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HATHORN J. F. WOODMAN CO.

Auto Supply Co. Handling a complete line of
Gr P Rt Anthracite () A L Bituminous
Firestone
Tires-Batteries-Spark plugs Authorized Dealer for
Tt work NEW ENGLAND COKE

Official Inspection Station No. 86

Bangor end of Brewer Bridge We appreciate your patronage

NEW LOCATION Dial :2-0043 or 2-1554
Hammond Street Bangor, Maine
AUNT MOLLY'S IGES
We Deliver Dial—9619

Every human being has his own individual personality
which makes itself felt in the most casual encounter.
112 HARLOW ST., BANGOR, ME.

It is the same with stores. Each has its own atmos-
phere, created by the purpose of its founders and by
those employed to carry it out.

At SWEET’S the impression one receives is assur-
ance of dependable service, the same reliable service on
which a business was built that has been able to carry
on, through good times and bad, for 66 years,

For real SERVICE willingly given try

WOODMAN’S

Center Street

SWEET’S DRUG STORE

26 Main St.

RANGE OIL FUEL OIL
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The Oracle’s Classified Business Directory

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

PHONE NO.
Bakers

JOHN J. BISSEN. . .. coi oy snaasis
45 Columbia St.

Banks

MERRILL TRUST CO.................
2 Hammond St.

Batteries
ARVID 'E: EBEBESON ... ..io: cvs vsvinas
May St.

Class Rings
BOU TR RIS o i aratos sara e sl o A
37 Park St.—268 Hammond St.

Clothing-—Ladies’

MIRIAM WARDWELL ................
12 Central St.

Coal—Fuel Oil

Fo B, WODDMAN & CO.. ... 0 ddenss 2-0043
9 Hammond St.

STICKNEY & BABCOCK . . . ........... 2-2004
5 Hammond St.

BACON & ROBINSON..........o.inmuvn
19 State St.

Druggists
ALEEN DRUG €Oi. ... .ooionmserssnne
32 State St.

CALDWELL-SWEET CO........000c00.
110 Broad St.

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

Funeral Directors

IPEETR & BAYES. . oo dpmtvivstinins e 2-0294
46 Center St.

Grocers

SPANGLER’S Q not Q FOOD SHOP., .. ..
8 Broad St.

Painters

O BAVARADGER .. oot nivsing i
39 Park St.

PHONE NO.
PERFUMES

CARROLL’S CUT RATE PERFUMERS
Hammond St.

Photographers

JCENRE S STHDID s siom aratfin 008
240 State St.

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

Photographic Supplies
FOWLER DRUG CO.........ovvnunnus. 2-1269
104 Main St.

Printers

CONNORS PRINTING CO.............
179 Exchange St.

H RO BNOWMAN ... ool Ll e i e T
40 Central St.

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

Produce

C.'H.. SAVAGE CO.: 5. iacdsine st anti
62 Pickering Sq.

Radios—Pianos

RICE & TYLER . . ... coiovsonviss ety
98 Central St.

Restaurants

FORARONS . e T, A o 2-0254
11 Main St.

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

Sporting Goods

DRI o s v e e
25 Central St.

SEARS & ROEBUCK ......... iluden
Harlow St.

Timberlands and Surveying

PRENTISS & CARLISLE, INC.. .......
Merrill Trust Building

WELDING

7. T/ BODLTER & BON. .. .. ovivwinoies
293 Harlow St.
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THE ACROPOLIS

Just opened new at 72 Post Office Square
opp. Graham Bldg.

ACROPOLIS SUPER CREAMED ICE
CREAM CO.

HOME MADE

$.45 quart $.23 pint
Double decker cones or if you prefer
Twinkles
$.05

A FROZEN LUXURY

Roy Bard Motors

Wholesale-Retail Distributors

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

SALES AND SERVICE
DIAL 8274

Cor. Oak and Washington Sts. Bangor, Me.

Eastern Academy of Beauty Culture
Only Honor Emblem School in N. E.

THOROUGH INDIVIDUAL INSTRUCTION
SOCIAL AND ATHLETIC ACTIVITIES
CO-EDUCATIONAL

Request Literature

Pearl Building

Bangor, Maine

Pioneer Engraving Co.
193 EXCHANGE ST. BANGOR

Designers

[lustrators

Photo

Engravers

LET US QUOTE YOU PRICES
ON
SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS

Ghe Klyne Studio

Hew Location:
2460 State Street  Bangor, e,

Special prices to Graduates of Bangor
High School and other schools
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Contributors

KATHERINE FAULKINGHAM ’38

The winner again! It must be genius (or something).
Anyway, it's a grand poem. Congratulations, *“ Kay’'

(]
ELISABETH RICHARDSON '37

Another *Billie” story by owr inimilable ** Betty."
1f you liked the last ane, you can't help liking this.

&
AUSTIN KEITH 37

Austin, like the soothsayers, seems lo be able to see into
the far-distant future (or maybe il's clear imagination).
Anyway, 1t’'s an amazing story.

®
DONALD STUART ’37

Don wouldn’t tell us where he got the inspiration for
this story, but we know, don't we, Don? (Don't tell any-
one, but it was the resull of a litlle love affair this summer
at Northeast Harbor).

®

BERYL CROSBY '37 AND CHARLES REDMAN ’38

No sooner had Mr. McPherson moved into his office,
than the “Oracle” sent two of its ace reporters for an inter-
new. Mr. McPherson gave our represenlatives many
inleresting viewpoinls which are well worth reading.

&
MARGARET MAXFIELD '38

Sparkling waters, a shining moon, soft breezes blowing
through the tree tops—who wouldn't be inspired on such
a mght! And that's what is responsible for this prize-
winning poem, Margaret tells us.

[
ANN BIGELSON ’39

Just as sure as Saturday rolls around, just as surely
does Ann begin a new story on that day. She never has
to think about what to write; ideas just “‘come to her.”
This one was the resull of being annoyed by a four party
line, she tells us.

&
PHILIP GOOS ’37 AND HORACE STEWART '37

When questioned about their column, all that ““Phil”
and Horace had to say was, “we wish to express our sin-
cere gratitude to Mr. Willis for letting us inlo the games
Sor nothing."

Stalf

Editor-in-Chief . . . .......... Horace Stewart, Jr.
Business Manager. ................ Phillip Goos
*Assistant Editor, . ........... Charles Redman

{ Shirley Drew

Laterary Edilors. ... .. cov omwwens  Ruth White

Hilda Rowe

EEYBORANE . <ov viavs i comeinialeied { Jneetl Difsmare
Barbara Farnham

7. e, 1177 PR R e s Betty Reid
| Donald Devoe

F T T PSSR e e e Ruth Sawyer
Girle® Athlelics. .. . .. ornwipi suins Phyllis Smith
Boys® Athletice. . ... v, Robert Sedgeley
e N Sy e S S M A O Ellen Hathorn
” s § Madeline LeBlane
Book Reviews. .. ..........: 1 Rosd Biols Teck
Passing in Review. ....... Bernice Faulkingham
; i Ann Tyler
BUODEER - oo oo aties voe s wad piahs { Donald Stuart
T e e ey e e S Margaret Cromwell
D OROTORR. s (v Ol s June Webster
Danforth West

Advertisi John Webster
o4l TR O T 1 2 Balfour Golden
Robert Hanson

[Boverly Darling

R L B S Beulah Duty
Beryl Crosby

Margaret Vincent

J Charles Dorr

T T S S S ; Danny Kelly

i Dudley Utterback
| Beatrice Gleason

*The assistant editor was in charge of this issue,
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Specia[izing in school annuals and pu[vficafions
Thirty-five years of experience
Modern equipment
P B

(Good printing is essential to the
success of your book

JORDAN-FROST PRINTING CO.

Opposite the High School

182 Harlow Street Dial 4343 Bangor, Maine

Headquarters for

} BICYCLES AND SPORTING GOODS

Tennis Rackets - . $1.59
Tennis Balls - - - ea.25c
BaseBalls - . . . ea.59c
Base Ball Gloves - - $2.19

. Base Ball Shoes - - $2.69
Sweat Shirts - - .89
- $29.95

Bicycles - -

"Bl 'SEARS, ROEBUCK a
AND-CO. ]

10 HARLOW ST. — BANGOR — DIAL 8271
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MR. CHARLES E. TAYLOR

Now in bhis tenth year as the Principal
of our school,

His /wze.r{y. /ézirm.m' and sincerity continue

to merit our innermost respect.




Old Stand-by

ELISABETH RICHARDSON

HONORS

SENIOR

ILLIE Webster sauntered slowly through the
B immense high school corridor idly chatting
with Sally Nelson, a M

“_—and he smiled right at me this morning in Freneh,”
Sally was saying with conseious pride in herself. “And,
Billie . . . I declare, Billie Webster, T don’t believe
you've heard a word I've been saying. If you don’t
want to hear, I won't tell you.” And Sally tossed her
head offendedly.

Billie’s green-grey eyes were laughing, but she said
soberly with eompunetion. “Why, but I am listening,
Sally. Do tell me.”

“Well,” Sally continued in a confidential manner,
“Mary King said that June Morely said that he asked
her what our names were and said that we were pretty.
Now what do you think of that?” she asked frium-
phantly.

“For goodness’ sake, Sally Nelson, ean’t you think
of anything else! Ever since Stephen C. Mitchell,
Junior, entered Boxton High School, it’s been nothing
but Stephen C. Mitchell this, and Stephen C. Mitchell
that. My word! Has the whole school gone nuts!”

“Well, 1 only told you because I thought you'd be
interested. You needn’t be so snooty about it.” By
this time they had neared their classroom. “Oh dear!”
exclaimed Sally impatiently, “here we are already, and
I've something so important to tell you.”

“Write me a note,” replied Billie. “You can pass
one down easily; I'll answer it if I get a chance.”

There had been a day at the first of the year when
she and Sally had been seated side by side in the back
of the room. But one day when they had laughed and
exchanged notes once too often, Billie had received
# very cordial invitation from the teacher to take a
seat in the front of the room.

The period dragged, for it was the last one of the
day, and both girls felt the pangs of hunger growing on
them. Sally passed a note to Billie which Billie tried
unsuceessfully to answer. The students were rest-
less, yet they did their best to give respectful attention
to the teacher. The warm spring sunshine and smell
of freshness in the air were hard to resist, and the fly
Tom Kelley had trapped was fascinating to Rillie.

At length the period came to a close. With a mad

dash Billie was out the door and down the hall. Hur-
riedly grabbing two or three books, she and Sally went
out to where ““Rattles” was waiting at the curb. “Rat-
tles” was Fred Caldwell’s car—that is, if it might be
called a car. At any rate, it had four wheels and man-
aged, for the most part, to get them where they were
going and back again. Fred never failed to wait for
Billie unless they had quarreled. Not since the Con-
nie Barclay episode had this happened. Jack Mason
was sitting in the car with Fred. He and Fred were
deep in discussion over something and merely nodded
at the girls.

“Well, what do you think of my plan?” asked Sally
of Billie as they got into the car.

“Well, of course, it’s all right if you want to ask him,”
Billie said, slightly disdainful. “But after all, Sally,
you hardly know him, and to ask him to a party at your
house is kind of—well, forward, don’t you think? Of
course it's all right, I suppose, but . . .

“Yes,” Sally said thoughtfully “and of course I
should ask Jack,” and she nodded ever so slightly
towards the blond, good-looking boy in the front seat.
“He’s taken me everywhere this year. But then again,
Stephen Mitchell is Jean Grant’s cousin. (You know
Jean Grant. She lives in Mertonville. I met her
there last summer, and Jean wrote me that he was her
cousin.) Of course that doesn't make me know him,
but we really should introduce him to some of the girls
around school.”

“When are you going to have the party?” asked
Billie.

“Mother said T might have one around the first of
April. An April Fool's party would be cute, don’t
you think?"”

“Uh-huh.”

“Who're you going to ask?”

“T don’t know yet. I'll see you later.
this afternoon.”

“0). K. I'll do that. ‘Bye.” This, as “Rattles”
banged her way up to the eurbstone in front of Billie’s
house.

That afternoon five young girls met at Billie's house,
June Moreley, one of the younger members of the
crowd, was a slight girl measuring a mere five feet in

Call me up
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height. Her versatile ways had quickly won her a
place in the high school erowd, and sinee she had been
going with Dick Craig, she had generally been accepted
in Billie’s erowd. Jane Foster, a large stout girl whose
face was always wreathed in smiles,
“good kid"” by all, but, though she went around with

Billie and Sally, she never took part in the social affairs
of the crowd, ]n'e'fm'rin,r: to read or play some sport.
The other girls were more or less “silent partners’” of
the ecrowd. Now all the girls were deep in discussion.
Various opinions about Stephen Mitchell were ex-
pressed. At length Sally said decisively, “I’ll just
have to ask Jack Mason. It would be just too much
of a snub not to ask him. He has been grand to me.
Of eourse, I like him, too.”

*“Yes, there's no doubt about that,”
““None of the rest of us dare to so much as look at him."”

“Oh, do be quiet!”’ said Rally, quickly reddening in
spite of herself. “But now, since I can't ask Stephen,
one of you girls has simply got to, I've quite set my
heart on having him at my party. We ought to find
out whether he'd fit with our erowd or not. How about
Mary,” and she turned to the shy young girl sit-
ting beside her.

Mary’s big blue eyes widened. “Oh-h-h,
never dare to. I'd be seared to death.”

“Oh, no, you wouldn’t, little one. Why don’t you?”

“No, absolutely no!” Mary shook her pretty blonde
head decisively.

“Well, how about vou, Billie?

was considered a

said June slyly.

yot,

Sally, 1'd

Would you?

Fred

she added persuasively,
I "

wouldn’t mind,”

“Well, Connie Barelay! Of all people!”

“Oh, I don't know. I haven't got a erush on him.
I must say 1 don't think he's anything so wonderful.”
“But you will ask him?" insisted Sally.
“I'll see,” responded Billie.
The week passed quickly.
of invitation from Mrs. Nelson with the request that

."“r“'])ill‘!'l l'l't!('l'.'('li 4 note
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he escort Miss Billie Webster. The party was to be
quite a grand affair, and the arrival of the night itself
found Billie keyed to a high pitch of excitement. Not
that she was a bit excited about going with Stephen
Mitehell, just that
hadn’t done anything for so long. No, not since a week
ago tonight when she had attended a big formal dance
in Melbourne. But this was different she argued with
Tonight, was to be just a nice, informal party.

she assured herself. [t was she

herself.
Billie had decided upon a silk dress, a beautiful shade
of turquoise. Her curly, ruddy-brown hair had a beau-
tiful gloss, and the blue-green of the dress brought out the
green lights in her eyes. Tall and slim, looking at-
tractive if not pretty, she presented herself to her mother
for a last minute inspection and approval. This was
enthusiastically given by both her father and mother.
Thirteen-year-old Nancy Lee, the baby of the family,
was open-mouthed with admiration for her big sister’s
Even Dave, her younger ad-
mitted grudgingly that “wood enough”
which was praise of the highest kind coming from him.

appearance, brother,

she looked

The sound of a car stopping in front of the house
sent them all scurrying. Billie dashed up the stairs
that she might come down them with dignity after
Stephen arrived. Several minutes passed, and still
the door-bell did not ring. Nancy with all the
curiosity of her sex, peered out the front room window.
“Billie,"” “that was only next
door.”

“Well it's awfully early yet
chalant a tone as possible,

- ’ - 1
isn't it?

Lee,
she called up the stairs,

' Billie said in
about

a8 non-
I|'.~a only twenty
minutes to seven,

“It's exactly five minutes past
Lee sternly accusing, “and you know it!"”

“Oh well . . .” Billie dawdled about her bedroom.
[t was a good thing that wasn't Stephen, for she’d for-
gotten to put any perfume ¢n, Duripg the next few
minutes (were they only minutes, Billie ),
she seemed all absorbed in the enlightening story of
Matched Pearls, by Lutz.

The front door bell rang. Billie started nervously.
Then regaining her composure she started down the
front stairway. KEven as she started the door opened.
“Hello, Billie,” It was Ired,

“Oh!” That was all Billie said, but it was obvious
that she was taken back.

seven,” said Nancy

wondered

“What do jou want?"
“My, my, isn't the little girl glad to see me!” ex-
claimed Fred to no one in particular, disregarding en-

tirely Billie's question. “And she'’s all dressed up to

go out, too. Now isn't that just ducky! And all the
time I thought she had a date with me. Um /-
“Oh!” Billie flushed a little as she remembered that
Fred had said something about tlu two of them going
into Melbourne to a movie. “J—"
“What, another ‘oh’!"” interrupted Fred rudely with

a derisive laugh. “Can’t you say anything but ‘oh’?”
“I for—"" Billie started to protest.
“You forgot.

That's what you started to say, isn't
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it?  Yeah, well, that’s all right. I just came over to
say that T couldn’t take you tonight because “Rattles”
broke down. Where do you think you're going any-
way?"

By this time Billie’s cheeks were scarlet with indigna-~
tion. “Fred Caldwell!” exclaimed furiously,
“you’ve no right to talk to me like that. And I won’t
tell you where I'm going. It's none of your business.
So there!” and Billie stamped her foot emphatically.

“Well, don’t tear yourself apart about it,” Fred
said in an iey tone of voice with an attempt at a cool-

she

ness he did not feel.

“Oh, who is! You're the one who's getting all hot-
headed about it.”

“Phooey,” said Fred, slangily.
time, Miss Webster.”

“Oh, 1 will. There's no doubt about that,” Billie
assured him in a voice as smooth as honey but which
“You have a

“Well, have a good

held a twang of vinegar behind it all.
good time yourself.”

I'red stalked out the front door, closing it gently,
Billie stood still for a minute
Then turning quickly she
Her mother fol-

“Who was that, dear?"” she

too gently, behind him.
glaring at the elosed door.
rushed up the stairs to her bedrcom.
lowed in a few minutes.
inquired mildly, looking into Billie’s room.

“Oh, just Ired,” replied Billie, loath to tell her
mother that she and Fred had been quarreling. “I
think I'll go get a drink of water,” she interposed quick-
ly before her mother could question her further.

Just as she reached the dining room the doorbell
With impish glee Naney Lee danced past Billie
“Don’t you dare answer that!”
“Don’t

rang,
to answer the ring.
Billie shouted after her in a hoarse whisper.
you dare! You let mother answer it!”

But Nancy Lee was already opening the door. “Come
in.  You're Stephen C. Mitchell, Junior, aren’t you?”
Her high, childish voiee floated through the rooms with
agonizing clearness to Billie. Billie writhed as she
heard her pronounce the “Stephen C. Mitehell, Junior.”

Billie reached the room just as Mrs, Webster, better
known around the neighborhood as Mrs. Dick, entered
as unperturbed as always. Stephen was not not iceably
tall but made a good-looking chap, his blond hair, clear
blue eyes, and fair complexion drawing immediate at-
tention. If his features had a slight feminine round to
hem or his hair had just a suggestion of a wave care-t
fully set in the front, this might be all over-looked.
[“'I't:lil'lil‘_.‘ the girls of Boxton High School over-looked
it, though it might well be doubted if they even noticed
it. He was immaculate almost to the point of being
Mrs. Dick gave him an appraising look.
In spite of his grown-up air, it was plain to see that he
Wis really very young. Billie spoke to him as she
entered the room and then introduced him to her mother
and N:Ili[-}, ey

I'T'!‘l'nll‘\' they were on their way. Billie found his

a dandy.

supereilious attitude trying, and wished Fred—com-
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fortable, jolly Fred—were present. She wished Ste-
phen wouldn’t laugh so loudly and so often. It seemed
as if he laughed after every other word when really
there was nothing to laugh at.

The evening progressed. The party seemed to be
going well. If little June Moreley were making a de-
cided play for Stephen, Billie did not care. Stephen
might be the better looking from a girl’s viewpoint,

.___‘._-\_,_Q__-...f"_-—"')
<= !

__[‘__

“Stephen’s expensive car shot off into the distance.”

but she preferred Fred with his round, boyish face and
friendly smile. But, being Billie, she couldn’t help
enjoying herself. After all, it was a erowd of boys and
girls that she had always chummed with, so she had a
gay time, though occasionally her conscience gave her
a twinge as she thought of the rather shabby way she
had treated Fred. About nine-thirty the doorbell
rang.

“More kids probably,” said petite, dark-eyed Sally,
laughing as she went to answer the door.

“Come—" she stopped short, a look of consternation
on her face. Then gaily, with a foreed note of hilarity
in her voice, she said, “Well, Connie Barelay! Of all
people! How did you and Fred ever happen to get
together?”

Her words were clearly distinet to the young people
assembled in the large living room. Billie caught her
breath. Fred with Connie Barelay! And Fred had
always seemed to dislike Connie so. What right had
Connie to be in Boxton anyway? She’d moved to New
York. Why didn’t she stay there? Billie’s thoughts
were in a jumble,

“This way. The kids are all in the living room.”
That was Sally’s voice.

“Now, Elizabeth Anne Webster, you chuck the best
bluff you ever have yet. Don’t you dare for one min-
ute let any one of them see that you mind Fred's being
here with another girl.” Thus did Billie admonish

Then she spoke as the newcomers
{ Please turn to page 38)

herself severely.
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You Never Can Tell

By Donald Stuart

VEN as he was reading it through the first
Etime, he thought, “Boy, what a story this would
make!” He paused in eontemplation, then
went on to the end. The moment he had finished he
could visualize, in his mind’s eye, the complete story.
In his hand he held a letter written to him by his
dearest friend. Most of it told of an incident that had
happened to her, and, in the telling, it was written ex-
ceedingly well, revealing her emotions in a mood that
no one who had not experienced a like ineident could
ever hope to eapture.

In faet, it was written so well, he knew (in his story
about it) he would use much of the original letter . . .

All Erie Hughes could think of as he leaned back in
his ehair and let the letter drop to the floor was the
furor a story expressing such genuine feeling as this
girl had caught with her pen would create.

Eric was a writer, first, last and always, and every-
thing he thought of or saw entered his mind as to
whether or not it was suitable story material. It was
in his blood; it was part of him.

So the little sentence at the bottom of the letter's
last page did not receive much attention. It read,
simply, “Erie, darling, you are the only one I could
ever tell this to, . ."”

£ * * * * * * * *

As Long as There’s Life—by Erie Hughes is defi-
nitely the novel of the month. It is almost inconceiva-
ble how any fietion writer could capture such genuine
feeling and express it so truly . . .

% * * * * * * * *

“Fric: (the second letter read).

“How could anyone be so low as to take a letter,

written in confidence, and actually publish most of
it?

“I wrote that letter to you beeause 1 thought you'd
understand, and because I thought I loved you . . .

“Imagine my feelings when I found that in your
latest novel you had flaunted that letter all through
its pages . . .

“I never want to hear from you again—our engage-
ment is off. Lois.”

#* * * & * * * *

The letter fluttered to the floor as Erie leaned back
in his chair. This was totally unexpected. How
could she have misunderstood? He hadn’t meant to do
anything wrong. She had simply written a good story
and it had instantly appealed to him. He hadn’t meant
to break any confidences . . .

As suddenly as that the idea came to him. The
story of a man jilted by his sweetheart because he pub-
lished a letter from her to him in a story! Say, that
was a natural!

Everything else was forgotten as Erie turned the
idea over in his mind. It would require a lot of work,
he reflected, but it was going to be worth it. . .

* * & * * *

Misunderstanding, by Eric Hughes, is a severe let
down after his last brilliant novel.

It is almost as though As Long As There's Life—
had been written by some other person . . .

With one good novel and one bad novel balancing
his ledger, Hughes is now back where he started. Just
another writer, with ink in his veins instead of
blood . . .

"Cat-astrophe”
By Dorothy Bragdon

The night was dark and cloudy;
The wind moaned through the trees,
As I, within my lonely room,
Crouched on my bended knees,

Again that sound pierced through the dark—
A long, thin, wailing ery;

It rose still higher, to a shrick,
Then died down to a sigh.

My heart, almost stopped beating;
The sound seemed to be clearer!
I elasped my gun more tightly,
For that form was coming nearer!

I raised my gun. Should I fire?
Would I a murderer be,

IT I should kill to gain my rights
And assure my own safety?

I told myself there was nothing to fear;
I had shot in self-defense.

The moon was obseured by a passing cloud;
The silence grew strained and tense!

Again that black form rose before me,
Drew nearer my broad window sill!
I raised my pistol and fired!
A sharp ery!  And then all was still.

1 fled from the scene in terror,
Not waiting to dilly or dally;

Imagine my shoek when the sum rose next morn,
And a dead eat was found in the alley!
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The Demon Fire

By Katherine Faulkingham

FIRST PRIZE

ENEATH a dirty debris heap that hugged a
rotting wall,
A tiny lick of flame was born, that soon began

to crawl

To bigger things, and then, into a red inferno turned,

[t madly crept through city streets and tortured as
it burned.

[t cackled like a erazy thing, and chuckled when it
spread;

[t quivered at the fearful sight of dying, and of dead;

It slipped into the blind man's room and watched with
fiendish glee

The helpless, withered fingers grope, the eyes that
could not see;

It slunk up to the prison wall, and in each darkened
cell,

The choking devils clutched the bars, till agonized,
they fell;

[t saw the miser hug his gold, the burning preacher
pray;

It saw the sick strain from their beds, and gasping,
pass away;

It licked the ashes, eried for more, but now a black-
ened mound

Was left, and gasping, dying there, it sank into the
ground.

The city fell; charred ruins left lay smoking in its stead,

But from the ruins eame the cry, ‘“The demon fire is

dead!”
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Two-Party Line

By Ann Bigelson

THIRD PRIZE

IRTAM PORTER lay fully streteched on the

studio divan, hands eupping her obstinate

chin, eyes gazing unseeingly at the book
before her. Miriam was thinking.

She had served as an operating nurse at the Howard
Hospital for three years. The years had been long and
lagging, filled with inexplicable experiences. The whole
staff, including the superintendent, had grown to rely
upon her usual first hand knowledge of the patients,
transferring their responsibility upon her strong, young,
capable shoulders. In spite of these extra burdens, she
had continued upward until now, oceasionally, she was
called in to work as an assistant to the Head. Many
of the beginning nurses and the matrons sought her
counsel, confident that she could straighten out their
difficulties.

All during her stay at the hospi-
tal, her ultimate aim had been the
Lloyd Award, given to the one
who had shown the greatest ad-
vancement within two years—
allowing one year in which one
must get thoroughly adapted to
the hurry-seurry life that is cus-
tomarily led in a hospital. Her
name had been listed among the
numerous contestants. She won-
dered if she possessed half a
chance, and voted against it. No,
she hadn’t advanced quite far
enough. If she did win, though—
but it was too mueh to hope for.

Dr. Herrick, who had been ap-
pointed head judge, had promised
to phone her in the event of her
winning since she was off duty
Saturday afternoons, and would not be present when
the fortunate one was announced. Would that black
instrument on the table never ring” She could not
coneentrate on the book she was trying to read. So
much depended on that little message! “Would it
never come?” she demanded irritably of no one in par-
ticular.

rheumatism!”’

* * * * ® *

Linda Sabine moved a eareless forefinger in and out
of the previously ruffled rows of brown papered bon-
bons. She was critically surveying Vogue's spring
ensembles for milady to the accompaniment of the
steady chewing of listlessly selected sweets. A painful
caleulation of her weekly salary was slowly taking place
in her mind. Ten dollars for mother; twelve on her
fur eoat payment; two for dry cleaning—this would
leave her how much? Seven and a quarter—no, seven

oS
-
(-
-_

%ﬂU)

D. Devoe: (In corridor debate) “Down fours, eved his wristwateh anx-
with communism, socialism, fascism and jously.

seventy-five. That wouldn't do it, and she eouldn’t
possibly let her coat payment slide for they had sent
her a second and final notice. (The inconsiderate
cranks with all their money). It wasn’t fair—oh, well,
her last year’s suit was in perfeet condition, and the
style wasn't ancient, she mused. Really, with a few
apt touches here and there, it would be made most
attractive, Her noble endeavors snapped—and faded
as her eye once more rested on the positively stunning
suit, severe in its cut, and yet so feminine in its appeal.
She must have it! Mother’s ten dollars—why not?
Why not indeed! Her pricking conscience pointed out
only too clearly the ccld logie against such a precedure.
It was only yesterday that mother mentioned in a
colorless tone the rising prices of food. The prickirg
went on relentlessly. Linda answered it with an
unusual amount of determination
in accordance with her first plan,
backed perhaps with the vow that
she would give mother twenty-five
dollars to make up for it. The buz-
zer brought her sharply to her feet,
the feet that were being so smart-
ly shod to eomplete the outfit that
was etehed so elearly before her,

Reaching for her notebook Lin-
da put on her business-like, office
expression.  With an eyebrow
quirking inquiringly, she elicked
briskly into the doctor’s private
office,

Dr.

Herrick, dressed in plus

“Listen, Sabine,” he snapped,

“Call Miriam Porter and inform

her that she is the winner of the Lloyd Award and tell

her to report here direetly for an interview because the

story’s got to break in tonight’s paper.” (He might

have added that the need for haste involved an all-
important golf date.)

With one hand dialing, Linda reached with the other
for a pink frosted bon-bon. The busy signal allowed
her time to masticate it well and after a moment she
tried again, Receiving the same signal repeatedly, she
reported the situation to Dr. Herrick.,

The victim of a savage bite, the severed tip of a ten-
cent eigar rolled to an igrominious end in the eurls of
dust under the filing eabinet.

“Fool girl, probably talking to her boy friend,”
he muttered. “Well, don’t stand there, Sabine. Do
something. There are others, you know, who would

(Please turn to page 36)
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The Future Lies Ahead

By Austin R. Keith

HONORS

HE powerful rockets that propelled the stream-
lined ear in which John Gilmore was now rid-
ing hissed quietly as the chronometer in the
dashboard registered seven hundred dynoces per hour,
. ."‘In grandpa’s time,”’ he thought to himself, “I’d
When

John was a boy, his grandfather had told him about

be going about eight hundred miles an hour.”

the times when nothing traveled over three hundred
miles an hour, and only racing drivers and airplanes
went that
didn’t go much faster than one hundred miles an hour,

fast. The average car back in those days
Gosh, nowadays air-liners and air-devils went as fast as
eighteen hundred dynoes, or about two thousand miles
an hour,

As a boy in school, John had learned in his history
class about the first expedition to Mars in a erude rocket
ship. Professor Hexogolet had made the expedition
and had been greatly surprised to find the people there
almost exactly like the people on Karth. The only
difference was that no one on Mars grew over five feet,
six inches tall. Transportation had developed since
then until now there was a great airline of huge rocket
ships called “hexogolets,” named for the great scien-
tist.
a few hours ride of the earth.
chief pilot on one of these ships, the eruising speed of

These enormous air-liners brought Mars to within
John Gilmore was the

which was almost twenty-five hundred dynoes an hour;
but, when John was behind time on his run, he would
put it up to three thousand dynoes.

John was on his way to work now, and away to the
east he could see the towering buildings of the city of
Cleveland, still some fifty dynoes away. The buildings
reached three hundred stories into the air and nearly
twenty stories into the earth. They loomed so high
that on a clear day one could see them from over a

hundred dynoes away. Out in the open the roads were

all straight, having no turns or curves, and when two
roads crossed, one either went under or over the other;
thus cars could travel as fast as they wanted to with-
In the
cities you weren't allowed to use the powerful rocket

out having to slow up for eross roads or curves.

motors, but instead, a diesel engine which was installed
in the front of the car. These practical diesel engines
had been invented sometime back in the 1930's and
had ecome down through generations to the present day.

In three minutes John had turned off his rockets
and was in the center of traffic traveling on diesel power.
He headed for the Gaston Airways Co., the line for
which he worked. As he pulled through the gates into
the great cement bowl, from which all ships of the Gas-
ton Co. took off, he could see his hexogolet resting in
front of the door of the waiting rooms from which
They were filling the passen-
John drove

people were pouring.
ger's quarters of the great rocket ship.
his ear into the near-by garage and hurried to the locker
room. After slipping into his flying togs and smart
visor eap, he was about to go out when the buzzer over
the door sounded. Everyone in the room stopped what
he was doing, and a deadly silence prevailed as each
watched for a name to appear in the glass plate under
the buzzer. John's name suddenly came to life in bold,
red letters.

“Well? So I'm wanted at the office; what do you
suppose I've done now?” mused.
disappeared, and the men in the locker room went back
to what they had been doing. John walked through
the open door and along a great corridor. He stepped
into a waiting elevator and was shot up to the two hund-
red and twenty-first floor. Here he walked down
another large hallway towards a great bronze door that
opened automatically as he came within a few feet of it.
“Electric eye,” he thought to himself as he walked on

John The name

"“We were .-.',’n_a.r'f_;; i H.’frf,ﬂ oul ri__f the Hm‘rjm’g‘g:f"f area.”



14 THE ORACLE

through into the office of the president of Gaston Air-
ways Co. Mr. Hammond, the president, sat behind
a huge metal desk and puffed on a rather smelly cigar
that was sticking out of one corner of his mouth. John
Gilmore stood before the desk and asked, “You called
for me, sir?”’

“Yes,” said Hammond. “You are to stay on Mars
tonight. I am having your ship overhauled there.
I'd call off this trip entirely were it not for the great
number of people planning to arrive on Mars today.
You will stay there tonight and tomorrow morning.
If they work all night on the ship, they should have it
all done by noon tomorrow. You will leave there im-
mediately after it is finished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir. Is that all, sir?”

“Yes, you may go.”

“Thank you, sir.”” John turned and walked out,
and, as the great bronze door swung to behind him,
he heaved a sigh of relief. ““Was that all the old badger
wanted?”

As he stepped out into the open air, John saw that
his hexogolet was already resting in a eradle which was
being raised on its swivel. There were three of these
eradles in the bowl of the Gaston Co. All were made
of a framework of chrome steel set into a round loose
piece of conerete that was on a pivot so that it could
be turned in any direction, The eradle itself was on a
geared half rainbow swivel that might be raised to any
angle up to ninety degrees. These eradles were used
to aim the roecket ships into space. When the ship got
into space, it could be steared from within. A hexo-
golet would be backed into a cradle on wheels, the
wheels removed, and then the eradle was pointed in the
general direction of the ship's destination. As John
trotted across the streteh of concrete that separated
the cradle from the building, the eradle holding his
ship stopped moving. It was at the correct angle.
John mounted the steps to the base of the cradle,
climbed up the ladder to the eradle’s top, and from
there up the iron rungs that were set in the back of his
hexologet to the upper hatch that opened into the
front part of the passengers’ eabin. John swung his
feet through the hateh and climbed down into the cabin.
From there he turned and stepped up into the pilots’
cabin. After sliding into his seat, he slipped on a pair
of heavy leather gloves, and, grinning at the co-pilot
who was making his first run, he leaned through the
door of the passengers’ quarters and shouted, “Close
the hatches and air-locks.” He checked over his con-
trols, and finding them perfect, he looked towards the
signal tower off to his left. .Just then a bell rang over
his head, assuring him that the air locks and hatches
were all closed. He glanced at the eo-pilot, who turned
on the oxygen tanks. Then looking onee more towards
the signal tower, he waved to a man standing there in a
window, The man disappeared, and directly after-
wards a mourning-like howl filled the air as a number
of great sirens all around the bowl began to wail. This
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was a signal for all people in the bowl to get inside, and
for all ships flying around overhead to stay away from
that area. John’s gaze wandered to the three visiplates
over the windshield. The one at the left was blank;
the one in the center showed a small but clear picture
of all the buildings of Cleveland, and some of the sur-
rounding country. The visiplate on the right showed
a vivid pieture of Mars. While the ship was within a
dynoe of the earth, the one at the left would remain
blank. But when it got out of that area, the shape of
the earth would form there automatically, The one at
the right was the same, only it was focused on Mars.
Thus, when the ship got within a dynoe of Mars, the pic-
ture at the right would fade out. The visiplate in the
center stayed on all the time and showed a pieture of ev-
erything within a radius of fifty dynoes. John gazed
at the form of Mars in the right-hand plate. “So far
and yet so near,” he muttered to himself.

A hand touched his arm. When John looked up,
the co-pilot was pointing at the signal tower. A yellow
light flared there in one of the windows. John’s hand
moved towards the rocket lever and his other remained
firmly on the steering rod. The lever moved forward
under the steady pressure of his hand, and the wailing
giren and all other noises were drowned out by the
tremendous roar of the large rocket’s firing. The ship
lurched and then shot gracefully out into space. John
glanced at the spaceometer; fifty. . .one hundred. . .
two hundred. . .five hundred dynoes they had trav-
eled already. He shoved the lever up two more notches
and let his eyes wander to the chronometer. It reg-
istered fifteen hundred dynoes per hour. Two more
notches; twenty-two hundred dynoes now, John took
his hand away from the lever. The big rocket that
was used for taking off, had stopped firing now, and
the others were firing smoothly and almost noiselessly.
John slipped the ear phones on his head and tuned the
radio in to some music, The music was interrupted
by the announcement of an old-fashioned moving pic-
ture that was showing in the Empire theater in Mayan
on Mars that day. That was the city for which they
were now bound. John had forgotten all about that
picture, and he had wanted to see it very much, too,
This was the last time it would ever be shown, as it was
to be added to the colleetion at the Natural Museum
of History on Earth. Why he’d just about get in in
time for the last show. It was going to be a wonderful
picture; all about the middle part of the twentieth
century. It would show old ecars, houses, airplanes,
and lots of other interesting things. John had seen
some of these things in a museum once. There was a
1937 Cadilac, a Boeing pursuit plane and many other
oddities. “Say, I wouldn’t miss this picture if 1 had
to,” he smiled. The music had continued and John
tuned in on some “hemispheric” weather reports. He
glanced at the chronometer and decided that the lever
needed another noteh. The ship responded, and the

(Please turn to page 32)
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POETRY
Song of the Wind

By Margarel Mazxfield
SECOND PRIZE

I love the wind, when swift and fleet

It dances by on bright, gay feet.

I love the wind, when soft and gray

It ereeps along the dusky way

And whistles in the willow trees;

Or skips, a frisky little breeze,

Along the shining froth-capped waves,
And weirdly whispers low in caves;
Then, like a chorus, sings along

And softly chants, at eve, its song.

I love the wind—aeross the lea

It sweeps and sighs in ecstasy,

Or flaunts its banners through the blue—
And—Oh! I love the wind, don’t you?

L ]
A Wish
Margaret Mazfield

I will live with the wind again,
And bow to the wild storm’s pow’r;
I will follow the swift bee's flight,
And pause at the sweetest flow’r;

I will dance in the cool moonlight
Where the curious eannot see;

1 will sing with the carefree birds,
For that’s in the heart o’ me.

Seacoast
By Margaret Maxfield

Slim the birches on the hill
Silhouetted, bent at will

Stand dark against the sky.
There below them stretehes sand,
Rocks; and out beyond the land
The sullen waves roll by.

Mistily the sun shines through

Dusky banks of clouds; and, too,

Its rays glint on the sea.

Gray and blue the breakers dash
Spray and foam and thundering erash
In echoing minor key.

Shrilly sea gulls ery and loop
(Ver the ocean, e're they swoop
To snatch their wary prey.
Caught between its cavern-rock,
Lashing tongues of ocean mock
The hilltop’s tranquil day.

Imports and Exports

Here’s your chance, fellow exchangers, to take a
look at yourselves through the looking-glass. We
sincerely thank you for the glance you gave us of our
Oracle in your recent publications, and ean assure you
that we have profited by it.

York High School Review, York, Maine. We noticed
in the February issue of your publication a change in
the arrangement of your pages, having two columns
instead of one. This change improves the general ap-
pearance of your magazine remarkably.

For convenience, we suggest that you have an index
to your book.

The Highlite, Rockland High Sechool, Roekland,
Maine. This newspaper could be improved if the
pages were so spaced that the print would not overrun
the lines dividing the eolumns.

The Aegis, Beverly High School, Beverly, Mass.
Your magazine contains a very good literary depart-
ment with some of your stories and poems well illus-
trated by linoleum ecuts.

The “W", Whitefield High School, Whitefield, Maine.
This little school, consisting of but thirty pupils, none
above sophomore grade, certainly shows a great deal of
iniative to put out a paper of this kind. We particu-
larly enjoyed Personalities. Keep up the good work.

The Gazette, Lynn Classical High School, Lynn,
Mass. We enjoyed reading your magazine, especially
the story The Wheels of Fate. Your column under the
heading, Bric-A-Brac was novel and instruetive.

The Holten, Holten High School, Danvers, Mass,
Your book shows talent in all departments. You
have an exceptionally good joke department.

The Blue and White, Edward F. Searles High School,
Methuen, Mass. We should like to see more stories.
The sample was very good. Some linoleum cuts would
also add favorably to your magazine,

The Wampatuck, Braintree High School, Braintree,
Mass. We enjoyed Snooper Says. Your artists and
poets were well represented.

The Meteor, Berlin High School, Berlin, New Hamp-
shire. The poem The Summons, taken from The Raven
—Poe, was most amusing. The pictures, illustrating
New Hampshire as a winter playground, were an added
feature of interest. But where, oh where, were your
exchanges, your humor section, and write-ups on school
activities?

The Sagamore, Brookline High Shool, Brookline,
Mass. Yours is the best weekly paper we have yet
seen. We particularly liked the arrangement of your
paper, and your Who's Who Column.
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Visiting Mr. McPherson

By Beryl Croshy and Charles Redman

WO o'clock and a new experience was about to

E begin. We were ushered in to a small room

and faced—could this young personality be Mr.
MePherson, the new owner! It was Mr. McPher-
son, but not the new owner. If we would wait for a
few minutes, we could see Mr, James E. McPherson,
new owner of the Banger Daily Commercial. As we
entered, we were greeted with a very broad smile from
a man of apparent intelligence and knowledge. He
was pleasantness itself.

Mr. McPherson believes that it is fundamental that
one faces life with the prospect of making some worth-
while eontribution, of material success, and of capacity
for enjoyment when best equipped mentally for it.

He says, “It is obvious that college is very worthwhile .

for the right type—for one who will not regard it as a
glorified country elub but earnestly eraves the oppor-
tunity to make the most of the advantages college
offers.”

He goes further, to say, “It is not necessarily in-
dicated that the top ranking scholars in preparatory
school will be the most finished produets of the colleges.
Personally I would be less attracted to the graduate
with a high scholarship record attained at the expense
of narrow devotion to marks to the exclusion of all
else, than to one who has taken a broader interest in the
general activities, has developed personality, and has
learned the art of making and holding friends.”

Mr. McPherson doesn’t believe that if a person is
denied a college education through foree of eireum-
stances, that he should fear to face life. It is true that
there are many, many brilliant and powerful men and
women who have not attained a college education.
“You can’t keep a good man down. There are even
failures among graduates. It all depends on the in-
dividual.”

“The ideal education,” says your graduate from
Dartmouth, “would be the liberal arts degree followed
by a course to prepare one for his chosen field of en-
deavor. Where that is not pessible, I would say, one’s
choice of college would be determined by his particu-
lar aim in life and that institution which would best
serve it, in his opinion."”

We asked his opinion of journalism as a career. “It
points to an attractive field for young people to enter,
a dignified voeation that offers an opportunity for
community up-building, for moulding public opinion
constructively, and begets relatively satisfactory re-
muneration,

Mr. McPherson is one with whom anyone should feel
free to talk. That is just the way we felt, so we
were inspired to ask this question, “What do you think
of a school of journalism as against immediate employ-
ment by a paper upon leaving high school?’ He ex-

( Please turn to page 32)
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Bangor's All-Opponent Team
By Horace Stewart and Phillip Goos

Flash! Flash! Announcing Baagor’s All-Opponent
basketball team. This might sound a little compli-
cated, so we will explain (“I hope, I hope, I hope”) it
for you. We attended every Lome game that Bangor
had on its schedule this year, and at each home game
we picked the player whom we thought did the hest
playing on the opposing team. The players we have
picked may not have been the best players on their
respective teams all the year, but are the players
on the opposing teams who did the best work when
Bangor played them in City Hall.

Our right forward for the all-opposing team was
LaFleur of Waterville. Our reason for this selection
was due to the fact that he had a “dead-eye” for bas-
kets and a “neat” manner of handling the ball. For
left forward “Jimmy” Crowley of Bapst was chosen!
Chosen not only for his shooting ability, but for his
quickness and for the way in which he “followed up”
every shot. Our cenfer comes from Winslow in the
name of Gwazdowsky who seems to have the essentials
of a good “tip-off” man. Another man from Water-
ville, Shiro, is right guard. He had a system of drib-
bling that was clever, and his defensive floor work was
tops. After much debate, we finally thought it neces-
sary to call a tie between Pound of Stearns and Dionne
of Old Town for left guard. We feel that these two
men speak for themselves.

A second team has been chosen, members of which
are close runners-up in many eases for first team herths.

The two teams are:

First Team
I RIear CWRtervile)s | oo cavaime vo aivs wotloi od dote & rf
CROWIBT I (BRADEEI &+ ool cnisie vonie oyesiviors rece slom - srie s wroica s If
Gwazdowsky (Winslow) . . ... .. ... ... .. .... .. e
Bhirg (Waterville): oo com e e v ne bl g
Tie: Pound (Stearns) and Dionne (Old Town). . . . . lg
Second Team
Murray (BreWer). . ...o.vvoeinn cnnvmearneconss rf
Poitier (WERBIOW ) 4 5 vis s oe i r v s 5 it viereeinimin sien ooiea If
B aamin ABLEAFIRNL i R )7 Ui el s e e ¢
T b e A e N T T o e N S g
MecCarthy (John Bapst). ... 0. lg

We remind you, in closing, that these players may
not have been the best players on their team for the
season, but were outstanding when Bangor played
their respective teams in City Hall. (The Tourna-
ment did not count). We would also like to say that
we put these men in the positions which they oecupied
when playing Bangor; thus the tie: (Dionne and Pound
were both left guards).
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W. P. A. Arts

ANY times this year the Oracle has received
M information regarding the Four Arts Pro-
gram of the Works Progress Administration.
These bulletins contain information of the work which
the WPA is doing in regard to theatre produetions.
While presenting their own plays and helping present
others, the WPA is giving entertainment to many people
and is also helping many would-be actors.

To give you some idea what WPA is doing and how
much suceess it is having in regard to theater produc-
tions, we would like to quote from some of the latest
bulletins:—

“In a south Jersey town that boasted a rated popu-
lation of three hundred twenty-five persons, nine hund-
red attended an out-door show presented by a WPA
Federal Theatre Project touring unit, according to
Harry Horne, local project supervisor.”

“In another town, where ‘in the flesh’ shows were an
unknown quantity, we played to twenty-two hundred
although its published population was eighteen hund-
red,”

“We have traveled as much as one hundred thirty-
five miles, each way, to give a performance. Our aver-
age mileage is fifty to sixty miles per performance. We
are real troupers,”

“Actors, scenic designers, stage hands and writers
formerly with the WPA Federal Theatre Project are
connected now with major Broadway productions in-
cluding King Richard 11, The Ziegfeld Follies, You
Can’t Take It With You, White Horse Inn and The
Eternal Road.”

“Two hundred and forty Federal Theatre workers,
including actors, stagehands and writers, left the pro-
ject for private industry during the past year, accord-
ing to the latest official re-employment figure made
public by the project. This figure does not include
several hundred clerical and other employees who left
during the same period.”

“This announcement follows closely the Federal
Theatre's production survey revealing that more than
five million, five hundred thousand persons had at-

tended WPA production in New York City since the
project opened its first play in Harlem in February,
1936."

Thus the WPA marches on!

Designers of Future Automobiles

“What do you think an automobile should look like?”
This is a very interesting question presented by the
Fisher Body Craftmen’s Guild.

“Since 1930, the Guild has annnally offered awards
for the best Napoleonic coaches. Thousands of boys
of high-school age have won cash awards and free trips
to the Guild conventions. Forty-nine boys have won
university scholarships worth $176,000, and the four
who have thus far completed their college courses have
found jobs with General Motors upon graduation.
Guild membership at present totals 1,250,000,

“The purpose behind the work of this educational
foundation has been the revival of the ancient spirit
of eraftsmanship.

“Craftsmanship in this technical age is an important
part of any man’s background no matter what his
business,” states Mr. Fisher. “For the boy who goes
into some form of engineering, however, craftsman-
ship is indispensable.”

In broadening the work of the Guild to include
creative design, Mr. Fisher says: “There are few
schools in the eountry where it's possible for a boy to
learn motor-car design. Through our new Guild pre-
gram we hope to find boys gifted in that field, and to
take a hand in their training. At the same time we
hope to discover latent talent not only for motor car
design, but for every branch of the growing field of
industrial design.”

The model-car ccmpetition closes at midnight July
first, and the coach eompetition at midnight August
second.

This is a splendid opportunity for you to present any
talent you have in the line of designing. Interested
students are advised to contact the assistant editor for
more complete information on these contests,
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The Fort in the Jungle
By Percival Christopher Wren

The scene of this story is laid in a French province
near China. The hero is an Englishman, Sinbad Dy-
sart, who is given the choice of joining the French For-
eign Legion, or else! He joins. Later he is sent to the
province where he meets Captain Deleuze, a member
of the Intelligence. This man has him transferred
and later sends him on a dangerous mission into the
interior. Sinbad acts the part of a dumb native. He
reaches the rebel headquarters, and comes fo the notice
of Colonel Colling, an Englishman, who is a thorough
seoundrel. Sinbad falls in love with Mary, Collins’
wife. General Luong Tam Ky suspeets that Sinbad
is a French spy, but he has no way of proving it, as
Sinbad avoids all his traps. Collins’ head servant
turns out to be a major in the Chinese secret service.
He captures Sinbad and threatens him with torture
unless Sinbad joins his service. Both Luong Tam Ky
and the major had told Mrs. Collins that her husband
would not come back from a trip on which he had gone.
Each one infers that he will take her into his house.
She refuses both. Luong captures the major and kills
him. He then tells Sinbad that he is willing to join
the French. He says he will send Sinbad with a mes-
sage to the French. Mary escapes with him, but they
are captured. Luong drugs Sinbad and kidnaps Mary.
Sinkad follows, only to find that Luong has killed Mary.
General Ba Ky kills his partner Luong and thea sends
Sinbad to the French.

Such are the adventures of Sinbad, the soldier, in
Tonkin.

@

Here Was a Man

By Norah Lofts

This book tells the story of the life of the man who
laid down his cloak for a queen to walk upon—Sir
Walter Raleigh.

Sir Walter Raleigh began his eareer in Holland at the
age of twenty. A few years later he was sent to Ire-
land, where he captured a rebel lord and a town, with
only fifty men at his command. As the governor was

not pleased by his exploits, he sent Raleigh to London
where Raleigh soon attracted the attention of Queen
Bess. His courtly action, which is always mentioned
in history books, sealed her approval of him. For
many years she kept him at court to prevent him from
sailing to America to found a colony. While at court
he met a young lady, Elizabeth Throckmorton, whom
he later married. Neither dared to tell the queen that
they were married, and it was not until Arthur Throck-
morton went to the queen and told her that Raleigh
had seduced his sister that they confessed they were
married. Queen Bess imprisoned both of them, although
not in the same place. Raleigh secured their freedom
by giving the queen four times her share in some Span-
ish booty. A few years later, he was sent to Guiana
to hunt for gold. Instead of yellow metal he brought
back simple remedies by which he regained the favor
of the queen. He cured her toothache! Essex, Ral-
eigh’s mortal enemy was beheaded, and Raleigh was
forced to be present. Little did he know that he would
suffer the same fate seventeen years later during the
rule of James of Scotland. James was a eoward and
was easily influenced. Raleigh was arrested and sent
to the tower where his wife and child came to be with
him. In 1617, Raleigh was released on parole to find
a gold mine for the king. He received news that his
son was dead, and went back to London where he was
beheaded in 1618.

In the words of the author, “Here, indeed, was a
man.”

@

Warwick Deeping

Different, from anything else Mr. Deeping has ever
written, this book is the journal of an English medical
officer in the World War. In it he relates his daily
experiences and his reactions to war. We, who have
seen none of the horror and pathos of war, get a new
slant on it. We realize how false are some of our im-
pressions,

Stephen, the writer of this journal, unwillingly went
to war. He went only because it was considered the
proper thing for a young doctor to do.  He saw war
as it was—madness. He returned home after a year,

( Please turn lo page 31)
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Commercial Club

Warnings to would-be workers!

Don't:
Chew gum when you apply for the job.
Wear your best evening gown.
Be afraid to tell what you can do.

Do:
Be clean and neatly dressed.
Be well groomed.
Have self-confidence.

After you gel the job:
Work for your money—don’t loaf.
Be cheerful and good natured.
Be efficient and willing to learn.

This advice, in brief, was straight from Mr. Harold
Sanborn, manager of the F. W. Woolworth Company.
Mr. Sanborn stressed these points especially when he
spoke to the Commereial Club at its regular meeting
on February seventeenth. Mr. Sanborn’s talk, aside
from giving us a good picture of the ideal employee
from the employer’s viewpoint, was unusually inter-
esting and entertaining. If only all employers were
as genial and considerate as Mr, Sanborn!

“Method of Hunting a Job"” was the subject of the
Forum on this program conducted by Shirley Drew.
Open discussion followed. Evelyn Morrill and Beulah
Duty furnished the music and played several piano
and violin selections.

The Commereial Club’s own Major Bowes’ Amateurs
seem to be making a hit. A few days after their assem-
bly program, they received an invitation from the Fed-
eration of Women’s Clubs to present their program at
its next regular meeting. The amateurs were only too
glad to accept the invitation—realizing that practise
makes perfeet—and the program was given on Feb-
ruary nineteenth, with such a promising beginning,
we wouldn’t be surprised if they soon hit the road,
touring the country as “The Commercial Club Ama-
teurs, Unit No, 1.

You pick up the telephone, dial a number, and presto!
you're telling your best friend about what Mary told
you last night. We just take this for granted—never
give 4 thought to what happens between the time we

pick up the receiver and the time we hear the voice at
the other end of the wire,

A group of seniors, accompanied by Miss Moore and
Miss Thomas of the faculty, got some inside informa-
tion when they took a field trip through the telephone
building recently. They saw a room full of nothing
but batteries—which guarantee service in case of storms
or some other trouble; they saw switchboards eriss-
crossed by dozens of wires, and covered with bulbs,
buttons, numbers, and indicators; they saw clickers
click and indicators write and receive messages.

Any time you feel like delving deeply into the won-
ders of science, take a trip through the telephone build-
ing! It's guaranteed to make you think a bit.

®

Scie'nce Club

At its meeting of the fall term, the Science Club
elected the following officers: Harold Hamm, presi-
dent; Ellen Hathorn, vice-president ; and Phyllis Smith,
secretary. Mr. Thurston continues his office of faculty
advisor.

In following meetings talks were given on gases,
soap, and air conditioning, by Melvin Brown, Charles
Dorr, and Joseph Dinsmore. The Club made an in-
spection of the City Water Works, and is now making
plans for a visit to the Eastern Manufacturing Com-
pany.

At the meeting of March eighth, Dr. W. L. Gilliland
professor of organie chemistry at the University of
Maine, was the guest speaker. He gave a most inter-
esting talk on the nature of gases.

Latin Club

The Latin Club celebrated February in grand style
by having a valentine costume party. True to the
spirit of Cupid, a large number of members went in
costumes representing famous lovers of old, We ex-
pected to be carved up every time we met Ruth White
because she was in the character of Medea. Donald
Stuart arrived as Jason, taking the golden fleece right
along with him, He received the prize for having the
most original costume. Judith Robinson represented
the shrewish Dido, resplendent in purple and gold,

(Please turn to page 22)
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while Donald Devoe was Aeneas in true Trojan style.
His head dress was really a work of art. Barbara Farn-
ham brought to life the character of Helen of Troy,
“the face that launched a thousand ships,” and Hor-
ace Stewart was Paris, the kidnapper. Janet Winchell
and Byron Knowlton were prominent as Cleopatra and
Antony. Miriam Fellows was present in a very unusual
costume. Decorated with numerous kinds of fruits
and vegetables, she represented Ceres, the goddess of
fruit and produce.

Margaret Maxfield read a very interesting paper
concerning Roman festivals in February. Members
of the junior class, assisted by some of the seniors, pre-
sented a mock wedding as the Romans did it. It was
definitely unlike a marriage of today. Mary Nelson
took the part of the timid bride and Donald Stuart
was the blushing bridegroom.

Valentines were exchanged during the course of the
evening, and a prize for the cleverest was awarded to
Priscilla Ross. Refreshments were served, and every-
one ate in true Roman Fashion.

Snapdragons

The “Snaps” have been busy settling the affnirs
of high schools in general during the last few weeks.
They have been studying the art of debating, and have
found it very entertaining as well as instructive. Re-
cently a debate was conducted on the subject, “Re-
solved, That classes in automobile operation should be
required in all high schools.,” Jane Crowell and Lois
Hardison upheld the negative, and Marie Hilton and
Dorothy Braidy carried the burden of proof. Vote was
carried by the affirmative.

On February eighteenth a lively debate took place on
the subject, “Resolved, that English should be the only
language required in the high schools.” Natalie Cos-
trell and Lois Vincent made up the affirmative team
which was pitted against the negative team of Mary
Floros and Ruth Helen Powers. The Club voted the
negative team the winner.

The question of high school girls' wearing uniforms
was the subject of another forensic contest on March
fourth. Elaine Hayes and Marguerite Coffin com-
prised the affirmative team while Frances Pressey and
Alla Lee Jorgenson made up the negative side.

More power to the Snaps!

Alumni

All eyes have been turned towards Washington, D. C.
these past few months, and we “Maineiacs” are as
interested as anyone else. When the President takes
office, one senior from West Point and one from Annap-
olis are selected to be his personal aides for the day.
Harold E. Marr, "32, was the senior chosen from West
Point, thus bringing a personal touch to Bangor High.
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Cuthbert Sargent, graduated with the class of 1926,
was also at the inanguration, He was the accompanist
for Fedirich Jagel, the Metropolitan star, at the Presi-
dent's Ball. Mr. Sargent is a graduate of Eastman’s
School of Musie. He tours the country with Metropoli-
tan singers accompanying them at their concerts.

Madeleine Dennett, '36, who is attending Trinity
College in Washington, is reported as having received
the thrill of her life. It happened one day while she
was shopping. She found herself standing beside Rob-
ert Taylor! Madeleine says he is far better looking off
the sereen than on.

Miss Clarine M. Coffin, an alumna of Bangor High
School and a recent member of our English department,
resigned the fiest of February to aceept a Fellowship
at Hartford Seminary foundation in Hartford, Con-
necticut. The Fellowship awarded Miss Coffin will
give her a year and a half of graduate study. She
will work toward her B. D. degree,

Miss Coffin was graduated from the University of
Maine in 1932 and did work for her Master’s degree at
both Bates College and Maine. She previously stud-
ied for one year at Hartford, working for her B. D.
degree, and has, also, been doing some work towards
this degree at Bangor Theological Seminary. Upon
completing her work, she hopes to teach a combination
of Biblical and English literature.

James H. Morse Jr., who was a star on the football
team, is now a Marine stationed at Norfolk, Virginia.
He and nine other Marines were sent to the flood area
during the erisis. James recently deseribed, in a letter
written home, the scenes of the flood and his experi-
ences.

In the recent promotions made in the Navy, Lieu_
tenant Carl I'. Holden received the rank of commander.
Commander Holden was graduated from Bangor High
School in 1913.

Lillian F. Coffin, '31, has gone to the Massachusetts
Memorial Hospital in Boston where she will take a
three years’ training course in nursing. She attended
the University of Maine for two years after being gradu-
ated from Bangor High School.

Jessie M, Henderson, '33, was graduated with honors
from the Maine General Hospital in Portland, Febru-
ary second. She was also the president of her class,
Miss Henderson plans to do private duty nursing in
Portland for about a year and then to do some gradu-
ate work.

Elmer P. Yates, '35, is one of eleven New England
boys to take examinations March second for admission
to West Point. He is now attending Stanton Prepara-
tory Academy, Cornwall, New York.

E. Roberta Smith, '35, was a member of the com-
mittee arranging the program for the eighteenth annual
carnival held at Bates the first of February.

Andrew H. Cox, ’34, and Ernest F. Andrews, Jr.,
'36, were chosen as members of teams to compete in the
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Bradbury Prize Debate at Bowdoin College.
finals took place February twenty-sixth.

Edward M, Short, '22, formerly a well known athlete
in Bangor called “Touchy,” has recently joined the
sales staff of the Webber Motor Company of this city.
He returned to Bangor from New York where he had
been in the employ of a prominent importer.

The Maine School of Commerce Dramatic Club re-
cently staged the play, The Ninth Guest. The east
included many well-known Bangor High School actors.
Those in the play were: Eleanor Bissell, "34, Millard
Coffin, '35, Alvah Ford, ’34, Beryl Whidden, ’36, and
Guy Leonard, '36.

Arthur Brown, "30, is an assistant professor in Mathe-
maties at Princeton University. He is also working
for his Ph. D. degree. Arthur attended the Univer-
sity of Maine and was a Rhodes Scholar.

Miss Elizabeth Seribner has married Colone] J. E.
Largay, '28. Colonel Largay has been associated with
the Federal Housing Administration for the past two
years. He is now manager of field operation for north-
ern and eastern Maine,

Marion Wilson, '35, is employed by the American
Optical Company in this city. She is doing office work.

Ethel Hathaway, 36, who was one of our P. G.s
until the first of February, is now studying at Gilman
Commercial Sehool.

Pauline Goodwin, ex-'37, we are glad to learn, has
recovered from her illness and is attending the Maine
School of Commerce.

On the Dean's List of the University of Maine that
was recently published were found the names of many
Bangor High School Alumni.

Sidney Alpert, '34 Helma K. Ebbeson, '36
Newell Avery, '33 Charles A. Pierce, Jr., '36
Paul Burke, '33 Elnora L. SBavage, '35
Rose Costrell, 34 William F. West, Jr., '35
Ruth Currie, "33 Annette H. Young, '34
Lucille Epstein, '35 Roger B. Trask, "36
Leo Leiberman, 34 Woodford Brown, "33
Edward Redman, 33 William R. Hilton, '35
Catherine L. Rowe, '34  Frederick Stetson, '35
Morris Rubin, "34 Ralph E. Wentworth, "33
James H. Siegel, '34 Peter Zoidis, 34
George Tsoulas, '34 Myer Alpert, '36

Artemus E. Weatherbee, '35

@

Orchestra

Although the attendance at orchestra rehearsals
has been poor, it is now improving, and much is being
accomplished. It is no little job to train an orchestra
to accompany a chorus, for, after learning to play the
musie, the members must then practice playing softly
enough to allow the chorus to predominate. However,
with a few special rehearsals, the orchestra has over-
come the difficulties in preparing for Junior Exhibition.
The last few months of the sehool year prove to be busy

The
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MOVIES
One in a Million

The Queen of the Silver Skates reigns supreme! To
us this is the pieture of the season. Sonja Henie is not
only the world’s best figure skater—but she has looks
and personality. We adored the dancing on skates
sequences, and we're hoping for more—toute de suite.

The Ritz Brothers had us in the aisles continually,
and, personally speaking, Don Ameche looks better
as an Ameriean reporter than an Indian, but our hats
are off to Sonja! She's one in a million!

Women of Glamour

In this picture, Melvyn Douglas and Virginia Bruce
are the artist and model who continually are “serap-
ping” and bickering. Leona Maricle is Douglas’ un-
derstanding fiancee who finally gives him up to Vir-
ginia Bruce whom he really loves. Reginald Denny,
as the “ever-inebriate” playboy who is always trying to
persuade Miss Bruce to take a trip around the world,
has a good opportunity to show his comic talents.
Also fine (as usual) as a comedienne, is rough and tough
Pert Kelton, who plays the role of a gold-digging night
club dancer.

Although this picture isn’t as glamorous as its title,
we think it's good entertainment!

Black Legion

This film, based on the recent terror organization in
Detroit, depicts the life of an ordinary working man
drawn into the gang. Humphrey Bogart has the lead,
and he is surprisingly good as the unfortunate member
of the Black Legion. Also worthy of comment is Erin
O'Brien-Moore, who plays Bogart’s loving wife.

The courtroom scene is actually run on the order
of a real eourt, when all the men involved in the Black
Legion floggings and shootings receive their due pun-
ishments, again proving that erime doesn’t pay!

Lloyds of London

This is one of the season’s best pictures, based on the
history of the famous Lloyds’ banking house in Eng-
land.

Tyrone Power, a new find, has a great opportunity
to show his acting ability, and he makes the best of it.
Madeleine Carroll, more lovely and glamoreus than
ever, displays her talents to the utmost degree. Also
outstanding in their parts are Sir Guy Standing and
Freddie Bartholomew.

(Please turn to page 32)
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periods for the group, which isin demand at nearly every-
thing, finishing the season only at graduation. How-
ever, the orchestra is ready for anything that may eome.
The group has appeared at several assemblies, and,
we hope will continue to do so.

R.O0.C

Now that the members of the R. O. T. C. battalion
have finished their shooting with the small ealibre rifles,
they have started training for the annual inspection
next May. Although much time was spent last fall
in individual and squad drill, there is still a lot of work
to be done by the officers. Some of the gentlemen must
be taught that it is not correet, at the command “right-
face” to swing quickly to the left, at the same time
catching the fellow on his right smartly on the shin
with his rifle. Straightening out such misunder-
standings will take time enough, but there is also the
task of teaching extended-order drill. In this drill, the
“extended” part is easily learned, but time is required
to get the “order” part of it funetioning smoothly.
However, we are sure that next May we will see as
smooth, orderly, and snappy drilling in Broadway Park
as we have in former years.

3
Assemblies

The highlight of the year, as far as assemblies are
concerned, is sans doute the French Play. All enjoyed
themselves, from the senior actor who said eh bien every
now and then, so that every one could recognize at
least one word, to the students who recognized more
phrases.

This year Mademoiselle Beaupre, our coach, chose
Bete Noir, (Bad Dream) most appropriately, for most
French Students are struggling through those little
devils commonly known as irregular verbs.

Dudley Utterback conscientiously waded through
his verbs until finally with a mighty sign which sounded
much like, je dors—(1 am sleeping) he did.

The second scene took us right into “French Verb
Land,” with Robert Sedgely reigning as King, aided
and abetted by Barbara Farnham, as Queen. Ruth
White and Hilda Rowe lent their voices and played
the part of the Queen’s attendants. Renfrew Yerxa
was a perfect little black devil. Horace Stewart, Philip
Goos, Donald Devoe, and Arnold Price, did their job
as pirates (irregular verbs) at heckling Dudley’s con-
science. Sweet and helping were June Webster, Emily
Rand, Ann Tyler, Mary Tremaine and “stick-tight”
Haddie Hamm, as parts of the verb.

As the new curtains closed on the happy ending, in
which Dudley learned his verbs, the cast was given
enthusiastic applause.

The play was a real success from beginning to end.
Late that same afternoon a little sophomore came up
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to me with a proud, far-away look in her eyes, and said,
“Gosh, 1 really know some French—I understood al-
most all of the first act.”

It’s too bad that we can’t have a holiday any more
on Lincoln’s birthday, but since such is the case, Mr.
Taylor did the best he could—gave us an extra long
assembly on February twelfth.

A lengthy piece by the orchestra and a Community
Sing Anunouncement, by Connie King, did wonders
towards dragging the clock past eight-thirty. To cap
the event, as a miracle, Ellen Hathorn presented a
reading by Alexander Woolcott on Lincoln's Gettys-
burgh Address. This was done splendidly, and we only
wish we could have a few more such selections from
our talented scholars.

Band

During the winter months, the band hasn't been
rushed in getting up programs on the spur of the mom-
ent; so, more time has been put on working out a few
pieces well. Such things as control, intonation, and
precision have been stressed. Now the band can play
so softly that it ecan hardly be heard, and then swell
up on a creseendo until the plaster starts falling from
the ceiling. Although the band has been taking it’s
time, it has a good number of pieces which have been
presented at assemblies when ready. The group ap-
peared in a quarter-hour concert at the Community
Sing, where the boys, looking snappy in their uniforms,
put over some marches with a bang.

Since the stage has been repaired, the band has been
having its rehearsals on the floor, where Mr. Devoe
says he is getting better results. With a good reper-
toire, with the boys all in uniform, and with its new
equipment, new cymbals and a harness for carrying
the bass drum, the band is all set for the busy season
which is fast approaching with concerts, festivals, and
the annual inspection of the R. O. T. C. battalion.

Glee Clubs

The Glee clubs have been especially active with
the production of The Belle of Bagdad, a super-collosal
operetta of an episode in the heetie life of a movie scout.

Arthur Curtis played the male lead in this musical
play, and portrayed the busy young scout from the
Super-Supreme Film Co. to perfection. His assist-
ants, Danny Kelly and Franklin Keeler kept the audi-
ence in gales of laughter with their adventures, while
disguised as Whirling Dervishes of Arabia. This little
masterpiece had a title role. That role, which was
Jewel, Belle of Bagdad, was taken by none other than
Florence Hathaway, the songbird of Bangor High,
Molly Braidy, much to our interest, portrayed the
American ambassador to Bagdad. The grim, over-
stuffed Calyph of Bagdad, was brought to life by Earl
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PASSING IN REVIEW

Frederick Rice:

“Live and let live,"” was ‘‘T'reddies
motto before he went out for football,
now it's “let live, and you'll wish you
were dead.” This galloping halfback
also swings a mighty bat on the American
Legion baseball team during summers.
Roller skating with all its ups and downs,
lugging all his school books around, and
decorating the front seat of the Buick
give him a good sense of humor, (at least
he gets a big kick out of his own jokes).
He's got his fairy stories already packed
to take away to prep school next fall, but
in the meantime he's having a swell time
doing nothing.

(1]

Margaret O’Connell:

“One never knows—does one?"' says
Margaret to her sixth hamburger at
“Wimpys." Basketball, tennis, and “hoof-
ing it"” keep this gal fit as a fiddle, and
when she gets to be big, (there'll come a
day), “Margie’s” going to Jack Oakie’s
College, provided they train nurses there.
Squeaky chalk and bloody murder stories
give her the “prickles”, and spending the
good old summer time at Eddington, a
good tan, freckles, and-—well, just ask
Margaret. On the side, when you're
feeling blue and tired, take a look at
Margie's smiling face, and say, “Thank
you, Stueia!™

Donald Graffam:

“Donnie’” Graffam, that sophomore with
the shining personality, would rather
listen to a Saturday night “‘swing session’
than bury a spoon in a yummy strawberry
dingbat, and 18 that going some, for “Don-
nie’! “Out Our Way", that swell-ell-
igant feature in the “News" fairly rolls
him into the aisles, in fact, it's his daily
laugh. (Get that play on Daily News,
will 'ya). Nice long French assignments,
radio statie, and baseball leave him
breathless, to say nothing of New Hamp-
shire under an August sky, and penny
prize packages. A professor of the keys,
“Donnie’” wants to swing the old baton in
front of an orchestra someday, so keep
an eye on this lad.

Polly Perry:

Someday, Polly says, she's going to be a
naturalist, but just now, she thinks it
would be heaven if she could only have all
the graham eracker pies she wanted, and
the opportunity to tear up Kate Smith's
radio contract. D-don't tell “Margie”
Moulton, but Robert Taylor only gives
Polly & pain in the neck; however, this
little blonde could listen to Nelson Eddy
'till dooms-day. She's “gone with the
wind” down to Connecticut every sum-
mer, where swimming, sailing, and riding
sea-horses keeps her hair curly. P. 5.:
If anyone's got a little yellow dog, just
pack him up and send him to Polly.

Donald Mooers:

“I ain’t talking,” said Donald, hut we
ave him the third degree—and well—
ﬁere'eﬂ the build-up. Skating keeps him
on iece, swimming keeps him in water,
and his parents keep him in school. Sports
of any kind hold a certain fascination for
him, and the ice-box holds more, especially
if there’s lemon pie in it. He's been
arguing ever sinee ‘he wie six months old
and didn't like the way he was eutting
his first tooth, so Donald's reached the
conclusion that he ought to be a lawyer
and make money doing it.

———

Shirley Drew:

One for all, and all for me—that's
Shirley to her report eard, Literary edi-
tor of the Oracle, varsity debater and
member of the Commercial Club and the
Glee Clubs, Shirley is kept so busy that
she doesn’t know whether it's spots hefore
her eves, or just “Don” Stuart talkin’
again. Keeping a tennis ball going over
the net, drawing be-autiful girls on the
backs of all her school papers, and paddling
a canoe over the liquid blue, are Shirley’s
favorite sports; selling tickets her greatest
dislike, and golf, her biggest “wish |
could.”

Kenneth Brown:

Rough and ready—that's “Kenny"
Brown, foothall hero, radio tinkerer, and
general handy man. His hobbies come
so thick and fast that we got all tangled
up in 'em, but finally emerged with the
impression that camping is hobby A no. 1.
In faet, he likes hiking so well thai he
can barely take his eyes off road maps
(get this right) long enough to eat. And
can this boy eat! ! ! By the by, isn't it
“Kenny" who organized that eourageous
group of blizzard defying cake-eaters,
the Chizzle-Wizzles?

Gwendolyn Matchett:

“You've Got to S-m-i-l-e,” says “Gwen-
nie” Matchett, basketball player, a grand
little hockey star, and a member of the
G. A. H. C. Al Pierce sends “Gwennie"
into “hicksteries.” Canada is her summmer
hideaway, and wandering around doing
nothing, her favorite hobby. Her three
ambitions are all high and lofty, going u
in a chureh belfrey, ascending the stand-
pipe, and going up in an airplane. She
dislikes string beans (it must be the
“strings’’), thinks that being a hospital
superintendent would be just “ducky,”
and likes to be in front of audiences if she
can't get behind them.

Richard Coffin:

Wotta man Coffin, alias “the guy in
the middle,” alias, “the scenery on the
right'" is really “Dick” Coffin. He hasn't
found out what the doodle-bug said yet,
and it isn't any laughing matter, 'cause
how ean he keep his mind on stage elec-
tricity, debating, rifle shooting, and
geometry problems when he’s all upset
inside? Just the same, try and find any-
one better on stage lighting than “Dick.”
And is he in popular demand! When he
can take his head out of forestry books,
Dick thinks there's nothing like a good
bard game of football, or a nice cool swim
in Cold Stream Pond. (P. S.: Not in
March,)

Dorothy Braidy:

“Who's afraid of—school?”’ swings
Dorothy (off tune) with a ecourageous
freshman smile. Oh well, weren't we
all—. Playing basketball on the fresh-
man squad, turning up for class debates,
reading heavy literature, and getting
enough vitamins to keep her growing, has
her so busy that she hasn’t had time to
figure out her pet ambition yet. Any-
way, Dorothy tells us that she takes to
dancing like a fish to water, and relies on
“Gang Busters” and “Benny Goodman®
for inspiration. Owner of the grammar
school French medal we expeet this little
girl to go places in good old B. H. 8,
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Herrick, while his trusty henchman, the blood-thirsty
police chief of Bagdad, Ali Ben Mustapha was person-
ified by Robert MaeDonald.

The prineipal love interest was supplied by the search
of Henrietta Spinster for the rash Englishman who had
proposed to her while under the influence of a romantic
moon. These parts were exceptionally well taken by
Dorothy Lewis, aided and abetted by Charles Jones as
Archie, right from dear old London.

The chorus of Arabian dancers and soldiers supplied
appropriate (?) atmosphere throughout this impressive
produefien.

The action of the operetta (of course there was action
in it), all took place in the Arabian city of Bagdad.
It seems that the officials of the Super-Supreme Film
Co. had seen the face of the Belle of Bagdad in a news-
reel and immediately decided to give her a long-term
movie contract.

Then the fun began.
and finally found her.

Throughout the entire show, the musical numbers
were especially well done. Moreover, the show was
a success finaneially. Which all goes to show that an
interest in such things ean be revived, even after ten
years.

They searched far and wide

Rifle Club

Sergeant Doncheez has been drilling the Rifle Club
members into shape for the main events of the year,
The Corps Area and The Hearst Trophy matches. The
Corps Area is a process of elimination for the Hearst
Trophy. The high five will be on the first team; the
next high five will be on the second team; while the
third group, from the tenth to the fifteenth places, will
be on the third team. Although there are only a few
rifle teams in the Corps Area besides Bangor High
School’s team, among them the team that won the
Hearst Trophy in 1936, the odds, so far, are with us.
Our high man, Hilfred “Buckshot” Baily, has tied the
highest. score since 1926. In that year, F. Sullivan
shot a score of 100 prone, 100 sitting, 97 kneeling, and
91 standing, with a total of 388 out of 400. To date,
“Buckshot” has shot 100 prone, 100 sitting, and 97
kneeling. If he ties the 91, or makes a better score,
standing, he will be the best shot that Bangor High has
ever had.

Officers’ Club

The members of the Officers’ Club have been much
too busy with technical drill work to bother with such
mere things as holding meetings. However, several
changes have been made in the Officers’ Club roster.
Raymond Hexter left school, and our old friend and
stand-by Austin Keith was created captain. To take
his place as first lieutenant, Carl Folloman was raised
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to that rank. Hilfred Baily was then made second
lieutenant.

Horaee Colpitts, in having recently left school, eauses
the post of battalion adjutant to be opened for our
young hopefuls,

The ecadet officers have started work for the annual
federal inspection and are trying their hardest to make
their own platoon or company the best, with one eye on
possible medals. This friendly competition is only
natural and adds mueh to the sueeess of the inspection.

Debate Club

The spring debating season started off with a trip to
Deering on February twelfth and thirteenth. Four
members of the elub made the trip. They were: Shir-
ley Drew, John Webster, Lewis Vafiades, and Horace
Stewart, Jr., accompanied by Mr. Prescott. On the
way down the team stopped off at Cony for a practice
debate. After finishing this, we zoomed down to Bow-
doin to spend the night. Before retiring, however,
the team debated the Bowdoin Freshmen as a night-
cap. Frnest Andrews, Jr. had arranged this before-
hand.

Rising bright (?) and early the next morning, the
group had breakfast at the Moulton Union and went to
Chapel. Then bidding a fond farewell to our guide
and host, Mr. Andrews, we sailed toward Deering,
The debates started about half-past ten and lasted
until about four o'elock, with time out for dinner. The
deeisions were reached a little later with Bangor, first
and Coburn Classical Institute, of Waterville, second.

The next big event was a Community Sing with the
congenial host, Brim Jewett, presiding. A contest
between Brewer, Hampden and Bangor was held. The
Bangor contestants, Horace Dinsmore, Betty Nichols
and Donald Stuart, placed first, in the opinion of the
audience. The crowd of eighteen hundred was also
entertained by the Kilgore Sisters, Mrs. Evangeline
Hart Huey, the Queen City Quartet, Norman Lambert
and many others.

On the next day February twentieth, twelve debat-
ers journeyed to Millinocket with Mr. Prescott and
Ernest Andrews, as a chauffeur. Those making the
trip were: Molly Kagan, Shirley Drew, John Web-
ster, Frederick Leonard, Paul Smith, Carleton Orr,
Lewis Vafiades, Richard Coffin, Jack Bachman, John
Howard, Paul Kruse, and Horace Stewart.

The schools were divided into two groups according
to school population with . M. 1. the winners of the
small schools group and Bangor’s team III, consisting
of Shirley Drew, Lewis Vafindes, John Webster, and
Horace Stewart, Jr., winners of the large sehools group.
Coburn Classical Institute was seeond, losing out by
one point,

Soon after this trip, the Bates’ League team was

(over please)
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ON RADIO ROW

chosen as the best day for broadeasts, the stars

contending that, despite all our protests of mod-
ernism and practicality, America is still sentimental
enough to regard Sunday as its national at-home day.
According to them, Sunday audiences are greater than
those of any other day and in an unusually benevolent
mood. They declared that the stars of Sunday pro-
grams have the greatest chance of success, and that,
if they had their choice of broadcast time, would choose
Sunday evening. It’s always interesting to learn what
popular stars think about their own professions, and
this theory is certainly quite reasonable.

Keep your eyes on Ray Scott, a rapidly rising star
in the radio heavens. Ray first gained notice when
he was presented on the Saturday Night Swing Session,
Swing, Swing, Dear Mother-In-Law, Twilight and Tur-
key, Powerhouse, and Minuet in Jazz are a few of Seott’s
valuable contributions to swing music. Since his first
radio appearance, he has steadily gained recognition
and popularity, and all signs indicate that the name of
Ray Scott will soon represent a great deal in the realm
of Swing,

When radio beams meet human Rayes, there are
bound to be big doings, and that’s exactly what hap-
pens on the new Rinso-Lifebuoy program. D'lightful,
d’licious, d’lerious Martha Raye, the hot-cha girl of
the sereen, sharing star-billing with Al Jolson and Sid
Silvers, swings her way through this new, gay half-
hour program, which presents all the spices of life.
The girl with the Joe E. Brown oral cavity has been
a smash hit in all her screen roles, and her hilarious,
mad-eap renditions of popular songs, her boisterous
laugh, and her now-famous ‘“‘oh, boy” have firmly
planted her in the hearts of her radio fans. Al Jolson,
doing his usual fine job, and Sid Silvers, already famous
as a stage and screen comedian, add their bit to the
evening’s fun, but the antics of Martha Raye are really
the features of this four-star program, which may be
heard every Tuesday evening at 8:30 over CBS.

Irvin 8. Cobb, famous author who has made a name
for himself on the sereen, is now carving a career on
the air lanes. Every Saturday night at 10:30 Olds-
mobile presents Irvin 8. Cobb Paducah Plantation,
bringing with it a bit of the romantic, magnolia-scented
atmosphere of old Dixie. Included on the program
are Dorothy Page, beautiful blond torch-singer, Clar-
ence Muse, celebrated baritone of stage, sereen and
radio, the Hall Johmson Choir, of (freen Pastures fame,
the Four Blackbirds, and Harry Jackson’s orchestra,
Mr. Cobb and his stars present a program which re-
sembles a delightful, tunefully-refreshing mint julep,
and those who are at home at this time will certainly

]i N a recent poll among radio stars, Sunday was

not want to miss the Paducah Plantation, NBC’s four-
star offering to Saturday evening entertainment.

Lovely Jessica Dragonette, long a favorite of young
and old, graces the new Palmolive Beauty Box Theater
in a novel entertainment feature, replacing the Com-
munity Sing. Jessica, who is as beautiful in looks as
in voice, lends her charming personality to weekly
presentations of the world’s best-loved operettas. This
charming singer has thrilled the nation with her won-
derful voice, and her portrayals of the familiar heroines
of popular operettas are exceptionally fine, revealing
also her competent dramatic ability, Musical back-
ground is furnished by Al Goodman’s orchestra, and
for those who enjoy the finest gems of musie, I would
by all means suggest the Palmolive Beauty Box Thea-
ter, heard every Wednesday evening at 9:30 over CBS.

Jack Pearl, who gained fame as Baron Muenchau-
sen, after a long absence has returned to re-establish
his success as a radio comedian on the new Raleigh-
Kool Show. Cliff “Sharlie” Hall still plays the role of
stooge for the Baron, along with a trio of neweomers to
the air: Suzy, Algy, and Boris. Morton Bowe, the
handsome young tenor, whose voice is familiar to many
afternoon listeners, is making his debut on a sponsored
program and presents fine interpretations of popular
ballads. Musie, sweet and hot, is presented by Tom
Dorsey’s orchestra, his voealist, blond and lovely Edythe
Wright, and Jack Leonard and the Three Esquires.
Listen to the new Raleigh-Kool Show, Monday even-
ings at 9:30, if you enjoy a really swell variety review.

Nelson Eddy, the handsome singer, after gaining
suecess as a concert and screen star, is now gaining
additional fame as the singing star of Viek's Open House
program. FEddy's glorious baritone is already familiar
to movie fans, who still remember with pleasure his
work in Naughty Marietta and Rose Marie, and his
work on his Sunday evening programs retains that same
high degree of excellence. A nation-wide concert tour
did not prevent the famous star from continuing his
broadeasts, for his orchestra and his leading lady,
Nadine Connor, a lovely young soprano and a native
of California, accompanied him on his tour. This
half-hour program, presenting two exceptionally fine
voices and excellent arrangements of operatic and clas-
sical numbers, is heard every Sunday evening at 8:00
over a nation-wide, CBS hook-up.

@
LET'S CHAT

It was no ordinary pair of spurs which Paul White-
man received from the Fort Worth Chamber of Com-
merce during his appearance there. Fashioned of
solid silver, inlaid with gold, with his monogram set in

( Please turn to page 31)



28 THE ORACLE

named. Those on this team were the four above
named. A junior varsity team was also named, made
up of Jack Bachman, Carleton Orr, John Howard, and
Richard Coffin. So, with successes behind them, we
wish these teams the best of luck in the future.

On April fifteenth, the following debaters will par-
ticipate in the annual class debates:

Freshmen
Dorothy Braidy Donald Mooers
Sophomores
John Howard Carleton Orr
Juniors
Helen Hayes Richard Coffin
Seniors

Barbara Famham Walter MeMullin

The question for debate is; Resolved, that Bangor
High School should adopt a system of supervised study
That's the line-up, and may the best team win!

®
Girls' Athletic Honor Council

With class basketball under way, we're all looking
toward the annual Basketball Banquet, to be held some
time in May. A few girls will be chosen to be taken
into the G. A. H. C. at that time, and in March fresh-
men girls will be taken in during the afternoon assem-
bly. As you know, they must possess the six required
qualities: Scholarship, Athletics, Sportsmanship, Lead-
ership, Dependability, Respect.

The following are brief explanations of the first two
requirements.

Scholarship

There are many people who have an idea that an
athlete is seldom a good student. This may be so in
some cases, but we do not believe that it is so with the
majority.

When a girl is taken into the Honor Council, she is
received on her past scholastic record, which shows that
she has received a passing grade in all of her classes. It
is expected that her athletie duties will be much greater
than before, but she is to keep up her same record in
scholarship and never to let her instructors complain of
a lack of effort on her part to do her best work. She is
not to let her other duties suffer because of her inter-
est in athleties.

Scholarship is eonsidered one of the most important
requirements of every member of this Council.

Athletics

The second requirement of the Girls’ Athletic Honor
Couneil is athletic ability.

The Honor Couneil aims not only to develop health,
strength and skill, but also to develop better intelleetual,
moral and social attitudes.

A good athlete is one who plays the game for the
game. She forgets her own individual standing and
thinks only of her team. She practices self-control
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and self-discipline, and above all, she is a good loser.

She considers the high standard of her school and
does nothing to lower that standard.

This is the type of girl the Girls’ Athletic Honor
Council is always striving to develop, and its members
are proud to think that many of the most sucecessful
graduates of the school were formerly members of this
organization.

The G. A. H. C. members who attained the highest
class average in scholarship are:

First quarter — Seniors. ............Elsie Juutilaine

URIHOIBE 0 iy Barbara Libbey
Sophomores. .. ....... Rita Johnston
Second quarter—Seniors. .. ... ... .., . Phyllis Smith
ARV e b Margaret Moulton
Sophomores. ......... Rita Johnston
®

Bangor vs. Brewer

Once more Bangor was akout to play its fastest rival
in girls’ basketball! The girls had practiced their ut-
most, to be able to come out on top at the end of the
game. The game was one we shall never forget—hoth
teams out to win, or else—. It was a fast one, and
Brewer proved an equal mateh for Bangor—even play-
ing on three courts, At one time, Bangor would be
ahead, then Brewer would again overcome her handi-
cap, and—all in all, it was practically anybody's game.
With but sixty seconds to play, the score stood a tie,
both teams desperately fizhting to get the ball to their
forwards. Then, in the last five seconds, the ball found
its way to Brewer's forwards, and before the guards
could get possession of it—=zip! and Brewer had won:
28-26. Even the defeat wasn’t too hard to take; the
game was too fast and thrilling for that let-down feel-
ing!

Referee—M. Whelpley.

The line-up:

Bangor Brewer
E. Knowles, rf Winslow, rf
A. Sawyer, If Witham, If

B. Libbey, ¢

M. Tsoulas, se

E. Chaison, rg

E. Birmingham, lg
Substitutions:

Bangor: M. Strickland for E. Knowles

A. Tyler for M. Tsoulas,

B. Savage for F. Chaison.

MeKinna for Witham

Foss for Mayo.

Montgomery, ¢
Mayo, se

J. Iield, rg

T, Chute, lg

Brewer;

Bangor vs. Alumnae
Another game packed with tense excitement! The
alumnae were out to make up for their previous defeat.
(Please turn to page 31)
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HOKUM

By Ellen Hathorn

OWDY! Howdy! and howdy . . . And how
H are all of my little children faring these days?
. . . Did you say news! Of course—news is

news anywhere! Meow! Meow!

“Danny’” West (the timid little Junior) is still peek-
ing behind doors and under chairs to find the little
darling who put gum in his curly locks. . Three cheers
—a rose and a kiss for Bud and Mr. Willis (better late
than never)—it seemed nice to sit at a game—how
'bout it gang!. . These new styles are certainly high
minded! My! My!. . .These inseparables—tsk—tsk—
Pam and Bud are as inseparable these days as pork and
beans. . .My little cherubs, have you seen that heap-
big-man-Keith's bow tie? It fairly knocks one over
. . .A diary is a nice thing, Betty, we all agree, but
not in a notebook. . .Did everyone see Janice's black
and blue nose?—cute wasn't it!. . .We miss your pep
rallies, Savage—whal knees—where is your modesty!
. . .We see Joe has a successor—Brother Paul is right
on his heels! Bravo! . Hi Chizzle Wizzles! more
power to you!. . Just to tip you half-starved readers
off—rumor has it that free lunches are served daily by
Sophomore Polly Campbell. . .Well it must be a relief
to have a license at last—risky business without one
. . .So Donnie can croon—poor girls were fairly pant-
ing in the aisles when he finished. . .Would this column
be complete if “Kelly” were not printed somewhere in
it? A few more ticket-sellers and we will all go daffy!
. . .We are hearing a lot of Johnie Burke these days—
Howdy! yep he's another Kenduskeag Avenue fan—
. . .By the way who makes the candy for the candy
sales? More walnwts and fewer shells would be some
help!. . .Guess Wassokeag is pretty nice according to
reports—more power to Cox and Tyler, Ine.! . .

We see by—shall we say—appearances? 0O, K.
that's agreed upon!—that Winchell is (By) run(ing)
around these days and another point—aren't your chil-
dren going to be lucky? Janet is going to be an Eng-
lish teacher . . . It's only a short ride to Waterville,
eh, Haddie? You must find it fascinating there! no

doubt. . .Is it just a Maine custom or is it McPheters,
Leora?. . .They say spring is coming—be brave my
lads and lassies—'cause so are exams. . .Guess what—
Currier just loves being on night duty—Dbetter go easy—
the boogy man will get you if you don’t wateh out. . .
Listen, Dinsmore didn’t you learn in history that ecow-
boys died out, or off, long ago. . Live and learn, beauti-
ful freshmen and have patience—it takes time to be-
come sweel like the Sophomores. . What is this that
we have been hearing about Freshman Hilton?. . .
Speaking of limelights—bet you didn’t know Mary
Rice is starting an orchestra! yep! (more power and
practice to their playing) they ought to wow. . .Now,
pals, seriously—we are all proud of our ex-basketkall
team, it was swell. Congrats to each and every
member of the squad. . .While we're tossing bouquets
around—better toss one to the cast of the French play—
you know fifty million Frenchmen ean’t be wrong!. . .

Well it looks as if “Ken” Brown certainly gives his
guests a ripping good time dragging them up hill and
down dale!. . .Lewis Drolet’s family is beginning to
wonder if he is living at home or tenting on French
Street—but we admit French Street has its points. . .
Louise, we are ashamed of you—not visiting Independ-
ence Hall—what on earth did you go for? (Three
guesses and the first two don't count). . .Gu(e)s(s)
everything is fine, isn’t it, Dottie? But I hear you are
Freezing a bit, tool. . .Pool seems to be taking up a lot
of your time doesn’t it, Paul? But partners mean a
lot, and anyhoo Evelyn is a cracker-jack at pool!. . .
For Heaven's Sake West is another Waterville fan—but
we don’t kFlame him either—there is talent 1n that there
town!. . Well, Freddie, a working man’s life s hard,
isn't it? oh well! cheer up! big brother stood it. . .
My goodness, Jere-Bill, so it’s a womans privilege to
change her mind. . .Margaret Cromwell is certainly
stepping out these days. We see her flying thither
and yon with a certain young man now and again.

And so, with a lump in my throat and tears in my
eyes I am saying—au revoir—toodle doo—and so long
"till next time.

®

Everything comes to him who orders hash.
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Barney Morrill: |0 Boy! Nothing can stop me! Hank Tremble is going to join a band one of these
Andy Soloby: He doesn’t know the half of it! days—undoubtedly the “Heavenly Band.”

Danny Kelly: [ never took a lesson in my life. “This is the nuts!” said the illiterate squirrel as he
Russ Bradbury: Why don’t you? dug up his winter’s supply.

v

v PPNl b 7o SR 1 - g 4 ol z i 1
Charles Roberts: Could you eall a basket caged in a Pretty rank!” remarked Major Snow as he reviewed
basketball game after the final gun, a waste basket? the cadets.

\*f
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(Continued from page 28)
and Bangor was equally determined to keep her lead.
But Bangor proved too good for her alumnae, and,
when the whistle blew, the score stood 31-22—Bangor.
Referee—M. Whelpley.

°
Bangor vs. Brewer

Despite their extensive practice, and the fact that the
girls had worked hard, Brewer dropped six too many balls
into her basket, and Bangor was defeated on a strange
court, playing two division instead of the customary
three. The score stood 38-25—Brewer. But we're
getting a rather marvelous and speedy team next year—
8o here’s to Varsity Basketball for 1938!

The line-up:

Bangor Brewer
M. Strickland, rf Winslow, rf
B. Libby, If Witham, 1f
A. Sawyer, cf Montgomery, ef
E. Birmingham, cg Chute, cg
F. Chaison, rg J. Field, rg
B. Savage, lg Mayo, lg

List, of Basketball Girls who made letters:
Adelle Sawyer, (Capt.) Barbara Bavage

Mary Strickland Frances Chaison
Evelynne Knowles Barbara Libbey

Ellen Birmingham Marie Tsoulas

Manager: Ann Tyler

Girls who made their numerals:

Dorothy Sawtelle Louise Faulkingham

Emily Rand Jere-Bill Goessling
Mary Carlisle Frances Bragg
Alice Goodwin Lola Dunivan
Helen Mehann Frances Gonyar

Beatrice Gleason
Frances Korbut
Margaret O'Connell
Ellen Hathorne

Margaret Moulton
Sylvia Striar
Nellie Drew

June Webster

Bernice Faulkingham Beryl Crosby
Bettina Blaisdell Ann Tyler
Anne Hanson Betty Wise
Virginia Simpson Janet Bullard

Class Basketball

Girls and girls and girls and girls poured out for class
basketballl All of these can't possibly make the final
squad, but it’s going to be hard to cut some of these
athletee! Speaking of girls pouring out for basketball
practice—no less than one hundred sixty freshmen
appeared in the gym Friday evening, February twenty-
sixth! Some of them are rather green, but they won't
be for long, and it's going to be doubly hard to eut
these eager and willing freshmen.
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The student coaches are:

BBRIOTE oo il s i Baata il STt s < e Emily Rand

JTROLE e s S ol T st Saar s T Al Ann Tyler

SODIROHIONON, 5 6 v v rite 7 2 oe e g oSa b Nellie Drew

Commerecial sophomores. . ...... Bernice Faulkingham

Blue freshmen. ... June Webster and Elsie Juutilaine

Red freshmen......... Mary Burke and Phyllis Smith
@

Bangor vs. Alumnae

What a game! With the alumnae at Bangor’s heels
throughout the four periods, Bangor was forced to
keep on her toes—pardon the pun. But the best the
Alumnsae eould ever do that night was a tie, Bangor
keeping her lead, though a close one, with the Alum-
nae showing the true B. H. S. spirit all too well for the
undergraduates’ comfort. When the final whistle
blew, the score stood 28-25-—Bangor. The alumnae
certainly had a fast team, considering the few prac-
tices, and the game was exciting and thrilling up ’till
the last gun shot (or last whistle).

L]

RADIO
(Continued from page 27)
diamonds, they are valued at fifteen hundred dollars
. . . Tony Martin, the handsome singer of the Burns
and Allen program, and Alice Faye, blond movie star,
are having difficulty in completing their plans to be-
come Mr. and Mrs. Alice is busy working on her next
pieture, and all of Tony's time is taken up with his
broadeasts and picture work out at Fox studios . . .
One of the writers on Joe Penner’s program is a min-
ister, the Reverend Henry Rubel, who writes songs
and gags for Joe under the pen name, Hal Raynor . . .
Colonel Roscoe Turner, famous racing aviator, is the
star of NBC’s aviation serial, Flying Time. . Jack
Benny, the player of The Bee, apparently started at
the top and worked up. Jack’s smallest salary for his
radio broadcasts was fifteen hundred dollars per week.
His present Jello series is paying him four thousand
per broadeast. . .In a reeent poll of radio editors, Helen
Jepson, the beautiful, blond singer, was voted the most
outstanding personality of the year. . . The United
Hot Clubs of Amerieca, composed of twenty thousand
swing addicts, have chosen Bunny Berrigan, trumpetist
and star of the Saturday Night Swing Session, as their
favorite instrumentalist and the most representative
exponent of the essence of Swing, thereby knocking the
props from under many famous musicians and orches-
tra leaders.
®
BOOK REVIEWS
(Continued from page 18)

not reluctantly; but later went to the battlefield again
because of a sense of duty to himself.

1t disgusted him to hear the people who were safe at
home, talking about it. As if they knew! In their
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minds they imagined that “khaki men” threw them-
selves in the way of shells that they might die for their
country. Stephen, who had been associated with every
type of soldier, knew it was rubbish. Beneath it all even
those with anthority were putting on a front to con-
ceal their emotions. There was hatred and tension
everywhere. It was all a part of that gruesome thing

called war.
1]

MOVIES
(Continued from page 23)

Come and Get It

Edna Ferber's great seller, Come and Get It, makes a
great movie story for a great actor—mamely Edward
Arnold. He is superb as Barney Glasgow, the hurly-
burly logger who rose to fame, wealth, and position by
marrying his partner’s daughter. High honors go to
Frances Farmer for a difficult double role. She por-
trays a dance hall singer, with whom Arnold falls in
love, and the singer’s daughter. Arnold and his son
(Joel MeCrea) both fall in love with the singer’s daugh-
ter. Finally young love wins out, and Arnold realizes

that he is an old man.
@

LITTLE SHOTS OF HOLLYWOOD'S BIG SHOTS

Robert Donat (remember The Thirly-Nine Steps
and Count of Monte Cristo,) is making a picture with
Marlene Dietrich. . .John Trent, star of Doctor’s Diary,
used to be an aviator. . .Movie scouts are searching
schools and colleges for hidden talent. How’s about
it all youse Garbos and Taylors?. . .Myrna Loy took
Joan Crawford’s place in Parnell, and Joan took Myrna’s
place in The Last of Mrs. Cheyney, and no hard feelings
were brought about!. . .Anita Louise is an accom-
plished harpist and Robert Taylor, a cellist (wish we
could hear them sometime! !). . Olivia de Havilland’s
younger sister is making her sereen debut under the
name of Jean Fontaine in Quality Street. . The Blon-
dell-Powell marriage is said to be Hollywood’s happiest,
but if we know Hollywood—. . .Frances Farmer is an
ex-college girl who won a trip abroad for an essay. A
movie seout discovered her on a liner—lucky gal ! . . .
lucky movie goers! . . . 'nuff said!

®

VISITING MR. McPHERSON
(Continued from page 16)
plained that one cannot be over-equipped by schooling,
but that those who have limited opportunity should
have no fears, for many brilliant journalists have
reached the heights despite all limitations.

Of course, we wanted to know how he liked Bangor.
This was his answer:

“I like Bangor very much. It is a modern city.
More importantly it has been my pleasant experience
that its people are of real substance and possessed of a
cordiality that is not artificial bt has a true ring. I
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am happy to be one of you. My greetings to all the
boys and girls of Bangor High School with the hope
that I can help to serve you.”

We thank Mr. MePherson for his kind interest and,
in turn, wish him every success,

THE FUTURE LIES AHEAD

(Continued from page 14)

meter registered twenty-five hundred dynoes per hour.
His mind wandered back to the show that he would see.
Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted by a loud voiee
that came clearly through the ear phones “Slow down;
we're bandits, and we're coming aboard.” John'’s
hand brought the lever back four notches, slowing the
ship down to 1100 D. P. H.  The voice came again,
“We're over your upper hateh. Open it. Sending a
man down. One suspicious move and we'll give you a
shot from our sun ray (“Sun ray"” was a powerful ray
that would burn to a crisp anything it touched, within
fifty dynoes). John shouted into the passengers cabin,
“Aide! Open the upper hateh. Passengers keep
calm.” He pointed at the paralysis gun hanging on the
wall. The co-pilot grabbed it and waited for orders.

As a pair of feet was seen coming down the ladder,
John went into action, His hand shoved the rocket
lever to full speed. He shouted for the co-pilot to get
the intruder, and for the aide to close the hatch, hefore
too mueh thin air got inside the ship. The co-pilot
swung the paralysis gun around and let a bolt go at the
man then half-way down the ladder. He stiffened
and crumpled in a heap at the bottom of the ladder,
paralyzed by the bolt from the powerful gun. He
would remain in that condition for twenty-four hours.
A brownish-yellow ray sliced through the air nearby,
but in a few more seconds the ship was out of range of
the deadly sun ray and traveling at three thousand
dynoes. The pirate eraft could never catch him now,
so John cut the speed down to eruising. The co-pilot
came back after removing the prisoner to a rear com-
partment. He slumped into his seat and began mop-
ping his brow with a big cloth, He glanced toward
John who just grinned, and settled back in his seat.

A few seconds later something bright caught his
eye. He looked up quickly at the center visiplate.
A giant, flaming comet was roaring toward them and
wasn’t so very far away. He slammed the rocket lever
to full speed again. Then he discovered that the comet
was bearing to the right. His left hand worked the
steering rod feverishly, and the ship changed its course.
Suddenly the comet was bearing to the left. The
words formed on John's lips, “It’s laying a zigzag
course.”” The co-pilot’s eyes were glued to the visi-
plate, and he was glued to his seat. John couldn’t
tell where the thing would go next, so he did the only
thing he ecould do. He tried to out-run the comet. He
sent the hexogolet into a dive. Slowly they pulled
away from it; and as the distance inereased, he noticed
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in the visiplate that a myriad of one, two, and three
ton meteors were following the great comet. There
were some really big ones, too, weighing perhaps from
thirty to thirty-five tons, John shouted to the co-pilot,
“Boy, if we get out of this, you'll have something to
mop your brow about.” He moved the steering rod a
little, and the ship swerved out of the dive and turned
once more in the direction of Mars. They had already
lost & lot of time and distance, and they weren’t out, of
danger yet, He’d have to go some to get outside this
area before some of those meteors eame pouring down
upon them. A moment later he was quite sure they
would make it, sinee they were almost outside the zone
now. The great comet had gone roaring by far behind
the ship, and the meteors were sizzling by rather closely
now. Just as he was about to eall out that they were
all safe, a big meteor of about forty tons went sailing
past the tail of the ship. Almost before they realized
it, they were being earried backwards.

“It’s magnetie,” shouted John. He turned off the
rockets, and the hexogolet was carried after the blazing
star. John cursed under his breath and smashed his
fist against the rocket lever. The lever jumped up
half way, and the ship lurched forward and then settled
back. A light of hope jumped into John's eyes. He
turned off the rockets again, If he could do it fast
enough, it might work. They had already been car-
ried three thousand dynoes out of the way. John
shoved the lever to full speed, and then off again, and
then full speed again, back and forth; back and forth.
The ship would leap ahead and then before it could
settle back again, it would leap forth once more, In
this way they were moving foot by foot out of the mag-
netized area of this huge meteor. The leaps and bounds
seemed to be carrying them further now, so John shoved
it once more fo full speed and left it there. With a
bound the hexogolet broke out of the meteor’s electri-
fied atmosphere.

John kept the speed at three thousand all the rest of
the way. When he got near enough to Mars for the
visiplate to turn off, he cut the speed to eight hundred,
Almost at onee he sighted Mayan, the city where they
were to land. A large steel pole protruded from the
conerete floor of the bowl. It was five feet in diameter
at the base and two feet at the top where a huge ball of
magnetic steel rested. When John's hexogolet was a
few hundred feet from the pole, he turned off his rockets
and snapped a button in the instrument panel. . .
Two rockets fired out from the front of the ship, and
slowed it down to almost a complete stop. If it hadn’t
been for the great speed at which the ship had been
traveling, these two rockets would have thrown it into
reverse, but in this case they only acted as a brake. So
completely did the ship stop that it would have fallen
to the paving below had it not been for the magnet on
the top of the pole. It began to draw the ship's nose
towards it. When the nose touched the steel there was
an audible click and the hexogolet was stuck fast.
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Shortly afterwards the pole began to deseend into
the cement. When the bottom of the rocket ship fin-
ally rested on the concrete of the bowl, the pole stopped
its descent. The eleetricity that magnetized the steel
ball was turned off, the pole disappeared into the floor
and a cement slab slid into place over the opening.
The air locks and hatehes were opened and the people
poured out. John took off the earphones, and the co-
pilot turned off the supply of oxygen. John looked at
the time. He was only three minutes late on his run
in spite of the time and distance lost. He stepped
down into the vacated passengers’ cabin and made his
way down the aisle towards the open hateh near the
end of the ship. When he stepped down from the
hexogolet, he was greatly surprised at having a hundred
or 80 of his passengers gather around him and heap
praises and questions upon him. “Weren't you afraid
when the bandits shot the ray at us?”’ “How did you
dare to come through that shower of meteors, I would
have turned back.” “So would I. You sure had a lot
of nerve.” [te.

“Wait. Wait,” shouted John. His face broadened
into a grin. “I ean't answer all those things, so I’ll
just say this. The pirates had me worried for awhile,
and 1 took a long chance of not being hit by that sun
ray, and the meteors took a lot out of me—nearly
broke my ecourage, but there’s something worse than
all that. 1 was very much afraid at one time, that I
might miss that wonderful picture showing at the Em-
pire.””  With that he walked aeross the bowl, and one
hundred mouths stood agape as John Gilmore's broad
back disappeared through the door to the locker rooms.

TWO-PARTY LINE
(Continued from page 12)
jump at a chance like this, and I haven’t the time to
wait for a flighty girl to decide where she wants to
dance tonight. Call Florence Weyman—3039. She’s
next in the list, and as I said before the story’s got to
break tonight. If she's not at home call—well, here’s
the list of the others in order of our selection. Get one

of them and that one immediately.”
» " * * & &

Mim flung her book disgustedly to the other side of
the room and started to pace the floor in short nervous
steps.  One staceato ring cut sharply through the air.
The eolor rushed to her face in mottled spots as she
pounced on the telephone and managed to whisper a
hoarse “hello."”

Good Lord, what was she thinking of? This affair
had her so wrought up she was answering Mrs. Mul-
laney’s grocery man.  With a meek murmur of regret
for having mistaken her party ring, she carefully re-
placed the receiver in its eradle. She musin't go to
pieces, like this! After all, did it mean so much?
She had her youth and her health. And Nurse Burke
said with another year’s work at the hospital she could
easily fill a permanent position as a member of the
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staff, with advancement, a nice juicy plum to be
plucked by the worthy. Worthy—why anyone was
worthy after plugging for three long years under
Superintendent Linscott. She glanced uneasily at her
wrist-watch, four-thirty and the doctor had promised to
call at three. With the bubble of hope slowly deflating,
she set the deadline for five o’clock and continued to
pace the room like a hungry panther. The large hand
was definitely resting on twelve, and there was no
question but that the small one pointed deliberately at
five, Well, it was ward duty for another year after
all, and Mim picked up the receiver to tell Nurse Burke
to expeet her to report on duty early Monday morning,

“Y'know, Maizie—when he said that, I could a’
slapped his face but I always said you gotta take those
college guys just a Z

With a siek feeling of disgust slowly developing in
the pit of her stomach, Mim halted Maizie’s ready
flow of timely tips on men with an exasperated slam
of the receiver, causing her to remark to her four dis-
interested walls, “There’s nothing as maddening as a
two-party line,”

cir

OLD STAND-BY
(Continued from page 9)
entered the room. “Connie Barclay! Wherever did
you come from! ’Lo Fred.” Billie nodded to him
briefly and turned her attention back to Connie.

“Faster vacation, darling,” answered Connie in
her most. New-Yorkish manner. “I had some rather
stifil Regents last week so I think I deserve a vaeation.
Honestly, since living in New York, I wonder how I
ever stood living in a place like Boxton.”

“l guess you know everyone here except Stephen
Mitchell,” interposed Sally quickly, as she saw an
opening.

After the proper introductions, it was suggested that
they go on a seavenger hunt. There were four availa-
ble ears, but Stephen with his slightly superior air had
not impressed the erowd of young people very favora-
bly, and no one seemed anxious to go with him and
Billie in his large, high-powered ecar. Neither were
they anxious to go with I'red and Connie, knowing
Connie as well as they did. It was presently decided
that Fred and Connie go in his car. (His father had
allowed him the family car for the rest of the evening.)
Stephen and Billie were to go alone. There were to be
two couples each in the other two cars.

As they started out Billie felt a sense of loneliness
creeping over her. She began a conversation with
Stephen, determined to carry on till the end of the
evening. All went well. It was a beautiful, clear,
gpring evening. The night air was a trifle biting as
it blew against Billie's face, but she revelled in it.

“Let's see,” said Billie thoughtfully after they’'d col-
lected various things and put them in a small box on
the car floor. “The last thing on the list is a fresh egg
right from a farm., Now where on earth can we get
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one at this time of night!”

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” answered Stephen
lazily. “Personally, I'd just as soon give up now as
later.”

“Oh, I know just the place!” exclaimed Billie. “About
four miles from here, Black’s farm. We go out there
quite often, Turn off at your first right up here,”
and she indicated a dirt road which led off from the
highway they were on.

They had gone perhaps two miles when Stephen
suddenly drew up to the side of the road and stopped
the ecar,

Meanwhile Fred and Connie had gotten the required
articles—that is, all but the fresh egg right from a farm.
Immediately Fred thought of Black's farm. He and
Billie had gone out to Blaek's ever since their child-
hood, and it was like a second home to both of them,
The thought of Billie with Stephen made Fred’s blood
boil. He knew that Billie, too, would head immediately
for Black’s farm to get her fresh egg, and Fred determ-
ined to keep as elose as possible to Stephen’s high-pow-
ered automobile, For the most part, he managed to
keep just three or four minutes behind them.

Just as Connie was saying to Ired in a sweet voice

“T love going fast like this with you, Fred”— Stephen
was saying to Billie, “‘Gee, but you're a eute little trick,
Billie. I could go for you in a big way,”

Billie eased ecarefully over into the corner of the
seat, As easually as possible she suggested that per-
haps they’d better go back without bothering to com-
plete their list. Inwardly she prayed for Fred, for
Sally, for Fred, for just anyone at all. “Oh, Fred,
I'll never treat you so mean again,” she promised fer-
vently under her breath.

Meanwhile the Caldwell family car was making
good time over the country road. Fred was certain
that he was on the right track. There was no doubt
in his mind. In another minute he was rewarded.
He'd caught sight of the large car at the side of the
road. Fred tooted the horn in a loud tatoo. Billie
recognized the horn, and as the Caldwell ear rounded
the bend in the road, she touched the ear’s horn and
beat an answering tatoo.

Fred drew up beside the car.
Billie?”

“Yes I am,” she responded quickly (dear old Fred,
to give her such a nice opening), “Do you mind if I
ride back with yvou?"”

“Not a bit. It might be better.”

“Tell you what,” ecalled Connie, “I'll trade with
you. That is if Stephen and Fred are willing. I'd
love to ride in that beautiful, big car. I could ride
back with Stephen, and you with Fred, if they don’t
mind."

Both Fred and Billie agreed quickly, almost too
quickly. The exchange was made, and Stephen’s
expensive ear shot off into the darkness towards Box-
ton. Slowly and quietly Fred and Billie rode back to
town. They talked very little. At last Billie said,
“I'm—1I"m awfully sorry that I forgot about our date
tonight, Fred.”

“Aw, skip it,”" advised Fred. “I'msorry I got mad,
too. But gee, that lily-faced Stephen Mitehell—I
hated to see you with him!”

“It, surely was an April Fool on me,” laughed Billie.
“Honestly, Fred, he's not much fun.”

“Better stick on safe ground next time,"” said Fred.
Billie's happy glance at I'red was eloquent,

“Aren’'t you cold,
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