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leftovers

The off-campus housing situation is bad enough
this year, and even worse now that a certain landlady
in the Garneau area has closed her home to students.

She used to rent it out to nice, respectable girls,
but, not any more. The last girl who lived there re-
ceived a phone call from her parents at an unearthly
hour, and when the good landlady went to summon the
girl to the phone, she was “just disgusted to find her
in bed with a HINDU!”

Tsk, tsk. Male or female, madam?

* * *

The phone rang. The young man picked it up and
heard a gently, mellifluous voice at the other end.

“Do you want to go to Wauneita with me, dah-
ling?”

“No,” he screamed, “I don’t wauneita

But his fate was sealed; the young man rented a
tuxedo, his lady companion sewed herself a floor-
length evening gown; and soon, too soon, the magic
evening had arrived.

They were all there, all the cream of the under-
graduate elite. They were tripping the elite fantastic.
They were all wearing their formal best: dark business
suits, pleated shirts, string ties, and red socks. Those
who had read the last issue of Gentleman’s Quarterly
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-— were wearing white socks.
—Lyall photo . s . .

THE ART THAT CONCEALS ART—These gentlemen are enjoying the pleasant, relaxed sex'ggle ir?\}g?sio(rfsrw‘gxiuilvz;iinlz ;(;lvfmz sg&;mf:;ﬁnaﬁ
atmosphere of the SUB Art Gallery. The gallery is designed for browsing, wandering, or hicdate wore & Title embarrassed to have.oonie diessed
just sitting omic}st the splenqour of art works displayed therein. Keep an eye open for iy the xnanmer they did, nnd tried to make senis by
the various showings there during the course of the year. temnafering the Iady's corsage 1o the genilamsire

Alberta‘s Leading Namein Formal Wear lapel'
THE GREEN GENIE CARD IS YOUR PASSPORT The gentleman fingered his dance card nervou§ly
FORMAL WEAR as a ponderously overweight female approached him,

TO WHOLESALE PRICES. lust burning deep in her eyes. “Put me down for the
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i ol g:crlii :flatllté, (t:lc:ﬁ; If)ne she growled, seizing him by the
Chcemmions “Waltz that yoy say?” he trembled. “Don’t tango

° T.‘”“:::_); . AC"(;QHS with me, you young wisp,” she replied, pummeling him
soundly about the head and ears. “Okay, okay, you're

,; RENTALS For

U of A students and personnel may obtain
their personal card and 1968 catalogue by
calling in at the A.G. showrooms.

One hour free parking next door with purchase .'J;:g;nﬁzs the bosanova,” he said, shrinking to the floor.
A straight-backed fellow with gleaming teeth came
OPEN—8:30-5:30 Daily 4 over and picked him up. “On your feet, boy. That’s
8:30-9:00 Thurs. no way to dance. Here, I'll show you.” And he
pirouetted gracefully around the room, throwing kisses
’ a Phone 429-2581 to the admiring bystanders. “Golly, I wish I could
MEN'S SHOP LTD. dance like that,” our hero said to him as he came
Phone 422-2458 prancing back. “You can, boy, you can! Just join the
ALBERTA GIFTWARES LTD. 10016 Jasper Ave. Dance Club!” And he turned on his heel and cha-
charged into the crowd.
10187 - 103rd STREET, EDMONTON, ALBERTA sminn&mu;o&nmu The next figure to meet our distressed hero’s eyes
IO

was a shadowy form in a black cloak, whose seemingly
deformed countenance was covered with a black
handkerchief. He shuffled over to the bewildered
young man and whispered in his ear: ‘“Hey kid, what’s
going on here? Who're all these crazy people? What
is it, synchronized dry-land swimming, or what?

i3 = Golden Bear football practice? Convocation?”
“We don’t convocate in public on this campus, sir,
whoever you may be. By the way, whoever you may
be?”

“I may be the Phantom of SUB; on the other hand,
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I may be Little Annie Fanny, but that’s kind of un-
likely.”
“Not the Phantom of SUB!” .“Is there more than

one? Where is he? T’ll kill the b----d!” “Please, sir,
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we don’t s----r in public here either.”
Just then the young man’s companion returned
from the men’s room, where she had been powdering

her nose. Unfortunately she had been a little too
liberal with the powder, and presented a strangely
ghostlike appearance. The Phantom took one look at
Development Laboratories and manufacturing plants located her and uttered a short cry. “You! You are the one

in Montreal, Ottawa, Belleville, Bramalea, Ont. and London. who has been attempting to usurp the one and only
Phantom from his lofty position as chief guardian and

DN CAM PUS NOV. 20' 21' haunter of the depths of SUB!” And he made a move

- _ as if to strangle her.

To arrange an interview appointment, “Please, sir, I am but a helpless waif!” she shriek-
please contact your placement office. ed and pulled a banana from her evening glove.
“Wauneita banana?” she asked, in an attempt to
propitiate him.

E y Just then a voice boomed out of the ceiling. “This
or ém ec ,'lc is Zeus speaking. It is now eleven o’clock. All you
puny underlings will have to leave the building.”
COMPANY LIMITED : And in a [lash, the Phantom had disappeared into
the shadowy recesses of SUB.
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