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FREDERICK D. KERSHNER, President
"Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure"
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DALLAS CHAPTER"
Besides the general organization there have sprung up several
chapters in the various towns and cities of the State. Perhaps the
first move of this kind was made by the loyal alumni of Dallas. No
more enthusiastic body is to be found anywhere. It is to these members that the credit of launching the Grad is due. This chapter has
the largest membership of any chapter yet organized.

FORT WORTH CHAPTER
Close on the heels of the Dallas Chapter came the organization
of the next largest group of the alumni into what is known as the Fort
Worth Chapter. John Bateman and Herbert Bozeman have been
active in organizing and promoting the interest of the group. It was
this body which assisted the university authorities in making the
Home-Coming week one of the greatest events in the history of the
school. Within a few years this chapter will be by far the largest
group in Texas, because of the location of the university in their
midst.

THE GRAD

BONNER FRIZZELL
President Alumni Association

The most important step ever taken by the alumni of Texas
Christian University was the inauguration by the Dallas Chapter of
the alumni paper called the Grad. For a year this chapter stood
sponsor in a financial way for the little monthly. At the annual
meeting of the Alumni Association last June, it was decided to take
the paper over and run it as the association mouthpiece. It is still
issued from Dallas, with Douglas Tomlinson at the helm. It is
filling a mission of service and usefulness.
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HOME-COMING

WEEK

The greatest commencement in the history of the T. C. U. was the Home-Coming Week last June. The event was a success from every
standpoint. For the first time since the school moved to Fort Worth there was a gathering together of the alumni and ex-students from Add-Ran
days at Thorp Springs and Waco, to T. C. U. days at Waco and Fort Worth. As will be noticed by the group at top of the page, quite a number of
notables from the Thorp Springs student body were on hand. Among the enjoyable things which took place was the baseball contest participated
in by two all-star teams of other years. These two teams, the "Whites" under Hebe Frizzell and the "Purples" under John Bateman, "pulled off"
one of the most comical exhibitions of the vacant lot game ever witnessed by local fans. A mammoth automobile parade over eighteen blocks long,
which traversed the principal downtown streets, participated in by faculty, student body, alumni, ex-students and friends, ended up in the biggest
occasion of the week—the barbecue at Forest Park. Between 500 and 1,000 people gave every evidence of getting lots of satisfaction from this big feed.
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EDWIN R. BENTLEY, B. A.
VALLEY VIEW

President Sutton Debating Club, '13; Member T. C. U.-Trinity Debating Team, '13; InterSociety Debating Team, '13; Winner Best
Debater's Medal, '13; Winner Shirley Medal,
'13; Board of Deacons, '13-M5; Y. M. C. A.
Cabinet, '13-'14; President Shirley, '14; VicePresident Student Body, M3-M4; Editor-inChief of Skiff, '13-'14; Vice-President Oratorical Association, '13-'14; President Press
Club, '13-M4; Winner of Reed Oratorical
Watch, '14; President Oratorical Association,
'14-'15; Manager Texas College Press Service,
'14-M5; Secretary Inter-Collegiate Press Association, '14-M5; President Senior Class; President Student Council; Member of Y. M. B. L.;
Editor-in-Chief of Horned Frog; Charter Member and President of the Bar Association, '15;
Member Germania Gesellschaft, '12-M4.
Major: Physics and Chemistry

LERA LUCILE BROWN, B. A.

MRS. VIDA CANTRELL, B. A.

GARLAND

FORT WORTH

President Clark Society, '14; Vice-President
Clark, '15; Secretary Germania Gesellschaft,
'13-'14; Y. W. C. A. Member, '13-'15; Member
Footlights, '13-'14; Styx, '14-M5; Fine Arts
Editor Skiff, '14-'15; Secretary T. C. U. Sunday School, '14-'!5; Treasurer Press Club,
'15; Literary Editor Horned Frog, '15.

Critic Walton Society, '14; Parliamentarian,
'15; Member Prohibition Association, '15;
Horned Frog Staff, '15.

Major:

English

Major:

English
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MARGARET GIBSON, B. A.

AARON GRIFFING, B. A.

DAPHNE HELMS, B. A.

WAXAHACHIE

CROWLEY

JOSEPHINE

Twice President, twice Treasurer, twice
Secretary of the Clark Society; Historian of
Freshman Class; Secretary-Treasurer Sophomore Class; Vice-President Junior Class;
Secretary-Treasurer Student Body, '14-'15;
Secretary Senior Class; Treasurer Oratorical
Association, '14-M5; Choral Club, '11-'12; Y.
W. C. A. Cabinet, '14-'15; Bud Nippers Club;
Styx Club; Member Germania Gesellschaft,
'13-'14; President Philatheas, '13-'14; President C. B. B. Club, '11-'12; Secretary C. B.
B. Club, M2-M3; "College Year" Editor Horned
Frog, '15.
Major: English

Twice Secretary Add-Ran Society; twice
Treasurer Add-Ran; President "T" Association,
'13-'14; Member Bar Association; Vice-Chairman Student Council; Spiritual Advisor Junior
Class; Treasurer Senior Class; Captain Scrub
Football Team, '14; Captain Scrubb Baseball
Team, '14; Athletic Editor Horned Frog.

Secretary Clark Society, '14; Member
Choral Club, '10-'ll; Y. W. C. A.; Throstles,
'13-M4; Tennis Association; S. S. G. Club;
Bud Nippers; Sunday School Council, '14-'15;
Horned Frog Staff.

Major:

History and Political Science

Major:

Latin
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CRAWFORD B. REEDER, Jr., B. A.
AMARILLO

Three times President and once SecretaryTreasurer of the Add-Ran Literary Society;
Gazoo; New Men's Declamatory Contest, '13;
Old Men's Declamatory Contest, '13; Winner
of first place Old Men's Declamatory Contest,
'14; Triangular Debate, '14; President Junior
Class, '14; Reed Oratorical Contest, '13 and
'14; State Oratorical Contest, '14; Winner
Gough Medal, '14; President Student Body,
'14-M5; Scrub Football Team, '12; 'Varsity
Football Team, '13; Captain 'Varsity Football
Team, '14; Vice-President Texas Inter-Collegiate Oratorical Association; Charter Member and President T. C. U. Bar Association,
'14; Business Manager Horned Frog, '15.
Major: Political Science

AMBOLINE TYSON, B. A.

VISTA WOODS, B. A.

POMONA, CAL.

LADONIA

Five times President, four times Vice-President, twice Critic, once Secretary, and once
Treasurer Walton Literary Society; Winner
Walton Medal, '10; Vice-President Sophomore
Class, '12; Vice-President Senior Class, '15;
Y. W. C. A. Cabinet, '09-M5; Archer Sunday
School Class; Styx Club; President of Bud
Nippers, '15; President S. S. C, '11; Skiff
Staff, '12; Class Editor Horned Frog, '15.

Twice President and once Treasurer Clark
Literary Society; Germania Gesellschaft;
President Philathea Class; S. S. Council, '15;
Y. W. C. A. Cabinet, '13-'15; Secretary-Treasurer Junior Class, '14; Choral Club, '12-'15;
Vice-President Owl Club, '14; G. W. G. Club;
I. F. F. Club; Bud Nipper Club; S. S. G. Club;
Throstles; Secretary Styx Club, '15; Faculty
Editor Horned Frog.

Major:

Philosophy

Major:

English
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MARGARET GIBSON (Marg)

Marg is the most popular girl in T. C. U.
She was elected almost unanimously as princess to the Kirmess. Her favorite expressions
are:
"Aw kid, now," and "You know how
Old Quin can say things, kid."
She very
frequently sticks her tongue out to give it a
rest.
She is distinctly individual, vivacious,
fair, constant in affection, and possesses a
rare scholarsh'p in the department of education. She d-'splays an insatiab'e liking for
red sweaters. No doubt she will find the world
as joyous as her college course has been.

II.

CRAWFORD REEDER (Potts)

Potts is a case.
He is going to be a
lawyer so he can try himself. He was captain
of the football team, but couldn't play in the
last game because he got his foot hurt at a
dance.
He has nothing to bother him—not
even the necessity of breathing. He has been
known to talk for five minutes without taking
a breath. The only thing that surprises him
is that "Sis" can pin all her faith in one hook
and eye.

III.

TEC
EWELL McKNIGHT (Mac)

Mac came from a country where the wind
blows—he says he doesn't miss it, though,
because his room-mate blows enough to keep
a dust storm in the room all the time.
Although from the west, he is quite fond of
the woods—he takes to the woods when he
gets homesick. Mac made a bet once, but it
didn't turn out well. Since then he wagers.
When they want a freshman strapped they call
on Mac. It's his specialty.

IV.

/

BZ:
V.

AARON GRIFFING (Grif)

Grif's one love is tobacco. He had another
love once that took its place, but she is gone
now.
While in the country he learned to
swear at his mules—since coming to college
he takes us all for donkeys. We take it that
he is fond of the animals. Grif has sworn
off—and on—for sometime. He is an unusual
character—he never swears "on" except when
he is off. Grif's no grind; far from it. He
studies when he must, but that must be
emphasized. Startled everybody on the 23d of
February by having a serious thought.

VII.

LERA BROWN (Lera Lucile)

"Brownie," as the boys call her, is the
literary editor of the Horned Frog.
She
makes literature a specialty, and not only
literature, but boys; yes, especially boys! She
is an artist when it comes to drawing them;
also, she has the happy faculty of erasing
them.
Some, however, are very chivalrous
and fade away without having to be erased.
But nevertheless, we are much obliged to
Baylor for Brownie. She belonged to us in
the first place.

VISTA WOODS (Vistrix)

Vistrix has a "Ladonian Wood" visage.
She tells the biggest stories with the straightest face of 'any one in the class except Potts—
between them it is a draw. Vista Wood go
West to teach school, but her mother thinks
she will go soon enough. We think "Wood
Stick" is the most important of all the names
of Vistrix. She can eat pulverized glass with
impunity.

VIII.
VI.

DAPHNE HELMS (Daphner)

Daphner is the athletic girl of the class.
She is exceedingly fond of climbing trees, but
she has to have help to get down. Mac is
her helper—she speaks to him in Latin, a
language few of us understand.
She has
made two majors and has to keep her head in
a sack to keep it from blowing up.

CHARLES HOOPER (Hoop)

Hoop is the class dude—the dude of the
university.
Some people break their necks
trying to do something—he broke his arm
trying to manage the bootball team—or it may
be he bit off more "Gumm" than he could
chew. He had rather dance with his partner
than to help her with their department of the
Frog. However, he does not do either.
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JOHN R. FREEMAN (Jawn)

"Jawn" came to us this year from Gunter.
Is married and a preacher. Does not deal in
cotton nor believe in annuals—the latter are
too radical.
He guards his conscience in
many ways, mostly by studying like a Freshman.
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HOLLY CLENDENEN (I. & G. N.)

I. & G. N., so called because of her slowness, is the pretty member of the class.
During her college career I. & G. N. has won
two letters, "C. C." She is the art editor of
the Horned Frog, and her favorite work is
letter drawing—all her "C's" are indelible.
She majored in the Pedagogy Department, but
says she's going to study law.

V.

MRS. ROBERT J. CANTRELL (Vida)

Vida undoubtedly has the best husband in
the world—we have her word for it. She has
just lately learned to cook, for she has been
too busy before with her student assistantship.
Her favorite study is evolution—it helps her
to trace the growth of some mysterious ideas
expressed in the education exams.

IV.

PAUL GEIGER (Pauline)

He is a star basket ball man and has helped
to win many games for the Seniors.
He
shines in other lines also, such as teasing the
girls. His greatest joy lies in being late to
chapel. He is too busy to belong to a literary
society, because he devotes all his spare time
to biology and education.
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JOHN P. COX (Pinky-Flunky)

Pinky blew in from Hillsboro, the only city
in the State.
He is undoubtedly the best
flunky he ever saw—it is merely his duty. He
works eighteen hours in the laboratory in
order to have something new to spring. He
holds quite a number of offices, but is too
modest to mention any of them except
"Flunky," which is, without doubt, his
greatest honor. Besides being a great football star, he frequently stars in Bible.

VI.
II.

/
SNAP-SHOT BENTLlY

E. R. BENTLEY (Herr)

Called "Herr" by some, "E. R." by others,
but his most fitting name is "Snap-Shot Bill."
He is seldom seen without his kodak, because
he wants to get a picture of everything from a
"passing" acquaintance to a class scrap. His
favorite model is the horned frog. Besides
being an artist in the picture line, "SnapShot Bill" is an artist in many other lines.
He is an all around college man, and many
girls have been sorry that Mrs. Bentley has
already taken him.

w
VII.

AMBOLINE TYSON (Anne Bolin)

She hails from California. Is noted for her
originality—she says so herself.
She's the
constitutional member of the class. Offer a
motion, she will propose an amendment. Will
the class have a party? She wants a picnic.
She doesn't try to run everything, but if she's
in it you can bet she'll run it.

VIII. MATEO MOLINA (Mateo)
Mateo came from Mexico to be a missionary
—he found his mission in Fort Worth. Since
arriving in Texas he has divided his time
between the Baptist Seminary and T. C. U.,
but like the cat, he always comes back. Mateo
is writing a book (so HE says). He goes to
banquets and things to get pointers.

A GROUP

OF SENIORS

JUNIOR POEM
-\>

^>

NOTHER YEAR! another deadly blow!
Another mighty Empire overthrown!
And we are left, or shall be left alone;
The last that dare to struggle with the foe.
Tis well! from this day forward we shall know
That by ourselves our safety must be sought;
That by our own right hands it must be wrought;
That we must stand unpropped, or be laid low.
O, dastard whom such foretaste doth not cheer!
We shall exult, if they who rule the land
Be men who hold its many blessings dear,
Wise, upright, valiant—not a servile band,
Who are to judge of danger which they fear,
And honor which they do not understand."

HISTORY OF SOPHOMORE CLASS
H I STORY is imperishable and in destructive, not the material on which it is
recorded, but by the deeds themselves and their effects. This can be said of
the Sophomore class of 1915.
. j( L Li
In the two years that this class has been organized, it has undergone rapid
growth and progress. The present Sophomore class was one of the largest
Freshman classes that has ever been in the university. Although we were green, and the
upper classmen enjoyed their pranks they played on us, especially the election of Abe Green,
the negro janitor, as class president, we steered out of the Sea of Ignorance and Verdure into
the Sea of Wisdom*. We came into this realm where we could no longer be worried by the
taunts of the seniors merely that of being called Freshman, but now we are Sophomores in the
broadest sense. We are not a large class, but as the old saying goes, "It is not quantity but
quality that counts." This is exceedingly true with this class. In oratorical contests the
highest places have been won by Sophomores—Homer Tomlinson of Hillsboro, and Alden
Evans, the class president, of Fort Worth. Not only in oratory have we "quality," but also
in athletics. Some of the members were represented on the Football and Baseball teams, but
the majority on the Basketball team, in which T. C. U. had the star team. On this team
were Aubrey Cooper and David Tudor, two loyal members of this class.
Yet these achievements are as a mere forecast that directs into the future. Let the Past
be an example to the Sophomore class, that they may achieve still greater things in the
Future.
UNA STARK.

W£ \ at

FRESHMAN CLASS

First Row (Top)—Burger, Nelson, Grady, Snow, Vaughn, Wheeler, Hightower, Sweeney, Henderson.
Second Row—Parks, McLarry, McFadin, Betts, Melton
Kennedy, Lange, Rozar. Third Row—Ingalls, Richards, Jeffries, Jones, Martin, Branton, Billingsley. Fourth Row (Bottom)—Monk,
Williams, Walthall, Leveridge, Walker, Tittle, Armor.

Wc^im

FRESHMAN
o ^>
'ING SENIORS pass with heads erect and act quite dignified;
They boast their name to have you know how they are classified.
They love to see us walk the chalk, perhaps, so they can say,
"Now don't you wish that you were us, so you could have your way?"
But still they know their hearts admit in real and true confession,
"Yes, only once again I wish that I were but a freshman."
The juniors, too, stop and pause as up the steps they climb
And look back rather longingly thru two short years of time.
They wonder, then, after all, if the privilege they enjoy,
Is quite as great as it seems to the freshman girl and boy.
Of course they're happy in their work and pleasures oft repeat—
But still there's something in these days that make them incomplete.
The sophomores are overjoyed to be just what they are—
It seems that time has passed so slow and leaves them yet afar;
They want so bad to reach the goal and be a senior wise;
For knowledge and society the very name implies.
They dare not think a time will come, as some to them have said.
When they would give their senior name for a freshman name instead.
You can have your fun and play your jokes, oh yes, just all you please,
Little care we for what you do as long as you only tease.
You can make us think we are ignorant and don't know A from B—
But nevertheless we're happy and are ever full of glee.
You can work and talk and do and act and make a good impression,
But we have the signatures of all, that its great to be a FRESHMAN.
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STUDENT BODY

REEDER

GIBSON

TOMLINSON

OFFICERS
CRAWFORD B. REEDER, JR., Amarillo
T. CLYDE TOMLINSON, Hillsboro
MARGARET GIBSON, Waxahachie

President
Vice-President
Secretary

HE STUDENT BODY is the big organization of the University. All matters which concern
the students as a whole are brought before it for attention. One of its chief services is
performed in "pep" rallies before athletic and oratorical contests. Within this organization is
the Student Council, shown on the opposite page, with its own constitution and by-laws and separate
staff of officers. The business of the Council is to handle all matters relating to breaches of honor
occurring under what is known as the Student Self-Government.
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ACTIVE MEMBERS
1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11

MRS.

E. R. BENTLEY

DOROTHY AGEE
AUMA BETTS
IRENE CARSON
HOLLY CLENDENEN
MRS. CANTRELL
VIOLA CALDWELL
RUBY DOUGLAS
MRS. CRAIN
LOUISE CABINESS
MARGARET FORSYTHE

12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23

MYRTLE GOFORTH
MOLLIE JONES
MARY HAN EN
VERA LEWIS
MASAL JEFFERS
MABEL MCLARRY
ANNIE MCLENDON
WINNIE LIMBAUGH
RUTH MUSGRAVE
MARY GRACE MUSE
MARY MELTON
ORA LEVERIDGE

24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34

-\>

HONORARY MEMBERS
MRS. CAHOON

MRS. PATRICK HENRY

MRS. KING
DR. CLARA

MRS. HUTTON
MRS. M. L. SARGENT

L. CASE

MINNIE PROCTOR
RUBY PARKS
ANNAH JO PENDLETON
KILETA MAE RHOADS
GLADYS RICHARDS
FRANCIS THOMPSON
AMBOLINE TYSON
VESTAL THOMPKINS
RUBY WALKER
MONETTE WHALEY
MARGUERITE WALKER

tkm

A

ORATORICAL ASSOCIATION

EDWIN R. BENTLEY
President

BIRGE HOLT
Vice-President

MARY GRACE MUSE
Secretary
.^^rt^Hto fc^

HPt**^*
ALDEN EVANS
T. C. U. Orator in State Oratorical
Association

*^H

JOHN M. KEITH
Business Representative to State
Oratorical Association
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ROBERTS LITERARY SOCIETY

Top Row—Biggers, Walker, Livingston, Hollingsworth, Hunter, Sewell
Bottom Row—Hartgrove, Foster, Bailey, Fowler, McKinnon, Knox.

□

i

T. C. U. BAR ASSOCIATION

Amono- the above men the following are charter members:

Reeder, Bentley, Holt, McNamara, Ledbetter, Allen and Keith

gflAIT
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THE FOOTLIGHTS

tfi

(DRAMATIC CLUB)

■ -di^V

*

?

Top Row—Smiser, H. Jones, Holt, Baugh, Allen.
Bottom Row—Darter, Harrell, Durrett, Moore, Brown, Norwood, McFarland, Overrneir.
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PUBLICATIONS

a

a
a

.

UNIVERSITY PUBLICATIONS
Zhe Skitt
HORACE JONES
HOMER TOMUNSON

Editor-in-Chief
Business Manager

^NDER the editorship of Horace Jones, the Skiff, which is the weekly
J% publication, popular in character, giving the news of the institution,
JJj has made wonderful strides and has gained one of the largest lists
S
„f of readers among college papers.

Gbe Ibomeo fxoQ
E. R. BENTJLEY
C. B. REEDER

Editor-in-Chief
Business Manager

The Horned Frog is the book which you are now reading.
It is published annually by the Senior Class. You can
see what it is for yourself.

{Texas Christian ^University Bulletin
DR. CLINTON LOCKHART

Chairman

The Texas Christian University Bulletin is the official
mouthpiece of the University. One number is the
annual catalogue, the other numbers contain announcements regarding the Special Colleges and special happenings.
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THE

PRESS CLUB
OFFICERS

HORACE JONES
LOY LEDBETTER

- •

PANSY BOZEMAN
LERA BROWN

E. R. BENTLEY

-

-■

President
Vice-President
Secretary
Treasurer
- Critic

The Press Club has had but few meetings this year, but it has
not been dead. In fact, it has done more than in previous years. From
the local contest three manuscripts were entered in the Texas Intercollegiate Press Association Contest. The following compositions
were submitted: A short story entitled, "The One That Never Came
Back," and a poem entitled, "The Debauchee," both by B. W. Knight,
and an essay on "The White Slave Problem," by E. R. Bentley.
MEMBERS

MEMBERS

J. H. MONK

HORACE JONES

LERA BROWN

ALDEN EVANS

J. A. CRAIN

JAMES MCBRIDE

PANSY BOZEMAN
BRUCE KNIGHT

LOY LEDBETTER
CHAS. CHRISTENBERRY

NELL ANDREWS

E. R. BENTLEY

A THOUGHT OF YOU
<^>

'M alone with myself tonight, dear,
And the night is dark and cold,
And I list to the roaring flight, dear,
Of the wind on the wintry wold;
And the world seems strangely lonesome,
And the barren tree-tops moan,
And the rain drives by .
With a sobbing cry,
And I listen—all alone.
I'm alone with my thoughts tonight, dear,
But into the sullen gloom
Something shines like a light, dear,
And brightens the dreary room.
Brighter far than the firelight,
Laughing with eyes of blue,
I see your face
In the old fireplace,
And I smile at the thought of you.
BRUCE

W.

KNIGHT.

MUSICAL
ORGANIZATIONS

a

a
a

I

CADENTIA
UIGO, that wild minor theme
Hath a far, retrospective strain;
'Tis Memory's crystal tears let fall,
\t*yf.
ML Like whispered angels' sighs between
The long rifts of yon starry pall,
Into a wilderness of pain.

MINOR
Not words, e'en of thy bell-like voice
Tuned to low trembling melodies,
Can chasten this strange discontent;
But when caressing fingers poise
Upon the keys, their tuneful plaint
Falls like the breath of summer seas.

My sick sense swoons on the still eve,
Rocked to sweet dreamless lethargy
By o'er-much tasting rapturous joys;
Swift life that to a frenzied heave
Fed the dull pulse, sates now and cloys,
With the odorous lees of ecstacy.

Fleet-winged echoes of far chords,
Through the gray shades of Memory,
Fly softly o'er a winter main;
And low hang the dull ashen clouds,
While their scintillant silver rain
Drips to my soul despairingly.

LUIGO, touch once that wild theme,
With the far-stealing minor strain—
The limpid tears of pained notes—
As when from lustral clouds serene
Sad seraphs touch ethereal lutes,
And all the voiceless stars complain.
ADDISON CLARK, JR.

RELIGIOUS
ORGANIZATIONS
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UNIVERSITY CHURCH
HE UNIVERSITY CHURCH has no regular pastor,
but weekly services have been held during the year
every Sunday night. Colby D. Hall is chairman of the
pastorial committee, whose business it has been to provide the speakers. The policy of drafting pastors from
various places over Texas to deliver one sermon each
during the session has been pursued. When no outside
man was available, Colby D. Hall either filled the pulpit
or called upon local professors to preach. During the year sermons have
been heard from such men as Chalmers McPherson, E. R. Cockrell,
Frederick D. Kershner, J. O. Dallas, Garland; Eugene H. Holmes, Van
Alstyne; B. F. Ford, Beaumont, and Randolph Clark, Stephenville.
COLBY D. HALL

BOARD OF ELDERS, DEACONS, AND DEACONESSES
ELDERS
COLBY

D. HALL

C. I. ALEXANDER
FREDERICK D. KERSHNER
W. T. HAMNER

DEACONESSES

DEACONS
B. A. HAYES
B. E. FORD
E. R. BENTLEY
IRWIN HEFNER

H. B. DABBS
JOHN KEITH

R. L. HAYES
CLAUD WINCO
WILLIS STOVALL

Miss TYLER WILKINSON
MRS. COLBY D. HALL
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MRS. E. R. BENTLEY
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SHOCKLEY
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MARVIN HILL

CLAUDE GRADY

CARL BROADLEY
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MATEO MOLINA
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PATRICK HENRY
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^ TUDENTS preparing for active religious work, whether as preachers, missionaries, gospel singers, Bible
isL« School and social workers, are the ones who make up this association.
sjjsfll
The Ministerial Association stands for mutual development and seeks to further the cause of Christ
at all times and places. Meetings of fellowship are held weekly, members are brought into sympathetic communion with each other and topics relative to the Kingdom of God are discussed.
This year the association has pledged itself to support a missionary who has begun to work among the
Mexicans in the city. This work is being successfully carried out.

WALKER

L.

HEARN

Establishment of Brite College
IR. L. C. BRITE, of Marfa, Texas,
has done the handsome thing for T.
C. U. Besides endowing the Chair of
English Bible for $25,000 some three
years ago, he has donated the money
necessary to build and equip a College
of the Bible. The completed building
which has cost around $75,000 is now
ready for occupancy. Many state that
it is the best constructed building among the splendid
group of five modern structures which now adorn our
campus. At any rate, it is by far the prettiest of them
all. This move by Mr. Brite ought to give a tremendous
impetus to Bible study in Texas, thereby bringing the
supply of capable preachers up nearer the demand for
them.

L. C. BRITE
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Silent Hearts Across the Sea
^>
H! the hearts of voiceless women
Wrapped in blackest gloom profound,
As they stare so dazed, uncertain,
On a fresh, unlettered mound;
Faintly trusting, listening ever
For an answering, hopeful sound.

<o
Wand'ring, though they found a shelter
From the wind, the snow and rain,
Still the moaning of their children
Called to senses dazed with pain
That they hungered in their weeping—
God! oh God! with them remain.

Never, as the din of battle
Thicker, nearer grew in sight,
Have they fainted in the conflict,
Have they fled dismayed in fright,
But courageous faced stern duty,
Calmly, grimly in their might.

Then the brave hearts sadly weakened,
Hungry, dying 'round them lay,
Poor, infirm and aged parents
Passing from the lights of day.
Babes and children, friends and loved ones
Going slowly down death's way.

They have quickly mustered loved ones
In that darkening aftermath
When inventions' gory actions
Ceased a time to hiss and laugh:
Bravely led them thru the ruins
On across a blackened path.

Oh! that bitter, heartsick yearning!
Oh! the souls so strong and brave!
E'en their silence cries out loudly—
Pleading, broken, sadly grave,
"Come, oh, come, our brothers, husbands—
Come and help our loved ones save!"

Holding in their arms their babies,
Leading children, parents old,
Shedding comfort in their manner
To the sick, infirm and cold.
Then in days and weeks that followed
Came no cheer, but sorrow's dole.

Hear the thing some call a battle
As it yells in fiendish mirth!
Heartless, tearing, burning, killing,
Careless both of Heav'n and earth!
See the silent battle royal
Waged alone with hunger, dearth!

Curses on you, tyrants, cowards!
These, the weak, your burdens bear;
And they're breaking, breaking, breaking,
Surely passing from their care.
Can't you hear their life-blood dripping?
Back! and keep these jewels rare.

Ifll
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POLY CLUB
""^^^ET^^^" E, THE twenty-three members of the Poly Club,
^^ ^U W were former students of Polytechnic College of
^Jl^r Fort Worth, a Methodist institution now defunct.
^^ ^^
Last year when it was officially stated that our
alma mater would be changed into a woman's college, and the men
students transferred to the great Methodist University which was
being built for us at Dallas, the news fell heavily on our hearts.
But after constantly having the plans of our new home put up
before us and the great future of the new institution spread out
before us by the authorities, and being assured that we would all be
made charter members of the new university and promised that we
would not have to leave our old home until the new one was ready
for us, we agreed to stay until the old school died. Shortly before
the term closed in 1914, we were told by the officials that Polytechnic would be transformed into a woman's college as had been
planned, but that the new university would not open for perhaps a
year or more later. This meant that all old ties would be broken
and that the most of us would be homeless.
The students sent several appeals to the Methodist Board of
Education asking that they let us remain in Polytechnic until the
church authorities had fulfilled their promise to us. Our appeals
were not considered. Their promises to us were broken, apparently
without considering our feelings. A committee was chosen from
the student body to visit the members of the board, but our committee was scarcely recognized. Polytechnic was no more, and we
were homeless.
The old student body disbanded and scattered to all parts of the
country. Some of the students never entered school again and

others went to universities and colleges in various parts of the
country. We, the fortunate twenty-three, by chance drifted into T.
C. U. About this many more went to another school, but most of
them left before the year was over, dissatisfied, disgusted. The
rest are somewhere, but none of them were received as kindly anywhere as we were in T. C. U.
When we came to T. C. U. we were at once given a hearty
welcome. The students treated us as well as students ever treated
fellow students. The faculty was kind to us and treated us as good
as if we had always been in T. C. U. We felt at home from the
very start and we have continued to feel more and more at home
every day. We have nothing to complain of, but everything to be
appreciative of and to be thankful for.
We organized for two reasons: To show our appreciation for the
kindness and courtesy extended to us by T. C. U., and to keep in
touch with each other better for old-times' sake.
We have earnestly tried to give loyal support to every activity
of college life in T. C. U. We have backed everything in T. C. U.
from a mumble-peg game to fine arts recital, and have really done
our part to make every student undertaking a success.
We think we have made good. We tried to. Three of us helped
fight T. C. U.'s battles on the gridiron. About twice this number
will represent T. C. U. in both baseball and track. Two intercollegiate debaters, one alternate, and T. C. U.'s representative to
the Texas State Oratorical Contest were taken from our group.
We have had a good year, a fine year in dear old T. C. U., and
we hope to have many more.
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BOOK V

BULGARIA
Being an oration written and delivered by Bruce Knight, member of the Class
of Nineteen Hundred and Sixteen, in the Reed Oratorical Contest, June, 1914
AR up in the rugged Balkan mountains, and down below in the sunny
valley of the Danube, four million
men are dreaming a dream of freedom. As they go peacefully to their
work, unbroken by the tragedy of
their past, something burning in their
black eyes and something lurking in
the firm movements of their tall,
rustic figures, speaks of a mighty
purpose which will never rest till it
is realized. How bitter their history
has been, words can hardly tell.
Longing for liberty, they have been
crushed with despotism; loving
peace and industry, they have been
butchered and their land devastated;
striving to become a nation, their
hopes have been blasted by diplomacy, and their lives sold for a
"status quo." Yet through it all they have not despaired. Three
times buying their independence with untold suffering and bloodshed, three times having it wrenched from them to maintain the
"balance of power," they have not lost heart. Thwarted, divided,

thrust apart by hopeless odds, they are still one people; one in
traditions, one in religion, one in history, and one in the dream
that some day they shall be free. Today, exhausted, and betrayed
by their Christian brothers, we see them once more stoop down to
build up their shattered land and make ready for the hour when
another terrible struggle shall declare them a nation forever.
There was a time when the Bulgarians were free. Rising twice
to the exigency of war, they had bought with their blood the peace
they love so well. The fertile Danube Valley and the Balkan
pastures became their happy homes. Fold and field rang with the
songs of these dark-haired, gentle-mannered people. For two
hundred years they were a prosperous and contented nation. Then
the Turk came, and with him blight and ruin. The peaceful peasants fell victims to one of the most hideous institutions ever known
to man. They were literally slaughtered and enslaved by their own
children. To prosecute his conquests, the Sultan needed soldiers—
braver and more intelligent soldiers than his own race could produce. What was the sequel? After his early victories, instead of
taking monetary tribute he seized on thousands of little Christian
boys. These were reared in the Moslem faith and trained expressly
for the army. Over forty thousand of them were torn from their
desolated homes in a single year. History has never seen a system
more tragic, more detestable, or more successful. Looking over
the walls of doomed Constantinople, the Christian defenders beheld
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among their foes thousands after thousands of white faces—the
faces of their own brothers and sons!
When the victorious Turks burst into the Cathedral of Sancta
Sophia, they interrupted with the sword the last Christian prayers
to be heard there for five hundred years. The last forever, so they
boasted; but a pious legend tells how in that moment the wall
behind the altar miraculously opened, and through the aperture
disappeared the priest with his chalice, to come forth again and
renew the Christian worship when the Mohammedan had fallen.
Standing aloft in the Cathedral tower, the muezzin shrilled forth
his first summons to prayer. The sons of Allah turned their faces
toward Mecca, and the Christians turned theirs—toward the ground.
The long Turkish night had fallen.
For five centuries Bulgarian history was blotted out. Surely no
other nation has known a night so long and black. Tyranny and
oppression reigned supreme. The peasants, unable to pay their
ruinous taxes, were tortured. In summer they were bound naked
to trees, their bodies smeared with honey, and left to the insect
world. In winter they were tied to stakes and left barefooted in
the snow. Sometimes they were buried neck-deep in the earth and
allowed to repent at leisure. They were cast into dungeons while
their harvests rotted on the ground and their families died of
starvation. Turkish marauders swept through the stricken land,
destroying property, lives and honor. One year, after intolerable
oppression, there was a scanty harvest, and the people were
starving. They raised a hopeless revolt—and thirty thousand of
them were butchered in cold blood. A cry of agony went up to the
civilized world, but it was unavailing. England was opposed to
intervention. The "balance of power" would be interfered with—
her commerce in the Mediterranean would be jeopardized—Russia
might get a foothold on the inland seas! Instead of a helping hand,
Bulgaria received a little pity and curiosity. Christian nations

looked on in apathy, wondering when it would die—hoping it might
be soon so that "interests" could once more rest secure.
But in this total eclipse of their day the Bulgarians dreamed
their pathetic dreams of sleeping heroes. Merlin slumbering in the
Broceliande; Arthur resting awhile at Avalon; Barbarossa in the
Thuringian cave, waiting for the stamp of the war-horse to wake
him to battle—all these have their analogies in the Balkan legends.
Wandering minstrels sang of Czernoivic asleep in his grotto
beneath Obod Castle, waiting to leap forth and rescue Albania.
Czar Dushan among the wild hills of Uskub listened for the signal
to arise and crush the Moslem tyrants. Left of the river Vardar,
close to the Iron Gates, the Bulgar Marko still lived; and wanderers
on that lonely plateau had often seen him restlessly pacing the.night.
By day wayfarers cried out, "Marko, dost thou live?" and the everready echo answered, "Live!" To some few he had spoken and
promised that he would appear again on earth to lead his people
against the oppressor. Poets told of the brave outlaws who dwelt
in the greenwood and preyed on the tyrant. Mothers whispered
to their children of olden battles with the Turk, and fathers handed
down to their sons the heritage of hope and hate. Thus through
the dark centuries there was kindled an unquenchable fire of
patriotism which, smouldering like a pent-up Vesuvius, grimly waited
for its hour.
Five hundred years passed by; one October morning a shot rang
out from the Balkan Mountains. Europe awoke aghast to see the
Slavic nations on the march. Three hundred thousand of the "grim,
raw races," rifles on shoulder, were tramping to the Turkish frontier.
Foreign Ministers hurried frantically about over the Continent to
"exchange views." In the Balkans, there was ominous secrecy. No
authentic news could be had. Only now and then a sputtering
"wire," like a flash in the night, revealed what was going on. The
Turkish Minister, homeward bound from Sophia, was stopped and
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forced to go by sea. The Bulgars had seized the railroads. Vague
as shadowy ghosts, great bands of Bulgarian peasants converged
from all parts of the country upon pre-arranged places of muster.
Marching with their long, elastic stride, they sang the patriotic songs
which five centuries of tyranny had taught them. The Moslem
troops wilted before their impetuous onslaught. In two weeks the
Ottoman Empire was crushed and the map of Europe altered. The
Bulgarian people had avenged themselves, and now were ready to
realize their long dream of national unity.
But just as they reached for the prize their courage and suffering
had bought, a voice cried, "Hold! You are betrayed again!"
Appalled by the phantom of a Bulgarian nation, the "powers" intervened. What to them were humanity, liberty and Christianity?
The "balance of power" was everything. The jealous Balkan
States joined with these champions of "status quo," and the
exhausted Bulgarians were crushed. At the point of the bayonet
they were forced to sign the death warrant of their nation. As
long as the Treaty of Bucharest endures, they can never look to
Heaven a free and united people. Surely the European powers
can now turn to the civilized world with pride and say, "Behold the
Christian nation we have murdered!"
And now shall we say a requiem over Bulgaria, and sigh for the

fate of her people? No! for she is living, and their lips are sealed
in silent resolution. In disaster their greatness asserts itself.
Though the whole world seems federated for their ruin, they do
not despair. From the king's palace to the lowliest herdsman's hut,
their souls are aflame with a grim, indomitable determination. The
rugged Balkans were not carved out by the hand of God for a land
of slaves, and the Danube has not run red with their blood in vain.
For those thirty thousand defenceless people slain over thirty years
ago they will rear a mighty monument, five hundred miles long and
three hundred miles in breadth—a united nation. The last bloody
page of their annals is only the sinister preface of bloodier ones to
come. In the wall of Sancta Sophia the old priest still waits, ready
to step forth with his chalice and bless a free and happy people.
Today the Bulgarians are preparing for war. As the black cloud
settles over their land, they repose their hope and faith alike where
their cause has always rested—in justice. Their God will not desert
them. As they have stood together through the long night of
national misfortune, so shall they stand in the dawning of a better
day—
"One blood, one land,
One heart, one hand—
One nation evermore."
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A Story the Little House Told Its Neighbors
Being a short story written by Mrs. R. J. Cantrell,
member of the Class of Nineteen Hundred and Fifteen
INTER was slowly giving place to the first, hesitating weeks of spring. The air yet cold with the
breath of the departing season was soft with
promises of a new and brighter one. Tiny, green
blades were shyly peeping from their winter beds
and the trees were making preparations for the feathered visitors
soon to arrive.
It was a time when all nature seemed radiant with happy anticipation and it was the time the building of the little house was
begun. Its foundation, deep and solid, lay back amidst the friendly
shelter of large oaks and the street it faced was quiet, wide and
pleasant. The neighbors, watching the house in construction, were
attracted to the genial young man, Curtis Moore, who often visited
the place. His clear, ringing laugh and pleasantries with the busy
carpenters soon became familiar to all. The kindly workmen liked
this boy for his ever-ready smile and clever wit. He frankly told
them the sweetest girl in the world, Pansy Ellington, was to take
him for better or for worse on a certain date, and certainly he
wanted all things to be in readiness at that time.
The work progressed rapidly and well. Day after day the constant hammering and sawing could be heard and the little house
soon took form. Then Pansy came and also watched it as it grew,
laughing in sheer light-heartedness at the witticisms of Curtis and
his workmen. She did not long remain idle but helped him plant
flowers, vines and shrubbery; selecting the places where they would

be most effective and carrying water for their beds. Happily and
laughingly they worked.
When spring fully ripened and the days remained fair and
fragrant, fearlessly, unafraid of a single cold blast, the new home
was completed. The last nail was driven and the last touch of
paint was spread. It remained ready for its furnishings. The day
which was to bring the new things for their home found them
waiting on the lawn to receive them. Talking of future work in
further improving the place they wandered to the flower beds and
noticed the tender, green shoots just sprouting. "Oh! Curtis," she
cried, "do you see that small bed of clover?" Running eagerly to
the place, she searched for a long time among its soft, new leaves
until, raising her hand triumphantly for him to see, she shouted,
"Yes, there is one, a real four-leaf clover!" After remaining silent
a moment she continued, "It is welcoming us to our home and
shedding happy promises for our future." Forgetful of neighbors
and all else except her, he tenderly took the hand that held the
strange little leaf and kissed it reverently. She, too, saw only his
look and returned it, full of love and understanding. They had not
seen the approach of the heavy furniture van to the gate and the
driver coughed apologetically as he made his presence known.
With flushed faces they led the way into the house to show where
the things should be placed. Parts of several days were spent in
arranging the things satisfactorily and leaving the place in order.
On the day of their last visit, they went quietly through all the

rooms noting every detail and, in excuse for something to do,
rearranged things here and there. At last the final touch was given
and all seemed sweet and inviting to the devoted boy and girl.
Locking the doors they passed out onto the lawn under the trees.
How loath they were to leave their house even for a few weeks!
Lingering long, listening to the warblers in the branches above
them, they dreamed of the future when they should live undisturbed
and inseparable until death itself should call them away.
Left alone in the calm twilight, the place seemed to breathe a
spirit of loneliness to the neighbors as they heard the low sighing
of the trees and soft chanting of the birds. The home needed only
the presence of the boy and girl to make it ideally lovely.
Several weeks the house remained closed and locked. The one
daily paper of the town reported the happy marriage of Curtis
Moore and Pansy Ellington. They were at present enjoying their
bridal tour, but were to return within a few days and would be at
home in their charming new house. One morning two middle-aged
ladies drove to the little house laden with dust cloths, flowers and
lunch baskets. The neighbors imagined the many good edibles
stored away in those heavy baskets. All day the women worked
lovingly, getting things in readiness for their children. They aired,
dusted, and decorated the little house until it seemed as fragrant
and fresh as the air outside. Late in the afternoon they rested
expectant and ready for the bride and groom. Joyous and beautiful
was the spirit which pervaded the atmosphere of the new home.
The velvety lawn, the flowers of varied colors, the silent, majestic
oaks, and the cozy little house seemed eager to welcome Curtis and
his bride home.
Just as the sun was lingering for a last moment before sinking
to his rest, the quiet street was set in motion by the familiar laugh
of Curtis. Lifting the radiant girl to the ground, they ran lightly
up the walk to the porch, where they were clasped in loving embrace
by the two dear ladies awaiting them.

As twilight softly gathered over the small city, music and laughter
floated from the new home. Friends had come to welcome the
young couple home. Sweetly and clearly the notes of happiness and
friendship were wafted to the neighbors as they watched the little
house. The contagious laugh of Curtis was heard above the others
and spread smiles on the faces of all who listened. The bride's
happy face passed in and out among her guests, unconsciously
betraying the young matronly dignity which became her so well.
Merrily and swiftly the hours glided by until they bordered the
small, wee ones of morning and the last well-wishing guest had
departed. Standing out under the silent stars, arm in arm, Curtis
and Pansy were quietly reverent and content. The leaves of the
trees softly rustled and God's infinite love and peace reigned
over all.
In the days and weeks that followed, the neighbors learned to
know and love the boy and girl for their happy youthfulness and
kindly natures. Love, sunshine, and happiness ever emanated from
their little nest. Time passed swiftly for the inmates of this new
home, and their neighbors themselves unconsciously imbibed some
of the sweet spirit continuously beaming from its doors.
The little house had many visitors. Such a place and such
companionship, naturally attracted congenial spirits. One day an
elegantly dressed lady, beautiful in face and form, rode up to the
little house in a large, luxurious car. She remained but a short
while, but in a few days was seen again to stop at the gate. Her
visits became frequent and sometimes she would take her friends
for a long outing and at other times would bring Curtis home from
his office in the evenings.
One day Pansy was seen to refuse to go for a ride. Curtis
insisted, and she continued to refuse. Her pleadings being of no
avail, the lady in the car rode away alone. He frowned and
impatiently left his wife alone among her flowers. After a few
minutes she slowly followed him into the house. Later the neigh-
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bors were relieved to see them happy and smiling as they worked
together among the flowers.
For several days after this Curtis came home in the evenings a
little earlier than usual. The lady in her car frequently riding to
the gate would reproach him for not waiting until she called for
him. He laughingly replied that he preferred walking, especially
as the weather was too ideal to be lazy. However, she continued
her visits, coming every few days. The neighbors became restless.
It seemed the sunshine was dimmer and the laughter more strained
which came from the little house now. The girl did not sing as
much as formerly. Some mornings Curtis left home with bowed
head and frowning face. One morning he slammed the door as he
left and walked away with a blacker face than usual. Later in the
day Pansy left dressed for the street. That evening Curtis returned
and let himself in with a key. The next evening he rode home with
the lady in her car and again let himself in with a key. Pansy must
surely be away on a visit. The neighbors became uneasy. For
several evenings the lady in the car brought him home and lingered
at the gate listening sympathetically as he talked in a low serious
tone. The neighbors became angry with the beautiful woman and
wished that Pansy would return. Curtis was never heard to whistle
or sing as formerly, and the new home was strangely quiet.

One evening as the moon shed her mellow light over the town,
casting long, fantastic shadows from the trees, he sat on the steps
of the little house with his head in his hands. From a back street
came Pansy and secretly watched him. With a yearning heart and
outstretched arms she had started towards him when a dark figure
in a car called to him from the gate. At first he did not hear.
Calling again he answered her with a laugh. The silent, unseen
figure turned and left the place.
The next day Curtis locked the house for the last time and procured a room down town. The neighbors wept.in helpless sympathy.
The new home became sad as it remained uncared for. Weeds
and grass soon ran riot over the lawn. The flowers withered and
died. Spiders hanged their webs undisturbed in the eaves of the
house. Even' the birds, it seemed, did not carol as sweetly as of
yore. The moving van returned and rid the home of its furniture,
leaving it more lonely and dreary than ever. Then as time passed
it needed painting and the steps began to sag.
Months passed and one day a notice was read in the paper
announcing the divorce granted Curtis and Pansy. Again, months
later another announcement was read briefly stating the marriage
of Curtis and the beautiful lady of the car. The neighbors sadly
shook their heads and the little house stood dreary and ashamed.
sr
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A Living Echo of the Old South
Being a character-sketch written by Mary Grace Muse,
member of the Class of Nineteen Hundred and Sixteen
HIS is not a story, but a
short sketch of a man
who never was, and never
will be, famous. He was
merely one of these rather
common place, pathetic
characters existing in our
present civilization, representative of the type of
men who gave their youth
and vigor in the service
of the Southland, and who still remain as decadent landmarks of
the Old South.
I remember him today as clearly as if he were before my eyes—
a tall, hulking figure of a man, weighing perhaps two hundred
pounds or more. His pale, unpleasantly prominent blue eyes
seemed continually watering, as it were, in the strain of looking
back through the long vista of the years into his young manhood.
The undue prominence of his eyes was more than counterbalanced
by the entire absence of a chin below the mouth; his face sloped
gently into a thick, flabby neck, the grotesque effect of which was
heightened by a very long drooping mustache.
In his youth the old man had been one of fortune's favorites. He
had served the Southland successfully during the Civil War, and
had retired at its close with a fund of stories and reminiscences
sufficient to last a lifetime. Moreover, he had been somewhat of

a poet in his day, and the fact that certain of his poems had been
published in not a few of Texas newspapers, had won for him great
prestige among his associates. It often happens that eminent fame
within a small radius is far sweeter than considerable fame in a
larger sphere. And thus is was that the praise and commendation
of his admiring circle meant much to him.
So much for his past. As for his present, he, ex-soldier, ex-poet,
ex-favorite, had drifted into idle obscurity, preferring to bestir himself in memories of the past rather than in deeds of the present.
And he became known merely as the husband of Mrs. Miles, a
bustling, energetic soul, who conducted a rooming house for the
maintenance of her family, and who was wont to speak of Mr. Miles
in terms of charitable yet apologetic forbearance.
There is a natural tendency among us to become what others
think we are, if they impress their opinion upon us strongly
enough. It would have been small wonder, therefore, if Mr. Miles
had been reduced to a state of passive idiocy, as that was the condition generally ascribed to him by his wife. Having no money of
his own, he looked to her for spending money which she doled out
to him, intermittently, when she considered that he had need of
such a commodity.
In the matter of clothes she attended to his needs herself. In
the event of an unusually attractive sale of ready-to-wear clothing,
it frequently happened that he became the proud possessor of
several nondescript articles of wearing apparel which served him
as a suit of clothes. In summer an additional gift of a straw hat
was made. In winter such a gift was unnecessary; a battered,
shapeless mass of grey felt, presumably a one time cavalry hat,

made an admirable head covering. On occasions when the donor
of these gifts chanced to be in a particularly festive mood, a cheerful
red tie was forthcoming, to lend a touch of color to his costume.
On one point only was Mr. Miles seen to be a man of firmness
and determination. He had one cherished possession—a large
picture, representing a gathering of some eight or nine Confederate
heroes for a consultation of war. This picture was the idol of his
heart. Nothing gave him more pleasure than to point out to some
kindly disposed bystander the various figures in the scene, at the
same time relating some little anecdote pertaining to each one. And
this treasure, when all went well, occupied a prominent and
desirable position above the mantel, where it commanded the
immediate attention of every one who entered the room.
But, unfortunately, Mrs. Miles also had a cherished possession—
nothing more nor less than an enlarged photograph of a favorite
sister, which chanced to be equal in size and similar in shape to the
picture of Mr. Miles. What more fitting place could be found for
this masterpiece of photography than the desirable place above the
mantle? Thus the two pictures were engaged in a continual
struggle for supremacy. Whenever Mrs. Miles saw the Confederate
picture in its place above the mantle she swiftly and quietly removed it, and triumphantly placed her treasure there in its stead.
And, very naturally, when Mr. Miles became aware of the change,
he as speedily, though not as quietly, rid the mantle of its obnoxious
burden, so to speak, and restored the Confederate heroes to their
former place. And as both Mr. and Mrs. Miles were equally
determined in the matter—he through unwavering affection for his
heroes, and she by reason of having always been unduly favored
in the matter of having her own way, as well as because of devotion
to her sister's portrait—this amusing little comedy was enacted
many times a day.
But apart from his striking firmness and belligerence in regard
to his picture, the existence of Mr. Miles was peaceful and unassertive enough. His favorite place of abode was an old ramshackle woodshed, containing in addition to piles of old lumber and

cast-off articles of furniture, an equally ramshackle chair, which
with its surroundings formed an admirable retreat for him. Here
he spent most of his time, aside from that expended in defending
at once his rights and his picture, whistling some old melody and
constantly whittling at shingles or bits of wood. In the years that
he spent in this manner he must have whittled shavings sufficient
to pave the streets of the city in which he lived. If some one
chanced to pass by, the whistling stopped, while he drew upon his
fund of war stories and indulged in recollections and reminiscences
at the expense of this casual passer-by. But there were hours when
he was absent from the old wood-shed. These were the occasions
when he was in possession of his dole of spending money, and he
was away on a revel of pleasure. However, these revels and the
occasion therefor were infrequent and brief.
And thus he lived—not joyously, radiantly happy. And yet neither
was he unhappy. The man who lives in the past is never really
unhappy; there is too much comfort in memory for unhappiness.
We cannot say that he actually lived, not as we interpret the
meaning of life in its richness and beauty. He led merely a life
of passive existence—acquiescent, peaceful, contented.
And when in the course of time death came to him, there was no
need for sorrow. Why should there have been? He had not lived
his life, that should have been his. The new civilization and the
new life has encroached upon the old until there is no place for
the man of a former generation. His life must be lived in its own
day; the new, ruthless generation gives him no sympathy, no help.
And so it was with this old man—one of the last of a class of men
that is rapidly passing away. The busy, bustling world had outstripped him and left him on the ragged edge of life, unable to
keep up, incapable of participating in its joys or in its sorrows. To
him Death was probably more than life. Rather than feel regret
that he was called to leave this world which is very dear to us,
let us consider Death as the last and greatest oasis in the vast
desert—the eternal oasis of his shattered strength and vigor, his
lost youth with its unrealized ambitions and unfulfilled desires.
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IDEALS vs. REALS
Being a short story written by Pansy Bozeman,
member of the Class of Nineteen Hundred and Sixteen
AISY MEADOWS AND
BLANCHE HENRY had
been room-mates four consecutive years in Mitchuson College in the East.
They had met the first day
they entered school, both
freshmen, and each feeling
an indefinable tie to the
other, they had reserved
together that memorable
old southeast corner room
in Co-ed Hall, where they had spent four happy years. Every day
since, that tie had deepened into the truest devotion until it was
a recognized fact throughout Mitchuson that no truer and closer
friends had ever been known than Daisy and Blanche.
Senior happiness, dignity, sway, and trials had come at last, and
as the cold winter months passed into the joys of springtime, no
two busier girls could be found.
Daisy and Blanche both had numerous friends among the boys.
Senior privileges were enjoyed to the extreme and the two off
evenings allowed the Senior girls each week were always spent
down town for dinner, theater parties, Senior affairs, or in some
otherwise eventful manner. Somehow Blanche and Daisy liked all
#*Mv*. -—■ ^^TC^n^g. . ■■■■;
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the boys, but deep in her own heart each knew that she liked more
than any other—and each had silently whispered to herself that she
loved—Dick Masterson, a big, open-hearted, fine fellow who had
been their classmate thru the four years of their college career.
Both realized vaguely the other's feeling, and tho no word of it had
ever been mentioned between them, the little confidences and secrets
of old were no longer told and there seemed to be something just
underneath the surface of each mind, ready to be asserted when the
critical moment came.
Commencement week came, and the morning before class day
exercises Blanche, wistful and reminiscent, sat in her room playing
on her violin. As she drew out the soft sweet strains, her thoughts
wandered back over those four happy years which would soon be
ended forever. She thought of the pleasures, the work, the sweet
friendships, and more than all, she thought of the deep friendship of
Dick's which, she felt sure had come to mean more to each of them
than simply friendship. She recalled the occasions she had been
with him, especially the night before when he had won first place
in the Intercollegiate Oratorical, and how after it was over, she had
told him how proud she was of his success, and in return he had
told her his plans for his future, what he expected to make of
himself and, what was dearest to her heart, that he had been trying
for a long time to tell her something, a something which meant
more to his life than anything else, and that he had set apart the

last hour they would be in Mitchuson together to tell her. How her
heart had stood still and she had only murmured some indistinct
something! Dick was so grand and noble and she just knew that
she loved him above everyone now! Just as soon as Daisy came in
she would tell her the sweet secret and have ended that hurt, distant feeling which had lately come between them. And Daisy
would be so glad and not ever mention that she had ever cared at
all for Dick.
While these varied thoughts were coursing through her busy
brain, in came the jubilant Daisy, pitched her hat and tennis racket
gaily onto the window seat and pushed back impatiently the pretty
curls from her flushed face.
"Oh! we've had a glorious game. I beat two whole sets and
we're going to play again tomorrow—our farewell game."
"We—who the we?" in a patronizing tone from Blanche.
"Oh, Blanche, you know that I mean Dick, the dearest, grandest
man that ever went thru o!d Mitchuson!"
"Why, you speak as if he were some high Mogul or a regular
Prince Charming. I've seen just as nice fellows elsewhere, altho'
Dick is a right decent sort." impatiently.
Daisy hesitated a moment, then bravely began in a confidential
tone.
"Blanche, you know, I—I—oh—say, do you think Dick really
cares for me?"
"Why—no! no more than a good friend at least. I think you have
gravely mistaken the disposal of his affections," with an air of
condescension and superior knowledge.
"He does, tho! This very morning he told me that I was one girl
among many to him."
Then drawing her chair up close to Blanche, Daisy softly began:
"Dearie, you know Dick leaves for home tomorrow at six p. m.
He has been saving something to tell me which means more to his

life than anything else, and we are going to meet at five tomorrow
at the brook down on the campus and spend our last hour in old
Mitchuson together. Oh! I'm going to be the happiest girl in—."
Daisy's words ended abruptly, for Blanche started from her chair,
astonished and indignant.
"Why, he said those very words to me just last night. Daisy—I
don't know what to think of you"—and words failed her, who, so
happy only a few minutes before, felt now that the world of hers
had darkened into trouble.
She wept many tears into her comforting .pillow, while Daisy,
calm and resolute, tried to make her confused brain work sensibly,
realizing that heavy clouds of misunderstanding had lowered
between her and Blanche.
Meanwhile Dick had reached his room and finding all the boys
out, sat down in his comfortable chair with his feet propped high
on the table, smoked a cigar and gazed at the picture before him
of the girl he loved, all the time steeped in the deepest reflection.
"By Jove, Blanche and Daisy are jolly girls! Just the kind a
fellow needs for friends in college. They have helped make my
life here happy, always sympathetic, happy and ready for fun and
know how to be just all 'round good friends with never a thought
of anything more. That's what I like about them—so sensible and
never think of love, as so many girls do. I know that Clarisse would
like them and be glad that I have known them and that they have
helped to make my college life so happy. Gee! won't they be
surprised tomorrow when I tell them that Clarisse and I are to be
married the twenty-fifth of next month and that we want them both
to be in the wedding party. I can just see Daisy rise up with
beaming eyes and say, 'Shake, old pard, and success and happiness
always be with you!' And Blanche, "always so sweetly sympathetic,
'I'm so glad for you Dick. Hope you'll always be the happiest boy
in all the world!' I hate to say good bye to this dear old life, but

life will be worth living with the dearest girl in the world for my
own. Think of the merry times we can have when Clarisse and I
invite Daisy and Blanche to our own home. These college friendships will last forever and always be a tie that binds."
These happy thoughts soon carried Dick into dreams, and the
boys coming in at bedtime found him in his chair asleep, and waking
him, teased him much about being in love, soon going to settle
down for life, etc.
Thursday, the last day of commencement week, dawned clear and
beautiful, but still a sad day, for everywhere farewells were being
said, and many a tear was shed over good-byes which might last
forever.
Blanche and Daisy, both wondering in their minds and both confident that the other was dreadfully mistaken, remained shy and hurt,
when of all days they should have been nearest together.
Diplomas had been received, trunks were packed, rooms were
bare and many students had already departed. At the hour of five
in the afternoon, Dick wandered down and sat on the old rustic
bench by the brook. His train left at six for home and to the girl
of his heart, and now he was to tell those two dear college pals,
as he always loved to call them, the secret of his present and his
future happiness.
Soon Blanche came and in an instant Daisy, both surprised and

rather disdainful to find the other there. Dick eased their discomfiture, and both sitting beside him on the bench, were soon all
engrossed in recounting the happy events of the past four years.
"Do you remember this," Can't you live again that," and such
expressions brought both many laughs, and some reminiscences
even brought tears to the eyes of the girls. At last Dick broke the
conversation:
"My two dear pals of Mitchuson, you will be surprised when
you hear what I am about to tell you!"
Both hearts fluttered uneasily in two excited little bodies and the
voice of Dick continued:
"Next month, the twenty-fifth, the dearest girl in all the world
is going to be my wife. I have saved this last hour of our life here
together to tell you of mine and Clarisse's wedding. We want you
to be in the wedding party and will expect you to be there, the
twenty-fifth, on time. I must hurry for my train. Will write you
tomorrow. Don't forget!"
A hurried, hearty hand-clasp with each and he was gone. Dazed,
the two girls looked at each other for a moment, then the light of
understanding dawned. They threw their arms about each other
and in an instant all was forgiven.
"I'm thankful he never knew," Daisy managed to say.
"Yes, what fools we mortals be," Blanche replied with a sigh of
great relief.

THE DEBAUCHEE
Being, a poem entered in the Texas Intercollegiate Press Association by
Bruce Knight, member of the Class of Nineteen Hundred and Sixteen
OW long ago I do not know—
A hideous night has come between—
We sat together here as now,
While roundelays rang bough to bough,
The world about a teeming thing
Where glistening grass was springing green,
The light of love within our eyes,
And in our hearts—the joy of spring.

I only wish that you could know
How pitiful, depraved and low
A man can be;
That you might turn forevermore
From all you hoped and dreamed before,
Might turn away from me,
Without a trace of pain,
When thus I come to you to-day
In simple misery to say
That you have dreamed in vain.

Then, half afraid, a promise made—
And life stretched forward, vast and wide,
A vista full of hope and pride.
We wandered there among the flowers,
Pressed down the grass with careless feet,
Heard not our heart's wild, restless beat,
And dreamed away the verdant hours,
Too happy to be satisfied.

I took from you your sacred vow,—
I would not ask your pity now;
And from your heart,
Which then I begged to cheer and bless,
I dare not crave forgiveness,
As I depart.

To-day,—I can not right the wrong
That you have waited thus so long,
And seen what once was called a man
Grow dull of eye and pale of cheek,
And wan, and cowardly, and weak,—
The slave of wretchedness, while you,
So grown in womanhood, so true,
Have never ceased to hope and plan.

The sin and shame, the blot and blame,
What matter whence or how they came?
I know that I was weak.
I do not grieve that, one dark hour,
I threw my love and life away
To dissolution and decay,
And found a fate, through carnal power,
Too terrible to speak.

I do not groan because I know
To-morrow, aimless, I must go
To tread the vale alone.
That life, which should have been with you,
Must be not lived but lasted through,
And end in misery.
The deepest agony
I find in your fidelity:
That all these years,
Sometimes with tears,
You blinded from your eyes
The picture of a vague disease
Which, burning surely, steady, slow,
Must leave at last its victim low,
Too loathsome to despise.
That you should wait, trust, fail to see! —
Refuse to think that you could be
So utterly deceived in me!
But since you know it now,
Obliterate, somehow,
The fact that I have been;
I do not claim one plea
That might atone for me,
Or expiate my sin.

Yet, this is spring again!
And mid its life and love
I only cast my eyes above
And wonder at the pain
Of knowing everything is vain.
Oh', God! the black despair
Of what I can not share:
Of what, in fine,
Through yet no virtue that is mine,
I still have manhood to decline!
Farewell, farewell, farewell!
I can not take your hand;
I am not fit to see your face;
A necessary, said disgrace
That I so close should stand!
Too mean to curse or hate,
Refuse to even contemplate
My overlasting hell!
Blot out your last regret.
Let dull oblivion efface
The last remaining scar and trace;
Set something worthy in my place—
Forget, forget, forget!
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"No Cherries in Kent at the Season of Christmas"
Being an essay written by Lera Brown, member
of the Class of Nineteen Hundred and Fifteen
NLESS a life hold one purpose, which is
followed and furthered at every opportunity,
no gradual or great good is ever attained.
An earnest interest in one's work makes any
reasonable thing possible and often accomplishes what may at first appear unreasonable.
The nearest good when used is the only
means by which substantial benefit may be
gained. Preparation in youth and the ability
to recognize objects of real worth for the end
desired point unquestionably toward an old
age of signal success and a prosperous completion of life. There is no gathering of fruit
before or after its season. The thinking man
will put away present luxuries for future use,
will be almost miserly with his fruit today so
that there will be sustenance for tomorrow.
A numberless host of people search for
that which can never be found, because of
the ordinary inability to recognize the little
things, which tend toward, or make the whole,
in their right relation. Life calls for eager
workers, but she often disappoints each toiler
on account of his undue expectancies and
hopes. It is very true that no man can confi-

dently expect to reach the Eldorado of his dreams by strolling in
ready foot-paths or by impulsive obedience of laws toward that
end; a veritable heaven would not delight or satisfy him; he could
not know its full significance. Unless he constantly watch and tend
and be anxious over the gradual good growth of the tree, he cannot
eat delectable, sound fruit.
Indeed, "No man can gather cherries in Kent at the season of
Christmas." The bright, happy spring with its smell of growing
things promises in its very blossoms a glowing harvest time. Fair,
sunny days spend their wondrous powers. Silently and mysteriously
the blossoms droop and fall, and as quickly the fruiting is visible.
The gardener may lose sight for a while of the wonderful thing he
has helped to produce, become interested in a trifling weed or perhaps a beautiful autumn flower, and the very fruit of his labor is
taken from him. Then when the weed and the chrysanthemum have
perished, the owner returns to find his tree deprived of its fruit, and
the real object of his life despoiled of its first joy and loveliness.
Not infrequently the first producer fails to recognize the greatness of his own accomplishments. Real men and women often fail
to realize facts obvious to a child or the casual passer-by. The seed
of yesterday, the fruit of today, may be the nourishment of tomorrow,
and even the searcher after serviceable joys and things of promising
beauty and usefulness may unconsciously tread upon and grind into
dust the very object of his search. His "knowing eye" is closed for
one fatal moment, and the unpretentious, but essential substance
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is lost. And the loss may mean the death of all hope and ambition,
it may cause the lower leveling of things desired.
And yet no attempt at restoration is too late. One's first failure
does not necessitate the repetition of a former mistake nor does it
argue an abandonment of the primary purpose. A profitable lesson
may be learned from the life-history of the tree itself, that "not
every blossom ripens into fruit." The unmistakable laws of the
universe call for errors alike in mankind and nature, and renewed
effort should answer the first fault with success. A partial recovery
is much better than complete waste and dissolution.
And yet, though there seems no chance to 'gather cherries" after
the fullness of the season, there is one possibility. Hopeful energy
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makes it possible. Others may forsake the tree, but the careful,
experienced-tried, old toiler remains, too busy with the present hour
and its task to take note of anything except the discovery of the
object his heart is set on. His skies have been gray, and his fields
sere for a long time; his heart has been breaking, his life has been
"burning in blood," but his tireless energy is recompensed at last.
Imagine with what tenderness he picks up and handles the "cherry"
which has fallen to the ground and been trod under foot by others!
What though there be specks in it? He has gathered the "cherries"
of life by means of his ever-present hopes and energy and his
optimistic belief in an ultimate, rightful adjustment. By these
means only is the gathering possible or probable.

The Stream of Life
■^

< SIT behind a window,
In a little tinker's shop,
Outside, the stream of men is flowing by;
I«eften watch their faces
As they lightly pause, or stop—
They laugh, they frown, they frivol, and they cry.
In one, I read a story
Of the deepest discontent— ,
I sorrow with the man who thus is sad;
Another beams the happiness
A noble life has lent—
I, too, grow nobly happy, and am glad.
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The sunshine and the shadow,
The good part and the bad,
All Life is swirling by before my eyes;
Each face spells out a story
Of the life its owner's had—
The fool is passing by; just so, the wise.
I can not pass rash sentence
On a face that stops outside—
I am with all alike both good and bad;
I sympathize, and sorrow
At the woe that some can't hide;
With others who pass smiling, I am glad.

Outside my little window
Runs the stream which men call Life;
The shallows and the sink-holes, all, are there;
I, too, am flowing with it
As it seeks through calm and strife,
That vague, bflt certain, port, that Christ made fair.

ATHLETICS
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ATHLETICS IN T. C. U.
RUE EDUCATION consists in the harmonious development of the body, mind and
soul. This cardinal principle has come to be thoroughly recognized by every school,
and college, and T. C. U. is no exception to the rule. Her attainments in athletics have
taken their place among the classics, and her future in this phase of development, based
on the rock of a glowing past, loom out before her with brilliant possibilities. The great
football and basket ball teams of '12 and '13 have gone down in history; the rather
gloomy '13-'14 year has taken its place among her yesterdays, and the knell, closing the year of '14-'15,
is sounding its last peal over the present and pointing the way into the future.
The football team of '14, while not making a brilliant record, has paved the way for greater
things, while in basket ball T. C. U. has achieved results nothing short of wonderful, as she took
second place in the T. I. A. A. this, her second year in the sport. Furthermore, baseball prospects are
looming up with signs of a great team, while the minor sports have already reached a high grade of
efficiency—every student in the University having an opportunity to take part in athletics in some form.
Great plans for athletics are being made for next year, and when the 1915 roll is called many wili
there be who will answer; and when commencement arrives, students and alumni will lift their hats to
a greater T. C. U. in athletics as well as in all other lines of development.

TRAINING CAMP
HE TRAINING CAMP of '14 was the first for the Christians in several
years, and considering this, it was a success from every standpoint.
On the night of August 31st, Coach Boles left Fort Worth with
twenty-five hopeful recruits for Venus, Texas. Upon arriving at the little
town, the squad was entertained by a number of the fairer sex, and on the
following morning Coach Boles started the training.
Light workouts and frequent drills in the rules consumed the larger part of the time.
Diversion was afforded by the hospitality of Mr. Sam Braswell and other exponents of the pig
skin sport who live in the romantic little city of Venus.
Only a few of the older men were present at the camp, the majority being youngsters,
infused with the ambition to wear the purple and white, and some of them made good from
the start.
After a ten days' stay at the camp, the squad returned to the University, thoroughly
acquainted with each other, well on the way to mid-season form and possessing a fine
knowledge of the '14 rules.
It is only just to add that this camp was made possible by the untiring efforts of Mr.
Braswell, and to him all the squad, students and T. C. U. supporters are greatly indebted.
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Review of the Season
N the month of June, 1914, the last vestige of uncertainty in
regard to T. C. U. affiliation with the T. I. A. A. floated from
off the athletic horizon and hope sprang eternal in the athletic
breast for the greatest come-back record in the annals of pigskin
lore. All the spring and summer men toiled valiantly gathering
material and dope on the prospects, and when the first tinge of autumn
disturbed the slumbers of the "old guard," Coach Boles reported, and
with him thirty men restless and eager, after the long summer's rest.
The training camp days, the heart-breaking grinds, the casting and
recasting of "line-ups," the clash of scrubs against prospective 'Varsity
men, passed in a rush, and the anxious student body decked the old gray
bleachers to see Boles' men clean up on Denton Normal aggregation in
a practice game to the tune of 40 to 0. Many were the cheers that day
and many were the men who showed "stuff," and once more the spirit of
gladness permeated the confines of T. C. U.
The first of the scheduled games of the season was with the Oklahoma
School of Mines. Again the T. C. U. warriors carried away the big end
of a lop-sided score.
The building of the team, as a whole, was good, but glaring defects
were manifest, and Coach Boles spent the time until the next game in
hard work-outs and scrimmages.
The first game with a T. I. A. A. team was the T. C. U.-Southwestern
game on October 21, which resulted in a score of 10 to 7 in favor of the
S. U. aggregation. The score, however, does not fairly mark the strength
of 'Varsity, for at the end of the first half Southwestern was decidedly
beaten and outplayed and the score stood 7 to 0 in our favor. During
the third period S. U. succeeded in a place kick, and later S. U. ran a
punt thirty yards for a touchdown. Three of the quarters were T. C.
U.'s, and the aforesaid thirty-yard run was made by a combination of
luck and speed.
Following the Southwestern game 'Varsity played the husky A. & M.

team at College Station. The bird of ill omen certainly perched above the
T. C. U. stronghold before the battle, for when the referee's whistle
blew, ending the game, the score stood 40 to 0 in favor of A. & M. In
only the last period did 'Varsity manifest her true form.
Working hard all week following the A. & M. game to strengthen the
weak places brought out so plainly in the heart-breaking contest with
the Farmers, T. C. U. left for Houston to play the strong Rice Institute
team on the 29th.
After riding all day 'Varsity "togged up" to face a worthy opponent
and a drizzling rain. Frequent were the fumbles, but the game was
exceptionally fast and hard fought from the very beginning.
McNamara, Cox and Nelson were the stars of the day, while the whole
team worked like a combination of demons and heroes. When the
shadows of evening cast a dreary shroud over the field and the besmeared
warriors struggled on and on, until the referee's whistle ended the
grueling contest, which resulted in a scoreless tie, at no time was the
T. C. U. goal in danger, while on the other hand, several times the Owls
seemed perilously near being scored on by the Purple and White.
The awful game of the season came when 'Varsity lined up against
her old time enemy, Baylor, at Waco on the 31st. The game opened with
both teams apparently evenly matched. Baylor made the first touch
down, and a few minutes later Gish Martin crossed the goal line for T.
C. U., tying the score. Then followed a long run of luck and forward
passes by the Baylorites during which 'Varsity only crossed the goal line
once. The end came with Baylor possessing the score of twenty-eight
points to the Purple and White's fourteen. "Little" Brown, Gish Martin
and Cox were the stars of the game for T. C. U.
It was a somewhat broken spirited team that lined up for practice
after the Baylor defeat, but before the end of the week Coach Boles had
rounded the men into excellent shape, and when they marched onto the
field at T. C. U. on the sixth of November against Chester Johnson's

Kangaroos, amid the cheers of the student body and stirring strains from
the University band, no one doubted from the start that victory was ours.
The end showed a 12 to 0 score for 'Varsity.
On the fourteenth of November the team left for a four days' trip to
Brownwood, where they were to meet Daniel Baker and Howard Payne.
The game with Daniel Baker resulted in defeat, but the crew got together
and successfully demolished the Howard Payne aggregation by 13 points.
With only ten days remaining in the '14 season, and the next game
being with the fast Trinity team, every man worked to his limit. Finally
the long wait ended, and the eve of Turkey day was at hand. With
a hard practice and final exhortation from the coach, the team raced off
the field for the last time.
All night ominous clouds were gathering, and before dawn J. Pluvius
poured forth his wrath which resulted in the postponement of the great
battle until the following Monday. When that day arrived, 'Varsity and
Trinity marched out onto Morris Park field in great spirits.

Within the first minute of play Trinity made a touchdown on a fake,
but that ended her scoring. The T. C. U. warriors got together and by
a series of brilliant runs crossed the cherished chalk line and Cox kicked
goal. During the remainder of the game the Purple and Whites came
near scoring several times, but heart-breaking fumbles prevented. The
game ended in a 7 to 7 tie. Cox, "Little" Brown, Martin, everybody
starred, and although the game was not ours, everybody looked upon the
'14 season as being a fairly successful one.
A great football squad, like anything else worth while, is not built in a
day, and it was upon this illusion that much of the hope for the greatest
season in T. C. U. football history was based.
Coach Boles had some good material and he turned out a good team.
It was the nucleus around which T. C. U. is to build a machine whose
name will in a few years ring in the ears of every football enthusiast in
the Southwest.

S. A. BOLES, Coach
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FACING a peculiar crisis in the athletic history of the institution, and looking
for a man to lead us through the maze fitly and well, the authorities chose
l
Iwll] our present Coach, S. A. Boles, formerly of Poly.
Coach Boles won his football spurs in Weslyan College, Kentucky, and later
spent a year in Vanderbilt under the tutelage of Coach McGugin. Ripened by a
successful year at Polytechnic College, where he turned out a team worthy of ending
the football history of that institution, he came to us. Here, although facing many
adversities and difficulties, he built up a strong team. A gentleman first, and a
football player second, he soon won the respect of all lovers of clean athletics.

bfifv

CRAWFORD B. REEDER

(Center, Captain)

CHARLES HOOPER (Manager)

"Pctts" Reeder, the big center from the 1913
team, was chosen to captain the 1914 team, not
for any unusual ability as a player, but for his
steadiness and splendid personality as a leader
of men. "Potts" was especially good at passing
the ball, having only one fumble chalked to his
credit for the entire season, but it was when
backing the line where he threw his one hundred
eighty pounds against would-be players that he
made his greatest showing. "Potts" graduates in
June, and leaves a gap that can only be filled by
the best.

Being ambitious to earn one of the coveted
monograms decorating the manly chest of our
husky athlete, and being also short on muscular
avoirdupois to carve out one by force, Charles
this year entered the ranks of the capitalists and
did memorable service as manager of the 1914
team. This was a dull season for athletics and
many were the problems of financing the team,
but "Hoop" never failed to find a way.
No manager ever thought more of his job than
did "Hoop." It was worth the price of admission
to see him "rag" across the gridiron.

GISH MARTIN (End)

JOHN C. NELSON (Half-back)

"Gish" came to the '14 squad from the great
Central High team of '13. From the very beginning "Gish" showed talent, and he did not disappoint the highest expectations of his fellow
students and team mates, for he got special
mention for all-state end.
"Gish" is a tower of strength, both on the
offensive and defensive, playing constantly all the
time. He will be one of the T. C. U. men who
will make the all-state eleven in '15 and will,
before his football course is run, take his place
among the football aristocracy wearing the purple
and white.

"Nelly" came to us with a good record from
Mangum High School, Oklahoma, and from the
very first showed signs of great possibilities.
With his wonderful ability to carry the ball,
coupled with his abilities as a stiff armer and a
tackier, he made a place on the team. Nelson
is a nice drop kicker, and if he can get accuracy
with his distance, it will be a common thing for
"Nelly" to drop them over for forty yards. He
is a freshman this year, and we are expecting
big things from him in the three years that
remain before his graduation.
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JOHN P. COX (Full-back)

EWEI.L McKNIGHT (Tackle)

No man that ever wore the purple and white
deserves more praise than Jno. P. Cox. Beginning his football career in T. C. U. during the
gloomy season of Ml, Jno. P. made one of the
most brilliant players of the memorable squad of
'12.
When he reported for practice last fall,
after remaining out of school one year, some
asked, "Can Cox come back?" This was very
admirably answered.
His long suit is carrying
the ball, and he starred at this in every game
of the season, winning all-state honors in the
estimation of most of the Texas coaches.
Cox is a hard working player at all times,
cither in practice or in games, and this, with his
winning personality and ability as a leader, won
him the unanimous election to captain the 1915
team.
We are expecting one of the strongest
teams in the history of T. C. U. under his
leadership.

When the season opened, McKnight was one of
the very few "dependables" about whom our
coach might build his team, and he leaves a
record of an entire season without missing a
quarter of play, as a proof of dependability.
Oft the field "Mac" is so quiet as to be almost
demure, but in scrimmage he is the big noise and
never fails to be at the. right place at the right
time.
"Mac" graduates in June, and there is a hole
left at right tackle that will be a man's job to fill.

GEORGE NASH (Half-back)
Nash likes to play football above all things, but
we have heard him remark that practice did not
always have its charms, "when a fellow has to
run himself to death and do nothing either."
George is another product of the Central High
School who made good at T. C. U. this fall.
Although "Nasty" doesn't even claim to catch
forward passes, we all know he can play halfback.
Nash has more to offer, which will be
forthcoming in the next few years.

WILBUR BROWN (Half-back)
Wilbur Brown, alias "Brownie," was a holdover
from the classic squad of '12.
Weighing only
140 pounds, Brownie's line plunging is nothing
short of wonderful, and to all those who witnessed
the Baylor game this is exceptionally true.
When back-field material was looking very
"slim" at the training camp, "Brownie" suddenly
hove in sight, and then hope sprang eternal in
the breast of the squad. When the '15 roll is
called he will again take his place among the
select, for he is one of those rare combinations
of the spectacular and consistent, and withal a
clean all-round athlete.
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J. HOMER WALLACE (Guard)

OTIS RAMSEY (Quarter-back)

"Midge" came to the team of '14 with a reputation to keep, and keep it did.
Standing six
feet two inches in his "bare feet" and weighing
215 pounds, he makes a good lineman for any
team. He was never a star, but always a consistent, dependable player. He has only one fault,
that is, he would like to play full-back, and
might if we did not already have a good one who
does not care to try Midge's place.
Wallace has two more years of football to play,
and we expect the "Rockwall Wonder" to deal
misery to opposing linemen during that time.

Otis first entered college athletics last year at
Poly. When that institution became extinct, he
cast his lot with T. C. U. Here he immediately
made good as one of our best quarter-backs. His
strongest point is in returning punts.
Ramsey is fast and a good sidestepper, rarely
failing to advance the ball when he attempts it.
He will be back next year and will be a tower of
strength for the purple and white.

HOWARD VAUGHN (End)
"Shorty" spent several years starring on the
Central High School team of this city, and after
sidestepping invitations from other institutions
came to us a finished high school athlete. How
Howard got his nick-name of "Shorty" is hard
to tell, for he is the possessor of one of the
most splendid physiques on the squad.
Adding
to it his speed and ability to snatch forward
passes, wakes him one of the best ends in the
state.
"Shorty" has three more years with us, and
with a little college experience is a good bid for
an all-state man.

JOHN ANDERSON

<' "A

(Quarter-back)

As the battle is not always to the strong alone,
so is football not always to the "beefy." If this
had been an established law, "Little Johnny"
would have had to plunk down his fare and
watch the games from the grandstand with his
girl.
But possessing an indomitable courage and a
natural instinct for the game, he was soon considered a "find" and not a toy likely to be broken.
He was a good punter, averaging fifty yards, a
good man to carry the ball and an excellent
tackier, but if one word should be used to
characterize him as a player, it would be "headwork," because the little fellow displayed great
generalship that should make him one of the
greatest quarter-backs T. C. U. has ever had.
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BEN GANTT (Guard)

JOE McNAMARA (End)

Most football men have to play one and only
one position per season, but old "Big Ben"
seems to overturn precedents and desire all of
them. "Bean," as he was sometimes called, came
out at the first of the season as one of the
guards, but his versatility changed him into a
handy man, and each game would see him filling
some new place.
"Big Ben" is very quiet and unobtrusive,
saying very little indeed, but on the gridiron he
is more than peppery and helps put fight into
any team. He has only one more year to play
and is one of the nucleus about which our next
coach must build his team.

Old "Fire Ball" began playing footDall in T.
G. U. a spindle-legged scrub who did not look
equal to the "strenuosities" of such a hazardous
contest as football, but time has flown and the
spindle-legged Joe has grown till now we see a
well developed man who plays a great game at
end.
Joe is a hard tackier and plays a good defensive
game, but his winning feat is in catching forward
passes. He is a junior this year, and with his
usual yearly increase in ability will be one of the
best in the state next vear.

RAYMOND E. FOX (Guard)
ROLAND GARRETT (Full-back)
Garrett came to us from our junior college at
Midland with a great record as a back field man,
but just as he was rounding into shape he suffered
injuries in practice which incapacitated him for
the rest of the season.

However, the way he

plowed the line, while he was able, showed that
he had a football ability.

Barring accidents, he

should make a strong man next year.

"The Sly One" first entered our ranks some
three years ago as a lowly scrub, but not finding
the experiences of downtrodden service congenial
to his disposition, decided to either "kill" a
'Varsity man or be one himself; consequently, he
made a strong lineman of himself as a worthy
crown for his efforts. Being exceptionally good
on charging through the opposing line to break
up plays, he was indispensable to the team. Fox
is a junior and has only one more year in T.
C. U.
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BASE B A L L—' 1 4
EING under suspension by the ruling of officials of the T. I. A. A., and
having no schedule, T. C. U. had dreary prospects for a 1914 baseball
team, but the tireless efforts of Manager Ledbetter proved as good a
schedule as could be desired.
Then with only one old man back, Coach Cahoon set to work and rounded out
a team that lost only one game during the entire season. The success of this team
owes much to the loyal support of the student body, but much of the credit goes to
the never ceasing efforts of our hearty but non-committal Coach, Frederick Cahoon,
who never asked anything for his service but the satisfaction of success for the team
and institution which he and the team represented.
This team did not play any of the other collegiate teams of the State and, of
course, received no ranking, but comparative scores in games with teams that did
play them shows that T. C. U. ranked well toward the front among her sister
colleges.

BASKET BALL
C. U. spent several years without attempting any basket ball at all, but this year found her with material from which
a team was picked that reopened the pastime with an enviable record. Not having a gymnasium and being
forced to work on an open court, our boys were placed at a disadvantage on visiting courts, but despite this
handicap, they won the majority of their games and finished second in the T. I. A. A. after defeating A. & M.
College and going down in defeat before the champions, Texas U., by a close score.
Well supported by the student body and made up of peppery, hard working men, the '14-'15 team reopened
basket ball with a record and reputation that is a worthy example for following teams. Among the individual
players, Captain Strong and Joe Hayes were the greatest individual stars, being the most' experienced men on
the team. But the great work of the guards must not be overlooked, and especially do we remember the work
of Cooper, "Tommy" and Geiger in the game with A. & M. All the team except Manager Geiger will be back
next year, and everything looks good for a championship team.
Strong and Hayes, forwards.

Cooper, Geiger, Tudor and Pirkle, guards.
^v>

GIRLS'

Tomlinson and Vaughn, centers.

^>

BASKET

The girls' basket ball team of M4-'15 is one of which every member
of the student body and faculty of Texas Christian University have every
reason to be proud. Under the tireless efforts of their efficient coach,
Professor Cahoon, the girls who represented us on the court crowned
themselves with glory in each game played.
The fidelity and endless zeal of their captain, Minnie Proctor, inspired
each player to do her best. The work of the forwards deserves especial
mention, and the goals missed by "Minnie P." are too few to consider.
The team work could not be surpassed, and much of the success is due
to the harmony existing between the members of the team.
It is the boast of the side liners that no better guards can be found in
the State than Mabel McLarry and Venice Luce. The captain has often
said "They can't be beat anywhere." On account of illness one of the
guards could not play during the latter part of the season, thereby
calling off the long looked-forward-to games with Southwestern, Stamford
College, Demon Normal and probably Baylor University.

Cahoon, coach.

BALL

Out of the ten games played only two were lost, and the score record
stands:
Opposing Team

T. W. C

17

Fort Worth High
1
Denton Normal
7
Poly High
10
Washington Heights. 6

T. C. U.

Opposing Team

T. C.

Fort Worth High
4
T. W. C
17
Polv High
18
Diamond Hill
24
Weatherford High... 6

28
18
12
17
23

110

207

The line-up was:
Forwards—Minnie Proctor (Captain), and Vestal Thompkins.
Centers—Virginia Maloney (jumping), Irene Carson (running).
Guards—Mabel McLarry, Venice Luce.
Coach—Frederick Cahoon.

.

TENNIS
1—^ |———||t^E TENNIS ASSOCIATION has been one of the best
£*& \r I ^
organizations in T. C. U. this past year, affording
-^^J
pleasure and exercise for both students and teachers.
The organization consists of about sixty members who
played through a fall tournament to select a team of five
to represent T. C. U. in all inter-collegiate matches. The
\\
members making this team were C. Tomlinson, G. Herd,
V. Payne, P. Pirkle and H. Tomlinson. A singles
tournament will be held in April to decide the T. C. U.
championship, a handicap tournament will be held in
May and also the City Tournament will be held on the
T. C. U. Courts open to all Fort Worth players. Last summer there were forty
players in this meet, and this year promises a much larger entry.
Matches have been arranged with Trinity, Baylor, and River Crest and Glen
Garden Country Clubs.
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SEPTEMBER
Solon Tomlinson arrives and T. C. U. opens on a September morn.

Training camp brings out "good" material. Several preachers
go along. Prospects are said to be very bright. We will watch with
smoked glasses. Skiff says, "Coach Boles to direct a winning team."
H. Jones poses as prophet. (Of course, he is driven to it.)

<^>

The Freshman arrives with appealing eyes and a pealing nose.

Y. M. and Y. W. hold their reception. Lola Mac "awnd" J. Watson Shockley officiate. Juniors and Seniors evince democracy by
noticing Freshman girls. Tongue dance and refreshments concluded with casualties. Large time reported.

c
,/

Skiff tells, editorially, what all it will stand for and do the coming
session. Of course, it won't, but such are the formalities of civilization.

y
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Willis Stovall returns from his missionary trip with the Canadian.

Dean Parks on leave of absence. Ha! the force of this joke is
lost on the Fish, but it causes naughty upper-classmen to smile with
joy. The Dean is doing "research work." Perhaps he will forget
something about discipline. Lettuce pray.
Lola Mac said she was not coming Dack to T. C. U., but she "can't
keep away from it."
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MODERN STEAM LAUNDRY
.JtjUJ3> ¥
Driver No...

..MARK..

NOTICE.—No claim
accompanied by original
will be Bold for charges.
taken for less than 10c.
be taken as correct
No.
Pieces

■--■--
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allowed unless made within two days,
list. Goods not called for within 30 days
Not responsible in case of fire. No bundle
When bundle is not listed our count must

ARTICLES
Shirts. p]aln_ .10
Shirts with Clrs.lO
Shirts, pleated....15
Shirts, flannel ....16
Shirts, sift.
IE
Collars (soft 6c) 214
Cuffs
2%
Union Suite 15 to 25
Drawers, wool
10
TJndersh'ts, wool 10
Drawers, cotton 7ft
$ndershlrta " 7ft
Night Shirts
10
Socks, per pair._ 6
Haodkercfs 2 for 6
allk 5
Neckties _....£ to 25
Coata
,25 to 11.00
Veeta
20 to 50
Pante 26 to 11.00
Sweaters
_15
Overalls
IE
Jumpers
15
Jackets 15 to 25
Caps
5 to 26

Page...

No.
FriM Pieces

•--

.......

.ARTICLES
Suspenders
10
Dreases..35 to $1.00
Waists
10 to 25
Ladies' Collars.... 5
Shirt Wats 26 to 60
8kirts....35 to fl.00
Chemise 15 to 50
Ladles1 VestjB 8
Drawers_....15 to 26
StockingB
6
Night Dress 15 to 60
Aprons
5 to 25
Sleeves, pr palr,.10
Corset COT. 10 to 25
Scarfs
5 to 26
Towel*
2%
Roller TowelB
6
Napkins
2%
Table COT. 10 to 25
Sheets „
5
Pillow Slips „....2H
Counterp*nes 15-26
Quilts' '~i
25
Curtaias—60 to $1
Blankets..-60 to <1

Price

......

Y. M. starts campaign for
members. Well, what will Frizze!l and Clayton do without
some back-sliders in school?
^>

Student-government plan is
said to have a good constitution. It will need it.
President tells why students
should attend chapel. Ah, ha!
This is superfluous. The Freshmen's mothers have already
told them to come, and the
upper-classmen won't believe a
word of it.
-s^-

J

Upper-class girls sell laundry
slips in Jarvis Hall! Oh, it's
a shame to take the money.
The "mermaids" (Fish girls)
certainly do bite.
J. Watson Shockley gets out
Freshman Bible. It has his
picture in it.

4f,

Ministerial Assassination elects orf'cers. They need them.
<^>

Freshmen laugh very loudly at alleged jokes in Chapel.
will not be able to keep it up all year.

They

Shockley has a soft snap—soliciting students. Specializes on
co-eds. This gives Shockley great joy. How about the co-eds?
Skiff says:
Earnest."

"Pig-headed Warriors Begin Scrimmage Work in

Shirley-Waltons "receive" the students. The latter receive
refreshments. Great carnage and joy. The human animal delights
in butchery. Fake matriculation procedure carried on. Commendable practice, but a bum idea. However, it fools student body,
and everybody is happy.
^>

"Student Body Ask for Self-Government." There is nothing like
nerve. Maybe they will get it. Honor said to be included in plan.
Fine!
Mrs. Sargent searched for suffragette bombs. Why, the idea!
T. C. U. team skins Denton Normal.
^>

Dr. Batson proves his good judgment twice—gets married and
brings his wife to Texas.

Christy Matthewson has nothing on John P. Cox. Christy teaches
a Sunday School class, and John P. is elected superintendent.
<^

"Steam Roller" Holt chosen Junior President.

P. S. Freshmen become irate
and hold another election. Mulatto janitor succeeded by John
Nelson.

^>

Bentley elected Senior President.
He advises Seniors to "buy-a-bale."
They do so. Next spring they will
sell it for less than they paid for it,
thereby proving their patriotism.
Texas farmers believe in patriotism.
Marg. Gibson elected princess for
the pageant at the Fat Stock Show. She still speaks to her friends.
o

Y. \V. entertains new girls. They "play getting married,
is a favorite hallucination with Freshman girls.

This

^>

Upper-class girls tell new girls to wear red bows on left shoulder
to Y. W.-Y. M. reception so the boys would be nice to them. An
o
other bite.
Professor Roberts returns. Ha! now we shall hear Martha
Washington's will.
-o

Freshmen hold election of officers. Upper-classmen assist. By
dint of much flowery oratory and Holt's invincible steam roller, the
mulatto janitor is chosen president.
mgz?<?r

OCTOBER
T. C. U. loses to Southwestern,
10-9. Methodists have special
elastic sidelines to accommodate
men who would otherwise be out
of bounds. They seem fine on
quoting Scripture and chewing
tobacco.
Preps skin Fish. Another testimonial for Mellin's Food!
Jones' editorial says: "T. C. U.
welcomes old Poly men." They
will be welcoming us here after
while.
The Chorus and Glee Club
begin to practice. They sure need
it, if we are to judge by the sound.
We hate to hear them practice,
but since they can't get by on
their looks, we guess it is necessary.

FRESHMAN PRESIDENT

Professor Roberts returns. He has been sick. He is said to have
a whole suitcase full of chapel talks. Now we shall be sick.
-o

BOU! %M> PKtftCHE
BRO

Busiwtss

Professor Myatt gives 0. Jones special introduction to all the
girls in French I. The pleasure is all Jones's.

■
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Volunteer Band elects officers. No, it is not a musical organization; but you have heard the expression, "If hot air were music,
you'd be a whole brass band.
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Students match for partners at Add-Ran-Clark reception. This is
mostly for amusement 0/ Freshmen girls. Refreshments prove
even more interesting. Big time.
/u^'LLi
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T. C. U. students take part in Fat Stock Show.
has some fine fat stock.

/NJUHY

Students send pecans to Europe.
Kaiser.

Yep, T. C. U.

Maybe this will conciliate the

:,<"'
of

Begin taking pictures for Frog.
~<

Honor System ratified by faculty and student body.
be no more cheating, stealing and gambling.

There will

^»

T. C. U. presented with sword that was used on battlefield of
Waterloo. That's nothing; the knife back in the kitchen that has
been cutting T. C. U. beef has seen harder service.
Ministerial Assassination presents modern drama entitled, "King
Alcohol." The preachers, endeavorers, etc., handle their parts with
suspicious proficiency.
Gesellschaft Germania organizes and elects officers.
mel! Das thut mir Leid!
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Ach, Him-

Professor Roberts' book on "Oklahoma History and Civics"
comes from press. It is said to be a fine book. No doubt it has
Martha Washington's will in the glossary.

FRESH /IAN ros/Atf FOR in- P/CTUftE
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T. C. U. PRINCESS.
After one of the most exciting campaigns in the history of T. C. U.
Margaret Gibson of Waxahachie, a member of the senior class,
was elected by a big majority the T. C. U. princess to the
Kirmess of the Fat Stock Show. The balloting was carried on by
the Australian system. A few days later Crawford Reeder of
Amarillo, also a member of the senior class, was elected to accompany Miss Gibson as her knight, but because of the big football
game on the day of the Kirmess Charles Hooper was appointed to
go in Mr. Reeder's place.
The Kirmess is the most brilliant society event in the social
circles of Fort Worth. A queen is crowned and attended by her
court train which is composed of forty-eight knights and princesses,
maids of honor, and courts of the seasons, etc.
Among all this brilliantly attired concourse of the elite of Fort
Worth and surrounding cities our princess, Miss Gibson, did honor
to herself and us.
^>

Henry Hagemier speaks to the C. I. A. girls on "The Secret of
Successful Married Life," or something of that nature. Gee!
Henry is going in for "wimmen" on a big scale. It is said he made
a hit. We shall watch for further developments.
The co-eds hold a "homesickers' " excursion to Forest Park.
H-m-m-m! this does not hold a candle to the boys' homeseekers'
excursion over to T. W. C.
-\>

Jones' editorial says: "How do you like the Skiff?" Gee, what
an embarrassing question!
T. C. U. beats Oklahoma miners 20 to 0, but our boys do not get
stuck up. A. & M. skins us 40 to 0. Faith, an' we'll get revenge
later on!
Percy Gallaher entertains the Freshmen.
but philanthropic.

She is not only brave

Now the Baylor students think they want student government, too!

7(1

Professor McPherson entertains students from Brite College of
Bible. A very orderly and pious meeting, no doubt. ("Pious"
means "full of pie.") They sang, "When That Old T. C. U. Team,"
and other religious songs.
Skiff says, "Brite College students to have a football team."
What punk spelling!
^>

Christian Endeavorers stage tacky party.

NOVEMBER
Clarke girls in Japanese kimonos serve tea. It's hard to tell
which is the more attractive. However, it makes no difference,
since both were thoroly American.
CLARK RECEPTION.
On the first day of November at the home of Prof, and Mrs.
E. R. Cockrell, the Clark Literary Society entertained more than a
hundred guests in honor of the Walton Society. In the receiving
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line were Misses Gibson, Stringer, McFarland, Woods, Helms,
Brown, Bozeman, Veale, Wilkenson and Mrs. Cockrell. After a
social hour the guests were served a salad course and coffee by
Misses Cassell, Baugh and Durrett. The drawing room was beautifully decorated in the Walton colors and smilax. From the vineclad veranda came sweet strains of a concealed orchestra which
made softer the scene. Favors of pink and white sweet peas were
given. The affair in itself expressed the deep feeling of the scene
which the Clark's felt for their rivals—still their schoolmates; and
the Waltons in return expressed their appreciation for this honor.
It is the desire of each of these groups that many such pleasant
afternoons be spent as long as the two societies shall exist.
Board of Trustees meets. Standard of T. C. U. grub takes a
remarkable rise. Other important things were said to have transpired.
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OHEHOUH LATEX.
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Fish and Sophs hold Hallow-een party. The upperclassmen get the refreshments, but the Sophs and Fish
still have the party. Undaunted, they send for more
refreshments. Gee, they want too much! It almost
gets their little goats when the Juniors and Seniors
swipe the second installment of eats. G-r-r-r-r-r-r!
They roll off the Senior bale of cotton, maltreating same
savagely. Uh-huh! we told you so!

Preps think they can have a Hallow-een party without
getting their refreshments swiped. They even have a
password for every room in Jarvis Hall, but only one
\L:J$ AlMj
pass-key is necessary for stealing their eats. Deprived
of their spoil, the barbarians become enraged. Free-forTHE SENIORS GET THE FISH'S- BATS
10 »tftUT£SLATER AUO T#£YKQLlfTBACK AGA/fi
all ensues. Science triumphs over rawness and greenness. Poor Preps!
T. C. U., 0; Daniel Baker, 33. T. C. U., 14; Howard Payne, 0.
Orators to be given the athletic letter for being Mexican athletes.
-<^>-

Professor Dabbs requires that boys must be unable to sing to get
admittance into his S. S. choir. Judging from the sound, everybody
is admirably qualified.
Beth Overmier falls into her trunk while unpacking. Mattie
Harrell rescues her. No damage done further than a case of severe
fright.

Winnie London elopes.
^>

Fish and Sophs stage blood-curdling football game.
by experts as the best of the year. Score, 6-6.

Pronounced

The Skiff seems to want us to pay our subscriptions.
is was a charitable enterprise.

We thot

Ah, ha! the Skiff begins to flaunt a clown from the masthead. A.
M. Hill becomes business manager.
QlHOtU

r

v

Football team breaks training on twenty-pound box of candy.
This is about the most important event of the year.

SKI

POfE*

Faculty members hold social at Cahoon's.
-#

Church services late Sunday night—owing to the fact the Juniors
swiped the Sacrament wine.
^>

A talk in chapel, by Gumm.

-\>

See! what did we tell you? Henry Hagemier gets married!

•//M 77/£
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Seniors recklessly exhibit their bale of cotton in front of Worth
Hall. We'll bet something happens to it before long.

STARTED

/roMA«f£ or ™£ «£LL )

The famous "romance of the well" occurs. Best reporters in T.
C. U. fail to get the dope on it. Matrons refuse to talk. Nevertheless, he and she staged a short, sweet romance which will go
down in history.

Professor Knight makes a "scholarly" address on Belgian
neutrality. German Professor gives him some facts from the other
side. Students look on in amusement.

JUST

Co-eds basket-shooters beat Central High, 41-1.
the Innocents.

cone oatv/v /S/H/rey'.

Slaughter of
j

^>

)

n.

Old Poly students form club in T. C. U. Now we shall hear how
they used to do it in Poly. This is how wars begin.
<^

T. C. U., 7; Trinity, 7. Cox gets $20 fountain pen. He deserved
a $50 one, but such was luck.
Dabbs' boys' chorus makes first appearance.
good appearance, but—.
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Well, they had a

Shirleys take Add-Rans to cleaning in Old Men's Contest.

A
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Boys' Glee Club prepares for trips. Ah, won't it be nice and
quiet around here when they are gone?
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Shame on Horace Jones!
variety in girls' hosiery!

He writes an editorial demanding

T. C. U. 0, Rice 0. Shucks! all that work for nothing.
Spaniards have picnic. Only one chaperone—joy!
-^>

Baylor hangs T. C. U. to sour-apple-tree, 21-14.

c£Q
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FAVORITE
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We are promised a cement walk from Worth Hall to the dormitories. Perhaps some of the Freshmen believe we will get it.
T. C. U. men beat Poly High in basket ball, 22-18.
"Pep Carnival" held in preacher dormitory.
ridiculousest idea!

Ain't that the

Co-eds beat T. W. C. fair ones in basket ball, 19-17.

DECEMBER
"Grumblings and mutterings of war" around about the campus.
Shirleys and Add-Rans practicing for the Old Men's Contest.
"Oh, Captain! My Captain!" Potts had a sprained ankle and
coldn't play in the game with Trinity. John P. gets the $20 fountain pen.
A. M. Hill succeeds J. McBride as business manager of the Skiff.
This seems to be a popular job.
^>

Prof. Dabbs' boys' chorus is said to be improving rapidly. Everybody is glad to hear it; (the good news—not the chorus.)

^>

Clarks give Waltons formal reception.
be involved to some extent.

Pleasure is also said to

Freshmen try to swipe Senior refreshments, but they are too
green to "get by with it."
T. C. U. beats Austin College, 13-0.
Prof. Molina opens Mexican Mission. Maybe there will be
revolutions later. Wonder who will be president?

Co-ed basket-shooters trim Denton Normal girls 16 to 7. Boys
lose to Denton 21 to 12.
-\>

Prof. Adkins. relieves the monotony with a little fire in his department. Was only demonstrating the fireproofness of our Worth Hall.
Hall.
Girls' chorus sings "The Lady of Shallot." We could understand
three words, "Shallot," Camelot" and "Launcelot." However, it was
fine anyhow.

Footlights present "The Piper's Pay."
drama.

This is a very mellow

*^>

Death of Browning is celebrated in Chapel.

Varsity skins Denton in basket ball, 26 to 6.
Mr. and Mrs. Cahoon entertain the boys' and girls' basket ball
teams. Big time.
<^>

The European war is a sideshow compared with the interclass
basketball championships. Seniors take Sophs into camp.
^>

Skiff wishes student body and faculty Merry Christmas and
Happy New Year.
^>

Two weeks holiday for Christmas.
Chapel for being given their rights.

It is reported that Raymond Fox is married during Christmas
holidays. Likewise Mattie Harrell. (Not to each other.) It is
discovered that nobody cares, and the joke is called off.
Aiken stems the tide of feminism by holding secretaryship of the
Sophomore class.

Students applaud faculty in

<^>

00! the Shirleys beat the Add-Rans in the Old Men's Contest.
(This is really a declamation contest—nobody barred by age.)

Car jumps track. Street Car Company sues Dr. Lockhart for
damages done property.

/

JANUARY

/
/

Solon Tomlinson returns from the National Intemperance Convention. He tells about it.
^>

,sy:

Baylor adopts student government. Maybe this will reform their
student body.
*^

/

Dozen students stay "on the hill" for the holidays. They establish
exclusive and strictly provincial "elite."
Girls' chorus and other magnanimous spirits make the Chapel
look like a church. Now perhaps the faculty can get away with
their Chapel talks.

0' il*
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Best Spanish spellers win Mexican flag. Rumored that prize is to
be given for best Mexican athlete.

/
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Dr. Gumm tells what he thinks of Fort Worth's municipal government, thereby immortalizing himself.
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Mrs. Winston Sharp-Baugh Jackson granted divorce from Ford
Rounder Jackson with fifty cents per week alimony. Grounds:
Drunkenness, desertion and brutal mistreatment of their three small
children. Audience evince great grief. Reeder and Holt, attorneys
for plaintiff; Griffing and McNamara for defendant, dispense
liquid oratory in the cause.
<

^>

Rumored that Miss Mosey would return as oratory assistant.
Much disappointment when she does not. However, Miss Humphreys brings solace. Girls now begin to become physically cultured.

Custom of selling sandwiches at Chapel door is introduced.
(After Chapel.) They should sell them in Chapel and then let us
root for the Faculty.

FEBRUARY
T. C. U. basket-shooters trim Baylor and Southwestern. Revenge
is sweet.
<:

>

Brite College of the Bible dedicated.
planted.

Three hundred trees

Boys' basket ball team beats Aggies, and girls trim T. W. C.
Baseball practice begins.

<o

Physical culture girls prepare for May Day fete.
elected Queen of the May.
Spanish play proves funny tragedy.

Miss Harrell

Shirleys conduct Chapel. Faculty permits this for their relief,
and Shirleys accept for relief of student body. Faculty instructed
in proper Chapel procedure.
Juniors and Seniors celebrate Washington's birthday by going
to their annual banquet. Preps get nutfy and pelt them with eggs.
Juniors and Seniors finish banquet and return to finish offending
preps.
CLARK INITIATION.
The title suggests the spicy stuff college life is made of; accordingly a double portion of the loyalty and feeling of good fellowship among the old Clark girls was imparted to the new Clarks on
the night of February 13, 1914. In the Clark life history, the event
is one of those "rememberable things."

Brushes, stage, "live pictures," minstrel.
Seniors relieve preacher Hagemeir of his new Prince Albert.
Moral: Don't put your religion in a
Prince Albert.
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Waltons give a restricted feast to the new girls,
allowed. Much grub on hands. Great joy reported.
^>

No men

<^>

Student Volunteers take charge of Chapel. They give us a moving picture of themselves on the foreign field. They make speeches
which display the great ignorance—of the heathen in Africa,
China and India.
*^>

MARCH
Glee Club to take trips over the state.
relief to T. C. U.

..j

Preacher Skiff comes out. It is replete with moral admonitions.
We are told that we cannot receive the blessing of the Lord's light
as long as we sleep with our eyes closed.
This will be a great

-\>

Boys' basket ball team annexes scalps of Baylor, Southwestern
and A. & M.

North Side High stages minstrel. Tetrazzini disgraced at her
own game. All the T. C. U. girls plumb jealous.
<o

Trustees meet to hire and fire.

y.,-u r, 1
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State Colleges stage Prohi Contest. T. C. U. fails to win a place
and joins the Anti camp.
It snows.
•"O

•<^>

APRIL
Students feel the call of the wild. All absent from school.
Y. W. C. A. girls do social service work by visiting the candy
factories. This sounds suspicious.
^>

Professor Hamner obliged to leave T. C. U. on account of ill
health.
^>

T. C. U. literateurs attend Press Club meeting at Denton, much
to the edification of the T. I. P. A., of course.

Kellerman sings.

Student body stays away.

Bruce Knight takes the mumps. Heartbroken.
Many amorous affiliations reported.

Nothing serious.

O, my! It's terrible to have to work these days.
Waltons stage "Mennemen Inn."
stage.

Fine material for legitimate

Law Department annexed. It becomes known that Bar Association is not organized for immoral purposes.
Joy!
year.

It is reported that the matron force is to be. reduced next

Skiff brags about the scoop scored by one of its reporters in
getting the story of the "Romance of the Well." See the pictures
above on the ladder of the windmill tower by the FROG reporter
while the romance was in progress.

"When that Aprille with his showres swote
The droute of Marche hath perced to the rote""NJV

The Shirleys and Waltons go down to Forest Park for a little
breakfast party. They escape from the Triple Alliance—Dacus,
Faris and Ford, and get something good to eat.
Young Men's fancies are all on the run.

MAY
<^

Ben Greet Players delight us, with Taming the Shrew, etc. New
dope. We never saw one before.

It's Spring at last.

Seniors sell their bale and plant ivy.

'MAY FETE
DANCERS

^>

Baseball team makes a trip and gets licked by everybody
excepting Owls. We are strong on Owls anyway.
^>

Evans and Keith go to Sherman to win State Oratorical Battle.

GYF1CCASS

Seniors use mules to plow up
dirt for ivy nearby, while
faculty is in session. Faculty
suddenly close all windows.
Certain extensive vocabularies
said to be the cause.

J l

Hurrah! M. M.'s girl returns.
Bruce reports him more companionable.
All down with Spring fever.
Seniors don caps and gowns
and look wise.
Report from Sherman says
T. C. U. didn't win first, second,
third, fourth—ah, what's the
A MAY FAIRY

USe.

May Day Festival! Some call it May Fete. Anyway nimble footed
dancers gambol on the green in Forest Park. All the boys go.
^>

Senior invitations out.

Please remit.

Printer keeps asking Bentley for copy; Bentley gets after Marg
Gibson; "Slave Driver" Gibson warts us to death for this natural
history; we get sore and quit. (To be continued next year.)

W^

JOKES
"Education," says Professor Batson, "is learning that even though
you are entirely right, the other fellow is partly right."
Loy is Ledbetter by Doll.
*o

Ford Jackson (in American Government) : "The bill goes through
all right unless that fellow they call 'Rider' gets on it."
In Oogle-Goo land there is located Uzzems-Guzzems College,
which is a co-educational. Here they have special restrictions for
girls who are engaged before they enter. We are in favor of it.

Mrs. Sargent (Calling the roll in German class): "Herr Stovall."
Stovall: "I beg your pardon; you have the last name correct, but
the first one is wrong."
Bruce Knight (At a meeting of the Press Club) : Ask Marg to
sing.
Lera Brown: We don't want any noise.

"•" IF DARWIN COULD SEE THESE •»"
^>

Mr. Wallace (Just before exams) : "I feel just like I am going
home."
Bystander: "Maybe you are."
o
,
i
Dr. Lockhart (In Biblical Literature): What animals did the Lord
forbid the children of Israel to eat?
Lera Brown: Well, there were grass-hoppers, butterflies, etc.
Freshman: Reeder, do you know why they had church early
last night?
Potts: No.
Freshman: They were afraid the seniors would steal the Lord's
Supper.

Prof. Lockhart: Mr. Molina, what is the Apocryphal?
Mateo: I can't recall it just now.
Prof. Lockhart: Mr. Molina, if the Germans should give out of
ammunition as soon as you give out of material, the war wouldn't
last long.
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(Vista and Daphne, two noted geologists, while out walking one
afternoon) :
Vista: Daphne, look here, I have found a "cyloclops."
Daphne: That is not cyloclops, that's a "velocipede."

V,

)

-IN LOVE

Young Dacus being lost in the city was questioned by a police- >
man as to his name and home. He had forgotten his name but
replied that he lived in "Sutton's barn."

Amboline: When is Maude Powell coming?
Marg: Next week. She is deaf, dumb and blind.

N
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Prof. Gumm: Miss Robbins, have you read the "White Devil?"
Ernestine: No, I have read the other one.

(rtirv at

-\>

An ancient philosopher said:
it can not be communicated."
studying philosophy.

5#*»/v 'fit t oom*
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"Even if a thing can be thought,
This was before women began
*^>

<\J<

Dr. Gumm was receiving a report of outside reading. He was
calling the roll and various answers—"complete," "incomplete,"
"almost finished," etc., were being given. At last—"Mr. Griffing?"
—"All in," was the response.
<^>

Prof. Hall (In New Testament History):
"leavened bread?"
Potts: Sorter hot cakes.

•i: ■ 11
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"THE LITTLE GRAY HOME IN THE WEST."
Mr. Reeder, what is

Ewell McKnight (soliloquizing to himself): Vista is a mighty
fine girl and I "kinder" like her. But plague gone it, I just haven't
got the nerve to ask her to go with me to that God forsaken West.
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Professor Knight is a lover of poetry and an advocate of committing to memory a few lines daily. The following is his favorite
and latest acquisition:
HIS

"There's meter in sone,
There's meter in tone,
But the best of all meter
Is to 'meter' alone."

DR£f\M ■■AND STILL THEY <? ATE D ",- *TC.

Lola Mc gets on the street car, drops a dime in the fare box and
waits for her change.
^x,

Proper translation of some Latin: The unprotected rear of the
army, etc.
A translation Professor Myatt recently received: "The unprotected backs of the enemy."

i *va/)

Owing to some ragtime upstairs the other day, the philosophy
class was unable to recite. This proves the triumph of matter
over mind.
One Monday morning while "Packey" was gathering her laundry
she was surprised by the appearance of the dusky little face of
"R. L." (colored) and was greeted with the words, "Woman,
woman! Is that a false face you got on?"
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Mrs. Johnson: Miss Tyson, if you are not more careful we will
take away your junior privileges.
Amboline: I don't care. I used them all up last year anyway.
^>

Prof. Hall: Mr. Reeder, what did Jesus mean when he said
"Turn the other cheek?"
Potts: If you can't let him hit you get out of the way.
JUST
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Paul Geiger goes to sleep in class. It might not have been noticed
if he hadn't let his head fall. When questioned about it after class,
he said spiritedly: "Well, Professor Adkins can't expect me to sit
up all night learning my lesson and then sit up all day reciting it."

Stovall: Old woman, have you heard Schumann-Heink?
Campbell: No, but I have heard of the Schumann Quintette.
One morning Manager Dacus phoned "Scotty" to bring out from
the city five hundred catalogues. Shortly afterwards "Scotty" was
seen approaching with five hundred cantaloupes.
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"CHRISTIAN ENDEAVOR
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Printer can't find volunteer band. He looked for a bunch with
brass horns. He doesn't know them like we do.

r^M^
Prof. Myatt (Rooting for T. C. U. at Southwestern) : Watch
those 300 per cent batters die at the plate."
Southwestern Rooter: "Say, are you advertising 'Mellen's
Food?"

A handsome reward is offered to the one solving the mystery as
to what's the attraction at Ninth and Houston for Mora Moore.

o
Horace Jones (trying to get a cue for an advance Skiff story)
asked: "What's going to come off in May?"
Bruce Knight: "Winter underclothes."

Frau Sargent shows picture postcards to Gesellschaft.
thou persuadest me to become a German."

-\>

<^>

Minnie P.: "Mary Grace, is this Sunday morning?"
Mary Grace: "Yes."
Minnie P. walked straight to the basin and proceeded to wash her
teeth.

T. C. U. students are objecting strenuously to compulsory chapel
on the grounds that it "is not included in the sentence."
Y. M. and Y. W. go picnicing to Lake Worth.
spreads himself.

Prof. Knight: "Mr. Cox, can you tell us of the Dreyfus Case?"
Mr. Cox: "Dreyfus was convicted of the forgery of certain documents and banished from France. Later Colonel Henry confessed
having committed the forgery after he died."

y

Basil Hayes

Grissom: (At the beginning of Spring Term.) "Fox, where in
the world are you going?"
Fox: "I am going home to have my quarterly debate with Dad."

Marg: "I think Isle D'Amour is so pretty."
Mora: "Have I met her?"

-1
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Horned Frogs come out. Staff said to be discreetly out of town.
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Birdseye View of Fort Worth—Railroad, College and Industrial Center

We Patronize Those Whose "Ads"
Are Found on the Following Pages

Allowances
■
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i

ii
ii*

deposited with us and checked
upon, keeps your balance always
before you on the stub of your
check book and gives you the
best of receipts for bills paid.
Capital $600,000.00
Surplus and Profits $1,200,000.00
ESTABLISHED 1873

Fort Worth National Bank
i

Corner of Fifth and Main Streets
Small Accounts Desired
If inconvenient to call during banking hours,
mail us your deposit today.

A Big Beginning
for a young man or young
woman is money in the bank.
A successful career may depend
on the opportunity given you
by a few hundred dollars saved
and in the bank,
With a strong faith in the college man and college woman, we
cordially invite the accounts of
those who believe in grasping an
opportunity while it yet exists.
4 PER CENT PAID ON SAVINGS

Stock Yards Nat'l Bank
Fort Worth, Texas

•&~m~

To San Francisco Exposition
Three Diverse Routes

1

8,000 Miles of Modern Railroad

The Firefly

Rock Island Runs Almost Everywhere. Try It on Your Next Trip

to Kansas City
leaves 1:50 p. m.

The Chicago Limited
leaves 9:30 p. m.
every day

Write or Ask for Particulars
II

V. N. TURPIN,
C. T. & P. A.

CITY OFFICE:
601 Main St., Fort Worth

Welcome T. C. U. Students

Mecca Cafe

F

OR something distinctively individual
in the Photography line
GO TO

FIRST CLASS AND POLITE SERVICE
MODERATE PRICES

GREER'S

610 Main Street

NINTH AND MAIN STREETS

::

Fort Worth, Texas

We Invite Customers to Visit Our Kitchen

♦

Art Studio
FORT WORTH
*
*

Do You Realize that the

Big White Stripling Store
located on Houston Street between First and Second,
is one of the largest and most complete Department
Stores in the State? Well, it is, and at all times you
will find here a most complete assortment of merchandise that will appeal to the college students and faculty.
We feature goods such as you demand, and will take
great pleasure in supplying your requirements.

White
THE PHOTOGRAPHER
506 1-2 Main Street
FORT WORTH, TEXAS

WESTBROOK HOTEL
Fort Worth, Texas

EUROPEAN

FIRE PROOF

ROOM RATES
One
Two
One
Two

person, without bath, $1.00 to $1.50
persons
"
"
2.00 to 3.00
person,
with bath, - 2.00 to 3.00
persons
"
" - 3.00 to 4.50

Splendid Cafe at Sensible Prices
Seating Capacity 500

English Grill Room and Rose Room for Parties or Banquets
H. B. CHRISTIAN, President
♦

— i
The Style Shop

The Style Shop

Welcome T. C. U. Students
Styles designed expressly for
College Girls constitute an important feature of our displays
of fashionable outerdress for
all occasions—

Johnston's
DRUG STORE
Seventh and Main Sts. :: Fort Worth, Texas

Tallieur Suits
Smart Coats
School Dresses
Petticoats
Middy Blouses
Waists, Skirts, Kimonas
Graduation and Evening Dresses

Artist Materials
Picture Frames, Wall Paper and
Interior Decorations

JACKSON'S

SHEET MUSIC

SIXTH AND HOUSTON STREETS
*—

Collins Art Co.

405-407 Houston St.

::

Fort Worth, Texas

Curran's Hand Laundry

Bewley Mills

BOB SPAIN

415-17 South Jennings

BOOSTS T.

Bewleys Best

c. u.

Why not boost him and have your clothes
washed where they will last longer
and look better?

THE BLUE RIBBON FLOUR
Every Sack Guaranteed

TRY HIM!
♦—

!

Covey & Martin Co,
Drug Merchants
810 Main Street

The most popular Shoe Store
for College Folks—
"The Shoemen"

: : Open All Night
and

Sprinkle, Anderson & Glenn Co.

Canton Pharmacy
Fifth and Main Sts.

"SELZ ROYAL BLUE" STORE
t

The Place
to Meet Your Friends

"Everything that
Woman Wears"

THE FAIR

The
Best
Known
Fort
Worth
Product

"The Woman's Store"

Over a carload used
in the city every day

FORT WORTH, TEXAS

ASK YOUR GROCER

I'

GO TO

Mim's
Studio
FOR THE UTMOST
IN QUALITY
J&

The
Official
T. C. U.
Photographer
&

Dundee Building

SEVENTH STREET

The American National Bank
FORT WORTH
UNITED STATES DEPOSITORY

Safe Deposit Boxes for Rent at Reasonable Rates
FORT WORTH

AMERICAN NAT'L BANK BLDG.

::

FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS

♦
♦
♦

Here's the

"Dope"
Whenever all shapes
fail to fit and please
the Walk-Over wearer can fall back on this
splendid last the "Dope."
>VER

Close fitting in the arch. Plenty of toe room.
Shows up short and neat on the foot.
Twenty other models ne%v lliis season.

For the Freshest Flowers
and Best Service—

Drumm Seed & Floral
Company
507 Houston Street

:

Fort Worth, Texas

The popular "Dope" model, in tan and black. $3.50 to $6.00

Phone L. 2700

Walk-Over Boot Shop

Send for Catalogue

811 HOUSTON STREET

BONDED AND LICENSED

The Place of Quality

Connally & Rogers
Poultry, Eggs and Butter

Delson Bros/ Cafe
No. 2

Fruits and Vegetables
713 Main Street

J&

Phone L. 2168

1308 Houston St.

Fort Worth, Texas

Phone L. 1863

Fort Worth
Natatorium
Cor. 3rd and Throckmorton Streets

Swimming Days
and Hours
FOR MEN AND BOYS
Pool—Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Sunday, 8 a. m. to 6 p. m.;
Wednesday, 1 p. m. to 6 p. m.; Friday, 8 a. m. to 10 p. m.; Saturday,
1 p. m. to 10 p. m.
Turkish Baths—Every day and
night, except Friday, up to 6 p. m.
and Sunday afternoon.

LADIES ONLY
Wednesday and Saturday, 9 a. m.
to 12 m.
Tub or Vapor Baths—8 a. into 5 p. m. every day except Sunday.
Turkish Baths—Friday 9 a. m.
to 6 p. m.

WHKRK MOST OF THEM COME IN

COUPLES AND LADIES

King's Candies for American Queens
Delicious

:

Satisfying

:

Always Fresh

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday
and Thursday evenings, 7:30 to 10
o'clock.
<][ Finest equipped baths in South. <Jf Pure,
crystal clear, artesian water, from our own
1,100 ft. well. <]f First-class attendants with
each department.

Coleman's
for
Up-to-theMinute

Millinery
at Prices to
Please You

Coleman's
Millinery
608 Houston St.
Fort Worth

WHERE SOME OF THEM LEAVE

C.

D. REESE COMPANY, Inc.

MANUFACTURING JEWELERS
Badges, Medals, Cups, College, School, Society Pins and Emblems
57 Warren Street, NEW YORK

INTERURBAN

Charter an
Interurban Car

1INE

?
NORTHERN

TEXAS
TRACTION CO'

and take a speed through the beautiful fields
along the line to Dallas or Cleburne
Why not such a trip for a class entertainment? The Quartettes,
Orators and Readers can all be on the program, and you will
enjoy an evening of real pleasure—something different from the
time worn custom of banquets, etc.
BOOST YOUR BALL TEAM. Join them on their trips to
Dallas, Waxahachie, Sherman, Denison, Waco and Corsicana
FT.VVORTn-CLEBURNE
INTERURBAN

TARRANT COUNTY
TRACTION COMPANY

Special Rates given parties of ten or more.

Complete information gladly furnished.

H. T. BOSTICK, General Passenger Agent.

Graduation and Engagement
Diamonds

When you want the Best Things to Eat,
Go to

We invite T. C. U. Students to visit our elegant
store considered one of the most elegant in America.
We carry everything in the Jewelry line. When you
see a Diamond, think of "EVERTS."

BOOTH'S CAFE
707 MAIN STREET

FORT WORTH

Maker of the Reed Oratorical Watch

Arthur A. Everts Co.
JEWELERS

DALLAS, TEXAS

Pangburn Ice Cream Co.
FORT WORTH
WHOLESALE ICE CREAM
MANUFACTU RERS
Pure, Fresh Cream and Milk and Pure Fruit Flavors
Used Exclusively

QUALITY
SERVICE
MODERATE PRICES

GAMBLE & CO.
Meats and Groceries
1103 MAIN STREET

Phone Lamar 505
P. O. Box 299

Phone Lamar 205; New 208

Fort Worth

*mr

FORD AUTOMOBILES

JUST CANDIES

GRAY & DAVIS
ELECTRIC STARTERS

WELCOME
T. C. U. STUDENTS!

FIRESTONE TIRES

Booth's
Confectionery

AUTOMOBILE
ACCESSORIES

807 HOUSTON STREET

The Wright
Company
907-909 COMMERCE STREET
FORT WORTH,TEXAS

Phone Lamar 5868 and Lamar2654

WE ARE ALWAYS GLAD TO SEE YOU
AT THE T. C. U. ATHLETIC STORE
Everything in Base Ball, Tennis,
Foot Ball, Basket Ball, Track
and Gymnasium Outfits

A. J. ANDERSON CO.
10th and Houston

Fort Worth, Texas

We're for T. C. U. and T. C. U.'s for us. She's
bound to win. The "Bright Spot" of Fort Worth

Jamieson-Diggs Company
DEALERS IN

Gents' Furnishings
Clothiers
Hatters and
Furnishers

We'll Treat You Right
Make Our Store Your Headquarters

Pemberton's

1626 Fifth Avenue
Phone Rosedale 702

Seventh and Houston

Our Greatest Asset:

Our Greatest Desire:

"Honest
Values'

"Satisfied
Customers"

Forest Park Road
Phone Rosedale 425

L. COWELL

The Home of Fine Furniture
Tone : Quality : Service

Nursery

Greenhouse

FLORIST

Cut Flowers and Plants
Only a pleasant walk
from the University

Texas Christian University
FORT WORTH, TEXAS
Location ideal; fifty acre campus; artesian water; within fifteen minutes' walk
to the beautiful Forest Park and Trinity River; coolest place in Fort Worth.
ADD-RAN COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCES
COLLEGE OF THE BIBLE
COLLEGE OF FINE ARTS
COLLEGE OF BUSINESS
ACADEMY
COLLEGE OF MEDICINE
F. D. KERSHNER, President

•

What are you going to serve at your reception?

Fraternities, Clubs and Organizations will find

COLONIAL FRUIT PUNCH
Just the thing, nothing to add but ice and water. Absolutely Pure Economical
No Bother No Waste—No Mess—Always Ready—Always Uniform

A Quart Makes a Gallon{Quart, 60 Cents
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

SOUTHERN

FRUIT

PROFESJQR^JMIMT mfflNCrA CHAP£L 7HLK

TURRENTINE SAYS
"IF IT'S NOT A FIT,
IT'S NOT FIT"

Turrentine's Tailor Store, 107 East Seventh St.

{ Pint, - OD UentS

JULEP

COMPANY

"T. C. U.'s Drug Store"
THAT'S WHAT SOMEBODY VERY APPROPRIATELY CALLED

RENFRO'S DRUG STORE No. 4
Members of the Faculty and Student Body always feel at home at Renfro's.
We best serve their needs

WE NEVER CLOSE—OPEN DAY AND NIGHT
CATCH YOUR STREET CAR AT OUR DOOR-MAIN AT SEVENTH

A. M. FARIS
All Sorts of Good Things
to Eat—Plenty of Cold
Drinks and Candies

UNIVERSITY CAMPUS

C. S. KNOTT & SON, Props.
Res. Phone Rosedale 1778

C. M YATES, Sales Manager
Res. Phone Rosedale 3779

Office Phone Lamar 818

Fort Worth
Monumental Works
100-106 NORTH COMMERCE STREET
EAST OF COURTHOUSE
Latest Designed Monuments, Markers,
Vases, Curbing, Statues, Vaults, Etc.
EQUIPMENT UNEXCELLED IN SOUTHWEST
OUR MOTTO: "PLEASED CUSTOMERS." WE GUARANTEE WORK

M

»

Some wag wrote on the Dabb's
official bulletin board: "Jitney to
leave Seventh and Main, Saturday
night at 12:30 for T. C. U."
Joe McNamara and Raymond
Fox keeping the bulletin duly in
mind stayed another half hour
with their girls. When they
arrived at Renfro's it slowly
dawned upon them that all announcements are not genuine.

Nobody loves to dance as well
as Grif. But about the time a
recent dance started Grif was suddenly aware that he must leave
hostess and girl to meet his father
who was "in town."

THE D. L.AULD COMPANY
BADGES

CLASS RINGS

::

PINS

COLUMBUS,

::

MEDALS

OHIO

::

INVITATIONS

»

»
»
t
»
»
»

»

^_ HIS BOOK was printed by The Exlinel
Reimers Company of Fort Worth, Texas,
the largest house of its kind South of St.
Louis—high - grade Printing, Engraving,
Lithographing, Embossing, etc. <£ We make
a specialty of high-grade work in Wax Engraved
Wedding Invitations and Announcements, Visiting
Cards, Reception Invitations, etc., done in the
style of Fashion's latest dictates. : :::::::

THIS BOOK IS PRINTED ON 25x38, 100-lb. LUSTRO PAPER, FURNISHED BY THE SOUTHWESTERN PAPER CO, DALLAS, TEXAS

\
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iff. WORTH POWER and LIGHT CO.

Texas Girl Chocolates
are the very acme of perfection in the confectioner's art.
There are 12 different assortments—108 varieties. A kind
for every taste and fancy^all are a delightful surprise.

A Most Complete Line of 5c and 1 Oc Packages
Also "SUNSHINE" DISTRIBUTORS in Texas
Made in Texas for Texans

BROWN'S

Made in Texas for Texans

♦

♦

The Kodak Store

EAT—Enjoy Life

Kodaks and
Supplies
Velox Printing as it should be
done, from 3c up

B. E. FORD'S

Films Developed Free

STORE

Mail Orders Our Specialty

Lord Optical Co.
»

708 Main St.

The Place

Fort Worth

T. C. U. College of Business
(TEXAS' BEST COLLEGE)

I

Advantages: Daily Chapel, Library, Five
Branches: Bookkeeping, Shorthand, Court
Literary Societies, Y. W. C. A. and Y. M.
Reporting, Typewriting, Penmanship, and
C. A., Students' Religious Organizations,
all kindred Commercial Branches.
Athletics, and the uplift of the best and
Work: Work is entirely individual, hence
most enthusiastic student body in Texas.
students may enter any time.
Expenses Low
Literature free
ADDRESS

T. C. U. BUSINESS COLLEGE, Fort Worth, Texas

■
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THIS VOLUME is finished. The work has been long
and arduous but we have enjoyed it all. Say what you
will about it or us, we have done our
*:,
best. If the book has made you feel better
and if in the years yet to be it becomes one
of your treasures helping to recall
pleasant memories of this year,
we are glad.
-EDITORS.

PARTING IS
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