@‘i’“}gr “\M&R\ S I - y =
®

‘ o\ B i

WE DO OUR PART

ORACLE



Do odiede Joalnelnalodlnaln s foafaaleas o o foafadfedfodfs Suocfeioae o Juafe fuanalede Qoo fafanfe o Jeslefe faafanls 1 foaraleafefeio ) P oo ool foafr ool

Treat your friends
to a new enjoyment
at

JONASON’S

With one of their luncheon specials,

served daily or with a box of home made

candies, made fresh every day in their
new sanitary candy kitchen.

Full of bewitching taste
and goodness.

Joradanis

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN
HISTORY

10

GENERAL ELECTRIC

LAMPS

For

$1.00

THE
BANGOR HYDRO STORES

OF THE

Bangor Hydro-Electric Company

LARGAY’S
18 BROAD ST.
““Bangor’s Smartest Men's Shop™’

Featuring the new

DUNCAN PAIGE SUIT

By Kuppenheimer
For the High School Boy -

Mallory Hats
McGregor

S portwear
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Dakin’s
%

SUEDE JACKETS

All Sizes and Colors
For all the family

%*

USED GUNS
USED BIKES

DAKIN SPORTING 600DS CO.

Bangor—Waterville
Wholesale and Retail
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g Compliments of
3

| FELLOWS & FELLOWS %

Compliments of

Butterfield & Weatherbee

Compliments of
Compliments of

DR. ARTHUR 6. JEWELL

Dr. C. S. Silshy

05 Broad St. Bangor, Maine

JO HN PAUL We Put New Life in Old Shoes
Clothiers PALMER

PANTS Shoe Mfg. and Repairing Co.

For High School Students
SHOE REPAIRING and REBUILDING

55 Pickering Square Bangor 35 Central St., Bangor, Maine

|
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§ The Finest Young Man's Hat at The Ridiculous Low §
g Price of $1 .50, Is Now Peing Shown At g

GRAHAM’S MEN’S SHOP

| !

191 EXCHANGE STREET = Visit GRAHAM’S For Real Values = TEL. 2-1130

Olympia Soda Spa

Cigars- Cigarettes- [ obacco-Magazines - Periodicals
171 Exchange Street

[Attention football team)]

USE SHELL GASOLINE
And Come Out On Top

CHARLES MURRAY ,.Murray Motor Mart
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On each order for Personal Printed Stationery received thru the Oracle we will
subscribe a percentage to your Athletic Council

200 Sheets, 100 Envelopes printed for $1.00

Leave your order with Mr. Willis, Fac. Mgr. Athletics

CURRAN & GRIFFIN CLOTHING CO.

CLOTHIERS AND GENTS’ FURNISHERS
38 Main Street
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Compliments of

BANGOR
HARVESTER CO.

Compliments of

Elaine Beauty Parlor

Hoffman’s Drying System
31 Central St.

Compliments
of

John Connor’s

Shoe Co.

Compliments of
Spiro’s
SHOE HOSPITAL

120 Main St. Bangor

LET US

Prepare Your Car
for

Winter Driving
We Know How
The S. L. CROSBY CO.

205 Exchange St. Bangor

DARLING AUTOMOBILE CO.
of BANGOR, INC.

DeSoto, Plymouth and Reo Cars

178 Harlow Street Bangor, Maine

Getchell Brothers

Retail and Wholesale

ICE DEALERS

44 OAK ST. TEL. 5704
Save With Ice and Give Local Men Employment

Bill Cherry

82 Central St.

Wants the Patronage of all the High
School Boys and Girls beeause he is a
High School booster.

SPECIAL RATES ON 1934
CLASS PICTURES

The PERRY STUDIO

193 Exchange St., Bangor, Me.
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BIRDS EYE
FROSTED FOODS

LITTLE CITY GROCERY
AND MARKET

CENTER STREET BANGOR
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A TOAST

In every little corner

Of our mighty U. 8. A,

A bright, blue eagle hovers,
The sign of the N. R. A.

Since every business has its code

And everyone a chance,

We'll soon be on the prosperous road.
Let’s help F. D. advance.

Let’s stand behind our president,

And we shall see the day

When we are proud that we have lent
A hand in the N. R. A,

N. N.;& B. C.

The Oracle
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THE BLUE EAGLE

HE N. R. A.—under the sign of the great

Blue Eagle—is an emergency measure
which was initiated by President Roosevelt to
put people to work and to get the wheels of
industry and business started again.

The plan, in brief, puts pressure on one
spoke of the wheel in order to set the whole
cycle in motion. The purpose is to maintain
a definite and constant balance between capi-
tal, labor, and consumption. No one of these
three essential factors is to get out of propor-
tion; that is, we must have neither too much
nor too little of any one factor.

Thus, under the N. R. A., the employers put
more men to work. These men, in turn, spend
their wages for the things they need. The
factories, with business booming because of
restored buying power, increase production,
money begins to circulate freely and we have
prosperity again.

At the very outset we are assured by the
best authorities that the plan is entirely prac-
ticable. These things can be done, and each
step can follow the one before with absolute
certainty. Naturally the question that im-
mediately arises is this: will these things be
done? The answer is that they can and will
be done only through cooperation. Even a
small minority of ‘knockers” ean ruin the
whole plan. Business will be started again

October, 1938

not by some employers doing their part, but
by all employers, and employees working to-
gether as much as possible.

Most of the employers will cooperate: wit-
ness the large numbers who already have en-
rolled under the N. R. A. The others will
have to, if public sentiment and spirit is so
aroused as to compel them; and this publie
opinion will be aroused if we all continually
boost and back the Blue Eagle.

There are those who do not thoroughly un-
derstand the tenseness and the danger in our
present situation. In the past when people
were starving and governments were helpless
to relieve conditions, the people often revolted
and took matters into their own hands.
Naturally we do not prediet so dark a future
for our country, but we do suggest that the
wise thing to do, now that the government has
attempted a plan, would be to support that
plan while we have the chance. Under any
circumstances such as these, there are always
plenty of non-supporters, “weak-sisters”, who
simply throw up their hands in despair. If
all were like these, there would be just cause
for despair. But we may be thankful that the
Ameriean people have never yet failed in any
great emergency,

Still, there would be no sense in asking any-
body to support a plan that wouldn’t work.
However, right here in Bangor we can already
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see encouraging results.  Naturally we will
never see the spectacular boom of a factory
town, but we can see enough to hearten us.
Our stores have put many people to work and
have raised the wages of those already em-
ployed. In the following extraets taken from
the themes of Bangor High students we get a
glimpse of what the N. R. A. means to citizens
in our own town,

Although the N. R. A. is still in its infaney,
it has helped thousands of people not only by
putting more men to work, but by paying
more wages and shortening the hours. For
example, I have two brothers. The N. R. A,
has given one four days vacation a month
where before he didn’t have any time off.
The other brother has an increase of twelve
percent in wages. Many other people have

been helped in the same way.

I have consulted my uncle and father, who
are restaurant owners and they think it is a
wonderful idea. Already they have employed
five people and have increased the wages dur-
ing the past two weeks. Of course, their ex-
penditures are inereasing but if every employer
does his part to help the N. R. A., business
will begin to show a gain onee more,

The other day 1 was talking with the son of
a prominenf gasoline man who is under the
N. R. A. His opinion was very favorable
towards the N. R. A. as they hired more men
and raised the salary of five, He said that
since the N, R. A. has gone into effeet the
people have more time for pleasure as they
can work only forty eight hours a week.

ATHLETICS

new era in athleties has begun at Bangor

High School, a new era which we have
every reason to believe will be a great success.
In Maleolm Willis, our new faculty manager
of athletics, we have an enthusiastic, ener-
getic leader, who has the best interests of the
boys and of the school at heart at all times.
Walter Ulmer, Ed Trowell and the rest of the
coaching staff are all fine men and character
builders as well as coaches.

But there are two things essential to carry
on a successful and winning athletie program.
One is competent management of the business
end, plus good coaching, and we have that, as
previously mentioned. The other thing is
perhaps even more important; that is, the
whole-hearted support of the student body for
the team that is out there representing them.
This enthusiasm must start of course with the
students and include the faculty and alumni.

Although we realize that this subject has
been hashed and rehashed, the faet still re-
mains that moral support is absolutely neces-
sary for a winning elub, and I'm sure we all

want a winner. So every student get behind
our team and boost. Be for Bangor High
School one hundred per cent, win, lose, or
draw; and when you show me that kind of
spirit, I'll show you a fighting and winning
team,

The price of student season tickets has been
slashed to fifty cents—a drastie reduetion from
last year and surely within the reach of every-
one. For this greatly reduced fee, the specta-
tors also will get a better show. First of all, a
snappy and flashily uniformed team.

Second, a great schedule. No set-ups in a
card that opens with Bapst on September 23
and will extend through November 18 when
our own Crimson team will probably journey
to the Bay State to play one of the top-rank-
ing schools of that section. Third, more novel-
ties such as games between the halves, march-
ing by the band, peppy cheerleaders, student
card stunts in the stands and all the rest of the
spectacular show that makes football the great-
est game of all—the King of Sports,

R. H.
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THE
REBELLION
IN THE
HOUSE OF
MAULE

By

PHYLLIS SMART

IILLIAN MAULE looked around the
sunny kitechen of her home, and
siched happily. “It certainly does
seem good to get home,” she said. “College
was fun though. I’ll never forget the good
times 1 had,—but, Moms, why didn’'t you
come to my graduation! Father made some
vague remark about a eold you had, but I
knew a cold wouldn’t have stopped you.”

“Your father thought the trip would be too
tiring as I did have a little cold,—but I was
terribly disappointed, dear,” answered Mrs.
Maule sadly.

“As I remember it, when Gladys graduated,
Father wouldn't let you go for the very same
reason. Sometimes I think Father is rather
unreasonable,” Lillian said heatedly.

“Now, Lillian, you know I never question
your father's judgment,” replied Mrs. Maule,
surprised that anyone should do such an un-
heard-of thing, “Eh—what are you planning
to do this summer, dear?"”

Immediately Lillian was all enthusiasm.

“Oh, Moms, Miss Reid, the head librarian,
offered me a position as her assistant. You
know, that's just the kind of work I've always
liked. Of course, the salary isn't very large,
but I can stay here at home, and yet I won’t
Miss
Reid told me that she is going to resign next
year, and that would give me a much higher
place and better salary. What do you think,
Moms?"

have to live on your kindness entirely.

October, 1933

“Why, Lillian, I think that's just lovely!”
eried her mother, her round, sweet face and
mild, brown eyes lighting with pleasure, “‘Have
you spoken to your father about it yet?”

Lillian's face abruptly hardened.

“Yes. He said that he'd never let me go
out and work like any common drudge.
Mother, doesn’t that sound rather foolish
to you?”

A small frown—the largest one Mrs. Maule
could manage, however, appeared on her usu-
ally placid face.

“Why, I think librarians are most gentile.
I can’t see what your father doesn't like about
a position like that.”

Just then the front door slammed, and a
masculine voice called peevishly.

“Isn’t my supper ready yet, Elsie?”

“Oh, it's you, Richard! Just a minute, my
dear, just a minute, and T'll have it right on
the table,” and Mrs. Maule bustled away, for-
getting librarians and Lillian, everything but
that her lord eraved nourishment.

Lillian did not forget librarians as soon as
her father’s arrival, however, and during sup-
per, she said to her parent, “Have you any
good reason why 1 ghouldn’t be a librarian,
Father?”

“You have my views on the subjeet, Lillian.
I do not see why any reasons should be given.
[ would rather not discuss it any more.”

Mrs. Maule opened her mouth several times,
and about five minutes later had the audacity
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to say timidly, “Really, Richard, I think it’s
a very nice chance for Lillian. Miss Reid is
one of the most infelligent women in Ster-
ling.”

Richard Maule could hardly believe his
ears. Was it really Elsie, his dutiful wife,
who was speaking thus to him? He stared
haughtily through his glasses at her for a solid
minute, and, when Mrs. Maule was again feel-
ing satisfactorily inferior, he answered, “You
will kindly leave this matter to me, Elsie!”

Lillian then ecasually remarked, “I think
I'll go to Worcester tomorrow and visit Gladys
for a few days.”

“Perhaps you ecan get some sense from
Gladys,” retorted her father, “She knows her
place is at home with a husband and family,
instead of out working—working like a man!"”

The next day, after Lillian had gone, Mrs.
Maule suddenly remembered that the Ladies’
Night of the Commercial Club was to be held
that very evening. Of course, Richard be-
longed to the Commercial Club; he belonged
to every important organization in town. Dear
Richard always insisted that she attend Lad-
ies' Night, but what would she wear?

Oh, yes, Mrs. Maule was only an ordinary
woman. She wanted a new dress. Of course,
Richard had said upon inquiry that she should
wear the dress she got last year for Ladies’
Night; it was a perfectly good dress. Well,
what if they would all know it was the one
she wore last year? Women are the fussiest
creatures!

Mrs. Maule sighed as she started down-
town fo do the daily marketing. As she passed
the windows of the city's largest department
store, she noticed, oh, such an attraetive little
blue silk! With a guilty feeling, she sidled
nearer the window to look at the price tag.
Nine dollars! Why, that was a bargain! She
could go in and see it closer. Of course, she
wouldn’t buy it, but surely just looking at it
wouldn’t do any harm.

A clerk hurried up, all smiles and gestures.

“May I help you, Madame?”

Mrs. Maule giggled nervously.

“Eh-ah, I'd, eh, like to look at that blue

8

dress in the window if you wouldn’t mind.”
Mind? Of course not! The clerk would be
delighted to show it to Madame. Immedi-
ately the blue dress was dangling before Mrs.
Maule’s  dazzled eyes. Now, wouldn’t
Madame like to go right into this little room—
right here, that’s it—and try it on?

Mrs. Maule's lips started to form a refusal,
but, before she could speak, she was hustled
into a large closet, with a full length mirror
on the wall, and the door was closed, leaving
her alone with the blue dress.

A little imp inside Mrs. Maule began to
whisper, “Certainly it would do no harm to
try it on,” and closing her ears to her con-
science, Mrs. Maule slipped the dress over
her head with trembling fingers.

Stepping first this way and that in front of
the mirror, she fancied she could hear the
admiring remarks from the women on Ladies’
Night—*Elsie, my dear, it fits you to per-
fection,” “Where did you get such a crea-
tion?", and so on.

The clerk softly opened the door.

“Ah, Madame, you are ravishing in it!
The color exactly suits you—and such a bar-
gain, only nine little dollars! Madame can-
not afford not to take it.”

Hardly knowing what she was doing, Mrs,
Maule handed the clerk a ten-dollar bill. Be-
fore she quite realized what had really hap-
pened, she was left alone at the counter with
the dress, neatly wrapped, and the change in
her hand.

Then and only then, did she begin to waken
from her daze. Oh, what would Richard say?
He would be so angry because she had bought
it without his permission, and that was not all,
The dress was light blue, and Richard thought
light colors were altogether too frivolous for
middle-aged women; it had short sleeves and
a low neck, yes, even a corsage of velvet violets
at the shoulder.

With a heart heavy as lead, Mrs. Maule
turned her steps toward home, forgetting the
marketing in her guilt. Faint with dread,
and yet with a strange feeling of satisfaction
in her purchase, she prepared dinner, and,
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when her husband ecame home, she took the
bull by the horns, so to speak and said weakly,
“Eh, Richard, my dear—."

“Well, what’s on your mind, Elsie?” he
asked jovially, the smell of a savory dinner in
his nostrils. She blurted out the whole ter-
rible thing.

“Richard, I bought a new dress this morn-
ing. If cost only nine dollars—."

“A new dress? Elsie, let me see it at once.
I distinetly told you that you did not need
one.”

Mrs. Maule began to sniffle.

“Oh, but, Richard, it was such a bargain—!"

She scurried away, and brought back her
temptation.

“Elsie! This is too cheap-looking for words.
My wife shall not be seen in public, wearing
such a dress!”

A queer feeling of rebellion, altogether new
to her, seeped into Mrs. Maule’s heart. Strange
words rose to her lips.

“Richard, last year I felt positively ashamed.
All the other women had evening dresses on,
and I—I wore that horrid, snuff-colored, long-
sleeved, awkward-looking thing. This dress
is very stylish-looking, I think.”

“If this is the way you are going to act and
speak to me, I shall say nothing more. If
you wish to be a laughing-stock, you may,”
her husband replied with dignity.

That evening, Mrs. Maule still felt faintly
rebellious. She wondered greatly at her rest-
less feelings, Where was her former wifely
spirit? She would try to show Richard that
she was truly sorry for what she had done—
nevertheless, she wore the new dress!

Elsie Maule was one of the most attractive
women at the elub that night. Even her hus-
band grudgingly admitted it—to himself.
Her eyes bright, and her cheeks pink with
excitement, she moved among the others,
practically walking on air.

“Ah, Mrs. Maule, may I say you are look-
ing very beautiful tonight?” eried the Presi-
dent of the Club, Ralph Giles.

“My dear, your dress is perfeet!” gushed
his wife, “Come, Ralph, we must greet Mr.

and Mrs. Smith; they have just arrived,”
and hauling her husband out of earshot, she
changed her manner abruptly.

“Beast! Why didn’t you yell your extrava-
gant compliments so they could hear you in
the next town? Praising that dumpy little
Flsie Maule, and sneering at your own wife!”

All was not harmony between the Maules
either. Mr. Maule felt that his wife should be
respected for her virtue, not praised for her
beauty, and he told her so in very loud tones
and strong terms.

“Why any man is fool enough to fill a wom-
an’s head with tommy-rot like that, is more
than 1 can see!”

“Hush, Richard, the others will hear you!”
whispered Mrs, Maule nervously.

“Elsie, it's high time we were going home,”
roared her liege lord, ignoring her weak pro-
test entirely. His wife followed meekly
enough, but once inside their own home——,

“Richard, do you really think such remarks
as you made were enfirely necessary?”

“Flsie, evidently you do not appreciate
what I have done for you,” replied Mr. Maule
sadly and irrelevantly. '

“Oh, Richard, you have been one of the
best husbands a woman ever had, but to-
night—,” began Mrs. Maule.

“I try to be a good husband,” interrupted
her spouse with dignity. “Therefore, Elsie,
tonight I saved you from yourself. You can-
not deny that you were enjoying Giles’ mouth-
ings."

“Oh, Richard, forgive me!” Her husband
shone onee more as the only star of Mrs.
Maule’s heart, but like a comet, the thought
of President Giles’ words kept flashing warmly
through her mind.

Mr. Maule did not sleep very well that
night. He felt that his wife wasn't thoroughly
subdued. In all their thirty years of married
life, she had never acted like this. There
was no other explanation but that she was
feeling ill. He was really worried about her.
He would call up Gladys in the morning;
surely she would help him out.

(Continued on page 36)
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MURDER

By MerriLL ELprIDGE

ARKMAN, the philatelic detective,

had been called into his first murder
case, as he frankly stated to Mr.
Charles Russell, New York Superintendent of
Detectives, at whose request he had come to
New York, where they were now seated in
Russell’s office discussing the case.

There was very little to go on.
man, Phillip Weeks, was a member of the Col-
lectors’ Club. His body, with its throat cut
nearly from ear to ear, had been found by two
small boys near a little used path in Central
Park. Russell was his friend and, when the
police had made no progress in twenty-four
hours, had sent for Markman, in whom he had
implicit faith.

There had been no signs of a struggle, said
Russell. He simply lay there in a pool of
blood in the early morning, and some twenty
feet away the police, who had been called by
the boys, found the bloody razor with which
the terrible deed had been done. There were
no clear fingerprints on if, and there were no
definite footprints to help in the investigation.

The man was identified by letters in his
pockets, and his body now lay in the morgue,
awaiting official action, of which there seemed
to be very little prospect. And the queer part
of it was that he had not been robbed in any
way. Apparently it was a eold-blooded mur-
der. It might have been caused by enemity,
but the man had few friends and no enemies,
so far as anyone knew.

“Tell me all you know about him,” said
Markman finally. “Perhaps we ean hit on a
clue.”

“There is very little to tell,” replied Russell.
“He was an odd sort of fellow, keeping his
own counsel and staying very much to him-
gelf. 1 probably knew him better than any-
one else at the Club because | sensed his
loneliness and tried to make him warm up to
me, but I never got very far. He told me one

The dead
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time that he came here from Martinique, and
that in the eruption of Mt. Peelee he had lost
every relative he had in the world.

“He lived alone, and spent a good many of
his evenings at the Club, reading extensively
in the library, sometimes trading or buying
stamps. But he was odd, as 1 said, and in-
clined to be morose. When he felt he knew a
thing, he would listen to no opposite opinion,
so the boys were rather inelined to let him
alone, a decision which seemed to suit him
perfectly.

“He had a pretty valuable collection which
we found in his rooms when | went there
yesterday with the police looking for clues.
There was just one thing missing. A short
time ago he eame to the Club one evening
with an old collection that he had turned up
somewhere, and in his glum way was evidently
very happy over a 24¢ Airmail stamp with the
center inverted, As you know this stamp is
worth about $3000,

“We crowded around to see the treasure,
and, when one of our experts ventured to

] oA

RUBSELL POINTED OUT THE SpOT
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doubt its being genuine, he flew into quite a
rage, He said that before buying the collec-
tion he had studied everything in the library
on the subject, and he knew it was all right.

“The boys were inclined to laugh the matter
off and drop it, but he agrued excitedly a few
minutes, and then slammed the album shut
and walked out with it. Now, that collection
is also in his rooms, but the Airmail stamp is
missing.  Yet it doesn’t seem possible that he
could have been murdered for just that stamp.”

“] should hardly think it probable,” said the
detective slowly. “Had he any other peculi-
arities that might help us?”

“Nothing I have been able to think of,”
answered Russell. “He was left-handed, but
that has no bearing on the ease. Now do you
want to go down and see the body, or go to
headquarters and see the papers he had on
him?

“I'd like to go with you to the spot,” replied
Markman., “It is barely possible that we may
find something the police have overlooked.”

The place was unguarded now; the police
had decided that there was nothing there to
help solve the mystery. Russell pointed out
the spot and the place where the razor was
picked up. Markman looked and studied and
walked about with his head bowed in thought.
After a bit he stopped suddenly.

“Russell, I want you to witness this,” he
said. Taking his small tongs from his pocket,
he picked up a tiny serap of paper from behind
a bush and held it out for Russell’s inspection.
Russell gasped. It was barely a quarter of an
inch in size, but the collector saw in an instant
that it was part of an airmail stamp. On
hands and knees the two searched the grass
and recovered several more bits, which the
philatelic detective placed earefully in an en-
velope and put in his pocket.

“Now, let’s go down to headquarters,” he
gaid. He held up a hand to check Russell’s
questions, ‘“Let’s not speculate on the possi-
bilities yet. Wait and see what we find as we
go further into the case.”

At headquarters Russell introduced the de-
tective and stated that he had called him into

the case, asking that he be shown the effects
of the dead man. With a visible sneer on his
face, after finding that Markman was not a
certified detective, the sergeant turned them
over to an officer who led them into a room
and brought in a big manila envelope.

Markman looked elosely at the various arti-
cles—the old-fashioned, heavy watch, pen,
pocket-book, ete., and then picking up the
letters and papers began to peruse them closely.
At one letter he touched Russell’s foot, warn-
ingly, and passed it to him. Russell was
obliged to conceal his emotions as he read a
letter to the dead man from one of the greatest
stamp authorities, regretting being obliged to
inform him that the stamp that he was return-
ing was undoubtedly but a clever counterfeit.
The letter was dated five days previously.

Mr. Markman arose, thanked the officer,
and fold Russell he would now view the body.
In the eab on the way to the morgue Russell
said, “What do you think, Markman? Is it
possible it was suicide?”

“I think there is very little doubt of it.
That letter broke his heart. From what you
have told me of his charaeter I think he could
not face the other members of the elub and
have fo admit that he was wrong,”

“But how eould he have killed himself and
the razor be found twenty feet away? He
dropped in his tracks and his own razor and
brush were in his rooms. I made sure of that.”

“That is the weak link,” said Markman
frankly. “I ecannot account for it so far. Let
us hope that a view of the body will be of some
help.”

At the morgue the officer on duty had evi-
dently heard from headquarters, for he also
had a look of derision on his face as he led the
pair to the body. The detective looked fixedly
at it for a few moments. Then he turned to
the officer and gaid: “The man is undoubted-
ly dead.”

“Any fool could tell that.”

“You noticed it, did you?” replied Mark-
man. “And did you also notice that he was
killed by a left-handed man?”

(Continued on page 82)
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THE

Dramamizep rroM ToE SkercH Book or WasHINGTON IRVING

Act I, Scene I

Time: 9 B. M.
Place: In the drawing room of Leslie’s home.

The scene takes place in George Leslie's
magnificent mansion. Mary rushes to the
door to receive her first guest, George's best
friend, Washington lrving.

Mary: Washington, how glad [ am to see
you! You are the first one {o arrive.

Wash: How do you do, Mary? How well
you are looking this evening!

Mary: Thank you, Washington. (She cour-
tesies) Let me take your coat, George is
awaiting your arrival. (Bell rings loudly
and other guests arrive.)

(After the guests are assembled, the men

group in one part of the room to discuss pres-

ent day politics, while the women play
whist.)

Betty: One no trump.

Helen: 1 pass. 1 have not a face card in my
hand. Isn’t that disgusting?

Elnora: Remember, girls, we shouldn't falk
across the board. It’s your bid, Sally.

Sally: Two no trump.

Betty: But my dear Bally, that's my bid.
You see———(the scene switches to the
other side of room).

George:  1f Mr. Blank gets elected, the whole
country will go Whig!

Guy: 1t stands to reason, if the———

William: (breaks in) It's all nonsense!
Whether the country goes Whig or Federal
makes no difference.

Donald: Let’s not spoil the party by talking
polities.

Artemus: 1 agree with Don. Say, boys, let's
show the women how to play whist.

(The men join the women).

(Extra tables are set up, and a lively game

is started once more.)

Mary: (trying to start a conversation in

which the men would be interested) Wil-
liam, who do you think will be our next
president?

William: Well, Mary,
which needs a great

that’s a question

Donald:  Stop him, that's all he talks about.
William: As 1 was saying, Mary
Betty: 1 agree with Don, let’s not talk about

polities (she changes the subject to feminine
things) Elnora, have you seen Helen's new
dress? It's sweet! It is so
William: Well, in my estimation, politics
are more important than dresses. 1 am
firmly
Artemus: 1 give up.
keep him still.
The bridge game is finally broken up and
refreshments are served.  While they are eat-
ing, the door bell rings sharply.
(Curtain)
Scene [1
10./P. M.
In the Hall.
(opens the door) Yes?

A message for Mr, Leslie,sir. (Mess,
(Spirop exits

I guess it is useless to

Time:

Place:
Spirop:
Mess:

tips cap and exits from left)

from right).

(Leslie hastily tears open message—reads
it aloud once—grows white—gropes for sup-
port—and clenches the message in his fists.)

(At that moment Washington goes into the
hall in search of his friend. Worried by the
sight of Leslie, he asks:) '
Wash: Bad news, Leslie,

answer).

Wash: 1 say, old top, have you had bad
news?

Leslie:  Yes, I have not a penny in the world.
My wife—oh, how will she take it—she
must not find out.

Wash, Nonsense, you must tell her right
away. Cheer up, this isn’t the worse thing

old boy? (no
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WIFE

By Lucimie Epstery, Luciune Foca AND JULIET SPANGLER

What if your mother
or Mary had been killed? Mary will take
it like an angel, I know, You're lucky to
have such a fine woman to tell your trouble

that could happen.

Lo,

Leslie: No, no, Washington, I can’t tell her.
She has been used to luxury all her life. All
her dreams will be shattered. She must
never know.

Wash: Brace up, old man. You must prom-
ise me that you will tell Mary the first thing
in the morning. Come, give me your word.

Leslie: Tt will be a difficult task. No, no,
Washington, I can't do it! Poor Mary,
oh my poor wife!

Wash: If you want your marriage to con-
tinue to be happy, you must fell her, and
let her help you in this trouble.

Lestie:  All right, I promise, Washington.
(Curtain).
Act 11, Scene I
Time: 830 A. M.
Place: Breakfast room.
Spirop is in the breakfast room—George
enters.
Spirop: Good morning, sir.

P = e
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Geo: (ina daze) Er—Good morning, Spirop.
(Mary’s pleasant voice is heard from the hall!)
(Good morning, everybody. (Mary enters)
My, isn’t it a glorious day! George, dear,
you don’t know—why what is the matter?

You look so pale.

George: Why———er -nothing is the
matter. 1 er

Mary: (with bewilderment): George, are
you ill?

(George: No, Mary, really I'm all right. Let’s
have breakfast. (Mary and George sit

down to eat).

Mary: 1t was a grand party last night, wasn’t
it? We have an invitation to go over to
Sally’s this evening, I told her that I'd
let her know whether we could go or not.
Will you be able to go?

Er——yes. I mean— er

no. What did you say?

George:

Mary: George, 1 know that there is some-
thing wrong—womething is bothering you.
Won'’t you tell me what it is?

(George: (thoughtfully) Well, Mary, I'm afraid
that there won’t be many more gay times
as there were last night.——[——

“THERE 18 A LITTLE DARLING HOUSE"
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Mary: (interrupting) Why, George, 1 know
you are ill!

Gleorge: No, Mary, I'm perfectly well, physi-
cally, but——but——well——er- You
know that big real estate deal Mr. Getechel
and T were putting over?

Yes.

Well I’'m afraid everything is lost!

Mary: (listening intently)

Gleorge:

Mary: (ealmly) You mean that you've lost
all the money which you invested in the big
deal?

George: (hysterieally) Yes, Mary, isn't it
simply awful?

Mary: Why of course not, dear. Our life
has been too idle for us fo really enjoy it.
One doesn't realize how much more fun it is
to saerifice things which he wants, and to
work hard for what one gets. Why, George
dear, you don’t know how fortunate we are
to have lost our money. I know that it
gounds queer, but you just wait until we've
got used o a different life, and you'll see
how much we'll enjoy it. Why, then,
George, we'll get the real benefit out of life.
Really, dear, when I think of it, I can hardly
wait until we sell the house and move some-
place else; we're going to, aren’t we, dear?

George: (heaving a sigh of relief) Yes, Mary,
I believe we will. You don't know how
grateful 1 feel now. You're just a perfect
brick. I feel as though some little angel
has just showered us with tons of happiness,
joy, and sunshine.

Mary: (with enthusiasm) George, do you
know where I'd love to live? There is a
little darling house about twenty miles out-
side the city that has been for sale a long
time. Why, dear, you dont know how
nicely we could fix it up. The air is so pure
in the country, There will be so many
things to do. Oh, George, 1 can hardly
wait until we see if we ean get the house.
Aren’t you thrilled, George?

George: Mary, I'm so happy 1 can hardly

speak!

(Curtain)
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“A MESSAGE FOR MR. LESLIE, SIR"

Act I, Scene 1

Time: 6 P. M.

Place: Just outside Leslie’s new coftage.

Mary: (tasting one of the strawberries which
she has just picked) My! aren’t these

berries good? The season has been just
right, and the berries are so large that |
didn’t need to pick so many as I did, 1
shall save the rest for tomorrow morning's
breakfast. Won't George be pleased?
Really, now 1 wouldn't go back to the city
for anything. I'll dip the pail into the
spring and get the water,
into a spring near-by.)

George:  (Coming up the lane with Washing-
ton.) I'm go afraid that Mary won't like
the housework, or the small house, or the
country. She can’t give the parties or en-
tertainments that she used to give. She

(Continued on page 31)

(She puts pail
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POETRY

By Resecca Doory

IN my tender years the word poetry
meant a series of jingles—Nursery
Rhymes, to be specific—which were
painstakingly taught to me, for often I re-
belled at wasting a few minutes of my precious
time—time in which I was sure to find a more
profitable way of amusing myself, making
mud-pies for instance, than in reciting “Twin-
kle, twinkle little star.” In the presence of
fond parents, these jingles were then recited
in the typieally shy, finger-in-mouth, swaying-
back-and-forth manner of a little girl saying
her first piece in public, to a group of seemingly
admiring, wonder-struck friends (who doubt-
less thought that their own offspring could do
much, much better.) Inevitably however,
I grew a litfle older, and the demure “Mary,
Mary, quite contrary” no longer suited my
tomboyish attitude. So the troublesome jing-
les were left in the dust, and for a span of
years [ knew no poetry except that which
was read to me,

In my fifth year of school, after the most
important foundations of eduecation had been
formed, my teacher decided to give us a course
in literature to heighten our interest and ap-
preciation of poetry. It was then that I re-
ceived my first impression of real poetry—and
I mean real poetry, for 1 was well drilled in
some of the classics, hardly one word of which
I fully understood. If anyone had asked me
then what poetry was, I should have glibly
answered that it was a series of stanzas, num-
ber varied, of four lines each with opposite
lines ending with rhyming words. It never
oceurred to my small, unpliant mind that
there might be poems without rhymes. Poetry
—well, it just wasn’t poetry if it didn’t rhyme.
As I think of some of the masterpieces that I
laboriously learned, 1 am inclined to believe
that they were taught to us for that very rea-
son, When a line ends with a word that is
almost the same as one in another line, both
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in sound and aceent, it is much easier to fix in
the memory. Even now, bits of Longfel-
low’s “Psalm of Life,” which I thought I had
forgotten and lost forever, come to my mind
unbidden. Other lines of poems, fitles, au-
thors and themes forgotten by this time, keep
popping up when they are least expected.

Two or three years later, 1 took the pre-
seribed study of poetry. By this I mean the
study of meter, and meter only. Many a line
of poetry was ‘“‘underlined” and “overlined”
with mystic long and short marks under-
standable only to those who were initiated.
I soon had a different conception of poetry
altogether, It became a nightmare, a curse
upon my happy days. I delved into old,
forgotten, dusty books seeking bits of poetry
to “‘meterize.” But my study of meter did
not. detraet from my firm adherence to rhyme.
Instead, it added another fact to my convie-
tions. Poetry with no metfer and no rythm—
well, it might just as well be prose.

However, this study of meter gave me the
“poetry bug.” I certainly was smitten. Why,
I even wrote it—the usual stuff, all about
“beaufiful birds and butterflies flitting around
in the warm summer sunshine, with pretty
little flowers all nodding their heads”; you
know the type. Even the effects of my works
of art when read to an admiring (?) audience
did not, dampen my ardor. I read and read
poetry, and then read some more. My par-
ents grew actually worried, and often placed
their palms upon my forehead to see if, by
any chance, 1 were feverish. Nothing ecould
stop me from poring over lyric lines, and serib-
bling small verses which I thought would
surely gain undying fame for me in the near
future. I dreamed of the adulation of multi-
tudes that would be mine, and, 1 regret to say,
I had these sweet day-dreams in school, and
was often awakened most unpleasantly, to
say the least.

October, 1933
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However, one day my set ideas of poetry
received a jolt that made it necessary to re-
vise all my earlier impressions. 1 discovered
that there actually was poetry that did not
rhyme! At first my sensation was slightly
resentful that no one had told me this before,
but then the curiosity in Eve exerted itself,
and I investigated. I found that poetry with
no rhyming words had just as much lyrieal
and rhythmie quality as, and sometimes more
than the poems using the every-other-line-a-
rhyme effect. 1 promptly began fo readjust
my views, and to take a real enjoyment in
poetry. Avidly 1 read such classies as 1 could
lay my hands on, and gradually my appre-
ciation deepened and broadened.

Today, I really enjoy reading poetry, but
I certainly make no pretense of writing it as
I did a few years back. I enjoy it as a sort of
hobby, a pleasant pastime. No actual, gril-
ling study is put into this hobby; it is merely
a sideline, although one eannot read even a
little poetry without absorbing some knowl-
edge of the styles of writing.

There are poems expressing every emotion.
Sadness, ecstasy, meditation, and comedy
are all suggestive of different moods. To me
poetry ig an outlet of emotion through the
author’s ability to express these same feelings
which I, myself, am unable to put into words.

Horace Stewart Visits

Have you ever seen a record broken? Hor-
ace Stewart, a freshman in B, H. 8., had that
thrill at the International Air Races at Curtis
Reynolds Tield in Chicago when Jimmy
Wedell broke the land speed record for air-
planes. While in Chicago, Horace also went
to the World’s Fair,, He was, he revealed, at-
tracted by the bright colors of the buildings.
Many of them were of stucco in gay colors of
red, green, blue and purple; and, although
the majority of them were only one story,
many had towers.

When Horace was asked which city he liked
the best, New York (where he stayed two days)
or Chieago (where he remained three days) he
laughingly replied that New York wasn't so
hot as Chieago.

Although he only spent three days at Chi-
cago, he managed to see many unusual and
amusing things. He visited the Travel and
Transport Building, the Firestone Building,
where every phase of tire making was shown,
the General Motors building (which he ad-
mitted he liked the best) and Ripley's Believe
It Or Not Odditorium where many thousands
of people came to see the freaks of nature,

The trip to Chicago was uneventful. But
on the way back, after they had left Portland

World’s Fair By Plane

by plane for Bangor, the ship ran info a bank
of fog at Bath and had to turn back to Port-
land where the occupants of the plane took a
train for Bangor. Horace, who had been up
in a plane many times before this trip, stated
that he didn't feel any unusual sensation in
going up, but on coming down he was uncom-
fortably conscious of a great din in his ears.
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THE REALISTIC SCENE

By RoserT CANDERS

RTHUR ATTEL was known as a
man who had never stopped trying.
To-night—after thirty-odd years of

patient waiting and everlasting plugging he

was to receive his reward. Broadway. What

a difference after the small towns that he had

played in before! Broadway! The crown-

ing achievement of every actor’s life.

But Arthur Attel was not well. The thirty
years of constant working and traveling had
taken their toll. He was getting quite far
along in life. It was some time since he had
begun his career at the age of twenty-one in a
small Maine coast town. But Attel was de-
termined to put his heart and soul into his
performance tonight. What if his heart was
a little weak? The play must go on!

A capacity erowd packed the large Broad-
way playhouse to see the world’s premiere of
“Life and Death”, Broadway’s gigantic spec-
tacle. The large audience waited impatiently
for the eurtain with tremendous expectancy.
This was to be the play of the age! Actors
had been recruited from all over the country
and even from BEurope for this presentation.
It had to be good!

The climax of “Life and Death” occurred
in the final scene when the old man, after liv-
ing an unsteady life, tells his son about his
dishonesty. The shock and shame of the
moment, added to the age of the man, is too
much. The old man dies gasping his confes-
to his bewildered son. The foregoing

sion
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scenes, together with the strength of the story
makes this scene tremendously heart-grip-
ping. Arthur Attel had the role of the old
man, and no one was more determined to
make this play a success than he.

The first acts passed before the audience.
They were received with very great pleasure
by the many famous people who, along
with the rank and file made the cosmopolitan
crowd. The final act was awaited with great
interest. It was sure to be extremely good
after the success of the first acts.

At last it came time for the final scene.
Everything was ready. Arthur determined
to make good. This would be his best per-
formance.

As the gasps of the dying old man ended,
the curtain fell on the greatest play that had
ever struck Broadway. For more than five
minutes the applause was deafening. Arthur
Attel had given a perfect characterization of
the dying old man. Theatre-goers said it
was the most perfect they had ever seen. And
it was perfect, for behind the scenes, frantic
actors and stage-hands struggled to bring Ar-
thur Attel to consciousness. But a doctor pro-
nounced him dead. He had put his whole
heart into his last performance, and his poor
weak heart was unable to stand the strain.
The curtain had fallen not only on the play,
but also on the life of the gamest actor of all

time.
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Students! Ten-Shun! The military depart-
ment of Bangor High School is ready to start
off with a great big bang this year under the
very able guidance and careful supervision of
Major Robert T. Snow. Major Snow eame
to Bangor only last year, but he has done an
excellent piece of work. Military affairs are
getting under way in shorter time than usual,
and uniform issue slips were distributed in the
second week of school.

Since we have such a fine set of cadet offi-
cers, this ought to be a very good year for the
R. O. T. C. Can’t you just picture student
Major Clarence Fields in that “snappy” new
uniform swinging a shiny sabre and bawling
orders at the top of his lungs? Oh boy! [t
must be a lot of fun to be a “big-shot’ like
Major Fields.

Ahl—but wait! There is a sad part to the
majority of stories, and this one is no excep-
tion to the rule. Sergeant Beckert, who has
been with us for a number of years, retires
this fall with the rank of eaptain in the United
States Army. We are going to miss his cheery
smiles, his jokes, and even his oceasional repri-
mands, but we wish him the best of luck in
everything that he undertakes.

Sergeant Beckert's place will be filled by
Sergeant Frank D. Doncheez who has been an
instructor at the University of Maine for sev-
eral years. Sergeant Doncheez, we extend a
cordial welcome to you as one uf our leaders
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in the R. O. T. C,,
you may rest assured, will cooperate with you
in every way.

and the boys of B. H. 8.,

Our rifle elub will begin in a short time with
Stanley Getehell as its eaptain. Of course,
you have not yet forgotten the great Hearst
Trophy which last year’s team won for us,
and let us hope that the new team will be as
suecessful,

Just now there is not a kink or a wrinkle in
the military program which needs smoothing
out, except
Sophomores.

the creases in trousers of some
Things promise to run as
smoothly as ever,

DEBATE CLUB

The Debate Club this year will turn first to
its sponsorship of the stage presentations of
Shakespeare’s MERCHANT OF VENICE
and MACBETH. A meeting was held Sep-
tember 19th to organize this project, the big-
gest. that the Club has yet attempted. To
produce these plays, THE SHAKESPEARE
PLAYERS come direet from Lakewood Thea-
tre where they will play one week. In Ban-
gor, both plays will be presented on the same
day, on the High School stage; the afternoon
performance—Merchant of Venice—will start
at three o'clock, and Macbeth at eight-fifteen.

THE SHAKESPEARE PLAYERS, featur-
ing James Hendrickson and Claire Bruee have
appeared successfully in leading colleges
universities, and theatres all over the country.
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Their recommendations may be read on the
bulletin boards now up in the corridors, and
in the speeial advertising distributed by Club
members.  1t's sure to be one big day, October
13th, not only for high school students, but
for every play-goer in the ecity. The hall
should be packed at both performances, for it
will be an event such as the high school has
not seen in a long, long time.

The usual autumn dance so successfully
staged the past three seasons by the Debate
Club will be omitted this year in order that all
the attention may be given to the promotion
of the Shakespeare Players. Rumor has it,
however, that the club is planning a VALEN-
TINE dance that will make former efforts in
this field look tame indeed.

As soon as the excitement of the plays has
cleared away, the Club will turn its attention
o actual debating activities. Last year was
extremely suecessful; an attempt will be made
this season to extend the debates even further,
allowing much new material to get a chance
at meeting in interscholastic debates.

Attendance at the first meetings, and re-
ports in addition, indicate that the member-
ship of the organization this year will surpass
the already high record set last season. By
Providing interesting and exciting programs
and activities, the Debate Club offers every
Student a worth-while extra curricular ac-
tivity,

LUNCH ROOM

Business in the Lunch Room started with a
bang Thursday morning, My, my, how those
girls have to hurry. Just think how full every
minute of recess is for them while mme.of. us
just wander around aimlessly, accomplishing
nothing special. (However, let us not forget
those who can indeed get their studying done
during recess.) Wouldn't we miss recess a.n’d
the lunchroom if, by any chance, we _‘hd“t
have them? Just imagine school without
them. Y’ know, it's nice to think of thil:gﬁ
like that—makes you appreciate what you've
got.

TRYOUTS

It seems as though competition for Junior
Exhibition were getting keener every year.
Even now, the juniors are haunting the lib-
rary, searching frantically for a piece for try-
outs. Public speaking is a coming art, so to
speak. Nowadays, preparation for a great
many professions requires public speaking,
because it plays a very important part in the
world today. Take the radio, for instance.
Think how little time announcers have in
which to say as much as they do. Every min-
ute is crammed with meaningful words, spoken
in exactly the correct way. As for the tests
which an announcer has to take before he can
get any position, what isn’t included in them
about expression just isn't worth speaking
about. So, juniors, make the most of the
unusual opportunity which Bangor High offers
you. And, sophomores, your expression classes
are certainly worth whatever time and effort
you spend on them.

BAND

The regular Tuesday night band rehearsals
began on September 12 with Mr. Robinson as
director. It is not definitely known yet how
many will be in the band this year, but Mr.
Robinson thinks that the number will be ap-
proximately the same as last year. There will
be several, of course, from the freshman class
who will increase the various seetions some-
what. There were thirty-two present at the
first rehearsal, and the different sections were
fairly well balanced. The band needs especi-
ally trombone and horn players; it is expected
that the freshman eclass will remedy this diffi-
culty in some measure. If you play any in-
strument which you think would be useful to
the band, you ought to see Mr. Robinson
about it at once, and this suggestion applies
to every last member of the school.

Major Snow will get the thirty-six piece
military band organized earlier this year so
that it may participate in the Armistice Day
parade. A considerable amount of criticism
was raised when the band did not funetion
in this parade last year, but that was because
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it was not fully uniformed. Two officers’ uni-
forms will be reserved for the student leader
and the drum major, and the student leader
is to be given a lieutenant’s commission.

Our band did not win the New England
contest at Newport, Rhode Island last May,
but is that any reason why we should not sup-
port it? Far from it. They did their best.
What more can we ask of them? Remember,
we can’t win all the time. This year the band
boys need our support more than ever, and
of course we shall give it to them. Nothing
is yet known about either state or New Eng-
land band ecompetition for 1934, and it is
doubtful if our band will be able to participate,
but, whether it does or not depends in a large
measure upon the students of Bangor High
School.

ASSEMBLY

The Oraele board, as has been the custom
for several years, had charge of the first assem-
bly. In this assembly the morning students
had a chance to witness “Joey” (Joe Bertels,
in case you have forgotten) impersonating a
freshman, although there is not a great deal
of difference between him and a freshman.
But Joe was there, book-bag and all, cower-
ing under the stern glances of Editor Andrew
Cox. Didn’t know Joe could act, did you?
Of course he would not have done as well if he
had been acting the part of a senior, but you
will all admit that “Joey” knows how to make
a monkey of himself,

By this simple program, the students found
out a part of the process which the Oracle
undergoes in the making. Undoubtedly you
will all agree that the first assembly was a
fine one, and let us hope that we will have
more assemblies equally entertaining.

P. 8. We don’t want Mr. Bertels to take
this article too seriously.

LATIN CLUB
Latin Club begins a new year with the fol-
lowing slate of officers:
Consuls: Edward Curran
Aphrodite Floros
Quaestor: Sally Woodcock

Practor: Dorothy Nealey
Tribunes: Bernice Braidy
Natalie Nason
Aediles: Edwin Young
Rose Costrell
Lucille Epstein
Virginia Orbeton
Censors:  Mrs. Cumming

Miss Estes

Plans for the year are not entirely complete,
but it is expected that more will be attempted
in the way of Latin dramaties, with one or two
more meetings of an entirely social nature.

As we stroll down the halls we notice second
year Latin classes full to over-flowing, of eager-
eyed sophomores, longing for the day when
they will be introduced to the immortal Julius.
To them we say: “Cultivate the gentleman’s
acquaintance and we’ll welcome you to Latin
Club.”

Seniors interested in things Roman are in-
vited to join the club, whether or not their
course still includes the study of Latin,

ORCHESTRA

The first orchestra rehearsal was held
Wednesday, September 13. There was an
attendance of thirty, which was excellent for
the first assemblage of the organization. A
large number of the orchestra’s best players
were lost, because of graduation last June, but
the shortage in numbers will be overcome by
the entry of the new juniors.

The orchestra of 1933 was one of the best
that Bangor High School has yet produced
and let us hope that it will be even better this,
year. Have you ever thought how “dry”
the assemblies would be without the assist-
ance of the orchestra and the band? Ponder
on what a sacrifice Fat Brown, the tight Seotch-
man, makes when he toots that trumpet in
the orchestra, and it is all for your benefit.

The orchestra will probably have a fine
year, and wouldn’t it be “swell” if this wide
awake organization could participate in some
contest in 19347 But, if such is ever the case,
it will be the part of the students to support
it in the same way as they do athletics.
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THE BOOK NOOK

Ve TN

1933 MAGAZINE STORIES AND ARTICLES

Broken Engagements—E. Philips Oppenheim
Oct. Ladies Home Journal
*You Must Fly—Ruth Nichols
Aug. Pictorial Review (article)
A Woman Curiously Cold—Zona Gale
Oct. Ladies Home Journal
Are Movie Stars Actors—Florence IFisher
Parry
Sept. Delineator (article)
*The Spindle Age—Margaret Craven
Sept. Delineator
“The Game Never Changes—Florence Pfalz-
graf
Aug. Good Housekeeping
Spilled Milk—Will Gooddil
Sept. Woman’s Home Companion
No Other Gods—Willa Roberts
Sept. Woman's Home Companion
What Hitler Wants—Leon Trotsky
Sept. Harper’s (article)
*Hello Dangerous— Fannie Kilbourne
Sept. American
*A Good Desert Isle Companion—Maxine
MeBride
Sept. American
The Wedding Gift—Courtney Ryley Cooper
Sept. American
Recognition for Russia?—P. W. Wilson
Sept. Review of Reviews
Thomas Alva Edison—A Hartley Gratton
(biography)
*Is College Worthwhile?—Robert E. Rogers
Sept. Forum

Books

*One More River—John Galsworthy
*Heavy Weather—P. G. Woodchause
Snows of Helicon—H. M. Tomlinson
*The Dragon Murder Case—S. 8. Van Dine
Seven Yesterdays—PauljHoffman

Over Here—Mark Sullivan

October, 1983

Strangers Return—Phil Stong
Danger in the Dark—Arthur Chase
Murder Won’t Wait—Caviall John Daly
*Angel in the House—Kathaleen Norris
Painted Lady—Helena Gross
Still Waters—Margaret Nickerson Martin
The Clock Ticks on Valentine—Williams
Percentage—Charles Franeis Cae
*Baturday's Millions—Lucian Cary
Jeremiah the Princess—E. Philips Oppen-
heim
*Five Darp—Eric Hatch
The * indicates that those books, stories, and
articles are of particular interest to
the reader, and that they are among
the best of the current season.

“BULLDOG DRUMMOND STRIKES
BACK”

By H. C. McNeile

The only clues to the murder were an ink-
stained bit of blotting paper, an ink bottle
without a cork, a bronze hairpin and a paper
reading, “The days of the week backwards.
If two, omit first.” It was quite a mixup to be
sure, but no mateh for Bulldog Drummond.

LATEST!

Results of
Popularity
Contest

BOY: Andrew Cox
GIRL: Betty Maxwell
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As we all know, a few members of the class
of '33 are taking a P. G. course this year.
Some B. H. 8. Alumni attending Univer-
sity of Maine this year are;
Betty Dill
Louise Hastings
Franees Jones
Albert Landers, '32
Edward Silsby, '32
Margaret Thayer
Paul Winsor

Newell Avery
Barbara Bertels
Woodford Brown
Elwood Bryant
Frank Burke, '32
Paul Burke
Norman Carlisle

Thomas Reed, 1932 editor of the Oracle,
who was prominent in aectivities and athleties
while attending B. H. S. was one of the three
Bangor boys invited to join the University of
Maine varsity football squad. Another of
the boys was Jack Thompson, "31.

Harold Grodinsky, one of the popular boys
of last year’s class, has entered City College,
New York.

Joan Cox has entered the College of the
Sacred Heart, Manhattenville, New York.

Edmund Boudreau has entered Higgins
Classical Institute,

James Cox, "32, after “prepping” for a year
at Hebron Academy, will enter Bowdoin Col-
lege this fall.

Alvah Ford has entered M. C, 1.

Frederick Newman, one of last year's foot-
ball players, has enrolled at Fryeburg Acade-
my.

Frank Morgrage, ex-'34, is studying this
year at Higgins Classical Institute.

Margaret Sperry has enrolled at Nasson
Institute in Springvale, Maine.

22

Constance Hedin "33 is entering Vassar this
fall. She will find as head of the French De-
partment Florence D. White, Ph.D., a gradu-
ate of Bangor High School, danghter of Prin-
cipal Henry IR, White, whose picture hangs in
the office,

Girls who enter Mt. Holyoke from B. H. 8.
have a similar advantage. Helen Pateh, Ph.D,
of the Romance Language Department is
Senior Professor of French. Dr. Patch visited
Bangor this summer and renewed her acquain-
tance with Miss Mary . Robinson, Miss
Mary L. Webster, Madame Beaupre and
others of her former teachers in B, H. 8.

Louise Leonard, A.M., (Smith College) is
Professor of French in Hood College, Mary-
land.

Wellesley students are always pleasantly
greeted by Professor Lennie Copeland, Ph.D.,
of the Mathematics department, who is an
alumna of B. H. 8.

Phyllis Lorimer, who graduated with Phi
Beta Kappa honors at Mt. Holyoke in "32,
and won her A. M. at Radeliffe in June 33,
will teach in Washburn, Maine.

Arline F. Palmer, Mrs. John D. Beardsley,
of Washington, D. C., is visiting in Bangor.
She was an unusually fine debator in her High
School days.

Gretehen V., Hayes graduated from Bangor
Theological Seminary in June, 1933, and is now
pastor of the chureh in Garland, Maine. Miss
Hayes was a prominent debator in B. H. 8. and
a Junior Exhibition speaker.

Marion Bragg, formerly of the U. of M.
faculty, is teacher in East Orange H, S.
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BOYS’

ATHLETICS

BOYS' ATHLETICS

Football got away to an optimistic start on
August 30, when Walter Ulmer, starting his
second season as head football coach called
out a picked squad for pre-season practice.
Among the thirty-five men reporting, were a
number of veterans headed by seven letter-
men: Ed Curran, Power-house Rubin, and
Small, linemen; Sharkey Staples, Nelson, Stu-
art, and Hussey, backs. Pushing these vet-
erans for varsity berths is a host of promising
material. Outstanding among these are Ad-
ams, Cox, Ballou, Green, M. Staples, Upton,
Dauphinee, Wright, Elliot, Hibbard, Martin,
Higgins, Daley, Merrill, and Giles.

With these men as a nucleus, Ulmer will
develop a playing squad of twenty-five men.
The Junior Varsity will consist of the remain-
der and will be directed by Faculty Manager
Maleolm Willis with some competent faculty
coaches,

While it is yet too early to pick regular line-
up, it looks as if Ed Curran, giant wingman
of last year will get the call at one end position,
while Andy Cox, Bass, Upton, and Giles bat-
tle it out for the other terminal post. Tackle
are Ulmer’s chief worry but with such stal-
warts s Staples, Small, Wright, G. Menrill,
and Hibbard, he should be able to develop an
aggressive pair of maulers for this important
position. The guards are headed by last
vear's sensational line star, Rubin. Jock
Adams, scrappier and tougher than ever will
oeeupy either the other guard berth or the

October, 1958

pivot position. Big Bill Ballou is another
ace guard who will see action along with Sum-
mers, 4 promising neweomer. Both Rice and
[, Merrill are capable centers and will both
be in there. Frit Green, one of those batter-
down-the-door players will fill the right back
position, while Bob Hussey and Sharkey Stap-
les will do the chores at the left half-back and
full-back positions respectively. Don Stuart,
a tricky runner and vicious blocker will occupy
the quarterback post. These backs will be
hard pressed by the Dauphinee brothers, Mar-
tin, Nelson, Elliot, Peters, and Hillman.

Coach Ulmer states that although he has
but an average sort of team he hopes to put a
fighting, hustling, hard hitting club into the
fray with John Bapst in the initial tilt of the
geason on September 23, and without making
any predictions as to the winner it ought to be
a great brawl, bigger and better than ever,
when our own Crimson Imps take the field
against those Purple Eaglets from John Bapst.

FOOTBALL SCHEDULE

23 John Bapst at Bangor.
30 Brewer at Brewer.
Oct. 7 Berlin, N, H. at Bangor.
14 Portland at Bangor.
21 Thornton at Bangor.
28 Portland at Portland.
Nov. 4 Bar Harbor at Bangor.
11 Brewer at Bangor.
18 (out of state) pending.

sept.
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BANGOR 6; BAPST 20

A beautiful day, a large enthusiastic erowd,
and a lightning fast field marked the sixth
annual meeting of two bitter rivals, John Bapst
and Bangor High. The Crimson team en-
tered the fray determined to beat the Eaglets
and break a three-year-old jinx, but when the
final gun sounded, the score was Bangor 6;
Bapst 20, and the jinx remained unbroken.
However, the score alone does not tell the
story of that hard-fought battle.

Bapst won the toss and chose to tuke the
wind, Bangor electing to receive. Bapst
kicked off to Captain Staples who was downed
on the Bangor twenity yard line. Bapst,
horseshoes in both pockets as usual, got the
initial break of the game. Capitalizing on a
Crimson misplay, they recovered the ball deep
in Bangor territory and shortly after scored
and added the point after. Bapst again
kicked off, this time to Hussey who returned
the ball to midfield. Then the Crimson Wave
rose in all its might and rolled steadily goal-
ward, every lineman doing his part and the
backs stepping off big gains on every play.
With first down on the Bapst five yard stripe,
Sharkey Staples scored on a buck through the
line. The attempt for the extra point was no
good. Bapst again kicked, this time to Upton
who returned it to the Bangor forty-five yard
line. The remainder of the hall was unevent-
ful exeept for a great goal line stand in the
closing minutes, when Rubin, Curran, Ad-
ams, Green, and Upton tossed the Purple
backs four successive times to take the ball on
downs. Staples kicked to midfield as the half
ended.

The second half opened with Bapst receiv-
ing. Taking the pigskin on their own forty-
five yard marker, they ripped a wilting for-
ward wall to ribbons, lugging the leather some
fifty-five yards to score and convert. The
teams then see-sawed back and forth with
Bapst getting the better of it. Line replace-
ments failed to bolster Bangor’s tiring forward
wall, With a couple of minutes to go the Pur-

ple kicked. Hussey, taking the ball on his
24

own fifteen yard stripe, raced to midfield, and
it looked as if a last minute Crimson rally was
on, but a fumble on the next play stopped the
drive, and once more Bapst started goalward.
But with George Merrill leading the defense,
they were halted on the Crimson ten yard
mark. With seconds to go, Hussey faded
back to pass, but a charging Purple forward
intercepted the ball and fell aecross the goal
line as the final seconds ticked away. They
failed to convert. Score, Bangor 6; Bapst 20.

BANGOR (6); JOHN BAPST (20)
l. e. Curran (C) r. e. Davis

1. t. Merrill r. e. Dean

l. t. Small r. t. Smith (C)
1. g. Rubin r. . Aird

l. g. Summers r. g. Marley

l. . MeGowan ¢. Crabb

¢. Adams l. g. Casper

r. g Ballou 1. t. Bradley

r. g. Daley L. e. Julien

r. t. Staples 1. e. Golden

r. e. Upton q. b. Rittal

r. e. Martin q. b. Sheehan
q. b. Hussey 1. h. b. Parent

r. h. b. Farwell
f. b. Lalfountain
f. b. Geaghan

q. b. J. Dauphinee

L. h. b. Stuart

I. h. b. Frazer

L. h. b. Nelson

r. h. b, Green

{. b. Staples (C)
Touchdowns: Farwell 2, Casper, Staples.
Point after touchdown: LaFountain, Rittal.
Officials:  Referee, Butler; Umpire, Mat-

thews; Head linesman, Manter.
Periods:  8-10-8-10.

Crimson wave rolls over
Brewer, but final gun
robs Raging Red of earned
victory, and Brewer es-
capes with scoreless tie.
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GIRLS" ATHLETICS

Another school year has come around, and
let us hope that all those who are back again,
have brought with them plenty of good Sehool
Spirit, that they are going to use in backing
up their teams and urging them on to victory.

The girls’ coach and physical director, Mrs.
Churchill, is back with us again and has a
good schedule planned for us this year; it
includes o hockey tournament between the
sophomores, juniors, and seniors, and a basket-
!39-11 and baseball tournament between the girls
n all four classes. The freshmen are to try
their skill at soccer during the ecoming few weeks.

Mrs. Churchill will give her first call for
!‘UCk@Y candidates next week, and it looks as
if & good number would turn out from the
number of requests that have been coming in
for it to start,

Last year the senior class of 1933 had the
championship teams in hockey and basket-
ball, while the juniors, took the cup in base-
ball. 8o come on you sophomores, juniors,
and seniors, let us see who will come out on
top at the end of the hockey tournament and
have the cham pionship team!

The class games will commence around the
first of November. ~After spending the month
of October in practice, they ought to prove
to be swift and thrilling as they usually do.
Now, students, that you know there will be
class games and know when they will start,
f"hy not come out and cheer for the team which
18 representing your class and at the same
time see some good swift games of hockey, for
that is what they will be?

THE GIRLS’ ATHLETIC HONOR COUNCIL

The Council girls, including Helen Hawes
and Katherine Whitney, are all back again
this year, and are ready to go ahead and work
o raise money for different things that may
arise during the year.

This year, as Teachers’ Convention is not

being held in Bangor, the Couneil will not run
the lunch counter as they did last year, but
they will have charge of the refreshment booth
at the football games at Mary Snow Field as
in previous years, and hope that the enter-
prise will prove successful.

Many of the students do not know what the
Council stands for.

The purpose of this Couneil is to develop
a better type of girl to represent Bangor High
School in athleties; also to develop good lead-
ers. We try not to make this Council a select,
orsnobbish group, but a group of girls who have
the interests of the school at heart, and who
are working for the school—not for themselves
personally. The Council girls choose those
who they think will make good leaders and
who have the six qualifications which are
scholarship, athletic ability, respect, leader-
ship, dependability and sportsmanship. Schol-
arship is considered one of the most import-
ant of these requirements, for many people
think that athletes are seldom good students.
We do not believe that this is so, because a
girl can be a better athlete if she is a good
leader, dependable, a student, and holds the
respect of the majority of the school.

(Girls are reeeived into the Council three
times during the school year: at the Hockey
Party, the Basketball Banquet, and the Fresh-
men Assembly. When a girl has earned her
letter or numeral her name may be presented
to the Couneil, and, if approved by them and
by the faculty, she receives an honor. This
past year 1932-'33 the following girls were
taken into the Council.

Hockey Party: Lucille Fogg, Barbara Jar-
vis, Frances Giles.

Basketball Banquet: Corrinne Morrison,
Jeannette Sanborn, Elnora Savage.

Freshmen Assembly: Margaret Tyler,
Carolyn Reed. ,

The Honor Council supports all girls’ ath-
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leties, and has very little outside help. They
coach inter-class teams and teach all freshmen
gym classes.

To be chosen for the Council is one of the
highest honors recognized by the school.

Officers of the Girls" Athleties Honor Coun-
cil for the year 1933-'34 are:

President: Mary Wright.

Vice-President: Elizabeth Toole.

Seeretary: Ruth Sanders.

Treasurer: Geraldine Reynolds.

Members are:
Mary Wright
Elizabeth Toole
Ruth Sanders
Geraldine Reynolds
Thelma Lovejoy
Clorrine Morrison
Jeannette Sanborn
Alicia Toole

Helen Hawes
Carolyn Reed

Helen Bond

Ruth Thurston
Betty Homans
Barbara Jarvis
Elnora Savage
Lucille Fogg
Katherine Whitney
IFrances Giles
Catherine Piper
Margaret Tyler

HOKUM

Well, after about three weeks of school,

most of us have settled back to the old grind

again—and what a grind! Still it does feel
good to be back again (this for the benefit of
the teachers again.)

The old sehool doesn’t seem right now that
the “Old Guard”, Leavitt, Fraser and Hawks,
has left. What will the R. O. T. C. do with-
out its adjutant-captain?

Judging by the number of post-graduates
who have decided to remain with us again, it
looks as if old man prosperity is still playing
“Hide and Seek” with us.

They tell me that a certain Robert Hussey is
due for some great write-ups in the Oracle
sport section this year. Bob is editing that
section. Can that be the reason?

On looking over the roster of our noble
Senior class, I happened upon the name of a
certain H. “Tanglefoot” Kendricks. It looks
as though “Tanglefoot” has finally decided to
assume the dignity of membership in a Senior
class. Ineidentally Mr. Kendricks wishes to
announce that all people who tell you that he
entered B. H. 8. in the class of '30 are prevari-
cators of the highest order. Xendricks has
definite proof that he entered high school in the
class of '29 and is prepared to substantiate his
statements.

Latest gossip has it that Warren Staples

was seen walking through our corridors in
company with Evelyn Nickerson. Better
wateh out, Luey!

Contrary to this, however, is the fact that
several freshmen, notably “Blondy” Bluestein
and Vlae were seen riding to school on trieyeles.
Last year, so Bob Kurson said, there was even
a shortage of kiddy-cars.

I have been asked to announce a special
meeting for the purpose of evolving a code for
B. H. S.—all students invited. Eddie Curran
and any others not included under this category
please do not attend. The time and place of
this meeting are to be kept seeret.  The results,
if any, will be posted in our next issue.

We guys are trying our darndest to make the
faculty put us in a class with the working men
(Cranston and Cole included) so we can get a
4 hour shift (talking about shifts—you ought
to see Rubin hoof it down the gridiron). Our
classes would be ineluded in the 8 hours and
then come back to school again.

Rose Costrell and her assistant (ah! ha!
Who is she?) are up to their necks in tears.
After unearthing a gripping story which, by
the way, was anonymous, they enraged the
entire faculty trying to find out who wrote it.
They found out—and was the result bitter—it
was written by an alumnus and they couldn’t
print it! Did the girls weep and weep!
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FUNNY BONERS

Boss: “Well, did you fix the doorbell at 23
Cross Street?”

George Powell: “Nope, there was nobody
there,”

Boss: “What do you mean? The lady said
she would be there all morning.”

George: “Well, I rang the bell three times
and nobody answered; so I thought there was
nobody at home.”

Ikey and Rachel took their baby to the
movies. When they went in they were warned
that they would have to leave if the baby made
a disturbance, although they would get their
money back.

Halfway through the main picture Ikey
turned to Rachel and said, “Well, what do you
think of it?”

“Not so good,” answered Rachel.

“I think it is rotten,” said Ikey.
baby.”

“Pinch the

Teacher: “Mr. Canders, what is a defici
Bob: “It’s what you have when you haven't
48 much as you had when you had nothing.”

tqn

Juliet Spangler (in the country): “What’s
that smell 1 smell?”

Farmer: “It’s fertilizer.”

Juliet: “Oh, for the land’s sake!”

Farmer: “yeh,”

Eleanor D-rk-n-: “How much are your
peaches?”

Peter Z-iis: “Penny each, Miss.”

Eleanor: “I’ll have one, please.”

Peter: “Givin’ a party?”

SONGSTORY

It’s The Talk of the Town—Smoke Rings—
Mm‘ching Along Together—Among the Moon-
light and Pretzels—In the Little White Church
on the Hill,

October, 1933

Shame On You—Louisville Lady—For Pet-
tin’ in the Park—Under a Blanket of Blue—;
and Shame on You—Lazybones—for Lyin’ in
the Hay—but the River's Taking Care of You.

It Isn’t Fair—but Done Blame Me—for
Trouble in Paradise—Sweetheart Darlin’—
because I'm Moonstruck—and Living in
Doubt—Morning, Noon and Night.

Don St-a-t: “Is the captain double-jointed
sir?”

Coach Ulmer; “No, why?”

Don St-a~t; “1 just broke his leg then.”

Despite the depression girls without prinei-
pal draw interest.

In darkest Africa Sidney M. Alpert and
Sidney ? Alpert were watching a leopard
chasing a large fat man.

“Can you spot the winner?"” asked Sidney M.

“The winner is spotted,” answered Sidney ?

He was seated in the parlor,
And he said into the light,

“Either you or I, old fellow,
Will be turned down tonight.”

Jack D-nn-ng tells us that she’s niﬂy a
garbage man's daughter, but she ain’t to be
sniffed at. Ouch!

Billy W-e-ht: “We are Kappa Sigs and hon-
est men,”

Judge Walter M-i-e: “The Kappa Sigs line
up on this side and the honest men on the
other side.”

Jean C-lhe-n (a eastaway): “Good Heavens! ,
Cannibals!” .
Male Castaway (unknown):

don’t get in a stew.”
(Continued on page 30)

“Now, now,
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PRINCIPAL PROTESTS PROTRUDING PAPERS;
BITTER BATTLE EXPECTED OVER OLD CUSTOM,
NEW MOVE STARTED BY SCHOOL AUTHORITIES

HAROLD MOON FAVORED BY THE LATEST - B. H. S

WISE ONES TO WIN JAYVEE
JUNIOR EXHIBITION

Latest reports have it that Harold
Moon is favored by the wise ones to win
the Junior Exhibition, Moon is the lad
who competed against Claire Libby for a
minute and a half. Tt is a toss-up be-
tween Francis Giles and Lucille Fogg for
the girls.

The Exhibition will be held as usual on
the banking behind the school. Robert
Canders, George Bell and that well
known Gwenny Bartley will act as cheer
leaders. Claire Libby and Blair Stevens
will act as judges for the long-awaited
event.

The excitement is running high and
syeryone is waiting tensely for the time
when the exhibition is scheduled to start.
We can’t tell yvou the exact time now, be-
pause the officials told everybody con-
nected with the thing to come about fifteen
minutes early; so you just ecome fifteen
minutes later and you will be all right.

The subjects of the speakers are varied
and will prove interesting to all. Moon
wil! speak on The Composition Of A Cos-
metic And Why., This will naturally
prove interesting to many people, al-
though such a deep eubject will not be
understood by many freshmen. Miss
Giles will speak extemporaneously, while
Miss Fogg has her speech all learned—
bt she won't tell anybody what the sub-
ject is.

We are requested to announce that
rickete will go on sale at recess Monday.,
sheldon Smith will sell one or even two or
‘hree, if he has that many. I he hasn’t
:hat many, see Claire Libby and she will
zet you a good seat,

This i= the second amnual Jayvee
Exhibition, Last vear it was held in the
wditorium, but that wasn't large enough;
w0 this year it will be on the banking be
sind the school.  B. H. 5. sure shows a lot
if spirit when it comes to listening to

seople talk.

SIGNS N.R. A. CODE

STUDENTS ALLOWED TO STUDY
ONLY TWO HOURS PER DAY
UNDER N. R. A

Will Not Be Allowed to Attend School If
They Do Not Sign Pledge

The popular “Feet” Curran , when
asked wluu. he was going to do about it,
would say nothing but “nuts” in his usual
offhand manner. The Oracle reporter
fired questions at him from all sides, but
all he would say was the inevitable “nuts.”
A squirrel would have made a good haul
right then. However, we found out some-
thing from one Floros. Btudents will
not be allowed to take hooks out of the
school without a special permit; reeita-
tion will take up uniy ten minutes in each
recitation class, and study periods will
be devoted to leapfrog.

Seniors who are too dignified for lea
frog, will be sent home during soudy
periods.  Tiddleywinks and such games
will not be nllowed; only instructive
games, like Beanbag and such., [resh-
men, or at least sophomores, will be the
gonts of all games. In other words, they
will he the frog in Ienrf rog games and
such us that. We will be the leaps.
Whoopee!

You know we kinda like the idea of
this N, R, A.—Less time in school (trans-
lated from the Latin by Robert Canders),
Ten minutes recitation in ench closs!
The next twenty minutes will be used
studying—if you have to study! Then, if
you add eorrectly and subtract and every-
thing, you will have ten minutes left—if
Kou don't get the ten minutes LYOu can go

ome.  Those who are left will do a Iitﬁ‘e
rapid fire work in questioning the teachers,
first to see if they are up to par,

Now isn’t this N. R. A. going o be just
too sweet for words?

PROMINENT STUDENTS NEAR COL-
LAPSE AT SENSATIONAL AND
UNEXPECTED NEWS

A move was instituted today by B. H. 8.
authorities to prevent students from hav-
ing papers protrude from hooks. The

uestion is a grave one and already is

threatening to beeame a national issue.
Several prominent high school students
when interviewed expressed their views
in a heated manver almost completely
demolishing the interview.

Natalie Nason, the first person rques-
tioned, immediately threatened to become
apopletic as she muttered:

“No more papers in books? All the
joy would be taken out of life if there
weren't papers in books. Outside of ex-
fra Chemistry and latin assignments
that's all the fun I have. Please, oh

lease, do something about it,” and she
urst into tears.

Morris Rubin took it like a man.
With eyes flashing and his nose gradually
growing redder and redder, he said in a
choked voice, “What would T do if I
didn’t have papers in my books. [i's
the thing that makes teachers think [
study. My recitations don't seem to in-
fluence them. 1—I ean't go on,” and the
Battle Axe of the Gridiron eollapsed.
While he was being revived by some of
the good old home-made oxygen (Robert
Cander's produet) which seemed to do
more harm than good, a few others were
interviewed.

Lorraine Farnham emphatically insist-
ed that something should be done about
it. “Look at al! the paper that's wasted
when it's merely used to project from
books, The amount that's wasted by
1400 students in five years would buy a
truck to carry all books of freshmen to
school thus eliminating bookbags, thus
eliminating energy, thus practically elim-
inating freshmen,”
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AN UNUSUAL DISCOVERY MADE IN B.H. S
STAR FOOTBALL PLAYER SINGS SOPRANO
SCIENTISTS PROCLAIM “FEET” CURRAN PRODIGY

FIRST
FRESHMAN
INTERVIEW

Special Correspondent In Room 207

“The Bangor High School has an Oracle
Which will as you know make your eves
bright like Grandma’s. And the Oracle
Will help to make a person more popular.
Ihe people on the Oracle staff put hard
and almost “embarrassing” (we don’t
know what it means, do you?) labor on
their Oracle."

This astounding statement was made
by & freshman from Room 207 in a syndi-
Cated interview with an Oracle representa-
tive,

::::ﬁ;s_z-i_'.“,H{!nliem:m replied in solemn
the . You have certain sports in which
“‘itlh)es-t players of the High Sehool play
e different High Schools and Acad-
P 'if‘ of the same or different (vins such
n ortland, South Portland, and other
Umerous places of enjoyment. In re-
ﬂjlfjl to his liking for high, he had a few
o3 8 carefully prepared which were
Stally Hlf_ﬂtllil!ll(}l‘ “The reason I like
dl:llf't ?Chm‘lun he said, 'Yis because we
and 1ave to stand in front of the class
Yo recite the whole lesson. Some ‘nlher
mr:on‘s why I prefer High School to Gram-
\\‘hi;—}N': 100ls are that we change rooms
wave & comfort because some teachers
= “‘n}s grow sickening after a while and &
ke does us or anybody else good.

7 r:.;' at High Sehool, one has more [ree-
glmn,"".‘] has enough to do to take up uny
it da f"“‘_‘* “’h!c.h should not slip by or if
Wor ]'“"’ it ean't.,” With these eryptic
ds, he left, leaving the writer struggling

O revive,

Asked what his opinion of athletics |

FIRST GAME OF SEASON
WON BY TAYLOR'S TERRIBLES

Harold X. Taylor, well known daghing
fullback and capain of Taylor's Terribles,

led his team to vietory over the Mighty |

Frosh yesterday. That was the reason
that Taylor's Terribles won—they were
the better swimmers, You should have
seen Harold X. ploughing through center
with Blair Stevens doing interference.
Blair surely is a good little interferer.
But the Mighty Frosh headed by that
| brute George William Powell (Willie P.)
certainly put up a gallant fight. Al-
though Willie P. does not call himself a
freshman, he was allowed to remain on
the team because their opponents could
‘ not prove that he was anything else but.
Well, Taylor’'s Terribles won, but it
was a close gcore.  Seore sheets on sale at
the Tatler office. Upper classmen 10c;
frosh 5e, (The reason for the lower
price for Frosh is, of course, that they
| couldn’t really be expected to understand
! the whole thing anyway.)
Notice: Please form an orderly line,
and do not crowd.

Have just received
fresh
penwipers.
those desirous of
obtaining one of
this year’s model,
see

ROBERT HUSSEY
in room 307 at re-
cess.

carload of
All

HAD LIFELONG AMBITION TO BE
OPERA SINGER, MOTHER
REVEALS |

Braving one of the worst storms ir
years, three hundred girls raided the door
of B. H. 8. You guessed it—tryouts fol
Glee Club were being held. An extrs
force of guards was rushed over from thy
Police Department while the distractes
parents of the girls hurried to the build
ing. Many prominent singers were seel
struggling to get in by hook or by erook—
mostly by crook.

In the prevailing excitement, Mari
Toole began to pull Ruth Robinson”
hair. Attracted by the screams of th
girls, several husky foothall players dashed
up the steps, dressed in football togger:
and earrying footballs under their arms
But, alas, the doors had been crashed
and they were swept along with the girls
Miss Donovan at the piano prepared t|
test the voices. Hardly knowing wha|
he was about, “Feet” Curran went for
ward in a daze. Miss Donovan who did
n't glance up, ordered him to sing. I
the hush t)F that enormous hall, hi
clear sweet baritone rang out as he san
“Love's Old Sweet Song." 1l

“Try it again singing on a higher scal
You should sing soprano. Your wvoi¢

| has quality.”

Again he raised his voice in song an
again the crowd was hushed. The doo
of the assembly hall were then closed an
no more details eould be learned. How

| ever, this following item appeared in th

paper the next day:
“Mr. Edward “Feet” Curran was fine
$10 and eosts for disturbing the peace an |

| resisting arrest having deliberately hilehd

| teachers.

Deputy Sheriff Lieberman, thus weaker
ing the sheriff's power of translating Latij
Therefore, many were enabled to have
good recitation which disturbed #F
For this act he was fined $10,



FUNNY BONERS

(Continued from page 27)

The harassed Juniors wonder why they call
plane geometry plain.

From a Freshman’s theme:
“He approached the door and rapt with the
knocker,”

Mr, Barker: “What's the feminine of sor-
cerer?”’
Jimmy W-ts-n: “Oh! Cup.”

Beautiful but Dumb (watching farm hands
spreading out a stack of hay o dry): “Is it a

91

needle that you are looking for’

Golddigger: “How much is he worth?"

Friend: “Oh, in the neighborhood of half a
million.”

She: “Why, that's my favorite neighbor=
hood!”

A Freshman was proudly displaying the
beautiful Bible he had won for regular attend-
ance at Sunday School. A friend of his moth-
er’s, who was said to lie about her age, spoke
up. “I remember I won a Bible for the same
thing when I was about your age.”

The youngster looked her over eritically for
a moment and then commented: “Well, it
must have been the Old Testament.”

THE RETURNING STUDENTS

The freshman girl, and freshman boy

March to Harlow Street, filled with joy,
The awakening, alas! will be quite rude
When they are caught in a silly mood.

The boy and girl of the Sophomore class
Are very haughty as they pass,

They're seasoned students now it seems,
And their lives with full experience teems,

The Sophs of last year,—Juniors now

Are they chesty, yes and how'!

In Bangor High, just one year more

And then who knows what they will score.

Here are the Seniors slow,—sedate
Looked up to as if in state,
Bangor's hope in future times

And some will be in far off climes.

Freshies, Sophs, Juniors, Seniors too,
Bangor High’d mighty proud of you.

We wish you all happiness and luck,

Face your problems, don’t “Pass the Buck.”

WHY FRESHMEN PREFER HIGH
SCHOOL
Taken Verbatim—Refreshing— Original —
Anonymous

If my English teacher should ask me which 1
preferred between High School and Grammar
School, I would say High Sehool.

If she should ask me why I would tell her
because of the hours as I am able to stay up
late at night. Another thing is the way the
rooms are arranged because when changing 1
have plenty of time to take in changing and get
better acquainted on the way without being
late for class. Also, 1 am considering my
stomach and the cafeteria takes care of that.
In grammar school we had unnecessary studies
such as geography, music, drawing, and spell-
ing. As I don’t care if the Rocky Mountains
are old or new, or the glacier period, which will
never do me any good, eame over the land
about a million years ago, or how to reach my
high “C's", and an “/” like this means the
same as an "I like this and as I'm not going
to be a cartoonist, why should I bother about
drawing. I cam see a wee bit of sense in spell-
ing, but who cares if class is spelled with two
§'s or one. High School eliminates all but
four studies which is swell,

30
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Sometimes you have to go downtown after
school, now you're already down in one jump.

Perhaps the best thing is the distance be-
tween rooms where you can get your studying
done on the way. There is a good and a bad
side to everything and the bad side to High
School is the last study period of the day which
is not, very good compared to three-quarters of
an hour of moving pietures.

WHY FRESHMEN PREFER HIGH
SCHOOL

When the wind is howling around the
building at grammar school and the recess gong
rings, there is a mad rush for coats, hats, mit-
tens and overshoes.  You rush out in the snow
and wind where if you have a lunch it ig too
cold to eat it and stand around frying to keep
warm by rubbing your ears and pushing each
other down (Iid. note: Jolly good sport).
You are just beginning to enjoy the fun when
the bell rings and then your bungling (and only
a freshman, too) outer garments and exhausted
by the exercise, try to write with your red-
dened, icy, cold hands. While at high school,
you can go to a warm lunch room where you
can procure and enjoy a sandwich to pacify
the hollow feeling in your stomach and often
talking a while with your friends you can re-
turn to your room refreshed by the recess.
(Pause That Refreshes.)

In high school changing rooms is very dif-
ferent from grammar school, it being diffieult
to hear oneself think for the corridors are filled
with noise.

At grammar school you were forced to arise
to go to school at 8.30, but if you have the
privilege (?) of being a freshman, you may
arise and eat your breakfast when you would
have dinner if you didn’t have any breakfast
0 you could have dinner in the first place.

Amorous Artemus
Along An Avenue.

Balmy Bernice (B-ai-y) Borrows Books.

Coy Claire (I-b-ey) Catches (Word for
Men beginning with C).

(Wea-h-r-ee) Ambles

Walloping Willie (B-ll-u) Waxes Wroth.
Manly Maurice (S-all) Makes Merry.
IMusive Isabel (C-m-i-g) Is ldeal.

Hale Hazel (Ch-lm-rs) Hates Halibut.

Gay Geraldine (C-uk-y) Gets Good.

Batty (B-rt-ls) Bakes Buns.

Rambling Rose (C-st-e-1) Recites Radiant-
ly.
Abstruse Andy (C-x) Absorbs Absurdities.
Two To-les train tremendously.

THE WIFE
(Continued from page 14)

must get her enjoyment out of work. I'm
afraid she won't like it.

Wash: Don’t be downeast, George. Mary is
the type of girl that will share with you all
the privations which you undergo. She will
make the best of it, anyway. Why worry?
We all hope that prosperity will soon come
again, and until then, don’t let this change
of affairs ruin your life.

(Mary, at this point, is setting the table,
and also singing “Old Folks at Home.”)

George: (Clutching Washington’s arm) Oh!
Washington, do you really think she will be
happy here? It doesn’t seem possible after
living in luxury all her life, having servants,
parties, and all that money can buy. I will
give her all that I ean, but that will be but
the dire necessities of life. This is terrible!
(At this point, Mary sees them and rushes
toward them elasping George about the neck.)

Mary: Oh, George, this is wonderful! I
love it here! 1 wouldn’t go back to the ecity
now for anything!

(George: Mary, you're an angel!

Mary: Washington, I'm so glad to see you!
How are you? I hear that you have had a
superb trip.

Wash: Yes, Mary, but it does me more good
to see you happy here than a thousand
frips.

George: Do you like it, Mary?

Mary: All the dreams of my life are come
true, George, dear. We shall be so happy
here! It's just like paradise. Just you

October, 1933
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Grace M. White
Beauty Salon

Tel. 20187 Bangor, Me.
OPPOSITE Y. W. C. A,

PERMANENTS

Ringlet Ends A Specialty
Only Genuine Lotion Used.

TYPEWRITERS

ALL MAKES
RENTED, REPAIRED, SOLD,
AND EXCHANGED

Woodstock Typewriter Sales Co.

10 Central St., Bangor, Maine

SAFETY FOR YOUR SAVINGS

Bangor Loan & Building Assn.
187 EXCHANGE STREET
BANGOR, MAINE

Compliments
of

Spangler,s
Q NOT Q FOOD SHOP
8 BROAD ST. BANGOR

Just What You Want

For School
For Sport Wear

Twin Sweaters

$2.95
FLANNEL SKIRTS ~ $2.95
FLANNEL SUITS ~ $6.95

THESY.STEM CO

look, the old-fashioned garden, the eclear
gpring, the small but homely little cottage,
and everything's perfect! But I'll tell you
the rest later. It's supper time. I've just
picked a box of strawberries from the field
back of the house, and the fresh peas are
already. Won't you sit down? I thought
you would like it better eating under the
tree than in the house.

(Mary brings on the food.)

(feorge:  Mary, I didn’t know that you could
cook so well. Tell me, dear, when you
learned.

Mary: 1 learned when I was young,

Wash: 'This is the best meal 1 have ever had,
and I am the happiest that 1 have ever been.

Mary: 1 am glad you are, Washington,

Gfeorge: Mary, no matter if it rains, the sun
will shine on us always.

Mary: Tl tell you what I am going to do to
the house. I'm going to make some pretty
curtains for the library, decorate the kitchen
in yellow, and outside I'm going fo make the
garden teem with colorful flowers. This is
going to be the prettiest house around here.

George:  Mary, I see that we don’t need money
to be happy. That is true, I think, for every-
one. With money come trials and finanecial
worries, worries for fear of robbers, and
many other things from which we are now
exempt. Thank Heaven our worries are
over, and we shall now be so happy in our
little home that we shall forget that we are
not the only ones on the earth.

Mary: George, it's perfect here,

MURDER
(Continued from page 11)

“What's that,” cried the officer. “What do
you mean? A man with his throat cut from
ear to ear, and you try to tell me you can see it
was done by a left-handed man. Let's see you
prove it, if you ean.”

“In a few minutes I will,” replied Mark-
man, “and I'll also teach you gentlemen to
show more respect to a man who is simply

trying to help you save your reputations.

The Oracle
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Claire Bruce  James Hendrickson

and a cast of professional players of highest calibre

in Shakespeare's

“MERCHANT -s VENICE”

(Afternoon—performance at 3 o’clock)

“MACBETH”

(Evening—curtain at 8:15)

HIGH SCHOOL STAGE
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 13, 1933

This is the chance of your school days to see these
two exciting plays performed by pro fessionals!
These artists appear at Lakewood, the week be-

fore their Bangor engagement.
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GAIN THE DEBATE CLUB SCORES IN ENTERTAINMENT
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EAT AT THE
Roxy Grill

10 Harlow St.  Opposite Park Theatre

N. L. Fellows Company
DYEING, CLEANING AND PRESSING

18 CLINTON ST. TEL. CONNECTION
BANGOR, MAINE

Compliments of

Ellie Beauty Shoppe

16 Post Office Square

HARDWARE

AND
SPORTING GOODS

We pride ourselves on the qual-
ity of our merchandise.

ATHLETIC
SUPPLIES

Proper equipment for all kinds
of sports.

Rice & Miller Co.

BANGOR
116 Years On Broad St.
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Call up Headquarters and find out if this man
was left-handed or not, and then I'll talk to
you.”

The officer went out to the phone and after
a few minutes came back with a very different
expression on his face. He said that they
didn't know whether the man was left-handed
or not, but they would send the detective as-
signed to the ease down immediately.

The detective shortly arrived, and he ap-
proached Mr. Markman with a manner very
different from that which he had previously
ghown him. He shook hands and said, “Mr.
Markman, I will be very glad of any informa-
tion or pointers that you have picked up, No
one but a fool is too smart to learn, and [ con-
fess I have no clue to the murder as yet.”

“It was not a murder,” replied the philatelie
detective. “It is a plain ease of suicide.
Come back to the body and I'll prove it to
you.”

Standing before the body Markman said:
“This gentlemen was left-handed, as Mr. Rus-
sell ean testify. He was & morose and dog-
matie sort of man and very set in his opinions.
He had recently bought a stamp collection
with a rarity in it which the members of the
Club were inclined to doubt the genuineness of.
He submitted it to an expert and day before
vesterday got a letter at his rooms returning
the stamp and saying it was a clever forgery.
That letter you have,

“Bitterly disappointed, and unwilling to face
his fellow elub members and admit his error,
he took an old-fashioned razor, went in the
evening to the park, fore the stamp into bits,
and then gave his throat one terrible slash,
hurling the razor as he did so. That is all
there is to it.”

He pointed. “Look at that slash., You
can see it was made by a left-handed man.
The eut is perfectly smooth where the razor
enfered at the right side, but rough and partly
torn at the left where the blade made it jagged
from the foree and depth of the eut.”

He smiled at the Superintendent who was
slowly nodding assent. “Well,” he went on,
“you have the letter. Here are the torn bits

The Oracle
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Patronize Sanborn’s Barber Shop
7 Hammond Street, Bangor, Maine
A Cl M H PIANOS, RADIOS, MUSIC, AND
rews llSlC ouse MUSICAL ACCESSORIES
: EXPERT TUNING, REPAIRING
Harlow Dore, Proprietor AND MOVING

THE HOPKINS STUDIO

Mary E. Hopkins
Photographs, Amateur Finishing, Enlargements $ixGor saine

TEACHER of VOICE, PIANO and ORGAN
[Ihur é @Uthrane Member of Northern Conservatory Faculty
91 FOURTH ST. TELEPHONE 6855
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Compliments of

Thurston & Kingsbury Co.

OU SHOULD SEE

OUR SMART SNAPPY FALL MODELS INDIVIDUALLY
SELECTED FOR THE STUDENT NEEDS
SPORTWEAR - AFTERNOON - DAYTIME FROCKS

SMITH’S SPFGIALTY SHOP
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White & Hayes
Funeral Directors

Lady Assistant

Tel. 2-02904 Bangor

Compliments of

FAIRMOUNT BEAUTY PARLOR

554 Hammond Street

J. J. BOULTER & SONS
203 HARLOW ST. Tel, 7019

Radiator Repairing
and Recoring

Elec. Arc. and Oxy-Acetylene Welding
Portable Equip.

at SENTER’S

THE KINEO MILL END CO.
21 To 37 Columbia St.

Bangor

Albert J. Farrington

Photographs of Distinction
WE MAKE THE BETTER GRADE OF
CLASS PHOTOS, NOT CHEAP BUT GOOD
Sittings at Night by Appointment
3 STATE ST. BREWER, ME.

PIONEER ENGRAVING CO.

Photo Engraving
103 Exchange St.

of the stamp. I think if you hurry back to
Headquarters you will still have time to give
the story to the late editions. Send the re-
porters to Mr. Russell this evening for the
stamp details. The morning papers will want
to embellish the tale. Goodbye, and good
luck.”

THE REBELLION IN THE HOUSE OF
MAULE
(Continued from page 9)

He carried out his plan the next morning,
and telephoned to his oldest daughter.

“Hello, Gladys? This is Father. I’'m very
worried about your mother, my child! 111?
Well, not visibly, but she has been acting so
queerly. She buys the most outrageous new
clothes, and actually enjoys it when men tell
her how beautiful she is, and all that bosh.
We—ell, only Ralph Giles, but—Gladys, what
did you say? ‘At last Mother is waking up’'—
I don’t understand you. Oh, you just spoke
to Lillian. Your mother actually defies me;
she argues with everything I say. ‘I wouldn’t
worry about it'? Well, I consider it is some-
thing to worry about. What? Oh, all right,
but Gladys—why, I guess she’s hung up!”

Soon after Mr. Maule’s conversation with
his daughter, Mr. Blake — next-door neigh-
bor to the Maules—dropped in.

“Say, Maule, why don’t you and the Mrs.
go to the races with my wife and me tomor-
row? Mrs, Blake can’t go as early as I'd like
to; so I thought we men could go together
and meet our wives later. How abouf it?”

Mr. Maule cleared his throat importantly,

“Ahem! 1'd be delighted to go, Blake, but
I don’t think Elsie had better. Eh—she
hasn’t been feeling well lately and—.”

Mr. Blake looked surprised. “She seemed
healthy enough last night. Ah, I see, that’s
why you went home so early. Well, I hope
she feels better. My wife will be disappoin-
ted. I'll eall for you at nine tomorrow. We’ll
have lunch at the fair-grounds.”

As soon as Mrs. Maule heard about this,
she again showed one of her surpriging stub-
born streaks,

The Oracle
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RENSSELAER POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE
TROY, NEW YORK

T N, A T T T TS . e

ENGINEERING, ARCHITECTURE,

SCIENCE AND BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION

HE Rensselaer Polytechnie Institute was established at Troy, New York, in 1824,

and is the oldest school of engineering and seience in the United States. Students
have come to it from all of the states and territories of the Union and from thirty-nine
foreign countries.

Four year courses leading to degrees are offered in Civil, Mechanical, Aeronautical,
Electrical, Chemical, Industrial and Metallurgical Engineering, in Architecture, and in
Business Administration, Physics, Chemistry and Biology. Graduates of the engineer-
ing courses are prepared to take up work in any branch of engineering. Graduates of
the course in Architecture are prepared to practice their profession in any of its branches.
Graduates of the course in Business Administration are prepared for careers in business
or for the study of law. Graduates of the courses in Physics and Chemistry are fitted for
research and teaching in these fields, as well as for practice in many branches of applied
science. The course in Biology prepares for research and teaching, for work in sanitary
engineering and public health, and for the study of medicine and dentistry.
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Graduates of any of the above courses may continue their work in the Graduate
School of the Institute. The Master’s Degree is conferred upon the satisfactory com-
pletion of one year’s work and the Doctor’s Degree for three year's work.

The method of instruction is unique and very thorough, and in all departments the
laboratory equipment is unusually complete.

An interesting pamphlet entitled “Life at Rensselaer,” also eatalogue and other
illustrated bulletins may be obtained by applying to the Registrar, Room 008, Pitts-

burgh Building.
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L. H. THOMPSON
PRINTER

BREWER MAINE

Compliments of

Band D

Beauty Shop
28 Main St. Bangor

Galen S. Pond Co.

Funeral Directors

LUFKIN’S

41 Columbia St.
The Home of
Fine Candies and Novelties

Chrysler - Plymomth

AUTOMOBILES

+

Utterback-Gleason Co.

34 Summer St. Bangor

“Why, Richard, I don't see why I ecan’t go."”

“My dear, you look very tired, today. I
wouldn't want my wife to be ill," her thought-
ful husband replied gently. “Besides, I don’t
consider horse-racing as anything the most
lady-like women would want to attend. You
must not go, my dear,” and he hurried away.

Mrs. Maule felt very much like weeping.
Richard was probably right, but she had
always wanted to see a race. However, it
was her duty to obey her husband. She tried
to dismiss the matter from her mind, but the
next morning, when her husband drove off for
a happy holiday, Mrs. Maule watched from
the window with a rebellious heart.

A few minutes later, Mrs. Blake came run-
ning up the path.

“l saw you out sweeping off the piazza,
Elsie; so I knew you must be feeling better,
Do come, won’t you? I've got to go to Wor-
cester, but I'll be back in an hour. You'll be
all ready, won't you? 1 won’t take 'no’' for
an answer,” and without giving her time to re-
ply, Mrs. Blake jumped into her car, and
disappeared,

Mrs. Maule was immediately besieged by a
tumult of emotions.

“1 have always been a good wife to Richard,
and I hope 1 always will be. Therefore I
should do as he says ; he is so thoughtful of
me—so afraid 1 might get over-tired; but I
would get just as tired staying home, and
cleaning the house up. I never have any fun.
I don’t belong to any of the clubs that all my
other friends do, simply because my husband
disapproves of them. 1 have only seen two
moving pictures in my life. If 1 had had a
little spunk, I would have gone to my own
daughters’ graduations. Why didn't 1 go?
Beeause my husband ordered me not to. Why,
all my life, it’s been like this. I’'m beginning
to see that Richard must “boss” some one all
the time. Since the girls are too old, I've
taken a double dose of it—with a smile, and a
‘Yes, dear Richard.” Well, 'm not going to
do it any longer.”

When Mrs, Blake returned, Elsie Maule
was waiting for her, cool, determined, and with

The Oracle
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To help

make
a winning
football team
C. H. RICE CO.

195 Broad St.

BOUTILIER’S
Jewelry Shop

Corner Hammond and Union Sts.

Branch Shop Now Open at
37 Park St.

Across from Sears-Roebuck

THE
Henley-Kimball Co.
DEALER IN
Hudson - Terraplanes
May & Summer Sts. BANGOR
Phone 4511

Shaffers Pens, Pencils and
Desk Sets
Script Writing Fluid

SWEET’S
Drug Store

Dunham - Hanson Co.

HARDWARE
3
KYANIZE PAINTS AND ENAMELS
BIRD & SONS SHINGLES AND
ROOFING
CORBIN’S BUILDERS HARDWARE
STANLEY TOOLS
g DOORS AND WINDOWS

31-39 Mercantile Sq., Bangor
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HERRICK - MACKAY CO.

72 Central Street

7

W here everything that is new
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for young men is carried---

and always at popular prices
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Louis Kirstein & Sons

REAL ESTATE { S ERVI CE

INSURANCE
Property Management

44 Central Street
BANGOR, MAINE

Kirstein Building - -

GLASS REPLACED TRUCK COVERS
DENTS REMOVED AWNINGS
FLAGS AND BANNERS
Dial 4679

2 UNION ST. BREWER, ME.

Compliments Of

Wheeler’s

= Beauty Shop =

47 Main Street

JORDAN-FROST PRINTING CO.

<

PRINTING

BINDING
7

Opposite High School

182 Harlow St. Bangor, Me.
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the light of battle in her eyes.

Mr. Maule was very satisfied with himself.
At last Elsie was back to normal again, Of
course, she had not stayed home very willing-
ly, but—she had stayed. He glanced up in
the grand-stand.

“Ah, there's Mrs. Blake. Goodness, how
that woman with her resembles Elsie! Great
heavens! It is Elsie. Elsie here! This is the
lagt straw. I won’t stand for this sort of
thing one minute longer! Just wait until I
see her! Just wait!”

Seething with rage, he took his leave of Mr.
Blake, and hurried home to wait on the piazza
until his wife should appear, getting angrier
every minute.

At last the Blakes drove up to the pavement.
Mrs. Maule jumped out, thanked them, and
walked calmly to meet her husband.

“Elsie!” he bellowed, but, before he ecould
say one word of his carefully planned oration,
Mrs. Maule said softly, and in a voice of sugary
sweetness,

“Yes, Richard, I went to the races—and
what are you going to do about it?”

“I—I," he stammered, dashed by his wife's
sudden attack.

“Yes, you,—you!"” cried Mrs. Maule, the
pent-up bitterness of her thoughts of the after-
noon bursting forth, “It's always been you!
Richard, I have just diseovered that you are,
and always have been the most selfish man I
know. Just because of your urge to lord it
over me, I have been deprived of any pleasure
whatever in my life. That’s all over now,
Do you hear? All over! No more will you
say 'Elsie, do this. Elsie, do that,” while —
your humble slave—go lamb-like to do your
bidding!"”

“Why, Elsie!” gulped Mr. Maule.

““~And Lillian's life shall not be spoiled
either. You know very well that that lib-
brarian’s position is a wonderful one for her to
have,” and then more kindly, “Won’t it be
nice to have her home all the time?"

“Oh, yes, my dear!” replied her hushand
meekly,

The Oracle



FRED W. HASSEN p i wistabtl
Insurance and
SR an Bradford Beauty Shop
9 Broad St. Bangor, Me. 409 Hammond Street
Iron and Steel  Heavy Hardware «
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N. H. Bragg & SonS | i wug SMART
BANGOR, MAINE for Fall wear
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Automotive Equipment Radio | Suede Coats and Coaties
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When You Want Ice Cream

Always Remember

Kenduskeag Valley

A PRODUCT OF LOCAL FARMS

Phone 2-2319

KENDUSKEAG VALLEY
CO-OPERATIVE CREAMERY
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Young Men Have
Hope Chests, too

THEY pack them with plans and ambitions
for the future . . . a college education; spec-

ialized training; travel abroad; means to go into
business on their own accounts; a car, a home;
family security and old-age independence. Hope
1s turned into reality with a Savings Account.

Start a Savings Account Today

MERRILL

TRUST COMPANY

BELFAST BUCKSPORT DEXTER

MILO EASTPORT JONESPORT
MACHIAS DOVER-FOXCROFT OLDTOWN
ORONO SEARSPORT

BANGOR, MAINE
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