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in my heart, i know i'm right

Attention, RCMP!

Recent history suggests that the
price of liberty is eternal vigilance.
And, according to U of A students’
union president Branny Schepano-
vich, the Canadian Union of Stu-
dents is in imminent danger of fall-
ing into the hands of subversive
agents.

In seeking affiliation with the ob-
viously Communist-influenced Inter-
national Union of Students, CUS is
risking contamination by associa-
tion. Or so Schepanovich suggests.

The thought that Canadian stu-
dent leaders may succumb to the
Marxist disease frightens our presi-

dent. Indeed, it frightens, or should”

trighten, all right thinking individu-
als.

Dialogue with the Enemy is un-
thinkable. We must protect our-
selves from the external threat by
complete isolation. Civility is a sign
of weakness.

Enlightened confrontation and as-
sociation with the Enemy Without
constitutes treason.

We must not let the minds of our
student leaders in Canada be eroded
by the Communist doctrines espous-
ed by the leaders of the IUS conspir-
acy. To do so is not sane.

After all, Canada’s future lead-

the waiting game

Campus males, are you among
the hordes who while away several
minutes every Friday and Saturday
night waiting for your dote in Lister
Hall’s women'’s residence?

Do you just sit there, doing no-
thing, while your prospective date
applies the finishing touches to her
false face?

Girl-waiters of the campus, unite.
You have nothing to lose but your
wasted time.

If these women continue to insist
on keeping you waiting, as evidenc-
ed by the mob of young campus stal-
warts grinding their teeth in the
lobby of the women’s residence, let

ers will be found within the ranks of
our student leaders.

And just think, they may be pink.

Can we afford to risk the future of
this great country, on the eve of her
100th anniversary of Confederation,
because of unnecessary association
with the Enemy?

The answer is obvious.

An immediate investigation by
the RCMP into Schepanovich’s
charges.

The matter is of utmost urgency
—it supersedes, for instance, the
present prosecution for the illegal
transfer of maps to the Enemy.

Once this investigation is com-
plete, right thinking people will be
able to relax, knowing the Red tinges
of CUS, announced and exposed by
Schepanovich, and gained from 1US
through osmosis, have been reveal-
ed and that CUS will suffer for this.

But they won’t relax for long.
For, by implication of Schepano-
vich’s recent charges, his next move
will be to announce that CUS is
fundomentally controlled by Mos-
cow-oriented activists bent on
destroying Canada’s sovereignty.

And in our hearts, we’ll know he’s
right.

Contrary to popular belief, Sena-
tor Joseph McCarthy is not yet dead.
He lives—and spends his nights pat-
rolling the halls of SUB.

us insist on some changes in the
aforementioned lobby.

We suggest the women’s house
committee set up some equipment to
keep the waiting men occupied.
Like, for instance, some pinball ma-
chines.

Or, how about putting out some
interesting magazines to read?
Playboy, for example, would be a
good choice.

Maybe some of those old-fashion-
ed nickleodeions, with those . . . er,
ah . . . well, you know what type of
pictures, would while away the time
in a more interesting manner.

Or, how about being on time,
girls?

but no goods from south africa or rhodesia this year, we've just discovered they hove opartheid

laws, and we're not that organized.

Are English majors human?

Maybe, but an even more profound
question has often disturbed me.

Are female English majors human?

The Second Coming (i.e., Leonard
Cohen's recent visit to our fair com-
pus) has proven the answer to this
latter question to be an unequivocal
yes.

| base my conclusion on the out-
burst of sexual energy generated by
Cohen. Normally cool, level-headed,
ond rational (frigid, in the terminology
of the masses), literature-oriented fe-
males reacted to the poet like a mob
of teenie-boppers leaving a perform-
ance of that modern teen-age aphro-
disiac—the Beatles.

And the normally disturbed, swol-
len-headed, irrationa!, ‘‘turned-on’’
members of the literary ''in"’ group
tound their normally violent energies
increased to a state of almost Dio-
nysiac frenzy.

This phenomenon is significant, in
that it removes from the engineers the
stigma of being the only people on
campus whose intellectual judgments
are governed by their emotional reac-
tions,

Throughout living memory, the
plumbers have been accused of every
conceivable failing an inhabitant of
these sacred halls of fearning could
possess,

The stereotype engineer is accused,
not only of limiting his conversation to
such menial topics as building bridges
(as if building bridges were a purely
animal function), but also of mangling
the Queen’s English to such an extent
that he is incomprehensible. All this
means is that the engineer is not
fluent in the jargon and eternal truths
which emanate from such shrines of
higher learning as Assiniboia Hall.

ralph melnychuk

in praise of
younger women

" to feel the pulsating heat of animal

But the cruelest taunt of all is that
engineers are immature, overgrown
adolescents, whose only aqesthetic
values are the emotional satisfactions
stimulated by flesh and fluid. This
suspicion probably arose from the ob-
servation that the engineering build-
ing mural, viewed from a particular
angle, looks like a vertical shelf of
Safeway meats.

The universal symbol of the engin-
eer is a giant monkey-wrench, And
every honest-to-God English major
knows that a monkey-wrench is a
phallic symbol.

But there’s an old saw to the effect
that people in glass houses shouldn’t
throw stones. And the spectacle that
greeted the eyes of some of the more
detached and ‘‘callous’” individuals
during Cohen’s performances lead one
to the conclusion we ‘‘sophisticated,
intelligent and mature’’ English majors
are just as prone to irrational, emo-
tional excitement as any other human
being—engineers included.

Young ladies — pardon, young
women — apparently took one look
at Mr. Cohen’s mystic countenance,
heard one word spill from his magic
lips, saw one seductive rol! of his soft,
brown eyes, and then suddenly began

passion coursing through their veins.

From the contorted writhings and
soft but passionate moans which em-
anated from the audience, | would not
have been surprised if, after the show,
Cohen had been mobbed in true
Beatle fashion.

Oh well, | suppose if Mr. Cohen
were Miss Cohen, | might be reading a
similar column by ¢ female member
of our editorial staff.

Which all goes to show that Eng-
lish majors really are human.




