HUMOR

RADIO DEPARTMENT
Dear Editor: [ heard Havana very
distinctly last week. [ know it was
Havana because: the signal consisted
of a pop, followed by a peculiar
qurghng sound.
Y ours truly,

M. T. Dome.

Dear Editor: I understand vyou are
guing a prize for the best loud
speaker design. I wiash to enter in the
contest my wife, Mrs. Jenny Rater.

Swncerely vyours,
John Rater.

P. S. I am also getting good
speaker volume any time of the mght
from my twin boys, First and Second
Rater.

Dear Editor: I am not a radio fan.
[ am mervely writing thas letter in the
interest of wmy fallen friends, the
Radwo Bugs. It secems to wme these
boys are wasting their tunme waiting
for a distant station to announce so
they can determane who it 1s. I sug-
gest that all stations wnstall a repeat-
immg  phonograph before the miicro-
phone, that continuelly announces the
call letters of the station. This would
enable the Bugs to tune rapidly from
one statwon to another without bewng
compelled to lhsten to the music or
whatever they are bdroadcasting.

Yours truly,
Benny Factor.

THE BANQUETEER

You go to a banquet, but you know not
why.

You eat raw oysters that might make
you die. |
You listen to a speaker who bores you

to tears,
And enter half heartedly into the cheers.
When 1t’s time to go home, you heave
a glad sigh,
And you say you enjoyed it, though
You know it’s a lie.

HELPFUL HINTS

When eating at “the little red barn,”
take the precaution of ordering mashed
potatoes with your peas. The knives
are narrow. '

Two Hundred Sixty

Fair One: “I see here, where a man
marries a woman for money. You
wouldnt marry me for money, would
you ?”’ _ |

Wise One: “I wouldn’t marry you for
all the money in the world.”

Editor: “We can’t accept this poem.
It 1sn’t verse at all; merely an escape of
gas.”’ '

Poet: “Ah, 1 see; something wrong
with the meter.”

He failed in English, flunked in chem.
They heard him softly hiss:

“I'd like to find the man who said,
That ignorance is bliss.”

First Student: “This is sure fraternity
weather.”

Second Student: “How Come?”

First Student: ‘“Because, I'm always
getting the grip.”

Why back in my home town, they built
the Baptist church in the middle of the
golf course for a water hazard.

Freshman (to himself while watch-
ing a Civil use transit): “l wonder if
he would take my picture too.”

ZAT

SO?

You know it’s girls like you make boys
like me like girls like you.




