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Junior Receives High Distinction
This is the essay with which Raymond Pepinsky won first place
in the contest among St. Paul boys to select an aid-de-camp for Colonel Lindbergh during his stay in St. Paul.
WHY I ADMIRE LINDY
"L' etoile du Nord"
Had we searched forever, we could never have found a finer example of an American citizen than Lindy. Modest. intelligent, kind,
he won the hearts of the French, . to whom the very name of his
plane spelled " Friendship." He is the Messiah of Franco-American
relations, drawing the nations closer together in a few days than could
years of diplomacy.
Well in proportion to his character is what Lindy has accomplished for the advancement of aviation. His modesty is tinged with
a spirit of self-sacrifice. Rather than claim honors for himself. he
heaps his glory onto his plane and engine and instruments. He unpresumingly tries to make us forget his aeronautical ability. remonstrating that his great flight was not a test of his skill or daring, but
a supreme test of man's wings. As Holbrook said, "He has sold
aviation to the American public."
I admire Lindy for that noble spirit of self-sacrificing modesty,
kindness. and discernment. with which he won the admiration and
love of two continents. joining two nations in an indestructible bond
of fellowship, and showing the world the advanced status of aviation.
That is why I admire Lindy.
Raymond Pepinsky. better known as " Pep," our assistant literary
editor. has again proved his ability for his position. as the Como
Comet says, by this essay. Hundreds of St. Paul boys entered the
contest, sponsored by the St. Paul Daily News. Eleven boys were
chosen, ten as honorary guides for the Colonel, and the eleventh, who
wrote the best essay. was to be his personal aid. After working over
the material for almost two weeks, " Pep" final! y drew it up into a
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compact theme of exactly two hundred words, the maximum number allowed, and earned the verdict of the judges, that his essay was
the best.
As a reward for his work, Raymond was made personal aide-decamp for Lindbergh while he remained in St. Paul. He was given
a place of honor at the grand banquet at the St. Paul Hotel, and rode
in the car with the Colonel from Minneapolis to the St. Paul airport.

Lost Cabins
Romance murmurs a story that we all love to bear-not always
a love between a man and a woman-but very often an entirely different story. such as the one the "Lost Cabins" tries so hard to tell.
Some two hundred and forty miles to the north of our city lies
an island in the shape of a star, and this it ic .named. This island is
situated in Cass Lake, and is covered with virgin timber. mostly
white pine. After a mile and a half walk inland from the $0Uth
shore of the island one finds himself on the shores of a lake, a tiny little gem of sapphire blue set in green pines, absolutely untouched by
civilization, and said to be bottomless. This is just one of the beauties included in the sixteen-mile shore line of Star Island.
But it is of "Lost Cabins" we wish to hear. I hadn't been at Cass
Lake three minutes when I overhead a conversation about "Lost Cabins." Such a bit it was, I could only tingle all over with the romance
that the very name put into me. It was not until three days later that
I was able to work out a tiny portion of what and where these mysterious cabins were, and to get up a party and a guide to go to the
place.
We set out in a motor boat around to the west side of the island
where we landed near a forest of most beautiful white pines. The
path was narrow, and so great was my excitement that I walked on
ahead with eager eyes gazing to my left where I had been told the
cabins were. When we had hiked straight inland about two miles,
and my fever was somewhat abated, my eyes fell on a couple of logs
crossed at a 45 degree angle, apparently bordering one corner of a
small square. With a shout of joy the party was upon me.
We had found the first of the " Lost Cabins!" From there on we
wound in and out among the trees and underbrush at random. We
discovered all seven of the cabins, each one different, but all very ancient. There was a particularly large one that still had three heights
of rotting logs around all four sides, with one open space, which was
at one time, I suppose, the door. This was the only one that had a
dear outline. The rest were all very indistinct, many consisting of a
few logs on one side, but they were all quite close together. The
whole territory was now, of course, over-grown with trees and
shrubs. The most common size was a ten foot square. though, of
course, it was hard to tell, as some corners were lost.
Our party took council at last to discuss our ideas on the cabins.
and someone suggested we walk on to see if we could find the other
side of the island. A half mile walk brought us again to the shores
of Cass Lake, where we sat down.
·
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There we were. and behind us those cabins! When, by whom,
and why were these strange cabins built? The hand-made wooden
pegs with square ends that held the logs together caused them to be
estimated as a hundred years old. But why were they built so far inland, so far from any water supply whatsoever?
Who could have built these forest homes? The oldest Indian in
the Chippewa tribe of that vicinity knows nothing of them, and declares they were built by the white men. The white man has been
questioned. but he knows no more. "Lost Cabins" is appropriate ;
their history is lost forever. What romance they spell there in the
beautiful woods. on a large island in the center of an extensive, cruel
body of water, only comparatively recently settled by the white man!
Yes, there are plenty of stories--perhaps it was a logging camp, but
then, the timber has never been touched! Maybe trappers built them
for winter refuge. yet why so secluded and far inland? There is
another solution that convicts seeking to hide from the law, built
these far in from sight in dense woods on a lone island, and still
another theory is that Zachary Pike, famous American explorer, built
them on his travels.
No one knows. Their history sinks further into oblivion every
day. just as the logs themselves do. They are a mystery to all who
visit them. So far have they rotted, and so thick is the growth over
them that their age is quite apparent; but why their arrangement in a
sort of semi-circle. and the variety of size-particularly the large and
~mall ones? A series of pictures. romance, and adventure, flash before the eyes of every one, but most of all, a Minnesotan who has
found in his "Land of the Sky Blue Waters," a seat of lost romance.
ELEANOR EVENSON

Truth
There is probably a no more hashed-over story than "It seems
there were two Irishmen~tc., etc.," unless it is one about our dear
friend, the absent-minded professor. But has anyone present heard
lately of that rare and almost extinct species, the absent-minded student? Then hear ye:
The other day a dignified, calm. and extremely brilliant senior
rushed into the locker room at the end of second period, and urged on
by an undue appetite, shouted, "Where ya goin' to eat, kids?"
Without waiting for a reply, she tore out of the locker room with
her little purse under one arm. and rushed down the hall. despite the
protests of her classmates. Upon reaching the door, she discerned
that no one else seemed to be of the same mind, and finally concluded
that maybe it wasn't lunch time after all.
Still rather bewildered, she followed the thundering herd up the
stairs and drifted into the library. She stared around the room for
some fifteen minutes, and then suddenly woke up to the fact that she
was stranded in the wrong room. Now this behavior in a freshman
is somewhat excusable, but in a senior it is absolutely pathetic. What
is worse, to top the calamities of the day, she mislaid her notebook
in one of her absent-minded trances!
Moral: Eat a substantial breakfast.
By WXYZ.
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The South Wind
Up from the southland, daintily gowned in filmy mist,
Breath perfumed, garland crowned.
The South wind came.
She touched the earth with finger tips,
And let fall tears of grief for those
Who'd perished ' neath the North wind's evil breath ;
She grieved awhile and thenShe blew her breath of life upon the land that she
Passed o'er.
And life awoke. it stirred, it strove to raise its head.
The spears of grass took on a greener hue,
A deeper blue
Ti'nged the sky ; the while
A warmer, deeper rose,
Like a maiden's blush
Suffused the heavens,
Caught a moment thus before the triumphant march
Heralding the monarch of the universe.
On the South wind's bosom, and in the South wind's hair,
Now rising, now falling in billows,
Came the birds,
The multitudinous strings of that great harp played by Nature's
hands.
She played soft music, and their coming was like
A sweet c2: c:ss, and their songs
Were tears of joy - the joy an exile feels
On reaching home.
JUNE SHERIDAN.

Sunset Speculations
The stained clouds of the sunset,
Each molded like a rose,
Have pinned themselves on the bodice
Of the blue sky's evening clothes.
And I knew that the sun was pausing
Behind the fan of trees
To see the sky wear its armor
In such bouquets as these.
ANDREA KEIFER.
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Delusion
At the sound of footsteps Mary jumped up from the glowing
hearth and ran to the window to see her father. It was a ·cool fall
evening in the late fifties, and the darkness was just beginning to fall
on the little cabin standing alone on the edge of the woods.
"Ob daddy," she cried in delight as she ran to the window to
see how near he really was. "Oh!" Her voice had an unmistakable
tone of terror in it-like that which some wild thing might utter
when it found itself trapped in its hole. ·
Wildly she glanced abo.ut the room. seeing ·in ·an instant that
familiar hearth, the baby asleep in the cradle. her mother's spinning
wheel. and the little clock ticking ceaselessly on a rude shelf. Her
glance having made a circuit of the room again fell on the forms of
the two dusky Indians swiftly approaching-she wasn't afraid of
Indians, for they came almost daily-but pai,nted Indians! Quick as
a flash she sprang to the door and bolted it, and then as if to close it
more securely. she braced herself aginst it and waited. She could
hear them talking in low tones-and then they rapped-it wasn't
the usual friendly rap. but a stern one that sent fresh terror to her
heart. For a few seconds no sound was made on either side of the
door. all that Mary could hear was the tick-tock of the clock-and
then another rap--more terrifying . than the first. Pale and tense
she listened. bracing her small body against the door with all the
strength she could gather. Again she heard them talking in low
tones, and then a footstep or two. She ran to the window as quietly
as she could and peered out into the fast darkening afternoon to see
-nothing. so quickly had they vanished.
Trembling she returned to the hearth, but she couldn't play, she
was too frightened. In a few moments her mother came in froni
the barn........ ; ..•...•.•..•..•..••.•..•..............•..•
"It i.s getting dark. but I believe I'll have time to finish these fe~
rows of corn tonight. Still Julia will be worried if I come home so
late.". And thus arguing with himself Jim Peterson fell to · work
cutting the last rows of corn with fresh energy. . •...•.....•••..
· The kettle was merrily singing on the hearth, tpe . baby ~a~
awake and happily cooing, and Mary was helping in her small way
to get the supper ready, when the sound of horses' hoofs stopped her
mother in the midst of her work.
"Queer," she thought, "that there should be anyone coming
here this time of day, and on a horse too." "Sounds like more than
one.
A rap--this time a friendly one. She went to the door,
which was still latched, and asked, "Who is it?"
"Me-White Feather."
"What do you want, White Feather?"
"Wife's sick, wants you."
"Are you alone?''
"Sure," was his blithe retort.
Whereupon she opened the door, as she had often done before.
To gain entrance was all that they had wished, and in less than
ten minutes the mother with her two children was being carried away~
a captive, by a dozen savages.
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An hour later Jim Peterson, happy that he had finished that part
of the harvesting, came down the lane swinging his rough implements; a pioneer with great strength and skill. He was going home
after a hard days' labor to what?-to a pome that was nothing more
than a pile of smouldering ruins.
-Anonymous.

Al'Elimination
"Doctor Forsyth, it is awful. You cannot imagine what it
means for us to be in such a situation. Publicity, trials, - oh, it's
horrible! Can't you, won't you help me?''
It was a very, very uncommon happening that prompted Mrs.
David Hynes to seek outside aid in anything.
David Hynes, her dead husband, formerly the head of a gigantic
steel corporation, had left her a fortune, somewhere in the ten millions, enough, at least, so that she hardly needed to depend on the
outside world for help. However this was a very. very uncommon
happening, and that is why "her highness" had come to Ellmore Forsyth. "ultra-private," super-detective. the greatest psychological criminologist in America, probably the greatest in the world. Forsyth was
my cousin and pal. and consequently I worked with him in his big
cases.
The gist of the entire trouble was that the famous Hynes sapphire
had disappeared. David Hynes had spent an unthinkable fortune in
securing the sapphire as nuptial offering for his wife, and she valued
it as a keepsake more than all her possessions together. It was no
wonder that she was eager to regain it, at any cost, even at the cost
of her social prestige. .
"I'll give anything, doctor," she half sighed, half sobbed, "if you
would only get it back for me."
"Of course I will take up the case, Mrs. Hynes. and do my best
to solve it," Forsyth compromisingly declared. "But you must cooperate with ·me, and tell me everything you know about it. When
did you learn it was gone ? Has anything else been missing?"
"It disappeared three days ago at the reception I held at my home.
I had it before the reception, and afterwards it was gone. It was set
in a pendant on a thick gold chain. The pendant had been clipped
from the chain. I said nothing to my guests. in hopes that it had
simply caught on something and had been torn off. Yet it was not
found, and the severed link of the chain was sharp. as if it had
been cut off. I have the chain here to show you. If the others knew
that I have told you, they would not like it, but it is for their own
good. This is not the first time it has happened. The fact is, almost
everyone else in our set has lost some precious jewel, clipped off in
the same strange way, one jewel about every time there is a gathering.
We cannot stop wearing them. They are all too proud to say anything outside, so they keep quiet about it. I would not have said
anything either, but I know you will not say anything about it to
the newspapers, and then David--." She paused, biting back the
tears.
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"Yes, I know," cut in Forsyth. 'Tm glad you told me. I will
say nothing. But I must have a list of your friends, so that I can
start right. Also, can you tell me this: Did the others lose their
jewels during the reception, before, or after"
"That is what hurts. They all seem to think their stones were
taken during the receptions. It all points to the fact that there is
some thief among us. Think what the consequences would be if
that got into the papers. But I will leave that to you. I have the list
of those I asked to my reception here, and I checked these that were
not there."
"Fine. Just leave it, as well as the chain, with me, and I will
want you to notify me when your circle meets again, and where it
will be."
"I can tell you that now. Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot Eggleston are
holding an informal tea tomorrow at five o'clock, at their residence
in Elgrove Park."
"Yes, I know the place, but I certainly will have to work fast!
I will see you at your home tomorrow at three, and I promise developments. Goodbye."
"All right, doctor; good bye."
RAYMOND PEPINSKY

(To be Continued)

The Mysterious Hand
While at our camp last summer, I seemed very restless at night.
One especially dark night, I was more wakeful than usual. After
waking up four or five times, I decided to take a walk.
The darkness makes one timid, so when, in my night prowlings.
I saw a shadowy figure coming toward me, I hid behind a clump of
bushes. As the figure approached. I saw it was a woman. When
she was within speaking distance, she held out a roll of papers to me,
and said: "Take these papers! Take them! Hurry!"
I was so startled by this that it took me some time to collect my
thoughts. When I was able to speak. I asked, "What are the
papers?"
She hurriedly replied, "Never mind. but just take them." There
was a moment of silence, then she added. "If you won't take the papers. walk home with me."
I unconsciously took them and walked with her. When we
reached the house, I started to return the papers and leave, but she
insisted that I go in with her.
I went in, and was seated in a very comfortable living-room. As
soon as I was seated, the girl excused herself and left the room.
Left alone. I began to inspect my surroundings. I discovered a
very heavy drapery on the wall, and as I was looking at it, a hand
reached out from it, and a very mysterious voice whispered, "I want
my papers. Give me my papers!" This voice grew louder and louder,
until I thought that the folks in camp. two miles off. would hear it.
At every word the voice grew louder and louder. until I could not
imagine how it could continue doing so. Then suddenly- I woke
up!
MARGARET TALLMADGE.
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Mr. Butler's Guests
For two months I had been the only servant of Mr. Butler. a
resident of New York's finest apartments. Behind his quiet reserve
I felt certain that there was a man of real character. alive and
active, such as one would expect to find surrounded by admiring friends. But, strange to say. this was far from being the
case, for it was evident from the beginning that he was not acquainted
in the city, as he never had callers, and seldom went out. Stranger
still, he had received but three letters during the entire two months
of my employment. I certainly puzzled over the reason that a man
of his attractions and wealth should be so alone and without friends.
Even so, I felt a strong liking for him, and felt that nothing could
please me more than to be, besides a servant. a friend to him. During
his sojourn, Mr. Butler had not been idle ; on the contrary, he had
thrown his entire interest and enthusiasm into some wonderful pictures he was painting.
One day in the the early winter. he received another letter from
abroad, apparently in the same handwriting as the other three. This
letter seemed to worry him exceedingly. By this time my interest in
my friend, as I preferred to think of him, had grown so great that
with a rather sleuth-like feeling I determined to discover the seemingly inexplicable mystery which , to me, seemed to surround his seclusion.
That evening he told me that a gentleman and his servant were
coming to live with him in a short time, so I eagerly awaited developments. During the next two weeks Mr. Butler seemed to be doing
much serious thinking. Oh, how I wished he would take me into
his confidence !
Finally the gentleman, Mr. Sherman, and his servant, Thomas,
arrived. They seemed to be strangers to Mr. Butler, and as days
passed and they continued to have a nonchalant attitude toward each
other, I was much disappointed. having hoped Mr. Sherman would
turn out to be the friend Mr. Butler needed.
After they had lived with us for several weeks, I returned from an
afternoon out, to find Mr. Butler anxiously awaiting me. He led
me into his study and he said : " I am in a position where I do not
know what to do. You have shown your good judgment while in
my employ, and now I am going to put all confidence in you and ask
your advice." You can just imagine that this was one of the happiest
moments of my life, and the eagerness with which I waited for him
to continue. After a few moments, during which he thoughtfully
paced the room, he related to me this account:
" Before I came to New York, I was an art student in 'Europe.
After I had studied about a year, all the money left ,me by my parents,
was exhausted. I then rented a small studio, and set up .a business
for myself. Rent was high, and it was a "from hand to moudi"
existence.
" One day the daughter of the Duke of Wellesley came to mf
studio, having heard of my work from a friend, and wishing to see
some of it. She was much interested, and eventually we became quite
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well acquainted. At one time she insisted upon my painting her
portrait, which I did creditably well. I will show you the picture
later. After some time she invited me to her home. where I went
often after that. There I was made to feel at home by Margaret and
her mother. The Duke was seldom home.
"After I had known Margaret for some time, I wished to marry
her; the Duke. however, firmly forbade it on the grounds that his
daughter could never marry a poor working man, like myself.
"I have a sister who, after our parent's death, went to a school
outside of Paris. After spending a year at the school. she married a
certain Mr. Sherman, and they made their home in Paris.
I had
never met Sherman. About six weeks ago I received a letter from my
sister asking me to let him stay in my home. as he was in danger of
being suspected for murder! I answered 'yes.' and he and his servant
came here. Their conduct has been nothing out of the ordinary for
people living in seclusion.
"Today, when you were out. Sherman was also away. During
his absence I discovered Thomas tampering with some of Sherman's
papers. I stopped him, and locked him in the room until Sherman
returned. To my surprise, when he returned, he immediately released him, imploring his pardon.
"All of this ·seems very strange to me, but no more than the fact
that the first time that I saw Thomas, he looked familiar to me. I
can swear that I have never met him, and probably never seen him
before.
"I have studied and puzzled over these things for hours, but they
still remain an inexplicable mystery to me. I am in hopes that they
will be more evident to you."
I told him I would try to help him, then I. in my turn. paced
the floor, endeavoring to reason it out. Just then Mr. Butler brought
Margaret's picture to me. She was a beautiful young lady. and I
wasn't surprised that Mr. Butler loved her. I looked at the picture
sharply, and wondered suddenly if she did not resemble Thomas.
But that the daughter of a Duke should resemble a common servant
seemed so improbable that I said nothing about it to Mr. Butler. I
took the picture and placed it where Thomas would be sure to see it.
When he entered the room a little later, I watched him closely. He
stopped and looked at it with an incredulous expression, then turning to me, he casually asked who it was. I told him that he knew
far better than I did. and that it was not strange they looked so much
alike. It was a "hunch," but it took effect!
Just then our masters entered the room and put a stop to the conversation. Then I called Mr. Butler's attention to the resemblance
of Margaret and Thomas, and both Sherman and his servant acted ill
at ease.
Mr. Butler then turned to the man and said, very sharply, "I
let you into my home for my sister's sake. I do not know but that
I am shielding a criminal. That your servant should resemble the
daughter of a duke and have access to your private papers looks peculiar enough to me, and I find it necessary to ask for an explanation."
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To my surprise, Thomas answered. He said: "I think I am the
one who can explain it to you. I am Richard Wellesley. Margaret's
brother. About three years ago, I ran away from home with several
of my chums. Upon my return, my father told me I could not
remain under his roof, so I left home and took the name of Sherman.
While in France, I married your sister. A short time afterwards, my
father was murdered, and although in France, I was afraid I might be
suspected because of the trouble I had with my father. I therefore
came here. To make myself more safe my servant and I changed
places." Mr. Butler then explained, as he had to me, adding that he
was no longer a poor man, having sold a number of his pictures for
large sums of money.
Just the next day Thomas, or rather Richard Wellesley, received
a letter from his wife saying that the murderer of the Duke had been
found. Shortly after this the three gentlemen sailed for France.
After a few weeks I received a letter from Mr. Butler in which he
said, ··we arrived in Paris, where we met my sister, whom it gives me
much pleasure to see. From there we went to England to the Wellesley's home. Margaret and her mother were overjoyed to see Richard.
My sister and Margaret have become good friends, and Margaret and
I expect to be married in the spring."
Helen Webster, '29

The Ten Millionth Made Him a Millionaire
Gordon Marmont stood cranking his flivver. He was in a great
hurry, and his engine wouldn't respond, as usual.
"Just in time to catch the 8:45," he muttered, after seeing the
futility of trying to make the ten millionth go.
Grabbing his hat, which had been laid aside in the struggle, he
raced madly down the street in the direction of the station. He arrived just as the train was pulling out, but he managed to hop on.
His only choice was the parlor car, as the train was extremely crowded. Usually he took the smoker, because it was fifteen cents cheaper,
and. too, he was afraid to associate with termed "Big Men." Gordon
was by nature a worm, a man cursed with an exaggerated inferiority
complex. He was a broker agent, and it was his life-long ambition
to be a man with a "tip" as to what was a likely buy.
Entering the car, he nodded timidly to several business acquaintances. He was preparing to sit down in a far corner of the car, when
Cyrus T. Field, the wealthy steel magnate, motioned him to a seat
beside him. After politely inquiring about his health and home life,
Field drifted into stocks and bonds. Gordon soliloquised about a certain nice Miss Jones, while Field talked about the sure offer of a fortune to the man who bought Murphy's Concrete at a margin.
On leaving the train, Gordon took Field's advise, and spent one
year's savings on his big tip. Now he has a million and a real ring
for Miss Jones.
·
·
AL KILLEEN.
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Our Librarian Speaks
The axiom "First impressions are always best" is as false as many
other antiquated rules of life. My impression of U . H. S. that first
week was one of noise, confusion, and queer names. Everyone
wanted to wander around ; everybody wanted to talk to everybody
else- all at the same time. And to me everybody looked alike. I
could hardly distinguish between Hugo Knoefel and Ted Christianson.
But now, students of U. H. S., things are beginning to straighten
themselves out. You are taking on individuality. and my impressions
are organizing themselves, and I'll soon have the sheep separated from
the goats in my mental file.
And my later impressions are much better than my first. I'd
rather know you as individuals than as a mob. I shall want to feel,
when we know each other better, that we can cooperate for the best
welfare of all of us. I'm going to like you, I know, and I hope I'll
have to do nothing to make you dislike me.
With Mr. Boardman's friendly interest in both faculty and students we should all have a very pleasant year together.
Minnesota is a state of many wonders, and we here on the University Campus are situated in the center of them. We have access
to the buildings, the libraries, and the personalities of the University
itself; we may enjoy the beauties of nature which is at its best in a
Minnesota fall ; and according to Mr. Boardman himself we have
some of the loveliest girls and finest fellows in the world right here
in U. H. S. But, to close with an axiom that every library and study
room teacher believes is true, " Handsome is as handsome does." May
you all be beauties this year!
RUTH ANN CONDON.
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Chattanooga, etc.
On Thursday afternoon, when the editor of The Campus Breeze
approached me with a request to say something in The Breeze about
my summer trip, I was flattered into immediate compliance. "What
did I ..see and do in Chattanooga?" was her interrogation. Editors
are continually in an interrogative frame of mind.
"Well." I asked myself after the first flush of enthusiasm at being
in a fair way to become a notoriety had died away, " What did I do
in Chattanooga ? The answer, I am sure, will mean a perfect A
grade. I saw Mr. W. W. Patterson, and Lookout Mountain! We
even had our pictures taken on Lookout Point. This picture looks
like the song. " There's a Long, Long Trail A-winding," and may be
seen any day in my office for a penny, the proceeds to be used for
my next visit to Lookout. The picture inspires you with the feeling
that is usually known as " sitting on top of the world."
"Now about these mountains : you can find them sitting about
almost anywhere in the suburbs of Chattanooga. I scraped a bowing
acquaintance with most of them, took dinner with Signal Mountain
one moonlit evening, and made various calls on L'ookout. Missionary Ridge and Cameron Hill were very friendly, and though it was
clearly their duty to call on me first, it resolved itself into a case of
Mohammet going to the mountain.
"From the top of Lookout you can see into six states, that is, if
you are married ; namely, the states of Kentucky, Tennessee, Alabama,
Georgia, West Virginia, and the state of matrimony.
There are many beautiful spots on Lookout. One of these is
Fairyland, now under the spell of magic and a land boom. After
walking about two miles we entered the state of Georgia, and arrived
at the gate of Little Red Riding Hood. We went down Peter Pan
Road, Aladdin Street, Mother Hubbard's Lane, and so on, till we
reached Rock City. Here are acres of large flat rocks, with huge rocks
piled underneath, among which you can play hide and seek. There
were great crevasses in some of them, which enabled you to see deep
down if you didn't get intoxicated from looking. I didn' t like to
jump over these crevasses, for I had to close my eyes to do so, and if
W . W. had not succeeded in catching me each time, you would not
now be reading this plain tale from the hills.
To my mind and memory the most beautiful spot of all is Sunset Rock, on the West Brow Road. After climbing about all morning on the hills and rocks, and hiking four miles to Rock City and
back, I was in no mood for continued investigation of Lookout
Views. However, an over-optimistic street car conductor persuaded
us that Sunset Rock was only a ten minute hike from the next !1top,
and so "the native hue of resolution was sicklied o'er with the pale
cast of a second reflection," and I consented to the excursion much to
my immediate regret. The conductor must have worn mile boots.
However, when we arrived I forgot all about being tired. The sun
had already set as I descended the impressive long flight of stone steps
leading down to a formidable assembly of rocks on the topmost one
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of which W. W. already sat, looking as much a part of the landscape
as if Eternity herself had placed him there.

In hushed twilight beauty lay range upon range of shadowy
hills. blue mists and purple veils of distance obscured the far reaches
of the valley below until the gathering shadows blotted it from view.
It was eight o'clock when we finally reached the elevated and
descended almost vertically from a starry firmament above into a
starry meadow below. Later we visited the rock again en familie
and actually saw the sun set.
The following is one of the after-dinner stories which I rehearsed
many a time and oft before my patient and amused brother-in-law in
order to learn the famous Tennessee mountain dialect.
"Whar you gwan, Lize ?"
'Ts gwan nowhar; I'se done bin whar I's gwan!"
I often feel sorry that I've done been whar I'se gwan; for I
should certainly like to taste again of deservedly famous Southern
hospitality. enjoy the wonder auto trips up the mountains, and listen
to the songs of the katydids. If Miss Schwend will have the chorus
practice a few katydid melodies, I'll sit on the doorstep and listen till
bedtime. Every flower and leaf in those Tennessee woods was being
serenaded nightly by some admiring katydid, and the world was resonant with song.
Now, Mistress Editor, to sum up, as good little pedagogues must:
I saw Mr. W. W. Patterson and other charming relatives. heard the
katydids, and in passing noticed Lookout Mountain. I had a Tennessee Mountain bob, and had my picture taken. You see, I spent
a most satisfying and delightful summer, such as man has been looking for ever since he emigrated from the Garden of Eden.
SOPHIA HUSMAN PATTERSON.

What One Should Expect to Get from His Four Years in High
School:
1. Compacity and understanding of work and a foundation for
the future.
2.

Development of character.

3.

Ideals of beauty, taste, ambition, as well as ideals in people.

4.

Gaining of self-knowledge.

5.

Broadening of social vision.

6.

Knowledge of retaining health.

7.

An insight into friendship.
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"Harmer John"-Hugh Walpole
"Hugh Walpole," the author of the "Cathedral," has given us
another of his delightful stories. "Harmer John." This book. while
its plot is not exciting. is dramatic in its simple directness. The hero,
Harmer John. comes in 1906 to a small town as gymnastic instructor. He is sincere in his endeavor to create around him his ideal.
beauty. To quote him, "That was the first duty of man, to keep
your body fit. Beyond that was the beauty of the outside things-n lture, pictures. music, houses, and streets. But beyond and extending these was the third beauty-rhe beauty of conduct. And the
third word of beauty led to God."
In spite of his being a foreigner. the townspeople received him
very happily, because he gave them a new hobby, physical education.
He himself was strong. healthy, big, and handsome ; they wanted tc
be like him.
But he was not satisfied with this first type of beauty and told
the townspeople so frankly. He wanted to find kindred spirits to
help him improve the town ; build statues, beautiful streets, fountains, and especially, wipe out the slum district. His aim was not to
change people but to band together people of his views.
The people, however, did not understand him, and thought him
interefering and criticising their town of which, in many respects,
they were justly proud. He made many enemies in his earnest attempts to improve the unspeakable conditions of the slum district.
As his enemies' power increased, his business fell off; the girl he loved
sided against him ; and he finally died in a riot in that section stirred
up by his enemies.
His violent death evidently was what was needed to awaken the
town to the numerous improvements necessary, for in later years
many of his dreams came true.
This book makes us realize what a long way this world has to
go before we recognize perfect idealism.
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Westward Ho!
Toot! Toot! shrieked the train whistle. "Hurrah, we're off!"
someone shouted, as everybody poked suitcases here and there, occasionally colliding with those across the aisle who were going through
the same maneuvers.
We settled down and watched the scenery fly by. although to
me it seemed as though we flew by the scenery. Anyway, whether
we or the scenery did the passing. the old man passed till 'twas time
for "le dejeuner." So. when the waiter stalked through the car calling
"First call for dinner," we were ready for that auspicious occasion.
We made our way to the diner with difficulty, as it was "shaky"
business.
The most important event at lunch was learning how to calculate one's aim when attempting to eat pea soup. Now, I had always
reckoned that liquids were to be drunk (not intoxicatin') but I'd
been taught to put soup on a spoon and siphon it in (not noisily,
though, like these professional soup strainers). so I began to commence to start to eat the soup. Now, eating soup on the train is different than on "terra firma," and I soon found out the following
formula: pick up your spoon boldly and take a deep breath while
filling it (your spoon, not your breath) with soup. Try to calculate which way the train will next lurch and then aim your spoon
in the opposite direction. Then as the train luches, open your mouth
and the soup will fly violently in, providing "right" isn't "wrong."
as the time when one of my spoonsful 6.ew over my left shoulder.
Unlike a horseshoe in the same position, it unluckily decorated the
waiter's white jacket.
After dinner we drank in the moon from the black packform. or
do they call it the black patform? Anyway. it was the east end of
a west-bound train. The moonlight on the fast disappearing tracks
was fascinating. Returning to our car was difficult, for when we'd
go to put a foot down on a certain spot that particular location would
be "somewhere else."
Nothing serious happened before retiring, except while undressing
in one of those "spacious" berths, I unexpectedly poked one of my
feet through the curtain and tackled the porter's shin, causing his
chin to "touchdown" on the 6.oor. Score for me. (Lindbergh would
say "we.")
By ten we were sleepy. so we joined the Holy Roller society. To
do this one must carefully balance on one side, and as the train
lurches. without contemplation of either murder or suicide, roll over
onto your other side. After one night of this your weight will have
been "reduced" or you'll diet the attempt.
Next day I bad become quite proficient in aiming food at its prospective destination and walking from car to car was "more to the
point."
·
RuTH McMAHON.
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The reason that most of us give for appearing at an institution
of learning, is to prepare ourselves for a future career-not always
for a career but at least for the future. With this end in mind we
choose a course that friends and teachers have advised as the best for
that special occupation which is a kind of cloudy vision of the Holy
Grail. Generally, that is as far as our discerning goes. Granted that
French. and history, and physics, and English will help make us lawyers, and teachers, and business men and women, how does school
actually aid us in acquiring a foundation for our future other than
the few grains of knowledge that we have scratched up with an inquiring foot and which we will retain when we are shooed into the
next garden for another four years ? This article and the ones to
follow are one student's conception of the benefit to be derived here
in high school, not only in achieving a business and social success, but
in winning for oneself happiness, culture, and self-satisfaction.
Whatever plans we have for the future, we know that it will
take work and effort to carry them out. Work will increase in proportion as the ambitions of a person increase, and ambition is progress. Our years at high school can teach us an understanding and capacity for work that will be invaluable in later years. School work
is relatively the same as life work provided it is accompanied by conscientiousness.
By learning the theory of work, we will no longer doubt our
capability to assume responsibility. We must learn to systematize
our efforts, efficiency-that threadbare word! Yet we can obtain
this training in high school.
Concentration is surely an asset for those lucky individuals who
possess its secret, for there is a knack to it as well as all the other
things we do. The power to converse deeply and intelligently with
our thoughts and evolve a decision in a moment when all is confusion
about us, will carry us to the top some day. The foundation can be
laid here in high school if we would but recognize it.
Then there is the training of one's memory-the ability to isolate
those facts which are important enough to be remembered. Is there
any occupation where a keen memory is not needed?
But these advantages of school life will not come voluntarily to
us nor will they come half way. We must go the entire distance to
meet them.

The publication of a school has been called the oracle of the student body by historians, the barometer of school spirit by scientists,
the graph of school achievement by mathematicians, but to the students of the University High School it is merely the " Breeze."
It would be a great responsibility to save another Athens, a great
task to establish a weather bureau, but it is a far more important job
to keep "The Campus Breeze," the " Breeze" to you. Nicknames are
signs of affection.
That is our problem, crudely stated perhaps, but nevertheless sincere. We have former high standards to follow, but it is your evaluation that counts. If, as a mouth-piece or a scientificial instrument we
are incompetent, we hope this paper will always be the " Breeze" to
you.
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Cliques
Of late years there has been a very regretable tendency at U High,
a tendency, which if carried to its ultimate end would result in certain disaster to the social life of the school. The purpose of any
school gathering. be it sunlite, "hoofing party," or the J. S., is to
promote good-fellowship between school-mates. This aim is interfered with by the presence of bands of students ranging in size from
four or five members to a dozen or more, coldly aloof to those whom
they consider inferior to them. Just one of these cliques is sufficient
to dampen the enthusiasm of a school party, for instead of a single
unit, there exist two or more, each contemptuous of the other, which
naturally gives rise to ill-feeling resulting in loss of school spirit and
good-fellowship.
Last year the evil was less malignant than usual, and we hope
that this year, good sense and a general desire to better the social life
of the school will result in its total absence.

Ambition
Out of the dreary mass of innumerable details that we constantly
face, there are a few outstanding things that make life not only endurable, but pleasant and worthwhile. One of these redeeming features of existence is ambition. One might say that the worth of a
man can be measured by the numbrr and the greatness of the ambitions he has and is striving to fulfill. What insipid lives we should
all lead were it not for the many goals we are trying to reach! And
how much more interesting and lively would we find them if we had
more and higher ambition than we have, or tried harder to carry out
our plans than we do!
In the fall, with a whole year of varied activity ahead, there are
many fields in which to extend our efforts. Scholarship, athletics,
and a host of extracurricular activities give the U Highite many opportunities. Pick out whatever you're most interested in, and go in
for it hard. Honest effort in any field deserves more credit than halfserious fooling in a dozen things. So make up your mind to accomplish something and then set about it in earnest. Whatever you do,
do it!
Teacher: "What's the formula for water?"
Hugo: "H-i-j-k-1-m-n-o-"
Teacher: "Where did you get that idea?"
Hugo: "H to O."

* * * *

Miss G.: "Why don't you answer me?"
Don Oas: "I did shake my head."
Miss G.: "Do you expect me to hear it rattle up here?''

* * * *

"Hod" Oas: "I thought that you could keep a secret?"
Helen B.: "I kept it a week. What do you think I am ?-a cold
storage plant?"
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Seniors
Giddap, U High . . Do not fear, for the reins are in the hands of
the able SENIORS who will guide you through a year of continuous
success.
Soccer and football have started out with a bang, and the Seniors are confident of stars on both teams. The boys who will be
counted most on to win the Lake District Championship are : Lonnie
Vrooman, Capt .• Hugo Knoefel. Lard Coffee, Biff Carlson, Art Hanson, Fritz Ramer, Steve Barlow. Tom Ford, Bob Williams. Doug
Erskine, Spud Tucker, and others.

N ews of Lost Members
Isabelle Sweet has returned from Danbury, Wisconsin. and is attending St. Paul Central. We extend to her in her new surroundings
our best wishes.
Betty Ruggles is also attending Central and seems to like it very
much altho' she misses her friends here.
Ruth McClintock. whom we lost last year because she lacked
time to study her music, is progressing unusually well with her cello
playing. We miss Ruth, but are glad she is doing well.
So. capable and alert. we. the Seniors, are ready to steer U High
thru the coming year and to help keep up the school spirit and school
standards.
All ready·? All right, GIDDAP.

Juniors
"Begin right," is the motto of the first girl president in U . High.
And the Juniors are beginning right. Although we have had no
class meetings, we seem to have accomplished a great deal already.
Of course, this is our year for work and accomplishment. since
we must carry more extra curriculars than before and must prepare
for more social activities than any other class.
'
Our first duty was for the Big Sisters to entertain the freshman
girls at a tea party. This annual affair was managed very well and
was wholly successful as far as getting acquainted was concerned .
Another fruit of our labors is the Junior Newsance the first issue
of which appeared Thursday, September 29. The Newsance is published by the English classes that are studying journalism. Although
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it is a different sort of paper, it will surely be an improvement on The
Freshman Evergreen that was such a success two years ago.
Come on, Juniors, we'll keep on right!

Sophomores
We're glad to know that the Sophomores have increased in number. Everyone was glad to receive the new ones, and we want them
to feel at home, as newcomers should.
The girls certainly showed that they weren't pikers at the first
play hour. Nearly everyone was out, and the next time we want
everyone to be there. We started out with the largest attendance
and we want it to continue that way all through the coming year.
A lively game of soccer was waged, with the Juniors and Seniors
standing the Sophomores, but no score was made by either side.
As for the boys, several have been trying out for football, and
we hope that our class will be represented on the team.
Nothing has been decided as yet concerning parties or teas, but that
will all be planned as soon as our class •gets together in a meeting.
Last year we made quite a good showing on the honor roll. This
year we're determined to improve it.

Freshman
Well ! Well ! Here we are, a brand new bunch of innocent little Freshmen, just beginning our careers at U High. Naturally, we
were sort of green at first, but after the initial nine days or so, we got
our eyes open and began to take notice. We have already learned
that, since the hall clock is out of order. it offers an excellent excuse
for being late to classes, and that the next best excuse is that we, being
new in the vicinity, cannot find our way to the right classroom. In
fact, we've learned so many things that we already feel we're quite
an important part of U High. Anyway, we certainly seem to be
one thing (as all Freshmen are) , a laughing stock for the somewhat more dignified Juniors and Seniors, and that, when you come to
think of it, is a good deal.

The Girls' U Club
The athletic organization for girls, the Girls' "U" Club, has a
year of great development before it.
Before this time, a girl could receive more than one letter a year,
and orthopedics could take no part in the club. A girl already having
her letters had nothing further to work for, and places on teams were
taken from others needing the points. Hence, the point system is
being revised.
A committee is working on this so as to have it complete by the
second quarter. More outdoor activities are to be listed for points,
thereby dropping the so-called Outing Club. Hygiene will be stressed
more, and points for scholarship dropped, making it necessary to have
a provision that a girl have a set average before admittance.
Freshmen girls are urged and invited to earn points and join the
club. Until further information is given, any girl wishing to start
working may go to play hour, take a daily bath, and keep track of
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any horseback riding, golf, or other sports which she has taken par~
in to earn points.
The club is to further the interest in sports. improve the health
of the girls and create good sportsmanship. Dinner meetings are held
the third Tuesday of every month. Social activities include house
parties, hikes. and pow-wows.

Acme
A school society, to be desirable, must first define its objectives,
and then make these objectives the expression of some need in school
life. Acme has felt a necessity for its existence since:- first. as an
athletic organization; then as a scholastic institution; but last year it
extended its purpose to include, as well as both these requirements,
one which is extremely important to the betterment of a school that of leadership and service to the school.
A well balanced school career unquestionably results in more
satisfactory development in a student's character. studies, and health.
The mental attitude of a student has more to do with his scholastic
success than is generally admitted; for instance, revolt or indifference.
Congenial diversions as those of dramatics, athletics, publications. or
music, affect a student's standing as well as his reputation. This is
true only if it is not carried to extremes.
Acme. then, represents an organization devoted to the advance
of the school in any manner in which it is able to help, made up of
those who have indirectly aided their school by an all-around school
life in athletics and scholarship. have shown ability in leading others,
and have done their share in the organizations before mentioned.
Perhaps Acme's best service to the school is merely its existence
as an ideal for the prospective members - the underclassmen. The
rules for aspirants are simple "Be earnest. Be fair. Be courteous. Be ambitious."

The Girl's Club
Although the school in general does not hear much about the
Girl's Council. it is one of the more important organizations. The
council members, except the freshmen, are elected in June so that there
will be no delaying starting the fall work.
Before the opening of school. the Big Sister and Club Room committees are already at work, the club room is in order, and every
freshman girl knows who to look to for the first day. Then preparations are made for the Big Sister tea, and the council has started its
yearly routine of entertainments and the carrying out of other projects.
The following alumnae of "U" High have been recently pledged
to various sororities in the Universitv:
Janet Lieb, '25. to Alpha Chi Omega.
Rhoda Pierce, '27, to Alpha Gamma Delta.
Alice Kelm. Lucile Preston, and Madge Strickler, all from the
class of '27, to Delta Zeta.
Dorothy Arny, '25, Jeane Balcome. '25, Luree Cheyney, '27,
Virginia Fher, '27, and Nancy Staples, '27, to Kappa Delta.

24

THE CAMPUS

BREEZE

U High Grid Team Dons Moleskins
Seven Letter Men Report for First Practice (At First Call)
Outlook Good For Coach Peterson
Again: on the river flats may be heard the dull thud of the punted
"pigskin" or the scraping, swishing sound of the impact of human
bodies as U high prepares for its gridiron adversaries.
Captain Vrooman led his huskies in a first day's practice which
revealed many capable players to fill the vacancies left by graduation.
Captain Vrooman will hold the pivot position, while in all probability Knoefel and Coffey will play the tackle positions, both boys
being veterans. Rieck and Hanson are probabilities at guards although Barlow should be given a great deal of consideration. Tucker
and Carlson have been transferred from the backfield to the ends.
both ends ba,·ing been left vacant by the graduation of Drake and
Rasmussen, who were competent players. We should have a very
strong line this year.
The backfield is good, but there are no stellar players ; however,
the work of Doug Erskine is highly commendable. Torn Sherman,
Jack Erskine, and Tom Ford compose the rest of the backfield. There
is a pony backfield which consists of Dan Grates, Don Perry, and
some freshman and sophomore talent. As this year's team is composed almost entirely of seniors, it is very important that all freshmen. sophomores, and juniors come out.
U High has a very hard schedule this year. On October 8
the team will journey to Winona to battle the strong team of the
Winona High School. This team has a fine record having only been
beaten once in two years. At that time. however, they were beaten
by Rochester, 108 to 0. Nex: we fight St. Louis Park on our own
field ; Mound. also, is here. Mound is very desirous of our scalps
because we beat her 7 to 6 last year. Wayzata will be played there.
and the Lake District Champion, Excelsior, will battle us on her own
field. The last two dates are open. but we hope to get gc>mes for all
of the dates.
0
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U High Wins Opener
The U High foothall team opened the season with a I 3 to 0
win over Hopkins. The team started off as if they were going to
crush their opponents, but they wilted in the second half and failed
to score.
Early in the first period on a delayed buck. Sherman went
through center for about 35 yards to put the ball in scoring position.
He went over for a touchdown a few minutes later. Vrooman
missed in his try for point, and the score was 6 to 0. In the second
period, a series of off tackle smashes, and line plunges were culminated
by Sherman plunging over for another touchdown. Ford passed to
Perry for the extra point and the score was 13 to 0.
The second half, however, was a different story. Miller, the
speedy Hopkins full, made several nice gains, and Hopkins completed
a couple of passes which put them in a scoring position, but "U"
High held and they failed to score.
Doug Erskine and Spud Tucker watched the game from the sideTucker will be back for the Winona game, but it is still
lines.
doubtful whether Erskine will play again this year or not.
The team showed up well on the offense, but they need considerable brushing up on defensive tactics before they tackle Winona.
U HIGH
Position
HOPKINS
Carlson
L. E.
Allen
L.T.
Stodola
Knoefel
L.G.
Hawlish
Rieck
Vrooman (C)
C.
Hoy
Hanson
R.G.
Envil
Coffey
R.T.
Olsen
Kingery
R.E.
Schutz
Ford
Q .B.
Hamilton (C)
Perry
L.H.B.
Swatosch
J. Erskine
R.H.B.
Klinkhammer
.....,... Sherman
F.B.
Miller
2nd
3rd
4th Final
1st
'~U" High _____ 6
7
0
0
13
Hopkins ___._______ o
O
O
O
0

Girls' Athletics
Kick it, Reinardy! That a girl, Helen! This and many other
exclamations are heard from the girls in soccer practice. This soccer
season lasts six weeks with the last two weeks devoted to playing off
the tournament.
This year theN are more girls thap. ever at play hour. We are
pleased with the large number of freshmen girls that have turned
out, and we hope that even more will be out before the season's over.
Miss Bockstruck and a committee composed of some of the members of the U Club are working on a new joint system. This plan
is to have each girl combine the points won in her classes with the
points won for her U. That way every single girl will be working
towards the U Club and ~elping her class by winning points for it.
We feel that this plan will benefit both the U Club and the members
of the classes.
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Exchange
Many of our last year's exchanges have not been started again this
fall. probably because "The Breeze" hasn't been sent to any high
school yet. But we have started with one paper we didn't have last
year, "The Hour Glass," of Denham Hall, St. Paul. This magazine seemed to be the school paper and annual combined.
The following are the exchange papers we have been receiving
last year and this:
"School Breeze," Renville High of Renville. Minnesota.
''Polaris Weeki y, '' North High, Minneapo'lis.
"The Breeze," Chisago High School. Chisago, Minnesota.
"West High Weekly," West High. Minneapolis.
"The Judge." Marshall High. Minneapolis.
"Milachi," Milaca High. Milaca, Minnesota.
"Central High Times," Central High. St. Paul.
"Denfield Criterian." Denfield High. Duluth.
"Austin Sentinel." Central High. Austin. Minnesota.
"Washburn Grist," Washburn High. Minneapolis.
"The Spectator." Duluth Central High. Duluth.
"Hour Glass," Derham Hall, St. Paul.
"Wadleigh Owl." Wadleigh High. New York City.
"Humboldt Life," Humboldt High. St. Paul.
"Wadleigh Observer," Wadleigh High. New York City.
"The Record," Wheeling High, Wheeling, W. Va.
"Al-Hi-Nuz," Alexandria High, Alexandria, Minnesota.
"The Tech," Technical High, St. Cloud, Minn.
"Roosevelt Standard," Roosevelt High. Minneapolis.
"Okatnam.'' Mankato High. Mankato, Minnesota.
We have a good many exchanges for such a small school as "U"
High, but we hope to have even more for this next year.

* * * *

Jane Wms.: "I hear that your brother has quite a social standing."
Jean Tucker: "Yes, he has club feet."
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Alumni
During Freshman Week at the University of Minnesota, many
old ."U'.' High grads had their names mentioned in the receiving line.
James Perkins. '23, was ori the Welcome Committee for freshmen at
the Sept:· 29th convocation. Dorothy Merritt, "24. was chairman
of the tea given in Shevlin Hall. Katherine Kelley, '24, was on the
"Get Acquainted" committee for the freshmen while Louise Leland.
'24, assisted at booths during the week.
Carl Litzenberg, ' 23, is helping to plan this year's Home Coming
at the University. ,
Of those on committees for teas and dinners for rushing we recognize Evangeline Nary, '25 , Helen Struble, '26. and Eileen Slattery.
'26, for Alpha Omicron Pi : and Irene Couper, '25 . for the Kappa
Deltas.
Samuel B. Kirkwood, ' 24: will enter the medical college of Harvard this year.
Betty Youn. ' 25. is attending the Northwestern College in
Chicago.
About our last year's friends, the seniors, the following information has been gathered :
Helen Wold, Katherine Preston, Florence Lamberton, and Margaret Mull have entered Milwaukee Downer.
Robert Gould is attending St. John's University in Wisconsin.
Alice Riley is at Cornell University in Iowa.
This year. Carleton College has claimed Harlow Gieske, Josephine Ulrich, and Ellen Oren.
Margaret Payne and Winifred Washburn are busy at Hamline.
Robert De Vinney is in Montana working as a surveyor for the
Northern Pacific Railway.
Doris Rockwell is working until December when she will leave
for California to enter the University there.

Special News
Charlotte Wells. '26. and Wallace Boss, ' 23, are engaged to be
·
married. The date has not been stated.
Helen Riley, '25. and Franklin Rarig, '25·, were married in October. 1926. in Hastings, Minnesota.
•
Prudence Grobe. '26. and Maurice Lewis of St. Paul were married
in August, 1927. They have made St. Paul their home.
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"ODE TO A FRESHMAN"
The boy stood on the burning deck;
So far as we could l~arnStood there in perfect safety;
He was too green to burn.

* * *

*

* * *

*

* * *

*

* * *

•

~

Mr. Stokes: "What is a circle?"
Albertine: "A round straight line with a hole in the middle."
Teacher: "What are the principal parts of eat?"
Jean Short: "Eat, ate, eaten."
Teacher: "Regular or irregular?"
Jean: "Regular, with me."
Raymond P., "I have never said an insulting word about a
Scotchman, ignorant, bigoted and inconceivably narrow-minded
though he may be."
Fred: "Did you say her legs were without equal?"
Gil: "No, I said they knew no parallel."

• * * •
AT FOOTBALL PRACTICE
Lonny: "If there are any Dumb-bells on this bench. let 'em stand
up." After a hesitation a frosh stood up.
"So you consider yourself a dumb-bell. do you?"
Frosh: "No, but I hate to see you standing all by yourself."

* * * *

Mark Van D.: (earnestly) "Now, what would you do if you
were in my shoes?"
Gordy: "Get a shine."

* * * •
IN SOCK SCIENCE
"Doc" Tohill: "If an empty barrel weighs ten pounds what can
you fill it with to make it weigh seven?"
Miles: "Fill it with holes."
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Dealer: "So you don't like this butter?"
Mutt: "No, it's not what it's crocked up to be."

* * * *

Street Car Passenger, "Charge for children?"
Conductor, "Not under six."
Passenger, "Well, I only have five."

* * * *

Dry Agent: "I swear that Deacon Jones has a stock of home
brew in his cellar."
Bystander: "Jones? Impossible!"
Agent: "Then why are the flies buzzin' out of his cellar window·
backward and in circles."

* * * *

Billy Charlton: "What are you drawing?"
Eleneta: "A dog."
Billy: "Where's the tail ?"
Elly: "Oh, that's still in the bottle."

* * * *
No Cents
Now fokes, I jist got a little romantic story to tell ya. To youse
it may sound like a fruit cocktail or a vegetable salad, but listen once
to me.
TOM ATOS met BAN ANA while picking STRAW BERRIES near the hay stack. She was a PEACH although he was a
PRUNE, but they made an adorable PEAR.
BAN ANA raised her CHERRY lips to his and said, "Oh,
RASPBERRIES. we CANTELOUPE. What to do?"
TOMATO shook his ORANGE hair ferociously and said, "Sour
GRAPES. I don't give a FIG for what we shouldn't do, LETTUCE
do it." And they did.
They went on a camping trip, sleeping on APRI-COTS and
eating off of RA-DISHES. They were PLUM crazy about hardboiled eggs. Guess they got them fresh each mornin' from the EGG
PLANT at the door.
On sitting down to a meal TOM A TO would say, "LETTUCE
PEAS our appetite," and would carefully place the best on her plate,
and BAN ANA said coyly, "That BEATS all."
One day TOM A TO stepped on his frau's foot-incidentally on
ACORN. So she got peeved and went to stay with her pal. HAZEL
NUTS. Soon she received a letter. Sure it was from her softhearted TOMATO. It read:
"Sweetest BAN ANA:
I PINE FIR U day by day. There's a brake in my ankle, but I
eats onions to make me strong. Soon I come to take my little
PEACH back, FIR U know that you are as POPLAR as MAPLE
SUGAR in my heart. I was a LEMON to step on your toe, but
please forgive your
TOMATO.
Now, fokes, don't ya think he knew his ONIONS?
RuTH McMAHON.

St. Anthony Park
State Bank

COMO at CARTER
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MINNESOTA

Shop at the CO-OP
A Pro6t Sharing Institution

Ewrything for the Stud nt

Minnesota Co-operative
Company
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Ye Fireside Hall

LET'S EAT

AND

WHERE?

Tamarack Lodge

At

FOR PRIVATE PARTIES

STUMBLE INN

For Reservations Call

BEST MALTEDS
on The Campus

MIDWAY 7730

FOR BOOKS AND SUPPLIES

Kusterman Bros.

Come to

The Community Drug Store
Student's Headquarters

The Perine Book Co,
1411 University Ave. S. E.

Visit Our Mechanicold Fountain

NESTOR 1612

COOPERATION

The Yellow Lantern
Across from Fowell

We are here to cooperate. Your
every interest large or small will
interest us. Your confidence is an
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11 :30

2 :00

Tea

2:30

5:00

University State Bank

Dinner

5 :JO

7:00

Across from the Stadium
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on Washington Avenue
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and Printing

PATRONIZE
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ADVERTISERS

Note-Books·Fillers•Stationery
Free Serateh Pads with
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Acme Printing
8 Stationery Co.
421 14th Ave. S. E.

'Cording to some poet, I forget just who,
the Melancholy Days have come. But
who cares anything 'bout that now? I
can still mix a mean Fudge Wumpy!

Stiffy
Sez:

This is best chance for College
Boys to own a genuine Warwick
W atch. A regular $18.00 value at
a very special

$10• 50

price of···- --- -

There are no chances taken by buying
your watch at Bannon·s. Satisfaction
guaranteed or money refunded.

BANNON'S
Main F1oor

