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Art in Jflotwers
Brockway’s Flower Shoppe

15 Central Street

Bangor, Maine

Compliments of

RICHARDSON'’S

CONFECTIONERY STORE

34 WASHINGTON STREET

BANGOR, MAINE

Compliments of

BANGOR TIRE CO.

123-127 FRANKLIN STREET

GOODRICH TIRES
WILLARD BATTERIES

FREE ROAD SERVICE

HAYNES & CHALMERS
Shoe Skates

FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY
AT LOWEST PRICES

We have an immense stock of

BUILDING MATERIALS

DOORS -WINDOWS -FRAMES
WALLBOARD -ROOFING NAILS
PAINTS AND VARNISHES

Exchange Street Bangor

QUALITY FOOD REASONABLE PRICES

Pe Brass Rail

MAINE’S FINEST RESTAURANT
STEAKS - CHOPS - CHICKEN - LOBSTER
HOME OF SIZZLING PLATTER SPECIALTIES
DELICATESSEN

202 EXCHANGE ST. BANGOR, MAINE

“Where It's a Treat To Eat"

FREE PARKING
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The Oracle's Classified Business Directory

The forgotten man of tomorrow is the man who failed to advertise today.

PHONE NO.
Bakers

TOHN JMYISERN. o o o oo kG
45 Columbia St.

Banks

MERBILL TRUST GOS0 v 5 e
2 Hammond St.

Batteries

ARVID L. EBBESON. . .o i ovuieiivein
May St.

Class Rings

DR R 0 L0 i e ) 1o oAy e g S
37 Park St.—268 Hammond St.

Clothing—Men’s
CURRAN & GRIFFIN..................
38 Main St.

Coal—Fuel Oil
3. F,. WOODMAN & CO..........coi5+ 2-0043
9 Hammond St.
STICKNEY & BABCOCK . . ............ 2-2004
5 Hammond St.

BACON & ROBINSON.................
19 State St.

Druggists
ALLEN DRUG CO......0occenasnossass
32 State St.
CALDWELL-SWEET CO.. . ............
110 Broad St.
JOHNSON’S PHARMACY ............. 2-1080
561 Hammond St.

STATE STREET DRUG STORE. .......
257 State St.

Electrical Equipment

BANGOR HYDRO-ELECTRIC CO.......
45 State St.

Eﬂ&l‘aving

PIONEER ENGRAVING CO............ 2-1538
Exchange St.

Funera] Directors

DERNTR O BEATRS. . . oo voniinnnsiags 2-0294
46 Center St.

PHONE NO.
Grocers

SPANGLER’S Qnot Q FOOD SHOP.. ...
8 Broad St.

Hardware
HAYNES & CHALMERS ........cco...
176 Exchange St.
Painters

B KAVANARUEH | T s S
30 Park St.

Photographers
FRANCIS LEVERETTE VOSE.........

Photographic Supplies
FOWLER DRUG CO........... s 2-1269
104 Main St.
Printers
CONNORS PRINTING CO.............
179 Exchange St.

P SNOWNAI .. Joor s ot stce sni o)
40 Central St.

JORDAN-FROST PRINTING CO.......
182 Harlow St.

Produce

O H. BAVAGE GO, i i i
62 Pickering Sq.

Radios—Pianos

BICE & TYLER . . oo vvicasaninsmemes
98 Central St.

Restaurants
YE BRASS BAIL: . ...oonvesionnoonmemes 2-1506
202 Exchange St.

Shoe Repairing

PALMER SHOE MFG. & REPAIRING CO. 5479
35 Central St.

ROYAL SHOE REPAIRING SHOP. . ...
36 Central Street

Sporting Goods

DIV . s e s s s s 6411
25 Central St.
SEARS & ROEBUCK ......comvroonous 8271
Harlow St.
Timberlands and Surveying
PRENTISS & CARLISLE, INC.......... 4993

Merrill Trust Building
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The Trick
Is Substitution

A system of sleight of hand is often employed by the
merchandiser who seems to pull “bargains” in phar-
macy supplies out of an inexhaustible stock. But folks
who demand real value patronize stores where they
get standard quality without a sales talk about some-
thing “better and ‘cheaper.”” Many of them are
guided to SWEET’'S by our established reputation.

Sweet’s Drug Store
26 MAIN ST.

Exceptionally Large and Beautiful
assortment of

Flannel Bath Robes
and Hostess Gowns

$3.95 and up

FRANCIS LEVERETTE VOSE

PHOTOGRAPHER
PORTRAITS ESPECIALLY PRICED FOR

SCHOOL GRADUATES

DIAL 5800

NEW LOCATION

AUNT MOLLY'S IGES

We Deliver Dial—9619

112 HARLOW ST., BANGOR, ME.

POPULAR
MUSIC

HUGH JAMESON'S SCHOOL OF

You can learn to play popular music for
personal, social accomplishment, or pro-

fessional orchestra work.

Evenings by Appointment

MISS BEVERLY HOLBROOK
Assistant Teacher

Studio 16 Broad St. Dial 3862
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Strong and Speedy!

YELLOW PINE SKIIS

Selected, quarter-sawed southern yellow ¢¥T. 628

pine with two coats of high lustre varnish. C

Dark walnut finish. Grooved stripes.

Rubber foot pads. Toe strap mortise,

Complete with foot strap and buckle. pr.

5 ft. Skiis.........c0........81.49 7 ft. Skiis.. $2.89

Selected, 63 ft. Ash SKil8 .....cccooerrrrecvnirrcrmmrmisicssrinsreren PGB
... $B.2B

Best grade Hickory Skiis. 7 ft..........

SHOE SKATES

$3.98

CLAMP SKATES

$1.19

» . 4 Boys' and Girls’ high
Boys' and Girls' quality quality shoes and best-
polished steel. Adjustable grade steel blades.
clamp toe and ankle strap. AN sizen.
Boys' Fast Racing Skates $3.98
Wool Skating Sox........... .69
SEARS, ROEBUCK [

AND CO.

40 HARLOW ST. — BANGOR —DIAL 8271

See

PERRY'’S

For Your Class Pictures

$3.00 a Dozen

193 Exchange St., Bangor

Palace of Sweets

HOME MADE
CANDIES AND ICE CREAM
We Serve Lunches to Please Everybody

The Most Up-to-Date Store

56 Main Street Bangor, Me.

STEEL HEAVY HARDWARE

SHEETS AND METALS

N. H. BRAGG & SONS

Bangor, Maine

AUTOMOTIVE EQUIPMENT
REPLACEMENT PARTS




Phantom Dock

|t came back every night, driving
me almost insane with fear.

KATHERINE FAULKINGHAM

SOPHOMORE

R. JEFFORY BURKE, accused of inten-
M tionally drowning his business partner, Peter
Thorne, at Phantom Dock on June 7, 1936. . "

Inspector O’Malley leaned far back in his enormous
leather chair, erossed his ham-like hands over his fat
stomach, and surveyed, through drooping eyelids, the
“prisoner,” The latter was an elfish individual, small
head crowned by a erop of fiery red hair, and in all other
appearances the typical business executive. His grey,
deep-set eyes were darkly cireled by sleepless nights,
and the pasty whiteness of his face was drawn info deep
furrows by the haunting, grim memories of the erime
which his dulled senses could not fully understand.
He sank wearily into the chair opposite the inspector
and rasped out in a low voiee that shook with emotion.

“Inspector,” he pleaded, “you’ve got to listen to me.
I swear I didn’t murder that man. It was like a ter-
rible, insane nightmare. In the name of God, sir,
don’t let me hang for killing a-a-phantom—"  He was
sobbing now, the horror in his soul shining in his plead-
ing eyes.

“Come, come, young man,” broke in the inspector,
“T'll listen to your story. Tell me in your own words
Just what happened, from the very beginning.”

Jeffory Burke fell back in his chair and, relieved
at the chanee to confide in this fat-faced officer of the
law, began.

“It all started, Inspector, three weeks ago when my
Wife got the ridiculous notion of moving into an old
empty farm-house, which was situated by itself on a
So-called ‘Phantom Dock.” Well, we moved in right
away, but I must confess that I hated the place from the
very beginning. It filled me with a horrid dread, an odd
fear; it was so quiet, so concealed, and the ancient trees
.that surrounded it were so fantastically shaped. Maybe
I T had been around more in the daytime, I could have
Brown to like it, but every night I went home with
strange misgivings. My bedroom window was not
t"fﬁ hundred yards from the old dock which was rotting
With age, the boards falling loose, and the foundation
covered with moss and slime. To anyone as nervous
88 I the place alone was enough to make one jumpy,
touchy, and suspicious, and that’s exactly what it did
to me. However, I made no complaints to my wife
but bore it 4n silence.

“One night Peter Thorne and I remained late at
the office, and at about twelve o’clock a muffled, short
rap on the door broke the silence. I jumped, my heart
turning somersaults, and then, cursing, went to answer
it. I was confronted by a horrible, stooped beggar, his
mouth drawn up at the corners revealing black tooth-
less gums.  Where his eyes should have been were only
deep, hollow eavities, sunken so far back that the depths
were hardly visible. He tottered before me on an old
wooden cane, his bony hands groping before his blind
face. Something terribly menacing in his appearance
struck me, and slamming the door shut I stood shaking
against it, sick and frightened with that ghastly feeling
that some people have when they see an open, bloody
wound. Pinky saw it and did not mention the matter
to me but regarded me with a strange expression for a
few minutes.

“I swear that if it hadn't been for that blind beggar,
I wouldn’t be here now, I wouldn’t have imag—

“To go on, that night, all the way home, that blind
beggar haunted me. I could see his deep-set eyes far
off in the darkness, and it seemed as if they looked
through me, past me. That night as I lay listening to
the lap of the waves on the dock, I was suddenly start-
led by a very odd, unfamiliar sound that drifted up
from the direction of the dock. It was the hollow, un-
relenting ‘tap-tap’ of something—a cane? A cane!
A blind beggar’s cane! T stumbled to the window, my
body covering slowly with cold sweat, that terrible
sound now drumming in my ears. Then I saw i,
there on the edge of the dock. A black, stooped figure,
misshapen, badly misshapen and leaning on a cane! It
tottered slightly back and forth, and then, as the moon
slid behind a cloud, it disappeared, and still that steady
tapping went on, growing fainter.

“It came back every night in the same mysterious
manner, driving me almost insane with fear, haunting
me throughout the day and terrifying me at night.

“To top it all off, Pinky was acting strangely, staring
at me oddly, although it was probably just my morbid
imagination. In faet, it worked on me so thoroughly
that the night came when I confess I was too utterly
worn out and nervous to go home alone and begged
Peter to accompany me and remain for the week-end,
He was silently reluctant at first, but finally he ac-
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eepted my invitation. I was so tired when we arrived
at the house, that I retired at once, covering my head
with the pillow and bedelothes in an effort to shut out
that sound which I was certain would come, But
humans are funny. In spite of how much I hated that
noise, I tore the covering at last from my head and
listened once more to the soft, steady tapping as it
drifted upward to me. I groped my way to the win-
dow and looked out.
ered by clouds, that just a slight glow shone upon the
doek. But there, moving slowly back and forth by the
edge, the black figure leaning on a cane was revealed.
Cold sweat broke out all over my body, and maddened
with fear I rushed downstairs and out into the night,
flinging myself upon that hated figure. Blind with
terror and aided by the superhuman strength of a mad-
man, 1 struggled with it for a moment and then felt
I watched,

The moon was so faint, so cov-

it go erashing downward with a weak ery.
fascinated, as it toppled, head first, into the black
depths of the water, heard and saw vaguely the gurgle
of the drowning thing, the white face as it sank and
rose, the flinging arms, the stillness of the surface, and
then I rememner of slinking upstairs to bed.

“The next morning I awoke, my mind in a panic, my
head whirling, and hurried down to the dock, though I
didn’t know what I expected to see, But there, float-
ing on the water, held fast by a board, I found a walk-
ing stick, a gold-tipped walking stick, the same one
that Peter Thorne had carried on the subway the night
before! And there in the sand by my feet was a erushed,
half-smoked cigarette! 1 stooped to pick it up, and
my heart turned over as a sound, & clear, steady, famil-
iar sound, reached my ears, the ‘tap-tap’ of a eane!
Unbelieving, I bent over the edge of the dock and there,
beneath the rotting frame, a black, slimy piece of
timber swayed steadily back and forth, beating clearly
upon the foundation.

“Horrors!”

I sereamed, as the horrible, terrible
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truth pierced through my stunned brain. I rushed
like a madman into the house, calling in a strained, crazy
voice, ‘Pinky, Peter Thorne, Peter Thorne!

“But Peter Thorne was gone, his bed unruffled.

“Yes, Inspector, I had killed my partner. On that
first night, two weeks ago, a small board in the dock
had been wrested loose by the wind, and I, the memory
of the blind beggar fresh in my overtaxed mind, looked
out upon the dock at midnight. For the first time, 1
saw the figure of a phantom, a man, in the moonlight,
not my imagination alone, Inspeector, but a figure cast
by the shadow of one of the old, dead trees which I
had always hated. A figure that was so real, so fan-
tastic as it moved back and forth with the wind; ac-
companied by the ‘tap-tap’ of the loose board, that it
is no wonder I went almost mad with terror. Then,
that night when my fright was at its peak, 1 rushed
down and killed Peter Thorne, who had strolled down
on the dock for a smoke, and who had been leaning
nonchalantly on his eane, looking out over the water.
But I didn’t mean to kill Peter Thorne, believe me!
I didn’t—it was that horrible’ phantom I rushed upon
and hurled over into the river. Good God, must |
die for—for—"

Here Jeffory Burke broke down, sobbing, erying,
pleading.

“Hm’m—" murmured the inspector and turned to
his secretary, ‘“Jeffory Burke,” he dictated, “has
been pardoned from death and will be given life im-
prisonment, His plea: insanity at the moment of
the erime.

Jeffory Burke rose and held out his hand, trembling
with emotion.

“Thank you, Inspector,” he choked in a quavering
voice, “God only knows how thankful I am because,”
he smiled for the first time, “‘you know, while there’s
life, there’s hope.

1]

”

—

I flung myself upon the hated figure.”
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Faith—When AIll Else Failed

By Ann Bigelson

dreamily at the stretch of lake which gleamed

like an irridescent gem. So inviting, this mys-
tic spot—so peaceful and serene. The Guv’nor had
stumbled over it while off on a hunting spree and had
been lured further by its scenic beauty. Their typieal
Vermont woods eabin was surrounded by enchanting
outing range. Then too, there were towering moun-
tain peaks outlining the background on the opposite
shore. What fun to scramble up one of itssteep, rocky
slopes and to camp overnight on a jagged cliff! To ride
on horseback up one of the winding narrow trails would
satisfy the equestrienne in her. “Can’t possibly risk
the jolts, and too, the slightest excitement must be
avoided.” She tried to mimic Dr. Lewis’ most pro-
fessional tone of voice. He had prescribed the rest
and quiet that surely could be obtained in these in-
Vigorating pine-scented woods. Who wanted rest—
certainly, not she! She was yearning for excitement—
but that must be curbed, her paralyzed legs forming
the chief obstacle.

Ardis let her book slip to the ground as she caught
sight of the plump figure on the side porch encumbered
With a tempting tray. It was surprising how keen her
Jaded appetite had grown. Gladys transferred the
Wheelchair to the shade, stooping to recover the for-
gotten hook. An amused smile flickered across her
lips as she read the title.

“Would you like me to go on where you left off, dear?”
Gladys seated herself nearby in one of the striped lawn
chairs,

“Yes, do,” Ardis murmured, intent on the pats of
butter slipping down the sides of her baked potato.

€ was only vaguely conscious of Gladys’ reading.

e heroine in the story had gotten well after suffering
for eight long years — but that was in a book, she re-
flected bitterly. The new hope that had risen in her

died as quickly as it had been born.

Two years back, on her fifteenth birthday, because of

€r expressed desire for something new and original,
Sh‘_" had been given a skating party. Everybody had
“®njoyed himself tremendously with the exception of
pretty hostess, who had remained sullen and cross
throughout the day. Had she but foreseen this un-
able tragedy how hard she might have strained

be gay. When Uncle Bill had asked her to take
another spin along the edge of the lake, she never would
have declined his heavenly invitation—not today! She
onged to move her aching limbs just once, so she could
ill to the sadly neglected sensation. To glide on the
Smooth iee onee more—to snateh just one precious hour
from the following days of complete ennui—oh, dear
» &nswer this plea! That the wheels of time never

% RDIS JEFFREY sank back on her pillow, gazing

go backward, always forward, she well knew—but how
might one roll them ahead when one was so handicapped
in life? She winced as the realization fully dawned
upon her. Swallowing the choked feeling which throb-
bed in her throat, she winked away the blinding tears
with her pink wisp of handkerchief. Listlessly she
passed her plate to Gladys. :

“Dearest, is it the knee?"” questioned the governess.

“N-no. I mean, yes,” she said, confused at the in-
terruption, “I’'m not ver-ry hungry.”

Gladys was instantly on her feet. She held the fra-
gile girl in her arms until she could resume her former
position, Then she straightened the pillow and care-
fully laid the light coverlet back across her knees.

“Better?” she asked anxiously.

“Much, thanks.” Ardis closed her eyelids to hide
the pain that shot through her misty eyes. Her long
dark lashes fluttered against her flushed cheeks.
Absorbed in her jumbled regrets, she was unaware of
Gladys’ silent departure.

& * * % & *

Garbed in a cotton checked skirt that reached her
brown ankles in graceful folds, the bewildered moun-
tain girl stopped short at the sight of the cozy cottage.
She stood awkwardly, completely dumbfounded at this
unexpected view. On her last trip into town this
hadn't been there—it must be newly built, of course.
Yes, she mused, some rich “city critters” had got the
notion to move up here into this everlasting tranquility.
She resented this, thinking how unjust it seemed; their
merest whimsy bloomed forthwith, while her simple
wants went unheeded. Her eyes wandered from the
“quare auto” on the grass to the lovely lady resting
there. Ardis glanced up then. She, in turn, frankly
stared at the child within ten yards of her. She took
special notice of the red and blue blouse opened at the
throat, revealing a thin brown neckline. She liked the
long, thick braids knotted with pert, red bows. Her
eye fell to the small bare feet, and a deep sigh emerged.
She beckoned the girl forward, watching with obvious
envy the easy, lithe stride as she slowly walked down
the dusty path that led from the wilderness to the Jeff-
reys’ lot.

“Oh, do you live near-by?”’ Ardis fairly glowed with
her warm smile, the first in months. ‘“How lovely! Of
course, I can’t romp about with you but you will come
often—we’ll be great chums. 1 do so want someone of
my age to chat with. I miss Nanny and Joanne so
much. They’re my most intimate friends, you know,”
she added, searching for an answering twinkle in the
enormous brown eyes. “What’s your name? Mine's
Ardis.”

“I'm a-sellin’ berries 'n twould do me a heap of good
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e'fn yore a-caleulatin’ to buy some. They be ten cents
a box, mum.” The girl waited solemnly for a reply,
pressing her lower lip slightly forward.

“Berries? H’mm, that will supply Gladys with some-
thing to do, and at the same time surprise the Guv’'nor
when he gets back from the city. We've rather run
out of preserves, too. Uh-huh, well, we'll take the
crate. You ean get your price from Gladys at that
side door, there.”

The girl shuffled off toward the screened entrance.
A two-minute interval lagged by, and she was back
again, smiling shyly. After delivering her thanks she
turned and started up the sandy walk. Ardis’ sharp
command checked her.

“Oh, no!” she objected. “You mustn’t go—I want
to talk. Besides, you haven’t told me your name."”

“Name’s Elisbeth—I'm nigh on to fifteen.” She
supplied this information somewhat grudgingly. “They

-
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way ain't a’helpin’ any. Hain’t anybody ever jacked
yva up none? Ef'n that ain’t the bangdest dad-burned
way of looking at thin’s I'll go a’drummin’. Hain't
you got no back-bone?”

Ardis was immensely annoyed to find herself on the
defensive. Never had she been so addressed. She
waited with bated breath for the girl to go on.

“You-uns never’ll be about to walkin' ef'n you sez
vou can't. How's a body expee’—" Ellie bit her
lip at sight of the deep hurt on Ardis’ face.
“T"magin’ it does scare ya—truth always does.” Ellie’s
next actions were abrupt. She eased over to the wheel-
chair and without the slightest warning stripped off the
blanket held limply under Ardis’ arms. “Hmph,” she
sneered, “they look kinda healthy to me, all exceptin’
they need a lil’ sun brown paint a’coated on a bit.”

“But Ellie, don’t you realize there’s no life to them
they’ll never move from their present position? TLook

The Vermont woods cabin.

!

call me Ellie,” she hastened to say as Ardis’ left eye-
brow cocked inquiringly.

“That’s a swell name, Ellie.”

“Your'n is right purty, too.”

Ardis indicated the chair recently vacated by Gladys.
She watched with amusement the uneasy movements
of Ellie as she cautiously seated herself. “Now, really
—it won't bite.”

“Beg pardon, mum?”

“I said—oh well, never mind. Isn’t it beautiful
here? But it’s hard on one who can’t enjoy it.” Ardis
found hersell actually anxious to confide her situation.
“No one knows how difficult it is to go through life
compelled to give up interests you’ve built up so
strongly
them in my mind, of course.
tain you're so eooly detached from me because of my
wealth. Darling, vou are richer than I in this sense:
you possess a pair of sturdy legs.,” Ardis Fllie's
eyes. She saw complete understanding but no sympathy,

“Purty words'n jes' as useless. You a’feelin’ that

especially one so devoted to sport as I. 1 live
Ellie, I'm pretty cer-

met

Not all the
understand,

—I ecan’t so much as twitech my little toe.
doctors in the world can change that
Ellie?"

A troubled expression played across Ellie's coun-
tenance. She spun on her heel and left without a why
or wherefore. Ardis stared after the slim, boyish fig-
ure, speechless,

* * » * * *

After that Ellie came often, Ardis looked forward
to her brief visits. She had grown thoroughly accus-
tomed to the erude manner and speech. She accepted
the knowledge that Ellie simply idolized her— at first,
indifferently—then, joyously, This afternoon Ellie
looked like a new person. Her hair (expertly dressed
by the able hand of Gladys) was brushed back from her
forehead with a lustrous wave curling in tendrils about
her neck. A green linen frock, one of Ardis’, was snugly
girded with a smart leather belt. Every now and then
Ellie looked down unbelieving at the erinkly folds. She
thrust her feet out in front of her and studied the green

(Please turn to page 38)
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Winter

By Belty Jordan

S THE little snowflakes hurried and seurried
A‘duwn with the wind in their airy flight, they
eried out, “Let’s wrap Mother Nature in a big

white comforter.”

Down from the gray skies they eame on white wings,
covering up the shivering grasses in the meadow and
the shaking bushes by the wayside. Soft and warm
Were their little hands as they clasped the quivering
bwigs of the maples and elung fluttering to the branches
of the poplar trees. Robin Redbreast, as he hopped
about picking up what erumbs he could find, thought
that the snowflakes looked like the white petals that
blossomed in the spring.

Whiter and whiter grew the world, and a silent beauty
lay everywhere.

Crocuses and hyacinths cuddled down under the
Wwhite coverlet and nestled amid the soft pillows of snow.

Pussy-willow, by the crystal brook, stretched out
her bare arms to the downy snowflakes and ecried,
“Come, warm me, please.” .

“We will,” answered the snowflakes, and they gave
her a fluffy coat with which to keep herself warm. They
covered the alders and the catkins with snow until they
looked like wooly lambs’ tails.

Over the meadow lay a beautiful carpet of snow in
undulating whiteness.

Out on the hill-sides the snowflakes were very busy.

hey covered up the bushes and thickets and the black-

¥ bushes along the roadside and danced along the
ence-rail on velvet toes, playing hide-and-seek in and
out among the knot holes.

“COme, follow us,” cried the snowflakes to each
other. “Let us skate over the frozen mill-pond.”

Over the ice they slid until their comrades were piled
Y against the old mill in long white drifts. They hid
1 t%le water wheel which, no longer turning, stood silent
M Its ey framework. They clung to the drooping
branches of the nearby willow trees till they looked like
O0sened skeins of white yarn.

Presently the snowflakes, after they had whirled
Over the bog-land and covered up the withered weeds
“nd grasses, flew over the hills and perched themselves
On the branches of the Christmas trees, bending them

OWn with their fluffy weight.

The pear trees bent their branches, trimmed with

SHOWy laces, and the peach trees leaned over the old

fenee, heavy with the burden of the snow.

Soon the North Wind came along, whirled the lit-

¢ Snowflakes about, and went on his way.

wh'Iiz:ge Storm was over. A silence brooded over the

by earth, save for the occasional rustle of the dry

Nt Vs as they trembled in the winter wind. Over-
- Was the deep blue of the sky. As night came,

*Na moved across the twinkling heavens in her cres-

tl
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cent boat, and a faint music thrilled the wind as vagrant
snowflakes swept along the open spaces.

Under this coverlet of snow Mother Nature lay
sleeping, dreaming of the time when her many children
would again smile about her.

The Magnificent Bluff

By Danny Kelly
TWO MEN were trudging wearily through the

raging blizzard. Both men were on the verge

of exhaustion, but tired and worn, they trekked
onward. Now and then the smaller man halted and
tried to turn back, but the big man, with a lashing
tongue, started him marching again.

Hours later they broke through the drifts into a
clearing that was kept almost bare of snow by protect-
ing trees. The small man stayed behind; his eyes
gleamed vindictively. The trail was found; the finish
of the journey to the settlement would be comparatively
easy. He gripped his rifle menacingly.

The big man spoke confidently, “Well, I reckon
we'll make it now.”

“Yeah,” the small man answered, “I'll make it, but
you won't”!

The big man turned sharply at the bitter venom in
the smaller man's words. He looked into the small
man’s eyes and then at the raised gun in the other’s
hand. Hate and revenge were manifest. He made a
short movement as if to reach for his own rifle.

Sharp, jeering words cut him short. ‘“Never mind
your gun—it’s loaded with blanks. Just one of my
practical jokes.” The small man laughed at his own
grim humor, then added, “I've had enough of you—
this is far as you go, big shot.”

The big man was silent. Was that a twinkle in his
eyes? He spoke scornfully. “I thought you'd try
something like that. Well, your own gun is loaded with
blanks, too. Yousee, I'm a practical joker also.” The
big man’s jest turned to a command, “Put that gun
down and start trekking before I break every bone in
your body”’!

Ineredulously the small man stared at his gun. Beads
of perspiration stood on his brow despite the bitter,
cold wind. He dared not try it—the consequences
would be too fatal. Swallowing convulsively he fell
in behind the big man, who had contemptously turned
his back and continued hiking.

Eventually they reached the settlement. Then, and
only then, did the big man turn and face the smaller
man,

“Did it ever come to you that I might have been
bluffing when I said that your rifle was loaded with
blanks?” With that the big man turned and went his
way.

Mingled expressions of hate and amazement crossed
the small man’s face as he broke his rifle and emptied
into his hand six real bullets,
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The Star

By Donald Beaton

UMNER, Sumner, Rah! Rah!”
Slowly the cheers died away. The large erowd
in the city hall auditorium was settling back
in its seats. The danger was over,
minutes left to play, and Berkshire was four points
in the lead. What a game! Just two minutes ago the
score had been tied, but a sudden rally in which the star
forward, Art Sumner, had scored two baskets, had put
the team in the lead.

At last the gun sounded
erowd filed slowly out of the auditorium.
cheering, some were quiet, some were even a little angry
about some petty bet. But, all in all, the good people of
Berkshire were behind their team one hundred percent,

As the boys left the floor, they were all quiet. They
walked slowly into the little shower room. The air
was tense. Nobody had as yet said one word when
suddenly Ken “Tubby” Sawyer, a guard, shouted in a
stage whisper, “Here he comes!”

Now it was going to happen. In
Joneg, the young man who had been chosen only this
But at last some-

Only two more

the game was over., The
Some were

walked Coach

season to coach them; still silent.
body eoughed; the tension was broken.

“Okay, you lunkheads, you looked swell out there,
The old man's home could have beaten that fourth-
rate team. Who ever heard of Clinton? It isn’t even
on the map. You guys had all you could do to take
them. Oh, but you looked lousy. When [ took this
job, I was hired to ecoach a team. But what did T get?
Just a buneh of punks and one guy who thinks he's a
star. I mean you, Sumner, stand up!”

Art stood up, very angry and embarassed. He was
ready to make a hot answer, but all he could do was
say in a small voice, “Yes.”

“Who told you that you could play ball?”” asked the
coach.

Before Art could answer, he started again.

“You're nothing but a snobby kid. All the people
around here have puffed you up and made you think
you were good. Just because you ecan shoot a few
baskets you think you are somebody. Well, young
man, let me tell you something. If you think that
you can get along on this team by star playing, vou're
mistaken. 1If you don’t get down off vour high horse
and play along with the rest of the boys, I warn you
that this team is going to have a new forward.”

With this as a parting shot, the coach walked out of
the room and slammed the door after him.

After he had gone, Art looked around,
spoke to him oreven as much as looked at him.
did he care?

It was in this frame of mind that he finished dressing.
Then he looked for his friend, Don Blake, the other
forward on the team.

N ;i‘u:ti}’
What

“Where's Don?" he asked Sid Smith, the tall center.

“He left about five minutes ago,” answered the cen-
ter without lifting his eyes from the important work
of tying his shoe.

Never before had this happened.
had walked together.

What did he care?
left. He wouldn’t go and chase anybody.

Every day they

He still had plenty of friends
If Don

)7

Bridgeport took the tap.

didn’t want to be his friend, it was his own tough luck.

He walked slowly out the door and started for his
home, & pretty building on a side street. It was quite
dark, and he met no one. As he passed Don’s house,
he eould see a light in his room. Many times before,
after other games, had e been in that room with Don,
playing checkers or talking about the game.

In spite of himself, as he hurried past the house so
that Don wouldn’t see him, a lump rose in his throat.
He kept going, however, and as the light in the window
faded in the distance, his mood changed. In place of a
feeling of regret he had his old outlook on the matter
back. What did he care? He still had plenty of
friends, Y

The lights were getting fewer. Just one more street
and then his house. As he drew near, he saw the light
in the front room and knew that his mother was wait-
ing up for him,

He entered the house in his usual noisy manner but
soan climbed the stairs to his room. '
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Somehow it didn’t seem right. Why should Don
be sore at him? He had played a good game tonight.
Could he help it if the rest of the team weren’t any good?
He had done his part.

It was in this frame of mind that he undressed and
climbed into bed. As he lay there, he kept turning the
situation over in his mind. He would show them.
If they thought that he had scored a lot in this game,
they wanted to wait until the next one.

* * P % #

When he reached sehool the next morning, he found
that he was right. He still had plenty of friends who
thought that he was a star. However, he saw nothing
of Don all day. -

This went on until the next week. He still had plenty
of practice. He went every day, and although he and
Don seldom spoke, he didn’t care. The coach was
cold, too. For a time he was afraid that he might not
be allowed to play in the next game.

At last, however, the night of the game came. Art
Stood with the other players in the small locker room,
waiting for the coach to read the lineup. After what
Eﬂf;mt’d eternity to Art, the coach came in and read the

st,

His name was on it!

There was no time to waste now, and Art rushed out
onto the floor with the rest of the boys.

The first thing he did was get the ball on the tap
an(?, dribbling all the way up the floor, shoot a basket.
This kept up throughout the game. Needless to say,
Berkshire won by a large score. Out of thirty points
Art had scored sixteen.

After the game Art sat on the bench with the rest
of the boys, waiting for the coach. He had shown
them! Sixteen points out of thirty—what a night!
_ He didn’t have long to wait. When the coach came
ln,.he looked at Art disgustedly and said in a strangely
?}?'let voice, “Let me tell you something, Star. you

ink you're pretty good. Well, I'm going to give you
:)mcthing to think about. Berkshire is going to have

new forward. King will take your place and will
-‘{tay there until you think that you can co-operate a
httI:: with the rest of the team.”

1hf’ days dragged slowly by for Art, He attended
ma"t‘f’e and played on the second team, but, some-

OW, it didn’t seem the same. The coach surely had
&iven him something to think about.
Mg i:ese long days Don remained the same. _Seveml
prriag Lt had‘madc up his mind to a.ppn‘)ach him, but
; erey:v 18 pride kept him from domg. it. Although
roneh ere four games during the following month, Art
th£( I none of them. Berkshire had won three of
ey wgamef‘; losing only one to Bridgeport, the team
4S going to be their rival for the eup.
lnwp;- the time for the last game drew near, Art sank
fﬂlll‘;d :!nd !owr-r.intu the depths of despair. He had
it ot 1.Imt. his so-called “friends,” who had been so
Mg to praise him, were no longer interested. Oh,
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if only he dared to tell the coach that he was willing
to play ball now with the team. But he didn’t dare to
do if. It probably wouldn’t do him any good anyway.

Yy

“The ball rolled around and around the hoop.”

King, the boy who had taken his place, was playing a
great game,

The evening of the big game, Art sat on the bench
with the rest of the boys. The first team was on the
floor warming up. This was going to be a great game!

The whistle blew. Art watched, hardly breathing.
Bridgeport took the tap. Berkshire took it away from
them. First a Bridgeport man and then a Berkshire
man would shoot. Thus the game went on, and, as
the first quarter ended, the score was four to six in
Bridgeport’s favor.

The next quarter was the same.

Art was almost wild with excitement. What if he
weren’t playing? Berkshire was playing a swell game.
Every man on the team was doing his part. This
thought saddened him. Why hadn’t he done his part?
It was too late now, however, to cry over it. He had
had his chance. All he could do now was watch the
team play and hope for the best.

There was only one basket made during this quarter.
Don, after receiving the ball on a long pass from Sawyer,
had scored a beautiful shot almost from the center of
the floor.

What a game! The crowd was wild. Never be-
fore had they watched such playing. What would
happen in the next half?

After the rest between halves, the teams were back
on the floor again. The whistle blew. The boys got
into their positions. The whistle blew again. There
was the tap!

King took the tap and, seeing that he had an open
floor ahead, started dribbling down. Then it happened.
Somehow, either by stepping on his shoestring or by
turning his ankle, he fell. The ball flew out of his

hands. The crowd was silent. He lay still on the

floor.
( Please turn lo page 36)
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Dad Goes to School

By Danny Kelly

Y A curious chain of events which Mr. Smith
B couldn’t understand and which I won't at-
tempt to explain, Johnny Smith’s father found
himself in Johnny’s place one bright morning. He was
sleeping, quite unaware of this, when suddenly a fem-
inine voice let him in on the secret with, “Johnny—
JOHNNY SMITH! Get up this instant, or you will
be late for school!”
His mind was too sleep-befuddled to wonder why,

after nearly twenty years of “John, dear,” his wife

should suddenly start to call him “Johnny.” The
threat of being late for school, however, was just enough
to keep him busy until he was well on his way. By the
time Mr. Smith reached the school building with John-
ny’s books under his arm, he was suffering from a bad
case of “dual personality” or something like that. Be-
fore he entered the school, Mr. Smith tried to concen-
trate on why he was going to school instead of going
to his office, but he couldn’t seem to make head nor
tale of the dilemma, so to school he went.

The minute he went through the door he had a
strange feeling that he was going to learn something.
It’s the same feeling that you get on going to school the
first day after the summer vaeation is over. The cor-
ridor and rooms seemed strange to Mr. Smith, and yet
he appeared to be familiar with all their details. Tuck-
ing his books more securely under his arm he waited for
something to happen. It happened—it came with a
terrific clanging of bells, but that was only half of it.
Scarcely a split second elapsed between the ringing of
the bells and the precise movement of the entire class.
Bouncing from his chair like a paper-wad from an elas-
tie, Mr. Smith whizzed to his first class and sat down
comfortably all in a heap at Johnny’s desk,

As luck would have it, there was an examination
in the air, or rather, on the blackboard. It was an
algebra exam. Now, Mr. Smith knew that algebra was
Johnny’s weak point, but he had never suspected it to
be a weak point of his also. No, he never thought that
it was a weak point of his when he reprimanded Johnny
sharply for not getting a better mark in it. Mr. Smith
felt as though he was in for a mental scolding from his
conscience if he didn't pass this test, and the worst of
it was that he knew he couldn’t hope to pass it. He
didn’t.

The next two periods passed very slowly—in fact
Mr. Smith had never known that time could go so
glowly. In the fourth period time was passing so
slowly that Mr. Smith had no doubts but that it would
soon go into reverse.

Gazing with a studied look at absolutely nothing,
he felt himself slipping into the arms of Morpheus, the
God of Sleep, when out of the void the teacher’s voice
commanded, “Johmny! JOHN SMITH! This is a
science class and not a sleeping parlor.”
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Various assortments of giggles and titters rose from
the other students until Mr. Smith clambered to his
feet and gave them a cold glance. He started to say
gsomething, but didn’t. Something strange was hap-
pening—someone was yelling, [t sounded like Johnny.

“Dad, hey Dad, wake up.”

“Eh? What’s that? Gosh, guess 1 must have
fallen asleep while reading,” exelaimed Mr. Smith in
confusion. “Well, what do you want?"” he queried, as
an after-thought.

Johnny gulped violently and said, “Here’s my report
card. I—I didn’t get the mark that you told me to get
in algebra.”

“What!" spluttered his father. “Young man, do
you—" He stopped short; his conscience bothered
him. He remembered that he had flunked an algebra
examination. Of course it was only a dream, but it
was mighty real. Perhaps he had been too harsh on
his son.

He cleared his throat and spoke slowly. “You don’t
like algebra, do you, son?”

“Gosh, you know how I feel, Dad.”

The father looked at his son and the son looked at his
father, they grinned a grin of mufual understanding.
A bond sprang up between them that had not existed
before. The report card was tossed aside.

“We'll see what we can do,” said the father.

“T'll try harder,” said the son.

On Hanging Out a Weshing

By Ruth Kendall

WAKENING on & Monday morning in winter, 1
Ahem the monotonous drone of the washing
machine. I know the verdict. Yes, later, true
to my propheey, I am told that it will be a great help
if 1 will hang out the clothes. Dressing up in an an-
cient coat and grabbing from a hook a queer old-styled
hat, I am helped out with an overloaded basket, and
uneceremoniously left out in the eold.

I pick my way through the snowdrifts to the line
and pick up a sheet. I arrange it on the line, but to
my utter amazement I find it frozen before hardly a
minute. Then, as if in mere sympathy, my poor hands
also began to freeze. 1 try to hurry. Down goes my
foot in a huge drift. My overshoes are filled with snow.
To warm my cold fingers makes a very good excuse to
go into the house. In my next attempt I succeed in
hanging out half of the washing. However, my ill
luck is not over; as I start to hang up a third sheet, 1
gpy the grocery boy eoming up the walk! Well! All
there is to it, he isn’t going to see me with that funny,
grotesque hat on! In hurriedly trying to obscure my-
self behind the sheet, I fall to my knees in an unnoticed
snowdrift. From the corner of my eye I look to see if
my fall was notieed, just in time to see him grin. The

(Please turn to page 34)
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Justification
By Margaret Maxfield

We, Youth,-see but the glory of a war,
For we can’t see the pain.

Our fathers fought, our mothers suffered—and
They give to us a stripe

Of blue—a medal on a colored string—
And tales of heroism.

What heritage is that? Can we forget
What we have never known?

We wish for peace, but in our hearts we think,
“Why is it we should miss

The thrill of war? We wish to dare!
Why must we have no chance

To serve our couutry—gain a shred of fame
To hand down to our sons?”

We must see for ourselves the sorrow, pain,
The anguish, heartbreak of it.

Then we would see how futile is it all.
A war to end all wars!

That we must search—discover for ourselves.
But then what will we find?

A Motto

By Danny Kelly

This is a house of happiness,

Where no unkindness dwells.

Filled full of the joy of living,

It quiet contentment spells.

Please leave all criticisms

Outside, when you come in,

And no malicious gossip

Of others’ troubles spin.

For most of the human heart-aches
Are eaused by a careless word;

We know not how soon our lives may change,
And our tale of woe be heard.
Let’s be charitable to our neighbors,
Enjoy each day as we go,

Forget the gtory that has a sting,
Just live, let live, and grow.

My Dream

By Bernice Faulkingham

A wide expanse of ebon black
Stretehed like a playboy’s waisteoat back,
Studded by a million stars

That shot to earth on silver bars;

And, as I watehed, a erimson glow
Against the sky began to grow

Into a blushing background for

The snow capped hills. T gazed in awe
As from those hills a blazing sun

Arose and lit them, one by one.

The black was blue, and silver fleece
Was wafted on the breath of peace.

My heart was glad, but, as I spoke,

I sharply from my dream awoke

To sigh and welcome with a yawn

A cold, gray, drizzling dawn.

We Want What We Haven't

By Danny Kelly

A country lad in a little town
Dreamed of the city far away—
He wished to see the wondrous sights
And so, his wish came true, one day.
He left the little country town,
And traveled on a train—
Impatiently he listened for
The city's throbbing strain.
And when at last he came to see
The gloomy, silent towers,
He dreamed of his little country town,
The fields, the brooks, and flowers.
He wished that he might be once more
Back with his folks and friends—
So back he went to his country town
And there his story ends.
But pause, my friend, and hark to me,
Be content with what you've got,
For man’s not content with what he has
Until he has it not.
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Chatting with Doctor Hauck

UNIVERSITY OF MAINE PRESIDENT

door marked President; a large office, another

door, and then President Hauck ushering us
Into his private office; an immense polished table in the
center of the room, straight backed chairs against the
wall, and a large glass-topped desk at one end. Doctor
Hauck welcomed us in the friendliest manner (could
this be the stern, elderly gentleman we had expected?)
and then we got down to business.

If you secretly yearn to be president of a college or
university someday, be encouraged by what President
Hauck told us. You will not have to have a special
training. Interest and ability in the administrative
side of college work rather than that of teaching is what
is required; and then, if you are like Doctor Hauek,
you “just happen” to become a president.

There are so many different colleges and universities
in the eountry that it is often quite difficult to decide
just which one you would rather attend. We wanted
to know just how to go about it, so that was one of the
first questions we asked him.

“Well,” he replied, smiling at us across the desk,
“there are a number of personal factors to be con-
sidered. Ome, of course, is the matter of finance, and
whether you plan to go away from home for your higher
education. Another is the matter of whether you feel
you would enjoy a large college or a smaller institu-
tion. But the thing that is most important is to con-
sider the vocation or profession you plan to enter when
you have finished your course.”

President Hauck explained that the U. of M. is main-
ly an agricultural college, with special courses in for-
estry, home economics, ete. If you plan to enter a
profession such as law or medicine, then you have to
decide on the liberal arts course that meets your per-
sonal requirements.

“I think,” he continued, “that choosing a college
is something that should be based on the study and
thought of both parents and students. You wouldn’t
want to ignore your parents’ experience, of eourse, but
neither should parents ignore the boys' or girls' per-
sonal inclinations. The whole matter of choosing a
college should be considered carefully. Parents should
give it as much consideration as they would,” he smiled
broadly, “the purchase of a new automobile, for ex-
ample.”

We remembered that many people might not be
interested in knowing how to choose a college because
they will be unable to continue their education after
high school. We wondered if they would be missing
a great deal, something very necessary, so we
asked Doctor Hauck if he thought everyone should go

to college.

’]{'IWO flights of stairs, two long corridors, and a

President Hauck pondered for a moment. *“Well ”
he said thoughtfully, “if I were asked to answer for
everybody, if all should go to college, I should say that
for many the answer would be no, because there are
so many worthwhile vocations that one ean go into
without college preparation, and certainly many people
find success and happiness without,a college educa-
tion.”

According to President Hauck, it all depends on
whether you have the ability to do college work, and
whether you are really interested in what the college
has to offer. If you plan to enter certain fields, such
as law, medicine, teaching, scientific work, or agricul-
ture, you must go to a college or university to get the
necessary preparation. Only the people who are really
interested in going to college, who really want to go,
should, he said. The boys and girls who go simply
beeause they are sent gain nothing.

People have different ideas on the value of a college
education. People go to college for various reasons.
Some go because they really want a higher education;
some go for the social activities; some merely because
it seems to be the thing to do. We asked what he
thought were the greatest advantages in having a col-
lege education.

“A college education should enlarge one’s point of
view,” he replied, “make one more interested in the
world in which he lives because of his understanding of
man’s place in the world. It gives a background of
culture, and an appreciation of art, musie, and litera-
ture,"”

In President Hauck’s opinion, social activities should
not play too great a part in high school or college life.
They are worthwhile, though, unless they are over-
done. The student who does not participate in extra
activities at all loses something that is very much worth
while, but the student who overdoes athleties or other
activities misses too much of the real program of the
school. “It is well,” he said, “to have a ‘balanced ration’
where extra-curricula activities are concerned.”

Asking direct questions we received direct answers.
We found Doector Hauek very much in favor of school
publications.

“It is good training for those connected with the
magazine,” he said, “‘and enlivens school spirit through
calling attention to the programs of the students, It is
a source of information to parents and others interested
in the school activities, and in this way the work of the
school is extended.”

Thus we left Doctor Hauek, feeling that if all college
presidents were as affable, congenial, and approachable
as he, we'd—well, we'd just interview them all,
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W ashington and Lincoln
By Charles Redman

ROBABLY most of us remember Washington
]pand Lincoln by the incidents and aneedotes

which are told about them during their life, and
not for what two of the most honest, patriotic lives
stoaod for.

Washington and Lincoln were two great leaders at
different periods during the childhood of the United
States. Washington was successful in the Revolution
which separated us from England.

The boyhood and edueation of
Washington was little different from
that of any other boy from a good
family with limited means. The
traits of leadership and steadfast-
ness of charaeter, which he displayed
in school and among his friends,
followed him through life.

Later in life, when his country
needed leadership, as an able com-
mander he wrested liberty from
tyranny, A statesman, he helped
evolve a stable government from
Political chaos. A patriot, he cheer-
fully laid down power when he
might have won a crown. Wisdom,
Patience, tolerance, courage, conse-
cration to the righteous cause ani-
mated hisevery act. Ingratitude, injustice and treach-
€ry never embittered him, but served to strengthen his
character,

Lincoln’s past was to guide the Ship of State through
the troubled waters of Civil War. For two years Lin-
¢oln tried hard to preserve the Union and prevent the
Spread of slavery. On January 1, 1863, he issued the
Emancipation Pre selamation; and from that time on the
Prosecution of the war had the added purpose of freeing
the slaves, Never has the world seen a greater
example of widsom, patience, patriotism, and moral
Courage,

In short, Washington and Lineoln were two men who
Were prepared to help their country when the oppor-

tunity presented itself, and they carried out their tasks
to their very best ability.

Bangor High's First Publication

Did you know that in 1864 the members of Bangor
High School published a paper?

This paper contained eight pages of very fine print
and was issued daily during the Fair for ten cents
the copy.

The Reveille, as it was called, was printed at the
office of the Bangor Daily Whig
and Courier. 1t was published for
the benefit of the United States
Sanitary Commission.

One of the most interesting
articles was one that contained
records of the Bangor Plantation,
The earliest record to be quoted was
“March 27, 1787, officers chosen Jor
the town.”

A few other interesting excerpts
are (please notice the peculiar
spelling of somes of the words):

“Voted to build a meating house
40 z 36 feet Large.”

“Mr. Budge and Mr. Smart agreet
to give one acor of Land to the town
to Set the meating house on."

“Voted that the meating house shall
be Bult at Condeske.”

“Voted that hogs is to run att Large Being well yoked.”

Then, too, the ads in this paper are most interesting.
A few examples are as follows:

There is an ad or announcement to the effect that
C. P. Brown, General Claim Agent, procures pensions
and pay for wives and mothers whose husbands or sons
are prisoners of war (the Civil War),

Then, too, there was an ad setting forth the good
points of a “Parlor Coal Burner” as the FEasiest
Managed Stove in America.

Regardless of some of the peculiarities (at least to
ug) our hats are off to the board of this paper,
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Gone with the Wind
By Margaret Mitchell

This produet of seven years of Miss Mitchell’s time,
originally called Tomorrow s Another Day, now Gone
With the Wind by name, fills every requirement of that
trite old recipe for the perfect book. It makes us laugh;
it makes us ery; it makes us wait.

Historical? Definitely! but history woven through
an infinitely intriguing plot. The story deals pri-
marily with the Civil War and its reconstruction period
from the Southern view point. Its chief interest is not
the battle scenes or famous heroes, but the world of
women “who heard the storm and waited.”

When realization finally comes that the South has
been defeated, these confident women set about re-
building the skeletons of their shattered homes and
lives.

Searlett O'Hara, whose exciting life is traced through-
out the story, is a strange combination of human emo-
tions. Daughter of a Southern gentlewoman and a
fiery Irishman, her inherent Irish temper often breaks
through the thin veneer of gentility that her mother
has been able to apply.

We get an idea of her nature from the fact that she
has been married three times: once for spite, once for
convenienece, and once for amusement.

From the time of her return to Tara, the plantation
where she was born, and the diseovery that it is ruined,
until she becomes the richest lady in Atlanta, is traced
the story of her conquest for money caused by a solemn
resolve to herself never to be hungry again. Self-
confident to the point of egotism, she suffers all
types of hardships, always striving toward her one ob-
jective—gold!

How she accomplishes her purpose is a fascinating
section of this splendid novel.

There is a striking eontrast between the Secarlett
that we see first, radiant with happiness and youth
and an unladylike determination to marry Ashley
Wilkes regardless of everyone else, and Searlett as we
see her later, hardened by three marriages (none of
them to Ashley) but still defiant and confident that
soon she will “bend life to her will.”

An unusual relationship exists between Scarlett
O’Hara Hamilton Kennedy Butler and Melanie Wilkes,

1t is characterized by hate on the side of Scarlett and
deep love for her on the part of Melanie, “who never had
to think about being a lady because she was one.”

The ruthless Rhett Butler, the other nonconform-
ist, exhibits a dual personality all the more interesting
because of its contrast.

Portraits of all the characters are drawn so aceurately
and carefully that they are absolutely human. Even
though this book is more than a thousand pages long,
the action is so swift that, when we have finished, we
wish there were still more.

The Flowering of New England
18151865

By Van Wyeck Brooks

This book was one of the most outstanding of the
past year, and should be read by every true New Eng-
lander. It is written in narrative form, but is really
a geries of biographical sketehes with a background of
historical events.

“The renaissance of New England,” after the War
of 1812, was a restless period with Boston the center of
the unrest. Harsh Puritanism was giving way as were
other things which stood in the way of American gen-
fus. It was the age of historians, philosophers, and
erities, The ambition of the “blue-noses” of Boston,
in faet of everyone, was to be a scholar at any cost.
Harvard and Yale colleges were established, destined
to be great rivals in learning,

New England furnished orators and statesmen such
as Daniel Webster; Boston produced the greatest his-
torians of the “golden age.”

It was then time for such poets as Hawthorne, Long-
fellow, Emerson, Holmes and others who found beauty
in their native New England and had the power to ex-
press it through poetry. Through their efforts and
those of others, America ceased to be wholly under the
influence of the Old World, and began to show Ameri-
can genius and originality.

We highly recommend this book for its fine char-
acter sketches of the men who have made New Eng-
land famous,

(Please turn to page 84)



News of Interest

Debate Club

Since the last write-up things have been happening
80 thick and fast in the Debate Club, it will require
quite some wordage to tell the story, even if we con-
fine ourselves to bounding from high spot to high spot.

First, let us record that Bangor did a good job at the
Bowdoin tournament in Brunswick. The varsity team
of Horace Stewart, Shirley Drew, John Webster, and
Molly Kagan, Stewart and Kagan doing the actual
speaking, were topped by one school only—Deering—
although Molly was debating her first interscholastic
debate. Bangor in scoring second in the day’s activi-
ties defeated Leavitt, South Portland, Stearns, Bidde-
ford, and Lewiston. Both Miss Coffin and Mr. Pres-
cott coached members of the team and accompanied
them on the trip. For good measure, John Howard
Wwent along with the group to act as a gallery of one for
the oceasion. Ernest F. Andrews, Jr., one of last sea-
son's erack debaters for Bangor, took charge of the
party during its stay at Bowdoin, where he is now a
Student,

At the present time, twelve—count them, TWELVE
—debaters are working on the Bates’ question (govern-
ment ownership of electric utilities) and participating
I tournament debates, Teams are being handled
P}‘ Miss Lorimer, Miss Coffin, and Mr. Prescott. Form-
Ing one team are Jack Backman, Carlton Orr, John
Howa.rd, and Frederick Leonard, Molly Kagan, Paul
Smith, Richard Coffin, and Venizelos Vafiades make up
another. The third team finds grouped together John
Webster, Lewis Vafiades, Shirley Drew, and Horace
Stewart, From these twelve will be picked four to
compete in the Bates' League.

Meetings have been characterized by good programs,
one outside speaker having already been heard, and
Several student programs have been presented. Chief
among these was an educational Christmas program
Which featured fifteen members—too many to list here
—all doing a good piece of work.

Right now, even as we write these words, plans are
bursting into full bloom (well, anyway, there’s a meta-
phor for you) for the extra gigantic Community Sing,
Which as you read these words will probably have
Passed into happy history. It's a fair guess that the
Community Sing will strike an enthusiastic chord

whether you’ve already attended or whether it’s yet to
come. For not since the Harmonica Band has the
Debate Club engineered anything so ambitious and at
the same time with such a universal appeal.

With the one and only Brim Jewett as master of
ceremonies, with two bands—Bangor High and Brewer
High—providing martial musie, with an extra-special
loud-speaker system, with an hour broadeast, from the
stage, with many feature vaudeville and novelty num-
bers, with Betty Vose and David Dodge as managers,
with. . . . Well, we ask you. . .

So the Debate Club carries on as always. Like the
advertisements of one of the lesser theatres of New Eng-
land’s cultural center: “There’s always SOMETHING
doing!”

Parent-Teachers Association

Our parents are still conspicuous by their absence
from P. T. A, meetings, which are held the second
Thursday of every month,

On December tenth an especially interesting meet-
ing was held. Mr. Herbert L. Prescott first outlined
briefly some of the purposes and aims of the Debate
Club. He then introduced Miss Molly Kagan, who
delivered her speech as she had given it at the Bowdoin
League debates. Miss Kagan was one of the outstand-
ing speakers in that forensie contest.

Mrs. Meinecke spoke very interestingly on the duties
of a school librarian, mentioning the reference work
and the introduction of Freshmen to the library. She
illustrated several books by attractive and artistic
posters,

A very instructive talk on the general attributes of
history in the High School was given by Miss Irene
Cousins. She outlined the different history courses
during the four years.

We had hoped that some of the parents would make
a New Year’s Resolution to attend the P. T. A. meet-
ings, but the total attendance at the first meeting of
this new year was nineteen.

At that meeting Miss Bernice B. Dunning traced
the origin of the system of mathematies and its types
in our school. She stressed accurate figuring and
straight thinking, especially emphasizing the neces-
sity of a respeet for logical treatment.
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Colonel Robert Snow spoke on the advantages of
having the R. O. T. C. in our school and brought to
light the unusual faet that only four high schools in
New England have R. O. T. C. units. These are Glou-
cester, Mass., New Bedford, Mass., Newport, R. 1., and
Bangor, Maine.

At the February meeting, Mrs. Lenore Cumming
spoke, not in defense of Latin, for it needs no defense,
but upon the interesting courses that Latin offers.
Exhibiting a copy of the S. P. Q. R., published in De-
cember, she called attention to the varied activities
of the Latin Club.

A program of Latin songs, sung by members of the
Latin Club, was a very enjoyable part of the program.

The Boys' Glee Club

The Boys’ Glee Club has been having regular meet-
ings every Thursday afternoon. The Club has been
practicing Sylvia and The Shadow March lately, both of
which are very fine pieces. Two dollars was received
from a candy sale and will be used to help defray some
of the immediate expenses of the Belle of Bagdad, an
operetta which will be presented by the mixed Glee
Clubs.

Commercial Club

Certainly no grass has had time to grow under the
feet of the Commercial Club during the last two months.

The Club’s first social event of the year, a Christ-
mas party, was held on December fourteenth at the
home of Miss Janice Moore, faculty advisor. There
were games and stunts, a gaily decorated Christmas
tree, the exchanging of gifts, and extra delicious re-
freshments. Horace Dinsmore played several se-
leetions on his trusty “getar” which added not a little
to the entertainment, and Beryl Crosby and Marjorie
Nelson were awarded appropriate prizes. Miss Moore
and Miss Edith Knight of the faculty, and most of the
members of the club were present at the party which
was under the management of Beverly Darling. “A
very pleasant time was had by all,” indeed!

After a short business session at the next regular
meeting of the Club, Shirley Drew spoke on ‘“New
Schools for Old,” and a Major Bowes program was
presented.

Mr. Robert Lane, member of the faculty, played
Major Bowes to perfection. Rose Violet Poppy,
(known to her friends as Evelyn Morrill), played a
piano selection, and Olga Hedeormoff (otherwise known
as Buelah Duty), a violin solo. Next we learned of
the sad love affairs of Clerice Fielding, who had been
so unsuecessful in her efforts to change her name. The
Trio, made up of Ruth Webster, Vera Rosemier, and
Agnes Ross, played several selections on Hawaiian
guitars. Beryl Crosby sang a popular song, and Law-
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rence Davies struggled with a violin (Gong! Gong!).
To complete the program, Wyoming Jack (also known
as Horace Dinsmore) played and sang our favorite
cowboy songs.

The program was enjoyed so much that it was de-
cided to give it in assembly. At that time Clarence
Keyser was the Major, and the announcer (also super-
salesman of McGillicuddy’s Potato Chips) was Lewis
Drolet.

The first field trip of the year was to Wrenn Broth-
ers—stock exchange brokers. A group of eight or ten
seniors, accompanied by Miss Moore, was initiated
into the mysteries of the “ticker” and learned, among
other things, what “G. M. 1000s 857" means, and that
it would take about six minutes, if you wanted to ex-
change your surplus money for any of the various kinds
of stock. Several other trips are being planned for
the year.

The last meeting of the Club was even more inter-
esting than usual. The Forum was conducted by
Clarence Keyser, who told of the various qualifications
which a person entering business must possess. Open
discussion on the subject followed. Several modern
business machines, including a check writer, caleulator,
and an adding and subtracting machine, were dem-
onstrated by Lawrence Davies, and to round out the
program, Horace Dinsmore entertained with his guitar.

RO E

After getting their rifles, the boys in the R. O. T. C.
unit begun to work in earnest. Together with learning
the manual of arms, it was necessary to learn to do
their calisthenics with the rifles. Then, after many ex-
ercises in sighting, explanations on the use of the gun-
sling, and instruction in squeezing the trigger, the boys
did some actual shooting in the different positions, some
members running up quite a large score. Interming-
ling with these were days when Lieutenant-Colonel
Snow talked on the care and use of rifles, the flag, per-
sonal health, and first aid.

Latin Club

In keeping with its famous reputation for providing
good times, the Latin Club had a grand party in De-
cember.

Fach class presented a stunt. The Sophomores’
presentation caused a multitude of shouts and grins,
It was particularly amusing to see our friends, very
much alive, representing such inanimate objects as
trees, rocks, and grass.

The juniors presented Barbara Savage in a Mexican
dance that was straight from Mexico City, clothes and
all.

The seniors gave a play written by Bernice Faulking-
ham; its setting was Dishpan Dump, a pent-house on
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ON RADIO ROW

E YEAR 1937 is off to a running start with

Ii the introduetion of another of those silly little

ditties, this time entitled What's Your Business.
Vincent Lopez and his drummer, Johnny Morris, who
were responsible for Knock, Knock, also get the laurels
for this.

Radio Highlights of 1936

Swing music ., . . Benny Fields, whose success story
reads like a thrilling novel . . . Martha Raye . ..
Joe Penner’s new program . . . Fred Astaire appeared
on the ether waves for the first time . . . Knock,
Knock . . . Rippling rhythm . . . Ex-King Edward’s
speech—while he was broadeasting not a phone rang
in NBC’s New York studios, a thing which had not
happened for ten years . . . Community Sings . . .
Bob Burns . . . The child stars, Bobby Breen and
Deanna Durbin . . . For the first time in the history
of the radio CBS presented broadeasts from the war
fields in Spain . . . and the music went 'round and
"round.

When Paul Whiteman ended his contract with
Woodbury’s, he was succeeded by “Shep” Fields, whose
rippling rhythm has gained sensational success in the
past few months. The new program, the Rippling
Rhythm Review, has as its stars Frank Parker and the
Canovas. Frank Parker’s celebrated voice has already
established him as one of the foremost tenors on the
radio, and his rendition of popular ballads reach a new
high in vocal interpretation. As for the Canovas—
well, when bigger and better hill-billy programs are in
demand, Judy, Annie, and Zeke will certainly fill the
bill. First there is Zeke, whose contributions as a
walking book of knowledge should make Daniel Web-
ster hang his hallowed head in shame. The whole
Program, however, is built around Judy, who is the
proud possessor of a yodeling voice, which, when in
use, seems to know no limit in voice range, and her
rambling tales of hill-billy life present a new slant on
life in the land of feuds—a slant never even hinted at
before Paul Whiteman presented her to the defenseless
public. The Rippling Rhythm Review offers to its
listening fans a sparkling musical cocktail—a pleasing
tombination of Shep Fields’ unique arrangements, the
ultra-fine vocal solos of Frank Parker, and the amusing
antics of the Canovas. For those of you who enjoy a
really fine variety program, I prescribe the Rippling
Rhythm Review, on WJZ and the NBC network at
9:15 every Sunday evening,

Every Sunday evening at 7:00 Jell-o presents that
triple threat man of the air, Jack Benny, along with
Mary Livingston (Mrs. Benny in real life), Don Wilson,
Kenny Baker, and Phil Harris and his orchestra, who
aet as glorified stooges for Jack’s fun-making. For
years, Benny has been known as the most able comedian

*Since going to press, “Buck” Benny has stopped riding.

in the country, and this year is no exeeption. Jack, for
the moment, has forsaken Love in Bloom to devote his
talents to dramatizing the blood-stirring adventures of
“Buck” Benny Rides Again*, a masterpiece of life in the
wild and wooly west, relating the adventures of that rip-
roarin’, straight-shootin’, hard-ridin’ hombre, “Buck”
Benny. The musical portion of this half hour enter-
tainment is provided by Kenny Baker, who possesses
a really fine tenor voice, and the seintillating rhythms
of Phil Harris and his orchestra. One of the redeeming
features of the Jell-o program is the novel manner in
which Don Wilson handles the advertising end of the
broadeast. This problem of advertising has long been
a difficult one for the seript-writers of the various
programs, and Jell-o alone seems to have discovered
the happy solution of a well-balanced comedy program.
A four-star program, Jell-o presents Jack Benny every
Sunday at 7:00 P. M. over WEAF and the NBC
coast-to-coast network,

A very novel and entertaining feature is presented
every Sunday evening over WOR and the Mutual
Broadeasting System. Entitled Let's Visit, the pro-
gram offers an entirely new and different type of variety
presentation. Two announcers visit the homes of
various citizens, asking them questions concerning
popular topies of the day. The tours are made in
well-known districts around New York and the sur-
rounding vicinity, and often very interesting features
are disclosed. When, recently, the young men carried
their portable microphones into homes in Greenwich
Village, Let's Visit reached a new high in impromptu
entertainment . . . Some of the people questioned
were nationally known artists, and the program was
really entertaining. For those who enjoy novel fea-
tures and like to learn obseure but interesting facts
about the people in America today, 1 heartily endorse
Let's Visit, on MBS, which recently became a coast-
to-coast network, every Sunday at 10:00 P. M,

Despite dire predictions by several orchestra leaders
and composers who say they know, Swing has not yet
died, and one of the first programs devoted solely to
Swing is still going strong. This is the Saturday Night
Swing Club, featuring Bunny Berrigan and his trum-
pet. Bunny, one of the most ardent exponents of
swing musie, is one of the best authorities on modern
jazz. His arrangements of popular songs, old and new,
rate four stars and are the features of the Swing session.
The Club also presents guest stars, all well-known names
on stage and radio. Recently a swing organization of
five musicians created a fervor in the Columbia studios
with their arrangement of a new swing number, com-
posed by one of the group. This oddity bore the
intriguing name Tuwilight in Turkey, and letters

(Please turn to page 32)
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Fifth Avenue. Uniqueness was the striking character-
istic of this skit. Even the fireplace was different.
The only reason we knew it was a fireplace was the fact
that the sign said so. Oh well, it was fun anyway.

Gifts were given out, too. How does your soap bub-
ble pipe work, Don? The party came to a grand climax
with refreshments of sandwiches, cookies, and punch.

The S. P. Q. R. made its initial appearance for this
year under the supervision of Ruth White and Barbara
Farnham. A grand time was had by all.

At the January meeting of the Latin Club officers
for the last half of the year were elected.

The sophomores were in charge of the program for
that day. Its chief attractions were charades and
stunts

The Girls' Glee Club

During the past few weeks, the Girls’ Glee Club has
been busily oceupied with preparations and rehearsals
for its forthecoming presentation of The Belle of Bag-
dad, a fascinating operetta laid in Bagdad. The cast
has been carefully selected from the two Glee Clubs by
our competent director, Mrs. Huey. The operetta
has a delightful plot woven around the search of two
cameramen for a new movie star. The musical mem-
bers are very melodious, and the clubs are deriving a
great deal of pleasure from them. The musical ac-
companiment will be provided by a specially selected
group from the Senior Orchestra. The oriental back-
ground and colorful costumes make a pleasant im-
pression; and the girls feel certain that, under Mrs.
Huey’s careful direetion, the presentation will be a
successful venture. The operetta will be presented
March 5, in the Bangor City Hall.

Alumni

“The old year now has run its race,
The new year comes to take its place.”

With this last report the Book of 1936 is closed to the
Bangor Alumni, and we wait with eagerness to see
what deeds and conquests will fill the pages of 1937.

Artemus Weatherbee, '35, has made his debut as an
actor at Maine, and we know he’ll go far. He por-
trayed the role of Gray Meredith in the play A Bill of
Divorcement presented by the Maine Masque the first
of December. Shortly after this Artemus participated
in the John M, Oak prize speaking contest held at the
University. He chose for his subject “Peace By Educa-
tion.” The judges awarded him first place, and he
received a prize of twenty-five dollars.

Another person who is doing well at the University
of Maine is Pauline Jellison. “Polly” is the assistant
accompanist for the Maine Orchestra, and that’s quite
an honor for a freshman.
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Ernest Andrews, Jr., 36, is another one of these
people whom we believe we shall always hear about as
“making good.” In the annual freshman-sophomore
debate at Bowdoin, Ernest was named best speaker.
He and another freshman won the debate, which was
on the publie utilities question.

Ernest recently edited the article “Feature Your
Radio, Movie Reviews” for the December edition of
The Scholastic Editor, published monthly during the
gechool year for the National Scholastic Press Associa-
tion and the National Association of Journalistic
Directors. The article was illustrated with cuts from
Radio Dialings and Movies, pages from last year’s
Oracle prepared by Pauline Jellison and by Margaret
Tyler and Isabel Cumming respectively.

Spencer Winsor, "36, has been taken into the Kappa
Delta Rho fraternity at Colby.

Priscilla A. Smith, ex-"37, has received the award of
Golden Eaglet in the Girl Seouts organization. This is
the highest honor which can be conferred upon a Girl
Scout. Only two other girls in this section have ever
before received this honor, Annette Youngs, '34, and
Edna Adams of South Brewer. Priscilla is attending
the Emma Willard school at Troy, N, Y.

Haven Sawyer, Jr., 36, was awarded an intramural
football insignia at the elose of the football season at
Manlius School, “Tommy” was also selected as a
tackle on the school’s all-intramural team,

Robert Wright, "34, was graduated from Fryeburg
Academy last year, and is now studying Medical
Biology at Michigan State College, East Lansing,
Michigan.

Miss Dorothy French Clough, daughter of Dr, H. T,
Clough and a graduate of Bangor High School in 1923,
died last November in New York. She had held a
position as librarian at the Eye Institute, Medical
Center, in New York for several years.

Fred Deerfoot, 20, a noted Maine guide, and Frances
J. Seott of Cumberland were recently married. Mr.
Deerfoot has had many exciting and terrible experiences
in the woods. In January 1933 he lay for three weeks
alone in a camp in the Black Water region in Aroostook
County with his feet badly frozen. During this time
he lived on a pan of biscuit and snow that he managed
to get by crawling to the door. He was unconscious
when he was found by two men and taken to the Augus-
ta General Hospital for medical treatment. (Reads
like Peter Freuchen's Arclic Adventure!)

Ruby G. Bean, ’33, was recently married to Frank
D. Faulkner, '31. Mr. Faulkner is employed as an
electric welder at the J. J. Boulter Radiator shop.

Maurice Alpert, '28, and Betty Soloman of Staten
Island, N. Y. were married the first of December. Mr.
Alpert was graduated from Massachusetts College of
Pharmacy in 1932, He is now proprietor of Alpert’s
Drug Store in this city.

During the Christmas holidays there were several
engagements and weddings announeed.
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PASSING IN REVIEW

Dudley Utterback:

“It's the gypsy in me”—says Dudley

is jacket, but then even Dudley eon-

esses that donning flashy colors is one of
his weaknesses, along with brunettes
and jawbreakers, or am I thinking about
18 skating ability. Ever since fifth
Brade Dudley has been trying to devise
A plan fo stop cut-in dances (that's what 1
%ll & plan for the betterment of humani-
¥.) As an actor this little boy has gone
4 long way in Bangor High School, bein
& winner in the Junior Exhibition, an§
Super-sy portrayer of Tom Sawyer,
I the l?‘:in—nl:a.nm.ti(: Club play. Anytime
You don’t find Dudley making ship mod-
'S, you'll find him blowing bubbles in
Elnger-ule through celophane straws

Barbara Savage:

“Up and at ’em” is Barbara's motto,
and just, try to keep this gal down! Every-
Where we look we see Barbara’s smile.

hen she isn’t burnin’ up the basketball
0or, she's swinging a hocky stick, and
When she isn't, whizzing (?) around in the
lorseless buggy, such as it is, she’s hoof.
N it to swing music. Possessor of the
f"ﬁt_nmnr school French and American
.:"il_ﬁn medals, a finalist in the Junior
b ibition, ardent sports fan and chop
Suey eater de luxe, Barbara says she does-
3 ve any spare time for hobbies. In
the summer it's Mt. Katahdin for Bar-

4ra and-—well just rest your eyes on the
Senior who has gone just “Savage” on us,

David Beil;

It's the wide open spaces for David,
]hﬂt good-looking freshman whose sunny.
ittle face, gives a festive appearance to
8l the ‘basket-ball games. Football
:“"‘Dl.}’ slays him, and as for hunting,
f“I'Plnz. and fishing, well, David goes
9 “em like nobody’s biz. His mother

- him stay up every Wednesday night
to listen to “Gang-busters.” (Just think,
whe"_l ou get to be a senior, you can stay
l_.lp’h ten-thirty every night!) When he
;f"t- baving tea-parties with his teddy-
dmr’ he’s earving. His star shines on the
t_°0t0r’s profession, and, in the mean-
'me, woe to the person who refers to him
s rge’s kid brother Dave.”

Pauly Campbell :

o Pauly has high hopes of owning an
onest, to goodness” Seotty farm when
ti € grows up, so if your cfngﬁ ever get
ired—well—there's an idea.
is petite sophomore spends her sum-
;')em at Surry Beach and ’likeﬁ the water
to Vel that she stays under long enough
0 give ﬁickere] ten minute French les-
m& She loves dolls, n charscteristic
b shows that her heart’s in the right
ln.pe, :;ld collects matches as a hobby.
B o school is just a past-time, says
Pn.u]y' her real life consisting of playing
*e-maid to a kid brother, and making

ice-box look sick,

Fredericy Leonard:
an enever hig mother tells him to do
Ything, “Freddy” Leonard eloses his
leau an m‘fm in a monotone, “I'd rather
d a band!” Anyway, we keep him 80
Uy down here that he complains about
uw,wting enough “paper-doll-cutting-
nrrpct:m. (By the way, his present
Besi 15 fifteen a minute with heads,)
u d'dﬁ' being an officer of the Latin Club
N & Debate Club ticket seller, “Freddy”
8068 for track in a big way, listens to the
SO nine hours out of twelve, and turns
% every time he hears Paul Mona-

5 Orchestra. (Why—*Freddy?”)

Margaret Romero: .
Margaret says that she goes to sehool :
so she can shoot spit-balls at Ruthie |
White, but we know that she goes for
the pure, untainted joy of studying.
(Margaret, get off my neck!) This |
small, black-eyed senior confesses that |
one of her deadly sins is poring over a E
Reader’s Digest, and as a hobby, well
there’s nothing like building air-castles
out of sand, and seeing how long she can
hold her breath. Although sports don’t
exactly get “Margie” all hot and both-
ered, skiing simply knocks her for a loop.
(Get what I mean?) The big ambition
in her life is to colleet a sheepskin in June.

Charles Redman:

There’s something about “Charlie”
that—well, any one of the junior girls
will write you a book on the subject.
Horseback riding, hunfing, skating and
skiing all keep “Charlie” fit, while doing
geometry problems gives him brain re-
laxation, and dancing to Benny Good-
man gives him aches and pains. (Get
this the right way.) As assistant editor
of the Oracle and star listener No. 1 to
Magjor Bowes' Amateurs, “Charlie” gets
the medal, and speaking of medals how
about collecting t[m.t cute little one they
give to the Junior Exhibition Winner?
No partiality, folks—just a challenge for
the Redman!

Faith St. Germaine:

Faith hasn’t yet figured out why a
“jam session”’ has nothing to do with our
daily bread, but, don’t mistake me, she
can swinﬁ it with the best of 'em. Al-
though she does like elassical musie and
Nelson Eddy, she goes for Lombardo’s
orchestra in a big way. The call of the
wild draws Faith toward good ‘ole Moose-
head, and how this gal loves to swim!

Faith tries to tell us that she hasn’t a
real past-time, but, comparing notes, I'd
say that she's busy making the ivories
rattle most of the time. Every fall you
can find Faith chssing a hockey ball up
and down Linden field.

James Snow:

“Jim” says that he took his first peek
at this world in Washington, D. C., then
after “bodaciously parking for a spell”
in Oklahoma and Panama, he finally
ended up in Bangor. This courageous
junior heroically tells the world that he
doesn’t like Clark Gable, dancing, or
licorice lollipops. However, calm your-
selves kids, 'cause Bing Croshy and Bob
Burns are ice-cream and fudge sauce to
him, while tennis is the big # in his young
life. Summers find him down in Dela-
ware where “Jim" informs us “it’s deader
than a door nail.” As long as he can
play baseball, “Jim" won’t kick-—if he can
take a nap every other afternoon.

June Winchell:

One in a million—that’s our June, one
of the sweetest buds of the freshman class,
Even though she doesn't wear pink rib-
bons and pig-tails, let even one of those
little freshman boys give her curly head
a tweak and she'll stare him down to the
floor level, "eause June is a woman’s wom-
an, and furthermore, she doesn’t dance.
(Pfurray for our side!) As an aspiring
first former should, June studies her les-
sons, and worries over her ranks every
night, A grand little skater and tennis
player, she loves to read and make dresses
for her biggest baby-doll. Believe it or
not, this little girl has her heart set on
being s doetor, too! More power to you,
Junse!
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Patricia Sullivan’s, ’33, engagement to Robert
MecAvoy, '34, was made known.

Marguerite E. Smith’s, ’32, engagement to Paul D.
Palmer of South Brewer was announced on Christmas
Day.

Jean Calhoun’s, '34, engagement to Elliot Reed was
also announced.

Virginia E. Larrabee, "34, is engaged to Edward H.
Silsby, "32.

Lt. Bernard 8. Waterman, West Point, '36, and a
graduate of Bangor High in '31, and Harriet Bluestein
of Haverhill, Massachusetts, were recently married.
Lt. Waterman is stationed in the Philippines.

Ida Amatruda, '34, was married to Joseph A. San-
born on January sixth.

Elizabeth White was married to George H. Gardiner.
Mr. Gardiner is employed at Haynes and Chalmers.

Four of this year’s P, G.s, Doris Bullard, Alma
Drinkwater, Elaine Leveille, and Sarah Stinehfield, left
us the first of January to enter training in the Eastern
Maine General Hospital.

Band

Since the first order of sweaters arrived, the Band
has become better recognized as one of the most im-
portant units of the student activities. The group has
played in several assemblies lately, and Mr. Devoe
plans to have it do so every time a new piece is well
enough prepared. The Band has learned enough pieces
now to be able to get up a good program with only
one rehearsal. New members have joined nearly every
week, and now the organization has about forty mem-
bers.

Rifle Club

Although we don’t hear much about it, the Rifle Club
has been as active as most of the other clubs in the
school. With a long schedule of matches ahead, the
club has already made a good start, as the seores below
show.

Team B.H.S. Opponent
Penobseot Valley Rifle and Pis-
-tol Club, Bangor. .. ...... 893 876
New Bedford High School, New
Bedford, Mass.. .......... 487 485
Penobsecot Valley Rifle and Pis-
tol Club, Bangor. . . ...... 882 881

The week that sehool elosed for the Christmas vaea-
tion the Rifle Club held a banquet at Hilfred Bailey’s
camp, located in Winterport near Bald Hill Cove. Hil-
fred Bailey, Allan Neal, and Walter Greene went to
the camp in the afternoon and got the feed ready, They
made excellent chefs, preparing the meat, onions, and
side dishes like veterans. It was rumored that Greene
had had a little practice last summer at Camp Devans
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—aft least in peeling potatoes. The nineteen members,
with Lieutenant-Colonel Snow and Dr. Emerson as
guests, filled four cars. After the banquet, which, of
course, was highly enjoyed, Allan Neal and Hilfred
Bailey played on their guitars and tried to get the
members to sing.

Orchestra

During the winter months the Orchestra has set-
tled down to a schedule of weekly rehearsals with few
public performances. A good program was played at
the performance of Tom Sawyer, and the group has
appeared at several assemblies. The real busy season
for the Orchestra, however, will begin with the Junior
Exhibition.

Girls' Athletics

A thousand pardons, Evelynne Knowles, and I
assure you it won’t happen again! You see, it seems
that in the All-Bangor Hockey Team list in the prev-
ious Oracle, Evelynne's name was left behind some-
where, but there’s certainly nothing “behind” about
her playing! In fact, without her brilliant maneuver-
ing in her position as center, the ball would have been
lost in many a play!

Congratulations, Nellie Drew, Gwendolyn Matchett,
and Louise Newman, for having been selected as mem-
bers of the Girls’ Athletic Honor Council. We’re glad
that you made it! These three were taken in at the
Hockey Banquet, which closed the hockey season of
1936—suecessful for the seniors, We hated to turn in
our equipment for the last time, but even seniors can’t
turn back the clock.

The Hockey Party was a huge suecess for the simple
reason that everyone who came wore a middy and
skirt, and was feeling like a feather in the breeze—and,
of course, Barbara Savage, who had charge of the pro-
gram, couldn’t think of anything more ridiculous than
seeing the whole fifty of us playing every nonsensical
game that entered her head—and were they silly, and
did they go over! 8o much so, in fact, that everyone
was so tired out, that we all sank to the floor in utter
fatigue when the whistle blew to announce the award-
ing of the numerals! Because of illness, Dean Connor
couldn’t attend as usual to award the letters, but our
own coach, Miss Maguire, took her place, and Louise
Giles, captain of the senior team, accepted the eup of
vietory. Since the December (1936) Oracle, June Web-
ster has been elected captain of the All-Bangor Hockey
Team—and congratulations to you, too, June!

Then came the inevitable moment when more un-
suspecting girls were tapped on the shoulder, led to the
semi-cirele of Couneil Girls, and admitted to that so-
ciety with the usual explanations of the six require-
ments — Scholarship, Athletics, Dependability, Re-
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speet, Leadership, and Sportsmanship and the presi-
dent’s speech, by Ann Tyler, which opened the cere-
mony. All this was very impressive.

After the awarding of the arm bands, the symbol of
membership in the G. A. H. C., “eats” were announced.
What with the ice eream, sandwiches, eake, and eandy,
there was more than we could ever eat. As the Coun-
cil girls cleared the gym, another Hockey season was
completed.

But with its finish came varsity basketball, and the
following girls were chosen from the upper classwomen:

Forwards: M. Strickland, E. Knowles, . Rand,
A. Goodwin, D. Sawtelle, A. Sawyer, M. Carlisle, H.
Mehan, M. Moulton, S. Striar.

Guards: N. Drew, J. Webster, B. Faulkingham, E.
Birmingham, B. Blaisdell, A. Hanson, B. Holbrook, M.
Hartford, V. Simpson, G. Scott, B. Savage, J. Chaison,
K. Faulkingham, and J. Goessling.

Jump-centers: J. Bragg, B. Libbey, L. Donivan,
F. Gonyar, B. Hill, B. Gleason, F'. Korbut, M. 0’Con-
nell, . Hathorne,

Side-centers: B. Crosby, A. Tyler, M. Tsoulas, B,
Wise, J. Bullard.

Four varsity games will be played:

January 15—Alumnae at Bangor.

January 22—Brewer at Bangor.

February - 5—Alumnae at Bangor.

February 12—Brewer at Brewer.

Mary Burke, Phyllis Smith, and Katherine Faulking-
ham of the Honor Council are to be scorers and time-
keepers.

—

Assemblies

“Music in the air” seems to have been the theme for
most of the recent assemblies. On December fourth
the Commercial Club presented a Major Bowes pro-
gram, complete with the Major himself, an announcer
Who begged us all to eat McGillicuddy's Potato Chips,
and, of course, the amateurs. We're still wondering—
Was it stage-fright, or does Davies” violin always sound
like that?

On December eighteenth, in keeping with the holiday
Spirit, the Glee Clubs entertained us with several
phl‘iStmaa Carols. It was the Club’s first appearance
N assembly—we'd like to see them more often.

On January thirteenth the band appeared for the
first time in 1937, and on January fifteenth the orches-
tra made its 1937 debut.

Homec Club

The Home Economics Club began its third year with
thirty-three members. Frances Haskell and Beverly
ason served as temporary president and secretary re-
SPectively at the first meeting and were installed by
Popular vote for the year. Lily Anderson was elected

—

THE ORACLE 23

treasurer, Cynthia Tripp, member at large of the execu-
tive board, and JoAnn Harback, recorder. Norma
Munster and Louise Stewart make up the program
committee. The following special interest groups were
formed at the November meeting: community visiting,
knitting, big event, and advanced dressmaking.

The purpose of the community visiting group is to
give an opportunity to its members to get acquainted
with the organized work of the community. Mem-
bers of this group are:

Ethel Hamm
Elsie Juutilaine
Edith Brountas

Virginia Seripture
Lily Anderson
Anastasia Brountas
Dorothy Dauphinee Eloise Higgins
Dorothy Cardin Ethelle Lufkin
Marguerite Twitchell

The knitting group is made up of:
Frances Bragg Betty Plummer
Louise Betterley Clara Plummer
Eleanor Winship Charlene Shorey
Grace Glaster Charlotte Rand
Martha Crowell

Those who joined the “big events” group are:
Cynthia Tripp Phyllis Clark
Christina Littlefield Ethel Gilbert
Dorothy Lewis Norma Munster
Frances Haskell Louise Stewart

The fourth group is the advanced dressmaking group,
and in it are:

Lola Dunivan Elizabeth Simmons
Eva Crawford Muriel Braley
Beverley Nason JoAnn Harback

Ruth Curran
Regular business meetings and the group meetings
will be held on the third Tuesday of each month.

Turning the Pages
Good News!

Over a hundred new books will be here in a few weeks.
Members of the Library Advisory Committee should
bring their reading up to date easily and quiekly with
these fascinating new books: college and “prep” school
stories, novels, biographies, travel, adventure—come
in and see!

Seniors!—Juniors, Sophomores, and Freshmen, too,
but especially Seniors! What are you going to do after
you graduate? Among the new books will be a hun-
dred pamphlets on different vocations, giving the op-
portunities in various fields, necessary qualifications,
salaries, chances for advancement, and pictures of a
typieal day’s work. Jobs you know about; and iobs
you never heard of; outside jobs and inside jobs; jobs
for the hands and jobs for the head! Come in and look
these over before you decide what you are going to do.

( Please turn to page 82)
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The Crimson Rams

Basketball

With the very successful '36 football season fast
fading into oblivion, we turn our thoughts to other
forms of sport in keeping with the season. Basketball
looms upon the horizon. Hard practice sessions are
in oder for those who would compete, for basketball,
one of the most strenuous sports, requires top-notch
physieal condition.

The players must practice constantly, trying each
play over and over again until it nears perfection, shoot-
ing with correct form until it becomes a habit, passing
accurately, and hundreds of other things too numerous
to mention. The coach on the other hand must find
the best possible combination, drill them in the funda-
mentals of passing, dribbling, and shooting, correct the
mistakes of each individual, and suffer in silence
(“semi") during the games,

On December eighteenth, Coach “Eddie” Trowell
sent a basketball quintet onto the floor of City Hall to
play Winslow High School, with probably a great deal
of “Gosh, 1 hope—! But I don’t know!’ running
through his mind. Why should he entertain this skep-
tiecism? For these reasons:

In the first place, “Little” George Munce was the
sole survivor of that sparkling array of last year, which
bowed to the state champions only after two overtimes
in a “wow” of a game, you will all remember, down at
the auditorium. Four others yet untried were to play
their first game as regular varsity members; namely,
Roberts, Sedgeley, MeDonald, and Elliott.

In the second place, Winslow is rated as one of the
powers in' High School basketball. Undefeated in two
starts this season, they were rated to beat the untried
Rams three to one. But with Munce and Roberts
leading the way the erimson staged an upset and pinned
a defeat on the Black Raiders 26-23 in a rough and
tumble affair, and in places the game lacked the smooth-
ness acquired by experience. For the most part, how-
ever, the boys presented a very formidable outfit and
gave promise of developing into a flashy club.

The game was close all the way, both teams play-
ing “heads up” ball. The score was knotted, with
beautiful shots, for times, but in the fourth quarter
with seconds to play Munce dropped in his twelfth
point of the evening, giving the Rams a 25-23 margin.
Elliott eame through with a foul shot to cineh the cause
just as the game ended.

The game with Winslow marked the beginning of
Christmas vacation, but Coach Trowell kept the team
in sneakers in preparation for the tour of Aroostook
which began on Wednesday, December thirtieth. The
squad left Bangor early Wednesday morning by train,
soearly infact that Burke and Sedgeley arrived at the
station just in time to wave the fellows good-by. Tsk,
tsk! That wasn't the worst though. A cunning taxi-
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cab driver deposited them on the station steps at North
Bangor ten minutes later and then lightly demanded
two dollars! !

A game was scheduled for each of the four nights,
with Houlton, Presque Isle, Mars Hill, and Millinocket.
In each town the boys were entertained at private
homes of interested citizens. At Presque Isle two
loeal men’s elubs denated their clubroom and pastimes
to the enjoyment of the visitors. In fact, at every
stop the team was treated with genuine hospitality
and “make-yourself-at-homeness,”

The first game of the series was a “hummer.” Both
schools floored fine teams, but the Aroostook boys just
weren’t in there after the Crimson started clicking,
which they did with the opening whistle. At the half
time Bangor led 17-9. McDonald and Upton were
the players during the contest for the Rams while
Bossie led the Houltonite’s attack. The game con-
tinued in the last two quarters much the same as in the
first half, the erimson holding the opposition to nine
points and scoring sixteen themselves, Final score,
33-18.

With high hopes the squad entrained again, at noon
the next day for Presque Isle, where, upon arrival,
the “first five” were taken to the Hotel to rest. The
others were turned loose to window shop and stroll
about until supper, after which everyone’ gathered at
the school to dress.

Presque Isle is rated as one of the best teams in
Aroostook, but the Rams felt equal to anything, and
they showed it by taking this second tilt 33-19.

The playing was fast and furious most of the time.
Neither team could seem to get a substantial margin.
The first quarter saw the Rams with a one point lead
9-8. At the half they still topped the rangy Aroos-
took boys by a single point, However, in the third
period, Upton and MeDonald for the second night in a
row started popping ’em in, due to fine passing by
team-mates and their own ability,

The smoke cleared away, and there was the seore-
board reading Bangor 33; Presque Isle 19.

Smothered

The third game of the Aroostook trip was played
with Aroostook Central Institute in the town theater.

The game got under way with a bang at 9:45. Munce
popped in a two pointer on the first tip off, but A. C. L.
immediately tied it up with a long one from the center
of the floor. Again Bangor tallied, and again it was
tied up., And so it went, first the Crimson would lead
and then the Institute would step out in front. At the
end of the quarter the Rams trailed one point, 9-8.

The effects of the trip began to show in gpots, during
the second period.

A desperate rally at the opening of the third quarter
brought the Bangor boys within one basket of the tie-

(Please turn to page 31)
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CINEMANALYSIS

The Plainsman

This epic of the '60s and '70s deserves a great big
“A"! Gary Cooper as the long and lanky “Wild Bill
Hickok” and Jean Arthur as the rough and tough “Cal-
amity Jane” click with a loud clack. James Ellison
as “Buffalo Bill Cody” is good but not as convincing
as the hero and heroine. The plot deals with the pio-
neers’ troubles in settling the wild and wooly West.

Charles Bickford deserves special notice as the dirty
villian, but it is Gary and Jean who make this film the
Breat suceess that it is.

Camille

Garbo! In her return to the screen after a long ab-
sence, Miss Garbo proves conclusively that she still has
claims to the title of the greatest moving picture actress
n the world.

_Taylor! In a role that is too sensitive (for our
liking, anyway—we know Bob didn’t write it, gals)
Mr. Taylor comes through with a performance that
reveals a deep understanding of the character he por-
trays and a real talent for acting. Surprise! Surprise!

And as if that weren't enough, Lenore Ulric and

wra Hope Crewes, in supporting parts, give two of
the grandest performances we've seen in many a day,
Not to mention the remainder of the cast, from Ca-
n}llle’s personal maid to the detestable baron, who all
give excellent performances.

Therefore it does seem too bad that the plot couldn’t
hf“"* been a little fresher, a little less hackneyed and
time worn. We know that it presented many chances
fm'_ dramatic situations, but if only it eould have been
alittle more original. However, you can’t have every-
thing,

The photography is excellent and the dialogue is

e, 0,

Ifj“"er)’ seene in which Garbo appears (and they are a

10n) is fascinating to watch. She is indeed a great
fctress, Her death scene is superb. We will long
femember “the lady of the Camellias.”

Champagne Waltz

This ig 4 light musical romance about Elsa Strauss
of the Strayss family in Vienna and Buzzy Bellew, king
erican jazz, The leading roles are taken by
la".lyﬂ Swarthout and Fred MacMurray, with Jack
€ cutting caprices.
One of the best scenes is “Buzz”’ teaching Elsa how
to chew gum (and we thought that everyone knew how
Chew gum, besides making bubbles.)
Veloz and Yolanda, the continental favorite dance
team, add to the great pleasure of the picture,

After the Thin Man

Hurray! and Hurrah! Nora and Nick (alias Myrna
Loy and William Powell) are back again in a thrilling
mystery, Afler the Thin Man, which, as you all prob-
ably know, is a sequel to the ever so popular The Thin
Man. The sequel has even more than its predecessor—
two popular songs and James Stewart.

Others featured in the cast are Elissa Landi, Jessie
Ralph, Alan Marshall, Joseph Calleia, and Dorothy
MeNulty. :

We won't try to tell you the eomplicated theme, but
we will admit that our greatest disappointment was
to find Jimmy Stewart the murderer! In spite of this
the picture is super-colossal!

Dodsworth

Here is a picture that should rank high as one of the
best of 1936. Why?

Because of its theme, that of a woman who tries to
stay young? No, that is too common. We be-
lieve Dodsworth to be a truly great pieture because of
Ruth Chatterton’s performance as Fran Dodsworth—
the woman.

The theme she aets upon is common enough, yes,
but for a woman to enact a member of that most tragie
of clans, “The Youth Seekers,” as humanly, as reveal-
ingly as Ruth Chatterton does it is so uncommon, so
startlingly real, as to be a truly great performance.

Walter Huston is splendid as Samuel (“my wife tells
me I talk too much”) Dodsworth, and Mary Astor, as
the other woman, is really fine, lending to her role a
certain vividness that makes it a momentous human
document.

There are excellent performances in all the minor
roles, too, especially by whoever played the mother
of Court, one of the men in Fran’s life. The dialogue
is exceptionally good, also.

In fact, this would still have been a very good picture
if there had been a less competent actress as Mrs. Dods-
worth, but with Miss Chatterton playing that part the
picture emerges a superb portrait of the American
family Dodsworth—accent on Fran.

Incidentally Miss Chatterton’s portrayal seems not
unlike these basic lines:

The Youth Seekers

They tried to hold back time.
Fach tense pathetic murmur,
Clutehing at spring with harassed care,
Slipped into autumn unaware,
And missed the summer.
—Dorothy Brown Thompson.

(over, please)
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Born to Dance

Not even la Powell’s sensational tap dancing can
swing this gigantic musical which to our minds falls
far short of M-G-M’s previous effort to star the re-
doubtable Eleanor.

Nor can the important cast or the eatchy Cole Por-
ter tunes lift Born to Dance into the real hit class where
it should have been. How ecould it be improved?
Well, among other things, the story and dialogue are
not all that they might be, and it is also obvious that
someone has not learned how to photograph Frances
Langford ecorrectly, for Miss Langflord’s smooth sing-
ing is detracted from considerably by her poor sereen
appearance. '

We must admit, however, that Miss Powell’s tap
dancing is beyond criticism. In her field, she is ab-
solutely tops. We only wish her histronie ability were
half as wonderful. But at any rate, she brings a re-
freshing personality to the sereen as well as her tap
talent, and we suppose her acting may improve.

One thing we are sure of, Reginald Gardiner, ap-
pearing too briefly as the “cop” who exhibits a yen to
direct a symphony orchestra, is really good. Mr. Gar-
diner, by the way, is the same gentleman who panicked
Broadway last year with his imitations of trains and
wallpaper (yes, wallpaper!) in the stage success At
Home Abroad, which starred Miss Powell. We hope to
see more of Reginald on the sereen in the future.

Another thing that eatehes the eye is at the first of
the battleship sequence before Eleanor goes into her
dance. Two acrobats, appearing for a moment, per-
form an amazing stunt which reveals practice and pre-
cision plus.

Virginia Bruce and James Stewart are also worthy
of commendation.

In fact, the whole cast contributes good enough per-
formanees, and the production as a whole is good, but
the show just doesn’t click.

The Charge of the Light Brigade

Here is handsome Errol Flynn again as the dashing
Major Geoffrey Vickers of the Twenty-Seventh Lane-
ers! Opposite him is Olivia de Haviland as his fiancee,
who is in love with his brother, Patric Knowles, This
is distinetly one of the better pictures, but we don't
think it is an equal successor to Flynn's first picture,
Captain Blood. The story eoncerns the Twenty-Sev-
enth Lancers and their revenge on Surat Kahn, who
destroyed the defenseless families of the Lancers. The
charge of the “brave six hundred” is one of the most
spectacular and exeiting scenes ever shown.

It is said that Patric Knowles has a very promising
future as a matinee idol, but we still prefer Robert
Taylor—and his acting.
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White Hunter

A plot, however unusual, must be long enough to
cover a full-length picture, or the picture falls short.

Such is the case in White Hunter, we regret to state.
The picture has its moments, but the trouble is that
they don’t last long enough.

Hence a fine performance by tried and true Warner
Baxter and also a fine performance by Gail (My Man
Godfrey) Patrick are more or less wasted.,

A lioness all but steals the picture with her appar-
ently natural action that fits the story. It is uncanny
to wateh her do all the things required of her. We
wonder how it was done.

June Lang, by the way, seemed rather childish to us.
As far as we could see, her performance was only a
series of poses,

At any rate, the jungle atmosphere seems real, and
the picture 7s interesting. It's just too bad that it
wasn’t better.

Go West, Young Man

We did; we're back East—for good!

College Holiday

Leaving the theatre where this picture was being
shown, someone observed, “Cute and clever, but—""
and that about deseribes it.

Though all the stars of College Holiday labor mightily
to put it across, the so-called plot and none-too-clever
dialogue won't let them do their best.

Jack Benny (who was so good in the Big Broadcast
of 1937) does what he ean in his role with typical
smoothness and suavity, while Burns and Allen—econ-
sistently good in every pieture—practically steal the
show with their goofy gags and erazy anties,

Martha (close your eyes!) Raye manages to swing &
couple of songs in the well-known Raye manner, which
are good while they last, but exeept when she sings she
i8 hardly seen at all,  We missed her. She may not be
beautiful, but she’s funny,

An unexpected bright spot in the picture is Marsha
Hunt. Though her name isn't among the stars of this
opus, it well might have been, for she is very appealing
and turns in a fine performance.

Ben Blue, an old-timer, amuses in a small role; which,
we regret to mention, is more than we can say for Mary
Boland, in a larger role. Miss Boland must have had
an off day when she did this one.

The world’s fastest woman tap dancer, Eleanor Whit-
ney, appearing shortly, is eye-catching. We have
great hopes for the 1'il Whitney gal.

One thing—Benny’s “Love in Bloom” skit—really
is funny,  Better luck next time! ! !

(Please turn to page 31)
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. HOKUM

By Ellen Hathorn

ELLO, my little chickadees! Aren’t you en-
joying the snow? Flash! flash! England
has nothing on Bangor! Mary Wallie Tre-

maine and Charlie, Ez-King Edward VIII, Dorr are
&mong our ranks! Long live the both of them . . . It’s
usually hard for a working man to find time for fun—
Put leave it to some people— How, Freddie! What’s
I Old Town anyhoo? Lost! a class ring—or s it lost?
Well, well, well, and well—what vaecations don’t do for
€verybody isn’t worth mentioning . . . Tra la la!
€re is something about a soldier—how about it, Mary
Ellen? What is this we hear about Betty Mack! Oh,
Welll it’s just a rumor—By the by, have you heard her
Imgle the ivorys?—that gal has talent! What does the
ME stand for? We never see Marjorie without it these
days , , | Psst, pals, @ mystery! If you can find out
Whose picture is in one young lady’s locket—a senior’s
ia exact—more power to you . . . A certain red-
t,ea'd’Ed Junior will root for the U of M freshmen any-
allme"’am I right, “Bev”? You never see “Billy"” Erb
80110 .thesc days—something must have hit hard—
pe:kmg of getting hit—what happened to Coffin’s
€¥e? Someone said he was dreaming—oh well, foot-
: Bets 'em all . . . Mr. Carlisle thought the gals
eeded some book larnin’, 20 he got a few hundred
books for em the other day-. . . And we all thought
an?ioney W_aa_ bashful—thanks for enlightening us, mon
& a‘; (feminine singular) . . . Seems funny “Bunny”
lookswayﬂ a treasurer—oh! well! . . . We see by the
iy thftt “Don” is still going for White in a big way—
then‘ er lf.hB knows there is a Bell once in a while——'oh,
7 mjustice of it all . . . Oh my goodness! This time
S Red thinks the going is all up Hill . . . Funny,
ford, things spread like fire in this school . . . Bet
%,z“ugidn’t know “Kay” could play bridge—these
cer: ‘Ingham gals have plenty of talent . . . Dudley
tionmnb—r brought the New Year in right—any res?IU-
@ § this year? Been holding out on us, Ann? Well,
¥ oh my, these Juniors are certainly stepping it
« « « Why, “Barb”, this is so sudden—but nice

. . . Austin, p-l-ease stop drawing hearts and initials
on your Irench desk—it is so annoying . . . So “Bill”
Fellows went hunting the other day—well-er-a . . ,
Powell, was that actually your ring again?—haven’t
seen you wear it for quite some time—I'm glad to see
it back . . . Yep, there are some more complaints.

H. Baily— Here Come the British, Bang, Bang!

D. Hamilton—1I’ll Be Faithful

Evelyn Rice—Good(e)y Good(e)y

J. Brennan—Bet Ya My Life I Do

Where is Gillin? Poor Junior Sprague is lost with-
out him . . . Happy Birthday, Ruth . . . Gee, Mil-
dred—eaten all of those chocolates yet?—How long has
this been going on? Jane Mulvaney, how could you! ! !
I guess Ruth Melntosh still thinks the Brewer talent
is best . . . Cheer up, “Danny’’—typing comes with
practice . . . “Jayee,” kindly look where you’re going
hereafter—that ice was hard, wasn’t it? And so, adieu.

Trail Dust
By Donald Stuart

Question: What are these things called senior essays?

Answer: Things we never knew till now.

“To Mary—With Love” from Bunny and people—
Joke over . .. “Valiant” is the word for Charlie—
speech, speech—one hundred and twenty-five, to be
exact . .. The (too) Queen(ly) City Club, my deah, has
to send either two representatives to the conference or
an eight line verse—that makes each of the delegates
worth four lines a piece—Them’s hard lines, Nell. . .
We wonder if they called it Community Swing, could
we sell more tickets—Or haven't we got the same kind
of rhythm? . . Time marches on, and Judy still thinks
Boston is la place—and not on account of the beans,
either—Will we ever learn? . . Why, Dudley, we
didn’t know you cared—But practically everybody
has to take a cut nowadays . . . It's June in January
and every other month for Spaulding—this younger
generation! . . Blanche (you may call it madness,
but 1 call it hi-de-ho) Barker may not know her physi-
ography, but—one never knows, does one? .. Oh
those basketball petitions—who said stand up and

cheer? . . . That’s life, I guess!
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THE JOKE PARADE

Mr. Thurston: I forgot my umbrella this morning.

P. Goos: How did you remember you forgot it?

Mr. Thurston: Well, I missed it when I raised my
hand to close it when it stopped raining.

D. Utterback: That, sir, is a cow grazing.

Editor: Where is the grass?

D. Utterback: The cow has eaten it.

Editor: But where is the cow?

D. Utterback: You don’t suppose the eow would
be fool enough to stay there after she had eaten up all

the grass, do you?

An English cub reporter, frequently reprimanded
for relating too many details and warned to be brief,
turned in the following: A shooting affair occurred
last night. Sir Hopeless, a guest at Madame X's ball,
complained of feeling ill, took a highball, his hat, his
coat, his departure, no notice of his friends, a taxi, a
pistol from his pocket, and finally hi# life, Nice chap.
Regrets and all that sort of thing.

Miss Crosby:
baby's milk?

E. Dorr, '37: Certainly, I ran it through the meat
chopper twice.

Did you kill all the germs in the

The weather man says it isn’t going to be a cold
winter, but then the weather man doesn’t know our
janitor,

Miss Mullen: “Butterfield, correct this sentence,
‘I are very cold’ .”

Wilfred Butterfield (as he wipes the perspiration
from his forehead): “It are very hot.”

Miss Files; “If Caesar were alive today, would he
be as famous as he was?”

Kenneth Morse: “Surely.
old age.”

He'd be famous for his

Found on a Freshman’s registration eard:
Question: Give your parents’ names.
Answer: Mama and Papa.

“Russ” Bradbury: “Do you know what a quartet is?”
Danny Kelley: “Sure. A quartet is where all
four think the other three can’t sing.”

Mr. Taylor (to Robert Rosy playing ‘I Can’t Get
'Em Up'): “Is there another verse? If there is, let’s
not hear it."

Some day a popular song writer will give us “The
Automobile Blues” in four flats,

I never saw a purple cow,
I never hope to see one;

But from the milk we’re getting now,
I'm sure that there must be one.

Miss Lorimer: “Mr, Orr, you must not say, ‘I ain't
going’.  You should say, ‘I am not going, you are not
going, he is not going, we are not going, they are not

rn

going’,
Danny Orr: “Gee. Ain’t nobody going?”
Earle Herrick: “What is worse than raining cats and
dogs?"
Byron Knowlton: “Hailing buses.”

It has been said that a wagon maker who had been
dumb for years picked up a hub and spoke, that a blind
carpenter reached for a plane and saw, a deaf sheep
rancher went out with his dog and herd, and a noseless
fisherman caught a netful of herring and smelt.

Found: Roll of five dollar bills. Will the owner
please form a line at the left side of the office.

Donald Devoe: “Do you think there is any chance of
my getting a joke into your magazine?”

Horace Stewart: “There might be.
Editor forever.”

I won't be

Miss Cousins: “Who diseovered America?”

Marjorie Ames: “Mr, Ohio,”

Miss Cousins: “No. Columbus did it.”

Marjorie Ames: “Yes. Columbus was his first name.”

Herbert Porter: “Men get bald because of the great
activity of their brains.”

Nelson Mallett: “Is that the reason women don’t
have beards?"

Elizabeth Wise: “I've added these figures up ten
times."”

Miss Moore: “Very good.”

Elizabeth Wise: “And here are the ten answers.”

Mary had a little lamb,
But when she heard the price,
She sent the waiter back again,
And took a bowl of rice.

Miss Mullen: “What does ‘chicanery’ mean? Do you
know, Mr. Roberts?”
Charles Roberts:

chickens?”

“Isn’t it a place where they can

Two worms were digging in earnest. Poor Frnest
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4 more school days......

There are just four more school days left in which
to get your tickets for the Debate Club’s big COM-
MUNITY SING. On Wednesday, February 17,
the advance sale stops. Then tickets become 40¢
each. Get your tickets now, while the 25¢ rate is

still effective!

C

—

Dl’d you ever hear it saicl: o ining bad o be done in New York?”

Bartlett & Stern’s Maine Digest of Facts and Law, has just been com-
pleted right in Bangor in the plant of Jordan-Frost Printing Co.
This valuable law book required over two years to compile and will
be in every Law Office, Library, Law School, Corporation Office and
large BuSiness Office in New England. Approximately 1000 pages in

each volume. Yale University was amongst the first to request a copy.
1,000.000 pages o{ prit }f,"ng—-4 tons 0{ paper req:.lfred—-accuracy ESSEHfia[

THIS VALUABLE VOLUME WAS EDITED, PRINTED, BOUND AND MARKETED
BY BANGOR PEOPLE

g . 4 - i 22
A monument to Bangor genius, printing skill and industry

82 Harlow Street— Jordan-Frost Printing Company Bangor, Maine

(opposite the High School)
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VIVACIOUS VERSFE.

By Donald Stuart

THE MODERN COCKNEY'S PLEA
“Swing hit!” everybody says,
“And give hit all you've got!"”

It’s a bit of all right,
And T will if they'll tell me—
Swing wot?

TOO RED THE ROSE
She looks like a Grecian goddess;
She’s exactly like a rose.
With her wavy hair, and her deep blue eyes,
And her artfully moulded nose,

With her lovely skin, and her form divine,
And her tapering fingertips,

I'd be only too happy to make her mine,
But oh, those vermillion lips!

A SCHOOL THERE WAS
There are some people in our school
Who really know their stuff.
They know their lessons inside out
And never ery, “Enough!”

They do all kinds of extra work
And never come in late;

They're always ready to recite
And never hesitate.

In fact, they're ideal pupils,
With a million “trés bon" features,
But they’re pupils you will never meet
Because 1 speak of teachers!

Milton Weinstein: “I'm a little stiff from bowling.”
E. Legere: “I don’t care what you are, get into your
uniform.”

“How did you get so round-shouldered?”
“Winding up the phonograph for my daily dozen.”

Harold Hamm: Looks like the cook has let the
cheese spoil again,
Charles Dorr: Yeah, the same mold story.

lmports and Exp0rts

Another month and in this time our exchange list
has been doubled. We are always glad to become ac-
quainted with new magazines in this way as far as our
exchange budget will permit.

First to be mentioned is The Nautilus, from Water-
ville Senior High School, Waterville, Maine. Your
jdea of separating the material contributed by the
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different classes under the headings: Sentor Shorts,
Junior Jots, and Sophomore Sorls is unique, and each
column contains some excellent reading. You have
some very good euts throughout. The only suggestion
I can offer is that your exchange editor eomment on
each magazine.

From Washington State Normal School, Machias,
Maine,; we received a very interesting book, W. S. N. S.
Tip Teop. Your illustrations and cover were excep-
tionally well done.

The Sereech Owl, Maynard High School, Maynard,
Massachusetts., Your large and varied literary depart-
ment contains some very good articles. How about
some good cuts illustrating a few of the stories? Lino-
leum is inexpensive.

The Rambler, Winthrop High School, Winthrop,
Maine. You have a good little magazine. Your
artists show remarkable ability. Again we find no
comments made in the exchange column. Why not
list your editorial board?

The December issue of The Radiator, from Somerville,
Massachusetts, is a magazine well above high school
standing. The cover is most attractive. The poem,
A Snowstorm, and the sermon taken from the text,
And So the Poor Dog Got None, were amusing and well
done.

The Aegis, Beverly High School, Beverly, Mass.
Your exchange editor never seems to run out of original
ideas. What! no poetry? We suggest you give your
poets a chance to show what they have to offer. May-
be you have, but it seems ineredible with the ability
shown in other departments that poets are among the
missing.

The Stephens Broadcast, Stephens High School,
Rumford, Maine. Why not give your Alumni a
column? More stories and some good cuts would
also improve your magazine. You have some very
good poetry, and your sports are well written up.

The Moving Picture Number of The Observer from
Ansonia High School, Ansonia, Conneeticut, shows a
lot of work on the part of the beard—good work. Your
interview with Durante must have been exciting. My
one suggestion is that you introduce an exchange
column into your magazine.

Margray, Woodrow Wilson High School, Middle-
town, Connecticut. Your poetry is very good, but,
like your stories, we should like to see more of them.
Some good editorials would also improve your maga-
zine.

York High School Review, York, Maine. Your staff
should be congratulated on the excellent job done on
the October issue of your magazine. It is plain to see
that York High School has its share of artists.

The Red and White, Rochester, New Hampshire.

Your magazine is one to be proud of. Why not
include your artists on the staff? They deserve it.

We were pleased to receive from Juneau, Alaska, a
most interesting book, The Totem, published annually
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by the students of Juneau High School. Your Senior
Class cuts were especially elear and well arranged.
Your calendar was an added feature of interest, giving
write-ups and actual pictures of all the activities and
class incidents of interest from September 'til gradua-
tion. No one could say your school was lethargie.
Your binding and high grade paper certainly does
justice to the excellent material within.

MOVIES
(Continued from page 26)

Seven Sinners

Talk about unheralded good movies! This Gau-
mont-British production, starring Edmund Lowe and
Constance Cummings, is fine entertainment from start
to finish.

The dialogue is smoothly humorous, and the plot
is interesting and clever all the way.

Mr, Lowe lends his distinctive style of acting to the
role of an American playboy in Europe with very good
effect, while Constance Cummings, too long absent
from our native screen, enacts Lowe’s sophisticated
stooge to perfection.

The supporting cast is also more than competent
With some fine characterizations.

And the excellent photography leaves nothing to be
desired, especially some extremely fine shots of train
Wrecks,

Other good shots: Lowe, accidentally getting into the
Wrong hotel room, meets again a man whom he has
met earlier in the evening, and tries to start a conver-
Sation with him. The man, wearing mardigras cos-
tume which includes a huge grinning mask over his
head, says nothing. Lowe in devil costume continues
to talk to the grinning mask, but the man, sitting close
to a table with his head resting upon it, still does not
answer. Then Edmund, a bit “under the weather,”
offers the man a stimulant and asks him to drink. Upon
Teceiving no reply, “Eddie” pushes him gently on the
shoulder—only to see him topple slowly from his chair
and fall to the floor. His mask rolls off, and Lowe
Stares at him, horrified. The man is dead!

In a theatre, a news reel is being flashed on the sereen,
showing the aftermath of some horrible train wrecks
that have been occurring recently. The voice that
4ccompanies the news pictures is telling how some ter-
rible unbalanced person—some killer—is the cause of it
all. In the meantime the killer has come into this
Very theatre. After he is seated, he sees Lowe and
Some other men who are in the theatre to eatch him.
He rises suddenly and dashes down the aisle, but his
escape is blocked everywhere, Knowing he is captured at

» he rushes upon the stage and shoots himself. 1In
front of the screen he pitches forward onto the stage
floor, dead; while on the screen the pictures of his hor-
rible work are still being shown, as the voice goes on,
asking, “When will the killer be caught?”

IN 1937

We see stormy weather for:

1. Mae West—because she’s more to be pitied than
censored!

2. Marion Davies—because them days are gone for-
ever, and we don’t mean ‘Mabel’!

And smooth sailing for:

1. Gail Pairick—because she's nice-looking, intelli-
gent, clever, and a darn good actress!

2. Martha Raye—because this particular ultra-violet,
sunshine Raye is a sure cure for the blues!

3. Isabel Jewell—because she Is-a-(bel) Jewel(l) of
an actress!

4. Sonja Henie—because every cloud doesn’t eon-
tain “(P)Henie(s) from Heaven'” like this world’s
champion skater!

BASKETBALL
(Continued from page 24)
stage but they just couldn’t seem to click well enough
to penetrate the defense of the rampaging potato grow-
ers, who, late in the final period, stepped out and left
the Trowell boys hanging on the little end of the score.

One Pound, Not Enough

Aroused by the sting of defeat, the revengeful Rams
came back the following night, at the expense of Milli-
nocket High to beat that club 32-24.

Confused in the first period owing to the spacious-
ness of the playing surface, after having been enter-
tained in halls hardly half as large on three previous
nights, the Crimson chewed the bitter end to the tune
of 82. A scoring spree in the second stanza, how-
ever, set. the Rams right and they left for the intermis-
sion with a 3 point advantage, 13-10.

In the final minutes Stearns’ grand performer,
Pound did a fine piece of work, but his efforts were
pointless against the surging attack of red and white.
Bangor scored nineteen points in the last half and
allowed the opposition fourteen. Bangor men came,
they played, they conquered—32-24.

The squad, along with the JV’s who licked the Milli-
nocket JV's in a preliminary game, left the city for home
directly after the game.

The weather was cold and a biting snow made the
driving hard. Just inside of Old Town the bus de-
cided it was tired (or something) and refused to per-
colate. An old store nearby provided shelter, refresh-
ments, and lounging room for the weary boys.

A second bus arrived some two hours later and, be-
lieve it or not, it was a tired group of boys who stag-
gered toward their respective homes a little after six
o’clock Sunday morning.

Massacred

The Rams, still feeling the after-effects of the Aroos-
took trip, invaded Old Town on Tuesday evening,
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January fifth, and were tripped up for the second time,
in a slow game which provided the Bangor fans with
few thrills.

The heart-throb of the Indians, of course, was that
brilliant guard, Dionne, who gathered together, at the
expense of “Little” George Munce, thirteen points
for himself in the first twenty minutes of play. Munce
came back in the second half, though, to cover this
boy like a wet blanket. Dionne seored one foul and
one basket during the remainder of the game.

Bangor trailed all the way, twice coming within ty-
ing score distance, but lacked the punch and tip neces-
sary to win the tally.

Eventually the board said, 40-28.

Raider Revenge

The following Saturday coach “Eddie” and the boys
took off for Winslow to try to pin a second defeat on the
Black Raiders, otherwise unbeaten this season. But
another sad tale must be brought to light.

In terms of the present day, the Rams took a shel-
lacking.

The exaet opposite of the team which set down Houl-
ton, Presque Isle, and Stearns was the one that tod-
dled through the forty minutes of play and dropped
its third game of the season. Captain Munce and
Roberts led the attack with 8 and 5 points respectively.
Reynolds and Savasuk were the batteries for Winslow.

Roberts sunk a “two-er” to put the Crimson in the
lead, but this Crimson lead soon went into the red be-
fore the guns of the lanky Reynolds and Savasuk,

At the first quarter “toot” the Raiders were at the
head of the class 8-4. At the half things were a little
worse for the Rams. The electric score board showed
the score to be 17-9 in Winslow’s favor.

The third period was a tie with five points for each
team but from here on the Bangor defense went into a
slump and the Winslowites shattered it for 12 points—
Finale 33-16!

Crusaders Crucified

Bangor and Bapst, each boasting a sharpshooting
forward in Munce and Crowley respectively, took the
floor with the odds about even.

It was a fast game throughout. The Rams scored
first and kept the lead despite the frantic attempts of
Crowley, who was covered by McDonald in excellent
style. Munce and Roberts played sparkling games,
between them accounting for sixteen points.

Bangor showed marked supremacy in the first and
third periods while Bapst had a slight edge in the second
and fourth.

The margin which the Crimson piled up in the first
few minutes more than stove off the wild attempts of
the Purple in the waning moments.

MeDonald tueked in a one-handed shot from the
side of the court soon after the opening whistle. Munce
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and Roberts were quick to follow his example. Elliott
put one away, Munce came through, and Sedgeley
dropped one in to bring the scoring to a close in the
first quarter, for the Rams, who felt far from secure
with even a five point lead. 12-7.

The Bapst Eaglets tightened up in the next attempt
and kept the Crimson down fto five baskets while work-
ing three themselves.

In the last half, although playing excellent ball in
the third period, and putting up a stubborn fight all
the way, the Crusaders were outplayed by a fast and
shifty quintet of Harlow Streeters who played superior
ball and took the bacon, 30-24.

TURNING THE PAGES
(Continued from page 23)

Everybody! Our magazines are fairly grieving with
loneliness. Good stories, interesting articles, the most
recent events of history, college papers—all these are
to be found on the magazine table. Girls—we have a
new magazine, Forecast, which should interest you.
Members of Dramatie Club—Theatre Arts Monthly
should appeal to you. FEnglish History students read
the article David Windsor in the last Current History.
Get the magazine habit and keep up to date.

Have you seen the new French shelf in the library?
French magazines, books and coins, with erossed French
and American flags at one side. Have you seen the
model of the Elizabethan theatre lent us by the Univer-
gity of Maine? Have you seen the exhibits made by
Miss Quinn’s classes? Have you seen the figures of
Priscilla, and George and Martha Washington, made
by Miss Cousing’ students?

Visit the library!

ON RADIO ROW
(Continued from page 19)

poured in from all over the country, expressing wide-
spread approval of this pleasing concoction of weird
chords and swing melody. The Saturday Night Swing
Club, an ideal program for all who enjoy swing musie
and like to know the latest news about swing, is heard
every Saturday evening from 6:45 to 7:15 over the
coast-to-coast CBS.

During his recent engagement at a New York theatre
Maine’s own Rudy Vallee netted over forty thousand
dollars a week, breaking the attendance record pre-
viously held by Burns and Allen . . . Bob Burns
recently signed a movie contract which in three years
will make him a millionaire . . . A year and a half
ago . . . Bob had just two things of any value—a
second-hand car and his bazooka . . . The finest part
of Bob's success story is the fact that he still wears a
“71” hat . . . The Jack Bennys out in Hollywood are
renting a house recently vacated by Marlene Dietrich
. .. Al Jolson is receiving four thousand dollars a
week on his new program . . . Martha Raye is to
marry Jerry Hopper, a nephew of Glenda Farrell,
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PERSONAL

Stationery

$1.00 $1.00

200 sheets Bond paper, 6 x 7, printed with
your name and address, and 100 envelopes to
match, printed on back flap.

Print copy plainly and enclose $1.00. Paper will be sent
by mail.

Phone—6353

BANGOR BOX COMPANY

FACTORY: 75 So. Main St., Brewer

When you have occasion to play a Joke, SEE. WOLLEY
for NEW ONES. Leta Joke anda Trick entertain you and

your friends. Nothing will leave a more lasting impression.

TOYS - GIFTS - SUNDRIES
A SPECIALTY
Wolley’s Novelty store

98 Exchange St., Bangor, Me.

—

Compliments of

R. B. DUNNING & CO.

Distributors of Electrical Merchandise,

Plumbing and Heating Material. All
Kinds of Building Material.
54 to 68 Broad St. Bangor

—

Quick Service—All Makes of Cars

Authornized
Cadillac— Lasalle—Studebaker

Service

THE §. L. CROSBY CO.

S0 YORK STREET--120 FRENCH STREET

Residence Dial 3658 Store Dial 9125

EARL A. (SKIP) GORDON
U. S. CERTIFIED WATCHMAKER
Watch and Jewelry Repairing

I Can Save You MONEY On Your Repairs

BE CONVINCED

78 Harlow Street Bangor

F. S. JONES

Staple and Fancy Groceries

A full line of
Hatchet Brand Goods

210 Hammond St. Dial 6029

—



34 THE ORACLE

CHALMERS' STUDIO

23 HAMMOND STREET
BANGOR, MAINE

PHOTOGRAPHS

DIAL 4122 HOURS 9-12 A. M-—1-5 P. M.

GLEASON A. RAND, O.D.

OPTOMETRIST

EYES EXAMINED GLASSES FITTED
31 Central Street

BANGOR, MAINE

$3.50
$5.00-§8.00

Permanent-Ends - -

Permanents - 3

BRADFORD BEAUTY SHOP

Tel. 8419
409 HAMMOND ST.
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blonde movie star . . . The Dick Powells are the
happiest eouple in the movie eolony . . . The popu-
larity of previews over the air is causing a great deal of
agitation in the moving picture capitol . . . Studio
moguls insist that the broadeasted preview, during
which the studio audience casts the leading stars, de-
tracts from the box-office appeal of the stars and the
movie . . . On the opening night of Jan Garber’s
engagement at Los Angeles’ famed Cocoanut Grove,
Joan Crawford swept in with eight thousand dollars
worth of silver fox and hubby, Franchot Tone . . . Jan
immediately broke into the strains of Melancholy
Baby, her favorite tune . . . Joan tripped up and sang
a chorus . . . Bobby Breen’s older sister has an unusu-
ally fine voice.

COVER TO COVER
(Continued from page 16)

The American Flaggs
By Kathleen Norris

When Jeff Flagg falls in love with pretty Penelope
Fritzpercy, his family is angry. A few weeks later
Jeff ig seriously injured in an accident. His continual
demand is to marry Penelope before he dies, and his
family consents, To everyone's astonishment he
begins to get better, and later, he and Penelope start
housekeeping. After Buff, their daughter, is born,
Penelope and Jeff gradually drift apart, and Penelope
seeks the company of her cousin-in-law, Tom Flagg.
Later when she wishes to divorce Jeff and marry Tom,
Mrs. Flagg, Jeff’s grandmother, upholds her in her
decision, Penelope is very surprised because she
thought Mrs. Flagg didn’t like her. Penelope and
Jeff decide to try again, so they buy a farm and live on
it. Penelope’s sister’s children and some of Jefi’s
nieces and nephews come to live with them. Penelope
and Jeff get along together much better at the farm
than they did in the city.

As to who gets Mrs, Flagg’s emerald ring, the sign of
the leadership of the clan, I'll leave it to the reader to
find out.

I consider this the best book Mrs. Norris has ever
written,

ON HANGING OUT A WASHING
(Continued from page 12)

humiliation of my predicament brings tears,
myself, I finish hanging out the clothes.

My, but it's cold! T visulize how good the heat will
feel to my poor frozen fingers; then out comes the
next-door neighbor! She tells all the news that has
taken place for the last three days. I shake noticeably
Doesn’t she know that my hands are frozen? Then,
at last, just as my right ear sends out an unpleasant
signal that it’s on the verge of freezing, she goes in.
With more haste than grace, I rush indoors to tell the
family my woes,

Pitying

e
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the
Modern
ALL-ELECTRIC
KITCHEN

(s your
Answer to

BETTER LIVING

the
Bangor Hydro Electric Co.

at any of our stores

DAKIN’S

WHOLESALE - RETAIL

BASKETBALL UNIFORMS and EQUIPMENT

Athletic Equipment For Every Sport

GUNS - AMMUNITION

Ice Fishing Equipment

WINTER SPORTS EQUIPMENT

SKI SUITS - MITTENS - GLOVES
EAR MUFFS - SKATES - SLEDS
SKIIS - BOOTS - SKI BINDS
AND SKI POLES

DAKIN'S SPORTING GOODS CO.

BANGOR - WATERVILLE - PORTLAND

Compliments
of
Maine School of Commerce

DONALD PRATT CO.

Diamond Merchants
and Jetoelers

IS Hammond Street Bangor, Maine

Compliments of

HATHORN
Auto Supply Co.

Super Service Station

Firestone

Tires-Batteries- Heaters
Sparkplugs - Brakework

Official Inspection Station No. 86

Bangor end of Brewer Bridge

—



36

Kenduskeag Valley

Creamery
Cream — Ice Cream — Butter

562 Union Street

BANGOR, MAINE

Tel 5612

For real SERVICE willingly given try

WOODMAN’S

on

Center Street

RANGE OIL FUEL OIL

Compliments of

W. C. Bryant & Son

Incorporated

Diamond Merchants and Jewelers

46 Main Street Bangor
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THE STAR
(Continued from page 11)

As soon as he had gathered his wits, the doctor, who
had been hired by the school to be at hand for acei-
dents during the games, ran out onto the floor. Art
watched him. He saw him feel the injured boy’s ankle
and shake his head. He realized that the coach had
rushed out on the floor, and, after helping the doctor
earry King to his car, had come baek,

As he surveyed the players, Art held his breath. Oh,
if he would only pick him! This was his chance to re-
deem himself. His heart stood still. The coach walked
along the bench. He stopped in front of Art and said
the words that Art had awaited so long.

“Sumner, get in there!”

Art raced up and reported. Then he ran out on the
floor and took his place. Gee, it seemed good to be
back.

Art ran up close on the tap and took the ball. He
passed it quickly to Sid Smith, the center. Sid drib-
bled down and passed to Sawyer. Sawyer passed
quickly to Art. Art, dribbling and looking around,
saw his chance, There was Don Blake right under the
basket, He snapped it over to Don. In a beautiful
one hand shot, Don seored, Now Berkshire was lead-
ing by two points, bringing the score eight to six.

But now something seemed to happen. Berkshire
lost its sudden rally, and when the third quarter was
up, Bridgeport was four points in the lead, The score
was now twelve to eight.

During the rest period, as the boys lay on the floor,
Art felt a hand touch his shoulder, It was his old
friend, Don Blake, with outstretched hand. He took
the extended hand gladly, but before either could
speak, the whistle sounded once more.

As Art took his place, he had renewed strength.
On the tap he got the ball and threw it way down the
floor to Sid Smith. Sid had an open floor and made
the basket easily, bringing the score twelve to ten.
With only two minutes left to play, the fun began.

On the tap, Don got the ball and, faking a pass to

Sid, passed to Art, who was running down the floor.
Upon receiving the pass, Art stopped in his tracks and
looked around for someone to pass to. No luck. There
was only one thing to do. He knew that there was no
time to waste and so, after taking careful aim, he shot.
The ball rolled around and around the hoop, and fin-
ally, after what seemed hours to Art, it dropped in.
The score was now a tie with only one minute to play.

The teams quickly took their places and awaited
the tap. At last it eame. Cooper, the lanky forward
for Bridgeport, got the tap. He passed way down the
floor to Brown, a guard, who was almost to the basket.
When Art saw this, he left his man and, after running
just as fast as he could down the floor, he spoiled his
aim by jumping in front of him. Don took the ball
off the backboard. He passed down the floor to Smith,
seeing that only Pinkham, the poorest shot on the

il
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team, was open, passed to him. Pinkham, taking
careful aim, made the attempt. The crowd held its
breath as the ball sailed through the air. It hit the
backboard and then, after bouncing on the front of the
basket, it dropped in. Just as it hit the floor, the gun
sounded. The game was over. Berkshire had won
the cup.

After the noise had died away, the boys went to
the locker room to get into their elothes. Art walked
arm in arm with Don,

As they passed the coach's usual seat, Coach Jones,
feeling very happy over the success of the team, called
Art to him.

Art walked slowly up to him, The coach surveyed
him proudly, and then, putting his hand on his shoul-
der, he said these three words that meant so much to
Art.

“Nice game, son.”

FAITH—-WHEN ALL ELSE FAILED
(Continued from page 8)
socks and the two-toned oxfords with a great deal of
satisfaction and awe. She looked at Ardis contentedly
dozing in the sun.

“Maw sended me to the country school so’s I could
l'arn to read’n write and a mite of spellin’ like cat—
c-a-t, 'n dog, er-uh, d-o—."'

“G, Ellie.”

“D-o-g. Wal, Maw was kinda set on me a-gettin’ an
eddercashun so’s I could be one of them school marms,
But I had to stay home quite a spell so’s I could be
a-helpin’ Maw.”

Ardis squeezed the brown hand. “We’ll make it
up now,"” she assured. “Those books I sent for came
this morning, Ellie, and we'll start right in. How
does that suit you? You see,”” she went on, “the
Guv'nor dug up all my nursery books. Go and ask
Gladys for a few.”

When Ellie came skipping back, Ardis opened one
of the books illustrated in black and white and in bright
hues. ‘“Here—start reading,” she directed, watching
the puzzled frown forming on Ellie’s brow. They set
diligently to work with Ardis throwing in corrections
here and there, An hour later, already on the road
to becoming a “school marm,” Ellie strode off with the
book held tightly under her arm,

During her daily visits to the Jeffreys’ cabin, Ellie
massaged the supposedly helpless legs. Every day she
went through the same routine, ignoring the startled
patient’s mild objections. Soon, however, Ardis readily
admitted that it eased the pain—but the chances for
restoring their locomotive power seemed quite hope-
less,

The Guv’'nor, having escaped from the intense heat
of New York City for the weekend, came upon the
girls while in the act of Ellie’s “rubbin’ cure.” The tall,
slightly stooped man halted in wonder at the earnest
gincerity written on Ellie’s face and the bright hope on
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his daughter’s. He stood watching the deft move-
ments of those fan fingers and the glint of trust in her
eyes. He stepped forward. Ellie edged back to her
chair and bent over her book, appearing very much en-
grossed in its contents,

“T hope I'm not intruding?"’

“Hi, Guv'nor!” Ardis looked adoringly up at the
speaker. “I've just finished giving Ellie a writing les-
son, She’s got the gist of it now, and her reading’s
splendid.”

“Pleased to hear the glad tidings, my dear.” He
turned to Ellie. “But what sort of aet were you dem-
onstrating on Ardis?”

A faint blush suffused her dark eomplexion. “I
didn’t mean no harm, 'n it really warn't nothin’."”

“Nothing! You alone, had the right spirit all along.
Faith! By jove, that's what we lacked—faith! Dr.
Lewis promised to be up in a few days—I want you,
Ellie, to have a talk with him.”

“But sir, I didn't know it’d be wrong. Maw always
sez ef'n there's a will there’s a way, 'n I kinda got to
reckonin’—er, I began to think—" she looked up for
Ardis’ usual approving nod—"“that mebbe them there
limbs could get rubbed up with a mite of life. 'Cause
Ma Wilkins’ baby was born dead like, 'n we uns rubbed
'n rubbed 'n shaked it up 'n down. And sho’ nuff,
sir, the baby be a'livin’."” She paused, a sudden shy-
ness creeping over her. “So’s you see I kinda reckon
mebbe some good’ll come out of this!”

* * * * * %

Dinner over, they withdrew to the drawing room.
However, Mark Jeffrey did not stir. He sat idly fin-
gering a tall erystal goblet, his steady gaze turned to-
ward the expensively tapestried window that overlooked
the whole length of Parkview Avenue. The snow fell
endlessly. Ardis had gone on a skiing party with a
number of house guests, he explained to his friends
upon their query as to her whereabouts. He couldn’t
have said that a year ago—God was good. Why, a
year ago, Ardis, instead of trudging up a steep hill that
glistened in a blanket of white, laughing and shout-
ing, had been trying to console herself from the anni-
hilation of living in her paralyzed condition. And to-
day, beeause of a mere child’s unquenchable faith in the
Almighty, the whole being of his daughter was centered
upon enjoying the outdoor life that had been denied her,
He arose reluctantly, fearing the tiring ordeal of facing
the banal conversation of his business associates, He
started as the door opened behind him. A group of
girls entered, bubbling over with self-confident youth,
He was aware of the becoming color on Ardis’ curved
cheek. She looked flushed, excited, and a little
tired, but a joyous light shone on her face. Mark
Jeffrey watched her arm in arm with Ellie ascending
the marble stairease with that ever so slight limp. Ellie
fell back a few paces, and looking over her shoulder
met the Guv'nor's message of genuine devotion and
gratitude.



coto WEST rvounc man

for

Insurance — Appraisals — Real Estate

Pearl & Dennett Co.

WILLIAM F. WEST, President—B. H. S.’13

Eastern Trust Building Bangor, Me.

Hello:
Thisis Advising, Wisely Speaking

Your mind is your garden

Your thoughts are your seed,

What's the erop going to be?

Flowers or Weeds?

It’s up to you!

Tell your folks that in 60 days spring will be here

and that we can supply Flower, Field and Garden
Seed and Tools and Fertilizer to make them grow.

Bangor Harvester Co.
82 Pickering Square

Roy Bard Motors

Wholesale-Retail Distributors

DODGE BROTHERS
MOTOR CARS AND TRUCKS
PLYMOUTH MOTOR CARS
USED CARS AND TRUCKS

SALES AND SERVICE
DIAL 8274

Cor. Oak and Washington Sts. Bangor, Me.

Louis KIRSTEIN & Sons
Realtors

INSURANCE SERVICE

Kirstein Bldg.

REAL ESTATE -

44 Central Street

ESTABLISHED 1894

—

L. H. THOMPSON

THURSTON THOMPSON, Rep.

Printer

BREWER MAINE

Albert J. Farrington
Photographs of Distinction

X N

We make the better
grade of class photos,
not cheap but good.

W N

3 State Street Brewer, Maine




Young men and women will
always find this banking in-
stitution interested and help-

ful in their business progress.

A checking account with a
bank not only reflects respon-
sibility, but is an important
factor in establishing your

credit and standing.

Deposits insured by The
Federal Deposit Insur-
ance Corporation with
$ 5,000 Maximum Insur-
ance for each Deposit.

THE MERRILL

TrusT COMPANY
BANGOR - - MAINE

Member Federal Reserve System
Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation






