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Cbristmaii Umdru
Make this Christmas a memorable one 

through the thoughtful and generous giving of 
Jewelry* A handsome ring, a useful watch, a 
dainty piece of jewelry —— or a novelty selected 
with care —— those are the things that last and 
please. Make your selections now and have the 
pieces engraved before Christmas.

R. HERZ & BRO., Inc.
Established 1885 Sip of Values

A complete line of College Crests in stock.
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Rlonarch Cafe
Where the University Eats”

225 North Virginia Street

STATE DISTRIBUTORS FOR - SAFE CABINET - THE PROTECTION FOR YOUR RECORDS

BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG AND OLD ON ALL SUBJECTS 
STATIONERS — BOOK SELLERS — ENGRAVING 

KARDEX-RAND VISIBLE EQUIPMENT
GIFTWARE OFFICE SUPPLIES

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

College Book Store
DEPOSITORY FOR ALL THE UNIVERSITY TEXT BOOKS 

AND CATERING TO ALL THE NEEDS OF THE 
STUDENTS IN LINE OF SUPPLIES 

AT REASONABLE PRICES

Free Delivery — Open Evenings
Mail Orders Given Our Prompt Attention

11 East Second Street
Geo. A. Southworth, Ex ’09
V. M. (Spike) Henderson, ’12

Phone 400 
Harry L. Duke 

John M. Fulton, Jr., ’25
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i RENO MEAT COMPANY |
W SO W. Commercial Row |
S HANDLING ONLY GRADE A MEATS, |
i FISH, POULTRY AND EGGS |

Every Sanitary Arrangement for Your J
[LE 'PTTh'fppfi (fin

g SPECIAL RATES TO FRATERNITY |
g HOUSES |
| PHONE 341 |

“Entered as Second Class Matter, October 28, 1923 
at Postoffice, Reno, Nevada, under Act of March 
3, 1897.

Accepted for mailing at special rate of postage pro
vided for in Section 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, 
authorized.”

HOW COULD YOU
Prof: Gentlemen, I have in my hand a curious specimen 

of fossilized bone.
From the ranks: Which hand doctor? —Cynic.

—wolf—

SO LARGE
Co: Don’t you think the chaperone is awfully obese?
Ed: Yeah! And too fat, too!

—Yellow Jacket.
—wolf—

Just because he’s a "well-noted” professor doesn’t neces
sarily imply that he is famous.

—Black and Blue Jay.

Meet the
Gang
At the Sign of the Big N

The Place Where You Con Get What You Want 
In The Way Of—

SOFT DRINKS
CIGARS & TOBACCOS

Block N
"Bill” "Charlie” "Eddie”

210 N. Virginia Phone 1160

FREE TELEPHONE BOOTH

Engineers, Especially, Will Appreciate the

Possibilities of—

Old Mission Plastic Watertite

Portland Cement

WHEREVER YOU CAN USE PORTLAND 
CEMENT YOU CAN USE OLD MISSION

PLASTIC WATERTITE TO A BETTER 
ADVANTAGE

Descriptive Circular on Request

Distributed By—

NEVADA LAND COMPANY
Phone 152

- —
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THAT’S the way P. A. talks to you in the bowl 
of a pipe. This great national gloom-chaser 
stabs the darkest clouds with a ray of sunshine. 
Buy a tidy red tin of Prince Albert today and 
see. Tamp a load of this friendly tobacco into 
your jimmy-pipe and light up.

Cool as a sub-cellar. Sweet as the breath of 
fresh-cut violets. Fragrant in the tin and fra
grant as you smoke it. Never a tongue-bite or 
a throat-parch. So mild you can hit it up from 
sun-up to sun-dowh, yet with a body that satisfies 
completely.

There’s more philosophy in a pipe-load of 
P. A. than in the average Doctor’s thesis. No 
matter what brand you are smoking now, you 
don’t know how much your jimmy-pipe can 
mean to you until you pack it with good old 
Prince Albert. Get started now.

Fringe albert
—no other tobacco is like it!

P. A. is sold everywhere in 
tidy red tins, pound and half- 
pound tin humidors, and 
pound crystal-glass humidors 
with sponge-moistener top. 
And always with every bit 
of bite and parch removed by 
the Prince Albert process.

© 1926, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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----------------------- -------- ------- ------------------------------------“-------------

MORE THAN 100 YEARS AGO 
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN SAID—

“A policy of life insurance is the oldest and 
safest mode of making certain provisions for ones 
family. It is a strange anomaly that men should 
be careful to insure their houses, their ships, their 
merchandise, and yet neglect to insure their lives, 
surely the most important of all to their families, 
and more subject to loss”
NEW YORK LIFE
(A Mutual Company) Bob rarrar 14

Orthophonic |
Victrolas |

ORTHOPHONIC 
RECORDS 1

s
SHEET MUSIC 

Orchestrations |

I EMPORIUM OF MUSIC s =
I F. G. Whiting
= . s| 142 N. Virginia Street Phone 94 =

AS GOOD AS THE NEXT

Young Prof’s Wife: Why did you tell the neighbors you 
married me because I was such a good cook, when I can’t 
even boil a potato?

Young Prof: I had to have some excuse.
—Belle Hop.

—wolf—

Old Timer: Let’s go for a buggy ride.
The Damsel: All right, Henry, but don’t take that horse 

with a strain of mule who refused to move past that dark 
spot last night.

—Black & Blue Jay.

FRANK
Senior: So you’ve dropped English?
Junior: Yeah. The prof asked me what a hypocrite was, 

and I said it was a person who would deliberately laugh in 
his class. —Rice Owl.

—wolf—

Nurse: Professor, a boy arrived.
Professor (absently): Ask him what he wants.

—Witt.
—wolf—

Student: How’s my chances of getting through this 
course?

Prof.: The best in years, my boy. —Pelican.

UNITIES 
OFI926 
By Janet b

"What we need. is more 
clastic currency!'"

You said, ill - Lwish that! 
could, make my budget 
stretch, as economically 
everywhere as it does at

Abbie McPhee

FHE STYLE 
SHOPPE

PERSONALLY SELECTED
Cadies Read//-to wear

They sat together 
Worked together, 
All semester long. 
Played together, 
Strolled together, 
Happy as a song.

Then—
Crammed together-- 
Flunked together, 
Wondered what 
Was wrong.

—wolf—

"Did you see Trojan’s column while 
you were in Rome-”

"Yes, I read it every morning.”

—wolf—

Prof: When did Caesar defeat the 
greatest number?

Stude: I think on examination day.

—wolf—

Rub: I have nothing to do today. 
Dub: How will you know when you 

are through?

You and Your Friends 
will be Cordially Welcome 
and Your Requirements 
Efficiently Cared for at 
the

IPashoe
County
Bank

RENO, NEVADA

Age 56 Years

Assets, $4,500,000.00
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। Electrical Appliances J
I MAKE MOST PLEASING CHRISTMAS GIFTS |

| Following are a Few Suggestions =
| Study Lamps Complete----------------------------------------- $3.25 =
I Universal Traveling Iron-------------------------------------- 3.95 |
| Electric Heaters----------------------------- -----------------------  3.50 |
| Exceptional Curing Iron Values------------------------- 1.50 |
I Complete Line of Waffle Irons, Percolators, Toasters | 
| Heating Pads and Splendid Values in Bed Shades |

I Nevada Machinery B Electric Co. j
| 121 North Virginia Street Phone 200 |
............ ...............................................................  iiiintiiiiiiiiiiit»iiiHiiiiiir¥

FOR BETTER PHOTOGRAPHS 

GO TO THE

RIVERSIDE STUDIO
ART PHOTOGRAPHERS

228 North Virginia Street Reno, Nevada

RIGHT! FRESHMAN!

Student in Military Science Class: Captain, I have 
neither pencil nor paper.

Captain: What would you think of a soldier who went 
to battle without rifle and ammunition?

Student: I would think he was an officer, sir.
—Drexerd.

—wolf—

"What a sweet little baby boy, and how much it looks 
like your husband?’

"This is an adopted child I’ll have you understand.”
—Oregon Webfoot.

First Prof: He says he came to college to get an educa
tion.

2nd, 3rd and 4th Profs: Haw! Haw!
—Pelican.

—wolf—

Prof: James, why were you absent yesterday?
James: My grandmother died.
Prof: What? This is the third time that your grand

mother has died.
James: Yes, sir, but my father was a Mormon.

—Blue Moon.

STUDENTS!

WE’RE YOUR 
CLEANERS!

AT YOUR SERVICE!

NEW

YORK

CLEANERS

Phone 129

133 W. 2nd Street

A man who was wanted by the police 
had been pictured in six different pos
itions, and the pictures were circulated 
among the police. The chief of a 
small town wrote headquarters a few 
days later, saying, "I duly received the 
pictures of six miscreants whose cap
ture is desired. I have arrested five 
of them; the sixth is under observation 
and will be taken soon!”

—wolf—

Lazy Mike: I have a new position 
with the railroad company.

Weary Rhodes: What is it?
Lazy Mike: You know the fellow 

that goes alongside the train and taps 
the axles to see if everything’s all 
right? Well, I help him listen!

—wolf—

We’ve all heard about an absent
minded professor who poured the syr
up down his back and scratched his 
pancake, but the one that worries us 
is the one who poured catsup on his 
shoelace and tied his spaghetti.

"SAY!
IT WITH FLOWERS”

EDDY 

FLORAL 

CO.

11 West 2nd St.

Phone 423 Reno
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Leather Christmas Gifts
SUGGESTIONS

FOR A FRIENDFOR HIM

Kit Bag 
Brief Case 
Wallet, Billfold 
Key Case 
Pocket Flask 
Cigarette Case 
Military Brush Set 
Soft Collar Case 
Dressing Case 
Gloves Lined 
Gloves Unlined

Traveling Bags
Hat Box
Leather Purse
Leather Picture Frames
Writing Cases
Vanity Cases
Bridge Sets
Bottle Sets
Fitted Travel Cases 
First Aid Travel Sets 
Gladstone Case

INDESTRUCTO TRUNKS

Bachelor and Ladies’ Models

BOOLS 8 BUTLER. Inc
232 N. Center St. Opposite Golden Hotel

An imminent scientist is trying to figure out how many 
generations ago the ordinary housefly developed a liking 
for bald headed men. A bald headed man in Walla Walla 
is organizing a company of bald headed men to provide 
means whereby flies are drawn away from fruit stands.

—Yellow Jacket.

—wolf—

Chern Prof.: A Catalytic Agent is something which aids 
in the completion of a reaction without taking active part 
in the reaction itself. Now will someone illustrate?

Bright Student: A glass egg?

—Ollapod.

Girls Will Be Girls
For many years or maybe more—

I dote on magnanimity—
I’ve tried to find the final score 

Concerning femininity.
And just like old Diogenes—

Or so I think they called the gent—
I’ve hunted for the one who’d please

With qualities magnificent.
But every time, alas, alack!

Upon some flaw I always come.
She’s sure to laugh out loud and smack

Her gum.

No matter where I search for her—
The she of brains and pulchritude—

Reluctantly I must aver
Her faults are always multitude.

There is no justice in the world—
The saying’s trite, but true for me—

For it has been most sadly girled
As anyone can painly see.

The ways of womankind are quaint
And devastate each damosel

Until not one but titters, "Ain’t 
It swell!”

It’s true I’ve found that specimen— 
In my discriminating search—

Who does not sicken now and then
By snorring loudly when in church.

I’ve found that rarest feminine—
With superhuman diligence—

Who now and then can dance and dine
With something like intelligence.

But yet I search and yet I sigh
Because the girl does not exist

Who never kicked one heal up high 
When kissed! —Edwin Duerr.

—wolf—

If you want to be one of the fellers, eat Bran Dandies, 
men.

Now In Our New Location 
134 Sierra St.

PRINTERS OF THE "DESERT WOLF”

GREEN PRINTING CO.
James T. Green Cecil H. Green, ’24

Under Direct Supervision of the U. S. Government

The Farmers B Merchants 
National Bank

Reno. - - Nevada
Member of Federal Reserve System 

.................. , ..... .. ..........
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BREATHS THAT BLOW

"It was our last night together. We were alone, on the 
shore of a lake. A gentle breeze brought the faint sounds 
of a ukelele from a far-off canoe. In the moonlight, I could 
plainly see her red lips, her dreamy brown eyes, her golden 
hair, her divine form. Suddenly she vowed she loved me 
and we kissed. It was then that I realized the awful truth. 
You see, she was one of the four out of the five that always 
"have it,” and so of course it was our last night together. 
You see, Judge, I knew that not even her best friends would 
tell her, and not only that, but-----”

—wolf—

It must have been the Dean of Men who remarked that 
students who get the biggest kick out of school are not al
ways the ones who make the most headway. This sounds a 
little bit like a proverb, but still more like a prescription.

—Colorado Dodo.

—wolf—

Missus: Has the professor had his breakfast?
Maid: I don’t know.
Missus: Well, ask him.
Maid: I did, Mum, and he don’t know either.

—Bobcat.

—wolf—

Sixteen drinks on the co-ed’s breath, yo-ho-ho and the
dean of women. —Yellow Jacket.

—wolf—

NOTHING NEW

Homecoming Day was almost enough. 
It meant just another month of bluff, 
Football and dances, all were mine, 
And while they lasted they were fine. 
A special train and a glorious time; 
Home again without a dime!
No work done, but plenty to do. 
The usual thing,——it’s nothing new!

Milk Shakes
A Specialty

Ice Cream, Sundaes and Sandwiches 

“After The Dance”

At The

LITTLE 
WALDORF

343 North Virginia Street 

Phone 194

College Prof: Venus de Milo has the best figure in the 

world but has no arms.
Stude: Peachy. I’d like a date with her. What’s her 

telephone number?
—-wolf-—■

Lulu: Do you remember Evelyn’s new garter purse?

Belle: I should say so!
Lulu: Well, she missed three bucks after her date left 

last night. —Buccaneer.
—wolf—

Professor: Use your head! What do you. think it’s for?
Stude: To keep my necktie from slipping off.

—Satyr.

"A Service of Sincerity”

GROESBECK 8 O’BRIEN CO.
FUNERAL DIRECTORS

Lady Assistant

LIMOUSINE FUNERAL COACH USED

Phone 639

220 West Second Street Reno, Nevada

The best place in town to spend that 
extra few minutes

First Class Service

Block N Billiard Parlors
Telephone 1369 210 N. Virginia St.
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Crystal
Confectionery

FRESH HOME MADE 

CANDIES 

a

MILK SHAKES 

% 

HOT CHOCOLATE 

AND ALL FOUNTAIN DRINKS

SANDWICHES AND TAMALES

215 N. Virginia Street Phone 178

C RYS LE R
SPEED!

POWER!
ECONOMY!

DURABILITY!
APPEARANCE!

Bell Motor Car Company
State Distributors

300 South Virginia Street Reno, Nevada

i
First co-ed: There goes Lola to 

another game. She goes to all of 
them now. She must have some end 
in view.

Second co-ed: It isn’t an end—-it’s 
a half back.

—wolf—

A fashion writer states that the lat
est style of hair dressing for women 
permits the ears to be seen. They 
will be worn at the sides of the head.

—wolf—

Frosh English Prof: Take this 
sentence. "Take the cow out of the 
field.” What mood?

Dumb Frosh: The cow!

—wolf—

She: If wishes came true, what 
would you wish for first?

He: I would wish--ah, if I only 
dared to tell you!

She: Go on. What do you think 
I brought up wishing for?

—Jack O’Lantern.

FOUR OUT OF FIVE HAVE IT
Tall men, short men, 

Men about just so.
Great ones, small ones, 

Men you’d like to know.

Gray hair, no hair, 
Hair as black as jet.

Long nose, short nose, 
Nose that’s always wet.

What’s the tale? Where’s the point?
What’s a coming off?

Listen! Just a line
On our friend, the prof.

All alike?—not at all;
As different as can be.

What! Not a thing
On which they all agree?

Oh yes, here’s one, 
Isn’t quite so good.

Look wise, open eyes, 
Made from briar wood.

—wolf—

Speaking of trees—don’t pine, spruce 
up.

Prof: Who was the greatest in
ventor?

Stude: An Irishman named Pat 
Pending.

—wolf—

We: Who is that fellow with the 

long hair?
She: He’s from Yale.
We: Oh, I’ve often heard of then 

Yale locks.

—wolf—

1st: What’s the matter? You’re 
lookin’ worried.

2nd: Themes! Nothing but themes 
from morning till night.

1st: How long have you been at 
it?

2nd: I begin tomorrow.

—wolf—

Dumb: You say that you flunked 
in Spanish! Why, I can’t understand 

it!
Bell: Same here. That’s why 1 

flunked it.
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RULES FOR THE FACULTY
by A MEMBER

1 Never make "wise-cracks” in class and then give good grades only to those who laugh at your jokes. Remember 
that many of the students have heard the same jokes for the ’steenth time and the rest might think that e jo e is 

too dumb to be laughed at.

2 . Never «11 . ia. he needs a shave. Renrensher .ha. he will probably ge. a elose-shav. before .he end ef

the semester and besides he might ask you when you are going to get your hair cut.

3 Never speak to the students outside of class. They’re a lot of "apple-sauce” and the only reason they speak to 

you is to pass the "red apples”. Remember that an apple a day keeps the cinches away.

4 Never tell the co-eds that you are glad that they don’t paint or powder. They might think you are getting near- 
sighted and will therefore try to "put” something over on you. Remember that beauty is only rouge deep and that you 

mustn’t discourage that school-girl complexion.

5 Never talk to a student about his work or squelch him with some comment as "were you too busy over the wee - 
end to aet your lessons, Mr. Glancelot?” He might think you’re getting too personal and if he doesn t resent it he mig 

call you by your first name. Remember how you hate to have anyone interfere with your business.

6 Never under any circumstances, wake a student who has fallen asleep in your class. If his snoring annoys you, 
just have him ’turn over. This will make your class popular. Remember that ten hours sleep are required and that those 

who are registered in sixteen hours won’t be able to keep up with their work.

7 Never get to your classes until at least ten minutes after the last bell has rung. This will give the students; a 
chance to get off the campus and will let you have the day to yourself. Remember that time is just as valuable to 

students, and that they too, may have other important engagements.

8 Never interrup. the students while they ate gossipfog in class ot .tying to study for their next class 

.his is the only chance they have of getting together tor .nformal ga.her.ngs outside of then even,ng sess.ons 

the only opportunity to get a book.

Remember 
and perhaps

9 . Never tell a student that he is liable to flunk out of college. This might cause him to worry and study more, 

which of course would interfere with the real object of his college career.

10.
semester

Never, never flunk a student. Remember that you will probably have him back in your class again the next 
or that if he flunks in too many subjects he would have to leave college. Think what a loss that wou 

the University.
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The Professor’s Christmas Tree
A Tragedy

(Scene: A scantily furnished professor’s study. In the rear 

is a large fireplace. The professor sits musing

at his desk which is littered with 

papers and books).

Professor: Christmas eve, again. My, my, how the time 
does fly. (He rubs the top of his bald head with his open 
palm, and stares meditatively at the cold fireplace).

(Suddenly the sound of voices singing a Christmas carol 
on the street are heard. The professor straightens in his 
chair, and listens attentively until the carol is finished).

Voices from without: Merry Christmas to all.
Professor: Merry Christmas. So it is, so it is. It should 

be more cheerful in here. (He rises, sweeps a pile of papers 
from the desk, and crosses to the fireplace). I’ll build a 
little fire to warm things up. (He shivers and searches for 
a match). I must have one somewhere.

(A clatter is heard from above. A shower of soot, fall
ing into the fireplace, causes the professor to draw back with 
an exclamation of surprise. A pair of boots appear. Red 
trousers. A heavy leather belt. A red over-jacket, lined 
with fur. Santa Claus backs into the room from the fire
place, dragging an enormous pack behind him).

Professor: I beg your pardon.
Santa Claus: (Jingling his bells and shaking the snow 

from his garments). Merry Christman here, Merry Christ
mas if there is anyone to understand what it means.

Professor: (Retreating across the room). My good
ness! Who are you, if I may ask?

Santa Claus: Who am I! Blizzards and gizzards, man! 
Every child knows me.

Professor: (Meekly). Are you listed in Who’s Who?
Santa Claus: Who’s Who! (Patting his round stomach 

which causes the bells to jingle merrily.). I’m Who’s Who 
himself, I’m Santa Claus. And you don’t know me! You 

must be the very person I’m looking for. (Pointing his 
finger accusingly). You’re a college professor!

Professor: (Shamefacedly in spite of himself). Yes- 
Yes—I am. I beg yOur pardon for having forgotton you, 

but I have always understood that you were only a myth.
Santa Claus: Me a myth! You shall see. But first tell 

me something. (He pulls an immense roll of papers from 
under his coat, and lets it unroll on the floor as he checks 
down a long list of names). Do you know Jasper Studi- 
more?

Professor: (Regaining his composure). I am very well 
acquainted with the young man. He is one of my best 
students.

Santa Claus: A good student, eh? (Writing after the 
name). Good students, let’s see, good students usually get 
packages of pencils or spectacles. Nothing flashy or ex
pensive for good students.

Professor: But the young man works hard. He should 
be rewarded with something magnificant. He deserves it.

Santa Claus: He’ll get what he deserves, never fear. It’s 
my business to give people what they deserve. That’s out 
of your line, you know. You never give students what they 
deserve. You only give them what they fool you into be
lieving they deserve. Here’s another name. Sheila May 
Lipstick. You know her.

Professor: (Brightening) Certainly, certainly---a charm
ing young lady. Not so very intellectual, perhaps, but very 
chaming, very.

Santa Claus: (Winking roguishly). Well, you old cod
fish. You’re not as blind as people give you credit for be
ing. But "charming” is not expressive enough. She’s a rip- 
dazzler, I’d say. (Examining the list in his hand). I’ll 
have to make at least two trips down the chimney for her. 
Candy, novels, hats, hosiery, dresses, slippers and----well, 
never mind what else. (He winks again and chuckles).

Professor: I would suggest a few serious books which---
Santa Claus: There you go again. You college profes

sors haven’t any sense about such things. Would you dim 
her eyes and wrinkle her brow trying to make her think? 
Let the girl alone. Her charms are on the outside where 
they belong.

Professor: But she should......
Santa Claus: Never mind. Never mind. It’s something 
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you don’t understand. Here’s another name. Jerry Gaydog.
Professor: Him! (Heatedly). He deserves nothing 

but a sound thrashing! He is a thorough reprobate. It 
was necessary to expel him from school for impersonating 
members of the faculty in an insulting manner at the last 

He-Jinks.
Santa Claus: Ah* a young man who does things. He 

must have a new roadster and plenty of flashy clothes. He s 
a merry fellow, I’ll bet. I like his kind. They re like me. 

They spread cheer, you know.
Professor: (Stubbornly). It’s unjust!
Santa Claus: It’s not. People always get what’s coming 

to them. But I see you and I will never agree; so I’ll run 
along. I’ve plenty to do, I can tell you.

(Santa Claus rolls up his list, tucks it under his coat, and 
throws his pack over his shoulder. The professor coughs, 
and looks wistfully at the bulging bag).

Santa Claus: Dazzle me, but I almost forgot. (He re
places the pack on the floor, reaches in it, and draws forth 
a tiny Christmas tree). For you, Professor.

Professor: (Somewhat disappointed). For me?
Santa Claus: It’s not much now, but it will grow. It 

will certainly grow. (Laughing uproariously, he places the 
tree in the center of the room). Goodby professor. It 
will grow, I promise you that. Merry Christmas to you. 
(Still laughing, he crawls up the chimney, dragging his pack 

after him).
Professor: What a strange gift. Goodness! It is begin

ning to grow already-—-Its top is above the desk——What a 
marvel!...... It is as high as the chandelier--—(Falling back in 
surprise). Bless my soul, it’s touching the ceiling. I do

HARD HEARTED

He stood at the end of a large stretch of beautiful lawn, 

blankly staring into the sky. He seemed to quite unlike 

other men I had seen on the campus, for when a laughing 

group of co-eds passed beside him, he didn’t even turn his 

head and glance their way-—let alone speak to them. And 

I knew he wasn’t a Freshman with the characteristic fear of 

queening. But then, I understand perfectly. Would YOU 
turn your head to see a mere bunch of college women, if 
you were the Mackay statue?

DESERT WOLF

not understand. What a growth! I must inform the science 
department. This may be of vital interest. But what is 

happening now?
(The tree has started sprouting papers on every limb and 

twig. On the topmost branch, a large red apple has ap
peared. One of the papers breaks loose, and flutters into 
the professor’s outstretched hand).

Professor: (Examining the paper). A student’s theme. 
Strange, very strange. Here’s another one. Here s an ex
amination paper. My word! They re all falling off. (Lift
ing his arms to protect himself from the shower of examina
tion papers and themes). I must get out of here.

(In the center of the room, the tall tree is swaying as if 
stirred by a strong breeze. The place is filled with flying 
papers. As one comes loose from the tree another immed
iately grows in its place. There are hundreds of them, 
thousands. They block the professor’s progress towards 

the door).
Professor: (Struggling to tear away the paper block

ade). I must get out! I must! This is terrible! Help!
(Fasted and faster they fall. They have buried him to 

the waist).
Professor: (Waving his arms wildly). Help! Help!
(Down they pour). Help! Help! Help! (He is buried 

to the neck).

(Suddenly the big red apple flies from the top of the 
tree and strikes with a squash on the professor’s bald pate. 
He groans. His head drops limply, and he sinks beneath 
the pile. From above there is a merry cry, and the patter
ing of reindeers’ hoofs. Then only the rustle of falling 

papers).

COLLEGE ACCORDING TO SHAKESPEARE

Freshman Year: Comedy of Errors.
Sophomore Year: Much Ado About Nothing.
Junior Year: As You Like It.
Senior Year: All’s Well that Ends Well.

—wolf—

"What’s the big idea walking around this time of night?”
"Taking the air.”
"Doctor’s orders?”
"No, my girl’s.”

THE PROFESSOR’S REVIEW
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"Wash the besh way to treat a lady?” 
"Frequently.”

OUR SPIRITED FACULTY

One nice thing about the professors at Nevada is that 
they do have that "old school spirit.” One modest prof, 
who declined to give his name offered these yells to the 
yell leader only three months after they had been asked for.

(Hit it)
Strawberry short cake, gooseberry pie, 
V-I-C-T-O-R-Y.
Are we in it?
Well I guess,
Nevada, Nevada, Yes, Yes, Yes.

(Give ’em a big hand, gang).

(Make this BEEG)
Alaska’s in the high chair;
Who put her up there?
Ma, Pa, Sis, boom bah
Nevada, Nevada, Rah, Rah, Rah!

Suggested by the prof, (good old prof.) as a means of 
putting the pepper into the gang.

—wolf—

What s this I hear about that freshman girl at the Hall?” 
She got caught sliding down the banister.”
'Matron?”
"No. A nail.” — Ollapod.

Gentlemen Prefer to Blah
It used to be the common lore, 
When we were very, very young, 
That ladies took the honors for 
Excessive wagging of the tongue. 
But times have undergone a change, 
Now ladies merrily ha-ha 
Because it’s really true, but strange, 
That gentlemen prefer to blah.

No longer do the ladies sit
Content with talking through their hats, 
And making moments quickly flit 
With gossiping and silly chats.
When any talking now occurs 
They merely now and then hurrah, 
For they must serve as listeners 
When gentlemen prefer to blah.

The topics now are politics, 
And pugilists, and Gordon gin; 
Tobacco juice, and poker chips, 
And pennants that big leaguers win. 
The grace of conversation’s gone, 
For now the once admiring, "Ah!” 
Is superceded by a yawn, 
For gentlemen prefer to blah.

—Edwin Duerr.

pain AABaq b Wjy

The prof, dreams of that grinning student
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Girls Will Be Girls 
Even When There Is—

ONE MINUTE TO PAY
by J-

Imogene was a whiz, simply because she got by with a 
bang. She was quarterback on the women’s varsity foot
ball team, but she could have just as well been a fullback 
---she was full enough from the point of being plump.

The only reason the women’s coach made her quarter
back was because no one could get her number; at least none 
of the football squad. This made it particularly awkward 
for the line which was always out of form. But then, what 

lines are always in perfect form anyway?
Imogene had been practicing very diligently all fall. She 

kept early hours-----that is as early as possible without being 
caught by the dean of women—-and the few cigarettes she 
smoked were completely fagged when she got through with 
them. (Nobody ever found out about this because it all 
went up in smoke). She never touched chocolates because 
she was afraid of getting her fingers sticky; so she always 
stabbed them with a toothpick and by the simple process 
of bending her arm at the elbow managed to get them to 
her mouth without touching them. In doing this she dis
played something besides her knees---- she showed that she 

had sense.
Our heroine wasn’t ashamed to study either. She could 

rattle off the names of her textbooks without thinking; in 
fact she did everything without thinking, but she did them 
all so rapidly and fluently that she gained a reputation for 

being quite the student.
But above all Imogene, or "Gene” as she was fondly called 

by her mates, was a great football player. She knew in
stinctively that two teams were best for playing a game just 
as she knew from experience that three was a crowd. She 
also knew that a team was composed of eleven players un
less, as it sometimes happened, a few of the boys got mixed 
up in the squads. At such times the game was of course 
neck and neck until the coach discovered the impossibility 
of sportsmanship and ruled that the boys must leave the 
field. After that Imogene would go into the game to win; 
and, after attempting various methods, she would resort to 
fair playing. If any of the substitutes asked her if she 
thought the varsity was going to win, the answer was always 

in the infirmary.
II.

And so the date for the big game drew near, the Green
pea varsity against the Redapple varsity. It promised to be 
one of the most exciting games in years. The Greenpeas 
were mad at the Readapples because the latter had spread 
rumors concerning the Peas, claiming that they were a bunch 
of intelligentsia. This could not be forgiven. The Green
pea varsity with Imogene as quarterback was all set to ad-

GEE
minister the worst beating that the Redapples had ever re
ceived at the hands, or rather at the feet, of a football team.

Everybody was in fever-heat excitement the night before 
the game as is usually the case, and the fever rose until a 
very late; hour when Bang! Crushing as the noise in the 
last scene of hdacbeth, when someone kicked the bucket, 
came the news that Imogene was to be barred from the 
game by the scholarship committee. She was failing in 

Hygiene. It was appalling.
Imogene rushed to her professors in her usual rushing 

manner, and asked for a recount. Poor Imogene! She 
was willing to do anything. She vowed to herself that she 
would go to any extreme to save the honor of her college. 
She would hold her breath all day if it were necessary; she 
would go a month without using cosmetics, as much as she 
realized the value of cosmetics; yes, she would even lower 
her skirts to her ankles—-anything to remove the failure. 
After an eternity of humming and hawing, the professors 
consented on one condition---- she must hand in a paper on 
the elevating value of high heels. Imogene swore she would 
even if she had to write the thing herself. Once more the 

Greenpea supporters breathed easily.
III.

The two teams were facing each other, a. colorful spec
tacle of red and green. It was the last quarter. The score 
was seven up, neither team in the lead.

Imogene called a signal. It was the signal to try a dirty 
trick play on the opponents. But being women both teams 
forgot the rules and the play was a failure.

Imogene was not to be dismayed. She immediately rolled 
up her stockings which were getting quite a run for their 
money, and she wheeled about and shouted Hip. The 

bleachers wildly shouted "Hooray” in return. This encour
aged the Greens to further effort. While the center of the 
Reds talked to the referee, Imogene backed her line almost 
to the goal posts where she started a conference. But in
stead of planning for the next play, she commenced making 
catty remarks about the Red’s uniforms. The Reds im
mediately returned the insults by declaring that they were 
dressed more fashionably and expensively than the Greens 

could ever be.
Then, while the argument was at its height, Imogene 

smiled a sly smile, and squirted a stream of chewing-gum 
juice from the corner of her mouth. Suddenly she called 
the signals for thq next play, and before the Reds could 
form their defense, she was streaking down the field for the 

winning touchdown.
The rooters went wild. They rushed down upon the play
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ers like a thundering herd. As they neared Imogene who 
was sitting on the ground puffing for breath, she thrilled 
with the glory of the moment. But alas! These fickle men! 
The beautiful Redapple center suddenly strutted in front 
of the onrushing rooters, electrifying them with her side- 
wise glances and alluring smiles. They siezed her, hoisted 

her to their shoulders, and rushed her away to the nearest 

ice-cream parlor.

Imogene fell over with a loud thud. To think she had 

spent all morning making up that failure in hygiene! "What 

a Greenpea I am!” she moaned.

DOC. MARTIE’S SONG

"It makes me laugh,
"So wonderful a treat,

To see an athlete run a mile
An move only two feet.”

—wolf—

Professor: When I put the coat 
on for the first time and buttoned it 
up, I burst the seam down the back.

Tailor: Well, that just shows you 
how well our buttons are sewed on.

—wolf—

"Where are you going, 
My pretty maid?”

"I’m going to college, 
Sir,” she said.

"What’s in your basket, 
My pretty maid?”

"Some sweet red apples, 
Sir,” she said.

"Ah, for your luncheon, 
My pretty maid?”

"No, for the Profs
Kind sir,” she said.

COLLEGIATE NURSERY RHYMES

I had a little wagon,
It was a Chevrolet;
I loaned it to a girl friend
To drive a mile away.
She raced it,
She wrecked it,
She drove' it through the mire; 
And then she gave it back to me 
Without a single tire.

—wolf—

Hickory, dickory dock, 
Please someone stop the clock;
It’s nearly eight;
If we are late
Miss Mack will turn the lock.

—wolf—

Rub-a-dub-dub,
Three men got the tub,
And how did this come to be?
Too many "delinqs” and women and 

drinks
For even an S.A.E.

—wolf—

SANTA, BY GOSH!

In fear and trembling I did wait,— 
Wait for the mailman beside the gate. 
He’s here! He hands me an envelope 
My heart goes down,-—then up---with 

hope.
Marks in a row before by eye, 
I can only gaze and wonder why.
Passed in everything----gosh! I pause 
Who says there is no Santa Claus?

—wolf—

Prof: So the apple fell from the 
tree upon the great Newton’s head-— 
and what great natural law did he de
duce therefrom?

Scholar: That the bigger they are 
the harder they fall.

—wolf—

Professor: What is your name, 
please?

Stewed: Tom.
Professor: Thomas, you mean. And 

yours, sir?
Second stewed: Jack, haw, haw, 

haw!

—wolf—

—wolf---

darling, do you love me for my
self?”

Sure, but don’t forget you’re going 
t0 that term theme for me?”

Willie was a freshman, 
Willie was a shiek, 
Willie took the ladies out, 
Seven nights a week.
One morning early, 
Before Willie was awake, 
Along came a Sophomore, 
And threw him in the lake.

—wolf—

The best argument for styles in the 
present day is the family album.

—Dry Goods Economist.

—wolf—

Prof: Now, Jack, correct this sen
tence, "Our professor am in sight.”

Soph: Our professor am a sight. TWO BIG GUNS
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Silhouettes
By E. M.

A. L. HIGGINBOTHAM
Moonlight and roses. "Sonnets to the Portugese,” by 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. A kiss in the dark. A violin 

solo. A sheathed sword. Bitter Sweets.

CHARLES R. HICKS
Pink lemonade at a circus. A bonfire with everybody 

singing. Out of gas. Baseball. Hot dogs and soda pop. 

5’s and 4’s.
BENJAMIN F. CHAPPELLE

Bridge. A walking stick. A stein of beer. A fireplace 
and a pipe. Red velvet upholstery. Carvings. Dinner 

parties.
MARGARET MACK

Church bells. Black velvet with rhinestones. Orchids. 
A frozen lake. Bright lights. Music and men. Early 

hours. Ice cold ginger ale on a hot day.

JOHN GOTTARDI
A starry night. Balconies. Serenades. The Valencia. 

A red rose on a black coat, champagne in crystal glasses. 

Monte Carlo. Venus.

EDWIN DUERR
Poker chips. Ash trays. Elinor Glynn. Soap box. 

Prince of Wales. Bohemia. Tea for two.

CHARLES HASEMAN
Opera. A long night. Light wines and beer. Squares 

and triangles. Gray smoke. The wide open spaces. A 

canoe on a blue lake.

RAYMOND H. LEACH
Christmas trees. Old fashioned Thanksgiving dinners.

Pretzels. Pullman twilight. Pansies. Slumming parties.

Midnight carols.

PHILIP A. LEHENBAUER
Sunset. Gray motors. White furs and sparkling jewels. 

Butterflies. Red apples in a silver bowl. Pink candles on 

a birthday cake.
—wolf—

SOFT AND LOW

"Why did you leave college?”
"I told thq history prof, that according to statistics a 

lady named Guillotine was the heaviest necker on record.”

—wolf---

Selections from Any Anthology
ANGUS MacMANUS

When I was young, a gypsy with deep eyes

And a gaudy skirt
Prophesied
That I would die of a great shock.
I believed the fortune she told.
Would I fall heir to a million?
Or find oil on my land? 
Would I be elected mayor? 

Or what?
How was I to know
That I was fated to sizzle in an electric chair?

ANGELA HOYT
It is not at all comfortable here 
In this long and polished box 
Beneath the dirt 
And flattering tombstone.
It smells like old wine....
My breath is sour,
I am falling to pieces 
Because
I ate a package of raisins
And gulped down some water 
Before I died.....
Now, I believe I am fermenting.

—Edwin Duerr-
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THINNED OUT

It used to be that "undies” 
Were always properly lined---- 
But now like heavy gasoline 
They’re becoming more refined.

—wolf-—

Little Boy Blue, go blow your nose, 
Your sister’s in the parlor, 
Talking to her beaus;
They came from a frat house, 
Sweet sister to snake,
’Tis lucky her father isn’t awake.

—Contributed by little John Fuzzybeard, age 5^ months.

—-wolf—

—wolf—

"You said you weren’t coming to this dance.”
'Well, I had a terrible time finding something to wear.” 

"Now, now, that’s a bit too thin.”

’’Want a ride, little girl?”
"No thanks, just dropping home from one.”

De Beeg Shick Name Tom
Once there was a collitch man who wanted a date wit bees 

nize baby. He took off de table from de tellaphone.
"Ooooobo!” he sez at de corporator wot was woiking in 

de tallaphone, "Please I can hev Sparks 54-R?”
Den verra soon it sonded de voice in de deceiver, "Halo?” 

Den says de beeg shick at bees niz baby, "Oooooooho, papa’ll 
gonna take you to de moofing pitchers!”

Was so heppy bees nize baby she yumps from de talla
phone and turns herself tree times a handsprink backward. 
Den she sez to de tallaphone, "Mama’ll gonna be reddy 
when it comes de streed car.”

Her beeg shick (was name Tom), was so happy he began 
heem to singing "Wot a Swell Feller Was de Backward King 
of England.” Den de coilitch man wot was name Tom, he 
put heem on hees green necktie and be leaved heem hees 
frat house behind.

Verra soon be comes wit de streed car at Sparks. Was 
on de corner hees nize baby. De shick grebbed by de hand 
hees nize baby and togedder dey went to de moofies, before 
which de collitch man what was name Tom buys hees baby 
a bag wit peanuts.

But no sooner did dey sat down dan did de hero reach 
over hees red lips and kiss de hand of de lady was in de 
pitchers. Did it make de collitch man wot was name Tom 
so verra embarassed as to turn heem red. It was blushing 
hees face verra mutch. But pertty soon de hero kiss de 
lady in de pitchers in her to lips and de beeg shick was 
name Tom he got up from hees seat and he runned from 
out de door and he went to hees house and never yet did 
he come back to see hees nize baby—was so bashful dis beeg 
shick wot was name Tom.

—Carol Cross.
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What’s Wrong with the Prof?

From the jokes and good natured articles which appear in this number of the Desert 
Wolf, it would seem that the Prof, has two principal failings. He is accused of being 
lously absent-minded, and of being amusingly susceptible to the flattery and pretenses ot stud
ents who would rather “red-apple the Prof, than study.

Is he so absent-minded? What about those themes which you forgot to hand in early 
this semester. Did the Prof, forget them? Ah, if he only had—-but he hasn t and he wont. 
Depend on that. The Prof, doesn’t forget to meet his classes; he doesn t forget to give examin 
ations on the set date; and he doesn’t forget who you are when he makes out the grades, mere 
are lots of things the Prof doesn’t forget.

As for the charge that he is an easy mark for people with “heavy lines”—-students be 
wise. Don’t think, when you are attempting the proverbial trick of “passing the apple, that 
you know everything that lies behind those quiet, thoughtful eyes. Maybe the Proi. ,isn 
fooled as much as you think. Some very clever and entertaining students have Dunked out 
of college.

Be fair with the Prof. If you can’t do that, beware of him. He may surprise you.
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llhmi (fhriattnaH
The title of this is almost enough. It expresses the greeting that the Wolf has for all 

its friends But being a thoughful animal it also wishes you the best of grades for your sem
ester’s work, and a HAPPY NEW YEAR.

Smoking Women
Why shouldn’t women smoke?
This question has been answered in many ways Some say it is injurious to their health; 

others declare that it is not ladylike; and a few of the less charitable ones murmur phrases 
about it being suggestive of still worse vices-

There is really only one reason. They are incapable of doing it properly. No woman 
smokes with the unconscious ease displayed by a man. Either she is so clumsy she looks stup
id or she is so graceful she looks bored.

The first case is typical of the girls who are trying to learn. Picture one of them going 
about the business. She draws the cigarette from its package with a sort of dainty distrust
fulness gazes uncertainly at it as if she were doubtful which end she should place between her 
lips, and finally, just as the match which had been held in readiness goes out, she makes up her 
mind. Another match is lighted. The girl, forced to act, places the cigarette to her lips, still 
holding it with her hand. She makes short, ineffectual attempts to puff. Somebody tells her 
to put the thing in her mouth. She does so; and at last the initial act is completed. The smoke 
curls up into her eyes. She coughs and chokes, struggling to treat the matter as an unlooked 
for accident that might happen to the best of smokers. Then, she sits there, holding the small, 
white evlinder as if it were a lighted bomb. Now and then, just to keep up appearances, she 
pretends to puff, but the smoke hardly passes her white teeth. Frankly she is afraid of the 
thing. She distrusts it, and not for one moment does she forget the fact that it is there She 
is entirely conscious that she is smoking On her the soothing effects of a quiet, mechanical

The second type is the practiced smoker. She prides herself that she does well. With
out stopping her conversation, reading, or whatever else she may be doing, she draws the cig
arette forth with expert indifference, and taps it lightly on the back of her slender hand oefore 
lighting it. She takes a deep puff or two, letting the smoke curl lazily over her noseThen, 
with a graceful motion, she holds it away from her and brushes off the ashes. Without var
iety, this precess is repeated time after time. It is so monotonous that it bores her to death.

‘ Though apparently contrasted, these two types of smoking women are essentially the 
same. The former is conscious of her consciousness, and the latter is conscious of her uncon
sciousness. They are both women and not for a moment do they forget that someone might 
be observing them with a critical eye. oiTviA man smokes for the soothing pleasure it affords him. A woman smokes for effect, 
and the effect is never flattering. It is too obvious.

Home At Last
■

No longer will the Desert Wolf be, as it has been termed by certain facetious critics, “the^ 
deserted Wolf.” It has at last found a home. nt tho last mp?tinff of

Admitting its shortcomings but promising to improve, * ®nd agreed that
the Publications Board and pleaded its cause. The board lent a kindly ear, and agreed that 
a growing animal should have a place to call home. vpvaih OFWRT WOLFOn its next cover it will bear its new title: The NEVADA DESEKI WOLE.
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5ALLADE
Harlequin has ceased to swing 
Up and down the thoroughfare 
Ceased to think that he is king 
Of the moon-drenched market square; 
Gone is anger, gone is care 
And their melancholy train, 
For "tis whispered everywhere: 
Harlequin"s in love again.

Columbine is lingering
Where the torches do not flare, 
Waiting for the night to bring 
Someone's footstep on the stair; 
Mibsic tingles in the air
In a delicate refrain
And she blushes, quite aware 
Harlequin"s in love again.

Punchinello turns to fling 
Bright confetti on the pair 
While the passing people sing 
That the brave deserve the fair; 
Let the golden trumpets blare, 
Let the feasts and dancing reign 
For the gallant, debonair 
Harlequin"s in love again.

L" envoi
Prince, although we often wear 

‘ in
Do not frown, but leave them there
Harlequin"s in love again.

Edwin Duerr.

EDWIN DUERR
JOHN GOTTARDI
FRED SIEBERT
RUSSEL COLEMAN
FORREST HOLDCAMPER

SALLY BELL 
WARREN MONROE 
MERLE SELLMAN 
TRUE VENCILL 
VERNON CANTLON

KATHERINE DAVIDSON
JAMES LOWERS
DORLON PECKHAM
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A Prof- Becomes
Entangled In A——

SPECIAL AFFAIR
FREDERIC J. SIEBERT, Jr.by

Note: Absolutely no reference is intended to any particular 

people.

THIS IS a lazy man’s way to introduce characters, but 
there are only two that count so I’ll tell you who they 

are and be done with it. Paul Emmett has been out of Yale 
five years and now he is working for his Ph.D. and teaching, 
too. All people that work for Ph.D’s do that. What it 
is that he’s teaching is whatever you wish—English, maybe, 
or a social science, or mathematics. You can suit yourself 
about Paul. As for Dolores West, she has to be a more 
particular character. She is twenty-four. She went to 
Vassar for a year. She worked for three years as a sten
ographer in a law office. Now she is finishing college and 
has a class under Paul. She has cultivated Paul. You see, 
she’s older than the college crowd which is the only thing 
that could possibly make a co-ed interested in a professor 
and she finds that college boys amuse her only in so far as 
she can wonder how they ever came to be so dumb. But 

the story..........

I.

Damn it—what language for an almost Ph.D.—but, damn 
it, what should he do with his eyes when he talked to Dolores 
West? He had a theory about eyes, but Dolores West 
seemed to set his theory at naught—all his theories every

thing about him—at naught.
People needn’t think that he had a secret sin if he chose 

not to look them in the eye when he talked to them, or when 
they talked to him. Whoever did the talking had an ad
vantage: See, I’m looking you in the eye. Open as a book. 
Pure as a lily. Come right into my soul and look around 
you won’t find anything. And the listener—all he could do 
was sit and wonder about the talker, and not listen very 
much to what was being said. When one didn t listen very 
much, how could one doubt? And when one couldn t 
doubt, what was there but believing? Ergo, the eyes made 
the heart believe and not the head. So his theory taught 
him to avoid eyes. He neither wanted an unfair advantage 

nor to believe—except with his head.
Right now Dolores was doing what she had done the first 

time he noticed her. His theory wouldn’t work. She was 
staying after class to ask questions—sitting in a front-row 
seat with a knee bent so that she could hook one heel in the 
tungs of her chair. Backed sprawling against the black
board, bearing his weight on two rigid arms whose hands 
were hooked tight-knuckled in the chalk-rail his most 
usual pose—Mr. Paul Emmett looked down at her.

"Even styles in women change, Dolores,” he was saying, 
and wondering whether, if he looked her in the eye, she 

would think he was trying to classify her own particular 
type, or whether, if he did not, she would take it as an ad
mission that he was trying to avoid giving her that impression. 
"Flat chested, boyish women—athletic; take care of them
selves—think what an actual physical difference that will 
make in the race. Men like them. Suppose men liked red
heads—redheads or nothing—think what an increase there 
would be in red-headed marriages, and red-headed children.

"But Paul....... ”
Doubt! Ah, now he was looking her in the eye! Not 

theorizing at her; he must convince her!
"Dolores, tell me this”—very intently—"aren’t most of the 

unmarried women—I mean, isn t the old-maid type nowa 
days the perfect thirty-six of yesterday? Isn’t it the beauty 
you see in the family album with hips as big as.....big as.....  
well, big as the old maid today. And who was the old maid 

then? Scrawny and flat, wasn’t she?
Dolores clasped her hand over the most convenient knee 

and regarded him intently. He was such a dear, this young 
teacher; especially now, with a strand of fair hair falling 
into his eyes; so worried in his theorizing about the rest of 
the world; so baffled when she wouldn’t let him play with 
the world and tried to substitute herself. He didn’t know 
what to do with the "you-and-I” relationship she was very 
carefully engineering. It was new. And yet she didn’t feel 
any more, when he called her Dolores, as if he had done it 

by mistake and would apologize in a minute.
But he was asking her something, and what should she 

do? Be convinced or tell him that the difference between 
a blonde and a red-head was neither more nor less than the 
difference between a bottle of peroxide and a henna pack? 
That a flat chest, on the one hand, and a perfect thirty-six 
on the other, resulted, respectively, from not eating and 

much eating?
"Dolores, isn’t what I say true?”
Well, why not? He wanted it. "Yes,” said Dolores.
"And they take care of themselves—men seem to prefer 

that—don’t you think? I do. And it seems to me that 
there you have the basis for an argument; to support the 
theory that there is, almost, a new race of women.” He 
stopped for a moment and gazed wistfully behind her. Then 
he said impulsively, "I like that,” and added "I don’t like 
women that let themselves be trampled on. I feel sorry 

for them—but I don t like them.......
Good Heavens! What made him say such things? Had 

his father been a wife-beater? Had his mother worked in 
a factory—or a sweat shop—or had he read it in a book?

He flipped himself away from the blackboard with a 
quick jerk of either arm, and then sat down in the swivel 
chair before his desk. He sprawled forward on one elbow, 
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chin in hand, fingernails tapping on white teeth, eyes look
ing past her, now, toward the window. To Dolores he sud
denly seemed more human; less the youthful intellectual, 
more the man. With his theories he might have been some 
one from another world.

"Is that your ideal of a woman, Paul?” she suddenly 
asked him. "Is that the kind you want?”

He sat up very straight in his chair and began to sort a 
sheaf of papers into three piles, very closely, as if by arrang
ing them he arranged the thoughts in his own mind. He 
smiled a little to himself.

"That’s the kind I want to like,” he said at last, "but I’m 
not sure I’d want to love one like that.” He picked up 
the piles of paper, one by one, and put clips on them.

Dolores was trying to decide whether he was telling her 
something, or theorizing again.

He began to sharpen innumerable broken pencils with a 
tiny penknife, bending low over his hands and not look
ing up. He went on, "Love—that’s another matter. Love 
can hurt you like the very devii, and it gives you the power 
to hurt the same way. I’m not sure I want that power. My 
father had it. He could hurt my mother—terribly—and 
I’m not sure either, that I’d care to be hurt as she was. I 
guess she had dreams for herself....... once.”

After that, he looked up and smiled at her in a boyish, 
impersonal fashion.

As she was walking home a few minutes later, she thought, 
"I’ll have to make him like me first.”

But Paul, scuffling down a brick walk with crisp, brown 
leaves crackling at his ankles, listened to his heart saying 
over and over, "I could love you, Dolores, I could love you, 
Dolores.”

II.
"Just try an’ get by, just try it. Say, will you stop shov

in’ me—oh, you, Prof., huh?—Sorry I can’t, but y’see this 
gang ahead...... ”

With difficulty Paul recognized a boy from one of his 
classes. He . .ige in an absurd crus : and

. ..... oat Paul remembered him as one who
sought to avoid being questioned by gazing vacantly out 
the window. He nodded to the boy. "A —-no rush

■—it s these bt ie. He braced h .
who poked a pat: kier trave / . - - small
of his back v . • ;e. The . / w/j -

ged toward co ;o w: - ?/ ... o ■ • ard. In: . ..... 
et or ' ~ ■ mething large and cc . felt it

■ eg-

The line ahead moved a few feet. Paul closed in, then 
grunted as the corner of the travelling case again dug vic
iously into his back. He thought, "Why in the devil didn’t 
I stay in my berth the first time I got there.” He had 
wondered if he’d see Dolores in the crowd on the platform. 
Forward, some one was saying very loudly, "No, you can’t 
get through this way—let us by, will you?” Murmurings 
—-demurrings--"You can’t do it, I tell you.” Then the 
line went forward again, slowly and steadily. Paul felt grate
ful to the loud-voiced person. If somebody had cleared the 
way with a club, crushing skulls and smashing faces, he 

would have been grateful.
LoweiJ Seven. Two very young and sheiky youths, and 

twO very young and slinky maidens—high school, he decided 
—completely filled the seats of the section. Directly across 
the aisle a porter, harassed into a dogged melancholia, had 
flattened himself against the curtains of a lower already 
made up, and with futile fingers strove to put the slips on 
the pillows of the upper. Paul edged between the seats of 
Seven, and the youthful tete-a-tete stopped abruptly. He 
hunched himself out of his overcoat. "I’d just like to 
leave this here,” he said.

One of the little girls glared and snarled, "We got this. 
This--”

He looked across the aisle and caught a glimpse of a gray 
figure eight against a green background. Then this was 
Seven. He had made no mistake.

"My lower,” he snapped, "want to see the ticket?” He 
was annoyed. One of the youths moved over a little, and 
Paul laid his folded overcoat across the back of the seat.

Now the stream in the middle of the car was flowing the 
other way. Well, he couldn’t stay here. He’d look up 
Dolores. The other little girl muttered something about 
nerve as he shoved off, and one of the youths snickered. 
The other one was meditatively scraping the side of his 
shoe against Paul’s black leather grip that squatted on the 
floor between the seats.

Other cars. He stood sidewise, pressed against the green 
curtains to let people go by. "Were they dancing in the 
baggage car?” "Had anybody seen Emily Smith, or Mal
colm Brown, or car three?” "Where’s the Dean of Wom
en?”

He stumbled over thousands and thousands of feet and 
legs, always in groups of four. The berths, mostly, were 
made up, and the curtains drawn. Well, they had to sit 
somewhere, so they sat on the edges of the made-up berths 
and hung their feet out in the aisle for the restless proces
sion to stumble over. Chiffon stockings beside trousers, 
pair and pair. Tan oxfords besides sport slippers on the 
green carpeting of the car floor, peeping out from under the 
ciirtajjoccl::x«.j: op t ron» the ujpan I aio oToi da sport

■ —there were thousands—

ing room he listened for a mom
ent to Th . . ' .

’ e trying desperately to acf hai.dness.
:3aronent: Swearing t rom 

another, and the crisp click of poker chips.

A frantic brakeman: "No, I don’t want one. Let me 
through, will you! let me through!” The curtain swaying 
in the door of a men’s dressing room; inside the Dean of 
Men sitting all alone and staring, tight-lipped, straight be
fore him. Paul thought, "Poor soul, bet he wishes he were 
dead.”

Would these Pullmans never end? Another vestibule. 
Two empty bottles on the rubber matting rolled this way and 
that as the train swayed. The glass pane in the door at 
the end of the car had been broken, and his feet gritted on 
the jagged pieces as he went by.

The observation car, end of the train, but where was 
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Dolores? In the rear the dozen upholstered chairs each 
groaned under the weight of two or three occupants. The 
air was blue with the smoke of many cigarettes, and the 
space between the opposite rows of chairs was a crazy look
ing tangle of legs. The platform was a jam of men. 
Through the window and the door he could see them mill
ing about as the train swayed. Occasionally one of the men 
would tire of the cold night air and struggle inside. From 
an ever-waiting swarm about the door, two or three would 
shuffle dumbly out to take the one man’s place.

And then he saw Dolores. In one of the occasional re
adjustments on the platform he could see through the crowd 
right to the end. There she was, half sitting on the brass 
railing, and beside her very much engrossed, sat a dark and 
handsome young man. Who the devil? Damn! Well, 
he’d wait for her; sit down somewhere. If she didn’t stay 
there all night she’d have to come foward.

He turned around, moved forward, was jostled in the cor
ridor, felt the wooden panels on his left give way—a swing
ing door. He ducked through into the buffet compartment 
and with a sigh of thankfulness sank into a seat and rested 
his elbows wearily on the table before it. Curiously, there 
were practically no people in the buffet. He was alone and 
yet he could look out of a window in the paneling and see 
the faces of people that went by outside. Comfort! He 
lit a cigarette and rang for the steward to bring him a lem
onade. It came directly in a tall and frosty glass. He 
sipped it gratefully and thought of the collegians with their 
ugly brown bottles hidden in their overcoat pockets, sneak
ing out to the vestibules and into the dressing rooms to 
swallow it in safety.

Through the window he saw a girl in a green cOat with a 
tan checkered collar, and sprang up. It was Dolores. The 
The door popped open and in she came, her eyes spark
ling and her cheeks flushed from the cold air. The dark 
young man followed her.

Hello, Paul! Having a good time? My, aren’t these 
football specials gorgeous? You all alone?”

He tried to smile, and shake his head, and nod, all at the 
; 1r r;

"You know Billy Armstrong, Paul? I w t s dad.
Billy, this is Mr. Emmett.”

wYo te ch at home?”
Paul nodded.
'Wen- - □ Yale, didn’t you? You see, I ve heard

Dolores rave.”
Paul nodded again. The young man began to laugh. An 

;zc: . rt of laugh, Paul thought.
So’d I,” said the young man; "So’d I—just got back.” 

And he went on laughing.
He—he withdrew,” giggled Dolores.

What was the matter with her? Dolores wasn’t a giggler.
Listen, Dee,” the dark young man said, his mirth sud

denly forgotten, "stay here with the—with Mr. Emmett a 
minute, will you? I’m going to look up the gang. Par
don me, won’t you?”

He pushed through the little door and was gone.
Let s sit down,” suggested Paul, and then asked, "Thir

sty?”
"No—I’m not—thirsty.” Dolores began to giggle again.
Paul looked at her fearfully; half suspecting and yet 

afraid to suspect. "Dolores,” he finally gasped, "has that 
ass been giving you drinks?” The nerve of him! The 
skunk! Withdrew from Yale, did he? Kicked out, he’d 
bet a hat!

The sparkle in Dolores eyes turned to a glitter; the smil
ing little red mouth into a straight pink line; the flushed 
cheeks went suddenly white with rage.

"It’s none—you—you—listen. I can take care of my
self,” she sputtered wildly. "I don’t want you telling me 
what to do.”

In Paul there was an answering glitter; a correspondingly 
drawn lip; a similar whiteness. Uh! The childishness of it! 
she ought to be spanked—or, she was a fool. If she was 
not a fool she ought to be beaten. He felt an insane de
sire to grab her by the hair and beat her; and to beat that 
Armstrong—to beat him bloody.

"Nor do I want to. Don’t make a scene,” he snapped. 
"I’m sure I don’t mind what you do.”

"Oh,” she breathed, "Oh, you don’t. Oh—listen—I hate 
you—do you hear me? I hate you!”

"That cub,” he snorted, thickly.
"He is not. Don’t you dare say that. He’s perfect. He 

knows how to take care—listen, I worked for his father three 
years and I can take care of myself. Do you hear? You 
shan’t criticise him—I hate you!”

Suddenly she stood up, and before Paul knew what she 
was doing she darted through the swinging door into the 
corridor and was gone.

He checked a fierce desire to run after her and bring her 
back. Let her go! He didn’t care what she did. Be 
damned if he cared what she did, much.

What beasts people were! Well, let them revel; let them

(Continued on Page 30)

SLIPPING FAST
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Nothing Just Too Good"
Ned Butter was the star of the college football team. 

There was no doubt of that. Wasn’t it he who had made 
that fifty-five yard run in the first game of the season? 'Was- 
n’t it he who had made both touchdowns against a highly 
touted team in the north? Wasn’t it he who, as quarterback, 
generalled the team to victory after victory? True, Ned 

Butter was the whole team.
The team was depending upon him to defeat their rivals 

in the final game of the season. So was the Coach. And so 
was the college. Ned Butter entered the game realizing his 
responsibility, Then, as Fate would have it, he was seriously 
injured in the first play and carried off the field.

"We are lost!” moaned the frantic Coach as he paced up 
end down in front of the player’s bench. "We are lost! 
There is no substitute for Butter!” —Edwin Duerr.

—wolf—

A STRAIGHT EIGHT

CHINKS IN THE ROCKS

—wolf—

—wolf—

Only three sorority sisters who flunked out. They just
know the faculty is too dumb to recognize real brains.

I Don't Like Profs
I don’t like profs, 
They’re not so hot;
I guess it’s just because 
They hand out exams, 
And call them
All sorts of things
Just to make you feel
It doesn’t make much difference
If you flunk or not;
And you know and they know 
It makes one hell
Of a difference.
I don’t like profs
Who talk about the firms
They worked for:
Laundries and banks and trusts
And newspapers and junk collectors.
I don’t like the profs 
Who say funny things 
Like: "Belgians can vote twice 
and have children,” or "I 
Don’t have time to be a detective;
I wish I did.”
They laugh at their own jokes;
It gives me the needles.
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Certainly, Annabelle, most; botany professors do know 
their onions.

—wolf—

By Katharine Brush

He: Isn’t this weather nipping?
She: Yes, indeed, look at the poor bare limbs on that 

tree.

What are the things these amazing young peo
ple do? Are they only indiscretions—only little 
sins that delight? Or have they shocked even 
the young people themselves ?

The January issue begins the story of two girls, 
both products of this very sophisticated age, 
one of them a cabaret girl and the other a soci
ety darling • • • both wanted love.

Katharine Brush has caught all of the realities 
of life and translated them in terms that appeal 
to young people. This, her second novel, has 
both lightness of touch and honest drama.

G>ll^eHumor
oAt All ^News-stands, the First of Every EMonth
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STANDARD 
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STORE

BOGEY’S CANDY 
For

College Men & Women

SNAPPY 
Fountain and Lunch 

“SERVICE”

Wilson Drug Co.
“Across From the Post-Office”

COR. 1st & VIRGINIA STREETS

N. E. WILSON, Prof., 1891-06 
NAT WILSON, T3

“TIM” WILSON, Ex-’23

SOCIETY NOTE

The University Faculty club held its 
semi-annual meeting in the home of 
Prof. Leach Saturday evening. The 
rooms were appropriately decorated 
with green peas. The guests enjoyed 
a jolly game of "London Bridge Is 
Falling Down” and then played "But
ton, Button, Who Spies the Button. 
Prof. Frandsen proved to be of cham
pionship calibre in this game. Like 
the jolly old fellow that he is, Prof. 
Murgotten called for all his letters in 
"Post-Office” in Spanish. Prof. Hicks 
gave a dramatic reading entitled "Little 
Cock Robin.” Animal crackers and ice 
water was served to the guests at a late 
hour.

—wolf—

Prof: Decline "love.”
Frosh: Decline love? Not me, 

professor.

—wolf-

Prof: What is trigonometry?
Stude: It’s a man that has been 

married three times.

Soph: Hey, Freshie, whatcha gon
na do after yuh graduate?

Frosh: I’m gonna teach.
Soph: You can’t be a teacher; 

you’re too dumb!
Frosh: I ain’t gonna be a teacher, 

I’m gonna be a college professor.

—wolf—

Barber: Wet or dry?
Prof: You cut my hair and never 

mind what my politics are.

—wolf—

You can’t tell by looking at a prof
essor whether or not he gets mad when 
the dictionary disagrees with him.

—wolf—

Another famous saying: "Yes,” de
clared the professor to the sleepy class, 
"I could make a great deal more 
money at some other profession.” 

Yawns.

—wolf—

"That’s a lot of bull!” fiercely cried 
the butcher boy as he placed the rump 
roast on the table.

FORD 
and 

LINCOLN
Sales & Service

WE ARE EQUIPPED TO HANDLE ANY 

AND ALL JOBS ON THE ABOVE CARS

CALAVADA AUTO CO.
PHONE 18

H. S. DOYLE M. T. DOYLE

BADLY TRICKED, WHAT?

Instructor: Look here, Brown, some one called up for you 
this morning and said you were ill and wouldn t be in class 

today.
Brown: Har, har, that’s a good one on Bob. He wasn’t 

supposed to do that until Friday.

—wolf—

Instructor in Geology Class: W^hat was the largest ani

mal of the Mesozoic Era?
Student: That’s just what I was going to ask you.

—Ollapod.

Washoe Wood and Coal Yard 
H. C. MADSEN, Proprietor 

DEALER IN ALL KINDS OF 
WOOD AND COAL 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

Castle Gate, King, and Rock Spring Coals 

Phone: Reno 54 Office: 328 East Sixth St.
Reno, - - Nevada
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professor where are you? p 

The class in history had gathered^ 
for its final examination, but many of 
the members were unprepared. They' 

Finally a leader a- nwere desperate.
He hastilymong them had an idea.

scribbled a notice which he tacked on 
the outside of the classroom door. j

Professor Dimwitt arrived. He 
peered over his glasses at the notice. 
It read: "History classes will not meet 
today as Professor Dimwitt will not be 
here.”

"Well, well,” murmured the prof
essor with his usual absent-minded 
drawl, "Dimwitt must be ill.” And he 
turned away and went home.

—wolf—

f

The absent-minded professor and 
his wife had been invited out to din
ner. He was making his share of 
social blunders. At last, when they 
were seated next to each other at the 
table, she nudged him and whispered: 
"James, where are your manners?”

"Why, Martha, they must be in the 
wash. I’m sure that I changed 
last week.”

—wolf—

them

If absent-minded professors 
true to form they would take 

ran 
their

knives and forks to the football game, 
and wear their overcoats and earmuffs 
to the dinner table on Thanksgiving 
Day.

—wolf—

YOUNG MEN WHO 

ARE FIRED WITH 

AMBITION

| Ambition is a good quality for 
n a young man to have. He who 
| possesses it goes forward to win. 
= Have the ambition to increase 
e your saving power. An account 
= with this bank will help you.
S

4 per Cent Interest Paid 
on Savings Accounts

"Sir, I want your daughter for my 
wife.”

"And I, sir, am not willing to make 
the trade.

—wolf—

Prof: Is there anything that hib
ernates in the summer?

Pupl: Santa Claus.

"Oh, you’ve got me all up in the 
air!” cried the sweet young thing to 
the aviator in the seat ahead.

—wolf---

Large professor: Do you serve lob
sters in this restaurant?

Waiter: Yes, sir, we cater to every
one.

Scheeline Banking 
and

Trust Company
RENO, NEVADA

Wife, at head of stairs: 
Heavy voice from dark:

Is that you John?
Just who was you expectin’?

—Boston "Beanpot

4*

—wolf—

It is rumored that the 
new Greek brotherhood.

Nevada campus will soon have a 
Gianutsos Bros, are planning to

The “Down Town” Club
For

open a fruit store at Sixth and University Avenue.

—wolf—
University Men

"Say thar, coach,” says William Shavingstick, ’30, of Po- 
dunk Vista, "where’n hell kin a feller buy one of them blue 
sweaters with the big N’s on ’em?”

Is The

THE RENO

SEMENZA GROCERY
J. L. SEMENZA, Prop.

Groceries, Hardware, Fruits 
Vegetables

Phone 230 25 and 27 E. Second Street

BOXING BOWLING SWIMMING
BASKETBALL HANDBALL 
WRESTLING BILLIARDS

Come On Along



DESERT WOLFPage Thirty

GIRLS-
You must have your heels straight and true if you want 
that chic, well-groomed appearance. We are the log
ical choice if you appreciate good workmanship.

FOWLER 8 CUSICK
21 West Second St.

PROMPT SERVICE ASSURED YOU

SPECIAL AFFAIR

(Continued from Page 25)
wallow. The pigs. A train like this—a chance to act nat
ural, that was all. And when they acted natural, how they 

wallowed!
The two conductors and a blue-uniformed railroad police

man enterd the buffet and stopped beside him. He surrend

ered his tickets..
"Car three,” said one conductor, "lower seven.” He was 

a jovial, rotund little man. The kind of man, Paul thought, 
who wasn’t used to being annoyed. "Say, he said to Paul, 
"you’re a long ways back. Take us two three hours to get 
there I guess. You better go back if you want to turn in.

We don’t let anybody by us in the aisle until we get all the 

tickets.”
Paul thanked him. Good idea. He’d do it. He slipped 

out of the buffet ahead of the conductors and stopped, 
right away, behind a jam in the vestibule. They were right 
behind him. The policeman shoved by and began to work 

on the crowd.
"Dirty mess, isn’t it?” asked the rotund conductor, mop

ping at his forehead.
"Very,” replied Paul, emphatically.
A boy turned and looked at him. Hello, prof.
"You a prof?” queried the conductor.
Paul nodded.
"Chaperoning?”
"Good Lord, no!”
And then the jam gave way, and he finally got through.

III.
He couldn’t sleep, and he was miserable. Miserable about 

Dolores and they wouldn’t let him be miserable in peace. 
It was hot in the car, and noisy. Queer noises.

Through his mind there flashed an echo of the usual 
church-like quiet of a pullman at night. There was always 
the irreverent wheeze and bubble of the man who snored; 
the cat-foot tread of a porter, stepping softly as a deacon 
passing the plate; the tom-tom rhythm of the car wheels, 
soothing as a sermon. And he had been one of those people 
who couldn’t sleep on ordinary trains! They were lulla

bies compared to this.
Now, he wanted to sleep, and dream, and forget, and the 

queer noises wouldn’t let him. They wouldn’t even let him 
enjoy the misery of thinking about Dolores, because the car 
wheels were beating out college yells, and the periodic sil
ences in the car itself had the taut quality of the silence 
shrouding a band of Indians in ambush, waiting to welcome 
the dawn with warhoops.

Now who was dragging baggage out from under the 
berth? Wrong car—"maybe you left it under this one.”—• 
what difference? Make him sleep on the floor.

Was that dark young cub kissing Dolores?
Good Lord! Would that boy standing in the aisle two 

berths down either get into the upper and keep still, or else 
go to bed and stop talking to the girl through the curtains?

Would Dolores let him? And if she let him, would she

FURNITURE
CARPETS CURTAINS

Second and Sierra Streets

Reno Nevada

.a i ■ i 11111i 111: i ■ 1111 s b 1111 t 111a11 s 1111 a ■ i • ■ 311 s 11 si i s 1111111 ■ s 11 s 11111i1 ■ a111 ■ 1111111     iiiiiiiiiiniii^&

E Phone 152 P. O. Box 1052

| PEARL UPSON 8 SON
j Transfer U Storage Co.
: Props, of Riverside Warehouse

STORING — PACKING — TRANSFERING
; SHIPPING — AUTO UNLOADING
i R.R. SIDING HEAVY HAULING

: East Second Street Old Riverside Mill
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like it?
Did these drunks think they were funny when they ran 

through the cars yelling, "Popcorn, sodawater, gum.” Idiots.
How would Dolores act when she was kissed—if she let 

some one, and liked it?
From the far end of the car came the sound of the door 

opening and shutting once, very rapidly; and a moment 
later, once more. The last time it was the two conductors 
and their policeman escort that made the noise. He rec
ognized the voice of the little fat one who was saying, "She’s 
in here, Jerry. She can’t get beyond. There’s no more 
Pullman’s.” That wa: too bad. They were probably go
ing to make an example of some co-ed who was riding free.

He heard them knock on the drawing room door, and 
enter, and a moment later he sat up in his berth, switched on 
the light, and began digging about in his pocket for his 
ticket stubs. They might not remember him.

The curtains of his berth swayed outward at the bottom, 
silently and slowly. They were buttoned tightly together; 
they were simply moving away. He sat hunched up on the 
far side of his berth, one hand in the pocket of his trousers, 
and watched them. What were the curtains of his berth 
doing, swaying outward? Then he realized. Some one was 
crawling on hands and knees down the whole length of the 
car and keeping behind the curtains.

The co-ed!
He would have switched the berth-light off, but it was 

too late. Whoever it was, was there. Beside his berth 
appeared a smoothly rounded green hump. On the front 
of the hump was a tan checkered collar.....

"Dolores!”
As if his frenzied mixture of a whisper and a yell had 

touched a spring, the green hump rose instantly on one end, 
and from the hysterical, tear-streaked face of Dolores West 
came an answering noise—a sob, a whisper, and a moan. 
"My God! Can’t you keep still a minute?”

Then three things happened at once. The conductors 
came out of the drawing room and turned on the lights as 
a preliminary to gathering up the tickets; Dolores made one 
motion as if to go on with her hidden flight; and Paul, com
ing suddenly to life, hooked an arm around the green fig
ure, and with one tremendous heave, flipped Dolores none 
too gently into the berth. The curtain rings rattled, and the

... ......................... .. .................................................-............ ....................... .......

ROSS-BURKE CO.
Funeral Directors

WHERE SERVICE IS MORE 
THAN A MERE WORD

Corner 4th & Sierra Phone 231 

green cloth, with one grand swish, swung nearly across the 
aisle and then settled back upon a death-like calm.

Not for two seconds did the calm continue. Two voices 
cried joyously together, "There she is,” and feet came thump
ing up the aisle.

Some men, in emergencies, act not like men but like angels. 
Any man, thinking, can act like an angel, but in two seconds 
there is no time for thought. And Paul, in two seconds and 
without thought, acted not like an angel, but like an arch
angel.

"What’s this—what’s all this?” It was the fat conductor. 
"Say, who’s in here?” He was pawing at the curtains.

With one hand Paul turned off the berth-light, and with 
the other he fumbled at a button of the curtains.

"It’s me,” he said, "I was putting my suitcase back under 
the berth.” He poked his head out through the opening 
he had made and added, in a tone so completly guiltless that 
it would have freed a murderer, "Why?”

"The Prof!” gulped the policeman.
"Oh-h!” gulped the conductor.
"You want my stubs?” queried Paul, "I gave you my 

tickets already, don’t you remember?”
Facing an archangel inspired, what could three men do?
"Lower seven’s all o.k.,” said the railroad conductor to 

the Pullman conductor, and the three of them went slink
ing away.

And in this wise, even archangels come to realize their 
responsibilities towards those whose wings are not so strong.

IV.
They are Mr. and Mrs. Paul Emmett now but if there 

had been a dictaphone in the berth that they occupied that 
night from twelve o’clock until twenty-five minutes of two, 
and if the dictaphone had been allowed to run for minute 
periods at fifteen minute intervals, the record would sound 
very much like this:

Twelve fifteen: It is evidently a woman that is making 
these noises. There are a great many sobs, and once in a 
while a whisper, or a moan, that says, "Oh---I hate myself— 
Why did it have to be you?—that beast--I can take care of 
myself. The man’s voice sounds only once, and then it 
says, "Not so loud, dearest, the conductors are still in the 
car.” And if you can imagine such a thing from a dicta
phone record, it sounds as if she might have had her head

McCullough Drug Co.
14 W. COMMERCIAL ROW RENO, NEVADA

CANDY TONIGHT
Lovers may come, 
Lovers may go, 
But to woo and win 
TRY CANDY.

WE HAVE-
JAZZ CANDY THOUGHTFUL GANDY

CANDY GALORE
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on his shoulder—
Twelve-thirty: The woman’s whisper is much more calm. 

"And the horrid little thing didn’t have any ticket---and she 
wanted to deal Black Jack—and after I’d lost my money she 
said, "I’ll deal one more hand for your tickets—and I stood 

on nineteen—and she paid twenty-one—
Twelve-forty-five: Still the woman s voice: And he

said—he was awfully tight—he said, Til buy your ticket, and 
you won’t need a---.” Her voice is suddenly muffled here, 
and the man’s voice breaks in, "The swine! and he growls 
as if he would like to beat some one,—to beat him bloody-

One o’clock: The man’s voice sounding, indeed, as if 
the man were treading ground that he had never trod before: 
"And I don’t know, it’s different—about you. I want to 
take care of you—and I want you not to be the kind that-- 
that—takes care of themselves-—And Dolores—” "What, 
dearest?” she whispers; and he whispers back, I don t mind 
loving you—so that it hurts. It’s a kind of a joy—that hurt 

is—a kind of an exquisite joy.”
One-fifteen: He is whispering again, very brusquely, and 

very masterfully: "And about one-thirty, the porter says, 
we’ll stop to change engines, and the conductors are gone, 
so you go down to the dressing room and wait while I take 
these pajamas off and get my clothes on, and then I 11 get 

your bag and we’ll hop off——
And if you can’t guess the rest, then you’ve no business 

to have read so far. This is a lazy man’s way to end it all, 

but there are some things that don’t need to be told in stories.

The Cosmopolitan
SHOE SHINING PARLOR

All Kind of Shoes Dyed and Cleaned 

TUB AND SHOWER BATHS FOR 
LADIES AND MEN

We Clean and Block All Kind of Ladies’ 
and Men’s Hats

ALL WORK GUARANTEED

261 N. VIRGINIA STREET 
Phone 1624-J

George Livierato, Prop.
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RENO 
SPORTING GOODS

The LARGEST Sport House in the State

RENO SPORTING GOODS

257 North Virginia Street
Phone 912 Reno, Nevada

——----------- -- - -- ----
COMPARISON OF WEENIE

Weenie-----hot-dog----- weenie-wurst.

—wolf—

Self, I’d like you,
Darned if I wouldn’t, 
If you weren’t such a sport. 
On and on you’ve let me go, 
When everyone knows 
You shouldn’t.
That’s the trouble with you, 
Self, you see;
You’re too easy on my lapses.
So for that you’ll get a gift: 
You can die and go to 
Hell with me.

—Forrest Holdcamper.
—wolf—

Late: Does your father object to kissing?
Date: No, do you want to kiss him?

—Georgia Yellow Jacket.
—wolf—

Prof: Have you done any outside reading?
Student: No sir, it’s been too cold to read outside.

—Penn. Froth.

Reno Drug Co.
(Inc.)

Phone 310 Cor. 2nd & Center Sts.

and our

New Store
COR. PLAZA & VIRGINIA STREETS

HAAS CANDIES AGENCY
SHEAFFER LIFETIME PENS 

AND PENCILS

CONKLIN PENS 
AND PENCILS

Drug and Toilet Articles

Reno, Nevada

THE 
RED RIVER 

LUMBER 
CO.

C. L. ROWE
“Auto Glass Shop” 

WINDSHIELDS — WINGS — VISORS 
SEDAN DOOR GLASS, Etc.
HEADLIGHTS — BULBS

Bausch & Lomb Headlight Lenses—Brown, El Camino 
and Flat-Lite Reflectors

Official Headlight Testing Station
ELECTROPLATING

NICKLE — COPPER — SILVER
One Day Service Plating Headlight Reflectors

High Class Mill Work

Your Order Will Receive Our 
Best and Most Prompt 

Attention

335 Fourth Street 
Phone 755
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THE STAR 
fours and sixes are still growing 

in popularity
NEVER BEFORE HAS A CAR BEEN HERALDED 

BY THE BUYING PUBLIC

SEE THE STARS BEFORE YOU BUY

REVADA SALES CO.
Second & Lake St. Phone 777

Eastman Kodaks and Supplies 
Nyals Guaranteed Remedies

ROGERS AND GALLET, HOUBIGANTS, 
COTYS, GUERLAINS, PIVERS, HUDNUTS 

AND COLGATES PERFUMES AND
TOILET ARTICLES

UNION DRUG CO., Inc.
PHONE 264 233 NORTH CENTER ST.

Johnstons Candy Manicure Articles

TO A CERTAIN JOURNALIST

TO A STUDENT

Thou would’st get good grades?

Then let thy tongue

Talk glibly concerning thy prof,

And keep thy ignorance unsung;

And careful thou dost not scoff

At what he does or what he says.

Thy line, thy endless theme of of praise

For there thou wilt find thy pull.
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I CHRISTMAS CARDS |

1 Our Complete Stock now on display. Also seals, a 
I tags, Holly papers, and ribbons for Christmas pack- , 

! ages. 1

j Among our gifts are— :

B BOOKS OF ALL KINDS LEATHER GOODS f

I FOUNTAIN PEN 8C PENCIL SETS =5

I BOXED WRITING PAPER GIFT NOVELTIES j

Armanko
Stationery |
Company

[ 156 North Virginia St. Phone 550 |

You meekly ask me to contrib
Ute something on the girls,

And I reply with jest and fib
That set your head in whirls.

You will not let me answer, "No!”
Nor leave and close the door,

But say that your assigned sympo
Sium is due at four.

You cannot understand my ex
Cellently reasoned doubt;

How can I talk about your sex
With naught to talk about?

—Edwin Duerr.

WALDORF
CAFE

You All Know
The Place

Try Our New Lunch Counter 
for a Real Good Lunch
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KODAK FINISHING !
We have your University Groups and Athletic i 

handle them right. E

PICTURE FRAMING |
We have your University Group and Athletic 

Pictures for the past 3 years. E

NEVADA PHOTO SERVICE |
253 Sierra Street Phone 1012-J =
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EXCERPTS FROM "READING IN PROFOLOGY”

Chapter X.

THE COLEJPROFF PHENOMENON.* 
By A. Critic, Jr.

It will be well to summarize here the essential features of 
a characteristic prOfological phenomenon. As first observed 
the phenomenon consists simply in the fact that college 
professors are prone to neglect putting their theories into 
actual practice. In recent years, however, it has been shown 
by Phlunker **that not only are they prone to fail to put 
their theories into practice, but they are inclined to use prac
tices which are diametrically opposed to their theories. Mr. 
Dent*** has suggestively termed this observation an exten
sion of the Colejproff Phenonomenon.

*Reprinted by permission from “Why Teachers Behave as 
They Do,” by A. Critik, Jr., p. 66.

**Phlunker’s “Experimental Profology.
***Mr. Dent is co-originator with Mr. Stew of the Stew-Dent 

theory, which is explained at length in another paragraph. In 
addition, both gentlemen have done extensive research and ex
perimental work in their famous Klaas Rhume Laboratories, 
and have made many valuable contributions to the science of 
Profology.

THE STEW-DENT THEORY*
By Class© Thertie.

The theory has recently been advanced by Messrs. Stew 
and Dent, celebrated profologists, that the phenomenon 
known as the Colejproff Phenomenon is found in a more 

pronounced form among professors of Education than 
among any other class. In support of this theory, they have 
recently published a valuable little book** from which I will 
quote briefly.

Case 20: A certain professor was observed to repeat 
to his classes again and again, 'You must not tell your pupils 
not to do things.’ This is clearly a case of the Colejproff 
malady. What the normal professor, not afflicted with this 
peculiarity would have said, is 'You must tell your pupils 
to do things.***

Case 29: In this case, an Education professor who em
phasized the relative unimportance of dates in the teaching 
°f History, and advised strongly against them, was found 

to require the members of his class in the History of Edu
cation to memorize a long list of names.****

"Adopted by permission from “Introduction to Profology:

. “THE SWALLOW” |
: Drug Stores Give Gold Fish E
i But We Give A Bird with Every Drink E

e SOFT DRINKS ICE CREAM CANDIES i 
i TAMALES ENCHILADAS

I HOT BUTTER KISTWICH SANDWICHES

E 31 West Second St. Phone 1720-J =

^UIIIIIIIEIIHIIIIItlllllllltlltigillmciinilltlllSlli....... lllEli:iltllIIIUItllIIIEBIIIIEIIllltlieittlIIIIEIIIII[ltIIIEIIIi$

A Manual for Freshmen” by Classo Thertie. pp. 190-192. Alumni 
Press.

**“Cases of Education Professors Suffering From an Aggra
vated Form of the Colejproff Phenomenon” Stew-Dent.

***Chapter III “Cases” Stew-Dent.
****Chapter IV. “Cases” Stew-Dent.

—Cornell Ollapod.

—wolf—

Socrates: So old Prof. Jones is dead? He could speak 
six dead languages.

Plato: Yes? He ought to make a right sociable corpse.
—Purple Parrot.
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LUMBER
and

Mill Work
| Hobart Estate Company |

YARD—MILL—OFFICE ]
| PARK STREET NEAR FOURTH j

Phone 261

i Reno Nevada i
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"That’s a heck of a note,” said. Miss 
Crandall as she sneezed into the sax- 

aphone.
—wolf—

Sam Magee was sitting in the fur
nace having a great time. "Red hot 
papa,” sighed the janitress, wistfully.

—wolf—

Professor Scott: The only differ
ence between a senior chewing gum 
and a cow chewing its cud is that the 

cow looks thoughtful.

—wolf—

Prof: Does a man by the name of 
Sterner have to be harsher and stric
ter than everybody else to live up to 

his name?
Stude: No, but his child must be 

a little Sterner.

—wolf-

History Prof: Some day the World 
Court will be adopted.

Student: But, my gosh, who wants 
to neck all those foreign women?

Corticelli Silk Hosiery

i In all the new Winter Shades—Blue Fox—Alesan— i 
I Wood Fallow—Pompadour—Manderine—Bisque j 
= —Nude E

= $1.95 Per Pair =

E Box 3 Pairs—$5.50 =

I Service Weights or the Sheerest of Chiffons j

SUNDERLAND’S Inc.

| Phone Reno 625 W. G. KLINE, Prop, g

| Auto Top Repairing a Specialty f

jNevada Auto] 
j Trimming Co. ]
I Seat Covers, Fancy Tops |

I Glass Window Enclosures | 
| PLATE GLASS FOR ALL MAKES CLOSED CARS | 

| WE USE GUARANTEED TOP COVERING | 
1 FOR ALL CLOSED CAR TOPS |

| 128 LAKE STREET RENO |

.....iiitimimiiiiiciiiiHiiHiiiaiiiiiiiiiiiiciinii...... tiiniiiiiiiiit*

219 N. Virginia Street TED ELGES, ’24 
Manager



GEO. WINGFIELD, Pres. W. E. ZOEBEL, SECY. & Treas.

The

HOTEL GOLDEN
FRANK GOLDEN

Manager

The Leading Hotel of Nevada

RENO

University of Nevada
Fifty-fourth year begins August 22, 1927 and ends May 10, 1928.

Courses in Agriculture and Domestic Science in the
COLLEGE OF AGRICULTURE
A wide range of courses in the

COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCE
Courses in Mining Engineering and Metallurgy, Mechanical, 

Electrical and Civil Engineering in the
COLLEGE OF ENGINEERING

Courses in Education—Elementary and Advanced—in the 
SCHOOL OF EDUCATION of the COLLEGE OF 

ARTS AND SCIENCE
1927 SUMMER SESSION, JUNE 13—JULY 22 

For Catalogues and other Information, Address

WALTER E. CLARK, President, RENO, NEVADA.
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GREEN PRINTING COMPANY, Inc.



It’s mighty easy to like the best
THAT’S why Camel is the most 
popular cigarette ever made. In 
all tobacco history there has never 
been a cigarette preference like 
Camel’s. Nothing is too good or 
expensive that will make Camels 
the world’s finest smoke.

Camel is the friendliest cigarette 
ever made. From early morning to 
night’s last reluctant parting you 
just can’t smoke enough Camels 
to tire the taste. Camels are the 
celebrated smoke that brought
R. 1 1OR

an end to cigaretty after-taste.
If you’ve not yet learned how 

really satisfying a cigarette can be, 
just try Camels. Into this one cig
arette the world’s largest tobacco 
organization puts every good qual
ity that could be wished for in a 
cigarette. All the mild and mellow 

ifect 
blending. The utmost in smoking

regardless of price.

N. C.

© 1926


