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Fruit, Ice Cream, Confectionery
A Complete Line of Fancy Groceries

Open Evenings Telephone 2185-X
POV ICOUTPUCIPPeeewee S & 04

-

A Smart Brogue High Shoe
SCOTCH GRAIN

$14.40
Style with Comfort

Brogues are the choice of men who
demand style and insist upon comfort

A O YATES SHOE CO.
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# IBSON MANDOLIN SCHOOL
D. L. CARVER

Teacher and Agent

All B. H. S. students owning frett=d instruments or interest-
ed in same are invited to join the club

room 10, Merchants Bank Building
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Agent for i

GIBSON MANDOLIN and ALL FRETTED INSTRUMENTS

These Instruments are the best on earth and the only make that improves with use
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GRAPHIC THEATRE

} Club meets Friday evenings at 8 o’clock, 25 Broad Street,
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The Home of
the Best in the
Motion Picture World

:
ALWAYS A GOOD SHOW ’
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THE NEW YORK DYNDICATE

118 MAIN STREET, BANGOR, MAINE
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Palace of Sweets Co.

HOME MADE CANDIES
ICE CREAM
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N. H. Bragg & Sons

PLUMBERS
IRON AND
and STEEL

STEAM § HEAVY HARDWARE

FITTERS GARAGE SUPPLIES

74=78 Broad St. B » Me.
BANGOR, MAINE i e
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The kind they like to see—
We Make Class Pictures

PERRY STUDIO

Phone Connection Bangor, Maine

L 32
A Portrait by Perry Studio
The kind you like to show your friends

Branches at Pittsfield and Old Town Phone Connection i
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This is a Neighborhood Store f

DON'T GO BY-COME BUY

The Corner Grocery
Tel. 1160 C. F. WINCHESTER 183 Park st.
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i Matinee, 2.15 Evenings at 7.45
i High Class Vaudeville
; and Photoplays

v

POPULAR PRICES
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PARK THEATRE

Continuous from I antil 10.30 p. m.

The Greatest Stars in the
World’s Best Photoplay Productions
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H. L. Wheelden Co.

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES AND
HOUSE WIRING

Apex and Universal Vacuum Cleaners
Eden Washing Machine
Mermaid Dish Washer
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Hot Point and Universal Irons

Portables Room Heaters

NATIONAL MAZDA LAMPS
BEST QUALITY PRODUCTS ALWAYS
All Standard High Grade Goods

93 Central St.,, Bangor, Me.
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DIEGES & CLUST I

(““If we made it, it’s right.””)

MANUFACTURING
SPECIALTY JEWELERS

e

Class Rings

Class Pins
Medals

ofe

73 TREMONT STREET

BOSTON, 9 MASS.

G. SHAW

Bells and Xylophone Soloist

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

Tel. 914-M
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School Barber Shop

Everthing Found in an
Up-=to=date Shop

e

104 Harlow Street
GEO. N. WHITE, Proprietor

} FRANCIS
| School Ba
i

ONE _DRICE AT

E@mﬁs

Our abundant stocks offer substantial help
in getting the wardrobe ready for spring.
Suits, Coats, Blouses,
Skirts, Dresses
And All Dress Accessories

Aside from beuuty and quality each is a
revelation in “‘back-to-normal’’ pricing
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PLANNING AHEAD—

Are your plans for the future dependent upon
SAVE WITH financial means ?

WEU|S=AY You are perhaps planning to go to College, to
enter business or to undertake other things that
4% will require money.

ClI]':l.II.'IIElEEISIED The best time to start saving is NOW. Give :

QUARTERLY the bank book a place witi your school books and
you will tind the rewards correspondingly great.

MERRILL TRUST COMPANY
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C. WINFIELD RICHMOND

PIANIST AND TEACHER
Pupil of Philipp, (Paris): Joseify, (New York)
—TWENTIETH SEASON, SEPTEMBER 12, 1921——
Played at Institute of France by Invitation of Widor, 1020
Studio in the Pearl Building—Entire Top Floor
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‘“ Banking Beginners”’

Probably many of the readers of the “ Oracle” already have savings or
checking accounts with us. At any rate, we number a great many young
people among our-customers.

There are good reasons for this. Young people like to do business with
abank which tries to assist them in every practicable way in their financial
affairs. Friendly co-operation and a thorough understanding of the prob-
lems, perplexities and requirements of ‘ banking beginners”—young men
and women about to start in business—will be found at this bank.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

MEMBER
FEDERAL RESERVE
SYSTEM

Bangor Maine
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While as a rule, if one is able to speak
the English language correctly, he is doubly
Better able to write it correctly, on the
English in other hand, any poor choice of
Written words or slight mistake in sen-
Work tence structure is doubly sure of
being ‘detected. Written or printed matter
remains in a condition to be referred to or
examined long after that of the tongue has
passed out of existence. Consequently, one
can never be too careful in his selection of
words or method of expressing himself,
however trivial the published article.

When a piece is well and carefully writ-
ten the words glide one after another with-
out jar or harshness. The ear is pleased
and there is nothing to prevent the mind
grasping the subject or thought under con-
sideration. The first step is to collect every

““ They Build Too Low Who Build Beneath the Stars.”

possible detail concerning the subject
treated. Then present the facts in a man-
ner suited to your own mental calibre and
that of the prospective readers. It must be
clear, simple and direct in order to carry
effectively to the greatest number of people.

When a wholesale or retail merchant at-
tempts to sell to the public a certain article

that merchant explains very

Selling " : = : .
carefully in an interesting way

Your Ca- : I . AT
sifiti the characteristics, the advan
o ® tages and the price of that ar-

ticle. Such is salesmanship in business.
Salesmanship cannot be productive unless
it is fully supported by the house it rep-
resents in the way of advertising. In other
words advertising is one of the most im-
portant parts in the backbone of salesman~
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ship. To go still further a merchant in
order to sell goods must use paying sales-
manship backed by advertising.

These above statements are found true
not only in business but also in regard to
ourselves, for it is a foregone conclusion
that we must sell our talents to the world
eventually. Before a boy or girl starts out
to face the world and to assume the re-
sponsibilities which will surely be met,
sometimes gladly and sometimes unwill-
ingly, he must be prepared to venture forth.
He must have a high school education to
say the least, for one of the first questions
the world asks concerns one’s education.
This is the place where advertising comes
into one's life. Education is the best ad-
vertisement a boy or girl can obtain to back
his or her own salesmanship. For a boy
or girl to graduate from high school and
then call his education completed may be
compared to a business man who expends
only half what he should for advertising.
To advertise extensively and to go to col-
lege have a similar result for the business
man and the ambitious boy or girl. The
latter must have educational backing in this
world before anyone will notice him or be-
fore he can sell his characteristics for their
full value. Ever since the beginning of
human events everyone’s goal has been suc-
cess and everyone's desire is to trim the
other fellow to it. Man has not changed in
this respect. There is still the same desire
and goal that there was long before the
days of the Roman Empire. Therefore,
everyone should, after the completion of his
high school course, go to college, so that
at the end of the best four years of his life
he will be able to face the business world
and sell his ideas without the usual diffi-
culty which a non-college graduate has to
employ ; for he has already been advertised
for four years. A college education is thus
one of the best stepping-stones to success.

H. N.

The most atrocious spelling of words in

ordinary use is a very common occurrence.

Civil Service examinations show
Why Not 15t 85 per cent. of the candi-
Better dates fail in this one subject.
Spelling? Probably nothing weakens our
confidence in another’s ability so much as
the discovery of his inability to spell cor-
rectly—yet perhaps nothing is more com-
mon. While it is considered a disgrace not
to be able to spell correctly the words one
uses, at the same time little credit is given
to a good speller because it is one of the
things that are demanded of every one.
Good spelling is even more essential than
good writing. When one is uncertain of
the spelling of a word there is always the
possibility of “letting it slide” or the alter-
native of consulting a dictionary. Why
not form the latter habit? It is but very
little more work, and just imagine the dif-
ference in your results!

Every school in the country should have
and probably almost every school has a
The Need school song. Bangor High

of a New school has one, a good one but
School old, written before the war, in
Song 1912, and the students have

ceased to sing it. There are several mem-
bers of our school who are well able and
ready to cooperate with someone either to
write the words or compose the music of a
new song. This ought to be done and done
at once, so that at the beginning of next
year Bangor High’s entering class may
learn a school song that will make them re-
alize the spirit of which Bangor High is
so famous. Not only for this reason is a
new song needed but for the need of having
some song which the school can sing at the
athletic contests. Furthermore, at the ral-
lies held throughout the year and at the
regular weekly singing periods to come, op-
portunities will be given when we will wish
that a suitable school song was available.
It is to be hoped that every student who
possesses either musical or poetical talent
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will make an early attempt to write such a
song.

The question may have arisen in the
minds of the readers just what kind of a
song the writer thinks suited for a school of
such great achievements and high ideals as
ours. A school song must be representa-
tive of the school which it lauds, therefore
let the song be full of life, ambition and en-
terprise; let it be written in march form,
with a tuneful melody so that it will linger
long in the minds and hearts of the school's
graduates; let the words of the song be
colorful, worthy of the school and abound-
ing in the ginger and pep of which Bangor
High is famous. The time is ripe; where
is the poet? !

H. N.

BETTER ENGLISH.
“Away With Haste!”

“Away | away with haste! and away with
careiessness, its nearest bosom friend!”
should be the motto of every student and
every writer aspiring to excel in English.
It is a solemn fact that literature, as noth-
ing else, calls forth the best that is in the
character of the author to make the pro-
duction profitable and lasting. The stu-
dent that proves his theorems with the
hasty proof, “It stands to reason,” or
guesses at the significance of a Latin sen-
tence by a hasty glance at its exterior, or
discharges any task with the careless asser-
tion, “That’s good enough,” will likely con-
ceive the idea that English composition is
merely the assembling of words; but alas,
his disappointment when he finds that his
composition can neither be heard nor read
with pleasure or profit! Hardly could such
a man as Dr. Samuel Johnson produce a
work of any duration when writing under
the severe pressure of debt, or striving to
fill an almost expired contract; nor could
Thomas Babington Macauley give to his
work the greatest worth of his genius until

he was willing to analyze almost every
phrase of his composition. Therefore, it is
absolutely safe to assert that every prospec-
tive writer or speaker of English literary
composition must overcome any propensity
for haste and thereby rid himself of care-
lessness.

Haste, too, is an enemy to the vision
which every writer must possess. Even as
the great Master-builder saw the end of all
things from the beginning, so the author
must picture to himself the completion of
his work even before he assumes his task.
The mind that is actuated by haste cannot
possess this vision, neither can it create new
things or lend art to the old. One of the
great evils of our age is that the young do
not allow themselves time to think. That,
too, is the reason why many of the greatest
men of today are the men who came from
the country districts where they have had
time to meditate upon the worth while
things of life, where they have had time to
think for themselves. Perhaps, too, it was
because of those early years spent in the
quiet Stratford-on-Avon that Shakespeare
was able to give to his stormiest drama the
pleasing background of nature and portray
its characters true to life. He possessed
that vision that was capable of picturing
things as they ought to be.

Thus, those who have succeeded in the
literary life are those who have been
thoughtful and careful in youth, It was
out of that deep consciousness of duty and
honesty to others, nourished in youth in
that wilderness home, that Abraham Lin-
coln was able to give to the world that
wonderful gem, “The Gettysburg Speech.”
It was Longfellow, who in youth, loved to
list to the whispering murmur of the
Deering Wood and list in the moonlight
to the rippling of the water under Tukey’s
bridge, who was able to weave out of the
material which another had condemned as
worthless, the wonderful tale of “Evan-
geline.” It was Washington Irving, whose
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boyhood propensity led him to explore
strange places and things and to meditate
upon anything unusual, who was able to
delineate the beauty of nature and the fas-
cination of historic art. It was he who was
able to give birth and character to pure
American literature.

Then, too, only those who have been
thoughtful of their theme and faithful to
their task have given to the world a lasting
work. Virgil, the famous poet, was un-
willing that his great “Aeneid” should ever
appear, when he realized that death was
about to deny him the time to revise it.
John Bunyan, in the isolation of his prison
cell, was able, only by searching beyond the
material world, to picture so vividly the
reality of the spiritual life in his ever
famous “Pilgrim’s Progress.” The writer
then must be, willing to read, as Macauley
has expresed it, “twenty books to write
one.”

In conclusion ,since literature is not the
traffic or production of a day nor the work
of a single genius but rather the inheritance
of the rich experiences of ages and the be-
queathing of that inheritance to the gen-
erations to come, it demands the best that
is in human character to give. It demands,
as Henry Van Dyke has said, four ele-
ments: First, “an original impulse”; sec-
ond, “a first hand study of the subject and
material”; third, “a patient, joyful, un-
sparing labor for the perfection of form;”
and lastly, “a human aim,—to cheer, con-

sole, purify, or ennoble the life of the peo-
ple. Without this aim literature has never
sent an arrow close to the mark.”

—By LeRoy A. Campbell, "21.

TEACHERS’ COLUMN.
By M. C. R.

Who cares what the teachers are doing?
The Oracle declares that it does, so let us
see what we can find of interest—"if any,”
as the examination papers say.

Where did the teachers spend Easter
vdcation? Those women with domestic
ties did what other women do in the spring;
put into violent and, let us hope efficient,
agitation, broom, vacuum cleaner, dishcloth
and other offensive weapons against the
great enemy, dirt.

Miss Hope Buxton visited Leland Pow-
ers’ School of Expression.

Miss Bernice Dunning and Miss Irene
Cousins visited Portland.

Miss Utecht went to Topsham, Miss
Skinner to Houlton.

Mr. Willard Eaton visited Augusta,
where he observed the legislature in action.

Miss Floyd spent her vacation at her
home in Laconia, N. H.

Miss Sweetser was in Yarmouth.

Miss Roseland in Auburn.

Mr. Proctor passed the vacation in town,
engaged in the pleasant occupation of mov-
ing from French street to Pine.

Miss Parker spent her vacation in Bel-
fast (Maine).




“A Man May Have Knowledge Without Having Wisdom."

THE RACE OF THE YANKEE FLYER
By Wade White,

ELL, this certainly looks good,”

said my chum, George Springer,

as he handed me the newspaper

that he had been reading. This

is what he pointed out to me:—
NOTICE.

“There will be a free for all road auto
race between this city and Spartans-
burg on July 20. All wishing to enter
cars will see J. M. Maxwell, Room 524,
Traders’ Bank Bldg. All entries must
be made before 12 o’clock, noon, of
July 107
After I had read the notice George said,

“Think we would have any chance?”

“I don't know,” I replied, “but we can
oy

George and I had constructed a racing
car according to our own ideas and, al-
though we had won several short races, we
had not had a chance as yet to take part in
any long race. This car we had named
“Yankee Flyer,” The “Flyer” was heavy
for a racing car but the extra weight was
offset by scientific streamlining and the ab-
sence of all fenders and other wind-resist-
ing parts that could be done away with,
Also the engine was of a very speedy and
powerful design.

The next day George and 1 went down
town to see Mr. Maxwell about entering
our car for the race. After filling out sey-
eral cards with the necessary information,
Mr. Maxwell told us briefly what the rules

of the race would be, stating that a full set
of the rules would be sent to us later with
our position at the start.

George and I then went home and began
to go over and adjust the various parts of
the mechanism. We also practiced a good
deal at changing tires, finally getting so we
could change a tire in forty-five seconds.
We carried four spare tires, each mounted
on a complete wheel and ready to mount
on the axle at a second’s notice.

After getting the engine adjusted we
made several runs into the country to test
the engine and to discover any minor ad-
justments that needed to be made. Finally
the engine was working as nearly perfect
as possible.

At last the morning of the 19th arrived.
We spent the forenoon and about half the
afternoon going over the motor and brakes
for the last time. About three o'clock we
went to bed to get some sleep before start-
ing, for the race started at midnight of the
nineteenth of July. Getting up at about
ten o’clock, we ate a hearty lunch and, af-
ter filling a thermos bottle with hot coffee,
we were ready to start.

We went out to the garage and got int0o
the car. I pushed the self-starter but the
engine after a few attempts to go stopped
dead. Hastily piling out, we commence
to work over the motor. We soon found
that the trouble was with the automatiC
gasoline pump on the dashboard. This, a8
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nearly as we could tell, had been tampered
with while we were asleep for we certainly
had left the engine in perfect order. It
took a long time to get the pump working
again, but finally when we started the en-
gine she ran smoothly.

George, who was at the wheel, threw the
“Flyer” into gear and we started. “Four
miles and only ten minutes left to do it in!”
shouted George as we shot along the road.
Believe me, we did not stop to see whether
the signs said the speed limit was six or
sixty miles per hour; anyway, I guess our
speedometer was registering nearer sixty
miles per hour than it was six. We arrived
on time and had two minutes to spare.

We had drawn the number two, which
meant we should be the second to start.
We moved up into position and waited for
the signal to be given. Although it was
nearly midnight, there was a big crowd out
to see us start. The square from where
we were to start, was crowded and the
streets that we were to follow, each had
their quota of watchers.

At just twelve o’clock the pistol cracked
and the first car shot into the darkness. 1
then moved up to the starting line. Ninety
seconds later the pistol cracked again and I
threw the “Flyer” into gear. We were off!
George, who had given me the place at the
wheel when we got to the starting place,—
for I was to drive during the race,—was
now swinging the spotlight from side to
side to make sure that no one was attempt-
ing to cross the street. From time to time
he would also work the hand oil pump to
help out the flow of oil through the engine.

I took about ten minutes to work the
speed up to the full ninety miles per hour,
in order that I might not heat the engine
up too quickly. After that we kept as
nearly as possible to that speed. We
reached the first station at about two
o'clock. Here we filled our gas tanks and,
after registering the time of our arrival, we
started out again. We were just two min-

utes later than the leading car in leaving
this station.

From then on the ground became a little
more hilly and sometimes on a stretch of
good straight road we could see the lights
of the “Ghost,” as the leading car was
named. Around four o’clock, we stopped
at the second station. After filling our
tanks we started on, now only one and a
half minutes behind the “Ghost.”

After four o’clock it commenced to grow
lighter. About five o’clock, one of the rear
tires blew out, causing a delay of fifty-five
seconds. From then on we commenced to
see groups of people, at about every house,
that had come out to watch us pass. At
six o'clock we passed through the third
station. FHere we found that we had not
lost any time on the “Ghost,” for they were
still one and one-half minutes in the lead.

From then on the groups of watchers in-
creased, and, at one place I caught a
glimpse of a man turning the handle of a
movie camera. I guess there was no lack
of motion in those films. Twenty-five miles
from the third station I passed the “Ghost”
in the ditch with engine trouble. I slowed
down a trifle and sounded my siren-in pass-
ing them while George shouted “What's
the matter? Tired?” The driver looked
up and scowled at us. Later, we found
that he was the person who had tried to dis-
able the “Flyer” and keep us out of the
race; also we discovered later that he had
put a handful of sand into our gas tank,
thinking that if we did succeed in repairing
the dash pump, the sand would flow into
the carbureter and thus choke that delicate
piece of mechanism. This accident was
prevented by a conical shaped filter that we
had soldered over the outlet of our gas tank.

We had gone barely ten miles more when
we were forced to take to the ditch on ac-
count of engine trouble ourselves. We had
very little trouble locating and repairing
this, for it was only a wire that had rattled
loose and caused one cylinder to go on a
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strike. It took barely two minutes to re-
pair this and so no cars passed us.

About eight thirty-five we passed
through the last station, the “Ghost” com-
ing in just as we commenced to pick up
speed for the last lap of the race. This last
lap was hardest of all for there were more
hills to climb than we had climbed in all the
rest of the race. But, finally, about 11
o'clock, we reached the city limits. Even
then we did not slacken speed for every-
thing was cleared out of our way along the
streets that we were to follow. We crossed
the finish line at exactly eleven eleven

o’clock A. M.—just eleven hours and ten
minutes after leaving the home town, or, as
we reckoned it later, just ten hours and
fifty-five minutes of actual running time.

Oh boy, didn't we feel proud when the
newspapers published an account of the
race on the front page of their sporting sec-
tion, together with the picture of the “Yan-
kee Flyer” with George and me sitting in
her! And what suited us better still, the
movie man who had been filming the race,
engaged the “Flyer” for a series of pictures
he was taking, and hired George and me to
run her,

ENLISTS

WILLIE

By Pearl Graffam.

Scene 1.

The Living Room of the Ashby Home.

Enter Mr. Ashby and William, the
twelve-year-old son. Mr. Ashby seats him-
self by the table and opens the evening
paper while William slouches down in the
big armchair by the fire.

W.—Gee, 1 ain’t going to study tonight.
I'm going to the movies with Dick. (Rises
and starts back out of the room).

Mr. A—William !

W.—Yes?

Mr. A—Have you prepared your lessons
for tomorrow?

W.—Not yet. T'll get 'em when I git
back. All I've got is English and Latin.

Mr. A—I think you had better not go
out this evening, William. Remember
your studies must come first.

W.—Am jiminy, how can a feller study a
night like this? Latin’s no good anyway,
and I can talk English without learning.

Mr. A—Those are two of the most im-
portant subjects you can study in high
school, In fact, I think English IS the
most important. And if you study hard
now in your freshman year you will always
be thankful for it.

W.—By gum, I don’t see it. What'’s the
use of making a feller study ALL the time?

Can’t he never have no fun?

Mr. A—When you get out into the world
among other men you will be judged by
your English. You may get into some
position, where you would give everything
just to be able to speak your own language
correctly.

W.—Aw, well, I'll git 'em when I come
home.

(Mr. A. rises and lays down his paper).

Mr. A—William, you will prepare your
lessons BEFORE you go out,

W. (returning)—Jumpin’ fish-hooks!
There ain’t no sense in studyin’ English nor
Latin, neither. It don’t do a bit of good.

Mr. A.—Some day you may see the good
of it. (Starts to leave the room).

W. (throwing himself into armchair
again)—>Sufferin’ cats! You'd never let 2
feller do what he wanted to.

Mr. A.—Did you speak, William?

W.—Naw.

(Exit Mr. A.)
Scene 11,

A part of the battlefield in Grammarland.
Enter Generalissimo I, with General Verb
and Colonel Noun. Messengers, recruiting
officers, etc.

I—How is the battle progressing on the
western front?
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G, V.—Very slowly, when 1 left. Good
English seems to be making very little
headway in the New World.

(Enter William unnoticed by officers).

C. N—Our forces are holding their own.
It is possible that we could gain a victory
within the next few centuries if we only
had more men.

W. (aside)—Say, I guess I'll enlist!

(Enter Interjection with a message).

I—What is the report?

Int—The double superlatives have been
put to flight but our army has been cut to
pieces. The double negatives are still re-
sisting our efforts. Men are needed.

I—Go back and say that 1 will send in
fresh troops immediately.

' (Exit Interjection).

W. (rushing up to recruiting officer)—
Do you need recruits?

R. O—We are in great need of them.
Would you care to enlist?

W.—Yes, sir.

R. O.—Have you had any experience?

W.—No, sir.

R. O.—Then under ordinary -circum-
stances you would have to begin at the be-
ginning as an Interjection. However, just
now we are in great need of a preposition
to govern that phrase yonder, and if you
think you can fulfill the duties of a preposi-
tion you may have the place.

W.—Oh, yes, sir ,I think I can do it
What do I have to do?

R. O.—Arrange you men and get ready to
advance. We shall advance upon the en-
emy in anapestic trimeter formation, and
your phrase must be in its place in the sec-
ond stanza all ready for the march in two
hours,

W.—Yes, sir.

(Exit R. O.)

W. (aside)—Now, what in time am I
going to do? Here's a noun, three ad-
jectives, an article, a preposition, another
noun, another article, and a conjunction.

Whew |

G. V. (stepping up)—Drill your men for
half an hour so they will fall into their
places readily. They are all out of order
now.

W.—Yes, sir.

(Exit G, V. and C. N.)

W. (aside)—Well, I'm the boss of this
phrase. Let me see. This is some mixup.
Where do these adjectives belong? And
what on earth is anapestic trimeter forma-
tion?

(Enter another preposition).

Say, what am 1 going to do with these
adjectives and this extra prepostion?

Prep.—That means, of course, that you
will have to make two phrases and put one
in the rear rank. And you will have to
hurry. Your stanza advances upon the
plural subjects with singular predicates.
They have a strong army and your phrase -
must be well prepared for the attack. Ana-
pestic trimeter formation, remember,

(Exit Prep.)

W.—I only wish I knew what that was.
(Rearranges his men and gets the ad-
jectives and the conjunction in the wrong
places). There, that looks better.

(Enter General Verb, Colonel Noun, and
Recruiting Officers).

G. V.—What, aren’t you in place yet?
The first stanza is waiting for you. And
what have you done to your phrase? This
is not grammatical order. Evidently you
know nothing at all about English.

W.—I'm sorry, sir. Will you please tell
me what anapestic trimeter formation is?
I ain’t much good at that.

C. N.—A traitor! He knows the rebel’s
password, “ain’t.”” A traitor! )

G. V.—Yes, a loyal subject of incorrect
English. He must be hanged.

(Enter hastily Verbs, Nouns, Adverbs,
Conjunctions, Adjectives, Pronouns, etc.

C. N—Yes, hang him. He would betray
us to the enemy.

W.—Leave me alone.

C. N—"Ain’t no."

I ain't no traitor.
Double negatives,
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He's a traitor all right.

All—Get rid of him now. Put him to
death. Hang him!
(Parts of speech gather in a crowd

around William, Interjection enters with
a rope).

W. (struggling)—Let go o’ me,

G. V.—All traitors must be hanged.

(Exit all, William struggling but
firmly by parts of speech).

Scene I11.
The Living Room of the Ashby Home.

Mr. A. (shaking William)—Aren't you

held

coming to bed, William?

W.—Leave me be. [ ain’t no traitor.

Mr. A. (shaking him again)—William,
wake up. It's eleven o’clock.

W. (waking)—Oh!

Mr. A—If you've prepared your lessons
come to bed.

W.—No, I ain’t—er—I mean—I have not
prepared them yet,

Mr. A.—Well, are you going to study?

W.—1 guess I'll get my English. 1
ain’'t—er—am not going to let that go
again.

HIS ENEMIES LIKED HIM
By D. A. Ryder, '23.

JURING the last year of Lincoln’s
life he was clothed with absolute
power. No European monarch
ever equaled him. Yet he never
abused that power save on the
side of mercy.

They used to tell about this story of his
manner of handling his cabinet during his
last days. He would come into the room
late in the morning, his cabinet officers all
seated waiting for him. He would assume
a most perplexed air and propose a meas-
ure. Long discussion would follow by all
members of the cabinet in barrel voices, ac-
companied by much knitting of brows,

polishing of
re-

stroking of whiskers and
glasses. All the while Lincoln would
main silent.

Finally he would call for a vote.

“All those in favor of the motion signify
by saying ‘Aye.”

Silence.

“Contrary, ‘No."”

A chorus of unanimous “Noes.”

“Well, gentlemen,” Lincoln would say in
a low voice and looking down into his lap
with a faint chuckle and a sad smile, “I vote
Yes, and the Ayes have it.”

And time has proven that the Ayes did
have it.

THE CARIBOU POACHER OF THE AIR
By Claude Jones.

Caribou! Tingmauk-

puk! Tingmaukpuk! Whir—
whir—whir!” The Eskimo re-
peated the mnative word for

great-bird, waving his arms
in imitation of a bird flying and
repeatmg the “puk” (large) over and over
again to impress on his hearers the great
size of the bird. Then he did a stranger
thing. Seeming to aim a rifle, he said:
“Tingmaukpuk — puk— puk—puk—puk.
Caribou!” At that he stretched himself

out on the earth as if he were dead.

Leonard Bushnell, the young Red Rider,
but recently taken into the ranks of the
Canadian Mounted Police, was puzzled.
What did the Eskimo mean? It was not
that he did not understand the word. He
did. But he did not fully understand the
meaning of all these actions. How could
a bird be big enough to kill a caribou. And
what did all this whir—whir and puk—
puk—puk mean?

Suddenly it dawned on him. This big
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bird was an aeroplane. The Eskimo not
having seen one before would have no other
word for it but “big-bird.” The whir was
the engine and—of course—the puk—puk,
was the shooting of a machine gun. The
aviator was shooting into the great herds
of caribou, just now passing south to the
winter feeding grounds. Without doubt,
he was killing many of them, too.

As the boy was alone at the post he had
to do his own planning as how to run down
this law breaker. Airplane. That meant
gasoline—plenty of it. Where did it come
from? Where could the plane find a safe
landing place? There were but two spots,
so far as he knew, within three hundred
miles, where a plane could make a landing.
They were barren twin plateaus about a
hundred and fifty miles up the river. All
other land was wooded or marshy. Hurry-
ing over to the trading post, the only place
in that territory where gasoline was sold, he
found out that a man had been there the
week before and had bought a whole drum
of gasoline. The case seemed clear enough
now. The man was undoubtedly in the
game for big stakes; his reason for such a
slaughter was probably to hide the meat,
out of the reach of wolves and later to re-
turn at his leisure to carry it to market.

But how was the rascal to be captured?
A machine gun, even in the heat of battle,
is a hard thing to face, but in this wilder-
ness, alone,—it was not to be thought of.
Some method must be found of outwitting
the clever rascal.

Suddenly a plan flashed into the boy’s
mind. If only he could get possession of
the machine gun the tables would be turn-
ed. The next morning in a light rowing
skiff, with rifle lying across the bow and
five days' provisions packed in the stern,
the young rider shot away up the river.
Two nights later, rifle in hand, he found
himself wandering over one of the twin
plateaus. His gay red coat was changed

for a suit of kahki. He had rounded a
point at the bottom of which bubbled a
rapid little stream. Here he came upon
the track of a man. The man had come to
the stream evidently for water. His boots
were those of a white man. Apparently
there was a shack not far distant. Throw-
ing a cartridge into his magazine, Leonard
began cautiously to follow the tracks.
They led directly up a bank to the level
land above; and there in the opening stood
a log cabin. Yes, and there a few rods
away,—the scout caught his breath at the
sight of it,—stood the airplane. It was a
single seated scouting machine, the model
of perfection,

“Must have stolen it,” the boy whispered
to himself. “Those machines can’t be
bought.”

And now Leonard Bushnell was in for
some dangerous work. He must find out
if the cabin was occupied, and, if so, by how
many persons. If the man was alone, he
would take possession of the machine gun
and plane and watch his chance when the
man came from the shack in the morning.
If there were more men in the shack, a dif-
ferent plan must be devised.

A single window, allowed the moon-
beams to play within the cabin. By a bit
of good fortune, they fell upon the single
cot. The man was there alone. Testing
the door, Leonard found it locked.

Then he walked to the machine and ex-
amined it. He removed two small parts—
enough to renderit useless. The tank was
filled with gasoline.

“Evidently planning another slaughter in
the morning,” the boy said, “but it won’t
come off if I can help it.”

As dawn broke the man walked from the
hut. Unarmed, he advanced half way to
the machine, when he was suddenly
brought to a stop by a sharp command to
halt, and found himself looking into his
own machine gun. He looked quickly
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about for a chance to escape, but at last he
surrendered.

That same day a dark-faced, slender man,
securely bound and handcuffed, sat in the
stern of a light skiff, while a young “rider,”
garbed again in his gay coat of red and his

trousers of blue, sent the skiff swiftly down
the river.

The airplane, it was found later, had been
stolen from a training station. As for the
caches of meat, they were turned over to
the honest natives for the winter’s use,

BAB’S AWAKENING
By Louise A. Cutler.

Characters.

Barbara Whiting, a young tomboy, who
has been sent to boarding school.

Allegra, Bab's sister.

Carolyn, Allegra’s friend.

Mae, Bab’s friend and roommate.

Eileen, an older girl, adored by all the
others—including Bab.

Scene 1.

Place—Boarding school,
light.

Bab is curled up on the window seat read-
ing. (She cannot be seen from the door).
She pauses as two girls stop at the door,
and unconsciously listens to their conver-
sation.

Mae—Oh, Eileen, why don’t you like
Bab?

Eileen—I have never said that I didn’t,
have I?

Mae—No, but you haven't asked her to
your spread tonight, and, though you are a
member of the Secret Society yourself, I
overheard some of the girls say that you
opposed Bab’s entering.

Eileen—Personally, I like Bab, but, Mae,
I don’t think that she is the kind of girl
who should be admitted. The club’s
rather literary, you know, and Bab’s so
much of a tomboy and uses a great deal of
slang. I don’t wish to be a snob, but
mother has always told me not to go
around with a girl whom I should be
ashamed to have her know.

Mae—Oh, Eileen, that’s just Bab's way—
she’ll outgrow it. She’s my very dearest
friend!

The girls walk down the corridor, but

Time—Twi-

Bab has heard enough. She flushes scarlet
and tries not to care.

Bab—1 dop’t care—I don’t care! T'll talk
just the way I please! How could Eileen
be so cruel? She is so sweet and pretty,
and I liked her so well. There! T'll just
show them that I don’t have to use slang!
I'll read every old instructive book that
Ally sends.

(She runs out of the room),

Scene II.

Place—Allegra’s room.
days later.

(Allegra and Carolyn are seated before an
open fire. Carolyn is sewing; Allegra is
tearing open an envelope), Allegra reads:

Dear Allegra: It was very nice of you
to send me the book; I have enjoyed it so
much and—

Allegra looks at the letter, pauses, and
looks again. She gasps.

Both Girls—What has happened to Bab?

Allegra—Carolyn, that’s not sarcasm,
though Bab does not enjoy those books.

Carolyn—Allegra, there’s not a bit of
slang! So unlike Bab! And I do believe
that’s the first time she’s called you Allegra
for years.

Allegra—Yes, we've always been Ally
and Bab Company, at home, Bab won't
answer to the name Barbara.

(Allegra goes to ber desk and finds her
sister’s last letter, She reads:
Allegra—Dear Ally:

Having a bully time! The knife that
Bob sent is just great. . We had a midnight
lunch last week—ooh, la, la! oui, oui!

Carolyn—There! Let’s show the latest

Time—Two
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to your mother.

(Exit both girls).

Scene I11.

Place—Bab’s room. Time—A month
later.

(Bab is seated on the couch industriously
though not laboriously reading—as her
utter enjoyment shows. Mae rushes into
the room and hugs the astonished Bab).

Mae—Oh, Babbie, your play has been
published and—

Bab rises slowly—

Bab—Mae, you didn't.

Mae—DBab after you read it to me and
were so modest about it, I couldn’t resist—

Bab (anxiously)—Mae, you haven’t said
anything to Eileen about it, have you?

Mae (happily)—No, of course not, Bab-
bie, here’s number two on the program:
Eileen herself proposed that you be ad-
mitted to the “S. S.” And number three

is—

Bab—Oh, Mae, I couldn’t join without
you—

Mae—Oh, Babbie, I've been invited, too.
And number three is—

(Eileen rushes into the room).

Eileen—Congratulations, sister members.
Bab, I wish we might be better friends—I
think that I have misjudged you all along.

Bab (determined to be honzst)—Oh, no,
Eileen, you haven’t. I'd love to be friends
(rather wistfully).

(The three girls dance around in a
circle).

They are interrupted by merry voices,
which ery out:

“Number three on the program is tired
of waiting.” In rush a crowd of girls each
carrying a part of one of those celebrated
midnight lunches.

COMING OVER
By R. Roosevelt Pease

E had landed in Southampton
and had been in training there
for some time. Finally orders
arrived for us to pack the troop
trains and start for the port of
§———, in the southern part of

England.
We arrived at the port and were soon

loading the transport. The officers and
crew of the transport were English and
called the Yanks “the bloody Yanks,” and
so therefore, we did not mingle with them
very much. We had enough provisions
soon packed on the ship and were soon pro-
ceeding towards Havre,

We were fed poorly and soon the fellows
began to get kind of excited over the state
of affairs, and the way they were being
treated, so they thought they would take
the situation in hand.

So, at a given time, and with the per-
mission of our commanding officer, we im-
prisoned the crew, handcuffed them, and

bringing them on deck, voiced our senti-
ments by saying:

“Will you feed us?”

Whereupon we made known that we
should pitch them overboard to the dogfish
if they did not come to terms.

They came to terms all right with cries
of “We’ll feed ya.”

That was sufficient and so the transport
continued on towards Havre.

As you know, all transports had a gun-
deck, a gun crew, and necessary material,
such as depth-charges, during the time
while the U-boats were making their best
progress.

I was placed in command of the Ameri-
can gun crew, so on a certain evening we
relieved the English crew, and they retired
to their quarters, drunk.

It was about midnight that my friend
sort of began to doze on some canvas, so I
was all alone to my lonesome.

All went well, but suddenly way out to
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port I noticed a flash of light. It flashed
once, twice, and then again, and again, and
then died away. Much to my surprise a
small light kept flashing at intervals below
decks. Then I awoke to the fact that they
were signalling to the U-boat. Instantly
I touched the shoulder of my buddie, at the
same time placing my hand over his mouth
so that he would not break out when so
suddenly roused from a sound sleep.

‘When he was fully aware of what I was
doing, he asked, “What’s wrong?”

“Sh-h, follow me,” and I led the way with
Jack in the rear. We reached the place in
the ship where I thought I had seen the
light. We made our way slowly and quiet-
ly, and there before our eyes stood the
English captain, a high powered flashlight
in his hand, signalling to his heart’s con-
tent, through one of the ports.

In a flash I rammed my automatic into
his ribs, at the same time Jack pinned his
arms to his side. The captain was brought
before our commanding officer, a . major,
and sentenced to the ship’s brig or prison.
The major ordered me back to my post
with my buddie and again we took up the
watch.

It was about daylight when I looked to
port and there, floating on a calm sea, was
a friend of ours, a U-boat. At the same
time I saw it, it was observed by one of
the engineers and he telephoned:

“Sub to port of us.”

Instantly, the covering came off the six-
inch gun, and in an instant it was trained
to port. Jack rammed in a shell and we
were ready for action. We had had target
practice the day before, using barrels as
targets and our gun crew had scored many
a hit over the English crew. I glanced
through the periscopic sights and then pull-
ed the firing rod.

There was a dull thud, and a whizzing
sound as the shell made its way across the
intervening space, I had fired too high but
had picked off the periscope with that shot.
Jack rammed in another charge, and again

I fired. This time my shot “went home.”
There was a dull roar, followed by a boom-
ing crash. The “Sub” was no more. The
job had been done to perfection. One of
the destroyers acting with the convoy, came
sailing up to where the debris lay scattered
on the oily surface, picking up two dead
German sailors. That was all that was left

We were swabbing out the gun, when the
lieutenant, or mate, as it were, came rush-
ing to the gun deck.

“Who got that sub?”’ he roared.

“What do you mean, sir?” I replied, very
calmly.

“Where are the English gunners, ser-
geant?”

“Below, sir.”

“What?”

“Your gunners are below deck in their
quarters, sir, drunk.”

“Do you mean to say that they did not
get that sub?”

“Yes, sir, I received orders from our su-
perior officer to take over this post, and
here T am.”

“If you want to have more subs, join the
English service.”

“Nothing doing, sir, the old U. S. A. is
all right for me.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“I mean that T would never serve with
England.”

“What? You're under arrest,” he roar-
ed, “report yourself to the commanding of-
ficer.”

I reported at once as ordered and gave
my side of the story and was ordered back
to the gun-deck.

When the mate made his complaint to
the major, the major laughingly said, “If
there’s any arrests to be made, Ill make
'em, sir.”

And so ended the drama, and the next
day we entered the port of Havre.

The captain of the transport was court-
martialed, and found guilty of treason,
was sentenced to be shot. He is now the
possessor of six feet of English soil.
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GOOD ENGLISH
By Ada Peters.

OOD English, Queen of the
Americas, walked the floor in de-
spair. For years she had ruled
wisely her mighty kingdom but
no one knew better than she that
she was queen in name alone.
She feared and distrusted, not without
cause, a distant relative, M. le Duc de
Mauvais Anglais. Finally she called to her
a very wise man named Education and
asked his advice. She told him that M. le
duc was a suitor for her hand, that all
trouble would be averted by a marriage.
The sage shook his head, took out a huge
clear crystal and stared into its depths. “A
compromise,” he said, “between the House
of Good English and Mauvais Anglais
could lead only to ruin. I see in my crys-
tal nothing but swirling black clouds in
which your seal and that of the M. le duc
are -bound together by a chain. It is a bad

omen, oh, Royal Highness, There shall be
no reconciliation!”

In the meantime M. le duc was preparing
for a lengthy war. His most faithful
knight, Sir Slang, stood at his elbow.
Farther away, standing stiffly at attention,
were a few less powerful officers, Lord
Ain’t, Duke Gee, and Count Ter, who had
murdered in cold blood his father, Count
To. All these men had special reasons for
undertaking the war. Le Duc de Mauvais

Anglais had planned to abduct the queen.
Lord Ain’t was wildly in love with Subject
de la Phrase, the demure maid of the queen.
Lord Apostrophe had married and thrown
into chains Miss “In” now Lady in Apos-
trophe and intended to seize her fortune.

The queen, knowing war was inevitable,
rallied all her forces. She had at least the
loyalty of the wealthy and learned classes
even if the more ignorant people were ad-
herents of her enemy. At the end of five
years of well-balanced fighting, she began
to win battle after battle,

Her bravest knight named but the single
letter “g” slew Lord Apostrophe and took
the 1'1(1) for his own. She gladly changed
her name to “Ing” and remained faithful
to her new lord. Lord Ain't had thrown
Subject into a dungeon but she was rescued
by Correct Predicate. Lord Ain’t, Count
Ter, and Duke Gee were sent into exile.
Sir Slang was poisoned by the queen her-
self.

The climax was in the fierce duel be-
tween the queen’s lover, Sir Advancement,
and M. le duc. This could have but one
end. M. le duc was pushed farther and
farther back until he was glad to surrender
to Sir Death. Then Queen Good English
became the betrothed of Sir Advancement
and was called the most powerful and be-
loved monarch in the.Americas.

SUNRISE
By Charlotte Drummond, "24.

HE first pale heralds of dawn
were dispelling the darkness,
|| and a light mist hung over the
----- gy horizon. I was already up, and
at an east window of our camp,
WY fo; 1 was determined to see the
sunrise on the lake. A beautiful sheet of
water it was, too, with its cool, green banks
overhung with graceful white birches and

mountain ash.

As I watched, a golden light began to
break through the mist, and the mist began
to disappear, as if the coming sun had
given warning that its presence there was
undesirable,

The yellow glow grew stronger, and
spread over a greater part of the eastern
sky. Then, one by one, apparently coming
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from nowhere, all the delicate tints of the
rainbow shone out, blending harmoniously
with the great mass of soft, clear color in
the east.

The upper rim of the sun peeped over the
horizon, and sent a golden shaft of light
dancing over the quiet waters of the lake,
where not a single ripple disturbed the re-
flections given clearly in its blue depths.

The sun mounted higher, and the lake
became a shimmering replica of the glorious
heaven, Scott’s Loch Katrine was de-
scribed thus:

“One living sheet of burnished gold,

Loch Katrine lay beneath him rolled,”

but it was not superior to this wonderful
example of nature’s beauty. The beautiful
tints in the east faded slowly, and 1 re-
mained until the last faint shade had dis-
appeared.

Then I took a paddle and shot out into
the lake in my canoe, feeling that I wanted
to be alone in the wondrous beauty of an
August morning,

TONY CAPORETTO
By ’22.

o amaigl] ONY Caporetto lived alone in a
garret somewhere between
Forty-Second street and the
East End. Tony was dark and
shy and Italian. Tony was
: twelve. '

He arose, or rather rolled from his pile
of salt bags under the eaves, at five-thirty
every morning, washed his face under a
drain with a piece of tar, combed his hair
with a side comb that he had picked up
somewhere in the West Forties, slapped on
his shoes, banged the garret door and flung
himself down three flights of rickety stairs
upon the mercy of his Irish landlady.

“Tony—ye brat—if ye don’t stop
bangin’ them doors and makin’ so much
noise with them big feet of yourn, it's out
wid ye. Do ye hear? I say out wid ye.
I ain’t goin’ to have no likes o' ye hangin’
around dis joint thinkin’ ye own de place.”

Tony always grabbed a codfish cake,
swallowed it whole, drained an earthen
mug of sickish coffee and beat a hasty re-
treat from her presence, finishing his break-
fast as he went. Scolding was a part of
Tony's existence, an unpleasant, annoying,
necessary part, which clouded but never
quite hid the smile in his great, dreamy
eyes,—black, deep, mysterious eyes, that

looked like music and blood-roses and
home.

Tony was early this morning, even for
him, but he went straight to the news stand,
got his papers and started mechanically on
his daily route, kicking a lonesome pebble
with a worn toe until it vanished in a wait-
ing hydrant, He changed his papers from
one arm to the other, stuck his hand in his
pocket and discovered that there was no
pocket there, whistled a tune he had heard
a hand organ playing the night before, and
thus arrived in the more crowded business
districts. Here Tony saw two other
“newsies” going his way and the three pro-
ceeded along until they finally reached the
Avenue.

Finding it still rather early for trade they
occupied themselves by turning around and
walking backwards, noses in air, eyes
closed, seeing who could walk a block with-
out stepping on a crack in the pavement.

One, two, three, crack,—one, two, three,
crack, Tony was doing very well by taking
counted steps, one, two, three,—whack.
Tony turned quickly and saw an angry gen-
tleman in a big fur overcoat, stoop to pick
his stiff hat from the pavement where it had
fallen. Tony stood still—on a crack—and
survey :d the hat. It had a dent the whole
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length of the crown.

“Which one of you boys did that?” The
gentleman’s breakfast had been cold, and
his car had been out of order, and there was
danger in his eyes.

“'Twan't me.” Mike stepped back a few
steps and prepared to run.

“Me nuther.” His standing companion
joined him and then disappeared around a
corner.

The gentleman glared at Tony.

“l am sorry, sir; it was 1.”

The man glared at Tony harder.

“The D ! What did you say

“I am sorry; it was I,” repeated Tony.

The man stood looking at Tony keenly
and his eyes softened as he said:

“Boy, I'd give the world to be in your
ragged shoes today, with your chance ahead
of me. ‘It was I.” How many boys say that
today? How many boys say anything that
they have been taught to say? I suppose
you have a mother to -teach you.”

“My mother’s dead, mister, and [—”

“Well, well, boy. Take this and get a
pair of new shoes to face the world in, you
need them. And remember this, son, be-
cause I've been through it all and I know.
Keep on the way you've started and you'll
be a real man some day. But I'm late al-
ready. Thanks to you, my disposition is

suitable now for the directors’ meeting.
Remember what 1 said, boy, and learn how
to talk to real men.”

Tony rushed breathlessly up three flights
of stairs and banged his door. His room
was hot. He moved the pile of salt bags
over to the window and sat upon it. Slow-
ly and carefully, he took from his feet a
shining new pair of shoes and wiped them
with a salt bag and laid them beside him.
Then he took from his pocket a small,
white package and tore the paper from it.

“Gee,” he said, softly, “s'posin’ that the
settlement teacher hadn’t a made me say,
‘It is I’ over an’ over an’ over so many
times that 1I'd never forget it. Gee, just
s’posin’ she hadn’t.”

Tony threw the paper down beside him
and opened the book.

Down below him he could hear the re-
turned hand organ man playing"the same
tune as the night before, but to Tony its
charm was gone forever; across from his
window the German hot-dog man was fight-
ing with his wife, but Tony did not hear
them.

He was slowly reading his first English
book. Slowly and painfully, by the lights
of the great city, he was preparing to con-
quer the world. Tony Caporetto, small,
dark, Italian, was going to talk to men,

HOW WE KNOW THAT SPING HAS COME
By Frances Willetts, '22.

< s JJHEN the snow begins to melt
0 and the winds blow warmer and

\ . | warmer, we know that winter is
| iy

almost over and that spring is
on the way. Spring has so
— many ways of coming. Some-
times it creeps upon us when we are not
looking and suddenly “springing” out, sur-
prises us with its sweetness. Sometimes
it is slow in coming and winter drags
along, cold and dreary, until we lose
patience and think that spring has entirely
forsaken and forgotten us.

And then some morning we wake up to
find the birds singing joyously and the sun
streaming across our bed and we laugh as
we jump quickly up. For spring has come!
We know it by the warm winds, the drip,
drip of the melting snow, the song of the
birds and the feeling of joy that fills the
world.

Over yonder the “woman across the
street” hangs her wet clothes to dry, hum-
ming a tune with her mouth full of clothes-
pins. On our right, the grandfather of “the
house next door” hums “Yankee Doodle” as
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he spades the earth for small grand-
daughter’s mud-cakes. Out of the yard on
the left comes the young man of the fam-
ily, decked in all his finery. His cap is on
one side, his tie is at just the right angle, as
he knows by frequent gazing into the mir-
ror, and he is whistling loudly, “Take Me
to the Land of Jazz.”

And, as a final proof that spring is really

here, a small boy comes sauntering down
the street, hands in pockets, and whistling
with an ear-splitting shrillness. Suddenly
he stops, and we wonder what he sees,

when, with unmistakable clearness comes
the call of spring,— ]

“Come on out, Bill, an’ let’'s play
marbles.”

SPRING IS HERE! !

R

THE FATE OF MODERN SLANG

A King whose name was Good English,
In the land of Grammar dwelt;

A just and righteous ruler who
With offenders harshly dealt.

To his courtyard and his castle
Came many a lord and knight,
Who from far and wide assembled
On the good King's wedding night.

Loud and long, my gentle readers,
The church bells gaily rang,

For the King was to be wedded
To fair princess, Modern Slang,

This saucy, dashing maiden
In witty speeches shone.
King English much admired her,
And took her for his own,

The honeymoon passed swiftly
But something then went wrong,
It happened this way, know you,
The story is not long.

Queen Modern Slang’s companions
Had come to live with her;

And their manners were so dreadful
That they made a shocking stir.

“Had ought” her oldest brother was.
They always were together.

And then her sisters, “seen” and “done,
As bad as their big brother,

Next came “you was,” a miscreant,
Whose very ugly features

Have been at times the cause, they say,
Of fright'ning even teachers,

And really worse than that, dear friends,
“You was” had no ambition;

No object had her mind in view
For any good position.

Last, but surely not the least,
Came little baby “Ain’t”;

A mischievous and naughty child,
Whom the rest thought quite a saint.

In a week this crew upset the land,
The whole great country through.

In vain, Good English begged and coaxed,
He knew not what to do.

Queen Modern Slang declared that she
To her family still belonged.

If they were sent away, she said,
She would be deeply wronged.

The faithful king, he thought and thought,
But saw no other course.

So like many another man
He just got a divorce.

To the Land of Ignorance, far away,
He banished his once-loved wife,
And in that land today, my friends,
Lives the family still in strife.
—Elizabeth Clough.
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THE OLDEST CITIZEN
By W. W., 23.

VERY well regulated city of any
size at all in the United States
has at least one of the following,
“an oldest citizen,” “a lovers’
leap,” “a house once used by
Washington for his headquar-

ters.” Lovers’ leaps are in good favor;

one city paid a well known firm of land-
scape gardeners twenty-five thousand dol-
lars for making one. Washington’s head-
quarters are mostly confined to the Eastern

States, although one has been found in Mis-

souri.

But oldest citizens are the most popular.
Anybody over sixty will do. He is always
supposed to have stock stories of “The time
the river overflowed and flooded the town,”
“The time Senator Whoosis made his great
speech there,” “The great train wreck in
18—, umpty ump,” and others along the

tell of the winter when the snow was seven
feet deep on April Fool’s day, and of the
one when people had green peas out of their
gardens on Washington’s birthday ; also of
the summer of the great drouth. He must
be able to predict the weather; it is not nec-
essary that he predict it correctlv, for no-
body ever puts any more stock in this pre-
diction than he does in the reports of the
weather bureau. He also must tell tales of
the old-time Fourth of July celebration, and
how he and the other boys made the old
constable go almost crazy. (For this I
would suggest that he read Thomas B.
Aldrich’s works). To get good service out
of “an oldest citizen” the city should pay
him at least twenty dollars a week. This
is not money wasted, for it has been proved
that an “oldest citizen” of the better grade
1s an asset to any city.

Of course he must be able to

EUTERPE.

Far off, in a white cloud, surrounded by a
Deep-blue sea, a maiden dwells in great
majesty.
Of wond’rous beauty to behold, of talents
© and
Inspirations bold, this maid. Her beauty
Dazzles all who dare approach, who dare to
Gaze upon her face and to imbibe her gifts.

Oh!

I have looked upon her works—I have been
captured

By her charm—I am placed among her
lovers—

Would that she looked on me! Terrible
tasks must be

Performed to gain her recognition. Dotted
in her

Sea of blue, here and there of snowy hue,
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Are flecks of cloud—stepping-stones to her
abode.

I have tried them, I have failed—

Looking down, she never paled to see me

Struggle and sink through, down that sea
of a deep-blue.

At last I land, but try again—my love heals
all hurts.

Many a restless night I toss, in the dark
and at a loss

To find some way,—to do some deed to win
her love.

Gathered ’round her there I see, receiving
her kind

And wond'rous gifts, men of all nations.
Some abuse

Them—but would I? She has never let me
ty—

Vainly, offerings for her grace, on her altars
there I place.

Unresponsive, never caring, scorning me
for ever daring

To tempt her love.

How could I go on loving, as jostling and
always shoving,

Others crowd and with no effort gain her
port.

I have never loved her sisters—they, too,
are very fair,

Polymnia, Erato, Thalia, and Calliopea—

As I have loved her—each day my love
grows stronger,

As I wait and linger longer.

Some day, perhaps, she seeing me,

Visited by pity

She will raise and bear aloft. Then happy
will I be.

O Thou favorite of the poets—Euterpe.

—Corning, '22.



““ Facts are Stubborn Things."

A rally was held in Assembly Hall on
Friday, March 4, during the sixth period.
Morse High of Bath, was to invade the
local grounds that evening, and it had been
hinted that Morse had a fast team and in-
tended to beat Bangor High's quintette be-
fore going to Tufts. Several speakers, in-
cluding Superintendent Morrill, James P.
Gillin, Principal Proctor, and Henry Bacon,
were obtained for the occasion by Manager
Collins. Short, McClay, Cohen, Fair-
brother, and Captain Jordan were also call-
ed upon to make a few remarks.

During the sixth period of Friday, March
11, on the day of the big game of the sea-
son with Portland High School, 4 rally was
held in the Assembly Hall. Coach Trowell,
John Magee, and other well known athletic
supporters spoke. As usual, the different
members of the team were asked to say a
few words. At this time Principal Proctor
presented medals to the four members of
the High School track team—John Corning,
John Tarbell, Clyde Swett, and Leon Beli-
nian. These were given them in recogni-
tion of the fine work done by the team dur-
ing the victorious meet with Portland
High's team at Dexter,

On March 18, the Senior Essays were
handed in to the English teachers, and
many a Senior gave a sigh of relief to think
that the essays were at last finished and
passed in. The next thing the Seniors will
put their attention upon is the Class Ode,
which is due April 11.

The Senior picture committee met in
March and decided upon a frame with a
single fold, for the graduation pictures.

The Junior Exhibition was held in City
Hall, March 23. The usual custom was to
have the exhibition on the last day of the
winter term but this year the last day fell

upon Good Friday so the exhibition was

held on Wednesday evening. The pro-

gram follows:

March, America the Beautiful........
......................... MacFarlane

High School Orchestra.
£, e HIBhtl wasil | Bl o Lorimer
Franklin Gordon.

‘The Three FThINGS. 0 ciisiesst sy Andrews
Frances M. O’Brien.
AINICATIZALION. L4 irct bt woss s Roosevelt
Paul E. Atwood,

Stanzas from the Nativity (Milton). ..
............................... Smith
Chorus.
Scenes from Pypmalion. ... ...co0.s Shaw
F. Kathleen Hand.
The Sublimity of the Bible...........

LeRoy A, Campbell.
Fantasy from the Opera Faust....Gounod
Orchestra,
The Noble Lord: v svny sbssrSdan Wilde
Doris T. Moore.
The Meaning of the Declaration of In-

dependence, ...... S e Wilson
Robert W. Coyne.
Cutting from “Just David”...... ...Porter

Elaine C, Utterback.
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The Stormy Evening (Stevenson)....

........................... Chadwick
A Nonsense Song—The Pigtail (Coha-
THTSSE) - 20nia, = s it e o b e eyt Bullard
Chorus
Ballad of East and West.......... Kipling

Herbert C. Glass.
Wooing Seene from “King Henry V”..
......................... Shakespeare
Dorthea V. Rideout.
Overture, Fra Diavolo.........ccou. Auber
Orchestra.
Decision of Judges

The decision of
lows:

Medal for the boys, Robert W. Coyne;
for the girls, F. Kathleen Hand. Herbert
C. Glass and Elaine C. Utterback received
honorable mention.

the judges was as fol-

On March 24, school closed for the Eas-
ter vacation. The spring term is but ten
weeks long and that makes vacation seem
near.

Leon Belinian, '21, has passed the civil
service examination as clerk-typist and is
thus eligible to a government position.

POUDRE AUX YEUX.

This play given by B. H. S. third year
French students, was a pronounced success.
Alan Crowell acted to life the doctor with-
out patients, father of the heroine, while
Lovis Sawyer was the managing mamma.

Theodore Butler was superb as the father
of the hero, and Morita Pickard, as the
hero’s mother, looked as though she had
never left Paris. The heroine, Ruth
Clough, was versatile, and the hero, Ed-
ward Curran, acted the part with skill. The
minor parts were well taken. The chas-
seur, “eight feet tall,” was appropriately
acted by Payson Tozier, the Maitre d’hotel
by Harlan Atherton, various attractive
French maids by Pauline Fairbanks, Jus-
tina Buckley, and Grace Bowden. Edgar
Murry was servant to M. Ratinois, and
Carlton Fletcher, as “un petite negre,” bal-
anced the impressiveness of the chasseur of
the heroine’s family. Francis Cunning-
ham made an acceptable Uncle Robert, who
disentangles the snarls into which the two
families had got themselves. John Corning
was a capable upholsterer.

The costumes of the ladies were bewil-
dering. Silk dresses, made in the style of
the sixties, of silk that would stand alone,
showed that Bangor people had generously
lent some precious heirlooms. French
songs by Elizabeth Robbins and Ruth Cro-
well, both singly and in a duet, and two
songs by Dorothy Smith, with Arthur At-
wood at the cello and Estelle Baumann at
the violin, made a pleasant interlude be-
tween the acts.

The play conferred one more honor upon
Mme. Beaupre, who already has many such
to her credit. IHer kindness and untiring
work were gracefully acknowledged by the
gift of a bouquet of roses from her classes.



The many friends of
Miss Ruth Butler Sul-
livan, ’17, a Senior at the
U. of M., will be glad to
learn that she was recently elected to the
Phi Kappa Phi, the honorary scholastic so-
ciety of the University. Only a limited
number of Seniors are elected each year to
this national honorary society and election
depends upon the ranks of the first three
and one-half years. During Miss Sulli-
van's High school career she was an honor
student.

Friends of Rev. Alfred W. Stone, former-
ly of this city, and a graduate of B. H. S,
Bowdoin College and the Bangor Theo-
logical Seminary, will be interested to learn
of his success in the ministry at West Con-
cord, Mass. The Boston Transcript states:

“Rev. Alired W. Stone is giving a series
of Lenten sermons on the general subject,
‘Our Great Fundamentals of the Christian
Faith.' The recent annual meet-
ing revealed the most successful year in the
history of the church. All reports
showed the church in a most flourishing
condition.”

Another B. H. S. graduate, who has at-
tained honor since graduating is Miss
Dorothy C. Freese, 20, who was recently
elected to represent her dormitory on the
advisory council of the student government

““ Along the Pebbled Shore of Memory.”

association at Mount Holyoke College,
South Hadley, Mass. This advisory coun-
cil is composed of about 80 students, who
represent all the important college organi-
zations, the residence halls and the four
classes. It was organized for the purpose
of discussing matters of general interest
and to devise and put into effect plans for
greater unity and progressive measures for
the student body.

Dr. and Mrs. W. J. Young of Waterville,
are receiving congratulations on the birth
of a son. Mrs. Young was formerly Miss
Margaret Brann of this city, and graduated
from B. H. S. in the class of 1909,

The friends of Mrs. W. E. Kotman, '98,
formerly Miss Lelia Patten of this city,
sympathize with her in the loss of her hus-
band, whose death occurred recently at
Southern Pines, N. C. Mr. Kotman was a
summer resident at Northport and a recent
visitor in Bangor, where he made many
friends.

Ralph Jordan, a Yale athlete, of this city,
was one of the participants at the annual
athletic carnival of the Louisville Amateur
Athletic  Federation, recently held in
Louisville, Ky,

Mr. and Mrs. Dudley Baldwin of Brook-
line, Mass., are receiving congratulations
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on the birth of a son, named Henry Warren.
Mrs. Baldwin was formerly Miss Bessie
Warren, a former student of B. H. S.

Many Bangor people were recently
grieved to learn of the death of Henry Pay-
son Dowst, which recently occurred in New
York. Mr. Dowst was a native of Bangor
and was educated in the Bangor schools.
After leaving school Mr. Dowst won fame
as an author and magazine contributor and
rose high in the editorial world. He was a
man of whom both Bangor and Bangor
High School were justly proud.

The many friends in this city of Mr. Paul
White will be interested and pleased to

learn that he has been offered the very flat-
tering position of concert-master in an or-
chestra which is to play in an immense
picture house, which is to be
opened in Cincinnati about the first of
April.  In the meantime Mr. White is busy
with his work in the Cincinnati Symphony
Orchestra and in choosing the players of
this new orchestra.

moving

Frank A. Bourne, a prominent Boston
architect, recently won out in a competition
for a memorial hall in Danvers, Mass.

Louise Leonard has been elected to Phi
Beta Kappa at Smith College.

MILITARY

““So Ends the Bloody Business of the Day."

The following Military ball program will
be carried out as near as possible:

A Co. Close Order Drill (Competitive).
Physical Drill, C Co.

B Co. Close Order Drill (Competitive).
Guard Mount A Co.

C Co., Close Order Drill (Competitive).
Bayonet Drill, Wall Scaling.

D Co., Close Order Drill.

Battalion Parade.

2 S Al

The members of the Rifle Club are rap-
idly improving in their shooting. In one
of the recent matches the team made a total
of 490 out of a possible 500, At the present
time another backstop is being made which
will probably be set up in a short time,

‘T'he Military Ball committee is as fol-

lows:
Major Walter F. Ulmer.
Capt. O. Julian Humphrey—A Co.
Capt. Edward M. Curran—Staff.
Capt. Leslie G. McGary—D Co.
Ist Lieut. Henry E. Whitney—Staff.
Ist Lieut. George E. Wing—B Co.

Ist Lieut. Payson Tozier—C Co.

On Monday, March 21, the R. O. T. C.
Battalion attended the Mayor's inaugura-
tion. The Battalion marched from the
High school to the City Hall in a column of
squads and made a very good appearance.
Four companies attended. In his inaugural
speech the Mayor spoke of the fine spirit
shown by the R. O. T. C.
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“ For Alma Mater.”
Relay. Harris. Bangor won the race easily.
On March 5th, the High School relay Time, 2 min., 22 sec.

team went to the Bowdoin Interscholastic
Indoor Track meet and ran against the re-
lay team from Portland High. The Ban-
gor team was composed of Clyde Swett

Girls’ Basketball.
The girls’” basketball team from Bangor
High this year has made a record of which
the school may well be proud. The team

(captain), John Corning, John Tarbell, and won seven out of nine games played, and
Leon Belinian. The members of the Blue showed up well in all of its games. The
team were Fuller, Mack, Cohen, and E. season’s record follows:
1. Jan. 14—Hampden Academy at Bangor..................... Bangor 7, Opp. 1
2. 21—Orono Highat Banpor: i s vese s s v sas ivs s ;. 9, SEE
3. “ 28—Hampden Academy at Hampden.................. s 8, S
4, Feb. 11—0OIld Town High at Old Town, ..........ccnvnun.-. ¥ 9, 8
5 % 7= Orone digh at Ofon0 .. i s e sn bie diisiasases ek = 6, | T
6. “ 26—Newport High at Bangor.............ccoviuninn., B 2,
7. Mar; 4—E:M: G 8: at Bucksiort. il v it cit sas e st < 9, ) by
8 % 12—0Ild Town High at Bangor. .i . .. ...« .ee s emsensios ks 14, R
e S s vl RSy T B e G i B | R e b et
10. “ 24—I.ee Academy at Lincoln.
BOYS' BASKETBALL. be the slowest one of the season, and the

On March 4th, the High School basket-
ball team was scheduled to play a return
game with Swampscott (Mass.) High, but
at the last minute the Massachusetts team
sent word that they could not come. After
Manager Collins had negotiated with sev-
eral of the nearby teams, a game was finally
arranged with Mattanawcook Academy of
Lincoln. The Academy boys, who had a
reputation of being a fast team, had been
trying for some time to secure a game with
Bangor. The game, however, proved to

large crowd present agreed that although
the Mattanawcook team may be a fast one
under professional rules, it is not the equal
of Bangor, nor indeed, is it the match of
several teams which have played here this
season, when playing under amateur rules.
Portland High sent its basketball team
to Bangor on March 11th, and Bangor had
revenge for the defeats suffered at the
hands of her old time rival in football.
The Portland team proved to be no match
for the Crimson, and Bangor won easily 48
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to 15. City Hall was packed to its ca-
pacity, and the large crowd was more than
satisfied with Bangor’s showing. For win-
ning this game, the Bangor team was
chosen as one of the three from Maine to
compete at the Tufts tournament.

The squad which Bangor sent to Tufts
was composed of Captain Jordan, Fair-
brother, Short, Robert Collins, Cohen, Mc-
Clay, Flannigan, Colburn, and Kamen-
kovitz. Principal Proctor, Coach Trowell,
and Manager Gerard Collins accompanied
the team. The Bangor boys were matched
against the Torrington (Conn.) High
School team for its first game. The floor
of the Tufts Gym was much smaller than
the Bangor team was accustomed to, and
the Connecticut team greatly outweighed
Bangor. Our team put up a game fight,
however, and although Torrington got an
early lead they were unable to score at all
in the last half. The final score was Tor-
rington 27, Bangor 13.

By losing this game, Bangor was elimi-
nated from further competition but the
team had the satisfaction of knowing that it
had lost only after a hard struggle and lost
to a team which was one of the final con-
tenders. The other Maine teams, Edward
Little High of Auburn, and Morse High of
Bath, also were eliminated. Edward Little
lost its first game, and Morse its second.
The championship of the tournament was
won by the Commercial High School of
New Haven, Conn.

To decide the championship of Penobscot
County, Bangor met Dexter High in the

University of Maine Gym on March 22nd.
The final score was Dexter 27, Bangor 22.

The summaries of the boys’ games:

B. H. S, 39 Mattanawcook Academy, 19

a5 2 08 an i e tpaen rb, Bryant, 1
rb, Delano

Fairbrother «f, 2 (12). . oo b, Doan, 2

I E s T TN R e S c., Walcott

SHott fhialdie, 2t s oai 1f, Clark

Flannigan, rb

Goltenl; b viidie wai s rf, McKinnon, (13)

Referee, Flack,

B. H. S, 48 Portland High, 15

Jordan, M, Linieian iEs vanae. th, Greeley, 1
Fairbrother, rf, 2 (10)...1b, Flaherty, 1 (7)
1b, Cummings

MeClayiC o i et syaom e e c, Allen, 1
SROTH e B e st If, Neavling, 1
GCohen, Maaniee oo i v rf, Flavin
Blannzean, I 2o comn i i rf, Curran

Referee, Flack.

B. H. S,, 13 Torrington (Conn.) High, 27
gedans T8, B0 oo v et rb, Stull
Fairbrother, ©f, (1), vossrnsnecs 1b, Moore
Kamenkovitz, rf

MECIAE N Cran b cpnis saraa i ¢, Murkly, 2
Colburn, ¢

3 E py kg L I e T 1f, Genem, 5
Gohen: T, & @ adeatem., rf, Regviwich, 1 (11)

Flannigan, 1b
Referee, George Hoyt.
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““ He that Wont be Counseled Can t be Helped."’

AS WE SEE OTHERS.

The literary department of the “Aegis,”
from Beverly, Mass., is wonderfully good.
The magazine would be much improved,
however, by some personal jokes and ex-
change comments.

creditable
clear and
with

any

Herald” is a very
magazine; well presented, of
concise literary style, ornamented
clever little drawings. A school of
size would be proud to claim it.

“Academy

The “Dial” publishes an interesting and
instructive letter sent to the school by an
alumnus. There are also many excellent
stories and poems in this interesting maga-
zine.
“Netop,” of Turners Falls, Mass., con-
tains a clever serial in addition to several
good short stories.

“Anvil” of Middlesex school, deserves
praise for its stories, notable among which

“El Americano.” Why not print a de-
partment of jokes and some friendly criti-
cisms? These additions would certainly
improve an already excellent magazine,

“Shamokin Review” is a very good paper
as far as it goes. Why not get longer ar-
ticles and more material to go with your
original headings?

g
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The “Caduceus” from Norway, Maine, a
new arrival, has many fine features, one of
which is a very complete local section. The
editorials and stories are also very good. A
few more comments would improve the ex-
changes.

“Red and Black’s” ideas on the “Neces-
sity of General Information,” are good ones.
Most schools would profit by the same ad-
vice. Today’s affairs need as much atten-
tion as those of ancient Greece and Rome.

The article, “Our Manners,” printed in
the “Enfield Echo,” is something which all
students should read. The stories are also
fine, but how about some more jokes and
some comments on your exchanges?

The “Academy Herald” must have an en-
viable record among school magazines.
It’s excellent in all ways.

The *“Racquet,” published by the stu-
dents of Portland High, appears in news-

paper form this year. Progress and im-
provement of this undertaking has been
noticed with interest. The editorials are

good and the various items are well written,
but the “Racquet” as a newspaper is less
interesting than the “Racquet” as a maga-

zine. The students must miss the stories

and personal jokes which are lacking in the

newspaper form of publication. r
\f

/
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The Waterloo “Spectator” is a complete
magazine in nearly all respects. The jokes
are both numerous and humorous, a rare
combination. The “Questioning Reporter”
is odd but interesting. The local depart-
ment is also well edited. The only sugges-
tion is on the editorials. A few more well
written editorials are really needed.

The “Tripod” lacks stories and jokes.
The present contents are well written, but
the general appearance of the magazine is
spoiled by the unfortunate accident of the
pages being printed upside down.

The “Olympian” constitutes a fine maga-
zine full of well classified diverse items and
good stories. The names for the depart-
ments are fine,

EXCHANGE PROVERBS.

A friend in need is a friend indeed, pro-
vided he isn’t too much in need.

Pleasures are the commas used to punc-
tuate life’s sad story.

Absence makes the marks grow rounder,

All men are born ignorant and some

never get over it.
Birds of a feather flunk together.

The “Student’s Review” desires to know
whether other magazines are too busy or
whether they are unable to find any fault
with the “Review.” The “Oracle” inclines
toward the latter view, as it finds this
magazine excellent in all respects.

The “North Star” keeps up its reputation,
This magazine is attractive and well edited
throughout. The literary and local de-
partments are especially good.

G. H. S. “Argus” is both interesting and
complete. The joke section is humorous,
but indentation of the first word of each
joke would improve the appearance.

The “W. H, S. Recorder” is not a large
magazine, but it is an excellent one. The
exchanges would be better if the criticisms
were put together and. not mixed up with
another department,

“Echo” excels with a fine literary de-
partment. The local items and jokes are
also good. Come often,

The “Red and White” from Lake View
High, is as excellent as ever. “The Attic
Room” is an odd but captivating depart-
ment. The jokes and cartoons are fine
while the remainder of the “Red and
White” is well edited. We miss the ex-
changes, though,

AS OTHERS SEE US.

“Oracle,” Bangor, Maine: The variety
of departments represented in your maga-
zine makes it very attractive. It is well
edited throughout—“Legenda.”

“Oracle”: Although a new exchange,
you deserve a first place on our list, as all of
your departments are so attractively and
well arranged. We welcome you—“Pin-
kerton Critic.”

“Oracle,” Bangor, Maine: You have a
good sized literary department of fine ma-
terial. Yours is an all-round good maga-
zine—""Wyndonian."

“Oracle”: This is one of the best ex-
changes we receive; the literary department
is especially good, but the others are also
praiseworthy —“Hamiltonian.”

“Oracle”: We find your magazine inter-
esting in all ways. Your cover design is
very good for December, and the proverbs
at the heads of your departments are a fine
idea.—"Student’s Review.”

“Oracle”: A good all-round paper. Your
quotations at the heads of the different de-
partments are especially interesting and
appropriate—*“Tripod.” ;



““ A Laugh is Worth a Hundred Groarns in any Market.”

Cunningham, 21 (in Latin)—" ‘Dic,
Aneas.”” You tell 'em, Aeneas!”

New Copyrights.

“The Heart Breaker”—by Irving Kelly.

“Dimples”"—Elaine Utterback.

“They’re Fathers”—Dorothy Southard.

“Patches”—Marie Adams.

“The Black Sheep”—Ruth Crowell.

“Oh, Where Is My Wandering Tooth !"—
R. Collins.

“I'm Getting Fat”—Maud Murray.

“Forsaken, Forsaken”—Alan Crowell.

“What Care 1 For School”"—Dora Cohen.

“I'm It"—L.eslie Bowler.

“Ted’s Folly"—Dorothy Black.

J. Robinson, '21 (in Latin)—"“A horse, a
horse! My kingdom for a horse!”

Say, do you know that C. C., 21, does not
care for Bacon it's served ina
Bowl—(er)?

unless

JUNIOR JEREMIADE.

Cicero's tantrums and Catiline’s fight,

I study from early morn till night,

How Catiline fretted, fumed and boiled
When all his plots were by Cicero foiled.

In French 1 have an awful time,
“Je ne sais pas” is not in my line
And conjugations? Oh, my Gosh!
Are to me just so much “bosh.”

Algebra ’tis plain to see

Is made up of letters x, y and z,

But to find if x equals y what z would be
Is all right for some, but too deep for me.

English racks me most to death,

All night 1 wrestle with Macbeth,

Or with the mysteries of some ancient lore

And as day dawns know less than I did
before !

Now, 'tis a fact quite plain to see,
That A’s and B’s are not for me,

But I'll be satisfied, by heck!

If by June I'm not a blooming wreck.

—H. S..C,, 22

In French.

Mme. B.—"Avez-vous une vache?”
T. L—g—y, "23—“Wee, wee, je suis une
vache.”

Miss B., '23 (translating—Rougis par les
larnees)—""She blushed to her ears.”

How Come?

L. M., '21—"I find something new about
my car every day.”

E. H., '21—"Ditto, this morning I found
three hairpins and a powder puff in mine.”

E. Curran, 21, wants “Popper” to buy
him a monocle. Ed says he'll tell “Mom-
mer” if he doesn’t get it.
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Automobile Ignition Service i

Complete Equipment Efficient Service Competent Workmen

L S E S

A Service Station for Your
Convenience

Call us on all battery and ignition troubles
—And We'll Call—

Bangor Battery and Service Co, Inc.
119 Franklin St. Tel. 2516 Bangor, Maine

The Battery Service Station Nearest the High School

Poroeossoee o
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-1means

Better Lighting
Reliable Cooking
@) in any
E vent--ideal
78 HARLOW ST. Com_fort

I BANGOR, ME,

e ]
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Wanted :
24,

A collar for our class “Dog,”

CLASSROOM CLASSICS.
In Physics.

Incidence is something that burns.

The angle of incidence equals the angle
of affliction.

(). Describe the source of sound and
transmission,

Ans. Sound is the result of something
stricken as a string that has been stricken
and transmission is similar to water when
a stone is thrown in it,

Q. What is a vacuum?

Ans. Er—er I have it in my head
I can’t express it.

Teacher—"“What is a skeleton?”

Benny (aged seven)—“I know; it's bones
with the people rubbed off.”

but

Ask R. H,, 21, who his orange butterfly
at dancing school is.

History.

“Doc” Collins, 21— “Well, there always
was jealousy between England and France
back there in the dark ages.”

Miss C.—"No doubt it’s dark
mind.”

in your

When his son went to Europe he told him
if he needed help to send him a short wire-
less.

He received this:

] 5.0 9, 85200
R. 5. V. P

English.

He retired to the monastery where he
lived until after his death.
Spanish.

Miss F. (to E. B, 21)—“U and I are
weak vowels that lose sound in the presence
of stronger vowels,

Mr. G—g—s—*On what grounds did
Darton hecome famous?”

Student—"“On French ground.”

It’s English—quite English. you know!
“How are you, old Thing?"

“Oh, top hale, Old Bean.”

“And the wife, Old Egg?”

“Oh, quite priceless, Old Hippopotamus.”
“And the kids, Old Fountain Pen?”
“Oh, too pluperfect, Old Red Necked

Phalarope.”

Any Feller (to his sweetheart)—Darling,
you are the breath of my life.

She (blushing)—Well, can't you hold
your breath a while?

Geometry a la Boarding House.

A pie may be produced any number of
times.

A landlady can be reduced to her lowest
terms by a series of propositions.

A bee line may be made from any board-
ing house to another boarding house.

Any two meals at a boarding house are
together less than two square meals.

[f there be two boarders on the same flat
and the amount of the side of one be equal
to the amount of the side of the other, each
to each, and the wrangle between one
boarder and the landlady be equal to the
wrangle between the landlady and the
other, then shall the weekly bills of the two
boarders be equal also, each to each.

She—"I could just hang on to every word
you utter.”

He—"Gee! 1 must have a strong line.”

At the telephone: “Is this the hosiery
department ?”

Voice over phone: “Yes."”

At the telephone: “Have you any flesh
colored stockings?”

Voice over phone: “Yes, what do you
want, pink, yellow or black?"
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You’ll always find here the choicest models in Young Men’s
Clothes at the lowest possible price.

J. WATERMAN CO.

Maine’'s Largest OQutfitters for Men and Boys

|
|
|
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Do not make the mistake of judging an article merely by
its price. Our values will surprise your purse pleasantly

All the Latest Styles in Footwear

MRS. B. ]J. DOLLIVER, 44 MAIN ST.
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Compliments of

GOODWIN’S BILLIARD HALL

i 7 Hammond St. FRANK D. GOODWIN, Proprietor Telephone 859
W

A first class billiard hall where young men may enjoy their
hours of recreation at either billiards or pocket billiards.
Clean and Sanitary Light and Well Ventilated
Patronized by Bangor’s Leading Business Men

P e e e R I R B = = S PSP
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#*WHY NOT BUY GIFTS THAT LAST”

Q. C. Bryant, Jeweler |
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Greeee

For Graduation Pictures try

:
HOPKINS STUDIO ;

63 SIXTH ST., BANGOR, ME.
PHOTOGRAPHS AMATEUR FINISHING ENLARGEMENTS
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Freshman?

“I'm going to be a bigger man than
George Washington was,” announced the
young hopeful, looking up from his book.

“I'm very glad to hear it, but what makes
you think so?" asked the proud but puzzled
parent. ;

“Why, this book says that he couldn’t tell
a lie, and I can, 'cause I've tried it,” was the
triumphant reply.—Ex.

Jazzy.
Mr. Hopper (rising from table): “Shall
we dance this fox trot, Miss Flopper?”
Miss Flopper: “That wasn't the or-
chestra starting up—one of the waiters just
dropped a tray of dishes.”—Ex.

Policy.

A millionaire whose weekly contrib@n
to the church was seven cents, was one day
introduced by his pastor as follows:

“I want you to meet my VERY CLOSE
friend.” {

Next Sunday, the friend contributed ten
cents.—Ex.

Botany.

Teacher—Can you name a shrub that re-
mains green the year round?
Soph—Yes, a freshman.

Romeo—I'm not fond of the stage, sweet
Juliet. Hark! I hear your father coming
"so I think I'd lLetter go before the foot-
lights.

Teacher—*Johnny, this is the worst com-
position in the c'ass and I'm going to write
your father and tell him about it.”

Johnny—*“1 don't keer if you do.
wrote it for me."—Ex.

He

Little bits of Freshman,
L.ittle brains and nerves,
Makes some haughty Seniors,

As we all observe.

But When

Little bits of Sophomore

Pays seven bucks for a ring,
He's then a dead broke Junior
As cute as anythnig.

Algebra.

x denotes girl.

y denotes boy.

z denotes chaperone.

x plus y plus z denotes misery.

x plus y separated from z denotes bliss.

Professor—"*What is density ?”

Student—"“I can’t define it, but I can give
a good illustration.”

Professor—"“The illustration is
You may sit down!"—Ex.

good.

“Getting along all right?”
“Yeah, he's forging ahead.”

“Fine, he needs a new one!l”

A student having several times repeated
wwerds, “I guess,” in his recitation re-
this comment from the teacher:
r a lot of guessing, wasn’t it?”
jent (doubtfully)—"I guess so.”

as the end of the scene. The girl
aring.  “Bread!” she cried, as she
0 the floor of the stage, “give me
£ And just then the curtain came
1 with a roll—Ex.



Here's Our Story
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®
i
Twenty years ago we opened this shop and
started in repairing and cleaning clothes and
we are still at it, This shop can and
i will do anything from making a but-
: tonhole to putting in a silk facing.
: We have the largest repair de-
l partment in the state. Don’t
|
i
}
i

throw away a suit until we

onit. Phone 636

Hillside Dye House

66 State Street, Bangor, Maine

i
:
have passed our opinion '
:
:
:
§
§
|
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Teacher—“‘English is a great deal like
foothall, there’s: the team work we must
have, and the coach which is our book.
Now, Johnnie, doesn't it remind you of the
game?”’

Johnnie—"“Yes'm, all but the passin’”

If the amount of shorn locks increases we
see where the 5 and 10c store goes out of

business.

Jones—"“Does your wife break many
dishes?”

Smith—"“No, not many. I'm learning to
catch them now.”"—Ex.

He
you'll never get over.”

“l saw something last night that

She (in excitement)—“What was it?”
He—"*The moon."—Ex.

Shakespeare says: “If you can’t laugh
at the jokes of the age, then laugh at the
age of the jokes."—Ex.

He—"Don’t you think my mustache is
becoming ?"

She—“Well, it may be coming, but it
isn't here yet."—Ex,

R s i

CHARLES E. HICKS I
*
i

“Teacher of

Trombone and Baritone

Banngor Band and Bijou Orchestra

TELEPHONE 1467-R

Member of American Federation of Musicians

! i
%ﬂt’ :34./1{0(2’8{/6;3’
Gvery type of flyure
Are you sure you are
wearing the corset de-

signed to fit your type .
of figure?

BON "TON corsets are
worn by many thous-
ands of women because of
their satisfying variety of
models. And among them— -
in our Corset Department— -
is your corset; the one model .
which will give your figurc @
lines of smartness, and great- -
er.comfort than you mayhave :
hoped to enjoy.
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BESSE SYSTEM CO.

Bangor’s Leading Store
Geo. C, Dorr, Treas,
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} A Recipe for Happiness

Take one generous slice of our bread. Spread it over with good butter
and don’t be stingy. Add a layer of home-made apple sauce. Then take
one healthy boy about the time he gets home from school, hungry as two
wolves, insert the bread-butter-sauce combination into said boy organiz-
ation, and if that don’t produce happiness, where can happiness be found?

Sunbeam Bakery, 42 Central St.
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FREY’S-—Central Street’s Leading Cafe

If you want a Nice Dinner or a Quick Lunch try us

We are Headquarters for

BROILED LIVE LOBSTERS, BAKED STUFFED, SALADS,
STEAKS, CHOPS AND FISH
LADIES’ DINING ROOM UPSTAIRS

FREY’S CAFE
30-32 CENTRAL ST. BANGOR, MAINE

i i e e T e T
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M. M. LEAVITT—CONFECTIONERY—62 STATE 8T.
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For Long and Short Lumber, Roofing,
Asphalt Shingles, Wall Board, etc.
————COME TO US—

C. WOODMAN CO.

136 Exchange Street Bangor, Maine
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i Misses’ dl](l Juniors’ Spring Apparel
t SUITS 52 COATS s WRAPS
.

New Dresses Every Day From
PEGGY PAIGE, BETTY WALES, LITTLE DUCHESS

WOOD & EWER CO.
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East Side i i KENDALL-WINCH
Pharmacy § COMRA
32 State St. 111
CHAS. H. DAVIS, Prop. We carry the finest line of
ks fishing tackle in New Eng-
: land. We have all the lat-
Prescriptions ¢ 1 est patterns of John Shields
Fine Chocolates flies. Call and inspect them
Soda 111

Ice Cream 25 Central Street
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Compliments of

S. L. CROSBY CO.

Sporting Goods
150 EXCHANGE STREET, BANGOR

Grsooerestoean
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Spring Hats
for

Young Men

Miller and Webster Clo. Co.

—At the Robinson Corner—
T - 4 T T A RS
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A. Stanley Cayting, Violinist and:-Teacher
Member of Cleveland Symphony Orchestra
May 12—SUMMER CLASSES—Oct. 1
Phone 1971-W Res., 5 Park View Ave.
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Compliments of MAX ALLEN Successor to Gus Youngs

Soda Fountain, Cigars and Smokers’ Supplies
104 HARLOW ST., BANGOR, ME.
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Furbush Printing Co.

* BACON& ROBINSONCO: Solicit High School Patronage
Excellent Work, Prices Right

108 Exchange St., Bangor
13 State St. (Next to Bangor Savings Bank)
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Our New Spring Clothing Awaits Your Inspection

z BENOIT-MUTTY CO.—The Live Store
PP 0P80 40400004 0000000000840 00000800000000000 00000000
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When in need of a Haircut or Shave visit

MASON’S BARBER SHOP

Daniel H. Mason 20 Hammond Street
0+4++++f:,
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REMEMBER—Were UbD-Stairs

We are doing the shoe business of Bangor on Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s Footwear

BECAUSE—We're giving you BETTER SHOES FOR LESS MONEY and

If it’s not Right we’ll make it Right. How we do it—Judicious Buying, Low Expense, Volume
of Business. It will pay you to see our line. Mail orders given prompt and careful attention.

62 Main Street — S A M’ S Up One Flight

R =T e e i e e e o o S 2O
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QIVE US A CALL A d M . H C
$ narews nusic rnousevo.
S A N B O R N S 3 98 Main Street, Bangor, Maine
BARBER SHOP [ 4. § ——————
R. H. SANBORN, Prop. Pianos, Vlctrolas and Records
7 Hammond Street, Bangor, Maine Sheet Music and Musical
Opp. Merrill Trust Building .
P Celephone 2553-W Merchandise
Hlectric Clipper We Sharpen Safely : = — e
Fleetric Massage and Shampoo Razors : - ” ;
No Long Waits—6 Chairs { One Price and the Right Price to All
I Y e e R Y : e
B o R e S S Sy PPN Y
bTATIONLRY BOOKb NOVFLTIES
PLAYTHINGS
16 S"I‘A’PB. STREET BANGOR, MAINE
P e R S R
MWW&&M <+~> e
4+
Manhattan Shirts Lamson & Hubbard Hats
Phot by in all its B A We have an exceptionally fine line of
otography in a ranches 9
Amatc?fr eveloping and Printing Ready-to-Wear Suits
» at very attractive prices
CHALMERS Our Made~to-Measure Clothes
Studio 23 Hammond St. start at $32.50
All kinds of Picture Framing and there are some wonderful fabrics at that price
Supplies for the Amater i McCann’s Quality Shop, 12 State St.
: E & W. Collars Rain Coats
+
e s o R S ol R R R = émm—v P = O
e S e o e
WILBUR S. COCHRANE
TEACHER OF PIANO
Telephone 1503-R Studio, 91 Fourth Street

B = = = & = e o o
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PrintinBEOKa?lNdD JoB?nding

ALL KINDS
Printed or Engraved Wedding Cards
and Society Printing
We are especially well equipped
with the newest and most select faces

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

Mail Orders Solicited Send for Samples
The Thomas W. Burr Printing Co.
46 Columbia St., Bangor, Me.

Proper Goods, at the Proper Time at
the Proper Price.
Pttt 3949004099400 000 000000 4040

e

W. J. Cherry’s Barber Shop ?

Formerly Chadbourne’s Barber Shop

3
:
+
i

e e SN

Electrical or Hand Massage

79 CENTRAL STREET

All Star Crew (4 Chairs) BANGOR
PATRONIZE CHERRY’S

Electric Clippers

@
§ B o R e e
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Telephone Mandarin and
Connection American Style

Shopper’s Novelty Luncheon

The Home of Prompt, Eflicient and Conrtrous Service

:
Oriental Restaurant ;

Catering to Banguets, Automobile and Private Parties a Specialty

;
}
¢ *
: :
lt 209 Exchange St. Bangor, Maine l
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Des Arts Stationery

Made by Whiting & Cook

,{

Receiving a letter written on Des Arts Stationery is pleasing, to
say the least. There is a style in this new patented process paper
all its own. Made in snow white and delicate tints with smart

envelopes to match.

Louis XIV—deckle edge
Sport and Swagger-style Papers

THE W. H. GORHAM CO.

Hand Loom Finish—by the pound ;
54 State Street, Bangor, Maine '
&
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a vou'll thoroughly enjoy the meals you get

at our restaurant. Come in any time--morn-

th“lcr YO“ Eat u} lec ing, noon, night or between times—and we’ll
serve you and your party a royal good lunch

or Livc t[] Eat or meal, featuring all the delicacies of the

season. Prices right.

GOODE & DRISCOLL, 101 EXCHANGE STREET

R R S

The Quality Cigar

BCM

Made to Meet a Demand not a Price
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H. M PULLEN, Teacher of VIOLIN
Pupils Prepared for Professional Work

SOCIETY HALL

Grr e e

STICKNEY & BABCOCK
COAL CO

L S e e s e S e e e o

19 State Street, Bangor
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S. LEAVITT

Fruit, Confectionery, Sodas
and Ice Cream
196-198 Harlow St., Opp. High School
Telephone 8654
-+ B R kt T S A N A A N
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E. PENDLETON

‘‘Everything Electrical’’

C.

56 State Sireet
Bangor Maine

B e R R
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Electric Work Lighting Fixtures
Willard Storage Battery Service Station

THE DOLE COMPANY

Electrical Engineers and Contractors
Wm. McC. Sawyer, Treasurer

61 Main Street Telephone 74
B R R 2
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All kinds of Plaiting
Hemstitching

Place otdets early to avoid
disappointment

Edward 1. Morris, 27 Central St.
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EXCHANGE ST.
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BEAL BUSINESS COLLEGE

50 Columbia Street

All Commercial Branches taught in a
thorough manner. Complete equipment
of all Modern Office Appliances.

Free Catalog

R e a
>
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i Ralph Fisher Smith

Teacher of Piano

Studio: 50 Columbia Street
Tel. 2546~-W
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Portraits by Photography
Emma J. Taney, Photographer

28 Main St., Bangor, Me. i
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EAST SIDE NEWS DEPOT

W. L. ELDRIDGE

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

Magazines, Daily and Sunday Papers
Postal Cards

56 STATE STREET,
veeeses

-

BANGOR, ME.
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LUFKIN

U. M. CHOCOLATES Sold only at
58 Columbia St.
Home of the famous Pine Tree Taffy
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HUGH R. CHAPLIN, OHAIRMAN OF BOARD

C. D. CROSBY, PRESIDENT
JAMES W. CABSIDY, VicE PRESIDENT
HARRY A. LITTLEFIELD, TREASURER

Eastern Trust and Banking Company

BANGOR, MAINE
Organized April 9, 18587

Paid Up Capital

Additional Liability of Stockholders ............
Surplups:and Proflla .. ocscnvirsiressssmsiissisive
F] e e e S O s e P 2L et e et S

Maintaine a Savings Department paying interest on deposits therein.

Loans money

on Real Estate Mortgages at favorable rates. Receives.deposits subject to check and
transacts a general Banking and trust company business.
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O R o o S T & Ged
“MAINE’S BEST PAPER” Baker & Hodge Co.
The BANGOR COMMERCIAL FIRE INSURANCE
50 cents per month Eastern Trust Blli]dlﬂg
delivered by carrier Bangor Maine
TesLrsosese e o oo S e
B R e R e S S
All Work Formerly
Guaranteed Edwards’ Studio

A. J. FARRINGTON

PHOTOGRAPHER
Try Us For Your Class Photos

3 STATE STREET

TH4 4000040400000 0 00900000 00400005 O
¢ »
All the latest in

HAIR GOODS
To Let

Theatrical Wigs
and Beards

for all classes of
Entertalnmenis

LOVERING’S

European Hair Store
52 Main St., Bangor, Me.
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BREWER, MAINE

LARSEN & SAWYER

Manufacturing Jewelers
All kinds of Jewelry Repairing

Gold and Silver Work
Stones of all kinds
Sizes of Rings Changed
Old Gold and Silver Bought

31 Central Street, Bangor, Me"
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Patronlze Our- Advartisers



= ;

The Newest Spring Shapes are now Ready
For You

&

JOHN T. CLARK CO.
FINE CLOTHES SHOP
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