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The Biggest Thing

Columbus Ever Did

Was To Set Sail!

The reason so many men never arrive

is that they never start. They lie be-

calmed in the Bay-of-Bide-A-Wee and
die dreaming in the Land-Of-Going-

To-Do.

You can't get anything in this world

without going after it. And that applies

to both diplomas and careers. If you
want the mark, make a start. If you
want the help of fine clothes, consider

Hickey Freeman's Quality Clothes.

Felder- Briggs Co.
"Pay Cash—Cash Pays"

Winstan-Salem Greensboro Danville
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"Of all those arts in which the wise excelj

Nature's chief masterpiece is writing well.'*

r
On Christmas Day, long, long ago,

A won'drous gift was given.

The Angels sang good-will to men
On earth from clouds of heaven

;

While wise men from the Orient,

Bowed low on bended knee

Before the hope of ages past

—

The light of men to be.

3

Silent the town of Bethlehem
In peace lay all about;

And in the East with radiant glow
The Christmas Star shone out

Upon the humble manger-bed

Wherein the Baby lay;

And thus the darkness gave away
To the dawn of Christmas Day.

Nettie Allen Thomas, '20.
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HE white chicken is the symbol of good luck in the family

of John Dillingham. The four-leaf clover may be lucky

for some, but
—

"

Cock-a-diddle-do ! A large white rooster, daintily pick-

ing his way over the rubbish heaps of "Tin Can Alley," poked his

inquisitive head in the open door of a small two-room house. Bend-
ing over the stove was a woman, worn and grey.

"Breakfast will be ready in a few minutes. There is only por-

ridge this morning, but tomorrow, perhaps, there will be milk."

These remarks were addressed to a child lying on the bed. She
may have been eight, though she looked scarcely more than six years

old. Her eyes were large and dark, the largeness more emphasized

by the thinness of the pale little face, framed in a mass of dark

curls.

"Oh, Auntie," cried the child, "if only I could walk, I could

help you so much!
"Now, you must go. Auntie; you will be late. See I have

the rooster to stay with me. Look at his beautiful white feathers.

Mamie, do you suppose angels' wings are like this? And will I

have some like them when I am an angel?"

The woman turned away, too full to speak. She knew only

too well that the little form on the bed would soon be at rest.

Chaos reigned in the big mansion on the hill. The mistress was
ill, and the master was stern and silent. Something had happened

—

a white rooster had disappeared!

Four years ago a merry laugh had rung through the nursery,

where the little mistress had put her dollie to sleep in the cradle

till she returned from her walk. The doll still slept in the cradle,

but the long nursery windows were darkened, and only occasionally

a woman entered with a tall silent man, and together they knelt

before the little cradle.

Four years ago Margaret Dillingham had disappeared—and

though the detectives had searched the country for the curly, black-
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headed little heiress, no clue had ever been found as to her myste-

rious disappearance, and only her pet, a big white rooster, remained.

The little girl's last words to her mother on that memorable after-

noon had been, "Mamma, keep my rooster till I come back," and
the broken-hearted mother had kept the white chicken, fondly hoping

that some day her darling would return to the pet again. But now
the rooster had disappeared.

In the shack on "Tin Can Alley" he had found a home and
each morning his cheery "cock-a-diddle-do" awakened the little

cripple.

Christmas was approaching. For days the woman fought hard

against her conscience. By chance she had found, one day in the

laundry where she worked, an old newspaper with this advertise-

ment in it:

"LOST—A large white rooster. Reward $50.

John B. Dillingham,
1427 Cleveland Ave."

Her hand trembled as she read the paper. Could it be? No,
it could not possibly be their white pet.

"Baby," she said that night, "how would you like a soft, fuzzy,

white kitten instead of the chicken?"

The child cried out

—

"Oh, no! Auntie. No! I want my rooster!"

In some inexplainable way the child associated the white rooster

with the days of her babyhood—the dimly remembered days before

she came to "Tin Can Alley."

But the money would mean so much! the woman went over

and over in her tired mind—a doctor, treatment for the little limbs

and maybe
With tearful eyes she turned from the sleeping child, and with

the rooster under her threadbare coat, she went out into the darkness

of the night. It was bitterly cold, as the woman tramped the many
blocks between "Tin Can Alley" and the big house. Again and

again she started to turn back, but each time she shook herself reso-

lutely, and went on. Finally, she reached the home of John Dill-

ingham. With the rooster under her arm, she again summoned
courage and rang the bell. A servant led her through a large hall

into a sitting-room. She had shown many into the sitting-room dur-

ing those days carrying white chickens, but all had gone out, bearing

their burdens with them.

"Have you brought a chicken, too?" a weak voice asked.

Without a word the woman disclosed the white rooster. The
woman gave a glad cry, then sank back heavily on the couch.
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''That is the one, my good woman. I am glad it has been re-

turned, but—if only my darling." Again Mrs. Dillingham was over-

come. As if bound by some mutual bond, the poor woman placed

her rough and worn hand on the slender shoulders and told her of

the little girl who had come to her so unexpectedly four long years

before; how, while hurrying home from her hard day's work, she

had heard the frightened cries of a child from a deserted house and

how she had taken the child home with her. She had intended to

turn it over to the officers, but the clinging appeal of the little one,

who could remember nothing, had touched the good woman's heart,

so that she had mothered the little cripple with tenderest care. Mrs.
Dillingham grew pale as the woman continued: ''She was only

about four years old, or I judged her to be such. She was a pretty

little thing—always talking about what she would do when her legs

got well, but as the days went by the little lady grew only weaker,

and now"— large tears formed in the kind old eyes
—

"she cannot

live much longer unless the proper medical attention is secured. The
doctor says she could be cured—but I have no money. I don't know
what I shall do when she is gone."

"And," inquired Mrs. Dillingham, "was there no way by which
she could be identified? Have you ever tried to find out who
she is?"

"Yes, there was a locket; I always carry it with me. Would
you like to see it?"

"Yes, yes," nervously responded Mrs. Dillingham, and the poor

woman drew from her dress a tiny locket. "There is a picture of

her in it."

Mrs. Dillingham stretched forth her hand, and gazed for an

instant into the smiling face of a little child.

"Margaret! Margaret! Oh! my baby!"

And through the chilling air the bells of Christmas rang out

clear and cold. Nettie Allen Thomas, '20.
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"Why the dumps, Bill?" I asked for the third time.

"XothinV' answered Bill, shortly.

He and I were twins and he ahvays told me everything. 1

knew something was troubling Bill.

"William Wilson, you know something and won't tell me,"
I cried.

"Well, if you must know," he said, shortly, "come up to my
room and be quiet about it, too."

I tiptoed up after him.

"Promise you'll never tell," he ordered.

"On my heart," I swore.

"As I was coming home," began Bill, "I heard Joe Blodget and
Tom Gibbons talking about that queer little old man who used to

live all by himself in that old store next to Joe's; Joe said he knew
he was a miser and he bet he hid his money in the cellar, and he and
Sam are planning to go some night and hunt for this treasure.

"Oh! how exciting," I cried, but Bill went on:

"Tonight w^hen it gets dark, I am going down there and find

that money, 'fore Joe and Sam get it. I'll give you half of it."

"Oh, Bill," I cried, disappointed, "can't I go with you?"
"Hush, Lil! You'll ruin everv'thing. Girls don't hunt treasure.

They are afraid.

"I'm not one bit more 'fraid than you are. Bill Wilson, and
if you don't let me go, I'll never speak to you again."

"Well, if you get the wits scared out of you, you needn't blame
me," he warned.

"I won't," I promised, happy at the thought of getting to go.

So after supper Bill disappeared and I w^ent out on the front

porch, as usual, with mother and father. I sat there for fifteen min-

utes declaring to myself that Bill had gone and left me. Suddenly

his head popped around the corner of the house and he motioned

for me to come on.

When I reached the back yard I found him waiting with a

pick, shovel, and lantern. I took the lantern and we went out the

back gate and down the alley until we reached the little brick store.

Bill tried the back door and it was locked. The front door was
also locked, so he climbed up to a window and after many hard

pushes succeeded in getting it up.

He crawled in and I was right after him. He lighted the

lantern and looked around for a way to get to the cellar. At the

back of the store was a little door.

Bill pushed the door open and we saw a flight of narrow stairs
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before us. The odor of earth was very strong. Bill led the way
holding the lantern high above his head. I shivered and followed.

When I reached the bottom step, I looked around to see what was
in the cellar. I saw two or three old barrels and boxes.

"Where must I begin?" asked Bill as he handed me the lan-

tern.

"Suppose you begin in a corner," I suggested.

He picked up the pick and began digging. After ten minutes

of good hard work, Bill said he would try another place. He tried

three more places and finally began on the middle.

All at once he struck something. He started to shout for joy

when we heard something strike the floor upstairs and then again.

I started to scream, but Bill jumped toward me in time to clap his

hand over my mouth.

We heard heavy tramping upstairs, and I knew, whatever it

was, it was coming toward the cellar.

"Give me the lantern quick," whispered Bill, hoarsely, "and
don't utter a sound whatever happens."

He drew me towards the stairs and as we crouched down under
them. Bill blew out the lantern. A light flashed down the stairs.

"This is spooky," said one voice, which we recognized as Joe's.

"Gee, it looks as if some one had been digging here recently,'*

answered Sam.
"Look! What is that?" Joe asked, pointing to the hole in

which Bill was last digging.

I was ready to cry. I thought Bill had found the money and
now they would get it. Sam was busy digging. Suddenly his pick

struck something that flew into a thousand showers.

"Whiskey," whispered Bill, sniflSng the heavy air.

"They are welcome to all they can find," answered I, glad to

be in the fresh air again.

Lois Culler, '21.
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Miss Hazel vot Stetter, in wr:::r.L- r e: -e::rr

To ClauSj that dear saint of old,

Does ask for some things (and a shock her n::e : rings)

That seem both unusual and bold.

The words that she utters give father rhe furters

And cause dear old mother to sigh

—

Just read her epistle—^you surely will whistle

When you see all the things Pa must buy.

"Dear Speed," so she writes, and it gives you the fri^ts,

"I want first of all Woman's Vote.

A chair in the Senate (this doesn't begin it)

And a "say so" in every new note.

I want for my pleasure good looks '.v::h:u: .T^earire,

A real Vampish style when I choose.

Just bring me an airship to tail-spin anc y.it--'.:-p

And a hair-net that simply won't lose.

It would be such a trick if Fd turn Bokhevik

—

(You know, that is quite the new thing). . . .

There's lot Fve forgotten, but this pen is rotten

(You might bring another or two) :

But fetch what I ask if it's not such a task.

And I'll try to make the bit do."

She signs her note '"Haze—the girl that's the craze"

—

Not one word of thanks does she write.

"Modem," they call her. May no harm befall her!

But I think a Quaker's all right.

Tom Cushixg.
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(After Maupassant)

HE great doors swung back; hundreds of girls poured forth,

for it was closing time at the factory. The crowd grew
thinner, a few to board a nearby street car, others to drag

their weary way a-foot, their homely black dresses hanging

limply from their stooped shoulders as if wilted by the intense heat

of the day.

When Sadie McKay, the last straggler, came through the gates,

a handsome car drew up beside the curb ; Mrs. Cyrus Owen, wife

of the president of the factory, stepped out and the car drove on.

Sadie stared in open wonder at the lady so richly dressed, then as

if realizing that by staring she was being rude, she passed on.

Near the street she again stopped, for there on the ground lay a

half-eaten sandwich, dropped, no doubt, from some passer-by's lunch-

box. Thinking only of the sharp pangs of hunger, Sadie stooped,

snatched up the precious morsel and slipped it into her pocket to be

eaten after rounding the next corner.

In the morning, upon entering the workroom, the girls w^ere

confronted with a large notice hanging on the wall, to the effect

that:

Mrs. Cyrus Owen lost yesterday, a platinum brooch,

oval shaped, set with pearls, somewhere on the grounds.

Finder return to office and receive reward.

The work commenced and was fairly under way when the fore-

man came to the door and gave the signal for the machinery to be

stopped. He said, "If Sadie McKay is present, she will kindly step

to the office."

Immediately there arose a babble of voices.

Amid the confusion, Sadie left her work, wondering at the

meaning of the summons, and followed the man to the office.

Mr. Owen, seated at his desk, turned at the sound of the door
being closed and in his most severe manner said, ''Miss McKay,
were you not the last one to leave the building yesterday?"

Astonished at this unexpected question, Sadie mumbled an indis-

tinct, "Yes, sir."

"Near the street you were seen to stoop," continued he, "pick

up an object and conceal it somewhere about your person. Can
you tell me truthfully just what that object was?"

Confused, Sadie dropped her eyes to the floor. Too proud to

say that through hunger she had picked a dirty crust from the gutter,

she remained silent.
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Mr. Owen again spoke, "You are aware that my wife lost a

brooch yesterday. Could it possibly have been this jewel you found?"
She was still more amazed at being accused of finding some-

thing and not returning it to its rightful owner. Indignant answers

arose within her mind, yet she gave utterance to none.

Not having any reply, the president became quite angry and
informed Sadie that unless she returned the pin, which, by her

silence, he assumed she had taken, she could get her wages for the

week and leave his employment.

Again her proud spirit arose; scorning the money, Sadie left

the factory to hunt for work elsewhere.

Though from place to place she wandered, no work was to be

found. She was forced to move her already too cheap lodgings to

still cheaper ones.

Weeks later, Mrs. Owen, about to don the same dress she had
worn the day he brooch was lost, found among the meshes of a

beaded tassel the fateful pin.

A search was made for the accused girl. When at last she

was found in a low attic-room, ill-ventilated and dusty with cobwebs,

it was too late to atone for the wrong done.

Ill from hunger and fatigue, the life of Sadie McKay was
slowly ebbing by. Doris Chipman, '21.

®0 3l0lfn00n

Supreme ''Dictator" of the English tongue.

Historian of the poets of British name,

May thy just praises be forever sung,

And may our sonnets echo to thy fame.

Among the petty writers of thy day

Not one could from thy fame subtract a whit

;

And Boswell has enlarged it on the way,

Though without humor, eloquence or wit.

Oh, Johnson, hadst thou lived midst brighter scenes

Thy glory would have reached a greater height
;

But thou didst struggle with too slender means,

And labored day by day with all thy might.

And yet, though all thy works be cast aside,

Thy memory will still with us abide.

John Fries Blair, '20.
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m S the door-bell rang, Mary's six-year-old brother, Bob, ran

to answer it.

"Hello, Mr, Smith! Come right in. Mother has gone

to see a sick lady, and Mary's over at Julia Brown's.

"So, you are keeping house, are you, my little man?"

"No, I'm just here to entertain you till sister comes home.

Sister told mamma that you were awful boring. Do you know
what boring means?"

"Well, really—" began Mr. Smith.

"Say, I bet you can't guess what sister has gone to Julia's for."

"To see about the dance she is giving tonight?"

"No, indeed ; sister said you asked her for a curl, and she'd

promised to give you one. I said it was all foolishness, but she only

smiled, and said I was too young to understand."

"She was quite right. Children can't understand such things,"

Mr. Smith intended his words to freeze Bob into silence. But
Bobby was not to be frozen.

"An5rway," he continued, "she has gone to borrow a curl from
Julia, because she sa^^s her curls are made of nicer hair than Julia's,

and she wants to keep them."

"Borrow a curl? Why, what can the child be talking about?"
Mr. Smith unconsciously spoke aloud.

"About Mary's curls." Bob never called his sister Mary unless

very impatient. "I heard her tell mamma she wished you poor nuts

would stop asking for them, because they are so expensive. Why,
she pays fifty cents for each

—

"

"Say, kid, what are you talking about? Buys them, does she?

Wishes we wouldn't ask for them? Too expensive?" Mr. Smith's

voice was both indignant and pained.

About this time Mary came in. She wore three curls behind

her ear, instead of the usual two.

"Oh, Mr. Smith," her voice sounded very sweet, "I hope I

haven't kept you waiting long. I just had to see Julia on a matter

of great importance. I hope Bobby didn't bore you."

"No, indeed," the answer came quickly and emphatically. "He
was very amusing, really."

And Mary still wonders why he didn't claim the promised curl.

Inez Lancaster, '21.
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Att Hxrtttng iHnmFttt

HE sun strikes my eyes and I am blinded by it. Sun-blind,

ten thousand feet up, and over enemy territory! \\Tiich

way will I turn? Behind, there is the anti-aircraft fires,

and, more important, my orders read "To return only

when result is accomplished." So it must be straight on into the

morning sun.

What is that "rat-tatting'' behind me? A miachine gun I I

turn swiftly, and there behind me is one of the dreaded German
"Scarlet Birds." He is diving rapidly for the final shot, and I

climb to meet the attack. Oh, you are swift, my beaut}-, but my
plane is still more swift I

His last burst is fired as he rushes beneath me at a hundred and

fiifty miles an hour, wires screaming their protest at the strain they

must undergo. Now who is at the disadvantage? I turn and dive,

saving my shot till the last possible moment. A slight pressure on

the trigger, a violent shudder throughout the stricken plane, and

then the last, lazy, helpless, twisting and turning, as it falls flamdng

to the ground.

Only a few seconds have elapsed since I first heard the wicked

"tacka-tacka" of his gun. and was filled with horror by it. And
novv- he is lying, burned and crushed, on his own homeland which

he fought so gallantly to defend.

I wipe the cold beads of perspiration from my brow and turn

my faithful little Spad homeward, with a last prayer for the poor,

noble German—yes, a noble German. He was Richofen.

Tom CusHixG, '20.

DEPARTMENT OF LANGUAGE

Forest Fulton upon beginning the study of \^irgil was disap-

pointed to find that the lines didn't rhyme.

Mr. yic: What English word do we get from this: magnan-
imum ?

Class: Magnanimous.

Mr. Mc: What does magnanimous mean?
Fred R. : Let's see

;
magnus means big, and animus means

somiCthing about the mind. Oh I miagnanimous mieans swell-headed.
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According to size petite Kathryn Burchette should lead her class

in French; but we understand that Mary Beck is running her a

close second.

John Fries Blair missed his Latin lesson Nov. 27. Accidents

will happen.

Fred Comer is progressing in Spanish. He has learned how to

ask permission to hit Wilson Blum on his cabezo with a bricko.

George Poe's recitations have shown a marked improvement
since the Latin class started Cicero.

When Robert Byerly expressed the wish that Marcus TuUius
Cicero had never lived the rest of the class agreed with him so

heartily that Mr. White poked his head in the door and inquired

the nature of the disturbance.

Mr. McNew seems to be very fond of saying, "Pass Out," to

Walter Fry. Walter, however, doesn't mind if Mr. McNew will

only say, "Pass On," after the examinations.

Everyone was stunned last week when it was unofficially reported

that Kinney Williams had been caught studying Spanish. The situ-

ation was relieved, however, when it was discovered that he had
merely been reading Sherlock Holmes, which resembles his Spanish

Grammar.

"Aw, get out!" exclaimed Frank Penry, inadvertently, the other

day as Mr. McNew explained a particularly doubtful Latin con-

struction. Mr. McNew immediately demanded to know who said

that. Frank admitted that it was he, but added in his own defense

that he wasn't speaking to Mr. McNew. He neglected to state, how-
ever, whom he was addressing.

The Tenth Boys' Latin Class seems to be "riding" through

Cicero, so to speak. It might be pertinent to inquire their means
of conveyance.

DEPARTMENT OF MATHEMATICS
Through geometrical processes, William Pfohl has patented an

instrument which he calls his spit-ball shooter ; this he is kind enough
not to use when a teacher is in the room.
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Lindsay Sapp was evidently thinking of his English the other

day when he said in Geometry "Number 2. Draw" your diagram."

Mary : Then the L F A C—L L B R.

Esther : No ; that's not right ! It's L C A F—to L R B L.

HISTORY

The Seniors would like to know what Rudolph Matthews
was talking about the other morning in Eleventh History when
he spoke of "radical depraditions."

IMiss ]VIiller: WTiat is the average rainfall in America?"
Kathleex H.: Thirt}- degrees Fahrenheit.

ENGLISH DEPARTMENT

Tenth Class C has been doing oral composition work lately and
several good story-tellers have been brought to light. Fred Comer's
narration of "Black Bill" (O. HenrjO and Elizabeth Wilson's

"Sphinx Apple" were especially enjoyed by the class.

Miss Mary (teaching L'Allegro) : What obsolete word do

you see here?

Marcus Wilkinson: Nut brown ale.

Members of the Tenth Boys can often be heard quoting the

great poetry to be found in the "Golden Treasur}^"

Ernest Dalton is pacticular}^ fond of repeating: "Hey nonny-

nonny."

Israel Shapiro believes that the phrase, "A government of the

people, bv the people, for the people," occurred in Lincoln's Bunker
Hill Address.

According to Frank Penry, James Russell Lowell is harder to

understand than Cicero.

The other day in the English Class, Israel Shapiro answ^ered

Miss Mary unhesitatingly when she called, first: "Moses," and

then "Aaron." Wonder w^hat his middle name is?
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Claude Ashburn has such a clear voice that clusters of passersby

gather on the sidewalks outside whenever he recites, much to Miss

Mary's annoyance.

Miss Mary: "Mirth, with thee I mean to live." What's
that a quotation from?

Tom C. : Thanatopsis.

MANUAL TRAINING

Judging from the sounds which come from the Manual Train-

ing Department, the Tenth Spanish grade imagines that they are con-

structing an elephant's cradle or some equally monstrous contrivance.

BUSINESS DEPARTMENT
Ruth Lawrence and Margaret Davis have achieved the seem-

ingly unachievable and received the Final Certificate for Palmer
writing.

Elizabeth J. Wilson and John Daye head the rival teams in

Shorthand.

We were very sorry to lose Robert Hatcher from the Book-
keeping Department. His work has been excellent this year. He
is now working with Felder-Briggs Company of this city.

In typewriting the other day Harold L. was heard to say : "The
man who invented the typewriter was certainly Under-wood."

The Editors of the Black and Gold wish to thank the Elev-

enth Commercial English Class for their help in getting the manu-
scripts of this issue ready for the publishers. In the rush of their

regular work for the day, they found time to typewrite many of our

articles.

SCIENCE

Our heavy-weight Fry is still figuring whether he will weigh
more at the North Pole than he does in Winston-Salem. He states

that if he weighs more at the Pole he will immediately apply for

centre on the Alaskan Football team.
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Mr. G. (after explaining Darwin's theory) : "The more we
study science, the more we believe in the Bible."

(A few dissenting voices) : "There are some things in the Bible,

however, to which we cannot reconcile our reasoning, as, for instance,

'Jonah swallowing the whale.'
"

Mr. Haltiwonger (in Eighth Grade science) : "Now, Leo,

give me the reason, whether you know it or not."

Mr. Graybeal (in Girls' Chemistry Class) : "Tell me. Pearl,

why a red cow eats green grass and gives white milk and yellow

butter."

Pearl Elam: "For the same reason that a blackberry is red

when it is green and black when it is ripe."

J. Vance and F. Spaugh, problem solvers in physics, announce

their intention to act as assistants in the Science Department of he

new High School.

Mr. G. : "Now, class, I want you to get this point, that the

molecules of your bodies are constantly changing and the molecules

of some animal or other variety of life taking their places."

Mr. G. was interrupted by some member who thought she had
gotten the point. "Well, W— must have exchanged molecules with

an elephant last time."

Pauline T. is advocating an Aviation Corps for the High School.

She has learned in Physics that the higher a body is carried, the less

it weighs.
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CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

E have all been so blessed during this last year that we should

show our gratitude by a real Christmas spirit. The dread

and horror of war are gone; no epidemics have swept our

country as last year, and, in many ways, we have been

bountifully blessed. There is surely no better time to show our

thanksgiving than at Christmas. It is true that we have a day set

apart for thanksgiving; but Christmas seems the real time to show
our gratitude by our actions. As the old saying is, "Christmas

is in our bones," and we feel truly thankful on this day. Let us,

while we are so happy, remember that there are those who are much
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less fortunate than we are. In our own city of Winston-Salem
there are deplorable conditions; conditions which are not dreamed
of by many citizens of Winston-Salem. There are families here

who are pitifully thankful for the vet}- smallest relief. Even in

the poorest districts there is still the Christmas spirit. We remem-
ber when we were in the Eighth Grade we took a few things to a

family on the outskirts of the city. We found in this home no
presents for the little ones, not even any food for the children, yet

they had brought in a tiny tree and decorated it with colored paper,

thinking that, though they had nohing to eat, they could, at least,

look at the tree which they thought beautiful. When we think of

cases like this, do we not feel ashamed of our lack of the true

Christmas spirit—the spirit that prompts us to lessen the sufferings

of others even though in the smallest degree? H. S.

TARDINESS

E QUINCY traces for us the progress of crime. He says

a man may start with a little misdemeanor like murder,
then he may steal and so on, getting worse and worse, until

he commits the supreme crime of being late at an appoint-

ment. If this delineation is correct, the High School must be the

most unholy place under the sun.

\Miile we are in school our attendance there is the most pressing

appointment we have, and yet the list of tardies is so enormous that

the authorities desire to conceal them in shame!

Do you cease tr^'ing to arrive on time, after 3-our attendance

record has been once spoiled, because nothing special is "done to

you" if you are a little late again? If so, it shows ver}^ poor respect

for yourself and attachment to your school. It ruins your record

now, and gets you into bad habits for later life, and it gives the High
School, while not entirely a bad name, at least an undesirable repu-

tation along that line. This has to stop somewhere, and the best

way to stop it is for each one of us to be sure to be on time every

morning. Let us start that right away, and tardies will pass out of

existence peaceablv, and the whole matter will be settled.

J. F. B.

CORRECT SPEAKING

It is a common crime with most of us that we murder, in

cold blood, the language we profess to be speaking. We fall

into certain habits of colloquial expression, supposed to be purely

Southern in their use, which trace their origin, as from a source
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of high authority, to the Negro who dwells among us. We
leave off our g's on words ending in ing and employ many expres-

sions not to be found in the dictionary. We say "upun" and "wuz"
with **jist" as much grace as if we were composing the most beau-

tiful poems ever written. When we hear everyone around us mak-
ing these errors we become oblivious of the fact that they are not

correct. However, though we do not notice them ourselves, others

will notice them, and put us down as ignorant and provincial. Let

us always speak correctly, and while we may incur the ridicule of

our companions for our punctiliousness, we will also obtain the

respect of those who really know. J. F. B.

''Come and trip it as you go

On the light fantastic toe.'*

THE JUNIOR -SENIOR RECEPTION

If anyone had been walking down Cherry street on Hallowe'en
night he would have thought that all the hobgoblins that had ever

been heard of had been turned loose, but if he had followed them
into the High School he would have found that it was only the

Junior-Senior Reception.

And such a Junior-Senior Reception as it was—the best ever

given yet!

The halls were decorated in the season's colors, the bright red

and orange of apples and pumpkins, the sombre brown of corn and
autumn leaves blending in a mass of beauty. Boughs of oak and
maple afforded a shelter for the ghosts and goblins that peeped out
in the most unexpected places, and from the rear of the main hall

a most realistic moon shone upon the assembled guests.

In the upstairs hall brightly-colored blossoms hung in countless

numbers from the ceiling, which, later in the evening, were made
to fall upon the merry-makers.

Some of the features of the evening were the mock wedding,
which was guaranteed to make everybody laugh, and the gypsy
booth, where fortunes were told in a most original manner.

After games and pranks, a delicious salad and sandwich course

was served, and when the happy guests bade each other good-night

each went away with the memory of the most delightful Hallowe'en
ever spent, and the "most wonderful time in the world."

Mary Henderson Roan, '21.
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INFORMAL RECEPTION

The chief social events of the school this Fall have been the

receptions given to the visiting football teams, Greensboro High,
Charlotte, and Horner Military Academy. The committee in charge

of these entertainments contrived to make everyone feel at home
and have a good time. Many games were played on these occasions,

such as Progressive Conversion, Jolly is the Miller, Wink, London
Bridge, Farmer in the Dell, and many others that v^ere entered into

with great enthusiasm.

During the games delicious ice-courses were served, adding much
to the pleasure of all present.

ARMISTICE DAY

Armistice Day was celebrated in chapel by a very interesting

talk from Mr. A. M. Craig of the Y. M. C. A., who spent some
time in Russia. His subject was, "Russia." He told us many inter-

esting things about the Revolution in Russia and America's duty

toward her.

CALVIN H. WILEY LITERARY SOCIETY

On Friday, November 17th, our Society held a very interesting

meeting. One of the things which made this meeting especially in-

teresting was the variety of events on the program.

John Fries Blair first gave us a very humorous narrative of a

Music Box and its Adventures.

This was followed by the reading of some poems by Robert W.
Service by Lindsay Sapp. The first of these was particularly en-

joyed: "The Cremation of Sam McKee."

Conrad Watkins next proceeded to put everyone in a good

humor with some really funny jokes.

A timely debate came next. The subject was, "Resolved, That
Public Opinion Should Favor the Closed Shop System." The de-

baters had a good subject here and they made use of it. With so

much labor trouble before us, it was not difficult for them to prepare

a good argument. The negative side was declared the winner.

A spirited discussion followed the debate which indicated the

way the members were following the argument.

The critic reported that this was the best meeting held this

year. Bill Sharp, '21.



BLACK AND GOLD 21

(ItlMIII llltllllMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIItlllllllllllllll IIMItlMlllllllllllliriMIIIIIIIIIIII IIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIItllllllllllllllllHIIIIIIIIItlllMlirillllllllllllllllllllinitllllllllllllllllllllllllMi

CHARLES D. McIVER LITERARY SOCIETY

Since our last number of the Black and Gold we have had
two very interesting meetings of the Charles D. Mclver Literary

Society. The things which contributed much to the interest and

enjoyment of these meetings were the delightful programs rendered.

Mary Roan delighted us all by her playing, after which Nancy
Crowther made an interesting talk on the Red Cross.

Last but not least was the impromptu debate: ''Resolved, That
man holds a more important position in the home than the woman,"
the affirmative being upheld by Esther Efird and Evelyn Goswick,

the negative by Mary Louise Collier and Ava Taylor Guyer. The
negative was declared by everyone the winner.

The program of our next meeting was better even than the first.

Mary Young and Elizabeth Newman entertained us with solos at

the piano. After this we had a debate: ''Resolved, That the women
of America should be given the vote." The affirmative was upheld by
Ruth Efird, Katherine Burchette and Eloise Willis; the negative

by Rowena Cromer, Margaret McCreary and Hazel Norfleet. This
time the affirmative was victorious.

A reading by Nettie Allen Thomas was unable to be given

owing to the shortness of time. Nancy Tyree, '21.

OF PERSONAL NOTE

We wonder why Jim Shepherd wore that special costume to the

Junior-Senior reception ? It was certainly very appropriate.

At the Junior-Senior reception there was an excited flutter among
the boys when that good-looking (Miss) Robert Byerly came in.

Wanted—To know what "Shorty" Burns and "Nut" Caldwell
did with all the pies at the "Hi-Y" social. "The Cooks."

We wonder what Nancy Stockton was thinking of when she

called Mr. Moore, "Madame President."

Ethelbert Holland was declared by many to have worn the best

costume to the Hallowe'en reception. He was disguised as "Senor
Spagetti."

OUR TRIP TO CHARLOTTE

Saturday, November 22nd, was a very exciting day for some of

us girls in the Ninth Grade; two carloads of us went to Charlotte

through the country to see the football game. We arrived in Char-
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lotte just in time to get dinner and get out to the football field a

few minutes before the contest started. Of course, there was much
excitement among the Winston supporters. We used all our lung
power in the attempt to make ourselves heard by our boys and also

by the Charlotte rooters. We certainly were disappointed when our

team was beaten. We were not sorry, though, that we went to see

them play, for they played a good game and we were glad to give

them all the support we could.

RowENA Cromer, '22.

THANKSGIVING AT THE HIGH SCHOOL

As the Black and Gold goes to the press, we Seniors are plan-

ning to have a jolly Thanksgiving program of recitations and music.

Nettie Allen Thomas is to give us one of O. Henry's short stories;

our double quartette will sing, and the orchestra will give us some
of their liveliest music. But the best thing of all will be the pre-

sentation of Hon. Turkey Gobbler to our faithful janitor, Joe.

HoLLis Pfaff, '20.

^'The bow that's always bent will quickly break;

But if unstrung 'twill serve you at your need.

So let the mind some relaxation take

To come back to its task with fresher heed'*

THE CALENDAR

Nov. 1st. Hazel Stephenson made a resolution not to wink at

the boys any more.

Nov. 3rd. J. Shepherd wore a very dejected countenance this

morning. We wonder if he knew J. Roundtree was in town.

Nov. 4th. Nancy Stockton vainly endeavored to hide red eyes.

Somebody suggested that perhaps her pet kitten had died, but we
wonder if the 5 :50 train had anything to do with it.

Nov. 5th. Owing to the strenuous basket-ball practice yester-

day, there are many invalids hobbling around. The boys haven't

anything on the girls when it comes to getting crippled!
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Nov. 6th. If hoarse voices have anything to do with it, the

Rooters' Club must be preparing to give Horner the horse laugh.

Hee! Haw!

Nov. 7th. George Shelburn Stanley, Jr., evidently wished to

leave a good impression behind him. He was the only one in Senior

Latin who knew the principal parts of "morior" (meaning ''to die"),

and George is gone!

Nov. 10th. Mary Roan heard the whistle of the eight-forty

train blow Saturday night without palpitation of the heart. We
wonder if Mary knows that Trinity Park is still in Durham?

Nov. 11th. Rudolph Matthews is going to give us a lecture on

"How to Get Fat." We know that this will be welcomed by P. T.,

H. S., and H. H.

Nov. 12th. Louis XVL was commonly called the "Baker" by

his people. Frances Young informed us that when the French people

carried the king and his family back to Paris, they carried the "baker"

and his family also. There's many a slip 'twixt the book and the

recitation

!

Nov. 13th. K. Huntley startled the Latin class by declaring

that Juno was the God of War

!

Nov. 14th. Lost, in Greensboro, a perfectly good voice. Finder

please return to Mrs. Moore.

Nov. 15th (in basket-ball). Miss Carson: "Foul! You can't

run with the ball!"

New Player: "How am I going to do then, walk with it?'*

Miss Carson : "Now hit the ball with your front hand
!"

Nov. 17th. Clarence Burns, after a strenuous football practice,

remarked that he was so sore, every time he yawned his feet hurt

!

Bill Sharp suggests a motto for the Rooters' Club : "E Yellabus

Unum."

Nov. 20th. Garland Still (after Mr. McNew had asked him
to define scintillate) : "It means to get together." Garland was
doing some scintillating then

!

Mr. Graybeal (in Senior Chemistry) : "You all remember, of

course, how Jonah swallowed the whale!"

Nov. 26th. Pauline Turner informed us that she didn't like

to be called Pauline Turner. Of course, Pauline, we don't object

to a change to , at all!
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Nov. 27th. Gobble! Gobble! Gobble! Which, the turkey or

the pupils?

Dec. 1st. Dutch McMillan in chemistry class to Mr. Gray-
beal: ''Is this consecrated acid?" (meaning concentrated).

Dec. 2nd. Mr. McNew: "And this is what you call poetic li-

cense." Walter Fry: "Never heard of it. How much does it cost?"

Dec. 3rd. Hazel Stevenson has abandoned her resolution of

Nov. 1st. Hazel, we did think you had more conscience than that.

Dec. 4th. According to Charles Siewers, tobacco is a food stuff.

Wonder if Charles ever ate any?

Dec. 5th. Nancy Stockton says she has been to the asylum. We
didn't know it, Nancy, but we aren't surprised. How did you ever

get away?

Dec. 8th. Mr. McNew in Eleventh Latin: What English

word do we get from the Latin word, "Sanguines," meaning bloody?

Dec. 9th. K. H. : Sandwiches, I guess.

Dec. 10th. We quote from the latest effusion of our talented

co-editor. Bill Sharp:

Seniors are the Zenith. They are the ones who set examples

for the Freshies and Sophs. They are the ones who prance grandly

in the front door.

That Front Door is a halo and ikon. When you have reached

the state when you can walk in the Front Door you have the right

indeed to snub the Astors or King Albert. The Seniors are more
proud of that Front Door than the parents of "John Jr." are of

his first tooth.

If Soloman, with all his wisdom, was a Freshman, would
the spiffy Senior be fazed? Not on your life. He would strut

through the front door just to see His Majesty grit his teeth in emy.

Dec. 11th. Frances Stovall informs us that we really have to

eat and sleep to live. Wonder where she got that idea?

Dec. 13th. Gladys Hudgens broke out in verse today:

At w^orking Math, Emmart's a wonder,

Stovall reads Latin with seldom a blunder;

And Thomas, with her gift of rhyme.

Can make up a verse just any time.
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BOOK REVIEWSS

''Some men they like to see themselves i print,

Tho* ne'er a word o* sense there's in it!'—Bobby Burns.

Skimp Fletcher has just finished, "How to Amuse Yourself

While Staying In." This is a very creditable little volume, although

it doesn't come up to Skimp's standard.

Charlie Holleman is the author of "Her First False Tooth, or

The Dentist's Revenge." This book deals w^ith the perils of the

dentist's chair and how to avoid them.

The best seller of the month is Hon. Skimp Fletcher's "How,
When, and Where to Cut Classes." Mr. Fletcher is a recognized

authority on Class Cutting. His work should be greatly praised, in

that it shows how he has advanced skipping to an art.

"Nineteen-twenty Rules for Playing Basket-Ball," by Ester

Efird, star forward of the Junior Team. Emphasis is placed on
pushing your opponent over the line.

"Love Making," by Winbourne Thompson. Full of invalu-

able suggestions.

"How to Make a Hundred on Deportment," by Anon. This
will be distributed free of charge to any tenth girl, wishing to profit

by senior experience.

"When to Yell at a Football Game," by the W.-S. H. S. Rooters'

Club. This is said to be the best they have ever published. It may
be purchased at either Kress's or Woolworth's for the sum of three

cents, including war tax.

"How to Fail Gracefully," by Conrad Watkins, censored by
Mr. McNew.

"Senior Privileges," by Senior Class. In spite of its extreme
modesty and conservatism, we urge all Juniors to read it from A
to Z.

"A Criticism of Virgil's Theory of Mob Control," the first of

a series of treatises entitled "Things That Never Happen," by Hon.
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Up-to-Date High School Dictionary

By Bill Sharp

The following quotations give a good idea of this really "Up-to-
Date Dictionary":

AWFUL: The only word in the High School girl's vocabu-

lary except *'Too cute for anything!"

SUGAR: A substance of the past and future. Can't be cor-

rectly used in the present.

SCHOOL: An institution provided to make pupils feel happy
when summer comes.

COUGH : A convenient warning to keep the teacher from
catching up with your friend.

CHICKEN: A fowl of the domestic class.

BALL : A round, somewhat smoothish implement made of any-

thing under the sun.

Walter K. Fr}^ Mr. Fry has had great personal experience on the

subject of this, the first of his proposed series of essays, and it is felt

sure that his admirers will read this and the succeeding publications

with great interest.

"Spanish as She is Warbled in Her Native Haunts," by Prof.

Skinny Williams; a masterpiece of correct English.
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''In play there are two pleasures for your choosing—
The one is winning, and the other is losing" —Byron.

Boys, you had better watch that Girls' Athletic Association or

they will get ahead of you yet. They have already gotten their court

for basket-ball and arranged a schedule for the different grade teams.

Lockers at the Y. W. C. A. have not been assigned as yet, nor have

detailed arrangements been made, so practice has not really started

in earnest. But we girls have bright prospects ahead of us for a

splendid team and we are rearing to go after Greensboro with a

vim for a score of not nothing to nothing, but something to nothing.

Just watch us. Nancy Stockton^ '20.

FOOTBALL

November 8th found us playing Horner Military Academy. The
Cadets outweighed our team but the Locals showed the most perfect

display of team work that has been witnessed here this season. The
game started with W.-S. receiving; she was held for downs and was
forced to kick. Horner broke up the punt, scored and kicked goal

in the first six minutes of play. The Locals again received and by

an excellent forward pass and a series of brilliant line smashes car-

ried the ball over for a touch-down, failing to kick goal. The next

half was filled with some perfect team work which resulted in another

score for Winston-Salem. The final score being 13 to 7.

Our old rival, Greensboro, met us again in the Gate City on
November 15th. As the previous game had resulted in a scoreless

tie, both teams were on their mettle. Neither team was able to

make downs, but in the exchange of punts Greensboro gained ground.

In the second quarter, W.-S. had better luck, carrying the ball to

Greensboro's twenty-yard line, where they lost it on downs. The
half ended without a score. Greensboro kicked and W.-S. received

on the ten-yard line. Two good plays brought the ball to the middle
of the field, but a penalty set us back fifteen yards. A short kick

placed Greensboro in a position to score, but a desperate resistance

on the part of our line kept them from winning their point. The
game ended again with a scoreless tie.

The first game in the preliminaries was played at Charlotte on
November 22nd. This proved to be the hardest fought game of the

season. In the first half neither side made any notable gains except
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two end runs by the Charlotte quarter-back. However, W.-S. held

them for downs on the eight-yard line and punted back to safety.

It seemed impossible for either side to score until Joyce, left-tackle

for the W.-S. team, intercepted a forward pass and ran for a touch-

down. Logan failed to kick goal. Charlotte came back strong and
on the second play after the kick-off, Charlotte's half-back made a

forty-yard run for a touch-down. A punt-out worked well and
Charlotte kicked goal from the fifteen-yard line. In the fourth

quarter W.-S. made two desperate attempts, each time carrying the

ball inside of Charlotte's thirty-yard line. In the last minute of the

play, Caldwell tried a drop-kick from the twenty-five-yard line, but

luck was against him and the ball fell short. The game closed

with a score of 7 to 6 in Charlotte's favor.

Charles Siewers, '20.

OF PERSONAL NOTE

Alice Dunklee and Nancy Tyree are responsible for the high

tenor heard in the Rooters' yells.

We regret very much that our all-star quarter-back, Charles

Davis, has been unable to run our football team this season. The

team misses him very much, but it has given our fellows a chance to

show what they can do under difficulties.

We wonder if Ava T. Guyer's strenuous duties as president of

the Girls' Athletic Association are too much for her? If so, we are

sure an assistant will be gladly furnished.

We are all convinced that Esther Efird will make a first team

forward, for she never fails to throw a goal when she wants to. But
we also notice that Esther has sense enough not to want to do things

she knows she can't.

Leo Caldwell has proven himself to be the most consistent

ground-gainer on the High School football team's backfield.

"Scrubby" Wilson is one of the lightest quarter-backs that has

ever led a Winston-Salem High School team.

Fry, our heavy-weight guard, has proved a tower of strength to

the locals.
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Problem : A train was running sixty miles per hour when Virgil

Joyce passed it on his way to make a touchdown at Charlotte. The
train looked as if it were standing still. How fast was Joyce run-

ning?

"Duck" Logan takes great pleasure in stretching out his neck

and arms, and also in tackling the quarter-back before the half-back

gets the ball. Greensboro was especially subject to this.

Ralph Lancaster believes in tackling from the air. Ask Coach
Moore, our ''Scrub Quarter-back," about this as he knows how effec-

tive it is.

"Rusty" Brandon states that the reason he doesn't like to play

end is because he has to wait so long for his opponent to catch a punt.

(Mary Louise Collier, seeing Miles Davis going across the ball

field with his cornet in a case) : "Oh, look! there goes Miles with

the medicine case; somebody must be hurt."

We are indeed sorry to say that, owing to the discontinuance of

regular publications last year, on account of the war and high prices,

a Senior number alone having been put out, the list of our exchanges

has been sadly diminished. We are hoping, however, with the re-

vival of the magazine, and the splendid management this year, that

we will soon regain communication with our friends.

Lasell Leaves, Aubondale, Boston, Mass.—^You have a very ex-

cellent and interesting paper. Owing to our own crowded condi-

tions this year, we can certainly sympathize with those spoken of in

your editorial. Since most of your personals seem to be taken up
with marriages, we wish to inquire if this course is compulsory or

elective. Personally, I was very much interested in reading your
magazine, when I found out that my father used to review it when
he was on the staff of the Haverford News at Haverford.

J. B.



We Specialize on Clothes

For Men and Young Men
And know just what young men want and should wear

for every occasion. We always recommend

"Adier-Rochester Suits

For Fall and Winter

As we are always positive of

l^he durability and style—-and

yet the price is as moderate as

any good clothes can be sold for

SHIRTS
We want every man and young
man to see our large stock of

Silk, Crepe and Madras Shirts

—the finest assortment that we
have ever collected. Stylish and
correct colors.

UNDERWEAR
All the good kinds you see

advertised in the magazines in

every weight. Two-piece or

union suits—cotton or wool

—

we can fit you.

NECKWEAR,
HOSIERY, ETC.
The best assortment to be

found in the city. Yfe have
what you want.

Mock - Bagby - Stockton Co.



POLITE^S CANDY KITCHEN \

''Quality Is Our Motto"

114 W. 4th St. Winston-Salem, N. 0.

Groceries For Less

MUTUAL CASH STORESJnc.
Phones 1447-1448

GET YOUR SHOES AT

BENNETT - SIMPSON SHOE CO/S
Where You Get Real Values

HOPKINS-LANDQUIST DRUG CO.
DRUGGISTS

Phone 159 ''On The Comer."

BOUQUET JENICE TALCUM AND COLD CREAM
Two Delightful Necessities. For Sale Only at

O'HANLON'S
The South 's Greatest Drug Store

MINE'S SHOES

Wear Longer Because They Are

FITTED PROPERLY

BROWN-ROGERS CO.
AUTO ACCESSORIES

Hardware, Sporting Goods, Farming Implements



Nationally
Priced ^1

North Carolina's Best Known

PIANO HOUSE
Established 1894 by R. J. Bowen

Nationally
Advertised

Bring Happiness to Your Home

You need a fine Mod-

ern Player - Piano in

your home — no doubt

about that. It provides

Pleasure and Content-

ment for you such as

nothing else will.

The Gulbransen is the NationaUzed **one

price" Guaranteed Player Piano that

satisfies every taste and suits every
pocket book.

Come in and try one for yourself. Then

—

Buy From The House You Know

BOWEN PIANO CO.
ONE PRICE TO ALL

Court House Sq.

Winston - Salem, N. C.

Phone 346

Best Stock of Players, Pianos, and
Player Music in the South



LET US SERVE YOU

ELECTRICALLY
Southern Public Utilities Company

Boys and Girls, Ride a

"TRIBUNE"
The best Bicycle in America. AYe have them in all

styles, for everybody.

TUCKER-WARD HARDWARE CO.
434 Trade Street. Winston-Salem, N. C.

MRS. L. K. STANTON
FINE MILLINERY

And Fancy Goods

209 Main Street. V7inston-Salem, N. C.

HIGH CLASS WATCHES, JEWELRY
Siiveinvaro, etc., for Gifts for all occasions and all Peo-

ple. Everlasting gifts that will be appreciated, kept
and remembered.

THE GIFT SHOP — 428 N. Liberty St.

The Winston-Salem Morris Plan Bank
We loan Money at Legal Rates of Interest.

Geo. W. Ooan, Pres. Robt. C. Norfleet, Vice-Pres.

Geo. W. Coan, Jr., Bee. and Treas.

FOE THE BEST PREPARED FOODS VISIT

PHOENIX CAFE
Opposite Court House Open Day and Night



PREPARATION FOR COLLEGE
We want to impress upon the minds of young boys

and girls who are turning their thoughts toward the

subject of higher education, the importance of saving
money for use later on.

A prominent educator says: *'The time for a boy
to begin to save is when he is in the High School, say
from twelve or thirteen on for the next four years.

If he saves then (from his own earnings or from
spending money allowed him by his parents) no mat-
ter how little, and gets the habit of saving, when the

many calls during his college career come to him, he
will have himself well in hand." And this of course

applies also to girls in High School who are preparing
for college.

You can open a Savings Account with us for one
dollar, and we will pay you four per cent interest,

compounded quarterly, on your money.

Wachovia Bank and Trust Company
Capital and Surplus, $2,000,000.00

Member Federal Reserve System

The Best in Photography

Russell & Moses Studio

413 N. Liberty Street

MAKE AN APPOINTMENT TODAY—

OUR PRICES ARE RIGHT



See Pictures at The

PILOT THEATRE
West Fourth St.--The Pick of

the Pictures—The Most Mod-
em Movie in the Carolinas.

Elmont Theatre

Liberty Street—Pep in Every
Program—Short Live Sub-

jects for Busy People.

Broadway Theatre

Liberty Street—The House
of Big Pictures—Perfect Pro-
jection—Unsurpassed Serv-

ice
—"LaFargue Music"

Road Attractions

and

VAUDEVILLE
at the

AUDITORIUM
WINSTON-SALEM, N. 0.

Liberty and Fifth Sts.

C. J, McLane, Manager

K 1. Van Dyke,

Musical Director

Office: Pilot Theatre Bldg.

Phone 596

Douglas Storage Battery Company
305 West Third Street

eVEREADt
GUARANTEED NON - SULPHATING

STORAGE BATTERIES
All Makes of Batteries Repaired and Recharged

Winston-Salem, N. C.

Patronize Those Who Support Our

SCHOOL MAGAZINE

By Trading With Our Advertisers
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The Amuzu's Best Rec-

ommendation is the

fact that a large major-

ity of the Student Body

and faculty of the High

School are among its

Regular Patrons.

DRAMA
COMEDY

EDUCATIONAL
The World^s Greatest

Artists in Best

Productions

"THE PLACE
YOU KNOW^^

M
U
z
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The Aeolian-

Vocalion
The Phonograph

of Quality

VOCALION
RECORDS
EMERSON
RECORDS

Needles, Brushes, Albums

THE VOCALION SALES AGENCY
''EXCLUSIVE MUSIC STORE"

234 Main Street Opposite Zinzendorf

SIMPLY DELICIOUS
—and so easily served

DRINK COCA-COLA
IN BOTTLES



D. G. CRAVEN CO.
Ladies' Ready to Wear Cash Store

WINSTON-SALEIVI, x\. C.

jS^ LASHMIT'S
SHOES—XKat's All

Ideal Dry Goods Company
Ladies' Ready -to -Wear, Millinery,

Dry Goods, Notions, Etc.

Trade Street - Fourth Street

It Pays to Advertise in

Hark mh ($alh

For Terms and Rates see the Managers







aothes Do Not Make The Man

i ^
is true, but these days by

What You Wear The Public Judges

To A Large Degree What You

Know And Are.

To overdress is foolish—to underdress

(or shabby dress) is to lose an impor-

tant advantage. We want your busi-

ness and we'll assure you that here

you can get clothes that will do you
justice in Style, in Fit, in Service, and

at reasonable prices. Really

IT PAYS TO
FOLLOW THE ARROW

FWank-a-stithco
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