




TT'S in the warm dry air; 
the breeze that blows in 

gales or in tiny whispers; the 
everlasting blue of the deep, 
deep, sky; the sailing clouds; 
the gleaming sea; the soft night 
with its trimming of stars— 
this glamour of the tropics 
which we ho pe to have caught 
in the pages of our annual. 
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We, the Senior Class, 
dedicate this annual to Miss 
Olga Frost and to Miss Nellie 
Hopkins in appreciation of their 
kind help during our four years 
<11 

Balboa High School. 
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I wish to thank everyone who has cooperated 
with me to make this issue of THE ZONIAN a 
success. I w ish especially to thank Miss Hopkins, 
Mr. McCommons, and Miss Sandford, for their 
kind and untiring aid. I wish personally to 
thank the office force for its kind help in type
writing manuscripts. Among them are Miriam 
Halloran, Frances Brown, Stella Newbold, Hattie 
Belle Rader, Helen Forbes, Annie McDade, 
Marcella Gaeb, and Alice Halloran. 

For the help of T H E  Z O NI A N  staff I can find no 
words to express adequately my thanks. 



THE ZONIAN. 
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A. B., Wesleyan University. 
A. M., Modern School of Language: 
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A. B., University of Minnesota. 
Supervisor of Public School 
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LESTER S. FLINT. 
Massachusetts. 

B. S., Tufts College. 
Mathematics. 

SANDFORD. 

(\i ^£W ^'or'c' 
V . A. d., Syracuse: University. 
Graduate Work, Columbia University. 

Mg/ish. 

J. L. MCCOMMONS. 
Nebraska. 

A. B., University of Nebraska. 
A. M., Columbia University. 

Principal. 

VERNA STEEN. 
Minnesota. 

Maca|ester College, St. Paul, Minnesota. 
KR;\^riussen Business College, Minnesota. 
-\\ J Commercial Subjects. 

OLGA J. FROST. 
Canal Zone. 

A. B., Mount St. Vincent-on-the-Hudson. 
Spanish and French. 

GARNET V. GROVER. 
Kansas. 

B. S., Kansas State Agricultural College. 
Household Arts. 

i MYRTLE M . WHALEY. 
Washington. 

A. B., University of Washington. 
Graduate Work, Columbia University. 

English and Commented.Subjects. 

MILDRED/ 
m| 

A. B., Uptyereity of Michigan. 
Graduate Wock, University of Chicago. 
Graduate Work, University of Madrid. 

History. 

NELLIE HOPKINS. 
South Dakota. 

A. B., State University of South Dakota. 
Graduate Work, Columbia University. 

English and Latin. 

HERBERT E. NORTHRUP. 
South Dakota. 

A. B., State University of South Dakota. 
Science. 
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HATTIE BELLE RADEH. 

West Virginia. 

"Her heart is like a throbbing star." 

1923—Glee Club. 
Musical Ten. 
Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
Luncheon Club 

1924—*25—'26—Class Secretary and Treasurer. 
1924—Dramatic Club. 

Secretary of Supper Club. 
1925—Class Night Program. 
1926—Supper Club. 

MARY J O LOWE 

Canal Zone. 

"So sweet was her companionship, 
She could not be alone." 

1923-,24-,25-,26—Class President. 
I923-'24-'25—ZONIAN Staff. 
1923—Musical Ten. 

Shamrock Minstrels. 
Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

1924—Swimming. 
1925—Junior Play. 

ZONIAN Program. 
1926—Senior Play. 

1922—North Side Junior High School, Texas. 
I923~'24 '25—Basket ball. 
1924-'25-'26—Swimming. 
1924—Tennis. 

Indoor Baseball. 
1925—ZONIAN Program. 

Junior Program. 
KJI(—ZONIAN Staff. 

PATRICK BYRNE HUTCHINGS. 

Mississippi. 

"On prince or bride no diamond stone 
Half so gracious ever shone, ' 
As the light of enterprise , j 
Gleaming in a Young man's/eVes." 

1 9 2 3 - - ' 2 4 - ' 2 5 - ' 2 6 — B a s § f > / U l f j  |  i / V  
1923-'24-'25'26—Swimming.' 
1924-*25-'26—Class ViceM^residenr. 
1925—Junior Program. 

ZONIAN Program. 
1926—Soccor Foot ball. 

Basket ball. 
ZONIAN Staff. Senior Play. 
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NAENIA PERRY BAXTER. 

Canal Zone. 

"She moves a goddess, and she looks a queen.' 

Hollow. 

I923~'24—Glee Club. 
1923—Musical Ten. 

Program—Legend of-Sleepy 
1925—Junior Program. 
1926—ZONIAN Staff. 

Senior Play. 

Jr 
CHARLES BUTTERS. 

Canal Zone. 

"He was six feet o' man, A-i, 
Clear grit an' human natur'." 

1923—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1924-'25~'26—Tennis. 
1924~'25-'26—Golf. 
1926—Baseball. 

Basket ball. 

/ IRENE ESTEI.LE BROWN. 

Canal Zone. 

'She doeth little kindnesses which most leave undone or 
despise." 

1923—Luncheon Club. 
Basket ball. 
Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

I924~'25—Supper Club. 
1925—Junior Program. 
1926—President of Supper Club. 

ZONIAN Staff. 

AMOS JAY CARR. 

Maine. 

"Deeper than e'er plummet sounded." 

1923—'24-'25—Winthrop High School, Massachusetts. 
1926—Soccor Foot ball. 
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CONSUELO CAMARA. 

EMILY KEITH CONLEY. 

South Carolina. 

"Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars." 

1923—Glee Club. 
Class Secretary and Treasurer. 

1924—Commercial High School, Atlanta, Ga. 

ANDREW EDMUND DONOVAN. 

British Guiana. 

"A violet by a mossy stone 
Half-hidden from the eye." 

I923~'24—Glee Club. 
l923—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1925—Junior Program. 

JAMES DRISCOLI. 

New York. 

"His nature brooked no lonely la^ 
But basked and bou feeoned ,, 
Companionship and open-wiWdowed glee." 

1923-'24-'25-'26—'Tennis. 
1924~'-5—'^6—Basket ball. 

artnery, 

1925—Junior Play. 
1925—ZONIAN Program. 
1926—Soccer Foot ball. 

Track. 

V 

Kansas. 

The love of learning, the sequestered nooks, 
And all the sweet serenity of books." 

1923—Brookline High School, Massachusetts. 
1925—ZONIAN Staff. 
1926—ZONIAN Staff. 

THE ZONIAN. 

Foot ball. 

Louis HACK. 

New Jersey. 

"Young fellqws will be young fellows." 

i923-,24-,25-7Gamden High School, Camden, N. J. ps / 

/ 
ALICEI ELIZA BETH HALLORAN. 

Massachusetts. 

" I o KAR whose quiet life has been 
Tlferrnirror of as calm a heart." 

1923—Ludcneon Club. 
1924-'26-^upper Club. 
l9-5—Junior Program. 

FRANCES GREENE . 

Virginia. 

"To you, whose temperate pulses flow 
With measured beat, serene and slow." 

I923~'24—Glee Club. 
1923—Luncheon Club. 

Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1924" 25—'26—Supper Club. 
1924—Dramatic Club, 
1925—Junior Program. 

ZONIAN S taff. 
1926—Senior Play. 

RALPH JENSEN. 

For 
As 

1922-

deeds is known; 
is so well betrayed 

High School, Maryland. 
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"Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars." 

1923—Glee Club. 
Class Secretary and Treasurer. 

1924—Commercial High School, Atlanta, Ga, 
1925—Follies. 

ANDREW EDMUND DONO VAN, 

The love of learning, the sequestered nooks, 
And all the sweet serenity of books." 

1923—Brookline High School, Massachusetts. 
1925—ZONIAN Staff. 
1926—ZONIAN Staff. 

CONSUELO CAMARA, 

British Guiana. 

'A violet by a mossy stone 
Half-hidden from the eye.' 

1923- 24—Glee Club. 
1923—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1925—Junior Program. 

JAMES DRISCOLI. 

: v rv-

V  or 
EMILY KEITH CONLEY . 

South Carolina. 
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FRANCES GREENE. 

Virginia. 

"To you, whose temperate pulses flow 
With measured beat, serene and slow.' 

I923~'24—Glee Club. 
1923—Luncheon Club. 

Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1924- 25—,26—Supper Club. 
1924—-Dramatic Club, 
1925—Junior Program. 

ZONIAN St aff. 
1926—Senior Play. 

Louis HACK. Y 

New Jersey. 

"Young fellows will be young fellows." 

19 23-' 24-'2mden High School, Camden, N. J. 

/ / 
ALICEI ELI ZABETH HALLO RAN. 

Massachusetts. 

ICEI JLLIZA 

\ Mas 

y f  
ro her whose quiet life has been 

TBefrnirror of as calm a heart." 

1923—LurfcM*on Club. 
1924—'26-(^Sijpper Club. 
1925—Junior Program. 

RALPH CHRI.^IAN JENSEN. 

Maryland. 

"The gentle mind By gentle deeds is known; 
For a1 man by nothing is so well betrayed 
As by his.manners." 

1922-V23—Stfarr^ws Point High School, Maryland. 
1925—Declaratory £ontest. 

25p.\iAN Program. 
J imior Phrv. 
Tennis^ 

1926—Manager of Tennis Team. 
Yedwaii. 

SocCer Foot ball. 
Zpxi^N STAFF. 
<S^NIOR PLAY. 

r 
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MARY ELOISE LORING. 

Maine. 

"Infinite riches in a little room.' 

1923—Yourmouth High School, Maine. 
1924—Dramatic Club. 
1925—'26—Supper Club. 
1925—Junior Program. 

m 
J 

,  /THOMAS IFTFU RSON NORTHROP. 

Panama. 

"One who neveiWirned his back, but marched breast forward.' 

: 92^25—ijunior Progr; 

ELIZABETH FRANKLIN MANLEY. 

Virginia. 

"Maiden with the meek brown eyes 
In whose orb a shadow lies 
Like the dusk in evening skies." 

i923-'24-'25—Clifton Forge High School, Virginia. 

v y 
KATHERINE ELIZ ABETH MILLER. 

Canal Zone. 

"Thou whose locks outshine the sun—golden tresses!' 

1923—'24—'25—*26—Glee Club. 
1923—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1925—Junior Program. 

i 

CHARLES LOUIS T ROWBRIDGE. 

Cuba. 

"My life is like a s troll along the beach." 

1*923—Cristobal High School. 
I925~'26—Basket ball. 
1926—Baseball. 

JOHN JOSEP H RUSSEY. 

Florida. 

1923-

"The happiest heart that ever beat 
Was in some quiet breast, 
That found the common daylight sweet 
And left to heaven the rest." 

'25—Tech High School, Georgia. 

1924- 25-

ANNIE FRANCES MCDADE. 

New Jersey. 

"Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun, 
To laugh at a joke and rejoice at a pun!" 

'26—Supper Club. 

THE ZONIAN. 

MARY 

'Variet 

S—ijasket 

"ft1 

i923-'24-'25-'26-
1923—Track Meet 

Swimminlr Gi(v? 
SpVlfelflPlay. 

1924—Supper Club. 
925^1 f^door Baseball. 
fy Junior Play. 
25—*26—Bowling. 

^926—ZONIAN Staff. 
Senior Play. 

Pennsylvania, 

he very spice of life!" 

ball. T 
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MARY ELOISE LORING. 

Maine. 

"Infinite riches in a little room." 

1923—Yourmouth High School, Maine. 
1924—Dramatic Club. 
I925~'26—Supper Club. 
l92 5—Junior Program. 

4 /TH DISON NORTHROP. 

Panama. 

\\ ¥ V ' "One who neveiWirned his back, but marched breast forward.' 

1* 
25;—'Junior Program. 

ELIZABETH FRANKLIN MANLEY. 

Virginia. 

"Maiden with the meek brown eyes 
In whose orb a shadow lies 
Like the dusk in evening skies." 

i923-*24-'25—Clifton Forge High School, Virginia. 

y KATHERINE ELIZABETH MILLER. 

Canal Zone. 

^ "Thou whose locks outshine the sun—golden tresses!' 

i923-'24-'25-'26—Glee Club. 
1923—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 
1925—Junior Program. 
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MARY 

"Variety'* the very 

1923-,24-,25-,26—H Jskettball. 
1923—Track Meet. ' \ 

Pennsylvania, 

the very spice of life!" 

Meet. 
Swimmin|r 
Gikqj/Jb. 
SpamshiPlay. 

1924—Supper Club. 
i925*-^igdoor Baseball. 

-J, ft- Junior Play. 
1 11^25—*26—Bowling. 

1^26—ZONIAN Staff. 
Senior Plav. 
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^ JOHN JOSEPH RUSSEY. 

Florida. 

"The happiest heart that ever beat 
Was in some quiet breast, 
That found the common daylight sweet 
And left to heaven the rest." 

i923-'24-'25—Tech High School, Georgia. 

ANNIE FRANCES MCDADE. 

New Jersey. 

"Rare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun, 
To laugh at a joke and rejoice at a pun!" 

i924-,25-,26—Supper Club. 

CHARLES LOUIS TRO WBRIDGE. 

Cuba. 

"My life is like a stroll along the beach.' 

1*923—Cristobal High School. 
I925~'26—Basket ball. 
1926—Baseball. 

P 
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MILDRED OLIVER. 

FLORENCE WINIFRED MURTAGH. 
New York. 

"She is gay and gladsome, 

Has a laughing face." 

i923-.,24-,25-,26—Basket ball. 

1923—Luncheon Club. 

Track Meet. 

Glee Club. 

Swimming. 

Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

1924—25—'26—Supper .Glub. 

1924~'25—-6—Bowling. 

1925—Indoor Baseball. 

Junior Program. 

WILLIAM ALBERT WBDWALDT. 
New York. 

-
"There's something in a noble boy, 

A brave, free-hearted, careless one, 

With his unchecked, unbidden joy, » 

His dread of books, his love of fun." 

1923—Curtis High School, New York. 

1924~'25-'26—Baseball. 

I924~'25—Basket ball. 

1925-26—Swimming. 

1925—Junior Program. 

ZONIAN Program. 

1926—ZONIAN Staff. 

Senior Play. 

Soccer Foot ball. 

STELLA ISABEL NEWBOLD. 

Panama. 

"The hand that hath made you fair hath made you good." 

I923~'24—Glee Club. 

—Mpsical Ten. 

Spanish Play. 

Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

1925—Junior Program. 

1926-^ZONIAN Staff.  

" f t  

Ohio. 

i V 
Bliss it is to be alive, 

But to be young is very heaven." 

1923—Cristobal High School. 

i924~'25-'26—Supper Club. 

1924-'25~'26—Orchestra. 

1924—Glee Club. 

1925—Junior Program. 

THE ZONIAN. 

CHARLOTTE LYDIA WHITAKER.I 

Canal Zone^ ^ 

"Happy am I ,  from care I 'm free! 

Why aren't they all contented like me?' 
* 

192.3—Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

Glee Club. 

WILDURR WILLING. 

Mississippi. 

"Of all those arts in which the wise excel, 

Nature's chief masterpiece is writing well." 

1923-'24—'25—Brookline High School, Massachusetts. 

FLORENCE MARIE PETERSON. 

Minnesota. 

"But were it to my fancy given 

To rate her charms, I'd call them heaven.' 

!923—Luncheon Club. 

Glee Club. 

Program—Legend of Sleepy Hollow. 

i924~'25-'26—Supper Club. 

1925—Junior Program. 

EVERETT W ARD PENTZ. 

Kentucky. 

"True as a dial to the sun, 

Although it not shined upon.' 

1923—El Paso High School, Texas. 

1924—Nicholasville High School, Kentucky. 
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KARL KNABENSHUE. 
New York. 

"Is wit e'er dull when there's humor in it?' 

1924-'25-*26—Baseball. 
1924—'25-'26—Basket ball. 
1925—Track. 
1926—Tennis. 

MILDRED KELLER WHEAT. 

Texas. 

"All that's best of dark and bright 

Meet in her aspect and her eyes." 

T923_'24—'25—Long Beach High School, California. 

A 

Florence Mur T  agh 
C O nsuelo Camara 

Em 1 ly Conley 
James Driscol L 

Louis H A ck 
Nae N 'ia Bax ter 

S t e l l a  N e w b o l  D  

Everett P  entz 
Franc E s Greene 

Thomas No R throp 
Florence Peter S on 

William W E  dwaldt 
Andrew Dono V an 

Elizabeth .Manl E y 
Charles T R  owbridge 

Ch A rlotte Whitaker 
Joh N Russey 

Mary Mc C onaghy 
Anni E McDade 

Wildurr W  illing 
Mildred 01 I ver 

Katherine Mil L er 
Eloise L  oring 

Richard En G  elke 
Iren E  Brown 

Charles Bu T ters 

Mar Y  Jo Lowe 
Am O s Carr 

Byrne H U tchings 

Hat T  ie Belle R ader 
Alice H alloran 

Ralph J E nsen 
Mild R ed Wheat 

Karl Knab E nshue 
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JUNIOR CLASS. 

President I ,EON GRF.ENE 
4* 

Vice President FORREST CHEESEMA N 

Secretary WILLIAM VAN SICLEN 

T'reeisurer7.frJU ELI AS ANAS TACIADO 

4{ ~ Class Advisory Miss RAUNER. 

r\ 

ALLAN, MARIAN 
AHLFDNT, HAGAR 
ANASTACI/DO , FILIAS 
A R RI ETA ,< CA R LOTTA 
IJACHus, BETTV 
I]A.NAN, LESLIE 
BETZ, BERT 
BLANEV, ROBERT 
BRULAND, MARGARET 
BROWN, FRANCES 
CAMARA, JOSEPHINE 
CHEESEMAN, FORREST 
CONGER, KATHERINE 
COOPER, H AI. 
CROSS, FRANK 
DAILEY, EARL 
DANIELS, MARION 
DORAN, JAMES 
DURAN, JOSEPH 
ESSEX, ROBERT 
ERASER, RUTH 
FRENCH, ARCHIE 
GAEB, MARCELLA 
GRAN BERRY, ELI ABETH 
GREENE, LEON 
GRIMISDN, JANICE 
HERMAXDE Z, CARMEN 
IIALLORAN, MIRIAM 

HARRISON, BEVERLY 
HELMERICHS, FRED 
HODGES, IRIS 
JACK, BETTY 
JAMES, POLLY 
JOHNSON, AGNES 
JOHNSON, RUTH 
JOHNSON, RICH ARD 
JONES, RITSSEL 
KLEMMZR, ANGE LA 
KNABENSHUE, KARL 
LEAR, DORA 
LULL, ELOISE 
MATTOES, WILLIAM 
MENGES, WILLIAM 
ORR, JUANITA 
ROBINSON, ROBERT 
SUNDBERG, DOROTHY 
SUNDQUIST, KATHERINE 
S.  H VIIDT, HERBERT 
SMITH, HA RFY 
SMITH, SYDNEY 
TOMB, ELEANOR 

TOMB, KATHERINE 
VAN SICLEN, MATILDA 
VAN SICLEN, WILLIAM 
WATTS, DORA 

WILLOUGHBY, AGNES 

\J 
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SOPHOMORE CLASS. 

President,  HARRY GRANBERRY 

Vice President ,  VIRGIN IA EWING 

Secretary ,  ELVA SMITH 

Treasurer ,  RICHARD GRIMISON 

C/OH Advisor, Miss VVHALEY 

to 
7- J-

AHLFONT, VERA MARTIN, BELLE 

ALLEN, EVERETT MARSTRAND, ROBERT 

BARDELSON, MARGARET MCCONAGHY, MARGARET 
BLEAK LEY, GLADYS MCDADE, MARY 
BRADNEY, ANNA MCGU;GAN, GAYLE 

BROWN, JOHN MCKEON, EMMA 
BUTLER, PHARES MECKEL, TERESA 
CARR, ETHEL MEREDIYH, WILLARD 

CLISBEE, THATCHER ' MIDDLETON, MAY 

COLE, CATHERINE MIFCLER, CARLOS 
CoURVI LLE, LYDIA MOI GAN, HELEN 
DORAN, MARGARET O'BRIEN, IDA 

DE CASTRO, JACK .  OHLSON, JOHN 
DE LA PENA, SARAH .  OLDFIELD, ADELAIDE 

EVANS, JANE PALACIO, CHARLES 

EVERSON, JOHN PALACIO, ROSE 

EWING, VIRGINIA PARADES, RAUL DE 

FARLEY, WILLIAM PIERCE, FRANKLIN-

FISHER, ETHEL POWELL, JOHN 
FLINT, SOPHIA PRICE, PEGGY 

FORBES, HELEN- PRICE, STELLA 

GARRET, MILDRED QUINTERO, JULIO 

GELABERT, MARCOS REESE, BEN 

GOLDEN, L AURENCE RODGERS, CHARLES 

GRANBERRY, HARRY SAPHIR, ANNA 

GRIMISON, RICHARD SHERMAN, JOSEPHINE 

HALLEN, BARBARA SLACK, HELEN-

HARRISON, GERTRUDE SMITH, ELVA 

HEARN, LUCILLE SMITH, F LORES 

HODGES, BEVERLEY STROBI.E,  F RED 

JACKSON, ADA TAYLOR, EDGAR 

JACKSON, CHARLES TOLEDANO, SOLLY 

JENSEN, CHARLOTTE VENGOECHEA, J OSE 

JONES, NORBERT WESTMAN, ETHEL 

KERR, LOUISE WHALER, ELSBETH 

KEY, RACHEL WHITF, MAI CARET 

KLUMPP, DOROTHY WOMACK, RUTH 

KOCHER, MILDRED YOUNG, FRANK 

MAIERS, GERALD Z£TEK, ELLA 

MANN, ALMA ZIDBECK, FLORENCE 

MANN, TIMOTHY 

LP 
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FRESHMAN CLASS. 

Boys' Club. Girl's Club. 

President^ WILLIAM RADER President, MAJORIE QUINN 

Vice President,  EARL ORR Vice President,  SHIRLEY 
PERSONS 

Secretary, JAMES QUINN 
Secretary,  AMELIA HUTCHINGS 

Treasurer, OTTO HELMERICHS 
Treasurer,  ANITA RANKIN 

Advisor, MR. FL INT 
Advisor, Miss LAWS 

ADAM, WILLIAM MENGES, BERT 

BANAN, JESSIE MILLER, FRANK 
BICKFORD, NATHAN MILLER, MARGARET 
BOOZE, TOM NELSON, NORM A 
BOWLIN, ANDREW NUPP, VERNA 
BROWN, CARRIE OLIVA, EUNICE 
BROWN, MINNIE ORR, EARL 
BRULAND, JEANETTE PERCY, WILLARD 
BRYAN, PAUL PERSONS, SHIRLEY 
BUTLER, FRANCIS PHILLIPS, MILDRED 
BYRNE, JOE POOLE, BERNELL 
CAIN, CATHERINE POOLE, THERESA 
DE GRUMMUND, LYLE PYLE, RUTH -
DE LA P ENA, EVA QUINN, JAMES 
DEMUTH, ZONABEI. QUINN, MARJORIE 
ERLENKOEITER, ROBERT RADER, WILLIAM 
FIDANQUE, VAL RANKIN, ALVIN 
FISHER, ETHEL RANKIN, ANITA 
FRANSEN, WILHELMINA REED, ERNEST 
FRENCH, ZONA REEDER, LOUISE 
GILHUS, DOROTHY RIDGE, ISABEL 
HAYS, VANCE ROWE, GILBERT 
HELMERICHS, OTTO RUSSEY, ERNEST 

HOZAFFEL, RUT H SEALY, MARION-

HUDSON, ANITA SHUMATE, HALLIE 
HUTCHINGS, AMELIA SLACK, ETHEI. 

HUTCHINSON, RUTH SLACK, FRANK 
JACQUES, DONALD SLAVIN, RICHARD 

JETT, JOHN- SLEEPER, SABINA 

JOHANNES, ELEANOR SMITH, FLORES 

JONES, EDWIN SPR/.GUE, LOUISE 

KLUMP, CHARLES THOMPSON, PAUL 

KYLEBER, ELIZABETH WALSTON, RUBIO 

LARSEN, H ENRY WALKER, CARY 

LAW LOR, WILLIAM WARWICK, NOVA 

LOWE, GEORGE WESTENDORFF, EDNA MAE 

LUTHER, MARTHA WHITLOCK, VIRGINIA 

LUTHER, MARY WHITE, STEDMOND 

MACK, AGNES WILLIAMS, ROG ER 

MCDONALD, ALICE VVILLOUGHBY, WIL LIAM 

MCGUIGAN, KATHLEEN WI L LOUGHBY, J  OH N 

MCGUIGAN, ROSE WILSON, ELOISE 

MCINTIRE, VIOLA WOOD, WILLIAM 
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LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF SENIORS. 

WE, THE SENIOR CLASS of Balboa High 
School, in the year of Our Lord, one thousand 
nine hundred and twenty-six, being of sound body, 
and sane in mind and reason, and being about to 
pass f rom the life of students to the life of over
coming the dim uncertainties of the future, do 
make and ordain this, our last will and testament, 
thereby setting aside and declaring null and void 
any other wills. The Sophomores, whom, as their 
name implies, we believe to have a little more 
sense than the Freshmen, we appoint executors 
of this will. 

To the faculty we leave our sincere thanks for 
all they have done for us and kind remembrance 
of the hours spent with them. 

To the Juniors we leave the honor ot achieving 
the dignity of Seniors, warning them not to lower 
said dignity by allowing themselves to be caught 
talking without permission. 

To the Freshmen, herded in r ooms on the lower 
floor, we leave the privilege of permanent seats 
in the assembly hall. We also wish to advise 
them that if they w.ould obtain diplomas, they 
must work hard and unceasingly for said docu
ments. 

Being blessed with many individual gifts which 
are sadly lacking in some of the lower classmen, 
we bequeath them as follows: 

Stella Newbold, being of an exceedingly gener
ous nature, leaves a foot of her stately stature to 
be divided equally between her two beneficiaries; 
namely, Ada Jackson and Dolly Allen. 

Naenia Baxter leaves to Charlotte Jensen the 
privilege of jumping up from her seat in Miss 
Whaley's class to watch the fire engine go by. 

Florence Peterson leaves to the successor of her 
seat in the assembly the privilege of fussing with 
another Senior over the question of whether said 
successor should close the door near her seat when
ever she wills. 

Richard Engelke leaves to Leon Greene his 
position as president of the Senior Class and his 
ability to make the Seniors work. 

Amos Carr leaves his beautiful curls to Joe 
Duran knowing the latter's immediate need of 
them. 

Andrew Donovan leaves to Leslie Banan his 
ability to argue without getting flustered. 

Irene Brown leaves her ability to keep out of 
mischief to Janice Grimison. 

John Russey leaves his beautiful blush to all 
Freshmen, knowing that its red will harmonize 
well w ith their green. 

Charles Butters leaves his poetical touch to 
Archie French. 

Alice Halloran leaves her slenderness and her 
dignity to Bobby Whaler, having noticed Bobby's 
lack of both these attributes. 

Florence Murtagh leaves her ability to play-
basket ball to Anna Saphire, and also her newly 
published book on "How to Become Captain of a 
Basket Ball Team." 

Byrne Hutchings leaves his energy for athletics 
to Paul Bryan. 

Seeing that it would be an aid to her maidenly 
beauty, Katherine Miller leaves her vanity case to 
J ane Evans. 

Frances Greene, after due consideration, be
queathes to Mary Knabenshue her stateliness and-
dignity as becomes a Senior. 

lames Driscoll leaves to Miss Rauner his excess 
historial knowledge and a mangifying glass by 
which she may be able to find this knowledge. 

Charlotte Whitaker leaves to Ruth Pyle her 
ability of acquiring credits without overtaxing 
her memory. 

Thomas Northrop leaves his Greek profile to 
Louise Sprague. 

Mary McConaghy, having, by close acquaint
anceship, noticed Margaret McConaghy's quiet 
nature, leaves her jazzy ways and impulsive 
manner to Margaret, advising her beneficiary to 
make good use of this bequest. 

Elizabeth Manley leaves her curly hair to 
Katherine Conger. 

Louis Hack leaves to Mr. Northrop his "shiek 
trousers" and requests that Mr. Northrop take 
special care of them, as Louis parted with them 
only when he saw the lack of such a stylish require
ment to said beneficiary's wardrobe. 

Emily Conley leaves to Agnes Johnson her 
ability to giggle at anything. 
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Eloise Loring leaves her ability to help, and her 
responsive nature to the entire Junior Class. 

Annie McDade leaves her jolly nature to the 
McGuiggan sisters, advising them not to take 
lite so seriously. 

To Fritz Helmerichs, knowing well that he needs 
them, Ralph Jensen leaves his one and only pair of 
orange-colored Paris garters. 

Hattie Belle Rader leaves to Elias Anastaciado 
her habit of accepting without question all s tate
ments made by Miss Whalev or any other teacher. 

Consuelo Camara leaves her long hair to Viola 
Jordan, advising Viola to take special care of said 
bequest and resist the temptation of the barber's 
shears. 

To the Freshmen, Wildurr Willing leaves his 
surname, advising them to use it as their motto. 

IN WITNESS WHEREOF we have hereunto 
set our hand and seal. 

THE SENIOR CLASS. 
[SEAL.] 

A scene around entrance of Hotel Tivoli. Ancon, Canal Zone. 
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"Then this machine can really predict the 
future?" I a sked Professor P ietro. 

"Why, yes. Don't you believe i t?" he replied. 
"Well," I said skeptically, "it seems hardly 

possible, but I'm willing to see the thing work— 
if it will." 

"Very well, you shall see!" he answered, a little 
angry that I should doubt his wonderful invention. 

He threw in some switches, and began turning 
various dials on a panel at one side of the room. 

"You shall learn from that screen," hesaidpoint-
ing, "the fate of each one of your classmates. 
However, the machine is not perfected as yet, 
and even though many of the girls may be married, 
it will not disclose riie fact. The scene that will ap
pear on the screen will occur about in the year 1940. 
If you have any questions to ask, repeat them 
softly to yourself, and they will be answered 
through this headset." 

With this he turned the indicator to the section 
marked New York. There was a hum of machin
ery, a flickering of lights; and on the screen 
appeared a picture. 

Buildings soar to the dizzy height of 100 stories, 
the air is fu ll o f small aeroplanes, and the streets 
are crowded with huge trucks, some of which bear 
the inscription: RUSSEV & Co., Aerial Freight— 
New York—Central America—Europe. 

At a busy street-corner, directing traffic, is 
JAMES DRISCOLL, "the fighting cop," who is 
expected to win the middleweight championship 
the coming fall. 

Masses of people are going in and out of the 
stores, riding to their various destinations on the 
elevated moving sidewalks, which were recently 
installed by NORTHROP & Co., Contractors. 
Through my headset I was informed that their next 
contract is to build new aeroplane landings on 
several of the larger skyscrapers. 

Here the scene fades for a moment; then Fifth 
Avenue comes into view. 

Many women may be seen entering and leaving 
t h e  f a m o u s  e s t a b l i s h m e n t  o f  M A D A M E  B A X T E R ,  
where the styles of the world are set. 

A3 

In a show window, farther down the Avenue, 
is displayed the latest model sport plane manu
f a c t u r e d  b y  t h e  WE D W A L D T  F L Y I N G  F L I V V E R  C O M 
P A N Y .  T h e  p l a n e  w a s  d e s i g n e d  b y  EV E R E T T  P E N T Z ,  
the American flyer who won the Bulitzer cup the 
year before. 

With a change of the dial, the scene shifts to a 
beach in California. 

On the sands, a moving picture, "The Troubles 
o f  a  B a c h e l o r , "  i s  b e i n g  f i l m e d .  B Y R N E  H U T C H I N G S ,  
the troubled bachelor, has just made a thrilling 
rescue, and is heroically emerging from the 
breakers, carrying EMILY CONLEY. Nearby stands 
FLORENCE PETERSON, also an actress, who has 
just completed her latest picture, "The War with 
Mars." 

Beside the cameraman, who is R A L P H  J E N S E N ,  
formerly of Pathe News, RICHARD ENGELKE, the 
director, is frantically motioning to Byrne, who 
apparently doesn't see him. 

An interested spectator is C O N S U E L O  C A M A R A ,  
a well-known opera soprano, who is on her vaca
tion. 

The picture fades and disappears, revealing 
a n o t h e r ,  o f  t h e  N e w  E n g l a n d  e s t a t e  o f  A N D R E W  
DONOVAN, whose latest book, The End of Nowhere, 
has been joyously received by the public. Andrew 
is entertaining Dr. KARL KNABENSHUE and 
WILDURR WILLING. The former is a surgeon of 
some prominence and is at present, with himself 
as the subject, studying the effects of sleep on the 
individual. WILDURR WILLING has earned fame 
through his correspondence courses in voice 
culture. 

Next a caravan is shown crossing a desert in 
Egypt. The expedition is under the direction of 
MARY MCCONAGHY, who is searching for King 
Tut's brother-in-law, as an addition to the col
lection in FRANCES GREENE'S private museum, 
which is1 one of the largest of its kind in the States. 

The next scene is of Bella Vista beach, which has 
b e c o m e  a  p o p u l a r  w i n t e r  r e s o r t  s i n c e  C H A R L E S  
BUTTERS, an enterprising real estate agent, erected 
a large amusement park and zoo nearby. 

CLASS PROPHECY. 
Amos Carr, '26. 
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On" the piazza of the Leaview, one of t he larger 
h o t e l s  o f  t h e  r e s o r t ,  a r e  s i t t i n g  M IL D R E D  O L I V E R  
and KATHERINE M ILLER. Mildred is on the staff 
of the Dicloria/ Preview and Katherine is one of the 
foremost woman lawyers in the United States. 
They are discussing the latest scandal from the 
Search l igh t ,  a  s o c i e t y  p a p e r  e d i t e d  b y  S T E L L A  
N E W B O L D .  

On a flying field a short distance away, a report
e r  t o r  t h e  Blah  and  H era ld  i s  i n t e r v i e w i n g  H E L E N  
FRENCH, the world's most daring aviatrix. 

As this picture fades, one of Congress comes into 
view. 

C H A R L O T T E  W H I T A K E R  has t he floor and is dis
coursing vigorously on the constitutionality of an 
appropriation donated to MILDRED WHEAT, a 
prominent clubwoman, for the perpetuation of the 
"Society for t he Prevention of Cruelty to Pedes
trians." 

A N N I E  M C D A D E ,  in another part of the House, 
is preparing notes for her speech on the Tacna-
Arica plebescite, which has not yet been settled. 

Now, shown on the screen, is the interior of the 
private coach of CHARLES TROWBRIDGE, presid ent 
of the Canal Zone-Galveston Railroad. 

Charles is entertaining Louis H A C K ,  a professor 
ot entymology from Quinceton University, who is 
visiting the tropics in search of a new species of 
the humbug. 

On the platform of an observation car, admiring 
t h e  t r o p i c a l  s c e n e r y ,  a r e  E L I Z A B E T H  M A N L E Y ,  
d e a n  o f  G a r s a r  C o l l e g e,  a n d  M A I Z I E  M C M I L L A N ,  
who is touring the States and Central America, 
lecturing on "The Evils of Gum Chewing." 

With a slight change of t he indicator, a picture 
ot the new Balboa Clubhouse appears. 

In the swimming pool, M A R Y  J O E  L O W E ,  
Olympic champion, and instructor of swimming 
and diving for the "Pink, Green, and Yellow 
Troupe," is busily engaged with a group of 
youngsters. 

In another part of the building, F L O R E N C E  
MURTAGH, scenic artist, is preparing the stage for 
" S a m l e t , "  t h e  w e l l - k n o w n  p l a y  b y  A L I C E  H A L -
LORAN, to be produced by the Balboa Stock 
Company. 

After a short wait, the spacious waiting room 
o t  t h e  B a l b o a  r a d i o  s t a t i o n  i s  s h o w n .  E L O I S E  
L O R I N G ,  t h e  h o st e s s ,  i s  c o n d u c t i n g  I R E N E  B R O W N ,  
a violinist f rom the Boston Soundsphony Orches
tra, to the broadcasting studio, where an announc
er tor the station is listening interestedly to a 
b e d t i m e  s t o r y  b e i n g  b r o a d c a s t  b y  H A T T I E  B E L L E  
R A D E R .  

As the machine ceased working, the ringing of 
an enormous gong broke the oppressing stillness, 
and resounded through the room. 

Professor Pietro, his face ashen, worked at his 
controls—but in vain; the forboding crackle of a 
lightninglike electrical discharge—then a deafen
ing explosion. Parts of the machine flew in all 
directions; something struck me on the head, 
and directly afterward I heard a voice— 

"It's 7.30. If you're going to school to-day, 
you had better hurry." 

I sat up and sleepily looked around. 
The alarm clock had iust stopped ringing, and 

a book, which had fallen from a shelf above, was 
lying on my pillow. 

View of Balboa Prado with Administration Building in the distance. 
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CLASS HISTORY. 
Hat tie Belle Rader, '26. 

History is a mirror. In its clear depths are 
reflected the happenings of the past, no matter 
what their character or what their tone. Was there 
ever a mirror of jollier scenes than that of a class 
history? Youth and its joys, its troubles, and its 
aspirations—all run rampant in it. Sometimes 
there are no big things which stand out in the 
memory like sentinel posts on the horizon of t ime; 
but there is always that golden, appealing atmos
phere of happiness that endures forever in the 
hearts of those who made that history. 

Leave your tasks and settle down with me for a 
while and I will show you a mirror 1 hav e had tor 
four years, a very small and shining one into which 
eyes, filled with longing reminiscence, will gaze 
when the youth of to-day is the age of to-morrow. 

"Scrubs" here, "Scrubs" there, "Scrubs" every
where! Female scrubs, short-skirted, short-socked, 
evidently short-sighted! Male scrubs, sheared and 
shorn, embarrassed, red-eared, herded into the 
room by cruel and prodding upper classmen! The 
assembly at last quieted, the classes in order, the 
teachers in supervision—that is the first day of 
school. 

Here are the scrubs at their first class meeting. 
Chatter, chatter, chatter, nothing but chatter! 
They must be called to order every few minutes. 
At last after seemingly ages of confusion they 
elect their officers: Richard Engelke, President; 
Burnett Meecham, Vice President; Emily Con-
ley, Secretary and Treasurer. They decide upon 
dues, and every meeting after that their Secretary-
has to plead in all the eloquence at her command 
to make them meet their obligations. They listen 
to her and immediately forget. The days pass and 
high school becomes a habit. The teachers begin 
to pound, pound, pound. In February the scrubs 
who pull through the examinations, are automati
cally converted into Freshmen. They no longer 
stare at the upper classmen; the upper classmen 
no longer stare back—there is peace. 

The Freshmen, assuming new dignity in spite 
of the amused contempt of their elders in the high 
school, decide to enter theatrical life. The Fresh
man English Classes dramatize "The Legend of 
Sleepy Hollow," by Irving, and present the 

intriguing little tale before the assembly. The 
whole thing is a success. The Freshmen are 
transported into the seventh heaven of conceit 

Taking courage they plan a tacky party and 
invite the whole school. Every class attends. 
Senior plays side by side with Freshman; prejudice 
is forgotten. The Freshmen congratulate them
selves on their entertaining ability. The spell 
of egotistical delirium is broken only when the 
harassing time of examinations again arrives. At 
the end of the year those who emerge triumphant, 
drop off the title of Freshmen and become Sopho
mores. So endeth the first year. 

The second year now opens in our mirror of 
history. The Freshmen, round-eyed and childish, 
have grown into gangling Sophomores. The first 
day no longer holds terror for them, for there is 
another herd of scrubs to prod. The Sophomores 
prod them hardest of a ll, and when their victims 
stare at them, they stare back. At their class 
meeting they still persist in the usual program of 
chatter although they display the new importance 
one year of high school has given them. The 
election of officers takes place. Richard Engelke 
is reelected for President; Byrne Hutchings be
comes Vice President, and Hattie Bell Rader, 
Secretary and Treasurer. 

The Sophomores now settle down to hard work, 
saving all their money and relinquishing every 
form of pleasure to prepare themselves for the 
enormous expenses sure to meet them in their 
Junior year. They have taken one more step of 
the long and difficult journey to Seniorland. 

The third year in our mirror of history now 
opens. We see the Juniors at their class meeting. 
They are a little more attentive and the election is 
more deliberate. The old officers keep their 
positions. Before them appear many hills to 
climb, and the way is hard. 

At the beginning of the term many competitors 
enter the Declamatory Contest, but Thomas 
Northrop, a Junior, carries off the highest honors. 
In February the Juniors hire a truck, dress them
selves in carnival regalia and join the merrymakers 
in Panama City. In March they again enter 
theatrical life, presenting before the public a 
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program of vaudeville, including a one-act play. 
They are more than successful in their enterprises, 
for they secure enough money to carry them 
through the expenses of the banquet for the 
Seniors and to give their memorial to the school— 
a hundred dollars worth of books for the library. 
The Junior-Senior Banquet arrives and the Seniors 
are given a splendid send-off. So endeth the third 
year. 

l'he fourth and last year now opens in our mirror 
of history. The insignificant little scrubs have 
become dignified Seniors, assuming their new role 
with dictatorial demeanor and magnanimous con
tempt for those just starting out to climb the long 
steps to the throne of Knowledge. The choice of 
the election again falls upon the old officers. The 

Seniors begin work on their p lay and in February 
they stage "Adam and Eva" at the Balboa club
house. 

Months pass and slowly the Annual is compiled. 
At last the end of the year comes and the Seniors 
revel in the delights of Senior ceremonies. Thev 
accomplish their duties, passing out of school with 
a step that is eager and yet reluctant. 

The doors of the world open before them. The 
Class o f '26 is gone. So endeth the fourth year. 

The dancing reflections are still now in my little 
mirror, for the history does not follow into the years 
to come. Let us put it away into its shining silver 
case where it may rest in sweet content until 
eyes, filled with longing for a glimpse of the past, 
again gaze into its clear depths. 

EDJACATION. 
Hattie Belle Rader, '26. 

Who am I ? 
I am the high school student, 
Highbrow and intellectual. 
My memory holds close within its powerful 

grasp 
Every theory of science formulated since the 

world began. 
My mind downs into the rut of despair 
The poor, struggling attempts of my teachers 
To keep pace with it; 
And sends forth profound and mystic thoughts 
Rich in the knowledge of English grammar, 

history, and languages— 
For who is greater than he who understands the 

sequence of tenses, 
The use of "shall" and "will," and the diagram

ing of sentences? 
The adoring world strives to lift its head 
To the high pinnacle of my intellect, 
But I spu rn the rabble fawning at my feet, 
Pleading for the happiness of a single glance 

from my penetrating eye. 
Within the deep and silent recesses of my brain 
Knowledge unfolds like the petals of an opening 

rose. 
Men, blinded by egotism and jealousy, 
Denounce the majestic workings of m y mind 
As the offspring of conceit. 
But I, possessing psychic powers unknown to 

the vulgar lot, 
Know that such has been the fate of genius 

through the centuries; 
And 1 suffer their scorn with courageous heart, 

Secure in my martyrdom. 
The cheap and tawdry diversion of the cinema, 
The feeble-minded, syncopating jazz bands— 
These make no appeal to my lofty spirit far 

above the multitude. 
W orld, cease your attempts to reach the ele

vated heights of my thought; 
I can never stoop to common things, for I've got 

edjacation. 

Ruins of Old Panama. 
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THE RESPONSE. 

Hattie Belle R uder '26. 

First Place—Short Story Contest. 

Taboga Island lay smothering in the heat of 
midday. The cross on the top of the hill at the 
farther end of the island stood, a white flare, as 
the sun burned into the bare sides of the incline, 
withering the dull grass in its listless struggle for 
life, and harshly revealing the stony trail worn 
by the feet of enthusiastic romance seekers deter
mined to reach the cross in spite of all drawbacks 
presented by tropical heat and the steepness of 
the slopes. 

From its sheltered corner the Hotel Aspinwall, 
seemingly deserted, looked out over the Pacific 
where, in the distance near the sail of a fishing 
scow, the long, lithe form of a United States 
destroyer cut the waves. The sea rippled in 
streaks of deep blue, scars left upon its calm sur
face by the ruthless plowing of ships bound for 
ports far over the horizon. 

The road from the Aspinwall stretched, a 
blinding s trip of white, symbol of invading civil
ization, through the torrid village where chickens, 
pigs, and children lolled in lazy content on the 
dirt floors o f some of the houses. With the hazy 
air mingled the scent of roses in the sun from the 
gardens inclosed in their warped and weather-
beaten board fences. 

At the end of the road lay the mango grove 
suffering uncomplainingly from the heat in the 
langour of habit. A few half-breed children 
sprawled about on the ground, which was covered 

with dead leaves; a naked baby choked over a dry 
crust of bread, and ran, screaming hysterically, 
from the friendly advances of a mange-eaten cur. 
An urchin ventured upon the scorching sand, but 
fled b ack, howling for fear of blistered feet. 

On the beach were the figures of a man and a 
woman, leaning on an overturned rowboat on the 
top of which lazily stretched the form of a young 
child. The woman, undoubtedly young in years 
but already showing the signs of departing youth, 
which appear so early in women of the tropics, was 
half-clad in a torn gingham dress which hung in 
untidy folds about her bare feet. Her hair, straight 
and black, was tangled into a matted rope down 
her back. Her face with its heavy jaw, and the 
thick, distended nostrils of her nose clearly be
trayed her negro blood in s pite of the contradic
tion of her pale skin. 

The man, with the legs of his khaki trousers cut 
off at the knee in jagged strips and his faded 
shirt carelessly open at the throat, was as ragged 
and dirty as the woman at his side. The attire of 
the boy was repulsive and slovenly. 

The child in response to a harsh command 
from the man, jumped from the boat and they 
both set to work to turn it over. Having ac
complished their task, they lifted it to the water's 
edge. A moment later the woman pushed the 
boat, with her two companions in it, out into the 
waves, and stood watching it until it drifted from 
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the sandbar to the open sea and around the corner 
of the island. Then she turned and went slowly 
up to one of the ramshackle huts on the edge of the 
grove. 

The hours dragged on through the siesta to late 
afternoon; and with the passing of time, the heat 
lessened. On the horizon, where the blue of the 
sea met the blue of the sky, a haze darkened into a 
black cloud that swept down over the earth in a 
torrent of rain. The smooth undulations of the 
waves broke into stinging mists of spray that 
lashed the beach in uncompromising fury. The 
wind, roused into a sullen roar, snapped the 
fronds of a palm tree until they hung lifeless and 
dropped to the flooded ground. 

The woman who had been on the beach in the 
sunshine, hours before, now stood on the sand
bar, staring at the sea through the rain that beat 
upon her uncovered head and streamed down her 
face,set andstrained with anxiety. Herdressclung 
to her in heavy sogginess, revealing the tenseness 
of her body. Beside her had gathered" a little group 
of villagers drawn to her in sympathy to keep the 
vigil for those two who had gone out in the sun
shine and never returned. Three ra'gged men 
pushed their boat out into the waves and turned 
to wave their hands through the curtain of the 
mist as if t o encourage the watchers. 

An hour passed and the storm that had risen 
so suddenly retreated and ceased its fierce a ttack 
on the earth. The little group still stood on the 
beach, waiting and hoping against hope for the 
success of the search party. From around the 

corner of the island two boats, one empty, the 
other with three occupants, came through the 
drizzle. The three men had returned but the man 
and the little boy who had gone out in the after
noon had left nothing but their boat drifting 
aimlessly on the waves. The women bowed their 
heads, one murmuring in hushed and frightened 
breath, "Madre de Dios." When the boats were 
drawn up on the sandbar the little group dis
persed to the grove leaving the woman leaning 
on one as she had been earlier in the day. 

Alone, the chill of despair crept out of the wind 
and laid clammy hands upon her until she shivered 
in i ts cold embrace. She shuddered, moaned, and 
lay still. When the soft tropical night was falling 
over the island, she raised her body, tired with 
sorrow, and stepped forward to meet the tide 
advancing on the sandbar. It rose, and fell — 
reached her bare feet—splashed on her knees. 
The slow march continued until the long black 
rope of her hair floated on the salty billows. To 
the prayers she had sent out over the waves there 
had been no response. 

The world lay relaxed from its struggle with the 
storm and the island dreamed in the mild wind 
that blew gently from the south. The cross on the 
hill gleamed a cool silver in the beams of the rising 
moon. In the shadows of the Aspinwall, the lilt 
of young voices blended with the mellow twanging 
of a guitar, but the little hut on the edge of the 
grove was silent and deserted, while the waves 
rippled in. unbroken serenity over the sandbar. 

PANCHO CASTILLO'S CARNIVAL. 

Charles Palacio, '28. 

Second Place—Short Story Contest. 

Carnival time was coming again and Pancho 
found himself in need of spending money with 
which to celebrate and make merry as is proper 
at this season. Pancho was a young Panamanian 
who plied at the trade of "panguero," which 
translated means boatman. He was short in 
stature, his skin was of a light brown color and 
he was handsome for his race. Phis young man's 
personal possessions consisted chiefly of his 
"panga," his other suit of working clothes, a much 
cherished Sunday suit (used by his father for the 

same purpose before the latter's death), a gypsy 
dreambook (much thumbed and frayed by con
stant reference) and a razor, somewhat rusty and 
sadly in need of honing. All of these things were 
secured in a small compartment in the stern of his 
"panga." 

Pancho was self-dependent, with no relatives 
to bother about. Altogether, Pancho's life was 
easy and simple. During the day he either took 
passengers to and fro from their boats to the shore, 
or did the odd jobs of a longshoreman or lolled in 
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the shade, the last named being the more usual. 
He kept himself part of the time in "La Marina," 
a boarding house on the waterfront near "La 
Presidencia" which has a convenient landing place 
for passengers of coastwise vessels. Pancho was a 
very familiar figure a long the waterfront, always 
smiling and cheerful, with his head bare under the 
hottest of suns, his shirt sleeves tucked up to the 
elbows and his trousers rolled up to the knees. 
His feet were never clad in shoes, for he either 
wore canvas slippers or went barefoot. 

Now there was one thing about Pancho, though 
he worked rather hard and earned a bit of money; 
he had none put away for a rainy day and, in fact, 
had barely enough for his meals. His money 
melted in various ways; namely, lending, gamb
ling, and drinking. His chief ambition was to 
have money by the bagfulls, and since he could 
not save it, he proposed to win the lottery. Every 
week he bought a 50-cent ticket, and every Sun
day he saw his little scrap of paper become worth
less. This continual loss did not discourage him; 
with true gambling spirit he persisted in buying 
his ticket. 

This week Pancho bought his ticket as usual, 
but hoped more than ever to win the big prize, 
for the Sunday of the lottery drawing was Carni
val, and no one wanting happiness could afford 
to be without money. 

At 9.30 011 S unday morning Pancho was at 
"La I.oteria National' and chose a convenient 
site from which to witness the drawing at 10. 

By 10 o'clock the crowd was so dense that Pancho 
could barely squirm. He saw the ivory balls twirl
ing in their spherical container; he saw the little 
trap door open and a child pick out a ball. The 
ball was handed to an attendant who unscrewed 
it, showed it to the public and hung up a metal 
number which corresponded to the one in the 
ball. This operation was repeated until a 4-digit 
number was formed, which was the winning 
number. Some of the people shouted and laughed, 
for they had won, but the greater part of the mul
titude groaned and muttered their disapproval. 
The lottery drawing proceeded until two more 
such 4-digit numbers had been posted. The 
cashier's windows were now flung open in order 
to pay off" the favored ones. 

Pancho was disappointed with the first result, 
but the gods of luck favored him with the second. 

Several seconds elapsed before Pancho could 
realize t hat he had won part of the second prize. 
He looked again and again at the number in his 
hand and compared it with the winning number. 
His hand shook and his heart beat wildly as he 
convinced himself of his good fortune. He felt 
suddenly very happy; he was at peace with the 
world. He wanted to shout or to laugh to relieve 
his feelings, but he managed to control himself. 
At a window a very busy cashier dealt out 15 
crisp S20 bills to the wild-eyed Pancho, who had 
never seen so much money before in his life. 

Pancho went over to "La Marina" and sat down 
on an empty box to decide how to spend his three 
hundred dollars. His decision made, he first went 
to San Jose Church, the church with the golden 
altar, and thanked God and all the saints with a 
fervent prayer and a twenty dollar bill wh ich he 
dropped into an alms box. This duty done, 
Pancho felt that he was free to act as he pleased. 
He put two hundred dollars of his money into 
the little compartment in his "panga" and with 
the remaining money went out to make elaborate 
preparations for his first real carnival. He took 
Pepe, his closest friend, with him and went out to 
do the necessary shopping and to make the neces
sary arrangements for a regular good time. Since 
it was Sunday, all the stores were closed, but it is 
said that "money makes the mare go" and it did. 
Pancho bought for himself and his friend two 
magnificent Turkish costumes, profusely deco
rated with sparkling beads and trimmed with 
gold lace. 

That afternoon Pancho and Pepe joined a 
gay "comparsa," which is a troupe of fun-seekers 
belonging to some club who unite and face the 
pleasures of the day together. The "comparsa" 
rode up and down Central Avenue in their 
float, h aving a wonderful time. The busy street 
was packed with floats; holiday crowds thronged 
the sidewalks. Everywhere there were grand 
confetti and serpentine battles. The air was filled 
with music, song, and laughter. Everywhere there 
was life and color What a motley scene was pre
sented by Central Avenue that afternoon; the 
gaily decorated floats, the gaudily arranged people, 
the vari-colored streamers of serpentine waving 
from projections where they had been caught. 

At night the "comparsa" broke up and each 
member began a private tour of the dance halls 
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and cabarets. Pancho and his friend went from 
one gay place to another, now dancing the native 
"tamborito" to the sound of the "tambor" and 
now doing their best at dancing the Charleston 
to the ear-racking noises of a pick-up jazz band. 
At every place they consumed quantities of 
liquor, from the strongest native rum to the 
finest and most expensive champagnes. Pancho 
and Pepe had enough at about 4 in the morning, 
at which time they went to the latter's home to 
rest for the next night's festivities. 

Soon Pancho's friends began to hear of his luck, 
and they borrowed large sums shamelessly, which, 
as usual, they never intended to repay. Pancho 
had two more friends to help celebrate the carnival 
on the second day, and he spent his money faster 
than ever. Pancho went home with Pepe at 5 
o'clock on the morning of the second day, quite 
inebriated from the effects of the rum, wine, and 
beer which he had consumed. 

On the third day Pancho spent his money with 
less d iscretion than ever. Also, he made supple

mentary loans, and new loans, and repaid slight 
favors in currency. Pancho suddenly became very 
popular; that night he had a regular troupe of 
friends trailing him; and he generously paid all 
of their bills. At one dance hall Pancho got mixed 
up in a drunken brawl and was conducted to the 
police station, where he was released upon pay
ment of a stiff fine. At dawn that morning Pancho 
found his way to "La Marina," where he threw 
himself on the floor and slept off his drunkenness. 
He was a sight to see; his costume torn, his face 
red from excessive drinking and serpentine looped 
about him. 

It was not until the fourth day that Pancho 
could think sanely enough to determine his 
position. Inside of three short days he had 
squandered three hundred dollars, and had noth
ing to show for it other than the sweet memories 
that remained. Pancho crossed himself devoutly 
and promised to turn over a new leaf; meanwhile 
he proceeded about his interrupted business of 
"panguero." 

CASTAWAYS. 

Thomas Northrup, '26. 
Third Place—Short Story Contest. 

Just over the horizon, the moon was rising, 
casting its light on each side of the bay, giving a 
blue hazy tint to the hills beyond, and an immacu
late white to the shores on the bay of Titicaco. 
The breeze had died down, though not sufficiently 
to stop the water from rolling its phosphorescent 
white foams on the shore. 

The Nancy Anne, a distinctly and purely sailing 
sloop, was in the bay with sails furled and anchor 
down. It was not the only sloop that had come 
to the island of Titicaco. On the lee side, covered 
by rhe bare shadow of the sloop at anchor, was a 
little tender. The red and green lights had but a 
faint glimmer, so faint indeed, that one might 
have seen a star on a moonlight n ight much more 
easily. 

Presently two men climbed over the side of the 
little sloop on the jacob ladder into the tender, 
and started for the shore in the direction of the 
shadow of the vessel which l ed t hem to the center 
of the bay. Before them there was a long and 
narrow plain that ascended to the blue-tinted hills 
in the background. The men alighted from the 
little tender and made for the jungle, which 
bounded the plain on the right, and followed it 

along until they came to the templeof Chichicoco, 
the great and miraculous god of the islanders. 

Though nothing better than a thatched house 
from the outside, the interior was Greek in s tyle. 
Along with this simple Greek decoration, were 
the scalps, fishes, beads, and other trinkets which 
rhe islanders had bestowed on the god during their 
successive and successful fights. This temple, 
of which the natives boast so much, dates back to 
the time of the rule of kings and emperors in 
Europe. It was begun a few months after the 
arrival of the two "Argoes," as the natives called 
them. They had come to the island and won the 
confidence of the natives; won their battles; 
taught them many new things; and finally per
suaded them to build a temple to the god of the 
moon, who, they said, had done so much for them. 
As a token of their friendship, these two Argoes 
had placed twoglittering stones, which the natives 
admired and coveted very much, in the eye sockets 
of the statue. These two stones were the famous 
diamonds in the crown of Peter the Great which 
had been stolen by two intriguing Russians of the 
Court who took the opportunity at the time of 
an impending revolution. The names of Orloft 
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and Herman were blazoned in the papers, and 
the police had searched in vain for them. They 
had made for the border and then for the islands 
in the Archipelagoes with the intention of return
ing some day to a famous collector of jewels named 
Peter Dubra. But the day never came. Peter 
Dubra had waited and died, and so had Orloff and 
Herman. The subsequent descendants of this 
collector had looked forward to these jewels as a 
prize well w orth while getting. It had been their 
vow to get these two diamonds at any cost. 

Of these descendants, was Alamand Dubra, the 
last of his line. His sharp features, his piercing 
eyes, his thin sharp nose, his long slender and 
obtrusive body showed the unscrupulous man 
whose deeds were never to be forgotten by all 
Europe, or those who ever saw his devilish smile. 

He had been traveling all over the South Seas 
in search of these stones during the last 20 years. 
He had been travelling all a lone, and now he was 
getting old. He needed a companion. About a 
year before he had picked up a chap whom he 
termed as "a drunken youth" at Singapore. 
"He would make a fine henchman," he had 
thought. It was these two that had come to the 
island of Titicaco in the sloop, and had gone 
cautiously up to the temple under the cover of the 
jungle. 

Alamand Dubra had come to get the diamonds 
at all costs. The youth had come to make a new 
start, and would dare to do anything to begin. 
He was indebted to Dubra for the chance, though 
he was like a slave. They had been waiting at the 
edge of the plain near the temple to see that no 
native was watching. 

"Whew!" let out the youth as though he was 
tired. 

"Sh . Remember, it is now or never. 
There is one native who knows!" whispered Dubra. 

The youth was a chap of some 20 years whose 
powerful biceps, and Greek physique had been 
developed during his time on the sloop. He had 
been like a faithful dog to Dubra, had braved 
many dangers, and seen many squalls, gales, and 
storms, for the one purpose—to make up what he 
had lost. 

They rushed up to the temple with daggers on 
one side, and silent colts on the other. They 
entered the temple and looked about to make sure 
there was no one there. Opposite the door, two 
eyes*glittered in the apparent darkness. They 
were the eyes of the god. 

"Get the stones," commanded Dubra, "while 
I wa tch for the natives." 

The youth made his way cautiously to the 
statue. Along the opposite edge of the plain 
which the two had taken, a native was coming 
toward the temple. Fear and courage seemed to 
strike Dubra alternately. His hand passed over 
his dagger and then over his colt. He looked i n 
the direction of the statue only to see the eyes still 
there. He wondered what could be keeping the 
youth, or whether he was playing him a trick. The 
native was still coming. He measured the time it 
would take the native to reach the temple and then 
looked at the statue. The eyes were still there. 
I'o speak in the clear still night would be to arouse 

suspicion, for the sound travelled well over the 
island. He looked at the native again. It would 
be 7 minutes, he judged, before he would get to the 
temple. He looked again at the statue with relief 
to see that one of the eyes had disappeared. The 
other would be down soon, he knew. He would 
watch the native now, he thought, and make plans 
for the escape. Five minutes to go, he thought, 
as he heard behind him the stumbling of the 
youth. 

"What's the matter?" he finally asked off his 
guard. 

"I 1 stumbled," the youth murmured. 
"Shut up! Here comes a native. Hurry!" 
Aided by the shadow of the temple on the side 

which they had chosen to come, they started for 
the jungle, and then hurried like panthers on the 
chase to the shore where the tender lay. They 
jumped into the boat, started the engine, looked 
at the muffler and then at the sloop. They rigged 
the sloop and began sailing slowly out of the har
bor. Once out of the bay, the sloop encountered 
stormy weather. The moon was overcast by 
clouds, and a strong breeze had begun to ruffle 
the calm waters. Over the horizon in the darkness 
of the night, lightning flashes were bursting the 
clouds. They were heading into the stormy 
weather. 

The youth had taken to the tiller, while Dubra, 
the better cook, prepared something to eat. After 
a repast which was accompanied with work, Dubra 
asked for the diamonds. The youth handed him 
one. 

"Where is th e other?" queried Dubra. 
"That is mine!" he answered. 
"Oh, I see. That is right. Agreement." 
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He took out of his pocket a jeweler's miscro-
seope and put it up to his right eye. With his 
nimble fingers, he was feeling the stone as he saw 
the minute construction. He looked at the youth. 
It was the first time the chap had not acted like 
a faithful d og. He was getting too independent. 
He surveyed the stone again. "With one I can live 
comfortably several years," he thought, "but 
with two—ah, well 1 can live like a million
aire, even longer." He looked at the youth again. 
Somehow, his vision was blurred. Yet he knew 
the youth was there. 

"Let me see your stone?" he asked with a 
devilish smile. 

"No." 
"I only want to examine it." 
"No." 
"I see. You do not trust me. I'll le t you keep 

my stone while I l ook at yours." 
"Don't be so annoying. Can't you see what 

we're heading into?" 
"Yes, yes, my friend. But give me that stone. 

You may lose i t in t his storm." 
"It is safer with me," retorted the youth. 
Dubra looked at his stone again. He moved 

closer to the youth. 
"Give me that stone!" he commanded. 
"No." 
Overhead hung dark clouds. Lightning with its 

fiery flashes of wrath broke the clouds above that 
sent the torrents of rain upon the little sloop 
which increased in volume as the short moments 
passed by. Peals of thunder, like the crushing 
of large bowlders or an avalanche of rocks made 
the pitter patter of the rain noiseless. Rain was 
streaming down like sweat upon the two as they 
sat near the tiller. Dubra, with his devilish smile, 
was looking at the youth, while the latter was 
straining his eyes for the sight of a landmark or 
the familiar lights of a ship. Dubra's hands were 
circling the throat of the youth. The youth caught 

his hand in a grip of steel and muttered "Enough!" 
But Dubra's other hand was free. With it he 
sought his trusty dagger and stabbed the youth. 
His grip loosened, and his body collapsed over the 
lap of Dubra. Dubra searched the body of the 
lad for the stone, found it, and threw the body 
aside. With a last look of satisfaction he got up, 
looked at the youth and then at the stone. He 
was going to the cabin. There was a flash, a peal 
of thunder and then a calm. It was the last stroke 
of the lightning for the night. The rain poured 
several hours and then ceased. It was close to 
morning when the sun began to rise. The sloop, 
with no one at the tiller, had been sailing in circles 
and drifting. Close to noon, the youth awoke 
from his swoon. He dragged his body over to the 
keg and feebly opened the pipe. He let the water 
drip into his parched throat for several minutes. 
There was a dull pain on his left side, but he did 
not care. He wanted to sleep. When he awoke 
again, he felt much stronger. He examined his 
wound to find t hat it was only minor. He dressed 
it crudely with a handkerchief and a part of his 
shirt. "Where is Dubra?" he wondered. "If 
he meant to kill me, he would have thrown me 
overboard. He ought to be at the tiller." Bu' 
Dubra was not at the tiller. On his way to the 
cabin, he saw the lifeless body of Dubra. He 
examined it. There were parts of the body that 
were scorched, while the bones were all shattered, 
and as he felt the mass, it made him shudder. It 
was like a jelly. There was still t he devilish smile 
on the face of Dubra, as if s omething had been 
accomplished. The youth took two diamonds 
from the hands of the victim and looked at them 
curiously. 

"Oh, well," he murmured, "Men die forever 
when they have wasted their lives, but men die 
to live again when they are innocent." 

The youth moved to the tiller, looked at the 
compass, and steered a new course. 

A Fine Highway between Cristobal an;l Gatun. 
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THE RETURN. 

Agnes IVilloughby, '27. 

I en years ago Thomas Meade was on a hunting 
trip in Alaska. One cold and lonely day he came 
upon a log-cabin set far off fro m the little dreary 
settlements which seemed so deserted. A w oman 
of about 50 years stood at the door and invited 
him in, and told him to make himself at home— 
as was the custom of t he country. 

II was a delight to him to be in such a cozy home 
after having lived for weeks at a time in hunters' 
cabins—with all that it implies of dirt floors, un
made beds, tin plates, and bacon and beans. Those 
cabins were cheerless, but this was a home which 
rested tired eyes and refreshed one. His delight 
showed in his face, and the woman saw it. She 
answered him as if he had spoken to her. 

"It's all her own work." 
She conducted him to a bedroom in o rder that 

he might freshen his appearance; such a room he 
had not seen for years. Everything was so clean 
and neat. Just as he finished, she reentered the 
room and showed him a picture of the most beauti
ful girl he had ever seen. 

She said, "Just sixteen her last birthday and— 
ah, but just wait until you see her." 

"Where is she now?" he asked. 
"She's away now at school, and has been gone 

for two years." 
"When will she return?" 
"She'll be here Sunday at about 7 o'clock." 
Meade was sorry to hear this because he wanted 

to see her, and yet he had to return to his home 
before the trails became impassable, so he told the 
woman this. On hearing hisstatement, the woman 
begged him to stay and see her daughter because 
she liked company and would be lonely if n o one 
but her mother was there to greet her on her 
arrival. She begged so hard and he had fallen so 
much in love with the girl that he decided to stay 

The first day after his arrival slipped away. The 
second evening, when it had grown dark, an old 
pioneer came to see the old woman. He greeted 
them and said, "I just dropped in to ask when the 
little miss is c oming home. Have you any news 
from her about her arrival?" 

"Oh, yes, I have a letter from her. Would you 
like to hear it, Mr. Hardy?" 

"Well, I should say I w ould!" 
The woman then got the letter and read it— 

a charming letter full of love and of messages to 
her old friends not forgotten even in two years. 
The letter finished, Mr. Hardy arose and at the 
door he promised to be on hand to meet her when 
she arrived. 

The following evening, Saturday, more old 
friends came to visit her and the letter was also 
read to them, all promising to be there Sunday 
evening 

\\ hen Sunday arrived the lady was very nervous 
and anxious. Every few minutes she would run 
out to the trail to see if the girl was in sight. 
Then she would enter the house and ask Meade if 
he thought anything had happened to her, and if 
he thought she would arrive on time. About 5 
o'clock the people began to arrive, and the new
comers decorated the house. A tew minutes before 
7, five of the men brought their instruments out 
and began to play dance music. Toasts were 
drunk to the arrival of the girl, and evervbodv 
was merry. 

It was nearly seven when Mr. Hardy gave the 
woman a drink of cider, to "give her courage" 
as he put it. Just as she swallowed the drink the 
clock struck seven. She heard it and looked toward 
the door to see her daughter come in, but she 
suddenly became drowsy and the people put her 
on the bed where she immediately fell asleep . At 
this the guests began to leave and Meade begged 
them to stay and wait for the girl. They looked 
at each other and finally Mr. Hardy said, "Poor 
girl, she has been dead for 5 years." 

"What? Dead?" 
"Yes, she went away to school 7 years ago and 

was frozen to death on the trail when she was 
coming to see her mother, who became insane 
when she saw her daughter's body and she has 
never remembered her death. She acts like this 
only when the day of her daughter's death comes 
round. Then we come to see her, and on the day 
of the supposed arrival we decorate the house 
and at the last minute drug her so that when she 
awakens, she will t hink her daughter is w ith her 
and will be all right." 
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STREET LEADING TO ANCON HOSPITAL. 
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Wellville, Calif., 
May 3, 1946. 

DEAR AL: VOU asked me in your last letter 
whether I had ever been in the Canal Zone. 
Decidedly, yes. My whole life, up to 20 years ago, 
was spent in Balboa. At that time 1 thought the 
place had become too tiresome and monotonous. 
I could s ee no beauty in t he orderly lines of houses 
and the well-laid-out highways and neat lawns. 
I sup pose I s hould have been glad to live in such a 
modern Utopia, but I was not. Somehow the 
whole thing depressed me. When my graduation 
time came, I wel comed it joyously as the breaking 
of th e last tie which was binding me to the tropics. 
At last I was going to the States, where people 
would be energetic, and the cold breezes and the 
snow crunching under foot would invigorate me. 

Since then I have visited many places, only to 
find m yself always dissatisfied. 

For a long time I scoffed at the "Spell of the 
Tropics" idea suggested by friends, but finally 1 
came to realize that there was something inex
plicable, mysterious, that seemed to keep the 
tropics ever before me. 

Last summer i became even more conscious of 
this mysterious spell. While l iving in this quiet 
and peaceful town, I wa s continually assailed with 
dreams. I would sit on the piazza of my little 
cottage, and sometimes drop off to sleep. My 
dreams repeatedly brought before me the soft 
swishing of the cool breezes through the palms, the 
liquid ripple of water on a shining white beach 
fringed with palms, the chirping of the locusts, and 
the mellow brightness which a white, full moon 
diffuses over the tropics. I would awake and sigh 
and think of the happy times I had had on the Zone. 

My dreams recurred many times, until a t last I 
could stand it no longer. So I have sold my resi
dence here, and shall leave on the first boat for the 
Zone. 

By the time this letter reaches you, I shall be 
happy again in rhe land of my dreams, held by the 
"Spell of the Tropics." 

Sincerely yours, 

AMY GRADUATE—CLASS '26, 

Per A . C. and T. N. 

U. S. Battleship passing through the Panama Canal. 

THE GOOD OLD DAYS. 

In days gone by in Balboa High, 
The Juniors had it easy. 

To make their marks in English high, 
They could read a poem breezy. 

Robert Essex, *27. 
They could take a poem some author wrote, 

From a book on the library shell, 
And explain the theme without missing a note; 

'Till the poet would believe it himself. 

To prepare a lesson was a simple task, But times have changed as they always will, 
Didn't even resemble toil. And the change could not be worse, 

They never knew what it was to bask NVe n ot only prepare out English still, 
In the rays from the midnight oil. But have to do it in verse. 

Now in Balboa High we can not shirk, 
The good old days have flown. 

Poems still form part of our English work, 
But now. we must write our own. 
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A MORAL TALE. 

Andrew Donovan, '26. 

During the reign of" t he Emperor Shunchiabi, 
there was brought to the palace a bird of great 
beauty called, in the language of t he country, the 
Krobora. Its song was more beautiful than that of 
the Oii, so it was given a place in th e palace. The 
Emperor was enchanted by its singing, and 
ordered that it should have a golden perch in the 
Hall of the Seven Houri. He furthermore com
manded that it be attended by six men, of the 
Tajehal tribe, dressed in cloth of gold bestrewn 
with moonbeams, and wearing wigs powdered 
with star dust. 

All this was done, and every evening the Krobora 
sang its beautiful song, and every evening the 
Emperor was overjoyed and wept pearly tears 
upon the jasper pavement. 

All went well until the six attendants, dressed 
in cloth of gold bestrewn with moonbeams and 
wearing wigs powdered with star dust, observed 
that the Krobora was losing its song. 

They came in haste before the Emperor and, 
falling upon their knees before him, said, "Oh, 
most divine and august ruler of the Two Empires 
of the Sisisquissetabai, and loved of the Gods, 
we find that the great Krobora loseth its song 
through loneliness." 

The Emperor gave orders that a companion be 
brought from the royal aviary, and be installed on 
a perch near the great Krobora. 

The commands were obeyed, and things went 
happily till the newcomer, the Wayinecchii bird, 
began to scold the Krobora. The Krobora grew 
angry and, in high tones, scolded the Wayinecchii 
bird. 

This continued day after day until the attend
ants, dressed in cloth of gold bestrewn with moon
beams and wearing wigs powdered with star dust, 
saw that the Krobora was getting a sore throat. 
They held council, and it was decided that the 
Wayinecchii bird should be put to death. 

The decision was realized, and things went well. 
Every night the Emperor sat under Mozaru and 
Kabazaru and Zuazaru, and wept pearly tears 
upon the jasper pavement. 

Thus things went, but soon the Krobora missed 
its companion, the Wayinecchii b ird, and fell sick. 
The royal doctors tried to save its life b ut it was 
useless. Day by day it grew more silent, and one 
morning the six attendants found it dead on the 
golden perch. 

Thus passed the Krobora. 
National mourning was proclaimed throughout 

the land. 

LILY MAY HORTENSE MARIE'S VISIT TO THE ENGLISH COUR T. 

Therressa Betz. 

"Me hand me 'usband 'ho is han Henglishman 
whent to Hengland. We whent on de boat from 
Jamaica to Hengland. When we got to Hengland 
the people hall went to see me hand tink hi c ute, 
hand me Henglish 'usband 'andsome. 

"When we in Hengland Queen Helizabet she 
hask us to vist 'er hat 'er co'rt—me hand me 
Henglish 'usband—han' we go hin ha fine coach 
hand de Queen Helizabet she welcome me hand 
me 'usband hand hask hall habout Jamaica hand 
if me hand me Henglish 'uband like J amaica better 

than Hengland. Hand hi just say, 'No mum!' 
Han' the Henglish ladies 'ave straight 'air so 
dey tink hi h and me Henglish 'usband 'ave pretty 
'air. 

"Den when hi go to leave from the Henglish 
co'rt with me Henglish 'usband de Queen she put 
'er 'ands in me 'air an' say, 'My, what hadorable 
curls you 'ave.' And den me hand me Henglish 
'usband " 

"That'll do, Lily, thank you. Please get that 
dress ironed; you've been on it an hour now!" 

A DUTY. 

Miriam /.. HaUoran, '27. 

She was so pretty I fell in love! 
Her eyes were blue like the sky above; 
Her lips were like a blushing rose, 
And she had a pretty tip-tilted nose. 
But I finally decided she wouldn't do 
When 1 learned she had just reached fifty-two. 

THE ZONIAN. 

VIVA LA CARNAVAL! 

Carnival! Carnival! O Soul of Carnival! Mad, 
passionate spirit of fire! Creature of a thousand 
moods! The wild, tremulous beating of the wings 
of joy on the silent air! The flaming arrows of 
light darting from the blaze of hearts glowing 
scarlet with delirium! The rending scream of 
melancholy crushed beneath the rush of capering 
feet! Above the harsh undertone of pandemonium 
the sibilant bleating of carnival pipes! The release 
of dormant passions! The whirr of outflung 
serpentine! The blinding flashes of confetti! 
The e xquisite blending of love and forgetfulness! 
The whirl—golden, scarlet! Joy unrestrained! 
Free! Viva la Carnaval! 

— Hattie Belle Rader, '26. 

Mi Pollera, Mi Poll era, sung to the beat of 
native drums is heard far and near during Carnival, 
for all are happy. All cares are thrown to the 
wind for four days of merrymaking. 

Laughing, dancing, singing! All interrupted now 
and then by a screech of pain as some senor filled 
with the spirit of Carnival squirts another merry
maker in the eye with the cool, smarting, perfume 
so common during Carnival. 

Costumes, ah, what costumes! All kinds of 
creations! Babies, and even grandmas and grand
pas, have their fancy dresses. Oh, what brilliant 
colors on that darky! What a rosy bloom she 
has, and an attempted milky white complexion 
from under which splotches of black can be seen. 

But still—with all this merrymaking there seems 
to be something lacking. Could it be that the 

people are tiring of Carnival, supposedly the gav-
est time of all the year? Perhaps it is, a t least it 
seems so anyway. 

—Florence Peterson, '26. 

The Carnival, the mad racing crowd, the heavy 
perfume and confetti floating on the air, the vari
colored mob whirlinganddancingfor theseprecious 
minutes The laughter and artful smiles, thrill
ing—but thrilling the next girl just as well, for 
flirting is in style. And who doesn't want to be in 
style? 

We crowd, we are blocked for hours; but what 
care we—we have our paradise here once a year— 
dancing, drinking, laughing, flirting with the grace
ful caballeros and catching the kisses of their 
beautiful senoritas. 

Yes, it is paradise for three days! 

—Therressa Betz. 

Flashes of red, yellow, and green; cries of 
"Serpentina" from peddlers; the blare of dis
cordant music; passing floats, representing four 
nations of the universe; exclamations in seven 
different languages; red rouge on black faces; a 
pushing, elbowing crowd, struggling to see the 
parade; flying confetti and streamers; the 
monotonous chant of Mi Pollera; more or less 
interested onlookers; crowded balconies; natives 
in holiday attire; tourists, out for a good time; 
a pleasure-mad populace with all cares forgotten— 
The Carnival. 

—Amos Carr. '26. 

ENCHANTMENT. 

llaitie Belle Rader, '26. 

Panama, Panama, Witch of the Tropics, 
Tell me what charm you have laid on my eyes; 

Tell me what makes me so restless and longing 
To see o'er my head the bright blue of your skies. 

Is it a silver cord, silken and twining, 
You've passed through the sensitive strings of my heart, 

Twisted and turned it until you have woven 
A pattern that ne'er will be broken apart? 

Panama, Panama, Lady of Mystery! 
Palm trees, deep shadows, and silvery beams, 

Spirit adventurous, passionate, daring, 
Yet frail as illusions in rose-tinted dreams! 

The low wistful murmurs of wind in the ruins 
The souls of your people to sadness inspire, 

And memories, poignant and sweet as the orchid, 
Still hide in vour citv once loved of fire. 

Panama, Panama, Whimsical Charmer, 
Old fancy runs rampant in your narrow streets; 

The shining new brasses of civilization 
Will never eclipse the dull gold of antiques. 

The Spirit of Longing, pale jeweled in teardrops, 
Lets down from the low-hanging points of your star, 

The silver cord, silken, persuasive, and clinging, 
And calls me to love vou from countries afar. 
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FABLES. 

fei1 ~ 

Spring was in the air. The birds were flying 
north. Tiny buds were making their first appear
ance and Forestville was all enraptured. For 
was not spring here again and was not old Pro
fessor Owl giving his annual radio concert for the 
kiddies? 

Mr. Owl had given a radio concert for the kid
dies every spring they could remember. This 
delightful party had always been the scene of 
much merriment and joy, though, to be sure, Miss 
Nellie Bullfinch had cast a blight on the last part) 
when she had accidentally upset her chocolate 
on her new frock. 

This year's party would undoubtedly be quite 
the most interesting of all as programs were being 
broadcasted from NBA, the new station in Pan
ama, the winter resort of not a few of the best 
families of F'orestville. The Clancy O'Possums 
were visiting their cousins, the Possums, of Pan
ama, and were thinking of making their home 
there. Panama was so romantic and had such an 
ideal climate. 

All t he kiddies were at the Owl's. Nice Danny 
Beaver,sly Willie Fox, sweet Lily Whitepaws—the 
Whitepaws were related to the Hare family but 
recognized no one beneath their station—little 
Amy Chipmunk, big Brownie Bear—all these 
were there and many mote. 

After the kiddies had all been seated and served 
with cool sherbert, Mr. Owl, looking quite the 
scholar and very wise, began speaking: "All you 
except the tiny, tiny tots have listened over my 
radio. To-night we shall hear some very nice bed
time stores. I'm sure all o f you will l ove them.' 

All a ssented, though deep in her heart, Minnie 
Mouse wished they might tune in on the Ritz' 
peppy jazz orchestra. 

"Furthermore," continued Mr. Owl, "I am 
going to ask Danny Beaver, and Billie and Nana 
Goat to tune in and get us something. Billie, you 
try first." 

Billie was all athrill and you may be sure, very, 
very, very, very red. He walked up, and pretty 
soon all the kiddies heard a man's voice coming 
right through the air. They listened, excited and 
breathless. 

fei 

"Station S-T-A-T-I-C, trains for Chicago and 
the far east. Dear little radio listeners, the first 
bedtime story is called 

THE RED THIEF. 

Ralph He ndricksen, '27. 

One day while Brother Fox was wandering 
around in the woods he noticed Miss Deer making 
a rhubarb custard. Now poor Brother Fox had a 
bad habit of eating between meals so he waited 
until Miss Deer had finished t he custard; and then, 
when no one was looking, he went and stole it. 

While Brother Fox was going home, he met 
Brother Bear who immediately asked him where 
he got the custard. 

"If I tell you, will you promise not to tell 
anyone?" asked Brother Fox. 

"Yes," said Brother Bear. 
"Well, I s tole i t f rom Miss Deer." 

They walked along through the woods until 
they met Brother Wolf. 

"Where did you get the custard?" asked Brother 
Wolf. 

Brother Fox thought for a while and then de
cided to tell him. 

"Promise you won't tell and I'll give you some." 
"All right," said Brother Wolf. 
Then Brother Fox told him and the three went 

through the woods eating the stolen custard. They 
were talking of their good secret and promising 
Brother Fox over and over that they would never 
say a word about it, but poor Brother Fox was 
sorry that they knew his secret. 

A few weeks later Miss Deer came to town and 
in the market she overheard the chief gossipers 
talking of the wonderful rhubarb custard that 
Brother Fox had been seen with. Miss Deer went 
to Judge Lion and told him that Brother Fox 
had stolen the custard from her, and poor Brother 
Fox was hanged. 

MORAL.—Three can keep a secret—if two of 
them are dead.—Franklin. 

4.3 

"How wicked Brother Fox was," whispered 
little Dickie Turtle. "I'm sure he deserved hang
ing." 

"Dear little radio babies, the next story is 
'Procrastination.' In case, little ones, you do not 
understand the meaning of this big word may you 
know that it means postponement." 

PROCRASTINATION. 

Sydney Sm ith. '27. 

"It was nearly the end of the school year in the 
Hollow Stump Schoolhouse. The word "examina
tions" was the topic for many conversations among 
the little animal children. Each day Mr. Owl, 
their teacher, reminded them of the need to review 
their lessons. 

Some of the wiser children, like Willie Fox, pre
pared themselves long in advance by hard study. 
However, one of the boys, Jimmy Frog, who was 
very lazy, kept putting it off. He justified himself 
by saying, "I can look through my books and find 
everything I have forgotten, on the night before 
the exams. If I learned it now, I wo uld forget it 
again, anyhow." 

He went on in this way until at last the eve of 
the fatal day arrived. Then "Temptation" came 
in the form of a diving exhibition at the Frog Pond. 
"I guess I really ought to study," thought Jimmy, 
"but I promised to take Susie to the Frog Pond 
this week, and to-night is my last chance." 

So instead of studying, Jimmy succumbed to 
"Temptation" and took Susie to the Frog Pond. 

The next morning he began to study and was 
surprised to find how much there was that he 
didn't know. He kept his book open until the last 
minute, and then went to class hoping the examina
tion would be easy. 

Jimmy floundered through the examination, 
guessing at most of the questions; and when the 
marks were given out, he found that he had failed. 

MORAL.—Never leave for to-morrow what you 
can do to-day 

"What a bad, bad boy Jimmie Frog was, and 
what a gruff voice that man has." Little Daisy 
Skunk, whom one would think possessed of a 
vicious nature, was quite frightened and mysti
fied. 

"The next fable is a story of a bold seaman and 
his jolly crew. The wind whistles and the storm 
rages fiercely. We're off." 

FABLE FOR PACIFISTS. 

Richard Johnson, '2y. 

"Fifteen men on a dead man's chest! Yo, ho, 
ho! and a bottle of ru-u-m! Ship ahoy, matey, 
what's yer port o'call ?" Saying this, Bloody Jim, 
the Terror of the Seas, and his owner's special 
pride, flew over to the woods, where a bird con
vention was in progress. 

"We'll all organize and get them bloody cats 
that ." 

"Let's wait for 'em ter cum over hyar again, 
an' then git 'em." 

"No, we ain't, we're agoin' over to their place 
to get 'em, and " 

"Stow that line amidships, and tell ye r daddy 
which way the wind blows," commanded the 
Terrors of t he Seas, approaching the group. 

The chairman told him in a hurried fashion 
that the cats of the Marblehead region had been 
killing off birds by the hundreds, and that they 
were planning to organize and exterminate the 
cats. Jim thought this a very excellent plan, and 
agreed to join them in their efforts, or, as he said, 
"sign shippin' papers wid the bloomin' cusses." 

That night they started out, huge and tiny, 
strong and weak. Old Daddy Magpie was leader, 
and who could have desired a stronger or fiercer 
one? 

All night long they travelled, but a t daybreak 
they stopped to rest and to hide. They all flocked 
into a small, deserted house, and alighted in every 
conceivable place, even on the floor, where they 
then proceeded to rest. , 

"Hey, captain, where's yer harbor watch?" 
asked Jim. "You'd better post'em. I'm a sailor-
man, by gum, an' I'll take my rest in the crow's 
nest," and he flew out to a nearby tree, where he 
immediately "hung his hammock." 

When he awoke it was nearly nightfall. He 
shouted down, "Hey, captain, are you goin' to 
set sail soon?" but his only response was a loud 
clatter. Looking down he saw that the cats had 
fallen upon the company, and nothing but bones 
was left of the gallant company. 

The Terror of the Seas puffed out his chest, his 
head flew back, and the old sea chantey came 
rolling out "But one man of the crew alive what 
put to sea with 75! Blow me down to Rio!" 

Then he hauled in anchor, spread his sails 
and soon was homeward bound. 'Twas no fault 
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of his that his mates had been wrecked, for they 
wouldn't set a watch. 

MORAL.—Prepare for danger in time of calm. 

"I'm sure you all enjoyed that jolly yarn very 
much," old Mr. Owl said, "1 feel quite salty my
self." 

"Not salty, tarry. Tar and feathery," bad 
Willie Fox murmured. 

"Oh, Mr. Owl, can't we please get NBA? I'm 
sure that old static gets on my nerves. Think 
how nice it would be to hear from our jungle 
friends." Mamie Meadow Mouse was not very 
polite but she had voiced the sentiments of all. 

"Why, yes, my dear. If you wish i t. Danny, 
it's your turn. NBA, please." 

Quite a while passed before Danny met with any 
success; but, at last, after endless waiting, a 
drawling voice from the radio brought the kiddies 
to attention. 

"Station NBA, Panama. To-night, dear chil
dren, old Mr. Topin has consented to tell some of 
his famous bedtime stories. Radio listeners, Mr. 
Topin." 

"Dear children, my first story is called— 

A FABLE. 
Frances Brown, '27. 

Not so very long ago in Farmer Gray's potato 
patch, there existed a l ittle village of bugs called 
Bugsville. Now if happ ened that all kinds of bugs 
lived here, and among this mixture was a very 
happy little family of crickets. It consisted of 
Daddy Cricket, Mother Cricket, and Chirpy 
Cricket. Chirpy was the first, the last, and the 
only child of the Cricket family, and of course 
the apple of his mother's eye. What great long 
legs Chirpy had for a bug his size! But it was no 
wonder, for this trait was a family characteristic. 

Chirpy was a lively little cricket—in fact, the 
livliest li ttle cricket in Bugsville. That's why he 
had so many friends. Best of all these many 
friends was Johnny Red-Breast who used to sing 
out such cheery "good-mornings" to Chirpy as he 
hopped along to school. But one morning Chirpy 
didn't see or hear a thing of his friend as he jumped 
through the old potato patch. He was quite sorry 
not to find his friend, but it was not long before he 
saw something that created more sorrow in his 
little heart. Just before him was Tommy Gray 
who was actually carrying Johnny in his hands. 
This made Chirpy furious, 

"But how had all this happened?" Chirpy 
asked himself. Yes, he had guessed right—it 
was the work of a sling-shot. But he'd help 
Johnny. 

Up he hopped on the boy's shoulder and chirped 
for dear life (I mean his friend's dear life). Chirpy 
was wise enough to know that boys like noise, for 
you see his mother had read to him out of Mother 
Bug's Rhymes that little boys were made out of 
noise. Well, he k new that he surely could do that 
little thing to a "T." This boy proved not to be 
an exception to the rule, and when he discovered 
such a racketty little insect hopping about him h e 
set out to capture it. Of course, he forgot about 
Johnny Red-Breast who had escaped to the old 
apple tree. Chirpy led his pur suer a merry chase 
and it wasn't long before he had completely left 
him in t he dust. 

Later on in life, when Chirpy had become quite 
old and feeble, he strolled down the old Potato 
Lane thinking of his p ast youth. He was so en
raptured by his t houghts, that he did not realize 
where he was until it was too late. He had walked 
right into the parlor of the most-feared man and 
tyrant of Bugsville, Daddy Long Legs. This was 
called the Chamber of Horrors, and no man had 
ever been known to come out of it alive—let 
alone come out at all. 

Struggle and chirp as he did, it was of no avail; 
Daddy Long Legs just grinned hungrily and made 
Chirpy feel very uncomfortable. Chirpy realized 
that it was all off with him—but he decided to die 
manfully, so he said his prayers and closed his 
eyes, quietly waiting for the inevitable to happen. 
Such a terrible tugging and shaking! 

"Daddy Long Legs has surely become a victim 
of elephantitis," thought Chirpy. 

He could stand it no longer so he opened his 
eyes, and behold! there stood Johnny Red-Breast 
where Daddy Long Legs should have been. 

"I heard you as I passed by," explained Johnny. 
"But where's that old demon?" asked Chirpy, 

still a l ittle uneasy. 
"Lose your fears, my friend, and just look at 

him flying across that field. I co uldn't do it more 
beautifully myself. I'm glad that I found you, 
and now that my debt is paid I m ust hurry along, 
for Jenny Wren is calling." 

So with these parting words, Johnny left his 
friend who had once saved his life. 

MORAL.—One good deed deserves another. 
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"And now, dear listeners, I am quite worn out," 
old Mr. Topin's voice came over the air. He was 
terribly old—some said 300 years. 

"Three hundred years!" Oscar Ottar was 
astounded as were the rest of the children. 

"I hope that you have enjoyed this program 
as much as I have. I hope to be wi th you again 
next week. My last story and good-by " 

MINNIE MONKEY. 
Eloise Loring, '26. 

Now I suppo se you have been w ondering what 
was in the letter that Mrs. Monkey had received 
from Bright Eyes, the parrot. She was just as 
anxious to read it as you are and as soon as little 
Marmazetto hopped upstairs to bed, she tore open 
the envelope. 

"Dear Mrs. Monkey," it began, "Keep a sharp 
lookout for Mr. Wildcat. He is prowling about." 

Bright Eyes. 
"Oh, dear, oh, dear," sobbed Mrs. Monkey, as 

she jumped from one branch of her house to 
another, "Now I will have to keep little Marma
zetto indoors. What shall 1 do ? Mr. Monkey 
has gone to Bananaville for the week end, so 
perhaps I had better call up Uncle Ape." 

Then over to the telephone jumped poor Mrs. 
Monkey. 

"One, two, three, red shingled house, 
Uncle Ape or Little Miss Mouse," she called in 

a trembling voice. 
Soon she heard Uncle Ape's dear little house

keeper's voice: 
"Who is calling? Here I am 

Busily making mango jam." 
"Is Uncle Ape there?" inquired Mrs! Monkey, 

anxiously. 
"He went to Cocoanutto this morning," 

answered little Miss Mousie. 
"Oh dear, oh dear," cried Mrs. Monkey, and 

with a "Never mind, I'll call ag ain," she hung up 
the receiver and the next minute asked Central 
for t he Police Station. 

"Police Station, please be quick, 
Policeman Orang-Outang with his hickory 

stick." 
"He is in Orangetown," answered a voice, 

"Won't be hom e unt il to-morrow." 
By this time poor Mrs. Monkey was frantic. 

She cried and cried until little Marmazetto heard 
her and came running down the stairs. 

"Don't be afraid," he consoled her, "I still have 
my little coconut popgun." 

Just then, "Rap, rap, rapperty," sounded on 
their kitchen door. 

"Oh, dear me, what shall we d o?" cried Mrs. 
Monkey. "That must be M r. Wildcat." 

She hastily picked up a large coconut and 
opened the door. Just as she made ready to bang 
Mr. Wildcat over the head with the coconut, 
what was her surprise to see, not the terrible 
monster, but dear old Uncle Ape! He had just 
returned from Cocoanutto and had run over to 
see what was the matter. 

'Why, goodness gracious meebus!" exclaimed 
Uncle Ape. "What is the matter? One would 
think something dreadful had happened." 

"Something dreadful is going to happen," 
cried Mrs. Monkey, forgetting how bravely she 
had picked u p the coconut. 

And in the next story you shall hear what 
happened after that, while Uncle Ape settled him
self to read the Monkeybridge Bugle a nd await 
developments. Good-night to all. 

And now Mr. Owl's party was at an end. They 
had stayed dreadfully late—till 9 o'clock. And 
how they had loved it. The stories h ad been so 
nice, and the refreshments! Oh! But it was over 
for another year, for all good things must come to 
an end. 

"Good-night, dear kiddies," said Mr. Owl as 
they were leaving. "Please come again to my 
party next year, for then I am inviting the Wood
land Fairies." 

A bevy of Athletic Girls. 
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THE CAMP OF GARAISON. 
Gisela Toepser. 

After a horrible passage from Madagaskar to 
Marseilles which, being war time, took us five 
weeks instead of three, we were sent to the camp 
at Garaison, situated in the High Pyrenees not 
far from Lourdes, the famous Catholic pilgrims' 
destination. We arrived there in December, 
lg16, after an imprisonment of more than two 
years. 

Garaison was a concentration camp of about a 
thousand people: a tew Germans, Bulgarians, 
Turks, Egyptians and people from all nations: 
even many English, Italian, and French women 
with their children who were married to Ger
mans, lived there. Garaison is an enormous old 
convent near the Spanish frontier, surrounded 
by high walls and guarded by a body of soldiers. 

My parents, my two-year old sister and I 
arrived along with a Suloniki transport; my 
father was put into a room with about one hundred 
twenty people of the Balkans, and we had to 
live with Hungarian and Bulgarian women and 
children. Though we came from the intense heat 
from Madagaskar, without winter clothes, the 
French gave us only half a cotton blanket and a 
straw mattress full of vermin, and infected. This 
we learned when we were unable to sleep on ac-
countof innumerablelice, fleas, and bugs, and when 
we became ill with scabies and nasty abscesses. 
We had to sleep on the ground and to hang the 
straw mattresses up on the wall in the morning at 
7 o'clock. There was no stove, no fire, no light, 
all the long, dark winter. The snow came in 
through the many broken window panes. We 
suffered intensely from the cold. Three times a 
week we were allowed a walk, but this meant that 
we had to pace up and down 400 yards in a country 
lane, up to our ankles in deep or melted snow, 
between a row of soldiers with loaded guns. The 
worst was that we had to stay there for one and 
a half hours which made us dreadfully tired; we 

were forbidden to dry the wet shoes and stockings 
at the window. So they never got dry at all. We 
felt terribly hungry all the time. The amount of 
food we were entitled to was written down on a 
notice board in the passage: a piece of bread 
and black coffee in the morning, half a pint of 
soup or beans each for dinner and supper. That 
was all. Yet very often we could not eat even 
that. The beans were not half cooked from lack of 
fuel; to make up for it, handfuls of soda were put 
into the meals which made us all ill. We were not 
allowed to draw any money from our possessions 
in Madagaskar. There were no wash basins and 
as the women could not go out into the open court
yard, break the ice and wash in the presence of all 
the men and as they had no money to buy basins 
and jugs, many of them washed themselves hardly 
at all. The rest of our money had gone to buy 
plates and cups at horrible prices. 

Was it to be wondered at, that the place behind 
the church yard wall where the dead prisoners were 
interred was thronged? When after three months 
we could get the first box with clothes from our 
grandparents, my parents and I were sick in the 
so-called hospital (there was no nurse) and my 
little sister had been buried three days before. 
The French did not release my mother, contra
dictory to their arrangements with Germany, 
until by intermediation of Switzerland we were 
permitted to go to Germany. 

It had been agreed between Germany and 
France that women and children, if they wished 
for it, should be repatriated. My mother, in vain, 
applied for it. Though several female transports 
were leaving, we were ordered to stay when on 
the point of starting, without being given any 
explanation. By intermediation of a Swiss dele
gation, who visited the prison camps, we finally 
got leave to quit France for Germany. 
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STREETS. 

Andrew Donovan, '26. 

Streets, all streets, have a fascination. Little 
side streets and great broad avenues are colored 
by a romantic charm. And what are "avenues" 
but little by-streets grown up? 

In Panama one comes upon the most delightful 
streets. They are always just around the corner! 

Leaving the noisy market place and passing 
through a damp, musty passage, one comes on a 
little cul-de-sac. It is a tiny dreamy corner of the 
Old World, a bit from an opera—La Tosca or La 
Boheme. The outer world does not seem to affect 
its somnolent repose. Slanting sunlight throws a 
brilliant gash of flaming gold on the plaster wall, 
and makes simmering, flickering shadows on the 
gray pavement. 

A signboard above a shop announces that within 
are sold anchors and seafaring equipment of all 
kinds. To substantiate this statement there are 
displayed anchors and blocks, ropes and paints, 
and sundry other materials for the use of those who 
"go down to the sea in ships." Great green doors 
open into the cavernous depths of the store. From 
the darkness within comes the steady murmur of a 
voice crooning over accounts. It rises and falls 
melodious and plaintive, and at times stops, as if 
the worker were looking through the heavily bar

red window at the blue sky above. And it is 
intensely blue, that sky—the blue of a happy 
day—a blue that throbs and palpitates, resplend
ent with the joy of life! 

A tree, s haking in the breeze, throws quickly 
moving shadows, and shades the narrow passage
way. One can see, through its airy foliage, the 
corner of a tiny plaza and the brilliant clothes of 
the children at play. From the cul-de-sac a set of 
steps wends, by easy stages, up into the plaza. 
They are set at varying angles and show traces of 
long use. Green streaks cross their creamy sur
face and in the center they are worn into little 
hollows where the rain water rests. The rains of 
years have given them a rich, antique finish and 
they look like pieces of old ivory in a museum. 

Presently a lottery-ticket vendor comes along, 
chanting the numbers of his tickets. He wears a 
faded, ragged coat and on his f eet are alpargatas 
like those brought over by the conquistadores of 
long ago. He walks slowly and, as he nears the 
steps, his numbers fall into a mumble and he sinks 
wearily onto the topmost stone and, with his head 
against the wall, falls as leep. And above, the sky 
is blue—intensely blue. 

TO BOB OR NOT TO BOB. 

Miriam L. Halloran, '27. 

To bob or not to bob? 
That is the question now; 
Or if I should begin to bob 
Sit up and tell me how? 

Will it be a shingle close, 
Or a boyish bob so dear; 
Or will I have it short in front 
To show my pinky ear? 

Will I copy sweet Ponjola 
And look just four years old; 
Or now affect a sheikish bob 
With Stacomb hair so bold? 

To bob or not to bob? 
That is the question now, 
Or if I should begin to bob 
Sit up and tell me how? 

THE WAIL OF THE WOULD-BE POET. 

'Josephine Camara, '27. 

I've written stories by the score, 
And made success by one or more; 
I've started poems from time to time, 
But never could I make them rhyme. 
Indeed, they lacked good sense and thought. 
O dear! O dear! I fought and fought 
To try to make them sound so great 
That one would never hesitate 

To straighten up and take some notice, 
And I would maybe hear them quote this, 

"How wonderful what he can do, 
His name you'll see in 'Who Is Who.' " 
But never, never shall it be, 
As all my dream I now can see, 
Are just mere castles in the air, 
Which never get me anywhere. 
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THE GLAMOUR OF THE TROPICS. 
Mildred Wheat, '36. 

Who has not, when he has driven out on a wind
ing road that is a white ribbon st retched before him 
in the moonlight, with the balmy night air in his 
face, felt the lure of the tropics? 

Where else, but the tropics, can one fold back 
the automobile top and ride in perfect comfort, 
without wrap or rug, with naught but the starry 
sky and the moon overhead. 

What a charm there is to narrow streets with 
Old World buildings blended in soft pinks and 
blues, and overhanging balconies; glimpses of 
cool patios with exotic plants and an occasional 
gorgeously colored bird; roads lined with feathery 
coconut palms; hedges of bright-hued hibiscus 
and sweet-scented jasmine and the vivid greens 
everywhere! 

THE GLAMOUR 

Andre w I 

The very atmosphere lulls the senses and creates 
an indifference to worry and petty cares which are 
apt to fret and irritate one in cooler climes. Noth
ing seems of vast or vital importance. 'The days 
slip by so easily and with so little effort, t hat if a 
thing isn't done today, "manana" will suffice. 
Human nature loves ease and comfort which come 
so naturally in the tropics. There is no worry of 
heavy clothing or laying in the winter fuel; no 
long periods of staying in from the cold. Every 
day is a "good" day; even the daily showers in 
the rainy season are cooling and refreshing. 

It is difficult to analyze or express this lure in a 
definite way. It is in itself so vague and subtle 
that it steals upon you and takes hold of you 
unaware. But who, once he has experienced it, 
would leave it voluntarily, or going, fail to return? 

F THE TROPICS. 

novany '26. 

Around the docks of the great city clings the 
faint, elusive p erfume of the tropics. It has been 
carried there by ships sailing from old nameless 
ports of the Spanish Main—ships of romance and 
mystery, quiet ships from unknown passages and 
strange seas. It is a perfume reminiscent of many 
things: of green jungles and still waters, of brightly 
plumed birds, of adventure andgold, and of—death. 
For it comes from a country where the Gods are 
kind, and where death comes often. This perfume 
lingers and penetrates even into the great iron 
city, tempting . . . calling 

The curious listener who wanders along the 
water side will h ear many strange tales from the 
old sailors who sit in battered chairs tipped against 
the great, grey walls of the wharf buildings. They 
tell of rippleless seas, and of marvelous sunsets, 
and of early morning in the jungle when the sky-
seems to be shut out and grey mists hang about 
the billowing tree tops. They tell of men who 
laughed and took the jungle trail, vanishing into 
the stillness of its depths, of their empty ringing 

laughter as they strode away—great stalwart 
men, drawn by the jungle quiet as if by a lodestone. 
And do they tell of the joyous return? Ah, no, 
there was no joyous return, no heaps of gold and 
tales of new kingdoms—the jungle peace holds its 
secrets . . . forever. There are stories of 
phantom ships flying, with all sails set, across a 
midnight sky and beckoning the sailors to follow, 
'til, one by one they go—sorrowful, homeless, 
figures with fixed, vacant eyes and closed lips. 

Ah, these old sailors have seen worse—they 
have seen things they dare not speak about, things 
which sound ludicrous in the bright sunlight but 
which happened under the brooding skies of the 
South. They light their stubby pipes and the 
pungent tobacco odor seems yet another link with 
the mysterious tropics. 

One goes through the cobbled streets into the 
iron city and tries to forget all this but at night 
there is a tugging at one's heart. 11 is the glamour 
of the tropics, drawing . . . drawing . . . 
relentless. 
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THE BUS TEMPERAMENTAL. 

Consuelo Camera, '26. 

All of you people who do not like to walk and 
think that by taking the bus you will "g et there" 
sooner, listen to my advice and you will ride in 
more comfort than usual. But you really should 
walk, you know; it keeps y-our figure s lender, a s 
demanded by fashion,and your complexion beauti
ful. But if you must ride (as I do), then do not lose 
your temper. 

Oh, busses are temperamental, and you should 
not grow impatient as such a slight thing as a 
quarter of an hour's wait under a tree, dodging the 
hot sun that shines through the almost leafless 
branches as the breeze sways them. And when the 
bus does come along, more than likely it will be 
crowded; if any kind friend offers you her lap, 1 
warn you to stand; it is more comfortable—I 
have had experience and I know, for I did not want 
to tire the person by being too heavy, but rested 
most of my weight on my feet, so that when I got 
ofi the bus my knees were so wobbly they threat

ened to bend under me any minute. I also had a 
queer feeling that my walk had certainly under
gone a sudden change. 

Before y ou enter the bus, a lways look to see if 
you are short enough to stand erect, or you may 
receive a sudden surprise when your head comes 
in contact with the roof. Also be careful, when 
you get in, to choose a seat and make it your target, 
and the driver will do the rest. He starts the bus 
with a jerk and, presto! before you know, if you 
have been wise in gaging your distance, you will b e 
shot safely to your seat. However, you must be 
sure to sit down or you will whiz like a comet 
clear out of the window at the back. Have no 
fear when you feel yo ur neck pulled almost out of 
place; it is only the slight jerk when the driver 
stops; and if you look around, you will no tice that 
the other passengers' movements have been in 
harmony with yours. 

THE VILEST INT ENTIONS. 

Mildred Oliver, '26. 

Now it came to pass that four wise men were 
gathered together so that they might proclaim the 
vilest inventions of the age. 

And the first wise man spoke, saying: "Verily, 
I say unto you, of all the fantastic and evil dance 
steps, it seems to me that the 'Argentine tango' 
is the vilest on earth." 

But the second wise man gainsaid him, answer
ing: " 'Tis true, but still more wicked and offend
ing is the 'flea hop.' " 

And the third wise man protested, saying: 
"Verily, I say unto you, 'tis very vile; but what 
wouldn't be vile with the name of such a disagree
able insect! Methinks the 'half turn' is the most 
provoking of them all." 

But the fourth wise man lifted up his hands and 
mocked them, saying: "Condemn them not, for 
none is like the 'Charleston.' Watch and I will 
illustrate." 

PANAMA. 

Hattie Belle Rader, '26. 

Oh, give me a Panama tropical isle 
With a tall, bent coconut tree, 

Where the sun will beat down on a go'd strip of beach 
Cooled by waves from the Southern Sea; 

V\ here, down in the thick, tousled leaves of some branch, 
Will be hidden a parakeet gay 

That will scream at the clouds, at the birds, and the flowers, 
In chattering all through the day. 

Where the wind from the jungle will rustle the air 
With the orchid scent still on its wings, 

And a yellow canary will fly by the door 
And perch on my roof as it sings. 

Then build me a native hut, thatch it with grass, 
Throw a pallet of straw on the floor, 

Trail a red bouganvilla up over the roof, 
Plant a bush bright with bloom by the door. 

Let me dream in the hot-blooded languor and peace 
That only the tropics can give. 

Away on my Panama tropical isle 
Abandon me—there let me live! 

And the sun will glare down on the gold strip of beach 
Lapped by waves from the Southern Sea, 

While the shadows are filt'ring in lazy design 
Through the fronds of the coconut tree. 
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Lord Andrew Gordon Loses Velvet Skin in Heroic Rescue 
Wonderful Courage 

Displayed 
Young Woman, Resident of Coro-

zal. Nearly Drowns but for 
Daring Courage of Nobleman. 

As Lord Andrew rode by at the chase he 
noticed a woman floundering helpless in the 
three feet of water covering the bottom of the 
pool. In haste he stopped, removed his shoes 
and monocle, and dived recklessly in, from the 
great height of 10 feet! Drawing close to the 
drowning woman, he knocked her senseless 
and pulled her ashore. 

Bleeding profusely from wounds received by 
scraping the bottom of the pool, Lord Andrew, 
weak and exhausted, worked over the woman 
while bystanders watched in amazement his 
daring bravery. 

The victim, Miss Mary Knabenshue, soon 
recovered, but Lord Andrew was taken to the. 
hospital in the ambulance intended for her. 

Lord Andrew, because of the ugly bandages 
swathing his face, has refused to see his friends 
but will be glad to hear from them. 

Tt is..h oped that the patient will soon be with 
us again even though the outer skin of his face 
may be missing. —Frances Greene. 

TRAGIC CATASTROPHE 
SUFFERED BY 

ACTOR 
James Driscoll, Male Star of "Adam 

and Eva," Loses Short Story 
in Wastebasket. 

BALBOA, Canal Zone, March 17, 1926— 
"Where is my short story?" was the cry wrung 
from the white lips of J ames Driscoll, one of the 
most virile attractions in "Adam and Eva" 
which has had such a tremendous success at 
the Theater Balboa on Great Palm Prado. 

James Driscoll. the young actor before whom 
the world has bent its knees and who. it is 
rumored, has received 3,000 fan letters within 
the last two days from love-stricken maidens, 
stood in the assembly hall of the High School, 
utterly dejected as he told his sympathetic 
listeners the dire story. 

STORY FOUND MISSING AT 3.00. 
Miss Hopkins had ordered all short stories 

to be in at the seventh period, but James had 
had an idea that would make his even more 
brilliant and delayed handing it in until 3 
o'clock. After entering the assembly and going 
to his desk, however, he found that his short 
story was gone. It was then that he uttered 
the dolorous exclamation. 

FRIENDS SEARCH TIRELESSLY FOR 
MISSING STORY. 

His friends, marking the young man's 
agitation by the nervous way in which he ruffed 
his lustrous hair usually so smooth and shining, 
attempted to console him, saying that they 
would search for it. 

Frantically they ran about the assembly 
looking on the floor, in the desks, on the tables— 
in fact, everywhere, but in vain. It apparently 
was nowhere to be found. 
ELOISE LORING AT LAST SUCCESSFUL 

IN SEARCH. 
At (last, Eloise Loring, fearing that James' 

artistic temperament was being harrassed too 
much for his high-strung constitution to endure, 
was successful in finding the missing story on 
top of a pile of rubbish in the waste basket. 

James, saved from a nervous breakdown by 
the unconquerable persistency of a faithful 
friend, sighed as he pressed his recovered master
piece to his heart, "Oh. dear, oh, dear! My 
possessions are always in the wrong places!" 

— Hatlie Belle Rader. 
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§ TEACHER COM-
| MANDS PUPILS | 
! TO PERISH ! 

"Toarms, parents! Do you send your 
darlings to school to die?', 

This rousing battlecry should bring 
a negative response from the heart and 
throat of every fond parent. Are those 
poor, innocent,delicate little high school 
students going to suffer thus at the 
hands of a cruel teacher; are they 
going to die because she commands 
them to do so? No. 

"Yes," answers the teacher. And she 
has demonstrated her determination to 
see that she is obeyed. 

The other day one of the faculty, 
after a particularly harrassing day for 
the tired, trusting little students, gave 
the following order to her class: "Hand 
in your notebooks and pass out." 

What is our school system coming to? 
—Hatlie Belle Rader. 

Monkeys to Make 
Touching Appeal 

To Zone Friends 
Annie McDade and Stella Newbold 

Perform at Balboa Clubhouse. 
Annie McDade and Stella Newbold, the 

B. H. S. Twins who have finished a course in 
classical dancing at the Jazzemup Institute in 
Charleston, will give a benefit performanceat the 
Balboa Clubhouse. The proceeds of this per
formance will go toward providing a new cage 
for the monkeys outside the Clubhouse. These 
dancers are very graceful and are especially 
skilled in the turkey trot. Consuelo Camara, 
the famous iguana trainer, is also traveling 
with this troupe. These monkeys will greatly 
appreciate a large attendance at the benefit 
performance. —Consuelo Camara. 

HIGH SCHOOL SHEIKS 
ABANDON BEARDS 

Messrs. Duran and Anastaciado 
Are Nearly Mobbed by Play
mates. 

The two famous sheiks of the Balboa High 
School, Elias Anastaciado and Joseph Duran, 
are now proceeding to raise beards. These young 
gentlemen once before had the intense desire 
of having large, drooping mustachios, but on 
account of the numerous questions from the 
public as to why they did such a horrible thing, 
they saw it would be useless, and perhaps would 
even detract from their good looks. 

An interview with Messrs. Anastaciado and 
Duran at the school was almost impossible, 
for there was a crowd gathered all about them. 
They were therefore taken for an interview to a 
room and the door closed in order that they 
might be alone. They stated that the chief 
reason for wanting to have beards is that they 
might look like and have the intelligent appear
ance of L ongfellow, our great writer of long ago. 

—Stella Newbold. 

Charlestown 
Champion Dies 

Before Eating 
"Charleston Forever!" Was the 

Anguished Cry on the Lips of 
Wildurr Willing, Dancer. 

The death of the world's most famous 
Charleston dancer. Wildurr Willing was an
nounced to-day. This well-known collegiate 
dancer died at his home this morning before 
breakfast when he had just received the sad 
news about the Charleston. He was told that 
the Charleston had passed away as a modern 
dance. Wildurr immediately stabbed himself 
with his wife's hat pin in the vicinity of his 
heart, and died with the words. "Charleston 
forever!" on his lips. His death is mourned as 
much as that of Booker T. Washington. 

—Hollis Dufiel. 

FRISKINESS OF PALS 
DISTURBS PARTY 

AT TABOGA 
There is a rumor going about that certain 

members of the party of students that went to 
Taboga on March 29. are going to be questioned 
as to how the clothing of the bathers was so 
badly mixed. 

There were three students who didn't go in 
bathing, and when the bathers came back they 
found that some of their clothing had disappear
ed, and the rest was to be found with that of 
someone else. 

11 is hoped that everyone found his belongings 
and that nothing has been lost. The culprits 
will be severely punished. —Naenia Baxter. 

Economics Inspire 
Richard Engelke 

" 'Tis food for my soul! Take it away from 
me and I shall die!" exclaimed Richard Engelke 
as his father vainly tried to wrest his Economics 
book from him. 

Richard's parents have always insisted upon 
his retiring at half past six. as they do not wish 
to strain their son's delicate constitution by 
allowing him to keep late hours. Richard has 
always complied with their desires until last 
evening, when he did a most extraordinary 
thing. 

About eight o'clock Mrs. Engelke went into 
her son's bedroom to see that the windows were 
closed against the night rain, and was terrified 
to find tnat Richard was not in his bed. The 
whole house, including the downstairs apart
ments, was raised to look for the missing young 
man. A policeman who was passing on the 
street also volunteered his services ana a search 
party was organized. 

After two long hours of terrible anxiety, 
Richard was found in the dry closet. When the 
door was opened, his friends saw him sitting on 
the floor, his Economics book in his hand, fondly 
repeating over and over again to himself: 
"Capital is the tools of production." 

When Mr. Engelke demanded an explanation, 
Richard answered that he knew his father and 
mother would not be pleased to know that he 
was up after seven o'clock, so he secluded him
self in the dry closet to peruse the thrilling 
pages of his Economics book. 

The Engelke family are beset by continual 
worry; thepoorboy isstudyingso hard that they 
fear his health will be broken. 11 is rumored that 
he goes to sleep with his Economics book 
trustingly under his pillow that he may gain 
inspiration from it during the night. 

— Hattie Belle Rader. 
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Ctutorial. 
By ELOISE LORING. 

As the students of the Balboa High 
School are subject to many laws and 
restrictions, it is but fair that the 
Seniors be granted one privilege; that 
is the right to eat candy, sandwiches, 
peanuts, and other forms of refresh
ment during study periods. 

The great need of this privilege is 
evident to the most casual observer, 
if he bur step into the assembly hall 
about the fourth period. There a piti
ful sight will meet his astonished eyes. 

The Sophomores sit smilingly be
hind their books, thinking of the 
pleasures they will have when school 
is over, for their studies rank only 
Second in their carefree lives. 

But the Juniors are more serious. 
They are beginning to drop their 
youthful habits, for they realize that 
school is not a place for recreation. 
They bend seriously over their books, 
looking neither to the right nor the left. 

But at sight of the Senior row, the 
observer's heart is filled with com
passion. The Senior girls, more than 
the boys, are in a piteous state. They 
have spent the entire morning in 
classes, and have become so over
worked that they have not the strength 
to hold up their books. Their heads 
are bowed, their shoulders droop, and 
they are in the last stages of hunger. 
Oh, for a peanut! Even a lollipop! 
Bur alas, they can not be satisfied in 
this way, as it is against the rules to 
partake of any refreshment in school 
hours! 

I f the School Board would be so kind 
as to permit the overtaxed Seniors to 
take enough refreshment to sustain 
them until noon, they would be re
paid a hundred fold by their in
creased zeal and deep gratitude. 

FAIR NAENIA BAXTER 
TRIES TO DEMOLISH 

CURBS ON SIDEWALKS 
Miss Naenia Baxter, who recently acted the 

part of Eva in the Senior Play, was arrested 
yesterday for clipping pieces off the corners of 
the sidewalks while driving. Miss Baxter stated 
that she did not make a large turn when round
ing corners, as she believes in economizing in 
gas. 

"I like to drive in my little Ford coupe." 
she stated, "without haying any worries as to 
whom or what 1 hit. And even if I did chip 
pieces off the sidewalk, it was not my fault. 
Harder cement should be used for the corners." 

As this was Miss Baxter's first offense, the 
judge fined her. warning her to make larger 
turns when going around the corners. 

—Consuela Camara. 

PROMINENT STUDENT 
SUSPENDS HIMSELF 

BY ACCIDENT 
Chester Northrop, prominent high school 

boy, was found hanging from the picture mould
ing in his room this morning. 

It was at first thought by his intimate friends 
that inability to learn the Charleston led to the 
tragedy, as a picture, entitled. "The Dancers," 
was found in his possession. 

He explained, however, that he had been 
trying to hang the picture, when the chair on 
which he was standing slipped out from under 
him. Then, lie states further, he was forced to 
grab the picture moulding to prevent a fall 
from the dizzy height of three feet. 

It is hoped by Chester that his many friends 
may soon recover from their fright. 

—Amos Carr. 

Photograph of Local Notables Taken on Steps of Balboa Brewery. 

Top Row—east to west: Mr. McUncommon (tooting the little green whistle); Professor Dent (arguing about 
"mental gymnastics"); Miss Hopping (watch her!). 

Bottom row: Miss Runner (standing still); Miss 0. Heat (watch her freeze); Miss Henryford (noted suffragette). 
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S O C I E T Y  
Naenia Baxter, '26. 

On the Monday before Easter, the Seniors had 
a swimming party at Taboga Island. At eight 
o'clock, 16 enthusiastic Seniors met at Pier 19, 
to take the boat for Taboga. Mrs. Goodenow, and 
Mrs. Lowe went along as chaperones; and jolly 
ones they made, too! 

The party arrived at Taboga at 9.30, and went 
immediately to the Aspinwall Hotel where they 
engaged a room to be used for resting and dressing, 
and tor a place to put their numerous packages. 
Then they strolled through the old village where 
they explored the church and even climbed the 
narrow, winding steps to the bell tower. 

After this l ittle adventure, the group accepted 
the invitation of the Girl Reserves to visit their 
camp and enjoyed the walk through the grove. 
At the camp the boys demonstrated to the 
admiring members of the opposite sex, their ability 
in climbing trees, and presented the party with 
pods of ice cream beans which tasted very good. 
The rest of the morning was whiled away in 
theatricals. The Seniors dramatized "Cinderella" 
under the direction of Mrs. Goodenow, and the 
Senior Play Cast entertained both the campers and 
their own classmates with a comic burlesque, in 
Jamaican, of "Adam and Eva" which the audience 
said was excellent. 

At 12 o'clock the Seniors found that their hunger 
was becoming very great so they returned to the 
Aspinwall where they procured their lunches and 
left for the hill in back of the hotel. There they sat 
on the edges of an old cistern and enjoyed their 
dinner. , 

During the afternoon most of the party went 
swimming at the sandbar. The ones who did not go 
strummed on ukeleles all afternoon and the patrons 
of the Hotel were serenaded with music whether 
it was welcome or not. 

The party returned to Balboa at 10.30 after a 
moonlight ride over a rippling sea. 

It has always been the custom for the teachers 
and the students to assemble in the patio and on 
the balconies of the school b uilding the last day of 
school before the Christmas holidays to sing carols. 
On this occasion the parents and the friends who 
are interested are invited to attend; there is 
always a great response. 

With the passing of time this old custom be
comes more and more dear. This year it was 
especially charming. 

As usual Miss Currier had prepared a program 
of s everal numbers. It opened with the entrance 
of the very tiniest children in the grades bearing 
gifts for the poor to the Christmas tree in the 
middle of the patio. Then the grades caroled 
through "Holy Night," "Hark, the Herald Angels 
Sing," and the other old anthems. One class of 
very wee girls and boys lisped through "Away in 
a Manger." At intervals everything became very 
quiet; then voices, faint as though far in the dis
tance, were heard, gradually growing louder as 
the singers approached from a room in the corner 
of the building. 

The High School Glee Clubs assisted in the 
music. 
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Everyone was requested to sing the last hymn. 
There was such a response t hat the very air r ang 
with the Christmas spirit. 

At three o'clock the program terminated and 
the students rushed forth eager for S anta Claus 
and two week's'vacation. 

The Junior Tacky party, given for th e Seniors 
in January, was certainly worthy of the reputation 
the Junior's have of be ing "peppy" and original. 
The affair took place at the Y. W. C. A. and was 
chaperoned by Miss Rauner, Miss Sandford, and 
Miss Frost. 

Everyone was instructed to abandon all scruples 
he might have about fine appearances and to 
attend dressed in a nything that was not too dis
reputable. The results, although not exactly 
fashionable, were highly entertaining. 

During the Grand March, which afforded as 
much hilarity to the spectators as it did to the 
participators, the tackiest costumes were chosen 
by the chaperones. Eleanor Tomb, who went 
back some 20 years into the past to achieve the 
startling effect of her gown, and Wildurr Willing 
who clearly betrayed his masculinity, in spite of his 
flapper disguise, by wearing men's garters to hold 
up ladies' silk stockings, excelled all other attempts 
at tackiness and carried off the prizes. Eleanor's 
young heart was delighted with a squeak balloon, 
while the charmingly feminine Wildurr was 
awarded a rattle to improve each s hining hour of 
amusement. 

The rest of t he evening after the Grand March 
was frolicked away in dancing with Knight's 
Orchestra playing. 

Punch was served for refreshment. 
On the afternoon of October 14, 1925, th e Sup

per Club met for the first time since adjourning 
the previous June. At this meeting the following 
officers were elected: Irene Krown, President; 
Florence Peterson, Vice-President; Eloise I.oring, 
Secretary; Florence Murtagh, Treasurer; and 
Frances Greene, Parliamentarian. As Mrs. Toone, 
our Advisor, was soon to leave on a vacation, Mrs. 
Halliday was elected to take her place. 

The first supper meeting of the year was held 
on October 21. The teachers of the high school 
were present and witnessed the installation of 
officers. 

This year Conference opened on the thirteenth 
of November. It was held in Balboa and was very 
successful. Our Club won the song contest with a 
Girl Re serve song written by Hattie Belle Rad er. 

One of the most interesting meetings of the year 
was the one held on Ancon Hill in Fe bruary. We 
climbed the hill jus t before sunset, and returned 
in t he moonlight. 

During Faster week a camp was held at Taboga 
Island. This was the first time that camp had 
been held during the school year. It was very 
successful and we h ope to have another one next 
year. 

Plans are now underway for a carnival to be 
held in order to secure funds to send a delegate 
to one of the Conferences in the States this summer. 

The English Literature class attended the 
reading of Burns' poems, by Mr. "Scotty" 
Patterson of Balboa, at the Y. W. C. A. 

The reading was very amusing, and one had to 
pay strict attention, in order to get the meaning 
from the Scotch dialect. As Mr. Patterson is 
Scotch, his dialect is fluent and he has many 
humorous remarks and jokes. 

After the reading, Mr. Patterson was asked to 
sing some Scotch songs. Mr. Patterson has a 
very good voice, and Scotch songs are always 
pleasing. He sang among other selections, the 
old, but always popular ballads, "Auld Lang 
Syne," and "Annie Laurie." 

On Friday, May 23, the High School Basket
ball team gave a dance at the Mosque. 

This dance was given in o rder to get basketball 
equipment for the boys' t eam. 

Of course all the High School was there, and 
Currier's Orchestra was at its best. But there is 
one thing we would like to know: Where were 
the refreshments? 

However, the dance was a success and everyone 
had a good t ime. 

On April 1 7, eighty students gathered early in 
the morning at Pier 17, for the Junior Taboga 
trip. They were chaperoned by Mr. and Mrs. 
McCommons, Miss Sanford, Miss Rauner, and 
Mr. Northrup. The Army launch Mc Kie, under 
the supervision of Lieutenant Stephens of Fort 
Clayton, was chartered for the trip. 

THE ZONIAN. 55 



56 THE ZONIAN. 

The launch left the pier at eight-thirty. Pea
nuts and chewing gum were passed around. Two 
ukeleles, combined more or less harmoniously 
with eighty voices, furnished the music for the 
voyage. 

When the launch reached Taboga landingatthe 
Aspinwall dock, there was a mad scramble for 
bathing suits and cameras, these articles having 
been secreted in the various nooks and crannies 
of the boat. While the boys unloaded the eats, 
which consisted ot hot dogs, rolls, and ice cream, 
the girls walked up to the house which was set 
aside for the pieknickers. As everyone was hot 
and in a rather wilted condition as a result of such 
arduous duties, bathing suits were quickly donned 
and the party regathered at the dock. 

There were rowboats waiting at the dock to 
take the bathers to the beach, all o f which were 
soon filled—some, overfilled. One of the latter 
happened to have the unlucky 13 in it; naturally 
it swamped. As the boat was close to shore, 
everyone swam out so there were no casualties 
resulting. Upon reaching shore, the shipwrecked 
passengers found that the excitement had caused 
a ninety pound corbina to leave the water via a 
native fishing line, evidently preferring being 
caught than remaining in the water where there 
was so much commotion. 

The water at the beach was fine. Sand baths, 
voluntary and otherwise, toy cayucos and punts, 
and a ball, lent diversity to the dip. Many 
snapshots of many groups were taken and a "real 
good time was had by all" despite the fact that 
many were by this time sunburned to a beautiful 
sunset hue. 

After the swim, the party went in rowboats 
back to the picnic house for luncheon. Here a 
big camp fire had been built over which the "dogs" 
were heated to suit the taste of the eater. Leon 
Greene, the "Pr'esidump," (as he terms himself) 
of the Junior Class, presided over the ice cream 
freezer. So it has yet to be determined whether 
all were served with the dessert. 

For the afternoon's entertainment a dance was 
held in the Aspinwall ballroom. Knight's fam
ous orchestra furnished lively music and everyone 
enjoyed the dancing. The time for departure 
arrived all too soon, and to the regret of the entire 
party the music ceased. 

At five o'clock the party boarded the launch 
and left Taboga on the homeward journey. All 

were in high spirits at the start but gradually 
subsided as the launch made its way through a 
rough sea. This caused quite a number of stu
dents and chaperones to succumb. An occasional 
burst of song from some brave enthusiast, or a 
few chords enlivened the trip home. 

The annual short-story contest among the 
Sophomores, Juniors, and Seniors, was held in the 
latter part of March. The short stories con
tributed by the students were some of the best 
that have ever been written by them. The 
English teachers; Mrs. A. B. Goodenow; Mrs. 
W. A. Lawlor; Miss Mae Smith, the principal 
of the grades; and Mrs. Abernathy, the eighth 
grade instructor, were the judges. They awarded 
the first four places to: "The Response," by 
Hattie Belle Rader; "Pancho Castillo's Carnival," 
by Charles Palacio; "The Castaways," by Thomas 
Northrop; and last but not least "The Return," 
by Agnes Willoughby. 

There were several other stories that received 
honorable mention which the limited space in 
the annual prevented being printed. These were: 
"The Command," by Andrew Donovan; "Chi-
quita Pool," by Mary MacDade; "The One-eyed 
Villian," by Robert Essex; "The Pit of the Dead," 
by Ralph Hendricksen; and "I Wonder," by 
Fred Helmerichs. 

In November the Juniors entertained the entire 
school and the faculty at a cafeteria luncheon 
served on the third floor of the school building. 
A tempting array of sandwiches, pickles, cakes, 
and other dainties was displayed on three tables 
behind which attractive Juniors stood and in
formed the hungry students just how delicious this 
sandwich or that cake was. As a result within a 
half hour they were sold out, and the waiters would 
have gone lunchless had they not exercised their 
cleverness and kept a reserve supply in the kitchen 
at the Domestic Science Building. Miss Rauner, 
petite but efficient, presided at the end of the line 
and supervised the finances. 

At 12 o'clock Knight's orchestra enticed every
one from eating to dancing. Mr. McCommons 
extended the lunch hour 15 minutes that the 
students might indulge in jazz a while longer before 
settling down to calmer intellectual pursuits. 

The affair was a tremendous success. 

THE ZONIAN. 57 

THE SENIOR PLAY. 

Engelke. They were skil lful players and deserve 
commendation. 

The play was produced under the able direction 
of Mrs. A. B. Goodenow, with whom the cast 
agrees it was a pleasure to work. Every one 
thanks Mrs. Goodenow for her kind work and 
excellent coaching. 

Not a small bit of the success of the play is due 
to the efforts of those helping on the stage and 
selling tickets. The students who typed the parts 
are doubly thanked and our only regret is that we 
are not able to give a list of their names here. 

"Adam and F.va" 
A modernized version of Milton's 
immortal and not to say immoral 

epic 
"Pair o' Dice Lost." 

By Guy Bolton and George Middleton 
An apple of enticement to be offered by the 

Senior Class of Balboa High School 
on Friday evening at eight-fifteen at the 

Balboa Hothouse. 
Satan offers special reserved seats in the 
lowest level at only one dollar each. 

Good fireside seats may be obtained from 
the stage manager, 

Mr. Beezlebub, at 75 cents each. 

Fair Adam and fair Eva with her directional a im; 
sing, 

O sing, of jolly Andrew's fate, at the hands of 
Adam's 

Chosen spouse, and of the dire event which 
completed Clinton's woe and made the family 

o'er. Sing, Ogracious muse, of the outcome of it all. 
Butno—nomoreof this,come and learn yourself. 

THE SENIOR AND THE FRESHMAN. 

Sydney Smith. 

Once a little freshman hit a senior on the back, 
The senior, big and husky, sat the freshman on a tack. 

"Wah!" bawled the little freshman, "I'll get you for that." 
He went right that instant, and sat on the senior's hat. 

"Aha!" cried the great big senior, as the ruined hat he spied, 
'There'll be murder in the woodshed; I'll warm your little hide." 
The freshman struggled vainly to do the senior harm, 
The senior gave a laugh, but he didn't give a darn. 
At last within the woodshed, he wielded hard the birch, 
And the freshie, sore but wiser, on a pillow had to perch. 

On the evening of March 19, at 8.15 in the 
evening, the Senior Class presented "Adam and 
Eva," a clever three-act play by Guy Bolton and 
George Middleton. 

The leading parts were taken by Naenia Baxter 
and James Driscoll, the former as Eva and the 
latter as Adam. They deserve praise for the mas
terly handling of their lines. The others taking 
part were: Mary McConaghy, Frances Greene, 
Helen French, William Wedwalt, Byrne Hutch-
ings, Ralph Jensen, Wildurr Willing, and Richard 

Of Eva's just obedience, and the wealth 
ot that forbidding man, whose mortal taste 

Broughtsorrow unto the Kings,and all their woe, 
With loss of home, till o ne greater Adam 

Should restore them to their sense, and their 
Blissful state, Sing, O heavenly muse, who, 

On the secret top of Ancon Hill, didst inspire 
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"NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH." 

A Comedy in Three Acts 
By JAMES MONTGOMERY. 

Presented on May 21, 1926, by the Junior Class 
of Balboa High School, at the National Theater, 

Panama City. 

Cast of Characters. 

Robert Bennett WILLIAM MENGES 
E. M. Ralston LEON GRE ENE 
Dick Donnelly HARRY SMITH 
Clarence Van Dusen. LESLIE BANAN 
Bishop Doran ARCHIE FRENCH 
Gwendolyn Ralston KATHERINE TOMB 
Mrs. E. M. Ralston MIRIAM HALLORA N 
Ethel Clark ELOISE LULL 
Mabel Jackson RUTH JOHNSON 
Sabel Jackson FRANCES BROWN 
Martha KATHERINE CONGER 

At the Balboa Clubhouse on Friday evening, 
June 4, the Balboa High School, for the benefit 
of THE ZONIAN, put on the following vaudeville 
program, with music supervised by Miss Currier: 

High School Boys' Glee Club College Songs 

Four-part Songs Ancon Sixth Grade 

"THE MONKEY'S PAW." 

Play in three scenes. 
Dramatized by Louis N. Parker. 

Characters. 

Mr. White 
Mrs. White 
Herbert White 
Sergeant-Major Morris 
Mr. Sampson 

Tap dance ELIZABETH GRANB ERRY 
Gypsy Dance GERTRUDE HARRISON 
Three-part Songs. BALBOA SIXTH GRADE 
Toe Dance MARJORY QUINN 

"CASTLES IN SPAIN." 
A Sketch. 

Characters. 

Spanish girl SARA DE L A PENA 
American girl BETTY JACK. 
Spanish Dancers GERTRUDE HARRISON, ALMA MANN, 

JOSEPH DURAN 

'Roll 'Em Girls" DOROTHY DUVALL, SAR ITA DE LA PAZ 

Ballet: 
Under the direction of ELIZABETH GRANBE RRY. 

Saw Solo CHARLES WILLIAMS 
"Give Me a Kiss" ZONABELLE AND MAR GARET AYERS 

Directress Mrs. C. PATTERSON 

Synopsis of Scenes. 

Act 1. Interior of a broker's office in one of the principal 
uptown hotels. 

Acts 1 and 3. Parlor in summer home of E. M. Ralston, 
Long Island. 

Clock operator and property ?nan STANTON PETERSON 
Advertising Manager RICHARD JOHNSON 
Manager of ticket sale WILLIAM VAN SICKLEN 

Music furnished by the High School Orchestra under the 
direction of Miss Helen Currier 

CHORUS. 

"Charleston." 
"Who?" 

"Yes Sir, That's My Baby." 

MARY MCCONAGHY, GERTRUDE HARRISON, MARGARET AYERS, 
ZONA AYERS, FLORENCE MURTAGH, ELIZABETH GRANBERRY, 

Under the direction of ELIZABETH GRANBERRY. 

Accompanists... . ANNA SAPHIR, FLORENCE TENNESON 

Advertising Manager RICHARD JOHNSON 

Stage Manager THOMAS NORTHRUP 

Sponsor Miss NELLIE HOPKINS 

THE TRAGEDY. 

Katherine Conger, '27. 

The shades of night were falling fast 
When through the streets toward home there passed 
A youth, who muttered with wild eye 
A strange, sad word (I wonder why!) 

"Examinations!" 

His brow was sad; he heaved a sigh. 
"A coincides with B. But why?" 
What language this he muttered low? 
What thing was it that vexed him so? 

' Examinations!" 

A week had passed; but, ah! not he, 
And so he pined away, "You see," 
He whispered as he breathed his last, 

"I foolishly have tried to pass 
'Examinations!' " 

JAMES DRISCOLL 
FRANCES GREENE 
. .  .SYD NEY SMITH 
.  EUGENE CLOUD 

AMOS CARR 
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A L U M N I  

Stella Isabel Newboldy '26. 

It is wonderful how the Alumni pass through 
the doors of Balboa High School to places both 
near and far. There is very little record of some, 
but of the others we have been able to obtain the 
following: 

1925. 
Dorothy Eastman, President of the Senior Class, 

is attending the Boston Conservatory of Music. 
John Tatom is in the Annapolis Training Class 

at Hampton Roads, Va. Word received recentlv 
is that he is progressing steadily. 

Katherine Brown is at present studying music 
in the Eastman School, Rochester, N. Y. 

Florence Robinson has a clerical position in one 
of the large department stores in Germantown, Pa. 

Earle Gerrans is taking a course in dentistry 
at the University of Pennsylvania. 

After a long vacation spent in the States, Mary 
Peace is living with her parents in the Canal 
Zone. Margaret Woodruff and Edith Trowbridge 
reside at Quarry Heights and Pedro Miguel, 
respectively. 

Florence Tonneson has returned from an 

extended trip to the States. While away, Florence 
had a position as stenographer in New York. 

William Allen, Theressa Betz, James Woodruff, 
and Constance Graff are taking up further work 
in Balboa High School. 

Paul Sullivan is working for a construction 
company in Colombia. 

Latest news from Marion Locken is that she is 
attending the College of Mount St. Vincent-on-the-
Hudson. 

Paul Duran is at present employed by the 
Panamanian Government in Panama City. 

Helene Grimison is in the Cedar Crest College 
at Allentown, Pa. 

Nicholas Stanziola has gone to Italy with his 
parents where he will make his future home. 

Leon Weiss has gone to San .Antonio, Tex., with 
his parents. 

The following are successfully employed in 
different departments in the Canal Zone: James 
Burgoon, Jacob Van Hardeveld, Agnes McDade, 
Rena de Young, Loretta Kocher, George Gregory, 
Eleanor Ayers, Alice Oliver, and Oliver Schroyer. 
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Ruth Breneman is holding a temporary position 
with the Army at Corozal. 

Ralph Clements is working in a real estate office 
in Seattle, Wash. He gave up the idea of going to 
college because he felt that there was a great 
opportunity for advancement in this position. 

M A R R I A G E S  A N D  E N G A G E M E N T S .  

Ethel Wainio, '25, was married to Herbert 
Staples and is at present residing in Pedro Miguel. 

Julia Zidbeck, '25, and Max Conover were 
quietly married a few months ago and are now 
living in New Orleans. 

Mary Hearne Moore, '24, and her husband, 
Richard Moore, '24, live in Balboa. 

Lucy Wright Franklin, '25, still resides in Ancon 
with her husband. 

An engagement of much interest to her class
mates was that of Viola Bewley, '22, to Fred 
Newhard. 

Ruth Boyd, '21, was married to Dick Taylor 
of the Administration Building and they are now 
living in Balboa. 

Aneta Albin, '22, is married to Stuart Bates, a 
former employee of the Gatun Commissary. They 
are residing with the bride's parents in Babylon, 
Long Island, N. Y. 

Ida Ruth Hammer, '25, and Howard M. Fuller 
were married at the Balboa Union Church, the 
evening of April 28, 1926. They left very shortly 
after for El Centro, Santander, Colombia. 

1924. 

Florida Edwards is still doing stenographic 
work in an office in New York City. 

Marvin Banton is engaged in construction work 
in Salvador. His work with the Hebard Company 
is most satisfactory. 

Alton White is at present in Arica. He is 
expected to return soon and will resu me his duties 
in the Canal Zone. 

Andrew Whitlock, Phyllis Milliken, Mattie Lee 
Brown, Robert Engelke are still holding positions 
in the Panama Canal Service. 

Philip Thornton is at the University of Pennsyl
vania, in Philadelphia. 

1923-

Anna Van Sicklen, Olena Hutchings, and Anita 
Wood are all employed in the Administration 
Building. 

Horace Clark, after spending a year in the 
University of Washington in Seattle, is now spend
ing his t ime doing construction work in Salvador. 
Horace expects to return to the Canal Zone for 
a vacation some time in the near future. 

How's the weather to-day! Just ask Wayne 
Banton, for on account of being in the Hvdro-
grapher's Office, he knows. 

Anita Sergeant is on the Gold side, but she 
hasn't forgotten us, for she pays us a visit once 
in a while. 

The Health Office is very fortunate in having 
Helen Huber to work for them. 

Esther Greene is in the Rochester Business 
Institute in Rochester, N. 1'. Word received lately 
is to the effect that she enjoys her studies. 

Arlee Greene is a physical director in a Y. W. 
C. A. building in Germantown, Pa. 

IQ22. 

Those working in the Canal Zone are: Thomas 
Doran, Majorie Gerrans, Catherine Luckey, 
Margaret Montgomery, Viola Bewley, and Irene 
Stewart. 

Beryl Ilgen is attending college in the States. 
William Sargeant works in Cristobal and re

sides there with his parents. 
Ellen Roberts is studying law and music in the 

Cleveland Law School, in Cleveland, Ohio. She 
will go to New York next year where she will 
complete her studies. 

A FA MOUS RAID. 
James Driscoll, '26. 

Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
Of a famous raid of a buccaneer. 
The City of Panama was serene 
When Pirate Morgan appeared on the scene. 
He braved the jungles, their heat and thirst, 
And finally on the clearing burst, 
Appeared at the city in '71, 
And set the Spaniards on the run. 
Plunder and murder were his aim 
By which, in England, he won great fame. 

Weird tales of cruelty are often told 
With romance woven hundredfold 
Around this famous buccaneer 
Who neither man nor God did fear. 
But all in all you will agree 
This famous author of cruelty 
In a public square should have been hung 
And the bells of all the churches rung 
For the ending of a bloody career 
Of an infamous, notorious, buccaneer. 
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EXCHANGES. 
Irene Brown, '26. 

-«SI 

By the aid of our exchanges we are able to 
keep in touch with other schools from year to 
year. Through the exchanges we learn what is 
being featured in other schools for the year, and 
what our school is doing in comparison with the 
larger schools in the United States. We are al
ways glad to receive our old friends, and there is 
always a welcome for the new ones. 

The following exchanges were received this year: 
The Owl, Wellsville, New York. 
The Student, Covington, Kentucky. 
The Argus, Gardner, Massachusetts. 
La Revista, La Salle, Panama. 
The Key, Battle Creek, Michigan. 
The Caribbean, Cristobal, Canal Zone. 
The High School Recorder, Saratoga Springs, New York. 
The IFhisp, Wilmington, Delaware. 

SCHOOL NOTES. 

We have information of former teachers of the 
faculty of the Balboa High School as follows: 

Miss Edna V. Baer, Commercial teacher, 
1920-1922, now has a good position as teacher in 
Auburn, California. 

Miss Hattie B. Paul, teacher of Spanish and 
History, 1920-1922, is now living in Dunnigan, 
California. 

Mrs. Harrison Williams, formerly Miss B. 
Denny, Mathematics teacher, 1920-1922, now 
resides in Galveston, Texas. 

Mrs. Ford Attaway, formerly Miss Etta Nor-
cutt, Domestic Science teacher, 1921-1923, is 
living in Balboa. Occasionally she does substi
tute work for the Sewing and Cooking classes. 

Mr. Bernard' L. Boss, Principal, 1920-1925, 
lives in Abbotsford, Wisconsin. 

Miss Ruth. Thomas, English and Historv 
teacher, 1922-1924, teaches English and Spanish 
in Elko, Nevada. 

Miss Sheila Cockeran, Commercial teacher, 
1922-1923, is at present attending the University 
of Manila, at Madrid, Spain. 

Miss Grace Sherman, Spanish and History 
teacher, 1922-1925, attended the University of 
California the first semester of this year and re
ceived her California Teacher's Certificate. She 
is now residing in Danville, Ohio. 

THE IDEAL GIRL. 

CHARACTER. 

Poise.—Naenia Baxter. 
Charm.—Emily Conley. 
Gentleness.—Eloise Loring. 
Wit and Humor.—Annie McDade. 
Vivacity.—Mary McConaghy. 
Athletic Ability.—Florence Murtagh. 
Refinement.—Florence Peterson. 
Assurance.—Stella Newbold. 
Modesty.—Consuelo Camara. 
Domesticity.—Alice Halloran. 
Soft voice.—Elizabeth Manley. 
Sportsmanship.—Mary Jo Lowe. 
Musical Ability.—Mildred Oliver. 
Calmness.—Frances Greene. 

PHYSICAL APPEARANCE. 

Skin.—Eloise Loring. 
Hair.—Emily Conley. 
Eyes.—Emily Conley. 
Eyebrows.—Emily Conley. 
Nose.—Naenia Baxter. 
Mouth.—Elizabeth Manley. 
Teeth.—Hattie Belle Rader. 
Chin.—Florence Peterson. 
Neck.—Katherine Miller. 
Shoulders.—Katherine Miller. 
Arms.—Katherine Miller. 
Hands.—Hattie Belle Rader. 

Figure.—Consuelo Camara. 
Clothes.—Naenia Baxter. 
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The Track 
Team 

Standing-
Left to right: 

J. Vengoechea 
G. McGuigan 
F. Cross 
C. Butters 
C. Trowbridge 
H. Smith. 

Kneeling— 
Left to right: 

J. Duran 
L. Greene 
E. Anastaciado. 

The Tennis 
Team 

Standing— 
Left to right: 

Mr. Wilson 
J. Woodruff 
J. Drescoll 
R. Jensen 

Front row-
Left to right: 

R. Robinson 
F. Cross 
C. Butters 
K. Knabenshue 
H. Smith. 
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BOYS ATHLETICS. 
Byrne llutchings, '26. 

BASEBALL. 

Balboa "Hi" was again victorious in baseball 
by winning from Cristobal "Hi" two games out 
of the three scheduled in the 1926 series. 

The first game was played on the Twilight 
diamond at Balboa and was won bv the B. H . S. 
team. The second game, scheduled to be played 
at Cristobal the following Saturday, was a defeat 
for the Balboa "Hi." 

The final game, as coaches Bogda and Goodrich 
decided, was played at Cristobal. The grounds 
were dry," so the game was fast. The excellent 
playing of both teams is to be mentioned, as well 
as the game being clean and sportsmanlike. B. H. 
S. got right into the game as did C. H. S.; but as 
Soon as C. H. S. put three runs across the plate, 
B. H. S. started. T he fielding of C. H. S. allowed 
only 8 hits and 6 runs, while that of B. H. S. al
lowed 2 hits and 3 runs. 

The following are the results in box score of the 
last and deciding game: 

Balboa High School. 

Players 

Cross, lb 

James, 3b 
Butters, 2b. 
Van Siclen, rf. 
Russey, rf 
Driscoll, ss.... 
Trowbridge, c. 
Knabenshue, cf 
Wedwalt, If. . 
Hutchings, p. 

Totals.. 

Cristobal High School. 

A.B. R. H. Players 

5 1 2 Wills; 2b. 
Coffey, 3b, c 
Ordway, lb. 
Klunk, c, p 
Peterson, If, 3b 
Wirt/., m 
Grider, p. . . . 
Higgason, If.. 
Miller, ss. . . . 
Eggleston, rf. 

xDavs 

A.B. R. H. 

3^ 8 Totals 29 
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Standing: H. J. Greiser; L. Golden; E. Allen; H. Knight; R. Wood; C. Butters. 
Sitting: W. Wedwaldt; B. Hutchings; H. Granberry; F. Helmerichs. 

SWIMMING. 

A great deal of interest was taken this year by 
the boys in swimming. An interclass meet was 
planned and run off in great style. Some swim
mers, not even thought of, came to the front and 
gained favor for the on-coming interscholastic 
meet with Cristobal. The final score was in 
favor of the Sophs. 

The Sophs scored 50 points, the Juniors 34, the 
Seniors 29, and the Freshmen 18. 

INTERCLASS SWIMMING MEET. 

50-yard Dash. 

Golden and Hutchings tied for first. 
R. Wood and McDonald tied for third. 

50-yard Dash (girls). 

1. Angela Klemmer. 
2. Elsbeth Whaler. 
3. Juanita Orr. 
4. Margaret Bardelson. 

50-yard Breast-Stroke (boys). 

1. W. Wedwaldt. 
2. C. Butters. 
3. L. Greene. 
4. J. Duran. 

50-yard Back-Stroke (girls). 

1. Angela Klemmer. 
2. Louise Kerr. 
3. Janice Grimison. 

50-yard Back-Stroke (boys). 

1. P. Hutchings. 
2. L. Golden. 
3. L. Greene. 

100-yard Dash (boys). 
1. E. Allen. 
2. H. Granberry. 
3. W. Wedwaldt. 

100-yard Dash (girls). 
1. Louise Kerr. 
2. Elsbeth Whaler. 
3. Juanita Orr. 
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220-yard Dash (boys). Fancy Diving (girls). 

1. H. McDonald. 
2. R. Wood. 
3. E. Allen. 

1. B. Hutchings. 
2. T. Mann. 
3. R. Williams. 
4. L. Golden. 

1. Angela Klemmer. 
2. Janice Grimison. 

Fancy Diving (buys). Relay Swim. 

1. L. Golden. 
2. H. Granberry. 
3. E. Allen. 

INTERSCHOLASTIC SWIMMING MEET. 

The interscholastic swimming meet came off 
on February 20; and just as has always happened, 
B. H. S. proved too strong for C. H. S. Although 
C. H. S. lost, they showed fine spirit in keeping up 
their courage until the end. The swimming meet 
was run off a s follows: 

50-yard Dash. 

1. J. Klunk, Cristobal. 
2. F. Helmerichs, Balboa. 
3. B. Hutchings, Balboa. 
4. S. Taylor, Cristobal. 

100-yard Dash. 

1. J. Klunk, Cristobal. 
2. L. Golden, Balboa. 
3. E. Allen, Balboa. 
4. S. Taylor, Cristobal. 

50-yard Back-Stroke. 

1. B. Hutchings, Balboa. 
2. H. Granberry, Balboa 1 

3. J. Klunk, Cristobal j 
4 .  W. Coffey, Cristobal. 

tied for second. 

Plunge. 
1. H. Knight, Balboa. 
2. M. Eggleston, Cristobal. 
3. S. Taylor, Cristobal. 
4. F. Helmerichs, Balboa. 

220-yard Swim. 

1. R. Wood, Balboa. 
2. W. Wedwaldt, Balboa. 
3. M. Eggleston, Cristobal. 
4. T. Parson, Cristobal. 

50-yard Breast-Stroke. 

1. W. Coffey, Cristobal. 
2. W. Wedwaldt, Balboa. 
3. C. Butters, Balboa. 
4. P. Hayden, Cristobal. 

Fancy Diving. 

1. W. Coffey, Cristobal. 
2. B. Hutchings, Balboa. 
3. L. Golden, Balboa. 
4. P. Hayden, Cristobal. 

J 68-yard Relay Swim. 

1. Balboa High School: 
B. Hutchings, F. Helmerichs, L. Golden, E. Allen 
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As T H E  Z O K I A N  goe s to press before basket
b a l l is under way, only a few of rht- B . H. S. games 
can be recorded. From the games already played 
this year the team has proved that it-is able to 
defend the B. H. S. title. All th e players in these 
games deserve mention for their hard playing 
and clean sportsmanship. 

The regular line-up for the team is: 
Jones Forward 
Anastuciado Forward 
Woodruff Forward 
Russey Forward 

Trowbridge Center 
Driscoll Center 
Butters Center 
Wedwaldt Guard 
Knabenshue Guard 
Rowe Guard 
Hutchings Guard 
Duran Guard 

The games that were scheduled and played are: 
B. H. S. 24 vs. Corozal Rinkydinks 16. 

B. H. S. 25 vs. Corozal Rinkydinks 20. 

B. H. S. 46 vs. Amador 18. 

INTKRCLASS TRACK MEET. 

It seems that athletics are taking a better hold 
on the students of the B. H. S. for as before in all 
the other events, an interclass track meet was 
planned also, for the purpose of finding out "who's 
who" in track. The Juniors took the contest by 
the overwhelming score of 42 points. The other 
classes were as follows: Seniors, 11; Sophomores, 
10; Freshmen, 5. The following are the list of 
events and the winners: 

50-yard Dash. 

1. Anastaciado, Junior. 
2. Vengoechea, Sophomore. 
3. McGuigan, Sophomore. 

100-yard Dash. 

440-yard Dash. 
1. Cross, Junior. 
2. Anastaciado, Junior. 
3. Duran, Junior. 

Shut Put. 

1. Trowbridge, Senior. 
2. Duran, Junior. 
3. Knight, Sophomore. 

High Jump. 

1. Williams, Freshmen. 
2. Anastaciado, Junior. 
3. McGuigan, Sophomore. 

220-yard Dash. 

1. Duran, Junior. 
2. Vengoechea, Sophomore. 
3. Greene, Junior. 

1. Greene, Junior. 
2. Butters, Senior. 
3. Taylor, Sophomore. 

Broad Jump. 

1. Anastaciado, Junior. 
2. Butters, Senior. 
3. Helmerichs, Junior. 

Relay. 
1. Junior-team: 

Anastaciado, Duran, Smith, Greene. 
Totals in points: 

Juniors, 42. 

Seniors, 11. 
Sophomores, 10. 
Freshmen, 5. 

INTERSCHOLASTIC TRACK MEET. 

The interscholastic track meet was held at 
Balboa Stadium, February 27. C. H. S. came 
over in good form and at the beginning of the 
meet the B. H. S. stood no chance with them. 
Nevertheless, B. H. S. did not give up and grad
ually came through with many first pl aces, so that 
B. H. S. won the meet with the score of 42 to 17. 
The results were as follows: 

50-yard Dash. 

1. Anastaciado, Balboa. 
2. F.ggleston, Cristobal. 
3. Hutchings, Balboa. 

High Jump. 

1. Eggleston, Cristobal. 
2. Hutchings, Balboa. 
3. Greene, Balboa. 
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100-yard Dash. 

1. Eggleston, Cristobal. 
2. Anastaciado, Balboa. 
3. Hutchings, Balboa. 

1. Knight, Balboa. 
2. Trowbridge, Balboa. 
3. Eggleston, Cristobal. 

Shot Put. 

220-yard Dash 

2. Greene, Balboa. 
3. Hutchings, Balboa. 

Broad Jump. 

1. Hutchings, Balboa. 
2. Eggleston, Cristobal. 
3. Anastaciado, Balboa. 

Relav Race. 
1. Balboa: 

SOCCER FOOTBALL. 

The introduction of soccer football in the ath
letic line of B. H. S. caused a great deal of excite
ment among the boys. Every boy elegible turned 

out but only a few games were played. It is 
hoped that there will be more games the following 
year. 

[iugMH;;:gKa!rJl 

We wish to thank Mr. H. J. Grieser, Mr. E. A. 
Bogda, Mr. T. R. King, and Mr. H. Northrup for 
the support which they have given us fellows in 
the way of helping us out this year in our athletics. 
We appreciate their help deeply and hope that 
by our victories we have proved to them that 
what we did was for them and for the school. 
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G I R L S  A T H L E T I C S  
Mary Jo Lowe, '26. 

BOWLING. 

BALBOA V S .  CRISTOBAL. 

Saturday, December 5, 1925, the Balboa Girls' 
Bowling Team competed against the Atlantic side 
team. The game was not unusually interesting; 
in fact the result was the same old thing. The 
Balboa team defeated their opponents by a margin 
of 42 pins. This showed plainly that the players 
from Balboa were undoubtedly the best. The 

game was played on the Gatun alleys. The follow
ing girls bowled: 

Cristobal. 
Helen Housel 
Edna May Ryan 
Clara May 
Beatrice Housel 
Helen Bath 
Lillian Housel 

Balboa. 
Ruth Johnson 
Florence Murtagh 
Gladys Bleakley 
Mary McConaghv 
Dorothy Klump 
Agnes Willoughby 

THE NURSERY ROMANCE. 

Betty Jack, '2J. 

The little toy soldier was walking his post, 
At the nursery doorway one night. 

The house was asleep but the moon that shore in, 
Bathed the whole of the room with her light. 

She was dressed in a dance frock of crimson chiffon, 
Slashed with silver, embroidered with pearls, 

With slippers of silver, a wrap trimmed with fur, 
And a coronet comb in her curls. 

The soldier was weary, and lonely, and cold. 
His watch seemed exceedingly long, 

Bur he knew he must stay at his post till relieved, 
For to leave before then would be wrong. 

The little toy soldier, with never a qualm, 
Deserted his post at the sight. 

With their heads in the clouds and hand locked in hand, 
The pair wandered away in the night. 

The Grandfather's clock in the hall had struck two, 
When he heard a soft step close at hand. 

His challenge, "Who's there?" brought a terrified gasp, 
From the shadow behind the bookstand. 

They walked on and on, till they found a moonbeam, 
And up this they strolled to the moon. 

Where in Queen Luna's palace, they danced till the dawn, 
Which for both of them came much too soon. 

With hesitant step the intruder approached, 
While the soldier stood ready to fire. 

He took but one look at the doll who appeared, 
Ere results to his heart were most dire. 

The light of the sun brought the pair down to earth, 
Though the fall was a long one to take. 

While their race to the nursery door was scarce done, 
Before the whole house was awake. 

If this story you doubt stay awake and you'll find, 
That while the vigil you keep, 

Your toys come awake and play all the time 
That people are spending in sleep. 
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in Jllemoriam 
Louis A L L E N  

1906-1925 

"/ have sworn to win a harvest out of b arrenness and 
pain." 

In memory of one who, even in his youth, 
seemed destined to great things—one who lived 
high in the hearts of his fellow m en and pursued, 
through difficulties, a high ideal past our under
standing and knowledge. 
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With joy I swim in water clear and bright, 
And wear a suit that fits a bit too tight; 
And yet, I feel no biting sting of s hame, 
Because all others there are clad the same. 

—Charles Butters, '26. 

Miss Hopkins.—"Mary's worst fault is that 
she is too loquacious." 

Mr. Flint.—"Yes, and besides that, she talks 
too much." 

Shelm.—"Hello, Maple Sugar Daddy." 
Sheik.—"Why so confectionery!" 
Shcba.—"Because you're such a refined sap." 

Helen (in science).—"Mr. Northrop, did you 
correct our papers!" 

Mr. Northrop.—"I'm ashamed to admit it 
but I forgot to do my homework." 

Helen.—"Oh, that's all right, I forgot to do 
mine, too." 

Not very long ago Bilgray ran a special train 
on a Saturday night for the opening of his d ance 
hall. The next day the Union Church ran a special 
train to Balboa lor the dedication. This clearly 
shows which side of the Zone is going to the devil. 

T R U E .  

Mr. AC—"I shall be tempted to give t his class 
a test." 

John R.—"Yield not to temptation." 

The shades of night were failing fast, 
As through a Panaman village passed 
A youth who bore mid fields of rice, 
A banner with the strange device— 

Mariana. 
C.T. 

O N  T H E  S T R E E T  C A R .  

Two young girls we re discussing their favorite 
opera. As t he conductor came up, one girl said, 
"I simply love 'Carmen!' " The conductor 
blushed and whispered: 

"Try the motorman, Miss; I'm married." 

Y O U  N E V E R  C A N  T E L L .  

My little grandchild, who is thi rteen, 
Came and sat upon my knee, 

Opened wide her book of hist'ry 
To recite the page to me. 

Then I s aw her finger pointing 
To a picture of two men: 

Reminiscence, vague, and haunting, 
Rushed upon my mem'ry then. 

"Elias Anastaciado 
And this dashing Joe Duran 

Are studied now," she told me, 
"To get the atmosphere of man. 

"For though they never were great statesmen, 
They had much influence on their age, 

For why lead a standing army, 
When your haircut's all the rage." 

—Hattie Belle Ratter, '26. 

Archie.—"Last night I made an awful mistake." 
John.—"That so? How come?" 
Archie.—"I drank two bottles of gold paint." 
John.—"How do you feel now ." 
Archie.—"Guilty." 

Perhaps she might call him a Deer but he's a 
Stag if he hasn't the Doe. 
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He.—"Why do you call your children Peas, 
Beans, Corn, and Tomatoes?" 

She.—"So I can holler 'soup' and they'll all 
come home." 

BETTER STILL. 

An old maid was approached by a welfare 
worker: 

"Will you subscribe for the homeless men's 
fund?" asked t he solicitor. 

"No," snapped the old maid, "But I might 
consider taking one of the men." 

THE BIT TER END. 

"We'll be friends to the end." 
"Lend me ten dollars." 
"That's the end." 

Miss Hopkins.—"Who is ta lking?" 
Cheeseman.—"It's me." 
Miss Hopkins.—"It is I ." 
Cheeseman.—"Well, what did you ask me for if 

it was you ?" 

Mr. Flint.—"This is the last time I am going to 
tell you to stop talking." 

French.—"Thank goodness! Now I can talk in 
peace." 

Little grains of gree nness, 
Little grains of sass, 
Little grains of dumbness 
Make the Freshman Class. 

First Roomie.—"I get the hard pillow to-night." 
Second Roomie.—"Well, I gave i t to you." 
First Roomie.—"You're all wet! This hasn't got 

two feathers in it." 
Second Roomie.—"That's just it; it's hard up 

for feathers." 

Miss San/ord.—"Timothy, have you your lesson 
to-day?" 

Absent-minded Tim.—"No, Ma'am, have you?" 

Rollo. - "Latest reports say that lipstick is now 
being flavored with fruit juices." 

JVallo.—"Oh, now I understand what Jim 
meant when h e said Alice gave him the raspberry 
the other night!" 

"lou crook, I'll have nothing to do with you!" 
said the blotter t o the spot of ink. "You're just 
out of the pen!" 

SO UNN ECESSARY. 

Teacher.—"Johnny, how many days are there 
in each month?" 

Johnny.—" I hirty days hath September; 
All th e rest I can't remember; 
The calendar hangs on the wall— 
Why bother me with this at all?" 

PASSING FANCIES. 

In the field of dentistry, 
A t hought oft comes to me, 

Of a man I'd like to see 
Named Phil McCavity! 

THE MODERNIST. 

"Oh, what a cute little dolly! Does she cry 
'mamma' when you squeeze her?" 

"Naw! My dolly's a modern doll! She says 
'Oh, boy!' when you s queeze her." 

Joe.—"Say, F.lias, you who are supposed to be 
smart, what would you call a cannibal who has 
eaten his father and mother?" 

Elias (after deep concentration).—"Why, an 
orphan, or course." 

Golden.—"That was the most touching scene I 
ever witnessed." 

Margie.—"Where were you ?" 
Golden.—"Lip in th e typewriting room." 

YOU MAY BET. 

Cheeseman.—"Women are wanton things, eh, 
what?". 

Golden.,—"Yeh, always wantin' something." 

FJias.—"Why do the people of Samoa wear so 
little clothing?" 

Joe.—"Guess it's too hot for Samoa." 

Hutch.—"Miss Hopkins, 1 want to ask you 
about a tragedy." 

Miss //.—"Yes, go ahead." 
Hutch.—"What's my grade?" 
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AS USUAL. 

Two girls were talking over the wire. Both were 
discussing what to wear at a coming p arty. An 
impatient masculine voice kept interrupting. 
Becoming indignant, one of the girls asked: 

"What line do you think you are on, anyhow?" 
"Well," he answered, "I am not sure, but 

judging from what I've heard, I should say a 
clothesline." 

WHAT'S IN A NAME? 

Sweet Naenia was a Senior; 
She had a Ford coupe, 

And everywhere that Naenia went, 
She rattled on her way. 

Now Stella was her classmate, 
She also had a car; 

And though i t was not closed in glass, 
It took her just as far. 

But, dearie me, these maidens sad, 
Were pricked with jealous swords, 

For students always laughed and jeered 
At their poor struggling Fords. 

But Stella, with courageous h eart, 
Asked, "What's in a name? 

I know we make an awful din, 
But we get there just the same." 

—Hattie Belle Rade r, y26. 

A WORDY THREAT. 

Eu chre justify could get you I'd divest ure 
head dis may. 

Wife.—"Oh, I' m so tired of married life." 
Husband.—"So's your old man." 

Sing a song of students 
Cramming for exams, 
Flocking to the library 
Like a bunch of lambs. 

When exams are over, 
Students begin t o sing, 

"Put away the text books— 
At least until next spring." 

I here was once a young lady named Stella 
Fell in love w ith a bow-legged fella. 

This risky young chap 
Let her sit on his lap 
And she fell clear through t o the cella. 

In the State of Ar izona 
Grow some things for us to frown on 
There grows the finest cactus 
That ever I sat down on. 

Norbert J.—"Where are you going to eat?" 
B/aney.—"Let's eat up the street." 
Norbert J.—"Naw, I don't like asphalt." 

PAGE MR. FLINT. 

Leon Greene.—"What is a p olyglot?" 
Andrew Donovan.—"I don't know; I never 

studied geometry." 

Mr. N. — "What are the constituents of 
quartz?" 

W,illiam Wedwaldt.—''Pints." 

OVERHEARD IN PHYSICS. 

Mr. McCnmmons.—"What is the center of 
gravity?" 

Russell Jones.—"The letter 'V.' " 

IN HISTORY. m 
Miss Rauner.—Elsbeth, what makes the Tower 

ot Pisa lean ?" 
Elsbeth Whaler.—"I don't know, or I'd take 

some myself." 

Golden.—"See any change in me?" 
Bob.—"No, why?' 
Golden.—"I just swallowed 15 cents." 

Paul Duran.—"Why can't the English tell 
jokes-on Saturday night?" 

Charles B.—"Because they are afraid they will 
laugh in ch urch." 

Frances and Elsbeth reading sentimental 
poetry: 

Elsbeth.—"Ah, listen to this: 
'I'm sorry, dear,' he said, 
And his cheeks were w et." 

Frances (skeptically).—"Hummp—he'd prob
ably just washed his face." 



THE ZONIAN. 

Travelling on the ocean 
To me is no delight; 

For when the ship's in motion, 
And land is out of sight 

Agnes Willoughby, '•?/. 

Seven days I stand it 
With not a sight of land— 

When people say they like it 
I fail to understand. 

There comes a funny feeling, 
And then I start to wail, 

And soon you see me creeping 
In the direction of the rail. 

C H I M E S  F R O M  T H E  B U G H O U S E .  

She's my cockroach 
I'm her bug. 

She's my chewing gum, 
I'm her plug. 

If she's crazy, 
I'm demented; 

If she's happy, 
I'm contented. 

Coo! Coo! 
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THE ADVERTISERS 

Are a Big Factor in the 
Success of "The Zonian" 

ITS R EADERS 
Are Requested to Give Them 

First Consideration. 
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Remington. 
2 2  Cal ibre  Repea t ing  Ri f le  

Model  12  
—oA £Man's Sport Through and Through 

SHOOTING trains the eye, steadies the nerves and 
the fellow who has never "squinted" down the 
barrel at a scurrying rabbit has 

missed the biggest thrill of real sport. 

The Remington Model 12 Repeating 
Rifle is just the thing for all small game 
or target shooting — a little gun that 
gives big results! 

The magazine takes 15 short, 12 long or 10 long 
rifle cartridges without adjustment. Reloads in a twink

ling by merely sliding the fore - end 
back and forward.. 

Light to carry and easily taken apart for 
cleaning, the Model 12 is all that a .22 
calibre rifle should be — and more. 

Let your dealer show you 
this wonderful little gun—today. 

FIREARMS 

REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY, I nc. fi 
25 Broadway, New Y ork, U. S. A. 

AMMUNITION POCKET KNIVES 

THE ZONIAN. 

Is Cheapest and Best 
Why not learn that 

Is Cheapest and Best 
NO FOOD WASTED IN EVAPORATION 

OR TAINTED V\ ITH 
POISONOUS FUMES AND SMOKE 

S E E  O U R  N E W  R A N G E S  
EVERY RANGE TESTED FOR 

YOUR SATISFACTION 

EASY PAYMENT TERMS 

Fuerza y Luz 
C O L O N  

Cia. Panamena de 
P A N A M A  

Delaware 

Punch 

lie unniiimiiiimniniinniiiTTTTTTi iiImiminiiimM.nriinimnnnniniHiinnmnnimmnnTninnT 
"TlilHSnMiajiit tTgrrirrr ;ggirrgjr-Tir?r-ryTi,g-.TirTrf< m 

Antonio's 
30 Central Avenue : : Panama City 

-s-

HEADQUARTERS FOR 

Parisian Novelties 
and 

Dresses  

II 

ISi 
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PANAMA 

Compliments; 
OF 

Panama Agencies Co. 

CRISTOBAL BALBOA 

»  *  » *  ' M - j l i u j » » » ' » '  
innnniiniTiiiT——— *j 

.T,'.'.T .-rr.r •:'IT; .7 •T-T-T^.T.-.T.'.'r-.TK'.n 

Compliments! 

OF 

DR. H. W. MITTEN 
DENTIST 

II 
I R „ |§j Balboa Canal  Zone  

||BSiiESESSEEEl.®iEEEI 

Compliments 

! Canal Eone Restaurants 

CARL STROM 
Manager 

THE ZONIAN. 

To get from outdoors the thrill that 
outdoors owes you have your eyes 
e x a m i n e d  w i t h o u t  d e l a y  . . . .  

The Scadron Optical Company 
PANAMA: 

23 Central Avenue 
COLON: 

9.034 Front Street 
;I' J!EEI1 J JLS11' UI1 IK' ?T. 
n iiini ii uniiD nmniiiiiiiii liiniinimm m 

ii m 
Compania De 

| Navegacion Nacional jfl 
(National Navigation Co.) 

;-:l 
B 

rtiT'i-j ajLOimCTTrii^i. i. nmmE I 
I ;• nnraira 

STEAMSHIP SERVICE TO ALL PACIFIC 
PORTS OF THE REPUBLIC OF PANAMA 

MAIL CONTRACTORS TO THE PANAMA 
GOVERNMENT 

Passenger and Freight Service 

m 

ii Regular Sailings to Pedregal for 
Boquete 

ji For Rates and Dates of Sailing, Write or Phone 

Address: 

;j National Navigation Company 
Box 180, Panama City 

Phones: 1068 and 542 Corporation 

I ffljSmSBBSEfflff SfimSfim 

Phone 866 P. O. Box 166 

DR. DONALD R. YOUNG 
SURGEON DENTIST 

Graduate of Northwestern University 
Chicago 

Santa Ana Plaza Panama City 
(Upstairs Eldorado Theatre) 

AUTOMOBILE PROTECTION 
FIRE 
THEFT 
COLLISION 
PROPERTY DAMAGE 

: Special Rates for the Canal Zone : 

National F ire Insurance Co. o f H artford 
H. T. Boone 

Gen. Agt. 
Enrique de la Guardia 

Assoc. Gen. Agt. 

CENTRAL HOTEL BLDG. 
BOX 172 TEL. 714 

P A N A M A  
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H PANAMA 
P. O. Box 284 

Phone, Panama 335 

OAKLAND 
CHEVROLET 

!g| CADILLAC 
|g[ OLDSMOBILE 

ill BUICK a 
II CARS 
1 

^SyTmfT TTTTTT frT TfT [nT TTTT!fT TTTTTTfff flf fT ffT TTmfT TTTTTTfTfT fT UfT fT TTTTfT TTlT TTfT TTTTT] ?T7TlT Tt TTflT fT fT ffT TTT HTTT?T1 ftfTTfirfTT 

Panazone Garage Co. 
Goodyear Tires 

Motor Accessories 
Best Service Station in Panama 

apron rnmrrnnrnnn mn m inn nnnn r 

COLON 
P. O. Box, Cristobal 1045 

Phone, Colon 5 

HARLEY-DAVIDSON 
MOTORCYCLES 

DELCO LIGHT 
EXIDE BATTERY 

51: : 
HI 

57 rail in: tfk n: ehcSSjE 
n.nimLinm; iml iimi: m 

- , - •'' mini IIIIIII  I r-rry-rgm tttt : -rrr -t? rj -r 'zr •zzzi gtr; i fri si; 7x7: > 

111 F0R • • 
GRADUATION DRESSES 

11 
ill 

C" FOSTER 
22 CENTRAL AVENUE 

111 
: 
II. s 
ii 

Headquarters for Woman's Apparel 

The 
ONLY AMERICAN STORE 

Of It's Kind 

IppmimmimimimiTminmiiTn me Miimnm:i;;i, I -g™ EUA&iL-uLEoa-rgra . •: aHEiiin mra r-rwiczzzisxic nr-amm 

P. (). Box 483 
PANAMA 

P. (). Box 2004 
ANCON, C. Z. 

551: : 

1 

R .  L I N C E  &  Co  
IMPORTERS & EXPORTERS 

OF 

PANAMA HATS 

SQUARE DEAL TO ALL 

Hi 

83 Central Avenue Telephone 965 

PANAMA, R. P. 

TTimrmmmiimmi 
SSIIs 

rniiiiiiiiiiiimiimTTTii 

DR. WM H. GRANT 
DISTRICT DENTIST 

TELEPHONE 890 4th OF JULY AVENUE, No. 1 11 

istST® [STlfl H TTIT T 
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Compliments 
to the 

Graduating Class of 1926 

from the 

PANAMA RAILROAD 

Compliments 
FROM 

tl Hospital de Panama 
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When in Panama 
DO NOT FAIL TO CALL AT 

The French Bazaar 

L A R G E  D E P A R T M E N T  S T O R E  

Headquarters for Parisian Novelties 

PANAMA 

COLON 

PARIS 

Innnninnnn MUK-r-aca 

I. L. Maduro, Jr 
PANAMA CITY CATHEDRAL PLAZA 

Large assortments of 
Musical Instruments 
including . 

VERY OLD VIOLINS 

UKULELES, GUITARS 

MANDOLINS, Etc 

REASONABLE PRICES 

LA MASCOTA 
37 CENTRAL AVENUE 

]| LEADING MEN'S FURNISHING HOUSE 
ON THE ISTHMUS 

Tropical Clothing of all Descriptions 

Full Line of Wardrobe Trunks and 
Genuine Leather Bags 

A fin e assortment of Tweeds, Serges, 
Linen and Khaki Drills—Boots 

and Shoes, Hats and Caps, 
Shirts, Collars, Ties, 

Etc. 

CARLOS W. MULLER 
PROPRIETOR 
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Ice Cream, Soda Water, Coca Cola, Orange Crush, 
U i Ginger Ale, Club Soda, Eskimo Pies and Glassware 

Call Colon 84 or Panama 65 

The Panama Coca Cola Bottling Co. 

iy 11131111 iinilll • Ulnri Slllln mm mimi, Mri liMnnrfTfi iMimpfTMimTmmirm 'rrrMi 

Benedetti Nina Mastellari 

I 

FASHION STORE 

Central Avenue and Oth Street 

Drugs, 
Stationery, 

Printing 

P A N A M A  1 
II 

P a n a m a ,  R.  P .  
PHONE 613 
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STEPHEN LANE FOLGER, Inc. 
ESTABLISHED 1S')2 

Ma nufacturing Jewelers 
ISO BROADWAY,  NEW YORK 

CLUB AND COLLEGE PINS AND RINGS GOLD, SILVER AND BRONZE MEDALS 
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A GAS STOVE 
IS AH ORDINARY RANGE WITH A 

COLLEGE EDUCATION 

"IF IT CAN BE DONE WITH HEAT 
YOU CA N DO IT BETTER WITH GAS! 9 )  

: :•-< Panama-Colon Gas Company 
At Your Service 
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PICTURES! Taken of anything, at any time, and anywhere 

WE SPECIALIZE IN 

Quality Portraits 

THE MARINE STUDIO 
No connection with any other Studio 

109 CENTRAL AVENUE PANAMA CITY 
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