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Sport Notes
When Wednesday rolls around it 

will find our illustrious basketball 
team hard at it with the boys from Mil
ford Prep. Those Prep boys you wili 
remember, lost the first game to the 
J.C.C.’s by a score of 28 — 30. The 
Milford team has a pretty good record 
and that last game was no pushover 
for our boys but the team looks pretty 
good and with a little luck the boys 
will leave the court with a victory in 
theii caps. The opening lineup will 
probably consist of Rex and Ham in 
the forward positions, Clancy at center 
and Chomey and Navoni in the guard.

Last week the boys did admirably 
against Laurel College of Meriden by 
pulling out of the overtime period with 
a score of 32 - 29. In that game Ham 
was the high scorer of the evening 
racking all of fourteen points.

The team has five more games on its 
schedule before the season closes. The 
next game will be a return game 
scramble with the New Canaan team 
on Saturday the 24th.

When the season opened we didn't 
notice many of the students at the 
games and as time went on, the audi
ence visibly decreased. The team has 
been going ahead in great form but 
they could probably do a lot mmre with 
a little support from the side lines. 
Let’s all get behind the team for the 
last few games.

FRESHMAN CAPS 
By Martha Louise Godfrey

The use of freshman caps—distin
guishing little hats of the college 
colors—at J.C.C., would serve three 
specific purposes, namely: identifica
tion of freshmen, advertisement of the 
college, and last, but by no means of 
the least importance, added financial 
revenue for the sopohomore class.

The purpose of identification could be 
accomplished by placing the student’s 
name or nickname on a piece of white 
tape directly below the initials J.C.C. 
This device would also prevent loss by 
theft. A broader view of the word 
identification would be the aid afforded 
freshmen in recognizing their fellow 
students. This informal introduction 
would prove to be a very helpful device 
for lonesome, homesick boys and girls, 
for it is often a consolation to find a 
fellow student who is also away from 
home for the first time.

Bridgeport citizens could be made 
“ Junior College Conscious and Curious’’ 
by seeing at local meetings and on city 
streets, little purple and white caps, 
worn by alert young men and women 
students at J.C.C. The caps might 
lend unity to the school and especially 
to the freshman class, or even lead to 
more class and school spirit.

The sophomores could add to their 
treasury by realizing a slight profit on 
the sale of these caps, thus making 
passible more social events, and in this 
way causing the college to be more 
social minded.

Briefly, the benefits to the college, 
derived from the adoption of freshman 
caps should be: increased school spirit, 
increased class spirit, more publicity, 
higher student moral, and an enlarged 
conception of college life.

Hello Nr. Chips!
When the doctor, puzzled by his 

patient’s illness, gave up in despair and 
said, “ Your sickness needs more re
search before I can cure your pains,” 
he did not realize that his patient was 
also beginning to speculate about his 
illness. So, it is with the college 
student cannot wait for the experi
mental result in tomorrow’s laboratory. 
He must dig up basic facts to ultimate 
causes in today’s materials with the 
facilities that he has close at hand. 
Theories put into practice, physio
logical tests and extensive studies will 
not influence today’s college student 
while he is still pursuing his course of 
studies. The questions and problems 
that confront modern education today 
are the student’s questions and prob
lems. Why has education lost its high 
standard as a culture when there is a 
greater demand for knowledge today 
than ever before in the history of 
American youth? Whether education 
should become a free-for-all incident 
in young people’s lives, is another 
point; but today there is less respect 
for the classics, professors are viewed 
as working men of text books and the 
degree has lost its dignity. What has 
pulled the sovereign of higher educa
tion from its plain of prestige? Why 
is there today among students a great
er hunger for credits and points gained, 
than for knowledge stored?

In viewing the question, let us first 
examine the one person who was at one 
time an achievement in the young col
lege student’s respect—the professor. 
Many o f the “ Mr. Chips” type are 
dead, and those still living must be 
silent with their humility in order to 
teach in an American College. Yester
day’s professor was a man beaten into 
the thoroughness of his particular sub
ject. He made what he had trained 
for, his own possession by tempering it 
with his independent wisdom. The 
modern college professor has not wis
dom, for he is not regarded by his 
students as a master of what he is 
teaching. The written information in 
the text book is the wisdom of tfae sub
ject taught today. And a very dull 
wisdom it is! The relationship be
tween student and professor in the past 
was closer. The student regarded his 
professor not as a mark-giver, but as 
a sincere master of a great inspiration
al source. The student was inspired. 
The student was eager. The student 
was hungry. The professor was re
spected with a strong dignity. The old 
master o f yesterday regarded each 
student with a sympathetic kinsman- 
ship. The student was his own son. 
He must give his son what he had 
formulated through his own study. He 
did not have to cover so many lessons 
in a certain period of time. He did not 
have to grind out established theories, 
another’s aged opinions and the text
book’s print! What he said was his 
own personal property. His theories 
were his own, derived from a careful 
exploration into other ages, other

men’s teachings and textbooks. What 
he had learned from other men and 
what he had read from other textbooks 
were in his background as a foundation 
to the rise of his own independent 
formuli. This independent source of 
knowledge made him a master in his 
field and gave a great dignity and love 
to him and what he taught. There was 
no need to doubt that the student did 
absorb. There was no need to doubt 
that the student was more eager for 
his master’s wisdom. There was no 
doubt of the student’s love, admiration 
and respect for his master and his sub
ject taught. There was too great a 
force established in the personality and 
life of the course by the independent 
formulation o f the professor’s crea
tiveness for doubts. Marks were not 
a determining measuring stick, but 
followed a stupid convention for con
vention’s sake. Here the master held 
his gain. Here the modern professor 
suffers.

When there is a great emphasis on 
marks, we get parrot brains. When 
the student is marked every time he is 
given a question to answer, we get a 
product of forced reason and flashes of 
the printed page. Have the professor 
ask a question (waiting ready with bis 
book and pencil) the student gives an 
answer. It is the wrong answer. The 
student feels sure that he is right at 
the time of answering. “ No,”  says 
the professor, “ You are wrong. You 
get zero. The answer is so and so.” 
Here is the destruction to a student’s 
ability to think for himself. The 
student has not deducted for himself, 
why his answer is wrong and the other 
is right. The other-information does 
not stay with him for he has done 
nothing with his own faculties to 
deduce the determination of the cor
rect answer: He has not determined 
why he thought his answer was right 
and why it cannot be right.

Marks are a menace to learning. 
The less emphasis that is put on them 
and the more stress that is put on hav
ing the question or problem relate to 
its importance in the student’s de
termining deduction, will bring edu
cation out o f textbook print and into 
an era of independent wisdom. To 
make the student his own teacher in 
deciphering his own complications in 
thought, will bring a greater love and 
respect to the professor and his teach
ings. The professor will become a 
master of his words, words of his own 
thought and reason. He wiH then do 
away with the bothersome question, 
“ What is the matter with my 
students?”

Phonographs must have new needles 
and records must have new tunes. 
Those records must be broken, needles 
changed and phonographs newly de
signed, but it is the broken record that 
was once played with the once-new 
needle that becomes the well loved and 
great respected clasic.

Reviewing Stand
SCOOP OF THE MONTH:—Miss 

Morrissey, our librarian, is still our li
brarian, but is no longer Miss Mor
rissey ! She celebrated Lincoln’s birth
day by getting married. The lucky 
man is Mr. Edward F. Marshall of 
Orange, N. J. On behalf o f the college 
the Scribe tenders to the bride all the 
happiness in the world, and to the 
groom, a look of green envy.

The idea o f having Conference 
Croups was met with different atti
tudes on the part of the student body, 
but whether we like.it or not, they now 
established. These conferences are 
part o f the plan to more closely knit the 
college personnel and students and in 
addition are expected to supplement 
the class room in preparing the student 
for life. At the first meeting President 
Cortright discussed the establishment 
of the college and the trials of the first 
few years, and at the second the Social 
Room Committee held their regular 
meeting on the stage in order to ac
quaint the rest o f the college with their 
problems. It is hoped that eventually 
these Conference Groups will develop 
into a sort of chatauqua and prove both 
helpful and interesting. However they 
can degenerate into boring lecture 
periods. It’s up to us.

Last year’f  ill-fated Men’s Club has 
been resurrected by the Sophomores 
and renamed the Stag Club. The re
organization followed a Soph, dinner 
held February 1. By carrying over the 
most desireable features of last year’s 
organization, and attempting to avoid 
last year’s mistakes, they have hopes 
of developing into a vital and import
ant part of the college community. At 
the first meeting held February 8, 
officers were elected and Freshman 
pledges inducted. The officers for the 
year are: president, Andrew Burger; 
secretary, Arthur Dugas; treasurer, 
Sydney Neal; sergeant-at-arms, Joseph 
Rex. At a meeting held last night the 
pledges were initiated.

(Continued on page 6)

RULES FOR PLAY CONTEST
1. Only one act plays may be sub

mitted.
2. It is possible to indicate a short 

passage o f time by lowering the 
curtain, but only one stage set 
may be used.

3. The play must be signed with an 
alias and accompanied by an 
envelope bearing the alias on the 
outside and with the author’s 
real name enclosed.

4. Plays may only be submitted 
by students enrolled in the day , 
classes at the Junior College of 
Connecticut.
Any number o f plays may be 
submitted.

6. The plays may be o f any type.
6. The decisions o f the judges will 

be final. This contest, closes 
Saturday March 23,1940.
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THE NEW SCRIBE

This is the new Scribe-

In presenting this issue, we desire to make a most vigorous | 
appeal for the cooperation of the student body. You, the readers, 
are our critics and it is our duty to mold the Scribe according to 
your wishes. So it is, we ask you to help us, in every constructive 
way possible, to make the Scribe a better and more interesting 
publication.

The Scribe has been appraised, through various channels, of 
a rather unpleasant criticism, at large among the student body, to 
the effect that the past issues of the Scribe have been somewhat 
lacking in interesting subject matter, especially, so in clever short 
stories and features. The Scribe is frank to admit the justice o f ! 
this criticism. Every college publication welcomes contributions 
from the,student body, and the Scribe is no different in this respect. 
In this issue we are inaugurating an entirely new make-up and 
policy in which the desired reading matter will be contained. If, 
therefore^ in future issues, there is not enough lively material, not 
enough in the way of good creative writing printed, it will be be
cause there was not enough submitted. We will print the best we 
receive. Further than that we are helpless. Students o f Junior 
College! The matter is entirely in your hands. The Scribe wel
comes from the student body any and all constructive criticism and 
suggestions.

SCHOOL SPIRIT

Greetings geht, let’s syncopate!, 
And what’s new on wax these days? j 
Why look-a-here, it’s THE MAN WHO 
COMES AROUND, and he’s really get
ting around these days on that varsity 
disc of Will Osborn’s. Also turning 
continuously on the local machines are 
those two operatic bed-time stories en- : 
titled “ SHE HAD TO GO AND LOSE 
IT AT THE ASTOR” and that nifty, j 
nicety “ SHE REALLY MEANT TO 
KEEP IT” . These numbers can only 
he heard by patrons of the more exclu
sive joints as the radio stations have 
chosen to ignore them.

Perhaps you gentle readers would 
like to know the policy of this column. 
Well, to confess the truth (we always 
print the truth) it has no policy, so 
there. And if you think you can do it 
better, then by all means do so. We’ll 
even say that you’re the one that did it. 
But if you must know, the only star 
that guides us is the G cleft.

Thus with our eye (the good one) 
fastened upon this twisted symbol we 
shall proceed. And the first thought 
that greets us is on the new Raymond 
Scott orch. It’s the same band you 

| hear on the “ Concert in Rhythm” , 
Scott’s CBS program. And incidently 
we shall jeopardize the reputation of 
this column right at the Start by stat- 
ng that this new combination o£ 
Scott’s is going to be tops among the 
new orchs. Don’t forget-—we told you 
so.

The band has the regular instrumen
tation o f five brasses, four saxes and 
four rhythm parts, but Scott has built 
something novel and entirely unique 
around that basic framework. Always 
stressing the importance of danceable 
rhythm, his arrangements have set the

band apart from others in the same 
field.

The personnel includes pianist Wal
ter Gross; sax-men Dave Harris, Artie 
Drellinger and Reggie Merrill; clari
netist Pete Pumiglio; and trumpeter 
Cris Griffen. The band made a long 

i awaited debut on Columbia Records on 
j Feb. 14, with a national release of his 
I first two discs.

The platters which came out day be- 
j fore yesterday are “ Just a Gigolo“  and 
“ Huckleberry Duck”  on one disc, and 
“ The Peanut Vendor” and “ Business 
Men’s Bounce”  completing the second 

1 couplet. “ Huckleberry Duck”  and 
“ Business Men’s Bounce”  are Scott 
originals. The other two are standard 

1 jazz stuff.
Any jazz record collectors around? 

{Let's have some dope on your ancient 
j wax.
, Turning from jive to classics, we 
have a few notes for those lovers of 
more serious music.

For those who did not attend Pro
fessor Zampiere’s illuminating lecture, 
Feb. 14, there was the symphony con- 

I cert, with Milton Kaye, the well-known 
{pianist. The orchestral music was ex
ceptionally light—the delightful Ber
lioz selections from “ The Damnation of 

! Faust,” and some of the pleasing Saint- 
| Saen music.

Remember! March 28 brings Lily 
| Pons to the hallowed halls (or stage) 
of Central High. An unusual oppor
tunity—for even her New York con
certs are seldom!

Some of the girls in the front rows 
| at handsome Lansing Hatfield’s con
ceit haven’t yet recovered from the 

|“oomphish”  spell he casts. He’s the 
{baritone who’s subbed for Donald Dick- 
| son on the Charlie McCarthy programs.

Thumb-nail Sketches

(The editorial printed below comes from the files of the Scribe 
for the year 1935, Its message is as important now as it was then. 
We are still faced with the same problem and we print it now for 
what it is worth. ED. NOTE)

The students of Junior College have very little school spirit! 
This is a serious charge for me to make, but it seems justifiable in 
view of the fact that practically all Junior College projects in the 
past have had little support from the student body as a whole. 
Even our social events are miserably attended!

In a small school where the students know each other rather 
intimately, one would naturally expect to find strong school spirit 
and good fellowship. But that is not the case in our college— we 
get along well together as individuals, but when it comes to banding 
ourselves together to work for the good of the school, we are simply 
not there!

I realize that we have no magnificent edifices, no campus or 
dormitories. This is unfortunate. But million dollar gymnasiums 
or libraries do not in themselves make school spirit; good-fellowship 
and spirit often thrive in the most humble surroundings. Let us, 
then, not blame the absence of imposing buildings for our anemic 
spirit.

Instead of making excuses let us get together and display 
some real school spirit. Let us forget our handicaps and make the 
most o f our advantages. The least we can do is to make a success 
of our social activities. It does not speak well for us when outsiders 
find our social affairs so miserably attended.

JOSEPH BOLIL
Joseph Bolil was born in the neigh

boring town of Fairfield, on March 
ninth, 1920. Joe, by the way, in case 
you don’t know him, is the tall gentle
man (for lack of a better word) with 
blond hair and blue eyes, who sells the 
chocolate milk and candy every day in 
the Social Room. But returning to the 
facts, we find that he gained his ele-! 
mentary education in Fairfield and in 
due time graduated from Roger Lud- 
lowe High School. At the same time 
he attended high school, he also went 
to Bridgeport Trade School, where he 
took a cooperative course in mechani
cal engineering. For the past year and 
one half, Joe has furthered his learn
ing at Junior College and this fact 
just about brings us up to date in the 
life of Joseph Bolil. When questioned 
about future schools, Joe shrugged his 
shoulders and mentioned Purdue and 
Michigan as possibilities with nothing 
yet decided.

As to likes and dislikes, Joe listed 
Madeleine Carroll, steaks .and sports as 
the things he liked, while his dislikes 
included “ pork pie”  hats and kibitzing, 
unless he is the kibitzer. He is treas
urer of the class and a member o f sev
eral organizations. His favorite color is 
blue and his thinking follows conserva
tive lines. He is shy, retiring and 
afraid of the girls and has yet to suc
cumb to the wiles of a female. Joe is, 
in short, a scholar, a friend and a good 
sport—a friend, to all, an enemy to no 
one.

JEANNE QUINN
The Irish must be angels if Jeanne 

Quinn’s a product! Blonde-haired, blue
eyed, and softly spoken, she is a sopho
more enrolled in the secretarial course, 
and planning to continue her studies 
“ some place”  next year.

She’s a native of Bridgeport—-Con
necticut of course—and held the posi
tion of secretary of the French Club, 
and membership in the Ushers’ Guild 
(an honor awarded to “A”  and “B”  
students only) at Central High School.

Her single year’s presence at J.C.C. 
has certainly sent the “ guys and gals” 
clamoring for her attention. Her 
popularity is only too well proven in 
her triumphant ascent from Student 
Council Representative as a freshman, 
to Vice-President of her class this year.

One thing that makes her “ Quinnie”  
is that she just dotes on her daily 
luncheon diet of tuna fish salad, and 
she loathes peach pie. A “ blue”  room 
with a book by Dickens, bound in blue; 
a box of peppermints, but the box 
doesn’t have to be blue, just “ bring on”  
the candy; and donned in a blue dress, 
with a blue ribbon in her hair; and blue 
angora socks bedecking her tiny feet 
(no cracks) is just her “speed” .

Of course an orchid for the prom, 
and Bette Davis in the movies might 
“drag”  her away. However, though 
she claims that she is definitely not a 
politician, the evening finds her doing 
“ son devoir”  to the rhythym o f Ray
mond Gram Swing.
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Paging Mrs. Post
I have always felt quitesmug and 

self-satisfied because I have mastered 
most o f the rudiments of etiquette. I 
never forget to maintain the curb 
position when walking with a lady, eat 
with a minimum of noise and splashing, 
and know enough not to drink out of 
the finger-bowl (although it must be 
admitted I haven’t yet had occasion to 
utilize this knowledge). I don’t eat 
peanuts in church or leave on my hat 
when it should be removed, and, in 
short, obey most of the rules in the 
book. It’s when the book leaves off and 
puts me on my own that I run into 
trouble. It’s when individual situa
tions arise and I have to think of some
thing to do or say, that I’m caught with 
my pants down. These situations are 
trivial in themselves and if I knew 
what to do or say I’d forget them im
mediately. It’s my utter inability to 
cope with them that makes me fear 
them and fills me with the terror that 
the next person I meet will say or do 
something that will leave me strugg
ling in a sea of indecision.

For example the other day some one 
came up to me and said rather bluntly, 
‘‘The Callahans had a baby last night.” 
That left me right up the creek. There 
were several attitudes I could take, 
none of which were any good. I could 
be: (a) disinterested, (b) incredulous, 
(c) surprised, (d) enthusiastic. Let us 
examine these attitudes and see what 
is wrong with them.

(a) I can’t be disinterested. I can’t 
just mutter “ Huh”  and start talking 
about the stock market. Obviously the 
Callahans are friends of mine and one 
can’t ignore friends for very long be
fore they cease to be friends. Anyway 
this is an extreme and it’s very bad to 
go to extremes in a matter of this sort.

(b) There’s no good excuse for my 
being incredulous. After all people 
have had babies for centuries and will 
continue to have them for centuries 
more; call it one of the Facts of Life 
if you want. Just because the Calla
hans had a baby doesn’t give them any 
special distinction or set them above 
anyone else as if they had swam the 
English Channel or won the “ Pot of 
Gold” .

(c) Unless I hadn’t seen the Calla
hans or a newspaper for months, or un
less I was suffering from acute myopia, 
I couldn’t be surprised. If I was too 
dumb to reason things out for myself, 
some gossip columnist would certainly 
have done it for me.

(d) Why the hell should I be enthu
siastic? It’s not my baby (I swear it) 
and will probably cost me a present in 
return for which I will receive a cam
paign cigar. There’s no inducement 
there.

In case you are interested I just said, 
“ Well, well, imagine that” , mumbling 
it into my muffler and then came up 
fast with a remark about the weather.

Another thing that can make me 
feel like an eight cylinder valve-in-head 
dope is trying to take leave of my host. 
The approved way I understand is just 
to rise and be off, not heeding the en
treaties of the host because he doesn’t 
mean them. I always get off to a good 
start. I stand, but I might just as well 
be standing in slowly hardening 
cement; unless I make an immediate 
break for it I'll be rooted there until

(continued on page 6)

Onr Commuters Col. M M I  Says:
“Train leaving in five minutes for 

Newtown, New Canaan, Norwalk, 
Devon, Milford, Stamford, Waterbury, 
a-a-and Hartford! All aboard!”

“ Say Ed, I ain’t seen that J.C.C. 
gang yet. Wonder what’s holdin’ ’em 
up. They’re usually the first ones 
aboard. Sometimes I wonder where 
those kids get the energy to chase 
down and back to College every day.

“ Now take that Farber fellow, for 
instance,—coming all the way from 
Hartford. And with all that commut
ing and the school work, I hear he’s 
still got time to be a lone crusader!”  

“ What do you mean by ‘lone cru
sader’ Jim?”

“ Well, from what they tell me, he’s 
fighting against the make-up on the 
‘Scribe’. He claims there’s not enough 
about student activities, and too much 
about students.”

“ Say, Jim, that looks like one of the 
J.C.C. gang coming now. Do you know 
him?”

“ Oh, sure, Ed. That’s Paul Salva
tore. I think he’s studying to be an 
embalmer. He lives in Waterbury. 
His father owns a cottage in Milford 
and Paul’s just achin’ to throw a party 
out there, so I understand. How about 
it, Paul? Is it true you’re thinking 
about a party? i f  you are you won’t 
have to ask twice to get a crowd to
gether.”

“ Ah, this looks more like it. Here 
come the two Milford boys. That one 
on the left is Doland Gorham. His 
father’s the principle of Milford High 
School. If the ability for learning runs 
in the family, Gorham’s got nothing to 
worry about. Besides, he’s got to be 
good to get time for his basketball. 
And he’s good too.”  Gunner”  Gorham, 
they call him! Too bad J.C.C.’s going 
to lose him next year. You see, he’s 
going back to Conn. State. He’s al
ready had a year there. You ought to 
talk to him sometime. Every so often 
he says, “ I never saw the likes of ya’. 
Say Ed, do you know anything about 
that other Milford fella?”

“ That’s Barry Novenstein, Jim. 
He’s a farmer if there ever was one. 
One of the boys told me he lives on a 
farm and gets up to milk the cows 
every morning at 4 o’clock, does a few 
other chores, then gets ready for the 
train. They say he’s the guy that 
wakes the roosters. I can’t say but 
what there’s some truth in it.”

“ Ha. There’s Dave Galligan from 
Norwalk. You know, I heard the name 
but I couldn’t place him so I asked one 
of the girls who he is. She said, ‘Well, 
he’s tall and cute and he has the most 
gorgeous beige, sport jacket! All the 
girls are crazy about it!’  (What do 
you say Dave, is it for sale?)”

“ See that slim, good looking boy 
coming toward us? That’s Bruce 
Cady. He’s from Norwalk too. I 
haven’t gotten ’round to talking to him 
yet, but from what somebody told me, 
he’s pretty satisfied with J.C.C. There’s 
some girl at the school that’s had him 
interested, or maybe she still has, I 
don’t know.

“There’s another boy from Norwalk 
—name’s Charles Ritch. Nice kid. I 
don’t see him yet.”

“Who’s that blonde girl coming with 
that load of books?”

“ Oh, that’s Lillian Hyatt. She doesn’t 
take the train often. Her people call

(continued on page 6)

If I recall correctly, I finished my 
last column with the statement that I 
was on my way to the Men’s Club Ban
quet. A few brief remarks about this 
affair would not be out of place here I 
think. It was really a great party— 
we were all bailed out before noon next 
day. I was guest of honor and of 
course sat under the speaker’s table. 
The chief address of the evening was 
given by one of your most enthusiastic 
and exuberant students—I think his 
name was Dustay or Dusky—in his 
usual unintelligible manner. At first 
I thought he was a tobacco auctioneer 
but that theory was exploded when I 
realized that even a tobacco auctioneer 
makes sense. An interpreter told me 
that his subject was “The Wolf on the 
Campus”  or “ The Handy Way to Un
popularity” . The speech was termi
nated abruptly when someone scored a 
direct hit with a meatball and caused 
the speaker to fall with a wet plop into 
a platter of spaghetti. The platter and 
the speaker were carried to the kitchen 
where two squads of Boy Scouts, work
ing in shifts, finally extricated him.

The next morning, after my usual 
breakfast of a quick bromo and a 
couple of aspirin, I continued my tour 
of your school. I was extremely 
anxious to see the new “ Necking Nook” 
under the library stairs of which I had 
heard so much. I approached with all 
caution but it was deserted when I got 
there. The inhabitants of the place 
are very shy of strangers and so timid 
that when they hear footsteps ap
proaching they immediately fly. I 
think as a safety precaution it should 
be lined with asbestos to check any 
fires which might start from spon
taneous combustion.

I visited the Men’s Locker Room and 
kibitzed at the perpetual card game 
which is now going into its third 
straight month without a stop. The 
shifts change smoothly enough now al
though I understand disaster was just 
avoided when a switch to pinochle from 
Polak rummy was made suddenly.

Another time the table collapsed in

the middle of a hand. It was saved by 
the concerted action of all the players 
but after the confusion and tumult had 
subsided six cents was found to be 
missing from tbe kitty. Despite the 
serious loss, the boys went on to play 
out the hand and set new records.

I was also present during the four 
o’clock gas attack from the chem lab. 
At first I thought the government was 
maintaining a testing laboratory here 
but I have now reached the conclusion 
that it is just the perverted sense of 
humor of the engineers. The chemistry 
laboratory is full of little bottles of 
stuff, and yet no matter how these sup
posedly intelligent engineers mix them 
they get the same smell. Their favor
ite formula ^discovered from spies is:

2(S,OL) 4  2(PDQ) +  juice of 1 
Lemon and dash of bittera=(BOOM) 
+  STi,NK f

I made a very pleasant discovery one 
evening as I sat musing and working a 
crossword puzzle in a quiet retreat fre
quented by the school’s literati and 
known to its intimates as Jake’s place. 
I saw a piece of paper which had been 
crumpled and stuffed into a beer stein. 
I fished it out and found a delicate bit 
of blank verse.' There were stains on 
the manuscript which were undoubted
ly caused by tears or foam. It was 
written o f course in Latin, but I have 
translated it and print it below in its 
entirety.
1. Dean Scurr is my English prof; I 

shall not cut.
2. She maketh me to write term 

themes; she guideth me through 
poesy and prose.

3. Yea, though I walk through the 
vallev of the shadow o f a “ C” . 

I do not study: but thou do prod me; 
thy heroic couplet and thy rhime 
royale they plague me.

4. Thou crammest Chaucer down mine 
gullet; Thou tryeth like hell to 
giveth me Milton straight.

5. Surely Shakespeare and Dry den 
will haunt me to the end o f my 
daze; and I shall remain in my 
daze forever.

Gas House
Th KKK is riding again. Kearney, Kody, and Koleman are feuding with

the Madden Mob. And we understand that to the victor goes the spoils----- --
Little Boy Webb. So what!

DAILY DOUBLE 
Dave Galligan —  Rita Cody 
Babs Rodrigues — Johnny Pfingsten 
Joe Kdljr —  Irma Parker
Paul Smith —  Fremont House, (in alphabetical order)
Bob Panish —  Happy
Virginia DePledge............................................ (sign here)

We never thought that Joan McGovern would need three brooms to get 
a' man.

Wee Willie Corrigan is weeping again. Oh why, oh why is Wee WilHe 
weeping again? Just ask John, the jumping jive gent.

Burger, a question please. What is the point in hanging around Lasher’s 
joint ?

They come back hungry from Lehigh. Ask McArthur (or Blank).
The Monte Carlo Night, sponsored by the PTK o f JCC, will provide a 

splendid opportunity to allow your gambling instincts to freely function in an 
intellectual atmosphere.

30 Beautiful Babes 30.
We get it by the grape-vine that the Social Room Committee is going to 

replace the “ No Smoking”  signs with ones reading “Watch Your Own Woman” . 
What commissioner do we see to get those taken down?

Hey, Shea and May, what say?
We hear that Jack Jensen has a heart-throb in Philly, too. Do yotf wonder 

who the others are?
At press time Champ was monopolizing mil o f Qnianie’s time. Well, who’s 

next?
Any characters and incidents herein exposed could be fictitious, m l  have 

no relation to anything living or dead, but don’t count on it.
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('racked Rook and Mortar
A Story by Carl Bixby, Jr.

Jeb Sefert laboriously climbed the last flight of stairs to his 
room in the tenement. He wanted to hurry. He wanted to get 
there to his wife immediately, and yet so slowly did he make his 
way up those rubbish-littered stairs that he appeared to be walking 
in a dream. Unconsciously he turned on the last step and stumbled 
in the darkness, towards his door. Slowly and quietly he pushed it 
open and stepped inside. Through dirty curtainless windows the 
flashing light of a neon sign caused an intermittent glow of orange 
to illuminate the room. Finally, unable---------------------------------------------------------
to postpone it any longer he looked 
across the room at the soiled couch 
upon which she lay slowly dying.

Prose Poem
And with that look he cursed the 

world that had never given him a thing, 
and was now taking away all he had. 
Half crazy from lack of food he knew 
that if she died he also would die. But 
before he could give himself up to the 
mercy of God he swore that the world 
would pay for this unanswered crime. 
The man who caused this thing to 
happen would be punished even as a 
murderer would die for his crime.

But upon that couch the dying! 
woman knew her husband’s thoughts, | 
and with a slight movement of her! 
thin hand reached toward him, and 
tailed him, “Jeb” .

“ Yes, Sally, it’s me.”  He spoke 
wearily as if he had been saying those 
words for ages. “ I got Mrs. Tilling- 
ham to send up a little soup. They’ve 
finished their meal and so—”

“ No Jeb,”  she interrupted him, and 
then struggling to speak whispered 
painfully, “ Please come here.”

His hardness left him, and in an in
stant he was on his knees beside the | 
couch. His big red hands completely 
enclosing her thin tightly drawn ones. | 
“ Sally, don’t you feel any better?”  hei 
inquired, looking more closely at her 
colorless, almost peacefully calm face.

“ Yes.”
“ Please tell me if you do hurt be

cause of God, I’ll kill them, I’ll break 
their damn stinking money-mad necks, 
I’ll —”

“ Jeb!”
“ I will, I can’t stand this, seeing 

you —”
“Jeb” .
“ Oh, what am I to do? What can I 

do?”
“ Please Jeb, I’m alrigtht. “ She tried 

to squeeze his hand , and then con
tinued, so low he could hardly hear: 
“ You mustn’t talk like that, God has 
been good to us—he gave you to me, 
and that was something I wanted 
more than anything else in the world. 
You mustn’t talk - - talk about killing 
people. He said we shall not kill. The 
bad will be punished. Not always 
here, but in ------- ”  She stopped.

Jeb looked into her face, and knew 
she had gone from him. She was try
ing to save him, with her last breath 
she had tried, and now she was gone 
without succeeding.

Sally was buried beneath a sad
dened sky. The cold drizzle adding an 
increased note of sadness to the tears 
of her neighbors, and the silent ones 
of Jeb.

As they were turning to leave, Mr. 
Tillingham took hold of Jeb’s arm and 
stopped him. “Jeb, the Mrs. and I 
thought maybe you’d like to stay with 
us tonight. You see our boy is away 
now and it is lonely, and seeing as you 
will - - -  ”

“ No thanks, Mr. Tillingham, 1 —  I 
have some business to attend to, and I

By Jean Marsh 
“ RELEASE”

The moon was slowly rising in the 
sky and it sent a silvery shaft of soft, 
pale iight across the gray and quiet 
waters of the sea. The easy, rhythmic 
rise and fall of the waves gave the im
pression that they were whiling away 
their time, just waiting for something 
to happen. The vast expanse of water 
made one feel the greatness of the uni
verse, and how trivial and insignificant 
we humans are.

The sand was of the pebbly kind— 
the smooth kind that glistens cooly in 
the moonbeams. And here and there 
were sharper, larger rocks which gave 
the shoreline strength and beauty.

And on the rocky, pebbly beach, the 
man kept walking, that restless pacing 
back and forth. That dejected, droop
ing head. Those wearied, weighted 
shoulders. What are you thinking? 
What disturbing thoughts flow through 
that head of yours ? Is it perhaps the 
futility of life? Or some trivial prob
lem looming large? And yet, there 
seems to be a conflict going on inside 
of you, which needs to be released.

Then the moon retired behind the 
clouds, and more clouds gathered to
gether. They were black, dismal, 
threatening clouds which filled the sky. 
And now the moon shone no more. The 
wind began to blow, how rough became 
the sea while making white caps on 
each rising wave. The rain began to 
strike and thunder shook the earth, 
and lightning flashed and illumined all 
the world.

And on the rocky, pebbly beach the 
man kept walking, that restless walk 
no longer so. He was working for an 
end. Perhaps your soul is filled with 
emotions which have no outlet? And 
your need of quick relief was soon seen. 
Then Nature's rapid turmoil had swept 
out man’s troubles from his heart.

The waves had stopped their noisy 
thrashing, the sky was peaceful and 
serene once more. One stray, small 
moonbeam peeked from ’neath a cloud. 
The calm had corner And on the rocky, 
pebbly beach no man kept walking, 
pacing restlessly.
think--------”

“ Business ? Well; I’m certainly glad 
to hear that. These are mighty hard 
times to be getting a job.”

“Yes,”  Jeb admitted, and turned 
away. “And thanks for all you’ve done. 
I’m very grateful to you, very grateful. 
Good bye” . And with a last backward 
glance at the small group of neighbors 
and the mound of fresh, moist earth, 
he started walking. Walking in the 
one last direction of his life. The only 
direction his tortured mind could give, 

(continued on page 5)

My Scribble Book
PREAMBLE

Purpose: to centralize my scribbling 
for future amusement and to have 
some place where I may retreat in 
times of distress, as during a boring 
lecture. My scribble book is an old 
garret where I may have a vase of 
flowers and sing Avc Maria or spit on 
the floor; a sanctuary in which I may 
be as pure or foul as my mood de
mands. This is my scribble book. My 
scribble 'book is frankly me, unforced, 
unpolished reverie. If you laugh at it 
you laugh at me; if you hate it or weep 
because o f it you hate me and weep be
cause of me, not the me of today or to
morrow but a boy who yesterday or 
just five minutes past scribbled some 
part of him he thought might last. You 
never can know me from my scribble 
book you see, for I’m always one step 
ahead of it and it one step behind me, 
and its freshest page has died in me. 
And so until I die, then its freshest 
page is I.

* * * * *

Are you a classroom doodler? Do 
you draw pictures on the margins 
of your notebooks ? If you are or if 
you do, you will surely be interested 
in what one enterprising student did 
along this line. Instead o f stifling 
his talent or hiding his light under 
a bushel, this genius in our midst 
has gone so far as to purchase and 
set aside a whole notebook for 
doodling, or scribbling as he calls it. 
Below under the heading of “ My 
Scribble Book” we present some 
excerpts from the notebook to
gether with the explanatory pre
face to volume one.

* * * * *
Mountains charm me.
Winds dare me.
Rains chill me. .
Fogs love me.
But the wrinkle of your nose 

rules me. (worse luck) 
* * * * *

Some day I intend to study, but in 
the meantime I shall enjoy myself. 
However, one must beware of making 
a business o f enjoying life, for the best 
way to insure being miserable is to 
work at having a happy time.

* * * * *
INDEX OF EYES

Blue eyes true, but often cold.
Brown eyes warm, emotional, sad, 

moody, understanding. 
Grey eyes hard, dependable, not un

derstanding, demand re
spect more than love. 

Black eyes torrid, emotional. Beware 
of dark eyes and hair 
often fierce.

Green eyes my cat (pussy). He is 
sweet, but give me blue 
eyes.

One green, one black horrible, beware 
• o f  glass—breakable. 

BEWARE OF CROSS EYES 
* * * * *

He was hungry and we gave him 
economics—he starved.

* * * * *
To any one who may be so unfor

tunate as to wander out onto these 
bogs of grey matter (my scribble book) 
don’t try to understand my scribbling. 
Much of it is timely and I have no idea 
what it means myself, and if I have 
forgotten don’t let it trouble you.

A COMMERCIAL FOR FLIT
Oh foul trespasser of garbage cans 
How dare you walk with muffled tread 
From curb to curb, your filthy hands, 
Upon that lovely head.

Off! but now back again to rub your 
hands and slide around 

Oh, minute animated filth, she loves 
you not.

Be off to some less sacred ground 
Where flies were first begot.

But ah, what can I say 
As to the rights on her.
Who fills my heart with sad dismay 
And treats me like a cur.

So prance around vile fly,
Run up and down her neck,
And I, in jealous agony, must just 

stand by.
Would I were just infectious as a fly. 

* * * * * *
We forget as we look to far off hori

zons and distant lands, that they, no 
more than we, are the dirt beneath our 
feet and construed in clouds and 
merged in the heavens.

* * * * *
The snowflakes fall and gently hold the 

earth,
Each one a note, an angel’s call 
For us to muse a while and puzzle what 

they say.
Snow is propaganda leaflets from 

Heaven.
Let’s spend time to read them. 

* * * * *
Jan. 5—I hereby resolve to be a 

social reformer.
* * * * *

The wind took an icy grip on the 
little old house, her frozen knotty 
fingers hanging from the eaves soon to 
close the cover on a story of a life that 
lived, loved, laughed and died cou
rageously leaving us to build a new 
house and write (live) a fitting sequel. 

* * * * *
Whitman is dead, Sandburg is old, 
Emerson, Longfellow, Poe are cold. 
Who then will sing of airplanes, trac

tors and trains.
Who will tell the dreamers to come of 

rockets and Mars?
Of subways and cars ?
Skyscrapers, submarines, mines, x-ray, 

serum,
You! Boy in the street,
Dirty face, grimy feet,
You must tell the dreamers to come 

to us.
* * * * *

Jan. 9—-SWORN STATEMENT:— 
I hate term papers.
My father hated term papers.
And my grandfather hated term papers 
I therefore come from a long line of 

term paper haters.
* * * * *

Why are we here?
Why do we care?
Soon we’ll be dead,
Back to thin air.
We all must die.
Our hard earned brain 
Food for the worm of the subterrain. 

* * • • •
H-A-U-M-P from the chineese as in 

ha ho meaning so what, as used by 
Confuse-ue; and from the Arabian ump 
meaning—disregard or disbelief. 

* * * * *
Every clean page is a potential mas

terpiece; a story, song or poem that 
tomorrow may shine out o f the fog  of 
past shedding light into the darkness 
of the future, while it guides and leads 
the reality of the present.

• * * • •
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Fashion Mirror
By Dorothy Weiss

At last the time has come for the 
clothes-conscious students of the col
lege to be recognized. The SCRIBE 
becomes Vogue, Mademoiselle, and Es
quire to give you what follows:

For the top informal date outfit, the 
laurel-wreath crowns Lucille Allard’s 
soft pink wool dress. What makes it 
outstanding is its attached hood, lined 
with pale blue wool. The queen’s lady- 
in-waiting is Virginia De-Pledge, with 
her powder blue sheer wool dress. A 
jacket-effect is produced by white wool 
scrollwork.

Orchids to Martha-Louise Godfrey 
for her gypsy evening dress—-navy 
taffeta skirt with a white satin plaid 
design interwoven, white chiffon Mouse 
with long, full sleeves, and American 
Iteauty cummerbund, sandals, and band 
on a black babushka. With it, she 
wears a black velvet wrap that has a 
Peter Pan collar and pockets o f white 
bunny, and black angora mittens.

Barbara Rodrigues sports a stun
ning pair o f copen blue angora gaunt
let gloves. Very nice! (Johnny of the 
keyboard finds her extra-devastating 
in her black princess dress, with the 
very new white Harlequin ruffles edg
ing the square neck and short, puffed 
sleeves.)

Miss Godfrey also gets “ straight A” 
in sweaters—FOUR Brooks sweaters, 
mo nog rammed. Natural cardigan mul
ti-color plaid skirt; pale blue with deep 
blue; white with dubonnet; Brewster 
green with scarlet monogram and skirt. 
Wow! A salt spoon pin accompanies 
them. Santa Claus brought Marilyn 
Millen a natural Braemer that is super
smooth. In the angora class, we like 
Mildred Huber’s white number, and 
Shirley Mill’s powder blue one. Jean 
Marsh has an unusual, blue sweater- 
and-socks set.

Bubbling Betty—Madden—sports a 
neat green corduroy. Finette Rugg 
has a nice powder blue dress with white 
stripes. Three-quarter length bell 
sleeves.

If you want to meet your (color) 
mate, first cousin, or twin, wear a yel
low sweater to J.C.C.

“ Quinnie” is going Dutch—on shoes.
As to accessories: We like: Dean 

Scurr’s rust suede belt on a teal blue 
dress; Patty O’Connell’s plaid shirt; 
Jane Shea’s white ski cap: Miss God
frey’s flowered socks; Cele Kochiss’ 
tricky tan leather belt; Miss O’Con- 
neU’s Chinese dinky necklace.

CRUSHED ROCK ft MORTAR
continued from page 4)

In that cold drizzle Jeb walked to
wards Riverside Drive seeing his pain
ful memories vividly pictured in the 
wet pavement. Ignoring the pushing 
crowds and taxi impaired crossings he 
walked on and on, head lowered and 
feet beating out a steady rhythm to 
the pounding in his head. But through 
it all he continually heard that same 
roar of an expensive high speed car 
between tall buildings. And one image 
most of all, that of the body of a 
woman, jumping backwards and fall
ing beneath the wheels of a car. Al
ways that scene, always the same, 
beating in his head.

Instinctively he knew the building 
he was approaching. Many times he 
had walked before its grey stone front 
and stared up at the clean windows 
and lace curtains. Many times he had 
passed this way when Sally lay dying, 
and felt only blind hate for the man 
who lived within that exclusive apart
ment.

He knew the floor and the apartment 
from questioning the janitor, and he 
knew how to get there. So now follow
ing some subconsciously predetermined 
course he entered the building, walked 
carefully up the stairs and down the 
hall until he stood outside a door 
marked with a gold plated IA. And 
underneath the number was an en
graved card in a slot on which were 
inscribed the hated words, Mr. John M. 
Van Aldon, esq.

Jeb pressed the bell, and waited, feel
ing nothing and thinking nothing.

Presently, a butler answered the 
door just as Jeb knew he would.

“ Yes?” the butler inquired formally, 
and then scowled as Jeb stepped for
ward.

Now for the men! An eye-catcher 
is Andy Burger’s snappy new “ plaid” 
jacket. Quick! editor—my horse- 
blanket-goggles. Wear horse-blinders 
before you risk your eyes on Art 
Dugas’ black-and-white checked shirt 
( ? )

Scout week brings us energetic 
Charles Weidman. sporting a stiffly 
starched scout suit from Troop 74.

The crown for the “ men” goes to Sid
ney Nathanson, who displays .the beet 
color sense of any auburn-haired male 
in our memory.

Faculty honors go to Professor 
Chamberlain’s conservative dark suits, 
white shirts, and burgandy ties.

A round of applause to Edwin 
Kramer, for his gabardine, fly-front 
coat. Wonderful for camouflaging.

The Bridgeport-City Company
INVESTMENT BANKERS

BRIDGEPORT NEW HAVEN

B“

“ I would like to see Mr. Van Aldon,” 
Jeb requested. He spoke withou. 
effort, and stared over the butler’s 
shoulder, down the thickly carpeted 
hall.

“ I beg your pardon?”  the butler in
quired, lifting his eyebrows.

Jeb repeated himself and waited, his 
hand deep in his pocket.

“ Does Mr. Van Aldon know you?” 
the butler questioned, starting to close 
the door.

Jeb muttered a sharp “ No” , and 
lunged forward. A metal thing flashed 
in his hand, and the butler fell back
ward and to the floor.

Jeb stepped inside, and closed the 
door. The house was warm and 
smelled rich. The carpet were soft, 
and standing there listening for any 
sounds, he twistad his foot back and 
forth in the softness. The study was 
down the hall and around the corner to 
the left, he knew.

Jeb took one step down the hall 
when he heard a noise behind him. He 
wheeled towards where the butler lay, 
and as he did so the butler who had 
risen to one knee threw an iron door 
stop at him, and shouted wildly, “Thief, 
thief!“  Jeb turned, and fled down the 
hall towards the study.

But as lives of men are sometimes 
guided by an inconstant fate, so it was 
that the sound of Jeb’s closing the 
front door, as he forced himself into 
the house, was carried to the ears of a 
little girl playing with her doll in a 
back room. It was time for her mother 
to come home, and as she heard the 
sound she ran out of the room calling, 
“ Mommie, Mommie” , and carrying the 
doll by one leg.

The little girl and the half-crazed 
man met at the corner of the hall. Her 
cries of fright upon seeing Jeb were 
stifled as she was knocked to the floor, 
and trampled upon. Her doll lay still 
clutched in her right hand, it’s head 
smashed. And the white starched dress 
covering her slight body was soiled 
with a muddy footprint. Her yellow- 
blond curls were a deep red where her 
head hit the floor.

As Jeb ran into the child he put out 
his hands to stop himself. But it was 
too late. He stumbled over the body 
aid crashed to the floor.

The butler finding him thus kicked

Page Five

him senseless.
The city jail was cold and damp, and 

hated by police and prisoners alike. 
The cell block was old and dirty and in 
poor condition. The cells were tombs.

Jeb, his head still bandaged, lay on 
his cot and stared at the cracks in the 
rocks above him. A week ago they had 
brought him here, from the hospital. 
They had been rather kind to him con
sidering the hate the rest of the world 
felt for the murderer of a child. But 
he saw himself as those cracks in the 
masonry above his head. For it 
would be those cracks and not the city 
council which would finally demolish 
the jail. It is the cracks in the founda
tions of society, like himself, which 
force them to build a new system, for 
they wreck the old ones. But such 
cracks are bad he thought, for to 
remedy one evil they create ten thou
sand more.

A power-mad rich man had careless
ly killed his wife, without even a back
ward glance. He had intended to 
avenge it the only way he knew how, 
for law was useless. But he, a poor 
man, had gone to the opposite ex
treme and done just as much harm. 
Do two unequals make an equal he 
wondered, and then forgot the question 
as the throbbing in his head became 
unbearable.

Mr. Tillingham had forgotten the 
other people in the tenement together 
and found a lawyer for Jeb. A young 
lawyer who thought that he could 
prove it had been an accident. But it 
was all to no avail, for even as the case 
was td come to trial, the east end of 
the cell block one day collapsed, and 
crushed Jeb’s body beneath the cracked 
rock and mortar. THE END.

J Victor,- Columbia, Bluebird, Decca, 1 
Vocation and Varsity Records II FOR SALE AT I

I GILMAN'S MUSIC STORE 1 
I 24S Fairfield Avenue

i

Stop at the New
PAUL’S SANDWICH

AND
ICE CREAM SHOP 
1251 Fairfield Avenue

Tw* Blacks A bore Jaalar CaUaca

RYAN’S RESTAURANT
"Broiled Hamburgers"

Our Specialty

We Serve Regular Dinners 
AT ALL HOURS

868 State St. Bridgeport, Conn.J 

Telephone: 3-96191- - - - - - - - - - - -
WHO GOES TO BOOTH & BAYLISS?

-a

Several hundred people are in attendance here this week. 
¡More than twelve thousand, four hundred folks have studied with 
| us. This is one of the largest, well-established private schools 
i of business training in New England.

Our enrollment list contains young and mature people, 
i They have come to us from many High Schools, and from more! 
¡than fifty Colleges and Normal Schools. You will be proud to j 
| attend this school. It will be definitely to your advantage to be | 
I a Booth & Bayliss graduate.

| THE BOOTH ft BAYLISS SCHOOL
A  Business Institute Giving Professional Training 

Accountancy and Bumness Administration 
Secretarial Practice, and Office Machinery.

| <134 State Street, Corner Courtland Street, Bridgeport, Conn. I
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OUR COMMUTERS 
(continued from page 3)

for her almost every day. Her class
mates in Professor Zampiere’s French 
class know her as ‘Mademoiselle la 
Newtoneuse’. Nobody but she and the 
Professor know that it means a person 
from Newtown.”

“ Well, here’s the New Canaan gang, 
finally. Don't tell me Robert Apy’s 
with them? He practically lives in 
the Biology Lab. The fellows have to 
drag him out and scare him off to 
catch the last train.

“That tall boy’s A1 Clarke. I guess 
he finds plenty of good photographic 
subjects at J.C.C. cause he isn’t usually 
without a camera.

“ I don’t know where the Devon or 
Stamford kids are. They’ve only got 
two minutes. We can’t wait any long
er, but—sure, that’s them all right. I 
recognize Grace Fladd from Devon. 
She’s taking a year of secretarial 
work.”

“ I know she is, Jim, and I hear she’s 
plenty efficient too in whatever she 
does.”

“ Brother, you can say that twice! 
You want to watch her wash her pet 
collie dog sometime. She ought to 
start a school for dog washing.

“ There’s Norman Greninger from 
Devon, too. He’s a pretty quiet sort of 
a chap but he gets along all right. 
Who’s that girl with Grace Fladd?”

“I think it’s Virginia Long. Yes, it 
is. She’s from Devon. Nice products 
from that city, don’t you think so?”

“Well it’s about time! Here we’re 
almost ready to start but we have to 
wait for Jean Marion and Patsy Spina. 
They get off at Stamford, but they’re 
always the last ones to get here.”

“ All aboard! Come on Jean and 
Patsy, make it snappy! All set? O.K. 
—We’re off!”

FARM PROBLEM
John has a farm. Bill has a farm. 

John gives his farm to Bill. How many 
farms has Bill ?

REVIEWING STAND 
(continued from page 1)

Something has finally been done 
about the assembly question. A com
mittee of students and faculty, headed 
byl Professor Bigsbee, has been formed 
for this purpose. The first change in
stigated is the Friday morning assem
blies designed to create a closer knit 
college commnunity.

A comparatively new organization, 
the Camera Club, is fast climbing to 
tihe top among the college clubs. The 
first semester program of lectures on 
the use of the cameras and dark-room 
equipment has been completed and 
plans have been laid for a new series of 
illustrated lectures for more advanced 
photographers. The club was well 
represented at the recent art exhibit in 
the social room, placing several prints 
that held their own against the paint
ings.

Speaking of the art exhibit, it was 
quite a success, judging from the com
ments of outsiders and students who 
visited it during the week it was in the 
social room. And speaking of the So
cial Room, it was too bad a more ap
propriate place could not have been 
found for the exhibit.

This corner’s tip of'the month—The 
international Relations Club’s meeting 
in the library on February 21. The 
guest speakers will be the Reverend 
Partik and Mr. Comstock and the sub
ject will be “ Bridgeport Shim Clear
ance and Related Social Problems.” 
Housing is one of the current problems 
of Bridgeport and the discussion should 
prove interesting.

T h e  St u d e n t ’s P ip e  S h o p

“THE PIPE DEN”
96 Bank Street

Hand Carved Pipes
$1.00 each

SPROVIERO AND SPROVIERO
Palmer Graduates |

Bridgeport's Busy Chiropractors
11188 Main St.. NewfieM Bldg. Phone: 3-2647 Bridgeport, Conn. |

M echanics 8C Farmers Savings Bank
Corner Main and Bank Streets

SA V IN G S ACC O U N TS TRAVELERS CHECKS
SAFE DEPOSIT BOXES CH RISTM AS CLUB

SCHOOL SAVIN G S ACCO U N TS 
M oney to Loan on First Mortgages

The day when we can take a daily 
workout in the Ropp Memorial Gym
nasium is still a long way off but in the 
meantime a preliminary step in the 
right direction has been made, thanks 
to Professor Brown. Arrangements 
have been made for his economics class 
to use a nearby gym. In the first gym 
period scheduled, a basketball game 
was perpetrated between Neel’s Heels 
and Chamer’s Chumps. No arrests 
were made.

Eventually it is hoped to extend 
this privilege to include the whole col
lege. At present, while the girl’s have 
a gymnasium class which meets in two 
groups every Thursday at the United 
Church, there is no provision for boys, 
unless they belong to the basketball 
team.

Professor Zampierre gave the second 
in his series of Dante Chair Lectures 
last Wednesday, February 14, in the 
college library. These lectures are 
sponsored by the Dante Society of 
Bridgeport and presented at open meet
ings of the Library Society. The first 
lecture, delivered last semester, was 
spent by Professor Zampierre in re
viewing the influence of Dante in 
America.

PAGING MRS. POST

(continued from page 3)
next Michealmas. But I haven’t the 
proper technique suddenly and graci
ously at the same time. My system 
consists of putting my head down and 
bolting for the door, looking as if my 
hip pocket has caught fire or as if I’m 
about to be sick to my stomach. That 
is decidedly not good. As a matter of 
fact its lousy. This problem doesn’t 
bother me too much because I can al
ways stay home and avoid it, which is 
what I usually do.

I wish I knew what to do about 
babies, though.

L A  N D y  ' S

Drugs and Luncheonette |

Corner Park 6/ Fairfield

ESTABLISHED IN 1900 I
means that this school has been preparing men and women fort 
desirable business employment for thirty-nine years. That wet 
have started a large majority of our graduates on successful! 
business careers evidences the excellence of our training and I 
placement service.

A s \  For Graduate Pictorial 1
THE BUTLER BUSINESS SCHOOL

211 State Street Opp. City Hall |

Voted

Host Popular
for School, for Sport 

for Comfort
I

Pla-Socks
3 prs. 1.00

Nothing cuter and newer for cute co-eds than these 
English ribbed socks with elastic tops. We’ve voted 
them the “ most likely to succeed”  and you will too when 
you see the SIXTEEN dreamy shades they come in. 

Sizes 8% to 10V&- 
STREET FLOOR

R EAD ’S


