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Tech's Christmas Tree 
a Big Success 

Students Gladden Hearts 
of Many of Atlanta's 

Little Ones 

TECH MEN AND EXEMPTION 
FROM DRAFT. 

A very radical change in the situa­
tion of Georgia Tech students in re­
gard to military service has been 
brought about by a recent ruling of the 
War Department. This ruling pro­
vides for the temporary exemption 
from draft of students of seventeen 
engineering colleges in the United 
States, among which is included Geor­
gia Tech. Under its provisions those 
students who rank among the highest 
third of their class as based upon an 

(Continued on page 6) 

Last Sunday afternoon between the 
hours of three and five, Georgia Tech 
was host to one hundred and thirty 
of the poor kiddies of Atlanta and the 
occasion was the annual Christmas 
tree given by the entire student body 
to the poor children of the city. This 
occasion has grown to be a very im­
portant one and one which the little 
"buttermilks" look forward to with 
great joy and expectation. Santa 
Claus would not pay a visit to many 
of these children were it not for 
Tech's Christmas tree, and it certainly 
is a great privilege to bring joy and 
gladness into the hearts of these little 
ones. 

About three o'clock the children be­
gan to arrive and the spirit of the 
Yuletide soon pervaded the air. Those 
who had arrived early could hardly 
wait for the doors to be thrown open 
and for old Santa Claus to appear in 
all his glory. Across the stage a big 
sheet had been stretched and behind 
this were all kinds of presents, from 
tin soldiers, to lighten the hearts of 
the boys, to dolls and games for the 
little girls. The presents were "fish­
ed out" from behind this curtain and 
the kids could hardly control them­
selves when a big doll or a toy engine 
would make its appearance over the 
top of the sheet to gladden some little 
"Fisherman's" heart. And when old 
Santy made his appearance joy was 
unbounded. Attired in his suit of 
red with the snow clinging to his 
whiskers, "Yap" Young reigned su­
preme. With a happy smile and a 
cheery word for everybody "Yap" 
spread joy everywhere. There was 
fruit and nuts galore and every kid 
ate until he couldn't eat and then ate 
some more. The presents held out in \ 
fine style and every little tot received 
at least two gifts, with which to re­
member the best time he or she ever 
had. As the time drew near to leave 
every one present, even the spectators, 
were loathe to depart, for every one 
hated to leave the scene of so much 
joy and merriment. With such great 
pain and suffering in the world, it cer­
tainly is a great privilege to bring joy 
and gladness into the hearts of those 
little ones who otherwise would re­
ceive no Christmas cheer, and Georgia 
Tech is proud that she can do a little 
something to make life worth living 
for the poor, unfortunate children of 
the city. The Christmas tree this year 
wras truly an "All-American" one and 
every student rallied nobly to the 
cause. Every man who gave his mite 
will enjoy his own Christmas holidays 
more through the realization that he 
has helped to brighten the life of some 
poor kid. The "Tech Christmas Tree" 
is truly a great thing and may it con­
tinue always and each year broaden 
and finally grow so large that old 
Santa Claus will be brought into the 
lives of every poor kiddie in Atlanta. 

More Tech Men in the 
U. S. Service 

117 Additional Names are 
Added to the List 

DEATH OF "SHORTY" 
PLOUGH. 

One of the saddest incidents suffer­
ed by the student body at Georgia 
Tech in recent years is the death of 
our friend and fellow student, "Shorty" 
Plough. "Shorty" was stricken with 
acute appendicitis only a few days 
ago and was taken to his home in 
Memphis, Tenn. None of us ever 
dreamed his illness so serious, and it 
was indeed a shock to all Tech to 
learn of his death last week. 

"Shorty" was one of the most like­
able and most popular men in the 
Sophomore class and with the others 
who knew him here at Tech. He was 

(Continued on page 2) 

LATIN-AMERICAN CLUB 
ORGANIZED. 

At last, after many efforts and many 
years of waiting, the Latin-American 
students of Georgia Tech have united 
and formed a club, which we hope to 
stay and fulfill their ideals. 

Tech since many years ago has had 
in the midst of her enrollment rep­
resentatives from different countries. 
Yet never in the history of the school 
have had enough men to get organized 
and form a club. 

There are eight or nine representa­
tives from Latin America—Cuba, Mex­
ico, Brazil and Colombia, being four 
Brazilians: Messrs. J. M. DeFreitas, 

(Continued on page 7) 

MRS. DR. J. B. CRENSHAW'S 
DEATH. 

The student body was deeply grieved 
on Monday of last week to learn of 
the death of Mrs. Julia W. Crenshaw, 
wife of Dr. J. B. Crenshaw, Professor 
of Modern Languages at Georgia Tech 
and Director of Athletics. Dr. Cren­
shaw is one of the most highly loved 
and deeply respected members of the 
faculty. The Technique, on behalf of 
the student body and faculty, wish to 
extend their deepest and most heart­
felt sympathies to him in the hour of 
his bereavement and grief. 

The funeral services were held 
Tuesday morning at Sacred Heart 

(Continued on page 2) 

Below is a list of 117 names of 
Georgia Tech men who are in the 
service of the Stars and Stripes, in 
addition to the list of 301 men in the 
service which were published in the 
issue of last week. This brings the 
total number of Tech men who are 
enlisted up to 418. This numeral is 
placed in the center of the star on 
Tech's Service Flag, a cut of which is 
shown on this page. 

We are endeavoring to make the list 
i complete, and if you know of anyone 
I whose name has not been included in 
either of these lists, be it your own or 
someone's else, we will greatly ap­
preciate it if you will let us know 
about it by addressing a notice of 
same to the editor-in-chief, telling the 
man's name, rank, branch of service, 
and his class as well. Any such infor­
mation will aid us greatly in making 
the list complete and in helping to 
make our service flag numeral as large 
as it ought to be. Watch the numeral 
grow, for old Georgia Tech is doing 
her full share in the great struggle of 
civilization and democracy against the 
German militarism and tyranny. 

Aiken, F. S., '17—U. S. N. R. 
Askew, W. C, Ex.—U. S. N. 
.Andrew, F. S.—Gas and Flame. 
Angus, R. M., '07—1st Lieut. Eng. 

Corps, N. Y. 
Battle, R., '16—2nd Lieut. C. R. C. 
Battle, W., Ex.—2nd Lieut. Cavalry. 
Brunson, J. F.—1st Lieut. 
Bryson, I. A., Ex.—1st Lieut. 
Barker, G. R., Ex.—Capt. Infantry. 
Barry, R. A.—1st Lieut. 
Blakely, C. A., '11—2nd Lieut. 
Brewster, E. F., Ex.—2nd Lieut. 

(Continued on page 2) 

W a t c h the Numera l G r o w . 

FOUR TECH BOYS, "SOME­
WHERE IN FRANCE," LUNCH 

TOGETHER AND RECALL 
OLD TECH DAYS. 

Following extracts from a letter 
from Lieutenant C. L. Jordan, from 
"Somewhere in France," are interest­
ing, as a reunion of Georgia boys 
"over there" must be intensely enjoy­
able to those who are fortunate enough 
to be able to get together occasionally. 

"Had lunch yesterday with Jack 
Phinizy, Stewart Byrd and Dick Whit-
ner and we had a real back-to-Tech 
talk. It is great to see the boys you 
know coming in now—makes things a 
lot nicer and more homey. 

"It is truly wonderful out here. I 
might say, 'It is France,' yet the 
American troops make it so homelike 
that I often imagine I am back and 
these green hills and gray roads are 
only dreams. I wish they were! 

"Received the 'Camp Gordon pages' 
and congratulate The Constitution on 
this patriotic contribution, which is 
sure to prove interesting and helpful 
to the boys at home and abroad. Was 
tickled to see the prominence given 
'Trench Tales' by yours truly. I am 
glad to write what the censors will 
allow as I see little remembrance of 
my happy days with the French out in 
the star shell country. 1 should love 
to tell more of my work now, but— 
C'est la guerre. 

"We split up terribly out in the old 
Reserve Mallet—some went home, 
some to the Foreign Legion and some 
to our army. What a wonderful, won­
derful bunch that was! I doubt if I 
shall ever have a finer or better band 
of comrades. Often I long to be back 
'out there,' rushing ammunition to the 
front again over those old dust-cover­
ed roads." 
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M. Blate E. Guy 
A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR! 

The Technique wishes you all a Merry Christmas and a Happy 
New Year. Take home with you all the cheer and joy that the 
holidays are due, and when they are over bring back to Tech the 
spirit and determination to make a big "spring drive" on your 
course. The "fall campaign" has been unusually hard, but we have 
succeeded in "intrenching" ourselves in new studies, military drill, 
a world championship football team, a record Y. M. C. A. fund, 
as well as a Christmas tree for the kiddies. Since we have made 
such excellent progress on all of these "sectors" we can "mass our 
attack" on the two lines of examinations as our "main objective." 
This, with a few "counter attacks" against any "portion of the 
l ine" that may suddenly weaken, will form our new year's layout. 
No doubt a "concentration" of the study "tanks" will be necessary 
to carry certain points, most likely in the Math region. 

After this "review of the situation" the Technique thinks the 
status very "satisfactory," and congratulates those who took part 
in the "operations." 

Again the Technique extends to you best wishes for Christmas 
and the New Year. 

If a man builds, nature straightway sets to work to undo his 
building. Rust eats into the iron, and decay into the wood, and 
little by little time ravages and destroys. But if a man plants, 
nature proceeds to complete his unfinished work. He sows a seed, 
and behold wheatj he plants a cutting, and behold a tree. Such is 
the difference between working alone and working with God.— 
Selected. 

WHY ARE YOU IN SCHOOL? 
One day as the venerable Duke of Wellington passed the cricket 

fields of Eton, where the boys were engaged in spirited play, he 
exclaimed forcefully: "I t was there that the battle of Waterloo was 
won! ' ' The boys of a former generation who had struggled for 
athletic victories on those same fields had there been trained to 
respond to the commander's summons when in the full tide of real 
battle he had said: "Now, gentlemen, we'll see who'll pound long­
est." 

Boys and girls go to school to train faculties that are to be of 
service in later life. School is not so much an end in itself as it is 
a preparation for what comes later. We attend classes and submit 
to instruction for a number of years and then comes commencement 
—the commencement that is of an active career, when school days 
are to be left behind. 

The writer heard a boy telling how he passed a test in arithmetic. 
Through the help of a classmate and by sly peeps at the answers 
in the back of the book he "go t b y , " as he said, and seemed very 
proud of his accomplishment. 

But what possible good did that test do him? What employer 
is ever going to ask him whether he passed it or not? He had 
cheated the teacher—but far worse than that, he had miserably 
cheated himself. 

In later years when all these school-boy expedients have been 
forgotten the only thing that will count is that discipline of mind 
and will that school is meant to give. The answers that one got for 
himself and not those he stole from another are the answers that are 
going to tell for success. The world demands, "What can you d o ? " 
and not, "Show me your diploma." Let us remember that we are 
in school to gain power and resource for life, and that if these 
precious, fleeting hours are wasted the heaviest loss comes on our­
selves.—From "The Comrade." 

THE SONG OF HEISMAN'S MEN. 

(With Apologies to Bryant.) 
Eleven are we but staunch and true 

To Tech's untarnished gold; 
Now Pennsylvania trembles 

When Heisman's name is told. 
We fight and win for Georgia Tech, 

And Tech for the good Southland; 
Our gridiron is her sunny plains, 

Her mountains our grandstand. 
i 

Boasted champions wake to find 
Our Guyon met in vain, 

For they who dared to face us 
Were beat to earth again. 

'Tis life to cross the fought-for goal, 
And see the Generals yield; 

'Tis life to hear great Teck-et-a-reck, 
And know the Commodores' doom is sealed. 

Woe to the Eastern Panthers 
Who now dare not come near! 

On them has come at dawning 
A strange and sudden fear: 

For they who failed to meet us deem 
A mighty host behind; 

They hear the golden song of Tech 
Upon the Southern wind. 

—Lester Collins Farris. 

MRS. DR. J. B. CRENSHAW'S 
DEATH. 

(Concluded from page 1) 
Church, and the Senior and Junior 
classes were excused from duty to at­
tend. The remains were sent to Balti­
more for interment. 

Mrs. Crenshaw was forty-three years 
old, and she is survived by her hus­
band, Dr. Crenshaw, and two daugh­
ters, Misses Julia and Mary Cren­
shaw. 

DEATH OF "SHORTY" 
PLOUGH. 

(Concluded from page 1) 
taking the regular course in architec­
ture, and was one of the most accom­
plished men in that course. He was a 
letter man on the all-class basket-ball 
team, and a member of the Phi Epsilon 
Pi Fraternity. 

All Georgia Tech laments his death 
with his closer friends and relatives, 
and words can never express our sin­
cere regrets over losing such a fine as­
sociate as our late friend, "Shorty" 
Plough. 

MORE TECH MEN IN U. S. 
SERVICE. 

(Concluded from page 1) 
Byrd, Clyde—2nd Lieut. U. S. R. 
Burrows, R. M., Prof.—2nd Lieut. 
Berdell, R. R., Ex.—2nd Lieut. 
Barnwell, G. W., '09—1st Lieut. C. 

A. R. C. 
Collins, H. T.—Aviation. 
Collier, H. L., Jr.—Aviation. 
Calder, M. L.—1st Lieut. 
Clarke, W. C, '09—Capt. C. A. R. C. 
Clayton, M. M., '14—1st Lieut. C. A. 

R. C. 
Carmichael, A. B., Jr.—2nd Lieut. 

C. H. C. 
Claxton, W. L., '14—1st Lieut. Sig­

nal Corps. 
Carswell, J. F., Ex.—2nd Lieut. O. 

M. C. 
Coley, F. M., Ex. '19—327th Amb. 

Corps. 
Chapman, R. L., Ex. '19—327th Amb. 

Corps. 
Dunbar, W. H., Ex.—1st Lieut. F. A. 
Dana, G. H.—Cadet, U. S. N. A. 
Denton, C. K, Ex.—Navy 1st Me­

chanic. 
Draper, J.—Jr. Lieut. N. R. Pay 

Corps. 
Drake, G. J.—C. A. C. 
Dillard, R. B.—C. A. C. 
Duggan, J. R.—Aviation Student, 

Princeton. 
Dennin, J. C , '13—1st Lieut. 
Dutton, J. P., '15—2nd Lieut. C. A. 

C. 
Davis, A., Jr.—U. S. N. R. 
Everett, H. H.—2nd Lieut. 
Emerson, W. A.—U. S. A. C. A. C. 
Finigan, A. B., '16—F. O. R. C. 
Faires, A., Ex.—Naval Reserve. 
Ford, H. C , '16—1st Lieut. Ord. Dept. 
Fitzsimmons, W. H., '14—F. A. 
Francis, A. P.—2nd Lieut. C. A. C. 
Fortson, — , '20—Lieut. U. S. N. 
Franklin, W. E—2nd Lieut. 

' Fleet, R. S., '16—1st Lieut. C. A. C. 
U. S. A. 

Fox, C. F., '17—2nd Lieut. C. A. 
R. C. 

Freeman, S., '14—1st Lieut. 
Green, E. A., '14—Maj. U. S. Marine 

Corps. 

Gee, H. W., '17—2nd Lieut. R. C. 
A. C. 

Garry, W., '12—Aviation. 
Grist, A. C.—Aviation. 
Granger, J. C.—Aviation. 
Glover, C. N., '11—1st Lieut. C. A. 

R. C. 
Gaines, F. C, '14—2nd Lieut. C. A. 

R. C. 
Hawkins, Ben. 
Holcomb, P., '15—Signal Corps. 
Harrington, H. L., '18—2nd Lieut. 

C. A. R. C. 
Hall, H. J., '19—1st Lieut. C. A. 

R. C. 
Hamilton, H. 
Howe, M. C, '13—Eng. Corps. 
Howe, K. J., '16 Ex.—Capt. F. A. 

U. S. A. 
Hodges, S. W., '13—1st Lieut. F. A. 

R. C. 
Hallman, H. H., Ex.—F. R. C. 
Hook, J. B., Ex.—2nd Lieut. C. H. C. 
Hines, H. J., Ex.—Cavalry. 
Haber, C. C. 
Hopkins, A., Ex. '16—Med. Corps 

Supply Dept. 
Hightower, J. H.—1st Lieut. 
Hazelhurst, J. G., '11—2nd Lieut. 
Holsdan, B. C, E'x.—2nd Lieut. 
Hyles, G'., Ex. '20—U. S. Army. 
Hortudge, J., Ex.—Capt. Inf. 
Hope, W., Ex.—2nd Lieut. S. C. R. 
Jones, D. C.—Navy. 
Johnson, P. N., '16—2nd Lieut. C. A. 
Kenemer, H. C— U. S. N. 
Keuhlman, "Dutch," '11—Lt., Field 

Artillery. 
Lane, W. H., '17—2nd Lieut. R. C. 
Lowell, W. P., Ex.—Aviation. 
Lewis, F. C, Ex.—2nd Lieut. R. C. 
Loving, H. W.—Capt. C. H. R. C. 
Lucas, J. W., '16—2nd Lieut. U. S. 

M. C. 
Long, I. V., Ex.—O. M. C. 
McLarty, J. W., '06—Capt. 2nd Ga. 

Inf. 
Mell, R. E., '12—Army H. M. C. A. 
McNutz, R. N.—2nd Lieut. 
Moses, , —1st Lieut. F. A. 
Matthews, A. C , Jr., '13—1st Lieut. 

Infantry. 
Markle, W. A., '11—1st Lieut. O. R. 

C. 
McMillan, . 
McClure, H. 
McClure, W. A. 
Steinheimer, L. M., '09—O. M. C. 
Stribling, A. L., '13—Naval Flying 

Corps. 
Stater, Jobin, '11—2nd Lieut. Inf. 
Spence, R. J., '05—1st Lieut. F. A. 
Steward, R. P.—2nd Lieut. Inf. 
Sellers, J. F. 
Smith, E. G. 
Smith, Carlisle, '12—Capt, U. S. 

Cavalry. 
Thornton, J. R., '16 Ex.—2nd Lieut. 

U. S. A. 

Toole, G. C , Ex.—Marine Corps. 
Towers, J. 
Thomason, E. K., '13—1st Lieut. C. 

A. R. C. 
Von Phul, Ex. 
Venake, W. H.—2nd Lieut. 
Williams, A. L.—H. C. Co. Inf. 
Wright, W. C—Capt. R. C. 
Wallace, C—2nd Lieut. F. A. R. C. 
Willet, J. L. 
Wallcoot, J. W., '16—Navy Yard. 
Woolley, B. M., Jr.—2nd Lieut. 
Williams, B., Ex.—F. R. C. 
Wave, W. R., '14—0. R. C. 
Wyne, Ruuptin. 
Whitehead, >. 

Between You and Ne 
CHRISTMAS AND THE NEW YEAR. 

Just the thought of the holidays 
gives you a gay and happy feeling, 
doesn't it? You want to forget all 
the serious and unpleasant things of 
life, and what is more, you do forget 
them. Somehow there is a spirit in 
the air that makes you glad to be 
alive and kicking. 

The holidays are very different from 
the others of the 365. There are no 
lessons to baffle your brain, no experi­
ments to write up, no drill, nor any 
of the other college attractions to stare 
you in the face. Instead of wading 
through meals at the mess hall or rid­
ing a stool in the grill, you calmly 
drape your vest with a napkin and 
operate upon turkey, puddings, cakes 
and such niceties. At nights you still 
burn the midnight oil but only after 
you have trotted out the "full dress" 
and struggled into it. Books are ex­
changed for maidens' looks and you 
dance off into Dreamland. 

Besides these joys you look into the 
new year with high hopes and new 
ambitions. Old Father Time turns 
over a clean leaf on which there is 
room to write success with the big­
gest letters. 

"Christmas comes but once a year," 
so let us make the best of it. But after 
the holidays—well, suppose we forget 
that until the time comes. 

THE ENGINEER. 
What do you think of philosophy? 

I think a little of it now and then is 
good for the most practical of men. 
Anyway let us philosophize a little. 

"After the war," "When peace is de­
clared" are the ways in which the 
modern philosophies are started and 
this is the way we will begin this 
one. On every hand we read that this 
and that profession will predominate, 
that it will be the age of the doctor 
or the soldier or the lawyer and almost 
every following is crowned as ruler. 
However, when the clouds of the pres­
ent are cleared away we really see 
the man of to-morrow, the Engineer. 
When we look this fact in the face it 
should make every one of us as Tech 
men hit the line harder, in order to 
be ready to take the burden when it 
comes. 

The world is torn and rent and it 
must be repaired. The doctor can re­
pair its people, the lawyer its laws, the 
preacher its religion, the writer its 
thoughts, but the greater than these, 
who will remake, rebuild the shatter­
ed globe? The Engineer! 

The Engineer. 
When the pen of the poet is broken 

And his paper is hidden away— 
When the orator's last speech is 

spoken, 
At the end of a spirited day— 

When the banker has counted his 
money, 

And hidden his fortune of gold— 
When the writer of history has folded 

His scroll of the happenings of old— 

When the ruler's last orders are given, 
And his crown has fallen to dust— 

When the sword of the soldier is 
blunted, 

And his arms lie covered with rust— 

When all other actors have finished; 
Their sketch on life's stage well 

done— 
The Engineer comes forward as Hero 

And finds his life work just begun. 

WHAT IS THE MATTER WITH TECH? 
To the Editor of the Technique: 

As one who has watched the growth 
of Tech since the day it opened and 
taken a deep interest in its students 
and its progress, I am writing to ask 
you if you can tell me why at this 
time all student activities and interest 
in the work at the old institution seem 
to be so dead. Yes, I know the war 
spirit has taken hold of the student 
body. I know that many of the boys 
have gone to join the colors and that 
still others are planning and wanting 
to go but there are many more who 
can not and will not go until they 
have completed their education and 
there seems to me there is no good 
reason why those who do remain 
should not put an extra amount of en­
thusiasm into their work and their 
college activities. Is there any good 
reason why those students who do re­
main at Tech should not have a Glee 
Club, Dramatic Club, Basket-ball Team, 
Class Football, Baseball, Mandolin 
Club, and all the other things that go 

(Continued on page 7) 
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COUNSEL FOR THE 
LOVELORN 

Too many "flames" dry up the well-
spring of love. 

"Home" is any four walls that en­
close the right person. 

The original fox was a man, and 
the original grapes were the girls he 
couldn't kiss. 

Marrying an old maid is like buying 
second-hand furniture. 

The oftener a man falls in love, the 
more easily and gracefully he does 
it; exercise seems to keep the heart in 
good working order. 

Kissing a girl without first telling 
her that you love her, is as small and 
mean as letting a salesman take you 
for a free ride in an automobile when 
you have no intention of buying it. 

HIS FIRST CALL." 

A FRESHMAN THEME. 
' It was nigh eight o'clock last even­
ing that I sat in the parlor diligently 
pouring over the next day's lessons. 
Mother and father were still chatting 
over the supper table, while Sis had 
disappeared to her room more than 
half an hour ago. 

I scarcely had started to work, when 
the door-bell gave a faint, short tin­
kle. As was customary at home, I 
answered the ring. 

A peek through the door curtains 
revealed a young man of seventeen 
years. 

"What could he want?" thought I 
as I opened the door. A clearer view 
convinced me of his errand. He was 
of ordinary build, and dressed with 
extravagant neatness. His black hair, 
which was plastered down, shone in 
the glow of the porch light. Perhaps 
from repeated wettings or the marvel­
ous use of a little "vaseline." His 
suit, of belted style, was neatly press­
ed, while a hat of loud color hung in 
his hand. 

On seeing me, his face brightened 
up, turned red and then went blank. 
His mouth moved but no sound issued 
forth. Was he stricken with stage 
fright, or did he have a cramp? For 
he began to wriggle around, and grab­
bing one side of his coat, twisted it 
like a dish-rag. 

"Does Bumps live here?" he man­
aged tc say, and after receiving my 
answer, he twisted some more. 

"Does Lillian Bumps live here?" 
"Of course," I hastily replied, "do 

you wish to see her?" 
"Well, I came to—to—" 
About that time he was in a high 

state of anxiety. His hat was com­
pletely crushed and his right foot had 
just finished scouring the other toe of 
his once brilliant shoes. 

Then from behind came a clatter of 
little shoes and Sis hurried to the 
door. 

"Oh! Is that you Billy?" she ex­
claimed, "well, I am all ready." 

And, so much relieved, Billy gladly 
hurried along, both chatting as if this 
was a customary occasion. 

as a sword blade. Here, wierd, nerve-
tingling radiance; there, an inky, 
stifling void, in. which great masses 
rise threateningly into the artificially 
scented air peculiar to theaters. A 
wing takes on horrible proportions; a 
flower pot appears to be a decapitated 
human head. 

Numerous small noises break the 
deathly quiet hanging like a pall over 
the old stage. Rumor has it that the 
stage is haunted by the ghosts of 
celebrities who have trod these boards. 
Indeed, the strange scratches, nesteles, 
thuds and cracks, would make the 
hair of many a skeptic stand on the 
end. And through the same old winds 
the moon is shining on. 

Dear Editor: 
I am in deep trouble. My girl has 

gone back on me and I'm about to 
flunk out. Can you suggest a remedy? 

Anxious Freshman. 

Dear Freshman: 
You might follow Willie's ex­

periment the next time you are 
in the Chemical Lab. It is as 
follows: 

Willie studied Chemistry, 
He studies it no more, 

For what he thought was H,0 
Was H 2 S0 4 . 

Respectfully yours, 
I. Lovem Awl. 

JIM SNOW." 

Dear Mr. I. Lovem Awl: 
I have been going with a young lady 

for a long time and I have found that 
! she cares for someone else. What 
' should I do? S. O. S. 

Dear S. O. S.: 
Be brave, old boy. Have you 

ever tried to box? If so, invite 
your rival to a little match and 
put horse shoes in your gloves. 
That might help. 

I. Lovem Awl. 

(A FRESHMAN THEME.) 

'THE OLD THEATRE STAGE 
BY MOONLIGHT." 

(BY A FRESHMAN.) 
The pale silver of a resplendent 

moon shimmers through a window 
onto the old stage. It bathes in un­
earthly splendor the tawdry tinsel 
which man substitutes for reality. The 
moldy, dilapidated scenery becomes 
once more the Moorish Castle of the 
Egyptian court, but their splendor is 
that which sends a chill through one's 
spinal column. A tree outside the 
window casts its shadow on a painted 
mountain, and the nestling leaves ap­
pear as gnomes, scampering up and 
down, hither and. thither on the 
wooded slopes. 

The line of demarkation between 
moonlight and darkness is as sharp 

He is a small negro of nineteen 
years, weighing less than one hundred 
and twenty pounds, and so black that 
he certainly reminds one of a very 
black thunder cloud when he comes 
into view. His mouth is so large 
that one can not help but believe that 
had the Lord made it a half inch 
broader He would have cut the top 
of Jim Snow's head off. He rolls his 
eyes in the wierdest fashion. 

His clothes are always ragged and 
his shoes never fail to expose his black 
toes to all kinds of weather, the toes 
of a lazy, shiftless negro. He gets 
his food by doing odd jobs that do not 
require very much work or physical 
effort on his part. 

While pumping up a tire one day 
Snow came by and said: 

"Boss, ah'll pump dat tiryuh up fer 
you fer a urb." 

"For a what?" I asked, because I 
did not know what an urb was. 

"What's a urb? Doan you know 
what dat is, boss?" 

"No." 
"Well, den, a urb is a nickel and 

fer a urb I will pump dat tiryuh up 
fer you." 

Of course, I gladly turned the pump 
over to Snow, because I figured that 
to get the tire pumped up for an urb 
was a bargain. When he had pumped 
it up, I gave him the urb, and he went 
up the street in his lazy, shuffling man­
ner apparently as happy as a fat pig 
basking in the sunshine. 

Dear Editor: 
I am a pretty Spring Street Jane. 

How may I snare a few Techites? 
Sally (*) 

Dear Sally: 
If you had enclosed your ad­

dress I might have fallen. How­
ever, go to the dances, flirt a lit­
tle, and the Freshmen will fall 
like raindrops. Send me your 
address. 

I. Lovem Awl 
(and you, too.) 

"A BAREFOOT BOY. 

(A FRESHMAN THEME.) 
His face was bulging; his jaws mov­

ing up and down rapidly and a juicy 
crunching sound issuing from his 
mouth. 

Lazily he turned over—face down in 
the deep grass, the sun shining on his 
chubby legs and glistening on his red 
hair through the leaves of the apple 
tree. 

Suddenly he sat up. A boy of his 
own age, of slight figure and possessed 
of a big pair of glasses, was slowly 
making his way down the path. 

(Continued on page 5) 

Dear Mr. I. Lovem Awl: 
I have been courting a young lady 

for the last two years. Everything 
was coming along fine, and I decided 
that it was about time for me to pop 
the serious question of matrimony. 
Accordingly, I went home, locked my­
self in my room, looked myself over 
in the mirror, and began to memorize 
a little speech that I found in a maga­
zine. Of course, I felt sure that when 
the time came for me to fire away 
with this eloquent proposal there would 
be nothing left for the Jane in ques­
tion but to accept me immediately. 

Imagine my surprise when upon en­
tering the parlor of milady, I saw a 
young army officer kneeling before 
my wife-to-be, and a lovely smile play­
ing upon her face. I knew right then 
that the goose was cooked and that 
he had won her. My head began to 
whirl, and I fainted dead away. When 
I came to I found myself in the Tech 
hospital, and heard "Quack" mumbling 
something about my heart being 
broken. It must have been broken 
real bad, for even now, when I place 
my hand over it, I can hear the pieces 
rattling against each other. 

Please advise what is best for me 
to do under these circumstances. 

Heartbroken. 

Heartbroken: 
Your case, while extreme in cir­

cumstances, is not unusual around 
here. The latest statistics show 
that more than ninety per cent 
of the Tech students have suf­
fered with the same malady. Of 
course, there is nothing for you 
to do under the circumstances, 
for there is no use crying over 
spilt milk. And then again, if 
you courted her two whole years 
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and during that time could not 
get up nerve enough to pop the 
question, you did not deserve to 
win her. Neither can I blame the 
lady for accepting someone else. 
But if you are bent upon taking 
revenge on the officer for cutting 
you out, I suggest that you sue 
the lady for about $6.72^, and of 
course when the jury gives you 
the verdict, the said amount will 
have to come out of your rival's 
pocket. Your friend, 

I. Lovem Awl. 
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