
AUGUST 19O3



Something New!
Birthday Ice Cream Brick—Your Age in Center of Each Brick

Frozen Strawberries, a Delicious Frozen Delicacy, 75c. a Quart

We deliver to all parts of the Gty TQ / " \ T J T ? U T ^ C

Telephone East J2i K - l J i 3 l l . J V 1 O
N. W, corner Polk and

Bush Streets

Business College
No. 723 Market Street

The only School in San Francisco that guarantees
positions for all graduates

LIFE SCHOLARSHIP, $50.00 BEAUTIFUL CATALOGUE FREE

This School has been established nineteen years, and thousands of young

men and women owe their preset success in life to the

special training in this institution

A Prosperous School Successful Graduates

We Knit to Fit

SWEATERS JERSEYS
Sfeci<UDiscol^eiiiiLents T r a d e a n d F o o t B a l l S u i t s

20 POST ST.
BELOW ICEARNY

Mention " THB LOWELL.'

VOL. VIII- SAN i

HE rope pulleJ
of granite be*
ground ene o:
it. .jsThere,,wa|
Men hastened
had ibeen; pir.i

was crushed and at the hospitd
It was a week before he,w

was no longer of any service
he was discharged. He-begge^
He tried for another week to
grew sullen and brooded over 1
few dollars for drink. .He;Toe<
continually prowled about^the I
he would sit in the squave bppc
futile, ideas of revenge on the
seemed to mock him and•cast'aj]

It was a few minutes before
group of men. ' . "

" I guess we'll havef to".leav«
her all ready to hoist tip fifst
but it's going to Bea bad night.

The wind was blowing cold
square opposite was deserted aij



WXi,

ates
"V.Vv:-'H^-^i'

VOL. VIII SAN FRANCISCO, AUGUST, 1903. No.

Bloofc of &
BY IRWIN BARE, "03

PIE rope pulled taut, the crane swung around and the heavy block
of granite began to rise. When it was sbout frvo feet alcove the
ground one of the men began to re-arratige the : ope that encircled
it. There was a slight rip and a loud report as the rope parted.
Men hastened to the spot and soon released the poor fellow that
had been pinned down by the heavy weight. His left forearm

"•as crushed and at the hospital it had to be amputated at the elbow.
It v,as a week before he was able to come out, but as his arm was useless he

was no J/Migfcr of kry service to the company that was erecting the building, so
he was discharges. He begged them to take him as watchman, but he was refused.
He tried for another week to obtain a position, but his quest was fruitless. He
grew sullen and brooded over his misfortune, and before long he had spent his last
few dollars for drink. He became a different man and longed for revenge. He
continually prowled about the building looking for a chance to get even. At night
he would sit \n the square opposite, and his crazed brain conceived terrible, though
futile, ideas •>; revenge on the towering, tangled mass of iron and stone that only
seemed 10 mock him and cast a deeper shadow on the bench that he was occupying.

* * * * * * * *

It was a few minutes before five o'clock and the foreman was addressing a small
group of men.

" I guess v/e'll have to leave this'block alone to-night," he said. " We'll leave
her all ready to hoist up first thing in the morning. I'd have you come back,
but it's going to be a bad night." Then he blew his whistle and the men quit work.

The wind was blowing cold and the fog had begun to settle down. By six the
square opposite was deserted and the shadows deepened each succeeding minute as
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the thickening fog shut out the light of the moon. A solitary figure could be seen in
the park, but it seemed to be asleep on one of the benches. Later in the evening
the streets also became deserted, and the watchman in the building turned up his
coat collar to protect himself from the increasing cold.

The figure in the square rose and looked at the building a long time. He
clutched the bench for support and peered anxiously into the darkness. The fog
was beginning tc lift and by one o'clock he was sure he would be able to commence.
He had seen the huge block on the street and had immediately perceived his
opportunity. The stone work had been set in place about half way up the front
of the building and as soon as the man had seen this huge block ready to be hoisted
he knew what to do. The crane that was used to hoist the stone was controlled
by electricity, and all that he would have to do would be to gain admittance to
the building and start the. crane. As soon as the immense stone reached the top,
the strain of the rope would be so great that it would part and the heavy weight
would fall on the uncompleted wall and demolish it.

The only way that he could enter the building was by disposing of the watch-
man and this he had made up his mind to do at one o'clock.

The fog had almost lifted when he started, but the moon was obscured by a
cloud. He crept softly forward and soon reached the street. Here he paused to
pick up a large piece of rock. In another moment the watchman was stretched
senseless on the floor of the building.

The man crept swiftly up the stairs to the top where the switch to the crane had
been placed. He let down the small copper bar and hastened back to the park to
watch the result.

The light of the moon was very dim and he could hardly see. The block was
moving very slowly. It took a long time to reach the second story and the man
in the park had plenty of time to picture to himself the ruin that he would accom-
plish. The moon gave a little more light and he looked for the place that the
stone would probably strike when It fell. He gave a little cry of joy. It could not
have been in a better place. It was right above the entrance and just in the proper
position. On the top of the uncompleted wall and toward the center a large square
block had been placed. This the falling weight would necessarily strike and, by
sheer force, split the wall in the middle. Then he watched the block.

Slowly, very slowly, it neared the top. The man in the park trembled with
excitement. A passing cloud again covered the moon and he waited almost frenzied
for the crash, but it did not come. He was amazed. Slowly the cloud passed but
the light of the moon was dim. The block was at the top, but it did not fall. Sud-
denly the man started and began to curse. The strain had been much too great for
the motor and the block was slowly descending. He had failed.

The light of the moon increased a little and the man happened to look at the
top of the wall. He started, swayed unsteadily and then looked again. On the
square block directly beneath the descending-stone he could see the dim outline
of a figure. He sank to the bench and watched. Gradually the figure took the
shape of a man. In the dim light he could now see that its left arm had been
severed at the elbow. The man in the square was silent. The man on the wall
did not move, he seemed but a part of the building.
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The moon rose higher and the moving shadow caused a better light to be shed
on the building. The block was still descending but very, very slowly. The figure
on the wall was still there, but when the man looked again it had become more
distinct. It was deeply silhouetted against the black background of the sky and
was blood red. The man in the park rose and clutched spasmodically at the
bench. He raised his right hand to brush the sight from his eyes but started
forward, his eyes bulging from their sockets. The figure on the wall had done
the same! The man was terrified and sank on one knee and raised his arms to
heaven. In the pale cold light of the moon the figure on the wall sank on one
knee and raised its hands as if to ward off the impending danger from above! The
stone was very near and it seemed to be just touching the outstretched hand of
the figure on the wall. At the same time the man in the park felt something press
against his hand, but he was almost insensible and was unmoved even if the touch
was not unlike that of a cold granite surface.

Slowly and more slowly he was borne to the ground by some unseen force and
as he looked he could see the settling block of granite slowly forcing the mute
figure to the block on which he had been standing. Move for move, turn for turn
it mocked the man in the park that was being crushed to the ground. The pain was
intense and he closed his eyes but through it all he could see the figure on the
wall silently being pinned by the stone.

The pain increased and it seemed as if his very soul was being confined beneath
that unknown, nameless force, and slowly being crushed with his body to oblivion.
And with him to the very last he saw the figure, without a cry, like a silent nemesis
of blood, mock the last agony of his pain-racked body.

He lost consciousness, but just before the end he seemed to see the figure on
the wall crushed by the stone and spread in a deep blot of blood on the smooth
white surface of the newly set block.

In the morning they found the body, and when the coroner's jury rendered its
verdict, the unnumbered and forgotten records of the city's unknown dead were
swelled bv the addition of one death more.

P'' i :^
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of Cajfma
BY GLENN E. COWGIRL, '06.

KYO, the priest of Tajima, was praying before the idol in the
temple. The temple had been built many years ago and about it
clustered the history and legends of the little town of Bei-sin.
It was said that, long ago, the god Tajima had come and dwelt
for a time among his people and when he departed left with them
a sacred idol which had been worshiped by the people of the sur-
rounding region ever since.

For the idol they built a temple, and Tajima, before he left them, appointed a
priest to preside over it and see that sufficient sacrifices were made each year. In
time this priest followed his master, but before he died, he chose another from
among the people to take his place. No one knew how this choice was made and
he who had been chosen never told. He, likewise, kept up the worship and before
he departed, chose his successor in the same manner. Thus the custom had been
established and it had continued on down through many generations. All this
time the idol of Tajima stood on its pedestal in the temple and while it stood the
people of Bei-sin prospered.

Okyo was praying to Tajima. He had done it regularly at the same time every
day and in the same manner for the last forty years. Now he was growing old and
feeble and he sorrowfully felt that he must choose a successor.

The idol was thirty-five rice grains in height and well proportioned. It was of
beaten gold, and precious stones, and in a sitting position. But the most peculiar
part of it all was the weird inscription at the base, which being translated reads:
"If the image of Tajima leave this temple, vengeance will come from the god of
are."

Although Nakajama, the pupil of Ckyo, seemed most fanatical in his worship,
yet a close observer would have noticed something strange in his actions. He was
different from Okyo. Okyo had been a foundling, raised in a simple manner by
the former priest, while Nakajama was the only son of the wealthiest man in the
village. While Okyo loved and reverenced Tajima in a fanatical way, Nakajama
carried on his rites in a careless and unholy manner.

It happened that in the tenth year of Horeki ( I ; 6 I ) a great famine swept over
Japan. Rice, the principal diet of the people, failed them utterly. At Bei-sin the
distress was great because they had no intercourse with the rest of Japan. So,
after much begging on the part of the people, Okyo was persuaded to pray for food
from Tajima. He prayed and prayed, but it was of no use. Either Tajima was
angry or had entirely forsaken his people. It was soon evident that the latter was
the opinion most universally believed.

Before the unsuccessful prayer to Tajima, food was plentiful with Okyo, but now
it was rarely brought in to him. Realizing that something was wrong he donned
his long robe and walking to the market-place rang the gong
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In answer, most of the inhabitants flockeu in. Okyo then mounted a platform
and held up his hand to command silence. Then he spoke:

"My chiiiiren, what has happened? Speak to me. Why does no one send sacri-
fices and pray to Tajima? What has happened?

There was silence and then Okyo repeated his question again. Finally one of
the older men made answer:

"Never again address us as children. We are no longer the children of Tajima.
We now have a better religion. We are children of Buddha!"

"Buddhists! You no longer my children! May the curse be upon—" The shock
then bore so heavily upon him that he fell in a dead faint. When he revived the
square was cleared and slowly and mechanically he walked back to the temple.

The great shock almost killed him. That evening while he was praying his eyes
fell upon the inscription and he read: "If the image of Tajima leave this temple,
vengeance zmll come from the god of fire" What a temptation! He tried in vain
to dislodge this awful thought from his brain, but he could not. That sentence
kept darting through his mind. He dreamed of it by night and constantly, thought
of it by clay. With the lack of suitable food, and with his life-work ruined, Okyo
was fast losing his reason. Even Nakajarna feared him.

All this time the combat between right and wrong was raging, and in his helpless
mind either one or the other was sure to win and win quickly. He could not stand
the strain much longer. One morning, when wrong had won the victory,.he arose
to make an end of Tajima. He entered the large room where the idol sat and lo!
It was gone.

Tajima gone! He could hardly believe his eyes. Tajima was really gone and as
he afterwards ascertained, Nakajarna also. Now Okyo suddenly became conscious
that he felt lonely. Remorse began to fall upon him. He dropped on his knees to
pray before the empty altar but not one word could he utter. His tongue clove to
the roof of his mouth. He felt as if the end ha-.l come.

He at once came to a conclusion. He must find Tajima. And so, half dazed, he
left the temple behind him and started on his search.

Nak&jama, when first chosen by Okyo, was very devout. But after the first few
weeks the novelty wore off and he became tired of his duties. * He wished to be the
priest himself. Okyo might live for twenty years, and twenty years is a long time
to wait, especially if one is impatient. So he schemed and plotted.

Okyo was disliked by the people because of the unsuccessful prayer to Tajima.
Gradually he became more hated and Nakajama better liked. But the religion of
Buddha coming into their hearts spoiled it all." Now he, also, was becoming un-
popular. There was only one thing left to do. Steal Tajima.

The inscription ran through his head, "If the image of Tajima leave this temple,
vengeance zmll come from the god of fire" As he did not believe in Tajima he
scoffed at the thought of the words coming true. He would take it to the village
and show that he did not believe in Tajima. They would then make merry over it
and the Buddhist priests might destroy it and demolish the temple. Then he could
become a Buddhist priest
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On the morning that Okyo decided to destroy Tajima, Nakajama was there
before him and, thus, succeeded in his object.

A few evenings later Okyo, as he listened to the noise and revelry m the village
in the L L c e , noticed that something strange had happened to the mountam tha
overlooked Bei-sin. A quantity of fire and smoke was rising and a great mass of
steaming lava was slowly creeping down the mountain side For a moment it
paused as if afraid of the noise issuing from the village, and then all was over.

The inscription had come true. Tajima, the god of fire, had come, spreadmg de-

struction before him.

iFtom an Bnimoton to an Bnftnoton
(The following poem was found written with a lead-pencil on a piece of board nailed just

above the fire-place in an old, ruined, sh:.ngle cabin on Kern Lake. It was not signed.)

~jLESSINGS on him, the pioneer,
r « l ^ / j l o kuij t ^ g little cabin here,

Where sportsmen, weary from the chase,
May gather by its fire-place;

While night-winds in the pines o'er head
Chant requiems for the day that's dead.
Outside, the grey wolf's mournful howl
Answers the hooting of the owl,
But here, beside the fire-place bright,
We sit at ease with pipes alight
And pass the jug and deal the cards,
A happy careless set of pards,
Who came up here to have some fun
And exercise with rod and gun.
And thus we pass the evening long
With jest and laughter, wit and song.
The hour grows late, the fire burns dim.
Good night to each. Good luck to him,
That hardy sturdy pioneer,
Who built his humble cabin here.
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BY H.. E. BOERICKE, '07.

T was long ago, gentlemen, no—perhaps it was'nt long ago—
but let us say it was, at any rate, if for nothing more than to
help forget it.

"Gentlemen, you all probably know I was in that war, al-
though I never really took much active part. I was, however,
in one battle—a sea fight. You know the one—the Monitor
and Merrimac at Hampton roads.

"I was on the Merrimac—that gives it away, gentlemen, I am a Southerner, born
and bred in Virginia. I am proud of my State, I am proud of my people, and am
just as much of a Virginian to-day as I was in '61.

"But I beg your pardon—I 'm taking up your valuable time, gentlemen. IJ1I get
at the story.

"We had many brave men on our side. So did you. That's why the war was so
long and cruel and bitter. Needless to say, we had a fine lot of fellows on board
our ship. We were a picked crew, as the Virginia (that's what she was called)
was about the only iron vessel in the South. The first day's fighting nearly finished
that Yankee fleet. The poor fellows fought hard, but we had the advantage of an
iron ship and an iron crew.

"The cannon balls from the enemy did no serious damage at the beginning, but
we soon became afraid—not of death, but of failure. Although very few knew it,
the real reason we retired that night was on account of our machinery. Because of
the loss of our smokestack we were almost unable to get up steam—there was no
draught. This, however, was but one of our. many troubles.

"Amongst our crew was one young fellow whose name was Woods, Riley Woods.
Of all our crew he was the most popular. Coming from a fine family, having many
friends, and he himself a genuine Southern gentleman,—all helped to make him an
important personage. He was especially chosen by our captain, on account of his
fine character and excellent training. He acted as our chief engineer, and nc man,
I believe, merited the position more than he.

"It was about eight o'clock when supper was served that night. Everything
was in a state of confusion. The mess-room was very crowded—the men were
hungry and ate anything that came along.

"Riley and myself, as well as Captain Buchanan and two other officers, were
seated at a table toward the end of the room. We were all too tired to talk.

"We had scarcely begun our meal when an interruption, caused by the sudden
appearance of our first assistant engineer, completely put the thought of food from
our minds.

"Something important or dangerous had happened; you could see that in his
face. Running swiftly across the room, he stopped short, saluted, and facing Riley
(his duty being to report it to his superior) began to speak.


