“GOING! GOING! GONE!”

Students of Central high

AUCTION SCENE AT CENTRAL HIGH SCHOOL ANNUAL SALE.

ralsed $331.90 at the annual auction
held in the auditorium of the school
yesterday afternoon.
represents donations
students at tho vaudeville show, whick
was glven pridr to the auctionm, and
other contributions of organizations
of the school, which conducted special
events to raise money.

Instructors at the school stated that
this amount was the largest donated
by students at any time since the
beginning of the annual auctions in
1835. The sum exceeds the senfor
class donation of last year by $172.40.
The latter class succeeded in raising
$359.50.

‘ Every cent of thls money will be
used to provide Thmnk!gl\lns bas-
'kets for the poor of D These
Luskets will include mnny provisions
‘and some families will be given fuel
and children’s clothing.

A large part of the food contained
in the baskets will be what was con-
‘tributed by the students themselves.
Unable to bring candy because of
‘runngs of the conservation of food
officlals, instructors and students
contributed 12 bushels of potatoes,
hundreds of jars of jellies, pecks of
apples, canned goods and other foods.
~_Yor the first time in the history
\Dl’ auctions at the schools, a vaude-
‘ville show was presented. A “pea-
‘nut quartette, composed of two
 members of the faculty and two stu-
 dents, made a distinct hit, The other
numbers represented the best talent
in the school, and mcluded dances,
singtng and *rube stunts.

‘The energetic andeenthusiastic sup-
port of Miss Margaret Taylor, and
‘the leadership of the chairmen of
the comnvittee, Paul O'Bri and
Alice Little, was greatly responsible
for the unprecedented success of the
auction,

A SOLDIER'S THAKKSEIVING

I was sitting down to dinner -
n'a farmhouse o'er the sea,
To a turkey brown and tender
a cup of steaming
There were crullers s;uatlr‘ng richness
nd a 9 mp]
With the. HERtest, v\hl!esl biscuit
That was ever st to T

Thera my dear old-fashioned mother,
Ir her purple printed tress
As she called the blessing down.
She wa just about to help meo
t:

e,
And 1 found it all a dream,

'l'housh tomorrow {s Thank'sl\lng
I am mileg and milea aw

From the faimhouse and the turkey
And the mother old and gray;

Clad tn torn and faded khaki
And the raggedest of hate,

In_a country where the menu

nuns 10 Iricassee of rates.

It I- not the lea-t Df hnrrlshins
That & soldler ha: ear—

Dreams and ple'uunt recouccnom
Of the days of better far

While the pencerut home folics gather
Round a board with plenty spread,

He 1s lying in the trenche:
Waliting for a dose of

Tyt. all friends and near relauons
amo; Zeld.

a plenteous harvest yields,

Dewt forget who suards the Flory

that golden land for ya

And Ju:'t hare ' ‘thoueht Thanks-
To vour ab'ent boys in Blu

8.
—Minna Irv Leslie’s Weekly.
(About se\enteen years ago.)




