






When The Long Trick's Over
Wnliam Bird

William Swanson had been work-
ing all day; eight straight hours of
standing behind a counter, walking
back and forth) waiting on first one
customer and then another. "Give
me a bottle of Fineley's Liver Ex-
tract, please!" ... "Do you have
Dr. Minker's R u n-D 0 w n Syrup?"
. . . "Young man, would you wait
on me?" ... day in and day out,
it was the same old thing. Run here
for this, run there for that. Do this
... do that ... run ... run ... run.
That's all he ever did.
The day passed slowly, but

now it was over and he was waiting
for his bus. He smiled as he thought
of the bus and the seat that it con-
tained for him, No more standing
up until tomorrow. He would settle
back in one of those uncomfortable
seats of the bus and wait to be tak-
en home. Home ... just that one
word and the thoughts that it con-
tained for him were enough to cause
him to smile. Home . . . it wasn't
much, just one room with a dresser
and a bed what a mattress, soft,
springy what dreams ~ .. what
air castles what happiness.
William's thoughts were interrup-

ted. The 50th Street bus had pul'Ied
up to the curb. He entered and took
a seat near the back. There was a
reason for this. He had found from
experience that if he took a front
seat, some woman would get on,
find -all the seats taken, and stand
staring at him with murderous eyes,
and until he arose and gave her his
seat, she would thank him; usually,
she would just let out with a "grunt
and sit down. Yes ... the back seat
was by far the most desirable.
William's n e r v e s jangled as a

heavy object struck his toes. The
bus had become quite crowded. A
large robust woman was sitting be-
side him, trying vainly to hold sev-
eral large packages which kept slip-
ping from her lap. He wished she
would get off soon, but she sat
there, perfectly contented. He tried
to attract her atterrtion: she looked
the other way. He tried to get up;

(Continued on page 4)

"Who thwald I thwas twied-twongue!"
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KILAOY'S
KORNER

Hal Greene and Bill Brown

KILROY'S KO-EDS. Alan's lass: "How do you like college men?" Bill's
chick replied, "Well, I find that Princeton men are charming, Harvard turns
out scads of perfectly gorgeous dancers, but for goodness sake don't they
teach anything at Armstrong but blocking and tackling?"
The quiet, little freshman frill from the country was on her first date with an Arm-

strong stude' and thrllled beyond words. She didn't want to appear countrified and
had, therefore, put on her prettiest dress, got a sophisticated hair-do, and was all pre-
pared to talk understandingly about music, art, or politics. Her hero took her to a movie,
and then to the favorite college Inn. "Two beers," he told the waiter. She, not to
be outdone, murmured, "The same for me." Overheard ... Hal: "You dance wonder-
fully." Hal's gal: "I wish I could say the same about you." Hal: "You could, if you
could lie as I do." Once a beautiful deb from another school confronted me with this
question: "Are they very strict at your college?" And thinking of my World Literature,
Chemistry, and History teachers I replled quite assurfngjy, "Strict? Why once a guy
died in class and they proppee him up until the lecture ended." "Baker, what are the
names of the bones in your hand?" Allie: "DICE." 'Jukie' and date at a basketball
game: "See that big substitute down there playing forward? I think he's gonna be our
best man next year." Date: "Oh, darling, this is so sudden" ... Ed. note: any re-
semblance to this script and good jokes is purely a point in our favor!
LOOKING INTO THE FUTURE we find one of our brainiest (and I use the term

advisedly) students confronted by his old man: "Howard, after four years of college,
you're nothing but a drunk, a loafer, and a nuisance. I can't think of one good thing
it has done." Johnson replied, "Well, didn't it cure ma of bragging about me?" Two
young spooners were parked gazing at the beautiful view of the moon beaming over
Pape 'kindergarden,' when she looked up (or down) at him and said, "You remind me
of Don Juan." Reggie gulped and said, "What do you know about him? He's dead."
She sighed and replied, "Yeah, I know!" "stay," 'Irish' said, with his arm around her
waist, as she turned her face expectantly toward his. "Shall it be the kiss pathetic,
sympathetic, graphic, paragraphic, Oriental, Occidental, intellectual, paroxysmal, quick
and dismal, slow and unctuous, long and tedious, devotional, emotional, or what?" She
said perhaps that would be the better way.

ON TIME WITH A RHYME

Beneath a shady tree they sat;
He held her hand, she held his hat,
I held my breath and lay right tIat-
They kissed ... I saw them do it.

He held that kissing was no crime;
She held her head up everytime
I held my peace and wrote this rhyme,
While they thought no one knew it.

ZOUNDS IN THE NIGHT. Someday someone is going to commit a zound that
is printable ... Yes, yes, another month of weekends, another batch of Hp-stjck-statned
handkerchiefs and more school ... Yessiree, all were there to celebrate the "wearin' 0' the
green" at the St. Patrick's costume ball sponsored by the Vet Club ... Report from a
fortune teller: Bill Brown and Alan Laird singing their theme song at one of the "3·S"
frat's socials-"Woof." Remember that love is like an onion-you can taste it with delight-
and when it's gone you wonder whatever made you bite! Congratulations and all sorts
of luck to Grady Dickey on his engagement ... the best cure for a man in love is
to get married. If that doesn't cure him ... nothing will! Whether it is cold or whether
it's hot, we must have weather, whether or not ... Editor Green carries his babe's
picture in his watch, 'cause he's got the idea she will love him In time ... Flash! In the
words of big Bob Harmon, "Baaaa."
ORCHIDS AND PINCH BOTTLE TO (Ed. note: one of the things this column has

lacked In the past is a taste of some good, down-to-earth (Irish) humor ... so in an
effort to remedy this situation we have submitted (in view that st. Patrick had his day
not long ago) the following Irish witticism.) "Sure the Irish are the best fighters. They
can lick anyone in the world," stated 'Red' Fogarty (becoming eloquent). Dewey
Prince replied, "Oh, dey not bane such goed fighters ... me an' mt buddies, Yates an'
IsJey an' Deloach an' two udder fellars, ve lick vun of dem yesterday." (Where was
GOldberg?) Clem Williams is the type that admires women who walk gracefully . . .
'cause he saves cabfare ... Now rumor has it that his '111de-icer' gets paralyzed from
the hips down everytime she spots a taxi. 'Red" Colquitt and Fred (what's he got that
I wouldn't know what to do with) Sigman, that well-known pair, find everything foolish
these days ... even the dollar hasn't the sence it used to have ... why only last week
this pair was found sitting on a red-hot radiator asking everyone what was burning.
Bfg~tlme operator Julian (Cecil B. DeMille) Sliver never talks about anything he
doesn't understand ... he has a great reputation for silence ... his only and one
keeps telling him to hang his head on a Xmas tree and get something in It . . . she
has a heart Uke a hotel ... room for everybody ... KILROY.
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ArthUl' J. Chandler

The effect of Karl Marx upon the nineteenth and twentieth centuries
can only be contrasted to the influence of Voltaire or Rousseau upon the
eighteenth century. In Russia, Marx is almost' a god, where his pattern of
dialetical materialism is accepted not only as a foundation of economics but
as a test to which Science and Philosophy must conform. Nearly everywhere
the growth of socialism has been a vital influence in furthering the enact-
ment of social insurance, minimum wage taws, and promotion of incomes
and inheritances for the purpose of redistribution of wealth. Socialists have
generally lent their support to the cooperative movement (T. V. A., etc.),
government ownership of railroads and public utilities, and to inumerable
schemes to protect workers and consumers from the power of monopolistic
capital.

In the nineteenth century the followers of Marx split into two 'factions,
the Marxists and the Revisionists. Marx had advocated the overthrow of
the government by force and that the working class gain complete control.
The working man would be in complete control of all industry and would
direct payment in accord with the amount of labor products of all industry,
in socialism. But socialism is merely the transition to communism, the goal
of historical evolution. Communism will mean the classless society, where
no one lives by owning but by earning. The state would have disappeared
and be replaced by nothing but voluntary organizations to operate the means
of production. The wage system would be abolished, and all would share
equally in the common property. The Revisionists advocate the attainment
of socialism by peaceful and gradual' means, whereas the Marxists are strict
revolutionists.

Let us then turn back and find out what religion is based upon. There
are six basic fundamentals found in all religions; namely, (1) a body of
ceremony or ritual, composed largely of relics or magic; (2) attitudes of
fear, awe, reverence, devotion and self sacrifice; (3) a set of commandants;
(4) a theory of the meaning of life and of man's relation to the unseen pow-
ers; (5) an interpretation of the universe; and (6) a structure of organizations
for the conservation of values and the enforcement of beliefs and prohibi-
tions. ' It is to -be noted that the essential element of religion is the belief in
the supernatural. This distinguishes it from magic, philosophy, social and
political idealism. Social and political ideals such as communism are often
referred to as religion, since they involve attitudes of mystic devotion, self-
sacrifice, and worship of heroes or ideals. But supernaturalism has no place
in communistic ideals so it is rigidly excluded by communism.

Upon analysis we find first that communism is closely linked to religion
inasmuch as some of its teachings do strive for the common good of all people.
Unlike religion it advocates the state as the Supreme Head with no relation
to the supernatural. Again we find, that some of the basic precepts of the
constitution could be construed as being communistic, for example, the
guaranty of the Bill of Rights as to equal rights for a1·1. The Pilgrims who
settled in the New England States practiced communism-they worked to-
gether, worshipped together and shared equally in the products of their
labor. Today many religious organizations practice communism in that the
needy are provided for, and follow the precepts of Christ that demand that
ever-y laborer receive his just due.

I think that the prevailing stigma on the subject of communism is en-
tirely overated. I believe that if the subject is understood, the stigma wil'l
be removed. What we have misnamed communism in America today is in
reality Anarchy or Socialism. Communism, its basic ideals of everyone
working and sharing equally for the common good of all, would not be un-
like the democracy we are now living in. I believe that our present demo-
crat!c government is the finest type of government in the world, however, to
follow our own Constitution we must be tolerant of every race, creed or
religion. The right of free speech must be upheld. There are at present
about 100,000communists in the United States. They are -but a small minor-
ity in a land where the majority rules. Let us then realize their right, as
well as ours, to free speech, even though their ideas and ideals may not
coincide with ours. Don't make a mountain out of a molehilll
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More On Dabney
I can't stand ole' Dabney's Class,
Although it seems I always pass;
But he's not fair to other teachers ...
They don't compare with him, poor

, creatures.
I go to History and I mean
To study English if not seen;
But Dabney's discourse interests me
I sit in class attentively.
And if by chance my interest wanes,
And with my English I make gains,
Mr. Dabney cracks a joke,
And I again in History soak.
That's why 1 hate ole' Dabney's

class,
And though in other things I pass,
If Dabney wasn't so darn good
I'd make the kind of grades I should.

... Anon
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"mE BAT"

When The Long Trick's Qver
(Continued from page 2)

she disregarded his efforts. After
a while he resigned himself to his
fate. His toes would take a beating,
but that was better than risking an
embarrassing situation.
The bus pulled up to the next stop

. . . another woman. When would
they stop getting on the 'bus? My
God ... before long he would have
to get up and give one his seat.
Women ... you'd think they were
the only sex in the world ... you'd
think the world couldn't get along
without them. Women ... bah!
They'll love you; they'll hate you.
They'll defend you; 'they'If condemn
you. 'I'hey'Il step on your toes; they'll
mend your hose . . . women, my
gosh, w hat creatures. All man's
troubles began with them.
William started. The next street

was his. He was almost home ...
almost to his lovely, soft, spring
mattress . . . what a day! What a
world!
He stepped off the bus and slowly

made his way home. This was it;
this was what he had been wait-
ing for. No more orders; no more
running from one counter to another
... no more waiting for busses . ~ .
no more women. This was it; this
was home and his lovely, spring
mattress. A thousand dreams await-
ed his call.






