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With the Olyinpians

A Series of Four Stories

I. LOCKED IN

Last week, Wednseday Mr. Curtis—he’s our English teacher—
gave us a perfectly awruL exam. Mr. Curtis is the silliest-looking man
—awfully afraid of his professional dignity—with an embarrassed little
caugh and a lop-sided smile: he’s always taking off his glasses to wipe
his eyes, and he wears the LOVLIEST ties—gray or blue or green gener-
ally—tied with an air of ‘“‘studied carelessaess,”’as it says in the Ladies
Home Journal. Well, he didn't even warn us beforehand, but popped
it on us all of a sudden. When he came into class late and began pass-
ing the paper, smiling all the time that stiff, one-sided smile of his, why,
all of us girls almost died! There’s Terry Lang and Corinne James and
Gladys Mason and Lucy Whitney and me. We're together in everything
and we do things in a sort of partnership. Now, Terry ’s a dandy in
Geomietry, and all the rest of us—especially me—are as stupid as owls.
So when we've finished our problems we all compare with Terry, and
if they aren’t right we fix Jem up. Once in a while, of course, Terry’s
wrong and then we all suffer. Then Corinne’s a wonder in music: she
plays the violin and was raised on chords and triads and intervals—
’sounds like terribly unwholesome diet for a child, doesn’t it?—and she
always helps the rest of us with our note-book work. And Gladys is a
shark in drawing—she makes posters and things. So when our water
color things get all oozly and sloppy she fixes them in just a stroke or two:
and when our charcoal studies get too smutty and crocky, she’ll put in
a line here and erase a shadow there and it looks all right, somehow—
it’s wonderful. Then I've written some—sort of novels, you know, on
the side, and poetry now and then—and I oversee the girls’ English Com-
position things and correct the grammar and spelling and put in a phrase
or two to make it sound kind of spontaneous.

Well, as I was saying, Mr. Curtis sprung this horrible exam. on
us last Wednesday—ijust stuff out of the grammar—horrid rules and def-
initions and things, that no one can EVER learn. He’s so pedagogical
and precise, he DEMANDS that we get the exact words of the book. Well,
I never look at the book, and if I am asked for a rule I sort of concoct
it out of my inner consciousness.

So when he asked us to define a verbal—whenever I hear that
I'm dying to say that its a verb with a ball on the end of it—you can
imagine how at sea I was! I hadn’t even LOOKED at the definition—
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what’s the use when I knew what it meant, even if didn’t know the ex-
act words? So I sat and beat my brains, figuratively speaking, but the
right words WoOULDN'T come, so I put what I knew into sort of technical
language, so’s it would sound bookish. And then I forgot all about it.

Well, Friday we got our papers back, and mine was only marked
‘““good,” and that horrid, goody-goody, mild eyed little Miss Kendal,
who hasn’t got HALF my sense—I don’t care; she hasn’t!—got‘‘excellent.”
and was sporting it all around beffore the rest of the class. Well, I wasn’t
exactly sweet-tempered about it: and when Mr. Curtis got up and coughed
apologetically and said that he was ‘‘surprised at the poor work done
by the people from whom he expected the most,” and cast his eyes over
the class, grinning out of one end of his mouth all of the time, as if his
face was petrified, I was ready to fly out of my chair from pure rage. Of
course I looked to see what was wrong with my paper, and found I'd left
out one question, (just overlooked it! I think he might've known):
and that definition of a verbal was marked wrong-—with a great, big,
mean blue-pencil mark! It just looked as if he’d taken pure joy in do-
ing it. Well, I was so mad, I just made up my mind to go to that horrid
man and demand an explanation! I knew that the third was his free
period and was on my way to his office when that little Simonds girl—
she’s so miserable and pathetic, but an awful bore—held me up and wan-
ted to know if I had the notes for the last Psychology lecture. Of course
I had, so I couldn’t tell even her that I hadn’t, and I had to trek clear
back down stairs again to my locker. No one can ever read my lecture-
notes, they're so awf’ly badly written—sometimes I can’t read 'em myself!
And with all the explaining and discussing—that Simonds girl is ter-
ribly stupid, but so little and pathetic—the whole period was frittered
away. At noon, though, I lay in wait for Mr. Curtis when he came up
from luncheon, and I just launched right at him and gave it to him good
and plenty, all about his injustice and how I thought I deserved a better
mark and how soME girls who couldn’t recite HALF as well as I had got-
ten a better mark. He was so quiet it scared me—I'd said such a stack
of things that I'd’ve known were sort of impudent if I'd thought. But
he just put his hand up to his mouth and turned redder and redder—
I suppose I must have embarrassed him somewhat. Then he took his
hand away and got back his natural color, and said in his stiff, precise
way; ‘‘Well—ah—hm!—did you observe, Miss—ah—Chester, that you
had—hm!—omitted one question?”’” Well, of course I explained that
I'd overlooked it and he said in his extra-heavy-pedagogical way that
he was not accountable for the—ah—students’ lack of—hm!—observa-
tion. He looked so maddeningly self-satisfied and so—so horribly pos-
itive, that I wanted to cry. But I produced the paper with my grand-
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duchess air—that 1s sort of impressive, you know, and I think he felt it
—and pointed to the blue pencil mark and demanded what was wrong
with THAT. Then he said what of course I might've known he’d say,
that he believed I understood—ah—Miss Chester, that when he—hm!
—asked for a definition (I hate to hear a man say ‘‘ask”—I think its
affected) he expected to get it in the exact words of the—hm!—book.
Well, if I'd tried to speak at all, I'd’ve probably cried or been impolite,
so I just picked up my paper and walked out of the room very slowly
and VERY im-press-ive-ly. I think he must have felt small. I know I
felt as if I'd scored, even if my mark in grammar was only ‘‘good.”

That afternoon after school I was working out my chords in music
—~Corinne had gone home with a sick headache. That eldest Hawtrey
girl—the fat one with the red hair—had stayed for a while, but she isn’t
exactly inspiring: ugly and so dense—but awfully good-hearted. Well,
as soon as she found out I didn’t know any more about building up chords
than she did, she left me—that’s just like a girl—and I kept on by myself.
I began picking out the notes on the piano in the music-room and was
making an awful racket with the bass. Well, I finished the whole melody
and was just picking up my stuff to go home when I suddenly realized
how dark it was growing and how still it was. I ran down the corridor
—never met a soul—and hurried on my hat and gloves. When I got to
the front hall it was a QUARTER PAST FIVE. 1

You know, the building is locked at five—there’s a gong at a quarter
to, to warn you if you're still staying—and I guess I couldn’t 've heard
it, playing those chords on that old tin-pan of a piano. Well, at first
I was awfully scared, and then I realized how like a girl that was. I
hate to do things that are proverbial weaknesses of my sex. So I walked
around through the corridors and rooms and ran up the curtains and
tried the windows—but they're pretty high up, and most of 'em were
locked. And all the time it was getting stiller and stiller and I could
hear the echo of my footsteps all over the building. Then, all of a sudden,
I began to cry. I know it was silly, but it was so lonely, in that great,
big, unfriendly place, and cold, and just as still. 1 don’t know why,
now, but I began to run and call, and the faster I ran—up and down
stairs and through the corridors—the scareder I got and the more I creid.
Well, I was running down the west corridor, crying in the silliest, school-
girley way, and at the corner I ran plump into a big, human masculine
thing. Oogh! I don’t know why I didn’t faint. I was so scared, I
leaned against the wall and kept my eyes tight shut: and all the time
there was the feeling of the nearness of that horrible, human, unknown
thing. Then, suddenly

“Ah—hm!” 1 opened my eyes and stared. Then I sat down on
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the assembly steps and cried some more, only this time it was from sheer
relief. And Mr. Curtis didn’t laugh a bit, but just waited, and when he
saw that I was all right he let out some such platitude as, “Hm! Miss
—ah—Chester, we seem to be—hm!—locked in.”” Of all the silly flat,
inappropriate things to say at a time like that! Any ordinary man would've
said something courteous or apt. Well, I was so disgusted that I didn’t
say a thing, and after a minute or so Mr. Curtis said he guessed he’d better
try one of the downstairs windows, and added with his stiff, wry smile,
that I might be of spiritual assistance if I cared to come. Well, anything
was better than being alone, and his attempt at a joke showed that he
was TRYING to be nice and easy, anyway—so we went downstairs to the
west corridor together. He put a hand on the window sill and jumped
up to it, and in just a minute or so had unfastened the catch at the top.
I never realized what a Bic man he was and what a comfort it must be
to be such a whale that the top of the window is only a slight reach.

 Then he explained that he’d just run over to the janitor’s house,
half a block away, and get him to come over and unlock the door. I
hated to stay there all alone, but I hated to say so, too: so he put one
leg over the window-sill and sat there a minute astride of it, while he took
off his glasses and wiped his eyes: I almost died, he looked so killing,
and it was such a ridiculous, pointless thing to do. Then he smashed
his hat hard on his head and swung out of the window and down to the
ground, just as easy: and I watched him cross to the janitor’s house
and knock at the door. No one seemed to answer, and after a while he
went to the other door, and I couldn’t see him. The minute he was out
of sight I began to think of all kinds of things: he might've gone on home
and left me there alone, and the longer he stayed the more likely it seemed.
Of course he really 1s a gentleman and wouldn’t think of a thing like
that. But you know how it is when you're alone and scared and cold:
it makes you lose faith in human nature. Well, finally he came across
the yard, scratching his head, with his hat knocked on one side, and his
smile balancing it on the other. 1 was leaning out of the window with
both elbows on the ledge, and T guess I looked sort of scared, because
when he saw me, he grinned—actually ¢RINNED—out of both corners of
his mouth at once, and said, ‘‘Well, you aren’t dead yet, Miss Chester,
so you needn’t put on that coffin-expression,” and he never said ““Ah—
hm!” even once.

Well, the janitor wasn’'t at home, it seemed, and neither was his
wife, and the door couldn’t be opened, and there I was on the inside
with that awful high window-ledge, and Mr. Curtis on the out! Of course,
as he said, there was only one thing to be done—that sounds like a novel,
doesn’t it? And he looked like the hero, too, kind of, or would've if
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only his hair hadn’t been a little gray, and if he hadn’t worn those silly
glasses. Well, as I say, there was only one solution: I had to crLiMB
©oUT oF THE wWINDOW! Just think. Of course, I've done much harder
things than that in the gym, but it’s different when you've got on a collar
and your watch and long skirts and all. So first I had to throw my hat
and books and basket out to Mr. Curtis: it was like team-work in basket-
ball, and he caught them as if he'd played sometime or other, too—with
a sort of an air, you know.

And THEN—I had to get a chair and climb up to the window-ledge.
That’s the first time I ever wished I was a man: because I remembered
Mr. Curtis’ easy swing down, and thought how silly I must look. After
I'd once got up, with my feet on the outside, I didn’t know what to do
next. If it’d only been the window-ladder, now, I could’ve shown him
how gracefully a thing of that kind courLp be done: and right here I
must say that I don’t see why we don’t have PRACTICAL stunts taught
in the gym. Who ever would have occasion to use the slant jump out-
side, or the balance-beam-walking—no one cares to do that except on the
car-track, and that’s only for fun!—or even the rope-climbing—because
vou know the ropes we use are specially-manufactured ones, as thick as
vour wrist, and good and coarse so’s you can get a good grip.

Well, there I was, with that long jump before me and that man
waiting to catch me and me scared to death, and it was growing darker
all the time! Finally, I turned around facing the window and hung on
till I found that little ledge that runs all around the building—you know
—the coppice or buttress or something. From there to the ground it’s
a jump of only about four or five feet, but I was scared to turn around
because there wasn’t a thing to hold on to that way: and Mr. Curtis
just below kept egging me on and encouraging me till I felt like a balky
mule with an indulgent driver.

Just as T was beginning to make up my mind to stand by to jump
my fingers slipped on the ledge of the window—I hadn’t taken off my
gloves—and I screamed and Mr. Curtis said ‘“‘Hullo!” so’s it raised the
echoes, and down I went, all in a silly bundle, RiGNT oN ToP of that poor
man! I don’t know how we managed it, but I guess he sat down pretty
hard, and I fell over him and sat down on a turned ankle. I wanted to
cry at first—my ankle half killed me—and then I looked at Mr. Curtis,
and his hat was gone, and his glasses, and he was looking at me with a
face twisted on one side with the pain of the situation and on the other
with his pedagogical smile. I don’t know how I looked: I felt like a
chemistry experiment: but HE, poor fellow, looked so killing that I began
to giggle, and I suppose I looked funny too, because he began to shake
and chuckle and finally he laughed out loud—the Nicest laugh! Well,
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I regarded the situation as a whole, with us sitting down on the ground
in those awkward positions, amid the wreckage of basket, books, hats
and glasses, and the stars pricking out overhead, and—I couldn’t help
it—I just sHRIEKED, and so did he, and suddenly, away down town, the
six o’clock whistle blew!

Then slowly and resistingly, like a music-stand that hasn’t been
used for ages, he began to get up, chuckling and wincing. Then he
shook himself and offered me a hand up. My ankle wasn’t so bad as I'd
thought it was, and I managed to stand alone, though I felt sort of wobbly
and disintegrated. And Mr. Curtis picked up my stuff and presented
them with the NICEsT air, holding my basket and books while I pinned
on my hat and fixed my hair and brushed my skirt and all.

Just as we were wondering what we’'d best do about that open window,
the janitor and his wife came blowing around the corner with an air of
elegant leisure, and while Mr. Curtis explained to HiM, I talked to HER
and had to stand all kinds of petting and cockering. She didn’t see the
funny side of it all and neither did he, so we didn’t try very hard to make
them. Mr. Curtis took me to the car, talking all the way in the nicest,
kindest, consoling, unschoolteachery, natural way! And as the car was
coming I said I guessed we were quits now: he asked what I meant and
I referred again to the Grammar exam and the way I'd felt. First he
looked puzzled—then he began to chuckle, in a way that made me uncon-
fortable, and began, ‘‘Why, my—dear—child—!"’ but the lighted car
came booming along and he hadn’t time for more. After I was on the
car and was thanking him, he began to chuckle again, and I heard him
laughing out loud, clear above the noise of the starting car.

But, anyway, he did the right and gentlemanly and square thing.
It’s true, what I've always said to the girls, you never can tell what there
is in people, especially teachers. ’'Talk about entertaining angels
unawares!

_*__

Visitor (to Miss Adams, after she had taught two days)—‘‘My, Miss
Adams, you look as if you had taught twenty years!”’

Jo Wilkes—*‘I had three fine positions offered me and mama made
me give up all but one.”

G. S.—‘The first month I taught school 1 borrowed forty-five dollars
from papa and paid it back the second month. Then I borrowed fifty
of him and I have to pay that back and get a hat, a coat, a winter suit and
a pair of gloves with this month’s salary.”
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Song of the Laurel Book

Day 1s Dyvine. He stands by THE FounTaiN FoRrRLORN, where the
GENTLE EVERGREENsS WinD. He softly hums A LuriaBy and dreams
a MipsumMMER NjcHT's DrREaM. SweET CoNTENT swells in his breast as
he absently watches, from theSANDs oF Dee, THE THREE FisHERS depart
for the WiNnD aNxD SEa. THE ExDLEss Song of the WHir-Poor-WiLL
seems to tell of Love’s VIRTUE: and, from the Cathedral on the hill,
Tre BeLLmAN rings THE BEeLrs: and soon on the silent air are wafted
the sweet strains of the PrLgrims’ CHORUs and the impressive tones of
the RECESSIONAL.

Harg!“ Hark! My Sour!” he exclaims rapturously as Sylvia
approaches.

Even Tue HeaveNs Resounp, ““O PARADISE.”

“SwWEETER Music NE'ER WAS KNOWN, ’he thinks, than the sound of
of herfootsteps. His soul sings, ‘‘Hory, Hory, Horv,” and hi$ lips in-
voluntarily whisper, ‘‘Haste THEe NympH.”

WHo 15 SyLvia?

A TuiNe oF BeauTy as she sings her SONG OF GREETING.

He advances to meet her and softly whispers to her, ‘“On, My Love’s
Like Ao Rep, ReEDp Rosk,” as he presses in her hand THE RosE oF ALLEN-
DALE. In the next breath he whispers, ““ABipE Wit Mg, I would go to
Tre MEeEeTING oF THE WATERs for your sake.”

“Onr CapraiN, My CapraIN,” she murmurs, you would be as THE

RoBBERs and steal me from T OLp FoiLks AT Home where I lead a
Merry Lire Tonicatr WE Two TocETHER have spoken of YouNna
TrougHTs. Ir WiTH ALL YOoUrR HEART you mean what you have said,
I ought to say GoobpnigHT and leave you. Before TonicHT I thought
of you LIk As A FATHER, but now Love Wakes anp WEeeps. This
night I have felt the DawN, in my heart, of THE CAROL OF THE BIRDs
and THE CaroL oF THE FLowERs. Your Pravers and thoughts of PArT-
ING have roused a LoNGING in my soul.”
“Oh! Sylvia, in you My Love Dwert when I first beheld you. TRUST
me. Wilt thou not Weave 1N My Harpy Lire? Thou art the MoRNING
SonG of my existence. Sing me at least A Hope CARroOL in answer to my
Love Sone.”

She answers very softly, ‘“Maybe in June when THE LamBs do
frisk and Tue HumBLE BEE does hum, and THE Busy LARK does sing, and
Tue Piper sounds his notes.”

His heart leaps as he replies, ““I SEe THE Rosy MorN, AMID THE
WiINTER'S Sxow. My NieNT SonNG has enchanted you WHILE You
SLeEer. SLEEP GENTLE BABE, forever.” M. C. S.




The White and Gold

Edited and Published Every Ten Weeks by
The Students of the State Normal School, San Diego

Stall

Eprror-IN-CHIEF - - - - - - IMOGENE PIERCE

ASSISTANT EDITORS

Eiterary (= ns LAt 0 Rair U L s T Emme Geerge
Society \ WA S Ay Fg b son
School Notes | | Mabel Stephens
Exchanges - - - - - - Ray De Burn
Athletics - - - S - - Pauline Black
BusinEss MANAGER - - - - - - - - - Harrry W. Lusk
ASSISTANT BUSINESS MANAGERS
Harry Warriner, U. Tarwater, C. Smith, C. Wight.
SECRETARY AND TREASURER - - - - - - - - PauvLINE BLAack

Terms 50 cents per year, payable in advance.

Communications for publication should be addressed to the Editor-in-Chief.

Remittances and communications concerning advertisements should be addressed to:
the Business Manager.

All subscriptions are payable to the Business Manager. Any subscriber not receiving
the WHITE AND GOLD regularly will please notify him at once.
The WHITE AND GOLD is mailed to any place in the postal union for 50 cents per year.

Entered as second class matter Feb. 1, 1906, at the Post Office at San Diego, Califor-
nia, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1879.

Vol. III San Diego, California, November, 1906 No. 1

We are all glad to get back to work once more, and to take up the
familiar routine of school affairs. We find that everything in connec-
tion with our life last year, from the daily ride on the cars, with its char-
acteristic features—the friendly stretch of park-land and mesas, Mr..

Starkey’s uproarious sign and the harness-makers tongue-

The twisting name—to our gracious-looking, temple-like struc-
Return to ture itself, bears a welcoming aspect: perhaps, too, some-
Harness thing of a challenge to the hard work and compensating:

play that constitute this life of our student community.
Apropos of this responsibility that we are made to feel, a word should
be said in connection with the WHITE aAND GoLp itself. The paper,
though to a casual decision it seems a part merely of the play side of the
students’ life, is in truth a far greater, far more serious factor. There
seems to be a prevalent idea that the election of the editorial staff means
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the writing of the paper: that the election of a manager and his assistants
means the paying of all the printing expenses, and that the paper, so writ-
ten and paid for, is turned out every ten weeks or so for the amusement
and criticism of the student. If the reading matter, in quantity and
quality, is not quite to his taste, he does not hesitate to express his opin-
ion of the editor, and if the ‘‘get-up’’ of the paper is not as he would have
it, he wonders why so-and-so doesn’t make a better manager. Such
an attitude is due, we are sure, not to the injustice and selfishness of the
students, but merely to their thoughtlessness. If you will consider for
an instant, student-critic, that the paper is YOURs, not ours, that it is
sent out from our school for the benefit of outsiders and competitors,
not from the editorial rooms into your hands for your praise or condem-
nation: that it is representative of your ideas and your ambitions, and
that its worth or demerits are but echos of yourself: you will readily see
that, worthy or unworthy, in condemning it you are condemning your-
self and whatever praise you may grant it is deserved self-appreciation.
Therefore, if you would have the paper a credit to yourself and your
school, take your fountain pen (that the quickly-blossoming thoughts
may be plucked ere they wither) and burn the midnight oil for the sake
of this literary representative. It has been said that a poet has died
young in each one of us, and Stevenson has added that a somewhat minor
bard still lives in the bosom of the most stolid. It is for you to wake that
bard to action and cause your school and friends to hear, perhaps for
the first time, the strains of his instrument. Lastly, that the paper may
make a worthy appearance, subscribe liberally and willingly, and when
the issue comes, buy some extra copies to send to your friends and rela-
tives—for surely they are interested in your school career. That will
please them, help us, and won’t hurt you.
A S
What about human nature as it has developed since the close of
the nineteenth century? We rather think that here in our school we
have a fair example of what the great outside world of men is: that our
life here is simply that real life writ small. If this
Our Brother’s is so, when we face the real world we shall have a great
Beam task before us. It simply amounts to this; There
is a great tendency to overlook the beam in our own
eye and call everybody’s attention to the mote in our harmless brother’s.
If we could regain focus the thing would stop of itself, but so long as
it constitutes the most desultory conversation between the most casual
acquaintances, it will be sure to flourish. If Thor could have known
what a dire significance the mighty hammer would come to possess, he
would never have adopted it for his emblem.
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Mr. William James has somewhere said that ‘“To give up preten-
sions is as blessed a relief as to get them gratified. * * *  How pleas-
ant is the day when we can give up striving to be young—or slender}

Thank God! we say, THOSE illusions are gone.” Every-

The Ass where about us, here as in any conclave of people, we see
In The Pretense writ large on the faces of | our acquaintances.
Lion’s Skin These pretensions are often very dear and very sincere,

and often can be called by a more polite term—but there
they are, nevertheless. For the art-student to cease definitely from as-
piring to become a great artist: for him to give up the pretension to Genius.
and own to plain honest, common Talent—the two are as far removed
from each other as black from white—is to experience the keenest, most
joyful sense of relief allowed anyone in this life. For the thin girl to give
up trying to have pretty arms, for the boy with the carroty hair to eschew
forever the delicate word ‘“‘auburn’ and adopt the anglo-saxon ‘‘red:”
Ah, that is to sup with the gods! Beside these, most of us have far pettier
far sillier pretensions that we’'d scarce admit in public: little absurdities
that have been our companions for so long that they are sa natural and
as systematically forgotten as our shadows and entirelywithout the
shadows’  usefulness. If these could only be owned up to, if we each
would discard them as we would an out-grown garment, we should find
an exquisite sense of relief and ease from strained seams and could
breathe at last with a native freedom.
_+_

Little freshie had a nose,

Little freshie used it:

Little freshie smelled beefsteak,

Didn’t want to lose it.

Tracked the smell to teachers’ kitchen
Opened wide the door:
He said, ‘‘If this comes in the course,
I'll take one subject more.”

_+—..

Bess Foulke—‘‘The Normal course is not complete. I did not
learn what to do when a boy shakes his fist at his teacher and tries to hit
her.”

Miss A. N— —“What did you do?”

Bess—‘1 dodged.”

Elsie K.—(in a talk to the citizens of her school district)—‘‘ What
I want to do is to take the child from where he is to where he ought to be.””
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Confessions
Sept. 4. The flrst day in the Training School approaches. ‘“’Twill
be fun. I'm not scared.” The world accepts this statement somewhat

doubtfully. With what a condescending, offhand manner do you explain
that you can’t go and see the new picture in the library. You have the
teach this hour. It is gratifying to see the awed admiration in the eyes
of the under-class (wo)men. ’Tis the last gratifying circumstance that
comes to you for many weary moons. ’'Tis well that you make the most
of it. You swing down the long corridor and turn to the right at the
far end. Assuredly the supervisor said that the second-grade room lay
in that direction. Of course she did. And just here comes the first little
wedge of suspicion that Training School work is not what its cracked up
to be. Of course this is the room, but just to make positively sure you
will look at the number on the door. You look, and shrink against the
cold, unfriendly wall, in an agonized heap of bewilderment and fear.
All self-satisfaction has departed. The Training School torture is en-
tered. The number on the deceitful door is “10!”’ It is the tenth grade
room, naturally, and yet there are only eight grades in the Training School
You are in the Normal proper, and yet you have not retraced your steps
or climbed a stairway. Evidently your senses have deserted you. Just
them a friendly upper-class-man strolls by. ‘Wha—what room is this?”’
you quaver. ‘‘Number ten, the second-grade room,” with a quizzical
smile. In you plunge. The room is about 78°F. and the closed windows
and raised shades are doing their best to increase the temperature.
Temperature, however, is a matter of the least moment to you now.
You endeavor to compose yourself. A bellerings. The irregular patter
of many small feet is distinctly heard. They must be coming! What
will you do? And then the marching inexplicably ceases, and no chil-
dren have appeared. This is dreadful. What has happened to them?
For fifteen miserable minutes you await, you know not what disaster.
That it will be disaster you are sure, though you are sure of nothing else.
And then a senior A. (tower of strength) looks into the room. ‘‘Why!
Come on, I've been looking everywhere for you! You should be at the
primary assembly, taking the register data. Come!”’ Meekly you fol-
low. Hundreds, thousands, of children fill the room. Pencil and paper
are thrust in your quivering hands, and you unintelligently write what
is dictated to you until the name, age, residence, name of parent or guar-
dian, and date of entrance of each second grader is extracted (painfully),
save the residence of one little black-eyed lass, who evidently takes to
the brush at the close of school. Then the hour is up and you escape to
the learned regions in the most remote portion of the western wing. But
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nowhere can you escape the grinding horror of the thought “I've got to
go back tomorrow.”

Sept. 6. I escorted my class into the room and picked up the pointer
(badge of authority) and the children all stood staring straight at me.
I couldn’t remember the proper command! Why! Oh! Why didn’t
they know enough to sit down? The only possible means of getting them
seated that I could think of was to step to each one in turn, bend his knees
and poke him into the desk. But obviously this was not the usual meth-
od employed. In the first place it would require entirely too much time,
and in the second place I felt absolutely sure that the supervisor would
have accomplished it in some other way. Then I remembered the time-
honored ‘“Be seated.” My voice boomed forth in a way that resounded
through the corridors and made my knees shake. I resolved not to
speak again unless absolutely necessary, until I had, by practice, care
and attention, developed an almost human voice. In obedience to the
pointer, the fifteen infants began the sputtering and spitting which in-
dicates the reading of phonograms. I had never heard phonograms read
before, and I didn't know what under the sun was the matter with them.
Their faces showed no signs of the emotions which were apparently rend-
ing their bosoms. Then they stopped. They had finished the column
and all dove into their desks for their readers. This gave me a moment’s
respite and I pulled myself together and things went better the rest of
the time.

Sept. 6. Today every window was closed and the sun was on three
children’s readers, and the supervisor came in opened a window and af-
terwards called my attention to the thermometer, which registered 82°F.
I don’t believe that a thermometer has any effect whatever on the tem-
perture of a room, anyhow. I think it is just a superstition. But I
am going to remember and keep that window open.

Sept. 9. Today I began to introduce writing. I said; “‘See the
cat. Now children, I am going to make the crayon say ‘See the cat.’
What am I going to make the Crayon say, Joseph?’ Joseph is a skep-
tical, cynical, unesthetic soul: instead of being impressed and excited,
as all authorities say ‘‘the child” should be, he stared fixedly at me with
impudent blue eyes, and said disgustedly;‘ That there chalk hain’t
going to say mnothing.

Sept. 12. Today I was told by one in authority that I was “‘a pas-
senger, not the conductor, in my class.” But then she said some much
worse things to some other people, so I felt better.

Sept. 16. I cooked the youngsters again today, but fortunately es-
caped detection. I think that windows must shut themselves.

Sept. 18. I have a new girl in the class. I told her to read and she
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started out at the top of her voice and read like a calliope. There was
not the slightest break in the deluge of words which came from her little
red mouth. I couldn’t think how to stop her. I was paralyzed, pet-
trified, and she read two-thirds of the lesson before my shrieks rivalled
hers and effected a stop.

Sept. 23. Today I forgot the formula: ‘‘Girls: turn: stand: pass.
Boys: turn, etc.,” and just said; ‘‘crLass: turn: stand: pass:”
and sent them all out of the room in a bunch, and the supervisor met
them in the hall and herded them all back into the room and had me
try again. Some of the feeble-minded student-teachers seemed to think
it was funny.

Sept. 24. Today I told them the story of Achilles’ mother dipping
him in the river Styx, thus rendering him immune to wounds. They
were flatteringly interested and seemed to be getting the thought nicely
and I ventured to ask Joseph why arrows and spears could not hurt Ac-
hilles. With a cherubic smile he answered, confidently, ‘‘Because his
mother chased him into the water with a stick.” The supervisor was
there, too.

Nov. 12. They shuffled the whole ‘deck today. I don’t care par-
ticularly what I drew. I have taught ten weeks, and therefore I am
prepared for ANy pediagogcal contingency whatsoever.

Emma L. GEORGE
._.+__
MY SYMPHONY

To be content with only the highest grades: to seek work rather
than pleasure: and statistics rather than sleep: to be a Book-worm rather
than a Butter-fly: to be Intelligent not Ignorant: to study hard, think
deeply: talk sensibly, act learnedly: to listen to Profs and Lectures, to
References and Suggestions, with Open Ears: to bear all Uncomplainingly,
do all wisely, await Xmas with longing. In a word, to let Education,
by dint of hard work and digging, grow up and take the place of Ignor-
norance.

This is my Symphony. A FRESHMAN.

To be content with low grades: to seek the tennis court rather than
the Library: and the good will of my teachers rather than the facts of my
lessons: to be a Bluffer, not a Dig: and Lucky rather than Unlucky: to
Study Little, Think Less, Talk Much and act as if I Knew It All: to Listen
to Wit and Jokes, to Blunders and Mistakes With Laughter: to bear all
that is Easy, do all that I want to: await Xmas with Fear and Trembling.
In a word, to Slide through School and get a certificate—if I can.

This is My Symphony.—A SENIOR M. C. S.
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A Musing

We read with rapture Byron’s beautiful picture of the ‘‘Coliseum
by moonlight:” We gaze with entranced eye upon the glories of the
moonlight on the desert or the plain, as pictured by Remington. We
listen with ecstasy to a deft arrangement of tones, intended to give the
mind’s eye a picture of the moon’s rays playing upon stream or ocean:
but how many of us devote the same number of fascinated moments to
the glorious pictures, wonderful and real, that are continually ours for
the looking upon?

One picture comes to my mind now, which I wonder how many have
appreciated. Our beautiful Normal Building—toned, softened and yet
emblazoned with the glory of a California Harvest Moon.

How can the Coliseum be more beautiful? True, the Coliseum has
age, but the Normal Buildlng has vigorous youth, and who can deny that
youth is more lovely than age? This majestic building needs no soften-
ing, no ‘‘tender light,” to make it a pleasant thing to comtemplate, and
the moon seems to delight in concentrating its brightest rays, to be re-
flected back from the vast expanse of clear white. Here are no ‘“‘rents
of rim,” no ‘“‘broken arches,” but clear cut lines of noble architecture,
hardly less clearly defined lines than those cut on the horizon by the
mighty works of nature, the mountains and the hills in the back-ground.

And though the works of the Coliseum may have sheltered history-
making people and events, does not the building before us boast of the
vital daily history of many lives? These familiar scenes are vividly
before us now.

We recall with a shudder, the many heroes and heroines that shed
their blood at the fair hand wielding the dissecting tools, and gave up
their lives and the secrets thereof to the cause of ‘‘science.”

We can live over again the weighty conferences, when we sat at the
feet of a learned one, and endeavored to become imbued with the art
of imparting knowledge. We hear with piercingly distinct memory,
the solos that seem to shoot around the south end of the building—wav-
ering tones, true or fictitious—but all the final effort of concentrated
courage, from which any music has long since oozed away.

What debates! Trembling arguments from shaking orators. How
many can recall them, here in the moonlight, without a trembling of the
knees?

Those walls have sheltered romances. Ah, yes!Lurking smiles and
love lorn glances, have been sent stealthily scurrying around those mas-
sive pillars of the portico, just as the rays of the moon are now stealing
in and out of the shadows.
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We have seen feuds and factions carry on genteel warfare, commit-
tee meetings behind closed doors, when the fates of many have been de-
cided.

In there, the maid from the mountains has learned the art of the
pompadour. Or the unfortunate verdant youth, thrown into the be-
wildering, giggling, ruffled, fluffy mass of feminine humanity, gradually
learned to parry the smile of the multitude with the nonchalance of a
Beau Brummell.

And so we could go on, and on, and on—we who have lived it over
and over again. But, lest we on the morrow, enact one of the most pit-
iful of all the little tragedies which those walls shelter, the delinquent
student, we must leave it, thanking our fate for the privilege of having
frequented that noble hall of learning.

e
Official Weather Report for September

Miss Pratr’s Room—Delightful autumn mornings, inspiring poetic
thoughts in the minds of all(?) Signs of slight storm quickly passed over.

MRr. CranparL’s RoomM—Continual stormy and cloudy weather.
Only one day during the month was bright and sunny. Dreadful thunder
storm followed. A great deal of damage done. Great precipitation.

MRr. BLriss’ Room—Continual blissful autumn weather on the whole,
with a few dark days sprinkled in. Signs of thunder storm appeared
during secon dperiod in latter part of month.

Miss Davis’ Room—Weather constantly changing. A few bright
days interspersed with some gloomy ones, and occasional showers. Pros-
pects of fine weather.

__+_

Miss R’s Special Scientific Frst Reader for the first ten weeks.

Phonetic sounds: wicealmrd. Words—Crandall, C. (see) Wil-
liam.

Cct C! C!

William, C! C!

C! C! William.

C! C! Crandall.

C, Crandall, William.
Crandall, C. William.
‘ William! William! William!

c!t C!

Crandall! Crandall! William!

C! C! William, Crandall.

William, C. Crandall,

Signed, E. E. L.
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The Wanderings of the Zoologists

Now it came to pass in the days that Crandall was king, a great low
tide occurred and the king did convene a great host ‘n Room 31, which
is in the king’s palace. Then d’d he say; ‘ Thussayeth the king; It hath
seemed good ‘n my s’ght, that, on Saturday ‘n the s’xth week of my reign,
all my people do assemble at Bird Rock, which is by the shores of the
sea.” Then also did the king appoint a man of great skill and cunning
who should number the people to make a list of the names thereof.

Then did certain of the wise men,which did hear the decree which
the king had decreed, arise and say; ‘O, King, if it please the king,
and if we have found favor in thy sight, let a decree be made concerning
the thing that troubleth us, which is the meat. Shall thy servants eat
in one vast multitude or separately?”’

The king made answer, saying; ‘‘Suit ye yourselves. I eat in
either case.”

After many days did all assemble at the train, yea, even from the
highest to the lowest. And the size of the train was great and the speed
thereof was terrible, in so much that they cried alond in a loud voice.

Now every man which did obey the king’s decree did carry a great
pail the depth whereof was two cubits and the width whereof one. Each
of the king’s men did carry therein meat for the journey.

And it came to pass after many hours that the children of Zoology
did arrive at the place whereat the king had decreed they should
assemble. Now the way verily was steep and the path narrow, but the
king did lead his people safely down the unstraight and narrow way.
And the people rejoiced and were excceding glad, for the place to which
they came was goodly and fair to look upon; but the pools thereof were
wet and the rocks thereof were slippery, insomuch that divers and sundry
sayings were said, like unto this, ‘‘See that you tell no man of this thing."”

The king did harden the hearts of his subjects insomuch that they
did take knives and divers weapons and did grievously assault the Ane-
mones. And all the other tribes which did possess the land they did sorely
trouble: yea, even the stones were upset and the captured Anemones,
whose food is meat, were even made, it hath been said, to eat bread and
other vegetable matter to please the king’s people. Yet did the people
deem themselves merciful. Thus was the day spent in making captives
of the tribes that possessed the land.

It came to pass, the day being far spent,that the people were enhun-
gered. Now the king did give unto his people tapers to light that they
might have lamps unto their mouths and be shining lights in the world
of heathen darkness to which they had been led. Then they did eat of
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the things that were in the palis, and the king did eat mightily of the
meat, which was between leavened bread, and his people did even likewise.
And the king did tell wonderful taies which were concerning fish, and the
people marvelled saying, ‘“ Whence hath this man so much wisdom? Is
he not simply a man of Stanford, and a football coach?”

And others answered, ‘‘ It is even so,”” and the people marvelled greatly.

Now, though the hearts of the king’s subjects made merry, the feet
thereof were damp and cold, and they murmured, saying, ‘“ Would that
we had died in the land of the civilized, where we did sit by the side of
oil stoves and rejoice in the warmth of our feet. Lead us, therefore,
we pray thee, back to the land of drouth, for verily we suffer.”

Then did the king harken unto the cries of this people, and delivered
them back unto their oil-stove firesides.

Lena CaMPBELL

——
Editor’s Letter Box

(Ep. NoTre—This new department is open for the discussion of mat-
ters pertaining to school life.)

Dear EpIiTOR;—

May a student ask a few questions, which have puzzled her con-
cerning the vital life, I think I might say, of the school?

I think all will agree with me that the Associated Student Body is
the one organization of the Normal that depends equally upon each and
every member of the school. It is the one organization that unites us
all on the common basis of membership in the school. Why is it, then,
that at the Student Body meetings we have only twenty or thirty of the
three hundred members? Why do these twenty or thirty allow the meet-
ing to stagnate while the President exerts all his energy to get a few nom-
inations or a slight discussion of some question that they, as a body, must
decide? Are we not all members of this school for the purpuse of gaining
from it all that it can give? Can we afford to miss this chance of asserting
ourselves? This world needs the man and woman who not only has ideas,
opinions and thoughts, but the one who can give them to others less
plentifully endowed: and here is one place in the process of our education,
where we can learn this very art. It is easy enough to drift along, fol-
lowing the least complicated ‘‘lead,”’but what does such drifting behoove
us? And why are the meetings allowed to be a chaotic exchanging of
gossip, argument, desultory remarks, helter skelter nominations, etc.,
with only a makeshift at parliamentary rules and regulations?
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Not long since I bolted my lunch to be prompt at what the bulletin
board told me was to be an important meeting of this same august(?)
body. When I stepped to the door of the assembly hall, I though it
must be early, for not over thirty students were scattered about the room.
But I heard the president speaking, and I knew I was late. I took a seat
quietly and discovered that there was a motion of adjournment before the
house, and the president was calling for votes. There was a loud and
vociferous thundering of ‘“Ayes,” and an equally loud, tho not so thun-
derous lot of “‘noes.’’ Behind me a few seats there seemed to be a ‘‘ring,”
composed of some eight or ten boys, who seemed determined to adjourn
the meeting. One of these called from his place, ‘I call for a division!”
Some one else called out, ““So do I.”” Then followed a standing vote, and
as the ‘“noes "won, the meeting went on. Nominations for members of
a social committee were called for. One girl was nominated and she
yelled from her seat—‘‘I resign,” meaning ‘‘decline.” Then another
girl was nominated. This girl, without rising—she happened to be near
the platform—began a confidential conversation with the president,
called him by his civil name, and explained to him that she had served
her time in that office, and was unwilling to accept it again. I was near
enough to hear her excuses, which were good ones, and had they been
addressed regularly to the chair, would probably have been accepted by
him. But as the president could not, of course, notice the confidential
talk, the poor girl was obliged to be nominated: she consoled herself by
shaking her head angrily, and declaring herself badly abused. During
all this the “‘ring” was attempting to nullify all nominations, and as the
president was exceedingly hazy as to the constitution, and the secretary
was ‘‘nonest’’—why should the secretary be absent from an IMPORTANT
business meeting?—it was very hard for a listener to know whether any
nominations had been made or not.

I felt that I was wasting good time in trying to get, in the popular
vernacular, ‘“head or tail” of the meeting, so I quietly withdrew, a bit
disgusted I must own. A few minutes later I heard the members filing
out, so I judged that they had given up as I had.

Now, why should we members of the Normal School allow our school
meetings to be such disgraceful ones? Each and every member of this
school should take it upon himself or herself to see to it that these meet-
ings full of interest and experience to all—should they not?

A STUDENT.



SCHOOL ACTIVITIES

The A. S. B.

The flrst regular meeting of the A. S. B., on September 13, was well
attended. The officers installed were as follows; Harry Warriner,
president: Marie Stoker, vice-president: Olive Ault, secretary and treas-
urer:Stella Shaw, chairman of the social committee. Following the
meeting a very interesting program was rendered, among the numbers
being a vocal solo by Miss Davis, a reading by Miss Dufur and a violin
solo by Miss Zoe Chalmers. At the second regular meeting, a generous
tax was voted for the support of the school orchestra. This business
concluded, a very enjoyable program was given by the students. A unique
feature was the new Normal School Music-Box, under the direction of
Professor Beidleman: and the orchestra from Mr. Skilling’s laboratory,
led by Miss Stella Shaw, created great amusement.

+
BF W PR TP EE Athletics
i« The girls are as much in evidence in athletics as they are in other af-
fairs connected with the school. Girls’ athletics may be divided into
two groups; The Rowing Association and the Girls’ Athletic Association.
The Rowing Association is at present under the direction of Mr. Kemp,
commodore, and Mr Skilling, business manager. The crew organization
is the same as last year. The girls’ athletics consist of basketball, captain
ball and indoor base ball teams, besides such tennis as can be worked in
during vacant periods and other spare moments.

+ i

The Orchestra

Of late there has been a new organization added to the school’s ac-

tivities. Heretofore the devotees of Euterpe have been mute, not through
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inability, but through shyness and self-consciousness: now, however,
owing to the ambition and determination of several of the students, there
has been a Normal School orchestra started, under the direction of Miss
Zoe Chalmers, and the lingering student may hear, every Thursday after-
noon after school, the insistent wail of the violin and the romantic tinkle
of the mandolin from the end of the upper corridor in the west wing Up
to now, the only sounds of a musical nature, issuing from that end ot
the building, have been the the requiem of the departing feline chanted
by his fellows, or the hoarse running of the gamut, in all its ramifications,
by those students who expect soon to teach the young ideas to shoot to
a musical accompaniment.

This addition to the school organization is a much needed one, and
one that is sure to be a great success, judging from the emthusiasm with
which the first performance in public (at the chapel exercises a few weeks
ago) was received by the students and faculty: this enthusiasm, combined
with that displayed by the members of the orchestra themselves, ought
to insure its continuance and popularity.

Great credit is due Miss Davis, the new music teacher, who has so
kindly given her assistance in the way of both encouragement and crit-
icism- and to the perserverance of the student-director. A word should
be said of the great kindness of the student body in their willingness to
subscribe to a fund for the purchase of new music: half the success of
any school organization depends on its reception and support by the A.S.B.

__.*_._..
The Forum

A public demonstration of the accomplishments of the Forum was
given for the benefit of the student body one Friday afternoon, near the
beginning of the term. Although the program was noting elaborate in
any way, and,in Forensic eyes, a very ordinary affair,it gave the public
an idea—though of course a very limited one—of what the sociaty is doing.

The first number on the program was a debate between Mr. Walter
Bigham and Mr. Harry Warriner on the question ‘‘whether muckraking.
in its present method of exposing corporation and governmental cor-
ruption, is detrimental to the best interests of the country.” This was
followed by an enthusiastic speech by President Black on ‘‘the benefits
of the Forum work,” a vocal solo by Miss Adelle Bryon, a reading by Ray
de Burn, and a violin solo by Miss Zoe Chalmers. The final number of
the program was an enjoyable farce, entitled ‘“ To Meet Mr. Crandall.”

On October 16 a meeting was held, at which the main feature was an
impromptu debate on the subject; ‘‘Resolved—That Women's Clubs
are not beneficial to the Home.” The affirmative was upheld by Mr. Ray
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de Burn and Miss Edith Cock: the negative by Mr. Chester Smith and Miss
Ruth Pitman.
The meeting was concluded by the reading of a very clever paper on
“My Frst Impressions of the Normal School,” by Miss Nan Drury.
+

Exchanges

Our exchange list is as yet rather small, but we hope to have a much
longer one before the next issue. Schools with a monthly issue must
remember that the ‘‘ White and Gold” is printed quarterly. This may
explain seeming irregularities in our exchanges.

The ideas here set forth, concerning certain departments of school
papers, are rather generally applicable: in fact we find that much of this
advice will apply to ourselves.

Compared with other exchanges, ‘‘The Russ’” (Commencement)
well deserves head place. The photogravures are good, and well selected,
which can also be said of the students’ illustrations. The stories are in-
teresting and well told. The athletics, a most important part of a school
pudlication, is neatly handled. Why no more original joshes? Omitting
those of Mrs. W. you would be rather lost. Having seen the ‘‘Merchant
of Venice” presented, we are thoroughly able to appreciate the ‘Dra-
matics.” The issue is certainly one of which to be proud. Our ex-
change table lacks the October number.

The ““Bell.”” With the amount of inside illustrating, a more pre-
tentious cover design might be expected. The illustrations are interest-
ing, but we question the amount of caricaturing, throughout the whole
paper. You have treated '*The Class’ in a new and pleasing manner,
but ‘‘Athletics’ is the best section. The snap shots of the track work
and the foot ball game, so much more interesting than ‘‘poses,” are
strong points in favor of this section. ‘‘Our Advertisers’’ is a good idea,
showing the right spirit. But where are your exchanges? Your stories
are good. Taken with the joshes, they show the presence of some real
humorists. The whole issue is one which reflects much credit upon the
school and students.

“S. V. C. Student.” This publications eems to be devoted rather
to essays than shatr stories, which we find in many school magazines.
The impression is of seriousness, a real ‘‘students’’” paper. But the
lighter vein is prescnt, also. ‘‘The Tatler” is very good, as are the car-
toons. The ‘“‘Locals’ were better in the previous issue..

Ray~Nor De Burn. '07.



Mr. Thompson, who is so greatly missed by the old students, is at-
tending Columbia University.

Miss Gussie Stephens ('06), our former editor-in-chief, is wielding
the rod at Porterville.

Miss Natalie Pierce has gone to New York.
Miss Claudia Adams is teaching in Bishop County.

Miss Ysabel Brooks has returned from her delightful trip abroad,
and will resume her studies at the Normal.

The engagement of Miss Julia Butts to Mr. Bensel Smythe has been
announced.

Miss Mills, our former music teacher, is in New York, pursuing her
musical studies.

Mr. Charles Gurwell has gone to Los Angeles to accept a position
with a telephone company.

All the students are rejoiced to hear that Miss Lamb, who has been
absent from us a number of weeks on account of illness, ‘is rapidly re-
covering.

The Misses Archer and Somers entertained the Dog Watch crew
at a very delightful lawn luncheon on Tuesday, October the ninth: Each
guest was presented with a Dog Watch pennant. '

The Glancus crew enjoyed many a good time during summer vaca-
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tion. They had an evening supper on North Island: at another time,
a breakfast at the same popular resort, with its accompanying pleasures,
the least among these being & heavy fog. To this rather chilly reflection
the cozy tea on board the Catinet will ever be a pleasant contrast.

The Argonauts entertained the new members of the faculty on Septem-
ber first with a most delightful and enjoyable barge party. = They rowed
over to Fort Rosecrans, where they had lunch, then they ‘‘hiked” it to
Point Loma Light-House. In the afternoon they rowed to La Playa
and had supper there. After supper they went to the Pavilion and had
a good old fashioned dance. The moonlight row home was delightful,
and everyone reported a grand time.

On the evening of October twenty-six, Miss Louie West entertained
the Rhine-golds at her home on Golden Hill. The rooms were artistically
decorated in white and red, the association colors,. Jack-o-lanterns lit
up the yard and veranda. The early part of the evening was spent in
games, and Miss Ula Chalmers was the fortunate winner of the first prize.
Dancing was the main feature of the entertainment. Later dainty re-
freshments were served in the dining room. What happeened after that
will always remain a profound secret with the new members of the club.

On October eighth the White Ducks paddled across the bay and landed
on North Island. The young ducklings were given an opportunity to
try their wings on the way over. After no small amount of quacking
they stayed the gnawing pangs of hunger, and then flew home to their

respective nests and dreamed away the remainder of the night with their
heads tucked under their wings.

The ‘“‘Bee-Hive Girls” entertained the ‘“ White Ducks” at the home
of Mrs. Mayes, September twenty-eight. The principle feature of the
evening was a mock-marriage. Highjinks of various kinds followed.

The ‘‘Bee-Hive Girls”’ established more firmly their reputation as fun
makers.

The Pristis girls gave a ‘‘big time” in their new club rooms on Oc-
tober twenty-fifth. The affair was in the form of a farewell party to Miss
Natalie Pierce, and the initiation of new members. Every one had a
royal time except the new youngsters who were about to undergo the
trials and tribulations of becoming a ‘‘Pristis.” After going through
untold miseries they were revived with refreshments, and each new mem-
ber went home branded a ‘‘Pristis.”

The Pristis crew were entertained on Halloween, at the home of
Miss Bernice Cosgrove.



M. S. (in History IV)—‘'William the Conqueror, made one great
mistake. He divided the Emperor into three divisions.

Prue Paine—*‘‘I have noticed that all the girls who teach in the train-
ing-school this year wear their hair on their heads.”

Freshie—'‘Say, is Mr. Crandall especially fond of frogs’ legs?”

Junior—“I don't know. Why?”

Freshie—‘Well, I have noticed so many of the girls with frogs,and
when I ask them what they are for, they all say ‘for Mr. Crandall.’”

Mr. Skilling (in Physics IV)——“Oh, you are not such shining lights
that you can see a double image of yourself in the mirror.”

Heard in the training school. Miss W.—(in speaking of one of her
pupils)—‘“When he went to pass out he stood there and kicked his hind
legs.”

Mr. Kemp, visiting the Fifth grade room and seeing all the children
writing in their note-books, said to Miss Crosby; ‘‘Where is your note
book?’”’

Miss Crosby—‘I'm observing.”

Mr. Skillings (in Physical Geography)—'‘A piece of iron would not
have to be very heavy to weigh 3,000 pounds.”

New Student—‘‘My! Doesn’t Mr. Crandall use big words, though!”
Old Student—*‘O yes, but don’t mind that. I just know he makes
them up, for I've looked in the Dicticnary and can’t find any of them.”

Absent-minded senior in Civics Examination—‘‘The Hug-me-nots in-
fluenced American civilization very little.”

Mr. Skillings—‘‘What is a hydrographic basin?”
Miss N —“A water basin.”

Mr. West—‘“Don’t listen to what men tell you.”
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Alice Wallace—*'‘Oh, Imogene, you are a jewel!”
Imogene—'‘No, I'm not. I'm a precious STONE.”

Mr. Skillings—‘Explain the appearance of an Antarctic iceberg.”

Miss S —*“The ice is in large cliffs around the south pole.—"

Miss G—— —“Ice around the south pole! Why, the south pole
is hot!”

A revised version given by Miss Watkins—‘At the end of an animal
comes death.”

“Where’s Mr. Kemp?”’
“Oh, he’s gone to a clacklety meeting.”

Miss Curtis—‘‘The man was diong all kinds of—"
Mr. Bliss—‘Fancy Stunts?”

Miss Paine—‘‘ Were the people very well educated at the t'me Burke
delivered his oration?”’

Miss Messer—‘‘ They would have to be to get this stuff in their heads.”

Miss Pratt (in Grammar V, assigning the parts of sentences for dis-
cussion)—‘To follow the devil faithfully, you will go to the Devil.,’
Miss B—, ‘You will go to the Devil."”
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The Lion
Clothing Co.

Cor. 5th and E

Good CLOTHING in a DAYLIGHT Store.

Much Style Much Quality
Little Price

The Collegian Brand I

The very nobbiest make

of suits for Young Men, $
in all the newest patterns, 25
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$2 05 O Kinox and D?nEpRSEsz ::eAbe-!-t?l the city $3 oOO
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Opposite Normal
Schoel

FParticular People Place Therr Orders With

The NEW YORK GROCERY

Because we only have dependable goods.
creasing business is the best proof of the great values
you get for your money at this store.

N. J. BRUCKER "y st

Our ever in-

Be Patriotie...

Buy your wife, sweet-
heart or eastern friend

a Tourmaline

for Xmas. The most
popular gem today

Naylor Gem Company

Successors to K. C. NAYLOR

The largest exclusive gem house in San Diege.

846 FIFTH STREET

GEO. €. YERNON

9%

TAILOR

1110 Fifth St. Sefton Block
Phones: Home 1103, Sunset 800

Daniels, ,eweren

922 FIFTH sT.

Cleans Watches for 75 Cents

Main Spring 75 Cents

Best Piace to Buy
Your Christmas Coods

NAUMANN'S

Steam Dyeing and Cleaning Works
Telephones: Home, 1443; Sunset, Main, 943.
Office and Works
843-845 6th St. Bet. E and F

When we want a thing done right we go
to the one who gives particular attention
to that kind of work. Thatisthereason
why people get theirprescriptionsfiilled by
LACEY, Prescription Druggist
951 6th St—3 Doors below D
..IT IS HIS SPECIAL BUSINESS

One-Price House

PIANOS Bigsizs TERRLES o

{ 1025-1031 35th Street

Many leading makes to select from. All pianos marked in plain figures.
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Odds and Ends

Echoes From Our Graduates
Gussie Stephens—(at a teachers’ meeting)—‘‘Don’t you think it
would be better to seat the little boys and girls together than to have
them in separate seats?”’
Principal—*‘ That sounds more like Cupid than a school-marm talking.”

O. Smith—*‘1 guess there aren’t many boys at school this term.””
Gurwell—‘No! 1 left last week.”

_+_

Mr. Dooley on the Normal

‘“'Tis great things they do be having, in that Normal, Hinnissy.
I see by the WHITE AND GoLp that a gurl threw another gurl’s shoe out
av the windy.”

““And pwhat’d she doo that for, anyhow?”

‘“That’s phat Mr Skilling, the Physics teacher said—Och, he’s the
foine bye—he says to the gurl, ‘Did you heave that shlipper out av the
windy?’he sez. ‘I did,” she sez. ‘Phat did you do it for,” he sez. ‘It
was to prove a law in Physics,” sez she. ‘Phat was found?’ he sez. ‘It
fell in four plus one haulf seconds,” sez she. ‘Verry good,” sez he. ‘I’ll
give ye a long marrk for that.’”
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A Short Prac-

tical Course....

Especially arranged to prepare a young man or

TSR ANV R N

RN

a young woman for an active business life, can
be obtained at

Courses: Commercial *
Shorthand and Type-’ s an D lego CO m-=
writing.

cor. 4th and ¢ s, Mercial College..

F. W. KELSEY and C. I. JENNINGS, Principals.
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£ S SANO P
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Mr. Skilling (in Geography)—*‘ Miss Neff, will you tell me what makes
it so hot down below?”’

Miss Messer—(Eng. IV)—'‘Children with indulgent parents are al-
ways spoiled.”

Miss Billings—*‘Children with Too indulgent parents.”

Miss Messer (holding up two fingers)—‘‘ Yes, I meant two indulgent
parents.”’

Mr. West (illustrating the fallacy of the law of converse)—‘‘All
Chinamen have long hair, and therefore all people with long hair are
Chinamen.” The. girls object.

Mr. Skilling—*‘ You see, class, if you stand between the glass and the
image, you would have to turn around to see the image, and then you
would be in front of it, and you could not see it anyway.”

Wanted, by Mr. Kemp—Some one with keen appreciative powers
who can read sense-meanings into some of the abstracts he gets concerning
his lectures.

We, the illustrious members of Mr. Crandall’s class, hereby beg him
to edit a ‘‘simplified speller.” We guarantee a large circulation.

oamil 1111} ik L1 (i} L] L] {111} 1111

Luncheon Goods

Do you know that we can supply you with a complete
lunch? We suggest a few things:—

Bottled, Canned and Evaporated Soups, Oysters, Sar-
dines, Shrimp, Lobster, Chipped Beef and Smoked
Herring in Jars, Potted Chicken, Turkey, Ham, Beef
and Tongue, Boned Ham,Cheese in a dozen varieties,
Saratoga Chips, Olive Oil, Salad Dressing, New
Olives, Pickles, Relishes, Spiced and Preserved Figs,
Jellies, Jams and Apple Butter, Homemade Rolls,
Bread, Pies and Cakes (best in the city), New Wal-
nuts, Almonds and Pinones (Pine Nuts), Raisins,
Figs, Dates, Candy and Fresh Fruit.
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Now to be Serious for
Just a Moment, Girls—

We are seriously considering whether or not it would be advisable
0 make a present of one of our best makes of Typewrilers to eack
lady of the Normal School.

F. VAN HORNE 2X2 any time after Thanks-
o A. BACHMAN grving for particulars.

B e San Diego Typewriter Exchange, 1015 4th St.

Thase A" Healmg watars The following is the analysis of Ish-

Dissolve Gall and Gravel Stones, Cure {AHFORN]AWAI ROUEL man’s California Water of Life.

Rheumatism, Cure Dyspepsia, Cure
Cancer, Cure Brights and Diabetes, SRAENS PER U8, GaLLON

ANALYSIS

Stops Hair from falling out. SilCa Sl ensivsrmnssosess 3.09
Carbonate of Iron.. 3.03

PRICE LIST SA N D I EG o Carbonate of Mang 0.17

I case 12 2-qt. bottles del'vd - $12.00 Carbonate of Lime.. 11.1g
) 5 2 b, Aluminia.......ccceenene 0.09
1 case 6 2-qt, bottles del’vd 6.50 OFFICE Sulphate of Magne s
Carbonic Acid Gas—It has been dis- Chloride of Calcium... 2.93
covered by Dr. William Brown, of g:}or}ge g{ Igladg.nesmm,. :‘g.‘g
Boston, that these waters contain 1015 Chlg?id‘: of P?)t;:;lij:.: """" 1:38
three atmospheric pressures of Car- Iodide of Sodium.... 0,01
bonic Acid Gas in solution. Bromide of Sodium. Trace
Arseniate of Soda....... Trace

u i P hl t M -I d F Fourth St Phosphate of Soda......... Trace
din amp e date ree ® Total per U. S. Gallon, 49.75
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“Handsomest Millinery Store in San Diego”

You may feel certain

you are correctly hatted
if you buy your

Millinery at Vair’s

We show everything tnat should be fovnd in an up-to-date
millinery store. Our styles have smartness and individvality
and the moderate prices will surprise you. College and
Club Hats in special designs and quantities at low prices.

. W. LVAR
Phones ° ° Fifth

2344 X Street
Ladies’ Hatter
San Diego’s Branch Office of the United Millinery Co.

PR R R EIR R E 2 2 X X AE LS X R S R X R X B K J

a2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 X XX R X ERE X X X J
A A A 2 X XX - X 2 2 X XXX X X X R J
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BARLERS KEROSENE
HEATING STOVES......

THE ONLY KIND THAT DON'T SMOKE.
WE HAVE THREE SIZES—

Prices, $4, $5 and $6
seone SAN DIEGO HARDWARE CO.

MINNEAPOLLS - RN A
Before taking out Life Insurance
REJ‘TAURA NT see what the old reliable l
OYSTER AND Penn Life Insurance Co.
CHOF HOWSE > of Philadelphia, Pa.
[ N N J I cando; itinsures women an men at
the same rates, no restrictions
Open Day and Night. in its Policy.
Good Coffee a Specialty.
Iy Paul Besse, General Agent
l 211 Granger Block. San Diego, @al.
753 Fifth St. J. T. Iiaidel, Prop. © CEEEEETTID CrUTNETPGETS R O

Ladies’ Hand Bags, Suit Cases, Fancy

German Work Baskets, Toilet Sets for travelers, Purses, Etc.,

make serviceable and appropriate presents. We have the best
and largest stock. You are cordially invited to look it over.

SAN DIEGO TRUNK FACTORY

755 Fifth Street JAS. H. WOOF & CO. Props.

= e
o =8
5% fl Ray Palmer Photographer
= 13} 2 o
s 3 g'fi 756 Fifth St., Over Eagle Drug Co.
295 &
eV SRR ST
B8 gEE g
Py
| B
4§55 | (8 ASATEST-
S Egg T I will continue this ad one year, provided 50
- 5‘&% rc g iStudents or Members of the Faculty sign or person-
:;. & ‘g A L ally bring in this Cover Coupon before December 15,
S g2 & 5 11906. Come in and see my work and get acquainted.
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EMERSON SAID:

“Ifa man write a better book, preach a better sermon, or make a
better mousetrap than his neighbor, though he build his house in the

g woods, the world will make a beaten path to his door.” =

= R R =

= =
Thesuccess of the makers of our “College Brand’’ clothes is

= aninstanceof this.  The suits are just exactly in accord with =

i the young fellow’s ideas of correct dress. ~ Of no other ready- i'

& to-wear suits can this be said. = Hence young men all over ¥

1 the country have taken up the “College Brand” most enthus-

iastically.  Come and see the Fall styles.
= =
Fifth and C Streets
gll L ti1t} i i §0o @B ool LiE LELH it} i ll‘?‘

Normal School Pennants, Pillows and Pillow Covers,
Text Books and Supplies at

B(lr’b@ek’s Book Stong !°5° Fite

Street

NIRRT PR YOUR HOUS With two
= coats of

BRENFLECK'S ¢
BARGAIN STOKE

Tinware, Graniteware, Glassware,
Crockery, Hardware, Notions,
Toys, Bath Cabinets, Ete.

Bowers’ Mixed Paint

is like a man with two coats of silk

NG TR R T T T ST

TELEPHONES: E —It improves in very many ways. Try it.
Sunset Main 336. Home 3530. E
1530 F St. 2 doors helow Postaffice =
Emmmuuuummumlmunmmml||l|mnmuﬂmmmummmmm% MlLLlCHAMP & OAKLEY'

PACIFIC WOOD AND COAL CO.

Wholesale and Retail Dealers In

Coal, Coke, Wood, Hay and Grain
Agents Bradley’s Standard Fertilizer
Office 1311 E St., Warehouse 4th and K Sts. Phones: Sunset 145, Home 1145
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JOHN F. FORWARD, STEARNS & SWEET, A. P. JOHNSON, ]Jr.,

President Attorneys Sec'y and Manager

Union Title and Trust Co.

303 FOURTH ST., COR. E, SAN DIEGO, CAL.

And Title insurance and Trust Co.
of Los Angeles, Cal.

A joint certificate of Title backed by a combined Capital of $910,000.00

Stephen’s Studio

of Course

For all Groups and Fine Individual

Photos. 9211 5th

OUR MOTTO:
BCCker & VOQ? “Good Goods at Lowest Prices”

Dry Goods, Ladies’ Jackets, Capes and Notions
Sole Agents Standard Patterns. Phones: Main 692, Home 1692
845 5th Street, Between E and F San Diego, Cal.

..THE FIRST NATIONAL BANAK..

OF SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA.
CAPITAL $150,000.00 SURPLUS AND UNDIVIDED PROFITS, $110,000.00

OFFICERS:
D. F. Garrettson, President Homer H. Peters, Vice-President
F. W. Jackson, 2nd Vice-President ~ G. W. Fishburn, Cashier
DIRECTORS:
D. F. Garrettson J. E. Fishburn
Homer H. Peters Simon Levi
F. W. Jackson C. W. Fishburn

UNITED STATES DEPOSITORY
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Merchant’s Mational Bank

of San Diego—S. W. Corner Fifth and D
Capital (Paid Up) $1,000,000.00 Surplus and Undivided Profits $95,000.00
Ralph Granger, President
Dr. R. F. Burnham, Vice-President

W. R. Rogers, Cashier
H. E. Anthony, Ass’t Cashier

DIRECTORS:
Ralph Granger, Wm. C. Bradley, W. R. Rogers, Dr. F. R. Burnham, A. H. Frost

Safety Deposit Boxes for rent in modern fire-proof vaults, absolutely protected by
electric burglar alarm system.

NATIONAL BANK OF C°2MMERCE

OF SAN DIEGO

CAPITAL (Paid Up) - - - - - - - - $150,000.00
Surplus and Undivided Profits - - - - - - - 55,000.00
Julius Wangenheim, President B. W. McKenzie, Vice-President

C. F. Henking, Cashier J. C. Rice, Ass't Cashier

DirEcTors—I. W. Hellman, B. W. McKenzie, C. Fred Henking, Julius Wangenheim,
Victor E. Shaw. Meiville Klauber, L. M. Arey.

Security Savings Bank and Trust Co.
SAN DIEGO, CAL.

4 Per Cent Compound Interest Paid on Term Deposits
PAID UP CAPITAL, $125’000.00
Julius Wangenheim, President
Geo. W. Marston, Yice-President
Nat R. Titus, Cashier and Secretary

John S. Hawley, Jr. Ass't Cashier and Secretary

American National Bank

) 2
oL

Capital (Paid Up) = 4 - A $100,000.00

Surplus and Undivided Profits 2 - - $ 37,500.00
Louis J. Wilde - - - - - - - - President
H. E. Mills - 2 2 - 2 - o - Vice-President
Chas. L. Williams = = £ = - - - s Cashier

L. J. Rice - - - - - - - Assistant Cashier
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QE.T THE HABIT...

Buy Clothing, Furnishings and Hats From

BENBOUGH & GILLONS, (43 FIFTH STREET
]. JESSOP & SONS, Jewelers

We Make Clau Pins and can duplicate any Eastern design at Eastern prices for high
grade goods. urncw Electric Enamel Furnace Eeneratcs 4000 degrees of heat, designed
and made 1 our shop. We are leading Watchmakers, Goldsmiths, Engravers, Opnman',
Lapidists and Diamond Merchants.

##~We Want Your Trade 962 Fifth Street, San Diego

W. P. FULLER & CO.

MANUFACTURERS: ootShELLY,Sooo

‘“‘Pioneer’” White Lead, *‘Pure Pre-

pared Paints,” “Star” Lubricants, N ew D ru g Sto re

Picture Frames, Fine Plate Mirrors,
Enamel, Buggy and Floor ['aint.

IMPORTERS:

Everything Usually

Paper Hdngmgs “Muresco” Wall Foundina Drug Store

Flmsh Valentmcs Varnishes,
“Adams” Brushes, Window and
Plate G]ass, Doors, Sash, Etc.

7th and F Sts. San Diego, Cal.

GOOD BOOKS

Hor A Lirrie MONEY AT

Telephones: Home, 1209; Sunset, 1909.

Granger Block Fifth and D

PAOKARD S BOOK STORE

a Detroit Gas Hot Water
Heater $12.50

f’ Hot Water All Over Your House

SAM'L GORDON INGLE CO.

1034 Fifth Street

CHINA H ALL Between C and D

For Birthday, Wedding Souveniers

Speciol Prices ?)Zd Holiday Goods. KU ERT & SONS
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need rest. Let us fit
ral“s you out for a Fishing
or Hunting Trip.
—WE SELL—

Bicycles and Athletic Goods Also
Vernon V. Rood

4th and F Sts. Both Phones

O R A S AR AU AL @

lFKED ILERS. ..
i FIRST CLASS BARBER

D JT. BET. 4TH AND 5TH SAN DIEGO, CAL.
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Hotel Brewster

vvvvvi

Strictly First Class
Elevator
Cafe, Etc.
Home People are
Asked to Call and

be at Home with us.

C. B. DAGGETT,
Manager
mm;&u&nma.&;&*ﬁ*‘*m o e 28 xS 2 1l

3
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Are dealers in the Better Grades of
Groceries. They depend for their
business principally on Family trade.
If you want Fine Tea, Coffee, Butter,
Canned Goods, Ete.,, HAMILTON’S

is a good place to look for them. . ..

Prices right for the buyer at 933 5th St

= L L1 Ll tii (i {HEH Li11] 11 BEaE: L1t
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IS LOCATED ON

University Heights

the ideal home section of San Diego. Splendid
level building lots there, can be had at low prices
and on easy terms from

Ralston me Co.

1318-1320 D Stree

NN S T N T R R R T N S N O el N

JENKS == JEWELER

Everything in the Jewelry Line. Cut Glass, Hand Painted China, Art
Goods. Special Sales Every Week. Watch our ads in Daily Papers.
826~828 5th St. JENKS Both Phones

N B N N AL U T L N AL Y
Y.
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SAN DIEGO CYCLE AND ARMS <O.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERJS IN

Sporting Goods of all Kinds.
Kahki Camping Suits a Specialty.

COR. FOURTH AND E STJS

Telephones: Sunset 445; Home 1301

Learn fo Talk Sp@nish...

International Correspondence School Spanish Records and Me-
chanics that will vepeat your tnstructions as often as wanted,

same as having a teacher at your home.
Repeat it and learn it easily.

talks to you.

Touch a button and it
For sale at

...Loring’s Book Store

Phonographs and Records for all machines at eastern prices. Call

and hear them.

Sunset Phone Main 308 Home 2308

N. D. NICHOLS

DEALER IN

Quns, Ammunition

Sporting Goods

963 Fifth St. San Diego. Cal.

ALWAYS THE BEST IN

FRUITS AND GROCERIES

L. M.Syivester

CORNER FRONT AND D

4
Great Bargain Sale
We are compelled to close out our
Winter Stock at a great sacrifice.
Bargains. Bargains.

GEM MILUNERY, MRS. OFFICER

1617 FST.

IF YOU DON'T KNOW

Wolf & Davidson

YOU OUGHT TO. THEY SELL

...GOOD SHOES...
650 Fifth St, San Diego, Cal.

E. MAYER, Ph. G. St. Louis Col. of Pharmacy

Strahlmann-Mayer Drug Co.

Phones: Sunset Main 424, Home 1424

E. STRAHLMANN, Ph, G. N. VY. Col. of Pharmacy

DRUGGISTS AND
: ...CHEMISTS...
Physicians’ Prescriptions a Specialty

Drugs, Chemicals, Medicines, Perfumes, Soaps, Comhs, Brushes, Etc.

Cor. Fourth and D Streets

San Diego, Cal.
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The Boston Store

1043 Fifth Street.
THE GIRL OF TO-DAY

T

is the woman of tomorrow. Not an original observation,
perhaps, but so much the more pertinent therefore. Now
we are looking ahead for the morrow just as much as we
are watchful for the present. This is a girls’ store, big and
little, for all girls. It is filled with the latest styles of Dry
Goods and Ladies’ Furnishings that are first class in qual-
ity and reasonable in price and we respectfully invite you
to inspect our selections of seasonable merchandise.

ingham
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\ﬁ argest and Finest " Open all Night w ;"
f Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Dining Dinner from Il A. #. to 8 P. M. \
] Rooms in San Diego Sunset Main 623, Home 1223 )
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We Cater to Private Parties, Banquets, Etc. sa" Diego zal
Courteous Attention; Quick Service. ? ®
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BUILDING LOTS ON TIME

Our easy payment plan enables those
of moderate means to secure a lot in a
desirable residential section.

We sell lots for a small sum down—
the balance to be paid as rent.

These lots range in price

From $100 to $150

Their location is high, dry and heal-
thy.

Own a lot now. Begin to build at
once. We'll show you how to do it.

JarpiEe S, Hook, President.

COLUMBIAN REALTY CO.

228 Granger Block

Sunset Tel. 356: Home Tel. 2141

IT IS A GOOD SIGN

to see @ man interested in a home site.
It shows his sense of responsibility and
his ambition to get ahead. Many for-
tunes have had tgcir origin in the pur-
chase of

Suburban Lots

The original purchasers have seen the
land improve around them and wonder-
fully increased values. If you are look-
ing for such an opportunity drop in and
seeus. We have knowledge of several
decided bargains in suburban property.

LOTS TO PLEASE

about these lots we have for sale at
$150

This section is the most desirable for
residences. The air is good, the sur-
roundings beautitul and the locality dry
and healthful. It is within easy distance
of the center of the town.

We are now ofiering choice

Lots at $150

Terms of payment can be arranged to
suit purchaser.

Tros. A. RirE, Sec. and Treas,

San Diego, Cal.

Los Angeles Office at 525 H. Laughlin Building.
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