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Consolidation of Fairfax Ranch Dairy
and Oakwood Dairy

Phone Park 1587

WESTERN DAIRY CO.
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

Hutton's Certified Milk a Specialty

PURE COUNTRY MILK
AND CREAM

City Depot:
359-351 WALLER STREET

We Supply Lowell High School Cafeteria

V*!

PROK. GEORGE R. PUCKKTT

PUCKETT'S COLLEGE OF
DANCING

1268 SUTTER STREET

Between Van Ness and Polk

ASSEMBLY HALL

Classes, Mondays.

Assemblies, • Fridays. •

r Class and Social, Wednesdays.

Private Lessons.

Juvenile Classes at Apartments.

HALL TO RENT Phone Franklin 118

DANCING.

Hint to prospective pupils.
Step by step we come to perfection.
Thus by eliminating each error and striving each time to produce

something a little better than the last.

REISCHMAN'S QUALITY SWEETS

€|When you eat our
Goods you eat Quality.

CfTry one of our many new drinks
gotten up by our tasty dispenser.
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"THE HASTINGS"
YOUNG MEN'S

FALL SUITS

We are showing the very newest

models in the English cuts and full-

back coats in young men's suits, in
the narrow stripe effects, cheviots
and serges

$15 to $35

HASTINGS CLOTHING GO.
POST AND GRANT AVE.
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Jfarltjern
When Warren first entered the service of the N. C. Co. at St. Michael,

there had been comparatively small opportunity for him to distinguish himself,
hut to-day, the first of September, seemed destined to bring him into promi-
nence in the eyes of the company. At precisely noon he was called into the
office of the manager and given orders to take the "Dora" (a forty-foot cruiser
belonging to the company) and with two companions to cross to Nome and be
at H. Jorgenson's residence with a certain sealed waterproof package of papers
before noon the next day. In all the time Warren had been at St. Michael he
had never seen the sound so rough. It was eighty-two miles across, and the
roar of the surf on the beach, lashed into fury by a stiff north wind, was any-
thing but reassuring.

As partners in this enterprise. Warren selected Steve and Mulvaney, two
other employees of the N. C. Co. Steve was a tall, broad-shouldered Indian.—
a typical Siwash.—with remarkable strength and endurance, who knew more
about gasoline engines than any one else in the company, while Mulvaney, a big-
hearted, good-natured Irishman, knew every bit of water in Norton Sound.

Warren informed Steve and Mulvaney that he had requested that they be
sent as companions, and as both were always ready to risk their lives, neither
marlc objection in this instance. So Warren asked them to be on board by six
o'clock that evening. Steve, thinking that for a time it would probably be his
last afternoon on shore, decided to enjoy it fully, so he spent the rest of the
afternoon (and all of his money) U the company's saloon. About five o'clock
he went to supper feeling quite spirited but a little worse for wear. Supper
dispatched, he put on his "mackinaw" and stepped outside. A gust of cold
wind struck him: instinctively, he drew his fur cap over his ears and hurried
to the "Dora."

As he boarded her. he glanced at the indicators on the gasoline tanks; the
forward tank registered about half full,—the aft one about three-quarters full,—
sufficient for the run. Then he descended into the engine-room, primed both
cylinders, turned the switch on, and after rocking the fly wheel a couple of
times threw it against the compression. An immediate response and the engine
started running; soon he slowed it down, and let it run at neutral to get
warmed. These preliminaries finished, Steve ransacked the drawers in the
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lockers; liis search brought to light a bottle half-full of "Hootch," two packages
of tobacco, and a package of cigarette papers.

\iy this time the effect of his afternoon session began to tell, and he sat
down on the edge of the bunk, dividing his attention between the cigarettes and
the bottle of •'Hootch." Presently lie heard Warren and Mulvaney come aboard;
he could hear their voices from somewhere forward—he imagined it was from
the pilot house. A few minutes, and he again heard the rapid patter of foot-
steps above: then from • over his head came a single clang from the gong.
Unsteadily he rose to his feet, and managed to slip the clutch into "forward";
then he sank back on the bunk. The ''jingle" (signal for more speed) aroused
him long enough to open the throttle a little further. The "Dora." in response
to the advance of speed, plunged head-first into the waves, receiving a deluge
of water over her port bow. careening her far to starboard.

The impact of the wave against the "Dora" hurled Steve out of his bunk,
throwing him against the engine. As he fell, his foot struck the gasoline feed-
pipe, and a hob-nail in his shoe punctured it slightly, causing a fine, thread-like
stream to spurt forth. Steve, in his drunken condition, did not notice this.
With a little trouble, he managed to put up the sides of his bunk and to turn
in, intending to sleep off his racking headache.

Meanwhile Warren and Mulvaney, ignorant of Steve's condition, divided
i he evening into four-hour watches. Warren, who had the first watch, was
having difficulty in keeping the course, for the waves kept striking them on
the port bow. causing the "Dora" to swing off her course to starboard.

1 four after hour passed with nothing to break the monotony. The big
thirty horse-power Sterling engine ran with a regularity that was almost aggra-
vating—never missing a stroke; again and again Warren caught himself count-
ing the explosions for lack of something better to do.

About three bells Warren changed the course. They had been making a
bee-line for Nome, but now, fearing the heavy seas. Warren headed the "Dora"
closer in to shore, under the lee of the land, and, when about two miles from
shore, stood off and ran parallel to it. At four bells he woke Mulvaney to
take his trick at the wheel, and turned in for a much-needed rest.
* * * * * * * * * * * * *

At eight bells, and while they were yet a good fifteen miles from Nome,
Steve awoke, nearly suffocated by the fumes of gasoline. Without realizing
what he was doing he fumbled in his pocket, drew out a match and struck it;
he was conscious of a terrific explosion and of being hurled through space.
When he regained consciousness, he found himself twenty feet from the "Dora,"
severely burned, and lying across a portion of the cabin roof. The hull of the
cruiser was a mass of flames, and her cabin and pilot-house lay scattered in the
waters. This was about all lie could make out by the light of the burning
wreck.

About eight bells, Mulvaney, thinking he could discern the lights of Nome
in the distance, turned to arouse Warren. As he did so. he felt the boat
tremble, and then, with a rt>ar, the pilot-house, Warren, and himself shot into
the air. Mulvaney grabbed his half-dazed companion, and managed somehow to
clear the wreck of the pilot-house before it struck the water.
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When Warrcn came in contact with the icy water lie quickly revived.
Luckily both Mulvancy ancl he were excellent swimmers.'so they set out to sec
if they could find Steve. On rounding the "Dora" they came upon him badly
burned. Taking his raft in tow, they started for the beach two miles away.

They had not proceeded four hundred yards before the gasoline tanks ex-
ploded in rapid succession, sending a cloud of sparks and burning planks high
into the air,—then inky blackness closed in again.

After nearly two hours of desperate swimming, the crew of the stricken
"Dora" finally reached the shore. But here another disappointment awaited
them, the shore for some distance back was nothing but rocks. Worn out
by their exertions, the castaways dropped from sheer lack of strength, unmind-
ful of the rugged, barnacle-covered resting place, thankful for their escape from
r watery grave.

Warren tumbled into a blissful unconsciousness: how long he slept he could
not tell, for the night was still as dark as pitch. The wind had abated
slightly, but he knew that be had been awakened by some other sound.—a
sound that seemed out of place with his surroundings. He listened with strain-
ing car, and sat up quickly when he heard it again, faint yet distinct. Was
that the howling of the wind.—or !iad he really heard the sound of a human
voice coming from the direction of the waters of the sound!

Suddenly, during a lull of the wind, it came again, sharp and clear, an
unmistakable, long drawn out "A-h-o-y"!
* * * * * * * * * * * * *

On board the L'nited States Revenue cutter "l!ear," bound from Seattle
to Nome, all was quiet: the lookout forward at the bow. the quartermaster at
the wheel (his face illumined by the binnacle light) and the captain pacing to
;md fro upon the bridge, were the only visible signs of life aboard.

Only her running lights showed and, as she moved silently through the
heavy seas, one might have imagined her a phantom ship.

Suddenly the captain ceased his pacing, for off to the north a faint fla'2
of light burst into view, burned for awhile, threw up a little volcano of fire,
and then all was dark again; following this, down wind, came faintly the reports
of two explosions.

"Looked something like the glare of the northern lights!" muttered the
Quartermaster almost to himself.

"Yes." said the Captain, as he reached behind the binnacle for a pair of
marine glasses suspended against the wall,—ancl in his mind'e eye he saw the
great curve the Arctic Circle made to the south,—almost to this very sea in
front of him.

"Yes. they tcr;v northern lights all right, but not the kind you mean."
At that he tapped the bell hanging in front of the pilot-house, ancl, shortly

afterwards, a dim figure climbed the steps and a gruff voice bellowed from
below: "Aye. aye: sir." It was the boatswain.

"Place Swanson aloft in the crow's nest and put an additional man, with
sharp eyes, as lookout in the bow. Distress signals have been seen about six
miles away, one-quarter point off the starboard bow: have th'e gig's crew ready."

"Aye, aye; sir," and the boatswain's whistle mingled with the whistle of the
wind.
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Shadowy forms hurried on deck, davits creaked, and the long outlines of
the gig swung outboard over the cutter's side.

"What's the course?" demanded the captain of the quartermaster.
"Due north, sir."
"Make it 'north, one-quarter east,'" said the captain.
"North, one-quarter east, sir," repeated the quartermaster, indicating that

the change had been made.
An hour passed; the rirst officer came on deck to relieve the captain. The

captain turned to the indicator and swung it to "half speed ahead,"—the
answering ring came from the engine-room and the slowing of the engines
could be plainly noticed; at the same instant the cry rang out from the bow:
"Land ho! Dead ahead"!

"Port your helm—hard a-povt," yelled the captain.
"Hard a-port, sir!"
"Steady."
"Steady, sir."
Jingle went the indicator as the captain swung it around and stopped it.

''Full speed astern." Heavily the cutter began to back. As her headway
ceased, the indicator was swung to "stop."

"Lower the gig." called the captain to the mate.
"Man the gig!" yelled the mate; "lower away!" and the gig disappeared

over the side into the darkness.
It was the mate's voice that came booming: "A-h-o-y"! over the waters,

through the night.
* * * * * * * * * * * * *

That ringing cry galvanized the exhausted crew of the "Dora" into new life.
But after their first answering shouts they realized that no human voice could
carry against that wind, and that unless some means were quickly found to
signal their presence the searchers would return to the ship without them.

As they ran along the rock-lined shore, yelling themselves hoarse in their
anxiety to attract the attention of the gig, to their unbounded astonish-
ment, there came from the cutter a report like that of a gun and from
the ship swung a long, sinuous curve of light like a rocket. Up and on it came,
above the land, until, almost overhead, it burst with a loud explosion, and
behold! there came, floating along the wind, a soft blue ball of fire,—that won-
derful signal of the navy—the COSTE.V LIGHT—which, when it bursts, holds its
place for fully ten minutes, illuminating everything in its vicinity. And now
they on the rocks were seen!

Boom! sounded the gun again, again came the whistling of the signal rocket
—up. up. higher and farther; and again the explosion. But this time a red
ball floated softly down, and. by the gleam from the Coston Lights, the gig
stood in to shore, and carried the excited and exhausted mariners to the
"Bear."

The next day, about ten o'clock, the "Bear" landed the three safely at
Nome; and when they went ashore each had, as a prized possession, one of the
Coston signal rockets, which the captain had presented to them, and which each
swore produced the "grandest Northern Lights" the world had ever seen.

W. C. BENNETT, June '15.
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Once a year the city of Salinas. Monterey County, sets aside a week.,
usually late in July, during which the California Rodeo takes place. The
streets are gaily decorated, and are crowded with cow-boys and cow-girls who
have come from all parts of California and even from other States to try their
skill in handling horses and cattle. Every day races, games on horse-back,
and contests in broncho-breaking, bull-riding, lassooing. bull-dogging, and
fancy riding and rope-throwing are held, and many a thrill is felt before the
afternoon is over.

"I'.ig Week." as the event is called in the vicinity, is not a circus. The
purpose is far higher. And those who take part in the contests are real cow-
boys and cow-girls, not paid for going through their "stunts" before an audi-
ence, but riding in open competition, where the best man carries off the prize.
In short, the affair is an effort to show the public what the life, the work and
the pleasure, of the Western cow-puncher is.

The day starts with a parade of several hundred riders. Tt is formed in
town and moves out to the rodeo grounds on the outskirts of the city. After
passing along the track before the grand-stand, the riders turn back and line
their horses up behind the low fence which borders the track on the opposite
side. Most of the events take place in the space between.

The thing that first impresses the spectator is the myriad of bright colors
presented by the throng of men on the other side of the track. Gay clothes
strike a weak spot in most cow-boys, who put as many brilliant shades into
their holiday apparel as possible. The large cow-boy hat is almost universally
worn, and around the neck is often fastened a bright red or blue bandana
handkerchief. Next to his chaps, I believe, the cow-puncher prizes his "special
occasion" shirt. Silk and flannel shirts of blazing yellow, red. green, purple
and blue are worn, and often two or even three of these colors arc combined.
The chaps, made of goat skin, with the long soft hair left on. are usually
white or glossy black, but many wear chaps as brilliant as their shirts, and
some have one leg dyed one color and the other another. A few wear leather
ones, studded with shiny metal rivets, with a wide leather flap on the side of
each leg. Most of the punchers wear high-heeled riding-boots and spurs.

Strange to say. the cow-girls do not indulge in fancy and highly-colored
raiment. They are usually content with a cow-boy hat. khaki blouse and riding-
skirt, and high-laced leather boots. Some wear bandana handkerchiefs about
their necks.

The first event of the afternoon is the bull-riding contest. The animal is
driven into a small pen. where a girth, to which the rider may hold, is
fastened about his body. The rider mounts and the gate is opened. The bull
rushes out and is sent past the grand-stand by a chorus of whoops and pistols-
shots from the cow-boys. Snorting and bellowing he runs, and tries his best
to unseat the man on his back. Sometimes he docs, but more often gives up
and runs till he is roped. Then the victorious puncher mounts a horse and
rides past the grand-stand to acknowledge the applause.
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In the lassooing contest a steer is turned loose and followed by two cow-
hoys. It is the duty of one to throw a noose over his horns and slow him up
so that the other may get his rope about the hind legs of the animal. When
this is done, the steer is easily pulled from his feet. The officials judge by the
amount of time consumed and the accuracy of the ropers.

Bull-dogging a steer is the most sensational and thrilling work of the
day. A steer is turned loose some distance up the track and pursued by two
men on horses. The first man is to do the bull-dogging and the second is to
ride on the other side of the steer and prevent him from turning as the bull-
dogger comes alongside. The bull-dogger rides upon the steer from behind,
and as his horse pnsses the animal, he reaches down, secures a hold on its
horns and slips from the saddle onto the head of the beast. To bring it to a
stop, he puts his legs out before him and braces them on the ground. When
the steer lias stopped running, the battle between man and brute is on. The
man reaches down with one hand and secures a hold in the mouth or nostrils
of the creature. He then gets one leg over a horn and puts his weight on it
while he pulls the steer's head up on the other side with his hands. This
tortures the animal and makes it difficult for him to breathe and he falls in
the direction in which the man twists bis head. Often, however, a steer is
stubborn and runs just when it seems that he will be thrown. He carries the
man on his head with no trouble and the latter is forced to hold to the horns
with both hands to avoid being shaken off, and he must get his hold all over
again when he stops the animal. Sometimes indeed he is shaken off or becomes
exhausted before the steer does.

There is more interest and competition in broncho-breaking than in any
other event, possibly because the largest cash prizes are offered. A horse is by
far a better bucker than a bull. While a bull plunges straight ahead in long,
stiff-legged bounds with head lowered in an effort to dislodge his rider and
then gives up, a wild horse generally uses three methods of attack and stays
with it much longer. A horse tries bucking with back arched and head low-
ered, then leaps into the air, landing with fore-legs rigid. If these tactics
are not successful in throwing the rider, some horses will rear and throw
themselves over backwards in an effort to fall on him.

The riders are judged by their ability to "scratch" their mounts. For
a rider to "scratch" a broncho is to run his spurs over the horse's back and
sides. Naturally it is much easier for a person to keep the saddle with his
feet in the most convenient position; accordingly the more space a cow-boy can
run his spurs over while his horse is bucking, the better his riding. To "pull
leather," that is, to clutch any part of his saddle in order to stay on. is a dis-
graceful thing for any puncher to do, and immediately eliminates him as a
contestant.

A wild horse is led out and up to a trained horse on the back of which
is a man, who draws his head up close and blindfolds him. Then he is saddled
and the man who is to ride him mounts, holding the halter-rope (for he is not
allowed a bridle) in one hand, and his hat in the other to "fan" the animal.
The horse is then turned loose and the blind taken from his eyes. He imme-
diately leaps away, bucking his way past the grand-stand. As he goes along,
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ihc other cow-boys whoop and shoot their guns and throw their hats, and
cries of "Ride 'im, cow-boy: ride 'im, cow-boy." "Fan Mm," and "Scratch 'ini"
are heard above the din. If the rider is not thrown, lie is brought back behind
another man on horse-back and receives his applause.

Relay racing is another exciting- feature of the rodeo. Each rider uses four
mounts. He must change his saddle from one horse to the next after each
lap and speed in doing this has much to do in deciding this event. The pony
express is similar, differing only in that the rider has all four horses saddled
before the race and jumps from one to another. Other events arc the chuck-
wagon race, cow-girls" race, stake race, potato race, and the tug-of-war on
horse-back.

The last event on each day's program is usually the wild horse race. It
furnishes much amusement and is exciting as well as funny. Fifteen or twenty
wild horses are brought out and saddled, and. when all are ready, the riders
get into their saddles, and a gun is fired to start the race. The blinds are
pulled from the horses' eyes and they all start to buck at once. The first
rider to coax his mount around the track wins. Some horses start out well
and run steadily most of the way, only to buck or turn out of the course a
few yards from the finish. Others buck all the way, while some do not leave
tlie starting-line.

This yearly rodeo at Salinas is a spectacle which everyone should see. As
the years pass and the population of the United States increases. land values
rise and the vast cattle ranges are cut up into small farms, and irrigation
systems are installed. As the large ranges go. so pass the swaggering, bow-
legged, happy-go-lucky cow-boys, and now in only a few regions do the}" fare as
before. May Salinas' "Big Week" continue to do its share in keeping alive
that spark of interesting life of the Western cow-puncher.

WILLIAM BENDER, func "14.

S*jnn«tattim nf "prnff
The hall door banged loudly. Some one bounded up the staircase in

great leaps, with steps joyous and elastic. A sound of puffing and blowing
—as though the noisy one found it difficult to keep pace with his agile,
wholly youthful feet—reached the ears of "ProfF." alias Thomas, Harland,
as he sat reading in his room. He recognized at once the characteristic
approach of his roommate. Max Everett, and laid down his very interesting
book with 'a sigh of resignation. The advent of Max usually created a
disturbance. A moment later the door opened and a tall, young fellow pre-
cipitated himself into the room.

"O. I say, Proff," he exclaimed, "stop mooning for awhile, can't you?
Got some pleasant news for you."

He thing himself into a chair and rested from his exertions. "Proff"
wiped his glasses and stared absently at the opposite wall. Irritated by this
lack of interest. Max stretched out a long leg and gave him a gentle kick.

"Wake up, old man." "Proff" recalled himself with a start. "As I
said before." continued Max calmly, "I have some pleasant news. You
know the Kingslcys—fine chaps, both he and his wife." (Max meant no

9




