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“And only the Master shall praise us, and 
only the master shall blame;

And no one shall work for money, and no 
one shall work for fame;

Brit each for the joy of the working, and 
each in his separate star

Shall draw the thing as he sees it for the
God of Things as They Are.”
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To a Ring of Jade

JANE O’SULLIVAN

Oh ring of jade, that flings
A dream of veiled fire, 

A pearl-hued dream that clings 
Restlessly, and only brings

Unsatisfied desire!

Within your Orient self
Lie waters cool and deep— 

And gleaming, golden wealth 
Of beauty, won by stealth

From soids still half asleep.

You dimly weave the sheen
Of silk, rich-wrought with pearls. 

Squatting gods, all green 
With moss, forgot, unseen—

And languorous-lidded girls.

You wake a hot-mouthed wind
Of the amber East, reeking 

With spice, restless and chagrined 
As one, who having sinned,

Still purple passion is seeking.

Then a throbbing hush,—and rest..
A hyacinth, moon white. 

My lover's kindly breast— 
And my lover's arms at night.
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THE DESERT WOLF
VOLUME ONE NUMBER TWO

ABOUT WRITING
SHERWOOD ANDERSON

Author of

“Winesburg, Ohio,” “Many Marriages,” etc.

Your editors have asked me to write of 
the experiences of the young writer for the 
sake of young writers in the university and 
that is quite impossible. I never was one.

My own writing experience began after 
more years than I care to remember as la
borer, soldier, tramp, business adventurer. I 
fancy, however, I must have scribbled al
ways. Perhaps it was only the notion of 
publication that seemed far and foreign to 
me.

I had gone down into my native state, 
Ohio, where I was engaged in one of my 
many visionary business adventures. The 
editor of a local newspaper was my friend. 
We loafed together, smoked our pipes to
gether. At that time Ohio was being shaken 
by the feminist movement and by the 
growth of socialism. The editor was puzzled. 
Controversies arose and he came to me ask
ing that I handle some of these things for 
him editorially.

We scribblers are, I am afraid, a rather 
unscrupulous lot. The local socialist leader 
had attacked the policy of the paper, and my 
friend asked me to answer the attack and on 
the next day the socialist leader, with whom 
I had a speaxing acquaintance, asked me to 
answer my own answer. "This is fun,” I 
thought, and waded in.

Unknown to either man I had a charming 
controversy with myself in the newspaper 

lasting for some weeks. No harm was done, 
I believe.

It was so evident that I wanted to scribble 
that I wrote a povel and enjoyed the struggle 
with it, and the first was followed by a 
second, a third, and a fourth. They were put 
away in my trunk and followed me about for 
several years, and only one of them, a novel 
called "Windy McPherson’s Son,” was ever 
published.

As for the fact of publication—my older 
brother Karl Anderson, a painter, was hav
ing an exhibition of painting in Chicago and 
for the time lived in my rooms. He saw me 
scribbling, read the manuscript of one of my 
novels, and carted it off to Mr. Floyd Dell, 
the critic.

It was therefore through the efforts of Mr. 
Dell, later the author of "Moon Calf,” "The 
Briery Bush” and several other books, that I 
became a published fact as a writer.

However, that did not mean making a liv
ing, and in fact, living by my books has al
ways been rather a precarious business with 
me. I began using my pen in another way, 
writing advertisements in a large advertis
ing agency during the day, and scribbling in 
my room at night. Perhaps I wanted to en
joy a certain independence of outlook that 
dependence upon magazine writing would 
not allow, and then, it happens I am one of 
the unfortunates whose work is discussed, 
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not read. It has just turned out so, I don’t 
know why.

As to the mechanics of the writing craft, 
there is both much and little to say. Among 
the readers of a college paper there may be 
a half dozen who are interested. The others 
are not. Why should they be?

One writes. The vice is perhaps born in 
one. In conversation and in my relations 
with my friends, I am, I fancy, a moderately 
restrained person, but with pen and ink be
fore me, only utter exhaustion can stop me. 
Fortunately, but few of my efforts have been 
printed, and I can think now of many things 
of mine, I once ached to have printed, only to 
humbly thank the gods they were not.

As for my methods, I work with a secre
tary, when I can afford the luxury and alone, 
when I cannot. My manuscripts are usually 
scrawled in longhand at a rapid rate, and 
this first draft I plan to use as a working 
basis. Someone, who has been for a long 
time with my script and knows the hiero
glyphics I sometimes use to represent words, 
can type this for me. I do not often refer to 
it, however, and think really this first quick 
writing is done more to fix the theme in my 
own subconscious, imaginative self, than for 
its practical utility.

As I think any one must know, who has 
read any of my shorter tales and novels, I 
am the enemy of the plot story, believing 
that the drama of the story should grow nat
urally out of the material of the story.

The writer working in this way does not 

consciously seek what is called local color, 
plot, dramatic situations, etc., but tries in
stead, to hold himself always open to human 
impressions. The drama comes quite natur
ally out of the life immediately about, and 
the basis for a story is there rather than a 
plot. We all have stories, buried within us if 
they could only be told and rightly told, I 
fancy. The tale should leave an impression 
almost as one receives an impression from 
music. One does not often accomplish this 
very difficult and desirable end.

What I suppose the advantage of this 
method of story telling is that when rightly 
done a sharp sense of life is caught and held 
in the tale.

As to the more intricate problems of the 
prose writers’ craft—there are those who 
contend it is not an art. They are of course 
infinite. The job is long, and life is short, 
but for the writer, and this applies to the 
man who has written many volumes as well 
as to the beginner, there is always a consola
tion. For no matter how much one may feel 
disappointed with one’s finished and printed 
efforts, there is always tomorrow. One al
ways hopes.

It is upon that hope the writer lives.
There is always this point to comfort. I 

think it was Mr. Joseph Conrad who said 
that the bom writer only begins to live after 
he begins to write, and as most of us are a 
long time beginning we can always console 
ourselves by thinking of ourselves as very 
young, if not in a physical sense, at least as 
workmen in prose.

H
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GIFT OF THE SUN GOD

A Shoshone Legend
GILBERTA TURNER

Every fall, the warriors of the Shoshones 
in Ruby Valley gather for the antelope hunt, 
and the whole tribe spends ten days in feast
ing and dancing, in honor of the setting sun 
and the evening star. And each year, the 
old men of the Shoshones tell a strange tale 
that lasts for four days and nights. When 
the youths gather around the camp-fire they 
tell it, while the fires blaze, and the wolf and 
coyote howl. It is a tale of famine, the Sun 
God, and the Evening Star, and runs thus:

Long, long, years ago our people lived far 
to the southward, in the midst of arid moun
tains, where the only growth in the valleys 
was sagebrush, and the only growth on the 
slopes was scrubby pine. These people, our 
forefathers, lived a simple life of hunting 
and wandering. They were always on the 
move, and their only food was the scrawny 
jack-rabbits that infested the valleys and the 
pinenuts that grew each year in great abund
ance in the surrounding hills. However, be
cause they knew no better, they were happy, 
and picked their pinenuts and killed their 
jack-rabbits in lazy content.

Lone Wolf, the chief of these people, had 
no sons, but he was blessed with a daughter, 
as brightly beautiful as the stars at twilight. 
He loved her better than his life and called 
her Evening Star.

When Evening Star was but a child, a 
youth came one day, exhausted and naked. 
So puny and half-starved was he, that the 
warriors would have destroyed him, had not 
their medicine man stopped them in this 
wise:

“Hold! By the voice of the stars and the 
face of the sun, which is our father and the 
giver of all light, I see that this lad is fated 
to do great deeds. Spare him!”

And so they took him into the tribe and fed 
and clothed him, and gave him the name of 
Mualox, or “Destined One.”

In the course of a few years, Mualox grew 
to splendid manhood, and loved the fair 
Evening Star. He knew that she returned 
his love, but when he went to Lone Wolf and 
asked for her hand in marriage, the chief 
replied:

“He who would wed Evening Star must be 
the greatest warrior of the tribe, and capa
ble of ruling it when I am called to my 
fathers.”

When he heard this, Mualox set out to be
come the greatest warrior of all the tribe. 
He became so skilled with the bow and arrow 
that he could kill a jack-rabbit from as far 
away as an arrow would fly, and he was su
perior in strength to any of the young men. 
On the day of the festival of the pinenuts, 
Mualox entered the games, and defeated the 
most seasoned of the warriors in trials of 
strength and skill. When this had happened, 
he went again to Lone Wolf.

“You see I am the greatest of your war
riors, 0 Chief. Am I then worthy to wed 
that fairest of maidens?”

Behind the brush wall of the tepee, Even
ing Star awaited her father’s answer with 
abated breath and pounding heart. It came 
in firm and kindly tones.

(Continued on Page Twenty-Four)
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THE WONDER 
CAVES OF

NE VADA
Thelma Davis

Foreword:—The writer acknowledges with deep appreciation the cordial 
cooperation of Mr. C. C. Boak of Tonopah, whose reports and descriptions are 
here freely quoted. Thanks are also due Mrs. C. T. Rhodes of Baker, from 
whose little collection of Lehman Caves poetry two poems are quoted below.

THIS is not a bear story, but 
it is a close brother to those 

famous animal epics in one re
spect. Far back in the early 
eighties, when the bonanza days 
were fading and the newer Ne
vada industries were as yet un
dreamed of, a trapper named 
Hays Cook, working on the Ab
ner Lehman ranch in White 
Pine County, journeyed up into 
the steep gorges of Jeff Davis 
Peak (now known as Mt. Whee
ler) to hunt for cattle. His 
horse put his foot through a hole 
in the ground, and Cook, investi
gating, discovered that the hole 
led to the opening of a cave that 
has since proved to be one of the 

A VIEW OF THE CYPRESS SWAMP

most extensive and uniquely 
beautiful underground passages 
known to man.

It is irresistible not to sym
bolize in this chance act the for
tunes of the desert country; far 
too often, with eyes fixed on a 
distant goal, men have literally 
stumbled over greater prizes.

The varied wonders of the 
three miles or more of under
ground chambers baffle an ade
quate description. The Caves 
are in a light gray and white 
limestone, and extend along the 
eastern slope near the base of 
the mountain. From the mouth 
of the Caves one descends over 
one hundred and twenty-five feet

THE PEARLY GATES

of stairway and enters the 
Grand Ante Chamber. Though 
spacious, it is dwarfed by com
parison with the Temple of the 
Gods, seventy-five feet lower. 
The Temple, sixty by one hun
dred and twenty feet and forty 
feet high, is ornately decorated 
with stalactitic formations, here 
draped in broad sweeping folds 
and there festooned in frostlike 
delicacy.

Washington Column is a flut
ed and elaborately carved monu
ment over forty feet high and 
ten feet in diameter. From this 
fantastic structure the visitor 
turns to the Eagle's Gate, whose 
portierres of lacy fineness bec
kon one on to the Palace of the 
Fairy Queen. Beyond stands the 
Snow Queen, clad in spotless 
robes, while hidden near by in 
a nook embellished by the rarest 
flowers, Pymaglion forever em
braces the dainty figure of his 
Galatea.

One of the most unique of the 
many formations is the Cypress 
Swamp, the youngest of all the 
Caves. Only twenty years ago 
this was a veritable swamp; the 
floor is now carpeted with calcite 
lily-pads and flowers, and the 
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walls are chased and filigreed 
with an ornamentation whose 
matchless delicacy finds no coun
terpart elsewhere in the Caves.

In strong contrast are the 
massive and unadorned walls of 
Liberty Hall, whose ceiling 
seems upheld by the giant sta
lagmite Liberty Column, which 
rears from its fourteen foot base 
full fifty feet upward to the 
arched roof. Here, hidden at 
one’s very feet, ripple the quiet 
transparent waters of Lake 
Como—
“While here Lake Como placid lies, 
And time the searchers’ quest defies, 
So clear the water and so cool 
In this transparent crystal pool, 
That mirrors on its surface, white 
Fantastic forms of stalagmite.”

Past the exquisite sculpture of 
the Angel’s Wing and through 
the Pearly Gates the traveler 
wanders, till he is impeded by 
blocked passageways and must 
needs return. Beyond — who 
knows what marvels lie hidden?

At the Bridal Altar—
“Where fairy lovers hand in hand 

Were wont to plight their sacred 
vows—”

a young couple of Baker were 
recently united in marriage. 
Surely no wedding was ever be-

SNOW QUEEN OF THE UNDERWORLD

WASHINGTON COLUMN

fore solemnized in such a set
ting; while through the conse
crated stillness of the temple not 
made with hands rang the wierd 
and bell-like tones of the Giant 
Pipe Organ.

“The cave levels seem to main
tain a uniformity of 125 to 175 
feet below the surface—by ter
racing. The air in the Caves is 
uniformly about fifty degrees, 
and of a purity and perceptible 
movement which would indicate 
other connections with the sur
face. Like all caves in limestone 
formation—they are the result 
of solvent action of water con
taining carbonic and soil acids 
upon lime carbonate. Their sub
sequent ornamentation is the re
sult of redeposition of calcium 
carbonate—which has been 
growing for untold ages. The 
limestone is of the massive, 
blocky type, and the main pass
age-ways—follow the move and 
open lines of jointing. Other 
caves at lower depths are still 
being formed—and the cham
bers visited are of such vast di
mensions as to preclude all doubt 
that they constitute but an in
finitesimal portion of the whole 
—yet to be explored.”

Little attention was paid to 
the discovery for many years, 
except by Lehman, whose ranch 
extended up the slope of Mt. 
Wheeler to a few rods from the 
cave entrance. He carried on 

explorations for many years and' 
put in a few ladders. A few 
persons, mostly local residents, 
visited the Caves at rare in
tervals. It remained for an 
“adopted” Nevadan, as has been 
the case with so many of Ne
vada’s natural treasures, to pur
sue a truly thorough investiga
tion.

In 1921, Mr. C. C. Boak of 
Tonopah, who had long heard 
with interest of caves “some
where in the Snake Range”, set 
out to ascertain personally con
cerning them. Finding that the 
caves were more extensive than 

(Continued on Page Twenty)

PYMAGLION AND GALATEA
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JUNE DA Y IN MARCH
G. F. W.

0 June Day, that from memories of past summers glides into 
this month of storm and wind,

0 June Day, that heralds the coming of another summer and 
hovers over the cold earth still held in Winter’s grasp,

Warm me, move me, hold me—unloose the imprisoned passion 
of my lips and bring to me again a song of summer.

* * * * *

Even as I speak I hear the sparkling, dancing, rippling song 
of the meadow lark.

Is there yet a sweeter thrill than that which stirs the soul 
when the lark sends his love call to his mate?

* * * * *

0 June Day, with your calm, and warmth, and peace,—how 
welcome, tenfold, you come now in this weary month, and bless us 
with your touch!

O June Day, bring me dreams of summer, send me thoughts of rest— 
And even as I pray I am moved to walk in an orchard.
White, fairy petals float about me, dusky bees, lowly murmuring, 

suck the sweetest nectar from the blossoms.
A branch laden with white blossoms lightly passes over my lips; 

the world about grows dim before my eyes;—I only hear the 
droning of the bees.

My heart throbs—0, fragrant blossoms, that bring to my heart 
its treasured dream—almost too full—too tender is my heart.

Not yet—the dream must not come so soon.
0 June Day, that comes to warm me and take me from the cold 

embrace of Winter, you awaken in me a dream too young and 
unforgetting. Your impassioned breath tears from my lips their 
eager confession.

Away, away,—let cooling winds a little longer shield my love, 
let reason guard its watch upon my soul—and then,

When longer days and calmer nights have taught my soul to ponder 
and endure—

Come, come again, 0 June Day, and welcome hundred fold the dreams 
you bring!
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A MATTER OF HISTORY
JOHN F. CAHLAN

EVER since the Belmont Military Academy 
football eleven came over the “hump” and 

took the Nevada tanbark machine over for a 
79-0 victory, the Wolves have had a rather 
checkered career on the gridiron.

In 1903 the men from the Sagebrush state 
sent California to the showers on the short 
end of a 6-2 score and played the Stanford 
Cards a tie game. This was one of the most 
successful seasons the Nevadans had gone 
through for a long time. Again in 1906 Ne
vada cleaned up on the Golden Bear, giving 
him a large goose egg, while the Silver and 
Blue warriors were able to put over one 
touchdown for a 3-0 victory. This year 
Stanford defeated Nevada 8-0. This was the 

last year that the Nevadans scored on the 
Bears until 1920.

With the beginning of the 1919 football 
season came R. O. Courtright and a new sys
tem. The system was a slow but sure one, 
and its ultimate result was not realized until 
November 3, 1923.

Since the advent of “Corky” and his style 
of play the Wolves have won twenty-four 
games and lost twelve for an average of .500. 
Among the games was the one with the Cali
fornia Frosh in 1919. In looking back to this 
game, we find that on the Cal Cub team were 
such men as “Brick” Muller, Charlie Erb, 
“Stew” Beam, and practically all of the men 
who went to make up the California Wonder 
Team. The Nevada Varsity showed these 
men how football should be played and left 
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them wondering what it was all about, and 
on the 12 end of a 13-12 score.

This game will long be remembered by 
those who watched it. Coming from behind, 
the Cubs threatened seriously and twice put 
over touchdowns. Erb missed one of the 
tries after the touchdown and hence Ne
vada’s victory. With but two minutes to play 
the California men had the ball on Nevada’s 
two-yard line with four downs to put it over. 
The Silver and Blue line held like a stone
wall, and the game was won.

In this same season the Nevada Wolves 
piled up a higher score than any team in the 
country, and, although not recognized, had 
the highest scoring individual player in the 
United States. The first two games of the 
1919 season resulted in victories for the Pack 
by the scores of 102-0 and 138-0 respectively. 
These unheard-of scores were piled up 
against the Mare Island Sailors and the Col
lege of Pacific. In the two games Jimmy 
(“Rabbit”) Bradshaw came to the fore with 
a vengeance. He piled up a total of 36 points 
in the two games—a total of six touchdowns. 
During the season he made more yardage 
than any man playing football there was not 
a game in which the “Rabbit” participated, 
and he played in them all, that he did 
not make a run of at least forty yards. He 
was the outstanding star of the season and 
for three seasons following.

THEY DID THE TRICK IN ’03

WHEN THE FROSH WONDER TEAM INVADED 
MACKAY FIELD IN 1919

In 1920 Nevada gained recognition on the 
Coast from the larger colleges. California, 
Stanford, and U.S.C. put the Wolves on their 
schedules and found them worthy opponents.

California was the first of the big colleges 
to meet the Nevadans and, although they 
were able to wallop them by a good margin, 
were forced to give their best to do it. 
Up to the time the Wolves played on Cali
fornia Field the Bears were successful 
in keeping their goal line clear. Nevada 
was the first team to score on them, thereby 
causing a big sensation in the football world. 
Stanford was next, and as long as the Stan- 
fordites of that time live they will remember 

the scare that was thrown 
into them when Nevada 
held them to a 14-14 tie.

In 1922 Nevada again 
proved to be the stumbling 
block for the larger col
leges and held U. S. C. to 
a 6-0 victory and scored 
twice against California. 
Stanford was lucky and 
beat the Wolves 17-7.

Then the fateful year 
of 1923. Getting away to a 
poor start, the Wolf Pack 
was forced to bow before 
both U. S. C. and Stanford 
by rather a decided score. 
The Coast papers raved 
about the California team 

(Continued on Page 27)
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PICTURES FROM LIFE’S OTHER SIDE

THE FLOWER OF ENGINEERING COLLEGE
By TRUX HOWELL
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AS WE’D LIKE THEM
J. B.

Ideals, like ideas, are ever changing; old 
ones becoming prejudices and new ones ca
prices, but they are all illusions. Rather a 
pessimistic statement, no doubt, for the col
lege girl who has adopted the vocation of get
ting an ideal man; rather pessimistic for the 
young man who is in the field of feminine 
chance.

Faults are but the humanizing factors of 
individuals, but this was forgotten by the 
college students who were asked to express 
their ideal man and woman. They are after 
illusory perfection, but this perfection, as 
conceived by the fellows and co-eds, follows 
a variety of categories.

Men want companions who can cook good 
mush, who can climb mountains, who can ex
emplify the characteristics of Venus and 
Diana, who can nonchalantly handle a cigar
ette or an egg-beater, who can love passion
ately and flirt divinely, who can—but read 
what a few of them want, for yourself:

“Clever in a way, but not necessarily beau
tiful; intellectual but not too far above the 
average, for this tends to remove the woman
ly qualities. Acquainted with the art of 
cooking and housework. Of a serious nature, 
rather than of a flighty temperament. Able 
to carry on a conversation, but yet not al
ways talking, for others like to slip in a word 
occasionally. Should possess a mind of her 
own but yet not to the extreme of being de
cidedly independent. If desired, cosmetics 
could be used moderately, but the eyebrows 
should never know the touch of steel, or the 
hair the coldness of the barber’s clippers. 
Should not flirt nor should she lean toward 
the clinging vine type.

“Small women are far more preferable to 
large. Brunettes and strawberry blondes 
run ever for first in types with the true 
blonde in the rear.

“Brunettes are more passionate, better 
lovers than the cold, cruel blondes, but not 

true as are the blondes, for the latter will 
fight to the end, while a brunette will throw 
the sponge early; time has proved this.

“This is the woman that often comes to 
life in the snapping flames of a fireplace or 
in the curling tobacco smoke of the dreamer, 
but she is a will-o’-the-wisp creature.”

“My ideal woman,” writes another, “must 
be one you can confide in, build with, suffer 
with. She must stick through ups and 
downs; she must be the companion, not only 
of the drawing-room, but the hill and field. 
In truth, she must be a real pal.”

Another young man of the campus comes 
forth with this ideal:

“She must be appreciative of good music, 
or other cultured entertainment, and yet 
relish enough of the world as God made it 
to display slightly rough-neck tendencies—a 
lover of the great outdoors, a persistent hiker 
and perhaps a casual participant in outdoor 
sports.

“Beauty is not an item; if it be there let 
it be, at least in part, genuine. She must be 
of small stature and of the general frame of 
mind consistent with small stature—frank, 
independent, and eager to defend her rights.

“She must have some religious creed, and 
whatever its fundamentals, they must be ful
filled.

“Though she may fit herself for an active 
part in club-work or the like, her main con
cern and anticipation is that of a home— 
not a career.

“With a view toward marriage, instead of 
cherishing a desire for wealth or social posi
tion, she is willing to start home life on a 
sane, simple basis and look forward to a 
more prosperous day, her aspiration to which 
must be accompanied by a willingness for 
self-denial.

“When I say she must be a good cook, I 
am not thinking of elaborately garnished 

(Continued on Page Twenty-two)
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TWO POEMS
Flames

A Sonnet

JANE O'SULLIVAN

I watch my driftwood fire with drowsy eyes. 
Swift tongues of flame leap high—to fade away— 
Or fling bright shafts of color, as the day 
Gloriously dying, streaks the skies.
Beneath them, warm as glowing jewels, lies 
The bed of coals.—Like the flames we sway 
Above the steady glow of life. We play 
In sudden, brilliant beauty that swiftly dies. 
May God stir up the fire of life for me 
That I may leap high, passionately bright! 
For just a moment, let me be a flame 
Of vivid hue! The world will know my name 
And see my light! And then, my soul set free 
May vanish, smokelike, into quiet night.

■

Unheeding Moon
WALKER G. MATHESON

Guiltless in her exile, sails the moon, 
Casting molten light into darkest spots, 
Throwing silv'ry shadows on the tombs, 
Filling lover's bowers with golden light, 
Enchantingly transforming the desert 
From a wasteland to an expanse of mystery, 
Lighting drab, drear spots in darkest holes, 
Throwing orient spell upon us all.

Of the moon, poets write;
Of the moon, lovers sing;
Of the moon, seers chant;
For the moon, children cry;
For the moon, we wait to die.

At that pale, dead body there on high, 
We gaze and ponder and wonder why; 
And we are awed and struck with esotery. 
For dead things have a way with flesh, 
To make it creep and crawl and shudder, 
And we wonder why things should die, 
We marvel at its mystery.

And there she sails, 'way up on high, 
Past fleeting, drifting, misty clouds, 
Guiltless in her exile, 
And too dead to know what we on earth 
Are thinking of her all the while.
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THE STUFF THAT MAGAZINES ARE 
MADE OF

The second issue of the student quarterly, 
the Desert Wolf, appears. Many changes, we 
believe, will be apparent to the readers, for 
their approval or disapproval.

The first issue occasioned criticism. So 
may the second. We invite criticism, when 
it is constructive and when it is the indica
tion of genuine interest.

Because the Desert Wolf is a student pub
lication, with student contributors and in
tended primarily for student readers, it is to 
such an extent a mirror of student thought, 
opinion, and ability.

If the first number of this magazine did 
not appear to be a true reflector, we believe 
that we are not “passing the buck” when we 
say that it was not the fault of the editors.

If there is a paucity of material, it is not 
an indication of indifference, of mental lazi
ness, or downright inability on the part of 
the students? The latter conjecture we know 
to be untrue.

If the standard of reading matter seems 
too low, it is the business of the students 
themselves to raise it.

The editors do not write all of the material. 
They should not be expected to. But thus 
far there has been a notable absence of any 
flood of contributions.

The editors are not ruthless censors; they 
have thus far been givn no opportunity to be.

We are not thin-skinned. We invite 
critism.

It is our purpose to make the Desert Wolf 

a lasting publication; a credit to the Uni
versity of Nevada.

If we succeed in doing so, it must be with 
the active support of the students.

Not on criticism alone does a magazine 
live, but on contributions and on the good 
will of its readers.

LOST, STRAYED Several students with a
OR STOLEN trenchant for writing fea

ture stories, short stories, poetry—some
where between the Sagebrush cellar and the 
Desert Wolf garret—have been missing for 
the past two months. Reward offered for 
information leading to their recovery.

IDEALS AND HISTORY Football for ’23 is 
past. December 12 the Wolf Pack was 
feted by their admirers. An individual 
cup was presented. The man who received it 
stands for all that is good in university ath
letics. The University is proud of Chester 
Scranton and his co-workers. The Desert 
Wolf insists on a yell of approval.

WELCOME ! A week or so ago a student 
dropped out of the university. He was up 
in all of his studies; he had no financial wor
ries—he had committed no breach of student 
or faculty etiquette. Do you make Nevada a 
pleasant place for your fellow students?

ARE YOU WITH They are hard at it. In a 
THEM? few weeks a little group of 

men will represent Nevada on the basketball 
court. Have you dropped over to the old 
gym and said : “How’s she goin’? That’s the 
stuff.” It takes but little time.
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I Xmas Gift * I Red River Lumber I

Ideal! ♦ 
♦ 
I

Company ♦

A PHOTOGRAPH
OF A LOCAL VIEW

♦

Manufacturers
Wholesale and Retail

Hand-painted and Framed 
in our Studio.

♦

4 FINE INTERIOR FINISH 
A SPECIALTY

t

♦

CURTIS
♦

♦ Office: 335 East Fourth Street

158 N. Virginia St. Reno, Nev. 4 
♦ 
♦

Reno Nevada

WALDORF 
♦ 
: The places known to all the boys

LITTLE WALDORF

♦

SAY IT WITH FLOWERS
♦

♦ 
♦ 
♦ 
♦

Reno, Nevada ♦

THE WOLF DEN
LYLE



Pag-e Twenty THE DESERT WOLF

GIFTS
FOR ALL

VISIT OUR GIFT SHOP

POPULAR PRICES TO SUIT ALL

A FEW SUGGESTIONS

Fountain Pens

Loose leaf Memo. Books

Pen and Pencil Sets

Card Cases
Leather Bill Folds

RoycrofteFs Copper Goods

Books of All Kinds

SHOP EARLY—OPEN EVENINGS

Reno Stationery Go
(Incorporated)

HE. Second St.

♦

♦

W. S. L U N S F O RD’S 
Reno Printing Co. 
136-138 North Center Street

♦ 
♦ 
♦ 
♦ 
♦ 
♦ 
*

Perfect Printing 
For Particular 

People

Sealing Wax Sets

Fancy Vases

Smoking Sets

Portable Typewriters

Reno, Nev.

Flower Bowls 
Framed Pictures

Fancy Stationery

The Wonder Caves of Nevada 
(Continued from Page Nine) 

any one had dreamed up to that time, he 
made preparations for more thorough ex
plorations. Mr. Boak was well equipped for 
such work; he was widely travelled and a 
keen and accurate observer. Armed with 
powerful illuminants and photographic ap
paratus, he made a more or less detailed 
study of many chambers and passages. In 
September of the same year he initiated a 
vigorous campaign to have the “Wonder 
Underworld” set aside as a national park.

Previous to this date the territory in the 
vicinity of the Lehman Caves had been in
cluded in a National Forest Reserve, and pro
tected under “An Act for the Preservation of 
American Antiquities”, approved in 1906. 
Through Victor C. Heikes of the U. S. Geo
logical Survey, the head of the National 
Parks Service, Mr. Stephen B. Mather be
came actively interested. Secretary Fall of 
the Department of the Interior acted favor
ably upon Mr. Boak’s recommendations and 
reports, but found the territory out of his 
jurisdiction owing to the above mentioned 
act of 1906. This Act technically placed the 
Caves under the Department of Agriculture. 
Here fresh conflicts arose with local cattle
men, who objected to the setting aside of so 
much grazing land, so the original recom
mendation was considerably reduced in area.

Meanwhile, a detailed report had been pre
sented to President Harding. Happily for 
the fate of the Caves, the delay and red tape 
incident to Departmental action was cut 
short by a stroke of the pen, when the Presi
dent, on January 22, 1922, issued a procla
mation setting aside some 593 acres as the 
“Lehman Caves National Monument.”

The Monument was formally dedicated on 
August 6, 1922. Governor Scrugham, then 
representative of Governor Boyle and the 
State of Nevada, delivered the chief address. 
It was ably responded to by Forestry Super
visor Alexander McQueen of Ely, who ex
pressed the great enthusiasm of the Forest 
Service over their new charge. With the 
raising of Old Glory to the accompaniment 
of a volley by an American Legion Company, 
Mr. Boak completed the dedication. In one 
of his vivid accounts of the dedication exer
cises, Mr. Boak humorously notes that the 
outstanding features of the day were the
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shower of congratulatory telegrams from 
Congressmen and cowpunchers, President 
and poets, which overwhelmed the little tele
graph station at Baker, six miles away; and 
the promptness with which the whole audi
ence of over 500 proceeded to get lost in the 
Caves following the ceremonies.

Though slow to obtain recognition, Leh
man Caves have won many devoted admirers. 
Abner Lehman’s early explorations have been 
ably seconded by the Forestry Service. The 
last session of the Nevada Legislature appro
priated a “game preserve fund”, and the 
National Government has completed an ex
cellent highway from Baker to the mouth of 
the Caves. The local press of Ely and Tono
pah, and the Deseret Evening News of Salt 
Lake City particularly, have given the Caves 
wide publicity. However these notices and 
Mr. Boak’s reports, maps, and pictures, con
stitute, as far as the writer has been able to 
ascertain, the only available data on the sub
ject. The monument is too new to be includ
ed in any books of western travel or geology, 
as yet, and affords a practically virgin field 
for scientist and poet alike.

In justice to local residents it should be 
added that they circulated a petition in the 
winter of 1921 and enlisted Senator Key 
Pittman’s interest. That the Proclamation 
of the Monument had already been signed 
when their petition reached Washington in 
no wise detracts from their loyal support of 
the movement.

The recent completion of the Grand Cen
tral Highway in Utah brings the Caves with
in 235 miles of excellent motoring from Salt 
Lake City, via Eureka and Delta, Utah. The 
Caves are easily accessible from the Nevada 
side over sixty-six miles of good road south
east from Ely. Travelers and sportsmen are 
enthusiastic over the scenery and the splen
did trout fishing in the vicinity of Baker. A 
special article could be devoted to the new 
saddle trail up the steep slopes of Mt. Whee
ler, a trail offering the double distinction of 
surmountaing the highest peak wholly in Ne
vada (13,074 feet) and skirting the edge of 
the only known glacier within the confines of 
the desert state. Mr. C. T. Rhodes is the 
official custodian and guide to the Caves.

However fascinating the geological possi
bilities of the Caves their chief interest lies 
in the marvelous vision of beauty and 
strength which they reveal to the wayfarer; 
and in the splendid sweep by which they turn 
the mind back to the dawn of time. For 
these massive walls and fantastically curved 
pillars were fashioned, drop by patient drop, 
through long aeons of time. Shut in from 
all the tumult of the world without, in the 
eternal silence of the Caves, the traveler con
templates with awe the work of that Hand 
whose art was old in cunning ere life first 
evolved upward from the clay of the outer 
world.

UNIVERSITY OF NEVADA
RENO, NEVADA

2, 1924 and Ends May 27, 1925

Courses in Mining Engineering and Metallurgy, 
Mechanical, Electrical and Civil Engineering 

in the
COLLEGE OF ENGINEERING

Courses in Education—Elementary and Advanced— 
in the

SCHOOL OF EDUCATION OF THE
COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCE

All Courses Open to Both Men and Women

I ROOM AND BOARD ON THE CAMPUS—LOW LABORATORY FEES—ATHLETICS AND
t ORGANIZED STUDENT ACTIVITIES
♦
- FOR CATALOG AND OTHER INFORMATION, ADDRESS

• WALTER E. CLARK, President Reno, Nevada

J Thirty-ninth Year Begins September

I Courses in Agriculture and Domestic Science in the 

COLLEGE OF AGRICULTURE
T Courses in Art, Languages, History and PoliticalI Science, Commerce, Economics, Business andJ Sociology, Mathematics and Natural Science,
t Philosophy and Psychology, in the

J COLLEGE OF ARTS AND SCIENCEI
♦ 1924 Summer Session June 16, July 25
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I
 See Our Line of f

HOLIDAY GOODS S
| ----- PYROLIN IVORY ;
J ----- PERFUME SETS ♦
| ----- TOILET WATERS j

----- PERFUMES, Etc. !
: BUY EARLY AND GET THE :
: FIRST CHOICE J
♦ THE :

: S. &J. Drug Store :
I 233 N. Virginia Phone 691 ♦

! HAVE YOU !
PREPARED FOR WINTER? ♦

’ See Our Display of I
i BOOTS BREECHES : 
i SWEATERS, Etc. i 

j PARKER’S ( 
‘ (2 Stores) J
; Second and North Center Streets ♦ 
• 40 West Commercial Row j

As We’d Like Them
(Continued from Page Fourteen) 

cocktails, or ambrosias, but of the economi
cal preparation of the plain foods.

“She must be able to cook good mush—not 
lumpy, flat, too salty, or thin, but of palatable 
texture and consistency/'

* * *

The co-eds, when asked for an expression 
of their ideal man, were not so eager to re
veal their dreams, as were the men, but a 
few of the more independent spirits respond
ed in no uncertain terms.

Perhaps, because a woman lacks the op
portunity of going after a definite man whom 
she admires, she concentrates her desire 
upon a rather general ideal, under which any 
number of men might possibly come.

And so the following statement is quite 
characteristic of the majority of the “ideals” 
of women.

“My ideal man is one who will make the 
perfect companion to travel with through 
life. He must be of good stature, tall and 
well built, handsome, but not effeminately 
beautiful.”

“A good strong character with ability to 
make himself a man among men. Brave and 
courageous, ready to take what comes, but 
he must have a future.

“It would be terrible to marry a man who 
lived in a groove. His ideals must be to at
tain a goal of prosperity and happiness.

“He must have wealth, distinction, and 
power.”

* * *
Reno
News
Agency

The 
Personal 
Element

in writing paper and envelopes is an important one. 
Our social stationery will provide you with personal
ity. 0 Boy—Xmas Cards. Our reputation for finest 
quality and right prices unchanged. We invite com
parison. Give us your engraving now. Time is 
growing short for holiday deliveries.
36 W. Second St. Opp. Wigwam Theatre

One demure miss adds: “He must know 
how to cook well over a camp fire,” and an
other chimes in with, “And he must be dark, 
and possess a sense of humor.”

* * Hi

The very modern co-ed demands this of her 
ideal:

“Not too good and not too bad. He must 
have moral stamina, high ideals and princi
ples, but he must not wear them on his sleeve, 
nor flaunt them at the world. He must be 
deep, intellectual, yet light, joyous, devil-

(Continued on Page Twenty-three)
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I

Baldwin 
Hotel

321 Grant Avenue ♦

: SAN FRANCISCO, CALIF. J
• A Fireproof Building located in 
♦ the heart of the shopping and ♦ 
j theatrical district. -
‘ ALL OUTSIDE ROOMS : 
I WITH BATH
* 1 ►

J RATES FROM $2.00 to $3.00 "
Y I i

t Owned and Operated by

• J. E. (“Jimmy”) SULLIVAN ::
» (Formerly of Reno, Nevada)
i *1

» Take Car 1, 2 or 3 at Ferry to Grant Ave. "

L—---- ;-------

Cor. Commercial and Center

Overland 
Hotel

As We’d Like Them
(Continued from Page Twenty-two) 

may-care—just a bit of Kilarney, of Blar
ney—in laughing, and a well-developed sense 
of humor. He must have blue eyes; need 
not necessarily be good looking, but strong, a 
lover of the outdoors—a true Westerner.

“He must have ambitions, yet not make 
ambition or success his goal in life, rather let 
it be the joy of living.

“Above all things he shall believe in the 
economic independence of women. He must 
regard her, not as some creature to be set 
carefully upon a pedestal lest she break or be 
soiled, nor yet as a household convenience, 
but as an independent human being with in
dividual interests, philosophy and views 
which he must recognize.

“He must not be jealous of her professional 
interests, but rather proud of them. He must 
recognize to some extent, at least, the single 
standard—he must not expect a “corner” on 
all the “petty vices.”

“He must love divinely, deeply, but not too 
seriously.”

(Opposite S. P. Depot) j
MORE LIKE A HOME THAN A HOTEL I 

♦

When a Person Starts Buying Our Suits 
and Overcoats He Is Our Steady Customer

SUITS: $22.50 to $55.00
OVERCOATS: $27.50 to $50.00 

(Union Made)
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* o

: IT’S TIME TO GET YOUR SUIT ::
♦ CLEANED AND PRESSED
: By ::
4 ::
: M. Clink & Company
♦ Our Campus Representative

♦ HERMAN B. EDEN
* Will see that you secure quick service, or “
♦ o
♦ PHONE RENO 1671
I n

• SUITS MADE TO ORDER AT 
REASONABLE PRICES :

। “THE SHOP WITH THE RED FRONT”
| 28 West Second Street ♦
t r,T T. T T T T 4

; RENO FLORIST
: ARTISTIC FLORAL DESIGNS

: Phone 17 ::

J FRESH CUT FLOWERS
: RECEIVED DAILY FROM ::

OUR OWN NURSERIESI
♦ ”

i ::
: 223 N. Virginia St. Reno, Nevada -

I Take
: Home :
: A Box :
: A Box of our Candy should be with [ 
‘ you on your Christmas vacation. t

; “SEE IT MADE FRESH DAILY” •
I 230 North Virginia Street t 

[ JONES & BRIGHT ;
• “See It Made” “See It Made” I

Gift of the Sun God
(Continued from Page Seven)

“My son, you are the strongest in arm and 
limb. You must prove yourself as strong 
and wise of mind. He who would rule people 
must be as wise as the wolf and as crafty 
as the coyote. When you have rendered the 
tribe a lasting service, then may you wed my 
daughter.”

“As you will, my Chief,” and Mualox 
turned away with bowed head, deep in 
thought. Behind the tepee, Evening Star 
smothered a sob, and went back to her work 
of grinding pinenuts.

Late one fall, the rabbits were stricken 
with a strange disease and died by the hun
dreds. Day by day, the hunters were forced 
to go farther and farther for the day’s meat 
and then they could find barely enough to 
give the tribe a meager meal. Lone Wolf, 
with stolid face but pain-filled eyes, heard the 
news that the cones of the pine trees were 
empty. Famine stared his people in the face. 
He called them together and told them of the 
danger.

“We will have to seek new hunting 
grounds,” he said. “Where, I do not know. 
To the south are our enemies; to the east, a 
lifeless desert. We hear that to the west 
there are no rabbits nor pinenuts either, and 
the people suffer as we will suffer soon. The 
northland is our only hope, and what lies be
yond the mountains, no man can know.”

Up rose Mualox then, his face glorified 
with the desire to serve.

“I will travel northward,” he said. “If I 
do not return before the moon of snows, you 
will know that I have failed.”

Evening Star sprang from her place 
among the women and begged him not to risk 
his life in so rash a venture. With tender 
words he stilled her anguish, and then he 
turned his face northward.

Northward he traveled, toward the forbid
ding snow-capped mountains; always in a 
straight line, tirelessly, pausing only to pluck 
an occasional berry or to drink from a tiny 
stream. For three days he traveled, and on 
the fourth found himself at last in the moun
tains. Here his course was not so easy. 
Canyons that led north would soon turn east 
or west, and ridges that he followed would 
end in precipices. Still he struggled on; he 

(Continued on Pa^e Twenty-five)
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J A Few Christmas Suggestions I 
t TENNIS 
♦ RACKETS, 
♦ BALLS, NETS 
| BASEBALL 
♦ GOODS, 
| FOOTBALLS 
* HANDBALLS 
t BASKET- 
t BALLS 
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I BALLS 
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KNIVES and 
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RAZORS, 
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RAZORS.

1 SNOW SHOES, SKIIS, SLEDS, ICE AND 4 
♦ ROLLER SKATES. ♦
: RENO SPORTING GOODS !
I ---------------------------     ♦

To see if this is a good medium for advertising 
we will give 5% off if presented with this adv.

4 J. W. GERMAN, Owner. 257 N. Virginia St. *

♦ ** 

♦

i JUST THINK
; OF THOSE BOXES OF DELICIOUS
• CANDY AT THE

; Crystal
: Confectionery ;
4 ♦

: FOR CHRISTMAS i

♦ ♦

: YOU KNOW i
• ♦

• THE QUALITY OF J
J GEORGE’S CONFECTIONS J
j and J
J The Selections For Her Are Varied J

* « « ♦ « « ♦ * * «♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ » • • ♦ »«♦<§>

°f the Sun God
(Continued from Page Twenty-four) 

dared not stop, for behind him was Evening 
Star—starving. Ever that thought spurred 
him on.

There came a day, however, when he could 
go no farther. Before him was a precipice; 
on either side were mountain heights, grim 
and forbidding; behind him were his people 
and starvation. He dropped to his knees and 
prayed to the sun for guidance. As he finish
ed his prayer, he saw a great wolf, which 
looked at him with greedy eyes. Mualox 
fitted his bow and arrow, and took slow and 
careful aim. The arrow sped, true to its 
mark, but the wolf looked on, unharmed. 
Mystified, Mualox stared, and the beast 
seemed to beckon. As in a trance, Mualox 
followed.

Down a narrow draw he followed, and then 
along a broad divide. For four days and 
nights, behind the tireless trot of the wolf, 
he hurried, lean and wolf-like in his fatigue 
and hunger. And then, one evening, just as 
the golden orb of the sun was sinking to rest, 
the wolf stopped, and Mualox saw below him 
a valley, broad and fertile. Countless wild 
fowl circled over a lake, which shown in the 
setting sun like a ruby. Herds of antelope 
dotted the plain, and pinetrees covered the 
surrounding hills.

A sudden clap of thunder echoed and re
echoed down the canyon through which he 
had come, and where the wolf had stood a 
moment before, there stood a god-like figure, 
with the setting sun for a crown. He spoke 
with a voice like the roaring of the north
wind :

“This, Mualox, is the future home of thy 
people. With thine arrows thou canst drop 
the waterfowl, and thy women can roast the 
pinenuts. There are countless antelope, but 
they are shy and fleet. To kill them, thou 
must build a great corral of brush, with 
wings that reach for miles. When this is 
done, the men must circle out and frighten 
the herds to thy enclosure. Then may you 
dwell in peace and plenty, you and your peo
ple, forever.

'T, the Sun God, have spoken.”
The voice ceased in the roar of a whirl

wind, and the sun sank behind the mountain.
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Gift °f the ^un God
Mualox dropped to his knees in thanksgiving 
and then hastened back to his people.

When he finally reached the camp, he saw 
the warriors returning from a fruitless hunt. 
When they beheld Mualox striding down the 
trail, they let out a cry, and the whole camp 
came to see. When they had gathered around 
him, he told the tale of his journey, of the 
wolf, and of the divine apparition. Then, he 
led the tribe over the mountains to their new 
home. Behind him walked Lone Wolf and 
Evening Star, who was beamingly happy. 
Had not her father told her that Mualox had 
met the test?

When they reached the valley of the Ruby 
Lake, their first act was to dance in thanks
giving until their half-starved bodies were 
exhausted. Then, when they had rested and 
feasted, they set about to make their homes.

Mualox became chief of the tribe and ruled 
them wisely and well. He lived happily with 
Evening Star for many moons, beloved and 
revered by his people. When at last his days 
were numbered, and he was called to his 
fathers, in the palace of the sun, his people 
worshipped him as their saviour.

Now, each fall, before the great antelope 
hunt begins, for ten days the Shoshones 
dance and feast in thanksgiving. Every 
evening, they do a special dance in honor of 
the Setting Sun and the Evening Star.

The Critics In English “3”

Frank Goodner
Portraits of Distinction

SPECIAL PRICES TO 
ALL U. of N. STUDENTS

Telephone 233 for Appointment

MR. GOODNER’S RENO STUDIO IS ONE OF THE 
FINEST EQUIPPED IN THE ENTIRE WEST

............... .. ............................................................................... . 
(I

A Corona Typewriter
1I

And a Little Work ;;
Will Get You a “One” In ::

Any Course ’

TERMS TO STUDENTS

Melbourne G. Irving
Phi Sigma Kappa House

737 Lake Street Phone 916-J

HAROLD COFFIN

“The rhyme is bad, the metre’s worse.
I don’t see how you can call it verse.
The words are weak, the subject’s trite. 
Aside from that it seems all right.”

“It’s hard to follow, and far too long, 
You get a false start, and it ends all wrong. 
My interest lagged; I thought it was poor. „ 
I heard some errors in grammar, I’m sure.” 

“Far too long!”—“Not long enough!”
“The writer doesn’t know his stuff!”
“Too much rhyme!” “The verse is too free!” 
“It’s a poor excuse for poetry!”

The “Prof” then spoke and had his say, 
“We’ll have no more theme discussion today. 
The piece of work I just read here
Was a little verse by Bill Shakespeare.”

NEVADARENO

Cor. Fourth and Sierra Sts. Phone 231

p[ogs; 25uifee Co
Morticians
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A Matter of History
(Continued from Page Twelve)

as being another “Wonder Team.”
November 3 rolled around much to the sor

row of the California supporters. Through 
four quarters of fast football the Pack tore 
great holes in the hide of the Golden Bear, 
and when the afternoon sun cast shadows 
over the big C on the hill, the Nevada Varsity 
walked off the field with a large goose egg 
chalked up against them. But—wonder of 
wonders—the great Golden Bear limped off 
the same field with the same kind of a goose 
egg chalked up against him—0-0. It was 
a gala day, and the Native Sons have not re
covered from that game yet and will not for
get it for many decades. The Bear was 
beaten and even admitted it. That was the 
big climax of the season.

Those on the outside can never realize 
that it was the Courtright system just be
ginning to function. For four years “Corky” 
has been working with his material and 
although a little slow, it is sure. That 
his system has been working is evidenced by 
the number of stars that have been turned 

out in the past four years. Names such as 
Jimmy Bradshaw, Bill Martin, Eddie Reed 
and Johnny Johnson may not mean a great 
deal to the present occupants of the Campus, 
but ask one of the recent graduates, and he 
will rave on for hours about this quartet. 
They were gems of the first water, and every
one who saw them play says so.

This year new stars have risen in the 
firmament. Al Lowry, Capt. Chet Scranton, 
“Pots” Clark and Billy Gutteron have taken 
the place of the old timers and have filled 
it so well that the Coast has forgotten the 
older men.

Many of these old time stars hold down 
coaching jobs in the state and are already 
sending in men to their alma mater. “Wild 
Bill” Martin is in Sparks and has developed 
one of the best high school teams in the 
state. Noble Waite is grooming his men in 
Fallon, while Herbie Foster is turning out 
stars in Reno High.

Only a short time has elapsed since the ad
vent of “Corky” and his system, but it has al
ready borne fruit, and some of the juicest 
morsels are found in the scores of California 
and Stanford since 1919.

LINCOLN REALLY DID A LOT 
(Without a Ford)

YOU CAN HAVE WHAT HE COULD NOT 
(Aren't you lucky?)

WALTER E. YOUNG

Ford Salesman U. of N. Student
With Calavada Auto Co.

***** * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦♦ ♦ ♦ ♦

FALL OPENING !
OF i

♦
♦

Styleplus Suits and Overcoats •
♦

at the ♦

White House Clothing Co., Inc. j

We Are Showing a Beautiful Line of ; 
“Belber” Wardrobes, Trunks, Bags and * 
Suit Cases, Pendleton Robes, Blankets, ; 
Cooper Underwear, Iron Clad Hosiery, ♦ 

“Student Slickers” j

Herb and Phil Jacobs
10 E. Commercial Row, Reno, Nevada I

20 YEARS
In This Business Enables Us To Give 

You the Best in

QUALITY AND SERVICE

TRY US AND SEE

Semenza’s Grocery
25 E. Second St. Phone 230
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! Mail Orders ♦
: A Specialty
* (WE PREPAY POSTAGE)

+ *

: V.F. Henry Drug Co., Inc.
♦ PRESCRIPTION SPECIALISTS
t
♦ 148 North Virginia St. Reno, Nevada

=PHONOGRAPHS;
: VICTOR—BRUNSWICK—SONORA !

: RECORDS j
: VICTOR—BRUNSWICK t
♦ ' (Comfortable Booths)
♦
♦ 
♦ ______________ 
*
♦ 
♦♦ /
* Picture Frames and Standard Prints
* Art Lamps and Shades ;
♦ Mirrors
♦
♦

I n

: MAY WE SERVE YOU? ::
; t

H. E. SAVIERS & SON I

‘ Cor. Second and Sierra Streets ♦

BOOK REVIEW
HENRY FORD, An Interpretation. Samuel Marquis. 

(Little, Brown & Co., Boston, 1923)
To guide the perfervid impulses of the 

“just twenty-ones,” apparently, who, in their 
enthusiasm to imprint their very first presi
dential “x”, might allow their familiarity 
with the name of Ford to influence them, 
Samuel S. Marquis has written his interpre
tation of the famous Ford personality.

The book is not a biography; it is more 
readable even than biography, for it is a 
graphic portrait of the man. Penetrating, 
sparkling in style, competently brief, it 
analyzes this un-understandable public char
acter. It is hard to conclude whether or not 
the author is unprejudiced. While reading 
the book, one is not aware of any one-sided 
treatment. It is after one has finished that 
he realizes that the picture is not eulogistic. 
It presents Ford not as a golden-haloed phil
anthropist, but as crank—a tin-plated one, to 
complete the contrast.

A few of the outstanding indices to his per
sonality, quoted from Marquis’ study may 
serve to convince or to dissuade:
1—“A boy on a farm of humble parentage.” 
2—“Henry Ford does not gamble. His mil

lions are not tainted.”
3—“He is not a team man. He must play 

the game by himself.”
4—“Standardization is his hobby. He be

lieves it would greatly reduce the cost of 
living.”

5—“He never went to college.” But he un
derstands the psychology of a dollar.

6—“He jumps to conclusions; he does not 
reason things out.”

7—^Instead of hitching his wagon to a star, 
Henry Ford prefers to hang on to the tail 
of a comet. It is less conventional, more 
spectacular.”

8—‘‘Henry Ford hates charity. He gives 
only in exchange for services rendered.”

ISLES OF ILLUSION: Anonymous. 
(Small, Maynard Co., Boston, 1923)

It is not very usual to publish the private 
letters of a living man. It is especially un
usual if the letters reveal naked truths and 
realities that to some readers would be ex
tremely revolting. However, there are some 
horrid truths that ought to be known, and in 
the editing of the letters that compose the re-
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markable books “Isle of Illusion” the editor 
was guided by the principle contained in— 
“This should be known”—“That is well 
said.” The exposure of truth is governed by 
the exigencies of public morality, so it must 
be said here that this book is not recommend
ed for the nursery shelf, although there is 
nothing in it to be condemned.

“Isles of Illusion” is a book of personal let
ters. They form part of a correspondence 
which began in 1910 and continue to the 
present day. The writer is a real person, and 
the correspondence was naturally a frank 
one, so for convenience sake, the book is pub
lished anonymously. It is an unusual bio
graphical record which for straightforward
ness of revelation is unique in recent litera
ture. The sub-title is “Letters From the 
South Seas”, but the book is in no way a 
travel book. It is the unashamed autobio
graphy of an educated man who left Eng
land to find substance of a dream in the Isles 
of Illusion.

For seven and a half years he lived in the 
New Hebrides. What he found there the let
ters tell. His outlook may be found too bit
ter, too intolerant—but it must be remem
bered that he was a well-read man amongst 
men who could s^rcplv read their own 

names. His tastes were cultivated. He had 
been educated in all the “extras.” All 
through his book you will find unusual evi
dences of culture. He was a rapt student of 
literature, meditating upon wh^t he read. He 
must have had a well chosen library, judging 
from the felicity of his quotations. He was 
free to add to it, for his mail came periodi
cally, by arrangement with the coasting 
steamer.

While there are vivid glimpses of the 
tropics in these letters, the narrative tells 
mainly about the development and retrogra- 
tion of a man’s soul in the brutalizing life 
and surroundings of the South Seas. What 
we see clearly is the life of an Oxford man 
actually on the beach, first as interpreter, 
then surveyor, then planter, then—but that 
is the book.

If you really want the unadulterated truth 
about the South Seas—The Isles of Illusion— 
I would very heartily -urge you to read the 
letters of “Asterisk,” as Bohun Lynch calls 
the writer in the introduction of the book. 
“Asterisk” is an unusual man, and he knows 
the “horrid truths” whereof he writes. In 
“Isles of Illusion,” the truth, regardless of 
'drawing-room manners’ is layed open for 
your inspection.

IN DE STRUCT© Do Your Xmas 
Shopping Now

insured trunks
♦ 
t

♦

THIS EXCLUSIVE LUGGAGE AND LEATHER GOODS 
STORE OFFERS YOU THE LARGEST AND MOST 

COMPLETE LINE TO SELECT FROM IN

LEATHER GOODS—TRUNKS—BAGS
—Toilet Cases
—Vanity Gases
—Purses
—Leather Novelites

BOOLS & BUTLER, Inc.
232 North Center Street Reno, Nevada
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= Toscano Hotel
♦ o
T 
♦ '•

• 238 Lake Street "
♦ "::
♦ Reno ::

; Famous for ::

! ITALIAN and FRENCH DINNERS

I! Special

[
RAVIOLI DINNERS I

on Sundays ♦
.................................................................... ................................................................. .

Nevada 
Commission

Company
OFFERS AN OUTLET 

FOR 
ALL KINDS OF 

NEVADA PRODUCE

—Veal
—Eggs
—Poultry
—Produce

Nevada Commission Co.
221 Lake St. Reno, Nev.

GOLDEN
Center Street Reno, Nevada
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“EDDIE” ROTHOLTZ

Sez, ;

COME INTO THE

BLOCK N
For Your Tobacco and Cigarettes 
and Let’s Get Acquainted—Then, ;;

Walk Back and Meet

“BILL” BESWICK

He’s Got a Dandy Line of

HOT LUNCHES ;
and I

•
SOFT DRINKS •

MEET YOUR FRIENDS AT 
THE SIGN OF 

THE

Downtown

210 North Virginia

Just Wandering
GILBERTA TURNER

(With Apologies to “Just a-Riding”)

When shafts of morning tinge the hills 
With, red, and near, a lone bird trills, 
Greeting the dawn with melody;
Why, then is when I long to be

Just wandering.

Just wandering—I’ve no regrets
When dew-drenched grass my clothing wets. 
The tamaracks nod and smile at me, 
Make me so glad that I can be

Just wandering.

And when the noon rays beat too hot, 
Right near I’ll find a sheltered spot— 
Perhaps, who knows, a wild berry.
I tell you, then it pays to be

Just wandering.

At twilight in the cloistered woods— 
A solace there for all your moods— 
The trees whisper in sympathy.
They seem to wish they, too, could be

Just -wandering.

Or when the full moon fills the night 
With mystic, shimmery, silver light, 
Beneath my feet, entranced, I see 
A snow-white road that beckons me

Just wandering.

To come and go as fancy will—
To find perhaps a hidden rill, 
With none to hinder, none to see; 
Beautiful thoughts then come to me, 

Just wandering.

ALL KINDS OF

COAL
AUTOMOBILES

TIRES and TUBES

STEINHEIMER BROS.
Cor. 4th and Sierra Sts. RENO, NEVADA Phone 1261
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♦

♦

IT’S A FOOD

GRAND 
CAFE

THE PLACE WHERE YOU 
ALWAYS FEEL AT HOME

Choicest of Salads 
Best of Sandwiches

EVENING DINNERS

PROMPT SERVICE

COURTEOUS TREATMENT

33 East Second St.

NEVADA 
MOTOR 

CO.
41 W. PLAZA

Reno, Nev.

State Distributors

PACKARD and HUPMOBILE
MOTOR CARS

TROY
LAUNDRY

SERVICE FOR
COLLEGE

MEN AND WOMEN

Agencies at
Lincolr and Manzanita Halls

PHONE 371

CHISM’S
Quality Ice Cream

EAT MORE OF IT



1

A Progressive Bank
—old enough to appreci- 

ate the importance of 
safe policies and com 
servative judgment*

—young enough to 
move with the times, 
with modern equip
ment and youthful 
enthusiasm.

Washoe County Bank
; RENO, NEVADA

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ».............................................. .........

The ‘
JUANITA 
BEAUTY 
SHOPPE

Marcelling and Hair Work a Specialty 
(Six Expert Operators) ‘

CHRISTMAS SPECIALS—
Six Marcels for Five Dollars ;;
Extra Assortment of Fancy Combs

JUANITA LITTLEJOHN, Prop. ;■
259 Sierra Street ;;

^LUMBER and MILL WORK 
i HOBART ESTATE CO.
' Yard - Mill - Office: Park Street near Fourth Phone 261
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EDISES & WOLFE
Reno’s Most Popular Jewelers

RIGHT Merchandise
RIGHT Prices
RIGHT Treatment—
WITH A SQUARE DEAL 
TO EVERYONE, GAINS 
FRIENDS FOR THIS 
STORE DAILY. ONE 
HUNDRED CENTS IN 
VALUE FOR EVERY 
DOLLAR YOU PAY—IS 
WHAT YOU RECEIVE 
HERE.

YOU HAVE THE SAT
ISFACTION, OF KNOW
ING IN ADVANCE, 
THAT ANY GIFT YOU 
GIVE WILL BE WORTHY 
AND APPRECIATED, IF 
YOU BOUGHT IT AT 
THIS STORE. THIS AS
SURANCE, PLUS OUR 
MODEST PRICES, WILL 
HELP SOLVE YOUR 
CHRISTMAS PROBLEM.

YOU WILL FIND THE 
PROPER GIFT AT THIS 
STORE, WHETHER IT 
BE FOR MERE FRIEND, 
OR SOMEONE NEAR 
AND DEAR TO YOU.

EDISES & WOLFE
Jewelers

WATCH REPAIRERS MANUFACTURERS
19 East Second St. Opp. Journal Bldg.


