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WHY WORRY

ABOUT WHAT TO GIVE HIM FOR CHRISTMAS

He will appreciate any of the following articles. | . | .
buckle. Box of Hose, either silk or mercerized, Collar Bags, Tie Rings, Sweater with his
Hi Colors, Bathrobe, and say if you want to get something REAL

NIFTY

Get him one of the SILK MANHATTAN SHIRTS—He will go simply WILD over it.
Just received our Christmas line by express last week and they are the BEST we EVER

had.

COME AND SEE THEM

Pacific Ave.

at

11th Street

| — | — ] — +
3

Ties. Scarfs, Gloves, Belt with Initial

A Place where
you will

like to Trade.

W. C. BELL & SONS CO.

YOU

Will not be disappointed if you make
Tacoma's Oldest and Largest Jewelry

F.stablishment

Welermachre;

Your Jewelers this Xmas Season

MAHNCKE & CO.

Pioneer Jewelers

Established 1883 914 Pacific Ave.

We extend a cordial invitation to the stud-
ents of The College of Puget Sound to wvisit
our store at all times and inspect the many
fitting and seasonable requirements for school

use and wear at popular prices.

Our Prices Meet All Competition

—Suits for Young Men. fgaad] l
(Vogues, Academy and Student Crafts.) g D S e R T e e e S ,,_,,_.,.__,,,g
_“—GyI]]naSiLII]] Apparel ! o e e e ) e e ) e ] e 1) e e 8 e 4§ e § e 1 . 1] e 1 e 1 e 1 e ] e e .i-
—Misses Smart Sweaters.
CHRISTMAS GIFTS THAT ALWAYS PLEASE
—Gymnasium Shoes.
A cleverly framed enlargement of some episode of
——Sweaters for Young Men, college life sent to the home folks will be a source of
(SChOOl Colors with Contrasting Chest pleasure to them thruout the semester that you are
Stripes) | | away. We have a full line of new and clever frames
' I I and Shaw enlarging assures you of the very best.
—Skull Caps for Students. :
: - | A full line of fountain pens and eversharp pencils. |
—Mackinaws for Outdoor Occasions. | i
i —Xmas Remembrances of Every Nature.
“MAKE OUR STORE YOUR STORE” T
“Shaw Sales Satisfy’’ :
1015 Pacific Ave. ®
+ :
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We
Wish
You
a
Right
Merry
Christmas
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FUL, COLLEGE BANQUET
AND CHRISTMAS
AND THE FACULTY (GOD BLESS IT)
AND THE ADMINSTRATION (GOD BLESS IT
TOO)
AND THE FRESHMEN (WE CAN'T TELL
WHICH IS WHICH ANY MORE)

and—
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What Is Air!?

EFORE 1894 every chemist thought he knew what air is. “A

mechanical mixture of moisture, nitrogen and oxygen, with
traces of hydrogen, and carbon dioxide,”” he would explain.
There was so much oxygen and nitrogen in a given sample that he
simply determined the amount of oxygen present and assumed the
rest to be nitrogen.

One great English chemist, Lord Rayleigh, found that the nitro-
gen obtained from the air was never so pure as that obtained from
some compound like ammonia. What was the “impurity’? In
co-operation with another prominent chemist, Sir William Ramsay,
it was discovered in an entirely new gas —‘‘argon.”” Later came the
discovery of other rare gases in the atmosphere. The air we breathe
contains about a dozen gases and gaseous compounds.

This study of the air is an example of research in pure science.
Rayleigh and Ramsay had no practical end in view—merely the dis-
covery of new facts.

A few years ago the Research Laboratories of the General Electric
Company began to study the destruction of filaments in exhausted
lamps 1n order to ascertain how this happened. It was a purely
scientific undertaking. It was found that the filament evaporated
— boiled away, like so much water.

Pressure will check boiling or evaporation. If the pressure within
a boiler 1s very high, it will take more heat than ordinarily to boil the
water. Would a gas under pressure prevent filaments irom boiling
away? If so, what gas? It must be a gas that will not combine
chemically with the filament. The filament would burn in oxygen;
hydrogen would conduct the heat away too rapidly. Nitrogen is a
useful gas in this case. It does form a few compounds, however.
Better still is argon. It forms no compounds at all

Thus the modern, efficient, gas-filled lamp appeared, and so argon,
which seemed the most useless gas in the world, found a practical
application.

Discover new facts, and their practical application will take care
of itself.

And the discovery of new facts is the primary purpose of the
Research Laboratories of the General Electric Company.

Sometimes years must elapse before the practical application of a
discovery becomes apparent, as in the case of argon: sometimes a
practical application follows from the mere answering of a *“theoret-
ical”’ question, as in the case of a gas-filled lamp. But no substantial

progress can be made unless research is conducted for the purpose of
discovering new facts.
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VERA SINCLAIR, Editor

PERSONAL GIFT

The sullen clouds hang dark and low,
A cold wind whistles ’round.

And dreary piles of dead brown leaves
Lie heaped wupon the ground:

But what care I for sullen clouds,

Or shrill winds’ lonesome sound;
For Christmas time 18 Friendship time,
Love rules the whole world ’round.
Fam would I lay at Friendship’s door
Fruits of this wealthy age,
And send to you, of gifts a store
And call it Love’s true wage;

But gifts we buy are earthly bound, o E RN S
: Though high our wishes lead; {'ﬁﬁ,ﬁé 2
{ So send I not these princely gifts, =) SRS AR
My thoughts I send instead. AN o3
.i My thoughts—a joyful fairy band;
‘ Waild tempests fear mot they,
7 Nor dreadful woods, nor roaring floods, AN 0.

Nor chasms’ dark array.

Undaunted by the ice-clad peaks
Or lonesome desert wide,

Across the miles of dreary waste s
On the wild west wind they ride.

So what care I if rain comes down
Or chill winds whistle shrill;
To you, as quick as lightning flash,
Send I my thoughts at will.
i So this one great inspiring truth
| This winter day I've found,
i That Christmas time 1s Friendship time;
i Love rules the whole world ’round.

| Dorothy A. Smith, ’24.

5 T—T—T
ol

; ~ 1S e
5 Anonymous

A SCENARIO—COMEDY IN THREE ACTS

_ CHARACTERS
| A Girl—Of Lights and Shadows.
H A Man—Of Vision and Weakness.
F The Boy—On the Threshold.
, The Girl—A Child of Beauty.
Act I
Scene—Night. The Rain-swept street of a big city. Many lights gleaming. A few pedestrians braving the wind and rain.
Time—About eight o’clock in the evening.

ﬁ‘ | e S . : (D | . L 91 .
MAN emerges from a restaurant as a young girl passes The man: “Pardon me, have I frightened you' .
on the street. They clutch their hats and as the wind The girl: “Oh, no! It was that Jew. He’s been following
buffets them about they near each other. The man me. It was from him I 'ran.” _ | <

catches a glimpse of a young and beautiful face marred by The M.an: “\\'e. will easily get rid of him. Are you cold?
rouge and pencil, but partially redeemed by violet eyes in The Girl: “A little.” i3

which there lurks a shadow of honesty. The man 1s well- The Man: “Are you hungry?”’

dressed and apparently a gentleman. The girl passes and hesGrlssiA llttle.". . :

turns the corner. The man hesitates, then seems to be im- The Man: “Then we’ll go in here f‘m,(! have something hot.
pelled by a sudden impulse and hurries after the girl. He I ir:nagil}ff tho“.lvw will tire in %he rain. .

perceives her some distance away, running. He follows and The Girl: ()’h, no, h(: \\'qn't.” He’s been following me for
overtakes her in front of a brightly lighted theatre. He ap- an hour! That’s why I'm tired. . ‘ e
proaches quietly, takes her arm as she walks and addresses The Man: “I'm sorry, but I think we can get rid of him.
her. The girl takes his action quite as a matter of course. (They enter cafe.)
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SCENE I1.

Interior of a restaurant with booths arranged along far

side.
The man and the girl enter and are seated in booth.

The Man: “I have an engagement here in a few moments
with a friend. I can change our arrangements and you and
I will go to a theater if you wish. It is warm there and you

32

can rest. Shall I order chocolate for you’

The Girl: “Please do. I thought of meeting a girl friend
near here at eight-thirty. She is going to a dance. Perhaps
we——"

Perhaps we could,

B

The Man: “Could make a party of it?
although neither my friend nor I dance much, but

The Boy enters, looking about for his friend. The Boy 1is
handsome, with refined intelligent features. There is a differ-
ence of three or four year’s between the Boy’s and the Man’s
ages. He sees the Man and approaches.

The Man: “Hello, Charlie, glad to see you on time.
my friend, Miss i

The Girl (softly): “Just ‘Elise’.”

The Boy: “I’'m very pleased, I'm sure.”

The Man: “Elise and I just met recently, Charlie. She is
meeting a- girl friend in a few moments and suggests that we
make a party. It seems the friend is determined to go to a
certain dance. Does it attract you?”

The Boy (who has hardly taken his eyes off the girl): “I
don’t care to dance, but I will go anywhere with you—and
Elise.”

The Man (rising): “That’s good!
to, Elise?”

The Girl: “First to meet Bobby and then to the dance.
It’s a-hard times dance, ten cents for the ladies and fifty
cents for the gents.”

The Man: “This 1s going to be good.

The Girl: “The Jew will follow us.
window.”

The Man: “Oh, no, he won’t. This is his last wait.
the two of us will frighten him away.”

(They go out, laughing and talking, the Girl between the
Boy and the Man.)

Meet

Then we’ll go. Where

Let’s go.”
He has just passed the

I think

ACTELEL,

A public dance hall. A large crowd in motley garb, as
“hardtimes” costume, dance to a jazz orchestra.

The Man is seen to be dancing with the Girl. The Boy is
talking to “Bobby,” the blonde, vivacious, rather loud, friend
of Elise. The dance ends, the Man and the Girl rejoin the
Boy and Bobby. After a moment’s conversation the Man and
the Boy withdraw to one side and light cigarettes.

The Boy: “Hal, do you mind if I make a date with Elise?”

The Man: “Why, no, Charlie, if you think it’s wise. But
you won’t want to when I tell you the truth. I ‘picked her
up’ on the street. I don’t know why—an impulse. 1 don’t

know why we came here—simply following up-—on impulse.”

The Boy: “Well, I'm glad you obeyed your impulse tonight,
old pal, because I—I like Elise immensely.”

The Man: “Then I’'m sorry, Charlie, if that’s the result.
I’ll admit she has an indefinable and alluring charm, but she’s
distinctly dangerous. Her beauty is entrancing, her sweetness
deceiving. I don’t know what she is, I can only surmise from
circumstances that she is a thing of the streets. Befriend
her if you will tonight—forget her tomorrow. Shall we join
them?”’

(The Man and the Boy join the girls.)

The Man and Bobby soon dance off; the Boy and the Girl
sit down.

The Boy: “Elise, I want to make a date with you for next
week.”

The Girl: “I’'m sorry, Charlie, I'd like to, but I can’t—
won’t be in town again for a month.”

The Boy: “Gee, that’s too bad. Don’t you stay at home
then?”

The Girl: “No. I stay at a boarding school.”

The Boy: “Well, anyway, I'll write you there.”

The Girl: “N—n—no. We’re not allowed to receive letters.’

The Boy: “Well, can’t I come and see you?”

The Girl: “No. We—oh, I might as well tell you.
savagely.) I'm parked out at the Parental School.
years more until I'm eighteen.”

The Boy: “You’re only sixteen now?”

The Girl: “Will be, next week.”

The Boy: “I’d like to see you anyhow.”

’

(Almost
Got two
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The Girl: “Thanks, but it’s impossible.
dance this out.”

The Boy: “No, please.”

(Another man advances, almost rudely claims the Girl, and
whirls off with her. The Man and Bobby join the Boy.)

Bobby: “I. gotta go, kids. It’s a quarter past twelve now
and [ prom1§ed Dad I'd be under the whites at twelve. See,
looka the prize I won! Some class to my costume, eh? Me

and that wop got third. Gee, I sure had a grand time.
Where’s Elise?”

The Man: “We’d better get her and go.”
them.) “Do you live close together?”

The Girl: “No, but we’ll all go home with Bobby first. I’ll

get into trouble anyway, so it doesn’t matter if I'm a little
late.”

Bobby: “I dunno, Elise, your Dad 2
Elise (furiously): “Oh! my Dad! It’s him that sends me

out there, isn’t it? Some dad that will send his own girl out
to the brick-pile.”

Bobby: “Well, you know, if you go clear out to my house
you’ll miss the last car.”

The Girl: “I don’t care.

The Man: “But it will take two hours to get you home and
it’s twelve now 4

The Girl: “I don’t care, if it’s morning.”

(The Boy and Bobby start out.)

The Man: “Elise, you’re not very happy, are you?”’

The Girl: “Why, of course I am. I’'m always happy be-
cause I never worry.”

The Man: “What of the future?
that?”

The Girl: “I have no future, so no worry.”

The Man (taking her gently by the shoulders):
Haven’t you any desire to change?”

The Girl: “Not the least. I’ve tried before. There’s no one
to help me. Everything pulls me the other way.”

The Man: “But your mother ?
The Girl: “I have no mother.”

The Man: “She is d 44
The Girl: “Divorced, of course, and gone long ago.”

Come on, let’s

(Elise joins

Don’t you worry about

“Elise!

The Man: “Elise, don’t you realize the power of your
beauty? Most men will have to be very good or very bad
with you.”

The Girl: “Then we’ll be very bad.”

The Man: “Come, let’s go.”

ACTHITY.

Scene—Interior of a rapidly traveling taxicab. Time—
2:30 a. m. The Girl in the arms of the Boy. The Man re-
garding them thoughtfully.

The Man: “Elise, are we the first men that have ever
wished you well?”

The Girl: “The only ones, except Daddy. And I wish you
were like the rest.”

The Boy: “And we’ve kept her out until almost three in
the morning.”

The Girl: “Oh, no, you didn’t. I wanted to go home with
Bobby and I thought there’d still be cars running. Here we
are now.”

(The taxi stops.)

The Man: “Elise, I shall never see you again.

The Girl: “I don’t suppose so.
night?”

The Man: “No. You’re just a little baby.
to help you so much, and you just—laugh.”

The Girl: “Maybe I am a baby, and then again, maybe I
know more than either of you big—babies. Charlie, you’ll
kiss me goodnight?”

The Boy: “Elise!”
to see you again.”

The Girl: “No. Tonight is goodbye. Tomorrow I go back
to the ‘Home,” and stay a long, long time. I’m very tired and
very sleepy. Goodbye. It’s only a few steps from her. You’ll
hear me close the door.”

(She leaves.)

Then &
Won’t you kiss me good-

We both want

(Takes her in his arms.) “I’'m going

SCENE I1II.

A deserted street. The Man and the Bdy outside the taxi-

cab.

The Boy: “Hal, call me a fool if you will. I've known a
good many girls in a good many countries, but I tell you,
man, I could marry that girl!” ‘

(Continued on page 24.)
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Red Hair for Chrstmas

By Sigrid Arline Van Amburgh

T was visitor’s day at the Harper’s Children’s Home. The

taut expectancy with which the day always began for the

children had strained to the snapping point, and reaction
was setting in. Five o’clock! All the morning’s bustle and
preparation were wasted from the orphans’ viewpoint. No
one had come but a eouple of deaconesses! Everyone knew,
even the littlest orphan, that deaconesses do not count as
visitors, because they cannot be considered as possible mothers.
And it was mothers who were expected and longed for by
these aching, lonesome hearts. It seemed to be a poor season
for visitors, and this was the last visitor’s day beﬁ)re Christ-
mas, which was just a week off. Of all the times in the year
when a mother is most needed, it is the week before Christmas.
And by Christmas day, when hope is a dead thing, even the
gifts proffered by the Home do not placate the cruel dis-

appointment.

Mrs. Harper had gone into the kitchen to begin preparations
for dinner. Discipline was relaxed somewhat, when the noise
of the children was stilled by the sound of a bell ringing.
Mr. Harper, long, lean and mild, came down the hall, motion-
ing the gathering children away as he came. They were all
upstairs in the playroom when he opened the door and ad-
mitted the visitors—a Mr. and Mrs. King.

“We've come to look over the Home, and the children,”
said Mr. King, shaking himself out of his heavy fur overcoat.

“Oh, yes—yes,” stuttered Mr. Harper, quite overcome for
the moment by the evidences of wealth, but he soon readjusted
his scattered wits and conducted them thru the building.
Finally, one by one, he called the children to him and pre-
sented them to the visitors. Now that they knew these were
possible parents, the children were self-conscious and awkward.
All, perhaps, except winsome little Grace, with her golden
¢urls, who, having been in the home but a short while, was
so buoyed up by the glory of her own hope that she did not,
like the rest, realize that it might be just that—a forlorn hope.

Their inspection over, Mr. King, followed by his wife, went

down the stairs and stood talking with Mr. Harper in the
lower hall, unaware that eager little eyes watched them for
a sign of interest and more eager little ears strained to hear
what was being said. Each child strove to get closer to the
bannister, wondering who would be taken. Jimmie, by right
of seniority, had first place against the railing, but because
he favored Grace, she stood close beside him. Jimmie re-
gretted that he had neglected to brush his shoes. He had been
so busy helping the other children, and as his thoughts re-
verted to the fact he remembered he had not brushed his
hair—and he ran his hand hastily thru the mop of red hair
flying in all directions.

“You don’t think Jimmie would suit you?” questioned Mr.
Harper, as he rubbed his thin hands over each other.

“Is that the red-haired boy you mentioned having been left
here as a baby?”’ asked Mr. King.

‘lYes.”

“That ugly, little, red-headed thing!” exclaimed Mr. King,
as he turned to his wife. “Why, I wouldn’t consider him.”

“Oh, Mark,” rebuked his wife.

“He’s a fine little lad, mischievous as most boys; but bright,
very affectionate and with a good disposition,” added Mr.
Harper.

“But he’s too homely—absolutely ugly,” reiterated Mr. King,
adding: “Now I rather fancy that pretty, golden-haired girl.”

“Grace, you mean?” questioned Mr. Harper. “She’s very
pretty and sweet, of course.”

“But I want a boy, Mark; you know our boy would have
been just eight if he had lived.” Tears came into Mrs. King’s
eyes.

“Well, well, we won’t decide tonight, Harriet,” replied Mr.
King hastily.

“But you promised not to let another Christmas go by
without having a child at the house,” she pleaded; “it’s so
lonesome at Christmas time without children.”

“Well, it’s a week before Christmas and we’ll think it over
first,” returned her husband with such finality in his voice
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th:at further argument at that time seemed useless and Mrs.
King tearfully followed her husband to the car.

Jimmie, about whom the uncomplimentary remarks had been
made, overheard the entire conversation. A flood of red as

bright as his hair swept over his face, and the blue eyes filled
with tears.

“Aw, g'wan,” he said roughtly, as he brushed aside his
sympathetic consolers. “I don’t care, anyhow.” And he tried
to laugh, but it wasn’t the whole-souled, hearty laughter of
the Jimmie they knew. With his rough coat-sleeve he brushed
the tears off his cheeks and fled down the hall, seeking refuge
on the back door-step.

So that was why he had been left all these years! Each
time one of his companions had been taken away from the
Home, the hope had always burst into bloom again that per-
haps his turn would be next. He had dreamed how it would
seem to have a real home, to have a father, and most of all a
mother to care for him. And now the dream would never
come true. He was too ugly.

Never before had he ever considered beauty in connection
with a boy. Girls were expected to be pretty, but he felt just
being a boy was all that was necessary for boys. He decided
to face the situation and hurried to the deserted hall, where
he stood, shivering with cold, before the long, eracked mirror.
The thought occurred to him that one of the boys had said:
“If Jimmie had any more freckles he’d have to enlarge his
face.” As he stood looking at himself, he felt a tug at his
arm and turned about. It was Grace.

“Jimmie, he was a mean old thing to say that; you are not
ugly.”

“You don’t know anything about it,” retorted Jimmie sav-
agely. Face to face with the truth Jimmie clung to it like
a bulldog to a piece of meat. The weight of argument seemed
to be more than convincing,

“T like you just the way you are, Jimmie,” she persisted.

“But you couldn’t be my mother,” replied Jimmie in grieved
tones.

There was silence for a brief space and then Grace lowered
her voice as if to make what she was to say strictly con-
fidential :

“T heard them ask for a boy with black hair ’cause their

boy had it.”

“Did they?” Jimmie questioned as he ran his hand thru
his bright red hair.

Grace stood looking at him ecritically, her little brows
wrinkled in a frown. Suddenly she exclaimed: “Why don’t
you dye it?”

Jimmie turned around with a quizzical look, at first dis-
dainful, and scornfully muttered: “Dye it—with what?”

“Why, they blacken stoves and shoes and things, don’t
they? Why couldn’t you blacken your hair?” .

The suggestion seemed plausible.

“Do you think it would take?” he asked doubtfully.

“Well, you can try it and see—it won’t hurt you, anyway.”

Jimmie felt the suggestion was worth considering at least,
convinced that with hair any color but red the probabilities
of acquiring a home would be more in his favor.

He decided not to let anyone know what he was contem-
plating—mnot even Grace. The thought kept revolving in his
mind all day long. Finally, he decided to give prayer a first
chance. While he did not bank much on prayer, having on
previous occasions petitioned for useful and useless things, and
never receiving any response, he had been taught “Ask and ye
shall receive.” It wouldn’t hurt to try once more. Nothing
now seemed quite as important as acquiring black hair. He
determined to devote a little extra time to his entreaty, and
did not hurry to fall asleep that night. Even after he had
crawled into bed he looked out the window, up at the blinking
stars, and muttered: “Oh Lord, make my hair black and
curly like a nigger’s, and do 1t tonight, for Christ’s sake,
Amen.”

When he awoke the next morning to find he still pos-
sessed the same red hair, he argued that as far as the Lord
was concerned his case was hopeless, and as a last resort he
decided to try out Grace’s suggestion and use a little personal
effort in procuring results.

There was always a bottle of blacking on the shelf in the
washroom. Jimmie waited until all the boys had clattered
downstairs; then he locked the door and 3tarted proceedings.

Leaning over the basin he poured the contents of the shoe-
blacking over his head. No glass being handy to judge results,
Jimmie could only pat it down as best he could with the worn
brush, and trust to its impartial distribution. Just in the
middle of the process, the breakfast bell rang. To be late
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would mean the loss of a much needed nourishment. He
realized he would have to curtail the treatment and finish it
at a more opportune time. Jimmie mopped the liquid running
down his face and neck with a towel which sopped up a good
portion that the inflammatory-colored hair did not seem to
absorb readily.

One thing Jimmie had not counted on was the necessity
of explanation for his changed appearance. It did not occur
to him even then, and only when greeted by a simultaneous
gasp from Mr. ad Mrs. Harper, as well as shrieks from the
children, and worst of all stifled laughter from Mr. King,
who had just come into the room, did Jimmie realize that
perhaps all was not as he had hoped.

“Why, Jimmie!” exclaimed Mrs. Harper.
been doing?”

Thru the streaked portions which had absorbed the blacking,
wisps of bright red gleamed in contrast. The tell-tale streaks
journeyed over his pale skin and gave him a grotesque ap-
pearance. A general uproar followed, and as the laughter
burst on Jimmie’s ears, his eyes widened in surprise.

“Look at the Indian,” one of the children shouted.

The surprise was about as great to Jimmie as to the others,
and he sat there almost unaware that the uproar was about
him. When he finally awoke to the fact, he shut his lips

tightly, determined to bear the consequences.

Mr. King’s early visit was due to a remark made by his
wife the day before.

“They don’t look overfed, and none of them looked kissed
enough.” He had thought so himself. While gruff in manner,
he had a tender heart and he had determined to investigate
living conditions at the Home on a day when they were not
prepared for visitors.. The unusual entrance of Jimmie swerved
Mr. King from his purpose. As he looked at Jimmie, who
sat determinedly smiling thru the streaks zig-zagging down
his face, he decided Jimmie had good stuff in him. But what
was the reason? It was evident that the spirit of mischief
had not prompted such an action.

“What have you

The children were silenced by Mr. Harper, and when they
had finished their meagre breakfast of plain oatmeal and
bread, they buzzed out of the room with toned-down excitement.

“My boy, what made you try to improve on nature?” asked
Mr. King smilingly. Jimmie’s throat pulsed with the sobs
that he tried to control. As he looked at Mr. King, the author
of his trouble, an angry gleam came into his eyes. But no
amount of persuasion from either Mr. King or the Harpers
could extract a confession. They were convinced at last it
was useless to question him further.

Mr. King turned to Mr. Harper.

“I was just passing on my way to Hampton, and I thought
I'd stop and see if there was anything you wanted for Christ-
mas. 1 think it my duty to help and shall be glad to do what
I can.”

He had taken a check book out as he spoke, and as Jimmie
looked at him, he turned to the boy and said:

“What do you want for Christmas, Jimmie?”

Jimmie almost surrendered. Now was the time to express
the one fervent desire. But, as he looked at Mr. King, the man
who had made the cruel statement, Jimmie’s mind wavered.
There was, however, a peculiar spirit of fairness in Jimmie’s
make-up, and he realized that what Mr. King had said was
true, and he was not to blame.

“What do you want, Jimmie?” purred Mr. Harper, smiling
in his bland way as he gazed at the check-book.

As Jimmie stood there, his mind recalled the picture of the
visit to the city the week before, with its memory of wonderful
toys. He saw the shoppers hurrying along, their arms laden
with mysterious packages, and all the Christmas trees gaily
decked with colored lights.

He remembered Grace tugging at his arm when they saw a
small girl, dressed in beautiful furs, walking towards them
with her lovely mother, and Grace remarking:

“Oh, I wish I had some furs—and a mother.”

And that was what he wanted—a mother!

“Don’t want nothin’,” he said, and gazed out the window.

Suddenly he lifted his clear blue eyes and saw real sympathy
in Mr. King’s face.

“Say—but Grace wants somethin’—she wants

He hesitated a moment, struck by the foolishness of pleading
for someone else. No, he wouldn’t mention what she wanted.
He would speak for those skates he had so longed for, which
even tho a secondary consideration to getting a mother and a

home, would be something.
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As Mr. King saw the hesitation, he urged Jimmie to speak.

“What does Grace want?” he asked, as he put his hand
kindly on Jimmie’s head.

The touch broke the stubborn thots and he burst out:

“She wants some white furs just like tha girl on the street
—and a mother, too.”

“All right,” replied Mr. King. “We’ll see what we can do
for Grace, but don’t say anything to her and we’ll make it a
surprise for Christmas Eve when you have your party. And
here’s a check for the party, Mr. Harper.”

Mr. Harper’s eyes bulged as he saw the size of the check: it
would be sufficient to pay for the coal, too.

“My, I wish he was my father,” sighed Jimmie, as he went
slowly upstairs.

As Mr. King looked back at the bleak, plain, unpainted board
home, three stories high, he too sighed. But his sadness was
overcome as he drove on thru the cool December air. He looked
at the purple tinged mountains, which were outlined by the
brilliant sun shedding its rays like a benediction over the
waters, which in turn reflected the blessings like golden amens,
and he determined that he, for one, would bring some enjoyment
to the hungry little hearts.

Christmas Eve came. The Home had been decorated with
evergreen and holly. The Christmas tree stood glittering in
its glory.

Already an audience was assembled to witness the enter-
tainment by the children. Faces gleamed with recent scrub-
bings, and ribbons fluttered on heads where perhaps they had
never been seen before. The children were all excited, and
Jimmie, brimming with hope, watched each auto load of visitors,
in anxious quest for a sight of Mr. King, whom he finally spied.

After the exercises came the distribution of gifts. One by
one each of the children received some pretty remembrance,
due to the generosity of the Kings. A call came for Grace.
Jimmie’s heart pounded as he looked at her, and she, eyes
widened with wonderment as to whether she was to receive the

longed-for furs, came forward. Mr. Harper, taking her by the
hand, led her over to the gently smiling Mrs. King. And before
she coqu comprehend, she was gathered to a warm heart.
“ThlS 1S your new mother, Grace,” said Mr. Harper.
Jimmie stood speechless. Grace was going to have a reai
home. He was the one who had made it possible—who had
spoken for it. A flash of envy, or resentment, surged thru his
heart, but he conquered himself and then knew he was just glad.

Almost as glad, if not quite, as if he had been the one who
had been so fortunate.

“Mr. King didn’t forget,” he kept repeating.

One after the other received their gifts: - His name alone had
not been called. As he noted the happiness expressed around
him in which he did not seem to have a share tears came in
his eyes, but he fought them back, drawing in the corners of
his mouth. The last gift had been distributed; now came the
bags of candy and popcorn donated by the Home. He held his
limply in his hand, and did not make the usual onrush to
break into the contents, as had been his custom.

“We have one more gift,” said Mr. Harper.
settled about the room.

Mr. King stepped forward and took Jimmie’s hand. Jimmie’s
eyes had a bewildered look. What did it mean? Mr. King was
speaking.

“Ladies and gentlemen, you might like to hear a story.”

In a simple way he related the events which had culminated
in his decision to adopt a boy unselfish enough to speak for
another.

“They are going to be as dear to us as our own children,” he
added, as he led Jimmie over to his wife, where he was included
in the warm embrace which encircled Grace. As Mrs. King
put her arm around Jimmie, she said softly:

“I’ve always wanted a boy with red hair.”

And Jimmie could hardly contain this joy as he realized that
at last had come the fulfillment of his wish.

A stillness

Dr. John O. Foster

FAITH

HEN sorrow comes, as come 1t must,
W In God a man must place his trust.
There is no power in mortal speech
The anguish of his soul to reach.
No wvoice, however sweet and low

Can comfort him or ease the blow.

He cannot from his fellow men

Take strength that will sustain him then.
With all that kindly words will do.

And all that love may offer, too.

He must believe throughout the test
That God has willed it for the best.

We who would be his friends are dumb,
Words from our lips but feebly come;
We feel as we extend our hands,

That one Power only understands

And truly knows the reason why

So beautiful a soul must dze.

We realize how helpless then

Are all the gifts of mortal men.

No words which we have power to say

Can take the sting of grief away—

That Power which marks the sparrow’s fall
Must comfort and sustain us all.

E. A. Guest.

T—T—T

DEATH TAKES VETERAN TEACHER
UCCUMBING to pneumonia, Dr. John O. Foster, age 87
yvears, who has held the chair of religion in the College
of Puget Sound since 1905, died November 29 in the

Seattle 3eneral Hospital.

Dr. Foster was said to be the oldest member of an American
college faculty in service. He was born in La Porte, Indiana,
December 14, 1833. He graduated from Cornell College, Iowa,
and from the Garrett Biblical Institute of Northwestern Uni-
versity, Chicago. Besides these two degrees he also held the
degree of D. D., received in 1910 from the College of Puget
Sound.

For twelve years his birthday had been the occasion of
notable reunions of educators, church-men and alumni. Invi-
tations had already been sent out in preparation for his
birthday this year.

———— — - —

Dr. Foster was a strong character and had a wide acquain-
tance through his connection with the Sons of the American
Revolution of which he was the mational chaplain general
from 1917 to 1919. He was with the United States sanitary
and Christian commission during the Civil War and was in
Richmond at the time of Lee’s surrender, distributing food
and clothing to the needy Confederate soldiers. He rode on
the train with Lincoln to Richmond and interviewed Lee after
the assassination of Lincoln when Lee expressed his deep
regret at the tragedy. Dr. Foster was acquainted with General
Grant, and a few years ago dined with Edison when in the
East.

His mind was active and he retained his interest in science,
religion, politics and worldTaf‘félirs;E to the last.

CHAPEL MEMORIAL SERVICE

The memorial service for Dr. John O. Foster was held in
the College Chapel December 3. After the opening hymn,
Professor Davis, in behalf of the faculty, paid a tribute to
the beloved teacher. C. C. James, representing the student
body, spoke of the place which Dr. Foster held in the hearts
of the students and those who were privileged to know him.
Following a vocal solo by Miss Marion Myers, Dean Cunning-
ham spoke in behalf of the administration.

Dr. Foster leaves a great many friends. We shall always

remember him with love, and honor, and respect.
T—T—T

CHURCH MEMORIAL SERVICE
(Held at the First Methodist Church, Seattle, Dec. 4.)
Organ Prelude Mrs. Montgomery Lynch
Hymn—“O God, Our Help in Ages Past.”

-------------------

Prayer ... Rev. Geo. A. Landen, D. D., Supt. Seattle District
S A U A SR S e Reverend A. F. Bourns, D. D.
N B T e R Pt S i & £ < 5 - 8 (it Mr, W. D. Totten,

Vice-President, Sons of the American Revolution.
Address. .Reverend Philip Bauer, President, Ministerial Union
Address. .Rev. R. J. Reid, Pres. Methodist Preachers’ Meeting
Hymn—“For All The Saints.”

Address i i - Professor Hanawalt, College of Puget Sound

7o b B e O S T e G AR S e Rev. M. A. Matthews, D. D.,
Pastor, First Presbyterian Church.

N R A e e ev. J. E. Crowther, D. D.

Pastor, First M. E. Church.
Hymn—“If On A Quiet Sea.”

Organ Postlude Montgomery Lynch

------------------




“Merry Christmas Tommy "
By Rosa M. Perkins, 23

E was just a chap of seventeen, of the typical American
type. His merry blue eyes sparkled above his ruddy
cheeks and generous mouth.

“I say, Sergeant, have you seen the Colonel?”

“No, I haven’t: What you want him for?”

“Want him todo me a petit favah, don’t ya know.”

“Say, kid,” drawled the sergeant, “What you think yer
gonna pull off next?”

“] ain’t gonna pull off nothin’, yer honor, but I AM gonna
do somethin’.”” He watched the lazy appearing sergeant a
moment, then continued: “I’'m gonna get $50 from him for the
Christmas fund!”

“Jupiter, kid, what ya think you are; some super-human
1)

being or some freak of nature’

“Nope. I’'m just plain Tom Billings, born in Idaho, went
thru grammar school and two years in high school; nineteen
months in the United States Army. At present serving K.
P. Hi, ho!” he exclaimed and showed his delight by going
thru all kinds of antics.

“You won’t feel so funny, sonny, if you do any such fool
thing as that. Do you know you might get K. P. and the
guard house for the rest of your career? Better give up that
freakish idea. You couldn’t get a red cent from that tight-
fisted sour old pessimist. Take it from me, kid, I &

“Yeah? Send me lilies, then, will ya? Ahem! Sergeant
Wright, I have come in the interest of the Christmas fund
that Company F of the 16lst Infantry is raising for the
benefit of the incurables and their families. We take sub-
scriptions anywhere from $1.00 to $1,000,000.00 This money
will be used to get a tree for the men at the hospital and
the remainder will be sent to their families. A subscription
irom you would be very acceptable, sir.” He finished stand-
ing very straight and looking the sergeant straight in the eye.

The sergeant had stood motionless during the recital, and
his face wore an expression of surprise and scorn. Finally
he burst out: “Well, what the——"

“A subscription from you would be very acceptable, sir. It
i1Is for a good cause. The subscriptions range from $1.00 to
$1,000,000.00,” and he regarded the sergeant quietly but
sternly.

“You impudent young jackanapes!
“Thank you, sergeant.

seription.
out for?”

“I’'ll—I’11 d
“How much did you say?”

“Make it out for five and get out of here, you son-of-a-gun.
Three more days of K. P.”

“Very well, sir. I've saved you till the next to the last and
thg last is the Colonel. Thank you for the practice and the
points I got from you.” Saluting, the young American strode
down the road toward the Officers’ Quarters.

““Hi, there, sonny, come here,” called the sergeant.

Tom turned and retraced his steps, wondering how much
more of the eternal K. P. he was going to get.

“Sonny, if you get a cent from the Colonel, I’'ll cancel the
order of K. P., and if you get $50 from him I’ll give another
$6. Is it a go?”

I’ll tell you wh oa

We surely will appreciate your sub-
['ll give you a receipt. How much shall I make it

— —— - — — — me——

*. an un L] ] s

Burnside Hats

are now

3 85

Latest pleated back caps in latest over plaids.
Mocha Gloves $2.65

| — Y — ] — ] e—— ) — ) — an L] ] an an un an an [of Pm— Y uD )

Il—ll—-ll—u*.

“Jt is! Shake.” £ .
The next afternoon found Tom Billings waiting in the ante-

room of the Officers’ quarters.

“I say, Billings, is the Colonel gonna call you on the car-
pet?” asked one of the boys, looking up from a ledger. .

“Nope. I'm gonna call him on the carpet. Ma Sweetie,
I’'m gonna get the cute little sum of $50 from him for the
Christmas fund.”

“Gad, kid, you want the whole shebang to get ripped up the
back? Why, you insect, can’t you see that you will get us
all in Duteh if you ask him for it? If you i

“You're an inch and a half tallern he, ain’tcha?”

“Well, if you 2

“Here he comes. Put on the soft pedals.”

A tall figure was silhoutted in the doorway. He looked over
the situation, strode into the office and returned the salutes
of the various men, then went into his office, closing the door
none too gently after him.

“Got warm feet yet?”

“Yeah. Nice and warm,” and he grinned and winked one
eye slowly. “Ask the old deah if I can see him, will ya?”

“I'll do no sucha thing, if 2

“You won’t? Well, then, I will.” With that he started
for the door. The other got quickly to his feet and started
after him.

“Hold on there, kid. Can’t you listen to reason?”
“Are you going to open that door or shall I?”

“Oh, I will if you insist.”” He knocked on the door, and
when a big voice shouted “Yes,” he hesitatingly opened the
door and went in. He soon appeared and motioned Billings in.

At the end of fifteen minutes fifty men were waiting near
the quarters, among them the Sergeant.

In twenty-five minutes they saw the young private come
slowly from the building, with a deep scowl on his face.

“Ha, ha! Didja ever see anyone so happy in your life?”

“Ain’t he sweet lookin’?”

“Were the little pills too bitter?”

“Didja get a Christmas present?”

“Hello, Merry Christmas!”

He met all of these taunts and many more with scowls and
haughty expressions.

Taking a piece of paper from his pocket, he wrote some-
thing on it and handed it to the Sergeant. The Sergeant,
grinning triumphantly, took it and slowly opened it. As he
read it his lower jaw dropped and his surprised eyes looked
at the boy.

“What’s 1t say?’ asked someone.

“Yeah. Let us in on it. Read it.”

“Er—er—Yes.” The Sergeant read: “Dear Sergeant: You
remember our bargain. Inclosed please find a receipt for $5
and a request that you pay at once. I got $100, a lecture

and some fatherly advice from the Colonel. Pay up P. D. Q.
I’'m in a hurry to get the money in.

Yours truly,

Tom Billings,
Private.”

“Yip! Yip! For Merry Christmas Tom,” shouted the men.
'*l np ne am on on g s e o an Il'_.l_ll_l.—.l—..—II_ll_l.—..—|?
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AMPHICTYON LITERARY SOCIETY

SN\ U UL T N 82T ‘ HE past month has
\\\ \\\\\\j.' ",w'.' l,",,“'.,/,/”/f/\ '///// ; been one of success
U TSR R W I for Amphictyon. We

won the inter-society de-

‘A bate against Theta. Now

we look forward to our
next debate with the H.

1 C. S.,, who were victor-

ious In the Philomathean-

H. C. S. debate.

: We also have increased

\ our membership by a
V] goodly number of new

students. The list in-

-| cludes:

Anita Chapman

Lucile Greene

Bernice Olson

Ethel Schuster

Edith Turley

Nellie Wallace

Gertrude Smith

Russel Penning

Hilda Skreen

Effie Huff

Theodore Thorson

Elmer Carlson

Cathrine Kerr

Sibyl Heinrick

Roy Cruver

Ruby Tennant

{j,"
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|
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John Purkey
Thelma Scott
Selma Peterson
Roy Bowers

Fred Johnson
Harold Fretz
Helen Pangborn
Lula Kenny
Marjorie Kennedy
Thelma Bestler

These members were given their first degree initiation at
the last three meetings.

The Amphictyon programs have been few this month, as the
debates have occupied most of the time. We are all looking
forward to the Christmas program and tree and hope to have
plenty of mistletoe.

T—T—T

KAPPA SIGMA THETA

HE Kappa Sigma Theta

Sorority is proud to

announce the new mem-
bers who have received both
degrees of initiation during
the past month, and are
now  full-fledged Thetas.
They are girls of no mean
ability and we expect them
to take active part in all
College activities. They are
Anna Tuell, Mildred Forsberg, Mildred Gillies, Ruth Kennedy,
Audrene Hedstrom and Roma Schmidt.

Following our second degree initiation a spread was en-
joyed in the Home Economics Rooms and we were glad_ to
have as our guest on this occasion Dean and Mrs. Cunning-
ham and Mrs. Alice Baker Hanawalt.

Our programs have been exceptionally interesting this

month. Our special program for Thanksgiving was as
follows:

NI PR P NANKSOIVING . oo v cousvosrosoassoos .. Eva Bock
A Modern ThankSgiving ......ccocceeeonnes Ethel Beckman
LRy T T e Myrtle Warren and. Olive Martin
What We Owe to the Pilgrims ............ Winifred Wayne
D DR IO B ot ¥h v v .o A5 o s 5o so sl pus o dssvns Hilda Scheyer
What I Have To Be Thankful For ........ccc0.. Extempo

The new Thetas were given their first opportunity to dis-
play their ability on December 8, when the following program
was given:

COLLEGEOLOGY
S L e R R R R K. Anderson
B T AT L RO B ke & s %o = o« s aasnos¥aaesss d{. IE{(‘mlu(!y
ga]meology .................................. M. Km%z)e\:]%
TR e s« v v iy o a 400 d g oision ¥in s o : \
AT OOV st B St d) < Bovonvondesaiasognsens A. }fIxedSr}ror]r;
R L D e = e e s s e v desaudevuanitodasvanus . Tue

For the remainder of December we expect to be busy making
plans for our Christmas Tree and Spread, which is an annual
affair.

2B O

OOTBALL season is over now
F and H. C. S. will be able to

get down to work on Literary
meetings. During the past weeks
we have had to let things go
easy because so many of our
men had their time taken up by
football. Now we are going to
have some real programs again.

Our schedule for the winter
and spring includes some of the
leading business men in town.
w We will have them address the
—H. C. S. meetings on their lines
of activity. Visitors are cordially
invited to attend these meetings.

The new men have gone thru
l (& *11?

. the “mill” and have pronounced
- 1t very efficient. The new mem-
bers are Dick Wasson, Eddie
Rumbaugh, Gene Schrader, Stan-
ton Warburton, Lars Rynning and
Sam Levinson.

= The_ H. C. S. debate team came
——Jout victorious in the first of the
inter-society clashes by defeating

. the Philomatheans on the ques-
tion, Resolved: “That the Cabinet System of England Should

Be Adopted By the United States.”

Sam Levinson and Fielding Lemmon composed the H. C. S.

team. Our next debate will be with the Amphictyons. The
question and the date for this final debate have not been

settled. The winner of this contest will keep the Newbegin
cup for the next twelve months. :

Ir'—T—T

PHILOMATHEAN LITERARY SOCIETY

HILO-is justly proud

of its new members
e Y and expects . great
things of them. ' The new
members are:

Miss Brix
Miss Keller
Miss Wheeler
Miss Williams
Miss Kloepple
Miss Coman
Miss Storey
Miss McKenzie
Mr. Hart

Mr. Erickson
Mr. Beattie
Mr. Stone

Mr. Norris
Mr. Monty
Mr. Brown
Mr. McWilliams
Mr. Matthews

N v
' | / Mr. Smith
3 [\ | 2

< Mr. DeWade

0 TR As the weeks and
months pass by we are sure that the spirit of Philo and the
meaning of first degree will have imbued them with the desire
for high attainment in all phases of college life.

The new Philos are anxiously awaiting the “awe-ful,” mys-
terious rites of third degree, which will be held December 17.

The sincerest wishes of Philo are extended to our own
newlyweds, Professor and Mrs. Dunlap. May their journey
on the sea of matrimony be the happiest and brightest.

The “Baby Philo” program of December 6 was presented
bv the new members and, to say the least, was a screaming
sm.xccess. There seems to be no end to the originality and pep
of our new ‘“babies.”

As usual, our Christmas program will be a play, this year
“The Birds’ Christmas Carol,” by Wiggin. Miss Perkins 1is
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directing the play, and with the following cast an excellent
production is assured.

CaT0] BIrd: o s s LS e o ket s e Miss Sinclair
') b ol 531 7 o (RN SR O S A i dp e S W L BT RIS Mr. Bowman
") B ogs T 50 o 1 [ ot i A Sl gipindie. e e Miss Coman
§DH N i 3 (1 P I s ol s & B Qs S e ol B ol Miss Keller
| 81 (] U250 1 Tl I oa? o o i o i, RN e B 8 e Mr. Erickson
The ANEEl Dk e r i n 8 St o s du SN S Miss Shunk
MT8. + BUZEIER " & o8y oA s 45 a ihain et o i < AEA AN Miss Kloepple
SATAN MATA. 0. taiavis iiiate BB iR, o alsi v ot NESES Miss Ohlson
o) =) g R It i B P e S o~ i Mr. Stone
PROYIA © dits e s i o s S W e Miss Hastings
B R e R S e o O L S Miss Jones
COEDElINR 55 i o e e Bt A Mr. DeWade
) U2 14 i S 2 SR S OB e i T Mr. Cory
Baby Tl By . i e s ot e cie oty = v SRR Mr. Monty

Professor and Mrs. Dunlap have charge of lighting and
properties.

Although Philo lost the debate to H. C. S. we are proud of
the showing made by our team, Russell Clay and Alfred
Matthews.

T—T—T

SOPHOMORE CLASS NOTES

ND we all went to Tokyo. We were all there and pro-

nounce it the most successful Freshman-Sophomore party

we have ever attended. We were ushered in to a wonder-
land of cherry blossoms, jack-o’lanterns and funny little cozy
corners as only the Freshmen could create. At times we
wondered whether it were not possible that we were really
in fairyland. We had a wonderful time playing those unique
Oriental games and eating with chop-sticks or chewing strings
to get the raisins suspended in the center. As for the or-
chestra—we pronounce it a “regular jazz.” We wouldn’t want
Coach Peck to know how many cakes or how much candy
S EAD S ate.

The Sophomores are taking a very active part in all College
activities. Several of our members have taken their places
in the societies and are busy acquainting themselves with the
ideals and duties of their new life.

Our men have been turning out faithfully for football and
Stone, Brady, Brooks and McPhail are easily letter men for
this season’s work. We extend to them our hearty con-
gratulations.

Billy Ross and Sam Levinson, representing the Amphictyon
and H. C. S. societies, respectively, have done credit in debate
to the standards of the Class of ’23. We congratulate them
also in having won the decisions for their respective sides.

We are turning out a fine lineup for inter-class basketball,
and are going to give any teams we run up against a run for
thelir money.

T—T—T

FRESHMAN CLASS NOTES

T 1s with a great deal of eagerness and not a little cur-

10sity that the Freshmen await the coming of the College

Banquet on December 22. The Class will attend as a
whole and little urging will be necessary. We anticipate an
enjoyable evening, especially as we have heard rumors that
our firm friends, the Sophomores, are planning a rare pro-
gram for our entertainment. We can hardly wait.

Have you noticed the pins we are wearing? We certainly
are very proud of them. The Freshmen have all greatly en-
joyed the many parties, banquets and suppers given during
“rush week.” From now on the Freshmen hope to show their
appreciation by proving to be assets to whatever sorority,
fraternity, or literary society they may have joined.

The Freshman party is now a thing of the past. We are
breathing a bit easier now and sincerely hope that the com-
bination of crackers, salt water and rice were not greatly
detrimental to the health of our guests.

Tryouts are in progress for the Freshmen boys’ basket-
ball team. Harold Fretz, the manager, has secured a game
with the Burton High School for December 17. Games with
other high school teams are being arranged. The girls are
expecting to have a basket-ball team also, but nothing definite
has been announced so far.

¥.

JUNIOR CLASS NOTES

HERE is one class that is going to be heard from “Big”
T at the banquet—that’s the Juniors. Our yells and songs

are going to rock the pictures on the walls and set the
window panes to rattling. We've decided to break loose for
once from our staid dignity and we are going to show you a
thing or two at “THE” Banquet. Watch for our colors, the
green and white, on December 22. That’s our number, '22.

We are getting busy on our Annual. We have begun 1n
good season and we are going to make this absolutely the
very best Annual that has ever seen daylight.

The Junior Class has been well represented at all College
affairs. At each football game the Junior Class was to be
found backing up and encouraging the football squad.

In the debates, too, the Junior Class has been well repre-
sented. Half of the debaters were Juniors.
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ASSOCIATED STUDENTS OF C. P. S. TREASURERS’
REPORT FOR NOVEMBER, 1920

Trail Fund: Dr. O Dr. Cr.

Onshands, i S $ 262.82

Recelpls waiein Gt 139.66 I o

Dishursements = ...... gt L L L s P i g

Balance ¥ Srin i s menLSTAYN
Athletic Fund:

Overdrawn = %o e 74

eCeINts i il T e 757.20 Crp

Disbursements ....... s 732.39 oy T et

Balances Ssro & TN Eres 24.07
Music Fund:

DN nand s sy, o 22.65 22.65
Debate Fund:

On-hands - . . - S 29.74 29.74
Banquet Fund:

QN = Thanld s s e =i 75.50 756.50
Dramatic Fund:

VA a WD v & s N 22.30 22.30
Incidental Fund:

e handte sl b 56.23

ReraI DS S e 90

BAlaNCEE o, v s AT 07.13
Balance 1n Treas.

N O BUNN s e h s isente w1 S 129824 §ER20RD4

$1,344.70 $1,344.70 $320.54 $320.54
Dec. 2, 1920. ANTON P. ERP, Treasurer.
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NOEL

C’est la saison du Noel
Et nous quitterons lecole
Nous crions avec la joie
Saint Nicholas est le 7roi

Nous retournons a chez nous
L’esprit du Noel est partout
Nous chantons tout le jour
Et jojeux est la coeur

TI'res excites les petits

Pour eux chaque heure est huwit
L? pere et la mere aussi

D’un air secret se conduissent

Et moi, je suis si heureuse

Que le monde est plein de fleurs
Le soleil brille plus brilliant

Que quelque autres jours du Uan.

Ruth Wheeler.
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CLASS PINS
Or Sorority Pins Made to Order in Any Style.

WALTER BROS.
Manufacturing Jewelers

12013 Pacific Ave. R. R. Watch Inspector
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Corsages made from Fresh Flowers for Annual Banquet

HINZ FLORIST

Main 2655 : So. K and 7th St.
Where Quality Reigns'’
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