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<JINl-<li:;s! GLORYOSKY! 
UNKNOWN TO De'.AN 
SNIDE A PHOTO IS 
8LOWN OFF THE Des 
{". MOUSE EYES THE 
PICTURE .HE eeCOM£S 
80 IOXCITEO AT TltE 
SE:AUTIFUL S.IGHr 
"THAT Hit EArS IT ! 
(Non=: F~UOIAN Co 
NOTATIONS) 

AUTHOP.INE, REM£MBER MM6AIL VAN BlJREN'S 
ADVICE ...... Dt::€.PITE YOUP., SIMILA~ITv 
10 ANITA ECKl!>ER6 YOU CAN BE WELL-
ADJU5TED IF YOU vU8T HEE.D HE.R 
WORD AND SHAKE YOUR HEAD 
WHEN YOU CAN'T SAY NO J 

WIN00A6LER WE GOOFED/ 
AUTHORINJ: 15 A LIVIN' ' 
OOL.L.. WE WILL S£ND 
H~ TO A GlRL's POW 
lf()VSE SOME QF THE. 
SENIOP.S SHOULD BE 
A8LE W MAKE t1ER 
UGLY- THEY'~E PAST 
MA5TEf\S AT TtiE MT 
<.IUOOIN(J BY WHAT 
TttEY PO TU THEM-

SELVES. 

THE MORAL OF THI$ EPIC 15 --- IF 
'(OUR GIRL 15 BEAUTIFUL ANO CAN'T 
6ET INTO £.T'ANFORD-JUSI THROW 
AC.ID IN HEP. FAc.E !INO 5HJ:'S i'\> 
6001> AS JN·r----------

IF "10v DON'T LIKE "TttAT 
ONE HERE'5 M ALTlrF\NATE•"' 
WHO COUL-0 BE"" RE4!>PECTA0LE 
L18f\AAtPcN ' ANVWA V WITH TitE 
TEF\Fll&LE FACIL1T1E5 WE HAVE' ?' 

HEH~ HEH! HERE'S AN APPLICANT 
SO ABOMINABLE THAT 5HE MV~T 
HAVE BROKEN THE CAMERA 
AND COULDN'T EVEN SEND IN A , 
PICTUR.E. ---ACCE.PT THIS . 
GIRL AUTHOP.INE LOOSEY !! 

AFTER IP.YING OE5PERATEL'f TO LOUSE 
UP MIS& LOOe>E'('S LO'lfEl.Y FACE. (ALL TO 
NO AVAIL.)THE. G~OUP TAKES "Tlft? PF\OVEF\B-
IAL COFFEE BREAK. AT Tl1E. CE.Ll..AR 

AUTHORINE'S 
APPJ=ARENCE 
RATTU:.P lliE 
POOR UN5US-
PEC.TING STAN-
FORD P.OU<7ttS 
TO SUCH AN 
EXTENT TlfAT 
SUDDENLY 
TfiEY BEOAN 
ll>---
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Yo<1 dotif have lo go lo college lo khoW /haf ofter 
eofit>g, drinkihq ond smoking, lk ber;f 
breolh lierheners o{ of/ off'_ #;,_lli'!.--

''Oh yes,-he was our last customer-" 

HADLEY and JACK 
BARBER SHOP 
1250112 Jefferson Street Plenty of Parking in the Education Hall 

Parking Lott 
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HOSPITALITY 

He drinks only to calm himself, 
His steadiness to improve, 
Last night he got so steady 
He couldn't even move . • The gangster had just died. The 

funeral was well attended by his 
cohorts and others in allied prof es-
sions. In eulogy the speaker said, 
'-'Willie is not dead. He only sleeps." 
From the rear of the assembled 
throng came a voice, "I got a hun-
dred dollars that says he won't 
wake up." 
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Mr. Piggs went 
We were in class when the principal came 

in followed by another 'new teacher,' a young 
fellow this time who looked not at all like 
we had expected. Those who had been talk-
ing shut up, and everyone as if innocent of 
the new replacement again pretended sur-
prised. We would give this newcomer a try 
and might even let him stay on. 

The principal made his usual sign for us 
to quiet down. Then waiting for that same 
pin-drop-silence of his, finally said to us in 
his usual demanding voice. 

"Class, here is a young man who shall be 
your teacher; he'll be here the remainder of 
the year. If you work and conduct your-
selves like adults, he will be more than 
lenient with you." 

The new teacher standing alone in front 
of the room so that he could easily see us was 
a young man of about twenty-four and stif-
fer than the last one. His hair was neatly 
cut and began high on his forehead like a 
genius, of course, and he looked strict enough, 
but seemed tightened up and very ill at ease. 

Ready to listen like church-mice with our 
ears stretched to the biggest we were as at-
tentive as if waiting for God to speak, not 
daring to look at one another or even move. 
We began with the first lesson. 

"My name is Mr. Piggs." 
And he seemed not to know what to do 

with his hands. 
We of course didn't know what to say-

not any of us, so we shuffled our feet on the 
floor a little and a few of us were even polite 
enough to cough slightly just to bring some 
noise back to our ears. But the fellow who 
sat in the second seat third row was the one 
who put us all at ease. He sneezed. 

Finally ready to start on again with our 
lesson, we waited patiently for Mr. Piggs. 
But Mr. Piggs was dead silent and still didn't 
seem to know what to do with his hands. \.Ye 
looked at one another, then at Mr. Piggs, 
and Mr. Piggs looked at us and we looked 
at one another. He had singled out the fel-
low who sat in the second seat third row. So 
we all looked towards this fellow instead. 

"Stand!" said Mr. Piggs. 
But whether the fellow who sneezed had 

not noticed Mr. Piggs or couldn't believe that 
Mr. Piggs was glaring at him looked around 
in his seat at the student sitting in the desk 
directly behind. He glanced all around then, 
catching on, looked up at Mr. Piggs. 

"Stand," repeated Mr. Piggs·, "and excuse 
yourself." 

The fellow stood up. His eyes fell. The 
whole class began to laugh. He looked up. 
Mr. Piggs was still staring at him all right. 
He glanced to the floor again; he looked up 
once more. 

"Excuse yourself!" said Mr. Piggs who was 
a bit too priggish to suit us. 

to market 
But anyway, as a matter of course, there 

was another burst of laughter from the class, 
which so thoroughly embarrassed the fellow 
that he seemed not to know whether to sit 
down, remain standing or gush tears. He look-
ed at ' the students sitting around him and 
laughed with the rest of us. 

"Silence!" shouted Mr. Piggs. 
We froze. Senseless, our feelings dull at 

first became hardened, then calloused, finally 
impervious to this otherwise outrageous de-
mand. We were not in the habit of standing 
and excusing ourselves when we sneezed. It 
just wasn't done. Therefore, Mr. Piggs was 
joking of course. 

"Stand!" said Mr. Piggs. 
The poor fellow stood once more. 
"Excuse yourself!" 
The fellow sputtered out a few meaning-

less sounds, but they sounded like 'excuse 
me' to us, and he looked sorry enough. 

"Again!" said Mr. Piggs. 
He articulated the ~ame unintelligible 

words. 
''Again!'' 
"S'cuzeme." 
"EX-CU-zze--me!" said Mr. Piggs pronoun-

cing each syllable, spacing them with exact 
precision. 

"Ex'sczeme." 
"EX-ClJ-ZE---ME! insisted ~Ir. Piggs. 
"X-cu-zeme." 
The fellow looked around and laughed. 
"Again." 
"EX-CU-ZE-ME!" shouted the fellow ello-

quently and popped down in his seat, glan -
cing about for our approval. He had done 
excellently and we all wanted to cheer. But, 

"Stand!" said Mr. Piggs. 
The persecuted fellow pulled himself to 

his feet, said, "Excuse me," and was about 
to sit down once more when he was nailed 
again by Mr. Piggs. 

"And your name is?" 
The fellow told him his name. It was 

Hodgkiss. And as Mr. Piggs continued to 
hill discipline into the unsuspecting \ictim. 
>Ve all sat back in our seats, some of us 
:cratched our heads, and all of us began to 
vonder if the new teacher was able to meet 
mr requirements. Though Mr. Piggs looked 
cliable to us at first, now we couldn't tell. 
le would have LO toe the mark if he ever hop-
d to stay on with us .. \ml certainh· he must 
tot forget that he was still on triai ;md this 
liscipline business was a delightful joke to 
tart the class off with a jolly mood. of 
muse-it made an excellent impression-but 
1s Mr. Piggs pounded on at Hodgkiss the 
~!amour of this new teacher was already 
,eaving us. 

ro11ti1111t'd w ·xt />age .. 



He surely remembered that he was still 
new; his ,-ery first day and he certainly wasn't 
at all indispensable. He could be replaced; 
like the others .. \t first we thought he was 
joking, but he wasn't. l\lr. Piggs was quite 
serious and serious teachers had come and 
gone before him. This made him a burden. 
\Ve didn't as yet feel that we would go mad, 
at the same time we could nol bear .Mr. Piggs 
deYasting us. Besides he might even throw 
fits and lay all of us in our graves. '\Ve sus-
pected that his own life was a torture to 
him and that his presence might e\'en be 
unbearable to his wife. Finally upon Mr. 
Piggs' command. "Sit!" Hodgkiss fell com-
pletely exhausted into his seat with a loud 
thud. At that instant we knew l\lr. Piggs was 
chewing down to the bottom of our souls. 

Our suspicion about this new lt:dl..11c1 was 
confirmed later that morning shortly after 
Hodgkiss' fall. 

\\' hen each of us came to our turn to re-
cite, we were developing the habit of stand· 
ing, passing to the front of the classroom 
and we turned facing the class so as to be 

easily seen by the rest. \\'c were drilled hy 
~Jr. Piggs to echo the lesson to the class so 
that our Yoices sounded more distinct in the 
manner he was training us; it was "just bet· 
ter" that way. 

\\'e were repeating the lesson when Squinty 
Bodges crept in and slipped into his seat near 
the door. He listened with all his ears just 
like he had alwa)S done when he was late. 
He pretended not to ha,·e been seen and as 
if present all along he did not dare to lean 
Oil hi~ elbow or even look around him. 

\\'hen the moment came for the latecomer's 
turn to recite, he looked up as if just sur· 
prised from his work, and we expected that 
.\Ir. Piggs would be obliged Lo tell him to 
stand, pass, turn, recite and listen for the 
echo like the rest of us. But instead, 

"So!" cried Mr. Piggs turning abruptly, "I 
caught you, boy!" 

\\'e were amazed. \Ve couldn't even speak; 
none of us. 
"~ow boy, stand!" 
He stood up. 
"Excuse yourself!" 
"Excuse 1ne." 
"Pass!" 

SHIRLEY!? 
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He passed to the front of the room. 
"Turn!" 
He turned a11d faced the rest of us. 
"You're tardy!" 
"But-" 
"You're infinitely late~" 
"But-" 
".-\nd )Our name is?" 
"But-" 
''Your name?" 
"B-B-Bodges, Sir-Pete-Peter Hodges.'' 
"Bodges, put on your g-Iasses!" 
"B-But si-sir, I don't we-wear glasses." 
"You will wear your glasses, Bodges," de· 

mamlcd Mr. Piggs. 
B-But every-ever} hod) on the t-tcam says 

don't n-need g·glasses.'' 
"Put on your glasses!" 
"B-but nob-body else wears g·glasses." 
The whole class wondered how l\fr. Piggs 

.new Squinty Bodges wore glasses, while l\lr. 
'iggs stood firm; unmoved in hi~ silence. 

"Bu-but they'll ~II st-stare at m-me!" cried 
he fellow. 

We were used to Ilodgcs alwa~s blurting 
.Hit honestly with his feelings. He wa.~ ex-
:ra,·agantly stupid that way but we didn't 
11ind a hit any more. 

Still :\Ir. Piggs remained rigid, unbending 
o the boy's plea. 

"B·but I'll be a sissy!" 
.Mr. Piggs did not answer. He didn't yield 

n inch. 

"1 won't we-wear g-glasses!·' 
"\\'e address our elders with respect." said 

l\lr. Piggs. 
That was true. l\lr. Piggs was right. We 

lddress our elders with respect. 
"B-but I won-won't wear them out-out· 

side!" 
"You nee<l to see both outside and in, 

Bodges." 
Yes, that was true too. l\Ir. Piggs was right 

again. Bodges would need to see when he 
went outside and came in again. 

"B-but it's be-been so dusty-lately!" 
l\Iost yes, Bodgcs was right, it had been 

dusty lately. 
"Put on your glasses, Bodges!" 
''B·hut I broke them on the s-stairs!" 
"BODCES! DON'T DWODLE!" 

. . . ... : .. 8- . : ....... ,. 

"\'·yes s· sir." 
He slowly pulled the case from his shirt 

pocket, put on his glasses and looked around 
at the class. \\'c were glum; all of us. 

.. B-but e' erybody else on the team doesn't 
we-wear 'e111." 

"That will be enough, Hodges." 
''B·but e\cr~body's against me. The who· 

whole world's against m-me!" 
"Budges! Be seated!" .-\nd as an after-

thought l\fr. Piggs turned towards the fellow 
and added, 

".\ntinquated as this ancient world of ours 
may be, we're still stuck with a rusty old 
four demensions. Besides, the rest of the 
world can see it's on time!" 

Another casualty. And Bodgcs sat down. 
As we continued with the recitation we 

t:ould not bring our minds to concentrate on 
the lesson. In a sort of panic we tried to 
wrap ourselves up even further in the fact 
that Mr. Piggs' first day. He simply didn't 
understand us. So we fort:ed our old spon· 
taneous cheerfulness, smiled and tried to 
endure breaking in this new teacher as best 
we could. But the effort was costing us al-
most too much. \Ve knew we couldn't keep 
it up. \\'c felt we would scream with the 
strain and we would have given him his 
walking papers, but we longed Lo give l\fr. 
Piggs a fair crack at us; it gave us an O\'Cr· 
whelming joy to have him entirely to our· 
selves. And yet, again when he had gone 
into one of his fiendish tantrums, we could 
not bear him; we could not bear ourselves 
and a few of us wished he could be snatched 
away off the earth altogether. 

After recitation, and when quiet was re-
stored, our heads bent over our desks. The 
new teacher remained for a few minutes in 
an exemplary attitude, although from time 
to time he glared at us fiercely when our 
eyes left our books. But he wiped his face 
with his handkerchief and continued watch· 
ing over us-still not knowing where to put 
his hands. 

In the few minutes he had given us for 
preparation we watched him place his book 
on his new desk, arrange his pen and ink and 
carefully straightened our stack of papers. 
\\'e saw him working conscientiously, looking 
out at us every few moments and taking the 
greatest pains to sec that we were studying. 

He seemed willing enough but acted awfully 
strange in the way he took care of us. Even 
though he knew his subject passably well he 
had little polish in presenting the material, 
and we still had no idea how finished he was 
at composition . 

But the time he had given us for prcpara· 
tion was interrupted. 

''In the name of heaven," shouted Mr. 
l'iggs jumping up from his new desk sudden· 
ly, "You there, boy!" and he was pointing 
his finger at a fellow in the first row. We 
had most cleverly nicknamed this fellow l'or· 
ky though that wasn't his real name. He just 
looked rolly· polly. cu1tli1wed uext jJage 



"Stand!" 
The condemned boy looked from side Lo 

side, then slowly rose to his feet. 
''Get rid of that gum," said l\lr. Piggs who 

was a bit annoyed. 
Naturally there was Lhe bursL of laughter 

from the class again_ which so thoroughly put 
Lhis fellow out of case that he seemed not to 
know whether to keep Lhe gum in his mouth, 
spit it out onto the floor, or stick it under 
the desk. He swallowed it. 

''And your name is?" 
"LeRoy l\Ianninghamway," mumbled the 

fellow. 
"Again I" 
''LeRoy Manninghamway." 
The whole class thoughL many times be -

fore that if the fellow had any practical ideas 
of life he would have changed his name 
to Le or Roy. That would have been more 
efficient. But he hadn't. 

"Again" shouted Mr. Piggs. 
"LeRoy Manninghamway!" 
"Oh!" said Mr. Piggs. 
"The name was my mother 's choice," re-

plied the boy. "When I was born, I was go-
ing to be a movie star." 

The whispering sounds from the class made 
such a disturbance that Mr. Piggs was com-
pelled to stare at us most indignantly. As our 
heads bent to one another, we were about 
lo fly into a violent fury tossing our arms 
auout wildly protesting against Mr. Piggs' 
outrageous demands. Ht1t we didn't. He only 
stared us down into submissive silence in-
stead. 

" ,\nd when arc you going to Hollywood?" 
The chubby boy artirnlatcd in a stammer-

ing Yoicc an un-intclligiblc numbling of 
sounds. 

"To Hollywood-\\'hen arc you going?" 
asked Mr. Piggs. 

The same sputtering of syllabics was heard, 
drmn1cd hy the protests of the class. 

"\\'ell, boy?" repeated ~Ir. Piggs, "speak 
up!" 

Finall) resoh·cd, the chubby boy spoke as 
if quite unconcerned about the whole boring 
affair like he had always done when he was 
excited. 

"Oh." he said, 'Tm not going· to Hollwood 
now, since we ha\'c changed our minds. ' •Ve 
thoug·ht-my mother thought-I shot1ld take 
'iolin lessons instead-on Lhc new lay-away 
plan you know!" 

'\'c were used to overlooking Porky's ner-
,·ous remarks. 

"People all O\'er!" cried l\Ir. Piggs. "People 
Jrom head to toe!" 

".Mrs. l\Ianninghamway," shouted the boy, 
•·is my mother and she is on the school 
board and if you dare to speak unkindly 
about her, I'll tell on you!" 

That did it! No more peaceful co-existance 
with this wog. 'Ve made a point of order and 
declared war with Mr. Piggs and we would 
haYc him removed; all of us. 

First we would start with the adult-treat-
ment but we would have to take a few con-
siderations into account before our attack. 
Since our enemy, Mr. Piggs, was smug, af-
fectedly precise, a neat man of letters no 
doubt, a spruce teacher of the intellectual 
type, quick, ironical, prim and we suspected 
infinitely cruel if not a barbaric beast who 
without a flinch would pounce upon us little 
people, he would therefore have to leave us 
suddenly. 

Like always with the first treatment-the 
adult treatment-our hubbub broke out, rose 
to the usual sudden and violent sounds with 
burst of shrill shouts. We yelled, barked, 
stamped, erupting into an explosive dis-
charge; a thunderburst of noise that always 
detonated a salvo of blow out sounds which 
became clamorous then almost fanatically tur-
bulent and our uproarious boistrousness as 
usual ran amuck. The whole class heated in-
to a flaming frenzy which was a violent furor 

I of raging hysterics. Then we generally be-
came intoxicated with our madness, a sort 
of fuming fever in which we foamed flying 
out with wild rantings and in matter of 
course we almost tore at one another. Then 
it was the custom for our noise to die away 
into a slow boil with impromptu flare-ups 
that ran riot. The usual routine was for us to 
finally harness our uncontrolable demonstra-
tion eventually subsiding with great difficul-
ty like a kind of volcanic confusion churning 
our feelings in all directions. 

\Vhen we finished, however, we found that 
Mr. Piggs was still with us. 

Then we tried the tap-tap-tap treatment 
which would surely do him in. It invaribly 
worked with the others. 

With this treatment we always started by 
tapping our pencils on top of the desk and 
knocking our knees on the underneath side. 
Then we clicked our heels, thumping and 
banging our books slamming them to the 
floor with a crash. After that we always clap-
ped a little and rattled the desks just to get 
used to the burst on our ears. When we felt 
warmed up enough then we began with a 
low drumming roar, raising our voices to a 
ratatat racket booming into a rumble, a sort 
of sonorious whirring drone that reverberated 

off the windows shaking the whole room 
echoing from the walls and clattering our 
very teeth together. 

We finished . Then we opened our C)'Cs and 
looked. 

But sttll Mr. Piggs stayed on. 
Desperate, we were finally compelled to re-

sort to the buzz-treatment. Only once before 
were we forced to use that treatment. Two 
grades back we used the treatment on an old 
fuddy-du<ldy hard head who we had resign. 
It was dangerous. We knew that. The risk 
was hazardous. We knew that too. But we 
had no choice. Mr. Piggs had to go. 

We started with an undertone murmur 
which very slowly rose to a muffled gurgle 
of many voices then a deep full powerful 
noise followed by a deafening yell screaming 
at the top of our lungs which last time jarred 
the whole building and knocked down a lit-
tle plaster from the ceiling. Failing to see 
Mr. Piggs leave we tried this treatment again 
and then finally once again. Exhausted by 
this time we faintly gasped for breath and 
fell into a noiseless calm. Unable to speak 
or even whisper, a great stillness hushed over 
the room. We were unable to move, we were 
so tired. 

Then Mr. Piggs spoke. 
"Class?" 
We weakly looked up. 
"Stand!" 
The class rose. 
"Excuse yourself!" 
Unable to speak, we could only wearily 

mutter in worn out hoarse whispers. 
"Well?" said Mr. Piggs, "Speak up!" 
'Vhen we had returned to our seats after 

lunch we decided we had relatively adored 
our l\Cr. Piggs during the morning. So we 
put on the pressure. But by the early after-
noon we had bored him with a thousand 
quips, our practical jokes, horse-play and 
roughhousing all of which only mildly 
estranged him. Scoffing once, mocking and 
railing, we tried chaffing, then ridicule, snik-
ering and jibbing but in growing tired we 
had become (after the fashion of eggs that, 
exposed to their own air, turn to sterner 
stuff) ill-tempered with ourselves, grumbling 
and miserably irritable with one another. 
We were simply unable to provoke Mr. Piggs. 

continued 11 cxt jJagc 
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\Ve, at first, had thought him an extravagant 
fop almost monstrous with his stiffy formal 
mannerisms, his priggish conceit that made 
him out to be a numby-pumpy smugish 
prude. 

But we were wrong. He wasn't the coxcomb 
beau, the dandy gentleman who might strut 
like the puritan rooster about town. We be-
came the object and cause of our own ridi-
rnlc. He saw to that. To raise a laugh, we 
became the laughing stock, the butt end of 
the game. He saw to that too. Mr. Piggs was 
no foul but rather an original oddity. We 
decided that he was a sort of queer fish who 
was a genius in turning ourselves into our 
own figure of fun. He was like a human mir-
ror as we watched ourselves _monkey around 
i11 our own buffoqnery. We felt this odd man 
'hould be preserved. When we had seen him 
going after all our prankish stunts he had 
wffcrcd so much without complaint. 

.\t mid-alternoo11, re<css time, one of us 
srole to the hlackhoard behind his hack and 
'uawlcd a pic:t11ret of a jackass printing the 
word 'teacher' below it. Hut this occurrence 
was a t}pical example of his turn about game 
with 11s. \\'he11 \fr. Piggs discovered the hril-

•liant execution he simpl} remarked 1ha1 oh-
' iomly the class already had a teacher and 
lei the matter go al that. 

·11tcn 011r pride rc\'oltcd .. \ftcr rltis ruth-
lc'' retaliation we were silc111, burying 011r 
heads in more i11tcrcstin~ work-011r sl 11dies. 

\Jr. Piggs wa.s promising. 111 fact some of 11s 
lei! we c.ould rely on him; wnlidc our trnsl 
lil.c '"111c1hing not to lean 011 hul an ide;il 

figure we could look up to admire. He was 
constantly going about looking after our 
study matters. \'\Then we stumbled O\ er big 
words Mr. Piggs helped us out. \\'hen we 
found ourselves stuck and couldn ·t read onr 
own writing he always came through. 

Once later that afternoon just to test \[r. 
l'iggs, we had Copsy, our worst writer, simply 
scrawl a bunch of curliques that looked liked 
writing and gave it to l\lr. Piggs pretending 
that we couldn't decipher what we had writ-
ten. Mr. Piggs quoted something in Creek 
that sounded like Justo judicio Dei condem-
natus sum. That time we all cheered. \\'e 
didn't know we could write Creek; not any 
of us. After that whenever we had any Greek 
to be written we just handed Copsy a piece 
of paper and he whipped off just whatever 
we wanted to say with all the ease and skill 
like it was no trouble at all. We bad Gopsy 
write our Creek on our books, inside our 
portfolios and on our home study work sheet 
papers. We found some extra scratch paper 
and we gave it to Gopsy to write our Creek 
for us. We saved stacks of it. 

Mr. Piggs called on us to recite and so we 
liked to know the lesson. So he prepared our 
home-work assignments for us and at study 
time he was good enough to whisper to any 
of us who needed help with our study prob-
lems so as not to disturb the rest of the class. 
He practiced words with us; looked after our 
examinations which were coming up soon 
and and he even helped us get ready for the 
hard parts over which we knew we woulil 
stumble when test week would come. Mr. 
Piggs troubled himself about every question 
we asked hut he received so little from us in 
return. 

l\lr. Piggs knew us \'cry well by afternoon. 
I le knew our beautiful innocence and our 
youthful guiltless rambling experiments, also 
he knew our incurable weakness, which made 
11s unable C\'Cr to understand the complexi-
ties and completely 11nreaso11ahle demands 
made upon us by our ciders. \\'e were asham-
ed of oursel\"cs because we could not grasp 
grown-ups; we could not comprehend the 
doting antiquated older generation. \\'c want-
ed to do so. But we could not. :\t the center 
of llS WC Were ignorant, helpless toe-heads; 
unexplored ground, 1111lcarned empty headed 
know-nothings. \Ve had gi\'en up hope, had 
ceased to expect any more than to want, 
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not be able to have then to raise hell. But 
really accomplishing in our studies. When 
we behaved, we would get to learn and we 
were overjoyed with this opportunity. By 
late afternoon we realiLed that we would 
have no more indoctrination like the others 
had dished out but rather real honest to 
goodness learning. Mr. Piggs had given us 
hope. He had shown us a way. Hence he 
was a brilliant and successful teacher in our 
book, also a man of genius somehow and 
a great social success. At the center we felt 
ourselves void nothings and Mr. Piggs trans-
formed us into real living things potentially 
able to rule the world; all of us. And one 
day perhaps if we worked hard enough, we 
would even know the universe-all of it. In 
short; he led us from adam to atom. 

We pleaded with Mr. Piggs to stay on 
with us when we finally mustered courage 
enough we-Barney our good talker-exc.used 
us. 
"I-We want to apologize," said Barney, 

"about that wretched stink bomb business. 
I-we assure you that if it had only been 
our affair we'd have put the thing right as 
soon as you asked. You were quite right. A 
stink bomb is an implicite guarantee of wag-
ing war. \·\'e saw from the first that we should 
have no chance if it came to the principal's 
attention. And besides, we think one ought 
to treat one's teacher as respectfully as one 
can. But the upper grade across the hall"-
hc lowered his voice-"the fact is that they 
like this sort of thing even when they know 
they're in the wrong to dare us the way 
they did. And besides, they hoped, we dare-
say, that you'd get tired of managing us and 
IM,·e the job done yot:rself-of quitting I 
lllCan. \Ve told ourselves from the first that 
we ought to give in; but we wouldn't listen 
to one another. You see we enjoy it. Still, 
now we sec that you must stay on with us. 
In the course of the next few days )Ou'll be 
ha\ing our late homework-that the other 
Lc<icher assigned. But we thought we'd just 
like to tell you how ... " 

But Barney choked O\'Cr something that 
must have been caught in his throat. Our 
spokesman tried to look directly at :\Ir. Piggs, 
strained at his collar, tottered unsteadily, 
then ga' e way and allowed himself to feel 
like the rest of us, ro11li11ued 11cxt jwge 
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Two lobbyists met at a party in Washington 
uHow' s business?' 1 one asked the other. 

"Well you knov1 how it is," said the other. 
"This business is like sex. When it's good it's 
wonderful. When it's bad, it's still pretty good." 

What a day! I lost my job, I lost my billfold, 
my . wife ran away with the electric light man, the 
Yanks lost to the Senators. It's unbelievable, 
leading by three in the eighth and they lost to the 
Senators. 
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·• ... how sorry we are," he went on, as 
tears came to his eyes "that this resignation 
business ... " 

But it was no use. Barney smiled politely, 
made a little wiping of his eyes with his 
palms, as though he had suddenly caught 
himself being honest, said, "excuse me" and 
sat down. 

l\1r. Piggs took out his handkerchief and 
abandoned himself completely to our wail-
ings. 

Then, slowly at first, a great smile came 
over Mr. Piggs. 

We looked at Mr. Piggs and smiled. Wip-
ing our eyes, tucking our kerchiefs in our 
pockets we held back as long as we could 
then like an explosion we burst into one 
unified cheer. Overjoyed with happiness, we 
were the first class in Mr. Piggs' book and 
he was first in ours. Mr. Piggs and his hands 
would stay on with us and he was the best 
teacher we ever had. 

Just before the bell sounded dismissing the 
class for the day the door burst open and 
the principal came rushing into our class-
room. His wild eyes blazing, his hair stream-
ing madly in his own wind, he frantically 
grabbed Mr. Piggs by the shoulders and 
shook him shouting uncontrollably into his 
face. 

"You've done it! You-ve done it! You've 
kept them in the room the whole day!" 

"Oh-My goodness-I was just ... " 
We thought Mr. Piggs would faint. 
"Splendid!" shouted the principal, "excel-

lent-fine work my boy-keep it up! An ex-
cellent job!" 

"But-I was .w .. I .. Oh my good-
ness!" 

"Come man!" yelled the principal, slap-
ping Mr Piggs on the back, "cheer up! You've 
done it! You made it! Nodenyingit! No mod-
esty now!" 

"W ... well," said Mr. Piggs meekly, 
"You see .. I .. I've always had an ambi-
tion of being a teacher . . and .. and I 
know how short of teachers the c-community 
is ... " 

Mr. Piggs stuttered and stumbled and we 
thought he was going to faint. vVe hadn't 
seem him so confused all clay. 

"Well?" barked the principal. 
·•w-well .. .," continued l\Ir. Piggs, "well 

you s-see I was on an errand for my w-wife 
. . . to the market ... to purchase a pound 
of a half of halibut ... and . .. oh my 
goodness!" 

''Yes,'' demanded the principal, "go on!" 
' '\\' -'\'ell . . . on my way to the market I 

thought I would drop into the schoolhouse 
. . . down into the furnace room you know? 
. .. where the furnace is? . .. and see if the 
fire was banked up." 

"On with it man!" commanded the princi-
pal, "what are you trying to say?" 

~Ir. Piggs was about to faint. 'Ve knew it 
and so we all rushed around him to catch 
him from falling onto the floor. 

"W-Well ... you see it's like th-this," 
continued Mr. Piggs, "oh my goodness! ... 
I've got to be going now ... My wife will be 
worrying where her pound and one-half of 
halibut is ... " 

The principal grabbed Mr. Piggs by the 
collar pulled the shaky little man right up 
to his own nose and shouted, 

"You mean you are not the substitute 
teacher whom I was expecting this morning?" 

!!N-No ... nono.no," mumbled Mr. Piggs 
trembling all over, "I . . . oh my goodness 
gracious ... 1-1-1 am just the night janitor." 

The bell rang ending the last class for 
the day and we, one by one, passed out. 

"Was that a double scotch, sir?" 

"I think it's about time someone else wore the pants in this family." 
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finer filter cigarette ! r1t1Ea.c Enjoy a 

The moment you touch a match to your first Winston, 
you'll know why it's so popular! Here's real flavor, 
rich and full. And here's a real filter, too -
a filter that does its job so well 
the flavor really comes through to you. 
Enjoy finer filter smoking. Switch to Winston. 
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Switch to WINSTON America's best-selling, best-tasting filter cigarette j 
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