spear Ambrose,

| hereby appoint you my literary ex-

ecutor — today | reread my life's work,

and 'm going to kill myself just as soon
~ gslcanremember where | put the Drano.

So long, buddy,
Lee Bob Fike”

That came last month:.

Now, Lee Bob and | were close
friends, but, having by now riffled
through all his manuscripts, | am forced
toadmit that he did the right thing. Still, it
seems a shame that Lee Bob, who so
fiercely wanted to be a writer, should live
and die unwept, unhonored, and es-
pecially, unpublished. Accordingly, as a
tribute to the memory of Lee Bob Fike,
pelow appears the first installment of his
pest story (although this work must
surely rank as one of the three or four
most putrid stories ever produced in
North America). Lee Bob, rest in peace.
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The Legend of Egon
Pfardenhasseler,
Part |
“I admire Spenser’s je ne sais

quoi,” said their department chairman,
and the group chuckled, Dr. Egon
pfardenhasseler with them. But then
pfardenhasseler frowned and set down
his drink. He had forgotten what je ne
sais quoi meant, and he stood beetling
his brow at the carpet. Forgetting the
meaning of the phrase had caused him
to become preoccupied, his preoccupa-
tion had caused him to drop out of the
conversation, and this was too bad: he
had already made one witty, and three
perceptive, remarks.

His chairman had smiled at him and
asked if he wanted another drink.

And now this.

Of course he couldn’t come right out
and ask what je ne sais quoi meant, and
he could kick himself because at one
time he had known what it meant as well
as he knew his own name. But he had
forgotten. This sort of forgetfulness had
plagued him since around the time he
had taken his Ph.D.; it seemed to have
gotten worse in the past three or four
years, and had this year been especially
bad. Egon gnawed at his lower lip, then
quickly ate several canapes, trying to
remember. He had used the phrase
himself, just the other day, but now its
meaning eluded him.

Egon looked at his shiny black
shoes. His gaze travelled up his tasteful
grey trousers, to his vest, which very
nearly hid his youthful pot, to his tie,
which was all right, the part supposed to
be underneath staying there. He strained
to see the knot but could only glimpse a
bit of chin cover it. “Why are you
showing us the top of your head, Egon?”
Egon looked up, his face still twisted
with the effort of remembering. “Are you
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suffering from some sort of angst,
Egon?” his chairman enquired. Egon
winced. He couldn't tell them, of course.

“No,” he said, and chewed on his
upper lip. “No angst.” Angst? It was right
on the tip of his tongue. It was German
for, for — it would come to him, as would
je ne sais quoi, then he would get back
into the conversation. Angst. No
problem. Angst is German and the
English equivalent is —

“And that was poor old Willie
Loman's hamartia,” said a colleague. A
junior colleague. Everyone laughed. It
was apparently quite a witty remark, or at
least perceptive, but Egon had missed it
through the strenuousness of his con-
centration, catching only the tail end of it
with its scorpion sting of a last word:
hamartia! He had looked that one up
once. He had looked it up, and now he
hadn’t a clue. Not a clue! What should he
say — excuse me, old boy, but damned if
I haven't forgotten what that ridiculous
Greek word means? Hardly. If it was
Greek. God, what if it wasn't? But it was
Greek, he was almost sure — strange
sounding and without handles your
mind could get hold of, drenched and
slippery with olive oil.

“Yeah,” said his chairman, “b.p.
nichol, that consummate, sempiternal
ass.”

Egon groaned aloud. Sempiternal
was English! And it sounded almost like
what it meant. Sempiternal, diurnal...

“Egon, are you ill?”

“No, no.”

“Sure?”

“Little tired is all. Maybe I'll go
home.”

Egon got his quite acceptable
camel’s hair topcoat from the hall closet,
said good-bye to his colleagues and
thanked the chairman's wife for a
pleasant evening, then left. Everyone
was puzzled. They stood around shrugg-
ing and looking quizzical. Egon had
them all stumped. A creature — slave —
of habit, his behavior even at parties was
— had been — predictable to the
microsecond: x many sips from his
glass, y many puffs on his mentholated
True cigarettes, z many quips and
anecdotes, attempted or accomplished.

“Egon’s gone!” Dr. Gordon Ortolan
exclaimed, voicing the general astonish-
ment.

“So?" countered a callow new T.A.
of no importance.

“Just this,” Ortolan grated out, and
his voice carried an undertone of
menace which caused the hapless T.A.
to pop open a Blue in a futile effort to
cover his embarrassment, “Egon
Pfardenhasseler always has three drinks
and he always stays three hours. | mean,
good Christ, kid, take a look out the
window — it's barely crepuscular.”

To be continued...
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food service
8:30 AM till 11 PM
“refreshments”

3 PM till 11 PM

Regular food service - same as bar nours

*7th floor SUB There’s Room At The Top

Feminist
group

SAN FRANCISCO
ENS-CUP)  —  Women
fidemics in the U.S. have
ﬂT{ed a National Women's

About 500 women metin San
fcisco  recently for the
Wnization’'s  founding con-
fence.

Women's studies has been
¢ of the fastest growing
dem;‘c subjects in recent
1S with more than 100 cam-
%5 now offering majors or
1018 in the field and about 15
fling graduate degrees.”
NWSA says it will back
Minist causes and lobby for the
Ppon of women's studies at all
¥ in education.

(AREERS

Canada’s Foreign Service

Thinking about a foreign service career after grad-
uation? Officers of the departments of External

Affairs, Manpower and Immigration and Industry,
Trade, and Commerce will be on campus to talk to
interested students about career opportunities in
the foreign service. For more information on the
time and place of the briefing session, contact your
student placement office.

l Public Service  Fonction publique

Canada Canada

&

- l
McGill

B.A. and B.Sc. Graduates Unique Opportunity

Are you interested in pursuing a professional career
in Canada’s rapidly developing health care delivery
system? A three-year program leading to a Master's
degree and preparation for licensure in Nursing is
offered to non-nurses graduated with high standing
from general arts or science programs. The program
is designed to prepare specialists in nursing for
responsible roles in managing, teachingand research
in nursing and health care.

For information write: '
‘McGill University, Master’s Program in Nursing
3506 University Street, Montréal, PQ H3A 2A7

Applications invited for position of

Center Co-ordinator
The “Golden Circle”

Senior Citizen Drop in Centre
Red Deer, Alberta

Duties to commence as soon as can be arranged with
successful candidate.

The co-ordinator shall be accountable to the Manage-
ment Board and responsible for all phases of operation of
the Drop-in Centre, including: assignment and sharing of
duties, and supervision of staff; budgeting, publicity,
office administration, development of programs,
scheduling, maintenance, upkeep, supplies, senior
citizen welfare within the capabilities of the Circle, and
such other matters as deemed consistent with the
successful operation and management of the Circle.

The successful applicant must understand elderly people
and have the ability to get along with them.

Salary: Please state salary expected.

Deadline: February 9, 1977

Address Replies to: Dr. Stu Fleming, Chairman
Board of Management
301 Bunn Building

Red Deer, Alberta

ND RESTAURANT

Menu Changes Daily

iz Breakfast
wov
D.\s“es a Vegetarian Curry
50 with Fried Rice

$1.59

With All Kinds of Curry

Daily 7:30 to 10:30 P.M. $ 1 99
]

Sat. and Sunday 2:30 to 8:00




