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Our idea of conceit is the girl who congratulates
the young man immdeiately after accepting his
proposal.

0 G!

Tumbler in a vaudeville act: The success in this
business depends on ones turnover.
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AN EXCITING TIME AT THE “ANNUAL SPRING BALL”

Old man O’Grady ventures to suggest that the
reason that ideas die quickly in some peoples heads
is that they can’t stand solitary confinement.

0 G!

Canton, China, is surrounded by a wall of brick
and sandstone, about 40 feet thick. That’s so you
can’t Pekin.

0 G!

A MATTER OF DEATH

Teacher asked her class if they could compose a
rhyme using the word “Nellie.” Jahnny Jones, be-
ing called upon, arose much embarrassed:

“There was a pretty little girl named Nellie,

Who fell in the water and wet her little feet.”

“Why, Johnny, that doesn’t rhyme.”

“I know it doesn’t. The water wasn’'t deep
enough.”

The best board of education in the world is a
shingle.
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QO GRADY!S. GOAT

O’Grady’s goat disappeared
The town was wild with glee.

They hoped and prayed that he was dead,
Then rid of him they’d be.

To make it sure they sent the word
To each place far and near.

And days went by and weeks and months
Yet nothing did O’Grady hear.

The neighbors lived so peacefully,

They feared no more at night,

The bank was safe, the clothes line too,
And so was dynamite.

O’Halloran came hame just once
His nose mashed in quite flat

Yet no one dared to e€’en suggest
“O’Grady’s goat doon that.”

One day Pat Doolan’s wife rushed in
All faint and out of breath.
“Phat’s happened, wife?”’ Pat Doolan screamed,
“Yer scairt most half to death.”
“My Hivens! Pat, the thing’s alive
As sure as cork’ll float.
I saw him on a magazine
It’s called O’Grady’s Goat.”

With due aoplogies to Will S. Hays



O’'GRADY’'S GOAT

VOLUME I

NUMBER 1

WHAT DO YOU THINK, GENTLE READER?

If she had been called Anne, or Mary,
or Jane, it might have been different.
But she had been called Velora, and how
could a Velora unhesitatingly accept a
man whose name was Hen. Of course
his name wasn’t really Hen; he had been
baptized Henry, which was a great deal
better. But he had been called Hen for
so long that now even his mother called
him that and Hen was uncompromising-
ly Hen. Velora was Velora; her mother
had seen to that. The first two chil-
dren had been named John and Sadie,
but the third, Mrs. Dale had insisted,
must have an unusual name, and she
had called her ‘“Velora.” Mrs. Dale
had once seen the name on a carton of
dried peaches, and it had stuck in her
mind. If she had been asked what was
in a name she would have promptly
answered, ‘“Lots,” and perhaps she
would have been right. What do you
think, gentle reader? At any rate the
child had been given the name Velora
and now she was considering giving it
up for that of Mrs. Hen Black. ;

She would have hesitated, no doubt,
even if there had been no other objec-
tion to Hen than his name. And there
were other objections; Velora was con-
scious of them now as she sat beside
him on the top porch step of the Dale
form-house. Hen was quiet, slow, plain
—very plain. Velora, though she did
not know it, liked a type or else a com-
bination of types; Hen, unfortunately,
was not a type or else he was the type
that isn’t a type. He was neither brute
nor feminist; neither Gothic nor classic.
anything,” Velora thought as she glance
“In fact he didn’t look like much of any-
thing,” Velora thought as she glanced
sideways at him. His chin was a chin;
but it was neither squarely aggressive
nor pointedly cute. His nose likewise
was a nose; but it was neither proudly
hooked nor appealingly tilted. No
doubt it served Hen just as well as a
more attractive one would have done,
but it didn’t suit Velora. She would
have hesitated about marrying the most
perfect man with a nose of this sort.
Some girls are that way. Perhaps all
of them are. What do you think, gentle
reader?

Besides being plain, Hen was slow,—
even slower than he was plain. He
talked slowly, walked slowly, ate slowly,

EvA BRINKER

thought slowly. If you had asked him |
what twenty-seven divided by nine was,
he would have fixed his eyes on some
nearby object for a half minute and
then, raising them, would have asked,
“Divided by?” After another half
minute of gazing at the object, he would
have asked, “Nine?” in a way that im-
plied that he had suspected it was nine
all along; then he would have answered
in a tone of firm conviction, “Three.”
Yes, Hen was slow,—even tortoise-like.
Still the fable implies that tortoises
sometimes come out better than hares;
perhaps they always do. What do you
think, gentle reader?

Moore - « 8
WHAT DO U THINK
GENTLE READER 7

Hen’s clothes, too, were distasteful to
Velora. She could have loved a man
who dressed in white flannels or wore
large-checked tweeds; Hen wore a cheap
serge wrinkled and baggy. Velora would
have admired a large, flowing tie, or an
ordinary four-in-hand with a large dia-
mond scarf-pin; Hen wore neither tie
nor scarf-pin—poor Hen! And his
shoes,—well, to put plainly, his shoes
looked as if they had feet in them.
An ideal, Velora knew, would never
have worn shoes suggesting, even re-
motely, feet. Hen’s shoes were really
very expressive; one could see at a
glance that the wearer was inclined to
bowleggedness,—also to bunions. But
Velora had never cared for expressive
footwear. “Clothes,” Velora thought,
“make the man.” Perhaps she was
right, or again perhaps she wasn’t.
What do you think, gentle reader?

Then, too, Velora disliked the way
Hen talked. To begin with, he talked
through his nose. Velora’s father did
that too; but one can stand in one’s
mother’s husband what can’t be toler-

ated in one’s potential husband. Besides

she hadn’t chosen her father so she
could with a clear conscience condemn
Hen for talking through his nose. If
it had been a Roman or an aquiline nose,
it might have helped somewhat; it
wasn’t, so it didn’t.

Hen pronounced all his r’s distinctly;
Velora would have preferred that he
either drop them or roll them; if he had
pronounced corn as if it were spelled
c-o-n, or if he had said cor-run, sug-
gesting the “distant 1oll of thunder,
Velora would have been satisfied. The
summer before the Dales had had a
boarder who dropped his r’s. He had
not only omitted his final r’s, but he had
“dwopped them all, wegahdless of the
wesult.” Velora had thought him very
much like her ideal; in fact she was be-
ginning to think he was her ideal when
he had a bad attak of hay fever. Then,
somehow the fancy faded, but she still
preferred men who misused their r’s.

Among the other things that were
wrong with Hen was his verbal expres-
sion. He was one of those persons that
say the word ‘“hog” as if they meant
hog; Velora wanted the type of man
who says the word hog as if it meant
teacup or orchid.

Hen began to speak now. It had been
twenty minutes since he had said,
“Velora, we might get married.” Since
Hen was slow he never expected other
people to answer quickly, but twenty
minutes seemed long enough.

“Well, Velora?’ he questioned.

“Just a minute, Hen,” answered Ve-
lora and went on thinking.

After all it wasn’t so much what Hen
was, that she objected to, as what he did
and what he didn’t. He didn’t wear
sport clothes, he didn’t drop his r’s, he
didn’t carry a cane, or use slang, or
smell of hair-groom. All in all, he was
the sort of person that took the man
out of romance, and such a person,
Velora was sure, would never make a
satisfactory husband. Perhaps she was
right, gentle reader. What do you
think?

Still, she went on thinking, Hen was
all right,—at least he was better than
many of the other young men she knew.
Certainly she didn’t dislike him; there
were times when she was glad for his
quietness, his steadiness. He was a
great deal like the kitchen rocker, she
thought, and the rocker, though it was
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old and shabby, was a very good thing
when one was tired. Besides she had
always intended to marry someone, and
Hen was the only man she really knew.
Her sister Sadie had married Clint
Stevens. Clint had never, even at his
best, been considered a catch; he was
homely and awkward and dull; but he
was, to put it in Sadie’s frank, simple
way, “better than nothing.” Hen was
certainly better than Clint; therefore
Hen was better than nothing too. Of
course Velora Dale sounded much better
than Mrs. Hen Black, but a Mrs. Hen

 “Hen,” she asked suddenly, “is it be-
cause you like me?”

If Hen had now declared his feeling
to be deeper than the eternal oceans,
Velora would have accepted him; if he
had even averred, “I should say so,”
with the proper emphasis, it would have
been all right But Hen, not knowing,
merely nodded.

Velora sighed deeply.

“No, Hen,” she said a moment later,
“I'm not going to get married.”

After a long pause Hen rose and
started down the steps.

At the bottom Hen stopped. “Mebbe
youw’ll change your mind.”

“No, I'm not going to marry you,”
and Hen went out through the gate.
Velora rose and went into the house.

She had said she wouldn’t marry him
and she had meant it; but perhaps after
all as time went on, as time sometimes
does, and as no other suitors appeared,
as suitors sometimes don’t,—perhaps
after all she did marry Hen. What do
think, gentle reader? And if she did
marry this wrong man, as girls some-
times do, perhaps after all she was just

Black life might be preferable to an in-

definitely extended Velora Dale life. “Well, good night, Velora.”
“Good night,” answered Velora. reader?

This, however, wasn’t romance.

as happy as she would have been with
her ideal. What do you think, gentle

0G!

SONNET

It does seem strange how many things I miss
When I am called upon to take a test.

Bar those things and I always know the rest.
To know those things would certainly be bliss.
I always see my paper from afar

Just covered with the marks or red and blue
Because I've told professor something new
Or given some new theory a jar.

I always think when it is far too late

Of all the things I might have written there.
And often I have been inclined to swear
When I have suffered this unhappy fate.

May tests and quizzes soon go out of style
That I may rest in peace a little while.

— 0 Gl ——

A SINISTER EXPRESSION

Jack—“So your father demurred at first be-
cause he didn’t want to lose you.”

Ethel—“Yes, but I won his consent. I told him
that he need not lose me. We would live with him,
and so he would not only have me, but a son-in-law
to boot.” :

Jack—H’m, I don’t like that expression, to boot.”

0 G!

“That bull kicked me right in the pants,” sobbed
the absent minded professor rubbing his chest.

0 G!

He who laughs last is usually an Englishman.

0 G!

“Mamma,” said a little boy, who had been sent
to dry a towel before the fire, “is it done when it
is brown?”’

NOT AT WOOSTER

He—“Pardon me. May I have this dance?”

She—“No, I'm too danced out.”

He—“No your not. You’re just pleasingly
plump.”

After the Honeymoon

“T wish to complain,” said the bride haughtily,
“gbout the flour you sold me. It was tough.”

“Tough, ma’am?”’ asked the grocer.

“Yes, tough. I made pie with it, and my husband
could hardly cut it.”

—O0 G ——

Don’t use that muff, little maiden,
T’ll hold your hands in mine,

And though I’m not furry,

You need never worry,

My heating system is fine.

— 0 G! ——

HOW SOME FOLKS MAKE THEIR “A’S”
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Said the scientist to the protoplasm,
“Twixt you and me is a mighty chasm.
We represent extremes, my friend,
You the beginning and I the end.”
The protoplasm made reply,

As he winked his embryonic eye,
“Well, when I look at you, old man,
I'm rather sorry I began.”

—O0G! ———

HOW HISTORY IS MADE

The following are replies that were made to
some of the questions asked by one of the professors
on the hill in a recent examination.

“The Magna Carta is so-called because of its
great length.”

“The Magna Carte is non-comprehendable.”

“The Magna Carte gave the people the right to
decompose the king.”

“All Europe was in the habit of making pilgrim-
ages somewhere, so why not kill two birds with onc
stone and go up to Jerusalem.”

“The Westminster Confession was the confession
by Charles at Westminster of the wrongs he had
done.”

“Post nati—These are two latin words, post,
meaning after, and nati, meaning dark. It may
refer to the schemes of the Royal Council to blow
up the king and Parliment under cover of darkness.”

“The Instrument of Government might refer tc
the mace which kept order in Parliament.”

“The Self-denying Ordinance was drawn up by
the Weslewan brothers and others who first began
the Methodist Church.”

“Rochelle was another Englishman but I don”
know what he did.”

“The Duke of Monmouth was William of Orange.’

“The Pilgrimage of Grace was said when Pil-
grims came to America and found a free country.”

“The birds have flown. This must refer to the
final step of attaining complete independence from
the Mother Country by the Colonies. For the Col-
onies truly were birds of an unvaried feather who
were flocked together and who were ready to fly
together to new independence.”

“The Cabal was put by means of a kite across
the Niagara.”

“The Irish Pale is the boggy section of Ireland.”

—O0G! —

Bless be those ties that bind.

el O e

O, how she loved him! And such a sight as he
was! His nose was all out of proportion to his
face. It was long and pointed with a curious little
little downward hook at the end. And his com-
plexion—what girl could love a yellow complexion?
But she did. Perhaps it was his clothes. Yet no
one ever saw him wear a new suit. It was always
that pale yellow golf suit with the brown socks.
Again, it may have been his voice. He did have a
marvelous voice. I have often seen her sit and
listen to his singing as if enchanted. Then she
would arise and tap the cage with her finger and
say, ‘“Pretty Dicky bird, how sweetly you sing!”

—O0G! —

1ST SECTION MAN

“Oh, It ain’t for knowledge
That we came to college -
But to raise Hell while we’re here!

g

o
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Mary bought O’Grady’s Goat
She fed it less and less

One day it ate her socks for food—
It couldn’t reach her dress.

— 0 Gl ———

“1’d rather be tarred and feathered” said the
pitched ball as it went wild.

——— 0 G! ——

Our idea

Of an

Uneducated senior

Is one

Who can’t draw

A map of Wooster
And the immediate
Vicinity, locating
Heaven, Devil’s slide,
Highland Park,
Spring Lake, The
Dam Site,

And The Country Club,
Indicating by

A cross

All of the

Secluded seats

And benches

Ete.

SAFETY FIRST

“Dear Mr. Milkman:—I find cow’s milk too
strong for my baby. Please leave a pint of calves’
milk instead.”

The choir was rehearsing a new setting of “On-
ward Christian Soldiers,” for the Sunday School
anniversary. At verse three the choirmaster said:
“Now, remember, only the trebles sing down to
‘the gates of hell,” and then you all come in.’

— 0 Gl —

We know a guy so bashful that he took his girl
for a walk in the cemetary and finally, after much
hesitency, stepped up to the family tomb and en-
quired

“Lizzie, Darling, would you like to sleep here

some day?”’

AN ELEGY TO THE SOPHOMORES
With due apologies to “Al” Tennyson

Jump, jump, jump,

O’er that small, grey rock, O Frosh!
O I wish my tongue could utter
Thoughts arising in me, By Gosh!

O well for the senior lads,

Who help the poor Frosh in their troubles!
O well for the Junior lads,

Who help the poor Frosh in their battles!

And the stately Sophs go up

To their studies up there in the Lodge
But oh, for the touch of a much used board,
And the chance of a Soph to massage!

Then jump, jump, jump,

O’er that self same rock, O Frosh!

For the tender hurts of a day that is dead
Have just come back, By Gosh!

0 G!

A Hungarian woman entered the office of a doc-
dor and said: ‘“Doctor, my baby has four teeth

.coming through on the bottom.”

0 G!

“Just a moment till I get my clothes on,” cried

‘a frantic feminine voice.

Fifteen eager young men craned their necks to

isee a stout colored woman boarding a street car
'with a basket of clothes.
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Short: I met your girl last night. She asked
me what I thought of you.
Long: And of course you had to go and tell her.
Short: What makes you think so?
Long: She isn’t speaking to me any more.
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THE BEANS

Smell the stewing of the beans—
Corn and beans.
What a world of happiness their mixture always
means!
Through the kitchen smells at noon
One scents corn and beans—a boon
Fit for hungry greedy kings,
Or e’en for Jove.
How each grain of sweet corn clings,
To the little bean that simmers with the things
Upon the stove.
Oh, from out that steaming stew
What a feast of succotash the chef is sure to brc
How it flew,
How it flew.
Oh, the stomachs how they grew,
And the pains that many knew
From the eating and o’er eating
Of the beans, beans, beans,
Of the beans, beans, beans beans,
Beans, beans beans—
From the stewing and the rusing of the beans!

0 G!

I wonder if the class which left us the drinking
fountain realized what it was doing for the birds.

0G!

The Deans have decided to stop necking.—First
thing we know they’ll want us to stop too.

0 G!

Now names is names,
Though not alike.
There’s English George
And Irish Mike.

There’s German Karl,
And Jewish Abe,
Blonde Swedish Dle,
And Heavenly Gabe.

But let me know

If in some part,
You’ve ever found
This guy, Greek Art.

0 G!

NO FATALITIES
She (just kissed by him)—*“How dare you? Papa
said he would kill the first man who kissed me.”’
He—*“How interesting. And did he?”

When there are bats in your belfry that flut,
And your comprenez-vous rope is cut,

And there’s nobody home

In the top of your dome

Then, your head’s not a head

It’s a nut.

0 G!

She was only a taxidermist’s daughter, but she
knew her stuff.

0 G!

Lost—A pet airdale, by a young lady wearing
nothing but a piece of baby ribbon.

0G!

A colored preacher called on a white minister.

He found the white man busy writing.

“What you-all doin’?”’ he asked.

“I'm preparing notes for my sermon for next
Sunday.”

The colored gentleman shook his head.

“I certainly would never do dat, sir,” he said.
“De debbil am a-lookin’ right over your shoulder
and knows everything you gwine to say and he am
prepared for you. Now, I don’t make no notes and
when I gets up to talk, neder me nor de debbil his-
slef don’t know what I'm goin’ to say.”

0 G!

"~ A cow stood on the rail-road track,
The train was drawing nigh.
The bug collector dropped his net
To watch the butter-fly.

0 Gl

It’s a wonder the present generation of college
students doesn’t produce more wrestling champs.
Goodness knows they get enough practice.

Banker to applicant: ‘“Have you had any bank-
ing experience?”’

Applicant: “Yes sir, my father owned a pool
room.”
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THE FACULTY DISCUSSES DANCING

Somewhere behind heavy, bolted doors the Fac-
ulty were assembling. The deafening din of clash
ing opinions arose from within. Suddenly there
was a great calm. A tall, slender voice in high
stiff collar arose and called the meeting to orue.
From without came the regular Put, Put, Put, ¢
a speedily approaching ‘fiery chariot.”” A door
opened and closed. There was a faint rustle of
whiskers and all was silent. The chairman called
for the business of the day.

After a few motions had been acted upon in the
usual manner all ears turned toward a tall, dark
haired, feminine voice which has arisen.

“I tell you, Members of the Faculty, the socia.
problem on this campus is growing more difficult
from year to year. I am simply astounded! I have
trusted the young people too much. They simply
won’t sit and stare at each other for a whole even-
ing; they break the rules and maltreat chaperones.
I propose that we lift the ban on dancing.”

The battle was on. Above the sharp raps oi
the gavel on the desk one could hear excited voicec
uttering strange things. Finally one could distin-
guish, “Mr. Chairman, Mr. Chairman.” A tall male
voice with a goatee had secured the floor.

“I insist, Ladies and Gentlemen, that all students
be vaccinated before further action is taken.”

There was a wild applause and much stamping
of feet. Then stood up a bald headed voice with
several lonely hairs shooting themselves into the
air above the forest line.

“Have you any questions to ask before I ask you
some? Gentlemen, I want to make a little speech.
You don’t know the difference between tweedle-dee
tweedle-dum. I might have won a case once had 1
been a better lawyer. But that is the way of this
wicked world. It happened up in Canada. Let me
illustrate. Do you get my point, Mr. Chairman?”

Boisterious applause followed this impressive
speech. And a voice filled with all of the right-
eous indignation that a Scot can muster arose.

“Gentlemen, I tell you it is neither power nor
wealth that counts. It is what you have up here
(Tap, tap, tap).

Then a short little feminine voice was heard to
say.

“Indeed, Mr. Chairman. I think we’d better
knott.’

From some obscure corner came one of the most
pleased of southern chuckles, clothed in male attire,
a shock of black hair, and horn rimmed glasses.

“Mr. Chairman,” this was a voice which sounded
as one behind the bushes, “when I was in Woodrow
Wilson’s class in Princeton the same matter came

up. I move you therefore that we lay this dancing
proposal on the table.”
With much hubdub the motion passed.

0 G!

Excited Mother: “Johnny run quick and get the
tack-puller. Baby’s swallowed a tack.”

WHO CARES!

Mrs.: “I must dress at once, dear. The Browns
are coming this evening to make us a visit. Should
I put on the percolator?”

Mr.: “Don’t bother, you're dressed good encugh
the way you are.”

Ma O’Grady says that she don’t know whether to
call the parlor a court room or an ordinary mush-
room.

Dumb: “Do you think you can ever love me?”
Dora: “Say, boy, where have you been the last
two hours.”

The student philosopher is Omanu Can'’t.

“I want to go home to my mamma
I'm sure she is waiting for me,

I can’t get no peace in college life
For the girls won’t let me be.”
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TEN LITTLE FRESHMAN GIRLS

Ten little freshman girls

Looking mighty fine.

One caught a great big senior man
And then there were only nine.

Nine little freshman girls
Looking for a mate.

One grabbed an easy sophomore
And then there were only eight.

Eight little sophomore girls
Journeyed forth to Heaven,
One fell out of an apple tree
And then there were only seven.

Seven little sophomore girls

All using red lip-sticks,

One kissed a senior on the check
And then there were only six.

Six little junior girls

Acting much alive,

One developed nerves, I guess,
And then there were only five.

Five little junior girls

Each something to adore,

One became adored too much -
And then there were only four.

Four little senior girls

Are students as you see,

But one stepped out and caught a man
And now there are only three.

Three little senior girls

As lonely as can be,

If they don’t hurry up, I fear
There always will be three.

DON’T JOIN THE ARMY

A negro exhorter shouted to his audience,

Come up an’ jine de army ob de Lord!”

“I’se done jined,” replied one woman.

“Whar’d yo’ jine?”” aksed the exhorter.

“In a Babtis’ Church.”

“Why, chile,” was the reply, “yo’ ain’t in de
army ob de Lord; yo’s in de navy”
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An optimist is a person who doesn’t care what
happens, so long as it doesn’t happen to him.

No Herbie, commencement exercises are not for
physical development.

COLLECTED LETTERS OF MRS. A. O'GRADY

Sept. 20, 1924.
Marion Dear:

I attended the joint “Y” Reception last evening.
You know, every year the “Y’s” entertain. It was
an extremely wild affair and never broke up until
after ten. Six freshmen were confined to their
beds with “semaphoritis” an ailment due to pro-
fuse hand-shaking. The gymnasium was dimly
lighted and many of the boys had to take their
dates to the Shack to see whom they had. I under-
stand several of them fainted but I think it’s cruel
of them to say so. Be sure to answer dear,

Yours,, Alice.

April 19, 1925.
Greetings Marian:

I told you I would give you all the news of our
party, Marian. I am taking a personal light-cut
but I have a rug aginst the door so all is well. We
entertained the “male-factors” of our school on the
“Alabastine eminence” last evening. The gentle-
men and members of the Men’s Glee Club that were
present seemed to enjoy themselves but some of the
creatures because hopelessly befuddled in making
the rounds. I resurrected all photos masculine
which I and my friends possessed—you know it’s
generally done, Marian dear. Several clever toasts
were given. That cute Freddy Moore remarked
that men did most of their thinking while shaving.
If his confession be true some of our hirsute ath-
letes must be replicas of “The Thinker.” They say
Freddy can make the most delightful tea—and he
reads poetry divinely. You know that flower !
have. Well after several years of cultivation the
Budd finally bloomed.

Yours ’til they bar the stadium entrance,
Alice.

April 23, 1925.
Dear Marian:

Here I recline on my chaise lounge living over
again the recent reception. Oh, Marian, I've been
so wicked. I attended the Freshman-Junior Recep-
tion and oo-la-la what a show. You know it barely
passed the censors. Flo Ziegfield was in the audi-
ence and is said to have made several inspiring
offers. The faculty inspecting committee was there,
Root and branch. Our own Girls’ Glee Club man-
ager decorated the balcony during all rehearsals.
The chorus was very limber. The usual number
of stage-door Johnnies were on hand at the con-
clusion of the festivities. And Marian, Carl is
writing a book on “Weihe fight over Duckies.”
Evidently he is a chicken fancier. You owe me a
letter. Alice.
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April 26, 1925.
Hello, Marian:

Oh, you missed it! The social event of the sea-
son. Of course I refer to Kenarden’s Annual Spring
Party. All the 400 were there, the Cropps from
Mingo, the Scotts of Adams Mill—in fact every-
body. And the cutest favors—petite flasks (some
of the girls thought they were eye-droppers). And
the most novel service. Cream and sugar passed
at one’s right—so unique. These Kenarden boys
are so clever. The cutest little girls danced—they
were too dear for words! We then visited the
Sections-—horrid name, don’t you think? The b.
were so gentlemanly and took such good care of
the chaperones! They were never permitted i«
roam about without an escort; and yet some say
our boys are ill-mannered! I crave sleep, Marian.

Alice.
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“Man is never older than he feels,” says the old

‘bean. “Now I feel like a two year old.”

“Horse or egg?”’

GIVE HIM TIME

The kind old gentleman met his friend, little Willie,
one hot day.

“Hello, Willie!” he exclaimed, ‘““and how is your
dear old grandpa standing the heat?”’

“Ain’t heard yet,” said William. ‘He’s only been
dead a week.”

Dunham: “Can I get a picture of Washington
crossing the Delaware.”

Student: “No, but here’s one of Napoleon
gnawing the Bone-a-part.”

We request that all of the men at Kenarden who
buy O’Grady’s Goat will keep them locked in their
rooms. This precaution should be taken in order
to protect the tin cans at the south end of the Lodge.

FIRST AID

Judge—*Did you, or did you not, strangle this
man to death?”’

Sippy the Sap—*“Not guilty, your honor. In the
scuffle he cut himself on the chin, and I wrapped a
tourniquet around his throat to keep him from bleed-
ing to death”

Prof: “Who were the three wise men?”
Soph.: “Stop, Look, and Listen.”

THE WORST IT YET TO COME

0 G!

A SONG TO THT FORD

As I was drivin’ ’round thru Ohio

And drivin’ so fast that my engine would boil,

She came down fast to the foot of a hill.

There she spit and she spat and at last stood still.

I sat down on her vitals and tried to think

Where I could get gas for my Lizzie to drink.

I took off the tank and cut out the grunt,

Brought the feed pipe around and up to the front,

Put a funnel on top that I didn’t need,

Then jumped in my Lizzie and called for speed,

Got out my ‘“tobaker’” and bit off a chew,

Then spit in the funnel and let her feed through.

She hit on all four, and I put her in high,

Kept on a goin’ ’till I thot that she’d fly.

I ploughed up the hill and over the pass,

Where I stopped and I shouted, “To Hell with
the gas!

She likes my “tobaker” and it sure beats the deuce

How she runs all day on one pint of juice.”

Early to bed and early to rise—
And you meet no prominent men.

When we were kids we thought for a long time
our father was 38 because he wore size 38 under-
wear.
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Turn off the radio, don slippers, robe
and a lazy mood, relax your overstuffed
self into an under-stuffed chair and lis-
ten to our static for a season.

To begin with we were anxious, very
anxious, as we perched on the fat, curled
rim of the tub and extended a venture-
some foot toward the steaming water be-
low us. (By the way, did you ever try
to cling to the rim of a bath tub with
only your two hands and feet to keep
you in place? It’s a sure test for a
waist-line.) @ We were anxious to see
if our toe was going to be boiled or
not. Suddenly our knee came up and
hit us in the chin with such force as
to send us sprawling backward onto
the floor. As we picked ourselves up
we gravely reflected that it wouldn’t
take a second sounding to convince us
that the water was too hot to take a
bath in. Z

After an interval in which the cold
water splashed pleasantly, we decided
we need not fear death from scalding in
a second attempt to take our tub.

We like to soak; to let our thoughts
wander dreamily as our back tingles
with the heat, while the rest of us
shivers above the water line. Our

thoughts are stimulated by the little hot | 1

waves creeping up on to the cold dry
surfaces and leaving areas with in-
creased shivering abilities. =~ While we
are in this torpid state, indulge us as
we think some thoughts.

Too few masters of the pen have
dwelt fittingly on the bath—that most
enjoyable feature of the civilized toilet.
The famous “Wife of Bath” is a famil-
iar sight on the printed page; likewise
the merits of the resort of Bath are
much lauded, but the bath stands by in
ignominy—unwritten and unsung. Our
appreciation and sense of justice makes
us take our pen in hand.

We contend that no bath should be
taken in haste. It should be a thing of
ceremony, idea and thought producing.
Some of the best thoughts and ideas we
ever had came when we were either

Householder—“This will never do.

this table, Mary ?”’

Mary—*“Yes, sir, I did. All but the eggs, sir.”

They have found the railway coach in which
President Lincoln rode to Gettysburg, and it is
said that the company is thinking of taking it out
of service and using it as an exhibit.

“ON THE BATH”

JEAN BUTTERWORTH

bathing dishes or ourself. We’ve had
some ideas not so good at these times
too; for instance, we were on the outer
side of our left elbow when we got the
idea for this pen exerciser and we were
doing the under side of a bread and
butter plate when we’d finished it.

This subject of the bath should be a
wonderful bond of mutual understanding
between civilized countries. Even nations
which enjoy only semiannual or an-
nual abulitions should be on more friend-
ly terms because of a knowledge they
could share in common. All this makes
us wonder if statesmen aren’t using the
wrong methods in their attempts to
make the League of Nations establish
world peace. Why don’t they try sprea<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>