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SouTH HIGH PIONEER 

Know Your School 
Some Timely Suggestions For Our Studeuts 

By BEREJ'\ICE RATER! rG 

and VIRGI TIA ANDERSON 

E ARE enumerating for the \VT benefit of those j ust enter-

{!;lliV}I. <9\jJ i~g. Southh' Hh ig~11a few sta\....5 't_.) tiStiCS W IC WI ilid them 
in gettinr- bett~r acquaintC'd 
with the school. We are 
not compelling them to 

memorize these figures as they would 
memorize history dates. But think, dear 
students, how nice it would be, if, wh"!n 
some person asks you, for instance, how 
many lights there are in South High, 
you could answer, 388. Wouldn't you 
have a grand exalted feeling? 

Perhaps some of you feel therl'! are 
not half enough windows in the build
ing. (We must confess, even seniors 
d_ignified seniors, get that feeling a~ 
times.) But do you realize there ate 
434 windows for 2,000 students t0 gaze 
through-one window for every four 
and one-half pupils? This does not in
clude teachers, for we have heard say 
that teachers do not care to look throui-!:11 
windows. 

Windows remind us of ·window 
shades. There are 824 of these, which 
are sometimes used to keep the sun ouc, 
but mostly to keep students' eyes from 
wandering out-of-doors. Thus the 
shades compel them to concentrate on 
their books. Cruel use of innocent 
shades! 

And then there are 209 doors. This 
includes Torture Room doors commonh· 
known as classroom doors; session roo~1 
doors; and the outer doors. Such a 
variety of doors-and they say variety 
is the spice of life! 

And then there are 59 cupboards, 
where teachers store everthing from test 
papers to flower vases. The contents of 
thl'se cupboards are sometimes very in
teresting, depending on the teacher, of 
course. 

Blac~boards-+79 of them, can be put 
to vanous . uses. .\lost students, or 
rather pupils (there's a difference) 
would rather use them for drawing pic
tures on, than having a test written 
thereon. What do you prefer? 

.Poor, tired students, here is some
thmg to console you-3, 186 seats--take 
your choice. Of course they are only 
wooden seats without cushions, but 
what can you expect for a nickel? It's 
a wonder that seats are even provided 
for us overworked students! 

Speaking of seats reminds us that 
ther.e are 2,307 desks. Time was when 
pup.ds had to use their knees to support 
their books or writing tablets so be
thankful that you don't have to waste 
all that energy holding up your history 
or Latin volume. 

Si:ty-six wardrobes with 1,122 hooks 
are Included in this wondrous buildinrr 
NT ,. 

o need to throw your hat and coat a'Il 
over, the floor and mop up the dust. 
Don t you suppose we have. janitors to 
~weep the floors? (We didn't count the 
Janitors. Invent your own statistic for 
that.) 

South boasts 392 steps-six more th:m 
any ot?er school in the city. We al
ways d1d say that South was superior irr 
some way to other schools and wnv 1\·e· 
have additio.nal proof of it. Let any 
one try to disprove it, and we will con
~ront .him. wi~h the above statistics, ask
mg him If his school can better them. 

The above figures have been com
piled by the authors during the vears 
1929-30, at a great expenditure of en
ergy. "All for the sake of science." 

She: Have you school flowers, here? 
He: Yes. Blooming idiots. 
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High Pressure X c. 
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Combines Brains and Salesmanship 

fEy JA-:\IES -:\IcNITT 

r.====~R. Harold R. Simpson, of 

m 
Simpson & Sim'pson, Dry 

~IJ Goods, was mad. Gram
ma rians might tell us that i; !~ he was angry, but in the 

~~ , nomenclature of the store 
clerks he was mad. Per-

haps he had a right to be, but it was his 
own mistake that had caused this ire. 
He had made out an order for t'vo 
dozen shirts, but through carelessness he 
had miscopied the serial number. The 
order had just arrived, and the shirts 
with it. But what shirts! Screaming 
oranges, gaudy blues, flaming reds, un
heard of designs; shirts that must have 
been created during some shirt designer's 
nightmare. 

Even nmv Simpson "'as calling the 
dry goods wholesalers, demanding a rec
tification of the error. The whole firm 
waited with bated breath, for if the mis
take was not made right they would 
have to suffer from a temporary grouch 
·on the part of the boss. vVhen Simp
son returned, they quietly slipped back 
'to their places. His look spoke vol
umes. It would not do to cross the 
"Simp" (a sobriquet used onlv behind 
nis back) "·hen he was on the war
path as he was now. He had phoned the 
company, his voice spitting fire. The 
employee had respectfully called his at
tention to an inflexible rule that mis
takes made by the customer coulci not 
be adjusted. l\Ir. Simpson had gone "up 
in the air," whereupon the attendant 
had reminded him that there was a little 
matter of around four hundred dollars 
which Simpson & Simpson owed them. 
The "Simp" kept the shirts. 

Three weeks passed, and the shirts 
remained on display. The $1.98 sign 
was conspicuously exhibited, but not a 
single shirt moved from the rack. 

• 

It was at this juncture that Horace 
Camden made himself known to the firm 
of Simpson & Simpsvn. Horace had 
flopping socks, bell-bottomed trousers, 
wore r . .:J hat, and carried a frat pin on 
the lapel of his rather flashy suit. He 
"·as, in short, collegiate. This was not 
unusual in vVexford. Here there were 
the !a rgest football stadium and the best 
football players in the state. Here there 
were an expansive campus where students 
strolled, and dorms where they slept. 
Here there was the huge gym in which 
Wexford University supporte rs "·atched 
their basketball team in action. And 
here there was incidentally the collec
tion of classrooms which are necessary to 
keep up the self-respect of a university. 

Horace Camden wanted a job. This 
"·as not unusual for students, either, be
cause money had a way of getting into 
circulation from their hands. 

When Horace was shown into the 
presence of the boss, he immediately be
gan speaking. 

"l\1r. Simpson, I believe. I am Hor
ace Camden, a student at Wexford U ni
versity. vVith a store like this you 
ought to send out a salesman represent
ing you for a house-to-house canvass. I 
am just the man for such a job. I have 
personality, confidence, and a knack for 
super-salesmanship. I represented Wil
son Clothing Company for two years 
and I can furnish high references." 

The "Simp" said, "No," in an em
phatic tone of voice. The persuasive 
Horace continued unabashed. Fifteen 
minutes later the hoss was groggy and 
hanging on the ropes. Finally he said 
in desperation, "If you can get rid of 
those shirts out front, I'll give you a 
steady job." 

"All right, :\I r. Simpson," flamed 
Camden. "But that's not the way I do 

'jou. 
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business. I'll make them come here to 
buy their shirts. Is that 0. K. ?" 

"Any way to get rid of them," came 
the reply. 

The high-pressure salesman carefully 
folded a few of the gaudy shirts into a 
brief case and left the store. 

Wending his way across the campus, 
he finally came to the Alpha Psi frat 
house. He hurried in and up the stairs. 
Pausing in front of a door he knocked 
twice. • 

"Who's there?" came the query. 
"Opportunity," he answered. 
"It can't be opportunity. He only 

knocks once." 
The door swung open and greetings 

were exchanged. Dick Leighton was a 
handsome fellow, and the cut of his 
clothes accentuated this. They were per
fect in fit and immaculate at all times. 

"Well, Dick, you're mistaken. Here's 
opportunity in a different form. You 
know that you're rated as the best
dressed man on the campus. Tot only 
that, but you're usually the one who in
troduces fads in clothing. Here's your 
chance to start a new one. I'm salesman 
for Simpson & Simpson now, and I 
want to show you their new line of 
shirts." 

f:Ie pulled them from their container. 
When he finally left the frat house, he 
had sold one of the most brilliant shirts. 
He wasn't so dumb. There was no use 
wasting his high-pressure salesmanship 
any more than was necessary. Almost 
every man on the campus copied Dick 
Leighton in clothing. When the shirt 
appeared there would be a rush for 
similar ones. The collegians would pour 
into Simpson & Simpson, the shirts 
would disappear and the cash register 
would chime merrily. Horace had been 
promised a 15% commission if the shirts 
were sold through his influence. That 
meant seven dollars on the two dozen 
shirts, which wasn't bad considering 
that he had sold but one of them. 

But three days passed and the shirts 
still sat on the display rack. Finally 
Simpson called High-pressure Horace 
into conference. After a storm of words 
the "Simp" delivered his ultimatum. 

SouTH HrcH ProNEER 

"You either sell those shirts by Saturday 
night or you're fired . You haven't tried 
to sell them after you sold the first one." 

Camden hurried out. After search· 
ing the length of the campus, he found 
the object of his quest, Dick Leighton. 
Hurrying over to him, he demanded, 
"Say, Dick, why haven' t I seen you 
wearing your new shirt yet?" The an
swer came in a slightly embarrassed tone. 

"After you left the other night, I be
gan to think things over. I remem
bered that my pocketbook has been de
flating rapidly and the pater says I get 
no more until the first. Therefore, I 
sold the shirt to 'Hick' Hallidan." 

"Hick" Hallidan! Camden groaned 
inwardly. Hallidan had been gifted 
with a lanky, raw-boned form on which 
clothes hung awkwardly, a dull brain 
and the hallucination that he was hand
some. Dick's shirt would be at least 
one size too large, and on his figure
Horace groaned again. 

Looking across the campus, he saw a 
crowd assembling. He noted the bril
liant orange shirt in the very center of 
the group. It was apparent that the col
legians were poking fun at the "Hick" 
and he was thick-witted enough to think 
they were complimenting him. 

Then an idea came to Camden. He 
moved across the campus toward the 
crowd. 

The next day High-Pressure Horace 
cut all his classes to hang around the 
doors of Simpson & Simpson. During 
the course of the day he saw sixteen of 
the shirts lifted from the display, 
wrapped up and carried out. The next 
day he returned. Late in the afternoon 
the last shirt was gone. 

Entering the store, h.e went over to 
Mr. Simpson's desk. " Do I get paid 
now?" 

The man rose and shook his hand. 
"You did it, boy! How did you man
age it?" 

Camden began. "The first day I 
went out and sold a shirt to Dick Leigh
ton. He's the campus sheik and every 
boy imitates his style of dress. I knew 
if they saw him with the shirt they 
would want one like it. However, Dick 
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Newanda's Gift 
A Legend of Indian Summer 

By JANE LOMBARD 

====T WAS during the month 

I which we call October that 
this event happened. The 

1 trees were dressed in l~::tYes 
~ l!i ' of gayest colors and every
U~ ~ where in natun: happines> 

reigned. There was one 
person m the forest who was not happy, 
however. N ewanda, loveliest of Indi:~n 
maidens, was very sad. Already win
ter was drawing near and the braves 
of her t ribe had not had good hunting. 
If only the summer would last a little 
longer. 

Suddenly a handsome brave appeared 
before her. 

"I am the Great Spirit that rulr~ the 
'Happy Hunting Grounds,'" he said, 
"and I have noticed that you seem to 
be very unhappy." 

"I am, 0 Great Spirit, very un
happy. The braves of my tribe have 
had poor hunting, but if summer would 
only last longer they could hunt more. 
I would do anything for you if you 
could make summer last longer!" cried 
Newanda. 

The Great Chief meditated, then 
said, "I will grant you another taste of 
summer on one condition, and that is 
that you consent to become my wife." 

Newanda silently bowed her head and 
when she looked up the Grea~ Spirit 
had disappeared. 

True to His promise, He lengthener! 
the summer and prolonged and deep
ened the color of the leaves of the oak 
and sumac and sassafras. It was thus 
He wooed his Indian maid. The hraves 

of Newanda's tribe had good hunting, 
trapping, fishing and fin ished preparing 
for winter. Then Newanda's father, 
chief of the Pottowatomies commanded 
that they have a feast and give thanks 
to the Great Spirit. 

Immense preparations were made and 
when the night arrived everyone was 
very happy. No one had time to notice 
N ewanda, so no one saw that she -"as 
more quiet and thoughtful than usual. 
Newanda knew that the Great Spirit 
would claim her as his wife that night. 

The festivities were in full sway and 
everyone was dancing; the tom-toms 
were sounding. Suddenly a pall of s-i
lence fell upon the group, and every P.ye 
turned skyward. It was as light as d.1~-, 
and suddenly the sky opened and the 
Great Spirit appeared. 

"Oh my people," he said, "I have 
come to claim N ewanda and I command 
you every year after this to give thanks 
to her for this extra bit of summer 
which you have enjoyed." 

Silently he stretched his arms toward 
Newanda; she hesitated a moment ti.en 
glided to him. The heavens closed 111d 
once more there was darkness. 

The people of ewanda's tribe stood 
in awed silence for a few moments, then 
returned to their wigwams and all was 
quiet. 

Every year after that the Indian peo
ple gave thanks to N ewanda for bring
ing them this added bit of swnmer. 
Thev called it "Newanda's Summer," 
but iater the name was changed to "In
dian Summer." 

UN OPTIMIST A 

El sefior Gomez es un optimista; ha 
·comprado un billete de Ia loteda, en la 
que el premio es un autom6vil, e inme
diatamente ha mandado construir un 
garage. 

Esto me recuerda a J uanito. Al ter· 
minar el mes no le quedaba una peseta, 
y entr6 en un restaurante de lujo y pidi6 
ostras, pensando pagar la comida con las 
oerlas que encontrara dentro de ellas. 
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HEROES 

There is a powerful incentive to courage in the applause that rolls 
fo;rth when the team is battling in the football fie ld. Whether a man 
wms .or loses, the spirit of the school will cheer him on. It is easy 
fo: him to be a hero. The game does call upon him to give every
thmg he has, but the support of the school is with him. He is the 
boy of whom the average high school boy or girl tninks when he 
hears the word "hero." 

Yet every day we see heroism far greater than this around us 
and we go our ways, nor think to applaud, because the conflict ha~ 
n?t the spect.acularity of visible conflict. In South High, as in every 
hig? school m the land, there are boys and girls who are fighting 
their . way up f~om poverty and ignorance, despite unbelievable 
handicaps .besettmg them in their struggle upward. Some have not 
the financial means, others are physically handicapped and yet 
unseen, unnoticed they carry on. Let us cheer the heroes ~f the grr<I~ 
iron, upholding the spirit of our school, but let us not forget those 
heroes among us who fight in silence and alone. Theirs is the harder 
conflict. 

,. 
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SIZING UP INSTRUCTORS 

Shocks are sometimes pleasant, and other times unpleasant things 
to receive, but last week we got a shock that was rather hard to 
classify. We asked a friend of ours, a newcomer to South, how he 
was making out in his studies, and were told that it is all one grand 
snap. This being a view not exactly coincident with our own, we 
proceeded to question further. "Easy," said the boy, "I have hardly 
a thing to do in school. . I'm taking the regular course, and carry a 
full program, but I've got all the teachers all sized up, and I can tell 
pretty definitely from the way recitations are going and the way 
students are called upon to recite, just what day I'll have to know 
my lesson. I always cram for an exam, and generally forget it all 
the next day. I've always gotten away with it so far." 

That was quite a jolt. But fortunately all our illusions on the 
subject of bluffing were shattered long ago. We kuow that in high
school, bluffers get away with a great many things, and some even 
graduate with honors. In High Sczhool. We are by no means quali
fied to preach or,zive advice, but certainly we may quote from people 
with experience. "Life is not a matter of sizing up teachers or peo
ple, or bluffing the boss. It can't be done all the time." 

Are you doing your work or are you just getting by? Are you 
Sizing Up the Instructors? 

JOIN A CLUB 
The high-school boy or girl has need of moral and social as well 

---
... -

as physical and mental growth. South has many organizations which 
combine healthy fun and work with spiritual training. Of this type fG 
are the Hi-Y's, the Girl Reserves, and the Campfire Girls. Then there _ 
are the specialty clubs, which give the student an unconscious educa- _ 
tion at their meetings and activities. These include La Coterie 
Francaise, Sodalitas Latinas, Players' Club and the Maude Fuller 
Home Economics Club. In the line of honorary organizations we 
have the National Honor Societies for scholars and the Varsity Club ,
for athletes. Let us support these. Join a club. 

MAY WE INTRODUCE---? 
This issue of the Pioneer was published with a brand new editor 

in charge. The Staff takes pleasure in introducing to the school as 
a whole (and to the other readers of the Pioneer) its new editor, 
James McNitt. 

"Tlie sudden withdrawal of Leo Van Tassel from the staff to enter 
Senior politics, made it necessary for James McNitt to assume the 
rather complex duties of the editor-in-chief without any opportunity 
for special training or practice. 

The new Editor, and the Staff, will particularly appreciate at this 
time, suggestions and voluntary contributions from the student body. 

t~,~~,~~~1 
l \ 
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MUSIC IN THE AIR 
[ CortcinueJ from pase 7 ] 

have, and these boys and girls have come 
to regard their camp as a close approach 
to heaven." Vve agree; it must be truly 
inspiring. 

Very often conversations are better 
among three than between two,. fo~ the 
,reason that then one of the trw IS al
.ways, unconsciously, acting as umpire, 
interposing fair play, recalling wander
.ing• wits to the nub of the argument, 
seeing that the aggressiveness of one does 
not foul to the reticence of another. Talk 
in twos may, alas! fall into speaker and 
listener: talk in threes rarely does so. 

-"What Men Live By." 
-Christopher Morley. 

SILVER AND BLUE 
There's a pale, 
Lustrous star over 
A blanched, broken birch. 
And the soft 
South Wind chases 
A silver moon 
Across a 
Midnight sky. 
A thrilling etching 
In silver and blue. 

-Dorothy West. 

Cornelius W.: Somebody told me I 
was good-looking. 

Frances: When? 
Cornelius: Today. 

SouTH HIGH PIONEER 

HIGH PRESSURE 

Con.cinued from page 10 

sold it to "Hick" Hallidan, the campus 
fool. He looked funnier than Ben Tur
pin in that shirt. He was a scream. lt 
happens that next Saturday is the F0ol's 
Frolic, a tradition at Wexford. The 
foolishest costume is awarded fifty dol
lars. All I had to do was to point out 
that a costume such as the " Hick" had 
on would be sure to win the prize. I 
told this to several fellows and I guess 
they all bit." ___ .._. _____ _ 

Dick: Mother, I'd like to introduce 
Milton Register. 

Mother: Oh, how d'ye do, Milton? 
I'm glad to meet you. I've heard so 
much about you. 

Milton: Oh, that's all right. They 
can't prove anything. 

Frances: I mean when were you 

An artificial stretching of vocabulary 
is not to be urged ; for the number of 
words employed for purposes of style, is 
a secondary matter. It is their quality 
and fine use that are needed most. Nor 
may students exalt when they have 
found a hard word to express their 
thought. For, in the first place, hard 
.words make hard reading. Beneath their 
.weight a sentence staggers like a man 
with a bag of coal. It is usually a pat
.tern of easy words that give a sentence 
grace, and any octosyllabic explosion 
blows the thought quite off its track. But 
secondly, and of more importance, hard 
.words have mostly been coined for a spe
cial use and their meaning is narrow 
and scientific. They stiffen a paragraph 
to a formula. They smell unpleasantly 
of the laboratory and of the schoolroom. 
-"To Be R ead Only by Serious Stupid 

good-looking? 

Joan D.: How big is a tug-boat? 
Evelyn M.: What kind of a tug-

boat? 
Joan: Oh, a big tug-boat. 
Evelyn: Well, how big? 

D. Gray: Why does the hero say, 
"Mother Earth"? 
' D. Hatfield: Because he's just a 

common clod. 

Persons" -Charles S. Brooks. 

Why should we use Ivory soap? Even 
the manufacturers admit that it's im
pure. 

Lunch-room Hint- Always fold your 
napkin if you expect to get it in your 
pocket. 
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Indian Summer Madness 
The Irresistible Fever Comes 

By EGLANTINE MARSH 

r=====;l N CRISP autumn days, 
~ when the blazing sun 
~ tempts you to don your 
~.) ~ summer apparel in spite of 

the painted leaves and car
peted ground ; and on eve
nings when Lady Diana at-

tempts to lure you from stern duty•s 
path in favor of becoming her playmate, 
nothing is so attractive to the retrospec
tively inclined person as to lie flat on 
his back and let the world go by. 

But however pleasant this may be, it 
cannot compare with that delicious thrill 
that comes from Indian Summer mad-
ness. 

This rare insanitv comes to even the 
most staid persons -and makes them do 
things which they would consider un
speakable, to say the least, in a normal 
frame of mind. 

Indian Summer madness comes only 
at one season of the year, but is suc
ceeded lby others of the same sort such 
as certain forms of Spring Fever. In 
the summer, many are the victims of the 
moon; but never is lunacy quite so acute 
as in the days of "October's Bright Blue 
Weather." 

Every fall for the past two or three 
years, I have become afflicted with a rest
lessness which affects me so badly that I 
cannot concentrate on the task in hand. 
Of course I have not known what ailed 
me, but have wandered around infecting 
the inhabitants of the world whom I 
came upon with the disease. They 
showed its contagion in different ways, 
according to how well trained their in
hibitions were. Now, I have discarded 
these useless checks to this world's gaiety 
and become a "child of temperament." 

How can I help it? I awake in the 
morning early and go to school, thinking 
all the way how pleasant it would be to 

spend the day in the woods. During 
classes, I am present only in body; my 
spirit is out-doors gathering nuts and 
colored leaves. Finally after a day of 
rude awakenings by my fond peda
gogues, I arrive home to be confronted 
with numberless petty tasks about the 
house. By chance, I go to the window. 
It is sunset and suddenly I am re-m
fected with the fatal disease. 

When the moon is bright and looks 
like a gold-piece, when the pumpkins 
are ripe and I have an unaccountable 
desire to speed down some deserted road 
cutting through the air like a cyclone; 
or to fly into the ether, I shall know 
that Indian Summer madness is upon 
me. · 

Casting away dull care, I shall find 
a companion to share my crimes and 
perhaps, to take the place of my dis
carded inhibitions and act as an anchor 
to my cyclonic tendencies and shall go 
in search of adventure. If a "partner in 
crime" is unavailable, I shall be un
daunted and shall don my knickers and 
seek my fortune in the great open 
spaces. 

Now, I will admit that this sounds 
like an impracticable dream to anyone 
who has never been afflicted with this 
form of madness, but I have learned to 
anticipate my moods. Even in the most 
.conventional and work-a-day of worlds, 
each has his moments, so like the Boy 
.Scouts, one must "Be Prepared." 

Will you join me? 

Mary S.: Has your brother any hob
.bies? 
, Jane T.: He has had rheumatism 
,and the measles, but he's never had the 
hobbies. 




