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J h o u a h ii

Battle Of Elon

Knowledge is a trea su re  b u t practicA is 
th e  key to  it. ^ i

j —PROVERB. I
Accuse no t N ature; she hath  done h e r  p art;

Do thou  th ine. . i
I  —JO H N  MILTON.
P P arad ise  Lost

The world is a Jopking-glass, and gives 
back to  every m an the  reflection  of his tfwn 
face.

I —THACKERAY,
0 '  V anity F a ir

Dry Stuft Is For Brains^

The trouble w ith editorials is th a t not enough peo
p le  read  them . W e’re not com plaining because nobody 
reads ours (that’s not tru e—we know of a t least two per
sons who do, although they’d probably be ju s t as hap
py  if they d idn’t). W e’re talk ing  about the  really  w orth
w hile ed ito rial m atte r th a t  daily dies neglected on the  
pages of new spapers all over th e  country.

In  our estim ation, the editorial page is the  most im
p o rtan t p a rt of a new spaper, because it  reflects not 
ju s t the  opinions of th a t jo u rn a l’s owners and editors, 
b u t the  though t of the times. T here isn’t  a public issue 
—national, sta te  or local—th a t doesn’t  at some tim e get 
a thorough airing in the  ed ito rial columns of one paper 
o r another. Yet those columns are probably read  less 
th a n  any o thers in the  paper.

Newspaper editorials are w ritten  prim arily  to  influ 
ence public opinion, to m ake you and me think. We 
need  to think. Especially do we need to  th ink  on the  
m atte rs  th a t the  ed ito rial pages place before us, m at
te rs  th a t affect the  lives of all of us—politics, govern
m ent, society, personal morality. We need not be com
pelled  to th ink  the  way a paper .w ants us to think; but 
we should a t least consider w hat i t  has to  say, if only 
fo r th e  purpose of disagreeing.

“Oh, le t the  o |h e r  j|uy d<»the worrying about those 
th ings,” you say, tu rn ing  to  the  sports page or the fun
nies, which are m ore en terta in ing  and easier to  read. 
“T hat dry stu ff is fo r the  ‘bra ins’!”

Well, okay, if th a t’s the  way you feel about it— but 
don’t  be su rprised  then, w hen one of “those th ings” 
re a rs  up  and slaps you hard , leaving you to w ring your 
hands, w ondering why you d idn’t  know w hat was going 
on in  th e  world. Ju s t  rem em ber: “W atchfulness is the  
guard ian  of free m en.”

We m ust confess th a t  we’re  as guilty  of skipping 
th e  editorial pages as anybody else, even though we try  
to  justify  our neglect w ith th e  age-old excuse: “I ’m too 
busy.” So tliis particu la r ed ito rial is for our own ben
e f i t  as m uch as anyone else’s. No person is actually too 
busy to seek th e  ed ito rial w ritings of some new spaper 
on  some day of th e  week. No person can really  afford  
n o t to  seek them . M ost excuses are cover-ups for plain 
laziness. We know!

Finally, th a t so-called “dry  stuff*' is NOT ju s t for 
th e  “brains,” and it  isn’t  necessarily  dry. I t  doesn’t  re 
qu ire  any k ind of sV.per-intelligence to  understand  what 
ed ito rial w riters have to say, and you’d be su rprised  
how m uch in teresting  m a tte r  th e re  is to read  on the  
ed ito ria l pages.

The sight of hundreds of m en crashing the  bastion 
of E lon’s reg is tra r’s office th is  fa ll does the  h ea rt good. 
Their coming has been a trem endous re lief to a small 
band of courageous m ale students who w ent th rough  a 
battle  as terrify ing  (it says here) as those going on in 
o ther parts  of the world, a battle  on a sm aller scale, bu t 
w ith skirm ishes, patro l activity, and  casualties, too—  
th e  B attle of Elon. A t last th e  sto ry  can be told.

W hen we f irs t set foot on the  Elon campus a year 
an d  a half ago, i t  was open season on the male«of the 
species "collegium  studentum .” W ith a ratio  of five 
girls to every man, i t  was w orth a m an’s life to ven ture 
onto the  cam pus a t night. Snares and booby-traps 
abounded for th e  unsuspecting “he,” and it  d idn’t  take 
one gal or another very long to  cap ture any unwai'y 
game th a t came in  sight. We doubt if the re  was a 

m an on the  cam pus who d idn’t  have a t least one skirm 
ish under the  boughs of Senior Oak. The dean of wom

en saw to it, too, th a t th e re  was p lenty  of patro l ac
tivity, and casualties were reported  to  the  S tudent Coun

cil alm ost nightly.
Ah, b u t now the  situation  is reversed—the hunted 

have once again become the  hunters, as N ature m eant 

it to be ever since the days of the  cave njan. Now i t ’s 
the  girls who have to fight off the  enemy—although 

they don’t  seem to  be fighting too hard.

W ith things back a t the ir  norm al s ta te  of confusion, 

the  survivors of those harrow ing years of flight from  
th e  clutches of th e ir  fem ale pursuers can s it back, count 

th e ir  scars, and brea the  in re lie f  as th e ir  reinforcem ents 

tu rn  the  tide, even though some of them  (suffering from  
battle  fatigue, no doubt) insist on continuing the fight 
and refuse to be relieved. The ones who d idn’t survive 

—who m ade th e  suprem e sacrifice of m atrim ony—are 
lo st bu t not forgotten. They faced tn e ir  fa te  gladly.

I Can’t Bear It!

i

Once upon a tim e th e re  was a little  girl. Of course, 
thei'e w ere several thousand of them , bu t th is particu 
la r  little  g irl had a teddy bear, and thereby  hangs a tale. 
One day th is  little  g irl was out playing with her teddy 
bear and a gentlem an came by and, like all grown ups 
who th ink  they m ust speak to children, he asked h er the 
teddy  bear’s nam e.

“Gladly,” rep lied  the  little  girL
“Gladly w hat?” said  the  gentlem an w ith his best

emile. ,   ^

“Ju s t G ladly.”
“Oh,” and the  gentlem an w ent on his way.
B ut he was puzzled, and soon he re tu rned .
“L ittle  girl, why did you nam e your bear G ladly?” 

he inquired.
“Because my aun t came to see roe.”
'Why because your aun t came to see you?” 
“Becaj^se my bear’s eye fe ll out.”
"W hy did you nam e him  ‘G ladly’ ju s t because your 

au n t came to see you and  your bea r’s eye fell ou t?” 
"Because my aun t sewed it  back in crooked.”
“L ittle  girl! (in his severest grown-up m anner) Why 

did  you nam e your bea r ‘G ladly’ because your aunt 
came to see you, and your bea r’s ey e 'fe ll ou t and your 
aun t sewed it back in and sewed it  back in crooked?” 

“Oh, because I w ent to  church.”
“W hat (now he yells thunderously) does going to 

church have to do w ith you nam ing your bear ‘G ladly’?” 
“Because I sang a song.”
“Oh. Oh— h— h. . . Now WHAT DOES THAT 

HAVE TO DO W ITH IT?”
“Because the  nam e of the  song I sang was ‘Gladly, 

The Cross I ’d Bear.”
There ought to  be a m oral to this, bu t you w ouldn’t  

be in terested  anyway.

Science In The News
By BILLY STAFFORD

DPE, a newly discovered chem ical com pound will 
kill mosquito larvae, and various o ther insects which 
live in  w ater, w ithout harm ing the  fish. DPE is a chem
ical rela tive to  DDT, t h e \n ly  d ifference being th a t DDT 
contains m uch m ore chlorine than  DPE. Scientists tried  
to  use fluorine and iodine instead of chlorine bu t found 
th a t i t  was m uch m ore poisonous than  chlorine.

In  the  atomic field two m ore bits of inform ation 
have been allowed to  escape from  behind the  curtain  
of atomic energy secrecy. The actual weight of the 
active p lutonium  in  a bomb m ust be betw een 22 and 
66 pounds before it  can be detonated.. In  August, 1945, 
it  was repo rted  th a t the  lim it of w eight was between 4.4 
and 220 pounds, bu t la te r  research has resu lted  in the 
change in  the  requirem ents. Of course the  actual size 
of the explosive charge m ay be g rea ter than  the  am ount 
of plutonium  necessary to set off the  bomb.

I t  has been found tha t, th rough  the  use of uranium  
and thoriujn, another chain-reacting  substance can be 
m anufactured  for possible use in  the  bomb instead  of 
plutonium .

In  the  fu tu re  penicillin  may offer b e tte r  skin oint
ments, especially ointm ents which are  used for burns. 
The only problem  facing the  scientists is w hether or not 
the  penicillin will rem ain  active in 'v a rio u s  baBes. Re
search has revealed th a t the  addition of sodium citrate  
and u rea  to penicillin  will cause it to rem ain  active for 
a longer tim e, bu t it w ill not hold its activity indefinite-

^  .. w. . ■. I,- [fc ^
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W hen the  lights w ent on again all over the cam pus 
Tuesday night, it was discovered th a t several individu
als had forsaken the  N orth Dorm itory for West. How
ever, the  m igration was short lived due to the  quick 
work of the  campus electrician.

W hat an em barrassing situation! George (I won
der who?) preparing  for his Saturday  n ight date with 
his “steady” was inform ed by his room -m ate th a t his 
fo rm er girl friend from  W ashington had arrived on the 
cam pus for a visit! Whose ea rs  are  burn ing  now?

Every city, town, and village is troub led  w ith a 
shortage of parking space and Elon is not excepted! 
T here  are cries over the  auto shortage, bu t yOu would 
never realize it a fte r viewing the  autos and “Jallop ies” 
parked  in fron t and back of Alamance Building. An 
opportunity  to m ake some folding money is open to the 
m an with a nearby lot which can be used as a parking 
space.

The campus “cats” are looking for th e ir  favorite 
“ra ts ” these days . . . The squirrels around Alamance 
are going to have to m ake room.

Bob—the man of the  Furr-lined  jokes— is back on 
th e  cam pus spreading his b it of cheer and good will. 
Consult him for the  la test “rib-ticklers.”

BiU Peek has moved into the  k itchen of the  c j^ i ta l  
club house . . . W hat’s cooking. Bill?

Dr. Johnson is looking for a m onitor fo r his eco
nomics class. This corner would like to recom m end 
“K eis te r” Glascock.

A budding rom ance seems to be in progress (as 
noted  by th is  scribe.) The principals are Oabe (Vir- 
gilina, take it  away!) B ray and a certain  ark  eyed wom
an whose initials are  A. C. Hope i t  flowers, Oabe!

Stay away from  th e  tree s  on the  cam pus a t night. 
They m ight “bark” a t you.

Definition of the  Rhum ba: Waving goody-bye w ith
out using th e  hands.

And^e Saltoun th inks he knows why the  sophomore 
g irls m ake the  lowly freshm en go around w ithout m ake
up: They’re  afraid the  new crop of beauties w ill steal 
th e ir  men, so they  le t the  guys get a look a t the  frosh ’s 
“n a tu ra l beauty,” and th a t takes care of the  m atter.

College Humor
All m en have the  idea th a t they  are always busy 

and if they are not, a woman can soon persuade them  
th a t they are. J u s t  say, “I don’t  see how you do it  all,” 
w ithout saying w hat ALL is.

A nother very good opening is “Well, I hea r you are 
to be congratu lated  again!” You see, th e re  is always 
som ething. H e’ll find something. I f '^ e  doesn’t, then  
say to him  th a t if  he hasn’t  heard  of it, you are certain 
ly not going to  te ll him. Then don’t  see him  for a 
m onth. H e’ll get som ething if you wait.

S. Leacock, L ast Leaves.
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦

“W hat is righteous indignation?” A child was 
asked, and answered “Being angry and not swearing.”

E. S. H ardy’s How to be H appy Though Civil.

Love is woman’s e te rna l spring,
M an’s e ternal fall!

Ladies Home Companion 
♦  ♦  » •

He asked for burn ing  kisses,
She said in accents cool 
“I may be a red-hot mama 
But I a in ’t  nobody’s fuel.”
, Eastern C arolina Teachers College

*  4  «  *

Teacher: “Everyone in this class who wants to  go 
to  Heaven, please raise his hand.”

(Everybody raises his hand except Johnny.) 
Teacher: "Johnny, don’t  you w ant to  go to  H eaven?” 
Johnny: “Yes mam, bu t m other told me to come 

stra igh t home afte r school.” /
« * « •

Why a Chinese th inks A m ericans are crazy: They 
boil w ater to make tea and then  pu t ice in it to m ake it 
cold; they pu t sugar in the  tea to make it sweet and then  
pu t lemon in it to make it sour; they fix a cold glass of 
gin to make them  warm, then  hold it up  and say, “H ere’s 
to you”— and drink  it themselves!

♦  * •  ♦
Calvin Milam was visiting a girl who lived in  the  

country. As they stro lled  th rough  the  fields, they no
ticed a cow and a calf rubbing noses in  bovine affec
tion. Milam spoke up:

“The sight of th a t makes me w ant to  do the  same 
th ing .”

“Go ahead,” the  girl replied. “I t ’s all right; i t ’s 
fa th e r’s cow.” \

— Thanks to CORONET.
♦ ♦ *  *

The smiling, confident young man en tered  a New 
York bank and stepped up to the m anager’s desk. tG ood 
day,, sir,” he announced. “Has your bank any need of 
a highly intelligent, college tra ined  m an?”

Ju s t w hat k ind of a position are you seeking?” 
asked the  manager.

“W ell,” m used the  young man. “I w ant som ething 
in  the executive line. A vice presidency, for example.” 

The m anager p u t down his pencil. “I ’m really  very 
sorry,” he said, sarcastically, “b u t we already have 12 
vice presiden ts.”

The young m an waved a hand. “Oh, th a t’s all 
rig h t,’’ he said. “I ’m not superstitious.”

— Coronet.

tWTLE 
LITTLE BI

*

Before dusting  off th is desk  top  and dragging out 

the  d ilapidated  typew riter of the  MAROON AND GOLD 
office to begin th e  yea r’s work, I  console myself with 
R ichard A rm our’s though t th a t “Though the re  may be 
nothing new u nder th e  sun, th e re  a re  always a lot of 
new people around  who have th e  p leasure of th ink ing  
th e re  is” Speaking of new people, I  should like to add 
my L ittle  B it to the  welcome you newcomers have re 
ceived these f irs t few weeks.

Since his recen t break-up, Calvin “How Could S he 
Do This To M e?” M ilam says th a t  he is fo rgetting  wom
en, and his buddy-buddy Roney “T rouble” Cates says he 

is all fo r getting  them .

Maybe i t ’s a little  la te  in th e  season to  bring th is  up , 
bu t Dewey “The Babbling Brook” H uffines defines a 
bath ing suit as a garm en t w ith  no hoOks b u t p lenty  of 
eyes on it.

According to Jim m ie “A in’t  Jonesboro  A F ine 
P lace” Roberts, tim e was hanging a little  heavy on 
some of the hour glass figures a t th a t reception the  
o ther night.

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦
F o r w hat i t ’s >v6rth dept.: The girls in M innesota 

U. call th e ir  dating  rooms M ushrooms; and w hile we 
are on th e  subject,, th e  dedication qf the  week is from  
th e  dating  couples to Miss Hardy. I t ’s "Five M inutes 
M ore”; o r is i t  "Five M inutes, M oore?”

Ja ck  Russell: Hey, Frank, th e re ’s a bug in th is coke.
F rank  Roberts: Sh-h-h! Now everybody will be 

w anting one!
Yeah, Frank , I got a m illion m ore w here th a t  one 

came from '.

Note to  F red  “M ule” C handler: The distance be
tw een some people’s ears is ju s t one block.—^Anndeule 
Gzahena.

* « * *
Who was th a t freshm an g irl on th e  tennis court 

th a t rep lied  “I am !” to th e  question “Whose gam e?” . .  . 
Sounds like R uth  “P ean u t” Baine talking.

Jo  "Now, Bill!” W atts doesn’t  like  Bill “S trike up 
th e  Band” W illiams’ opinion th a t if  you give a woman 
an inch she thinks she is a ru ler.

Noticeable new-comers; Bobby “Foots” S tevens and  
his size 13 shoes; H arry  “Cuddles” Thom as and his 
flashbulb  cam era; Mills “MDon”E v ere tt and his r e 
sem blance to sis ter ‘Ruse” ; “L ittle  Lela” Dixon and h e r  
jitte rbugg ing  w ith Vic S trader; and B etty  Chilton and 
h e r  b. f. G eorge Theodore P arker.

Maybe one reason for th e  cu rren t shortage of m eat 
lies in  the  fact th a t  th e re  are so m any hogs on the high
ways.

In  some m anner I got the  idea I was to have m ore 
freedom  of the press th is year, b u t A1 "T he Boss” B ur
lingam e wants th is colum n lim ited to  four hund red  
words and M iller Basnight arrived  on cam pus ju s t in  
tim e to lift his eyebrows a t w hat I am w riting.

Poet’s Column
FU G H T

I seem to be flying,
F or all I see around me are m yriad clouds;
T heir wispy vapors tra il across my fev’rish  brow 
W ith cool, soothing fingers.
I feel th e  refresh ing  m ists pouring on my face 
Like air through open doors in w inter 
M aking you alive to life itself.
Now, frosty  cold, the  azure heavens close about m e; 
1*Aie ea rth  evaporates;
My feet tread  on em ptiness.
And up I soar.
In  my dizzy fligh t , j
I hea r the  scream  of eagles 
Racing by my side;
The brush of th e ir  w ings ; j  j
Spurs me to unfound heights.
A t last no cloud is seen—
Only a vast, endless space stretches behind m e, 

before me, ^  ,
As I pursue my wild, ecstatic way.
F illing my pockets w ith invisible stars 
P lucked from  unseen vines.
On and on—
Ever nea rer my unknow n goal I speed;
B ut as my hands reach forth  to grasp  I know n o t 

what, /
Sudden anguish grips m y th roat—
I find I reach in vain!
The wind, rushing in my ears, has ceased.
And I feel myself sliding, slipping 
Into a headlong plunge back to  reality .
W ith a thw arted , frenzied sob I wake;
But in  my anguish 
I know
T hat I m ust fly again.

—A. W. B urlingam e.


