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E D I T O R I A L S

GR O U N D  S T IC K ! Ground stick! G round stick! Clap! 
W ith  our hearts beating like trip  ham m ers, our eyes 
glued to the ball, we throw our whole soul in to  the 

sp irit of the game. In  and out, back and forth , our brains 
th ink ing  quickly and clearly, we flash down the field. And 
when it is all over, we gather in a group to shout for the 
opposing team.

L ittle  do we realize how like this game of hockey is the 
bigger, wider game of “ School ” and the still bigger, w ider 
game of “ Life” , or how great a help these games are to  us 
now in our school life, and  will be in the years to come. Resides 
the vital im portance of vary ing  w ork w ith p lay  for hygienic 
reasons, these games give us som ething which could n o t be 
gained from a hundred years in a schoolroom. T hey  s ta rt 
a spirit of cooperation and a school sp irit which noth ing  else 
can do. T hey  encourage responsibility and instill in to  the 
players the courage to do and dare, the never-say-die a ttitu d e . 
They teach us the pow er of concentration, the ab ility  and 
willingness to  p u t every ounce of energy in to  w h a t e v e r  ,s to 
be done— to do one’s best. T he spirit which prom pts one 
team  to cheer another, w hich m akes fair players and good 
losers, is the sp irit th a t is needed as few o ther characteristics 
are needed, to m ake one’s journey  through life a happy  and 
prosperous adventure.

So m ay  we begin th e  new  y e a r  an d  send the  L in k  on its 
w ay  w ith  th is  in  ou r m in d s : th a t  th e  fa irer, th e  sq u a re r  we
are , the  m ore we p u t in to  these  gam es, an d  in to  our school 
an d  social life, the  m ore the  w orld  will give b ack  to  us in  the 
y e a rs  to  com e, o f real hap p in ess

* * * *

Tw o prizes will be given by the editors for the best com posi
tions, one from  the U pper, and one from  the Low er School. 
T he prize-w inning com positions, together w ith any others



which the editors m ay  wish to publish, will appear in the 
M arch num ber. All contribu tions m ust be handed to the 
L ite ra ry  E d ito rs  on or before F eb ru ary  1. T he sooner the 
be tte r! And the m ore the m errier!

D o r is  J o h n s o n , '2 7 .

The Deer

Silently poised, he stood
Like some old tapestry  of far-off \\ caving,
B etw een the painted trees in the dim  wood,
The crowned head lifted, staring quietly.
I th ink  th a t it was Pan who challenged me 
W ith g reat eyes proudly still;
N o th ing  but God could be so beautiful.

D o r o t h e a  M a t t h e w s ,  ’2 7 .



Reincarnation

RO U N D  and  round, faster, faster— gradually  coming 
ou t of a deep fog— feeling nothing b u t this perpetual 
m otion. Som ething white looming up  ahead— m oving 

sw iftly— w hither no t knowing—following this dim  w hite 
object— w anting  to  stop but finding it  impossible. G radually  
m y  bra in  becam e clearer and I saw, stre tch ing  ou t before me, 
an  endless line of tiny white mice. T he sound of their num er
ous tin y  paws scampering, oh so horribly, nearly  drove me 
crazy. W hy, oh why? W h a t could be their purpose in 
running around so m adly?

T hen suddenly the realization th a t 1 w as one of them . I, 
the Lest know n prom oter of the theory  of reincarnation, was 
a white mouse. Oh, the jo y  of having  proved m y theory! 
Then the horrible though t th a t  no one would ever know, for 
how could a w hite mouse tell m en w hat he knew?

B reaking in on m y though ts cam e a harsh  and cruel laugh, 
and in reply "H ow  can you  laugh? 1 lnnk how they m ust 
feel!" “ O h ,”  I  recognized the voice of one of m y form er 
friends, " I  do u b t th a t they can feel an y th in g .”  Ah, if he 
only could know  the agony I w as in!

T hinking again of m y curious predicam ent, 1 decided I 
m ust have died under the operation. I  rem em bered the 
docto r's  telling me it was nothing serious but he m ust have 
been m istaken . . . Ju st a little  w hite mouse, trained w ith
tw o dozen others to run round and round a circle for the 
am usem ent of m an. Oh, the hum ility  of it! To th ink of my 
friends seeing me. T hen  the blessed relief in realizing th a t 
m y friends could no t recognize me. B u t even though it was 
n o t hum iliating , it was decidedly uncom fortable.

I cast m y eyes upw ard and saw a dirty , stubby  finger p o in t
ing a t  me. In  m y astonishm ent a t being thus distinguished 
from  m y fellows, 1 would have stopped had I been able to. 
T hen  a voice, " H e ’s no good—have to  drow n h im .” Sure 
enough he picked me up and threw  me in.



Struggling—burn ing  h o t— gasping for air— then blissful 
oblivion. T hen once more gasping lor air, and through the 
haze surrounding me came a voice, “ N asty  pair of tonsils— 
p re tty  sick. All righ t so o n .” And gradually  I cam e to, and 
realized th a t  the  ever circling w hite mice were merely the 
im aginings of m y poor fevered brain.

B e t s e y  H u n , '2 7 .

One Too M a n y

WILLIAM , was one of the m ost un fo rtunate  people who 
had ever been nicknam ed “ B illy .” In the first 
place his fa th e r was a g reat sculptor. To add to his 

m isfortunes, Billy was one, too, b u t m inus the “ g re a t.”  On 
him  had  fallen the burden of showing wom en’s clubs and 
L adies' Aid Societies his fa th e r’s studio in  the afternoons. 
H earing their insincere “ gushings” about how they loved 
art, which is a sin of the first m agnitude, made Billy slightly 
ill; bu t it had gone on, ever since people had begun visiting 
the studio.

The first six m onths had am used him, b u t th a t short period 
was far behind. H e had  grown used to  the little gasp they 
gave when they  stepped in to  the room, which was essentially 
a working studio, no t a Hollywood edition. T here was not 
a fish ne t in the place, and  the alcove was filled w ith nothing 
more rom antic than  heaps of reserve arm atures. Over all 
was the cold eye of a N orth  Light, pitilessly showing the grey 
bareness of the room. I t  caught the splotches of hacked 
p laster left from form er castings on the wooden turn-tab les, 
and the th in  d rift of clay dust th a t becomes ingrained in the 
wood, and stays in spite of all cleanings.

T h a t afternoon he u'as showing a p a rty  of four, and explain
ing for the n th  time th a t a rtis ts  have regular hours for work. 
W hen a t last they left, he flung himself down and  looked at 
the wreck of his idea. He had ju s t s ta rted  it, when he was 
in terrup ted , and now' i t  was killed. H e knew th a t he could



n ev er do i t  now, as i t  should be done— and i t  had  been a good 
idea. F inally  he couldn’t stand it  any longer, and, getting  up, 
he  scribbled a note to his father, saying th a t  he w as going to 
spend the week-end with his aunt.

An hour la te r he caught the touring bus th a t w ent by the 
house. H e glanced a t the paper th a t  his neighbor was 
holding. “ M an suffering from  am nesia found after tw enty  
y e a rs .”  Probably fake, he though t idly, and  turned  to his 
own problems. He was so absorbed th a t he did n o t see it 
happen. There was an  incredible shock, and, before he knew 
it, the big bus had tu rned  tu rtle  in the ditch. F o r a m om ent 
he lay stunned; then he craw led shakily  out of a broken window. 
By the time he had  got out, the car w as already on fire, and 
in a few m inutes it  was too h o t to  go near. H a lf on the road 
stood w h a t w as left of the truck  th a t  had  caused the accident. 
As there was no th ing  to  be done, he broke aw ay from the 
crowd th a t had  already  collected, and  s ta rted  to walk the 
rem aining mile to  town. He knew th a t somewhere in  the 
wreck was his suitcase w ith  his m onogram ed p latinum  cuff
links. T he though t also came th a t  p latinum  does no t m elt 
easily, and th a t no one had recognized him . W hy should he 
have escaped?

W hile he w alked he toyed w ith  the idea of going W est, and 
hiring a studio  under ano ther nam e. I f  he were caught, he 
could always plead am nesia, he reflected w ith  a grin. There 
was nothing to hold him  to his fa ther; they  had  never been 
in  sym pathy . Fie knew th a t once rid  of the burden  of his 
celebrated fa ther's  nam e, he could m ake his way. W hy no t 
m ake the break? H e looked up  and saw th a t  he h ad  already 
arrived a t the sta tion . Suddenly his plans began to  look 
w eak. “ K id s tu ff.” H e w ent to  the telephone booths. 
As he w aited he though t dully th a t in a few m inutes he 
would be talk ing to his father, telling him  th a t he had escaped 
and  would be hom e on Sunday night. He slid in to  a vacan t 
boo th  and  lifted the receiver. Ju st then he heard the voice 
o f a  girl saying;

“ Oh, I ju s t  love a r t— ” The rest of the sentence was



blotted out by the roar of an  incom ing train . Billy carefully 
dropped a coin in, and shu t down the receiver w ith a crash. 
Then he walked slowly tow ard the ticket window.

“ W hen is the next tra in  to  V ancouver?”
B a r b a r a  S. M ayor , '29.

A utum n and I

As a child in wooded fields I stand ,
A p e ttico a t around my ankles hangs 
O f unfurled  leaves, which lying on the ground, 
Surrounds me w ith gorgeous lights of red and brown.

T he m ist of n igh t is falling o’er the wood.
And bluish lights begin to glimmer through 
The colored archways, hanging o’er m y head;
And y e t I stay.

A n n e  M it c h e l l , '29.



Too Much Men

GE N T L E M E N  with high-sounding titles and monocles 
waited a t her heck ami call, and college grads, w ith 
money bu t minus the title  and monocle, hum bled 

them selves a t a flutter of her w hite fingers.
She was a Russian dancer, violently, dark ly  beautifu l. 

W ith the lissom grace of a faw n she would flame across the 
stage, and, with each click of her jew eled heels, ano ther male 
would be added to her string  of broken hearts. And y e t— 
she was only nineteen, was K a try n  V illanova— a passionate 
slip of a girl, who had been smuggled away from R ussia 's 
cruelty by her fa ith fu l old nurse a fte r a childhood filled w ith  
terrors and hardships. Now7, her nam e blazed am ong the 
huge white lights of B roadw ay. She had  danced her w ay to 
fame, and fo rtune— b u t to  happiness?

"1 hate  them  all— these m e n .” K a try n  stam ped her tiny, 
famous feet, and her eyes blazed darkly . ‘‘ I hate  them ! I 
hate them ! I ha te  them ! A thousand send me the letter, 
give me the ’phone call. N anoan , 1 no w an t them . I no 
ask them . W hy do they come to me? I w an t you, K a tinka , 
you. ” She threw  her arm s around the old lady and sobbed 
hopelessly. K a tin k a  p a tte d  the raven head knowingly, and 
m urm ured a few words in her n a tiv e  Russian.

K a try n  raised h er head quickly. ‘‘Oh, K a tinka , do I 
dare? T he contrack , it j s s  alm cs’ done. One more nite. 
B roadw ay— I luff it! B u t it iss no t w hat I though t— too 
much m en. 1 w ant the qu ie t— M am a’s I ta ly  a n ’ the sun!” 
She flung herself aw ay and stood in the m iddle of the floor.

The telephone rasped in the alcove and K a try n  smiled m is
chievously. “ T h a t will be m y Billee. H e worse of all. l ie  
luff me too m uch. I t  will h u rt w ’en I go. N o answ er him, 
K atinka. 1 leaf him a note. I t  w on’ h u rt so m uch. ”

T h a t night K a try n  said good-bye to  B roadw ay, and to 
Billy. H er lips parted , her cheeks flushed w ith  suppressed 
excitem ent, she abandoned herself com pletely to  the haunting  
m usic and showed frivolous B roadw ay the soul of a daugh ter



of R ussia, fust before the crimson curta in  closed in front of 
her for the last time, K a try n  raised one tiny w hite hand and 
blew a flu ttery  kiss to  Billy in  his box.

Five m onths la te r in a tiny , vine-covered villa beneath  the 
sunny skies of I ta ly , a lovely R ussian  girl stood th inking sadly. 
She was stand ing  a t a w indow, through which came the soft 
scent of honeysuckles; she w as th inking of a m an nam ed Billy. 
He was an awfully nice m an, she w as thinking, and his blonde 
ha ir did curl adorably . I t  w as too bad  she had had  to  h u rt 
him so! H e was a m an w ho would never get over it. He 
would be m orbid and sad for the rest of his life. H is nice 
blue eyes would twinkle no more. H e m ight get sick—w ith 
no one to  take  care of him ! K a tin k a  was getting  panicky. 
She had  even heard of m en com m itting, com m itting—

“ Oh. B illee!” she cried desperately, and covered her face 
w ith her hands.

“ R ig h t here, h oney ,”  said a deep m asculine voice behind 
her.

Slowly K atryn  turned  around, trem bling like a leaf. Slowly 
she raised her eyes to  a pa ir of blue ones above her.

“ Ch, Billee!” she cried again, this time ecstatically.
H is arm  w ent around her— tight. “ I t  took me live m onths 

to find you, you  little  minx, b u t here I am. I ’m here to  stay  
and you  can ’t get rid of me and— ”

K atry n  closed his lips w ith her w hite fingers, blushing 
adorably. “ A n’ who’s w an tin ’ to  get rid of you, American 
Billee? M e, I luff you. ”

D o r is  J o h n s o n , '2 7 .



Night

She comes when the rad ian t evening sky 
H as faded into gray,

W hen the glorious sun has gone to his rest 
Down his golden way.

She comes w ith a flu tter of shadow y wings 
When stars  are tw inkling on high,

And spreading her tresses of ebony hue 
She covers the m isty  sky.

There silent and still as a s ta tue , she stands,
In  place of D ay lig h t’s blue.

B u t a t daw n, unseen, she flies sw iftly away,
And the m orning begins anew.

C a r o ly n  M o r s e , I n t . I I I .

P ard o n  M y  S arcasm

TH E R E  w as once upon a tim e a linguist, who was try ing  
to  simplify the English Language in to  one-syllable 
words.

H is work took him  m any years, and finally he needed only 
one more w ord; b u t this word had to  m ean five things:

excruciating
m arvellous
rem arkable

adorable
beautiful

H e though t for m any days in  vain, and finally he decided 
to  get some help. He w ent to all the fam ous linguists of the 
day , and  they searched through every dictionary  and book of



knowledge th a t is known, w ithou t success. In  despair he 
p u t an ad in the paper. T he very next day he got an  answer. 
The overjoyed m an had  his language published w ithou t delay, 
and it was im m ediately adopted by  the greater p a rt of the 
English-speaking people.

You w ant to  know w hat the word was? I should th ink 
you  could easily guess; it was, “ C u te ” !!

M a r t h a  S t o c k t o n  ’2 9 .

In This D ay  and G eneration?

TH E  P eniten tes is a religious sect, a disowned branch 
of the C atholic C hurch, which still exists am ong the 
more ignorant people of Spain and our Southw estern 

sta tes. T hey believe in  self-torture in this world to procure 
sp iritual salvation in the next. Perhaps the m ost cruel of 
their custom s is th a t of binding a m an to a cross w ith linen 
strips, and leaving him hanging there all of Good F riday 
N ight. The stopped circulation often causes his death, and, 
as it is against the law, this cerem ony is perform ed in some 
forgotten  arroyo deep in the hills. The fam ily of the m an 
spend the n ight in  prayer; a t daybreak they open the door 
of their house. If the m an has survived his shoes are on the 
doorstep, if n o t—nothing.

* * *

Among the higher class of Peniten tes was a young m an 
nam ed Juan Chavez who was engaged to Dolores Jaram illo; 
the date of their w edding had  been set for E aste r day. Of 
course, there was alw ays the chance th a t Juan  m ight be the 
one chosen to  be crucified. Y et there were six hundred Pen i
ten tes living nearby, and the lovers determ inedly shu t the 
thought from  their minds.

* * *

On the appointed day  all the Peniten tes assemble in their 
kiva, a fter m any self-punishm ents, to  w atch the men draw  
for the honor of being crucified. This is perhaps one of the



w eirdest scenes there is— row s upon row s of men, women, and 
children , stream ing with blood, gathered before the altar, 
th e ir  eyes fixed on the crucifix, their lips moving in  prayer, 
and  their heads sw aying in  time to the low drone. T he priest 
rises, leaving his acolytes, each w ith  a strip  of skin taken  from 
his back and sa lt rubbed in the wound, to continue the  ser
vice, and gees in to  an inner room. Soon he re turns. By 
the shifting of bodies and eyes one can see th a t all are intensely 
in terested , even though the chan t still goes on. F inally  the 
priest lifts his hands and in a hushed voice pronounces the 
w ords,

“ Juan C havez!”
G reat were the rejoicings a t the C havez’ house th a t  n ight, 

for to have a m an of the fam ily chosen for the  crucifixion 
means eternal salvation  for himself and the others. But
Dolores and Juan, although they tried to  be brave, stole
outside m any tim es to  kiss farewell, for after th a t n igh t
Juan was consecrated to  G od; and m ust live a p a rt from his 
fellow-men during  H o ly  W eek.

* * *

Good F riday  N ig h t— a troop oi men straggling through 
the hills, carry ing  flam ing torches which send elongated shad
ows over the faces of the fanatical mob. In  their m idst 
walks a young  m an, naked, bearing a huge wooden cross under 
whose w eight he stum bles now and then, b u t, w ithou t u t te r 
ing a word, staggers on until they come to  the place appointed 
for the ordeal. Among prayers and incan tations Juan  is 
bound to  the cross. Leaving his tw o w atchers to  keep him 
com pany through his long hours of suffering, the  rest tu rn  
tow ards hom e, perhaps never to  see him  again.

* * *

T he firelight flickers on the a lta r  encrusted w ith  images, 
on the crucifix, on the group of black-shawled women kneel
ing before it, on Dolores, the tears stream ing dow n  her cheeks, 
in  p ray er for her loved one.

A t la s t a ray, no t th a t  of the lire, shoots across the room. 
D olores, num b from her long vigil, breathes one more p rayer
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and rises from her knees. She moves slowly towards the 
door bu t, as she reaches the middle of the  room, her heart 
fails her and she stops. T he kneeling figures tu rn  reproach
fully, for they too, are anxious abou t Juan. D olores crosses 
herself and, a t last, p u ts  her shaking hands on the bolts. 
W ith  a clink they  are w ithdraw n and Dolores swings wide 
the p o rta l to  see— nothing.

* * *

One m ore sacrifice to  m an ’s superstition .

I s a b e l l e  J o h n s t o n  '2 9 .

A t  Moonlight

Slipping, slipping out of the dune 
Slid the round of the full-blown moon;

M oonlight washed the s ta r  rich sky-m ould, 
D im m ed her lam ps in the w rath  of gold;

Cowered sta rs  and  ebony sky,
H eld in aw e till the moon swung by.—

Flow ing, flowing over the dune
Fled the stream  of the lull-blow n moon.

D o ro th ea  P e r k in s , '28.



A  Comparison

LONG ago, in R ussia, m y m other told me abou t Agas- 
pher, a Jew who lived in the time of Christ.

The sto ry  is told th a t as our Lord, bent under the 
weight o f H is heavy cross, was carry ing it up to C alvary , He 
fell on the threshold of A gaspher’s house. T h a t unlucky 
m an, inspired by evil, pushed the Lord away, saying: “ Go on, 
go on, you  shall not rest here .”

O ur Lord took up the cross and said: “ I am  going to  my 
rest, b u t you m ust w ander un til I re tu rn .”

So Agaspher was turned in to  the w andering Jew. He 
left Jerusalem and began his long, strange pilgrim age. On 
and on he went over m ountains and across deserts, down all 
the long white roads of the world.

Sometimes T th ink  th a t I am  a k ind of Agaspher. Of 
course th a t  does no t m ean th a t  I pushed someone off my 
threshold, O h no, far from  th a t. I was pushed aw ay by my 
country , perhaps for som ething w rong I had done w ithout 
know ing it, because I left R ussia when I was only seven 
years  old. L a te r on 1 was told th a t we left because the revo
lution had  broken ou t; we had  to  run  aw ay or lose our lives. 
Since we lost our home, we have been travelling all around 
the w orld, searching for rest.

I especially feel it  in m y school life. You see, T love school, 
and as soon as I get to  one, begin to  like it, and  m ake friends 
w ith  the girls, m y cruel fa te  comes and  m akes me w ander 
to  some o ther school, in some other country , w here people 
speak a new language. As soon as I  get used to  th a t school, 
in th a t  country , and learn its language, m y la te  knocks again 
a t  the door and  drives me away. W andering from  school 
to  school, and from land to land is very hard ; it makes me 
th ink  abou t life.

Now-, 1 have come to America, and to  M iss F ine’s school. 
I hope th a t m y wanderings will end here, in America, in this 
school. P erhaps A m erica will become m y second country. 
I t  is told in the legend, tha t, from time to  time, A gaspher 
was allowed to rest. I  tru s t this will be m y rest, th a t I won’t  
be pushed aw ay again.—M a r in e t t e  D eL a u r e n b e r g , In t. I V .



The Weeping M ulberry

A m onth  ago this tree was hung w ith green,
W ho now  s tan d s drooping in h er ragged black.
T he ghosts of last y e a r’s grass whine a t her feet,
And fragm ents of the gold th a t crowned her ha ir 
Lie in the heavy dam p, tarnished and old.
H er h igh-plum ed head is bowed w ith  weariness,
A nd the w ind w hirls around her em pty  hands.

D o r o t h e a  M a t t h e w s ,  ’2 1 .

The H ogart

TH E  H ogart is a large, rocky plateau, about three thou- 
and feet high, in the center of the Sahara D esert. I t  
has never been crossed by a w hite m an and hardly any

th ing  is known abou t its inhabitan ts.
A bout nineteen-fourteen, a French arm y officer, Jean 

Levasseur, w ith ano ther m an w ent to explore the place. 
A fter a period of abou t tw o years the F renchm an returned, 
b u t refused to disclose any  news of his com panion; general 
suspicion h ad  been th a t Levasseur had  killed him .

H ow ever, as no th ing  could be proved, an expedition to the 
H ogart was got up during the war. Jean Levasseur w as to 
lead it  and, w ith  nine thousand men, he s ta rted  out.

A fter nine m onths of travel across the h o t African desert, 
the expedition surrounded the H ogart and w ent in. All 
track  of them  was lost and they  were given up  for dead. B ut 
six m onths la te r some w hite men found Levasseur, alm ost 
lifeless, on the edge of an oasis w ith another m an dead a few 
y ard s away. The Frenchm an recovered and told his strange 
s to ry :

T he m en had entered the H ogart and  had found it to  be 
rocky and barren , w ith  hard ly  any vegetation  around the



edges, a lthough there m ay have been some in the middle. 
T h e y  h ad  cam ped in different places, and for a long time had  
found noth ing  of in terest to  their exploration. However, 
from  tim e to  time, five or six of the sentries would disappear 
an d  Levasseur, puzzled and  alarmed, sent some of his m en to 
w atch . T hey  reported  th a t the sentries were carried aw ay 
by  beautifu lly  m ounted men, closely resem bling the Tharegs 
of the  A frican desert. They had never been heard  to  speak!

L evasseur captured some of them, and, although he resorted 
to  the m ost cruel m ethods of to rtu re  to  m ake them  speak, 
these Tharegs never u ttered  a sound! A bout h a lf  of the 
expedition  had now disappeared, and Levasseur and  his 
rem aining followers s ta rted  for hom e. B u t the H o g art is a 
big place and only the F renchm an and  two others, w ho died 
alm ost im m ediately, had  been able to  escape. T he rest of 
the nine thousand had  been com pletely annihilated.

Levasseur's exp lanation  is th a t  th is race of men have lost 
the power of speech, b u t have gained som ething fa r greater; 
th a t is, m en ta l te lepa thy , or transm ission of thoughts by the 
mind.

In  ancien t tim es some of the priests and kings were supposed 
to have been able to  do tins, and  some of them  doubtless 
lived on the H ogart. W hen th a t  g reat deluge came, which 
we please to  call “ T he F lood ,”  the  H o g art m ay have been 
left uncovered, and these people are the probable descendants 
of the ancien t race. T hey  are inconceivably cruel, and  are 
very brave and strong.

As there is no w ater on the H ogart, the m ost reasonable 
explanation  is th a t there m ust be an underground city, and 
th a t  i t  is the source of the great S ubterranean  river, which 
some have th o ugh t to  run  under the S ahara  desert.

I f  the H o g art is explored again, it will have to be reached 
by  aeroplane or by autom obile transporta tion . But it will 
be long before this is a ttem pted , as Jean Levasseur says i t  is 
a  w eird, frightening place; and he is the only man to have 
been in, and  to  have come out alive!

M a r io n  L in e a w e a v e r , ’3 0 .



Kensington

HA V E you  ever been to  K ensington G ardens in London? 
Well! I was there this sum m er for the first time. Of 
course you  know th a t is where P e te r P an  spent all 

his tim e, before he w ent to  the never-never land.
A fter you  have come to H yde P ark  G ate, you  ju s t  have to 

keep going a little  fu rth er to come to ano ther big gate. You 
go th rough th a t  un til you come to a sm all pa th , leading to 
yo u r left. I f  you  take th a t p a th  a little w ay, you come to a 
pond, w hich is called the R ound Pond. In  this, Peter Pan 
would sail his leaf boats. I f  you  w alk around the pond you 
will see a pa th , w hich takes you  to  P e te r P a n ’s sta tue.

P e te r P a n ’s sta tu e  is m ade of bronze, and is the loveliest 
s ta tu e  I  have ever seen. A round the base are rabbits, 
squirrels, mice, birds, and fairies, and W endy is lifting up 
her hand  to  th a t lovely iigure of P e te r P an  w ith his pipes.

L ily  L a m b er t , Intermediate I I .

A  Crystal Lake

A crystal lake entw ined in mossy banks of green,
W ith s ta te ly  poplars guarding tall and lean,
Arose before me, while alone,
Q uite alone—it seemed to  me.
And a t the b rink  betw een those knights she sat, 
T railing  her slender lingers in the quiet calm . 
R evealing u n earth ly  beau ty , y e t unknow n,
As she sa t naked  there, in hazy dawn.

A n n e  M i t c h e l l , ’29 .



On the 4(h of O ctober, School began once more w ith  m uch 
talk  and excitem ent. D r. E rd m an  led the service.

The U pper School has three new teachers: M rs. Albion
in H istory , M rs. E lderk in  in H istory  of A rt, and M iss M.ayall 
in Physics. M r. Agar, who filled Miss S m ith ’s place last 
spring, is Englishing the Juniors and  Seniors.

E ach  M onday  m orning M iss Fine reads us a long and  in te r
esting le tte r  from  M iss M arkley , who is now a t Shanghai, 
C hina.

M iss Howes, who has been abroad  this sum m er, sailed 
N ovem ber the 1st and will soon be in our m idst once more.

K ingsley K ahler and D o ro th y  W eaver are back  under the 
dignified titles of Special and P ost-G raduate . We are over
joyed to have them  and envy the ir tw o-subject schedule.

T he Seniors are very  proud of their la te s t acquirem ent— 
a  p riv a te  sitting-room , and feel exceedingly grateful tow ards 
the ir benefactress, M iss Fine. The all-im portan t question 
now  is— Should the hangings be chintz or theatrica l gauze?

T he IV  In term ediates are now running an H onor System  
in a S tu d y  H all of their own. This p lan  was instigated to  
p repare  them  for the U pper School S tudy  H all next year. 
T h u s  fa r  the results of the experim ent have been m ost sa tis
fac to ry  and  the IV  In term edia tes are pleased w ith themselves.

K a t h e r i n e  M i t c h e l l ,  ’2 7 .



AT  T H E  beginning of the school y ea r the entire 
P rim ary  D ep artm en t of our school gave an  exhibition 
of the m any things w hich they had found or w hich 

they had  m ade while on the ir sum m er vacation. There were 
such in teresting  things as odd shells, various sorts of sea 
weeds, p re tty  corals; and some one m ade a doll’s dress.

The Junior P rim ary  reports th a t they are pasting pictures, 
and  m aking napkins. T hey  have three pe t fish in which they 
are very m uch interested. Their nam es are Jerry, Prince, 
and E equette . “ B eq u e tte” m eans sm all fish.

The first grade reports th a t they are learning to read stories 
and to  w rite. They are m aking ABC books, too. On the 
cover they paste  the le tte rs and inside they are pu tting  
pictures.

In  the second grade too, they are m aking books, b u t they 
are abou t Ind ians. T hey  are studying  abou t five kinds of 
Ind ians. In  Spelling they  m ake their own Spelling covers. 
T hey study  A rithm etic, Spelling, R eading and M iss W heaton 
teaches them  French.

T hey  are very busy in the th ird  grade for they have been 
m aking a sand table about the Vikings. T here  are Viking 
ships, fjords, which are sm all bays, and a large battlefield . 
This field is surrounded by a hedge of poles w ith a gate a t 
each end. T hey  are m aking pictures, too, abo u t the Vikings, 
and they  are going to  have a V iking play.

T here are tw en ty  in  the fou rth  grade and they  are studying  
about Greece and the W'ar of T roy . In stead  of being divided 
into G rays and Blues, the school colors, they  are divided into



G reeks and  T ro jans, w hich is great fun! Miss F rost is their 
teach er and she shows them  how to draw G reek pillars. 
T h ey  are studying  G eography for the first time and learning 
how  to m easure distances on maps. All their hooks are new 
this year, too— their Geography, their G reek reader, their 
A rithm etic book, and the book in which they  w rite  their 
spelling. T heir grade has ju s t  chosen a secretary , a jan ito r  
and tw o counselors.

The second week in N ovem ber was ' ‘Book W eek” for the 
whole P rim ary  D epartm ent. In  their assem bly room they 
displayed the books th a t they  liked best. O ver their especial 
choice they hung their paper telling w hy it w as their favorite. 
One was ‘‘The Viking T a le s .”  Viola H itte  liked this best 
and she said,

“ M y favorite book is ‘T he Viking T ales’ because it  has 
fights and is in teresting. I like the K ing H aro ld  chapters 
best. ”

Allen Shelton  liked the “ Swiss F am ily  R obinson. ” Fie said,
“ ‘Swiss F am ily  R obinson’ is m y favorite  book. I like it 

because it  is in teresting. I like abo u t the tree hom e and 
abou t the cave hom e, w hen they  w ere shipwrecked and when 
they m ade the little  tu b  b o a t.” I th ink  we were all fond of 
the “ Swiss F am ily  R ob inson”  and  their m any  adventures.

O n their bu lle tin  board  in  the assem bly room they  are 
going to  place from  tim e to tim e the three best papers of their 
four grades. “ P rim a ry ”  m eans “ ch ief” or “ firs t,”  and 
though in  a sense they  are n o t chief, they  are first and  they  
do no t w an t to be forgotten . T hey  would like very  m uch to 
have you  all come in and  see these papers!

J ea n  S. H a v e n s , ’28.



In terclass hockey games are again heing played this year 
and are arousing m uch enthusiasm . M iss Cum m ing and 
M iss M arg are t Fine have been giving the teams excellent 
coaching. The cham pionship is y e t to be won. In  the games 
played so far, the results have been as follows

Sophomores 5— Freshm en 5 
Sophomores 5—Freshm en 7 
Sophomores 7— Freshm en 7 
Sophom ores 2— Freshm en 1 
Seniors 9— Juniors 5 
Seniors 7— Juniors 0

Shortly  after school opened a m eeting ol the A thletic 
Association was held and officers were elected. Jane Link 
w as elected president, and E e tty  D insm ore secretary  and 
treasurer. A com m ittee from  each class was form ed as fol
lows: the cap tains, E lizabeth  Blackwell, '27; Jane Link, '28; 
M a rth a  S tockton, '29; F le tty  Duffield, '30, and Sarah  John
ston, In te rm ed ia te  IV ; the representatives, Betsey I lu n , '27; 
Jean H avens, '28; S arah  S tockton, '29; Frances Boice, 30; 
and Em ily Cowenhoven, In term ediate  IV.

J a n e  L i n k , '2 8 .



One of the most in teresting  engagem ents this fall is th a t of 
A nnabel Dixon to George A rn e tt of Lam bertville.

A nother very recent engagem ent is th a t  of E leanor A pple
gate to George S. M orrison of T ren ton .

We have learned w ith  m uch surprise and pleasure th a t 
June Schclflcr, now M rs. C harles A rro tt I I I ,  has a son. June 
is now living in P ittsbu rgh , and ev idently  she has been 
keeping som ething from  us.

Am ong the m ost popular of the younger m arried set who 
have come to  live in P rinceton  is Priscilla B u llitt, now M rs. 
W illiam  M orse, accom panied by her charm ing d au g h ter ' 
P riscilla jun ior.

As usual E u ro p e’s a ttrac tio n  has exerted its spell. Those 
who have sailed recently  are Leslie H un , Alice M ore, and 
M ary  C lark , to  be gone for several m onths.

Susanne Blackw ell, scorning a second y ea r a t the B ennet 
School, is m aking  her debu t this w inter.

Those of the Class of '25 who are sophomores a t Vassar 
are, Peggy M atthew s, E lie Pierce, N ata lie  and H ildegarde 
G auss, and H elen Foster. H elen, who has evidently  been 
doing extrem ely well in music there, has received a scholarship 
in violin.

A t Sm ith, B ecky A rm strong and N anny  W ilson are high 
and  m ighty  Seniors, while Janet B ullitt and Janet M ac- 
Innes are Sophom ores.

M ore cred it to  M iss Fine! M arianne Vos has received a 
scholarship in  L a tin  a t  C alvin  College, M ichigan. P a x  vobis- 
cum, M arianne.
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Still in scholastic com petition  are Helen Tom ec and Florence 
C layton, who seem to be running  a close race, each having 
m ade “ H onors”  a t  W ellesley last year.

And now we come to our last y ea r 's  senior class. Isabelle 
B oughton continues to  be popular, w hich is shown by the 
fact th a t she is V ice-President of her class a t Wells College.

Also a t W ells is one oi the school's m ost fam ous athletes, 
A nna Hale, w ho is playing on the hockey team .

Lois D avis and  Joan Prentice are freshm en a t B ryn M aw r 
spreading M iss F ine 's good nam e; and  hu rrah  for Joan, she 
plays on the second hockey team .

O ur ever popu lar and good na tu red  Law rence N orris is 
com m uting to  the A rt League in New Y ork C ity  w here she is 
reveling in drawing.

Tw o girls m aking themselves fam ous a t B radford Academ y 
are G race Griswold and C hristine Gibbons.

And now we shout the praises of C hristine G ibbons as a 
“ L ite ra ry  G en iu s .'' She has w ritten  a book called “ O ur 
G en e ra tio n ,'' which is being published by the C en tu ry  Co. 
and will be on sale in the spring. C ongratu lations, C hristine1.

The Goheen fam ily takes to  hockey like a duck to  water, 
and N ancy  is shining on the varsity  hockey team  a t W ilson 
College.

K atrine  Blake has jo ined G ertie P rio r and Frances Clemens 
a t Sweet B riar. W atch  our southern  accents grow!

Ann Long has also tu rned  in to  a New' Yorker, and is 
a ttend ing  the Sacred H eart College there.

A t G aucher College are V irginia B arrow s and Josephine 
W ebb, while K atherine  N orris is now a senior.

L ady  Love and  R osem ary S tree t are confined by boarding 
school laws b u t seem to be enjoying them selves. L ady  is a t 
M iss B eard ’s in O range, N . J., while Rosie is a t M iss W alker’s, 
S im sbury, Conn.

E l iz a b e t h  B l a c k w e l l , '2 7 .



T h e  L in k  acknow ledges w ith  f th a n k s  th e  fo llow ing 
exchanges, w hich  will he rev iew ed  in  th e  n ex t issue:

T it B its— St. T im o th y ’s School.

Tat/ei— -Miss M adeira ’s School.

Question J la r k —R osem ary H all.

Serendipity—-M arlborough School.

The Blue P rin t—K ath arin e  B ranson School.

Bleedings— St. Agnes School.

Chestnut B urr—Springside School.

Academe—T he A lbany A cadem y for Girls.

The Choate Literary Jlagazine—The C hoate School.

D o r o t h y  F r a n c e s  W r ig h t ,  ’28 .



WALKER-GORDON

IS USED BY THOSE WHO A PPRECIA TE 
A CLEAN AND SAFE M ILK

SAFEGUARDED BY SC IE N T IFIC  METHODS 
OF PRODUCTION AND H A N D L I N G

D ELIV ER IES MADE DAILY IN  PRINCETON

You are invited to visit the producing plant at 
Plainsboro, two and one-half miles from  Princeton

W a i.k e r -G ordon  L a boratory  C o .

T e l e p h o n e  P l a in s b o r o  532 

PLA IN SB O R O , N . J .

WALKER-GORDON LABORATORIES

N E W  Y O R K  BO STO N

SPECIAL DEPOTS

A T LA N T IC  C IT Y , N . J .  B R O O K L Y N  FL U SH IN G  W E S T  E N D , N . J .

A S B U R Y  P A R K , N . J .  J E R S E Y  C IT Y  L A K E W O O D  P O IN T  P L E A S A N T

P H IL A D E L P H IA , P A . FA R  R O C K A W A Y  O C EA N  C IT Y  T R E N T O N , N . J .

W O R C E S T E R , M A S S .

FARMS SUPPLYING ABOVE CITIES AND DEPOTS

P L A IN SB O R O , N . J. C H A R L E S R I V E R . M A S S . JU L IU S T O W N , N . J .

WALKER-GORDON LABORATORIES ARE ALSO ESTABLISHED IN

B A LT IM O R E D E T R O IT  S T . L O U IS  C L E V E L A N D  W ASH INGTON



P H O N E S  { JJ tm o H T  P A C K IN G  and C R A T I N G

POTTS AUTO EXPRESS
P R I N C E T O N , N . J .

PADDED M OTOR VANS & FIR E PR O O F STORAGE 
LOCAL AND LONG DISTANCE M OVING 

PIANO H O IST IN G

M A IN  O FFIC E  ST O R E  H OUSE

48 N a s s a u  S t r e e t  P a t t o n  A v e n u e

M rs.E. .'I. Cosgrave Mrs.]'.. L. Nields

The New Shop

DRESSES FOR MORNING, 
AFTERNOON AND 

EV EN IN G  WEAR

Interior Decorating

82 Nassau St. Phone 894

Telephone 656

M R S. E D W IN  M . N O R R IS

REAL ESTATE

76 A l e x a n d e r  S t r e e t  

P r i n c e t o n , N .J .

TO PATRONS
This store was created zo serve you, through its various merchandise 
and adm inistrative departm ents.
In all our transactions, you are entitled to be treated with every 
courtesy and respect.
Because of our faith in the merchandise we sell, we will cheerfully 
refund your purchase money upon request.
U nder no circumstances will a transaction be considered satisfactory 
to us, unless it is satisfactory to you.

NATHANS INC.
N E W  B R U N SW IC K , N. J.



ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES 
HOUSE W IR IN G

CH ADW ICK’S

Sh a d es  and  L a m ps
R E X  ALL DRUG STORE

B R O W N ’S E L E C T R IC
SH O P N E X T  TO POST O FFIC E

122 N a ssau  St r e e t  

Radio Supplies
SO D A  C A N D Y

H . P. C LA Y TO N
J. A. EN R IG H T

M ILLIN ERY CLOTHING & FU RN ISH IN G S

AND

FU RN ISH ING  GOODS
for

MEN
70 N assau  St r e e t

112 NASSAU STREET

TH E FARR PHONE 419 W

HARDWARE CO.,
INCORPORATED L A D IE S ' TA ILO R IN G

CHINA and GLASSWARE JACOB C. FISHER

ROOM FURNISHINGS, KIRSCH U niversity  Tailor

WINDOW RODS

CUTLERY AND SCISSORS 150 N assau  S t r e e t

A ll Styles
P r in c eto n



Established 1887

R e a l  E sta te  I nsu ra n ce

T ow n and C ountry  Fire, Life, Com pensation, A utom obile
B O N D  A N D  M O RTG A G E LOANS 

A conservative, non-speculative establishm ent, equipped to  render 
a high class service. The m anagem ent or listing of your property

is solicited.

O. IT. HUBBARD 
I rving  W. M e r s h o n , Manager 

38 N assau S treet P rinceton, N . J .

F IE L D  H O C K E Y  S T IC K S  

H O C K E Y  BALLS 

B A SK ETB A LL and  T E N N IS  S U P P L IE S  

L A D IE S ’ S P O R T  S T O C K IN G S

%

F R A N K  K A N E
Upper P yne B uild ing

Our Telephone 3\[umber

79

University Laundry Company

2 8 - 3 0  M o o r e  S t r e e t  P r i n c e t o n



JOHN P .  WILCOX

P h a rm a c is t

20 N assau St.

Prescription Specialist

Skirm’s
SMOKE SHOP

i t

CIGARS PIPES
and and

CIGARETTES TOBACCO

Shampooing Manicuring

Jack Honore’s Ladies’ Parlor
M a n a g e m e n t M a rg a re t C ollins

I n  th e  B a s e m e n t a t  

20 NASSAU ST R E E T  B U ILD IN G

H o u rs : 9 A. M . to  (> P . M. 

A p p o in tm e n ts  T e le p h o n e  78

Marcelling Water Waving

KOPP & CAMPBELL
Jewelers

i t

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY

M o r r i s  M a p l e

Painting and Decorating of Quality

170 N a s sa u  St r e e t  

PRINCETON, N. J.

F. A. B A M M A N  

INC.

‘it



W A L T E R  B. H O W E , Inc.

REAL E S T A T E  A N D  I N S U R A N C E

M

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

T elephone 95

Compliments of 

T h e

A R C A D E  T H E A T R E

1 3 8  N a s s a u  S t r e e t

5*

W H E N E V E R  YOU N E E D  T H E  S E R V IC E S OF 

A B A N K IN G  IN S T IT U T IO N , CALL A T T H E

Princeton Bank and Trust Company

&



S. H . STILLW ELL
Contractor and Builder

t

Fine Residences a Specialty 

22 E D G E H IL L  P R IN C E T O N , N . J.

INVEST SAFELY AND WISELY IN 

5L>% MORTGAGES GUARANTEED

BY

The Middlesex Title Guarantee & Trust Co.
NEW BRUNSWICK, N. J.

A tw ater-K ent Model 35
S IM P L E  TO O P E R A T E

R E A S O N A B L E  I N  P R IC E
A M  A / I  N O  I N  P E R E O R M A N C E

P r in c e to n  M o to r  S h o p  Inc.
T E L E P H O N E  1000

R adiola A (water-Ivon (
Freshm an Stromherg- Carlson



ESTABLISHED 1888

Mueller & New

Jew eleis

X e w  B r u n s w i c k  N e w  J e r s e y

“ If it grows we have i t ’’

DAVIDSON BROS.
F ancy  G roceries

71 C h u rc h  S t . 211 F r en c h  St . 

New B runsw ick , N. J .

FRANK’S
U omen’s and Misses’ W earing 

Apparel

3 3 5  G e o r g e  S t r e e t  
New B runsw ick  New Jersey

Phone 2121

NEWARK TRENTON PHILAD ELPH IA  

ASBURY PARK

J . B .  WILSON CO.
H osiery  of Q uality  

F a sh io n ab le  M illinery

S t a t e  a n d  B r o a d  S t s . 

TREN TO N  NEW  JERSEY  

p h o n e  3368

BRUNS
CHOCOLATE SHOP 

AND 
RESTAURANT

316 G e o r g e  S t r e e t  

NEW  BRUNSW ICK N. J.

Merckens Candy Shop
FANCY CONFECTIONERY

378 G e o r g e  S t .

New B runsw ick  New Jersey



“Everyone H as Use for M usic”

Come to T h e  M u sic  Shop  for your 
Musical Needs

Sheet M usic— U kuleles— T enor B anjos— C larinets— Saxophones 
D rum  O utfits— V ictrolas— Electrolas— Panatropes— R adios

T H E  MUSIC S H O P

NASSAU S T R E E T  P R IN C E T O N . N. J .
TELEPH O N E 80

GIFTS AND M A N Y  THINGS 
YOU CANNOT B U Y  ELSEWHERE

We are proud to say th a t there are many things—> 
things typical of Princeton—etchings, books, 
jewelry, stationery, music—which you cannot buy 
anywhere except at one of our two establishments.

A book of Princeton etchings, or one of the de
lightful histories of the College, or a tiepin with 
the Princeton seal cleverly mounted on it—any 
of these will make unusual and inexpensive gifts.

T H E  PRINCETON UNIVERSITY STORE
A ND

T h e  M u s i c  S h o p
Princeton, N. J.



THE LINK

w i s h e s  

everybody 

HI J tle rrp  C h ris tm as

and

2NPPP J2eto ©ear
Com plim ents

of

Brick Row Book Shop
I N C .

M arjory E, Malum D orothy L.  M alian

Princeton Beauty Shop
20 N assau  S tre e t 

SECOND FLO OR ROOM  207

Phone, 1 140 W

Parser Method 
Marcelling M anicuring
Scalp T reatm ent H aircutting

Facial Massage

Compliments

of

A CH ILLE  S C O P A






