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A PAIR OF ACES 

The present day harvester is known as a member of a 
threshing "gang!' In North Dakota, eastern Montana, and 
southern Canada you will find the most interesting gangs. But 
perhaps those of southern Canada are the most unusual of all. 
There one will find men from the whole of North America, as 
for instance, some are from New Foundland, some from British 
Columbia, some from Central United States, some from Florida, 
and some from California. This story has to do with one of 
these ''gangs" which is composed of "the scum o' the earth." 

"It's pretty d-n cold tonight, boys ; and it's beginning to 
snow, too." Thus talked Herman Lavinsky, who came from 
Chicago, as he entered the "ca'boose" after having been outside 
fixing his mules for the night. 

The "caboose," the sleeping quarters of the threshers, is the 
most gloomy sleeping compartment imaginable. It has one bed 
which is half of the whole thing. This bed holds five men. The 
others sleep on the floor. At one side there is an old battered 
stove on which stands a tin pail filled with water which is some
times used to make alcohol punch. In the center of the roof 
hangs a smoky lantern which throws a red light over the room 
and makes the whole caboose look worse than it really is. At 
the end opposite the bed is the door. The whole affair is built 
like a homesteader's shack that is put on wheels. 

"'N other day's lay-off now," growled Pete, the morose hu
lnan, from a dirty heap of clothes which had the appellation of 
"bunk.'' This specimen of a pessimist came from-well, no one 
knew exactly where; but last of all he had at a border town 
in Washington where he had been engaged in the whiskey smug
gling trade. 

"What about a game, eh?" queried Jack, a native lad who 
had a reputation worth a lot in poker. 
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"Can't, Duncan isn't here. He's the only one that'll play 
you," replied Duncan's friend, Joe Thompson, who "hailed" from 
"Noo O'leans." 

"This is ah-- of a life," murmured Happy. 
This harvester came from Milwaukee where he had been 

a bartender in the pre-prohibition days. He eertainly had reason 
for the statement because he was looking out over the surround
ing landscape. All that he saw was a great plain covered with 
"stookes" which were now being snowed under. 

"Hey there, you fellows," yelled Duncan as he came stamp
ing in, shaking the snow off his overcoat and hat. "Why haven't 
yuh got those gambling implements out on the table?" 

"We were just waitin' fer yuh," ,answered Jack very cheer
fully, thinking of all tlie money he was going to make. 

An old box was dragged from out under the bed and placed 
by the stone. Around the box other ·boxes, suitcases, and back
less, leirless chairs were placed. No one wanted to start. 

"Well, wot yuh waitin' fer, you sheep?" demanded Jack. 
"D' yuh s'pose we'll play wit' yuh? Notin' stirrin'," deci

sively answered P~te. "We'll let Dunc do that." 
"Come on, Dunc, old top,'' merrily called Jack. He was in 

gay spirits and everybody was sure he was going to win big 
"pots" that night. 

The first hand was poor both ways and so what little Jack 
made was not of much consequence. Next Duncan won a hand 
but it 1also was small. This no account winning went on for quite 
a time. When, suddenly, both parties held "pat" hands. Every
one crowded 'round the players. 

"I'll bet fine bones," remarked Jack laying a five dollar bill 
on the table. 

"I'll raise yuh ten," chuckled Dunean, putting five silver dol
lars and two five dollar bills in the pot. 

"Make it another ten,'' murmured Jack, beginning to won
de~ at what his partner held. There was now fifty dollars in the 
pot. 

"What the h-- has the kid got anyway," grinned Dunean. 
"But he won't bluff me. I'll see yuh." 

"Full house,'' exclaimed Jack, reaching for the coin. 
"Hold on, not so hasty, me boy. Full house here too. What 

yuh got?" 
"Pair of aces,'' responded Jack laying down the joker and 

an ace. 
"Same here. What else?" 
"Three tens," Jack answered nervously. 
"Well, I reckon the money's mine. I've got three Jacks." 

calmly Duncan replied while taking the money and stacking it up. 
The next "pot" went to a hundred dollars and Jack lost it 

on two pair while Duncan held three of a kind. So it continued, 
Jack losing big "pots" on good hands. This with a few drinks 
of Canadian whiskey, of which there was a goodly supply, in
spired hope in the hearts of the bystanders. They thought of 
their hard earned money which Jack had so easily taken away 
from them and this resolved them to try their luck at the gaming 
table. 

The first hand was between Jack and Happy as all the oth
ers dropped out after the first bet. The "pot'' was won by 



THE CAMPUS BREEZE 5 

Happy. To celebrate the event ·he took ten or twelve big gulps 
of whiskey which made him quite gay and happy as he usually 
was when intoxicated. 

The next hand was won by Pete. Most of the betting having 
been done by Jack and Pete. So it continued until Jack had lost 
over a thousand doUars. All had been helping themselves out 
of the whiskey flask except Jack until they were rather crude 
and boisterous and so they began talking wildly. 

Jack was dealing cards and everybody got good cards. 
While Jack was dealing, Duncan remarked, "Well boys, what 
d' yuh think about that Cleopatra over at the cook car. She's 
the boss' daughter. Some chicken, eh, Happy?" joked Duncan 
poking Happy in the side. Jack only frowned. He knew very 
well that once they began talking of her they would never stop, 
so he reminded them that they were playing cards. . 

"So yuh don't want to hear about that Mary Ann," laughed 
Pete insinuatingly. 

Betting ran extremely high. Twenty dollar bids went 
around the whole table until the pot was seven hundred dollars. 
Then came the showdown, Jack won ! 

This made the others suspicious but they would not get out 
of the game. They were in to make all the money they had lost 
to Jack or lose all they had left which was no small sum as it 
was the last week they were to thresh and all the money they 
had earned during the whole season was still among them al
though J.ack had most of it. 

The next "pot," a very small one, went to Pete. But the 
one after that, a very large one, went to Jack. He now won a 
great many "pots" in succession, 'but the players. did not seem 
to care. They just talked of the boss' daughter. This pro
voked Jack until at last he shouted: 

"Shut up your d-- swine or I'll make yuh keep your d-
blackmailing mouths shut." 

"So yuh will, will ·yuh ?" asked Duncan. " Try it, only." 
"Yeh, try it," leered Pete and Joe who now began to get ex

asperated at Jack for having won all their money from them. 
Happy, who was too drunk to understand what all the excite
ment was about, just kept singing, "m-m-m-merrily, hie, we 
r -r-r-roll along, hie, r-roll along, o'er, hie, the dark. b-b-b-b-bloo 
hie, sea." 

"Aw, pipe down, yuh mutts," ordered Jack. 
"See here, I won't go after any of your d-- orders. I'll 

·have to spank yuh if yuh are naughty and don't keep your Jlice, 
little trap shut." . 

"Now look here, I won't have yuh tellin' me what yuh will 
do fer yuh can't do it.'' 

"I can't, can't I?" muttered Duncan, enraged at the young 
boy's audacity. He made a sudden lunge for the boy, but the 
boy was too quick for the drunken brute, and so Duncan just 
pounced on the floor. He made ready for another plunge which 
was better aimed and he went straight at the defenseless boy 
who could neither duck nor jump aside as before, when suddenly 
the door was flung open and a snow covered person entered. 
After the stranger had untied the scarf around his face, they all 
recognized the girl whom they thought to be the boss' daughter. 

For a while every one just stood looking at her, stupefied 
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at her sudden and unique appearance. 
"Well, w-what d-d-d-do yuh want, hie," Happy sputtered 

at her. 
"Now see here, that's none of your business, is it?'' she 

calmly asked. 
"I'll show yuh, yuh little sauce box. I'll come over there and 

kiss yuh !" muttered Happy r ising and going toward her. 
"So you will, will you," angrily cried the girl, whipping out 

a pistol from her pocket. 
No one had sense enough to stop him but stood absolutely 

still as though rooted to the floor. Happy, not understanding 
what she said, kept going right for her. 

"Stop," she yelled, "or I'll put a bullet thru you." 
"Yuh h'aint got the guts," laughed the drunken man. 
"I haven't?" and the little automatic spit a little spurt of 

flame while the drunken man lunged forward, dead, at the feet 
of the unshaken girl. 

Everybody made a dive for the girl but she stopped them 
with her pistol before they were within five feet of her. 

"Now throw up your hands," she ordered. "Jack, you clean 
their pockets of money and pistols." . 

After having searched everyone, Jack emptied the pistols 
he found on the men. While he was doing this the girl whis
pered something in his ear ·and at the same time he handed the 
money to her. She kept them covered while Jack went to the 
door and she backed to it. When she reached the door she 
stoppd and said in a low, tense voice, "Now don't any one of 
you make a move or you're a gonner. If you think I haven't got 
the nerve just look at Happy there. I am desperate because I am 
hard up for the money." 

After she had finished, Jack opened the door and they both 
disappeared in the night. 

When the men were left alone, they just looked at each other 
foolishly. Then realizing they had been "trimmed" by two 
crooks, they rushed out to catch them. A terrible blizzard was 
bfowing so they had to go back into the "caboose" for more 
clothes. When they came out again, they saw the lights of a car 
by the cook-car. Then they heard the motor start. They ran 
for the car but when they were within five feet of it, it jumped 
forward into the night toward the nearest town. 

The next morning a man from town came out to the thresh
ing machine. In his wagon he had two curious heaps under some 
blankets and robes. 

"I found these two sitting in a car, frozen to death. The 
car had gone off the road into •a snowdrift and they had not been . 
able to get out of the car in order to get it on the road again. 
The man was sitting at the wheel with one arm around the girl 
while she had her head on his chest. In her hands she tiJrhtly 
clenched a roll of paper money. Do you know anything a:bout 
them?" OLIVER SKALBECK. 
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MY SHADOW 
(With apologies to Stevenson) 

I have a yellow shadow that follows close to me, 
And how to rid myself of him is more than I can see. 
He is very, very fuzzy from his toes up to his head; 
And he tries to get ahead of me when I go up to bed. 

The funniest thing about him is the way he likes to sit 
And watch the water from the faucet drip, drip, drip; 
But when I try to bathe him he's a rascal you can bet, 
For he reaches out and claws me and my plans he does upset. 

He hasn't any notion of how a pet should play, 
But runs around and purrs for me and tries to block my way. 
He tries so hard to love me he's a darling you can see, 
And in spite of all my lessons I take him on my knee. 

One evening, very early, before the sun went down 
I put him on the front porch so he could play around, 
But someone passing took my pet and carried him away 
And Oh! how I do miss him unto this very day. 

MERCEDES J OERNS. 

PORK CHOPS AND LICORICE 
Johnnie Hancock Swift looked dejectedly into the eyes of his 

sympathetic pup, "Cinders," named thus because of a super
natural love to explore the coal bin just iafter Mrs. Swift had 
spent an hour scrubbing the kitchen floor. 

"D'ya know, Cindy, I gotta do sompthin' awful desprit 
perty soon. They ain't a thing t' do 'round this ol' place but 
chop up wood an' study fractions an' go to' bed." 

Cinders put his black head excitedly between his young 
master's knees ·and wept two solemn dog tears. 

Johnnie had come home that night with a grumbling temper 
because Miss Roberts had made him sit on the dunce stool for 
putting a tack in Sally Hubbart's seat. Of course, Johnnie hadn't 
told his mother that that was why this strange mood had taken 
away the usually sunny Swift smile. 

"I wouldn't •a' cared so much, Cindy, if Mary hadn't a' made 
that face at me when that old hen --------!" 

"Johnn-e-e-e! Oh, Johnnee!" 
John was interrupted by a familiar call for supper. 
"Aw Fudge!" Johnnie swore violently, "I don't wan't no 

supper." And under his breath, "Can't you leave a fellow 
alone?" 

Nevertheless he crossed the back yard with a slow, unhappy 
step, Cindy following with peculfar little yelps indicating that 
he must needs have his supper. 

"Johnnie, you take that dog right down in the basement 
until you've finished supper. I won't have him tramping up 
our kitchen floor." 

Johnnie pretended wickedly not to hear her and the dog 
haq made several artistic circles upon the gleaming whiteness 
before he was unceremoniously pushed down the steps and the 
basement door closed upon his howls. 
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"Wat'cha got for supper, mom?" began Johnnie, visibly 
brightening as he watched his mother's quick, dexterous move
ments. 

"Pork chops !" 
Now, if there was anything Johnnie adored it was pork 

chops. He could never get enou~ h of them and so that night he 
went into the dining room, eyed his plate, and counted slowly 
on his chubby fingers just how many pork chops with apple 
sauce he'd have before he got up from the table. 

As soon as Johnnie had been helped to three whole, juicy 
chops and had "hooked" two more as they were being passed, 
and arfter Cinders. had had a pork chop and a half, the back yard 
was filled with a series of small, male voices. 

"Johnnie! Fat! Johnnie! C'mon out, we got sumpin' to 
tell yu ! !" 

Johnnie pranced to the 'hack door with mucb gusto. His 
mother and father heard a heated conversation between "The 
Gang" and Johnnie. Johnnie seemed to be refusing some invi
tation because of possible parental objection. 

· "Aw c'mon, Johnnie, she'll let you! You go an' ask her. 
We'll have a dandy fire an' the little shak'll be just as warm an' 
nice as any room. Jimmy :Pratt kin. Go an' ask her, Johnnie!" 

With a sober, pleading face Johnnie faced his stern parents. 
"Th' fellers want me to go out to the shak an' sleep tonight. 

It'll be awful nice an' warm out there an' 'sides there aren't 
any snow yet! Aw please, mom!" 

Mrs. Swift gave her plump off-spring an agonized gaze. 
"Why, Johnnie--!" 
But Mr. Swift, who was still a boy in spirit, gave his son 

a twinkling grin and said : 
"Come, Marjie, let him go. Don't you remember the time 

the Rand boys and I had that shack? Let John go!" 
With a wild whoop Johnnie fled to his room to get required 

blankets and paraphernalia. 
"Gee, Dad's a peach!" he explained, as he joined the boys 

a moment later. "I couldn't 'a' gone if it wasn't fer him!" 
Jew Fletcher always had heaps of spending money, so as 

they passed the town drug store he got some licorice drops-a 
whole quarter's worth and at the grocery shop he bought, after 
all the boys had pooled their weekly allowances, thirty-five cents 
worth of great, green dill pickles. 

Teddy Baker's mother was the best cook in town so Ted 
brought a sock of Christmas sugar plums-three apiece. · 

Loaded with their provisions they made their way throu~h 
the fast falling dusk eating licorice drops and giving school 
yells, much to the discomfort of the outskirts of the town . 

. It is needless to say at this point that Johnnie had eaten 
most of the licorish drops, including all those intended for Cindy 
and also that he was witnessing an odd sensation in the region 
of his stomach. 

The shack was reached, the camp fire was built, and the dill 
pickles had vanished with economy of all parts, juice, pulp, and 
seeds. 

Johnnie, whose cheeks were red by the heat of the roarinl.! 
pine fire an dwhose eyes danced with excitement and delirious 
happiness, while waltzing a.bout the fire eating a sugar plum, 
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tried very, very hard not to think of his tumultuous stomach. 
A'hout one o'clock in the morning Johnnie woke, chilled to 

the bone with five, unearthly, fat, juicy pork chops throwing 
pails of licorice drops and sugar plums at him. The five demons 
cared nothing for the unhappiness that they were causing a cer
tain small boy. 

"Go 'way! Go 'way! I'm dying!" screamed Johnnie loudly, 
unpleasantly waking his six startled companions. "Teddy, Jim
mie, Jew, Cindy, take 'em away I say! They're eating me up! 
I'm gonna die! They are bringing 1'le my coffin ! !" 

The effect on the boys was heart rending. They all had 
rather bad stomachaches, but the fit that Johnnie was in occu
pied their whole attention. They were flabbergasted. They all 
sat watching the ferocious gesticulations of the pale, wild-eyed 
Johnnie. 

"It's the pork chops!" sang Johnnie with renewed terror. 
The delirium seemed never to end. "They've got me! They've 
got me!" 

"He's gone bugs!" whispered Jimmy to Ted. 
When Johnnie at last fell back on his gunny sack pillow it 

was four o'clock. The boys had dressed with slow, watchful 
movements and put their blankets around and around their un
fortunate comrade. About five Johnny was snoring loudly in uni
son to six other sleeping serenaders. 

The sun had long been in the sky and Cindy had barked for 
almost an hour at a saucy, fris~ing squirrel, when Teddy Baker 
awoke the boys saying that he had had "an awful dream." 

When Johnny woke up he looked out at the six sturdy chaps 
talking together. He could just make out the excited, mysterious 
words of Jed Fletcher. 

"I 'spect he uz dead! Wisht we hadn't got his dad to let 
him go. Now, I don't want to go in there no more. I tell you 
he's dai-ud ! !" 

This last word had a curious effect upon the now thoroughly 
awake Johnnie, and, pulling on his trousers he appeared, in spite 
of a sore stomach, at the shack door. 

"Who's dai-ud ?" 
The boys all jumped, even Teddy who boasted of a Napo

leon Bonaparte bravery. 
"That you or isn't it?" Jimmy said timorously. 
"What you say in your sleep last night, Johnnie? "They 

was five pork chop-!" . 
Jed stopped in the middle of his sentence as a purple anger 

and white rage covered the cherubic features of Johnnie. 
"Jed Fletcher, you don' never speak 'bout pork-k-k-chops at 

me again ! !" 
And Johnnie's mother wondered why that little gentleman 

turned utterly green with the mention of his super-favorite meat. 
DOROTHY KURTZMAN. 

Mary had a little lamb 
But Mary's lamb is dead. 

You see, it went to school with her 
Between two hunks of bread. 
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A NIGHT SPENT IN A CHURCH 

It was gradually growing darker and darker, and I shud
dered with horror as I looked about me. The huge black pews 
surrounding me cast large and ungainly shadows across the 
floor, the church seemed more immense than ever, and the silence 
more profound. Suddenly I realized with pang that I was to 
spend a long dreary night in this dismal place. 

. It was here l had wandered before, deep in agony and sor
row over the rec~nt murder of a dear friend, ·and it was here t~~at 
I was to remain for the approaching night, as the door of the 
church had been locked, when and by whom I knew not, exe~pt 
that it was ..some time after my entrance. 

I had attempted in vain to escape by means of the windows, 
but each I had found locked, so I had crawled down in the corner 
of the very last pew until somebody should discover me. 

Long I remained there, and after what seemed hours to me, 
watched the moon and stars come out, sending their dim rays 
through the blood-red-glass of the window-panes and m!:l.king 
them appear this same ghastly color. Judging from the height 
of the moon, it must have been· about eight o'clock, when I fell 
asleep. 

. -When I awoke, it was only to find myself in a still more 
gloomy place, as, owing to the change of the moon, the church 
was almost pitch dark. One deathly red ray of light still re
mained, however, far up in the front, casting its uncanny light 
on a ·small, half-open doorway, which, somehow or other had 
hitherto escaped my notice. I reasoned that this must be the en
trance to the stairway which wound its way up t!le old rickety 
tower. It was then I fancied I heard strange noises coming- from 
that direction, and I commenced to tremble from head to foot 
at the thought of the dead in the graveyard outside. I partially 
comforted myself with the .thought that it was merely the hooting 
of the owls perched in the rafters and vines climbing the tower, 
but someh(jw their solemn hooting resembled the voice of my 
last friend, so I only grew more uncomfortable. 

For a while I sat like a statue, my eyes fixed steadily on 
the door, listening attentively to every little noise. Then I was 
cert~in it was the sound of a step, which resounded throucrh the 
whole church. It was indeed a faint, far-off sound, as that of a 
stone striking the bottom of an empty well, but before I could 
console myself by thinking i·t my imagination, another sound, 
a trifle louder than before, sent its echoes .to me-then another 
and another, and still another. 

My heart leaped to my throat but I dared not move, so I 
still kept my eyes glued on the door. For ..several minutes th2 
stepping sounds continued, seeming to come nearer and nearer. 
Someone was coming down the stairway! . 

At this thought. I crouched down lower and closed my eyes 
in terror, each stealthy step seeming to bring death nearer and 
nearer. 

All at once all was silent. I held my breath for a seco'l"d
then opened my eyes. All was darkness ; the moon had evidently 
gone behind a cloud, and whatever was or was not there I could 
not see. 
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In one instant, however, the church was again dimly lighted 
by the deep red ray of moonlight as it burst through the window, 
and, behold-a figure clothed in white stood beside the door! 

I was petrified. My first sensation was to break down the 
church door, and flee from this horrid place; but, seeing this 
completely out of the question, I decided to remain quiet, and I 
sat there, stupefied, lest the white figure-ghost, I decided it to 
be-should discover me. 

For an instant the ghost stood in the same spot-then very 
gradually it started down the aisle towards me. What could I 
do? I had been discovered! My mind worked rapidly, but I 
could think of no means by which to save myself. Should I 
scream and scare it away? Should I run at it and try to kill it? 
No, for it might be the ghost of my murdered friend! All this 
time the figure was stealthily advancing-nearer, nearer, nearer! 

All at once I gave vent to my feelings with a loud piercing 
scream. The figure halted for a moment-then advanced one 
step and drew forth ·a long, sharp knife. Everything grew vague 
for an instaRt, and then I uttered another scream. Again the 
ghost stopped (it was now but a few yards away) and slowly 
raised the weapon. 

I tried to speak, but could not--anyway-what would I say? 
The ghost continued to advance, but put the knife back. Again 
I ·Screamed; again the figure drew the knife. It was now almost 
upon me, and I considered myself at death's door. 

Suddenly the silence was broken by the hour of midnight 
struck by the old clock in the top o~ the tower. At this sound I 
screamed what I thought my last scream. Just as the ghost raised 
the knife to strike, a key was turned in the church door. 

· The ghost hesitated, then turned and fled back up the aisle, 
disappearing into the door through which it had come. 

The church door swung open, and two policemen entered. 
They spied me at once, and carried rne out of the church, as I 
was too weak to walk. They took me to a nearby house, where, 
after perhaps an hour, I regained my sense of speech and man
aged to tell them my story. They seemed to doubt what I told 
them, but, when a search was made of the church on the next day, 
they no longer did so, for, up in the very top of the tower, clothed 
in robes of white, and bearing a huge, sharp knife, was found a 
lunatic. 

DOROTHY JACKSON. 

----~ --==---
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THOSE BELLS 
Listen, freshy ! hear that bell? 
That's the good old warning bell 
Which means you've got five minutes more 
To get in through the class room door. 

Now the last bell sounds, my lass, 
Which says, "Beware, you are late to that class." 
So think up the best excuse that you know 
For you are compelled to the office to go. 

But the best bell of all is heard soon after three 
Which peals forth the news, "Once more your are free," 
Free for today from the teacher's beck and call 
But be on time tomorrow with your note book and all. 

GRACE JOHNSON. 

THE LITTLE OLD SCHOOLHOUSE 
Nestled among low hills, adorned with straggling poplars 

and underbrush, stood the little, drab-colored schoolhouse where I 
wrestled with the first rudiments of the three "R's." 

The interior walls were blackened with the smoke of ages, 
emitted from a rickety stove standing in the center bf the room. 
Under the stove reposed a poker, a stove shovel and a scoop
the last named used as a "dustpan" in the springtime, or during 
rainy weather. 

Two rows of home-made seats, with a narrow aisle between, 
served as seating capacity for probably eighty or ninety urchins. 
On the tops of the desks, the carved iniUals of the intellectuals 
that preceded me were outlined in bold relief. These hiero
glyphics were the antidote to my monotony and discomfort, as 
another little boy and I sat wedged in with three boys of fourteen 
or fifteen, seven months of the year. 

Packed in the school-room like sardines in a can, we en
deavored to get our lessons by the dim light streaming through 
"once-a-year-washed" window panes. The blackboard was al
ways covered with work of pupils whose educational status ran 
the scale from the clumsy beginner's attempts ·at writing to the 
oldest boy's problem in partial payments, or the big girl's dia- · 
gram of Milton ! -

Above the blackboard were the maps of the World and of 
the United States, between which hung a clock of ancient lineage 
which relinquished the idea of keeping Ut> with Father Time, in 
other words, stopped running, years before my appearance in 
that schoolroom and always pointed to half past nine. This clo<'k 
was the habitation of a bat, school tradition reported. to the 
great delight of the boys and to the terror of the girls, who 
dreaded the rumored antics of the little monster. · 

The teacher's desk occupied the floor space near the black
board. On the desk stood the globe, beside which lay the register, 
an assortment of trophies collected from dilatory pupils and a 
time-worn rawhide whip supposedly officiated •as a "pointer," 
but in reality was the "rod that was never spared!" 

In the rear of the room were the drinking pail and the dip
per. The latter, rusty from disuse during vacation, was not re
placed until it could easily have served as a sprinkler for the 
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agricultuml students' garden, had there been any. 
The teacher, lank and lean, was of the male type, whose .first 

aid to teaching seemed to be a chew of tobacco, that apparently 
was always in its place, excepting at the noon meals. Mentally, 
r can see him to this day, his wad of tobacco prominent in the 
left cheek as he stood at his desk, ready to call the first class on 
the day's program. 

CLETUS TEPLEY. 

AN EVENTFUL HISTORY 
Goloshes, like Bacon's studies, 'have served, in their day, for 

three different purposes; emergency, ornament, and comfort. 
Many years ago, when our mothers went to high school they 
served the first purpose. When our fathers came to take our 
mothers sleighing, oh, how the poor damsels envied the men in 
their clumsy, comfortable goloshes ! Perhaps, if mother's thinly 
clad feet grew too cold, father would gallantly come to the rescue 
with those shameful overshoes. 

After much maidenly protest mother submitted; but of 
course she shyly returned the horrid things as they neared town 
again. What a disgrace if someone should see her in them! 

One day mother'3 daughter, rummaging in the attic, 
triumphantly drew forth father's old goloshes. What a find! 
Soon mother was horrified to see her "goloshing" down the 
street, unfastened buckles flapping gaily at each difficult step. 
But other mothers' daughters also beheld the gloriously shod 
maiden--and every pair of overshoes in every attic in the town 
soon found itself playing the leading role, after many years of 
waiting in the background. · When Jack came to see our young 
lady he groaned of course, and then became convulsed, at the 
sight of the modern "puss-in-boots" ; but please note, ye of the 
so-called "stronger" sex- if she had thought he was really dis
pleased (and ,she could have felt such a sentiment) she wouldn't 
have made such a freiak of herself. However, she knew that 
_Jack was very proud to escort such an up-to-the-minute young 
lady. . 

Our maiden took more than a passing fancy to this mode of 
'foot-dress. Indeed a group of fresh young "U" High beauties 
shambling thus around the study-hall, made a . very pleasant 
picture. How droll it looked to see some athletically inclined 
young lady march lightly along in common-place rubbers! One 
felt obliged to stop and stare at such a unique sight! 

• But not long ago mother's daughter decided that unbuckled 
~oloshes were becominp: too common. Therefore she fastened the 
first buckle. Her watchful sisters realized the advantage of this 
less extrem.·e move. To tell the truth, they were all thoroughly 
tired of having the awkward things entangled about their ankles. 
Mother's daughter was disgusted at the audacity of her imitative 
sisters. One more huckle of her goloshes found itself in its 
proper plaee; likewise another, in due time. 

. Thus we now are relieved to see our friends with feet of al
most natural size. Perhaps the young ladies will soon turn to 
some other fantastic form of footwear. Perhaps overshoes 
have come to stay. In any case, one must admit that in their 
day, goloshes have played their part with remarkable success. 

A 1920 CoN'l'RffiUTOR. 
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Who's Who in the Faculty and Why 

MR.DVORAK 

I understand that I am to write about myself. Gentle read
ers! You have no idea how difficult and embarrassi11g that is for 
one as modest as I am. Furthermore, what shall I write? Some
thing serious? One must be famous and old and learned to have 
his weighty thoqghts taken seriously. Something funny? One 
must be a humorist to do that and all my students know that 
my classes are absolutely devoid of humor. Being neither a Soc
rates nor a Mark Twain, the best I can do is to relate a few of 
my experiences in the study of chemistry. 

My first chemical experiment took place in 1908. Bec"use 
my brother and I neglected to clean the bore of the rifle which 
our father had given us, a bullet became lodged about four inches 
from the muzzle. As we could not drive it out we resorted to 
drastic measures. We filled the barrel with powder, put in an
other shell. and then I held it aloft and fired. When I came 
to, the bells were ringing, the whistles were blowing (in my 
ears of course) . As I sat on the ground I still held aloft my hand 
in which was a fragment of the stock. To this day we haven't 
found more than a third of the parts of that rifle. (My G. S. 
class would interpret this as an instantaneous change of chPmi
cal energy into heat and mechanical energy with me as the chief 
recipient of the latter.) 

N. B. My father was not at home the day I did this experi
ment. 

That first experiment gave me a great love for explosives. 
I loved to see the chemical energy which had been slowlv and 
arduously stored uo by mechanical means suddenly blossom out 
in all its power. During my college course in chemistry I had 
four major and about a dozen minor explosions. At that I was 
only sent out of the laboratory once and that was in 1918 he
cause I tried to combine hydrogen sulfide. sulfur dioxide. and a 
few other luscious gases into a war gas which would nQt kill and 
maim the enemy but which would so nauseate ann sicke,, them 
that they would immediately leave the scene of battle for regions 
where the air was purer, if not less dense. But mv instructor 
was not as co-operative and sympatheti,:! as he ought to have 
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been. He suggested that I move my apparatus outside the city 
limits, and above all else outside his laboratory. Later in the 
navy my love of explosives was turned to bitter hate. I was 
ordnance officer and weekly inspected every charge of the tons 
of explosions aboard. Never again do I want to hear another 
explosion, unless it be to protect me from the crowding of my 
too eager students in which case a little rubber vapor and oxy
gen, or a little hydrogen and oxygen is ample. However, as the 
world's work cannot be done by nitroglycerin and T. N. T. I am 
at U. H. S. today to disseminate what little chemical love I have 
acquired and to teach my students that chemistry with its mani
fold branches and applications can be accomplished without ex
plosions. 

FACULTY SOCIETY 

The high school students are not the only ones to have good 
times. The faculty, too, have had a number of social affairs since 
school opened in the fall. 

The Faculty Women's Club gave a reception in honor of 
Mrs. Coffman at Shevlin Hall, October 30th. Since then the 
club has had a number of enjoyable meetings including an "old
fashioned frolic" January 22nd. Most of the women of the high 
school faculty belong also to the Women's University Club, 
which has frequent dinner meetings at Shevlin Hall. 

The old members of the high school faculty entertained 
the new members at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Stockwell, Wed
nesday evening, November 10th. Five Hundred was played at 
five tables, and the prizes were in such demand that several had 
to draw cuts for the booby prize. To spare embarrassment, the 
name of the winner is withheld. The faculty displayed the same 
enthusiasm about the "eats" that the students are prone to mani
fest, thus showing that they are only human after all. 

On November 19th Mr. and Mrs. H. W. Strickler entertained 
the teachers of Ethel and Wirt at a dinner party at their home. 
At a great round table which rivaled that of King Arthur and 
his knights the guests enjoyed the bountiful hospitality of their 
host and hostess, and of .course, conversed brilliantly as faculty 
always do. 

Both the high school and college faculty were included at 
a Christmas dinner party ·at the Minnesota Union, December 
15th. Mr. Reeve led the singing. Theodore and Ross Finney 
gave a number of.musical selections. A clever program of after
dinner speeches and charades kept the guests in a constant state 
of laughter. 

On Christmas afternoon, Dean and Mrs. Haggerty enter
tained the college and high school f acuity and their families at 
Shevlin Hall. A delightful program of carols and other musical 
numbers gave the true Christmas spirit. For refreshments, the 
guests were divided into "families," all unmarried persons 
counting as children. This caused a great deal of amusement, 
especially when Mr. Stockwell took particular pains to introduce 
everyone to his three young lady daughters. 

President and Mrs. Coffman entertained the faculty of the 
entire University at a formal reception at their home, Saturday 
evening, January 22nd. 
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IN FEBRUARY 

In February come the birthdays of three great Americans, 
two statesmen and one poet. Probl\bly the first names the young 
child learns to know and quote when started to school are those 
of George Washington, Abraham Lincoln, and Henry Longfel
low. 

The first two are statesmen who set the very finest examples 
of the true American ideals and qualities which every real Ameri
can should strive to attain. They showed that honesty, faith, 
and justice to all are the primary facts in every American life. 
There could be no better examples for the American citizen to 
imitate in his daily life than the ideals and principles set forth 
by their great lives. 

Henry W. Longfellow is the most beloved of all American 
poets and writers. Why is this? It is because of his very great 
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love of children and nature, and also because of . his beautiful 
conception of life and its worth. The American people can justly 
be proud in saying the contributions to American literature 
made by Henry W. Longfellow rank among the contributions 
made to literature of the ages. · 

All three are men whom Amerca reveres with the great
est respect and may this respect become even more profound in 
the commemoration of their birthdays. 

SCHOOL ORGANIZATIONS 

During the last few years some of the organizations in "U'' 
High have seemed to die down and one or two have almost be
come extinct. What has become of the "U" Club, that organiza
tion which used to take such an interest in school affairs and 
which used to police the untidy ones and stop brawls petween 
the freshmen? That is an organization that certainly should 
be kept up and given hearty support. 

"U" High never has had very many organizations in the 
school. A few of these would put some pep in school life and 
stimulate school spirit. No high school can get along well with
out school spirit and pep, and active organizations within the 
school make a good foundation upon which to build up these two 
essentials. 

The Dramatic Club has a good start now and with a little 
support from the student body will develop into something worth 
while. We also have a Mathematics Club, or rather we did have, 
but that also is a thing of the past. There are a couple of organi
zations among the girls which would be appreciated and support
ed if they would only show some sign of life. As long as we have 
some good organizations and can easily form others, why not 
show a little "pep" and start the ball rolling? 

ARTISTS OBSERVE! 

The Breeze ought to have more illustrative matter. For the 
past two years the quality of cartoons and illustrations in the 
Breeze has been excellent, but the quantity has been small. How
ever, in order to have more illustrations and cartoons there 
must be more money. Let's help the Breeze out of this difficulty 
now. 

We can obtain more money by procuring more advertise
ments. Every little advertisement helps. We can also acquire 
money by selling the Breeze to outsiders-for instance, prac
tice-teachers. Then, behold results-astonishing ones to say the 
least! 

There are several of us who have artistic talent and ability 
in drawing cartoons. That talent and ability can indeed be ·used 
to good advantage in illustrating stories and write-ups. There 
are interesting and amusing incidents· occurring all the time in 
our midst and in the vicinity thereof. Think how well they would 
appear in the Breeze! Let's make the Breeze better and better 
until it has developed an attractive personality all its own. Think 
it over, fellow students! 
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THE STUDY HALL AFTER LUNCH 
Crumbs! Crumbs! Everywhere. On the desks and on the 

chairs. This rhymes fairly well, but the appearance of the desks 
after lunch hour does not ·harmonize with the surroundings of 
the study hall. 

At University High we pride ourselves on our high stand
ards. Sometimes we slip a cog or two and one of these slips is 
at lunch hour. The gears of our standards get gummed up 
on "movie day" in room 204. It has been necessary for one of 
the teachers to take up the papers, orange peelings, and the like, 
from the chairs and floor in the past so that the place would look 
half way decent for the next class. 

Kerosene is the finest cleaner for gummed gears and so is 
pride in the school an oiler for the gears of high standards. 

Fellows! let's remember on "movie day" and other days to 
clean up and to sweep up crumbs and paper into the basket and 
not to leave them on the chairs and on the floors. 

BLUE LAWS 
"James, put away that book and go and sit in the corner 

and concentrate! This is a 'blue' Sunday." That is a sample of 
what the Blue Laws would have us do. What changes would 
be made if the Blue Laws were put into effect? All trains would 
be stopped on Sundays, no amusement of any sort would be tol
erated, no street cars would operate, automobiles could only be 
used to and from church, all business would be shut up, and no 
"contaminating" Sunday paper would be published. 

What have the American people done that these laws should 
be put through? Years ago in the times of the Pilgrim fathers 
such plans worked successfully, but who ever heard of efficiency 
in those days? It may have been all very well to punish people 
for enjoying themselves on Sundays then. Every man had an 
opportunity to enjoy himself on week days. There was no labor 
system to prevent this and furthermore there was not much elsE! 
to do but to sit around and talk about one's neighbors. Nowa
days many people are employed throughout every week day, 
and in the evening are too tired to go out. Why should every 
pleasure of life be taken from them-at any rate, in such a radi
cal measure? 

Maybe some of the Blue Laws are all right but such an over
flow of them would injure the country. Farmers could not get 
their Sunday's milk to the cities. Eatables en route would be 
forced to wait over one day and spoil. They cannot secure 
enough cars to take care of the coal transportation, but of course 
that doesn't matter because while the available cars are stand
ing unused the people in need of coal will only freeze a day or 
so longer. Let such small matter go, the "would-be" benefactors 
are to save us from ourselves. · 

Third place for the "Campus Breeze" among the high 
school magazines of the state! This is an unexpected award 
as the "Breeze" is practically a new publication and is 
pleased to be able to compete with the other · high school 
magazines. The student body can see what their support 
has done for the "Breeze" so far. Let everyone support it 
more so in the future than he has in the past and the 
"Breeze" will surely stand even higher at the riext contest. 
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HIGH SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS HOLD CONVENTION 

On January fourteenth, one hundred and fifteen delegates, 
representing various newspapers and magazines of Minnesota 
high schools, met at Carleton College, Northfield, Minnesota, in 
the first convent10n of high school papers ever held in the state. 
The entire convention was held under the auspices, and by the 
suggestion, of Carleton College. 

The first session was held on Friday evening at the College 
chapel. Professor Barlow of the University of Minnesota gave I 
the feature address of the evening in which he spoke on "The 
Challenge of Journalism to Young People of Today." The talk 
was intensely interesting to the entire convention. Later in 
the evening -the delegates were privileged to view -the heavens 
through the big telescope in the observatory., 

The next day the delegations assembled in the chemistry 
building for general business discussions. At this- meeting it 
was voted to form a high school press association for Minnesota 
and a committee was appointed to draw up a temporary consti
tution. Sqch questions as "The Selection and Organization of 
the Staff" and "The Place of a Joke Column in the High School 
Paper" were also presented and discussed. At ten the entire 
body attended chapel and from there returned to another general 
conference. Mr. Harold Rogers of the Minneapolis Journal spoke 
on "Reporting Sport Items" and Mr. Allen of Carleton College 
gave an interesting talk on "Make-up Problems." 

The afternoon sessions consisted of group conferences for 
the faculty advisers, editors, business managers, and those inter
ested in annuals. At two forty-five the last meeting of the con
vention was held and at this time a Minnesota High School Press 
Association was formed and a temporary constitution . adopted. 
Officers were elected for the year. The result of the newspaper 
and magazine contest was then announced. Minneapolis Central 
High School News was awarded first place in the newspaper divi
sion and the "World" of St. Paul Central High School received 
first honors for the magazines. The University High School 
received third place among the highest ranking magazines. The 
convention was officially adjourned. -

Saturday evening the delxgates were entertained by Carle
ton College at a banquet and then at the Carleton-.Macalester 
basketball game. 

The representatives of the' University High School publi
cations, Campus Breeze and Bisbila, were Reginald Forster, Ed
ward Cless, Charles Shepherd, Douglas McHenry and Miss 
Inglis. 

Mr. Tohill almost gave away his age the other day when 
he remarked that he distinctly remembered a man who walked 
from the New England states to Ohio in the year of i. 781. 
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SENIOR NOTES 

Oh you Underclassmen. Count your many blessings! Be 
glad that you have not reached the mature years which proclaim 
one a Scnwr, for the trials and tribulations of a Senior are many. 

Room 101, formerly known as Miss Denneen's Latin room, 
has become the place where every worried, wayward Senior 
hastens to pour out his woes and accept what sympathy and en
couragement can be given by our overburdened adviser. After 
school this same room is filled with a seething mass of individu
als, all filled with righteous indignation at some move that was 
made at a former meeting. (They were "unable to attend" said 
meeting.) 

By the time that this magazine is published the Senior
Alumni dinner dance will have become a thing of the past; bu~. 

· rumors which are drifting around, sound enticing indeed. 

Ethel Strickler offered her beautiful home in which to hold a class party and in consequence nearly every member of the 
class was there. 

We danced, of course, but we had some Clever stunts and 
games which proved to some of us. who thought that dancing 
was the only kind of adequate amusement, that we could enjoy 
and laugh uproariously over stunts as much as ten-year-olds. 
(Any underclassman who is particularly interested in this type 
of amusement, is privileged to accost some amusing looking 
Senior and receive full data.) 

In playing "Do This and Do That," we were seriously con
templating the recommendation to Mr. Miller of special mental 
tests for "Seniors" who failed continually to remember which 
was "Do This," and which was "Do That;" but Miss In!!:lis, 
whose brain we all hold in deep awe, and respect, disgraced her
self by forgetting in a most scandalous fashion which was "Do 
This," and which "Do That." So after much cogitation upon 
the subject, we decided that, under the circumstances, the best 
thjng to do was to let the matter drop as quietly as possible. 

Our evening ended with dancing and refreshments se-rved by 
Mrs. Strickler. We wish to thank her for helping us to plan and 
execute such a peppy and interesting party. 

Do you want a Senior Annual? 
The Seniors are doing their best to make it a success. The 

proceeds of the candy which is being sold at noon is going toward 
its financial support. 
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The Senfor Vaudeville of January 28 was created for the 
sole purposes of affording amusement and giving the school an 
opportunity to show its loyalty to "U" High and the Annual. 

The vaudeville committee held councils nearly every night 
till the wee small hours, trying to plan and execute a good pro
duction which would sufficiently represent the talent of our class. 

The Seniors, wish to thank our adviser, Miss Denneen and 
all those outside the class who helped to make the occasion a suc
cess especially the directors and members of the Dramatic Club. 

BIG SCANDAL! GIRLS TEACH BOYS TO DANCE, LEAP 
YEAR OVER! 

One thing at least is going to distinguish this year's JeJly 
Soup Bell from all those recorded in history. Among the Juniors 
there are going to be no wall flowers. Yes, that's a fact. 
Last month it was a rumor, but this month we know it for sure. 

You see, it was this way : The Juniors decided they wanted 
a party. Now when the Juniors decide ~nything, they generally 
do it, as everybody knows. So, the party took place one Friday 
night in the ball room of the University High School, and the 
boys really proved themselves amazingly "good sports." They 
submitted to being pushed and pulled about by the girls, quite 
good naturedly, and the girls were extremely gracious about 
having their toes stepped on. Oh, really, it wasn't quite as bad 
as that. There are some truly fine dancers among the Juniors
glorious dancers--such as- well, Jimmy Perkins, for instance, 
and Ben Wells, and-shall we say Harry Bill! He's a very re-
markable dancer. -

Anyway, the party was a grand success. Dana Baily proved 
himself an expert in the science of augury as well as in an artis
tic line. He portrayed the "class professionals" in years to come, 
in a truly commendable style. There were the butcher, the 
baker, the candlestick maker, the class musician, the living skele
ton, and the gym teacher, all mixed up together. Eleanor Clure 
gave a delightful little reading and there was a violin solo, piano 
solo, and an "impromptu solo" in which Greta Clark delighted 
her audience. 

Now, however, the Juniors have sworn off all parties until 
the J. S. Committees are hard at work getting everything ready 
in beautiful shape. They are as follows: 

Entertainment: Alice Hickey, Helen Barlow, James Per-
kins. 

Decorations: Dave Canfield, Ruth Eckles and Eleanor Clure. 
Invitations: Greta Clark, Emily Curtis, and Robert Tyrrell. 
Refreshments: Mary Frances Graham, Helen Christenson 

and Winfred Hilgedick. 
Music: Imogen Foster. 
Chaperons: Norbert Clure and Frank Shaw. 
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SOPHOMORE NOTES 
As to where the Sophomores have been keeping themselves 

during the past few weeks--well, a few of them are still recov
ring from the effects of their finals, others are spending most 
of. their spare time out at the "Hip.'' while still others are j ust 
naturally "hibernating." To be truthful, nothing very unusual 
has happened of late except that-oh yes--everybody was quite 
startled when Dorothy Every appeared with her hair arranged 
in that most striking fashion, and to see Fredricka Alway on 
time for three successive days was also a great shock. Mr. Stock
well has at last shown a little sympathy for the reporter, as he 
actually had the kind heart to call a class meeting the other night, 
just so she would have something to write up in the Breeze. 
The "something" turned out to be plans for a sleigh ride, which 
we hope to have on the night of next Friday, the twenty-first, 
if there's enough snow. 

P. S. (Just as the Breeze goes to press) Alas! There 
wasn't enough. 

FRESHMAN "MEETING" 
The Freshmen held two meetings, one January 12 and the 

other January 14. At the first meeting a committee was ap
pointed to decide the kind of party to have. The second meeting 
was held to hear the report of the committee, and as usual we 
accomplished nothing. Plans for a skating party are still in the 
air, but we hope to have completed the arrangements by Jun1!. 
We will have another meeting some time next month. 

HI-Y JOTTINGS 
Few people outside of the Hi-Y really know what a lively 

organization it is. One of the methods it used in pushing itself 
to the front was by sending three delegates to the Older Boys' 
State Conference at Faribault, Minnesota, in December. The 
three representatives of "U" High were David Kopp, James 
Perkins and Henry Williams. Here is the report by one of the 
delegates from our Hi-Y: 

Two of us delegates, together with Dana Bailey who was 
sent by his Sunday School, left Friday afternoon j ust before 
Caesar class and arrived at Faribault about five o'clock. On the 
train we got acquainted with the others through songs, yells, 
and jokes. 

When we arrived, our grips were thrown into a truck, while 
we piled into a touring car (a Henry) and were taken up the 
hill to the High School, the most complete school I've ever seen. 
As we were the first arrivals, we drew the best home of all. to 
which we were immediately shown. Oh, how our hostess could 
eook, and she had so much "energy" that we felt at home every 
minute by the way we had to .keep moving. 

Immediately after, we went to the High School and enjoyed 
the best banquet I am sure we ever attended. Pep! There was 
so much of it around there what with the song;s, a fine trio. vells, 
and clever remarks, that the "pep" began to be blown out of the 
pepper. Then we came to the mo,.e serious part of the meeting. 
an address by H. Y. Williams. He cert.a.inly knows boys, and 
how to talk to them ! 
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Then after a few more songs, we went to our temporary' 
home and "tried to sleep. Did you ever try to sleep in a strange 
town~ strange· house, strange bed,· and with a new bedfellow? 
After a lreafty· breakfast of breakfast food, crisp toast, steaming 
coffee, sausages, and fried potatoes, we hurried to the morning 
mass -meeting at the school, where we met our other delegate. 
Here we had a snappy meeting with an address by Mr. Kranz 
of the St. Paul "Y." We then had divisional meeting, and later 

After lunch·there was another mass meeting with Mr. Wol
cott as the main speaker. He certainly understands boys too. 
We then had the recreational part of the conference in a vaude
ville by the Senior girls, a basketball game between Minneapolis 
and all the other towns, and a carnival. also given by the girls. 
Then all the North East Minneapolis delegates went to supper 
together in' a little restaurant down town. 

That evening there was another mass meeting at the school, 
with just as much enthusiasm as the night before. One of the 
main "acts" was a piano solo by a blind boy from the Blind 
School. He certainly could hit the keys-almost as well as Ross 
Finney. He was followed bv Mr. Wolcott, who gave another of 
his heart-to-heart talks. Then after songs, we went into the 
"gym," where a game between the Minneapolis "Y" sec1'etaries 
and all the rest was staged. Then "home'1 and some real sleep. 

The next day was Sunday, and after another fine breakfast, 
we visited the ten (more or less) schools on the hill opposite Fari
bault. We then accompanied out" hostess to church. This was 
followed by some Sunday dinner at "home.'1 

After some visiting with our host and hostess and brief 
farewells, we tore through the town to the last nteeting at the 
school, for we were already fifteen minutes late. Mr. Wolcott 
was again the main speaker at this meeting, which let out at 
4 :15. ·our train was to leave at 4 :20, with a good ten blocks 
between the school and depot; but, somehow, we made it, and 
arrived in Minneapolis in time for a late g<l<1d Slipper. 

DRAMATIC CLUB 

If you think that the Dra111atic Club has boon lying idle ail 
this time, you've been very much mistaken. On the contrary. 
this has been one of our busiest months for we1vE! been diligentlY: 
rehearsing for ''Spreading the News/' the play we presented 
at the Senior Vaudeville. 

There were rumors that, in this play', gentle Oliver Skalbeck 
carried a oitchf ork around with him with which he murdered 
Reginald FQrster. Tragedy? Judge !or yourself! 

Then, too, we•r·e getting ready for our assembly. Didn't you 
know we were going to have an assembly? Well, we are, and 
it's going to be s·ome assetr!bly ! We're going to have a play, 
and-but you come and find out !or yourself. We don't know yet 
what date it's going to be but we do know that it's going to be 
soon, and too good to miss. 

·Remember the Senior Vaudeville and look fOr the date of 
our .Asser:n.bly! 

I 
l. 
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SQUINTS ON THE LOVE LORN 

Write your questions to Beatrice Barefacts, she'll answer 
'em all. X. Y. Z.-1 am very much in love with a beautiful bru
nette with blue eyes. She often wears a green dress and a pretty 
smile, but she doesn't love me. What shall I do ?-:-H. Bill. 

H. B.-You'd better fall out of it as soon as possible . There 
is some one older and wiser on the string right now. But don't 
be silly and do anything rash. 

X. Y. Z.-1 have such very long and large feet. Is there 
anything I can do to make them smaller?-El. Curtis. 

E. C. I am sure I don't see why you should ask me that 
question. I have never had large feet. 

X. Y. Z.-Could you please tell me the best vamp in the 
high school? I'm supposed to be quite a wild 'boy and I'd like to 
meet that kind of a girl. Please help me! Won't you? 
-F. Shaw. 

F. S.-My dear young man, I have just the girl you are look
ing for, a Junior who has had that reputation for a great number 
of years. Send a self-addressed, stamped envelope and I will 
give you her name. 

X. Y. Z.-I'd like to know how to get in good with my his
tory teacher. He doesn't seem to like me very well, althom:rh I'm 
an awfully niee boy and come from a good family.-Don. Nelson. 

D. N.-1 realize you must be a good boy or you wouldn't have 
been in this high school so long. Just refrain from talking to 
the girls so much and carry your books home from class at 
least once a quarter. Try this and let me know how it works. 

X. Y. Z.-There is an awfully. pretty girl in this school that 
has brown eyes. She wiggles them just like Constance Talmadge 
when she walks down the halls. Can you tell me her name or 
introduce me to her in some way?-Dave Wing. 

D. W .-I know whom you mean. But I've fallen for her too, 
so I'm not going to tell you her name. She lives down near the 
River Road in a white house. Too bad, son, I'm sorry. 

X. Y. Z.-1 have been greatly troubled lately by flowers and 
candy sent to me by unknown lady friends. It seems that when
ever I play the piano some one falls in love with me. I am so 
bored by it all. Try to help me.-Ross F. 

R. F.-Let your hair grow a little longer ~so that it will 
fall completely over your eyP~. When you come in open your 
mouth and make a terrible face, at the same time file your finger 
nails. 
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X. Y. Z.-I have always been so curious to know how the 
girls make their hair stick out. Please inform me.-Ben Wells. 

B. W.-Maybe I'm giving away secrets that the girls 
wouldn't want me to. But well, they just take a few stuffings 
and put in or else they take a comb and rough their hair the 
wrong way. If you'd try it you would probably understand it 
better, or maybe Miss Denneen or Miss Thornton could inform 
you. 

X. Y. Z.-Do you suppose if I took off my tortoise rimmed 
glasses that the boys would fall harder for me? I'm an awfully 
nice girl. I don't understand it.-Lucile Jacobson. 

L. J.-Leave your glasses on by all means. It gives you that 
air of mystery that is so all winning to the male sex. Veiled 
eyes. You know ... !! 

SOPH.SAPHEADS 
Gordon Murray, G. M. Gone Mad. 
Wally Boss, W. B. Won't Bite. 
Monroe Freeman, M. E.T. Met Esther Friday. 
Eugene Young, E. Y. Ever Youthful. 
Maurice Lewis, F. M. L. Free Money Lender. 
Gilbert Willson, G.W. Good Worker. 
Hans Bonde, H. B. Hooks Bobs. 
John Flanagan, J. F. Just Flirts. 
Anna Belle Saltzman, A. S. Always Sleepy. 
Esther Bullis. E. B. Eats Bullets. 
Mary Boyd, M. K. B. Mary "kind of'' Balks. 
Mary Stark, M. E. S. Made Eugene Sore. 
Nona Haskell, N. H. Nut Housing. 
Eilleen Kyle, E. K. Everything Kounts. 
Elbridge Curtis, J.E. C. Just Envoys Caesar. 
Ruth Hildebrandt, R. H. Ruins Homes. 
Louise Congdon, L. I. C. Likes Ice Cream. 
Ethel Lamb, E. F. L. Even Flirts {a) Little. 
Bernice Mayland, B. A. C. M. Bernice Always Chase Mon~ 

keys. 
Rachel Northrop, R. N. Real Nutty. 
Marion Holberg, M. E. H. Makes Edgar Happy. 
Frederica Alway, F. J. A. Flirty-Jazzy Always. 
Miilton Balcome, M. M. B. Mama's Mighty Boy. 
Anna Olson, A. 0. Always Off. 
Virginia Timmons, V. T. Very Timid. 
Rowland Moulton, R. R. M. Rail Road Motor-man. 
Doris Winchell, D. W. Doesn't "Wanta." 
Roy Thorshov, R. T. Rotten "Toddler." 
Lucille Jacobson, L. J. Likes Jazz. 
Rosalia Dufresne, R. D. Really Doesn't. 
Herbert Sanderson, H. S. S. He Sure Sleeps. 
Frank Keeler, F. K. Funny Kid. 

Choice Bits From the Vergil Class 
"Minerva fell in love with a 'cuckoo' but she really liked 

him,'' A vis carefuly explained. -
"Priam's armor was trembling with age as his wife cling

ing to his foot begged him to remain at home and protect her 
and the 'boy Ascanius.'" (Recited by Phil Le Compte.) 

l 

I 
I 
I 
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ATHLETICS 
BOYS' ATHLETICS 

During the holidays the University High School basketball 
team held its initial practice at the Farm School gymnasium. 
Among those reporting, Captain Williams was the only letbr 
man out with the squad, but Burns, the only other basketball 
letter man, will report after the holidays. With Burns and Wil
liams to build a team around, Coach Smith expects to put out a 
quint that will keep up with the other high schools. Among the 
more experienced and most promising of the rest of the squad 
are: Borglin, Blomberg, Canfield, Vye, Clure. and Hughes. Cur
tis, the star forward on the Central High School Freshmen team 
last year, did not report as expected. No reason for not report
ing has been heard, as yet; but he may report later on in the 
season. "U" High will be represented by a smaller and lighter 
aggregation than the other high schools but we will be able to 
overcome this handicap by faster and more effective team work. 

Games have been scheduled with Blake, St. Paul Academy, 
Cretin, and many of tlie Twin City high schools. Now it is up 
to the rest of the school to support the team by coming out to the 
games. 

"U" High vs. East High. The first practice game of the sea
son was played with East High School on the Farm School floor. 
This being the first practice game for both teams, the game was 
slow and showed that both teams needed much practice before 
they would be in mid season f9rm. However, both teams were 
evenly matched in all departments of the game. The two quints 
showed best work on the defense, but both missed many shots 
at the basket. This was an informal practice so the East High 
coach stopped the play many times to show his· players differe"lt 
points about the game. No tim.e nor score was kept but "U" 
High caged the ball as many times as their opponents. All t.he 
p~yers out from both schools were given a chance to show their 
worth. 

"U" HIGH VS. NORTH HIGH 
The next practice game was also played on the Farm School 

floor with North High as the opponents. The game was played 
~uch the same as the East game. Play was stopped many times 
oy the North coach and there was no time nor score kept. 

North seemed to have a much larger and more experienced 
team than East. At the end of what was supposed to be the first 
half the score was about even, but during the last half "U" High 
seemed to weaken and thus enabled North to score a few more 
points. Many substitutes were used by both coaciies. 

"U" HIGH DEFEATS FARM SCHOOL FRESHMEN 
On Friday evening, Jan. 14, the University High Basket

ball five won a victory over the strong Farm School Freshmen on 
the latter's floor. This was the first regular formal practice 
game for "U" High this season. The "Prep" team won by the 
score of 23 to 19. 
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The "U" team started with a rush and ran up a score of 
nine points before its opponents could ring a single basket. 
Coach Smith's regulars showed much improvement over previous 
practice games. 

BLAKE DEFEATS "U" HIGH 
Wednesday afternoon, Jan. 19, Coach Smith and his cripples, 

that is, the ones that were able to, journeyed out to play Blake. 
The game was played without Blomberg. Grumpe could only t 
play a part of the game on account of having trouble with the 
knee he hurt during football season; he also injured it in one 
of the practice games. Vye played the whole game but was 
not in condition, in fact, he should not have put on a suit. A 
great deal of credit is due to these fellows for the spirit they 
showed in trying to help win for "U" High. However, "U" 
High played a remarkable game. The score at the end of the 
first half was 11 to 8 in Blake's favor, but by the end of the 
Second period Blake had run their score up to 21 while "U" 
High could not pass the 11 mark. There were no stars for "U" 
High ; every man played his best for the condition he was in, 
and they played rings around their opponents in team work. 

Lineup and Summjlry. 
"U" High Blake 
Burns ---------------·--·----·------------ .... R. F · -------·---~---·------·-··-·'-···----···· Nash 
Williams ----·········-····-----· ··-------- .. L. F. ······--------·-·······-····--------; .. Ca.rd 
Vye ---------·····-----···········-··--·-··········· C. -----------------·········-·---: ...... Osburn 
Borglin ...................................... R. G .................................... .Sprag.ue 
Grumke ···--···-~-----···--·---·-------··-L G·----······----·········--·~------: .... Ow.ens 

Substitute-Canfield for Grumke. 
Scoring-Field Goals-Nash 3, Osburn 3, Burns 2, Borglin 

2, Card 2, Williams 1, Sprague 1. 
Free throws-Williams 4, Ostman 3. 
Time of quarters-8 minutes. 
Referee-R. C. Topp. 

THE MAPLE ATTACK 
(A Semi-Tragedy in Two Spasms.) 

Drama tis Personae: "U" -Hi-Y Bowlers, Col. Comstock, the 
scorer, et al. 

Seen I. 
Kopp: "C'mon gang, everybody over dummy (115), let's 

git the first game, what d'y say fellas? 
Mutt: ''All right, guys, knock 'em dead, Hayes, 'Bollen sie 

uber 200,' let's go!'' 
Clure rolls up his sleeves, surveys the alleys, and shoots 

the first 1ball, getting a strike. 
Team: "Hooray, that a boy, Nibs, now we're going!!!" 
Kopp: "All right Hosses, you know where to put 'em." 
Wold: "Get another, Hayes, old boy." 
Mutt: "C'mon Hayes! where yuh rolling 'em?'' 
Comstock: "What did Clure get?" 
Hayes: "C'mon Kopp, hit 'em hard, look 'em over." 
Clure (with his fog horn) "That a boy, Kopp,!! that's the 

stuff." 
Mutt: "C'mon, Wold, with the three fingered ball." 
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Wold: "All right, Mutt, anqther spare wanted." 
Hayes: "That's the old form 'Chops! let's go!" 
Clure : "Spare for Mutt!" 
Comstock: -"Gee, get another one, Wold." 
Mutt: "That's the old eye Wold." 
Kopp: "We got 'em so far, guys!" 
Clure: "All right South, sleep nights, No. 4 up!!" 
Hayes: "You tell 'em, Pluto, hit 'em again.'' 
Comstock: "What did Clure git?" 
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Mutt: "Not so fast there Comstock? what did Swanson 
git?" 

Hayes: "Keep that score straight, fish, where's your eagle 
eyes?" 

So the rest of the first game goes, characterized by such re
marks, and the Colonels appealing inquiries for scores. 

Seen II. 
Kopp: "C'rnon guys, let's get 'em this time, every guy.'' 
Clure: "Gee, a lousy 589, c'rnon fellas, what's the matter 

with you?" 
Mutt : "Yah, c'mon youse guys, let's git 700 this game." 
Hayes: "All right, Fish (Clure), we want anoth~r strike 

f rorn you.'' 
Team: "Wow, now we're started (Clure gets a strike). 

C'rnon Hairbrain, you know." 
Clure: "All right, you burns, cough up (40c) , Don't jip 

the guy." 
Mutt: "Get away, tie that outside.'' 
Wold, "Last frame, guys, I guess we got um. L!'lt's go." 
Comstock: "U High 678, East 590. Has everybody 

bowled?" 
Exeunt and great excitement. 

"A CONFUSED STRUGGLE" 
Yes, that is Webster's definition of our well-known game, 

scrimmage. This game was invented for the purpose of taking 
revenge on your worst enemy. The boys may think that foot
ball fully satisfies this desire, but that is because they have never 
tried scrimmage. After your opponent has chosen everyone you 
wanted for your side, you fix two imaginary lines at opposite 
ends of the field. They're imaginary for a certain purpose, for 
by moving the line back two feet or so, you can pretend that the 
ball didn't go over. Of course your opponents object, but this 
only creates a pleasant diversion. Then you place half your side 
behind the line to guard, and spend the next half hour telling 
the other half the things they must remember not to do. Finally 
after they are completely confused, the referee blows a whistle 
and then the fun begins. You pick out your worst enemy and 
make one rush for her, pretend you're trying to get the ball, 
and accidentally jump on her feet or hit her in the face. If she 
falls down, walk right over her, for it takes too long to go around. 
If, on the other hand, the ball gets in your way, kick it along. 
Of course the other side gets a free throw, but that is of small 
consequence. You are very promptly informed by Miss Schill 
that you are a naughty lady and are so overcome that you are 
unable to play for fully thirty seconds. However, you finally 
recover and the game continues until one side loses. 
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&XCHt\NC& 
"Orange and Black," Gilbert, Minnesota. 

The most noticeable fault of your paper is its brevity. Why 
not add a personal department as well as an exchange section? 
We would suggest a few jokes also. The class notes are well 
written. Your stories are interesting and original. 

"Now and Then," Saint Paul Academy, Saint Paul. 

This is an excellent magazine from cover to cover, especially 
the literary department. Why not add an exchange department? 
It is interesting to learn what other schools think of you~ maga
ziJJe, and also let other papers know what you think ·of them. 
The department headed "Mail Bag" is splendid. We wfsh you 
success in your deibate with Blake. 

"Otaknam," Manltato, Minnesota. 

This is an interesting paper from cover to cover. Why not 
start an exchange department? Also why not publish a few 
stories? Your editorials are good. We are glad to add this paper 
to our list of exchanges. 

At East High School a new course has been added to the 
curriculum. It is a course in Salesmanship and sounds very 
promising. A Cosmopolitan Literary Club is to be organized 
wherein friendship among the foreign students will be sought. 
The object is to learn English. We wish you success, East. It 
must have been entertaining to have Madeline Kalnowsky read 
in the expression class. She appeared in "The Little Minister" 
at the Shubert. 

The results of Better English Week in Two Harbors, Min
nesota. were very good. The program proved as profitable as 
enjoyabl~. 

It is interesting to know that "Husbands for Three," which 
played at the Shubert the week of January ninth, was written 
by James Gray, a West ex-student. The West High Company 
of Cadets won high honors in contest. Congratulations f 
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Alumni Notes 

ALUMNI-SENIOR DINNER-DANCE 

The Alumni-Senior Dinner-Dance was not for pleasure only. 
Mercy no! It was given to accomplish the organization of an 
Alumni Association, and as the Seniors are about to become 
Alumni, they were kindly invited by the Alumni to participate. 

This great event was held in Shevlin Hall January twenty
first and was supposed to begin at five-forty-five, but-a few 
must have misread ( ?) their tickets. After ~njoying a perfectly 
delicious banquet, at which there were ninety-one places filled, 
Miss Inglis, who was toastmistress, had the representatives qf 
the various classes stand up. We found to our surprise that 
every class was represented down to and including the class of 
1913. 

Douglas McHenry made quite an effective announcement 
concerning the Senior Vaudeville, Senior Annual, and "Campus 
Breeze." 

Reginald Forster, representative of the "children" as Miss 
Inglis insisted upon calling the class of 1921, gave a very inter
esting account of the need of an organized Alumni Association 
and the benefit of such an organization to the school and the in
dividual. 

As Miss Inglis was introducing the next speaker, who was 
to represent the Alumni as a whole, Lillian Barreson had auite 
a choking fit; but by the time Miss Inglis had announced Lillian 
as being the representative of the "grown-ups," Lillian was able 
(and doing her best) to look the part. Her speech was full of 
laughter but with a deep and thoughtful tone running through
out. 

The next speaker was Clarence OJson. from the class of 1917. 
He spoke about the value of real friendship and how such an 
Alumni organization would keep friends in touch with each 
other. This speech won him such favor with those at the ban
quet, that later he was elected President of the Association. 

Mr. Reeve was the last sneaker on the program: aid, ,qft,,r 
apologizing for not having prepared a very funny speech, as he 
insisted Helen Jackson had been telling people would be fo-rth
coming from him. he proceeded to tell jokes. He insisted that 
these jokes were just as funny as some which had been put in: 
the "Campus Breeze" about him. Perhaps this is true. For the 
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.Jirnst part, however, we will all agree that his toast was serious, 
; Qresent~g the serious side and real value that would be obtained 
•:r.rom an· active Alumni Association. 

At the conclusion of the toasts, we adjourned to the dancing 
hall· above, and the election of officers took place. They are as 
foTiows: CldPnce Olson, president, Lawrence Paist, vice-presi
dent, Lillian Borreson, secretary, and Harry Hilstrom, treasurer. 
We are sure that these officers were wisely chosen and have 
enou~h "pep" and "snap" to keep the Alumni Association active 
and lively. Clarence Olson made everyone understand from the 
minute he was elected, that if he had anything to do with it (and 
we all agreed that he would have a plenty to do), we were all to 
take part in the meetings and keep things going. 

It was voted that the President appoint a committee to draw 
uo a constitution and decide upon the date of the next meeting. 
The meeting then adjourned and a short program was presented 
by certain talented members of the class of 1920. A duet was 
sung by Winnifred Hughes and Rosamond Tuve, accompanied 
by Lillian Borreson. The Seniors or rather, "children" (as Miss 
Inglis called us) wondered after this duet, why Winnie and Rosa~ 
mond had never displayed their vocal talent while still at 
old "U" High. Helen Jackson played a piano solo, and, as usual, 
did herself proud. Monl"oe Strickler. accompanied by Helen 
Jackson, sang a solo, which concluded the program. 

The rest of the evening was spent in dancing. The orches
tra was superb-nice and jazzy, you know! "Home. Sweet 
Home" was played at eleven-forty-five and that. meant home for 
everyone. 

The Seniors of "U" High are just as glad as the Alumni for 
an Alumni Association; for next year when we are Alumni, we 
can count on good times and gatherings where we will see all 
our old "U" High friends. 

Monroe Strickler, Winnifred Hu~hes, class of 1920, and 
Ruth Balcame, class of 1919, were delep-ates to the Young Peo
ple's Conference of Ramsey County held January seventh, eighth, 
and ninth at the First Baptist Church in St. Paul. 

Helen Baldwin and Lucille Larson, class of 1920, have made 
the Freshman-Junior basketball team. 

Have you noticed that Erma Soberer has been looking hum
ble and as thou~h she had been well-er-r chastised? The reason 
for this unfamiliar appearance is that she was initiated into the 
Delta Delta Delta Sorority January sixteenth. 

Helen Baldwin and Helen Jackson, class of 1920, attended 
the Kaopa Alpha Theta "Norml'.1.1" given. at Curtis Court, but 
poor "Jackie" isn't used to "sech things" and got sick over it. 

During the holidays Elizabeth Young. class of 1919, visited 
in Mankato, Minnesota, where many social affairs were given 
in her honor. 

Claude Bachman, class of 1918. is night operator in the 
Mechanic Arts Building on the "U" Campus. 

Charles Beals, class of 1918, was home for the holidays 
from Oskaloosa, Iowa, where he is attending school. 
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Dana Durand spent last year at school in Lousanne, Swit
zerland, while his class, class of 1920, was finishing the last lap 
of its journey through the University High School. Only French 
was spoken in the school. In spite of this difficulty, however, it 
was just like a kindergarten ; for instance, the boys couldn't go 
out alone after about eight-thirty. 

He spent ·last summer hiking through Switzerland and 
climbing mountains some of which were moderately difficult and 
dangerous. (Dana ought to be proficient at it after his ex
periences climbing chimneys, towers, etc., during his career in 
"U" High.) . 

At present, he is attending college in Geneva, Switzerland. 
He says that "school here is just like school in America and, no 
doubt, in China." He also says that he gets perfectly terrible 
marks-but he seems to rank first or second in all his classes! 

He always sends regards to all his friends and would like 
letters from any of them, or, better still, from all of them. His 
address is : 7 Place Celaparede, Geneve, Swisse. 

POETIC LICENSE 

'Twas a nice October morning, 
Last September in July. 
The moon lay thick upon the ground, 
The mud showed in the sky. 

The flowers were singing sweetly, 
The birds were in full bloom, 
While I went down in the cellar 
To sweep an upstairs _room. 

The time was Tuesday morning, 
On Wednesday just at night. 
I saw a thousand miles away, 
A house just out of sight. 

The walls projected backwards, 
The front was round the back, 
It stood between one other 
And it was whitewashed black. 

H.N. 
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TO A LOCK OF HAIR 

A long, fair hair upon my coat 
The memory of a head that lay 
Jus~ there, and of two eyes that smote 
Me deep, though 'twas but play. 

Suppose that every manly breast, 
Whereon that head's reclined 
Had kept one hair-or two at best 
To bear the thing in mind. 

Glad, at the thought, I stand appalled
By this time she'd be nearly bald. 

See Long's Eng. Lit. 
Miss I.: "What is a metrical romance?" 
Sotto voce from the back seat: "This month's gas bill." 

Kick~r: "My great-grandfather carried that drum all 
through the revolution." 

Snicker: "And when he sighted the enemy, he beat it, I 
suppose." 

Freshie: "Why are you limping?'' 
Soph.: "I just stepped on the spur of the moment.'' 

Ben Wells, having been called on in History, makes several 
wild but ineffectual attempts to answer. 

Mr. Tohill: ""You had better guess again.'' 
Ben: "I guess I don't know." 

Burn : "Do you know Mille?" 
Kopp: "Mille who?" 
Burns: "Millimeter'' (meet-her). 

Mr. Mackell: "Why do ·you put a blade in water when sharp..
ening it?" 

James Thompson: "It might lose its temper." 

Mr. Mackell-to Watts: "Do you know they bl<Jw glass 
for tubes?" 

Watts: "Yea! like they blow Maccaroni." 

l 
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Bright Boy! 

Vic: "What is a caterpillar?" 
Roy: "A caterpillar is an upholstered worm." 

A Good Way to .Keep Them Straight 

Miss Inglis : "Does a hen sit or set?" 
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Phil: "I don't know, but when she cackles I wonder if she's 
laying or lying.'' 

-WIZARDS OF JOY. 

Nibs: · "What's the matter with the history teacher?" 
Shaw: "Aw-she's all Wright." 

NEWS OF THE MARKET 

Lost: A silk umbrella by a gentleman with an ivory head. 

For exchange: A pug dog who . is trained to eat off your 
hand, for a bulldog who will eat off your leg. ~ 

Wanted : Boy to run an elevator in the Woolworth building; 
must be a good story-teller. 

For rent: A furnished room by a young lady, twelve feet 
square. 

For sale.: A baby grand piano, by a widow, with mandolin 
attachments. 

Lost: A Scotch collie dog by a gentleman with his ears cut 
close. · 

For Sale: A small bungalow, by a gentleman with a bay 
window. 

Wanted: Position on a farm by a young man milking cows 
with good habits. 

Beauty, they say is only skin deep, 
And doesn't penetrate far, 

But it's enough to get a girl a seat 
In a crowded trolley car. 

Two beggars one day met on the street. 
Mike was a blind man, and Pat had no feet. 
"How's business?" asked Pat. Mike said, "Out of sight," 
"How is it with you?" "Can't kick; it's all right." 

If a lady fainted in a post office, would a letter carrier 
home? 

If Eve wrote a column of figures would Cain be Abel to 
Adam? ' 
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A FOOTBALL POEM 

I stood on the bridge at twilight, 
As the game drew near a close. 
'Twas a pensive mood in which I stood 
On the bridge of the half-back's nose. 

Mutt Williams, to Mr. Dvorak: "Can you tell me what C 0 
(Fe) 2 stands for?" 

Mr. Dvorak: "I am unable to say whether it is ferrous 
carboxide, or-" 

M. W.: "Write it out like this and you can tell-COFFEE." 

Heard in a Study Hall 
"Have you got a ruler?" 
"No, but there is one in England." 

Mr. Dvorak: "What do rivers deposit?" 
Jessie W.: "Sentiment." 

A farmer was driving slowly along a country road with a 
load of produce. As he was entering the ·village, he noticed a 
new sign which read-Speed limit 15 miles an hour. 

Springing up, he began to whip his horses into greater speed. 
"Gosh!" he exclaimed. "I reckon I've got to hurry or I'll 

get pinched." 

Wold: "What is a grafter?" 
Graves: "A grafter is a politician who has graduated from 

business college." 

A man was traveling home from work one night when he 
was attracted by a lady and a very homely child across the aisle 
in the street car. He could not take his eyes off of it and stared 
and stared. Finally the mother became indignant and leaning 
over said: "Rubber!" . 

A look of relief came over his face as he said : 
"Thank heavens! I thought it was real!" 
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