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EDITION 22 ; MAY, 1955
STATEMENT OF PURPOSE
Every organ of communication that evelves from any soclal group
has a clearly defined purposes It is the intention of the editors ef
EDITICH 22 %o offer a literary magezine written in the modern idiom,
for ¢consumption by readers who enjoy the hilghest level of contemporary
Journalisme EDITION 22 1s to be published with you, the reader, in mind.
In order to fulfill the demands of reader interes®, articles in the
fields of fiction, thoughtful analyses of current cilnematic entertainment,
observances of foreign situstions, editorial opinlons on up~to-date

problems, and other interesting feature articles will be offered.

To assure our purpose, the staff of this unusval magazine
has been selected from the top writers en campus, writers who are
combining thelr talents for your edification and enjoyment. Mr. John
F. Jaques, publisher of EDITION 22, has set the stage for the publice-
tion with his statement that the style of composition for the journal
will be carefully studied to provide readers with "clear, apt, vigorous,

and interesting presentation" ef all printed matter.

In the minds of the gtaff of this publication, EDITION 22
is a new experience in journalism that has come to be primarily
because of a need for such an adventure in reading and writing.
A seccondary reasen for ERITION 22 is the conviction that if a source §f
publication is provided for enthuslastic writers, composition will
improve and the scope of recaders wlll widen through the enlightening

influeice of EDITION 22,
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MARCIANO VS COCKELL
The International Boxing Club is offering the boxing publis
another of 1ts stellar presentations Monday night, May 16. The
participants in this punch-for=pay racket are none other than Rocky
Marciano, the World's Heavyweight Champion, and England's flabby challenger,

Don Cockell.

Marcisno is good champion, and undoubtedly would fight anyone,
anywvhere, anytime, if he received the green light from the I. B. C.
Cockell, on the other hand, is nothing to brag zbout. Two years ago
while fighting as a light heavywelght he was knocked out by Jimmy
Slade in four rounds and by Randy Turpin in eleven, At that time, Cockell
was rated so low he couldn't get himself arrested in a street fighte
Yet tals same Mr. Cockell is the I, B. C.'s choice as the logical contender

for the World Heavyweight Champlonship. It just doesn't figure. .

Is the International Boxing Club trying to ruin boxing altogether?

Are they trying to sell the public on another Xid Gavilan- Chuck Devis
circus? Certainly Cockell hasn't proved himself as a heavyweight
contenders Sure, he can boast victories over the likes of Harry Mathews,
Roland La Staza, and Tommy Farr, who incidentally fought his first
pro fight before Cockell was born, but these men are all has-beens« This
doesn't bother the I. B. C. They have made the mismatch anyway, and by
the tiﬁe they get through witﬁ the bulld up the fans expect another
Dempsey-Firpo fight. There is always the possibility of the unexpected

happening whenever two fighters square off, regardless of the odds, but
Cockell is neither a classy boxer nor a terrific puncher which cuts the
possibility down to a minimum. I would like to go out on the limb and

pick Marciano to dispose of Cockell within seven rounds.
DICK REIMOND
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WHAT A DAY.

Stale smoke filled the all but empty bar room. The bartender
was swecping around the tables; clearing the debris that had accunulated
during the evenling. The only other pserson 1n the bar was a young man
who was sitting in a corner booth staring at the glass that had been
placed in front of him after he ordered it earlier in the evening,
It was untouched. His change lay on the fable before him, but the

youth was no more aware cf its presence than he was of hils surroundings.

The sweeper looked at him curicusly, and wondered what it was
that would meke a man sit for hours without moving or speaking. He
wondered if he ought to speak to the guy and see if there was anything
he could do to cheer him up. Instead, he shrugged his shoulders and
continued éweepingo He figured that it was none of his business, and that
there was nothing he could do anyway. What the bartender didn't
realize was that if he had spokeﬁ a few kind words to the youth, he

might have been able to prevent fate from taking its grim steps.

The youth was unconscious to everything, but even though he
made no mohion, his mind was busy racing through the egents of the day
that had led to his present situation, He remebered everything seemed
rosy to him when he woke up that morning. He remembered how nice the
sun scemed. Planning a pleasant day in such a promising morning was
no protiem, As the day began to pass, however, one thing and another
began to turn his spirits from good to bads. It began to appear like one

of those days when everything went wrong.
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WHAT A DAY! (Continued)

It was such a nice day that he decided to walk to the train
station. That was the beglinning of his downfall. He missed the train.
The next train didn't come through until nine forty-three, and he
was due at work at nine-thirty. Since there was a whole hour to waste,
he figured that he would try to make it to the city by hitch-hiking,
so he walked to the highway and began to indicate the direction of

travel with an extended thumb.

As the youth thought back, he filgured that that was hls second
mistake of the day. How was he to know that the next car that paased by,
was golng to stop for him. That wasn't so bad in itself, but the

young couple that picked him up asked him 1f he would drive for them,

1955

if they would take him to the city. He agreed, but he had no way of knowing

that the tires on the car were unsafe, or that he would be the last person

to drive that car. Ten minutes after he started to drive for the
couple, a rear tire blew and threw the car into the path of an oncoming
trucks. The young couple, who had moved to the back seat of the car,

- did not survive the crash, He escaped without injury.

The police couldn't understand how he happened to be driving
the couple's car, and they held him until noon because they were
suspicious about the accident. Apparently their investigation proved

that the youth was not responsible for the accident, so they let him go.

0f .course, that didnit make much difference to his boss,
who had been looking for excuses to lay off personnel. When he arrived
at the plant, his employer, a short, fat, somewhat greasy character,

fired him promptlye
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WHAT A DAYS (Con’inuved)

At aboutbt that time the solitary drinker remembered how he figured
that the best thing for him to do would be to go over to his girl's
bouse and tell her everything that had happened that day. He wanted to
talk abeut fhe accident, hoping that he could get it off his mind.

She wouldn't listen, As a maﬁter of fact, she was so disturbed bocause
he lost his Job that she threw the engagement out the window and thg
ring in his face. Her father, with whor he never coﬁld get along,
threw him out of the apartment so he‘could drink in peaccs That was
when he skinned his knee, but it didn!t hurt much~-the blood was
mostly dry, although the heat caused sweat to run into the wound

and smart a little, even now. And the heat. Ye Godsi The doctor!s
diagnosis had been that the he;t was one thing that helped to kill

his mother, Funny, she diecd in the hospital at about the same time

he crashed on the'highway.

Somehow, he got the impression that this was one of those days
when everything just went completely crazys Like when he came into the
bar tonight. He was Just plain worn out. He passed all the bar-~tramps
without as much &s a, glance; the bar mald took a good half hour

to get'to his table; and of all things, she brought the wrong kind of beer,

Gosh, fella, sometimes it doesn't pay to get up. Imagine,
she brought him the wrong kind of beer! That's enough to make a fella

want to give up and well, Jjust plain quit.
NORY PIERCE
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RAROUND THE FLAGPOIE..."

A day 1in the 1ife of a commuting college student is as hectic
and disjointed as an cel in hot water. To begin with he mekes, what
is to him, his firet mistake—getting out of beds Then he quickly
dresses and is off to school 1like a herd of turtles. Cnce at school
he remembers that as yet he has had no morning nourishment. However,
this is no problem for he simply dashes into the cafeteria for a
do-nut and cup of coffee. After devouring these like a hungry boa
constrictor, he ié'only ten minutes late for his eaght o'clock class.
Now he has two alternatives. He chooseés to sleep on some secluded
desk 1f the instructor doesn!t give attendance credit for late~comers.
But of course he could Just walk into class late and hope for leniencye
© with this first cless disposed of in one way or another he can sail

through the rest of the morning with relative ease.

At lunch time he discusses the finer points of psychology
or some girl he metthe other day. Again our struggling student finds

1ittle time for food,

Now then, he 1s off to sleepology (the term used affectionately
to describe any lecture course after eleven in the morning). Finally

he 1s awake and ready for an afterncon of scademic pursuits.

Howeger, he finds thathis only resource for needed books,
the library, 1s closed. He now decides that the only thing fo do is
to wrench a friend from his books and play some tennis. But alas,
another stone is pitched into the wheels of progress——there!s not a

free court in the whole citye
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HAROUND THE FLAGPOLE..." (Continued)

/

Yow that evérything else has been exhausted, he goos home. He
eats a hurried supper, rushes up town to plck up his, or some buddy’é,
best girl, He views television for a whille, then goes home again‘to
read his assignment book to find out that there is a history test
the next daye. He crams till three in the morning, then sloeps i1l

about seven-fifty. Now he is ready for another day at college.
TOM MER«ILL

He was just an ordinary guy. The same as you or I. This moraing
was like any other. He got up at six,'atc his breckfast and left the
house for work after kissing his wife and kids goodbye. He walked
down the street saying "Good morning" to various people as he passed
thems

As he turned the corner, scmething happened that changed th e
day from something usual to something gnusdal. There in front of him
was a large crowd of people staring at’a house from wﬁioh sumoke was

pouring and flames were licking their way hungrily through the
roofe From somewhere in the distance came the scresa of fastwavproaching

fire engines.

He looked around him. On the sidewalk next to him stood a
little giri with tears rolling down her face. He crouched dowm next
to her and asked gently, "fhat's the matter, dear?" The girl answered
haltingly between sobs, "My three little kittens are still in the
house and I don't want them to burn up." His wind raced back quickly
to his own kids and their pets. He could understand how she Pelt.
Jithout giving it a second thought and managing to elude the pursuing

policeman, he entered the flaming buildinge
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" AROUND THZ FLAGPOLZ..." (Contirued)

Once inside, he had a moment's feeling of rezret and then he
started up the stairs. The heat was intense enough to cause metal
to flow. Smouldering embers were falling all around hima Step by
step he went up the stairs, He reached the second floor and his
clothes were smoking. Suddenly there was a crash. He looled ;round.
The crash was the sbairs that he had just come ups He began to sweat
nore freely. What a fool I'anmy he thoughte« He found the next flight
of stairs. Luckily only the first two steps were burning so fare
Blinded by smoke, he continued up. Step after torturous step.
Jould he ever get out? What was thaf? As he reazched the top step,
he heard the kittens erying pitifully. He located theﬁ but the
rooi they were in wae smoke~filled. He crawled in, kseping close to
the floorAso as to avoia the smoke as much as possible. The three
little kittens werc in a basket. He grabbed the basket and headed back
to the doore As he reached the threshold, a shest of flame filled the
doorway e ﬂhat nowy he thought. "Back to the window, I guess«" He turned
back to the room and crawled to thec window. He was all but unconseious

nov. "Gotta make it," he mumbled, "ecan't let that little girl down."

He'raised the window and being too weak to shout, wavecd. The
firemen immediately put a ladder up to the window and sent a man up
to bring him down. The fircman threw hiu over his shoulder still
¢luteching the basket of kitiens in his cramped fingoers. hen they
reachod the ground, the little girl rushed over and took the kittons
and said to him,"ou are the bestest man in the whole world," With that
she placed a kiss on his smokc—stained face, and he passed outs

"Dam fool," muttered the cop as he started the ambulance,
GEORGS LINSCOIT
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FOREIGN REPORT

Wiescartcn-An*¥Rhein
This morning dawned bright and clears It's now about 9330,
and I'm enjoying a latc breakfast herec in the village wirtshaus,
typical of thousands onc can sec in any part of Germany. I'm sitting
here looking along the surprisingly narrow, maddy, rather swollen
Rhein River and onjoytng the delicious smell of friecd sausages that
floats out the kitchen door. Today is Wcdnesday. Cartaiﬁly:thure is
nothing unusual about today. Frau Schmidt‘and Frau Fries were arguing
with Fritz, the man grinding thosc lovely sausages, over the price of samcs
Hans Oelie, I hesar tell, has the flu; A few of the men were talking

about the possibility of a raise over in the factory across the valley,

Normal topics on a normal day.

But toflay isn't a normal day! No day in Gernany is a normal
day any rorcs By coning to Gormany on any day and living in any town,
one can 86¢ what is undoubtedly the greatest comewbgck any_country
has ever made.'Even here in the littlc town of Wicscarten-Am~Rhein
one can feel the tromendous spirit of the German pcoples Down there
on the Rhein I can sce no fewer fhan 20 bargcese carrying goods of all
typess Off in the distance 1 can sée the ilunich=~Koln auto-bzhn chocked
with rows of truckse The railfoads arc equally floodcde Nearly cvery
féctory is going on a 24 hour basis, trying desperatcly to keep up

with orders. No Germany is not normal.

Fast recovory is no novolty to Amcricans. But meroly 10 yoars
agoy almost to the day, Cermany surrcndercd as a completcly pulver-
izecd, disorganized, and defeatcd nations Today she has grown into a

rich, prospcrous country taking world markets away frouw cveryoncs



EDITION 22 MAY, 1955
FOREIGN REPORT (Continucd)

Germany's recovery is wcll worth noticing. Thorc is a formula
which has madec this possiblc: onc penny of Agcfican aid plus onc drop
of swcat equals succcsse This new coonouic spirit is‘lookcd upon
by all pcople, cast and west alike, with suspicione. "/hat will it lead to%"

Now that Germany is independont once again to roally run her own affairs,
Y & & y

which course will shc take?

It was right horc (near Wicscarton) that National Socialisn
first starteds National Socialism, known to cverycnc as Hazism, can
start againe It's up to the Gorman péoplc. As shocking as it nay scom,
thosc German people will go to Nazism again as soon as soﬁo Hitler Junior
comes alongs Thoy will, that is, unlcss they are given a lot of undor-
standing by Western pcople. o should study German History, Gorman
Language, and Gorman Culturc, ¢ should try to undorstand thesc peoplce
o should trcat the Germans as mistaken pecople who have bdén justly
punishcds If wo do, Germany can be of ‘infinitc valuc,s Hor seicntific
rceearch will bc an assct, and hor pusic will lighton the hoarts of

alls It's up to Gerumane, yosy but it's also up to us, her forucr cncricss

Mcanwhile, life in Jiesearten moves one Hcr factory is gtcadily
manufacturing box cartons for the Lolnish Jasser Fabric up tho Rhein
a fow miless Her pcople work 9 hours a day, and Horr Vosshagae gots
drunk every Saturday nights Yot, it was hero, 30 yoars ago, that tho

discasc of Nazism startcd. IT8s up to thc Gormans, yog, but don't

forgets it's up to us as wells
EARL HYIER
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STOP, LOCK, AND LISTEN
"Movics are bottor than everl" Who says so% ithy, the mdjor
studios, of coursc. Let's take a look at that statomente. Aro tho studios
saying that the plots are bottor, or arc they truthfully soying that
the technical end is better, and they want the public to take thoir

cute littlc motte tho other way—-as the stupid public usﬁally docse

Actually movics arc botbcr tochnieally, but the story content
lacks ruch. Color has irmproved trcmondously, and the wide scrcen
has improved thc viewing. But thc plots are so poor that they doﬁ't
merely tclegraph scone aftor secne ('as well as the outcomc); they
sond it by jot blano. ihy? thoe snswer is obvious; the men who make
the picturce know that the public will go to scc any mevic, good or
bad, so why bothor to rejcot poor plots? Tho signs in front of the
thoatcrs say, Miondorfull Colessall® and all the rost of that tripce
The gulliblec public rcads the signe and thinks, "hy, if thoy say
it'e good, it nust bu.gocd," As long as that attitude cxists, movics

will stay as inforior as usuale

Oncc in a while thcro is a good wovio, howcver, and the BLACKe
BOARD JUNGLE comés in that cztougorys Wo guarantcc that you won't fall
aslcep in this one. It wasn't one of the run-of-thc-nill scxy storics
that arc so cormon today; this onc told a storye. To put it bricfly,
it was the story doscribing tho aadietic actions of high school boys
who ~ot out of hand and tho tcachor who finally got through to them
and procscded to straighten them outs it points out thc wecakncsscs

of our prescnt—day school systcie
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STOP, LOOK, AND LISTZIN (Contirucd)

Movic actors and actrecsscs arc notoriously overpaid. Salerics
of $2,500 per wock arc not uncomion and you, the public, continuc
to subsidizc their husband and wifc swapping activitics by attending
their poor movics while a man likc Dre. Jonas Salk guts a nice little
gold medal for his efforts. /ho has contributcd more to a bottcr way
of 1ife? Dr, Salk_or soric trash likc Marilyn Monroc? Instoad of going
to any old movic, take the money you would have spent and contribute
it to somc organization likc the March of Disoss Bubsidizc a doctor

doing rosearch instoad of the "stars'" way of lifoc.

TV OR NOT TV
If you arc undecidcd whether to buy or not to buy a TV sct,
tho answor is casy. Don't buy oncs You won't geot your nonmy's worths
Thero arc so fow.good ghows that it is cheapor to let your noizhbor

buy the set and you drop in on hime

One of thosc worthwhilc shows is THZ LIFE OF RILSY, You can
s6¢c this show Friday nights at 8:30., Riloy and his pal got involved
in nany amusing situations from which hey of courses cxtricatos
himsclf. The show proscnts zood down-to-carth humor without the
usual emphasis on scxs The wholc fawmily will onjoy this onc, so take
thgm all ovor to thc noighbor's with yous If ho is stupid cnough to

buy a set, ho won't mind if you bring tho kidse

THZ LORETTA YOUNG SHOJ is a dramatic half-hour on Sunday nights
at 10:00., Thie is anothor family typc show and the storics will kocep

you gucssing right down to thc last fadc-outs .
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STOP, LOOK, AND LISTEN (Continuocd)

For the boet in a TV ncws progran, wec'll take the CAMIEL LZJS
CARAVAN, This program appcare overy Monday night at 8:45. Artfully
narreted by John Camcron Swayze, the show makcs great usc of the

latost nows on films A nows=packcd program that no onc should nisse

And of coursc we have onc for the kidse Thoy might as well
go over to the ncighbor's tooe PINKY L3IZ is our sclection for the
children's telceasts Wateh him Menday through Friday at 5:00 pe me

RADICY

Ah, ycs, we still have radio with us, thank goodncss. for
rolaxation, radio can't be beat. Just find a top-notch dise jockoy,
turn the sct low, lic down and closc your cycse Thon just takc it

casys Try it again, and wo'll bot you'll nover go back to that ronstore— W,
GIOORGA LINSCQTT
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PARITY, PLEASEM

IN Washington the Zlcphant and the Donkey have taken up farming.
They arc now trying to grow votes that will be harvcetcd in 1956. Each
is trying to dovelop nethods of making the man with the hoc richéra
The sweat ihat oncc stood on his brow is now being replaced with

sun tan lotione

The farmer today can grow all the orops he desircs and still
make a profit. If his crops arcn't consumcd, theoy are storcd to kecp

the market frou being floodeds

Here in Maino potatocs have been buricd and paid for by our
fedoral governmont in the faro paritj prograi. It is a discase that

has sproad likc the wunps in a erowded toncment buildinge.

If the' farmer, whether o¢fficicnt or incfficient, will be taken
carc of, what about the fishing industry in Mainc? The fishorzan tastcs
salt spray beforc davm and kniks nets by lamp lights Jhon Mothcr Nature
awakons out of hor swunor slumﬁor and pacos the occan floor with anxiety,
doos the fodoral governuont pay the man in oil skin parity? Whon our
ncighbor, Canade, %hips fish into thc country duty froc, how docs the

woathcr-boaton face express the nausca of starving childron and the

worrices of starting azain?

Ift wo arc all cqual undor’' a demoeracy, lot us give the fishcrman
a fow of tho dollars that arcibcing paescd to the clito of the soile

FPrankly, I 11?0 fish with my potatocs!
; KAN LIONARD
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