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.. anù t14r pirit tif (Iýitpthmaii rame upon 4Iim
in a w14itrwreat14di tabtoumt, anb tuhit m ai
t r'3«M 1p1antnrn. fa a la a~ tn-~tiwnt

Snow fails pcacefully on the "Damn lamp! Won't work de- This meant the future of the Phantom sings out, "Kris sound good. He didn't. Now
buildings of the university. The cently on Alberta liqour." He firm. Kringle is coming." With bis here's what you do Phanty old
campus, quiet and subdued, curses under his breath be- Santa thought for a moment song stiII ringing in library, the friand ... I
snuggles into its wintery blan- tween bydrocarbon chains. and said, "Does that funny fel- Pbantom commences te toss Fred hung up and turnad te
ket of softness. Christmas "Is it cee-two H-four, oh-two low witb the black clothes stili holly about Scrunge. Santa, "HalIl be ail right if ha
chimes gently stir the air. The or cee-two H-two oh-two?" Hé' live across the river? The one "Kris Kringle is coming! Kris follows my orders; I hope."
racked pathways of once arn- scribbles on his book a series that gave you the dramatic les- Kringle is coming! Kris Kringle Lets cross the river once
bulatory studen ts disappear bc- of un-intelligible symbols. "Got sons for your ghost act. His is comning! Oh joy, oh joy!" more, and sec just what the
neath the fresh snowfall. It is to hurry . .. got to get donc naine sips my mind right now." Scrunge looks up from his Phantom is doing. There he is!
is Chistmas rccesadh night fst.l waste not, want not. . .~ "Not the Phantom!" Fred book, to sec the Pbantom in a Confidently drifting across the

is hrstas ve anîht f tîl- Stanine in time saves nine . . ." shouted increduously. pair of tight, white leotards. Quad with a white lab coat
ness and passive thought. Stu- Yeu remember Elmer Scrunge "Yes that's tha chap," Santa "Who the hell are you? Net undar one arm, and two beakers
detshaem ef fr mlis and doneyoiHvneer earnsdos replies, twinîing bis whiskars. one of those corny elves,ar in his hands. Oh, what evii

war wrd ad esiv bars.he? "Now you give him a ring and you? I nead the Chnistmas Gate- lurks in the mind of the Phan-
No person touched by the spirit Oh those foots at the parties, tell him the situation. If b a atya.Iko what tom?

of heseso woldthnkof drinking and singing and having can get that Scrunge fellow te you'ra up te. Now go away, There is a flash of light in
remaining in these halls of the fun. They don't know what drink, Santa wiîî put an extra can't you sec I'm busy." front of Scrunge's carrel. Out
academic. they're doing. Exams ara the goody in his stocking. You fol- Scrunge pushas the Pbantom of the smoke walks a distin-

But wait. There are those key te success, not parties. low me?" His nose glowed a back and scribbies more sym- guisbed looking figure in a
who have not feit the glow of Elmer Scrunga is no foo1, l'Il bright red, and he smiled wick- bols on his book. white lab coat.
Christmas, or have felt the show them. Anyways, liquor edly "Kris Kringie is coming! Oh "Whaa . .. Who are you?"
warmith of the season, and have that touches lips shaîl neyer "Aînight boss, lil try to get joy, oh joy!" The Phantom tos- Scrunge stammers and stutters.
had te remain on campus. There touch my -liquor. Oh those ahold of him, but he may not ses more Hoily at Scrunge. "I am the spirit of Science;
aine two such individuals i Critsfos! When they lika it. He doesn't like to be "So wbat! Who cares. I've ail that is Science belongs toS those very situations this sa- have bangovers, M'Ilbave my disturbed, especially on holi- got work to do, so get lest fairy; me. I controlý Chemistry. IS ced v.De ihnten- sepsi.dy.Hutn U shrd g rnesrehrsle" coto hsc. cnrlyu

cses of SUB we watch one of These are strong tboughts for work."o' o at otsete You are in my power since you
thes people. Christmas eve. Retribution will "Jutgtaol fhm H'l esne o ie?"ThtePatomth are my disciple. Is that nlot
f Tis the season to be jolly, soon corne te Elmer. We will do it if he knows what's good pleads with Scrunge. "Dont true?" The Phantom was proud

VX la a l lala a .. .it' te mve gai, tis imete he for hlm." Santa put on his you want te see Kris Kringle of bis act. It was almost like an
seaSon for Marian and Holly, fia Temple of Retribution across tasseled bat. and bis magic mixtures?" afternoon soap opera.
la la la la.A black, sinistar the river. Santa Claus is pre- Argt lih.Fedia Wa magie ixWa oyuwn ihm?

fiur eaig rih rdsah paring for bis annual Christmas Aritaigt"Feda- "W tmagic mxtures 9 " "htd o atwt e
aiund heai wast i tssig in tp ed the Phantom's secret numbar Scrunge is interested in what I didn't do anytbing. Honest 1

I Cbristmas the are for wbicb is known only to a this strange figure bas to Say. dint" crge as iig
sel on a smal hita tree. Ailth elves aewdltlng fo hoe few. Magic mixtures are big business under the carnet.

"De of hoel, fa lla. A terogs S.anta re aniou fs andh- We sbould move back te the in the commercial world. "Oh yes you did. You missed
gentl l a l aura .f.estive ed c I aey ipatin ep- Phantm' cuatrs and sea bow "Oh like cee-two, IH-five, oh- the Christmnas party of the

geteauao fsie e s oigveyipain, se orfnm's quar .H tcmsinmn oý, chamistry club, the. computing
seen upon bis usuaily bleak, cially the chief cîf Fred. Only onfredifaig.H Itcnsinm yfrs" science club, and ail other scien-

ha knows that Elmer is attempt- "Fia la la la la la la, boughs "You lie! That's alcohol. Li- ii lb n aps htiwhiitehckchceks isordnHistevdiscordantma tra. f jltificl anclubsn. .onqucampus.eve tThaty lpis
voice rings te the rafters witb ing t ilt hita rd- o ol ol n ain.. qo hhnyrtubm is hat you did wrong. You
festive song. Even the Phan- tion again this yeaa. Last year 'tis the season of the foily fia Scrunge hunies bis face in bis place orefbfr cec

to f U ascuhtte it was presents, this year well la la la la la .. "It seerns the book. in imp orne. This isascin

fever of the season! .. Patmbsoadn t i "No ... no . no .. . you'va that cannot ha forgotten. Sci-
A door opens and the old nase is actualîy rcd! Sucb a got it ail wrong IS 'Lips that ence will step heavily upon

"I saw mommy kissing Santa gentleman enters the roorn. Ail disgnace! touch liquor shaîl neyer toucb you."l
Claus underneath the Christmas the elves cheer. Ha looks great; "Wbat's that? Do I hear a my liquored lips'." The Phan- "I* didn't mean te. I'm inno-
tree last year, burnbity bo do he's caim and collacted. It phone? Yes, I hear a phona. tom feit that this fellow' was a cent. Wbat can 1 do te gain
da. ."His entbusiasm cornes must hava been that French girl Mayba I sbouid answer it . . . losing battla. th faoe litofyusf
te a hait as be tbrows the last thefvre ihto ousl

pieesonth tre.Hatuns thet sexually re-alignad bim at Hello, how ara you, I arn fine. Scrunga looked up fnorn bis once more?" Serunge had rnoved
picon the gt and Hestands ack 'Christmas is Tomorrow' This is the Phantorn of SUB book. "No. I arn pure. and from benaath the caral, and
on~ bs the gisaedstandsc qait party. cîî here. Who are you? Fred? liquor shail neyer violate my was on bis knees in front of
te his rte an.Hetpauses a Fred is awana of thearii Fred who? Oh that Fred ... pure body. Now leave before the pbantorn.
no isentn suepauesem- that could occur, but ail the rer-nambar you, you've got talent you violate rny purity; fairy! "ilyud ntigt
be5 h rs sometbing wbicb bas more elves are betwecn Santa and kid, neai talent. No wbatkcan The colon in the Phantorn's regain your faitb?"

-' aesthetic value wbicb is, nat- himseif. Elmen could set a bad Iofryu?. orekd cbaeks became an ashan hua. "ntig"Srnewsks
raly, iddn aay n te Gte- exampla for the drinking set. ding... Whats in i for me? Ha turned and retunned to hi Aybn!scnnewsksu . . .. It's a deal.iMetry Catistmas .. sing the corner of the lmb coat.

Fine Arts Office. He rush- Santa opens bis record book Fred, and keep the spirit flow- qutrsde wtbn har- "Te Iwntyuo drink
e.t that sanctum of culture, and prepanes bis words of wîs- in. , h hnomhnsu cesses of SUB. A tear fell fo hs lss n swtr
a nd there in the bottom drawer dom. "Aicoholic beverages are hng.' hePantom hneangs upe gentiy upon bis cbaek. We'Il fheothe s faks.onoe dis-tr0 Ds eka in ldbot c vii. Money is Evil. God Blass t b di hantor he an moes leave the Phantom for a whiîa;sithanfthe saho el."h ds
of hgh- toe lsinfecta.ant of. thein* nie t soual."to~, ~ in odotle te LB. Con bncTt' is dis gguie ct îtisn*tnAcrss e raver eto "YeI'11 do it if it dissin-

Wel..."Santa! Cif oehr,'' Hallowa'en, just like alw' again. Final preparations are fcs twl eanm punity."

Now seems a propitious time important. That Scrunge guy an. Now wbere is that costume being made for the nigbt task. "Then I want you te go find
te leave the Pbantom and let is trying to do it again. Ha . Ah here we are." He Frdirunn aond et a panty and partake of the sea-

im prepare bis Christmas egg- Teustwornk on thisas.grabs an outfit that is unrnîs- ting tins rgnizgard. Sat t sonal fastivities.'
nog witb Vodka and SUB cafe- Th î o' ot party. takabîy The sit al bllt ting tings favieSataone as, yes, l'Il do it. Give me

teria eggs. In that concoction ~dancer. Thjnehniated Phan- spigfo ag u. tefak. cug rb h
S i s the truc aestbetic. The Phan- "What's that you say - tom changes as quickly as pos- sîppîng frornalrecp the flsk" en n g andth
~' tom is atone for Christmas, but Senunge? 1 remember birn sible and rushes into the nigbt "Fred, Fred! How is that racsoufrof the Phbanto an

lis happy. Howeven, the well." The chief was in corn- air, clutching sprigs of bolly in strange fellow doing across the racess ou of sot.e lbrary u~5 Plantoni is totally unawane of plete control of himself. bis hands. river? You baven't beard frnm pr itasul"ToPatr
S the evil that lurks in the bcarts "What ana wc going to do Since the sigbt of an . bx- ii yat, bava you?" turns and drifts towards SUB.

of men. He faits te sec a faint aFout it, boss? Do you want me cated Pbantom crossing tha Ntytcif tSnne A smile rests upon bis tired
~9 liglit flicker from the fourth to go and do the gbost routine Quad is something that batters feiiow is a bard one te break. face, and a deep tbinst sits in

floor of Camenon library. What on bîm again. You know, the the scnsibility of common stu- Ha believes in abstention, bis tbroat.
-. can this ha? The ligbt of stu- Dickens' tbing. I got the pro- dents, we cannot describe such Fred wiped the perspiration Once in bis quanters le dials

detpower? The light of a jector fixed this year, and soine a movement. We'îî join the fromi bis brow. the Temple. "Hello Fred, Phan-
Latvian liquor lamp? new chains. Couid bc a reai Phantom on the foutt floor of "Dont we ail believe in ah- tom banc. I got the job donc.

We move te the scene of the good show." the library. Here hc' cornes! stention and tempenance?" The Wlien is delivony? Right away?
S Illumination witbin th is great The austere fellow looked "Oh tbose steps ... arn 1 out old guy took a deep gulp frorn Good!" He puts the Pliantorn

bouse of knowiedge. The crie down on bis belper and cooly of shape. ..... He stops te the cup. "Maybe you better get ph o ne d o wn and listens.
ligt crns frthfrm tat epied "N."catch bis breath, and sces the hini on the lina and sac how Tbrough the chimas and halls

carrcl. No il cant be! Yes it is: "We cant let him set an cx- dim ligbt fiickcning net tee fan ba's doing. I have te leave of the night air acnjutds
Eliie-'etune! e s unhe amle N tllngwhat niiglit away. He tiptocs quietly te the soon." cern the tinkling of botties.,and

over bis text boo0k, bis cycs bappcn il biis idea cauglit on. carrel: the unsuspecting Scrunge Fred diaied the Pbantom. the ho, ho, boing dniven f
str ' in n the iglit cf bis ex- Can you imagine a dry Christ- is stili hunichcd over biis book. "Hello, is this the Phantorn? Santa's Christmas express.

pensive Ti casure Van treasure. mas?" Fred was gctting frantît. In bis înost miifluous voice the Now stop cryîng, it doesn't by NOJHM


