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'When we hod reached the bottom, I said, Where 
is the drawing room? Way over there. Let's donee 
over there, huh? Sure. 

Beautiful piece of music they ' re playing , so soft 
and slow. After we hod whirled about a couple of 
times, Fanny said, You're a smooth dancer. I 
smiled, Thanks, I wont to be. These people who 
jump about as though they were churning butter 
or shuttling in a loom should be stropped in bed 
and their feet tickled . 

Fanny sighed and said, apparently not having 
li s tened to me, I'm leaving for New York tomorrow. 
Did you know? Really. Is that why this party is 
being given:> Yes, but nobody knows about it ; I 
think auntie is trying to break into the scientific 
world . Is she after a scientist? I asked . Yes, sighed 
Fanny, She's never been married to one. Has she 
ever been married:> Soy, my aunt's been divorced 
more times than you've hod evil thoughts. Is that 
so? I bet she's just a sailor girl. 

What 's that? A man in every court. Fanny 
smiled. I continued, She must be a regular sue -er. 
Ah , ah , said Fanny, shaking her finger at me, How 
do you get that way:> Alimony, my dear Fanny, 
alimony, I said. 

Pint 5 

We approached the drawing room. Let's donee 
a little more, I said, liking the prox imity of her 
form to mine . But I wont to see auntie before she 
gets away again-anyway, I'd much prefer a Tech ­
nocracy donee. What's that? A donee of stagger­
ing figures, darling . Yes, I said, with a sigh, Let 's 
find your aunt. 

By this time we hod reached the entrance, the 
door of which was almost closed. Fanny looked up 
at me and said, Ssssh! This might prove to be inter ­
esting . With that Fanny quietly opened the door 
and we peered in . I spotted Lady Windymare im­
mediately along with the bold-headed gentleman. 
Her form and the bold head rose above the bock of 
a divan which faced a fireplace on the for wall. 
Lady Windymare hod on a 3 .2 % dress (beer bock) 
out of which she looked down upon the bold -headed 
victim . 

At first I thought she was watching her reflec­
tion, but dispelled this thought as I glanced at the 
dull sheen of the full -grown bold spot. Fanny 
squeezed my arm as Lady Windymare began run ­
ning her fingers over the bold head in a mysterious 
manner, as though she were crystal gazing . I 
squeezed Fanny bock, whereupon she whispered, 
My aunt's favorite indoor sport, feeling heads and 

Entrance Exams 

Pater Pen 

Long ago it was and far away 
That on the hill there shone the sun's lost roy 
And crimson bonners glorified the day. 
That was post. Come evening soft and slow 
And quenched the glow 
And sweeping low 
Caressed the soft brown meadows where I loy. 

And peace come thru the landscape and the marsh 
Where twittering frogs and twinkling fireflies 

spread 
Their shimmering starry-mantl e o'er my head . 
With reedy note the red -winged blackbird said 
His evening song 
And loud and long 
Come hollowly the bittern-crooking harsh . 

Then suddenly I heard a magic note 
Now near at hand, now yonder, now remote, 
like fairy flutes it seemed and not the throat 
Of mortal thing for mortal things to hear. 
Now thin and clear, 
Now wild and queer, 
As though attuned alone for wood nymph 's ear. 

That night I dreamed that thru the rice there come 
A funny misshaped man with horned brow 
And hairy legs and cloven hoofs, the some 
As one of old, and in his hands a pipe. 
And merrily 
He laughed in glee 
And played a trill and went I know not where. 
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• 
LAUNDERING DRY CLEANING 

• 
FOR THOSE WHO DEMAND THE BEST 

Te lephone COlorado 4311 

Io--Footboll has done a great thing for this 
country. 

Dine- In what way? 
lo- Why, now you con walk down the street with 

o blanket on one side and a girl on the other and 
not be tolked about. 

- Wesleyan Wasp. 

• 

Father-Why were you so late lost night? 

Prodigal- After the dance Mary wonted some 
popcorn, and we hod to drive all over town to find 
some. 

Father-And I suppose you used the hairpins in 
the bock seat to pick your teeth~ 

- Voo 0 00. 

• 

A customer sot down to a table in a smart res ­
taurant and tied a napkin around his neck . The 
manager, scandalized, called a waiter and said to 
him : "Try to make him understand as tactfully as 
possible that that's not done here I" 

Waiter (seriously to customer) : A shove or a 
haircut, sir? 

-Log. 

• 

Rastus and Liza were roller skating when sud­
denly Li za fell, but f lopped over and come up again 
with remarkable agility. "Did you see how quickly 
I recovered my equi li brium," she asked. "You sho 
did," Rastus answered, "almost before I noticed it 
was uncovered." 

- Texas A. (7 M, Battalion. 
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bumps. At her age:> I whispered querausly. Fanny 
disregarded my remark, continuing, Bo ld heads are 
her specialty; she likes to think she can get to the 
roots of the individual's particular problem more 
easi ly. 

Feeling like a North Pole rescuer, I suggested we 
spoil their fun . We both c leared our throats . Lady 
Windymare turned to us with nary a blush, while 
the bold head flushed like a toilet . Oh Fanny, dear, 
Lady Windymare said in a deep voice, I wont you 
to meet Doctor Wacksie. Docksie Wocksie, my 
niece, Fanny. Docksie Wacksie's heavy black ­
rimmed glosses occupied the place previously held 
by the bold spot-he hod turned around. There 
was a panned look of relief on his face as he 
grasped my hand and said, Hello, Wild, and then 
whispered fiercely, For Ford's sake, don't leave me 1 

and then in a loud voice, Lady Windymare, I would 
like to present Wild Oscar, one of my students. 

Oh, how do you do, Mr. Oats. Not Oats, Lady 
Windymare, Oscar, Oscar, like in Zilch. Yes, yes, 
of course- I see you've already met my Fanny. Yes, 
indeed, said Fanny, coming over towards me, What 
have you been doing auntie, we've been looking 
everywhere for you? Oh, I've been having the most 
wonde rful time making a study of Docksie Wock ­
sie's head . Curious, you know, that we should both 
be interested in the mind . I've been investigating 
the bumps on his head-ond he has a most curious 
head, a most curious head. Docksie Wacksie, I 
noticed, was doing his damnedest to assume on air 
of indifference with respect to this discuss ion about 
his pa te, but he blushed to the roots and, as he hod 
no hair to cover the roots, he looked unbecomingly 
sunburnt. 

As I was saying to Docksie Wacksie ( I noticed 
her familiar use of the word, Dacksie, as though he 
were a small wharf to her), he has all of the normal 
proterberances, but there is one spot between the 
-what did you call it? We ll , never mind (as 
Wacksie looked annoyed ), it was just below the 
fringe. There is on embryo bump there, that is , it 
is still in the process of development, but a sudden 
change or shock will bring it out to full size. 

By the time she hod finished her speech, I hod 
on uncomfortable feeling that she wasn't looking 
at me while she was speaking, but at my head. I 
hurri ed ly threw a glance at Fanny, but it glanced 
off. I was in a quandary as to what to do, for she 
now took a step in my direction . Before I'd let her 
make a monkey out of me I'd- . But just then I 
hod a happy thought, a thought which prompted 



my suggestion of playing a game in which all of the 
guests might join in . Lady Windy'mare said, Oh, 
joy. Let's play Reno. Fanny asked, What's that;> 
Having played once before, I said, It's played like 
murder, except that the victim is kissed instead of 
slain . 

Fanny seemed all hot for the idea and asked how 
it was played. I said that playing cards were dis ­
tributed as in murder, except that the one doing the 
kissing must draw the Queen of Hearts. I'll have 
the orchestra leader announce you, said Lady 
Windymare, and you can tell our guests how to 
play it, and you can also be the attorney. But there 
won't be enough cards to go around, she said as an 
afterthought. Use two packs of cards and throw 
one of the Queen of Hearts in the discard, I said. 
Why, certainly, Auntie. You and I'll distribute the 
cards . Come on, let's announce it. 

In no time at all I faund myself talking to the 
multitude and explained, among other things, that 
the cards would be distributed among the women 
only. The seniors seemed to like the idea, while all 
the women began powdering their noses , as in 
Samoa. I told them that after being kissed the 
fellow would have ta groan in a loud tone, and it 
was up to the attorney to find the girl who did him 
wrong. The kissing was to take place while the 
couples were dancing in the dark, the lights being 
switched on when the deed was done . 

Lady Windymare and Fanny had meanwhile dis ­
persed the cards and as SOOtT as everything was 
understood and ready, the orchestra began to play 
as the room became gradually enveloped in dark ­
ness. I t was a gorgeous sight : the musicians looked 
weird in the reflectian of the dimmed lights on 
their music stands and there was the soft swishing 
of silk and satin, the tapping and sliding of many 
pairs of feet, and best of all, I was dancing with 
Fanny. I said to her, I'd like ta flatter myself in 
thinking you were the Queen of Hearts. listen, 
darling, I am the Queen of Hearts . I took the card 
out of the stack and kept it. But, Fanny dear, this 
would be like a bad mystery story; I'm the attor­
ney. Oh, damn it, I forgot! 

Hell's bells! I said, Who has the other Queen of 
Hearts? Auntie said she got rid of it . I have the 
only Queen of Hearts in existence. Well , damn it, 
we'll have to begin allover again. Tsk. Tsk . But 
just then both of us heard someone come down with 
a clump· and groan, so Fanny and I quickly made 
our way in that direction . 

Several couples had gathered around the spot, 
which proved to be the entrance to the drawing 

Mark Antony- I want to see Cleopatra . 
Servant- She's in bed with laryngitis . 
Mark Antony-Damn those Greeks. 

- Carolinian. 

• 

And there's the happy bounding flea­
You cannot tell the he from she. 
The sexes look alike you see; 
But she can tell, and so can he! 

- Texas A . & M . Battalion . 

• 

I used to love my gorden, 
But now my love is dead; 
For I found a bachelor button 
In a black -eyed susan's bed. 

• 

- Carolinian. 

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

Captain- Don't worry, lady, you'll do it . 
- Brown Jug. 

• 

The click of knitting needles, the creak of a 
rocker, and the tick -tock of a grondfather's clock 
were all that disturbed the soothing stillness of the 
room. With childish curiosity little Ellen sat watch ­
ing the purls and stitches . 

"Why do you knit, grandma;>" she asked . 
"Oh, just for the hell of it," the old lady replied. 

-Princeton Tiger. 
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Carry Me Back to 
Old Virginny-

• 

Indian (in a grocery store) : Ugh! Ugh! Pepper' 
Clerk: White or black? 
Indian : Ugh! Ugh! Toilet pepper. 

• 

Lunarian Sagacity 

Majestically swaying in the breeze, 
A couple of Sauth Sea island trees 
Flitted their fans before the new moon 
And shadowed his face in the lagoon; 
But his mighty perspicacity 
Saw thru their flippant audacity, 
For he picked up his white flowing skirts 
And sailed away from the two flirts . 
Bla -ah! 

• 

She was only on optic ion's daughter, but she 
could toke a couple of glosses and make a spectacle 
of herself . 

room. I was horror-stricken to find Docksie Wock­
sie stretched across the threshold . Somebody 
topped me on the shoulder, but I didn't bot on eye, 
for this was the one time in which Matson (it was 
Matson) caught me at the right time. Grab his 
feet! I whispered to him, I'll take hold of his neck 
and we'll haul him into this room. Before many 
people had a chance to gather round, Matson and 
I had carried Wocksie to the davenport, on which 
we laid him. Fanny and Miss Asterisk closed the 
door behind us, while I bent over the unconscious 
form of the poor man. Having made sure that 
Docksie was still breathing, I suggested that we act 
quickly, as there was no telling what the guests 
outside were thinking . I dispatched Fanny to find 
some smelling salts or her aunt, while I told Matson 
to take my place as attorney and explain or solve 
the mystery as best he could. Matson. rushed to the 
door before I had time to finish my sentence and, 
with his hand on the door knob, said, in a melo­
dramatic voice, I'll solve or dissolve. And then he 
was gone, with Miss Asterisk in his wake. 

I began to breathe more easily and noticed that 
Docksie Wocksie seemed to be doing the same. 
There was a bump on the back of his head which 
any chicken would have been proud of. I couldn't 
tell at first whether someone had intentionally hit 
him from behind, or that he had stumbled back ­
wards, or what, until , in loosening his vest, I found 
the missing Queen of Hearts. Fanny returned in a 
few minutes with some ammonia and her aunt, so I 
slipped the evidence in my pocket. Docksie Wock ­
sie was still in a trance, but after plying the strong 
liquid to his mucous membranes, he slowly opened 
h is eyes. Before he had fully opened them, he 
moved his lips and I heard him say, Where are my 
Freshmen~ Just after this unintelligible query, he 
spotted Lady Windymare and the color ran back to 
his pallid face . Meanwhile, I was putting two and 
two together and getting all sorts of answers. 

Oh, Docksie Wocksie, Lady Windymare said in a 
sympathetically hoarse voice, I' m so sorry. Are you 
hurt badly? I was in the kitchen at the ti·me and I 
assure you-. Please, Lady Windymare, I think it 
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would be a good idea to let him rest. J believe that 
you would be of great service to your guests by tell­
ing them that everything is on the up and down . 
Yes, I see your point. Very good, that's just what 
I'll do, and she went out, just as Matson came in . 

Well? I said, noticing Matson's disgusted look. 
They spoiled it. When I went out there all I could 
heor was groans, and when I switched on the lights 
all I could see was a lot of handkerchiefs being 
waved around. The fellows were wiping the lipstick 
off their faces. Gnuhttes! 

Did you say anything about him, I said, pointing 
to Wocksie. Several people asked me what hap­
pened at the door, and I said that Docksie Wocksie 
had a little too much to drink, and, in trying to 
open the door, it opened unexpectedly and threw 
him to the floor . I had raised my finger to my 

Eliot 2552 

mouth too late, for Wocksie had heard and he 
groaned, This will be the ruin of me, I attempted 
to relieve his alarm by saying, Would you rather be 
exposed as a "tight" person or as a loose one? pull­
ing the card out of my sleeve. 

A timid voice tit was Miss Asterisk's voice) 
asked, Isn't he the same man who was killed in the 
back of the Big "T" three years ago? Yes. He's a 
morked man, I solemnly re-marked. Now both of 
you run along, I'd like to ask Wocksie a couple of 
confidential questions . You stay here, Fanny. Try 
ond get rid of me, Fanny said, coming over to the 
divan as Matson and his girl friend drifted out of 
the room. Just look at the size of that bump, and 
in the very place auntie said it would come. What 
o womon! 

What a womon! is right. Say, Fanny, have you 
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that I had been dreaming-that it was all bolony. 
I was in my room- there was the phone, the whis­
key glass, everything . Ah, me! 

I nstead of putting Matson wise to my dream ­
inamorata, I said, I must have fallen asleep- those 
drinks at the judge's along with that last shot must 
have-. But I didn't finish that thought, I just 
shrugged my shoulders and said, Have a good time? 
Naw, it was a pretty punk party. Doubtful as to 
whether Lady Windymare really existed or was just 
part of my dream, I nevertheless took a chance and 
asked, Did you meet Lady Windymare? Yes. She's 
a peach; a little old but still pretty lively. Did she 
have a niece from New York there? No, not that I 
know of. Was there anybody there by the name 
of Fanny? No. Why? 

Ohhhh-nothing. My disappointment at the 
realization that my delicious adventure was noth­
ing more than a dream was overwhelming-ond not 
only that, but to have Matson standing around for 
ten minutes, undressing and putting his pajamas 
on, listening to my incoherent mumblings I 

My disgust having reached a climax and sub­
sided in the short space of time required to rub my 
eyes, I turned back again to Matson, who was still 
sitting beside me holding the water tumbler. Tak-

WAkefield 2973 

ing the glass from him, I swallowed the rest of the 
water and lay back in the chair again, feeling im­
measurably refreshed. Matson said, Aren't you 
coming to bed? Right now, Matson, I returned, 
jumping up from the chair. 

I followed Matson up the stairs after making 
sure that everything was all right for the night. 

Once in my room, I quickly disrobed and flung 
myself between the covers of the bed . The effects 
of my copious drinking during the early evening 
were still making themselves evident in a sort of 
groggy drowsiness . As soon as I had closed my 
eyes, Morpheus immediately took command and I 
disappeared from a consciaus world, still thinking 
of Fanny. 

One Gallon 

As I lay in bed the next morning in a half-awake 
misty consciousness contemplating with closed eyes 
my previous night's dream-adventures which I had 
continued upon falling asleep, I recounted my ex­
ploits . My thoughts sped over the high spots such 
as the match episode, the snake dance, meeting 
Fanny, Lady Windymare and Docksie Wocksie; and 
I purposely jumped Matson's interruption to recall 
the pleasant vices I indulged with Fanny in a con-

(Concluded on Page 250 1 
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THE LITTLE TIC K 
TRUE AND FALSE TEST 

DIRECTIONS-First, eat a heavy meal. Then swallow two tablespoons of castor oil (if 

you think this won't do, try baking soda). After waiting a while take this book with you . 

When you are comfortable, open to this page and read the directions. Simple, isn't it? 

ALSO READ THIS- There are a lat of statements below. Begin at the beginning (as 

in the game skillibootch) , marking with an F or a T any or all sentences which in your opin­

ion are false or true. Do not hurry, because, if you have followed the directions, there is 

plenty of time. Of course, your score depends upon how long you can hold out. On your 

mark, get set, go' No, wait a minute. I f you are not sure of the correctness of anyone of 

these statements, guess. Now go to it' 

1. F Cal Tech students know what the food value of a waffle is. 

2 . Ricketts House is an insane asylum . 

3 . T An idealist thinks there is something more in love than the biological urge. 

4. F Culbertson Hall is sometimes used as an incinerator. 

5. F The Athen<Eum is a Greek handball court . 

6 . T Marriage is a moral victory by an unmoral woman over an immoral man. 

7. T The major sport at Tech is tennis. 

8. F Pi Kappa Delta is a pornographic society. 

9. F Slip stick means hitting somebody in the face with a piece of pie. 

10. F An apple polisher is an unemployed Tech alumnus. 

11. F - Beer-drinking is permitted in the student houses. 

12. T Rape is something that canary birds eat. 

13. Catalysis is another word meaning orgasm. 

14. T Gravy is the liquid Tech politicians swim in . -
15. T You can insult a woman by calling her a female. 

16. F A rubber handbook is a birth control pamphlet. 

17. F Dabney Lounge is a studio couch . 

18. T Blacker House is a home for bridge fiends. 

19. F The most intelligent students are snakes. 
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20. F The Big "T" is a fancy drink. 

21 . An efficiency expert is a man wi th a large fami Iy. 

22. F An honar key is an award for virginity. 

23 . F A bull session is a barbecue picnic . 

24. T The Press Club is a flop . 

2S. T Any Tech student can drive a girl crazy. 

26. F A mechanical eng ineer is a robot . 

27 . T A snake is a person who studies all the time. 

28. T A mustache helps to confirm a person's masculinity where other identifying fea -

tures are absent. 

29. F Y . M. C. A. is something one puts at the bottom of a social letter. 

30. F A tertiary formation is an Engineer backfield combination. 

31. F A Raman tri reme is a triple goose. 

32. F Tech campus buildings are heated by X-rays from the Radiation Lab. 

33 . T All optimists go to heaven. 

34. T According to E. T. Bell's "The Science of Number," Nature's new favorite is 137. 

3S . F Broadoaks is a branch of the California Institute. 

36. F The Old Dorm is a German castle on the Rhine. 

37 . F The Marine Station at Corona del Mar is a training school for ship engineers. 

38. Student hause hash is highly-seasoned food caught in the kitchen sink drain. 

39. T An engineer is a person who has been out of work a long time. 

40. F A discobolus is another word meaning foreigner. 

41 . T A whiskey straight is a college drink. 

42. F Astrophysics is a new kind of laxative. 

43 . T The H igh-Tension Lab is a shocking mess. 

44. F The Mt. Wilson Observatory is the largest hot-house in the world. 

4S . F A campus is a male wampus. 

46. Most Cal Tech students wear cast-off clothing . 

47. F Tau Beta Pi is an old formula far making beer. 

48 . F The Non-Resident Club is composed of homeless waifs. 

49. T Cal Tech contrals the world's supply of sloth dung. 

SO. The Institute band is a mark of mourning to be worn on the sleeve. 
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tinuation af the dream I had started in the arm ­
chair and had finished in bed. 

The almost real and quite vivid recollection of 
our physical experimentation caused me ta sort of 
sub-consciously reach out my arms to enfold my 
denuded dream, but instead of feeling the cold and 
delicious linen of a soft pillow, my fingers fondled 
warm flesh that was firm and plastic and round. 
I moved my hand and encountered the same thing 
and experienced the same feeling . I was just about 
to move my hand in another direction when a girl's 
voice said, Don't- it tickles. 

I thought, How in Hell did Dottie get here, and 
I opened my eyes ta find out . .. Gaad marning, 
Wild, said Fanny. 

This was going too far-a dream was a dream 
and all 0' that, but after all ... I sat upright, 
noticing immediately that I was in a strange bed, 
in a strange room, and-, but my thoughts were 
interrupted as Fanny said, Come on ; pull thase 
cavers down- it's chilly. Well, I thought to myself, 
if this is a dream I'm willing to play my part, so I 
obeyed, at the same time saying, Am I dreaming? 

Have you forgotten last night, or are you sti II 
woozy? Don' t you remember me or anything:> I 
must admit that the blank look I returned in place 
of a sensible answer to these questions would have 
done justice ta any half-wit- my mind was still in 
a state of befuddlement. Striving hard to get my 
brains ta function, I said, Aren't you just part of 
a dream-an honest-to-God dream:> Say, listen, If 
you're going to call me Matson like you did when 
you followed me upstairs last night, you can get out 
of bed and go home! 

If I did that, I said, not caring now whether or 
not I was still dreaming, I must have been drunk or 
asleep. I'm afraid you were both , Fanny said . 
Making a suitable gesture, I suddenly said, Match:> 
hoping by this means to show the dream up for 
what it was or something . Fanny immediately re ­
sponded, Bootlegger! 

You win, I said. When did you guess that I was 
the one who-:> But my words were cut short by a 
loud, indignant voice which rang out in stentorian 
tones from the other end of the room, What are 
you doing in bed with my Fanny:>I?I?! 

Ye gods-this was a nightmare ; it was no longer 
a dream. For goodness sake, pinch me, Fanny, I 
implored. Pinch yaur own I Fanny retorted . I just 
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said to myself, Aw, hell! This is just a dream, and 
closed my eyes. 

What are you doing in bed with my Fanny?!? I? I 
the voice repeated with an alarming crescendo, 
signifying the speaker 's approach. I opened my 
eyes and looked at Lady Windymare. My throat 
rattled as it made a vain effort to disentangle 
gulps, gasps, wind, words, and everything else which 
makes up a frozen vocabulary, but I heard myself 
saying, For Heaven's sake, Lady Windymare, this is 
a dream-have a heart! Lady Windymare paled, 
as both she and I looked into the faces of two cards 
which Fanny had thrust in my hand. Fanny must 
have taken them out of the pocket of my coat, 
which was lying on the floor next to her side of the 
bed; at any rate, I felt that I now held the trump 
cards . Fanny pOinted with malicious and mischiev­
ous intent at the cards, looking at her aunt and 
saying, Docksie Wocksie, auntsie:>:> I had time to 
become myself again, and capped Fanny's incrimi­
nation by saying, as I held up the two Queens of 
Hearts, This is a horse on you, Lady Windymare­
I guess, I guess II ! 

Apparently Fanny held more trumps in her stack 
than I did for she shook her finger at Lady Windy ­
mare and said, And I'm going to tell grandpa. Her 
aunt couldn't have given it much thought, but in 
no time at all, Lady Windymare changed her belli ­
close attitude by taking a few steps backward and 
sweetly said, What'li you have for breakfast:> 

Putting my queens down, I looked at my Fanny 
and said, If it's all the same with you, Fanny, I'd 
like to have my breakfast in bed . So would I, re ­
plied Fanny, as her aunt discreetly beat a hasty 
retreat . 

Lost Drop 

And so, with these words I close the tale of Lady 
Windymare's Fanny, based on a story which took 
place in King Arthur's time, but retold in modern 
English for the benefit of those who are not familiar 
with old English . Inasmuch as it was felt that 
mental temperaments varied between such silly 
limits, the translation was not expurgated on the ' 
ground that most people who could read could also 
afford to buy penci Is and therefore could cross out 
or draw lines through those words or sentences 
which they might not be able to understand. The 
reading time of this narrative is about 21 years of 
age, and should not be attempted by Victorians or 
other old brooms. 



APPRECIATION 
To the few advertisers wha have layally staod behind the Big "T" in this trying year, I extend my sin ­

cere thanks. Ta my small staff which has helped carry part of the burden, and especially to John Tyler, I 
owe a debt of gratitude. To merely thank Merrill Berk ley for the work which he has done falls short of its 
mark ; it has been a pleasure to have worked with him th is year. 

May the friends I have made in this work be lasting . 
ROBERT MACDONALD, Business Manager. 

THE LAST WORD 
I t has been my ambition, in this interesting phase of extra -curriculum work, to present a s faithful a 

pic ture of cal lege life as it is possible to do with a camera and a typewriter. 
This book has been an experiment : in its inception, in its design, in its art, and in itself. Year-book 

tradition proved more of a handicap than an aid : in its ostentation, in its mediocrity, in its conventional ­
ism, and in its staccato. 

From a Japanese block print ta a poor pun, from the sublime to the ridiculous ; so ranges the temper 
of this book. The only limits I set for myself were the limits of simplicity ; all other effects come out of this . 

Although I at first meant to, I shan't explain in English the Japanese interpretation of anyone of the 
block prints used in this book ; they were not chosen with this thought in mind, but rather for beauty in 
colar and the visual connection each might have to the section it preceded. Referring to the English t itl es 
I have given these illustrations, the Japanese artists who have created them are as fallows : "Beyand the 
Harizon, " Hiroshigi ; "Wait," Kuniyoshi ; "The Lontern," Hokusai ; "The Wrestling Match," Kuniteru ; 
" Destiny," Toyokuni ; "The Puppet," Kunisada . For the use of the last print named, I om indebted to 
Dr. Harvey Eagleson, from whose collection the originol block print was borrowed. 

Four years ago I os ked if I might do some work on the annual stoff ; the editor wos surprised. This 
year ... Well , I wasn ' t surprised, but I was disappointed. It is with my friend and partner, Bob Mac­
danald, that I share this disappointment. He experienced as great a difficulty in securing competent and 
ambitious student workers as I d id. Those who finally stuck with the work we treasured as rare human 
beings. 

My pleasures in the editing of the Big " T" are measured by the acquaintances I have met and the 
friends I have made . To Mr. Williom M. Clark I am extremely grateful for the strikingly beautiful photo­
graphs he entrusted to me. I have considered myself fortunate in being able to reproduce a majority of 
them in the Campus Section. Mr. W . Albert Martin has set a high goal for other school photographers to 
meet; his consistently fine work in portraiture has had no parallel in previous annuals. Working with 
Mr. Martin has been a pleasure. 

Tom Hill , representative of the Metropolitan Engravers, Ltd ., is one of the reasons why the pictures in 
this book are such close reproductions of the original copy. It was through him that I had the pleasure of 
meeting and knowing the owners of this thoroughly reliable engraving establishment. Lots of success, 
Tom, and leave that girl in San Francisco alone. 

My first acquaintance with " big business" came as a result of meeting a salesman in the person of 
Ralph Bergsten . Bergie was a real find, his printing contract turned out to be just what I wonted. His 
personal interest in the book, hi s constructive advice, and the sincerity of his friendship are attributes 
meriting enumeration . 

After snubbing each other for two days, a damned Irishman and myself finally found out that we 
both agreed an certain trifles. Knowing Vince Meagher and watching h im create and produce layouts and 
des igns for the pages of this book inspired my flagging courage. And, anyway, we both thought Eastside 
was terrible. 

The persons I have mentioned and expressed my liking for were directly concerned with the produc ­
tion and publication of the book . It is because of th ~m that I might be tempted to do it allover again; 
however, once in a lifetime is enough, and I' m damn Jd glad it's allover. As I prepare to pen my name to 
these closing words, I somehow want to look forward to as pleasant a holiday as Brawning faund for Herve . 
Riel-nathing mare. 

MERRILL BERKLEY, Editar. 

P AGE 
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