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TIRED SUITS?

Are your shoulders padded and
saggy, your trousers too long,
loose and floppy, your button-
less collars rolling up to scratch
your throat? If this is you, then
chances are you’re not looking
very well. And don’t let anyone
tell you it’s tired blood. No sir!
What youre actually suffering
from is tired suits. But why
suffer. A visit to Wilson’s new
campus store or to his familiar
shop at 705 Chestnut St. will
provide just the tonic you need.
A simple cook’s tour through
either of these welt seam salons
will pep you up in no time.

ust try on one of Hal’s shoulder- \
uggin® blazers and you’ll be a
new man (or a new woman, with
man-tailored shirts and other
pecialties all over the place).
o preseription needed, so stop

A fantastic Discount Policy
tens the cure. S

3 CHESTNUT ST. e WA 2-3922 ® Daily 9 to 6 ® Wed. 9 t0 9
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G | ~ The Sour Apple Tree 4 few words of self-
praise boest our ego which s suffering from mid-winter shump. The
editors also ponder the mysterious appearance of several new vehicles
on campus.

8 Ambition 4 new menace is displayed to the quivering
public: the Gremlin. Michael Ginsberg does the revealing.

O  The ‘Sound’' Man 4 Philadelphia disc-jockey is
vistted by Robert Marritz.

S To Look Sharp... Newcomer to THE HIGHBALL,
Ronk Nevins, tells the hilarious story of a college student who grows
a beard.

10 candid Keats Various members of the Greater
University Family try their hand at literary interpretion. William
Hardesty, literary critic, reviews their failures and follies.

13 Mmiss Peach 7Tk guest at our Winter Humor Forum,
Mel Lazarus, is profiled. Derek Davis examines the ideas of this
popular cartoonist who comes to Penn on February 24th.

16 congressman Parke's Proposal 1
look at one member of the United States Congress and his thoughts
on some monelary matters. George Merlis shows the way.

22 Potpourri Two writers of distinctive style lash out at
almost-nearly-everything in this second appearance of our latest in-
novation. Martin Neff and Derek Davis handle the humor.
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Che Sour Apple Cree

We don’t like to pat ourselves on the back, but every
now and then even the meekest come forth. Recently,
THE HicHBALL was named the best college humor maga-
zine by the New York Herald-Tribune. Of course we
might take this opportunity to mention that several Ivy
League magazine editors have also noticed us, with some
envy, too. Penn’s other publications have seen fit to elect
us to the Franklin Society. As for the Campus Chest booth
or for the eleven hundred people who attended the Fall
Humor Forum, we are making our niche here. The red
ink that had plagued us in the past has been utilized to
give THE HIGHBALL another first—a second color within
the magazine, something that has not been used since Life
first hit the market back before the War. The proof of
this optimism? We’ve completely sold out our two issues
before this, despite the efforts of our esteemed honorary
sister.

Having noticed an inordinate number of motorcycles
and motorscooters on campus this year, we wondered
about their ownership. Could it be that the Ivy League
was going “Beat” as Jack Kerouac predicted? We doubted
the possibility of this because the “Beat Generation” was
last year’s fad, and had even begun to appear in paper-
back. We thought all motorcycles just sat in Continental
Motors’ showroom. However, the doorway of one frater-
nal institution just up the street from the magnificent
Highball building looked like the cover of the Evergreen
Review. Each time we passed by, we expected to see a
band of howling, black-leather-jacketed, dungaree-clad
raiders rush out of the house, leap into their saddles, and
ride off down the grassy stretches of Woodland Avenue.
However, our expectations were unrewarded and we failed
to sec a single motorcycle rider. We finally decided that
the motorcycles were advertising stunts and that no one
rode them, when, last week, we heard the roaring sound
of an unmuffled motor.

We jumped from our plush seats in THE HiGHBALL
Suite and ran up the street. But to our surprise we only
found a single nubbily-clad individual racing the motor
of a fantastically oversized red scooter. He looked com-
municative, so we asked some questions.

“Name’s Eddie Dryden. Ya know you don’t have to be
a hood to drive a motorcycle. Get on, I'll drive you over
to the Physical Science Building.” We weren’t going there,
but we thought we might be able to get some more infor-
mation, so we climbed on the back seat.

“I guess you might consider this the furthest win of
the small car craze.” Eddie said, “People still have to
find parking places for small cars, but motorcycles and
scooters are no sweat at all. Also, there are more things




en,” Eddie continued, “there
ar:Ttglle biger ’cycles. The Harley-
Davidson is the biggest. I think it’s
got an 800 c.c. motor. They only get
about 50 or 60 miles per gallon, but
are they really fly. They're the C_ad1ll:<1cs
fix of motorcycles.” We tried to imagine
a long, black, sleek motorcycle with a
wrap-around windshield, a headlight
dimmer, power steering, and fins. We
couldn’t. Eddie stopped for the light
at the corner of 37th and Spruce.

*You know how these shift, don’t

12" Eddie asked. We confessed our

orance. ‘Well, you pull out
the handlebar extention—that’s the
clutch. On the left side of course.”

*Of course,” we mumbled.

“Your right hand—the one on the
accelerator has a hand brake, and
there’s a footbrake for the left foot.
It’s all very simple: left hand is
utch. right hand 1s brake and accel-
tor, left foot is brake, and the

foot 1s shift. Of course, it’s dif-

erent on different machines.” We
"  throughly confused, and we

ied to remember which was our
eft and which our right.

a know, almost any scooter can
tdrag a car,” Eddie told us.
Vatch.” We watched. The light
ged, and Eddie raced out from
eside a Thunderbird.

“You can really maneuver on these

too,” Eddie said,
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winced.

“Some of these are two-cycle en-
gines, and others are four—you know
what I mean? The bigger ones have
four-cycle engines with overhead
valves. Wanna try driving it?” We
told Eddie that we’d love to but we
had an appointment in the Chaplain’s
office and thanks anyway. We wan-
dered off down Hamilton Walk, real-
izing how easy it was to become
addicted to ’cycles. Then we remem-
bered the Empire State Building. We
shook our head regretfully and
turned into the Big Quad. H

.........................
....................

.................

oUR TASTY PRIME RIBS oF Bee ~

—_—— —




The morning-after-the-night-before
comes vividly to life as a strange
visitation descends upon a sufferer.
The world of gremlins and annoy-
ances is explained.

I’'m really not an alcoholic or any-
thing like that. ’'m one of those guys,
though, that has a few during the
night—and I always have a great time
—but it always gets me the next
morning.

This morning was no exception. In
fact, it was even worse than it usually
is. I winced as the sun intruded into
my room through the half-open win-
dow, and quietly swore at the stupid
birds that sang outside like there was
nobody in the whole world with a
hangover. Birds have no compassion.
Neither does morning. It always ar-
rives at the worst time.

It was hell, but I finally managed
to get out of bed and float into the
bathroom. I tried not to look into
the mirror because it always hurts my
ego. I have to, sooner or later though,
so I did. It made me feel worse. It
always does. I reached for my tooth-
brush and was sort of shocked when
I saw a little green thing sitting on a
small box next to the soap-dish. I
don’t usually see little green things.
Not even on Monday mornings. I was
sort of shocked.

“Go ’way little green thing,” I
mumbled.

It didn’t. It didn’t leave, that is.
And I'd swear that it had some sort
of smug, complacent look on what
was its face, I guess. What anybody
or anything could feel so good about
now was beyond me.

I extended a finger toward the ap-
parition sitting there. It didn’t move.
I was even more shocked when I
found that there was something solid
to my touch when I made contact
with it. It felt sort of . . . froggy?
I shuddered.

“You couldn’t be,” T said.

“T am so,” it answered. It had a
voice like fingernails on a blackboard.
By now I grudgingly admitted that
there was something there. It might
be a joke, but there was something.

Ambition

“What in hell are you?” I stam-
mered. I still felt rather silly talking

to it.
“I'm a Hangover Gremlin. Third

Class. The name’s Greep.”

“A Hangover Gremlin? . . . Third
Class yet?”

“Yup. Just made it last week. Used
to be an assistant in the Smoker’s
Cough Department. The boss sort of
took a liking to my work, so my pro-
motion came through last week like
I said. Skipped right through Stubbed
Toes. Stubbed Toe work 1s pretty
menial anyways. It’s just as well.”

“This is ridiculous,” I said, “You
still can’t be. Who ever heard of a
Hangover Gremlin? A Hangover
Gremlin, Third Class, besides!”

“Aha! That’s just my point,” he
said (I guess it was a “he”). “You
say that nobody has even heard of a
Hangover Gremlin. That’s the whole
trouble. Nobody appreciates my work.
Did you ever do anything that you
were really proud of and never get
to admire 1t?”

“Well . . . I guess not,” I admitted.

“I got to thinking one day,” he
continued. “that if nobody ever sees
my work, I’ll never make it to the top.
I don’t want to wind up like my
uncle. That’s why I’m here now.”

Things were really getting interest-
ing. “What happened to your uncle?”
I inquired.

He asumed a look of pity which,
ofthand, I would say was pretty diffi-
cult for someone or something as un-
appetizingly ugly as he was.

“My uncle?” he said. “My uncle
worked hard for years and never got
past Gas Pains. It was tragic. My aunt
nearly died of shame. All the neigh-
bors and the rest of my uncles had at
least passed Hay Fever and Chocolate
Allergy. Actually. a lot of us get stuck
in Gas Pains. Crooked union. If it
happens to me when I hit Gas Pains,
I'll switch my whole career to
Demonship. I sort of have a knack
for it anyhow.”

“What kind of demonship?” I
asked.

“You know,” he answered, “love
potions, mild evil, temptations, that
sort of jazz. If 1 really tried, I think
I could even pull a scholarship to
Demoniacal Arts and Magical Ne-
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by Michael Ginsberg

cromancy University. You know . . .
good ol DAMN U.”

He cackled uncontrollably. I felt
sick. Puns are bad enough when I’'m
feeling O.K., but this was too much.
He liked it though. He was hysterical.

After he calmed down a bit, he
continued. “Gremlining is all right,”
he said, “not too much money until
you’re in Cavities or Dandruff, but
it’s fun. Especially now, when I can
admire my handiwork. You do feel
lousy, don’t you?”

“Miserable,” I agreed.

“Good, makes me feel proud of
myself.”

I fought down an urge to squash
him with my hairbrush. It was then
I again noticed the little box he was
sitting on.

“What’s in the box?” I asked cas-
ually. At least I thought I was being
casual.

“Tools.” He said simply.

“What kind?”

“The tools of my trade. What else?
Want to see them?”

I had gone this far. Couldn’t back
out now. “Okay.” I said.

He bent over, unclasped the catch
on the box. opened the lid and took
out a small cylindrical object which




rangely malicious. He held

ne to see.

that?” I asked.

head-pump. I can give you
g head with this gadget that

d swear you’d never be able to
ough a door with out turning

eways. And this,” he added, “is my
and joy.”

e removed a small envelope from

he box and opened it. A lot of dusty-
yking powder came out.

Okay,” I said, “what's that stuff®”

[ lint. With a built-in ad-

is guarantees a flannel

or hours. Really great!”

my own tongue over my teeth.

ing else?”
usual things. Ear-bells,
~a keyhole-mover. You

n is all your fault

day’s work,” he answered,
! y. He didn’t look
though. He still looked smug.

d reason to. I felt miserable.

~ “Really satisfied with yourself,
aren’t you?”

“It’s better than working night shift
in Chapped Lips or Writer’s Cramp,”
he replied.

“How long are you going to stick
around?” I inquired.

“I’ll probably be gone by this eve-
= k]

e staying here in your apart-
Il just make myself at
inued.

0X d vanished.

“Yup,” he said, “nothing like a
good bath.” He gurgled. I guess he
was enjoying himself.

“Leaving soon?” I asked.

“In a few minutes.”

“Be here again?”’

“All depends on you. I guess so.”

I watched him climb out of the
saucer and pick up his box. “See you
next weekend,” he said, and he wag
gone. I was sort of sorry to see him
go. He was pretty disgusting to look
at, but likeable in a way.

Everything went normally until the
next weekend arrived. As usual, Sat-
urday night I went to a party, and
also as usual I drank a bit too much.
This time I really did it though, I
was really loaded.

Sunday morning I got up and felt
great. No hangover, no nothing.
Something was wrong somewhere. I
was glad to be alive. This never hap-
pens to me. I walked into the bath-
room and turned on the water. It was
then that I noticed a note stuck to the
corner of the mirror. I picked it up
and read it. It said: “Sorry, but I
couldn’t make it this morning.
Couldn’t find a substitute in time
either. You’ll have to do without me
today. I was promoted again, thanks

to you.” It was signed:
Greep
First Associate H

Dandruff Division
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Of course, the Disco

Record Shop is known l;z:
having the largest collection
of classical records in Philga.
delphia. But did you know
that we also have the largest
Jazz and Pop line as well, in-

cluding the following well-
known labels?

ABC-Paramount
Atlantic
Bethlehem
Blue Note
Cadence
Contemporary
Dot
Electra
EmArcy
Hi-Fi
Judson
Liberty
Pacific
Prestice
Riverside
Roost
Savoy
Seeco
Storyville
Verve
GNP

discount record shop

1731 Chestnut Street
Rl 8-6212

Hear Dimensions in Musi¢
WFLN AM-FM
undays 3:30 - 4:30 p™




The disc jockey is a curiosity. Forty years ago an impos-
sible specie, he 15 today a commonplace. No one gives
very much thought to this man, sealed off from the world
in his soundproof, immaculate cubicle, dispensing large
doses of modern culture to disembodied ears. For were
one to conjure up the image, he would find it ludicrous—
a Wizard of Oz come true, communing with his innumer-
able subjects. The disc jockey is a pilot-fish, swept along
by the shark of technology.

While some, indeed, ride atop their discs, dispensing
musical garbage and capitalizing on the temporal state
of the medium, others have a degree of integrity. Sid
Mark, a jazz spinner for WHAT-FM, is one of the latter
breed, staunch of heart, steadfast of spirit. Upon gradua-
tion from Camden’s Woodrow Wilson High School some
seven years ago, Mark was taken in hand by late jazz
impresario Harvey Husten and peppered liberally with
droplets of the modern music. Assisting with Husten’s
managerial chores at the Red Hill Inn, Mark took to “the
sounds” like the proverbial duck and has had a working
infatuation with jazz ever since. Emerging from adoles-
cence with a tuba-like voice that rattles about in his tele-
phone booth frame, Mark was “a real hip boy” who
“knew his way around.”

Upon Husten’s untimely death, Mark took over most
of the chores at the Hill, meanwhile looking around for
a job in radio, long an aim in the Mark scheme of things.
By this time last year he had caught on, on a very tenuous
basis, with WHAT, a faint AM, stentorian FM voice near
City Line Avenue. But things do not always go smoothly
for tuba-voiced telephone booths: there were no interested
advertisers for his two-to-six A.M. stint; his air time was
scarcely his own (Miles Davis records taboo for the
greater part of the time): he had explicit instructions to
“stick to the commercial things.”

Mark persevered, however, commuting on an unusual
treadmill between the Hill, WHAT, and the Mark (né
Fliegelman) home in East Camden. Commenting on his
demanding schedule Mark had this to say: “Phew!” There
were rewards, meager financially, but rich in the realm
of experience. Telephone calls blew in sporadically from
firemen, harassed college students, “chicks,” and a full
regalia of insomniacs. It was, all considered, a trying
winter, with frequent appeals for postcards and record
giveaways.

When this fall came around, Mark was apparently
able to muster sufficient strength. WHAT’s brass decided

'‘SOUND'

MAN

by Robert Marritz

to go on a twelve-hour daily jazz policy. This on FM,
while the cacophony of rock and roll blared on AM until
one. For the old early hours slot there was an angular
Templar, Chuck Sherman, while Mark did the bulk of
the programing, still maintaining his own six-to-one slot.
Advertisers did not flock to “Jazz at 96.5” immediately.
But after a surprisingly brief campaign, they were not
long in coming. Now riding on a moderate cushion of
advertisers, ““Jazz at 96.5” has Mark, Sherman, and
Harvey Miller, late of rock and rurbia, supplying between-
record continuity, their various themes purring at regular
intervals. Meanwhile Mark, emulating Horatio Alger, has
become one of the most influential jazz dispensers in
the East.

Looking in on Mark we found him tee-shirt and desert
boot clad, growing a beard for muscular dystrophy, and
muttering about the heat in the control room. “Don’t
mind me,” he said, “I've been putting everyone down
lately.” We entered the control room, which glistens
quietly with all sorts of equipment, sports two turntables,
and, of course, 1s big enough for a telephone booth.

“We've been getting our share of cranks lately. This
woman called, wanted to know what right John Lewis
had to go and make a record with the Stuttgart Orchestra.
“That’s white man’s music,” she said, ‘and Lewis has no
right to go outside of jazz to play. He’s a Negro. And he
brought Connie Kay and Heath to play with him. They’re
Negroes and have no right to play white man’s music.’
Hortense her name was. She said I could call her Horty
for short. It was all right with me. Then she called next
night, wanted to know how come we were playing
Thelonious Monk. Said it was bad enough last night, but
when we started playing phonies it was too much to take.

“But a thing that really bugs me—and believe me, I’ve
seen a lot of it—is people who don’t give a damn how
jazz 1is presented. There are so many people who are
making a living from jazz and they don’t know and they
don’t care. Some deejays: people think they’re big authori-
ties. “There goes so-and-so.” ‘I had lunch with so-and-so,
the big jazz deejay, the other day.” And these guys don’t
know the first thing about jazz. But they fool plenty of
people.”

The fact that a jazz deejay should be able to fool
people, however, points up an unfavorable situation: that
there is effectually no jazz analysis or criticism on the air.
The jazz shows that are on the air content themselves
with playing records, entertaining, as it were, and gener-
ally ignoring the qualitative aspects of jazz dispensation.
The result is one of having what is essentially an esoteric
art form presented under the cloak of the mass media.
On some stations any and all jazz is played, with a total
disregard for whether it is worthwhile or not. In certain
cases. it is policy to play the most bland, insipid jazz
which can be mustered, so as to appease the listening
public. This. of course. overlooks the possibility that the
listener might want to learn about jazz, to develop his
tastes, to be able to discriminate between the good and

the bad.
H
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To LooK Sharp . ..

The amazing trials and tribulations of
Robert Collier. rugged indiwidualist.
Nobility and honor score a question-
able victory over the forces of hypoc-
T1sY.

One day during the summer Robert
Collier was leafing through a two-
week-old copy of The New Yorker.
He was silently wondering whether
there was any man alive who could
afford to buy everything advertised
in the slick, sophisticated magazine.

“Bet just buying everything in the
color ads would break most rich
men,” Collier thought. He flipped
another page.

“These guys are dignified. Look at
the bearing of that man in the Hatha-
way. He looks like a man—a real
man. I guess it’s the patch.” Collier
was impressed by the urbane copy
and photographs. He turned the page
again.

There on page 73, rising out of a
Schweppes ad, was Commander
Whitehead.

“By God,” Collier thought,” just
look at him.” Whitehead, adorned in
a red fox-hunt jacket, black boots,
and a black top-hat, was casually
sipping a Gin-and-Tonic. He was the
personification of English aristocracy.
Class could be seen in every line in
his face, in every inch of his bearing.
Collier saw in this photograph the
image of success, charm, wit, courage,
sophistication, and wealth. Mostly
sophistication and wealth.

“But what,” Collier mused, “was
the root of all this?” Why did Com-
mander Whitehead evoke such im-
pressions? It wasn’t his clothing—on
a lesser man such a habit would look
ludicrous. No, it was the Com-
mander’s bearing and beaver. That
was the secret! Commander White-
head was a living symbol of British
gentry because he stood as straight as
a redwood, while still appearing com-
fortable, and because his chin was
adorned with a noble and healthy
growth of light-brown hair. “Hum,”
Collier mused rubbing his chin, I
wonder if. . . .”

“Robert dear, why don’t you shave
that ridiculous thing off? You keep
getting toothpaste and spaghetti sauce

in it. And it looks so dirty.” Robert’s
mother lacked an appreciation of
British nobility. She thought her son’s
skin would become infected, she
thought the incipient beard made her
son look as if he had forgotten to
wash his face.

“John,” she said to her husband,”
tell Robert to shave that horrible
thing off.”

“Yes dear,” John Collier said.

“Aw for crying out loud, why can’t
I do something 1 want to do for a
change?” Collier said.

by Ronk Nevins

“Yes, son,” John Collier said.

“You’re not even listening, John,”
Mrs. Collier said. She poked her hus-
band with her elbow.

“I’ve heard everything, and I think
you're both right in a way, so settle
it among yourselves,” John Collier
said. He looked up.

“Say, Son, when did you begin
growing that?” He noticed Robert’s
beard for the first time.

“About three weeks ago, Dad. Like
%, 1L
lt. "NO.”

“See,” Mrs. Collier said trium-
phantly,” your father wants you to
shave it off.”

“Now I didn’t say that, dear. If
the boy wants to look like a hobo, it’s
his own business,” John Collier said.

“Oh for crying out loud,” Robert
said, “I don’t look like a hobo, and
I’m going to grow whatever I want to
grow, and I don’t think you ought to
try to stop me. After all, it’s about
time you let me have my own way in
some things; I am going into my
senior year, and I'm old enough to
vote.”

“What has this ridiculous beard
got to do with voting?” Mrs. Collier
asked.

“Oh Ma, will you Ileave me
alone for a change,” Robert Collier
snapped.

“You shouldn’t talk to your mother
like that, Son,” John Collier said
coming up from his newspaper.

*“Oh for crying out loud,” Robert
said. He got up and walked out of
the living room. slamming the door.

“Don’t slam the door, Robert,” his
mother called after him.

Three weeks later, a handsomely
bearded Robert Collier, the very
image of noblesse oblige, registered
for his senior year. He wore a dark-
blue, three-piece suit, a bowler, and
he carried a cane. Throughout the
harrowing registration procedure, he
never lost his look of placid serenity;



to look sharp . . .

is back was always straight, his head
‘high. He appeared to have full com-
mand of the situation. Several ac-
uaintances passcd by without recog-
izing Collier, and one of his
ternity brothers stood talking to
n on the history line for five min-
completely unaware that it was
ater Bob Collier. To complete the
usion, Collier had refined his
speech somewhat, giving heavy indi-
cations of a British accent while re-
taining American idioms. His entire
rance gave the impression of a
~ polished and cultured individual with
~impeccable taste and high standards.
He was very much a gentleman.
There was no great commotion
~ over Collier’s new look in his fra-
ternity because he had become in-
active the year before, following a
~ fist-fight with the pledgemaster. Col-
lier lived in an apartment alone, and
" he avoided his fraternity brothers as
much as possible. Few people saw
him until the first day of classes.
Collier attracted a great many
stares in his classes. Some of the
little Philadelphia girls giggled and
- pointed, but he had expected such a
reaction from the untutored. Certain
other coeds, however, those Collier
classified as women seemed intrrigued
by the British-looking gentleman sit-
ting in the last row. Collier always
choose seats in the back, separating
“himself from all the other students
by several chairs in order to retain
~an aloof and supercilious air. The
hers, most of whom did not keep
classes for the full hour, hardly
ned to take any notice of him.
several instructors who did rec-
his presence smiled under-
gly. To these overtures, Collier
d with disdainful sneers. A true
1, he reasoned, never allows
arity in public—especially
front of the giggling girl

after having sat bolt-
rough four shortened
strode across the cam-
ing of The Daily Dis-
staff. As he entered the
_everyone turned to-

me? Collier cor-
‘you, I'm here for

“Right away,” said the City Editor.
Forster was the Editor-in-Chief; he
was generally considered one of the
biggest men on campus. Collier
walked into the editorial office, in-
clined his head toward Forster, and
sat down. The City Editor and the
Managing Editor followed him.

“Collier,” the Editor-in-Chief said
in his stentorian voice, “‘what’s this
ridiculous stuff you’re pulling?”

“I beg your pardon?” Collier
sneered.

“You know perfectly well what I'm
talking about,” Forster said.

“Come off it, Collier,” the Manag-
ing Editor said.

“Yeah,” said the City Editor.

“If you gentlemen have something
to tell me, I wish you would do so.

I haven’t the slightest idea what you
are talking about. Now if you will
just tell me what is on your minds, I
shall be happy to help you if a am
able,” Collier said.

“That ridiculous beard,” Forster
said.

“Yeah,” echoed the City Editor,
“that beard.”

“I still don’t quite understand,”
Collier said.

“You can’t wear a beard around
here,” the Managing Editor said. “Tt
isn’t right.”

“Why isn’t it right?”’ Collier asked.

“Because it isn’t done,” Forster
said. “No one around here has a
beard.”

“Yeah,” the City Editor said, “not
a single man on our staff has a
beard.”

"Well, one does now,” Collier said
cal':%ly.

ut you can’t be different.”
Managing Editor said, "You c;,n’ttg:
the only one around here with a

beard.”
L

Id part

“What kind of nonsense is ;s
the Editor-in-Chiel demanded, T
you trying to be a mm-mnfnrn,}\‘,;
Look, fella, we’re TUnning a serion.

Serious
paper here, and as a representative of
;}}‘)Cle.f’)f‘[’ere you have to look present-

”[ fcel tha[ I am mor
now than I have ey
Collier said.

"He feels presentable.” the Ci
Ed’l_l](f)r :;):ud. ;'Prcsemablc, he says.”"y
i t):) 3 rf use to shav(? that off, T’I]
said. sk you to resign,” Forster

: I S}‘l:l” ‘!lil\'c to r(‘%‘lgn_ !hcn.” C()I-
lier said. “You cannot tell me how
I should dress and act. 1 am ap i,:-
dividual and a gentleman: yoy are
all boors. You have no power over
me. I'm afraid 1 don’t care for your
intolerant attitude in the least. Cood
day, children. You will receive my
resignation in the mail tomorrow.”
Collier walked out of the office.

“He’s resigning tomorrow,” the
City Editor said, “He’s gonna quit
the paper tomorrow.”

“Oh shut up, you idiot,” Forster
said, “Now who the hell can we get
to write our editorials for us?”

“I can try, Forster,” the City Editor
said, “Why not give me a chance—
I've never written anything for the
paper yet, and I'd sure like to try my
hand at it to see if I'm any good.”

“Oh shut up.” said the Managing
Editor. The three pondered the fate
of their publication for a long time.

Collier watched the attractive blond
climb the stairs directly in front of
him. Last year, he would have
pinched her: but now he was a gentle-
man and he resisted the temptation.
Collier had learned to enjoy these
commonplace experiences for their
aesthetic value alone. Collier followed
the girl down the hall. She sat down
on a bench beside a classroom.

“Allow me to introduce myself. I
am Robert Luce Collier, Jr. of Mont-
clair and West Palm Beach. I . ..”

“Oh yes, I've seen you around be-
fore with your beard and all. I think
a beard is so masculine. I mean only
a man would grow one and I think
yours is really cute,” the blond
spouted.

“Cute?” Collier was stunned.
“Cute? My beard cute? Pardon me.
but I shall have to differ with you on
that account. I consider the beard 2
necessary part of a gentleman’s make:
up. An essential piece of equipment:

“Oh. Well, I still think it’s neat:
And cute t00.” she said.

“Then I shall have to change your
opinion. Would you like to go ouf
with me this Saturday night? I hav
tickets for. . . .»

“Oh. are you shaving off ¥
adorable beard?” She broke in.

."WhY no, of course not.” Collier
said.

€ presentable
er been before.”

ourl
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“Then why did you ask me out?”
the blond asked.

“What has my shaving my beard
off got to do with going out with
you?"” Collier asked.

“Well, I think it’s really neat and
cute and all, but I really couldn’t go
out with a boy who had a beard. I
mean, [ just couldn’t,” she said. She
wrinkled up her nose and smiled.
Collier bowed his head and walked
ofl down the hall.

“Obviously, she has had no breed-
ing,” Collier told himself, “I shall
have to find a girl who has visited
England. It's quite a sacrifice being a
true gentleman.” Collier strode into
his class five minutes late, collecting
hostile stares from the male students
and giggles from the little Philadel-
phia girls.

Collier removed his bowler and
entered the Dean’s office. The Dean
looked up. His eyes widened in sur-
prise, then a vicious smile flickered
across his mouth.

“Come 1n, come in,” the Dean
said. Collier stood, head held high
before the Dean’s desk.

“Sit down, son,” the Dean said.

“Thank you, sir, I shall stand if
you don’t mind,” Collier said. He
wanted to let the Dean know from
the beginning that he wouldn’t sub-
mit to the authority of this spokesman
for unimaginative conformity.

“You were caught in a Rowbot-
tom. Have you anything to say for
yourself?” the Dean asked.

“Yes sir, I was coming from the
theater. I stepped out of the bus at
the corner of 37th and Spruce and I
was arrested. I had nothing to do
with the disturbance.”

“You shouldn’t have tried to do
that, son,” the Dean said. “You
should have told the truth. Lying
won’t get you anywhere. If you had
told the truth, we might have gone
easier on you, but I can’t allow you
to compound your wrongs. . . .”

“Sir, I resent that. I never lie. No
gentleman ever lies. Unless you apol-
ogize for that accusation, I shall feel
forced to resign as a student of this
University. I felt sure you’d take my
word, but since you’re calling me a
liar, here are my ticket stubs from
the theater—if you’ll kindly notice
the dates, you'll see I couldn’t pos-
sibly have been in the Rowbottom.”

The Dean was amazed. He stud-
dered impotently for a moment. Then
his eyes narrowed.

“Look here, son, I know your kind.
You think you don’t have to obey
society’s rules. You think you're dif-
ferent because you dress differently
and because you never shave. Well,
let me tell you that I'm sick of you
non-conforming fakes. You’re not
worth a thing, and you'll never
amount to anything. Not a single one
of you. And look at the low stunts

you pull to keep out of trouble. Why
weren’t you in the Rowbottom with
the rest of your fellow students?
Aren’t they good enough for you?”
The Dean was very agitated.

“That’s a very unusual outlook you
have, sir,” Collier said. I should like
to know what is wrong with the way
I dress? He was wearing a dark-
brown, three-piece suit. The Dean
had to admit that Collier was not a
non-conformist in dress.

“And as to my beard. Every cul-
tured and refined gentleman has a
beard. sir. I resent your branding me
a non-conformist. It is rather you
who fail to conform,” Collier con-
tinued. The Dean looked very shame-
faced. Collier turned and walked out
of the Dean’s office. He turned in
the doorway.

“I feel that this university is not
ready to have gentlemen as students,”
Collier said, “You are catering to fat
little boys and giggling little girls.
When this institution realizes that it
is not a high school but a university,
I shall return to it. Until that' time
comes, I feel that there is no place
for me here. When you decide that
it is your job to educate men and
women instead of boys and girls,
please contact me. I shall leave now.
Good luck, sir.”

The Dean watched the straight,
noble figure disappear down the hall.
He rubbed his chin reflectively.

“Men and women?”’ he mused,
“Men and women — he may really
have pin-pointed something there.
That man knows what he’s talking
about. Trouble is, where are we go-
ing to find real men—Iike that Col-
lier fellow? I can’t ever remember
seeing any around here — except

for.. =
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INTER-DEPARTMENTAL
MEMORANDUM

‘rom: Benn‘ctt O. Yorke, Instructor,
English 140, Section 13

Dr. M. A. Shaaber, Chairman

ks ago I mentioned during a
- my belief that the appre-
00d poetry is instinctive, To
te this idea, I gave my stu-
hed copies of Keats’
t Looking into Chapman’s
and asked them to write anal-
g the work to their own tastes
tn »al.lThe Poem was distrib-
' any accompanying infor.
to author, title, p};lrnigd, etc.,
tion that its admitted ex.
once more i
mitted. In responge trcl)
am enclosing a group of
with the authors iden.
school, and clags, In
tlons, I must admit
if not foolish,
ults, however,

X

Jolnr Reats, “On Hirst Looking inte @hapman’s Homer” (1816)

Much hatre I teatreled in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kinghgms seert;
Round nuany frestern islnds hate I been
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

®ft of ane fwide expanse had J been tald

@hat deep-hrofued Homer ruled as his demesne:
Yet nefrer did I breathe its pure serene

"@il J heard Chapman speak out [oud and bold:
@hen felt J like some fwatcher of the skies
Hihen a nefr planet stuims into his ken;

®r like stout Tortez hen fwith eagle eyes

He stared at the Pacific—and all his men
Tooked at each other fith a wild surntise—
Silent, upon & peak in Barien.

This particular poet displays what I feel could only b¢
a knowledge of electronics. His thesis, generated In t1°
first few lines, flows like as unobstructed current t0 tl‘.f‘
Posifive terminal at the conclusion. His vocabulary
nothing more than poetic allusion to common phcno;!l\'
cnas a spark gap (1. 5); radar (11. 11-12); and ﬁll?-!I
and hilariously, a shock (11. 12-13). But using techn
anguage is not his major purpose. He is, after all, P™
marily telling an anecdote about one of his experie™® :
ell;ltlx'l{gc {us many wanderings. Evidently this anglxll;lr!
circuitq engineer was called upon to investigate 2 ‘5&[ a
i In a radar set he had designed. The set was n.

: si al radar station in Hawaii, run by Homer Chapm"
sl’igh: sﬁxoitmmg'the transmitter, the writer rece“’“ﬁﬂg;
hsanal cusing all of Chapman’s assistants. “-t 1¢
Wai‘d>': mgwas Cortez, to wonder if he really knew wha
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The guy what wrote this must of been quite an old
soldier. He has went everywhere with his buddies like
Homer who was ugly and with a big forehead, and the
fat guy Cortez, and Chapman who must of been some-
what of a loudmouth. Only a genuine thirty year man in
the U.S. Army could of done this and I am proud to say
that there isn’t too many of us left who can say we have
been in the old Army neither. For most of my life I have
been batting around the world with the field artillery
which is the best way to get to travel. They say that travel
is broadening and I guess it’s true because I have gained
weight all the time; despite the chow, ha ha!!! Of course
I haven’t never been mountain climbing because we in
the Army don’t never get much chance to go attack
beaches in the mountains. But most of the rest of this
poem I have done and I am happy to say that it will
always be one of my favorites, of which I have quite a
few of. 3 SR

R R A S S 0 e

Critics of poetry have often expostulated at great lengths
on the merits of this sonnet, composed in Petrarchan
form (with the lines riming abba abba cd c¢d cd). John
Keats, its author, poured into it all his own feelings upon
first approaching Homer—these feelings being, of course,
akin to those felt by all of us upon initial contact with
the great Greek. No short appreciation by an under-
graduate writing for a grade can fully explain the merits
of the work. Perhaps after graduation I shall be able to
convey, to whatever group of students to whom I may
happen to have been assigned, some measure of the great-
ness of Keats and the other romantics. The historical
background, Keats’ own experiences. and various other
forces must be taken into account in order to put the
poem into its proper context. After proper study of the
incidents which molded Keats, as well as of his talent—
and only after such study—we can really approach the
poem, still reverently, but now with a glimpse of the
minute factors of its make-up. Actual relation of the work
to our own experience requires extreme depth of thought
and will vary from second to second.

by William Hardesty

The clerk who tabulated this balance sheet is a retired
government accountant telling of his experiences and
assignments while acting as a civil servant. His career
ledger can be summed up thus:

I have often been to Fort Knox,

Besides all over the U.S. and abroad.

I've been to Hawaii on many vacations,

Where Brigitte Apollo dances the hula.

The Pentagon auditing office, I had been told,

Was ruled autocratically by Homer Levenson, C.P.A.
But I never got a chance there

Until my old Wharton friend Chapman was hired.
Then I felt like a College student

Lying on the lawn watching the stars come out.

Or like Ramon Cortez, the fat guy in my Fin class,
When he audited the books of the Southern Pacific—
And found, to his staff’s great shock, a mistake

In gross revenue at the mountain town of Darien.

This is a beautiful poem. It leaves the reader with a
beautiful feeling of beauty even if they don’t know what
it’s_about, like me. There is much beautiful expression
in this poem which is in the form called a Shakespearean
ode. I cannot relate it to my own experiences because I
have not traveled around the world like many students
at Ivy universities but it tells beautifully what it 1s like
to travel around the world and be in the South Seas
islands and climb mountains and like that. Maybe one
day when I get married to the boy I'm pinned to who
plays football and when he has all kinds of money from
playing professional football and he is out of the army
we can travel around the world like in Mike Todd’s
beautiful movie and we will go to all sorts of beautiful
places and then I could write a swell poem or explain
better what this beautiful ode means. But right now I am
unable to properly discuss it.

=&
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A visit to the creator of the popular
Miss Peach comic strip yields a re-
warding look at his techniques and
humor. Mel Lazarus, the guest al
THE HIGHBALL Winter Humor
Forum (February 24th) discusses his

views.

How would you feel to be overrun
by figments of your imagination?

Ask Mel Lazarus, creator of the
comic strip, Miss Peach. He now has
several riding herd on him, telling
him what to draw and forcing him
to earn close to $30,000 a year. In
other words, he’s fairly happy about
it.

The characters of Miss Peach, now

dicated in over 120 newspapers
i{.[rloughout the United States (also
Sweden, France, and Australia),
sometimes give Mel a rough time, but
usually they do a good job of keep-
ing him in line. “I don’t even have to
think about what I'm doing. The
characters have taken over, they’re
writing their own gags now. I feel
like the producer of a show—an im-
presario—rather than an entertainer.
I just get the kids together and give
them the scenery and then let them

to town.”

Miss Peach, like Peanuts, has the
child, the precocious kid, as a basic
unit of humor. Unlike Charles Schulz,
Mel has given his young society a
common stamping ground, the Kelly
School, where they conspire to over-
throw the old convention of being
seen and not heard. Perhaps the most
engrossing aspect of this strip is that

WHY SHOULDN'T THEY GIVE HIM

GOOP MARKS
HIS MOTHER IS THE

RE QUEEN OF ENGLAND//

they are not merely heard but over-
heard. In their own way they live,
govern, and control their destinies
with an easy confidence that could
nspire envy in any adult.

“I tried to take a group of kids
and let them represent a grown-up
society. The classroom in which much
of the action goes on is merely a
place to allow the characters to ex-
press themselves.”

Departing from the carefree, world-
traveler-humorist image of Shel Sil-
verstein, the last HIGHBALL Hu-
mor Forum speaker, Mel works and
lives on an average Brooklyn street
with wife Hortense and daughters
Marijorie, seven, and Susan, four.
Marjorie even attends the Kelly
School. namesake of Miss Peach’s
happy institution. She also is follow-
ing her father as a professional artist.
supplying any scribblings or C][ll'
dren’s drawings needed for the strip-
“All T have to do is paste them up.
I's kind of fun and she gets a big
charge out of it. I guess it makes her

€ most widely syndicated seven-year-
old in the country.”

(as he signs his strip) has
been an artist since he was four.
though not always appreciated. In
hich school he flunked his major
art course even though he won a city-
wide art contest. He soon quit schoo
::’ tfurtht_:r h}i;:s cartoon carreer and did
ot receive his “equivalency diploma

until seven ycars“litcr. g



At 16 he took a job as office boy
to Superman (or at least his crea-
tors), followed by a year or two of
free lance cartooning and two months
in the Navy in 1945. His real start in
the comics came as Art Director and
Editor of Toby Press, Inc., a sub-
division of the huge Al Capp Enter-

rises who make, among other things,
Li’l Abner dolls, Daisy Mae dolls,
Li’l Abner watches, and money. He
left Capp in 1954 to operate an Ad-
vertising Art studio, meanwhile sell-
ing cartoons to The Saturday Evening
Post, Collier’s, the Ladiess Home
Journal, and other leading magazines.

In 1956 two syndicates turned
down Miss Peach. “They didn’t think
the public would accept it.” On
February 4, 1957, the New York
Herald-Tribune Syndicate began its
publication and it has been spreading
ever since. Prentice-Hall put out a
Miss Peach book last October, RCA
has it as a record, and Broadway
Music Corporation even adds sheet
music to the list.

According to Mel, Miss Peach did
not begin as a sudden, glorious surge
of inspiration. Rather it grew quietly
for several years until the embryonic
characters began to tread his con-
volutiens and kick the sides of his
cranium looking for a way out. He
has only the vaguest notion of its
true beginning.
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“I live on this school street in
Brooklyn, near the Kelly School, and
when I work I look out the window
on the street and I’'d been watching
this tableau of children coming and
going for about five years. After a
while it got to me. I don’t even re-
member when the idea first came.”

Miss Peach presents an astonishing
cross-section of life. In one classroom
we find almost any type of person we
would ever want to meet, and even a
few that we wouldn’t. As drawn by
Mel. all are very large heads attached
to several insignificant appendages
such as hands and body. Thus he
emphasizes the strip’s major assump-
tion—kids think just as well as adults
and better when the adults have their
backs turned. He also can make bet-
ter use of facial expressions this way,
often doing away with the need for
words.

Despite the Little Truths of Life
and Society which his messengers
present, Mel does not try actively to
bombard his readers with morals and
pint-sized soap-box orations. “Any-
body who finds a lessen in a Peach
strip finds it himself. I don’t put it
there.”

H by Derek Davis
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Congressman

Parke’s
Proposal

by George Merlis

The Representative from Ardsley-
Park-on-Hudson make some startling
facts known to Congress. A frantic
meleé follows Parke’s prescription for
budgetary ills.

It was hot in the Congressional
lounge, and Congressman Parke had
a great deal of trouble remaining
awake. He had left the session in
hopes of doing some research on the
Defense Budget Proposal, but the
heat and the darkness of the room
made any effort almost impossible.
He had been indignant before, but
now he was merely sleepy.

“Someone’s got to do something,”
Parke told himself. He stood up and
walked back into the session. There
was a minor debate going on about
the wording of the defense budget.
“Someone’s got to do something,”
Parke told himself again. He re-
gained his seat and raised his hand.

The entire House of Representa-
tives was surprised to see Parke given
the floor. In his fifteen years in Con-
gress, Parke had only made one
speech—and that was in support of a
proposed commendation to the crew
of the Atomic Submarine, the Nau-
tilus, after the trip under the pole.

There was a great deal of mum-
bling, and several members left their
seats and made their way out of the
room. They were too busy to be
bothered with Parke’s platitudes and
epigrams. Most of the Congressmen
looked on with amusement. Congress’
only Whig was about to speak. Sey-
eral Congressional reporters also left,
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but the majority stayed—they would
be able to spice up their stories with
a little comedy.

“The Honorable Member from
Ardsley-Park-on-Hudson has the
floor,” the Speaker said. Then he sat
down, buried his head on his chest
and fell asleep.

“Gentlemen,” Parke began, “when
I was a student in the Wharton School,
I learned that . . . that. . . . Well,
what I want to say is that I don’t, in
all due fairness to those concerned,
and talking as bi-partisian—or rather
tri-partisian because I am a Whig—as
I was saying, taking such a position,
gentlemen, doesn’t 1t seem strange to
you that . . . that. . . .” Smiles spread
across the House. Democrats and Re-
publicans alike smirked. Parke began
again.

“This is simply undemocratic—not
that I want to do any name-calling,
you understand—but this is undemo-
cratic . . . but then that really isn’t
the term: that isn’t strong enough. I
feel this situation, and all situations
like it, require the strongest possible
language — with all due respect, of
course, to the gentlemen of the press
and to our constituents. I feel that we
all understand each other here, and
that we are all working together,
shoulders to the wheel, noses to the
grindstone, trying to do what is best

CONTINUED ON PAGE 18
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congressman parke’s
proposal

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 16

for our great and glorious and beau-
tiful America.

“But, gentlemen, when one consid-
ers the proposal we now have before
us, one is hard-put to . . . to. . . .
What 1 mean to say is that one is
hard-put. when one considers the
proposal now before us. Look at
Washington. Remember how he
prayed at Valley Forge. And remem-
ber Lincoln! He was shot. Shot doing
his job, like a good soldier. And then
there were Garfield and Harding—
yes there was a President! But to
get to my main point: the defense
budget.” Several members stirred.
They wondered how Parke had man-
aged to remember what the proposal
was after his miniature tirade.

“Yes, gentlemen, the defense bud-
get. We are being asked, this year, to
give forty billion dollars for the de-
fense of our nation. Do you realize
how many Revolutionary Wars Wash-

ington could have won with that
much money? He wouldn’t have had
to fight—why for forty billion dol-
lars, King George—or was it Ed-
ward? — would probably have sold
England. And do you realize where
we'd be today if we had bought Eng-
land back in 1776? My God, what a
magnificent investment! Why the divi-
dens alone—even if given in deflated
English pounds—the dividends alone
would surely serve to crucify man-
kind on a cross of gold. I quote, of
course—that was originally said, as
you all know, by Horatio Alger. Now
there was a senator! But to return to
this forty-billion-dollar budget; do
any of you realize the buying power
of that much money?” Parke reached
into an attaché case and withdrew a
ream of papers.

“I have some irrelevant figures
here,” he said. “The defense budget
of forty billion dollars would buy
twenty bottles of beer for every man,
woman, and child on the earth. Now
my friends in the Beer Lobby would
probably go along with a proposal to
the effect that the government . . .
that the government. . . . Well, they’d

it Generation.” Order your Beat Wardrobe today!
Q‘Simsi'g, M X

ESEMEE e L R R R R $4.95 ppd:
Ly fleece lined cotton, printed in red and black on both sides as

lhah poplin with black ribbing. Perry Como stylse. 4-color
: 6.

95 ppd.
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go along with it; and such a proposa|

seems a lot more reasonable to e

than spending the entire wad o
rockets, bombs, tanks, submarines,
olive-drab uniforms. and the Nayy]
Academy football team—which really
is . .. it's . . . I mean. just think of
the goodwill we would spread by
buying twenty rounds of beer for
everyone—all on the U.S.!
_":»\nnt_her possible use for the forty
billion is recreation. Why. we could
spend the money on some form of
recreation which allows people to re.
lieve their aggressions. Pinball would
be a likely sport—anyone can play,
The proposed amount of forty billion
dollars would buy a lot of pinball
games. In fact, if every pinball game
were to cost, let us say, a nickel, then
forty billion dollars would buy eight
hundred billion games. And that.
gentlemen. 1s a lot of pinball in any-
body’s book. This would enable each
person on earth to play four hundred
games of pinball. If each pinball
game took three minutes, the forty
billion yearly defense budget would
supply everyone with almost a full
day of pinball. This number, it seems
to me, would be sufficient to work off
all the tensions that cause wars. Ex-
cessively aggressive persons, like
Dulles. could be given the free games
won by all the rest of the world. That
would keep them too busy to do any-
thing but play pinball games.” Up in
the Press Gallery a reporter was busy
drawing a rough sketch of the Secre-
tary of State jumping up and down
in anger after having tilted Gottlieb’s
“Ace’s High” on the fifth ball with
only one hundred thousand points
needed for a free game. :
“Why, gentlemen, forty billion
dollars would buy 666.666.666%
three-piece suits—enough for every
Wharton man until the end of time.
Or it would buy 5.714,285%; Cadil-
lac convertibles — enough for every
college student in America. And that,
gentlemen. would mean a lot——cgipe-
cially to our wonderful, glorious
youth. Remember it is our youth that
* . that. . . . Why, speaking of youth
__and I'm glad that this came up—
speaking of youth . . . of yes, the
defense budget. Why, speaking pf
vouth. as I was saying. the forty bil-
lion dollars in our defense budget
would pay one person’s average fra-
ternity bill for over a billion months
—that’s 83.333.33314 years—which 1s
far in excess of the life-expectancy of
any frater. Why. I remember when I
was in the Wharton School of the
University . . . University of Pennsyl-
vania. . . . Well, I remember it well,
and 1 wish you all had such wonder-
ful memories as these. :
“And when it comes to education,
CONTINUED ON PAGE 20
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E FLAMING ANGUS

1642 Market Street

at 17th

RI 6-2526

CHARCOAL BROILED

SIRLOIN STEAK

Baked Idaho Potato Toasted Garlic French Roll

Tossed Green Salad with choice of your favorite dressing

ORDER TO TAKE OUT ALL FOR
$l .I 9

Open from 11 a.m. - midnight
including Sundays
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MARTY'S

CAMPUS
LAUNDRY

Incomparable Same-Day Laundromat
Service in addition to our fine
cleaning and finished bundles

Your name is our concern at

Marty’s Campus Laundry
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gentlemen, may I say with all due
sincerity that . . . that. . . . When you
consider that it costs my alma mater,
the University of Pennsylvania some-
thing like fifty-two million dollars a
year to operate; why gentlemen, that’s
. . . that's. . . . Why, our forty-billion-
dollar defense buddget could run the
University of Pennsylvania for seven
hundred sixty-nine tuition-free years,
and you all know what that would
mean to the students. Therefore, gen-
tlemen, I respectfully submit . . . I
respectfully. . . . I've lost the train of
my thoughts, but you get the idea,
gentlemen, we're spending an awful
lot of money.” Parke sat down, trying
to remember the proposal he had
planned to make.

There was a commotion on the
floor, and Congressman Twirp stood
up. Twirp was the head of the House
Committee on Un-American Watch-
dog Committees for the Control of
Subversive Activity Within the House.

“Mister Speaker,” Twirp whined,
“it seems to me, and doubtless it
seems to all other patriotic, loyal
American citizens who love their
mothers, that the Honorable Repre-
sentative from Ardsley-Park-on-Hud-
son is a Red. I don’t want to accuse
anyone, but this man is dangerous
and he should be investibated im-
mediately. He is like a malignant
growth within the midst of our
flower-like perfection. He is also a
non-conformist, and besides he’s a
Whig. I have, as everyone here knows
introduced several bills to outlaw the
subversive Whig party, but in the past
everyone has been complacent. But
now you can see the danger these
men represent to our American way-
of-life. This horrendous threat must
be stamped out and destroyed before
1t spreads.” There was thunderin
applause, and someone in the Gallery
threw a tomato at Parke,

Suddenly, the entire House turned
on him. Yelling like Indians, Demo-
crats and Republicans alike charged
the lone Whig,
“Blood, blood,”

ee

they screamed.
ut...but.,. ] didn’t,” Parke
began, then he felt himself fall. He
called out for help. He was on the
floor, his eyes tightly closed. Slowly,
Congressma_n Parke opened his eyes.
He was lying on the floor of ‘the
warm, dark Congressional Lounge.

Hmm, must haye fallen asleep,”
Parke mused. He stood up, and
started back to the session, On the
way, he dropped a thick sheaf of
paE;rs Lntlt:la wastebasket.

xobably rever pass anyws i

Parke said to hlmsclf.pHc rc—eyn‘rcr);d
the session and took hjs seat,

A gourmet’s delight at
reasonable prices

NEW DELUXE RESTAURANT
250 S. 40th Street

The most modern restaurant

on campus

air conditioned

club breakfasts

special lunches

full course dinners

A DIFFERENT PLACE TO GO

® Dancing in the Village

® Evening snacks from our soda fountain

® Cozy atmosphere
, ® Campus style
® Established 1930

Don’s in Yeadon will offer you a night you'll
'enjoy as many others have made it a habit.
Go West on Baltimore Avenue to Church Lane
— turn Left 4 Blocks to Don’s in Yeadon.

| MA 3-9823.
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Winter Humor

Forum
Mel Lazarus
and

Miss Peach
Tuesday, February 24th 7:30 P.M. University Museum Auditorium

Watch for

M - Picture Spread

- Miss Highball in
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CAMPUS

MARKET

Southeast Corner

38th and Spruce Streets

FRESH MEATS
GROCERIES

PRODUCE
DELICATESSEN
SANDWICHES
HOUSEHOLD SUPPLIES
at lowest prices

Daily: 9 A.M.—10:30 P.M.

BAring 2-6100

CHECKS CASHED FREE DELIVERY

Sundays: 10 A.M.—1:30 P.M.

Potpourri

CYNICISMS
short pieces of nonsense by a cynic
There was a boy. He was pure,
simple, and naive. He was a prep
school student. Then the boy entered
the great University. He learned of its
traditions and its customs. He learned
much. He learned that he was no
longer a boy, he was now a man. He
learned that the great University was
not really great. He learned to ap-
preciate music he really didn’t like.
He learned that the true mark of
intelligence was in never discussing
intellectual things. He learned that
bad marks are good. He learned that
joining is bad, but fraternities are
good. He learned that drinking is
bad, but it is fun. He learned that
Professors are always wrong. He
learned to take gut courses. He was
now a true University student.

One day as he strode down the
hallowed, dirty paths of his great Uni-
versity which wasn’t great, he saw a
sign. “JOIN THE ANTI-TOGETH-
ERNESS CLUB TO FIGHT TO-
GETHERNESS. Don’t be apathetic,
be a living member of your commu-
nity. Join Now! Put an end to Join-
ing!”

Long shadows crossed his path as
he turned his footsteps toward home,
his fraternity house. He passed the
crowded student wunion building
which nobody frequented, through
the filthy city, and came to the house
where he and his brothers, who
weren’t brothers, lived. He sat down
on his sofa underneath the modern
painting which he didn’t understand.
He put on his hi-fi set and played
some music which annoyed him. He
looked at the rows upon rows of
books lining his bookcases, which he
really hadn’t read, and he thought
and he thought and he thought. . . .

Once upon a time, there lived a
very old man. He lived many years
from now. Early, before the machines
in the factories started to hum, before
the lights in the offices went on, be-
fore the electric typewriters started
to pound out their incessant rhythms
before the jet busses started their
daily runs, before the electronic gar-
bage disposals started working and
before the milk was ready to flow
from its proper faucet, he arose and
cooked his breakfast over a wood fire.
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C\O A Select Cafe

—for members only

116 South 20th Street

Bob Frank
Director

Sarah Fonzo
Hostess
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alked to his work over a time-
‘I;.IZ,-: i;)ath and did the job which he
had been doing since it had been
assigned to him, fifty years before.
He did a job, he didn’t do it well
because it couldn’t be done well, but
he did it regularly. He wasn’t recog-
nized and he wasn’t advanced, be-
cause everyone had forgotten that his
:ob existed. He was truly the for-
gotten man. Still, every month he re-
ceived his check frmp the electronic
check writers, who ignorantly went
about their task of paying him for a
job which the electronic brains said
hcgfe day the old man did not get
up early. He did not get up at all.
The machines in the factprles did not
start to hum; the lights in the offxces
did not go on; the electric typewriters
did not pound out thel_r incessant
rhythms: the jet busses did not start
their daily runs; the electronic gar-
bage disposals did not start to work;
the milk never flowed from its proper
faucet and the electronic checkwriters
ceased writing checks to people for
jobs of which it was ignorant but
which an electronic brain (which was
also not running) told them to pay.
The whole world stopped running.

THE GLOAMIN'?

Confusion reigned everywhere. So-
ciety was lost. The old man was dead.
There was no one left to push the
button.

Some people are born winners and
some people are born losers. No, I
know you don’t want to admit it.
Losers never like to admit it, but it’s
true. The winners? Why these are the
people who are really with it, these
are the “in” people. These are the
people that are really on the ball.
Now what of the rest of us. We’re
the people who never quite made the
grade. We're the second-bests. We’re
the also-rans. We’re the fellows who
never quite made the football team,
but we cheered . . . boy did we cheer.
We're the ones who never made the
student government, but we’re the
ones who gave them trouble. We
made their job. We’re the clods who
teach the ideas which others have
thought up. We get sick so that the
doctors can take care of us, and get
in trouble so lawyers can get us out
of it. We don’t create the master-
pieces. in fact we don’t even buy
them. but we look at them. Yes, we’re
the losers. Now don’t feel so bad.
We number in our ranks some of the
greats of history. Look at Ceasar who
got it in the back from Brutus, and

CONTINUED ON PAGE 27

ROAMIN' IN

For the finest in body and fender work at
the lowest prices, it Ralph’s.

e
B>=<SUNOC

All signs point to

RALPH’'S SUNOCO
SERVICE STATION

Across from the Men’s Dormitories

General Repairs
Tires and Towing
Parts and Lubrication
Car Washing

Ralph’s expert service and No. 1 location
make him the man to see for your
car needs

Make the evening perfect.
Drive your dream girl to Hot
Shoppes. Park cozily under ‘
the Car Canopy. Dazzle her
with your masterful manner
of ordering delicious Hot
Shoppes food over the new,
fast and fascinating Elec-
tronic Car Service.

66th and Market Sts.
Broad & Stenton Ave.
28th & Hunting Park
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John Di Stefano’s Victor Cafe

1303 Dickinson Street
HO 8-3040

open evenings

Your Hosts:
Armond and Henry De Stefano

Famous for good food and music . . . choice wines and liquors

From our vast library . . . recordings by the world’s greatest artists of the past and the present .
. . played for your listening pleasure.

vy, SR e ""///’ AL’'S PENN HOUSE
P//A%;;&/ ////// Rm : 262 SOUTH 37th STREET

ERS[AN : NEW LOW PRICE POLICY
w

ANNOUNCES
M \
%/////, | CHARCOAL BROILED 10 OZ. SIRLOIN STEAK W/E.F.
HOTEL PENN SHERWOOD
39th & Chestnut Sts.

- TONIO
CORTESE

| TOSSED SALAD, HOT ROLL AND BUTTER
l ONLY $1.19

l l('":OR ALMOST HALF A CENTURY
atering for the more discriminatin
0 . > g
Phﬂadelphlas most luxurious Kosher catering by Uhr’s

Uhr's Restanrant

Kosher food at its best o Kathruth supervision

his organ
and trio

® Rabbi David Wachtfogel
SERVED FROM 5 PM-7 PM

”ﬁ’m” No Cover
vﬂllrm" No Minimum 10 minutes from the campus

|
|
KING SIZE COCKTAILS :
|
|

509 S. 5th Street
(Between Lombard and South)

WAlnut 5-3590
4 ‘



If you don’t mind—Id like to see
) ) 4 a profit-loss statement
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Authentic Ivy Hegdquarters for the Undergraduate K
and Alumni . . . Styling for Men of All Ages. 3
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USE OUR CONVENIENT BUDGET OR LAYAWAY PLAN )
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For regal service with Everyone notices the new look at
food cocktails king size sandwiches
ED'S KING COLE

The Campus Corner
8033 York Road

MElrose 5-8896

Complete Student Supplies
Finest Foods Served in Our Luncheonette

If you ask for it and we don’t have it, you don’t need it!

Elkins Park, Pa. ll 3701 Spruce Street

LESTER LANIN ORCHESTRAS

1776 Broadway, New York
COlumbus 5-5208

Small or Large Engagements

= L4 *

Listen to Lanin’s Latest LP
“Have Band Will Travel”

And don’t forget the D, P—] have
nothing to wrap the garbage in.
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ates who talked himself into
jf,fffng poison. There’s Samson who
Jet a woman con him out of his hair
and Louis XVI who completely lost
his head. All the people who lost
elections and all the people who died
in battle for a cause of which they
weren't even sure. There’s even Clyde
Clod, the head bricklayer when they
puilt the Empire State Building. Re-
member him? What has history given
him? Yes, he’s a loser; they’re all
losers. Losers of the world unite, we
have nothing to lose but our indi-
viduality.
by Martin Neff
Sarah Fonzo, charming hostess of Da
Vinei’s Italian Restaurant, and Bob
Frank, currently directing Miranda
which opened at the Academy of
Music on January 3rd, announce the
recent opening of The Stage. This
distinctive, membership-only CAFE
has so far proved to be highly suc-
cessful, and presently several top ar-
tists are scheduled to visit the club.

THE COMPLEAT REPAIRMAN

I had the misfortune once of living
in a house where not one single lock
worked correctly. I succeeded in fix-
ing about half of them (the mecha-
nisms averaged three parts each).
Since then, whenever there is the least
sign of faltering in an object around
the house, I quickly step to the fore
with a screwdriver, a pair of pliers
and a knowing smile, brushing aside
all onlookers lest some amateur
chance to make a blunder.

My first act is to look over the item
carefully to find the cause of its mis-
behavior. Having decided that I can’t
possibly tell from the outside I loosen
the first nut or screw that presents
itself. This has no visible effect so I
continue piling up a collection of
nuts and bolts until some important-
looking section falls off. It is not at
all unusual at this point to find that
the removal of the other bolts has
loosened several smaller parts which
now fall into the main works and
disappear.

Still being unable to locate the
center of trouble. it becomes neces-
sary to take off a few more gears and
wites which are carefully placed in
order on the table until I brush them
on the floor with my sleeve. By now
there is nothing left but an empty
shell and a pile of scrap metal. After
voking at the whole thing disgustedly
or a few moments I throw it in the
Waste basket while muttering about
mierior workmanship and how we
needed a new one long ago. :

f'lnyone knows a cure for this
Mania, please write me at once since
our radio just went on the blink and

T am sure that T will burn out all the

Wiring in the house if I am not

% by Derek Davis

A Most Complete Line
For Every Art and Drafting Need

ZINNI ARTISTS MATERIALS
1715 Chestnut Street

l Artistic Framing Specialties
I RI 6-3698 or RI 6-3699

AL MARKOWITZ

Your genial purveyor
of

culinary specialties at

CAMPUS CORNER
37th and Spruce Sts.

“Come tn and select from our rare
assortment of truly fine comestibles.”

The Finest Food on Campus

SUKIYAKI HOUSE

The only Philadelphia restaurant

ESCES
featuring real JAPANESE Cuisine

2200 WALNUT ST. « LOcust 7-8868

Closed Saturday e Open Sunday Special Parking Privileges

uthentic Sukiyaki cooked at your table by lovely
fllapgnesc Geishaygi'rls in native costume, 3 tr 8 p.m. The
Sukiyaki House with its Japanese decor is located on the
upper level of Jesse's Restaurant. American and Chinese
dishes featured on lower level, 11 a.m. to 8 p.m. Open
Monday through Friday and Sunday. Closed Saturday.
Air conditioned. Parking privileges.

i Dinners
Daily
3t08
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College, majoring i IOt
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’ confused us too—but that’s what
Bill says,

in the College and the Moore School.
proves quite an interesting guy if

you can understand him. Bob seems
to have only one interest, jazz, but
every time he swears that this

is his last jazz article.

WILDCAT SCRAMBLER
175cc., 18 HP., 4 Stroke,
4 speeds. $699.00

Heller’s
World's Safest, Best Roadhelding Tire COLONIAL Dining Room

| George Merlis is a junior in the

e S College, r(y\mjoring il'l creative writing.

H l >eorge 1s known as quite an
l n E LL. BAring 2-4057 unpredictable guy, in fact we’re never

' quite sure what he 1s going to pull

next. We hear that he has offered

I the University a large sum of money

to erect a triangular football field.

| providing more goalposts for

freshman to knock down after we

Distinctive American Cuisine
Collegiately Priced

COSMOPOLITAN
MOTORS

3500 GERMANTOWN AVE., PHILA. 40, PA. l win games.

Telephone BAldwin 9-3500, Cable “’COSMOTOR" Marty Neff, we’re sure, is a member
or contributor to most of the
organizations on campus. With all
that extra work we’re not sure how
he manages to pass. Maybe

he doesn’t. Principally, Marty is a

|
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|
|
|
|
|
|
) Bob Marritz, a junior studying both
|
|
|
|
|
Open Sundays ‘
|

RICHARD MALTBY

and His senior chemistry major, Managing
Editor of The 1959 Record and Dean
ORCHESTRA of The Franklin Society

Photographers.

Jim Parish, a College sophomore,
has contributed much toward the
greater glory of the magazine. He has
been a member of the Marching
Band and the Pennsylvania Players.

A PROVEN FAVORITE
OF
OVER A HUNDRED COLLEGES

George Pins is Promotion Manager
of the magazine. George Merlis
roommate, a junior in the College.
he is majoring in promotions, we
believe. The Georges are always
promoting one thing or another.
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Dave Port, HicupaLL Advertising
Director, is responsible in many
respects for this issue. We haven't
read the reviews yet so we don’t know
whether to blame him or praise him.
. He s a junior in the College.
_majoring in zoology. A member of
Kappa Nu, he was recently admitted
to Alpha Epsilon Delta, the

premedical honorary society.

Carol Ann Trimble, Editor of The
ennsylvania News, is a junior in

lite CW The CAT sharpened her
rary claws, and lent a hand in the
revamping of this issue-
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ORIGINAL

PAGANO’S

PIZZERIA

Table as well as delivery service
3614 Walnut St.

EVergreen 2-4105

And now our new location
7142 Haverford Ave.

GRanite 3-9898
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A new:ldea.gln smoking '

Salem ref heS‘ Xéur tasf.&»

o

. menth0| fl'eSh Ever dabblc in'a brook on one of Spring’s first bu'lmy "‘

days? That's how a Salem cigarette refreshes your taste. #

. rich tobacco taste You get rich, full tobacco taste with o new surprise, soft-

ness. The smoke feels comfortable as never before.

L m0del'|| ﬁlter, ) too Through Salem’s “pure-white filter flows the freshest B

taste in ciguromu. §mokc refreshed . . . smoke SalemI™%ei%

[ - Cv‘uhd by R J Reynelds Yobacco Company 3
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