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MAURICE M. LEAVITT

Ice Cream, Confectionery and Cigars

Tel. 1901-R 62 STATE ST.
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Fineness, Fitness, Friendliness and Frolics
are waiting for YOU at the

Bangor High School Girl’s Club
Club Room at Y. W. C. A.

For Information See
Miss Ethel M. Nichols Ethelyn Percival, '20 Marjorie Driscoll, '20
Pauline Aiken, 21  Arlene Hussey, '22 '
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One Point

about our delicious confections. Wholesome-

ness, flavor and modest priccs are other good
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her a box of ours and see her smile.
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11 1-2 Main Street Bangor, Maine

R e e R e S -
R e o S S o =

Purlty is But ;
i

HOT CHOCOLATE

Buckley Drug Company
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points which should induce you to be a reg-
ular patron of our candies. The girls know our candies—ask them! Bring
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Yates’ Shoes
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i Retain their original Style and

Shapeliness, because of the
Built-In Quality

Everything in the store 10%
30% less than regular prices

A. O. Yates Shoe Co. Hammond St.
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C. F. WINCHESTER We Sell

ARCTIC SPRING
THE CORNER GROCERY

WATER
Telephone 1160 Delivered Daily
¢+ 183 Park Street - - Bangor, Maine
W P44 4004008020005 3000 80009
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MRS. K. M. ARCHIBALD

Teacher of Mandolin, Guitar, Ukulele and Hawaiian Steel Guitar
HAWAIIAN ORCHESTRA MANDOLIN ORCHESTRA
Pupil of Walter Francis Vreeland, Boston

10 GRAHAM AVE. Tel. Con, BANGOR, ME,
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The Hincks Coal Co.
COAL and WOOD
104 Broad Street Bangor

13 State St.  (Next to Bangor Savings Bank)
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When in need of a Haircut or Shave visit

MASON’S BARBER SHOP

Daniel H. Mason 20 Hammond Street

+424 4490040004 00909
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you'll thoroughly enjoy the meals you get

ththcr YO“ Eat tO Livc at our restaurant. Come in any timeé-morn-

ing. noon, night or between times—and we’ll
. gerve you and your party a royal good lunch
or L]vc to Eat or meal, featuring all the deélieacies of the

season. Prices right.

GOODE & DRISCOLL, 101 EXCHANGE STREET
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PHOTOS ENLARGEMENTS

HOPKINS STUDIO

14 STATE STREET
DEVELOPING AND PRINTING FOR AMATEURS
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COMPLIMENTS OF

THE NEW YORK DYNDICATE

118 MAIN STREET, BANGOR, MAINE
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FREY’S-—-Central Street’s Leading Cafe
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If you want a Nice Dinner

or a Quick Lunch Try Us

We are Headquarters for
BROILED LIVE LOBSTERS, BAKED STUFFED, SALADS,

STEAKS, CHOPS AND FISH

LADIES’ DINING ROOM UPSTAIRS

FREY'S CAFE

.@WW-@ B e e S S S S S
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"R O.T.C Misfits

§ call here and we wil}

t REFIT

your uniform

HILLSIDE DYE HOUSE

66 State St., Cor. French Tel. 636 Bangor, Me.
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That

Cold Weather and Storage Batteries Do Not Agree

And 50 he hustles right around every week or so and has our experts in-
spect his battery and give him the proper tips on taking
the cold weather. This inspection and advice is free.

BE A WISE MAN

Bangor Battery & Service Co.
119 Franklin Street

care of it during

That VESTA Battery Tel. 2034-R
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THE DDFAL
USINESS COLLEGE

All Commercial Branches

Individual Instruction Isaac Pitman Shorthand
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Free Catalog 50 Columbia Street, Next to Ciiy Hall
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HEN YOU buy clothes you want them to show that your
judgment was good and to prove that you invested your
money wisely. You have that assurance when you select

Morse Made Clothes That are Sure to Please

In Every Detail
Benoit-Mutty Co., 191 Exchange St., Bangor
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ESSEX PHARMACY

Prescriptions Soda and Cigars

Cor. State and Essex Sts. Bangor, Maine
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FRANCIS G. SHAW
Bells and Xylophone Soloist

Bangor Band, Bangor Symphony Orchestra and O’Hara’s Orchestra

Tel. 2679-M 16 Webster Avenue
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X 7o Students

. The world is calling for young men and women to take
their places in the ranks of Progress.

Whether you continue your education in College or step
at once from High School into the active duties of life you will
find a growing Savings account of great assistance.

Start one now at this Bank.
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Grereses

C. WINFIELD RICHMOND

PIANIST AND TEACHER

Pupil of Philipp, Paris; Joseffy, New York
FEighteenth Season

STUDIO IN THE PEARL BUILDING (Entire Top Floor)
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SELECT THE RIGHT BANK

To young men and women starting in
business, the selection of the bank most suited
to their needs,--the most liberal, most accom-=

modating bank is of prime importance. It
may easily mean the difference between suc=
cess and failure.

a great many to success in business. We stand ready to co=operate with you and
assist you by every means at our command.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

«“THE BANK OF SAFETY AND SERVICE"-
SRR e e . DO

Patronize Our Advertisers

i
' ‘We have a great many young people among our customers; we have helped
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winter has not reached the

Although
halfway mark many of our school friends

have already begun making
e plans for next summer. Out
Forest of all the many ways of spend-
Patrol

ing the vacation, two seem to
stand prominently. These special attrac-
tions are Devens and the Forest Patrol Ser-
vice, The boys who attended Camp last
summer have already spread abroad in
glowing colors’its many attractions, but
there appears to be considerable doubt as
to of just what the Patrol Service in Maine
actually consists. Vague rumors have
been set afoot telling of the enormous pay
received and of the scarcity of work.

The popular conception of the duties of
a patrolman appears to be mainly that of
sitting before an open fire with a telephone
handy and upon receiving an alarm, in
leaping upon a horse and galloping lightly

“He is the Wisest Man
Who is not Wise at all.”’

to the scene of action. Just who it is that
gives the alarm is a question usually omit-
ted from the conversation. Perhaps an
even more enticing picture drawn by the
Forest enthusiasts is one in which the high-
ly paid guard kneels in a light Old Town
canoe and paddles leisurely along a quiet
stream, occasionally reaching for his auto-
matic and firing at a deer peering out from
the brush, then drifting home to a supper
of venison and corn cake.

It is true that there
branches of the service, but whatever
branch is selected the Forest Patrol man
earns his salt, and a little more. It is a
hard life; one in which a person is obliged
to keep moving day in and day out, often
not even having time to sleep or eat for
days and nights at a time,

In the extensive western forests greater
advances have been made in the improve-

is a variety of
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citizens now, yet there is always a chance
that a man who cannot make good in one
country can do so here. At least, he should
be given a chance.

An argument for the adoption of a plan
similar to the one mentioned, is the present
condition of affairs in this country. The
foreign element is a disturbing factor in the
labor problem. A complete exclusion of all
foreigners would allow the officials of the
United States to get track of all undesir-
ables without the confusion of new comers
in the ranks.

But couldn’t something else be done? A
plan might be adopted by which a new-
comer might be put on probation for a cer-
tain length of time; and if, during that time,
he proved that he would not be a good citi-
taken from a recent publication of a cur-
rent events magazine:

“During the_last summer airplanes have
been quite extensively used in Forest patrol
in Oregon and neighboring states. Those
who are in charge assert that this system
has proven itself very valuable. The
summary of operations for the season
shows that seventeen airplanes were used
daily, but one fatality resulting. The dis-
tance covered was 233,124 miles and the
flying time 2,872 hours,

“These are the particulars of operation,
while on the side of results there were 570
fires discovered. As a rule the fires were
very promptly found out and in season to
prevent large spread. The officials believe
that the use of airplanes in patrol have most
certainly saved a large amount of property
that would otherwise been destroyed.

“In view of this practical demonstration
in the western forests, it seems certain that
it will not be long before this system is

very generally followed in forest patrol.”
T8,

Once more a New Year has come and
once more good resolutions are being made.

The editors of the Oracle wish

p Ne,w to ask the pupils of Bangor High
Year =

. to make another resolution. Re-
Resolution

solve to write for the Oracle!
Resolve it again. We won’t be injured by
yvour double effort.

So far—we hate to admit it, but we
must—the Oracle has been supported only
by a few faithful ones who have done all
in their power to give us a better paper.
Some students have been very good in giv-
ing their advice, but “criticism without
decds, is worthless.” True, advice is good
but in this case a story or something of the
kind would be a lot better.

Instead of telling us what we ought to
have in the Oracle and advising us to get
those necessary things done, why not give
us an example of what we ought to have—
and do the necessary things yourself?

Come on now! All resolve to help the
Oracle in every way! And keep your reso-
lution.

A plan has recently been suggested by
which this country would prohibit immi-
gration for a period of five years.

g‘:‘l‘: At first it might seem that it
We Do ? would be a good plan but there

are good points against it.

The main object in adopting this plan
would be to keep out aliens of radical ten-
dencies. It would serve the purpose ad-
mirably ; but, it would also keep out some
very desirable aliens.

Suppose a law like this had been in effect
between 1847 and 1852. What of it? you
ask. One of our famous statesmen of the
Civil War period came to this country dur-
ing that time, and, he would, under existing
conditions be classed as an undesirable
alien. Carl Schurz and his followers were
con’idered radicals in their native land, yet
they were a great help to their adopted
country a few years after their arrival.

Of course we cannot claim that all radi-
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cals or even all others would make good
ment of the Service than in the East. Upon
hills and mountains observation towers
have been built from which it is possible for
one or two men to keep watch over im-
mense tracts of forest land. Roads have
been built at regular intervals and motor
cycles installed, ready for instant use at
the stations. Upon spotting a fire from an
observatory, the location is passed on by
telephone to the nearest sub-station from
whence the fighters ride the motorcycles to
the place of danger.

Recently, a new method was introduced.
Following this, airplanes and hangars have
been installed in place of the motorcycles.
One flier is able to cover the ground previ-
ously requiring a dozen or so men on mo-
torcycles. The following extract was
zen he could be deported, If he proved
that he would be a good citizen he would
be allowed to take out naturalization
papers.

At the same time that a plan like this
would become effective the more offensive
undesirables could be deported and the
others be made to report at regular inter-
vals to certain authorities.

Perhaps the undesirables in this country
could be rounded up and deported and a
stricter set of immigration laws be put into
effect. This would fulfil all the require-
ments of keeping out undesirables and
would at the same time make a change that
would certainly follow the five year period
of exclusion.

In picking uvp a magazine what first
catches a person’s eye? What forms one’s
first opinion of that magazine?

This . The cover, of course. It makes
Month’s all the difference in the world
Cover

whether that cover is attractive
and original or just commonplace and one

which is recognized as borrowed from some
other magazine. Thanks to the artists of
Bangor High, the “Oracle” can never be ac-
cused of not presenting a pleasing external
appearance. Under the direction of Miss
Pfaff the “Oracle” has been able to come to
the reader’s hands each month with a cover
entirely original, interesting and well
drawn.

This month’s splendid cover is the work
of F. Gilbert Hills, 20, Mr. Hills was a
member of B. H. S. during his Freshman
year and part of the next, he then moved
to Vermont, where he attended the Pitts-
ford High. After nearly two years in the
Sugar Bush State he returns in time to
graduate as a Bangor High student. Since
his return Mr. Hills has attended Miss
Pfaff’s drawing class and has turned out
some fine cartoons and drawings which will
appear in this and subsequent “Oracles.”
He has the “original work” idea down fine
and this just fits with his ability to draw.
He has already made one cover design and
the heading of this department was also his
work. Mr. Hills will probably make one
or possibly two more covers.

“Students may come and students may
go, but artists come on forever.” At least,
so it seems in regard to Bangor High. Last
spring we lost H. R. Bolton, '19, but this
fall Mr. Hills and others are filling the
vacancy. 1. B

We owe an apology to two of our artists

as we did not give them credit for their work

last month.. Because of faulty

An proof-reading the names of

Apology  George Barakat, '21, and Crosby

Hodgman, 21, were allowed to

stand as art contributors. The names

should have been F. Gilbert Hills, *20, and

James McAloon, '20; the same contributors
as this month.



“ None buf an Author Knows an Author’s Cares.”’

THE RIPPLES
Roger Brown Nickerson, 21.

HE call of the whip-poor-will
could be heard faintly in the dis-
tance. The tall pines whispered
gently and were answered by
the low, musical gurgle of the
brook. A fox’s bark rang out;
answered as if by an echo from the hills.
A prolonged howl sounded far off in the
distance; the cry of a lone wolf. As we
sat by the glowing embers of our camp-
fire these sounds were borne gently to our
ears as if from another world.

I looked round about me; my com-
panions had lighted their pipes and were
sitting around the fire.  Joe Forester, our
boss, was drawing contentedly at his dis-
reputable old pipe. Bill Sullivan, a chain
man, was half asleep, occasionally he would
awake, light his pipe, then doze off to sleep
again, Ned MacDonald, the youngest
member of the party, was trying to write
a letter to some girl away back in the city.
If she could have seen him holding a bis-
cuit tin on his knee—

We were a surveying party, at that time
working in the region of Lake T—, Maine.
As we sat there by the fire after supper, all
our cares were forgotten and we pitied the
poor fellows back in the dusty, hot city.
This was a man’s Life.

Finally Bill broke the silence, “I won-
der, fellows, if there is anything in this re-

incarnation business or not,” he said.

“Re-what?” queried Joe, a man who had
a very meagre education.

“Re-incarnation,” replied Bill. “Some
people say that if a person dies he is born
again on this earth and that we may all
have lived many times before.”

“Naw,” rejoined Joe, “that is, if I ever
was anybody else I don’t remember of it.”

Without noticing the derisive tone in
which the reply was made Bill continued,
“Well, I have been in situations or said
things that I can distinctly recall having
said before. Many times I've met persons,
absolute strangers, and spoken to them and
conversed with them as if I had known
them all my life. It seemed natural, too.”

“Aw, you were probably Julius Bona-
parte,” remarked Joe, with a chuckle.

“No joking, Joe, I think that we all have
lived before,” replied Bill, then seeing that
his argument was made light of he drew
back into the shadows and was silent.

“You are right,” came a voice from the
shadows and as we sprang to our feet an
aged Indian came into the light of the
campfire.

“Mapito!” exclaimed Joe, coming for-
ward with extended hand, “How are you?”
“I'm good,” briefly replied the Indian.

Joe explained how Mapito, “The Wolf,”
was chief of a nearly extinct tribe of wan-
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dering Indians.
married ‘with the English and French as
countless other tribes had done but they
had kept to themselves.

In slow, deliberate language, Mapito told
how he had intended to camp alone that
night but had seen our campfire and wished
to be with us. He had approached as only
an Indian can and evidently had overheard
all our conversation.

“You said that T was right?” questioned
Bill.

The Indian replied that he had, then
squatted down beside the fire and lit his
pipe. After puffing in silence for a few
minutes he began his narrative.

It seems that in the old days when the
tribe was much larger there was a young
brave of high spirits engaged to be mar-
ried to the chief's niece. He was a brave
fighter and a cunning trapper. = The girl
whose name was Watawah, “Eyes of the
Night,” was the most beautiful girl in the
tribe. She had a mellow brown com-
plexion, strong white teeth and dark eyes,
surmounted by a high forehead and a mass
of straight black hair with the lustre of silk.
One might liken it to music to see her
walk in a graceful, gliding motion with the
rhythm that one attributes to a goddess.

The young brave one night broke the
highest law of his people by treacherously
betraying his tribe.

This called for the most stern punish-
ment, exile. He was forced to run a gaunt-
let of the women of the tribe who were
armed with sticks and whips. From this
gauntlet, he wert to exile. Following the
custom, he stabbed himself, thus wiping
the stain from his family name,

The girl, overwhelmed with grief, tried
to kill herself, for if she could not be with
her lover in this world she would in the
next. Realizing the grief his daughter
felt at the death of her betrothed, the girl’s
father had expected this and took measure

They had never inter-

to prevent her carrying out her intention.

She was put in care of two old squaws
who had instructions not to let her out of
their sight. For some time she was kept
closely guarded. Under this restriction
she was growing restless and her one de-
sire was to join her lover in the “Happy
Hunting Grounds.” One night she evaded
the guardians and made her way to a high
cliff overhanging a deep cove in Lake T—,
called “Bottomless Pool.”

Some trappers out at night saw a girlish
figure standing on the edge of the cliff.
The moon was shining clearly, and a strong
wind was blowing. As they watched she
took off her head-dress and loosed her hair
to the wind. With her hands raised as if
in humble supplication to the Great Spirit,
she stepped off into space and oblivion.
Her head-dress was found on the cliff the
next morning.

The Indian refilled his pipe and sat in
silence for a few moments. Joe signalled
us not to hurry him to take up his narra-
tive.

At length the old wrinkled face grew
thoughtful as he spoke again. He told us
a story of today, saying that in his tribe
there was a young fellow in love with a
girl. The girl was his, the chief’s niece.
They were engaged and they answered the
description of the two in the legend. Oc-
casionally they would lapse into talk and
reminiscences of former days that were en-
tirely unfamiliar to the rest. Uncon-
sciously he had called her by the name,
Watawah. As this was the name of the
girl in the legend he was questioned about
this. In surprise he merely replied that
that was her name, but that was the only
direct reference he had made of a former
life. Days before this fellow had gone out
after supplies and had not yet returned. It
was feared that he had gotten into trouble
so Mapito was on his way to find him.

“Well,” admitted Joe, “I guess there may
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be something in that stuff after all, but I
ain’t convinced.”

As the fire had died out we piled on more
wood and rolled into our blankets and were
soon lulled to sleep by the music of the
swaying pines.

The next day Mapito left us and we went
on with our surveying. Occasionally we
thought of the poor little Indian girl of the
legend. By dinner time we had reached
the shore of the lake so when the time
came we ate there. As we were finishing

our meal a canoe came gliding around a'

promontory and headed in our direction,
As it came nearer we recognized its occu-
pant as our story teller of the night before.

As he dragged the canoe up on the shore
we noticéd an expression of sadness on his
usually impassive features.

"It is as I feared,” he said, “the young
man is dead. He could not, in disgrace,
face his sweetheart and his people.”

“And the girl?” we asked in a breath.

“She does not know—yet,” he replied.
Then refusing our invitation to eat, he
paddled away again.

That afternoon we worked in silence,
Our minds were too full of the news and
the legend to talk much. Was it a coin-
cidence, or was there anything in reincarna-
tion?

After supper Ned proposed that we take
the canoe and go over and look at the cliff
and the Bottomless Pool. We all readily
assented and started out. We paddled slow-
ly and thoughtfully. We reached the place
and looked about us. The dark pines on
the left cast a gloomy black inkiness on the
water, The side of the cliff was concave

so that if a rock were dropped from the
edge it would enter the water about twenty
feet from the shore.

The moon came out from behind a cloud
and revealed the bare grimness of the cliff,
and the edge made a harsh outline against
the soft, starry sky. We were about to
start home when Ned gasped, “Look!” and
pointed to the top of the cliff.

On the very edge was a girl, standing
motionless, her lithe form clad in white.
As we watched, breathless, she slowly re-
moved a band from her head and laid it
on the ground beside her. Her hair fell
about her shoulders. She slowly raised
her arms and stretched them heavenward in
an attitude of entreaty so pathetic that I
think tears started to my eyes. I wanted
to shout to her to stop but couldn’t. I
wanted to paddle over and save her if she
jumped. My muscles refused to act.

Slowly she lowered her arms and cross-
ing her hands upon her breast, she stepped
off! My eyes clouded—I felt dizzy—and
faint.

We sat motionless. - The pathos and
serene devotion of the act had left us
speechless. As we sat there, tiny ripples
lapped against the side of our canoe. I put
my hand in the water and the gentle
ripples beat against my flesh, Those
ripples gave me a sense of contentment, 1
felt that the loyal Watawah had at last
reached her beloved.

We paddled back to camp and turned in.
Very little was said. I fell easily asleep
only because those tiny ripples had as-
sured me by their feeble beating that she
was happy at last.
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THE THREE FINGERED CROOK
K. McCann, "23.

OM RICHARDSON, the famous
three fingered crook, was around
again. This was the cry
throughout the city. Word of
his return reached me as I left
78 %] the school at noon hour, and as
I hurried home, I was filled with dread
while through my mind passed the many
happenings of the previous winter.

Robberies, one after another, and in one
case a murder had been committed by this
one man who had no confederate and but
three fingers on his right hand. It was
enough to fill anyone with horror. When
breaking into a house on Vermont street
he had been captured by a couple of police,
but made his escape after a hard struggle
and immediately left the city.

The evening of his return I had to keep
house, and as I sat alone before the open
fireplace, with a blanket thrown over me,
my thoughts again turned to this famous
crook.

Suddenly, 1 felt' myself seized from be-
hind and a rope passed about my body.

I tried to scream but was paralyzed with
fear and could not make a sound.

I then realized that 1 was in the hands
of Tom Richardson with little chance of
escape!

He was a man of about thirty-five, dark
complexioned, with coal black hair and eyes
that glinted like pieces of steel.

As I watched him go through the various
drawers, taking out all the articles of any

value, a strange feeling of helplessness
hung over me.

Presently he came and looked down
menacingly upon me, then, uttering a quick
exclamation of anger, he strode swiftly to
the drawers he had just looked through.
As he again searched through them, a
strange expression, that of a hunted animal,
came over his face.

After what seemed to me to be a fruitless
search, he came back towards me, demand-
ing a certain document of my father’s that
he wished to destroy. He threatened to
kill me if I did not tell him where it was.

When I answered that I had never seen
such a document, his eyes flashed with
anger, and he crouched as though to spring
upon me.

As I sat there, I felt myself sinking lower
and lower and as I tried to put out my
hands to save myself, I heard a calm voice
ask me what 1 was trying to do.

With a startled cry, I jumped to my
feet and beheld, not the crook, but
father standing in front of me.

On entering the house he had found me
tangled up in the blanket which I had
thrown over me, with pale and alarmed
face, making strange gestures with my
hands.

It did not seem possible that it could only
have been a dream as it was so real and
vivid, and it is still as plain in my mind as
it was that terrible night.

my

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING

Bessie Cooper, "21.

ILDY, Tildy, where are you?”
cried Hiram Pringle, dashing
into the kitchen, where his
spouse was busily washing
dishes.

Frightened out of her usual

calm by her husband's apparent disturb-
ance, Tildy exclaimed, “Land sakes, Hiram,
what's ailin’ yer now? It ain’t that old
rheumatiz a-botherin’ yer agin, be it?”
“No, 't ain't rheumatiz, it's something
worse! It's a visitor,” replied Hiram, wav-
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ing a letter.

This startling bit of information caused
Tildy to sink into the nearest chair, unable
to realize the significance of Hiram’s words
while he read the following letter,

“My Dear Cousins Hiram and Matilda:

“I have long been planning a trip across
the continent but there is one stumbling
block in my path—Beth. I am greatly at-
tached to her but it would be too great a
care and responsibility to take her along.
The only solution to my problem is to place
her in your kind hands until I return. I
feel that she will be safe with you. Ac-
cording to my plans, she will arrive at
Sleepyville on the Limited, on August 10th.
Appreciating your kindness in putting my
ward at ease, 1 am

“Faithfully yours,
“Mary.”

“Ain’t that the beatinest,” said Tildy,
“and we ain’t had visitors for most ten
years."

The few days that elapsed between
receipt of the letter and the expected ar-
rival of Beth were busy ones for the
Pringle household. The large, musty, old
guest room, darkened for so many years,
was now warmed by sunshine and over all
pervaded the sweet odor of soap suds. On
the pantry shelves delicious pastry was

the

piled high. Pastry of every sort and de-
scription, suitable to the most fastidious of
palates. The parlor, a room used only
upon historic family occasions, such as
weddings and funerals, was thrown open in
order to entertain for the city guest. The
Pringles were showing true New England
hospitality.

The afternoon of the tenth arrived and
found Hiram at the Sleepyville station. He
was dreadfully conscious of his holiday
finery and panic-stricken at the thought of
meeting the city guest. The wheezy old
engine puffed into the station and came to
a halt. The few passengers for that point
alighted but not one of the weaker species
of humanity among them. Hiram was
about to turn away disappointed, though
not a little relieved when the baggage mas-
ter hurried up to him and handed him a
little basket. Puzzled, Hiram unfastened
and lifted the cover: Inside was a little,
yapping Pekinese dog, with a pink bow
around its neck. From the ribbon dangled
a tag with these words inscribed npon it:

“Mr. Hiram Pringle,

“Sleepyville, Me.
“Dear Cousin Hiram:

“Take good care of my Beth.

“Mary.”

SOUVENIR OF A PICNIC
Maude L. Nickerson.

o anael]l AM going to tell you about a
_"1 common little: stone about as
large as one’s closed hand, with
nothing to distinguish it from
thousands and thousands of
L= other stones which one sees dur-
Ing the course of one’s life. Would you
like to know why I value this little pos-
session so highly? It’s just because—
On a summer day about three years ago,
1 went on a picnic to the seashore with a

number of my friends. We went by auto-
mobile, starting quite early in the morning
and arriving at our destination about ten
o'clock. From then until lunch time we
enjoyed ourselves to the utmost, with noth-
ing to mar our pleasure. After lunch I
suggested to one of my friends, Phyllis
Harding, that we explore around the big
rocks that lined the seashore. She said
she would be delighted to climb about for
a while. A little later we were tripping
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gaily among the: boulders and presently
came to the top of one of the largest rocks.

“What a fine view one gets from here,”
Phyllis exclaimed, enthusiastically.

“Lovely,” I answered.

Just then 1 noticed a few rods distant
another rock considerably higher than the
one we were upon.

“Oh-h,” 1 exclaimed,
there.”

“All right,” said Phyllis, “but first, 1
think I'll go back to the automobile and
get that little basket I brought. I want to
gather some shells from the beach. I'll be
with you in a few minutes.”

When she left me I walked over to the
big rock. I climbed it until I stood on the
very top of it. It must have been about
fifty feet to the beach below. As I stood
there watching the waves break among the
raocks, I unconsciously took a step forward.
But instead of stepping on the rock, my
foot came in contact with a piece of slip-
pery seaweed, which had probably been
dropped by some former explorer. Before
I could regain my balance, down 1 went
over the side of the big rock. It came as
such a surprise and shack to me that it is
a wonder that I retained my self-possession
sufficiently to grasp a small piece of rock
that projected from the side of the big one,
a little over two feet from the top. There
I was, hanging nearly fifty feet from the
ground, with serious injury or possibly

“Let's go over

death awaiting me, if the little piece of
stone did not hold until 1 could get help.
I tried in vain to reach the top of the rock
with one hand, to try to pull myself up, but
it was useless. I looked about for other
projections, but there were none. The
side of the rock was as smooth as a danc-
ing-floor, with the exception of that one
angle to which 1 was clinging. 1 knew
there was no one near to hear me if I
shouted—the others of our party were
farther up the beach, but it was time for
Phyllis to be back. I might hear her step
any time now and I began calling her name
as loudly as I could, over and over again.
Would the little piece of rock hold until
help came? It seemed hours before I
heard Phyllis coming toward me.

“Hurry,” 1 cried, “and pull me up. I'm
afraid this little rock won’t hold much
longer.”

Just as she leaned over, grasped my arms,
and started to pull me to safety, the rock
broke off in my hand.

When at last, after much exertion on
Phyllis’ part, 1 was finally safe, I said,
breathlessly, “What a blessing that you ar-
rived when you did. I shall always be
grateful to you.”

“But,” I continued, looking down at the
little stone, which I still held in my hand,
“this little stone saved my life until you
came. I shall keep it forever.”

THE BEAR’S LUNCH
E. M. M, ’23.

JUGENIE ELLIS is a very pretty
Al girl with dark brown hair and
eyes and a lovely pink and white
complexion. She is a great
friend of mine, for one reason
because she has a lovely black
saddle horse, 1 have a horse but not as
pretty as hers is though my little mare is

a very nice pet and I would hate to have
her insulted.

One day last June after school closed, we
two girls made plans to go for an all day
ride off in the woods on horseback and to
take our dinner in knapsacks, We decided
to go the next Wednesday. We waited
impatiently, hoping for a clear morning.
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Eugenie brought her horse and lunch to my
house Tuesday evening and stayed with
me all night. The next morning we got
up early, about four o’clock, and went out
of doors. The sky was all clouds, or so it
appeared, but when it came time for the
sun to rise there weren’t any clouds at all.
Perhaps we were so afraid there would be
some that we had imagined them. We
went in and ate our breakfast. As we had
packed our knapsacks the night before, we
were all ready to saddle our horses and be
off when he had finished our breakfast.

We had picked out a lovely forest back of
an old farmhouse on an unused cross road.
We had never before explored these woods
and wanted « to do so now. As we were
light-hearted and unafraid, we did not know
the dangers of this enchanting forest. We
rode along the road laughing and talking,
until we came to the woods. We tied the
horses to a tree and explored the old house.
Then we mounted and rode into the woods.
It was nearly noon, so we hunted up a
spring, tied the horses and unpacked the
lunch. There was a liberal supply of
everything good to eat, so we sat down to
enjoy ourselves. Just as we began to eat
we heard the horses neighing and pawing
fiercely; we couldn’t think what was hap-
pening. We had hitched them where we
couldn’t see them very clearly, so we ran
as fast as we could. When we reached the
place we had left them the horses were not
in sight and all we could hear was the
crackling of the bushes as the horses
rushed away. We went back to finish our
dinner before pursuing them but when we
got there we peeked through the bushes
and saw a bear eating away as fast as he
could. He had eaten all our sandwiches

and was now devouring some buns. We
were so frightened that we hid behind a
bush and would have stayed there a long
time if Eugenie had not said she was going
to crawl up behind the bear and shoot him,
She always carried a small revolver when
on an excursion like this but I didn’t know
it until then. She did steal up behind Mr.
Bruin and droppéd him very neatly.

After that we didn't feel much like eat-
ing, so we packed up what was left, a very
small amount. We didn’t like the idea of
walking all the way home, for it was a good
ten miles, but we didn’t see any way out of
it, so we started out with downcast eyes.
It's a good thing they were downcast for
the walking was very rough. We got home
about eight o’clock that night. We were
terribly tired, but we ate a good supper.
As the family had to know what happened
we told them the whole thing.

When we got through father said, “It
must have been the bear that scared the
horses so that they broke loose.”

The next morning I went to the stable
and there was my pet, calmly eating her
breakfast as if nothing had ever happened.
Eugenie telephoned to her house and found
that her horse was there; that he had come
home without a bridle, covered with sweat,
and with a great gash in his chest. Her
father said that the horse probably would
not live long.

My horse had not fared so badly; she was
used to the woods and had picked her way
very carefully though quickly. Eugenie’s
horse was not used to the woods and he had
run right along, bumping into everything.
Of course I was sorry for Eugenie but I
was glad that my horse, though not as
prétty, had outdone hers.
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THE BURGLAR ALARM
Thelma Godsoe, '23.

NOTHER Daring Burglary!”
read Mrs. Banford as she
picked up the morning paper.

Fprery)|  Charles,” she said, turning to

{\ éhé her husband, “this is the fourth
RANA \ outrage of the kind in this town
within a week, and if you don't procure a
burglar alarm or adopt some othér means
of security, I shall not remain in this house
another night. Some morning we'll get up
and find ourselves in the hands of robbers.”

Mr. Banford assured his wife that he
would have the matter attended to at once,
He then left the house and did not return
until evening. When Mrs. Banford asked
him if he had given a second thought to
the subject of which they had been speak-
ing that morning, ke drew a newspaper
from his pocket and said, “See here, Alice!
There’s no use o’ foolin’ away money on
one of those new burglar alarms. Economy
is wealth! Here's a capital idea, which is
cheap and effective, suggested in this
paper.”

Then he read the suggestion about hang-
ing a tin pan on the chamber door. “I tell
you, Alice! the man who got that notion
is a heaven born genius, and his name
should be celebrated. You see, the least
jar of the door will dislodge the pan, and
the noise occasioned thereby will not only
awaken the occupants of the room, but
will also scare the burglar away.”

‘Mrs. Banford then went in search of tin
pans. Accordingly each inside door was
crowned and left slightly ajar. Also Mr.
Banford placed a gun under his pillow and
stood a baseball bat within easy reach.

They then retired for the night, feeling a
sense of security. At midnight they were

NAVR
\

awakened by a noise that sounded like a
clap of thunder,

“Goodness!"” screamed Mrs. Banford,
“our house will be robbed in a second.
Shoot him, quick!”

Mr. Banford, after considerable nervous
fumbling under the pillow, grasped his re-
volver and discharged it. One bullet shat-
tered the mirror in the bureau; another
splintered the bedpost; and the others did
considerable damage also.

“D—d—don’t be frightened, Alicel”
stammered Mr. Banford. “I—I'll get him
soon.”

The next minute a terrible
heard in the north room.

“Save yourself, Alice, and d—d—don’t
bother about me!” and, leaping out of bed,
Mr. Banford sprang through a window on-
to the roof of a back building, and acci-
dentally rolled off into the yard, fifteen feet
below.  Just then another burglar alarm
went off. Mrs. Banford thought sure she
had been hit by the burglar.

A policeman had now been awakened by
the uproar, and had forced his way into the
house. He ran into the hat-rack and
thought it was the burglar. He rushed out
of the house to get the assistance of four
other policemen. A search of the house
was soon resumed,

Mr. Banford was found in the back yard,
lying on the concrete, and Mrs. Banford
was discovered in bed almost unconscious
because of fright. The burglar was found
under the sofa, shivering, with his tail be-
tween his legs. Mrs. Banford had over-
looked the presence of her pet how-wow,
and this innocent animal in running from
one room to another, had dislodged the
“cheap and effective burglar alarm.”

noise was
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'TWAS A WAY WE HAD AT OLD DEVENS
Crosby Hodgman, 21.

E had just returned from a hike
| and were sitting in one corner
of our barracks. There were
perhaps ten of us, all from the
fair city of Bangor. The con-
8| versation was general, because
all were waiting for the greatest joy in a
rooky’s life—mess.

Tommy Caulfield was speaking, “Did
anyone get any fudge today?' Then there
was a brief silence; everyone had his fin-
gers crossed, all hoping for the hopeless.

“Nop,” replied Phil D., “But my mother
is going to send me some.”

“Remember me, I gave—" Hump didn’t
finish. A bugle was heard in front of the
barracks, and the quietness of the large
room was changed. With one yell, as the
ten of us, plus about 45 more from nearby
whereabouts, made for the stairway, with
the same number downstairs making for
the door. Fellows were pouring out of the
doors, windows, and from around the cor-
ners. One representative was seen minus
a shirt; he had been doing the “family”
washing. We then marched to the mess
hall.  This was a long, wide room in which
were ten long tables, each of which seated
twenty men. At the further end was a
counter and behind this was the cook stove
with all the fixings.

Upon entering, 1 noticed that there was
an apple at each victim’s plate, therefore,
I took those belonging to Blanchard and
Burns, to return them later (if 1 remem-
bered). On arriving at my place I found
that some one had also been thoughtful of
me.

Twenty boys were standing behind the
low bench around the table. About two
men away from me was a large plate of
army beans, Reaching out, I drew it to-
ward me. “What's the fat idea?” growled

Nick, our eminent diplomat, “Crack wise.”
He then drew it back, then I repeated the
performance. I was just going to hit him,
and he me, when the command, “Seats,”
was given. As a reply to his pleasantness
I slipped his apple into my pocket, while he
was swiping Stanhope’s, who was doing the
same thing to his neighbor’s.

With both hands, each holding a spoon,
I scooped beans into my plate, grabbed for
some “spuds” and the war began. Peanut,
at the other end of the table, caught my
eve, “Hey, foolish, shoot the Canned Wil-
lie.”

O’Leary, our bayonet carver, to Ulmer,
“Are you going to marry the sand? Throw
me the ash can.” (Sugar bowl).

Butler to Holt, “Do you own the beef?”

Lipsky to Smart, “Shoot that staff of
life, give us that dough.”

Morrison to McGary, “Throw me the
spuds.”

Smart to Thompson, “Send me
H.0.”

And from Bill P., “Shoot the grease.”

Tommy then yelled to Nick, “Send that
cow ‘home.”

“What kind?” shouted the Mexican ath-
lete, “Tin or real?”

“Real,” was the reply. Reaching for the
pitcher, Nick started the tin cow down the
table. When it reached Tommy he turned
gome of its contents into his cup and drank
it. As he finished an odd look came over
his face, then without saying a word, he
grabbed Morrison's apple, and threw it at
Nick. The apple hit the “cow” filled with
the real milk, knocking it off the table into
Peanut’s lap—thus the meal went on.

The waiter brought up a plate of holes.
Twenty young eyes were watching him;
twenty young mouths were watering;
twenty young minds were wondering

the
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where he would leave the tray. Coming
to the center of the table, he started to
lower the pan. At once there was another
Young Russia, all grabbing, all fighting.
By the time the waiter lowered the pan, it
was empty, and the last doughnut had dis-
appeared.

Little more can be said. Manners at a
military camp are odd—but little would one

think to see these quiet young men who
went through the battle of Camp Devens,
that these sober, shy, young gentlemen
were the only original Chow Boys, young
anarchists, young Bolsheviks, from Bangor.

Editor’'s Note—One gathers from this
that “Pop” was the only angel at camp.

Ask any of those mentioned—they know.

THE MYSTERY HOUSE
Louise Ayer, '23.

S we were assembled before our
open fireplace and thought of
old times, each one told a story,
When it came my turn, there
was one thing, “The Mystery

House,” which stood foremost in
my mind. T hesitated, thinking perhaps

they wouldn’t care to hear such a weird

tale; but at the prospect of a real mystery,
everyone was quite excited, to say the
least.

It was in the summer of 1917. My
grandparents invited my mother and me to
spend a few days on their farm. The
buildings are situated on a lonely stretch of
country road between Gardiner and Lew-
iston. The house is a low-posted structure,
placed side to the road. As one enters the
front door, one might have a feeling of de-
pression and curiosity. You wonder why?
‘Well, because the hallway ceiling is so low
it would be a very easy matter to bump
your head against it. I'm quite sure one
would feel somewhat humbled, as Franklin
did when he hit his head on the beam, and
the parson said to him, “Stoop !”

Upon turning to the right and entering
the living room, that feeling leaves you, but
the curiosity lingers. This room is as low
as the hall but very spacious. On the left
of the doorway is a small closet door; be-
yond is a fireplace. The room, in general,
has a look of old fashioned homelikeness.

On the left of the hallway is a bedroom.
This being the last room to look at, “Gram”
motioned us to take chairs. After we were
comfortably seated, she began to tell about
their moving from New York and buying
this farm. She was struck with the same
feeling of curiosity upon entering the house
as we were, curiosity mixed with a feeling
of adventure—a wish to search the old
house. As the days passed, this feeling
grew stronger and couldn’t seem to be re-
sisted. Finally, she decided to search the
place and see if there were any cause for
such a spirit.

In this very room where we were seated,
“Gram” had noticed a slight bulge in the
wall-paper. She pressed her hand upon it
and found something hard. She felt all
along the wall. There seemed to be a
ridge. She immediately secured a butcher
knife and set to work cutting through the
wall-paper. As there was about four thick-
nesses, it was no easy matter.

After working steadily for some time,
she succeeded in cutting the paper around
what proved to be a door. She pried the
door open. Her eyes fairly bulged. - Cer-
tainly she had found a hidden treasure.
Whether it was money or jewels, T never
knew and probably never shall.

However, she was not fully satisfied.
She seemed to be guided by a stronger
power. Had a person been watching her,
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he would, no doubt, have thought her
crazy. She lived in a kind of daze, looking
in every crack and cupboard. Several days
later, while looking in an old closet, she
discovered a small door partly concealed by
shingles; and prying with a chisel to open
the door, finally managed to peer inside.
She looked on every shelf but could see
nothing. Still led by this unseen power,
she climbed upon a chair and felt on every
shelf. On the very top one was more treas-

ure, almost obscure with the dust and cob-
webs of years.

The news flew like wildfire; and next day
saw newspaper reporters eager to take pic-
tures of the house and closets.

The house still stands and is an object of
curiosity to this day. Many people tried to
claim the treasure; but as no proof of their
ownership could be given, it was kept by
my grandparents.

OH, AUNT ANN!
By Hazen Nutter, "21.

1 FTER working steadily, digging
potatoes all the morning and
part of the afternoon, Roger
Newton walked slowly home-
ward through the hot fields of
his father's prosperous farm.
Upon reaching home, he remembered that
his father and mother had gone away for
the day; so after he had eaten a half dozen
doughnuts, he went up into his room to
read for a while. Roger had been reading
for about five minutes when he remembered
seeing in the attic an old gun, which looked
as though it had gone through the Revolu-
tion. He dropped his book on the floor
and dashed up the stairs. After he had
found the gun and had shot two or three—
if not more—imaginary Mexicans, he laid
it aside. Sitting on a small trunk, he won-
dered what he would do next. Suddenly,
he espied across the room, a trunk that he
had never seen before. It was all marked
}vith foreign labels and he wondered where
it had come from.

_ Roger walked over to it, brought it to the
light and opened it. When he lifted the
cover there lay on top of everything, a dime
on a piece of yellow writing paper, contain-
g these words: “From Aunt Ann."”
Roger was greatly surprised, and he re-
membered the delightiul stories which his

father had told him concerning this aunt
and her peculiar ways. He commenced
at once to dig down for more dimes but
much to his dismay nothing was in the
trunk but clothes and a lot of them. In
his search Roger turned the trunk upside
down and much to his surprise a board fell
out and with it another piece of yellow
paper. On this piece was written a jumble
of words; north, south, feet and places.
After a lot of puzzling Roger succeeded
in deciphering the queer jumble. It went
something like this: “Walk ten feet to the
north from the front steps, one hundred
yards west and three hundred yards south.”
This, Roger thought, would bring him to
an unoccupied field. From the three hun-
dred yards south it continued: “Two feet
to the north and five yards to the south and
then dig down for three feet. There you
will find—" The last word was blurred
but to Roger who had just finished “Treas-
ure Island,” the last word was either money
or treasure. The message was signed
“Aunt Ann.” Roger wondered why Aunt
Ann should bury money (for of course it
was money), in the ground. Why didn’t
she give it away when she died, as other
people did? Roger, after thinking a little
while, decided to dig this very afternoon
for what was buried there, so he turned
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around, and put the clothes back into the
trunk with a rush preparatory to going
downstairs and out into the unoccupied
field back of the house via the prescribed
route.

Thinking of Cap'n Flint and all his
money, Roger ran hastily down two flights
of stairs. After a mad search for a spade,
he rushed out the front door, walked ten
feet towards the north, one hundred yards
west and three hundred south, as the paper
said, bringing him, as he had thought, to
the unused field at the rear of his house,
Now he took two steps to the left and
walked five yards to the south, where he
stopped.

After getting his breath Roger com-
menced to dig for all he was worth. When
half an hour had elapsed he had dug about
three feet down but he was so tired that if
the depth was measured by his wind it
would be about one thousand breaths deep.
But as he had gone so far he decided to
continue and the next spadeful contained a
decayed chip from a box. Roger's hopes
rose with his arm and his last remaining
strength went into the ground behind the
spade. With a mighty heave, a half-de-
cayed round box came into view. He
reached down to get it and upon lifting it

up carefully, found that the lid was nailed
on. This did not worry him any, for Rog-
er whipped out his jacknife and pried the
lid off. There inside, much to his disgust,
lay another of those hateful yellow papers.
After waiting a while he lifted it up and
eagerly devoured the words—

“To the one who finds this:

May he or she live happily all the days
of his or her life, live to be a great man or
woman and last of all remember the fun
in digging for Aunt Ann’s hairpin box.”

Sure enough, under the paper lay twenty
hairpins, neatly arranged and packed on the
bottom of the box! Roger was disgusted.
Another one of Aunt Ann's famous jokes!
Only ten cents and a few hairpins for an
afternoon’s work. Oh! how he would like
to tell Aunt Ann what he thought of her!

When Roger's mother and father reached
home they found a discouraged Roger
waiting for his supper. During the meal,
after much questioning concerning what he
had done while they were gone, they heard
how hard he had worked for naught. How
they did laugh all that evening! To this
day when something reminds them of how
hard Roger worked for a few hairpins and
ten cents of Aunt Ann's money, Roger be-
gins to look uncomfortable.

A CHERISHED POSSESSION
George Fogg, '20.

N the shelf in the living room,
there rests a small statue, which
is, I think, one of the most hide-
ous in existence. It is that of a
Japanese idol, carved from
crimson coral, The manner in
came into possession of it is a
rather strange story.

A few years ago 1 spent the colder
months of the year on the island of Porto
Rico. My father held a position with a
large fruit company, and as his work took

which 1

all his time 1 was left to spend mine as best
I could. My favorite diversion was a trip
to a neighboring island in the thirty foot
launch owned by the company for which
my father worked. My only companion
during these voyages was a young Japa-
nese boy, slightly older than myself. His
name, Mosho Kioto, was too long to be
pronounced by the Americans; so he was
called Mosquito.

During the stormy days when a trip on
the water was out of the question, I gen-
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erally spent the time teaching, or trying to
teach, the English language to my ship-
mate. He could of course, express himself
after a fashion, but it took considerable
time and patience to understand him.

One bright, warm morning in February
we decided to take our first real trip.
Hitherto we had not ventured out of sight
of land, but this time we were about to take
a longer trip. If I were to tell this story
to a native Southerner I would say I, in-
stead of we, as a Japanese is regarded as
just a little lower in the social scale than
a dog.

It was late in the afternoon and our com-
pass showed that we had been traveling in
the same direction all day. I was begin-
ning to wonder why we did not reach land,
but an examination of the compass showed
why—the engine of the boat attracted the
compass needle, so that the polar mag-
netism was lost in the greater and nearer
magnetism of the engine. We had been
intending to land at a small island near
Santo Domingo, spend the night there and
then return, but as we had no idea as to
where we might be we decided that the best
thing we could do would be to anchor for
the night. In the morning we started off
again in the general direction of the east
as shown by the sun. About mid-day we
arrived in sight of land. But on making
the port we found that we would have done

better to remain at sea. We were at the
entrance to the small harbor of Santo Do-
mingo. Since we had no port papers to ac-
count for ourselves, we were likely to be
looked upon with suspicion by the harbor
authorities of the small town. We were.
Both of us were carefully locked up in a
stone jail with walls about five feet thick.
1 was, of course, soon able to leave by ap-
pealing to the consul. But the young
Japanese was not so fortunate. He re-
mained there for three months. And then
he was only let out because no one knew
why he had been locked up.

While he was spending this time in the
prison he had carved the statue mentioned
in the first paragraph. He returned to
Porto Rico about three days after I left for
the North. The first thing he did was to
make his way to my father, who gave him
some employment. At his request my
father sent me by post, the anything but
beautiful piece of coral. Young Mosquito
carefully explained to my father that it was
a statue of the god of Fate, and if I took
care never to speak an angry word within
possible hearing of its ugly head, I would
be safe from any ill-luck, Such is Oriental
superstitution. However, I cannot contra-
dict the fact that the days spent on the sea
around the islands, were the happiest of my
life, and I look forward to the day when I

may return,




“Scarce Any Tale was Sooner Heard than Told."'

A new orchestra, purely of High School
talent has been formed under the leader-
ship of Leonard Pooler. Through his ef-
forts a number of the students consented
to join, and wup to date, the roll includes
about twenty members, all of whom display
much talent. This orchestra will play for
Assembly every Monday in the future and
we are sure all will be greatly pleased with
the music. The latest song “hits” as well
as classical music will be played and no
doubt the program will prove a delightful
change to the student body, which seems
especially fond of jazz selections.

The organization is composed of the fol-
lowing: Leader, Leonard Pooler; Mana-
ger, Arthur Lipsky; Violins, Hewey Hunt-
ley, Paul Atwood, Edgar Murray, Alden
Sawyer; Piano, Henry McAllister; Clari-
nets, Frederick Baumann, Leon Belinean;
Cornets, Freeman Murray, Nathan Cohen;
Trombones, Arthur Lipsky, Frederic
Jacques; Saxaphone, Robert Hutchins;
Horns, Clyde Swett, Thomas Carlin; Flute,
Harold Pressey; Drums, Francis Shaw;
Bass Viol, Arthur Stanhope.

A new office was created in the faculty
at the beginning of the Fall term, that of
dean. The dean is general adviser of the
students, both boys and girls, as far as they
need advice in any particular occasion that
arises, Miss Mary C. Robinson, long a
member of the faculty, was elected to the
position. Her first work was to call the

girls of each class separately to Assembly
hall and make some general requests of
them in regard to dress, manners and
speech. In many private schools a uniform
is required, such as the Peter Thompson
suit. It was not deemed best to ask the
girls of Bangor High to wear a uniform,
though many of them thought it would be
pleasant to do so; but the dean requested
all girls to wear to school simple, inex-
pensive dresses and for the sake of their
health, to avoid high heeled shoes. She
asked them, also, to be careful to show good
manners on all occasions, and, in the matter
of speech, requested that students should
never greet an older person with “Hullo.”

All the girls have responded loyally and
cheerfully to the dean’s requests. Girls
who wish to be dismissed without bringing
a request from home have to go to the
dean, who is therefore a very busy person
at recess.

The office of dean is a new one, but the
idea is being taken up all over the country,
and is recommended by the Department of
Education,

So far this year, there has been no gym-
nasium work. This is to be regretted;
but as attempts are being made to start this
interesting activity, there is still chance for
hope.  The girls have always found keen
pleasure in this bit of school work and are
looking forward to the forming of classes.
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The work in the art room is progressing
very favorably, and fine results have been
shown. Poster work is always interesting
as are the sketches from real life, but this
year spatter work is attracting a great deal
of attention. The splendid talent of the
scholars i1s shown by their exhibits on the
walls of Miss Pfaff’s room.

During the slippery weather, it was no
uncommon sight to behold a group of hur-
ried students taking the icy steps at the
rear of the school building, on the bounce.
Dignified senior very often found himself
on a level with young freshman,—the bot-
tom step.

French continues to be in just as great a
demand as ever. There are four regular
teachers of this study: Madame Beaupre,
Miss Mabel Humphrey, Miss Madeline
Robinson and Miss Frances Townsend.

Room 208 is the proud possessor of new
blackboards,  There is something almost
magic about them: one's lesson seems to
write itself and this could be caused by
nothing less than magic.

Miss Lora Blanding, a former graduate
of B, H. S., has been substituting in Bangor
High for a number of weeks.

The Senior College English divisions
which were studying the life of Abraham
Lincoln, are very grateful to Mrs. Hanni-
bal Hamlin for her kindness in loaning a
photograph of Mr. Lincoln. When we stop
to think that the hands of the “Emanci-
pator,” himself, have touched this treasure,
we feel that we are nearer to Lincoln, and
more keenly do we realize that the Land
for which he labored in order that “govern-

ment of the people, by the people, for the
people” might not perish from the earth, is
none other than the ground upon which we
tread.

Miss Pauline Mansur, who for the first
four weeks of the school year was teaching
in Old Town High School, has taken up her
work here as an instructor of English.

The high school is filled to overflowing.
If there were to be any more classes, they
would have the extreme pleasure of an open
air school on the roof, with a temperature
of 35 degrees below zero in the sun. At
present there are 1,145 pupils, 190 of whom
are from outside Bangor. The number of
out-of-towners is increasing yearly as the
fame of Bangor’s High School spreads.

German is not being taught this year in
Bangor High, owing to the fact that there
were too few who desired it, to form a class.
This is the first time that an omission of
this study has occurred since its introduc-
tion, at least forty years ago. Spanish is
rapidly taking the place of German and it
proves to be a most interesting study.

Miss Helen Bransfield, formerly teacher
of English in the Commercial department
of B. H. S., is now teaching in New Haven,
Conn. The schools are on double time
there and Miss Bransfield's hours of teach-
ing are 1 to 5 P. M.

Schools closed Friday, December 19, for
the usual Christmas vacation of two weeks.
At chapel the orchestra played a number
of selections which were greatly enjoyed
by the scholars. At the close of the exer-
cises, the school joined in singing two
stanzas from Milton’s “Hymn to the Na-
tivity.”



Among the many
serials published in

current magazines one
which is being print-
ed in the “Youth’s Companion” should
prove of considerable interest to all persons
who are interested in Bangor High School.
The plot of this story is laid in Bangor and
the neighboring territory along the banks
of the Penobscot. The author shows his
familiarity with the scenes he depicts in ex-
ceptionally faithful and interesting descrip-
tions of the city with particular emphasis
laid on that region bordering on the river.
The story deals with the adventures of an
orphaned boy among the river pirates. It
is interesting to notice that the author,
Charles Boardman Hawes, is a former Ban-
gor man and a graduate of the High School.
Not long ago Mr Hawes became a member
of the editorial staff of the “Companion”
and he will undoubtedly make many further

highly interesting contributions to that
periodical.
Many remember with what genuine

pleasure the clever “Saturday Evening
Post” serial, “The Dancin' Fool,” was re-
ceived last winter. This story is from the
pen of another Bangor High School alum-
nus, Henry Payson Dowst, who has at-
tained a marked success in short story writ-

WGy

“ True Friends Appear Less Moved than Counterfeil.”’

ing. According to word received here this
latest of Mr. Dowst's successes is soon to
be produced in New York as a musical

comedy.

Reverend Joseph R. Beach, a Bangor
High graduate, has recently written from
Armenia, where he has been stationed for
some months as a member of the Near East
Relief, formerly known as the American
Committee for Armenian and Syrian Re-
lief. Mr. Beach has some remarkable
stories to tell of the awful conditions preva-
lent in that martyr mnation. Discontent,
want and suffering are everywhere and
the means of relieving the condition
are so limited that the agents of unrest
are making the most of their oppor-
tunity. The commission which Mr. Beach
represents practically stands between Ar-
menia and utter demolition of the little
nation.

In selecting the second school nurse for
Bangor, Miss Elizazbeth Ross, division
chairman of nursing, American Red Cross,
found Miss Mary Williams, B. H. S., 01,
most admirably fitted for the position by
many years of training along the line of
Children’s Hospital work.

Miss Williams was instructor last year
at the Eastern Maine General hospital and
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had work with the Red Cross, instructing
in home nursing and hygiene.

At a recent meeting of the kindergarten
parents of Bangor Dr. Barbara Hunt was
the principal speaker. She spoke in a won-
derfully interesting and touching manner of
her work among the refugees and civilians
of France. Her address was remarkable in
that it was very different from the ordinary
war addresses heard in this city. Ref-
erencs to particular women and children
were frequently made and stories told of
daily life with them in hospital, dispensary
and through auto service. Touching inci-
dents, beautifully illustrated, were told to
demonstrate the love of the French people
for the Americans who had come to their
assistance in a military and civilian way.

Rev Charles Francis McKoy has ac-
cepted the pastorate of the Greene Avenue
Baptist church in the borough of Brooklyn,
N. Y., and began his work there January 1.
Mr. McKoy graduated from Bangor High

School in 1897, from Colby college in 1902
Nek]y newspaper called

and from Newton Theological Seminary,
Newton, Mass., in the class of 1905.

Mr. McKoy's new pastorate will be his
fourth charge since he was ordained to the
ministry, his first one having been at Mount
Desert, Maine.

Ensign Herbert St. J. Torsleff, B. H. S,
'16, and at present a member of the United
States Naval Reserve, spent the week-end
in Bangor a few weeks ago. When he left
the city Ensign Torsleff had not received
orders as to his winter quarters.

Word of the death of Corporal William
V. Wilson, B. H. S., 1917, was received in
this city on Christmas Eve. He died at the
base hospital of Camp Sevier, S. C,, at the
age of 21 years.

Prior to his enlisting, Corporal Wilson

was employed by the government in the
clerical department of the Portsmouth
Navy Yard. He was well known and high-
ly esteemed by his schoolmates and friends
and the news of his death was received
with sincere regret.

The marriage of Elmer L, Maddox, New
London, Conn., and Madelene C. Brewer
of this city, recently took place in New
London. Mrs. Maddox was a member of
the class of 1911, B. H. S, and after grad-
uation from High School graduated from
the Infants’ Memorial hospital, in which
work she was very successful.

Cards were recently received in Bangor
announcing the marriage, Nov. 22, of Miss
Margaret Ropes, '98, daughter of Mrs. C.
J. H. Ropes and the late Prof. Ropes of
Bangor, at Tucson, Arizona, to Herbert
Bowyen of Oracle, Arizona.

Bangor friends of Wallace W. Hern, a
former student of Bangor High School, will
be interested to learn that he is now editing
the Williams
News, at Williams, Coconino county, Ari-
zona.

Mr. Hern was at one time engaged in
electrical work here, later becoming a high
diver in a circus and at the outbreak of the
war he entered the Canadian army.

To begin a Happy New Year Miss Mar-
guerite Allen of Bangor and Lieut. Ed-
mund E. Brady of Ellsworth, were united
in marriage on January first. Mrs. Brady
is a graduate of the High School in the
class of '16 and also of the New England
Conservatory of Music.

Max Cushing, a former High School stu-
dent and at one time editor-in-chief of the
Oracle, is now a professor in Columbia
University.
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““The Paltry Prize is Hardly Worth the Cost.”

FOOTBALL.

Football season is now long passed and
a very successful season, for Bangor High
School it was. In anticipation of a similar
one for 1920, a meeting was held in De-
cember at which “Mike” Trainor was elect-
ed captain for next year. We approve the
choice for he certainly can get the most out
of the fellows who try for the team, and
he is a level headed man to have command
of the team. “Mike” is a star player, Ban-
gor High is proud of him and everybody
wishes him luck and hopes that he will
have just as successful a year as “Mickey”

has had.

* % % %

May the basketball team have as success-
ful a season as the football team has had.

BASKETBALL.

‘On Monday, December the eighth,
Coach Captain McCord talked to the men
who were trying for the basketball team,
for this year Captain Walter D. McCord is
to coach the basketball team, and Bangor
High School knows full well his ability as
a coach. Some of the schools whose teams
suffered defeat from the boys Capt. McCord
had coached, know him, too. He made a
winning team for us’ Yes, he made a
championship team. So Bangor High

School is not only proud of Coach Captain
McCord but also mighty glad that he has
command of the basketball. The task of
picking and making a basketball team is no
easy one but we can all rely on Captain
McCord to see that everybody has a
“chance” and the best man gets there. The
hard part will be to choose the best man be-
cause Bangor High has so many good men
but that is where Coach Captain McCord’s
good judgment and knowledge of men can
be depended on to pick the winners.

This year the team will be led by
“Poddy” Bacon as captain. “Poddy” is a
man of great ability in basketball, and of
speed, too. He is a level headed youngster
and a first class"leader., The boys certainly
will do their best for him and we expect he
will develop a winning team.

At the first call for men for basketball
about twenty-five came out; among them
are many of last year's letter men; Phil
Oak, a star at center, Russell Fairbrother,
a whirlwind forward, “Bud” Greeley, an-
other flash of a forward, Dave Goldstein,
one of the best backs in the state, Ted Mc-
Neil, a man who doesn’t let his opponent
get a look-in, Jake Toole, as speedy a back
as ever put on suction shoes.

For new men we have that all round
star, “Mike"” Trainor, of whom we expect
great things. By his past we judge him,
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Also we have Henry Hersey a big fellow,
who made things fly last year. Tommy
Nelligan is another man to whom we are
looking for something sensational; he is a
little fellow but for speed he's a world
beater, Ralph Jordan and “Touchey”
Short ought to play this year, for, though
they are not great big men, they play a
clever game of basketball.

Another thing to be said is this. There
should be more men down in the gym to
basketball practice. Coach McCord wants
half a dozen teams out every time. What
is the matter with the men in Bangor High?
Have you lost heart? Every fellow who
knows anything about basketball should be
trying for the team; even if you don't know
anything about it. Come out just the same
and learn how to play. Don’t be afraid

that you won’t get a “chance,” because
there are too many others there. Coach
McCord, himself, said that every man will
have a chance to show what kind of stuff
he has in him. Come now, you big fel-
lows, let us see you get into that basketball
suit that is idle! And, you little fellows
do the same! Come now, everybody, show
some spirit! Girls! Tell your brothers to
try for the team. If you haven’t got a
brother tell your friends to get to work and
make the team. You girls can help a lot.
Urge the boys to buck up and show the old

fight. Tell them it will make them real
men. Go after them, one and all. Every-
body into the spirit of the thing! Use the

phrase that helped make the football team
a stccess:
“Let's go.”

MILITARY

““I Said an Elder Soldier, not a Better.”’

The military work has been progressing
quite favorably during the fall and early
winter, and the end of the first term of
school found the battalion in fine condition.
This term there will be physical examina-
tions, and while a few may have to be
dropped from the rolls as physically dis-
qualified, it is not expected that the
strength of the battalion will be materially
altered.

An officers’ club is in process of forma-
tion. It will consist of Capt. McCord and
the cadet commissioned officers. It is
planned to have meetings once or twice a
week, when all members will be present,
but the club-room will be open at all times
for any officers who wish to use it.

Colonel Palmer, the district inspector,
will be here again sometime early in Febru-
ary. His last inspection after that will be

sometime in the spring; just before the
close of school. An officer from the Gen-
eral Staff at Washington will come up, and
make the final inspection of the year.

Capt. McCord has been away on leave
during the holidays, at his home in Grove
City, Pennsylvania.

Second Lieutenant Louis Bennett, of B
Co., has handed in his resignation, which
has been accepted. A vacancy is thus
made in the commissioned personnel which
has not yet been filled.

In a recent letter from the Adjutant Gen-
eral it was stated that no more campaign
hats could be furnished, and that overseas
caps would be furnished in place of them.
These- caps were reported as being on the
way here, but transportation is so slow
that it is impossible to say when they will
arrive.



1§ DEBATING

““ Great Contest Follows . .

THE SENATE.

At the meeting of the Senate, December
18, 1919, the upper branch of the Boys' De-
bating Society, the subject for debate was:
Resolved, That Congress should enact leg-

islation embodying the principles of the
Plumb Plan,

Affirmative: Sullivan, Morrison,
Crowley. Negative: Rowe, Croxford,
Rosen,

Mr. Sullivan, the first speaker on the af-
firmative, gave a remarkably good intro-
duction, in which he explained the prin-
ciples of the Plumb Plan, pointing out that,
since the railroad employees control one-
third of the board of directors, the men
would have more incentive to work for
themselves.  Mr. Sullivan also said that
the principles of the Plumb Plan tended to
do away with the strike, thereby proving
of untold benefit to the public.

The burden of proof for the affirmative
fell on the second speaker for the affirma-
tive, Mr. Morrison, who, on account of Mr.
Crowley's absence because of illness, was
allowed to use his colleague’s time as well
as his own. Mr., Morrison gave an elo-
quent defense of the railroad employees in
their demands for higher wages and a share
in the actual running of the roads. He said
that there was unrest in the labor world,
because of the selfish policy of the capital-
istic classes. Mr. Morrison clearly brought
out the point that it would be impossible
for the railroads to return to their pre-war
basis of eight billion dollars of watered

. Each Claiming Truth.”

alone

stock from which capital benefited,
while the public paid higher rates and the
employees of the road received only a rea-
sonable advance in wages. Mr. Morrison
closed the case for the affirmative very ef-
fectively by stating that as long as the rail-
roads remained in their present state of un-
certainty there would always be the wage
problem, the strike problem, and a’ dis-
satisfied public.

Mr. Rowe, the first speaker for the nega-
tive, handled the introduction for his side
in a polished and finished speech, in which
he criticised the onesidedness of the Plumb
Plan, inasmuch as the plan had been drawn
up by Mr. Glenn E. Plumb, an attorney for
labor. In this connection Mr. Rowe
brought out the point that the 14 railroad
unions and the American Federation of
Labor stood solidly behind the plan,

The burden of proof for the negative fell
on the next two speakers, Mr. Croxford
and Mr. Rosen. Mr. Croxford attacked the
plan on the grounds of poor finance, be-
cause such a plan would tend to depreciate
the value of railroad securities, many of
which were held by people in humble cir-
cumstances. He also condemned the tri-
partite feature of the plan, since the em-~
ployees shared,the profits, but left the gov-
ernment and the public to bear the burden
of losses,

Mr. Rosen, the third speaker on the
negative, attacked all forms of government
ownership or control of railroads, bringing
figures to show that since the United States
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had taken over the railroads, the cost of
operation had increased 90 per cent.,, wages
had been increased 35 per cent., and the net
gain on the investment had amounted to
only 24 per cent.

At the end of the debate the decision was
given to the negative, because it seemed to
those present that the speakers on that
side had presented arguments which the af-
firmative were unable to refute, and in ad-
dition had presented them in a more fin-
ished form. It must be stated, however,
that Mr. Morrison for the affirmative gave
a very eloquent defense of organized labor.

THE HOUSE.

The regular meeting of the House—the
lower branch of the Boys’ Debating So-
ciety—was held Monday afternoon, Dec.
1st, in room 211, This meeting was called
to order by Charles Davis, the Temporary
Chairman, who had been elected at a pre-
vious meeting. The Society then elected
the following officers:

President—Robert Collins.

Vice-President—Franklin Gordon.

Secretary and Treasurer—Charles Davis.

Manager—Alden Sawyer.

The House then held an interesting dis-
cussion on the topic: Shall the City of
Bangor widen Central Street? There was
no doubt in the minds of the members that
Central Street needed to be widened. The
whole question, as one member stated,
rested on this one fact, Can the city afford
at this time of high prices of labor and
building material to incur the expense?
Figures were brought in from the City Au-
ditor’s office to show that the City Treas-
ury had on hand to last until March Ist,
funds amounting to about®$200,000. Out
of this has to be paid the cost of the new
school building on 13th street. In reply to
the point that the City could borrow the
money to widen Central Street, the in-
formation was brought out that the bor-
rowing capacity of the City is limited by
statute to 5% of the assessed valuation of

property.

The meeting adjourned with the almost
unanimous opinion of the Society that in
consideration of the condition of the City
finances, the City government was justified
in not undertaking the work at this time,
though the citizens of Bangor, at a special
election held in September had instructed
them to do so by a large vote in the af-
firmative.

This second meeting of the House was
most encouraging to the officers and to the
Faculty Adviser. Fifteen of the students
interested in Debating turned out. As the
Society is limited to thirty members, drawn
from the Freshman and Sophomore classes,
the present active members are urged to
tell their classmates of the informal, and at
the same time instructive kind of work,
which is being done; members are also
urged to invite their classmates to the meet-
ings of the Society.

GIRLS’ DEBATING SOCIETY.

The Girls’ Debating Society held a meet-
ing in room 207, Friday, December 12th.

Rebecca Burger and Esther Allen were
voted in as members of the society.

The program consisted of a debate upon
the question: Resolved, That Women
Should Have Equal Suffrage With Men.
The affirmative was upheld by Elizabeth
Chandler, Thelma Goodale and Pauline
Aiken, and the negative by Rose Berson,
Faye Everett and Helen Fowle, The af-
firmative argued that women's suffrage is
logical, just and expedient, both to women
and the state. The negative maintained
that women’s suffrage is not just, not ex-
pedient to women and that the majority of
women do not want to vote.

Mary Largay, Louise Ayer and Kathleen
Hand, the judges, awarded the decision to
the affirmative. Miss Robinson, as critic,
gave some estimates of the arguments,
Much argument without proof was given.
The rebuttal was particularly good.
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““ There Never Was in all the World Two Opinions Alike.”’

The Exchanges New Year’s Resolution:
To help each other as much as possible
through just and instructive criticism; to
give each his just measure of commenda-

tion; and to receive and to profit by the
criticisms made of us.
AS WE SEE OTHERS.
The “Dial,” Brattleboro, Vt. Your

cover design seems to be in keeping with
your name. You have a fine paper, your
Athletics and Alumni departments being
especially good, but your Exchange is woe-
fully short.

The “Maroon and White” from Chicago
has a very interesting story, “The Long
Long Trail”; also some very good jokes;
we take the liberty to copy the following:

Too-too-to00000000 !
Old Lady: “Can you tell me what time
the train leaves for Chicago?”
“Two to two,” snapped the agent.

Old Lady, (indignantly): “Be you the
whistle?”
The “Banner.” An excellent paper; so

good, in fact, that we can hardly find any-
thing but praise for it, although we think
some design would make the cover more
attractive,

The “Imp” has a very interesting literary
department, but the stories are rather too
Your cover is very appropriate and
the cuts are good though few.

short.

The “Cliveden” is a fine paper from cover
to cover. Editorials, Literary, Athletics,
Notes, Smiles, Exchanges; all well written
and very interesting.

The “Spectator,” West Waterloo, Iowa.
A fine paper with an excellent cover design,
very neat and attractive. You have a great
many societies in your school it seems.

“P. I. H. S. Flyer.” Your Exchange de-
partment is very cleverly conducted. A
fine paper.

The “Aegis,” Beverly, Mass. You have
a good paper, excelling in the literary de-
partment, but there seem to be no ex-
changes and there are very few jokes,

The Orono “Comet” is a very attractive
paper. The “Ghostly Raid on Miss Per-
kins” is good.

The “Pennant.”
some of your exchanges?
exceedingly funny.

Why not comment on
Your jokes are
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The “Advocate” from New Brunswick
has a very good and original cover design,
but a few more cuts would help the paper.
Your jokes are good; come again.

The “Red and White” from Rochester
has a funny story, “When William Stayed
at Home.” It is a fine complete paper in

every way.

The “Blue Bird,” N. Y. A fine paper;
we can find no fault except that we could
not find your address. We supposed that
it was New York from the advertisements.

The “Echo,” Hazelton, Pa. Don’t you
think advertisements among the depart-
ments hurt the paper? Your literary de-
partment is fine.

The “Breccia,” Portland, Me. Your
“Pebbles” are the best yet! Also the Chil-
dren's Page is very good (for the fresh-
men).

The “Red and Black,” Stevens High. A
novel cover design and some excellent cuts,
but why not a few more jokes and some ex-
changes?

This MAY interest football “fans™:
“The score was tied, ten yards to go,
A goal would win the game
1f we could kick a field goal now,
Deathless would be his fame.

He pulled his grimy trousers up

And spat upon his hands,

He tore the helmet off his face

And faced the howling stands.

The signals he began to yell,

“Last down,” the lineman cried,

A drop kick square between the posts,
He then fell out of bed!”

The “Tripod,” Saco, Me. Your athletics
and alumni departments are exceptionally

good. You evidently have a great many
poets, to judge from your “Poet’s Corner.”
The “Racquet,” Portland, Me. A very

simple and attractive cover; the stories are
among the best; in fact, a fine paper all
through.

The “Exponent” from Texas, has some
excellent “Society” columns. “Spizzer-
inktum” is a “new one on us”; however, it
seems to express the desired meaning quite
clearly.

There is a poem in “The Roman” that
deserves much praise: “Victorious”; it
certainly is fine. This paper is one of the
best.

The “Holyoke Herald.” There’'s more
truth than poetry in your cartoon, “The
Bird They’re All After.” Don’t you think
a few more jokes and stories would put
more interest in your paper? The Ath-
letics seem to comprise the biggest part of
your publication,

The “K. H. S. Enterprise.” You merit
your name for you have an enterprising
paper. We think your French might be
improved, however.

We welcome the June number of “The
Stranger” from N. Bridgton, Me. There
must be beautiful scenery near your acad-
emy, to judge by the pictures. “Scraps”
IS fine; we hope you will continue to ex-
change with us.

The “Hamiltonian,” Hamilton, Mont.
An excellent paper, brimful of jokes and
interesting articles.

We welcome another friend from Bos-
ton, “The Shuttle,” which has not visited
us before this year, “Defrauding the
Fraud” is very interesting.
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Qur friend, the “Tsing Hua Journal”
from Peking again! The “Travels” through
the various parts of China are exceedingly
interesting, and Physical Education in
Tsing Hua College casts an interesting
light on the games played in China: Track,
Football, Baseball, Archery, Vollyball,
Playground ball and Tennis. The “Jour-
nal” certainly is a “live wire.”

The “Academy Spectator” is a fine paper;
the “Sports” and “Sober Thoughts” are
especially commendable. We dislike, how-
ever, the covers larger than the leaves of
the paper, it makes it awkward to handle.

“Oracle,” Manchester, N. H. A large
number of fine poems, jokes, and athletics

are the best points about your paper. The
Log is also a novel idea.
‘The “Student,” Providence, R. 1. An

excellent paper, but don’t you think a few
more cuts would make it “perfecter”?

The “Vail-Deane Budget” has a lot of in-
teresting stories, but this department out-
balances all the rest. Your exchanges are
“awfully” short, too.

The “Su-Hi,” Mich. You, too, seem to
be having difficulty in impressing on the
minds of the students that it is their duty
to write stories and articles for their paper.
However, even if they won’t do their duty,
you have a fine complete paper.

AS OTHERS SEE US.

The Oracle. A very interesting paper.
Some cuts and cartoons would be of much
benefit. Your literary and exchange de-

partments are exceptionally good.—The
Dial,

Oracle. Your literary department is un-
usually good and very interesting. There
are especially good cuts in all departments.
—The Imp.

The Oracle. Your paper is one of our
best exchanges. It is well edited. The
headings and arrangement of the depart-
ments are excellent. We liked your edi-
torials also Capt. McCord’s article on “Pub-
lic Service.”—Maroon and White, Chicago.

Oracle. Good
Well balanced paper.
The Spectator.

literary  department.
Good headings.—

From the P. I. H. S. Flyer: “Well, it’s
the best one I've seen for a long time, It's
the Oracle from Bangor High. There's an
especially good story in it called ‘Making
Good,” and there certainly must be great
artists in Bangor High.”

The Oracle, Bangor, Me. A fine maga-
zine, well developed along every line. 1
think the artists could put out better cov-

ers, however—The Quill.

(Sorry you don’t like our covers. To tell

the truth, we don’t admire yours).

The Oracle from Bangor, Me., has the
best department headings of any magazine
received. We especially like the appro-
priate quotations under each one.—Su-Hi.

The November Issue of the P. H. S. Rac-
quet contains an excellent compliment for
our band, stating that “A good school band
plays with a better spirit than a hired one.”
Inasmuch as the other band on the grounds
is considered the best in the state, this is
quite a compliment for our band.



““ A Bitter Jest, Com:'ng Too Near the Truth, Leaves a Sharp Sting Behind It.”

A happy New Year to all! The follow-
ing have taken advantage of the fact that it
is leap year and they have made their first
leap by resolving:

1. To illustrate the next biography of
Theodore Roosevelt.—]. McA.—20.

2. To lockstep past 208 second period
at every opportunity.—R. N., 2L

3. To be at school at least two days
every week—M. C,, "20.

4. To keep on smiling—W. S., "20.

5. To get a slip every day from Room
113, third period.—E. H., "23.

6. To get A in deportment.—C. W., "20.

7. Not to go to The Graphic again—].
V., '20.

8. To get up at half past five instead of
half past six the next “morning after.”—
E, P, 20.

The Latest Fad.—By a Boy.

“Guess they be the latest style,

Though I've seen ’em quite awhile,

And what I'm going to say it ain’t to knock
T—

But what I wants to know,

Is it only just for show—

The little dangly thing they call a locket?

They’re of different shapes and kinds,

For to satisfy all minds,

And they wear 'em on a ribbon black as
ink,

Foolish fol-de-rol T say,

Girls are funny, anyway,

And not half so sensible as boys, I think.”
“Did she ask you what time you came

in?"”

“Yes, I told her quarter of twelve.”
“But it was after two when we left.”
“Well, quarter of twelve is three, isn't
)

—Ex.

Things We Can’t Understand.
1. French as translated by
Bowles.
2. Why Seniors get
write their themes.
3. Why P. S. doesn’t get a jitney.
4. Why a certain room on the Second
floor is so popular (?) afternoons.
5. Why J. G. C.,, 20, doesn’t
shining.

6. The state of mind of H. H., '20.

7. Why R. McC,, '20, always sits at a
certain table in the Library.

8. How E. C, '20, can get those Ge-
ometry problems.

Husky

Sophomores to

do some

Miss C. (in English) : “What is a “fabled

- ey

Miss Mcl.—22:
(Or tails?)

“A city with tales.”
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Miss P—'20 (in Latin): “He broke his

voice by agreement.”

Miss A—'20 (in Latin): “Troy runs
from the citadels.”

Ask Morrison, 20, what he would do if
he saw a Mexican coming toward him with

a gun,

It is rumored that D. G., '20, is preparing
for publication a treatise entitled: “The
art of concentration, with lessons in prac-
tical application.” This should be a valu-
able article as Mr. G. has had personal ex-
perience in this line.

H. A, 20, seems to find the study of for-
estry much more interesting than Latin.

Mr. V.—: “At one time I had fourteen
kites on the string.”

Why does A. C., '20, think we ought to
play Hampden in basketball this year?

Miss H—20 (in Latin): “He returned
clad in the skin of Achilles.”

Mr. M. (in English): “What does il-
logical mean?”

Mr. O'R—20: “Something that isn't
logical.”

Notice: If you wish to bring your pet
poodle dogs to the dances, do so. I am
pPrepared to serve the public as dog-holder.
For references T refer you to Major A. T.
K. (U. S. A), or to any who were my
bunkies at Devens.

R, F.E, 21.

Miss W.—20 (in Latin): “I ascend
from the highest gable of the house.” Must
be a heavenly journey!

We wonder why J. G, "20, is so inter-
ested in Philadelphia.

Miss R—: “What was the date of the
beginning of the Civil War?”

Gallagher, '20: “1812.”

Mr. B. (in History): “Who were the
candidates in 18327"

Spurling, 20—: “Jackson and Clay.”

Mr. B—: “Who was elected?”

Spurling: “Van Buren.”

Tom Caulfield—"a major for a minute.”

Mme. B—: “If you get this lesson per-
fectly, T'll give you your diploma.”

P. 0.—20—: “Oh—"

Mme. B.—: “What are you going to do
with it when you get it?”

P. O.—: “Frame it.”
Mme. B—: “Well, don’t get the frame
today.”

Who killed the greatest number of chick-
ens? You known it is said that Macbeth
“did murder most foul.”

Miss D.—"22 (in English): “His head
swam in his eves,”

Miss B-k-r, 20 (in French):
was thrown back on his ear.”

“His head

Miss R. (in English): “I want someone
who drives an automobile to tell about the
Lincoln highway. Do you, Mr. O’L—?"

O'E—20—: T did.”

Miss T—"20 (in Latin):
with black mud.”

“He was gory

It is rumored that R. Mc——d, ’22, has
been reading “Pollyanna.” Even in Geom-
etry class he spells parallelogram “Pollyo-
leogram.”
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Miss C—'20 (in Latin): “He stands

with erect ears.”

Everyday Statements.
A Rain-ing Favorite—An umbrella,
A Taking Person—The policeman.
A Home Ruler—The kitchen poker.
A Cultivated Ear—An ear of corn.
The Worst Thing Out—Out of cash.
Shaky Business—Playing with dice.
A Singular Being—A bachelor.
After Dark—Chasing a negro.
Sweetness long drawn out—Music on an
accordion.
A Well Handled Subject—The Pump.
—Ex.

Can You Imagine?
C. C., 21, with her hair up for good.
A freshman in long trousers.
An all A’s report card.

What'’s in Initials?

R. O. T. C—Rudolph’s Orderly Time
(C) Keepers.
B. C., '21—Before Columbus.
H. C. O'L., 20—High Cost of Living.
L. B, 21—Long Boy.
H. H., 20—Happy Hooligan? ? ?
C. W, 20—Cid Wamp (Kid Vamp).
D. E. B,, 22—Deb—utante.
S. M., '20—*“Silas Marner.”
M. P., 21—Mary Pickford.
B. C. M., "23—Best Cigar Made.
—By N. U. T.

Bangor High School in the Year 2000.
As Seen by a Visitor.

Chapel—“Grand Infants' Yell” March,
by the freshmen, (Illustrated by same).

First Period—German, now a dead lan-
guage. Poor students struggling through
Von Hindenburg’s Commentaries.

S.econd Period—Chemistry.  Pupils ex-
Perimenting with radium; the cheapest ma-
terial obtainable,

Third Period—Esperanto. Popular
method of conversing in all languages.

Fourth Period—History. Lengthy dis-
cussion on the comparison between the
Marne and Thermopylae.

Recreation Hour—Refreshment Parlors.
Domestic Science pupils tucking in bibs
and placing before freshman cherubs bowls
of steaming bouillon.

Fifth Period—English Speech. Orations
on Young America.

Sixth Period—]Jiffaphone practice.
taking of dictation by a single touch.

The

From a Test Paper.

Persia was no longer a world power,
Athens now led in the Grease.

Miss P—: I hear lips. Let’s not have
any more whispering, class.”

Miss S— (waving hand frantically):
“Will you please tell me where the place
is, then. 1 can’t get anybody around here
to tell me.” :

Bright Junior—"Do you know the differ-
ence between capital and labor?”

Freshman—*No.”

Junior—"“Well, if I loaned you twenty-
five cents that would be capital. If I tried
to get it back, that would be labor.”

Have you heard about the new Lunch
Room? Ask R. H. S, 20, what about
Room 211, fifth period.

Miss U—(to R. C., 21, who has just
given her opinion on a certain subject):
“Well, Miss C— that is as true as anything
you ever said.”

D. C,"21, 10 B. C, 21;: “Oh, B—1I left
my umbrella up to your house last even-
ing. You know the purple silk one.”

B. C.—"21: *“Oh, yes, the one with the
handle.”
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“We know you know
you know we know”

CONSEQUENTLY

Sunbeam Baked
Goods

42 CENTRAL STREET
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As Our Guest You Will Enjoy the Best

BIgoUuU AND PARK
THEATRES ,

WHERE EVERYBODY GOES
CONTINUOUS SHOWS From I to 10.45 p. m.

THE WORLD’S
Foremost Stars In Greatest Of Photoplays

REFINED ENTERTAINMENT
FOR THOSE
WHO DISCRIMINATE

ﬂﬂmwwm

Clean, Comfortable Theatres For The
Entire Family

You Are Always Sure Of A Good Show

The BIJOU and PARK Theatres
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Printing and 0B?nding

ALL KINDS
Printed or Engraved Wedding Cards
and Society Printing

We are especially well equipped
with the newest and most select faces
n type to do this kind of work. We
produce a printed wedding invitation
or announcement that cannot be sur-
passed in fact it compares very favor-
ably with the best of engraving and
at a great saving in price. If inter-
ested let us show you samples.

Mail Orders Solicited Send for Samples
The Themas W. Burr Printing Co.
46 Columbia St., Bangor, Me.
Proper Goods, at the Proper Time at

the Proper Price.

|
i

++
LA b o o B o o o b e o ke e o

C. LEROY LYON. of Boston

Teacher of Singing
40 Court Street Tel. 936-J
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Telephone Mandarin and

Connection American Style

Oriental Restaurant

Shopper’s Novelty Luncheon

209 Exchange St. Bangor, Maine
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THE FASHION ;

Annual January Clearance Sale

All Women’s, Misses’' and Children's Wear
At Greatly Reduced Prices

% WOOD & EWER CO.

BALS S G -~ oo

O. CROSBY BEAN

34
|
STATIONERY, BOOKS, NOVELTIES :
PLAYTHINGS | ;

}

:

16 STATE STREET BANGOR, MAINE
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C. H. Babb & Co. i
t N. H. Bragg &Sons
PLUMBERS
% IRON AND
and 3 STEEL
STE AM } ! HEAVY HARDWARE
FITTERS l GARAGE SUPPLIES
{06 EXCHANGE ST.  } L )
BANGOR, MAINE
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Walk=-Over Boot Shop

Special Lot ;

Cordovan Boot, Calf Top
$10.00
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A Portrait by Perry Studio

The kind you like to show your friends

R o e I I S A R R N S S S S Sy
The kind they like to see—— i

Not High Priced

PERRY STUDIO

; Phone Conneﬁlion Bangor, Maine

We Make Class Pictures ‘

*
i Branches at Pittsfield and Old Town Phone Connection

mm—H—.—‘rﬂH+
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H. L. Wheelden Co. % NS ﬁm

of Bangors
15-17 Main St., Bangor

%

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES AND
HOUSE WIRING The BCCOIIliI}g Complement

Of Fashionable Furs

. . and these * fashionable furs”
are those of splendid wearing quality as
well. Since the becoming brown and
natural tones of the this season’s pre-
WESTINGHOUSE MAZDA LAMPS ferred pelts are combined to an unusu-
ally smart degree with their satisfying
warmth, it means satisfying use of these
Fur Coats, Sets or Separate Pieces
throughout the winter.

Special Values Now

APEX VACUUM CLEANERS

HOT POINT IRONS

BEST QUALITY PRODUCTS ALWAYS

93 Central St., Bangor, Me.

40+&*§***%*%++’+@ Lo o o
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GUS. A. YOUNGS T

Soda Fountain, Cigars

B e

and Smokers’ Supplies

i 100 Harlow Street - 5 Bangor, Maine
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LEONARD L. POOLER

Violin Instruction
Studio: 209 Pine St. Tel. S89-J

*>e
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THE AMERICAN VIOLIN

PHOTOGRAPHY in all its branches
Amateur Developing and Printing

CHALMERS’

Studio 23 Hammond St,

’ .
1 1 one hundred years hence, is bound to

E lead the world because better made and

3 of the best wood the world produces,
)¢ which grows in old New England.

i Made in Bangor by

i E E. H. WILEY

:
‘ 1

All kinds of PICTURE FRAMING

Supplies for the Amateur who makes,

repairs, graduates, improves tone, var-
b é nishes, and fills bows at 15 State Street
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' COMPLIMENTS OF

(. C. Bryvant, Feweler
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WILBUR S. COCHRANE
TEACHER OF PIANO
SIGHT READING, EAR TRAINING AND KEYBOARD HARMONY i

)

Telephone 1503<R Studio, 68 Fifth Street

B B B R

B e e o o o o o o o

Bovs DON’T SMOKE

Until you are old enough and Fully
developed, then GET BACK OF A

Dok M,

i THEY ARE MILD BUT VERY TASTY AND AROMATIC
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GIVE US A CALL

SANBORN’S
BARBER SHOP

R. H. SANBORN, Prop.

4+ 40094

MANUFACTURING
SPECIALTY JEWELERS

7 Hammond Street, Bangor, Maine
Opp. Merrill Trust Building
Telephone 2553-W

o

Flectric Clipper
Eleetrie Massage r_md Shampoo
No Long Waits—8 Chairs
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Class Rings
Class Pins
Medals
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Compliments of
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ANDREWS’ MUSIC
HOUSE
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ofe
98 Main Street
149 TREMONT STREET
Bangor - Maine BOSTON - MASS,
POTA -®
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Cold Weather Clothes for Street and Sport Wear

Sheep-Lined Coats with Belts, Ace Caps, Golf Hose, Wove Hose, Wove Gloves
and Mittens, Sweaters, Wove Scarfs, Lined Gloves.
Everything for cold weather comfort.

Miller & Woebster Clothing Co.

The Home of Hart, Shaffner & Marx Clothes At the Robinson Corner

[ LR Y R e R e e e e e e e S S =
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W. J. Cherry’s Barber Shop

Formerly Chadbourne's Barber Shop

Electrical or Hand Massage

79 CENTRAL STREET
All Star Crew (4 Chairs) BANGOR
PATRONIZE CHERRY'S

Electric Clippers

Patronize Our Advertises
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SOUND VISION

never calls for effort. If you are always trying to see
through a blurring mist you are straining your eyes
and need glasses, no question about it.

Porosetsoessttssrssses

Yours for
(ood Eyesight
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S. LEAVITT

Fruit, Confectionery, Sodas
and Ice Cream

196-198 Harlow St., Opp. High Schoo
Telephone 8654

@

B o o 2

[ L =

Portraits by Photography
Emma J. Taney, Photographer

28 Main St., Bangor, Me.
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Electric Work Lighting Fixtures
Willard Storage Battery Service Station

THE DOLE COMPANY

Electrical Engineers and Contractors
Wm. McC. Sawyer, Treasurer

61 Main Street Telephone 74
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R = =

EAST SIDE NEWS DEPOT

W. L. ELDRIDGE

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

Magazines, Daily and Sunday Papers
Postal Cards

++5

56 STATE STREET, BANGOR, ME.
e &
ER s D ®

LUFKINrS Home of Pine

Tree Taffy

54 Columbia and

Extra Rich

Street

Velvet Ice Cream
L e e R IS

Arthur Allen Optical Co,
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28 Main St.
Bangor, Maine .
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C. E. PENDLETON
“Everything Electrical”
56 State Streot
Bangor Maine
@ S L S o +@
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Goodwin’s Billiard Hall

FRANK D. GOODWIN, Proprietor
Largest Billiard Hall in Eastern Maine
Equipped with Brunswick Balke and Collender Co
Tables. Dealing in New and Second-Hand Tables
and All Kinds of Billiard Materials.
7 Hammond St., Bangor, Me.
B o S R
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“*“MAINE’S BEST PAPER”

The BANGOR COMMERCIAL

50 cents per month
delivered by carrier

Tereree A N S RO
O e S S PP

Furbush Printing Co.

Solicit High School Patronage
Excellent Work, Prices Right

108 Exchange St., Bangor.
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STICKNEY & BABCOCK
COAL Co.

19 State Street, Bangor
DEFHSI4 4404404044400 4 0040000000005
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FREDERICK W. HILL, CHAIRMAN OF BOARD C. D CROBBY, PRESIDENT
JAMES W. CASSIDY, VicE PRESIDENT
HARRY A. LITTLEFIELD, TREASURER

Eastern Trust and Banking Company

BANGOR, MAINE
Organized April 9, 1887

Pald. Up: Oapital. ..o vmiinmanninmia- $ 175,000
Additional Liability of Stockholders ............ 175,000
Surplus and Profits

L ODIONACE s 7 s ste cadsnnnsusavaivas anhobu pspnssRiny ity ankyduwrenas

Maintains a Savings Department paying interest on deposits therein. Loans money
on Real Estate Mortgages at favorable rates. Receives deposite subject to check and

transacts a general Banking and trust company business.

@
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H. M. Pullen, Violin Instruction

Pupils Prepared for Profession of Playing

R e e  a = = S AP,
B

All Work Formerly
Guaranteed Edwards’ Studio
A. J. FARRINGTON
PHOTOGRAPHER
Try Us For Your Class Photos
3 STATE STREET BREWER, MAINE
A e o S 5 S 2 B N I R A W e, R R R L o]
DIP P40 000000400000 000004 20000005 @b
All the latest in —USE—
¥+ HAIR GOODS i} JONES" CELEBRATED
To Let AJS BRAND BONELESS
2 Theatrical Wigs CODFISH
S A and Beards PREPARED AND PACKED BY
- for all classes of BANGOR LABOR!
. Entertainments PATRONIZE HOME INDUSTRY
LOVERING’S AR
European Hair Store ALFRED JONES’ SONS
52 Main St., Bangor, Me. BANGOR, MAINE
A S S I i S it S

Patronize Our Advertisers



because WE PRICE them FAIRLY,

Single or Double Breasted, Waist Line--Belted and Form Fitting Models with
all the “Snap” possible to put into Young Men’s Clothes, Specially priced this
Season $28.50 to $40. Nifty Hats—Smart Furnishings--Stylish Shees.

J. W ATERM AN & co. Maine's Largest O?;!:llt:’: i

R R I R

A BETTER WINTER SUIT or OVERCOAT for LESS MONEY I
’
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Spaulding and D. & M.
BASKETBALL & FOOTBALL GOGDS
are the best
DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS

THE S. L. CROSBY CO.

146-150 Exchange Street, Bangor, Maine
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OUR FALL LINES OF OXFORDS
AND HIGH SHOES ARE HERE

:
For Your Inspection in Ladies’ Misses and Children’s }
FRS. B. J. DOLLIVER 44 Main Street ‘
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Full Line of : f
l;inne”ShoeS JOHN CONNERS SHOE CO.
: : 40 MAIN STREET, BANGOR, MAINE

g):nlif:l;f:nand C. H. SULLIVAN T. N. CURRAN D. F. CURRAN l
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