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T H E  W A R R I O R  

Buzz 
Well, folks, here we are back on the air again (hot air), about ready 

to broadcast from station B. U. L. L. 
We, Buzz one and Buzz two, take great pleasure in announcing to 

youse guys that the great internationally known fantastical dancing mas
ters "Peg Leg Pete" Friedel and J. B. (Juvenile Beauty) Schorr, have com
plimented us by consenting to give a ''May Pole" dance under the auspices 
of the two little innocent Buzzes. These two graceful dancing masters have 
asked us to call for volunteers to assist them in their unrestrained effort 
to entertain the students of Central High School. 

Among those who have already volunteered are Tiny Morris, the well 
known professor of dancing from Bald Knob, Arkansas, and Senorita 
Phoebe Jacobs, the flaming specimen of ''Youth" from Hickory Flats, 
Mississippi. We are pleased to announce that the Senorita has spent 
many years in diligent study of the art of fantastic dancing under the 
supervision of a boiler maker from Kansas. 

We predict that this show will be a "Wow," due to the fact that we 
saw the two professors, P. H. Friedel and J. B. Schorr out in Hein Park 
practicing at three o'clock in the morning. They said they were doing 
the dance of the "Seven Veils," but we observed that six of them must 
have been in the wash. 

We have already decided to use the flag pole, in order to save our
selves the expense of having one erected. The money saved on the ''pole" 
Wl11 ^ spent on the beautiful costumes which we have already ordered. 

Three great advantages of having this dance in the yard are: 
1st. In case "P. R." should drop "J. B." when he leaps from the top 

o the pole, the grass would not prove as disastrous as hardwood floors. 
nd. There will be plenty of room for the "nature boys" to fling 

their graceful bodies far and wide, without endangering the lives of the 
spectators. 

,. ^rd". ^r' Jester ar|d that mob of criminals, who are sent to him at 
his office each day for multitudinous offenses, will have choice seats al
ready provided for this rare performance. 

Station B. U. L. L. is now signing off until the next issue of the 
Warrior. See you later. 

BUZZ I and II. 

The Wrong Opinion of the Younger 
Generation 

™S ,|s the most interesting subject to reader and writer which I 
°Un~Ca l° mind' therefore I have chosen it as a subject for my theme. 

you want to know what I think of this crowd that has turned 
society mto a six-<lay bicycle race? Well here it is. By the time the 

urn u'F rCa<ifS sixteen' she would make Cleopatra seem innocent 
. , ays' e average flapper has been more places than Ulysses 
, ' S !*?yed UP Ionger than Lindbergh. She has drunk enough 

° o i I all the pocket lighters in the middle Atlantic States; she's 
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got a vocabulary like Sinbad's parrot; and she thinks that curfew is 
Latin for day break. Her clothes are designed after the seventh veil, and 
Scheherazadei's memoirs would only make her yawn. She's so blase that 
trying to tune her in by holding her hands is like playing a bull fiddle with 
a mandolin pick. Imagine being married to one of them! Might as well 
be a night watchman. 

And the seedlings they walk home from are fit companions. Their 
heads are so oily they ought to be called Tea-pot Domes. Their combs 
must have Alemite fittings. Sherlock Holmes could not locate their 
chins by deduction, and their backbones would make the Hunchback of 
Notre Dame look like Lionel Strongfort. If they have any brains, they 
are in their feet. There is plenty of room for them there. 

As a whole, I don't know what the bunch is coming to. The whole 
outfit was born crazy and had a relapse. 

I'm the Gink 
It's a wonder that I remembered my promise to tell you some more 

of my thrilling adventures. I forget so many of my promises, and most 
of them on purpose, at that. You know I certainly am jealous of some 
of these guys around this school. Why I can play tennis as well as any 
of them can play football, basketball, or any of those "boring" sports. 
I'd like to get a neat little letter, but I haven't the spirit, the ability, or 
even the energy (I guess that's the way you spell it. I never was an> ex
pert at spelling anyway). 

Another thing 1 Id like for them to do around this joint. I wish they'd 
give letters for dancing. I'm one hot papa, when it comes to that. I'd 
get a letter as easy as pie, cause I'm one fast stepper. A big green and 
gold "H" wouldn't look so bad on a stiff shirt front, eh? I really dd ex
cel in that art. When I go to a dance, none of the other fellows have 
a dog's chance. I ought to be good as I sure practice enough. There are 
only three days a week when I have dates: week days, holidays, and Sun
days. If you don't believe me, just ask any of my friends. You all 
know who I am. That's what I get for being notorious. I really am a 
gentleman of affairs. 

I'm broke right now, and I'll have to borrow some money from some 
of these other ginks around here, if I can find any that I don't owe money 
to already. If I find any one who's prosperous enough to slip me a few 
bucks, I think that I'll go to the prom tonight. 

I gotta be stepping. 
C U. later. 

Do ya'like me or not? 

IN CHICAGO 
Here today and gun tomorrow. 

Guy: "Pa, what is excelsior?" 
Mr. Long: "Long sawdust, son." 


