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S d i t o r i a l

W ith  the advent of June at Princeton Country Day School comes, of 
course, Commencement. This year, as usual, the ceremonies will be carried 
out in the traditional m anner. There will be the customary class exercises 
and the aw arding o f diplomas. Because these things will proceed as they 
always have done, it will be hard  for us to realize that on the other side of 
the globe school-boys will be undergoing far d ifferent experiences. If  your 
country is engaged in war you cannot enjoy the pleasures of peace.

H ere in America we are looking forw ard at this time to our summer vaca
tions. In Europe there will be no "vacation” for boys who have not seen their 
homes or their families for days and who never know when death will again 
rain from  the skies. Somehow, amid the distant showers of bombs and shells, 
the awarding of diplomas seems trivial and insignificant. Y et a diplom a is a 
certificate of w hat a person has accomplished in the way of learning. It is a 
symbol of som ething far m ore valuable and enduring than the ability to fight. 
If  the people of the w arring hemisphere had paid more attention to true learn
ing so that they m ight have bettered hum anity instead of w asting their lives 
trying to invent new ways of destroying it, the H itlers of the w orld w ould cease 
to exist and man m ight again call him self a hum an  being.
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^ h e  (Calendar
APRIL

T he first o f April, some do say,
Is set apart fo r  A ll  Fools’ day,
B ut w hy the people call it sn
N o r  I, nor they themselves, do know.

A p ril 8 School begins this morning, follow ing a two weeks’ vacation, and
those sunny days in Bermuda, Florida, and V irginia (practically 
the entire school went to V irginia) are but memories.

A p ril 9 George G allup, Jr., famous G-man, just back from  a W ashington
conference w ith his chief, M r. Hoover, celebrates his birthday by 
granting an interview to some Junior Journal reporters. George 
inform s the press that save fo r a few members o f Miss Fine’s 
Fourth G rade, who still bear watching, crime in Princeton is on 
the wane.

A p ril 10 T he baseball equipm ent is given out at assembly, w hile it rains 
cats and dogs in the traditional manner.

A p ril 12 R andolph Hudson, noted p lan t dietician, born.
A pril 13 Elmer Greey, you-tell-us-what-for-we’re-too-tired, born.
A p ril 14 T he rain having stopped temporarily, the baseball season gets off

to a flying start. W atch those soft-ball boys, these days. N ine bet
ter m en w ould be hard  to find. N o— not nine, eight. T attersall 
just fell over a rake.

A p ril 16 George Piper, Vim, V igor and Vitality, born.
A p ril 17 Thom as D ignan, notorious highwaym an of D rake’s Corner, born.
A p ril 18 Johnny M atthew s breathlessly arrives on this p lanet just in the

nick of time. A nother second and it w ould have been tomorrow. 
But better late than never, eh Johnny?

A p ril 20 Back w ith the soft-ball boys for an afternoon of fun  and frolic.
They have only six men now, since Um pire Smyth caught Q uian 
and Barlow trying to steal home, and sent them off to jail.

A p ril 23 Tommy M atthews, I  know  the kings o f England, and I quote the
fights historical,

I ’m very w ell acquainted, too, w ith  matters 
mathematical, born.

A p ril 24 T he stars in their various orbits being out of harmony, they com-
spired to land D avid Voorhees on this planet on A ugust 24th, with 
no possible chance of getting m entioned in the School N otes. So 
we steal a march on time and give you D avid Voorhees righ t here 
and now, four months ahead o f h im self!
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A p ril 25 To the School play tonight, and bless our hearts, if there w eren’t 
Oliver Twist and Fagin, Mrs. Corney and Mr. Bumble, Mr. Sour- 
berry and Charlotte, Bill Sykes and Nancy, not to mention a host 
of other story book characters, all come to life! Indeed, if we 
had n 't gone behind the scenes before curtain time, and seen Mel 
Dickenson being m ade into "B et” , by means of rouge and lipstick, 
corset and farthingale, w e’d have been sure some w izard was at 
his conjuring tricks.

A p ril 21 Larry Sturhahn, having broken no bones for the past week, cele
brates his birthday, by inviting the Second Form to his house for 
a merry-making.

A p ril 29 And now, look w ho’s here! Spencer W elch, born this A pril m orn
ing, and telling the world about it in no uncertain terms!

M AY
Oh, the little birds are singing in the budding w illow  trees 
A n d  the south w ind blows across the fields o f May,
A n d  m y happy heart is singing to the tune o f hum m ing bees,
Oh, spring is here, and summer’s on the way!

M ay 1 H am  H azlehurst invites the F ifth Form over to Spotswood for the 
day, and w hat w ith all the steaks they can eat, a barrel of coco-cola,
a w agon load of popsicles, (no t to mention the timely rescue of
Billy G uthrie from  going over the dam in a ro w b o a t), a great time 
is had  by all.

M ay 2 Sammy K err celebrates his birthday. This is the same Sammy
Kerr, by the way, who by interm arrying mosquitos and bees, created 
a race of insects with stingers fore and aft— the ones that played 
such havoc with the natives of Titusville, last summer.

M ay 3 Sammy Tattersall, noted mortician, born.
M ay  7 Thom as Anderson, original Donald Duck, born.
M ay S To Miss F ine’s School this afternoon for a romp around the May

pole. W hether to spend a dime for a cone at the g irls’ ice cream 
stand, or walk across the street and buy from the G ood H um or 
m an is the burning question of the moment. "Give the little girls 
a h an d ” , we say, "for after all, w hat’s a dime am ong friends?”

M ay 9 G ardner M unro comes to school this m orning and finds that during
the night some hen has w andered into the First Form room and 
made a nest in the loose pages of his Geography book. N o t to 
be outdone by the hen, and by way of celebrating his birthday, 
G ardner lays an egg. G reat cackling in the First Form room an
nounces the event.

M ay 10 Once again the strains of m artial music enliven an otherwise dull 
study period, as the University R.O.T.C. holds forth  on the polo
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field. John Sly gets shell-shocked. Yea, that's w hat’s the m atter 
with him!
Richard Rossmassler cracks the ball w ith his bat, tears around the 
bases, slides for the home plate, and has time to eat a slice of his 
birthday cake before the right fielder catches up w ith the ball. 
John Eidmann, Princeton Avenue traffic cop, born.
David H art, alias Conkey Chickweed, born.
W alte r Roberts, w ith the w ind and the rain in his hair, born. 
A lfred Parsons, Olympic candidate for the mile, born.
This day do we um p again for the soft-ballers. W h a t with the 
Varsity scores being w hat they are, it seems more and m ore prob
able that the school standing in the national sport rests on these 
base runners. They’ve got five men now, since H am  H azlehurst 
sat down between innings the other day, and couldn’t get up again. 
Frank Phinney, in making the rounds o f his country acres this after
noon, finds Santa Claus hiding in a cedar brake. Santa Claus in
forms Frank that he is just sticking around, so that in case this cold 
weather lasts, and Christmas comes on July 4th this year, h e ’ll be 
handy.
Special trains begin to arrive early in the m orning, bringing thous
ands of spectators for the annual Country Day Field Competitions. 
Records are broken, vaulting poles are snapped, and hurdles are 
smashed, as contestant after contestant crashes on to split-second 
victories. Johnny Flemer, for all we know, may be running yet. 
George H arrop, Fourth Form Justice o f the Peace, born.
T he soft-ballers have no more men. Paul Broneer fell in a m ud 
puddle, this afternoon.

JU N E
W hat is so rare as a day in June?
Then  i f  ever come perfect days.

A re they having the hobby show to-day? You tell us.
T he last time we looked, it was raining torrents.
W illiam  W etzel, probable dark horse for Governor in the New 
Jersey 1940 elections, born.
Come the exams. D on’t bother us. W e ’re head-over heels in a 
Latin w ord list, and w e’ve scarcely got time to come up for air and 
wish—
Tommy Roberts a happy birthday.
Commencement! Four years ago M r. Loney told us w e’d  never 
get out o f  the F irst Form, but here we are in our best w hite flannels 
receiving our diploma. M iracles do happen. Y ou’ll majce it too, 
someday— just give you time!

T he B oy W h o  Sits B ehind Y o u



8 Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l

(tfifth Qolumn
The contented waters of the Thames 

lapped quietly against the shore. A 
thick, heavy fog drifted  sluggishly 
over the city and gave the twilight a 
murky hue. To add to this ghostly at
mosphere, it was starting to drizzle, 
lazily but quite noticeably. A single 
figure enveloped in loneliness, shad
owy in the faint light, groped its way 
through the fog. As the figure passed 
beneath a street lamp, the yellow- 
greenish light revealed a boy. H e was 
shabbily dressed and thus was indis
tinguishable in the fog; though for 
that split second his face was caught 
by the dim beam of light. It was that 
of a boy aged about fourteen. It was a 
pleasant face and it bore a trace of a 
smile beneath smudges o f dirt. The 
hair was light and curled agreeably 
about the face. A pair of dark brown 
eyes seemed tired of leading their own
er in the fog.

T he boy walked into the fog, but 
stopped at the corner and looked up 
at the signpost. Then, perceiving the 
correct nam e on the post he walked 
down the side street. A t N um ber Ten 
he stopped again, took out a letter, and 
lit a match. In the light of its flicker
ing flame he read, "M r. W illiam  
Todd, N um ber T en Bailor Street, Lon
don.” T he m atch was dropped and 
the boy m ounted the two steps slowly 
and used the knocker. In a short time 
the door was opened w ith much creak
ing and the boy w ent into the house.

Inside all was dark, but as his eyes 
were used to darkness, he was able to 
m ake out the form  o f a m an o f m iddle 
age standing before him . This per
son was portly, and boasted in all,

about five grey hairs which persisted in 
standing straight up on a round bald 
head. There was a dark patch over 
one eye, but the other took in more 
and wandered with a crueler glance 
than the usual two. H e wore a double- 
breasted suit that m ight have been con
sidered the mode a decade before.

"N um ber 4824, Peter Stafford,” ex
plained the boy in a fain t voice.

"A h, then you ’ave the papers. 
Quick, give them to me. ’urry now 
and git ou t!” order the other.

"Yes, sir,” said Peter, "M ay I have 
a ligh t?”

Light ? Certainly not. N ow  ’u rry ! ’ ’ 
was the answer.

"I have them, H ere they are, sir” , 
stammered Peter, "may I sit down? 
I ’ve had a long walk and no food.”

"M ay you sit down? G et out of 
’ere quick! This will show you w hat 
I m ean!” W ith  that M r. T odd ad
vanced to Peter and landed a sharp, 
hard  blow on the boy’s cheek.

"Very well, sir” , sighed Peter as he 
tried vainly to give some sort of salute.

"N ever m ind that 'fol-de-rol’,” he 
was told and given a swift, hard  kick.

Peter took a step and swayed. T he 
darkness flashed into a blinding light 
and back again. T he room  swam be
fore him. His face now possessed a 
deathly pallor. H e closed his eyes to 
evade w hat he saw, but spots and cir
cles swam before them. In  his agony 
of dizziness, Peter crum pled to the 
floor.

W hen  he awoke, Peter w ondered 
where, when, and w hat had  happened 
to him . H e  rubbed his head and grad
ually regained his memory. But where
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was he now ? H e could see nothing, 
fo r he was surrounded by black noth
ingness. H e reached into his pocket 
and smiled as he discovered that his 
only shilling was gone. "A  lot of 
good that will do Mr. T odd ,” he 
thought. N ow  to ascertain his where
abouts and, if  possible, to escape.

As he was sitting there in the dark 
he rem inded him self of his mission, 
taking sealed letters to m en through
out the city of London. H e had been 
told that he was part of an organiza
tion known as "T he F ifth  Colum n” 
but that m eant little  except that he 
was w orking for an outside govern
m ent, doing what, he did not know.

H e stood up and m ade a tour of in
spection. T he cell was small and 
damp. T here was no escape. H ow 
ever, in one corner he fe lt a heavily 
bolted door, impossible to break down.

H e returned and sat down. Present
ly he heard someone coming down to 
that door. H e heard  a key turning in 
a rusty lock and there stood two men, 
led by M r. Todd. Peter knew this 
nam e was incorrect, for he  had been 
previously inform ed that fictitious 
names were used in the organization.

"T here ’e h is” , grum bled "M r. 
T o d d ” , "G it ’im out of ’ere, ’urry ’bout 
i t!” This was addressed to the other 
two.

They stepped forw ard and gagged 
and bound Peter. T hen  they carried 
the boy up a w inding flight of stairs, 
which led to the so-called M r. T odd’s 
dwelling, thence out into the London 
night, still dam p and blanked w ith 
fog. There was a car w aiting outside 
and one o f the m en opened the door; 
together they threw  Peter into the back 
seat as though he were a sack o f flour.

"T he Chief said to get rid of him  
right away,” m uttered one, "but if we 
stop and have a drink it w on’t take 
much time. I ’ll treat you to one.”

A t this suggestion the other nodded, 
and they stopped in fron t of the "Bar 
de Paris” which, in spite of its name, 
could not have been m ore bourgeois.

In an hour two toddling m en reeled 
out of the "Bar de Paris” , bottles in 
hand w ailing an off-key "Loch Lo
m ond” .

"H ere in this ’lil bottle lies a future 
of happiness,” gurgled one. T he 
o ther’s eyes crossed, he bit his tongue, 
Christened him self w ith his bottle, fell 
down, and rolled under the car.

T he other took out a knife and 
started to cut Peter’s ropes. "There 
yo’are 'guvnor,’ he hicupped to Peter, 
"now take this in an buy yerself a 
drink. A ll right w ith me! I t ’s his 
m oney!” W ith  this he  kicked his 
snoring companion and joined him  un
der the car.

Peter, upon finding him self free, 
jum ped out of the car and ran off 
down the street. I t took a great deal 
of strength, for he was very weak, but 
he was soon in the foggy night.

T he next m orning a very different 
Peter entered a busy building. There 
was a sign on the door which he 
opened. I t read, "British Committee 
of In ternal Affairs.”

Inside Peter seemed to know just 
w here he was going. T he persons at 
the typewriters tapped on, not even 
noticing him. H e  entered an inner 
office. There sat a pleasant-looking 
little  m an w ith an inquisitive smile, a 
pencil behind one ear, and his arms 
fu ll of papers.

"W hy, here you are!” he exclaimed,
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"I was beginning to think you’d 
deserted us.”

Peter smiled at this. "W ell,” he 
said, "I guess this report will finish the 
case.”

"O h, so you found out a lot, did 
you? W ell, sit down and tell me 
about it,” the little man suggested.

"I think this will explain everything. 
I wrote this last night and you may 
have it for the files,” explained Peter.

He handed the other a card on

which was written: "Peter H enson,age 
14. Born 1925, September 4th. Came 
into service October 8th, 1939 for 
British Government. Involved in case 
of Germ an 'F ifth  Column organiza
tion' of which he became known as 
number 4824, under name of Peter 
Stafford.

"Full inform ation about where
abouts, names of members of this spy 
organization and their addresses are

enclosed. W illia m  G u t h r ie  ( V )

7ron Worses
H ear the pounding iron hoofs!

H ear the w histle’s neighing shrill —
W atch the smoke curl o ’er the roofs 

As the trains pull up the hill.

O ut from San Francisco roars 
The mighty "El C apitan” .

Bound for the blue Rio’s shores 
Over routes the Indians ran.

Through the steaming wastes of sand,
Speed these messengers of men,

To the ocean's azure strand—
Then across the plains again.

Roaring on— on for ever
Iron horses make their way.

Speeding on— on to sever
Space and time, both night and day.

R ich ard  M o r g a n  ( I V )
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<rRacing
Jay Hughes, the skipper in charge, 

o f the Vega  pulled lustily from  the 
beach. Billy Buell was sitting in the 
stern directing the oarsman by point
ing his hand at the Vega. I was in 
the bow of the sturdy little skiff, on 
top of all the oilskins and sweaters. 
The wind was in the southwest and 
the tide was coming in. Once or twice 
we had to alter our course because of 
bathers who were much too plentiful.

Jay brought the skiff neatly under 
the Vega’s stern. Buell, who had not 
been paying attention, nearly had his 
fingers pinched. I climbed aboard, 
followed by an avalanche of oil skins 
and sweaters. Then came Billy and 
Jay, who m ade fast the hawser of the 
skiff to the stern cleat.

"M an, oh m an!” exclaimed Buell, 
"w hat a fine boat!” For this was his 
first time on Vega.

"N o  time to w aste!” called Jay, 
"w e’ve got to keep busy.” I immed
iately secured the jib from  the forw ard 
locker and began putting it on, while 
the other two took off the sailcover 
and hoisted the mainsail. Then I went 
aft, unfastened the hawser to the skiff, 
passed the skiff forw ard alongside the 
Vega  and m ade fast the haw ser again 
on the m ooring post. "A re you ready 
to cast off?” I called over my shoulder.

"Y es!” came the answer.
I tossed the end of the m ooring line 

into the skiff. Vega’s sails filled, she 
heeled, and then gathered speed on the 
starboard tack.

Just as Buell was about to take a 
snooze on the deck, H ughes said, "You 
two can take turns pum ping out the 
bilge.” T hat kept us busy for awhile.

eWeather
W e had just about h a lf an hour to get 
across the bay to Sakonnet, so Buell 
got his snooze after all.

T he w ater boiled past as Vega  now 
rounded Sachuest Point and exposed 
herself to the ground swell of the open 
sea. Unless you are used to this ground 
swell, you are liable to feel a bit un
com fortable, for the boat first climbs 
the swell and then plunges down the 
other side. T he swell is nearly always 
there but it seldom gets higher than 
ten feet. Once out of the cove where 
the breeze was strong, Vega  heeled so 
that shackles of the leew ard shrouds 
were underwater. It was a fine day 
for racing!

Mr. H ughes, who usually skippered 
Vega, had to go to a funeral that after
noon and (as I found out la ter) until 
he had to go he stood on the roof at 
"B oothden,” looking through a pair of 
field-glasses and swearing at us.

W e  were now within hailing  dis
tance of the committee boat, which 
was anchored just outside the Sakonnet 
harbour. Mr. A lden shouted, "T he 
course is the black can, the red bell, 
and home, leaving all m arks to star
board. You have exactly two minutes 
before the starting gun!” I set the 
stopwatch, for I was the timekeeper.

"B uell’s asleep,” I whispered to Jay, 
"shall I wake him ?”

"N o ,” Jay answered, "we can m an
age w ithout him, and besides the start
ing gun will wake him .”

"H a lf a m inute to go ,” said I, with 
my eye on the watch.

"A ll right,” he answered.” Ready 
about! H ard  a lee! Pull in that port 
back stay!”
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"Right o h !”
"N ow ,” cried Jay, "do you think 

we'll make i t? ”
" If this stop watch is right I think 

so,” I shouted. "Ten seconds to go, 
nine, eight, seven, six, five, four, three, 
two, one— Bang! Buell jumped. I 
grabbed him and saved him from a 
sw im ."Hey, Buell! ’’exclaimed Hughes 
"You had better come in the cockpit 
now .”

"All righ t,” he answered "gee, you 
know, that gun gave me a scare! I 
thought we had hit a reef!”

“Jay,” I said, "I hope your father 
saw that start” . But from  then on we 
m ade mistakes.

W e had now rounded the first buoy, 
but our mistake here was that we kept 
her too close hauled in, trying to get 
a w indward position, which was not 
so im portant at this stage of the race.

"Hey, Jay,” I said, "the wind is dy
ing very rapidly.”

And it was, for we were just moving 
along. In fact, the swell did more 
to move us than the wind. There 
were eight boats racing and we were 
now in sixth place, where before we 
had been second.

The wind had now died completely 
and we just sat there and rocked. W e 
decided to pu t up the boom crotch and 
let down the sails, for they were just 
banging back and forth.

"I feel like starting something!” 
said Buell and he brought out the fog 
horn and began to blow. Soon every 
boat was tooting across the water to 
its neighbor, and there was a great 
harmony of foghorns.

"You certainly did start it,” I said.

"W h at time is it?” asked Jay.
" I t’s nearly six o ’clock,” I answered.
"They'll most likely postpone the 

race,” groaned Buell. And not five 
minutes later the committee boat came 
and told us that the race was called 
off. Several m otor boats came out of 
Sakonnet harbour to tow the becalmed 
sailors to port. W e w'ere asked from 
the committee boat if we would like 
a tow, but since a northwest breeze 
was coming up, we refused because we 
ought to get back to third beach as 
soon as there was an opportunity.

It was not long before we were in 
the cove approaching the mooring.

"Can I try to m ake the mooring, 
Jay?” asked Buell.

"Y es.” Jay went forw ard to catch 
the mooring line. I could see that 
Buell was not close enough and we 
were not going to m ake it. I tried 
the second time and Jay used the boat 
hook. I was too close and we rammed 
the skiff and the m ooring post. W ith  
the boat hook, Jay grabbed the m oor
ing line, which was tangled up, but 
we were going too fast and he could 
not hang on, so he let go of every
thing.. W e came about and tried once 
more. This tune we made it.

As w e  w e r e  f u r l i n g  t h e  sai l ,  Buel l  
e x c l a im e d .  " W h e r e  is t h e  b o a t h o o k ! ”

"O h th a t’s right,” said H ughes,” I 
let go of it and I guess it must have 
sunk, even though I don’t see how it 
could have because only the end of it 
was metal.”

I ’ll bet your fa ther will be m ad,” 
I said. My prediction proved true, for 
next m orning ire had us all diving for 
the boat hook!

T h o m a s  M a t t h e w s  (IV )
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cArchie ‘S urns ^Bandit
"O h, dash it all, Connie! C an’t 

there be anything to do in this place?1'
Connie Bandicott lowered a book on 

the migrations of Golden Plovers and 
gazed at his brother, Archibald Ban
dicott.

"I warned you before you came that 
there w ould be nothing to do. The 
trouble w ith you is you’re spoiled.” 

"R ot!” replied Archie, "why I ’m as 
simple as I ever w as!”

"N o. The w ar is w hat’s spoiled you. 
You got too much excitement in Pales
tine and liked it. N ow , when we’re 
having a little peace, you think the 
w orld’s going to end.”

"O h well, maybe you’re righ t,” m ur
m ured the other. "W h at about your 
neighbors? H ave they got anything 
better than resting grounds for a coun
try estate?”

"Yes. T he Forbes family to the 
north have some of the best hunting 
in the country. The Claybodys have 
salm on.”

"W ell, it will take more than the 
dust of London to send me up here 
again!” complained Archie as he ran 
an inquisitive eye over the bookcase. 
"D oesn’t it ever stop ra in ing?”

O n receiving no answer, Archie sat 
down, a large book of O. S. maps open 
before him. From that time till Sime, 
the combined butler, keeper and valet, 
announced dinner, there was little 
noise except for the fire and the rain. 
D uring dinner and after it, Archie 
Bandicott seemed a good deal brighter 
than he had been since he came to Ha- 
ripole.

T he next day there was such a heavy 
downpour that Connie refused to set 
forth  to watch his beloved birds. A r
chie got time to mail a letter and re
turned to the gun-room fo r the rest of 
the day w ith an arm ful of O rdnance 
Survey maps.

Connie w ent to bed early, to rise 
before dawn the following m orning so 
he could make a sortie on his birds. 
But when he came down into the 
kitchen at about 3:30, he found, to 
his great surprise, his brother putting 
together a pack of some shells, a sand
wich, and a flask.

"W h at on earth are you doing?” 
queried Connie.

"M y boy, I am about to ruin the 
family nam e!” exclaimed Archie, and 
with his pack he dived into the gun
room to get his favorite deer gun.

H a lf an hour later Archie and Sime 
were trudging along a soaking peat 
road. There was a cold drizzle driving 
straight into their faces from  the 
north and a mist blanketed the sur
rounding w orld completely.

"I suppose you’ve heard of Jim 
T arras,” remarked Archie, referring to 
that incorrigible poacher who would 
notify a landowner that he was going 
to poach, and then proceed to do it.

"Aye, I ’ve ’eard of ’im,” growrled 
the keeper.

"W ell, w e’re going to -------. Ah,
here we are! This is H aripo le’s bounds, 
and tha t’s the Doran. Belongs to the 
Forbes, doesn’t i t? ” Archie had stop
ped on a little rise of soaking moor and 
in front of him  was surveying the
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view, which was afforded by a gap in 
the mist.

"Aye, th a t’s Glencairne, the Forbes’ 
place.”

"W ell, Sime, I sent a letter to old 
Colonel Forbes, how w e’re going to 
poach on one of his stags!”

There was horror a-plenty on Sime’s 
face at this, but it soon died out.

"All right, sir,” responded Sime 
with a perfectly straight face. You 
have to adm it our English servant is 
well trained!

The rain had stopped and the whole 
world was filled with an awesome 
dripping. Every rivulet was turned 
into a raging torrent, every gully, a 
river.

The two m en climbed a low saddle 
and gazed into the mist where the 
G lencairne sanctuary should have 
been. About that time the mist began 
to clear and they got a good view of 
the surrounding land. In front, and 
to the left, lay the Doran. It formed 
a fish hook of which they were at the 
bottom. The sanctuary was filled with 
corries running mostly east and west. 
On top of a steep, ragged pinnacle sat 
Machicole, a G lencairne gillie. Just 
then the fog began to close in from the 
N orth . But before it shut down, the 
men saw a shootable stag not a hun
dred feet away move out from behind 
a boulder.

"D ash it all! T h a t’s too easy!” ex
claimed Archie. " ’Ere I thought w e’d 
get some adventure and that comes up, 
just beggin’ to be shot!”

An hour later found them crawling 
on their bellies in a peat bed. Sime 
wondered at the m an in front of him 
who had given up a legitim ate stag 
because he thought it too easy. N ow  
they were in a fair way to being caught.

A heavy, muddy boot in his face 
brought Sime out of a w orld of dream.

"Y e gods!” whispered Archie, "will 
you look at that head!”

Three hundred yards away, just vis
ible through the thinning mist, stood a 
stag. It had a magnificent head— 13 
points going back fast.

Archie flung his gun to his shoul
der. There was a sharp crack; the stag 
was seen to tumble, take three steps, 
then fall.

"Y ou’ve got im, mon! Y ou’ve got 
’im !” exclaimed Sime, carried away by 
the excitement.

They hurried up and, bearing the 
stag, started on a circuitous route to the 
saddle before the mist disappeared en
tirely.

Once safe, they sat down and had 
lunch. Sime suggested that the deer 
be left by a peat road for the m otor 
lorry. This was done.

T hat evening Connie came into the 
library to find his brother seated as 
usual in a large, com fortable chair.

"W ell, old boy, I ’m sorry you didn’t 
have a better time. Guess you w on’t 
be up next year, eh?” sympathized 
Connie.

"W h o ’s not coming u p ?” roared 
Archie, jum ping up. "W hy, you 
couldn 't keep me away with an arm y!” 

M i c h a e l  H a l l  (V )
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‘B attle  of the cAges
In the m ain hall of the vast museum 

stood a large glass case. Inside the 
case rested a g littering ruby. Its many 
facets gleam ed brilliantly, unm indful 
o f the villainies which men had com
m itted in order to possess this price
less gem.

Its bloody history had begun hun
dreds of years ago when M azul Shah 
had  m urdered the Sultan of Johore 
and seized the ruby from  am ong the 
la tter’s treasures. For years it adorned 
M azul Shah’s turban, until one day 
Samba Shah avenged his brother, the 
late Sultan, by m urdering M azul and 
capturing the ruby for himself.

T he jewel was not heard of again 
until its discovery by Sir James Johns
ton, governor of Patalia. A fter it 
came into his possession, several at
tempts were m ade on Sir Jam es’ life 
in order to obtain the ruby. U nhap
pily the fourth succeeded, but the gem 
was recovered by the police and re
turned to Henry Johnston, the gover
nor’s son and heir. W ith  its new 
owner, the ruby em igrated to America. 
H enry Johnston became a wealthy 
man. His son, Joseph, added to the 
family fortunes and founded a m u
seum. Here, at last, was a place of 
safety for the precious jewel, and 
Joseph Johnston donated it to the new 
museum with the remark, " I t ’s better 
to be a little  less rich than in the 
m orgue!”

For two years no attem pt had  been 
m ade to disturb the ruby in its place 
o f honor in the circular hall. O ne 
evening, however, just before closing 
time, a dozen m en gathered in the 
darkness around an obscure basement 
window. Quickly they jimm ied open

the window and crawled inside. They 
crept softly through the empty corri
dors, separating as they went. The 
main group had almost reached their 
objective, when suddenly there was a 
loud report as one of the thieves let 
off his autom atic by accident.

A passerby heard the shot and in
stantly rushed to a telephone to notify 
the police. Soon a squad of tough 
patrolm en was speeding tow ard the 
museum.

M eanwhile, in the dimly lighted 
Egyptian room, two watchmen were 
fighting desperately to hold off the 
robbers until aid could come. Statues 
of famous Egyptian warriors looked 
down upon the combatants, just as 
their originals had watched fighters 
of old. W hen  the police arrived, they 
quickly battered down the massive 
gates and charged into the m ain hall.

T he robbers fled into an adjoining 
room, from  the ceiling of which hung 
an early Bleriot bi-plane. T he police
men scattered and diverted their op
ponents’ attention by firing blank cart
ridges. Tw o officers ran into the arm 
or room and seized a long halberd 
which had once been used by a "beef
eater” in the Tow er of London. H ast
ily they cut the wires which suspended 
the old m onoplane, and, deprived of 
all support, it crashed to the floor. 
Quickly the policemen clapped hand
cuffs on the dazed and battered vic
tims. T hen they continued their search 
fo r the rem aining criminals.

As the officers entered a long, dark 
corridor, a rustling sound seemed to 
come from  the Indian room. They 
crept cat-like down the eerie, moon
lit hall until they came to the large,
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high-roofed chamber which housed the 
relics of the N orth  American Indians. 
Everything seemed all right, and they 
were about to leave the room, when 
the sergeant’s quick eye fell upon a 
case in which stood a group of Sioux 
Indians. T he buckskin costumes 
seemed genuine enough. T he long 
eagle feathers on the head-dresses 
seemed in order. But the sharp eyes 
of Sergeant Peterson detected a move
ment of an arm. "W atch out! D uck!” 
he shouted.

A second later a shot rang out from 
the Indians. H ardly had the smoke 
subsided when the policemen closed 
in on the criminals, who had hastily 
dressed themselves as Sioux warriors. 
The "Indians” lost no time in fleeing, 
and in a few moments the officers of 
the law had trapped them in a full- 
sized model of an ancient Egyptian 
tomb. A weird situation now devel
oped. T he criminals, dressed as Sioux, 
had left their guns behind in their 
flight, while the police were afraid to 
use theirs because the firing would en
danger the valuable exhibits.

M eanwhile, from the mediaeval 
arms room, another group of robbers 
had seized some Toledo swords and 
were attacking desperately. The police 
were being forced back step by step, 
until Officer Hendrickson suddenly 
had a bright idea. H e dashed into 
the armor room, and, after some diffi
culty, managed to get himself inside 
a heavy suit of N urnberg  armor. 
W eighted down by the heavy helmet, 
breast-plate, and other assorted gar
ments of steel, he made slow but im
pressive progress towards the scene of 
combat.

W hen Officer Hendrickson re

entered the tomb, he raised his visor, 
to see his fellow guardians of the law 
with their backs to the wall, fighting 
valiantly. Blades flashed in the dim 
light of the tomb as the opponents 
thrust and parried. Sparks flew as 
steel met steel.

But the tide of battle turned, as the 
armored policeman swung into action. 
Realizing that their only hope of es
cape was to defeat him, the robbers 
formed a circle around Hendrickson 
and closed in for the attack. Several 
times the purple plum e which had 
once adorned the head of the Emperor 
Maximilian went down in the fight, 
but each time the gold-inlaid helm et 
brought it up again.

W ith  the em battled knight in armor 
bearing the brunt of the fray, his fel
low officers seized the opportunity to 
follow his strategy. Several dashed 
into the nearby armor room and re 
turned wearing an odd assortment of 
m ilitary costume. Some wore Greek 
and Roman helmets, some were ar
rayed in N orm an suits of chain mail, 
while still others appeared in the ex
quisite armored dress of the ancient 
Japanese Samurai.

Against such a varied and warlike 
array, the swords of the criminals 
proved useless. Soon the band had 
been rounded up and further resistance 
was at an end. The surrender was a 
colorful affair. Never before, or since, 
had a party of Sioux Indians been de
feated in combat by mediaeval knights 
and Roman legionaries!

M eanwhile, in its glass case in the 
vast circular hall, the ruby of the Sul
tan of Johore, reposed in its setting 
and gleamed wickedly.

D e t l e v  V a g t s  ( I II)
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tjBattle at HDawn
In the early dawn on a lonely shore,

W here the dense fog drifted in,
The guard at the look-out heard once more 

The sound of the breakers’ din.

H e had listened carefully, day and night,
For the sound of a m otor’s roar,

To warn his friends of the enemy’s m ight 
And all the terrors of war.

As he sleepily sat with half-shut eyes,
List’ning to the pounding bay,

H e caught the distant hum from  breaking skies 
O f the bombers on their way.

H e ran quickly to light the air-raid flare,
A nd as the bombers drew near,

Five H urricane fighters took to the air 
To beat back the winged Fear.

The little defenders fought bravely still,
H arassing the enemy planes.

The bombers swooped low like hawks to the kill,
And many fell down in flames.

Then up from  the Channel the fog rolled in sight,
To help the fierce battle o ’er.

The bombers were driven in scattered flight 
A nd away from Britain’s shore.

Jam es D o u g h e r t y  (V )
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Pursuit
A vast snow-covered plain, reflect

ing the light o f a lop-sided moon, lay 
frozen under the icy gaze of a thous
and stars. Far, fa r to the N orth  lay a 
range of m ountains, glittering like tiny 
arrows in the moonlight. A thin, 
straight, black line, breaking the m on
otony of all this whiteness, stretched 
across the landscape and dropped 
from  sight over either horizon.

T he black line was the only sign of 
civilization in this barren wilderness. 
It was an old, dilapidated road-bed for 
the only railroad in that Siberian w ild
erness. T he train  that ran this track 
was a third-class passenger train. She 
pulled four cars, was able to boast the 
speed of eighteen miles per hour, and 
ran only once a month.

A lonely figure trudging along the 
track was the only sign of life in this 
wilderness. Ivan was a dark-haired, 
thin-lipped boy of sixteen. As he 
walked between the rails, it could be 
seen by his stum bling gait and 
frightened countenence that he was 
physically tired and mentally appre
hensive of w hat the fu ture held for 
him. H e sat down on the track to 
rest for a few minutes. As he rested, 
he thought over the strange train of 
events leading up to the awful predic
ament in which he now found himself.

H e remembered leaving his home in 
the southern p art of Russia. His 
m other had had a dream  in which, she 
said, his father had called for her. His 
m other and he had started early one 
spring m orning. A few belongings 
had been packed in a large bag. The 
money had been collected from  the 
small bank in the town near which 
they lived. Because his m other was

ill, Ivan was given the load to carry. 
H e had pointed out to her that her 
health was not good enough to allow 
her to travel. She had looked at him  
with a firm, decisive gaze and had 
said these few words that had kept her 
going so long.

"Y our father needs us!”
Ivan had asked her why and how 

she knew, and she had replied by 
putting the money in her bag and 
locking the door of their house behind 
her as she went out.

Ivan knew that his father was fight
ing in a w ar in Siberia. H e had often 
thought it strange that his m other and 
fa ther told him  no m ore than that. His 
father was fighting in a w ar in Siberia. 
H e knew no more. N o am ount of 
asking had ever yielded him  more in
formation.

They had walked from  the cabin to 
the railroad station. T here his m other 
had bought a ticket to Siberia. They 
had boarded the third-class train and 
had started on the journey. N ever 
having been on a train before, Ivan 
was very excited. In about a day and 
a half this excitement was replaced by 
infinite boredom.

A fter they had journeyed for a 
week, Ivan’s m other began to show 
signs o f a very serious illness. Ivan 
wished to get a doctor fo r her, but she 
p u t him off by insisting that she was 
all right. W hat really was the m atter 
was that a doctor w ould cost money, 
and she knew that very little of the 
money they had started w ith was left.

O ne night Ivan awoke and realized 
with joy that his m other, who slept in 
the berth below him, was not coughing 
any more. H e listened carefully and



Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l 19

then turned over and happily went to 
sleep.

W hen he awoke the next morning, 
he looked down at his m other and 
smiled as he saw her sleeping peace
fully for the first time in days. He 
waited for her to wake up while he 
read the book he had brought on the 
trip. But she did not wake up that 
day or the next. She had forgotten 
how during the night.

Ivan spent much of the remaining 
money to buy her a decent funeral at 
the next town. Then he continued 
the journey, alone and friendless.

Four nights later, as the train was 
passing through the most sparcely in
habited country Ivan had ever seen, 
he had  gone out on the p latform  at 
the rear o f the train to get some air. 
As the train lurched to one side, he 
had lost his balance, fallen off the p lat
form, and had hit his head against the 
track.

T hree hours later, w hen he had re
gained his senses, he had started w alk
ing, follow ing the track forward. Ivan 
distinctly remembered that the last 
town they had passed was a hundred 
miles back. It w ould be foolish to 
turn and try to m ake the trip to it 
w ithout food. H e continued forward, 
hoping that another small town was 
somewhere farther up the track and 
closer by than the one behind him.

H e had walked all day and part of 
the night. N ow  and then he stopped 
to rest. As he sat beside the track, Ivan 
looked at the friendless country.

H e soon rose with painful slowness 
and was about to start w alking when 
he heard something that froze him 
w here he was and m ade his eyes open 
w ide w ith fear. It was the faint but

entirely too distinct cry of a w olf. A l
though he tried to argue otherwise 
with him self, he knew that the w olf 
was leading a pack, and that the pack 
was on his tra il!

To hear the cry o f the w olf is a 
nerve-wracking experience. I t seems 
to come from the very air around you, 
rises to a lonely cry, and then drops 
so slowly and so strangely that you 
can not trace any memory of its ceas
ing. It is just there— rising and fa ll
ing on the w ind— and then it is gone.

Ivan had a quick vision of him self 
lying on the snow, his throat torn, his 
body half-eaten, and the snow stained 
with his blood. This passed, but it 
left an all-too-real horror im pressed on 
his m ind. Immediately he started off 
at a fast run. Fear gave strength to 
his tired muscles. As he ran along 
the track, his figure grew sm aller and 
sm aller and then vanished over the 
horizon.

Fifteen minutes later black dots ap
peared on the opposite horizon. As 
they came closer they revealed them 
selves as a pack of ten wolves. They 
came on at an easy run. T he leader, 
w ith his nose to the snow, was running 
way out in front. Suddenly he stop
ped at the place where Ivan had been 
sitting. H e sniffed at the tram pled 
snow and then started off a t a fast clip 
voicing the cry of the w ild beast sure 
of its prize. T he pack moved on sw ift
ly, and were soon lost to sight as the 
horizon dipped in the east.

T he snow still reflected the light of 
a lop-sided moon. T he m ountain 
range still glittered in the m oonlight. 
From far, far away, the cry o f the w olf 
came down on the wind.

S p e n c e r  W e l c h  (IV )
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Signs of Spring
"H o hum! W ho 's m aking all that 

racket? Oh, so it's that woodpecker 
again! A fine time for him to be wak
ing me up at 6:30. Aw dry u p !”

But the woodpecker had no inten
tion of stopping. H e just w ent right 
on with his work, and I decided sleep 
was out of the question any more that 
morning. I thought that I m ight just as 
well get up, get dressed and have 
breakfast. It would give me a longer 
day to play.

W hen I came into the dining room, 
I found my m other seated at the table.

"G ood morning, dear,” she said.
"G ood m orning, M om ,” I replied.
"Y ou woke up rather early, d idn’t 

you?” she asked.
"N o  ,oh no!” I answered, sarcastic

ally.
Breakfast was soon over, and I 

went upstairs to get my baseball and 
glove.

"O h, Johnny, w ould you hurry down 
and help me for a m inute?” I heard 
her call.

"Com ing,” I answered.
W hen I got down to the living 

room, it was all topsy-turvy.
"Spring cleaning,” I gasped.
"Yes, dear, it’s got to be done, some

tim e,” she replied.
"W h at do I have to do?” I asked.
"Just move that lamp from  the table 

to the desk.”
"Sure,” I answered, and I picked up 

the lamp.
Just then W illiam , the handy man, 

came into the room.
"W illiam , could you move this

ru g ?” asked mother. "O h, be careful, 
dear!” This last to me.

But she was too late. I had already 
stepped on the rug that W illiam  was 
pulling. I lost my balance, and sat 
down rather hard, with the lamp in 
bits all around me.

"O h, Johnny, that lam p cost $20!” 
exclaimed mother, as I got up and be
gan picking up the pieces .

M other seemed lost in thought for 
a while ,but after a little she began 
to take notice of me again .

" I ’m going upstairs, dear, and I wish 
you w ould stay around,” she said.

"Aw, gosh!” I said under my breath.
Soon she called me, and when I got 

upstairs to my room, I saw two big 
boxes overflowing with caps, skates, 
overshoes, sweaters and other things, 
standing in the center of the room.

"D o I have to sort these boxes?” I 
asked.

"Yes, dear. It w on’t take a m inute,” 
she replied.

"I know it w on’t M om ,” I mused 
'I t ’ll take me two hours.”

And I was right ,for I was in that 
room from then on until lunch.

A t lunch, Dad suddenly remarked, 
"W ell, the good old spring is here 
again. Isn’t it g rand?”

Just then Mom looked up from  her 
chop.

"N ow , Johnny ,as soon as you have 
finished, I want you to get out the 
rake, and begin on the law n,” she said.

"Y es,” I replied to Pop, " isn ’t spring 
G R A N D !”

Jo h n  M a t t h e w s  ( I )
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offlCemoirs of a ‘W arrior
My name is Tahm ish Ying. I am 

a M ongol warrior, a servant o f the al
m ighty K ublai Khan. I am in the 
fam ous M ongol army which now over
shadows Europe. I am a chief of no 
small importance. (Pardon my van
ity, ye subjects of the K han.)

O ne day, in the Christian’s time, 
1274 A. D., when I was attending the 
K han (bow  to his greatness) in his 
summer palace at Shandu, w ord was 
received that three w hite men were 
coming across the border. T he Khan 
ordered an escort of nobles, o f whom 
I was one, to accompany them to the 
palace. A t last they arrived, travel- 
stained and weary. T he K han received 
them royally. H e seemed interested 
in the far-away country from  which 
they had come.

They told tales of the glory and 
m ightiness of their country, Venice, 
o f its rival, Genoa, and of how Venice 
ruled the seas. They brought letters 
from  a strange, but evidently powerful 
K han, the Pope. They showed a vial 
of oil from  a place called the Holy 
Sepulchre. I think it had something 
to do with their religion. They valued 
it very highly.

T he travellers said their names were 
Nicolo, Maffeo, and M arco Polo. M ar
co was the son of N icolo and the 
nephew o f Maffeo. I was enchanted 
by their tales. I do not know w hat 
became of these travellers, but I think 
that they served the K han for a long 
while and then w ent home.

A fter thinking it over for a long 
while, I decided upon something. I 
resolved to go and see for myself the 
land which the Polos had described.

O ne day I prostrated myself before 
the K han, m ighty Kublai, ruler of the 
universe, and asked him  to let m e go 
on this dangerous expedition. H e 
graciously granted me this boon.

I gathered together fifty of my most 
trusty m en and a hundred horses. I 
also took w ith me my son, Genghis 
Ying, nam ed after Genghis K han, the 
famous g randfather of K ublai Khan.

A t last we set out, each m an riding 
a pony and leading a spare one. Our 
ponies were strong little fellows, of 
typical M ongol breed. W e crossed 
the Y ellow  River, and left the great 
W all fa r behind. W e rode on the 
yam roads, those highways that unite 
the M ongol Empire. W e  struggled 
across the Gobi. A fter many m onths 
of travel we reached Baghdad, the 
ancient seat of Persian culture. W e 
were now in the Empire of the Ilk- 
hans, ruled by M ongols, although not 
part o f the empire of Kublai. M ore 
w hite men appeared.

W e journeyed on into Syria. H ere 
were M oslem Arabs. Then, after 
passing through the Holy Land o f the 
Jews and Christians, our little party 
first beheld the blue M editerranean.

A t Acre we left our fa ith fu l little 
ponies and took ship for M arco’s 
country, Venice.

In calm w eather and beautiful sun
shine we cruised along. O ne day, 
however, we sighted a low galley com
ing towards us. T he captain turned 
the ship about in order to flee. Soon, 
in spite of the efforts of our rowers, 
the galley caught up to us. W e per
ceived that it was a M oorish pirate 
galley, crammed with men. I armed
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my men in preparation for the conflict. 
The galley drew up alongside and 
caught hold of our boat. O ur crew 
had been firing a copper tube to the 
ship. T he mom ent the ships came to
gether, the Moors rushed forward. My 
m en fought bravely, sweeping the 
M oors from the decks with blood
thirsty yells. Then a substance which 
was like fire was poured from the tube 
on to the Moors. W hen water was 
put on it, this substance burned 
more fiercely. T he pirates were filled 
w ith terror at this unquenchable fire, 
called Greek Fire. Then my fierce 
warriors and I leapt into the galley. 
Bloody was the fight that followed! 
Once I plunged my spear so far into a 
m an ’s side that I had to pu t my foot 
on him  to get it out. W e won a 
glorious victory.

Soon after this fight, we approached 
the land of the Christians. W e left 
our ship in Venice. There we saw 
other great ships and magnificent pal
aces. In this city there were w ater
ways instead of streets.

G oing north, we passed through the 
Holy Roman Empire and were re
ceived by Rudolf, the emperor.

My warriors go t into several brawls 
and I discovered that a M ongol could 
defeat any opponent easily. W e found 
the Germans terribly cruel and coarse, 
fo r Christians.

Christians are rather peculiar. In 
the first place, they have only one wife 
and they seem to worship her. Sec
ondly, their religion says that they 
m ust live in Brotherhood and Love 
and they must not k ill anyone! I have 
noticed, however, that they do not pay 
much attention to this. Some of them 
try to be good (in  their way) by going

to places called monasteries, where 
they do nothing but worship their god. 
Personally, I think that if they have 
to live in brotherhood and love, they 
ought to go out into the w orld and 
work for their fellowmen, instead of 
shutting themselves up like cowards. 
Strangely enough, there are no hum an 
sacrifices in this religion.

W e left Germany for France. There 
was a K han there nam ed Philip III, 
who was very kind to us.

At one time during our journey, we 
came to the shore of w hat the Euro
peans called the "Sea of Darkness.” 
I asked a sailor (having learnt a little 
of the language) w hat was beyond it. 
H e answered, "The end o f the w orld .” 

"How knowest thou? H ast thou 
been there?” I asked.

"N o, but all say it, so it must be 
true, and if you tried to find out, your 
ship w ould be devoured by m onsters.” 

"By Agar! Thou art a cow ard!” I 
called, in contempt.

H e challenged me immediately. 
Soon I had killed him. I thought to 
myself, as I w iped my knife, that one 
day somebody would probably sail out 
to sea to find out w hat really lay there. 
I do not think that it is the end of the 
world. All Europeans, although they 
are shrewd, are cowards.

Then we sailed across a little ocean, 
so narrow that one could see the op
posite shore. H ere I became seasick, 
although I had not been so on the 
calm M editerranean. This land is 
called England. T he K han was away 
fighting people called the W elsh. By 
the way, all the nobles in Europe wear 
steel pots over their heads and are en
cased in steel from head to foot. It 
must be clumsy for them!
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A fter leaving England, we crossed 
another sea on a fast galley. W e 
landed in a place called Scandinavia. 
In  it we found the usual steel pots and 
silly religion, but in some odd corners 
o f it, we found some decent people 
who worshiped gods called O din and 
Thor. T hor was the god of war but 
I suspect he was not as brave as a true 
Mongol.

W e then crossed to Finland. I 
liked the people there because they 
were so sturdy and strong, although 
of course they were not as powerful 
as our M ongols. I have a feeling that 
they will some day greatly distinguish 
themselves in battle.

A fter a short stay in Finland, we

Sleepless
Across the frozen waste o f snow 

and ice Corporal Edw ard Allen 
trudged behind his dog sled. H e was 
on his way to the N orthw est M ounted 
Police post at H udson Bay to bring 
back a prisoner who had gone crazy 
after being captured. As he plodded 
on w ith his snowshoes, he thought of 
the long weeks that he had been away 
from  civilization, and the many m ore 
weeks that he w ould be separated from 
it.

Three days later, as he arrived at the 
H udson Bay post, he was welcomed by 
the two men on duty there. They had 
seen no other person fo r three months, 
and so were g lad  to  welcome any new 
face. They took him  in to see the 
prisoner, a black-haired, fierce-looking 
French Canadian, who was handcuffed 
to the bed in a corner o f the shack. 
H e looked up w ith a w ild look in his

proceeded into Russia. It was rather 
cold but we M ongols, having been 
used to the freezing tem peratures and 
bitter winds in the Gobi, did not mind 
it. W e journeyed to the south and 
then, at last, we saw M ongols. I 
wanted to kiss or fight the first one we 
met. Oh, how good it fe lt to be 
am ong people of one’s own race 
ag a in !

I reported to the Khan, who was 
thrilled with the account of our travel. 
So impressed was he that he gave me 
full charge of an expedition to exterm 
inate the N orthern T ibetans without 
mercy— as a reward for my service to 
such an exalted prince.

M ic h a e l  S h e n s t o n e  (I I )

R i g h t s

eyes, and then settled back, m aking 
grow ling noises deep down in his 
throat. T he m an whom Corporal Ed
w ard A llen was to take back to civil
ization looked half m an and h a lf beast.

They started three days after the 
C orporal’s arrival, with the captive 
tied to the sled by a long rope, with 
which he was bound at night.

For the better part of a week all 
w ent well, but after the fourth  day 
the prisoner began to show signs of 
restlessness.

W hen  night came at the beginning 
o f the second week o f m ushing, the 
Corporal stopped to m ake camp as 
usual. H e gathered wood fo r the 
campfire and then cooked the evening 
meal. A fter this, he secured the 
prisoner to the sled by the rope, and 
then w ent to his blankets and slept.
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M any hours Jater he  was awakene.d 
by a slight noise. H e did not move, 
but strained his ears to hear the noise 
again. Slowly he turned over, unbut
toning the flap on his pistol holster. 
H e looked toward the sled where the 
prisoner was tied. T he French-Can- 
adian was in a queer position, as if he 
had suddenly lain down from an ardu
ous task to keep from  being seen. Cor
poral Allen crawled out of his warm 
blankets and w ent over to the sled. 
T he bonds of the prisoner were 
chewed half-way through, and he 
m ight have escaped in another hour or 
two.

From this time on Corpora 1 Edward 
A llen was always on the alert. Be
cause he could not sleep, w ithout a 
chance of the prisoner getting away, 
his nerves became tired and strained. 
For another week he continued his 
journey, sometimes dozing at night, 
but ready at any time to prevent his 
prisoner from escaping. D uring this 
time the captive m ade three m ore at
tempts to get away, but each time he 
was caught and tied again.

If  this kept up, Corporal Allen 
w ould have to get sleep sometime, and 
if he slept for a w hole night, he was 
liable to be killed in his blankets by 
the madman.

O ne night he tied his prisoner to the 
sled, and putting his back to a tree, he 
w ent to sleep. H e slept for several 
hours, and when he suddenly awoke 
he looked around and saw the tracks

of his sled where it had  been driven 
away. Immediately he pu t on his 
snowshoes and started in pursuit. For 
three hours he followed the tracks as 
fast as he could, and he still was not in 
sight of his quarry. For another hour 
he followed, and, reaching the brink 
of a valley, he saw the fugitive thread
ing his way across it, less than a mile 
away. H e chased him down the val
ley and finally forced the big Canadian 
to make a stand.

They drew closer together as Cor
poral Allen drew his gun. They drew 
closer together until the big French 
Canadian made a lunge, and caught 
Corporal A llen’s wrist. The gun went 
spinning away into the snow, and from 
then on it was a battle of the fists. 
This struggle took place on the edge 
of a rocky cliff. The French-Canadian 
was constantly trying to push his at
tacker over this cliff, and he very near
ly succeeded several times. Finally, 
w ith a slashing attack of blows to the 
face, the Corporal knocked the French- 
C anadian out. H e put the limp body 
on the sled and started on his way 
again.

Six weeks after he had started from  
the Hudson Bay post, Corporal Ed
ward A llen arrived at the M ounted 
Police station in O ttaw a, from  where 
he had set out. W hen  he had  handed 
over the prisoner, he w ent to bed and 
slept eighteen hours s tra ig h t!

R ic h a r d  R o s s m a s s le r  (V )

#
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Suspense
W ith  a start Bobby looked up at the 

teacher as she asked him a question. 
H e shuffled his feet and w rinkled his 
brow, as though in deep thought. Fin
ally he m anaged to b lurt out some 
jumbled words that all added up to 
exactly the w rong answer.

It had been a bad day at school; 
nevertheless Bobby was happy. H id
den behind his big geography book, he 
had a torn and dirty copy of one of the 
Lone Stranger’s most exciting adven
tures. H e had been reading it with 
keen interest for half an hour, but now 
the teacher was asking questions and 
w alking around the room. W ith  a 
skill born of experience, Bobby slipped 
the book into his desk, and his face as
sumed an expression of supreme in
nocence.

Slowly the afternoon dragged on. 
It seemed even longer than m ost after
noons— just perhaps because it was 
very special. It happened to be a Fri
day, and every Friday at the Acme 
T heatre the Lone Stranger rode into 
an ambush of several hundred Indians 
and shot them all down single-handed. 
T here were eight chapters in the serial, 
and Bobby had faithfully  seen them 
all except the one which was to be 
shown that afternoon. O n the prev
ious Friday he had le ft the Lone 
Stranger tied to a stake and surrounded 
by shouting savages.

Suddenly the bell rang, and Bobby’s 
class was excused. Bobby caught up 
his books and ran down the long flight 
of stairs that led out of the school. 
A ll out of breath, he reached the 
theatre and dug in his pocket fo r the 
precious ten cents admission. Once 
inside, he  ran to the first row  o f seats 
and sat down w ith breathless expect

ancy. H e checked his two "six-shoot
ers'' to be sure they were well loaded 
with caps, just in case the Lone Stran
ger should need any help.

As usual Bobby waited impatiently 
for the show to begin. H e squirmed 
restlessly as the prelim inary pictures 
flickered on and off the m agic screen. 
A t last the suspense was broken.

W orking desperately to free him self 
from the stake, to which he had been 
bound the Friday before, the Lone 
Stranger m anaged to get his combina
tion compass and m agnifying glass out 
of his back pocket. Since there was 
a bright sun, he slowly burned his way 
through the ropes that held him. Free 
from  these, he pulled up the stake and 
pole-vaulted through the air, over the 
heads of the amazed Indians, righ t on 
to the back of his faithful horse, Sil
ver, who had been aw aiting him. To
gether they rode off in a cloud of dust.

Later, in a nearby town, the Lone 
Stranger heard that there were a great 
many cattle rustlers in a county to the 
north, so he quickly m ade ready and 
set off to round them up. H e had to 
follow a narrow  trail which wound 
along the side of a steep m ountain. 
As he was passing over the trail, his 
quick ear heard a distant rum bling 
sound. Soon it grew louder. A t once 
his lightning m ind told him  that it was 
a landslide. H e looked above him. 
T here was no time to turn back! On 
and on it came, grow ing closer and 
closer— until at the last m om ent— 
"C O N T IN U E D  N E X T  W E E K .”

Bobby trudged hom e w ith a sad 
heart, knowing that he  w ould have to 
w ait until another Friday to find out 
w hat had happened to his hero.

W a l t e r  R o b e r t s  (IV )
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inning. P. C. D. scored two runs in the same inni. g  and was then ahead by 
2-1. The scores were made by Freddy Schluter and Captain Jimmy Dougherty, 
w hile in the th ird  inning Steve Flemer m ade the final score for P. C. D.

P. C. D. 3- Princeton Township 6.
In the third league gam e both teams m anaged to hold each other until 

the end of the third inning, when Tow nship m ade its first run. In the next 
inning Township acquired five runs and one hit. Rossmassler again pitched 
for P. C. D . and struck out seven of the opposing team. P. C. D . m ade 4 hits 
and 12 errors, w ith 3 hits and 5 errors recorded for Township.

P. C. D. 3. Peddie 14.
On May 10, P. C. D. journeyed to H ightstow n to play Peddie. In  a hard 

fought gam e P. C. D. m ade 3 hits, while Peddie m ade 11. Freddy Schluter 
and Dicky Rossmassler both came home fo r P. C. D.

P. C. D. 2. Princeton Tow nship 5.
Playing a return gam e w ith Tow nship on May 13, P. C. D . provided 

plenty of action fo r their opponents in w hat many considered as the best con
test of the season. Rossmassler again occupied the pitcher’s m ound and suc
ceeded in knocking out the longest hit— a perfect three-bagger— in the third 
inning. P. C. D . m ade 3 hits and 3 errors, while Township m ade 6 hits and 
3 errors.
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‘W ith the ®lues and the ^Whites
SCH OLARSHIPr

By a hard  struggle the W hites m anaged to keep a step ahead o f the Blues, 
lo  gain an average fo r the final term of 2.36. T he Blues trailed closely with 
2.47.

T he boys who had no failures for the term were:
W H IT E S (2 6 )— Conger, Elderkin, Erdm an, G uthrie, H all, H arrop, G., 

H arrop, W ., H udson, M cCutchen, M athey, D ., M athey, M ., M atthews, J., 
M atthews, T ., M errit, Peyton, Phinney, A., Phinney, F., Quian, Roberts, W ., 
Rossmassler, Schluter, F., Schluter, J., Schluter, W ., Stewart, Tattersall, 
W etzel..

BLUES (2 2 )— Barlow, Broneer, Benham, Dickenson, Dougherty, J., 
Dougherty, R., Eidmann, Ellis, Flemer, J., Flemer, S., G allup, A., G allup, G., 
H art, Hazlehurst, M cAlpin, M organ, Piper, Quick, Shenstone, Vagts, W elch,
R., W elch, S. A TH LETICS

Baseball

T he two Color teams got off to a fighting start in their first contest, with 
a final score in favor of the W hites o f 6 to 4.

D ue to several postponem ents because of rainy w eather, the Blues and 
W hites closed their season w ith a double-header on May 28. T he W hites won 
both  games, 3-1, 6-2, thus gaining the baseball championship for 1940.



28 J u n io r  Jo u r n a l

T rack

The annual spring track m eet was held in Palm er Stadium on M ay 30. 
W ith  a clear sky and balmy breezes to start w ith, both teams pu t all their energy 
into the various competitive events; but during the afternoon the sky clouded 
over, and a cold w ind contributed to the discom fort of participants and specta
tors alike. D espite the weather, the m eet was continued w ith  unabated 
enthusiasm.

Competition was close throughout the meet. A fter the final event the 
W hites were credited w ith 54 points to 50 fo r the Blues. O n the basis of 
their 4-point m argin, the W hites received the cup annually aw arded by M ayor 
Charles R. Erdm an, Jr. W ith  this victory the W hites upset a tradition estab
lished by their Blue rivals, who had scored an unbroken series of trium phs since 
the first track m eet held in 1936.

Results in each event are recorded as follows:

H igh Jump  
Schluter, F. (1 ) 
Dougherty,, J. 
Flemer, S. (2)

Se n io r

Shot Put 
H all (1 )
Rossmassler (2 )
M eritt (3 )

Broad Jum p  
Schluter, F. ( l )
G uthrie (2 )
Donnelly (3 )

440 Yards 
G uthrie (1 )
Dougherty, J. (2 )
H all ( 3)

100 Yards 
G uthrie (1 )
Schluter, F. (2 )
Rossmassler (3 )

In t e r m e d ia t e

H igh Jum p 15 Yards Broad Jum p
Benham (1) Dignan (1) Kerr (1)
Schluter, W . (2) Kerr (2) Dignan (2)
Schluter, J. (3) Erdman (3) Howell (3)

Ju n io r

H igh Jum p 50 Yards Broad Jum p
Grover ( 1 ) M atthews, J. ( 1 ) Grover j

( 1 )G allup, G. |
( 2 )

Grover ( 2 ) Stokes {
M athey, M . j G allup,, G. (3 ) Flemer, J. ( 2 )
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^ h e  ‘D ram atic Qlub
On the evening of Thursday, April 25, the D ram atic Club m ade its ninth 

annual appearance before a Princeton audience. Charles Dickens provided 
the play, which was a dram atization o f his fam ous story, "O liver T w ist” ; the 
Dram atic Club provided the actors; w hile faculty assistance was rendered by 
M r. Loney, who designed and painted the set, M r. W arren, who supervised 
the construction of scenery, Mr. Smyth, w ho was in charge o f make-up, and 
M r. McAneny and M r. Ross, who again directed the entire production. Mrs. 
McAneny gave invaluable aid as head of the costumes department.

W ith  the production of "O liver Tw ist” , several new members were added 
to the Club. T he follow ing boys were elected to full membership, their elec
tion being based on the im portance of the speaking part played or the am ount 
o f back-stage work perform ed by each candidate: Dickenson, D ignan, D onnel
ly, Driscoll, H arrop, G., H azlehurst, H em phill, Peyton, Phinney, A ., Quick, 
Schluter, F., Vagts, and W elch, S. For playing m inor parts or fo r assistance on 
the stage crew, the follow ing boys were granted half-credit towards m em ber
ship in the Club: Parsons, Roberts, F., Roberts, T ., Schulter, W . By unani
mous consent, "Fritzi” was aw arded the distinction of being the first canine 
m ember of the P.C.D. Dram atic Club.

On Friday evening, May 31, the members gave themselves a party. They 
attended movies at the Princeton Playhouse and enjoyed refreshm ents at Ren- 
wick’s follow ing the perform ance. I t had been previously decided to give up 
the usual trip to N ew  Y ork and donate the cost of transportation to the Amer
ican Red Cross Society. Accordingly, the members voted to send the sum of 
$35 to the local Princeton chapter of the Red Cross.

The Cast of Characters for "Oliver T w ist” was:
M r s . . M a y l i e ........................................................ St e v e n s o n  F l em er

G iles, a b u t l e r ................................................................. S p e n c e r  W e l c h
Brittles, a f o o t m a n ..................................................D e t l e v  V a g t s
Doctor L o s b e r n e .................................................................G e o r g e  H a r r o p
Oliver T w i s t .................................................................................. L e ig h t o n  L a u g h l in
Cook, in the Parish W orkhouse  . . . .  A l f r e d  P a r s o n s

(W illia m  Sc h l u t e r

UrPh a n s .......................................................................................... (F r e d e r ic k  R o b e r t s

Mrs. Corney, M atron o f the Parish W orkhouse  - W il l ia m  G u t h r ie
M r. Bumble, the Parish Beadle - R ic h a r d  C o n g e r
M r. Sowerberry, an Undertaker . . . .  S a m u e l  T a t t e r s a l l
C harlotte ) .  r , , ( B e r n a r d  P e y t o nXT . M r. Sowerberry s em ploy  - c
N oah Claypole ) J r  J \ F r e d r ic  S c h l u t e r
F agin  ....................................................................................D avid  H a r t

Charley Bates - .......................................................... F r a n k  D o n n e l l y
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T he A rtfu l D o d g e r ............................................. -  T h o m a s  D ig n a n
N a n c y .............................................................................................Ja m e s  D o u g h e r t y

B e t .............................................................................................M elv ille  D ic k e n s o n

Bill S i k e s ........................................................................................... M ic h a e l  H a l l
T he V a r m i n t .................................................................. " F r itz i"
M o n k s ....................................................................................Ja m e s  M eritt

Flash  T o b y .......................................................................... Rich ard  R o ssm assler

M r. B r o w n l o w .......................................................... H a m il t o n  H a z l e h u r s t
M rs. B edw in , M r. Bi'ownlow’s Housekeeper - - T h o m a s  M a t t h e w s
M r. G r i m w i g .......................................................................... R ic h a r d  M o r g a n
Blathers ) „  t ( J o h n  H e m p h i l l
„  „ [ Police Officers from  Bow Street | (vr „
D uff J ( W a l t e r  R o b e r t s

‘W ith  Rohe cAlumni
John L. Bender received a second group average in uniform  tests at Prince

ton University. H e is interested in sailing and is a member of the Princeton 
Y acht Club. H e is also an examiner o f  life saving.

Robert Benham is receiving an 84%  average at Lawrenceville School. H e 
is on his house track and baseball teams.

John Bodine, who is at Lawrenceville, is playing on the junior baseball 
team.

W ilhelm us Bryan is on the junior lacrosse team at Deerfield.
Bradford Chambers, who attends Am herst College, is on the editorial 

staff of the Am herst student paper. H e is active in track and golf.
Edward Chynoweth is on the school track team at Hotchkiss.
Paul T. Condit is a member of Sigma X i at Princeton University.
Stephen B. Dew ing is in the class of 1942 at Princeton. H e is holding a 

scholarship, and is entering the biology departm ent as a pre-medical student. 
H e also acted in a recent prize-winning Germ an Club play.

H arold  Donnelly, Jr., who is at Deerfield, is playing spring soccer. H e 
had a part in the senior play, "T he G ondoliers” .

Charles Erdm an, III, is a t Exeter and is a m ember of the all-club track 
team. H e reports that he is a member o f the C hristian Front and the M arine 
Society.

H aro ld  B. Erdm an is on the baseball team  at Lawrenceville and is on the 
staff o f The Recorder.

Burnet Fisher is receiving an 81 in Latin at St. Peter’s. H e  m ade the first 
baseball team.

W illiam  Flemer, III, is at Lawrenceville, w here he had an average o f 81
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on his last m arking period. H e is directing the student forestry group, and is 
secretary of the Pipe and Q uill Club for the spring term.

Albert C. G erould is librarian at the College of the Pacific. H e is a mem
ber of the Sierra Club Ski M ountaineers.

A lden B. H all is receiving an average o f  84%  and is on the honor roll 
at Blair. H e plays tennis and has an im portant p art in the final play.

Charles T. H all is also at Blair and is leading the honor roll w ith a 92%  
average for the first two terms. H e is out for track, the band, and the orchestra.

W alte r Phelps H all, Jr., has a C average at M illbrook, and is the m anager 
of the varsity baseball team.

Benjamin F. H ow ell, Jr., is a graduate student at the C alifornia Institute 
of Technology. H e graduated last June from  Princeton with highest honors 
in Geology and election to Sigma X i and Phi Beta K appa.

Robert H unter is on the track team at T aft.
David H untington is also on the track team at T aft.
Tristam  Johnson is on the D ean's list at Yale. H e plays varsity spring 

soccer, interm ural baseball. H e is also a Technical D irector of Dram atics, and 
a Deacon of the University Chapel.

Edward L. Katzenbach graduates from  the departm ent of A rt and Archae
ology at Princeton this year. H e has received the G renfell Fellowship in  A rt 
and Archaeology at St. John’s University, N ew foundland. H e w ill begin his 
work there this coming August.

Ralph B. Little, IV , plays third base on the F ifth Form baseball team at 
Lawrenceville. H e is also in the Periwig Club.

B radford B. Locke, Jr., rows on his form  crew at Kent, and sings in the 
school glee club.

John F. Locke is studying radio engineering. H e plays the organ at T rin 
ity Church, Princeton.

Robert W . Locke, II, is attaining a 90%  average at Kent. H e plays junior 
tennis.

Sanders M axwell is studying music at Columbia University.
Henry N . Russell, Jr., w ill be a resident physician in contagious diseases 

at the Cleveland City H ospital beginning July tw elfth. H e will m arry Miss 
M ary G lover o f Dedham , Mass., on June 5.

D avid E. Saunders is working for the W eyerhauser Sales Co. in N ew ark, 
and he plays on the N ew ark Y.M .C.A. tennis team.

John C. Saunders is stroke on the second crew at Hun.
John Sinclair has a 90%  average at Deerfield, and is playing on the sec

ond lacrosse team. H e  played the leading part in the annual senior play, "T h e  
G ondoliers” .

D onald C. Stuart, Jr., editor of the Princeton Herald, is arranging the fifth 
reunion for the Class o f 1935 at Princeton. H e will serve a second five year 
term as secretary of the class of 1928, starting next m onth.
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(Commencement Exercises
J u n e  1 0 ,  1 9 4 0  

P R O G R A M

IN T R O D U C T IO N

M r . P .  M a c K a y  S t u r g e s

C h a irm a n  o f  th e  B o a rd  o f  T ru ste e s  

IN V O C A T IO N

R e v . F r a n k  S .  N i l e s

P a s to r: F ir s t  P re sb y te r ia n  C h u rc h , P r in ce to n  

H E A D M A S T E R 'S  A D D R E S S

M r . J .  H o w a r d  M u r c h

C < L « S  E X E R C ISE S
T h e  C lass P o e m .............................................................................................................W il l ia m  A l e x a n d e r  G u t h r ie

T h e  C lass P r o p h e c y .................................................................................................. | | AMES G f CiC’ D o u g h e r t y , J r
r  1 ( S a m u e l  L e s l ie  T a t t e r s a l l ,  J r .

T h e  C lass W il l  ............................................................................................................. R ic h a r d  Ro s s m a s s l e r

P r e s e n ta t io n s ........................................ ......... .............................................................\ J AMES K « k l a n d  M e r i t t
/  R ic h a r d  St o c k t o n  C o n g e r , II

A D D R E S S  T O  G R A D U A T E S  

R e v .  J o h n  C r o c k e r

C h a p la in : P ro c to r  F o u n d a tio n  
P r in ce to n  U n iv e rs ity

A W A R D I N G  OF S C H O O L  CUPS
T h e  H e ad m a s te r 's  C u p  .............................................................................................. J a m e s  G reg g  D o u g h e r t y , J r .

(L e a d e rs h ip )

T h e  H o r to n  C u p  .— ....................................................................................................W il l ia m  A l e x a n d e r  G u t h r ie
(G e n e ra l  C h a ra c te r)

T h e  B o u rn e  C u p  ........................................................................................................Ric h a r d  R o s s m a s s l e r
(A th le t ic s )

T h e  M ax w e ll C u p ........................................................................................................R ic h a r d  St o c k t o n  C o n g e r , I I
(S ch o la rsh ip — U p p e r  S c h o o l)

T h e  F acu lty  C u p  ........................................................................................................M ic h a e l  S h e n s t o n e
(S c h o la rs h ip — L o w e r S c h o o l)

A W A R D I N G  OF P R IZ E S
M a th e m a tic s ......................................................................................................................... J a m e s  G regg  D o u g h e r t y , J r .
E n g lish  ........................   J a m e s  G reg g  D o u g h e r t y , J r .
H is to ry  .................................................................................................................................W il l ia m  A l e x a n d e r  G u t h r ie

L a tin  ................................   J a m e s  G regg  D o u g h e r t y , J r .

F r e n c h ................................................................................................................................. . . J a m e s  G reg g  D o u g h e r t y , J r .

n  li ,  c „ i ■ ( W il l ia m  A l e x a n d e r  G u t h r ie
P u b lic  S p eak in g  .......................................................................................................... 1 Ric h a r d  R o s s m a s s l e r

A W A R D I N G  O F D IP L O M A S

T H E  S C H O O L  S O N G

T H E  C LA SS O F 1 9 4 0  
J a m e s  G r e g g  D o u g h e r t y ,  J r .  F r a n k l i n  H a m i l t o n  H a z l e h u r s t

F r a n k  A n s e l l  D r is c o l l  J o h n  H e m p h i l l , J r .

W il l ia m  A l e x a n d e r  G u t h r ie  J a m e s  K ir k l a n d  M e r it t

M ic h a e l  G a r ib a l d i H a l l  R ic h a r d  R o ssm a ssl er

F r e d r ic  E d w a r d  Sc h l u t e r , J r .

Sa m u e l  L e sl ie  T a t t e r s a l l , J r .



Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l 33

t&he 0 ass Toem
(By W il l ia m  A le x a n d e r  G u t h r ie )  

First in our class is Jimmy,
W ho, I ’m sure you’ll all agree,

Is a super-plus sur-realist,
W ith  unchallenged pedigree.

Driscoll in a hockey game,
W hen  our team is in a hole,

Skates swiftly ’round the o ther team, 
A nd makes the w inning goal. 

G uthrie as Becky T hatcher 
W as nothing but a flirt;

A fter playing Mrs. Corney,
H e  vows he’s left the skirt.

M ike H all still likes to argue,
A nd no m atter w hat you say,

H e always has an answer 
T h a t’ll drive you to dismay.

N ex t in line comes Hazelhurst,
A  famous soft-ball king.

People come from  miles around 
To see this great m an swing.

Jack H em phill is our baby,
A nd w hen he’s on the spot,

H e swings his legs around his head, 
A nd turns into a knot.

M eritt keeps playing ping-pong 
From  daw n to dark I’m sure;

For when he beats us in a game,
You ought to see the score!

Dicky, with his well-known curve, 
Makes everyone strike out.

So why w e d idn’t win a game,
I ’m sure w e're still in doubt.

Schluter lives out on a farm ,
And as we all have seen,

N ow  raises eggs especially 
To use on H allow ’een.
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Last of all comes little Sam,
W h o ’s long since passed six feet.

H e claims he reached this m ammoth size, 
By eating "Dream  of W h ea t” .

And now the Class of Forty 
Bids farewell to Country Day.

W e hope you’ll all remember us,
W hen  we have gone away!

W E, T H E  MEMBERS O F T H E  SEN IO R CLASS O F T H E  PR IN C E T O N  
C O U N T R Y  D A Y  SCHOOL, SITU A TED  IN  PR IN C E T O N , IN  T H E  
C O U N T Y  O F MERCER, IN  TH E STATE O F N E W  JERSEY, B EIN G  O F 
UNUSUALLY SO U N D  M IN D  A N D  M EM ORY, D O  M AKE, PUBLISH, 
A N D  DECLARE T H IS  O U R LAST W IL L  A N D  TESTAM ENT.

To the members of the Fourth Form w ho have the necessary qualifications, 
we give, devise, and bequeath the positions that we now relinquish as prefects or 
as officers of the Blues and W hites.

To all the boys of the School we leave the honor of upholding the good 
nam e of the School.

To D avid "Stick-em-Up” H art w e bequeath little Jackie H em phill’s pop
gun and a copy of his famous book, "H ow  to Shoot Prairie Dogs and Influence 
Coyotes.”

To George H arrop we leave one of H am ilton H azlehurst’s dish pans, 
with the hope that Pan-handler George will strike it rich on his Stony Brook 
claim one o f these days.

To A lfred Parsons we leave a little spark of some of Billy G uthrie’s m ara
thon speed, so that "Steam boat” Alfie may puff across the finish line next year.

T o  Spencer W elch and Tommy M atthews, those Fourth Form jitterbugs, we 
leave a pair of M ike H a ll’s wooden swords to use as drum-sticks w henever they 
hear the call of the traps.

T o  Frank Donnelly and W alter Roberts w e toss the ball and bat laid 
down by those famous P. C. D . twirlers, Messrs Dougherty and Driscoll, w ith 
the prayer that they can knock out just one victory for P. C. D.

T o  Richard Conger and Leighton Laughlin w e bequeath the positions now 
being vacated by Freddy Schluter and Dicky Rossmassler as solo dancers on the 
Fifth Form ball-room dance team.

T o  Jackie Stewart w e leave the honor o f upholding the w inning spirit of 
the soft-ball squad.
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To Tommy Roberts, Steve Flemer, A lan Phinney, and Richard M organ 
we give fu ll mem bership in the M odel A irplane Pilots’ Gossip Club, w ith full 
permission to let their im agination soar to untold heights.

T o Pat Elderkin and Elwyn Quick w e leave some of Jim M eritt’s spare 
ping-pong balls as nest-eggs fo r some of their little feathered friends.

T o any Fourth Form er who wants to grow a little next year, we can slice 
a few feet off Sammy Tattersall.

IN  W ITN ESS W H ER EO F W E  H A V E SET OU R H A N D  A N D  SEAL, 
T H IS  T E N T H  D A Y  O F  JU N E, IN  T H E  YEAR O F O U R LO RD O N E  
T H O U SA N D  N IN E  H U N D R E D  A N D  FO RTY , A T PR IN C ET O N , IN  
T H E  C O U N T Y  O F  MERCER, IN  T H E  STATE O F N E W  JERSEY.

«  .)■

^ h e  Qlass ^Prophecy
(B y  J a m e s  G r e g g  D o u g h e r t y  a n d  Sa m u e l  L e s l ie  T a t t e r s a l l )

Sc e n e — T he C aretaker's room  in ,an O ld  M en 's H om e— Princeton— 1990.
C aretaker ( to  h im se lf) : W h ew ! T h is Ju n e  in  1990 is the hottest I can rem em ber since

that Com m encem ent D ay in  1940! B ut 1 suppose the o ld gentlem en w ill say they 've seen it 
hotter— Ju s t to be obstinate , the o ld  fools!

Census M an (arrives w ith  a m am m oth census b o o k ): A -ah , may I bother you fo r a m om ent?
I represent the U n ited  States o f A m erica— or w hat's left o f it!

C are: W azzat?

Cen: M ay I ask you a few  questions?

Care: W hy?

Cen: W e ll— because— w ell— ju st to please me. If you w on 't play, 111 go hom e!

Care: O h, I know — you 're  the  census taker. W hy, I haven 't seen you since ten years back.
Funny how  you fellow s never change— look about the same every ten years. H ave a chair.

Cen: T hanks. N ow  let's ge t dow n to business. H ow  many inm ates have you g o t in  this
old cold storage p lan t?

Care: Y ou m ean the live ones? M ost o f them  are ha lf dead— but I th ink  it was ten the
last tim e w e counted them — you m ust rem em ber— ten years ago.

Cen: A re those o ld freaks liv ing  yet? I was hop ing  I 'd  have a  few  changes to p u t dow n
here for the boss. W ell, tha t's  the way it is w ith  the  census— just the same every decade— same 
people, sam e num ber— no variety.

Care: O h, come on, cheer up. Ask me som e questions, and I 'l l  tell you no lies— that is if
my mem ory doesn 't fa il me again. I t 's  been slipp ing  lately.

Cen: A ll right. T here  are just a few prelim inaries of a rather private nature. O f course
I d o n ’t m ean them  personally. T hey 're  just a form ality , you understand. A — ah, does your
p lum bing  w ork? T h an k  you. U ncle Sam likes to find o u t a ll h e  can, you know . O h , yes, here's 
ano ther. D o  you rem em ber if your parents paid their federal luxury  tax w hen you w ere born? By 
the  way, you w ere born, w eren’t you? If not, I 'll  have to p u t you dow n in the v isiting  aliens’ list—  
th e  fifth  colum n, you know ?

C are: N ever m ind  me. I d o n ’t w ant to be coun ted  anyway. Let me tell you about o ld
Professor D ougherty . H e ’s the first on the list.

C en : O ccupation ?
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Care: W ell, he used to be an inventor. Some people thought he was cracked because he
was always trying to bu ild  a rocket ship, but otherw ise he used to get o ff  som e pretty  tricky gadgets.

Cen: M arried?
Care: W ell, nobody seems to know. H e keeps little  things like that to him self.
Cen: W h o 's  next?
Care: O ld  Sergeant D riscoll. H e ’s an honorary  sergeant on the T ren ton  police force. H e

used to be so handy w ith  a gun  that they p u t him  on the police force just to be on the safe 
side. H e 's pretty qu iet m ost o f  the tim e but w henever I hear an explosion outside it usually  turns 
out to be the "Sarge” shooting  tin  cans from  a back w indow .

Cen: W h o 's  the next victim ?
Care: W ell, it's "F lash" G uthrie . Poor m an, he 's the w orst off of all my boarders. H e

used to be the fastest runner in the country, but now  all he d o ts  is sit around w ith  the m iseries. 
T he old boy's quite musical though— he spends m ost of his time playing "T h e  Star Spangled 
B anner" by clicking his false teeth together.

Cen: O h, I ste , tickles the ivories, eh? G ot ,any m ore good ones?
Care: Yes. Perhaps you saw that o ld gentlem an w ith  the yachting cap clim bing up and

dow'n the flag-pole ou tside? W ell, that's o ld C ap 'n  M ike H all. H e used to w rite  the yachting
notes fo r the N ew  Y orker m agazine until they found  ou t his m iddle nam e was G aribald i. N ow
they 've go t him  in the Ita lian  W ines departm ent. Salt-w ater or fire-water— it's all the same to 
the "S kipper", as we call him around here.

Cen: H o w  many m ore have you?
Care: Five or six. N ext comes C lark T yrone H azlehurst. H e 's a regu lar success story.

A bout the only one w e've got, in fact. Y ou see, he w ent ou t to H ollyw ood— and, w ell, he just
bow led ’em over. H e  m ade a fo rtune  in  one picture. In  fact, he  m ade just one picture. They 
w ere nice about it— sent him  hom e quietly— just outside g lam or, you know. H e  spends m ost of
his tim e here taking pictures of the o ther inm ates. H e  th inks W a lt D isney can use the  stuff in
his nex t K iddies ' K artoon.

Cen: Let m e see that list. T his next name here— Jack H em p h ill— looks like a prom ising
name. W h at's  he do ?

Care: H e  hasn 't done anything fo r fifty years. H e 's been on relief since 1940. H e spends
most o f his tim e reading almanacs and the Princeton telephone book. They say he 's just w aiting  
to be ,a guest expert on "In fo rm ation  Please” .

Cen: W h a t’s this next nam e? N o t a G eneral?  G eneral Jam es M eritt.
Care: W e ll, the  G eneral's  had  qu ite  a history. T he ladies all fall fo r him . H e 's m ade

H enry the E ighth  look like an innocent little  Ju n io r F orm er chopping the heads off pap er dolls,
H e ’s had 15 o r 16 wives at one tim e or another.

C en: W h ere  are they now ?
C are: O h , some of them  are hanging around here, and som e died natu ral deaths.
Cen: T h e  next one’s D ick  Rossmassler. Seems to  m e I 've  heard of him .
C are: Y ou  probably have. H e  used to be a Big League hat boy— until they pensioned him

off around sixty-five or so— said they needed a younger boy. H e 's a little  fetched in the ho t
w eather, around about baseball tim e. Y ou probably saw him  out on the  law n rom ping  around 
in his little  P. C. D . baseball suit.

Cen: W h o 's  com ing up  now ?
C are: F redrico Schluter, the g reat dancing m aste r.H e used to run  a dancing school for

Miss F ine's debs— but housem aid 's knee got him  in the  end. Confidentially, the o ld boy has a 
w eakness for oysters. Y esterday he sw allow ed a barre l of them . I ’m afraid  w e’re go ing  to  have
a sour burial around  here one of these days. Fredrico probably w on’t live here any m ore!

Cen: G uess som e gals are going to be pretty sad for a w hile. W ell, here 's the  last one—
Sam T attersall.

Care: O h , he 's hardly  ever here now. T h e  o ld m an has taken on a new  lease on life.
H e  com m utes to P. C. D . every day and coaches the soft-ball team. Says he  hopes to have them
ready fo r  the 2040 Olym pics.

C en: Say, w hat's all that noise ou t there?
Care: O h, that's ju st Sergeant D riscoll shooting  around  again.
C en: W ell, I guess I 'l l  be m oving along. T hanks fo r the in form ation! See you in  2000!
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SITABUSHEO 181$

C J L O ^ I N G ^
hrnteJim<Js,$$als t r e a t s

M A D IS O N  AVENUE C O R . FO RTY -FO URTH STRICT 

N E W  Y O R K

and Accessories for 
Y ounger Boys 

O u r  Y o u n g  M e n 's D e p a r t m e n t  
Carries Suits up to Size 44 

at $42 to $47 
C am el’s H a ir  O vercoats, $60

O dd  jackets, Flannels, Shirts 
F urnishings, etc. 

at Proportionate Prices

In  A ddition  to O u r Clothes

B R A N C H E S  
j N E W  Y O R K :  OKI wall strict
■ B O S T O N :  NEWBURY cor. RERKKLCY STRICT
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BOOKS 

CAMERAS 

CRACKERS 

TIES

STATIONERY 

TYPEWRITERS 

SUITS

In Fact, Just Everything 

You are always welcome at

BANNERS 

CANDY 

LAMPS 

SHIRTS

THE PRINCETON UNIVERSITY STORE
'Center o f the Campus”

■■0
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THE BLUES
SOCCER CHAMPIONS

1926
1930
1931
1934
1935
1936 
1938

HOCKEY CHAMPIONS
1926
1937
1938
1939

BASEBALL CHAMPIONS
1926
1930
1931 
1935 
1937
1937
1938
1939
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Compliments of

HOME 

RUBBER 

COMPANY

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY
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g o  certain are we o f our ability to m ake a good portra it o f 

you or any m ember o f your family that we extend to you 

this invitation. Come in and let our artist give you a sitting—  

w ithout customary deposit and entirely on approval. If  we 

fail to please you, w e’re to blam e and you owe us nothing.

WALTER B. HOWE, INC.

REAL ESTATE — INSURANCE

CLEAROSE STUDIO
148 NASSAU STREET PRINCETON, N. J.

Phone 1620

94 NASSAU STREET Telephone 95

PRINCETON, N. J.
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E>-

16 Nassau Street Phone 80

VICTOR RECORDS—VICTOR RADIO WITH ELECTROLA- j 

BRUNSWICK RECORDS. BRUNSWICK RADIO AND PANA- [ 

TROPES' SHEET MUSIC. MARTIN UKULELES AND GUITARS. I

THE MUSIC SHOP
“For All Things Musical”

E3”»  ............                         CJ

                ...

THE TIGER TEAPOT
8 Dickinson Street

and

The PRINCE of ORANGE INN
8 Stockton Street

Catering
HOMEMADE c a k e , pie, j e l l y ,  m a r m a la d e  

Operating the School Cafeteria
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O ’.............................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................M il......lil(p

MRS. EDWIN M. NORRIS
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE

|  Office T el.— 1367 Res. T el.— 656 I

i 32 Chambers Street Princeton, N . J. §

.................... ........

(■>>-••                   .....0

! G IFTS G L A S S W A R E  [

ZAPF’S HARDWARE, Inc. 
j HOUSE FURNISHINGS j
|  S H E R W IN -W IL L IA M S  P A IN T S  A N D  V A R N ISH E S I

I 130 N assau Street Phone 168 §

&.............                    <fi

tp  •-■■■•»■  ..................                 - a

I Raleigh Bicycles or American Bicycles |

KOPP’S BICYCLE SHOP
i Sold Rented Repaired §

|  2 Vi Chambers St. Phone 2189-J i
&                    ......................

Ip.'."."'"".'."...' ............              - - . a

( PHONE: PRINCETON 364 j

FRANK VAUGHN & SON
1 M0B1LGAS, OILS AND GREASES 1

i N assau and O lden Streets Princeton, N . J. f

^ W M i H u i n i i H m i m n i i i m i i m i n i i m i i n i i i n n m i i i i H i i i H i  M i n m i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i n i n  i i i i i i i i i i i m i i i i i i i i i h i i i h i i i i i h i m i .........
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S ' S -: r + S C / f A O ?  a c c & U m *

v& S A a * * *  PROCfss
v w e  h a v e  i n s t a l l e d  ^ ^ n t s c h l e r i z i n g

FOR YOUR PROTEtTIOR

LYONS MARKET
8 NASSAU STREET

Compliments of

THE BALT
B A K E R Y  1

R E S T A U R A N T  I
S O D A  F O U N T A I N  I

{EjHitiumiuMitwaiimiMimintmiiiitiiiuiiiiiimitiiHmtttiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiitiiitiiiiiiiimiiiiiMiiiitiiiRmiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiHiiiiimMiisiiMiRUiiiiniRj?]
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THE WHITES
SOCCER CHAMPIONS

1927
1928
1929
1932
1933 
1937 
1939

HOCKEY CHAMPIONS
1927
1928
1930
1931
1932
1933
1934
1935
1936 
1940

BASEBALL CHAMPIONS
1927
1928
1929
1932
1933
1934 
1936 
1940

   .
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SH«"    .................   - .................................•••••••••»  .......................................................

H. J. FRAZEE 
SEA FOOD MARKET

10 W it h e r s p o o n  Street  Pr in c e t o n , N . J. |

T e l e p h o n e s  72 a n d  73 §

0............ *          ....................................

0 " " ' .....................................................................................................      - .      . . . . [p

HEEREMANS FLOWER SHOP
is always at yonr service

W hatever the request m ight be. I

Let us help you. {

T h at is our " job” . I

a  .........................................                 d)
0 ...........          -...... -.........  -.............       Q

! SCHOOL SUPPLIES \

H. M. HINKSON
74 NASSAU STREET PR IN C E T O N , N . J.

Phone 112

0>.->»              0
|  S to rag e  R epa irs A u to  Supplies

FRANK E. SOUTH
i 2— 4 Nassau Street Princeton, N. J.

{ CADILLAC LA SALLE OLDSM OBILE

|  Sales and Service

|  Phone 149
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0"

a-

MATTHEWS CONSTRUCTION CO., Inc.
BUILDERS

Princeton, 
New Jersey 
Phone 182

New York City 
Phone 

B ry a n t 9-2116

E stab lished  1911

DANIEL M. CARUSO
Custom Tailor 

( Remodeling)

8 P a lm er S quare  E a s t Phone 225

0 "

0" .

"G

The Hair needs special care and attention at 
all times. This can be given best by our ex
perts who know exactly what cut and treat
ment is best suited for your individual needs. 
That is why you should come in and see us.

JACK HONORE’S
38 N assau  S tree t, N ex t to  L angrock’s

USE OLEAQUA AND LOOK YOUR BEST

0 “

0..

■■■a

..0

E d m u n d  D .  C o o k  
R E A L T O R

1 8 6  NASSAU STREET 

PRINCETON, NEW  JERSEY 

TELEPHONE 3 2 2

A P P R A IS IN G IN S U R A N C E

0UM ,.0
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The

JUNIOR JOURNAL
is printed at the

#rapfjtc $  res#
12 Chambers Street 

formerly the Printing Department of

T h e  P r i n c e t o n  H e r a l d
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THE PEACOCK INN

QlMlflMIIIM«aitM«MMM*MttHMMHtMlttllMIMHIIIMHMMMflllMIM.......MM til Hill Milt I til till HIM......MIIMMIIMIHMIHMIIIillSMIHIMMIIMMHIHHlllQ

Consult Your Insurance Agent As 
You Would Your Doctor or Lawyer
In case of human life or death, would you call in a "part-time" doctor?

In case of business life or death, would you call in a "side-line” lawyer?

The insurance business is a vocation which demands the full time and attention 
of those who are sincere in their endeavor to serve the public. It has become as 
exacting in its standards as medicine and law. The layman expects and should receive 
sound counsel on insurance protection as he does on health and justice.

0. H. HUBBARD AGENCY
Established 1887 

142 N a ssa u  S t r e e t  

IRVING W. MERSHON, Manager

a   ......               a

a  •■»    ................... ....................................... ....................... ........ -■■■••..........     ••■■■•El

THE FARR HARDWARE STORE 
Hardware and Housefurnishings

|  P R IN C E T O N , N . J.

SKATES PLANE MODELS

Q t l l l l t l l l l l lH M a l l l l tM U I I I I I M I I I H I M I M M I M I  M M IIM II IIIM IM M H H M IM IIM m H H M ItM M H M IH M M M IM M M M M M H tlH IM H M M IM f H M IIM M U M II tM IIM In Q J
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VOORHEES - by preference 
for Distinguished Gifts

Trenton

E"

E)h

HULIT SHOE STORE

118 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, N. J.

, 0

" Q
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Ye 
Olde Candy Closet

W here you get—
T he Biggest Milky W ay in Town 

The Most Peanuts for Y our Money 
Butter Stix —  T hat Crunchy Confection 

PATRONIZE YOUR LOCAL DEALER!
( A l l  profits go to T h e  Ju n ior Journal)

—      „  ........
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The Publishers of the

Ju n i o r  Jo u r n a l

will appreciate your 

patronage of our 

advertisers.

 ....................*....            13
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BEST WISHES 

for a

WHALE
of a Summer

from

THE BOY

WHO SITS

BEHIND YOU

0                  0

0            0

| A Reputable Concern Dealing Exclusively 

j in Guaranteed Sport Supplies

Have Yoa a Taylor Catalogue?

I Q iex^SSjdtm e& S
THE HOUSE W A T SPORT BUILT

2 2  CAST 42nd ST. NEW  Y O R K , N. V.

0   ....................................................................................................... ............... ...............
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The 

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
of Princeton 

♦

Complete Banking Facilities 

♦

Member of Federal Reserve System 

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation




