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Souvenirs

Carved on this desk top are names of
those

Who have sat here before me writing
prose

And poetry for English, just as T

Am etruggling here, with many a

Max Factor's “Desert Sand No. 3"

I have not always heen like this;
once I, too, was human and not just
thiz drifting ectoplasm., Yes, T am’
p phost, and 1 owe it all to women—
evil, vain women,

It ha;:rl:l-ened when T was y:et in my

zigh.

A erudely drawn heart with initials
bold

Revealing secrets often told,

“Rilly loves Janie,” it says here,

Wonder who Billy loves this vear?

Gads(;'cudm

I walked in God's garden today,
A garden so wondercusly ﬁ.i‘r,
No hand ever spaded or planted;
Beat Lineoln is carved in the left-|No man ever gave it his eare,
hand eorner.

Frobably Rhodes was left  the Mother nature alone did the aeditg,
mourner 7
‘ God sent th b in.
The words should really be turned od seni the sunshine and rain
around, It grew and blossomed profusely,
Buot Lincoln Beat has such a eruel|Nothing was planted in vain
sonrd,

Iis blossomsz in color =0 dainty,
Some are a deep purple hue
While rosy pink are the others,
And some like heaven's own blae,

Right in the middle is &8 well-known
Tace

Of a disliked teacher, in this case

The artist did not have to be a great

thinker
To label his work, “Misa Jones iz a| Some are rich like erimson,
Etinker,” Some white as the drifting snow. {
T shall i '
There are telephone numbers, ad-| all never forget this garden |

dresses, and names, No matter WhHI'E‘.i’EI_ I go.

Pictures of funny men, teachers, and| { ;
"Tis to me a memory garden

dames.
Each has a story that would be|God has planted with loving care,
good— A taste of the glories 6f hesven
Those sa:;uvemrs carved in graing of | pop his children on earth to share
woed,

Marjorie Sa}f. :IJE Verg Perrin, 12B.

Rules of Detective Story Wntfng

Az a collector and connoisseur of mystery stories, I have developed cer-
tain fixed lkes and dislikes in reading them. A writer's ability is always
messured by his popularity with the reading publie, and he must follow cer-
tain patterns that appeal to readers, Thiz iz especially true in the school of
modern detective writing, Below I have listed ten roles which T consider
important to the succeas of any detective story:

1. The writer must m{, at any time, play unfair with the reader, He
must not hide clues and facts or, on the other hand, introduce some that
have no epnnection with his plot. Any author using these unfair technigues
will soon find himself working for the pulp magazine publications.

Z. There should alwayz be a body. The deader, the better. Robbery or
blackmail will not suffice, The American mind is always interested in a nice
cold brutal murder and probably always will be. If you don't believe that
read the AMERICAN WEEKLY.

. The method of murder should be perfeetly possible,
raye and poizone that exist only in the writer's mind will not satisfy the
average reader. The use of guns, knives, and ecommon poisons as instru-
ments of death is always popular,

4, T'o not make the detective a supermind. Picture him as a normal
individual and have him play his part in just such 2 manner. Erle Stan
Gardner's Perry Mason and Rex Stoot's Nero Wolfe are Food examples of
detectives who achieved popolarity through their resemblance to common
ordinary peeple, Nero Wolfe, for instance, is extremely fat, has a great lik-
ing for beer and orchids, and entrusts his stooges with afl manuoal labor con-
nected with all his eases, Gardner’s Mason achieves his goal by good hard
waork, not by his intuitive powers,

4. There should be only one detective attempting to unravel any mys-
tery., The reader has enough trouble looking into one sleuth's mind let alone
two or three,

6. The culprit, he or she az the caze may be, should be o well-known,
well-portrayed character in the proceedings. To raize the reader’s blood
pressure and then peddle the murderer off as a butler or cook; mentioned
only onee or twice, is pure sacrilege.

T. A little deseription iz all right, but it should not be overdome in
a detective novel, It ean prove boring,

8. The erime should be well hidden and should take some thinking on
the part of the reader to unravel it. No armchair detective derives any
pleasure out of continually solving murder mysteries, or mysteries would
soon  hecome  extinet,

10, Last, but not least, the writer ghould have the murderer hanged,
electroented, or committing suicide, Readers then feel that their time
wae not wasted. '

‘ \
Eugene Skeebo, 12,

To use death |

youth, & mere lad of zeventeen. One!
fine spring day, I, being idle at the
time, decided to take a stroll, Strap-
ping on my revolver; I zet out aleng
the avenue, !

At first the bright sunlight hlinded
me, and [ was at peace with the world,
But gradually miy pupils contracted
and I heheld my fellow pedestrians,

What had happened, had I fallen
into a fourth-dimensional abyss, was
thiz death? Yes, I thought, thiz was
death, and I was in hell. No! Tt
couldn't be hell, the men were atill
glive, only the women were dead—

if they were women. They might
have heen 2zombies or unwrapped
mummies. I cowered in a doorway,

fearing that & plance from one of
these creaturez would turn my flesh
to that awful* dead brown., For they
were all brown, every one of them,
a sickening  lifeless brown, Their
legs, their hands, and worst of all,

same unhealthy brown, T shuddered
like one entrapped in & tomb, and
then, to my horror, one turned and
smiiled at me. [ immediately drew
my revolver and blew my brains out.

4. P, Buchwald, 12B.

Picnics

Sand in the jelly,

Mud on the pie,

Antg in the sandwiches
(M baked ham on rye,
Mustard jar spilling

Over salad and cake,

Pop hottles a-coolin’

At the edge of the lake.
Sun beating downward
Melting the ice eream . . .
Though picnics are tiring,
They're right on the beam!

their exprnsamnlra-qa faces were that

—Lois Coleman, 12A,

The Artist W

The quiet street seemed to lead oot into the country. The snow-covered
feround surrounding it stretched on and on, level and smooth,

I wag concerned with gpetting to school on time and bhadn't at first no-
ticed the seenery. Suddenly, T looked shead of me.

shadows on the snow, greyish-blue.

Roosevelt’s F_’aaca

He is not dead, he only rests—

A mneeded sleep, the angel's puest.
His troubled head at last is calm
As if soothed with forgetting balm.

He's had his share of wars and strife

The angels did discover,
S0 God gave him his needed rost—
Let someone else take over,

Loiz Jean Gatz, 11A.

Missos
Mirror.

Smooth and shining elear,
Reflecting each and every tear.

Mirror.
Hung =o straight and true,
Reflecting only surface view,

Mirror.
Edged with polden art,
You capnot see my heavy hearl.

—Riith Daehler, 128,

| Faced with thizs creation of a master

Ihvlp me to egual what stretched be-

There were grey
I had never before =zecen that exact
color in snow and: T leved g at once,
The sky, onee grey, was changed into
a vast fugue of color; and now, with
ite hues, was like some serambled
melody, as one after the other tum-
bled, overlapped, each color indistinet-
Iy a part of itz neighbor, each takingr
up the task of glorifyving the morning.
I wondered that a clear, pale green
could merge with a streak of dusty
rose and not make the sky look un-
natural,

Now, T croszed & field and the very
bushes here were silver-grey things
of delicacy. My heart was full, I
just forgot for a moment that [ was
on my way to school, A longing to
stamd there and gaze arvound me for
a ‘'while came over me. Then, I re-
membered, [ knew I would be late.
I ran om, trying not to look up but
the lure was pgreat. [ studied the
sky ahead. Lover of the fine arts I
| waz, with hopes of a sueccessful fu-
| ture, hut how hopeless, it all seemed.

painter, 1 felt thal no number of
years at the art school could ever

(Continued on Poge 8, Column 2)

ltchy Nose

Whenever you eneeze

It creates a breeze

And vou shake from stem to stern.
Your nostrils twitch

Then start to itch

And your eyes begin to burn.

You start to inhale

Then slowly exhale

To heave a relieving sigh.

You seem very glad

'‘Cause vou looked so bad

And wvou hoped that vou would die,

Now wou beam so brightly

And walk so sprightly

It seems like your worries are past,
Again you start ailing

And deeply inhaling

AH ., . CHOO! It's over at last!

—Ruth Bauman, 124,

The Courtship
Of the Sun

Gently she ecame, the most beauti-
ful of the year's children. I knew the
Sun was in love with her. He had
been flirting with her ever sinee he

caught the first glimpse of her lovely .

face,
clonds,

He hid behind the smoky
He chased them to disaclve

into tears at his hltidmg, where hi#"'" .

rays chanped them into millions u&
diamonds which he seattersd at her
feet, until her radiance awakened the
birds, the flowers, and the laughing
children, g
They all come. Spring was also
their lady love. But the Sun is a
great sport; competition only made
hiz game a greater delight, He threw
himself into capturing the heart of

(Continued on Page 6, Column 5)

Tim?

While om the street, T chanced to, meet
A squishy little worm,

Sez 1 to him, "Il call you Tim
Oh, slimy, slipp'ry germ,”

So in my vest T let him rest
With solemn and soft caress,
But now I see, it weren't a “he"

Much to my distress,

But in a sneeze, 1 chanced to sgueeze
That mess of rounded flesh,

Now I agree that there are three
All gocey—bmt strictly fresh,

Ruth Baumen, 12A.

ﬂiamama{[ P.

Buchwald! Mr., Jacch's voice rang
clear,
I answered, “Hmph?"

Mail for you Buchwald, With en-
thuziaezm, a little too much enthus-
iasm, I took the green slip proferrved
by my homercom teacher, 1 -was
glad to receive the green slip, bevanse
it gave me a chance to pay a visit
to Mr. Effron, who is a very intercet-
ing perzon.

On the other zide of the window,
behind his desk, =at the great man,
dispensing passez and penalties alike
with the same emile and dry humor.
My turn came; I advanced to hiz desk,

dropped the small slip of green pa-
per into the field of His Honor's proaxe.

He glanced up—*Buchwald,"”

“Yeog ™

“¥You weren't in study
eighth period last Tuesday.”

“No, I was in the library”

He knew the, anzswer to that one
already, but just as a matter of conrse
he flipped through Tuesdays lihrary
paszez and glanced quickly over the
one where my name should have been,

He looked up in =eeming resigna-
tion, “It's not here.”

“Apparently I forgot te write it
down,""

hall the

stood for an Instant at attention, then

oA PI'IH.T‘HTFT-]F."

NI

[\
“When

wald "

“Fnd of the eighth.,”

He paused for one sad moment, and
I'm sure hiz next words were with-
ol malice,

“Report to Mr. Harsh in 219 at
the beginning of the ninth for one
dentention period,

“Do you need a pass 7"

JI.NL_,_J.I

I turned and strode out of hiz office.
down the short passageway and out
into the hall, quietly swearing at tha
world in general and PBuchwald in
particular.

—James Buchwald, 128,

are you through, Buch-
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