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lEMtnrialfl

T h e  death of M r. Knox T aylor h a s  come as a great shock 
to our school and to all who knew him. In our last num
ber we were congratulating ourselves upon having him among 

our trustees, and now so soon m ust record his loss. M r. Hib- 
ben’s funeral address, praising his noble character and helpful 
influence, was eloquent testimony of the high esteem in which 
M r. T aylor was universally held.

(Current iEuenta
A  quite recent development in schools is the study of current 

events. About tw enty years ago the C urrent Events paper was 
first used in schools but only quite recently has it been used to 
any extent. H ow  much more interesting it is to read of, and 
study the affairs of the day, than to read of them in later years 
as past history! I t  is of unusual interest to us just now to keep 
informed of the news of the present time because questions of 
such world-wide significance are being discussed. T he  success 
of the Genoa Conference is of particular importance. T h e  tide 
of history may be turned by its failure. If the nations repre
sented in this conference |come to an agreement, the economic 
reconstruction of these countries will be established. O n the 
other hand if the suspicions and jealousies of the nations are 
aroused so that no agreements can be made, there is great danger 
of these countries drifting into war, which, coming so soon after 
the W orld  W ar, might wreck the present civilization of Europe.

One particularly serious event of national concern, is the coal 
strike. T h e  success or failure of the strikers depends largely 
on the non-union miners. If  these non-union men, or at least a 
m ajority of them, continue their work in the mines, the strikers 
m ight have to give in; but if they too strike, the coal shortage 
would become very serious and would affect the whole country.

T he  fact that the Senate has finally passed the peace treaties 
will mean much to our future prosperity, but there are still many 
other serious questions to be settled such as the adjustment of 
the soldiers bonus and the passing of the new tariff bill.



g r l j n o l  P m j a
A few years ago it was the custom of the scnool to give plays 

every year in Thomson H all, and they were a great success. 
However, two or three years ago this custom was discontinued 
for some unknown reason. W as it lack of interest in them, or 
was it lack of school spirit? W hatever the reason was, it was a 
great shame for, next to athletics, dramatics are most beneficial 
to a school: perhaps they are even more valuable in certain re
spects. T hey encourage and promote school spirit for not only 
the girls who take part in them are brought together, but also 

. almost all the girls in the school are interested in dramatics, and 
they are always ready to back them up by going to see the plays 
when they are presented. T he girls who take part in dramatics 
are certainly benefited, not only because the plays are great fun, 
but because they are good training. And then the school itself 
is benefited because amateur dram atics draw  the interest of out
siders who are not connected w ith the school, but who know 
some of the girls in the school.

However, a Dram atic Club was formed this year and the com
mittee picked out three short plays which were presented recently 
in Thomson H all for the benefit of a fund for the gymnasium 
which the school hopes to have some day. T he  plays w ent off 
very well for first attempts a t dramatics. A t any rate the girls 
derived a great deal of fun from them, and they have high hopes 
for the future. W e all hope that their \  expectations w ill be 
realized, for dramatics mean a great deal to a school, especially 
to one like M iss F ine’s school where athletics are forced to be 
on a small scale because of the small number of girls. Therefore, 
let us make up in dramatics and continue the old custom.

A n g e l in a  M a c L a r e n , 22 .
C a r o l in e  W a t s o n , 2 2 .

( $ t t  QIIjp  i f l a r m
O n the farm we have such fun.
You ought to see our donkey run.
W hen he kicks his heels on high
W e sometimes think he’ll reach the sky.

A n n e  T o o k e r , First Prim ary.



®ljr ^nilttuite of tlj? 8>ea
A solitary seat of stone,

W ith  moss and heather-scented air;
But better than a kingly throne,

Bedecked w ith gold and jewels fair.

Above, a sky of azure blue,
Below, the sea, w ild tossing free,

U nknown with ever-changing hue,
And w rapt in wondrous mystery.

Beside the breakers’ deafening roar,
And sea gulls’ wild and eerie cries

N o sound awakes the lonely shore,
As daylight into darkness dies.

O h, glorious gift of quiet rest;
Lulled by the music of the deep,

By nature’s soothing hand caressed,
U ntil day-dreams drift into sleep.

D o r o t h e a  S p a e t h , ’22 .

Jfrnrn Palmnn to ufaormttta
Sicily has been the stage of many conflicts between many 

nations, and the story of those conflicts has stretched over hun
dreds of years. T h e  Sikels were the first known tribes in the 
island. A fter them  followed in quick succession the Phoeni
cians, Greeks, Carthaginians, Romans, Saracens, Spanish, and 
finally Sicily has been made part of the new Kingdom of Italy. 
T h e  island is full of remains, left by each of these peoples in 
turn. Every humble dwelling, every tiny village is teeming with 
history and tradition.

Palermo first comes into prominence as a Carthaginian city, 
but very much influenced by the Greeks. T he  Carthaginians and 
Greeks were continually striving for the mastery of the city, but 
though the Greeks were a t times victorious, the Carthagifiians 
always won it back, until it was entirely wrested from their 
power by the Romans. Later the Saracens seized it from the 
Goths, and the Aragonese kings afterw ards made it their capital. 
T he  cathedral, built in M oorish times, contains six porphyry



tombs of the Spanish kings. Some of the streets are now ju s t as 
they were in those far off days, narrow , dirty, squalid, lined with 
dark tall houses. Just outside the city rises a mountain, bathing 
its feet in the sea, still an object of pilgrimages, on account of 
the Shrine of Santa Rosalia near its summit. T here is the old 
harbor, in which boats have been plying to and fro for cen
turies. T here  are the old city gates, the catacombs, the old 
palace, whose chapel is covered from floor to ceiling with 
mosaics. Around all these witnesses of form er glory hovers a 
crowd of legends, fascinating to any one who cares to search 
them out.

T h e  N orthern coast of Sicily is wonderfully beautiful. All 
the way mountains rise from the sea, bathing their bases in its 
limpid, blue depths. A  few miles from the coast the islands of 
Stromboli lie, almost as blue, in the distance, as the sea from 
which they rise. Small towns, once im portant in classical times, 
line the coast. T h e  soil is w onderfully fertile. Beautiful bare
footed girls till the fields; god-like young men harvest the golden 
crop of lemons. One passes the scene of the battle of M ylae; 
a battlefield of G aribaldi; Messina, so ofen wracked by earth
quakes, is now a thoroughly modern city. No trace is left by 
nature’s irresistible force of the ancient Zankle. As the train  
descends the hill to the harbor, the coast of Calabria raises its 
lofty heights across the strait, the waters are undisturbed by the 
once terrible Scylla and Charybdis. Shortly after leaving 
Messina, darkness falls and we see no more until we alight a t the 
station of Giardini, lying far below Taorm ina, an ancient city of 
the Greeks.

T he  most beautiful place in Taorm ina is the top of the theatre. 
T o  the northeast lie the blue hills of Calabria, across the g litter
ing strait. T o  the southwest is Etna, matchless in is symmetry. 
T h e  cone is snowcovered, smoke rises perpetually from its crater. 
T h e  much indented coast stretches away tow ards Syracuse. N ear 
by are the rich lemon and olive groves, and towering over the city 
is the high hill, the Acropolis of the Grecian days, the feudal 
castle in the middle ages and now a picturesque ruin. T h e  the
atre itself has been much modified by the Romans. T h e  town 
itself merits mention also. T he  streets are very narrow, some 
arched over and some so steep that they are merely a flight of



steps. One feels like an actor in a dram a, walking through the 
crowded streets. T h e  people live in the streets. T hey have to 
go to a pump in the public square for water. Cooking is done 
over charcoal in brass braziers. T he women sew on the streets 
w ith their children around them. L ittle  girls of ten do beautiful 
embroidery. T aorm ina seems a little bit of the middle ages left 
intact.

No one can appreciate the wonder and beauty of it all, until 
he has seen it, for no where else does the sun shine w ith such 
soft, brilliant w arm th ; no where else can we imagine so easily 
how the ancient Greeks lived and worked and fought and 
played and loved; no where else has nature blessed her children 
with such fertility of soil combined w ith such beauty of lands
cape. N o wonder this island was the battlefield of nations; no 
wonder it is called the garden of the world!

M a r y  W e s t c o t t , ’22 .

A £>tonj nf a Qtelppljmte (Hall
P lace: on the telephone.
T im e: early in the morning.
M rs. Cadly Jones— Hello, M audie, how are you, and how did 

the party go off?
M rs. W illiston ( alias M audie) —  {in a  sleepy and disgruntled  

voice)— O h! hello, why the party was a big success. But 
( coldly) your substitutes weren’t!

M rs. C.— T hey weren’t!  B ut they really are very nice.
M  rs. W .— B ut so boring!
M rs. C.— W ell, my dear, they’ve just become engaged, you 

know. They w ere the best I could do— Alfred and I were so 
sorry we couldn’t come. W e simply couldn’t leave Barbara and 
I had forgotten that we had asked Archie and M arie to dinner, 
so when they walked in, I ju st sent them along to you. I knew 
you’d rather have them, than two empty chairs.

M rs. W . {reproachfully)— Yes— thank you so much.
Airs. C.— W hy, what is the m atter? You were really quite 

grateful last evening.
M rs. W .— W ell, of course, but they did create such an ex

citement, my nervous system simply w on’t  stand it.
M rs. C .— M y dear! W h at happened?



M rs. W.-—W ell, last night, I didn’t know whom you had sent 
me. I thought maybe—

M rs. C.— T hey’re really quite nice. Archibald Pat, M arie’s 
fiance, is— well, effeminate, I admit— but he goes awfully well 
at a party. D idn’t he tell his “beetle” story— he always does 
and I told him to be sure and not forget this time.

M rs. W .— Yes, yes, he did— and that was just it!
M rs. C.— O h, surely, M audie, you weren’t shocked at that. 

I t ’s quite m ild !
M rs. W . (absent-mindedly) — O f course, but—
M rs. C.— And M arie is aw fully sweet— so ingenue! I used 

to know her quite well when she was engaged to my brother, 
about two months ago— before she was engaged to Teddy Brown.

M rs. W . (excitedly)— Oh, yes, but my pearls, o— o— oh!
M rs. C.— W h at have your pearls to do w ith  it?  Surely you 

don’t think—
M rs. W .— I couldn’t tell. H ow  was I to know? And it 

certainly did look suspicious.
M rs. C.— Oh, how horrible, and your pearls were so lovely 

and now they’re gone!
M rs. W .— No, but— well, she did leave the room, you know 

— for a long time and we didn’t  know the dog was there. H enry 
said the strap was fastened and when the butler rushed in, and 
they were gone!

M rs. C.— M audie, w hat are  you talking aboutf Be more ex
plicit.

M rs. W . (aggrievedly) — I am telling you— the dog wasn’t 
there, you know and—

M rs. C.— W ait, please w ait—was the butler tied to a strap 
and w hat did H enry do?

M rs. W .— No, no, M r. P a t was in the middle of his story 
when the butler rushed in and said— and oh, of course M arie 
had been out of the room a long, long time repairing her dress 
or something, but I didn’t know that a t the time.

M rs. C. ( im patiently) — Maudie, w hat did the butler say? 
W ill you tell m e!

M rs. W .— W hy, the butler said my pearls were gone— w hat 
else would he say? And we all rushed out of the room, up
stairs, and there stood M arie before my dressing-table and— I



very nearly lost my mind. W e looked everywhere and all the 
time I knew she had them.

M rs. C.— You certainly d idn’t accuse her!
M rs. W . (w ith dignity ) — M y dear, it was my house, but 

(an grily )!  felt like shaking that little Archie Pat. I know I 
started tow ard him when in rushed H enry with Chinnie, my 
dog, you know. H e said he found him just ready to throw  them 
out the window.

M rs. C.— O u t the window! H ow  did the dog get there?
M rs. W .— H e climbed up on the window-sill, of course, and 

think of the danger he was in— why he might have been killed. 
O h! my poor, dear little  Chinnie! I certainly am a nervous 
wreck this morning.

A n n a b e l  D i x o n , ’23 .

I f r a r ?
In  the first deep hush of tw ilight,
As the faint flush leaves the sky,
And the plaintive poor-wills cry 
Poor-wili, poor-will— such a mournful cry,—
As the crackling camp-fire glowing bright,
Sends shining fire-flies dancing high,
Dancing w hirling in the sky,—
As sobbing waters kiss the shore,
One brief span their music lending 
Coming, going, never-ending,—
I, in reverent silence, find once more,
Peace the ever-vanishing
For one moment now returning,—
Blessed Peace!

B e t t y  L o n g , ’23 .

An Hhttoan Unoinarupr
I t  was early afternoon in a big Indian city, and the crowds 

of people th a t swarmed the streets, seemed to have vanished 
somewhere during the very hot hours of noon— mid-day. Under 
a small archway that led into the temple sat an old man. He 
seemed, somehow, to belong to the temple, for as anyone could 
remember, the lame woodcarver had sat there every day; always 
working away and playing with the children who were left out



side while their busy mothers slipped into the quiet courtyard, 
to pray at some shrine. And very often some of his little figures 
would find their way into the hands of these , poor mites who 
Ived so much under the shadow of poverty and distress.

I t  seemed a very long time to the woodcarver, as he put down 
his work and looked into the quiet courtyard of the temple, since 
he first sat there. H e could not count the time, but now he was 
d d  and then he had been a young man. Always through the 
jears he had had his goal ahead of him— to go to th a t city of 
the dreams of all good Hindus— Benares— and to bathe in the 
sacred waters of its river. H e looked into the quiet precincts of 
this old temple, and he wondered if even the great city itself 
could hold anything more beautiful. T h e  few trees around the 
edge of the courtyard cast, now th a t the sun was sinking, long 
black shadows on the pavement; and then farther over, there 
were the dazzling white cupolas and minarets of the temple in 
contrast w ith the dark shadows which fell across the walk— and 
above all— the peace.

Each morning he went very, very early into the temple and 
brought his little offering— afraid lest, if he w ent later in the 
day, his unworthy presence m ight be unpleasant to some pious 
worshipper. For many days now, his little  store of money had 
been decreasing, until he could scarcely buy the tiny portion of 
food w ith which he contented himself, and at the same time give 
his daily offering. Yesterday there had been only an offering, 
and today even that was a little  smaller. L ittle wonder then 
that a few more wrinkles seemed to come into his face; but these 
he chased away w ith a smile, and one little  sigh for the city of his 
dreams.

As he turned now to look into the street, he could hardly be
lieve his eyes for there, protected by the archway lay a beautiful 
white flower, dropped by some careless passer-by. H e quickly 
picked it up and wondered over it— its freshness and beauty—  
never before in his life of poverty had he seen such a flower, and 
now it was really his.

T h a t evening, and for several days after, the woodcarver was 
not seen in his accustomed place: but when, at last, he came 
back, it was a trium phant old man th a t held carefully in his hand



a bowl on which he had carved his wonderful flower many times, 
w orking steadily lest it should fade before he had finished.

N ow  again he sits under the gate, but this time his wrinkled 
old face seems to share the peace of the temple that had been his 
joy all these years, for had he not tw o shining gold pieces clasped 
in his hand and his bowl was being carried far away to gire 
pleasure in an English home. T he temple is silent, and the lor.g 
shadows have crept along until they have enveloped all but tie  
towers, and far away the sun is setting, and in its bright clouds 
the old man sees Benares— the holy city— the city of his dreams.

N a n n i e  W il s o n , ’23 .

itife
L ife ! a curious thing it is—
A  winding trail among the trees 
A  pathway through the wilderness.
And each m ust trace his way alone 
And follow till the path be done 
And lead him from the wilderness.

N or may one wander in the glade 
O f calling trees and singing shade 
T o  dally in the wilderness;
F or all the flowers he gathers there 
W ill wither be they ne’er so fair 
W ill wither in the wilderness.

B u t let him pluck them on his way 
A long the path a t break of day 
(A  sweet time in the wilderness)
And they w ill bloom the livelong day 
T il l  evening dons her mantle grey 
Calm  evening in the wilderness.

E l is a b e t h  J o n e s , ’22 .

Amrmg tit?
I ’m only a footlight, but there w asn’t much I didn’t  see a t the 

plays on Saturday night. I was right in the middle where I 
could see and hear everything.

Saturday afternoon there was a dress rehearsal and at night 
the plays themselves were to come off. A t seven o’clock the



actresses, the managers, and the property men started to come. 
I heard them fixing things back there behind the curtain, al
though I couldn’t see anything but their feet and some chair legs. 
Soon some more people came. From  their conversation I dis
covered they were the ushers. A fter fixing the chairs and 
straightening up a little they w ent into the hall where I could 
only hear the faint hum of their voices. I took this time to rest 
for I was weary after my strenuous afternoon.

I t  m ust have been about tw enty minutes of eight when the 
audience began to come, and they kept coming for about half an 
hour, and after that an occasional straggler. A t eight-thirty the 
curtain rose rather suddenly— it was supposed to rise at eight. 
No one was prepared, for the lights in the hall were still on. 
However, before me was the room at the widow’s cottage and 
present there were the W idow  and her invalid son Tony. I 
recognized the setting right off as that of “T hree  Pills in a 
Bottle.” T h e  W idow  was leaving for her day’s work. Tony 
was, as usual, to spend the day alone. T he Pompous Gentleman 
passed the window, and then his soul came to play with Tony. 
T hen  the wonderful Scissors G rinder with his “ Knives to grind! 
Scissors to grind! Bring out your knives and scissors!”— so 
realistic— and his soul. T hen the W ash W oman with her quaint 
little bonnet and Southern brogue. And her soul appeared from 
the wash tub which had stood there unnoticed. T hen  the return  
of the W idow  and the Pompous Gentleman, the W ash W om an 
and the jovial echo of the Scissors G rinder brought the play to 
a happy climax. I was turned off and it was some time before I 
was turned on again. Some one came and turned my friends out 
on either side and several more besides.

W hen the curtain went up again the stage was more dimly 
lighted, and two candles burned on the table and the mantel. 
I t  showed the interior of a farm house a t the end of things. T h e  
W hite-faced G irl was crouching beside the fire and the Country 
W om an was walking about the room, now sitting, now standing, 
talking about the poet who used to live w ith her in the summer, 
but who had not returned this June. Suddenly there came a 
rap at the door— and believing it to be the poet she ran quickly 
to open it. But instead it was the poet’s wife and her serving 
maid, who had come to board there for a while. T hey  talked



for some time and then retired. T he  W hite-faced G irl lets 
down her hair and appears to be the w ill o’ the wisp. H er 
music and her dancing bring the Poet’s W ife  down stairs. She 
follows the w ill o’ the wisp, against the warnings of the Coun
try W om an and the maid. They disappear over the cliff-head, 
she, never more to return . “T he w ill o’ the wisp” was much 
applauded, for it was exceedingly well acted.

T h e  next and last play was “Suppressed Desires,” including 
only three characters, H enrietta Brewster, Stephen Brewster, and 
M abel, H enrie tta ’s m arried sister from  Chicago. T h e  scene is 
laid in the B rew ster’s apartment-studio in N ew  York. H enrietta 
has become “hipped” on psycho-analysis and begs and persuades 
both Stephen and M abel to go to D r. Russell and be psycho
analysed and find their suppressed desires. Stephen’s suppressed 
desire is to leave his wife and M abel’s suppressed desire is for 
Stephen. H enrie tta  is miserable, but on the promise to give up 
psycho-analysis and D r. Russell, Stephen stays w ith her and the 
ending is happy and satisfactory to all concerned. T h e  conver
sations about their dreams and their significance kept the audience 
in roars of laughter.

T hanks to these successful plays there is now a drop in the 
bucket towards a school gym.

P o l l y  M a r d e n , ’2 2 .

Arran
O h, isle of sunshine and of sapphire seas,
T h y  b rillian t colors seem to haunt me yet,
Like some sweet music. I can ne’er forget 
T hy  flaming fields— thy leafy fragrant trees—
T h y  cliffs ablaze w ith gorse, a sheet of gold 
Against the shimmering, opalescent sea—
T h y  lonely rocks where sea-birds, wild and free,
D w ell where no climber’s foot can find a hold.
O h, isle of legend and historic fame,
T h y  subtle charm hath power to hold me still,
And memory brings before me, a t her will,
Sweet pictures conjured up by thy dear name,
T il l  in her magic web she holds me fast,
Entranced by rainbow visions of the past.

N a n n i e  W il s o n , ’2 3 .



A umriltgtit at ^att ^tmtgnann
San Gimignano is a very small old village situated on the 

summit of an Italian mountain. I t  is noted for its many towers 
and its queer black and white striped cathedral. I t  was in
habited many thousand years ago by the Etruscans and the many 
interesting customs are of the mediaeval period.

W e reached the gates of San Gimignano just a few minutes 
before sunset so we drove straight to an old castle, which had 
been one of the M edici’s strongholds against the Florentines. 
H ere we had a view of the picturesque valleys and hills for miles 
around. T he  peasants were driving home from the vineyards in 
heavy carts draw n by oxen. T h e  reds and yellows of the peas
ants’ costumes with the deep purple of the grapes were a sight 
we w ill not soon forget. A little farther down the hill some in
habitants of the village were bringing their nightly store of spring 
water in copper urns, while others carried baskets of clothes 
which they had washed at the public fountain. Dow n a dusty 
road leading from the country a gay party was coming for the 
festival for the patron saint of the village, some of them singing 
snatches from “Carm en” with the accompaniment of an ac- 
cordian.

T he only trouble w ith this tw ilight was that the busy sun 
went down too soon, and tw ilight quickly faded into darkness. 
So we reluctantly sauntered home to our quaint red-pepper 
adorned abode. M a r y  L o v e ,  ’26.

QHje Ilrnnk
T hrough mountains and valleys, over pebbles and sand,
T he  little brook laughs as it skips o’er the land.

Playing and frisking,
T w irling  and twisting,
’M idst grasses and weeds 
I t  onward proceeds.

And after a rain, w hat a deafening sound!
And so like a river, it runs o 'er the ground.

D arting and dashing,
Sparkling and splashing,
W ith gurgles and gushes,
O n downward it rushes.

Lois D a v is , ’26.



23aturp’ii (Unions
Blue is the ocean 

And blue the sunny bay,
But bluer are the mountains 

Across the shimmering way.
Golden is the maple

And gold the sunset light,
In  the cool October 

Ju s t before the night.
Green is the grass

And green the old, old trees,
But greenest are the wings 

O f the busy little  bees.
E l iz a b e t h  H u n , ‘27 .

ittsfrirattn
A poem she once sat down to write 

And hoped for inspiration,
B ut couldn’t get her thoughts in quite 

A  regular formation.
H er m other then suggested spring,

W hich added complications,
A topic she could not quite bring 

U p to her expectations.
Some other subjects then she got 

F rom  all her near relations,
Concernihg rides, and trips, and w hat 

She did in her vacations.
B ut even then she could not start 

W itho u t more p reparation ;
And almost then did she lose heart 

For further contemplation.
And once, when from her seat she rose,

M oved by a sweet temptation,
She looked upon a garden rose,

A lovely revelation,
T h a t made her think of bright sunlight,

And sunny, south plantations,
And butterflies of colors bright 

O n flowerlike creations.
And then in her a change we note—

She’d had her inspiration—
O f nature’s wonders then she wrote 

W ith  vast imagination.
D o r o t h y  E t t a  F u n k h o u s e r , ’25 .
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i m p r e s s i o n s
Springtime on the avenue,
A kaleidoscope of color,
A  sympathy of sound 
Spring Eternal.

T he  gay rainbow riot 
O f milady’s bonnet 
Orchid, jade, flame 
T h e  city’s flower garden.

T he  cacophonous jangle 
O f an ancient street piano—
“ Over There, O ver T h e re ”—
T he city’s vesper chorus.

T he  maddening melange 
O f violets and daffodils 
O f silks, perfumes and ribbons,—
Springtime on the Avenue!

B e t t y  L o n g , ’23 .

$hr (Elrnrr (Ennspxrarp
“W hy the long face, Betty? Is it m ath, or a m an?
“O ! a man, and a (selfish unsympathetic one at that?  I ’m 

sorry to say he is my painfully intellectual brother. Is it pos
sible I haven’t told you Dick promised to have me down for his 
Senior prom .”

“W ell, why, the tragedy? I only wish Ted, who has the 
honor to be my brother, would realize he has a sister in college 
long enough to give her a prom bid. H e ’s far too busy rushing 
other girls to remember his “ little sister” is old enough to enjoy 
a prom once in awhile. But w hat’s your tale of woe? You 
haven’t told me.”

“ Isn’t it hard lines when one has a charming new frock, and 
has been dreaming about her first prom, to get a brief letter say
ing, sorry and all that, but there’s a lecture in the city he simply 
can’t  miss. W ho wouldn’t be down and o u t?”

“ I know I would and here’s a hand o’ sympathy.”



T h e  two girls sat m ournfully silent a few moments, when 
Jean  grabbed Betty and began dancing her wildly about the room. 

“ M y dear, my dear, I have an idea, le t’s teach them a lesson!” 
Several days later both Dick and T ed  received very sweet, 

sisterly letters, which wound up by saying, “ I am homesick and 
a sight of you would do me worlds of good. Do come down for 
our Valentine mask dance. M y best pal is wild to meet you. 
You’re just her style and she is all you could ask.” Each brother 
sighed in relief a t not having to devote the entire evening to a 
dear but uninteresting sister.

T o  Dick, Betty wrote “enclosed half heart will match you 
w ith Jean .” And in T e d ’s letter Jean inclosed a tiny cupid 
which would match the one Betty would be wearing.

T h e  college gym was a most pleasing sight when the brothers 
arrived. T hey soon found the half heart and saucy cupid, and 
then events 'moved quickly. Dick was charmed with “Jean ’s” 
w it and clever, naive chatter between dances and his heart beat 
faster as the evening advanced. T h is was a big change in quiet, 
studious, Dick who knew little of girls. As for T ed  he imagined 
he was in love w ith “ Betty” before his second dance w ith her. 
She was so charm ing and danced so delightfully that he was dis
gusted he hadn’t been down long ago and met this lovely girl. 
Y et it seemed there was something about her, her voice perhaps, 
th a t was strangely familiar.

As the hour for unmasking drew near each young man sought 
a secluded place where he m ight say just the right thing at the 
right moment. As the bugle blew and the lights were lowered 
for a moment, each young heart beat faster and then eyes sought 
eyes. But w hat was this? T h ere  m ust be some mistake for Dick 
looked into the eyes of Betty! T ed  leaned heavily against the 
wall for facing him with dancing eyes and the gayest of smiles 
was his little  sister Jean! “ I t  isn’t really you, is it k itten?” 

“W ell I call that unkind, T ed , when I gave up most of my 
evening to show you a good time.”

Need I add that each brother returned to college a wiser but 
not sadder man, for he knew th a t his sister was a fine, w orth
while girl and he would be proud to introduce her to the fellows 
a t the next prom.

A ly s K e n y o n , ’25.



s p r i n g
T he sun is gold,
T he  earth is cold 

no more.

T h e  soft winds blow,
T he  waters flow 

again.

T h e  children play,
T hen  mothers say 

come home.
F l o r e n c e  D u f f i e l d , 1928.

QDlft g>t. Augustin?
In the w inter of 1919 I was in the old Spanish city of St. 

Augustine. T h e  thing that impressed me most was the little 
narrow  crooked streets bordered by centuries-old buildings, from 
which ju t  overhanging balconies. T h ey  have/no  back or side
yards, and no sidewalks on most of the streets, so that the driver
of an automobile has to keep blowing his horn because turning 
the corners is just like going around the side of a house; in fact, 
th a t is w hat it is. One of the streets is so narrow th a t a man 
standing in the middle holding his arms out can touch the build
ings on each side. T h a t street is not used for vehicles however.

A nother funny thing is to see the old darky women riding 
bicycles w ith clothes baskets on their heads.

Another point of interest is the ostrich farm. If one goes be
tween 11 a. m. and 4  p. m., which I did, he can get a ride in
an ostrich cart which is fast as well as novel.

St. Augustine is not a land of perpetual summer as many 
people think. T he  summers are not as many people suppose. 
T hey expect scorching temperatures. Instead they are surprised 
to find a cool sea breeze. T h is ideal climate is making St. Augus
tine a resort in summer as well as in winter.

R o b e r t  M . S n o d g r a s s , Intermediate I I .



A thletic N otes
Practices continued steadily in the Seminary Gymnasium three 

times a week till early M arch. T h e  turn-outs were good, and 
much was accomplished. T h e  girls seemed to get a better idea 
of w hat they ought to be doing, and a far better team-work was 
shown, especially between the forwards.

T he  team seemed to be in a pretty good condition, when on 
M arch 4th they ventured to Englewood, N . J ., to encounter the 
D w ight School sextet. I t  was a cloudy morning when the team 
met at the school. T w o  automobiles were at the door w ait
ing for the girls to pile into them, and as soon as everyone 
was comfortably settled, the great journey began. T h e  ride took 
the girls through N ew  Brunswick, N ew ark ( it  was here that rain 
began which continued till n ight), and Jersey City, and finally, 
after three hours of riding, Englewood was reached. I t  was 
rather amusing to see w hat a time the driver had in finding the 
D w ight School. B ut when some of our party saw girls dressed 
in bloomers standing on the porch of a good-sized building, wav
ing their hands w ildly a t our girls, it was inferred that this must 
be the D w ight School. As the cars drove up to the porch, the 
D w ight girls greeted our team w ith songs. Soon lunch was 
eaten, and then our Blue and G ray team donned their uniforms 
and prepared themselves for the fray.

T h e  size of the gymnasium was somewhat impressive, and so 
was the height of the baskets from the floor. T he  game started, 
according to schedule, at two o’clock. I t  was very fortunate for 
our girls that there was no more time to play, or the defeat would 
have been even worse. T he  D w igh t girls were very good players, 
quick and nimble, and at home in the large gymnasium, which 
made quite a difference in their favor. T h e  line-up for our 
School was as follows:
Forw ard .......................................................................... Dorothea Spaeth
Forw ard .........................................................................Caroline W atson
Center ...............................................................................Helen Loetscher
Side-Center ............................................................................. Alice Olden
G u a r d .................................................................................... Polly M arden
G u a r d  Emilie Longwell



A fter getting dressed again there was informal dancing and 
marching in the gymnasium, and our team had a chance to see 
how nice and pleasant the D w igh t girls were. A t four o’clock 
we were ready to start for home and began the long ride back, 
and finally reached school at seven o’clock that evening. From  
there we dispersd to our various homes.

T he  basketball season ended w ith the second game with the 
Princeton H igh School. T h is  was played in their gymnasium on 
M arch 24th a t 3:15. T he first half w ent very poorly; the ball 
was at their end of the field practically all of the time, and the 
score, after two quarters had been played, was 25 to 8. O ur 
team, just beginning to get warmed up, seemed to rally in the 
second half. O u r opponents’ score remained the same as before, 
and we earned a few more baskets, but just as we appeared to be 
picking up a little, the whistle blew, and all was over, the score 
being 31 to 21 in favor of the H igh School.

T he  basketball season this year was not as good as it ought 
to have been, considering th a t nearly the whole team were 
veterans. O f course, we m ust not forget that the facilities are 
not the best. Having to rely on another institution for our place 
to practice is a great handicap. In  the near future we can hope to 
have a gymnasium of our own, and this certainly w ill afford a 
wonderful opportunity to subsequent teams. So we close with 
the proposal of a toast that we feel sure all friends of the School 
will heartily approve: “Let the new gymnasium be built as soon 
as possible.”

H e l e n  L o e t s c h e r , ’24.

§>rhonl Nntpfl
W ashington’s Birthday was celebrated w ith exercises in the 

Assembly Room and we were dismissed early.
Spring vacation came early this year. W e finished school on 

the 24th of M arch and had vacation until the 3rd of April.
O n the 25th of M arch, M iss T hornton took her Junior history 

class, which had just finished Ancient History, up to the M etro 
politan Museum. T hey first visited the Egyptian rooms, then 
the Greek and Roman sculptures and statues, afterwards visiting 
the models of the Pantheon and the Parthenon. They also saw



all the Greek and Roman and Egyptian jewelry and many other 
things. A fter seeing all the rooms including the a rt galleries, 
they w ent to the basement for lunch. W hen  lunch was over they 
left for the theatre, where they saw “Good M orning, D earie,” 
after which they caught the eight o’clock train for home.

Good Friday and Easter M onday were given as a holiday much 
to the delight of the whole school.

T hree  plays were given by the girls of the school in Thomson 
H all the evening of April 22nd. T h e  plays and casts are as 
follow s:

CUtiree pllH  in a Inttlp
A  one act play by Rachel L. Field.
Characters in order of appearance.

T o n y ...........................................................................M argaret M athews
W idowed M o th e r ........................................................... Elisabeth Jones
Pompous G entlem an ..................................................M argaret M ather
Pompous G entlem an’s S oul............................................M arianna Vos
Scissors G r i n d e r . . . ......................................................... Anne T unstall
Scissors G rinder’s S oul...........................................................Agnes Post
W ash W o m an ...........................................................M ary  Adams Love
W ash W om an’s S oul......................................................Barbara M ayor

Scene: In  the W idow ’s Cottage.
T im e : Anytime. Place: Anywhere.

a m  ( r  W m
A  one act play by Doris Halm an.

Characters in order of appearance:
T h e  W hite  Faced G ir l  Alice M ore
T h e  Country W o m a n ........................................................ M arth a  Love
T he Poet’s W ife ...........................................................Caroline W atson
T he Serving M a id .................................................................Betty Long

Scene: In terior of a farm  house at the end of things.

§ u p p rp 0 B p Ji 0 p s i rp 0
A  one act play by George C rane Cook and Susan Gaspell.

Characters in order of appearance:
H enrietta B rew ster H arrie t M athews
Stephen B rew ster...........................................................Helen Loetscher
M abel .............................................................................. Dorothy Reeves

Scene: In terio r of an apartm ent studio in N ew  York.
T h e  curtain is lowered during play to denote the lapse of two 

weeks.



(Unmmtttae ttt (Chary?
Chairman— M iss Frederick.

Elisabeth Jones Katharine N orris
June Scheffler Joan W oolworth
M ary  W estcott Rosemary Street

Business M anager— Polly M arden.
Assistant Business M anager— Betty Alexander.

R e b e k a h  A r m s t r o n g , ’23 .

Prtmanj Notes
Spring has come and the children of the Prim ary Department 

are busy. For one thing they are making a garden. All the 
different grades have taken part in preparing for this garden—  
one grade drawing the plans to scale, another making the markers, 
and still another measuring and m arking off foot-rules on the tool 
handles. Lettuce and radishes, flowers and fall crops are to be 
planted in this interesting plot where each child has his own 
garden.

These children are very much interested too in birds and 
flowers and trees. T hey have been putting up bird houses and 
adding to their bird calendar. A  Jun ior Audubon Society has 
been formed, which now has seventy-eight members. A  flower 
calendar is in the making and the pupils of the th ird  grade are 
deep in the study of trees in Princeton. Before Easter the chil
dren planted bulbs. W hen they came out, a t Easter time, they 
took them home. Another sign of Spring is the appearance of 
four beautiful moths that have come out of their cocoons, for 
some time a part of the decorations of one of the Prim ary rooms.

M ay day is coming soon and the Prim ary Departm ent is to 
give a party to the little brothers and sisters not in school. 
T here  is to be a M ay pole with many other exciting things.

Plays are given by the Prim ary Departm ent as well as by the 
D ram atic Association. However, there is a difference, for the 
Prim ary plays are quite original: whenever the children find a 
story which they like, they dramatize it. T hey have given H ansel 
and Gretel, the Rhine M aidens and the G old, Sleeping Beauty, 
and The H are  and the Tortoise.



T h u s we see that during these spring days the young pupils 
m ust be very busy, for besides learning the three R ’s they are 
doing many other things.

A l ic e  O l d e n , ’22 .

Alumnae anil Alumni Nntea
Constance Cam eron is graduating “cum laude” this spring from 

Bryn M aw r. In  the summer she is to m arry Townsend Luding- 
ton, whose father is vice-president of the C urtis Publishing 
Company.

Isabel H arper, who is a senior a t Smith, recently was taken 
into the Phi Beta literary  society.

Yuki Domoto, W ellesley, ’24, was lately bridesmaid at a 
Japanese wedding, where another W ellesley girl and a Cornell 
graduate were the high contracting parties.

Sarah N eher is going abroad this summer after college closes 
w ith a party  of o ther Smith girls.

M rs. Ed H arris  of Rochester, formerly Anne Hollis, has a 
second son, born the first of May.

Philip Davis, Princeton, ’21, has recently been appointed Fel
low at the American Classical School at Athens.

Dick M cClenahan was elected T reasurer of the T heatre  In 
time a t the last election of its officers.

George Purves has a daughter, born in February, 1922, and 
named M argaretta .

K a t h e r i n e  N o r r is , ’24.



W ALKER-GORDON

MILK
IS U SED  BY T H O SE  W H O  A P P R E C IA T E

A C L E A N  A N D  S A F E  M IL K

SA FEG U A R D ED  BY S C IE N T IF IC  M ETH O D S
O F PRO D U C TIO N  A N D  H A N D L I N G

DELIVERIES MADE DAILY IN PRINCETON

You are  invited to visit the producing p lan t at
Plainsboro, two and  one-half m ilej from Princeton

W a l k e r - G o r d o n  L a b o r a t o r y  Co.
T e le ph o n e  P lainsboro 532

P L A IN SB O R O , N . J .

WALKER-GORDON LABORATORIES
N E W  YORK BOSTON

SPECIAL DEPOTS
ATLANTIC CITY, N . J .  
ASBURY PARK, N . J .  
PH ILAD ELPH IA , PA.

BROOKLYN FL U SH IN G  
JERSEY CITY LAKEWOOD 
FAR ROCKAWAY OCEAN CITY 

WORCESTER, MASS.

WEST EN D , N . J .  
POINT PLEASANT 
TRENTON, N .  J .

FARMS SUPPLYING ABOVE CITIES AND DEPOTS
PLAINSBORO, N . J . CHARLES RIVER, MASS. JU LIU STO W N , N .  J .

WALKER-GORDON LABORATORIES ARE ALSO ESTABLISHED IN
BALTIMORE DETROIT ST. LOUIS CLEVELAND W ASHINGTON
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BOOKS AND STATIONERY
This Store H a s  Always Been H eadquarters F o r All 

The L atest Books} And C orrect Stationery.

You W ill F ind  H ere  A W ide Selection Coupled W ith  
Courteous and Intelligent Service

T H E  PR IN C E TO N  U N IVERSITY STORE
W E S T  CO LLEG E ON T H E  CAM PUS

T e le p h o n e  95

W A LTER B. HOW E, I n c .

R E A L  E S T A T E  A N D  IN SU R A N CE 

PR IN C E T O N , N. J.

T H E  GARDEN TH E A T R E

Shows the best pictures obtainable 
as soon as released

Always the best pictures in Princeton



S P O R T  S T O C K I N G S
W e have ju st received a shipment of 
Ladies’ English-made Sport Stockings 
in brown green, and gray heathers, 
w ith and w ithout clocks. All sizes.
A t $3.50 they are very good values 
when compared w ith other makes a t 
the same price.

M U F F L E R S  SCARFS
T E N N IS  BA LLS RA CK ETS
C O M P A N Y

LAD IES GLOVES 
F IE L D  H O C K E Y  STIC K S

G U L I C K
U P P E R  P Y N E

Covie to the

MUSIC SHOP
6V/2 NASSAU ST.

fo r  all the latest selections in sheet music 
and Victrola Records

E V E R Y T H IN G  IN  M U SIC A L  IN S T R U M E N T S

CHADW ICK’S
R E X A L L  D R U G  STORE 

N E X T  T O  PO ST  OFFICE

SODA CANDY

LIPPEN S’ 
CASH FOOD STORE

M E A T , FR U IT S AN D

VEGETABLES

202 NASSAU ST.



LA DIES’, MISSES’ a n d  C H IL D R E N ’S DRESSES 
of Distinctive and Exclusive Style in all the 
popular Fabrics. Sport and Dress stock
ings. Munsing under-garments. Art 
Needle W ork supplies and stamped goods.

Good Shepherd, Anglo Fleece and Prospect Yarns

McCONAHYS
154 NASSAU STR EET

PR IN C ETO N , N. J.

In  choosing your H oliday Gifts fo r  Gentlemen, may we 
suggest a few  useful articles which are always greatly  
appreciated.

G O LF HO SE O F CAM EL H A IR , L O V A T A N D  SC O TC H  
H E A T H E R S. NECK W E A R  O F PL A IN  SILK OF PLA IN  

COLORS, STRIPES, A N D  PERSIA N  DESIGN S.

GLOVES O F K ID , M O CH A  A N D  T H E  ALW AY S DURABLE 
B U C K  SKIN.

M U FFLER S FO R  EV ER YD AY A N D  DRESS W E A R  O F SILK, 
C A M EL H A IR , BR U SH ED  W O O L A N D  ALPA CA YARNS.

And many other useful articles too numerous to men
tion in this space.

JOSEPH B. HOTTEL CO.
46 NASSAU STREET, PR IN C ETO N



T H E  TIG ER  SHOP
N e a r  t h e  M o v ie s  

E V E R Y T H IN G  IN  E A T S A N D 
SW EETS

M i s s e s '  a n d  G r o w n  
G i r l s ’

BU STER BROW N P A T E N T  
LE A T H E R  D A N C IN G  PU M PS

E. P. BROPHY
80 N a s sa u  St.

"Say I t  W ith F lo v ien"  

HEERE'M AN’S

T H E  PRIN CETO N  
FLOW ER SHOP

40 NASSAU ST.

Anything in Flowers at 
Reasonable Prices

Phone 393

S. H. STILLW ELL

C O NTR ACTO R
A N D

BUILDER

22 E d g e h i l l  STREET 

P r in c e to n ,  N. J.

BAYARD LANE 
CO FFEE HOUSE

10 B ayard Lane

B R EA K FA ST LUNCH 
D IN N ER T E A  

SPECIAL D IN N ER PA R TIES 
BR ID GE TABLES— FEE $1.00

r  / - p r i n c e t o n - h J s ^  ^



Phone 431
H A R PER  M E T H O D  

M iss M cN ally begs to announce 
th a t she has taken over the Sham 
pooing P arlo rs  form erly  occupied 
by M iss S. Reynolds in

T h e  F i r s t  N a t i o n a l  
B a n k  B u i l d i n g

s h a m p o o i n g  c u r l i n g  
f a c i a l  m a s s a g e

M A N IC U R IN G  
Office H ours F rom  9 A. M . On

R esidential W ork  Done by 
A ppointm ent

M A R TH A ’S K ITC H EN

LUNCHES 
T EA S AND 

DINNERS

H o m e  C o o k i n g

W O R RELL-SH IN N  
& CO.

H E A T IN G
A N D

P L U M B IN G

OUR TELEPHONE NUMBER
79

UNIVERSITY
LAUNDRY
COMPANY

28-30 M OORE S T R E E T  

PR IN C E T O N

M A TTH EW S
CONSTRUCTION

COM PANY

PR IN C E T O N  
N E W  JERSEY

W e try  to repa ir  your bicycle so 
tha t it stays repaired .

PR IN C ETO N  CYCLE 
SHOP

134 N assau Street 

Iv e r  Johnson and Dayton Bicycles






