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On the Edge . . .
BY WOODY BOMBECK

Editor’s note: As a special feature this semester, in celebration of 
America’s Bi-Centennial, THE TUMBLEWEED introduces;

While flipping through a magazine the other day, I came across an 
ad--in full red, white and blue day-glo color asking the ultimate 
question ‘ ‘WHAT ARE YOU DOING FOR THE BI-CENTENNIAL? ? ? ”  
At first I tried to ignore it, but there it was, THE question. I was totally 
unprepared for it. It threw me. To be frank, I hadn’t thought about it 
much. I really hadn’t planned on doing anything out of the ordinary. I 
had recently bought my ‘76 license plates and had figured my car 
looked patriotic enough for the two of us. Yet, the ad indicated much 
more was required. Thus began my moral dilemma; what to do? I 
panicked. I began taking on the counsel of my friends. I wish I hadn’t. 
Their plans were already underway.

Take this guy I know. I suppose you could call him a compulsive 
achiever. At least, I’m pretty sure it’s some sort of disorder that causes 
a person to repeatedly DO what ever an event mildly hints at. Anyway, 
he went out and had special opaque contact lenses made. On the left 
lens, with the correct atmospheric conditions, and proper sungangles, 
usually between 1:28 and 2:46 p.m., you can see in DETAIL (including 
bullets) the entire battle of Bunker Hill. On the right lens, at the same 
time, you can see a beautiful pop-art montage of the presidents of the 
United States, complete with the dates of their terms. To say the least, 
I was impressed. Doubly so, as this guy doesn’t even need glasses.

He was no help. He only depressed me further. Somewhat daunted, 
though not sufficiently so, I went elsewhere. While walking down an 
obscure sidewalk, in what I thought was a respectable neighborhood. I 
was accosted by a young lady in a racy dress. I think that it is a fairly 
widespread disease most men have wherein they fantasize about being 
attacked accordingly. However, something was seriously wrong with 
my fantasy. Disregard the fact that the dress was risque.. .and that the 
girl was frantically calling my name. It was just plain weird. And it 
wasn’t too many minutes before I put my finger on what it was. My 
atttacker bore an uncanny resemblance to Abraham Lincoln. I was 
baffled as to how Mr. (Ms.?) Lincoln knew my name. Out of respect for 
a great man (woman?) I stood still long enough to give him (her?) a 
chance to explain. As luck would have it, it turned out to be another 
friend. Not exactly a transvestite, an authentic girl understand, but 
one who in a burst of bi-centennial spirit underwent extensive plastic 
surgery in order to resemble the great Mr. Lincoln.

I left her somewhat shaken. The bi-centennial year was well 
underway, and I still looked like I had always looked. What’s worse, if 
anyone looked into my eyes at any time, under any conditions, the most 
they would see would be perhaps a few sleepers and a bag. I was 
disconsolate. It occurred to me that I had better do something quickly. 
Time was running out. All the really good ideas were being snatched 
up. I didn’t have all that many alternatives. I didn’t have the guts to 
Daint my teeth red, white and blue, I didn’t have the money to have 
plastic surgery, and until they develop bi-focal contact lenses, forget it. 
My depression lingered. I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep. . .my social life 
was being shot all to hell. I was irritable, and getting careless. One day 
while trying to fix a pot of tea, I knocked the pot over on my arms. I 
only incurred 2nd degree burns, luckily. But what’s more exciting, I’ve 
recently discovered that when I hold my wrists together, the scar 
definitely resembles a map of the thirteen original colonies. Yet, my 
joy is short lived. My doctor says I can expect the scars to leave in 
about 6 weeks. Perhaps by then, I will have incurred a more aesthetic 
and longer-lasting injury. I wonder? Can a person train his acne to scar 
in star shapes?

Next week: Everything you always wanted to know about Mom’s 
apple pie but were too bored to ask.

The Bra is not for Burning

WORDS OF WISDOM FROM 
MRS. LOUISE MCGOWAN, R.N.
The current revival of going 

braless may be comfortable but it 
is the worst thing to happen to 
women since the invention of the 
steel corset. Dr. Reuven K. 
Snyderman of Cornell University 
has much to say on the matter. 
He states that those women who 
are big-breasted and tend to sag 
should be prepared to pay the 
steepest price. The simple medi-

In 1913 it was fashionable 
for women’s skirts to be 
worn so tightly about the 
ankle that many women 
had trouble walking.

If your cat or dog has dry 
skin problems, try adding one 
or two teaspoons o f safflower 
or corn oil to his food.

cal fact is that without the added 
support of a brar, the breast-liga- 
ments--those fragile fibers that 
hold the bust erect-gen era lly  
weaken, giving breasts a flat, 
pendulous, almost pancake-like 
appearance, and once this has 
happened, no amount of arm, 
chest or back exercises can 
restore a women’s breasts to 
their former shape. They are 
completely muscleless. Chances 
are if she is averaged-sized, the 
difference between she and the 
bra-wearer will be noticeable by 
the age of 30. And if she is 
big-breasted, with say a bra size 
of 36 C or D, the differences will 
be dramatic. Plastic surgery is 
about the only effective way to 
restore shape and that is only 
temporary, and will have to be 
re-done in three to five years. 
Underwire push-up bras are 
harmful, too, as well as ill-fitting 
bras. And if, in spite of 
everything, yous till insist on 
going braless, at least be sure to 
include alot of tight, clingy body 
stockings to provide a small 
measure of support. Think also of 
the Island women seen so often in 
magazines and movies. That in 
itself ought to make you take to 
the bra again in spite of the 
current fashion.
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Check List for Problem Drinking
Yes No

1. Is time lost from school or work because of drinking?
2. Is drinking making home life unhappy?
3. Do you drink because you are shy with other people?
4. Is drinking affecting your reputation?
5. Have you ever felt remorse after drinking?
6. Has drinking ever caused financial difficulties?
7. Do you turn to lower companions and inferior environment 

when drinking?
8. Does drinking make you careless of family’s welfare?
9. Has your ambition decreased since drinking?

10. Do you crave a drink at a definite time daily?
11. Do you want a drink the next morning?
12. Does drinking cause difficulty in sleeping?
13. Has your efficiency decreased since drinking?
14. Is drinking jeopardizing your job or schooling?
15. Do you drink to escape worries or trouble?
16. Do you drink alone?
17. Ever had a complete loss of memory from drinking?
18. Has a physician ever treated you for drinking?
19. Do you drink to build your self-confidence?
20. Has drinking ever put you in a hospital or institution?

If you answer even one question “ YES” , there is a danger you are 
beginning to drift toward problem drinking. If you answer three or 
more “ YES” , you have definite reason to worry and may want to 
evaluate yourself and look at your drinking habits.

Skimania
BY CINDY PRICE

Cheating 

Gaining Favor
The skis are between eight and 

ten feet and the width about five 
inches. They are made of pine 
and from the foot-rest back, the 
tails are convex on the top. On the 
underside there is a groove 
beginning just ahead of the foot 
and extending to the tail, 
gradually deepening and widen
ing. These were probably used 
for towing the skis when the 
traveler was climbing on snow- 
shoes. The binding was a simple 
leather strap, an inch and a 
quarter wide, which fastened 
over the toe and was secured to 
the sides of the ski with screws.
The skis belonged to a trapper 

and prospector known as “ Big 
Lou Bart”  (Bartholomew). “ Big 
Lou”  who was well remembered 
in the Gallatin Canyon as a 
recluse and eccentric came into 
the area in the 1890’s. In common 
with other early residents, he 
used homemade skis for winter 
mobility. The skis he made 
som etim e prior to 1930 are 
preserved in the Museum of the 
Rockies on the Montana State 
University campus.
The story of skiing in South

western Montana was researched 
by Charles Nelson as part of his 
1971 doctoral dissertation. It 
makes relative newcomers of us 
all.
He says there is no doubt that 

skis were used in Southwest 
Montana before 1900, although 
the evidence is insufficient to 
establish any clear chronology or 
pattern of distribution. Specific 
cases involve miners, hunters, 
and trappers. Nelson interviewed 
Colin Christie of Butte whose own 
ski experience dates from 1903. 
Christie said very few of the 
old-time miners and loggers in 
the Butte area used snowshoes, 
since the ski was easier to make - 
hand carved out of a single piece 
of pine.
Nelson reports that the earliest 

purely recreational use of skis 
encountered in his study was by 
Christie, who at the age of 12 read 
a story in Youth’s Companion 
describing ski jumping and 
touring. Young Christie and 
another boy sent East for what 
were probably the first two pair 
of commercially-made skis to 
arrive in Butte. They were ten 
feet long, three and one-half 
inches wide and made of oak.

More skis were purchased and 
Christie was active in persuading 
others to try the sport. He loaned 
skis to novices and maintained 
something of a ski repair shop in 
his basement. Christie told Nel
son few people would spend the 
$16.00 required to buy the skis of 
the day.
Early skiers, without the aid of 

lifts or tows, used various waxes 
to condition the ski surface. 
Common ones were pine tar and 
bees wax for speed on the level or 
downhill terrain with charcoal 
added to this mixture for 
clim bing. Skiers also used a 
single pole which was straddled 
and "ridden”  for braking one 
steep downhill runs and helped 
with balance and turning while 
skiing.
Around 1912, a group of about 

ten “ hardy perennials”  formed 
the Rocky Mountain Ski Club. 
They built a cabin, a woodshed 
and a ski jump east of Butte past 
Columbia Gardens. To reach the 
cabin, skiers had to climb the 
2,500 vertical feet. World War I 
dispersed many of the club’s 
members and those who returned 
to Butte after the war had lost 
interest in skiing. From 1917 
through the early 1920’s skiing 
around Butte was at a low ebb.
The above in one minor chapter 

in Montana ski history. Each 
area of the state has its own. The 
Northern Ski Area Operators 
Association is trying to compile a 
com prehensive history of the 
sport in Montana. If you have 
data, inform ation, m em ories, 
photographs or any part of the 
other chapters, write Dorothy 
Barnett, Drawer R, Red Lodge, 
Montana 59868 and share it.

Cheating on college tests is:
A. Limited
B. Widely practiced
C. Looked down on
D. Glorified
E. All of the above
If you copied your neighbors 

answer to this question you are 
an average college student.
A marked increase in cheating 

has caused many college officials 
to take a new iook at the 
traditional honors system to test 
taking. In a poll of Kansas 
University students, 45 percent 
admitted to cheating while at K. 
U. 75 percent of these people said 
the reason they cheated was 
because of the institution’s stress 
on grades.
There are two common types of 

cheating and in their practice, 
cheaters polish their art to a point 
of finesse. The first type of 
cheating is cheat sheets, which 
consists of information written on 
small pieces of paper. These 
papers are then concealed in 
their hand, under the test, up 
their sleeve, taped onto a pencil, 
slid under a watchband, in socks 
tops, pants cuffs or any other 
secret easily accessible place. 
Cheat sheet information can also 
be written on hands, arms, desk 
tops, kleenex, shoe soles and 
matchbooks.
Copying is the second most 

common type of cheating. Ob
taining answers from someone 
else’s test requires a sly eye. The 
drawback in this type of cheating 
is that you aren’t assured of the 
right answer.

THE CYCLE 
Cowley County 

Community College, 
Arkansas City, Kansas

The spice basil got its name from the Greeks who called it 
basilikon, signifying royalty.

The greatest consumers o f refined sugar are the people of 
Iceland, with an average o f 5.29 ounces a day!


