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Guest Speakers Offer Inspiring Sermons
T o College Body During Lenten Services

Dr. Allan Stockdale 
Addresses Assembly
Encouraging V iew  Held

For Business Future

Dr. Allan A. Stockdale, o f the speak
ers’ bureau of the National Association 
of Manufacturers, spoke at the Sopho
more-Junior assembly last Wednesday.

Dr. Stockdale, in addition to being a 
lecturer of great note, is an interested 
participant in athletics and brings to 
the lecture platform a vibrant person
ality and inexhaustible versatility of 
speech, colored by reference to the rate 
o f athletic sportsmanship in all our 
affairs.

Beginning an encouraging discus
sion o f “The Future o f America,”  the 
noted speaker declared at the outset 
that he is not a pessimist nor does he 
hold sympathy with pessimistic philo
sophy.

The general tendency of industry, he 
thinks, is definitely upwards. In spite of 
the hindrance of a growing uncertainty 
and fear o f war, there is a psycho
logical aspect of high cooperation and 
with the growth o f the confident atti
tude prosperity seems to be insured.

Dr. Stockdale also declared that the 
abundance o f idle capital is a factor in 
the hindrance o f the return to the 
norm. He urged that the students 
adopt a creative attituae toward the 
problems o f life, to carry forth with 
them into civic life the spirit of sports
manship instilled by athletics, and to 
accept the challenge o f America in the 
spirit in which it is offered.

College Names Judges
For Speaking Contest

The Junior College o f Connecticut 
has announced the judges for its speak
ing contest to be held April 12 in the 
Bassick High School auditorium. Those 
selected were Johnson Stoddard, prom
inent local attorney, and also a mem
ber o f the Board o f Associates o f the 
College; Grace Dalrymple Clarke of 
the School o f the Actor’s Craft; and 
Charles S. Brody, member o f a local 
law firm. Chairman of the program is 
J. William Hope, a public accountant 
o f this city.

The contest, an annual affair spon
sored by the Junior College, is open to 
students in the junior and senior 
classes o f high schools in Fairfield 
County. It is suggested that the 
speeches be on topics o f timely interest 
and must not be less than seven nor 
more than ten minutes in length when 
presented orally. In making their de
cision, the judges wHl take into con
sideration the choice and organisation 
o f Hie topic, the poise and diction at 
Hie speaker, and the reaction at the 
audience. The school whose represen
tative wins will be presented with a cup 
which it may retain for the succeeding 
nine months. Should a school win the 
contest three times, the cup becomes 
its property permanently.

In keeping with their plan to subject 
students of the college to the influence 
of fine ideals and inspiring personali
ties, the Junior College has inaugur
ated a series of Lenten services which 
have taken place on alternate Wednes
day mornings in the college assembly 
room. The attendance at these services, 
though optional, has been most grati
fying, and those preparing the pro
grams feel encouraged to continue.

At the first meeting o f this nature, 
held on March 1, the group had the 
privilege of hearing the Reverend J. 
Melvin Prior, whose address, dealing 
with current problems in this chaotic 
world of war and dictatorship, was not 
only edifying, but inspiring as well. 
Mr. Prior, pastor o f Bridgeport’s Fin* 
Baptist Church, told the assembled 
young people that the final manifesta
tion o f progress would be freedom, and 
that progress could not be taken for 
granted; it requires a hard and bitter 
fight every inch of the way.

His talk, vital, due to the inclusion 
o f several anecdotes from his own ex
periences as a minister, pointed out 
that though the world is full o f in
equality, unhappiness and pain, and 
though we search in vain for the way 
and wherefore, we are better indi
viduals as a result o f our suffering. 
Only those who have suffered can be 
truly great.

Father John Anderson o f St. James 
Church, was the honored guest at the 
second Lenten meeting o f the season, 
and this tall, distinguished priest in
troduced himself by saying that he

“WRONG-WAY PHELPS”

By Jeanne Qninn

On a particular chilly November 
afternoon, the famous Yhle Bowl was 
packed to its uppermost tier with 
seething humanity, there for the pur
pose o f witnessing the classic football 
event o f the season, between Old Eli 
and Harvard.

Though the score was nothing to 
nothing, with only two minutes to play 
in the last quarter, the Harvard side 
was jiAilant, for Bob Gardet, the Tale 
star and Massachusetts’  only menace, 
had just injured his ankle and was 
forced to leave the field.

These thousands o f men and women, 
cramped into the great stadium, repre
sented an army o f interested, pulsating 
¡humanity divided into sides, with the 
members o f each faction placing their 
faith in the ability o f the team for 
which they had come to root.

Whether it was to be Tale or Har
vard who would emerge from the 
game, showered in the glory o f victory, 
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would not speak for long, because no 
“ souls were saved after twenty min
utes.”  His simple and direct sermon 
dealt mainly with the question of 
ideals. What is your ideal? And he 
illustrated his point by telling the 
following story. Several years ago, 
when returning to the United States 
from a trip to Europe, he was standing 
on the deck watching the ship enter 
New York harbor, when he spied three 
men doing similarly and struck up a 
conversation with them. Their talk 
soon touched upon the question of 
ideals, and Father Anderson questioned 
his friends as to their personal aspira
tions. The first man was coming to 
New Tork to make money and amass 
a great fortune; the second was in 
search o f fun and a wild, good time on 
Broadway; while the third, a doctor, 
just returning from distant and tropic
al lands where he had witnessed much 
illness and pain, desired most to cure 
disease and alleviate suffering. Father 
Anderson’s moral was therefore appar
ent, and his question was: Which path 
will you travel; to what will you dedi
cate your life?

At both o f these assemblies, the 
sermons were supplemented by musical 
interludes. The students rose to sing 
with piano accompaniment, several 
hymns, while a Freshman, Edgar 
Banks, rendered a violin solo of “ My 
Rosary”  at Mr. Prior’s meeting. The 
general atmosphere was one of quiet 
and meditation, and when the meetings 
were adjourned, the students filed out 
in silence.

MINUS ONE APPENDIX

By Lucille W olfe

I’m glad I went to the hospital. It 
did me good. They removed my 
appendix and opened my eyes, and I’m 
much the better for both.

At first, when I heard the doctor’s 
verdict, I was terribly annoyed. “ An 
operation?”  I said. “ Ridiculous!”  But 
the doctor’s word prevailed and I was 
forced to adjust my will to that o f those 
older and wiser. I returned home from 
school on a Monday night. The opera
tion took place Wednesday morning. 
I had never been to a hospital before 
and the experience was a new one.

Of the first two days I have no recol
lection. They kept me pretty-well 
doped. I dozed a good deal and would 
wake up asking for water. Then I’d 
fall asleep with the glass straw in my 
mouth. My family tells me I was very 
funny. They say I seemed drunk and 
spoke as if my mouth held hot potatoes. 
I was extremely loquacious in my wak
ing moments and talked o f the strang- 
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Actors Rehearsing 
College Production

Jack Gray Summarizes
Karel Capek’s Drama

On May 5, the Junior College will 
produce R. U. R., (Rossum’s Universal 
Robots), by Karel Capek. Mrs. Halsey, 
director of the play, is at present in the 
midst of rehearsals, assisted by stud
ents and alumni o f the college, in addi
tion to some young men from the Little 
Theater League who have offered their 
services.

We are sure that the play will act as 
a climax to the other activities of Char
ter day, which is observed yearly by 
the college.

The nature o f this play is quite dif
ferent from other plays in that it takes 
place in the future and deals with the 
annihilation o f mankind from the 
earth. It takes place on an island, up
on which is the factory o f Rossum’s 
Universal Robots. The factory had al
ready turned out, by the use o f a secret 
formula, millions o f these super-work
men, without souls or feelings. Differ
ent grades o f unskilled and skilled 
laborers are manufactured, depending 
upon the demand for such automatons.

Helena Glory, president o f the Hu
manity League, comes to see the robots. 
She marries Harry Domin, who is in 
charge o f the factory, culminating a 
rapid courtship. Acts two and three 
take place ten years later. Promoted 
by Helena to make robots more like 
human beings, Dr. Gall, the company 
physiologist, changed the formula 
without telling his associates and pro
duced a few hundred partially human
ized robots. These robots start a  re
volt against mankind, their task being 
easy since they greatly outnumber 
mankind.

A melodramatic scene in which the 
robots attack their creators ensues and 
it is here that we have the climax of 
the play.

Hie epilogue follows, and in this 
scene,- Alquist, the company builder, is 
the only human being left in the world, 
and when you view the play, you will 
be thrilled by the surprise ending which 
is the beginning o f a  new era o f life on 
this planet.

It is hoped that this brief synopsis 
o f the play will arouse enough interest 
and enthusiasm on the part o f the 
student body to make a real success of 
it, and we urge all to support the play 
with your attendance.

Student Body Awaits
Annual Spring Holiday

The Junior College will close its doors 
Tuesday, April 4, for the annual Spring 
vacation. Classes will resume on 
Wednesday, April 12.

Marks will be available on the day 
o f return, and students may secure 
their grades at the office after 10:80 at 
that day.
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LE TS COOPERATE
The Scribe is not a crusading organ for the expression of dis

gruntled opinions either from the faculty or from the students 
themselves. Fundamentally the purpose of this paper is to unite 
the members of the student body by presenting the facts of common 
interest, to enlighten students and faculty concerning social and 
athletic events, to amuse, and to give opportunity for the publica
tion of worthy written material. However, there are times when 
even the most scrupulously impartial newspaper must depart from 
its original plan to cry out against a glaring evil, known to all, yet 
allowed to grow progressively worse without hindrance of any kind. 
It is to cry out against just such an evil that this editorial was 
written.

Fellow students, not until this very year of 1939 has it ever 
been necessary for the faculty of Junior College to plan and put 
into execution such stringent rules and regulations as we now have 
adorning our bulletin boards and other points of notice in our school.

Never have the professors of Junior College been given cause 
for such annoyance, not once or by any particular student or group 
of students, but repeatedly and by each and every one o f us, so as to 
make necessary the writing and posting of orders which the ele
mentary schools of our city would scorn to recognize as necessary.

Never has the sight of the alumni and visitors to our college 
been so insulted by the blatant advertising of our shame—for 
shame it is— which confronts them at every hand. And, still worse, 
even we who are most hurt and most indignant must freely and un
hesitatingly admit the perfect and justified right which our pro
fessors have had in posting these notices.

The fault lies with us in the childish, immature, spoiled atti
tudes which we have brought to Junior College. We desire the 
prerogatives of the adult with one hand and refute the very respon
sibilities which they carry with the other.

If the Junior College of Connecticut were a large school such 
attitudes might go unnoticed in the balance supplied by the more 
responsible students. But this school is not a large school. It is a 
small, efficient, progressive institution striving earnestly for the 
support and growth which we are retarding by our actions. The 
very existence of our school depends upon the cooperation of every 
single student.

Students, you can cooperate, you must cooperate! Won’t you 
demonstrate to the faculty that our behavior can be such that we 
need no shameful regulations pressed upon us? Won’t you assist 
the Scribe in its campaign to take down those odious rules and 
regulations and consign them to their proper place, the waste 
basket?

OU R REQUEST
Information has reached the editorial staff that the student 

body is not in complete agreement with its policy. Naturally, we 
cannot deign to notice such unofficial rebuke. Therefore, we should 
like to issue the request that any person desirous of expressing 
differences of opinion from those which are set forth by the editors, 
need only to send us written evidence to that effect, ani we shall be 
happy to discuss the matter in full.

7Jhumb~nail Sketches

PA T YOUNG
When we asked her where and when 

she was born, Pat said, “ I was awfully 
young and I can’t remember, but 
mother said it was in Dallas, Texas, on 
June 7,1920.”  Since that eventful dav, 
her life has been a round o f interesting 
and exciting experiences. Her first 
birthday found our Pat in England, 
which now, after four visits is quite 
familiar to her, and by the time she 
was two, she had been in and out of the 
best hot spots in Spain, France, Cuba, 
and Mexico. On one o f those voyages, 
she was a witness to a thrilling rescue 
at sea. Though a seasoned traveler, 
she felt the need o f education and she 
started grammar school in Westport. 
Every year found Pat in a different 
school. This annual change continued 
until she entered high school here in 
Bridgeport. At Central High, she 
spent three busy, fun-packed years. 
She was a member of all sorts of class 
committees, heroine o f the Senior Play, 
worker on the Yearbook and yet she 
found time to win a Scholarship-Lead
ership pin and the First Bamum Prize 
at graduation. She has continued this 
work at J.C.C., where she has been 
active in class work and is a member 
of Phi Theta Kappa. Pat likes: tuna 
fish, Erol Flynn, saddle shoes and the 
color blue. Her favorite book is “With 
Malice Toward Some” , and Carmen 
ranks first in her estimation of operas. 
She has no definite plans for her future, 
but if and when she marries, he will be 
three years older than she, tall, dark, 
and handsome, and very considerate. 
Money will be the least o f her worries.

Adding to this list* we find that Pat 
has studied piano since she was six 
years old, and that she is also a 
talented vocalist.
—Good luck from (he Scribe, Pat!

H A R R Y  GORDON
The city o f Bridgeport in 1920 was 

in the throes of a reorganization of 
population due to the closing o f many 
o f the munitions factories. People 
came and people went in ever increas
ing numbers. It is scarcely unbeliev
able then that the advent o f one, Harry 
Gordon, on May 23, 1920 went com
paratively unnoticed into the records 
o f the city o f Bridgeport. But chfllun, 
there was rejoicing and partying in 
East Bridgeport for many days there
after. .Harry went through his pre
school days with the regular run of 
adventures including, as he told us, 
being dropped on his head and later 
cracking open the same aforementioned 
cranium in a sledding accident. In 
spite o f these injuries, Harry rushed 
into grammar school, hurriedly skipped 
two grades and graduated in short 
order. In Harding High School, our 
friend, Mr. Gordon was equally suc
cessful, winning a Prize Speaking Con
test, a scholarship-leadership award 
and graduating Cum Laude. One o f his 
most interesting and delightful ex
periences in High School was the meet
ing and resultant friendship with the 
Honorable Belinkie with whom he has 
traveled all the way from the Fresh
man days o f High School to the Sopho
more days of Junior College. Harry 
admits that he is an inveterate reader, 
and claims to have read most o f the 
volumes o f the East Side Library. His 
favorites are: Band leader —  Artie 
Shaw; Actor—Clark Gable; Actress— 
Sylvia Sidney; Food —  everything; 
Recreation—swimming, dancing and 
innumerable hobbies. Harry is at 
present Custodian of Phi Theta Kappa 
and has ambitions to be a radio an
nouncer, band leader, or chemist.

uhe ¿71 ambting ¿Reporter
Peter R. Sauer

I remember leaning over to look into 
the crucible and seeing a white puff of 
gas arise, but at that point everything 
faded away almost instantly. Quickly, 
however, my mind became active 
again, and I seemed to have been car
ried through space toward a reflected 
light whidi dazzled the eye. Shading 
my eyes, I became accustomed to the 
glare and proceeded to look about me. 
Suddenly a winged messenger thrust 
a harp into my hands and placed me in 
the B flat bass section. I soon learned 
the technique of swinging a harp and 
was then permitted to wander about 
the premises. Seeing a figure walking 
over a cloud, I approached it and dis
covered it to be, not the ancient 
mariner and his albatross as I first be
lieved, but Frank Munich conversing 
with a huge dove perched on his left 
ear. Behind him, flapping gracefully 
but strenuously her wings to keep 
aloft, came Elsa Lusebrink yodeling 
the love song o f the angels to the un
heeding Frank. Ralph Geduldig, 
decked in a rainbow adored m»if«rm 
was vigorously pumping the hand o f 
Angel-General Gabriel, attempting to 
organize an R.O.T.C. for the protection

of the Green Pastures against the 
threatened invasion of the United 
Army o f the J.C.C. Business Men and 
Engineers.

Far above, Dan Grega lazily flew 
around with a huge cigar in his mouth 
and suddenly burst into action writing 
in the sky: “ 1 1 1 1  mmmmust sssee 
Toni Tonight.”  Flitting over blythely 
to a south-bound cloud I found Witsel 
sitting amidst the pieces o f a huge harp 
busily plying his screw driver. When 
I questioned his presence, he laughed 
and said he had taken the hinges off 
the Pearly Gates and “ snuk”  in. At 
the seat o f judgment second-lieutenant 
Professor Everett was panning out 
learned verdicts in a southern drawl, 
as the condemned were turned away. 
“ Buy Early and Avoid The Rush”  
Selleck was offering for sale fire ex
tinguishers to the disappointed ones, 
while Jade Barron stood idly by chin
ning himself on a halo. Sneezy Snyder 
f r *  ^**n pot in an appearance held 
firmly by two fly cops, and was con
demned to have his wings clipped for 
cheating at checkers. Finally, Judge 
Everett decreed that there should be a 

(Continued on page 6)
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S a s J r o u s e
Charles Wagner —  Bin Coatea

CIGARETTE MOOCHERS

INNUCE
The attachment between Pat Young and Elwood Peck is still 

secure. Ever-present on her arm is a bracelet bearing the inscrip
tion “ Pat from Elwood”  . . . .  Claire Northgraves and Gilbert 
Aiken have begun weighting down chairs ^together . . . .  Doug 
Finketetone cruises along Laurel Avenue for his girls . . . .  Sis 
actually appeared at the dance with John S. Gray. Need we say 
anything about the bracelet, Sis? . . Wink Thompson is kept
busy dodging Fred St. Arnault, riding around with Frank Munich, 
talking with George Bedell, and seeing Ray Henriksen . . . .  Pete 
Sauer is in full swing with an ex, Edith H., from Fairfield . . . 
Joe Gray, we understand, goes she-ing every so often in Westport 
. . . .  Betty Lee, if you haven’t forgotten, is thrilled to be settled 
so near the Yale campus . . . .  Dick Gardiner has been around 
school for a month trying to date Althea Lane . . . .  Harry Gordon 
isn’t pretending with his Duchess . . . .  Tony Gilberti has dropped 
everything for the dashing Benny. Are those notes which she 
scribbles in his English book love notes, or are they ? . . . .

NIL ADMIRARI
A few of us saw Helen Krause with a strangle hold on her 

manly escort at the Majestic theatre . . . .  The sight o f Teaser 
Lange and Ev Delaney at St. Marya-by-the-Sea in the wee sma’ 
hours reminded us of Innocents Abroad . . . . Leila Redgate, who 
wore the black and flesh-colored evening dress to the dance, had all 
the boys looking twice to make sure . . . .  Who made Trudy Bach
change her mind about wearing a strapless evening gown ? ............
Wanda Butler, President of the Get-‘Em-Alive-Club, makes a much 
better cook than a bartender . . . .  EM Banks, self-styled Cassanova, 
has yet to smooch it up. Here’s your chance, girls . . . . Jean 
Keating says the conductors on the Danbury run are hungry for the 
want of affection. Which makes us wonder why John Clancy stays 
so slim . . . .  Bill Bray and Franny Durward are spatting already 
. . . .  Between the fellows borrowing nickels for telephone calls, 
and the girls borrowing nickels . . . .  Can it be that Reverend 
Hahn’s interest in that recently appendectomized beauty is more 
than passing? . . . .

RELATO REFERO 
Alma Manzi, fugitive from a kindergarten, couldn’t take a cer

tain book out o f the main library because she was too small . . 
Maury Mathisen was handing out cigars the other day, but not for 
the reason one would suspect . . . .  Cele Kochiss put in a very try 
ing week-end at Yale . . . .  “ People, boys especially,”  said a Pro
fessor, “ reach an age when they must do something .Hugh
Gallagher and Jim MacDonald were deeply engrossed in a game of 
rummy during a class . . . .  Joe Rex and three other men from the 
college found more than a slight attraction at 142nd Street in New 
York. Ask Frank Snyder . . . .  Things haven’t  been made hot 
enough for Frank Brophy, so he had a fire in his locker . . . .  The 
Business Men want the Engineers to know that the party is stiH 
supreme . . . . One Man Band Belinkie is patiently waiting for the 
splash party to show off his shapely miss . . . .  The equatorial sun 
o f Venezuela only serves to increase the ardor of an unknown poet' 
surveyor for Barbara Plumb . . . .

NOSCE TEIPSUM
Lucille Wolfe has a very pretty mole . . . .  Professor Everet. 

in Botany: “Now, if you were a first class brewer, Miss Wines—” 
. . . .  When Fred Benevento was asked if he lived on his income, 
he answered tersely, “Naw, I’m a parasite.” . . . .  J. Jermiah 
Handleman slipped and said his backbone was a dorsal fin . . . 
Nick Russo made his first appearance at a dance with Alice Walsh 
. . . .  Elsa Lusebrink claims that she won the love of the fellow she 
vamped at the New Year’s Eve party, but we know she lost it as 
soon as he got straightened out . . . .  When asked for an estimate 
of the answer to a math problem, Ed Ctauasen quickly replied that 
it would be either a plus or minus number . . .  . Young Bob CasceDa 
firmly disavows any interest in amatory adventure . . . .  Scoop 
Walter Dobosz eyed a pretty ankle stepping out of Room 11 one 
Wednesday night after a Men’s Club meeting . . . .  Edith Graaso 
is just too happy lately. Who is he, Edie? . . . .  Arch-feminis; 
Muriel Evitts is still defending women’s rights in any and all 
. . . .  Where does DeLapp go when you stand up? . . .  .

Men’s Club Notes
By Joe Kelly

Of all despicable specimens o f hu
manity the cigarette moocher is the 
worst. He is the fellow who is con
tinually without a smoke. A master 
o f facial expression, he is dreaded by 
any cigarette smoker.

The most frequent borrower of a 
smoke is the financially afflicted 
wretch seen on any street corner. As 
you walk down the street you can spot 
this moodier at a glance. He doesn’t 
need to stretch out his hand; his face 
asks the question for him. Your pace 
automatically increases when you de
tect him. He anticipates this, how
ever, and increases his pace, easily 
catching you. He invariably calls you 
Bud. “ Bud” , he says, “ have you got 
a smoke?”  You fumble around a bit, 
find the pack and offer him one. 
“Thanks a lot, Bud,”  says he, and 
walks on.

The first type of moodier is frank, 
at least. He admits he hasn’t a cigar
ette. The next type, being quite 
formal, doesn’t want to let you know 
right off that he hasn’t got one. He 
beats around the bush. When you drag 
out a cig he smilingly fishes around in 
his pocket. Out comes a crumpled 
package. He pokes a finger around in
side it and lo and behold the expression 
on his face. You are about to inquire 
whether his mother has just died when 
he asks you for a smoke. With a 
Sure, sure,”  you hastily take a pack 

out of your pocket and offer him one. 
He faithfully promises to pay you back 
next day but you, being full of the milk 
of human kindness, refuse with a wave 
o f the hand and a laugh. Having picked 
you out for a sucker he pulls the same 
trick day after day. Quite some time 
later dawn breaks in your brain for
ever curdling the creamy milk of 
human kindness which you had before.

The worst chiselers are o f the female 
sex. They are the best moochers. At 
least tons of tobacco are given away 
each day on a woman’s smile. It is a 
familiar sight to see a girl with a 
cigarette in the middle o f her face and 

smiling boy lighting it. (This may 
explain the recent fancy for pipes.)

The ever present moodier is enough 
to make a man quit smoking. Cigar
ette smokers must be firm. At the 
present time the most a cigarette 
smoker can expect out o f a pack of 
twenty cigarettes is ten for himself.

repeat, cigarette smokers must be 
firm.

When you see an habitual moodier 
walking up to you, smile and ask him 
for a cigarette. Another method is to 
keep a full pack in one pocket and a 
pack with one cigarette in it in the 
other pocket. Sometimes even that rusé 
doesn’t work. Many moochers will take 
your last breath o f smoke away from 
you.

The best and surest way of foiling a 
moocher is to roll your own. When he 
comes up to you for a smoke, smile 
genially and offer ban the ‘’makings 
Nine times out of ten he will decline 
your offer.

I f none o f these methods works, 
smoke a dozen cigarettes half through 
and keep the butts in your pocket. 
When you want a smoke drag out 
butt and light it. The moocher will 
then set his cap for a new sticker.

Signed:
A  cigarette moocher who 
would like to quit smoking.

The Men’s Club held a general meet
ing on Wednesday evening, March 8, 
at which time new members were in
ducted into the Club. At the meeting, 
plans were made by the Club to hold a 
splash party in the near future and a 
spring novelty hop which is hoped to 
be an annual affair. Paul Mazur and 
Paul McNamara were selected as co- 
chairmen of the splash party, and Joe 
Gray was named chairman o f the 
dance committee. Plans were also an
nounced for the mock trial to be held 
in the lounge.

After the close of the meeting, the 
following members were initiated in
to the cliff» with great ceremony: John 
Barron, Victor Chamer, William Corri
gan, Arthur Dugas, Jerome Handle- 
man, Paul Mazur, and Sidney Neal. At 
another meeting Robert CasceDa, John 
Clancy, Mauritz Mathisen, Joseph Rex, 
and Fred Benevento were put through 
the paces.

At the second meeting it was decided 
to conduct a beard-growing contest 
with all men of the college participat
ing. Judson Blackman and Edward 
Cipcer were appointed to conduct this 
contest and were authorized to collect 
a fine from all members of the Men’s 
Club who appeared clean-shaven dur
ing the week of the contest. The win
ners of the contest were: for the long
est beard, Jerry Longo; and for the 
thickest, Irving Hocheiser.

Dental Hygiene Group
Sponsors Essay Contest

Since the death o f Dr. Alfred C. 
Fones, one o f the school’s founders and 
for many years chairman o f the Board 
of Trustees, the college has been seek
ing a fitting way by which to perpetu
ate his name and memory. The Bridge
port Association for Dental Hygiene, 
of which Dr. Fones was President, was 
also confronted with the same problem. 
Representatives o f the two groups have 
conferred, and as a result, an annual 
commemorative essay contest will be 
held. This contest will be open to 
sophomores and two prizes, one o f fif
teen dollars and one o f ten dollars, will 
be awarded annually to the authors of 
the two best essays on a topic chosen 
by the Dental Society. This year’s 
topic will be “The Life and Work of 
Dr. Fones in Dental Hygiene.”

College News Bureau
A id T o Journalists

Under the direction o f Mr. James 
Halsey, a News Bureau has been or
ganized in the college. The members 
o f this group gather, edit, and dis
tribute the news o f the college which 
is o f local and national interest. Thus 
far the association has been respon
sible for much o f the school's publicity 
work, and in the near future they pro
pose to assume the difficult task o f be
ing its sole mess agent.

In doing this service for the school, 
these students, otherwise unrewarded, 
are offered fine practical experience 
and are able to make helpful contacts 
in the journalistic field. Membership 
in this group is open to any student in
terested in newspaper work, and all 
work within the society is on a purely 
voluntary basis.
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Appendectom y —
The ‘Inside Story*

There once was a man named Darwin, 
Genius o f wide repute,

Who spent his life forming theories 
Which few dare to dispute.

One day this great man decided 
(How I really don’t know)

That we poor homo sapiens 
Were monkeys long ago.

And then as the years kept passing.
We changed by slow degrees.

We lost our tails, we lost our fur;
We came down from the trees.

We started living in houses,
Eating foods that were new,

And soon our internal organs 
Had nothing much to do.

The appendix, once important,
Now suffered from disuse,

And being of sensitive nature 
Felt keenly this abuse.

“ If I must languish forgotten 
After my faithful years,

I think I will show these humans 
A little pain and tears!

“ I will grow all red and swollen,
I’ll make them ache and groan,

And soon they will be darn sorry 
For the lack o f tact they’ve shown!’’

True to his word, the appendix 
Then began to rebel.

He did grow red, he did grow fat.
And boy he hurt like —  well ( !)

Trust me friends, it warn’t a picnic, 
And the pains warn’t no fun,

So doctors and skilled physicians 
Said something should be done.

They put their heads together 
And tried to concentrate,

And by unanimous verdict 
Decided to operate.

Now Mr. Rebellious Appendix 
Was very much annoyed.

He found he wasn’t so clever 
In the means he had employed.

Instead of attracting attention,
Then resuming his place at state,

He achieved, by acting vicious,
An insignificant fate.

With a cut and a slice they removed him 
"Your sun has set!”  they sneered.

In alcohol they bottled him.
It was worse than he had feared.

So mark ye, friends, high and lowly, 
Better leave things as they are. 

Don’t chase the moon, but be content, 
Or you’ll end in a pickle jar)

By Lucille W olfe

TENNIS SCHEDULE 1939
May 6 New Haven Jr. College away 

9 Milford Prep home
12 Stratford High School away 
16 Stamford High School home 
20 New Haven Jr. College home 
23 Milford Prep away
30 Stamford High Sriiool away 

June 3 Harding High School away 
6 Central High School home

------ 7 Stratford High School home
10 Harding High School home

(Continued from page 1) 
was a question which time would 
answer, but whether or not the men 
and women, fascinated by the action o f 
the teams in the field, were really alive 
with interest, could be told by the ex
pressions registered upon their tense 
faces.

Over by the Yale bench, the worried 
coach, now confronted with the reality 
that his star player was lost to this 
game, entered into a hurried conference 
with his assistants.

Each man viewed the row of players 
sprawled on the bench before them un
til the eyes of the coach fell upon the 
tall, gaunt figure of a fair-haired youth 
Who sat, wrapped in a blanket, twitch
ing his large fingers from nervousness.

“ I’m going to send in Phelps as 
Gardet’s substitute,”  the coach an
nounced at length.

Phelps, of course, could not help 
overhearing this discourse and, at the 
words uttered by the coach, leaped to 
his feet and joined the little group of 
men.

“ You have been itching for a chance 
to win your ‘Y ’,”  the coach explained 
as Phelps confronted him. “ Get in 
there as quarter. ' Carry the ball 
around left end. You’ve only got time 
for two plays. Now get that ball and 
come through with a touchdown, do you! 
hear?”

Phelps didn’t stop to reply, but | 
darted off to the umpire with the words 
of the coach still ringing in his ears: 
“A touchdown, do you hear?”

The whistle blew for time up as 
Phelps announced his substitution. 
Over in the grand stand, on the Yale 
side, a white-haired man and woman 
rose with pride. Smiles o f triumph 
were written over their aged faces as 
their boy entered the field for Yale and 
victory.

“ Mother, it’s our boy!”  cried the man. 
“ He’s going in!”

The old lady’s eyes were moist with 
tears of joy. “ God bless him—and 
Yale!”  she murmured softly.

“ God help him!”  bellowed the father. 
“ Come on, son. Touchdown! Come on!”

Just as he said this the ball was shot 
to Phelps, who made a terrific drive 
over the left tackle, gaining twenty 
yards, with the ball now on the Har
vard thirty yard line.

At the conclusion of this perfect 
play, the roars of the Yale rooters 
echoed and reechoed through the vast 
stadium with every man, woman and 
child on the New Haven side up and on 
I their toes, tingling with excitement 
and shouting themselves hoarse.

Yale then went into a huddle, with 
every mother’s son among them tense 
with action and nerves on edge.

Phelps gave the signal for the next 
play. The ball was snapped at him as 
he began a sweeping left end run.

Harvard was not to be taken by sur
prise again. As Phelps made for their 
goal and victory, he was hit and nearly 
thrown to the ground.

In a moment, he regained his bal
ance, but the knock and the excitement 
all about him muffled his direction and 
he faced the Yale side, continuing to 
run toward the wrong goal in his 
eagerness for victory.

As he shot out swiftly on his way in 
the opposite direction, he wondered 
why there was a dear field ahead o f 
him, but with less than a minute to 
play, he felt Hurt this was no time to 
stop to consider Harvard’s inefficiency.

One o f the Yale men was dose upon 
Phelps’ heels, shouting to him for dear 
life either to turn and run- toward the

right goal or pass him the ball, but 
the nervous, over-anxious boy was deaf 
to everything.

Back in the stands, bfith the Yale 
and Harvard rooters w rn  wild with 
excitement, with the New Haven side 
roaring instructions to Phelps and 
offering a prayer for aid from a Divine 
Providence.

To the boy, running clear across the 
field, the cries of the Yale rooters were 
received as shouts of victory, egging 
him on to finish the game for the glory 
of Old Eli.

Just one yard from the goal line 
now, Phelps’ team mate, determined 
to stop him at all costs, made a flying 
tackle at the nervous boy’s heels, 
bringing Phelps down to the ground.

Unaware that the tackle was made 
by his own team mate, and still blind 
to the fact that he was on the verge of i 
making a touchdown for Harvard, thus 
defeating his own college, Phelps, with 
every bit of strength he possessed, 
squirmed and struggled from the

tightening grasp o f his fellow player, 
triumphantly placing the ball just over 
the line as the referee’s whistle ended 
the game.

Phelps rose smiling triumphantly, 
yet not quite understanding why the 
Harvard men should be shouting hil
ariously, throwing their helmets in the 
air and slapping each other on the 
back. Soon, instead of beaming with 
exultation and self-satisfaction, he 
stood, motionless, his eyes glued upon 
the score board and his face bearing a 
miserable, abject look of stupidity and 
failure.

As Phelps and his team mates made 
their way to the Yale dugout, a bat
talion of reporters and cameramen fol
lowed close on his heels, striving to get 
photographs of the disgraced player.

“ Come on, take the air,”  the Yale 
coach warned the news photographers, 
as he kicked over one o f their tripods; 
then addressing Phelps, spoke kindly: 
“Forget it, kid; we’ll beat ’em next 
year, sure!”

Soft Sweaters 
Swirling Skirts

2 .9 5  each

Sports clothes have shed their 
purely - for - action personality to 
“ pal”  with prettiness. Soft sweaters 
in white, lime, pink, blue, daffodil, 
raspberry, violet or turquoise, sizes 
34 to 40.

Pleated ~ acetate rayon crepe 
skirts in robin’s egg, violet, lettuce, 
beige or black, sizes 26 to 30.

Sports Shop, Third Floor

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

THE PINE ROOM j
Air-Conditioned

Bridgeport’s Brightest Night Spot

Luncheon — Dinner — Cocktails
Lou W eiss A t  T he 

H AM M O N D  N O V A C H O R D

1 THE STRATFIELD HOTEL
Bridgeport, Conn.

1r
a..—....-.,.,...........,................ —     — •?................. .................... ..
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(Continued from page 1) 
eat things in a completely uninhibited 
manner. My sister has imitated me on 
several occasions (to my great em
barrassment) and the family swears 
that her job is a masterpiece, even to 
the one eye which I apparently kept 
tightly shut while the other blinked 
somewhat rakishly at all and sundry. 
By the fifth day, however, I was re
turning to normal. I began to take an 
interest in life, in my new surround
ings and the handsome internes. On 
the strength of the latter observation 
I decided to forsake the shapeless hos- 
prtal-gowns which I had been wearing 
(they reminded me of burlap bags) for 
more delicate creations o f pink silk and 
lace. Yes, I was definitely on the mend.

Hospital life is characterized by its 
rigid routine. Everything works on 
schedule. I soon became aware o f this 
and felt myself slipping gently into the 
smooth and imperturbable flow. I had 
become a part o f a vast machine and it 
pleased me. I used to watch my nurses 
as they systematically went about their 
duties, or I listened to the megaphone 
in the hall as it slowly enunciated the 
names of doctors wanted on call. Life 
outside on the streets seemed gradually 
to fade; soon it no longer existed. The 
whole exciting drama o f life was tak
ing place here, within this well-oiled 
machine. Here was life and death, 
heroism and sacrifice, all present in 
generous portion. I ceased bemoaning 
the Thanksgiving dinner which had 
been denied me, and occupied myself 
with marvelling at the wonderful 
magic o f medicine. My own doctor I 
held in particular reverence, not only 
because he had divested me o f my per
sonal vermiform appendix, but because 
I was acquainted with several people 
whose lives he had at some time saved. 
What an incomparable feeling it must 
be, to look at a healthy human being 
and know that it was you who restored 
him to life! And so I spend my time, 
thinking a great many thoughts; noth
ing very new or startling, but thoughts 
which I had never really bothered with 
before. One night it suddenly dawned 
on me that the world was full of sick 
people. Certainly an elementary con
clusion, yet it came upon me as a reve
lation and I was overwhelmed. Here I 
was on the seventh floor of a large 
Manhattan hospital. Down the corri
dor on both sides o f me were other 
rooms, rooms holding other people, 
people much sicker than I. And this 
was only the left-corridor of the East
wing o f the seventh floor. Thebuilding 
had many floors, many wings, number
less corridors. I gasped. Outside I 
could hear the megaphone paging a 
doctor.

Hospital days are all much alike. 
Mine began at 6:00 A.M. when a pretty 
student nurse came in to give me my 
morning bath. Miss B. simply snapped 
the light on (it was always pitch-black 
outside at this hour) and I automatic
ally woke up. Usually I felt very 
sleepy but she was such a darting (only 
a year older than I) that I didn’t have 
the heart to be cross. A fter she had 
taken care o f me, and magically 
changed my bed-linen without throw
ing me off the bed, she would hurry 
away, but not until we had had a con
fidential riiat. Miss B.’s visit always 
left me in a pleasant humor, and ready 
to begin my day which /fever varied to 
any great degree. A  fact I believe 
that the vary “ seme-ness”  o f hospital 
routine is what makes a sojourn there 
so restful. One eats, one sleeps, one 
receives visitors and has one’s tem
perature taken at frequent intervals.

It’s all delightfully precise, beautifully 
well-organized. Nurses whisk about 
corridors looking pristine and correct 
in their starched uniforms. Their heels 
click with a sharp, competent sound, 
and they go on and off duty with dock- 
like regularity. Doctors appear, smil
ing and benign, relieving passing fears 
with a wave of the hand. They come in 
and supervise as a nurse changes your 
dressing. When the time comes they 
remove your stitches and clamps with 
a swift and dexterous hand. If you 
dare to wince at their manipulations 
they scowl in pained surprise.

One night I lay awake for a long 
time. It was near twelve o’clock but 
my side ached and I couldn’t sleep. 
The man in the room opposite mine had 
been very sick all day. He was suffer
ing from severe kidney trouble as well 
as a bronchial complication and the 
nurse told me he was quite old. Right 
now he was coughing, his loud, deep 
cough, which seemed to 'tear at his 
very insides. It alarmed me and made 
my side hurt more. Down the hall a 
woman began to moan and whimper. 
It was a pitiful sound. I listened as a 
nurse went into her room and the door 
swung closed. I started to moan soft
ly myself. If only I could fall asleep! 
I hated being awake so late. It fright
ened me. The hospital always fright
ened me at night. I wanted to change 
my position but it was too painful and 
I didn’t dare. My watch ticked softly, 
and I felt very sleepy. The man across 
the hall wa s apparently dozing. I 
heard his regular, heavy breathing, 
and then the nurses came out o f Hie 
room (he had special night nurses) and 
stood near my door whispering softly. 
The woman down the hall had stopped 
moaning. Probably they’d given her 
some codine. My side ached less but 
still I couldn’t sleep, and I felt hot and 
feverish. The nurses were still out
side whispering. I could see their 
white feet beneath my door. I wanted 
desperately to sleep. Suddenly the old 
man awoke in a loud fit o f agonized 
choking. The nurses dashed into his 
room, and I heard their low voices 
talking in staccato tempo: His cough
ing continued, deeper, more continu
ally, a rasping, ghastly sound. How 
could he breathe, I wondered? And 
then it stopped, just as suddenly, a 
clean, utter, frightening break, fol
lowed by no gasping, no hard breath
ing; only silence. With a quick, un
canny feeling I clutched my throat. 
“ My God!”  I thought. “ Is he dead?” 
The silence continued, heavy, throb
bing. Even the nurses were stiH. My 
hands were clammy. I knew he was 
dead. It seemed incredible, and I be
gan to cry. I’d never seen this man, 
I didn’t even know his name, but I felt 
that I’d lost a friend. I’d heard bis 
heavy breathing, his backing cough, 
his low snores for ten long days, and 
now he was dead. My tears fell hot 
and fast, and all the while I strained 
my ears to catch one sound from his 
room. If only he’d cough once more 
then I’d know he was all right. Ana 
finally he did cough; the same excru
ciating, familiar sound.—I fell asleep 
exhausted.—

I’m glad I went to the hospital. It 
did me good. They removed my appen
dix and opened my eyes. Pm much the 
better for both.

Bovine: “That new farm hand is 
terribly dumb.”

Equine: “ How’s that?"
Bovine: “ He found some milk 

bottles in the grass and insisted he had 
found a cow's nest.”

Phi Theta Kappa a
Has Secret Induction

Drawn shades, the dim glow of 
burning candles, gowned figures, led to 
the impressiveness o f the ceremony on 
last Tuesday afternoon when the Alpha 
Iota chapter o f Phi Theta Kappa, na
tional honorary society, secretly in
ducted six new members into its fold.

The students initiated into the so
ciety were: Antoinette Gifberti and 
Helen Krause; Judson Blackman, Paul 
Carrigan, Joseph Kelly, and Noel 
Smith.

At a tea following the induction, 
plans were made to send at least one 
delegate from the chapter to the Na
tional Convention in Monroe, Louisi
ana.

NOW!

# MITCHELL’S 
EASTER LOG

Here’s a delicious 
Easter Special, made of 

rich vanilla ice cream, 
with a center o f

FRESH STRAWBERRY 
ICE CREAM

$1.00
Serves 8 People

H o w la n d ’s
Bridgeport, Conn.

Nominated 1939 
Campus Favorite!

SADDLE
OXFORDS

$4.00
These young, light- 

footed, all American 
oxfords win the vote in 
every s c h o o l  from 
coast to coast. We have 
them in all sizes 4 to 9, 
widths AAA to C. 
White elk with tan calf 
saddle. Corrugated red 
rubber sole.
In Oar Budget Dept.

Saddle O xfords 
white elk with 
tan calf saddle

$2.98
. Street Floor

B" •0

"G O  T O  B O O T H  A N D  B A Y L IS S ”
That advice, so frequently given, resulted in an enrollment 

this year o f graduates and former students from many univer
sities, colleges, junior colleges, and normal schools, from other 
business schools and from many high schools.

This fine type o f student body, with which you would be 
proud to be associated, was attracted to the school from various 
parts of the country because of the excellence o f our courses, be
cause o f our personal coaching method of teaching and the place
ment service given to our graduates.
i The cost o f your business training, if you will attend here, 
will be kept .at the lowest possible figure and you will be assured 
o f all possible help at any time in your career when you are in 
need o f a position. You may start any course here, in Day or 
Night School, at any time of the year.

THE BOOTH *  H AYUSS SCHOOL
A  Business Institute Giving Professional Training 

in Accountancy and Business Administration,
Secretarial Practice and O f  ice Machinery.

i 414 State Street, Corner Coortlaad Street, Bridgeport, C on.
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Tffore C oliege C hatter

“ No. Miss Murgatroyd, a neckerchief 
is not the head o f a sorority house,”

—Gargoyle

The train robber was holding up a 
Pullman car. “ Out with yer dough or 
I’ll kill all the men without money, and 
kiss all the women.”

An elderly man said: “ You shall not 
touch these ladies.”

An old maid in an upper berth 
shouted: “ You leave him alone; he’s 
robbing this train.”

A man from New York was looking 
into the depths o f the Grand Canyon: 
“ Do you know,”  said the guide, "it took 
millions of years for this great canyon 
to be carved out?”

The man was tremendously im
pressed. “ You don’t tell me. I didn’t 
know this was a government job.”

—Pup

“ Do you believe in clubs for women?” 
“ Only if kindness fails.”

— Exchange

A bunch o f germs were hitting it up 
In the bronchial saloon;
Two bugs in the edge of the larynx 
Were jazzing a rag-time tune.
Back in the teeth, in a solo game,
Sat dangerous Ack-Kerchoo;
And watching his pulse was his light 

of love—
The lady that’s known as Flu.

—Sundial

Customer in drug store on Sunday 
morning: “ Please give me change for 
a dime.”

Druggist: “ Here you are. I hope 
you enjoy the sermon.”

—Cornell Widow

Halbert: “ She said she’d be faith
ful to the end.”

Jane Crowe: “ Why that sounds 
good.”

Halbert: “ Yes, but I’m the quarter
back.”

—Dodo

Baby Ear of Corn: “ Mamma, where 
did I come from ?”

Mamma Ear of Corn: “ Hush, dear, 
the stalk brought you.”  .

—Froth

Fran: “ Don’t you love me any 
more?”

Bill: “ Sure I do, honey. I’m just 
resting.”

She: “ I drove my ball clear out o f 
sight.”

He: “ Did it go into the woods?” 
She: “ No.”
He: “ Here’s another ball then.”

—Ohioan

Tourist (to Indian in heart of reser
vation): White man glad to see red 
man. White man hope big chief feel 
tip-top this morning.”

Indian (calling): “ Hey Jake, come 
here and listen to this bozo.”

—Tiger

Customer: “The sausages you sent 
to me were meat at one end and bread 
crumbs at the other.”

Butcher: “ Quite so, madam. In 
these hard times, it is very difficult to 
make both ends meat.”

—Maroon Bee.

“ They laughed when I came out on 
the stage in my glove-tight shorts, but 
when I bent over they split.”

—Gargoyle

“ How can I avoid falling hair?” 
“ Jump out o f the way.” .

—Texas Ranger

She: (after accepting his proposal) 
“ Why don’t you say something dear?” 

He: (thoughtfully) “ Young lady, 
too much has been said already.”
O - »M0

a

Consider

THE HOFFMAN 
BURNER

For

Dependable Oil Heat

(Continued from page 2)
bit o f wearing out the green, a-stamp- 
ing about, or, as he put it, “Yes, dance, 
chillun, yes, dance.”

Adjourning to the celestial ballroom, 
I found Ruthie Bacon prancing about 
with the winged Casey while Lai Hyatt 
and Claire Northgraves sat one out. 
Fatigued by the excitement, I looked 
around me to find the milk bar and was 
immediately informed that it had been 
moved from 712 to 323. As I got up to 
leave, Helen Krause danced by as the 
band flared, “ I’ve Got a Feeling They’re 
Foolers.”  Beulah Mellitx was perched 
on the balcony gazing raptly up at a 
“ Biggen”  strong he-angel who hovered 
above. Arriving at the “ milk bar”  I 
was handed an evil-smelling concoction 
by a smiling attendant who in a Balti
more drawl told me that it was called 
a “ Hopkins Hiccup.”

After downing it and coughing up 
several puffs of smoke, my vision 
dimmed, lightning flashed all around 
me, and I awoke to see the smiling 
countenance of Dr. Ropp bending above 
me.

inQ

»  —

1188 Main St„ 
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SPROVIERO AND SPROVIERO
Bridgeport's Busy Chiropractors 

Palmer Graduates
Newfidd Bldg. Phone: 3-2847 Bridgeport, Conn.

CITY SAVINGS BANK
Northeast Com er

Main 6? Bank Sts.

Bridgeport, Conn

Dividends Payable

Semi-Annually

« 1 -IS
APRIL I —  OCTOBER 1

She: Who said you could kiss me? 
He Everybody.

— Exchange

^STOP AT THE NEW
PAUL'S SANDWICH

ANO
ICE CREAM SHOPPE

"Jim " McNamara, Manager
Blue Plate Luncheon
11:00 A.M. to 2:30 P.M.

5 P.M. to 8 P.M.
Sunday Dinner Served From

l P.M. to 8 P.M.
A Dinner That’s Different 
Tasty Sandwiches at A ll Hours 

PRICED REASONABLE
Open Daily From 7 A.M. to 1 A.M.

Serving Only Mitchell Dairy Products 
Located at 1251 Fairfield Avenue 
Two Blocks Above Junior College 

PHONE 5-5990

L A N D Y ' S

Drucs and Luncheonette

Com er Park fi? Fairfield

Is that pooch a bird dog?
Sure. Come here, Oscar, and give 

the lady the bird.
—Gargoyle

What were your father’s last words? 
There were no last words. Mother 

was with him to the end—Gargoyle

Papa loved Mama,
Mama loved men;

Mama’s in the graveyard,
Papa’s in the pen.

—Gargoyle

Fairfield County's 

Largest Bank

Bridgeport-People's SAVINGS BANK

MAIN AND STATE STREETS

le fc in iiu iu iH in m iiM M M iM H H

A Flame You Can Trust

K A Y S

[Main at Golden Hill —  Bridgeport

E m t

A

D i s k

O f

HUBER’S

IUE
CREAM

DAILY

Mechanics 8C Farmers Savings Bank
Cor. Bank and Main Streets

SAVIN G S A C C O U N TS SAFE DEPOSIT BOXES
TRAVELERS CHECKS CH RISTM AS CLUB

SCHOOL ACCO U N TS

Money to Loan on First Mortgages


