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Editorial

How many boys at P.C.D. have ever bothered to ask themselves the ques-
tion: Why do | attend a private school in a community that is well supplied
with public schools? If this question were asked of you, your answer, if you
are typical of most P.C.D. students, would probably be that you hoped to
secure a better education here and that you did not care to go around with
those "dirty foreigners”. The first part of your answer would have some rea-
son to it, but the second part would merely reveal the feeling that too many
of us have, that we are heads and shoulders above the types to be found in the
average public school. Trying to find a satisfactory answer to this problem of
private school versus public school should lead every boy to think as clearly as
possible about the advantages and disadvantages of both systems.

If we are to think of the difference between private and public schools in
terms of social superiority, then our private school training has already been
bad for us. Unfortunately the "superiority complex” that is all too prevalent
in private schools is apt to continue both in boarding school and college, with
the result that many of us will rarely get out of our social class, and we shall
go through life feeling vastly better than others who did not have our chances.
While this statement of the private school attitude may be somewhat exag-
gerated, the evil is nevertheless there, and it is all too evident in certain types
of boys. Such social rifts have caused the downfall of more than one nation,
and will cause the downfall of ours if not checked, beset as we are on all
sides by "isms” that are both undemocratic and un-American. This does
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not mean that we have to go out and dig ditches to become true Americans,
but simply we must remember that, merely because of our family background
or our private school training, we are not necessarily better than the "man in
the street”. ]

The real difference between public and private schools probably lies in
the educational opportunities offered by the latter to boys who have the intel-
ligence to take advantage of them. Undoubtedly Jhe small classes and well-
trained faculty of a private school provide opportunities that are not found in
many public schools. But do we take advantage of these opportunities ? Many
students who do exceptionally well at college are high school boys who have
realized their chances and taken advantage of them. That is what the private
school boy must do too—make the most of the excellent opportunities offered
to him. There is many a public school boy who would jump at your chances.
Don’t be stuck up because you think you are better than he is. You are merely
better off than he is. We are all Americans together, and we must all pull
together if our way of life is to survive.

The approach of the annual school Hobby Show should serve to remind
us of the importance of hobbies. Every boy should have some hobby or
pastime that will provide interesting relaxation for him—fun in his spare
time or during the long evenings when there seems "nothing to do”.
Hobbies are often valuable. One can cite cases where thousands of dollars
have been made from seemingly valueless but interesting collections, when
their true worth and rarity have been realized. Hobbies are exciting. Imagine
the thrill of the model aviator when his first "gas job” really flies, or the
emotion of a numismatist (coin collector to you) upon finding a rare twenty
cent piece! Finally, hobbies are educational. From the boat builder to
the stamp collector, new ideas, scenes, peoples, and events are opened up in
the magical world of hobbies.

The Board of Editors has received official announcement that the Junior
Journal has been awarded First Place in the elementary private school divi-
sion for 1940-41, in the annual contest for school publications conducted by
the Columbia Scholastic Press Association, Columbia University, New York.

*Department Editors

Aprin, 1941
Editorial T —— - - - RICHARD MORGAN
( RICHARD CONGER
Alumm - - JOHN STEW.
AtUetrc =DAVID HART
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c&he (Calendar

JANUARY

Ring out the old,
Ring in the new,
Ring happy bells,
Across the snow.

Here we are this frosty January morning, back in our seats at
P.C.D., filled to the brim with New Year resolutions, and fairly
thirsting for knowledge. Steve Flemer, ye olde Kampus Kutup,
has a birthday and celebrates the event by opening a new bottle
of hair tonic,

which accounts for the sudden insistence on the part of all the
Fifth Formers for fresh air in their classrooms this morning.
Another birthday, too, that of Dean Mathey, famous puck-
pusher.

Messrs. David Belasco Rosso and Giacomo Puccini McAneni
announce that The Girl Of The Golden West has been selected
for the annual school play. So great is the crush of would-be
actors around the door of their casting office, that a squad of
policemen headed by Sergeant Archie Davis is called out to
maintain order.

The search for a suitable Scarlett O’Hara in the early days of
Gone With The Wind was a mere peep in the hay-stack for a
needle, compared to the hunt for a suitable leading lady for
the Belasco melodrama. It is rumored that ‘Glamour Girl’ Hart
is a runner-up.

Cresswell Garrettson Blakeney, who, he wants you to know, has
nothing to do with the laundry, born.

Sammy Howell, Clifton Fadiman’s right hand man, claims this
day as the anniversary of his birth.

And now we give you Nicholas Hopkinson, born today. Nor
could all the King’s 'hawses’ and all the King’s men make him
anything but the jolly little Englishman he is.

Well! Welll What have we here? None other than David Mc-
Alpin, Quick-on-the-trigger, born this January morning.

To the McCarter Theater to see The Community Players do
Under The Gas Light. Now we know why Mr. Smyth uses
those underworld tactics on the Second Form, why Mr. Ross
always travels by plane rather than by train (he’s afraid of en-
gines), and why Mr. McAneny is so gentle in matters of a
disciplinary nature.
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"Why not patronize home industries?" asks Jim Laughlin, part
owner of Laughlin Brothers' Vegetable Cellars at Drake's Cor-
ners. "Why buy Bird’s Eye Frozen Food, when we have
enough real live turnips to supply the World? We guarantee
every turnip!”

Rayne Herzog, Great W hite Father, beats the tom-tom, and
gathers his redskins in the Third Form together. What’s the
pow-wow about? It’s his birthday, and having opened his
mouth and stuck his foot in it, he can’t eat any birthday cake.

"Yes Sir! Ma name's Cary Lee Page, and although me and raa
namesake, General Robert E. Lee, didn't do so well in the W6’
between the States, I’'m right here to tell you No'therners that
you all better make way fo’ a So'the’n gentleman!"

FEBRUARY

Bread and milk for breakfast
And uoolen clothes to wear,
And a crumb for robin redbreasL
On the cold days of the year.

Elmer Greey comes late to school this morning. He met the
ground-hog out on Ridge Road and stopped to have a chat.

The closing assembly in the study hall is held up this afternoon
for several hours while the waste-basket monitors dig Bob War-
ren out of a mound of scrap paper, note books, history tomes
and library books. Bob tells us later that they unearthed him
sooner than he had hoped.

This is Lincoln's Birthday, and we have a holiday!

W e find ourselves in the grip of a black plague. Mumps and
measles stalk the community. Detlev Vagts, an early victim,
spends his birthday in bed, h'is jaws in a sling.

To Mr. Smyth and all other young men in a similar state of
mind, and to all their Jeanies of the light brown hair’, we
dedicate this St. Valentine’s Day.

Among the people one sees in Washington these days is the
noted Lobbyist, John Sly. Well do we remember the days when
he attended the Country Day School. It was there he learned
the fine art of lobbying. Any hour of the day or night he could
be seen wandering around the corridors.

"Oh goody!"™ cries Billy Harrop, when he hears that he has a
baby sister. "That means another birthday cake every year!"
By the way, to-day is Billy’s own birthday, if you happen to be
interested.
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February 22 Never can we get away from the fact, in writing these school

notes, that Roy Dickenson Wekh and George Washington have
the same birthday.’/W e are always at a loss to know which of
the ,two to feature, wl®ich one is really the more important.

February 28 Out to call on Richard Conger, who is flat on his back with

March

March

March

March

/March

March

mumps. Conversation proves difficult, what with feminine ad-
mirers from Miss Fine’s School calling him every five minutes
to ask about his health.

MARCH

" The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

3 Those two share-croppers, Bernard Peyton and Johnny Schluter,
celebrate their birthdays today, and spend the afternoon around
the cracker barrel in Randolph’s store, discussing the price of
corn and hogs.

4 To the Baker Memorial Rink, where the school holds its annual
Field Day on skates. What with all the junior races, inter-
mediate races, senior races, relay races, human races, and prizes
at the end, a fine time is had by all.

5 Says Tweedledee Pettit to Tweedledum Dickenson, "Happy
Birthday!”

Says Tweedledum Dickenson to Tweedledee Pettit, "The same
to you!”

7 The March wind blew. It shook all the houses in Trenton.
It rattled the windows of the Stokes’ house. Suddenly an even
greater blast roared around the corner. It blew open Mr.
Stake's front door, and when the noise died away, there was
Charlie standing on the door-mat saying, "Happy Birthday!
Here | am!”

9 After considerable deliberation and cogitation, Charlie Mc-
Cutchen says that although it is entirely contrary to the laws of
logic and the laws of compensation, it is possible, but no means
a proven fact, that he was born today. He informs us that it
will take the better part of a life-time to satisfy his mind en-
tirely as to the exact date, and, what is more important, the
reason for his being here at all.

14 After a week away from the rink, Don Mathey couldn't stand it
any longer. When we finally found him, he was sitting in the
Frigidaire, sharpening his skates, a hockey puck balanced on his
nose. We gently led him away. He was quite harmless.
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It's a great day for the Irish!” says Pat Elderkin, reaching for
his fifth piece of birthday cake.

19 To Miss Fine's School along with the Fourth Form, where the
little fellows more than rgeet their match at a Spelling Bee with
their contemporaries in pig tails and crinolines. ™It was a
massacur’ !” spells Billy Schluter.

29 (Headlines in the morning papers)

FASHIONABLE GIRLS' SCHOOL DESERTED AS GAY
THRONGS ATTEND FIFTH FORM BALL. TRADI-
TIONAL MID-WINTER ATTRACTION DRAWS
CITY'S LOVELIEST SIIB-DEBS AND GLAMOUR

BOYS.

31 This magazine going to press, and spring being no farther along
than it was a month ago, we join the ground-hog in his hole,
there to wait the end of winter. See you next term!

The Boy Who Sits Behind You

Storm Qlouds

The sickly sun scarce pierced the sky
As the Summer Wind set sail.

The oily waves flowed smoothly by—
But the wake made a troubled trail.

Soon rose the wind— the rain fell fast.

And the sails were reef’d in short.

The wheel was lashed tight to the
mast,

On a course straight out from port.

In vain the fight the good ship fought
Through the blackened starless night.
Her labors were all set to nought,

By the sea wind’s cruel might.

And as the greenish yellow glow
Of the coming dawn shone forth,
Only an empty sea did show

The storm clouds off to the north.

Richard Morgan (V)



junior Journal 9

cDesert CMnding

The sky was cloudless, and the sujp
shone down on the gray Lybian
desert as though to extinguish any
possible trace of Jife. As | looked at
the barren wastes below me, the desert
seemed particularly bleak'to me to-
day, and if it had not been for Scotty,
who was singing his head off in the
rear of our huge Blenheim bomber, |
should have dreaded the loneliness of
our

Ever since Scotty and | had come to
Cairo we had been ferrying planes to
some of the more remote airdromes
in the Egyptian Sudan. Neither of us
had seen active service against the
enemy, for the very good reason that
neither of us was regarded very high-
ly at headquarters. Scotty had the
distinction of being about the poorest
shot in the R. A. F., while my piloting

never seemed to improve over the
"first solo" stage. Our job was to get
these "egg-layers” through to their

respective stations, and to avoid ac-
tion with the enemy at all costs. So
we had managed to carry out both
aspects of our instructions. Indeed,
we had never seen an lItalian plane,
while the news that the Germans were
sending more and more ships for the
North African campaign was still
only a rumor to us.

Usually the Blenheims had a full
fighting crew, but the supply of good
gunners and bombardiers was low
enough as it was. Headquarters had
minced no words in explaining that
it could not afford to lose good men,
so Scotty and | made our flights alone.

We were chalking up a good 200
miles per hour, and | had just started
to tell Scotty to tune himself down,
when, from the west, eight little black
dots suddenly began to materialize
and to grow nearer and larger. At
first I thought they might be some of
our boys, but | could not recall any
flight schedule for that day in this
area. Taking no chances, | jammed
the throttle over and shouted a warn-
ing into the "mike" to Scotty.

At first all | could hear from the
other end was an unintelligible stam-
mering. Then Scotty caught on to
what | was shouting. He pulled out
his arms boxes and began feverishly
to load up the Vickers for instant ac-
tion.

The dots were taking on form now.
Soon they began to overhaul us.
Scotty shot a warning blast through
his guns. I could see the black
crosses on the speeding wings, and
from the pictures | had seen, | decid-
ed the planes were Messerschmitt
109’s.

The next few moments were filled
with jumbled confusion. | slipped,
banked, and rolled as best | could. |
could hear Scotty pumping lead for
all he was worth. Suddenly there was
a violent shaking. To my horror |
turned to see that a shell had decapi-
tated the fail assembly, taking poor
Scotty with it!

The plane was in a dive now, and
there was no hope of puiling her out.
There was only one thing left to do.
I pulled open the hatch and bailed.
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The big Blenheim crossed crazily
below me. She threw up great spurts
of sand as she crashed. But she did
not burn, for | had cut the switch be-
fore jumping. Slipping my ‘chute, |
came down a few yards from the
wreck. In landing | held my feet too
rigidly. There was a sickening snap
as | sprained one of my ankles. Mean-
while the Messerschmitts had turned
north.

Unstrapping myself from  the
tangled parachute, | hobbled painfully
over to the wrecked bomber. There
was no sign of the tail assembly any-
where, but there were jagged edges
where it had been severed from the
rest of the ship by the heavy bullet
fire. The door into what was left of
the cabin was badly jammed, but 1
started to work to get it open, for 1
remembered that there was a thermos
of water as well as three sandwiches
inside.

The sun beat down mercilessly, for
it was now about noon. Foolishly 1
struggled very hard and began to per-
spire profusely. It was only the reali-
zation that | was becoming thirsty that
made me rest at short intervals, for |
knew that my thermos held the only
water | could obtain.

It was late afternoon when | final-
ly got inside the cabin and found the
water and sandwiches. | devoured
half a sandwich; took several sips of
precious water, and sat down to take
stock of the situation. At the best |
figured myself to be about one hun-
dred and twenty miles from the oasis
of Cufra in Lybia. W ith my sprained
ankle, it would be suicide to try to
walk it, and yet my chances of being

found by a plane from our squadron
were just as remote. To make mat-
ters w'orse, | had flown many tniles off
my regular course during the fight.

The desert night came on like a
cold, dark blanket. It changed the
blistering sand into a chilly bed with
surprising swiftness. My ankle was
swollen painfully, and even in my
heavy flying jacket, | suffered bitterly
from the numbing cold. | was wake-
ful all the night. Several times |
thought | heard planes far off to the
north, but they were all in my fevered
imagination.

The next morning | arose with the
sun, drank a few welcome sips from
the thermos, and ate what was left of
the sandwich | had begun the day be-

fore. After this breakfast, | began to
think of ways of prolonging my
existence.

As | was looking around the ship
in a desperate search for some food
that | might have overlooked, |
noticed that a considerable amount of
dew had fallen during the night. This
seemed to me a way in which 1 could
obtain a supply of water. If | spread
my parachute out at night, perhaps it
would absorb enough water to keep
me going a few days longer.

No sooner had | retrieved the para-
chute, than the sky began to darken.
I looked up to see a grayish, fast-mov-
ing cloud. It was the dreaded desert
sand-storm!  Quickly | sought what
shelter | could find under the wreck.
The storm lasted all day, and through
the night, varying in intensity from
hour to hour. | devoured almost all
of my last sandwich. The thermos
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now contained orily a few tea-spoons
of water.

Nearly all the next day | spent un-
der the plane. The storm had now
subsided, but the sun beat down as
cruelly as before. Towards evening |
thought | heard the distant droning
of airplane motors far to the north.
Anxiously | scanned the sky, but I
could see nothing except the glare of
the waning sun against the sharp blue
of the desert sky.

That night the last drop of water
went with the last half of the remain-
ing sandwich. | was now so weak
from hunger and thirst that my
thoughts refused to co-ordinate with
the movements of my body.

The following day my every move
seemed a tremendous effort, but | did
manage to squeeze an ounce or two of
water out of the parachute. No soon-
er had | drunk the dirty stuff than I

was seized with violent fits of vomit-
ing. The rest of the day was a hor-
rible dream of thirst and sickness. |
lay still under the plane, more dead
than alive. When finally | appeared
to be dozing off to sleep, | never ex-
pected to wake again, nor did | have
the will to do so.

I did awaken, however, and it was
to the roaring welcome of Spitfire en-
gines. Before | could make out what
was going on, someone had given me
a stiff dose of brandy. Miraculously
my squadron had found me! They
had also found Scotty, less than half
a mile away, in what was left of the
tail assembly. Luckily he had died
from bullet wounds before he ever hit
the ground.

Back in Cairo | soon regained
strength. To my joy | was promoted
to a Spitfire, and my new address is
Benghazi, Lybia!

W alter Roberts

(V)

We Stole the (flapper

Think twice before you try to steal
the clapper from the bell on OlId
Nassau. If you are caught in the act
you have to pay for all the previous
clappers stolen. The reason why boys
try to steal the precious clapper is be-
cause it is a Princeton tradition that
if you succeed in getting it to your
room, you are safe from punishment
and may keep your plunder.

It was a fine day and | decided that
I did not want to attend classes to-

morrow. For some time, my room-
mate, Bill Quacksnatch, had been
hinting that we might try to steal the
clapper. | replied that if we were

caught, we would have to pay one
hundred dollars, because four other
clappers had been stolen and they cost
about twenty-five dollars apiece.

"Oh, we won’t get caught!” Bill
reassured me.

About ten o’clock that night Bill
gave me a boost up to the ivy on the
rear wing of Nassau Hall. Digging
my feet into the uneven bricks, | final-
ly got hold of the roof with my hands
and pulled myself up. | called down
to Bill, "Stay here and whistle if any
one comes along!”

He nodded, and | started across the
moon-lit roof towards the big bell that
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was up in the cupola. | climbed up
another ten feet on the tower, until
my face was about two feet from the
face of the clock.

The old clock seemed to stare at
me as if it were forbidding me to
touch the clapper. | could hear the
mechanism as the big hands slowly re-
volved. As 1 took out my pliers, to
cut the wire holding the clapper, the
clapper itself started to move!

"Gong! gong!” the thunderous
peals rang out. The framework of
the bell shook so violently that |

thought I would fall.

After five minutes of clamorous
ringing, the bell stopped, and in the
sudden silence | thought | had gone
deaf.

I could not back out now! Again
I took out my pliers and reached out
to cut the wire. Then a w'histle came
to my ears, and | knew' Bill was warn-
ing me of a passer-by. Quickly |
ducked behind part of the bell tower;
as | did so, | heard a voice say to
Bill,

"Hello, bo, say, w'hat are you hang-
ing around here for?”

The man passed on about ten feet
and stopped suddenly.

"Hey! | think | see someone up in

the bell tower!”: exclaimed the mar),,
and he continued. "I am going to.gq
up there and see!” .

1 nearly died at this! The man
quickly climbed up the ivy and got on
the roof. . | was standing next to the
bell, when he caught' sight of me
again. Just then | saw his face. It
was Mike, the Proctor!,

"Say, bo, you trying
clapper?” he asked.

I did not answer but quickly threw
the heavy clapper over the side of die
building, where it hit with a thud.

"Well, bo, you will have to pay
about a hundred dollars or so, | see.”
said Mike.

"You will have t© catch me with
the clapper first!” | shouted, stalling
for time. When Mike found out |
had thrown it over the side* he
scrambled down to find it, but the
clapper was not there. Bill had taken
it, and had run back to the room with
it as our own prize.

As soon as Mike heard this, he was
angry but he could do nothing about
itt. We had the clapper, and Mike
had to fill in a new order for a new
one. The bell didn’t ring next day,
and we didn’t have classes!

James Armitage (1V)

to steal the



Junior Journal

tRaiders of the Khyber @iills

In all of India, and, for that mat-
ter, in all of Asia, there are no tribes-
men more feared than the Afridis of
the Khyber Pass. They are one of the
many Pathan tribes, and are'the most
independent “and powerful group of
ruffians on the border, . as they
recognize no fnan as master. Their
special country is the Khyber and
Qonat Passes, the Peshawar district,
and the Tir*h range, slightly south-

west of Peshawar, capital of the
North-West Frontier Province of
India.

The origin of the Afridis is obscure,
but they probably came of Semitic
stock long ago. In religion they are
devout Sunni Mohammedans. Their
language is called Pushtu, which is
also spoken by all other Pathan tribes-
men and in Afghanistan. The Afridi
tribe is divided into eight clans, of
which the Zagga Khel are the most
numerous and truculent.

In appearance the Afridis are tall,

shaven-pated, rather handsome, mus-
cular highlanders, with long, gaunt
faces, high noses and cheekbones,

keen, clear gray eyes, and fair com-
plexions. They wear skull-caps, with
turbans wound around them, long
shirts, baggy trousers, and red-leather
slippers with wupturned toes. They
have received a name for ferocity,
evil, rapine, and treachery. They are
wonderful fighters, and are almost al-
ways engaged in either private or pub-
lic war.

As one drives through the Khyber,
he comes to little valleys, where are
the Afridi villages. Each family in

the village has its ftghting-tower, with
turrets, loopholes and battlements,
for when these tribesmen are not fight-
ing the British in a jihad, or holy war,
they are engaged in bitter blood-feuds
among themselves. When these are
going on, one out of every ten Afridi
adults comes to a violent end.

In a blood-feud, a man sits up in
the top of his tower with his Martini-
Henry rifle between his knees, peering
out through a slit and waiting to shoot
his enemy, who lives across the street.
He sleeps there and has his meals
brought up to him, because if anyone
catches an Afridi asleep when he
should be awake, he is a very fortu-
nate person. These feuds may con-
tinue over a period of many years. In

most cases, the original grudge has
been forgotten, but the cause is
ardently supported by each surviving
male representative. If the death-
rates become too staggering, the Bri-
tish intervene.

As raiders and thieves, these men

are in a class by themselves. At night,
they have been known to strip the
pyjamas off a British soldier without
waking him, and soldiers almost al-
ways sleep with their rifles chained
to their bodies to prevent them from
being confiscated.

Typical of their methods is this
story of a raid in Peshawar during the
World War.

The appalling noonday heat was
beating down wupon the Peshawar
housetops. The native quarter was
quiet, because most of the inhabitants
were asleep. Beside the shop of a
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prosperous Hindu merchant knelt a
camel, tranquilly chewing his cud. A
few pariah dogs were snarling, over a
piece of carrion, and a vulture 'wheel-
ed lazily about in the blue.

The gates of the city were closed
and locked. Suddenly the turbanned
heads of some Afridi raiders appeared
over the wall. Stealthily they eased
themselves down, crept along until
they came to the merchant’s shop, then
they noiselessly opened the door.

Inside, the proprietor was sleeping
peacefully. Instantly an Afridi shov-
ed a sword into the poor man’s neck
and the Hindu died without a mur-
mur. The tribesmen next went to the
cashbox, dumped out the contents,
which amounted to about fifty thou-
sand rupees (about $16,000), then
silently stole out, scaled the wall, and
returned whence they had come.

Another Afridi activity is that of
going ghazi. A ghazi is a tribesman,
who, crazed with religious fanaticism,
determines to slay a "pig of an in-
fidel,” and thus, by doing so, assures
himself that he will receive full per-
mission to go to the heavenly Moslem
paradise.

Distrust of all mankind and readi-
ness to strike the first blow for the
safety of their own lives are the
maxims of the Afridis. If one has
had dealings with them for a long
time, he soon finds that they become
accustomed to him and respect him.

The fighting strength of the Afridis
is estimated at about 27,000. They
are excellent rifle shots, find the maj-
ority of them own very modern British
rifles, which have generally been
stolen. They are good swordsmen,
also, but they know nothing of parry-
ing thrusts, as they just hack and
swipe, he who gets his blow in first
being the best man. Their weapons
are these rifles, tulwars, which are
yard-long swords used much the same
way as butchers’ cleavers, and razor-
edged, thick-backed daggers.

The most famous British campaign
against the Afridis was the Tirah Ex-
pedition of 1897 in which there were
mostly many hand-to-hand encounters
and much night-sniping by the tribes-
men. A certain Winston Churchill
participated in this war.

On their own hillsides the Afridis
are first-rate skirmishers, and in the
Indian army make wonderful soldiers,
but they are apt to be homesick when
away from their native mountains.
They are now making a wonderful
record fighting the Italians in Africa.

To the British, the Afridis have
proven themselves foemen worthy of
their steel, and a force to be reckoned
with. In Afridi-land, rifle-stealing is
still the staple industry, blood-feuding
a social duty, and violent death, the
common lot of man.

David Hart (V)
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The Ski ‘Tatrol

My hohie is in Mikkeli, Finland.
At the outbreak of the war with Rus-
sia, I found myself a member of the
advance guard of our glorious little
army, for 1 knew every lake and
stream for miles around the beautiful
countryside near the border.

I saw no real action until the early
part of December, 1939- The beauti-
ful, srrow-covered forests and frozen
lakes seemed to belie the fact that an
awful war was raging between Russia
and Finland and that danger lurked
behind every tree. Finland was fight-
ing for freedom, while the Russians
were fighting out of greed to conquer.

On December 17, | was sent out
with five other men to sight the posi-
tions of the enemy. We strapped on
our skis and pulled over our white
suits, which blended with the snow to
conceal us from the enemy. Our path
led us through an evergreen forest
near Lake Kuopio.

As we slid along over the trail on
the soft, new snow, birds chattered in
the trees, and every now and then a
large snowshoe rabbit darted across
the trail to a place of refuge on the
other side. The sun was sending a
few pale, feeble rays down on us
through the winter clouds.

"Where do you think the enemy are
encamped?” the lieutenant addressed
me.

"About five miles further on, sir”,
| replied, 'but we had better be on the
lookout for small groups of Russians,
who may be out scouting for us also,
for there has not been much heavy
fighting around this sector so far.”

As we glided along slowly, with
no one speaking, here and there a tree
would drop its burden of snow and
the forest seemed wrapped in silence.
Suddenly the crack of several rifles
sounded, as if from nowhere. Three
of us dropped. Two of my compan-
ions were dead and | had a bullet in

my leg. An awful pain shot through
my whole body. As | lay writhing on
the ground, ten or twelve Russians

immediately broke from the brush.
They surrounded and captured my
three other friends without much
trouble, for they were easily outnum-
bered.

One of the Russians who seemed
to be in command said to a man
standing close by, "So these Finnish
neighbours of ours would spy on us
would they? Well, they will not tell
their commander of our great offen-
sive.”

"No, they won't,” agreed the other
heartily, "but what about that wretch
lying on the ground?

"Oh, he will harm nobody,” replied
the leader with a glance toward me.
"He is severely wounded.” | under-
stood this conversation, for | knew
the Russian language.

This was all | heard,
was hurting me terribly, and |
have lost consciousness.

When | came to my senses | found
that my leg did not hurt quite so
much. The bullet had torn a hole
on the calf. | tried to think back and
remember what had happened. It
came back to me gradually. | remem-
bered especially that the enemy leader

for my leg
must
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had said "Russian offensive.” 1 must
get back and warn my commander, |
thought to myself.

I tried to rise to my feet, but a pain
shot through my body. It was all of
two miles back to our camp. | knew
that if | sat down again to rest, it
would be hard to get up. | started
out, using my rifle to lean on as sup-
port. My wound was still bleeding.
The snow was melting on the trees,
the air was warmer, but of this | took
no notice. All my thoughts were on
getting back to camp and warning my
company. To cover those two miles
it seemed as if it took hours of strug-
gle and agony.

When | finally arrived at the camp,
I felt like closing my eyes and falling
on the trampled snow. My leg hurt

sharply and | was weak from the loss
of bloo8. Two friends escorted me
to th”: sick bay, where my wound was
dressed. | told them breathlessly of
the Russian plan which | had over-
heard and they reported to the com-
mander in great haste. | was so weak
and weary that | soon dropped off to

sleep.

Later | learned that the Russians
had been defeated in the battle that
followed. In the end the overwhelm-

ingly well-equipped forces of the Rus-
sians won the war, but even though
Russia claimed part of the Finnish
territory, Finland is still a free land
and a democracy. | felt that | had
played some part in her gallant fight
for freedom, because | had done my
duty on that Ski Patrol.
Dean Mathey (lII)

cTYly %Best friend

It's a pity not to have a dog;
For at the long day’s end,

It would be simply awful

If not welcomed by a friend.
He follows me where’er | go,

And

if I win or fail,

He shows his liking for me
By the wagging of his tail.
Whether skies be blue or gray,
Good luck or ill attend,

For every day a dog will stay
Your everlasting friend.

James Laughlin

(1)
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G he tyirst

"White Pine Camp is just two miles
from here, up on that ridge therel!”
observed John as he turned our canoe.
"If we step along, we can make it be-
fore dark.”

There were four of us in the party
—our two guides, John and Winston,
my brother Bill and”l. It was early in
the October deer season, and we had
come as far as we conveniently could
from civilization.to film scenes of wild

life. Bill was the official photograph-
er with all the necessary parapher-
nalia, and |, not to be outdone, car-

ried a 25-35 Winchester Carbine, in
case a few partridge or a fat duck or
two should wing themselves tempting-

ly our way.
Soon we had left the stream and
had begun the long ascent to the

ridge, through thick bracken and past
huge granite boulders. Finally we
reached the ridge and followed along
it in the tracks of an old deer trail.
It led us through vast stretches of
dreary blue-berry barrens which had

been cleared by forest tires of long
ago.

"Great bear country!” remarked
Winston. "We'e trapped a good

many on this ridge. They come to
eat the berries hereabouts.”

At the moment a covey of grouse
which had been gorging themselves
on the berries took to the air and were
off in a flash.

Soon we were passing through a
stand of second growth white pines.
We emerged into a little clearing,
and, in the shadow of three huge
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pines, we came upon a small log
cabin.
"There she is!” exclaimed John.

"But, gorry, it looks like one c& them
cyclones hit her! Look, the door's on
one hinge, and there’s rubbish and her
innerds strewn all around!”

We approached the cabin, laid
aside our heavy packs, and proceeded
to investigate. True, the door was
hanging on one hinge. Much of the
removable objects inside the cabin
were strewn about the floor, and one
of the windows had been smashed in"

"Look!” cried Bill. "Here by this
window, and here by the door! Aren't
these marks that a bear would make?”

"You're right. Bill. You can see
he took aholt of the door here and
pulled her open. He must have been
the one who carted all this junk out-
side. Look-Look-a here! He’s picked
this lamp chimney up and moved it
without breaking it! And see what
he's done to this chair! Well, were
lucky he didn't do any more damage.
Here, Winst, fix this door and win-
dow while | sweep up and get a fire
going.”

We soon had the cabin to rights,
and a lively poker game helped to
pass the evening before it was time to
"hit the hay”. A few birch logs were
thrown on the fire. The flames blaz-
ed cheerily and gave the room a cosy,
ruddy glow. We crawled between
the blankets and stretched out luxur-
iously on what would have seemed
particularly hard boards at any other
time. The flickering light of the fire
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danced on the faces of the two guides
as they swapped stories of "parties™
they had guided in the good old days.
By now the fire had died down to a
deep rosy bed of coals. The stories
grew fewer and more rambling, and
the voices dwindled to a low murmur
that seemed to come to me from some-
remote distance as 1lay falling asleep.

"Listen!" whispered Bill. "Did you
hear anything?"

W e all sat up anti listened intently,
but heard nothing.

"You’re worried about bears. Bill,’
| scoffed, and we settled back in our
blankets once more. The guides' con-
versation picked up where it had left
off.

Suddenly a violent concussion shook
the little cabin. It was followed im-
mediately by harsh scratching sounds.
We were all sitting up now, and a
hurried whispered conference at once
ensued. W'e decided that the noises
had been caused either by a visiting
bear or by a falling pine bough which
had struck the cabin.

John was the firs: on his feet. He
grabbed a flashlight, went to the open
door, and peered around the side of
the shack. He returned to tell us that
he had seen nothing.

Again we settled down, this nine
uneasily. No one spoke, and on.lv the
sounds of our breathing could be
heard in the darkened room. Sudden-
ly there came a second violent shaking
of the cabin. This time there were

three definite inovemerus.

W'e held another whispered coun-
cil of war. It was quickly agreed that
three more branches could hardly have
blown against the cabin in exactly the

same way. After a pause, broken only
by the scratching noise outside, W'ins-
ton spoke. "Where's your gun,
Steve? I'm going out to get what-
ever's makin' that—",

His speech was broken oft abruptly
by a terrific crash. The cabin window
had been shattered into a million
pieces. W'e could hear strange
whimpering noises.

* 1 grabbed my Winchester and threw
a shell into the chamber. *

The whimper had turned into an
angry growl.

"Hand me that gun. Steve! That
bear's ugly now. If there's any shoot-
111" to be done, I'll do it!"

| was about to hand W ms: my car-
bine when the doorway was blacken-
ed by a dark shaggy form. The huge
mass seemed almost shapeless against
the black night. It was the bear, all
right - a big. buriv fellow! You
could tell Ins size bv the width of his
faintly shining eyes.

The animal hesitated for a second,
then he took a step inside. | raised
the rifle and timed it.

"Don't shoot. Steve!"

(.rack! The warning came too late.
A screaming snarl of rage and pain
came from the surprised bear. It
lurched forward into the room. Crack!
Still the monster lumbered on. Crack!
Crack! On came the bear. Crack!
1 threw the useless weapon straight at
the oncoming form. It caught him

squarely in the head. The animal
stopped, waved for a second, and
slumped to the floor.

The silence was deathly. I was

conscious only of a terrific ringing in
mv ears.
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"Whew! Don’t ever try that again,
Steve!” exclaimed Winst. "If you
hadn’t have shot, he would have been
scared away by ©ur shouts.”

We crawled out of our bunks to get
a closer look at the hulk lying now

in the middle of a widening pool of
blood.

John began laughing.

"You’re the luckiest feller 1 ever
seen!  Only one shot ever hit this
bear!”

Stevenson Fi.emer (V)

Into the Qlear

Call pie Hans.
to use my full name. My gunner's
name is Kurt. We two compose the

crew of a Messerschmitt MI: lit).
Yesterday we had made our first
raid on England, or rather the Chan-
nel. We were not going to do that
again. The men in the Lewis gun
nests were tot) good. There were too
many Hurricanes and Dehants around.

We’d let our torpedo and coastal
motor boats try it.

Tonight we would try different
tactics. A squadron of Heinkel fight-

ers would fly over London, making .is
much noise with their thousand-seven-
ty horse power engines as they could.
This challenge should he accepted by
plenty of Spitfires and Hurricanes. A
few almost obsolete Junkers would
follow and bomb any airfields which
they saw. Then we would accompany
a squadron of long-range Dornier
bombers, go around London, and
bomb it from the other side.

| attended a beer party in the after-
noon.

"You know,” said Kurt, "they say
those barrage balloons over London
are pretty good.”

"Oh, damn the balloons!” someone
said, "I’ll bet five marks they don’t
bring down any of our planes.” Kurt

I am not permitted mtook the bet.

After that we gave it no
further thought—until it was too late.
That night at nine | heard the
staccato bark of the Heinkels’ engines.
W ith a roar, nine sections jolted down
the run-way and circled up into the
sky, while the clumsy giants, the
Junkers 86’s, were rolled out of the
hangars. The cumbersome bombers,
together with their protecting pur-
suits w'ere soon well on their way.

Then our Wing Commander called
us into his office. He addressed us
with a gruff voice:

"As you already know, you are to
accompany the Dornier bombers and
fly around London, attacking from the
other side. Watch out for balloon-
cables.- You are to fly low, well in
front of the bombers. Don’t let any
Defiant or Hurricane leave the ground
if you can help it The ME 109’

will stay up with the Dorniers. Rake
all anti-aircraft batteries. Deposit
your bombs on any airfield, hanggr.
factory, or bridge. That is all. We
shall wipe London off the map!"

We hurried to our planes. Already
mechanics were warming up the
Dorniers’ engines. Kurt scrambled
into his gunner’s cockpit, swinging

his guns around, and applied a drop
of oil to a ball and socket joint. |
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glanced at the two 110 pound black
bombs hung on racks under the wings.
Soon | would be rid of them! |
climbed into the cockpit. | took a
rag and wiped the windshield, and
then opened the throttle as wide as
I could. Everything functioned per-
fectly. | had enough fuel for three-
hundred seventy-miles. | would not
go more than two hundred fifty at

most.
The Dormers took off. Then the
ME 109’s. These planes did not

carry light bombs under their wings.
They were only there to help the
bombers. | gazed up at the Dorniers
and the fast climbing fighters joining
them.

"Snap out of it!" yelled Kurt.

I looked around. The leader had
his hand raised. | responded, raising
my hand. | slid the hatch back over
my head, gave the signal for the me-
chanic to pull the chocks out from
under the wheels, and took off.

Soon we were in formation. We
cruised along at two hundred eighty
miles per hour, for the bombers could
not do any better. | saw the bright
lights of Calais below me. In a few
minutes we were over the channel.
W e stepped up to two hundred ninety
miles per hour. Ahead was the dim
outline of an English torpedo boat.

A streak of tracer bullets just mis-
sed my wing. Then the leader was
hit. The plane went into a flat spin
and landed almost on top of the boat.
The other wing-man nosed down and
started to riddle her decks. 1 was
about to do the same thing, when |
saw his plane burst into flames. |
jammed on my full right rudder and

stepped on the accelerator as harcl as
I could. | knew that when the plane's
bombs went off it would jar other
bomb fuses, and so any number of
planes could be wfped out. e

The explosion came. Our plane al-
most crashed into the sea by the jar,
but I just pulled back on the stick in-
time. Four other explosions came, but
I w'as well out of range by that time.

I noticed that we were entering a
thick fog. | climbed ft) three thou-
sand feet. | knew that somewhere in

this dense mist five other Messersch-
mitts were groping their way along,
each pilot blissfully unaware that
another plane might be a few feet
away from his wing tip, or else a mile
away.

Soon we came out into the clear.

| heard a few' dull thuds. Anti-air-
craft shells. We must be over Eng-
land. I was sure of it now. Far

ahead, off to my right, | could see the
red glow of fires, Tilsbury Docks. The
junkers did that. Muck burst all
around us, but we got through. We
flew on. It must have been some-
where past Chatham when we got the
beams.

Those search-light operators were
awful. They would catch you in their
beam and suddenly flash it off. No
sooner had you recovered from the
glare than they put it on again. It
almost blinded me and made me
grope around the sky. The British
knew how to make you suffer.

A few minutes later | heard Kurt's
guns crackle. Kurt was the best gun-
ner in the squadron, having shot down
eleven planes. But there was no
glory about it. Just an inferno—
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Spits hammering away at you, Hur-
ricanes pouring lead out of eight
madiine guns at “ou, Defiunts fork-
ing you out when you take cover with
their four-gun rear turrets, search-
lights and tracer bullets, and the con-
cussion and thud of 3.7 anti-aircraft
guns.

The only thing left for me' to do
was to put my bombs on some factory
and get back home. | had lost the
Dorniers and the rest of our squadron
were no where to be seen. In fifteen
minutes | would be over London.

A group of Spits loomed up in
front of me. 1 kicked hard the right
rudder and pulled back the stick, exe-
cuting an Immelmen turn. | then did
a chandclle. which to my altitude, left
the Spits’ behind, and resumed my
former course.

Planes darted at us from all sides,
but Kurt’s machine guns brought more
than one Englishman down.

We v, ere over London! 1nosed the
plane over into a dive. | started
down, twisting and darting to evade
the lights and the blazing tracers.

| bombed London—with one bomb.
I never found out where it fell, be-
cause just as it was released, the plane

seemed to stop in mid-air. There was
an awful wail and streaks of silver
flashed before my eyes. The plane-

started flying in a tight Hat circle.

"What is it?” | yelled. | kicked
on the rudder, hauled back on the
stick. The plane would not respond

to anything.
| reached up and snapped my hatch-
back.
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"Jump, Kurt! Jump! We’re out of
control!”

I was up out of my belt and had
already one hand over the side.

"Ready?” 1 vyelled "Get clear,
Kurt!”
Then | turned and looked. | saw

Kurt, tangled up in a mass of steel
cable, coiling about him like a snake.
He screamed and wailed, fighting
madly, trying to get out of the cock-
pit. | reached over and tried to drag
it away, but it began to twist around
me.

"Get away! Get away!” he scream-
ed "It’s a cable. Get into the clear!”

At this he hurled himself away, but
flopped back against the fuselage
again. He Kicked at the winding
cable, but it was hopeless. He reach-
ed for his revolver, but it was under
him. 1 snatched at mine, handed it
to him—and jumped.

"It was hard lines on your mate,”
the Englishman was saying to me.

He was an elderly gentleman with
two rows of ribbons on his tunic.
Later he told me he used to be a col-
onel. He was a private now, doing
a volunteer show.

"My friend—he was dead when he
was found.-” 1 asked.

"Found? Your plane blew up on
top of a winch. You still had a bomb
on board. Didn't get rid of them all.
Blew the lot up. Your pal went with
it. I'm afraid.”

I was glad it was that way. Kurt
was my best friend. | think he is still
the best gunner in our squadron.

Bernard Peyton

(1v)
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Civilization

Two clour-looking Eskimos were
prowling along the shore of Penguin
Island. They had no luck in their
day’s hunting. Suddenly one of the
pair, Pignigiak by name, stopped and,
pointing to a group of figures strut-
ting along the shore, exclaimed,
"Ugh, Penguins, me gettem!"

With these words he ran forward,
brandishing his spear. He was close-
ly followed by his companion, Snorg-
nurpeak.

When they came within throwing
distance, Pignigiak hurled his spear
at the penguins, but he miscalculated
the distance and the spear whizzed
over the animals.

Suddenly Pignigiak realized
the supposed Penguins were
people. He shouted
peak, "No throw spear!
not penguins!"

But Snorgnorpeak grunted. "Um
penguins all right,” and hurled his
sharp and deadly spear. It sailed
through the head of one of the sup-
posed penguins! Snorgnorpeak was
petrified with astonishment. He cried,
"Must be ghost! | gettem through
head, but it no die!"

Pignigiak was right, for in fact the
penguins were men. They were
clothed in a style most peculiar to
Arctic climes. They wore evening
clothes with top hats.

that
really
to Snorgnor-
Dem piple,

One member of this amazing group
broke the silence by calling in an in-
dignant tone to the Eskimos, "Sirs, |
shall protest to your government about
this unwarranted outrage!"

But we thought you were pen-

its Penguin Island

guins,” explained Pignigiak.

"Thought we were penguins!
roared the exasperated man, "Why
you add insult to injury. First you

wrecked my best hat with that spear
of yours and almost killed me. Not
content with that, you dare to say that
you thought we were penguins. In
twelve years' experience | have never
seen such effrontery.”

Somehow, the quarrel was smooth-
ed over, and the diplomats began to
explain their mission, which was to
determine the ownership of Penguin
Island.

One of the dipomats asked the
Eskimos, "Who rightfully owns this
island ?"

"We do," replied Snorgnorpeak.

"But who discovered this island?"”
persisted the diplomat.

"We did,” grunted Snorgorpeak.

"l mean, who was the first civilized
person to discover this island?” asked
the diplomat.

"A'int we snivilezated piple.-
plied the Eskimo.

"No. civilized people are those who
wear the kind of clothes we wear.”

"Us no want snilizated clothes. Um
cold, Parkas warm."

re-

After several more futile attempts,
the diplomats withdrew from the
struitqle and took a walk around the
island. After they had proceeded a
short way the English representative.
Sir George Gullible, remarked,
"These natives have not yet learned
manners. Why, they are so insolent
as to insist that this island belongs to
them. We can never utilize them in
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a plebescite.
born.”

This part of the island was very
slippery and it was not long before
the pompous emissaries of the five
great powers began to slip and slide
and fall. Their top hats received in-
numerable dents, and their trousers
were ragged fore and aft.

Soon they came to, or rather slid to,
a place where a group of ‘'walruses
were sunning themselves. One old
veteran waddled over to the diplomats
and surveyed them with a critical eye.
Then, seeing Pigmgiak and Snorg-
norpeak approaching, he gave a con-
temptuous grunt and dived into the
sea.

They are much too stub-

When the diplomats came back to
their headquarters, the American
member said, "This island will be a
great aid to our national defense."

The Russian member, Menagerie-
off, said. "W ith this base all Alaska
will be at our mercy.”

The Japanese member said, "From
this base our cruisers will have a
stronghold on Arctic and Pacific com-
merce."

You know" said Monsieur Cat-
soup-BouiHon, 'this plebescite is go-
ingg to be a lot like the one on Mega-
cycle Island in 1026. That was the
island to which we had to bring voter;
from our fatherland because there
were no natives."

Three weeks later there appeared
over the horizon a fleet of ships bear-
ing the voters for the plebescite. First
came the slim and speedy "Hashish

Mara.” Close upon her heels came
the sturdy English "S. S. |Idiotic.
Next came the "Rochambeau" and

the Russian "Nevsky”, and finally the
"President Garfield.”
There being no landing place at

Penguin Island, it was necessary to
use boats to communicate with the
land.

First sailors and marines were

landed and drawn up. Then a ros-
trum was erected. At last when all
was ready, the Lord High Commis-
sioner landed amid a fanfare from
the military bands.

He passed between the ranks of
soldiers, stepped up to the rostrum,
and standing before a terrifying array
of microphones started his speech.

His oration was of the usual long-
winded type which rambles on in-
definitely about many different and
totally unrelated subjects. After the
speech the customary cheers were
given. Then the serious work began.

The voters were landed and march-
ed up to the ballot boxes. There they
voted either once, twice, or thrice, as
their unscrupulous minds dictated.
When at last the votes were counted,
it was shown that Japan had had the
most voters, or the most tricks. There-
fore the flag of the Rising Sun was
raised over Penguin Island.

Just at this moment, however, the
island caved in and the voters,
marines, and everyone else found

in the water.
is the work of

themselves floundering
Some shouted, "This
the Reds!"

Others shouted. "This is the vil-
lainy of the Japs!"
Sir Gullible shouted, "This is the

work of the glLib! glub”- -
Then he went under. He struggled

to the surface again and shouted, |



24 Junior Journal

shall protest—glub” and he went

under again.

It was a scene of incredible con-

fusion. Top hats were floating
around. Here and there a ballot box
drifted. A group of men were hold-
ing to the rostrum. A half dozen

clung to the flag pole. Snorgnorpeak
and Pignigiak swam to their kayaks.
A walrus came up. and seeing a top
hat, decided it was something good
to cat and swallowed it. A moment
later he was churning up the sea in
his convulsions.

Soon the. lifeboats came to
rescue and the turmoil subsided.

Several hours later, as the sun was
setting, two kayaks were seen head-

the

Qulliver

Yes, |, Sir Andrew Gulliver, ace
pilot of the English R. A. 1.. was cer-
tainly in a tight spot.” The gasoline
tank in my two-motored bomber plane-
had been punctured by Nazi antiair-
cralt guns. Mv radio and instruments
had likewise been smashed. 1 was
lo:;:ug gas rapidly, and | did not know
where 1 was. 1 hoped the gasoline
would last until 1 reached England,
but | feared 1 was far oft my course.

Luck, however, came my way, for

soon | sighted land just as my gas
was giving out. You can imagine
how thankful | was when | glided

my plane to perfect safety on a broad
meadow, just as the sun was setting.

1 had no idea what country | was
in. but 1 was sure it was not England.
When | climbed out of my plane to
look for some food and water, | had
a strange feeling. The land seemed
to be very bare, for there were no trees

iny south. In them were the two
Eskimos.

Pignigiak said. "And we thought
that ice-flow was an island! Ha, Ha,
Ha!”

The two Eskimos almost capsized
their craft because they laughed so
hard. But aboard the convoy of liners
steaming south from Penguin Island
things were sadder. On the deck of.
one of the ships two men leaned-
against the rail and glumly watchedl
the sea. One said to the other, "Well.:
what became of your submarine basg,
on that island?"

The other replied, "What
your Penguin Island airfield ?"

D uti.hv Vagts (1V)

about

' rReturn

but only what looked like bushes.

I had to be satisfied with fresh
water for supper, because I could find
no other food. After 1 had drunk
this, | lay down bv my plane to sleep.

I was about to doze off when | saw
something which made my eyes pop!
There were three little men about
live indies tall peeping at me from be-
hind a bush. Suddenly they vanished
as quickly as they had apparently
come. | then decided that | had been
just seeing things, as my nerves had
been through a lot in the past few

hours. So thinking, | went off to
sleep.
When | awoke it was broad day-

light and the sun was shining bright-
ly. | felt very thirsty and was just
about to get up to get a drink of
water when | caught sight of some-
thing which startled me greatly.
There were dozens of little eyes peep-
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ing at me from behind some bushes.

At first I thought they must be tiny
animals, but just then a little man
about the size of the ones | had seen
the previous night walked out boldly.
; He was dressed in a funny little suit

with long knickerbockers. In a flash |
;understood it all—Yes, | must have
\landed in the country of Lilliput,

(}Vhich an ancestor of mine had des-
cribed in a book called "Gulliver's
?Travels' . These little people were
?£if course the Lilliputians.

J. The little man then began to speak.
'His voice was very meek and seemed
pitifully feeble to me. However, |
was greatly astonished when he ad-
dressed me in pure English saying,
"I am King Eluko the IXth of Lil-

liput. You are Man-Mountain the
lind. Our history books say that five
hundred years ago another man-

mountain like you came to our land.
We were then fighting with the coun-
try of Blufuscu and made peace be-
tween us. Now we are in grave dan-
ger, for fifty years ago another tribe
like ours settled on the isle of Toscoto
off the coast of Blufusco. They were
nice people and very friendly up until
eight years ago when a terrible tyrant
called Fang came into power. He
first conquered the Blufuscudians, and
now he is trying to do the same to us.
Therefore, | was very glad last night
when my men told me that another
Man-Mountain had come, for | knew
hen that if he were like the first he
.vould help us. Now | am asking
/ou if you will.”

All the other little Lilliputians had
iow lost fear of me and crept out
:rom behind the bushes. | answered

in my softest voice, lest | should scare
them back, that | would gladly help
them, if they would tell me how I
could; I knew how they felt, since a
tryant v/as trying to take my country
too.

Overjoyed that | would help Lil-
liput the king told me how | was to
do so. He said that his spies in Tos-
coto had discovered that the tryant,
Fang, was very superstitious and be-
lieved in the supernatural. Once an
oracle had told him that a great bird
would some time fly out of the sky
and on it would be riding a giant who
would eat him alive and this would be
his punishment for his evil doings.

"Now', you, Man-Mountain,” con-
tinued the king, "are to fly the great
bird machine in which you came
to the city of Mangola, where this
Tyrant lives. You are then to find
him and tell him that you have come
to fullfill the words of the oracle. He
is a coward at heart and will tell you
that he will do anything if you only
will spare his life. Then you shall
say that he is to give up his great army
and all his military supplies and is to
set free Blufuscu and never again to
give it or Lilliput any more trouble.”

The king then stopped talking and
all the little Lilliputians looked to-
wards me as if waiting for approval
of this plan. 1 had a hard time find-
ing words to tell them that | did not
have any gas for my bird machine and
that it needed fuel to make it fly.

When | finally did, however, | was
more than overjoyed, for the king re-
plied that gasoline was plentiful in
Lilliput and that he could give me all
I wanted.
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Luck had really come my way this
time, for I remembered that 1 might
not have had the chance to return to
England if there had been no gasoline
in Lilliput.

All the little Lilliputians then
seemed to rejoice at finding another
Man-Mountain who would help them.

I immediately went to work on my
plane to repair the gas tank and my

smashed instruments. However, the

radio was too battered to mend.
Having finished this, | spent two

days visiting the king. | had a won-

derful time. 1 ate approximately
three hundred miniature pigs, cows,
and chickens, so my appetite was well
satisfied.

When the next day came, every-
thing was ready for me to leave. One
million of the Lilliputian gallons of
gas had been put in my gas-tank.
Crowds of the little people came to
see me go. The king w'as there too,
and after he told me where to find
the city of Mongola and Toscoto, 1
took off amidst loud cheers from the
excited Lilliputions.

Once in the air 1 flew straight to
where the Tyrant lived. | landed my
plane outside the city. At first |
caused quite a panic among the Tos-

a.

few moments later they brought him

struggling to me.
It was just as the king of Lilliput

said. He begged for mercy and said
he would do anything to repent, if
only 1 would spare his life. When 1

told him that the only wray he could
do so was by giving up his army and
military supplies, he did not like it
but he had no choice. He bade his
army stack all their arms in a heap at
my feet.

After the)' had done this, strange as
it may seem, | was able to pick them
all up and put them in my pockets.-
Then | turned to Fang and ordered
him m my fiercest tone to set the
country of Blufuscu free; | warned
him that if he gave them or Lilliput
any more trouble, 1would surelv come
back and eat him alive!

So saying. | returned to my air-
plane, set my instruments, and took
off from the land of tiny people, feel-
ing quite sure that | had done my job
and made peace between them.

As my plane sped homeward, |
Could not help but think of the
troubles my own native country, Eng-
land, w'as having with another Tyrant,
and | wished | could so easily deal
with him as | had brought Fang to

cotians, bur when 1told them | meant terms for the miniature people of
no harm to them but just wanted their  Lilliput.
tyrant, Fang, they were calm and a M acdqgnai.d Mathky (Il)
MAthletics
HOCKEY

lhis year's games were confined to engagements with Lawrenceville and

Cranford High School, two P.C.D. rivals of former seasons.

With Coach

Dealey's hrst practice it was evident that graduation had taken a heavy toll of
first-line hockey players and that there were serious weaknesses in the new-

varsity squad.

Once again our players proved to be smaller in stature than

the opponents they w'ere called upon to face, and although the team fought
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hard and the substitutes did a good job, the old sports axiom, that 'a good
big man is better than a good little man”, remained true of the 1941 season.

P.C. D.4. LAWRENCEVILLE 2
Dean Mathey and Spencer W elch had the honor of drawing first blood
from their Lawrenceville rivals, with two goals scored in the hrst period of
the season’s opening game. Lawrenceville also tallied twice in the hrst, and
it was not until Mathey scored twice more that the game was clinched for
P. C. D.

P.C D. 1L CRANFORD HIGH i

Although they came out on the short end of the score, Mr. Dealey's boys
put up a good fight against an older and heavier team. The first period saw
plenty of action, with P. C. D. lighting valiantly and with Cranford succeed-
ing in shooting the puck into our cage only once. There was a noticeable
weakening in the P. C. D. offensive in the second period, and Cranford was
quick to seize the advantage by rolling up three more points. At the start of
the third period, both teams renewed their attack with great liveliness. It was
then that the two Mathey brothers swung into action. Assisted by Don,
brother Dean made the only P. C. D. score. The losing team displayed good
sportsmanship and hard playing throughout the game.

P. C. D. . LAWRENCEVILLE 2.

In a return engagement with Lawrenceville, P. C. D. players got ott to a
flying start in the first period with a scoring shot from Dean Mathey on a pass
from Peter Erdtnan. During the second period Lawrenceville managed to
score twice. Neither team displayed good hockey form; there was little passing
or team work; and most of the goals were made during mad scrambles around
the cage.

P. C. D. 1 CRANFORD HIGH 1

Starting one of the season’s most exciting games, Spencer \\ elch delivered
a well-placed goal early in the first period. Throughout the rest of the game
the rival teams were so evenly matched that neither side scored until Fskie
of Cranford High tied the count with a spectacular goal in the last twenty
seconds of play. An over-time period failed to end the deadlock, and the
score remained a tie.

P. C. D. 2 CRANFORD HIGH I

Tom Roberts scored in the hrst period of the season's final game, while
Cranford tied up the contest in the second. The Cranford players were forced
to bow to the home team when Dean Mathey tallied in the third period, and
P. C. D. ended the season victoriously.

The line-up for most games: Digrutn (G-). Schluter, W. (D.), Dicken-
son (D), Mathey, D.. (C.), Mathey, M. (\Y.), Erdman, P. (W.), Ander-
son (C), Welch, S. (\\ .). Roberts' T. (\\ .). Roberts, F. (W.).

Substitutes: Kerr, Erdman, D.. Laughlin, L., Morgan. Beaham, Welch,
R., Schulter. ]., McAlpin, Greey. Dougherty. Matthews.
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—Linoleum Cut by Richard Morgan
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AWith the dSlues and the Whites
SCHOLARSHIP

Throughout the second term, the small but steady margin in scholarship
between the two color groups has again prevailed, as it did during the first
term. The Blues have successfully held their advantage from the first, leading
slightly in each bi-weekly report and completing the year with a final average
of 2.4 to the Whites’ 2.6. The number of boys clear throughout the term were
25 out of a possible 36 for the Blues—or 70fr of their numbers, against 20
out of a possible 36 for the Blues—about from their members. The boys
in each color group clear of failure are:

(BLUES): Anderson, Barlow, Broneer, Benham, Dickenson, Dignan,
Dougherty, Eidman, Ellis, Flemer, J., Flemer, S., Gallup, G., Hart, Howell,
McCalpin, McAneny, Morgan, Paynter, Piper, G., Piper, R., Quick, Van
Zeeland, Welch, S., Wilson, J.

(WHITES) : Blakeney, Conger, Elderkin, Erdman, P., Harrop, G., Hop-
kinson, Hudson, Laughlin, Jr., Lindley, Mathey, D., Mathey, M., McCutchen,
Peyton, Roberts, F., Roberts, W., Schluter, J., Schluter, W., Stewart, Vagts,
Wetzel.

ATHLETICS

The 1941 hockey competition between the Blues and the Whites brought
forth one of our most exciting seasons. In the five games played, the Whites
took an early lead, winning the first game with a score of two points to the
Blues’ one. The second game, however, showed no advantage on either side.
The third and fourth games were identical in result, as the Blues, in both,
succeeded in bagging two goals to the Whites’ one. As the fifth game, like the
second, was a scoreless tie, the Blues won the season with a total of five points
to four.

honors
First Term

First Honor Roll Randolph Hoyt Hudson

(90-100)
Richard Stockton Conger, Il
Garrison McClintock Noel Ellis
Macdonald Mathey

Cohn Crombie McAneny
Robert R?(, Piper

Michael enstone
John Westcott Stewart

Second Honor Roll
(85-90)
Thomas Sherman Dignan, Jr.
John Wilkinson Flemer
Nicholas Henry Eno Hopkinson

Ledlie Irwin Laughlin. Jr.

Denver Lindley, Jr
Dean wiflans Marhey

David Hunfcr McAlpi Jr.
(:h.,k, Walter McCutchen
Hichard'h’ﬁq_li_léy Morgan
G”renville Howard ‘Paynter
George Wallace Piper
John Adolph Schluter
William Schluter

Detlev Friedrick Vagts
William Enos Wetzel, Jr.
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7bird Honor Roll George Harrop, Il
(80-85) David Montgomery Hart

Thomas Hart Anderson, Ill John Potter Curler Matthews
Martin Noble Benham Robert Levburne Patterson, Jr.
Paul Broneer Bernard Peyton, Jr.
Melville Dickenson, Jr. Flwyn Belmont Quick
lohn Frank Eidmann Walter van Braam Roberts, Jr.
George Wicker Elderkin, Jr. Spencer Welch
George Horace Gallup, Jr. Jared Horner Wilson

*With the cAlumm

James Armstrong is a senior at Princeton. He expects to commence a
period of army training this summer.

Norman Barrett has been elected editor-in-chief of The Phillipntii at the
Phillips Andover Academy, where he has been playing varsity hockey and is
on the baseball team.

George F. Beggs, Jr. is working in a research laboratory on special projects
of the Leeds & Northrup Electrical Instrument Company. In his spare time,
he is experimenting with 'Frequency Modulation' developments.

Welling T. Bell is with Beil & Bell in Philadelphia. He was married to
Miss Mary Gordon Johnson of Trenton, on August 19. 19-JO.

John L. Bender is a senior at Princeton. He is also inthe U. S. Coast
Guard Reserve and w:ll do naval auxiliary work during thecoming summer.

Robert Benham is on the debating team at Lawrenceville.

William A. Blackwell is in the insurance business in Trenton, N. J.

John W. Bodine is at the Darrow School in New Lebanon, N. Y.

[ohn N. Brooks, Jr. is Chairman of the Da/lJ Pr'mcdtnucu! editorial board
a; Princeton. When he is not occupied with the duties of his position, he plays
tennis,

John C. Cooper, Hi in taking an advanced Civil Aeronautics Authority
course at Princeton. He is also on the staff of the Daily Primitonum.

Mark Healey Dali is First Lieutenant in the Field Artilleiy Reserve at
Fort Knox. Kentucky, and has been assigned to the Armored Force Replace-
ment Center, where he "instructs Selectees in the mud".

W illiam Dali has a position with the American Machine tv Metals Corp.

in Philadelphia.
Stephen. B. Dev. in<: is a junior at Princeton, where he is an active member

of the German Club.
Roger C. Dixon is studying at the Brookings Institute in Washington,

D. C.
Harold I. Donnelly is a freshman at Princeton.
James G. Dougherty, Jr. has been playing jayvee hockey at Exeter and is

going out for jayvee tennis.
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Frank Driscoll is at Taft, where he played jayvee hockey.

Charles R. Erdman, Ill was on the varsity hockey team at Exeter.

Harold B. Erdman has won his hockey letter at Lawrenceville. He is the
Assignment Editor for the Laurence.

Thomas Burnet Fisher is attaining an average of 79r< at St. Paul's School.
He has been playing football and is now on the crew there.

Caxton C. Foster plays basket-ball at Carteret School in Summit, New
Jersey. He has just returned from a trip to Florida.

Edward Frohling received an 80.29%'7 average on his last report at Law-
renceville.

Christopher Gerould is on the Foreign News Stall of ‘linn. He also
writes for the American Alercui) and other periodicals.

Elmer E. Green is with Hentz & Company, brokers, hurtLauderdale,
Horida. He swims and fishes in his spare time.

George Gretton is president of the senior class at Lawrenceville. He is
captain of the hockey team and has won his major letters in football and crew.

Bertrand L. Gulick, Il played jayvee football and is on the track team at
Pennington Preparatory School.

Alden B. Hall, attending Blair Academy, took part in the spring dramatic
show there. He is also in the school band.

Charles T. Hall received an average of 9 0 a; Blair for the first half-year.
He has been elected to the editorial board of the school paper and has been
chosen captain of the wrestling team for 19-il-t9-i2.

W alter Phelps Hall, Jr. is attaining an SOG average at Millbrook School.
He has played varsity hockey and he sings in the glee club.

Hamilton Hazlehurst has a 3 average at Hill School, where lie plays tennis
in his spare time.

Lawrence Heyl, fr. is now Private Lawrence Heyl of the -i"th Infantry,
Fort Hragg, North Carolina. He is associated with: the Radio. Telegraphy, and
Communications Division.

Robert Hunter is on the editorial board of the Lit at Yale.

William Phipps Hunter is attending Lawrenceville.

Andrew \\ elsh Imbrie, a junior at Princeton, is giving lifteen-minute week-
ly p’:>no programs over WPRE. the new university campus broadcasting .station.

Tristram Johnson is .it Vale, where he is on the squash team.

Edward L. Katzeabach. Jr. is at the Harvard Law School.

H. L. Thorneii Koren is a Lieutenant at fort Hragg, North Carolina. He
is engaged to Miss Virginia Cain, formerly of Princeton.

George Kaiser, Jr. is at Lawrenceville. where he goes out for skeets, wrestl-
ing, and swimming.

Archibald R. Lewis is a professor of history at the University of South
Carolina.



32 Junior Journal

Burdette Lewis, Jr. has been appointed pastor of the First Presbyterian
Church, Glendale, Ohio.

Bradford Locke is at Kent School. He plays on the junior varsity hockey
squad and is a member of the Glee Club.

Jack Locke is at the Montgomery School, Wynnewood, Pa., where he
plays basketball.

Robert Locke is at Kent, where he plays hockey. He is receiving an
average of 89.4%,

George E. Morse lives at Providence, Rhode Island. He is receiving con-
gratulations on the birth of a son, George Edward, Jr., born on March 1, 1941.

Philip Mowat is employed by the Atlantic City Electric Company. He
expects to be drafted into the army in June.

Mark Munn is at Lawrenceville, where he received an average of 79-S5/r
at midyears. He plays house basketball.

John Northrup it at Millbrook. He is captain of the varsity hockey team
and president of the glee club.

William Oncken Jr. is the head of the science department, Stony Brook
School for Boys. He is engaged to Miss Peggy Kallina, of Utica, N. Y.

Alan Phinney is attaining an average of 75/r at Lexington High School,
Lexington, Mass.

Eric Phinney has a position with the Bowery Savings Bank, New York
City.

Frank Phinney is in the model airplane club at the Lexington Junior High
School, Lexington, Mass.

Lloyd Ritter is on the sophomore swimming team at Trenton High School.
He won the sophomore spelling championship for 1941.

Owen Roberts is attaining an 84.9/f average at St. Paul's.

Alfred F. Robertshaw, Lieutenant in the U. S. Navy, expects to go to Cuba
to join the U. S. Marine Corps.

Richard Rossmassler is on the jayvee hockey team at Exeter.

Henry N. Russell Jr. is Resident Doctor in the Contagious Ward, Cleve-
land City Hospital.

James Conyers Sayen has announced his engagement to Miss Natalie
Louise Fenninger of Princeton.

John Scoon is on the staff of the United States News. He lives in Wash-
ington, D. C.

MacKay Sturges has been playing hockey at Exeter. He has been elected
captain of the varsity team for next year.

John Sinclair is attending Princeton, where he is on the editorial board
of the Nassau Sovereign.

Bayard Stockton, 3rd. was married to Miss Anne Strobhar of Philadel-
phia on February 1. He is now serving with the U. S. Army.
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| Books Gifts

Jewelry
most beautiful and attractive

PERSONALIZED STATIONERY

LENDING LIBRARY

(the very latest books)

ZAVELLE’S

13 Palmer Square Princeton
0 ini 1liih u o @itidCidin i WdiiiMHIICodd 0 i
o
ESTARISHD 1818

(i / J/rrl/v

Mim'5furnishiiujg. Bats <i|l)oe5

= MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STRUT
| NEW YORK

| "You Can Bf Surf. 1t’s Right . .

| Our knowledge of what a hoy at school

| ought to wear, must wear—and wants

to wear—is exceptionally great. Cur-

rent trends, like taste and standard re-

quirements, are a matter of constant ob-

nervation and study. That is why, as
so many people say, "you can be sure
it's right at Brooks" and why our new
scale of lower prices in the Boys' Dc-
: partment is proving so interesting to
| many parents as well as to the boys

| themselves.

| BRANCHES

§

Bl TR

NEW YORK: ONE WALL STREET
BOSTON: newdury cor. Berkeley street
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BLUES and WHITES

THE BLUES THE WHITES
SOCCER CHAMPIONS
1930 1928
1931 1929
1934 1932
1935 1933
1936 1937
1938 1938
1940
HOCKEY CHAMPIONS
1926 1927 1933
1937 1928 1934
1938 1930 1935
1939 1931 1936
1941 1932 1940
BASEBALL CHAMPIONS
1926 1927
1930 1928
1931 1929
1935 1932
1937 1933
1938 1934
1939 1936

1940

H}
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University Laundry
Dry Cleaning

“We Wash Everything in Ivory Soap” |
QIIHtettlired HI IS R ) i NS il EMHTMItCPEQ

S s t,,n, e 0

RENWICK’S COFFEE SHOP

EXCELLENT FOOD SODA BAR |

50 Nassau Street |
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SIS IO 22Tt o0 200 D0 e NN FILD T b o2 il 1L 200 AT TUITTL M il Hutumuli | MUQR

! TO THE COUNTRYDAY STUDENTS !
Get your haircutting and tonsorial service at the |

Neat to Balt Lunch i

Best, cleanest, and most sanitary shop in town. !

E. G. Hunt, Prop. \

Best in Town 2 j

TR iNliditidiiirimiiiiitivininiion, 1, ,,,,,,, 1 hiiiiiiihiiiiiihiiiniiiiii hii™»l

F. A. BAMMAN, Inc.
| GROCERS
| Wholesale and Retail Distributors
| Birds Eye Frosted Food, Princeton Brand Mayonnaise, Princeton
| Brand Preserves, White Rock and Cloverdale Beverages and Mineral
\ Water, Maple Syrup, Pickles.
i Infact anything and everything that constitutes an up to date grocer.

— — = = =

| Telephone Exchange 1282 j
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g o certain are we of our ability to make a good portrait of

you or any member of your family that we extend to you
this invitation. Come in and let our artist give you a sitting—
without customary deposit and entirely on approval. If we

fail to please you, we’re to blame and you owe us nothing.

CLEAROSE STUDIO

148 NASSAU STREET PRINCETON, N. J.

Phone 1620

IHIMIMHImITITHUTITHUmilEIUHiHHTIHATHTT iR MOl HHSTTHSOTHTTHTTTTHHTHmlHOGUIHUVHUW

WALTER B. HOWE, INC.

REAL ESTATE — INSURANCE

94 NASSAU STREET Telephone 95

PRINCETON, N. J.
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Compliments
of

GROVER AND GULICK
LUMBER CO.

194 Alexander St.

Phone 41

THE TIGER TEAPOT

8 Dickinson Street

and

The PRINCE of ORANGE INN

8 Stockton Street
Catering
HOMEMADE CAKE, PIE, JELLY, MARMALADE
Operating the School Cafeteria

PLAYHOUSE GIFT SHOP
CHRISTMAS CARDS AND GIFTS
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I MRS. EDWIN M. NORRIS f
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE

| Office Tel.— 1367 Res. Tel.—656

| 32 Chambers Street Princeton, N. J.
PliinniH >iiH niiwm iniiiiH iiiM iiHH miinnwnm inuiitiniiniiiinuniniiviiimm iH «nniiH iimiinnn»nnm nm >iiiiM M M W <H iM iwiH iimw»B
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! GIFTS GLASSWARE

ZAPF’'S HARDWARE, Inc.
HOUSE FURNISHINGS

| SHERWIN-WILLIAMS PAINTS AND VARNISHES

| 130 Nassau Street Phone 168

I*)H Hiiininam wil>mHHHiimmiimimHHHMHniiwHUiM HiiimmnH»tKinH«w»>H»imnnmHtninniHHiin»imi>mwniwnnwwiinnH ifl

Compliments of

A FRIEND

fillHAEHWHAHH M) BHHITEHHHH IS IEHHHTIHmiMEH B HHHBHMITTHHIHLEHIFH IHIBMANHHH i)

I PHONE: PRINCETON 364

FRANK VAUGHN & SON
MOBILGAS, OILS AND GREASES

j Nassau and Olden Streets Princeton, N. J.
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SCIENCE AccltO m i

we have installed A ntschlerizing
vp-vI/*?”

FOR YOUR PROTECTION

LYONS MARKET

8 NASSAU STREET

[*)niiimuiinnimiiM mi*ninmn»>miiinmminiuiiiHimiiM iniiniiniiiiiiniiviimiiinim)iiiinini)ininiiiiiininiii>innM nnm»iit>inniim [*.

20 NASSAU STREET
Ready-to-Wear Clothing by Rogers Peet

Compliments of ]
THE BALT
BAKERY |
restaurant |
SODA FOUNTAIN !

HUIMMIITHMUM
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H. J. FRAZEE |
] SEA FOOD MARKET

| 10 W itherspoon Street Princeton, N.
S S
j Telephones 72 and 73 1

HEEREMANS FLOWER SHOP

1 is always at your service j

| Whatever the request mightbe, |

f Let us help you. |
1 That is our "job”. 1
i

I SCHOOL  SUPPLIES \

H. M. HINKSON

| 74 NASSAU STREET PRINCETON, N. J j

| Phone 112 |

HIsHtHITHILHMH LI 11000111 <ml 1111 «111111111111001111111111111111111 w1111 11H 11H1111111H11 «= FEDEEHIZ 22000 FEHERREH T DO st M e eerelef L e emenns

Storage Repairs Auto Supplies 1

FRANK E. SOUTH

2—4 Nassau Street Princeton, N. J. f
CADILLAC OLDSMOBILE f

Sales and Service |

Phone 149 é
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MATTHEWS CONSTRUCTION CO.,
Incorporated
Princeton, New York City
New Jersey Phone
Phone 182 Bryant 9-2116
QMM ItMtIMHImmtmiMmMmtM IMtIHIM MtMIMM ItIMM TTTIMEIM MMM IM ETHIIM M IM ETETIM M M EEM M EEM MM EEMOEMEH TEEEHTTTTIW EEMEEMEM M ttm tM T E)
Puiiiiiiiiiinm m iiiim m iH iiinni nnnmn L iininninn ... Fl

PRINCETON MOTOR SHOP, INC.
| GENERAL ELECTRIC DEALER

| Refrigeration -  Electrical Appliances |
| Lionel Train* f
122 Nassau St. Phone 1400-
muimiwiinnwiwm iiiiH H U m iiiiH iiiH iiim iiiH HHH H H iH iiiiim iiH iiiH iiniiiiiiiiiiniiinnnH iiiniiiiiH iininM inm M nH H tiiH iH iiiH HiH m H jij
P)iiiinuniniinniiinH Hnniiniinninnim nniiiiH iiiiniiniinH m iim nnitiininnninm nniiiniiiniiiiniM Hiii>nininim iiiiiiniM iiiim niiH fn

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- i
ment is best suited for your individual needs. |
That is why you should come in and see us \

JACK HONORE’S

38 Nassau Street, Next to Langrock's |

1 USE OLEAQUA AND LOOK YOUR BEST ]
QlUliniMIilTEMditMITEHMITmiimMITTTE mil....... dHIGHDTNMasvMdeniansanmasiinveHEVvVMINIHQ

ft)iiiH HnnH wnH iiiiiH iiiniiuinniwim niiininiunnnum ini>iiniiininnm inniiiminm H iiiinnnnnitiim iii»iH »niinniiiiiinniM >innnifn
Edmund D. C ook

186 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

TELEPHONE 322

APPRAISING INSURANCE
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12 Chambers Street
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The Princeton Herald
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| Compliments of

THE PEACOCK INN

Q tIM IHlininilIM tHILEEEEERLIRERer

ClwiiiinMmnnM IM m»nniiim»minniinnnm»iiimimniiinmiininnninniiiiii>|iiimiiiiiiiniii>(iiiiii*|ininin»i| n«|iMin||m in ,n >M||||{HEI
| Established 1887

I REAL ESTATE INSURANCE
I Town and Country Fire and Casualty

I MORTGAGE LOANS ... SURETY BONDS

£

| IRVING W. MERSHON 142 NASSAU STREET

i Manager Princeton, N. J.

} '’PHONE 400

(Fjim itiM M OM EEEHTE T tHTH EM EEEEEEEH TH TV T TV T T MATTHIMHETEEEEE IV e EH T tH LM M M em itIMIeelieH s

J»MtHm«itnnn»ntinunimni»Mnnnunmmminnm>ivunntmmuinininnnnMHAmMmMmuninimunimmimmtMmmm<MH»nMinuM Fy

THE FARR HARDWARE STORE
Hardware and Housefurnishings

1 PRINCETON, N. J.

s SKATES PLANE MODELS
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CONDUCT YOUR OWN HIGHWAY SAFETY CAMPAIGN!

1 Pat This Sticker in the Rear Window of Yoar Car

Yoa Can Rely on Yoar Brakes if Yoa Reline with

Tnermoifi

| BRAKE LINING |
| THERMOID COMPANY TRENTON, NEW JERSEY

filiim im mim iH iiiiim iiiniimdiiiiiiii ttiiiiiiiiiuiii M irjn
P}inmii)iiiiinnininiiin iiiiimimiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiii in

VIEDT’S CHOCOLATE SHOPPE

{ Nassau Street

[ “The Store They Talk Aboat”

TRENTON HOBBY CENTRE
A Complete Line of Hobbyists’” Supplies

Model Airplanes, Boats, Race Cars, Miniature Gas Engines
Model Railroads in “Ho” and “O” Gauge
We Are Model Builders in Business for Model Builders

| 237 E. State Street Trenton, N. J.
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C. AL PAGE

Announcing Our New Store on Nassau Street

Princeton's Largest Toyland

BICYCLES

Sales - Rentals - Repairs
Sporting Goods

36 Nassau Street Phone 1880

HULIT SHOE STORE

118 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, N. J.

( mm hh mmim m miit m pl
fSli..n»im»miciiiiM iHinnmnnniM iinn hiiiii.iihiiii iQ
| Est. 1857 !
MARSH & COMPANY
Delivery PHARMACISTS Phone 28
Service
30 Nassau Street Princeton, N. J.
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E. R. Squibb & Sons
NEW YORK

Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical

Profession since 1858

William J. Warren

Building Consultant

| 22 Alexander St. I
|  Princeton, N. J. Telephone 1555
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A Reputable Concern dealing

Exclusively in Guaranteed
Sport Supplies

e THEDTENE T11100200 610 00 LIERIENIEIElelM EM EEelil el ee Hill

Have You a Taylor Catalogue?

. ClEexclautoivCte |
THE HOUSE T9WTSPORT BUILT
22 EAST 42nd ST. NEW YORK, N. V.

Big oaks from little acorns grow; E
A Big men are raised from what we sow. |

Best Wishes for Your Success
PRINCETON NURSERIES

[Princeton, New Jersey] i

Wm. Flemer Sons, Inc. =
Tel. 1776 1500 Acres

IR i e e e e r e e MM EMH R H MM e Eimmim i bumd IMEHIMMEREREEmiHEHIMMEREEHEEMEMmAHEERERIME L EMENMEME " § MMM O

Q MENLIEHITENImi ENRNHT DIMEZL2ZT DOUHE DO 000 ERREIL D00 Z1ITH 10022000 R0E2220 D0 EEE 0 R 22200 000 DO R R ORI R 2 i i e i i iHn 3

| Compliments f

[ COUSINS & CO. |

GEEH T e tH e e U (i i H CrH e e H e H Cr i et bbb H P H m i H e e e e b e b H H e e H CErH LR EH FEEEE e H et ip



bob ks banners

STATIONERY
CAMERAS CANDY
TYPEWRITERS
CRACKERS LAMPS
SUITS
TIES SHIRTS

In Fact, Just Everything

You are always welcome at

THE PRINCETON UNIVERSITY STORE

“Center of the Campus™

16 Nassau St. Phone 80

Victor Radio
Victor Combination
Victor Book of Opera
Victor All the Way

THE MUSIC SHOP






