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THE LOCK OF HAIR 

When my father was a professor at Yale, one of his students 
used to come around once in a while. He was a tall, handsome, 
amiable young man, but his face bore a rather haggard look, al
though not enough to mar his features, and standing out in his 
black head of hair was a pure white lock. He was a fine story 
teller, and he used to tell me tales about his college life (he was 
then a senior), but he seemed reluctant in telling about his 
Freshman adventures. One day I asked him how he got the lock 
of white hair, and looking as if he didn't want to, he told me the 
followin~ story : 

"When I was a Freshman, I had to go through the process 
of hazing. as all Freshmen do. The Sophomores who had charge 
of me were a rough gang, and as I was rather timid, they took 
great pleasure in trying several tricks on me. After making me 
make a fool of myself with different antics they tried to think of 
something better. Then one of them seemed to have an idea, 
for he took the others aside and whispered to them. When he got 
throug-h some of them ran away and came back with some rope. 

"By this time it was getting dark, and it was a cold, gloomy 
night with no moon. My capto':"S nut me in an automobile and 
drove way out beyond the city limits to a high cliff. We stooped 
near a tree which stood on its brink. My captors bound my 
hands and feet, fastened one end of a long rope to the tree, and 
tied the"t>ther around me. To my horror, I saw they were pre
paring to let me down over the cliff! I braced myself for the de
scent, thinking they were going to let me down to the ground 
below, to frighten me. What was my surprise, then, when, part 
way down. I stopped suddenly. A few moments later I heard 
sounds of the laboring motor of the car grow fainter and fainter 
until it finally died away in the distance! 
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"For some moments I could not think why they should leave 
me in such a manner, but it suddenly occurred to me that they 
intended to frighten me thoroughly, and then come back for me. 
I hoped they would not leave me all night, for I was .in a very 
uncomfortable position. Also the dark, still night was working 
on my nerves. I could not tell when they would come back, nor 
could I see how far it was to the ground, because the moonless 
night was black as pitch. I imagined all sorts of queer things, 
and began to wonder how strong the rope was, and how far it 
was to the ground. 

"I remained thus for perhaps an hour, when I began to get 
more accustomed to my uncomfortable situation, if I did not try 
to look down. I began to think of some way to climb the rope, 
b~: t I was tied hand and foot, so I dismissed that mode of escape 
as impossible. I saw no other way, for the cliff was far out in 
the country, and it would do no good to shout. As I was musing 
in this way a shaft of light came from somewhere and shone 
upon the cliff where the rope came down. I did not notice it 
much at first, but looking up at the rope I saw something that 
sent a chill to my heart. There was a sharp projecting ledge of 
rock where the rope came down, and as I gently swung with the 
wind the rope was slowly sawing on the sharp edge! 

"For a few moments I was paralyzed with fear. Then, 
coming to myself, and realizing that I must do something, I 
endeavored to work myself around and hold myseif off from the 
cliff with my feet, but my hands were tied so that I could not. 
Finding no other way, I stopped and gazed up at the rope sawing, 
sawing, sawing on the sharp ledge. It was a big four-stranded 
rope that held me, but one strand was already cut, soon the others 
must follow, and then-

"! watched the sawing rope, fascinated. The second strand 
was going. Soon it was cut through. Only two strands now re
mr 5-n. The next one is gone! I must do something, or fall to a 
terrible death! As I swung against the cliff, I noticed a protrud
ing knot or lump of some kind. I did not know whether it would 
hold or not, but it was my only chance. By almost supernatural 
exertion I succeeded in slipping my bound hands over the lump. 
I was just in time ! As soon as my hands were on the knot, the 
rope snapped, and I knew no more. 

"When I woke up I was in bed, surrounded by a group of 
students, who told me that I must not talk for a while. After a 
few days, when my shattered nerves had recovered, I got up. 
When I went to look in the glass, I was astonished to see a 
white lock of hair standing out in the midst of the black." ' 

PHILIP M. LE COMPTE. 
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THE TRUE SPORTSMAN 

I take it that any discussion of sportsmanship involves some 
reference to both the good and the bad sportsman and I shall 
have occasion to refer to each, but the greater part of this arti
cle will be devoted to an emphasis 1.lpon the necessary and desir
able qualities of a good or true sportsman. 

The Standard Dictionary defines a sportsman as follows: 
"l. A person who engages in field-sports; also a hunter of big 
game. 2. A participant who competes fairly, playing the game 
for its own sake and not necessarily for the prize awarded. 3. 
Figuratively, one who bears up manfully under adverse circum
star.ces." 

I should like to use the term "sportsman" in a somewhat 
broader sense to include a larger group and, without attempt
ing to be all dogmatic, may I outline what my experience and 
training have led me to consider most important? 

In the first place, the true sportsman believes in and prac
tices fair play. Robert Schauffer writing in the Outlook for 
November, 1911. says that in America we prefer the typically 
Anglo Saxon Robin Hood to the mighty men of valor that di~
port themselves in the pages of the old Freneh and Italian 
Romances, that as DeQuincy once pointed out the adventurous 
heroes of continental European romances invariably . pull them
selves out of the tightest holes with the most monotonous regu
larity and rout the enemy with fearful slaughter simply because 
they cannot lose. They have overwhelming odds on their side. 
In other words their dice are loaded. Schauffer further points 
out that "the difference between such heroes and Robin Hood is 
that they always wish to fight in 'perfect safety' while Robin dis
claims the slightest advantage. He is delighted to have the best 
man win. He is always ready to fight any one who comes along 
on even terms; and if some sturdy beggar manages to give him 
a sound drubbing, Robin is perfectly delighted and claps him on 
the shoulder and has him to dinner under the greenwood tree, 
after which he either sends him along rejoicing with a hand
some present or takes him into his own choice band of forest 
lovers." 

Whether Schauffer is absolutely correct or not in his conten
tion, the fact remains that the philosophy back of the sportsmen 
of a nation is of fundamental importance and if we want the 
right type of philosophy to govern our lives, we must begin early 
in life to develop our habits along correct lines. 

A believer in fair play will not try to beat the crack of the 
pistol in a track event, and a high school group that believes in 
fair play will not boo and hiss and otherwise try to embarrass 
or disturb the equilibrium of athletes who are competing against 
their team. 

In short a believer in fair play will not try in any way to 
gain undue advantage of an opponent in order to win for 

"It is better to lose with a conscience clean 
Than to win by a trick unfair. 

It is better to lose and to know you've been, 
Whatever the prize was, square. 
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Than to claim the joys of a far off goal 
And the cheers of the passers-by 

And to know deep down in your innermost soul 
That a cheat you must live and die. 

Who wins by trick may take the prize, 
And a first he may think it sweet, 

But many a day in the future there lies 
When he'll wish he had met with defeat. 

For the man who lost will be glad at heart 
And walk with his head up high 

While his conqueror knows he must play the part 
Of a cheat and a living lie. 

The prize seems fair when the fight is on 
But save it is truly won, 

You'll hate the thing when the crowds are gone, 
For it stands for a false thing done. 

And it's better you never should reach your goal 
Than ever success to buy 

At the price of knowing, down deep in your heart 
That your glory is all a lie." 

The second quality of a true sportsman is that he is a good 
loser. Most persons would rather compete with a better man 
than otherwise. If a man continues to compete in tennis with an 
inferior player he soon loses interest and bec0mes to an extent 
inferior also. Emerson once said, "Men of character like to hear 
of their faults-others do not." 

One of the commonest examples of a poor loser is the case 
of a home crowd hissing an opposing basket ball team. Another 
is the case of the man who complains when after a real stirring 
fight he loses, let us say, a ten pound fish. 

One of the best examples of a group of good losers was the 
1920 Minnesota football team which, although beaten continually, 
played on and on without ever seeming to give up. The same can 
be ioaid of some of our University High School teams. The fact 
is t:1at we do not play to win in our school although we like to do 
so, but we are building character and it is important to learn to 
be a good loser. I think our girls learn this in their games for 
I have often noticed with what good spirit and spontaneity the 
losers always give a cheer for the winners. 

"Did you fail in the race? 
Did you faint in the spurt 
Where the hot dust choked and burned? 
Did you breast the tape midst the flying dirt 
That the leader's spikes had spurned? 
Did you do your best--
Oh, I know you lost, I know that your time was bad, 
But the game is not in the winning, lad. 
The best of it since the beginning, 
Is in taking your licking and grinning, lad, 
If you gave them the best you had. 
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Did your tackle fall short? 
Did the runner flash by 
With the score that won the game? 
Did it break your heart when you missed the try? 
Did you choke with the hurt and shame? 
If you did your bes~ 
Oh, I know the score ; I followed you all the way through, 
And that is why I am saying, lad, 
That the best of the fight is the staying, lad, 
And the best of all games is the playing, lad, 
If you give them the best in you." 
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Thirdly. a true sportsman is a hard loser. He battles to tne 
last ditch. He never says "die." He has the "dead game spirit." 
In other words he never knows when he is licked. Said Johnny 
Armstrong in the early ballad, "Said John, 'Fight on my merry 
men all, I'm a little hurt, but I am not slain, I will lain me down 
for to bleed awhile and then I'll rise and fight with you again.'" 

Nobody loves a quitter and the world loves a courageous 
fighter, especially if his cause is good. The following poem called 
"Revelation" carries in it the spirit I would have all University 
High School pupils embody in their nature: 

He had not made the team. The ultimate moment
Last practice for the big game, his senior year

Had come and gone again with dizzying swiftness. 
It was all over now, and the sudden cheer 

That rose and swelled to greet the elect eleven 
Sounded his bitter failure on his ear. 

He had not made the team. He was graduating: 
The last grim chance was gone, and the last hope fled ; 

The final printed list tacked up in the quarters; 
A girl in the bleachers turned away her head, 

He knew that she was trying to keep from crying; 
Under his tan there burned a painful red. 

He had not made the team. The family waiting 
His wire, up State; the little. old loyal town 

That had looked to him year by year to make it famous, 
And laureled him each time home with fresh renown; 

The men from the house, there, tense, breathlessly watching, 
And after all, once more, he'd thrown them down. 

He had not made the team, after years of striving; 
After all he had paid to try, and held it cheap,

The sweat and blood and strain. and iron endurance,
And the harassed nights, too aching-tired to sleep; 

The limp that perhaps he might be cured of some day; 
The ugly scar that he would always keep. 

He had not made the team. He watched from the side lines, 
Two days later a part of a sad patrol, 

Battered and bruised in his crouched, blanketed body, 
Sick and sore to his depths, and aloof in dole, 

Until he saw the enemy's swift advancing 
Sweeping his team-mates backward. Then from his soul 

Was cleansed the sense of self and sting of failure, 
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And he was one of a pulsing, straining whole, 
Bracing to stem the tide of the on-flung bodies, 

Helping to halt the steady relentless roll; 
Then he was part of a fighting, frenzied unit 

Forcing them back and back and back from the goal, 
There. on the side lines came the thought like a whip-crack 

As his team rallied and rose and took control ; -

He had not made the team, but for four long seaf'ons, 
Each of the ten grinding weeks, he had given the flower, 

The essence, and strength of body, brain and spirit, 
He and his kind-the second team-till the power 

To cope with opposition and to surmount it 
Into the team was driven against this hour! 

Wh~t did it matter who held fast to the leather, _: 
He or another? What was a fouz:-years' dream? 

Out of his heart the shame and rancor lifted ; 
There burst from his throat a hoarse, exultant scream. 

Not in the fight, but part of it, he was winning! 
This was his victory ; he made the team ! 

Fourthly, the true sportsman is a good winner. By that I 
mean he is gracious. This is a quality hard for some boys and 
girls to develop. One of two competitors often wins easily. This 
offers a tempting situation that is frequently embarrassing if not 
dangerous. 

In winning the true sportsman is modest and not puffed up. 
Let us hope that we at the University High School may always 
remember this. 

In the fifth place, the true sportsman is loya.l to his team. 
The quality of the team loyalty is one that is hard for many boys 
and girls to practice. Almost every basketball team sooner or 
later has on it the fellow who continues to "shoot for baskets" 
without trying to fit into a smooth running machine that the 
coach has tried to perfect. He wants to make a name for himself 
and often the rooters at a game place credit for a victory in the 
wror..J place because the crowd is apt to overlook the fellow who 
does ~ood team work and talks only about the "ftashy" work of 
some one member of the team. Let the following poem convey 
the idea of team loyalty to you : 

"I was the third man running in a race, 
And memory still must run it o'er and o'er: 

The pounding heart that beat against my frame; 
The wind that dried the sweat upon my face 

And turned my throat to paper creased and sore; 
The jabbing pain that sharply went and came. 

My eyes saw nothing save a strip of road 
That flaunted there behind the second man; 

It swam and blurred, yet still it lay before. 
My legs seemed none of mine, but rhythmic strocle 

Unconscious of my will that urged, 'You can!' 
And cried at them to make one effort more. 
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Then suddenly there broke a wave of sound, 
Crowds shouting when the first man struck the tape; 

And then the second roused that friendly din; 
While 1-1 stumbled forward and the ground 

All wavered 'neath my feE!t, while men agape, 
But silent, saw me as I staggered in. 

As sick in heart and flesh I bent my head, 
Two seized me and embraced me, and one cried 

'Your thudding footsteps held me to the grind! 
And then the winner, smiling wanly, said, 

'No dream of record kept me to my stride
! dreaded you two thundering behind!'" 

9 

Finally, the true sportsman has a high rega1·d for law and 
order. He will not be a grafter nor pull for special privileges. 
He will not shoot a rabbit setting. He will not take more than 
the limit of fish allowed by law and he will not catch fish out 
of season. Neither will he take more than his share of ice cream 
or goodies at a Christmas party or at any other time even though 
it may be easily possible to get into the line twice. 

Thus, the true sportsman is a 'blend of a sense of fair play, 
the grace of a good winner modesty, loyalty to the team or school 
and a high reverence for law and order. 

In a very good sense Oliver Wendell Holmes has said all 
that I have tried so hard to say and in much fewer words as 
follows: 

"To brag little, to crow gently, if in luck, 
To pay up, to own up, and to shut up, if beaten, 
Are the virtues of a sporting man." 

May I add that it is my most fervent hope that the boys 
and girls of University High School may continue to live up to 
their ideals on true sportsmanship. 

-W. D. REEVE. 
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"EXCITING? YOU TELL 'EM" 

It was a tranquil, perfect August day, about ten o'clock on a 
Tuesday morning, that a friend of mine arrived with the breath
less announcement that he was "almost ready to fly." I accepted 
this statement without concern and went on with my dusting, my 
thoughts four hundred miles away. Presently I heard the plain 
sta~ement that he had "come to take me with him." Right then 
and there I came back to Minneapolis and to the realization of 
the fact that I had dusted the same chair four times. "Would I 
care to fly?" My heart beat a figure eight and then immediately 
landed in my boots. Of course, the family wouldn't let me! 

I was already flying around in my imagination when I was · 
once more brought back, this time to "terra firma," by my moth
er's shocking· statement (shocking to me, at least), that if I 
"cared to break my neck" I could. Whe-e-e-e ! ! 

Time flew, and at two o'clock I stood beside a plane on the 
flying field, signing my death contract. In an hour I'd be either 
de~.- or alive, it all depended on the engine and luck. 

Sweltering in my fur-lined, leather outfit, I finally climbed 
into the plane and in the course of a few seconds was firmly 
strapped in. The motor began to whir-r-r and then-the dusty 
cloud that had surrounded us had disappeared and we were in the 
air-above the tree-tops-above the church spires-flying 
straight for the blue heavens above us. 

Presently, in my ear I heard my pilot's command to "look 
over." Fearfully I shifted my position under the straps until 
l could look over the sides of the brown plane. F1ar, far below 
lay a foggy looking ant's village. 

Held by the fascinating scene below me, I leaned over as far 
as possible to watch it; and "lo and behold," I wasn't leaning, I 
was spinning around and around. A nose dive! How my heart 
leaped! Were we going to a certain death? In a flash the plane 
was righted and again we shot upward, toward the blue sky. A 
sigh of relief escaped from my lips and, even though my hand 
covered the little metal receiver attached to my right ear muff, 
my pilot heard and laughed. 

"All 0. K. ?" 
A rather sickly "oui" went to a highly amused pilot. 
"All right, here we go for a loop," came the answer. Before 

I co~~:d gasp back a terrified "Don't,'' my knees had slowly risen 
unfr they almost touched my chin and were slowly sinking again 
until they rested on the floor. "All over,'' came a voice; and, 
"once again!" Once more my head hung in the air, and I was all 
upside-down and then we began our descent. How fast the trees 
grew, how terrifying was the fast approaching ground! What if 
we missed our landing? Everything I had or hadn't done flashed 
through my mind ; would anyone care if I came down a smashed 
up heap? What would everyone think? And, somehow, I had 
a very great desire to reach ground safely. 

A cloud of choking, blinding dust rose to meet us as we 
skimmed across the barren field. In the course of a few minufos 
the propellor stood still and also found me standing still, a some
what dizzy, but thoroughly thrilled "insect." Was I glad to 
have reached the ground? Did I like to flv? 

Well, I can't say I was sorry, exactly, to have my feet on 
something that didn't rock and roll and plunge but-l'm going 
to be a "bird" again, some day! MARION P. SARDESON. 
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THE SENIOR VAUDEVILLE 

"Crash! Slam! and Bang!" the trombone peeled 
In a high, trumphant cry, 

"35c you've paid fer this, 
Are you prepared to die?" 

The audience with a clapping voice, 
Answered in accents strong, 

"Bring on the merry Vaudeville ! 
Hail ! Drama, dance, and song !" 

The curtain creaked on a rusty "hinge" 
And Porter turned the sparks. · 

Then suddenly the "rustic" stage, 
Filled with frightful darks. 

When they had finished their solemn scene 
And given the cat a kick, 

Silence reigned on the damp, dark stage 
And the tableau tried its trick. 

There were. seven ages of splendid man 
And while the lights were dim, 

The handsomest lover in all the world 
Proposed to little Miss Prim. 

••sympathy/' whispered Reginald, 
Deep into Fran's brown eyes, 

The audience echoed in fiendish roar, 
nob Fran, we _sympathize." 

Five or six of the Senior girls 
Perched on pieces of wood, 

Danced about in .. Hollandish bliss," 
As only Seniors could. 

Ethel, excited and red of cheek, 
-Took lead in a gossip play, 

And Oliver, ."the hen-pecked man," 
Was "sure he'd die that day!" 

And Arndis with a pale, red smile 
· . And serious content, 

Told the audience sweet and long 
Just what "the Judgment'' meant. 

A moonlight night Art Porter made 
For a genuine, Hula crowd, · 

••can I have you now?" the quartette jazzed, 
And the roll of the penny was loud. 

Before I go to bed tonight 
And end this quaint review-

! want you all to know the names 
Of those who pulled us through. 

ti 
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Miss I. designed the rosy cheeks 
In every single scene ; 

Our cleverness and style we owe, 
To little Miss Denneen. 

-DOROTHY KURTZMAN. 

THE "DEAD'' COMPOSITION CLASS 

It was a beautiful spring day near the end of the school 
year. And, as usual, little Billy Walker slowly trudged to school. 

"If I could only be outside," thought he, "or at least in the 
recitation room. He gazed longingly out of the window. 

"If I could only be outside," thought he, or at least in the 
Chemistry lab." 

The Chemistry laboratory was just above the recitation 
room, and whenever Billy had .nothing he wanted to do, he was 
always sure of an exciting time there with the older boys. Of all 
classes composition was the most despised and to little Billy, the 
"deadest" class there ever was or could be. 

"It wouldn't be so bad," he was known to tell his comrades, 
"if only Miss Jones wouldn't make me read my composition." 

"Well, it don't hurt you any more than it does the rest of 
us," his friends replied. 

But well they knew that without Billy's compositions, class 
certainly would be dry while with them, they had at least ten 
minutes of wild laughter, though poor Billy was the loser. 

Class was soon in session and before long Miss Jones' sharp 
voice could be heard. "William Walker, we will hear your story 
first." 

Very reluctantly William rose, and as though his doom was 
at hand he proceeded with his story. After more or less laughter 
the story became more serious and before long each pupil was 
listening with intense interest to what Billy was saying. Every 
eye was on him. Usually to have the whole class staring at him 
an·· oyed Billy, and he generally made some sort of a fuss. But 
this time he was in a hurry and wanted to get done, so without 
hesitating he rambled on. 

"A storm was coming on, black clouds sailed overhead, the 
lightning flashed, the thunder roared and in a minute the rain 
came down in torrents." 

And, it did! How, what, when and where? Billy was wet, 
yes, nearly soaked, and as usual the class shrieked with laughter 
at poor Billy's expense. Someone from the floor above, in Billy's 
beloved Chemistry "Lab,'' had thrown a pan of water out of the 
window unaware of the terrible storm that Billy was desct'ibing 
below. The water hit the sill with a gush and splashed all over 
the poor author. This was excitement, ah yes, but just a little 
more than Billy wanted. Nevertheless, Billy was never known 
to say thereafter that composition class was always "dead." 

GLADYS TMEY. 

I 
• 

~ 
l 
I 

l 
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Who's Who in the Faculty and W_hy 

MISS THORNTON 

Story of my life! That is an old story. Of course I mean 
that I have written it many and various times until it has grown 
old by repetition. Surely you didn't think I meant anything else, 
did you? 

I wrote it first-but wait, I've an inspiration. An outline 
for this theme has just popped into my head. This is the fourth 
time that I've written this story, and each time has marked a life
epoch. (Please look up that word in the dictionary for me; I 
hope it is all right because it sounds so stately.) If I tell a little 
bit about each of those epochs, then, I'll have a perfectly good 
theme-structure. Now since I'm all organized, I'll go ahead. 

Epoch one: place, Austin, Texas; age, fifteen. I was a very 
little girl, rather studious, often dreamy, very shy, particularly 
around the boys. I loved to play football in the backyard with 
the boys of the neighborhood, but it frightened me beyond en
durance when any one of them would ask me to go to a party. 
Suppose there should be a pause in the conversation whilst I was 
being thus escorted about, and I would not be able to think of 
anything to say? Oh, what a desperate situation! Anyway I 
was more inetrested in my music, or reading, or playing basket
ball, or studying, or even writing compositions, for I feared and 
adored my English teacher. It was for this teacher that I first 
wrote my life history, at great length and with infinite care. 

Epoch two: time, a year or so later; place, the beautiful lit
tle town of Staunton, Virginia, in the foothills of the Blue Ridge 
Mountains. I was still a little girl, only eighty-eight pounds, still 
so little in fact that my family, much to my chagrin, had scorned 
my high school diplomas and sent me away to boarding school 
in hopes that the change of climate would make me "grow up." 
And I grew, at the rate of twentv-four pounds in nine months. 
Meantime I studied music. In those days I was dreaming of 
future success on the-concert stage; such are the dreams of youth 
sometimes. Later in the term I was attracted by an English 
teacher of the school, registered for a course with her, and once 
more wrote the story of my life. 
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Epoch three: place, University of Texas; age, the happiest 
age in the world. I was a college freshman, and liff was one con
tinuous thrill. There is no need to enumerate all the activities 
of university life which so enthralled me at that time. Life in 
any state university is much the same, in the Sunny South or 
elsewhere. I was still rather studious, but I had suddenly dis
covered that after all it was not a bit hard to talk to the boys. 
When my English instructor assigned as a term theme a ten 
page autobiography, I gleefully resurrected from an old desk in 
the attic my previous papers on that subject. I touched up my 
life story with all the dashing style and glowing tone of~ fresh
man who was quite pleased with life in general and with herself 
in particular. With these touches, it was ready for that "darling 
English prof." (Please recognize the freshman lingo.) 

Epoch four: place, University of Minnesota; age,-the age 
of !l. school teacher, what a disgusting subject! Don't be deceived; 
I r m not a sweet young debutante in' the teaching profession. 
For six or seven years I've been trying to train Young America 
in the proper use of apostrophes and what not. 

And as "this strange (un) eventful history," fourth edi
tion, goes to press, I am wondering what will be the next epoch 
of my career, wondering if I'll ever be called upon to write my 
life story again, wondering if all these students of mine whom I 
have learned to love so well will "make good" in the· big world 
of tomorrow, wondering how I myself can ever give "value-re
ceived" for all the happiness that has been heaped upon my life, 
just wondering. Yes, I'm still a dreamer; perhaps we South
erners are inclined to dream away many valuable hours. This 
winter in the land of ice and snow has shown me that our North
ern kinsmen are more energetic, more efficient in things prac-: 
tical. I wonder, though, if the country de:esn't need some dream
ers as well as workers? I wonder? 

PAULINE THORNTON. 

FACULTY FAME 

On looking through some former publications of school 
magazines, the editors of the Campus Breeze were delighted to 
find some bits written by members of our present faculty when 
they attended school in their youth. The following was prob
ably written when Mr. Stockwell failed or made the baseball 
team. This gives conclusive evidence that Mr. Stockwell showed 
his rather morose and intense nature early in life: 

The seas of life are pushing, throhbing, beating, 
With the cry of a wild desire. 

They cast me to pulsating heights, 
To the depths .of the grimy mire. · 
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The whirlpool's pushing 'round and 'round 
To the will of my wild desire, 

Tides struggle, wrestle 'gainst Destiny, 
And finally ebbing tire. 

And now are waters calm and cool, 
Serene with the final token ; 

My heart lies still, accepts its fate, 
Life is spent, my soul is broken. 

-LYNN STOCKWELL (age 16 years). 
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Perhaps this graceful little verse is the most charming of 
the group. It shows unusual promise for one so young: 

Fairies dancing in the night, 
Moonbeams smile on their delight. 

Ev-ening breezes, sighing low, 
Softly o'er the meadows blow. 

A mystic moon and a starlit sky 
In a purple distance lie. 

Ah, night I be a fairy, too, 
To dance a summer evening thru ! 

-MARIE DENNEEN (age 14). 

We were delighted to find this original bit which is so char-
acteristic of Mr. Reeve: · 

She looks thru the clouds for a glimpse of me, 
The fairy I used to know, 

And sometimes a day of light steals down, 
To kiss me as I go. · 

Before I got big, I played with her, 
And sailed w.ith her through the sky, 

But now I go to school an' all, 
Th9se days have all passed by. 

I wonder if she cries for me 
· As I do for her each day? 

I wonder if she'd take me out 
Of grown-up land-away! 

-WILLIAM DAVID REEVE (age 111h). · 

Miss Thornton's shows a childish vanity that is delightful: 

When Mam.ma curls my hair at night 
It sometimes hurts, it pulls so tight. 

But in the morning when it's bright 
And my hair's all full of light and curly

! like it. 
-PAULINE THORNTON (age 6%, years). 
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A CRY FOR HELP! 
"Oh where, oh where has our orchestra gone?" 
This little ditty has lately taken on the aspect of a funeral 

dirge, and it has become one of the most tragic selections of "U" 
High's repertoire. 

We all remember the "howl" we raised last fall, when it was 
suggested that we have no football team. Though football and 
classical music are scarcely to be compared, still, just as it takes 
school spirit to maintain a football team, it takes school spirit to 
maintain an orchest ra. There is something wrong with a school 
that will not support an orchestra, when such opportunities are 
offered it as are offered us. There are plenty of people in the 
University High School who play well; there are one or two who 
are decidedly talented. The deceased orchestra had, as its leader, 
one of the most competent men in the city, a true musician, who 
gave us each a foundation as probably few orchestras are for
tunate enough to obtain. 

f 
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Just because it is impossible for him to remain with us, is 
no reason why we should stop. He worked with us and for us, to 
build up an orchestra which would love and really play fine music. 
That the orchestra is "dead," is not due to the fact that we have 
no director, for, according to Dr. Scott, there are plenty of 
young people who are willing and anxious to help us at any time. 

Only the other day a "Central-ite" raised her eye-brows as 
she said to us, "Oh, so you have no orchestra?" 

"Yes," we replied, "We have a Jazz orchestra, but the school 
didn't support the other very well." . 

"Really? Why, I always thought the University High appre
ciated fine things better than the city schools !" 

The "Jazz Band" is all right, and a fine idea, but jazz can 
never take the place of classical music. Of course, it is granted · 
that there is room in the orchestra for only two pianists, and the 
piano is the instrument with which the majority of us are best 
aquainted. Still, we need brass instruments, and, as one sar
castic "musician" expressed it, there are "plenty of aristocrats 
who scorn Brahms and Beethoven who willingly gather together 
to play 'Margie.' " 

Every school with any spirit has its orchestra, and there's 
no reason why we can't have as good a one as any. But half a 
dozen, no matter how energetic, get discouraged when they re
ceive no support. An orchestra is good practice, it's fun, every 
school ought to have one, and it's very little trouble to meet for 
an hour, once a week. So, let's all watch for the headlines an
nouncing the revival and resurrection of the orchestra, and let's 
not give people reason to think that "U" High doesn't care to 
support fine music, as the other schools do. 

ELEGY ON PEP 

In the progress of the world there are inevitable conditions 
which must be observed by the smalle.st and the mightiest alike. 
A man is born, he treads the upw§rd way, does his mission in 
life for better or for worse, and th eh he begins the decline. And 
when he reaches the end of his journey and deserves his rest, we 
let him sleep. Just so with the words of om.· language. They 
are born because there is a need for them, and when they have 
fulfilled their need, they perish, and we let them rest. 

However, there are some words which have obviously be-
come antiquated and decrepit, but which the students of the Uni
versity High School refuse to grant their merited reward. In 
every case, almost without exception, the editorials written have 
been so interspersed with the word "pep" that it is becoming 
pathetic. It was a "peppy" assembly, the party fairly radiated 
"pep,'' school spirit must have "pep/' the Juniors are "peppy," 
etc. 

"Pep" has lived its life to a good ripe age, it has done its 
duty, let's give it a rest! 
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DOWN WITH SECRET SOCIETIES 

Up to this period of "U" High's existence we have been free 
from obnoxious and goalless organizations. Sororities are not 
allowed in other Minneapolis high schools and will not be toler
ated here. Among other things, one of the peculiarities of this 
society is its terrible extravag:ance. Why should these poor mis
guided young things squander their fathers' mone~ in the Oak 
Tree or entice young men to the movies? 

What should be done, if the organization is to be maintained, 
is to announce the meaning of L. T. 0. B. and admit an equal 
number of boys to the society. This surely would help to up
lift it and, moreover, give guidance.to its present members. You 
knon the old saying "seven, come eleven." How about "seven, 
com2 fourteen?" 

THE SENIOR VAUDEVILLE 

What hours of agony· and suspense were undergone by the 
Seniors between January first and twenty-eighth! Little did 
these willing and enthusiastic actors guess of the real work that 
was involved in "putting over" a vaudeville. A vaudeville was 
nothing in their lives. Just had to get up on the stage and have 
one person sing, another dance, and another say something 
funny. That would be easy! But when practicing started, they 
soon learned that it was easier said than done. Many were 
the nights that the tired Hawaiians rolled into bed trying to 
down the incessant tune of "Hula Girl" or "On the Beach of 
Waikiki" which kept ringing in their heads. Many were the 
nights that our clever comedians sat in the "Coop" at the Or
pheum trying to borrow a little wit for fifteen cents. At last the 
dress rehearsal came. Did you ever hear of au encouraging 
dress rehearsal? The Seniors can testify that there has been 
one. Of course it was due to the patient coaching of our directors 
that we could come so near to having a perfect rehearsal. The 
curtain raiser and the electrician were perfect, the acts ran off 
like a newly greased wagon wheel. A tired, discouraged, and 
pepless group of amateurs turned into an · enthusiastic, happy, 
and prospective one. That night we all had a real rest with no 
dreams of forgotten lines, broken stages, and every other imagin
able phantom which we had been witnessing for a month. The 
night of the performance need not be related. We all know how 
well each act went off and what a help the little play which the 

· "Dramatic Club" put on was to the performance . 

l 
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ASSEMBLIES 

Acme was the center of attraction at our assembly on Janu
ary twenty-seventh, but first we had a report of the Convention 
at Northfield where the High School publications all over the 
state were represented. Reginald Forster outlined for us the 
program of the Convention and also the magazine contest in 
which our Campus Breeze took third place. 

Frances MacLean enlightened the school as to the high lights 
of the Senior vaudeville and attempted to work up enthusiasm 
to aid in the sale of tickets. As personal observation is always 
more effective than talk, two of the Dutch girls, Myetice Malchitt 
and Rachel Perkins, clacked in with their wooden shoes and 
Dutch costumes and gave us a realistic imitation of what was to 
be seen at the vaudeville. 

After a few m:nor announcements, such as English assign
ments and Caesar translations, the program was tur~d over to 
Miss Schill. 

Several of our alumnae Acmeans came to the assembly and 
Winifred Hughes and Erma Schurr gave readings. Our alumnae 
are certainly gifted. Then Rosamond Tuve sang a song, "It 
takes a girl to do it every time." We a~ree perfectly-? 

Elizabeth Young, a girl loved by all who knew her, and 
Acme's first president, gave a talk on, "What Acme Re:llly 
Means." After this we were permitted to view the ,ioyful mar
riage of I'm a Base Ball to You're a Volley Ball (only Acmeans 
were allowed to participate in this ceremony). The bridal pro
cession came in with all the necessary accessories; tennis net, 
paddles, snow shoes, and base ball bats, so the wedding proceeded 
without a hitch from the, "f take you," to the, "Amen." Last of 
all, the new Acmeans were announced and received the pledge 
badge. They are fine girls, all of them, who will help to uphold 
the ideals of Acme: 
Katrina Hummel Greta Clark Lyda Burrel 

Helen Barlow Alice Hickey 
February seventeenth the Dramatic Club assembly was hel<l 

in the Little Theater. The Dramatic Club presented a two-act 
play entitled, "A Perplexing Situation." The cast consisted al
most wholly of Juniors. Ruth Hicks showed herself to be a very 
delightful actress and a very fitting partner for Reginald For
ster (a Senior), who olayed admirably thP- part of tlie lovel" 
on one day's notice. The other parts in the play were taken 
by Margaret Morris, Emily Curtis, Alice Hickey. Helen Bal'low, 
Imogene Foster, Florence Pierce, Harry Bill, David Canfield, 
James Perkins, Dana Bailey and Truesdale Brown, all of whom 
played their parts exceptionally well. The whole perfol'mance 
was enjoyed by everyone. Miss MBrion .Tones. who COBched the 
production, deserves a great deal of credit for the excellent pre
sentation. 

At this time the football letters were awarded by Mr. Smith 
to the following: Lloyd Vye, Dana Bailey, Henry Williams, 
Charles Burns, Re1rini:ild Fol"stP-r. David Canfield, Arthur Porter, 
Erwin Grumke, Eric Borglin, Daniel Finkelstein, Norbert Clure, 
James Macconnell. Paul Watts and Elbridge Curtiss. Those 
announced to receive helated baseball letters were Blomberg, 
Vye, Williams, Canfield and Borglin. 
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SENIOR CLASS NOTES 

On Wednesday, Jamiary 31, the Seniors met in Room 101 
to discuss the outcome of the vaudeville. We felt quite uplifted 
upon learning that we had cleared more than a hundred dollars. 
We are grateful to the student body for responding so well and 
helping to fill the Little Theatre on the night of the twenty
eighth. We voted at this meeting to send flowers to our "Small 
Pox" absentee, Lloyd Vye, who, we were glad to see, returned 
soon. 

Friday, February 10, we again met, to discuss the question 
of a new class treasurer. The resignfltion of our former treas
urer, Daniel Finkelstein, was read and Roy Franzen was elected 
to take his place. · 

The Annual 'board has been elected and is holding regular 
meetipgs every Wednesday. Douglas McHenry is Editor-in
chief and with the enthusiastic staff which he has, we are expect~ 
ing a wonderful Annual. 

The practice of selling candy at noon, we hope, has become 
an established thing. If anyone has suggestions for new candies 
or of better hours for selling the candy, don't hesitate to make 
it known for we want to make this candy enticing to YOU as well 
as your stray pennies. All suggestions gratefully received by 
the candy committee. 

At a class meeting on Friday, the eighteenth, we voted to 
give the contract for our class pictures to Golling-Hesse. We 
talked over the possibility of putting on the vaudeville at the 
Farm School. Then the boys were dismissed to afford opportu
nity to the girls to dis~uss the all-important question of com
mencement clothes. 
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"J. s .. 
Grand Success, 
As You Might Guess." 

Maybe Mr. Miller has made some true statements during 
his life; we won't vouch for any of them, however, until we have 
sworn to his truest one, which he made the other night. He said 
that the school year in U High is divided into two parts: the part 
that comes before the J. S. and the part that comes after. There 
is no doubt about the truth of this, even if some witty person did 
venture to remark that he might have amended his statement by 
comparing the school year to "All Gaul,'' the third part of which 
would be in that case, the J. S. itself. 

But perhaps you didn't know there was going to be a J. S. ! 
Well, there was going to be one, there was one, and the Juniors 
are all ready looking forward to the grand occasion which, we 
hope. will be repeated next year. 

Fun'! Oh! Just ask anybody who was there. We had the 
ball room and the sitting room and the dining hall and the pool 
room, and, judging from the fr~ppe, the fruit salad, and the 
orange ice, we must have had, also, the kitchen. But the reporter 
is getting way ahead of the story, and it would be too bad to con
fuse the minds of the poor under-classmen who weren't there, so 
we'll begin at the beginning. 

It began with a parade before the mirrors in the girls' dress
ing room. Fairy-like visions ( '!) in white and grey, in pink and 
in brown, disparaging the appearance of their elaborate coif
fures, primped and powdered and fussed as only girls can. 

The reporter can't swear to the number of times the boys 
tied their neckties before they apneared. but it can be said that 
they looked fully as dressed up as the girls, and, in addition, they 
behaved beautifully. Really, it was remarkable to see the num
ber of boys who proved themselves first-class dancers. Indeed 
Bob Tyrrell was a revelation, and Dana Bailey, who insisted he 
bad only danced once before, by the end of the evening came 
dangerously near heading his class. 

The decoration committee is to be congratul&.ted. The ball 
· room was a triumph; really, everything was decorated in. charm
ingly good taste, and the jonquils on the tables were very lovely 
and added the final touch and the "bel air" indeed. 

The reporter is becoming frightfully embarrassed as the 
time draws near to mention the orchestra, for, as it happened, 
she headed the music committee. Personally it is her impres
sion that the music was admirable. Other people said they 
agreed with her, and no one seemed to have any trouble in danc
ing to the music. We might add that Jimmy Perkins is very 
anxious to learn to emulate the drummer in "flicking his stick" 
so exnertly, 

The frappe served during the dancing ju"st "hit the right 
spot,'' and tbe eats served later in the dining hall were quite 
"scrumptious." 

The Juniors want to thank Mr. Miller and Reginald Forster 
for their short toasts. 

The only fault the Juniors found with the J. S. was that it 
stooped too soon. Indeed, one damsel almost wept because she 
had saved he1" two best dances for the last, and then had to stop 
before she came to them ! 
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The Juniors want to thank all the many people who helped 
make the J. S. a "grand success;: and to say .how very much 
they missed the people who couldn't be there. (Since the re
porter is a student of Junior English she als9 deems it tactful, 
as well as only truthful, to say that many times during the eve
ning the same question was asked: 

"Where is Miss Thornton? Why didn't she come?" So, you 
see, we really do appreciate our faculty after all!) 

And now, after weeks of financial worries and committee 
meetings, the Juniors have settled down peacefully to. French 
and mathematics, and the reporter is desperately wondering 
what in the world she shall have to write about next time. 

SOPHOMORE SLEIGHRIDE 

I ventured into the Study Hall, feeling particularly gay, and 
took my seat. As I opened my Caesar, I happened to glance at 
the blackboard. There, staring me in the face in big bold letters 
were the words "All Breeze Material Must Be In by the Fif
teenth!" Alas, and this was the dreaded day, and I had nothing 
to write up-except-oh, yes, our sfoighride ! And so I pro-
ceeded: · 

Promptly at seven-thirty, on the night set for the grand 
occasion, most of the Sophomores had· arrived on the scene, at
tired from head to foot in suitable clothes. Although the sleigh 
did not appear until nearly eight, they amused themselves by 
snow fights while waiting. When it finally did appear, there was 
a great rustling and bustling, and we were off! 

After two hours of walking, ·riding, snow fights, singing, 
and laughing, we found ourselves back at school with ravenous 
appetites. About half the cocoa, marshmallows, pickles, sand
wiches, and cookies disappeared with amazing rapidity. _Later, 
Mr. Stockwell and the janitor were seen secretly. disposing of 
the remainders. (Sh! They weren't supposed to be seen.) Since 
Jessie had deserted us, several of the girls tried their luck at the 
piano, and consequently we had a large variety of music. Row
land and his partner proved themselves the speediest dancers, as 
they left the two other couples in the hackground in a thrilling 
race. Poor Mary's feet got stepped on a little, and the racers 
m~arly knocked Miss Wright over. About ten-thirty, some kind 
soul informed us that it was supposed to be "Hom{; Sweet Home" 
somebody was playing. so we left shortly afterwards, all agree
ing that those who hadn't come had something ·to regret for the 
rest of their lives. 

Ten of the Sophomores proved themselves very capable wait
ers and waitresses at the J. S., helping serve the refreshments. 
They made up for their work ( ?) , however, by assisting the 
others in eating and dancing. 

It has been rumored that Virginia Timmons is going to 
desert us and leave for Montana. We hope, however, that she 
will sometime realize her great mistake and come back here 
again. 

I 
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FRESHMAN CLASS 

The Freshman class was entertained by Mary White at a 
party given at her home, Friday, February 4. It was featured 
by the initiation of Miss Thornton to coasting. We regret that 
there was not enough snow to give her a taste of it, but she 
seemed to get the hang of it, snow or not, and became quite 
adept at hanging on to a bob. She says she is also learning to 
skate, but there are many who will not believe it until she appears 
publicly . . 

After coasting, we returned to the house where, partners 
having been ·chosen in a novel manner, refreshments were served 
by Mrs. White. We were then entertained .by Ross Finny who 
gave.us several selections on the piano, including some jazz of hi.,; 
own composition. 

The rest of the evening was spent in dancing. We were 
honored by the presence of several dignified ( '!) Juniors and 
Seniors, who seemed to take as much enjoyment in ice cream and 
cookies, as Freshmen. 

We wish to thank Mrs. White and Mary for the good time 
which we all had. 

, THE HI-Y 

The Hi-Y has reorganized. From now on, no one will be 
allowed to join except on merit and the old members will have 
to live up to the standards, or be voted out. This action has been 
started by the members of Hi-Y, because they felt that the club 
was not accomplishing as much as it could, and that the fellows 
would get more good out of the club undel"the new restrict io'ns. 

The requirements now necessary are that a boy will not be 
allowed to skip more than two consecutive meE:tings, and that 
they will have to present a good enough record to be voted into 
the club by the members. 

A foint Hi,.:y ·meeting was held in the Men's Union, Febru
ary eighth, when all the clubs of the city were invited. The "U~' 
High Club was represented by eighteen boys. At this meeting, 
Arnie Oss spoke on the standards that Minnesota is t rying to 
make prevail in athletics. Then Neil Morton of the University 
told how to connect up with the Freshman Friendship Council, 
\vhich stands for the same ideals that the Hi-.Y does. Mr. 
Reeve was the principal speaker of the evening, and he "sure 
gave a corker." · · 

At a meeting of the. officers the neXt day, it was decided to 
present some of the needs of the school which the Hi-Y could 
remedy, and the following three things were submitted : First, to 
get the boys to keep the locker room clean at noon. ; second, to get 
as many of the fellows as possible to attend the games and try 
to locate the lost school spirit; third, to co-operate with the school 
in finding the seventy-five lost books. 

The club thinks that in accomplishing these things, they will 
be recognized as a club which can do good in two ways; by pro
moting higher ideflls among the boys, and by helping the school 
with current problems. 
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DRAMATIC CLUB WEEK 

The first thing we saw when we arrived at school Monday 
morning, February 14, was a big calendar poster of the week's 
program: 

Monday-Poster Day. 
Tuesday-Campaign Day. 
Wednesday-Tag Day. 
Thursday-Assembly. 
Saturday-Party. 
Well, Monday surely was Poster Day! Posters! In the 

halls, in the class rooms, in the study hall, on the stairs-you 
couldn't escape them. "And they were all so pretty I didn't know 
which was the prettiest." 

Tuesday a spirit of mystery pervaded the air. One of the 
posters promised a Masque Ball for Saturday night, and another 
advertised a grand play at assembly Thursday, February 17. 
These only made the suspense greater. 

On Wednesday all the members of the Dramatic Club were 
cute little tags. My! we were glad we could wear one. Did you 
have one on? If not, wky not? 

Then on Thursday came the Dramatic Club Assembly and 
the play, which is described elsewhere in this issue. Perhaps 
the play (or, the players), made some people decide to join the 
Dramatic Club. 

To end the successful week the old and new members of the 
club had a party. Laura Elder invited us to her home where we 
were merrily entertained. As you have heard, this party was a 
costume party, and so to get every<body into the spirit of the party 
we were welcomed by a little gypsy girl. 

Among the characters represented there were jesters, 
clowns, one child, eighteenth century ladies, and then just ordi
nary folks. 

At the beginning of the evening the lights went out and as 
usual "the poor unfortunate man" had all the blame heaped on 
him, but in truth he really was not guilty. 

We were told that we were movie actors and actresses and 
to prove this picture of movie stars were pinned on the backs 
of all the people there. We then had to find out who we were by 
asking questions and getting indirect answers as clues to our 
identity. We then had an opportunity to see just how movies 
are made, for each one acted a stated part while Oliver Skalbeck 
ground reels and reels of films from an ice cream freezer. 

Several laughable games preceded the dancing. Margaret 
Erickson at the piano produced some lively music for the dancers. 
Just at the right moment when everyone was warm from danc
ing, the hostess brought out delicious ice and cake, which of 
course made us so cool that we all wanted to dance again. At 
the end of the evening Miss Thornton gave some much appre
ciated selections on the piano. 
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ACME 

At last, to our great satisfaction and delight, the new Acme
ans have been elected. They are Alice Hickey, Lyda Burrill, May 
Mackintosh, Greta Clark, and Katrina Hummel. The public 
announcement of their names was made at an Acme Assembly 
on Thursday, January 27. The Assembly was interesting and 
entertaining, thanks to the Alumnae members of the club, who 
made up most of the program by delightful demonstrations of 
their various talents. 

On Friday evening, February 4, the new Acmeans were ini
tiated very thoroughly at the home of Rachel Perkins. Each 
girl came through the ordeal alive and apparently uninjured. 

Alice Hickey, who has convinced us that her illness on the 
night of initiation was real, has this ordeal yet to look forward 
to. Every time we look at Alice, we get a new idea for the com
ing event. Look out, Alice ! 

THE ORCHESTRA 

As the orchestra is not at the present time sponsored by the 
high school as a whole, it was thought expedient to change the 
name of the organization. Henceforth, it will be known as the 
Gopher Orchestra. A high school, the size of the University 
High, should have an orchestra of eleven pieces under the direc
tion of a director. As it now stands, we have no director, Mr. 
Pepinsky having too much University work to permit his direct
ing us. If the school wants an orchestra, it will back a move
ment to that extent. 

Membership in the present organization is not limited ; the 
only requirement being the ability to play an instrument. There 
are, at present, seven active members who turn out to practice 
at the various members' homes twice a week. 

What about a high school orchestra!! 
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SQUINTS AT THE LOV~LORN 

Miss Barefacts has so many letters to answer that there is 
only room for a limited number. 

X. Y. Z.-1 have been thinking seriOusly of buying a new 
shirt. Now, if you were I what would you get? Blue stripes or 
green dots? I think I prefer a light pink, but it doesn't go with 
Ethel's hair, so she doesn't like it. Do you think green is all 
right? PAUL WATTS. 

P . . W.-Of course pink doesn't go with Ethel's hair, so don't 
get a pink one by any means. Green is nice with red. Try it. 

X. Y. Z.-Could you tell me when spring is coming? 
PHIL BARLOW. 

P. B.-What is the matter, Phil? Want to wear your long 
trousers to school? When you see the first robin spring is here. 
watch for it. 

X. Y. Z.-Why is it t.hat some boys have so many girls 
crazy about them and none seem to be crazy about me. I mean 
girls. CARL LITZENBERG. 

C. L.-lf you will send me a stamp addressed envelope I 
will give you all details. It is really too personal to put into print. 

FOR THE BENEFIT OF THOSE WHO KNOW 

Music on the quiet morn air, 
From Romeos, sleep for:'!aking; 

Walking mile after mile, 
People from slumber awaking. 

"U" High Girls were the chosen few, 
To whom they gave their virtues; 

And finally ended up at the "U", 
To have much needed snooze. 

But in these joyous hours of fun, 
They learned a valuable lesson: 

When the cop says "Stop !" never run, 
I guess this will keep you guessin'. 
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MY MOST EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 

My most embarrassing moment was one day when I was 
going to luncheon at a friend's house. Due to my extreme tall
ness I broke all four of the electric light bulbs as I walked into 
the living room. My hostess was very sweet about it, but it was 
very embarrassing for me. ~ 

MAY MACKINTOSH. 

As long as I live I shall never forget the laughter that greet
ed me as I walked into the math. room one morning after "Gym." 
Looking down, to my horror, I saw that I had on one brown 
stocking and one black. (But I'm just a Freshman.) 

Once I received a black eye which caused me a great deal of 
worry. Coming home from a house party, with a dainty white 
hat and a huge black eye, seemed very amusing for everyone on 
the train. You see I'd been visiting Helen Barlow. 

ALICE HICKEY. 

I really don't know who was more embarrassed, the teacher 
or I, when Mr. 'Tohill calmly remarked that he could see 
THROUGH me. Of course he meant that-, but it sounded like 
-, well-!! 

ELSIE STOUGAARD. 

I was greatly embarrassed at the first J. S. dance of my life 
when a very alluring black-eyed maiden, who had been sitting 
with the orchestra all evening came up and asked me to dance 
with her. My teacher wouldn't let me. Wasn't she nice? 

BEN WELLS. 

What could be more embarrassing than to take a girl to the 
"Oak Tree" and not have enough money? One day I took Emily 
and she ordered soup, meat, rolls, salad, tea and ice cream and 
cake. It was queer how my appetite suddenly changed from a 
nice warm luncheon to a glass of root beer. Don't trust a girl's 
appetite. 

DAVE CANFIELD. 

One day I was making a speech in English class when sud
denly I stopped to blow my nose. I wondered why the class 
laughed so, but when I saw that I was using an old silk glove 
instead of a handkerchief I laughed, too. 

LIZ. FLATHER. 

I handed this "most embarrassing moment" into the Journal 
once, but they did not·take it. I don't see why, because it WAS 
embarrassing. You see, I asked Mary H. if I could buy her an 
ice cream cone last summer and all she did was give me a f'Qnny 
look and walk away. I guess I don't understand women. very 
well. I tell you, I wouldn't miss a treat like that. I wonder if 
this will get in? 

CHUCK BURNS. 

One day in school a lot of girls embarrassed me by shouting 
out that I had really combed my hair. I always comb it once a 
week. What do these girls expect a fell ow to do? 

JAMES THOMPSON. 
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Introducing our (the five's) basketball. team. 

Captain Williams: "Hank" runs the team when one of the 
other four players doesn't. Nevertheless he gives the opposing 
team's guard a good run, while caging field goals. 

Charles Burns: "Charley" plays a great game, and if you 
have never seen his hair mussed up come out to some future 
game. But Charles' hair is not the only thing that gets. mussed 
up when he is in the scrap-a good many of the visitors• plays 
are mussed up by "Chuck." 

Lloyd Vye: "Dobie" as manager has charge of the cash 
but occasionally checks in with a basket or two. When not busy 
studying he is busy arranging games or pleading with the play
ers to practice once in a while. (lie spends most of his time 
doing the latter.) 

Erwin Grumpe: "Erv" literally burns up the floor when 
guarding a man, but you can't tell "Erv" anything about "hold
ing" his man. After the game "Erv" remarks, "did you see me 
spill those three men?" 

David Canfield: "Dave" with his long legs trips many op
posing players as well as tipping the score in "U" High's favor . 

David Canfield: "Dav" with his long legs trips many oppos
ing players as well as tipping the score in "U" High's favor. 

Leslie Blomberg: "Les" is the smallest man on the t ·zam, 
but he makes the most noise. 

Eric Borglin: "Lefty" makes good in football and is mak
ing good in basket ball. When "U" High is losing watch "Lefty" 
"scrap." 

LIVING PROVERBS 
"It is the first step that ·costs"------------·----------------Jearning to dance 
"A soft answer turneth away wrath" ________________________ Roy F.ranzen 
"Love me, love my dog"--------------------------------------------------Emma Lou 
"Short accounts make long friends" _________________________ : ____ The office 
"Great oaks from little acorns grow"----.-----------------------Paul \Vatts 
"Nothing venture; nothing have"--------------------------------------------" A's" 
"Rome was not built in a day"------------------------------------------Our Gym 
"After a storm comes a calm" ____________________________ Freshman meeting 
"Look before you leap"-------------·-·-------------=----------------Dramatic Club 
"Spare the rod and spoil the child" -·-------·------··---------·----Mr. Miller 
"Better late than never'' ----------------------~--------------------------Miss Inglis 
"Everything comes to him who waits __________________ Even street cars 
"All's well that ends well" --------------------------------------------------------Finals 

Who knows what "L. T. 0. B." means? The following are 
a few attempts to solve the mystery: 

Little Things Of Beauty. 
Let's Take Out Boys. 
Little Tubs Of Butter. 
Loving Treasures Of Bashfulness. 
Little Toddlers Of Borneo. 
Lipstick, Talcum. Or Belladonna. 
Lost, Taken, Or Bought. 
Little Towers of Bethlehem. 
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THE FATAL MISSIVE 

Dearest: 
The great love I have to express for you 

is false, and I find my indifference toward you 
increases daily. The more I see of you the more 
you appear in my eyes an object of contempt. 
I feel myself in every way disposed and determined 
to hate you. I can assure you I never intended 
to love you. Our last conversation has 
left an impression on my mind which by no means 
impressed me for the high standards of character. 
Your temper would make me entirely unhappy 
and if you and I were united I would expect nothing but 
hatred of my friends added to the everlasting dis
pleasure of living with you. I have indeed a heart 
to bestow, but I do not desire you to imagine it 
at your service. I could not give it to anyone more 
inconsistant and capricious than yourself and be 
capable of doing justice to myself and family. 
I think you are a ware of the fact that 
I speak sincerely, and you will do me the favor of 
avoiding me. You need not trouble about 
answering this letter as your letters are always full of 
impertinence and have not a shadow of 
wit and good sense. Believe me, 
I am so adverse it is impossible for me 
to be-

Your affectionate sweetheart, 
NIBS. 

P. S.-1 have changed my mind! Begin again and read 
every other line. 

OUR FAMOUS PEOPLE 
Charlie Chaplin ________________________________ _____________________________ .FtAnk Shaw 
Paderewski -----------------------------------------------------·--------------Ross Finney 
Caruso ----------------------------------------------------------------------------1.teg. Forster Mary Pickford. ______ ___________________________ : _____________________________ Mugs Morris 

Trotsky ~------------------------ - ------------------------·---- - -------- ----Carl l4tze1).berg 
Doug. Fairbanks----·-------------------·-·---------------·-----------Doll8'• Mc.\{enry 
J iggs -------·--------·-·--------- -----··--· --------------·-----------------------Cba):'lie Burns Polly __________ : ____________________________ ______ : _________ : ___________________ : ______ Mary Howe 

Galli-Curci ------------------------------------·----------•------------------Fran MacLean 
Pavlowa --····----------------------·--------·····---·-·-···-----·---·---·Myrtjce Matchitt 
Annette Kellerman.---------------------·----·----------------------------Betty White 

( 
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ATHLETIC.S 

1920 FOOTBALL.TEAM 

Smith, Forster, Curtiss, Canfield, Watts, Grumke, MacConnell 
Kopp, Williams, Vye, Bailey, Borglin 

Clure, Porter 

(Absentees: Finkelstein, Bums) 

BLAKE TRIMS "U" HIGH 

On Thursday afternoon, February 10, the "U" High five 
played the Blake quint on the Farm School floor. The final score 
was 22 to 9 in Blake's favor. 

The game started with a rush and both teams battled furi
ously for six minutes, neither side being able to score. Then 
Blake "broke the ice" with a field basket and from that time 
on the winner was never in doubt. The Maroon and Gold five 
did not play the game they were expected to and did not score 
a field goal until late in the second half. The game was fast 
throughout but was marred by the rough way in which both 
teams played. The first half ended with th·~ score 7 to 3 for 
Blake. 
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Nash and Osborne played best for the Blake team while Wil
liams and Burns did the heavy work for the losers. 

Line-tip and summary: 

" U" High 9 Blake 22 
Burns ---------··················-····----····L. F ....... ............. ...................... Nash 
Williams ( C.) .......................... R. F ································-··· Osborne 
Blomberg ···········-··················---C- -----·--·······-····-·········-,········ Frost 
Canfield .....•.. -............................ L.G ..•............•.•..• ....,-... ·-~·-·- Owen 
Borglin ··-·····•·············-············-R.G ....... ····························- Sprague 

Field Goals-Williams 1, Canfiel(ii ' 1, Nash 5, Osborne 2, 
Owen 2, Sprague 2. Goals from Fouls: Williams 1 out of 4, 
Borglin 3 out of 3, Blomberg 1 out of 1, Osborne 0 out of 3, Owen 
0 out of 3. Substitutes, Vye for Canfield, Blomberg for Burns, 
Card for Owen, Gills for Sprague. Time of halves, 20 minutes. 
Referee : Mitchell, Minnesota Aggies. 

' S. P.A. TAMES "U", FIVE 

The St. Paul Academy basketeers met and defeated the Uni
versity High five by a 44 to 19 count. The game was played on 
February 11 at St. Paul Academy "Gym." The "U" High play
ers were in poor condition because of their hard game with Blake, 
the day before. Considering this fact they play~d a very good 
game, at times threatening S. P. A; for the lead. The game was 
fast and clean. The score at the end of the first half was 25 to 5 
for the Academy boys. In the second half the "U" High players 
found themselves and played the St. Paul players off their feet. 
During this half the spectators were brought to their feet sev
eral times by the sensational shots of the "U" players. 

Sharpe of the Academy was the high scorer of the game, 
counting ten times, from the floor. Burns was the high scorer 
from "U". He caged the ball three times. The guarding of 
Grunke of the Maroon and Gold five featured. 

Line-up and summary: 

"U" High 9 St. Paul Academy 44 
Williams (C.) .......................... L.F .......... -----········--············· Sharpe 
Blomberg ··-·················-·············R.F ............................... Milton (C.) 
Canfield ····-···--··-·············-----·----C· ·····················-···················· Reay 
Irons -·····---·-···············-·-···········L.G ... :: __________ _________________________ Clapp 
Burns -----··········-···············-········R· G ........ _ ................. -···········--· Richie 

Field Goals: Sharpe 10, Milton 5, Reay 4, Burns 3, Blom
berg 2, Vye 2, Clapp 1. Goals from Fouls: Williams 5 out of 
6, Milton 2 out of 6, Clapp 2 out of 2. Substitutes: Vye for 
Irons, Hughes for Blomberg, Blomberg for Hughes, Grunke for 
Vye, Birch for Milton, Butler for Richie. Time of quarters, 10 
minutes. Referee: Field. r 
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"U" BASKETEERS WIN ONE 

The "U" High quint defeated the fast Aggie Independent 
five, on the Farm School floor by a 20 to 12 score. The game was 
played on the evening of February 17. The first half was even 
all the way through, neither team being able to keep the lead. 
This half ended with the score knotted, 6 to 6. In the second half 
the Maroon and Gold five outplayed the Independent players and 
scored 14 points while the losers were able to get 6. During this 
half the "U" five used the short Wisconsin pass with much suc
cess. Canfield and Borglin starred for "U" High and Johnsen 
and Moline played well for the losers. 

Line-up and summary: 
"U" High 20 Aggie Independent 12 

Blomberg ... -...:-----·----···-·---·------L. F ........ ·--···--·············--...... Johnsen 
Canfield ------·--·--·--·---------·-·--·--R. F ·---·-·····-------·-···----· ·--·---...... Jewell 
Vye .......... ___ : __ :_:: ... ~~---·-·--------····C. .................................. Chistgan 
Williams ( C.) ·-····--------···--·····-L. G .............................•....... Evanson 
Borglin .......... ·--·----------------·-·-----R. G .......................... --·---········ Moline 

Field Goals: Blomberg 4, Vye 3, Borgh 1, Williams 2, John
sen 2, Christgan 2, Moline 1, Jewell 1. Time of halfs, 20 min
utes. Referee : Mitchell, Minnesota Aggies. 

GIRLS' ATHLETICS 

Teams are being organized for captain ball right now and 
consequently there have been no interscholastic games as yet. 
Some of the Juniors played a game of captain ball with the 
alumnae and were beaten by a score of 17 to 2, which looks rather 
bad for the Juniors' chance of winning the cup trus year. 

Teacher: "What figure of speech is "I love my teacher?" 
Pupil: "Sarcasm." 

-THE WORLD. 
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Alumni Notes 

Harry Hillstrom and Francis Colgiave, class of 1920, are 
on one of the Y. M. C. A. committees tO earn funds to send a 
representative down to South America. 

Helen Baldwin and Helen Jackson, elass of 1920, are now 
full-fledged Thetas as they have passed safely through their 
initiations. For several days, they were required to pass candy 
to all the other Thetas wherever they met them. If they in
dulged themselves, then they must wash the dog. Helen Bald
win had to wash it three times. They were also required to com
pose a poem each. We feel sorry for the Thetas for having 
to listen to them. 

Katherine Hall, class of 1920, has also passed through the 
throes of initiation into Gamma Phi Beta. 

Imagine Frank Moulton, class of 1920, dancing a classical 
dance called "Flowers of Spring." . Yes, Frank had to cast his 
dignity ( ?) to the winds and perform "gracefully" in his initia-
tion into Delta Upsilon. . 

Rosamond Tuve and Winnifred Hughes, class of 1920, are 
members of the Scribblers' Club and also of Le Cercle Francais. 

Henry Brack, class of 1920, has been chosen a member of the 
swimming team. 

Lillian Borreson and Winnifred Hughes, class of 1920, were 
chosen by the Student Volunteers of the Y. W. C. A. as delegates 
to St. Peter. The convention was held during the week-end of 
February 18, 19 and 20. 

Agnes Pierce and Harry Hillstrom, class of 1920, have been 
elected members of the University Symphony Orchestra. 

James Bohon, class of 1920, is on the advertising manag~
ment of the "Minnesota Daily" staff. 

Evan Saltzman, class of 1918, is working in the Minneapolis 
Federal Reserve Bank. 

Julia Briggs, class of 1918, is teaching school at Dickinson, 
North Dakota. 

Thomas Canfield, class of 1919, judged chickens at Orton
ville and at Tyler. He has also been elected a member of the 
Wing and Bow Club. 

I 
t 
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I 

&XCHANCG 
"Matoskan," White Bear Lake, Minnet:ota 

You are to be congratulated on your enlarged exchange de
partment. It is a great improvement io your paper. 

"The Tech," Technical High School, St. Cloud, Minnesota 
The outstanding fault of your paper is its brevity. Your 

literary section is good. Why not add an exchange department? 

At East High School a plan has been adopted whereby the 
desks are kept clean of waste paper. One · pupil in each row is 
appointed to inspect desks at the end of the hour. People with 
untidy desks must give an account to the principal. The plan 
sounds promising. 

It is interesting to know that a graduate of South High won 
the politeness prize and was one of the six girls to serve on the 
night reception committee during auto show week. 

The issue of the "Magnet,'' Owatonna, Minnesota, for Janu
ary 19, was the Freshman Issue. The entire paper was printed 
in green. This is an original and clever idea. 

Milachi High School is to be eongratulated on having won 
over North High in a debate on the subject of the "Open Shoo." 
The former school had the affirmative of "Resolved: That the 
open shop is .preferable." 

AS OTHERS SEE US 

"The Rah, Rah," Two Harbors, Minnesota. Enough said-
good. 

. . 
"N. H. S. News,'' Northwood, Iowa. 
One of the liveliest magazines on our exchangf· list. 

"Spectator,'' Duluth, Minnesota. 
We advise more jokes and feature articles. That poem on 

"Study Hall Dreams" is witty and true to life. It is the best 
poem of its kind we have yet read. 



36 THE CAMPUS BREEZE 

LES HASN'T FIGURED IT OUT Yl.'T 
A man came into Blomberg's store and asked for a pound 

of beans. Les weighed up a pound and handed the package to 
his customer. 

"Say," he said, "I think I'll exchange these beans for a loaf 
of bread instead. I'm sorry to inconvenience you, but I think 
I'll need the bread instead." 

Les took back the beans and gave him a loaf of bread in
stead. The man thanked him and started out of the store. 

"Wait a minute,'' called Les, "you haven't paid for that loaf 
of bread." 

"Well, I gave you the beans for it, didn't I?" answered his 
customer. 

"Yes, but you didn't pay for those, either," persisted Leslie. 
"Well," replied his customer as he turned to go out, "you've 

still got them, haven't you?" 

Comstock: "Are you taking English II?" 
J. Thompson: "No, I'm taking English also." 

Helen Barlow in her wi'ite-up on Girls' Athletics says: 
Teams are being organized for captain ball. The Juniors played 
a game with the alumni, and were beaten" 17 to 2. 

Mr. Tohill : "Why does a farmer farm?" 
Joules: "For the same reason that a teacher teaches." 
Mr. Tohill: "Not so!" 

Conspicuous in the files of the English office and evidently 
the property of the publications of University High School is a 
box marked "Annual Jokes." May we suggest-but why sug
gest it? Everybody knows they are! 

Mr. Vassar: "Why do we prune trees, Henry?" 
Mutt: "I suppose to kill the dead branches." 

Mugs: "Say, Helen, your translation today in French was 
very fluid." 
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