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Dur Progress

S WE look forward to the year 1916-17, so many improvements
suggest themselves that we are apt to become discouraged until
we think that four years ago the Rio Vista Joint High School

J was an unrealized ambition of the community. Even when we

f compare last year with this year, we are able to note many changes.

i St One mile stone that meant so much to us was the accrediting

of the high school. Though our graduates before this time have always been ad-

mitted to the University whenever recommended by the principal, yet the giving
of full accrediting means a closer union with the higher educational institutions
and the other high schools of the State. The stamp of approval of the Inspector
of High Schools will also convince all concerned of the satisfactory character of
work done.

Two teachers have been added which has made it possible to offer courses
in domestic arts and sciences, the subjects supplementary to a thorough business
training, a more useful utilization of our library resources, and greater emphasis
on debating, music, and dramatics.

Formerly, failures might be attributed to our cramped quarters and bad
surroundings, but with our present ideal school building, if failures exist, no
such excuse can be offered.

The increased facilities have been well utilized. The auditorium is used
for the staging of scenes of plays studied in class as well as for more formal
events. The library has been moved to the spacious quarters provided for it
and placed under the charge of Miss Clark. The shower baths, gymnasium, and
tennis court all have their places in student life,

In the year 1916-17, we hope to extend the evening classes to include a
complete course in commercial subjects and domestic arts. But, as in the past,
the real object of our high school has not been lost for we wish to do more
intensive work in the foundation subjects. -With the addition of more subjects,
we are keeping in mind the ideal of our previous years; scholastic training and
training for good citizenship.

So the students and faculty are trying to make the best use of the oppor-
tunity provided for them by the voters and to give them citizens capable and
willing to take their places as factors in the communities where they may
scttle. F. B. SMmitH.
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Blanche Totman
1896-1915.

The calm quiet after the thrush’s song—

The lingering fragrance of a dying bloom—

So was her passing, that flower of girlhood.

Should we mourn her loss?

Should we grieve because spotless innocence has gone to the Fount of all
Innocence?

Death? nay, 'twas but the lovely passing of a white soul to its Maker.
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T0RIAL

This is the fourth year of our existence as a high school and the third
year we have published an annual. “The Netherlands” has been kindly received
and we hope each year to make it more worth while. Quality, not quantity, is our
motto. A large part of our success has been due to the loyal work and support
given by the school and to the aid of our advertisers.

The increased educational advantages which we have are to be noted. In
1912 the high school opened with two teachers; we now have six. A wider
choice of subjects and better opportunities for study are offered.

The new building is a helpful factor in our work. We have well-planned
and well-equipped physical and chemical laboratories, which enlarge the field
of work and enable the students to try out experiments of their own. The
sewing and cooking departments interest many who otherwise would not attend
school and are of great interest to our patrons. A very enthusiastic evening
class has been conducted once a week throughout the year.

We are justly proud of our library. This is constantly increasing and is
being catalogued according to the Dewey Decimal System.

From the beginning, our boys have taken an interest in athletics and during
the year won the S. C. A. L. cup, a beautiful trophy which becomes the perma-
nent possession of the high school.

Considerable interest has been shown in debating and we hope to do more
in the future.

On all sides we hear praise of the wonderful location of our building. We
appreciate and are justly proud of it. Nor are we forgetful of the fact that
Mr. Felix Drouin, who sold us the land on which the building stands, cut up
a very valuable piece of property for our benefit.

We are grateful to our efficient janitor, Henry Doermer, who is always
ready to help out in whatever way he can until, as he says, “IHenry can do
no more.”

The high school has lost during the year a loyal friend in the death of
Mrs. Amalia Elliot, nee Fraser. Amalia Fraser was a member of the class of
1917 and, though not in school, her loss is keenly felt by her former school-mates.

I desire to thank both faculty and students for the loyal support and aid
which has been given in editing this edition of “The Netherlands.”

A. McD., "16.
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Cuilinht Fauries

I sat alone in waning twilight glow

And watched the flick’ring firelight dance and blow.
Vague thoughts, wild fancies, fluttered thro” my brain;
I dreamed and dozed, and dozed and dreamed again.

I dreamed I rode upon a cloud of gold,
Close drifting by the sunset portals old;

And as I neared that wondrous shining gate,
I gazed within the city where stars wait

Repairs from long and arduous vigils kept;
Repairs from capers cut while mortals slept.
Wee, fairy painters Hitted to and fro

With tiny pots of gilt, restoring glow

To stars all worn and dull, with tarnished look;
And all was hurry, and the painters shook,

Lest night should find her starry ‘tendants late
And on the painters visit some dire fate.

T looked afar and saw night, dark and tall,

With stately tread approach the city’s wall.

The stars all quailed; the painters grew wan white;
E’en my heart leapt; I cried aloud in fright.

And lo! a change, mysterious and dread—

A darkening cloud was o'er my senses shed.

I struggled, but in vain; there was no light.

I woke—to twinkling stars and wondrous night.
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The Telltale ost

FARMER had much trouble with his young son, who was
lazy, careless and thoughtless. He tried many ways of mak-
ing the lad see his folly and realize how much trouble he
gave to everyone.

At last the farmer hit upon a plan, which he thought
might be successful. Calling the lad to him, he pointed to a
post near the stables and told him that it was his intention
to drive a nail into it whenever the lad failed in his duties.
In order to encourage him to do better, he promised to draw

out a nail whenever his son did a task well.

The boy took little notice of what his father had said, continued in his usual
careless ways, and neglected his work, of which his poor old father had to remind
him. He could not see how a few nails in a post made any difference.

But when at last the post was nearly covered with them and his friends
were chiding him about it, he began to think he had caused his father a great
deal of trouble and wondered if he could not remove the nails as fast as he had
caused them to be put in.

The next day his father, looking from the window, saw the boy hard at work,
said not a word of praise, but pulled a nail. One by one the nails gradually dis-
appeared. The boy became so interested in his work that he did not notice their
disappearance. One day at work he thought of the post, and went to count the
nails. He was dumbfounded to see that all the nails were gone and the old post
stood there full of holes.

Many years have passed but the old post still stands, and the lad, now
grown to manhood, a prosperous farmer, tells the tale to the boys of the village.
BRI T

The Storm

It was a stormy winter's day;
The snow came sifting down;

The ships upon the ocean wave
Were tossed and rolled around.

The waves came dashing 'gainst the shore;
The billows were rolling high;

The wind blew stronger than before;
The clouds went shifting by.

At last the wind did cease to hlow.
But the snow kept coming down

Till every ship was white with snow
And the shores were no more brown.

14



A Mmdern Considius

(A True Story.)

“Caesar cognovit Considium, quod non vidisset, pro viso sibi renuntiasse.”

“Oh, J-J-John, c-c-come quick; t-t-there is a d-d-dead man behind the
island,” stammered Frank, as he came rushing into the house looking for his
older brother, John.

“Go on, don’t bother me with your dead men. You wouldn’t know a dead
man if you saw one, anyway. Iurthermore, I want to finish this novel before
the old man puts me to work at the woodpile,” growled John, not looking up
from his dime novel.

“No fooling, it is a real man. I saw the hair on the top of his head, and
I think I could see his face,” asserted Frank, somewhat calmed down.

“All right, I'll go with you,” agreed John, his curiosity getting the better
of him, “but I don’t think we’ll find any dead man.”

They got into a skiff, and Frank rowed along the east side of Wood Island
where he had seen the dead man.

“Look! There in the brush, you can just see the top of his head,” said
Frank, pointing toward some brush which hung over the river.

“Sure enough. I can make out the top of his head and his forehead,”
replied John, now more excited than his brother.

“Let us tie him up, so he won’t float away, ’suggested Frank.

“All right, I will hold the hoat, I‘rank, while you put a rope around his
neck.”

“No, you do it, John; you are closer; I'll hold the boat.”

“Never mind,” said John, “he won't float away. The tide is falling and
he is caught in the brush, so let’s hurry and get the undertaker.”

They rowed back to the house and told their parents of their find and what
they were going to do. John went across to town, which was directly opposite
their house, but in another county. There he found the undertaker, and told
him all about the dead man.

“Well,” said the undertaker, “that island is in a different county, and I will
have to phone to the officials and get permission to take him out of the river.”

Soon the undertaker with the necessary permit, witnesses, and a large black
box started in a launch for the place where the dead man lay. The two boys
were out in the rowboat awaiting their arrival. The boys piloted the morgue
boat to the gruesome spot.

“That doesn’t look like a dead man to me,” said one of the men.

“Sure it does,” replied the undertaker.

“Give me a boathook,” said another, “and I’ll pull the body out of the bushes.”

“No,” objected the undertaker, as he pulled on his rubber gloves; “I’ll pull
him out with my hands.”

He reached down, caught hold of the hair, and, to the surprise of all, espe-

cially the much-chagrined boys, lifted up a dead cat.
TSN 6
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The Asparagus Industry

The asparagus industry is one of the leading industries of the “Delta
Region” of the Sacramento River. This succulent vegetable was first raised in
California on Bay Farm Island in San Francisco Bay. Irom there, fifteen
years ago, a Portuguese farmer brought it to the “Delta Region.” The venture
proved a success, and gradually more farmers have hecome interested until now
there is hardly a farm without its large fields of asparagus or “grass” as it is
colloquially called.

Asparagus is a perennial plant. The first year it is planted in seed. It is
transplanted in the second year, but is not in full-bearing until the fourth year.
It will continue in full bearing for at least twelve years.

The seed is planted in March, April, or May, drilled in rows about eighteen
inches apart.

In the following early spring the roots, which resemble immense brown
spiders with a million legs, are plowed out and placed in trenches or furrows
seven or eight feet apart, according to preference, and nine to twelve inches
deep. The roots are placed from twenty-two to twenty-four inches apart with
the crowns or sprouts up. The furrows are not immediately filled after planting,
as is the case with all other plants, but the roots are covered with a small layer
of soil and the furrows are allowed to fill gradually from cultivation as the plant
grows, so that at the end of the season the furrows are level full.

Around the next February the furrows are hilled up to about two feet above
the surface. Then the hills are frequently harrowed until warm weather comes,
generally in April, and cutting season begins. This season lasts until the middle
or latter part of summer, and then the asparagus is allowed to go to seed. The
first year after planting there is little “grass™ cut, because the yield is small and
if allowed to grow unheeded, it will bear better the next year.

When allowed to grow to maturity or seed after the cutting season, asparagus
attains a height of four to six feet, and is a bushy fern-like plant, green, with
red berries. In this section asparagus planted eight feet apart will meet in the
center. In either October or November the tops are cut down and burned. The
rows are harrowed and again left until about February.

FFor the most part Chinese, Japanese, and Hindu laborers are employed to
work asparagus. Men thrust long butcher knives deep into the side of a ridge
and pull forth long, straight, white stalks, which to the untrained eye would not
be visible. Since the sunlight turns the asparagus green, when green “‘grass”
is desired, the stalks are allowed to grow two or three inches above the ground.
The stalks are placed in small bunches on top of the ridges. These are then
gathered by a man who drives a sled between the rows. He takes the “grass”
to the wash-shed in the fields, where it is washed, sorted, and packed. That
which is to be sent to the cities is packed in potato boxes, nailed over and car-
ried by wagon to the landing, where a steamboat picks up the boxes and car-
ries them to their destination. It is then placed on the market.

If the asparagus is to be sent to a near-by cannery, the boxes are not nailed
over; but if the cannery is quite distant, the boxes are covered the same as for
the city markets.
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When the “grass” reaches the cannery, it is weighed and sorted according
to size. It is then gathered up in huge baskets and placed in three successive
solutions—Afirst, a vat of hot acid; second, in one containing a neutralizing liquid;
then, in water. [t is thoroughly cleaned by this process, and is ready to be cooked.

Next it 1s put into cans. The tops are soldered on and the cans are placed
on a wide, slow-moving chain, which passes through a great volume of steam.
When it comes out of this, the cans are first tested for leakage and then placed
in a huge steam boiler. They are allowed to remain under great pressure until
cooked, then they are taken out and cooled. When cool, the cans are piled in
the warehouse to be labeled during a less busy season. After labeling, the cans
are packed in boxes and shipped by water and rail to different sections of the
country.

Both fresh and canned asparagus is very delicious, but it has taken the
Easterner several vears to appreciate this fact. When the local fruit companies
first ‘attempted to establish an Eastern market for asparagus, they met with
little success and lost large sums of money. Now there is such a demand in
the East for both fresh and canned asparagus that it keeps the West busy tryving
to supply this demand. Its long period of fruitfulness and the good prices it

brings makes the industry exceedingly profitable.

Which Are You?

There are two kinds of people on earth today,

Just two kinds of people, no more I say.

Not the sinner and saint, for 'tis well understood,

The good are half bad and the bad are half good.

Not the rich and the poor, for to count a man’s wealth,
You must first know the state of his conscience and health.
Not the humble and proud, for in life's little span
Who puts on vain airs is not counted a man.

Not the happy and sad, for the swift ﬂying years
Bring each man his laughter and each man his tears.
No! The two kinds of people on earth that I mean
Are the people who lift and the people who lean.

In which class are you? Are you easing the load

Of overtaxed lifters who toil down the road?

Or are you a leaner, who lets others bear

Your portion of labor, worry and care?
e R
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The @ourt of the Elues

The river lay, a gleaming path in the bright moonlight. Tiny, playful
waves, impelled by a gentle breeze, skipped merrily on its surface. They veered
suddenly from the dark, forbidding shadows of the willows on the river bank,
fearing to disturb the black waters about them. The moon, bold because of her
very remoteness, peered curiously among the branches, surprising mysterious
wood sprites and causing the birds to twitter drowsily in their warm nests.

Suddenly, with a long weird hoot, came the call of the night owl. The birds
ceased their twitter, the ripples subsided on Mother River’s breast, the wood
sprites scurried to shelter, and Luna was left to watch alone.

Then, from the deepest shadows of a huge tree, faint elfin voices sounded.
Gradually they became more distinct, till finally a strange company stood re-
vealed in the bright light of the moon.

The center of the scene was a stout, rather pompous personage, clad in
most gorgeous robes, borrowed from the iris and the yellow narcissus.

“Laggards,” he called, in a squeaky though imperious tone, “my throne!
Make haste, or I swear your heads will be the forfeit!”

Immediately upon the utterance of these words, four lovely winged sprites
skipped lightly into view, carrying the throne, a huge golden butter-cup.

The King majestically mounted his throne. *“Larkspur, do you bring thither
for trial the spy—Prince Columbine,” he commanded.

The elves clustered round the butter-cup throne and again rose a murmur
as of a swarm of bees. One wee fairy, Lady Rose, far from the throne, on the
very outskirts of the throng, peered anxiously into the depths of the wood.

“Oh, mercy, mercy, what shall T do? If he should prove obdurate!” she
cried to herself. “Prince Columbine is always so reckless! What if he does
owe allegiance to the night owls. He needn’t have obeyed such orders as these.
He told me that the reason for his servitude to those awful creatures was because
one of them saved his mother, Queen-Love-in-a-Mist, from the onslaught of the
robber, Hale Dragon-Fly, and that his father had sworn eternal fealty to them
in payment. But, ah me! Here the Prince is, alone, and discovered to be a
spy of the King of the Night Owls, and I, obliged to stand idle and hear the
King pronounce my lover’s punishment—mayhap his death.” Here Lady Rose
collapsed on a convenient daisy stool.

Just then a handsome youth, straighter, taller than all the rest, marched
proudly towards the throne. On either side of him, grasping him closely, walked
two misshapen gnomes, hideous to look upon.

“H’'m, so you are Prince Columbine,” began the King. “You have been
guilty, sir, of abusing my hospitality, of insinuating yourself into the court-life
of the Elves to betray them. Your sentence is five days’ imprisonment, hard
labor, and on the sixth day, execution. Off with—"

Crash! Over toppled the throne; quickly the moon slipped behind a cloud.
All was darkness and confusion. The King’s voice could be heard above the rest.
“Off with his head!” he shouted.

Then the moon, laughing silently, threw off the veiling cloud. Oh, what a
scene of disaster, the throne smashed, the King on his back, bobbing up and
down like a fat Billikin, the court scattered, Prince Columbine gone, and where
was Lady Rose? The moon, perhaps, could have told you a strange story of a
little winged Rose lady with a huge sword-fern in her hand, who had slipped
behind the butter-cup throne and cut its slender stem. Then Luna, the friend
of all lovers, had hidden her smiling face behind a cloud; so, you see, she could
tell you no more.

D.B. 5, 17
18



Muorning in My Garden

The song of a lark, clear and sweet, wakened and called me out into the
sunlight. The morning spelled joyousness, life, and love in every exquisite
note. Clear blue sky, as soft and sweet as forget-me-nots, smiled on an earth
that seemed to have gathered to herself beauty incarnate.

The fragrant breeze stirred the flowers into motion. Stately hollyhocks
swayed gently and courtesied gravely to vivid rambler roses, falling in a riot
of color over a mossy tree trunk. In the center of the garden a gay little
fountain fell sparkling into a wide shallow pool where lovely golden narcissus
bent to kiss their own bright mirrored faces.

Flowers of every hue clothed the garden in loveliness. Softly from the
dove-cote came the cooing of the doves. Lazily and contentedly gorgeous
butterflies drifted to and fro on waves of sunlight. As 1 steeped my senses
in the wondrous beauty of the scene, I thought of Thomas Edward Brown’s
“My Garden.” With a few magic words he gathers all the beauty of the

garden, all its wonderful message and sets it forth in this exquisite lyric:

“A garden is a lovesome thing,
God wot!

Rose plot,
IFringed pool,
Fern’d grot—
The veriest school
Of peace; and yet the fool
Contends that God is not—
Not God! in gardens! when the eve is cool?
Nay, but | have a sign;

"Tis very sure God walks in mine.”

Restful Night

OFT sweeping, dark wings spread far wide apart,

Night stooped and caught the forest to her heart,

The tall trees sighed and swayed in the embrace,

The flow'rs all drooped and hung in sleepy grace,
From drowsy streams a faint sigh rose and fell,

Rest, rest; dream, dream, sweet wood, and slumber well.

18], JE3 Ao
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Telephone Conuersation

Central, Scott zero-double-nought hasn’t answered yet, and I have dropped
my nickel.

B £ ES

Hello there! That you?

; *
How did you recognize my voice?
% * *

I rang up to see why you were absent today.

o s o,

Ol;! I see! \'/Vhat kind of time di(i you have?.

That’s good. /“ Did your"\friend tak; you? A ”

VV;]I, vou ml:st have hatl a good t?me! An)fgne there Imknow?

N(‘;‘, I didn’t “g"o, becaus;[ wasrft ;\ufﬁciently ;rged. But a friend ;)f mine
was there; did you meet him?

Yes, very tall, dark hair and dark eyes.

That’s the one.
That so? Now you're joshing! Did he really say nice things about me?
* * * %

Rather swell, don’t you think? What did he say about me?
Oh, please! Won't you tell me?
All right, tomorrow, then. I'll get a swap for you.
No, you didn’t miss much. She didn't look at the note books; called the
roll, and took up twenty minutes on that hard one.

Yes, three were sent to the board. You didn't have to know much. But
you had better copy that model into your book. She’ll call for it IFriday.
English? Oh, the usual thing!

Yes, we finished our experiments last week, so we had one period free.
P’line went over for chocolate wafers.

Say, Latin comp. was fierce today. It gets harder all the time. I'll never
pass. But then, what's the use of worrying?

During the half hour? Oh, we worked algebra for a few minutes and
giggled during the rest of the time over something funny. Ida May showed
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us how to work the examples, and as for giggling, we didn't need any assist-
ance, do you think?

S

Hit your ‘phone. I can’t hear you.
%k sk k sk >k sk 5k
There, that’s better.
* % * % *
I guess someone is on the line. Oh, please hang up, we just got the line
this minute.

< e * ES %k L
Yes, we'll hurry.

sk kS sk 3% K %k 3
Who?

b * sk sk *k

Yes, awfully hard lesson. She was angry because Walla and Ray made
a noise in the study hall.

i, e s iy e e
b3 Be ¥ e £ b3

Well, T guess yes! And she went around the room to look at them. I
forgot mine, of course.

Yes, yours was handy, but I took care to rub your name out. You don’t
care?

No, she didn’t notice. 1 rolled it up as soon as she passed by. She held
“Spud’s” up for inspection.

s s sk 5 o
3k L ® S sk

Of course not! She can't draw even a straight line.

% % *
How?
Oh, on the window of the dressing-room from Clara’s.
Yes, Central, we've had the line only a minute.
Oh, all right, we'll hurry.

Say, abstracts due Monday.

4 sk 3k

You didn't!

Well, don’t worry about it.

Never mind, I have mine from last year.

Don’t mention it. You’ll do the same for me sometime.

sk Kk K b3 Sk - S

All right, Central, we'll hang up. Isn’t she disagreeable! Well, I suppose
we'll have to say good-bye. See you tomorrow. Don’t forget to bring the
Munsey you promised me. I haven’t a thing to read. Don’t forget. Good-bye.
PAAS=T e
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Rin Hista finh

Tune—National air of Holland.

HHer strongest sons the valley sends,
Her daughters fair to see;
"Mid islands rich the river bends
To bring them all to thee.
I‘'rom hill-side homes they wend their ways,
I‘rom town and country nigh,
Then, one and all, they join in praise
Of Rio Vista High,
Of Rio Vista High.

To thee they bring hearts brave and true,
In answer to thy call;

They bring the will to dare and do,
With honor winning all.

Their praise, their love, their vigor new
Are more than wealth can buy;

Thy daughters fair, thy sons are true
To Rio Vista High,
To Rio Vista High.



Che Father

It was dusk by the deep, quiet river, not that warm, sweet all-enfolding
dusk that caresses and soothes, but a cold, dreary darkness. The man was
weary—weary physically and worse—weary with a terrible soul-tiredness. He
longed with mind and body to be at rest, eternally. Hopeless, friendless—what
was there to live for? True, there was the boy. Here pain clutched at the
father’s heart. But children soon forget.

With a fascination that amounted almost to horror, he looked at the black
waters, whereon even the stars were reflected but dimly, grotesquely. Would
it hurt, or would it just be a step forward, a cool embrace and then oblivion?
He crept close. No, not there. The darkness was too appalling. Just a little
further on, where that gleam of light fell from a tiny isolated cottage. Just
a little closer to humanity, for though he was sick at heart, though he had lost
faith in mankind, still there was a comhforting tangibility about men. He knew
them, but he knew not that into which he was stepping.

Yes. here it was less cold, less sinister. Suddenly a child’s laughter broke
the pall of silence. The man ‘started. He was about to leap—then slowly he
turned. Only one more glimpse of a child! Perhaps where he was going
there were no children. He stole closer to the cottage, looked in the window.
A sweet-faced woman sat crooning to a sleeping child and there was the child
whose laugh had called him. Golden-haired, rosy-cheeked, he romped with
his father. The man outside gazed at the child longingly. He had always
loved children. He loved them now. He smiled. The boy was so joyous—
so appealing. With that smile, the first in weeks, the tension broke. The man
sank to the ground, great tears welled up and rolled down his face.

Suddenly he rose, blindly stumbling forward, reached the roadway, and
calling

“Son, oh little son, I'm coming, coming to you,” he rounded the bend
where gleamed the lights of the city.

When Day Divs

A little cot at close of day,
A little light aglowing.
A little mother’s sweet, calm lay,

A little fire ablowing,

A little smile, so sweet and warm,
A little glance from loving eyes,
A little shelter from the storm,

God’s own great blessings, when day dies.




@ell 44

HIS way, please,” and the guard led the visitor to cell 44 and
let him 1in.

“How are ye, Pat, and how are ye goin’ ter he able ter stay
here?”

“I can’t tell yer, Mike,” replied the hollow-eved, yellow-faced
prisoner. “‘But will yer do me a favor?”

Before Mike could give consent the prisoner went on. “A
little dope and the needle, too. Get it here any way ye can and be quick about it.”
He had just finished when the guard called “Time,” and the visitor had

to leave the prison,

A few days later the guard was handed a bag of cream-puffs for Pat
Malone from Mike O’'Grady. These were inspected by four officials, including
the matron. FEach smiled and passed the greasy bag on until it came into
the hands of the matron. She weighed each puff thoughtfully in her hand.
One seemed heavier than the others and not so puffy. Opening it she dis-
covered a hypodermic needle and a small amount of morphine.

Mike O’Grady was never heard of again, and ere long Pat Malone was
borne to a prisoner’s grave. RIS o)

Schonl in the Year 2000

I see a school in the year 2000 far more modern and up-to-date than
that of the present day. At nine o'clock the bell rings; the pupils are trans-
ported from the yard to the marching line by little automobiles, probably
IFords. The pupils then step into the little boxes in their right position, as if
marching in, and the whole line of boxes moves slowly upwards, depositing
the pupils at the right school room.

The books are out and each pupil takes a little receiver, such as operators
use, with a band to fit over the head; one ear is equipped with the receiver,
and at the other end of the band there is a cotton cork that fits into the ear
to prevent the knowledge acquired from passing in one ear and out the other.
Then a wire that is attached to the receiver is fastened to a block of iron
which the pupil passes over the pages of his books, thus absorbing the facts
on the paper.

At noon the pupils are carried downstairs on their boxes, and they proceed
home in their Fords.

This, in 2000, will be the model school. A AR ey

Startin’ Somethin’
E-E-E-O-W! Crash! Bang! Pandemonium had broken locse.
Jimmy stood in astonished bewilderment, while the erstwhile quiet
old Maltese, with hair and tail erect, dashed around the room,
sailed over chairs, upset things right and left, and emitted nerve-
wracking shrieks. Jimmy's hands stole consolingly to the seat of
his trousers as he saw a great vase go toppling to destruction.
A AL 17,
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Mr. Mouse --- Betectine

“Oh, say, Charlie, this is great,” exclaimed I'red, looking up from a letter
he was hastily reading. “Julia Van Dorn has invited me to a masquerade
party at her home on Valentine's evening, and she'll give you a bid, too, if
I tell her I'm going to bring a friend with me. Let’s see, what girls can we ask?”

“That would be fine,” responded Charlie quickly, “but why ask her for a
bid for me? [ haven’t seen any of the Burford girls for three vears. I'm
not very large; why couldn’'t I go as your partner? I used to know them
so well they wouldn’t be angry.”

So it was settled that Fred should escort his friend Charlie to the masquerade.

The evening came, and Charlie, decked out in a very gorgeous lace
valentine of his sister’s designing, was I‘red’s partner. I'red was also dressed
to represent a lace valentine.

“Oh! how pretty,” cried out a dozen or more girls as Charlie gracefully
stepped into their midst, but no one was so fortunate as to get even a word
from the pretty valentine girl.

“Who is she?” was heard on every side of the house. “Fred Comstock
brought her.” ;

Shortly before the time for the guests to unmask, a number of the girls,
carrying with them the strange girl, to her rather ev1dent distaste, went into
a dressing-room to rearrange their hair.

Suddenly a girl jumped from her chair crying, “A mouse! I heard
squeak!”

Instantly all the girls jumped upon chairs or other available objects. All
but the lace-valentine girl. After a quick search of the room, she calmly lifted
from behind the dresser a mouse-trap in which a mouse was imprisoned,
opened a window, and threw it out. ;

“Well!” ejaculated Mazie Meyers. “Who are you, anyway?”
quick movement unmasked the would-be girl.

Astonishment was pictured on every face, and one girl laughingly exulted,
“We were fooled all right, but thanks to Mr. Mouse, we have a chance to
get even. Those boys have been following you up all evening. Put on that
mask, and come back. We'll have the laugh on them.” A. McD., '16.

)

and with a

Making Cald Water ook a Meal

A hundred years ago no one who gazed into a raging mountain torrent
ever dreamed that through it housewives of the twentieth century would
prepare a meal.

Today swift mountain streams are led to places where, through the agency
of falling water, machines are made to generate power called electricity. This
is led by means of heavy wires from the steep mountains down into the valleys
and plains to the transforming stations in the cities. At these places the
current is so transformed that from there it is taken through smaller wires
straight to the homes and into the kitchens.

Now the preparer of the meal has only to connect her electric stove to
the power wires by pressing a button, and then to put her dinner on the stove.
The heat units generated by the cold water in the mountains do the rest.

B. McC,,
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Turued Tahles

“The best-laid schemes o' mice an’ men
Gang aft agley.”

“Oh!” thought Margie, “I'll get even with Jack now for playing that trick
on me the other night, and causing father to scold me for staying late at the
dance. He never wants father to know what time he gets home and always
creeps up the back stairs to his room to avoid passing father’'s door.”

Jack, nineteen, and Margie, seventeen, were the only children of Mr. Brown,
a banker. Ifor fourteen vears he had been a widower and in his anxiety to
do his duty was rather strict with them.

On this evening he had told them to stay at home, for he had to be-at
his office until ten o’clock, and he wanted them to be in bed when he returned.
Margie still smarted under the lecture given her the morning before, and
felt revengeful toward her brother. He was always getting her in wrong,
and then never helped her! Jack had gone to a friend’s to spend the evening,
and Margie was left alone. She had fully made up her mind what she would
do, so she descended to the kitchen, filled the wash-basin with water, climbed
npon a chair and deposited the basin upon the partly open door leading to the
back stairs, so that when Jack came in the basin would fall on him, wetting him
and making a big noise.

She then went chuckling to her room, and began to read, when several
girls came rushing in and persuaded her to accompany them to a surprise party.

Meanwhile Jack had not found his friend at home, had returned and gone
to his room. When his father came home he saw Jack’s light and called to
ask if Margie was in bed. Jack answered that he supposed so. Mr. Brown
locked the front door and went to his room.

Margie had a wonderful time.” Never once did her disobedience trouble
her. At hali-past twelve she returned and quietly tried the door.

“Locked! Mercy, what shall I do? I wonder if Jack has returned?”

She sat down on the front steps, and the longer she sat, the more frightened
she became, until finally she decided to try the door of the rear porch. Stepping
softly, she hurried around the house.

“Locked also! Oh! how I wish I had stayed at home!” she sobbed, “but
I'll try this window anyway.”

She found it unlocked. Joyfully she raised it and stepped inside, not noticing
that she hadn’t taken care to raise it carefully.

“What can it be?” she asked herself, and, holding her breath, she listened
a moment.

“Possibly just a mouse.”

Suddenly the kitchen clock struck the hour of two. Nervously she opened
the stairway door and took a step, when there was a loud racket, and she was
drenched in water. At the same time a flash-light revealed her to the startled
but amused gaze of her brother, who had heard someone raise the window,
and thinking it a burglar, had brought his flash-light and pistol.

There were hurried steps in the room above, and before Margie could
collect her frightened wits, her father’s voice called:

“Who's there?”

“Only me, father,” replied Jack, “I got up to get a drink of water and
was bringing a cup back when | bumped into the door.”

“Well, get back to bed, and next time turn on the light,” his father
responded.

Jack hurried the frightened Margie up to her room. Not one question
did he ask her, but she came to him next day and told him of the trap that
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she had set for him, and then had been caught in. Good-naturedly, Jack saw
the humorous side of the adventure, so Margie thought brothers were some
good once in a while. :

But as they talked the matter over, they decided it was best to make a clean
breast of the affair to their father, and then, when planning their good times,
to trust to his sympathy and understanding. M. C.. '16.

Che Ouly Gentleman

One lovely evening, hastening on my way,

I caught a crowded trolley car while trying to reach the bay.
“Yes, crowded 'tis undoubtedly,” I thought on glancing 'round.
But all in vain my searching gaze, for not a seat was found.

Just then the trolley gave a jerk, and, swaying to and fro,

[ raised my hand to grasp the strap and swinging there, you know
What keen embarrassment 1 felt, and from crying was not far,
When 1T found myself the center of attraction in that car.

There were men-folks in the trolley of every age and hue,

And right across some nice young men, and college students, too.
Yes, surely they were students, for such their dress betrayed.

“And now,” methinks, "my rescue’s near; they'll never leave a maid
In such a plight. But can it be they do not care a snap?

Those cruel, heartless guys would leave a Jady on a strap!”

My indignation grew apace, and anger made me bold,

Yet must confess 'twas very hard my tears,—and strap to hold.
I proudly turned my head aside, but what attraction there
That held my fascinated gaze? Oh, such a picture fair!

A venerable gentleman held close cuddled in his lap

A darling cherub boy of five, a most engaging chap.

With angel grace he bounded forth, and said, in accents sweet,
His clear notes ringing through the car,

“Please, won't you take my seat?” ACAL 17
LV YD)
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Nuexperted Fonor

“Look here, Stanley, you must stop this larking in class,” said Anderson
Major, head prefect of Canbury Grammar School, to his small brother, who
had been sent home from India at the beginning of the school term.

The father of the two boys had been quartered in a coal station for some
years and Stanley had been able to remain with his parents longer than usual.
Mr. Anderson had given him elementary training, but his elder brother was
now reaping the benefits of his having been allowed to have his own way too
much, both by his parents and by the native servants.

He gloried in the number of rules he managed to break or evade, and
kept his brother in a constant state of worry and annoyance. So far, Anderson
Major had managed to save him from many deserved punishments, but only
that morning Mr. Davidson, the head master, had said to him with a meaning
smile,

“When are you going to let your duckling take to the water, Anderson?”

“He is so dreadfully nervous and excitable, sir,” apologized the prefect, “A
caning would half kill him, though he wouldn’t show it.”

The result of this advice was that Anderson was attempting for the
twentieth time to make some sort of impression on his brother, but he finished
his lecture as he had never finished one before.

“So you see, Stanley, it would be quite useless to come to me in the
future. I am not going to help you out of any more scrapes, and I advise you
not to get into them.”

“All right, Sahib,” laughed the boy, as he ran off to the third form class-room.

“The composition to be written is to be entitled, ‘An Adventure in a
Motor Car,”” said Mr. Brounger, the master of the third form, and the boys
in front of him settled down with one accord to their afternoon’s work. Even
Anderson Minor, who had plenty of brains, gave himself up with enthusiasm
to the task of describing a motor ride which he and his father had once taken
through an Indian jungle with the colonel of the regiment, an occasion on
which they had sent an astonished and startled tiger fleeing for its life. He
finished a quarter of an hour too soon and the spirit of mischief again took
possession of him.

He was drawing a caricature of Mr. Brounger. The class-room door opened
and a message came from the matron that Dr. Meredith wished to see Stanley.
He piled his papers together and jumped up hurriedly. He was a delicate boy
and the doctor often came to see him.

It was with a pale and anxious face that Stanley returned to the class-
room, wondering whether Mr. Brounger had noticed the picture among the
papers of his essay. So far fortune had seemed to be on his side.

“If Jack would only give me an opportunity of speaking to him,” he thought,
“T would ask him to help me out just this once.”

The papers had been collected, and he could only wait the coming of the
next day’s recitation with Mr. Brounger.

At last the dreaded hour arrived, and Mr. Brounger entered the class-room
with the usual sheaf of papers in his hand.

“A very fair set of essays, taking them altogether; some are good and
some are bad, and about Anderson’s paper I shall have a word to say at the end.”

The unlucky boy trembled and wished the ground would open and swallow
him. He did not hear a word that the master said as he criticised the other
papers and it was only the sound of his own name that recalled his scattered
senses. Then he braced himself, so. that no one should see how frightened he
was, and waited anxiously for Mr. Brounger to utter the expected rebuke and
pronounce sentence upon him.
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But strange to say, Mr. Brounger began with a smile, “Really, Anderson,
I was most interested in your paper. It is well written, and the adventure you
described was so exciting that I showed your essay to the editor of the school
magazine. He is going to keep it for the Year Book. He also was very eager
to use the sketches you had made, and wishes for more.”

A wave of relief swept over the boy, and a sudden resolve filled his heart
which bore immediate fruit.

By the time that Stanley had been a year at Canbury, he Lad settled down
into what his brother considered a very decent member of society. IHe and
his chum Meredith were as fond as pranks as ever, but they had also made their
way to the top of the class, and Anderson Major, who was working his hardest
for an Oxford Scholarship, felt that his brother could now get on without his
supervision. RS S,

The “Alire £”

It 1s a pleasant journey
Which we travel day by day,
Up and down the peaceful river
Where the billows dance and play;
And the boat in which we travel
Makes our voyage twice the joy,
White our good and jolly captain

Guards right well each girl and boy.
A. McC., 18,




