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THE IDEA FORTHIS MAGAZINE.-.

had its 1nception in the minds of your two lntrepnld edltors several
months ago., Matter of fact, it was during that perlod of tlme known
to certaln ones of us as "Soring" or "Lush Term". Not that any def-
lnlte events led up to the notion; rather it was that during afore-
sald period, which as most of us reallize 1s the Dortion of the year
most conducive to deed and meaningful thought, we, Lars and Scott,
suddenly bscame acutely aware of the need for somethlng to 11ift the
few salvageable alnds extant in this area out of thelr lethargy. The
afterblirth of this realization was, and is, The Scolar.

Let's be frank abosut it. his magazine 1s beamed orimarily toward
the Unlversity crowd. 3But from this don't get the 1dea that 1t 1s
nacessarily nro-UC-pung-ho-rho-rho or any of that jJazz. We have NCT,
thank God, the sanction of the S.P.B,, or for that matter, of anyone
else you can think of, malnly because we haven't asked for sanctions
from anyone. That would defeat the purpose »f the magazline, whizh 1s
to bring before the eys of a select portlon of the public those mat-
ters which SP3-ed publlications consider unworthy or ungrintable.
This, by the way, won't include any of the current tripe such as who
1s cozy with who - let those who are interested 1ln such foldarcl read
about 1t in the 3apphire, or whatever you call 1t, Nor will it be
concerned with the kind of sophomoric quasi-ribaldry characterlzed by
a lavish distribution of the more innocuous four-letter words, The
Scolar is interested 1ln presenting topics you can get your i2eth lnto,
It 18 intended to be a sort of journalistic gadfly, nipping away at
those persons who have a love of controversy and an aporeclatlon for
the bizarre. 30 if you happen to be a status-quolist, 1t is advis-
able that you spend your quarter somewhnere else - say, at the Rish
Inn for a tumblerful of watery milkshaks. he copy you don't buy
will be better off 1in the hands of somebody who is wilth 1t,

% &

You wlll notice that a preponderance of the materlal in thls issue

18 the product of the two sdltors, This situation isn't because we
are In love with our own work, but rather because we had little else
to build 2n issve with, Frankly, we don't 1ik%e it either., But
that's the way 1t has to be, until some of you Dpeople get on the ball
and send us in some materlal., We are open for anything you may have
that fits in with the general editorial pollcy halfassedly stated L
above, Stories, poems, artlcles, cartoons, letters to the editors,
assorted rantings, we'll take 'em all. Unfortunately, for you and

us both, there 1s as yet no financial relmbursement lnvolved - only
the satisfaction of seelng the child of your braln in mimeo, and of
contributing to the lmprovement of the world through this publlication.,
Of course, anyone contributing (except short letters) will get a free
copy of the issue thelr work appears in, so there's a cool two bits
right there, Never let it be sald that we allow good work to go
completely unrewarded, ,
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MCRE EDITORIAL

We reallze, and you probably do too
that such a mag as this can't suc-
cead in 1ts avowed purnose wlthout
contrioutions from the readers. Wwe
want 1t to succeed. 52, here 1is a
formal request: rlease write. You
wiil find the address elsewhars.
If you want vour manuscript, stc.,
back, just enclose a stamped, ad-
drassed envelope along with 1it,
We'll treat it kindly and return
it good as new, After all, you
might get a chance to sell 1t to

somebody. *
* %

A few words ahout this 1lssue's con-
tributing writers, RCBIN LCBDELL
and KENT MCOMAw, Miss Lobdell 1is
the Scolar's answer to Frangoise
Sarar and Pammy Moore, 3She is a
willowy 19-year old chick from Lou-
1siana, who 1s elther a junlor at
Maxico City Collsge, or Mrs. rfred
Bseman, o2r both, e first ran into
her 1n the above-mentloned city a-
bout one year hencze, and shortly
afterwards came 1lnto possession of
the story published herein, oShe

is a raoid bullfight fan, and will
dance the charleston for you if you
feed her rum and coke. ©So far as
is known, this 18 her first publl-
cation.

Kent Moomaw was a fresh, new, and
fairly young writer with an acutely
percevtive eye for the ridiculous
situations 1in everyday life. OSeemn-
ingly without effort he could write
interesting and timely material,
and had promlse of turning 1nto ar
excellent writer until hils death 1iu
a wooded arga a block from his home
+ oo by sulcida,

- PGIL -
There was a young lady named ZXuck
#ho had rather horrible luck
Cne day for a stunt
She leaned out of her punt,
And was bit in the front by a duck.
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BY 0T

I was talking to my friend Sam the Roblin the other day and he
says to me, "3cott, I have been observing a pecullar thing for the last
several days in an 91d barn out Fox Hollow Road a plece, and I wonder
1f you can make any sense out of it,

"It seems that in this barn there is a tribe of owls living,
and they are that kind of owl called the Barn Owl because they are
addlcted to living in barns and other places of like nature. They have
blg eyes, and most of thelr conversation comes out 1like who, who, who,
It also seems that iIn a blg tres 2 1llttle ways off from this barn there
1s ansther tribe of owls 1living, only these are the kind knows as Hoot
Ovls because thslr conversation mostly comes out 1ike hoot hoot. Well,
These two tribes of owls have besen living out there for a long time,
and up until recently they seem to have besen getting along O.K. There
was a sort of mutual understanding among them as to which ones belonged
in what territory, and the only time they had any trouble was when a
Barn Cwl would try to Derch in the tree or a Hoot Owl would try to get
into the barn.,"

"Sam," I says to him, "Do you mean to tell me that these birds
wouldn't allow each other visiting privileges, evan?"

"Don't get me wrong,” says Sam. "The only place they kept
gach other out of was the tree and the barn. Anywhere else, they got
along flne. But about a week ago one of these 3arn Owls went over and
demanded a parley wlth the chief of the Hoot Owl tribs. Now ordinarily
I don't mess around in owl territory, as they can be very tough custom-
ers with a robin when they want to be, but on that particular day I
happened to be out in the nelghborhood, so I stopped off to See what
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the commotlon was all about. #hat it was was that these Barn Owls had
declded that they were getting left out of somethlng, and they wanted
to be allowed to come DPerch in the Hoct Cwl tree whenever they wished,
The Barn Owl who was doing the negotiating evidently had a pretty good
education, as he kept using big words and phrases like 'Brotherhood

of Owls', 'discrimination', 'equality', and things of that nature. The
bulk of his argument seemed to be that since all owls are owls, the
ldea of private property was somehow immoral, in that 1t excludes owls
who don't own a share of sald property. Frankly Scott, it sounded to
me llke a pretty crass idea on the part of the Barn tribe., It must
have sounded that way to the Hoot Cwls too, because they malntalned
that they didn't want Barn Owls in thelr tree in the first place, and
that there was no need for it 1n the second place, since there are lote
of other unoccupled trees around the neighborhood. But the Barn rep-
resentative s8ald no, that the Barn Owls didn't want to start thelr own
tree colony, they wanted membership in the Hoot Owl tree, and that 1f
the Hoot Owls wouldn't agree to this they were nothing but a band of
bigoted Kasperites, ZEver since then, the head B=rn owl has been out
among the bird nopulation telline them that the Hoot Owls are mis-
treating the Barn Cwls and kesding them in oppression.”

"Well, 3Sam," I says, "3o what about 1t?"

"To tell the truth," says 3am, "I'm sort of puzzled about the
wholse thlng  Which tribe do you think 1s in the right?"

"3am," I says, clearing my throat and lichting up a Pall
Mall, "It 1s oretty hard for me to belleve that a smart bird like you
could fall to see the right and wrong of the case you have told me a-
bout. It 18 obvious that the Hoot Cwls haven't a leg to stand on. All
owls are created equal, and if a Barn Cwl wants to sit in a tree ln-
stead of a baran, he has the right to do so."

"I understand that much of it," says Sam, cocking his head
at me, "But 1f the tree 1s already occupled by Heoot Owls, don't they
have a drior clalm on that particular tree? A3 I recall, clalm-
ngpigg was consldered a very serious infractlon of courtesy at one
time.

"Tut, 3am," I says, "That sort of reasoning will get you no-
where but 1nto hot water. 1If one group has a clalm on something and
another groud wants In on 1t you got to let them in on it. Those are
the rules of democracy." ‘
"WNell, if you say so," says Sam, '"Besides, I supnose that
1f the Barn Cwls are really determlned, the Hoot Cwls can always glve
up thelr tres and move to andsther one." :

"Sam," I says, "You are missing the point ngaln. The Barn
Cwls don't want the whols trea, they want to shars the tree, and so
the Hoct Owls have to stay 1n it whether they like the Barn Cwls or
not. The rules of democracy say that you gotta assoclate wlth every-
body that wants to assoclate with you., Otherwise you're belng re-
actionary and bigoted." :
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"You mean," says Sam, "That if a guy comes up to me and I

don't 1like his looks, I still gotta associate with him?"
“That 's right," I says,
"Zven if I'm in my own tree?"

"That's richt," I says,

"and I can't even turn the whole tree over to him and go find
myself another one?"

"That's right," I says.

1" 11

Scott, sSays Sam, looking at me wilth both eyes, one at a
time, "Do you really believe that?"

"Of course I believe it, Sam," I says. "I belleve it because
I am a liberal, 100% American, unbiased bellever in the 1nalienable
rights of man, and I vote the straicht Democratlc ticket."

"I see," says 3am, and off he flew.
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BY LARS

TUBE WATCHING TALES AND OTHER VAGUELY RZLATED ITEMS:

"What's that thing you're conductingt®"
"Hah? What!s what thing I'm conducting?"
"You know, the music thered"

"Oh thate That'!s the Charlie Brown Sulte."
"Charlie Brown Suite? Never heard of it."

"Well, it's an original composition I just wrote. It portrays all
the pathos and drama of modem day 1life from the viewpoint of a typ-
ical adolescent,."

"Oh yeaﬁ? How about an explanatione I can't quite understand for some
reasone

"It's very simple. You notice the chorus in the background Singing
"Charlie Brown, he's a Clown? Well, the chorus portrays the social
forces driving Charlie Brown into his rebellion against society, which
explains the 'goofing off in the hall, seven come eleven down in the
boyts gym, who's always throwing spitball' lines. This also explains
his habit of calling the English teacher "Daddy~0.'"

"That's very nice, but isn't 'who's always throwing spitball!, un-
grammatioal ?"
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"Er, yes I suppose it is, but it fits right in with the spirit of
the whole thing dontt you think?"

"I hardly know what to think."

"Of course this doesn't have quite the same continuity of West Side
Story, but the spirit and jol de vivre is right there."

Yyhere?"

"All through the whole suite man. You notice the part where Charlie
Brown cries, tWhy is everybody picking on me?' That signifies the
utter frustration and despair as he cries out against the warld whioch
is tormenting him."

"That seems clear enough, but what about all that gibberish in the
background?"

"Oh thate That!s quite an interesting question. This signiflies the
chaos in society we have in America today, dwelling on the trend
towards neurosis and insanity in the contemporary adolescent age
groups"

"yeah. I can see that. In other words then the, "doobe oobe oobe
dabee" bit is an indication of today's insane worlde."

“Rightl I can see you're catching on quickly."

"..o.8nd the practically atonal discordant music you've orchestrated
is indicative of the futility of life felt by modern America?"

"Yes, yes, you have it men, you have iti"
YFine. Now when are you going to have your premiere performancet"

"In about three days, I imagine. Like a few free passes for your
friends "

"Noseenoe I don't believe I could use any. I just remembered I have
to make it out of town in less than two dayss Byeeceese.

"What!s your hurry? .<.eiell, he must have had something pretty im=-
portent on his minde e¢+..0kay. Places everyone. Now, a one, a two,
a threecsss

AN APPENDED ADDENDUM

Like the people of the Early EC comic magazines, and people like

the inimitable Bob and Ray,I like to see just what can be done

with certain published media to extract a bit of humor. So too does
the other half of the venture and this explains in part some of the
items found here and there in this mage If you don!t understand it
all, don't come to us, we probably don't know anything about it
eithsre This subliminal perception makes insidious inroads in these
modern timese.
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Like most of vegetable Amerleca, I have occasion to sit down and

watch the box for a few minutes svery nighte My kinship with this
vegetable Amexica is the fact that I don't sit and watch this

visual narcosis for a few minutes, but stvny and watch the thing for

a few hours...or so. But unlike the washed or unwashed many, I dig
commercials the most. 04dd? Well, I also go for nauseating puns and

off color jokes, so this makes me a flip of the first water, and to
hell with you too, but commerciels are for the most part so childishly
inane and so distastefully bad that they become funny, just because
they are so terribles (CsFe pe 11 ffe)

Television has great stuff such as, detectives who after being
beaten into shreds have the case solved and the girl stretched out
on a couch, looking as though they had been swigging Geritol since
age one, not a scratch; Cowboys who never lose in a gunfight, even
against thirteen to one odds (ever wonder where that extra shot came
from?); And eighteen months of Bertha L. Gunch confined to a wheol
chair waiting 15 minutes a day, Monday through Friday for Junior to
confess that it was he who ran her down that day in his brand new
Porche speedster.

Like I say, it's a ball if you go at it in the right frame of minde.

Those of you who enioy an extended vacation at the end of every
school year should drop back to the University once or twice
during the summer and see how prosaic and quiet the old place 1s.

The bulk of thes tudents are teachers and luck outs, and everyone is
fairly serious about tlhe whole bite The art department no longer
rings with the squeals of the coeds being chased by the austere

males of the school. There are no law students on the steps of Fenton
hall , staring with rapt attention
at the mob every ten to ths hour,
No water fights, no necking in un=-
frequented corners of the campus,
no packed masses at the student
unione. You ought to come and see

it sometime during the summer.
You'll wonder how anyons can get
any studying done in such an atmos-

phere 0

* 8 S8 % BE s ®® ma an» ' o L ]

Slim Galliard, the o=rooni man

mentioned in On The Road and who,
despite the bad company of assoc=-
iation,is a top rate porformer,
can be enjoyed in his album =-=
SMORGASBORD % Verve, $l.98==

\\\\~ L\ And not to mention it but, we enjoys
the Shanty Boys =- THE SHANTY BOYS
% BElektra, $4.98--
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A faw nights ago, having become thoroughly disgusted wilth
the latest 1ssue of Flabbergastling Sclence Stories and dlscovering at
the last moment that there was nothing else in the house to read be-
sides the telephone book (which has a great cast of characters, but
a pretty weak plot line), I did a very unusual thing. I rose regally,
mustered all the courage at my command, and walked downstalrs to watch
television with the rest of the family.

Now, I often rise regally. In fact, I do it many tlmes a
day, Just to keep in practice for the day when I wlll be called on to
lead the world from its present state of turmoil and confusion by be-
coming an International Monarch, I'n forced to muster great quantities
of courage many times durlng the course of a year, too.,. for such
harrowlng occasions as walkling past the house down the block wlth the
huge boxer in the front yard, or askine Anlita Eckberg for a date by
mental telepathy (her husband might be listening in, you know), or at-




tending sclence fictlon conventions., I'm used €to doing both of the
above,

But watchling television? Decidedly unusual behavior on my
Part indeed. Decldedly.

Actually, the Drograms weren't too bad; a few were even
worthwhlle. Steve Allen is an excellent satirist, unlike the brash,
fast-talking prototyve of the night-club comic, shows c¢onsiderably
more intelligence than the average ham (Berle, Gleason, et al), and
puts on a very entertalning show. Alfred Hitchcock's mysteries strike
a responsive chord in the heart of an old EC fan such as I who prac-
tlcally grew up on coffins and murders and grisly happenings. Some-
one 1interviewed author Fhilip Wylie for a half-hour on women, religion.
politics, and other equally controversial subjects, all of whilch made
for extremely lnteresting discussion, A couple of other dramas were
passable, 1f not memorable.

All totaled, I was more than surprised at the high level ol
entertainment purveyed. <ferhaps I
happened ta watch on a godd night
or something, but 1f not, I'd say
the teevee critlics have been grotch-
lng overmuch, The shows I saw made
a Pretty neat balance of pure enter-
talnment and thought provocatlon,
But the commerclals...oi veh, that's
another story entirely.

I'n told that the renowned Men
of Madison Averue have glven up try-
1ng to sell their droducts via tele-
vision by having a single announc-
er stand 1n front of the camera
with a bottls of Glookum, the Won-
der Tonic, in one hand. shaklng his

fist in the viewer's face, bellow-
ing about how good Glookum really
1s, as was the vogue 1in days gone
by. Uh-uh, that kind of thing is
defihitely pzsse. Now they've got
23//‘\"\\*_ psychologists working for thea,

Planning commercials which tell a

story, or make you laugh or make yo

nauseous or whatever they want...

some, such as the UfA-type Ford

comnerclals , are very good; others,
however, are even worse than the 91d kind. I ran into an unusually bac
lot of them as I dodged from Allen to Hitchcock to Wylle as described
above.

T™wo families are shown on the screen standinp side by sids.

"These are the Smiths,” says a hidden volce. '"They're going on a va-
cation by auto. (Closeup of one family, the man wlth car keys dangling
in one hand.) "And these are the Joneses. Thev're golng on a vacation,
but they're taking a Greyhound bus," (Closeud of other couple, man witt
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bus tickets.) "Let's see who enjoys themselves the most."

Cut to a scene inside the 3miths' car. The man's hair 1is
in wild disarray, his tile 1s 1locse at the throat, and he's scowling
as though he's Just bgen told that his deughter 1s elopling with an
ape. His wife 1s fauning herself furlously; her prevlously impeccabls
halr style 1s now s9 many wisps of unmanageable strands, 'Look out
for that car!" she shrieks 1nto his ear as they pass someone. The kid
in the back 1s maklng enough nolise to drown out the proverbial boller
y 36 oig 2l o

Then the syrupy volce beglns again: "The Smiths are miser-
able. The heat has them tired out before they even reach thelr destin-
atlon, The children, without anything to do, are getting on Daddy's
nerves. Mrs., Smith 1s irritable and cross,"

Cut to closeupd of Smith's face. "This is the last time we
ever come on a trip like this!" he declares,

Fade 1n interior of the aforementioned Greyhound bus. The
Joneses ars seated comfortably, gazing out at the scenery which flies
by thanks to rear projection, Mr, Jones' halr 1s perfectly combed,
his tle knotted smugly, and a smile 1s on his face. He lacks only taill
and a darker sult to be mistaken for an evening dress a2d., His wife is
exactly the same as when we first saw her, maybe even more beautiful.
Her face 1s perfectly powdered, lipsticked, mascaraed; her psermanent
8t1ll 1s, Her legs are crossed in a slightly sexy manner. She is a
Knockout. ’

Although you can already see how ridiculous this whole thiic
is (1.e. that riding on a certain bus can make a certain woman gorgesus
more complacent, and sexy, and a man handsome, well-adjusted, and mar-
ried to a woman who 18 gorgeous, more ~omplacent, and sSexy...no-one
sald it 1n so many words, of course, but the
message 1s belng subtly inserted in the
viewer's subconscious all the while),
the best 1is yet to come, Or the worst
perhaps, depending on your polnt of
view,

The kid 1s dressed 1in an im-
maculate sJorts ensemble, 1s sittlng
guletly in hils seat with hls hands fold-
ed, and 1s beaming unrercifully at his
too, too hapoy parents. Riding on a
Greyhound bus, you are led to believe,
willl make your children haooy to
"dress up" (a bad word to children
under most circunstances, as you
parents can attest), content to sit
8t1ll and be perfectly qulet! The
Shear 1dlocy of it all began to grlp me
in its icy flngers,

L "On a Greyhound bus, you're never
bored,” the volce continued, after we had been




given tlme to dlg the man, stare wlth pride/disbelief at the kid, and
ozle the femme. "There are always interesting, intelligent people
with whom to talk as the miles fly by."

Heres I stodped short. Thers are only a few possibllities
to account for a statement such as this, Either {a) the people who
buy tlckets expecting to mest intelligent, charaing men and women are
the same ones you'd exvdect to be intelligent and charazing, in which
case Greyhound 1s pulling a colossal hoax that anyone with thelr quo-
ta of brains should be able to ses through (which is by far the most
likely), or (b) everyone who buys a tlcket has to undergo a charm-
beauty-and~intelligence test exceot you (an 1dea which may find favor
with egotists around the country), or (c) every family is put on a
Separate bus, with the rest of the seats belng filled by androlds made
especlally to be gorgsous and smart.

I didn't walt sround for further information. I ran for
the nearest exit, which turned out to be the door to the kitchen, and
by the time I had returned, I had mlssed the remainder of the commer-
cial, Someday, though, I'll take a trip on a Greyhound bus, and at
an oJportune moment I'll rzach over to the Derson sitting next to me,
who is intellligently and wittilly snoozing, and run my hands over the
torso to check 1t for hidden control switches and dlals, Likely as
not, the person willl be a lovely young irl, who will awake Just as
my hands are brushing a strategic point %or soints) of her anatomy,
and I'll be thrown in jail,

But one way or another, I'll know for surs.

This fiasco was typical of what I went through durlng those
devastatlngly long tinutes-between-shows throughout the rest of the
evening., Wishing I owned one of those devices which cuts off the

sound whenever it 1s activated, I endured such utter
and complete rot as (a) a pair of girls who
ride down the hlghway 1n a2 convertable, sing-
ing "my old style girdle, she ain't what
she used to be, it sags where 1t should-
n't be, its bones really puncture me...
only to find a car coring 1in the op-
posite direction with a female driver
screeching, "My Playtex girdle 1s
8t111 11ke it used to be, 1t shows
off the bast of me (sic!), holds in
all the rast of =me...", (b) a cig-
arstte that 1s better for you bae-
cause a grimy lookling ranch-hand
(a real man) says he smokes them,
(¢c) a stocklng ad 1in which the girl
wearing Brand X is a tub of lard,
and the glrl wearlng Burail-Cazeo
1s a Monroe type who sits on the edge
of a desk with her legs crossed up to
here, (d) men who find thenselves intro-
verted slobs untll they use a certain
hair Oil.'l



I'd go on, but the strain of concentrating what was an un-
nerving night into a few paragraphs 1s startipg to get to me, Be~-
sides, I'm not as familiar with the alphabst as I used to be,..

In any case, later that nlght I stumbled back up the sktalrs,
let 1y courage go back from whence I had gathered 1t, sat down most
unregally, and plcked up Flabbergasting Sclence Stories with great
glee.

Ivar Jorgenson had never before looked 8o good to e,

~/~/~/=/~1-

FROM THE COLLECTED WORKS
O

SHERWOOD  POD

Well, it seems that there was thils departzent store, and one
day 1t had a 8ale of kitchen utensils, Which was fine, except that
the day after the sale, word came out from the factory that a load
of defective Julce-stralners had been sent by mistake along with
the store's regular order, and the store was requested to please re-
turn them for exchange, The executlives of the department store were
souewhat vexed by the situatlion, belng as how most of the defective
stralners were already in the hands of the public. That afternoon,
two vice-presidents were discussing the problem.

"Oh lord," said the first, "This means that everyone who bought
oneg of those stralners will be back in here tomorrow, trylng to
trade it for sorething else,"”

"I doubt 1t," said the second. "It would take an extremely
callow person to do such a thing,"
"I agree with you," said the first. "Nevertheless, that's just
what our customers will do. That's why I've asked for my vacation
to start tomorrow, I don't want to be anywhere near this place
when the callows come back to swap a stralner.”
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AINSI TOUJOURS
AUX TYRANS. . .

b SCQ{T

()nce upon a tine there lived
a s87all, small boy... indeed, he
was Just about the sunallest boy

you can possibly imagine,
This sz7all boy was naTed
Julian, and he 1lived by
himself in an o0ld soup

can on top of a molehill.
Jullian was very habppy

most of the tlme, excednt
whan the mole in the a%art-
ment below, who was na3lad
Simon, had guests in, Then
Julian's 11ittle home would
shake dangerously, and he
would have to run from cor-
ner to corner to prevent
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things from falling. He had complained several times to the mole,

but the mole had told him ungraciously to "shove 1t," and continued
exactly as before. Now Jullan, belng a very good small boy, hated

to hurt the mole's feelings by mking an issue of it, and so he never
d1d anything much except to make hls occasional ineffectual complalnts

One sunny day, after an exceptionally boistrous evening, Jul-
ian dscided that 1t was time for him to take some sort of different
action., Leanling from out his soud-can, he called softly Into the
mole's doorway.

"Kind Sir Mole,"” he called. "Yoo-hoo Mister Mole, Are you
up yet?"

It took a while for the mole to answer. W“hen he did, it was
in a gruff, surly voice., "Shove it," he said.

Julian tried again., "Daar neighbor Mole," he called In his
small, kind, gentle volce, "Are you fezling unwell this morninz? Jould
you like for me to bring you down some nice, warm, broth?"

This time the mole's voice was louder and, if possible, even
more unfriendly. "Shove your broth,"” he said.

Julian, however, having a kind and gentle, albelt small, heart,
was not in the least discouraged by this., "~Poor Mole," he called, "Is
1t that you are unwell because of your carousals last nlight, which
lasted untll almost sunup?"

There was a scrabbling nolse and the mole's nose pushed out
of the burrow almost into Jullan's face. "Why don't you shove 1t,"
he growled, snarling to show hls polnty, nesdly teeth, The nose with-
drew 1nto the burrow, and julian watched it disapdear with an express-
ion of compassion on his little face. "2oor Mole," he whisvered, "It
mist be that your unsavory mode of 1life has brought you to this hap-
less, unfrisndly state of mind." He wrung his 1little hands and sighed
desnly. "I must be very go2d and patient with you, and try to show
you how the joys of a2 clean 1life outweligh the momentqry nleasures of
the flesh." He sprang to his fget in determination, "I must bring
you to realize the evils of an exlstence whlch undermines your own
mental health and prevents your neighbors from slesping." With this,
he returned into hils soup-can home t5 vonder,

For the next few days, Julian worked 1like a troopsr to show
the mole the error of his ways, sitting outsids the opgnlng to the
burrow for hours on end, singlng and readlng aloud. Occasionally he
would recite beautiful little verses pertaining to the desirablility
of the clean life. But at the end of the fourth day he walked 1nto
his little home wlth an attitude of discouragement. The only reactions
he had wmanaged to elicit from the mole in four long days of teachlng
were inelegant two word phrases, and zach night the parties had become
louder and longer. Finzlly Jullan had been forced to Dlace hls more
fragile possessions on the floor of his little home and cushion them
with flower petals to prevent them from breaking. As he walked into
his now-disordered =2bode a frown creased hle gentle brow. Sltting down
on the floor, he rested his 1llttle chin 1n hls 1ittle hands and stared
at the wall. "It must be," he sald, "That my kind neighbor Simon Mole
is not amenable to the charme of muslic and versa. I shall have to
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think of some other kind thinz to do for him. HKe 13 rulnlng his
health and I have dark circles under my 1ittls eyss from not getting
to sleep until almost sumud every morning." He looked down and ab-
sently settlad his tiny bud vase more securely into its flower-petal
cushion, His little eyes openad wide and a gentle smile crossed his
lips, "Of course." he sald, "That is what I shall do. I shall plant
flowers for kind nelghbor Mole, I shall transform his homely wmud
burrow into a new Garden of Paradise," He lsaped to his feet and
clapded his little hands with joy, "I shall start tomorrow morning,
as soon as the sun comes up."

The next morning, as soon as the sun came up, Jullan went to
work, Clezsring a space directly in front of the burrow opening, he
commenced DPlanting his carefully gatherad wildflower seeds 1in neat,
Stralght rows, He had finlshad planting two rows of buttercups and
was startling osne of wild violets, when a weasel, an 2ld friend of
the mole's who was leaving the party later than usuel, emerged from
the burrow and ate our hero completely up in a little lsss than two
and a half bites., Befors the weasel reached homes he had quite for-
gotten the lncident,

Elght days later a vagrant wind blew the soup-can from its
location atod the mole-hill and rolled it down into a cow path, where
a Guernsey heifer namad 3thel stedoded orn it and crushed it beyond
recognition,

The mole named Simon lived to a rioe 21d@ age despite a liver
conditlon brought on by too much drink, ard when he died 1t was with
a2 Smile on his 11ps and a Quesn-hlgh straight in his hand, His
friends bemoaned the fact that he left just when the party was
getting good.

-

see50 Lady Godlva rode through the streets of Coventry, clad

In nothing but her beautiful golden truss, -
-Traditional
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No longer do youw have to feel that twinge of cnvy when=
ever you sce a famous abstract hanging in one of the more exclusive
galleriese. NOW, you can do thesc things yourself and be JUST AS GOOD
as poople like Jackson Pollock, Lewis Bunco, Salvadeor Dali, and nany
rany otherse Our NEW EXPRESS=4~KIT will provide you with all the
inspiration you'll ever need.

Included in this kit is a large roll of canvas that you can spread out
on tha floor ruled in easy to distirnguish squares to help you with
your creation. The remaining materials are six basic colors, Grey,
Grey Blaok, White, Black, Off White, and Dingy Twilight; a member of
the Bufo vulgaris family, known familiarly as a Toad, plus a Ford
sparking coil, provided by $he Ford Motor Coipanys

All you have to do is dip the toad in a color of your choice and point
him i1n the right direction on a square of your choosing, then "stimu=-
late" him with the coil. Handy directions will give you pointers as
to where to direct the instrument of your ¢reation. After he has run
the course so to speak, dip him in another color and stimulate him
again. After repeated stimulations the toad will cease hopping and
will instead drag himself around the canvas, producing exciting variae-
tionsa. -

Be sure and buy your kit ftodaye It's never too late or too early.

YOU CAN'T TAKE IT WITH YOU CO. ## EAST LACKAWANNA FERRY, VT.




ﬁQ§\€F€QS D\c] g 95

.Bloomington. Ind.,

Gentleren
Enclosed are several poems by Jerome
Potter 3eaton, Jr., which he hopes you
will consider printing in your magazinse..
-/=/-/- lr. Seaton fesls that these poems
are redresentative of his work, and....
he would 2vD2reciate 1t 1f you answered as
soon as possible after reaching a decis-
lon....,
b i Sinesrely yours,
Content Katherine Paradiso
'Seec'y'to Mr, Seaton.
I walked a city's streets last night
and feared where danger never reared in sight
I stood beneath a tall arc llght
and was weary

And then as I stood living boredom's 1lie
I saw & youns and hapdy coudble passlng by
I pondered there a moment, then went on with a sigh,
and was content
- J,P, Seaton, Jr.

Delema

I had two dates, ah, yestsrnight

And couldn't tell one from the other
My soul weepad at such a dread

Ta-ta-ta peanut-butter,

~ Benster Frsep
"You've bezn sleeping with your ears oven
and your brain has got all dried out," =-Grue

T T — i — - — g

"He's a 1little bastard."

"How?"
QUOTABLI JUCTE ::You want specific instances?"
Yes,'
"WWell for one thing, he's a scout,"
"Ch: 1"

=20~



THELAN ®Rets, Lid)

AN Vﬁman, what you savin' in that 214 coffee ean. 3avin' pen-
nies, 80 as you c¢an buy a Pretty dress? 4 dretty dress to feed hogs
in? Woman, what you savin', huh? Tell your ol' man. Gonna go into
town and have your halr prettied ub... 85 as the rattlesnakes can 190k
at you? Ha! That's a good one - there aln't nothin' in this woods but
you and me, woman - nothin' to 1losk at you but we. Ah, ¢'mon, tell me
what you're savin', Ha! You got a secret, don't you? You gdt a Se-
cret, Well, keep your 21' sscret. Ha. You want to tell your secret
to someons, don't you? But then, there ain't no one but me...

What you smilin' for, woman? Don't smile... I'll get mad.
Yes I will, I'll get wad as Hell, You don't care, huh? Just keep
stilin... you and your secret. Well, I'm gonna ask you again, ihat
you savin' 1in that tin can? I'm gonna peek. Hal! Ha. ~feek in your o1'
can and see and then you won't have no secret 'cause I'll know it too,
I'1l know what you're savin. But first let ne make some guesses, Will




you let me know if I guess right, woman? I guess you're savin' money,
huh? But where'd you get 1t? I don't give you any, do I? No, I don 1
Not a penny. 'Cause you might Spend 1it. Maybe you're savin birds’
eggs. 1 once knew a fellow that saved birds' eggs - sold 'enm for a
1ot of money. Or maybe you're szvin' coupons...

None of those, huh? What you savin', then? You can't have
no secrets from me, woman., What you keepin' in that can? Must be
Pretty valuable. the way you watch i1t, Did you find it in the woods?
Huh? ou're always walkin' in the woods, Find scmething somebody los*
in the woods? Woman, I want to know. Hers I sat all day wonderin'
what you got in that can. Someday I' 11 figure up a way to reach 1t,.
Stoo smilin', wozan... you think you're smart! But I'll fool you.
I'l1l find cut your secret. Stop swilin y woman. Someday I'll find ¢
way to reach that can. Then you won't have no,..more,..little...se-
cret, Stop SMILIN' at me 1lke that, woman, DAMN Y(!....

WY Ny B
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Now

—~=YQOU TOO CAN DO IT

Have you sat around at parties, on
the beach, at home, or on the street
and watched others do it, and felt
bad bercause you cowldn't? Well,
through many years of research and
8tudy = old ex%arllshed compony has
fouad a solution to enable you to
do it in lesss than a weeke. No fancy
directions or intricate formulas,
our coumpany has made 1t possible

for youto do it with hardly any
effort at all.

Just imagine the envious looks on the
faces of your friends, loved ones,
neighbors, and yes, even enemles as
they stand by and watch YOU do it
with effortless ease. Think of the
attention you'll gain at parties and
festive occasions as you become the
center of attraction, doing ite

So get on the stick friends. Jump

on the rocket ship of success and be
the first to send in your dollar for
our unabridged, fully illustrated
book on how to do it. You-1ll never
regret your decisicn as long as Tou
livel

GO GRAB AN ENVELOPE
and SEND ONE DOLLAR to

GOSH-WOW Ltd.
Bast Lackawanna Canal
Village 38, Hew Yorks.




THEHYPERSENSITVESZ

Gamii

The sdotty assiduosity dlsplayed by the censor brigade never
ceases to amaze me, Take the fleld of songs on radio/tv, f'rexample,
There used to be a song called "Alabama Jubllee" which, while hardly
great musle, was a pleasantly bouncy little mimbsr. The lyrics ran
somethine along the llnes of: "You ought to see Deacon Jones/when he
rattles them bones,/Cld Parson Brown jumps around like a clown...

Cne Legped Joe hons arsund on hls toe/ Throw away his crutches,/ Hol-
lers Hey letter go/ ... Old Aunt Jemima, who 1s 2ast 83/ Shoutin' out
fulla »en, watchver sten, watchyer steo, etc., A3 I say, 1t was poou-
lar a few years back but recently I heard 1t on the radio again and
the censors had been st work on it and vou'd hoardly recornize those
hanyy southern veonle, cavorting In innocent merriment at some harm-
less church-socizl or somethine, One can only imarlne the blizzard
of bltter orotest from authentic deacons, parsons, cripnles, and eld-
erly ladies ("senior citizens" 1s the euphemlsm currently in favor,
neatly comdlementlng the odious term, teen-ager, so cruslly overused)
which must have orompted them to chanee the lyrics to something like
Colonel Jones...Japtaln Brown..,Bow-Legred Joe (aodarently one can

poke fun at legs bent but not legg missing)... theg substituted "and
Aunt Jewmlma whd 1s sDry a8 can be  although even this carries a dan-

gerous hint that ste 1s no longer in thne pink of youth. I was tempt-
ed to write a bitter, bltter letter saylong I thought 1t was a cruel
disolay of discrimination against Colonels and Caeptalns and Bow-legged
Jeoble to 3lng a song 1ike that but I didn't because I knew that they
would Just have to think up 2 new set of anpelations which wouldn't
offend...uncle Jones and cousin Brown and Long-legged Joe, maybe.

And you must have ncticed all the toning down that zoes on with the
milder swear-words in radio., How the Army Air Force Song comes out
"Off with one terrible roar," instead of helluva; how Frass-wah Vee-
yawn gallantly and defiantly cries "And away with Burgundy" instead

of the vastly more expressive "and to HSLLLL with Burgundy" and how,
in the lyrics from "South #facific,”" thse chorus of lusty sallor lads
ungrammatically but vdure-heartedly (not to say rhetorically) chant
"What aln't we pot?/ You know blamed well!" I have occasionally heard
this come out "darned" but rarely any more. It is too suggestive of
the verboten d--n to say darn. Somebody get me a bucket---my gorge

1s rising again,

Aprooos of nothing at 3ll here, I have sounded out numersus
People on the subject, and I can't seem to find anyone who shares my
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The game below, and those 1n
future issues, are authentic games,
many of them from tournament play.
It iz not Intanded to be a chess
"puzzle"; it is one of a collection
of brilliant short games, and is in-
cluded here for the enjoyment of the
wood-pushers in our reading publlc,

LCNDON, 1862

e N NS AN NG L
Taylor Ama_t wr, &‘ A §/ B\ &f‘? /
1 . P" KZI' P—K4 :..':;“' . A ‘:/‘\..' SR
2. Kt-KB3 Kt -Kb3 : o
3. B-B4 Kt x P 3
4, Kt-B3 Kt -B4 ‘
See Kt 210 P-KB3 >

At this polint, white announced
a forced mate in sight moves, to

be carrlied out as follows:

6. Q-R5ch P-Kt3
7. B=B7ch K-K2
8. Kt-QSch K-Q3
9. Kt-QB4ch K-B3
10.Kt-Kt4ch K-Kt4
11.P-Ri4ch K x Kt
12, P-B3ch K-Kt6

anQ—Ql mate,

honeless empuzzlement over the cheerfully accepted respectability of
murder, homicide, violent death, ete., in our present culture. The
same radio/tv moguls who tremble at the thought that the little
_kiddie-winkies (who hear the commoner words every time their dad hits
his thumb with a hammsr) might hear a hell or a daun over the sacro-
sanct alrwaves wlll have no slightest compunction at showlng thelr
cowboys and Supsermen dousing each other with blazing gasolins, shoot-
ing, stabblng, choking, poisoning, garroting, electrocuting, stec.,
etc. PFrankie surprises Johnny and the jade, Nellie Bly, in a corner
drugstore nowadays (mustn't plug taverns, especially not for fres)
but she atill shoosts him just as dead. Drinking is unspeakably vile,
whlle murder is merely faintly deplorable. There 18 a great deal
more to be sald on thls matter and some day it may well be co-related
further and set down in neatly marshalled ranks of type. But not for
the now.e..
--dag
ta 2k L 2 ]

The above was written by Dgan A, Grennsll, editor and pub-
lisher of GRUZ, and wes first published 1in #28 of that magazine.
We of the Scolar take thls opportunity to express our 1ndebtedncsss
to Mr, Grennell for this and other selections from his magazine,
which are respectfully used without his express permission.

~-the editors
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All men are created equal, John D, has more money than me. Therefore,
John D. was never created.
~ Beauregard Fortz

In a2 democracy, all men are egual. John D. has more monéy than me,
Therefore, John D. 18 an undemocratic son of a blteh,
- Byron X1f

In thls democratic land of osurs, all men are eaqual. Bob OCppenheimer
is smarter than me.- Therefore, Opoenheimer is a goddam Comule spy.
- Charile McCarthy

Under the Amerlcan desaocracy, all men are equal, Equal means the same.
The same means not diffesrent. Negroes are a different color than me,
Therefors:
a) They are not really Americans
(b) Their 1living In the U.3, is a breach of our democratic
orinciples )
(c) They are not men
(3) They should be lynched
- John Kasnar

If all men are eoual, then how did the Clods get like they are?
- Sgnab Ttocspat

A man is equal to the sum of his accomplishments., All men are equal
to each other. Therafore, I am equal to the sum of Aristotle's ac-
comblishments, Fall down and worship ze!

- Xif

Amerlca was founded as 2 gre=t Christlan democracy. Gambling and
fornlcatlon are incompatlble with Christianity. Therefors, nobody in
the U.S. ... except subverslives ... wishes to gamble or foranlcate.

- Congressional Record

"We go to the garrick now and become warbs," he said,
' - James Thurbsr

-26=
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-Ln 1913 ambrose Blarce, then
Tl years 214, crossed the border
Into Mexico and disappeared for-
ever, After reading the follow=-
ing, you may be taken wlth a de-
8ire to> do the sams thlng.

from * The Devil s DD
dictionary

7

off Ambrese Siere@

ABNCRMAL, adj. Not conforming to standard. In wetters of thought
and conduct, to be independent is to be ebnormal, to be abnormal is
to be detested. :

ABSTAINER, n. A weak person who yields to the tenptation of denying
himself a ploasure. A total abstainer 1s one who abst-ins from every-
thling but 2bstention, and especially from inactivity in the affairs

of otners,

ADAMANT, n., A Tineral frequently found bene=th a corsct., Soluble in
80lliecitate Oof gold,

BEARD, n. The halr that 1s commonly cut off by those who justly exe-
crate the gbsurd Chlnsse custom of shaving the head.

BIGCT, n, ©One who is obstlnately and zealously attached to an opin-
1on that you 40 not entertain,




CANNCN, n. 4n instrument employed 1in the rectificatisn of natlonal
boundarles.

CAT, n. A soft, indestructibls automaton provided by nature to be
kicked when things go wrong in the domestic cirele.

DIE, n. Tho singular of "dice", We ssldon hear the word, bscause
there 1s a prohibitory proverb, "Never say dle.”

EDIBLE, adj. @o2d to eat, and wholesome to digest, ae a worm to a
toad, a toad to a2 snake, a 8nake to a pig, a pig to a man, and a man
to a worm,

FAITH, n. Bellef without evidence in what 1s told by one who speaks
wlthout knowledge, of things without parallel.

FZaST, n., 4 festival, 4 religlous celsbration usually slgnalized by
gluttony and drunkenness, frequently 1n honor of some holy person
dilstinguished for abstemlousnass,

FCRK, n. 4n lnstrument used chicfly for the purpose of putting dcad
aniuals into the mouth. Forrerly the knlfe was emdloyed for this

purpase,

IDIC?, n. & merber of a large and powsrful tribe whose influcnce in
human affalrs has always been dominant and controlling,

IMPIETY; n. Your irreverance toward my diety.

INFIDEL, n. In New York, one who does not believe in the Christian
rellgion; in Constantinople, one who does.

KORAN, n. 4 book which the Mohammedans f£o51ishly believe to have becen
written by divine lnspiration, but which Christians know to be a wick-
ed 1imposture, contrndictory to the Holy Scriptures.

L.UGHTER, n. Aan interior convulsion, produc-
Ing a distortion of the festures, and ac-
coupanled by inerticulate nolses,

LONGEVITY, n. Uncommon extension of
the fear of death. /_\
MaD, ad). Affected with 2 high de-
gree of intellectual independence;

not conformling to standards of

thought, spez=chk, and actlon derlved ‘:_ﬁ

by the conformants from study of - NN
themselves; at odds with the major- ;::>

1ty; in short, unusual.

MaMMaLIa, pn. pl. 4 family of verte-
brate animals whose females in a
state of nature suckle their young,
but when civilized and enlightened
put them out tc nurse, or use the
bottle.




MIRACLE, n. An act or event out of the order of naturs and unaccount-
able, as beating a normal hand =f four kings and an ace with four aces
and a king.

NCVEMBZR, n. The sleventh twelfth of a wearlness,

OCCIDENT, n. The oart of the world lying west (cor east) of the Orlent.
It is largely inhablted by Christians, a powerful subtribs of the Hypo-
crites, whose principal industries are murdsr and cheatlng, which they
are pleased t> call "war" and "comzerce'". These, also, are the prin-
clpal - industries of the Crilent.

ONCE, adv. ZEnough.

OVERWORK, n. 4 dangsrous disoprder affecting high public functionaries
who want to go flshing,

PANTHEISHM, n. The doctrine that every-
T thing is Gxd, in contradistinction to
Q&§§Awﬁ&ﬁ7?**a;\ the doctrine that God 1s everythlng

PCT4ABLE, =2dj. Sultable for drink
Ing., Weter 1s s21d to be pot
sble; indeed, some daclars it
‘ our n=ztural beverage, althosugh
J““"l even they find 1t palatable
‘f‘ cnly when suffering froz the
recurrent disorder known as
thirst, for which 1t is a medil-
cins, Upon nothing has 8O
areet and dillgent ingemulty
been brought to bear in all ages
and in 2ll countries, a8 upon the
invention 2>f substitutes for water,

PRE-ADAMITE, n. ©One of an experimental and apparsntly unsatisfactory
race that antedated Creatlon and 1lived under c-nditions not easlly con-
celved. Little is known of thsem bsyond the fact that they supplied
Cain with a wife, and theologians with a controversy.

RAMSH&CKLE, adj. Pertalning to a certaln ordsr of nrchitscture, other-
wise known as the Normal amerlcan. Most of the public builldings of the
United States 2re of the Ramshackle order, though some of our earlier
architects preferred the Ironilc.

RUM, n. Génerlcally, flery ligquors that produce madns3s in total ab-
stalners. : ' '

SAINT, n. & dead slnner, revised and edited.

TELEPHONE, n. A&n invention of the devil whlch abrogates some of the
edvantages of maklng a disagreeable person kezp hlsg distance,

ZEUS, n. The chioaf of the Graclan gods, adored by the Romans as Ju-
piter, and by the modern asmericans as @4, Go2ld, Mob, and Dog,

20
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THE EDlTOUR S
: "I have so0ld my birthright
for a mess of Proust."
~-GRUE

There are many ways to wind up a magazine, like for 1nstance
with a blg fat advertisement for Crilsco (pun?) or a Hazel cartoon,
or some such other trivia., But the 3colar belng what it is, we flg-
ured it would be sorta nles to terminate wilth another collection of
assorted ramblings, several of which are already contalned elsewhere
in this 1lssue., Beslides, 1t pilves us a chance to a3sault our dear
readers one last time with the various and unralated items that don't
Seem to flt in anywhere else, 3Some thlngs under the sun there be
that one may not categorize, and dassent try.

U 96 Wi 56 % 3¢ 9

Speaking of advertlsements, you may have noticed that there
aren't any 1n this mag. I mean real ads, not those lampoonish crea-
tures from the Mlnd of Bourne. There are numerous reasons for this,
the blgpest one belng that we haven't solicited any ads from anybody.
To accede to the gray flannel movement would somehow or other com-
promise our purdose in the publication of the Scolar. There's an 951d
story about the Eskimo who wes visited by a missionary for the first
time. Upon enterlng the igloo, the missionary took off his mittens
and began to blow on his fingers, "Why you do that?" asked the Zs-
kimo, "To warm up my hands,” answered the missionary. A short while
later dinner was served, and when the visitor began to blow on his
soup, the Eskimo repeated the cuestion, '"To cool off the soup," he

-3]le




was answsrsd. Whercupon the Zskimo Dolitely but firrly invited the
missionary to leave and never return, saying 'No can be friends with
man who blows hot and ¢91d with same brzath." You see the point I'm
trylng to wake about advsrtising, But in connectlon with this, you
gotta remember that wlthout pald ads we are subslsting entirely on
the two blts par copy purchase price. 590 If you enjoy the 1ldsa of
the Seolar, advise your friends to go buy a copy., If we make a 1littl:
on the desl, 1t wlll wean a2 blgger and better magazline next 1ssue; if
we at least break even it willl show that there is enough intersst to
warrant contlinued publication; but if we tzke =2 loss, the only con-
clusion possible will be that we have wasted our tlme and money, in
whilch case gusss what?

W5 Wik % % RB%

Reading ths local paper the other day I came across somethlng
that was, at least to me, an innovatlon in liquor advertising. The
Calvert people had, along with plctures of thelr varlous types of
nectar, the price per fifth. First time in my life I've ever scen
prices mentioned in 2 whiskey nd, and it led me to wonder why. I
guess I've always subconsciously assured that 1t was illegal or some-
thing, to tell ths ooJulqce how much 1t will cost them to get olled.
But evidsntly this isn't the case., Do you suppose the likker people
have b@an afrald to mention Ddrices bocause they ~Are always so high?
Hell, we've always known that the cost of booze was outhndish but
that nevar ecut down liquor sales any (the knowledea), I'11l betcha.

At any rate, I'm thankful to Lord Calvert for breaking the 1ce, Maybe
before longz all the distilleries willl do likewise, and we can sit howe
1n the easy chalr and declide what we can afford lnstead of standling

around self-consciously in the COLCC store whille we make up our minds,
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You folk mtusic hounds who have never done s9, should check
into the audio-visual dept. of the U. library. Most of the records
they have are pretty hokey (e.m. John Jacob Niles and his off-key dul-
cimer), but there 1s an elderly disc of Carl 3andburg singing "sam
Hall" that I personally recommend, scratches and all., Sandburg has
captured the bitterness and defilance of the condemned man better than
any singer of this song I have sver heard, It alwmost makes your halr

Stand on end... DParticularly the "Molly" verse, Go listan,
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More drowning sallors snoke Vicesquads than vice versa. Rea~
son? They have 1 sinkina man's filter and a choking man's taste, Yuk,
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More strike-breakers and labor goons smoke Vicegrips than any
othpr fag. Rsason: they have a finking man's filter and 2 croaking
man's taste. Double yuk. ‘
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I think it's high time that somebody spoke up in defanse of
Eopalong Cassidy. And I don't rean the 1lnsinid, washed-out prototyps
of Roy Rogere thet Bill Boyd made Dopular with the kiddies a few years
back; I mean tha real Hopalong created several decades ago by Clarence
E. Mulford 1n the "Bar 20" serics. A&ny of yon who need a break from
the straln and compiexity of nowadays should try reading somas of the
old Mulford things. The old Hoppy warn't no Captaln Marvel with whitc
hair and black clothes, no sir. The 914 Hopvy was Jjust anothar stove-
up old cow-puancher who napoened, more or less by accident, to be the
fastest gun and desadllest 2im in the world., There are western novels
and there are western novels, but compared with the 0214 Hsppy, the
ereations of Wu, Macleod Relne and Zane Grey (not to mention licasrs,
Dillon, Paladin, et 2l.) are 1lifeless lumps of clay. The "Bar 20"
tales are as fina, in thelr way, as =znything you are 1likely to find
in Playboy or Atlantic. Plty they hzve been so ruthlessly emasculated
for kiddle consumption 1n the nelghborhood popcorn parlors. But then,
that's the way of HOllywood,
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MARK OF TRJE INTELLIGENCE D&i2T. I notice that the USC con-
tingent of Kaopa 3igma has a new neat trick for putting neophyte griks
in thelir place! thay crac lumps of raw liver down the Dpledge aesopha-
gus until sald pledge e¢90ls down to room terperature, then call the
ezbulancs, Gdood shocsting, sez I, If all tha frats take up the trick
and kill off thelr pledges, 1n three short years thc world will be rié
of a 'socizl menacsa,
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Anybody: in the market for a St, Bernard? Buzzed out to the
local Hurane Soclety Dound a coupla or thres wesks =2go in saarch of
some sort of pupoy (d1dn't get one, though), and discovered back in
the kennals an ll-tonth old Bsrnard, whose nare I forgat, A great
friendly ox about ten hands high 2t ths shoulder. I wanted t> take
hla hore, but the wifs-mate threatened all sorts of terrible things,
so I fin~lly gave the idea up, - I irnagin: ha's st1ll out there, and
although I didn't inquirs, I assume that he's available for a standard
donatlon of three or four dollars, which is a bargaln whethar you fig-
ure it by the pound or however,
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For those of you who haven't discovered 1t yet, thers's a
pseudo~boho beer jolnt undernsath the Osborne Hotel y-clept "The Cel-

lar', If you have the urge to pDlay beetnik without ths necassity for
any strong convictions, here's your chance,
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That about does it for this issue., OCnce more we'd like to
8k you to wrlte us, contribute, or commznt oSne way or aundther on the
independent public~tion you have just read, See you next issue. 'Til

then, be good/careful (select one).
/%WA&W







