












YOUR PRO!3LEMS

DearHardrock,
. 11mcurious but what in the */#-#*)&
l.sDannyKing so I&*$#"'+®; curious about f

~ suffering psych student.

Dearsuffering,
f This extreme curio si ty on the part
o SUchan intellectmay be caused by an
o"er active adrenalin gl and.

Hardrock

DearSir:
i . I have a problem that is reaching
cn~o the depths of myvery soul that
/l.es to humanity for salvation." My
s~~herand his misconstrued ideas of de-
inl.n~has sent me to this god forsaken.
i ~tl tute which tries in vaip t.o mold me
Vl~ 0 the figure of a Petrol~um Engineer.
~en I, the tenderest of devine creatures
~oshto fulfill my creative desire as a
th7t. What can I do to save myself from
l.s fate worse than death.

Edgar Allen Smoe

DearSmoe::
H . "Seek and ye shall find. III or in
shaln old Engineering lingo, there is
theer poetry and rhyme to be found in~U:Sl~Sh and squash of oil wells that

P llquid pools of black gold.
bear u,4'<:lrdrock::
l1slvt I feel that walking up the hill to
as each day is detremental to my health,
~kstruggleing up this sharp incline
comes~y heart beat faster, my breath
reaes an short pants, and by the time I
~sCh ~ first class, perspiration oder

tr1umphed oYer my daily Dial bath.
Wearance Collins

BLAST1111!!!

bear
Hardrock:

, llty haMy best buddy and pal, who shares
sli hPP?abode at the dorm, is giving me
!,rani t lncications that our friendship Ls

llg.
qily•l• He goes with my steady girl stea-

I s~'< 2. He wears my clothes and after
e lotion on above occasions.

6

3" He won't let me use my car.
4. He drinks my booze.
5. He stole my "we plow deep while others

aLeep" pillow.
Dor Matt

Dear M9.tt,
What's the matter---no sense of humor'R

Dear Hardrock,
A:'ll my girl-friend wants to do is neck,

neck, neck. It just makes me siCK. What
should I do.

TomTimid

Dear Tom,
This girl is definitely not your type.

Drop her. By the way wha t is your girl's
~me, address, telephone number and vital
statistics. She needs my professional help.

If you have any problems that are making
life uneasy and are keeping you from your
studies, put your problem .on a slip of paper
and put it in the box in Main,Hall by the
bulletin board and Hardrock will be only
too glad to answer them.

A group of college boys were coming homefrom
a party one night plastered to the gills.
They stood in front of the house of one of
their number and called for the father.

"Will you please do us a favor, Itl said one.

"What do you want?": asked the father.

"Will you please comeout here and pick out
Samso the rest of us can go home."

ThermoProf.: "Who's smoking in the back
of the room?'"

Mining Engineer: "Noone--that's just the
fog we're in."

Policeman (to an intoxicated man who is trying
to fit his key into a lamp post):: "I'm afraid
there's nobody home."

"Mus' be. Mus' be. There's a light upstairs."



4f'~'i
THE ELVIS PELVIS PAGE

Due to 'therecent upsweep of populari ty of Elvis Pelvis among the students
of MSM, the amplifier St&ff has consented to devote one whole page of the first
issue to the Elvis Pelvis Fans.

AND HERE IT IS FANS, A COpy OF YOUR VERY OVIN OF THE SONG
THAT SKY-ROCKETED ELVIS PELVIS TO STARDOOM, THE EVER
POPULAR-------------

HEADACHE MOTEL:l

Now since lIve come to college
I1ve found a new place to dwell
It1s up on the hill above the school
And its known as Headache Motel.

It gets so lonesome buddy, it gets so dull
It gets so lonesome you could die.

Although itIs always noisy
And drunks prowl through your room,
You1re scared you III flunk Chemistry,
So, you stay there and cram, in the gloom.

You get so thirsty, buddy, you get so dry
You get so thirsty, you could die.

The Seniors have been there six years
And some of the Juniors too
And the Freshman tears keep falling
Cause theylll never,no never, get through.

They get so discouraged buddy, they get so blue
They get so discouraged they could die.

So, if you Ire ti'redof peace and quiet
And of steaks and women as well
-Ius t pay your fees to Mr. Brown
And live in Headache Motel.

Youlll get so squirrelly buddy, youlll get so nuts
Youlll get so squirrelly, you could die,

lAlth011gh this song was rewritten and published as Heartbreak Hotel, your
on the spot reporter, Ernie Hemorrhoid, was able to obtain the original copy
and present it to you for the first time. Another AMPLIFIER FIRST.

Ernie Hemorrhoid
(Brother to the late Ernie Pyle)
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