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LAST TIME I SAW SUSY 

We met quite by accident. I had just stopped off at a 

“At last!” I said tc myself, “I’ve found the on6 I have 
ked for these many years.” 

Haltingly I approached her and with a time-proven 
hnique I extended my hand, patted her bead and purred, 

But this time it did not work. She scorned my advances 

ny other time I would have given up then and there 
nd wheeling around, started to  walk i n a e r e n t l y  away. 

“Does she belong to you?” 
“Why, I reckon so,” he replied casually, “why?” 

“No, sorry stranger” he cut in quickly, “I just couldn’k 

wasn’t licked -not yet. When I found my ton- 

- 



38 ST. DUNSTAN’S RED AND WHITE@ 

“Oh, I see ... I wonder, could I see her for a moment?” 

“Wed, I cain’t see any harm in that” he  said as he op- 

“Hey Susy !” 
Immediately she bounded excitedly out the door and 

once more I bmched her flawles head. This time the old 
technique worked. 

“Susy, Susy girl”, I crooned, as she looked adoringly 
up at me. 

‘Oh mister please, won’t you please reconsider? I’ll 
give you anything.” 

“No,” he said decisively, %ain’t do it.” 
“We~l listen Mister”. I said. dancine at  mv wateh. “T 

I asked. 

ened khe door and called, 

ing i 

“7 

“I reckon it’d be all right,” he answered, looking at me 

And so the two of them escorted me hack tn hhp hiiq 

suspicioudy; “I’m going that way anyways”. 

stop. Just before I clambered aboard I sty 
back and even took the liberty of caressing a poh& ear. 

“Blast that stubborn fool”, I muttered as the bus pick- 
ea up speed; “I could have made a mint with that dog in 
Saata Anita.” 

THOMAS V. GRANT, ’57. 

OnSpdkingofRRED+ANDwHITEtosa-Coed 

I was intrigued a few days ago as I was glancing over 
a few of the back issues of Red andwhite to find Ohat few, 
if any, of the cwdb (have written articles for our most illusr 
trious magazine. I noticed also that the same trend is pres- 
ent this year, so, having learned from philosophy (and this 
is one of the few fads which I have acquired from St. 
Thomas) that there must be a reason for everything, I 
jumped out of bed (where I spend most of my tima), deter- 
dined to’o-find the c a w  of t h k  mtural phenomenon. I grab- 
bed my roommate’s pencil and a piece of hls paper and 
hurried down tWstairs and oat onto the campus grounds. 
Just then, who should mine walking by but ,the object of 
my hurry, cme- of the coeds. I tried my utmost to put on 
fhe mien which I though an editor shourkl have, and with. 
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