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I dreamed I went to the Gaiety in my Residence crest. I was
uplifted from the depths of despair. I laughed so hard T almost bust
my Beta. My Sigma was the centre of attraction. 1 was rushed,
crushed, mushed. So be popular like me. Rush up 1o the Engineer’s
stores and get your copy, or if you like to dress at home, send in
your name and we’ll send it along and take it on the lambda.

A noted local biologist has offered a solution to the tiny prints
of fish feet in the halls. It seems there is a colony of “silverfish”
under the pool in a tunnel well remembered by certain of the Fresh-
ment. These fish have an insatiable craving for sour milk. They also
can detect this pallid substance, using their phenomenal sense of
smell. From their retreat under the pool they can tell exactly how
much sour milk there is in the entire building and when they think
there is enough, they make a trip up through the plumbing, air
ducts, electrical wiring etc., and drink it all up. Then when the
bottles are empty, they throw them down the jerries thus block-
ing their exit from the scene and creating a crisis in the dining hall
by refusing to eat the food. This situation can only be remedied
by:

(1) cutting all the pipes, ducts and wires;
(2) supplying sour milk under the pool;
(3) as last resort, serving meals that a silverfish would eat.

Unearthly harmonious (?) vibrations can often be heard these
days in the men’s locker room in the pool. The source of the com-
motion is reputed to be a group of “musicians” who have been
ostrasized on the upper floors because of the quality of the music
they are able to produce. Nevertheless, at certain odd hours, the
band can be seen assembling in the locker room with their comple-
ment of ardent admirers. Takes all kinds.

THE ETERNAL PIG

I knew a little pig

And a nice little pig was he,

But he grew till he grew much too big,
Then he was no longer wee.

His fat was fat and his lean was lean
And his tail was as big as his head,

Handsome he was but not very clean
For he never lay down in his bed.

The farmer was poor and saw no more
How he could keep his pig.

He sold the pig to a local store

They’d never seen a pig so big.

Now the life of this pig'was not very long
For soon he was turned into pork.

His sides and his chops were sold for a song
To a person of whom we won't talk.

But the life of the pork was not so short

As the life of the pig had been,

For the matron thought the pig that she bought
Was the best she had ever seen.

This pig we eat every day of the year
And vainly his end do we seek

. But alas, I fear it's abundantly clear
That it’s pork every day of the week.

Many thanks to Vic Stewart and Paul Collins for preserving
the anonymity of these columns.
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Soft cashmere-treated Lambswool...
full-fashioned . . « hand-finished ...
skrink-proof . . . moth-proof. $6.95,
$7.95, $8.95. Jewelled and others higher,
" At good shops everywhere.
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How I used to abhor a necktie!
It seemed to be an instrument of
torture devised by some nasty
character who cared for nothing
but appearance. Worst of all, I
considered its importance a result
of female intervention in the at-
fairs of men: an unforgivable tres-
pass since no woman would wear a
tie herself. So it was with some
bitterness that I wore to Sunday
School the hateful thing that Mom
knotted at my throat on the hot
summer days. She always gave
it an extra jerk and as often nul-
lified it with an opposite jerk, thus
proving that every action bas an
equal and opposite ‘reaction. How-
ever, as with most ill winds there
was some compensation: it felt
great to get the thing off. Also,
though this may be farfetched, I
think it increased my appreciation
for the many tales of cowboys,
gunmen, and rustlers which were
my favourite companions. Zane
Grey, at his best, could make me
sweat, stop breathing, or reach for
the necktie which I had taken off
an hour before. Just as the tough
foreman slapped the rustler's horse
out from under him and the rope
dragged him from the saddle, I
was with him, swinging from a
Cottonwood in Arizona at the end
of a necktie. They even called
these affairs necktie parties, much
to my delight.

Though Mom was my first tor-
mentor, she was by no means the
last. An edict by that dictator
among dictators, a high school
principal, to the effect that ties
will be worn under such and such
conditions, promptly induced me
to buy a turtle neck sweater. But
I had foiled society for the last
time.

There is a power greater than
mothers and principals I refer, of
course, to sergeants, W.0.'s, and
commissioned officers. You shall
not even eat without a tie, much
less appear on parade or go down-
town in that state of undress (they
call it proper dress but every-
one knows this to be a concession
to the censor).

Having become reconciled to a
lifetime of tie wearing, I discov-
ered that my problem had just
begun. A khaki tie matches a uni-
form; a blue tie is taboo with a
brown suit. That much was easily
learned. But what does one do
with brown skin? Wear a green
tie, you say. That sounds reason-
able, but lpoks like hell with a
navy blazér. Besides, every sec-
ond person will turn innocent and
ask: “Is this St. Patrick’s day?”
Comes to a Canadian of Scottish
descent, the urge to kill! My first
solution was the proud tartan.
Even this had its consequences:
the necessity of learning to what
clan each belonged and whether
or not I was privileged to wear it.
1 learned, too, to ignore the brown
skin and wear all kinds of ties.

There are numerous troubles as-
sociated with ties, not the least of
which is the horror that arrives at
Christmas or anniversaries of
birth, The cartoonists have a lot
of fun with that one, but, at this
writing, have discovered no solu-
tion. Now I contend that it is just
another manifestation of that sa-
distic element in the fair sex which
started the whole business of ties;
therefore, it is not necessary to
wear it at all. If anyone's feel-
ings are hurt, it serves her right.

Now, assuming that Mr. X has a
number of ties, that he is going to
wear one, that he has it in his
hand, and that he is already wear-
ing a shirt with a clean collar, are
his problems all eliminated? No!

He must now decide what type of
knot he will have under his chin
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for the day and (or) evening.
First he examines his shirt. It
has a Windsor collar: he must
twist a Windsor knot. For days,
perhaps years, he has relied upon
the over, up through, down, under
manoeuver which results in a ser-
viceable lump, but just now this
won't do. He tries to recall the
salesman’s instructions, while
carefully folding and looping. The
big end gsettles over his right
shoulder, the little end disappears,
and there is a maulti-colored ball
under his left ear. He goes next
door for assistance and tears his
best pants on the neighbour's dog.
He marches home to gloat over
his flaring knot.

One minor point, the foregoing
applies wholly to the ties called
four-in-hand. Should Mr. X, whose
identity you unave probably guess-
ed, ever be confronted with some-
thing more formal than a sports
jacket dance at the armouries, he
will have to visit a library. There,
in the encyclopedia of everything,
he will discover that the lowly bow-
tie of the most ordinary colors, is
a real celebrity. Indeed, the white
tie will assume a position of re-
spect beside the striped trousers
of the diplomatic corp, and the
black tie will sneer at him with
all the insolence of the ‘Nouveau
Riche’ He will banish all thought
of getting one of these magic rib-
bons for a buck fifty. It just
wouldn't be decent, so, again he
must master a new knot.

Although I am treading on
strange soil, I feel compelled to 1 ar-
sist with this white tie—black tie
discussion, for there is something
which puzzles me. Why is the
white tie supreme? It seems most
illogical; in fact, it reminds me
of the old school book story about
the two confidence men who sold
the king a suit of clothes visible
to the righteous only. Since even
the king himself refused to admit
that he could not see the cloth, it
remained for a child to voice the
obvious: “The king has no clothes
on” — so with the white tie
against a pure expanse of white
shirt front. Think of the historical
significance attached to white.
Perhaps the answer lies hidden
there, but the only one I can think
of doesn’t have much connection
with a man’s neck. This subject
is inexhaustible. Who hasn’t heard
of the old scho6l tie? Most of
them would stand out on New
Year's Eve, but that doesn't pre-
vent them from appearing wherever
a jolly good fellow hangs his cha-
peau. (I'm not trying to get back
to that hanging issue, really, it's
such a discomforting subject). But,
anyhow, this old school tie stuff
isn’t unique either. Behold, &
regimental tie has invaded that
sphere! It’s as unsightly as the
other, too. Nevertheless, each
forms a certain bond between total
strangers wherever they sight a
twin for the tie, and a gentleman
who claimed experience once told
me that a supply of the right ties,
matched by the correct accents, in
the proper hangouts, is enough to
keep one drinking indefinately
though he hasn’t a shilling.

A few years ago a famous per-
gonage, whose name I have forgot-
ten, was reported to have remark-
ed that he would rather buy an-
other man a new tie than loan
him one of the several hundred in
his collection. He did not wear a
tie more than once, nor would he
allow anyone else to wear on2 of
them. This practice was obviously
wasteful and it bothered me, but
for another reason: this poor man
must have suffered terribly. Sup-
posedly, each tie in his collection
differed from every other. If he

except James McKenzie.

were magnificent cooks, servers

Anything went Wednesday

import the real thing—apaches.

were the order of the Free For

way and at long last they were
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We had a card party Monday evening. It was for the Co-eds
but many werc not there, as usual.
that were there had a magnificent time.
thetic female students. James McKenzie, later in the evening was
voted the most friendly man on the UNB campus.
to a magnificent evening on the town, visiting all the famous night
spots in the precincts of Fredericton.

The majority of the co-eds
Tough luck to those apa-

He was treated

Everyone had a good time

Tuesday. night featured the Cattley party and also featured the
greatest collection of male characters on the campus. The boys

and botile-washers as they made

leather hamburgers, spilt soft drinks on the drapes and broke dishes
in the kitchen,. Otherwise, the ev

ening was rather duil.
night, but nothing happened tho’.

The Apache Dance went off rather well, as the girls had to

The dance was held in the Boxing

Room and nobody had to fend for themselves. The boxers danced
among green bottles with candles in them and they waltzed away
the evening under pseudo street lamps. The aura lent to the apaches
was that of Water Street in Saint John, Things were laid on at the
Residence fior late leaves until four in the morning, but much to
our surprise, the hoys had fo be in at twelve so the much suspected
curfew at the Men’z Residence is in fact, fact.

Guided missiles, supersonic planes and streamlined armies

All on Saturday night. We had to

restort to the best weapons available to get the inert males under-

SLABS'N .
EDGINGS

Friday night’s the night we've all been waiting for. Come and
join the milling crowd when the Foresters present their third
annual “Monte Carlo” in the Gymn Boxing Room at 9.00 c'clock.
Everybody welcome. $1,000 “Monte Carlo Money™ for 25¢
Another new professional game, “Craps,” made by the able hands
of Pete Kirby will be initiated. This new game >ays off up to 35
to 1. There are prizes for the persons turning in the most amount
of money at the end of the evening. Don’t miss this chance to
spend an enjoyable evening with “The Boys,” your girl-friends,
wives, children, friends and professors, playing at Over and Under,
Crown and Anchor, Craps, Horseracing, Roulette, Rainbow, and
Electric Roulette. Fifteen tables in all to accommodate you. There
will also be dancing for those who can tear themselves away from
the tables. SEE YOU THERE.

Did you hear about th: dog whose tag number was Hydrant-
tree, tree, tree?

Have been wondering if the Forester or his girl-friend who left
the pink balloon in the Dean’s car picked it up. 2
One year when I was runnin’ Paul’s farm, I planted eighty
acres of tobacco just across the fence from a big cabbage field. Well
first thing we knowed, a big flock of grasshoppers come in and et
up most of the tobacco. Then the darnthings would set on the
fence and spit tobacco juice all over them cabbages, till Paul
figgered they was a total loss.
Well, sir, an idee hit me. We pulled them cabbages, ground’
em up, and made the best grade of Copenhagen. E. C. Beck
Is the column Sigma Lambda Beta Rho turning into an
Engineering column? We believed that there was no Engineer with
enough to talk about to write a column all of his own. We are glad
to see that this is not true, however, but would suggest that he
change the name of the name of the column to something other
than the residence ensignia since it is certain that the residence
is not composed 100 per cent of Engineers.
You may remember that two weeks ago we spoke of an
Engineer who put up a good fight in defending his typewriter on
which we write this column. Last week we had the same Engineer
typing the column for wus.
We wish to congratulate the Co-eds on the wonderful effort
they made in last week’s paper. We might even be able to spare
one honour from the “Order of Spruce Boughs” if we could
find the girl who did the most work toward it.

ing a dash of color where it is
badly needed. My only remaining
have as many as eighteen hundred | worry is one that has only recently
and twenty seven ties. Imagine | come to assail tie wearers: psy-
trying to find a tie unlike eighteen | chologists. These superior beings
hundred and twenty-eight others | claim the ability to see a man's
and still going up. character in his tie. This may be

I think it fitting that I should | partially true, but T wlll not be-
close by stating that I have devel- | lieve it while a single psycholo-
oped a fondness for ties despite | gist refrains from suicide.
my earlier aversion. They offer
an escape from drab plainness, giv-

wore only one tie each day, at the
end of a five year period he could

George Fullarton, Art '54

But he has the right formula for

budget problems—steady saving
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able to acquit themselves nobly.

Co-ed Week was a success at last!
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