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THOUGHTS

%
i
9

If  thou wouldst be happy, learn  to  please.
M atthew P rior, SOLOMON

A man w ithout knowledge, an’ I  have 

read.

May well be com pared to  one th a t is dead. 
Thom as Ingelend, THE DISOBEDIENT CHILD

A m om ent’s insight is sometimes w orth  a 

life ’s experience.
— Oliver W endell Holmes, THE PRO FES

SOR AT THE BREAKFAST TABLE.

W hat really  fla tte rs  a m an is th a t  you 
th ink  him  w orth flattering.

George B ernard  Shaw, JOHN BULL’S 

OTHER ISLAND.

THE ELON COI.LEGE VETERANS CLUB is 

foundering  on th e  verge of fa ilu re  like a stricken ship 
■wallowing in stormy seas, its w ave-battered hull leak
in g  in  a dozen places. F rom  the  heaving w ireless room 
ahoot fran tic  signals of distress, in the  hope against 
Jhope th a t  some nearby vessel will pick up th e  flashes 
^ d  race to th e  rescue before ship and crew are^ sucked 

’"beneath the  waves. But th e  only rea l hope for salva
tion , the  captain and crew know, lies in themselves, 
w ith  an all-out e ffo rt to repa ir  the  damage, they may 
•bring the  craft safeJy out of its dire predicam ent, in 
ahape for many fu tu re  successful voyages. Unless each 
■crewman pitches in with each of his m ates for th e  good 
o f  all, th e  ship is doomed.

T hat is the  p resen t shape of th e  V eterans Club: dis
tre s s  calls to o ther V eterans’ Organizations in  th e  state

may bring some much-need- 
ed suggestions for saving o;ir 

4  ■ ‘‘sinking ship,” bu t the  only
rea l hope lies a t home, in  

«ach  and every Elon Veteran, m em ber of th e  club or 
3Jot. By pitching in  and puUing toge ther we may yet 
je s c u e  the  dying ship and keep h er seaworthy.

The purpose of th e  Elon V eterans Club is to serve 
i t t e  V eterans a t Elon; to  un ite  them , inform  them , en
te r ta in  them , and help them  in th e ir  problem s and 
j r ip e s .  That th is  purpose has not been realized to 
g rea te r  advantage is the  fau lt of no one man. A 
d ia re  of the  fau lt lies in every V eteran on campus who 
lias fallen  short of his obligations to him self and his 
:feUows. A captain can’t  sail a ship by himself. N eith 
e r  can one m an alone ru n  an organization of several 
hund red  hard-to-please, hard  boiled w ar veterans who 
know  w hat they  w ant bu t wont co-operate to get it.

Look alive, you V eterans, before you have no V et
e ra n s  Club! You’ve got one now. I t ’s got a workable 
<onstitution. If  you don’t  th ink  so, w rite  one th a t 'y o u  
KNOW will work! You’ve got a club w ith th e  potential 
jpower to get things done. T hat po ten tia l power is YOU! 
W ithou t your co-operation, the  organization is going to 
■collapse, and very shortly. W ITH your co-operation, 
a n d  w ith th a t same determ ination  you had in smashing 
th e  Ja p s  and Nazis, you can really  do som ething for 
yourself, your buddies, and Elon. The Vets are doing 
i t  a t  o the r schools. Do it here! Save our shii I

In  the early  deyt of my boyhood I acquired a habit 
th a t was to cause me m uch grief la te r  on. This habit 
was th a t  of smoking; in  particular, the  smoking of 
various substitxites ic r  tobacco instead of th e  rea l thing. 
Most youths explore the evils of tobacco before they 
reach m aturity , b u t the hab it seldom causes them  the 
trouble tha t it did me. Ah, me! in my innocent youth— 
how was I to know? Instead  I had to suffer th e  pain 
th a t lies in the path c i callow boyhood.

My venture into the  science of “drawing and puff
ing” was really quite an experience— or ra th e r  a series 
of experiences. The -fjist substitu te  I tr ied  was cotton 
ro lled  into the form w  a cigarette and enclosed in a 
piece of old newspaper, This weird concoction almost 
took me out of this wo/Id— by the  suffocation route! 
Next*T tried  the dried leaves from several kinds of 
trees  and vines. 1 still couldn’t  find “the  cigarette 
th a t satisfies," nor wt.uid I walk a mile for any of 
them . Coffee was nt.vl in line in  my experim ents. I 
m ade a corncob pipe especially for use in th is trial, 
bu t even its m ellow ntsf added nothing.

Then came the <Uiy! .A bosom pal in troduced me 
to the  pleasures of "inbbit-tobacco.” This “weed of 
distinction" grew everyw here in  profusion: in vacant 
lots and in patches of woods; and one sm art lad by 
transplanting, had * Jjixuriant growth in his cellar. 
W hen this p lant had reached  m aturity , we stripped the 
leaves from  the stalks and pu t them  in second-hand 
Bull D urham  and Gt)<1en G rain sacks, and s tru tted  as 
big as any banker whc had a pocket fu ll of fifty-cent 
“stogie*.”

One day, not I tn g  a fte r my Introduction to the 
“sshool boys' joy." J s ta rted  on a hunting  expedition 
w ith a pal of mine wl,n> went by th e  nam e of “One-Eye.” 
He got his name fr< m his im itation of th e  drawl 4nd 
the  squint of a famm!: cowboy sta r  of the  day. Early 
in the afternoon we se t out fo r some woods which were 
close to, my home. Wc each had an ancient a ir  rifle 
and our pockets full c f  “B-B’s.” I was especially proud 
of my gun because 1 had out-traded a playm ate for it. 
(One hundred  slightly worn m arbles and 1 green snake 
w ere my part of the trade.) The weapon would stop 
up once in a while, and it  requ ired  a good ja rring  
against a tree lo <’jslodge th e  e rra n t “B-B.” ' In  all 
o ther ways it was » dandy!

On this particu lar day, upon peaching  our hunting 
grounds, we pause<\ lo r  a few m inutes and ro lled  a 
couple of fragrant "jebbit-tobacco cheroots” from  the  
p6uches tha t we cariied . We had no sooner “fired  u p ” 
our “home-m ades" i.nan we saw a large bluejay light 
in a tree  nearby. S ilent as two cigar-store Indians, 
we eased toward (he jay ’s roosting place. Suddenly I 
fe lt a b reath  of ht't a ir on the  back of m y neck and 
heard  a roaring sound. I  looked around . . . Gee- 
Whillikers! the w tods were on fire! "O ne-Eye” and I 
t r ie !  our best tc out the  blaze but m ade no head
way a t all. Finfj]]y we stum bled ou> of th e  woods, 
bleary-eyed from the hea t and smoke.

The first thing ,ve saw was the  owner of th e  land 
w here we had s ta ite d  the fire. He had been hunting, 
too, and carried  f under his arm. W hen “One-Eye” 
saw him  he alnr.cit had a running fit, bu t i t  was I  who 
did the  runnin* The last word I  heard as my fee t 
carried  me h o n e  was "One-Ejje” saying, “I  give up, 
Suh! Go ahead aad shoot!”

My first act upon reaching home was to dive under 
the bed, and there  I stayed un til my m other pulled 
me out. She ftjt he r  hairbrush  and really  warmed me 
up back aft.

T hat was me 'a j t  smoke I  had for quite awhile.— 
H al McDiarmiti,

0  My Thumb In 

Ghostland

A1 the Ed;l< , ib tom ew here away up Nawth or away 
down Souf. wt d o a ’t know which. But the  absSence of 
th is  elongate<] victim  of High I. Q. puts the  problem  
squarely up t( (is. and it is no easy m a tte r to decide at 
our age. It is piCLumed th a t  we ought to have an edi
torial, wee. wan, and ghosted. I .e t th e  candles burn  
blue and backbones chatter, therefore , as th is spectral 
copy rolls from, t.he pale ribbojti.

I t is as in tne days of courtship. Even th e  rug-
gedest swain m ust tu rn  a ligh t heliotrope in color a t
the  thought <,1 tub^jtituting fo r so much gray m atter.
Bring hack Fang-quoo-ho. I would thou couldest.
“Bang-quoo-hC' A t"  Is th e  boy to  tickle the  in telligentsia 
— and the local lUimb-belles— with th e  amazing brigh t 
light of his supple erudition. He does it w ith little  
words, too: Ahvays knows how to  write up to his public.

But let the eJi.ips fall in a tangle if they  must. Hop
— “Old Hop t,be P rin t Shop” m ust ven ture to sound 
th e  firs t ed ito jia i drum s of 1947 w ith a few predictions 
of things to c< ;ro* in Ghostland. Cock an ear, fo r here 
they  come.

The M, G, Board will spend sleepless nights 
try ing  to find nn ed ito r to fill the  ghost ed ito r’s shoes. 
The foundaticins jo r  the new building program  at Elon 
wiU appear some bright morning before the  boys in 
N orth find cm  th e ir  toes Ute t ru a n t from  th e  blankets. 
Hap P erry  will comb the hollows for another Choo- 
Choo who wi'ij iUft aU over th e  N orth S tate gridirons 
like a Jeb  Slu?.rt cavalry troop.

The great i>ear 1947 will be lucky for somebody. 
We hope it wiH be for all of us.

Politics )£ out. Too much Taft and too .much con
troversy. Toti m uch Bilbo, too.

One thing -,ve guarantee: Carolina will top  th e  na
tion, Carolina jo^es will bloom again, and C arolina’s 
sons and daugi.itcrs will make love again.

Lou A g ie tta  will wear th a t winsome smile and 
keep his grudge— 99 per  cent artificial— against the  
Yankees. T hat boy could ru n  a smoothie on a giraffe 
in an Arrow coillor.

The Dean of Women wiU keep the  even tenor of 
he r  way, unlesi'sH e tu rns  to some lilting basso profun- 
do. The rest cf iis will move around corners very, very 
carefu lly .

Day By Day
Keyhole Peepings

I face the  Noo Year w ith bleak prospects. Sev
eral friends have told me th a t they  wouldn’t  w rite  
“key-hole peepings” for love or money. Well, I know 
darn  well I haven’t  been getting paid for the  stuff; and 
fu rth e r  and more, no love has been coming my way. 
(That’s not a h in t to Mrs. Klaghorn.) So be it—T. S.

D elm er Brown, close friend  of Betty Benton, 
Jean n e  M eredith, and Ann Byrd (Tweet-tweet), w ent 
to a party  and took no chances on being le ft out in the  
cold. We understand  th a t th e  ex tra  w arm th was pick
ed up a t WCUNC, a k ind of booking house for u n re 
constructed Vets.

* * ♦  ♦  ♦

W. Wentz had planned  to ride the  chartered  bus to 
Virginia. Sorry you didn’t  make it Wentz . . . .  She 
.missed you—  . . . Consult Baxter Twiddy, M onsieur 
Wentz . . . about “The Big D eal.”

W atch your step Claude . . . Jackie is singing 
"G ot My Eyes on You.” . . . Saying recently  revived by 
Vernon Phelps: “Go West, Young Man.”

Ju n e  in  January : J  .W. and Agnes, Jack  and Lib, 
Bobby and Polly, Bill and Jo, Holt and P at, Burton 
and Pace, Vick and Grace, George and M ary, etc.

Welcome back to Dan B arker, who took honors in 
’40, ’41, and ’42.

This prattle , w ritten  Dece»iber 19 to l i t  a January  
deadline, carries best wishes fo r a Happy New Year.

Science In The News
By BILL STAFFORD

The cancer problem  is extrem ely complex and 
fa r  from  being solved, bu t m edical authorities have 
learned  some of th e  conditions under which th e  disease 
may arise. Some of these can be avoided and cor
rected.

In  the  case of skin cancers, doctors can give fa ir 
ly positive advice. They repo rt th a t a person past m id
dle age and those who have an aging skin should avoid 
sunburn. Those people who have moles, warts, and any 
sores which are slow about healing should consult a 
doctor to make certain  th a t  th e  condition is not one 
which may develop into cancer.

Cancer of the  lung is increasing and is a type of 
cancer which is hard  to  recognize. The chief symptom 
inalm ost th ree-fourths of such cases is coughing. In  a 
nation of heavy cigarette smokers, the  eough is al
most universal. The th ing  to watch for is th e  change 
in th e  type of cough. The only satisfactory cure for 
th is cancer is th e  rem oval of the  en tire  lung; unless 
so trea ted , th e  disease is inevitably fatal. The rem ain 
ing lung tends to expand and fill the  cavity of the  chest.

A lthough lung cancer is increasing, it is not the 
most common type of cancer. Stomach cancer is more 
prevalent. I t  is curable to a certain  ex ten t if  i t  is 
recognized in tim e for th e  pa tien t to take advantage 
of the  opportunity  offered by well perform ed surgery.

Many a patien t will be spraying penicillin into his 
lungs very soon to  help figh t coughs and influenza. P re 
viously, the  chief drawback to using the  life-saving drug 
was th a t it had to be in jected  into th e  muscles, a process 
which made th e  patien t very sick. Now, however, i t  is 
being converted into a fine spray, so people will be 
more kindly disposed to using the  drug. The spray 
will be comparatively cheap, will have a p leasant taste  
and a soothing effect on the  dry m em branes of the  
th roat, and will be an aid in combating coughs, cold 
germs, and o ther bacteria in  th e  throat.

College Humor
A fter all, the  Constitution grants every guy the 

righ t to the pursu it of happiness, thought Bob F urr, 
as he chased her  down another block.

K nees are a luxury. If you don’t th in k  so, ju s t try  
to get hold of one.

♦  ♦  * * 4
Gal: “Have you ever awakened wih a je rk ?”
Friend: “Heavens no! I ’m not even m arried .”

♦  * ♦  J* ♦

To a drunk  who was leaning against a building, a 
cop growled: “Move on, move on. W hat do you th.ink 
you’re doing—holding up the  build ing?”

The drunk  staggered away and the  building feU 
down on th e  cop.

♦  ♦  ♦  * ♦
Neal McDonald says th a t she is th e  flower of her 

fam ily . . .  a blooming idiot.

Mary Schuster: Up in New Jersey  the  wind is
so strong th a t when you take one step forw ard, the
wind blows you back two.

Bob Woolridge: Gosh how do you get w here you 
are going?

Mary: Oh, we ju s t ta rn  around and walk backwards.
♦  ♦  * + ♦

Mrs. F a rra r  says th a t in  h er girlhood days, young
girls never though t of doing th e  things they  do today 
. . . bu t th a t’s why they d idn’t do ’em they never thought 
of ’em.

R uth  W heless (eating an apple): I  ju s t swallowed
a worm.

L enell FuUer: Well, drink some w ater and wash 
it down.

Wheless: Naw, I ’ll le t i t  walk.
% if. i f  if. i f

Each m orning as I wake up
The only th ing  I can say
I wish I  w ere a m attress
And could lie in bed all day. ' ' ,

Behind The Mike
with WALLY MACK

Big N am e B ands F o ld  Up

Of in te res t to all you kam pus kiddies should be the 
recen t announcem ent th a t m any of the  big nam e orch
estras are  about to fold up o r have already  called it 
quits. Some of th e  big boys th a t m ay re t i re  are  Woody 
H erm an and his Blue F lam ers; Tommy Dorsey, th a t sen
tim en tal gentlem an of swing (rem em ber th e  stinker he 
pulled  down at th e  Hill?); H arry  Jam es and his Music- 
M akers; Les Brown and his band  of Renown; Benny 
Carter, Ja ck  Teagarden, and J e r ry  Wald.

Could it be th a t  the  leaders are  calling a halt for a 
while to cause th e ir  sidem en’s salaries to  go down? Or 
it m ight be th a t  they  have had enough of th e  public’s 
bandstand gripes. S till i t  m ay be th a t  they  w ant to 
see if th e  newly elected  Republicans w ill follow through  
w ith th e  prom ised tax cut. A t any ra te , i t  is a swell 
change for the  young combos.

*  ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦

S inatra  T eaches Bobby-Sox A Lesson

F ran k  S inatra  has p leaded tim e and  tin^e again for 
the  bobby-soxers to  stop m aking so m uch noise during 
his broadcasts. Up u n til a few  weeks ago, S inatra , be
cause of his loyalty to the  youngsters, refused  to le t 
th e  higher-ups bar th e  kids from  his shows; bu t being 
on the  verge of a com plete physical breakdown, he  nu t 
his foot down.

S inatra owes a g rea t deal o f h is  success to the  
worship of th e  "Robert-sox,” bu t th e  behavior of some 
of his juvenile  fans seem s any th ing  b u t fa ir.

♦  * ♦  J* ♦

G oodbye A nd H ello

A couple or th ree  weeks ago, we repo rted  th a t the 
“Swjng and Sway” voice of BiUy W ilUams had. le ft 
Sammy K aye to sing w estern  ba«ads. H aven’t  hea rd  
anything of Williams since, bu t w e do have word tha t 
he has been rep laced  by Jo hnny  Ryan, a fellow w ith a 
ten o r voice who jo ined  th e  K aye o u tfit a t th e  H otel 
New Y orker on N ovem ber 29.

•  * ♦  ♦  •

G abrie l Loses H is M anosciip t

Some of you cam pus cut-upe m igh t pick up a re 
w ard of a thousand dollars fo r th e  recovery  of Erskine 
H a w ^ n s  most trea su red  souvenir, th e  original maMu- 
s c n p t  of ■‘Tuxedo Junc tio n .” B ecause i t  was on the

t i f  national prom 
inence m  the  popu lar m usic field, th e  m anuscrip t has 
a g rea t sen tim enta l value to  Hawkins.

♦  ♦  ♦  •  ♦

O ff The R ecord

A few new  waxings you should lend  an  ear to 
F or Sentim ental Reasons ” by the  K ing Cole Trio 

H arry  Jam es pressing  of “Oh, B u t I  Do.” th e  scream  
^ ra n g e m e n t of bouncing B etty  H utton  singing “On the 

th e r  End of a K iss,” th e  bass voice rend ition  of 
Vaughn M onroe’s “W inter W onderland,” and la st bu t 
not least, Woody H erm an’s "Uncle Rem us Said ” ’

Poet’s Column
ROSE ON THE L A T T IC I

Rose on th e  la ttice blowing, em broidery  of spring, 
Y our velvet beauty  is my ra re  delight; 
i  J  bloom, ti ll  fro s t seals your doom
And bleeding petals speak th e ir  la s t goodnight.

Rose on the  lattice, sadly you bow w hen 
Bold w in ter bids you die;
Thy fond life, b rief span of beau ty  fo r m an t 
M ust w ith thy  falling leafle ts lie.

Cold M aster, take not my rose away;
L et live th e  bloom, so loving to  cai^ss.
In  its soft nest flow ering alway.
Symbol cf heaven’s loveliness.

So sends my soul its p ray e r  as tim e flows 
^ d  frost descends, a floating spear, upon th e  rose. 
Yet no t away, no t dead, fo r on my hand  you bled 
A nd s till w ith in  my h ea rt your beauty  grows.

Springtim e will see a blossom brigh tly  red  
R eturning, a scarle t ray above a greening tho rn  
T hat sm iles and says: “The soul th a t  would ad o n  
The life i t  loves, dies n e t w hen w in te r  comes.
I t  does bu t sleei)— u n til th e  May is born 
Again to s tir  and sound h e r  waking drums.

— Edw ard Ray Day

EVENING

Down sinks th e  sun from  its th ro n e  on high; 
The darkness deepens, fo r n igh t is nigh;
And across th e  meadow echoes th e  cry 
Of a n igh t b ird 'w inging th e  evening sky.

Endowed am I by n a tu re ’s might,
W ith exalted  sp irit of peace an d  ligh t;
The rising m oon th rough  th e  trees  I see,
And God and heaven seem close to me.

- ^ a c k  H olt

A
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-HESIGNA’S'BON

A flam e burned  quietly  w ittun my soul 
And none th e re  was who knew;
B ut th e  w arm th  i t  gave was life to  me 
And th e  love it  fed abundantly  grew.

A t last i t  seem ed th e  w hite  ho t glow  _
W ould b rand  my h ea r t and s tay  to  sh riek  
W ith u tte r  longing a t my rebe l s61f 
Who could only answer, “’Tis peace I  seek.”

E. R. S


