
ARCH 
LD 
171 
.A468 
R25 
v.3 . 
no.2 
1936 

l-3 rl _,__, 
• ' 

he RAMBLER 



SAN ANGELO 
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A SAN ANGELO INSTITUTION 
FOR WEST TEXAS 

A recognized Junior College offering two years of approved stan, 
dard college work leading to the B. A. Degree from the senior 
colleges and universities, pre,medic, pre,law, business, cultural 
courses, and courses preparing for and granting teacher's 
certificates. 
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FELIX E. SMITH, President 
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Special Sunday 
RATES 

for Long Distance Telephone Calls 
--AND--

REDUCED Person to Person RA TES 
After 7:00 Every Evening 

Long Distance Telephone Rates are NOW Reduced as Follows: 
1. Person-to-person rates are now reduced after 7 every night. (Here-

tofore, only station-to-station rates were lowered at night.) 
2. The low "night" rates are in effect all day Sunday on both station-

to-station and person-to-person calls. 
The reductions apply on all calls to points more than 100 miles distant 

from your telephone, and to many shorter calls. The Long Distance oper-
ator will be glad to give you the rate now in effect to any point. 

TYPICAL THREE-MINUTE RA TES 
STATION-TO-STATION PERSON-TO-PERSON 

NO. Day Night & Reduc- Day Night & Reduc-
OF Rate Sunday tion Rate Sunday tion 

MILES Rate Rate 
100 .60 .35 .25 .90 .65 .25 
150 .80 .50 .30 1.15 .85 .30 
200 1.05 .60 .45 1.40 .95 .45 
300 1.40 .80 .60 1.80 1.20 .60 
400 1.75 1.00 .75 2.20 1.45 .75 
500 2.05 1.15 .90 2.55 1.65 .90 

1000 3.75 2.00 1.75 4.75 3.00 1.75 

SAN ANG~LO T~L~PHON~ COMPANY 
........................................................................................................................................................................................................................ • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • ·1 • ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
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OIL LEASES OIL ROYALTIES STOCKS AND BONDS 

Glenn Myers 
207 CENTRAL BANK BLDG. 

PHONE 

SAN ANGELO, TEXAS 

5112 

For Best Results buy Fresh Coffee, F1RESB-
L Y GROUND to your order.. Airway is 
Dated, so you Know it's Fresh. We sell it 
only on a Money-Back Guarantee. 

It's just across the street or perhaps 
around the corner. It's really your Store 
- You and your neighbors have made 
Safeway Stores a great organization, and 
it is our sincere desire to surround your 
table with happiness through the medium 
of Good FOOD. 

Pound ... 17e 
3 Lbs .... 49e 
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THE TEXAS CAPITOL 
The Capitol stands in the center of a ten-acre square, 

artistically laid out. The building is in the form of a 
Greek Cross and is surmounted by the figure of Liberty, 
holding aloft the "Lone Star" in her left hand and a. sword 
in her right. 

The citizens of Texas have a Capitol to be proud of. 
It is a building worthy of Texas. The Goddess of Liberty 
on the capitol dome holds the "Lone Star" of Texas exactly 
seven feet higher than the crest of the National dome. The 
Capitol is second in size only to the National Capitol at 
Washington and was, when built, the seventh largest build-
ing in the world. It contains two hundred and fifty-eight 
rooms, nine hundred windows, and five hundred doors, and 
it includes about eighteen acres of floor space. It is five 
hundred and fifty-six feet in length and two hundred and 
twenty-eight feet in width at the widest point, and is three 
hundred and seventeen feet from grade line to the top of 
the statue on the dome. 

There is a splendid view from the lookout at the top 
of the dome. One can see the University of Texas buildings, 
Deaf and Blind Institute, the winding river, the bluffs, the 
Colorado darn, and many other interesting sights. 

The grounds are beautiful. Situated on a hill at the 
head of Congress Avenue, they cover thirty-two acres. There 
are miles of walks, many fountains, artificial pools, and 
scores of beautiful trees and flowers. Here and there 
are rnonurnents--one erected to the Confederate heroes, and 
another to those who died in the Alamo. 

When the state capitol was completed, it was not only 
the largest state capitol, but the most modern and adequate 
state building. This cannot be truthfully stated at present, 
for a number of capitols are more modern. However, none 
are more beautiful, especially on the exterior. Texas at 
present needs to make some improvements in the building, 
as it has been neglected during the economic crisis. It is 
likely that there will be some changes made in the build-
ing from time to time, but it is very unlikely that Texas will 
have a new capitol in the near future, as the present one is 
far too beautiful to be abandoned.-Leta Dell Lacy. 
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J. 'f. Shurley 

W HEN I worked on a ranch, one 
of my regular duties on summer 

mornings was to make a da-la-vu.elte 
around the pasture. This was a three-
hour jaunt made for the sole purpose of 
observing the condition of the livestock. 
Naturally, then, the job did not call for great 
application or strict attention to duty. Hence 
I, being of a naturally lazy temperament, de-
rived great pleasure from riding liesurely 
around the pasture in the cool of the morning 
on easy-gaited Dunny (his temperament seem-
ed more closely akin to mine than that of 
spirited Jigger). Slouched in the saddle, I 
would ride slowly by shady thickets and brushy 
knolls, picking leaves, snapping off twigs, or 
plucking the fruits and berries that the local-
ity offered. Dunny, whether because he was as 
lazy as I, or becaus he could read my 
thoughts, slowed and sometimes stopped by 
each tree. Thus I was afforded ample oppor, 
tunity to closely observe the fruit and foliage, 
which I always plucked and sampled. Many 
were the succulent leaves, berries, fruits, and 
barks I discovered in this way. 

I readily acquired the habit of chewing 
on anything available while I made my morn-
ing round. Before I had left the clearing 
around the corrals I would be briskly chewing 
at the salty leather of my saddle strings or 
bridle reins. But when I reached the first 
liveoak tree, I speedily abandoned the leather 
in favor of the more succulent leaves. A half-
dozen good sized leaves (only the round-edged 
ones were sweet) jerked off the limb and 
crammed into my mouth provided pabulum 
until I would ride by something I liked better. 

I 

Not only did the thoughful rumination of 
the sweet leaves start me off on a morning of 
pleasant soliloquy, but it also sharpened the 
keen edge of my taste for the delicacies to 
come. 

"Delicacy" is the right word if the next 
appetizing tit-bit happened to be a ripe Mex-
ican persimmon. In my limited experience 
in the field, the sweetest fruit I ever tasted 
was this velvety-black one, with the size and 
shape of a small tomato and the flavor of a 
dozen of the sweetest of plums and peaches 
rolled into one. Perhaps I would have never 
discovered this tasty treasure had it not been 
for the fact that it stood out in bold relief 
against the thick green foliage of the bush, 
and grew at a height easily reached from the 
saddle without bending. But since I first dis-
covered this delicious fruit, I have never passed 
a persimmon bush without searching it for its 
heavily sweetened treasure: 

After a repast of persimmons I usually 
searched for a prickly ash tree, better known 
as the "tickle-tongue," to cut for myself a 
strip of the alkaline bark with which to 
counteract the dulcet flavor of the persimmon. 
If I did not happen to have a knife to cut a 
strip of the tough white bark, the leaves of 
this tree served in a mild way to restore the 
alkaline balance of taste. The effect of either 
leaf or bark upon the tongue is best described 
in the phraseology of its nickname, "tickle, 
tongue," since it truly tickled the tongue. It 
also stimulated an excessive · flow of saliva, 
which called for something to staunch the 
flow. A bit of stock salt, ' pounded from a 
the block at the salt lick, served admirably. 
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I usually carried a chunk in my pocket when Further delicacies that I chanced upon 
I took my mo~ning ride. occasionally were the citric,flavored stems of 

The salt would not leave an agreeable wild grape leaves, the nectarious liquid at the 
taste in my mouth for long, however, so I base of each flower in a wild verbena cluster, 
would pounce upon the next thing in sight and the sweet but sticky wild mulberries. 
for mastication. Mesquite trees were abun, These appetite,teasers I rarely found, but 
dant; hence, especially in the latter part of the greatly enjoyed when I did come across them. 
summer, their juicy red mesquite beans were Cedarberries, of a particular kind, often 
usually my next edible. Um. Delicious! entertained my gastronomical fancy for short 
If they did not contain the usual worm! The periods during my rides. Cedar gum often 
same applied to the big, juicy, pungent Span, occupied a whole morning, primarily because 
ish dagger apples. Their tangy flavor was it required a whole morning's searching to 
without peer," but the fruit had to be picked collect enough to chew. This gum was prac, 
within twenty,four hours of the right time, tically flavorless, and such flavor as it had was 
else they would have lost their flavor. And undesirable; however, it readily served the 
worms, too, had evidently found them de, same purpose as its better known successor, 
licious, for it was a rare occasion when I found spearmint. Also, paradoxically enough, it 
one at which the worms or birds had not formed a good base flavor for the piquant, racy 
preceded me. However, there were several flavors of a dozen different varieties of pear 
fruits and berries which I found that only I apples and cactus berries. The stickers guard-
seemed to like. •. ing these last named tit,bits rarely deterred my 

Among the sweets that only I relished appetite,guided fingers. 
were the slightly juicy shoots of tall grasses; Such other delectables as I discovered 
the sweet, but infinitely small, wild hack, have slipped my mind for the present, but the 
berries; the tangy,sweet mealy hearts of the foregoing enumeration will convey some idea 
tiny buckeye seeds; and the not,so,good-but, of the course in which my fanciful appetite 
better,than-nothing flavor of ripe acorns. All led me while on these well remembered jaunts. 
these "goodies" renewed their acquaintance M any were the gilded air,castles I built while 
with my palate every morning they were in chewing commonplace saddle strings; many 
season. were the weighty problems I solved while 

To appease the sudden thirst which usual, lightly nibbling tender grass shoots. It was 
ly struck me about mid,morning each day, I not so much bodily nourishment that I derived 
usually used one of two ways to obtain the from these exotic foods, as mental encourage, 
most refreshing drink possible. Either I ment and a blissful state of mind. Hence it is 
searched out a shaded pool of sparkling rain, that my memories of ranch work are bound up 

I cl with tastes. water, or quenche my thirst with freshly 
pumped water from the well. The latter was 
rather insipid at its best, but I found that by 
chewing oak leaves for a time without swallow, 
ing leaves or juice, I acquired a certain chem, 
ical balance in my mouth that, to my notion, 
transformed the water imbibed immediately 
afterward to elysian julep. No other com, 
bination I have ever tried would approach 
the quality of this one. After thus quenching 
my thirst, I would be ready for further gusta, 
tory adventures . . 
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THE PARK 
I shall always wonder what held me: the 

river, unseen, but there, with the purple haze 
above; the smooth, rounded burnt green slopes 
of grass; the deep brown trunks and barren 
arms of mesquite and pecan trees; the wild 
heavy under,growth across the river--or per, 
haps the ever changing, subtilely varying color 
shades. The only imperfection of the park at 
any time was-Man.-Lynn Cole. 



II~ WI: LIIVIE 
John W oodru.f f 

Glfr HE subject of architecture may not 
JIL be interesting to everyone, but there 

is one work of architecture that stands 
out as a masterpiece of art which does 
concern every individual who aspires to 
make of his life a monument to normal 
and sane living, and who wishes to make 
of this world a better place by his hav, 
ing lived in it. It is of this particular work 
of architecture that I want you to think; but 
first let us turn our thoughts to a well-known 
and coveted specimen. 

Suppose we have an invitation to visit a 
model home, a home that was built for the 
express purpose of conveying to us the prin, 
ciples of perfection in home building. As we 
approach the scene we see that the house is 
of the very best material and workmanship, 
that it is set amid beautiful surroundings, and 
that the color scheme is in keeping with its 
style and location. As we enter the building 
we are dazzled with the beauty of its exqui, 
site wall designs; its delicately polished floors 
and woodwork. The furniture and draperies 
show every indication of careful choice and of 
taste in selection. The lights, the plumbing, 
and the built-in features are all designed to 
fill their respective places in a perfectly ap, 
pointed home. 

How wonderful it would be to be the 
proud owner of such a home; and how our 
hearts would ache if we should see the floors 
and woodwork marred and scratched, the fur, 
niture battered and jostled around, the win, 
dows and lights broken, the draperies dingy 
with dust and smoke. No doubt if we were 
the proud owners of such a home, we would 
keep a constant vigil to see that nothing hap-
pened to mar its beauty. 

All of us dream of owning and caring 
for some such home some day, but, already, 
we have in our possession a more wonderful 
home than that. Long before man discovered 
that the arch added strength to the roof of the 
building, the architect who designed your 
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body and my body put the dome in the hu, 
man skull. Long before our engineers dis, 
covered that a hollow pipe was stronger than 
a solid bar, the architect who made your body 
and mine, placed hollow bones in our arms 
and legs. Long before the interior decorators 
began painting designs and creating color 
schemes, the artist who designed the human 
body put color into the hair, the cheeks, and 
the eyes. Long before the alchemist began 
his search for synthetic gold; long before our 
modern complicated telephone systems were 
devised; long before the physical principles of 
leverage--of ropes and pulleys--were put into 
use, the great architect of th_e universe created 
a chemical laboratory in the human body that 
has never been duplicated; set up an intricate 
net-work of nerves and reflex centers; and put 
into motion a skeletal machine, of which man, 
after five thousand years of deep study, has 
not been able to fathom its mysteries. 

The most wonderful work of architecture 
in the world is that with which every human 
being is endowed, and for which he is duly 
responsible-his own wonderful body. 

This that you see is not I, it is the house 
in which I live. That that I see is not you, 
it is the house in which you live. We are the 
keepers--the caretakers. Into our hands has 
been placed the entire responsibility of this 
masterpiece of the builder's art. If it is ne, 
glected, we are responsible; if it is well kept, 
we have only done our duty. 

In our mad scramble to get ahead in the 
world we subject our bodies to abnormal strain. 
In our haste to meet our classes or to arrive 
at work on time, we gulp our meals and swal, 
low our food whole. We yield to abnormal 
appetites, we slump over at our desks, we 
drink intoxicating liquors--one drop of which 
would spoil the finish on the floor of the 
model home. We smoke cigarettes, we clutter 
up our minds with idle thoughts, we put things 
into our stomachs that are not food, and we 

(Concluded on Page 38) 



OVERFLOW 

One by one-
Pebble, pebble, 

Dropt into the urn. 

Inch by inch 
Water rises, 

Rises in its turn. 

Drop and drop 
Spilling over. 

No one will discern 

-Florence Eastman 
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NIGHT 
N1ght-
A far-away call breaks through; 
The chirp of a bird through the fast-fading 
. _ light, 
Th_e howl of a dog in the gath 'ring twilight, 
The call of a bell, the reply of the hills, 
The rush of the wind with its musical trills-
It is night. 
A stream murmurs liquidly soft, 
A star gleams majestic, aloft; 
Th~ lull of the stream and the whisper of wind 
Soothes the heart-weary heart-peace and 
· quiet must mend; 

Catch the rose as it bursts into exquisite bloom. 
It is night-

-Mary Pauline Wal~er 



THE BOOK-FARMIN' MacDOUGALS 
Everett Dawson 

G1fl HE old MacDougal Place has been own-
-JIL ed by the MacDougals for three gen, 

erations. It contains one hundred acres of 
once fertile land. But erosion and one-crop 
farming have taken their toll. A field of about 
four acres, which is separated from the rest 
of the farm by a small branch, is so badly 
wasted by erosion that it has been abandoned 
and allowed to grow up in weeds and brush. 

John MacDougal, the present owner, had 
made no effort to improve the place or his 
methods of farming. Methods that were good 
enough for his forefathers were good enough 
for him. But for several years production had 
been falling off, and it had become harder and 
harder to raise enough to live on. 

Peter MacDougal, the eldest son, entered 
high school in Rogers last fall. Old John ob, 
jected because of the added expense. He said 
the MacDougals had managed to get along 
with grammar school education, and he didn't 
see any need of spending money to educate a 
boy who would never do anything except farm. 
However, Peter promised to work for a neigh, 
bor to earn the money to pay for his books, 
school supplies, and feed for the horse he was 
to ride. MacDougal said he could not af, 
ford to _feed a horse that was not earning his 
keep. 

Peter was especially interested in the vo, 
cational agriculture class. One night in late 
fall the family was seated around the stove. 
MacDougal read a weekly paper. Mrs. Mac, 
Dougal mended hose. And the children 
studied their lessons for the next day. 

"Pa," said Peter, "this book says a fella 
should select his seed corn in the field." 

MacDougal said, "What does a fella what 
writes books know about farmin '? Bet he 
wouldn't know corn from wheat." 

"Oh, they have experiment farms where 
they try out their ideas," said Peter. "Mr. 
Green, the County Agent at Rogers, told our 
class about their experiments today." 

"Now, son," said MacDougal, "don't you 
9 

go gettin' ideas in your head about book,farm, 
in'. The Mac Dougals have been farmers for 
three hundred years, and no white-collared 
college guy is going to tell me how to farm." 

"But, pa," said Peter, "grandpa used to 
raise seventy bushels of corn per acre, and 
the most we have raised was thirty-two bush, 
els. Mr. Green said that we could double 
the production of our land by putting fer, 
tilizer on it." 

"Well, I guess God made the earth and 
if it needed fertilizer, he would put it on," 
replied MacDougal as he picked up his paper. 

"But, pa," insisted Peter, "Mr. Green said 
that the reason gullies washed in land is be-
cause the farmers have removed the roots 
which held the dirt and the trees which check-
ed the water after a heavy rain. Maybe God 
put the trees here to protect the land." 

"Trees were put here for wood and lum-
ber," replied MacDougal. "And we have to 
clear some of the land to farm." 

"Well, Mr. Green said that we should 
terrace our land so that it will not wash away." 
said Peter. 

"Terrace?" asked MacDougal. "What's 
a terrace?" 

"A terrace is a grade plowed up across 
the field in such a way that the water is held 
so that most of it soaks into the ground, and 
that which runs off does so very slowly," said 
Peter. 

"Huh! I don't see as how that would 
do any good," said MacDougal. 

"Pa," said Peter, "Mr. Green said he 
would help any of us who would farm a small 
tract of land as an experiment. Could I have 
five acres next year?" 

"What! Five acres! I need all the land 
I have to raise enough to get by on, let alone 
letting you have five acres to waste your time 
on," said MacDougal. 

"But, pa," said Peter, "I wouldn't raise 
any less corn than you, anyway." 

"Well, I ain't got no land for any book, 
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farmin' guy to 'spermint on," replied Mac, 
Dougal. 

"But, pa," said Peter, "what about that 
field across the branch? You haven't farm, 
edit since I can remember. Could I have it?" 

"Huh!" said MacDougal, "Who ever 
heard of any body farmin' a field full of gul, 
lies like that one?" 

"Mr. Green said if the land was terraced, 
the gullies would fill up after a few big rains," 
said Peter. 

"Well now, if you want to waste your 
time diggin' brush out of gullies for a book, 
farmin' guy, go to it. But remember, next 
spring you are goin' to cut out this foolish-
ness and do your part hoein' corn," said Mac, 
Dougal. 

"Golly, pa," said Peter, "I sure will do 
my part. I am sure that if other fellows have 
terraced and fertilized their land and doubled 
their crop, the MacDougals can too." 

For two long months Peter rose early ev, 
ery morning to cut the fire-wood for the day, 
so that he could spend his after school hours in 
the field across the branch digging out and 
piling brush. After he had finished the task, 
he and his chums enjoyed a Saturday of bon-
fire building. Long after dark the big bon-
fires glowed. But by Sunday morning there 
was nothing left on the field of gullies save 
many piles of ashes. 

Peter's hard work was not over, however. 
Under the direction of the County Agent, Mr. 
Green, he hauled load after load of big rocks 
and placed them in the bottom of the deeper 
gullies. Next, he took a spade and sloped off 
the sides of the worst ditches. At last he was 
ready to build his terraces. On Friday after, 
noon Mr. Green accompanied Peter home. Or 
rather Peter rode home with him and led his 
horse. Peter unsaddled his horse and turned 
him loose. Then he and Mr. Green went di-
rectly to the field. Mr. Green set up his 
transit and handed Peter the target and a 
hoe. They began on the upper side of the 
field. Mr. Green instructed Peter in regard 
to holding the target and directed him to 

stand a short distance away, while he "shot 
the target." 

MacDougal, who was plowing in the big 
field, watched the procedure with growing 
curiosity. Finally he drove out to the end of 
the row, tied up his lines, and walked across 
the branch to where they were working. 

"Howdy," said MacDougal. 
"Good evening, Mr. MacDougal," re, 

plied Green. 
"What's that thar thing your lookin' 

throught?" asked MacDougal. 
"A transit," replied Green. 
"Transit, huh! What do you see?" ask-

ed MacDougal. 
"I see that target Peter is holding," re-

plied Green. 
"What's them piles of dirt he's makin' 

for?" asked MacDougal. 
"Those piles mark the line we will follow 

m building the first terrace," said Green. 
"I don't see as how a terrace is goin • to 

help them gullies any," said MacDougal. 
"It is like this," replied Green; "we will 

build several terraces across the field. Each 
terrace will be built so that the center is just 
a little higher than the ends. When it rains 
the water will be held behind the terrace, and 
the silt in the water will settle, gradually fill 
the gullies and enrich the land. If there is 
more water than the terrace can hold, it will 

. run off around the ends as they will be on 
ground slightly lower than the center." 

MacDougal watched on in silence until it 
. became so dark that Green was unable to see 
the target. 

Green returned early Saturday morning, 
and it was late in the afternoon before he and 
Peter finished laying off the last terrace. 

Monday afternoon, Green brought out a 
small grader, and showed Peter how to operate 
it. MacDougal had become so interested in 
the work that he allowed Peter to use both 
teams without an argument. By nightfall the 
first terrace was completed. Tuesday after, 
noon Peter had the grader by himself. He 
worked rather awkwardly, but the second ter, 
race was finished before he quit. 
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Peter went to bed a tired and happy boy. 
The sound of crashing thunder awoke him. 
Soon rain was beating upon the roof. It was 
music in the ears of Peter. His two terraces 
would be filled, and when the water had 
soaked into the ground the gullies above the 
terrace would not be quite so deep as they 
had been. Thus he could convince his father 
that terracing would save the land. Alas, 
when morning came, Peter waded across to 
look over his field. His heart sank. There 
was a great gap near the center of the second 
terrace. A gully, deeper than any of the-old 
ones, had been washed out for a short distance 
below the gap in the terrace. The upper ter, 
race had held well. Water stood nearly to the 
top. 

It was a discouraged and disappointed 
Peter who reported the results of the rain to 
Mr. Green on Wednesday evening after 
school. 

"That is all right, Peter," said Mr. Green. 
"Don't worry about it. You put some rocks 
in the deepest part of the gully, and I will 
come out Saturday and help you terrace the 
rest of the field. You didn't get your terrace 
quite high enough in the middle." 

Mr. Green and Peter finished the last 
terrace late Saturday evening, and Mr. Green 
checked them carefully to make sure that they 
would hold against any amount of water. 

Peter waited expectantly for the arrival 
of spring. After each rain, he inspected the 
terraces thoroughly. Not a single break ever 
appeared. The gullies gradually filled up. By 
the first of April, Peter could plow across any 
gully in the field. Under the direction of 
Mr. Green he laid the rows off so that they 
followed the contour of the terraces. 

"Gosh all hemlock!" ejaculated Mac, 
Dougal, "I don't see how any body can plow 
sich crooked rows." 

"Pa," said Peter, "may I have twelve 
dollars to buy some fertilizer with?" 

"Nah," replied MacDougal, "I ain't 
wastin' money for no sich." 

"Well, Mr. Green said I wouldn't have 
to have it, because the land has been out of 
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cultivation so long; but it would build the 
land up much faster," said Peter. 

Peter could hardly wait until harvest 
time. When at last preparations were made 
to gather the corn, Peter's field had to wait 
until his father's corn was harvested, because 
Peter's corn did not ripen as quickly as his 
father's did. But when the harvest was over, 
Peter's corn had made sixty bushels per acre, 
and his father's had made only twenty-eight 
bushels per acre. 

The MacDougal farm is now completely 
terraced, and there is money to buy fertilizer 
every year. 

WHAT I REALLY THINK 

Harvey Grief 
I do not always say what I really think-

not even nearly always. Then-to use a 
thread-bare expression-am I a hypocrite? Or, 
more accurately, am I deceptive? I think not. 
It is my objective "to myself" and "to all 
men," to be true. But I think I can be true 
and not even nearly always say what I really 
think. For example, my personal appearance 
is not what it really is. My hair is out in a 
fashion that would have made me look ter-
ribly artificial five thousand years ago. It is 
even parted quite differently from what it 
was before I got up this morning. The shoes 
I have on give lines to my feet that are much 
more appealing aesthetically that they would 
be sans shoes. The cut of my coat corrects 
many of the faults I have in the slope of my 
shoulders. The crease in my trousers con-
ceals the fact that my knees are not precisely 
in line with the rest of my silhouette. So I 
appear physically quite different from what I 
really am. And for what reason? Simply 
that I might appear less disagreeable to other 
people. I try to make other people feel, if 
not indifferent, at least not bored by my 
presence. I try always to speak the truth, but 
I always try to have it appear in a decent 
suit of clothes. Hence I do not always say 
what I really think. 



T H E R A ·M .B L .E R 

MISADVENTURES WITH A DIVING 
HELMET 

Milton Ragsdale 

A little over two years ago several other 
boys and I made a diving apparatus out of an 
old hot water boiler, a tire pump, a piece of 
window glass, and a garden hose. We gave 
the helmet several successful trials on the first 
day. On my third dive, I slipped under the 
helmet and started to descend. As I went 
deeper, the water rose up to my mouth and the 
air began to get hot. I felt with one hand 
to see if the hose had become kinked and 
cut off the air supply. As I reached for the 
hose, I accidentally released the life-line and 
sank to the bottom. The water rose in the 
helmet until it covered my nose. I quickly 
shoved the helmet off my head and swam to 
the top. Not having been especially frighten-
ed by my first misadventure, I continued to 
dive. One day when I was diving for a 
large stilson wrench which had been dropped 
in thirty feet of water, I accidentally got the 
hose tangled with the life line, which was 
weighted to the bottom with fifty pounds of 
iron. I thought nothing of the matter at 
first because the lines had become tangled be-
fore without any ill effects. As I worked to 
untangle the lines, I noticed that things had 
become strangely quiet. The pump had stop-
ped. I did not become especially frightened, 
as I knew that the helmet held enough air for 
four minutes' stay under water. I worked 
rapidly with the lines to untangle them, but 
my efforts seemed to entangle them more than 
ever. Of course I could "bail out," as the 
divers say, but that would probably result in 
either a case of the bends or a broken ear 
drum. The air began to get hot and stale in-
side the helmet and my exertions caused me 
to become out of breath. I had about one 
minute more to stay under the helmet. Then 
I thought of the thing I should have done at 
first: I untied the life line from the weights 
and easily pulled myself to the surface. Yes, 
we repaired the pump, and I am still diving, 
and I am not drowned-yet. 

A MISADVENTURE WITH A GUN 

Marguerite Pittman 

One very cold winter night while all the 
men of the house were away and we had set-
tled down for the night, there came a noise 
from under the house that sounded as if some-
thing or someone were bumping against the 
floor. At first we paid no attention to the 
disturbance, thinking it came from chickens 
roosting under the kitchen. The noise con-
tinued at intervals, and the chickens became 
disturbed. Mother then decided she should in-
vestigate the matter. Producing a light, she 
sallied forth. One of my sisters, deciding she 
would play the part of the heroine, grabbed 
the gun as she went out and cocked both 
triggers. Upon reaching the scene of disturb-
ance, it was discovered that the chickens, by 
perching on both ends of a plank put on a 
sill under the house, had made a see-saw and 
ever once in a while the ends of the plank 
hit the floor. 

When the trouble-seekers were about to 
return to the house, my sister suddenly dis-
covered she could not uncock the gun without 
shooting it. Mother would not allow this be-
cause it would disturb the neighbors. Then 
my sister had a bright idea. She let the trig-
gers down on her fingers. Then what could 
she do? The triggers were mashing blood-
blisters on her fingers, and she couldn't take 
them out without shooting the gun. She solv-
ed this problem after a while by slipping a stick 
in the place of her fingers. Thus the gun was 
left until Daddy came home. Never again 
has my sister tried to play the role of a shot, 
gun heroine. 

Do we cease to hope or cease to live, or 
are we like the rainbow-just going out of 
sight?-Mary Gohmert. 

It is a common fallacy that people begin 
to think themselves broadminded when they 
are really losing their distinction between vul-
garity and culture.-Martha Hersey. 
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Mary .Pauline W alk._er 

Bells . . . . Church bells at dawn; soft 
and sweet and clear in the morning air. Bells. 
They ring on and on, their message simple 
and pure, their tones sonorous and majestic. 

Behind closed eyes, through drowsy 
brain, flits precious, wordless 
thought; 

The mind mists clear, the thought 
takes shape, and fresh ideals are 
born. 

The bells ring on. They call, and seek, 
and invite. Perhaps even now someone, hear, 
ing, is hastening toward the resonant spot. 
And another, merely pausing an instant to lis, 
ten, may take time to think one serious 
thought. 

Humanity is · inexplicable. Instinctively 
it bows down to a Superior Being. Psycholog, 
ically, if for no other reason, it requires a God 
to subject itself to. People assemble for "wor, 
ship": they meet together for a few brief mo, 
ments and utter formal, vacant phrases to some 
unknown, far-away God; but immediately af, 
terward they resume their childish, unimpor, 
tant actions, their petty arguments and trifling 
disputes. Time is too precious, too dear, to 
waste in speech that is empty and worthless, 
high-sounding and worshipful though it may 
seem. 

But the bells ring on. A vision is aris, 
ing. High atop some mountain they must be, 
calling, calling. It is dawn-or is it twilight? 
It matters not which. Fresh breezes are blow, 
ing, and an unending panorama of green val, 
ley and winding river stretches, out far below. 
A harp plays softly through the winds, a guide 
to this exquisite place of worship. lmmedi, 
ately, people begin to arrive. Not ethereal 
creatures, but everyday acquaintances: the 
butcher, the grocer, the policeman, the milk, 
man, the politician, the student, the teacher-
all approach with bowed heads and untroubled 
countenances. Personal controversies and 
grievances are forgotten. For perhaps an 
hour they sit together, reverently atune with 
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the doctrines expounded by SILENCE, the 
greatest preacher of all. 

And then they return home. The wheels 
of business whirr noisily; life rushes dizzily 
by. But now and then, individuals slip away 
to some tiny bit of a room tucked away in an 
inconspicuous corner in the home, and there 
forget the giddy pace of life. Warm brown 
panelling encases the room; thick carpets of 
a rich, deeep red, cover the floor; and brown, 
leather-covered wall-seats are built into the 
four close, protecting walls. There are no pie, 
tures, no furniture, no books--except, per, 
haps, one. The altar is a single window, cush, 
ioned below, and looking out upon a scene 
of beauty and simplicity. To this sanctuary 
one may retire alone at will to commune un, 
distrubed with himself and his Superior. 

Oh vision sweet, half,waking dream, 
remain and be fulfilled! 

We mortals here have need of thee to 
endure this life unstilled. 

Unstilled, indeed, for life is never still. 
Old men faint of it; young men grow giddy 
of it. Everyone is seeking, grasping, pressing 
ahead. And it all seems so futile sometimes-
political debates, religious arguments, experi, 
ments, learning-life itself! To youth, es, 
pecially, does the situation seem hopeless-in, 
decisive youth, restless, groping, searching 
youth. He cannot understand the things 
about him; nor can he understand himself or 
the things going on within him. Sometimes 
he falls deep into the trough of despondency, 
and again he rises high upon the waves of 
joy. But for the bright glimpses received 
from the peaks of the waves, he could never 
bear the gloom of dejection which surrounds 
him in the troughs. He despairs at learning. 
So little is advanced at a time and so much 
is left uncovered that the supply of knowledge 
can never be exhausted. But this last thought 
simultaneously mocks, challenges, and consoles 
him. He carinot understand. And no one 

(Concluded Column 2 Next Page) 
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Rhea Cohen 

In all of my very healthy seventeen years 
of life I had never fainted, and, like all people 
who want something they have never had, I 
wanted to faint just to experience the feeling. 
Little did I dream that I was ever to have an 
opportunity to do that very thing. 

Last summer my hand was badly infected. 
In order to get all the poison out so that med-
icine could be applied, I had to soak it in a 
solution of epsom salts and hot water. Of 
course, I was adamant in my refusal to do this, 
but Mother was a bit more adamant in her 
insistence that I was going to do it. As usual 
she won her point; I was straightway marched 
to the sink in the kitchen where a pan of hot 
water was grimly awaiting the arrival of the 
epsom salts. When everything was ready, 
I tentatively touched my forefinger to the 
steaming water, but not so tentatively snatched 
it back again. On the third trial, I gradual, 
ly submerged my entire hand and stood there 
talking to Mother and waiting for results, 
which I thought should be immediately forth, 
coming. They were, but not the results I ex, 

SANCTUARY 

The innermost desire of my heart is to 
endow or establish a church. Not a church 
in the ordinary sense, but a beautiful, simple, 
quiet place of worship. A place in which one 
may truly worship. A tomb to which one 
may bring his sorrows and bury them, to find 
when he again returns that the stone is rolled 
away and that his heaviness has arisen. At 
other times a hall in which one may listen to 
an unseen organist who rests, and calms, and 
leads out one's soul. A prayer,room in which 
one may pour out his wrongs and trials, and 
receive in the undistrubed and reverent si, 
lence God's answer, wisdom. A place in which 
to stop, if only for a minute, away from the 
noise and rush of life. A place in which to 
think. And above all, a place in which one 
may receive all of the little bits which com-
pensate for living.-Lynn Cole. 

pected. Waves of nausea swept over me un, 
til I was reeling and dizzy. My head felt the 
way a goldfish looks when he is swimming 
around in his bowl. My knees were so shaky 
that I had to lean against the drainboard for 
support. Everything seemed to be far off and 
dim, as though I were looking through water 
at some distant object. The last thing I re, 
member was telling Mother that I wanted to 
sit down. 

When I finally emerged from the blanket 
of darkness, my frantic mother was splashing 
water on me at spasmodic intervals. My 
words were not the proverbial "Where am I?'' 
but "What's the matter?" Mother immediate, 
ly put me to bed and called the doctor, who 
decided that it was only a nervous attack. 

I was rather disappointed in my first 
faint, in that I wanted to tell everybody just 
what I had seen and what I had felt while I 
was unconscious. However, I had felt nothing 
and had seen less; so that was impossible. My 
only compensation was that now I could tell 
everyone that I had fainted. 

MORNING MEDITATION ON BELLS 
( Continued from Page 13) 

has time to stop and explain to him. Every, 
one is busy with business, and politics, and 
religion, and society. It is thought sufficient 
to hand him "do's" and "don'ts," pointless, 
foolish social taboos which put his head in a 
whirl. Life unstilled. 

But the bells ring on. They are the sym, 
bols of peace and quiet and rest. They, it 
is, that lift one out of this mad, rushing, noisy 
life and place him within the sanctuary of 
calm, refreshing, seclusion. 

Bells . . . . church bells at dawn; soft, and 
sweet, and clear through the morning air. 

Behind closed eyes, through drowsy 
brain, flits precious, wordless 
thought; 

The mind mists clear, the thought 
takes shape, and fresh ideals 
are born. 



Mary Gohmert 

As all matter is subject to change, change 
in style should not, and does not arouse any 
unusual comment other than the remarks that 
they are good or bad, favorable or unfavor, 
able. Of course, there are people who pay 
unlimited attention to the styles and their 
seasonable changes. These people are the 
stylists, of necessity, the people 1who buy and 
sell wearing apparel, and the select group in 
which Mrs. Grundy (yes, she is still with us), 
and Mrs J. Loftiness are often seen. Only 
yesterday (the author has the privilege of 
knowing everything), Mrs. Grundy was tell, 
ing her friend of the disgraceful style in bath, 
ing suits this year. Evidently Mrs. Grundy 
does not care for or appreciate the modern 
bathing suit. 

But the modern bathing suit is no more 
"disgraceful" for the time being than the 
bathing suit of the Bowery days (which were 
too, too disgraceful-being the latest style in 
a bathing suit at that time.) Mrs. Grundy, 
who has been always and will be forever 
with us, used to observe in undertone to Mrs. 
Stuckup (Mrs. Loftiness not having made her 
entrance until the recent oil deluge), that a 
Tady would never be seen wearing one of those 
outrageous costumes, and Mrs. Grundy was 
certainly correct in her observations. A lady 
would not be seen because she could not be 
seen in such a bathing suit. A few years 
before the Bowery bloomed into fame the 
bathing suit wore a most "humble mien." One 
wishing to frolic in the water had to put on 
more clothes, apparently, than one usually 
wore on the street. Even men, who have al, 
ways enjoyed rare privileges regarding con-
duct, were considered offensive if their swim, 
ming suits were shorter than ankle-length. A 
woman's suit(there were not many), was an-
kle-length and tied at the bottom. They fit , 
ted snugly at the neck in much the same way 
as our turtle-neck sweaters. There was a 
skirt which came below the knees and gave 
the wearer an appearance of having on a 
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dress much too short for propriety, since the 
suit protruded conspicuously. 

The coming of the freer life of the Bow, 
ery days shortened the bathing suit. The 
shorter suit gave more freedom in the water 
because the movements of the swimmer were 
unhampered by the extra weight. Since the 
first change in the style of the bathing suit, 
every year has brought another change. Each 
year has taken something off and the bath-
ing suit has become smaller and smaller. Yet, 
even in 1915, a bathing beauty show was in-
teresting for an ability to conceal and not for 
an ability to show, and although the lengthy 
bathing suit had its disadvantages, it did cov, 
er a multitude, if not of sins, at least of im, 
perfections. 

In the upward climb of the bathing suit, 
let us stop at 1920. Today the style of that 
year looks as odd as the Ford car of that 
period. The year 1920 was the hey dey of 
the world and the bathing suit played a dis-
tinguished part. Not much attention was 
paid to dear Mrs. Grundy, and as many la, 
dies as wished to swim wore the too, too dis-
graceful suits. Even in public. The author 
(knowing everything), can hear Mrs. Grundy 
"pooh poohing" the idea that she too would 
like to swim-and then can see her trying on 
a suit m secret. The 1920 style of suit was 
modern; they were only knee-high. Since 
then they have grown up. 

So today, the bathing suit is as common, 
place as the people who wear them. The 
modern suits are bounteous, brief and beauti, 
ful and above everything else they are honest. 
Like the modern generation of boys and girls, 
they have nothing to conceal. The swimming 
shorts for men make swimming a delight to the 
masculine heart. But in the suits for women, 
the stylists have been allowed to run riot. 
Nothing in the history of style can equal the 
phenomonen of change that has taken place 
in women's bathing suits. They are play, 

(Concluded on Page 33) 



THE RAMBLER 

ON COIFFURES 
Beulah Ruth Dobson 

Coiffures are one of the most important 
factors in a woman's life. I speak in terms of 
knowledge gathered from coiffure experiences 
of my own short life. Clearly do I recollect 
the episode which marked my first demonstra, 
tion of outspoken opinion regarding the mat-
ter of my coiffure. At the ripe age of two, J 
flatly rebelled and lamented so loudly when 
my mother insisted that I wear my hair plait-
ed and tied with a plain blue ribbon instead of 
having it twisted into numerous curls and 
tied with my "Sunday-go-to-meeting" bow of 
royal purple, that despite my raging outbursts 
of indignation, I was ushered up to the attic 
where an informal hickory tea party took 
place, my mother presiding. 

At this particular age I watched my moth-
er and aunts with pure amazement as they 
frizzed their tresses, as they added to the thin-
ner places artificial puffs of hair which were 
known as rats, and as they pulled the conglom, 
erated mass of hair to the top of their heads. 
I longed for my short, fuzzy, baby growth of 
hair to take new life and grow as long as 
theirs was. I even dared saturate my hair 
with the contents of a bottle which had on 
the label a picture of a woman whose beau, 
tiful, flowing locks touched the floor. Of 
course my elders were always away on these 
occasions, and I never went out of my way to 
inform them about these treatments. 

But alas, when my hair had become some, 
what thicker and longer, in fact long enough 
to make a fairly good-sized plait, the fad of 
bobbed hair swept the country. Like Sam-
son whose strength dwindled with the cutting 
of his hair, my dreams and fancies of being 
the proud owner of long hair vanished with 
the craze for short hair. 

A coiffure is something that every wo, 
man whether she be a socialite of highest de-
gree or a peasant woman below the average 
rank and file, puzzles over, worries about, and 
experiments with. The nun is practically the 
only exception to this rule. Perhaps that is 

, another advantage of being a nun. It is al, 
mor,t safe to say that a woman's personality is 
displayed by her coiffure. Can you not see 
the love of sports written all over the coun, 
tenance of the woman with closely cropped, 
sun-faded hair? Can you not see the nervous 
gestures of the ·tiny white hands of the petite 
lady with clusters of golden curls making an 
aureole about her head? Can you not hear 
the calm, crisp order given to the fluttering 
maid. by the tall, haughty woman with the coal 
black hair pulled back extremely sleek to a 
perfectly shaped bun at the nape of her neck? 
Can you not see the pathetic look of lost 
youth hidden in the faded eyes of the overly 
plump old lady with the sooty dyed hair? The 
graying patches at the roots scream out, "Old 
Age." 

Upon entering college I was attracted by 
a most unusual, but very becoming coiffure 
worn by a girl in an upper class. Her excep-
tionally fair hair was drawn tightly back and 
appeared to be braided with the braid wrapped 
around her head. Of course I immediately 
decided to adopt this fashion as soon as my 
hair grew long enough. One evening a short 
time later, when I dropped in at the young 
lady's apartment, to the surprise and disap-
pointment of us both, my friend greeted me 
in short, thin, straggling hair, and my wander-
ing gaze fell upon a long plaited wig of flax, 
eh. hair on her dressing table. I wished to 
wait for my hair to grow long enough to 
meet the requirements of that particular coif, 
fore. 
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So, having been thwarted so many times 
in my efforts toward a more distinctive coif, 
fure, I have decided that Nature knows best 
and shall let her use her own judgment. 

Each day's living brings just enough suc-
cesses to cause us to have enough hope to live 
until tomorrow.-Mary Gohmert. 

There's nothing we like better than being 
better liked. 



Robert Aiton 

Books have been the modus operandi by 
which I have seen the world. I have never 
been out of Texas- in fact, I have seen very 
little even of that state. But through the 
medium of books I have been with Byrd at 
the South Pole. I have helped Philo Vance 
bring a criminal to justice, and I have helped 
Cooper's spy escape detection. 

By means of books a picture has been 
formed in my mind of this great world of 
ours. Africa became familiar to me through 
the pen of Gordon MacCreagh. Halliburton 's 
"Flying Carpet" opened my eyes to beauty 
spots I never knew existed on this great plan, 
et. Books have made me thoroughly acquaint, 
ed likewise with the wilds of South America, 
the frozen tundra of Northern Canada, the 
wind swept sands of Sahara. 

Historical events have been fixated in my 
mind by books. I had a ringside seat while 
Cleopatra fought ruin and destruction at the 
hands of jealous noblemen. Many battles of 
the wars of the United States were literally 
fought before my eyes. Although I was not 
there in person, my mind was transferred 
there by the writer's description of the events. 
Through this translation of mind, I have 
watched my Scottish ancesters as they fought 
the English; or my barbarian Norsemen pro, 
genitors as they swept from their northern 
homes to conquer much of Europe. The story 
of Columbus was revealed to me by historical 
fiction more clearly than any history book 
ever revealed it. 

And through my very active imagina, 
tion, I become completely hypnotized by 
many books. My imagination carried me to 
every scene. I have a silent part in every 
conversation. I follow to watch the action. 
I am omnipresent. I help the hero conquer 
the villain; I sit in the cockpit while the pilot 
shoots down the enemy, or while some dar, 
ing commercial aviator fights a storm over 
the Rockies; I follow a Canadian Royal 
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Mountie as he trails his man to some rendez, 
vous on the vast snow-swept stretches of 
northern Canada; I stand shoulder to shoul, 
der with the hardy pioneer as he fights off 
the howling Indians. 

In short, I am completely transformed 
while I read. Life goes on around me, but 
I am not aware of it. I am present only in 
body, for my mind is thousands of miles away 
with the busy broker who marries his secre, 
tary and then forgets it. 

All this transformation is not television 
but the magic of books-the mystic carpet by 
which you fly to adventure, romance, explora, 
tion without leaving your easy chair. St. John 
Ervine said that most novelists are men who 
would like to do the dreadful things their 
characters do, but are afraid to do so. The 
same might be said of their readers. Mild, 
mannered Mr. Milquetoasts, hen-pecked hus, 
bands, and other lily-livered beings, wishing 
for adventure, achieve it through books. The 
printed pag~ transfers them to some strange 
foreign land, where they take the place of 
the handsome, dashing hero to save the beau, 
tiful blonde heroine from man-eating canni, 
bals. So give me a good book, the key to the 
enchantment of the world, and I will be sat, 
isfied not only during the time it takes to 
read it but also through the many hours in 
which I mull over the book and re-enact the 
scenes. 

Prosperity, like happiness, is only a con, 
dition of the mind, and until the mind is made 
content by a return to the hardy and simple 
way of living that was the pride of our fath, 
ers and their fathers before them, prosperity 
will always be playing peek,a,boo with us. 
Prosperity will never return until we go back 
to the "good old days" again. 

-Mary Pauline W al~er 



OUR CONTRIBUTION! 
We all love life 
But few of us live it. 
So many of us have 
Nothing to give it. 

Too many of us 
Sit back all the while 
Accepting life's gifts 
With a satisfied smile. 

When deeds are accomplished 
Each good mother's son 
Takes credit for doing 
The deeds that are done. 

Yes, we take from life's store 
And no thanks we say, 
But knowing there's more, 
We go our gallant way. 

-Mary Gohmert 

TO MARTHA 
An Attempt at Lyric Verse 

Darling, my love, 
So sweet, my dove, 
Tell me, so rare, 
Why thou art fair. 

Didst thou for love 
Or love of love 
Grow fair, so fair, 
Fairest of fair? 

Or do but dreams 
In false extremes 
Make yet too fair 
What is but fair? 

Ah, falsity 
Could never be 
With one so fair, 
So fair, so fair! 

-Rudolph 7' atsch 
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NOVEMBER'S MOON 
Frost,Moon, you are lonely-
Lonely as I. 
Trailing your faint light 
Across the night sky. 
You chase the shadows 
And send your soft gleams 
Into Earth's hollows 
And into the seams 
Of the garments of Night. 
In your ebony roof 
At the coming day 
Still hanging aloof 
You fade away. 
At sunrise you've taken flight. 
And when you are gone 
I, too, fade away-
Fade out of my moon beams 
And into the day. 
Words and empty laughter 
I give where 'er I go. 
Oh, Lovely Frost-Moon! 
I'm missing you so. 
Ah, Moon! we are lonely, 
But glad we should be. 
We are lonely. 
But only 
The lonely are Free. 

-Mary Gohmert 

UPON RECEIVING CRITICISM OF A 
NEW LOVE 

'Tis not without but within ourselves 
That we '11 ever find the Good, 
For each man bears a mask 
And each one wears a hood. 

The Good, the Truth, is in the man : 
'Tis not on the public mart. 
A man is right to heed no one 
In what concerns his heart. 

• -Lew Addington. 



THE RAMBLER 
MOMENTS OF BEAUTY 

Mary Pauline W all{er 
Hidden away in every heart are certain 

moments of such pure delight and inexpres-
sible beauty as to make life actually worth liv-
ing. In my own heart there are moments so 
precious as to be almost sacred. I have cross, 
ed the Mississippi River, renowned in song and 
legend, and seen the mists rise from it at 
dawn. I have sat on the pier and watched 
the lights from Corpus Christi as they twink-
led over the Gulf of Mexico. And I have 
seen the vastness and the glory of the Carls, 
bad Caverns. But although I treasure such 
beauty, the moments which I guard deep in 
the recesses of my heart contain little or none 
of magnificence; and many people passing 
idly by would fail to recognize the beauty 
which has become my richest treasure. 

A young girl kneels by a window in pray, 
er. Just outside the window a bush of bril-
liant orange cosmos blooms beside a gnarled 
old mesquite tree, and the warm fall sunshine 
spreads a gentle cloak over the whole scene. 
What joys and sorrows intermingle there; 
I feel the whole depth of the scene each time 
I see the bright orange cosmos making a 
splotch of color in the late fall sunshine, but 
I can never express fu1ly the real meaning of 
this sacred memory. 

A little child is cuddled up with his head 
on my shoulder, asleep. I stoop to kiss the 
weary little cheek and press the little body 
just a bit tighter as if to protect him always 
. . . . The little shoulder has grown strong-
er, wider. My own weary head rests there, 
on, and I realize with a pang that he is grow, 
ing up. 

I see an alley-a clean alley-sparsely 
inhabitated, and little traveled. It is not very 
much like an alley-more like a country lane. 
The dust is inches thick, and the trees, meet, 
ing overhead as in a bower, make a lacy pat, 
tern of shadows on the ground. The atmos, 
phere is meditative. The road runs a little 
uphill-toward Heaven, perhaps. 

I enter a little country church just at twi-
light before the lamps are lighted. Vague, 
shadowy outlines of dark-stained pews melt 
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into those of carved pulpit and table. From the 
deepening shadows comes organ music, quiet 
and restful. It flows toward me, engulfs me, 
questions me, and then returns, lingeringly, 
mysteriously, back whence it came, leaving me 
trembling and thoughtful. 

My only regret is that my sould cannot 
feast long enough on the heights of such mo, 
ments of sheer joy, ineffable, save with a tear. 

CULTURE 
J. 'T. Shurley 

To my mind, culture goes hand-in-hand 
with another term in meaning and connotation 
-refinement. A cultured person is a refined 
person; a person who is refined in tastes, in 
manners, in speech, and in ideals. It is the 
antithesis to vulgarity to be cultured. 

Culture is acquired, not inherited. The 
process of acquiring culture might be com, 
pared to the process of refining such a chemi-
cal product as crude oil. It is the process of 
removing the worthless, and improving the es-
sential values. Culture is obtained through 
education, but it is not pedantry. The edu-
cation through which culture is acquired does 
not consist of the average high school and col-
lege curriculum. It is far broader than that. 
It takes into consideration such things as taste 
in clothing, architecture, travel, books and top-
ics of conversation. These things one does not 
acquire wholly in school; yet school is an es-
sential factor in developing them. The cul, 
tured person is the refined end-product of civ-
ilization, the goal of evolution. 

The mental picture I carry of a cultured 
person is the picture of a perfect host. He is 
a person with whom everyone likes to visit. 
His conversations are things to be treasured, 
reflecting education, good breeding, good 
tastes, and good manners. He is a person 
whose company one would eternally enjoy. He 
is not snobbish, but yet not vulgar; he is not 
timid, but not a braggart. can be either 
rich or poor; culture is not a matter of finan-
cial or social standing. But he is the "crream 
of the crop," a prince of a man. In the last 
analysis, I should say a cultured person is one 
who does everything in moderation. 
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COMMUNITY SERVICE 
In the midst of all the selfishness and 

self-seeking that is threatening our civiliza, 
tion comes the will of the late Justice Oliver 
Wendell Holmes, who gave half his fortune 
"to the United States of America." A gen-
tle rebuke from the grave to those who are 
trying to get all they can from the govern-
ment and give nothing was this remarkable 
message left by a great and kindly man. It 
is fortunate that we have had some men m 
every generation who gave of themselves for 
the country. Patriotic souls invested them-
selves in winning freedom for a nation, in im-
proving conditions for those who came after 
them. Are we allowing our sense of citizen-
ship to become numbed by selfishness? Sup-
pose that our forefathers had thought only of 
themselves and their profits, instead of mak, 
ing sacrifices that we might enjoy a rich heri-
tage! 

There are too many men and women to, 
day who think only of themselves, giving 
neither thought nor time nor effort to the bet-
terment of the community. They are what 
a friend of mine calls "living casualties" in 
the battle of human betterment. Many a man 
today rich in this world's goods, in health, 
strength, power and talent, refuses to do any, 
thing for his home town, his state or his na-
tion. Some were formerly active, useful citi-
zens, who say now that they have done their 
part. They have quit. They leave the duty 
of carrying on to someone else. They have 
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drawn into their shells and so far as citizen, 
ship is concerned they are already dead. 

The story is told that in a wine-grow-
ing community of France an old priest was 
greatly beloved by the farmers. They decided 
to express their love for him with the offer, 
ing of the products of their vineyards, for 
they had no money. A great hogshead was 
placed near the priest's home after dark, in 
which each farmer agreed to pour two bottles 
of his finest wine. One farmer reasoned with 
his wife that they would fill two bottles with 
water and that in that great quantity of wine 
their selfish subterfuge would not be noticed. 
The next morning the farm people gathered 
to see the joy of the old priest when he found 
his hogshead of wine. When the spigot was 
opened it ran water. Every farmer of the 
community had the same idea of withholding 
his little offering. There was disappointment 
and humiliation instead of joy. 

Let us repledge ourselves to community 
service. Let us rekindle the fires of patriot, 
ism in its true sense, the love of country. Let 
us develop among this generation a renewed 
pride in giving rather than taking. And in 
the spirit of service that laid the foundations 
of our civilization and won every victory for 
liberty and progress throughout the ages, we 
shall leave our country better and finer for 
those who come after us and know the real joy 
of citizenship. This spirit will remake Amer-
ica and purge its temples of the selfishness 
that threatens us with utter confusion.-
}. w. J. 

--:--
THIS ISSUE 

It was planned to make this issue of 'The 
Rambler a Texas Centennial issue. With this 
motif in mind, the Art Class, under the di, 
rection of Miss Emma Blanchard, planned and 
executed the cover design of "Texas Under 
Six Flags," which we believe to be the most 
striking design yet used on our cover. In 
view of this fact,we believe it appropriate to 
give the Art Class special mention for this 
outstanding work. Therefore, theirs .is the ex-
clusive club page of this issue. - 'The Editor 



Lew Addington 
The old woman jerked awake. Was 

there someone in her room? Surely something 
had caused that thrill to run along her spine. 
She looked about the darkened room. Per-
haps there was someone on the small balcony 
outside the shuttered windows. There was no 
one there. A cloud thrust its fingers across 
the moon. 

Climbing back into bed, she muttered, 
"Just old age; losing my senses." 

UNo . .., 
Had that really been a voice? Wildly 

her glance swept the room. By the head of 
her bed her eyes stopped, caught an ethereal 
figure. She stared at it. It was a ghost. A 
ghost in her room! A middle-aged and rather 
hefty ghost! 

Just then the cloud grasped the moon in 
its palm, allowing no light to seep through. 
The room was totally dark. 

"No," the voice said again, this time 
quite distinctly. "No," you are not losing 
your senses. You were not dreaming, and 
you were not imagining things." The voice 
sounded closer to her now. "Do you remem-
ber back when your oldest son was very small? 
Do you remembl,t' when you lived with your 
mother one . summer? Do you remember a 
long-legged tomboy who lived in an apart-
ment in your mother's house-the brat who 
sat in the old walnut tree reading a book and 
dreaming half of the time? Do you remem-
ber accusing her of stealing a gold pencil 
once? Do you know that she never forgot? 
Do you know that she swore that if there 
were such things as ghosts that she would 
come back one day to haunt you? Do you? 
Do you remember finding the pencil where 
your own small son had thrown it- out in 
the tall weeds? 

"No, no," the old woman whispered. 
"No, it wasn't me. I don't know you. I 
don't remember!" 

"No? Well, I remember; I was the 
brat. I swore that I would come back one 
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night to tickle you with a feather-a feather, 
I might say, from your mother's old duster. 
Tonight is the one night that I shall have 
free, and my time is nearly up." 

Good-humoredly the phantom leaned 
nearer the old woman. "I remember," the 
ghost continued, "my mother's saying, 'This is 
going to hurt me more than it is you,' when 
she spanked me for my crime." 

The ghost grinned and said, '·'I never 
thought that I should see the time when I 
could repeat that phrase to you. You see, 
ghosts are barely able to hold material things." 

The old woman felt a feather brush be, 
low her ear. 

"No," thought the old woman. "No," 
she whispered, "there are no such things as 
ghosts. No!" She had spoken the last word 
aloud; she had regained her voice. 

She screamed. The ghost melted. The 
cloud released the moon from its grasp. She 
jumped from bed and ran to the door in 
her nightgown. Just as her fumbling hands 
unlocked the door, someone rapped on the 
door and turned the handle. It was the man-
ager. 

"What is it? Are you hurt, Miss 
Smith?" The manager's calm gaze took in the 
room. 

The old woman gasped, "A ghost-tick, 
ling my ear with a feather. A ghost I didn't 
even know!" 

"That's all right; that's all right, Miss 
Smith. We all have nightmares. You go 
back to bed and go to sleep. I'll send-" 

"But it wasn't a nightmare," said a deep 
young voice from the doorway. Turning, the 
manager saw a young man, who continued, 
"I can vouch for her story. But I'm sorry; 
L. L. must have got in the wrong room." 

"Who are you, young man? And what 
do you know of this trick? I shall have you 
arrested!" The manager started forward as 
though to sieze the young man. 

"Keep your shirt on; keep your shirt on, 
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and I'll explain. I'm a reporter for the 'Times. 
Here's my card." 

I.I.You see,"' he said, ""when L. L., my 
grandmother, was a little girl, a woman ac, 
cused her of stealing a gold pencil. Well, 
L. L. wasn't perfect by a long shot. She 
could tell little lies when the occasion demand, 
ed. She was even. known to say "Damn" on 
proper provocation. But stealing was never 
a vice of hers. 

"That is, not after she was punished by 
being made to offer all of her pennies once 
to a man from whose tree she had swiped a 
pear. Even then the pear they caught her 
with wasn't the one she swiped. It seems that 
she and another little girl swiped a couple of 
pears and traded so that, if their families did 
ask them where they got the pears, each 
could say the other gave it to her. 

"Oh well, so much for that. What I 
mean to say is that the pear episode taught 
her her lesson. _She never stole anything 
again. So when the women accused her of 
stealing the pencil, it nearly broke her heart. 
She vowed vengeance. Not anything cruel or 
mean, but something amusing. She decided 
to come back as a ghost and tickle the woman. 
She told me all this just before she died. She 
said for me to hang around the hotel at night 
for a couple of weeks after she died. Said 
that this trick would make good copy for the 
Sunday magazine section. 

'Tve been around at night for a month 
now, ever since she died. L. L. was a swell old 
girl, but she always put things off. Not be, 
cause she was lazy. No. But she just found 
life so darn full of things that popped up and 
had to be grabbed right then that she put a 
great many things off. Why, she didn't even 
get around to dying until twenty years after 
the doctors said that she would. So I knew 
that she would com~ sooner or later. 

"But another habit of hers was to get in 
such a rush to get the immediate thing done 
that she forgot certain little details. That's 
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AN OLD HOUSE AND ITS SOUL 

Mary Gohmert 

With its weather beaten old face turned 
from the narrow, winding, little-traveled road, 
the old house hid behind the gaunt trees-a 
grim reminder of yesterday. And as in ex, 
treme seclusion it bowed its shaggy head, it 
seemed to shrink in shame that its friendly 
old rooms were empty now, that its ancient 
floor squeaked and groaned--could bear but 
the slightest weight- that no column of blue 
smoke curled from its proud old chimney; that 
its windows could boast no starchy crisp cur, 
tains to help exclude the ugly sight of its bro, 
ken panes and drooping sash. 

The old plank halls and stairs re-echoed 
with the tread of long forgotten feet-the 
memories of the old house's younger days. 

An occasional passer-by could not fail to 
notice the way in which the lordly trees pro-
tected and sheltered their oTd and tried com, 
panion. Their very height had been attained, 
it seemed, for the sofe purpose of shielding 
from the harsh, criticizing world the fact that 
the old house was forgotten and alone. 

Oh, it's not quite forgotten or not quite 
alone! For Dame Nature and Mother Earth 
stood by when all others had gone. The rich 
heavy shrubbery, the grass, the flowers, and 
the ducks that swam on the constant waters 
of the wide river that flowed close by-they 
had remembered and nad come back each year 
to cheer the old house in its loneliness. 

Every little nook held its own story-the 
old red wood shed, the smokeless chimney, that 
had some bricks missing, the tiny smoke-house. 
Every one of these had a story to tell-just 
b~gging one to stop and listen. 

the way she was tonight. She must have 
picked the wrong room!" 

All three turned involuntarily toward the 
windows, for it seemed that a sighed "Oh 
damn" swept in on the freshened breeze from 
the· balcony. 



WHAT FATHERS SHOULD KNOW 
ABOUT COLLEGE 

Mary Pauline W al~er 
Too little thought is given by the fathers 

of today to the real purpose of higher edu, 
cation for their children. Certainly there are 
some who do perceive the true value of a col, 
lege education, but the number of fathers rad, 
ical, indifferent, or misinformed on the subject 
is really surprising. Everyone has seen fathers 
of the type that do not seem aware of their 
sons and daughters until they finish high 
school, and then becoming alarmed as to what 
to do with them next, hastily solve the prob, 
lem by sending them away to college, with the 
expectation that college will make a man or 
a woman of them before they are returned 
to them. Again, there is the type of father 
who did not go to college himself, and, conse, 
quently, believes a college education to be only 
a foolish expenditure of money. 

To the first type of father, I should like 
to say just one thing: Four years in college 
will not make the student; a college education 
is, first, last, and forever, what the student 
makes it. There are different degrees of ed, 
ucated persons, just as there are different de, 
grees of heat and cold. And some men with 
college degrees are not nearly so well educated 
as some high school graduates. College is the 
place for a student to expand, to awaken and 
cultivate the possibilities that lie sleeping with-
in him- to become acquainted with his better 
self. If he is able to grasp the significance of 
what is offered him- to read between the 
lines, as it were-then he will become edu, 
cated ; otherwise he may emerge from college, 
crammed full and running over with book, 
knowledge, yet unable to cope with the prob, 
!ems he is destined to meet in life. In short, 
college is not a haven for those who have no 
other place to go. It has a definite purpose, 
the substance of which I wish to address to 
the second type of father- the one who sees 
no advantage in higher education. 

First, it is not the purpose of college 
merely to give four more years of school, or to 
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slap more dollar marks on the futures of aspir-
ing students. Perhaps college does both of 
these things. But its real purpose is to furnish 
a place in which students may find themselves, 
grow up, mature-call it what you will-
under the expert guidance of men and women 
who have spent the better portion of their 
lives in studying the best methods of dealing 
with youth and youth's problems. No college 
will mature a student; he is going to mature, 
whether or not he has an . education. But 
college guides him through this delicate, ques-
tioning, all-important period of late adoles-
cence as nothing else is capable of doing. Youth 
is a period of curiosity, and its curiosity shall 
be satisfied in one way or another. I grant 
that it is possible for a young person to accom-
plish just as much without a college education 
as with one, but will he? Look around you 
today at the uneducated men in your immedi-
ate vicinity. Have any of them helped society 
in any marked way? Are any of them known 
and appreciated out of your county, or even 
out of your city? It is possible, yes, but it is 
much more difficult. And the young people 
who do have the ability to accomplish a great 
deal without very much education are gen-
erally the ones who have sufficient mettle to 
get an education at any cost. Youth demands 
much. A ge considers this unfair and selfish ; 
yet Age in its infancy probably demanded as 
much and more. 

To the type of father who really grasps 
the meaning of being educated (and he is 
probably the only one who has read thus far) 
I would say : The world needs more of you-
sympathetic, understanding, broad-minded 
fathers. Do you feel lonely, at times uncer-
tain, perhaps? Don't. You are appreciated 
more than you know. .St,and your ground, 
for your influence is all-important. With 
your aid this world of fathers must be ed, 
ucated to the need of education among the 
future leaders of the world- their children. 



SPHERE FLIGHT 
One night when -I ~as dreaming 
With eyelids closed down tight 
On wings of song and laughter 
My other self .took flight. 

And I was, ah, so happy! 
A siren wild and fair. 
I danced upon a fleecy cloud, 
A star tucked in my hair 
With dew drops for a necklace 
And mist my only dress. 

I kissed the moon; he laughed at me, 
And stars ran down the sky. 
W e frolicked th.us the whole night through, 
All heavenly bodies, we, 
Till I awoke from dreaming 
And found there just plain me. 

-Florence Eastman 

I . 

LITTLE BROWN BOY 

0 little brown boy who played on our street, 
Who ran down our walk with pattering feet; 
With laughing black eyes and teeth just as 

white 
As . the flower that blooms in the fading twi, 

. light; 

With oncoming night you wandered away. 
We shall see you no more there outside at 

play; 
We shall miss your soft language and patter, 

ing feet. 
We shall miss you, little boy, who played on 

our street. 

-Florence Eastman 

GLORIOUS SPRING 
The glorious Spring is here again; 
The blossoms make their showing; 
The world once bleak with . snow and rain 
Is now with sunshine glowi~g. 

UNEXPECTED 
Oh something unexpected-
Unexpected as could be 
Came like a yellow butterfly 
That had found a_ flower near me! 

And like a gaudy butterfly 
Bedight in brilliant dress 
It brightened up a new new day 
And brought ~e happiness. 

· -Florence Eastman 

-Sall.ie Fae Bailey 

QUANDARY 
. To be a mistress and yet a true love 
That be truly false; 
Yet to be a wife and a false love 
That be falsely true-

Yet hard 'twould be on either love-
As hard as 'tis on you-
That either know the other's love 
And neither play the shrew! 

-Lew Addington. 
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BLOCK BY JOYCE HOPE BROWN 

The Art Club was reorganized in the 
San Angelo College February 12, 1936, and 
officers were elected for the present year. 
Those chosen for official positions were: Mary 
Pauline Walker, president; Mildred Colwell, 
vice-president; Mabel Loving, secretary and 
treasurer; and Miss Emma Blanchard, spon, 
sor and chairman. The other members of the 
club are Maurine Davis, Marian Finkhousen, 
Rosa Sauer, and Mesdames S. D. Leverett 
and B. Frank White. 

Since the organization the club has lost 
no time in getting busy. Several plans have 
been made for the entertainment and develop, 
ment of the club, and several of those plans 
have already been successfully carried out. 
Saturday morning, February 22, the Art Club 
held open house for students, ex-students, and 
faculty members of the college in connection 
with the home-coming of San Angelo College 
Students. Tea was served to about fifty 
guests who attended the exhibit of the Art 
Club and Art Education Class, where they ob, 
served Miss Blanchard teaching a class. 

The exhibit included leather work, bas, 
ketry, abstract design, block print, line draw, 
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ings, and pencil sketches in perspective. There 
was also a review of pictures, sculpture, and 
architecture, and color problems that have been 
done throughout this year. 

The Art Club meets the first Friday of 
each month. March 6, the club will meet at 
the home of Mrs. White for an informal tea 
and business meeting. March 16, the mem, 
bers of the Art Club and their guests will be 
entertained at the St. Angelus Hotel by the 
sponsor, Miss Blanchard. 

Blockprints have been made for the 
covers of two of the college magazines. The 
work is equally divided among the girls and 
each one does her part. Texas under six 
flags is the design for this issue of the Ram, 
bler. Each of six girls made a flag, and a 
seventh made the seal. The Art Club willing, 
ly cooperates with the other activities of the 
college whenever it is possible to do so. 

The club is affiliated with American 
Federation of Arts, a national organization. 
Through this affiliation the club may display 
a national exhibit whenever it chooses. The 
exhibit has not been definitely decided upon 
yet, but it is probably that an exhibition of 
water-color paintings or hand-craft, of nation, 
al interest, will be given later in the spring. 
San Angelo is an interested art center and the 
club is receiving much encouragement from 
the San Angelo citizens and students of San 
Angelo College in their plans to put on the na, 
tional exhibit.-Mabel Loving. 

If it is the love of that which your work 
represents-if, being a landscape painter, it is 
love of hills and trees that moves you-if, be, 
ing a figure painter, it is love of human beauty, 
and human soul that moves you-if, being a 
flower or animal painter, it is love, and won-
der, and delight in petal and in lamb that 
move you, then the Spirit is upon you, and 
the earth is yours, and the fullness thereof.-
Ruskin. 
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GRANNY 

By Beth Stites 

I have always thought Granny one of the 
most charming women I have known. I do 
not say this simply because she is my only liv-
ing grandmother. I am sure I should feel 
the same way if she were a neighbor, or an 
old friend of the family. I once read a de-
scription in a book which portrayed her char-
acter perfectly. The portrayal was of an el-
derly woman who never seemed to grow home-
sick for the old. She never left the prow of the 
boat, where she loved to feel the spray of the 
future against her face. Granny does not 
live in the memories of her past, but lives for 
the future. She is intensely interested in ev-
erybody and everything. I never knew her 
to miss anything of interest. She is usually 
at the home which contributes most to her 
company and excitement. I am sure the se, 
cret of her charm lies in her being so interest-
ed. 

Granny has always led a very active life. 
She was reared upon a ranch, where much en-
ergy is required. Now her energy is devoted 
to travel and sports. Although her home is 
with her youngest daughter, she spends much 
time visiting her other children. When she 
is away from home too long, my aunt and 
uncle usually find some adequate excuse to 
go after her. She is always receiving invita, 
tions to v1s1t. Her appeal seems universal. 
She also finds time for sports. Swimming is 
her favorite exercise, and although she is sev-
enty-eight, she still dives and swims well. Last 
summer we built a mud slide on the bank of 
the Pecos River, and Granny christened it 
by making the first plunge. She now has 
eight children, twenty-two grand children and 
three great-grandchildren. Maybe one of the 
reasons she is active is that it keeps her busy 
keeping up with us. 

Granny is a favorite among the grand-
children because she usually understands our 
views. She is so alive that she seems to be a 
part of all life. She never has to be reminded 
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I GREATLY ADMIRE GIRLS WHO 
DO NOT GO TO SCHOOL 

Helen Robles 

From the time that I can remember I 
have liked to go to school. I learned to read 
at an early age, and I started school when I 
was only six years old. I learned my lessons 
easily, and dreamed of the time when I should 
finish the seventh grade. I finished it soon 
enough, but I wanted to go to Junior High; 
so, of course, I went. By the time I got my 
Junior High School diploma, I wanted a high 
school education. Then, I went to high 
school too, and graduated last June. I am now 
going to college. I fear that something in me 
will drive me to attend a senior college if I 
finish my second year here in San Angelo. 

You see, I cannot help it. Some people 
are born to spend their lives in schools, while 
others are meant to have a life of leisure. To 
me this realization seems fatal. I am a Latin, 
American, and although I feel as uneasy in the 
presence of Spanish-speaking people as I do 
in the presence of English-speaking people, I 
am a sort of missionary among those who 
speak Spanish. Naturally, I come in contact 
with many girls who have no more than a 
grammar-school education. These girls have 
been out of school for five or six years. They 
have all the leisure they want. They go to 
parties, dances, shows, and weddings. And 
when I go to their houses, I find them toast-
ing their toes by the fire. Such leisure! These 
girls possess a certain indefinable quality, a 
certain beauty. They seem very romantic and 
sophisticated to me. I cannot help but admire 
them, and hope that some day before I am very 
old, I shall be one of them. 

that times have changed since she was a girl. 
She brings out the best in all of us, and makes 
us pleased with ourselves. She possesses tol-
erance and gentleness, and was born of un, 
derstanding. We shall aways feel blessed be, 
cause we have part-ownership in such a charm, 
ing woman. 
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Ida Elisabeth, written by the author of 

Kristin Lavransdatter, was first translated into 
English from the Norwegian by Arthur G. 
Chater. Mme. Undset has again given us a 
superb work. In this story of a modern wife 
-a woman stronger than most-mated to a 
slovenly weakling who never outgrows child-
hood in the spiritual sense, the writer again 
shows the skill, capability, vigor, and richness 
which so distinguish her other works. 

When she can no longer endure the dis-
astrous marriage, Ida Elisabeth escapes - to 
build up a new, much happier life, free from 
the bonds of a relationship grown unbearable. 
How that past reclaims her is a thesis that is 
difficult for most moderns to acknowledge. 

This story arouses in one a protest-
against the complete dependence of those who 
ignore or fail to realize the responsibilities of 
adult life; against the unfairness to those who 
must tolerate, defend, and support such in-
competents. But this book, with its presen-
tation of a living argument, is one you will 
not soon forget. -A. H. 

Just another case of man's success de-
pending on a woman! Benjamin Disraeli rose 
to the status of Prime Minister of England. 
Read about this famous English statesman's 
success in the biography of Benjamin Disraeli 
by Andre Manrois. -G. F. 

In 'The Incredible Marquis, a one-volume 
biography of the naive genius Alexandre Du-
mas, Herbert Gorman records this career in 
an almost melodramatic style. From childhood 
to old age, Dumas amuses us by his curious in-
terest in life. We laugh at his vain strutting, 
sympathize with him in his moments of trouble, 
and feel that we know him intimately. Be-
cause we thus know him, we take double in-
terest in his immortal books: 'The 'Three Mus-
1{eteers and 'The Count of Monte Cristo. 

-H.G. 
27 

House of Dr. Edwards By Francis Beeding. 
Constance Sedgwick, young, pretty, and 

a graduate of medical college, goes to a pri-
vate insane asylum in a lonely mountain re-
gion in France as assistant doctor. What fol-
lows makes a novel mystery with a new angle. 
Imagine, if you can, a lunatic parading as a 
doctor-and getting away with it! A lunatic 
who, in his saner moments, studies his own 
case. -A.H. 

Life With Father by Clarence Day is a 
clever pen sketch of life in the nineteenth cen-
tury when man dominated the household by 
fair means or foul. This sketch was made by 
an artist; the strokes are deft and light, yet 
perfect in every detail. It is not fiction but 
much more interesting than any novel could 
be. It might be wise to take this book home 
and let the head of the house read it. His 
reaction will be worth the persuasion used in 
getting him to read it. -F. N . 

Wal\ With Me, Lad is not a book to 
read merely for credit in English or to pass 
away an idle hour or two. It is a book to be 
read slowly, to be read thoughtfully, and to 
be loved. This book preaches the age-old gos-
pel-"lend a helping-hand." No one could 
read Anne Shannon Monroe's soul stirring 
words and not want to give the shirt on his 
back to the beggar on the corner. I do not 
advise, I insist that everybody in San Angelo 
College read this wonderful book and pass it 
on the others. It is too beautiful to be left 
to one's self. -F. N. 

In Cranford, Mrs Gaskell writes a tender 
story about the simple life in the little village 
of Cranford-just the little things that make 
us happy. Her humorous and humanistic 
characterizations of the old maids of the vil-
lage are truly delightful. -S. F. B. 
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Pitcairn's Island is the tale of life on a 
rocky, mysterious mid-Pacific island a thou, 
sand miles from nowhere. It was here that 
the mutineers of His Majesty's ship Bounty 
settled in 1790 with their Tahitian wives and 
remained undiscovered for eighteen years. The 
account is somewhat bloody-all the mutineers 
but one coming to violent ends on the island-
but well handled by Charles Nordhoff and 
James Norman Hall. -H. G. 

'The House of Exile by Nora Waln ac, 
quaints the reader with a sweeping life in the 
seclusive, upper-class families of China. The 
quaint customs and fantastic manners of royal 
life are told by the author who, unexpectedly, 
was given the rare privilege of marrying into 
a Chinese family and thus of spending most 
of her life among these people. The reader is 
carried through experiences with queer trav, 
eling customs, quaint feasting habits, oddities 
in speech and dress, unique worshiping meth-
ods, elaborate marriage ceremonies, and politi, 
cal strifes which have left their mark as time 
weaves its way. While reading the novel, one 
acquires new conceptions--politically, educa, 
tionally, and socially--of a China long known 
for its strife for survival - E. M . 

Hope we never have to go there, but we 
should know what it's all about. A most edu, 
cational and delightful account of a non-de, 
lightful subject is given by William Seabrook 
in his Asylum. Read it for humor; read it 
for entertainment; read it for education. 

-F. E. 

A Son of the Middle Border by Hamlin 
Garland is a biography that has become a clas-
sic. It presents the rise of the author from a 
poor Wisconsin farm boy to a prominent typi-
cal American author, incidentally treating of 
the westward immigration following the Civil 
War. Interesting, informative; good descrip-
tion. -R. T. 
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If you are interested in a highly interest, 
ing study of world religions, don't fail to 
read 'The Story of Religion, As 'Told in the 
Lives of Its Leaders by Charles Francis Potter. 
It is easy reading, comprehensive, and progres, 
s1ve. Undoubtedly the supreme work of its 
kind. -R. T. 

Why "N_ot 'Try God by Mary Pickford is 
a book containing a million sources of inspira, 
tion and encouragement. It is written in a 
clear forceful style that a seven-year-old could 
understand, but its appeal lies in its simplicity. 
Once you read this book, it will never be far 
from your mind. What more need be said? 

-F. N. 

Long Remember by MacK.inlay Kantor 
presents a brilliant picturization of the intense 
and warped lives of men and women during 
Civil War days. This book is dramatic both 
in context and in style, but, like the war, it 
grows monotonous. - L. C. 

Lincoln-the backwoods lad, the rail 
splitter, the studious boy who borrowed books 
- who issued the Emancipation Proclamation! 
Honest Abe-honest, but human. Read about 
him in Abraham Lincoln; 'The Prairie Years by 
Carl Sandburgh, and get some new ideas, new 
thoughts, new op1mons about our great 
emancipator, Lincoln. -F. E. 

City Editor by Stanley Walker. 
This lively book is full of the personality 

that only a newspaper headline can acquire. It 
was written by a man who is a city editor in 
the greatest newspaper city, New York. He 
gives us in concise and brilliant writing the 
inside story, the anecdotes, the stranger-than· 
fiction facts, the hopes, the aspirations, fears, 
weaknesses, tragedies and glories connected 
with the fascinating process of reducing life to 
ink and paper. -A. H. 



THUNDER ON 1,HE LEFT 
"Among the nationable dictes of antique 

Rome was the fancy that when men heard 
thunder on the left the gods had somewhat 
of special advertisement to impart."-Sir Eus, 
tace Peachtree and Mr. Christopher Morley. 

(Editor's Note: This page is reserved for 
expressions of student opinion. On this page 
any student may express his opinion on almost 
any subject-if he says it well. Any opinion 
on any subject from mousetraps to movies, 
politics to parties, love to Listerine, or cab, 
bages to kings is good material. Atheistic? 
Bolshevistic? You will be surprised at what we 
will print. Any article will be printed anon, 
ymously, if requested.) 

ALL WE NEED IS A GATE 
I'll never get over those fences. Not 

even if I die at the age of one hundred and 
three and am then reincarnated will I get over 
those fences. In the first place the fences are 
too high to get over, and in the other place 
(there are just two places) I do not want to 
eat the grass and shrubbery. I do not even 
want to eat the stones from under our institu, 
tion. But I'm not saying that if the fences 
were not there I wouldn't eat the stones. I 
might even eat the entire building, but the 
fence protects it. What would we do without 
that fence? In fact, I am of the opinion that 
the fence is useful. However, there are three 
theories concerning it. Theory the First: Once 
upon a time about three-fourths of a month 
ago there was a depression; now, thanks ever so 
much to the new wire fence encircling our 
broad expanse of college campus, the de, 
pression is over- gone. The forgotten men 
were remembered and some thoughtful person 
gave them work. They cemented a long, high 
fence around our college, and now we, the-
shall I say inmates?-are banded together with 
loop-de-loops of steel. 

Theory the Second: Some clever dip, 
lomat who is possibly running for an office 
somewhere (if we knew who he was he would 
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be running for somewhere, elsewhere) de, 
cided that the S. A. C. students were spring 
chickens. After having decided this, he de, 
cided to coop us. Now that we are properly 
cooped, the feathers are certainly flying. 
Spring chickens detest wire fences. Personal, 
ly, I think the spring chicken theory not worth 
a cackle; however, since I am a chick, I shall 
give it one. 

Theory the Third: The factors making 
up this theory are unusual-quite. Unusual, 
ly vague, I mean. It seems that S. A. C. is 
exclusive (accent heavily). We are trying to 
hide ourselv~ampus, building, faculty, and 
students--from the gaze of the vulgar public 
behind and beneath a billowing cluster of 
fragrant honeysuckle. I really can't see 
through that either. Evidently I'm not sup-
posed to see. But I know this. We have 
lovely grass, and trees and shrubbery to make 
a setting for our buildings. Then we have 
honeysuckle vines a la wirefence to cover and 
completely hide said grass, trees, and shrub, 
bery. Clever, I say. That idea could be com, 
mercialized at a profit- sell the idea; then 
sell the honeysuckle fence and all that's under 
it. Only, and herein lies the profit: don't 
deliver the "under" things. Whoever buys 
the fence will never know. You positively 
cannot see through a honeysuckle fence. You 
can't even throw a match through it; you 
can't even run a bicycle through it. So you 
see, the grass (you didn't deliver) will be pro-
tected just like ours here at the college is. 
I'm glad the students are "in the know" about 
those fences. Otherwise they might all start 
acting insane to be in harmony with the fence. 
It is exactly like the one they have around the 
institution for sick minds in Austin. Have 
you noticed it? - Anonymous 

WHAT I WANT AN EDUCATION TO 
DO FOR ME 

Education, according to the dictionaries, 
is "the process or manner of training youth 
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for their station in life." It is "the importation 
or acquisition of knowledge, skill, or discipline 
of character; the totality of information and 
qualities acquired through instruction and 
training, which furthers the development of 
an individual physically, mentally, and moral, 
ly." But there is another meaning of the 
word. One may regard it as a training for 
the varied work of life: industrial, social, and 
political, in which knowledge is not a goal but 
an incident, in which the student is learning 
to do things. As Plato said: "Good education 
is that which gives to the body and to the soul 
all the perfection of which they are capable." 

· More than three centuries ago John Milton 
in 7' racate defined education thus: "I call 
therefore a complete and generous education 
that which fits a man to perform justly and 
magnanimously all the offices poth private and 
public of Peace and War." It is hard to find 
a better definitiOIJ. of the word than that. To 
educate, it has been said, is to make something 
out of a man rather than put something into 
him. 

Most people think that the way to train 
a boy to think is to give him as much knowl-
edge as possible, and he will, consequently, 
know more. Very few know that it is better 
to let him really learn to think on one or two 
subjects and afterward fill his mind with the 
precise information which he is going to use. 
The educated person does not think as the man 
in the street does. His educated mind takes 
a critical attitude toward things, while that 
of the ordinary man is opinionated. The av, 
erage man usually has about one idea, which 
he uses as a watchdog to run out and bark 
at other ideas and scare them away. He can-
not be made to admit he is wrong. The edu, 
cated m~n's philosophy is entirely non-utilita, 
ri?n. The man who understands only some 
single niece of work which he has been set to 
do, will never do anything else, according to 
Woodrow Wilson. However, the man of spec, 
ial skill may be changed overnight into an 
un~killed laborer. Centuries ago Confucius 
said that "education is for play." In truth, 
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education makes living itself a game or makes 
life itself an act. 

A college education should equip people 
to hold good positions. One might say, "Well, 
John Smith graduated from college, and he is 
now out digging ditches with Abner Jones, 
who did not even graduate from high school." 
Whereas Abner Jones does not have the nec, 
essary equipment for a job, John Smith has, 
and he will be ready to make a good showing 
when the sought for opportunity arises. He 
is more broadminded and interested in life it-
self. He continues to grow and develop from 
birth to death. His interests grow, his con, 
tacts increase, his knowledge expands, and his 
thinking becomes deeper. His happiness and 
success are assured because of his views, which 
are cultivated with discrimination, and the 
tools of his mind are sharpened by constant 
contact with the whetstone of experience. 

I want education to do these same things 
for me, but first, to teach me to live so that I 
can earn a living. I expect to find a philoso-
phy of life, which will, of course, change as 
years pass, yet always fit itself to occasions as 
they arise. When I graduate from college I 
hope to have learned the work that I am spec-
ially fitted for. I want to learn to think fair-
ly and clearly on all questions, to make all my 
decisions wisely and efficiently-and once a 
decision is made there shall be no reneging or 
alibing. If I have an impulse to act first and 
think later, I want to sit calmly down and 
closely cross-examine the impulse. Then, if 
it survives the rigid examination, it must be 
good enough to adopt and act upon. One es-
sential thing that I hope a college education 
does for me is teach me about the social mech-
anism and its history so that I may be able to 
apply with results everything that I have pre, 
viously learned. If I follow this plan, I shall 
consider myself educated enough to pass mus-
ter.-Rhea Cohen. 

SMOOTHER SAILING? 

Of course we all readily affirm the au, 
thority stating that our Junior College is the 
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highest ranking in the state, b~t when the CHIEF BENERICIAL EFFECTS OF 
topic of extra-curricular activities is brought MOTION PICTURES 
up, there is an embarrassing silence. This 
condition is quite unnecessary; it is a mere 
matter of each of us doing his share. May I 
use our Glee Club as a so-called shining exam-
ple? We have a director, we have a pianist, 
we have the necessary equipment, but we have 
no real singing, because for some unknown 
reason the student body shows no interest. 
Poor Timotheus would break a string on his 
golden harp if he could hear the few indiffer-
ent Glee Club members murder "Ah! Sweet 
Mystery of Life"-yes, simply drag it to death. 
Once more we implore you students to try 
pepping up with more singing, and regardless 
of high C's, we promise you smoother sailing. 

-Anonymous 

THE FIGHT AGAINST CRIME 
AND UNEMPLOYMENT 

The United States has been confronted 
for the past few years with two major prob-
lems: crime and unemployment. The latter 
of these problems is the greater, but the former 
might prove the harder to solve. Neither 
crime nor unemployment can be annihilated 
completely, but by reducing one, the other 
will be reduced also. Our country must re-
duce unemployment to cut the tap root of 
crime. The branches of crime can be cut off 
like those of a tree without killing its growth. 
From the accepted truth "An idle mind is the 
devil's workshop," the following equation may 
be worked out: unemployment plus bad in-
fluence equals crime. Speaking of the equa-
tion as if it were a chemical formula, unem-
ployment is an element which will combine 
with the element, bad influence, much more 
easily than the element employment, will com-
bine with it to form the compound crime. 
If we keep the minds of our people employed, 
the devil will have to go out of business for 
lack of 'a workshop. 

Note: A chemical equation is not a chem-
ical formula but a group of formulas. 

-Eugene Steger 
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In this country motion pictures have for 
some time afforded a subject for much discus-
sion and criticism. People everywhere have 
been questioning the good and ill effects of 
motion pictures upon people in general and 
especially upon children. Even churches have 
taken up the subject. Heated debates have 
arisen over differences of opinion on this sub-
ject. The chief question for debate is wheth-
er the good effects overshadow the bad ones: 
whether education, news, and amusement 
more than counteract the ill effects produced 
by motion pictures. 

This question seems quite absurd to me. 
The education gained from motion pictures 
alone more than makes up for any wrong im-
pressions or bad habits gotten from them. 
Many pictures have been taken from the very 
best selections of literature, history, and pres-
ent day happenings-pictures of travel, ro-
mance, political value, and amusement. I re-
member one picture, "Cleopatra," particular-
ly fascinated me because of its historical value 
as well as its connection with literature. After 
seeing the picture, I was able to appreciate 
more fully the writer's efforts to portray the 
character of Cleopatra, and I understood why 
she stands out in history as a great figure. One 
is able to gain a much better conception of 
the beliefs, characteristics, customs and habits 
of inhabitants of other countries by seeing 
them than by reading about them. One is 
not only able to gain this knowledge but is 
able to keep up with the most recent happen-
ings of the world by means of the news reels 
and short sketches of the screen. 

Motion pictures afford great political ad, 
vantages; take, for instance, the procedures of 
the governing body of the nation. Some of 
the public are prone to think, "Well, the 
White House is so far away anything they do 
will have no effect on me. I'm not concern-
ed about what they do." This, of course, 
is the wrong attitude. By means of the mo-
tion picture, the public is made more familiar 
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with the aims of the members of the govern- is a student council composed of several stu-
ing body and becomes more interested. If the dents elected by the student body and approv, 
President, or some important government of, ed by the faculty. This council acts as a court 
ficial, has some special project he wishes to in disposing of the cases of student misconduct 
explain to the people, the motion picture is that are reported to therri. 
one of the best methods of doing so. People The aims of the honor system are three-
become more interested by seeing a man speak fold. It gives the student body an excellent 
as well as hearing him. opportunity to take an active part in the ac-

Motion pictures have long since been sue- tual government of the school; it also paves 
cessfull means of amusement. I do not need the way for more honesty in the class room 
to dwell on that. After a hard day's work, during an examination, and, finally, it aims 
people seek a place of rest and relaxation. A toward developing a higher standard of con-
motion picture theatre has afforded just such duct among the entire student body. 
a respite. While relaxing one has a chance Those who oppose the honor system say 
to forget all the unpleasantness of worry and it can not be successful because the students 
is supplied with entertainment that is both would not obey the rules as set out by the 
amus:ng and beneficial. It is true that some council. 
ill effects are produced by motion . pictures, Are not the laws of our land broken? 
but I contend that one can overlook most of How can we afford to sacrifice the principles 
these if he is so inclined. But just think of that are most valuable to higher education for 
the amusement, good music, education, litera- the sake of an uninterested minority? 
ture and other advantages enjoyed by means of It is the writer's candid opinion that the 
motion pictures! honor system should be adopted in San Angelo 

-Margueritte Pittman. College because he truly believes that such a 
--·-- plan will encourage honesty in the classroom, 

THE HONOR SYSTEM and also because it will develop a higher stan-
--- datd of character among the students. 

There has been much talk in recent weeks Is not the honor system which has as its 
regarding the adoption of some phase of the aim such high ideals worthy of a trial by San 
honor system in San Angelo College. This Angelo College? 
idea perhaps had its origin in the Speech Class 
when a group of students chose the question 
for an open forum discussion. The idea has 
grown steadily, and several students and some 
members of the faculty seem to be in favor of 

. the system. 
What is the honor system? What phase 

of it would be adopted in this institution? 
Those are questions that are likely to arise. 
The honor system is a form of student govern, 
ment which has to do. primarily with student 
conduct during the process of an examination. 
It also has to do with student conduct while 
on the campus. 

The phase that would be adopted in this 
college would presumably be similar to the 
honor system which is being used by other 
colleges throughout the state. Usually there 

llZ 

-J. W. Jack._son 

OF TEACHERS 

Of teachers who are pedants, of those 
who make a display or affectation of learn-
ing, especially of book learning; of those eru-
dite persons who unduly emphasize minutiae 
in the use or presentation of their knowledge; 
of those who are formalists or precisionists in 
teaching or scholarship, there is no bound. Yet 
true teachers are indeed rare. Perhaps this 
situation is somewhat warranted in the lower 
grades; so many children must have instruc-
tion that real teachers are not to be found in 
numbers large enough. 

But in colleges, where only those best 
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skilled in leading out, broadening, refined, or 
-to sum it up all in teaching one "to know a 
good man when he sees one," why should 
there be pseudo-teachers, pedagogues who have 
no human understanding, no human sympathy, 
no patience-nothing but education and wit 
without humor? 

Yet in colleges----<:olleges in a country 
where patience, human understanding and 
human sympathy are the highest of virtues-
there are teachers who have not one of these 
essential qualities; they are slaves of pedantry. 
They are few, certainly. But their influence 
is blighting; they turn studies which would 
otherwise be a means of intellectual delight 
into a source of physical and mental misery. 
The doors which they open are opened but a 
crack for just a minute-and then slammed 
shut, leaving the students bewildered and hurt. 
And the students have only two alternatives: 
they may withdraw from class- and receive 
a damning mark on their record; or they may 
remain to suffer. 

Therefore, if there be any sense in the 
idea that everyone owes a debt to society in 
general, we who shall some day have children 
should look to the selection of our teachers, 
and you who are now or will be teachers 
should look to your fitness.-Lynn Cole. 

THE SHORTAGE IN BATHING SUITS 
(Continued from Page 15') 

things for the stylists. They are as changeable 
as Mrs. Grundy is unchangeable. They are 
created for all types of feminity. And a mod, 
em girl in a modern bathing suit becomes a 
peer to the celebrated Venus de Milo. In 
fact, she is more than a peer- there . are so 
many modern Venuses. Today, in summer, 
we meet Venus with arms, Venus in the wa, 
ter, Venus everywhere. Modern Venus makes 
the most of the advantage given her by King 
Style and enjoys her swimming unhampered 
by a lengthy bathing suit or Mrs. Grundy's 
chatter. Yes, the bathing suit, brief as it is 
and narrow in scope, is still quite a good sub, 
ject for discussion. 
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CHARACTERIZING A LIAR 

The liar is about the most despicable 
creature that clutters the earth with his pres, 
ence. 

For every other offender against the order 
of the Ten Commandments there may be 
some excuse. For the liar there is none. The 
murderer may be animated by the overpower, 
ing passions of anger and revenge. The thief 
may be goaded on by hunger or urged to his 
deed by the lust of money. 

But what excuse shall one make for the 
liar? Without passion he murders that which 
is more precious to the good man than his 
life; and without greed he steals from him 
the fairest possession which he cherishes. The 
liar contaminates everything which his foul 
breath touches. He sets the hand of friend 
against friend, plants distrust between those 
whose relationship is the most sacred upon 
earth, and if his lie were great enough and 
uni_versally accepted, he would plunge society 
into confusion and turn the world back to 
savagery and darkness. 

The very basis of society is truthfulness. 
Were any appreciable percentage of the hu, 
man race liars, civilization would be impossible. 
The liar, therefore, is the greatest enemy of 
mankind. He is the foe of all that is good and 
beautiful and true-of every precious thing 
which man has won in his age,long struggle 
up the steep and rugged Calvary of time. He 
is the destroyer of faith, the flattering deceiv, 
er of hope; in his presence love shrivels and 
fades as from a loathsome blight. Words are 
all too feeble to describe adequately the depth 
of his disgrace; and in all the hells that ever 
have been conceived by the fevered imagina-
tion of man there is for him no fit place of 
residence. 

Society, it is said, covers a multitude of 
sins, but one sin for which there is no temper, 
ing shield is the leprous sin of the liar. 

-Charles Stephens 
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"A West Texas Institution Serving 
West Texas' Favorite Products" 

445 SOUTH OAKES STREET 
DIAL 6767 

Ice Milk Butter 
Ice Cream 

The Personnel of-

Wm. CAMERON & CO. 

Goes A Long Way in Helping 
BUILD or REMODEL YOUR HOMES 

They Are Especially Proud of Their 
Beautiful 1936 Patterns of Wall Paper 
They Will Take Pleasure in Showing 

Them to YOU 

Phone 4143 San Angelo 
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TWO BOOKS 
Harvey Grief 

In Understanding Human Nature, Alfred 
Adler sets forth at great length what he be-
lieves to be the fundamental influences on hu, 
man behavior. In College Life Le Baron Rus, 
sell Briggs gives words of advice, encourage-
ment, inspiration, and guidance to young peo-
ple who are an unfinished product of these 
fundamental influences. Adler's work is an 
exposition of what he chooses to call a new 
psychology, "individual psychology." Briggs' 
book consists of four valuable essays, in which 
are presented time-tested moral principles. Col-
lege Life seems to be the well presented 
thoughts of a man who knows life and how 
to deal with it effectively and cooly, which 
is probably a more desirable accomplishment 
than one's spending his eloquence in defending 
a single idea. Throughout his entire work, 
Adler holds forth but one idea: that all psy, 
chic life may be expressed in terms of a goal, 
and that goal is usually unchanged after the 
first few years of childhood have passed. Un-
derstanding Human Nature I found intriguing 
and brilliantly expressed, but I thought the au, 
thor paid too little attention to other schools 
of psychology. I found College Life likewise 
gripping. It has been good for me to read it. 
It has been inspirational and has bolstered 
many of my ideas that, in view of present con, 
fusion, needed reinforcement. 

Angelo's Leading Chiropractor 

Are You Below Par? 
If you are one of the many peo-
ple with whom coughs and colds 
have lingered this winter, then 
your resistance power is low. 
Chiropractic adjustments will re• 
lease the vital nerve forces that 
are required to keep your re• 
sistance up to par. 
See a competent and reliable 
Chiropractor. build up your re-
sistance, and add life to years, 
and years to life. 

DR. ROY CROWDER 
CHIROPRACTOR 

Western Reserve Building 
Dial 3582 . Re11. 6921 
Angelo's Leading Chiropractor 
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SNAPPY SPRING FASHION 

SHOES 

THOM. McAN 

St. Angelus 

San Angelo's Leading 
Hotel 

LESLIE H. MEERS 

-with-

ROBER TSO N'S 

Men's Dept. 

CONCHO CHEVROLET CO. 
Sales & Service 

New and Used Cars 

DIAL 6728 

Bring Your Watch and Jewelry Repair Work 
-to-

E. B. CROWDER 
-at-

& DONSKY 
PAWNBROKERS - JEWELERS 

"Luggage and Musical Instrument Hdqs." 
222 S. Chadbourne Dial 5556 

KODAKS 
FILM 

FINISHING 
MAKE our store your snap-
shot headquarters for Ko-
daks and B rownies. Kodak 
F ilm and helpful picture 
taking information. We're 
always glad to be of assis-
tance. 

CENTRAL DRUG CO. 

G. O'NEAL DENDY 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 

409 San Angelo National Bank Bldg. 
Office Dial 3612 Residence Dial 6921 

Residence Cactus Hot.el - San Angelo 

DR. H. D. JACKSON 
DENTIST 

812 Western Reserve Life Building 
Residence 5868-4 

FEET HURT 
DR. L. T. MULLEN 

ST. ANGELUS HOTEL 

ROBERT T. NEILL 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 

WESTERN RESERVE BUILDING 
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BATES-CAVITT LUMBER 
COMPANY 

Materials for Homes 

801-9 So. Oakes Dial 3782 

COULTERS ARCADE 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES 

WALL PAPER 

PAINT 

R AGSDALE 
Auto Company 

Through Service 
We Grow 

GOODYEAR & WILLARD 
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GROWN UPS 

Ted Fannin 

Doesn't every small child want to be like 
grown ups? I can remember very well, that 
as a little fellow, I could not wait to grow up. 
I wanted to be grown, so that I could go any 
where at any time that I wanted to go. One 
of my greatest ambitions was to be twelve 
years old, so that I could pay fifty cents to go 
to the picture show. I believe that to every 
small child, being a grown up represents mere-
ly an ideal, unattainable state. Little does he 
realize that one grows up only too soon. 

I remember that I wanted to grow up, but 
I did not want to be so stupid as all the grown 
ups I knew. They could not even play "cow, 
boy." I would try to tell my mother and 
father how to play "cowboy" or "robber and 
police," but they never seemed to be able to 
understand what to do and when to do it. 
When I started to school, I would argue with 
my mother over arithmetic problems. I 
would argue that two times two is three. And 
I never could understand why she was so 
"dumb" and knew so little . 

But with all their faults, it was still my 
greatest desire to become like the grown-ups. 
It was a seemingly unattainable goal. I shall 
never forget the first time when I was intro-
duced to a grown-up who shook my hand. 
Grown-ups were wonderful things to me then. 

Health Talk Daily Except Sunday 
11 :00 A. M. over K. G. K. L. 

Grupe Chiropractic Clinic 
Palmer Graduate 

Neurocalorneter and X-Ray Service 

Corner David and Concho Streets 

PHONE 3666 



THE R:AMBLER 

JOHN TESTER 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 

WESTERN RESERVE BUILDING 

MODEL LAUNDRY CO. 

-We Specialize In-

LAUNDRY and DRY CLEANING . 

ALL WORK GUARANTEED 

3111 •·· Phones •·· 3174 · 

SNAPPY CODLEGE FASHION 

SHOES 

Shoe Department 

Horfolb, Yaggy 

CECIL H. BARNES 
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 

San Angelo National Bank Building 
San Angelo, Tex.as 

VOTE FOR 
J. S. (Jack) SPRATr 

FOR 
STATE REPRESENTATIVE 

(This Ad Placed by Student Supporters) 

GIBBS & WILLIAMS 
ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW 

San Angelo, Texas 

HIGGINBOTH"M BROS. . \ ! . 

LUMBER COMPANY 

Building Material 

Dial 5392 

R. A. [Dick] WAGNER 
ROYAL TYPEWRITER. AGENCY 

I ,· · · t V · I· , 

Buy, sell, rent, . .r~v~r . all makes of 
Standard and 'Portable1Typewriters 

Roberts Hotel-Building 
Phone 4418 

L.B. Horton Walter E. Yaggy Gordon Kenley 

1NsuRANci;: I & •renllev 
. San An.~elo ft U No. 21 South Chadbourne Street Telephone 6734 
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THE RA~ B .L, E .R 

SAUS V-8 EJl)i V-8 SfRVICf 

Econoqiy-_ -. ~er(ormance 
·; 

Wood Motor Co. 
. .. _San Angelo, Texas 

Phone 3191 

WHITAKER BROS. 

JOHN DEERE IMPLEMENTS 

A~I); TRACTORS 

Field .aatd Garden Seed 

418 S. Oakes Street 

THE HOUSE IN WHICH WE LIVE 
(Continued from Page 7) 

wonder why youth and beauty should be so 
cruel as to slip away from us so soon. 

If we live in a model home with all its 
beautiful surroundings, society and our own 
self-respect demand that we keep it in order. 
If we live in a hovel down by the railroad 
track, society and our own self-respect demand 
that we keep it in order. 

The business and professional world to, 
day, and that greatest of all institutions, the 
home, are calling for men and wom_.en who 
have strong bodies; men and women who have 
clear, quick-thinking minds, who have moral 
stamina to stand up against the wiles of the 
world, who have character, and who are will, 
ing to sacrifice and work diligently for the 
attainment of higher ideals. 

We want to play our parts in this drama 
of life; we want to fill our places in the various 
fields of labour; we want to be participants in 
the making of happy homes; and we want to 
do these things in something more than com, 
monplace fashion. 

But it takes only a cursory treatment of 
the subject to convince us that: a strong body 
cannot be maintained; a clear quick-thinking 
mind cannot be preserved; a sturdy moral sta, 
inina cannot be ours; we cannot attain the 
highest of our ideals, unless we turn our 
heads, hearts, and hands to that important 
task, which was assigned to us by the God 
who made us, and keep our house in order. 

DRINK-

Every Bottle Sterilized 

Phone 5200 



McCORMICK-DEERING FARM 
MACHINES 

FARMALL TRACTORS 

GET YOUR 

-FROM-

Hill Printing and 
Stationery Co. 

HEADQUARTERS- ·· 
For All Official School Goods 

OPPOSITE TEXAS THEATRE 

Phone 4622 

SAN ANGELO 

re-rpezone Clinie 

DR. J. E. POWELL, 
Specializing in Cancer, Hemorrbo .. ; and 

Chronic Diseases in General. · 
DR. ROY CROWDER, 

Ex-Ray Technician. 

San Angelo, Texas 

DR. A. R. HILL, D. C. Pb. C., 
Business Manager. 

DR. LAURA E. HILL, 
Dietician and Superintenclwt. 

One of the best Chiropractic Offices in West Texas. Equipped with Terpe-
zone which you breathe to stop a Cold, Flu, or Pneumonia in less than three 
days. Sweat Baths for Rheumatism, or eliminating poison. Connected 
with this office is Dr. J.E. Powell, Cancer and Hemorrhoid specialist. Will 
treat internal or external Cancers~ 
305 W. Concho Street Dial 5464 

DR. A. R. HILL, Business Manager 
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I ttZi"coMBE--JBLANTON "'I 
PRINT 

ANYTHIN G l)RINTERY APPRECIATE 
EVERYTHING 

MANUFACTURING STATIONERS 
OFFICE OUTFITTERS 

Dial 4161 ../ 

5 

N E 'W S 
YESTERDAY and TODAY 
Most schools rate yesterday's news 
important enough to require its study 
as history. How much more impor-
tant is today's news from today's 
newspaper! In West Tei:as the pre-
f erred newspaper is the-

a.AN ANOBLO,nac.t.8 .f 
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San Angelo's Leading Store for-

MEN and BOYS 
• 
• 
• 

FEATURING 

Society Brand Clothes 
Stetson Hats 
Smith Smart Shoes 
"'Freeman Five" Shoes 
Arrow and Enro Shirts 
Beau Brummell Ties 
Phoenix and Wilson Bros. Hose 

-and Man1 Other Fine QualitJ Lines 

S & Q Clothiers 
127 So. Chadbourne San Angelo 



.,. 
····•:;-:,..,. __ 

Fi'rstl 
======~ 

• in supplying West Texas with smart 
new merchandise to wear and use! 

• in rendering every shopping conve-
nience desired by West Texans! 

• in giving our active support to every 
worth while project West Texans need! 

BEAURE-
GARD AT 
IBVING 

{ 
In every city there is one store} 
that stands out head and 
shoulders above all others •.• 
in San Angelo it's-
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