


B U D N Y ' S
1920 BRUNSWICK AVENUE 

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 

EX 4-3143 and 4-3144

We Can RECAP Your Tires 

AND GUARANTEE NEW TIRE MILEAGEI

Town and Country Tread 

Suburbanite Tread

F IR E ST O N E — GOO DYEAR  

TIRES

Ask Your Service Man for Our Recap Service



G R E A T  O A K S
OXFORD, M AINE

A  Camp for Boys 6 to 16 in 

the M aine W oods

Established in 1924

JOSEPH F. BECKER, Director

Collegiate School 
N ew  York City

"A  CAMP FOR CA M P IN G "

M O U N TA IN  A N D  C A N O E  TRIPS, M INERAL 
EXPEDITIONS, A N D  HORSEBACK RID ING 
A S  WELL A S  USUAL C AM P  ACTIVITIES 
INCLUDING ART, CRAFTS, A N D  RIFLERY.

1959 SEASON  

JUNE 25 TO AUGUST 20

For Catalogue and Interview 

Contact

MR. RICHARD C. GRIGGS  

Princeton Country Day School

or Phone 

WAInut 4-4904



WALTER F. SMITH & COMPANY
IN SURANCE REAL ESTATE

145 Academ y Street 

Trenton, N. J.

OWen 5-3441

The House of Good Printing Established in 1885

THE CRANBURY PRESS

"N ow  73 Years Old — But New  Every Friday"

Cranbury, New  Jersey

P E T E R  N A G U R N Y ,  P u b l i s h e r

Job Work of All Types 

Contact Us for Prices on Your Next Order

Phone EXport 5-0730



Sales and Service

K O PP’S  CYCLE S H O P

14 John Street Phone W A  4-1052

Schwinn and 

Raleigh 

Bicycles

HILTON REALTY CO. OF PRINCETON. IN C

GEORGE H. SANDS, Realtor

REAL ESTATE SALES, DEVELOPERS, RENTAL, etc.

234 Nassau Street W A  1 -6060



C A M P  D E E R W O O D
BOYS 9-16

ON SQUAM LAKE
HOLDERNESS, N. H.

Fourteenth Year Limited Enrollment
Excellent Staff — Modern Equipment

A ll camping activities (except riding') including water skiing, and 
many canoe and mountain trips.
Mr. Ferris Thomsen, Owner 

H ead  C oach of Lacrosse a t P rinceton University 
Princeton Boys W ho Have Attended

Bob A yers P e te  M orse
T im  C olm an John Odden
K eith H aza rd  Bob Peyton
D avid K elley M u rray  Peyton
J im  K eeney D an Quick
Jo h n  K eeney H ugh Sloan
P e te  K eeney Bob Stockton
Bob M cLaughlin C harles S tu art
H ow ard M cM orris Je b  S tu a rt
Tom  M ederos L eslie Vivian
B ill M orse

Princeton C ountry  D ay School R epresentative 
MR. R. V. C. W H ITEH EA D , JR.

Catalogue and Personal Interview Uvon Request

MR. A N D  MRS. FERRIS THOMSEN
Herrontown Road, Princeton, N. J.

Phone W alnut 1-8096



JUNIOR JOURNAL
JA N U A RY  1959

Conten t s
PAGE

M ETA M O RPH O SIS ( E ditoria l) .....................................................  6
W H O 'S W H O  ........................................................................................... 7
CAUSE O F D E A T H : LARGE ANIM AL, by R obert Carrick . .  8
T H E  PEA C E-D ISTU RBERS, btj Charles S t u a r t ........................  10
JOEY, bij Karl Pettit, Jr............................................................................  12
T H E  U.F.O. MYSTERY, by W illiam  P u tn e y .................................  13
L IT T L E  G R EEN  M EN , by John S h e e h a n ...................................... 15
“W H A T AM ERICA  MEANS TO  M E ”, by Alexander Patton . .  16
A N EW  IN CU RA BLE D ISEA SE, by Sam uel G u ttm a n ................ 17
ERN ST AND KARIN, b y  Peter H a r t ..............................................  18
H ISTO R IC  “COLROSS”, by W alter S m i t h .................................... 20
A DAY IN DISNEYLAND, by W illiam  E d w a r d s ........................  21
BEW ARE O F T H E  G H O ST O F E L  M O llRO ,

by John M c C a r th y ................................................................... 22
W AGON TRAIN, by John Poole .......................................................  22
T H E  M OST IN T E R E ST IN G  ANIM AL IN T H E  W O R LD ,

by  W illiam  S a y e n ..................................................................... 23
T H E  G H O ST STORY, by W illiam  M c D o w e ll .............................  24
DR. H A R W O O D  AND MR. LEA,

by R. C rawford and  W. P u tn e y ..........................................  25
H O N O R R O LL ........................................................................................  26
W IT H  T H E  BLUES AND W H IT E S ..............................................  27
A TH LETIC S:

SOCCER, b y Ross Ful/am  ................................................................  28
FO O TBA LL, by John D unning  .....................................................  31

E X C H A N G E S ............................................................................................. 35
W IT H  T H E  A L U M N I...........................................................................  37



Junior Journal
Published by the Students of the Princeton Country Day School 

Member Columbia Scholastic Press Association

S u b s c r i p t i o n ..............................................................................
$1.50 die Copy 
$4.50 a Year

PR IN CETO N , N EW  JERSEY

Vol. XXXI JANUARY, 1959 No. 1

Board of Editors

Joseph J. Smith ................................................................

W alte r F. S m ith .............................................................................Business M anager

Associate Editors

Richard Craw ford W illiam Putney

C ontributing Editors

John D unning Ross Fullam

Photographic Editor Exchange Editor

Ross Fullam W illiam  Staniar

5th Form Business Assistants

A lexander Patton — Peter H art — Van Blake;man — Peter W right

M r. H erbert McAnenv ...................................................

METAMORPHOSIS
T he history of P.C.D. may he com pared with that of a caterpillar spin

ning a cocoon. In 1924, P.C.D . was the new  born caterp illar getting  its 

bearings and  searching for food; then, upon getting  fat, retiring  from  one 

w orld on Bayard Lane to a new w orld in a cocoon on B roadm ead. There



over the years the caterpillar grows bigger, and  w hen he starts to expand 

he splits his cocoon slightly. P reparing  for the fu ture , the caterpillar repairs 

his cocoon and enlarges it, and then grows until once again he is sp litting 

the cocoon. Again he repairs it, taking another step tow ard the fu ture. Until 

one day, the caterpillar has just about form ed into a full-grown m oth. After 

adding tw o wings and a new gym on his cocoon, he sees th a t there  is no 

room to expand, and  he also notices tha t soon the cocoon will open; he 

w onders w hat he will be and w here he w ill go. Stay around the cocoon, or 

join his sister m oth? The answers we will know  in about ten years w hen the 

m oth is due to emerge.

W H O ' S  W H O

BLUES 
C harles Stuart 
Stephen Cook

Charles Stuart (Football)

1958 - 1959

COLOR OFFICERS 
President 
Secretary

TEAM CAPTAINS

W H IT E S 
R obert C arrick 

H ow ard McM orris

H ow ard  MoM orris 
R obert C arrick

(Soccer)

STU D E N T  C O U N C IL  
C harles Stuart, President 

H arold  van D oren, Vice-President 
W illiam  Staniar, Secretary 

H aro ld  Churchill, Treasurer

LIBRARIANS
6th Form: John D unning, H utchinson Fairm an, H ow ard  McM orris, 

H aro ld  van Doren.
5th Form: D udley Blodget, A lfred Davis, Peter H art, Jam es Kerr.

LO W ER  SC H O O L SO CCER CAPTAINS
Whites

Colem an D onaldson 
John N orton 
R obert Otis

(First Form) D avid Sayen

Blues
R ichard M arcus 
Griffin Strasenburgh 
D avid Tibbals 
Thom as Budnv
H am ilton Clark D onald  W oodbridge



8 JU N IO R  JOURNAL

CAUSE OF DEATH: LARGE ANIMAL

By RO BERT CARRICK (VI)

Tw elve solemn men filed slowly 
into the dimly lit room. T he old man 
show ed them  their seats along the 
far ■wall, and  they obediently  w ent 
over and sat dow n on a long, rickety, 
old bench. A flickering candle was 
the only source of illum ination in the 
dingy log cabin. In the m iddle of the 
room  was a large w ooden table 011 

w hich was laid out the still form of 
a m an d raped  w ith a sheet. Bending 
over the still form was a well 
dressed man inspecting the corpse 
qu ite  thoroughly. The old man stood, 
in terestedly, looking over the 
shoulder of the coroner. The candle 
illum inated the features, also, of an 
apprehensive voung man. T he young 
man's and  the coroner’s clothes 
seem ed strangely out of place and 
alien to this d irty  little backw oods 
cabin.

T he coroner tu rned  to the old man 
and conferred w ith him in low' tones. 
The young m an craned his neck in an 
effort to  hear, w hile the twelve 
southern foresters spoke noisilv 
am ong them selves. T hen the old 
man tu rned  around to the  twelve 
men and signalled for quiet.

“You men know w hv you are 
here!” he began. “You are here as

witnesses for the proceedings. T here
fore you m ust pay  attention. You all 
have at one tim e or another becom e 
acquain ted  w ith  the  deceased.” He 
indicated, w ith a flourish of his hand, 
the still form  on the table. “T hat is 
another reason for your presence 
here. T he deceased has been living 
here  for ten or m ore years. H e m ade 
his living by his traps. He had  no 
enem ies, was in perfect health, bu t 
vet, four days after his nephew ,” 
indicating the young man, “arrived 
at his cabin, he  died. The coroner 
here lists cause of death: m auling bv 
large anim al.”

T he tw elve began m urm uring 
am ong them selves. T he speaker 
signalled for silence and  then w ent 
on.

“T he nephew ”, again indicating 
the voung m an, “has told me hisJ  O

storv and  I w ant him  to tell it to 
you.”

Im m ediately all eyes focused on 
the young m an, who stepped  out of 
the shadows and into the vague, 
flickering light of the candle.

“I was living in C harlottesville 
w hen I received Uncle M ilt’s wire. 
It said tha t there w ere some very 
strange things going on here, and
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tha t I should hurry  right down. W ell, 
th a t’s just w hat I did. Uncle M ilt 
w an t as young as he used to be  and 
living alone, in the m iddle of the 
woods the w ay he was, I thought he 
m ight need some help.

“W ell, the next afternoon I arrived 
at his cabin and, to my great sur
m ise and  consternation, found him 
cow ering in his bunk. H e kept 
babb ling  tha t ‘I t’ was after him , 
chat ‘I t’ was w aiting outside for him. 
T tried  to calm him  by  telling him  
Lbat notching was outside, for I had 
seen nothing w hen I cam e in. T ha t 
'’’illy frigh tened  him  m ore and he 
«at there  w ith a look of terror etched 
across his face. T hen  he shouted, 
‘Vou w ouldn’t, you w ouldn’t.’ At tha t 
time, I could no t understand  this.

“W hen I calm ed him down enough 
*o m ake sense, he told m e w hat was 
then the m ost fantastic  and  absurd 
story I h ad  ever heard . H e said 
tha t one day w hile he was sitting 
'>n the front porch doing not much 
of anything he noticed that, some 
tw enty  feet away, the grass was 
m atted  down as if a large dog was 
lving there. B ut he could not see a 
thing. Then the grass sprang up as 
the w eight was moved. U ncle sat 
contem plating  this for a w hile and 
then dism issed it from his m ind 
com pletely. T hree  days later, how- 
“ver, while inspecting his traps, he 
lvum d th a t the one down by  the 
°reek h ad  been sprung and there  
w ere strange pug  marks th a t even 
LTncle, an experienced tracker.

couldn’t identify. They w ere very 
large.

“T h at was his last run-in w ith  the 
th ing up until the tim e th a t I arrived. 
T he second day we w ent out looking 
for it. W e took plenty  of am m unition 
b u t cam e back tha t n ight em pty- 
handed .

“I t  was on the fourth  day an event 
h ap p en ed  th a t I shall never forget 
until my dying day. T hat m orning 
there  w ere fresh tracks around the 
oabin. A pparently  it had  been here  
during the night. W e loaded our 
guns and  set off. All th a t m orning 
we tracked b u t found nothing. After 
these long hours of fruitless labors 
we w ere both  tired  and hungry, and 
so w hen we h ad  com e to a large 
grassy area, we decided to have 
lunch. I was sitting about ten feet 
aw ay from m y uncle. M y gun was 
viqjht beside me. U ncle’s, however, 
"?as p ropped  up  against a tree, quite  
'n it of his reach. T hen I noticed 
som ething m oving off to mv right. I 
'vasn’t sure just w hat it was, the 
w ind  or som ething, so I m ade no 
outcry. Then I saw a b it of m atted- 
dow n grass w hich kep t m oving 
tow ards Uncle. I t  was here  I picked 
up  my rifle and yelled a w arning, blit 
it was too late, for it sprang and 
knocked my uncle off his feet. I 
dared  not shoot for I m ight h it 
Uncle. T here  he w restled, thrashing 
''io len tly  at it, helplessly w rith ing in 
"ro tesque agony. I  was too petrified  
w ith fear and  disbelief, too stricken 
v/ith a g rea t dou b t to do anything,
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and besides w hat could I have done? 
By the tim e I recovered, he was 
dead, and  the th ing had  left. So I 
carried the body back to the cabin, 
w here you see him now, and notified 
our neighbor,” indicating the old 
man.

T he tw elve sat w ith jaws agape, 
not seem ing able to com prehend all. 
By this tim e, hours had  passed and  
the m oon was full. The old m an 
stood idly gazing out the w indow.

“T he coroner says tha t death  ap 
paren tly  was caused by a large 
anim al,” he m urm ured, “and from 
the looks of it, it p robably  was a

m ountain  lion. So I don’t see why 
he  insists on telling this story.” 

“Yes,” began the coroner, b u t his 
sentence was cut short by a short 
cry from the old man. Several of the 
m en w en t to the  w indow  and looked 
out just in tim e to see a long shadow 
cast across the w indow  by a large, 
in tangible som ething w hich was 
passing betw een  the cabin and the 
moon. T hey  all tu rn ed  and looked 
a t the  young man and then stared 
ou t the w indow. T he coroner pulled 
a sm all card  out of his pocket and 
w rote: “Cause of D eath: Large 
anim al . . . . ”

THE PEACE -  DISTURBERS

By CHARLES

At approxim ately eight p.m. on 
F riday , O ctober 31, th ree boys set 
ou t to terrorize the neighborhood. 
T hey w ere loaded w ith abou t sixty 
fire-crackers, one Roman candle, and 
a blank gun. (To p ro tec t the inno
cent, we will call these boys som e
th ing  original, like Tom, Dick and 
Harry.)

These peace-disturbers w ere going 
dow n around the area of University 
Field. They chose this spot because

STUART (VI)

they could throw  a firecracker at a 
person or car, w hichever the victim 
happened  to be, and then easily duck 
out of sight beh ind  one of the clubs 
on Prospect Street.

At about fifteen firecrackers after 
leaving hom e, our heroes arrived at 
their choice spot, and after a few 
suspenseful m om ents they succeeded 
in setting  off the Rom an candle in 
the m iddle of a lot.

W hen they got up their nerve and
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cam e out from hiding, it s tarted  to 
rain. I t  came dow n in torrents! The 
boys ran along the street and ducked 
into w hat looked like a deserted  
house. Tom opened the door and 
there was. . . .

“Holy cow, look at all the cats!” 
lie exclaimed.

“And the birds!” added  Dick. 
‘Billions of ’em!”

“W onder if anybody lives here,” 
said Harry. “Anybody hom e?”

“You go look upstairs,” said Dick to 
H arry , “and Tom and I’ll look around 
down here.”

“No!” shouted  Harry. “I won’t!” 
“Oh, so you’re chicken,” said Tom. 
“We-l-J-1, yes, I am. At least I ’m 

not afraid to adm it it.”
“Oh, go on, th ere’s nothing to be 

afraid of,” said Tom.
“And we’ll be right down here all 

the  tim e,” added  Dick.
“Oh, I suppose I ’ll do it — b u t 

don’t blam e me if I end up dead!” 
“Oh, don ’t worry, we w ouldn’t do 

that,” said Dick.
Then H a r r y w ent upstairs, 

m um bling, “I t is a far, far b e tte r 
th ing tha t I do than I have ever. . .” 

“Oh, shut up!” said Tom  and Dick 
in succession.

They still heard , how ever, . . . 
it is a far, far b e tte r  rest th a t I go 
to than I have . . . .  Y-ee-e-ow!”

Tom and Dick rushed  upstairs and  
found a very old lady laughing at 
H arry, who was petrified.

“D id you, ah, come for some 
candy?” said the  lady, still laughing. 

“Oh, ah, w h-w h-w h—ah, veh, I

guess so — sure, tha t was it, candy. 
Ah, t-t-trick or trea t?” said Tom, 
som ew hat startled  at the appearance 
of the lady.

“But never m -m ind,” said Dick, 
“we have to go hom e now. I t’s past 
bedtim e, you know .”

“B ut it’s raining,” said the lady, 
w ho still was in convulsions of 
laugh ter over H arry, who h ad n ’t 
u tte red  a word. “You can w ait here 
until the  rain stops.”

“Oh no,” said Tom, “th -th a t’s quite  
all right. I like the rain. Anyway, 
Mom w ants me in bed  by nine, and 
it’s past th a t already.”

“O h pshaw , I w on’t h u rt you, and 
you know  you can always explain.” 
By now the lady had  stopped her 
laughing, b u t  not for long. “You can 
th row  your firecrackers a t cars when 
they pass the house — and don’t tell 
me you don’t have any, because you 
d ropped  them  on the steps when von 
ran upstairs.” Again she bu rst into 
laughter.

W hen the old lady m entioned 
throw ing firecrackers a t cars, the 
boys im m ediately took a liking to 
her and  decided  to stay. They started  
heaving cherry bom bs and fire
crackers out the windows at every
body.

“She’s a w eird old lady,” said Dick, 
"bu t I like her.”

“Yes, I like h er too,” said a rough 
voice from  beh ind  them.

T hey slowly tu rned  around. They 
saw: a m an in a uniform  w ith a 
badge. T hey heard: th a t same old 
laugh ter they knew  so well.
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JOEY
By KARL P E T T IT , JR. (V)

T he n igh t was b itte r, and while 
Joey — my p e t poppy  — tw elve 
rough soldiers and  I w ere driving 
through  G erm an lines in a convoy 
of five trucks and  th ree arm ored 
half-track anti-air trucks, w e w ere 
fired upon by heavy G erm an a rtil
lery. W e sw erved off the road, and, 
w ith the loss of one truck, we found 
cover for the  re st of the n igh t behind 
a large dune.

I was aw akened in the m orning by  
a soft tongue going horizontally 
across m y cheek. It was Joey. His 
droopy ears hung  over my face, and 
as I got up  he bobbed  around in a 
ihiyful way. I h ad  forgotten  to feed 
'i■'in the n ight before, so while I was 
prying a ra tion  can onen he rolled 
around in the sand. D uring the tim e 
he ate I asked the lieu tenan t in com 
m and w hen we w ould be  out of 
Germ an territory.

“W ell,” he  said, “if there are no 
m ore injuries we m ight m ake it by 
tom orrow  evening. G et the m ap case 
and  le t’s see how  far we got yester
day  and how  far we have to go.”

A fter figuring th a t w e had  about 
1 q u a rte r of the w ay still to go I 
folded up  the m ap, picked up joev. 
and  ran  to the trudc and  told the 
Meutenant our situation.

A fter a quick breakfast we got 
our trucks under way, pushing them

through tthe thick, soft sand on to 
the road. W ith  nothing to do in the 
back of a truck, we taugh t Joey some 
tricks — how  to beg, roll over, and 
chase his tail. All this p u t some 
hum or into the ride, and at noon we 
stopped to p u t the last b it of gas 
in all the trucks.

Just as w e drove off, we started  
to get h it b y  a heavy m ortar b a r
rage com ing from  abou t ha lf a mile 
ahead  of us. W e came to the edge 
of a la rge  sand  dune and  “b ailed” 
out of the trucks and scram bled b e 
h ind  the dime. Joey follow ed on my 
heels. A sniper killed Jonathan, my 
’x\st friend. W ithin  ten m inutes we 
destroyed the w hole em placem ent. 
W e h ad  no injuries except for Jon, 
so we w ere on our way again at 
th ree forty-five.

At eight o’clock n ight came bu t 
no t peace. Germ an troops w ere 
com ing in from the north. L ight 
artillery sm ashed our outpost, des
troying three trucks and killing 
m any. W e finally outflanked them  
and killed the ir tw enty-one men and 
destroyed four light guns and four 
m ortars.

D aw n rep laced  the n ight b u t not 
tbe dead. W e had  lost tw enty-eight 
m en out of our fiftv-three. D am age, 
^oo, was high. F inally  a t tw o th irty  
we got s tarted , w ith three trucks.
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tw enty-five m en, and a dog. O ur gas 
tanks w ere half full, and we had 
seventeen miles m ore to go.

At four o’clock we had  eight miles 
m ore to go. Then in th e  sky two 
spots sparkled in the  sunlight. They 
w ere G erm an Focke-W ulffs and they 
were com ing in fast. O ur last an ti
aircraft truck spat shells into the air. 
One plane was shot down righ t away, 
b u t the o ther seem ed bulletproof.

The excitem ent scared Joey, and 
he w riggled right out of my hands 
and ran across the sand. I called, 
bu t he kep t running. T hen  I saw a 
th ing I couldn’t believe. T he plane 
dove right a t Joey and shot him. I

jum ped lip w ith tears in my eves 
and swore my head off a t  tha t G er
man. 1 grabbed  Tom ’s B.A.R. and 
ran out on the sand. The plane m ade 
a second pass at the convoy, and  I 
em ptied  a whole m agazine at it. A 
couple of bullets broke through the 
cockpit and  I guess through the 
p ilo t’s head, fo r the plane crashed 
a hundred  yards aw ay from Joey. I 
ran over to him and bu ried  him on 
the spot. I said a quick psalm  that 
I had  m em orized from the Bible and 
w alked back to my truck.

W e got back to our lines at ten 
o’clock w ith tw enty-tw o men, two 
trucks — b u t no Joey.

THE U. F. O. MYSTERY

Bv W ILLIA M  PUTNEY (VI)

In the last ten years or so, a 
num ber of people have claim ed to 
have observed strange phenom ena 
in our skies. The popular nam e for 
them  is Flying Saucers, b u t the 
people who are involved w ith  the 
study of these phenom ena refer to 
them  as “unidentified  flying objects”, 
or U .F .O ’s. Thousands of people 
have reported  U.F.O. sightings since 
about 1947, and some even believe

sightings w ere m ade in Biblical 
times.

Some of the most im portant and 
docum ented reports of aerial pheno
m ena have come from airplane 
pilots, both civil and m ilitary. One 
of the most unusual incidents con
cerning pilots took place just as 
U.F.O. sightings w ere becom ing in 
creasingly common. An Air Force 
pilot was in contact w ith his field
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when lie suddenly repo rted  a strange 
object m oving at a trem endous rate  
of speed. H e announced tha t he was 
going to  pursue the object. Then 
there was silence. The p ilo t’s body 
was found  am ong the w reckage a 
w hile later. The incident was never 
explained. T here  have been a 
num ber of such sightings by pilots, 
though no t as tragic. Pilots have 
often repo rted  lights com ing from 
these strange saucers and have seen 
the objects traveling in groups or 
form ations.

B ut airp lane pilots are a m inority 
am ong the saucer sighters. M ost of 
the  peop le  who have claim ed sight
ings are  average, everyday people 
w ho spotted  their saucers by pure 
chance. Reports have come from  all 
over the  world, not just from  the 
U nited  States. Reports often vary as 
to th e  shape, size, and color of the 
U .F .O ’s. Sometimes they are des
cribed  as silvery, a t o ther times as 
dark. C igar-shaped saucers have 
been  observed, and claims as to their 
size ru n  as high as ten miles long. 
M ore m oderate  observers, how ever, 
have spo tted  small, disc-shaped ob
jects supposedly shotting through the 
heavens at fantastic speeds.

Large groups of saucer-believers 
have been form ed all over the 
country, and a num ber of books and 
periodicals devoted to the subject 
have appeared. T he most im portant 
group of saucerites is the N ational 
Investigations Com m ittee on Aerial 
Phenom ena, w ith  headquarters in 
W ashington, D. C. This is one of the

be tte r, m ore in telligent groups of the 
saucer faithful. T here are, how ever, 
num erous m ore fanatical groups, 
m any claim ing contacts w ith people 
from Venus, Mars, and  other regions 
of space. Some m em bers of these 
organizations go so far as to claim 
visits to various p lanets and  the 
moon.

T he Air Force, on the o ther hand, 
claims th a t flying saucers are not 
from  space b u t have reasonable and 
logical explanations. The Air Force 
states th a t believers in “saucers from 
space” are m entally sick, trying to 
exploit saucerists, or just plain 
stupid. N inety-five per cent of all 
saucer sightings, says the Air Force, 
can be easily explained. A bout that 
m issing five per cent the  Air Force 
usually rem ains silent.

T he saucerites claim th a t the Air 
Force is suppressing the facts, 
mainly because of the fear of w orld 
panic. They say the Pentagon knows 
tha t the strange objects come from 
worlds o ther than our own, b u t is 
trying hard  to conceal the tru th  and 
destroy the saucer organizations. 
T hese organizations hold  an annual 
flying saucer convention in C alifor
nia, and  recently  the first East 
C oast convention was held  here in 
New Jersey, not far from Princeton. 
I hope to be able to a ttend  the next 
E ast Coast convention and  perhaps 
learn m ore about the subject.

W hat do I believe about the 
U .F.O ’s? I don’t know; I just don’t 
know.
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LITTLE GREEN MEN

By JO H N  SH EEH A N  (IV)

Now, as soon as they see this title 
some people will think they know  
w hat this story is about. But they 
don’t. The little  green men I ’m talk
ing about do not appear after three 
m artinis or a bourbon and  rum  soda. 
These men I ’m talk ing abou t come 
from outer space.

T hese men are about three feet 
tall. T hey’re dressed in green clothes 
th a t m atch their bright-green skin. 
The only color contrast on these m en 
is in their yellow  eyes and  yellow 
guns. They have happy faces like 
hum an faces — except th a t they’re 
green.

My adventure  w ith these men b e 
gan on a Sunday afternoon. I was 
taking a walk, and  as I was going 
past this vacant lot, I felt som ething 
pulling a t me like a m agnet. I t was 
pulling me tow ard  the vacant lot. I 
tried  to get free b u t I couldn’t. I 
yelled for help, b u t the streets w ere 
deserted. Then I rem em bered  almost 
everybody m ust be at the fireworks 
exhibition they w ere having a t the 
o ther end of town, so I gave up and 
allow ed myself to be pu lled  into the 
vacant lot.

Once inside, I saw  one of the 
strangest sights on earth . I m ean, I 
saw som ething stranger than any
th ing we have on earth  because w hat 
I saw  was definitely not from  Earth.J

T here w ere abou t a dozen or so 
of the little  m en I have previously 
described, and a rocket ship that 
w ould hold abou t five men com fort
ably. Of course, to those small men 
it m ust have seem ed gigantic.

They could speak English and 
they asked m e to help  them . They 
said they w ere from  U ranus and 
w ere p a rt of the U ranian Suicide 
Squad. They w ere after a m onster 
called the Pigadoo. I t  h ad  escaped 
from U ranus in a stolen rocket ship. 
T hey had  tracked it all over the  
solar system — N eptune, Pluto, 
Saturn, Mars, M ercury, everyw here, 
till they reached  E arth . T hey had 
lost track of it around C ape C an
averal, w here all those rockets w ere 
going up. Anyway, they w anted  me 
to help  them  and . . . excuse me a 
minute.

. . . “But, dear, I ’ve only had about 
three or four m artinis, and I ’m . .
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"WHAT AMERICA MEANS TO ME"
By A LEX A N D ER PATTON (V)

America is no good, pliooey! My 
papa says America is all lies. H e says 
Am erica should let us Puerto  
Ricans go. W e can govern ourselves.O O
He says Am erica w on’t let us go b e 
cause we m ight becom e Com munists. 
Mv papa don 't like the Russians b u t 
he says Com m unism  is m uch 
stronger. I don 't care about that, bu t 
he says Americans are weak and soft. 
I believe that.

You see, there was this American 
boy in our class. His fa ther was in 
the embassy. This kid is very rich. 
H e lives in the Patio H otel, the  most 
expensive in the city. Every day lie 
drives up in this big, black Cadillac. 
The kid is in the back seat, reading. 
He is always reading. T here is a 
chauffeur in a b lack  suit driving.

The first day we saw this car pull 
up in front of school we all gathered 
around and  gaped. Then this puny 
kid got ou t w ith a pile of books so 
high. H e stared  at us as if we were 
wild creatures. T he chauffeur said, 
“W ill you be all right, Sidney?”

“Yes, qu ite ,” lie said in a fa in t little 
voice. “You may go now, Charles.” 

From  tha t day on we all hated  
him. The teacher gave us very strict 
warnings about teasing or fighting 
w ith  him. H e was a real “b ra in” and 
could have helped  us w ith our work, 
b u t when Max asked him  a question

he said, “If you can 't answ er a 
sim ple question like tha t you should 
be in F irst G rade.” Max is b ig  and  
has a b ad  tem per, and w hen this 
little punk said that, he was gonna 
kill him. The teacher stopped him.

T he kid w ouldn’t play  any sports. 
W hen we tried  to get him to play 
rugtbv w ith us so we could knock hisO J
puny head off he said, “I w ould not 
play w ith you Puerto Ricans in a 
million years.”

Bov! This m ade me and Max m ad. 
All the tim e this kid kept being 
so “pushy”. And the way he bragged! 
H e'd  brag  about his old m an or the 
U nited States. Phooey! Max says all 
Americans are like that. I believe 
him.

W ell, at the end of a w eek me 
and Max got so fed  up we m ade a 
plan to get him. W e got him  as he 
le ft school on Friday. Max said, “I 
don’t like the way you talk about 
us.”

He glared at Max and  says, “Let 
me by.”

“Just a m inute ,” Max says. “I ain 't 
through w ith you.”

Then this punk says, “A re you 
challenging me to a fist fight?”

“Call it w hat you w ant,” Max savs.
So the little kid takes off his neat 

little coat, folds it an d  puts it on the 
ground. “This is w here my judo
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train ing comes in handy,” he says, 
''handling hoods like you.”

Max starts to circle him. H e swings 
his righ t arm  a t the punk and this 
kid does som ething quick and Max 
is on the ground. I grab him from 
behind and hold him. Max gets up 
and lets him have it right in the puss.

T h a t guy yelled bloody m urder so 
loud all of Puerto Rico could hear. 
W e dug out, bu t we w ere caught.

Boy, did we get it for that! All ’cause 
of this pushy little  kid from  America.

Then there’s this business about 
Am erica being the “land of fo rtu n e”. 
T hat a in’t true. They ain’t  fair to us 
Puerto Ricans. My uncle w en t to 
New  York w ith this get-rich-quick 
idea along w ith a dozen others and 
cam e back, “b usted”.

A m erica’s only for the guys w ith 
Cadillacs.

A NEW INCURABLE DISEASE
By SAM UEL GUTTM A N  (VI)

M any chew ed fingernails, nervous 
breakdow ns and  sleepless nights are 
the result of a new  rage. This is to 
sit up and to rtu re  yourself by w atch 
ing horror movies until all hours of 
the night. This pastim e seems to 
offer a strange fascination to both 
young and old.

T he only equipm ent you need is 
a television set, a blank w all to sit 
against, and  som ething to tear to 
shreds. Always be  on guard  for a 
practical joke by a non-horror-loving 
m em ber of the  family. All th a t they 
have to do is calmly say “Boo” in the 
m iddle of “H ouse of D racula” and 
the viewers, w ho by this tim e are a 
bundle  of nerves, will jum p for the 
ceiling.

T here are two types of viewers. 
F irst are the ones who sit there  and 
every few  m inutes le t out a chuckle 
and say, “Oh, it’s just a movie.” 
W hen it comes to the p a rt w here the

vam pires go into action, this type 
goes dow n to the kitchen for a glass 
of m ilk and returns la ter grum bling 
abou t m issing the exciting part. The 
second type is the viewers whose 
eyes are glued to the screen. They 
get so w rapped  up  in the movie tha t 
they unconsciously take on the 
facial expressions of the grief- 
stricken victims. I t’s not advisable to 
sit next to  this type because they 
often get so involved th a t they may 
start flailing their arms or kicking, 
w hich m ight cause you bodily injury.

I ’ve been  asking m yself for a long 
tim e this question, “W hy do people 
enjoy inflicting to rtu re  upon them 
selves and then saying they enjov 
it?”

A fter w atching your first horror 
movie you’ll m ost likely get the  
habit. I t’s unexplainable and th ere’s 
no cure. I know. I’ve got it.
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ERNST AND KARIN

By P E T E R  HART (V)

T he siren had sounded the all clear 
signal and  Ernst, Karin and their 
step-sister, Ingrid , cam e up the stairs 
to their room. T hey lived in constant 
fear of tw o things, the  G estapo and  
the  'bombs. T hey couldn’t  decide 
w hich they h ated  more. T heir 
younger b ro ther, Karl, had  been 
killed by  the bom bs and  righ t now 
their fa ther was being held  by the 
Nazis.

They en tered  their cubicle and 
looked out a t the ruins of H am burg. 
K arin scream ed, “Ernst, E rnst, do 
you th ink w e’ll see Pa tonight? H ow  
m any Nazis do you think the fa t 
A m ericans’ bom bs killed? I hope 
they  killed a h u n d red  thousand of 
them  and  a hundred  planes w ere 
killed. D on’t  you?”

“P a’ll be all righ t,” E rnst said, 
try ing  to  reassure him self. “I hope 
all th e  Nazis in  the w orld are killed!”

“W hy?”
“D on’t forget N anna.” At this 

Karin bu rst into tears. She rem em 
bered  kind, p re tty  Nanna. H ow  they 
had  beaten  her and  then taken her 
away. How she and  E rnst had  cried 
until the ir father, K nut Jensen, had  
come hom e. H ow  their Pa was p ro 
bably  dead.

A sharp  knock on the door! W as

this the h ated  G estapo come to get 
them  too? Karin said as if she w ere 
in a trance, “Pa, Pa. I knew  you’d 
come back.” She opened the door 
and fainted. The Gestapo! E rnst ran 
to her side. “Karin, Karin, w ake up! 
W ake up! You killed her! You killed 
Karin!” H e h it a t the officer madly 
w ith his small fists.

A m an beh ind  the officer said, 
“E rnst, E rnst, stop it a t once!” H e 
looked up.

“Pa! Pa! D id  they h u rt you? Are 
you all right? Karin, P a’s back! They 
didn’t  kill him! They d idn’t kill Pa!” 
Karin d idn’t  move. K nut knelt down 
and slapped her face.

“D on’t  h it her, Pa! D on’t h it her!” 
Karin arose and  looked around.

“Pa, look out! G estapo pig!”
H er fa ther looked up, “I ’m sorry, 

Colonel, you know .”
“L et’s go.”
“W here?”
“W here do you think?”
“Jail!”
“Pa, don’t le t . . . .
“Com e along, E rnst, Karin. The 

colonel will b ring  your toys.”
“Pa, are you le tting  them  take us 

away?
“I  am  com ing too,” rep lied  her 

father.
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“W hy, Pa, w hy? W hat did we do?” 
“Listen, son. I t  will be all righ t.” 
“B ut w hy?”
“Com e along.” R eluctantly  they 

follow ed their fa ther dow nstairs and 
dow n the street.

T hey  w ere given orders by a 
sergeant. They w ere to go down the 
hall and turn  left. They did so. In  
fron t of them  was N anna. She was 
"au n t and  thin. “N anna, N anna!” 
Both children ran  tow ards her. 
E rnst hugged and kissed her and 
K arin cried on her knee. I t  was hard!

“N anna, w hat’s w rong w ith your 
legs?”

“I lost them  in the fire!” she said 
as she looked up at the Nazi. W hat 
their fa ther said w hen they w ere 
alone in a cell chilled them.

H e said, “Karin, Ernst, goodbye. 
You know  I love you so I shall not 
expect you to cry w hen I say this. 
W e are all going to be killed.” 

“W hy?”
“L et me continue. As you know, 

there  is a w ar going on and  G erm any 
is losing. A man nam ed H itler is the 
ru ler of the Nazis. H e is a crazy 
fool! Because his generals are losing 
the  w ar, he has to ‘take it out’ on 
someone. T ha t som eone happens to 
b e  us.”

“W hy us?”

“I am com ing to that. You see 
this m an believes tha t we are 
responsible for his losing.”

“W e d idn’t  figh t the  Nazis. W hy 
should they w ant to kill us?”

“I told you that. This H itler is not 
::mart so he  could not see why he 
was losing. A man nam ed H einrich 
H im m ler, the  leader of the Gestapo, 
told him  how  he  should ha te  us and 
w hat w e do.”

“W h at d id  we do?”
“N othing, b u t this H im m ler led 

H itler to th ink we did. So H itler 
to ld  H im m ler to kill us.”

“W hy just us? W hy not the 
K rupers or the Slovaks?” asked Ernst. 

“H e has killed not just us b u t
m illions of un fo rtunate  people like

„ »
US.

A creak and  the ever-nearing foo t
steps b ro u g h t their conversation to 
a close.

“I ’m scared.”
“D on’t  be. I t  w on’t hu rt.”
“All right, get up! Come on, 

follow  me!”
T hey follow ed him  dow n a cor

ridor and into a room. Tw elve more 
people cam e in, sobbing. In a 
m om ent it was all over. An engine 
genera ted  carbon m onoxide into the 
cham ber and  they  w ere dead.

You see, the Jensens w ere Jews.
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HISTORIC "COLROSS"
Bv W A LTER F. SM ITH  (VI)

A bout 175 vears ago the house on 
the G reat Road recently  bought by 
Miss F ine’s School, and known 
locally as “Colross”, was bu ilt in 
A lexandria, Virginia. As the town 
grew, the house was gradually  sur
rounded  by industries and the loca
tion becam e undesirable for resi
dential purposes. For m any years 
this fine exam ple of Southern 
colonial arch itecture  was unoccupied 
and  neglected. I t  deterio rated  into a 
shocking condition of near-ruin.

Only the vision of Princetonian 
John M unn, who saw it while visiting 
in A lexandria, saved it from com 
plete  oblivion. He purchased the 
property  in 1929 and had  it moved, 
piece bv piece, to its p resen t location 
on the G reat Road just north of the 
P retty  Brook Road. Using as much

of the original s tructure  as possible, 
the house was rebuilt and  em erged 
once again as a dignified residence. 
Some tim e la ter my parents bought 
‘̂ Colross”, and  it becam e my hom e 
for alm ost ten years.

The house, bu ilt entirely  of the 
original handm ade brick, consists of 
a large three-storied central section 
with w ell-proportioned, two-storied 
wings on each end. Against this 
background of tim e-m ellow ed brick 
walls are generous plantings of holly, 
evergreens, shrubs, and various 
flowers sim ilar to those of the 
original gardens.

Inside, every detail has been 
copied w ith great care. T he first 
floor of the  central section consists 
of a large entrance hall, library, 
dining room, and draw ing room,
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each finished w ith hand-carved 
panels of w hite pine. Black m arble 
fireplaces, im ported from  Italy, are 
in each room, and  the ceilings are 
beautifu lly  decorated  w ith friezes 
copied from m oldings found in the 
original house.

The second floor has four large 
bedroom s, each with its own fire
place. T he th ird  floor has three 
ra ther plain rooms of no particu lar 
distinction. All the floors are 
random -w idth boards salvaged from 
Virginia. Bathroom s and electric 
lighting, added  when “Colross” was 
redesigned, are the only m odern 
features. The w est wing of the house, 
finished while we lived there, is a 
com plete apartm ent in itself, while

the east wing contains the service 
areas and rooms for servants.

“Colross” has had  too long a history 
to report here in detail. These are the 
most interesting facts:

I t was bu ilt by Jonathan Swift in 
1785 in Alexandria, Virginia, as a 
Southern c o l o n i a l  gentlem an’s 
m anor. I t  changed ow nership when 
it becam e the stake in a notorious 
card game. L ater it was abandoned 
and neglected for a long time. 
M oved to Princeton, it once again 
becam e a private residence for some 
th irty  years. Now it stands ready to 
add  another chapter to its colorful 
story — perhaps as p art of a fu ture 
Miss F ine’s Princeton Country Day 
School campus.

LOWER SCHOOL DEPARTMENT 
A  DAY IN DISNEYLAND

By W IL L IA M  EDW ARDS (II)

This sum m er I w ent to C alifornia 
for a m onth. I think D isneyland is 
“the m ost”. My second day there I 
w ent very early because I thought 
there w ouldn’t be a very large 
crow d there, and  I was right. F irst 
I w alked dow n M ain Street. As I 
w alked along I peeked in the old- 
tim e shops and  saw chaps dressed 
in very old-fashioned clothes. Finally 
I got to A dventureland. In Adven- 
tu reland  I only w en t on one ride, bu t 
it was fun. This ride was called the 
Jungle Cruise. After the ride I w ent 
to F ron tierland  w here I w ent on the 
Mark Twain, w hich is a copy of an

old M ississippi paddle-w heeler. This 
boat goes around Tom Sawyer 
Island. W hen it docked I got off and 
w ent to Fantasvland. O nce inJ

F an tasy land  I h ead ed  straigh t for 
the M ad H a tte r’s tea party. W hen I 
got there  I  got in a very b ig  cup 
w ith a round  disc in the center. I 
tu rn ed  it to the rig h t and I spun 
around in circles. T he faster I 
tu rned  the disc the  faster I turned. 
F inally  it stopped  and I got out. As 
I w alked ou t the  M ain G ate I was 
very sad ab o u t leaving b u t I came 
back  again the next day.
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BEWARE OF THE GHOST OF EL MORRO
Bv j o h n  M cC a r t h y  ( in )

L ieutenant-C olonel V ictor Blake 
had just been stationed at Fort 
Buchanan in San Juan, Puerto  Rico. 
His house was next to an old Spanish 
fo rt bu ilt abou t 1613. T he castle was 
called  El M orro, m eaning “the 
F o rt”.

T here  w ere strange stories of 
ghosts who lived in the castle. 
Natives swore they heard  horrifying 
voices telling them  to bew are. They 
w ere supposed to  be those of Sir 
Francis D rake and his crew  m em 
bers. A fter not succeeding in taking 
El M orro, D rake vowed tha t after 
his death  he w ould come and  haun t 
the castle forever. Colonel Blake, 
w ho was not superstitious, d id  not 
heed  it.

O ne Sunday afternoon the Colonel 
w ent over to look at the old fort. H e 
was w alking, looking at the b eau ti
ful high walls and the old historic

cannons. Suddenly he stopped! He 
heard  a loud groan! Even though he 
was trem bling, he w ent over to a 
cannon to investigate. H e looked in 
and saw two glassy eyes peering  at 
him. T hen ano ther groan echoed 
from the cannon. To his surprise, a 
little black puppy was crying as he 
was trying to escape from the can
non. H ow  relieved Colonel Blake was 
as he pulled  the pup  from the 
cannon.

He took the rescued dog hom e to 
his three children. After several 
weeks of try ing to find the owner, 
he decided to keep the puppy. They 
nam ed him  “El M orro” in honor of 
the castle in w hich he was found. 
From  th a t tim e on, little M orro spent 
many happy  days running through 
the castle and  trying very hard  not 
to terrify  the visitors w ith w eird 
groans.

WAGON TRAIN
By JO H N  PO O L E  (III)

T he year was 1849. I was leading 
a w agon train to the C alifornia gold 
rush. W e w ere traveling  through 
A pa eli e land. It was by far the  m ost 
dangerous part of our journey. M y 
partner, Jona King, was ever on the 
w atch  for an A pache w ar party. 
Suddenly to my horror I saw Apache 
smoke signals over the horizon. I

scream ed this to Jona. W hen I heard  
no answ er I looked to the top  of the 
w agon an d  again to m y horror I 
saw  Jona, lying dead  w ith  an arrow  
through his heart. Im m ediately I 
rode to the rear of the w agon train to 
get everyone m oving fast. W e w ere 
seventy-five miles from Fort Phillips 
in the town of Grotomburg, N evada.
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A bout an hour la ter I saw w hat I 
had  hoped  never to see. I t  was a w ar 
'a r ty  of well over th ree hundred  
Apaches. I quickly m ade a circle of 
the wagons. T here w ere forty-seven 
of them . W e had only fifty fighting 
men w ith one hundred  and  fifty guns.

A fter six hours of furious fighting 
they finally rode off. This was w hen 
we sent out our m essenger. W e 
d idn’t  know w hether he w ould geto

through or not.

T he next day the A paches a ttacked 
again. A fter th ey  rode off they left 
us w ith th irteen  m en, seventy-six 
rifles, forty-one wom en and fifty- 
nine children.

T he th ird  day w e w ere prepared. 
Just as they w ere charging I heard  
the beloved sound of an Army bugle. 
T he un it charged  in and com pletely 
w iped out the Apaches. T hen  we 
tro tted  sadly off tow ard the setting 
sun.

THE MOST INTERESTING ANIMAL 
IN THE WORLD

By W ILLIA M  SAYEN (II)

I think the m ost in teresting anim al 
in the w orld is the tuatera . A long 
tim e ago the tua tera  had  m any re la 
tives, b u t they all d ied  off. Now you 
see why it is called the “living 
fossil” and belongs to a group by 
itself.

T he tua te ra  is a reptile, b u t m any 
people think it is a lizard. I t  has two 
eyes in the place w here you expect 
and  one eye on the top of its head. 
T he tua te ra  is abou t two feet long.

T he tua tera  lives in a burrow  
m ade by the petrel, w hich is a bird. 
T he burrow  is about three feet long.

At the end it gets w ider so it makes 
a room lined w ith grass and  leaves. 
T he tua tera  usually lives on the 
righ t side and  the petrel lives on the 
left side. No one knows why they 
room like this.

T he tua te ra  only lives on some 
islands near New Zealand. I t is very 
well p ro tected . No one is allow ed 
on some of these islands w here it 
lives. N obody anyw here is allow ed 
to kill the tuatera , w herever they are. 
People do not w an t this “living 
fossil” to disappear.
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THE GHOST STORY

Bv W ILLIA M  M cD O W E L L  (III)

This is H allow e’en Night, 
Ghosts and  goblins,
Ants and  m onsters 
Chasing the goblins.

W itches are brew ing 
T heir favorite stew. 
Devils are eating it,
Goo, goo, goo.

T here  are the witches 
Crossing the sky.
There goes the devil 
W ith a w icked eye.

In a dismal house 
Across the street 
Bony skeletons 
G obble a feast.

L ittle  spooks 
And goblins, too,
Are having a dance, 
A-rickety-roo.

Devils and  m onsters 
W alk dow n the street.
All the fat ladies 
T ake to their feet.

Screeching and scream ing 
Goblins walk.
All the  black crows 
Squeak, squaw k, squawk.

H ear the skeletons 
In the graveyard 
D ancing and m ocking 
H ard , hard , hard.

Now they creep stealthily 
Back to their graves, 
Stalking behind 
The long-haired knaves.

Pum pkins galore 
All through the night; 
C ats on the fence 
H issing a fight.

As dawn steals up 
And H allow e’en stops, 
A sw arthv goblinJ O
Suddenly pops.
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DR. HARWOOD AND MR. LEA

By RIC H A R D  CR A W FO R D  and W ILLIA M  PUTNEY

This year P.C.D. is honored w ith two new  teachers: Dr. Floyd H arw ood, 

who teaches Latin to the Sixth, Fifth, and Fourth  Form s; and Mr. Langdon 

Lea, who is H istory instructor to the Sixth and Second Forms.

Dr. H arw ood a ttended  Yale University and in his Junior year was 

elected  to Phi Beta Kappa. He g raduated  in 1914 w ith a B.A. degree. H e 

continued in the G raduate  School and obtained his Ph.D . in 1917. Dr. H ar

wood taugh t a t Yale and the University of N ebraska. H e also was chairm an 

of the Latin and G reek departm en t a t the T aft School and later a t Law rence- 

ville. H e retired  from Law renceville last year.

D uring the first W orld W ar Dr. H arw ood was a second lieu tenan t in the 

field artillery. H e was abroad  in 1922, m ost of the tim e studying in Rome. 

H e has three m arried daughters and  one stepson — T. Leslie Shear, Jr. 

(P.C.D. 52), who is now a Senior a t P rinceton  University.

Mr. Lea spent his childhood in Philadelphia and  g raduated  from  St. 

Paul s School and Princeton U niversity in the class of 1932. H e m ajored in 

English and g raduated  cum laude. H e then taught Latin at St. Pau l’s and was 

on the discipiine board there.

D uring the second W orld W ar he was a sergeant w ith the Air Force in 

radio com m unications in N orth Africa. After the w ar he w ent back to St. 

P au l’s to resum e teaching. H e is presently  Hom e Room M aster of Room 2. 

H e assisted w ith  the coaching of the football team .
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H O N O R  ROLL

FALL TERM, 1958-1959 

(These grades do not include the Term Examinations.)

First Honor Roll
(90-100%) 

TO W N SEN D  BLODGET  
W ARREN ELMER  
W ARD JANDL  
RICHARD MARCUS  
j o h n  McCa r t h y  
JO H N  ODDEN  
ALEXANDER PA TTO N  
JO H N  WILLIS

Second Honor Roll
( 85-89%) 

GERARD CAMERON 
JO H N  D U N N IN G  
W ILLIAM EDW ARDS 
W ALTER EDW ARDS 
RANDOLPH HOBLER 
AUBREY H U STO N  
W ILSO N  KEHOE 
JAMES KERR 
JO H N  POOLE 
STEVEN SACKS-WILNER 
JAMES SCARFF 
JO HN  SCHEIDE 
PH ILIP SHERW OOD 
W ILLIAM SMOYER 
HERBERT W ARDEN 
DONALD W OODBRIDGE

Third Honor Roll
( 80-84%) 

NORMAN ARMOUR 
IOHN BAKER 
FRANKLIN BERGER 
DUDLEY BLODGET 
JOFIN BRINKERHOFF 
THOM AS BUDNY 
HAM ILTO N  CLARK

ROY COPPEDGE 
ROBERT CONSOLE 
RICHARD CRAW FORD 
ALFRED DAVIS 
RICHARD ECKELS 
ALEXANDER EDWARDS 
DAVID FRO TH IN G H A M  
STEPH EN  GOHEEN 
DAVID GREENE 
JEFFREY GRIGGS 
ROBERT GRIGGS 
SAMUEL G U TTM A N  
ADDISON HANAN 
PETER HART 
HAROLD HENRY 
RICHARD HILL 
FREDERICK H U TSO N  
DAVID JO HN SON  
CHARLES KATZENBACH 
KEVIN KENNEDY 
PETER KLINE 
ROBERT LEVENTHAL 
RICHARD LO N G STRETH  
JONATHAN MARK 
HOW ARD MYERS 
W ILLIAM  PU TN EY  
RICHARD REYNOLDS 
JOSEPH RIKER 
DAVID SAYEN 
W ILLIAM  SAYEN 
W ARREN SHEW  
PETER SKILLMAN 
CHARLES SMYTH 
W ILLIAM  STANIAR 
ALFRED STENGEL 
HAROLD VAN DOREN 
GUY VICINO 
JAMES VOLLBRECHT 
DAVID W AKELIN 
W ILLIAM WALKER
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WITH THE BLUES AND WHITES

SCH O LA RSH IP

A m argin of betw een 1 and 2 per cen t has separated  the Blues and 
the W hites on each m arking period this term . In every case the Blues w ere 
on top. The figures for the four m arking periods w ere as follows:

1st 2nd 3rd 4th
Blues 78 7 8 - 78+ 77+
W hites 7 7 - 76 76+ 7 6 -

Thus the Blues win for the term  w ith an average m ark of 78— against 

76+  for the W hites.

SOCCER

This year the Blue and W hite series was extrem ely close, the W hites 
finally w inning hv one goal in a play-off game.

In the First Form  the Blues won. T here w ere three squads in the 
Second-Third Forms, and here the W hites won in a round-robin series. The 
Blues won in the Junior Varsity, tying up the series. In the V arsity the first 
gam e was a scoreless tie. A play-off was held  the W ednesday afternoon b e 
fore Thanksgiving in w hich the tie was broken w hen Joe Riker scored the 
w inning goal for the W hites. Some of the hardest playing of the  year took 
place in this series.

FO O TB A LL

The Blues outplayed the injury-ridden W hites th roughout the  game. 
Touchdow ns w ere scored by S tuart on a reverse, by Cook on a line p lunge, 
and by Staniar on a pass from Stuart. The defensive play of the Blues was led 
by Stuart, Coffee, and Cook, who riddled  the W hite backfield all afternoon. 
The W hites w ere sparked by F airm an’s passes and P ettit’s and D avis’s runs.
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A T H L E T I C S

SO CCER 

By ROSS FULLAM

A lthough the team  did not have w hat you w ould call an excellent won- 
and-lost record, it fought hard  and ended  its season w ith th ree straigh t 
victories. T he halfback line of D udley Blodget, Tom  Reynolds and  Peter 
K irkpatrick and the play of co-captain M cM orris in the goal w ere our 
strongest points. Among the forw ards co-Captain Rob Carrick and Bill 
Smoyer supplied most of the scoring punch, each w ith four goals to his 
credit. T he season's record was four wins, th ree ties and three losses.

P.C.D. 0, LA W R EN C E JU N IO R  H IG H  0 
W e m anaged to hold our own against a heavier and stronger team . This 

was m ainlv due to our hard-playing halfbacks, Blodget, Smoyer and Kirk
patrick, and  to M cM orris, our goalie.

VALLEY ROAD 2, P.C.D . 1 
Valley Road built up a two-goal lead, b u t in the last qu arte r Carrick 

scored to p u t us back in the gam e. W e th rea tened  several times in the  last 
five m inutes but couldn’t qu ite  m ake it.

P .C .D . 0, P E D D IE  0 
W e played our confident opponents even. M cM orris m ade a great stop 

of a penalty  shot w hich saved the  game.
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LA W R EN C E JU N IO R  H IG H  3, P.C.D .2 
Again we w ere tw o goals beh ind  and nearly  pulled ou t a tie w ith a 

last-quarter rally. Carrick, a t wing, and Smover, playing center forw ard, 
w ere our scorers.

For a while we played a sloppy gam e against a younger team . W ith 
Sixth Form ers playing only one qu arte r each by agreem ent, we finally 
won. Carrick scored first, while Fourth  Form ers B lodget H. and Reynolds 
R. also m ade goals.O

A lthough we couldn’t score, this was our best gam e of the  season so 
far. M uch of the tim e we w ere out-hustling a team  w hich always plays a 
good game.

Aul p u t us in the lead early in the game, b u t Peddie cam e back in the 
last period to tie the score.

W e won this gam e through superior team w ork. Carrick scored two 
goals, one of them  on a nice cross shot from O dden.

This was a slow gam e until the th ird  period, w hen we cam e through 
w ith two quick goals. Smoyer and Aul each scored one.

P.C.D . 1, W IT H E R SPO O N  0 
A lthough we controlled the ball m ost of die time, it took a well-aim ed 

penalty  kick by Smoyer in the last qu arte r to break the tie and give us our 
fourth  victory against th ree defeats and three ties.

T he usual starting  line-up:

P.C .D  3, W EST W IN D SO R  1

VALLEY ROAD 2, P.C .D . 0

P.C.D . 1, P E D D IE  1

P.C.D. 2, W IT H E R SPO O N  0

P.C.D. 2, W EST W IN D SO R  0

0 .L . Aul (Carrick)
1.L. H are (Odden) 

C. Smoyer
l.R . H art
O.R. Carrick (Riker)

L.H.B. K irkpatrick 
C.H.B. Reynolds T. 
R.H.B. B lodget D. 
L.F.B. M ount
R.F.B. Smyth (Hollmann)

G. M cM orris
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FO O TBA LL 

Bv JO H N  D U N N IN G

T he 1958 season was one of the best since the School took up football. 
R unning from a straigh t T, we w ere led by a trip le-th reat halfback, Charlie 
Stuart. In all the varsity games we am assed 104 points, and our strong d e 
fense allow ed our opponents only 60 points, 28 of w hich came in the one 
gam e we lost.

W e reached a peak in the final gam e, as we shut out a form idable and 
fast-im proving H un team , 14-0. This com pleted a varsity season of five 
wins and one defeat. C redit should go to Mr. T ibbals and Mr. Lea for a 
fine coaching job.

P.C.D. 21, SH O R T H IL L S 12
After a shaky first period we counted  tw ice on a S tuart pass to Coffee 

and a S tuart run around end. As the th ird  period  began we scored early on 
a long run covering about half the field. T he reserves cam e in in the fourth 
period, allow ing two Short Hills touchdow ns.

W A RD LA W  31, P.C.D . (Reserves) 7 
This was a gam e for our |.V ’s, Fourth  and F ifth  Form  reserves. Lack of 

experience p u t the gam e out of our reach  b y  the end of the first half. W e 
scored late in the fourth period on a pass to W ood. T he opposition was big, 
fast, and very spirited.

P.C.D. 31, H U N  6 
H un looked to be big and pow erfu l b u t actually  w ere slow and very 

sloppy. This may well have been our best game. S tuart led the a ttack  w ith 
four touchdow ns. H un m anaged to score late in the fourth quarter.

P.C.D . 12, PINGRY 7 
W e w ere clearly a b e tter team , b u t not up to our best. P ingry’s defensive 

play was top grade. It kept them  in the gam e until m ost of the th ird  quarter. 
T hen a short run and a spectacular pass play m ade it 12-0 for us. T hey 
scored with seconds rem aining in the game.

NEW ARK ACADEM Y 28, P.C.D . 8 
T hey w ere a good team  and scored early. M iraculously we held  them  

th roughout the rest of the  first half. T hey broke th rough again for a score 
in t'he th ird  quarter. Then S tuart le ft the gam e late in the qu arte r w ith an 
injurv. Inspired  for awhile, we scored a m uch-disputed safety, and  later 
scored again on a pass to Staniar. T h e  loss of S tuart h u rt us, how ever, as 
thev  scored tw ice on long passes late in the game.
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P.C.D. 18, PINGRY 7
Scoring tw ice in the first half, we took a com m anding lead and w ere 

never behind. Coffee m ade a stupendous catch for a touchdow n, w hich 
started  us roiling. T he defensive plav of the  ends, Staniar and Coffee, Davis 
a t tackle, the line-backers, Cook and Budnv, and the safety m an, Stuart,7 7 J  7 J  7

th ro ttled  the visitors’ attack. A serious Pingry th rea t was thw arted  by  an 
interception by Budnv, who ran it back 30 yards.

P.C.D. 14, HUN 0

H un was a m uch im proved team , b u t on a recovered fum ble by Coffee 
we obtained possession near their goal line. W e broke the scoreless duel 
several plavs later on a pass to Staniar. L ater S tuart assured us victory on a 
long run after a pass. O ur defensive play was sparked by Cook, who played  
his best gam e of the year.

T he usual starting  line-up:
L.E. Coffee R.T. Davis
L.T. Shearer R.E. Staniar
L.G. Budnv Q.B. S tuart (Fairman)

C. D unning L .H . Fairm an (Stuart)
R.G. A lexander R.H. P ettit (Wood)

F.B. Cook
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R O SE D A LE MILLS
All Popular Brands of Dog Foods 

and Pet Supplies

We Deliver

W A  4-0134 274 Alexander St.

R O SED A LE  LOCKERS, INC.
Cooked and Decorated Hams for Parties 

Is Our Specialty

262 Alexander Street Walnut 4-0135

E very th ing  For T h e  Garden

JOHN OBAL GARDEN MARKET
LANDSCAPE 

DESIGNER & CONTRACTOR

P.O. BOX 103 PHONE: W A  - 4-3201
262 ALEXANDER ST. PRINCETON, N. J.

Visit the

N A S S A U  BARBER S H O P

In Our New Location 

20 Nassau St.
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SCHOOL CLOTHES 

FOR TEEN AGE BOYS

THE PR EP S H O P
69 Palmer Square Walnut 4-2450

A PPL EG A T E  FLORAL S H O P

47 Palmer Square West 

Phone W A  4-0121

DURNER S  BARBER S H O P

4 Palmer Sq. East

OPEN TUESDAY -  SATURDAY

clothes line
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EXCHANGES

The junior Journal is pleased to exchange w ith the following magazines 

and new spapers from other schools:

The Ashnoca, Asheville School, Asheville, N. C.

The Brooks Shield, Brooks School, North Andover, Mass.

The Gunnery News, G unnery School, W ashington, Conn.

The Hearth, Eaglebrook School, D eerfield , Mass.

The Hill News, The Hill School, Pottstow n, Pa.

Horae Seholasticae, St. P au l’s School, Concord, N. H.

The Mirror, N orthw ood School, Lake Placid Club, N. Y.

The Rectory News, Rectorv School, Pom fret, Conn.

The Taft Papyrus, T aft School, W atertow n, Conn.

For News of Princeton Country Day School

Between issues of

THE JUNIOR JOURNAL
read

THE PRINCETON HERALD
Published W ednesday and Friday

I N T E R I O R S A N T I Q U E S

MILHOLLAND 8c OLSO N. INC.
8 Stockton Street

Princeton, New Jersey



36 JU N IO R  JOURNAL

C L E A R O SE  STUDIO

148 Nassau Street Phone W A  4-1620 Princeton, N. J.

PORTRAITURE, FRAM IN G  A N D  ART REPRODUCTIONS

THE FARR HARDW ARE COMPANY
Hardware and House Furnishings 

Sporting Goods

Telephone WAInut 4-0066 138 Nassau Street

BICYCLES — Sold, Serviced, Repaired, Exchanged 

Full Line of Sporting Goods

TIGER AUTO ST O R E S, INC.
24-26 Witherspoon St. Walnut 4-3715

H. J. FRAZEE S E A  FOOD

W A  4-0072 3 Hulfish St.
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WITH THE ALUMNI
THE SECOND GENERATION

T hirteen boys in this year’s s tuden t body are sons of P.D.C. Alumni. The 
boys and fathers, w ith their classes, follow:

John Baker (III Form)
H arold E rdm an, Jr. (I Form) 
Stephen Goheen (II Form) 
Frederick H utson (II Form) 
Leighton Laughlin, Jr. (I Form) 
Lee M axwell (III Form)
R obert M axwell (III Form)
Rov M eredith (I Form)
Karl Pettit, Jr. (V Form)
D avid Sayen (I Form )
W illiam  Sayen (II Form)
Charles S tuart (VI Form)
H enry Tomlinson, Jr. (IV Form)

Richard Baker ‘31 
H aro ld  E rdm an ‘39 
R obert Goheen ‘34 
Holmes H utson ‘37 
Leighton L aughlin  ‘41 
Sanders M axwell ‘32 
Sanders M axwell ‘32 
W illiam  M eredith  ‘36 
Karl P ettit ‘31 
H enry Sayen ‘36 
H enry Sayen ‘36 
D onald  S tuart ‘28 
H enry  Tom linson ‘34

PEACOCK INN
and

PEACOCK ALLEY
Walnut 4-1707 Bayard Lane

PRINCETON BARBER S H O P

Best in Town for Princeton Cuts
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THE RUG MART THE FURNITURE MART

F e a t u r in g  A l l  N a t io n a l l y  A d v e r t i s e d  F e a t u r in g  A l l  N a t io n a l l y  A d v e r t i s e d
L in e s  O f  F lo o r  C o v e r in g s  L in e s  O f F u r n it u r e

If It's A Furniture Or Floor Covering Problem Phone Princeton 

W A In u t  1-9100, 1-9101, 1-9102

JUST TOYS

S T U F F  ’N N O N S E N S E

10 Moore St. Princeton, N. J. Walnut 4-3730

DE LUXE BARBER S H O P
244 Nassau St.

For Fine Men's, W om en's and Children's 

Hair Cutting

GITHENS, REXSAMER & CO., INC.
INSTITUTIONAL SUPPLIERS OF QUALITY FOOD 

Since 1861

242-44 Delaware Avenue Philadelphia 6, Penna.
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ALLEN 8c HURLEY
SlEREnmamc SOUNfl W H O L E SA L E  D ISTRIBU TO RS 

RAD IO  -  TELEVISION -  HI-FI EQUIPMENT

-RCA-Parts, Tubes and Batteries 

Phone EX 3-0386 23 South W arren St., Trenton, N. J.

COLEMAN BUICK CO., INC.

1060 Spruce Street 
Trenton, New  Jersey

OW en 5-0445

H OPEW ELL RADIO S H O P
RCA Philco Hoover

Zenith M aytag

Phone 6-0042 Hopewell, N. J.

SU N N Y FIE L D  N U R SIN G  HOME, INC.
Maplewood Avenue, Cranbury, N. J.

Aged, Chronically 111, Convalescents 
24 Hour Nursing Care — Moderate Rates — State Licensed

Phone EXport 5-0641

I'va (JonJey Dev, Administrator George E. Conley, Manager
M e m b e r  L ic e n se d  N u r s in g  H o m e s  A s s o c ia t io n  o f N . J.

A m e r ic a n  A s s o c ia t io n  o f N u r s in g  H o m e s
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PRINCETON 

PLUMBING SUPPLY CO.

759 STATE ROAD W A  4-5572

PHILIP J. GOLDEN, JR.

PLUMBING AND HEATING
759 STATE ROAD  

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

Phone W A  4-5572



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

RADIO CORPORATION OF AMERICA

RCA LA BORATO RIES
David Sarooff Research Center 

Princeton, New Jersey




