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C!tla.a.a ~nug 
By GRACE L. DOREY, '09. 

T un e: "The British Grenadiers." 

I. 

Some ta lk of other Seniors, and tell 

us what they've clone, 

Of many battles that were fought, and 

many victories won. 

But of all the school's great cla ses, 

There' none I want for mine, 

Dut a Rah, Rah, Rah, 

Rah, Rah, Girls, 

The Clas · of June, '0'- . 

II . 

For those of tii11e now long past and 

those more recent still, 

Ne'er had our so g reat number, our spi rit 

or our will; 

They did not float the black and gold, 

O r have the Wise Owl Sign. 

So a Rah, Rah, Rah, 

Rah, Rah, Rah, Girls 

For the Class of June, '09. 

III. 

\ i\Te'll live up to our standards, and on our 

school bring praise, 

To our A lma Mater, G. H. S., our voices 

now we raise ; 

\ i\Then we are flushed with pride, 

And know there's none so fine, 

Here's a Rah, Rah, Rah, 

Rah, Rah, Gi rls 

For the Class of June, '09. 
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Qllass i!;istnry 
J3y .KELL F . .DURKHA!II, "09. 

1. It came to pass in the econd year 
of the reign of Doctor Scott, which was 
in the yea r one thousand nin e hundred 
and five, that the tribe of the Owls of 
Jun e. '09, came from the Janel of 
Grammar Gracie unto the land f lligher 

Education. 

2. This ame timid tribe pitched their 
camp at the door of Gi rl s' Fi ig h School 
for they were to cl well there for fo ur 
yea rs. 

3. This tribe being the large t which 
had entered the sacred porta ls, fo ur rulers 
were necessary and the names of these 
were Hobe, Hunt, Leviele and Roth. 

4. nd now these one hundred and 
eighty-four pilgrims were tested by fierce 
tria ls and tribulations. Latin and Ger­
man conjugations disturbed the cl reams 
of some, F rench harrowed others and 
all battled with Draw ing, A ncient His­
tory, E ngl ish and Botany. 

5. But after one month' s so journ in 
the land of Freshman, a light lightened 
th eir darkn ess fo r behold the mi ghty race 
of eni ors received them in their midst . 
The pilgrims were haled as ··scrubs," 
··Babies," "Freshmen"' by these same 
Sen iors. There was feasting and danc­
ing. 

6. After eight months' of toil in the 
Land nf F reshm en, the tribe departed in­
to Fields of P leasure. \ i\Th il e th ere the 
land was di sturbed by a mighty upheaval. 
buildings were hurled to the ground and 
fierce fire raged. 

7. Then was there wailing among 
some, rejoicing among others fo r th eir 
stay in th e land of P leasure was pro­
longed. 

8. The loyal children numbering one 
hundred and ten returnee! and took up 

their bu rel en fo r two long years 111 the 
L owell High building. Here the rul ers 
met th e Owls of ·09 and spake unto 
them, saying: 

9 . "' \Ve command thee, tile tribe of 
June, naughty-nine, to give to the class 
of December, naughty-nine, you r homes 
in Freshman and depa rt unto Sopho­
n1ore." 

10. This was the judgment of those 
that ministered unto the children in the 
Land of Higher Education. These chil­
dren li fted up their eyes ancl beh eld the 
land of Sophomore, whither they were 
bound. 

11. In this land were they again tes ted. 
They fotio-ht fierce war with A lgebra 
and emerged triumphant. 

12. For two yea rs they labored from 
noon until sett i11 g s un ; their labors 
\\"ere hard but a ll were loyal to their 
judges. 

13. In th land of Sophomore they 
chose one from th eir number for queen 
and she ruled wisely and well. 

14. This yea r passed. and again th e 
mig hty vo ice o f th e ruler was heard 
sayin g : 

15. ·· Get you o-one into the Valley of 
Junior, where g reat things await you." 

16. In thi valley several departed 
from thei r midst so that the tribe con­
tained but seventy-five loyal chi ldren. 

17. In Junior these same children were 
good in the sight of their judges and 
they did many strange and wonderful 
things. 

18. O ne of these thereof being the 
struggle with Geometry, the foe which 
had conquered many, but the Owls be­
cause of their superior wisdom were vic­
torious. 



19. This same tribe made a v1s1t to 
Fairyland and all lost their heart to the 
wonderful Peter Pan. They had jinks 
where people of all lands assembled, peas­
ants, clowns, J a pane e maid ; brownies, 
troubadors, and even great Caesar him­
self. There were also sw imming meets 
and picnics of which the other tribes 
heard and marveled. 

20. But alas some from their number 
who had not reached the age of wis­
dom, saw fit to indulge in music and 
dancing above the judge's sanctum. One 
of his assistants descended on them and 
rebuked them, saying: 

21. "Know ye not that ye disturb your 
worthy ruler 's conference? Be ye still, 
let there be no more dancing· and sing­
ing," and there was none fo r that time. 

22. Agai n there was a journey to the 
Land of P leasure. Returning they were 
received by former tribes in a new home 
which was dedicated with much joy. 
There was feasting and dancing. 

23. A nd it came to pass th at the ruler 
called the tribe before him and spake to 
them with these words: 

2-1-. '"Thou sha1t now ao forth from the 
Valley of Junior and begin your ascent 
up the steep Mount of Senior. T here 
a re many places both of pleasu re and 
toil a long this Mount and from th e top 
those shalt see th e Promised Land." 

2j. A nd now the pilgrims seeing the 
end of their labors were joyful. They 
adopted the manner of fo rmer Seniors. 

26. Soon the Owls spake thus to the 
class of December, naug hty-eight: 

27. "Come to th e house of Normandie 
and thou shalt see our good feelings to­
ward ye all." 

28. 'vVhich they did and at thi lunch­
eon they praised the Owls with many 
songs and sent to them g reat boxes of 
sweets. 

29. But those of th e tribe of December, 
'08, thought that the Owl fe ll into evil 
ways for the Owls did excel all others in 
t he se rpentine and dancing. 

30. And it came to pass on January 4, 
1909, the Owls reached the half-way 
point up the mount of Senior. 

31. This tribe now numbered seventy 
pilgrims loyal to their ruler and the 
home which had ' heltered them for four 
years. 

32. There came a time when these same 
pilgrims brig htened the lives of the baby 
pilgrims. 

33. For it came to pass that the Fresh­
man and Senior united and there was 
g reat rejoicing in the Land of Higher 
Education. This union was celebrated 
with mu ic, fea ting and dancing. 

34. Which act caused the tribe of De­
cember, '09, to wish to show their good 
fee ling and re pect fo r the Owls, and 
again the tribal bond was sealed when 
the December t ribe enterta ined the Owls. 

35. The part of the tribe known as the 
"J ournal staff' gave a reception at the 
dwelling place of the "Editress in Chief." 
A ll joined in singing the praises of their 
chosen staff. 

36. The t ribe known as A lumnae gave 
a breakfast to which they invited their 
future members, the Ow ls. 

37. One of the Owls gave up her home 
to her tribe and here they had what i 
known as a j inks. 

38. Then after much rejoicing the top 
of the Moun t was reached . 

39. ·which victory was ceiebratecl by 
a wonderful fa rce, where certain Owls 
showed the world their particular 
'·Fads and Fancies." 

40. The rulers presented th e tribe with 
thei r diplomas which allowed them to en­
ter the Promised Land. The e di­
plomas were g iven before the face of all 
people. 

41. The encl of the joys and trials of 
the Owls was celebrated by a great dance, 
where joy, light and music made all mer­
ry. 

42. After which the ruler spake unto 
them, sayin g: '"Well clone, depart from 
the Mount of Senior and enter the Prom­
ised Land." 

43. Thus encleth the history of the four 
years' sojourn of the Owls in the Land of 
Hig her Education. 
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C!Uass Jrnpqrry 
By C LARA LOWENBERG, '09. 

Exhau sted quite, upon my bed I lay, 

(For we had had a class meetin g that 

clay,) 

W hen the sad thought once more crept 

to my brain 

How soon we 'd part, ne'er to all mee t 

agam. 

vVhat wou ld become-I started-\i\T hat 

was that?-

It must have been a burglar or a rat!!! 

"Tw-whit, tw-whoo''-1 held my breath in fear; 

For now-oh, help-the sound to me was near. 

I muste red courage, then I turned my head 

And saw a sight that nearly knocked me dead. 

A monstrous Owl bes ide me stood, all armed 

In shield of black. Then true was I alarmed 

U ntil-until I saw it bore the sign 

That gave protection-"G. H. S., Naug ht-N ine." 

* * * 
He smiled at me, then gave a wicked wink; 

"Now tell me true," said he, "yo u did not think 

That your old owl could of assistance be ? 

But yet he' ll give to you the Prophecy." 

* * 
"Oh, Owl," I cried, " if you do as you say 

We'll worship you forever and a clay." 

* * 



He cleared his throat, then said: If you'll allow 

A lapse of several years 'twixt here and now 

I w ill begin. You know, no doubt 

T he news of Nellie's marriage is just out . 

She used to say a bachelor maid she'd be, 

But all the g irls say that-It's fo rm, you see. 

Some others who have joined the wedded throng 

A re Daisy H. and I sabella Long. 

I passed the Waldorf window-who was there . 
But M ildred Carleton, showing off her hair. 

In t hat same store M. Coffin demonstrates 

T he way to fi x her hair in fancy "eights ." 

Of cou rse, some chose in li fe the ser ious part, 

So Pawky P . is wedded to her art . 

E. Dick paints fr escoes in the City Hall 

W here Edith Bull reigns "Mayor" of us a ll. 

Since Woman 's Suffrage now does rule this land 

Mere man has no more say. Ain't that just grand? 

O ur educa tional system is revised 

By efforts of E. Miller , you've surmised . 

A. Berkeley was a teacher, but alas ! 

Her giggling quite demorali zed her class. 

But Agnes A . (whom dignity did bless) 

:\fade of this fine profession, g reat success. 

M. Mel, U. C. ye ll leader used to be, 

But now they've had to put in M innie P., 

For Marian went to Vassar-spoil s our hopes, 

For is not there one yea r e'e r she elopes !!! 

"Ruth" is a name that magic charm must hold 

For a ll our Ruths are marr ied now, I'm told. 

Ruth Brenn er took to acting on the stage; 

Her "Peter Pan" they say was a ll t he rage, 

Gntil one day, the fata l step she took, 

She fell in love and married-Captain Hook. 

But now, my child, all news cannot be kind; 

E. Jones, R. Claus, D. Hill are out of mind. 

Sheer overwork-alas-it is too sad, 

From morn till ni ght t hey rnoan-"Have you an ad?" 

E. Smith takes care of them. A nurse is she 



As also is our dear Tina Lindsay. 

And Mina H . a doctor is, you kn ow, 

Whose specialty is t eaching folks to oTow . 

Three patients who have profited right well 

Are Helens K. and R. and Bessie L. 

Now pl ease don't faint.-Strange news this sure is so me. 

"Spat" B rown a missionary has becom e. 

No need for fr ig ht-she likes it ev'ry bit 

A nd with the cann ibals has made a hit!!! 

I. Traynor, too, such work did undertake, 

But she came home to soothe some man 's heartache. 

A las ! full many such a worthy plan 

Is spoiled by the existence of mere man. 

For instance, Gladys Cronan left the stage 

Some lover 's fiery passion to assuage. 

And I. Spadina hurri ed up they say 

To be on time upon her wedding clay. 

And Alice C. fo rsook Euclid for "J ohnny," 

But that was sure to come-she was so bonny! 

Poor Grace--, fo r months she wandered al l a lone 

\ !\T ith naught to do but just to moan and moan, 

But she got married, too.-Ancl let me see-

O h yes,-I know now-so did Constance D . 

I. Straus has bli ss unmeasurably great-

She lives in France-and weighs but ninety-e ig ht. 

E. Lochbaum, too, one hardly sees at all , 

She's wasted to a shadow on the wall. 

E. J ohn son-here' th e one where wonder grows 

That "one small head can carry all she knows." 

And wonder too, that Blanche, " la chere petite ," 

Though she's so small is yet so very sweet. 

\!\That think you? Two, through sc ience, have won fame­

E. Neller and Grace Ogle they're by nam e. 

And Myrtle Dennet now is. quite contented 

F or she a talking machine has invented. 

A. O tto and H . \ l\T akeman wrote a book 

A nd Clara Lindman teaches how to cook-

This cou rse, you know, was added to Girls' Hi gh 

L ong after we had left it-you and I. 



Leona Browne's a teacher the re, you know, 

She wanted to go back-she loved it so. 

Now, here' a fact that I think quite a pity, 

O ur Amy P latt is back in Carson City. 

"Dee" Holmes and Helen Gilbert, there have started 

A school where wondrous knowledge is imparted. 

The subj ects taught, at least so reads the sign 

Are "Accomplishm ents Polite and Manners Fine." 

M inna Van Bergen is also a teacher there; 

Her knowledge of these things was ever fair. 

C. Massie should be "finished" now, at least 

Such was her object when she went "back east." 

The dictionary now used far and wide 

By Mabel Cohen was complied. Your pride 

Another boost received, for t hey relate 

That Miriam Leavy's famed for her debate. 

-Now let me think awhile. You will agree 

It's pretty hard to talk so steadily? 

vVell , to resume. E. Robinson's a nun 

And a Quakeress demure is Helen Brunn . 

T he e two sh un man. Not so E. Leibert, for 

She married when school days were hardly o'er. 

B. 'Nhittle and D. Berry did the same 

So ran no risks of tiring of their name. 

Once more must I return to realm s of art 

V\There "Naughty Nines" take such an active part. 

Descendant of great Titian, mark me well, 

Is Dorothea Thompson. And they tell 

That model none had Titia·n, who'd compare 

To E lsie vVormser with her russet hair! 

And E. Briclgett,-the artists love to paint 

Her classic face. It is so like a saint! 

Gladys de Guire haunts the Vatican, 

The paintings of t he Masters well to scan. 

But here, to tell, the pleasant task is mine, 

Of her, t he most ambitious of Taught N ine,­

The New York Opera Company is run 

By noted Impressario Harrison. 



Her company in cludes V irginia Crow, 

A . Mulli gan and Hazel Frost, you know. 

And all this broke the heart of one great singer , 

Tetrazzini 's la id aside for Hazel Klinger. 

Louelle E. J.-Oh, think of the clisgrace,-

Man-hater that she was,-anc\ now so mac\ a "'case"!! ! 

O h, that fai r sex! How can we them believe?-

T heir acts belie their words-they all deceive. 

A nd "Lady Peg."-(she"s married to a Lord) 

Has refuge ta'en to keep from being bored, 

In drawing pictures, also writing rhymes, 

And ed its now for port the "L ondon Times." 

* * * 

At last, my child , I"m through. "O, wait," I cried. 

But when I looked the owl had left my side . 

And all he said in way of an adieu, 

Was just "Tu- whit, tu-whoo, tu-whit, tu-who-o-o" ! 



I · 

1£itrrary 







i\ 11jyrir nf ilnruiug 
By EDNA M. c. KROUSE . 

T he dainty roses wild 

A re caug ht within a mesh 

O f subtle spicier-lace, 

\ i\Thereon a re fas tened peari s. 

O n these, the wing ing lig ht, 

The ting ling, laug hing light 

A thousand colors shakes. 

There is a silken swish 

O f waters, and the whi rr 

O f fl ying birds. H igh from 

A broken cloud there pour 

Song-streams. I almost feel 

T he throb of tirne,- hear bells 

Infinites imal. 

0 Lig ht! 

H igh Alchemist, 

E theral and exquisite, 

H ow holy is thy touch ! 

I shake with ecstacy to watch 

The wi ld and wind-to sec! g lory of the 

clouds 

Display thy art. 



0 (!hr lum N nu 1\utmum flutaut" 
By CLAUDIA MASSIE, '09. 

Down the long, white, sunlit road he 
came, a s lender lad of fourteen, with 
his eyes fixed dreamily on the quiet 
blue waters of the li ttle cove over 
which a few sea gu ll s were flapping 
their wings lazil y in the warm sunlight. 
A soft breeze bent the topmost 
branches of the tall eucalyptus trees 
that bordered the road, and it softly 
kissed the golden poppies that grew 
everywhere, even in the middle of the 
road, if they could find a foothold. 

As he neared the little adobe-built 
town with its quaint old missi0n 
church, and its picturesque houses with 
their red-tiled roofs and ri ch profusion 
of gayly bloomin g plants, his mind 
returned from its clay dreaming, and 
his eyes res ted with a puzzled expres­
sion on the lette r in hi s hand. It bore 
the postmark of a large inland city 
and was addressed to Mrs. Mathew. 

Though he daily tramped the half 
mile to the stat ion for t he mail all the 
yea r around, rain or hine, nothing ever 
came but the lender pension from 
\ i\Tashin gton, w hich, eked out with his 
mother's embroidery, formed their sole 
sustenan ce. For though Mercedes 
Mathew and her boy lived with their 
uncle, Juan Gonzales, the wealthiest 
man in the little Spanish town of San 
Pablo, she was too proud to be depend­
ent upon him ; so the pretty brown 
head was constantly bent over the 
delicate embroidery which was to sup­
plement the pension which her hus­
band's death, eight years before, had 
brought forth. 

J ose entered the open door of his 
uncle's house and found his mother in 
the cou rt or patio around which the 
house was built. The busy hands were 
idle for a moment and her eyes 
fi xed with a far-away look, but as Jose 
entered and threw him self clown at her 
side they g rew misty as they rested 
lovin g ly on his face and she thought 

how much he was growing to look like 
his handsome father, for Colonel 
Mathew had been one of the handsom­
est men in the army when on very 
short notice he had fallen in love and 
married pretty li ttle Mercedes Ferrara 
at her siste rs's home in San Francisco. 

She thought how happy had been 
those six short years that they had 
spent together, and swiftly the remem­
brance came back to her of the day he 
had sailed for Manila, waving good-by 
to t hem from the ship, the ruffling of 
his short brown curls and the stars and 
stripes waving over his head. It was 
the last picture she ever had of him, 
fo r two month s later news had come of 
his death, and she, desolate and heart­
broken, had taken littl e J ose and 
moved back to San Pab lo to her 
own people to bring up the child as 
best she might. 

With a sigh she turned to the letter, 
which Jose had thrust into her lap. As 
she read J ose lay icily on his back, his 
eyes on the few, feathery white clouds 
which were laz ily drifting across the 
sky. 

He was a dreamy, imaginative child, 
but while his m ind might be fash ion­
ing wonderful a ir castles, his eyes and 
finger were usually busy with brushes, 
pencils and paper and any object whi ch 
happened to come into his line of vis­
ion, fo r Jose's g reat ambition was to 
become an artist. This form ed a ll t he 
groundwork fo r his air castles . How 
often he dreamed of the tim e when he 
should go to t he g reat city to s tudy 
under some famous master; and finall y, 
when he had painted many pictures 
and had him self become famous , how 
he would take his mother to live with 
him in the g reat city, where she should 
have many gowns and they would live 
happily ever after. 

Thus he had lived so far , with his 
brush es and dreams, and always alone, 



excepting fo r his mother, fo r the 
boisterous littl e Spanish children of 
the town did not understand him, and 
after a few gentle repulses on hi part 
had let him entirely alone. 

Mercedes laid the lette r on the table, 
while a t roubled express ion stole 
over her face. Give J ose up ? Send 
her darling li ttle lad among strangers? 
A h, no, she could not do that ; she was 
so much a lone already, it seemed, and 
now to take the boy from her, surely 
they cou ld not mean to do that . But 
again the thought of the opportunities 
which he would have came to her , and 
she resolved to leave it to him to decide 
for himself. 

At her ge nt le "J ose, little lad," the 
boy sprang up with a quick " Si, si, mi 
madre," and knelt at her knee w here 
he cou ld look into her face, and then 
she told him how his father 's people 
wanted him to come and li ve with them 
in the far-off city and be ed ucated to 
fill such a place as his father had held. 
She dwelt long on the opportuniti es he 
would have fo r studying his beloved 
drawing, and as she spoke t he child's 
sensitive face flushed and his eyes grew 
brig ht with excitement, w hile his 
brea th came quickly from between his 
parted lips as he eagerly listened to 
everythin g she said, fo r was not this 
his long-expected chance at last? As 
Mercedes watched him she knew that 
she had her answer, and knew also that 
she mu st soon give up the lad, and 
wait for the time w hen as a man he 
houlcl return again to her. 

PART II. 

T he years drifted on and J ose lived 
in th e great city with his grandparents, 
going to school and study in g art. He 
had wr itten regularly twice a week to 
hi s mother since the clay he caught the 
last g li mpse of her tear-stained face 
through the car w indow as t he train 
slowly moved out of the station. 

After the first homesickness J ose 
found in the g reat city many things 
that he had longed for. Every advan­
tage avail ab le was placed within hi s 
reach , for his g randparents had soon 
fa llen under th e irres istible charm 

which he seemed to exercise over all 
with whom he came in contact. 

But always as he worked, he seemed 
to hear the cease less murmur of the 
sea on the blu e water and hear the 
breeze whispering through the euca­
lyptus trees and s ighin g along th e 
fie lds of golden poppies. He saw the 
sunny patio with t he boxes and pots of 
vi nes and blossoming plants, and in the 
midst of them his mother with bowed 
head and wistful eyes, sewing, al ways 
se wing. He seemed to hear the mis­
sion bells softl y pealing th e Angelus, 
and sometimes the long ing and tug­
gi ng at his heartstrings grew so great 
that he fe lt as if he cou ld stand it no 
longer, but must go as fast as possible 
back to his su nny Califo rnia home. 

Always, though , he persevered, and 
his power g rew until at last his most 
ardent dreams had come true. His 
work became known and praised and 
a brill iant future appeared before him. 

Finally the time came when he could 
return " home" A ll through the long 
trip his thoughts fl ew on ahead of 
him and he could hardly curb his impa­
tience. He had not sent word that he 
was comi ng, as he w ished to surprise 
his mother, so he stepped off the train 
at the little stat ion and was once more 
walking clown the long, white road. 

This time, ho wever, his eyes were 
not fixed dreamily on the blue waters 
of the cove, but s trai ght ahead where 
he cou ld catch a g limpse of his home, 
and of the old miss ion, of which the 
afternoon sun ju t g linted the topm ost 
crosses. 

The Angelu s was softly chiming as 
he ente red again th e patio and stopped 
with a catch at his throat as he saw his 
mother bending as a lways over her 
embroidery. Her g lossy brown hair 
was thickly sprinkled with gray, and 
the wistfu l express ion on her gentle 
face appeared settled. 

At last Mercedes looked up and her 
eyes widened. For an instant it seemed 
that her first love had returned to her, 
but as she rose and J ose stretched out 
hi s arms and clasped her close her long-
111g cry, "Cara, a ra mia ," was 
answered bv hi s "]\If ad re, mi madre," 
and J ose was home at last. 



ID4r iimr of t4r i\talauta 
By ELSIE WORMSER, '09. 

RGUMENT. 

How the Basket-ball Club members iefoitld not pa31 their dues, and thus did 
drive the Treasurore mad; and how, at a game, she did revenge herself. 

It is an Atalanta, 
And she stoppeth one of three. 

"By thy dunning air, and collar high, 
ow wherefore stopp'st thou me? 

"The 'Study' doors a re opened wide, 
And I'ni crazy to get in; 

Our lunch is clone, the dance beg·un; 
May'st hear the merry din." 

She holds her with a trembling hand, 
"There was a club," quoth she. 

"Now quit! Let go! I have no cash!" 
Eftsoons her hand clropt she. 

She holds her with her collar high­
The Scrub perforce stands still, 

And Ii tens like a three years' child: 
The At'lanta hath her will. 

''The Club was met, the clues were set, 
Collecting I did start 

About the rooms, in all the halls, 
No sad thoughts in my heart. 

"I toiled from morning until night, 
At'lanta dues I sought! 

I went to bed with dizzy head, 
For lessons I cared naught. 

"Harder and harder every clay, 
Before and after noon-" 

The mad young Scrub here said, "You 
For she heard th e piano's tune. 

Miss C. is making music now, 
The "Glow Worm" she cloth play; 

And jumping madly up and down, 
Round whirl the dancer gay. 

club!" 

An Atalanta meeteth three 
Scrubs going to the Study 
Hall to dance, and detain­
cth one. 

The Scrub is spellbound 
by the collar of the A ta­
lanta, and is constrained to 
hear her tale. 

The Atalallta tclleth how 
hard she did . work, trying 
to collect dues. 

The Scrub heareth the 
dance-1nusic, but the Ata­
lanta continueth her tale. 



The angry Scrub here said, ''You dub!" 
But she cou ld not reach the door; 

And thus spake on that stubborn g irl, 
The dunning Treasurore. 

"And so one month did pass away, 
Of fifty, three had paid; 

My hair turned g ray, and curled no more, 
But thirty pounds I weighed. 

"One day there came a challenge bold , 
From a school across the bay. 

I thought we should not have a game 
Unti l our team would pay. · 

''They said, 'Oh, fudge! That doesn't count; 
Don't always think of clues! 

And anyway, 'twill seem as though 
We' re scared, if we refuse.' 

' 'The game was called, the whistle blew, 
T he cheering started in. 

O ur g irls made points immediately, 
ncl fe lt quite sure they'd win. 

"Fate! free thee, Atalanta! 
From the woes that thee appall! 

Why look' t thou sick ?" ' ' \i\Tith one good kick 
I burst the basket-ball. " 

"And I had clone a dreadful thing, 
And me they so re did blame: 

'For now,' said all, 'we've lost the ball 
vVhich might have won the game.' 

' \las !' said one, 'to spoil the fun. 
vVe might have won the game!' 

"And now no more with basket-ball 
May I my elf amuse. 

The girls to me no more do speak. 
They never pay their clues . 

"I pass with purse from room to room; 
I have strange power of speech. 

That moment when her face I see, 
I know the g irl who must hear me: 

To her I then do preach." 

The Treasurore thought 
there should be no gani e 
until all dues were paid . 

Bi~t the team sa31eth it is 
all foolishness. 

The gmne starteth well 
for the Atalantas. 

The Treasurore, in re­
venge, spoileth the basket­
ball; thus showing a laclz 
oJ school spirit. 

The team cries ont against 
the Treasurore for spoiling 
the ball. 

And forever throughout 
her school Zif e, an ag01i31 
constraineth her to travel 
from room to room, com­
plaining . 



The treasurore who is a fright , 
And a lso is a bore, 

Is gone; and now the poor young Scrub 
Turn s from the "Study" door. 

She goes like one that hath been stung, 
O r fea rs she'll get some "threes .. ; 

A madder but a wiser g irl, 
To Botany she flees. 

C.D. L . 

Wqr illanr of 1£uigi ~pinrlli 
R eflec tions on a v isit to the Ju venile Courts and D etention Home of San Fran-

CISCO. 

By R UTH BRENNER, '09. 

Luigi Spinelli had a mother who stole 
and a father who stole, so it came perfect­
ly natural to Luigi to steal. He had 
grown up on stolen things and for two 
years since his ninth birthday he had 
been proving himself a good son of his 
father. Of course no one had ever 
told him it was wrong to steal, but he 
knew it wasn't right. Kot that Luigi had 
any pricks of conscience when he stole­
it came entirely too naturally for that­
but he knew he mustn't be caught at it, 
and when you must not be caught at a 
thing it certainly must be something you 
ought not do. 

Luigi was clever, though, and not un­
til both his parents were taken to prison, 
was he found out. 

He came home one day only to be con­
fronted on the doorsteps of the fami ly's 
dirty little shan'ty, by his parents, who 
were being escorted away by two police­
men and a stout plain-clothes gentleman 
with a reel moustache. 

''Who's thi s? Your boy ?" asked the 
gentleman with the reel moustache. "Any­
one to take care of him ?" 

"No," growled the father. 
" \Veil, you'd better come along with 

me. I reckon we can find a place for 
you." And that was how Luigi hap­
pened to stop stealing. 

H e was taken into a low, gray building 
by the stout gentleman. A fter walking 
through a sort of hall where he was eyed 
by severa l imposing persons, he was 
marched into a kitchen. Here sat a kind­
faced woman with her husband, and the 
clearest , sweetest young lady who smiled 
at Luigi when he came in. 

"Hum-m," aid Mr. T om, standing up 
and lookin g doubtfully at Luig·i, ' 'what's 
he in fer?" 

" Mother and father in jail fer stealing. 
Give 'im a bite and tui"t1 ' im in with the 
rest of 'em." The stout man went out. 

"Hum-m," . aid Mr. Torn again, but 
Mrs. T orn looked sorry for Luigi, and so 



did Miss Torn. Luigi didn't see much to 
be sorry about, but for some reason he 
was g lad that Mrs. Torn was sympathetic. 
Pe rhaps no one had eve r taken that much 
interest in him before. Miss Tom was 
fi xing a bowl of hot soup for him and 
he ate it in silence, frankly returni;1g the 
stares of the three. A tear rolled down 
Mrs. T om's face. "I can't get used to 
these sta rved, neglected children that 
they bring here. \Vhat mothers they 
must have !" 

"Corne along," said Mr. T orn , and he 
led Luigi into an open court, where nine 
boys were playing at various games. He 
walked around close to the wall under the 
inspection of eighteen eyes, and then, 
after a short conference, he was respect­
fully invited to play handball. 

"Git along kid, " was the way they put 
it. But Mr. Torn was calling him and 
in a few minutes Luigi found himself 
undergoing the novel sensation of being 
scrubbed all over. Then he was put into 
a clean, white little bed in the dormitory. 
The poor little rag·amuffin was wide-eyed 
with the novelty of being so clean and 
comfortable. Miss T orn came in and put 
some clean thing·s at the foot of his bed. 
She smiled at him. 

"You can put those on to-morrow," 
she said, and went away. 

Luig i sat up and looked at the clothes. 
They were not new, but they were very 
clean and neat. He wondered if the boy 
who had worn th em ever stole. No! he 
was sure that he hadn't. 

The next morning Luig i was looking 
at him self in the little mirror in the 
kitchen, when Mr. T orn came up to him. 

" You don't look as though you wanted 
to steal to-clay," he said . "Be as clean 
inside as you a re outside. Don't think 
wrong and you won't do wrong. Come 
to breakfast now." H e took Lui g i's hand 
and they went into the dining room, 
where everything was so clean in shining 
white oilcloth. 

Mr. Tom was greeted with a shout of 
joy, especially from those who had lived 
there longest . He was like a father to 
them and they loved him so much. 

For almost a week Luigi lived with the 
Toms and the other boys, learning with 
them that love and good fellowship and 

cleanliness inside and outside are better 
than theft and wrong-doing. 

Then Friday came, and it was whis­
pered that the boys were to be tried in the 
courtroom. Poor Luigi was frightened 
Even in a few clays he had begun to 
realize that stealing was very wrong. 
Perhaps he would be cast into prison. 
Oh! he did not want to leave the T oms. 
They were so good to him and he loved 
them so much. 

A fter lunch, the boys were marched 
into a small courtroom and placed in the 
front benches. At first they were all 
"scared stiff," but after two hours of 
waiting the stiffne s g racluaily wore off. 
But then the waiting grew very tiresome, 
especially to Luig·i, who had never sat 
still very long. The room was getting 
hot and the benches were uncomfortable, 
and the wails of several babies helped to 
make everyone miserable. The gentle­
man with the reel moustache came in to 
watch the boys . They all seemed to know 
him well. He stood against the railing 
by the judge's desk and made faces at 
them, until Mr. Tom came in and told the 
boys to be still. 

At last the judge came in and took his 
place at the desk in the center. He was 
such a fatherly looking man that all the 
fear left Luigi. Still, when he was 
called up, he started out with a falsehood. 

The stout g·entleman had explained his 
case to the j uclge, who called Luigi up 
beside him . 

" H ow old are you?" asked the judge. 
"'Leven." 
"Did you ever steal?" 
' 'Nope. " 
"Don't be afraid to tell me the truth." 

The j uclge looked very sorry and sympa­
thetic. 

"Tell me now, didn't you ever steal ?" 
"Yep," replied Luig i, and the tears 

rolled clown his cheeks. 
"Much?" 
"Yep." 
" Diel you know it was wrong?" 
"Yep." 
" Did your parents make you do it?" 
"Yep, they beat me if I didn't bring 

home nothin' ." 
"Diel you ever go to school?" 
"Yep. " 



"For how long?" 
"One day." 
" Did you like it?" 
"Yep, but my father wouldn't let me 

go; he said I had to steal. " 
"vVou lcl you like to go to school again 

and be a good boy and learn not to 
steal ?" 

" Yep." Luig i's eyes shone eagerly. A 
new path of life had showed itself the last 
few clays. Tears fi lled his eyes again. 
He did o want to lea rn to live th e right 
way and be honest like the judge and l\fr. 
T om and the stout gentleman with the 
reel moustache. The judge seemed to 
read hi thought but he only gave some 
orders to the clerk, and Luig i went back 
to his place. The afternoon wore on, and 
at last the boys were released from the 
hot courtroom and went to supper. 

The next Monday Luig i started to 
school with several of the other boys. 
Then in a few days the tout gentleman 
got him a job for after school and Satur-

clays. Luigi got three dollars a week for 
he was a good little worker and didn't 
let any chances slip by. \Vhat made him 
happiest was to think he really earned 
his money, and he was very glad indeed 
whenever Mr. T om called him ' 'his hon­
es t boy." 

* * * 
This is only one story of the many 

thousand I could write about. Every 
clay boys, and sometimes g irls, are 
brought to the detention home fo r some 
wrong-doing caused by lack of proper 
training and proper home urrounclings. 
Most of the children brought in never 
have known a mother's love and care, 
and they are not to be blamed for what 
they do; and they are not blamed. They 
are taken to the detention home to be 
taught and to have their lives straight­
ened and to get some idea of what it is 
to keep them elves clean inside and out­
side. 



Wqr ®ml nf lluur N augqt Ntnr 

By HAZEL M. FROST, '09. 

A wi se old owl sat in a tree, 

And looked as happy as happy could be. 

He raised his head, and said aloud, 

.. I tell you, I feel very proud. " 

"Proud of what?" his mate then said, 

And straightway 'gan to raise her head . 

.. My clear, my clear," the old owl sighed, 

"You're ce rtainly far behind the tide." 

"I'm ashamed of you, my clear," said he, 

'·Just as ashamed as I can be, 

To think that honors thus so great 

Be placed upon my unworthy mate." 

"The honor," he said, as he swelled with 

pride, 

" Is one that always will abide, 

From one as worthy and as fine, 

As the Senior Class of June, '09. 

"This Senior Class," said he to her, 

" I s one, as you may well infer, 

O f which the school is justly proud, 

And sings its praises clear and loud." 

"And who, in searching far and near, 

Have found an emblem,-its meaning 

clea r,-

An owl, whose very wise old looks, 

Portray his knowledge from many 

books." 



"Are we not honored, my dear?" said he, 
As he ruffled his ieathers up in that tree. 
"We're honored more than 1 can tell 
By all those Seniors who love us well." 

His mate spoke not, but slowly turned, 
A very much wiser and prouder bird, 
To tell her owlets, one and all, 
About those Seniors g reat and small. 

"My clears," said she, "you all wi ll see, 
When g reat big owls you grow to be, 
There can be none as worthy and fine 
As that Senior Class of June, Naught-

N ine." 

By DOROTHY BERRY, '09. 

As the big clock outside the door 
gave its premonitory click and droned 
out nine deep notes, one of the g irl s in 
the little brass bed turned over and 
lazily opened one eye . Seeing that her 
companion was sti ll dreaming, she 
hesitated, then, suddenly snatch in g the 
pillow from under the head of the 
s leeper, held it for a moment poised in 
the ai r and brought it down upon the 
peaceful upturned face. 

"Aren't you mean!" were the first 
articulate words -then, " I was havin g 
such a nice dream , all about Tom. Oh, 
Kate, he was so nice to me last night, 
-just think, five dances! I was so 
happy, but now I'm just miserable, for 
I won't see him again for two whole 
weeks, and-" 

"Adela, you told me al l about it twice 
last night," interrupted Kate, smother­
in g a slight grim ace in the bed clothes. 
"You are a clear and I love you lots, 
but you are an awfu l goose about boys, 
Tom in particular. Besides,'' jump-

ing out of bed, .. I promised mother I'd 
be home ear ly this morning to help 
about the house ." 

So they dressed. Adela, plump and 
fai r, and Kate, slight, tall and dark, 
chattering about the dance at the 
"Houghton School fo r Boys" the night 
before. 

''I don't think I can possibly live 
through the next two weeks,'' wailed 
Adela presently. "Anyway ... I simply 
must see him before he goes home for 
vacation. I couldn 't stand it not to say 
good-by again !" 

"Crazy!" remarked Kate, carefully 
tying the broad white ribbon on her 
hai r. "I suppose you would like to go 
up to the school this morning. That 
would be nice, wouldn't it?" 

"I only-wish I-could!" Adela 
was clashing cold water on her face. 

"Yes, why don't you go up to see 
M rs. Houghton? A friendly morning 
call to tell her you had a good time 
last night. She'd be so pleased. Or 



couldn't you lose an umbrella or some­
thing and t hink perhaps you left it 
there ? It might have rained last night 
if it had n' t been so clear, you know." 

"You needn't be so sarcastic, Kate, 
because I am goin g up thi s morning, 
just to spite you, so there!" 

"Don' t be a goose !" 
"I'm not, but I'm going." 
"Oh, Della, think it over!" 
"I won' t. I mean I have, and I 'm 

going up t here right after breakfast!" 
and, throwing open the window with a 
bang, she bou nced out of the room. 

At breakfast not a word passed 
between them. As Adela pushed back 
her chair with a jerk that made the 
s ilve r rattle, Kate looked up. 

"If you do, I think you' ll be sorry." 
"Not as sorry as you will be if you 

don't stop trying to bo s me. Just 
because you are seventeen and I won't 
be till next month, you think-" and 
again Adela left her guest a lone. 

T he next day Kate was not surprised 
to receive a note v ia Adela's small 
brother,-their quarrels often ended in 
this way,-but she was certainly not 
prepared for its contents: 
"Kate , Dearest-

"Please forgive me about yesterday 
and help me out of this hole . I was so 
mad that I went ahead without think­
ing, and when I got up there I hadn 't 
a thing to say to M rs. Houghton. I'd 
forgotten all about an excuse for going. 
She looked at me sort of queerly when 
she came in , and before I knew it I was 
tellin g her that you had lost your si lk 
scarf, the one your aunt brought from 
Paris, and that you had had an 
engagement, so had asked me to come 
up to see if you had fo und it. Now, 
Kate, please stand by me and lose the 
scarf for a week or so. You can find it 
again easily, and forgive 

"Your repentant 
"Della. 

"P. S.-Didn't see Tom. I'm awfu lly 
sorry-about the scarf I m ean. D ." 

* * * * * * * * 
"Where's Kate?" demanded Augusta 

Owens about a week later, as she 
paused on the threshold of Adela's 
library and swept the roomful of g irl 
with her quick gray eyes . 

"Had to stay and go over a theme 
with the 'chicken.' She' ll be here soon, 
I gues ," explained Adela from the 
cushions of the couch, her mouth full of 
candy . 

"Why didn't you telephone me? I 
nearly broke my neck to get here, and 
I needn't have, fo r nothing ever hap­
pens without Kate-I suppose you 
wouldn 't think of beginning without 
her. W hat's up now, an?" and 
Augusta crossed the room to join a 
group, the mern bers of which were sit­
ting on the floor with their heads 
together. 

"We were ju t talking about Kate's 
scarf," explained Nan, glancing up with 
a flash of white teeth. " Didn't Mrs. 
Houghton call you up ?" 

"Yes. I sn't it nice of her to take so 
much trouble? But it' s fu nny that no 
one has seen it! Say, I wonder if,-no,. 
that couldn 't-there wasn't anyone 
there who-yes, there was, too!" 

"vVhat !" exclaim ed the group in con­
cert. 

"Well , don't you think, perhaps-" 
here Augusta, afte r a quick g lance over 
her shoulder , dropped her voice, and 
the heads dre w closer together than 
ever. 

"0-o-oh ! I don't think so!" 
"Stop it, Gus, you don 't honestly 

think that!" 
"Really? I know she always liked 

it, but I can 't believe it of her. She 
adores Kate, besides." 

"Now, g irl s, look here," went on 
Augusta. " You all heard her say she 
wished it was hers th e ni ght of the 
class dance, and up at the school she 
didn't have her last two dances taken, 
so she went home early. Now, what 
cou ld be more certain proof than that? 
Girl s!" she said, turning around to the 
others, "Freda Hart st- took Kate's 
scarf the other nigh t!" 

"She did not," came a voice from the 
doorway, and each girl, with a guilty 
start, faced Kate. "Ju st because Freda 
is poor you snobs-yes, you are snobs 
-don't like her and try to blame her 
for everything that happens. You've 
tried it before," she went on rapidl y, 
her eyes snappin g, and her every word 
clear, distinct and cutting. " She is 



worth all of you put together, and I, for 
one, am as proud to count her as a 
friend as I am asham ed of you who,­
oh, you are contemptible!" 

"Kate Roberts ! If anyone else said 
that to me I 'd-I 'd never speak to her 
again." A ugusta's eyes looked danger­
ous also. "And what proof have you 
that Freda didn't take you scarf? Tell 
us that." 

Kate looked startled. 
"Because-because," she started, 

" because I've found it. It was caught 
in my dress and I didn't notice it until 
this morning." 

''Mm-rn, likely, isn't it?" observed 
Augusta disagreeably. "A scarf three 
yards long and hidden in a dress . Per­
haps it isn' t contemptible to fib!" 

"Gus! Kate! please stop," broke in 
little N an. "I don't think Freda would 
take it, really I don't, and, anyway, 
let' s not te ll everyone about it. Gus, 
you don't know how your voice carries 
sometimes." 

"I don't care. Kate knows Freda 
took her scarf, and either she is pro­
tectin g her or else Freda got scared 
and brought it back and Kate promised 
not to tell. Anyway, when I g ive my 
party next month I shan' t send a bid 
to Freda Hart. I'd rather my friends 
didn't lose their things in my house !" 

Kate took no notice of this la t 
thrust. 

"Della," she said suddenly, "your 
mother is calling you." A nd as Adela, 
g lad of an excuse, sprang up and ran 
out into t he hall , Kate fo llowed her. 

"Your mother doesn't want you. I 
just had to get you out here," she. 
began rapidly. "Della, you've got to 
tell them." 

" \!\T hen ?" Adela looked fri ghtened 
to death. 

"Right now. You mu st." 
"Oh, I can't. They'd laugh at me, 

and-and I'm so ashamed of being so 
foolish. Kate, I can't tell,-honestly I 
can't. Please don't make me." 

"Then don't , coward!" 
Adela's face grew crimson and she 

opened her mouth to speak, but Kate 
had turned on her hee l and gone back 
into the library. 

"Girls," she said , "I'm going to tell 
you something-don't stop me till I 

get through, for, goodness knows, it 's 
going to be hard enough. To begin 
with, my-my scarf never was lost. 
I-I hid it myself because-well, 
because I wanted an excuse to go up to 
th e school the morning after the dance. 
You'll think I 'm crazy after all I've 
always said to you, but-but I wanted 
t-to see Teel Carter before he went. 
Yes, lau gh! I suppose you're thinking 
-well, think, if you only leave Freda 
alone - go ahead - laugh - think - I 
don't care!" and with a stifled sob 
she ru shed from the room, leaving 
s ilence and consternation behind her. 

Augu sta was t he first to recover. 

"Hum ph !" said he in a tone which 
implied much . 

" I al ways thought she was two­
faced," ventured Anna Foss. 

"The idea of making us think she 
was so perfect, an d a ll the time doing 
what she was, always talking to us 
about going crazy over boys!" cried 
Floy Fern, who al ways followed 
A nna's lead . 

"0-o-o-oh-h ," came from the door­
way, and looki ng up they saw Adela, 
white as a sheet and clutch ing the 
draperies fo r support. 

"Coward !" she breathed. Then she 
spoke rap idly. "Don't believe what 
Kate just said. It wasn't true-at 
least not of her. I did it-I was crazy, 
I guess,-I went up to the school. She 
tried to stop m e, but I wanted to see 
Torn. W hen I got there I couldn't 
think of an excuse for going, so I aid 
Kate had sent me about her scarf. 
Then I made her promise not to tell­
that's all, only-Kate said I'd be sorry 
-and-and-goodness kno ws, I am ! 
O h, g irls ! She is the truest friend we 
have-any of us. When I wouldn't 
tell she took it on herself for Freda­
she wouldn't break her promise to me. 
vVe don't like it sometimes when she 
says what she thinks-but we need it. 
We are nobs about Freda. She mu st 
be nice if Kate likes her, and, g irl s ! I 
propose Freda Hart as a member of 
this club!" 

There was s ilence for a moment, 
then-

" Accepted!" came the answer, led 
by Augusta Owens. 



Jlartr ~nlh 
By M. L., '09. 

No. 24 drew to a standstill and deposit­
ed before the Gold Flat station house of 
regulation hideousnes a lone passenger. 
T hen, without the formality of a fare­
well whistle, the train pulled out. Leav­
ing hi s bulky sui tcase by the track, the 
traveler sought the station agent. 

"Does :Mrs. Burgess live near here?" 
he asked. 

"Oh, it's a matter of a fifteen minutes' 
walk, I g ue . My boy's going up to her 
place in the buckboard with some stuff 
fo r her; if you've got a bag, he'll take it 
a long and if he wasn 't taking stuff that 
she wants particula r he could take you, 
too. That (pointing up the road) is the 
way you go; you can take a short cut if 
yoti fo llow the first tra;l to your right, 
only take it . easy. 'vVe calculate to have 
some fo ur thousand foot alt itude and a 
fellow's apt to lose his breath at first. " 

The travele r, a young man, sta rted on 
his road without further remarks and 
the agent join ed two loungers on the 
bench. 

"One lunger," commented the one. 
"Missed his station ; should have gone 

on to Bel Air," added the other, and 
both resum ed their pipes. 

R orrers fo llowed the indicated trail 
which proved to be a steep one, and a 
sudden tu rn brought him to the top of 
a little ridge. Before him lay the strang­
est land imaginable. The hig her Sierras 
were in th e distance, but between the firs( 
range and the ridge wh ere he stood 
stretched a barren, deserted valley. The 
yellow earth had been washed by power­
ful streams in the mining days; it had 
been to rn away from the mountains, and 
here and there it had been left in pyra­
mids and cone-shaped hillocks upon 
which g rew a few bushes, but the bed 
of the valley was absolutely without 
g rowth . 

"The sig ht of a place like this woulp 

make a sick man get well , or a well one 
want to die immediately. o as they 
. eem to put me down fo r the former, 
I think I feel as if I were going to get 
what I want." 

He kept on his way and reached Mrs. 
Burgess' cottage, vvhich lay in a hollow. 
H is landlady, he found, was good-na­
tured and very talkative, but, after relat­
ing the histo ry of two generations of her 
fami ly, she allowed him to go to " rest. " 
Evidently she also had an idea that he 
was an invalid, for she "hoped the walk 
hadn't been too much for him ." 

"And wouldn't they stare?" laughed 
R ogers when he reached hi room, "if 
they knew I was not a delicate youn g 
man, but a real Bret Harte hero in 
search of o·old. On ly, I should say, 
judging by the look of that valley below, 
that there have been others before me. 
Yes, but th ey weren't looking for the 
same kind of gold. " 

Evan Rogers had come in rather a cu­
rious search. His father, who had been 
for a number of years a helpless invalid, 
had died three months before and had 
left with his few papers a rough map 
with a few desc riptive words scrawled 
on the back. If Evan could believe the 
truth of this sc rap of paper, then, hidden 
somewhere near the old mines of Gold 
Flat was gold in nuggets and dust to 
the value of thirty thousand dollars, and 
it was his. He could ha rdly believe it, 
and yet in tho e old clays stranger things 
than this had happened. 

George Rogers, the father, had been 
superintendent of the E ureka mine, at 
the usually high salary of the times, and 
as his wife was dead, he thought it bet­
ter to leave the boy in San Francisco. 
\!'/ hen Evan was seventeen, his fath er 
was crippled and became feeble-minded 
from an accident. H e must have saved 
money from his salary, and yet not a 



cent was to be found, and from that time 
until his death Evan supported him. It 
had been hard work sometimes, and 
now this prospect of finding wealth had 
come. 

"And all I have to do," exulted Evan 
as he sat thinking that first night ·in the 
F lat, " is to locate Falls Creek, and some­
where on it, somewhere! Only, I've got 
to keep thi thing quiet, or else some 
one may yet make away with my prize." 

The next morning he did not seem to 
care to exert himself parti cularly, and 
while he did not actually say that he 
was not strong, still he did not refuse 
Mrs. Burgess' eggnog or her fussy care 
of him . In th e afternoon he stated his 
intention of fo llowing the road a little 
way to get a bette r view of the moun­
tains. 

" I wonder if I could ask you a favor, 
now," ventured his landlady. "You see 
Mi ' Barret, just down the road, she 
bakes for me and I don't see where I'm 
going to get the time to step down there 
to-day, so if it isn't asking too much-" 

''Oh, all right ." agreed Rogers good­
naturedly. He fou nd Mrs. Barret's not 
far away, but when he stopped before the 
gate he fou nd it chained and padlocked. 
Finally, in answer to his call, an elderly, 
carelessly dressed wornan with shifting 
eyes appeared and led him into her cot­
tage, making no comment on the locked 
gate. 

"Guess your name's Rogers, if you're 
him that's boarding with Mis' Burge s. 
Yes? She said you were comin," she re­
marked, as she wrapped the bread. She 
seemed fluttered and made several un­
necessary trips into her kitchen. Finally 
she faced him. 

"Look here," she burst out, " I know 
who you are and why you're here. 
Stare if you like ! Your father was 
George R ogers, Cap'n Rogers, he called 
himself, and you think he left some gold 
behind him. You're here to look for it. 
Maybe he did leave some. You think I 
know where it is. Maybe I do. That 
ain't the question. Question is, if I do 
know, and if I show you, what do I get? 
Answer me that. \Vhat do I get?" 

"Madam , I really think you are mis­
taken. " Evan was bewildered. 

"Now look-a-here, we' re not discussin g 
that. I /mow and you know I do. You 
( in a hoarse whisper ) come here to-mor-

. row morning at five and I 'll show you. 
But mind, mine's to be a big share. She 
fairly pushed him out of the door, and 
Evan rnade his way slowly back toward 
M rs. Burgess'. 

'"That wornan," he said , "is just as 
crazy as any one I ever saw. Why 
should she think I should suspect her of 
knowing where the gold is? And what 
does she know about it, anyway? \Veil , 
it's worth trying," he concluded, as he 
turn ed in at his gate, " though this game's 
going qu icker than I thought." 

The next morning at th e appointed 
time, Mrs. Burgess' invalid lodger slipped 
quietly out of the hou e and found Mrs. 
Barret, with an old red shawl tied over 
her head, waiting at her gate. She did 
not have much to ay beyond a few sen­
tences of explanation of her knowledge of 
the secret, uttered in her strange, excited, 
broken way. 

"Your father used to board with me," 
she said. "I found out he was working 
a mine of his own on the sly, with just a 
few miners. I don't know where it was, 
nor what he did with the gold, but I'm 
su re it was worked out a week before he 
was hurt. A week ago I found from a 
paper of his where it was, but a party of 
men came to survey this creek we're fol­
lowing now, and I dasn't look till they 
had gone. T hen you came." She wa 
trembling with excitement, and lowered 
her voice. 

"See, there!" 
She turned abruptly aside, crawled 

through some bushes and pointed to a 
little cave in a rocky bank ; a cave that 
might once have been used for storing 
powder. 

" It would be some place like this," she 
muttered, " he was always queer. " The 
mouth of the cave was stopped carelessly 
with tones, and E van, now excited and 
nervous, quickly pulled them out. He 
paused. The cave was really little more 
than a hollow in the rock. He felt about. 
Yes, his hand touched a bag of sacking, 
and with a great effort, for it was very 
heavy, he pulled it out. But his hope 
were as suddenly dashed as they had been 



raised. As his knife ripped open the top 
of the sack, only a collection of mining 
tools, with two heavy picks, was dis­
closed. He felt defeated. He happened 
to glance at his companion, and her eyes 
were fixed on his face-she had made no 
sound or any comment on his discovery. 

"Well, Mrs. Barret, I guess we'll say 
that that clue wasn't worth much," he 
managed to say, with assumed cheerful­
ness. He would not give up hope, but 
he thought he would prefer searching 
alone. 

When he reached his room he sat down 
to think of his brief and disappointing ad­
venture. 

"That woman," he said to himself, "is 
crazy, as I said before. She found her 
way there without any trouble, therefore, 
she has been there before. She wasn't 
surprised when we saw the contents of 
the sack,-she had seen them before. 
And what is more," thought Evan, "she 
knows where the gold is hidden. She 
will go to the place where it is, and as 
soon as possible, so as to be there before 
I find out about it. To-night? No, for if 
she can lie, she's a coward and will wait 
till early morning. Well, I'll go, too." 

Even earlier than he had started on his 
first search, he was out and waiting near 
Mrs. Barret's gate, hidden 111 the 
hadows, for it was still dark. "Lucky 

for me Mrs. Burgess is a heavy sleeper, 
or surely she would wonder at the inva­
lid's early walks." 

Just then he heard the gate being cau­
tiously opened, and saw Mrs. Barret 
stealing down the road, casting careful 
glances about her. At a safe distance he 
followed, going in exactly the opposite 
direction to the way they had taken the 
day before. She did not seem nearly so 
sure of her way now, but finally, after a 
two miles' walk, as it seemed to Evan, 
she gave a triumphant cry, and disap­
peared among some bushes. Evan fol­
lowed as quietly as possible. Was he 
dreaming? There, in the rock wall was 
exactly the same kind of a cave as he had 
seen before, the mouth being closed with 
one great tone. The woman pulled at 
this eagerly, muttering as she did so, and 
finally she succeeded in pushing it partly 

aside, so that she was able to thrust her 
arm in the opening. 

Evan drew his breath sharply as he 
aw her pull out a small sack-saw her 

pull it easily, for it was empty! Then 
out came another and another, until six 
acks lay before her-all empty. When 

she had groped about fruitlessly for 
something else, and when she had made 
sure that there was nothing of value 
there, she became frantic with disappoint­
ment, and Evan, watching her, did not 
doubt that she was partially insane. He 
left her and went slowly home. He was 
bitterly disappointed himself ; he had 
been so certain that his treasure lay 
within his grasp. 

But Rogers was not a man to give up 
hope easily. The next week he spent a 
large part of each clay searching up 
and clown Fali Creek and studying his 
father's rough map, but to no avail. He 
sometimes saw Mrs. Barret as he passed 
her cottage, but she would not speak, and 
looked ill and sullen. Mrs. Burgess once 
remarked of her: "People do say Mis' 
Barret is a little touched, acting the way 
she does. Look how she locks her gate." 
But Evan made no answer. 

One dull morning he had wandered in 
his search four or five miles from home, 
and was walking along the bank of the 
creek. He was wondering icily how far 
away the source of the creek was, and 
half resolving to follow it to its source. 
He could not see the water, for bushes 
met over the stream. But a thought 
struck him. Strange that he could no 
longer hear the running of the water. 
He stepped clown the bank and found 
that he was following an empty creek 
bed, much deeper and broader than Fall 
Creek. He must have missed his way, 
then. 

A little alarmed at the wild and un­
familiar surroundings, he ran up the op­
po ite bank, saying to himself, "I'll take 
a look around from that high ledge." 
There was but one way to reach the 
ledge, however, and that was to start on 
a run from the level ground and make a 
dash for the top. But it was not so 
steep as he had thought, and he was able 
to jump to the top. 



He came down with all his force­
there was a cracking of rotten boards and 
he fell into darkness, landing with a 
heavy thud. Somehow, he didn't lose 
consciousness, but the foul air made him 
dizzy. Was it a natural cave? He 
moved and caused something to fall. He 
put out his hand and felt coarse sacking. 
His eyes became accustomed to the light 
and he made out a rough ladder leading 

to the top of the hole. The whole situa­
tion burst on him in a fl.ash . This was 
the cave. This was Fall Creek, some­
how turned from its course and this-

He weakly crawled up the ladder, 
dragging a heavy burden, and as he 
pulled the sack's mouth open the sun 
shone on yellow Placer gold, a second 
time yielded from the Sierras. 

OJqr ®rigiu 

By ALICE CORWIN, '09. 

eneas was a Trojan 

Who, afte r the fall of Troy, 

Carrying hi aged father, 

And leading his little boy, 

Set sail upon the ocean, 

Courageous, true and brave, 

And came at last to Carthage, 

Storm-to sec\ by wind and wave. 

But Dido lived in Carthage, 

Where then she ruled supreme 

O 'er all the haughty Tyrians, 

As an Oriental queen. 

She soon loved proud Aeneas; 

But when he hurt her queenly pri<le, 

By spurning her affection, 

She committed suicide. 

He met her shade in Hades, 

But she gave him an icy stare, 

No wonder, now, the girls "cut,"­

They learned from Dido fair. 



l\hraqam iGiurnlu 
By GRACE L. DOREY, '09. 

Over fifty yea rs of slow preparation, of 
changing occupation, of close knowledge 
of men; four short, swift summers of 
toil, sorrow and ach ievement-the crown 

of martyrdom. So, may be summed up 

the life of Abraham Lincoln. As surely 
American as the native soil of Kentucky, 
as rugged and simple as the Cumber­
lancls, but with the soul and courage of 
a martyr, this man won his way from an 
unknown cabin to the pillared capitol of 
a mighty nation. 

Self-taug·ht, he put to shame an indo­
lent father and early became the chief 
supporter of his poor home. Labor is his 
synonym. Chore boy, farm hand, flat­
boatman, rail-splitter, clerk-these are 
the details of his younger life. Then 
came the Black Hawk war in which the 
youthful captain won rather the respect 
and devotion of his men than martial re­
nown. The soldier turned lawyer and, 
by a natural channel, the man of law be­
came the man of state. He put the 
mighty question of '58, the extension of 
slavery to the Territories, plainly before 
the people in the Douglas debates-too 
plainly for his immediate career. Doug­
las received the nomination and Lincoln 
went back to his law practice. 

But he had planted th e seed of his 
g reatness and that seed grew and bore 
such fruit as has seldom fallen to the 
lot of a single man-the integrity of a 
nation and the redemption of a race. 

In the November election of 1860 he 
won the Presidency and at once rushed 
into the stir and turmoil of the trouble 
freighted years that saw the Civil War. 
Not a fair-wind President, he, but one 
whose steady hand on the helm alone 
served to guide the storm-tosseEI ship of 

state through the snarling waters of de­
struction. During the first uncertain 
years of the strife, the Pres ident was 
step by step working out his idea of slave 
emancipation and on September twenty­
second, 1862, he issued his Proclamation, 
the bravest and noblest document of mod­
ern mankind. 

Not only for epoch-making acts, over­
shadowing the lesser, more loving deeds 
of humanity was he great. His dry wit, 
his broad humor and his instant tender­
ness endeared him to al l. Mindful of his 
own needs, he was quick to note those 
of others. Little incidents mark his 
great character. On the journey back to 
the capital after the country had been 
shaken by his great Gettysburg address, 
Mr. Lincoln, on request, was handed a 
glass of water . The train had stopped at 
a station and the air was stifling in the 
cars. Just as he took the glass, a wound­
ed soldier was carried through on a 
stretcher. He looked not at the Presi­
dent, but at the fresh, clean drink, his 
eyes feveri sh and his lips blackened and 
parched. Lincoln handed him the water, 
and held it for him to drink. " Here, my 
boy," he said gently, "they've hit you 
harder than they have me-yet ." 

Well might he have added the yet. Be­
fore his work was completed, before he 
could see the great and good effects of his 
administration " they had hit him harder." 

Whi le he sat unconscious of clanger he 
was struck down by the hand of an as­
sass in. But only in the flesh has he 
ceased to live. When he died the whole 
world mourned. Each year only increas­
es his greatness and our recognition of 
his nobility. Never was name of man 
more revered, and justly, for "He is the 
gentlest memory of our age." 



By MARY GLADYS CRONAN, '09. 

I. 

Grarn'ma's got a photo,-well it's just a 

joke,-

Frizzes, snood and ringlets,-hiclden in a 

poke. 

Gram'pa's old hand trembles, when he 

gazes on it; 

Says he loves her clearly in that queer 

poke bonnet. 

II. 

Mother's got some head-gear of twenty 

years ago! 

She surely didn't wear it when father 

loved her so ! 

It looks ju t like a dinner plate, or funny 

frying pan! 

It surely now would not appeal to any 

sort of man! 

III. 

I 've got a spring creation; well, yes, it 's 

quite a size, 

But oh! the roses on it !-And the rib­

bons match my eyes ! 

Bobby ( he' my brother ) cried out " If 

that's a hat,-

It's nothing but a band-box for a pompa­

dour and rat!" 



By EDNA I. HARRISON, '09. 

I snuggled up closely on my grand­
pa's lap and watched the flickering fire­
light play in and out his curly beard as 
he told me the story that has been 
handed down in our family from knee 
to knee. 

* * * ·* * * 
"Who-a woo-a woo-o-o," came the 

ear-piercing whoops from the depths of 
the forest one dark, threatening night. 

"What's that? \ i\That's that?" cr ied 
the fear-stricken villagers of a small 
settlement in Indiana. 

"The Indians!" came the dreaded 
answer to every fast-beating heart. 
Guns were immediately loaded, doors 
and windows barred, and watchmen 
placed on guard. 

All night the awful, terrifying sounds 
pierced the air, but that was all. The 
expected attack did not come. At day­
light the trembling settlers peered 
through the cracks and saw that a band 
of Indians had pitched their tepees 
just outside the village. All was silent 
as death around the settlement. Chil­
dren were hushed and no one dared ven­
ture out. No attack came, however, 
and the warm autumn days with their 
fragrance of fruits and beauty of foli­
age soon enticed the restless mothers 
and frolicking children into the warm 
sunshine. 

Late one afternoon, as a young 
mother sat alone on her cabin steps, hold­
ing her baby boy in her arms and waiting 
in anticipation for the return of the 
father, who had gone west in search of 
game, two tall, brawny, red, feathered 
Indians crept suddenly up to them. 
They seized the child and dragged her 
after them toward the forest. Resist­
ance was of no avail. How her heart 
ached! What would they do to her 
darling chi ld ? For herself she gave no 
,thought, but for him-oh! they might 
kill or maim him. As she shuddered at 

the thought the child was replaced in 
her arms, and she was led on much 
faster. 

On and on they trudged. Sunset 
came and turned the leaves of the 
autumn forest to shining gold and 
crimson. ight deepened, then all was 
black. The warmth of the night and 
the woodland breezes kept the little 
one asleep. At midnight the dreaded 
camp was reached. The fire burned 
low, the evening revelry was over and 
the waning moon showed some of the 
tribe wrapped in their blankets and 
already dreaming of the happy hunting 
ground. A blanket was laid on the 
fallen leaves for her, and, exhausted, 
she threw herself down upon it, clasp­
ing the sleeping child in her arms. She 
had not been asleep long, it seemed, 
when she awakened with a sudden 
start. Where was she? Then, as she 
saw two armed warriors snoring at her 
side, with a great pang in her heart the 
terror of it all came over her. 

Dare she try to escape? To stay was 
death; to be caught was death by tor­
ture. The little one slept peacefully 
on. She lay still and listened. It was 
the stillness of an autumn night, not a 
leaf stirred. Wild-eyed she glanced 
around her. All were sleeping soundly. 
She could see by the moon the direc­
tion she had come. Dare she try? She 
lay down again, but again she rose, 
knelt for a moment, then, enfolding the 
baby more tightly, crawled slowly, 
silently, oh, so silently, . to the path, 
glanced fearfully back like one haunt­
ed, then sped on, on, never stopping 
for breath or fatigue. An unnatural 
strength took possession of her, for she 
did not feel the weight of the child, as 
he slept so peacefully in the lulling 
atmosphere of the balmy forest. 

On she went, stumbling sometimes 
over tangled underbrush, but deter-



rninedly, for she knew the Indians 
were early risers and would soon 
follow in pu rsu it . A t the clearing 
she sa w the v ill age in the distance, but, 
oh, she was so tired now. \ i\!ould she 
ha ve s trength to reach it ? Suddenly, 
just as th e first light of the gray dawn 
broke before her a far-distant sound 
was heard in t he direction from w hich 
she had come. Yes, they had m issed 
her a nd were in hot pursuit. No time 
now to lose. She plunged into the 
depths of the forest again. \ i\T here 
houlcl she go, which way should she 

turn? Beyond she esp ied a long stre tch 
of darkness. Stru ggling over to it, 
pushing aside bushes, and fa lling over 
hidden s tumps, she at last reached the 
spot and fou nd it to be a fallen monarch 
of the forest partially covered by 
un de rbru sh. 

Nearer, nearer came the war cry. 
Pale with fear, but with a praye r in her 
heart , she lay clown between the under­
brush and the bottom of the trnnk, 
w hich, to her joy, she fo und to be 
partly hollow. \ i\T it h trembling hands 
she to re away more of t he rotten wood, 
t hen with her child nestled closely to 
her, she lay breathlessly waiting-wait­
ing. The war whoops were louder now. 
Yes-there were several Indians in 
pursu it. T hey entered the wood she 
was in . Another w hoop, very near, 
then one to the righ t, now one to the 
left. They formed a circle to catch her. 
How her heart throbbed. \IVhat if the 
baby should cry? 

"My Goel, protect us," she breathed . 
There was a ru stling of dead leaves, 

a crackling of twigs, and with a sud­
den bound one of the blood-thirsty war­
riors leaped upon the fall en tree under 
which she was hidden. In stantly he 
pou red out a g reat, angry, blood-curd­
lin g war w hoop which made the forest 
reverberate. Again and again he 
ca ll ed. Still the baby did not w himper. 

O h, the charms of nature so con-

ducive to sleep. But we must remem­
ber, God is in nature. 

After calling many times the v iciou 
old warrior jumped down off the trunk 
and with angry mutterings retraced his 
steps. 

Soon a ll was sti ll again in the forest, 
save fo r the swayin g of the trees in the 
morning breeze and the twittering of 
the Ji ttle birds . 

The Indians did not go to t he v illage, 
fo r they supposed their captives had 
reached home and all the se ttl ement 
would be prepared to meet them. 

The mother waited till she thought 
all danger had passed, then, clutchin g 
her little hero with renewed strength, 
crawled cautious ly out of their place of 
refuge, raised herself slowly above the 
bushes, paused, gazed around her , then 
once more crept toward the clearing. 
The baby opened its big, innocent eyes 
as if to g reet t he morning. She crushed 
it to her b reast and covered his littl e 
bare head with ki ses, fo r she realized 
through his un conscious silence he had 
saved their lives. 

She reached the clearing and saw 
once more the peaceful village lyina in 
the sunlight. With fast-failing steps 
she hastened on , but before she had 
gone mu ch farther she found herself 
clasped in t he arms of her frantic hu s­
band, who had just returned from hi 
hunting trip, fo llowed by the over­
joyed, yet vengeful settlers. 

* * * * * * 
"And is it really true, g randpa?" I 

said, as, wide-eyed, I rai sed my head 
from his shoulder to look at him. 

"Yes, my child , if t he big Indian had 
found t he two that night, your own 
grandpa would not be here to tell the 
story." 

The embers fe ll on the hearth. The 
last glow fli ckered across his smilin g 
face. I s troked his s ilken beard and 
curled up closer to him. 



UNE CAUSERIE DES LIVRES DE 

NOTRE ECOLE. 

U n soi r pendant que j'etudiais ma gram ­
maire fran9a i1s1e, j'ai ferm e les yeux pour 
m ieux repeter mes verbes irregulie r s. Tout 
a cou p j 'a i enten,du une petite voix dire 
" Ecoutez". Personne n 'etait dans la salle et 
je ne pouvai s m 'i maginer d'ou venait cette 
voix. J 'ai attendu un peu et apres quelqu es 
minutes j 'ai entendu ces mots suivants " N e 
savez-vous pas ? Mais, c' est mo i, votre livre, 
qui vous parle." J 'etais etonn ee. Si mon 
livre pouva it parler ainsi , pourquoi ne m e 
parl a it-il pas qu and je ne sav a is pas m a 
legon. Ce pendant, je n 'ai pas p r ononce un e 
seul e parole et la petite voix a cont i nue 
douce, t res douce, comme ma vo isine quand 
ell e v eut me souffle r une reponse, " Je ne 
pa r le pas, moi , ii tout le monde, mais j 'a i 
quelque chose ii vous di r e, qu ' i I faut que 
vous sachi ez. Hier soir tous les livres lais­
ses a l ' eco le par les differentes eleves se 
sont rencont re s 1d ans la sa ll e d' etudes pou r 
ch ange r tout de suite certaines habitudes 
et fai r e des innovations. 

Notre ven erabl e President, la Grammaire 
F ra ngai se, nous a appeles a l' ordre et de 
suite, tout le b ruit s'est arrete et not re reu ­
nion a comm ence. Vraiment , nous sommes 
des liv r es modeles. Le premier a parler 
etait un e geometrie neuve qui et ai t furi euse 
parce qu 'e lle eta it restee dans le pupit re 
d 'une " Sen ior" depuis s ix mo is e,t: " Pensez­
donc, disait-el,le en pleurant , cette fille ne 
me r especte pas du tout ma,inten ant; ma is 
avant, au commencement, ·el l e me portait 
ii la maison tous1 les jours dans ses bras; oh, 
c 'est terrible ! Mais attendez jusqu 'a ce 
qu ' elle veuille se s recommandations pour 
l ' universite; al ors j 'aurai qu e lque chose a 
di r e. Je sera i v engee !" 

Ensuite, une bonne Physique se mit a par­
ler. " Regardez-moi. II y avait un temps ou 
j 'etais jol i e, m a is ma i ntenant, l i sez ces ins­
cri ptions, pa r tout, sur mo i ." J 'ai lu les mots 
su ivants: "Ouvert toute la nuit", et sur d'au· 
t r es 1pages plusieu r s folles rimes. C'etait 
affreux ! Les autres I iv res avaient toute s 
especes de lettres d<: grec sur leurs pages, 
des dess ins horrib les, barba r es, des frag· 
ments de legons, des correspondances; mai s 
el l e cria " Que pouvons-nous faire ?" Un e 
grosse Histoire qui etait r emplie de pap,iers, 
de lettres, ,de cartes po·stales, et d'ont toutes 
ses pages etaient si marquees qu 'oin ne pou· 
vait plus dire ce qu 'elle eta it, r epondit a l a 
question: "Absolument rien. Du temps 
de nos grand 'meres et de nos grand-peres 
ces choses ne nous arrivaient pas parceque 
les mai tres donnaient des coups de baton ii 
quiconque abimait son livre. Mais ces jours 
ne reviendront jamais. Helas! " 

Le l·ivre ne dit p.lus ri en et pour la pre­
miere fois j'ai par.le. "Je te jure de toujours 
bien t •e so1igner si tu me racontes encore 
quelque chose de cette r eunion. II repondit: 
" Heureusement" et continua : "Mais apres 
avo<ir entendu toutes les protestations, 
nous ne sommes pas alles chez nous, com­
me generalement, nous sommes r estes pour 
nous amuser un peu. Nous avons parle 
ensemble, ri, danse, bref, nous avons fa it ii 
minuit ce que les eleves font a mi.di. Nous 
avons fa it les fous. C'est 1pour cela que 
certains livnes ant des pages perdue·s ou la 
couverture de.chiree, tandis que les eleves 
ne savent pas comment ces choses ant lieu. 
Nous n'avoins pas de cloches, ·comme les 
eleves, pour nous ennuyer, et nous dansons 

jusqu'a l ' aube, quand nous retournons ii nos 
places et bientot nous sommes prets a tra­
v a i l,ler. Cependant, a chaque meeting, au 
moins un livre disparait et ne revient pas 
dans sa place, parceque son po.s1sesseur ne le 
traite pas bien. 11 s' en va et personne n e 
sa it au. Mais, m a intenant, adieu, souvenez­
vous de ce que je vous ai dit et ne me don­
nez pas l ' o,ccasion de vous causer de !a 
pe i ne. " Je suis restee tranquille pendant 
quelques minutes, ma is mon ·livre ne pa r la 
plus, et je n'ai jamais plus entendu sa voi x 
depu is ce jour. 

" Qu 'est-ce que vous faites la? Dormez­
vous et toutes ces lumieres allumees ?" 
C'eta it la voix de mo•n pere. 

Irene Straus. 

. !Son ~ran&Elfo, im ~onuor 1909. 

.9JCeine Iiebe &) eienel 

@Se it ~ugu f± b. ~- iit bie .9JCiiMjenlj o dj ~ 
f cljule auf bcm niten \13fol;i in einem neuen 
geriiumigen @ebi:iube, bas 3ttJat nur tem~ 

pori1r unjeren Stoecren bi en en f oU, aber biefe 
Q:lorteiie auf0ulneijen fJat. SDas ®cqu(ljnu~ 
ift einfti.icrig; es ljat 26 S immer unb 0ttJei 
innete ,\?i.ife . 2tuf bieje \ffieije l)aben luir 
bid .2'idj t unb @Sonne unb bot nffem fri(dje 
l2uft. SDie &)ei3ung fof:lt niclj t§ i)U ttJi.in fcljen 
ii6rig. llnfenn SDireftoi:, ~enn SDr. ®cott. 
gebi.ifJrt bas Q:lei:bienft, baf:l bie ®cljufe 0u 
\!rnfang bes ®ommerf emejters fei:tig ttJurbe, 
benn er fiat f eine (Ser ien geopfert unb 6Iicu 
an Cr t unb ®teffe, um bie 2fr6eit fefbft 0Lt 

i.i6ertnncljen. ~enn iclj 3uriicfbenfe an bie 
nrten ~re~1pen unb \13ulte in tier l2ottJell ~ 

€djufe, gfoube iclj im jiebenten &)immeI au 
Jetn. SDa fJ ier alfes jo f1i.i6fcq rein unb 
nm ijt , geljorcljen lnir gern ber \!rufforberung 
f eitens ber l2ef)m:innen, red.)± ncljt jmn auf 
nUes au f ein. 

\ffiir ljn6en einen grof:len ®anI, ber 600 
€il;ipfotie f) nt. &jier in ber .. ~aTle" ber ~ 
f ammefn ttJ'it uns lifters , ttJenn uns SDr. 
@Scott eine ITTebe qi.Ht; ober 6ei anberen @e ~ 

Tt·genf)eiten. 
SDes B'lacljmittags um f)afb ei ns luirb tiig~ 

Iicq bie ®Io cre gefoutet. SDa nn f±ri.imen lu ir 
ire bie ,\?affe , 11111 bergniigt au tan3en. @:in 
.9JCi:ibcljen fp iert ba3u SUabier. IDeancq maI 
fief)t uns SDr. 0Scott 3u. j8ieUeicqt er inned 
if)n bas muntre j8off an f eine eigene ~ugenb. 
~Xlier gar f c(J nen bergef)t bie Seit. W11 f bas 
j8ergniigen foigt tnieber bie ·~tbei±. 

SDie fieiben o6erf±en S\'Iafien finb in ben 
&ji:inben \Jon (Sri:i uiein ~e!nett unb &jerrn 
SDupulJ. Q:lei l2ei;iterem bin icq . @:s tat w ;5 
f ef)r Ieib , ba il ty rau .9Jlat.J6orn uns bedi e\\ . 
®ie lnar f o gut unb gebuibig gegen 11 115. 
Waclj lj afbjiif)riger WbttJe[ enf)eit fom (Sr i:i uiein 
€tarf ttJ i ~ber 3uriid. \ffiir f) aben 3!nei neue 
l2eljrerinnen, niimiiclj (SrL ~on es fur Beidj ~ 

nen unb iYrL .9.Ralj er fiir @ef cfjicfjte. 
~enn SDu uns nur einmaI bejucljen 

unb SDicfj mit eigenen Wugen ii6er0eugcn 



fonntejt, tuie jdjon es in ber neuen ®djuie 
ift unb tuie giiicHidj tuir jinb I 

~dj ljoffe, SE)ir einmal biel mi.inbiidj aus 
meinem ®djullefJen 3u er3aljlen unb audj 
SDeine Q3eridjte iifJer SE)ein e .2eljtjaljre 0u 
Iii.iren. 

,,0, gii.icHidje ~ugenb3eitl " fagt mein 
mater IOdjefnb 0u mir. llnb er ljat Dlecijt, 
nidjt lualjr ? 

(§s gr i.i f3t SE)idj tedjt ljer5Tidj 
SE)e ine ~reunbin 

QJ:altf oruta 
By M ARGA RET EVELETH , '10. 

Cali fornia! Land of glory! 
There the hope of man was centered 
When he heard of a ll thy beauty, 
Of thy treasure, of thy romance, 
From the traveler's oft-told story. 

Far away in unknown regions, 
Over lands and seas untraveled, 
Lies a wond'rous, mystic country­
A land of nature's greatest marvels. 
O'er the hills of emerald brilliance, 
O 'er the streams of crystal clearness, 
O 'er this world of fragrant flowers, 
Smiles a sky of fairest azure, 
Smiles the sun in benediction. 

Many sought this land of beauty 
For the wealth within its boundaries; 
Wealth beyond man's comprehension­
Gold that glitters in the sunlight, 
Gold that sparkles 'neath the waters; 
And this land through all the ages, 
Patient, waited for man's coming 
To reveal its mighty secrets. 

Cali forn ia! Western monarch! 
Golden poppies, golden sunset!· 
Well hast thou fu lfilled thy promise ! 

1\ flattrr nf 1Eunlutintt 

WHttn .5)olj1ui~11er. 



®tukt ~uu, tqr ~nhhrS3n nf tqr f1!tnuututu nf if(umnt 
By DOROTHY G. THOMPSON, '09. 

Many, many decades ago, as fa r back 
as when yon massive oak was noth ing 
but a sprig, in the happy land of 
Japan, in the town of Komatsushima 
on the bright and laughing river Ya­
shino, lived a maiden, Otaki San. 

We see her then a gracefu 1 g irl of 
sixteen summers, with long black hair 
and wistful eyes. Sometime we find 
her playing with her companions, and 
at other times looking out over the 
waves of the broad Pacific, with a pa­
thetic look upon her small childish face. 
For Otaki San is sad, she is thinking 
-thinking-thinking. Ever since the 
cherry blossom time last May, Otaki 
San's heart has been heavy, and at 
times a fear has caught her, and she 
has run as fast as her small legs would 
carry her, far away in the hills; and 
finally, panting and exhausted, she has 
thrown herself beneath a tree and 
burying her head in the soft, cool grass, 
ha prayed to the gods to come and 
take her. 

For in another month the awful 
white man who sails the big ship would 
come and carry her away to a far, far 
country, where she must work for him, 
never again to see the little s isters and 
brothers, nor mother or fath er. 

Oh, how she wished the white man 
had never come to her Komatsushima. 
How well she remembered the night he 
came to her father's place and talked to 
him until late into the night, and then 
she heard the clink, clink of money, and 
the white man said good-night, and 
Otaki San stole back to her room. The 
next morning her father called her and 
told her about the dream he had during 
the night, how the gods had told him he 
must g ive Otaki San to the white man 
to appease their anger, for Otaki San's 
ancestors had been very wicked. The 
gods would want her to go in a year 
and a month, he said . 

A nd now the year and a month had 

upon the mountain of Kamai they 
passed, and to-morrow the white man 's 
ship was expected. Otaki San sat with 
drooping head . All the people of Ko­
matsushima had been very kind, for 
they knew she must go, but she could 
g ive but a ghost of a smile in thanks. 

As the clay was waning a bright 
glance crossed Otaki San's face, then 
another and another, as ripp les on the 
water, and she laughed and clapped her 
hands, and sang and danced with the 
children; and all the people laughed and 
were happy with her. "Our Otaki San 
has come back to us again," they cried, 
and unti l sunse t they romped and 
played. 

When darkness had fallen little 
Otaki San crept cautiously through the 
town and to the north to the Mountain 
of Kamai, for Otaki San had put her 
trust in the god of Hope. When she 
was a good way up the mountain the 
stars grew dim, and the moon was hie\ 
behind a cloud . Big rain drops fell, 
slowly at first , th en faster and faster 
until they cam e in torrents ; thu nder 
roared down the canyons and g ul lies, 
and lightning flashed in streaks across 
the heavens. Thicker and fas ter came 
the storm , Otaki San sank trembling on 
the ground, and prayed, and prayed. 

All night the storm continued, and 
the fo llowing day, and so on for a 
week. The town of Kornatsushima 
was nearly washed .away. T he rice 
fields and all the crops were gone. 
News came that t he white man's sh ip 
was wrecked off the coast and only one 
sailor escaped to tell the tale . 

When the week had ended and the 
people of Komatsushima and the neigh­
boring villages had called upon all the 
gods for help, and the request had been 
granted, th e people learned that Otaki 
San was missing. They searched 
throughout the town, hills and fi nally 



found her, ly ing stiff and cold upon the 

ground. 

The people carried her back to 

Komatsushirna and remembering how 

she had been expected to sa il on the 

white man's ship, they knew the gods 

had been angry and sent the storm as a 
punishment. So the people ca1lecl 

Otaki San goddess of the mountain of 
Kamoi. 

And now when the rain beats clown 
and it thund ers, and the lightning flash­
es, the people of Komatsushima huddle 
together in their houses and pray to 
the gocldes of the mountain of Kamoi, 
their own Otaki San, to have mercy 
and fo rg ive. 

By EDITH AGNES BULL, '09. 

George "i\Iartin, senior, gazed absent­
mindedly at the newspaper before him. 
Through the open window of his room 
were wafted the college yells and tumul­
tuous noises which always precede an in­
tercollegiate match. But it was neither 
the rising spirit outside nor the event of 
the corning g·ame which so absorbed the 
minds of Eliott U nderhill, fre hman, and 
George Martin . 

"It's all humbug, I tell you," said the 
forme r, and thrusting his hands in his 
pockets he paced the room with rapid 
strides. 

His room-mate tapped the desk with 
his pencil. " I 'm not so sure about that. 
Whether there's anything· in it or not, it 
is certainly interesting. And you must 
confess that it arouses your curiosity." 

"Do you mean to ay that you would 
cut the baseball match to-clay for that?" 
And Eliott pointed disgustedly at the 
crumpled paper. 

George leaned forward. " If I didn't 
have to play in the game, I'd go in a 
minute. W hy, man, (Eliott, freshman, 
immediately straightened up) it's the 
chance of you r life. T he whole campus 
will hai l you as a hero upon your return 
for daring to risk your life in solving 

such a mystcry,-a ve ry ra re occur­
rence for a freshman." 

E liott gaz cl a moment with an air of 
defiance at the cri mson banner flying 
across the Quad, and then turning ab­
ruptly on his companion, in alrno t a 
fi erce tone, said , "I' ll go; but it's simply 
because I think I might be able to win a 
name for myself on the Quad! I don't 
like to miss the game,-but never mind , 
I'm off," and snatching his red felt from 
the table he slammed the door behind 
him. 

George's eyes traveled back to the 
newspaper. There, in an insig·nificant cor­
ner of the Examiner was the personal 
which had cau ed his roommate' ha. ty 
clepartu re. 

"Anyone interested in the Li ght of 
Asia and desirous of lea rning the con­
tents of the sandalwood box will plea e 
call at 24 Ross Alley, four o'clock, 
Thursday afternoon, April first. " 

The small room resounded with a 
hearty laugh and a couple of boisterous 
shouts. "Well, if I wouldn't like to eat 
my hat," he muttered, consigning the 
paper to the wa te basket. 

* * * 



Eliott had visited Chinatown many 
times but the room upon which he now 
gazed held him spellbound. F rom the 
g lare of the st reet th rough the dirty 
opium dens into this new civilization was 
certainly a t ransformation. Th e dull 
light from the bronze lanterns displayed 
articles of the ra rest value and beauty. 
T he O riental curtains formed a dark 
backg roun d for the hand-carved fu rni­
tu re and delicate bric-a-brac. Now and 
th en a brig ht j ewe! fl ashed from some 
mysterious corner, while swords and 
armor unknown to this age ornamented 
the wa lls. The imag·e of Buddha, occu­
py ing a prominent position, with in­
cense burning before, added to the 
fascination and mystery of the room. 
Seated on the floor and smoking long 
pipes, sardonic As iatic faces gazed stup­
idly up at h im. 

S ilence reig ned supreme. 
Somewhere, out of a dark corner a 

voice broke the monotony. E liott strained 
every nerve but could see nothing. The 
voice was speaking E ng lish, slowly and 
distinct! y. 

"O you,- on of the Twent ieth Cen­
tury,- hear the voice of the past. F ifty 
years ago, or thereabouts, there lived in 
China a wonde rful magician,-by name 
Fong T se K iang . H is education had 
been wrung from tomes of mag ic. He 
was both reverenced and feared. A fter 
his death a box was found, accompanied 
by a document . T he document stated 
th at if this box could remain tightly 
sealed, and be opened only during the 
month of A pril, 1909, the g reatest discov­
ery of modern times would then be found . 
Advance you now, and behold what 
is of the deepest mystery !" 

T he portieres were slowly drawn as ide 
revealing a g lass table upon which a 
square box rested. U nconscious of any 
movement toward the table E liott found 
hi mself bending over the cover. The en­
ticing odor of the sandal wood seemed 
to deaden his senses and it was some 
time before he could unclasp the lid. H e 
shut hi s teeth tightly, he clenched his 
hands with a dogged determination. His 
whole body was tense. As the fas tening 
slipped back a deafening sound vibrated 
through the room. It seemed as if thou­
sands of bronze cymbals were clanging 
in unison. A cold perspiration broke out 
all over him and his lips cracked with 
their dryness. It was some time before 
he could gain courage to touch the box 
again ancl when he stretched out his hand 
it wande red about in space. H e tried to 
move fo rward but hi s kn ees suddenly de­
veloped an unexpected fo ndn ess fo r each 
other. H is blood quite as quickly decided 
to run a Marathon to his shoes, weigh­
in g hi m down and leavin g him cold and 
white. Even frequ ent gasps fa iled to re­
lieve him . The room becam e black. H e 
felt his body sway. Instinctively he 
stretched out his arms. There was a sud­
den jar,-a crash,- t hen sil ence. Cau­
tiously, oh ! so cautiously, he opened first 
one eye and then the other. He found 
himself midst a pile of broken g lass and 
holding the box tightly in his a rm s. 

There-there-at the bottom, almost 
lost in the fo lds of dark velvet, was a 
bronze plate on which was inscribed these 
fe w words : 

"Hello, Freshie. 

April F ool!­

Senior. " 
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In considering those problems which 

are paramount in the minds of girls and 

women of to-clay, we cannot dwell too 

often upon th e question of the higher 

educati on of women. The subject has 

been brought before the minds of this 

class very definitely, because so many of 
us are to try the merits and advantages 
of such education for ourselves. 

Ask three girls of distinctly different 
types why they think of going to col­
lege. The first will answer with a broad, 
frank smile, " Oh, I'm going for a good 
time ; sud;i and such is a snap course; no 
digging for me." Number Two, as she 
speaks, holds her head aloft, "I am going 
to the University of -- because it gives 
one such prestige ; the very name, itself, 
you know." Miss Third is a very serious 
girl; she is very modest and she very 
rarely tells to anyone her secret ambi­
tion. But she says, "I am going to col­
lege ; I've had to work hard to get there . 
I'm going to grind, grind, grind when 
it's time to grind, and play, play, play 
when the play-time comes." 

There is absolutely no value in con­
demning the first two girls. Their 
words amount to a confession. They 
need the broadening that only a liberal, 
and in extreme cases, a very liberal edu­
cation can give. They need the troubles 
that come in the wake of small shirkings, 
and the realization that no one cares 
amongst the student multitude whether 
others sink or swim . The personality 
must be stro11g or the will unbending to 
create much interest in the minds of one's 
casual associates. Miss Thircl's pathway 
is already strewn with roses, and such as 
she will lead friends of baser coinage to 
wiser understanding. 

For the representative of any type the 
college holds advantages. The timid 
girl is made to forget herself in the pur­
suit of wide interests . The haughty one, 
to appreciate the worthiness of others. 
The talented are given a wide field for 
the exercise of their talents. The spirit, 
the earnestness, the enthusiasm of that 
little world, the college, are the founda­
tion stones in the upbuilding of fine 
women and a fine race. 



Sometimes as thi s class of high Seniors 
looks back over the past four years and 
recalls conditions as they existed then, 
it wonders, yea, marvels at conditions as 
they exist now. 

·when we entered the High School, in 
th e old building, there must have been 
four or five flourishing activities. The 
officers of the Debating Club, of th e 
Atalanta , of the A rt Athenaeum, of the 
Camera Club, and a host of others ap­
proached us upon the subj ect of becom­
ing members of their respective organiza­
tions. vVe were flattered and proud to 
think that by working with our yet un­
tried strength we might help our school. 
So we joined and became the most vio-or­
ous debaters and athletic gi rl s for miles 
around. Then the calamity came, and 
with it Lowell and trials that only those 
who withstood them understand. Still 
we rushed to our various standards and 
with the help of the faculty and those 
mighty g irl , who have pa sec! away from 
us with other clas es, rebuilt the fallen 
st ructures with renewed ambition. 

And now,- g irls of Girls' High School, 

Now that the Journal is out we sit back 
and await criticism. Oh! we know what 
you are saying, but--

Do you remember those posters that 
graced the corridors for the first six 
weeks of the term? Do you remember 
the legends inscribed upon them? i. e., "A 
prize of $5.00 will be awar~lecl to the girl 
submitting the be t story or best poem 
by March 15th." Do not, we beg of you, 
approach the Editor or any member of 
the staff upon that subj ect. Groans may 
be all too eloquent. Even the most hard­
ened sometimes become a little sens i­
tive. 

We bore all with patience anticipating 
that a change of heart might occur any 
time bringing burdens to the Journal 
Box and hallelujahs from the staff . 

'vVe recall no such occurrence. 
Instead, the Editor went to the Box at 

9 :05 a. rn. Nothing! The Story Editor 
steeled herself for a uclden emergency 
and went to the box at 12 :05 p. m. Noth-

-now you, with every help at hand and 
every encouragement, have allowed those 
organizations which depend upon your 
support for their very being, to dwindle 
away; to become weak officer-ridden in­
stitutions g·overned by minorities, whose 
work is the doing of absolutely nothing. 

How in the name of all that is reasonable 
you can expect to acquire anything like 
a broad education without them, we do 
not profess to see. Classroom work in 
its very nature must be limited. It can 

never hope to reach the individual as 
these outside activities can . The clever 
hand is the hand that can move quickly 
and strike surely. The clever mind is the 
mind which has been trained to act and 
to comprehend. You may not realize it 
but you take from yourselves a grand 
opportunity when you do not associate 
with some earnest organization. You 
need it and you need it badly. You need 
the leadership that they develop for you. 
And moreover, without these you cannot 
mainta in the glorious spirit of the Alma 
Mater of hundreds of women. 

ing ! The Poetry Editor with an engag­
ing smile tripped to the box at 3 :OS p. m. 
and her smile was bedimmed. Nothing! 

The fifteenth of March. Nothing! 
And quoth the Raven, "Nevermore!" 
We do not wish to be misinterpreted. 

We do not wish to be facetious. We 
state facts. 

The g leanings for the Joke Department 
were excellent. A story and a bit of 
poetry now and then was good, but the 
standard of Gi rls' High demands some­
thing more than goodness. You know 
what you would think if you saw the first 
class prize go to second class material. 
We could have done no more than that. 
For this reason the Senior cla s has with­
drawn its offer and leaves you with this 
message: 

Next year, don't think that the Jour­
nal, a rapacious mon ster at best, will be 
satisfied with what it knows to be your 
second best. Give of the finest in you, 
and you will get results. 
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Just what the class would ever have 
done without Miss Croyland no member 
of the Tribe of Owls attempts to think. 
We have known her for four years, and 
we graduate feeling that we have but be­
gun to appreciate her wisdom and unsel­
fishness . 

And we feel that words are a poor 

And at the last, 0 Corridors and Class 

R ooms, 0 Hat Hooks and Summer :Mil­

linery, it is for you we give our parting 

thought, our parting tea r. We stir your 

studious peace with one last hoot. With 

lagging steps we serpentine around your 

sacred altars . 

We count the hours, the minutes that 

medium when we wish to tell Mr. Dupuy 

that his comfort and counsel were almost 

invaluable in our Low Senior days . 

To Dr. Scott, the man who understands 

many things without being told, we give 

every good wish for what he wants above 

all else, a splendid school. 

are left,-and then the doors swing out­
ward and the Doctor calls, "Pass !" 

It is over. Our struggles, our merry­
makings, ourselves are gone. The school 
lives no more fo r us. The g reat high­
road beckons us; meteors and shooting 
stars call us to follow. We look back 
once, we look again and with bowed 
head, "Farewell. " 
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H 1J1 ah.a auh IJi aurir.a " 
By CLARA LowENBERG, '09. 

Long, long ago M r. Shakespeare made 
the immortal statement that "All the 
world's a stage." 

That may be true, but on the memo­
rable afternoon of May 1st, 1909, it ce r­
ta inly looked as if all the world were an 
aud ience,- ancl a mighty enthusiastic 
one, too. 

But they had good cause for their en­
thusiasm. There was a fes tive spirit in 
the air that was co;1tagious . "Fads and 
Fancies" wa good, and the actresses 
more than did justice to their roles. They 
were excellent beyond criticism. 

T he action of the little play involved a 
very typical ladies' literary club. Of 
course each member had her particular 
"Fad" or "Fancy," and on every occa­
sion attempted to convert the world to 
her views. 

The curtain went up on one of their 
weekly meetings and found them plan­
ning to surprise the visiting niece of the 
President of the U. S. with a little dra­
matic entertainment in which each mem­
ber was to assume a favorite role. 

In the second act the ituation became 

involved. A young lady whose aunt had 
asked her to meet her at the club rooms 
appeared, and being unknown to the mem­
bers of the club was thought to be the 
expected guest and was entertained by an 
exhibition of the talents of the various 
members in the roles chosen by them. 
Although rather a sensible young per­
son, the entrance of queer-gowned, oclcl­
voiced beings, who addressed her with 
high-sounding and sometimes blood­
thirsty phrases fairly made her tremble. 
"Lady Macbeth" caused her to shudder; 
Little Lord Fauntleroy called her " clear­
est"; "The Lady of the Lake" saluted 
her as did also Caesar's ghost. She 
thought some awfu l mistake had led her 
to a retreat for the feeble-minded. Her 
alarm led her hostesse to believe her in­
sane, but the timely appearance of her 
aunt, and the arrival of a telegram an­
nouncing the delay of the P resident's 
niece cleared the situation of further mis­
understanding, and brought to a close a 
charming little farce. 

Those who took part in the play are as 
fo llows: 



~fr~ . Prism, president of the Dickens Literary Club ........... . . Helen Brunn 

Miss Tingle, a niece of a literary lady ...................... . ... . Edith Dick 

Mi s Weaver, a manual training fiend .. . .................. . .. Virginia Crow 

Miss Maine, a poetical genius .... . . . .. ........ . ....... . ....... Dorothy Hill 

Mrs. White, with a strong distaste for dust ...... .. ...... . .. . . Gladys Cronan 

Mrs. Oiler, an investigator of the microbe theory .. . .. . . .. .. .. . .. Grace Dorey 

Mis Longworth, an exponent of higher education . . . . . . .. . .. .. . . Alice Corwin 

Mi s Matty Nay, simply stage-st ruck ...... .. .. ... .. ....... ...... Edith Bull 

M iss Ketchem, bargain fiend ............................ . . . .. . Irene Straus 

Miss Veneering, postal-card maniac ... . .......... . ... . ........ . . Ruth Mayer 

Miss Striker, a suffragette ... .. ....... . .. .. . .. . .... . ... . .... Edna Harrison 

Miss Gayworthy, a fashion-plate ... . ... . . . . . ........ . . . ... . . Evelyn Bridgett 

Mrs. Spouter, the last of the old-fashioned mothers . ............... Edith Jones 

Heppie, Mrs. Spouter's angel-child and victim . ....... ... .. . ... Elsie Wormser 

Miss Eppeler, spelling crank ................. . . . ... ... . Helen Regensburger 

Miss Cadenza, a pi rant to the operatic tage .................... Hazel Klinger 

Mr . Noble, clubhouse-keeper (who had seen better days) .... . ..... Rose Claus 

Sadie, the maid .... . ........... . . . .. ..... . . . . ...... .. .. ...... Ruth Brenner 

Mrs. Grubb, aunt of Miss Tingle .................. . .. . ..... .... Ruth Gaynor 

Policeman, Sadie's intended ....... .. ................ . .... .. Mildred Carlton 

If anyone had ever enterta ined any 
secret misgivings as to the advisability 
of the Girls' High School, giving an 
afternoon performance, their fears were 
dispelled as this ventu1·e prove l that our 
fr iends are loyal to us, be it morning, 
noon or night. 

And then the coaching,-how could we 
help presenting something good when 
the talents of that tri umvirate, Mr. Gold­
stein , Miss Leviele and Miss Croyland, 
were united in our behalf? We extend 
to them our sincere gratitude and ap­
preciation. 
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U nder t he apparent ly quiet ex terior 
which society presents to the world, there 
is always an undercurrent of pleasant ac­
tivity which, without creating a bubble on 
the sur face of the social cairn still suffices 
to keep society's votaries busy. After 
the fir st few weeks of appar ent inact iv­
ity of the spring term the Gad-fest 
opened with a meeting of "The Asso­
ciated Student Body of the Gir ls' H igh 
School," called to order by it s pres i­
dent , H azel Royer, of the class of D e­
cember, nineteen hundred and eight. 
T he notables ( ?) were called upon to 
express their lofty thoughts, and did 
so in words of wisdom and question­
able E ng lish. The nominees of the 
various .offi ces were likewise called up­
on to speak. T hey, one and a ll , ex­
pressed the same orig inal sentim ent, 
namely, that we are lacking in proper 
school spirit. Election day following 
closely upon the heels of the meeting 
resul ted in the choice of the fo llowing 
offi cers of t he Student Body: P res i­
dent, Edith Bull ; first v ice-pres ident , 
F lorence Simpkins; second vice-presi­
dent, Bessie Brenner ; third vice-presi­
dent, F rieda H ilbert ; fo urth v ice-presi­
dent, Edith Corwin ; secretary, A lice 
Corw in, and t reasurer , Miss D ani el. 
(Would you ever guess it ?) Later on 
in the season a second important meet­
ing was called fo r the practice of the 
following : 

·"The New Building, H o H o, 
The Faculty, Ha, Ha!!! 
The Girls, W ow, Wow, 
T he School, Rah, rah!" 

N. B.- Examination was afterwards 
made by the Board of Health and the 
lung expansion of the girls was rei)ort­
ecl to be doubl ed. 

After the detail s had been completed 
the cards were sent out to a large g uest 
lis t fo r a wedding to be held in the 
sanctuary on the corner of O'F arrell 
and Scott stree ts. The bride was Miss 
June Tevelve, s tepdaughter of the late 
and g reat philanthropist , Mr . Graemahr 
Skule. The happy g room was Mr . 
Burkham N autnyne, a young business 
man of the firm Gurls-hy-Nautnyne. 
T he ceremony was perfo rmed with all 
t he gorgeous ri tes prescribed in "Prac­
ti cal Theories on T he Application of 
Etiquette in Small D oses." T he bridal 
party was preceded by a sheet -vested 
choir chant ing that tear-provoking an­
them-

"Here comes th e bride, 
Get on to her stride. 
See how she w-0-0-0-bl es 
From side o'er to side ." 

The bride's attendants, gowned 111 

black and yellow draperi es , the colors 
of the fa mily of N autnyne, leaned on 
the arms of the frock-coated ushers. 
The maid of honor, drooping with sor­
row at the loss of her clear friend , wore 
a stunning but chic la mp shade just 
imported from Paris, bearing the sole 
decorat ion of a branch of owls, and car­
rying a mag nificent shower bouquet of 
sweet scented onions, carrots and rad­
ishes . The bride was robed in rich , 
white cheese cloth with a flowing ye!-



low veil of mosquito netting fastened 
-~n her chaste brow with a garland of 
Cruciferae Brassica Campestris. Two 
elfs, gowned in pink satin , daintily 
tripped al ong with the bride's train 
clasped between their first, third and 
fifth fin gers. (That's hard to do, try it! ) 
The rin g bearer bore a hoop which had 
once graced a bulging barrel of cement. 
At the altar, the bride joined the kneel­
ing groom, and during th e entire cere­
mony her nearest relative but lately 
come from France, wept copious ly into 
a red, white and blue mouchoir. The 
nuptials were sealed with a kiss of 
peace and the choir pealed forth in 
strong notes, 

"Oh gee, I'm g lad I 'm free, 

No weddi ng bells for me." 

Then after the weddi ng guests had 
partaken of lemon juice in large quan­
tities, they were presented w ith owl 
badge souvenirs by the flourishing firm 
Gurls-hy-N autnyne. 

Society received 

recently and all of 

filled with horror. 

a great shock 

its members are 

As a consequence 

of this great happening t wo of our 

g reatest social favorites have been 

ostracized from the upper circle. 

In tead of delving into the mysteries of 

physics they were discovered in the 

laboratory doing what "Mr . O iler" 

and "Mrs. W hite" would highly dis­

approve of. If not, why did they blush 

and look so confused when M r. M . en­

tered th e room? 

For furth er information apply to 

Mrs. Gummidge, giving the initials L. 

E. J. and M. L. M. The "exhibits" 

were preserved. 

During the earlier part of the year 

questioning and theorizing was rife as 

to what would be the crowning fes­

tivity of the season among the elite of 

the North Corridor and adjoinrnrg 

apartments. Some gloomily suggested 

that, owing to the general refusal of 

one invitation to four o'clock tea in 

those quarters because of a previously 

received invitation to a like funclion in 

the atelier between the Hall Clock and 

Monsieur Dupuy's salon, we would no 

longer be urged to partake of Mr. M.'s 

hospitality. O thers prognosticated 

more cheerfully, however, so that all 

were not entirely unprepared w hen the 

" bids" were out fo r a socia l innovation 

of most alluring and original motif. 

Afte r some postponements on ac­

count of the ill-natured aspect of the 
weather the g reat day arrived. O ur 

charming host had everything in readi­

ness for the afternoon's enjoyment, in­

cluding sundry ti n basins of frothing 

liquid and white clay p ipes not yet 

freed from their wrappin gs of excels ior. 

He, him self, more fully to acquaint his 

guests with the game, took one of the 

long pipes, dipped it in the foaming 

compound of g lyce rine and soap and 

with the reverse end to his lips pro­

duced wonderful spheres of such bril­

lian t colors but at the same time such 

frailty that a mi sdirected breath snap­

ped their claims to existence. The like 

of the ensuing enthusiasm has never 

before been seen a mong ou r highly-cu l­

tivated but shocking ly blase upper sev­

enty. Their usually quiet intellectual­

ity was roused into a veritable whirl­

pool of gaiety and soapy water and we 

are sorry to state that seri ous friction 

was engendered when it was suggested 

that five handfuls of soapsuds was quite 

enough for one ingle individu al to cast 

at another single individual. In spite 

of this little variation of the April calm 

all were most delighted to congratulate 

Miss Spattie Peebee on her absolute 

genius. She carried away the palm 

with a record of twenty-nine throws 

with only two misses. 



We are sorry to state that a schism 

has arisen between the intellectual 

lights and social butterflies of our cul­

tured upper stratum! It seems to have 

originated in an amiable exchange of 

cannon-balls, set in motion by a rub­
ber band. On one hand, marksman-

ship was too sure and the butterflies 
madly scampered with a flutter of 
broken wings and frenzied mutterings. 
Unfortunate ly at the present date no 
truce has been made, war still con­
tinues and the contestants promenade 
the corridors armed to the teeth with 
rubber bands on each finger. 

i!;rrr·n to :fllltrn . .:fllltaybont ! 

It was with regret that the news of 

Mrs. Mayborn's resignation was heard. 

At the time of her first illness it was 

thought that a few weeks would see her 

back again, but overwork told, and she 

was forced to take the step that sev­
ered her connection with the Faculty. 

Mrs. Mayborn made us feel and 

Given, the new member of the Fac­
ulty, Miss Maher. Is it necessary to 
prove that her kindly smile and 
friendly manner exhorts you to good 

Miss Stark's back again, g irls1 (As 
if you didn't know it already.) She is 
back with lots of stories to tell of ew 
York, Cornell University and numer­
ous other things. It is thought that 
those who turn into her door any of 

know her goodness. It was a quiet 
work she did, but effectual, as tho e 
who know her can prove. Every girl 
with whom she came in contact bears 
deep clown in her heart an indelible 
record of her influence. To those who 
came into the school, after her depar­
ture can only be said, "It is too bad you 
do not know Mrs. Mayborn." 

works? See definition of axiom. Does 
anyone wonder, then, that we heartily 
welcome Miss Maher to the school? 

the s1;x periods of the clay must have 
a mighty interesting time of it in spite 
of the "amo, amas, amat" part of it. 

It is very good to see you again, Miss 
Stark. 

Clever, Is It Not? 

Miss C., dealing with English states- Miss H., m semi-conscious state-
men-"Miss Harr-s-n, what was Burke's "Da-da, ma-ma!" 
first speech ?" 



ID~rnr Dllnrhn f rnm §ruiurn Qtnmr 
I. Thou shalt not hold thy classmate's hand during recitation. 

(Remember, this is a girls' school.) 

II. Thou shalt not say, when morning 
comes, and thou art late, "Behold, 
the cars were stopped!" 

(For "piinctiwlity is better than 
efficiency.'') 

III. Thou shalt not grimace or smile at 
thy classmates during "exams." 

(Actions speak louder than words.) 

IV. Thou shalt not say of the IV which 
blushes on thy card, "Lo, I am 
once more stung!" 

(For, wonder itpon wonders, some­
times e'en a teacher's sting is 
deserved.) 

V. Thou shalt bring many ads for the 
Journal. 

(Otherwise thoit wilt the manager's 
wrath ar01ise.) 

VI. Thou shalt not serpentine in the 
corridors or shout class yells. 

(Unless the teachers are oitt of 
sight.) 

VII. Thou shalt always agree with the 
wise girls in thy class. 

(Unless th01t desire st to get 

squelched.) 

VIII. Thou shalt not walk six abreast in 
the halls. 

(Unless thou wishest to catch a 

'' freshie. '') 

IX. Thou shalt not eat thy lunch before 
the las't bell rings. 

(Or t hy teacher wm say, " 1'he 
little children in the back of the 
room seem to be hungry.") 

X. Thou shalt always lend thy note­
books to all thy friends. 

(Remember thoit t he Golden Ritle.) 
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Wqr ~lrr (!tluh 
By H AZEL M. FROST, '09. 

Girls' High School has a Glee Club 
of which it can be justly proud. It is in 
an exceeding ly fl ourishing condition, as 
the Spring te rm reorganization shows a 
membership of seventy. Owing to the 
fact that the previous term the member­
ship was only fi fty, the Club has a right 
to fee l encouraged. Let the next term 
sho w a larger increase. 

T he resulting elections fo r the Spring 
were as fo llows : P resident, Hazel M. 
Frost; Treasurer, E dith J ones; Leader, 
Edna I. Harrison ; Accompanist, Grace 
W . Deering . 

T he Glee Club meets Mondays and 
F ridays in the Audito rium and enj oys 
a very profitable hour or more. T he old 
members will gladly welcome new ones, 
who a re willing to work to uphold the 
reputation of the Glee Club an d that of 
their alma mater. Now, g irls, here is 
a splendid opportunity to show your 
school spirit! Join, and you will not be 
sorry, except fo r one thing, that you had 
not join ed sooner. Ask any of the mem­
bers if they enjoy the practices, and they 
will all answer with one accord, "Yes." 
The Glee Club has shown you what a 
few members, comparatively speaking , 

can do; now let the school show what 
the largest and best High School Glee 
Club in the city can do. J oin, girls, join, 
and lend your enthusia tic aid to this 
rapidly growing activity. 

T oward the latter part of last term 
there was given to the S tudent Body a 
very successful concert, which showed 
that even in so short a time the Club 
was actually " doing somethin g ." 

Another concert was given on Friday 
evening, A pril 23d, in the Girls' H igh 
A uditorium , and proved a g reat suc­
cess, clu e to th e untiring efforts of t he 
leade r and the di li o-ent work of the 
Club. This concert was inv itational 
and showed to th e fr iends and relat ives 
of the members of w hat t he Club is 
capable. 

During the last term the Club was 
honored by a visit from M rs. Marriner 
Campbell , a well-known sing ing teacher 
in the city. She came to judge the work 
from a cri tical standpoint, and her criti­
cism was exceeding ly favo rable. She 
complimented hig hly the tone quality 
and volume, and of course the members 
were g reatly pleased, resolving to work 
all the ha rder fo r this encouragement. 
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By NELL F . BURKHAM, '09. 

It is not an easy matter to write a 
satisfactory report when there is noth­
in g about which to w rite. The Reading 
Club does not come up to the standard 
of Girls' H ig h. There is no excuse for 
t hi s, because there are material and 
talent enough among the students to 
stock several reading clubs. 

On December Sth last we presented 
two farces, "Place aux Dames" and 
"The Shakespeare Club." Both of them 
were emin ently uccessfu l. The cast of 
"Place aux Dames" is a follows: 

Lady Macbeth ...... .... Ruth Brenner . 

Ophelia .. ..... .. ...... Dorothy Hydes 

Juliet. . . ......... . ..... . Ruth Mayer 

Porti a ... .. . ......... . .. Miriam Leavy 

Those w ho took part in "The Shake­
speare Club" were : Pauline Pierson, 
Gladys Cronan, Hazel Pack cher, 
Hilda Cohen , Blanche Baer, Fannie 
Goldman, and Harriet Newbauer. 

On December 14 a business meeting 
was held for the purpose of electing 
officers. The result was as follows: 

P resident-Ruth B ren ner. 
Secretary-Nell Burkham. 
Treasurer-Dorothy Hydes . 
Directors - Irene Straus, Gladys 

Cronan, Clara Lowenberg, Fann ie 
Goldman. 

It has been almost impossible to 
induce the member to attend either a 
business or a li terary meeting, and as 
fo r an a udience on the latter occasions, 
such a thing is unknown. However, 
w hen the girls have attended, t he read­
ings have been most excellent, and we 
are glad to report that two plays have 
been read-''The Rivals," Sheridan, 
and "The Lady of Lyons," :)3ulwer­
Lytton. A farce is now in preparation 
for "Schola rsh ip Day." 

The club takes t his opportunity to 
t hank Miss Croyland fo r her ever­
ready help and va luabl e suggestions. 
A ll merit t hat ou r publi c performances 
have shown, we owe to her. 

But the club needs spirit and enthusi­
asm. Girls of t he third and fourth 
years, it should be an honor to be a 
member of an organization. vVake up! 
Shake off your apathy! Help us grow! 



IDqr Atalanta QUub 

The Atalantas have played but few 
games during this term. This is partly 
due to the loss of time sustained in 
changing practicing halls. vVe are now 
using the Auditorium Annex, and for 
the last month have been coached by 
Miss Emily Zabaldano, a fo rmer 
Atalanta member. 

The team was chosen by our fo rmer 
captain, Edna Krouse, and :s composed 
of t he fo llowing members: 

Touch Center-Martha Aachen. 
Side Centers-Amy Dick, Vannie 

Owen. 
Goals-Ynid Ostrom, Mary Cherry, 

Helen Sim pkins . 
Guards-Margaret Eveleth , Ruth 

Davis, Virginia Green. 
The club has temporarily lost one of 

its most enthusiastic members, Edna 

Krouse, who sailed March 26 for Hono­
lulu. D uring t!Ye short time she was 
captain her zeal and earnestness were 
fe lt by every member. 

Margaret Eveleth is her successor 
and the present captain . 

We all appreciate the kindnes of t he 
Facu lty in chaperoning us at practice, 
and take this opportunity of expressing 
our gratitude. Our s incere thanks also 
are given to Mr. Mitchell for his many 
kindnesses to us, including that of tak­
ing our team picture for the Journal. 

Girls! If you want to have a good 
time and drop dignity for a few hours 
a week, join the Atalanta Club. Sup­
port an organization of which you w ill 
be proud to be a member, and do all 
in your power to promote enthu siasm 

. in basket-ball in this school. 
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ID~r irbatiug Qlluh 
By H ARRIET T. 

The first meeting of the Debating 
Club for the new term of 1909 was held 
on January 12th, and since then regular 
meetings have been called every other 
VVednesday afternoon. 

Miss Hilda Cohen, the former Presi­
dent, presided over the fir s t meeting, 
and an electio n of officers for the ensu­
ing term took place with the fo llowing 
result: 

President-Miriam H. Leavy. 

Vice-President-Etta M. Hart. 

Secretary-Harriet K ewbauer. 

Treasurer-Ella Miller. 

An Advisory Committee consists of 
Miss Hobe, honorary member, Made­
leine L. Wolff, Alice Kenny, Gladys 
Chri stensen. 

A few good exte mporaneous debates 
have been held in which the whole club 
partic ipated. A debate now in prepara-

EWBAUER, '09. 

tion is: "Resolved, That the Fifteenth 
Amendment Should Be Repealed. " 
The speakers fo r the affirmative are 
Ella Miller, Carrie Newbauer, E lise 
Larceu. For the negative, Se! ma 
Miguel, Margaret Murdock, lice L. de 
Veuve. 

The club wishe to take this oppor­
tunity to thank Miss Hobe for her 
untiring effort and the help which she 
gives us at our meetings. Miss Hobe 
is our constant guide, and we can 
barely express our gratitude. 

Girls! We want your support . We 
want you to interest yourself in the art 
of debating and take an active part in 
the club. Show your school spirit! 
Join now! Tomorrow is too late! 
E nter our ranks and you will never find 
cause for reoTet, but wi ll spend many 
an enjoyable 'N ednesday afternoon at 
the meetings. 



l\rt l\t4rttarum 
By G ERTR UDIS IDDINGS, ' 10. 

N in eteen hundred and nine p romises 
to be a prosperous year fo r the A rt 
A thenaeum. The new officers are : 
P resident, Gertrudi s Iddings; Vice­
P resident, Mabel Koehler ; Treasurer 
and Secreta ry, F loss ie Braun. All of 
these offi ce rs t ake a genuin e pri de and 
interest in t he welfare of t he club, and 
hope that by co-operation w ith each 
other and the t eachers not only th e 
membershi p w ill be increased, but a 
marked improvemen t w ill be seen in 
th e class of work accompli shed. So far 
this term , three new members, A nna 
\!\T ille, H elen Deeds and J osephin e 
L ave rs have joined our ranks. 

Every T uesday an d Thur day af te r 
school, the members of the club can be 
seen working industriously in t he 
studio und er the direction of M r . Gold­
stein , and by th e end of th e term we 
hope to have a number of sketches and 
stu dies as evidence of the interest and 
enthu siasm of each g irl. 

Then we are looking fo rward with 
pl easure to the warm weather , so that 

we may make some sketching expedi­
tions, which w ill give us the oppor­
tunity fo r work and play combined, for 
the latter element has its place in our 
schedule of plans. W e meet not only on 
school days fo r work, but once a month 
at some member 's home for a social t ime. 
\ Ve adhere to th e adage, "All work and 
no play makes J ack a dull boy." 

O ur obj ect is to help those who have 
a strong in te rest in the field of ar t, and 
des ire to be able to express ideas in 
lines an d color. Each member ch ooses 
her own course, wheth er it be ch arcoal 
draw in g, pen and ink sketching, or 
water-color pa inting, and pursues her 
work und er the directi on of Mr. Gold­
stein. Great benefit s are derived 
t hrou gh the m embers, workin g to­
ge ther , w ith opportunities fo r sugges­
t ion, criticism, and compari son. 

Any of th e g irl s of the school w ho 
care to join a re cordia lly inv ited to look 
into the requirements of the club . M r. 
Gold stein or any of the offi cers wi ll be 
g lad to furni sh the des ired info rmati on. 

ID4r Qtrutrttttial nf tqr ~irt4 nf 1.Gittrnltt 
T he centennia l of the birthday of 

our martyred P resident, A braham Lin­
coln, was celebra ted with unusual 

solemnity and reverence. The Assem­
bly H all was decorated with fl ags and 

palm s, and the sculptured head of the 

great man was placed on a pedestal on 
th e platform . 

Dr. Scott opened the program with a 
short sketch Gf the conditions sur-

roundin g L incoln and his work, and t he 
Glee Club led the school in severa l 
patriot ic songs. Several recitations 
were given and seve ral papers read, 
notable a mong them Grace Dorey's, a 
sympath etic Jov rn g tribu te. Dr. Scott 
then introduced t he speaker of the 
occasion, M r. Murdock, who d welt 
earnestly on the influ ence of Lincoln's 
mother upon her son and his g reat 
teaching, th e equality of man. · 



Girls' High School may well be protl(] 
of its Alumnae Association with an en­
rollment of about seven hundred mem­
bers. T he officers of the organization 
are as fo llows: Mrs. John T . Sullivan, 
pres ident ; Mrs. E. R. E llert, first vice­
president ; Miss Croyland, second vice­
president ; Mis L. M. O'Neal, treasurer; 
:.if iss Meyerfeld, secretary. Mrs. Pierce, 
Mrs. Charles M. Smith, Miss F lorence 
Mixer, Mrs. Skinkle, Mrs. Sanborn and 
Dr. Caroline Rosenberg are directors. 
Recently they held a number of meetings 
to arrange for the annual breakfast given 
on th e seventeenth of pril. Nearly 
three hundred g raduate then met for 
the purpose of recalling the many pleas­
ant memories of their school life. Mayor 
and M rs. Taylor were invited and our 
faculty was well represented. 

E llen Page became the wife of Dr. 
Jam es P resley on th e 28th of January 
at the home of her grandparents, Mr. 
and Mrs. N ightingale. The bridesmaids 
were Alma Bi rmingham, ex-'09, and 
Louelle J ackson, a member in thi s gradu­
ating class. Dr. and M rs. P resley are 
now living at the Hotel Manx 111 this 
city. 

Paula Wright, a prominent member of 
the class of June, 'OS, is now teaching 
cooking at Hamilton Grammar School. 

Edith Nolan, Dec., '08, and Mildred 
Morri son, ex-'09, are taking a kinder­
garten course. 

Mabel Zeile of '04, is studing at the 
Arts and Crafts School in Berkeley. 

The engagement of A rly Nelson, De­
cember, '08, to Harry F ossey has been 
announced. The date of the wedding 
was set as a post Easter function. 

H elen Inglis, Agnes Giberson, Grace 
Gay of December, '08, and Claire Wolf 
of June, '08, a re back at school taking 
a post graduate course. 

Rita Cahen, l~ anny Hortenstine, Es­
telle Coblentez, Dorothy Duncombe, and 
Hazel Royer of '08 have lately g raduat­
ed from business college. 

Marion Curtis, '06, has 1.>een visiting 
friends in New O rleans. 

Madeline Cashman, Gladys Hazelrigg, 
Frances Moran, and J ess ie Harper a re 
attending Normal. In the cast of "Every 
Girl," a play g iven by the pupils of the 
State Normal School, were Dagmar 

cavlan, Hattie Baker, Julia Glassford 
and Mildred McEachern . 

Gwendolyn Powers, June, '08, expects 
to enter the U niversity of California with 
the class of ' 13. 

Rita Webster, '08, was married to M r. 
J. F. J ewett on the seventeenth of March. 

Minna Lee Noe, June, 'OS, is now in 
St. Louis . 

Irene Bullin , '08, is attending the San 
J ose Normal School. 

Blanche Carrau , June '08, is doing 
Settlement work. 



Charlotte Knudson and Flossie Braun, 
December, '08, a re attending Gallagher­
Marsh Business College. 

Florence Block, N ina Moise, F lorence 
Metzer and Grace Faubel are at Stan­
ford. 

Madeline Walsh is now at Hopkins 
Institute of Art and doing excellent 
work. 

Gwen J ones, December, '08, is on a 
trip abroad. She left for Boston on the 
1st of April. 

Elizabeth Gardiner, former business 
manager of the J ournal, December, '08, 
is taking a post-graduate course at Lick. 

Maude Hart became the wife of Mr. 
Bernard Pencovic in December. 

Mrs. Pierson, formerly Essae Dalton, 
'OS, is living in Portland. 

The death of Mrs. Joseph Jordan, for­
merly Edna Bell \ i\Thite, 'OS, came as a 
great shock. W e extend our sincere sym­
pathy to her relatives and friends. 

Linda tum Suden of December, '07, 
is devoting her time to music, preparing 
for an extended course in Europe. 

Viola Bennett, Dec., '06, Camilla 
Brouillard, June, '06, Constance Russell, 
June, '08, Julia Leyden, Dec., '08, and 
Mary Drady, June, '08, are completing 
their course most successfully at Heald's 
Business College. 

Many of our graduates a re doing ex­
cellent work at the niversity of Cali­
fornia . Among the Seniors a re Louise 
Huebner, Florence Mixer, Rue Clifford, 
Kathryn Heinz, Ida Graff, Evelyn Mor­
rill , Stella Carlisle and Lorena Hunt. 

In the junior year are May Fitzgerald, 
Irene Coffin, who took part in the Junior 
Farce, and was vice-president of her 
class, Alma Summerfield, Mary R ed­
mond, Nellie Trewick, Helen Hill, active 
in dramatics; Lucy Harrison, and Carrie 
Gordon, who took part in the "Gondo­
liers," the last performance of the Treble 
Clef. 

Ro e Weiss, E lsie Alereus, Leila Tre­
wick and Cecil Levy represent the school 
in the sophomore year, while Helen 
Switzer, Carmelita W oerner, Adele 
Henry, Ida Bernard, Genevieve Touhey, 
Theresa H a rrison, Louise Everett, May 
Lindsay, Helen Runyon and Dagmar 
Games are freshmen. Miss Games took 
part in Van Dyke's play, "The House 
of Rirnmon," presented by the English 
Club at the Greek Theater. 

Ruth Heppner is now attending Pratt 
Institute in New York. 

The marriage of Bertha F isher, ex­
'09, to Mr. Enemark took place in April. 

Mrs. Cass Downing, formerly Anita 
Day, Dec., '07, has a little daughter. 

Hilda Cohen, Dec., '08, is very actively 
engaged as a teacher of elocution. 



The general arrangement of the "Ar­
tisan," Boston, Mass., is good. It has in­
teresting stories and a well written ex­
change column. There is but one poem, 
but happily that is a clever one. 

The stories in the "Black and Gold," 
Honolulu, are good, but a little more 
variety would relieve any monotony. By 
all mean , keep up an Exchange column 
every month. Criticisms given in a 
friendly spirit help to improve any paper. 
Few papers care to exchange with a 
paper that has no exchange column. 

We are very glad to welcome the 
"Bell" from San Jose High once again. 
Yours is a neat and attractive paper and 
well arranged. · The cuts and jokes are 
excellent. Keep up the good work! 

"El Rodeo," from Merced, with its 
bright cover is a cheery paper. T ry 
to write up a better alumni column. 
Your stories are good, but why no 
poetry? 

All of the "Owl" numbers that we 
have received are more than good. The 
exchange column is really a column for 
intelligent criticism, while the joshes are 
funny. It takes lots of school spirit to 
make such a paper. 

T he Christmas "Mission Graduate" is 
one of our best exchanges. All of the 
literature is excellent, and the story "The 
Letter and the Spirit" very clever. The 
cuts, pictures and jokes are all good. 

Endeavor to obtain quality rather than 
quantity in your stories, "Green and 
Gold." Most of your stories are a little 
weak. Bring them to what your cuts 
and poems are, and your journal will be 
g reatly improved. 

We are indeed glad to welcome the 
"Orange and Black," from Spokane, once 
more. Your cuts and jo hes are particu­
larly good ; and the general arrangement 
of your paper makes every department 
interesting. But don' t you think that it 
would be a good plan to do away with 
ads in the front of a high school paper? 
It would at least improve the looks of 
your journal. Your supplement is a for­
tunate addition. 

We have received some very good 
numbers of "Flame," Fruitvale, in which 
are several creditable cuts. The stories 
are all good but the poems do not come 
up to the standard. Remember you can 
not make all words rhyme. Your Josh 
column is always good. 

"Commercial," your cuts a re good and 
your paper thoroughly neat in appear­
ance. An exchange column is the means 
of improving every paper, and now that 
you have started one, we are sure that 
you will feel benefited. Come again. 

"Cogswell" is a good paper all through. 
We would recommend not separating the 
exchanges even if it is only by one page. 
Ads in the front of a journal detract 
rather than add to its appearance. 



"Red and Black," New Hampshire, 
you have some very goOd stories, but 
why no poems? 

The Christmas "Guard and Tackle" 
from Stockton High, is the best of your 
numbers we have received. However, 
more cuts and joshes would improve it. 

The "Mascot" from Hood River, Ore­
gon, is a good little paper with this ex­
ception, it has no josh column. Try and 
confine your ads to the back of the jour­
nal. 

The material and pictorial work of the 
"Oracle," Bakersfield, is very good. It 
has a fine josh column but we find no 
cuts. Keep your ads at the back of the 
paper. 

For a small school only three years' 
old, Turlock High publishes a splendid 
paper. In "The Alert," we see plenty 
of school spirit, a thing of which many 
schools cannot boast. A few more stories 

will add to the journal. Keep your ads 
at the back of the paper. 

The Christmas "Searchlight" wants 
fewer but longer stories. Short stories 
of little merit do not lend any weight to 
a paper. The cuts are excellent. One 
would have been u ed to advantage to 
fill up the almost blank page 18. 

The "Wilmerding Life" is a neat and 
attractive journal from cover to cover. 
It contains some excellent stories and 
cuts, and every department is well writ­
ten. Our only criticism is, keep your ads 
off the covers. 

We also acknowledge the following 
exchanges: "Clariort," Sherman High 
School, San Francisco; " Daily Maroon," 
U niversity of Chicago> Chicago, Ill. ; 
"Lowell," Lowell High School, San 
Francisco; "Poly," Polytechnic High 
School, San Luis Obispo, Cal. ; "Sibyl. " 
Riverside High School, Riverside, Cal.; 
"Ulitas," Vacaville High School Vaca­
ville, Cal.; "Hitchcock Sentinel," Hitch­
cock Military Academy, San Rafael. 







JJu tqr O!nrrthnrs auh O!laas i&nnms 

O h, the clew is fres h in the morning, 
And the flowers are fresh on the g rass, 
But never yet has a thing been seen 
So fresh as our Senior Class. 

It Really Happened! 

We are pained to observe that our 
esteemed teacher, Miss J. , has devel­
oped quite a taste fo r slang. One day, 
whi le at the blackboard, expoundin g to 
her class the "Remainder Theorem," 
she was heard to say, "Girl s, am I too 
fast? vVe' ll cut t his short. Rubbe r, 
please, M iss P- -rs-n." 

R ecitat ion-hesitation--'-pony balked 
-ruination!! 

Declined With Thanks. 

T he class pres ident very rashly hand­
ed M r. M. these suggestive words: 

"The 4B class regrets very much 
that it is unable to accept Mr. M.'s 
kind invitation to a reception at 3 :OS 
p. m., but owing to a previous engage­
ment with Miss J. at the same hour, 
they are obliged to decline ." , 

(Later ch roni cles tell us they at­
tended both! ) 

Wrathy Teacher, rappmg on his 
desk-" Order, orde r!" 

Pupil , awakening-"Ham and eggs, 
please." 

Teacher-"What made you late?" 
Miss K.-"The cars were delayed, I 

g uess." 

Algebra Teacher-"What is your an­
swer fo r the second problem?" 

Miss R., cl oubtfully-"\i\Tell , I did 
that one my elf, so I think it 's wrong. " 

She-"How lovely of you to bring 
me these beautiful roses! I do believe 
there is a little clew on them yet ." 

He, guiltily-"Why-er-yes, there's 
about fifty cents due I think, but I' ll 
pay it to-morrow." 

Geometry. 

Given : A pig and a chair, 
To prove that a pig= a chair. 

Proof. 
( 1) A cha ir has four legs and a back. 
(2) A pig has fou r legs and a back. 
(Things equal to the same thing are 

equal to each other.) 
(3 ) Therefore: A pig=a chair. 

Q. E. D. 

Caller-"Ha ve you any children, 
Mrs.-?" 

Mother-"Y es; three are liv ing, and 
one is at Oakland High School." 

In the English Class. 

Miss B-s-h-"In order to g ive a clear 
description of an obj ect , you must first 
be struck by it, second it mu st take 
your eye and third , it must make an 
impress ion on your mind." 

(Beware of descriptions and avoid 
doctors' bills.) 

The Latest Absent Treatment. 
Teacher-"\i\Till the absentees p lease 

stand!" 



Mother-"Johnny, why didn't you 

wash your face this morning?" 

Son-"The doctor said to be careful 

not to get my feet wet, and I guess my 

face is just as good as my feet." 

Canterbury Interpretations. 

Teacher-"Explain the line, 'And 
carf before his fader at the table.' " 

Bright Senior-"He carved his fath­
er at the table." 

Horribile Dictu ! 

IDqr 3Jutrrprrtatinu nf Jnpular NnurLa, ~. ~. ~. 

"The Man of th e Hour" ..... . ........................ Dr. Scott 

"The Little Minister" ......................... Mildred Carlton 

"The Comrades" ... .. .... .. ..... Alice Corwin and Grace Dorey 

"The Silent Places" .... .... .. .......... .. ....... .. Study Hall 

· "Our Helen" ............. .. .................... Helen Gilbert 

"Little Colonial Dame" ............ ... .... ...... Miss Croy land 

"Two Captains" ...... ........ Margaret Hodgen and Edith Bull 

"The Yellow Journalist" .. .. .. ... .... ... ... ....... Marian Mel 

"Gentleman From France" .................. .. . . .. Mr. Dupuy 

"Prisoners of Hope" .. .. . ..................... Gi rls of G. H. S. 

"Mistress Ne ll " ............. . ....... . .. .. .... Nellie Burkham 

'·The Younger Set" ........... . ............ . ....... "Freshies" 

'"Daughter of Anderson Crow" .................. Virginia Crow 

"The Owl's Nest" ........................... Rooms 23 and 24 

"The Singular Miss Smith" ............. ........ Eleanor Smith 

"Cheerfu l Smtwglers" ........ Those who took the '09 Valentine 

"Little Brown Cousins" ................... Leona and Dorothy 

"The Prima Donna" ............................ Hazel Klinger 

"The Old, Old Story" ..... .. .............. "Cars were stopped" 

"The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come" .......... Mr. Centner 

"The Fatal Card" ........... .. . ... .... ....... .. Our last report 

"The Star of the Opera" .... .... . . . . ........... Edna Harrison 

"Chosen Few" ......... . .. . ....... . .... .... Those in the Farce 

"The Truants" ..... . ... . .... .... Dorothy Hill and Ruth Mayer 

"The Choir Invisible" ........................ . . The Glee Club 
By 

"We T ,, \ Claudia Massie 
wo · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·1 Ruth Ruddock 

Those Cutting Sarcasms of g;u;.s 
Meeting. 

Miss Lochbaum, decidedly-"W ell, I 
move that the scrub reception be given 
in the very near future." 

Miss Lowenberg, icily-"On the con­
trary, I move that it be given in the 
study hall." 

Modern Fairy Tales . 

Miss H-dg-n, confidently translating 
her V irgil, "She opened her mouth and 
poured forth great whales!" (wails) . 
No wonder the class looked amazect. 

Queen Elizabeth's face was thin and 
pale, but she was a stout Protestant. 



Other papers all remind us, 
We can make our own just fine, 

If our fellow schoolmates send us 
Contributions all the time. 

Here a little, there a little, 
Story, school note, cut or jest; 

If you wa1~t a good school paper, 
Each of you must do your best. 

Concerning John Paul Jones . 

History Teacher-"Miss H., tell me 
something about John Paul Jones." 

Miss H., speaking confidently-"He 
went to sea when he was very young 
and rapidly rose." 

Teacher-"How many ribs have you, 
Johnny?" 

Johnnie-"Don't know, ma'am, I'm 
so ticklish I ain't never counted 'em." 

And Usually So Shy ! 

Miss Gi-b-rt, gazing ruminatingly on 
her picture in the Journal, and speaking 
to Miss Th-rnps-n-"Do you like that 
picture of me, Dot?" 

Miss T., nodding with a polite effort. 

Miss G.-"Well, yes, I like my face, 
too!!" 

(She can scarcely be blamed, con­
sidering that it is her own.) 

Advanced Vocabulary. 

Miss Hill pats Miss Cronan ma­
ternally on the cheek. 

Miss Cronan, indignantly, "Will you 
s-quit !" 

Miss C., in the 4B English class­
"Just take the centuries as they run 
along, girls ." 

Now what could she have meant by 
that? 

"Contributions for the Girls' High 
Journal may be dropped into the con­
tribution Box at the Library Door." 

The above notice appeared on the 
blackboard in Miss H.'s room. A 
"freshie" read it and turning to her 
companions said, "Gee, I don't think I'll 
give more than a clime. Will that be 
enough?" 

Willie-"Papa, are you growing 
yet?" 

Papa-" I o, Willie; what makes you 
think so?" 

"Willie-"Because the top of your 
head is coming through your hair." 

High Senior-"There's a switch up 
a head." 

Gl-cl-s Cr-11-n, looking madly out the 
window-"Where, where?" 

Bicarbonate of soda!! She must be 
dense. 

Freddy, the small son of a well­
known minister, had misbehaved, and 
for punishment he was not allowed to 
eat at the family table. A small table 
was set for him in the corner of the 
dining room. When his dinner was 
placed before him Freddy said, very 
solemnly: 

"Lord, I thank Thee that Thou hast 
spread a table before me in the pres­
ence of my enemies." 

An axiom is a thing that is so visible 
that it is not necessary to see it. 

Little sprains and bruises, 
Little drops of gore, 

Give a 'Lanta player 
Fame for evermore. 

Chivalry is when you feel cold. 



We don't want to buy your candies, 
We don't like you any more, 

You 'll be sorry when you see us 
Going to some other store. 

You can't se ll tis any bargains, 
R ibbons, ties or other fads; 

We don't want to trade at your store, 
If you don't give us any ads. 

An Excuse for Tardiness. 

Dear Teacher-please excuse Mary 
fo r being late as she fell in the mud. 
Hoping you will do th e same, I am 
yours truly, Mrs . X. 

New Roofing. 

Miss G-lb-rt, in E ng lish, reading in 
a commanding voice, "Get you the thir­
teen th scudi fo r the roof!" 

Early las t term two small "freshies,. 

were heard to remark that they "didn 't 

see why g reat big g irl s like t hose 

Seniors had to make so much noise and 

race around the buildings so much!" 

Dears! You should not question an 

immutable law. You will know just 

w hy w hen you a re a little older. 

tiiss Hill stated in a businesslike man­

ner t hat the price ·fo r the ads was over 

in the corner back of the stove. 

How we wish it were! 

Li ves of seniors all remind us 

We can strive to do ou r best, 

A nd departing, leave behind us 

Notebook that will help the rest. 

. ' ') ----=-=-----=-=---· ~-- -
" '. 

(!tlann f rll 

WH0-0 ! 
WH0-0-0! 

WH0-0-0-0-0 ! 
WE ARE 

MIGHTY 
FINE, 

OWLS OF 
NAUGHT 

NINE, 
WH0-0! 

WH0-0-0! ! 
WH0-0-0-0! 

WH0-0-0-0-0 ! ! ! ! 



111 arrwrll 

By GRACE L. DOREY, '09. 

O h, School, within whose kind portal s fo ur years have we labored most 

happy, 

O h, Teachers, under whose guidance fo ur years have we learned and gained 

wisdom, 

VVe are about now to leave ye,-to go forth to the world with its struggles . 

On the highways of life and the byways, present will e'e r be your teachings. 

Not only g leanings from text-books, the results of th e course and the schedule, 

Not only the stories told to us oft fo r ur pleasure, 

But those deep, broad, significant teachings of love for each other, of fri end­

ship ; 

For, if not you, who, then , has taught us to ch eri sh the memory of comrades? 

We are about now to leave ye-why make this parting a sad one? 

A re we not g rateful to you? Should we not, then, be most happy ? 

\ 1\T e part, yea, but let us in spirit each with th e other be present; 

Let thoughts bring us back from th e far lands, and memory have power to 

comfort. 

Let not a tear fall, but rath er, the tong ue give ·praise for the privilege 

To have Ii ved in the shade of your wisdom, to have passed a way hours 111 

your counsel. 

And, as a farewell, we would wish you, from deep 111 our hearts' inmost 

caverns, 

Honor, Esteem, well deserved, and the g reatest of Joys without number. 



The J ournal staff wish es to expre s it hearty 
appreciat ion of the work done by certa in g irls of the 
lo wer cla ses who acted in the capacity of reporters . 
Those whom we wish to thank particularly, and at 
th e same tim e recommend as excellent workers to 
future classes, are: Claire Drayeur, Carol Rehfisch, 
Emmeline Vlilli s, Edith Bradberry, Margaret Mur­
dock, Charlotte McK eon and Bessie Brenner. 

The business manager feels greatly indebted to 
her two ass ista nts, Rose Clauss and D oro thy Hill ; to 
those g irls in her ow n class who have labored so dili­
gently in the pursuit of ads ; and to her staff of ass ist­
ants in th e vari ous classes : Conchita Armer, Olive 
Barger, E tta Kaufman, Anni e Squires, Grace Turk­
ing ton, E th el Frank, Dorothy W orm ser. 

The class wishes to thank H . Pierre Smith for his 
courtesy and good workmanship ; The ierra Art and 
Engravin g Company fo r its half-tone work and The 
James H . Barry Company fo r the print in g fo und in 
thi s J ourn al. 



CireC1ter San f rC1ncisco 
CloCJk Co. 

Market at Taylor 

CLOAKS 
COSTUMES 
SKIRTS 
SUITS 
COATS 
MILLINERY 

Cireater San Francisco Cloak Co. 
Market at Taylor 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



SAN FRANCISCO 
:B\lStllESS 

COL-L£Gf: ALBERTS.WEAVER 
P~ESIDENT 

We rece ive the patronage of earnest, thoughtful people be­

ca use our cou rse in Shorth and, Typewriting, Bookkeeping, Pen­

mansh ip, etc., are thorough, p ractical and modern, and because 

our graduates secure the best pos itions. 

The Most 
Complete Investigation Solicited 

733 FILLMORE STREET 

NEAR HA YES STREET. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OU R ADVERTIS E RS. 



SPECIAL FOR 
HIGH SCHOOL GIRLS ON LY 

D. HARRIS & SON 

ALL TAILOR SUITS 
REDUCED 

1426 
DEVISADERO 

STREET. 

PHILIP BO/EN 
-Dealer in-

GROCE R IES AN D P R OVISI O NS 

FINE WINES AND LIQUORS FOR FAM ILY USE 

PHONE PACIFIC 913. 1901 PT. LOBOS A VE., Cor EIGHTH A VE. 

She flunked in math, 
She flunked in chem, 
And then I heard her hiss 
" I'd like to find the one who said 
That ' ig norance is bliss .' " 

AFTER SCH OO L 

STOP AT 

A. :DEILL Y'S 
FOR CHOICE MEATS 

1185 SCOTT STREET. 

Phone Franklin 3111-

A. GOODMAN 
LA D IES' TAI LOR 

11 19 GEARY STREET 

Bet. Van Ness and F ranklin SAN FRANCISCO 

PLEAS E PAT RONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



PHONE WEST 540 

L. M. WALTER 
Importers an d Reta ilers of 

HIGM CLASS GROCERIES 

Dealers in 

DELICACIES, WINES, PERFUMERY AND DRUG SUNDRIES 

2799 Devisadero Street - - Corner Devisadero 

The Lyceum 
Preparatory School for Young Ladies and Gentlemen for the University. 

--Special coaching in all subjects--

Excellent Jeachers 2590 Pine Street 
Superior Methods ~ortheast Corner 
Reasonabl e Rates Scott Street 

Here you can save time and mo n ey. 
Try us and you will be more than satisfied. 

V. l\I ATR IA JOS. R J ACQUES 

Art Pl oral Co. 
Formerly of 

799 VAN NESS 

239 Post St .. near Grant Ave . San Francisco 

TEL. WEST 1863 

JOHN GERNNS 
Dealer in 

CHOI CE FAMILY GROCERI ES, W I NES, LIQUORS AND CI GARS 

N. W. Cor. T urk and Scott Sts. 

JOHN TRAYNOR PHONE MARKET 2806 CHAS. HARCOURT 

OCEAN SHORE IRON WORKS 

550-558 Eighth Street 
Bet. Bryant & Brannan 

SAN F R ANCISCO 

SHUMA TE'S PHARMACY 
INCORPORATED 

D I SPENSING CHEMI STS 

Store 1 Corner Sutte r and Devisadero. 
Store 2 Corner Haight and Masonic Avenue. 

Store 3 Sacramento and P res idio A venue. 
Store 4 84 Po t Street, East of Kearny. 

SAN F RAr CI SCO, CALIFORNIA. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



I. MAGNIN & CO. 
DON'T FAIL TO VISIT 

MENTS F OR MISSES' 

O UR DEPA R T­

W EARING 

APPA R EL. 

ALL THE LATEST GA R MENTS AT 

M OD ERATE P RI CES. 
VAN NESS AT BUSH 

Our future home, Gea ry and Grant Aven ue. 

PHONE WEST 4803-

HAN DU 
FRENCH LAUN DR Y 

LACES, LACE CURTAINS, BLAN KETS AN D SILKS A 
SPECIALT Y 

12ro STEINER, near TURK. SAN F RANCISCO 

A. PRADELS 
Lib raire Francaise 

FRENCH SCHOOL BOOKS, MAGAZINES, N OVELS, 
NEWSPAPERS, ETC. 

1111 - 1113 POLK ST., Near Post St. SAN FRANCISCO 

THECLEMENTSTREETGROCERYAND 

DELICATESSEN STORE 

J. W. GfRM.AN, Proprietor. 
731 CLEMENT ST R EET. 

Phone Pacific 9 r. 

P H YSICAL CULT URE FENCING ATHLETES 

MISS CLAIRE E. DONOVAN 
SPECIAL HIGH SCHOOL GIRLS' CLASS. 

Auditorium Annex. - - Fi llmore and Page Sts. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR A DVERTISERS. 



J. M. ESCOBAR G. C. OROZCO 

INDUSTRIAL AND COMMERCIAL CO. 

STATUARY 

FRAMING, PRINTING, STATIONERY, 

G. H. S. POSTERS 

SHOW CARDS ARTISTS' SUPPLIES 

1932 FILLMORE STREET 

ETC. 

BE T. BUSH and PI NE SAN F R Ai\C l SCO 

Thierbach's Perfect Coffee 
PAC KED 

IN 
TINS 

"THE NAME DESCRIBES IT" 

A Boston spin ster had a cl og, 
O ne of those high-toned towsers, 

Who's so well bred and nice, 'tis said , 
H e never pants-h e trowsers. 

- F. M AY -

Noe Valley Market 
D ea le rs in a ll kinds of 

ASK 
YOUR 

GROCER 

FRESH and SALT MEATS, SAUSAGES, ETC. 

3913 Twenty-Fourth Street. 

TEL. PARK 929 

M R S. W. WESTH AU S 

LADIES' GENTS' AND CHILDREN'S FURNISHINGS 
FANCY GOODS AND NOTIONS 

SELECT LINE OF FULL LINE OF HAND-PAINTE D CHINA 

SHIRT-WAISTS AND COVERS. 1300 H AIGHT STREET. 

Tillmann 's Fruits 

" If it's Tillmann 's, it's Good." 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTI S ERS. 
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"TURN FAILURE INTO VICTORY 

DONTLETYOURCOURAGEFADE­

AND IF YOU GET A LEMON, 

JUST MAKE A LEMON- AID" 

FOR THE BEST LEMONADE 
USE 

Jackson's Napa Soda 

PLEASE PAT RO NIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



Gallagher· Marsh Business College 
1256 Back to Market St. 1256 

ROBT. F . GALLAGHER. 

Th e Califo rn ian. who holds the .world's record 
f o r r ap i d shor t han d •writing, 286 word s in a 
singl e minute on bl ackboard with ch a lk. 

H e has m ade the name "Gallag h er - M arsh" 
a household word in San Franc isco and v i c in­
ity. H e is th e author of Gallagher-Marsh Short­
hand System and proprietor of Gallagher-Marsh 
Business College. He assumes personal charge 
of the Short'.rnnd Department a nd teaches short­
hand just as he \Vrites it. That is \Vhy R uth 
Ohlson , the gi rl 14 y ears of age, was enabled to 
establi sh th e world's record for her age; she 
writes the reporto ri a l s t y l e of shorthand. She 
is n ow employed by the llnderwood '.L'ype"-riter 
Co. al t he highest sala r y paid a n y person her 
age by a con1mercia l concern in the "Gnited 
States for such serv ices . 

The B ookkeeping Department i s n ow on a 
par with the Shorthand Department, which 
m ak es the combina tion course th e best to be 
h ad an ywh er e. 

Ga l la 3her - M arsh i s thorough, practical and 
up-to-date. Pay us a Yisit. One Yisit will 
convince you that this i s the college you should 
attend i f you wish to become a first- class 
stenograph ic an1anuensis and bookkeeper. 

GALLAGHER-MARSH BUSINESS COLLEGE co mm enced its ca ree~ te n 
yea rs ago with but on e stud ent ; it is now the lea ding busin ess coll ege in San Fr::n ­
cisco. It is loca ted at 1256 Market Street, in a new buildi ng es pecia lly con.st ruct e:l 
for its purposes. It is complete ly r ehabili tated. 

Tl-TIS IS THE BUSI ESS COLLEGE reco mmended and patronized by t he 
expe rts. For in s tance : Mr. Clement Benn ett, Offic ial R epo rter of the U ni te d 
States Courts, and Mr. Ernest . Girvin, ex-official r epo rter of the Supreme Court, 
se nt th eir boys here. Mr. Frank Shay of the Southern Pacifi c Law Office, who 
was one of th e old-time court re po rters, also se nt hi s boy h ere. 

THTS IS THE BUSINESS COLLEGE that gi-aduated Walter Trefts, Jud ge 
Shortall's co urt r eporter ; R oy Gallagher, Jud ge Graham's court reporte r, and 
F ra nk Hart, who was Judge Hebbard's court r epo rter , and ot her expert st enogra ph­
er s too num erou s to menti on. 

THIS IS THE BUSINESS COLLEGE FROM WH1Cl-I W S GRADUATED 
RUTH OHLS01 , 14 YE RS OLD, THE FASTEST SHORTHAND WRITE R 
TN THE WORLD FOR 1-l ER AGE. 

THIS IS THE BUSINESS COLLEGE whose g rad uates fi ll the best positions 
in San Francisco. 

There is not a stenographer in thi s city able to write 125 words per minute for 
three co n ecuti ve minutes and type the sa m e at SO wo rd s per minute ea rnin g less 
th an $75 per mo nth . If you expect such a position attend a sc hool capab le of 
placing you in that cl ass . Parents shou ld not triAe with the future career of their 
children by sendin g them to som e in fer io r school, but shou ld fo ll ow the adv ice of 
the expert s and have th em attend GALLAGHER-MARSH BUSil'\ESS COLLEGE, 
the most practica l bus in es coll ege on th e P acific Coast. 

THIS IS TH E BUSINESS COLLEGE patronized by th e thinkin g classes- by 
those per ons who pay atte n tion to ge nuin e r ecom mend at io ns fr om expert s. Se nd 
fo r ca ta logue and read what the experts say abo ut this busine s college before 
go in g elsewhe re. 

PLEA S E PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISER S. 



Albert Mautz W. R. H enn ies L. Hertzmann S. He rtzma nn 

THE ELITE 
A. MAUTZ & CO., Inc. 

THE MISSION'S OLDEST AND MOST RELIABLE 
DRY GOODS STORE 

2536-2538 Mission 
Bet. 21st and 22nd. 

Branch 495 Castro St., near 18th 
Suit Dept. at Mission Street Store 

"For what is Switze rland famo us, vVillie ?" 

"Why, Swiss Cheese." 

"Oh, something greater, stronger, more t remendous !" 

"Limburger." 

PHONE WEST 5701 

SHAPRO'S 
ENGRAVING, STATIONERY, SCHOOL BOOKS AND SUPPLIES 

OPEN EVENINGS. 2101 Fillmore Street, Cor. California 

WHY NOT HAVE THE BEST? 

Alb ert M ensor, Pres. 
Plumbing, Tinning 

Glazing, Stove 
Repairing ana Jobbing. 

Ask your grocer for 

s. & w. 
CANNED GOODS 

WE CAN'T BE BEAT I N 

WORK O R P RI CES. 

Alex. Men so r, Sec'y. 
Hardware, Agatewear 

Household Goods and 
PaEnts and Oils 

PRESIDIO HARDWARE AND PLUMBING COMPANY 

Phone West 3198. 

S~le Agents for 
Hanan & Son ' s 

Famous Shoes 

R egist e red. 

3326-28 Sacramento S~reet. Near Presidio Avenue 

Sole Agents for 

~~:::::::::-- Waterbury 's 

---- Children 's Shoes 

Fine Footwear 

1100 Van Ness Ave. 1518-1530 Fillmore. 135 Montgomery St. 
OAKLAND STORE, 469-471 12th St. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



FIRE iVIARINE AUTOJl.10BILE 

FIREMAN'S FUND 
INSURANCE CO. 

Home Office : 401 California Street. San Fran cisco 

Rialto Fruit Market 

BEST F R{ ITS AND VEGETABLES 

3375 Sacramento Street. San Francisco 

Hamillon Sqvare Book Store 
H eadquarters fo r all 

BOOKS, STATIONERY AND SUPPLIES 

used a t 

GIRLS' HIGH SCHOOL. 

2105 Geary Street, Near Scott. 

TEL. PARK 336 CUT FLOWERS, PLANTS, ETC. 

PARK FLORAL 
R. GROVES, Propr. 

1437 HAIGHT STREET. 

GREEN-HOUSE 
IN REAR. 

Bet. Masonic Ave and Ashbury 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

PRI SCRIPTIONS 
OUP. S I>E CIAL TY. 

PHONE WEST 249 

EASTMAN'S KODAKS AND PHOTO SUPPLIES. 

Donlon -Tamm Drug Co. 
CUT RATE DRUGGISTS. 

Co r. Sutter and Fillmcre Sts. San Francisco 

OPEN ALL N lGI-lT H ARRY T AMM, Manage r 

PLEA3 E PATRO NIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



PHONE FRANKLIN 2146 

, 

H. Pierre Smith 
PHOTOGRAPHER 

LATEST AND MOST EXCLUSIVE DESIGNS IN 

Photography 
. 

111 7 GEARY STREET 

BETWEEN VAN NESS AND FRANKLIN STREET. 

P L E A'3 E P ATRONIZE OUR A D VERT ISERS. 



PHONE KEARNY 2250-

BENJAMIN GEER McDOUGALL 

- Architect -

Rooms 826-827-828 Sheldon Building San Francisco 

John T. Meinert 
Groceries and Dairy Products 

Phone Pacific 23 . 

4r35 California Street, Corner 4th Avenue 

Butter and Eggs Received Daily 

franKlin P. Bull 
Attorney at Law 

Pacific Building, 8th Floor. Cor. 4th and Mark et 

P . G. CORCORAN FRANK P. CORCORAN 

Olnrrnruu' n 

P h one Pacific 1712 

Ladies' and Gentlemen's Furnishings 
Stationery and Notions. 

Post Cards and Periodicals 
Ice Cream Soda and Fine Candies 

Tabard Inn Library 

3701 Sacramento Street; Corner Spruce. 

PETER BACIGALUPI ® SON 
Phonographs 

94rMarket Stree t ~ 

Open Saturday Evenings 

San Francisco 

San Fran cisco 

EDISON VICTOR ZONOPHON E 

FREESE & CO. 
Up-To-Date Grocers 

r 260 Devisadero Street Corner Ellis 

Telephone West 25 Give us a Trial 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



Elevating, Conveying and Power 

Transmitting Machinery · 

Meese & Gottfried 
Main Office and Works 

Nineteenth and Harrison Sts 

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

F irs t Fresh ie-We' ll have a stud ent body meet ing t o- day. 

Second F res hi e-Why? 

F irst F res hi e- The presid e n t is all dressed up. 

Paul M. Nippert Company, Inc. 
General Underwriters 

F I R E , A U T 0 M 0 B I L E , L I A B I L I T Y, 

PLATE G L ASS, ELEVATOR IN­

SURANCE A ND SURETY BONDS. 

244 KEARNY STREET. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

Telephone KEARNY 5729. 

P L E AS E · P A T RONIZE OUR A DV E R TI S ER S. 
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YOURS FOR WAISTS 

THE PARAGON 
GEARY ST. AND G R ANT AVE. 

B .RO C K & C O. 
GROCERS 

Telephone West 778 and 779. 332_s-3327 Sacramento St. 
IF IT'S GOOD, WE HA VE IT 

Our Specialties : Fine Wines, Cigars, Household Goods, Kitch en 
Utensils, Table Delicacies, Cooked Meats and Salads. 

C. F. TIETJEN 
STALL FED ivf EATS 

3035 SACRAMENTO ST., Near BAKER. 

San Francisco, Cali fornia Tel. West 29 

Sweets. 

CALL -A T 

BLUMS 
2816 California Street 
1416 Van Ness Avenue 

SAN FRANCISCO 

STEACY'S NEWS DEPOT 
FOR THE 

LATEST PERIODICALS, BOOKS AND STATIONERY. 

No. 3 Stuart Street, Near Market. 
One S hort Block From the FERRY DEPOT. 

Telephone West 288r. 

3100 CALIFORNIA ST. 
Corner LYON. 

PLEASE PAT RONI Z E O UR AD V E R TI S E RS. 



A. LEVY ~ J. ZENTNED CO. 
FRUIT AND PRODUCE. 

200 WASHINGTON STREET 

FROM EVERYWHERE:: : : IN SEASON AND OUT 

S A N F R A N C I S C 0 , C A L . 

Phone Park r 22. 

W . . GRASSHOFF 
Dealers in 

DELICACIES AND DAIRY PRODUCE. 

340 DEVISADERO STREET. 

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 

LACH MAN BROS. 
COMPLETE HOME 

FURNISHERS. 

2019-29 MISSION, 

near SIXTEENTH, 
SAN FRANCISCO. 

Phone Franklin 3200. 

\ T AL SOHMinr_r•s 
PHARMACY 

PURE DRUGS AND MEDICINES GUARANTEED. 
PHYSICIANS' PRESCRIPTIONS A SPECIALTY 

_S. W. Car. POLK and JACKSON. : San Francisco 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 
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Phone West 1400 

New Alcazar 
SUTTER AND STEINER 

Belasco & Mayer Owners and Ma nagers. 
F irst-Class Plays. H igh-Class Players. 
Sa n Francisco's Family Theatre. 

FLORENCE ROBERTS 

wi ll open her summ er seaso n 

JU NE 14 wit h DAVID BELASCO'S Great Play 

DU BARRY 

PRICES-NIGHT, 25c to $1. MATINEE, 25c to SOc 

MATINEE SATURDAY AND SUNDAY. 

CHIC, SMART STYLES IN 

Tailored Suits for Misses 
Sizes, 12 to 16 years. Prices, $15.00 to $40.00 

A lso a fine and complete var iety of Misses ' and Ch ildren's Washable Dresses 
mad e in Princess, Gibson and Empire Models. 

Misses' Styles .. . . . . . .... $7.50 to $25.00 
Children's Styles . . .... . . .. $3.00 to $12.50 

TAILORED HATS FOR MISSES AND CHILDREN 

HASTINGS CLOTHING CO. 
Post and Grant Avenue. San Francisco 

The test of YOUR GLASSES is the test of YOUR OPTICIAN! 

Our reputation is founded upon a quarter of a century of successful service. 

HIRSH & KAISER 

218 POST STREET OPTICIANS 

T . O 'Brien. G. Spotorno ]. Mitchell 

O'Drien, Spotorno, Mitchell 
Wholesale and R eta il D ealers in 

POULTRY GAME DAIRY PRODUCE AND OILS. 

CALIFORNIA MARKET 

California Street, bet. Kearny and Montgomery. 

Phone Douglas 3622. Branch 1212 Golden Gate Ave. 

PLEASE PATRON I ZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



TEL. WEST 247. 

FOX HALL MARKET 
J. Cabossel,-Dealer in 

BEEF, MUTTON, VEAL, LAMB AN D PORK 
N. B . Sw eetbreads , F ilets of Beef, Calves' Heads, Brains, Feet, Etc. 

Always on hand . . 
2318-2320 F I LLMORE ST REE T. SAN FRANCISCO 

\i\Till ie and some other brats 

Stuffed themsefves with "rough on rats," 

Father said , when mother cried, 

"Never mind , they' ll die outside ." 

F R ECKLES 

CAN BE 

REMOVED 

BA ER'S 
Kurtz Freckle Salve pos iti ve ly removes 

freckles, tan and sunb urn . Keeps t he skin 

smooth and white. Mant1facturecl by Baer 

Drug Company. 

,/ 

722 MARKET STREET, SAN FRANCISCO 

BY MAIL ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, 50 CENTS. 

MARKS BROS. 
831 MARKET STREET, Near 4th. 

Next to Emporium. 

EVERYTHING TO WEAR FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 

HIGH GRADE GARMENTS AT POPULAR PRICES. 

ST. FRANCIS MARKET 
633 CLEMENT STREET 

SCHWARTZ BROS. Props. 
Dealers in 

CHOICE BEEF, VEAL, MUTTON , LAMB AND PORK 
TEL. PACIFIC 1611. 

PLEA SE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 
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DANNEMARK BROS. 

GROCERS. 

798 .HAIGHT STREET. Phone PARK 185 

"TAKE A KODAK WITH YOU" 
and 

GET IT AT WAKELEE'S DRUG STORE 
78 l\!Iarket Street, Near Ferry. 

FILMS DEVELOPED AND PRINTED IN TWENTY-FOUR HOURS. 

6 exposure roll developed at ...... ............. lOc 
12 exposure roll developed at .. ......... . ..... . !Sc 

WAKELEE & CO. , DRUGGISTS & CHEMISTS. 

R. McNASON ©-' CO. 
(Incorporated) 

Oil and Paint Manufacturers. Importers and D ealers 

GLASS, BRUSHES, VARNISHES, ET C. 
LUBRICATING OILS AND GREASES 

BREWERS' SUPPLIES, DAMP RESIST­
ING PAINTS. 

POTRERO AVE., FIFTEENTH AND UTAH STREETS 
NEAR FILLMORE AND SIXTEENTH STREETS AND 
EIGHTH STREET CAR LINES. 

GRINDERS PURE COLORS AND PAINTS. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA 

Branch Warehouses: 
Los Angeles, Cal.; Portland , Oregon.; Seattle, Wash. 

Phone West 4582. 

MISS PHILOMENE M. LEY 
MILLINERY 

Formerly with 

City of Paris. 

1752 FILLMORE ST. 

Near Sutter. 

Phone Pacific r 639. 

RICHMOND MEAT MARKET 
Gustav Graeber, Prop. 

DEALERS IN 

STALL FED MEATS OF CHOICEST QUALITY. 
S. W . Cor. California St. and 3rd Ave. San Francisco 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



To V is it SAN FRANCISCO 
would be lik e withou t see'. ng the 

PALACE DIAMOND 
visiti ng Eu rope without eein g Pa ri s. It is a lead in g featu r e o_f San. Fra ncisco; a 
marvel of bea uty, elegance a nd is un q uestio nably th e most mag111 fice n t_ J ewelry En;­
po1< um in the worl d . T o be appreciated it m ust be see n. Every v1s1tor and res i­
dent sho uld examin e t he ma r vels of geni us at 

909-911 VAN NESS A VE., nr. ELLIS STREET. 
A. ANDREWS, Prop. 

YE ODDE SHOPPE 
189 Sixth Ave. 

San Francisco, Cal. 

Correct and Exclusive Social Stationery-Engrav in g, Embossin g. 
All kinds of Bridge W hist Supplies. 

ARTISTIC PICTURE FRAMING A SPECIALTY. 

LLOYD ®. ROBERTSON 
FRENCH BANK BUILDING 

110 SUTTER STREET San Francisco 
SURETY BONDS (without red tape) 

EMPLOYERS' LIABILITY INSURANCE 
TAKE NO CHANCE THAT YOU WILL ESCAPE ACCIDENTS; 

Be safe at small cost. 
Our service is absolutely the best. 

Our prices are cheapest because of our service and experience. 

GUS WOLF & CO. 
WHOLESALE LIQUOR DEALERS. 

414-416 Sacramento Street. San Francisco, Cal. 
SOLE PROPRIETORS IMPERIAL CABINET WHISKIES 

Sole Agents for Chapin & Gore's Old Reserve Whiskies. 

Phone West 89r. Orders Promptly Delivered 
W. P. ROBERTS 

ALTA PLAZA MARKET . 
Dealers in 

STALL-FED MEATS. POULTRY. GAME, OYSTERS, 
FISH, CRABS, ETC. 

CORNED AND SMOKED MEATS A SPECIALTY. 
2847-49-5 I California, near Devisade ro St. , San Francisco. 

JOHN P. HART 
Dealer In 

DRY AND FANCY GOODS 
N OTIONS, LADIES' AND GENT'S FURNISHINGS 

N. W. Cor. California and Devi sadero Streets. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



Pope & Talbot 

lVIanufacturers, Exporters and Dealers in 

LUMB ER TIM B ER PI LES S PARS, ETC. 

Mills : Port Gamble, Port Ludlow and U tsalady, Washington. 
Office, Yards and Planing Mills: Foot of 3rd Street. 

San Francisco, Cal. 

JOOST, LLOYD & JOOST. 
TEA 
BLENDERS 

q48 Devisadero Street. 

COFFEE 
ROASTERS 

Phone West 9296 
When you ~want a prime cup of Coffee try ou r new 

"Bohem ian Blend" 35 cents the Pound 
"Always the Same." 

ZOBEL'S 
T H E BIG MILLINE R Y STO R ES 

Van Ness at O'Farrell and 
roro Fi llmore Stree t, bet. Golden Gate and McAllister. 

PHONE FRANKLIN 4037-

The Brvssels Lace Store 
IMPORTERS OF LACES AN D NECKWEAR 

1254 SUTTER STREET 

Bet. VAN NESS and POLK. 

SAN 

FRANCISCO 

J. L . McLAUGHLIN .,. J. T . WALSH, C. E. 
M. W . S. E . 

McLaughlin &. 'Walsh 
GENERAL CONTRACTORS 

M A R S T 0 N B U I L D I N G, . KE ARNY ST. 

SAN FRAN CISCO. 

PLEA S E PATRONI Z E O U R AD VE RTI S ER S. 



The Steinway-The Piano 
WITH THE FRIENDS 

N o other Piano in the World has as many friends, that money can­
not buy, as the S t e i n w a y . In spite of the temptations of ma­
terialistic gain, in oppositiorr' to the commerical example of 
"modern" piano makers , the artisans of the S t e in way have so 
nobly maintai"ned their old traditions that today over one hundred 
milli on dollars worth of S t e in w a y s are gracing the artistic 
homes of Europe and America. 

YOU 'LL U LTIMATELY WANT A STEINWAY. 
WHY NOT G ET IT AT THE START? 

Sheet Music-College Songs 

All the latest so ng hits of the day- Sh Cl & c 
;i ll the m usic of th e operas . ba nd, or- erman ay 0 
ches tra. instrumental and voca l mu sic of J • 
e ve ry kind. The la rgest stock of sheet 
mu sic west of Chicago. 

VI CTOR TALKIN G lvfA CHINES 

STEINWAY AND OTHER PIANOS 

KEARNY and SUTTER, 

1635 V an Ness, San Franci sco 

SAN FRANCISCO 

Broadway at 13th, Oakland 

"Olga'' 
PARIS MILLINERY 

IM PORTED HATS BONNETS AND WAISTS 
IN OU R NEW AND PERMANENT LOCATION. 

237 POST STREET. Near GRANT AVE. 

Teacher (very much vexed) - Sit down! 
Impudent Senior- I won't, either. 
Teacher- Well then, stand up, I will be obeyed. 

Not because of t h e fac t that w e were estab­
lished in 1856 do w e c la im recogn ition in the piano 
a nd mus ic ind ustry of San Francisco, but because 
of the superior treatm ent,. accorded ev eryone a n d 
q uality 0f goods sold. On May 1st we will be 
loca t ed in our n ew a nd commodious quarters at 
113-117 Kear n y street, between Post and Su tter, 
where we will be better prepa r ed than ever to ta k e 
ca re of your musical wants. 

BENJ. CURTAZ & SON 
1615 VAN NESS AVE . 

PIANOS-SHEET MUSIC-TALKING MACHINES 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



HAMMERSMITH AND CO. 
GOLD AND SILVERSMITHS 

MAKERS OF GIRLS' HIGH SCHOOL PINS 

: Sutter Street, at Grant Avenue. San Francisco 

Phone Franklin 2251. Res. 1914 Clay Street 

THE MISSES WHITE'S DANCING ACADEMY 
Adults' Class \ i\Tednesday 8 P. M. 
Children's Class Friday 3 :30 P . M. 

HALL TO LET RECREATION HALL 
-For- 1617 California St., nr. Polk 

CLUBS, PARTIES, ETC. SAN FRANCISCO 

ROBERTSON'S 
SAN FRANCISCO'S OLDEST BOOK STORE 

UNION SQUARE. 

Golcher Bros. 
SPORTING GOODS LAWN TENNIS SUPPLIES 

BASKET BALL. CAMPING AND OUTING GOODS 

510 MARKET STREET SAN FRANCISCO 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



THE 

JAMES H. BARRY 
COMPANY 

THE ST AR PRESS 

WE PRINT "THE GIRLS' HIGH" 

I I 

PRINTERS and 
PUBLISHERS 

1122~1124 MISSION 
SAN FRANCISCO 

TELEPHONE PARK 6380 and 6381 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. . 



G. A. McCAW. A. McCAW. T. S. McCAW 

McCA\N BR 0 S. 
I lVIPORTING GROCERS 

'Telephones: 
Park 1455 401-405 DEVISADERO ST., Cor. OAK 
Park 1456 
Park 1457· S AN F RAN C I S C 0. 

Munson's School of Shorthand 
117 Delbert Block 

Corner Van Ness Avenue and O'Farrell. 

A SELECT SCHOOL FOR PRIVATE INSTRUCTIONS 

SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING. 

Lucy- Say, does your mother let you use slang? 

?v1amie- N aw, if my ma ever heard me spout out such dope as 

that, sh'd biff me a paste in the mush. 

If yo u are not satisfied Phone West 8008 

WITH YOUR BUTCHER 

HENRY HEESMAN 
FILLMORE STREET MEAT MARKET 

2195 FILLMORE ST. Cor. SACRAMENTO 

Phone Douglas 4355 

BYRON MAUZY 
(Established 1884.) 

GOLD MEDAL PIANOS 
Inner Player Pianos. Musical Merchandise 
Sheet Music Importers Manufacturers, Jobbers 

2 4 4- 2 5 o S T 0 C KT 0 N S T R E E T . 

BARON 
LADIES' TAILOR 

GEARY AND GRANT AVE. 

SPECIAL LINE OF NOVEL 
DRESS GOODS. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISE'.RS . 



MAKE MONEY! 

Originate clever ideas for outdoor advertising, 

watch the billboards to and from sch.ool, then 

sit down and write us how you would improve 

the copy or design now being used by any of our 

Advertisers. If your suggestions are practical 

we will pay you well for them. Try it, get your 

friends to help you. 

J. CHARLES GREEN & CO. 

California's Outdoor Advertisers 

CLINTON PARK AND STEVEN.SON ST. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



THEY ARE ANYTHING 

BUT A FROST 

WHITE fROST REfRIGERATOR 
"' r .... , r · r-r' 

t.- 3: 

Made of Pressed Steel. Free to you for 60 days> trial 

BUNSTER SAXE, SOLE AGENTS. EDDY and LARKIN STS. 

NOW IS 
THE TIME 

TO FRAME 
Y 0 U R P I C T UR E S. 

We Frame in the most suitable manner Photographs, Diplomas, 
Sketches, etc. 

OuR PRICES ARE THE LOWEST IN THE CITY 

·GREENING ER CO., r r r 4 Gea ry St., above Van Ness Avenue. 

"Have you been through Geometry ?" 

"Yes, but it was at night and I clidn 't see much." 

THE PRESIDIO HEIGHTS 

DYE WORKS 
HENRY HICKMAN, Proprietor. 

3931 -3933 SACRAMENTO STREET. 

Ne w faci li ti es and new m ac hin e ry a re co nsta ntly demand ed to m eet increased 
busin ess. 

V.THY? and aga in why 0 Th e an swe r o f any fir s t -class dra pery ho use \Yi ll be, 

"Th eir wo rk is ju st a littl e be tt er than a ny other. K one do up L aces and Curta in s 

as well a s they. Ko ne ca n equal th em in fin e and fancy dyein g . Ko ne clea n 

gentlem en ' garm ents as clea n. Kone fi ni s h ladi es · fi ne ga rments better. Ko ne 

make lower prices eve n for poo rer work. Th eir blanket cl eanin g is pe rfec ti on. be­

ing tho ro ughly cl ea nsed and sulphured ." 

P L E AS E P ATRON IZE OUR ADV E RTISERS. 



MR. 8fa MRS. HINMAN 
Give private lessons in all branches of Danci ng at their residence. 1350 
l\JcA lli ster St., between Ste iner a nd Pierce Sts. Class lessons at Cali­
fo rnia Club Ha ll, Clay St. between Van ::\ ess and Poll<. 

T his is the oldest established fir st-class School of Dancin g in San 
Franciscc . 

Phone West 6308. 

CHARLES A. McLANE 
Agency Sup ervisor 
Equita bl e Lif e 
.rf.ssura n ce So ciety. 

112 S. Spring St., Los Angeles. 

Crock e r 
Buildin g 

San Francis co 

717 K St., Sacramento 

EAGLESON & CO. 
Importe rs and Manufacturers 

MEN'S FURNISHING GOODS AND SHIR TS 
r 158 Market Street. 

Phone Market 5417. 
1453 Fillmore Street 
Phone West 573 r 

San Francisco. 

\NILLIAM SPREEN 
-Dealer In-

GROCERIES, PROVISIONS, WINES, LIQUORS , ETC. 

S. E. Corner Clement Street and 5th Avenue. 

Tel. Pacific 883. 

Phone D ouglas 3840 

Davis, Schon-wasser Co. 
now located 

CORNER SUTTER AND GRANT AVENUE. 

A complete line of 

MISSES' JUNIOR SUITS AND COSTUMES 

GRADUATING DRESSES A SPECIALTY 

P L E AS E P ATRONIZE OUR ADV E RTIS E RS. 



NURSERY AT 
OCEAN VIEW. 

PLANTS 
IN GREAT 
VARIETY 

Class Pins, Medals, Badges 
Monogram Work 

DESIGNS AND ESTIMAT ES FUR~ISH ED 

A. S. LEVIN 
MANUFACTU RING JEWELER 

78 GEARY STREET 

OPPOSITE MAGNIN'S SAN FRANCISCO 

SERVEAU BROS. 
PHONE 

WEST 586. 

FLORISTS 
BOUQUETS 

and all kinds of 
FLORAL DESIGNS 

FOR SALE 2110-2114 FILLMORE STREET. MADE TO ORDER. 

RHINE'S 
FINE CANDIES, ICES, CREAMS, ETC. 

1925 FILLMORE STREET. 

PHONE WEST 738. 

PHONES West 964 
West 965 
West 966. 

JOHNSON BROS. 
Incorporated. 

SAN FRANCISCO. 

Orders promptly 
Filled and delivered 

FREE. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL GROCERS 
Importers and Exporters of Fancy Groceries. 

2183-2187 FILLMORE STREET, Near SACRAMENTO. 

PLEASE PATRONIZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 



A Tempting Offer 
Three for the Price of One 

Review of Reviews . ... .. .. . . . .. . . .. .... . $3.00 } 
Sunset Magazine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 1.50 
Woman's Home Companion . . ......... . .. . 1.25 

ALL FOR 
$3.25. 

Picture of Vernal Falls, Yosemite Valley, in Colors, FREE 

Review of Reviews is a magazine dea lin g with current events of the world 
each month by short and concise articles. It is a Current History of the 
\V orld to the student. 

The Woman's Home Companion i we ll known and leads a ll other 
magazines in its class . It is distinctly a home magazine. 

Sunset Magazine is THE MAGAZINE of the Pacific Coast. If you wish 
to know the changes that are constantly goin g on in the territo ry west of 
the Rockies you need Sunset, and after you have read it send it to some 
eastern friend, who will enj oy it. 

The picture of Vernal Falls, Yosemite Valley, is a hand-co lored picture 
9 by 12 inches, mounted ready fo r framing. It is a beautiful piece of art 
and deserves a place on t he walls of every ho me. 

The magazines and premium will all be sent to one add ress or if you pre­
fer we will se nd them to different addresses. 

\ \ " e will include the P icture with a one year 's subscript ion to Sn nset at 
the regular rate of $1.50. 

order from 

SUNSET MAGAZINE 

Flood Bu ilding, San Francisco, Cal. 

You can secure a fr ee vacation t rip during t he season of 1909 by com­

municating with 

SUNSET TRAVEL CLUB 

Room 16 Flood Buildin g, San Francisco, Cal. 

PLEASE PATRONI ZE OUR ADVERTISERS. 








