


it's a grand thing to be born an American; to 
be trained up in the wa\ J of America; to 

have an American education and to be 
clothed in American-made clothes. 

Boys’ Suits, ages 8 to 18, in Knickerbock Norfolks. Youths’ 
Suits in sizes 33 to 36 and young men’s suits 34 to 40. 

* 

Boys’ suits $4 to $12.50, Youths’ suits $10 to $16.50, Young 
Men’s suits $15 to $22.50. 

$1 Regal Shirts always a bargain at $1, Savoy Shirts $1.50, 
Boy den Shoes $6; 00. 

Crawford & Rees 

GET IT AT ODELL’S 

Foot Ball, Basket Ball, Base Ball, Tennis, 
Track and Gym Supplies. 

< ;v’ .-v'. } ->• : • - % T 

Sweaters, Jerseys and Athletic Clothing. 

COMPLETE 
ATHLETIC OUTFITTERS 

ODELL HARDWARE COMPY 



FOR 

Pure Drugs, Sodas, Cigars, Candies, 
; Etc. 

GET THEM AT 

CONYERS & SYKES 
The Reliable Druggists 

McAdoo Hotel Corner Phones 10 and 324 

15he 

Elm and Ottow^y Theatres 

Photo Ple^ys exclusively. 

The best Pictures obtadnoLble 

-—ELM STREET- 

The North Carolina State 
Normal and Industrial College 

Scholarship Culture Self Support 

€J Offers to women a liberal education, and professional training for remunerative employment. 

<1 Four well-planned courses leading to degrees in Arts, Science, Pedagogy and Music. 

<51 Special courses in Pedagogy, Manual Arts, Domestic Science, Household Art, Music and the Commeroia 

Branches. 

€| Teachers and Graduates of other colleges provided for in both regular and special courses. 

<1 Equipment modern, including furnished dormitories, library, laboratories, literary society halls, gymnasium, 

music rooms, teachers’ training school, infirmary, model laundry, central heating plant, and open air 

recreation grounds. 

CJ Dormitories furnished by the State. Board at actual cost. Expenses:—board, laundry, tuition and text¬ 

books—$195 a year. Tuition free to those who pledge themselves to become teachers. 

-FOR CATALOG AND OTHER INFORMATION, ADDRESS- 

JULIUS I. FOUST, President, Greensboro, N. C. 



THE BOYS' DIVISION 1889 ELON COLLEEGE 1914 

Y. M. C. A. 

“The People’s College” 

The Lowest Rates in the South 

NEEDS 

For both Men and Women 

Character—Health—Culture 

Clean Athletics 

your Support 

Two Unexcelled Gymnasia 

Three Hundred Thousand Dol- 
| our Fellowship lar Plant 
1 our Service Twenty-two Professors 

YOU NEED 

its Physical Training 

Four Hundred Students from 13 
States 

For full particulars, address 

PRESIDENT W. A. HARPER, LL. D. 
ELON COLLEGE, ft. C. 

Its Social Activities 
"ts Spiritual Influence The College You Need 

Greensboro College for Women 
The A-Grade College of the two Meth¬ 
odist Conferences of North Carolina. 

Four-years’ Course leading to the A. B. Degree. 

New Departments inaugurated at the beginning of the new 
term, Sept. 10, 1913: Preparatory Department under sepa¬ 
rate corps of teachers; Department of Education, Home 
Economics, including Domestic Arts and Domestic Science. 

Superior School of Music, Schools of Art and Expression, 
also Business Department, under able and 

experienced teachers. 

Religious advantages good. An institution which seeks to 
build the true type of American Christian womanhood. 

SPRING TERM BEGINS JANUARY 14th, 1914 

For further information, apply to 

REV. S. B. TURRENTINE, D. D., President 



The High School 

(Srmtsborii, H. (fi. 

Published four times during the year by the pupils 
of the High School. Each issue contains Poems, 
Stories, Essays, Short Sayings and Jokes, besides the 
regular departments of Athletics, Editorials, Ex¬ 
changes, Alumni and Current Events. Price of sub¬ 
scription, 50 cents a year, extra copies 15 cents. 

( 

Send subscription to Wm. S. Johnson, Business Manager. 
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TO THE HIGH SCHOOL. 

Vella Hardin, ’16. 

As Father Time moves on the years, 
He brings us smiles and also tears. 
He brings good-will and many pleasures, 
And love to all, that’s in large measures. 

And now to High School, one and all, 
Let’s harken to “Old Father’s” call, 
And through the New Year hand in hand, 

We’ll try and be a worthy band. 

For great things from small ones grow, 
So mav our stream of love still flow, 
May our examinations prove 
A help to gain our teacher’s love. 

Let’s try to be as “good as gold,” 

Be studious, be true and bold, 
And when examinations come 
Let’s do our best and make things hum. 
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THE HELPING HAND. 

Liluan Merrimon, ’16. 

Once, while going through a great art gallery, I became tired 
of walking around and admiring the great masterpieces, so I 
sat down bv an open window to rest. Then it was that I saw 
the picture that appealed to me more than any other one I had 
seen. It was a very small, unassuming little picture which had 
perhaps escaped the notice of many because of its size and in¬ 

conspicuous position. 
The picture was called “The Helping Hand.” Out on a 

stormy sea, tossed about by the angry waves, was a little boat, 
and in it were two people. One was a kind old fisherman 
whose time-worn face was bright and jolly, and whose eyes 
beamed with affection for the other, who was a very small girl 
sitting by his side, pushing the big oar with all her might. 
Although in reality her little hand was no help at all, no doubt 
her cheery presence and willing spirit were a great help to the 
old fisherman battling against the waves. So this picture 
shows us that it is not always what we do but the manner in 
which we do a thing that counts. 

Words stir the mind; beauty, the sight; music, the soul. 

The guilty proclaim their innocence with a loud voice; the 
denial of the innocent is simple and direct. 

There is a peculiar satisfaction in work done well. Therefore 
do all the work you reasonably can and do your best, for the 
satisfaction afterwards will more than pay for the trouble. 
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A CHRISTMAS POEM. 

Kirk Callum, ’15. 

’Twas the twenty-fourth of December, 
And the snow was falling fast, 

And as well as I remember 

The twilight was almost past; 
A faint knock was heard at my sitting room door, 

And throwing it open wide, 

I saw a child so ragged and poor, 
That with pity I almost cried. 

I brought it into a room that was warm, 
And gave it a cup of tea; 

And sheltering it in from the snow storm 

I kept it there with me. 
The following day was Christmas, 

And this homeless little boy 
Brought to my lonely heart, 

Feelings of greatest joy. 

We both had a merry Christmas, 
The bachelor and once lonely child; 
And I knew that God sent him to me that day, 
To brighten and cheer me to the better way. 

Honest endeavor is worth following. 

Caesar’s dead and buried, 
So is Cicero. 

Where those gents have hurried, 

I wish their works would go. 



MARY’S RELIGION. 

Benjamin Cone, ’10. 

The whole afternoon I had heard distant screaming coming 
from somewhere in the vicinity of the old mill pond. I had 
also noticed that Aunt Mary, our negro cook, was in a state 
of suppressed excitement. Then it occurred to me that the 
negro preacher was baptizing a few new members into his 
flock. 

I thought that this was the probable cause for Mary’s ex¬ 
citement so I decided to question the old darky. “Well, Mary,” 
I said, “have you ever been baptized?” “lrassali,” Mary re¬ 
plied. I then asked her why she never attended the negro 
church. “Jus’ becase ai was babtized,” said Marv. I asked 
her to tell the story which she consented to do only after re¬ 
peated coaxings. 

This is the story as she told it to me: “’Bout twenty year 
ago ai was seized by a mighty strong hankerin fur ’ligion; so 
ai went’n seed Reverend Doctah Moore about it. He said as I 
neber been babtized befo and as how ai had ter be ter have 
’ligion; so ai sez, ah recon dat wliar what ai needed. He sez 
lur me ter meet him et de ole mill pond on a Sunday aftah- 
noon en dars wha’ ai made mail mistake honey. Ai went dar 
n when ai got ter de pond dere was a bunch er little coons 
ahead ob me. Seein de little ones a gittin dere duckin almos’ 

made me ter back out. But by-un-by Old Man Moore yells out, 



THE SAGE 5 

‘Come on Sistah Mary.’ He put me in watah bout up ter me 

shoulders and en giv me a pusli back-ards an ai went in head 
fust. When ai comes up Old Man Moore bawls out, Sistali 
does you b’leive. Mah mouf was so full of dat dar watah dat 
ah couldn’t answer him, so he duck me in again. This time 
when ai come up he yells again, Sistah does yo b’eleive. Ai 

couldn’t speak dat time nuther ’count ob de watah in mah 
mouf, so he duck me in again. Dis time when he said, Sistah 
does yo b’lieve, ai hollers out, Law, gard, ai b’lieves yo is try- 
in ter drown me. Ai neber went to hear him preach or nuttin 

after dat.” 
“Yassah, dearie, ai hain’t no heathen; ah b’lieves in de Bi¬ 

ble, in de Golden Rule and in de Ten Commandments, but ah 
neber look at dat pesky ole nigger Reverend Doctah Moore.” 

A SOUL. 

A soul, ah me, 
What is a soul? 
Manv have I told 

t/ 

What I thought should be. 

A life of eternity, 
Where we live to be old, 
One which cannot be bought or sold, 

But is found in a human sea. 
Take care who ventureth 

Beyond the Christian line, 
Since this would mean death. 
But those that are faithful, true, and kind 

Among the many that are left 
A glorious land shall they find. 

Responsibility is a key to greatness. 
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HOW OUR MAGAZINE IS PRINTED. 

Elwood Mitchell, ’16. 

The first thing to do after receiving the copy for the maga¬ 
zine is to set the type. All the larger type such as advertise¬ 
ments and the heads are set by hand, the rest on a machine 
called the linotype. This machine is one of the most wonder¬ 
ful inventions ever designed. If this machine were not in ex¬ 
istence it would take fully four times as long to set the type. 

The next thing to be done is to put the type into the forms 
of pages. This form may contain 12, 16, 20 or 32 pages, each 
form takes one or part of one sheet of paper. 

The form is then taken and put on the press and printed. 
This magazine contains three forms, each one has to go 
through the press twice. After it is printed it is then ready 
for the folder, another wonderful invention and time-saver. 

The three folds, as each form makes one fold, are then 
stitched together on a little machine called a stitcher. The 
magazine is then ready for the cover, which is glued on. This 
cover has been through the same process as a fold. The maga¬ 
zine is then through, so far as the printer is concerned. 

Tell it not in mournful numbers 

That the world is never bright, 
For it is just the one that slumbers 

Who fails to see the light. R. 

His hair is black, his eyes are blue, 
His brow is like no other. 

Unto your cause, oh, boy, be true, 
For it belongs to mother. 
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AN IDEAL GIRL. 

Esther Kirkpatrick, ’14. 

I like to see a girl who won’t flirt, 
One who won’t wear the hobble skirt. 
I like to see a girl dressed neat and trim, 
One who’s not too fixed and prim. 

I would rather see a girl who is modest and kind, 
Than one who is bold and brave; 
I would rather see a girl who is sad and brave, 
Than who is silly always. 

I would rather see a girl who whistles at her work, 

Than one who’s fussv and shirks. 
i/ 

I would rather see a girl who makes her task light, 

Than one who grumbles and slights. 

JIM SMITH’S LOVE MAKING. 

Frank Patterson, ’16. 

Jim had been crazy about Sally for a long time, but never 
was a man so stricken with love as Jim, after he carried her 
to Mary Ann’s corn-shucking party. He was nearly wild; he 
couldn’t sleep nor eat or do anything else for about a week. 
Very soon after the party he decided to pop the question to 
her and pulling his chair up close to her and shutting his eyes 
he said, “Sally, I love youse and if you’ll just say the word 
we will be joined together in the bonds of hemlock, E pluribus 

unum, world without end. Amen.” 



A SPANISH VILLA. 

Madeline Keeling, ’16. 

During the last summer I spent some time in a little village 
nestled down between several hills and mountains. One day 
a party of us decided to visit an old Spanish villa which was 
on the side of one of the mountains. 

After a journey of several hours we reached our destination. 
The gate which we entered had a rather queer look as little 
compartments were built on the side. We were afterwards 
told they were used as cattle stalls. 

The house itself appeared very large and gloomy, being over¬ 
run by ivy. In it were many windows. This was all we could 
tell from the outside view. 

V e were received by a queer looking old woman, who called 
her mistress, a quaint old woman with silver locks, who spoke 
with a foreign accent. We asked her to show us over the old 
house. 

The rooms were very small and there were many of them, all 
connecting with one another by little doors or short passage¬ 
ways. -There was a small room fitted up for use as a chapel, 
with an altar, the candles, a figure of Christ and Mary. 

After we had been all through the house we went out into 
the grounds, which though unkept showed signs of beauty. 
There were several little summer houses and a little lake with 
a fountain in the center. In the distance we could see a pic¬ 
turesque old mill. 

While we had been walking about the dear old lady with 
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the silver hair told ns of the history of the place. Her hus¬ 

band, herself and son had moved to the mountains in North 
Carolina from their native home in Spain. The father wished 
very much for their son, Don Pancho, to marry a beautiful 
Spanish maiden who also lived in North Carolina. The father, 

an architect, decided to give the son a wedding gift of a beau¬ 
tiful home. He made elaborate plans for this beautiful home. 

It was to be on the order of an old-fashioned Spanish villa. 
The building was nearly finished when the father died, leaving 
no money to complete the work. 

The son married and they, with his mother, moved into the 
incompleted house. For a while they lived happily until one 
day the son quarreled with his wife. After he had ridden 
away she went into the gardens and threw herself into the 
little lake and was drowned. Her husband grieved so over it 
that he died in a few months, and now this poor old woman 
lives alone except for one old Spanish woman, who had been 
with her years. 

As it was getting late we now took leave of the sad little 

woman. 

A COMPARISON. 

Osmond Pate, ’15. 

As I looked at a large direct current dynamo, a machine 
callable of producing great energy when propelled by some 
external force, and which was also capable of making its great 
armature hum with rapid motion and power when its inner¬ 
most being of wire was permeated with that great, elastic, in¬ 
visible, and most powerful energy, I compared it with the life 
of men. They are all of the same construction, but some are 
dynamos, propelled by the forces of wealth and monopoly, 
whose resulting energy is felt in a multiplicity of motors who 
are dependent on the Dynamo for their final energy, and, while 
receiving this energy, their armatures hum with power, pro¬ 
ducing the millions of necessities and luxuries of this golden 

age. 
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SAVED BY A DOG. 

Henry Blake, ’16. 

Jack Long was a wood-cutter in the wild woods of Maine. 

He lived by himself, only lie kept a large dog for the little 
hunting he did and for companionship. His little log hut was 
in the heart of a great forest. Near his front door a small 
stream flowed by winding in and out among the trees. The 
inside of this hut was very plain and bare of furniture. One 
or two home-made chairs stood in the corner and a home-made 
table in the middle of the floor. One big fireplace took up 
the whole of one side of his house. He cooked, slept and ate 
in this one room. The walls were bare, except for a few skins 
and an old gun hanging over the door. His old ax stood in one 
corner, for Jack cut trees and trimmed them into logs and 
then he carried them to the stream to wait for spring to float 
them down to the saw mill about twenty miles away. 

The past winter had been a very severe one, and the follow¬ 
ing spring the stream was swollen more than usual. But Jack, 
with his dog, Bob, worked hard every day to get the raft ready 
to float to the saw mill. Everything was in readiness and the 
creek was rising fast when Jack and Bob started on their an¬ 
nual journey to the saw mill. Jack looked worried and Bob 
seemed to scent the danger. 

The water kept rising and the raft went faster and faster. 
She was caught in a whirlpool, then she jammed and looked 
like she was going to pieces. Jack gave one cry of warning 
and leaped clear of the raft. Hardly had he risen the first 
time than a log hit him on the head and he was knocked un¬ 
conscious; but Bob followed his master and grabbed him by 
the coat with his strong teeth. He carried him ashore and 
went to the village for help. The people seeing Jack’s dog by 
himself knew something was wrong, so they started a hunt for 
Jack. They followed Bob up stream until they came upon 
the unconscious body of Jack. They carried him to the village, 
where a doctor was already waiting. In a few days Jack was 
able to return home with his dog Bob, who was petted and 
called the hero of the village. 
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SENIOR SLIPS. 

Elbert Lewis, ’14. 

“Percey” McClamroch, the president of the class, 
Has lots of wit mixed up with sass. 

Prof. Johnson, a gentleman of renown, 

Is gifted with thoughts very profound. 

Florine Rawlins, with remarks so bright, 
In more wavs than one resembles a satellite. 

t/ 

Ben Stockard, an artist by trade, 
Has made many drawings for the “Sage.” 

James Woodrow Clark, the smart boy of the class, 
Has a foot that has never been surpassed. 

Jennie Vanstory, a southpaw with the pen, 
Is never regarded by the boys as a “has been.” 

Frank Pritchett has thoughts so deep 
That he, at times, is found fast asleep. 

Annie Foushee, on account of heir height, 
Is regarded as a most remarkable sight. 

Pauline Justice, whose looks are bright, 
Has tried to entrap many boys by her sight. 

Margaret Justice, the beauty (?) of the grade, 
Has a striking resemblance to a cross old maid. 

William Watson, whose silence is not within bounds, 

Is sometimes regarded as not exactly sound. 

Since the last is always the best, 
Here’s to the faculty of G. H. S. 
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A BEAR STORY. 

Mabel Burkhimer, ’16. 

“Who dat aknocking at dat doe? Who? Who dat I say? 
Yer ain’t a-going ter git in till yer tell me. Fer I don’t let’s 
nobody in dat don’t tell me who dey is,” said Aunt Mag one 
dark night in answer to a loud knock on her cabin door. 

“Hit’s me, Ant Mag, hit’s Billy, lemme in quick!” 
So Aunt Mag opened the door and let in a very scared black 

boy. 
“I jes seed somthing down in de patch down dare jes a-mov- 

in’ round an’ a scratching, an’ ah jest knowed it was a bear,” 
said Billy, quite out of breath. 

“Ah, g’on chile, hit t’want nothing, dem good-fo’-nothing 
niggars is jes been o’telling you things fer to skeer you, don’t 
yo lissin to such trash, dem bares is jes as safe in dem cages 
wid de circus as yo is in dis he’ar house, dat’s what ’tis; yo 
jes go home an’ I’ll—” Grr-grr-grr—“Good Lorde, chile, lock i 
dat doe quick, dat is a sho’ nuf bare!” But Billy could not 
move, he was as stiff as if he had been frozen to the spot, but 
Aunt Mag’s door was already locked, for she never left it un¬ 
locked a minute at night. Grr-grr-grr—again! My! What a 
scare. The old bear was right under the house. 

The next morning when Billy got home, this is the way he 
told the other little boys about the bear. 

“Yer know when ah was a-comin’ home last’ night, ah heered 
a great big noise down in de patch, an’ it went like dis, Grr-grr- 
grr,” and Bilyy rolled his eyes and made a big noise to imitate 
the bear, “and dare was two great big eyes a shinin’ like fire, 
an ah looked an’ saw a great big black bear jes like dat un in 
de circus, und his mouth wide open, jes ready to eat me up, so 
ai jes hollars. Look at dat great, big fat boy over on de toder 
side, ain t he good enough to eat! an' when dat bear turned 
his head, ah jes runed, not dat 1 was skeered, cause I wasn’t, 
I jes want a-going to let him have a chance. An’ then ah 
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beared Ant Mag a-hollaring, so all took a big club and all then 
rimed to save Ant Mag. When ah got "dare she was skeered 
most to death, so ah jes took my club an’ killed dat bear, an 

Ant Mag tooked de skin and made her a coat.” 
Aunt Mag did have a ’possum skin coat, and the bear was 

a dog who had taken refuge under Aunt Mag’s cabin and had 
growled in his sleep as dogs sometimes do. 

THE FROLIC. 

Jennie Britton, ’14. 

One dav the Eleventh Grade went out for a row on the brook. 

They were about ready to go when some one asked, 

“Is Jennie Britt-on?” 
Everything was going on very peacefully until some mis- 

ehivous lad started rocking the boat. 
“Who Wood-row when McClam-rocks the boat?” cried 

Pauline. 
“You all be Right-still and it won’t be so hard to manage,” 

answered Reece. 
•» 

Then the question arose as to where they should go. Leone 
suggested Marrs, but Mary thought it would be better to go 
to Holland. Thev were well on their wav when Florine begged 

that John son tell a story. 
“I don’t know any except Van-story,” lie replied. He was 

about half way through when suddenly stopping he cried out, 
“Ester is flirting with Jack-son and I can’t tell any more. 

Now I demand Justice.” 
“Ester isn’t flirting, but Lew-is,” defended Ben. 
Simpson arose and said, “Be quiet and stop War ren.” 
He finished telling the story and Frank started to Clapp. 

After Watson had served Pickles and Crackers they all re¬ 

turned home agreeing to go on another frolic soon. 
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MY IMAGINARY TRAVELS. 

I have traveled a great deal. I have seen the tour eorneis 

of the United States—on the map. 
I came into Chattanooga from Danville on the V. C. Ry. 

(Virginia Creeper). I went to the hotel tor dinner. Looked 
over the bill-of-fare and did not see anything I wanted, so I 
called for fly-specks. The waiter informed me that they did 
not have any. I asked him why not, they were on the bill-of- 
fare. The towel was so dark I thought it was crepe. While 
I was here I went for a car ride. I sat right down on a pin 
and had to have a doctor. The doctor pronounced it spinal- 
meningitus, caused from a-pin-in-seatus. They have some 
smart people in Tennessee. A man gave a conductor three 
cents. The conductor asked him if that was all the cents he 

had. 
Went through the Cumberland mountains and got lost; saw 

a man sitting by the side of the road playing a fiddle. 1 in¬ 
quired of him where the road I was on run to. He said it did 
not run anywhere, that it had been there for twenty years. 

I traveled to Georgia next. The farms there are so large 
that it takes a week to walk around them. The Piedmont is 
the largest hotel in Atlanta. I spent the night there. The 
mosquitoes are so bad there that they go and look on the regis¬ 
ter to see what room you occupy. 

In Florida it is so hot they have to keep the thermometer in 
the refrigerator to keep it from melting. 

i arrived in Savannah all O. K. I had a great dinner. The 
coffee was too weak to hold sugar. I ordered oysters, but I 
think the oysters forgot the password and did not get in. 

1 went out West for my health. Colorado is something 
grate. But you don't have to listen to this to hear something 
grate, you can rub two bricks together. When I had seen all 
the big bugs out there and had been bitten by some of them, I 
came East. I was going upstairs—but that would be another 
story. 
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THE LITTLE ORPHAN. 

Jessie May Young, ’16. 

In New York City, in a very dark and dreary little room, 

sat a very worried little girl of eight years. Her mother was 
dead and she did not know where her father was. She was 
cold and hungry, and wanted her mother back to love and 
help her. It was getting dusky in the streets and it was quite 
dark in this lonelv room. 

e/ 

Finally, not knowing what to do for something to eat, she 
put on a very torn shawl and went out into the crowded 
streets. It was Christmas Eve and every one was hurrying 
along. The snow was falling fast and the poor little girl was 
severely cold. As she walked along the street looking in at the 

decorated windows she wished that she had some of the nice 
things to eat and clothes to keep her warm. Sometimes she 

was almost knocked down by the reckless people, but at last 
| she reached a place where it was not so crowded. It was a 
beautful place, brightened with a great light at the entrance. 
This place was one of the finest churches in the city, and this 
evening there was a Christmas entertainment goining on with¬ 
in. She was inclined to go in, yet she was afraid, but presently 
she found courage to enter. She was standing under the bright 

light, when one of the ushers happened to see her. He came 
to her and found an exceedingly beautiful child, with dark 
brown curls hanging around her shoulders, dark brown eyes, 

and fair complexion. 

Asking her a few questions he found out that she was an 
orphan and needed a home. He carried her inside. Such a 
beautiful sight she had never seen before. At the front of the 
large church was a beautiful Christmas tree shining with many 

articles. 

Just before the presents on the tree were presented, this 
little girl was carried to the front and was allowed to take 
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the first choice on the tree. She called for a doll, but it was 

not the largest and finest there. 
At the end of the service one of th officials of the officials 

of the church took her home with him to be his little girl, be¬ 
cause he had recently lost his own littie one, and this child 
looked very much like his little girl that was lying in the 
church vard. 

PARODY ON “A PERFECT DAY.” 

Mary Grimsley, T4. 

When you come to the end of your career at school. 
With all the characteristics of a fool, 
You begin to think it is most too late, 
To strive against your unyielding fate, 
Do you think of any good that might be derived 

From small knowledge gained while you worked and strived, 
When you’ve spent twelve or more years, though against your 

will, 

In a vain attempt to swallow the pill? 

Well, this is the end of my career at school, 
The end of an existence governed by rule; 
But it leaves a thought of delicious thrills, 
Experienced when shirking those horrid pills, 
Yet mem’ry has painted my career at school 
With colors that never fade, 

And I’m able now to reflect with a smile, 
On all the mistakes I’ve made. 
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THE HONEYMOON OF A NERVOUS BRIDE. 

Edith Haller, ’16. 

It was a bright June morning that I awoke with the words 
on my lips, “My wedding day.” I was to be married at 12:30, 

and leave for my honeymoon at 1:30. At 12:00 o’clock I was 
not ready as I had had so many visitors and presents I had for¬ 
gotten about getting ready. At 12:30 the bride had not ap¬ 
peared, and the bridesmaid and best man had already gotten 
in their places. Just think they had to delay the ceremony. 
Well, I was married about 15 minutes later and we took 
the auto for the depot. 

When we got there the train was on the track. Jack (my 
husband’s name) told me to go down to the train and wait 
there until he got the tickets. During his absence I got im¬ 
patient and thought that I would go meet him, but in the 
crowd I missed him. Jack thinking that I was on the train 
got on. When the train pulled out of the station it took him 

and left me. They had gone but a little way, when lie could 
not find me; he had the train stopped and he got off and walked 
all the way back to Greenville for his little bride. We took 
tbe next train for Niagara Falls and got there without any 
more trouble. 

We were enjoying our trip immensely and also compliment¬ 
ing ourselves on how well we were keeping together, because we 
did not start out together. One day when we were viewing the 
Falls we decided we wanted to go under them. The man told 
us we would have to put on rubber suits and caps, but we did 
not mind that. While we were in the elevator going down to 
go under the Falls, we met another bridal couple. Some how 
when we got out of the elevator Jack was with the other bride 
and I had a hold of the groom. We found out the mistake and 
thought it quite a joke. From Niagara Falls we went to Buf¬ 

falo for a few days and had a delightful time, and did not get 

separated or have any other trouble. 
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From Buffalo we went to Washington. At Washington we 
got along very well until we were ready to start for home. 
When we got to the station to take the train I got in the wrong 
gate. After much trouble in getting out of the wrong gate 
into the right one we got on the train just in time, as it was 
pulling out when Jack jumped on. 

I was very much relieved to find myself on my way home 
as it had been so hard for me to stay with my husband. The 
next thing that bothered me was that the folks at home would 
know about my misfortune at Niagara and would tease me. 
I never could stand to be teased. It happened that a boy from 
home was under the Falls when 1 found that 1 had the wrong 
man, but I never looked at him. The next morning I would 
be at home, O what a relief! 

I thought night would never come. But when it did it 
brought a very good looking young man and placed him just 
across the aisle from us. He had a suit case just like mine. 

The next morning when I was ready for my suit case I pick¬ 
ed it up, but never noticed that it was heavier than usual. 
But when 1 opened it, there before my eyes was a suit case full 
of sample jars tilled with sticky old molasses. The man across 
the aisle had my suit case with all my precious bridal clothes 
in it, and he was gone. The molasses was quite a joke on me, 
as I had not kept up with my husband as well as I might. 

Everywhere I go now I think of the molasses, how sdicky it 
looked and I try to stick as close as possible to my husband, 
so we won’t get separated. 
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THE THANKSGIVING PARTY. in the 

Alps, 
Elizabeth Wetmore, ’16. 

VYdo 

Come, let’s be merry and pay half a dime te ot* 
To witness and join in the frolicking time • I 
Of the Greensboro High School’s girls and'" boys. 1iiey 
Come! see the Indians and other such joys; ar' 
In the witches’ den as dark as night, the 
There’s goblins that give you an awful fright. On 
The gypsies will your fortunes tell 
If you’ll pay for the sweets they sell. 
The Goddesses of Liberty give sweets to you 
If you’ll but give them a penny or two. 

And last, but not least, come the milkmaids in their green 
bower, 

They’ll give you something cooling that is very, very sower. 

ENGLISH TEST. 

Evangeline Brown, ’16. 

A blackboard full of questions, 
English test was on; 

I sat there looking stupid, 
For I couldn’t answer one. 

Children all around me 
Writing "fit to kill,” 

While I struggled for some answers 
With which the page to till. 

Alas, I still sat striving 
Some English to recall, 

When lo! the gong was sounding 
Dismally through the hall. 
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1IU A TRIP IN WONDERLAND, 
got f 

^ *u Felix E. Brockmann, *16. 

gatf 
int< e German government liad bought a new kind o 1 cannon 

pu before I landed in Berlin. This cannon, the inventor 

ied. would easily accommodate a man and was roomy 

as °li to carrv grub to last him for a week. But to prove his 

neiement to be a true one he had to test it. So, when I got 

off of the ship at Berlin, I found that he had offered a reward 

of $1,000 to the first man who would try out the cannon. 

After a little debating with myself I just decided to call on 

this new inventor and try to come to terms with him, for I 

needed that thousand dollars mighty bad. 

I thought that I would eat dinner before I started on my 

visit, so just after dinner I started for the inventor’s house. 

It was just a short distance, so I was soon on the large front 

porch. A servant took me to a nice large parlor, where I be¬ 

gan to look at the pictures on the wall. 

The room was very tidy and nice, and I think this is what 

caused me to notice a book lying on Ihe floor in one of the 

corners of the room. Of course I thought it ought to be on the 

table so I went to pick it up. When 1 stooped to pick it up, 

some one gave me a hard push from behind and I fell on the 

book and rug, and then the book, rug and all went tumbling 

through the floor. 

It must have been several hours later when I began to see 

things again and to find that I had been tricked, for I was 

very hungry. The first thing I noticed when 1 opened my eyes 

was that I was moving upwards at a fast rale and that I was 

k a round tube like concern, which was pointed at the ton 

(for 1 was in a standing position) and was fiat on the bottom. 

It also had a glass, which I did not discover at first, but which 

I found buoy to be one great comfort, for I could see what 

was going on outside. As I looked out of this glass I found 

that I was on board of one of the Zeppelin dirigible balloons 
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because I saw the named painted on the side. Away in the 
distance I saw high mountains which I took to be the Alps, 
but now they began to look flat as did the whole earth. I was 
first enjoying all of this pretty scenery when I saw a couple of 
men coming out of what I took to be the mechanist room. I 
was not long at wondering what they were after, because they 
come and picked the tube or bullet with me in it up and car¬ 
ried me through a little passage way right strait through the 
gas bag, until we were on the top of the whole concern. On 
looking out of my glass window I saw a cannon right beside 
me and to my dismay one of the men opened the back end of 
it and two of them began to poke the sharp end of the bullet 
into it. After they had gotten the bullet all the way into the 
cannon, I could see nothing out of my little glass window be¬ 
cause of the darkness in the cannon, so instead I began to feel 
around inside of my little den to see what I could find. I was 
in this act when I noticed a light gleaming from beneath my 
feet, and on looking I saw that they had taken the back end of 
the bullet off. I began to try to get out but it was of no use, 
for one of the men brushed me back in and then said, “Here’s 
some water and food that will last you a week and a friendly 
puppy to keep you company,” and as he said this he pushed a 
bor into the tube and then the nice little puppy which he called 
it, but which turned out to be one of these long sausage-like 
Dachshunds. With a farewell remark he then closed the back 
end. I was opening the box of grub, when something began 

to spew near my feet, and all of a sudden it exploded and I 

knew no more for a while. 

When I awoke everything was dark outside of my little 

window, so I began to feel for the box of grub, but to my dismay 
I found nothing but paper left, for that good for nothing dog 
had eaten the last bit of food. With a quick grab I started to 
murder that hound, but too late for he was already cold, hav¬ 

ing eaten himself to death. 

I had been trying for the last three days to get the back end 

off of the bullet, because the air was getting rather rank with 
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the dead dog in it. At last with a hard kick I knocked the end 
off and with another kick I tried to kick the dog out into the 
air, but to my horror the dog just floated in the air just behind 
me. Afterwards I figured that as the bullet had been shot 
from the cannon with the dog and myself in it, that both of us 
was going through the air at the same rate of speed, therefore 
I could not push the dog away for he was going just as fast as 

I was. 

Some hours later, after darkness began to fall round about 
me, I saw a great bright object just down below me. Nearer 
and nearer I came to the object, which began to look more and 
more like the earth every minute. It wasn’t long after this 
before I noticed that there was water just below me, so 
my fear of being crashed to death on rocks or the like was 
gone. With a mighty splash I hit the water and went far un¬ 
der the surface of it, but was soon up on top again swimming 
for a high strip of land which I saw in the distance. After 
reaching land I was very tired, so in a few minutes I fell 
asleep. 

On awakening in the morning (for I had discovered that I 
had landed at night and the light was caused by one or more 
satellites) I found that I was not on my dear old native mother 
earth, but in some other strange land. I first noticed this 
when the suns began to rise, for as they rose one after another, 
I noticed a peculiar number of shadows behind each object and 
also when the suns stretched completely across the sky I no¬ 
ticed there was not a shadow in sight. I was just watching 
the suns when on looking around to see what else I could see, 
I saw a mighty bird sitting asleep on the shore of the ocean 
that I swam out of. With not a second’s hesitation I made a 
dash for the bird for I knew that this would be my only hope 
of ever getting back to my native earth. Leaping into the air 
with great force the great white bird began to fly upward with 
me clinging to his feet. I could see the lofty mountains in 
the distance on one side, while opposite I saw a great ocean, 

and on another side I saw a broad coastal plain and opposite 
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the mountains running down to the ocean. Coming to a lofty 
mountain the bird swiftly flew over it, but to my surprise, in¬ 
stead of an empty valley on the other side, as I was expect¬ 
ing, I saw a very large city. Just as the bird had flown about 
half way across the city I heard a gun or something of the sort 

go off just below me and then a dull thud as the object hit the 
bird. With a little fluttering the bird started to fall to the 
ground with me as a passenger. 

When next I came to myself I was standing in line with a 
great multitude of people in a large building which looked as 
if it was made on solid gold. On asking some one near by 

what the name of the place was, they said it was the ticket 
office of the solar systems. By this I came to the conclusion 

that I had died when the bird and myself hit the ground and 
that now I was to be sent to another world. Soon the line 
moved on until I stood in front of the ticket office. Then the 
man within said, “All right, sonny, just jump in that open 
door over yonder in the corner.” So I obeyed. 

It seemed like about two or three minutes after this that I 
founded myself walking down North Elm street in Greensboro, 
N. C., on niv dear old native earth, but it must have been about 
1,000 years, because things had changed so since I left. In¬ 
stead of the quiet streets of the old Greensboro, I found a 
very noisy affair. On one side of the street I saw that they 
were having an election, for the women were fussing and quar¬ 
reling over the polls. As I went into one of the numerous 
schools I found a U. S. history book and as I looked through 
it I read of the great works of President Wilson and how at 
the first of his term he tried to quiet Mexico down by peaceful 
means, but as this would not work he declared war, and after 
a short struggle our soldiers won the war and the whole coun¬ 
try was made into peaceful states. Again as 1 was reading a 
newspaper I found that the government now owned all inter- 
urban railroads (for now the old fashion steam engines were 
out of date and electricity was running the world) and other 

important concerns. All of these new things put me to won- 
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dering and when I saw that flying machines crossed the ocean 
on schedule time I was more surprised, but when I heard thaf 
the whole world had heard the word of Christ I said, “It will 
not be long now before the end of the world, for all people have 
a chance for Heaven now.” Not long after this, as I was 
walking down the street I heard a loud trumpet blown in the 
sky and on looking up I saw the light blue sky open and 

Gabriel stepped out of Heaven. 
As I kneeled and closed my eyes to ask forgiveness for my 

sins, I felt a gentle pat on my head and opening my eyes and 
looking up 1 saw my father standing by my bed in my little 
room and 1 found that I was still in the quiet little Greensboro 

and that I had onlv had a dream. 
%/ 

A HUMOROUS INCIDENT. 

Enoch Stamey, ’16. 

Everybody in the town knew Jim Shank, and that he was 
not very bright. He was the town character whom everybody 
laughed at. Jim's only thoughts were of drink and tobacco. 
When the pockets of his dingy old pants were empty of the lat¬ 
ter comfort he was miserable. One day he was suffering under 
just such a calamitous hardship; every resource of supply was 
cut off, and Jim wondered when he was going to get his “to- 
baccv." He thought and thought until at last a brilliant idea 
occurred to him. 

With all speed he hurried to the railroad track. He had 
only a short time to wait before a northbound train appeared 
rounding a curve. Jim pulled his big, red handkerchief from 
his pocket and solemnly waved the train. 

The engineer stopped his engine and descended from his 
cabin and asked what was the cause of danger. 

“Have you got any tobacey?” Jim asked. 
“No,” cried the engineer angrily. 

Well, what did you stop your train for?” said Jim impa¬ 
tiently. 
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SOCRATES. 

Ben Stockard, ’14. 

Socrates lived in the fourth century, 
He always had cash in the city treasury; 

The exact amount I do not know, 
Because his bank book was lost in the snow. 

Socrates taught a school in an Athenian street, 
Which was so narrow there wasn’t room for your feet; 
He lectured on the moving picture shows, 
And all the rest of Athens’ woes. 

Mrs. Xantippe was Socrates’ wife; 
She couldn’t talk slow to save her life; 
She broke up his school with a piece of chair, 
And she tore his coat and pulled his hair. 

So Socrates said, ‘‘I will be good, 
But I am not going home to cut that wood; 
I know myself, you bet I do, 
And I’ll stay out tonight till nine o’clock, too.” 

Mrs. Xantippe said, “I want to vote.” 
And Socrates said, “That get’s my goat.” 
But Xantippe cried, “We have got a suffrage class, 
And we’re going to smash bottles and window glass.” 

At last Socrates gave up in despair, 
He couldn’t see the fun when she pulled his hair; 

So he drank a quart of hemlock tea, 
And his head got dizzy and he couldn’t see. 

When Xantippe heard it she fell on her knees, 

But that was the end of Socrates. 
Athens put Socrates out of his woe; 
But Xantippe never got over the blow. 
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THE NEWS BOY’S MERIT. 

Oscar Boyst, ’16. 

I’m a news boy, yes, a news boy, just one among the many 
in Old New lrork City. It’s a hard life to live and takes a wil¬ 
ful and patient boy to endure the hardships that a news boy 
has to go through. For nine long years I have peddled papers 
on the street to make a living, of which I had to do because 
my mother and father died when I was a small boy only five 
years old. Now I am fourteen years old, and many a day t 
have walked the streets amid the ice and snow in ragged 
clothes and bleeding feet, trying to sell my papers to pay the 
price for one night’s lodging or a bite of something to eat. 

During my entire life as a news boy I have generally had 
good luck in selling my papers, but there were times when luck 
was against me and I had to sleep in some one’s barn or in 
some hiding place to keep the cops from arresting me. One 
day as I was going out to get something to eat I was very for¬ 
tunate in finding a purse that belonged to some rich man. I 
was so overtaken by surprise at first, that I did not know what 
I was doing. It wasn’t long before I had realized what I had 
found. It wasn’t mine, it belonged to some one else, and it is 
my duty to return it to its owner. 1 did not wait until morn¬ 
ing to take it back, but that night at 8.30 I started on my un¬ 
limited journey amid the fast falling snow and sleet for one 
hour and thirty-five minutes before 1 could locate the owner of 
the purse. I went to the door and rang the bell and not hav¬ 
ing a card to give to the maiden I only asked to speak to Mr. 

Levar. He invited me in the house by the fire. He asked me 
when and where I found the purse, and after I had told him, 
he asked me to tell him about my past experience as a news 
boy. 

Sitting in an old arm chair in the light of the burning fire I 
told him all the things that I had gone through; when almost 
through as I was telling him about the death of my father 

•> 

( 
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and mother I noticed something in Mr. Levar’s eye sparkling 

like diamonds; one after another they rolled down his cheeks 
dropping to the floor below. Mr. Levar bade him good-bye, 
giving him a five dollar bill, wishing him good luck and hoping 
that he might be able to help again when he was in trouble. 

Time has gone bv and I am sixteen years old, still a news 
boy; my trade has increased and I am able to buy better 
clothes and rest comfortably every night. But misfortune 
takes a hand again. One night the house in which I was sleep¬ 
ing caught fire, losing all of my good clothes and papers. I 
had nothing to start over with, what must I do? Mr. Levar 
could not be found anywhere. Several days passed and I have 
not had anything to eat or any sleep, which makes me very 
weak. One night as T was seeking shelter in the doorway of a 
store from the snow and sleet, a cop walked up and arrested 
me. I was taken to jail, a very dirty and unhealthy place. 
Morning came; mv cell was bv a window. Earlv in the morn- 
ing there was a bad blizzard, the wind was blowing at sixty- 
five miles an hour. Snow was falling so fast that it looked 
like white sheets before vour eves. I was taken in the court 
room and tried, sentenced to jail for six months. But just 
then the news boy thought of Mr. Levar. Where could he be? 
Everything was quiet in the court room for a few minutes; 
this quietness was soon broken as Mr. Levar rushed in from 
the door in the back of the room all out of breath. ‘‘Judge, 
judge, is the news boy here that was arrested last night at 
twelve? Is he here? show me to him. Has his trial come off 
vet?” The bov, who was sitting in a chair in one corner of 
the small court room between two cops, arose from his chair 
all amazed from the sudden appearance of Mr. Levar, and 
said, “Mr. Levar, here am I.” “All right, my boy, just be calm 
until I pay vour bond and we will take the next taxi for Broad- 
way.” Mr. Levar took the news bov home, clothed him in the 
finest clothes he could buy, gave him some money and recom¬ 
mended him to one of his friends as a good, honest and upright 

boy. 
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JUST BECAUSE. 

Florine Rawlins, ?14. 

“The class may have a few minutes as a study period.” 
These words were spoken by Jack Preverson, the young pro¬ 

fessor of Statonville, as he dropped into his chair at the desk 
and at the same time dropped into the bottomless pit of des¬ 
pair, wishing with all his might that those few minues could 
last forever. How could he each without looking at her, and 
how could he teach when he was looking at her, he thought. 
He laughed at his thoroughly ridiculous predicament and won¬ 
dered what the boys at school would think if they knew. Tom 
Draynor, his chum, had jestingly predicted that in one month 
he would have a desperate “case” if there were any girls within 
a radius of five miles from where he taught. That month had 
passed, but now the second was not up and he was Avilling to 
admit that the thoughts he entertained for Julia Stratton were 
entirely different from those he had for the other school girls. 
And yet this was certainly not a “case,” the word didn’t suit 
Julia. She was just his ideal of a girl. Who could help ad¬ 
mire a girl whose very looks bespoke such modest simplicity, 
gentleness and sincerity? The situation, however, was rather 
embarrassing, he thought. Should he allow the circulation of 
a report that he was in love with Julia Stratton, and worst of 
all allow the boys at home to find out that he wasn’t “game” 
and couldn’t stand the test? “Well, I rather guess not. If 
I’m afraid to face this innocent and perfectly harmless being, 
then this is no place for yours truly,” he decided, as he arose 
to his feet with new determination and suddenly realized that 
he was in the midst of a very disorderly room. 

“I am indeed, sorry,” he said, “that this class can not proper¬ 
ly use a study period. I shall ask all those who have misused 
this time of study to report to me after school.” 

That evening nearly half the pupils in the class remained. 
Jack ITeverson walked into the room, closed the door and took 
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his stand at the desk. His boyish looks, as he shoved his hands 
into his pockets were hardly in accord with his assumed look 
of severity. 

ft/ 

“I am very glad that so many of you were honorable enough 
to remain this evening, and”—he suddenly caught sight of the 
upturned face of Julia Stratton, in whose soft brown eyes 
there was an expression of grief; then finishing, he said, “and 
I wish all of you to busy yourselves studying until I have dis¬ 

missed you.” 

Gradually the'number began to decrease as one by one he 
dismissed them. At last only Julia was left. Taking his eyes 
from a paper of which he had not read one sentence, he looked 
at Julia. The afternoon sun shone in the school room window 
and cast its magic rays upon her face and it seemed as if the 
sunbeams were enjoying a dance among the brown ringlets of 

her hair. 

“Miss Stratton,” he said, “why did you stay?” 

“Just because,” she answered, her countenance somewhat 

resembling a beet, so red did it turn. 
“Just because” is harly a sufficient answer,” he replied. 
“Well,” she stammered, “you asked all those who had mis¬ 

used their time to stay, and since I wasn’t thinking about my 

lessons I thought I ought to stay.” 
“Indeed that was conscientious, Miss Stratton, but don’t 

you think there is such a thing as an ‘overdose?’—really, you 
know, I didn’t expect you to stay,” he finished with a frank 
and pleasant smile (so Julia thought). Then changing the 
subject: “I think it’s time to be going home, I believe I go 
your way—that is if I may,” he eagerly added as he took his 

hat to go. 
“Wliv I didn’t know vou were accustomed to go my way, 

ft/ «/ 

but of course if”— 
“Only on special occasions, so here goes,” he replied as they 

walked out the door and he relieved her of her books. Any 
casual observer would have thought them school-mates, so 

young did he look in his gray Norfolk suit and small hat perch- 
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ed on tlie back of his head. As they neared her home, Jack had 
firmly made up his mind, so he begun with what he considered 

the first step and asked to call that night. 

“Why, I am sure mother would be glad to meet you,” she 
answered with attempted calmness, but knew by the tell-tale 

tremor of her voice that the attempt was in vain. 

So the days, weeks and months rolled on and Julia, the most 
popular as well as the brightest member of the Senior class, 
had her hours of study frequently interspersed with the visits 
of her teacher, and indeed as Mary Marlowe, one of her chums, 
had said, they really would have been frightened if anything 
had prevented his walking home with her in the afternoon. 
But this was not going to happen, Jack had decided, as was 
proved one day when, as the class marched out for recess, 
Julia heard some one say at her side, -‘Miss Stratton, I wish 
to see you this evening,” and looking up she saw her teacher, 
Mr. Preverson. There was no time for questions or answers, 
so bewildered she passed through Ihe hall and out into the 
yard. Hardly had she reached the ground before she was 

assailed by her classmates and chums. 

“Oh, Mule/ we’ve got the swellest plan,” said Mary Marlowe, 
their spokesman. “Just as soon as school is out we’re every 
one going to run home, deposit our books, eat dinner and 
promptly at three o’clock, promptly remember, meet at the big 
oak and go from there to the pond to spend the afternoon 
skating, and oh I was about to forget the main item—we are 
going to all take a lunch along, lest starvation should overtake 
us, you know.” 

“But I can't go,” said Julia decisively. 
“Well, Julia Mae Stratton, you are positively the most dis¬ 

appointing creature I ever encountered, so the unfolding of 
this excellent plan has after all been ‘Love's labor lost,’ why 
can’t you go?” 

‘Well, if you must know,” said Julia, “I’ve got to stay in.” 
'Stay in!” they all gasped, such a thing as “Jule” being kept 

in was unheard of. 

U-* 
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“What for, and wlio is the cause of such cruelty?” 

“Mr. Preverson, and I can’t imagine what his reason is, un¬ 
less”—and she stopped to think—“unless my conduct has in 
some wav made him angry.” 

“Angry!” cried Mary, “Aha, Jule, though this be madness, 

yet there is method in it.” It was an established fact that 
Mary’s brain was saturated to the dew point with Shakespeare. 

“Oh, Mary, your Shakespearian outbursts are exceedingly 
exasperating at times,” was the somewhat sarcastic reply of 
Julia. 

“Well, by way of variation,” began persistent Mary, “I’ve 

got an announcement to make, Jule, so you’d better prepare 
for its reception. Last night our beloved school master was 
seen at the theater in the company of a fair damsel, and fair 
indeed she was, for it was my eyes that viewed the sight. But 

Jule, don't take it so hard before you hear the end,” she re¬ 
sumed, with a triumphant twinkle in her eye, “for said damsel 
was only the sister of our said teacher, so vou can calm those 
fears, my lady love.” 

Just then the ringing of the bell put an end to this chatter, 
so they fled into the school house, after having reminded Julia 
to come to the pond as soon as possible after her dismissal. 

Somehow Julia was real glad that the girl Mary saw with Mr. 
Preverson was only his sister, although she would not allow 

herself to admit it. 
That evening as the other pupils left the room and only Julia 

remained Jack felt somewhat guilty, and couldn’t exactly de¬ 
cide whether it was fair to detain Julia for his own selfish 
aims or not. There were just a few things he must do before 
leaving the school and he couldn’t see her go off with a crowd 
of young people when he so longed for the honor. For a while 
Julia sat motionless, her eyes upon a book, although her mind 
was far from its contents, neither was it on the gay party at 

the pond. At last she summoned the courage to say: 
“I believe you wished to see me this evening?” 
“Yes,” and her eyes fell as she met the look in his. 
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“Very well,” she challenged. 
“Oh, Julia,” as he advanced down the aisle with a perplexing 

smile upon his face, “can’t you see that I kept you in this after¬ 
noon because”—he checked himself, was he going to act the 

fool in a school room with one of his pupils, what if she was 
eighteen and he twenty?—“well, just because,” he finished in 
an entirely changed voice, and rather cutting it seemed to 
Julia. But the wise Julia only smiled mischievously as she 

bent her head blushingly and quoted: 

“Because is hardly a sufficient answer.” 

“Well, perhaps you could advance a better explanation, are 

you ready to go home?” he replied. 

A little later, when the skating on I he pond was at its best, 
Julia and Jack, with a happy smile, joined the crowd and soon 
were spinning across the ice. Mary Marlowe went whizzing 
past them and as she did Julia heard her chirp in her ear, 

“All’s well that ends well.” 

But that was not the end. Spring came with all its budding 
life and soon the Seniors were to give their graduating exer¬ 
cises. The silly banter concerning Julia and Jack was now a 
thing of the past, instead whenever bis name was mentioned 
they would glance knowingly at each other and each had her 
own idea although none were expressed. Notwithstanding 
this new happiness Julia had worked hard all through the year, 
hoping to win the Columbian scholarship, as she had always 

aspired to follow the career of a teacher. 
The eventful night came and as was expected honors were 

heaped upon Julia. Not only had she won the scholarship, 
but also the essay prize. Jack Preverson sat on the front seat 
of the auditorium listening with upturned face to every word 
that was spoken. A second glance would have assured the 
observer that there was an unusual expression on his face. 

The exercises were over and Jack found her behind the stage 
among the flowers she had received. 

‘‘Oh, Jule, I am so proud of you tonight; this is what I have 
been waiting for for six months. But Jule, you're not going 
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off to Columbia to spend four more years of your life digging 
for knowledge/7 

“But why!” she gasped. 

“Well, just because you’re”— 
“Remember, just because is not sufficient,” she broke in. 
“But it’s just because you’re going to be my wife, Jule.” 
“Oh!” she stammered understanding^. 

A COLLECTION OF NAMES FROM NINTH GRADE. 

Kate Thomas, ’16. 

A part of earth—(Mary) Sand(ers). 

A sport—(Charles) Hunt. 
A part of corn—(Pitts) Cobb. 
Form of relief—(Henry B)lake. 
A part of a chestnut—(Wil)bur (Stamey). 
A bird—(Samuel) Robin (son). 
A conveyance—(Os)car (Boyst). 
A tree—(Myrtle) Ash (worth). 
A composition of earth—(Le)land (Porter). 

A food—(Beat)rice (Cunningham). 
A piece of harnes—(Ethel) Saddle(r). 

Untruth—(Nel)lie (Smith). 
Length without—(Made)line (Keeling). 

A child—(Mary Morri)son. 
A narrow valley—Glen(n Wyrick). 
A celestial being—(Ev) angel (in Brown). 
Latter part of day—Eve(lyn Schiffman). 

A race of people—Jew (el Glascow). 
A kind of preserves—Jam(es Witherspoon). 

A fishing tackle—(La)net(te) Porter). 
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A LETTER. 

Annie Fred Foushee, '14. 

“Dixieland.” 

Dear “Annie Laurie:” 

Ever since we met, “When You Were Sweet Sixteen and I 
Was Twentv-one,” while we were “Waiting for the Robert E. 
Lee” on the “Swanee Shore,” I have thought of you and have 
often said that if “I Had a Thousand Lives to Live, Fd Live 
Them All for You.” “I Love You Truly,” dear and “All Night 
Long,” “I Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble Halls” with you, and 
there you sang “Sweet and Low” to me. “There is One in a 
Million Like You”' and you are my “Great Big, Blue-eyed 
Baby,” and I would just love to call you “Snooky Oookums,” 

may I do it? 
“When I Lost You” two years ago, the “Curse of an Aching 

Heart” was made, and when the band played “That’s How I 
Need You” tears ran down my cheeks, when I thought of “My 
Little Girl Down Home.” Even “In My Harem” I had no 
pleasure and all I did was to “Dream” of you, dear, and of 
that “Perfect Day” when we should spend our honeymoon “In 

the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia.” 
“Softly Now the Light of Day” is falling, so I must stop, 

but please “Meet Me Tonight in Dreamland” and say “I Love 
You,” because “I’ve got your Number.” 

Now be good and don’t forget “Robin Adair." 
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Editorials. 
“United we stand, divided we fall.” This maxim lias 

proved true in many cases and will not fail in the case of the 
athletics and other undertak- 

The Lack of Interest in ings of the High School. The 
High School Events as Shown following remarks are not in- 

hy the People of the Town. tended for those who have 
been attending the athletic 
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contests and other events, such as debates, but they are meant 
for those not in school, who do not show any interest at all or 
who are onlv lukewarm in their interest. If the patrons of 

e/ 

the school do not attend the contests of strength and intelli¬ 
gence of the school how can the other people who have not 
any connection with the school be expected to come? And if 
both of these classes do not show any interest, how can the 
pupils themselves be expected to take any interest in their 
regular school work, having no outside encouragement in 

their athletics and society work, and therefore no bright side 
to their school work except the delight obtained from the daily 
round of work? Also financially the students need your aid in 
the way of attending the contests, to defray expenses. 

Some will sav, “I believe in contests onlv between the stu- 
dents themselves.” But this kind of contest does not brighten 
the school work as the pupil may enjoy these sports with his 
friends, who are his fellow students, outside of school. 

Therefore we request most earnestly your co-operation in all 
the undertakings of the G. H. S. and it will be greatly appre¬ 
ciated bv one and all the students. 

Having closed on Thanksgiving Day a most successful foot¬ 
ball season from a financial standpoint (though not quite so 

successful from an athletic standpoint) we now 
Our Athletic look forward to a still more successful season 
Prospect. in track and baseball. With our finances in a 

good condition we anticipate no trouble in that 
direction, as the High School spirit is increasing and the in¬ 
terest of the people in town and of the patrons of the school is 
slightly improved. Although it is December and the foot-ball 
season has just closed, yet many of the boys are bringing the 
baseball and track utensils to school and practicing every day. 
The interest in these forms of athletics, as this would indicate, 
seems to be great among the boys. We hope that this interest 
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does not wane, but continue to increase, because in former 
years although crowds of boys would be out for the team at first 
this number would dwindle down in a few weeks to hardly one 
team. When the season opens if your desire for making the 
team fails you, as it did many in foot ball, just determine you 
will keep on trying. 

There is also more talk about a track team also this year 
and from the foregoing prospects we expect to put out a good 
team. 

If one should happen to be passing the G. H. S. about two- 
thirty o’clock any afternoon except Saturday and Sunday he 

would have to think a minute 
The New Manner of Learn- to “get his bearing,” because he 
ing the School Building. would see issuing forth from 

the school building at regular 
intervals orderly military-like lines of boys and girls. It is 
not a military school letting out that the passer-by sees, but it 
is simply the students in the High School departing from 
school in accordance with the recently instituted system. This 
system is maintained by the pupils themselves. Each class 
and room elects two captains, one for the boys and one for the 
girls. These captains see to the formation of the line and the 
conduct of those marching. This system is a great help to the 
school, as it puts the pupils out of the building immediately 
and starts them home without any loitering around the build¬ 
ing. This system is not yet in the best working order, but if 
the pupils will only give their full co-operation with the fac¬ 
ulty (which is earnestly requested), the system will work out 

with good results in all directions. 

Christmas is almost here and we trust you will have a merry 
time, and that the New Year will bring each of you peace 

and happiness, mingled with prosperity, 

Lest We Forget. and that you might be made to realize: 
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“That God, which ever lives and loves, 
One God, one law, one element, 
And one far-off divine event, 

To which the whole creation moves.” 

Christmas is a time to cheer those in distress, a time to re¬ 
member your friends, and treat all people with human sym¬ 
pathy and love. Remember what Christmas stands for, act 
upon that remembrance, then we can’t forget. 



Never before in the history of the High School since the in¬ 
stitution of the literary and debating societies, has such en¬ 
thusiasm and interest been shown by the students towards 
these organizations. Each member contributes his very best 
efforts to make the program not only interesting but beneficial. 
Such a marked difference therefore has come in the substance 
and rendition in these programs that the society meetings are 
anticipated wth pleasure on account of them, and not, as we 
fear has been the case formerly, as a means of avoiding two 
periods of work. We earnestly hope and expect that these 

good signs will develop more and more each day. 

McNEIL LITERARY SOCIETY. 

The McNeil Society have used their time most advantage¬ 
ously during the bi-weekly meetings, most of the time being 
occupied in planning the entertainment which they gave in the 
High School building Friday, Nov. 21, 1913. This event needs 
no describing adjectives to those who were so fortunate as to 
attend. A literary program was rendered in the chapel at the 

High School and various attractions such as Indians, witches, 
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fortune tellers and milkmaids attributed to the pleasure of the 
crowds. A sum of over fifty dollars was taken in and cleared 
by the McNeils on this occasion, and a pleasant memory will 
linger for a long while in the minds of the spectators, in the 
minds of the Athletic Association members who are indebted 
to the generosity of the young ladies for the sum of twenty- 
five dollars, and to their sister Ionians, who admire and envy 
the minds that planned and carried out this brilliant success. 

On Oct. 31, 1913, the McNeil Society held a meeting in Room 
No. 3. After the business had been satisfactorily disposed of 
the program was rendered under the direction of Misses Flos¬ 
sie Denny and Reube Alley. 

Recitation—Marv Bovd. 
Reading—Evelyn Schiffman. 
Recitation—Mary Murray. 

Play—“Keeping House”—Five girls. 
Recitation—Jessie May Young. 
Recitation—Bonnie Howard. 
Reading—Estell Porter. 
Recitation—Mary Alderman. 
Story—Jessie May Young. 
Recitation—Flossie Dennv. 
Recitation—Lola May Holland. 
Reading—Irene Hiatt. 
Recitation—Mamie Fowlkes. 
Recitation—Margaret Justice. 
Recitation—Ida May Marrs. 

On Nov. 14 the McNeil Society met in the chapel and after 
all business was settled the following program was carried out. 

Instrumental Duiet—Alma Rightsell and Evangeline Brown. 
Reading—Lanette Porter. 

Vocal Duet—Margaret Armstrong and Adelaide Van Nop- 
pen. 

Recitation—Cora Caviness. 

Instrumental Solo—Margaret Stroud. 
Recitation—Henrietta Beall. 
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Vocal Duet—Kathryn Shaffer and Kirk Callum. 
Instrumental Solo—Janie Angel. 
Reading—Grace Cox. 

Instrumental Solo—Carol Shelton. 
Instrumental Solo—Celie Goldstein. 
Recitation—Myrtle Ashworth. 

Instrumental Solo—Mary Morrison. 

Dialogue—Adelaide Van Noppen and Mary Reece. 
Instrumental Solo—Adelaide Van Noppen. 

IONIAN LITERARY SOCIETY. 

On Nov. 14 the Ionian Society held a meeting in the Senior 
room of the High School, and after the disposal of all business 
affairs the following program was rendered, with Misses An¬ 

nie Fred Foushee and Pauline Justice as chairmen: 

Play—“Almost a Tragedy of Tongues.” 
Dramatis Persona?—Mrs. Arlington, A. F. Foushee; Mrs. 

Brownell, J. Vanstory; Mrs. Cooper, P. Justice; Margaret Sin¬ 

clair, J. Britton; Esthalda Brown, F. Rawlins; Maid, C. Stout. 

Reading—Mary Sanders. 
Recitation—Eugenia Atkisson. 
Vocal Duet—Beatrice Cunningham and Florine Rawlins. 

Reading—Lillian Merrimon. 
Debate—Query: Resolved, that it is more desirable to be an 

old-fashioned than a modern girl. The speakers on the affirma¬ 
tive were Jennie Vanstory and Marie Brandt. Those on the 
negative were Nellie Richmond and Mary Foust. The nega¬ 

tive won. 
Recitation—Eva Thomas. 
Recitation—Mary Sanders. 
Vocal Duet—Annie F. Foushee and Florine Rawlins. 

Story—Beatrice Cunningham. 
Recitation—Madeline Keeling. 
Recitation—Edith Haller. 
Recitation—Jessie Howard. 
The Ionian Society met in the chapl Nov. 26, 1913. As the 
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McNeils had prepared no program on account of their enter¬ 
tainment, after the business of both Societies had been dis¬ 
posed of the lonians invited them to attend their meeting, 
which consisted of the following program prepared by Misses 

Florine Rawlins and Nellie Richmond: 

Piano Solo—Eva Thomas. 
Recitation (with violin accompaniment)—Nellie Rickmond. 
Play—Charters: A. F. Foushee, J. Vanstory, P. Justice, F. 

Rawlins, J. Britton. 
Life of Balfe—Mary Grimsley. 
Story of the “Bohemian Girl”—Marie Brandt. 
Selections from the opera: “I Dreamt I Dwelt in Marble 

Halls,” Beatrice Cunningham; “Then You’ll Remember Me,” 
M. Grimsley, F. Rawlins, J. Britton, B. Cunningham; “The 
Heart Bowed Down,” Florine Rawlins. 

Piano Solo and Synopsis—Jennie Vanstory. 
Recitation—Edith Haller. 

Debate—Resolved, that the city boy makes a better citizen 
than the country boy. The speakers on the affirmative were 
Lillian Merrimon and Florine Rawlins. Those on the negative 
were Jennie Britton and Edith Haller. The affirmative won. 

Recitation—Pauline Justice. 

On account of lack of time the program was not concluded. 

PHILOMELIAN. 

Oct. 31, ’13. The question: Resolved, that the Constitution 
of the United States should be so amended as to provide furth¬ 
er material restriction in immigration. Win. Bush, Ben Glenn 

and Clarence Martin represented the affirmative, while Elbert 
Lewis, Frank Patterson and Tyre Dodson spoke for the nega¬ 
tive. Won by affirmative. 

An interesting addition to the program was the following: 
Current Events—H. Blake. 
Poem—J. Renn. 

Nov. 14, ’13. The question: Resolved, that the Constitution 
of North Carolina should be so amended as to allow the in- 
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itiative and referendum in all legislation, was debated and won 
by the negative. Affirmative, Ernest Broadnax, George Brandt 
and Wm. Bain. Negative, Joe Renn, James Witherspoon and 
Mark Bush. 

Nov. 26, ’13. Query: Resolved, that for American cities, the 
municipal ownership of those public service corporations which 
furnish water, light and transportation is preferable to private 
ownership. Osmond Pate, Charlie Hunt and Arnold Schiff- 
man represented the affirmative, while Jesse Wilson spoke for 
the negative. 

DIAPHESIAN. 

Oct. 31, ’13. The Society held its regular meeting in room 
No. 10. The preliminary part of the program consisted of the 

following: 
Essay—“What Athletics Mean to Our High School”'—O. 

Royst. 
Reading Selection—Chas. Christenbury. 

Citv News—L. McAlister. 
t/ 

City Improvement—Elwood Mitchell. 
Life of Edgar Allan Poe—Kenneth Pinnix. 

Current Events—Hobart Southers. 

Humorous Talk—Louis Marks. 
The main part of the program consisted of a debate on the 

question: Resolved, that cremation should take the place of 
earth burial. Won by the affirmative. Best speaker on affima- 
tive, Walker. Best speaker on negative, Pritchett. Best speak¬ 

er from an oratorical standpoint, Pritchett. 
Nov. 14, ’13. The Society held its regular meeting in the 

Shorthand room. The preliminary part of the program con¬ 

sisted of the following: 
Recitation—E. Stamey. 
Humorous Talk—Win. Simpson. 
Life of Gen. Nath. Greene—H. Fluliarty. 

Local News—Frazier. 
Dialogue—Porter-Cobb. 
The main part of the program consisted of a debate on the 
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question: Resolved, that superstition has more effect on the ig¬ 
norant than logic. Won by the affiramtive. Watson and Mc- 
Cullen represented the affiramtive, while Lewis and McClam- 
roch represented the negative. Best speaker on affirmative, 
Watson. Best speaker on negative, McClamroch. Best speak¬ 
er oratoricallv, McClamroch. 

t/ 7 

Nov. 26, ’13. The following made up a very interesting pro¬ 
gram : 

Current Events—R. Olive. 
History of Football—K. Clendenin. 

«/ 

Principals of Parliamentry Law—Wm. Johnson. 
Humorous Talk—E. Mabry. 
Recitation—H. West. 
The question: Resolved, that the Constitution of North Caro¬ 

lina should be so amended as to have the initiative and referen- 
dum, was won by the affirmative. Best speaker on affirmative, 
W. Stamey. Best speaker on negative, E. Gordon. Best speak¬ 
er oratorically, W. Stamey. Critic, Boyst. 

YELLS. 

Isabel Eutsler, ’16. 

Rah! Rah!! Ray! Rum !! “Greensboro—Goin’ Sum !” 

Who are, who are, who are we? We are, we are, we are the 
P-E-O-P-L-E of Greensboro High School, don’t you see? 

Hi! hi! hi! Ho! ho! ho! Yeni, Vidi, Vici! Greensboro! 

Tune: /Rufus Rastus Johnson Brown, what you going to 
do when the rent comes ’round?” 

Oh! you Charlotte, what you going to do 
When G. H. S. gets after you? 
What you going to say? 
How you going to play? 
You can’t make a touchdown ’till judgment day. 
You know we know how to play ball, 
We’re going to hoodoo you this fall. 
Oh, you Charlotte! do get wise, 
Old G. H. S. is going to open your E-Y-E-S. 



With Thanksgiving came the close of a rather unsuccessful 
football season. The team has played nine games, winning 
three, losing five and tying one. Although they lost a majority 
of the games there are two things that are true about the team 
that we are proud of. First, they played with the right spirt, 
a thing that is essential to a winning team. Second, every mem¬ 

ber of the squad made his average of 78. This is the mark that 
a student must attain before he is eligible to take part in any 
athletic events that are connected with the High School. To 
the students, who do nothing but lore, this may seem an easy 
accomplishment, but to the football player, who goes out and 
practices hard every afternoon and then has to study that 
night, it does not seem so easy. As there were only three 
Seniors on the team this year speaks well for the football pros¬ 

pects for next fall. 
Now that football is a thing of the past we will turn our at¬ 

tention to the coming baseball team. 
Following are the games of football played since the last is¬ 

sue of the Sage: 
High Point H. S., 0; G. H. S., 40. 

In High Point Greensboro found an easy opponent. The 
team knew very little about football and the locals had no 
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trouble in piling up 40 points. High Point had no chance to 
score, they being unable to make a single first down. Greens¬ 
boro scored 19 points in the first half and 21 in the second. 
Clark, Barton and Welch starred for High Point, while the 
whole Greensboro team played good ball. The line-up of the 

teams follows: 
H. P.—Sale, c.; Pitts, 1. g.; Strickland, r. g.; Bodenhammer, 

r. t.; Marsh, 1. t.; Connor, 1. e.; Paper, r. e.; Stanton, q. b.; 
Welch, f. b.; Clark, r. h. b.; Barton, 1. h. b. 

G. II. S.—Causey, c.; Angel, 1. g.; Boyst, r. g.; Clark, r. 
t.; Reece, 1. t.; Wilson, r. e.; Alderman, 1. e.; King, q. b.; J. 
McAlister, r. h. b.; Olive, 1. h. b.; Wyriek, f. b. 

N. C. Freshman, 51; G. H. S., 0. 

The team journeyed down to Chapel Hill and there met the 
Freshman team of the University. The game was played in a 
drizzling rain and as the field was a sea of mud the heavier 
Freshman team had the advantage over their lighter oppo¬ 
nents. Hoffman and Monroe starred for Carolina, while Causey 
for tlie locals made several nice tackles. The line-up was prac¬ 
tically the same as in previous games. 

C. H. S., 0; G. H. S., 20. 
In Charlotte the team played a fine game. The boys played 

together and had little trouble in winning from the Charlotte 
High School. Charlotte must be given credit for playing a 
good game, but were outplayed by the locals. The exact line¬ 
up of the Charlotte team could not be learned, but there were 
very few changes in the local line-up. 

R, H. S., 38; G. H. S., 0. 
Vv ith a crippled line-up the locals went down in defeat at 

the hands of the Capital City boys for the second time this 
season. Captain McAlister, King and Porter were unable to 
play and their absence was keenly felt. In spite of this the 
team played a strong game, the back field especially doing fine 
work. Causey, Wyriek and Alderman starred for tlie locals, 
Ihe latter grabbing a fumble and running 40 yards, only to be 

thrown on Raleigh’s 20-yard line by Johnson. The whistle 
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then blew and our chance to score was gone. Johnson, Mc¬ 
Donald and Smith played a good game for Raleigh. The line¬ 
up is as follows: 

Raleigh—McDonald, 1. e.; Weathers, 1. t.; Crinkley, 1. g.; 
Tyree, c.; Parham, r. g.; Whitaker, r. t.; Smith, r. e.; John¬ 
son, q. b.; Mills, 1. h.; Champion, r. h.; Bower, f. b. 

Greensboro—Wilson, 1. e.; Reece, 1. t.; Pinnix, 1. g.; Wyrick, 
c.; Boyst, r. g.; Angel, r. t.! Alderman, 1. e.; L. McAlister, q. b.; 
Olive, 1. h.; Blake, r. h.; Causey, f. b 

C Univ. S., 0; G. H. S., 20. 

On Thanksgiving Day the locals played and won the last 
game of the season. Charlotte received the kick off and re¬ 
turned the ball to the middle of the field. After a gain of about 
40 yards the locals got the ball on a fumble and proceeded to 
rush the pigskin over for a touchdown. Causey kicked goal. 

In the second quarter the locals scored another touchdown. 
Good gains by Causey and another by Capt. McAlister pro¬ 
duced the second touchdown of the game, Causey again kick¬ 
ing goal. In the third quarter the locals got another touch¬ 
down. Causey went around end for 45 yards carrying the ball 
to Charlotte’s 15-yard line. End runs bv Blake and Olive car- 
ried the ball over for the third and last touchdown of the 
game. Causey failed to kick goal. There was no socring in 
the linal quarter, but Causey’s running back of punts featured. 
The game ended with the ball in Greensboro’s possession in the 
middle of the field. Causey’s all-round playing was the feature 
of the game. Wyrick and L. McAlister also played a game 
worthy of mention, but tbe credit for the victory belongs to 
Causey and Capt. McAlister. The line-up is as follows: 

Charlotte—Ivey, c.; Cochran, 1. g.; Lamberth, r. g.; Orr, r. 
t.; Wearn, 1. t.; Potts-Sykes, 1. e.; Davidson, r. e.; Harrell, q. 

b.; Medlock, f. b.; Newell, r. h. b.; Smith, 1. h. b. 
Greensboro—Porter-Wyrick, c.; Pinnix, 1. g.; Boyst, r. g.; 

Angel, r. t.; Reece, 1. t; L. McAlister, 1. e.; Alderman, r. e.; 
McAlister (captain), q. b.; Causey, f. b.; Blake, Wyrick, r. h. 

b.; Olive, 1. h. b. 



48 THE SAGE 

Events of Local Interest. 

We are glad to have Kemp Clendenin back in school, and we 
wish to extend our sympathy to those unable to be with us on 

account of sickness. 

Fifty odd dollars was cleared, twenty-five of which was do- 
nated to the Athletic Association. The McNeil Society wishes 
to thank the pupils of the High School and the public for their 

hearty co-operation and patronage. 

The Thanksgiving holidays, Thursday and Friday, were 
greatly enjoyed by all. Every one came back Monday with 
renewed spirits and the determination to put forth a steady 
effort from now until Christmas—our next holiday. 

In chapel, on Dec. 3rd, Roland McCIamroch presented to the 
school in the name of the Diaphesian Debating Society, a beau¬ 
tiful pennant, bearing the word “Diaphesian” in red letters 
on a white background. Dr. Mann called upon Prof. A. R. 
Williams to make an impromptu speech of acceptance, which 
he did with good grace. 

At the close of the program the crowd adjourned to the 
attractions upstirs where ice cream cones, peanuts, lemonade 
and candy were sold in most inviting booths. Fortunes were 
also told by the gypsies, Misses Margaret Justice and Kathryn 
Shaffer. Especially interesting were the Indian booths and 
program and the gypsy booths. 

On the night of Nov. 21st the McNeil Literary Society gave 
a most enjoyable entertainment in the High School building. 
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An admission fee of five cents was charged, entitling one to 
the program in the chapel, and also to the various booths up¬ 
stairs. The program consisted of vocal and instrumental se¬ 
lections, recitations and dialogues. 

The football reception, given to the Charlotte team Thanks¬ 
giving night was held at the Country Club. The chaperones 
were Miss Howard, Miss Michael and Mr. Warren. Some of 
the guests engaged in dancing, others enjoyed the bowling al¬ 
leys on the first floor, while several of the stags delighted in 
the pool tables. This reception was declared by all to have 
been the most enjoyable of all the football receptions. 

Thanksgiving afternoon the last football game of the season 
was played at Cone Park against Charlotte University. It 
was an interesting game and the High School waxed wildly 
enthusiastic when we won, the score being 20 to 0 in our favor. 
The attendance was unusually large, and the only unfortunate 
thing was that John McAlister, our captain, sprained his ankle 

badly. We all regret it so much and hope that he will soon be 

all right. 



1. 
We heard of a tale the other day 

That filled our hearts wilh sadness. 
It was the deed that an old man 

Committed in his madness. 

• 

Worn out by grief, 
Tossed on life’s tide, 

He slipped right through a hole in his pants 
And committed suicide. 

Frank—“Mr. Williams, I feel such a funny feeling; there is 
something creeping all over me. Will you give me a sick slip?” 

Mr. W.—“We do not think sick slips are a remedy for fleas.” 

A negro man had an old balking mule. A doctor came along 
and gave the mule some powders. The mule started down the 
road and was soon out of sight. The negro man said to the 
doctor: “Say, boss, what dem powders dat you give dat mule 
worth?” “Ten cents,” said the doctor. “Den 1 specks you bet- 
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ter give me a quarter’s worth of dem powders, cais I got to 
ketch dat mule.” 

IN RALEIGH. 

Any Member of Team—“ Hchy,’ did you make that date?” 
Ichybod S. Graham—“No, I looked at myself and decided I 

didn’t wish to go.” 

(Lillian was working at the board and her bow got in the 

way so Miss Howard could not see her work). 
Miss Howard—“I cannot see for Lillian’s bow” (beau). 
Voice from rear—“I didn’t know Jack Daniels was in this 

room.” 

Mr. Gantt to Glenn (who is stepping rythmicallv across the 

Hoor)—“What are you trying to do, Glenn?” 
Glenn—“Dance the turkey trot.” 
Miss Sutton (answering phone)---“He is in room 5 Mr. Wil¬ 

liams.” 
Joe Renn—“Thank the Lord.” 

Glenn (to Mr. Gantt)—“What kind of a cap is that Edith 

has ?” 
Edith (speaking up)—“It is a bourdoir cap. You don't need 

to know. You don’t have to wear it!” 
Glenn—“I may have to buy one some time.” 

Lanette—“Miss Sutton, I did not understand 37ou to assign 

any more history?” 
Miss Sutton—“You had better not pull your hair and ribbon 

over your ears so much next time and then perhaps you 11 

hear.” 
Mr. Williams—“Stanley, what do you know about Ceres?" 

Stanley A.—“Do you mean the world’s series?'’ (A new boy 

in school.) 
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Mr. Warren—“What are informal notes?” 

Pupil—“Notes without form.” 
Mr. Warren—“What are formal notes?” 
Pupil—“Notes with form.” 

Miss Sutton—“Ben what was the symbol of the Greek Tra¬ 

gedians ?” 
Ben—“They wore buskins.” 

Miss Sutton—“Is that all?” 

“Papa/’ said Willie, “wouldn’t you be glad if I saved a dol¬ 

lar for you?” 
“Certainly, my son,” said papa, so delighted at this evidence 

of budding business ability that he handed the youth a dime. 
“Well, I saved it all right,” said Willie, disappearing, “You 

said if I brought home a good report you would give me a 
dollar, but I didn’t.” 

Latin Williams—“Ida May, you come to my room after 
school.” 

Pupil—“I sympathize with her.” 
Mr. Williams—“You may come along too.” 

“Now, Johnny,” said the teacher, “it you had six pennies 
and Woodrow had four, and you took his and put them to 
yours, what would that make?” “Trouble.” 

In Reidsville there really is a lady named Phoebe B. Beebe. 
Now if Phoebe B. Beebe had a bee, and the bee were lost, we 
might say, “Where can Phoebe B. Beebe's bee be?” 

“My son,” said the father impressively, “suppose 1 should be 
taken away suddenly what would become of you?” 

“Why,” said the son irreverently, “I’d stay here; the ques¬ 
tion is, what would become of you?” 
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Mr. Staunton (talking to Icliabod, who lias just tackled some 
one in the muddiest part of the field)—<rDon’t mind that. One 
day I played a game and I had to wade in mud from one goal 
post to the other.” 

Olive—“That’s nothin’. One time out here I had to swim 
from second to third base.” 

Causey (as McAdams was getting on the line of scrimmage) 
—“Look at that big hole in the seat of McAdams’ breeches. 

McAdams (turning and looking at Causey with a sheepish 
gain)—“Yes, that’s where Lacy tried to make a forward pass.” 

“Pud” (amused at Mug’s trying to pick a fight on the train 
with anybody)—“Mug you are of a belligerent nature tonight.” 

“Mug” (rising up with indication)—“I don’t ’low anybody 

to cuss me.” 

Joe Renn—“Miss Sutton, I had a nice dream last night.” 

Miss Sutton—“How conies that Joe?” 
J. R.—“I dreamed that you gave me 100 on my test.” 

Mr. Warren—“What is that great force of the universe that 

keeps me upon the ground?” 
Woodrow—“Your feet.” 

Mr. Gantt—“Elbert, what is the normal pressure of the at¬ 

mosphere?” 
Elbert—“Er-a—must be the pressure at the Normal Col- 

lege.” 



For some cause we have not received as many exchanges 
since our last issue as we had earnestly hoped for. That we 
were disappointed ’tis true, “’tis true his pity, and pity ’tis his 
true.” Four magazines have come to us, “The College Mes¬ 
sage,” “The Messenger,” “The Davidson College Magazine” and 
“The Lenorian.” “The Message” has given us a sample of the 
new “verse family,” Rymbels, which were very interesting, but 
we think a few more original stories would make the magazine 
more interesting, also a separate joke department as this is the 
department that is always eagerly turned to by the readers of 
a magazine. 

“The Davidson Magazine” contains a very interesting story, 
“The Trail of the Lonesome Pine.” Nearly all of the other 
literature is theme work which we would not dare criticise. 
We also notice that this magazine has no humor department, 
although perhaps you do not entertain the same views on the 
subject as we do. 

“fJ he Messenger” is the most interesting magazine we have 

received and contains more original stories, although it is not 
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well balanced with poetry. “One Good Turn” is especially 
good and well written, while “Angel Again” gives us a good 
example of the present-day school girl. In this magazine we 
find a very unique verse and wonder if all High School students 

feel the same: 

“Lives there a boy with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 
As on his bed streamed morning light, 
“I wish the school burned down last night.” 

“The Lenorian” contains some good poetry, stories and es¬ 
says. “The Winning of Alene” is a very well thought out 
story. We notice, however, as in the case of some other maga¬ 
zines, this one has no cuts. This, we think, would be a good 

addition to any magazine. 
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FOR YOU 

The Magazine does not end here. It is not complete until 

you have read these next few pages. Look carefully through 

them; you will find something. Business Manager. 

You Can Have a Walk-Over 
if you wear our Shoes. 

WALK-OVER SHOES GIVE YOU THE WALK- 

OVER FEELING. 

J. M. HENDRIX & CO. 

The Home of Good Shoes 



Jill <33 te (Expert you to give U3 your patronage for the fol¬ 
lowing reasons: 

1. We have Expert Workmen. 
2. We have the finest line of Moulding and Pictures in central N. C. 
3. Our prices are right. 
4. You will receive courteous treatment. 

ELI REECE ART SHOP 

DR. C. T. LIPSCOMB, Dentist 
Office Opposite Meyers’ 

Phones 793 and 1399 Greensboro, N. C. 

GENUSPUE MISSES ARE SWEET. 

How about the B.&B. Manufactured by 

GATE CITY CANDY COMPANY? 

Huntley-Stocktom-Hill Go. 
Furniture and Undertaking 

Slate Vaults any Size Office Open all Night 

Universally 
Acknowledged! 

the high quality and artistic 
skill of our portraits. Prices 

within reason, too. 

In figuring on that graduation picture, count us in. 

The Eutsler Studio 



REMEMBER 

that the best furnishings for Men 

and Boys are always to be found at 

VANSTORY CLOTHING CO. 

Phcenix Cafe and Restaurant 

BEST MEALS IN TOWN. 

114 W. Market St. Greensboro$ N. C. 

Three Doors from Court House. 

The Ladies’ Emporium 
Attractive Millinery and an up-to-date line of fancy 
goods, wools, stamped linens, crochet treads, etc. 

Dixie Advertising Company 
Outdoor Advertising 
Commercial Signs 

C. W. BANNER, M. D., GREENSBORO, N. G. 
Office Hours: 9 A. M. to IP. M., 2:30 to 5 P. M. 
Practice limited to the Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat. 

BANNER BUILDING. 

MONEY TO LOAN 
On personal property. Bargains in Unredeemed Diamonds, Watches 

Jewelry, etc. Business strictly confidential. 

A. W. KAPLAN 
334 South Elm Street Greensboro, N. C. 



©he Science of ©citing |ltch 
Is to save part of your earnings. Form a habit of 
saving a certain portion of your salary, then keep 
it up regularly, and in a short time you will be 
surprised to see how much you have accumulated 

SSring Us Your Accmmi. 

GREENSBORO LOAN AND TRUST GOMP'Y 
“The Bank with the Chimes.” 

Greensboro's Main Drug Stores 
The store that appreciates your 

business is FARISS-KLUTZ 

DRUG CO., who are exclusive 

agents for Huyler’s Candies, 

Rexall Remedies, Eastman Ko¬ 

daks and Supplies. If it is kept 

in any Drug Store, they have it 

and the price is never too high. 

“ON THiE SQUARE” you 

will find Greensboro Drug Co., 

where every customer gets what 

she wants. They carry the best 

assortment of Toilet articles in 

the City and their Fountain 

Drinks and Ice Cream cannot be 

surpassed. 

PATTERSON BROS., Inc. 
Fine Groceries, Imported and Domestic 

Chase & Sanborn’s Fresh Roasted Coffee, ground or 
pulverized in an electric-driven mill. Ferndell Food 
Products. Fresh Fruits and Vegetables. : : : : 

PHONES 400 and 401 

225 S. Elm Street Greensboro, N. C. 

L. FRANCIS HANES 
PHOTOGKA PHEit 

Special prices to Students of the High School. 
Opposite McAdoo Hotel 

Schiffme^n. Jewelry Comp’y 
LEASING JEWELERS 

Greensboro, /V. C. 



START YOUR OWN ACCOUNT 
If you do not have an account with this bRnk, start one, 

even though it is small. We are interested in your suc¬ 
cess and business welfare. We want to help you to the 
very best of our ability. Come to us for advice. You are 
welcome to ask questions freely and consult us as often as 
you wish. It will be a pleasure to us if we can be of assist¬ 
ance to you. We pay 4 per cent on savings. 

American Exchange National Bank 
GREENSBORO, N. C. 

R. G. VAUGHN, Pres. F. C. BOYLES, Cashier 

See M. G. NEWELL CO. 
For Iver-Johnson, Rambler and 
Crescent Bicycles, Racycles and 
Motorcycles. Everything for the 
Bicycle. First-class Bicycle Re¬ 
pair Shop. 

RICKS-DONNELL-MEDEARIS CO 
They can fit you from head to foot. 

Benbow Arcade Building. 

Edwin Clapp’s and Howard & Foster’s foot¬ 
wear for men—and everything in neckwear. 
Holeproof Hosiery, $1.50 for a box of six 
pairs, guaranteed to wear six months without 
holes. 

ANYTHING YOU WANT 
IN THE 

SPORTING GOODS LINE 
Can be had from Spalding. 

We are Spalding’s Greensboro Agents. 
WILLS BOOK AND STATIONERY CO. 



Cut FLOWERS 
FOR ALL OCCASIONS. 

Summit Anenue Greenshouses 

HOWARD GARDNER, Prop. 

DR. J. E. WYCHE, DENTIST 
Office in Fisher Building, Rooms 211-213, Greensboro, N. C. 

Office Phone 29, Residence Phone 22 

S. L. GILMER & CO. 

DRY GOODS and NOTIONS ami all kinds of 

READY-TO-WEAR for women* 

John E. SockwelS 

“The West Wlarket Hustler” 

Emporium of Good Things to Eat9 Fresh at 

all times. 

Ami if |ton want it quick;, fust phone him* 

Phones 500 and 50 f 



Dick’s Laundry Co 

SHIRTS 

COLLARS 

/i/ve CUFFS 

A SPECIALTY 

Phone 72 

DICK’S SHOE SHOP 
Quick Service, Good Work, Courteous Treatment. 

Phone 939 
B. H. DeGrotte, Prop. West Market Street 

WE INMITE VO UK PATRONAGE 

STILL DRUG COMP’Y 
NEXT TO POST OFFICE 

57 PHONES 302 

BETTER SHOES for LESS MONEY 
Try Us on Your Next Shoes 

A. E. FORDHAM & CO. 
118 West Market Street 



10 per cent to 20 per cent* Saved 
you on same quality Furniture and Household 
Goods. Investigate the reason, its a good one. 

WINDOW SHADES MADE TO ORDER 

BURTNER FURNITURE CO. 
Phone 731 Greensboro, N. C. 

CONE EXPORT AND 
COMMISSION COMF1 

Southern Cottons 

New York, N. Y. Greensboro, N. C. 

We Write all T1UCITH In the Strong- 
Kinds of IllCj wiu est Companies 

Life, Accident, Health, Liability, Fire, Tornado, 

Automobile, Sprinkler Leakage, Fly Wheel, etc. 

See, phone or write 

W. B. MERRIMON & CO. 
Rooms 300-1-2, Dixie Building Phones: 277, 1389 and 430 



DIEGES & CLUST 

JEWELERS AND SILVERSMITHS 

Munsey Building 

1525 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

We made the 1914 class pins 

CLASS PINS, MEDALS, LOVING CUPS, PLAQUES 

Represented by J. V* Mulligan 
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Accommodating, never sacrifices quality for 
s, neither does it use quality as an excuse for 
)S. It considers the customer ^ ~ 
the customer naturally gives 

consideration. : : : : 

J. Ed. AlbrigHt 
Plumbing, Heating and Specialties 

Estimates furnished Greensboro, N. C. 

Hill-Stocke^rd Co., Tailors and Haberdashers 
We cater to the wants of the young man who wants to be 

well-dressed. Our suits are tailored to suit each customer. 

Phone 486 "At the Sign of the Scissors* 

Let us French Dry Clean your Suit, Waist or Skirt. We can give you 
entire satisfaction and the cost won’t be much. We do gen¬ 

uine French Dry Cleaning and Sample Dyeing. 

COLUMBIA LAUNDRY CO. 

112^, 114, 116 Fayetteville St. Greensboro, N. C. 

JOS. J. STONE & GOMPANY 
110-112 East Sycamore St., Greensboro, N.C. 

PRINTERS AND BINDERS 

CATALOGUES, MAGAZINES and BOOKLETS 

Full line D. and M. Base Ball, Foot Ball 
and Tennis Goods, Striking Bags, Boxing 
Gloves, Croquet Sets, Base Ball and Foot 
Ball Shoes. 

We appreciate your business in all lines. 
Give us a call. 4 {We’ve Got the Goods ’ 

Greensboro Hardware Go. 
Phone 181 221 S. Elm St. 
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THE JEFFERSON STANDARD LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
HOME OFFICE, GREENSBORO, N. C. 

The Largest Life Insurance Company in the South. 

Insurance in force, over 
Surplus to policyholders, over 
Assets, over * 
Annual Income, over 

$41,000,000.00 
600,000.00 

4,000,000.00 
1,500,000.00 

GEO. A. GRIMSLEY, Pres. C. C. TAYLOR, Sec. 
JULIAN PRICE, Agency Mgr. C. W. GOLD, Treas. 
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Do You Want a Position? 
A good position, starting you at a liberal salary and offering 
you a chance for rapid promotion? The position is waiting for 
you if you can fill it. Can you fill it? You can after you have 
taken one or more of our thorough courses which will give vou 
the mental equipment and training required. The cost is not great 
and you will get your money back many times over. We are fill¬ 
ing good positions right along and could fill many times the num¬ 
ber if we had the students ready for them. A strong faculty insures 
you proper instruction; modern equipment insures you comfort 
and convenience; a good standing in the business community in¬ 
sures you a position when you are prepared. If you feel a desire 
to make a success of life let us give you a start as we have started 
hundred of others. Call, write or phone for Catalogue. 
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