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SPECIAL : RATES GIVEN
.. TO STUDENTS

1117 GEARY STREET

Between _Van Ness Avenue and
: Franklin Streét

Ordere Promptly Attended To

Form an important part in' every recreation.
‘We have them all prices, and can show you
how simple it is to take pictures—and we do
developing and printing right.

F. KINMAN

PHOTOGRAPHIC MATERIALS

CANDIES, ICE CREAM, SHER- -
BETS, WATER ICES )
Qur Specialty Is Victoria Chocolates

1744 FILLMORE STREET
Phone West 6514

"Phone Weat 6347 2207 Flllmore Street

San Franmsco. Cal.’

The Raymond Coaching School

ELEVENTH YEAR

Mlssion High School, Snn Franelsco

1 am pleased to inform you that one of pur students who was. very defleient in English I RS
- gwes it t0 the work done for him in your school, that he fs'able to gradunste. The head of
our English Department says that his advancement under your instruction was most markerl
and that his progress inspired hlm with the confidence that he previousty lacked,

. J. O'CONNOR, Prlnclpa:. .
Ten Years Experience in Coachmg
High School Students

Telephone West 2751 2659 CALIFORNIA STREET

JAMES H. BARRY CO.

THE STAR PRESS

PRINTERS and
PUBLISHERS

I122 1124 MISSION ST."
' SAN FRANCISCO

Phones Pak 6380 and 6381
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THE LOWELL

A CLUB FOR HIGH SCHOOL FELLOWS

BOYS' DIVISION
THE YOUNG MEN'S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION OF SAN FRANCISCO
Golden Gate and Leavenworth

Gymmastun, Swimming Paol, Hundball Courts, Bowling Albeys, Spa. ‘-munl
Game aml Club Romus, Bre,

High Schoul Membership, $9.00 Per Year

Call o or write: RAYMONTD (1 JRANSON, Boys” Wik Director

Full Dress Suits, Tuxedos

_— and

Prince Alberts
rented for all
occasions

A Full Line of
Modern Clothing and
Overcoats

L. Skoll

Jleahker o‘nd

masinarm

d.ouc:%c and Qlass
Fina :‘g Hedalsm

133

o GEsY fazee Progiarma, .
tﬁ /} sl . 305 E{EAR}\I‘Y‘ ST
ST T'hones: Kearny 2280
Home C 6323
| BASKET BALL BASE BALL
TrackK ﬁﬁ Lacrosse
Golf Soccer
= )
Tennis = CricKHet
A. G. Spalding & Bros.
155.8 GEARY STREET SAN FRANCISCO




YOUNG MEN

who realize the important
part which correctly fash-
ioned and well-tailored
clothes play in impressing
people are quick to recog-
. nize the “smart” points in

Hastings Clothes

Their expert tailoring and
designing give a distinctive-
ness which is very much
desired by young men, and
which lends an individu-
zlity to their appearance.

Suits
$12.50 to $35.00

Overcoats and
Cravenettes
$15.00 to $35.00

Hastings Clothing Co.

Post and Grant Avenue
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“The Eagle of Sunset Pine”
Ameex Tvessn, june 1911,

Wearily Amos Lee refilied his pan with carth from the margin of (he
creck and washed it thorcughly, <haking the mixture so that the light particles
passed over the edge and the gravel sank to the bottom.  Carefully he exam-
ined the residue, turning it this wav and that, lest any trace of gold should
escape him. Dut again the pan cnrtained only bits of rock and sediment, and
emptying it out, Lee rose from where he knelt beside the siream and stretehed
his arms,

Ouess that's eneugh for to-day,” he muttered. 10T be dark before T
get home i 1 don’t start now.  Another day gone and nothing to show for it!”

Yeu it was not dor lack of energy or courage that there was nothing to
mark the day in Amos Lee’s calendar, Both the ventures that had occupied
his life had been unsuccessful through no fault of his: a partner had proved
unworthy and a mine that ar frse gave promise, had iailed. So Lee found
him=ell again at the inot of the ladder.

With his wife and daughter he had taken possession of a small cahin
in the heart of the mountains that rise in long, irreguine ranges through
that part of California where some genius once huried a great golden treas-
ure. Day aiter day as a prospector he tramped over the mountains, through
almost endless forests and down (e cafions. deep riven into the mountains,
where rushed fce-cold streams.  Dut three years had passed, and Earth had
stubbornly refused to disclose to Lee the jortune he so perseveringly songht.

As he neared home the sun was setting, amd the western sky glowedd
with wondrous reds ard yellows above the mountain on whose slope Lee
made his home.  The forest ended abruptly near the summit. and on e
hald mesa there rose a solitary giant pine tree, whose branches were tipped
with the sunset’s glory, and whose straight jorm was silhonetied against
the sun.  While Lee noted the uvsual, though always beautiful scene. a
great golden cagle Hew toward the pine and settled down in its topmost
boughs, “Guardian.” Junieua called him, And how fitly she had named

the tree “Sunset Pine.”
3




THE LOWELL -

she was, naming each tree, bird or beast as it caught her fancy. There she
was now, coming down the trail to meet him—his baby still, despite her
sixteen years. TFer hair was black. so black that it had blue shades in it,
and her blue eves shone like stars. Her rosy cheeks kuew neither tan nor
freckies, and she carelessly swung lier sunbonnet hy its strings. She carried
a great spray of azalea hlossoms, which she waved in greeting to her father,

' “Aren’t they beautiful?” she called. “l've waited so long for them to
bloow. Don't vou just love them. Dad—and pink oncs, too!”

"1 certainly do.” answered Lec, kissing ber. “Where do they grow?”

“Up toward Sunser Pine,” responded Junictta, slipping her arm throngh
her father’s. “There’s a great bush of them-—oh, Dad”—interrupting herself
—-"the cagle’s eggs have hatched, 'm sure. Guardian and his wife keep
flying around the tree, and going off jor food.”

Together they walked up the trail. Juaietta chattering - about the oc-
currences of the day, unimportant litile detaifs, but Amos Lee loved to hear
them, as Junictta well knew. She dearly loved her surroundings and the
lonely mountain life was no deprivation 1o her. Save for a few mountain-
‘cers their nearest neighbors were at Diroken Mill, a mining town several
miles distant.

All through Juae and July Junictta watched the eagles in Sunset Pine,
as she had done Tov two summers past.  The voung birds grew large and
strong and sometimes she could see them perched on the edge of the nest,
a structure of sticks, lined with grass and lealy twigs. So the summer
rolled by, but Amos Lee, for all his carnest prospecting. found no signs of

the mine e sought. Sometimes when working along the streams and up

through the gulches he would pan out a few nuggets of considerable size,
and then his hopes rose high, but often for days his labor went unrewarded.
In carly August two young San Franciscans, Ansel Girvin and Philip

Scott, appeared in Broken Il “I'hey were riding through the mountains’
on a hunting trip. Tt was a way that they enjoyed spending their vacations. .

and every summer found them riding thirough some part of California where
game was plentiful.  As they neared Uroken Hill, Scott suggested that they
leave their horses in the town and spend the next day fishing,

“Crawford said that the trout he caught last swinmer in Yarrow Creek
were the best he'd ever gotten.” he explained. '

“Just a fish story.” observed Girvin discouragingly. Te was not nearly
so enthusiastic over fishing as Scott, and regarded the scheme as a day
wasted, . :

! "1 don't think so.” protested Scott. “Anyhow. 1'd like to get a lick at
them. Tl tell you! T fish and you hunt. There's plenty of game around
- here—anyway. if you haven'v anything to show by the end of the day, there'll
i e my fish.” .

- “Oh, ves, your fish!" laughed Girvin, good-naturediv.  “All right, Phil,
: your motion is carried.  And lere’s Hroken Hil. \What holes these mining
i towns are, anyway!" : =

Lee smiled as he thought of his daughter. What 'a quaint little thing -

being mined there, -and
than bare necessities.
nexed, a-stable, a_gener
with a blacksmith shop

_ing of miners’ shanties's

Leaving their harse:
house, where they spent
Yarrow Creek, where th
suited Scott.  Here Gir
he selected his flics and

“P'll leave you now
“Dan’t wait for me. T
thing to show there that

"Don’t worry, T w
Then. as he felt a tug at
“Crawford was right,” In
trout on a slip cut from

Girvin meanwhile m
then steuck off through
approach.  Once he hear
it, so truly that it was
cry, stopped affrighted a
shelicr, Once he nearly
himi, and it rose and wh

Noontime found hin
slope, covered with a dec
abruptly near the sumr
neared the meuntain top.
over the trectops.

Girvin paused and
this in all the trip, and 1
an cagle, and certainly o
conjurc up. Slipping a
case the bird should con

There it cume, scarc
prey in the woods hene:
Raising his rifle Girvin
air, the bird stopped in ¢
crashing through treetor
been “Guardian.”

- Junictta Lec was cl
eagles who were.beginni
shrub was losing‘its blo

ground: Graspieg'a" bo



o i

THE LOWELL

Certainly Rroken HMill was not attractive. A vich vein of gold was
being mined there, and the tawn that had grown up contained little more
than bare necessities. A hoarding house. with a superintendent’s office an-
nexed, a stable. a general supply shop, an ore house and an assayer's office
with a blacksmith shop nearby—that was DBioken Hill, altogether a sGitter-
ing of miners” shanties and, of course. the inevitable- aloon. \‘

Leaving their horses at the stable Girvin and Scott went to the bo.mhwT
house, where they spent the night,  Farly the nest morning they set out’{or
Yarrow Creek, where they continued ap-stream until they came to a hole that
suitedd Beatt. Hlere Girvin seated himself on a bonlder and watched Thid
lie selected his flies and fastened them 1o his line.

“TH leave you now.” he announced, as Phil cast his line into the water.
“Bon't wait for me. 'l meet vou in Broken Fiill. T hope voull have some-
thing to show there that 1 ean see without a mizroscope.”

“Don't worry, | willl”" called I'hil, ax Ansel disappeared up the gulch,
Fhen. as he felt o tug at the end of his line he completely forgot his companion,
“Crawford was right,” he chuckled a few moments later, as he strwgy a splendid
irout on & ship cut from a willow,

Girvin meanwhile e his way up the guich for some lllllt, diztance. and
then steuck off through the forest.  Covers of quail flew into the brush at his
approach,  Onee he heard a Tone one ealling amd with its own notes be answered
it, so truly that it was deccived and., Aying in the direction of the answering
crv, stopped affrighted at seeing Ansel, and. turming, vaished into the forest’s
shelter. Omee he nearly trod npon a grouse that crouched motionfess before
fim, and it rose and whirred away, cackling with fear,

Noontime found him tramping up a gully that scamed a vounded momntain
slope. covered with a deep growth of pine, redwood and cedar trees, that endied
abruptly near the smumit, where a stately pine towered alone. As Girvin
neared the meuntain top. a great bird passed above his head and skimnred away
over the trectops.

Girvin patised and leoked up with interest.  He had found no birds like
this in all the trip. and the desire to shoot it possessed him. 1t was doubtless

can cagle, and certainly overshadowed the most magnificent fish that Scott could

conjure up.  Slipping a couple of cartridges into his rifle he waited, alert, in
case the bird should zome that way again,

There it came, scarcely moving its wings, It was evidently warching some
prev in the wodds hencath. unconscious that it was itsetf to beecome at victim.
Raising his rifle Girvin fired. The shot echoed through the clear mountain
air, the bird stopped in its circling course, beat its wings convulsively and fell,
crashing through trectops to the ground, a limp, piteons form that had once
been “Guardian.”

Tunictta Lee was climbing the trail to Sunset Pinc to watch the young
eagles who were beginning to make their first trips from the nest.  The azalea
shrub was losing its blossoms and a carpet of drifting pink petals swept the
wround.  Grasping a bough she shook it and a rain of falling petals covered

3




iher,

THE LOWELL

the mountains that rose eastward, in" tier upon tier.

From where she stood she conld look intothe valley below and heyond to -

A short distance away Guardian was circling around. He would pause,

dip downward and then, with a sudden movement of his powerful wings; soar

upward and again circle about in his graceful flight. “le must be getting din-
ner for the {amily.” thonght Junietta, as she stood, a picturesque little figure in
a pink gingham frock, clinging to the limh of the azalea. the fragrant petals
stili covering her biack hair,

Suddenly a shot rang out, terrifyingly near.  Junietta saw Guardian strug-
gle for life an ipstant, then plunge downward., She stwood for a moment in
herror, then ran toward the spot where she had scen him fall,

Girvin was standing beside the fallen bird, cjecting the spent cartridae
from his rifle. The joy of killing dhat had fluned up so ardently had died
down—1to be sure. this was only a bird, but what a noble one it had been and
of what use was it to him now? As he looked at the cagle where it lay with
its wings widespread and its vellow-feathered neck thrown back, he heard foot-
steps rapidly approaching and lnoked to see who was coming.

A girl dittle more than a child, to whose black hair clung azalea petals, and
whose cyes were darkening with anger—this was not what Girvin had ex-
pected to sce.  He turned toward her hesitatingly,

“You've shot Guardian!” she cried. her voive trembling with anger.. “My
Guardian! Oh, how cruel you are!”

She kneft heside Guardian and gently raised his head. His left wing
fell back, disclosing a torn wound. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she
looked at it.

“Oh, what will his family do without him?*" she mourned. *“Now tlere
won't be any Guardian to come Lo the Sunset Pine next year, Why did you
shoot him? O, what a wicked thing vou have done!”

Girvin did not know what to say. Several emotions possessed him—
cibarrassment at having a stranger (and a very pretty one) cryving because
he had shot an eagle; anger at being censured for the natural action of a

Junter: remorse, because he knew that the girl was right, there had been

no nced of shooting the bird.

“I am very sorvy.” he said, finallv. “I saw the bird and fired at him.
I hadn't the vaguest thought of the consequences—I only wanted to kill him.
so 1 did. Dut I am heartily ashamed of myself. You believe me, don't
you '

“Yes,” Junietta answered, tooking up, “but that doesn't make ‘Guardian’
alive again.’ .

“I know it doesn’t; I only wish it did. If I had a shovel I'd bury him
here where he's fallen beside the stream.”

“If you'll come with me we'll get one.”™  Junietta laid the bird's head on
the ground and stood up. “My home isn't far from here, and we'll give
‘Guardian” a proper funeral.”

She led the way down to the Lee cabin, and brought a shovel from a
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lean-to. . Climbing back along the riail they returned to the spot witere
they had feft “Guardian” lying. W
A short distance from the creek Gix\';\\'in. dug the grave, Several rocks -
vesisted his -shovel, and he pried them up, throwing them carelessly aside.
When the grave was deep enough they laid “Guardian”™ in it, Junietta smooth-
ing his rumpled brown plumage as hest she could. Siléntly she watched | .
Girvin shoveling the carth over the dead eagle. Suddenly her attention A
was attracted to the rocks that Girvin had displaced. and stooping. she '
picked up a piece and examined it curiously, as she had often donc speci-
mens hrought home by her father. She gave a quick little exclamarion.
“What iz it¥7 Girvin asked, looking op from his work: “is it a picce -
of ore?”
“1 think s0.” Junictta answered.  “Look at the flecks of gold all over it!
[t's far richer than the specimens that Dad has shown me, Perhaps there
is more of it,  Oh. do yvou think we have discovered a rich vein?  Dad has
loaked for one so long.”
Together they bent over the rocks, Ansel as interesied as the girl,
Each upturned iragment showed the same glittering particles.  Taking the
best specintens they returned o the Lee cabin.  Amos Lee came home carly
that day and as he neared the cabin he was met by a very excited girl and
an equally so voung man, while hiis wife was scarcely less interested.  With
trembling lingers he examined the bits of rock and tested them.
Y E] = 2% 0 4 E] £ B ¥

Now up in the mountains some livtle distance beyond Broken Hilh an-
other mine is being operated, that pays many thousands yearly. Its own-
ers are Amos Lee and Ansel Girvine and its name is the Golden Eagle,

O Stonewail Jackson, the strong, conrageous, vight-loving Confederate, we
have this story: It was during the Civil War, Jackson was leading his army in
the battle of Antictam when suddenly he saw ene of his men about to fire upon
a voung soldier on the other side of the creck. hwmediately he cried: “Swop!
Lower your gun, [ have watched that boy all day. He is too brave to be killed.”
Thus was William MeKinley. at seventeen years of age. saved to hecome twice
P'resicdlent of the United States and die by the assassio’s bullers.  So. we see, that
1o Jackson, known as the favorite son of the god Jason, another quality belongs—
the capacity for appreciating soldierly qualities in an enemy as well as in a friend.







