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MIRRORETTES

—November seems bound to set a new

record for snow.
—Rev. Benson returned from Jackson-

ville, Florida, and occupied the pulpit Sun-
day.

—Did you notice the Thanksgiving an-

nouncement given out at the movie show ?

Looks as if there was a treat in store for us.

—A new departure for our “movie”
was the announcement thrown on the
screen, stating what the production would
be for the next show.

—Winter has arrived some four or five
weeks ahead of regular calander schedule.
If she is trying to make up lost time of
last year, she certainly has succeeded.

—W. B. Elfstrom was passing out cigars

again last Monday. This time it was an
eight pound boy, born last Saturday, the
18th. We congratulate Mr. Elfstrom, for
now it’s one girl and one boy.

—ln this issue we publish the first of a

series of papers read before the Pierian
Chautauqua Circle. Others will follow in
the succeeding issues. The different sub-
jects treated upon by the Writers show-
deep thought and are well worth follow-
ing up.

CHRISTMAS SEALS

—This will be the first Thanksgiving
day in five years that we have not been

entertained by popular Orpheum artists.
We fully appreciate the sacrifice upon

their part in entertaining us at a morning
show in addition to their extra labors on
that day—but how we always have en-

joyed each number.

—Get ready for the big feed on Thanks-
giving. Turkey, cranberry sauce and all
the fixin’s. The steward reports receipt

of 1,000 pounds of turkey. Last year we
got aw'ay with 900 pounds of turkey, but
our population has increased to such an

extent, that 100 pounds more were pur-

chased for this Thanksgiving.
—The first issue of The Beacon, a month-

ly paper published by the inmates of the
Virginia' State Prison, is before us. The
publishers are to be congratulated on the
splendid appearance of the paper and the
manner in which it is gotten up.

t
We

trust that the “aims”. as set forth in the
initial number may be realized in full.
The appropriation for the print shop was
$15,995.31. An equipment of that cost

should enable them to do almost anything
in the printing line, and at the same time
prove very profitable to the institution. In
this connection it may be of interest to

state that our printing department invoices
at $10,384.57 and during the last fiscal

year turned out printing at a cost of
$4,760.97 that would have cost the state

over $12,000.00 had it been done outside.
•

mals in captivity.— Ex.

NOTICE TO INMATES
You are hereby directed to place

your copy of The Mirror at the
foot of your bed on the morning
following the day on which it is
delivered to your cell. Non-com-
pliance with this order will cause
forfeiture of privileges.

F. T. Piculell,
Deputy Warden.

The comedy offerings in our weekly,
motion picture show struck a responsive
chord in the hearts of the audience. In a
two-reel comedy, “Jiggs in Society,” the
co-stars, Margaret Fitzroy and Johnny
Ray, as “Maggie” and “Father,” re-

spectively, impersonated the parts, made
famous in cartoons by Geo. McManus, to
perfection. One reel of “Current Events,”
Pathe News, a/id a two-reel H'arold Lloyd
comedy, “Bumping into Broadway,” were
the other offerings. Pathe distributors of
all three productions.

Following is the musical program:
March—Chanticleer Whitaker
Song Number —By the Silvery Nile

Johnson
One Step—Dixie Hoffman
Valse Ballad—Silver Sands of Love

Sanders
Popular Number—Mississippi Cradle

Yellen
Selection—Sergeant Kitty Sloane
Fox Trot —Good-Bye Pretty Butterflies

Yellen
Popular Hit-I—Mon Homme Yvain
Waltz—l’m Always in Love_z Ball
Novelty—Dance-o-Mania Gilbert
Finale—By Power of Right Esberger

R. J. Reich kitzer;

Musical Director.

As the Fourteenth Annual Sale of
Christmas Seals is about to start, this
question is put squarely up to the people
of, the State by Officials of the Minnesota
Public Health Association.

In the United States, as a whole, 114
out of every 100,000 people died of tuber-
culosis in 1920, while in jfie State if Min-
nesota 90 people out of every 100,000 died
of tuberculosis, which goes to show that
the work against this disease in Minnesota
is bearing fruit.

If we stop to consider the enormous
amount of money that has been spent for
so ca’led consumption cures* (which of
course never cured) how much better off
are the people in Minnesota when they
buy a few Seals to aid the Minnesota
Public Health Association and the County
Public Health Associations to teach the
people how tuberculosis and other pre-
ventable diseases can be prevented and
combatted.

BUY CHRISTMAS SEALS TO AID

THIS MOVEMENT.

OLD-TIME THANKSGIVING

“I’MFEELIN’ FINE”

“MYCROSS”

Notify your officer as to the number of
stamps you wish to purchase.

Polar bears are the most dangerous ani-

—Selected

—Selected

Thanksgiving Day
Announcement

The management, as has been its usual custom for a
number of years, expected to have?the Orpheum Theatre
Players of St. Paul, give a show here on Thanksgiving
Day, but owing to the great amount of scenery required
to carry on their head-line act it was found to be impossi-
ble to present the show here. While the management
regrets the fact that their plans for the Orpheum show
cannot be carried out, we are not to be disappointed, as
they have arranged for a concert to be given by the noted
Irish tenor, Mr. Thomas Egan, assisted by Mmc. Lilian
Breton. Mr. Egan has an International reputation. He
was the principal star of an Italian opera company, a very
unique distinction for an Irish tenor to attain. The press
notices received in the different cities from the Atlantic to
the Pacific coast speak in the highest terms of Mr. Egan
and Mme. Breton.

Fond memory of that old-time day,
That brightly shines as we grow old;
Uniting present with the past,
As page on page the leaves unfold.
’Tis like a dream that festal time,
“Thanksgiving Day,” when we were

CHAPEL PROGRAM

young;
The joy and mirth that knew no bounds;
Its w-ealth of song remains unsung.

The old, their burdens laid aside,
To court the sunshine of the day;
To frolic, and from shackles free,
They joined the children at their play.

We see the firelight’s fitful gleam,
That added warmth and homelike cheer;
And listen to the sleigh bell’s chime*
That vibrates sweetly on our ear.

The tables groaned beneath their load
Of turkey roast and chicken pie;
With mince and pumpkin for dessert,
And bags of pudding. My, oh my!

We don’t forget the “applejack,”
Nor beaded cider, “on the turn;”
That caused the sluggish brain to whirl,
And latent wit to brightly burn.

“Thanksgiving Day,” of all the days,
O’erflows the soul with peace and joy;
No festal day is half so sweet,
As this, for healthy, growing boy.

—Frank G. O’Brien

There ain’t no use o’ kickin’, friend,
When things don’t come ydbr way:

It does no good to holler ’round,
And grumble night an’ day,

The thing to do is curb your grief,
Cut out your little whine.

And when they ask you how you are,
Jest say, “I’m feelin’ fine.”

There ain’t no man but is
Booked to get his slap;

They’s not a man that walks but what
From trouble got his rap.

Go mingle with the bunch old boy.
Where all the bright lights shine,

And when they ask you how you are,
Jest say, “I’m feelin’ fine.”

Your heart may jest be bustin’ with some
Real or fancied woe,

But when you smile the other folks
Ain’t really apt to know,

The old world laughs at heartaches, friend
Be they your own or mine;

So when they ask you how you are,
Jest say, “I’m feelin’ fine.”

I made the cross myself whose weight
Was later laid on me.
This thought is torture as I toil
Up life’s steep Calvary.
To think my own hands drove the nails.!
I sang a merry song
And chose the heaviest wood I had
To build it firm and strong.

If I had guessed—if X had dreamed,
Its weight was meant for me
I should have made a lighter cross
To bear up Calvary.

CELL CHANGES

Corrected November 21, 1921.

POPULATION

Corrected November 22, 1921.

KOMIC KLIPS

INMATES ATTENTION!
Inmates will observe the follow-

ing rules to insure prompt service.
Place register number in upper

right hand corner of envelope in
space printed for same, and to be
covered bv stamp (see card in your
cell).

Sign your fill! name to all letters.
F. T. Piculell,

Deputy Warden.

The following service was rendered in
the chapel Sunday morning, November 20,
1921, Rev. C. E. Benson officiating.
March—Chanticleer Orchestra
Holy, Holy, Holy % Congregation
Invocation Chaplain
Gloria Congregation
Scripture Reading Chaplain
Hymn—l am Praying for You,

Congregation
Prayer Chaplain
Valse Lento—Love Me Orchestra
Sermon Chaplain
Hymn—Onward Christian Soldiers

Congregation
Benediction Chaplain
March—Sons of St. George Orchestra

R. J. Reichkitzer,
-Musical Director.

Ato A 444-132 Bto B 101-109
B to A 453-367 112-110
B to H 202
H to B 141 105-113

149 106-114
B to D 500 326-340
B to B. 294-290 327-341

361-354 328-342
129- 93 329-343
130- 92 330-344

'

>
131- 91 378-364
132- 90 377-363
133- 89 375-362
134- 88 54-294
135- 87 140-134
192-101 178-189
191-102 149-140

190-103 .
148-222

189-104 419-377
413- 143-135
414- 150-143
415- 74-376
416- 3’’4-361

* 417-330 376-359
418-378 294- 54

93- 83 141-133
92- 82 179-190
91- 81 170-178

90- 80 222-453
89- 79 Por D—(A)__367
87- 78 46 .
88- 77 261
86- 76 (B) 304

Number of inmates at prison 852
Number in first grade 646
Number in second grade 195
Number in third grade 11
Received during week 13
Discharged 6
Paroled 2
Last serial number 6910

There was a young man from the city,
Who met what he thought was a kitty;

He gave it a pat,

Said, “Nice little cat!”
And they buried his clothes out of pity.

“And you tell me several men proposed
marriage to you?” he said, savagely.

“Yes, several,” the wife replied. “In
fact, quite a number.”

“Well, I only wish you had married the
first fool who proposed.”

“f did.”


