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New Year's Nonsense 
This generation is so lazy that we cannot even think up New 

Year's Resolutions, much less keep them. The following method 
has been devised and is presented for your approval or negation. 

Add the numbers of the year as : one plus nine plus two plus 
eight gives twenty. Divide this result by the number resulting from 
the addition of your age and the day of the month on which you 
were born. If the answer of this calculation should happen to find 
itself behind a decimal point merely reverse the numbers and erase 
the distressing decimal. Only two places are necessary at any time 
(where have I heard that before?) . Now take Mr. Franklyn's al
manac. Turn to the proverbs. and with your head over your left 
shoulder and your tongue to the right (direction not shoulder, of 
course), mark a saying. From thence count the same number of 
"cracks" as the number you obtained above. Read the saying upon 
which the last count falls. Find the opposite of each word and re
read the sentence, and there is your New Year's Resolution. Exam
ple : "Riches maketh no man happy"-"Poverty maketh every 
woman unhappy"-"! hereby resolve to be wealthy in 1928." 

Another method that is submitted to you is-
Since it is the earnest desire of everyone to be original and dif

ferent, New Year's Resolutions are excellent ways to express this 
individuality. This procedure is very helpful and is guaranteed 
to be original-that is not saying how long it will stay that way, 
however. 

Take a hammer and a locker key and go down to the banks 
of the Mississippi River. Toss the hammer to Thor and present the 
key to Mr. Jones' locker to Neptune. Then sit on a rock, comb your 
hair and sing the "Lorelie." After which performance, go home and 
to bed. The spirit of dreams will offer a resolution to your weary 
brain, and in the morning you will have something inside your head 
besides a cold. If perchance no salvation is forthcoming. you will 
know that you got off key on the high note, or that the key didn't 
fit the lock. · 

The simplest means is, however, to make a deep, dark, danger
ous resolution to contribute to the BREEZE. Happy Next Year! 

A.HEM. 
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A Story of Honesty 
It was a very cold evening in December. The wind was sharp 

and relentless, rushing around corners in an endless desire to go some
where. anywhere, nowhere. The pallid glow from the lights in the 
store windows barely illuminated the slippery and snow-strewn side
walks. Bundled figures moved rapidly up and down intent only on 
reaching their destinations. 

Two little newsboys stopped for a moment in the welcome 
shelter of a doorway. The older of the two, a fad of about twelve, 
with his cap drawn far over his ears, and his feet clad in overshaes 
of a by-gone fashion and also two sizes too large for him, pushed a 
handful of small coins into the other's shabby mitten. 

"Tell Sis I'm going to Hank's," he instructed his companion, 
"and I'll be home 'bout '!even-thirty." 

And off he trudged into the darkness and cold to earn a few 
more pennies to help his tired sister. 

Time dragged slowly until the court house chimes sounded the 
half hour after eleven. The streets were empty, bleak and uninvit
ing under the few remaining lights. A small muffled figure paused 
for a moment before leaving the protecting doorway of Hank's Eat
ing House. Then. meeting the blast of cutting wind with head low
ered, the lad began his long, dreary walk home. As his hands and 
f~~t became numb his brain became more active. It was almost 
Christmas, now, and although this meant nothing out of the ordi
nary to him, he thrilled at the thought of Christm'as cheer that was 
·displayed in gorgeous array in the stores of the city. His payment 
for the strenuous work of the past four hours was clutched beneat;n 
his mittert in his thin, co~d hand. His fingers rubbed against the 
coins. Mechanically he counted them. Then he stopped beneath an 
arc light and drew off his mended, knit glove and anxiously s·canned 
the coins that lay in the white palm. Suddenly, a cruel twist of the 
wind stretched out its chill fingers and smote him, sending shivers of 
cold through his insufficiently-dad body. His hand trembled, .a dime 
slipped through his fingers, glistened in the wavering light; and hur
ried itself in the drift at the lad's feet. The other eoins were thrust 
quickly into his pocket ; he was down on his knees, searching, feeling 
frantically, regardless of the stinging cold. His bare fingers sank 
through the puverized snow, lifted the cold burden without obtain
ing what they sought. The light was indistinct, but he thought he 
detected a gleam beneath the shadows. His hand dug deeper ; both 
hands were now searching with a frenzied fervor. Deeper-there 
it was- resting on a black object. Picking up both, the lad stumbled 
to his feet, bracing himself against the lashing fury of the wind. He 
opened the purse, for such it was, with an unbelieving curiosity. ' H~ 
fingered its contents and finally opened the tiny po:ket-book. A 
single bill remained, but its denomination was ten-ten dollars! He 
turned the purse over and inspected the tag, reading the ~4dress with 
the dawning idea that this purse belonged to someone, ·ana·to some
one living not far from the spot where he was 'standing. Then took 
place the inevitable argument between a man's wicked nature ari~ his 
better inclinations. No words can describe the changing thoughts 
that rapidly posse'ssed the lad, to tempt or reassure him:· The result 
was that he reversed his steps and soon found himself before the 
home of the owner of the purse. The deciding factor which had in-
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duced this action was not only the c;:haracter of the boy himself. but 
was chiefly his rememberance of a little, dark room where a little, 
dark woman lay dying, and her last words intrusting his care to God, 
and telling him that anything, even death itself, was preferable to 
a life of crime. It had been a hard struggle-a bitter one for the 
lad, but now he was resolved to have temptation out of the way as 
soon as possible. Even though the hour was late, a light shone in 
the front window. A sweet-faced woman answered the resolute 
knocking of the lad. Her thanks were warm and kind, but the lad 
received it unheard for his eyes had sought the interior of the home 
and rested on the gleaming, dancing flames that frolicked in the open 
fireplace, before which he perceived a table covered with toys, cloth
ing and gayly wrapped packages. The woman at the door was 
suddenly astonished to see the lad burst into tears and sink to his 
knees before the threshold. Two motherly arms were around him, 
as the lad half-sobbed-

'Tm sorry, Mam, but it's so cold, and Jimmie needs a new 
coat, and Martha can't have the hat she's worked so hard for-" 

The other women around the fire rushed to the door and 
brought the shivering boy into the warmth of the fire and their kind
ness. Soon they learr:ed the whole pitiful story of the miserable ex
istence of a family that even charity had passed by. 

So did a mother aid her children even after death, for the lad 
and his brothers and sisters were never cold again, and their Christ
mas was a happy one. 

In "God's Country" 
Twilight creeps upon the village 

Nestled in its blanket white; 
Snowflakes tumble out of heaven 

Under cover of the night. 

Lo, in all boreal splendor. 
Northern lights now upward spring, 

Stretch their fingertips to heaven, 
Reach the pinnacle, and cling. 

Past the village, patched with color, 

A SENIOR. 

Where the brilliant lights stream forth, 
Mountains, in a line unbroken, 

March sedately toward the north. 

High up in the dark recesses . 
Spanned above the mountain heads, 

Burn the many constellations, 
Mansions of the countless dead. 

Hark, the night is filled with music 
Angels' voices earthward wend 

With the frozen tunes of rivers 
And the wind's palms seem to blend. 

JUNE SHERIDAN. 
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Vrooman 
(A One Act Play) 

Scene I (The Armory) 
First Lad-" When shall we all meet again?" 
Second Lad-"When the fighting all is done, 

When the game is lost or won. " 
Third Lad-" Ere the set of the sun." 
First Lad-" Where the place ?" 
Second Lad-"Upon the Campus Knoll." 
Third Lad-"There to meet with our Captain." 
All-"Fair is foul and foul is fair, 

We must play with plotted care." 
EXIT 

Scene II (The Interior of Sears Lamberton's galloping Studebaker) 
Coach- "What bloody man is that? 

He can report the battle." 
Malcolm (alias "Mutt")-"The waterboy 

Who, like a good and hardy soul, brought 
Grid warriors water as they fought 

Hail. faithful friend 
Say to the coach thy knowledge of the broil 

As thou didst leave it." 
Sears- "A tie was the score. 

As two spent swimmers, that cling together 
And choke their art, the merciless Sherman 
Clung to the greased leg of his enemy 
Crying. 'Fall. or death to thee.' 

But onward the slippery legs sped. 
And Confidence, on his damned face smiling. 
Was spread thick as plating on a tin ring. 
But brave Vrooman-well deserves he the name
Disdaining broken ribs, with his bandaged arm 
Which ached for bloody execution, 
Like valor's minion, carved his passage 
'Til he faced his self-confident opponent, 
To earth fell the mighty Excelsior lad 
Feeling quite 'upset'-ye. quite sad." 

Coach-"Oh. valiant Vrooman! All
American player will he be.'' 

Sears-"On Excelsior' s brows direful thunder did break 
And in their bodies was many an ache 
From our furious attack. Mark. Coach of 'U' High, 
Suddenly, with new supplies of players 

They began on us a fresh assault.' ' 
Coach-"Dismayed hP. not by this-

Sears-
Our captain-Vrooman?" 

As cats' mice or seniors' Freshmen. 
If I say sooth, he was as a bolt 
Of lightning-striking down players 

Ruthlessly. 
Tearing like a flash down the field 
With the ball safe as if under a shield. 

"Yes, 
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Head bent, nostrils snorting 
Down tor a goal ! We were soon reporting 
A victory won by his 'contorting.'" 

Coach-"No more the Thane of GRANGE shall 
Deceive our bosom interest. Go pronounce 

His death 
And with his former title greet Vrooman." 

Sears-'Tll see it done!" 
EXIT 

7 

The above is the modernization of the first two scenes of Act 
One of Shakespeare's Macbeth-written as a creative theme. 

Also by a SENIOR. 

Winter in the Alps 
Away up in a part of the famous Engadine Alps, which cross 

the eastern end of Switzerland, are several noted centers of winter 
sports. Here the slopes of the hillsides are sufficiently steep, yet 
broken enough to afford routes for co3sting which are perhaps the 
best in the world. As winter lasts for week after week without a 
thaw great enough to soften the smooth, hard surface, that is more 
ice than snow, thousands daily indulge in what we call in America 
in plain terms, "sliding." 

Among these resorts St. Moritz and Davos are rivals in popu
larity. Situated only about thirty miles apart on the slopes of the 
Engardines, each has its own coasting clubs; its courses kept in perfect 
condition. Each day bands of adventurers on skis come from the 
hotels, seeking to vie with the hardy Norsemen in their skill with 
this strange aid to winter walking. 

Here may be seen every kind of device for sliding down hill. 
The original Swiss toboggan, the " looge," consists of a light wooden 
frame upon high, wooden runners. On this the rider sits with 
his legs waving in the air, propelling himself by means of two sticks 
tipped with a flat-headed steel nail or stud. The "looge" has the 
advantage of being exceedingly light. so that it can be carried uphill 
with little effort. On the other hand, it will not run on anything 
less solid than the trodden surface of the paths. 

The Canadian toboggan, so well known. is used largely by 
coasting parties toward the end of the season when the ice runs begin 
to melt. The frosty nights, following days when the growing power 
of the sun has moistened the surface snows on the lower-pass moun
tains, leave a crust on the deep drifts which is strong enough to bear 
the weight of three or four persons seated on this long wooden tobog
gan with its curved front. 

The St. Moritz bob is built of iron, with tapped steel runners 
of various lengths, and will take four, five, or six riders. For rac
ing purposes ballast is carried in the form of heavy pieces of sheet 
screwed to the under side of the frame. The front rider steers by 
means of two cords and a pulley, and this is able to move the front 
of the two runners on which the frame is mounted. 

Bob races are the popular afternoon occupation of the majority 
of those who are young enough to enjoy taking the risks, while the 
older ones turn out to watch. These races are started by a flag. 
and no crew is allowed to start until the previous machine is signalled 
as safe at the bottom. 
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Davos boasts a run formed entirely of ice. There are smaller 
ones here and there in Switzerland, the Village Run at St. Moritz 
among them. The greatest run is, however, the Cresta at St. Moritz 
also, so-called because it leads down from the village of Cresta into 
the valley below. This run is about four-hundred feet from top 
to bottom. At its swiftest portions, speeds have been attained with 
an average of over sixty miles an hour. Eighty seconds for a certain 
fourteen hundred yards of the course is no record. There have been 
races where the winner has actually gone from end to end of the long 
course in a minute, and the speed literally takes your breath away. 

The Alpine lakes around which are so many of the resorts 
are ideal ponds for the skaters, and kept clean of snow, maintain their 
hard smooth surface for weeks in this climate. So it is that many 
hotels formerly open in the summer only, now have the latchstring 
out in winter to welcome tourists who enjoy this invigorating sport. 

MIL TON FISCHER. 

Wise Foolishness and Foolish Wisdom 
or 

Unfortunate Conditions in Connection With Editorial Writing 

If I may presume to parody the proficient Mr. Pepinsky. I shall 
proffer parallel to his pleasant, yet profound and perspicacious pres
entations of unimportant topics: this poor, unpolished, unpretentious, 
peaceable production pertaining to a prodigious problem. With all 
the verbosity evolvable from my vacuous vicinity, yet with veritable 
veracity, I volubly, voluminously, vehemently and vociferously vow 
to make you visualize the shortcomings of one of the valueless mis
interpretations of our very vital VACATION. It is with deepest 
detestation, depressing despondence, and a sense of the dreadful and 
direful disaster drooping over our dear school, that I despairingly 
and disappointedly direct your attention to one of the editoriaJs in 
this magazine. 

Well, that's all I can stand of that. The editorial referred to is 
the insignificant little specimen entitled "Vacation." It is. I confess, 
the work of the author of this article. 

To begin with, it has too many 's, as my most honored friend, 
R. H. Henry, would say. It makes a fellow a little suspicious. Then 
the opening sentence-that's the way all ass. editors begin their edi
torials when they don't have anything to say. but have to say it. 
"What is space?" "What is school spirit?" "What is it to throw 
pieces of paper on the floor?" It gives them something to start from, 
and kind of braces them up. Take a look at the second sentence. 
See that "above all"? That's what they call technique (!). Shows 
it's introducing the keynote of the article. Sentence No. 3, same 
thing-fill up space. No. 4 introduces new idea. Very necessary. 

No. 5 approaches climax. Has, however, first note of insin
cerity. "Oasis of vacation" implies school dry and vacation wet, 
while school is really that than which naught is all wetter. No. 6 
9 9 44 / l 00 per cent bull. No. 7 same thing. No. 8 ditto. 

The object of this is to show the depths to which a once noble 
spirit can sink when forced to write editorials on a vacant mind. In 
the words of one of our barredest bards, "It's too bad." 

ONE WHO HAS WRITTEN EDITORIALS. 
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Sir Douglas of the Glen 

''I love a fair and lovely maid," 
Quoth Douglas of the Glen, 

"How shall I know if she be true? 
Tell me, my lusty men. 

' Tve loved her well for many a day 
And soon she'll be my bride. 

How shall I know if she be true?" 
The bold Sir Douglas cried. 

Then up and spake a trusty knight, 
Oh, this is what he said: 

"You wish to try your own dear love? 
Send word that you are dead. 

"If she be false, ye soon will know, 
Her heart, 'twill never break. 

No somber robes for you she' ll wear, 
Another love she'll take." 

"Oh, quickly pen the doleful lines 
And take them to her bower, 

And I will take me to my home 
And wait ye in the tower." 

• A lady stood by an arbored gate 
And gazed at the evening star. 

Her face was bright; her heart was light, 
She thought of her love, afar. 

But little did fair Janice ween 
What fortune did await 

Till that false note was in her hand 
That told of Douglas' fate. 

"Alas! Alas! " the lady cried, 
"Life holdeth naught for me. 

With Douglas dead, 'tis better far 
To face eternity!" 

She lifted up a silver phial 
And e'er the night had passed, 

Cold on her couch the lady lay, 
For she had breathed her last. 

Oh, never was so sad a word 
E'er carried through the glen. 

The brave Sir Douglas wept aloud, 
And so did all his men. 

Then from his grief Sir Douglas rose 
And drew his trusty sword, 

And fell upon its gleaming blade
Oh, how his heart's blood poured! 

9 
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" Farewell, my men. and weep no more, 
For I shall happy be, 

Oh, my true love in Paradise, 
I come to be with thee! " 

JANE ARMSTRONG. 

Voicing the Sentiments of the Mob 
"Gosh, I never did have so much studying. It just does seem 

as though an end would have to come some time--oh. no! not an 
end of the studying~nd of me ! I don't see why--couldn't they let 
up once in a while?" (This, which we will call the introduction, 
is always an extremely necessary preliminary to good, concentrated 
study. It will come with practice. The average duration of this 
period depends upon whether it is Sunday atternoon or Tuesday 
night. ) 

" Well. a new 'Life.' Some diversio11.'s needed, I'll say. Why 
I'd go crazy if I studied all the time without any interruptions
guess I've earned a vacation, anyway. I'll just look through it. 
Oh-h . what a comfortable chair"- (This step is essential. "Life" 
may be varied to "Liberty" or "The Saturday Evening Post." "Lib
erty" is especially good. because the reading time at the first of each 
article gives such a comfortable feeling of not wasting time.) 

"Pretty good. Well, I suppose I've got to get back to the old 
grind. Guess I'll make a list of what I've got lett to do, and cross 
them off as I finish them. Golly, what a list! Maybe I should have 
done this before. What did I do last night, anyway ? Wish I'd 
cooked old Cicero' s goose then. Oh. well. let's see-huic-wonder 
if I could use that in a sentence. This is a busy huic. 0 dear, it 
seems as though you just have to be in the mood for Latin. or else 
it's just a jumble of words. It surely is a jumble now. Guess it's 
safe to cross that off. I must say, though, I wish those Romans 
hadn't been so narrow-minded, just absolutely lacking in foresight ! 
-What do I smell? Carrots for dinner? Oh well, what do I car
rots immaterial. ''- (this gozs on and on. One by one the lessons 
are discarded, with a general feeling of uneasiness. At last. ) 

"Quarter past eleven ! Well , health first. I might as well go 
to bed. However, I know just what's going to happen tomorrow. 
Oh, I think I can finish these up in school. School. Wonder if I can 
do anything with that. School in this room tonight. Well, here's 
to bed. Use bed in a sentence? No, I know a better way to use that, 
you bed your life." 

Jules-What's your average income? 
J . Erskine-Oh about midnight. 

* * * * 
June-My boy friend calls me revenge. 
Inky-Why? 
June-Because revenge is sweet. 

* * * * 

A JUNIOR. 

Vacation over. Thank goodness. Another three months to 
take things easy before another vacation begins. 
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The Snow Storm 
Whirling like a thousand devils 
In a sand storm on the waste. 
Twirling in a dancing tumult. 
Pelting. stinging, in its haste. 

Winging swiftly on the prairie, 
Gathering speed like prairie fire, 
Swinging slowly up the mountains, 
Drooping wings, extremely tired. 

Blinding travelers in its fierceness, 
Playing havoc with the toes. 
Winding up and down the valleys 
Carrying death where e'er it goes. 

Like a cruel tiger is it. 
In its beauty it doth roar, 
Shrieking for the lives of others, 
Burying deep the winter's store. 

White, it cleanses all it touches, 
Blows alik(' on rich and poor, 
Covers roof, and street, and pathway, 
Drifts up--seeking-at the door. 

JUNE SHERIDAN. 

Forever Unknown! 

11 

A tense. rather aristocratic young man stepped hurriedly out of 
a gilded coach in front of an old, ramshackle theatre. After hastily 
glancing up and down the street, he slipped through a narrow open
ing marked, "Stage Door." He was a tall, sickly-looking person, 
unmistakably of high birth, with a harrassed look about his eyes. 
He frowned slightly and pulled out a roll of manuscripts which he 
had tucked under his arm. After thoughtfully perusing the top one 
for some minutes, he arrested a stage hand hurrying past, and inquired 
for the manager. 

"Sorry, sir," was the .brief reply, "But he's busy with a scene 
just now. It may be an hour or two befpre he's through." 

"Many thanks for your kindness," and he reposed himself on 
the steps leading up to the stage. He thumbed nervously through 
his manuscripts, muttering over and over to himself, "He ought to, 
he must, he will!" and emphasizing his words by tapping his daint
ily-shod foot on the floor. 

A few minutes later a jovial. rotund, little man coming down 
the steps, nearly stumbled over the stranger. 

"My lord." He expressed both delight and surprise in his tone, 
as he bent his lips to the bejeweled, emaciated fingers. 

"I have come to you on urgent business, and would speak to 
you alone, Will." 

They retired to the manager's "study," a disorderly room lit
tered with a conglomeration of folios, manuscripts, and costumes in 
great profusion. With one sweep of his arm. Shakespeare. for it was 
he, cleaned a chair for his visitor, and seated himself opposite. 
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While they are thus seated, let us consider these two men, one. 
the scion of a wealth y family of nobility, the other an actor, a stage 
manager, one of the common rabble. The face of the aristocrat 
showed a keen mind, yet a weak, sickly body-a face that was at once 
subtle, observing, and kindly in a tragic way. The actor seemed a 
jolly little man, friendly, sympathetic, with a keen sense of humor, 
and withal. an intense love of life itself. 

"Shakespeare, old friend, I have come to say that this is the 
end. My literary career is over. It is fitting that it should be. You 
have most of my manuscripts, and here are the rest. Revise them as 
you wish, but I beg of you, as a last, parting gift, if you insist upon 
cutting them up with your trashy humor, promise me that you will 
omit none of my work. My dreams are shattered, but at least give 
me the pleasure of seeing my plays in action, even if I cannot reap 
the glory." 

"You mean," gasped Shakespeare incredulous! y, "that you are 
through writing?" The stranger nodded. "But. man, the public, 
don't you see? They thrill at your masterpieces. You draw the 
crowds. It means fame, popularity, success! You can't give it up!" 

"I must," he replied with grim determination. "You know 
my aged mother dreads the stage. My traitor of a brother-in-law 
may be spying on me this very minute! A sho::k would kill her. I 
could not be the cause of any anguish on her part in the last days of 
her life. Much as I love drama, the glamour of the stage. her happi
ness means far more to me. And too," he added in a trembling 
voice, "I fear my own end is nigh. Nothing matters any more. 
You have my manuscripts, but my name must never be connected 
with them. I trust you. Take their glory, if there be any, for 
yourself. It will avail me nothing. I trust you, my friend; fare
well forever!" And with that, this mysterious, pitiful genius p:issed 
out of Shakespeare's life, and out of the history of the world for all 
time to come. 

L'ENCRE R OUGE. 

An Ode (?) to an English Teacher 
The winter snows are not more cold than thou, 
Oh, heartless pedagog of our la6t year, 
We're doomed to endless hours and if we row, 
You smile that woman's ways are not more clear. 
Oh, endless are the hours of work and toil 
And dull response comes from the fagged brain. 
Oh. long and late we burn the midnight oil
Hoping some lost idea to regain. 
There's no escape. Each day fades into night, 
And night in turn just brings another day, 
Like squirrels in a treadmill is our plight, 
I think we have forgotten how to play. 
Oh, pray thee, let us learn a few things well. 
Not live just our great repertoire to swell. 

JANE ARMSTRONG. 
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Le Voyageur 
"My. but it's cold." 
"Yes, it is for June ; you should have worn your coat." 
'Won't we ever get started?" 
'Tm so thrilled." 

13 

"And have you seen the passenger list?" 
Hardi y anyone stopped to answer a question; indeed they 

seemed to be addressed to the air rather than to anyone in particular. 
though they from a group of seven young women. Slowly the ship 
began to move, and the water began to flash in little pools around it. 

"Come on, girls. and put your state-room in order ; we've start
ed." And the chaperon, a young woman of about thirty, bustled 
away among the crowd to follow her own advice. 

Just a word of explanation. It was a group of eight who were 
planning on "doing" Europe in one summer. Six of them were there 
purely for pleasure. The chaperon was there because she enjoyed 
traveling, and she was being well-paid. And the last one, Alice, 
was going more for educational purposes: her family wasn't as 
wealthy as those of the other girls, so she would have to get some-
thing out of it. · 

Unconsciously her six. companions regarded her as a little in
ferior to them socially. Mentally they had nothing to say, for she 
was head and shoulders above any of them and was the only one that 
could speak French so that a Frenchman could understand it. 

It was evening, and most of the girls were talking in the lounge 
while waiting for the rest of their party before going in to dinner. 

"Have you seen the passenger list? There are actually some 
famous people on this ship. Imagine. Just take David Whitmore 
for instance-" 

"David Whitmore. He isn't on this boat is he?" 
"I've just got to meet him. I think his books are simply won

derful." 
"Do you?" piped in Alice, "Well have you read his last one, 

'Links'? I don't think that his description is at all true to life. Any
way the critics think it's fine, so that's all that seems to matter." 

"Well maybe you don't like his novels, but I'm wild about 
them, and I'm just dying to meet him." 

"Oh here are the rest. Let's go to dinner, I'm starved." 
The dinner was over and several of the girls were going to the 

dancing room to try and catch a glimpse of a certain notable. Alice 
had gone up on deck to get some air to relieve a headache. She 
was leaning against the rail watching the broad expanse of water 
when she heard someone coming toward her. She turned around 
and saw a young man leaning on a cane and making rather slow 
progress. 

"Pardon me for disturbing you, but it's so warm and noisy 
down there-" 

"Yes, I know." 
"Lovely out here, isn't it?" 
"Lovely." 
"There's no one here to introduce us so we had better do it 

ourselves." 
"Yes?" 
"Well, I'm sort of a newspaper man, that is-" 
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"I just graduated from college. I hear that the author. David 
Whitmore, is on board. ever read any of his books?" 

"I believe so." 
"Have you read his last one, 'Links'?" 
"Yes. I have. What do you think of it?" 
"I think his powers of observation are just-. How anyone 

can describe that beautiful country the way he does." 
"Yes. he does get off the track in several places." 
"I should say he does." 
Thus they kept on talking for a couple of hours on one subject, 

then another. 
The next morning four of the girls, including Alice were prom

enading on the deck when suddenly one of the girls whispered, "We 
just passed him. Did you see him?" 

"No, where?" 
"That man sitting in a steamer chair with a cane across his 

lap." 
"Oh· not really. girls," wailed Alice. "why that's the man I 

was talking to for so long last evening; and I told him just what I 
thought of his books. I didn't know who he was." 

"Oh, Alice, how thrilling. Do tell me." 
"There's nothing to tell. I never was so mortified in all my 

life. (Angrily.) Anyway it's his fault. Let's keep right on going 
<rnd walk past him again. but don't pay any attention to him." 

Another time they walked around, but this time instead of 
passing him, laughing and talking, they walked by in frozen silence, 
scarcely breathing. and looking out at sea. 

"Someone in that bunch knows who I am," he muttered as 
he left his steamer chair for the smoking room. "Such luck." 

That afternoon Alice stole to the lounge (she hadn't been on 
deck since the morning episode) with a book, apparently intending 
to read. Secluding herself in a corner she propped the book in front 
of her absently opening it to page 313. "Of course. I won't, but 
just supposing I should meet him again, what should I do? Should 
I know him, or should I-" she mused. 

She was so busy thinking about what she would do that she 
didn't hear anyone approach her. Maybe, though, it was on account 
of the luxurious rug. At any rate she heard a voice that seemed 
queerly familiar saying, "Pardon me-" 

"Oh." And she couldn't keep from blushing a rosy red. 
"I didn't tell you my name last night-but then you didn't 

mention yours, either. Anyway won't you give me some more 
criticism ? " 

And then she knew that he knew. 
SINE NOMINE. 

Red Hot Henry has been on an enviable vacation but from his 
ingenious message over the radio recently, we may safely predict that 
he will return in time to say a few words to his impatient readers 
next month. 
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The Stage in the Forest 
The mist of the evening darkness, 
The kiss of the cool night air 
Was felt in the shadowed forest, 
Under the still stars' stare. 

The moon swung into the heavens. 
The world was a world of light, 
The paths of the forest were brilliant. 
With the glow of the lamp of night. 

The pools of the silenr woodlands 
With the depths of peace were deep. 
They frowned on each wakeful flower. 
And smiled with the thoughts of sleep. 

The sky was a blanket of stillness, 
':'That muffled the sounds of the earth. 

· And the moon at this silver silence 
Laughed with a semblance of mirth. 

The scene was a scene of beauty, 
A scene of the kingdom of night, 
A scene of sheer sylvan glory 
Under the steadfast light. 

The stage was set in the forest 
The moon and the stars were agleam, 
The play was a play of slumber, 
And the stage was set to dream. 

ANDREA KIEFER. 
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News Item : The staffs of the Campus Breeze and the Bisbila 
are going to entertain the members of the Press Club of the Minne
apolis High Schools at Shevlin Hall on January 16th. These supper 
meetings are held every month with different high schools as hosts. 
This is the second time that the University high has acted in this 
capacity since the organization has been in existence . 

....... 

He was going home, and it was growing dark. His road from 
the station was a lonely one. Suddenly he suspected that a man was 
following him purposely. The faster he went. the faster the man 
followed him until they came to a cemetery. 

"Now," he said to himself, 'TH find out if he's after me," and 
he entered the cemetery. The man followed. He circled a grave, 
and his pursuer jogged after him. He ducked behind a family vault. 
Still the man was after him. At last he turned and faced the fellow. 

"What do you want ? What are you following me for? " 
"Well, sir. it's like this, " said a small voice, 'Tm going up to 

Mr. Brown's house with a parcel. and the station-agent told me if I 
followed you I should find the place, as you live next door. " 

-Borrowed. 
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What One May Obtain from His Four Years 
of High School 

4-GAINING OF SELF-KNOWLEDGE 
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Did you ever stop to think how much school can help you to 
u nderstand yourself? Here, truly, you first become acquainted with 
your mind and your character. 

Every problem that arises for us to solve demands certain of 0ur 
powers. How efficiently we go about deciding them and to what 
degree we are successful are tests in which we are deeply interested. 
Only through self-knowledge can there be ambition and advance
ment. How could we hope to achieve higher ideals or to improve 
our faults if we do not already possess some estimate of our own 
intelligence and personality? Most always these trials have no effect 
on outside affairs, but only serve to satisfy our desire to know our
selves. 

The most feasible place to ascertain our abilities is at high 
school where constant tests of alertness, perseverance. fairness, un
selfishness are presented, unrecognized by most students. 

Competition, too, is a valuable instrument to determine self
worth. If we would only re=ognize it, there is also competition in 
such characteristics as unselfishness and friendliness as well as in 
mental rivalry. 

To be fearfully intellectual. what is the primary purpose of 
life? Isn't it to improve ourselves so as to be of service to others 
and to contribute something to civilization and world achievement? 
To this end let us l~arn to know ourselves, our weaknesses and our 
abi lities. Let us improve the first. use the latter to the best advan
tage, and serve others through learning about ourselves in high school. 

"Plus Est en VousH 
In the fair land of France, within the beautiful city of Bruges. 

tl:ere stands an old castle. Of old, this elegant structure belonged 
to the Lords of the Grunt Huns of Bruges. Over the mammoth 
door a knight on horseback has been placed in a niche where every
one can plainly see him, and underneath are carved in bas-relief: 
"Plus est en vous." One goes up the steps, passes through this very 
doorway into the· hall and sees before him a balcony. Here also has 
been placed: "Plus est en vous." Glances flit from one painting 
to the other, from a suit of armor to a fine sword, from a bit of hand
made lace to one beauty after another, yet always before your eyes, 
whether red, blue, gold, or green, the words: "Plus est en vous." 

As their meaning becomes clear to you, you seem to hear the 
Lords of the Grunt Huns saying, "Plus est en vous." Every groin
ing, every beam, every corner of the gloomy stairway whispers the 
truth of the old master's words. 

We climb the stairs, even while ascending. still followed by 
the stirring cry. 'ti! in the topmost tower from out the antique, cen
tury-dusted reliques the words are whispered: "Plus est en vous." 

This great lesson of experience and wisdom stirs us all. Our 
:fighting hearts so filled, in this case. with school spirit must turn in 
answer. They must wander through the ancient castle again and let 
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the words be clearly translated, " More is in you." UP,': and at your 
work! The "Breeze" is waiting. More is in everyone of you than 
you bring to bear out into prominence. We are masters of our 
personal fates, but we are masters of the fate of the. "Campus Breeze." 
Take the bracer from this building in the Old World: "Plus est 
en vous." E. E. 

Vacation 
What is vacation ? A time for amusement. a time for rest, for 

some a time for work; but above all. a time of change. Whether 
one spends his vacation in as nearly complete idleness as he can, turns 
to new pleasures, or works hard at something entirely different from 
his school work, it is certain that vacation is going to be a change 
for him. And what is rest, but a change? What we enjoy in this 
world is variety ; too much of one thing, no matter what it may be, is 
always boresome ; so whenever we see a little Olsis of vacation ahead, 
we hurry towards it with all speed. But after we have refreshed 
ourselves there, we find ourselves better fitted to go back to our school 
work, and continue it with renewed eagerness and energy. 

This is the true value of vacation; it is not so much the actual 
pleasure we may get out of our schoolless two weeks that counts, 
but the extra pep we get from the change. Change is rest, there's 
no doubt about it, and the changes at both the beginning and end 
of a vacation have their advantages. 

An Appreciation of Milton 
Of all men who have sought writing as a means of soul-expres

sion, there are few who can present such a beautiful sublimity of life 
as John Milton. Milton's chief idea in life was to live up to the 
idealism of his writing, and, in his strict, Puritan manner, he never 
failed in this expressed purpose. 

Milton's early life was about as perfe::t as a poet or prose writer 
could wish for himself. Encouraged by his parents who were both 
intelligent, refined, and appreciative people. he spent- his time satis
fying his enviable desire for knowledge. Every phase of education, 
every branch of art was given attention. And after all, Milton's 
wish was not to store up in his mind facts and history but to dis
cover the beauty in everything he read and studied. Even the driest 
of subjects held romance to his vivid and elastic imagination. 

His ready appreciation of all he saw, in spite of his imagination, 
made his description realistic and sympathetic. The music that he 
studied gave meter to his poetry which is classed among the most 
expressive and utterly delightful verse in the English language. 

Milton's manhood and later life show the result of his early 
preparation. The sacrifice of his literary career for a life of political 
strife in behalf of his Puritan fellowmen illustrates his unselfishness 
and fixedness of purpose. Then, under the dreadful handicaps of 
blindness and prosecution. filled with sorrow and treated with pitied 
condescension, Milton began his masterpiece, "Paradise Lost," one of 
the most beautiful epics in any language. Is there anywhere in liter
ature a more pitiful and inspiring a picture than Milton, strug
gling in darkness to satisfy the hunger in his soul for beauty? 
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My Best Girl Kathleen Norris 
Kathleen Norris's new novel. " My Best Girl," is a fresh. invig

orating story that attracts your interest in the beginning and holds 
it throughout the entire book. 

The story is about two famifies, the Merrills and the Pether
idges, both living in the same town. The Merrills. consisting of 
Mr. , Mrs .. and Joe. are able to live in the exclusive part of town 
.as Mr. Merrill is the president of the Grant-Merrill chain stores. 
but ,the Petheridges live in the poorer part of town as Mr. Petheridge 
receives only the humble salary of a postman. Mary Margaret, the 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Petheridge, is employed as a clerk in one 
of the Merrill chain stores and in that way is contributing a little 
toward the support of the family. Joe Merrill, having been ex
pelled from Yale and severely criticised by his father, decides to go 
to work and make something of himself. Unknown to either of his 
parents, Joe gets a job as a clerk in one of his father's chain stores 
and in that way becomes acquainted with Mary Margaret. A friend
ship grows up between them that ends in their engagement. Mary 
Margaret, however, knows nothing about who Joe really is and 
when she finds it out. she breaks the engagement. This just suits 
Mrs. Merrill, who thinks Mary Margaret is not good enough for 
her son, and she cleverly makes it necessary for Joe to go to the 
Orient. Joe tries to forget Mary Margaret, but can' t arid hates the 
idea of leaving. Mr. Merrill , realizing that, and liking Mary Mar
garet very much, secures transportation on the same boat for her. 
Imagine Joe's surprise when he sees her at the pier! They were 
married by the captain, and, we hope, lived happily ever after. 

Dusty Answer 
Dusty Answer, the first novel by the young English writer, 

Rosamond Lehman, has proved extremely popular in the United 
States since its debut last September. It is a straightforward and 
charming story of the younger generation. 
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The book guides us through the character development of 
Judith, the heroine. The details of her life, so intimately connected 
with the family next door, are indeed interesting. This group i"ncludes 
Charlie, the war hero, and Roddy, both of whom Judith loved; Mar
tin and Julien who both loved Judith. Judith's course at Cambridge 
and her devoted friendship with Jennifer are a source of delight and 
entertainment. The frankness in the character of Judith is related 
in an exquisitely artistic manner, and the entire volume, as Alfred 
Noyes says, "Is the kind of a novel that might have been written 
by Keats had Keats been a young novelist of today. It holds the 
promi~ of a future of which English literature may one day be 
proud. 

Giants in the Earth E. E. Rolvaag 
Giants in the Earth is a story of the development of the West. 

It is not exciting but profoundly interesting. The giants were Scan
dinavian men of amazing physical strength. Three men with their 
families took a trip across the ocean. purchased wagons and a start
lingly small number of necessities, and set out for the West. They, 
with two young Americans, formed a colony. Eighty miles from 
the nearest town and a many days' journey from Eastern civiliza
tion, they built sod huts of two rooms-one for the cattle. The men 
worked from morning to night in the fields trying to make up for lost 
time as the season was already advanced. Gradually the little settle
ment prospered and, gradually too, it grew. Occasionally a lone 
wagon would come, with the o::cupants nearly crazy from the loneli
ness and fear that they would miss their destination and go on and 
on into the endless prairie. Even when the settlement grew to a good
sized colony, there were a great many discouraging incidents. The 
winters were long, and sometimes it snowed steadily for four months. 
All that was to be seen of some of the huts was a hole in the snow out 
of which the smoke came. One winter one of the women became 
mentally unbalanced from the solitude and flatness of the glistening 
plain. Then a circuit rider made a visit in his ramshackle little cart. 
His powerful religious influence was able to restore her mind and to 
give the colony the peace and blessing of God. 

The Campus Breeze wishes to present an apology to Caroline 
Kittoe for having unwittingly used her Christmas card design for the 
cover cut of the Breeze last month. It was due to a misunderstand
ing, and we are very sorry. 

Note : This issue of the Breeze resembles the famous "Head
less Horsemen" of fiction in that its material was mostly submitted 
by nameless individuals. People will think we do not know how to 
write our names. It has been said that Shakespeare could not write 
his own name. Apparently some of us are in the same predicament. 
Ask the Editor. She knows. Maybe she won't tell you-who the 
modest authors are. 
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Senior Sentiments 
The closing of a quarter is somewhat like the finish of a race

a grand spurt to accomplish everything that should have been done 
before and to meet the increasing demands of English teachers. We 
seniors have become used to taking final examinations, but, contrary 
to your thoughts, they are not easier, therefore, but we know what 
to expect! 

This season of the year is one of our busiest. We have been 
students, athletes, and dramatists and have fared well in all three. 

Of special mention are the senior representatives on the much 
lauded All Star Soccer Team. They are : Elizabeth Ann Couper, 
Doroth ybelle McCree, Lois Finger, Margaret Briggs and Ruth Mc
Mahon. 

We sincerely hope that dear old Santa was kind to our under
classmates and wish them all a very Happy New Year. 

The seniors are planning a great surprise. Wait until we spring 
it! 

Junior Jottings 
Anyone passing through U . High's halls the Tuesday before 

vacation, might have thought Santa Claus had visited the inmates. 
Childish shouts of glee could be heard, and on all sides students un
wrapped mouth-organs, tops, and similar toys. Had exams been 
over at the time, such conduct could be accounted for, but before 
finals-stupendous! The center of amusement seemed to be the book 
store, over the doorway of which a sheet hung. This represented a 
fish pond, and a yard stick and string served for a fish pole. Al
though it was a junior proposition, the other classes had a large num
ber participating in the fun. 

Quite as popular, but not as original. was the first junior Bean 
Feed. There is to be one every other Wednesday during the rest of 
the year. 

According to our present financial outlook, we're going to put 
on a fine J. S. this year. 

Sophomore Scribblings 
Although we feel as young as the freshmen and as wise as the 

seniors we' re only sophomores. 
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We haven't been doing much this past month as we have been 
preparing and storing up knowledge for our quarter finals. They're 
regular demons and joy-killers when we think of what we should 
have studied as we scan the exam papers themselves. We did pose 
for the photographer who had quite a little chase to line up the 
merry sophs. 

Have you heard about the All Star Soccer Team? Ruth Beng
ston and Betty Ramsdell are our representatives in this girls' athletic 
honorary society, and don't forget that Muriel Bassett also received 
honorable mention. We consider this quite an achievement for these 
girls, don't you ? As you probably know, the All Star Soccer Team 
was announced at the Soccer Banquet which eleven Sophomore girls 
attended. We all had a merry time ; the speakers were very humor
ous and light-hearted ; but don't forget to ask the other girls about 
our song. It was a wow, if you like them that way. 

Have you heard about Miss Holmberg' s latest? Its Christmas 
books to be made by Sophomore English students. She said that 
some of the books that have already been turned in were very original 
and depicted new ideas of many sorts, which proves that we're quite 
an original class. 

Freshman Failings 
Well, we've endured our first quarterly exams. and believe it or 

not we' re still alive. Maybe, upper classmen, you have grown used 
to them, but from the number of books you take home and the late 
hours you stay up and cram, we are inclined to think that you take 
them almost as seriously as we do. Of course, these exams are far 
more important to us than to you, for they are our first, and from 
them we form our opinions and judgment of all others. 

Besides living through our "Finals," we have had the honor 
of having a member of our girls' soccer team on the "All Star." This 
person is our invincible goal guard. Helen Thompson. Jean Tucker, 
our captain, got honorable mention. We feel very proud to have a 
freshman on the All Star Soccer Team, and next year we're going 
to have just everyone on : Yes, we're going to do a lot-next year! 

The Dramatic Club 
The vauc.~ville , given annually by the University li1gh School, 

is well under way and promises to be one of the best ever presented. 
The participants of the plays and acts are chosen from the Dramatic 
Club to whose number the three upper classes are eligible. - Three 
plays will be acted-"The Wonder Hat," "The Pot Boilers," and 
"Sauce for the Goslings." The vaudeville will take place the latter 
part of this month. Further details will be announced later. 

Remember, if you wish to discover what dramatic talent the 
University High possess, and have a good time in the bargain, come 
to the vaudeville. 

Lois W.-You've broken the promise you made me. 
?-Never mind, don't cry. I'll make you another. 
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The Girls' Club 
Although examinations were only a few days off, practically all 

of the girls of "U" High turned out to the Girls' Club meeting and 
party on December 12. Business was dispensed with as soon as pos
sible in order to leave plenty of time for the funmaking. After 
dancing for some time, everyone gathered around the piano and 
sang Christmas carols in the candlelight. The girls then adjourned 
to the Home Economics room where refreshments were served. 

The paper sale that was held on December 3 swelled the treasury 
considerably. 

The Girls' Club is very sorry that Janet Van De Water has left 
"U" High where she so capably filled her position as Freshmen Coun
cil member. We wish her all success in her new school. 

The next meeting will be held on January 9. Start the New 
Year right by attending Girls' Club meetings! 

S.-Gracious! How fat Betty is getting to be. 
0.-That's because she daily doesn't. 

* * * * 
Boss-Did you collect that bill? 
L. Kempe-No, sir. He kicked me down a flght of stairs. 
Boss-You go back and get that money. I'll show him he 

can't scare me. 
* * * * 

Bert : Did you say I was no gentleman? 
She: No, I merely remarked that you preferred brunettes. 

* * * * 
Senior-Do you realize what wonders there are in a drop of 

water? 

soon. 

A. Killeen-Yes, I spent a week looking at one. 
S.-What! Gazing at a drop of water? 
A. Killeen-Uh-huh. Niagara Falls. 

* * * * 
Tourist (paying his bill)-Well, I'm square now. 
Hotel Keeper-Yes, sir, and I hope you'll be round again very 

* * * * 
Teacher-Do you know where the little boys go who don't put 

their Sunday school money in the plate? 
F. Russell-Yes-to the movies. 

* * * * 
Cop-What's the idea of stalling on the main street? 
Lois Finger-I just washed my car and can't do a thing with it. 

* * * * 
Anne Armstrong in a ·recent history exam exposed the tremen

dous information that Louis XIV was gelatined during the French 
Revolution. 
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- - Athletics 
Our Basketball Outlook 

The "U" High basketball team has again donned their- uni
forms in the hope of having a surer aggregation than the team that 
represented University High School last year ; although we partly 
redeemed ourselves when we beat the runnerups for the state cham
pionship, Excelsior. The outlook, however, is bright, and we look 
forward to having one of the most successful teams in the school 
history. We are ably represented by six veterans of last year's team 
who all demonstrated that with more experience they would be very 
able players, and in all probability they are, for many consider Uni
versity High to be a probable contender for the championship of the 
Lake District. 

Captain Douglas Erskine is the most consistent player in this 
year's squad; he is a good shot and is equally good on the defense. 
The scoring of this year's team should be built around Doug, for he 
and Fred Ramer seem to be the men on the team that are consistent 
scorers although Spud Tucker and Tom Sherman can usually pop the 
oval in for a few needed points. Mutt Manuel and. Cliff Carlson 
are players who also add to the power of the " U" High machine, but 
cogs seem to slip every now and then, and as a result they are slightly 
erratic. They also can come through in a pinch which is the true test 
of a good player anyway. 

Doug is by far the most outstanding player on the team. He 
plays a hangup game at forward and never fails . to add counters to 
the team's total. Together with Doug at forward is Fred, Spud and 
Mutt who sometimes plays a tall game at center. Tom Sherman 
combines his weight with speed and plays a good game at running 
guard. Cliff Carlsol'. iceeps the other lads from scoring with his lanky 
frame and proves himself a very valuable guard. Lonnie Coffey 
and other football men are out for the standing guard position. 

The Freshmen, Sophomores and Juniors as well as the Seniors 
have turned out en masse, and "Pete" ought to find some valuable ma
terial for his squad as there seems to be about fifty lads out, all of 
whom are desirous of winning a place on the team. 

Day-dreams are thoughts of an imaginary reality. 

* * * * 
Who was the person who believed that there must be tele

phone poles clear across the Atlantic? 

* * * * 
"Well," says Thump Thompson, "I may not know much, 

but what I know I know as well as anybody else." 

* * * * 
Friend-So you flunked chemistry? I don't understand it. 
Student-Neither do I. That's why I flunked. 
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Girls' Athletics 
1 • The last soccer game was the most glorious of the seasori. The 
, Juniprs played the Seniors. If the Seniors tied or won they would 
1 win the <;hampionship, but if the Juniors won, the championship 

was theirs. In the first half the Seniors made a goal but during the 
last half the Juniors played as they have never played before. The 
beginnfog part of the last half the Juniors made a goal. The score 

1 was tie, I to 1. The score did not change and the Juniors were get
ting desperate. The end of the game was almost at hand. Then
before anyone realized-they made a goal. The whistle blew, the 
game was over, and the score was 2 to I in favor of the Juniors. 

The championship team is as follows : 
FORWARDS HALFBACKS 

Helen Bodwell Helen Metcalfe 
Mary Field Peggy Ebert 
A lbertine Arth Margaret Reinardy 
Anne Armstrong FULLBACKS 
Marjorie Myers Jane Shellman 
Ruth Burkhard Laurice Russell 

Helen McGrath 

GOAL 
Patty Hynes 

The annual "U" Club banquet for all the soccer teams and any
one who was interested in soccer was given on Monday, November 
12. We were very fortunate in having Mrs. Nethercott, Miss 
Prothers, Miss Bockstruck and Naomi Frederickson, who is president 
of the Girls' U Club, speak to us. Ruth McMahon was toastmis
tress. Perhaps the most interesting featute , beside the speakers, was 
the announcement of the ALL STAR SOCCER TEAM which is 
as follows: 

FORWARDS 
Elizabeth Ann Couper. 
Dorothybelle McCree 
Ruth Bengsten 
Margaret Briggs 
Ruth Burkhard 

HALFBACKS 
Lois Finger 
Helen Metcalfe 
Betty Ramsdell 

FULLBACKS 
Ruth McMahon 
Jane Shellman 

·· GOAL 
Helen Thompson 

Patty Hynes 
Agnes Adair 

Honorable Mention 
Peggy Ebert 
Jean Tucker 

Muriel Basset 

Dr. Jones (after examining Geo. Erskine )-I find he is suffer
ing from voluntary inertia. 

Miss Prothers- Poor dear- and here I have been accusing him 
of being lazy.· 
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The girls have originated a new fad of falling downstairs and 
immediately dropping into a feint. 

* * * 
Shelly: "Are you a Mechanic?" 
Helen: "No, I am a McGrath." 

* * * 
Some people think that swimming the channel is damp fool

ishness. 
* * * 

The fullback was injured so they had to put in two quarters 
and a half. 

* * * 
The more you study, the more you know; 
The more you know, the more you forget; 
The more you forget, the less you know. 

So WHY study? 
The less you study, the less you know; 
The less you know, the less you forget; 
The less you forget, the more you know. 

So WHY study? 

* * * 
Don Rieck's idea of a broadly educated man is a college prof 

run over by a steam roller. 
* * * 

It always makes me laugh, 
So wonderful a treat, 

To see an athlete run a mile 
And only move two feet. 

* * * 
Taxi Driver (trying to shift): "Gee, what a clutch." 
Geo. E. (from rear seat): "Mind your own business." 

* * * 
She was only a mathematician's daughter, but what a number! 

* * * 
She was only a saloon-keeper's daughter, but I liked her mug. 

* * * 
Stokes: "One of your solutions is wrong." 
Ted C.: "Thanks; I thought they were all wrong." 



JOSTEN'S CLASS RINGS 
ASSURANCE 

'Judge a ring by reputation, not appearance. ' Appearances are 
oftimes deceiving. In Josten's Rings you have absolute assurance of 
quali!f, beauty, and continuous satisfaction. 

The JOSTEN MANUFACTURING CO. 
801 to 803 Andrus Building 

MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 

Ye Fireside Hall 
AND 

Tamarack Lodge 

FOR PRIVATE PARTIES 

For Reservations Call 

MIDWAY 7730 

FOR BOOKS AND SUPPUES 

Come to 

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

OH, YEs! That good ice cream 
that the seniors sell 

every noon is 

Steel-- De Soto 
Ice Cream 

"TIIE CREAM OF 1HEM ALL" 

LET'S EAT 

WHEREf 

At 

STUMBLE INN 
BEST MALTEDS 

on The Campus 

Kusterman Bros. 
The Community Drug Store 

Student's Headquarters 

Visit Our Mechanicold Fountain 

NESTOR 1612 

COOPERATION 
We are here to cooperate. Your 
every interest large or small will 
interest us. Your confidence is an 
asset. 

University State Bank 
Across from the Stadium 

on Washington Avenue 



GIRLS AND BOYS! 
College Students, here is your 
chance to get a real Christmas value 
in a Warwick $9 50 
Wrist Watch------------ • 
There are no chances taken by buying your watch at 
Bannon 's.Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded 

BANNON,S 
Main Floor St. Paul, Minn. 

SAVE MONEY ON YOUR 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
AND PRINTING 
Nate-Books· Pillers· Stationery 

Free Scratch Pads with 
Eve17 Purchase 

ACME PRINTING & 
STATIONERY CO. 

'421 14th Ave. S. E. 

PATRONIZE 
OUR 

ADVERTISERS 
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• Opened lry ' 
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• 
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• Players ' 
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I t . 
• University Music Auditorium • 

• 

' 
I , Friday, January 27th, 1928 ' 
I I • I 
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Ir • 
• 

I ' • 
I ' • 

11: Tickets on Sale Thursday, January 19th • 
• 

I AT ' 
I , • 

' THE BOOK STORE • 
' ' 
' ' 
' 50c--75c ' 

' 
' ' • 

i : ' 
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' 
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Let's Go! r ' 

' 
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