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FOREWORD

71O mention ideals is, to most moderns, to be hope

lessly Mid-Victorian: nevertheless, we

assert that
one can Auwmplh]» nothing in this workaday world
without ‘i‘\'f]I’?ft aims and fine u‘\i\ti,w‘lwl’\

Girls High School has always tried to awaken in

he

student an allegiance to the true value of life as it

should be 1!\«&1, ‘H:a! it 1s the major purpose ol this
Pyl

Journal to acquaint its readers with the esprit du
coeur” of Girls High School, and to share witl
our belief

1 =lIlr(J‘\
in those ideals toward which she

1S \z(A‘kl
tastly striving.

APRECIATION
THE JOURNAL Staft

wishes to express its gratitude to Miss Browning,
ur literary advisor: Miss Jones, our art advisor; and Miss de Ber-

nardi, our financial advisor. We also wish to thank Miss Rosenberg

the S. P. A. photographs.
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HIGH SENIOR OFFICERS

JANE MCFARLAND
ANN VIERA
ESTHER PITMAN

JORNA MAHLER




Louise Basso
GLADYS BECK
GERTRUDE BENNDORF
FLORENCE BENT

BEULAH ADDISON
CORNELIA AHRONHEIM
HELEN ALLRED

CAROL BAGNALL
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DoroTHY BRAY
FRANCES BREDLOW
BERNICE BRYAN
MARIE BUILHE

ELIZABETH BERG
EpNA Brack
MARIAN BLuMm

RuTH BOMMERER




CLAIRE BusH MARY CAVANAUGH HATTIE CHAN BARBARA CONLY

ELEANOR Buss Donna Cavo LAURA CHANG ViviAN DAVIES
LuciLE CAHEN MARGURITE CESANO HELEN COLMAN TiLLiE DAvis
GLADYS CANTWELL DoroTHY CHASE BLANCHE CONEY FRANCES DESMOND




JANET DICKHOFF VIRGINIA ELLIS

MAup DOWNING ROSEMARIE FARRELL MARGARET FRIEDMAN
BERNIE DURHAM MARGARET FEISEL MARGUERITE GABLE
MARGARET EFFEY EpiTH FINLEY DoroTHY GOLDBERG

PHyYLLIS FRIEDLANDER LORR®INE GORFINK

HELEN GREER
GLADYS GUINAW
EprtH GUSTAVSON




JEAN GUTHRIE RuTH HAVARD MARION HEWLETT CAROL HIRSCH
HELEN HALuUskA BEATRICE HENROTTE JOSEPHINE Hicks MiriAM HIRSCHBERG

ALEDA HART ANITA HENRY JEAN HiGGINS
Misao HASHIMOTO HELEN HERRON MiGNON HiLL

JANE Hoag
PAULEN HONTALAS
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V

RHOpA HORN RUTH JAFFE BARBARA KAISER JANE KNIGHT
TERESA HORVATITS FLORENCE JOHNSON FANNIE KAPKIN GERTRUDE KRAUS
IDA INMAN MAXINE JONES CECILE KAUFMAN FREDERICKA KREMESEC
SYLVIA JACOBS HELENE JUDA HELEN KEARNY BLANCHE KUBICEK
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LiLLIAN LANZ MARIA LYNCH DoroTHY McGAHA IRENE MENDES

BILLIE LEvI JORNA MAHLER FRANCES MCLAUGHLIN MARTHA MEYERS
RELDA LEvy VERNA MAYFIELD JuLIET MEE RuTH MILLER
ELiZABETH LIENAU JANE MCFARLAND VIRGINIA MELDRUM JEANNETTE MON
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ELEANOR MORRIS
GERTRUDE MOSER
JuLIA NASSER
MARIAN NATHAN

JANE NELSON
JEAN NOLAN
UtAa OGAWA
HELEN OLSEN
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HELEN OPPENHEIM VIRGINIA PETERSON

GENEVA PARKHILL Louise PINKUS
MERCEDES PASCUAL ESTHER PITMAN
ELEANOR PEARSON GERTRUDE PRESTON




DoroTHY RAYMOND
ELINOR RAYMOND

BETTIE RICHARDSON
Doris ROBINSON

MARJORIE PRICE
BARBARA PRINCE
FRANCES PYNE

VIRGINIA RATTARO

ROSALIE ROSENBACH
MiriAM RUDE
Doris RupoLrH
KAoru Sarro
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EpA SALZMAN
HAZEL SCHARLIN
CONSUELO SCHNIER
GENEVIEVE SCHNIER




NORA SIEGEL
ROSALIE SILVERBERG
KATHRYN SINCLAIR

MARTHA SMITH

BERNICE SORACCO
DOROTHY SORENSEN
CATHRINE STANTON

CARLYE STONE

HELENE VICKROY
ANNE VIERA
BEATRICE VON ENDE
ESTHER WAXMAN

VERA SWANSON
FrRANCIS TEAGAR
GAY TYSON
REBEKAH VAN NuUYS
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MERIAM WELFIELD ROBERTA WILSON EVELYN WOLFE JANE WORLEY
EDA YEE HANAYE YOSHIMURA JUuEL YOuNG

HIGH SENIOR HISTORY

"Please don’t laugh at us, Girls High,
We're not so awfully green!”

WI'I'H this plea, just four years ago, in August of the year 1925, a candid artless
group of newcomers faced the cold and pretentiously wise pupils of Girls High.
Within a few days, the new class had so adapted itself to its surroundings as to become
an integral part of the school. The spirited class of June, '29, soon realized its possi-
bilities and began its unending performance of earnest work and eager service.
It has not been a perfect class, but it has done its part in supporting the activities
and upholding the standards of the school.

The High Seniors will never again act as a unit, but a large majority of the members
though they may be widely separated, will pull together with a common purpose,
promulgating the lessons and principles learned at Girls High.

Secretary, High Senior Class.
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ANNA TRUEB NORMA HARRISON ETHEL READING

LOW FOUR CLASS

ERE come the teams! "Lofor” team versus the “'Otherclasses’ for the championship
of the Spring 29 League.

The "Lofors” secured a head start, of course, by choosing Norma Harrison as captain
and quarterback. The team may be small and the substitutes few, but how that class
can go!

First touchdown scored! (Did you attend the Activities Rally? Then there’s really
no need of my telling you what the first touchdown was.)

Hurrah! A field goal! (That interesting Washington’s birthday program presented
by the Low Senior class.)

The score may have been rather close, but when you consider how hard the “Lofor”
team worked for the championship, it wasn't surprising that they made the winning
touchdown. (The “Lofor’s” participation in the numerous activities of the school, and
their excellent record for sportsmanship and scholarship.)

A partial lineup of the “Lofors” has been obtained, showing some of the reasons
why they have triumphed.

NORMA HARRISON............ - TR 1) SSESTEORN R e S President
ANNA TRUEB................ e Baler -......Vice-President
ETHEL READING:.... ... iy, 05 e e iy Secretary
HENRIETTA VERBARG....... o1l ¢ < i S SR T Treasurer
MARIE JAMES.......ocooooane.... AP ANCRP el el Yell Leader

no
|39
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ERNESTINE RAAS MIRIAM GUTSTADI VA BAILEX

HIGH THREE CLASS

MARCONI WIRELESS

Good Sl1:|\ Girls High S 25

.].(]'
Miss Laura Daniel,
Girls High School,

San Francisco, Calif.

Sailed F '26 on good ship Girls High stop Lost in fog off Cape Algebra stop Saved
by Senior Ship Good Will stop Sophomore Seas Smooth Sailing stop High Two Jinx

on aft deck stop Whoopee stop High Three Rally over big stop Back to Port Graduation

stop Date ] '30 stop Regards to all stop.
H3 Crew.

OFFICERS
President MIRIAM GUTSTADT

Vice-President ERNESTINE RAAS

EvA BAILEY

WINIFRED NOLAND

Secre tary
Treasurer

Yell Leader . EL1ZABETH MULLER

N
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MAE FISHTROM FLORENCE JOHANSON BESSIE BROUGH

LOW THREE CLASS

If the low three class has the most all-around girls, it is the best class in the school.

Given—
President............ Florence Johanson ! Former High Two "Rep.”
Vice-prex Mae Fishtrom Former Low Two Secretary
Secretary ...Bessie Brough .......Star Basketball player.
Treasurer.........._....... Janet McLean.. ... cereeeoe...Crack Oarsman
Cheer Leader............Eula Ring............ g Prominent Debater.

To prove—The Low Three class is the best class in the school.

STEPS
1 Pep - Sportsmanship }ftﬁ(‘im(‘\' t- Cooperation L3 Class.
2. Pep + Sportsmanship - Efficiency — Cooperation Best class in the school.
3. Therefore the best class in the school L3 Class.
REASONS

1. The whole is equal to the sum of its parts.
2. Identity

3. Things equal to the same thing are equal to each other.

Q.E.D.




ZONA KISTLER

NORTON

BLANCHE

HIGH TWO CLASS

GREEN AND WHITE

DOROTHY ARENSBERG

Leading Newspaper of Girls Hiland

H2 CLASS GIVES CLEVER JINX! !!

H2 CLASS PRESENTS
FINE PLAY
The cast for "The Turtle
Dove" was well chosen, and

the story of the Willow Pat-
tern Plate was presented in
the fantastic Chinese style.

Blanche Norton as Chaug,
the hero, and Eleanore Bauer
as Kwen-lin, the princess,
amused the audience with
their quaint Chinese love-

making.

NEW CLUB FORMED BY
“A. BELLE"

The Jingle Bells, an ice-skat-

ing club, was formed by the

energetic Hi 2 Class.

Iceland thronged every other
Tuesday by Jingle Bells.

Miss L. Walker, sponsor,
and Miriam McLaughlin,
president, are there to pick up

those who “faw down.”

JINGLE BELLS FORMED! ! !

SOOTHING SIPS

The Hi 2 Class has risen in
everyone's estimation this
term under the guidance of
Blanche Norton, president;
Zona Kistler,
Dorothy Arensberg, secretary;
Elizabeth Ann Cox, treasurer;
Agnes Buttle, Mirror re-
porter; “Chickie” Friedley,
Dorothea

vice-president;

cheer-leader; and

Maturin, class rep.




JANET SIMONSEN BETTY LOOKER ALFHILDE SCHREIBER

LOW TWO CLASS

TA'I‘IZRA! Tatera! sounded the bugle. “Company, charge!” was the command issued

to section L2 by General Betty Looker. They advanced, attacked, and breathlessly
waited to see how the enemy accepted the charge. He answered it more strongly than
they expected. What could they do? Run, they must, to save their precious lives; so they
started at full speed, always ahead—of the enemy.

Why did this happen? No one was to blame; the reason for this non-victory was
neither the lack of courage nor spirit, but the lack of rifle practice!

Did they win battles after this? Oh, my, haven't you heard of them? The battle of
Lotoodance was a genuine victory, and when it came to showing their real physical
skill, 8. Prescott, C. Rice, D. Peterson, and others proved their splendid training.

Who of the L2 company were in the famous historic Glee Club success? None other
than our noted Privates M. McLean, V. Arnold, A. Schreiber, M. Gunderson, E. Stauf-
fers, and G. Heskins.

But why be surprised? Nothing else could be expected from the company under the
able staff consisting of:

BETTY LOOKER ...... EE T T P SRie e, ... General
JANET SIMONSEN ....... i I e el ol 0\ rainde o Captain
ALFHILDE SCHREIBER Sy SRS GORE L i S, 15t Lieutenant
BRMEHORTGER o L L S 2nd Lieutenant
ANNA Lucas ... sl e oo Lo | e R s iion Treasurer
PRSI SEIRRG Lot o e Bugler
PRANRC ORISR - ol bo ot S Sergeant-at-Arms
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BARBARA O'CONNELI HELEN HAMPTON EILEEN REILLY

HIGH ONE CLASS
AIRSHIP REACHES LANDING FIELD WITH NO CASUALTIES!

XTRA! Extra! All about the non-stop flight! ! ! Wireless just received from “The
Spirit of Hi One,” which has safely crossed Education Ocean and made a skillful

landing at Low Two Field in the heart of the city of Success. N A

This gallant ship has been ably piloted by Barbara Vickroy (High One chrcscnm/
tive) through the dangerous air pockets and fog-banks of The Executive Council,

\ ' -
Because of the prowess of Commander Helen Hampton, and her notable crew,
Barbara O’Connell, pilot; Eileen Reilly, radio operator; and Helen Skliris and Marjorie

Ryan, mechanics, “The Spirit of Hi One” has proved the sterling quality of its much 7, M

advertised product “Cooperation” by out-distancing its many rivals. Prominence in sports,

in clubs, and in dramatic events has been an outstanding feature of the trans-oceanic jﬁ— WC/

flight.
g : ‘ : ' ‘r )
No less an authority than Charles Lindberg has predicted an unusual future success

for these daring and venturesome birdwomen.
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MELDA NIELSEN ROSALIE KENNEY CATHERINE JACOBS

LOW FRESHMEN

HE stately grandfather’s clock slowly chimed twelve. Midnight! Time for Toyland

to be happy. Soon the shelves were vibrating with the dancing feet of the dolls, and
the shop was filled with the excited chatter of the "“Toys of the Classes.” As a shipment
of new dolls was expected, they were planning how to familiarize the newcomers with
the customs and rules peculiar to the establishment.

Next morning Mr. Danforth, the efficient shop-keeper, placed the new dolls on their
respective shelves. The older dolls, watching indulgently, saw them elect Rosalie Kenney
to lead them, with Melda Nielsen to assist (in case Rosalie should be too sleepy to
work), Catherine Jacobs to write up their meetings, and Rose Marie Conrad to take care
of their valuables.

The youngest dolls, to the joy of all Toyland, soon took a prominent part in the
Activities Rally, in the production of “The Knave of Hearts,” and in Sports. Delighted,
the shop-keeper was assured of the success of his latest Parisian importations.
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MigNON HiLl BARBARA CONLY LORRAINE GORFINKLE

JOURNAL STAFF

BARBARA CONLY, Editor
MIGNON HILL, Art Editor

LORRAINE GORFINKLE, Business Manages

EDITORIAL STAFF
BERNICE ABRAMS EDITH ARNSTEIN
MARGARET FRIEDMAN
MARIAN PHILLIPS

FRANCES CREEL
ELEANOR MORRIS
ERNESTINE RAAS

ART STAFF
ROSE CHIN SHIRLEY STASCHEN

ALICE COOPER EpiTH HURTGEN
BEVERLY BERCOVICH

MARION HEWLETT

BUSINESS STAFF

ROSALIE SILVERBERG BARBARA KAISER DOROTHY MOSs

77

THE JOURNAL Staff wishes to express its appreciation to Antoinette Zellerbach, Con-
suelo Bley, and Bernice Abrams, for their work in typing this book.
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BERNICE ABRAMS
MARGARET FRIEDMAN
Rosg CHIN
MARION HEWLETT

EpITH ARNSTEIN

MARIAN PHILLIPS

SHIRLEY STASCHEN
ROSALIE SILVERBERG

FRANCES CREEL
ERNESTINE RAAS
EpiTH HURTGEN
DoroTHY MoOss
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ELEONOR MORRIS
ALICE COOPER
BEVERLY BERCOVICH
BARBARA KAISER




MARY McGINN BARBARA CUMMINGS HELEN OPPENHEIM

THE MIRROR

ERE there edited a "What's What" of magazines and newspapers, one might expect
to find The Mirror listed as ""The Official Organ of Girls High.”

It takes working brains, flying pens, scurrying feet, and pounding typewriters to get
out an issue of the Girls High Mirror, but it's worth it, from the standpoint of the
benefit derived by the reporters, as well as from the view points of the school at large.
The Mirror has become an institution.

Under the efficient and patient efforts of Miss Evelyn D. Armer, faculty advisor;
Barbara Cummings, editor; Helen Oppenheim, associate editor; Mary McGinn, business
manager; and the entire staff, the editing of the new spaper has been conceded to be
tremendously worthwhile and interesting.

Care and extreme precaution are taken ac all times to make The Mirror as truthful

and accurate as possible. The policy of The Mir

»r has outlawed any advertisements
whatever. This places our periodical upon an altogether different basis from that of

the average school paper.

Despite the fact that The Mirror is the cherished “child” of the Journalism classes,

any outside articles displaying good newspaper style are readily accepted.

I'he Mirror has always worked with one aim in mind—to please YOU. For YOU are

T'he Mirror's audience, critics, subscribers, and subjects.

o







JANET DoOzIER

MARIAN PHILLIPS BLANCHE KUBICEK

EXECUTIVE COUNCIL

Blanche Kubicek
Marian Phillips

Janet Dozier

Carol Ruben
Alice Holtz
Sylvia Gurstadt
Clara Hamilton
Elinor Kahn
Marguerite Cesano
Ethel Goss

Julia Merrell
Dorothea Maturin
Edith Hurtgen
Barbara Vickroy

Muriel Klinker ..

President
Vice-President

Secretary

Assistant Treasurer
Cafeterta Commuissioner
Assistant Cafeteria Commissiones
Club Commissioner
Assistant Club Commissioner
Historian

,,,,, . First Representative
Second Representative

T hird Representative

Fourth Representative

..Fifth Representative

. Sixth Representative
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CAroOL RUBEN MARGUERITE CESANO

ALICE HoLrtz SyLvia GUTSTADT ELiNOR KAHN ETHEL GoOss
JULIA MERRELL DOROTHEA MATURIN EpiTiH HURTGEN BARBARA VICKROY
MuriEL KLINKER RELDA LEVY

Because of Clara Hamilton's illness, her picture is unavoidably omitted.
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CALIFORNIA SCHOLARSHIP FEDERATION

'he goa! for those who work hard and are accej

=d into the California Scholarship

Federation for six terms, is a life membership. A gold seal on their diplomas and a gold

pin are two proofs, upon which students may rely to procure for themselves certain privi-
leges guaranteed by the colleges to members of this association. Thus membership in
the C. S. F. is a valuable asset in the college career of such students

Able assistance from a staff of capable officers —Cathrine Stanton, president; Babette

Frank, vice }‘I(\lxigl‘.!. Ernestine Raas, secretary: Eleonor Morris, treasurer; and Elinor
Kahn, who checks up applicants’ records, under the direction of the sponsor, Miss
O'Brien—has provided an incentive for girls not only to take part in outside activities,

but also to work at their studies as never before.

The life members for the terms of June 28 and December '28 are to be found on

the Alumnae Page

DEBATING CLUB

Since its withdrawal from the "‘League,” the Debating Club has held its debates
with college freshmen and out-of-town high schools, among which this term were the
University of California, Mills College, Santa Cruz High, Palo Alto Union High, Lowell
Girls Club, and Hamilton Junior High. President, Cecile Kaufman; vice-president, Mary
McGinn; secretary, Nora Siegel; Sophomote representative, Sylvia Rosenstirn; fresh-
man representative, Lillian Schneider; and faculty advisor, Mr. Dupuy, have arranged
Open Forum discussions and an Interclass Individual Speaking Contest.

The publishing of the Torch, edited by Barbara Prince, the giving of a motion pic-
ture, and the innovation of a May Day picnic, in lieu of the traditional luncheon, are

but a few of the many milestones marking a successful Debating Club term.

CARE AND CULTURE CLUB

Though u)m}\uxttx\cl_\' new. The Care and Culture Club has }\r‘n;ruxwd lelmil\ both
in size and ambition. This is due not only to the ability of its leaders, Barbara Kaiser,
president; Ann Breslauer, vice-president; and Carol Ruben, secretary, but also to the
administrative qualities of its advisor, Miss Pettit.

Regularly it has been the task of the club members to try to improve conditions within
the school, and to demonstrate to the girls the importance of neatness and cleanliness
This has been illustrated by occasional demonstrations in beauty culture. This term, in
addition, they have w orked earnestly to obtain showers for the gym. It seems now, as if
it will not be long before the members of the various gym classes will be able to enjoy
a refreshing shower. The unselfish desire of the club members to work for the good of

the entire student body is heartily to be commended.
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NATURALIST CLUB
I'he Naturalist club, one of the most enterprising clubs of Girls High School
has the beginnings of a joint library and museum to be thrown open to the whole school

During this term, it has provided many interesting programs for the Student Body,
xmong which was a lecture by Mr. Schmoe of Ranier National Park. One of the club’s

mportant accomplishments has been the help given to the campaign for the selec

most
(1on Of a state l‘II\] lll\k1k| ['iL .‘.11\}\ML\ ol (l\p Pacific .'\ii\ﬁfl*\\ll SOCIELy

The officers of the club—Carola Mack, president; Teresa Wilcox, vice ;‘u\nlulli
Fave Tavlor. secretary: and Mae Levin, business manager—all work together with Miss

Pettit, the club sponsor, for success
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INTERNATIONAL CLUB

Girls H 1b has rked with other schoo 0 van t | tio M
'
Every mq his gr« s held eren which have beer ended by s s O
the Bay District schools. Problems afi ng t s have been presented i 1wy d
cisions of interest to all have res 1 rips were 1 o Stanford and Berkel wher
foreign students lectured on their nat countries and customs. Th nn uncheon
this vear was held in Oakland
Membership in this group has increased gr or the popularity of the Inter

national 1dea grows da

SODALITAS LATINA

At the outset of this semester, the Junior and Senior Latin Clubs merged to form

the “Sodalitas Latina.”” or Latin Club. Under the guidance of Miss Stark, faculty advisor;

Barbara Prince, president; Carol Cole, vice-president; Ethel Rundquist, secretary; and

Elsa Bickel, treasurer, the organization has completed a most successful program based

on the study of Roman manners and customs

Alternate meetings have been devoted to various phases of Roman life and to Latin

songs, dialogues, and amusements—an arrangement which has proved more than satis-

factory to the supporters of the “"Purple and Silver

ITALIAN CLUB

Noticeable though new—that's what Girls High says about the Italian club, “Le

Rondinelle.” With the Misses E. and L. Walker as sponsors; Marguerite Cesano as presi-

dent; Virginia Rattaro as vice-president; and Edith Massagli as secretary, needless to

say an active organizaton 1s ‘_:lLHfHHLLJ

Plays, hikes, parties, and business meetings are enjoved by the members of the club

are eligible. Meetings

Girls who are interested in Italian or who speak the

have been held in the B period the last Fhursday of every month. Then, too, there

the paper [I Canto delle Rondinelle,” which is published

picked staff

The Italian Club will go far, if one is to judge by the progress made during the
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The above ideals. together with the lessons in music given in this

f

worthwhileness of the Girls High Glee Club. Vivian Davies has served as president of

the Glee Club during the

| ast semester

ORCHESTRA

This term the orchestra, under the direction of Mrs. McGlade and its president,
Edna Black, not only has contributed to many school programs, but also has played the
musical score for the Glee Club operetta, whose success was due in a great measure to
the fine music rendered by the orchestra. It has been heard at the Senior Rally, over
the radio. and at the San Francisco Women's Club.

Girls who wish instruction in brass instruments may receive this teaching from
Mr. Hynamen and, after proving their capacity, may become orchestra members.

The orchestra has proven itself a necessary part of the school, and there are many
candidates for the three credits which it offers. All the girls say with emphasis, "It is

the best school orchestra in the city.”

JAZZ BAND

The Jazz Band, Girls High's versatile syncopators, are a (,ump.lr‘m\cl_\' new organiza-
tion in our school. This activity is justly deserving of the great popularity with which
it is regarded by students. The members of the band, led by its “peppy” }\rc\‘idum.
Geneva Parkhill, are exceedingly generous with their time and talent. Every girl who
attends a reception in the "Rec” is greatly indebted to the Jazz Band for its earnest

efforts to make every reception another Girls High success.
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TO-DAY AND TO-MORROW

I'ake into your outstretched arms all of life

Grasp the beauty that yvouth alone can oft

Build with it a fortress firm against the
Build with it a harbor, sheltered
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{ ¢ t |
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MISS MASON

A}{()[\‘l/,()\\ OI Stec 1;,‘_‘ StOne reared I1sell OVe ¢ 11latory pushing rowd Il
traffic rumbled nea ner ind there ould distinguish a flash of m

is one of the big automobiles swung into the sunlight. How vividly she recalled her last
4 : : . ' >

visit to that offe She could still hear Dr. Merrill’'s quiet tones pronouncing the dread

verdict upon her father. To-day, the same magazines that she had read then, lay idl

n her | ['he great ty | | chang 1 ly S11(¢ ISt S S this window €

10CtOor S walting room seemed to | 1 | [ C I x € PS

because it could not well be mor ’ WK

because 1 yuld not well be more austere than

Her eves traveled aimlessly from roof to roof. What was that dome-shaped Iding
looming large and brown amongst the others? At the sight of that abandoned Fair
building a sardonic smile crept over her grim old face. She pict herself again a
oirl of eighteen, wandering through a maze of color, of ing ch

. ) . . . . :
dren: she had longed to have a good cry herself that

oI home

booth to booth

her sister Kate drove her on from

she had, for the first time, held her own against her

Kate,” she had said, "I have stood for your roing: I have let you ridicule me

before mv friends. Every friend 1 have ever had has thrown me over, because she
wasn't able to enter this house without wiping her feet on the mat, or sitting at the table
with vou forever correcting her table manners:; but you love to disgrace me. I warn you

that, if you do not change, I will leave this house
“Go. then.” exclaimed the enraged Kate, "but be sure that I never see you again!
She recalled her lonely, helpless feeling, as she left the house—a feeling that marred
the joy of independence. Defiantly her feet led her to a brown building that stood out
above its fellows. for she knew this to be the amusement zone of the Industrial Exposi-
tion, which she had longed to see, but from which her }‘:’Lm\i:\u{ sister had 'Kq\l her.
During her days of wandering, she had stopped from time to time to ask in a timid voice,
“Do you need any help? Have you a spare job?”” Her only reply was loud and up-

roarious laughter. A girl in a fur coat with a tear-stained face is hardly the person to

get or to keep a job long. She plodded on, till, one day, she came to a tea room where a
jazz band was thrumming. Two men were standing beside her, intently discussing
business.
“The customers are velling for service. You must find another waiter, insisted one
Pardon me, sir,” she interrupted, but wouldn’t I do?
The man looked up in surprise. "1 did want a man,” he replied, "but I may be able
to use you.” She was given an apron, a cap, and twenty-five cents an hour
Her ambition. then, was to get herself a booth, exhibit her dancing, make a fortune,

and go to Europe. She had tried the booth, but soon found that it was not so easy to

make the fortune. Behind the grim smile she wondered at the happiness of her ignorant
youth. From this insignificant beginning, she had started her career as promoter of
amateur novelties and side-show manager.

for hours 1n front of a mirroft

She had never made any real friends; so she often sat

arouing with the masculine and unsympathetic face before her. "I'd have been better to
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FREEDOM

Oh, give me life and freedom
['o sing and love and laugh!
To wander over hills of [6)"

[n search of a golden path.

Oh, give me a deep blue ocean

With the sun and a wind

un cloud crawling slow

Like a giant winged snail

Oh, give me a dewy field of grass
nd flowers and a morning breeze
And a lonely path on a lonely isle

[0 wander where 1 please

MARIAN PHILLIPS, De




[HE LITTI JCESS DESCENT
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He sat t e Pe News O ( nt on a
I ] f g [ B ) I y |
Had been st« robbers bold | K S
Who | hidde i i EDITH ARNSTEIN, ]
He rode apace till he spied a cave
o o B 'HE CRUSADER
daid the King
Methinks I he ream ['o P: ne there went a knigl
What can the matter be? For the saving of his soul
He joined tl ranks of those who fou
The sounds became much clearer, With Jerusalem for their goal

As he cautiously went along:
bt 3 g he S n re [ ind strone
I'was then he saw four bandits 'he Saracens were brave and strong,

3 vort] y ot
3 Hh s
Singing a drunken song. But shortly they gave ground;

Yet at the Christian muster call,

: .
Of in thacomer: b tudy Tove ['he knight was nowhere found

Lay bound and gagged so tight.
_— : A captive of the Saracen,
‘For her dear sake,” said the weary king. ;
3 ‘ ‘ So did his leaders say,
‘T will fight with all my might ‘ ‘
: ’ : ['hey've taken him for hostage,

L , : I'o Damascus he's carried away
So fight he did full boldly,

[ill the bandits all lay dead But his captor was a maiden,
The little maid he told of his love

And said, “With me you'll wed.”

Her 10\‘\ his }JL.HI S \{L\IFL
For her beauty was like an elixir

And set the blood afire.

The princess smiled \u“(&[}..

She cast her eyes adown, At last they came with his ransom,
But she thought—oh, most intently, Complaining of Moslem greed;
How well she’d look in her crown But they came too late, for a convert

l D H'L\l E‘("\H :.Hi‘.’u! o I|:<_ A\lu\]uls creed.
FRANCES PETERSON, Dec., '30.

FLORENCE STONE, Dec.. ’30.
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VIGNETTES

UGUST, 1892——a day when going to school would have seemed criminal had th
building been other than the stately new Girls High School. Indeed. Hattie Wavland
thrilled with pride thact all this splendor was to be her daily portion. As she crossed

gazed rapturously at the imposing brick structure with its bluc

Geary Street,

slate rool

Just then the car stopped, and who should alight from the dummy but Mary Ross, in
the dearest of dresses, with flowered leg-of-mutton sleeves and a seven gored skirt
but her hat! Hattic patted affectionately the tricky straw sailor that adorned her own

heavy braids, while casting a slichtly condes ending glance at Mary’s old-fashioned
pancake
Up the granite steps went Hattie, the wind whipping her voluminous skirts about

her neat kid boots, as she turned to wait for Mary. who had been prevented from

joining her |\j, the passing of Mrs. Fairmont's carriage
Greetings were exchanged, while Mary, as an old girl, led the way to the Auditorium.
where she left her friend to the tender mercies of the faculty.
Forty-five of you girls in the classical division, follow me'—and Hattie Wayland

had begun her career at Girls High.

August, 1929—a no less beautiful day than that of 1892, when Hattie Wayland
had entered Girls High. A shining Buick stops at the Scott Street entrance and the
present Miss Wayland—Harriet, if you please—dressed in a darling print tennis dress,
carrying a ukelele, alights in haste. Girls, girls, girls park their autos, descend from
street cars, or walk bareheaded in the sun toward school.

"Gee, I'm glad you're coming here!” enthuses Mary Ross, Harriet's grammar
school friend, rushing up in a natty riding habit. “"Come to my locker, while I put my
blazer away; then we'll go into the ‘rec’ for a few dances before the bell rings.”

Harriet, following this friendly advice, enters with Mary the locker-lined lower
corridor and inspects the “cute” combination lock. Later in the “rec,” Harriet's shyness
disappears as she dances to the latest “jazz” tune. At the bell, Mary takes Harriet to
the Auditorium, where she chooses five of the myriad subjects offered to freshmen,
finds her registered class, and goes home that night a tired but happy Girls High

enthusiast.

August, 1962—weather clear but cool, fog high, ideal flying conditions. The
Harry Wayland, who is winging her way schoolward, has sighted the marble and glass
buildings, which are now Girls High. "I wonder,”” she muses, taxying to a neat landing
on the roof, "if psycho-analysis is as complex a study as aeronautics? Believe I'll take
the course which begins here this quarter

She is interrupted by the frantic signalling of Jinx Ross, who is [\rum”\' standing
beside her new vermillion coaster-plane. “Some bird!” shouts Harry, running across to
admire the clever little plane, and the single silver metallic tunic which comprises Jinx's

costume,




You're no 1935 yourself,” is Jinx's reply as her eyes note the brilliant trousers

ind short jacket of Harry's new flying suit
Jinx explains that Girls High is a specialized school, where radios and movies have

replaced books; then she leaves her chum to the contemplation of the new surroundings
“How wonderful to be able to admit the ultra-violet ray through the windows,

thinks Harry, while examining the pictures and statues that adorn the halls

Soon a melodious voice, through a !uu\iwf\‘!l\u‘. announces the program for the

day, and Harry passes happily to the particular studio in which she has chosen to do
29.

her first day’s work at Girls High.
MARGARET FRIEDMAN, June,
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SEI-SEI, THE BEAUTIFUL

Beauty is revered by all under Heaven,
Could Sei-Sei long remain obscure?

In her morning years, she was but the Woman of Yut Stream:

In her evening years, she became the favorite of Wu Palace

She had maids to adorn her with fragrant powder,
To array her in soft, silk garments
Beloved of the King, her manner was arrogant.
Pitied by the King, she was never found to err.
Those who were her former companions,
Washing raw silk by the stream,
Now uvlli\i not I!x]L with !MI, 1‘(\]'\ to the ‘n ace

A word I give to her neighbors

Hope not to imitate her beautiful frown

Wiritten by Wang W

I'ranslated by ETHEL LuM, December, '29.




THE CRIMSON CORD

= o=soc=% URING the Ming dynasty in China, Yang Shu, son of Yang To, a
;:I\*r ! : //i celebrated M.uh}wrin‘ was enjoying the early evening moonlight in the
1 city of Han Yonfu. Tall, handsome, and graceful, although but

seventeen, he presented a picture worthy of admiration and envy. In
|l the distance, outlined against the warm summer night, shadowy pa-
H godas were silhouetted against the sky. Faint breezes brought the

nn| enticing fragrance of the water-lilies to Yang Shu'’s slender nostrils.
| was an evening during which dreaming and air-castle building were

I\I’
'H

1_7' =\ not unthinkable. Suddenly, a few feet away, he noticed a queer, old

man in an eccentric crimson garb, sitting under a willow tree, gazing
solemnly at the moon. Inexplicably, he was filled with an irresistible desire to talk with
this person who, beneath the moon’s first rays, seemed more than mortal.

Approaching with slow steps, he bowed low, saying, “Most honorable lord pray
may this unworthy person be informed what errand has brought you hither?”

At this, the old man turned his intense, jet-black eyes on the lad and said, "My son,
do you not recognize me as the spunl envoy of my master, the God of Marriage? I am
sent hither to this miserable sphere to match its inhabitants in marriage. | have here
this crimson cord, with which I tie together in an intangible knot the Iur of those
}\rum].lmui by my holy master to enjoy conjugal bliss. Though they be worlds apart,
the crimson cord shall lmng them together; though they be enemies, the crimson cord
shall serve to reconcile them.” )

“Pray, worthy sir,” asked Yang Shu, “may one enquire of his future wife?”

The old man then opened a dux(\' volume, ycll()wcd through age. Monotonously
turning its dry leaves, he replied, "My young lad, I have both sad and happy news to
unfold. Your future wife will be beautiful and noblc worthy in every way to bear your
name; nevertheless, a dastardly crime is to occur ere you two may be happily mated. On

the morn after the first full moon you shall encounter her. Then shall you hear the cock
crow loudly. Beware this fateful morn!”

Yang Shu thanked the old man reverently. Strolling listlessly for a long time, he
went back to his home inside the city walls of Han Yonfu. That night, snuggled in his
silken comforters, he dreamt of marrying a lovely princess whose skin was like the
almond, whose round, dark eyes and rose-red lips smiled invitingly.

However, all his dreaming was abandoned in the hurrying bustle of the Mandarin's
palace. His mind was ambitiously employed in preparing for the civil service examina-
tion to be held in the Ming capital at Nanking. Nights and days were spent in com-
posing poetry, both lyric and epic. At home, surrounded by innumerable servants, there
was no moment when he was alone to think, let alone dream. Besides his daily affairs,
he had to visit the Joss-house to pay worship to the spirits of his departed ancestors. Thus
the days sped by until he had entirely forgotten the old man’s prophecy and his own
foreboding.

On the morn following the night of the full moon, he was wandering by chance
near the outskirts of the city wall. Tired of the noise and glare of the city, he hoped
to enjoy a few moments of quiet, though the dirty, weed-grown surroundings were
anything but soothing to a disturbed and distracted mind.

On he walked, inhaling the dewy morning air. Presently, he came upon the dilapi-
dated, thatched-roofed cottage of a mulberry grower.

Just outside the rotting doorway, Yang Shu saw a dirty litdle girl, playing with her
father’'s bamboo walking cane, w hich she was using to dig a hole in the mud. With her
dishevelled hair, her dirt-smeared face, her bare feet deep in the mud, and her ragged
garments, she presented anything but an agreeable sight. Yang Shu, who had always been
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accustomed to order and cleanliness, was amusing himself gazing curiously at this queer
figure, when suddenly the quiet air was pierced by the prolonged crowing of an old
rooster. Startled by the noise, Yang Shu suddenly recollected the words of the old man
Was this dirty, detestable girl to be his future bride? Was he, Yang Shu, to endure con
tact with such a wretched, ragged person? Impossible! It must not be.

In his blind fury, xlm}\m', and chagrin, he almost lost consciousness. Unthinkingly,
he felt in his silk belt for his gold-hilted dagger and hurled it at his victim. It struck
her on the forehead, and the blood gushed forth. Her shrieks and screams brought
Yang to his senses. Realizing what he had done, he ignominiously fled, but not before
he had seen her fall fainting to the ground. He ran as if his life depended on the speed
of his legs, as it actually did. Meanwhile, the girl's father, hearing her wild screams
came rushing out of the house and carried her inside.

The days which followed this horrible catastrophe were days never to be erased
from Yang's mind. Fully realizing his wickedness, his soul suffered spasms of gnawing
pain and anguish. He sorely repented. He went about like one in torment. Ever of a
superstitious nature, he writhed in pain at the thought of his inevitable punishment
after death. Oh, that he had never met that horrible old man! That he had never ven-

tured outside the city walls on that hateful morn!

Months passed without bringing any consolation to poor Yang's soul. His relatives
wondered at the sudden sunkenness of his features, the pallor of his cheeks, and the
drag in his steps; but not a word did they learn of the unhappy cause. As the years
rolled by, this event gradually slipped to the background of his mind, pushed aside by
other occurrences. Yet we find him daily growing more sober, more reticent, more
saddened. He cared no more for society. More and more time was devoted to his
studies. He had been very successful in his examinations, bringing joy and pride to
his aristocratic family. Finally he was .ap[mmtui prime minister of the Duke of Chee,
the Honorable Soo Kai Yin. In this position, busy with the affairs at court, he felt
more at peace. Rapidly he gained favor in the eyes of the Duke, who offered him the
hand of his beautiful daughter, Soo Hwang Lin (Beautiful Lotus Blossom), in marriage.
Yang Shu had heard of her reputation as the most beautiful woman in Chee, but, since
his crime, he had never hoped for conjugal bliss. Besides, he had killed his mate: so
this marriage must be contrary to the wishes of the God of Marriage. Not daring, how-
ever, to ignore the powerful Duke's commands, he could not prevent the nuptials; and
arrangements went on.

The wedding day dawned clear and bright. The sun shone warmly on the lotus
blossoms. The inhabitants of Hon Din, the capital of Chee, were enjoying a holiday.
Relatives and friends had arrived in great numbers, and the narrow streets were un-
usually crowded.

That evening when trumpets, brass drums, and flutes pealed through the air, people
rushed into the streets. The road leading from the Duke’s palace to the Mandarin Yang
To's palace was lined with curious, eager people, craning their necks to catch a glimpse
of the oncoming procession. A sedan chair, or “gill,” entirely draped with crimson silk,
borne on the shoulders of four sturdy footmen emerged from the Duke’s palace gates.
[t was nearly six, for Chinese brides do not leave their homes to enter new ones until
then. Preceding, following, and on both sides of the chair were marching the body-guards
of the Duke. Acclamations issued from the crowds lining the streets. When the carriage
reached Yang Shu's palace, the bride was assisted to alight by two bridal maids who
issued from the Mandarin’s palace. A crimson fan was held before Soo Hwang Lin, as
it was immodest for a bride to show her face before the marriage ceremony was ended.

Within, the bridal pair, both draped in crimson, ko'towed to the bride’s parents-in-
law. The fan still held its position. After this ceremony, the bridal pair retired to their
chamber. Here the bride first removed her fan, and the couple surveyed each other.
Justly had the maid gained her reputation for beauty. Draped in H()\\'in;g crimson silks.
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the slender eraceful figure of Soo Hwanz Lin, with its soft, rouna throat, its full, curved
bosom. and its narrow waist, seemed like a scarlet lily. Long, dark, curved eyelashes
drooped demurely over bashful, jet-black eyes. Her skin, smooth as velvet, was creamy
as the fragrant [uu]\ of the lotus. Cherry-red lips hid two even rows of shining white
teeth. The almond shape of her face, from the well-arched forehead to the tip of the
delicate chin, crowned the glory of her beauty

beauty, immediately fell in love with her Beautiful

Yang Shu, glancing at her roval
maiden.” he sighed, ardently, "do these unworthy eyes behold this wondrous sight, or
am I dreaming? Surely you must have been \.‘}wmmi from the moon, where only such
beauty may exist!

My noble lord,"” she protested, "I am fortunate to find favor in your worthy eyes.
My homely being dares not compare itself with the inhabitants of the majestic moon.
Mock me not, my lord.” Thus they continued, he helplessly admiring, she demurely
protesting Finally, wm',~1.1;mn; of the warmth of the chamber, she removed from her
forehead a narrow, jewelled, gold band, disclosing a tiny scar, inconspicuously situated

near her silky, black hair. However, it did not escape Yang's eyes, which were closely
admiring her. He inquired as to its origin; whereupon, tears filled Soo Hwang Lin’s
eyes. Reluctantly she unfolc led this tale. “Alas. my noble lord, no other life could have

so been filled with deep sorrow as mine. You see me the proud daughter of a Duke, but
such 1 was not from infancy. The daughter of a mulberry-grower, I had llwwlulc.l\ no
nobility of birth of which to boast. My loving mother went to join her ancestors soon
after T was born. My father and I lived in lowly circumstances in a wretched cottage
outside the city walls of Han Yonfu. Yet were we happy together

One day, while I was playing outside the house, a lad ‘q‘}\tuulmi me:; and, for
no reason at all, hurled at me his dagger, which left a scar on my forehead. I could
not understand why this insane lad had brought this calamity on us, who had never
harmed him. Do not tremble so, my noble husband. By the loving care of mjy father, I
was nursed l\ul\ to health, but calamity followed calamity; my father fell ill. Before
he recovered, deluge caused by : . broken dyke of the Hann River swept away our
sorrow-laden hum( during which my beloved father met his death. I was on a hill- top,
gathering herbs to prepare for my father. when the flood came; so I was rescued by
one of the Duke’s soldiers. Afterwards, arr: x\ul }\ruunﬂ ble garments, 1 was Im)u"}ll
before Duke Soo. This honorable Duke, pleased \\1[]1 me, and thinking that I was a good
omen, .ul()}w[u{ me. As the daughter of the Duke, 1 was showered with every indulgence.

"Oh, my beloved husband!"” she cried, seeing Yang become deadly pale, "I fear I
have been too loquacious. Truly has the [‘IIIl()\()[‘II(I \}mkgn well, when he said 'Four
swift horses cannot retrieve an importune uttérance. Justly should you be ashamed of
my lowly birth. Alas, it is too late for amends!

My lovely cherry-blossom”—and the blood surged back to Yang's ghastly coun-
tenance—"'1 have indeed done you a great injustice. Do you not recognize me, my
Hwang Lin? I am he who, ten years ago, madly attempted to slay you. I, ashamed

vou? Oh, beauteous one, is there indeed, hope of forgiveness in your loving, noble heart
for this unworthy being?”

“My worthy husband,” Hwang Lin murmured softly, “speak not of forgiveness.
Blessed forevermore be the crimson cord! There could have been no other course!
Blessed be the God of Marriage

EpA YEE, June, ‘29, ETHEL LuM, December, '29.
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D’ou v'nez-vous

Oh, mon

Du grand «
Sur les rayons fous

D’la lun'blanchett

EL TESORO

Es la vida un mar profundo

or frigiles barcas surcado;

Este, de su hogar el puerto
Deja en busco de Eldorado.

Por ambicién arrastrado

Pierde el alma, pierde el cuerpo

Quién, de ideal enamorado,

Sin mas norte que Esperanza
\

Navega entretanto Panza

Y |

Y por IoCO as estima

Y sin rumbo viajamos
Sin saber porqué ni c6mo,
Ques es la vida el tesoro

Que, sin saberlo, buscamos

FRIEDA SALZMAN,

une,
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HER ENEMY

D.\RR AGH DOUGLAS was far above the average English girl, both in her actions
and ideas. She believed in equality of the sexes unreservedly, and accepted it
nm]m,xrmmngh as part of her religion. Her views on life and marriage were decidedly
unconventional, and brought her much criticism from the older and more conservative
members of her family; but criticism had no effect on Darragh, who persisted in growing
more radical every day.

From infancy, Darragh had never been like other children. She had never whined
and fretted as her sister had done: she had never been attracted to the toys that most
children adore. She prd'cxrui to be alone, to read, or go for long walks over the
country-side.

In her twelfth year, she had made up her mind to study medicine, and, in spite of
her father’s objections, she had had her way. After her first year at Oxford, she declared
she was going to specialize in neurology, and had spent most of her time poring over
books on mental disorders, and the psychology of the insane. She even went to visit
an insane aslyum, much to the distress of her mid-Victorian mother, who believed sin-
cerely in the old adage, "Woman's place is in the home.”

From Oxford, Darragh had gone to Bart's where she made a brilliant record, and
received her degree as Doctor of Medicine, with high honors. She entered upon her
hospital experience as capably and enthusi astically as she had done everything else.

While Darragh was an interne at St. Bartholomew's Hospital, Sir Charles Duffing-
ton, F.R.C.S., the famous alienist and surgeon, in an interview with the “London Times,”
stated that women had no place in medicine, least of all in surgery, and that they
should not be allowed to practice. As he always operated at St. Bartholomew’s, he had
ample opportunity to make clear his opinions to Darragh, who was the only woman
interne that year. He continued to make everything most unpleasant for her; he even
dragged her name through the papers, as an example of a woman doctor, who was
wearing herself to a shred, working and getting nowhere.

Darragh fought back at him furiously; she, too, came out in the papers, stating the
case for women. Their hatred for each other grew daily, until the climax was reached
one night.

It so happened that evening, that Darragh, the house surgeon, and a few nurses,
were left on duty in the hospital. Everything was quiet, until at twelve o'clock there
was a terrific crash in the street. A few minutes later, an injured man who had been
badly hurt in the accident was brought in.

The house surgeon rushed him to the operating room, and began to examine him.
After a few minutes, he came down again with a serious look on his face.

“I'm afraid I can’t do anything for him. He has a fractured skull, and part of the
bone is pressing on his brain. It would be certain death to attempt to operate.”

Darragh heard his words impatiently.

“Doctor Ames,” she said slowly to the house surgeon, “Will you let me try? Since

taking my degree, I have learned something about brain cases. He will die, you say,
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JOSEPHINE HICKS

SPORTS AND PASTIMES ASSOCIATION

"S. P. A, S. P. A. We're a happy crowd.” Not only are S. P. A. girls happy,
snappy, and full of “pep,” but they are trying to live up to the rules of health, honor,
and good sportsmanship in order to become better citizens. They know the thrill of
learning a new stroke, of playing a hard set of tennis, of keeping the ball volleying
back and forth, and of receiving a long forward pass—these varied interests hold the
girls together in a common bond of sportsmanship and good fellowship. Both athletic
girls and those who want to make friends are interested in S. P. A., for every girl has a
chance to make her team, as the teams are chosen on the basis of &itr/cn\hip and regu-
larity of attendance rather than skill

The members of the board this term are: Josephine Hicks, president; Louise Dabo-
vich, vice-president; Blanche Norton, secretary; Evelyn James, baseball; Helen Brown,
basketball ; Ruth Jaffe, speedball; Cathrine Stanton, swimming; Alice Dudack, tennis;

and Anna Trueb, volleyball.
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THEY MAKE HAMILTON SQUARE A
PLACE — NOT A NAME

4. QUEENS MAKE A GRAND SLAM
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UPPE R D!V!SION
THEY PUT THE “SPEED” IN SPEEDBALL

LOA/FP DIVD!ON LDVE | T-AND HOW'
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She has learned the sor of tl opeén roa
Maud’s changed a lot, as we all can see.

Instead of work sh makes ‘"W hoopet

HAT IS A POOR SCHOOL-GIRL TO DO
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EVERYGIRL'S

Lost—today brownish purse of imitation leath
‘

I[dentify it by a clasp that will not hold together
|

1 1
nts were a rountain pen, a green one trimmed with

A "B"” Ex. in geometry, but goodness knows how old:

A mirror, pencil, ancient pass, a comb with broken teeth
A powder puff, a blotter book, with calendar beneath :

A half a stick of chewing gum, some paper round it coiled

An "ad" about the winter sale of dresses slightly soiled :

Some brilliant lipstick, powder pact, a booklet on complexion ;
A “"Mirror”—clipping from last term, a bid to frosh reception ;
A note excusing I.lI‘\i!I]g'\\_ some imxrpm\ not sO manyv:

A postage stamp that wouldn’t stick, a dime—I think—a penny.

WHAT PRICE GLORY!

When you've donned your new ensemble
To go down town to tea.

And you know there’s nothing missing,

And you're mighty good to see,

You du‘ldc to take the street-car

Just to give more folks a treat.

The conductor smiles as you pay your fare,
And look to find a seat

The passengers all turn to stare,

You feel their approving smile

You feel a bit self-conscious.

As you walk blithely up the aisle

You meet the latest boy friend,

And blush at his steady gaze,

You sling a brilliant wise-crack,

And leave him in a daze.

You make your entrance a trifle late
To attract the more attention,

You glance into a mirror,

As a matter of convention

You glance into a mirror,

But what does it disclose?
You've—oh, horror of horrors

Left the price tag on your clothes!

76




From this fact

IS QUITE UNN

to \,\nj 1

E(

cometn

ESSARY!










|
tt]

(I
(
(1

t.)
|
(1
R

W

{) "
((
\C\
IcK
L W
Hesse
)& INK
I
I
lu {
Tl
H
OWS W S

St

00}

sh Ward

S ]
LV(
nt
(Ol
A N r)
R. C. Jacol
s. By




her! ! No, let me (Exeunt de Bernardi and Walker Curtain.)

Ding! Ding! Din I Irill!” exclaims Umpire Dougherty hast

(Enter Caj

breath from zipping down the banister to join their companions [‘eams S rg
loudly.)
Umpire Dougherty (severely) Capt. Armer, where were you te! Fie! Yowu arc

cause of the Freshman

Capt. Armer (cheerily ind inconsequentially) Oh, I think that 1s mean. I

just up in Room 108 cooling ¢ bef

1

after a fray

WHY “CHEM.” TEACHERS MAY BECOME EXTINCI

(Dedicated solemnly—oh, so solemnly—to Cl stry Det ‘ )
In about ten minutes, according to good old Ingersoll, a “peppy,” smiling hemistry
teacher can be converted into the most dejected of mortals, especially in “No Man’s

oI femaile persuasion

hemist

[Land,” where the chemists ar

No sooner does Miss "X nter the “lab.” than doors bang

the far corners of the room, and broken beakers tinkle

Now, girls, I do wish vou to sample the acids, and be 0

from the Benzine At a pitiful wail she starts hurriedly to the rescue of lieel
chemist.” knocking over several stools in her haste

vivacious Betty Jones shouts \k'\t;.:.‘\

['o make things more interesting,

“X.” what a heavenly orange that what-do-you-call-it acid has turned!

As Miss "X madly rushes to close the windows (which weren o be opened)
the Bunsen Burners have forgotten their task and ar ting the low

she sees that
trick of asphyxiating the class

After all, doesn’t CHem simply SLay you
with All the intricacies of this fascinating COURSI

X, I've decided that

BL‘II]Q {00 SOIt ,ILM'{L\i tO wait to Se¢ [llL &,!I\i of poor Miss
re it loses its nerve and refuse

probably it is best to remove our [ngersoll, 1

tick at all!




AUNT HEPSIBAH RECEIVES THE WRONG LET

salutation Dear old thin does not show

[ attribute this to your associations. I will be glad to
you while you s away, but I do nq \derstan
'\ )INVC 1 / W I S | L, 1
ve vol lictle friend SOM¢ Y iy
o'clock: that is, if your mother approves
n osing twenty-five cents with which yo
10arhound drops, as t re not so rich. I | kin
ind you \unt Hannal S crochetin rabl 1CE V(¢
0 O VOl st visit, I was worried for f

. .
down with pnc€umoniz:

joIns me in sending lov

JUDGMENT TEST PRESENTED WITH REPORT (

(Fill out by using X)

(1) Dear Mother (2) I got F in Glee becau

Father: [ was absent. [his 1s n
Guardian: [ had a cold
Aunt Aggie: [ sing through my nose.

ER

u 1€1
accept yout nvitaton to v Witl
1 st wl Ol 1 | n
¢ \ [ 0)!
1 y 1 >
Yy ME WO 1 4 S
VOl S ne M15¢
\ |
[ will br vith W n
ou W 1( wal Cene nd
our aftectic te t

ARD

my report card

ny cincn notice.

['his 1s my flunk notice

I'eacher got a new bottle of red ink

(4) We only get report cards: (5) Idid
'!'H amusc our [l‘ltilil'\_

['o amuse our parents.

To provide small talk during Iu

|
I

To give our brothers something

(6) 1 know my failure in History
Too much study
No personality

The fact I lost my book the first day

Too much “whoopee

(9) Your loving

(8) I promise in the f

Not to study so hard.
To devote more time to

polishing apples

To concentrate more fully.

not deserve a D

I)lllHE\
Good
N(!' SO

5011,
daughter,
¢ ‘;:Y.ull

friend

00«

.\Exlﬁ.l\(u
Euphemia
Alemeda

Pansy-Ann.
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GUESS WHO

[Be v[’r\"\/ Bereovich
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[HE WORM TURNS

' rm S 1 [ ( Y [ 1§ 1 ( n N
1 ¢ conseql ini (91 { wsed by Y ut ess
ons b ) ! x| enced 11 ] b1 o ra ersons
v good fi thrus pon n A\RTISTIC ] f St N \
1l Of1 QuUITrce a150 1 ) | O\ DUS 5 | n \\'Wu (
for tl f ; ¢ the strict req nts o stert
1aNncia 1AVISOT [ 1St OSI1t1V ‘w, DIro i t t Dar ent wi )0 .00 1 inches
ust satisty tl 1esthet and | 1 inds of drivin iter SO
ted tl ¢ r sense of humor which her (because she is a ""Cal. Grad”)
) Wral ref 1y H}L SO 1 w.'\ the ';H"\"\ L‘M,i'\\\“‘x‘; (,':!'\i‘.HAJ :-.rjtit[‘ in a ‘ ngey
1kl rown wrapping-paper. In s ol wh oh, what, I ask vou s this
oor worm of an Editor to d
Wh may say, 1 firmly mair n that future Journal Eds.” cannot long
ure ss they have suffered untold agonies of four years of “‘good ol«
order that they may scientifically and instantaneously decapitate, compress
. ticles to fit their alloted space both longitudinally and ally
Even in sleep, “Ye Ed.” has had her troubles. Night after night, little black imj
have infested her dreams, trying to bury her under huge piles of nickels and pennies, and
squirming bla k letters

H'i.‘iH'll\ \I;‘HH millions of jumbled,

Worst of all are the up-to-date modernistic tendencies displayed by some of ous
contributors. What, I ask you once more, is the humble worm, known as “Ye Ed.,” to do
with such selections as the following

would approach a fly and say
What is man?
[ would approach a man 1d say

What is a fly?
[ would learn the ways of flies, oh ly
For we are comrades
You and I
fly!

Oh, fly

the worm (who, as I hope you will remember, has been
a \i‘\H\\ l\l.u;\

With one last wriggle,
wplete circle, entirely covered by

turning all this time) has become a comj
chrysalis, from which it stubbornly refuses to emerge!
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