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| UHURU 
In the South 

Then he explained about the 

difficulty of overcoming the 

hestitation of men who were 

oppressed as slaves for cen- 

turies and only nominally and 

not psychologically liberated 

to dare to exercise their con~ 

stitutione] rights. Fe rejected 
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t worles eighteenth duces ignorance and tyrenmy. 

i te The failure of the exhibit is 

British painting _ twofold: first of all it is not 

THE PLOWBOY PHILOSOPHY 

PART | 

We have established in our previous installments that there 

has been a sexual revolution in North America . .... revolu- 

tion being defined as a successful uprising . . . The weapon 

which wrought this revolution was the closed car, which
 re- 

sulted in momentous changes in the courting practices of
 the 

younger generation. In the good old days that we've all heard 

so much about, they used to write songs about “Hitching
 OV 

Dobbin to the Shay” and “Looking Sweet Upon the Seat(s) of 

a Bicycle Built For Two”. Well, anyone who's ever tried to 

manage a horse and woo a girl simultaneously needs no further 

explanation of the effect of the closed automobile on romanti
c 

aspirations. The older generation brings back memories of 

things past when they drive by country lanes and apple orchards 

'.. the man of today (and recent yesterdays) becomes immersed 

in nostalgia when he passes an auto junkyard. 

Ranking close to sex in conversational importance for the 

modern generation is humour . . . And here is our greatest fail- 

ing. After all, a sense of humour must be cultivated, while our 

instinotual qualities will eventually lead us to sexual under- 

standing, either voluntarily or otherwise. Thus having dispensed 

with sex, for present purposes at least, let us examine philo- 

sophically the position of humour in this community. 

To put it succinctly, the college generation of today takes 

itself far too seriously. By dressing up in a camel-hair coat 

and a button-down collar, by carrying around an attaché case, 

and by parroting the voices of dissent on great causes and issues, 

the college man loses his ability to take part in the boisterous 

joyousness that should make university life a cheerful, happy 

thing. When he does engage in humour, it's only of the macabre 

variety . . . . Polish jokes, watching Solo electrocute three men 

with his pen knife, chortling as Laurel gets hit in the face 

with a pie. 
There is, on. the college scene, no fun just for the sake of 

sheer, irresponsible fun . . . no practical jokes . .. no puns . .. 

no pranks. Nobody will realize that this is the only time in 

their life they can escape serious responsibilities . . . that they 

should relax and enjoy themselves, that there will be plenty of 

time for the rest later. 
We believe that, if people don't have a good honest laugh, 

either with you or at you, several times a day, you are much 

too serious for your own good . . . and will soon lose the ability 

to laugh . . . especially at yourself. The inevitable result is 

that you will soon start thinking you are a helluva fella, one 

of the great serious thinkers of your time. 

While lightly made, these are serious criticisms. We know 

of dogs who have better . . . and more healthy . . . senses of 

humour than some members of the modern generation . . . 

Which is reason for them to pause and consider. 'The situation 

is covered by an old Hebrew expression. “The next thing you 

lose after you lose your sense of humour is your mind”. 

The editors of tke Brunswickan wish fo apologize fo Father 

Barry, who was mistakenly connected with an article in a re- 

cent issue of the Brunswickan. 

We have been advised that it was not Father Barry who 

was Involved in the incident concerning the St. Thomas Dances, 

and therefore regret any embarrassment it may have caused him. 

In this case the error is attributable to two faulty sources. 

Gary Davis 

Whatever became of’: 
Jess E. James, 

CLASS OF "677 

A life-long student of transportation sys- 

tems, James will be best remembered for 

his provocative major thesis “Iron Hosses 

1 Have Broke In.” Working towards his 

doctorate, he formed a research team 

with his brother and toured the West, 

taking copious quantities of notes as 

they went. Soon the whole country was 

talking about the James boys and they 

were in great demand as guests of honour 

at civic parties (neckties to be worn). 

Despite a reputation which grew by leaps 

and bounds (mainly on to passing trains) 

Jess E. James remained an elusive, retiring 

person who spurned formal gatherings no 

matter how pressing the invitation. A 

superb horseman, Mr. James had a way 

with colts. His untimely end came when 

he was engaged in breaking in a new 

one — a 45, to be exact. 

Keep your sights on success by forming 

a good banking connection — a “must” 

for success in any profession or business. 
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