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Th e M ess enger 

Last night as sad I chanced to stray 
Through forest dark and drear, 

I listened to the rippling lay 
Of tiny brooklets near. 

In Yain I sought to pierce the gloom 
By ta ll, dark, oa k trees spread; 

The darkness covered like the tomb, 
Save one dim light o'erhead. 

In such a place the thoughts best love 
To wander at their will, 

And o'er the paths of mem'ry rove, 
Bidding the tongue be st ill. 

I thought of many years long fled 
Since youth was mine to hold ; 

I thought of all the fri ends, long dead, 
Whose words were more than go ld . 

In spite of glorious victory 
That these dear ' fri ends had gained, 

thought of what they'd been to me, 
And still my heart was pained. 

By gentle breeze my face was fanned 
Lo, peace for me was won ; 

I felt the bounty of God's hand, 
And said, "Thy will be clo ne." 

D ella J olmson, '06. 





John Champe- Deserter 

I T was the 27th of September, 1780, a sultry summer day, whose 
only charm was the hope it gave of a refreshing shower. It was 
not, however, the weather that General Washington was so earn-

estly discussing with Major Lee that morning. 
"I have received another letter from Sir Henry Clinton this morn­

ing," he was saying, "again most urgently asking for Andre's release." 
"Would to God we could save Andre," Lee interrupted; "I believe 

with Colonel Tallmadge that he is innocent. It is that -· - traitor Ar­
nold!" 

"There is but one way of saving Andre,'' said Washington, "and 
that is the capture of the real culprit. I have a plan," and he briefly 
outlined it to Lee. "It is a delicate and dangerous project," he added. 
"Much depends upon our finding an agent fit for such hazardous work. 
Have you such a man in your corps?" 

"I have a number of brave men," said Lee, "but can think of only 
one whom I can recommend for such a duty as this. His name is John 
Champe-but there is one serious objection in the way-he must appear 
to desert, and I fear he has too high a sense of military honor for that." 

"Try him," said Washington ; "no time can be lost; he must proceed, 
if possible, to-night." 

" I can try-I may succeed," said Lee. 

* * * * * * * * * * * 
While Washington and Lee were thus planning, John Champe sat 

in his tent reading a letter that the post-rider had brought that morning: 
"NEw YoRK, 25th Sept., 1780. 

"My Dear, Dear Brother : 
"O John, I'm in such trouble! You are so brave and Strong you 

can help me-and you 11iust; But I must explaine for I Venture you are 
mighty Perplexed. There's so much to tell I scarce know where to begin. 
You have heard of Arnold's treasone-how I Hate that man !-and you 
have heard too of Maj. Andre's capture-I scarce know how to tell you. 
but I'm engaygecl to Major Andre. 'Tis a monstrous surprize to you, 
1 doubt not-I feared your displeasure, 'twould be a deal easier to tell 
you than to write, so I vvaited. I know you are vastly amazeecl and shocked 
and say my name should be a Reprooch to me-but don't, deare, I love 
our Country and our Indeependeance--but I love Maj. Andre too. I 
met him at Betty Robinson's, whose father, you know, is a Tory. The 
Royal Fusileers were quartered at his house. One night the Ofisers gave 
some plays; Betty was most determined that I should see them, saymg 
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that we could slip into a Darksome-like corner and never be seen. Father 
said I should go if I pleased, so we slipped in and Enjoyed it vastely, till 
one youncr Ofiser reade some Verces which he had made and which 
amuzed all vastely. But I was in a mighty rage for he made Most Mon­
strous fun of our Ofisers and Soldieres; when he called you 'That Yankee 
Rebel , Champe,' I stamped my foo t mighty sharply and said 'Twas a 
monstrous pity that Brave Soldieres should be ridiculed by a British 
clowne.' Betty said I behaved most shockingly-that the young Ofiser 
was Maj. Andre and discoursed much of his Varieed and Grasefull tal­
entes and his Engageing manners. I said I liked not such clownish man­
ners but when he apologizeed in such a courtly way-I began to like him 
Marvellously well-and-that is all except that I'm engayged to him. 
And, 0 John, don't let Gen. ·washington have him killed! He is not to 
biame, it is all Sir Henry Clinton and Benedict Arnold. He is as brave 
and good as Nathan Hale; You know what they did with him ; don't let 
Maj. Andre be killed. Try to save him, John, for my sake try, try. 

Your loving sister-
VrnGINIA CHAMPE." 

He had scarcely finished reading this letter when an orderly ap­
peared, telling him that Major Lee wished to see him. A more than 
usual gravity was the only visible sign of the letter's effect upon him, as 
he stood before Lee, and listened in silence to the plan to capture Arnold. 

"Champe, you' re the only man I can trust in this affair, will you 
do it?" 

"No sir, I cannot." 
"Why not?" 
"My military honor, sir"-
"Zounds ! hang it all man-will you let Andre go to the gallows­

and Arnold-to the Devil, I suppose-" 
"What has Arnold's capture to do with Andre's execution," quickly 

interrupted Champe. 
"Zounds! Everything," answered Lee. "If we can get Arnold 

General Washington is willing to release Andre." 
"I will go, sir,'' said Champe." 
Major Lee was too astonished at this sudden change of decision to 

utter his favorite "zounds." 
"I mean it, sir, I will go," repeated Champe. 
Lee immediately gave him the necessary instructions and some letters 

to be delivered to two persons in New York who were in Washington's 
confidence and who would help him. 

"That is as much as I can do,'' said Lee. "You will have to form 
your own plans and use your own judgment; and you must go to-night; 
no time can be lost, as Andre's execution is set for the 2nd of October." 

* * * * * * * * * * * 
The silent stars looked down that night upon the no less silent 

horseman as he hurried from the camp of the American army. "John 
Champe-deserter, John Champe--deserter ;" Betty's hoof beats seemed 
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to have set themselves to that tune. He dug his spurs into her sides, and 
she broke into a gallop, her hoofs now beating out the words, "Save him 
for my sake, John, try, try." He looked behind and his heart sank ; the 
shower threatened all clay had fallen at sunset washing away all previous 
hoof-marks, while those of Betty were plainly discernible in the wet earth. 
"John Charnpe, deserter," is leaving a plain track fo r his pursuers, Betty 
-but \Y e must win, fo r "Dare's sake," and he urged hi s horse on as fast 
as possible. 

By sunrise he had reached a low ridge a few miles from the village of 
Bergen ; looking back he saw the pursuing party but half a mile distant; 
there was a short cut th rough the Bergen wood; he knew he should find 
a British galley in the bay, but could he make it ? 

"Betty, do your best, we've got half a mile the start, and we can't 
fa il now." It would seem that the tired anim al understood him, fo r she 
broke into a swift gallcp and by the time those in pursuit had reached 
the top of the ridge, Charnpe had ga ined the edge of the wood. He 
locked back again : the pursuing party had divided; one division, taking 
the short cut, \ms rapidly gaining upon him ; he could see the ri ver now 
and the galley at anchor in the bay, but that rnarsh-couid Betty get 
over that? A shot \\·hizzed past him-they were gainin O" more rapidly­
"My God,-am I going to fail now," he 1nnted. Leaping from his horse. 
he drew his S\\"Ord and ran over the marsh. reached the ri ver, plunged 
in, shouting to the gall ey fo r help as he did so . The pursuing party 
reached the ri \'e r just in time to see him taken into a boat sent out by 
the vessel in the bay. 

* * * * * * * * * 
"Daughter ." said Mr. Champe, " I think I'll go up stairs now-I 

feel some\\"hat tired to-night. " 
"Shall I not read to you fir st, father, clear ?" asked Virginia . 
"If ' twould not be too tiresome for thee, child." 

" \ iVhat shall I read,'' she asked, as she brought out the old Bible 
and seated herself at her father's feet, resting the old book on his knee. 

"The fourteenth chapter of J ohn-'twill do us both a deal of good,'' 
said her father as he lovingly smoothed her hair. After she had finished 
reading they sat in silence for a few moments, then Virginia rose, lit a 
candle and brought it to her father. 

"Good night, my child, and remember, 'Let not thy heart be 
troubled, neither let it be afraid. ' " 

"I understand, father dear; good night." She smil ed bravely as 
she said it, but when the door had closed behind her father, the tears 
trickled down her cheeks despite her. "The 29th and he will be executed 
on the 2nd-O why doesn't John-" 

A low rap sounded at the door; she hastily dashed her tears away, 
stood irresolute a moment, then unlatched the door. 

"O John, John, I knew you' cl come," she cried as she threw herself 
16 



into her brother's arms. "Is he safe? Has General Washington re­
leased him? Have you-John! that's a British uniform!" 

"Yes, dear, I'm enlisted in Arnold's corps of loyalists and deserters." 
"I- I- I'm afraid I don't understand," said Virginia. 
He explained as briefly as he could General Washington's plan and 

his desertion. 
"But that uniform," she interrupted. 

"Yes, I'll explain that too," he answered. "When they took me 
aboard the galley, I told them I was a deserter, grown tired of the 
American service. I told Sir Henry Clinton the same story and he said 
1 should enlist in Arnold's corps which I did, being the best way of get­
ting communication ·with him. I have a plan for his capture that cannot 
fail, but one of the patriots who was to help me fell ill yesterday. I 
scarce know how to proceed now." 

"Tell me, what is your plan; what was this man to do ?" 

"You know where Arnold is living; there is a garden at the back 
of the house that extends. to the river. Every night before retiring he 
takes a few turns in the garden. T o-morrow night he gives a dinner 
to the officers of his corps-it will be late before he takes his usual 
walk. Clark and I will conceal ourselves in the hedge and seize him 
as he passes. Parsons was to have a boat at the foot of the garden 
and row us across to Hoboken where Lee will await us in the woods, 
with horses to convey us to camp. But Parsons is ill-I know of no one 
whom I can trust-" 

"I do, John, I do!" eagerly. 
"\Vho ?" 
"Myself." 
"You! Why little 'Dare,' you could not-" 
"Yes, yes I coLild. I can row, you know I can. 0 J ohn let me 

do it. You m ust save, John, Major Andre. Let me help you." 
"No, Dare,"-

But she interrupted him again-"I can and I will, its the only 
way. My dress-yes, yes, I know, but I'll attend to that; get me a 
military cloak; no one but you will ever know, and we 1wust save him. 
It's the only ·way." 

He knew it was "the only way" and reluctantly yielded. After care­
fully arranging their plan, John returned to the barracks of Arnold's 
corps. 

* * * * * * * * * * 
The following night a little row boat stole softly under the sheltering 

trees a short distance from the garden of "No. 3 Broadway;" two men 
ir. British uniforms stepped out, leaving a third, or rather a lad, muffled 
in a military cloak, to take charge of the boat. 

" Dare, my lad, keep your boat well under the trees till I whistle­
so-then row quickly to the foot of the garden. You know the British 
pass-word. should any one challenge you. Are you armed? Better 
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take this pistol," and stooping down to put the weapon in the lad's 
hands, he whispered, "You won't be afraid, Dare?" 

"No, dear," she answered as she slipped her hand into her brother's, 
giving- it a nervous little squeeze. 

"Don't fall asleep, my lad," said Champe, as he and Clark silently 
made their way to the hedge. 

Half an hour passed-an hour. "Dare" heard the watchman call 
the hour and his sing-song "All's well." "Yes, yes," she said to herself, 
nervously, "All's well, all's well." Another half hour, three quarters­
she looked toward H boken and wondered if Major Lee was also waiting. 
If he shou lcl fail to have the horses ! "All's well" again came to her 
ears as the watchman went on his rounds. 

Another half hour-Arnold's guests must be late in departing; if 
anything should happen! Surely John had not given the signal; surely 
,:;he could not have failed to hear it. 

"One o'clock and all's well." Of course it was, she knew it, why 
need that watchman call it out to her? What made the oars make that 
rattling sound? Her hands were trembling-yes-she knew now why the 
stars twinkled so-it was watching for these long weary ages; here she 
was trembling and she had watched but a century, or was it only a year? 
She v/as not sure but it was so long, so long! Ah-the signal at last­
no-only the \vhip-poor-will; why should they whip-poor-Will? 

"Two o'clock; all's well; all's well." 0 that stupid watchman. If 
he were only dumb! Why were these-Hark, what was that-a frog? 
vVhy did he mimic the watchman, "All is well, all is well." It must be 
the frog that sang to the lad who sat for ages waiting-waiting­
waiting. 

At last-0 thank God-a footstep. Yes it was John. She jumped 
from the boat and ran to him. "Diel I fail to hear the signal? Where­
where is he?" 

He did not answer, but took the "lad" in his arms and pressed her 
to him in silence; she could feel his strong body trembling as hers had 
done; she was calm now though. 

"John," she asked very slowly, "Diel-did we fail, dear?" 
"Dare-you-I-he has changed his quarters-Yes, darling, we 

have failed; don't look like that, Dare-" 
"Don't worry, dear, I'm strong. See how calm I am; so calm­

so ca-;" her head fell forward on her brother's breast; he lifted her in 
his arms and carried her to the boat, whispering brokenly-"Dare, my 
little one-I tried, I tried." And the stars still watched and twinkled 
as the boat shot out into the river, the oars moaning as they clipped in 
c.ncl out of the water-"Failecl-Failecl-Failed." R. A. R., '04. 
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••A p r i l Fi r s t' ' 

. "Goin' to foo l some one sure," said T om, April first, 
But after ' ti s did hope I don git de worst. " 

This ragged young urchin, toes through and no collar, 
Called, "cum alon' fellers, if I runs youse foller" 
Bright Tom saw a hydrant, and near it a sack 
For methods of prankish jokes he did not lack. 

Straightway a few sticks Bright Tom put inside 
Then over the hydrant both sticks and sack tied. 
With the aid of a hay rope he fa stened it tight. 
And knots, ends, and rope were kept safely from sight. 

H e tied up the top fas t by means of much st rin g, 
Like a huge sack it looked, as if Tom would fling 
It up on hi s back, and march a long gaily. 
"Now, fellers, look wise. Here comes Colonel Daly." 

In full dress regali a and very erect 
Along strode the Colonel with lady select. 
He beamed down upon her, and she up to him; 
Nicely doffing hi s cap to their fri ends so trim. 

But there stood our T ommy a tugging so ha rd 
At hi s old gunny sack. "Say come a long pard, 
Y ou'se a gentleman sure, come, give us a Ii ft." 
"Excuse me," said Daly, "hi s burden I'll shift ." 

"Corne be quick my fellow, I've no time to loose." 
He pulled at the sack, gave it kicks with his shoes. 
Then off came a clasp from his neatly gloved hand 
And the Colonel almost on his head did land. 

Up went a cheer from Tom's nobly tra ined crew 
In the head of the Colonel a tempest did brew 
"Say, it's April the first , and the next time, old pard, 
\.Yhen youse helpin' a feller, don't help him so hard." 

How many more "lifts" our young T orn got thi s day 
'vVe here will not tell of, this was best they say. 
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A VISIT T O TH E 

CHINESE MISSIO N 

I RANG the bell at the Chinese Mission on Sacramento Street, one 
morning a short time ago. Almost immediately I heard a key turn 
in the lock. Then the door swung open and Suey Leen appeared. 

"\Vho is Suey Leen?" you may ask. Suey Leen has an interesting 
history, although, perhaps, one could not read it in her impassive Oriental 
face. 

We have all read and heard more or less about Chinese slave-traffic. 
The Chinese girl grows up with the idea that she is the property of 
father or husband. Even when she is sought in honorable marriage, 
her father receives a large sum of money. Many beautiful young women 
and children have been sold in China and brought to this Country for 
immoral purposes. They are forced to lead lives of drudgery and de­
g radation. 

The Mission on Sacramento Street has been in existence for twenty­
five years and has given shelter to about one thousand slave girls. The 
present matron is Miss D. M. Cameron, a woman of charming personality 
and wonderful bravery. \Vhenever she hears of a child who is being held 
a8 a slave, accompanied by a policeman, she goes through the narrow 
alleys of Chinatown, whether it be clay or night, and she usually brings 
away the object of her search. 

Many of the slave girls do not wait to be rescued. They, themselves, 
try to escape from the life they hate. So it was with Suey Leen. She 
and another little girl, Dong Ho, were slaves of the same cruel mistress. 
Suey Leen had heard of the Mission, so she planned their escape. Dong 
Ho stole away first, and, after a whole day's search, found the Mission. 
Meanwhile, Suey Leen stayed behind, to face the storm that Dong Ho's 
flight had raised. But in a few clays later, she, too, found an opportunity 
to join her comrade. She made rapid progress in her studies, learning 
very soon to speak and write English. We were standing together in 
Miss Cameron's sitting room, looking at some papers and she began to 
read, clearly and intelligently. I asked how she liked to live at the Mis­
sion, and she answered, "Very much. We are all very fond of Miss Cam­
eron." 

We went down to the school-room where there were about two dozen 
girls. One was Japanese and she wore American clothes, but the others 
were in native costume, except that the little ones wore American shoes. 
Several girls at a time came to one side of the room, for their recitation 
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which consisted of reading and spelling. Most of them read exceedingly 
well, but, "Dear me!" I thought, "They haven't yet reached the height of 
civilization. They don't say 'fist'." 

I walked down by the desks of two of the little girls who seemed to 
be writing very busily on their slates, but as I bent over to see what they 
were doing, down went two heads on two pair of chubby hands, as the 
owners looked shyly at me out of the corners of their almond-shaped eyes. 

The most important personage in the room was the baby. She 
trotted around with the air of a Princess Royal. She ran against a cir­
cumstance, however, in the person of a pretty little Mongolian, who also 
had a will of her own. Each took hold of the coveted piece of paper, and 
each pulled and tugged with equal determination. "The baby will win," 
I thought, and, sure enough, the older one got up and marched disgustedly 
away, and the baby remained, perspiring but triumphant. 

I could hardly imagine, while looking at the score of happy-faced, 
intelligent girls in the room, that they had undergone the most horrible 
experiences. But it is true. A pitiful story is that of Ah Young, a girl 
in this school. She was a slave in the family of a rich merchant in 
Chinatown. She was so cruelly abused that the matter was at length 
reported to the Mission. 

This is an illustration of the treatment the average slave girl re­
ceives: Ah Young was sent out late -one night on an errand. She was a 
little late in returning, and when she came in, her infuriated mistress 
picked up a meat-knife and threw it at the child, striking her in the back 
of the head. When found by Miss Cameron, Ah Young, wrapped in a 
ragged, dirty garment, was curled up on a shelf. Her head was severely 
cut, and the hair matted with blood. Several horrible-looking scars were 
found on her body. When asked what had caused them, Ah Young said 
that when her work was fini shed, she was obliged to sew at night. If she 
went to sleep over the work, her affectionate mistress pricked her with 
a hot iron. 

\ i\Toon Ho's experience is no less interesting. She was found by 
Miss Cameron, in a gambling den. When discovered, this little girl, then 
only six years old, sat on a table, rolling cigarettes for the gamblers. The 
men were taken by surprise, and before they realized what was happening, 
the rescuers were gone. 

Perhaps some may remember of reading in the newspapers, a year 
or two ago, the story of Yuen Ho, a former inmate of the Mission. She 
was sold in San Francisco for $2,750. After enduring six months of 
painful drudgery, she made her escape, with the aid of a young Chinaman, 
Gim. who had learned where Yuen H o was kept, in Ma Fong Alley. She 
li ved at the Mission for a while and then she and Gim were married. But 
one clay they received warning from the society of highbinders, that if 
Yuen Ho's ransom was not paid, she and her husband would be killed. 
And so one clay when Gim \Vas coming through Chinatown, from his 
work, a highbincler shot him, but, luckily, the wound was not fatal, but as 
he is not even now, well enough to work, Yuen Ho provides for both. 
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\i\' hen I came up from the school room, Suey Leen again opened the 
cloor for me. " Good-bye," I said. "Good-bye," replied Suey Leen, and 
I again heard the sound of the key in the lock. 

I stood, for several minutes, thinking, and looking abstractedly at 
the car track on Sacramento Street, and it was some time before I realized 
that two cars couldn't possibly travel in opposite direction and on the 
ame track. Then, smiling idiotically, I turned toward Clay Street, but, 

alas! I took a Jackson Street car after all. 

BERTHA ROMAINE, ' 03 . 
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JINGLES 

The golden hours are flying past, 
My time is grow ing short,--

I think I 'd better write more fa st 
And get ~t least one thought. 

What word is there that I can find 
To make a perfect rhyme? 

The sense of it you mustn't mind, 
I have so littl e t ime. 

I'm not a genius, (need I say?) 
Nor even yet a poet; 

I cannot write a single lay,­
But I suppose you know it. 

Oh me! Oh my! What shall I do ! 
I 've not a decent line, 

The tim e draw s near-fifteen past two! 
My jingle 1s so fine! 

I wonder if we'll . have an ex 
Thi s peri od in Dutch,-

My teacher, I don't like to vex, 
But still I don't know much. 

\Vhat can these jingles do for us, 
Of a ll things 'neath the sun ; 

They only make a Jot of fu ss, 
And harass everyone. 

Oh good ! at last I 've filled the sheet, 
A nd now there goes the bell. 

My writing may not seem too neat.­
But then I have ( ?) done wel l. 

E dith L oewenthal, '04. 
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HOW A SENIOR DANCE 

WAS INTERRUPTED 

I T was time for luncheon at the Girls' High School. A bevy of 
charming intellectual seniors had just begun their midday repast, 
consisting of such varieties as "Chicky a la Polonaise," "Sliced 

Mosquito T ongues," "Lowney's a la Hills," and sometimes "Chocolatje 
\i\T afferies and Solomons." One girl who was generously inclined opened 
lier organ of benevolence, likewise her purse, to invest a whole nickel 
across the street in cinnamon bon bons. After that noble one had distrib­
uted the contents of the bag, save one lonel y little morsel, she gazes at it 
·with starved eyes, while a chorus of voices shouted, "Divy up, you stingy 
thing," and they got it aber nit. 

"Oh! that detestable cinnamon flavor . Girls its growing tam e. \Ne 
can go a cinnamon bear when he is in that state, but we can't bear cin­
namon candy any longer. Little Lesley suggested that we adjourn 
to the auditorium and aid to digest the delicacies in which we had just 
indulged by engaging in the mystic whirl of a waltz. 

On this particular day our orchestra, composed of a PIANO and 
a. BABY JUNIOR, was pouring forth that ever popular melody, "Three 
Blind Mice." The theme naturally pictured those cunning little 
"critters" to us, when President Ellen with her four eyes spied a real , 
live, sleek, fat, well-fed rat, with a real , live, sleek, fat, well-fed tail, 
scampering toward the orchestra. One half of that body, bereft of her 
senses, jumped into the other half and securely fastened the lid . Ellen, 
screaming with fright, flew clown the stairs to the janitress' room for 
salt to put on its tail. 

Meanwhile, brave Muz had given the order "To Arms," and the 
Girls' High School Cadets, composed of Captain Newman, Lieutenant 
Alderson, Corporal Hobro and P rivate Summerfield, answered the 
call. \Vith trembling knees and quivering lips those gallant cadets ad­
vanced toward the "enemy," who at this moment was inspecting Miss 
Sutherland's trilbys. These fo rces not proving sufficient, a call for vol­
unteers was issued and immediately Lanky Lange and Ditto Voorsanger 
shouldered their brooms, and accompanied by their faithfu l mascot, 
"Jerry," guarded the door to prevent an escape. Of course that pesky 
rat made a bee line for those volunteers, who were stationed one half 
on either side. That "Ray" of sunshine must have been the attraction. 
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Oh! mama! what a commotion ensued. That terror of all women 
gave one terrific switch of its tail and felled poor Private Summerfield 
to the floor. She landed square on the unfortunate animal. In this 
terrible mix-up the volunteers became twisted up and tied together in 
a double bow-knot. The private lay there as if stunned when Captain 
Newman and Lieutenant Alderson hurried to the rescue. A fter several 
fruitl ess attempts at raising her, they were on the point of despairing, 
when, fortunately, Prof. Z. fo ll owed closely by the F rench professor 
(They having heard uncommon sounds), came upon the scene. 

A fter a variation of acrobatic prel iminaries and ges ticulating re­
marks, such as "After you my dear Z," they decided to puJI her up 
together. 

At this moment Miss Groeschel came breathlessly hurrying in, 
crying " \Vhat it is? r:it ? Ain't that just g rand. Save it fo r my pom-
podour. " 

At last, poor T ess was on her feet again, but alas, where was 
the rat ? vVe will leave that probl em fo r the reader to solve. \t any 
rate, it is needless to say that Miss G"s pompodour is still fl at and so is 
this story, so E llen's salt may be used fo r this tale instead. 

EDNA FALK~ '03 . 



The Senior Play 

0 N Thursday evening. April the thirtieth, the Senior Class, '03, of 
the Girls' High School, presented "The Ladies of Cranford," a 
farce by Mary Bernard Horne, based upon Mrs. Gaskell's 

''Cranford." Miss Henrietta Stacltim:;11er vei;y kindly coached the girls 
ar:;.<l the success of the evening is, in a large measure, clue to her careful 
and untiring instruction. 

·The scene of the play is laid in Cranford, a quaint, old English 
town, and portrays many of the old-fashioned customs and prim man­
ners of the Cranford society, in main part composed of old maids . 

A clever little curtain raiser entitled "Good-Bye,' ' a comedy of to­
day, was very \Yell adapted to set off the quaint gowns and manners of 
the Cranford time. 

Between acts the school orchestra played many pretty and well­
chosen selections. 

C RTAI N RAISER-GOOD-BYE. 

Alice Langley, the hostess 
Fanny Motley, her vis itor 

THE PERSONS OF 'fl-IE PLAY. 

Miss Mathilda J enkyns . . . . . . . . . . . 
Miss Mary Smith . 
Miss Jessie Brown. 
Miss Pole .... 
Mrs. Forrester . . 
Miss Betty Barker . . . 
The Hon. Mrs. Jamieson 
Martha ... . 
Peggy . 
Mrs. Purkis 
Jennie . 
Susan . 

Ethel Woodward 
Ruby Reid 

Ellen S. Stadtmuller 
. Georgie Mel 

. . . Ida Remington 
Marie H elen O'Brien 
. . . Florence Lynch 

. . Nettie Duncan 

. Emma De Boom 
Carrie Sutherland 

Bertha Romaine 
Alma Tobin 

. Lucile Haber 
. Helen Baker 

Act I.-Miss Matty's Parlor. Afternoon Tea. 

Act. II.-"Mathilda J enkyns, licensed to sell tea. " 
Act. III.-Miss Barker's Parlor. A Carel Party. 

Thursday evening, April thirtieth, the night of the Senior Farce, 
v: ill certainly be remembered as one of the most enj oyable occasions of 
the year. 
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The Girls' High School Orchestra rendered the musical part of the 
program, and the members deserve much credit for their share in the 
evening's entertainment. The humorous curtain raiser, "Good-Bye," in 
vvhich Miss Ethel Vl oodward took the part of Alice Langley, the hostess, 
and Miss Ruby Reid that of Fanny Motley, her visitor, caused much 
merriment. 

Following came the farce itself, "The Ladies of Cranford," and 
was a dainty, sweet little play, laid in the year 1840. The quaint costumes 
were appropriate to the time and were certainly very pretty and effective. 

Altogether the evening was a great success and we hope and feel 
sure that a "Senior Farce" will be an annual event at the Girls' High 
School. 



Scene from Act II of the Farce 

Scene from the Curtain Raiser 





Hom e ward Bound 

Once upon a t ime, in a distant clime, 
A ship at anchor lay; 
With her cargo all stored, and her crew all aboard, 
She was ready to sail away. 

Then her master gave command, to his hardy little band, 
"Let the anchor now be weighed;" 
And no one shirked, but they sang as they worked, 
So gladly they obeyed. 

Now little we care, so the wind be fair, 
To hasten our homeward trip; 
Though it blow a very gale, we'll set every sail, 
And work every spar on the ship. 

There's a music in the gale; and the flapping of the sail 
Has a sweet melodious sound ; 
And the creaking of the spars, is a concert for the tars, 
Who know they're homeward bound. 

There's a homeward bound for London T own, 
There's a homeward bound for France; 
And a homeward bound for any old town 
Makes some hearts glad perchance. 

But our hearts are thrilled, and our eyes are filled, 
AnC: all our work is play, 
When we start for our state with the Golden Gate, 
And we're home.ward bound to-day. 

Then heave away and haul away, 
Let all work long and late; 
And soon we'll land on our native strand, 
At that glorious Golden Gate. 

L. Harrison, '06. 



A Glance at Journalism 

T o the young girl who has just graduated from the high school or 
the university, no career appears to offer so many attractions as 
that of literature, or of journalism, considered as a career in 

itself, or as a prelude to literature. 

Variety and unexpectedness found in no other profession, opportuni­
ties for fame and distinction, seem to be promised, and the enthusiastic 
young woman is ready to leap at the first invitation to enter the coveted 
field. Imagination quickly places her on the summit of George Eliot and 
Mrs. Browning. 

After spending many years in the close and arduous pursuit of 
journalism, during which she has achieved what is called success, has 
made a little money, and gained a g reat deal of experience, the girl who 
began with these very high ideals, may turn back the leaves of her life, 
and find that she has had many of the alluring moments which she antici­
pated. But in the daily toil, she will not find them. The up-hill path of 
journalism takes as much courage and breath as the acquisition of mathe­
matical knowledge or the study of law. 

It does in fact deal with life and character rather than with abstrac­
tions, but for this reason, journalism is the more difficult . A thorough 
understanding of character comes only after a life-time of experience, and 
the first steps toward understanding one's fe llow beings are sure to be 
profoundly discouraging. 

The ideals of moral beauty and truth with which the girl begins life, 
will be brutally shattered by contact with the corrupt politicians, self­
seeking public men, and shallow self-advertisers who form most of the 
material which the newspaper is forced to handle. She must learn to 
keep her own ideals pure, although every one of a hundred men who sur­
round her, reveals himself as fatally corrupt. She must not despair, and 
think because so many are actuated only by greed and passion, that human 
nature is capable of moral elevation only in the pages of fiction. 

The journalist comes in contact with three cl asses of people, chiefly: 
men and women who have distinguished themselves in some exceptional 
way, malefactors, and snobs. The fi rst it is a privilege and education to 
meet. They are people who have won their position in life, generals, 
prima-donnas, presidents, governors, authors, painters, financiers and or­
ganizers . They fo rm the real aristocracy of modern life, and the higher 
the posit ion they occupy, the more nearly true is it that they deserve what 
they have attained. 
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Malefactors are a particularly ugly class to deal with. It is the duty 
of the newspaper, in the interests of the community, to make their offenses 
public. But even a murderer is sensitive and hates to see himself publicly 
criticised, so he turns against the newspaper in rage, and is apt to seek re­
venge against both the editor and the reporter. 

By far the largest class of people who seek to appear in the news­
papers, or whose names fill up the columns in one way or another, are 
those who have done nothing great and nothing wicked, but whose aspira­
tions to fame, power or social prestige are tremendous. Some of these 
deserve recognition in proportion to their worth or the importance of their 
interests, but a great many are merely vain self-seekers, looking for adver­
tisement. The journalist comes to learn that vanity is the most persistent 
human failing, and the hardest to eradicate. To make allowance for this 
immense vanity and snobbishness, and still to retain one's belief in the ul­
timate beauty and loftiness of human nature, is the task that cqnfronts the 
journalist, and all her education, all her training and all her ideals are 
in vain if she does not accomplish it, for there is no happiness in cynicism, 
and success is not born of it either. 

The great moments of journalism are the rare ones, not the routine 
that makes up the profession. Even a writer so favored and honored as 
to be a war correspondent at the seat of an important conflict, or one who 
reports the proceedings of an important Congressional session or who 
criticises grand opera in its most nearly perfect form, reaches this dignity 
only after years of difficult ascent, and then holds it only at intervals. 
The repetitions of dry details, the routine of situations whose variance 
from each other is never so great as their similarity, is almost endless, 
and to draw from these, ever increasing stimulus, new thought and new 
hope, requires inexhaustible patience, courage and enthusiasm. 

The man or the woman, but particularly the woman, who would be 
a success in journalism must have a respect for truth, amounting to a 
passion. Everybody is more or less of a self-deceiver, preferring a pleas­
ant interpretation of circumstances and events to one that is strictly true. 
Women especially are born romancers, with a tendency to gild and color 
every fact of life. But the newspaper deals with hard reality; it is almost 
scientific in its adherence to the hard, unvarnished facts of life. There is 
no room for nonsense, no opportunity for rhapsody in the construction of 
the page of the daily newspaper. Truth sometimes hurts, so that the 
woman who is afraid to look the truth squarely and unflinchingly in the 
face, is the woman who will make a failure of journalism. 

The paramount reward of journalism is not money, for the salaries 
are very low in comparison with the brain and industry required; not 
fame, for the most brilliant journalist does work that perishes the day it 
is born; but an increase in the sum of conscious life. Perpetually to add 
to one's knowledge of the world and of human nature, to see history in 
the making, to discover the aims, ambitions and motives of those whose 
work and thought determine the character of an era, to be surprised, di-
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verted, interested and mentally enriched even with suffering as a price,­
these are the rewards of a journalistic career. One who has not this 
thirst for the kind of knowledge that cannot be found in books, but which 
is in the very heart of life itself, should never come within miles of a 
newspaper office; one who has this longing ·will count it and its gratifica­
tion the greatest possession in the wo!"ld. ELINOR CROUDACE. 

I 
( It} 

t 
Joh.es 

What was noted in the death of Seneca? He took a bath. 

Why has the Senior Farce not been postponed until the arrival of 
President Roosevelt. Because designs on his life are treasonable offenses. 

Miss \"!\T. (conducting a Latin recitation )-Miss Sw-' who was 
speaking in line-? 

Miss Sw- -tz-r ;-The watch dog, Ceribus, was barking. 

Miss N-com-n ( in history )-The soldiers threw up entrenchments 
and earthworks for ten clays. 

Mrs. P.-Miss Ray, give us the benefit of that remark. 
Miss Ray Vo- -san-er-1 was just saying they were a pretty sick 

crowd of men. 

Miss Kow- -sky (in history)-Lincoln had a face. 
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EDITORIAL COMMITTEE 

ANNA GRI NFILL BLAKE, Chairman LESLEY GUTMAN, Secretary 
EDITH ALDERSON 

THE JOURNAL STAFF 

GEORGIE MEL, Business Manager 
VIOLA P. KOWALSKY, Asst. Bushuss Jfanager 

RUBY R EID, Fictz"on 
B ERTHA ROMAINE, Essays 

l\I ARIE O'BRIE:N, Poetry 
H ELEN QUEEN, Class History 

ELLEN STADTMULLER, Wit and Hum or 
CARRIE SUTHERLAND, Exchange 

ETHEL WOODWARD, Art 

\1Vord comes to us from Tile Uni'iJcrsity Chronicle that the number 
of regular intrants is steadily increasing, fifteen schools sending ten or 
more recommended graduates . In the order of representation the two 
schools in close proximity to the University, the Oakland High and the 
Berkeley High, come fi rst, and the San Francisco Girls' High School 
stands third on the list, while our friend, the Lowell, is two numbers be­
h111 c1 . In spite of the fact th at the Girls' H igh School is accredited to 
ihe University of Californ ia, Stanford University, Chicago University. 
Vassar and \Vellesley, it has been stated by friends of the Lowell that 
that school has a higher standing than thi , and therefore we take 
pleasure in <]Ubting the preceding statement from Tile University 
Chronicle. 

The Chronicle adds: "The entering class of 1902 is not only the 
largest but also the best prepared that has ever entered the University 
of California." May the University be able to make the same boast of 
the Class of '03. 

A daily of April 16 prints the following startling and remarkable 
announcement: "The girls of the Berkeley High School issued 
their thirty-two page special edition of the Olla Podrida, earning 
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the distinction of being the first board of girl editors in the State to suc­
cessfully conduct both the editorial and managerial sides of a periodi­
cal." THE GIRLS' HIGH SCHOOL JO URNAL has been published since '95, 
being edited and managed entirely by girls and \Ve hope successfully. 
\Ve do not wish to deprive our friend s of the Berkeley High, of their 
well-earned laurels, but merely to correct a newspaper misprint. 

The officers and members of the Class of 1903 wish to publicly 
thank Mr. 0 . H. Boye for his courtesy in the matter of the Class pictures. 
\Vhen approached ]\/[ r. Boye expressed his willingness to assist us in a 
most substantial manner, volunteering the free use of his studio and 
personal services. The result has been more than sati factory; each 
photograph betrays the excellence and skill of the artist. We recommend 
a visit to Mr. Boye' studio; it will be well repaid . 

One of the most important essentials of a truly successful class and 
one which the girls of '03 have been sadly in need of is school spirit. 

The G. H . S. has often been spoken of as a school where social spirit 
is sadly lacking, but in the last few years, efforts have been made by the 
Senior classes to disprove this statement. The class of '02, especially, was 
very successful in their various enterprises, and although we have been 
compelled to struggle hard to keep up the record they left, we are very 
thankful to them for the g reat stride forward which they took. 

To truthfully be able to say :-"My happies t days were those I spent 
in school"-one must have been fo rtunate in being in a class where social 
spirit was strongly felt, and it is greatly to be feared that many of the 
girls of '03 will be unable to say this . 

The great lack in this class has been that of unity, the most important 
factor, also interest in the class affairs. Many explanations may be put 
forth in regard to this, but it is hard to decide where blame rests. 

H owever, Class of '04, beware! take the advice of older, s:i.dder, and 
possibly wiser g irls than yourselves, and guard against this. 

Nevertheless the class of '03 may have been judged too severely when 
the various obstacles which it has been forced to overcome are taken 
into consideration. Unity and interest might have been stronger, if the 
whole class had been allowed to act in unison on the matters of class im­
portance, but the fatal elio-ible list interposed and exempted a number of 
the girls. 

In conclusion we particularly wish to thank those girls, who although 
1~ot on the eligible list and thus debarred from staff positions, \\·orkecl 
as hard as many of the staff officers and contributed just as much to the 
success of the Journal. 
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A Leaf from 

A Little Boy's Diary 

Mar. 9. Have cleciclecl to keep a diary and write in it every clay. Had 
apple pie to clay for lunch but not much of enything else. Saw my sister 
Nell kiss her beau to-clay. Haven't anything more to say so guess I'll 
go to bed. 

Mar. IO. Had a fight with Tommie Bangs today he gave me a black 
eye but I licked him enyway. The black eye was sore so stayed home 
from school. Ma gave me some candy and tarts. 

Mar. l I. 

Mar. 12. 

Mar. 13 . 

Mar. 14. 

Mar. 16. 

Mar. 19. 

No news-Dakecl chicken and currant jelly for dinner. 

Apple fritters for dinner. 

Haven't et anything at hardly have been sick. 

Nell's beau brought her candy I had half the box. 

Had nothing good te eat. 

Hada lot of peanuts. 

Mar. 30. Whipped Tom Bangs again. 

April 9. Have dessided not to keep no diary. Its too much work. 
Had coconut cake for dinner. JEANNE1'TE BUTCHER, '06 . 



Snooky's Sonnet 

I 

T HE languid English class became all attention the moment Miss 
Thompson spoke of graduation. Marjorie Jones and Dorothy 
Morris discontinued a game of tit-tat-to, from which they had 

managed to extract some amusement,-strange how little it takes to 
amuse a High School girl at a quarter to three, and the rest of the girls 
ceased to stare vacantly ahead at the clock. Taking off her white apron, 
and carefully folding it, Miss Thompson continued, "There are one or 
two girls whose graduation actually depends on their standing in English. 
Systematic neglect is reaping the whirlwind of failure. I will give you a 
condition examination on the work, and, in addition to this, I am going 
to ask the whole class to write a sonnet. 

"Take some famous sonnet as a model,'' she advised, "study 
its structure and rhyme scheme; notice how the poet generalizes 
iu the first eight lines, and crystallizes in the last six-a syn­
thesis. Be sure to have a definite thought before you begin to write. 
That's the trouble with you girls,-all words, words, words, and very 
little sense. A good many of you are going to the University and you 
must be well prepared in composition. There's the bell,-clo the best you 
can, and the girls who know hovv insecure their standing is must put forth 
special effort. You may have several clays in which to prepare it,-a 
week at any rate. Good night." 

When "Bob" Willard and "Snooky" Sherman, her particular friend 
and "soror" (christened Elizabeth Henrietta, and called "Snooky" for 
"short") walked down-stairs with their books, they found Dorothy Mor­
ris sitting on the stone coping on the Geary-Street side, waiting for 
them. "Its absurd to ask anyone to express herself in thirteen lines,'' 
she complained. "Bob" smiled as the three started away. She was a 
thoughtful, rather delicate-looking girl. "Why,- does it have to be 
thirteen?" asked Snooky. "I thought they were just short spurts that 
filled up a page, when a story left off in the middle." "Oh, spare us, 
Snooky. After four months of sonnets she doesn't even know what they 
are yet,'' answered Dorothy. "That would be too easy. Heaven's only 
knows why they have to have thirteen lines; it seems very-hem." "Ar­
bitrary,'' murmured Bob. "Uh-huh, arbitrary; you might get through in 
twelve or perhaps you might have enough stuff to stick on a fourteenth, 
but you mustn't, you've got to let it go at thirteen, don't you?" She ap­
pealed to Bob who looked dreamily down the street. Bob was often 
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guilty of wnt111g verses for the Overland and even Munsey had ac­
cepted one of her efforts. "Oh, I shouldn't feel bound down to the un­
lucky number," she answered impartially. "I've seen lots of good son­
nets with fourteen lines, several of the best ones have been written 
that way." "\Veil, I want mine to be keen," Dorothy declared. "I'm not 
going to run any risks. It' all right, I suppose for Wordsworth to acid 
a postscript if he wants to, but its different with me. Have you thought 
cf anything yet? What on earth are you going to do, Snooky," she 
asked. "Your diploma almost depends on this English, doesn't i;:? ' 
"I'm afraid it does," the other answered lightly. Even now the rapidly 
approaching herald of failure at graduation did not seem to her particular­
ly imminent. She was not brilliant and he knew it, but she had always 
managed to "scrape through" somehow. A terrible month with a coach 
just at the last had always been sufficient to give her the mediocre credit 
essential to remaining in her class. Even these occasional renunciations 
of her easy-going, happy existence were exceedingly trying to her, but 
they were less unendurable on the whole than would have been Bob's or 
even Dora's method of "plugging" a little every day and taking their 
"ex's" as a matter of course. There were always so many other things 
to do that bore immediate result. Systematic application to one's books 
in fine weather was almost like laboring for the benefit of posterity, the 
end seemed so far distant. "I suppose I'll have to scribble something," 
she groaned, "It isn't the sort of thing one can get a coach for and I 
have about as much idea of poetry as a cow has of playing golf." "Listen 
girls, do you know, I think I 'll make mine about the death of Shelly," 
Dorothy cleclarecl with sudden ecstasy. "Read it in Syle, awfully drama­
tic thing, his death, and I can encl it up-where you crystallize the 
generalities, the way Miss Thompson told us to do, by comparing the 
B<ty of Spezzia (that's where he was drowned) to the- ah- the sea of 
li fe that cuts off so many promising buds. See what I mean, don't you? 
H nrrah ! Shelly is cleacl, oh winds and waves lie down-How's that for 
a starter?" "I think I'll write of the ocean, it always has a curious ef­
fect on me, I feel more about the Pacific than I do about most things" 
murmured Bob. 

II 

Snooky climbed the broad stairs slowly, and went into her room. She 
had sat in the billiard room after dinner as long as there had been any one 
tc sit with. It had been impossible to tear herself away from the 
pleasant dinner party with her father, mother, pretty young aunt, her 
beautiful sister, the five or six jolly fellows that her big brother had 
asked. First, the boys had all gone to the indefinite region "down town" 
and her sister had departed with her father and mother for the dance at 
the Presidio. Finally there was only Jack left and he had gone to his 
lessons. Elizabeth, ·when left alone, went to the front door, opened it 
and stood on the steps. A glorious night! Much too fine to be "stewed 
up" in the house, she thought. The odor of lilacs came to her from the 
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next yard and all the windows were lighted. "Hum,'' she grunted, 
"looks jolly at Lovell's, guess their having a function. There's T om 
Morris, I declare, wonder if Dot's there. Guess not, though-has to go 
to school to-morrow. Thank goodness its nearly over. " 

Her room seemed warm after th e delightful fresh air, and after turn­
ing on the electric light, she threw herself across the couch and leaned 
out of the window. There were several people in the Plaza opposite, 
some of whom E lizabeth felt sure she knew; one or two groups were wait­
i 11g on the corner fo r the Jackson Street car to take them to the beach. 
There was every where a seductive whispering sound of foo tsteps of 
people, not one of whom expected to write a sonnet before morning, 
E lizabeth reflected. She became absorbed in watching the cable cars 
swing past. T he occupation was scarcely exciting, but with the knowl­
edge that in the room behind her a hot drop light on her desk was await­
ir~g her with irritating patience, it assumed a factitious kind of import­
ance. She would wait for an open car, and then-to work! 

The open car came and went more swiftly than ·any she had ever be­
fo re waited fo r in San Francisco, she almost fell out of the window as it 
fiashed from view. Then with a yawn, she drew herself into the room 
and turned toward the desk. 

That long neglected piece of furniture \vas, she found, but ill 
tquipped fo r the pursuit of literature. There was in the bottom of the 
ink bottle, a thick, black paste and a collection of strange slimy substance, 
whose presence she was unable to account for. (It is hardly necessary 
to add that Elizabeth usually wrote her letters in the library or at school). 
In dredging for them and dissecting them on a bit of blotting paper un-
der the light half an hour passed in this employment. She broke the soli- • 
tary rusty pen she had discovered after a diligent search at the bottom of 
a drawer, containing useless fragments of objects whose entirety she 
could scarcely remember. Paper, she ·was fo r a long time unable to find · 
at all. She was under the impression that she owned two or three note-
books, but she had not seen them for weeks. For the moment she 
thought seriously of walking down stairs and <Yetting a pad from Jack, 
but appreciating with unusual perspicuity that the intention was the 
weakest excuse for further dawdling, she tore the fly leaf from Bryce's 
American Commonwealth and with an altogether uncomfortable sil-
ver pencil ( Christmas present) between her fingers, sat down to manu­
facture a sonnet. 

After violent mental effort for half an hour, she leaned despair­
ingly back in her chair. "What to do?" If she fai led in English, she 
·would be unable to pass a condition examination and it meant six months 
longer at High School and graduation with a class that the "High Sen­
iors" condescendingly looked down upon. Honolulu, Yokohama, Shang­
hai - - - her mind for the moment was filled with visions of alluring 
scenes that opened up delightfully before her. She leaned over her desk 
once more and painfully traced across the page: "The sun was setting in 
the orient sky," "Oh, bosh," "The moonlight drifted softly o'er the--" 
"Fiddlesticks." It was too idiotic. Exasperated by a mingled feeling of 
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defiance and defeat, she pushed away from the desk, grasped a big cloak 
and fl ung out of the room. Encountering Dobson, the pompous old butler 
in the hall below, she said: "Dobson, I'm going over to Mrs. Williard's 
for a few minutes." "Yes, Miss. Perhaps Marie had best go with you" 
answered the respectful old servant. "Entirely unnecessary. You need 
not call her. Its just around the corner, and I shall be gone only a short 
time," and she hurried out before the bewildered Dobson should have 
time to enter another remonstrance. Arrived at Willard's, the maid told 
her she would find "Miss Ruth" in her room. She knocked and going 
i11 found Bob with a writing pad in her hand, leaning back in a big arm 
chair. Snooky threw herself on the window seat. "I've been slaving all 
evening over my sonnet," she groaned. "How's it getting along?" Bob 
asked simply. "I've just finished mine," she said. "It isn't getting along 
at all," the other answered. "I'm no earthly good at that sort of thing." 
"Let's have a look at it" Bob urged. "I may be able to help you out in 
some way,--0r did you bring it over?" Snooky laughed scornfully. 
"There wasn't anything to bring," she said, "I simply can't write a son­
net; I suppose I might have, if I'd spent the last week in stalking some 
kind of idea, and dressing it up until its own mother wouldn't recognize 
it" she added honestly, "although I'm not sure; I can't think of anything 
T wouldn't rather say right out, the way I'm talking now." 

"Well, I wish I could help you," mused Bob. "Perhaps if I read you 
mine, it might suggest something," she ventured modestly. Snooky 
assented politely, but without enthusiasm, to the suggestion and listened 
to a so1met on the ocean in a high wind. It was vastly more intelligible 
to · her than any she had read. This fact and the manner in which Bob 
read it tended somewhat to soothe her ruffled temper. "I have another 
one here," Bob said, when she had finished reading; "it's about the 
President. I can't decide which to hand in. Which do you like best?" 
And she read a second sonnet. This one Snooky scarcely heard; she was 
pettishly wondering why Bob should have, with apparent facility, reeled 
off two of the ·wretched things, while she, Snooky, had been unable to 
grind out one. Then, as she sat staring at the ceiling, a reason in idiously 
suggested itself and she got up and crossed over to Bob. "I think I like 
the first one better," she said, for the sake of saying something. "Let's 
look at them." She took them to the light behind her and pretended to 
read. In reality she stared at the back of her friend's pretty hair and 
speculated on the best way to begin. "Yes, I think I like the first one 
best," she repeated, and as Bob made no reply, she asked indifferently, 
"B.obby, what are you going to do with the one you don't hand in?" She 
hoped the girl would see what she meant; there was something rather 
revolting in the possibility of having to ask for the verses outright, but 
Bobby, with maddening innocence, merely replied, "Oh, I don't know. 
nothing I suppose. I'll just keep it. I'm very doubtful about its not being 
better than the other. Everyone is thinking so much about McKinley 
now, especially in San Francisco. I know I felt almost the same as I 

did when Alec died. I've a drawer full of stuff I've scribbled since-Oh, 
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for the last two years." "I wish you'd give it to me," Snooky com­
pelled herself to say. "Why, of course you can have it," the other cle­
clarecl, pleased that her thought had been appreciated. Snooky wavered 
::.n instant between telling Bob and not telling her that she intended to 
band in the sonnet as her own. It came hard to tell her, but to leave in 
s;lence-she understood all at once what people meant when they asserted 
that the thought of having to do certain things nauseated them. " If you 
give it to me, I'll let Miss Thompson think I wrote it myself, " she at last 
sa id boldly. It's a question of doing that or losing my diploma. Bob 
got up and looked at Snooky as if to make sure she was in earnest . Then 
she strolled silently up and down the room with her hands behind her 
until her wanderings brought her face to face with her friend. " It's com­
paratively easy to get back a diploma," she said slowly. 

III. 

T o Dorothy, the week alloted fo r the writing of the sonnets had 
not been a period of unmixed delight. Her classmates would gravely 
accost her in the Auditorium, draw her aside and with a kindly arm 
around her shoulders, say hesitatingly, "I'm aw fully sorry. g irlie, I hate 
to have to tell anyone bad news, but did you know that Shelley was 
dead?" For five clays her mail was numerous. Resolutions of sympathy 
and notes of condolence. But she wrote her sonnet, notwithstanding the 
discouragement she hourly suffered, and was inordinately pleased with 
ic. She confessed to Snooky as they walked upstairs from P hysics to 
their last English lesson that, considering her inexperience in such mat­
ters, it was a very remarkable bit of versification. "Miss Thompson will 
probably read it to the class," she declared. "You don't think she'll read 
any of them aloud, do you?" Snooky asked. She stopped abruptly in the 
11 all and looked furtively at Dorothy, who laughed a complacent laugh. 
''Well , I don't think she wi ll read many of them," Dorothy answered. 
" Hurry up, girls, don't stop to talk in the halls; walk right along Miss 
Sherman." "But, of course, she'll read the good ones." 

The possibility of having the sonnet she had handed in read in class 
had not until then occurred to Snooky. She knew, of course, that Miss 
'fhompson frequently had compositions read in class, but her-Snooky's 
-compositions had never been so honored and as she rarely listened to 
them, it had not made much impression on her. To-clay. however, it 
worried her. Bob's works she knew had always found favor in Miss 
Thompson's eyes. ·what if she should ?-the repul sion she had ex­
perienced in asking for the poem and in afterward copying it and signing 
her name to it was nothing in comparison to the thought of it-and it 
was a feeling, moreover, with which the fear of detection had nothing 
to do. There was no clanger of being found out ; it was not as if she 
had taken a sonnet, however obscure, from some book. No one but Bob 
knew who had written it, and Bob-Snooky's emotions were a mixture 
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of disgust at having handed in another girl 's work, and satisfaction that 
the other girl was the quiet, kind-hearted Bob. 

Snooky had never, during the four years he had spent at High 
School, listened so attentively as she did that afternoon. \t first with a 
nervous eagerness to "get it over with ," but as the end of the period 
drew nearer, she watched the clock with painful intensity. If Miss 
Thompson would only talk for eight more minutes there would be no 
time for the reading and comment. Miss Thompson here broke off in 
the middle of her sentence and said : "- - but I suppose you girls are 
all anxious to get back to your sonnets. I'll read one or two, the worst 
and best examples for you to criticize. She went on to say that many 
were not sonnets at all; a very fevv were good sonnets, the rest of them 
were just-"sonnets." One or two girls in the class, especially one whose 
work had been very ordinary, had clone well, surprisingly \Yell. Snooky 
sat very still, staring straight in front. She could feel a slow hot red sen­
sation creeping to the very roots of her hair. She did not listen to the first 
two Miss Thompson read, but was merely con cious that the class shouted 
~,t each of them. One of them on the death of Shelly was received by the 
class with the greatest merriment. It may have been partly owing to the 
simple way in which Miss Thompson read the next one, and partly that 
its subject had aroused first their interest by his presence in their city 
and second their emotions, but at any rate "The Death of President Mc­
Kinley" was listened to in a silence that lasted a minute after Miss 
Thompson's voice died a·way, and then-with a burst of pontaneous ap ­
pl ause, the girls called "Fine, fine; ,,·ho wrote it? Read it again." Miss 
Thompson vigorously thumped the bell fo r silence. Snooky had lo t con­
trol of her lips for a moment and when she opened her eyes she saw the 
room as through glass upon which the rain had blown. Miss Thompson 
was holding the sheet of paper as though she meant to continue her criti­
cism, but when the roon1 was once more silent, merely said: "Well, girls, 
any comments I intended to make have been expressed. Miss Sherman 
\note the sonnet. Just then the bell rang and the girls' voices rose in a 
perfect babel-what, Snooky Sherman? Nonsense, there must be some 
mistake." "Of course, Snooky wrote it. " "But, Oh, my, who'd a thought 
i''·" At the opposite end of the room Snooky escaped as quickly as possible 
before the girls had a chance to surround her, to question, congratulate, 
wonder and "guy." Fortunately they were nearly all at the desk getting 
their corrected poems. She seized her hat and jacket and sped down the 
stairs, two at a time, her only object to get out of the building as quickly 
as possible. There was a brisk wind blowing that almost carried her off 
her feet as she hurried along the pavement, but she welcomed it and 
braced her shoulders to resist each quick, powerful gust. She stood on 
the corner a moment, undecided whether to go home or not. She felt 
that she could not face any one just yet-it had been worse, much worse 
than she had imagined it could be. Asking Bob for the sonnet in the 
first place had been bad enough, but that somehow was her own private 
affair-had counted the cost and found herself willing to pay it. But the 
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scene in the class room and the torturing embarrassment were different; 
she had not counted on that at all. 

1:\ot noticing i-n what direction her meditation had taken her, Snooky 
found herself at the corner of Buchanan and Geary. She resolved to 
keep on clown and walk out the avenue to the fort at the foot. She liked 
the feeling of the "·incl against her hot cheeks, and tramped sturdily up 
the hill. By the time she reached the fort she thought she had called up 
every aspect of the case and gradually persuaded herself into believing 
that, as there was no possibility of her being found out, she could meet 
the girl s indifferently and bear their congratulations calmly. Arrived 
<Jt the wharf, she purposely ignored the big \\·bite sign "Keep off this 
wharf," with its exceedingly personal ending, "This means you. " Not 
~ soul in sight-Snooky gathered up a few pebbles and sitting clown on 
a wooden bench she slowly threw them into the water. 

The sun gradually set in the Golden Gate and Snooky watched it 
aimlessly. The June clays were long and she did not realize that it was 
getting very late, because the daylight was still fairly bright. t la t, 
she slipped from the bench on her knees and resting her head on her arms 
broke into dry, tearless sobs. A warning whistle broke the stillness and 
she sprung up in alarm to find the lights of a launch swiftly approaching 
the land with a self-conscious, important little buffs and filled with jackies 
and officers; whom she could barely distinguish in the gathering gloom. 
Heavens, suppose there should be any one she knew at thi s hour, besides 
she was alone and her father and mother could not have the faintest 
·idea where she was, but "everything wa all right, everything was all 
right, all right, " she repeated, hurriedly, as she fl.eel like a frightened rabbit 
up the road. She hurried clown Van ess A venue, almost running in her 
eagerness to cover the fifteen or twenty blocks between the fort and her 
destination. She stopped only once at a street lamp to look at her watch 
and, with anxiety at the lateness of the hour, seven o'clock, she hurried in­
to a drug store and telephoned home. She asked for her brother Tom, her 
staunch ally and confidant. "Hello, T om ?" "Yes, hello. " " Is mother 
having a duck fit ? Oh, that' s fine, but listen, clear, I'm not at Dora's at all. 
\i\T ell, wait a minute and I'll tell you. Yes, I'm perfectly safe, please don't 
call out the entire police fo rce. Yes, all right, at the present moment I'm 
in a drug store on the avenue. Oh, of course, yes I'll be home in less than 
half an hour. Yes, please wait for me because I've something to tell 
you-Oh, you're a dear, awfully good of you to break your engagement. 
Yes, are mother and Marion going out? Oh, you don't say-,,·ell I'll 
hurry up---Yes, I know, listen, I'm going down to Miss Thompson's­
\i\Thy no, of course not-Very well I'll remember-Oh, dearest, I'm so 
happy-all right-Oh, say Torn, Tom-yes hello !-when I come I'll ring 
two bells and you'll let me in won't you and we'll have one of our old jolly 
evenings together, just you and I. I don't want Dobson or anyone to 
see me at this unseemly hour.-Thank you, awfully sweet of you to say 
so; good bye, brother mine." And Snooky hurried out of the drug store 
and almost ran the remaining three blocks and up the steps of Miss 
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Thompson's fl at. She rang the bell nervously and when it was opened, 
sprang quickly up the stairs and right past the little J apanese maid into 
the study. . 

Miss Thompson looked up in surprise, laid clow n the book she was 
reading and arose. The look of surpri se deepened when she saw Snooky. 
" \Vhy, E lizabeth , are you alone? Sit down child, I 'm very g lad to see 
you. I hadn't t ime yesterday to say all I wanted to about your poem- ." 
Snooky went up to the table and let her fi ngers rest on the edge of it. 
She had not considred just how she \\·otil d begin, but now that she \\"as 
there it seemed easy enough- -." "I've come to tell you that I did not 
write it,' " she said as her eyes met Miss Thompson's. 

P upil (speaking of Charl emagne)-"He wa a patron of art and 
1 iterature." 

After adding to the recitation-"H e was a patron of art and liter­
ature. " 

Mrs. M.-"Well you said that before.'' 
Pupil-" To, T said 'pa tr~n. · ,. 
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H E LEN D UNCAN QUEEN 

GRACE A DELAIDE WEBSTER 

MABEL W EBSTER 
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The Vienna Letter 

RECENTLY a letter was received through the Austrian Consul­
General at San Francisco from the Public Girls' Grammar 
School of Vienna to the girls studying German in this city. The 

c.. riginal letter was written in German, but has been translated as follows: 
Dear Friends: 

We, the undersigned, are pupils of the Second A Class of the Public 
Girls' Grammar School No. 4 Gumpendorfer Street, sixth ward in Vien­
na, and are about fourteen years of age. Besides many other things, the 
task has now been placed upon our class of learning to write letters. 

Our circle of acquaintances is still very small, and hence we can com­
municate with our friends, for the most part, personally, so writing letters 
has no particular charm in this connection. 

From books we learn that now-a-days the world is open to all people, 
and besides, we carry it about in our school atlas, hence the world is not 
entirely foreign to us. Therefore, we try in this way to place ourselves 
in communication with it. 

It will surely interest you, in your far-away country to know all that 
a Vienna girl is expected to learn and do. At eight o'clock sharp in the 
morning, she has to be in school. Now we have winter and the shortest 
days, and that is not quite so easy to do, for bed has the greatest attraction 
for us in the morning. 

In school, we have to bother ourselves with quite a range of studies, 
which have to find a place in our heads. We study religion, the German 
language, geography, history, natur'al history, arithmetic, geometry, free 
hand drawing, penmanship, singing, needlework of all kinds, gymnastics 
and French; added to these, many duties at home. Vve have to help in the 
house-hold too, and frequently in the kitchen. Many of us learn to play 
on the piano or some other instrument, and some of us carry one or two 
ether foreign languages which likewise require much attention. 

It would interest us very much to know whether the girls in Califor­
nia have to learn as much too, and whether they are likewise tormented 
with geometry and physics, ·with extracting square roots and drawing 
maps, with fancy writing, printing and the riddles of modern ortho­
graphy. 

You can imagine, dear friends, that we have no time left for pleasure, 
and still we are now having carnival, which is the season when the most 
balls and dances are held in our country. 

Our native city, Vienna, has, at present, 1,670,000 inhabitants and is 
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divided into twenty districts. Vienna is a German city, yet all nations of 
the earth are represented here, and there are many of your own country­
men, some of whom we shall ask to translate your letters to us. 

The most beautiful building of Vienna, and also time honored over 
all others is St. Stephen's Cathedral, with a steeple 138 meters high. In 
addition, the imperial castle, the University, the House of Parliament, 
and the City Hall, are to be found in the first district, the city proper and 
the oldest part of Vienna, which is enclosed by the beautiful "Ring­
strasze." 

Our ruler's name is Franz Josef I. He was born Aug. 18, 1830 and 
has reigned since the year 1848, fifty-five years. This is the longest reign, 
which any German ruler has enjoyed up to the present time. 

We send to you, a two-farthing piece, a ten-farthing piece, a silver 
crown, and a twenty-crown gold piece, (the last one only imprinted on 
paper). 

We close our letter, with which we send a thousand Vienna kisses 
and greetings, (hoping that it will not be too heavy on this account, so 
that additional postage will have to be paid on receipt of it), and wish it 
"God-speed" to the distant country, and a friendly reception. 

Asking for your speedy reply, we are, 

Your Vienna Friends, 

(Following are the names of 42 girls.) 
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An Ode to an Ex 

Write it down ca refully, 

Scan it with a care, 

Do not gaze prayerfu lly 

Into the air. 

Do not look askingly 

At your girl fri end, 

A nd turn around maskingly, 

Ju st to pretend. 

Thi nk clear and exactly, 

E rect in your seat, 

A nswer compact ly, 

"Don't round the bush beat." 

O f cou rse, if neglectfully, 

Studies you've treated, 

You' ll find intellectua lly, 

Yourself you have cheated . 

5 ~ 

H. M., '06. 





A Practical Lesson (Joke) 

Place: Room 22, G. H. S. 

Time: Mar. 30th, 1903. 

(Enter two girls in a great hurry, flying to the dressing room.) 

Miss M - z - y-Didn't we slide by her fine and dandy and it's 8 :35 
now. We're five minutes late. 

Miss N - w - - n-You mean you are. It's a wonder you wouldn't 
learn to stop teasing poor Janie when Mrs. P. goes out of the room for 
you always have to pay for it. That back curl of hers is curly enough. 
I wasn't in your scrape this time and it doesn't make any difference to 
me whether I got here at 8 :30 or not. 

Miss M - z - y-Well, I was, honey, and I reckon it's about the 
same thing. 

(Exit girls from dress1:ng room to class room.) 
Miss Gr - e - - hl-Look at that poor janitress ! She can't light the 

fire and this room is full of smoke. 
Ain't that just grand? 

(Enter Mrs. P - - g.) 

Mrs. P - -g-Goodness gracious, what's the matter with the stove? 
Miss G, run right down to Mr. B and tell him our fire won' t start. 

(Exit Gr - e - - hl's Special Delivery.) 
(Enter Miss G - t - an, in stunning new ·waist.) 

J anitress-Mrs. P., this stove is filled up with old lunches which 
the girls have thrown away and I can't light the fire. 

Mrs. P. (enraged)-Very well, Miss 0. C., I shall settle this mat­
ter. (Exit janitress.) Who would have thought that senior girls would 
do this? No wonder I've been sick for two clays! Think of the im­
pure air we're breathing. It's disgraceful! Positively disgraceful. Now, 
will the young ladies, who have ever thrown anything into this stove, 
please stand? (Eight girls slowly arise to the occasion.) I'll teach these 
girls a lesson. It'll be better than a scolding. Now, all of you pass down 
stairs and bring up dust-pans and brushes and you'll clean every bit of 
that debris out. 

(Exit single file of eight.) 
(Enter Miss Gr - - hl, pu.ffi.ng.) 
Miss G.-I can't find Mr. B., Mrs. P - - g. 
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Miss L - n - ge-Did you see L - s - - y's face when she had to trot 
down for a dust pan? She's crazy. Don't blame her in that "keen" 
!l double e n new waist. 

Mrs. P. (smiling contentedly)-It'll be no extra work for them. 
They'll only undo what they've already done. Isn't that fair, girls? 
Why, just think, a hot spell might have come, this debris would have 
become putrid and we'd all have been ill. 

(Enter single file 'With one dust pan.)-Now, go right to work, girls. 
Each one take a turn and undo your work and I want it done gracefully 
and graciously. I do not like the manner of one of the young ladies. 

(Miss F - lk, with energ'y nearly knocks down the stove pipe in her 
eagerness (?) to help.) 

Mrs. P - -g-0, Miss F., be careful, dear-don't do too much. Let 
the others help. 

Miss K - r - - n, giggling-Who said L - s - - y was po ing as the 
foreman? 

Mrs. P - -g-Roll up your sleeves, girls. Now, Miss G- t - an, 
take your turn. Pick up the shovel and the poker and take a little out. 
Knowing how to do one's share in this world gracefully and graciously 
is more than book lmowledge. Just like an aunt of yours I once had. 
That same characteristic. I can see her right before me now. Take a 
little more out, Miss G. 

Miss N - vv - - n-Get a microscope to see the piece of orange peel 
L fished out. She's good at holding the shovel and waste basket, but 
Julia and some others are a little more lively. 

Mrs. P - - g (sarcastically )-Has any one a camera? Some people 
are too aristocratic. 

Miss L - n - e-Isn't L. killing? Well, I don't blame her much. 
She really never threw any lunch in there, only some papers. I don't 
think her aristocratic either, for didn't she scrub that floor in Mrs. P's 
study when we gave that luncheon? It was filthy and she worked like 
a trooper. But she ought to change that expression. 

Miss Q - e - - n-The janitress must have had an awful time trying 
to light that fire this morning. 

Miss Gr - e - - h - I-Well, together with the lunch, things were 
pretty clamp inside. Last Friday Miss ? put her lunch in there and then 
lighted a match to burn it up. Found to her dismay the fire was all pre­
pared with wood and coal and it began to burn. Quick the alarm was 
rung in! She ran for the watering pot, depositing its contents mostly on 
the stove and herself. Isn't this killing though and L's countenance 
(peals of laughter). 

Mrs. P - - g-I must leave the room for a minute. Finish that 
work, girls. 

(Exit Mrs. P.) 

( C horns froni orchestra )-Get busy-If mother could only see 
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them now-Nothing like going at things gracefully and prettily- -0, 
look! Julia has a germ of typhoid on the shovel.-I'd like to see L's 
aunt. Bet she was a cracker-jack.~ \ i\T oncler if her scrape had anything 
to do with a stove. 

(Enter Herr Z. with a map, smiling knowingly.) 
Herr Z.-Morninck ! 

Miss F - lk-Morninck ! 
' Herr Z.-Put in or take out? 

Miss F - lk-Well, you don't see any of us putting more in, do you? 
Bank's closed. The map goes here. Look out for that germ in the bas­
ket, L. 

Herr Z.-How many of you had to clean out the stove? 
Miss F - 1 k ( counting)-Eins, zivei, clree, vier, finef . 

Herr Z. ( laughing at Miss F's German)-That's enough. Well, 
young lad ies. I must leave you and correct my papers. Morninck ! 

Chorus-Morninck ! 
(Enter Mrs . P--g, exit Herr Z.) 
Mrs. P - - g-Finished? That's good. Have just discovered that 

uther rooms have stoves in like conditions. One teacher had to tie hers. 
Nice doings in a high chool, isn' t it? 

Miss ? (whispering to her neighbor)-1 never threw mine in the 
stove. It was less trouble to put it in the waste basket. . 

Mrs. P. (net hearing this)-1 certainly hope that no girl has ever 
so far forgotten herself as to make m31 waste basket her lunch receiver. 
No, that name is too aristocratic, I mean her ash barrel. 

(Every one looks shocked. L esson begins. Curtain falls.) 
M. I. M., '03. 
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Who Says? 

You haven't the correct verb. 

Miss X, what means policitationibusque. 
Sieves ! sieves ! ! sieves!!! 
Mary's little lamb! 

You must be on the lookout for these things, bright, bitsiness-lihc 
girls, girls who are representatives of the best fami lies in the city, should 
be wide awalle and on the alert. 

Good morneen. 
And it says-- And it says-- And it says. 

Sometimes a blind chicken finds also. 

Well, it seenzs that---

If you think you can prove that bring it to me at some other time. 
Chicken paddies. 
Girls, do wake up. I wish you'd volunteer!! 

Here are my leeches. 

Hens Bones, Miss Alderson? 
Full oft they laughed with counterfeited glee, at all his jokes, etc. 
Talkee, talkee, talkee ! ! ! 
Roonesance and Gwiese. 
·where a-re you? 

I accept the invitation? 

To whom am I indebted? 

What, what shall I say!!!! 
Through the cour-r-rtesy of Miss--? 
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'Recent Publications 

0 NE of the best books of the season is "The Sound of the Bells" by 
our famous California authoress known by the name of Ethel 
Ferguson. Famous though this authoress has become through 

her former works namely her "Treatise on the Binomial Theorem," "Dis­
course on Hexaineter" and a book which is the result of her deep scien­
tific research; she has far excelled all expectations raised by her former 
works, in her latest and best novel. \Ve follow the heroine from her early 
rising at six A. M. till her hurried appearance in chool at three minutes 
past nine. For sale at all book stores. Price $s.oo. ( ?) 

A book which will have a wide sale in scientific circles this year is 
''Questioning as an Art" by the talented Oregon authoress Margaret 
Stewart. In this work Miss Stewart sets forth at length just how to put 
questions so as to keep up the argument between the questioner and the 
person asked, as long as possible. In the preface, the author informs us 
that she acquired this power of questioning in her high school days. Her 
power was particularly developed, she says, in the mathematics classes 
where, she says, she became able to use up almost the entire period in argu­
ments with her teacher. 

A book that has recently made quite a stir, is an adventure story of 
considerable length, entitled "Fifty Against One." It is handsomely 
bound and contains many illustrations besides the best of prints. It de­
tails the adventures of a photographer in his quest for photographs of dif­
ferent types of beauty and records the manner in which he procured these, 
defending himself solely with his camera against the onslaught of a whole 
Senior Class. Copies may be had at the High School. 

"The Course of the Scholar Ship" is the title of one of the most thril­
ling pirate stories ever written. It is full of hairbreadth escapes and lucky . . 
capture. It narrates havv the two authors, Jessie Summerfield and Julia 
McCarthy, obtained the ransom money from a desperate class of people. 
This fascinating tale was first published as a serial in monthly install­
ments at ten cents per copy, but now it is published in book form, for sale 
at all dealers. Price $r .oo. 

Another book which has attracted the attention of all readers and 
lovers of topography is a book by that marvelous young lady of the 
telescopic eyes, Maria Elvira Alberti. We get many bright glimpses of 
the wonderful knowledge of the fair writer, who in one volume sets 
forth for the edification of the scientific world that from the water 
parting of the Mississippi can be seen the broad stretches of the blue 
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Pacific and the majestic sails on the calm Mississippi. By profoµnd 
reasoning she has come to the conclusion that if the Rappahanock flows 
into the Rapidan, surely the Rapidan empties into the Rappahanock. 
This book will by its great surprises attract much attention and as it 
is given to all donators of $2.25 it is sure of a splendid sale. 

We are indebted to Mildred Jones for elucidating Virgil's great 
epic poem in her latest work, "The True Story of ,£neas," in seven 
volumes. In this she has shown deep original research among manu­
scripts anc! other sources that Virgil himself could not have dreamed 
of consulting. Battle and carnage are described with horrible vividness. 
VI/ arriors fall, and the gods themselves take a hand in the combat. 
Echoes of the past awake. Long-hidden and startling facts are brought 
1.o light by this talented authoress, and ·we feel certain that future readers 
of the ,£neid will find this book an inclispensible commentary. Limited 
editions only. Price $zo. IO. 

A treatise on algebra has been brought to our notice. The book 
contains many of the so-called "speckled hens" and "black horses" 
problems. In his preface the author states "that life is too short" to 
prove these problems. \Ve prophesy that students of this book in after 
years, will hear the familiar phrases, "Just because you say so," "Hurry, 
give the reason" and "I grant that it may be right, but I don't see hO\v 
it applies in this case," which were so often on the lips of the author. 
Approved by all teachers of algebra. Price $5. 

A book which has already had a large sale is "On the Farm," by 
Lois Harvey and Irene Mervy. It is a dialect story and much as we 
usually disapprove of this kind of work we must admit that these 
authors are natural to life. The hen and rooster dialects are particularly 
good. One can imagine oneself in the poultry ya rcl so cleverly is this 
book written. For sale everywhere. Price $r.50. 

One of the most characteristic books that has come to our notice 
has been "A Forced Recognition," by an unknown authoress who has 
also written "The Way to Manage." vVe feel sure that in this inter­
esting tale the writer has given us glimpses of her real nature. It is 
not an emotional or melodramatic book, as the title would suggest, but 
purely a character study of a heroine with a peculiar personality. The 
girl has great executive ability, an aptness for talking and immense 
capacity for working, both herself and others. Her mother is very 
anxious that she should have the proper recognition and tries to force 
the hand of those with whom she comes in contact and the girl, though 
willing to take advantage of this, does not like to bear the reproach of 
pushing. The incidents, a trifle forced perhaps, but very clever 1n 
bringing out her real character, show her up to each other person m 
her true life. The book is well worth reading. 

A book of very different character from the above is one entitled 
''Scrapes," by Miss Barkley, the author of "Teachers I Have Fought" 
and "Three Times and Out." Miss Barkley portrays with great clear-

61 



ness thrilling adventures and makes us feel that we are really living in 
the atmosphere of battle and clanger which is actually presented to her. 
Through all we feel her sturdiness and bravery which makes her face 
any clanger with apparent recklessness. 

"To Refuse," a brief and snappy col lection of short stories, has 
just come to hand from the pen of the well-known English authority, 
Miss May Cashman. These stories are laid in different scenes and 
amid widely diverging interests, but each points to the moral that much 
trouble, labor and agitation may be spared by a well considered and 
firmly adhered to negative. The idea is well grounded and well carried 
out. Price $I.25. 

A Rare E x perience 

A de lib subjunctive would be quite the pattin 

To find out what down in room ( ?) did happen. 

We never can know all the outs and the ins, 

But ' tis a great pleasure to know these few things; 

We know that one day, in the coldest of weather, 

When Lionie McC. and G. M. were together, 

She thought of her chillblains, strange to relate 

And asked the Professor what she ought to take. 

He, a kind-hearted man, as we well can prove, 

Thought he must see them 'fore making a move;­

And lo! when he saw them, he thought them a picture 

And quickly prescribe the cool hypo mixture. 

He rushed for the basin then lighted the gas, 

Went out of the room, and left the poor lass. 

Yet, when it was over, her joy was a picture-

The chillblains were gone, the "hypo" had fixed her. 



H istorical Facts 

At first the Holenzollerns were a small family on the coast of Switz-
erland. 

\Vhat is a filibuster? A person who talks a great deal. 
Commodius was an Emperor of Room. 

Madame de Stael had been blasted in her hopes of marriage, so she 
wrote a book, telling all the young girls how cruel it was to marry, and 
not to do it. 

How do you spell Dauphin and what was it? D-o-1-p-h-i-n. It's a 
fish they have in France. The Kings used to keep them in the palace 
g·arden. 

The President's Cabinet hasn't enlarged its powers in any way. 
In fact, quite the reverse, it has grown to be an appendix to the President. 

Moses climbed Mt. Sanais to hear the Sermon on the Mount. 
Madame Recamier kept a saloon to which all noted men of the time 

resorted. 

France was doomed to recover from the blow that the wars of Louis 
XIV had given her. 

McDoughnut fought a successful battle on Lake Champagne. 
From the midst of an abstract-Oh, clear! Did the Roman women 

go headless .P 

"Now, Miss J-n-s, before you create a new office what must you 
do" (confidently expecting the word department) . 

Miss ].-"Create the man for the office." 

Mrs. P.-Oh, no! The Lord does that." 

Teacher-"Give the present indicative of 'flee.' ' ' 
Pupil-

"I flee through the garden, 
Thou flirtst through the garden, 
And he flirt s through the garden." 

(We wonder why Miss * * * * bl_ushed.) 
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We Wonder 

What Miss Thompson meant by calling Miss W. the Devil's Booth. 

Why Miss Jones insisted, after having been questioned in English, 
that the "thread ran through" Miss Manasse. It seems almost cruel. 

Why Mrs. P. said your lesson "is not up to the standard,'' when it 
was stric.tl y up to Standard. 

What significance in the Bargain has to Edith Alderson? 

What * * * meant by speaking of Serious, the Goddess of Hay. 
Who it is that always drops her books in Physics, and what she 

does it for. 
Vvhy is it that since R. C. turned scrubbing-woman all the girl's in 

M. J. M's room are so careful of their desks? 

Why the German Glee Club girls (and some others for that matter) 
stand at the window facing the garden for minutes at a time. May be 
natul'e attracts them thither. 

Why it is that one of Mrs. M-yb-ru's girls has such a dislike for 
both potatoes and radishes. 

Why two girls of Miss Wilson's class giggle when they come to 
ETC. 

Why E . L-e-e-th- -1 objects to block letters. 
What special significance "eighty cents" has to some '04 girls. 





The Atlanta Club 

T HIS closes the fifth year since the organization of the Atlanta Club 
and never yet has it had such success and prosperity. We have 
derived considerable benefit and pleasure from our practice 

with the Lowell nine hYice every week, under the excellent instruction of 
our coach, Miss Adelle Place, assistant teacher in the gymnasium of the 
University of California. 

Of course, that to which every team looks forward with most 
pleasure, and for which it strives hardest, is the match games. \"/if e have 
been able to play quite a few this year and are proud and happy to be 
able to say that the Gold and White has held its own very well. 

We have still a great pleasure in store for us-our trip to Petaluma · 
to play a return game of the match played in our Auditorium on the 
second of May, when that team was our guest. For several years past 
we have played at Petaluma on the thirtieth of May and have had most 
delightful days. \Ve hope the precedent will be preserved. 

A very agreeable feature of the Atlanta Club is the long walks to 
the principal points of interest in the vicinity of San Francisco. We 
have thoroughly enjoyed many during the past year, which are made all 
the more pleasant by the delightful chaperonage of Miss Place. 

We wish to state our deepest appreciation of the interest manifested 
in the Atlanta Club by Mr. Brooks and the Faculty, and to extend our 
heartiest thanks to all the teachers for their good will and valuable 
assistance, especially to Miss Owen and Mr. Mitchell. 

Knowing its many benefits and pleasures from experience, we hope 
the Atlanta Club will continue to grow in the future as it has during the 
past year, and that when the time comes for the present officers to retire, 
zealous and enthusiastic members will not hesitate to take the manage­
ment upon themselves, and, ahvays remembering that "a girl can do any­
thing that she wills to do," will clo their very best to contribute to its 
prosperity. H. M. 0., President. 

Miss 0.- I am not in favor of football myself, the players get so 
dirty. 
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THE GIRLS. HIGH SCHOOL 

SCHOLARSHIP ASSOCIATION 

T HE Girls' High School Scholarship Association has been organized 
for seven years, and the result for the past term has been very 
gratifying. The dues have been faithfully paid, thanks to the 

efforts of the Secretary, while the work of our Treasurer, Mrs. Mayhorn, 
speaks for itself. 

The Association now supports two scholarships of one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars a year each, by means of which two of our number, 
of high standing in their school work, may continue their studies at the 
University of California. 

The scholarship fund is supported entirely by the voluntary contri­
butions of the students, who on entering the school cheerfully pledge 
themselves to five or ten cents a month from that time till the day of 
graduation, and the contributions of the teachers who pledge a like sum. 
By means of this systematic giving we are able to promptly pay the 
scholarship money, and to have frequently a surplus in the treasury. 

Vve feel that the Scholarship Association is an organization of which 
the school should be proud, and we hope that all will take an active in-
terest in the work, both now and in the future. A. B., '03. 

Any one who can give synonyms for the following "expressions" 
may be excused from senior English: ' ;I ifty," "fierce," "piker," "scrum­
bunctious," "hiker," "dinky," "boy-struck," "swell," "pincher," "keen" 
(did you ever hear that word before). 
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THE GIRLS. HIGH SCHOOL 

CAMERA CLUB 

F OR three year , our long-dreamt-of castle-in-the-air, the Girls' 
High School Camera Club, has been a delightful reality. Between 
its semi-annual meetings, the business of the club is conducted by 

the executive committee, composed of the officers, who this term are : 
President, Hazel V. Bell. 
Vice-President, Viola Kowalsky. 
Secretary, Florence Hays. 
Treasurer, Helen Green. 

Among the many advantages enjoyed by the members of our Club 
is the use of its splendidly equipped developing and printing rooms, in 
which, on account of the convenience afforded, work is easy, economical 
and pleasant. Other advantages are the use of the fine portrait camera; 
the pleasures and instructions gained on the outings; the interesting 
ill ustratecl lectures. 

In March, under the auspices of this Club, the school was delight­
fully entertained by a fine illustrated lecture on Guatemala, by Dr. Gustav 
Eisen. This afforded us an opportunity to return the compliment ex­
tended by the Lowell Camera Club, when our representatives enjoyed the 
afternoon at their lecture on the Colorado Canyon, delivered by Mr. 
Kelly. May the fraternal spirit between the high schools be thus 
strengthened in the future by similar interchanges of courtesies. 

Our delight and pride is our fine album containing many artistic 
views, which, contributed by the members, show the excellent quality of 
the work of some of our amateur artists. 

Many thanks are clue to Mr. George 0. Mitchell, both fo r hi s kind 
assistance in our business matters, and fo r his instruction in developing 
and printing, as well as for the interesting knowledge gained from him 
concerning the chemical and physical phenomena of photography. And 
now let us hope that, in the years to come, when our places are filled by 
others, the Girls' High School Camera Club may afford even greater ad-
vantages and pleasures than at present. H. V . B., President. 
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A Girls' High S chool 

Moch Moch- H e roic 

What dire result from naughty causes springs, 

vVhat monstrous lectures ri se from little th ings, 

I say. This verse to Catherine's g irls is due, 

Who in the stove their orange peelings threw. 

Slight was th e action, but not so her rage, 

As she fastened her eyes on Cicero's page. 

"Say, what strange motive, Marcus! could inflame 

These well-bred girls to play at such a game? 

0 say, what stranger cause, fore-er unknown, 

Could make these gentle belles the law disown? 

Can things so grave by us ignored remain, 

'And law of room and school be made in vain ? 

You in you r li nes, your mighty fee li ngs gave, 

And sealed the fate of those who mi sbehaved:­

'Lest teachers, school, and rul es to ruin fall, 

These charming, reckless maids must peri sh all'." 

Then shot the blazing light from both her eyes, 

As from these lines she raised them to the skies; 

Not fiercer looks to trembling girls arc cast, 

When Latin lesson has been left ti ll last, 

Or when a blue-eyed kissing bHg for "April Fool" 

Ha s left its homeward way and flown to school 

"Let wreaths of triumph now my temples-twine," 

The Latin teacher said; '. 'the glorious day is mine. 

While girls in pranks, or gi rls delight in tricks, 

And in the stove put peels instead of sticks, 

So long my honor, name and praise shall thrive, 

For I will stand for 1·ight while I'm alive." 

M. & L. C., '04. 





Hier et .llujourd' hui 

QUELLE difference! J'ai sous les yeux !es petites gravures que ma 
bisa1eule nous a laissees de San Francisco en 1849, et je regarde 
par ma fenetre cette belle ville en ce printemps de 1924 

Autrefois, des montagnes de sable avec de petites maisons ~a et la, 
tres ma! baties, entourees d'une petite verandah de bois. On y voyait 
assises ou accroupies des Mexicaines avec leurs costumes pittoresques aux 
couleurs brillantes, et !es enfants courir sans se soucier de la vie. 

Puis cette ville commen~a, a grandir. Les rues s'allongerent, et Van 
Ness fut ouverte, la premiere avenue. Tout changeait comme apres le 
printemps, vient la belle saison, la vie de San Francisco semblait s'animer de 
plus en plus. 

Aujourd 'hui en regardant !es batisses de I 5 a 20 etages, en passant dans 
ce Union Square ou la colonne Dewey est maintenant a l'ombre, couverte de 
mousse, je me demande, si votre belle ville, aux rues sillonnees de voitutes 
et remplie de pietons n'est pas la perle du Pacifique, et ce ne serait pas trop 
exagerer que de dire qu'elle est devenue apres Paris et Vienne la plus belle 
cite. Quand on pense que nos a'ieux ont foule ce sol quasi·disent, qu'ils ont 
supporte !es tribulations, on se laisse aller a rever d ' un avenir encore plus 
glorieux pour notre bel etat californien et de plus grandes joies pour nos 
descendants J'ai voulu aller voir I' ecole secondaire des filles, celle ou ma 
grand-mere se rendait tous !es jours. Elle en parlait avec tant de respect et 
d'a:ffection. Elle disait que c' etait une grande ecole, avec ses cinqcents 
eleves et ses vingt professeurs. Que dirait-elle a present. Plus du double 
d' eleves, de meme pour les mattresses, et un batiment qui complete l' har­
monie du coup d'oeil en ajoutant au confort de ceux qui y viennent. Si elle 
voyait la belle bibliotheque, le jardin si soigne, la cour et le gymnase, elle 
serait emerveillee. Et ce progres est du au travail perseverant des mattresses 
et des eleves qui ont voulu faire de la maison d'education une vraie ruche. 
Aussi je n'oublierai pas ce que ma grand-mere racontait et comme elle aimait 
son ecole, ainsi qu' elle l' appelait. 

LOLITA. 
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r-[ HE principal aim in establishing an Exchange Department in our 
school papers is for mutual aid and benefit. vVe are glad to note 
most of our exchanges are willing to accept and use hints extended 

to them, for their advantage. This year \Ve have received, among others, 
papers from Maine, New York and Pennsylvania, all of which have given 
us some new ideas. 

Prominent among our California papers stands the Belmont Cricket, 
whose chirp we hear with great pleasure. This paper is to be compli­
mented on having its elate on the cover. 

The Aegis is up to the usual standard, but the exchange column is 
rather brief. 

The Sphinx from Palo Alto is a paper which \Ye always welcome and 
enjoy from cover to cover. 

Clear from Bridgeton, Maine, comes the Corona, which instead of a 
story has given us something original and interesting in the form of 
legends of Robin Hood. Our California papers may take a lesson from 
this. 

Another paper in which we feel much interested is the Pacific Pharos. 
The Co-Ed number was particularly good. Still I think an art editor 
might make some improvement in the form. 

The most interesting article in the March Mission was the criticism, 
from which the following extract was taken: "\i\Tithout fear of challenge 
do I assert that no school can show a record for honest work that equals 
that of the Mission High." Don't you think that's putting it rather 
strong, Mission? Don't forget the old saying, "A fool praises himself, 
a wise man leaves that job to a friend." 
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The Fresno Owl is an excellent little paper, the Exchange column be­
ing particularly good. 

We are always glad to welcome the Bell, which we read with much 
pleasure. 

The Olla Podrida is always gooc\ anc\ certainly c\eserving of all the 
praise we can bestow upon it. The joshes are especially commendable. 

Do you think a page of ads inserted among your reading matter is 
an improvement, Dictum Est ? 'vV e are sorry we do not agree. Yon 
might also improve the tone of your exchanges. 

"The Enchanted Chair" in the April number of Polytechnic Life is 
certainly an innovation in stories for a chool journal. It takes us back 
to our fairy-tale clays. '\!Ve think a ne,,· cover design for your paper 
would improve its appearance greatly. 

The Glea111 would be improved by the addition of a good story. "A 
Protest" in the February number deserves favo rable mention. 

We are glad to number the Lyceum on our exchange list. You have 
made a good beginning, keep it up. 

The Irving Eclio is a paper which would give pleasure to any school. 
The Prudence is a well-gotten up paper. 
The Orange and Black is much improved by the new cover. 

"College H .. ecollections'' in the February Gleaner was a very interest-
ing and amusing article. 

DEAR FATHER: 

Ro es are reel, violets are blue, 
Send me fifty, I love you. 

Dr:AR SoN: 

Some roses are reel, 
Others are pink, 
Enclosed find fifty. 
I don't think. Ex. 

Other papers \Ye have received are: Far Darter, Oriole, Omega, 
ho111s, Redrciood, Russ, Yuba Delta, Scr,ibe, T1Vhite and Gold, Red and 
White. 
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CLASS OFFICERS 



Class History 

T HERE have been several events of interest during the past six 
months, the first of them being the reception and dance given by 
the Christmas Class of '02, in place of regular graduation exer­

cises. The Auditorium had been very prettily decorated with palms, 
greens and lanterns, and an engaging cozy corner was quite a feature of 
the evening. There was no set presentation of diplomas, the girls mere­
ly going up on the stage and getting them during the course of the even­
ing. Several members of the Board of Education, as well as of the 
School Faculty, were present, seeming to find equal enjoyment with the 
four hundred young people, who just comfortably filled the floor. The 
Christmas Class deserves much credit for instituting the first Girls' High 
School dance, and we trust succeeding classes will continue the custom. 

Then we have hacl exercises on several afternoons, the main feature 
of the first of which was a lecture on Egypt, by Judge Stephen G. Nye, 
who had just returned from an extensive visit to the far East. The man­
r.ers, custom and primitive implements of the Egyptians were 
described for us in a most interesting manner. The German Glee 
Club, which has come to be counted one of the institutions of the 
school, also rendered a selection. Just preceding these exercises, Mrs. 
Prag's class gave a luncheon to the Principal, and the Heads of the various 
departments, and, incidentally themseh·e . The teachers· table was spread 
in the study, was prettily decorated with berries and greens, and served by 
white aproned waitresses, while the girls were served from a buffet in the 
adjoining class room. 

Lincoln's Birthday was fittingly celebrated, after a piano solo and a 
selection by the German Glee Club, Mr. Brooks introduced the speaker of 
the afternoon, G. Darwin Gish, a rising young attorney, and the son of a 
veteran of the Civil War. Mr. Gish delivered an address on Lincoln, our 
"Great Commoner," comparing him with many noted historical charac­
ters, and also giving the estimate of Lincoln, the man, from a Southern 
standpoint. The old war song, "Tenting Tonight," closed the exercises 
appropriately. 

The Friday afternoon, just preceding the week's vacation, was an 
especially enjoyable occasion. the school having the pleasure, through the 
courtesy of the Camera Club of hearing Dr. Eison lecture on Guatemala. 
Dr. Eison is an archeologist of note, and a world authority on several 
scientific subjects. His lecture was illustrated with many fine stereoptican 
views, from pictures taken by him in his recent visit to the scene of the 
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late great earthquakes, made in the interest of the University of Cali­
fornia. 

The Senior Class was invited by the Alumnae of the school to be pres­
ent at their meeting on April the eighteenth, and those of the girls who 
could attend enjoyed it very much. The different phases in the history 
of the High School were very cleverly given, and all the girls were de­
lighted with the idea of becoming members of this pleasant association 
in the near future. 

Unfortunately, this paper goes to press too early to admit of an 
account of "Jinks," that dearest of all happenings to the High School 
girl's heart, when Hie whole building is given over to mirth and jollity. 
It is our laughing goodbye to the school, to be followed by a more serious 
one on-Graduation night! H. D. Q., '03. 
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Class Prophecy 

''Ob, grey witch, tell to me, I pray, 
While the cauldron hoils up merrily, 
And the owl boots below the moon, 
The fate of the class of Naughty Three." 
The witch stirred the pot, "A wonderful class, 
And one whose futures will varied be, _ 
Just one more stir and I' 11 tell to you 
The fates which I in the future see ." 

''There's Ida R, you remember her? 
She's smashing hearts in her old sweet way, 
With that old , coy, upward glance of woe. 
And Ethel Schultz, every pleasant day 
Is out on the court. You know she is 
The world's tennis champion . It's said 

That Armor D . was her rival once, 
Before she met the man she wed. 
Dea.r "Muz" has made the greatest leader 
Society has known for years. 
And Ethel N. has a family large, 
Whose pranks do cause her many fears. 
Oh, Anna Blake has married a lawyer, 
A well-known statesman, who has risen 
To the Presidency, the Government 
Is said to be more hers than his ' n. 
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And Bertha R. still writes. Her tales 
Are " recommended for young girls," 
And Edna (otherwise "Sallie") Falk 
Has graced the stage with her golden (?) curls. 
Sweet strains of music seraphic 
Float forth when Junea 'Vaves her hand, 
It isn't magic,-only sh_ s 
The leader of a German Band. 
E. Stadtmi;ller has finally succeeded 
In meeting that man with the fine black eyes, 
In amateur acting Ina H . 
As leading lady takes the prize. 
'Mid dusty Latin tomes at Rome 
Marie is living her life, they say, 
Her grammar's world-renowned, and used 
By unfortunate pupils every day. 
" Miss Hall's Select School!" at the name 
The fame of other schools grow dim, 
She has a musty classic course, 
But freshened up with lots of" gym." 
A great club woman is Edith A., 
Her assistance is sought incessantly . 
For receipts for well-baked-shoes, 
Money to burn (?) bas Lesley G. 
And Carrie S. of course has married­
Whether " Charlie" or not I do not know­
In vaudeville the comic songs 
Of Delphine H . are" the whole show." 
The Horgans-K. and Elizabeth-
In character studies have made a name, 
As editor of a magazine 
J . E. has gained full share of fame. 
With her dusky prince, in her island borne, 
E. Grubb is living happily. :.....: ~. ~" 
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An!artist:of great name and fame 
And fortune, now is Bessie B. 
Ray Voorsanger, as stump speaker, 
Has toured the country o'er and o'er. 
G. Mel, great business manager, 
Absconded- never beard of more . 
A noted boarding-house landlady 
E. Grey's become, and Mabel E. 
Is agent for some prosy book, 
She sells it most successfully." 

The fire beneath the pot burned low, 
In the east the faint dawn line showed white , 
The old grey witch ceased stirring, and said, 
"That's all that I can predict to-night." 

H . D . Q. , '03 . 
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Salam ./lleikum 
(PEACE BE WI1'H YOU.) 

0 UR guest casually turned the conversation upon a rathec unex­
pected subject, namely, his wife. Vl/e were sitting on the ter­
race, enjoying one of those matchless Egyptian evenings, which 

so often closes a day scorched by the Khamseen, or furnace-like heat, from 
the Sahara. Seated in Turkish fashion, on the low divan, Abdul-Satif­
Bey puffed at his richly ornamented water-pipe, and as he watched the 
smoke curl into the air, grew strangely confidential; for the Oriental 
bas a most extraordinary custom of considering himself insulted, if one 
allude to an inmate of his harem, it being permissible to inquire about 
the health of his house, as a whole. "I have but one ·wife,'' was his 
assertion, rather startling to American ears, "and while the Koran per­
mits us four, I shall never take a second. \i\Then my parents first pro­
posed my marriage, I desired to know something of her, whom they 
had selected for me. They answered, 'She is young, rich and beautiful, 
and the daughter of a pasha.' I, therefore, consented." Such are the 
paramount considerations in the selection of a bride, iri the land, where, 
since the days of the · Pharaohs, custom, dress and institutions have not 
changed one iota, except that the advanced Arabs have adopted the 
European dress, with only the "fez," to mark them, still, Mussulmans. 

The only remarkable feature of these rich Arabian homes, in Cairo, 
is the lattice-balcony, or else a roof-garden, for the exclusive use of 
women, where they can see without being seen. Our entrance was fol­
lowed by a loud cry of "ja sater,'' which meant that the women should 
veil themselves and disappear. "Why disappear, since I am veiled? The 
stranger cannot see my face,'' argued the sister of Mohammed, centuries 
before. "No," replied the great prophet, with equal logic, "but you can 
see the stranger." 

The clanger in our party, in the shape of man, was safely lodged in 
the "Salamlik,'' or greeting-room, on the ground floor. This is the same 
in every home, and is typically Oriental, with its brilliant colored divans, 
floor-cushions and Persian rugs, while the large brass tray, upon which 
the coffee is served, is always in the exact center. The harem is up­
stairs. It includes every female belonging to the house,-wives, servants 
and slaves. It is, after all, only a living-room, furnished like the Salarn­
li, and the occupants are only women, who, alas, have permitted their 
flowing robes to give place to Parisian mode. 
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No sooner was I seated, than the inevitable Mocha was served, fol­
lowed by the Arabian nectar, consisting of flavored syrups,-for the Mos­
lem is pledged to total abstinence. It is proffered with considerable cere­
mony, the host standing on the right of his seated guest, and the hostess, 
en the left, each extending jeweled cups and trays, on gold-embroidered 
and perfumed cushi~. After this, mine host, followed by his family 
and about a dozen curious women-servants, led the way through the 
house. The rooms were gorgeous in Oriental coloring, with many 
draperies, canopies, and coverings in heavy red velvet, elaborately em­
broidered and fringed with gold. The bey even named the price of each 
article,-the house-hold silver, his wife's diamonds, and her "engage­
ment-dress,"-this was of flimsy white silk, the gift of her husband be­
fore marriage, according to Arabian custom,-and lastly, her wedding­
gown, an elegant creation in white satin and gold brocade; "costing £6 
a yard," adds my host, off hand. The wife was arrayed in this magnifi­
cence, when, at the wedding, her lord unveiled her, and they beheld each 
other for the first time ;-his to say whether or not he would accept her 
as wife; hers, but to submit to his decision. But he could not have beeri 
disappointed, for she possessed a rare beauty, enhanced by those dark, 
languishing eyes, which belono- to the far East. And these were the 
words which bartered beauty: "I gave my father-in-law £400 for his 
daughter,-the usual sum is £200,-but she was a pasha's daughter, 
hence the difference. However, my wife brought me, in silver-ware, to 
exceed that amount." 

All of this finery is almost buried behind the harem walls, to­
gether with the human beings, who have no higher ambition than to be 
beautiful for their lords, and whose only diversion is, perhaps, driving 
out in coupes; nor are they, at any time, accompanied by their husbands, 
with whom, should they chance to meet on the public roads, not even a 
salutation is exchanged. The house-wife does not exist. A young girl 
is g-iven a superficial education, devoting most of her time to English, 
Fr~nch, music and embroidery, anrl while scarcely more than a child, she 
becomes the subject of much matrimonial discussion between anxious 
parents, who are looking about for a husband for her. It is no wonder 
that, in an Oriental family, the birth of a daughter is concealed, as some­
thing humiliating, while the advent of a son is the occasion of a great 
feast. 

On our homeward way, as we passed the mosque, the Muezzin 
stepped out, on the topmost balcony of the minaret, and, toward the 
four cardinal points, cried out the summons to prayer, at the sunset 
hour. The wayfarer dismounts from his ass, throws his rug upon the 
ground, and prostrating himself upon it, with his face turned always 
toward Mecca, repeats the praise, "There is but one God, and He is Al­
lah!" From the banks of the Nile, a chorus of unseen voices, responds, 
"Salam Aleikum." 

ESTELLE FEUSIER PLINCZ, '94. 



On A Party Line 

"Please g ive me the line, won't you?" pleaded a deep voice over the 
'phone. · 

"No; I've told you a thousand times, no, I won't, so there!" replied 
a girlish treble. 

A pause. 
"See here, we've been arguing for the last ten minutes. Give me 

the line and I'll let you stay on." 

"What's the good of that?" 

"You can hear the whole conversation." 

"Who are you going to ring up?" 
"Edwin Dartling. Give me the line now ?" 
"Yes, but mind, I'll listen to every word." 

"It's a go," he exclaimed, rattling the receiver. "Pine 3846, 
please." 

Back came the well-known answer-"Line's busy, call again." A 
few minutes later the same number was called for. This time Central 
s2 ng over the wire-"Nickel, please, drop your nickel, please." 

"I did." 

"Drop your nickel, please." 

"There." The connection followed. 

"Say, old man, been trying to get you smce dinner. Been usmg 
the line?" 

"No, not for the last half hour." 

"\iVho've you been ringing up? Come, confess." 

"The Brant girl," Dartling replied; "the pretty one. I want to 
2sk you something-er-er-" 

"Fire away,'' was the good natured interruption. 
"Er- how in the deuce do you propose?" 

Dartling's friend was not the only one who enjoyed his perplexity, 
but his was the only laugh heard over the line. 

"You may think its a huge joke," broke in an angry growl, in con­
trast to the laughing accompaniment. 

"If you are sure you love her, and she loves you~" 

"There's the rub." 



"See here, Ed, you manage your Jove affairs, and I'll manage mine. 
1 haven't had one since last spring, so I 'm out of practice." 

"Hurry with the line, please," chimed the monotonous voice of Cen­
tral. Neither feeling m the humor to defy the Queen of the Line, 
hung up. 

* * * * * * * * * * * 
Scene. A lovers' lane. A youth and a maiden. An evening stroll. 

\Vind murmuring softly. The stars and moon shining. A little stream 
completing the picture. Conversation-the weather. 

By this beginning one knows the end. The weather i5 always the 
first topic; the night, the next; and the third-well, wait 'till we come 
to it. 

So Lucy Brant and Edwin Dartling strolled side by side. The 
weather subject exhausted, the stars praised fo r the last ten minutes, he, 
uaturally, began on the third. 

He told her of his love and pleaded for hers. As he bent down to 
receive the answer, she smiled and archly said, "So you have found out 
how to propose after all." RUBY MANASSE, '03 . 

Besides certain sororities in the sch ol there are two musical associ­
ations, the Girls' High School Orchestra and the German Glee Club. 
The orchestra consists of eight violins, a cello, a cornet and a piano, and 
its members kindly lend their services at school entertainments. The 
0bject of the German Glee Club is to sing German Folk-songs. There 
is, also, besides the regular drawing classes, an advanced art class, which 
g-oes out sketching on Wednesday afternoons, and the report of their 
enthusiasm and progress is flattering. \Ve think the work of the Art 
Department speaks for itself, and reflects great cred it on Mr. Franz 
Goldstein. 
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A GLIMPSE OF 

A CHINESE: SCHOOL 

Written by a Chinese Girl. 

U NLIKE many civilized nations, China has very few public schools, 
for the Chinese government does not take much interest in edu­
cational matters, people do however, and in every village or 

town, schools are established and provided with masters. There are 
also many schools and colleges conducted by special teachers whose 
salaries are paid by the parents of the students. 

Since, as a rule, the girls in China are not allowed to go out of 
doors, or to have instructors of learning, if you would know something 
of Chinese school life, you must follow a boy's work. 

The school day begins about five in the morning, when the boy 
leaves home. He does not play on the way, as he knows that if he 
should indulge in this forbidden performance, he would be punished. 
Following him, you find yourself before a building of sun-burned brick, 
one story high, on the front of which, is hanging a large sign in gilt 
letters covered with glass. The entrance has great folding wooden doors 
with iron bars. The single room is about fifty feet long, forty feet wide, 
and twenty feet high, and is lighted by openings in the roof. 

After arriving at the school, the boy either wanders in alone, with­
out waiting for the ringing of the bell, or else enters with a few of his 
intimate friends. If the t·eacher is in the room, the pupil greets him 
with a pleasant "good-morning," followed by an obeisance, according to 
Chinese custom, though it may seem a little odd to Americans. Taking 
his seat, the student begins to study by the usual method of reading 
aloud. His voice is soon joined by small choruses, each trying to outdo 
the others. The result is a monotonous and deafening clamor. A native 
would easily locate the seat of learning without using as a guide, the 
sign which hangs outside. 

On entering a class room, you no doubt will notice the exemplary 
behavior of each student and his respect for the teacher. As in Ameri­
can schools, the desks of the pupils are arranged in rows and the teacher 
sits in the front part of the room. The pupils' desks are four legged 
tables and they have folding chairs made of coarse cloth. The tables have 
large drawers and folding shelves in them. They belong to the individual 
pupil, and during the vacation, are to be removed. 

When the instructor calls on a pupil to recite, the latter takes his 
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book up to the table at the front of the room, and turning his back to the 
instructor, repeats every word in the lesson which was taught on the 
previous day. Generally, each scholar uses up a good deal of time, as the 
lesson is long, usually from two to twelve pages with over two hundred 
words on a page. 

If, unfortunately, the scholar makes more than one or two mistakes 
in his recitation, he receives blows administered by his master, with a 
flat stick. Fearing this, he is very painstaking in the preparation and 
delivery of his lessons. After finishing his recitation, he turns around 
and faces the teacher who criticises any home work, and at the end of the 
manuscript, places the date in red ink. 

Next, a new lesson is gone over, the teacher reading each part of it 
from two to four times, the pupil repeating it at the same time. After 
this has been satisfactorily performed, the first student is excused and 
another comes to take his place. As soon as each one finishes his task, he 
goes to his seat and begins . to write in a blank book, copying his new 
lesson and memorizing it. After three days of recitation, a written 
examination is given. Every third day is the hard day for the boys, and 
he who has the highest marks, receives a prize, such as a badge, a writing 
book, a writing brush or an ink stand. 

In writing Chinese, one must know the direction in which it runs. 
Beginning at the right hand upper corner, the writing is read vertically 
instead of horizontally. The materials for writing, are: a slender brush 
fastened to a handle somewhat similar to our penholders, which, must be 
held perpendicularly or else the writer will receive a blow on the knuckles 
with a strap; a big piece of black ink cylindrical in shape, and about six 
inches long, and a shallow inkstand made of black stone on which the 
pupil grinds the ink before he writes. The blank book that he uses is 
made of tissue paper in order that, when a separate piece of quadrupled 
paper is to be placed under the page, its squares may show through the 
thin fabric. These squares are for the purpose of arranging the charac­
ters neatly, as each occupies one square. 

When a pupil finishes his manuscript, he hands it to the teacher for 
correction and then he studies his new lesson. The teacher explains the 
use of different characters, words or phrases. After this, questions are 
asked, covering the whole ground gone over by the master. 

As a rule, the pupils in Chinese schools have more study hours than 
students in American schools. After entering the school room, they 
study ten or fifteen minutes and then the recitations begin. The pupils 
are dismissed at nine o'clock to go home for breakfast. At ten, they re­
turn and a new lesson is assigned. At noon they have an hour to go 
home for lunch and from one o'clock, their time is given to writing. 
They go home for dinner at six o'clock, and, returning to the school, 
study until eleven. If a pupil goes out during school hours, he is given 
a small piece of oblong bamboo, about six inches long and two inches 
wide, with a few characters on it, written in red ink. These letters 
1nean that, if he delays more than five minutes, in coming back to 
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the room, he will be punished. The teacher will draw red rings around 
the boy's eyes and mouth so that when he goes out of doors, people may 
know that he has been disobedient. The pupil is not allowed to rub or 
to wash off those red rings until the next day, when he apologizes to his 
master. The vacations are few, the longest being that of one month 
for New Year. 

A boy begins his school life at six years of age. After ten years 
of training in reading and writing, he is permitted to choose his subjects 
of study. He seldom studies more than one subject at a time. If he is 
to be an artisan, he may leave school at any time; if a professional, he 
remains eight years in this first _school, then two years in a higher school, 
receiving a gold medal. But he studies all his life, for none appreciate 
more than the Chinese, the necessity of deep and earnest work, of untir­
ing effort and life-long endeavor. 

FANNY LEE, Dec. '06. 

Mrs. P.-Describe the Merrimac? 

Pupil-The Confederacy put a house with guns on the hull with 
iron clad around, and there came a vessel down, which was going to 
attachted, but found them expecting the attacht, so they thought they 
would try a new way of attachting. 

Does anybody recognize her recitation? 
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Dusk 

Petals dropped from roses blowing, 

Sun steeped, dew-fed blossoms sweet, 

Sheep are bleating, cattle lowing, 

Night descends on summer heat. 

Now the busy day is over, 

Slowly shadows cross . the green; 

Fragrant scent of blooming clover 

Heralds dusk, the gentle queen. 

All the sweet and dainty flowers 

Gently droop their sleepy heads, 

In their green and dew wet bowers, 

Sink to rest on mossy beds. 

Through the quiet, peaceful twilight 

Comes the croaking of a frog, 

Answered by the call of others 

In the dark mysterious bog. 

Then the chirping of the cricket, 

As he sings his serenade, 

Sounds in grass and leafy thicket, 

In the field and in the glade. 

Thus the day departs in splendor, 

All the flowers are in a dream, 

While the air is hushed and tender, 

Peace and quiet reign supreme. 

Alice McCord, '05. 

Miss F-lk-"When you have finished your lunch put it in a little 
bag." We should say the connection was obvious. Why wait? 

Results of an algebra problem-" Son's age, 18; father 's age, 6, 
Class faints." 

Alma S. thinks the word caesural from the expression caesural pause 
1s derived from the Latin Caesar, but her Latin teacher does not think 
that Caesar is a pause. 
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CATALOGUE OF LA T EST .SONGS 
IN MISS WILSON'S C LASS 

-.ti -.ti -.ti 

"Like a Lady," sung by R-t- N-w-a-. 
"Juno," sung by C-r-i- W-n-e-. 
"Just Washed My Wool," sung by E-h-1 L-c--. 
"Er,- Y ou Know What I Mean," sung by E-i-i- Z-b-1-ro. 
"Eighty Cents," sung by Chorus. 
"Haven't Looked at It," sung by N-r- E-a-s. 
"The Girl With the Piercing Shriek,'' written for L-o-i- M-1-1-a-. 
Theatrical and music hall rights of these songs are reserved . Ap-

ply to EDITH LOEWENTHAL, Publisher. 

OVERHEARD IN THE 

VARIOUS ROOMS 
-.ti -.ti 

AN INCIDENT IN THE CIVIL WAR. 
Bright Pupil-"In this battle the Confederates lost 7,000 men, while 

the loss on the American side was 3,000. 

IN PHYSICS RECITATION. 
Mr. M.-1.-"\Vhat name would you give to an object which is not 

i ,ifluenced by H2S hydrogen sulphid." 
Miss -- -"I cannot conceive of any such object." 
Mr. M.-"vVhat is a current of electricty ?" 
Miss M-z-y-"A shock." 
Mr. M.-"Well it is certainly something shocking." 

The Louisiana Purchase came under the commercial power of Con­
gress, because we had to pay for i.t. 

Miss M-r-i-1-A colossus is a statue at the Harbor of Rhodes with 
a foot on each side of its mouth. 

Miss V- -rs-ng-r-"Cyprus Field was another man of this time." 
Mrs . P.-"v\Tho? Who?" 
Miss V.-"Cyprus Field, no, Cyrus Field." 
Mrs. P.-"O, I thought perhaps you meant Cyprus Lawn." 
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None but the Brave 

A High School Episode. 

(Enter room, two tre11ibling Girls' High School maidens.) 

First, in low whisper, accompanied by silvery chattering of teeth­

"Helen," dramatically-"! don't know my lesson." 

Helen, tragically-"N either do I." 
First maiden dashes madly to seat. Upsets fellow students regard­

lessly. Opens book with sundry deep sighs. Thrusts hand wildly 
through hair. Responds very gently to some inquiring and interested 
classmates. 

(Enter teacher.) 

Beams upon class. Briskly calls on number of girls. 

"Miss N-, no, Miss L--, no, let me see. We will try Miss M-" (in 
tone of satisfaction)-"You may go to the board." With air of con­
descension, fully understanding honor she has conferred, sends Miss 
M- to the board, bestowing most difficult and lengthy topic in lesson 
on "first maiden." 

Follow, number of frantic rubs on board. 
Teacher (suggestively and apprehensively)-"Leave the board 

Miss M-." 

\Vrites name-as rapidly erases. Obliging friend hands book. 
Maiden grasps it-as drowning man a straw. Catches wrong side. 

Rush- of multitude of papers to floor, with loud and striking crinkle. 
Seizes chalk bin for support. 

Opens book stealthily. Prepares to write. Glances in book. Finds 
it to be algerbra. Uprisal of hair. Glances at topic in desperation. In­
spiration seizes her. 

Grasps chalk. Writes unceasingly. 
Covers boards, walls above, chalk bins, surrounding desks and maps. 

Teacher recalls pupils to seats. 
Miss M- beams patronizingly on less successful Helen, who 

occupies floor, book in hand. 
"Miss M- will read her topic," from teacher in expressionless 

voice. 
Miss M- starts up. Reads at rate of forty lines per second. Clock 
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stops. Rounds up topic in voice a Burke might have envied. Pauses 
triumphant and breathless. 

"Miss M-" (Miss M-beams), "Miss M-," from teacher in voice 
of unruffled serenity, "I haven't heard a word you said." 

Collapse of Miss M-. Bell rings. Class saved from utter annihila­
tion. 

Moral-Discretion is the better part of haste, particularly at the 
board. 

Miss D * * * * (reading)-"At the end of August, 1756, he in­
vaded Saxony.-

Mrs. ?.-"There's a point you should have known." 

Miss D * * * * (continuing with emphasis )-shut up the army 
at Pirna, etc., etc. 
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My Experience in the Philippines 

HOW many of us realize how hard our little brown brothers, in the 
distant Philippines, are struggling, in their efforts to adopt our 
language and our manners and customs. It has been said that it 

will take years and years of hard labor before the Philippi110 will be truly 
Americanized, but judging from the progress made by the children in 
the public schools, during the short time that they have been under the 
control of the Americans, it seems that the task is not such an arduous 
one as might at first be supposed. 

Three years ago, I was teaching in Tondo, one of the outlying dis­
tricts of the city of Manila. The school-house was an old, gloomy 
building with three poorly ventilated rooms into which were crowded 150 

native children. Neither the children nor their parents objected to the 
lack of sufficient room in the school, for in many of the native huts, fifteen 
or twenty people live in two or three small rooms. 

It is not easy to imagine the novelty of the sight when first entering 
the school. The room set aside for the English teacher had five benches 
and a few desks, but the other two had only benches without back-rests, 
where the little children sat from eight till ten in the morning, and from 
half past two till five in the afternoon work began to be encouraging. 
The children were bright, industrious and very anxious to learn. 

The native teachers in this school receive an hour's instruction every 
clay from ten till eleven o'clock, and it was wonderful how soon they 
learned to read, write and speak English, and how rapidly they adopted 
American methods of teaching. They carried out, conscientiously, every 
suggestion that was made to them, and as a result, the noisy school room 
with its babel of voices, became as quiet as ours are. 

The following letters will show the progress made by the Philippi­
nos, in English, after they had been studying only two months : 

Tondo, 28, February, r9or. 

My TEACHER AND DEAR FRIEND : ! How so sorry I am now that 
we have, already other Teacher, that is not you! 

Since the first moment that I had know you I have had sympathy to 
you. 

All the other teachers who has been here, they all are good, but 
none had obtain our appraisement as much as to you. 

You is very good, amiable and kindly and I cannot forguet to you. 

Some one, I am glad that you not come more in this school because 
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this is very far for you and you tired much for to come, but I am sad that 
I can not to see you much time. 

I shall are glad if you are good, what I want always. Compliments 
to father Mackinon and your other parientes and friend s. 

You may excuse me the faults of my letter, because I am very poor 
yet in the Inglish language. 

Your sincerely, 

MANUELA AzAUZA. 

Tondo, 28 Feb. , 19or. 

MY DEAR TEACHER: 1 shall gladly if to received of this is meet very 
good as wish. 

\"!l,T e are very disconsolates for you. March in this, but that to do 
God had like so, and we have not other remedy more that follow to He. 

Her scholars in thi are ahYays thought ful for you, and always 
speaken of the new teacher with these same words and to wit: r. That 
no is pretty, 2. that no is kaind, 3. that no is patient; and for the last, 
that all the girls no like of her. 

In but, the girls gone of bad in worse in Ingles, because no learn. I 
say same because if before. I have study little, now is more very little 
yet, because I do not like her method and I have probability that though 
I will run all the five parts of the world, and the principality in America, 
already no have meet other teacher as you. 

Good-bye, my clear teacher and you command me always that like. 

Your scholar, 

PELA GT A CA vrr_:es. 

Postscript. 

Felisa Cardera and Mater Feliz send you remembers interminable. 

These letters with many more were sent to me shortly after I was 
transferred to the Normal School. Here the work was very fascinating. 
The students had a fair knowledge of English, which made the teaching 
less difficult than in the Ton do School. It was a pleasure to enter the 
class-room, the pupils were all so interested in their work and so eager 
to learn. 

They had no trouble with Mathematics and Drawing, but Geography 
and History were very difficult for them, especially when they were 
obliged to use maps. 

Many of these young Philippino boys and girls walked miles and 
miles to school every clay, in the burning hot sun. Nothing but cholera 
could make them lose a day from school. 
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March 29, 1902. 

MY DEAR TEACHER: 

Possessed yet of sadness for your recent march to that happy country 
of North America, I write to you this letter to repeat my wi hes that you 
will have a good journey and to arrive soon just of your dear family. 

Your absence in school produce a great empty difficult to fill, and 
threw very much the gladness that characterize separate that we have lost 
a good and kind teacher. 

The teacher Cecilia, Teodora and Miss Rendon, thy very often talk 
about you, specially Miss Teodora that seems very inconsolable for your 
absence, as her clear mother seeing her sadness talk her about feats, 
theatres, balls, fashions and many other diversions which she wanted, but 
she said that if she was by your side, she could do everything she wanted 
but now she has a sick heart and cannot do anything - - - - - - ~ 

As for me, I don't know myself what is the matter that I forget all 
my lessons, but I could not forget my dear teacher, and almost every 
night, I dream that I see her sweet face. We are passing a very unhappy 
time, and the minute seem to us like hours, the hours like clays, the clays · 
like "\veeks, the weeks like months, and the months like years. So that 
seem to no that you are gone in America hundred years and of waiting 
so much time, Miss Teodora is something thin - - - - - - - -

Alas! my dear teacher, I did not expect the tears that will flow from 
my eyes if you don't come back! What if I could only go to America 
and dilate you here to Philippines! - - - - -

I embrace you clear teacher, and I salute all your amiable family. 

CoNsuELLA AGRARA. 

This from one of the bright and ambitious Philippino girls, who is 
studying hard so as to come to America to study medicine. 

At all times, I found these natives genial, sociable and refined. They 
were selfrespecting, self-constrained and patient. The men are happy­
go-lucky fellows and spend much of their time at cock fights and gamb­
ling. They are nearly all born musicians. 

The Philippinos have hospitable homes. Even in the poorest huts, a 
traveller is welcomed most cordially. Most of the native houses are 
models of cleanliness. 

From my experience in teaching in the Philippines, I think we have 
every reason to believe that the Philippinos appreciate and take advantage 
of every opportunity offered them, and it will not be long before the 
majority of the natives will become truly Americanized. 

F. H. SOLLMAN, '96. 
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G. H. S. PROVERBS 

Better never than late. 
It's an ill wind that blows no credits. 
Nothing bluffed, nothing gained. 

There's many a slip 'twix Entrance Day and Graduation. 

A credit in time saves a Condition Ex. 

She who laughs most stays longest. 
Don't count your S's 'till there on your card. 
A diploma, a diploma, anything on the face of the earth for a di­

ploma. 

A soft answer turneth away wrath, but saucy words cause a suspen-
sion. R. MANASSE, '03. 

JOfiE 

"You said she dyed," snarled the hair. 

"I did knot," said the hair brush, bristling up . 

"I want to know who let it out," said the sewing machine. 

"I let them in on it," admitted the door. 

"I can picture your doing it," snapped the kodak. 

"You're always slamming me," said the <loor, closing up. 

"You're somewhat pointed," cut in the knife to the pencil. 

"That didn't strike me before," sputtered the match. 

'Tm on the look out," said the window. 

"I'm up against it," said the stepladder. 

"Don't flare up so," said the asbestos to the fire . 

"At any rate, we were badly beaten," said the carpet. 

"Yes," said the bed, spreading .itself, "you always let people walk over you." 

"Oh, wind up," struck in the clock. 
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Wanted 
~ ~ 

A mirror for Mrs. Prag's room. Does the school department think 
we can study when we don't know how our hair looks? 

An alarm clock for the Misses * * \iVell I guess we'd not better 
start to enumerate. 

A young man, with good references, to shovel nut shells in Room 19. 
Apply to J. G. 

A "healthy, wealthy, royal Russian family" for Miss H-rr-s-n to 
marry into. 

An explanation of the notice Lost! A Merchant of Venice. One 
would think that he' I be able to find his way about alone. 

These Girls 

\iVhy could Edna never play the part of Little Red Riding Hood? 
Because she is "De Wolf." 

How does it happen that at the Girls' High School there is a "Mann" 
in Mrs. M's class. 

Do you think that Miss ''Freese" has had anything to do with the 
cold weather? 

We have in the senior class a "Groom" and "Hyman." All that 
seems necessary now is a bride, but perhaps "Wife" will supply that place. 

\ iVhy is Elizabeth like the things Midas touched? She is "Golden." 

"Portia champed under the bit of love and restraint." 

Teacher (calling the roll)-"I ow, if you're here don't say any­
thing, but if you're not, say 'absent.' " 

Miss Cr-yl-nd (quoting from "Tam O'Shanter") "How do \\'e 

know that these unfamiliar words are not complimentary to Tam?" 
Pupil-" Because his wife said them!" 
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'.!n fttc1uo~iam 

>I< 

lllltatilba ~aner 

Bica fttay 21, 19 03 

"She did the little kindnesses 

V/hich most leave undone or despise, 

For naught that sets one's heart at ease, 

Or giveth happiness or peace 

Was low-esteemed in her eyes." 
J. R. Lowell. 

V\T e shall always treasure the memory of our classmate whose cheer­

iul, helpful disposition made her beloved by the teachers and fellow 

~tudents with whom she came in contact. Her high standing as a pupil 

excited no jealous feelings but a loving pride in her success. VVe 

iound her ever ready to help those less fortunate than herself. Her 
sweet personality will remain with us always as one of the fond recol­

lections of our High School clays. 



Farewell 

Lo! th e hours are fl ed, 
And the time is sped, 
And the encl is drawing near­
While we look our last 
On the happy past, 
,\ncl the school that has grown so dear. 

But our hearts are light 
With the outlook bright, 
For hope lives deep in the soul,­
And we trust and pray 
That some future day 
We will stand at our longed-for goal. 

We have played and worked; 
We have toiled and shirked; 
We have laughed and have cried in turn; 
But we'll strive for the best 
And we'll hope for the rest 
And the lessons of life try to learn. 

Then a love that is true 
We will leave with you, 
Dear friends of our High School days, 
With a clasp of the hand 
As together we stand, 
'Fore we pass on our several ways. 

But the hours are fled, 
And the time is sped, 
And our High School days are o'er, 
While we part with a sigh, 
And a sad good-bye, 
And a cheer for the class "Naught Four." 
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T RAINS young ladies as well 
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When deali ng with advertisers_, please mention the G. H . ..r. Journal 



Revert's 
Booh Store 

1401 SCOTT STREET 
Opposite Girl s' High School 

San Francisco, C a l. 

FULL LINE OF 

HIGH SCHOOL BOOH.S 

Lunch Served fr o m 12 to l 
Telephon e Steiner 276 

Davis 
Schonwasser 

®. Co. 
LADIES,' CHILDREN'S 

and INF ANTS' WE.AR 

1 3 2 - 13 4 Post Street 
C or. Grant Ave. 

Vienna 
Model Bahery 

222 SUTTER ST. 
Above H.ea rny 

Salads, Ices, Confectionery 

MISS M. E. LEARY 

Telephone M a in 1060 

SOMMER © 
l\AUFMANN 

Fine Shoes 

28 l\.EARNY ST. 
San Francisco 

WE. ARE. SOLE AGENTS FOR 

Chich.ering, Mason &. Hamlin, Vose, Sterling, Curtaz 
and Other Pianos 

SHEET MUSIC 
Whentver in need of music, -why not order from us? W e h sve a g ood 

s toch. to se l ect fr o m and -will l et you have a nything on approval. Why not 

rn a he our a c quaintance if you have n o t done s o? 

Benj. Curtaz ®. Son 
16-lB-20 O'F ARRE.LL ST. 

BRANCHES-San Jose, Fresno, StocKton, Alameda, Palo Alto 

ROY AL COPPER 
Belt Brooches, BucKles 

H at Pins, LinKs and Stich Pins 

LARGE SELECTION 

Brittain ~ Co. 
JEWELERS 

120 Geary Street 

PHONE. MAIN 5360 

100 

L . Bus h C . G . Bush, D . D. S. 

BUSH ®.. SON 
Dentists 

Crown ~~ Bridge Work a Specialty 

Te e th Without Plates 

All l'linds of Denti s try at 
Rea~onabl e Prices 

OFFICE, ADAMS BUILDING 
Rooms 305, 309, 310 

206 11.E.ARNY ST . 
Phone John 0011 San Franci~co 



EYES=TESTED 
ANYBODY can TEST your eyes-you can do it 

yourself. Few can EXAMINE eyes and do it 
intelligently and satisfactorily-quite a difference 
between eye TESTS and EXAM INA TIO NS. Did that 
fact ever occur to you ? 

One of the many advantages of our eye examina­
tion is that your trouble is fully explained-you know 
the exact condition and just what to do. 

You are not left to worry and experiment after 
our examination. 

·~ Standard Optical Co.· 

M. M. LOEWENTHAL 
G. LOEWENTHAL 

~oewenthals 
TAILORS 
FOR MEN 
AND WOMEN 

914 
Market Street 

PHONE 
BLACK 

2256 

San Francisco 
IOI 

217 KEARNY ST. 

Phone Rd 244 l 

Ladies' 
Bathing Suits, in wool or alpaca .$ 

Florodora Waists and Sweaters .$ 

Gymnasium ~uits .$ Underwear, 
in silk linen, lisle or silk-form­
fitting and healthy. 

Gents' 
Bathing Suitr, Sweaters, Capf, 
Leggins, Tennis and Base Ball 
SL>pplies. Gymnasium Suits. 

LARGEST ASSORTMENT A ND 
LOWEST PRICES 

K N I T. ING C 0. 
60 GEARY STREET 

San Francisco 



L. RANSOHOFF 

Women's Apparel 
Exclusively 

117 GEARY ST . 

Importers of Ta.iforecl Suits 

Costumes, Skirts, jackets 
Wra.ps ancl Waists 

E . Machol 

MICHELS 
& WAND 

Importers of 

]. Wa.nc! 

Trimmings an cf Laces 
Hosiery, Glo'Ves, Ribbons 

Notions a.ncl Linings 

26 K e arny Str e et 
SAN FRANCISCO 

ROOS 
BROS. 

Good Clothes 

25-37 
KEARNY 

STREET 

Sa n Francis c o 
102 

MONTEBELLO 
FRUIT MARKET 
R. MARRACCINI & CO. 

Dealers in 

Fruit ancl Vegetables 
Orders Callee! For a.ncl Deli'Vered 

PHONE PAGE 7826 

7 0 2 Devisaclero Street 
Near Gro'Ve 

G. A . Mccaw A. McCaw 
T. S . McCaw 

McCAW BROS. 
Importing 

Grocers 
'Domestic, Foreign ancl Ta.ble Luxuries 

401 DEVIS AD ERO Sr. 
Phone P ark 222 Corner Oa.k 

}ULIUS LEVIN 

LEADING GROCER 
'Dealer in 

'Ja.ncy a.ncl S taple Groceries 
Wines, Liquors ancl Cigars 

Oli'Ves a.ncl Oli'De Oil a. Specialty 

Nos. 15, 16 ancl 17 BAY CITY MARKET 

a.nc! 29 TURK S T. 

Telepho n e South 779 

BERWIN & GASSNER 

Fashionable 

Farriers 
Sealskin Garments Ma.de to Orclu 

Cf?.eclyeing ancl 'R.._emoc!eling 
at Moclera.te Prices 

110 KEARNY ST. 
Phone Ma. in 1683 Sa.n Francisco 



r 

10 3 

T H £ 

COAST LIN[ 

Southern 
·Pacific 

will take you into Idyllic 
Places 

IN TH£ FOR£ST 
B£SID£ TH£ STR£AMS 
OR WH£R£ TH£ SURF 

Breaks on the Sands at 
Monterey 
Pacific Grove 
Santa Cruz 

Ask for 

BOOKS AND PICTUR£S 
0 f T H [ 

FAMOUS R£SORTS 
Will help decide 
where to go for 

A SUMMER 
OUTING 

free of Agents or at 

INFORMATION 8UR£AU 

613 Market Street 



A NY person having use for a 
piano can be accommodated 

at SHERMAN , GLAY & Co ' s with easiest pay­
ments, lowest prices and most reliable 
makers to choose from . Each the best of 
thei r grade from Steinway down. Privilege 
given to exchange medium and low-priced 
pianos for a new Steinway at any time 
within three years from date of purchase. 
Beautiful new uprights sold for $6 cash and 
$6 per month. We offer to sell some good 
pianos for $3, $4 and $5 per month. 

SHERMAN.CLAY &.CO. 
St e in.w- a y D eal ers, C or. 11.earny and 
Sutter Streets, San Francisco~ Cor. 
Broadw-ay and 13th Sts ., O a hJand 

S. ®. G. 
GUMP CO. 

Importers of Fine Oil Paintings 
Etchings, Engravings, Statuary 
.Hrt Novelties, Crockery and 
Glassware 

113 GEARY ST­
SAN FRANCISCO 

Art G a llery 
Thi rd Floor 

Phone 
M ain 516 

Montgomery M arhet 
EMIL WOENNE I. L. HOFMANN 

HOFMANN & WOENNE 
Porh a nd Provis ion p acl\ers 

Deale rs in Best Quality of Beef 
Veal, Mutton , Lamb and Pork 
Jllso a Full Line of Groceries 
and Delicacies, Fruit and Fi.sh 

7 3 5 MARH.ET STREET 
Opp . Grant Ave. 

a nd 242 STEVENSON STREET 

Phone M ain 1449 

We lihe to buy our 
GROCERIES at 

PETERS BROS. 
COR. HAIGHT and SCOTT 

Because they 
h a ndle better goods 
than the majority 
of grocers 

THE HOUSEWIFE 

ARMAND 

CAILLEAU. Inc. 

114-116 11earny Street 

CLOAHS, SUITS 

WAISTS, ETC. 

Our Specialt y 

MISSES' COATS and SUITS 

Goldberg 
Bowen 
®. c 0 • 
sell good 
Groceries 

The "CHRISTY"' H.itchen. Spatula 
Flexible Blade, eight in.;,hes long 

.7l' .luzndy loo/ /or loosenlng and 
lurn/'ng og.srs,, cake.1',, ale. • 

ITS FUN TO COOH. 
1v/u~n .J/OUr k/tchen i's Of}'Ufppod w/lh a/II.ho notu 

and 1"ngon?ous labor-savors Tron1 

Nathan - Dohrmann Co's 
9l'o lrou6/o to show tho'" 

!ZJoco.ratod Chhur 'l7abld Sarv<Cd.; Cut Sta ss 
-C,unps.; .9'1atod, Zli'1.; ..71'.Falo dt!.2 W ood on War• 

Phones 122 - 132 
M ai n. 1401 and 1410 SUTTER ST-

J- B ernhard Isidor Sch'W'artz 

SCHWARTZ & 
BERNHARD 

Real Estate 
Loans 

Insurance 

PHONE MAIN 195 

220 Sansome Street 



COLUMBIA DISC 

GRAPHOPHONE 
Made in three types selling at 

$l5t $20 and $30 
The Best Disc Machine on the Market 

Entertains Everybody Everywhere 

Uses Flat Indestructible Records 
which can be handled without danger 

of being injured 

The reproductions are LOUD, CLEAR 
and BRILLIANT 

7-inch Records, 50 cents each; $5 per doz. 
JO-inch'.Records, $J each; $JO per doz. 

The Graphophone and 
Columbia Records were 
awarded theGrand Prize 
at the Paris Exposition 
ofJ900 

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO. 

J25 Geary Street San Francisco 

M. J. SAHLEIN 

SAHLEIN'S 
Bon - Ton Millinery 

873 MARKET ST. 
Opposite Powell 

TELEPHONE HOWARD J207 

We 
Sell 

San Francisco 

PIANOS Cheap 
for Cash 

or on Easy Installments 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

The 
J. Dewing Co. 

ROOMS J2 and J3 FLOOD BUILDING 

Fourth and Market Streets 
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Picture Framing 

GALLAGHER 
BROS. 

27 Grant A venue 
San Francisco 

JOHN POUYAL 
Florist and 

Decorator 
Funeral Designs a Specialty 

ll49 POLK ST. 
Two Doors Below Sutter 

Formerly J2JJ Polk Street, Cor. Fern 

PHONE EAST 285 

WILL C. HA VS 

Fancy 
Dry Goods 

l303 POLK STREET 

N. 

Phone Polk 488 

FICK & 

Cash 
Grocers 

co. 

l90l DEVISADERO STREET 
Corner Pine 

Phone Steiner 2946 



MUTUAL SAVINGS BANH. 
OF SAN FRANCISCO 

Marh.et Street, Opp. Third 

Guaranteed Interest Paid 

Capital on 

$1,000,000 Deposits 

Paid - up Loans 

Capital on Approval 

$300,000 Securities 

JAMES D. PHELAN, 
P resi d e nt 

M utua l Bank B ui l d ing 

S. G . MURPHY, 
V ice-Presid ent 

JOHN A. HOOPER, 
V ice-Pres id e n 1 

GEO. A . S TORY 
C ashier 

c . B . HOBSON 
A s sis t a nt C ashi e r 

DIRECTORS 

James D. Phe lan S . G . Mu r phy J. A. Hooper Franh Sulliva n 
James Moffitt Cha rl es S . N eal Robe rt M c Elroy 

J a m es M . M c Dona ld Chas. H o lb r ooh 

Deposits m a y be s ent by pos t a l order, Wells Fargo © Co., or 

exchange on city banh.s 

WHEN OPENING A CCOUNT, SEND SIGNATURE 
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BD. EVATT a'rf. G. HINKLE 
Formerly with <J. Lundy 

EVATT & HINKLE 

Diamonds, Watches and Jewelry 

76 GEARY STREET 
Near Grant cA'Venue 

<Jelephone CJ3lack 5053 ScAN FRANCISCO 

W: {3 }. SLOANE {3 CO, Importers and ClJealers 

Carpets, 

ORIENTAL Cf(UGS 
A Choice Selection of CJ?..are Pieces 

Cf(ugs, Furniture, Lace Curtains, 
Drapery g;r,;/ateria.ls, 
Window Shades, Etc. 

114-122 POST SCJ'REET 

Sole cAgents for the Celebrated Ostermoor 
P atent Elastic Felt avtattresses 

GRAPE NUTS 

GENUINE GRAPE· NUT 

fULLY COOKED, 
PRE-DIGESTED. 

0EXTRINC AHO GRAP£ Sue-AR, 

Grape -Nuts 

Tttf. 5vnt:Mw1LLAIUOR&AG-RtATLR 
AiMOUloll'Offr'IWltl)~MfN'T,110"'1 } f\:>uNO OF 
G11.vc-N\lf& TllAOI fHM lOLH OF MEAT, 
WHEAT.QO.TS,OR BREAD. 
C05 T5 ABOUT ONE CENT PER MfAL 
!i-llAPl· N vu AH \lltLU(t•"' Ol'llU r1u•1111 ... r•OM 

Po~TUM(£1!;CALCo., ltM . , BATTLECREu ,M1cM. 

a food for brains 
107 

ScAN FRANCISCO 

---·-- ----·---------

illustrating The 
National Note Books 

Showin.~ the Closed Book, subst::mtially lx nmd 
in heav y Art Cloth (assorted colors1: a\.:;o the new 
{Jafe ty caL h on the dasp, a feature recently added. 

Showing how the Covers Separate to take in the 
paper, and the quick, easy method of removing 
completed work and renewing the leaves. Also 
showing the I ndex, permitting the use vf vne book. 
for several subject::). 

Used in clJ.ll Grades 
of Educational Work 



Leo , N e-w-ma n 9 Pr·es t. 
Victo r E . Math e w s 9 Secy. 

RATHJEN BROS. 
Incorporated 

Fine Groceries. Teas 
Wines, Table Delicacies 
House Furnishing Articles 

39 STOCH.TON ST . 
N ea r Marl\e t 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Telephone Main 552 2 

BYRON MAUZY 

SOHME.R 

BYRON MAUZY Pianos 
SPEILMANN 

THE CECILIAN 
The Perfect Piano Player 

308-312 POST STREET 

Vis iting Cards 
Sta mped Stationery 
Fraternity Engraving 

PA YOT. UPHAM&. Co. 
204 PINE STREET 
San Francisco, Cal. 

ALASH.A REFRIGERATORS 
AND ICE BOXES 

Solid Ash 
Oah.-Grained 
White Enameled 

Tile-Lined 
Opal Inside and Outside 

FOR 

HOUSE.HOLD, RESTAURANTS 

GROCE.RS AND BUTCHERS 

Will keep provisions longer and use less ice 
than any other refrigerator on the market 

Send for Descriptive Catalogue 

W. W. MONTAGUE ®. Co. 
Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco 
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FOR THE 
LATEST IN Ribbons, 

Gloves, Veilings 
Belts, Handkerchiefs 

p.'>'" Laces CALL 
AT 

SCHOENHOLZ BROS. 
& COMPANY 

20H FILLMORE STREET 

F. W. KRONE 
Proprietor 

Kelly & Liebes 
Importers and Manufacturers 

of 

LADIES' CLOAKS 

AND SUITS 

J20 Kearny Street 
San Francisco 

Telephone Red 
J66J 

THE POPULAR 
Dining Rooms 

35-37 GEARY STREET SAN FRANCISCO 

ZELLE~BACH I p A p ' E R II 
& SONS . 

Poster Paper 
Poster Boards 

4l6-4l8-420-422-424-426 SANSOME STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO 

The paper in this publication 
is supplied by this firm 

W. Grasshoff 
Dealer in 

DELICAOES 
A N D 
DA IR Y 
PRODUCE 

340 Devisadero Street 
Phone Park 122 San Francisco 
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Telephone Private Exchange l4 

H, L. Davi s W. D. Fennimore J , W . Davis 

We don't make all the Glasses - there are 
lots that are wrong-no trouble with ours, 
though. 



.Look to your Eyes 
WE EXAMINE THEM FREE AND 

GUARANTEE ALL OUR WORK 

16 KEARNY STREET 

We'd win you for a customer 
if you knew how well quali­
fied we are to fit you with 
just the Glasses you need. 

Hirsch & Kaiser 
OPTICIANS 

7 KEARNY STREET 

'Baldwin Jewelry Co. 
GOLD AND 

SIL VERSMITHS 

Importers of Precious Stones 

844-846 MARKET ST. 
P hone 8Wain 1644 

225 SUTTER ST. Phone Clay 579 

27 THIRD ST. 

THE BON TON 
FINE CANDIES 
AND ICE CREAM 

2105 GEARY ST. 
PH08'(E SCOTT 36 

Nea.r 
Scott 

Get in C/(eadiness for Glad Vacation Time 
CALIFORNIA 8'(._0RTHWESTERN 'l(AILWAY OFFERS 

A LONG LIST OF SPECIAL ATTRACTIONS 

W HEN the vacation season begins the California Northwestern Railway Company will be ready 
to make thousands happy. Its lines run through one of the most picturesque regions of 
the State, and every here and there are ideal places for rest and recreation. Lakes and 

mountain streams, cosy corners in beautiful valleys, comfortable farm houses, mineral springs, 
natural springs, camps in the wildwood, all these are offered, aud each has the advantage of being 
only a short distance from the city. Only a small expend iture is needed for railway fares, and in 
each instance the other charges are very reasonable. 

In conformance with its usual custom the California Northwestern has made elaborate prepara­
tions for the glad vacation time, as is evidenced by the handsome hundred-page booklet that it has just 
issued. This publication, VACATION 1903, gives a long list of places that take summer boarders, 
tells of the special attractions of each place and gives the rates by the week. 

Among the thousand places reached by the line mentioned or its connections are Mark West 
Springs, White Sulphur Springs, Agua Caliente Springs, Lyttons, Skaggs, Blue Lakes, Laurel Dell ; 
'aratoga Springs of Lake County. Bartlett, Carlsbad, Soda Bay, The Geysers, Duncan's and Highland, 
numerous farms near Petaluma and Santa Rosa, in Bennett Valley ; resorts at and near Sebastopol 
and Healdsburg, attractive places near Ukiah and Willits and a hundred charming spots in Lako 
County. 

For campers there are no end of attractions. '£hroughout Marin, Sonoma, Mendocino, and 
Lake Counties the climate is delightful and it is a pleasure to sleep in a tent. Among t he Guerne­
ville Branch of the California Northwostern, paralleled by the picturesque Russian River, are many 
ideal spots for camps, the river affording good boating, bathing and fishing. One of the most beau­
tiful places on this branch is Russian River Heights, one of the most charming spots in all the West. 

The booklet contains much valuable information, and all who expect to make a vacation trip 
this summer will do well to supply themselves with a copy before making up their minds. 

I 10 



The Whole Story in a Nut Shell 
WE SELL THE BEST GROCERIES ONLY 
CHARGE MODERATE PRICES AND GIVE 

QUICK AND RELIABLE SER.VICE 

ROSENSTEIN & SCHOENHOLZ 
Grocers 

Geary and Octavia Sts. Phone West 745 

ESTABLISHED 1858 

W. I\. VANDERSLICE CO . . 

Gold and 
Silversmiths 

136 SUTTER STREET 

STYLE No. 86 
Made of Alpaca, in black or navy 
blue~ prettily trim.med; price $3.50 

Others at $4, $4.50 and $5 

Bathing Outfits 
FOR 1903 

Our assortment of Bathing Suits 

is now complete in this season's 

latest styles, well made, of good 

materials, at moderate prices 

fiEARNY and SUTTER STS. 

San Francisco 
I I I 



R.D.Davis & Co. 

Cloaks 

Suits and 

Millinery 

Cor.GEARY 11.1'~GRANT A VE. 
San F randsco, Cal. 

We are Knitting in 
our New Mill a swell 
line of 

Golf Blouses 
Golf Jackets 
Bathing Suits 

(SEASON J9031 

Underwear 
Silk, Wool, Linen, Lisle 

20 POST STREET 
MILLS, LAGUNA AND GROVE STS. 

II2 

'/(obert son's 

A BOOK 
STORE 

9l8 -922 MARKET ST. 

Manufacturers, Importers and Retailers -

EXCLUSIVE WEAR 
FOR LADIES,MISSES 
AND CHILDREN 

Graduation Dresses a Specialty 

The handsomest, .best and 

most reliable Shoe House on 

the Pacific Coast is the greatly 

enlarged and newly remodeled 

establishment of 

107-109-l J l-J J3 
KEARNY STREET 

San Francisco, Cal. 

We carry an e n o r m o u s 

stock of the finest footwear at 

the lowest prices. 








