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EDITORIAL
As the year 1955 drew to a close, we all experienced our holiest and
m erriest holiday, Christmas.
Looking back on this year with all honesty, it would now be helpful
if we could each think of ways that we could have done a better job, been
a better person, shown b etter sportsmanship. How do we feel about the
results of our efforts in scholarship? Any improvem ents needed? L et’s
work harder in ’56 to get that 80% School Average, and earn that holiday!
The result of your good work is not only beneficial to your Color and to the
School, but is pleasing to you.

Let's co-operate with the Prefects in the halls. They are doing a job
for the good of the School and incidentally helping you to keep out of
trouble.
So, with the passing of Christmas and coming of the New Year, let’s
m ake a resolution to try hard in 1956, shine up our halos, and live up to our
School motto — “Manhood, Learning, Gentleness.”

WELCOME MR. McCAUGHAN
This year P.C.D. welcomes a new m em ber to its faculty. Mr. Wesley
M cCaughan, an English major and w ar veteran, is a graduate of Rutgers
and the Trenton State Teachers’ College. H e teaches M ath and English to
the lower forms, as well as heading a new and very popular activity, the
Chess Club. Mr. M cCaughan lives here in Princeton with his wife and three
little girls. H e form erly taught at Law rence Junior High School and at Al
lentown High. Mr. M cCaughan is a welcome addition to P.C.D.
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THE BIG CATCH
Bv WEBB HARRISON (V)
The water was quite rough that
late October day on H ow ard Jen
kins’ little four-car ferry. I was go
ing to M adeline Island, one of the
many in the Apostle Islands, to try
to find the cause of the lack of fish
in the fishing industry.
I am a
scientist th at James Booth, the ow n
er of the Booth Fisheries, selected
for this job. This, however, was not
mv first encounter with M adeline
Island, for as a bov I spent many
summers there.
Finally we tied up at the small
town dock and I drove to the island’s
only hotel, the Chateau. After I
had settled down, I called the
Hagens and asked them if I could go
out on their fishing boat while they
hauled in the nets. They said it
would be fine, and cold me I was to
be there at six o’clock sharp.
I m anaged to be there the next
m orning in time, and we w ere at the
first net just as the sun began to
rise. W hat a sight that is! After
pulling in the nets, w e found only six
fish. They consisted of four whitefish and two lake trout, which is a
surprisingly small catch. W e went
through a few more experiences like
this until suddenly I heard Frank
H agen say, “Hey, George, I think
w e’ve got a big load here. Feel how
heavy it is.”
“W ell, I’ll be doggoned.
This
feels like the good old davs,” George
H agen called out.

A few minutes of strenuous labor
and they had the net up by the side
of the boat. Then a gasp of horror
and a wild scream that shattered the
silence like a bullet brought me
running to the side of the old boat.
T here I saw a sight that haunted my
dream s for years. A dead Indian
lay in the bottom of the net. His
skin was wrinkled from his stay in
the water. His body was blue, the
most horrible shade of blue I have
ever come across in my life. His
face h ad the most awful expression
that I have ever seen, and his eyes
seemed to bulge with fear and hor
ror.
Right then I knew w hat a
terrible death he had had in drow n
ing.
After th at unpleasant and strange
episode, the fishermen went around
to the rest of the nets and back to
shore, the bodv in with their catch.
Just as we w ere nearing shore I said,
“You w on’t be needing me any more,
I guess. I hope the business picks
up for you, and I don’t think you’ll
have much trouble with the Indians
robbing your nets after this.”
“Nope, I guess we won’t. Steve
Navagoo, this Indian we found in
our nets this morning, was the only
one that gave us any trouble. Now
that h e’s dead I think the old busi
ness should be getting better,”
George said rather happily.
By this time they had docked the
boat, so I thanked them and started

back to my hotel to check out. On
my way, however, I passed Leo
C asper’s little bungalow and I d e
cided to stop in and tell my good
friend of my strange experience.
Leo and I had been great friends
ever since the summers we spent to
gether when we were boys. After
all the formal greetings and such,
Leo and f talked about old times
over a cup of hot tea. Then I told
him of the mysterious happening of
the morning. Leo was very inter
ested and curious about the m atter,
which surprised me, for he didn't
show interest in som ething w ithout
reason. Soon Leo’s wife, M artha,
interrupted our conversation by of
fering another cup of tea. W hen it
was refused she sat down and gave
us some of the tow n’s latest gossip.
“Leo, have I told vou that poor Mrs.
W hitm an has been taken ill?”
“Oh, M artha, you’re always gossip
ing,” was Leo’s reply.
Then the conversation drifted back
to my experience and suddenly, just
out of the blue, Leo jum ped up and
said, “W ebb, I’m going over to the
Hagens. If you w ant to come with
me you can. I think som ething’s a
little strange about this whole set
up.”
A feu 7 m inutes later w e were at
the Hagens house, where we found
the two brothers cleaning the fish.
After asking permission, Leo started
looking at the body and he smelled
the Indian’s lips. Also, he found on
the Indian a group of small puncture
wounds. H e suddenly asked George

if he had caught any strange fish
that day.
“As a m atter of fact, I have,”
George answered. “I caught two
lam prey eels which w ere already
dead when I pulled them in.”
“Thank you very much for the in
form ation, gentlem en,” Leo said, and
w ith that we hopped back into the
car and were on our way back to
my friend’s house. There, w ithout a
word, he w ent to his library and
started looking through a medical
book. His library was very elabor
ate, for he was an author. Soon he
placed the book back in its shelf and
took out his pipe, lighted it, and then
sat staring into the fire in deep con
centration . I thought this was a
good time to leave, so I took my cue
and drove back to the hotel.
Later in the evening I w ent back
to his home, bu t his wife told me
th at he had gone to Ben W hitm an’s
house. So I w ent over to Ben’s
house w here I found a group of men,
including the constable, surrounding
Ben, who had a pair of handcuffs on.
“W hat’s going on here?” I asked
stupidly.
“Steve Navagoo was poisoned by
Ben W hitm an,” Leo responded casu
ally.
“But why?” I asked im patiently.
Leo replied, “His wife has been
very sick and he needed monev b ad 
ly to pay for her m edicine, so he
started selling moonshine whiskey to
the Indians. But som ething went
w rong w ith one batch of it and
Steve Navagoo threatened to tell the

authorities, because he was angry at rough that night for anybody to rob
getting bad whiskey. Ben took some the nets. I knew he was poisoned
strychnine, which is the medicine his w ith strychnine on account of my
wife is taking, and poisoned the In medical book. Tonight I followed
dian. He then placed the Indian in Ben out to the place where he makes
the net to m ake it look like he
the whiskey, and there the constable
drowned. Is everything clear?”
and I got a confession out of him.”
“W ell, almost everything, bu t I
“T here’s just one more thing,” I
still don’t see how you knew he was said. “W hy has there been a lack of
poisoned, and how did vou know he fish this year?”
was selling moonshine whiskey?”
“Because of the lam prey eels who
“I knew he was poisoned because attach themselves to the fish and
of the smell from his lips and b e drain them of their blood, obviously,”
cause of the lam prey eels which answ ered our detective.
had sucked the blood from him and
W ith that I gave up and went
then died. Also, the w ater was too home.

DEPARTMENT STORE SANTA CLAUS
By JOSEPH SM ITH (III)
My name is Pete Jones. People
ask me w hat I do for a living. I’ll
tell you. I’m a departm ent store
Santa Claus.
My first day on the job didn’t go
very well. A boy got me off to a
bad start bv asking w here my rein
deer were.
W ithout thinking I
said that they w ere being over
hauled in a downtow n garage.
N earby a spacem an was signing
autographs and he was getting all
the attention, but the mom ent the
kids heard about mv reindeer there
was a mad rush to me. I was in
business!
Not only w ere there
children in the audience, b u t there
were adults too. Every clerk and
floorwalker lent an ear.
One little girl asked me where

Mrs. Claus was.
Again, w ithout
thinking, I said she was playing
C anasta with the neighbors.
A few ten-year-old bovs clim bed
up 011 my knee and jum ped up and
down 011 it. I still don’t know why
my leg didn’t break!
But that wasn’t the real trouble.
Towards the end of the day a bov
came in and whispered som ething
to another boy. They chuckled over
it and one of the boys walked up to
me and pulled my whiskers off. I
was never so em barrassed in my life.
The next day the headlines in the
papers were, “Local Bov Pulls Off
Santa’s W hiskers!” T hat day the
store was packed to see Santa. I
was sm art to leave mv beard off
th at day.
gave me a raise!
y The boss O

BROWNIE'S OPERATION
Bv RUSTY EDM ON DS ( I V)
I am a little brown dog with big
brow n eves and weigh about 15
pounds. I love to go for rides in
the car with my master, Mr. Brown.
One day Mr. Brown called me
and I came running up wagging my
tail and jum ped up and down with
jov to know we w ere going for a
ride in the car. Not long after, we
were entering a long lane which led
up to some buildings. Soon we drove
up in front of the biggest of the
buildings.
G ettingO out I wondered
O
whv on earth we were coming here
for m y walk. He led me into the
building and soon a man in a white
coat came and started poking me in
the belly. After a little of that he
told my m aster I would have to have
an operation.
“W hat’s that?” I asked mvself.
Then still another man came into
the room and picked me up and took
me down a long hall and put me in
a big white cage that had a big
barred-up door.
‘Oh, goodness!
W here’s Mr.
Brown?” I cried out to the man. I
thought he was deaf, because he
didn’t even answer.
The next m orning I was aw ak
ened bv a lady with a white cap and
dress. She opened my cage and
reached in and, taking me about a
quarter of the way down the hall
and turning into the second door 011

the left, she set me 011 a table. Then
in came that doctor that had poked
me in the belly the previous day.
But this time he was a lot friendlier.
He just practically knocked me on
the floor patting me, but in a friendIv manner.
Before I knew it they had this
buzzing thing buzzing around the
roof. I found out that they could
pull it down from the roof, but a
wire kept it from falling.
Then the nurse grabbed me and
held me on the table. And then
guess w hat they did! They had
enough nerve to run that terrible
terrible buzzing thing down my leg,
taking hair off as it went. Turning
me over on my back they shaved
some hair off my belly. After all of
this fuss they took me over to a
bathtub and started washing and
spraying me. I just hate baths, so
I tried to bite the nurse who held me
so tight. You just can’t get away
with that though.
Then, even
worse, they took me back to that
table with the buzzing thing hang
ing low overhead. The doctor then
got a long glass tube w ith a needle
on the end of it. The nurse tight
ened her hold on me and I felt a
sharp sting in my leg and started to
get sleepier and sleepier. After that
I don’t know w hat happened at all.
Up until now I have never found
out w hat they did.

HALLOWE'EN FACES
By RICHARD ROTNEM (V)
It is Hallow e’en, which to most
people means Trick or Treat, and,
to most young people, Trick or
T reat means going from house to
house greedily collecting candy.
There are always a few places which
don’t have any candv or have run out
of it, and this, of course, means a few
soaped windows or the like. I have,
in the past years, run into many
types of people and I have come up
with four main groups, each with
many variations of people in them.
The Big Four are (1) Old People
without candy, ( 2 ) Old People with
candy, (3) Newly-weds and Middleaged People, and (4) The Money
Givers.
In the group of Old People with
out candy there are a few typical
ones whom I have seen over the
years.
First, there’s the old man who
says, “Sorry, sonny, my wife’s been
sick all week. So beat it.”
Then there’s the old woman who
says, “Beat it, boys, my husband’s
sick and I ain’t got no candy.”
Next is the grouch who says, year
after year, “Well, m aybe next year
I’ll have some.”
In every town there is a person
who has the feeble excuse that he
doesn’t have any m oney to buy can
dy. Most of these people live in
huge houses.
Another typical person is the old
lady sitting in front of the fireplace

doing her knitting. You ring the
door bell, thinking this will be a
cinch, when her pet G reat Dane
comes tearing around the house.
Most boys will make a quick exit
before the little old lady can get to
the door.
You can’t forget the poor old lady
who has com pletely forgotten about
Hallow e’en, bu t be sure to get her
telephone num ber so that next year
you can call her up the day before
H allowe’en and remind her to buy
some candy.
The next group of people is the
Old People with candy. The first
person in this group is the old man
and his wife who live in a huge
mansion. Most of these people
have a table piled high with all
sorts of good things to eat.
The lady who comes out and
wants to know everybody’s name
can’t be forgotten either.
O lder people love to play bridge.
Well, lots of people seem to play
bridge on H allowe’en. One person
left a tray on her doorstep. It was
filled with candy which was very
good. T here was a sign on top which
read, “H E L P YOURSELVES,” and
we did. If that poor lady only knew
how early her candy disappeared!
Along w ith the other old women
comes the type that say, “My, you
boys are the biggest I’ve seen all
evening. I know you’ll have to have
a lot of candy to keep you going.”

At this she takes our bags and al
most fills them to the top with
everything under the sun.
Along w ith the previous type
comes the old ladv who says, “You
boys are the biggest I’ve seen to
night.” At this she generously gives
us a peanut. (W hat a haul!!!)
Relonging to the friendly type is
the lady who uses her home. She
asks you to come in and sit down on
the couch, and then she brings in
a tray piled high with cider, donuts,
cookies, candy, peanuts, lollipops,
and m uch more, and, not knowing
bovs, savs, “H elp yourselves.”
The old lady that I always like to
m eet is the kind th at has forgotten
all about H allow e’en, but instead of
pushing you on, she goes into the
kitchen and brings out the cookie
jar. These cookies are always much
better than the ones you would or
dinarily get.
There are some very different
types of people in the group of
Newly-weds and Middle-aged Peo
ple.
At one time or another most of us
come across the family that has lots
of little children running around,
and w hen the m other or father goes
to get the candy they find that it
has been eaten up. (As Aesop’s fox
would say, “It probably wasn’t any
good, anyway.”)
Inside the m odern house vou can
see a man working hard over some
papers. You ring the door bell—no
answer. You ring again—no answer.
This man gets soap on his windows.

Q uite often people that have just
come home from a partv can be
found, but a really good catch is
to find a couple with an early hang
over. W hen I say ' find”—that’s all.
Try to soap their windows and the
m an would probably come out
with a shot gun.
In the fancy p art of town, as
you’re walking up the driveway to
a fancy house, you think, “Oh, boy,
w hat a haul w e’ll get here.” A b u t
ler answers the door. H e has a
huge gold p latter and on it is the
most awful looking stuff I have ever
seen. You certainlv can get fooled.
Among the others there is the
wary type. Instead of acting like
a norm al person, she sticks her head
through the window. She then goes
back into the house and through
a tiny slit in the door sticks a few
tiny lollipops.
The kind that always starts out
badly, but ends up very nicely, is
the dinner party. The host answers
the door. He then wants all of you
to m eet his guests. This is rather
em barrassing, especially if there is
someone at the party whom vou
know, but the good part comes
when they give you a part of their
roast beef, steak, or turkey.
The fourth and last group is the
Money Givers.
First in this group is the rich man
who gives one-dollar bills.
LTnfortunately, these are the rarest
cases in all of the four groups.
The second tvpe is the man that
gives out pennies. H e is not as

rare as the previous one, but, still,
once the w ord leaks around, his
house becomes very popular and he
becomes discouraged and gives no
pennies the next year.
Another type has a huge bowl
filled with pennies, nickels, dimes,
quarters, and half-dollars. There
are, however, two catches. You
have to be blindfolded and you must

use a teaspoon that is so small th at it
does not hold much.
There is a squealer that gives no
money, but tells who is giving out
money. Upon arriving at the recom 
m ended house you find that there is
no money being given out after all.
T here is one thing wrong w ith the
Money Givers group, and that is
there are very few of them.

NO SCHOOL TODAY
By D A N IEL QUICK (VI)
On the eve of Ione’s intended arrival
W hile South Carolina fought for survival,
I lay in my bed all cozy and warm
And thought of this poem concerning the storm:
W ith the hurricane terror draw ing nearer and nearer
Visions of trouble came clearer and clearer,
For she was the m ightiest storm of them all.
The strongest, most violent storm of the fall.
I h ad hope th at the school m ight close
And the next day though I could do as I chose.
For w ithout any school, and my hom ework all done,
T here’d be one whole day of nothing but fun.
I rose next morning with a beam ing smile
And to seven-ten I turned my dial,
For I had to hear John Gam bling’s show
To see if the school would close for the blow.
At seven o’clock I had plenty of courage,
But by eight o’clock I was plum b DIScouraged;
At eight-fifteen I’d lost all hope
And went off to school to grieve and mope.
Those w ere my thoughts of the preceding night:
But the following morn as soon as ’twas light
I turned th at same dial to seven-ten
And listened, and listened, and listened, — and then
At seven-thirtv-nine of that fateful morn
John said, “P.C.D. will be closed for the storm.”

NEWS BEHIND THE NEWS
By DAVID SCOTT (VI)
Paris. July 2: The prefecture of
police arranged a display of fakes
shown at the Louvre during the
summer.
This included fakes of
famous paintings and other works of
art to warn tourists that every paint
ing they see th at is for sale and is
said to be a famous painting is not
necessarily one at all.
A cable was received at the Col
um bia Broadcasting Com pany’s of
fice in Paris. The cable read as
follows: “Blair Clark. Columbia
Broadcasting Co., Paris, France.
M ake recording of exhibit at the
Louvre to be broadcast at 11:00
P.M. tonight.”
My Uncle Blair received this
cable five minutes after the Louvre
had closed. He called the Louvre,
and they said it was impossible to
record it from there after hours.
So he decided to pick the next best
place. H e decided to record a de
scription from a restaurant above
the Lido night club, which is a
very fashionable place. This res
taurant had a high ceiling so it
gave the same impression of sound
as the Louv re.
W e arrived first, and waited for
my uncle to arrive with the equip
ment.
The restaurant was very
large and there w ere a lot of people
walking through the building. The
Lido was underground, and there
were a lot of fashionable people in
fancy clothes coming in the door.

At the door a doorm an stood at at
tention. He was dressed in a red
uniform w ith gold trim. In the
restaurant itself there were just
plain people sitting at many tables.
Shop windows w ere around the in
side. The ceiling was about tw en
ty feet high w ith square pillars
holding it up.
About eight-thirtv mv uncle ar
rived in his car, followed by the
company truck. The rest of the men
involved came from all different
directions. There w ere about five
technicians, two actors w ith scripts,
and some sound men and their
equipment.
A crowd now began
gather as
O to O
the equipm ent was being set up.
They were all readv to start, bu t my
uncle found that they did not have
the tape for the recorder. So I ran
with him to his office five blocks
aw av and then ran back again. It was
then nine-thirty.
He started the first recording,
reading from a script. He explained
the reason of the exhibit, and then
the other two actors, who were sup
posed to be tourists, walked up and
Uncle Blair asked them questions.
Just as he was coming to the end, a
voung couple gazing into each
other’s eves tripped over a wire.
The technician threw up his hands
and exclaimed, “Mon Dieu!”
They started over again after
calm had been restored.
In the

m iddle of the second recording a
stack of dishes was dropped and
one of the men rem arked, “W hat
shall we say that is? A statue falling
over?” As it was, when they plaved
it back and found the noise was too
loud, it had to be done over again.
This time the recording was sat
isfactory so thev decided to use it.
which was just as well because they
had no more time.

Now it was a rat race.
The
equipm ent was quickly closed up,
wires rolled, equipm ent taken apart
and the like. They rushed back to
the office, and I rode with them
and listened while the recording
was sent over the telephone to New
York.
“Fine, Blair, fine,” I heard them
say. They never discovered that
it was a fake show about fakes.

CHESS PLAYER
By DARIEN GARDNER (V)
In English class that day I was
looking listlesslv out the window.
Suddenly the teacher interrupted my
state of thoughtlessness with, “Yes,
G ardner?”
I was startled. “Uh, what, sir?”
“I thought you had your hand up,”
“Oh, I didn’t, sir. I just —”
“Well, please pay attention.”
The teachers h a v e beautiful
voices, most of them, that drone on
and on. Makes you feel like going to
sleep. Some boys I know like to
catch up on their sleep that way.
Not I, though. I don’t think it’s
safe. I go into a day-dream, because
you don’t look so silly as when you’re
snoring. Besides, you can wake up
quicker if the teacher calls on you.
So I went into a day-dream. I
was the great Dariania, m aster chess
player! I was about to play that —
in my opinion — little am ateur, Chigananoski. After w inning the game
I would be world champion! W e

began to plav. In five m inutes I was
way ahead. I had developed my
queen, a bishop, both knights, and a
rook. They were all centered on the
paw n in front of his king. H e had
developed onlv his queen and a
bishop. I had castled, he had not.
He moved.
He castled!
Yly
whole attack was a flop. It was as
though I were attacking an em pty
house. I moved my queen to at
tack his castled position. He took
my queen with his pawn. W hat a
stupid move that was! I took the
offending paw n with my knight.
Suddenly he moved his queen. My
king was checkmated! I got m ad and
hit him in the jaw. He returned a
terrible wallop in my stomach. I
floated up above the earth a hun
dred miles. Then I fell down, down,
down and whisked through the w in
dow and into my seat. I almost ex
pected the teacher to sav, “W here
have vou been, G ardner?”

THE SNAKE!
Bv DICKO N BAKER (IV)
"Hiss”. Loud and clear it came
from the dark tunnel.
Instantly my friends and I were
out of the mine passage. We knew
all too clearly w hat it was. It was
a rattlesnake cornered in the d ead
end tunnel of the mine.
W e knew we shouldn’t be here
in the first place. It was strictly
out of bounds for all of us. I could
rem em ber when, only a few years
back, two boys had almost lost their
lives when a cave-in blocked the
entrance of the passage. But here
we were, determ ined to get to the
end of the mine and confronted bv
a rattlesnake the first time we went
in.
“Should we go in and find out
w here it is?” I asked Bob A nder
son. the leader of the group.
“After vou,” he replied.
“Aw, come on. Bob,” pleaded Tim
Saunders.
“W e’ve come this far
already so we m ight as well keep
on going.”
"O.K.,” Bob reluctantly answered.
“W here is vour flashlight?”
“H ere it is,” I said. “L et’s go.”
W e entered only to hear, “Hiss,
hiss.” W e w ere pushing and shov
ing to get outside immediately.
Finallv after about ten tries we

w ere able to shine the flashlight on
the walls and tell that the snake
was back further.
“Let's go back and kill it”, sug
gested John W atkins, who was
drow ned out by a chorus of “No”
from the other three of us at once.
“There is only one thing to do,”
said Bob, “and that is to go on back
and find it.”
This we did and slowly m ade our
wav to ten feet from the back of
the passage. The hissing was loud
er than ever now, and John was so
scared that he w ent on outside to
w ait for us to come back out.
Tim suddenly exclaimed, “Gosh,
it s w et in here!”
He was right. It had been getting
hotter and w etter ever since we en
tered the passage. W e were also
now sure that the snake was in a
crack in the ceiling of the tunnel at
the very end.
Slowly we proceeded to about fiv e
feet from th at end where, much to
our surprise, Bob started to laugh.
W e strained our eyes to see what
was in the crack and then we started
to laugh, too, for, coming out of the
crack at short intervals, were puffs
of steam and, as they came, they
made, "Hiss, hiss, hiss!”

HE ISN'T REALLY GONE
By STEPH EN CRAW FORD (V)
In late Septem ber of 1954 — I
think it was the 30th — I walked
merrily up the drive after being let
out bv the car-pooh coming home
from school. As I rounded the cor
ner in our short stony driveway, a
queer, strange sort of feeling came
upon me. Something about the a t
m osphere seemed to have changed
from th at of the first part of my walk
up the chive. The bright sunny day
had become dark and dismal. In
stead of the sun’s soothing rays
w arm ing my back, a gust of frigid
air sent a shiver up m y spine. The
birds stopped singing and the happy
bustle of the farm was still. Then I
realized w hat was wrong. Skipper,
my beloved Belgian Shepherd, wasn’t
there to give me his usual greeting.
W hen I got in the house 1 asked my
little brother, Dick, w here my m oth
er was, since I noticed she was gone,
too. H e told me that she had taken
Skipper to the vet’s. I was not wor
ried since Skip was an old dog, m ay
be 13 jvears,7 and often had slight
O ailments which required professional
m edical care.
About an hour later my mother
came home. I helped her get Skipper
out of the car and carry him into
the house. All of a sudden her voice
startled me and I cam e out of mv
trance. “Pardon?”
“Steve, I was saying that Skipper
is a very sick dog. This is going to
come as quite a shock and be rather

hard to you.” I d e a s stream ed
through my head.
Thoughts I’d
never thought could be true whirled
crazily about my mind. I tried to
tell myself th at I was being silly,
b u t again I rem em bered the incident
of last winter.
I had gone down to the barn as
usual to feed the horses. Mickey,
the older of our two chestnut bays,
was lying down in his stall. W hen
1 w ent to give him his oats he still
didn’t get up I had never seen him
lie down in his stall although I
knew th at horses will, at times, to
sleep. But then I tried to give him
oats and he w ouldn’t get up. I knew
som ething was very wrong. Ideas
stream ed through mv m ind then, too.
They came true. I was up most of
the night. I’m not going to go into
it all. but the next morning the horse
I had learned to ride on, Mickey,
was dead. Could this happen to
Skipper also? I had had m any night
mares about Skip dying, bu t I always
laughed at myself when I woke up.
I thought Skipper would never die.
Not good old Skip.
I brought myself to my senses
again and my m other w ent on.
“Skipper’s getting along in age now.
H e’s been in your life as far back as
you can remember. H e’s always
been a good com panion to you.”
This brought happier thoughts to
my mind. M other was right. Skip
was about 13 and I wasn’t quite 12

yet. 1 rem em bered the accident
seven vears ago. W e lived in Penn
sylvania then, near Bryn Mawr, in
a small neighborhood. My father
liked to take Skip out for a walk
along the road on nice evenings.
They had been walking a short dis
tance and, as Skipper bounded
ahead, a car came along.
My
father
O
J
called and called, b u t Skipper didn’t
come back. Since he couldn’t find
him with his small hand flash light,
he got out the car and used the
headlights for a m uch more thorough
look. He found him lying in the
road. W ith my m other’s help, Dad
took Skip to the vet’s. It was a big
decision when Skipper had either to
be put awav for keeps or to have
his leg am putated.
W e did the
second.
He quickly learned to get along
on three legs. W hen we moved to
the farm he came with us. His leg
didn't stop him from following us on
all-day horseback trips and chasing
rabbits. Up until a month ago he
was always am idst the excitement
and was always an outstanding
watch dog. Then slowly he stopped
his roaming. He sat around the
house more and lolled in the sun all
day. His energy was much less and
he slowed down greatly.
My m other continued, “If Skipper
lives through the w inter w ell be
lucky.” I never forgot those words.
On
move.
night
better

O ctober 6th he could hardly
He was a pitiful sight. That
my father said it would be
if he slept in his usual bed in

the barn. Before carrying him down
to the barn, my father brought him
into the kitchen for me to say good
night to. I was helping with the
dishes. As I patted him he looked
up at me w ith his big rolling eyes.
They shone in the dim pale light. I
said good night to him and turned
away to finish the dishes. I didn’t
know I’d never see him alive again.
The next m orning mv m other ask
ed me not to go down to the barn.
I knew som ething was w rong and I
ran down. My bare feet kicked up
stones as I rushed frantically for the
bam . 1 was too late. Skipper was
dead! I cursed the world and cried
over his stiff, cold body. I tried to
wonder how his last moments were,
but I couldn't face up to the thought.
I rem em bered w hat mv mother had
said a week ago. “If Skipper lives
through the w inter w e’ll be lucky.”
But that didn’t m atter now. The
only life I’d ever known was
gone. I w ondered why mv father
had left him in that cold barn. I
pulled myself together and I realized
he hadn’t w anted me to find him
dead if I came downstairs early in
the morning as I often do. He had
known it would be his last night.
W ithin a week I was over the
greater part of mv misery. Now
Skipper still seemed to live with me.
I saw him in m y dreams. In my
m ind he came rollicking up to meet
me after school. I knew he’d lived
a good long life, and although I
often missed him greatly I knew I’d
really found him again.

A DAY IN A FRENCH CITY
By JER STUART (VI)
This summer, while I was at camp,
I took a canoe trip w ith fifteen other
boys into Canada.
On our last day we were supposed
to land at a F rench city called
Sherbrooke in the province of Que
bec.
Early in the afternoon the river
led into a small lake. On the shore
of this lake was a playground where
we were supposed to spend the
night. The playground was on the
outskirts of the city. At first we
couldn’t believe our eyes, but a
second look told us that it was true:
there were about a thousand French
boys and girls all around the place.
Most of the bovs w ere crow ded into
a tiny roped-off place in the lake
where they could wade. The girls
would go swimming later.
W e landed our canoes down a way
from the crowds, b u t as soon as we
landed, about a hundred and fiftv of
the little kids came running over
and stood around us. They were
like flies around a cake.
Then some of them started talking
to us, but as none of us knew that
much French, we didn’t know w hat
to say. Finally we were able to
find out how old some of them were
and ask them some other simple
questions. Thev soon grew tired of
standing around and began to get
into our packs and canoes.
We
■Iglit valiantly, but in vain. Every
we got one off, two others

w ould take his or her place. W e
w ere saved bv a man who m ust have
been the playground officer. He
told them all to beat it. Even then
a few still hung around.
W e all dreaded the thought of
trying to cook supper with all those
kids around, bu t luckilv we found
out that they all had to leave the
place after five o’clock. T hat night
after supper we w ere given a dollar
to spend in town. W e had to be
back at 11:00. At first we w and
ered around the town not buying
anything. W e w anted to save our
money in case any real bargain came
up. W e soon found one. A store
was selling 30-ounce bottles of pop
for ten cents. W e all got some and
then w ent on. Since there was
nothing else to do we decided to go
to a movie. W e looked at all the
theaters until we came to one show
ing w hat we thought was a good
picture. In we w ent and out we
came. W e had failed to notice a
sign saying “No one under sixteen
adm itted.” It was w ritten in both
English and French. W e w anted to
spend all our money because there
w ould be no other chance to use it.
Finally we just stopped at a small
sweet shoppe and used it all up on
records and food.
At 10:45 we decided to go back to
camp. W e took a side walk that
w ound down by the river. W e
m ade out six tall forms coming our

way. The path was narrow and a
high wall was on one side and the
river on the other. The six came
right up to us and we thought they
would push us in the river, but thev

let us walk betw een them. T hat was
our first sight of “French Hoods.”
The next m orning it rained, but
since the camp truck was there to
take us back it did not matter.

STRANGE HALLOWE'EN
Bv BEV AARON (V)
One H allow e’en night Sam Per
kins said to his brother Simon, “Hey,
Simon, I’m getting tired of this trick
or treating. H ow ’s about us going
over to old W idder Kain’s house and
do a little nosing around?”
“But Sam!” Simon said. “It's awful
lonely down by her place, and most
people are afraid of her ’cause she’s
so mysterious and never goes out of
her house.”
“W hat’s the m atter?” came the re
ply. “You scared?”
“Who, me? I can do anvthing
you can do and twice that, vou big
ape!”
“Okay, let’s go.”
And so the two bovs started off
for W idow Kain’s house.
It was a dark and spooky night
with the trees forming weird and
frightening patterns against the sky
and the wind droning softly through
the swamp grass. As the two bovs
reached the widow ’s house, they
could hear the shutters creaking and
groaning as they swung to and fro
on their hinges. They could also
see a dim light flickering through
one of the dust-covered windows.

Both of the bovs began to trem ble
ever so slightly, b u t nary a word
did they speak. They crept over to
the desolate old barn, curious to see
w hat was inside. As they w ent in,
the old building seemed to shudder,
and they were startled by a cat that
suddenly meowed and like a shadow
flitted across the floor.
“Y-you know, m aybe this wasn’t
such a good idea after all,” said Sam.
“W hy don’t we go hom e?”
“Yes, let’s,” said Simon.
“Let’s
leave this creepy place right away!”
Then thev started out of the barn.
Suddenly a tall, w ithered, black fig
ure appeared in the doorway and
em itted a shrill cackle.
“Its W idder Kain!” whispered
Sam. terror-stricken.
“W hat’s the m atter, boys? Scared?”
said the black figure as it slowly ad
vanced upon them.

Even though it has been many
years since their mysterious disap
pearance, people still w onder what
happened to the two Perkins bovs on
that Hallowe’en night.

THE SECRET OF SANTA CLAUS
By ALEC PATTON (II)
It was Decem ber 24th. Ten-yearold P eter W ood’s h eart was beating
fast. H e had just finished the excit
ing book The Tunnel Behind the
Picture. It was so exciting that he
couldn’t help believing it was true.
“M aybe,” he thought, “m aybe it
was true. Maybe it could happen.
Well, even if it isn’t there’s no harm
in trying.” Peter was com pletely car
ried aw ay by the book and so he
forced himself to believe that there
was a tunnel of some sort behind one
of the pictures in their house!
Peter’s hands were shaking with
excitem ent w hen he looked behind
the first picture. Nothing was there.
W hile putting the picture back he
dropped it. The crash brought Mrs.
W ood into the room. Seeing the
mess she exclaimed, “W hat on earth
are you doing?”
For a m inute Peter couldn’t ans
wer, until finally he said. “Jane hid
my hom ework-papers from me and
she said they were behind one of the
pictures.”
Peter’s m other let him look under
the condition that if one more pic
ture so much as got cracked, he must
pay for it. Peter agreed and looked
more carefully behind each picture
but always got the same disappoint
ment.
Peter was very discouraged but
was sure that there was one more
picture that was hiding the tunnel.
Then he rem enfbered w here the

book described the tunnel behind
the picture. It was in the darkest
corner in the attic. He rushed up to
the attic. There was no tunnel or
even a picture so Peter decided to
look in the cellar. He searched in
the corners, where to his delight he
found a portrait of St. Nick. Lie
carefully pu t it aside. T here was a
tunnel!
Peter was so excited! Down at
the other end was light. He w ent
on his hands and knees. Closer and
closer he came. He was almost
there. Then, — oh, how terrible; he
was falling, falling towards nowhere.
He had no hope.
As poor Peter neared the ground
som ething wonderful met his nose.
At least he was going to die peace
fully. Then he hit som ethingO soft,’
stickv, and yummy! It was cotton
eandv.
Peter struggled out and found
himself in the middle of many little
dwarfs saying. “I didn’t know we
m ade a cotton candy man!” Peter
did look like a cotton candy m an b e
cause candy stuck to him.
Then who should come along but
Santa Claus. He realized who Peter
was and how he got to his village
called Santa Land. Santa Claus was
very nice to Peter bu t was very
grave.
W hen Peter was cleaned he asked
Santa, “W hy are you so grave? I
thought you w ere jolly.”

Santa answered, “I am. But, son
ny, you have learner! mv secret.
Your house is my entrance to the
world. I know you want to see your
parents again b u t vou have seen
w here I make candy. Now vou must
not see another thing.
Tonight
when I go around with the presents
I shall leave you at vour house. But
you m ust not tell a single soul about
w hat you know and saw. You must
not move that picture again. Now
come on.
You will need some
sleep.

Santa gave Peter some hot cocoa
and told him to try to sleep. Peter
thought it would be impossible.
“W ake up, wake up!” Mrs. Wood
w'as saying. “It’s 9:00 A. M. and it’s
Christmas m orning.”
Peter couldn’t understand it until
he saw the book which started him
off. Then he rem em bered every
thing, and to this day Peter Wood
has kept it a secret, almost — because
the only ones who know about it are
Peter, Santa, and Me.

THE C A L E N D A R
SEPTEM BER
Sept. 14—Hi, fellers! It’s great to be back in SCHOOL and see you all sitting
down in front of me so full of pep. But lo and behold.—dig all
those yards of gray hairs that have blossomed on the faculty heads
in one short summer!
Sept. IT—Our first weekend and our first birthday— Tom m y C hubet, chief
dribbler of that fine German soccer team, the Sauerkrantens, cele
brates today.
Sept. 20—If you call “Kuser” or “S tuart” in the hall, about a dozen people
big and little will come running. L et’s start unraveling them and
call congratulations today to RO BBIE Kuser and C H A R L IE
Stuart.
Sept. 21—Ace basket weaver Bob Stockton celebrates the day by mak
ing one of his famous basket creations.— Ratj Goodrich promises
to buv shinguards for each m em ber of the opposing team, so that
he will have friends once more.

Sept. 25—Thank goodness for Michael Kamenstein's powerful lungs! H u r
ricane lone was heading straight for Princeton, but Michael, blow 
ing out his birthday cake candles, hit lone on the ear and blew
her out to sea.
Sept. 26— Mr. Ross knew about lone but didn’t know about Michael, so he
gave us a “hurricane holiday” anyway, w eather or not.
OCTOBER
Oct.
Oct.

Oct.
Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

Oct.
Oct.
Oct.

Oct.

2—William Smoyer, who is anything but D avid’s shadow, born.
3—W hat a five-ring circus! A birthday for Tim Kuser, who, believe
it or not, is growing older. A birthday for Hugh H offm an, star
of the N. Y. Knickerbockers’ basketball team (he runs under their
legs). A birthday for Peter Hart, m ainstay of the famed Isaxjcldchapers, British soccer team. A birthday for Bill Staniar,
strong silent star of the new western picture, The Return of Gary
Cooper. And finally, a certain teacher’s birthday; 1 asked Mr.
Ross whose, bu t he said he didn’t w ant to tell on a m em ber of
the faculty.
4— Roger Marcus, chief m anufacturer of Boston baked beans, born.
5— Adam Hoclischild, Carnegie Lake life guard and swimming
champ, born.
6— Mac McMorris, basketball’s “Man of the Year,” the only player
who can dribble as well with his feet as with his hands, bom .
12—Speaking of basketball, who are these four brawny figures ru n 
ning five miles over hill and dale every W ednesday afternoon?
They are none other than P.C.D.’s basketball co-captains: Killer
Kirkpatrick, Soft-Shoe Shannon, Sock’em Smoyer, and Set-shot
Stuart, getting in shape for the basketball season two months
from now.
14—B uzzy Mather hoped for a motor-bicycle for his birthday, to make
the long trip home each day, bu t he only got a new pair of shoes.
15— Dickon Baker, problem child, born today.— So is Sam Guttman,
a great m an w ith the tape recorder.
19—John Tassie, reform ed desperado, born. Ditto John Brinkerhoff,
who gets the “Most underrated player of the year” aw ard for his
fine work on the soccer field.
23—TV’s Sunday afternoon feature, “W ide, W ide W orld,” films its big
scene in Princeton, because ace actors Chris Shannon and W ebb
Harrison haven’t time to go out to Hollywood. Gee, 1 wish I
were the handsom e movie tvpe!

Oct. 30—Parley Shearer, born today, scorned rattles w hen he was very young
and played with model boats instead.— D avid Kamenstein, also
born today,
boy
J 1 scorned model boats and turned into a model
J
instead.
Oct. 31—F reddy Satjen can never get into trouble if he’s out on the town
on Hallowe’en night. H e can always say that h e’s just having
an outdoor birthday party.

NOVEM BER
Nov.

2—Johnny Cook, best actress of 1955, bom today.

Nov.

6— B obby Sm yth, inventor, is born. (D on't ask me w hat he has in
vented; something deep and devilish, I bet.) Cris Stoess, under
w ater explorer from the flood-plains of Stony Brook, also
sees the light of day for the first time.

Nov. 12— Brock Putnam, an expert on mud puppies, finds his patience
sorely tried when forced to answer such questions as, “W hy do
puppies w ant to go into the m ud?” H appy birthday, Brock.
Nov. 13— Robin Kerney celebrates his birthday in a house one of the fa
culty lived in as a boy. Have vou found any old skeletons or toys
that used to belong to Mr. Go— . 1 mean to anvbodv, Robin?
Nov. 16—Pony Fraker, heart-breaker, born.
Nov. 17— Thinking over w hat he didn’t get for his birthday, Jay Dilworth
muses, “The day will come when I will own m y own candv fac
tory.”
Nov. 22— The stork th at shuttled Bev Aaron and Steve Crawford into the
world must have given each of them a quill pen as a souvenir
of the trip. W hen before have two such famous writers been
born on the same day?—John Goble wishes not to be forgotten
today too. He will surely be rem em bered if the rum or is true
that John wants P.C.D. to give the French language back to the
Frenchmen.
Nov. 24— H appy Thanksgiving; everybody. ( Sorry, b ird s.)
Nov. 28— H ack Fairman, P.C.D. soccer coach (1966-1996) born.
Nov. 29—Johnny Becker’s grin is becom ing quite famous, and his ability
to grin his way out of em barrassing situations and past irate
teachers is the envy of his classmates. Today, on his birthday,
his grin is two inches wider.

D ECEM BER
Dec.

1—To celebrate his birthday, Chris W right plans to ride one of
his fleet of bicycles to New York or to Philadelphia. Now which
will it be?

Dec.

3— Louis Hano, left-footed, right-handed, left-handed, right-footed
soccer star born today.

Dec.

4— T H E LAST D ORF ( male variety) born! W hat will P.C.D. do
next year w ithout a single specimen? Well, see you on the cam 
pus, Bobby.

Dec.

6— Peter Katzenbach born, but he won’t tell us whv.
just have to watch him and see.

Dec.

7— John Stein, P.C.D .’s leading actor, enjoys his birthday shrewdly
watching the teachers acting in front of the Evaluating Com
mittee. How did thev act, John?—scared, silly, too-too- won
derful? Did any of them act natural?

Dec.

10— Dick Rotnem , radio and TV’ expert, gets a thrill on his birthday
by seeing a moving image in his m irror as he walks across his
room.

Dec.

1'3— Barry Custer gets an armful of his favorite birthday
exams! W hat can you expect if vou re born on the
all relative, says John Sheehan, who, according to
classmates, spends the day reading Einstein’s Theory
ity.

Dec.

14— It is reported that Robbie Carrick wears out three pairs of skates
a year. H e goes so fast that the blades crumble. His birthday
comes at just the right time.

I guess w e’ll

presents—
13th?— It’s
one of his
of R elativ

Dec. 15—God Rest You Merry, P.C.D. Gentlemen, and may this be the
best Christmas ever. I wish I had room to tell you about all the
birthday presents as w ell as Christmas presents which Davicl
Stewart, D avid M ount, W ard Kuser, John W hite, and David
Smoyer are going to get. H appy birthday to all of them, and
I’ll see vou all next term!
TH E BOY W HO SITS BEH IN D YOU

H O N O R ROLL
(T h ese grades do not include T erm E xam inations.)
F IR S T H O N O R RO LL
( 90- 100%)
R A Y M O N D A G AR
R IC H A R D BAKER
P H IL IP B O N N E T
BARRY C U S T E R
R O G E R FA G A N
H A R R IS O N FR A K E R
W E B B H A R R IS O N
A D A M H O C H S C H IL D
JA M E S K ERR
R O B E R T KLISER
A N TH O N Y LAUCK
M IC H A E L M A D E IR A
|O H N O D D E N
D A N IE L Q U IC K
JA M E S S H E A
D A V ID SM O Y E R
JO H N W IL L IS
S E C O N D H O N O R RO LL
( 85-89%)
JA M E S A U L
(O H N BECKER
E D W A R D B E N SO N
J O H N B R IN K E R H O F F
R O B E R T C A R R IC K
STEPH EN COOK
R IC H A R D C R A W F O R D
D A R IE N G A R D N E R
D A V ID G R E E N E
R O B E R T G R IG G S
A N D R E W H A R R IS
PETER H A R T
G IL B E R T LEA
ROG ER M A RCU S
PETER M OOCK
SE Y M O U R M O R R IS
ROBERT M UELLER
M A L C O L M M U IR
ALEXANDER PA TT O N
RODM AN PA TTO N
GEORGE PETER SO N
JO H N PO STLEY
JO S E P H R IK E R
R IC H A R D R O T N E M
C H R IS T O P H E R S H A N N O N
JO H N SH E E H A N
C FIA R LE S S M Y T H

JO H N S T E IN
JO S E P H S T E V E N S
D A V ID S T E W A R T
C H A R L E S S T L IA R T
HAROLD VAN DO REN
H U G H W IS E
T H IR D H O N O R RO LL
( 80-84%)
EU G EN E ARM STRO N G
RO B E R T A Y ERS
ELIA S BAKER
R O B E R T BALES
HO W A RD BUSHNELL
JO H N C O O K
ST E PH E N CRA W FO RD
A L F R E D D A V IS
JO H N D A V IS O N
IO H N D U N N IN G
RU SSELL ED M O N D S
N IX O N H A R E
R A N D O L PH HO BLER
H U G H H O FFM A N
B U R T O N JA C K SO N
P E T E R K A M E N S T E IN
G IBBS K A N E
REGAN KERNEY
A L E X A N D E R K IR K P A T R IC K
R O G E R K IR K P A T R IC K
L A W R E N C E KU SER
T IM O T H Y K U S E R
D O U G L A S M A C K IE
H O W A R D M cM O R R IS
F R E D E R IC M O C K
W IL L IA M M O R SE
MARK M U N G E R
BRO CK P U T N A M
W IL L IA M P U T N E Y
DOUGLAS RAM PON A
STU A R T ROBSON
D A V ID SE D E R
H A RTLEY SH EA R ER
JO S E P H S M IT H
W IL L IA M S M IT H
W IL L IA M SM O Y E R
W IL L IA M S T A N IA R
GLENN THOM AS
JA M E S V O L L B R E C FIT
P E T E R W R IG H T

ATHLETICS
SOCCER
By ROGER KIRKPATRICK
This year our soccer team compiled a record of 7 wins, 2 ties, and 1 d e
feat under the excellent coaching of Mr. McAneny and Mr. W hitehead. It
is interesting to note that in the three cases w here we w ere tied or defeated
by a team in our first encounter, we defeated them the second time we met.
It is also interesting th at of the 20 goals we scored, 9 or nearly half came in
the fourth quarter. O ur last two victories w ere both won by rallies a few
m inutes before the final whistle. Dave Smoyer, our captain and goalie,
allowed our opponents just 6 goals in 10 games.
T he J.V. team won three games, tied one, and lost two. The two teams
set a record probably unparalleled in the School's history: in 16 games
played, P.C.D. scored in every game.
VALLEY ROAD 2, P.C.D. I
In our first game we w ere not in top form. Although P.C.D. drew first
blood on Jeb Stuart’s second-period goal, Valley Road came back to win
with two goals later in the game. W ho w ould have predicted that this
would be our only loss!
P.C.D. 3, P E D D IE 0
This game belonged to P.C.D. all the way. W e were faster than our
opponents and bored through their defense tim e after time. Stuart led
the attack with two goals and Peter Moock scored one. Smoyer was re
quired to make no difficult saves in the goal.
P.C.D. 2, W EST W INDSOR 0
Although we literally ran circles around the W est W indsor team, we
w eren’t able to crack their defense till the last quarter. Stuart and Godfrey
finally found the range for P.C.D.
P.C.D. 1, LAW REN CE JU N IO R H IG H 1
D espite the fact th at P.C.D. gained the lead on Roger Kirkpatrick’s th u d '
period goal, Law rence bounced back to tie the score m idway through the
last period. This was a hard-fought game on a windswept, unfam iliar field.
P.C.D. 1, W ITH ER SPO O N 1
W e scored first on Jeb Stuart’s goal from point-blank range in a very
exciting game. However, the visitors w ere able to tie the score on a pretty
shot in the fourth period.
P.C.D. 2, LAW RENCE JUNIOR H IG H 1
This time Law rence got the jump on us and scored first. D anny Quick
charged through their defense men to tie the score, and Jobe Stevens, moved

from the backfield to the forw ard line, accounted for the w inning goal.
P.C.D. 6, P E D D IE 0
On Peddie’s field it was again a rout. Stevens and Moock scored two
goals apiece, while Stuart and Hano each scored one.
P.C.D. 1, W ITH ERSPO O N 0
W e were determ ined to beat this old rival and we did, although they
pressed us hard for three periods. K irkpatrick’s goal late in the fourth
q u arter proved decisive. Smoyer played an outstanding gam e at goalie.
P.C.D. 2, W EST W INDSOR 1
Things looked bad in our last game. After a scoreless first half W est
W indsor took the lead in the third period. Two minutes from the end Kirk
patrick blasted a shot through the goal from close in. Sixty seconds later
Jimmy Shea took a pass from Kelley and sent in a beautiful shot from the
left wing to win the game and climax a most successful season.
R.H.B. - Morse W.
The usual line-up was:
0.L . — Shea J.. Dorf
Coal — Smoyer
1.L.
— Quick
L.F.R. — Kamenstein D.
C.F. — Stuart J.
R.F.B. - Kuser R.
L.F.B. - Wise
I.R
— Kellev, Stevens
O.R. — Kirkpatrick R., Moock
C.H.B. — Godfrev

FOOTBALL
By C H RISTO PH ER SHANNON
This year may be called an experimental vear in P.C.D. football because
for the first time we had an eleven-man team. W e played both six-man and
eleven-man. Our record was 3 and 3, w inning both of our six-man games,
b u t winning onlv one of our four eleven-man games. W e had a good team,
which alwavs seemed to be in there fighting
O
O hard. Mr. Tibbals did a fine
job of coaching, assisted bv two college bovs.
O ur usual starting team was:
In six-man: Ends: Budny J. or Rotnem. Stein; Center: Mock or Budnv
].. Quarterback: Shannon (C ap tain ); Halfbacks: Harrison, Fraker or
Rampona.
In eleven-man: Ends: Rotnem, Stein; Tackles: Budnv I., Applegate;
Guards: Van Riper, W right J. or Postlev; C enter: Mock; Q uarterback: Shan
non; Halfbacks: Harrison, Fraker or Cook J.; Fullback: Rampona.

P.C.D. 24, SOLERURY 7
In this game we outm atched our opponents from the opening kick-off.
W e scored two touchdowns early in the first quarter and added one in the
second and another in the third. Harrison accounted for three P.C.D.
touchdowns while Applegate scored one on a pass.
P.C.D. 12, P E D D IE FR ESH M EN “B” 6
This was our first eleven-man game. W e w ere outweighed, but that
didn’t seem to make any difference for we played well both on offense and
on defense. W e opened the scoring with a 15-yard pass play to Stein in
the end zone. Our last tally was scored with about two m inutes to go with
Shannon going over from the two. O ur line did a com m endable job.
PRIN CETO N H IG H SCHOOL FRESH M EN 35, P.C.D. 6
In this game we w ere outm atched in both weight and experience. Our
blocking and tackling couldn’t get started, and before we knew it we were
behind, 21-0. Our only touchdow n was scored on a pass covering 55 vards,
from Shannon to Rotnem, who ran the rem aining 25 yards to pay dirt.
PE D D IE FR ESH M EN “B” 12, P.C.D. 0
Although we had beaten this team earlier, this time it was their turn.
Again we couldn’t seem to click on blocking or tackling. Their first score
came in the first half, and they added another in the last few seconds of
the game.
NEWARK ACADEMY 14, P.C.D. 6
This was the first tim e that P.C.D. had ever played Newark Academy
in any sport. They were a smaller team than we were, but showed plenty of
fight throughout the game. W hat we seemed to lack in this game was spirit,
at some times. Their scores came in the second and fourth quarters. Our
touchdown came late in the fourth quarter with Shannon going over from
the one.
P.C.D. 40, SOLEBURY 12
W e were especially out to win this one to break our three-gam e losing
streak and also to even up our record. It was a com plete team effort. Our
tackling was hard and our blocking was good, and the backs seemed to have
a field day. The highlight of the game was a 60-yard kick-off return by
Harrison. O ther scoring was done by Harrison, Fraker and Van Riper.
O utstanding on defense were Budnv and Applegate.

WITH THE BLUES AND WHITES
SCHOLARSHIP
The Blues and the W hites finished the fall term with exactly the same
scholastic averages: 2.4—. If either side could be said to have won in
Scholarship for the term it would be the W hites, because they had 56 boys
clear of failures on the tri-weekly reports, while the Blues had 53 boys
clear. The following boys had no failures:
W H ITES (56) — Aaron B., Aaron R., Armstrong, Baker E., Baker R.,
Becker, Bushnell, Carrick, Craw ford R., C raw ford S., Dorf, Edm onds, F a
gan, Fairm an, Fraker, Goodridge E.. G oodridge T., Griggs, Guttm an, Hare,
Hart, Hoffman, Kamenstein M., Kernev Re., Kerney Ro., Kirkpatrick A.,
Kuser L., Kuser R.. Kuser T., Kuser W., Lea, McMorris, Mills, Mock, Moock,
Moore, Mueller, M unger, Patton A., Patton R., Pettit, Rampona, Riker, Rotnem, Seder, Shannon, Shearer, Smith J., Smith W. W., Staniar, Stevens,
Tassie, Vander Stricken, Wise, W right J., W right P.
BLUES (53) — Agar, Applegate, Ayers, Bales, Benson, Bonnet, Brinkerhoff, Budnv, J., Caldwell, C hubet, Coffee, Cook J., Cook S., Custer, D avi
son, Dunning, Ewing, Gardner, Godfrey, Goodrich, Greene, Harris, H arri
son, Hobler, Hochsehild, Howland. Jackson, Kane, Katzenbach, Kerr, Knox,
Lauck, M adeira, Morris, Morse W., Muir, O dden, Peterson, Postley, Putnam,
Putney, Quick, Shea J., Smoyer D., Smyth C., Stein, Stewart, Stuart C.,
Thomas, Tvler, Van Doren, Vollbrecht, Willis.
SOCCER
The Blue-W hite soccer series was, as always, hard-fought, from the
opening line-up till the final whistle. The W hites m ade a clean sweep in
the Lower School, w inning their series in Forms I, II, and III. The Blues
conquered in the J.V. series, and the Varsity series was tied.
The scoring system was as follows: Varsity, 5 points; J.V., Form III,
Form II, and Form I, 3 points each. Therefore the W hites won bv a score
of llVi to 5Vi points.
FOOTBALL
This year the Blues beat the W hites, 12-0, in an informal six-man foot
ball game. The team s were fairly evenly m atched, with the Blues having
a powerful line and the W hites having the better backfield. It was a good,
hard-fought game. The Blues scored on a W hite fum ble and on a 35-yard
run bv W ebb Harrison in the closing m inutes of the game.

S C H O O L NEWS
H IG H EST ATTEN DANCE IN P.C.D. HISTORY
W ith the opening of school on Septem ber 14 the faculty w atched an
xiously as a record-breaking 166 starry-eyed boys (11 more than last year)
trudged into the building. This led to a mild surprise for the old boys as
m orning assembly was held in the gymnasium instead of the crow ded study
hall. In the w inter term, assembly will be held only two days a week, since
the gym m ust be cleared of chairs for basketball practice.
CHESS CLUB
Mr. M cCaughan, our new teacher and an expert chess player, has intro
duced a very popular chess club to add to our fine list of activities. The
com petition is mainly intram ural, although there are occasional outside
m atches for th e better players. To determ ine each boy’s standing in the
club a system of points is used. Each mem ber starts the year with 500
points, and with each victory or defeat he wins 5 per cent of his opponent’s
points or loses 5 per cent of his own. A large board in the hall tells the
standing each week. The nam e of the winner for the vear will be en
graved on this board.
PUBLIC SPEAKING AND TAPE RECO RD IN G
O ther new activities this year are Public Speaking, under Mr. Ross, and
Tape Recording, under Mr. Griggs. Public Speaking is open only to
Fifth and Sixth Formers. Many talks and debates have been held in front
of a critical audience of students. Some of the debates have been: “Should
the voting age be lowered from 21 to 19?” — “Should nuclear energy be
curbed?” — “Should there be compulsory m ilitary training?” — and last but
not least, the $64,000 question, “Should P.C.D. and Miss Fine’s unite?”
T ape R ecording is for the Lower School, with Mr. Griggs behind the
recorder controls. W ho knows, m aybe the Lower School has some hidden
talent!
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BOOK SALE
As usual, the pre-Christm as book sale was a big success. For a week
the Library found itself decorated with approxim ately 300 new books on
display. The “old reliable” m others w ere on hand not only to buy but
to help sell. B etter than $900 w orth of books w ere sold, giving the school
a profit of around $200 for the purchase of new books for the Library.
SHOP EX H IBIT
The trophy case in the front hall has been displaying some of the pro
jects built in shop by P.C.D. craftsmen. H ere m ay be seen anything from
tie and key racks to woven reed coolie seats, from plastic dishes to ship
models, from ham m ered alum inum w are to a radio. Tim Carey is in
charge of the case.
MR. CHASE SPEAKS ON BIRD CARVING
On Novem ber 2 we w ere visited by Mr. Charles Chase, renow ned woodcarver of birds. Pie gave a very interesting talk on his profession, showed
some movies of birds (taken by himself), and concluded by answering
cjuestions from the eagle-eyed audience.
C O N C ER T SERIES
T he school tu ned its ears to some fine music played by the New York
Brass Ensem ble on November 17. The concert was not only interesting
but am using too. Each instrum ent of the 5-piece orchestra was explained,
and at the end a question-answ er period was held. On D ecem ber 2 a con
cert of stringed instrum ents was given by the Curtis String Q uartet.
SCH OOL EVALUATED
For the first tim e in its history, P.C.D. was visited by an Evaluating
Com m ittee on D ecem ber 5 and 6. For two days the eight m em bers of the
com m ittee visited all classes, attended lunch and athletic practices, in
spected all parts of the building, and investigated the adm inistration and
workings of the school from A. to Z. T he comm ittee will send the Board
of Trustees an official report on their visit during the winter.

NOW is the time
to start YOUR savings account.

P R IN C E T O N B A N K A N D T R U S T C O M P A N Y
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY
M e m b e r F e d e ra l Deposit Insurance Corporation

T elep h o n e
E X p ort 6-8251

Investment Securities

W. E. WETZEL & CO.
T re n to n , N .

O r d e r s e x e c u t e d o n a ll E x c h a n g e s

E L L IS A N D V A N D O R E N
Builders
R.D. NO. 1

TRENTON, N. J.

S LE E P -E -H O LLO W M O TEL
On U. S. H ighway No. 1
3 Miles North of Trenton Circle
30 NEW UNITS. . .

30 TILE BATHS. . .

Phone: Trenton OWen 5-9588
AAA

H E R M A N N F IN K & S O N S
767 Brunswick Avenue
(Opposite M c K in le y H ospital)
Trenton. N e w Jersey

FLOWERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS
F.T.D .

F low e rs T e legra phed A n y w h e re

Telephone OWen 5-5441
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WITH THE ALUMNI
1929
David Im brie Roe, son of Mr. and Mrs. Albert Roe, was bom on May
11, 1955.
1932
Ben Howell is head of the D epartm ent of Geophysics and Geochemistry
at the Pennsylvania State University. He has four children: Barbara 10, C ath
erine 8, Bonnie 4, and James 1.
Frank McCarter is President of the Rumson Im provem ent Association,
Rumson, N. J.
1933
Dr. Edward L. Katzenbach Jr., who has been Assistant Professor of
History at Columbia University, is this year Associate D irector of a new
Defense Studies Program for research and graduate work at Harvard
University.

EXport 6-9686

Est. 1905

T R E N T O N W I N D O W C L E A N I N G CO .
Building Maintenance
Janitorial Service

99-113 Olive Street

Trenton 8, N. J.

C L E A R O S E S T U D IO
148 Nassau Street

Phone 1620

Princeton, N. J.

PORTRAITURE, FRAMING AND ART REPRODUCTIONS

GROVER LUMBER COMPANY
PRINCETON, N. J.
Phone 1-0041

O. H. H U B B A R D A G E N C Y
REAL ESTATE - MORTGAGES -

INSURANCE

Established 1887
142 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON,

NEW JERSEY

C O L E M A N B U I C K CO., IN C .
Route 130
HIGHTSTOWN, N. J.

1936
Phil Paris becam e the step-father of three children when he m arried
Mrs. Majorie Boam 011 August 16, 1954, at San Jose, Costa Rica. His present
address is Petrobras, Belem, Para, Brazil.
Steve Conger’s daughter Elizabeth was born on June 22, 1955 in W ash
ington, D. C.
1937
Arthur Morgan is in the Chemical Securities Division of the Em pire
T rust Co. in New York City.
Rev. Bradford B. Locke Jr. is the Rector of Christ Episcopal Church at
Guilford, Conn.
1938
David Huntington is working tow ard a Ph.D. in Art History at Yale,
and is living at his wife’s family home at 311 Elm Avenue, Swarthmore, Pa.
His daughter, Abigail G ertrude, is now a year old.

C O M PL IM E N T S OF

O. M. SCOTT & SONS CO.

CRANBURY, N. J.

THE FARR H A R D W A R E CO M PANY
Hardware and House Furnishings
Sporting Goods
Telephone Number 1-0067

138 N assau Street

W IN E AN D G A M E SHO P
6 NASSAU STREET

H. P. C L A Y T O N
DRY GOODS

Telephone 0086

MILLINERY

NOTIONS

Palmer Square

1939
Robert Benham was m arried on July 16 to Sarah Virginia Canan in Phil
adelphia. Mr. M cCaughan of the P.C.D. faculty was one of his ushers. Bob
is stationed at the Philadelphia Navy Yard.
Owen Roberts becam e the father of a third son, Read K. Roberts, last
May 26. He is working as a foreign service officer for the U.S. Government.
1941
Richard Conger recently returned from the University of Stockholm,
where he had three years of graduate studv. He also did some broadcasting
for the British Broadcasting Company.
Stevenson Flemer received a M aster’s degree in A rchitecture at H arvard
in June. He and his wife are living in Detroit.
1943
Peter Erdman’s daughter M argaret Covell arrived in Princeton on July
19, 1955.
A son was born to Mr. and Mrs. Sam Howell on August 19 at Prince
ton. The child’s name is Steven V. Howell.

M A N N IN G S W A R E H O U S E CORP.
Moving — Storage — Packing

EST. 1847

L A H IE R E S R E STA U R A N T
Excellent Food
TEL. 1-9726

5, 7 WITHERSPOON ST.

APPLEGATE FLORAL SHOP
47 Palmer Square West
Phone 1-0121

N A S S A U S A V IN G S & L O A N ASSN.
178 NASSAU STREET
Princeton, N. J.
CURRENT DIVIDEND RATE 3%

W A L D 'S

PRINCETON

GIFT

SHOP

13 P A L M E R S Q U A R E W E S T
G R E E T I N G C A R D S , J E W E L R Y , C H I N A , Etc.

L E W I S C. B O W E R S & S O N S . IN C .
341 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY
Builders

Phone: Princeton 1-2001

John Sly and his wife w ere recently home on leave from Liberia, where
they head the faculty of Bomi Hills School of the Liberian Mining Com
pany. John spoke to several classes at P.C.D. about his life in Africa.
Paul van Dyke, who is a lieutenant (j.g.) in the Naval Reserve, was
m arried to Julia E lizabeth Rogers of Long Beach, California, on August 20.
1944
Paul Broneer, who has been a student at the Russian Institute at Colum 
bia, was m arried on June 4 to Diana W intsch of W estfield, N. J.
H enry Burchell Gardner, son of Alfred Gardner, was born in Prince
ton on O ctober 17, 1955.
1945
John Flemer graduated from Cornell in June with the degree of Doctor
of Veterinary' M edicine. He is now practicing his profession in Brattleboro,
Vermont.
John Heher graduated from the University of M ichigan Law School
w ith the degree of Bachelor of Laws.
Ledlie Laughlin was ordained a deacon of the Episcopal Church on
June 19, 1955, in a cerem ony in Trinity Church, Princeton.

WHEN YOU'RE IN THE MOOD FOR MUSIC, REMEMBER

TH E M U S IC S H O P
16 NASSAU ST.

PR. 1-1943

PIANO - HARMONY AND ARRANGING
Beginning or Advanced Students
Practice Rooms — Day or Night, Weekends

T H E D IE L H E N N M U S IC S C H O O L
18 N assau Street, Princeton, N. J.
Telephone 1-0238

Qene Seal -flowers
200 NASSAU ST.

TEL. 1643 • 7 4 6

PR IN CETO N . NEW JERSEY
C a b le A d d re ss FLORS'

N A S S A U A P P L I A N C E CO.
HOTPOINT

M en's W e a r
Sports Coats

Sports W e a r
Slacks
Custom T a iloring

W . H. L A H E Y
A R R O W SH IR TS
150 Nassau St.

Princeton. N. J.
(Opp. Firestone L ib r a r y )

H U L I T ’S S H O E S , IN C .
140 NASSAU STREET
Princeton, N. J.

Telephone 1-1952

1946
Dexter Ashley is doing a year’s tour of duty with the U S. Air Force at
Thule, Greenland.
Copeland MacClintock is a graduate student at the University of
Wyoming.
1947
Peter Mott is teaching French at Phillips Andover Academy.
Malcolm Peyton is studying Composition in the Music D epartm ent at
Princeton. His “Two Pieces for String O rchestra” was perform ed recently
by the Princeton Symphony Orchestra.
David Rogers was m arried to Helen Rodgers Burgiu on June 11 in
Milton, Mass.
2nd Lieutenant Richard Swinnerton has been assigned to the 5th Ar
m ored Division as executive officer of Battery C, 47th Arm ored Field Artil
lery Battalion.
Stanley Wilks graduated from N orth Texas State Teachers College last
June. He plans to study at C am bridge University, England, this year.

FINE
BOYS
APPAREL
B E L L O W

S

208*10 N assau Street
Princeton, N. J.

PRinceton 1-3221

Zhe Princeton Jnn

M A R S H A N D CO .
PHARMACISTS

Phone 0028

NASSAU BARBER SHOP
"Right Next to the Balt"

JUST TOYS

STUFF
10 Moore Street

'N

NONSENSE

Princeton, N. J.

B R O P H Y ’S
FINE FOOTWEAR

78 NASSAU ST.

PRinceton 1-3730

1948
Charles Bray, who graduated from Princeton in June, is studying Poli
tics and History at the University of Bordeaux, France, on a F ulbright
Scholarship.
1949
John D ’Arms was Associate D irector of the Princeton Summer Camp at
Blairstown, N. J., last summer.
Boh and Bruce Dennen played outside right and left fullback respec
tively on the Yale varsity soccer team this fall.
Bill Phelps has transferred from Swarthm ore College to Tem ple U niver
sity.
1950
John Lapslev was elected captain of the H arvard varsity crew at the
end of his Sophomore year. He will be the first Junior to lead a H arvard
varsity team in 15 years.
Henry Urbaniak has been elected captain of the Princeton varsity soc
cer team for next year. A regular fullback for the past two seasons, Henry
is the first P.C.D. alumnus to win this honor.

SCHOOL CLOTHES
FOR TEEN AGE BOYS

THE PREP SHOP
12 Cham bers Street

Princeton 2450

You owe yourself a treat at

VIEDT'S

T H O R N E 'S D R U G S T O R E
168 Nassau Street
Princeton, N. J.
Phone 1-0077

T H E E S Q U IR E L U N C H E O N E T T E
258 N assau Street — Princeton, New Jersey
Michael Blazakis
Nicholas Costa
Proprietor

Phone PR. 1-9824

Princeton 1-3055

A R T IS T IC H A IR D R E S S E R S
38 WITHERSPOON ST.

PRINCETON, N. J.

T H E F A B R IC S H O P
6 Cham bers Street
Princeton, N, J.

1951
Conway Hiden, after com pleting training at the Pre-Commissioning
School at Norfolk, Virginia, will see duty on the U.S.S. Ponchatula, based
in California.
Harry Rulon-Miller received the Freshm an Hockey Trophy at Prince
ton University last spring. He is currently playing wing on the first line
for Princeton’s varsitv.
Gordon Sikes is a student at Union College, Schenectady, N. Y.
1952
Ted D ’Arms appeared in four productions of the Oregon Shakespearean
Festival in Ashland, Oregon, last summer. He is now a Freshm an at W oos
ter College, Ohio.
Larry Griggs has been chosen president of his Freshm an dormitory at
Brown University.
J
John Van Cleve has been pledged to the K appa Alpha F raternity at
W est Virginia W esleyan College, w here he is a Freshm an.
Larry Ward is a student at Trinity College, H artford, Conn.
John Wellemever played guard on the Yale Freshm an football team this
fall.

HELEN VAN CLEVE. BROKER
TOWN AND COUNTRY PROPERTIES
9 Mercer Street

Princeton, N. J.

LA W R E N C E BAR AN D R ESTA U R A N T
1900 Brunswick Avenue — Trenton, New Jersey
DELICIOUS LUNCHES - DINNERS
COCKTAILS
Telephone EXport 2-9481

G E O R G E K O EPPEL, S IL V E R S M IT H
Silver Plating and Reconditioning

19 Model Ave.

Hopewell, N. J.

Telephone 6-0339

10 A.M. to 4 P.M. — Fri. eve.

J. B. H I L L & S O N S
Building M aterials
COAL - PAINTS
FUEL OIL - HARDWARE
HOPEWELL

PHONE 6-0005

GENERAL ELECTRIC APPLIANCES
Electrical Contracting

J O N E S E L E C T R I C CO.
Authorized Dealer
7 CENTER STREET
W. H. JONES

HOPEWELL, N. J.
TEL. 6-0228

T H E S A N IT A R Y CO AT. A P R O N A N D
TO W EL SUPPLY COMPANY
EXport 6-9349

100 Ward Avenue, Trenton

P E N N IN G T O N Q U A L IT Y SU P E R M A R K E T
"A Food Store Complete"

12 NORTH MAIN ST.

PENNINGTON, N. J.

WOOLSEY & CADW ALLADER
19 BROOKSIDE AVE., PENNINGTON, NEW JERSEY
EXport 4-5387

Pennington 7-0057

Lumber — Mason M aterials — Hardware — Paints
Pre-Fabricated Houses

Compliments

T H E O . P. R E E D , JR.
PENNINGTON, NEW JERSEY

Compliments of

W . C. K I N G

PHILIP J. GOLDEN, JR.
P L U M B IN G A N D H E A T IN G

707 PRINCETON-KINGSTON ROAD

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

Phone 1-0125

RESIDENTIAL

INDUSTRIAL

Our Research Has Discovered No Limits
To The Future Of Electronic Development
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