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another counter where the
mani says, may 1 ask why you
are retuming this book? Says
1, sure, 1 purchased the wrong
book. Says he, 1 see you have
had this book- over seven days
and we have a "policy" here,
which is posted in several
locations that there are no
refunds after seven days. Says
1, Oh! that's interesting. Says
he, 1 can not make exception
to this "policy" and promptly
pointed ou the Manager, Mr.
Quick.

Says 1,, Mr., Quick, 1
understand you have a seven
day "policy". Says he, yes,
which we strictly adhere to.
Says 1, what a rip-off. Says he,
unless you wish to selI the
book back ta us for haîf price.
Says lMr. Quick, if you have
to rip people off ta make
money you can have this book
back for f ree and make eveni
more money. At which time 1

ib promptly left.
The world was buiît in

seven days so why can't 1
manage to return a boq 'k in
seven days? Maybe l'm busy as
heil.

Dwight. C. Love
Mech. Eng.

A bcwr
opinion

t makes me wonder why
people on this campus push
their S'ocialism. If you look at
the world, you can see that
they are the most backward
countries as-.compared with the
Western nations. For ýexample,
Russia requires 39 million
farmers to feed their country
and they still had to import
400 million bushels of
American wheat. The United
States needs only 31/4 million
to-feed the entire nation, feed
them much better, and still
have a surplus to export. This
is done by highly productive
machinery developed by
American companies, striving
to make a profit. South
America needs 23 million
farmers to feed 191 -million
people. Africa 97 million to
feed 351 millions. And
Socialist nations on both
continents depend on capitalist
America to keep themn alive. In
other words, socialist nations
can't feed the world, because
of their ideology. They may
enjoy their ideology but it
i sn 't very filling until
capitalism in search of profit
comes to the rescue.
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AV'r £f/Iy rtom: ( o meru.r
The Story of, Chuckles Little,
by John Webster Grant, The~
University of Toronto:

Chuckles Little suffered
f rom a depressing sense of the
futility of life and of her own
uselessness. "Why?" she asked
herself, "am 1 not performing
some significant function in
the world rather than plugging
along at my tedious job as a
cashier in a drug store? Surely
there must be some great
mission to which someone is
calling me."

Just then, as she was
rushing back to the store from
the lunch counter, she had the
sensation of some thing frorn
above striking her on the head.
She looked up, but saw only
dark clouds. "Dear me", she
said to herself, "the sky must
be falling."

For a moment she had a
sense of deep despair, but then
she revived. "Perhaps," she
reflected, "my mission in life
is to warn others that the sky
s falling."

She wvent first to her
boyfriend, Henry Penny.
"Henry," she said, "there is
something important I musi
tell y ou."- Henry looked
alarmed, sa she quickly added,
"No, it's not that, but... really,
its worse. The sky is falling."

"That's bad news," Henry
replied. "Where shaîl we go?
Will we be safe in the
Emmanuel Gym?" "Perhaps,"
Chuckles said, "but first we
must warn people, -for I have a
feeling that this is my life
vocation." So to make a [ong
story short, they informed
Dough Wucky, Phil Wiggy,
Pussy Galore and a number of
others, avoiding those on
whom they rather wanted the
sky to faîl.

As the group moved
towards the magic stairs
leading to safety, a voice was
heard from heaven, saying,
"What you felt was not the
sky falling but my ramn which
falîs on the just and the unjust
but especially on the just since
the unjust have taken some of
the Iust's umbrell 'as.

"But has it ever occurred
to you that your mission in
life might be to spread good
news, rather than bad; it'just
happens that I sent my son to,
earth some time ago to
announce the deliverance from
hand-ups, recovery of sight ta
those who can't see what is
going on around them, and in
general a tiffne of acoeptance,
though you don't seem to
have heard about this. You
might pass the word along
although tactfuîly and in a
way that will give the
impression that you are giving

people good news' and flot
hitting them over the head
with a sales pitch. You might
even find that this is good
news for you too."

Chuckles was momentarily
disappointed with the
realization that the sky was
flot really falling and that her
mission in life was evaporating
into a gentie shower. But then
she reflected, "Perhaps good
riews is better than bad after
al."

'The Story of Char/le Chin

Charly Chin, the famous
private investigator of the same
name, leaned against the
roaring fireplace and strangely
stroked his mustache. Strangely
because he was cIean-shaven.
H e cooly surveyed the
book-Iined den. Then he
noticed that he was alone. He
wondered where everyone had
gone. Just as he was abojit to
ask Mildred the. faithful. old
family retainer bustled in.

With the help of some
water in a nearby vase they
managed to put out his
f Iaming suitcoat which had
been eÎmi.wy ignited by the
roaring fireplaoe. Ohmn had

reetytaken- to wearing a
smoking jacket.

"You're stili here. We've
been waiting for you in the
living room," mentioned
Mildred casually. When Mildred
was a littie girl her father had
bought her a Shetland pony.

They went in to the living
room together.

He stood at one end and
surveyed cooly the anxious
faces seated throughout the
room. For a split second he
et the tension build to an

unbearable height, and then he
spoke.

"Reoently had most brief
conversation with number one
s on , wh i ch fu r the r
strengthened my convictions,

please to pardon. the pun. 1
know name of murderer; He
or she s in this roomn now."

The roomn gasped.
Slowly Mr. Ohmn walked

about tbe suspects. He paused
in front of the cowering Texan
from 1 nd ia. Suddenly he
whirled around and pointed his
pointed f inger at the starteled
but friendly cook. Her chin
clattered upon the floor.

''YOU! You are the
mL r deress,'' C ha rl1y
prQnou nced , h e av i 1y
e mph as iz i ng the word
spiculate.

"You're mistaken, you are.
'Twas not 1. 1 was in Leduc at
a cookin'g oil convention,"
responded the cook, She was
wearing an o range apron.
There were teakettles on it.

"Just testing." He broke
d o wn a nd s ob b ed
uncontrollably. Soon he asked
t he handyman f or a
handlkerchief. The handyman
had neglected to return it after
Mr. Chin haçl earlier lent it to
him. The handyman stretched
out his hand to give it back.
Charly grabbed the handsome
hand.
.*"Ah ha! 1 have tricked

you," chortled Mr. Ohmn.
A trick! Mr. Ohmn had

tricked the handyman l
"Monsieur de Seest was

strangled with screwdriver. Was
screwdriver characteristic of
handyman. You are killer,"
e xcl1a im ed M r . Chm1
triumphantly, perspiration
trickling down his nose.

"Nope. .t was a right
handed screwdriver. As you
tan plainly see, I am left
handed."

"Velly solly. My third
choice is YOU," he shouted,
fingering the cute young thing
curled up in the big armchair.

"Quit fingering, me," she
squirmed, slapping his pinky.
"I1 could not have killed
Monsieur de Seest because he
was dead before he hit the
floor."

"Ah so, 1 see."
The room was very quiet.

AIl that could be heard was
th e thumping of the butler's
heart.

"The butler did it!" asked
Charly.

''Impossible, for I was
answering the door at the
time."

"You lie. I check with
most honourable door and it
say it neyer' asked you a
question."

Just then the murdered
man sauntered in jand asked
why hadn't he been invited ta
this party and had anyone
seen his skyblue sweatshirt.

Sinoerely mine, yet yours,
Stan Armstrong

-Berry wesc34Ieway
*With parking on this

campus being what it is
(virtually non-existant), the
anly people who don't really
have ta warry about space are
the permit holders. A permit
can be purchased if your
father is a lawyer, politician,
or rich. If you're a nobody,
and cannot afford ta buy gold
on the- open market, chances
are you don't have a parking
permit. And ta prove further
there's no justice in the
system, a simple phone caîl,
made by parking permit
holders wiIl ensure a free
battery boost, compliments of
the University's Physical Plant.
Ail the fat cats have to do is
caîl for help when the

temperature draps below ff0
degrees and the University
guarantees they'II be home fpr
supper. Disgusting.
* You May not be ready for
t but th ings realîy start

happening next week here on
campus. Yes indeed, it is with
much reluc tance and great
sorrow that I am forced ta
announce the return of
Engineering Week ta this
sedate community. The
engineers witt be oelebrating -in
traditional fashio n the passing
of January 20-24 inclusive
with wiîd cavorting drunken
parties, inane displays of
*welders' tools, the looting and
piîlaging of the Engineering
building, and plans ta finish

off the week by offering ta
seil the Brooklyn Bridge ta, the
highest bidder. Please be
advised ta avoid the campus-
ail next week.
* Somewhere i n taoday's

nèwspaper is a rip-out petition
ta, solicit support for changes
in the laws dealing with the

-r-rininal aspects of dope
possession, If anyone favors
the proposais outlines in the
petition, please get a few
signatures on it and mail it off
ta Doug Roche, -the MP for
the ridlng the University is in.
Or send it ta your own MP.
Make the petition your own
version of what our halowed
prime minister refers ta as
.Participatory democracy.,
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