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A red Alfa-RQmeo sped down the 
California coastal highway. Its ~'YO 

occupants were silent. The driver was 
a man with ·sandy hair, hooked eagle 
nose and piercing eyes, of about 47 
years of age. His companion was a 

· young boy of about 18, dark haired, 
brown-eyed and br~ze of skin. 

The afternoon was warm and the 
car had its top down. The wind 
whipped by with terrific force. Sud­
denly a few drops of rain fell. The 
driver looked up into the sky. 

"Barry, look at the clouds, will 
you? Looks like we'll have to beat 
them to La Jolla or we'll get drench­
ed." 

The boy turned to look at the 
man and for an only answer adjusted 
his seat belt more snugly, and fitted 
himself deeper into the bucket seat. 

"Wow," he thought, "I bet we'll 
end up like wet ducks!" 

But he did not voice his misgiv­
ings. Instead, he smiled as he heard 
the powerful engine roar in answer to 
the call for haste. 

The driver's powerful hands tight­
ened on the wheel as his eyes squint-
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The Lost Qu,st 

ed against the wind's driving force. 
Barry watched the speedometer 

climb with fascination. He knew the 
back of the car was loaded down 
with the scuba gear which they would 
use in the morning. Yet the little 
car literally skimmed the highway, 
heedless of the weight of the tanks, 
the underwater camera, spearguns and 
other gear it carried. 

In little less than an hour they 
had traveled the hundred miles to 
La Jolla and arrived well ahead of 
the storm. 

"Well, Barry," exultantly shouted 
Jansen Lacey over the roar of the 
car and wind, "we made it!" 

"Yes, sir, we did, although I'll 
admit, at first I thought we would get 
wet. This car is much faster than 
anything I have ever been in." 

The boy affectionately patted the 
dashboard. 

The man smiled his answer. He 
slowed down as he reached the beach 
by the Cove and finally selected a 
place where they would make camp. 

The man and the boy got busy. 
They pitched their tent high on the 
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beach overlooking the Pacific and 
had to duck into it as the rain fell 
down with force. 

·"W:ell, Barry, looks like we'll have 
to wait until the storm dies down to 
get our gear out of the car. But this 
won't last long. Are you hungry?" 

"Sure am, Mr. Lacey, like a bear." 
The man's stomach gave an an­

swering grunt. 
"We'll eat soon. In the meantime, 

lel's secure the flaps or we will get 
soaked." 

They were busy for a few minutes, 
then the boy voiced his thought. 

"How long have you been scuba­
diving, Mr. Lacey?" 

"Just about four years, Barry. I 
wanted to learn for several reasons. 
As a sport, it is the most exciting 
thing I've encountered, then if I in­
tend to make a good physical ocean­
ographer, I must dive to do my re­
search." 

"Yes," agreed the boy, "diving is 
tops. I am crazy about it." 

"You're damm lucky, Barry, that 
you got started so young." 

Jansen Lacey sighed. He thought, 
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Susie Blakely is the feature girl for 
May '67. She is a freshman art major 
and daughter of Col. and Mrs. Larry _ 
A. Blakely. 

As anyone can see from the follow­
ing pages, Susie is a very attractive 
young lady. She has received consider­
able recognition for that beauty and 
personality. This recognition has brought 
honor to the city and our university. 

Susie won third place in a large beau­
ty contest in Hamburg, Germany to 
find "THE IDEAL GIRL FROM THE 
SOLDIERS' GIRLFRIENDS". As a re­
sult of the contest she has modeled in 
cities throughout Europe. 

Our blond-haired Susie likes to play 
golf and she "adores artichokes." She 
went to high school in Korea, Hawaii 
and Pennsylvania. 

photography by Albert Lee Nedow 











"El Paso? Isn't that some sleepy 
cow-town on the border somewhere? 

"I can just picture it-dusty streets 
with urchins on the corners!" 

"Did you say El Paso? How far's 
that from Dallas?" 

To almost any El Pasoan who has 
left the Pass of the North and dared 
to go east, such comments are all 
too familiar. No matter how long or 
how hard one talks, it's pretty dif­
ficult to convince anyone from more 
than five hundred miles away that 
El Paso is a modern, busy metro­
polis with its own unique advantages. 
Most of them don't even seem to care 
if El Paso is the home of the world's 
largest manufacturer of men's and 
boy's pants, the world's tallest smoke­
stack, or the busiest border crossing 
between the United States and Mex­
ico. It might appear that the only 
selling point the city can offer is that 
rum sure is cheap. 

In 1968, El Paso will have a rare 
opportunity to make thous~nds of 
tourists and travelers aware of. its 
many drawing points besides border 
booze. In 1968, the Olympic Games, 
one of the world's great spectacles 
will be held in Mexico City. No other 

single sporting event can match the 
stature, the excitement, or the glam­
our of the Olympics. From virtually 
every country in the world come not 
only the competing athletes, heads 
of state, major dignitaries, and lofty 
personages of every description. No 
matter where the Games are held, 
the host city becomes the capital of 
the world for a short time. 

El Paso will be put in the position 
of being the last stop in the USA for 
many travelers who will make the 
trip by car or train or bus. Motel 
and hotel keepers in El Paso are ex­
pecting a record number of tourists 
to stay in El Paso during the games. 
Travel agencies have already record­
ed a high rate of inquiries and reser­
vations for tickets and accomoda­
tions to Mexico City. Border officials 
expect a high number of visas and 
passports to be issued. The normally 
busy summer season will be busier 
than ever in every way. 

Such traffic 1s of immediate mone­
tary value to the city's business. But 
it also provides an opportunity to 
exhibit the city to many who would 
otherwise never see it. The traveler 
on his way to Mexico City in 1968 
might well be the businessman who 

Gateway to 
The Olympics 
Penny Byrne 

plans to expand his operation in 1970. 
The teen-ager traveling to see the 
greats of track and field might be 
considering a university to attend. A 
concerted publicity campaign c a n 
make these travelers aware of the 
opportunities our city offers. City of­
fices, advertising agencies, hotel keep­
ers all are planning such publicity. 
But much of the work will be done 
by the people of El Paso as they 
welcome these visitors and make them 
comfortable. · 

The "cow-town" with ' 'dusty 
streets" doesn't exist, and in 1968 El 
Paso has a chauc;e to wipe away that 
image and replace it with one of 
a bustling transportation center, in­
dustrially bus~, economically active, 
and socially pleasing. · The busiest 
border crossing is about to have its 
biggest year. El Paso inust work to 
s~nd off its Olympic visitors with fond 
memories of the Pass of the North. 

SPONSOR OF TEXAS' FIRST POCKET BILLIARD TOURNAMENT SANCTIONED BY 
THE BILLIARD CONGRESS OF AMERICA 

YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO JOIN YOUR FRIENDS AT OUR FAMILY TYPE BILLIARD CLUB .. 
. REMEMBER, OVER 50% OF OUR PLAYERS ARE FROM UTEP. 

THUNDER.BIRD_. BILLIARDS CLUB 

! . ; 17 . .. . 
' 

THE HOME OF THE CHAMPIONS 
T- BIRD LANES BLDG., CORONADO 













. ' 

~ .. 

. " 
. 
·~ 

.. •. . . 
~ 

• 

23 









,~.-......__ 

~u 
-----_;J-~~ 

------
-~ 

• # • 

. . 

- ; 

. . . 
' 

.:; .. .. - ; 
;f. - •. : ! 

.·· .... 

I • •" • .• • • 

-;.. • o • " . ""' I 

·-
·.·~ - . · · · · . :- ~-~ ~/ 

_.-. :·-: . . · .. -.·. /'(~ft/f,•j._ 

•, .. .·. 
. " 27 THE PRINCETON TIGER 

. ' '·• 









The trouble began with New Text 
College playing the first home game 
of the season against Utah College of 
Practical Arts. Utah was rated high 
and would walk right over New Text, 
that is, unless a miracle could happen. 

"Well the m i r a c I e happened," 
thundered St. Peter, and Angel No. 
536, 997, 875 hung his head in gloom, 
but not shame. "No Angel has the 
right to step in and take human mat­
ters . into their own hands, unless 
specifically told to do so." 

Angel No. 536, 997, 875, better 
known as Rah-Rah, was banished to 
cloud five to think things over. He 
thought about the game, and especial­
ly of New Text College, better known 
as the Diggers. This was his Alma 
Mater, the school with a perfect re­
cord of no wins in football. By the 
law of averages they just had to win 
once. 

Every year Rah-Rah got permis­
sion to go down to Earth to see the 
New Text football games. He had a 
"Season Pass" on the forty yarc;l line. 
This year, as always, he watched the 
small groups of students coming in. 
The stands were never very crowded 
as no one expected anything but 
brutal slaughter. The band even seem­
ed to play a death march. 

"If just once they would win," 
thought Rah-Rah, "the stands would 
be filled and the band might come 
alive." 

Utahs players rushed out onto the 
field; big, strong, virile. The Diggers 
trudged in; small, thin, ungainly. The 
sound in the stands sounded like dry 
leaves ready to blow away. Many 
wot1ld be leaving soon. 

The whistle blew-the Diggers 
kicked-off to Utah. Utah charged for­
ward. Collins, number 35, got the ball. 
He zig-zagged down the field. Utah 
touchdown! Utah missed the kick. 

Ball kicked to. the Diggers. The 
ball was dropped· and recovered by 
Utah. Rah-Rah sat stunned: He must 
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help his team, the Diggers, but he was 
honor bound not to touch the lives 
of humans. 

"Of course, that's it, not to touch 
humans," thought Rah-Rah. 

Rah-Rah jumped up from his seat 
and flew into the game. He stood 
right near Collins. Collins caught the 
ball, and Rah-Rah tugged it out of 
Collin's hands. Collins face turned an 
angry red. Rah-Rah gently tossed the 
pall to Skinny Elis, the Digger man. 

For a second there was silence, 
and then a mighty roar from the 
stands. Utah had fumbled. The shock 
of the fumble held the Utah players 
in one spot. Skinny charged forward, 
but was stopped on the five yard 
line. In the rush, Rah-Rah had got­
ten caught and had fallen . on his 
face. Spikes dug into his ribs and 
wings. 

It had to be a force play to the 
goal. Rah-Rah got in front of the 
man carrying the ball. He cleared 
the way for the ball carrier. Utah was 
pushed back and a goal for the Dig- -
gers. The kick-the ball seems short. 
A sudden wind from Rah-Rah and 
the ball is over. Score: Diggers 7-
Utah 6. 

Utah I o s t confidence. Rah-Rah 
went back to his seat. The teams went 
back and forth and the quarter was 

. over. 
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Utah's ball, Collins caught the 
ball; he was free; it was sure to be a 
touchdown. No one is in his way. 
Suddenly the ball leaps out of his 
hands and it is traveling back into 
Digger hands. Skinny has caught the 
ball. He is standing there, and now 
he turns and runs. It is a touchdown 
for the Diggers. 

Rah-Rah rubbed his face. That 
was a tough one. He had done it 
flying and his wings were in "sore" 
ways. 

Rah-Rah sat down and watched the 
kick go bad. Score: 13-6, Diggers 
favor. First half ended. For the first 
time there was hope in the air; the 
Diggers might be good this year. They 
might be lucky this year. They might 
even have a miracle this year. 

At the beginning of the third 
quarter, Collins threw a beautiful pass 
to Standford an<t over the goal he 
went. Score 13 in. Standford in red 
to kick, when Rah-Rah rushed out 
onto the field. "Block that kick," cried 
Rah-Rah as he' hovered. above. the 
goal post and shoved the kick around 
the poles. · 

Fourth quarter and the score was 
still tied. Rah-Rah was beside him­
self. He had to go in there and help 
the Diggers. They had to win this 
game. They had to win! 

Utah's ball, Collins once again had 
the ball. This time he ran holding 
the ball tight to his chest. Over the 
goal line he stumbled and the score 
was 19 Utah, 13 Diggers. Rah-Rah 
dashed out to the field. They were 
getting ready for the kick-off. Rah­
Rah caught.Ahe ball and shoved it 
down into the hands of Tiny the .Dig­
ger man. Tiny dropped the ball in 
his surprise, and Rah-Rah was not fast 
enough to pick it up before it hit 
the ground. Ball, Diggers, on the four 
yard line. 

Only minutes left to play. Skinny 
got the ball and lateraled it to Tiny . 
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