleep, but every
night is a brand new experience. I
gaily trip down the hall to the bath-
reom, brush my teeth, put on my pa-
jamas and, full of optimism, rush back
to the bedroom, throw back the covers
and leap into bed snuggling up in com-
fort and satisfaction, ready for a good
night’s sleep.

That’'s when the mnoises start.
They're triggered to my bed so when
I get in it they say “Well, the old
fool’s going to try again.” A deep,
mysterious chuckling is heard briefly,
and a little ticking noise starts right
outside the window. I just notice it
for a second, then forget it, then hear
it again, then forget, then hear it
again, and then I'm stuck with it. It
gets louder and louder until I know
I'll go mad if it doesn’t stop, which,

of course, it doesn’t. There’s nothing
to do but stop it, is there? Well, if you
have the same ticking noise (or maybe
the rattle, or the clink, or the scrape)
don’t try to stop it. It can’t be done.
You’ll only make a fool of yourself and
work up such a frenzy that you’re
liable to do something rash. Just try to
benefit from my experience, and suf-
fer it. Many’s the time I’ve gone chas-
ing outside in my pajamas to put an
end to it only to find that I couldn’t
hear it from out there. Then the police
show up because the lady next door
said there was a man running around
naked outside her house and he was
surely going to kill her. When 1 tell
them why I'm out there like that, they
can’t hear the noise either and begin
to glance at each other, nervously
fingering their pistols.

Humiliated, cold, and mad as hell,
I trudge back to bed for another go at
it. The tickling is still there, only it’s
now more of a tock, which is louder
than a tick. But it doesn’t matter, be-
cause now it’s time for The Great Itch.
Like the ticking, it starts out almost
imperceptibly. Mine usually begins
on my shoulder. I twist around and

Now I Lay Me Down To Sleep

By Dave Crossley

Art by Bobby Lewis

scratch it. It goes away. It goes away
to my knee. Scratch it, then it goes to
my right temple. Then to the small of
my back, and within seconds I'm just
one enormous itch. I twist and turn,
thrash and scratch, turning the bed
into a rag pile until, as suddenly as it
started, it stops. For a long time I lie
there, recovering my strength and
getting back my breath so I can relax
and finally get some sleep. The tick-
ing has stopped, the itching has stop-
ped, and in a short time I am feeling
good enough again to happen to notice
that the inside seam of my pajama
leg is twisted to the outside. Calmly
now, so as not to get excited and wide
awake again, I reach down, wriggling
as though I were trying to get out of a
girdle, and straighten it out, which
twists my sleeve. The pajamas have
become a two-piece straight jacket,
causing my circulation to stop and a
tear to trickle down my cheek.

So with a damn and a hell T get
out of bed and straighten myself out.
Satisfied that things are in order, it’s
back into the bed, where I instantly
become ensnarled in the sheets and
blankets. “Ha ha Aa!” laugh the sheets
and blankets.

A man can take just so much before
he begins to fight back. Right here is
where I fight back. With a tremendous
heave, I rip the traitors off the bed and
heave them in the corner, beating my
breast and crying out in victory, and
then I start to freeze to death.

“No, no, no!” I scream. ‘Please
stop!” Nothing happens and I know
what I must do. I must give up. Quit.
Go get the blankets. I drag myself
across the floor and find the spot where
my enemies have fallen and lovingly
entreat them to come back and for-
give. Wrapping myself up, I feel the
warmth flow through me and know
that I have done the right thing. I
won’t go into what happens when I
sigh and flop down on the bed, only
to find my feet hanging out in midair.
At any rate. I must get up and make
the bed, tucking everything in neatly,
puffing up my pillow, and making
sure the pajamas haven’t started any
more trouble.

You think I've got it made now:
don’t you? Well, I don’t have it made.
You see, I'm forced to remain flat on
my back to avoid any of this happen-
ing again. And I can’t sleep like that:
Because now I'm fairly comfortable;
the noise has mysteriously disap-
peared and I am peaceful at last
which is the whole problem. All day
long, I walk around in a daze, think-
ing about nothing, worrying about

(Cont. on page 31
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By Lieuen Adkins
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Death and Taxis

New York is a very big town. There
are lots of places to go and things to
see. In its myriad shops you can buy
just about anything you can think of.
There is a vast variety of first-rate
entertainment. No matter what you
want to do, see, or buy, there is some-
where in New York a place for you.
All you have to do is get there from
where you are.

In New York, “getting there”
ranges from a fine art to an ordeal,
depending on how much you know
about it. There are several main meth-
ods of transferring one’s person from
starting point to destination, and I will
attempt to enumerate and explicate
them below.

First, there is walking. This is prac-
tical if you have strong legs, quick
reflexes, and at least a vague notion of
where your destination is located. The
drawbacks to walking are many, but
the major one is that you have to cross
streets. Alone. On foot. This is com-
parable to walking across a bazooka
range disguised as a target. The pedes-
trian is fair game, and he must realize
this to continue to survive. In crossing
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streets, there are at least three ac-
cepted courses of action. The first is to
simply wait for the light to say “walk”
and cross en masse with the rest of
your kind. This is the safest way,
but hardly the most exhilarating. The
second method is the broken field
method. Here you weave in and out
between the whizzing cars with all the
grace and skill at your command, oc-
casionally swirling your coat in a full
verénica and shouting “Olé!” as a cab
grazes your hip. For the less nimble,
there is the obstinate method. Lower
your head, throw out your chest (you
don’t really need it anyway), and
march across in an unswerving
straight line. Above all, do not let
yourself be bluffed. If a taxi hits a
pedestrian, the driver has to stop and
fill out a report, losing valuable time
and fares. They know this, and they
generally try to avoid hitting more
pedistrians than necessary. They may
come to screeching halts just inches
away and curse vehemently, but ig-
nore them and continue on your
course. A further hazard of walking is
the bars. In New York, every other

building is a bar, and when you are oy
foot it is the easiest thing in the worlg
to walk in the door of one. And ap.
other. And another. This can prove 3
definite stumbling block to getting to
your destination.

The second way of getting around is
by the Staten Island ferry. It is an es.
pecially good way to get to Staten
Island. In fact, I would go so far as to
say it is the best way to get to Staten
Island (not to mention getting back).
It is also an excellent way to go cross-
town, I am told, although I never tried
it myself. I ran into Grand Central
Station, but the man told me I had just
missed it, so I was forced to take a bus,
although I didn’t (in spite of being
forced to), as I missed that too.

Buses are still a third way to travel,
although I cannot speak authorita-
tively on them, not having ridden one
during my New York tenure. I'd just
as soon not discuss busses, if that’s all
right with you.

Subways are an extremely popular
mode of transport up in NY, and an
experience that no one should miss.
You can go all over hell and back
(which you may well do if you take
the wrong train) for 15c. Be sure you
know beforehand which train you
want to take, for the old adage “He
who hesitates is lost” applies to sub-
ways as to nothing else. The opening
and closing of the subway car doors
rivals that of a camera shutter, and
the slow and infirm are often left be-
hand. And don’t stick your head in to
look around, if you want to retain it.
The subway cars come right up to the
platform, so you shouldn’t stand too
close to the edge of those. Only a day
or two before I arrived in the Big City,
a guy was standing on the edge of the
platform and leaning out to see if the
train was coming. It was—from the
other direction. Messy business, that.

And there’s no telling what you'll
see on the subway. For one thing, the
scribblings on the station walls are
fascinating in themselves. But the peo-
ple are the real objects of interest. You
may see everything from people going
cold turkey to a vaudeville routine.
And of course, there are some people
who'll sleep through it, because NewW
Yorkers sleep in the damnedest places-
On the grass in Central Park, on t_he
sidewalks in the Bowery, or just rid
ing in a subway car. I couldn’t help
wondering how these people wake up
for their stops. Come to think of 1t
maybe they don’t. Maybe they just
ride the subway for eight hours til
they get their beauty rest. It’s like
15c a night room. Then I got thinking

(Cont. on page 22)
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Hey, all you miserable
drudges out there! You know
what your trouble is? You work
too much and take things too
seriously. Come on now, settle
back, relax, pour yourself a
drink, open the Ranger special
Fun and Games Section, and
HAVE FUN!!




DEATH . . . {Cont. from page 20)
if some guy sleeps one stop past his
and doesn’t notice it. He’d probably
just walk outside, down the sidewalk,
into some building (they all look alike
up there), kiss some woman, and plop
down in front of the TV. She prob-
ably wouldn’t notice either.

And then there are the taxis. Ah,
yes, the taxis. New York has a popula-
tion of about nine million people, give
or take 500,000, and approximately
half of them drive taxis. At least it
looks that way. Taxis comprise about
fifty percent of all vehicles on the
streets, and the rest are drivers of
near-professional quality. There are
really no amateur drivers in New
York—mno teenage girls, no 75 year-old
grandmothers, no incompetents of
any kind. The reason is either that
they don’t have the nerve to venture
forth in an automobile or they are
quickly eliminated. The drivers one
sees are only the fittest, by process of
elimination.

With all the drivers as expert as
they are, you'd expect everyone to
drive to drive like bats out of hell—
and they do. Everyone tears along
through the city streets at speeds of
forty and above (mostly above), and
they switch lanes as if they’d catch
fire if they stayed in one longer than
five seconds. Of all the cars on the
road, however, none approaches the
taxis for skill, speed, and sheer guts.
The cabbies drive as if they intend on
putting down the population explo-

sion singlehandedly. For a country
boy from Texas, the first ride in a New
York cab is a hair-raising experience.
The cars themselves may be anything
from ten-year-old Studebakers to new
Dodges, all gaudily painted and be-
decked with lights, signs, and meters.
All of them have automatic transmis-
sions, however, and the newer ones
have power steering. This leaves the
driver’s left arm free for the vital task
of hanging out the window. I wonder
what they do with their left hands
when it gets too cold to lean their el-
bows on the window. At any rate, I'll
wager they don’t touch the steering
wheel with them.

The hack drivers themselves are a
breed apart. They are fearless drivers,
practically unbluffable, with abso-
lutely no nerves at all. Oftimes they
will say little or nothing, but other
times they will engage you in conver-
sation, expound trenchant comments
on just about any topic, or even offer
you peanuts. Once, as [ was taxied past
a store displaying an array of the
latest in women’s coats, the driver re-
marked, “That the new color? That
blue? It stinks.” The way he said it,
I was completely convinced that it in-
deed stunk. What the fashion world
needs, I firmly believe, is a panel of
cabbies to pass judgement on all new
styles.

After you ride in taxis several times;
the initial feeling of terror abates and
is eventually replaced by one of gen-
uine exhilaration. You begin to get the
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impression that all the cars and cag
are on individual tracks and that they
are somehow controlled at a great
switchboard somewhere under the
city, so that they cannot turn over, get
off the track, or run into each other,
Or perhaps it’s like a Cinerama roller
coaster ride, very real and very
frightening, except deep down inside
you know you really can’t be hurt. In
fact, so much did I come to enjoy rid-
ing the hacks that, back in Austin, |
invented a little game which T call
“New York Taxi Driver.” The rules
are simple: you just get in your car
and drive like crazy. Unfortunately it
doesn’t quite work right in Texas. For
one thing, my driving skill is not up
to that of a Noo Yawk cabby. For an-
other, Texas roads and streets are
choked with people who wouldn’t
survive two blocks in New York—old
ladies in their 1939 Chevvies, rich cat-
tlemen in their fat Cadillacs blocking
the roads, mothers with a whole sta-
tion wagon full of children, and mid-
dle-aged bookkeepers in their Ram-
blers. A third obstacle is the local
police. In New York, cops are the
slowest drivers on the streets. They
cruise leisurely along looking for mur-
ders and things, while cabs roar past
on all sides. The good thing about New
York cops is that they do what cops are
actually supposed to do—chase redl
criminals. There is so much serious
crime in New York that the police
can’t afford to waste time harassing
students and watching for people
doing thirty in a thirty-five, as Texas
cops do. If the New York police spent
their time diddling with the little
stuff, the whole damn city, Empire
State Building and all, would be stolen
within a week. What Texas needs is a
good old-fashioned crime wave to get
the cops off the students’ backs. Let’s
see if we can’t work on that idea 2
little.

Now. alas, my life seems dull. Aus-
tin traffic seems snail-paced after New
York. Even the taxi drivers here drive
just like other people. The Texas driv-
ers you find who drive like crazy do
it because they really are crazy, not
because of their superior driving skill
Down here, you can really get Killed
in traffic. It seems strange, but witha
their death-defying driving, New
Yorkers very seldom have wrecks (4P
there, you get killed on the sidewalks
not the streets). Still, I feel so safe here
it’s disgusting; in New York, my life
was always spiced with the feeling ¢
imminent death. Bah! I'm bored. _I
go down to the nearest bar for a d
except I'd probably step on a rattle
snake. [ )
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Everybody knows crossword puzzles are good, clean
fun. As a matter of fact, that’s just the trouble with them.
So, for your benefit, here is a special Ranger-type cross-
word puzzle. Have fun—there’s no telling what you might

find in it (heh, heh). Answer on page eight.

ACROSS

1. 9-letter word for funkworts.

3. What hats are made out of.

4. Short for hello, upside down and backwards.

5. Old horse.

6. Ugly old ladies.

7. Greek symbol for pie.

8. The square root of one divided by itself.

9. A popular candy bar.
11. Vernacular for ‘‘ouch!’*
13. Female deer, sounds like what pie crusts are made

out of.

14, *‘Give me a beer!"’ yelled loud and fast.

16. "‘Waiter, bring me a 1"
3 is nice.

21, What UT undergrads find in their bed.
22. What snakes say; also, abb. for Nazi secret police.
24. What Aggies are educated to do.

26, Abb. for Pennsylvania; father.

27. Opposite of Harvard.

29. Ranger staffer; also quality of Ranger jokes.
31. Covered with hair.
33. People from Turkey.

34, Drunkard.

35. Abb. for Pustuli dandriculorium.

37. A pig’s home.

38. Lieven , who looks like Shirley Temple.
, hope, and charity.
43. Third person plural, present tense, of the verb to do.
44. Snakelike fish; what did in Lord Randall my son.
45, First p ingular, pi t tense, of the verb

to be, as said by an illiterate.

46. Five-letter word for rodeo.
48. Your wears G.l. boots.
49. Chemists’ slang for copper.
52. Horrible itchy skin disease.

53. ““Where's it !

56. Fraternity of ex-Boy Scouts.

5 it, the cops!
65. Nickname for a man from Louisiana.
63. Same as 10. down.

DOWN

1. What pies are for.

2. Sonny Liston and John Dillinger are mean
10. The last two letters of ectoenzymorphicer.
12, You'll where the Wart-Hog went.
15. Yes, no, .

17. ““Waiter, bring me another (12 across)!"’
18. *‘(9 across)! | stubbed my L
19. Try getting any in a drag restaurant.
23. Union food makes everybody
25. Abb. for | Dentification.

26. All work and no

28. Something to eat.

30. Something to drink.

31. Ha ha, there isn't any 31.

32. Short for hello.

35. Abb. for Post Script.

36. Stuck-up.

40. A birdie of the Northlands.

41. First four letters of the infinitive form of the verb
to have.

42, and found.

47. UT journalism majors can't

48. Things that cows say, pl.

49. Somebody always goofs in the

5 what?

51. Unit of Mexican and Philippine currency.

54. Texas, my (state song).

55. A sorority (THE sorority).

67. Syn. for ‘sigh).

68. Last fice letters of ‘‘them cops.'’

58. Something to fling at cop cars.

59. Popular sound effect, originated in *‘B.C.""

60. Abb. for University of Texas, misspelled.

61. Opposite of no.

62. Puritans do not participate in

63. Opposite of cats.

64, Same as 56 across.

66. The guy who makes marginal comments in a maga-
zine.

makes Jack etc.

worth a damn.

section.

THE 0LD HAIRY CROS5WORID

TEXAS RANGER
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BE FUN Photography by Ronnie Baker

Picking up after the party is not usually a very fuy
thing with two inches of crud and cigarette butts to scr
off of the floor and walls, mounds of broken bottles to Stwegp
outside into the neighbor’s yard, and an occasional irg,
drunk awakened under a piece of furniture in the midstf
a peaceful day-after recuperation. Only one artifact mm.
ages to survive a good swinging party intact—that's th
near-indestructible symbol of modern living, the beer cm,
Here's a little game you can play as you sift through th
wreckage: compare your cans against the types cataloguel
on these two pages to define just what sort of activity took

e place last night, since probably very little can be remem
Here you see the work of a THEORIST, probably bered ﬁrsthand
a physics major, who knows the real purpose of —
two-hole can-opening is to provide just exactly
one drinking hole and one ventilation hole, with-
out any wasted effort.

A good person not to get into an cnrgv.m'lenh"’i‘i
at last night's party (check your head for lumpé
to see if you did) is the MEAN MUTHA who ope®
. his cans with a deft flick of his two f
. — — sucking it out in o
Here are two examples of VERY THIRSTY beer- AT

drinkers, one who undoubtedly nurses a severe
case of hiccups from sucking an entire can of beer
through one hole, the other probably another
Mean Muthg, in a hu

Calipers, micrometers, and the like are the tools
of the PERFECTIONIST, who cannot stand to drink |
out of a can unless the holes are at exactly 180-
degree intervals, and who is probably a refugee
from the Architecture Department. 3]

It is the ARTSY-CRAFTSY set which tries to be as

original as possible with their openings, produc-

ing the pleasing designs shown here. You can

always tell these people the day after because
 their lips are cut all to shreds.




A =208 LGN ki §
You are able to see here the comparative works
of the CONFORMIST, who is bullied by the pres-
sures of advertising imagery into opening the
cans exactly as instructions say, and the NON-
CONFORMIST who doesn’t give a damn.

Occasionally, o really swinging party will boast
an honest-to-goodness SHARPSHOOTER who can
"ow a full can of beer into the air, whip out his
ger, plug the target, catch the can in his

th and drink it, doing the Charleston all the
while,

Only a COMMUNIST, trying to undermine the
institutions and useless gimmickry which makes
this country what it is, would refuse to open the
easy-opening cans on the easy-opening aluminum
id

R A SRR

A N, i

This bit of evidence can mean only one thing—
there was a MASOCHIST at your party last night!
Note the cleverly constructed lacerating devices
concealed in the folds of this otherwise ordinary
appearing beer can top.

This sort of opening defies classification. It could
be intended for consumption while lying on one’s

back, or as an attention getter, or a mouse house,
or a cookie cutter (remove the bottom), or a steam
whistle, or a nose trap

814D siy} Bulop UNJ JO O] D SADY PIP 2ins M

po

. Two classic BUNGLING FOOLS display their prow-
. ess here, one who inadvertently makes a dribble
. glass out of his can by punching a hole in the
.~ side, the other who put two holes right next to
. each other by opening them in the dark.
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MASHIN' EARTHWORMS

Fun-and-gamey Poens o ... s

Jonathon, the life of the party

I

Jonathon Meers could wiggle his ears,
And he knew the art of hypnosis.

ecould play the piano and yodel soprano
In any of various poses.

Ang strictly for kicks, he would do parlor tricks,
uch as making a handkerchief vanish.

He could play on the fiddle or ask you a riddle
1 German, Swabhili, or Spanish.

He would wear (fancy that!) a lampshade for a hat,
r do movie star imitations.
0 amuse all the guests, he would phone strange requests
0a number of radio stations.

Ygs, Jonathon Meers was a man with few peers;
s talents were varied and many.
0it’s really a shame that when party time came,
€ was never invited to any.

TEXAS RANGER

This world has many games and sports,

A thousand kinds, I guess.

There’s jumping rope and husking bees;
There’s volleyball and chess.

There’s hopscotch, and there’s mumblypeg;
There’s darts and basketball;

But of any game in this wide world

I like mine best of all.

My game is mashin’ earthworms, and
It’s really loads of fun.

Just sit real quiet and listen close—
I'll tell you how it’s done.

You take an earthworm, first of all
(Pick one that’s nice and fat) ;

You lay him on a concrete walk,

And then you mash him flat.

It’s really not that simple, though;
You have to have technique.

You have to practice sixteen hours
Each day of every week.

You have to practice night and day,
And also day and night,

Until you've learned the proper way
To mash an earthworm right.

You must select an earthworm bat
Of poplar, ash, or yew.

Mesquite wood is acceptable,

But maple just won’t do

(It doesn’t have the proper grain
To make a first-rate smash).

So if you want the very best,
Choose poplar, yew, or ash.

Now you may wonder just how much
An earthworm bat should weigh:

Six pounds, eight ounces, say the rules
(Page ten, sub-section A).

They’re also very versatile,

These handy earthworm bats;

They may be used on pigeons too,
White mice, and Persian cats.

And now the time has come to teach
The proper stance and grip:

Your right hand should be held aloft,
Your left, upon your hip;

The legs should be spread wide apart;
The toes should be turned in;

Your head should turn to either side,
With shoulder touching chin.

Ideally, you should stand upon

A sidewalk or paved street.

The earthworm should be stretched full length

And placed between your feet. .

Then, leaping up into the air and crying “Boogiewah!”
You bring your bat down swift and true

And give the coup de grace.

There now! It’s done, and don’t you feel
A thrill of happy pride?

And don’t you feel (if you aimed true)
All warm and clean inside?

And if you need more worms, here’s how
To purchase them with ease:

We sell them here, just step right up—
Five bucks a dozen, please.
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WROTE By LIEUEN ADKINS ¢ GIBERT
SHELTON

DRAWED BY PRY BRowp

-

omuz CANT ANYBODY THINK OF N

ORIGINAL FIN-AND-GAVE TYPE THING IR THE ”

DECEMBER ISSUE T

WAL, A DON'T” KNDW | WHAT ABIUT

THIS DAMN WART HOG- THATS DONE
A TOOK. OVER THE MAGAZINE?T
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WELL GEE, HAIRY,
'WERE STILL IN JA!

4.

OR SELLNG ANHYDROUS
AN ?

WE THOUGHT YoU
L IN JUAREZ!

PECSS !
THEY GONE BACK T

OR CHASINTHE
AT TwWu !

A WASTE

FOUND IT WAS\G
STED 7
TIME]

USIN’ BUFFALD G5+
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WHAT A SCANDA-! A SPEAKEASY DONE
CONCEALED IN THE REGENTS RooM!

oH, HAIRY, EVERYBODY YNOWS ABOUT THET!
Yem,twemhml THEY'RE JUST

HAVIN' A LITIE FUN ON THEIR
TIME OFF!

FUN AND GAMES, HELL!
WHAT YOU KIDS NEED
To DO IS RASE SOME

G00D OL-FASHION STINK!

MEE.}"\I}NG-
SESSION

| SEE PING FONG AND BILLIARDS AWT THE QNLY GAMES
IN THIS HERE STUDENT UNION, KiDs!

HAIRY, |F WE KEEP BUSTIN' N ON THE

STUDENT ASSEMBLY THEY'LL NEVER
GET ANYTHING- DONE!

UH-OH! EXGUSE US, "ANIMAL"! You'D
RETTER NOT LET THE EXES SEE You
TAKIN' T0 A YANKEE:

HEARD of ANY GOOD 4
SCANDNS LATELY P

Y\VE UMD T~ I'M GOING. BACK INTO HIDING- 7
| NOBODY GETS URSET ABoUT ANYTHIMG
ANYMORE ! CANT EVEN KNOCK THE DALY

D\TEXAN (AUSE IT DOESN'T SAY.  ANYTHING 4

MAN, IT SEEMS THKY NpBODY
GETS EXCITED ABOUT

TEXAS
RANGER ”



[.et's Test Your F.O.

(Fun Quotient)

This test was compiled by the Ranger staff in conjunc-
tion with the Department of Psychology. Think through
the questions with care, and answer truthfully. A perfect
score entitles you to come to a Ranger party.

NAME cvsisosicsmmmmsmosssmmasssins ; Age 21
(pre-filled in, since everybody at UT
is 21 anyway) ; Sex......; Fun Quotient
(to be filled in by qualified instructor
upon grading this test) ......... ; Do Not
Write in This Space .......cccccocooe.

1. Do you believe in Santa Claus?

2. Do you believe in parties?

3. Would you invite Santa Claus to

one of your parties?

4. Would you want your sister to go

to one of your parties?

5.Do you think New Year’s Eve
should be held sooner?

. Oftener?

. If your date asked you to go up
to his apartment to see his etch-
ings, would you go?

8. Are they good etchings?
9. Have you no shame?

10. How many kinds of ways do you
know to have fun at parties?
Enumerate and send us the list.
Be sure to include measurements
and phone number.

11. Is there anything you consider
too improper for any party?
Name it.

N O
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12.If you haven’t tried it, don’t
knock it. Come by and let’s try it.

13. How many parties must a man
go to before you call him a man?

14. How many ways do you know
to have fun not at a party?

15. How many ways do you know?

Multiple Choice:

1. When at a party, do you drink
a. beer?
b. whiskey?
c. lye?
d.?
2. When you arrive at a party, do
people say
a. “Did you bring any liquor?”
b. “It’s out back, and put the lid
back on the can when it’s

empty.”

c.“Did you bring that girl
again?”

d. “The pen of my aunt is on the
table.”

3.1f a dean walked in on your
party, would you say

a. “Have a beer, Mac.”

b. “I'm just a sociology major
doing research.”

c. “I was just getting ready to call
you, sir.”

d. “You’re just in time to help us
wish Lyndon Jr. here a happy
birthday.”

4. Whom would you like most 0
invite to your party—

a. Barry Goldwater?

b. Ed Sullivan?

c. the 13th Earl of Cheltingham-
shire?

d. Madame Nhu’s daughter?

5. Which of the following do you
think would be the most fun—

a. Push a peanut with your nosé
down Congress Avenue?

b. Hit a dean in the face with 2
pie?

c. Swallow a goldfish?

d. Read the Ranger?

Essay:
The University of Texas is a fur
school because ......................... (five

words or less).
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SLEEP . . .

(Cont. from page 16)

nothing, wishing for nothing. But let
me get settled in bed and my mind
suddenly becomes alert and active.
Both conscious and subconscious get
ready for a good workout while poor
me only wants to go to sleep. This
abominable thinking process usually
starts out with my mind remember-
ing something my body should have
done that day or must do the next
(although, by now, it is the next
day). So I fret and worry about that
for a little while, then I start dredg-
ing up problems, most of which I
haven’t heard from in weeks. (Just
recently, I fretted about a problem I
haven’t thought about for 214 years.
All the things this reminded me of
kept me awake the entire night.) I
know better than to worry about
problems, so, in order to replace
them, I start thinking about pleasant
things: money, women, castles, fame,
adventure. It’s all really quite
amazing.

Right about here is where I notice
my subsconscious hasn’t been idle. No,
indeed. It’s singing. Now don’t go run-
ning for the phone; it’s all right.
You've had this happen to you, I'll
wager, You get a song in your mind
and you can’t get it out. It’s annoying
for you, I'm sure, but I can’t feel
sorry. My songs are old, old songs.
And they aren’t just sung by me. I
think of a particular orchestra, a par-
ticular singer, a particular place and
time, and really go all the way with
it. I get the instrumental solos, I get
the particular little parts that really
move me, get the parts I don’t like, the
whole damn thing. And then when I
finish it and the applause has died
down, T start all over again.

Remember, this is all happening in
my mind. I'm still flat on my back,
gazing at the ceiling, and not making
a sound. It seems to me that the only
Way to do away with this song is to
think of another one, one I don’t like.
Ttry this, but my little mind is having
such a good time I get nowhere. By
ow, the song has made it to the con-
Sclous and the subconscious is busily
Munning through its repertoire look-
Ing for another one. Clever little devil

at it is, it always finds one, and a

etter one at that. I casually notice
My fingers tapping the wall and feet
eeping time.

Oh God. I usually think. Am I
"ever going to get to sleep? And right

ere in those few little words, I have
finally made the big mistake: I am

Oomed. I have read that the most
“mmon cause of insomnia is fear of
€ nability to sleep. This I know to

TEXAS RANGER

be true from experience, and you can
see what I've just done. Not until this
moment have I had any doubt that I
would eventually get to sleep. But by
expressing the slightest doubt, the
thing grows and I know I won’t get
to sleep. Now, human that I am, I
make a concerted effort. I'm not going
to let myself be pushed around. I, by
God, am going to sleep.

How, pray, do you force yourself to
sleep? “Go to sleep, you dunderhead!”
“Go to sleep or I'll £ill you!” No. Be-
cause now you want to win and you
want to be around when you do win.
So yow’ll never make it, because you
want to be awake if you do fall asleep
to see if you fell asleep after all. Unless
your body is simply exhausted and
doesn’t want to play anymore, you’ll
see the sun come up.

Don’t think for a minute, however,
that it’s hopeless. For me, yes, it’s
hopeless, but I’ll be grand about it all
and help you. Avoid pills and what-
not: this is no way to get to sleep. I'm
sure some of the sleeping pills out
these days are totally harmless in that
they won’t hurt you physically. The
only trouble with them is that you
begin to depend on them and after a
few weeks of getting right to sleep you
beging to think foolishly you can sleep
without them. Well, you can’t. As
soon as you try, you’ll be back in the
old rut of wanting to be there when it
happens and you’ll lie there all night,
anxiously waiting, a faint smile on
your lips.

I once heard a good way to get to
sleep, one which works for three rea-
sons: extreme comfort, boredom, and
slight passage of time in this condition.
You lie on your back, your hands at
your sides, touching only the sheets.
Close your eyes and begin concentrat-
ing on the existence of your toes. As
soon as you've got it, tell your toes to
go to sleep. Say “Go to sleep, toes.”
Pretty soon they’ll relax (you can
actually feel it), and you concentrate
on your feet, then your ankles, etc., all
the way up, including your neck.
(Getting the hands and arms is a little
tricky because you have to reverse the
direction of your concentration to get
from the shoulders to the fingertips. It
can be done, though, with practice.)
Just as you get to the top of your head
you should fall off into a deep sleep
and feel wonderful when you wake
up.

I hope it works for you. I did very
well until I got up around my chest
and shoulders. Then my toes would
wake up and I'd have to go back to
them. While I was working down
there, my chest would wake up and I
really got nowhere at all.

But you needn’t feel sorry for me.
I've found a way to take care of all
this. After brushing my teeth and
changing, I heat some milk, about half
of a tall glass. Then I throw in one
part brandy to two parts warm milk,
get settled in bed, and drink it. This
remedy doesn’t put me to sleep, but at
least I don’t mind. @

“Too bad about those vandals, Pol-
lock, looks like they really ruined your

1

new canvas
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The Schilling is local currency in Austria.

So is this.

Austria, Australia, or Afghanistan: whether you're on
—or off—the beaten track, BANK OF AMERICA
TRAVELERS CHEQUES are as good as cash.
Better, in fact. Loss-proof and theft-proof, they're
money only you can spend. Only your signature
makes them valid. Buy them before you go—
spend them as you go—anywhere around the world.

@ANK OF AMERICA NATIONAL TRUST AND SAVINGS ASSOCIATION « KEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION
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The funeral director was tired of having to stop his
funeral procession for traffic lights and such, so he puta
flashing light on his hearse and painted it red. The next day
a cop stopped him and said, “Hey mister, why is your
hearse red?”

Arriving home unexpectedly from a business trip, the
husband found his wife in bed with his best friend.

“See here,” shouted the husband, “just what do you
two think you’re doing?”

“See!” said the wife to the man beside her. “Didn’t I tell
you he was stupid?”

A boastful Englishman was holding forth to friends in
New York City on the merits of his watch. At last one of
the Americans decided he could stand it no longer.

“That’s nothing,” he interrupted.

“I dropped my watch into the Hudson a year ago and
it’s been running ever since.”

The Briton was taken aback.

“What!” he exclaimed. “The same watch?”

“No,” replied the other, “the Hudson.”

“Heard you were moving a piano, so I came over to
help.”

“Thanks, but I've already got it upstairs.”

“Alone?”

“Nope, hitched the cat to it and drug it up.”

“You mean your cat hauled that piano up two flights of

stairs? How could a cat pull a heavy piano?”
“Used a whip.”

“Keep your eyes peeled. I think we're coming into In-

172

dian country
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SCIENCE . . .

about the lack of taste in the American
food I cook and the lack of knowledge
I show in the Mexican food I occasi-
onally try to whip up just for the hell
of it. I think I use a little too much
lettuce and tomato and not enough
peppers to suit them, but if they’d stop
to think about it, they’d remember
they weren’t even invited, so they
shouldn’t complain about having to
take pot luck. For all I care they can
eat out.

All right, for God’s sake, don’t just
get up and walk away! I'm getting
to the part where they turn into mos-
quitoes, and I might even have an-
other little theory to throw in with
that, so you’ll get what you paid for.
I don’t like these little tricks some
writers use just to get you to read their
stuff any more than you do, so you’ll
see I've not fallen so low. My only in-
tent in giving you the whole story is
to make you appreciate how happy I
am when I see nightfall coming on.

You go out and look around for a
place where there are hundreds of
flies and sit there talking (any small
talk will do at first) and when night-
time comes, youll notice all the flies
disappear. Then go home and wonder
where they went. Don’t you suppose
for a minute they’re staying at a motel
out on the highway or at some room-
ing house. They’re right there, near
you, sneaking around behind poles or
slipping into telephone booths where
they quickly turn into mosquitoes.

Proof: (We still must assume only
this locale. You prove it where you
are.)

1. There are no mosquitoes in the

daytime

2. There are mosquitoes at night

&
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(Cont. from page 13)
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3. There are flies in the daytime

4. There are no flies at night

5. Approx. 15 (Fifteen) minutes

lapses between flies and mosqui-
toes

6. There are equal numbers of flies

and mosquitoes (I counted and
you are perfectly free to recount)

Conclusion: Flies turn into mosqui-
toes at night, mosquitoes turn into
flies in the morning, as the dawn
comes up like thunder.

Tonight I plan to go into this a little
deeper by comparing personalities.
I've been talking it out, thrashing
around one thing and another with a
group of eight flies today, and tonight
I intend to locate the eight mosquitoes
with similar personality characteris-
tics. One of these will be easy, as he
lisps; another will be fairly easy, as I
always catch him looking at me as-
kance. Two of the flies gave me a bit
of a time when I began to suspect they
were Communists and shot pointed
questions at them. They, however,
shot back, grazing me once in the hip,
so I'm going to keep a sharp eye out
until I catch two mosquitoes glancing
guiltily at my hip and T’ll fire the
same questions. I’ll bet you a dollar
they evade the questions.

The flies have been gone for ten
minutes now, so I'd better get ready,
fix myself a drink (which I’ll sip and
only pretend to be drinking), and put
on my smoking jacket since it has all
my cigarettes. We won’t have time
for that other theory, but that doesn’t
matter, as I'd like to do a little work
on it before I go blabbing something
around all over hell with nothing to
substantiate what I say. I'll give you
a hint, however: you might keep a
watch on moths and see what happens
to them when the lights go out. @

For The
BIG Appetites

{ond small wallets)

On Campus

Crisp, Crunchy Fried Chicken
Barbecued Ribs

¢ Home-made Fruit Cobbler

Hamburgers
Bar-B-Q on Bun
Fried Shrimp

Cheeseburgers

Cousinburgers

These and other Treats on order in our
Food-to-Go Dept.

Menus Available for Dorm
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Delivery Available

CousIN

-

‘‘The World's Best Fried Chicken'’
3301 INTERREGIONAL HWY. GR 8-3383

FRANKFURT DE LUXE
FM-AM TRANSISTOR
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Install
"A Concert Hall"

in your car!

A masterpiece of precision-engi-
neering combining the high quality
... performance of the AM series

with rich, true tone FM reception.
$189.50

@bEEDVVAY

High Fidelity at Reasonable
Prices

2012 Speedway GR 8-6609
SALES AND SERVICE
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THE
KEY-GRINDING [
MAN 1

It happened in Tib meat
for weeks and when the father came home one day drag-
ging a yak which he had killed, there was great rejoicing.

The mother carefully prepared the animal and placed
it inside the crude opening which served as an oven.

The whole family then set out to round up the neighbors
for a great feast. This took longer than they expected, and
as they were returning, they saw billows of smoke coming
from the hut.

The mother ran toward it, shouting in great anguish,
“Oh, my baking yak.”

o

“And what kind of officer does your uniform signify?”

asked the nosy old lady.
“I’'m a naval surgeon,” he replied.
“Goodness, how you doctors specialize these days!”

Last summer at one of the ROTC summer camps one of
the cadets was sent down to a stream to get some water o
the platoon to drink, but had not been gone long when he
came running back to the camp empty-handed and pan.
ting. “Sir,” he exclaimed, “there’s a big alligator in the
stream and I'm afraid to get the water.”

“Don’t worry, son,” said the sympathetic officer, “that
alligator is probably four times as scared of you as you are
of him.”

“Well, sir,” replied the cadet, “if that alligator’s only
half as scared as I am, that water ain’t fit to drink.”

®

Sounds of a struggle came from within the parked car,

“Sir,” said a female voice, ‘“where is your chivalry?”

A pause. “I traded it in on dis Buick.”

A rushee was greeted at the door of a fraternity house.
The house president welcomed him enthusiastically, not
noticing the guest was gazing self-consciously at his muddy
shoes. “Come in, come in, my boy,” the frat man beamed

“Oh, I"d rather not,” the guest whispered. “My feet ar¢
dirty.”

“So’s ours,” laughed the frat man, “but we keep oW
shoes on and nobody knows.”

®

“Mr. Goldwater, is it true you were born in a log
cabin?”’

“No, madam; you’re thinking of Abraham Lincoln; he
was born in a log cabin. I was born in a manger.”

° d

Every day the guards in the Russian work camp Cheqke
out the workers as they left the grounds to prevent stealié
For several days a guard had been closely watching a par
ticular worker pushing out a wheelbarrow full of old straV
and hay. Exery day the guard examined the straw, very
suspiciously, but could find nothing hidden in it.

One day, after inspecting the wheelbarrow, h S
“Look, comrade, tomorrow I'm being transferred 10 lr
beria. I'll never see you again and I promise to keep o
secret . .. What in the devil are you stealing?”

“Wheelbarrows,” he whispered.

e sai
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LORD . . . (Cont. from page 15)

lowed knowingly and cynically;
Micah followed scheming; and a spar-
row hopped across the deserted Main
Mall.

Rolf, unfortunately for Rolf, forgot
about the fickleness of the mob and
forgot about the students’ notoriously
brief span of interest in student poli-
tics. “When a leader stops talking, he
is doomed,” as Schiklegruber once
commented, as Eisenhower after him.
The procession led to the library.
Leaping upon and treading the length
of the main desk, Rolf exhibited his
superb but ill-used talent for organi-
zation.

“Tiresias, Stanley and William-
golding, you will go get books,” he
began. “Micah and David, you will
read the cards at the desk. Helen, you
will dye your hair blue and practice
saying “‘unlocated” and “you're
fired.” Butch, you will start doing re-
search about eschatology and write a
chronicle of our little colony. I sug-
gest you call it ‘Rolf and his follow-
ers.” John, you will be in charge of
the piped music system—and re-
member, plenty of Peter, Paul &
Mary.n

All but three of the remnants lis-
tened with rapt attention. Micah
looked up at Rolf cynically. “You
really think this is important?”

Rolf put on his fraternity-conde-
scending look to reply: “Of course.
You must realize that without respect
for literature, society will rot. And
they need something to keep them oc-
cupied. Of course, if you really think
that there is something wrong, I give
You permission to form an Investiga-
ton of Grievances Committee and
make a report—to me—in a week or
$0.,..”

“Politician,” Micah sneered. “You’ll
Dever learn, will you? There’s only
One way to run this bunch, and I know
1t well.” He laughed and brushed the

les from his face. “But go on and
keep trying.”

“You get on my nerves,” responded
Rolf, miraculously, truthfully. “What
an I do? Am I really in danger? I'm
sure if T made one more speech. . . .”

It was too late. A spontaneous griev-
ance-and-action committee had form-
ed and Rolf was deposited beneath

ree overturned bookshelves, which
Were set afire. With boundless relief,
'€ remnants poured from the smok-
g‘lg doors of the Main building, sing-

g:

Damn responsibility,

wn with labored thinking.
e seek only to be free
For loving, singing, drinking.

TEXAS RANGER

Down to hell with life that’s

narrow,

Down with morals, laws and

culture.

Give the campus to the sparrow,

Leaders to the vulture.

After they had sung and danced and
paused to refresh by swimming naked
in the fountain, they assembled once
more. Micah stood sonfidently on the
edge of the restless pack of ex-stu-
knowing his time had come. One
spoke.

“Let’s go smash things”

“Let’s go drink.”

“Let’s race cars. And wreck them.”

“Let’s organize a fraternity!”

“Let’s sing them songs we learned
back home. . . .”

“Hear,” calmly proclaimed Micah,
with messianic voice. He persuaded.
“We want to decide who is really
right. Who has the best ideas. Who
should get his way.”

“Yeah,” the mob breathed in un-
ison.

Micah continued. “We can solve
our problems. We can eliminate this
trouble we’ve been having among us.
We can make decisions easily. Follow

?”

me....

* * * *

Helen stood beside Micah later in
the afternoon, and fondled his ears,
complicating the plot something
awful. Admiring, she gazed on him
and his sleek, powerful weapon. The
midsummer sun glistened vividly on
the bleeding corpses strewing the
campus.

“Out of the line of fire, honey,”
mentioned Micah, striking Helen’s
feet from under her with his rifle butt.

“Darling,” she exclaimed, sprawl-
ing. ““You are so strong. And brilliant.
To give everyone a gun and bullets.
No more hidden aggression. No more

bickering.”
“And just four of the S.0.B.s to
wipe out,” cheerfully responded

Micah. Taking meticulous aim, he
fired at a small sparrow, blasting it
into a widely scattering bunch of fluff
on the Main Mall. “Nothing like a
little war. To clear the air and settle
things.”

“The only way to peace,” cooed
Helen. She carressed Micah’s hobnail
boots. “How did you think of this so-
lution? It would have not occurred to
that government major Herbert, or
that journalistic creep. Or the li-
brarian.”

At a sudden movement, Micah
fired. He smiled. At at human scream.
“I transferred,” he answered. “From
A&M.” @
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DIAMOND DESIGNS

From the magnificent Constellation Collection of
high-rising engagement and wedding rings:

Unusual asymmetric styling in interlocking bridal pair
with 14 diamonds, $125

Slender solitaire engagement ring with one dainty
diamond in wedding band, $150

Classic round solitaire with slim, tapered wedding
band, $250
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BASS WEEJUNS

And most wanted, the year round!
So easy to give, too, with a
Bass Gift Certificate that assures
personal choice and perfect fit at a
convenient Weejun store.
There’s one near youl!

Only Bass makes Weejuns ®
G. H. BASS & CO., 1213 Main Street, Wilton, Maine
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We must admit that we are in a very embarrassing situation. You see, next
month is January. The Ranger does not publish in January. Never has (some-
thing to do with finals, we believe). Well then, you can see for yourself the
dilemma we are in. The title of this column is “Coming Next Month,” right?
Right. But nothing is coming next month. Really. Nothing at all. But we can't
just come out and say nothing is coming next month, even if it is. Now, if the
column were called “Coming Two Months From Now,” we could give you a
definite, concrete answer. We could definitely tell you we don’t know what’s
coming two months from now. True, we Aave been thinking about running an
Exchange Issue, featuring the best from other college mags around the country.
And sometime next spring we intend to do a parody issue. But next month?
Couldn’t tell you. January is, after all, a pretty ridiculous month. We don’t
even know how many days it hath.

So many readers wrote us asking what happened to our dog care hints for last
month, Well, sir, there’s a little story behind that. Our regular dog care editor,
Harvey (“Old Blue”) Sternweiss, was eaten alive by an enraged Doberman
pinscher. There’s a story behind that too, but we’d better not go into it here.
Our new dog care editor, Willie Bird-in-the-hand, is a full-blooded Blackfoot
Indian (as a child, he walked through a freshly tarred street) who has spent
all his life among dogs. In fact, while still an infant he became lost in the wood§,
where he was found by a kindly mother dog who raised him as her own. To this
day, Willie still thinks of her as his mother, and many of his friends comment
on this fact. Anyway, Willie is a rising young writer with a great future,.ar.ld
we predict someday he’ll be a big man in dog care circles. Take ’er away, Willie.

Hello, ladies and gentlemen out there in dog-lover-land. You know, the basic
reason for difficulty in knowing how to care for your dog is lack of communica-
tion. If everyone could talk with animals the way I can, think how much closer
man and beast would be. During my years in the woods I learned to commun-
icate with the squirrels, the rabbits, the deers, the beavers . . . ah, the beavers.
Such clever animals, such jokers! I could tell you a fine dialect joke told me.by
a beaver, about the three muskrats and the lady trapper, but it loses somgthmg
in the translation. But we were speaking of dogs. It is best you learn a few simple
words in order to begin to better communicate with your dog. A good word 10
begin with is “arp” (friend). Say it in a high-pitched voice, with the larynx
muscles tense, and break it off sharply at the end. Practice that word a while,
then go out and say it to your dog or the first one you meet. Please write me an
tell me the results, as I am anxious to hear them.

NEXT MONTH: “Wurp,” “Yarf,” and elementary syntax.

k.S
r -+ ¢ *
J *
S
” mo~
- "
& r"(‘A h,‘
- o~
\ ¥
ow i N
~{ ALFRED 2,
HITcHesek 3 . -
S \agmm— Ry P -
[ I IR I
L Tisoy.

DECEMBER 1963



' Bring back hamburgers then.

. You're going out?

“Flame-Kissed” hamburgers
03 Barton Springs Rd. 2003 Guadalupe 20th and Speedway ~ Airport Blvd. at North Loop




SHOES BY JARMAN

STANDING ON OUR OWN THREE FEET

Research, Manufacturing and Operations form the solid base upon which GT&E has built
its strength. Today, GT&E is the largest of the many Independent telephone companies that
supply a substantial share of America’s ever-growing communications needs. By conducting
our own research, manufacturing our own communications products and operating our own
telephone system, GT&E contributes to the communications progress of the whole nation.

GENERAL TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS

730 THIRD AVENUE, NEW YORK 10017

GT&E SUBSIDIARIES : General Telephone Operating Companies in 32 states - General Telephone & Electronics Laboratories - General Telephoné
& Electronics International - General Telephone Directory Co. - Automatic Electric - Lenkurt Electric -+ Sylvania Electric Products
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