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Higher Education Conference

unique conference is scheduled for the University of Ore-

gon July 11, 12, 13 and 14. Higher education, meaning
by that the university and college grade, will take a look at
itself. It might be better if it invited in outsiders to tell the
educators what they “look like"” in so far as their institutions

N are concerned. And one such prominent individual is on the
program, Frederick M. Davenport, congressman from New
York, who will talk Thursday evening, July 12 on “The im-
portance of the educated politician in the new order.” That
subject is suggestive; he may get over to discuss the much
cussed-and-discussed brain trust,

Other prominent speakers and their topics are: Dr.
Norman F. Coleman, retiring president ef Reed college,
“Present social Trends"; Dr. James W. Angell, professor of
economics at Columbia, “Gold, Banks and the New Deal”;
Willard Marks, Albany, “The Objectives of Higher Educa-
tion as Seen by a Governing Board”; Dr. F. L. Hovde, Min-
nesota, “The General College of the University of Minne-
sota”; Dr. Elam J. Anderson, “Lower Division Program at
Linfield College”; Pres. George W. Frasier, Colorado Teach-
ers College, “Achieving Social Objectives in Higher Educa-
tion”; Dr. F. J. Kelly, U. S. division of higher education,
“Present Educational Trends”, Dr. F. M. Erickson, acting
president of Willamette university will preside at the session
Saturday morning, July 14.

The conference is open to all interested citizens; and
represents an effort on the part of educators to study their
responsibility “in the light of changing social, economic and
political trends’. It is an encouraging sign that the univer-
sity is undertaking constructive work in this field. The state
has seen its own higher institutions devote their energies so
much to their own political problems that the true purpose of
the university has been obscured. .

We hope however the university will not get too nervous
over “changing trends”. There are always trends and they
are always changing. Some universitiey think their chief
function is to stir up changes on the theory that whatever is,
is wrong. Others of course are mossbacks and never admit
the need of any change at all. So we hope this conference
will not spend all its time looking at fever thermometers, We
could suggest some topics that are pertinent: “Universities
and Character Building”; “Main Tent or Sitde Shows"”; “Re-
lating Higher Education Costs to Popular“Incomes’”; ‘“Aca-

) demic Ereedom and Social Responsibility”.

Oregon welcomes these distinguished individuals who are
coming to participate in the conference; and hopes their
visit may prove that we have a lively and wholesome interest
in education in this state.

Silver Under Embargo

ECRETARY MORGENTHAU has put an embargo on
shipments of silver to foreign destinations. Heavy move-
ments of the white metal were reported; one being consigned
“for London or Bombay”; another “Shanghai to Vancouver
and return”. The secretary was mystified as to the purpose
but because the purpose was obscure he thought some mis-
chief was afoot and-hoisted the bars on exports.

We have no explanation; but feel sure the owners of the
metal know what they are about. They may anticipate price
rises in other markets, or they may contemplate further in-
flation here which might raise the price of silver. The ep-
isode illustrates however the reactions of the human mind
when there is prospect or hope of profit.

Gold and silver have always beem subject to sudden
movements. Now they disappear from markets; and again
they reappear in large volume. Now coins may be melted
into bullion, in spite of the law against it, if one thinks He
can make a profit by doing so. When a law is passed those
fn business study the law to find its loopholes which they
can turn to their own profit. If a taxing law becomes too on-
erous on a particular form of property the foresighted man
will switch to some investment which will yield him a better
return. The precious metals through the ages have been sub-
ject to just such shifts and turns. The proceeding may be en-
tirely legitimate, the individuals merely using their best
judgment to conserve their own estates,

The point to be remembered is that laws which may be
too restrictive or oppressive have a way of defeating their
own purposes, You might pass a law abolishing the exchange
value of gold or silver, but they would continue to be held
precious and to find their way to foreign markets,

Railroads and Electric Power
RESIDENT CARL R. GRAY of the Union Pacific sys-
tem, visited Portland recently and viewed Bonneville

dam where his company’s tracks have to be moved to make
way for the works. When asked if he would use the electric
power generated there in running his trains, President Gray
said no, that they had found a cheaper power than electric-

ity,—diesel engines. He was referring to the new drive in the

-stream-lined passenger train which showed in Salem a few
months ago. There is no immediate prospect of converting
locomotives drawing the heavier freight and passenger trains
to diesel.

One would think that electric power, provided as cheaply
as it can be from Bonneville would interest the Union Pacific
whose lines parallel the Columbia for # long distance. The
experience of the Milwaukee in electrifying has not encour-
. aged other roads to undertake it, although the Pennsylvania
is electrifying from New York to Philadelphia and on to
Wuhington. we believe; and the Great Northern has elec-
trified its line over Stampede pass in Washington. The big
investment required in the overhead trolley system and
sub-stations along the way deter the companies from elec-
trifying their main lines. Then other roads own their own
coal fields so do not have to enter the market for fuel. Finally
the efficiency in the burning of coal has improved so much
in recent years that the costs have been greatly reduced.

The railroads were pointed to as potential users sf Bon-
neville power; but the way Pres. Gray neatly sidestepped
such a development, indicates that there is little hope for
marketing much power there.

5y The soda pop Poles fell short of their goal of Warsaw although

- ﬂ did hop the Atlantic ocean & second time successfully, landing

TR time in France. They should have taken along a cartridge of

' searbonated gas from their soda works. That would have been just
ghe fizz needed to get them to their native land.
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Health

By Royal S. Copeland, M.D.

’ Bits

for Breakfast

By R. J. HENDRICKS

INEALTH AND long lifs depend on
the eating of safe food. The so-called
perishables cannot remain safe unless
they are pwoperly chilled. Yet for
thousandg of
years man was
without any real-
Iy adeguate way
of preserving
food.

In olden timea.
the Egyptlans
cooled their food
by the evapors-
tion of water, We
learn that Nero
had his slaves
bring down from
the mountaln-
gidea heaps of
snow which he
used to chill his
wines [In the
past, the coldness of caves and holes
in the ground served to preserve
foods.

In our grandmothers day, In the
country, the cellar was tha store.
house for the §ome-meade butter, the
pans of milk, asd all perishable food.
If they had a spring house, the milk
and butter was kept there. I am
sorry for the girl or boy who never
bad the fun of going down the steep
stalrs of grandfather's house to bring
up some of the good things stored In
the cellar.

50 Degrees Temperaturs

Just how can food be kept In order
that It may be guarded agalnst spoil-
age and consequent polsoning? Cer-
talnly we rll agree that the best cel-
lars are inadequate as storage places
for perishable food.

The perishables must be stored In
such & way that they are never sub-
mifted to a temperature above 50 de-
greea. Several degrees lower than
this mark will add a lot to thelr safety
from deterioration. The figure 60
is pot fixed by any arbitrary rule. It
was arrived at after long study of
the habits of the germs or bacteria
of diseass.

There Iz but one safe courss to pur-
sue. That ls, to provide a means of
refrigeration so well controlled that
under no clircumstances shall the
temperature rise above 60 degrees

There may be serious contamina-
tion of the food without any evidence
that can be revealed by tasts or
smell That makes it vital to be very
sure the food Is kept in such a way
that growth of these poisonous germs
will be Impossible,

Test Ice Box or Refrigerator

This certalnly can be guaranteed
All you need do Is to provide your
family with a refrigerator that real-
ly refrigerates. It makes no differ-
ence whether It Isa made from wood
or from steel It matters not how it
Is cooled, whether by ice, by gas or
by electricity. But what does matter
Is this: Is your refrigerator capable
of maintaining at all times a temper-
ature of 50 degrees or less? If not
It Is a fallure so far as the preserva-
ton of your food Is concerned.

Recent years haves shown remark-
able progress In our knowledge of
nutrition. We know more about the
quantities and the kinds of food
which are essential to normal growth,
the repair of our tissues, and the
maintenance of health. It used to be
considered quite enough to know
what foods were nutritious. That was
largely a matter of individual opinlon,
but now It ls a matter of ecientific
certainty. The research workers have
solved most of the problems, certain-
ly as they relate to the preservation
of foods

1 beg of you to test your ice boa
or refrigerator. Use the thermometer
and see what happens. If it does not
conform to the standard as I have
sald, it does not give you proper pro-
tection. .

fCopyright, 1985. K. F. B., Inc.)

Dr Copeland

Historic class of '88

in 46th annual reunion:

Started Salem high school:
T

(Continuing from vyesterday:)
Basil H. Wagner (‘‘Bas’) recited
the class poem. It follows:

S % %
I've sailed many a sea of promise,
Warped into many a port of call;
Surged down from Port Barrow
to St. Thomas,
Found old Salem the best of all
= %%
“Our Class"
Quaint Blanche Albert had endur-
ing charm;
To no one should she yleld:
Whose laughing eyes still bright-

ly shine
On memory's golden shield.
“ % %
I've tried my best, and Fate still
mocks,
Though I've searched from lair to
lair,
To duplicate Anna Alderson's
locks,
Her gorgeous bright red hair.
% %

Mystery spoke from shrouded vell
When Edith Adair swept by:
We tried to flirt, but here's the

tale:
She was too doggoned shy.
= %% :
Addie Bowersox was a winsome
sprite,

I'll confess under memory’'s lash,
And, though we tried with all our
might,
She was a girl we could not mash.
T T
Fred Byars was king of the mar-
ble ring,
The one called little Ick.
And I gazed in awe when he won |
my taw
As he made his point, "Blg Dick.”
" % %
Ed. Baker, that long gangly rake,
The dean of all the packers:
Fred Williams dubbed him Bake,
or Snake—
To all the rest, he's Crackers.
T
There was & boy of somber mlen,
We always called him Buck,
Quite Lincolnesque, his features
keen,
He mottved work, not luck,
God bless his kindly nature,
God bless his legal runes,
God bless the nature that could
drop
From sirawberries to prunes.

He stands etched in a clean white
Its clearness will never grow
darker.
I allude now to our “"Totem Pole,”
Qur well loved Burt Brown
Barker.
=t % %
In days of need and forgotten
creed,

When self usurps all thrones,
Who gives her all lor friendship's
call?
Why! Jessle Creighton Jones.
% % %
Behind a book I saw Floda Cat-
terlin look
Into a looking glass, to my sur-
prise;
And in later days, yes, now al-
Ways,
Floda's easy on the eyes.
S % %

A pity, g0 it seems to me,

As time our memory loots:
Let's all agree, and pay our fee,

the porta closed?

President Roosevelt is planning to dock at Portland and make
a speech there. But will the strikers let him dock? They have been
ruling the waterfront for days until the police had some of them
disperse. The strikers refused to let the United States army load
some of its own flour from the dock into freight cars. What is gov-
ernment for if it exists only at the mercy of bands of men armed
with ball bats? Strikers resent use of force to open the ports and
give relief to commerce. But what is it but force which is keeping

No, Dillinger isn’'t dead; but a Bouth Bend policeman fis,

In remembering Pitzer Chadwick
“Boots.""
e
On an adolescent #nd a giddy day
My thoughts were strictly vernal.
Lena Crump said, “Bas, you
should say
Ethereal, not ethernal.”
T %%
Her eyes were of the szure blus,
Cheek of starlit dawn:
Does one see Etta Calvert now?
Tell me where's she gone.
= " %
When Addie Payne went riding
In her best beau's rig,
You bet your boots she upheld

The dig.

% % 8
Ot stern and silent boys I met,
With whom my lot was cast to be,
On Milford Darr I'll place my bet,
That he'd outsilence Calvin C.

% %
John Evans never one of us dld
bilk,
But gave full measure of real
milk.
Now a magnate big on Puget
Sound,
Trying to corner all the fisk that's
found.
T %%

Another maid I call to mind

Is Mrs. Cecelia Higley,

And as she sprightly sauntered
past,

It made us boys feel wiggly:

She had a slightly turned up nose,

I'll remind you if I may,

Would be labeled now by connols-
seurs

As being retrousses.

% 8

In imagery I can hear Fred Wil-
liams

As be lisps:

"It shows bad taste by backing
Away, from two such lovely lips."
T N8
Minnlia Hosford demure, the mald

qQuite sure,
Did malntain her studious sway.
She should see us now, and she'd
wonder how
We ever Lave got this WaYy.
T T
Ruth Harrington was our smart-
est girl,
Never did she biunder,

She rated the most perfect BCOTe;
That score was just one hundred.
T % N
There was a girl of saintly trend,
She seemed surrounded by an

aura,

Who would defer her all to any
friend;

She is our very own Litchtield,
Cora.

. _ T % %

I'd like to see Frank Matthews
agaln,

He excelled many of us by far.
“I'ero I fi], I'd seek him then;
Why, I'd trust my life to bhim, by

E&ar.
T h 5
The teacher said to Milton Mey-
ers,

“Come along with me outside.'

The school room was filled with
sllence:

Like the day that Rover died.

Milton never did confess
whether

The rattan raised the dust;

Grimly he held his own stern

it

eouncil,
But he cussed, and cussed, and
cussed.
T )
A Chesterfield in the dance's
whirl: '

He loves a horse and adores a girl,

He stands out high above the rest;

To stricken humanity he Eives
hizs best:

To him, merited pralise our world's
not chary— )

We are proud of our Dr. Wilson

McNary.
T
Oh, that harum scarum outdoor
elf,

Bun Parrish is her name.

"DEATH SON(

11 By Joan Ciavfén

& Malcolm Logan

SYNOPSIS

In August, Seifert Vail was mur-
dered at exclusive Sherwood For-
est Sanatorium. Up to that time,
Mark Hillyer, the playright, crip-
pled from arthsitis, had been
bored. The crime gave him new
interest in life. It was he who
finally solved the mystery. He
saw the significance of the phono-

the room where its cre-
dead. All the patients
Mark's room and gos-
siped. He learned all about their
affairs Among them were Willis
Clendening, Milton Cross and the
wealthy James Ruxton, all‘of whom
lived in a cottage with Vail. Loren
Ruxton also came with his uncle.
Even reticent Dr, John Calvert en-
joyed a chat with Mark now and
then. Sue Faraday, Mark’s attrac-
tive nurse, acted as hostess. Vail,
a former operatic star, wvisite
Mark only once, and them to ridi-
cule Mark's play. Vail told bow
his wife Francine loved him in the
role of Tristan; then he broke off,
crying and left abruptly. He made
his last public appearance at a
dance given for the patients by
James Ruxton. Dr. Calvert accom-
panies Sue to the dance to Lor-
en's disappointment. Bob Fowler,
Mark’s secretary, sees Loren and
Vail in the shadows of the shrub-
bery. A shining object passes
from one to the other. Loren cuts
in on Calvert and Sue. The physi-
cian surrenders her ungraciously.

CHAPTER 1V

In the moment that they were
together, 1 looked at the two men
appraisingly, with my interest in
their rivalry over Sue heightened
by Mark's comments about it
Loren, smaller than Dr. Calvert but
well-made and graceful, was cer-
tainly the more handsome man. He
had thick, dark, curly bair, merry
gray eyes and a mobile, smiling
mouth. His manner wi women
was easy and gay, and 1 thought
that he must be a much better
companion at a dance than the doe-
tor, But John Calvert had his vir-
tues. He was six feet tall, blond
and, while not handsome, at least
not unattractive, Less assured and
gay than Loren, he was the more
substantial person of the two. A
woman, I thought, would find him
more constant and reliable than
Loren.

I had no desire to join in the
dancing. Somewhat reluctantly I

voice in
ator lay
flocked to

member thinking that the dance
must have been a strain on our
host, He looked tired, unwell. He
was only fifty, but that night he
seemed an old man. As the oth-
ers drifted away, he asked courte-
ously and with no real interest
about Mark's health. In the same
manner I replied. Then I saw his
tired eyes brighten as Loren and
Sue danced past us

“They're what my gencration
would ecall a fine-looking couple,”
I remarked, because I knew it would
please him.

He smiled at me with real warmth
and said with emphasis, “Yes, they
are.” He paused and added, “Sue
Faraday is a fine, sensible girl. 1
like her.”

He seemed about to add some-
thing, but he was a cauticus man,
not given to confidences, and he

aused to consider. I wondered if

8 were thinking of the possibility
of their marriage and appro it
Sue came of good family, :::E in
my opinion, was Loren's superior
in everything bnt wealth. Perhaps
his unc realizing that he was irre-
sponzible and spoiled, believed that

I must have been reading his mind,
for presently he be to talk sbout
Loren, defending him, in an oblique
way.

g fine boy."ldho “iid'

respmmut’ would stea

him. You know, I've left him mo.-.{
of my fortune, and there’s no pos-
gibility that any of my relatives

-

graph record singing in Vail’'s own El

d |and

approached James Ruxton. 1 re-|

a wife like Sue might stabilize him. [H

three best law-

was drawn by the +nd 1 paid them

yers in the country
well forh‘il]l‘;"
he talked of his plaus for Loren.
ing moNo he
guw“:n .l':hl:olim h‘t of the calamities
which were to follow so closely upoy
the dance, it to me that
never heard talk more naive, more

basket. .

The fox-trot ended. The patients
had been allotted as many dances
as the medical staff, in its ommscln-
ence, decreed they could safe d’
have, and encores had been forbid-
den. Most of them, however, re-
mained on the floor, applauding. A
patient took Sue away from Loren
he sought out another nurse.
The music started again, and still
James Ruxton talked to me, until
that dance, too, ended, and Loren
and Sue joined us. Sue pethed on
the arm the millionaire’s chair
and chattered to him like a debu-
tante. She had a genuine and, to
me, inexplicable affection for our
host. o

Presently the violinist to
scrape his strings. Loren g ced
expectantly st Sue, I saw Dr. Cal-
vert nppmthing. He see to-
night unusually happy. The grave,
hard lines been erased from
his face. Sue saw him approach
also and she looked uncertai
from him to Loren. 1 was about
to speak when another voice inter-
rupted.

“May I rescue you from your
dilemma by requesting the pleasure
of this dance?’ .

Seifert Vail stood at Sue's ou’ner
side, smiling unpleasantly. She

flushed, looked at me reproachfully
arn:!l then said, *“Certainly, Mr.
Vail”

“1 can't tell you what a pleasure
it will be to dance with the mos’ii
beautiful and popular woman here,
Vail said, bowing.

That compliment made us all feel
uncomfortable. There was, in its
elaborate insincerity, & distinct un-
dertone of sarcasm. Vail liked to
make people feel ill at ease, and
he seemed to be particularly and
pointedly contemptuous of women.
1 had offen heard that the early
death of his wife had made him a
misogynist the amateur psycholo-
gists at Sherwood Forest said he
hated all other women for surviving
her.

Sue was obviously trying to con-
ceal her distaste as she stel:\ped
into the singer’s arms. Dr, Calvert
paused a few steps away. I caught
a flash of antagonism in his blue
eyes as he looked at Vail Then
he turned and walked away. Loren
philosophically lit a cigarette,

“Sue's too kind-hearted,” he re-
marked. “She's always doing things
she doesn't like for ?eopla she
doesn't like. She didn't want to
dance with Vail."”

“Poor devil!” gaid his uncle,
watching the pair of them. “Let
him enjoy himself. He has little
enough left to enjoy.”

“Don't waste your sympathy,
Uncle Jim,” Loren answered. “Vail
pities himself too thoroughly to
need any assistance.”

Mentally I agreed As Vail
danced, he talked in his hoarse
voice that someBow carried over
the music,. Whenever he and Sue
aEprouhed us, I caught a few
P

r:.se.-? enough to know that he
was telling her about himself and
his wife, the beauty of his ruined

voice, the glory of his lost career,
le was dancing with exaggerated
vigor and this and his lond conver-
sation made him and Sue conspicu-
ous. He approached us again and
stumbled. Sue saved him from
falling.

“He's tight,” Loren said, sud-
denly and sharply. We both started
for Sue, but Loren reached her first.
To my surprise, Vail indifferently
gave her up. I had half expected

feﬁ back and &
as the dance

re
I listened unwillingly,

(1]
8y o Wiy alionld
nd
?,oren asked.

uncle said, “If

w:luked “"n,;
Vail standi
to him.
leader. spake. to the planist, who
nodded.
iano, 8
:::d announced

tory chords of
everyone
w -
on his

distorted with )
crashed down upon the piano keys,

bursts of conversation.

can break my will, 1 don’t
doubt soms of the!:nm:‘;fﬁhtry onu him

to make a scene. Relieved, I

= tes later,
fewimmm“ and Sue

come here
people’s fun?”
answer, but Loren's
u would try to

i ition,
in his p:shyfor

spoil other

Sue did not

yourse
u might have some sympa
P, W

lm.

he atmosphere wWas ltr.lined. 1
Tood away, and as I did I saw
beside the ?rchest-u
whisperi

il stepped over to the
ve hmel.f against it
loudly:

“Ladies and gentlemen! This is

a song in memory of Francine, my
\Il'ifceu."g

layed the introdue-
The pianist played the introduc
at Sherwood Forest, a
which Vail played twice a day
rhonmafh—“Wllhnt for

You”. I heard James Ruxton say

commandingly, “Someone stop
him!"”

too late. Vail had flung
lm:ﬂl:l lgl.:.dnrk ‘hesd and begun to

'mgil first notes filled the room,
nly | rich, round, stirring. It seemed for
a moment that he had L

once glorious voice. The silence of

regained his

the crowd was as much a tribute

to that recovered magic as an evi-
dence of the surprise b

which he
had taken us all. But Vail's voice
did not survive the second bar. It
became husky and he cleared his
throat. His face grew white, the

cords of his neck stood ocut as he

tried to force his voice to respond
to his will. It was a struggle hor-
rible to witness, but I could mot
take my eyes from him. He man-
aged to sipg & few more notes and
then his voice broke. Only a harsh

whisper came from his lips.

He turned away from us, his face
rage. His fist

and in the dead silence that fol-
lowed we could bhear him cursing
in that same rasping whisper.
The whole scene lasted less than
two minutes. Then Dr. Calvert was
at his side. He put a hand on
Vail's shoulder and the singer
turned. Dr. Calvert whispered to
him and took his arm. They started
across the rovom as the guests
sought to efface their painful em-
barassment by loud and agitated
But as they
reached the door, some woman
laughed hysterically and Vail tried

to break away from the doctor.

“Let me go!"” he said. “I'll show
these fools that I can sing!”

“You've done enough for one
night,” Dr. Calvert replied harshly.

I was near them and [ stepped

to Vail's side, fearing that he might

resist and prolong his own suffer-
ing, but he was too drunk. The

exertion suddenly overcame him and

he went limp. Supporting him be-
tween us, Dr. Calvert and [ got
him out of the room. As we reached
the hallway leading to the lobby,
the orchestra started another tune.
Outside, on the veranda, Vail leaned
against a pillar and began to mur-
mur maudlin, broken words about
his wife.

“It would have been better for

everyone if she had lived and you

had died,” Calvert said in a strange-
ly bitter voice,

There was a chilling finality in
the statement, as though the phy-
sician had weighed that judgment

for a loai time,

Those brutal words wera effica-
cious. Vail became furious. Hs
forgot his humiliation and grief in
anger, and then, exhausted, he for-
got his r too. Presently, as-
sisted by Sr. Calvert, he lurched
off toward Lakeside Cottage.

(To Be Continued)

Copyright, 1731, by Joan Clayton and Ma!mim Logan
Dustrivated ¥y Klng Festores Byndicats, Ine

With heart as great as one's own
self,

Her beauty is her fame,

T T

Ella Pohle, when ths church

Let out at night,

“May I see you home?” I mut-
tered,

While my knees were bowed with
fright.

I've often wished to tell you truly
Why I appeared to ba a churl,
Why I seemed to be unruly;
‘Twas my first time to “brace” a

girl.
% 5%

Ot the lawyer men, within our
ken,

From here to the Danube or the
Dneiper,

For clear, clean wit, with good
logie lit,

There’s no one like Fred Piper,

% %
First day of school I gazed around
To get quite oriented,
When, blink, blink, blink
I caught 2 wink—
My thoughts all got fermented.
Maude Rundleit's eyes whereln
thera lies
An autumn night's high noon;
As I live, as I live, what would I
give
To receive that self same boon!
T % %
Attorney John Reynolds has to le-
gal heights arisen,
[ bad a man tell me that John
saved him once from prizon.
He holds friendship's golden key’
That unlocks our hearts’ own
UQ&SU!’ES:
[ wish there were more men llke
John,
More men like he, not measures.
T % %
Mark Savage's head was fair,
His eyes were bright:
He stepped as light as a camel

might,
T % %
In passing through the skeim of
life,

When sunshine's mixed with rain,

I'l think of one, that child of
sun:

Gertie Savage is her name,

=T % %

Il venture we'd all like to see

Good old Ossian Shirley,

With his good long head

And freckled nose, and with all

quite burly,

And sote glad day when on the
rove,
Let’s look him up at Cottage
Grove.
“ % 5%
Nellle Sherlidan had many
freckles,

And they were golden sunshine's
shekels.

She won for her side, many games,
did she—

For she could look over the fence,
You see,

Tom Smith as a dentist did very
well.

And his legion friends can cheer-
fully tell,

He drew a good card from the
Blue Deal deck—

Now he lives in Portland, too, by

heck!
LT T ™
Here's to Dan Tarpley who sailed
OovVer sea
And npailed a German spy, by gee.
That secret long from his friends
he hid.
Did he a cital’on get? You bet he

did.
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The class had a girl exotically
Eweet,
Apd few could hope to match her;
\Mthr dimpled hands and slender
eat,
I‘portrny Minnie Thatcher,
When she married I'll tell the
earth
The boys have never quit cryin'—
The married that 1 .n of gilender
girth:
Effervescent Jackson Ryan.
% % o9
Chas. Townsend has been so long
away
I_ gearce know how he looks:
Is_ut he aro=e from day to day,
Till he kept Wells Fargo's books.
- "
Within the ring ot early spring,
One’s thoughts turn to a peach;
Aund, say all of you, when Lthoughts

are true,
“Why, he must mean A
Veatch.” -t
T % 5
Pull for Perry Wright with all
your might,

For he's been very {ll:

But he's too tough for the 3
iy reaper's

And get quite well he will.
“ % 5

Carrie Walker, always still like a
little mouse:

Her whisper once quite rocked
the house.

Remain after school, did the
teacher say?

And did she do 1t? I'll SaY may,

Bay
- %8
Esperanto language has run its
course,
But another takes its place:
Fred Wililams revised an ancient
source,

It starts out “Hung du Mase ™
In fancy now I remember how
LY

With us here mow he could thrill
us:

So let us all congratulations send

To Hody A. and Mrs. Willls.

B N on
Who gave us cheer and calmed
our fear,
When with our lessons we were
shy?
How spotless bright her fair ca-
reer
Crowns Mrs. Daniel Fry.
" N,
We know of Claire Irvine's inten-
sified hen
And have been crucified by the
Sax;
But we would stay up all night
to hear

Bob Hendricks talking flax.

Whea you have gone to your good
reward,

After St, Peter takes Your tax,

If you hear & bell like volce ring
over the sward,

It will be Bob Hendricks, boosting

flax.
One m 1.h o
orning at school al
did dance: I axes

From a flag pole floated some
bright red pants,

Who did it has
- been a secret, you
I'll tell the truth, one was me.,
"«
Basil H. Wagner omitted one

name from the class pPoem, and
substituted this tribute:

““As to the passing of our dea
schoolmate, Molife Creighton t
cy¥: At a time like this, so unbid-
den and unlooked for, and with
Lh?nghts of Mollie Creighton Deu-
¢y’s lonesome home, the eye will
water and the heart ETow gick:
and something like & B0TTOW or I
fear for what might happen you
Causes something to rise in my
throat to choks my words, and
E;ku In® grow weak and woman-

'I‘For solace, let u
immortal - 8 turn to the

aka: topsis, and, as did

" ‘So live that
Tnons comes to joi
able caravap thae
mysterious

when thy sum-
n the innumer-
moves to that

when

an unfaltering trust
approach thy grave like
He expounded er O

by it to “Bake ™
Heah, Maser 1o |
nake.” 0ipop  Dundee

% % 8

Oh,

to see again
friend, 1 our polyglot

(Turn to page 1)
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