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THE LOWELL

WE ARE SOLE AGENTS FOR

COLLEGE BRAND CLOTHES

THE KIND OF CLOTHES
YOU S H O U L D W E A R

"The clothes with the kinks"

ROOS BROS.
FILLMORE AT O'FARRELL VAN NESS AT BUSH

CONKLIN'S
Self-Filling Pen
has the best feed principle,

K S $ E

Especially adapted to High School

use.
N o t 3 cheap pen. but the best and

balk, skip, scratch or stop. m n ( ; r r n n V pn iVnt
This means something to m o s r Convenient,
the man who uses a foun-
tain pen. It's so couven- r O r Sale DV
ient, too. Filled instant-
ly by pressing Crescent- dealers.
Filler.

all representative

?.«* • • S Trophies
Engraving, Designing, Medals, Badges, Emblems,
Lapel Buttons, jewels. Charms, Crests, Monograms,
Inscriptions. Pins for Colleges, Schools, Academies,
Seminaries, Socitucs, Lodges, Clubs. Enameling,
Stamping, Plating. Repairing. Special Work in
Gold and Silver : : : : : : :

Origin;t 1 Designs :md Kstimates Kurnislvd Upon Application

G B O R O B L. A R 3 O IN
2116 SUTTER STREET San Francisco, Cal-
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The Hastings"
FALL DESIGNS ARE READY

Our styles in Young Men's Suits for
this season are the snappiest that can
be made.

TRY ONE OX.

SCHOOL PENNANTS
AND PILLOWS

The Hastings Clothing Co
POST STREET AND GRANT AVENUE

Dancing
Mr. and Mr5. l-linman give private lessons in all branches of

Dai cing at their residence, 1350 McAllister street, between Steiner and
Pierce. Phone West 6308. Class lessons given at California Club Hall,
Clay Street, between Polk and Van Xess, Tuesday evenings. Social'on
the third Friday evening of each month.

This is the oldest first-class school of dancing in San Francisco,
formerly located on Polk street, near California.

Kodaks
Fresh supplies always in stock; a

nice, line of albums for your vacation
pictures. Let us hear from you soon.

J. F. KINMAN
2207 FILLMORE STREET

Phone West 6347

San Francisco's Oldest Book Store

Robertson's
A. M. Robertson

Next the White House
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KENNETH PERKINS, '09.

Oh, you senior! The week before the final league game you listened
with a sinking heart to the remarks of the wise" gazebes about you:
"Too light!" "Since we lost our left half we've been going
down." "There's no chance for Lowell!" And you believed these remarks—
everyone believed them. The other team was too .heavy, too swift, too well
practised for us although we had won the sub-league. But you knew that
th'jy had star halves and that we had lost the back that meant our victory.

The day of the big game came on. The wind had lulled,
so that the kicking would be good; you were glad of that because
you were to punt. And how* eager you were for the game to start!
You paced restlessly up and clown in front of the bleachers waiting for our
team to come out to run through signals before the kick-off. It was your
last year at old Lowell. You were our captain &nd how much would you
have given to win that last big game? The bleachers were filled. On one
side was the scarlet and white; a noisy section of flouting pennants, crimson
ribbons, red caps and resonant megaphones, keeping up a continual din
and uproar reinforced by repeated yells, songs and ragtimes by the band.
You loved to hear Lowell spelled—even in those days when the yell was new.
Yon loved to hear our Brockity Brock. And when they gave a sky rocket
for you, your face, pale from anxiety and worry, lighted up and you felt new
spirit in you—the spirit of Lowell grit.

Then our team came out. You knew our chances were small, but you
braced up and gave us our last few words of encouragement:

"Fellows/* you began, as all captains before and since have begun, "we've
got to win this game. Play together; play low and swift; and hit the line
hard. You see how heavy the other fellows are. Every one says we will get
badly beaten. I say we'll win!"
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"We'll win !" we all cry, patting you on the back and shaking hands, -
using some very comforting b'icl language.

"Xow fellows, you know what Lowell always stands for! For clean
playing, the straightforward spirit and sportsmanlike athletics and football.
If you don't play this game up to your usual standard and beat it as you have
beaten those before this one, I'll haul in another fellow who's waiting in the
diessing rooms to come the minute I call him!"

"Is he a student?" asked one of us.
"Is that your business?" you answer.
We all wanted to go under the bleachers to see who the new fellow was,

but the game was called, and we all swore in our hearts that we would play
the game of our lives because we knew that if we were being beaten you
would bring in a gridiron star that way not a Lowell boy so that you could
win the game.

The usual awful hush came at the kick-off. They kicked to us and Pen,
our left half, caught the ball but was tackled dangerously near the goal line.
Then we bucked them down the field—you and Pen and I, while our rooters
yelled like madmen. I Jut Pen is caught behind the line and we could not
possibly make our yards. So you dropped back and punted a soaring spiral
which made tht other fellows gasp for one brief second, and then they had
the ball! They tore through us, they piled us in a heap; rushing on. yard by yard,
so that we could not stop them. "First down—five!" "Second down—two!"
"Third down—one !" "First down—five !" It was no use ; every one saw we were
beaten ; we ourselves had lost heart because we knew that you were going"
to put in an unqualified man.

Ah ! Mow well yon remember the invincible tandems the other fellows
worked, 1-1 ow they came over the left side of the line,'sending the guard
and tackle sprawling on the ground like broken eggs, and how their three
backs came rushing over for you and I to tackle. So in the first half you and
I were worn out from tackling—for every time they came in that hard, swift,
irresistible tandem you and T were hurt in every bone, but we got up again
gritting our teeth resolved not to let them gain another inch. And all this
while the rooters on both side.* were yelling; we heard our section: "Hold
'em, Lowell! Ho-o-old 'cm. Lowell!" rolled across the field like distant thun-
der. \\ henever you hear a Lowell man now repeat that phrase: "Hold 'cm,
Lowell." you always remember that dark, bleak day when you were losing
the last game of your high school days.

But towards the end of the first half, when we were all tired and hot
and dusty, we held them hard. They had not yet scored and we felt safe
because they had to punt. Von dropped back with the quarter to receive the
ball, but you forgot that the wind was against you, and the ball was a low,
quick punt that went with the wind farther than you thought. You ran
back and just touched the ball as it passed you. It landed five yards behind
and then rolled over and over for fifteen yards. By this time the ends were
up to you and as you turned on your heel, you raced for the rolling pig skin
for all the life and grit there was in you. The three of you raced side by side
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like wolves and made a wild dive for the precious object. Who got it? You
did not know, because you were lying flat and senseless with a ring of fel-
IMW> about you who were saying, when you came to. that the half was wver
an«! the other fellows hud scored a goal.

In the intermission we were all afraid to look at you for we feared vou
would ruin Lowell's honor by bringing in an unknown player.

"You won't do it, will you?" one of us asked earnestly while the coach
and all the rest were present.

"IX' what ?" you asked.
"liring in your strange sub."
"I'll ask you for your advice when I need it," you returned angrily,

"you play your game."
"Lie down and rest," the coach cried, impatiently. He was disappointed

in the team that he had hoped would win the league. He told us our defects,
warned and admonished us. all in one short speech, while bad ankles, strained
anus and twisted knees were being bandaged up. We went onto the field
again for another half, with our le't guard and right end supplanted by more
competent substitutes.

So, for a long while we bucked up and down the field, both teams play-
ing swift, hard, spectacular games. Pushing, tumbling, tackling, fighting.
rushing, hurdling, punting—what a game! And then the run, the pretty,
open tackle, the wild scrimmage and the boy with the broken back—it was
lYn, our left half! Do you remember how they carried him, sobbing, off the
fi.-ld?

"Win! Win the game!" he cried; "you've got ten minutes more—it's
onlv five to nothing! Win it!"

"I'm sending out Guy," the coach called from the side lines; "don't run
him loo much, you'll lose." The latter words, of course, he said in an under-
tone so that not even the umpire could hear him. Then the whistle blew, and
the (|iiarter-back ran you and 1 in succession until ve felt like dropping flat
and giving up everything. We could not, buck as. hard as we could, make
past the thirty-yard line, and on our .end runs we were caught behind the
line.

Soon it was their ball. Again they rushed their tandems (vor us like
li'lal waves over a sand dune.

The timekeeper called out that we only had five minutes.
"We arc beaten." said one of us. "punt the ball!"
'Wo. we're not beaten!" you returned; "I'll call him out!'
"Don't! Don't do it!" I and some of the others remonstrate; "we'd

rather be beaten than play a dirty game!"
You looked at us indignantly. I can always remember chat look. You

had the upright spirit—and you weren't a goody, either: you aid not love your
teachers as all nice little high school boys should.

"Lav clown!" you said to Guy. who was very astonished.
"Water!" you called to Harvey and Smithstone on the side lines, "man

out."

Then Guy pretended he was hurt to such perfection that the rooting
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section gave him a skyrocket. Pen had been laid out, Guy ditto, and the
position was now open to the boy waiting under tho bleachers—the boy that
no one knew anything about. The person that played half back was a tall,
palefaced boy with a bandage around his forehead.

Time had been taken out and we had four minutes left.
"Signals!" cried the quarter-back, "29-63-14-40!"
We sent onv half plunging over the line for a fifteen-yard buck. The

other fellows were dazed. It was late in the afternoon, the sun had gone
down a id we could hardly follow the movements of the players.

"29-63-14-40!" The quarter cried. Again you and I sent the last half-
back ponging through the tackle. Thus we played in the cold October
twilight, yon and T and this tall line plunger; we pushed him over the rush.
line, he was tackled in mid-air and down he goes. And then he broko loose,
clearing the full who was on the other side backing up the men. Off he darted!
watching the quarter, who was beyond him waiting. Our half-back went low and
it seemed as if he were to knock his man as a bull would do; the opposing quarter
dove in a magnificent flying tackle, but the man with the ball hurdled over so that
the qu.irter clutched at the empty air! Down the field he ran wildly, with
the others tearing after him. Their captain catches him, making a long, low
tackle, and the two of them tumble over paF.t the five-yard line and roil.

"Over! It's a goal!" you cried, while the rooters let out a wild yell.
And you kick a goal, your face shining with delight and happiness.

"Look here, Lowell!, I protest this game!" their captain cries; "this fel-
low i? not a student of your school!"

There was a hush over the whole multitude. No one knew who the last
half back was.

"He would have played the whole game," you cried out to the umpire,
the ciptain, the coaches and all, "but he has a wound in his forehead which
has kept him out of school until the last two or three days. He first came
to school this August. I say, Mac, show 'em your blue blanks, and the other,
prove to 'em that he is signed up! Would I be the man to give away Lowell
spirit and Lowell's honor?"

At which they serpentined the gridiron with you and I and the hero.
"Six to five" they cry, with a skyrocket, sis, boom—ah !

So let us give a Brockity Brock for the Last Half-Back!

A
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MILTON MARKS, '10.

From the summit of a long grade the first glimpse of the prison is ob-
tained—a grayish tower with a pointed slate roof, rising above a mass of
heavy vegetation. Then, as we came down the slope, the structure gradually
sank from sight, until rounding a sharp curve, it was cut off entirely from
view. It was not until we had driven some few minutes, following a winding
road, that the prison as a whole burst upon our view.

It was a collection of gray stone buildings, situated in an irregular valley,
and hemmed in on all sides by steep slopes. A fancy archway of stone led to
the grounds within ; a massive iron gate stood open—as a sign of welcome,
no doubt! But an armed guard sat by the entrance and it was only by the
presentation of a letter of introduction to the Warden that we were permitted
to pass within. Then followed a most intricate and extensive system of "red
tape," us we passed from gateway to gateway, being pre-announced at each
relay by telephone. This is a necessary precaution, as lookout lowers line the
way and marksmen have it as their duty to shoot all who pass between the
stations, excepting those given the right of way. We were glad they tele-
phoned.

At the main office we were received by Captain of the Guard Russell.
We were conducted to the stone-yard, fully expecting to see the toil-worn

men, with shaven heads and weighted legs, wearily breaking rocks with
heavy sledges, the sun beating mercilessly upon their bent backs, and armed
men standing guard over all. What was our surprise when, standing upon
a precipitous cliff above the yard, we looked down to behold hundreds of
prisoners industriously working under canvas shades, free of any sort of
shackles.—and not a guard to be seen! The incessant clinking of the stone-
cutters' chisels rose up from below, mingled now and then with a care-free
laugh or hoarse word of command as the great granite blocks were swung
from place to place. Near at hand, an engineer in stripes operated a small
steam engine which raised the heavily laden stone-cars from below.

We mounted the stone steps of the little prison chapel arid, entering,
were impressed by its very simplicity. At the far end of the room was a
small altar. Rough benches were placed in regular order and occupied the
entire space from the entrance to the platform. Devotional services for the
different religious denominations are conducted here each Sunday morning.
Attendance is not compulsory, yet half of the convicts are present at the
services, and when an Elmer Booth or other "convicts' friend" chooses to
lecture, the little place is filled to overflowing.

Directly across the great prison-yard was the building containing the
men's quarters. Passing through low archways with guarded steel gates, we
emerged at length into a lofty stone building with a steel trussed roof. Within


