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CorN FLOWER

ECCH: CORN HATH SPRUNG FORTH FROM THE ROOTS OF THE SUNFLOWER — "So...that's
new?” ask these urbane WSU students iin the CAC as they take in stride the appearance of purely
poly-unsaturated CORN growing forth from the center of The Sunflower. However, some students

liked the insert, saying that it was like a "beacon of wisdom” among many dark issues,

City Commissioner Says

‘Stop Stop’ To ‘Go Go’

#Its about time we brought
some morality backto Wichita,”
said City Commissioner Wynn D,
Bagg in a press conference
Thursday held at the “Le Beef
Roast,” posh Wichita night spot.

%Yes sir, this whole area of
entertainment has gone too far

- if you ask me,” Bagg stated,

apparently unaware that no one
had asked him.
“I’'ve been to these places be-
fore--don’t think I haven’t,”
Bagg dnickered with a fiendish
grin on his face. *But, on of-
ficial commission business, of
course (hee. hee),” he added

.

quickly and nervously.

“But I was shocked, just
plain shocked!” he explained. It
was cbvious that Mr. Bagg was
getting quite nervous, He stam-
mered, “This-this whole area of
the go-go girls has-has just-just
got to stop-stop.” His eyes sud-
denly lit up. *That’s it! Stop-stop
girls] The board could appoint
three women to observe go-go
acts and yell *Stop-stop’ when
the girls stepped over the line
of propriety. And I thinkIknow
just the three ladies to do the
job. Now lets see--where’s that
Kansas City phone book...”

LSD Discovered
In Chemistry

Stock Room

LSD w:s discovered in the
stock room of the chemistry de-
partment last Thursday night.

The discovery was made by Dr.
Bruson E. Burner, BS (Boy
Scout), PhD (Phenomenal Heavy
Drinker), DDS (Ding Dong
School).

“I knew it, I kmew. LSD was
bound to rear its ugly head a-
round this department one time
or: another,” hiccuped Dr. Burn-
er, AA (Alcholics Anynomous.)

“It was inevitable. I knew it
would happen.”

The ruin of the department
would result if this fact were
ever revealed to “that callous,
out crusading publication of the
students, The Cornflower,”
Burner stated after he was re-
vived after passing out near the
sink.

Burner was dquickly revived
with the use of spirits (of a
different nature than those to
which he was accustomed).

“This infiltration must have
been going on for some time.”
Dr. Burner was refering to, of
course, Pedro Philipo Rodregaz,
well known LSD (short for La-
tin-American Student Demon-
strator).

“These demonstrators are al-
ways trying to brew up some sort
of trouble in the chemistry labs
around here,” mumbled Dr.
Burner.,

Later at Police headquarters,

CornflowerHits Stands;

6 Killed, 40 Injured

“Holy hyorids! Jest lookit all
that there corn!” exclaimed newly
appointed Corn Flower editor
Clive Zarply. Thousands of them
good fer nothing Corn Flower
newspapers hittin’ them there
newsstands, them that is always
loaded up with our fierce rival
enemies, them Sunflowers.”

“Yes sir, theys really hittin’
the stands now,” beamed Zarply,
looking up at the helicopter hitting

10,000 Seen
At SGA Polls

It may be hard to believe but
its truel! WSU janitors were an-
palled the other morning at 5
a.m, to find a stream of 10,000
lined up at the SGA voting booth!

“Holy turnout!” said janitor
Fred Fumble, WSU janitor. *i
ain’t seen so many red ants in
my whole cotton-pickin’ lifel”

Janitor Fumble atiributed the
large turnout, not toany increas-
ed interest on the part of the
ants, but to the fact that one of
the 39 voters in last years elec-
tion dropped a Linburger cheese
sandwich in the voting booth.

After hearing of the sandwich
incident, the proper authorities
relieved Fumble of his position
as custodian of the voting booths.

*The funny part about it is
that durn student was still in
there trying to make up his
cotton-pickin’® mind,” chuckled
Fumble .

R

the Sunflower distribution boxes
from 1200 feet up.

#Course, them fellers thatgot
hit on the head with them bundles
of 500 might be a trifle sore
when they wake up, that is, if
they ever do,” roared Zarply.

*But that there’s life, I re-
ckon. It just goes to show you
the freedom of the press in
action. You can hit the news

Clive Zarpl

stand as hard as you aim to
but you can’t be too careful
abous - hitting them students too
hard, no 1=

Commenting on the-new pub-

lication, Zarply said, *Well, I

reckon one issuea year isabout
my speed, and Aprillisusually
about the time I get around to
doing any work. Besides, the stu-
dents git that there Sunflower
every other day, and them edi~-
tors git some right funny things
in there sometimes, in spite of
themselves.”

CAC COMPLETES REBUILDING PROGRAM — Ah, yes! A
paragon of architectural beauty is the new addition to the
Campus Activities Cenfer. Benefiting the students will be .
such wonders as hot and cold running water, Old Maid card
games, supervised by bonded old I;nids,h a';dthﬂ:“t{i clsareﬂ‘e‘
i ; : machines for students who want only to fool their friends an
:‘eu:m :,Om:lt:ﬁl copies of mid- 4o trighten the regents.

R L R = - I i
4 *i

LSD Rodregaz’s motives were
found out.

“His motives were not even
political,” stated Burner, some-
what sobered by the whole event.
“Some campus group had hired

o

OATH OF PURITY — City Commissioner Wynn D. Bagg swears
in a new go-go girl. New code was adopted from 1947 Junior
Woodchuck Oath of Purity.
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got to grab that straight

Campaign Underway
To Celebrate IRA

March 17, two Thursdays ago,
was St. Patrick’s Day, and it
was also the Irish Republican
Army’s kickoff day for an inter-
national membership and fund
campaign designed to double the
number of members and pro-
vide financial backing for next
month’s gala celebration of the
fiftieth anniversary of the Easter
Rising.

Festivities have already be-
gun; three weeks ago, Nelson’s
Pillar, the gigantic monument to
England’s greatestadmiral which
stood for over a century in Dub-
lin’s city square, was half de-
molished by a mid-morning ex-
plosion, believed to have been
set by the crack Leprechaun
squad of the I.R A, 5

The following week, Irish po-
lice and military engineers were

—Torced to finish the job, as the

weakened remmant still standing
was feared to constitute a men-
ace to pedestrians. Many on-
lookers, queried by newsmen,
professed to a nostalgia for the
elderly statue,-and a sorrow at
seeing it go; however, some of
the commentary was almost
drowned out by a Gaelic chant,
and when the final explosion went
up and the truncated pillar slid
down, there was a loud burst of
sustained cheering.

Ireland has esta:lished quite a
tradition of celebration. Nineteen
men have been killed in Ulster-
Eire border incidents since the
official end of “the Troubles”
in 1922, and there have been
numerous arrests; only a year
and a half ago, ten young Irish
patriots were caught and tried
for trying to blow up Princess
Margaret’'s summer castle in

Dublin while the Princess was
summering in it.

This year’s Easter celebra-
tion promises to surpass all
previous efforts. The Mart, one
of Brooklyn’s Army-surplus
clearance houses, has already
sent a complimentary crate of
oren guns, less ammo, to LR.A,
headquarters in Kittery, with a
message of goodwill; three dyna-
mite warehouses have been sro-
ken into and looted, and contri-
butions are pouring in from all
sides.

Anyone desiring to become a
member of the I.LR.A, (Sinn Fein,
in Gaelic) may do so by sending
name, address and illustrated
oloodlines to: The Fourth Petal,
7734 Parnell Avenue, Dubline’16
Irish Free State (an underground
pud). Those found to be suffi-
ciently Irish will be invited to
send membership fee and state-
ment of loyalty to the same
address, and will receive in re-
turn an ILR,A, membership card,
green armband, 20 pages of of-
ficial LLR.A, sheet music, in-
structions for home-making hand
grenades and Bren guns, a list
of all public servants of known
English or Welsh descent hold-
ing office in one’s state, and
another list of Fenian signs,
passwords and handgrips, the
latter to be renewed by mail
at 6-month intervals,

Dues are $10.00 for one year,
$20.00 for two years or $14.00
for alifetime membership, Free-
will contributions are also wel-
come, fromnon-members as well
as members. Slogans of the cam-
paign are “help keep Ireland

green” and *“shoot the English

Easter bunny.,”

Cornflower Staff Writer

Interviews Famous Playwrite

By JOY-LYN UPDIKE
Staff Writer

This was it! My first inter-
view with a famous Broadway
playwright!

Imagine! Me getting to inter-
view that cool, urbane, dashing
gay, man-about-town, Art C.
Craftsey!

Just do a little story on him,
my editor told me--just routine,
But why pick me for the story?
I didn’t think I was the Art
C. Craftsey-type, but you don’t
argue with your editor.

So off 1 went. I entered Mr,
Craftsey’s apartment building
and took the stairs to the fifth
floor.

1 found the Art C. Craftsey
suite and stood at the immense
front door. In the center of the
door was a fierce lion’s head
with a huge wooden ring clenched
in its teeth. So, I lifted the ring
to knock, but the minute I lifted
it, it chimed in the *The Ride
of the Vallkieries,”” withtheeyes
winking slyly at me in yellow
and blue light.

The door slowly swung open
and I stepped into a dimly lighted
room.

“Well?

The voice boomed from be-
hind a huge overstuffed chair
that faced a sweeping picture
window curtained by heavy
drapes,

“Well,”” he roared again...

¢“I...I came for the interview.”

He swished around the chair
and turned, blinking in my face.
I first noticed his dress, er, 1
mean how he was dressed.
Decked out in a-John Barry-
more dressing gown complete
with flowing ascot, his head was
topped with waves of golden curls.
Actually, he looked a lot more
like Ethel than John.

“‘Can you cook? You get every
other Thursday off. How are you
with a feather duster?”

‘GWajL..l’

““How about cats? You must
be able to get along with my
cats.”

‘““‘Please,” 1 said quickly,
“I'm not looking for a job--I
came to interview you! You see,
I'm from Gay Life magazine.
Weren’t you told about the story
we are doing on you?'’

“The interview---OH, That in-
terview. So sorry, my child. Do
come here and sit down,’’

I couldn’t come anywhere and
sit down! 1 was too busy staring
at that mass of blond curls he
was wearing. He became aware
of my gaze and quickly whisked
it off his head.

¢‘I was in the process of creat-
ing a mood, my dear., Most
writers just sit down and throw
something on paper, not even
thinking of how the characters
feel. I try to go through each
character individually and con-
sider how each one reacts to
the other,”

““Which character are you do-
ing now?' [ ventured timidly.

¢“Ah, that one! My supreme
achievement! Its for my next
simply marvy musical, ‘*Goldie
Lox and the Three Bagels.”

““‘Charming title,’”’ I comment-
ed, jotting it down in my note-
book.

He walked over to the cur-
tains and hand over hand pulled
them open as if it were an
opening night performance. A
great amount of light was being
bounce reflected off of numerous
strings of washing that criss-
crossed from his building to the
next.

“Lovely,”” I murmured as I
deftly whisked away one of the
numerous cats and took a seat.

““Some of my happiest hours
were spent gazing out of this
window when I was working on
my first play.”

oo AS AL i another, world, he ..

stared silently with a reminis-
cent smile on his delicate face.

Trying to keep the conversa-
tional ball rolling, I ventured as
to what the play was about.

““Ah, it was a brilliant merg-
ing of the best of two concepts!
In it, I captured the delightful
charm of the modern musical
with the depth of emotion within
the life of an artist! I called it
‘Hello, Dali!”

A pun! I thought to myself.
““Not to insult you, sir, but I
was always taught that the pun

Art C. Crafisey

- was the lowest form of humor,””

“A pun,” Mr, Art C.
Craftsey, is the lowest form of
humor unless you think of it
yourself. Do you know who said
that?’

I took a stab in the dar, *“Tom
Mix?*’ I ventured.

¢“No, no, it was Oscar...”

‘(wildejﬂ

“Wasn’t he, though,’’ he added,
gleefully. ‘“‘No, I was referring
to Oscar Levant. You see, few
people know that I have devoted
much study to the art of the
pun--and how to get away with
them!”’ he tittered,

¢“But the groans...how do you
stand them?"’

“Ah, they are like laughter to
my ears. The louder the groan,
the more effective the pun.

¢‘Gracious! Its nearly four! I
must dash to the kitchenandpre-
pare some tea and yum-yums
for us!” With that, he leaped
up and swept into the kitchen
leaving me alone.

Well, almost alone. Peering at
me from every nook and cranny
were cats of all shapesand sizes.
Review clippings were tacked to
every square inch of the wall

space, covering the expensive
wallpaper. The style of the furni-
ture was definitely early chaos.

He swished back from the kit-
chen bearing a huge ornate silver
tea service and tray.

Seftling on the couch, he
queried, ““Would you care for a
sandwich??

““No, thank you,’’ I said.

‘‘Ah, what a pity! I was going
to offer 'you French bacon. You’re
familiar with it of course?’’

“NO," 1 Sa.ld, “I'm not.”’

¢“You mean you’ve never heard
of France’s Bacon?"’

With that he sank into the
couch in afit of helpless laughter.

“But let me be more serious
and tell you of my new play that
I kmow will make me a great
success. It’s beautiful.””

His eyes grew misty and his
voice lowered.

It takes place during the civil
war. It's a rip roaring saga of
the mid-west. A Tom Jones type
of story...one with a message.
It has a beautiful title,””

“‘What it it?’’ 1 asked hopefully.

¢“John Brown’s Bawdy,” he
roared and he was off again in
peels of laughter.

I swallowed hard and eyed the
door, The cat which I had un-
seated now stared gleefully at
me and my discomfort.

‘“Say, listen,’” he began again,
““] just bought a new sports car
from Spain. Its called The Col-
umbus. It goes 3,000 miles on
a galleon,”” His face strained
with mirth.

“I'm taking my new sporis
car out to Frisco soon. I'm
checking with a Chinese friend
for material for a new musical.
It will be_about a 'Chinese geo-
metry teacher. I’m going to call
it ‘I Love My Wife, But Oh,
Euclid.”” He exploded with laugh-
ter.

Suddenly, I felt uncomfortable.
It was nouse trying to deal with
a fanatic,

““‘Speaking of combining two
ideas, how about a new show
merging the plight of the mail-
men with a spiritual blues back-
ground. It will be ‘Nobody Knows
the Trouble Obscene.” Or how
about the sign on the door of
the KKK -- ‘Out to Lynch?’

It was unbearable., I had to
make my exit while I still could.
“Look Mr. Craftsey, I've got
a deadline to meet and I better
leave now. I’m sorry, but,..”

““That reminds me!’’ he broke
in. “There is a great new song
popular in India now --‘Whose
Sari Now?"**

By now, he was talking only
to his cats, he didn’t see me
leave. He is probably still there
now--telling one Sari pun after
another,

a3 vy
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Cornflower’s Brenda Bar Finds
Batman And Robin Not Perfect

Strolling through the couniry
one night, I suddenly heard the
sound of a thousand little wings
beating together. Being curious
by nature, and largely a fool,
I decided to investigate. As I
approached the sounds, I heard
a plaintitive voice call out, “Bats,
bats, bats, just because this is
a Batcave, do we have to put
up with all these bats? They’re
driving me batty.”

Abha, I thought, a Black Mass!
Quickly, I stabbed into my purse,
untangled by tennies and sun
glasses and slapped them on.

I could now .see the low en-
trance of the Batcave! Dropping
to my feet, I crept over broken

e

pop bottles and bat food packages
till I saw the glow of a bon-
fire glowing brightly in the dreary
din of the dank cavern.

The whole view was beforeme,
and imagine my surprise! There,
in the midst of a million bats
were two human(?) creatures
running about a fire, swinging
huge capes at the tiny mam-
mals flying through the air. The
Humane Society must lmow of
this, I thought.

Silently, I listened to the two
irritated cape-throwers.

“Holy nightingales, Batman,”
cried the smaller of the two.
“This is a very bat situation
and its getting batter. We have

" ‘BATMAN! YOU JUST SAID A NO-NO’

got to go save someone so we
can leave this dungeon. Ever
since that idiot Eagle-Beak re-
porter wrote the story about our
Batcave, we have ieen bugged
by a billion bats! Holy Hellweek,
Batman, look! They’re organizing
their own Balernaty!”

Summoning up my courage, I
decided to interview these two
caped Mousekateers for that un-
batable publication, The Corn-
flower.

Nervously, I cleared my
throat, ...er, pardon me.”

Flying high into the air, Bat-
man yelled, “*Yipes, whoisthat?”

“It is I, Brenda Bar, mild-
mannered dizzy blond from The
Cornflower. I’m only a paper-
girl, but I’d like to interview
you for a story,” I answered
politely. I lmew I was dealing
with bold men of the law who
commanded great honor.

Eagerly the two fluttered to

me, *Yes, Yes, what would you
like to know,” said the smaller
of the two birds.
** «Well,” I said shyly, looking
at the smaller fowl, *If I have
been reading the right comic
books, you’re Robin, right*”

«Jumping journalism, this re-
porter is actually literatel”
Turning to me he said, *Bet
your Batman button baby, that’s
me,”

I knew I had gotien a foothold!
Sensing the opportunity, I stared
at Baiman and said, verybusi-
ness like, *Mr. Clean-Brave-
Hero, I've always wondered, just
why you chose the name “Bat-
man?”

Looking skeptical, he said,
“Well, after Paul Bunyon, Won-
der Woman, J. Edgar Hoover
and Superman, what’s left?”

Robin looked at Batman in
horror. Looking aghast (as would

Continued to page A4

Terrytown Smokers

Chicken After All

Police in New York City ra-
pori that the hooligan subculture
of that city’s youth has found a
new form of recreation. In the
past six weeks, no fewer than
twenty-three complaints have
been signed by indignant citizens
who were intimidated, beaten, and
in several cases robbed, appar-
ently for no other reason than
the brand of cigarette they hap-
pened to be smoking. It appears
that such old and familiar ado-
lescent folkways as “going bop-
ping,” “beating up the queers,”
rolling drunks, “guarding the
turf” and ducking cops are being
gradually supplanted by a new
enthusiasm: beating up the Tar-
rytown cigarette smokers.

Standard procedure, report
most complainants, is for the lone
nocturnal pedestrian to be ac-
costed by what appears to be a
single youth, and asked, more or
less politely, for the loan of a
cigarette; if given one, the young

panhandler inspects it closely,
with a studied air of deliberation,
nods wisely and calls out, *It’s
one of ’em, all right,” whereupon
a dozen or more of his brother
hoods emerge from ambush,
hustle the charitable offender up
an alley, and forcibly interrogate
him. Surviving victims generally
bear not only the classic black-
ened eyes, but an appalling array
of bruises and abrasions, cuts
and contusions, twisted knuckles
and smasned ikidneys as well

As with any popular pastime,
variations must inevitably de-
velop. A terrorized Lucky Spare
filter devotee reported having
“half my hat rammed down my
throat”; another told, somewhat
sheepishly, of paying three youth-
ful vigilantes $10.00 apiece to
let him eat part of his belf in-
stead, leather being better for
the digestion,

Tarrytwon sales are down
16.6% from last month in the
N.Y. metropolitan area.

"

¢T CAR

WHEN YOU’ RE OUT OF

From the

Emory PHOENIX

Let BAN take
The Worry Out
of Being Close.

YOU'RE OUT OF BEER!
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Atheletic Dept. To Give Tickets
To Every Student Next Year

“Yes sir,” said Athletic Di-
rector Noah Ark in a Thursday
press conference, “I plan to-give
every student who comes down
here next year a ticket —- right
under his windshield wiper.”

*] have already contacted the
campus policemen and they have
assured me that they will give
me their full cooperation on this
matter.”

“The way I figure, the best
way to make sure that we won’t
have a riot down here at the
Squarehouse at 6 a.m. every
time we have a game, is to give
the students some reason for

Batman...
Continued from page A3

anyone who spent their life ina
cave) he screeched, *Batmanl
You just said a no-no] Twenty
Iashes with the Batrope and no
more bat corpuscles in your V-8
juice for youl®

Puzzled, Batman asked, *Like
what did I say already, you fine
feathered fink?”

Sarcastically Ro%in spelled it
out for Batman in no uncertain
terms: *S-U-~-P-E-R-M-A-NI*

“] take it there’s competittion
between you and Superman?” 1
asked,

sCompetition,” bellowed Bat-

«Listen, in my bookthat“S”
on his belly stands for Sparrow-
brain, if not just plain Sap. I
don’t suppose you know that the
flying fake rents four Army heli-
copters attached with piano string
to tote him around. You never see
THEM in the newsreels|”

Suddenly, a loud beeping filled
the air, and the two crusaders
ghuced at each other, “To the
Bat phone,” cried Robin.

#Yeah, Well, sorry Brenda Bar
but we’ve got to take a powder.
Inspector O'Hara has a few
rounds of five-stud set for his

at the bewitching hour,
You Iknow how it is: ‘When the
chips are down, we fly intotown.’
Right, Round Robin?”
“Right, Square Batman.*

Roaches In
Cafeteria Jam

*Leapin’ Lizards] I guess we
are in sort of a jam,* stated
cafeteria potato peelers Melvin
and Ethel Roach when the com-
mittee on campus affairs or-
dered the couple to change their
names or quit because of the
unseemliness of the family name,

To show that the students had
no hard feeling towards the
Roaches, Dorm president Justin
Wright presented the Roaches
with a going away present -- a
year’s supply of Raid,

“Let’s run away
and join the

Hriulnlul
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not coming down to get a basket-
ball ticket--namely a parking
ticket,” Ark explained.

*“It's a tricky business, but
I think it will work. First, we
plan on pouring yellow paint on
every square foot of the parking
lots, Then, any time a student
stops his car on the premises,
¢ slap a ticket on him,” Ark
added.

“Then, if some of these little
scrapers try to park the cars
down the street on the other side
of 21st, we hit them with a
jaywalking charge.”

Ark was then asked if his
action if the students formed a
helicopter rental to take seige
of the Squarehouse roof. How-
ever, further comment was un-
obtainable as Ark cleared his
office to make a private, person-
to-person call to the director
of the Strategic Air Command.

NOW

“PROFESSIONAL RIOT”

No More “AMATEUR” Demonstrations

High Official
Recognizes
Red China

«Recognish Red Shina? (Hic).
Why, of coursh I recognish it,”
answered a high (due to his
tenth martini) government of-
ficial during a riotous diplomatic
party at the Japanese Embassy
last week. “I lnow jusht what
it looks like. Gimmie that atlas
over there-- L..I betcha I turn
right to it--its on page 45--that
big blob right in the middle of
Ashia,” mumbled the looped
statesman.

The official was unavailable
for further comment, as he left
the gala event with the pretty
young ambassador from Japan,
Miss Haiko Yamaha, to discuss
diplomatic relations. The two
left in the offical auto of the
Japanese Embassy, a bright
yellow Rolls Royce.

Departments’ Race
Ends In Stalemate

To settle the matter once and
for all Dean Charles Jack-in-the
Box of the Engineering Depart-
ment last week challenged Dean
Noah Ark of the Athletic Depart~
ment to a cross country race
between students of the two de-
partments.

However, due to many low
blows, the matter was never re-
solved.

The dean of the Engineering
Department was accused of
cheating when it was found that
a huge treadmill had been con-
structed under the course that
the athletic departmentused. The
Engineering Department was also
brought under fire for secretly
revising the athletic training
manual to shrink their muscles
and flatten their feet and for us-
ing high pitched dog whistles to
lure the athletes off the track.

In retalliation, the athletes
used their bulk to build a human

Your Town Can
Have a

pyramid blocking the course o.
the engineers. To overcomethis,
students of mechanical engineer-
ing constructed a bridge over
the husky men.

However a *“foul” was calle
since a rule found in the SGA
“Fun and Games Between De-
partment Heads®” statute pro-
hibited the use of a slide rule
in out-foxing the opposition in
intradepartmental frolics.

After coming to a stalemate
defined by the Athletic Depart-
ment as a team mate who con-
sistently fails totake his shower),
the two teams decided to call
it a draw.

Next week the combinedforces
of Engineering and Athletics will
compete against the forces of the
School of Music. “You can’t win
a footrace on a songanda dance,”
chuckled the two Deans, calling
for another draw down at the
Cedars,

Demonstrators, Inc.

“OUR TRAINED TERRORISTS
CAN TIE UP ANY TOWN !”

Name Your Cause — We Will Demonstrate
90 Days Advance Notice Needed to
Guarantee Spontaneity

Tailor-Made--Name Your Poison!

Black vs. White
Left vs. Right
Red vs. Blue

Labor vs. Management

North vs. South
(Special Centennial Rates)

Teachers vs. Students
(Coliege Degree-Types are exira cost
for educational disturbances)

White vs. Black
Right vs. Left
Blue vs. Red

(No Training)
South vs. North

Students vs. Teachers

VIOLENT ___
Walk-In Sit-In

We Specialize in the Dramatic !

Please Check Type
NON-VIOLENT

Chain.In___ Other

NOTE:

ties, siones and chemical Loilets.

{Bloodshed costs more west of Mississippi)

If interventlon by Attorney Gencral Is desired
please send down payment in advance.

We carry exira lunch-counier siools, chain whips, pop bot-

Drive-ddn________

Our Banner Painters Can Misspell Anything . ..
Special Bus Rates To Washington, D. C. .

Our Chants Are Written Specially For Any Occasion . . .
.. Our Trained Cats Guaranteed To Decoy Police Dogs . . . .
Our Printers Can Forge Membership Cards In Any Organization.

We Specialize In Hand-Picked Hoodlums That Can’t Speak English . .. All Have Passed The ‘Go Limp’ Test!

RIOT KIT!

L]
AR

L i lt c DOOK c‘.

PRESS “SERVICE”

EVERYBODY’S FIGHTING SOMETHING .
TO CONFUSE THE ISSUE SO NOBUDY CAN ARRIVE AT SOLUTION 1!

WRITE TODAY!

DON'T DELAY. PRICES WILL RISE WHEN WE ADD “SUICIDE BY FIRE” TO OUR SERVICES !

R

Riot Kits In:Jude Exira Sheriff’s Badgcs and Night Sticks In Case You Need Help On
. » Absolutely No First Aid Kits To Assure Blood And Tears.

Both Sides .

Please Advise The News Service You Prefer .
Will Be Smashed and Reporters Slugged.
For Your Approval 30-Days Prior To Spontaneous Demonstration.

-WHY AREN'T YOU? . .

Reference furnished upon request . .
FOR CURRENT ADDRESS.

(Veluntieers for this dramatic flnale gladly accepted)

Organized Confusion Is Best

. All Other Cameras
Advance Release Prepared

. WE GUARANTEE

.CHECK TODAY'S NEWSPAPER
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