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In TI:; Lighter Vein . ..

MED BASKETBALL TEAM

Left to Right:—Williams, Ashley,
Foster, Stevenson, MacWilliams, Morton, Cox, Epstein.

Roy, Moffatt, Deacon, MacLennan,

SPORTS

As the term comes to a close,
we must, of necessity review the
year in sports—which we can do
with more than a modest share
of pride.

After being “gyped” out of our
rightful ownership of the inter-
fac football award in the year
1945-46, it was decided to build a
Med ‘“‘steamroller” which would
go down in history, composed of
old masters such as Carten, Ep-
stein, MacLennan, Allen, Grant,
Thorpe, Roy, Saunders, Maec-
Donald, Giffin, and backed by
newcomers such as Vair, Tucker,
MacKay, and others. Needless to
say that on four different occas-
ions the opposition failed to ap-
pear, so, discouraging as it was to
think of Law, or some other
minor faculty, winning the crown,
the Med team bowed out of the
leagne without having played a
game.

The Med basketball team how-
ever has completed the league in
its rightful place—at the top!
Two complete forward lines, spark-
ed by old timers such as Steven-
son, Deacon, and MacLennan,
playing in front of eapable guards,
makes this team the team to beat
in the coming playoffs. The mere
fact that although they are at the
top of the heap, and not one play-
er is in the highest ten scorers of
the league, is an indication of the
type of teamwork being played.

In interfac hockey, a similar

" (Continued on Page 10)

Twenty Years

Then & Now

Little did I think back in 1947
that fourteen Dal Meds would
finish out their careers by heroie
sacrifice in World War 3. How
I would like to recount their tales
of glory, but I musn’t forget that
I write for you who still have to
mess around in the present and
good taste forbids such tactless-
ness.

Let me tell instead of those who
still carry on their professional
careers. It is interesting to note
how Guss and Erie C. developed
and perfected the Artificial Kid-
ney. The Duke is still down in
China doing stuff that learned
surgeons hesitate to tackle around
here. Still remote and slow to
adopt new methods, Abie Levitz
and Ian Rusted did seventeen
prophylactic appendectomies in
one busy morning. Greg Nieman
is chief of staff at the N. S. Hos-
pital, Dartmouth.

Clinic teams which deserve men-
tion are Kevie and Burdett,
gynaecologists, in Montague; C. 8.
Wright Sr. and Jr., with 3rd. now
entering Dal.

Joe Cantwell is Provincial path-
ologist; Jim Frazee is President
of the C. M. A.; Reg. Eaton is
trying to get out of the Navy
since they stopped serving the
dail “smash’”; Jack O’Neil donat-
ed a million dollars to Dalhousie
Medical School, which Al. Mercer,
the new Dean, is trying hard to

(Continued on Page 10)

MED. INTERFAC

HOCKEY TEAM ——

Alled,

Gax; MacKay, Thorpe, Deacon, Millsr; McKeough, Vair; MoFfatt,

Giffir, Stevenvon, Roy, Moreside.

Health Clinic
Interlude

Act 1. Scene l

The taking of the History

Dr. Holland is seated behind his
desk; the patient enters.

Doc. What seems to be the
trouble? (aside: Mm. . . Referred
by Dr. Jones. . . Must be another
psych. . . )

Patient: I don’t know, Doe. I
just feel weak.
bones hurt and I get a funny
buzz over my left shoulder (Aside:
Why should I tell him. . . Let him
find out himself. . . He’s the doe-
tor.. . )

Doc. Uh-huh (Aside: Uh-huh)
Patient: I think it’s something
I ate. My cousin Joe had it, ulsters
or something, so I brought his X-
rays for you to see. (Aside: I
should have gone to a chiropract-
or)

Doe. Hm. . (Aside: Mm) Ever
had allergy? Smoke much? Worry?
Ever have Sinusitis, Paget’s dis-
ease or Diverticulitis? (Aside:
Lucky I read that article by Dr.
Atlees last night. . . I wonder if
this could be Mulavian Crut?)

Act 1. Scene 2.

The Physical Examination

(A nurse hobbles in with a steno-
pad to record the findings.)

Doc. (Dictating) The examina-
tion is that of an adult male, with
no dyspnoea, cyanosis or obvious
coma (Aside: He would be hori-
zontal in coma) Heart valves ean
stand re-check for carbon and
valve job. Rattle in rear lung, We
better do daily smears for the lung
uke to check on that buzz over his
left shoulder. (Aside: This is a
bunch of bull-roar—I wonder,
could this be Mulavian Crut.)

Act 2. Scene 1.

The Consultation. 3 Months Later.
QOur hopless hero has returned to
find out the results of the doctor’s
studies. He has been probed and
serutinized, X-rayed and analys-
ed—but no results, Three quarts
of blood have been taken for the
various tests and two small trans-
fusions given to keep him going.
The doctor figured that this whole
affair must be psychosomatic and
suggested a psychiatric consulta-
tion.

Pasychiatrist (Affably): How's
everything going? You're looking
fine: (Aside: I've seen more meat
at the dinners at the men’s Res-
idence)

Patient Not bad: I was worried
when you couldn’t track down that
barium enema, but I'm sure it will
show up after a while. (Aside: I
wo'nt tell him about losing 24
Ibs. - - - let him find out for him-
self)

Psychiatrist: How’s you sex life?
Drink much? Many wild dates
(Aside; As if it matters - - - Re-
ferred by Dr. Jones—probably
another psycho.)

Well our time is up for to-day,
see you again. (Aside: I wonder,
could this ‘be Mulavian Crut?)

Act 3: Fiaale.

The Autopsy. Not much later.
After a steady downhill course
the patient died. R. P. Smith, the
pathologist is probing to find the
cause of death.

Pathologist: What seems to be
the trouble (Aside: Referred by
Dr. Jones . . Must be a psycho.)
He removed the liver, spleen, and
any other organs lying around.
Hm. . . the organs are all grossly
normal. He turns to the sudience:
The diagnosis, Gentlemen is not
all evident( Aside: I wonder what
the devil died from?)

Corpee: {(Ghost only, slowly
srising from the slab): I wonder
could this bave bgen Sub-Acute
Mulavian Crut? 22 9 2 )

My head aches.

Socially Speaking . . .

This heading in any column brings only one thought to the read-
er’s probable cerebral permutations:—per say, the much talked of
National Health Insurance or other form of Socialistic or State Med-

icind.

But herein, to wit and to woo—it refers to nothing less than

the many agreeable and sometimes nefarious activities of the student

body in the Medical Faculty.

Perhaps it was the softening influence (on the brain) of the balmy
fall weather which prompted the Society executives to instigate, for
the first showing and approval of the campus—the Med Fall dance.
A howling, hooting, harrowing hall of hoodlums was the final outcome,
and the remarks solicited revealed the affair as an unqualified success.
To Larry Sutherland, that outstanding figure of the women’s campus,
goes most of the credit for the smoothness of the function, the soft- "
ness of the lights, not to mention the music of Don Warner. The real

power behind the secenes was the ever forceful and powerful

“Dugger”

Roy—they are still telling “Stevie” that he was also there!

Materia
Cornica

CASE NO. 306 A young med-
ical interne had a habit of walk-
ing past the psycho ward each
morning. In the yard of the ward
one of the inmates was always
going through the motions of
winding up and piteching an im-
aginary ball.

“Why do you stop every morn-
ing and watch that serewball go
through his pitching motions;”
one of the doctor’s friends finally
asked him.

“Well,” he replied, “if things
keep going the way they are, I'll
soon be out there with a glove
catching for that fellow, and I
want to get on to his curves!”

CASE NO. 307 The doctor
called to see one of his ulser
patients who was being fed by a
rectal enema.

“Doc”, said the patient, “Have
you another tube like this at your
office?”

“Why yes” replied the doctor.

“Good"” said the patient, “Bring
it down some time and have din-
ner with me.”

ICASE NO. 308 A typsy
medical student ecalled up Dr.
Wasserman of national fame and
when the good doctor answered
the phone said, “Hello, is this Dr.
Wasserman?” the voice said,
ltYeS-”

Asked the student, “are you
positive?”

CASE NO. 309 Hostess (to
Polish soldier guest): *“*And have
you any children, Captain Wilen-
ski?”’

Pole: “No, we ’ave none. You
see my wife is inconcievable.”

Hostess: “Er—do you mean per-
haps—?”

Pole: “What I meant to say
was she is impregnable.”

(A moments’s silence) “No,
I see zat is not correct.”
(Triumphantly) “Now 1 ’'ave

it. She is unbearable.”

Following the break for Yule-
tide festivities the Forrest Campus
buzzed with rumors and counter
rumors of the long promised Med
Banquet. Finally after many false
starts the much awaited event
took place on the 27th of Feb-
ruary, 1947, in the sumptious
setling of the Nova Scotian Ball-
room. Dr. A, W. Kleiforth, the
Consul General for the United
States to Canada, was the eminent
speaker of the evening. His talk
on experiences in the foreign
fields of the diplomatie service of
hi: country left no doubt in any-
body’s mind of the necessity for
a really sincere and honest United
Nations Organization. His graphic
picturization of the political and
military forces of the European

continent, left a vivid and lasting -

impression of man’s inhumanity
to man—and the only workable
cure as yet devised by the mind
of homo sapiens, lay in the secur-
ity and effectiveness of a world
unification, which linked and
limited the future would be em-
pires in their quest for power
and supremacy. Thanks to Dr.
Kleiforth for a very worthwhile
evening. Among the prominent
guests attending, were Dr. Grant,
Dean of the Faculty, Dr. Kerr,
President of Dalhousie, Dr. R. O.

Jones, Head of Psychiatry, who - .

made a masterful introduction of
the speaker, and last, but not
least, was our cool and guiding
chairman, *“Monk” MacLennan,
President, whose apt remarks
were very much appreciated.

Tonight culminates the social
activities of the Medical stu-
denft4—THE MED BALL. Last
years’ wonderful affair does not
need to be recalled, as it is still
crystal clear in the memories of
those who attended. Need more
be said. Attend this evening and
see for yourself that the 1947
edition is bigger and better than
any of its predecessors,

International Student Service
is not a movement but a service.
It means help to students from
students.
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