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"The Eagle of Sunset Pine"

AII.EEN* MYLAND, June 1911.

Wearily Amos Lee refilled his pan with earth from the margin of the
creek and washed it thoroughly, shaking 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 way and that, lest any trace of gold should
escape him. But again the pan contained only bits of rock and sediment, and
emptying it out, Lee rose from where he knelt beside the stream and stretched
his arms.

"Guess that's enough for to-day," he muttered. "It'll be dark before I
get home if I don't start now. Another day gone and nothing to show for it!"

Yet it was not for 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 at first gave promise, had failed. So Lee found
himself again at the foot of the ladder.

With his wife and daughter he had taken possession of a small cabin
in the heart of the mountains that rise in long, irregular ranges through
that part of California where some genius once buried a great golden treas-
ure. Day after day as a prospector he tramped over the mountains, through
almost endless forests and down the canons, deep riven into the mountains,
where rushed ice-cold streams. But three years had passed, and Earth had
stubbornly refused to disclose to Lee the fortune he so perseveringly sought.

As he neared home the sun was setting, and the western sky glowed
with wondrous reds and yellows above the mountain on whose slope Lee
rp.ade his home. The forest ended, abruptly near the summit, and on the
bald mesa there rose a solitary giant pine tree, whose branches were tipped
with the sunset's glory, and whose straight form was silhouetted against
the sun. While Lee noted the usual, though always beautiful scene, a
great golden eagle flew toward the pine and settled clown in its topmost

• boughs. "Guardian," Junietta called him. And how fitly she had named
the tree "Sunset Pine."
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Lee smiled as he thought of his daughter. What a quaint little thing
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 siii!,-.clespite her,
sixteen yearsi Her hair was black, so black that it had blue shades in it,
and her blue' eyes shone like star's." Her rosy cheeks knew neither tan nor
freckles, and she carelessly swung her sunbonnet by its strings. She carried 1
a great spray of azalea blossoms, which she waved in greeting to her father.

"Aren't they beautiful?" she called. "I've waited so long for them to
bloom. Don't you just love them, Dad—and pink ones, too!"

"I certainly do," answered Lee. kissing her. "Where do they grow?"
"Up toward Sunset Pine," responded Junietta, slipping her arm through

her father's. "There's a great bush of them—oh. Dad"—interrupting herself
—"the eagle's eggs have hatched, I'm sure. Guardian and his wife keep
flying around the tree, and going off for food."

Together they walked up the trail, Junietta chattering about the oc-
currences of the day, unimportant little details, but Amos Lee loved to hear
them, as Junietta well knew. She dearly loved her surroundings and the
lonely mountain life was no deprivation to her. Save for a few mountain-
eers their nearest neighbors were at Broken Hill, a mining town several
miles distant.

All through June and July Junietta watched the eagles in Sunset Pine,
as she had done for two summers past. The young birds grew large and
strong and sometimes she could sec them perched on the edge of the nest,
a structure of sticks, lined with grass and leafy twigs. So the summer
rolled by, but Amos Lee, for all his earnest prospecting, found no signs of
the mine he 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 clays his labor went unrewarded.

In early August two young San Franciscans, Ansel Girvin and Philip
Scott, appeared in Broken Hill. They were riding through the mountains
on a hunting trip. It was a way that they enjoyed spending their vacations,
and every summer found them riding through some part of California where
game was plentiful. As they nearccl Broken Hill. Scott suggested that they
leave their horses in the town and spend the next clay fishing.

"Crawford said that the trout he caught last summer in Yarrow Creek
were the best he'd ever gotten," he explained.

"Just a fish story," observed Girvin discouragingly. He was not nearly
so-enthusiastic over fishing as Scott, and regarded the scheme as a day
wasted. '

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

"Oh, yes., your fish!" laughed Girvin, good-naturedly. "All right Phil,
your motion is carried. And here's Broken Hill. What holes these mining
towns are, anyway!"

nexcel, a stable, a g
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Certainly Broken Hill was not attractive. A rich vein of gold was
being mined there, and the town that1 had grown tip contained little more
than bare necessities. A boarding hor.se, witfi a superintendent's office an-
nexed, a stable, a general supply shop, an ortf) house and an assayer's office
with a blacksmith shop nearby—that was Broken Hill, altogether a scatter-
ing of miners' shanties and, of course, the inevitable saloon.

Leaving their horses at the stable Girvin and Scott went to the boarding
house, where they spent the night. Early the next morning they set out for
Yarrow Creek, where they continued up-stream until they came to a hole that
suited Scott. Here Girvin seated himself on a boulder and watched Phil as
he selected his flies and fastened them to his line.

'"I'll leave you now," he announced, as Phil cast his line into the water.
"Don't wait for me. .I'll meet you in Broken Hi',1. I hope you'll have some-
thing to show there that I can see without a microscope."

"Don't worry, I will," called Phil, as Ansel disappeared up the gulch.
Then, as he felt a tug at the end of his line he completely forgot his companion.
"Crawford was right," he chuckled a few moments later, as he strung a splendid
trout on a slip cut from a willow.

Girvin meanwhile made his way up the gulch for some little distance, and
then struck off through the forest. Coveys of quail flew into the brush at his
approach. Once he heard a lone one calling and with its own notes he answered
it, so truly that it was deceived and, flying in the direction of the answering
cry, stopped affrighted at seeing Ansel, and, turning, vanished into the forest's
shelter. Once he nearly trod upon a grouse that crouched motionless before
him, and it rose and whirred away, cackling with fear.

Noontime found him tramping up a gully that seamed a rounded mountain
slope, covered with a deep growth of pine, redwood and cedar trees, that ended
abruptly near the summit, where a stately pine towered alone. As Girvin
neared ihe mountain top, a great bird passed above his head and skimmed away
over the treetops.

Girvin paused and looked up with interest. He had found no birds like
this in all the trip, and the desire to shoot it possessed him. It was doubtless
an eagle, 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 come that way again.

There it came, scarcely moving its wings. It was evidently watching some
prey in the woods beneath, unconscious that it was itself to become a 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 treetops to the ground, a limp, piteous form that had once
been "Guardian."

Junietta Lee was climbing the trail to Sunset Pine 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
ground. Grasping a bough she shook it and a rain of falling petals covered
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her. From where she stood she could look into the valley below and beyond to
the mountains that rose eastward, in tier upon tier.

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. "He must be getting din-
ner for the family," thought Junietta, as she stood, a picturesque little figure in
a pink gingham frock, clinging to the limb of the azalea, the fragrant petals
still covering her black hair.

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

Girvin was standing beside the fallen bird, ejecting the spent cartridge
from his rifle. The joy of killing that had flamed up so ardently had died
down—to 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 eagle where it lay with
its wings widespread and its yellow-feathered neck thrown back, he heard fcot-

. steps rapidly approaching and looked to see who was coming.
A girl, little more than a child, to whose black hair clung azalea petals, and

whose eyes were darkening with anger—this was not what Girvin had ex-
pected to see. He turned toward her hesitatingly.

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

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

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

Girvin did not know what to say. Several emotions possessed him—
embarrassment at having a stranger (and a very pretty one) crying because
he had shot an eagle; anger at being censured for the natural action of a
hunter; remorse, because he knew that the girl was right, there had been
no need of shooting the bird.

"I am very sorry," he said, finally. "I saw the bird and fired at him.
I hadn't the vaguest thought of the consequences—I only wanted to kill him.
so I did. But I am heartily ashamed of myself. You believe me, don't
you?"

"Yes," Junietta answered, looking 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

6
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lean-to. Climbing back along the trail they returned to the spot whcr̂ e
they had left "Guardian" lying. j

A short distance from the creek Girvin dug the grave. Several rocks
resisted 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 best she could. Silently she watched
Girvin shoveling the earth over the dead eagle. Suddenly her attention
was attracted to the rocks that Girvin had displaced, and stooping, she
picked up a piece and examined it curiously, as she had often done speci-
mens brought home by her father. She gave a quick little exclamation.

"What is it?" Girvin asked, looking up from his work: "is it a piece
of ore?"

"I think so," Junietta answered. "Look at the flecks of gold all over it!
It's far richer than the specimens'that Dad has shown me. Perhaps there
is more of it. Oil, do you think we have discovered a rich vein? Dad has
looked for one so long."

Together they bent over the rocks, Ansel as interested as the girl.
Each upturned fragment showed the same glittering particles. Taking the
best specimens they returned to the Lee cabin. Amos Lee came home early
that day and as he neared the cabin he was met by a very excited girl and
an equally so young man, while his wife was scarcely less interested. With
trembling fingers he examined the bits of rock and tested them.
* * * $ $ $ $ * * *

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

Of Stonewall Jackson, the strong, courageous, right-loving Confederate, we'
have this story: It was during the Civil War, Jackson was leading his army in
the battle of Antietam when suddenly he saw enc of his men about'to fire upon
a young soldier on. the other side of the creek. Immediately he cried: "Stop!
Lower your gun. I have watched that boy all day. He is too brave to be killed."
Thus was William McKinley, at seventeen years of age, saved to become twice
President of the United States and die by the assassin's bullets. So, we see, that
to 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.
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The Aviation Meet

A. J. WiLLARn, '11. L. H. S. Reporter.

Did you see the aeroplanes? No! Well, you certainly missed a great
sight. What did they do? Why, they did anything and everything. Every-
thing was ready for the flights. The grandstands were crowded with joy-mad,
pleasure-seeking people, the mechanicians on the field were enthusiastically put-
ting the finishing touches to their machines, and last of all, but not least, the
aviators themselves were bubbling over with joy at the thought of being the first
man-birds to fly over our city.

James Radley, the English birdman, was the first aviator to leave the field.
In a Bleriot monoplane, making a short running start and ascending quickly to
a height of a little more than two hundred feet, he circled the grandstand and,
heading his machine toward the city of the Golden Gate, he was soon lost to sight.
As he and his machine became a constantly diminishing object, the people in the
grandstands and automobile paddocks turned their attention to a group of four
aviators all in the air at the same time. Each was vainly endeavoring to outdo
the other in performing a series of geometric evolutions. This quartet was
composed of Parmalee, Ely, Brookins and Willard.

In the meantime, Radley, so to speak, was having the time of his life.
Steering his machine over the salt marshes of the lower bay, he was soon sailing-
over the battleships at anchor in the harbor. In and out, maneuvering his ma-
chine with perfect grace, he mystified both officers and men. Neatly clearing
the forward bridge of a passing ferry boat, he circled Goat Island and headed
for the Ferry building. Having" looked at the time on the clock in the tower,
he soon landed again at Tanforan on terra firma, in all, being gone thirty-four
minutes.

When he had told his story to his French rival, the latter, in good nature,
.was heard to say, "Well, 1 know I can do better than that." So saying, he
tuned up his Antoinette and, having made a few graceful flights, set oft" at a
rapid pace toward Golden Gate Park and the ocean. He followed the course
of the main drive and sailing at a height of two hundred feet, he passed over the
beach and Cliff House. Here he deviated from his course, turning eastward and
passing over the Presidio, and was soon opposite Alcatraz. From here he con-
tinued on to the Ferry and thence clown the waterfront to the field.

The spectacular flights of these two man-birds was one of the greatest
achievements in the career of both men. With the graceful confidence of water-
birds, these monoplanes circled and whirled, dipped and rose, now almost skim-
ming the crisping waves, and again soaring high above them. The splendid
weather was all that one could desire. It was Aviation dc Luxe.
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To a Violet

The violet was a lovely flower,
In beauty sweet and fair,

It grew beside a running brook,
And-left its fragrance there.

It loved to watch the sparkling stream,
To hear its bubbling song,

To see it flash between the green,
And the white foam race along.

It heard the song of love and truth
Given to us by Christ.

It longed to serve with its simple heart
And to keep its Maker's tryst.

It grew, and bloomed, a purple queen,
A monarch of a day.

And then, the fairest of the flowers,
It pined and drooped away.

Is any life, how great or small,
Counted as waste or loss,

If its sweetness brightens a struggling soul,
And helps to bear its cross ?

If not, sweet flower, your life, so meek,
Has not been lived in vain,

For you have taught me, too, to serve—
The highest to attain.

For not abroad, in distant lands,
Is service always due,

But right here, now, by God's own help,
A lesson I'll learn from you.

A. I-L, Dec. '11.
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A True Nobleman

Practically every European country boasts its noblemen, yet how few of
f'tiie many are deserving of the title, in its higher sense! America considers
herself fortunate in having no such class distinction, but, although we do not
ordinarily regard them as such, she has nevertheless produced several true
noblemen. Far higher than those of birth are the requirements for our peer-
age; they are essentially personal honor and merit, with lofty character, worthy
of and commanding the respect and praise of a most critical world.

Perhaps the first of America's noblemen was George Washington . if equally
high rank was Abraham Lincoln. Scattered through our histon s pages, we
discover several other true nobles, while some few, hidden from the public eye.
may never have been discovered at all.

It is especially fitting that, at this season of the year, we look back upon
the life of one of the noblest and truest of America's sens, a life which began
in this very month of January, 1S07, the life of Robert Edward Lee, commandcr-
in-chief of the "Armies of the Confederacy" during the Civil War. P>ecause
for four short years of his sixty-three. Lee fought in opposition to the Union,
and because his armies were defeated, is no reason that we should to-day lose
sight of one of the grandest characters man ever possessed.

Descendant of an honored family, of Revolutionary fame, Robert Lee up-
held its credit in his every action. From earliest boyhood, devotion to religion
was his guiding star—duty, the keynote of his life, so many times struck loud
and long in apparent discord with his wishes. Purity, sincerity, gentleness, but
strong determination, characterize every period of an exceptionally active career.

When quite a boy, Lee's life became devoid of its dearest pleasures, as to
his lot fell the management of the family affairs. General Henry Lee, the
father, had died when Robert was eleven years old; his oldest brother was a t .
Cambridge, the other in the navy; his oldest sister was delicate, the younger,
too young to manage a household, while the mother was an invalid. All the
duties of a husband, father, son and brother were carried out by the boy. with
his characteristic firmness and good judgment.

At the age of eighteen Lee entered West Point. He became, a great favorite
among cadets, professors and officers alike, and graduatd second in an unusually
brilliant class. June 30, 1831, Lee married Mary Randolph Custis. grand-
daughter of Washington. From this time until the Civil War. the old Custis
mansion, Arlington, on the Potomac, was the home of Lee and his family.

The period shortly before his marriage begins Lee's career as a soldier.
He was then an officer in the United States army. For several years he served
here and there, along the frontiers. At the outbreak of the Mexican War. Lee
was sent out with General Winfield Scott, whose favorite soldier he soon be-

. came. It is even said that General Scott intended to recommend him as his
successor in chief command of the United States army. Then, suddenly, came
the dread Civil War. At the time Lee was a colonel in the army, with 'a char-
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acter and reputation which were sure to win for him the highest honors. Some
believe that the Government proposed him to command the Union armies. But
rejecting whatever proposals were made, rejecting even his estates, and leaving
his dear ones, he returned to share the fate of Virginia, his native State. Gen-
eral Scott was deeply grieved at this loss, but firmly believed that Lee had
acted thus purely from a sense of duty, as was in reality the case. Virginia
at once gave to Lee the command of her army, and later, in 1862, he was made
commander-in-chief of the "Armies of the Confederacy." The confidence thus
reposed in him remained to the end. The South had recognized its greatest
soldier—one of the greatest the world has ever known.

Robert E. Lee possessed every requisite of a true soldier. He was brave,
wise, skillful, patient and unyielding, gentle and just, beloved by his soldiers
as no other General has ever been. In Europe Lee was considered the most
humane of soldiers; "the peer, if not the superior of any soldier of ancient or
modern times." A London paper declared that England herself had "never
produced a nobler soldier, gentleman and Christian, than Robert E. Lee."

When the last hope had faded, Lee accepted the fate of the South' with
solemn dignity, laying down his arms forever. It was not long, however, before
Lee was called to serve his beloved Virginia in peace. On August 4, 1865. he
was unanimously elected president of Washington College, at Lexington, Vir-
ginia. Ably fitted for such a position, through years of deep study, and his
ever-ready good judgment, Lee assumed this office. A hard task lay before
him. which he completed with credit to himself and the college. His ability is
seen by the results. "He found the college practically bankrupt, disorganized,
deserted; he left it rich, strong and crowded with students."

Finally, after years of activity in war and peace. Lee's health failed. Travel
at first proved effective, but en Oct. 12, 1S70, he died of concussion of the
brain, mourned by North and South alike.

No more fitting praise of this great man could be found with which to sum
up his life than the following, which appeared, at his death, in the New York
"Citizen":

"The highest head, the noblest and grandest diameter of our continent,
the most conscientious, humane and faithful soldier, the most chivalrous gentle-
man in this world, the best, the most superb sample of the American warrior,
has fallen like a mighty tree in the forest; and men wonder, after the first
shock of the news, to find that there is such a gap, such a blank in the world."

"What is there wanting to the fame of this illustrious American?"
I-I. B.. June '11.

11
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The Superstitious Captain Bell and the Hoodoo
By EARL N. STORY.

The big bark Main slowly mounted the long, smooth Pacific swell, rolled
over the top, slid off and plunged down into the trough below with a jerk which
sent the heavy chain topsail sheets against the sides of the iron masts with a
terrific clash, and caused the huge loose sails to flap against the backstays. For
six days and six nights she lay out there on the deep blue Pacific, rolling, toss-
ing, turning, without a puff of wind to fill the white loose sails and give her
.steerage way to keep on her course. She seemed like a poor, lone, restless,
sick gull riding the waves, struggling to keep its head out of water, as she lay
there tossing and pitching.

Life on board ship was a wretched existence, that is, for the crew anyway.
The watch below could not sleep, the watch on deck was worn, the second mate
cussed, the first mate sulked, the captain stormed, and last but not least the cook-
burned his fingers in the broth. There were however, the names of two mis-
chievous lads on the passenger list. These two youthful funmakers, whose rav-
enous appetite for amusement was always unappeased, never ceased to furnish
joy for the other six passengers, by playing all kinds of pranks upon
every soul on shipboard, from the captain down to the ship's cat. Whenever
the two ladies were tired of reading, or the four men were tired of playing
whist, they would always look for George and Dick to liven them up.

••• It happened one day in Honolulu, before the voyage was begun, that Cap-
tain Bell, of the Main, encountered his old rival. Captain Nelson, of the bark-
entine Aberdeen. As their commands were both slated to sail from Honolulu
to San Francisco on" the same da}', in the length of their conversation an argu-
ment grew out of the fact that both had boasted that his vessel was the fastest
sailer. Captain Bell, of the Main, was an old New England skipper, and was
known along the waterfront of 'Frisco as a sail-cracker. He knew the worth

•.• of .his bark, the Main, and was willing to bet all his savings on his craft.
Likewise Captain Nelson, an old grizzled Scandinavian seadog, thought just
as well of his own ability and his little barkentine, the Aberdeen. Well, the
bet was made, and a few days after that both vessels set sail from Honolulu for
San Francisco. Both skippers crowded on all the canvas possible to push
their vessels up into northern latitudes, so as to strike the northeast trades and
have fair sailing to San Francisco.

Aboard the Main all went well for awhile, then suddenly the wind died
out and left her helpless. The two boys, George and Dick, having now ex-
hausted their supply of pranks, were at a loss to know what to do next. Sud-
denly they remembered the old trick of stringing two goonies together, by hav-
ing them swallow a piece of fat salt pork tied to the end of a string.' The
goonies, large sea-birds, are scavengers of the ocean and follow in the wake of
ships, always ready to grab anything thrown overboard that looks like food.
The two boys soon procured some pork from the cook, tied the pieces
to the ends of a string, and then threw it overboard. It was not long before
two unfortunate goonies had half swallowed the pork, and were chokin°- and
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struggling, each trying to break away from the ether. It was of no use, how-
ever, for the string held them fast, and they were left behind fighting. This
furnished great excitement for the boys and the rest of the passengers. In the
middle of the affair Captain Bell appeared on deck. He. like all old seadogs,
was superstitious, and believed that this would cause ill-luck. He flew into a
rage, grabbed both the boys by their ears and, after slapping them severely, sent
them down below into the cabin. He then turned upon the passengers and in
the beautiful, highly polished language of the sea, accused them of causing the
calm which now delayed them. The passengers only grinned, and Captain Hell
at length, seeing that his lecture was in vain, went into his cabin.

That evening a large school of sharks appeared alongside the ship. Once
more there was great fun and excitement for the passengers and once more
Captain Bell appeared on deck. This time he did not appear angry, as before,
but seemed weary. He glanced at the sharks and exclaimed, "The hoodoo is
with us for sure."

The calm continued for six days and still no wind came. Likewise the
sharks gamboled alongside. Finally, on the seventh day of the calm, the Captain
suddenly appeared on deck with a loaded revolver in his hand. Passengers
and crew were panic-stricken, for they thought the "'old man" had gone mad.
The Captain walked to the rail, very slowly pointed his revolver down towards
the water and fired two shots. The sea around the ship was soon colored red
with blood. The passengers and crew now understood; the "old man" had
killed a shark; as soon as the sea cleared, not one was to be seen. There
was, however, a lone pilot-fish, the companion of the dead shark cruising
around looking for its friend. Captain Bell looked on and grinned. He took
out a big plug of "Old Navy" and cut off a huge slice which he placed in his
mouth. "Now we'll have wind," he exclaimed.

That evening, just before sunset, small puffs of wind came from the south-
west. It soon shifted around to the southeast and blew stronger and stronger.
By twelve o'clock that night not a stitch of canvas was on the bark, except her
topsails. Captain Bell paced the deck in his oilskins, humming merrily and talk-
ing to himself. "Ha, ha, ha!" he laughed. "Now I've got them passengers where
I want 'em. Seasick in their bunks below. No more goonies, no more sharks
and plenty of wind. I'll win my bet after all." All this was told confidently
to himself, not even so the helmsman might hear it.

Eight days after that event the big bark Main anchored safely in the Bay
of San Francisco. But not too soon, for the mud hook was hardly down in
the bottom when her rival, the Aberdeen, came sailing proudly through the
Golden Gate with all sail set. Again Captain Bell chuckled, took a huge bite of
tobacco, and waited patiently for his rival to come up to the ship. At length
he made out Captain Nelson, pacing the deck, giving sailing orders to his men.
Finally, when the Aberdeen was well abreast of the Main. Captain Bell sung
out to his rival, "Did you see any sharks on the voyage up, Captain Nelson?"
Captain Nelson heard and understood. He realized he had lost his bet and his
reputation. He only muttered a reply to Captain Bell, and gave more orders
to his men. Captain Bell again chuckled, shook his head and exclaimed: "Them
there two kids weren't such bad youngsters after all."

13
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The Spanish Play
The entertainment given by the. Spanish Club • on December 7th and 8th

certainly should mark the point in the life of that activity when its success was
proved beyond further question. All the details of the performance went to
prove the existence of a very genuine interest in Spanish literature, and, what
is even more important, a conscientious enthusiasm for the success of the. club.
A club that can give a production like "Despues de la Lluvia, el Sol" unques-
tionably has the proper spirit. ~'

As we take up our iabors as critic, first of all. let us say a word in praise
of the stage management. With the single fault that some of the audience was
kept waiting half an hour outside the door, the performance went off on both
days with a smoothness truly remarkable, considering how very scanty the
facilities were.

To take up the numbers on the program in order: the speeches by Mr.
Morton and Mr. Rhodes were to the point and well appreciated: "Barcarole,"
sung by the Girls' Glee Club on Wednesday, could never fail to be beautiful,
but lack of sufficient preparation and the absence of the director were painfully
obvious. "Estudiantina," sung on Thursday, was a great improvement, both
on account of the presence of the director and because the popular old Spanish
melody has always been a favorite with the Glee Club.

Next came the reading of a story in Spanish, "Mi Mismo Nombre," by
Miss Bartlett. A gentleman in the audience, well versed in the language, who
has spent some time in Spanish-speakuig countries, remarked on the excellence
of Miss Bartlett's accent.

Miss Durbrow's selection from dear old Don Quixote was most enjoyable.
It must be remembered, of course, that she had the advantage of reading in
English, but she rendered the amtiiing story of the Adventure of the Windmills
with a vivacity and clearness quite unusual.

Now to come to the piece de resistance, the playlet, Despues de la Lluvia.
el Sol." This dainty little one-act comedy has a decided advantage over many
English sketches of the same type, in that its plot is coherent, hanging on a
chain of circumstances, not remotely possible or absurd, but extremely proba-
ble. As an. argument of the plot was thoughtfully provided with the program,
the critic will not explain further than to say that the circumstances mentioned
above were, in this case, a young widow, very much bored by the rainy weather,
hourly expecting an affiance whom she has never seen, a storm-bound way-
farer, and rumors of a ferocious bandit in the neighborhood. When one con-
siders the poverty of properties, the slightness of the make-ups, and the inex-
perience of the actors, the excellence of the production was truly wonderful.
The setting was well arranged, all the business cleverly done, parts almost per-
fectly learned, and the dialogue snappy and full of expression, but most im-
portant of all, the players showed a keen sense of the action of the story, hand-
ling the rising climax almost perfectly, and managed to create an atmosphere
truly thrilling. In criticism we would say that none of the actors realized the
necessity of gesticulating profusely whether there was any occasion for it or not,
a point absolutely essential in the interpretation of Spanish character. The
accent of the aclors was uniformly good, but the gentleman mentioned above
considered Anselmo's the best.
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To take.up the actors severally; first and foremost comes the charming
little leading lady, Miss Belle Meyer, as Matilda. Certainly Miss Meyer was every
inch the seiiora, from her dainty, high-heeled slippers to the top of her carved
tortoise-shell comb. The only detail at fault was that her fan was neglected
almost entirely when it should have been fluttered and coquetted with every
minute. Of Miss Meyer's acting there' is little to be said, save that it was
delightfully clever and vivacious throughout, her interpretation of the capricious
young widow's character being very interesting and consistent.

Second comes the gallant hero, Carlos, played by Mr. Robert Undcrhill. While
lacking in Miss Meyer's vivacity, Mr. Underbill was most satisfactory through-
out. It must be remembered that the part of a hero is the most difficult of
all for an inexperienced actor, but Mr. Undcrhill showed himself fully capable
of carrying it through in a spirited and pleasing fashion. A touch of crayon
about the eyes, with a black wig and mustache, and a score or so of cigarettes,
would have helped the obviously Anglo-Saxon Mr. Underbill's interpretation
wonderfully.

The parts of Viclorina and Ansclmo did not give much opportunity for
individual acting, except in the first dialogue, wbch, by the way, was exceed-
ingly well done. Here Miss Page, who was excellently cast for the part of
Victorina, was exceptionally good. • On Thursday she gave a very good effect
of stupid deliberating when Matilde wishes Victorina to run after Ansclmo.

This part was taken by the well-known enthusiast, Mr. Will Newbauer.
We wish Mr. Newbauer's acting had been as good as his Spanish, in which case
his interpretation would have left nothing to be desired. Ansclmo, it seems,
was something of a wag, but, alas! never got any "laughs," because the audience
could not understand his jokes. More gestures were needed throughout—a bow-
on entering his mistress' presence, great elocutionary effect in reading the verses,
etc. Certainly, though, Ansclmo never failed to give the proper expression to a
line, or to make his speech create the proper effect.

There are three other people, at least, who, while not in the cast, deserve
special mention in this article. First is Mr. Rhodes, the kind and enthusiastic
coach, who has given so freely of his limited time and unlimited information
to help make the production a success. Then there is the most capable stage
manager, Miss Davies, of whom we can do no better than to quote Mr. Rhodes,
who says, "The credit, if there is any, is entirely due to Miss Davies; she has
been indefatigable." There is certainly a great deal of credit, as anybody who
witnessed the play must admit, and as we can easily believe Mr. Rhodes' state-
ment, we will most willingly extend is to her, as deserving every bit there is to
be found. As she claims that Mr. Mack formed a mor-t satisfactory assistant,
faithful, willing and capable, the cycle of compliments is complete.

The critic now lays clown her pen with a feeling, on the conclusion of this
article, of having reviewed some very pleasant memories. If the critique has
been made more elaborate and detailed than the slightuess of the production
seems to warrant, we can only say in apology that our endeavor has been to
show our appreciation of the compliment conferred upon us in being asked to
write it, by giving the production all possible study and thought, and our only
motive a keen interest in the work of the club and an earnest desire for its
success. Here, then, is luck, and long life to the Spanish Club; may it always
be able to give an entertainment as delightful as "Despues de la Lluvia, el Sol.''

-- _,.. UNA SEXORITA.
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Crossing the Snow—A True Story

By W. F. CHENEY, JR., June '11.

The quiet of little Lake Lucile was broken one summer noon by a party of
boys halting on its shore for lunch. While some made camp and prepared the
mid-day meal, the others went fishing for mountain trout. Among the latter
was one boy who carried a dipnet. instead of a rod. He had never been in the
mountains before arid he gazed with wonder at the snow which covered a steep
slope opposite the camp. He and some other boys worked their way around
towards this', and since there seemed to be no hope of catching any fish, they
put their rods away and started across the slide.

The city boy went first with the little dipnet, and the others followed with
their disjointed rods. As they proceeded they ascended the snow till they were
about fifty feet above the lake and half way across. Just then one of the boys
at camp called out over the water that lunch was ready. So the boys quickened
their steps and the leader jabbed the handle of his dipnet into the snow to keep
from slipping. It was lucky he did so, for a little further on one of his feet
slipped, but the dipnet held and he regained his equilibrium with a shudder.
He looked down the slippery slide to the cold water below, and saw that it was
lined with big boulders, which evidently kept the snow from sliding into the
lake. He remembered that he could not swim and jabbed the dipnet handle in
deeper at every step. Soon he stuck it in so deep that he had to take both
hands to get it out. That was a fatal mistake, for the net came with a jerk,
which threw him over backwards, head first, clown the snowy slide.

He closed his eyes and, in the brief second before he came to the rocks, he
thought of his mother and wondered if he would be dashed to pieces or crippled
for life on the jagged rocks, or drowned in the icy water. Then his head just
missed a big boulder and his body scraped between it and a still bigger rock, to
splash into the black water amid JUI avalanche of snow.

To his great surprise he found he could touch bottom, so he stood up and
gasped for breath. The other boys peered down the slide and asked him if he
was killed. When they had received his answer in the negative, they retraced
their steps in fear lest they might slip and meet a worse fate than a cold bath.

After recovering his hat, which was floating nearby, our amateur snow-
slider waded on to the other side of the treacherous slope, clambered ashore, and
went around towards the campfire and lunch. Before he got there he began
to see the funny side of the affair, and when he reached the fire he explained
to the curious crowd of boys how he had accidentally gone diving. Then the
other ones who had seen the accident arrived and gave their version of the storv.

Thus, did a certain Lowellite have his first and worst experience on snow,
and he never goes on that form of cold water now without dreading another
slide.
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CRITICISM
To one who has approached the task of critic for THE LOWELL several

times, as has your servant, comes the wonder if the criticism accomplishes
any good or is merely a perfunctory effort to fill the usual one and a half
pages devoted to such purposes. Will this one, if it were a creditable effort,
be read at all or with profit by any one except a few of the writers of articles
in the number criticized to see if their efforts seemed worth mentioning-?
Especially does the criticism of an annual seem profitless when its successor does
not appear for six months. Will any adequate criticism have effect upon the
form and content of the next annual ?

Personally, your critic is generally pleased, on the whole, with each number
of THE LOWELL as it appears. He is pleased accordingly with this one. It
bears evidence of much original inventive effort on the part of its young con-
tributors and of much painstaking labor on the part of the staff to present a
dignified journal that faithfully portrays the life and spirit of the school.

While the portion devoted to the class of December '10 has several new
features, there are several stereotyped parts that are getting shopworn—for
instance, the pages given to the several class organizations, the diagrammed "We,
Us and Co."

The literary part in this annual seems to me unusually good, except for the
want of an excellent poem. Special praise may be given to "A Christmas Sur-
prise," "Jimmic's Christinas Eve." and "Shoes." I also am pleased with the
efforts in "The Modern Language Department." and want to call attention of
our Latin and Greek students to the fact that a foreign language may be trans-
lated into good, smooth, idiomatic English without destroying the flavor of the
original. "The Mission San Juan Bautista" is a good descriptive piece, told in
a simple, unexaggerated and accurate way. The writer knows this from having
lived in the shadow of this mission for two years.

As to the pictures, one regrets that the faculty picture is not softened by
the faces of some or all of our lady members, and particularly that the face of
the lady to whom the book is dedicated does not appear in the dedication page.

The very thoughtful suggestions of the Exchange Editor are worthy of
careful consideration by former and future editors. While there is truth in his
criticism that the school news is old before it appears in print, these pages are
the only means by which this sort of school history is preserved.'

I desire to give words of praise to our young editress for her very com-
mendable success in remodeling the material as it was handed to her into pre-
sentable shape. Your critic had the opportunity to read both and knows the
vast difference between the two. The task was a difficult one. Good wishes to
the little lady and may she get all the good out of life that she deserves.

For the next Annual, then, we recommend the following:
Avoid all the old stereotyped forms in "class" matter.
Print one first-rate poem.
Get a complete faculty group.
Make editorials practically critical of the school life.
Work up the advertising matter.
Don't caricature the yell leaders next time.
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Class of nineteen hundred and fourteen, Lowicr.r. greets you with a hearty
welcome and a Happy New Year.

Within the walls of this dear old school you will find power, which is
knowledge, if you give a due and earnest consideration to your studies. Various
organizations open wide their doors to you; namely, the Debating Society, the
Reading Club, the Spanish Club and the Glee Clubs. There is also the athletic
field and the golden opportunity of writing for the school paper.

Choose one of these—specialize—and stay with it.
Let the prevailing element in all yiiur actions be fair and square. Then
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the period of your life at Lowell will have been well spent; and even iii the
face of a series of defeats you and Lowell will come out victoriously. ;

Maintain her high standard and your four years here will not have been
in vain. They will be as bright and prosperous as the present new year.

The year nineteen hundred and eleven brings with it a change in oui?
faculty. After four years of close companionship with a friend as well as
teacher, we must part from one whose energy has been spent in the development
of our minds and characters.

What is Lowell High School's loss is the entire school department's gain...
That thought alone reconciles us to your departure, Mr. Cloud.

The Reading Club and the Debating Society have each felt the stirring effect
of your labors. The great lesson in athletics has been one of "fair play" at all
times. Manliness has become a watchword with us.

Words fail to express our appreciation and regard for you. We hope that
the New Year will bring you the great 'happiness and success that is your due.

The new year introduces another Lowicu.. This magazine from its very
beginning has attempted to follow the one definite policy outlined in its first pub-
lication. The principle laid clown by the first editor in eighteen hundred and
ninety-eight was: "That the journal should be representative in its broadest
sense." Now the question arises, "Is this Lowicu. going to carry out that
policy?"

If the paper does not maintain the established law, the editor, in most cases,
is not at fault. It can easily be seen that the burden of blame falls upon the
eight hundred enrolled students. It is your paper, you support it, and you make
it representative or non-representative.

How are the results desired to be obtained? Does the answer revert to
that aged, time-worn, tiresome slogan sung by many editors, "Contribute! Con-
tribute! Contribute!" or is the Lowell student so mercenary that "Prize Con-
tests" alone can bring out his worth?

If the editorial staff must descend and on bended knees beg your assist-
ance ; if the prize story contests must be used only as a means of getting mate-
rial, tlien THE LOWELL does not represent the true work of the school. All
efforts in behalf of this paper should be made spontaneously. This is not a
trivial matter. It is most serious.

The demand for material month in and month out should not go on.
Everyone should realize without any explanation the value of writing.

To become proficient in French, German, Spanish, Greek or Latin, we must
first know our mother tongue. Therefore, remembering that "practice makes
perfect," should awaken the literary efforts of everyone in the school. Each
class should have its story, essay writers, poets and artists. If such a happy
state of affairs could be realized, then, and then only, would we have the ideal
representative Lowell High School paper. While the new year is still with us,
let us make this one of our resolutions; to go forward still further in attaining
that coveted goal.
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RAMON POHLI, '09; U. C, '14.

Lowell lias always been well represented at both cf our institutions of
academic learning, the University of California and the Leland Stanford Junior
University. At the beginning of this new year, it is well that we look ever the
record of last semester to sec where Lowell's stars twinkled.

At California, in the realm of debating, we were pre-eminent. Fred Shipper
made both the Intercollegiate and the Carnot teams. But more than that, the
entire Sophomore team was ours, being composed of Lyman Grimes, Louis Good-
man and Leo Rabinowitz, while Milton A [arks took a place on the Freshman
team. He was also elected president of the Freshman Debating Society. John
Janney Miller, an erstwhile Lowellite, was fortunate enough to win the Interna-
tional Peace Contest.

Captains Charles Ostrom, Henry Morse, Monroe Jacobs and Lieutenant
Delger Trowbridge of the University Cadets are all Lowell men. so we might well
say that Lowell turns out good soldiers. Captain Jacobs also made the Phi Beta
Kappa Honor Society.

And now the girls must not be overlooked. Rose Gardner, a former editor
of THE LOWELL, is president of the Associated Women Students of the U. C.

Down at Palo Alto we do not hear so much of our graduates. Sherman
Burns made the Freshman football squad. We are well represented by Willard
Morton, Wendell Hammon, Charles St. Goar and Robert Ackcrman.

Most of the members of the December, '10, Class who intend to enter college
will not do so till next August. Three of them, however, will enter this month:
Leo Meyer and Melville Nathan will register at U. C, while "Dick" Borough
will enroll at Stanford.
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G. \V . IJOEKICKE.

It is very gratifying to have so many magazines in our Exchange Depart-
ment, up to thirty schools being represented from every quarter of our country.
We will try to meet a paper with a paper and to comment on these sent us to
the l:cst of our poor ability; however, as our fellow exchange editors will admit,
there is a limit^to the space allowed and the number of copies available. The
remarks and suggestions below are, needless to say, made in the best spirit,
ami are drawn from the comparison of the papers in our exchange. We hope such
action will prove a mutual benefit to us both.

The Polytechnic Christmas number.—Your cover is effective, but the great
number of full-page cartoons spoil the paper as a literary effort.

The Wilmerding Life.—The enclosed photograph, "A Scene in Tahiti," is
well worth having. We suggest you illustrate the "Who's Who" column if
they are your leading men. The material seems rather meager for a quarterly.

The Mission Xmas number contains many good stories. "Twenty-two's
Luck" has been published in THE LOWELL by the same author.

The Skirmisher, Burlingame, Cal.—Your cover is too sober for the con-
tents. The sketch entitled "Did This Happen to You" is well written.

The Cogsivell, Cogswell High.—The cuts are excellent. We find, how-
ever, the literary material about one-third of what it should be.

The Sotoyoman, Healdsburg.—The quality of paper and printing in your
magazine spoils an otherwise excellent journal. The exchanges arc especially
good.

The Trident, Santa Cruz High.—We consider The Trident to be our best
exchange this month. It is well arranged. The departments are all well writ-
ten. The literary material is good.

From far off Tennessee we have the Central Digest. This paper is in
many respects the best magazine we have had. It is certainly the most advanced
—as the name implies, it is a "Digest." It is void of cuts, except one, which looks
lonely, and spoils the effect of the paper on the other hand. There are two
political articles of public interest, and two little stories which seem out of
place. No, Central, you cannot be a high-school paper and a digest for current
events at one and the same time.

(Concluded on Page 23.)
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We arc very sorry that Mr. Cloud is leaving Lowell, but congratulate him
on his new position as deputy superintendent of schools. We welcome Miss
Duffy, who recently taught at the Polytechnic High School, and Mr. Rockhold.

Great praise is due the officers and managers of last term's activities for
the successful way they have carried on their duties.

On December 12th the final rally of the fall term was held. The rally was
filled with the real Lowell spirit. President Street ended his term of office with
a speech on working as a unit for the betterment of Lowell. '"That Neopolitan
Duet." along with "Mr. Rhodes' funeral oration to Archie," followed by the

. reading of "Archie's Will," afforded much fun. Block L's were awarded to
Glen Hammond, Paul Lau, Fred Gans. Arnold Bowhay, Harold Potter and
Charles Street for track.

The absence of the members of the class of December 1910 is felt through-
out the school. The good impression this class has left on the school will not
soon pass away.

On December 16th the graduation exercises took place. Every person pres-
ent felt what it means to sever the ties which bind us to Lowell. The speaker
of the clay was Dr. Meyer. His speech dealt with old Lowell days and the
position of the graduates. The day proved very successful.

On the evening of December 17th, the Senior dance took place at Command-
ery Hall: The evening was very enjoyable. The decorations and arrange-
ments showed how faithfully the dance committee had worked.

On December 5th the L..H. S. S. A. elections were held. The successful
candidates were: President, Fred Maggs; vice-president, Miss Harriet Brad-
ford ; secretary, Harold Potter; first assistant treasurer, William Rainey: second
assistant treasurer, Jack Tufts; third assistant, treasurer, Robert Underhill; edi-
tor, Thorton E. Grimes; debating representative, Fisher Buckingham: Girls' Glee

dent. Irving Stahl; v
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Glub representative, Miss Myrtle Franzeri; Boys' GleeClub representative, George
GoodaM: Reading Club representative, Erwin Hirschfelder; track manager, Ar-
nold Bowhay; football manager, James Ransohoff; girls' basketball manager,
Ailecn Hyland; swimming manager, Andrew Carrigan. r '

The class of June 1911 has now assumed the dignity of high seniors. This
class has shown its fine spirit during its stay at Lowell. The present term will
be a very active one for all of its members. The officers are: President, Arthur
Marwedcl: vice-president, Miss Phelan; secretary, Frank Judis;'treasurer, L.
Sanguinetti; sergeant-at-arms, Fitch Cheney.

The results of the December 1911 elections are: President, Meadc: vice-
president. Miss Coe; secretary. Miss Blum: treasurer, Winters; class repre-
sentative. Osgood Murdoch; sergeant-at-arms, Skinn •-.

June 1912 will be the first class to obtain the new permanent school pins.
Elections will be soon held and an active term is looked forward to by them.

The December 1912 election returns are: President, Garth Loerickc; vice-
president, Janet King: secretary. Edward Con Ion; treasurer, Fred Gans; class
representative, Miss Theodora Schaertzer.

The class of June 1913 have as this term's officers the following: Presi-
dent. Irving Stahl; vice-president. Miss Myrtle Fitchen; secretary, Vincent
Quartararo; treasurer, Bevcrley Robinson; scrgeant-at-arms, Joseph Latz. This
class held a dance at California Club Hall on the evening of December 16th.
which brought great praise from all who attended. Keep on; you are doing well.

December 1913 will be organized in the early part of January.

(Continued from Page 21.)

The Acorn, Ogden, Utah.—'"The Flood" is a good plot, the suspense is
cleverly sustained. The frontispiece drawing is hardly worth a full page, how-
ever. "The Patrician" is a little paper of high standard. A few jokes and
pictures would relieve the otherwise marked soberness of your magazine, how-
ever.

Totem, Seattle.—We fail to see the advantage in the odd shape of your
paper. It docs not leave proper room for photographs and gives the "Totem"
a cramped appearance. You have no editorial staff printed.. Such modesty!

Item, Pasadena.—A table of contents helps, also, we look in vain for ex-
changes.

The Scout, Muskogee, Oklahoma.—"A Literary Romance" shows a wide
knowledge of books and plays, and certainly is original. "Merry Xmas and
Happy New. Year"—just six words—though a commendable wish, is hardly
enough to grace an entire page.

The Lick Tiger for December is complete and interesting. The exchanges
arc especially good. We think, however, that a play is hardly the thing to print
in a school paper.

We received and thank for their courtesy The Ritss, The Target, The Mes-
senger, The Adjutant, The Cascade and The Calendar.
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THE PERMANENT SCHOOL PIN."

CHAS. E. STREET, JR., June '11.

"'• Some time ago, perhaps a year, an idea originated in the mind oiva certain
Lowellite. This happy thought when placed in practical operation was destined
to create new history for the school. Right iiere and now, it must be said that this
new idea, in the shape of a permanent school pin—a pin that will be worn by
every graduate or undergraduate of this school, irrespective of class organizations
—has not only come to stay, but J:he purpose and design of the pin is one that
will appeal to the sentiment of every one connected with Lowell.

In the past it has been the custom, as we all know, for each class to appoint
a committee to select a class emblem that is distinctive and original in design.
Yet this originality is superficial, for it is only gained by purchasing a con-
glomerate mass of "bric-a-brac." Each class is deluded by the idea that its
design surpasses all others, but the truth of the matter is just this: the manu-
facturer has merely added a new twist or turn to the make-up of the pin.

It is an acknowledged fact that during the time a class is in school, the class
emblem is recognized as belonging to a Lowellite, but as soon as the wearer
graduates, then the pin stands for practically nothing. We can easily see that a
radical change was an absolute necessity. As a result, the class pin with its
freakish distinctiveness was doomed to go. In its place we were to have a per-
manent design for a pin that typifies the life of the entire school. When this
plan was presented to the executive committee it was thoroughly discussed and
finally adopted unanimously. Following its adoption a committee was appointed
to select a suitable design. Although this committee performed its duty faith-
fully, nevertheless a satisfactory design could not be procured.

In the following semester a new committee was named for the purpose of
continuing the work. At last the committee agreed upon a design, which has
already been accepted. This committee is certainly deserving of generous praise
for its untiring efforts.

The chosen design is rather plain yet there is an element of richness em-
bodied in it. which appeals to the taste of the majority, as it is decidedly a
representative emblem which stands for Lowell. .In order to convey this senti-
ment, a plain gold "L" is placed in the center of the pin. Lest the individuality
of each class be entirely lost, the numerals of the various classes are engraved
on the gold band which surrounds the gold "L." The first class that was
eligible to purchase class pins eagerly seized the opportunity of adopting the new
pin. An act of this nature proves conclusively that this class has a bounteous
supply of what is known as "school spirit." The members cf this class stood
ready to back up a much-needed reform, and consequently were enabled to
advance the real spirit of Lowell, which is to choose carefully the right path,
then follow it to the end. In other words, Lowell generally carries out the
wisdom of the old saying, "Be sure you're right, then go ahead."

wli
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DEBATE.
EDWARD H. PARSOXS. '11.

On December 13th the final interclass debate was held between the Seniors
and the Sophomores. The question was, "Resolved. That the Fifteenth Amend-
ment Should be Repealed." The Sophomores upheld the negative, while the
Seniors defended the affirmative. The teams were: Messrs. Honigsberger.
Rosenblatt and Zederman, representing 1913. and Miss Cans and Messrs. liarucli
and Parsons the Seniors. The judges were Mr. Carey. Mr. Murdock. Mr.
Buckingham.

In giving the decision of the judges, Mr. Buckingham announced Miss Gans
as best speaker. The Sophomores, however, won because they prepared the
subject in a better fashion. The Sophomore class now holds the Interclass De-
bating Cup.

The officers for the spring term of 1911 arc as follows: President, O. Mur-
dock: vice-president, S. Rosenblatt; recording secretary. B. Rabinowitz; corre-
sponding secretary, M. Rosenblatt.

This society is beginning the new term with a determination on the part of
every individual member to not only maintain the high standard which the
society always holds, but to raise that standard to a still higher level.

Join this society. Lowellites, and the results of so doing shall be of untold
value to you. Especially do we invite the members of the incoming class.

READING CLUB.
HARRIET BRADFORD, June '11.

•\t its final meeting last term the Reading Club departed from its usual
custom of presenting a complete play. Instead, the program given more nearly
corresponded with the usual ones, being composed of short selections from well-
known authors. Miss Brooks recited "Mojcsky as Camille," by Bret Hartc.
Miss Borough recited '-Othelkys Defense," from Shakespeare's play, •Othello,
and Miss De Meyer read a short story. "Jericho Bob," by Anna King. After tins
a dramatic version of chapters six and seven of George Eliofs '"Silas Marner
was presented by eight boys of the class of December '10. The drama closed the
program, which proved to have been heartily enjoyed by all present.

• ' • ' • ' ' ' , ' ' ,



THE LOWELL

A new term has begun, also a new year, and, while the club does not venture
to make the resolution, it dees promise to try to make each future meeting as"
interesting as its last, relying on the earnest work of the members for good
results. On its officers, it knows it can depend. Mr. Kant is President; Miss
Morse. Vice-president; Mr. Frolich, Secretary; Miss Brooks, Stage Manager;
Mr. Schusslcr, Representative, and Miss Phelan, Librarian. Let the school
judge for itself of the work of such officers, especially the third-year students,
many of whom will fill the rolls of the Reading Club, we hope, for the next two
years.

SPANISH CLUB.
BEATRICE BARTLETT, June '11.

The regular programs of last term ended with the successful completion of
"El Trovador." Miss Emma Ferguson as Dona Leonora died for at least five
minutes, and Miss Virginia Davis as Azucena evaded the awful death of being
burned at the stake by passing away on the couch. The successful candidates
for next term arc:

President Virginia Davis
Vice-President Margery Durbrou
Secretary Eva Coe
Librarian Irving Slahl
Stage Manager Leo Simon
Assistant Stage Manager Will Ncwbauer

The greatest feat yet accomplished by the Spanish Club was the final play,
"Despues de la Lluvia, el Sol." Many thanks are given to the teachers who
worked so hard for the success of this play. The club also wishes to thank the
Girls' Glee Club and the others who helped to make the afternoon's program
enjoyable. The players who rehearsed so faithfully and who rendered such a fine
presentation of a play in a foreign language are:

C a r l°s Robert Underbill
Anselmo Will Ncwbauer
Doiia Matilde Belle Mever
Victorina Elizabeth Page
Neighbors L e o S i m o n >

George Montgomery. Envin Hirschfelder and Isidor Mayer
Stage Manager Virginia Davics
Assistant Stage Manager Gerstle Mack

This is for the benefit of the Spanish pupils yet to be. It is recommended
that all who wish to take advantage of the pleasure and profit offered by the
Spanish Club should investigate the same at their earliest opportunity.

GIRLS' GLEE CLUB.
MYRTLE FRANZEX, June '12.

Hail 1911! A new year has begun, a new term has begun, and with
it begins a new work and energy.

In the past the Girls' Glee Club has always worked faithfully and sin-
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cerely, giving a number of very successful concerts, but- now with-a new
set of qtScers and more pretty songs, we hope to work even more indus-
triousiyr even more loyally, for our school.

At the^last regular meeting of the club in December, 1910, election of
officers took place. The following are the successful candidates: Presi-
dent, Miss Florence Piper^; Secretary, Edith Griffin; Librarian, Anita Wales;
Business Manager, Deborah Newman. At the semi-annual school election
Myrtle Franzen was elected Representative.

We cordially invite any girl in the school to join the club. It is always
"better late than never," but especially you freshmen girls! When the
notice is read by your class teacher that there will be a meeting of the
Girls' Glee Club in Room 22, go there as quickly as you can, and yon will
never regret it.

We have a very faithful and patient instructor, who is desirous of help-
ing all who join. You may not be able to sing or read music well, but don't
let that hinder you, as those small difficulties may easily be overcome after
your association with the club. You reap the benefits, you make acquaint-
ances, develop your musical education, and yet you are doing something
for Lowell. So, girls of Lowell High School, we extend this invitation to
you; there is ever room for another in the Glee Club.

BOYS' GLEE CLUB.
WM. RAIXEV, June '12.

The Boys' Glee Club concert, which has come to be regarded as a semi-
annual affair, was held in the Study Hall on Friday afternoon, December 9.
1910. It was well attended by the members of the school and the vari-
ous numbers on the program were all enjoyed. The "Heidelberg" song from
the "Prince of Pilsen"' and some of the corn-field medleys made decided "hits."
while the augmented German band (imported), which serenaded the audience
from the street with several pathetic little ballads, was appreciated by all.

The members of the club wish to thank the school as a whole for the support
rendered them in their efforts. They also wish to thank the quartet from the
Girls' Glee Club, which contributed a splendid number to the program.

At the last meeting of December the election of officers for this term was
held. The following were those chosen: President, James Rosenberg: Vice-
President, Wm. Rainey; Secretary, Earl Esola; Business Manager, David Wolf;
Librarian, Bernardt Fest. George. Goodall was elected by the school to repre-
sent the club in the Students' Association.

This term the club is prepared to work hard and everything points to a very
successful semester. We lose a few of our members by graduation and we expect
a great deal of new material from the lower class men, particularly the freshmen.
Just here, we wish to extend an invitation to all the entering students who feel
at all inclined toward airing their vocal chords. Nor is the invitation open to
freshmen alone. Every one who feels that he can well spare an hour a week to
this pastime will find a place waiting for him whenever he wishes to join us.
There is room for all, so come and join.
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BASKETBALL.

Now that school lias reopened again, the prospects for a championship team
are exceedingly bright. All of the veterans arc back at school and under the
able coaching of Mr. Carlson, the squad has been formed and practice games
have been numerous.

To enumerate the merits of the members of the team would be a difficult
task, and as only a small space is allowed me. I will give only their most appre-
ciative abilities.

Captain Hainmon, cur veteran center, has those qualities in him which mark
1iim a leader of men. Fast, aggressive and always guarding his opponent, he
will be the mainstay of the team.

"Dave" Butler, cf football fame, is to play one of the forward positions.
Although this is his first season on the team, he has proven himself worthy of
the honor bestowed on him, and under fire will never lose his head.

Leland Leek, the other forward, is a veteran of last year's team. He has
always proved himself a dangerous, slippery nian to his opponent, and we may
look forward to him to do his best.

Jack Tufts, another new man. will play one of the guard positions. He has
shown up well in practice and can be depended on to do his utmost for the team.

"Jimmy" Ransahoff, our veteran guard and manager, has all that a good
player needs. Fast, strong and a dangerous man that he is at all times, he has
certainly proved his worth.

The team has played many practice games. We have played two games
with San Rafael High and have come out the victors in both. The boys jour-
neyed clown to San Jose and on the latter's own court wrested victorv from
them. Score, 26 to 23. Here's success to the team in the coming season.

BASEBALL.

The season has started brilliantly. There were four practices at Lobos
Square during the first week of school. Rain somewhat impeded work the

§
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next week, but there was one good practice: By the time THE LOWELL is our
we will have secured the services of a coach for the season. Captain Street
and the manager are making arrangements at this writing. We will have
played Oakland High a practice game by the time you read this. We are sched-
uled to meet Lick on Washington's Birthday in an exhibition game. This will
give us two chances to beat our old rivals during the season. The team will
play Hitchcock on February 11th and other games are being arranged.

Any boy who comes out to practice with a glove will be given a fair chance
and a good time. The team is especially in need of extra pitchers and out-
fielders. If you've ever played ball at all and want a good time with a fine
crowd of fellows, make yourself apparent at the next practice. Get your money's
worth from the Students' Association.

TRACK.
Captain Street will have a very formidable contingent on hand when

he calls for his first track turn-out. Among those who have already desig-
nated their intention of being on the squad are: Street, Van, Urban, Ham-
moii, I'owhay, Kant, Tufts, and Busey. Of these the first five are veterans,
while a great deal of promising material seems to be evident among the
lower classes.

Girls' Athletics
MARION ARENDT.

GIRLS' TENNIS.
Tt is only in our own glorious State that tennis could cut such a big figure

in the mid-winter months. The tennis fans were at the Park courts every day
of the Christmas vacation.

Our practice bore good fruit, for we defeated the heretofore invincible
Girls' High team. The results were as follows: In singles—Beatrice Gawnc
defeated Bessie Haines, 3-6, 10-8, 6-3. As the score indicates, this match was
very closely contested. Marion Arendt won from Rose Neuman, 6-2, 6-2. In
doubles, Lowell was also victorious, 6-2, 6-3.

There is no doubt that the popularity of tennis, in the school, is greater
than it ever has been. A number of girls have worked hard and faithfully
during the past term, but we need more support. Come out every pleasant
Saturday, girls. There will be many rainy ones for matinees, etc.

Let* me map out for you the work for this term. There will be two tour-
naments, in which every girl in the school, that wishes, may enter. First, the
intcrclass, then the tryout for the team to be entered in the A. A. L. Every
girl that takes an interest will have a chance to play in these tournaments.

GIRLS' BASKETBALL.
"Oh! How exciting!" can truly be said of the game with San Jose. A

double-header event, resulting in a double-header victory. Messrs. Stephens.
Turker and Carlson helped to make the day enjoyable for all. Our girls out-

(Conclucled on Page 31.)
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JAMMS RANSAIIOI'T, Dec. '11.

Mr. Wit—You should have seen the fight last night.
E. Z.—What fight?
Mr. Wit—Graphite.

New Teacher in Geometry—What is the definition of a point?
Miss Bright—A point is at the beginning and at the end of a thing.
New Teacher—Then the beginning and end of this hour might be a point?
Miss Bright (hesitatingly)—Well, it might be a period.

The teacher asked an Italian boy to make a sentence, with "disarrange" in it.
He said: "Me Ma, she gcta up in da morn, and lighten da fire. Da fire no burn
and she-a-say, 'I like dis-a-range.' "—Ex.

Mistress—More than anything else, 1 want a servant who has some refine-
ment.

Applicant—Yis, mum; but Oi'll be after chargin' yez more if Oi have to
insthruct yez in the ways av sassiety.

Light literature—Gas bills.

HIS DINNER TOILET.
Susanna—Won't you stop an' have a bite to cat wicl us, Br'er Slabsides,

afore yo' go to town?
Br'er Slabsides—I yaint 'zackly in dinnah dress, jus' now, Susanna; but

if.yo' will wait until ah shed dis coat an' hat, n' roll up ma sleeves, I'll be
ready to jine yuh.

Mr. Smith (in Chemistry)—What is a compound?
Miss B-nk-r—Something composed of several things.
Mr. Smith—Give an example.

•' Miss G-h-res (softly)—Hash.
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be deviled, said the ham; ~
be. switched,-said the train;

.be darned, said the sock; . .
be stumped, said the tree; .
be blowed, said the horn; •
be hanged, said the picture;
be dammed, said the stream.—Exch.

Who is it? You may stand on your head, lie on the floor, hang on the
chandelier, but don't lounge, against the desks.

NOTE : A reward of Five Dollars will be paid for correct answer. All
answers must be turned in to ''Brick" Van Vliet.

1st Bo.—They have no trees back there in Milwaukee.
2nd Bo.—Why, how's that? That seems rather strange.
1st Bo.—They only have the Anhcuscr-Bnsch.

(Continued from Page 29.)

classed the San Jose team at every stage of the game', the final score being 27
to 13. Lois dc Vilbiss is certainly a star player, making 25 out of the 27 points.
Dorothy Reidy made the remaining two points by a clever field goal. The rest
of the team played a consistent game throughout. The lineup was as fellows:
Forwards, Lois de Vilbiss, Dorothy Reidy; guards, lla Young. Dc rothy Allen;
centers, Mary Louise Bryant, Marguerite Yolkman, Hazel Breslauer.

The girls have not been able to practice this term, as the yard was given
up to the boys, by the generosity of the affable manager, Miss Hyland. There-
fore, we will have to put forth a double effort for the next few weeks. We
want to see all the girls that can, come out every week for practice. There arc
surely more victories in store for us with the team in the experienced hands of
Mr. Carlson as coach and Aileen Hyland as manager.

1911.
Here's good luck to the team of

"May. I print a kiss upon your lips?"

She nodded her sweet permission.

So they went to press and I rather

guess

They printed a full edition.—Ex.

Phone West 6332 A. Sidlowikl, Prop.
Work Culled For and Delivered

THE OWL TAILORS
RENOVATORY

LADIES' AND GENTS* CLEANING.
DYEING, PRESSING and REPAIRING

Work Done As It Should Be
2219 FILLMORE ST. Bet. Sacramento and Clay
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THE LOWELL

STAMP COLLECTORS

Call and see my Sets, Packets and
Single Stamps.. Stamp' Albums, Cat-
alogues and Philatelic Accessories.
Stamps bought, sold and exchanged.

Ross O'Shaughnessy
Room 14, 636 Market St., opposite

Palace Motel - - San Francisco

J. W. TRASK

SCHMIDT ® TRASH

Grocers

339 DIVISADERO STREET
San Francisco

Telephones:
Market 3965

J. C. Meussdorffer Sons
1361 FILLMORE STREET

The Latest
Spring Styles
in Hats
Now Ready

Mrs. I. FitzpatricK
A Full Line of

"LOWELL PADS'
CANDIES, BOOKS,

ETC.

1162 PAGE ST. Opp. Crocker School

WieniawsKi's Gymnasium
" and _____

Open-Air Handball Court
Medical Gymnastics and
Physical Tra in ing for
Ladies, Gentlemen and
Children.

Fencing - Boxing - Basket Ball
3259 CLAY STREET
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ENGRAVINGS
::For School Papers ::
OUR SPECIALTY

Commercial Art Co.
DESIGNERS AND ENGRAVERS
S3 THIRD ST., SAN FRANCISCO

The Bonbonniere
French Candies

ICE CREAM :: LUNCHES RESERVED

Telephone West 7218

RIGHT OPPOSITE THE SCHOOL

Coaching School
Special Coaching in Any High School

Subject

Terms Reasonable Day or Evening

3055 CALIFORNIA STREET
Telephone West 6777

Phones: West 2026 Home S 3181

E. M. BRAK3FORD

Stationeryj Periodicals, .
. Post Cards, :;

P r i n t i n g : '•••'X

1986 Sutter Street Near Filhnore

TOOLS, SHOP SUPPLIES
I COPPER, BRASS, STEELi ALUMINUM

Art and Crafts Tools >
and Materials ., '" ~

C. W. MARWEDEL
76-80 First Street - - San Francisco •
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