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COLLEGE FUN 
Dickie—“Can I have any kind of 

sea food I like?” 
Mother—“Yes, dear. What shall 

I order for you?” 

Dickie—‘“Salt water taffy.” 

SIMPLE 
The air raid warden was small in 

stature but very keen on his job. 
He'd had rather a tiring time in- 
specting shelters when a large man 
asked in a bullying manner. 

“What can I do with my five kids 

in a shelter that’s full of water?” 
“Teach ’em to swim?” snapped 

the warden, curtly. 

TOO ABSORBED 
In a midwestern town an eccen- 

tric was found who had not left an 

attic in 20 years.” 
“That’s the danger in starting a 

long serial in a pile of old maga- 
zines.” 

NEEDED NO INTERPRETATION 

Daddy was having a little chat 

with Jean, aged 13, and Bobby, aged 
three. “Did you notice on the news 
bulletin, Jean,” he asked, “that 
Roosevelt and Churchill went to 
church in Alexandria, where 
George Washington used to at- 
tend?” \ 

“Yes, I did,” she answered, and 
then to brother, for whom she rath- 

er fancies herself as an interpreter, 
“Bobby, Churchill is the man who 

came way across the ocean to visit 

our country. You know what the 

ocean is? It's the water at the sea- 
shore where we go in summer.” 

“Churchill? Churchill?” said Bob- 
by, child of this radio age, ignoring 

all the elaborate explanation. “You 
mean Winston Churchill?” 

NOW JUDGE 

“This crime,” said the Judge, 
summing-up, ‘“was carried out in an 

adroit and skillful manner?” 
Blushing, the prisoner interrupt- 

ed, “Come, now, my Lord, no flat- 
tery, please.” 

NOT NOW 
“Are you the man that was mar- 

ried in a cage of lions?” 
‘I'm the man.” 
“Did it seem exciting?” 
“It did then. It wouldn’t now.” 

FULL VALUE 
“Her husband was run over.” 
“Now that he is gone, I presume 

she realizes his full value.” 
“She does. And she won’t com- 

promise for a cent less.” 

IT’S JUST A SHAME 
“I'm sorry, madam,” said the at- 

tendant at the movie, “but you can’t 
take that dog into the theatre.” 

“How absurd,” protested the wo- 
man, “What harm can pictures do a 
little dog like this?” 

The shop assistant was in the 
act of proposing. 

“Remember,” he said to the girl, 

“this is the last day of this astoun- 
ding offer.” 

FAMILY SECRETS 
“I'm not good enough for you.” 
“Why, Bill, you talk just like one 

of my own family.” 

LET HIM LISTEN 

“I'll teach that boy to tell lies.” 
“I wouldn’t do it now, dear; wait 

and let him hear, the one you tell 

when you come in late tonight.” 

A BARGAIN 

She: “Do you love me for myself 

alone?” 
He: “Yes and when we're marri- 

ed I don't want any of the family 
thrown in. 

ENOUGH 

Elmer, aged 13, was puzzled over 
the girl problem and discussed it 

with his pal, Joe. 

“I've walked to school with her 
three time,” he told Joe, “and car- 
ried her books. Now do you think 

I ought to kiss her?” 
“No, you don’t need to,” Joe de- 

cided, after a moment of deep 
thought. “You've done enough 
for that girl already.” 

WHAT'S IN A LETTER? 
During his lecture on “Modern 

Women,” the speaker expressed the 

opinion that it was the duty of 
wives to mother their husbands. 
Even he looked startled at the terri- 
fic outburst of cheering. 

When things got quieter he ex- 

pressed his pleasure that his re- 

marks above wives mothering hus- 
bands had been heartily endorsed. 

“ ‘Mother’! gasped one young 

lady in the front row. “We thought 
you said ‘smother’ !” 

SELF-DENIAL 

A Scottish church held a self- 
denial week. At the end of the 
week, one of the members handed 
over a donation of 5c. 3d.,, all in 
threepenny-pieces. 

“Tell me, Jock,” said the parson, 

“how it is your contribution is in 
threepenny-bits ?” 

“Well, ye see, sir, it’s my custom 
to have three whiskies and sodas 
every day, but as we were holding 

a self-denial week I felt I must give 
up something.” Then nodding to- 

wards the small coins: “These are 
sodas, sir.” 

THE DIFFERENCE 
“TI must have reminded him of 

some beautiful woman in history. 
He said I had a historical face.” 
“Are you sure he didn’t say pre- 

historic, my dear?” 

REMINDED 
A traveller just home from abroad 
was describing an earthquake. 

“Most amazing think I ever saw,” 
he said dramatically. “The hotel 

rocked. Cups and saucers were 
flung all over the room, and—” 
His meek-looking companion turn- 
ed suddenly white. 

“Great Scott!” he cried. “That re- 
minds me. I forgot to post a leter 

my wife gave me two days ago.” 

510 Queen Street 5 3 

U:N.B. JEWELLERY 
Call and see our assortment of Arts, Foresters, Electrical and 

Civil Engineers’ Pins, Rings and Crests. 

A. B. BEARDSLEY 

x
 

Fredericton, N. B. 

C. W. 

Sale of Text Books at very low prices. 
Come in and look them over. 

HALL 

GAIETY 
THEATRE 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

- High Class Talking Pic- 

tures 

Programmes Changed 

Monday, Wednesday and 
Fridays 

CAPITOL 
THEATRE 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

Matinees Daily at 3 

Evenings 7.15 and 9 

Programmes Changed 

Mondays and Thursdays 
Movies At Their Best ! 

May We Present 

MARJORIE DICKSON 

We close our Brunswickan for 

the year by welcoming in the pre- 

sident of the Ladies’ Society for 

next year, Marjorie Dickson. Mar- 

jorie has lots of experience in being 

president for- she has been presi- 

dent of her class of girls for two 

years, as she was Vice President of 

the class of 43 in her Freshman 

and Sophomore years. We say 

farewell to Jo Rowan with sad 

hearts for she has been one of the 

best presidents we have had in the 

Ladies’ Society, and we all feel that 

she has done a lot for the girls, and 

we will long remember her work 

for them. She has set an inspiring 

example for Marjorie to follow and 

we are all sure that Marj. will live 

up to the standard set her by Jo. 

To the Senions 
NOT GOOD-BYE BUT eerie 

LUCK 

It is not good-bye that we say to 

you as we see you reaching for your 
diplomas as the first step in your | 

embarkation on your life’s journey 

—we only say farewell for a time 

and the best of luck. You know 

we will miss you around our usual 

places and your voices and memor- 
ies will haunt many of the nooks 

and corners in the days to come. 

It will seem strange not to see you 

chewing a peanut butter sandwich 

and playing solitaire on the Read- 

ing Room table. We‘ll miss your 
fortunte-telling during a Wednes- 

day noon hour when our lecture is 

due. It will seem lonely not to 

hear you say “Can I take a few of 
the girls along too?” But then for 

you there is the whole world to con- 

quer, the plans to come true— we 

would not hold you—and perhaps 

in some distant city you will hear 
a familiar phrase or see a familiar 

face and you will remember things. 

Like the day that cute telegram 

arrived from England and disrupted 
the Honor English class, or the 

numbers of times we met you meet- 
ing the one-fifteen train. It is 

funny how those things come back 

—years from now you will remem- 
ber studying so long for Freshman 

Math, and falling down the hill 

when it was at it muddiest. The 
boys all having to leave early to 

fight for our country, the way we'll 

miss them in our separate path- 

ways in life—the others who will 
never part but will complete their 

lives together as the result of 
friendships started here. You can- 
not say good-bye to friends you 

have lived with, laughed with and 
worked and fought with for four 
years of your lives. There are ties 
and memories time will never erase 
from you, no matter how long you 
live. So it is good-luck to you whe 
started out from our friendly walls 

this year, may we all remember 

each other when we meet again per- 
haps thousands of miles from here, 
and those left behind for other 
years will remember you even as 
we remember those in our own 
classes. Farewell for a while and 
Good Luck. 

HAD A REASON 

“Please don’t mind me, sergeant, 
if T show a little independence on 
the parade ground this morning,” 
said the private. 
“Why do you ask that?” thunder- 

ed the N. C. O. 
“Well, you see, sergeant, my wife 

is looking through the railings.” 

what but Picobac can 

J aAsSoONn searched the world to find that herb of peace 
Which we call “Picobac” but they called “Golden Fleece”. 

® What but Picobac could have sustained the 
Argonauts upon their tortuous voyaging? And 

retracing their mythical wanderings? To secure 
a supply of Picobac — that mild, cool, sweet 
smoke — no journey would be too long. But 
you, fortunately, can procure it for a‘ most 
modest outlay at the corner store. 

HANDY SEAL-TIGHT POUCH - 

15-LB. “LOK-TOP” TIN - 65¢ 

(also packed in Pocket Tins 

“Picobac 
“It DOES taste good in a pipe |” 

console the tedium of 

15¢ A 
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TO THE FORCES 

Arts Building, U. N. B,, 
April 13, 1942. 

Dear Joe: 

Just a short note to remind you I 
am still alive, but may not be three 

weeks from today. This is the last 

time I will be able to write you for 

quite a while because I must really 
study now. Exams are coming 

along and one of those nasty pro- 

fessors said that sex was not 

enough to pass me in Math, 
Spring is really coming around 

here now. There is extra mud on 
the hill and an extra gleam in every- 

one’s eye especially when certain 

people come into view. I am awful- 

ly glad you were C. B. last week. 
Wasn’t that wonderful of the Col- 

onel to think you were so good he 

wanted you in with him for four 

days. I could not see where the 
dance hall girl came into the pic- 

ture, was she the Colonel's daugh- 

ter who helped to get you that posi- 
tion? It was nice of her to tell the 
Colonel so plainly that it was cause 

you were with her that you were 

four hours late coming in. Do you 
get a fraternity pin in the army? A 

girl here got one and it sure is a 

doozer. I heard someone say it 
had something to do with a military 

college. 
Did you read the last Brunswick- 

an? It said that the girls are going 

to €.0.T.C. camp, so oh boy, am I 
ever going to apply. I hope they 

let me take my own 22 rifle. I 
don’t want to carry a cannon 

around. Is that what they do in the 
army? 

I wish you could get leave for En- 
caenia. That is a great big dance 

and it goes on for hours and hours. 
You dance for about five hours then 

you eat and dress in some different 

clothes and then you shoot off can- 

non, and chase each other up and 

down the Experimental Farm Road 

and the Golf Course Road. Some 

people do that earlier too, but 

sometimes it is too dark so I think 

it is wiser to wait till after the can- 

non don’t you? Everyone sees 

the sunrise and thinks its wonder- 

ful. Remember back on the farm 

we used to watch it practicaily 

every morning over the cow's 

backs when we milked them. I 
guess college is different though. 

I guess I'll come back here next 

year. That cute boy I met the 

other day was only a Sophomore 
and not a Senior like I thought so I 

guess its worth coming back again 

and taking a tsy at him now that 

I have learned all the city manners. 

I even know which side of the door 

to wait on so that when the boy 
you're out with comes up behind 
from paying the check, he can open 

the door for you without flinging it 

and running around behind you to 

catch it on the rebound. 
Well good-bye for now Joey, re- 

member these college men are only 
filler-ins till T can see your dear 

freckled nose again, for you really 
are the only punkins for me. 

Love, 
JANIE 

P. S.—I guess we'll have to wait for 
a while before we can be engaged. 
The man in Woolworth’s couldn’t 
give me a size larger in that dia- 

mond and it fits my thumb as it is. 
Love, 

J 

Save MONEY 
by bringing your 
Clothes to 

644 Queen St., Phone 1629 

ASH & 
ARRY 
LEANERS 


