




































































Girls’ Athletics

GYM JABBER

Throughout the term the girls have had many interesting games includ-
ing Schlag ball, net ball, and basketball.

To create even greater interest than that aroused by the games them-
selves, the classes have all been divided into two teams, the Black and
Orange, named for the school colors. Scores were accumulated throughout
the year by a series of net ball games and points in posture tests. The total
scores numbered 72 and 64 with the Blacks victors though everyone played
hard to win each game.

DANCING

Pastel shaded frocks enwrapping lithe figures might have been seen any
sixth period during the semester. Students interested and adept in the art of
the creative dance have spent many pleasant hours together, and the student
body always looks forward to the day when they present their artistic offer-
ing in assembly.

Among the dances learned this semester are: “Old King Cole,” “Queen
of Hearts,” “Goosey Gander,” “Simple Simon,” “Raggety Ann,” and “May
Day Frolic.”
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AN ODYSSEUS ALPHABET

Athene, clear eyed, Odysseus’s loyal friend;

Bootes, his heavenly guidance did lend;

Circe, potent goddess, did work so very hard;

Dimodocus, Phaecia’s most honored bard ;

Eurycleia, the faithful nurse, always true and fine;

Friends all of Odysseus, hero of our rhyme.

Gorgon’s head, of some fell monster high;

Hades, the underworld that caused many to sigh.

Irus, the greedy beggar, in bulk was large to see;

Jason, the doughty warrior, from the dragons did not flee;

Kronus, father of Zeus, almighty to behold;

Laertes, high-born Odysseus’s sire, so royal bent and old;

Menelaus, light haired, and a strong man to behold;

Neriads, the nymphs who lived in a darksome cave;

Odysseus, godlike hero of Troy did not fall.

Penelope, the heedful wife, who tricked the suitors all;

Quick Hermes who saved Odysseus from being turned into a swine;

Rhadamanthus, carried by Phaeacians over seas of brine;

Sirens, rock dwellers, who charmed with music sweet;

Telemachus, Odysseus’s son, both princely and discreet;

Ulysses, you all must know, was Odysseus other name;

V-W-X-and Y no place in this can claim.

Z is for the gods own kind, him we needs must name

Zeus. He helped to-give the tale of Odysseus immortal fame.
‘ —DMary Orpha Milroy.
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“CALIFORNIA”

Under a canopy of blue,

Lies a glorious state,

The land of the golden gate,

Filled with nature’s brightest hue,

Atop the great Sierras stand,
The sun shines bright above,
Spreading sunshine in every cove,
They are a natural barrier to man.

The moon shines so bright,
On the harvest lands below,
The winds, their gentle breezes blow,
Over the land, our pride and delight.

Oh! California, the land of gold,
The pride of the golden west,
Thy bridal beauty, the rarest,
Make thee fairest land 1 know.

Edward FFakundiny.

GOLD OF THE GOLDEN WEST
Across the plains the pioneers came
As sure as hail, as steady as rain.
They settled here, they settled there
On grounds that first of food were bare.

The days were sad and very dreary,

The nights were cold which made them weary.
Animals howling and erowling at night

Made people migrate from site to site,

For days and nights on they struggled:

Lack of water had them troubled;

But once they tasted the treasure,

They worked on and on, toil mixed with pleasure.

Gold, and gold, and gold they found
Glittering in the depths of the ground;
They found it here in the glorious west,
And, I know that you have heard the rest.
—Mickey Apostolos.



CONCERNING DRUMSTICKS
I

It was a warm and cheery room with two happy-faced pumpkin jack-o-
lanterns grinning out of the window; a bright fire crackling on the hearth,
and the soft glow of the candles glimmering on the table.

‘The people in it were cheery and smiling too, as they sat down to a
heavily laden table that fairly groaned with its load of good things to eat.
The turk~y sat, proudly festooned with links of sausages in the gravy. The
crowning touch was two large golden pumpkin pies. After the soup had been
token away, and the father was ready to carve the turkey, the little boy at
the foot of the table raised saucer-like eyes and said, “Daddy, T want the
drumstick.”

I1

Many many years ago an Indian chieftain wanted the drumstick too.
Only his was the war-drum. At the council fire where the tribe listened to
the flowery speeches of orators he proclaimed in fiery tones that it was not
right to have peace with the palefaces, the grasping one who fought with
strange weapons and spoke a strange language. In the end, however, good-
will prevailed and the friendship was established.

The turkey also should stand as a bird of peace. Its legs, true drum-
sticks of a nation, beat loud and long calling together groups of friends and
relatives one day of.every year to count their many blessings. Its wings,
even as those of the dove of peace, flap over all, red man and white alike,*
children of the Great Manitou.

-- Lillian Chames.
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WILD FLOWERS OF THE PRAIRIE

Wild flowers of the prairie
They are as pretty as can be.

They are red, and yellow, and blue

With little tints that make them look like a rainbow.
At night they drop their weary heads and are gone.

Wild flowers of the prairie
They are there, but no one notices them.
The animals trod on them,
And they are beaten down,
Just to lie and die.
—Tom Hall, HS.




MOTHER

I sang my way through yesterday
All was well—life was gay;
Everything was full of melody
While I shared her company.

Very happy was I 'till 1 looked at her.

I could not see; there was just a blur—
Those pale blue eyes, that face so sweet,
They’ve gone now to cternal sleep.

I don’t know where she’s gone or how far,
But she has left us and crossed the bar.
Unto a sweet quiet rest she’s laid

And left me memories Time cannot fad .

—A. D.
A TRUE FRIEND

Thanks to him who gave,

To me, a friend so brave,

Who stays and braves the blast,
Till my darkest hours are past.

A friend who is so true,

That will stick right by you,
Through your manv cares and woes,
And help you fight down the foes.

When your faith is very low,
And hope and courage is gone,
You’ll fine the best friend,
Is one who stays to the end.
—Edward Fakundiny.

MEMORIES OF A SUNSET

1 like to watch the clouds by day 3
And the stars as they brighten at night

But something within me always sways

To a sunset of golden, lovely light;

To watch it darken by degrees;

To see it shine like fire through trees

If we could only hear its song

We would find the harmony for which we long.

Hush! 1 can almost hear it now

L.ike sounds of a distant organ’s playing
Like a dream, so perfect, real, but lo!
I waken soon, world calls obeying.

I find the colors growing darker
Colors! Sounds! To be a marker
In my memory of dreams.

-

—June V. Peters.



MY TRIP TO AFRICA

“Listen to all the animals yell,” bears, snakes, lions, clephants, and all
the other animals of the kingdom of Africa. I, in the jungles of Africa. No,
I am not alone, I wouldn’t be here if I were.

I am over here for the purpose of trapping gorillas which is a dangerous
job.

First we dig a large pit, ten feet wide and ten feet long. Then we spread
branches across the pit so it won’t be noticed. We then go to a gorilla’s
home and tease him, and he chases us. We run right past the pit, but the
gorilla falls into it.

One day we went through this process of capturing a gorilla. We had
everything ready and we started out to find a gorilla. Greatly to our surprise
we found a monstrous one. We didn’t have time to tease it; it charged any-
way. Of course we ran toward the pit. When we got to the pit, we ran past it
hoping that the gorilla would fall into it, but he was wise. He ran around it.
Everybody was frightened except me. I was calm, but of course I went up a
tree and everybody followed suit. One man who couldn’t reach a tree in time
was attacked by the gorilla.

I was the nearest to him, and when the gorilla was about to hug him to
death, I slung my rope, and it went around the gorilla’s head. I pulled, and
the gorilla let loose of the man. I was the hero of the day, and besides that I
have captured the largest gorilla in captivity.

—Trevor Howell.

THE EIGHTH ONE

“Once, when 1 was jest a little kid, there was a butcher thet had his meat
market in the busiest place in town. He sort of had it in fer us kids, and we
didn’t think much of him either.

One day when me and the gang went fishin’, we found an old cat thet
must a been dead four or five days.

Then I had an idee. I took thet old cat home an’ hid it in the barn all
stinkin’ and smellin’ as he was.

He was still there the next afternoon when I wanted 'im. I took 'im down
in front of the meat market an’ waited around til’ there was a lot of people
inside. Then T slung 'im over my shoulder, an’ whistlin’ real loud so as to
attract attention, I walked right up an’ threw 'im right down on the counter,
an’ said real loud an’ plain so everybody’d hear an’ think I'd brought ’im
seven others to use in his wienies before this.

“There, thet’s eight,” sez I.

Then, T turned around an’ run as fast as I could to the river,

Thet night, the old butcher came to see my father, an’ made him pay for
the meat he had lost. Pa did. Afterwards I got quite a talkin’ to, but I noticed
Dad who knew the butcher’s ways, had a twinkle in his eye all the time he
was a scoldin® me.

—Ellen Simmonds.

A DEER

A deer is like an arrow shot
Right from an archer’s bow ;
So swift, so keen,
It speeds along so gallantly.
—Ralph Bateman.




WHY LEAVES ARE COLORED IN AUTUMN

(An original myth)

Juno, wife of Zeus, had a tremendous job keeping her husband from
falling in love with various mortal women. Juno, however, was not exempt
from loving mortals. She found a famous young artist most desirable. Zeus
this time showed his jealousy and prepared to be rid of this mere mortal.
He asked Minerva, goddess of Greek arts, to help him. Incidentally she chal-
lenged Automas, the young painter, to a contest which would prove who
was the better artist. If Automas lost, he would most assuredly be killed.
The judges were to be—Pan, god of the outdoors, Venus, goddess of beauty,
and Zeus, god of all.

The day arrived, and a huge banquet was held. Of course, the expected
happened. Minerva won. Nevertheless, Pan was not satisfied; so, to show
his admiration for the young boy painter, there before the eyes of all the gods
and goddesses, whisked him away to the forest. In the meantime Zeus had
been carefully watching and finally made his way to where Automas sat. Pan
had already made the artist invisible to the eyes of man, as well as an
immortal. Thus—all Zeus could do was to put a curse on him. In fact three
curses were laid on Automas. The first curse was that whenever he started
to paint he would also begin to cry. The second was that he would be abso-
lutely abolished from the world for the first eight months of each year. The
third was that during his four months of freedom he would have to paint.
It would be impossible for Automas to paint a really gorgeous picture, for
his tears would smear it. Automas, not wishing to waste paper on worthless
drawings, started painting during his four months on the various leaves of
trees which his tears could not harm, and he has continued to do so. Thus—
we have Autumn in memory of Automas the great painter.

—Betty Dewsnup.

THE NERVE KILLER

IFunny how a man can face
The fiercest lion or bear,

Yet let his knees shake with fear
When he sees a dentist’s chair!

Queer how man can fly so high
And face death dealing guns,

Yet when he sees a dentist’s chair,
He turns around and runs.

He seems to lose the very nerve
Of which he seems so full,

And runs and hides or shakes with fear
When he has a tooth to pull.

—Ellen Simmonds.



OUR DRAMA CLASS

Drama! Oh it is simply great,
This drama class of ours.

To be in it, oh “what a break!”
We thank our lucky stars.

The work we do, it seems like play.
It, work you would not call.

And, since we learn more every day,
We love it, one and all,

It teaches us so many things

We did not know before.

We realize now, what drama brings,
And what it holds in store,

So, when you hear of all our fun
As the days, they quickly pass,
You’ll think of things you might have done,
Had you joined the drama elass.

—Shirley Russell,

TODAY AND YESTERDAY

I wonder what the pioneers would say,
1f they could just come back today.

I wonder if they would know

Just what to do or where to go.

I'd like to know just what they’d think
Of motor cars, of sky blue pink,

Of airplanes that fly so high

Iike huge graceful birds across the sky,
Of telephones they lived without,

Of radios that screech and shout.

I wonder if they’d really say

“I wish I might have lived in such a day,”
Or would thev thank their lucky stars
And wonder if this was earth or Mars.

—Phyllis Crawford.



RAINBOW NYMPHS
(An original myth)

Some nymphs were dancing in the woods one bright moonlight night in
‘their beautiful colored garments, trying to please the moon goddess “Diana.”

The god of wind and weather became angry with them and swept them
to the sky. Diana ran to their rescue and pulled on one end of the chain of
maidens with Zeus on the other. Diana was frightened of Zeus and called her
brother Apollo to her rescue. Apollo called Neptune the god of waters and
seas. Zeus being very powerful and strong blew the water to a fine seabreeze
which fell to the earth as rain. Apollo shone on the rain and reflected the
beautiful colorful garments. Zeus gave one great mighty blow and blew
Apollo’s chariot from beneath him. It fell at the end of the chain of maidens
which is today a pot of gold. On a rainy day when the sun peeps through,
you can see the rainbow nymphs still dancing in the heavens.

If you follow the rainbow to the end, you will find the pot of gold Diana

left. —Sarah Ross.

THE WRECK OF THE DON QUEBECK

The storm lashed through the rigging!
Waves thundered o’er the deck!

She was a good ship in her prime,
But now a dreary wreck.

The captain stood upon the bridge,
And while she plunged and tossed,
Despair was on his hardset face
He knew his ship was lost.

They wildly run before the winds;
The crew they toiled away

To no avail; the God of the Gale
Had taken his toll that day.

The lightning struck the mainmast down;
It crashed upon the deck.

A wall of green then hid the scene,
Of the good ship, Don Quebeck.

—Fred Fried.

NIGHT

All the children go to bed.
And the world is black as tar
When God tucks in earth’s coverlet,
And pins it with a star.

—Ellen Simmonds.



Lines to Entertain

AMONG OUR GRADUATES

We have:
A Dean (Aleta) but not a Minister,
A Dong (James) but not a Ding.
A Hack (William) but not a Cart.
A Hall (Wallace) but not a Room.
A Hill (Margaret) but not a Dale,
A Hunter (Lauren) but not a Fisher,
A Knight (GeNelle) but not a Day.
A Lamm (Pebble) but not a sheep.
A Little (Donald) but not a Big.
A Meadows (David) but not a Fields,
Three Millers (Amelia, Clyde, and Gertrude) but not a moth.
Mohr and Moore (Harold and Virginia) but not Less and Less.
A Mountain (Harold) but not a Valley. .
A Poole (Marian) but not a Puddle.
A Sweet (Wilma) but not a Sour.
A Taylor (Warren) but not a Seamstress.
A Temple (Frances) but not a Brow.
A Walker (Anita) but not a Runner.
A Weaver (Dolores) but not a Spinner,

LIZZIE!

“What cha doin’?”

“Amacker (George) go,” replied Patrick (George). She Doan (Beryl)
need a think Ilo Benn standin’ aroun’ lettin’ ’er get the best o’ me.”

“Berry (Glenn) good, Berry good, but Boyd (Marie) ya got a job on
yer hans as I can see,” says Nathan (Thelma).

“Wall, stead o’ standin’ thar, help me get ’er to the Houser (Lane) I'll
Dole (Rose) youse one.”

“Aw! Leave ’er in the Brooks (Marcelle). Why Hall (Wallace) that
Hack (William) up a Hill (Margaret)?”

“Little (Donald) you knows about a good Car-son (Marcelle), an’ I'm
not a Walker (Anita). Not on yer Sweet (Wilma) life.”

“Watters (Charles) good to 'bring ’er to’ sometimes,” suggested Nathan.

“Well, Lamm (Pebble) the Kettles (Raymond) in the Poole (Marian)
an’ Hullin (Albert) a Little (Donald). Watson (John) your mind? Russell
(Ruth) along thar.”

“Here, I've gone Andrews (Jimmie) it up fer ya.”

“Now get the Jacks-on (Ralph) and t'Ryan (Kirby) Strutz (Theodore)
yourself over here and Turner (Bob) over.”

“Let’s wait ’till Knight (Ge Nelle).

“No,” says Patrick. “Right now. I’ll Holtz (Stanley) on here, and you
shove ’er ’fore she Settles (Marjorie) down agin.”

“Shaw !” (Charles)

“Bet we’ll get ’er a Crosby (Nelson) sundown, or I'll Hunter (lauren)
a new owner.”

“Better Cro-well (Dorothy) now, cause she might die agin.”

“Ah, thar she goes, but ya can’t see her Collor (Martin) fer mud.”

“Wal! ye jest can’t beat a Ford even ef ya do feel like Lamm (Pebble)
‘in the tools at 'er sometimes.”
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