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School Supplies

Fountain Pens Gold and Silver Pencils

G. R. M urray , Inc.
REAL ESTATE  

AND INSURANCE

60 Nassau Street, Princeton, N. J.



D E ' M  A U R O ’ S
R A D I O  S H O P  

T he B e s t P lace to  B u y  a R adio
PfJ

SERVICE A SPECIALTY
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18 W ITH ER SPO O N  ST. P R IN C E T O N , N . J.

Phone 1228

Reilley M eat M arket
W ITH ER SPO O N  ST R E E T

Compliments of 

The

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

138 N a s s a u  S t r e e t



Gifts and M any Things 
Y ou Cannot B uy  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 a t  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.
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The Princeton University Store
AND

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

“Everyone Has Use fo r  M usic '

Come to THE MUSIC SHOP for your 
Musical Needs

Sheet Music—Ukuleles—Tenor Banjos—Clarinets 
Saxophones— Drum Outfits—Victrolas—Electrolas 

Panatropes— Radios

The Music Shop
6 8 } /2  N a s s a u  S t r e e t  P r i n c e t o n ,  N .  J.



University J jiundry  Qompany
Our Telephone Number

79

28-30 M o o r e  S t r e e t  P r in c e t o n

Case Florist Shop
20  N a s s a u  S t r e e t

F LO W E R S FOR 
A L L  

O C C A SIO N S

S h o u ld er  C orsages a  S p ec ia lty

TELEGRAPHED ANYWHERE

REAL E STATE INSURANCE

We S pecia lize  in  A ll L in es o j  R ea l 
E sta te  a n d  In suran ce

W. M. Dickinson Co.
20 N A SSA U  ST R E E T  

Phone 1015 P R IN C E T O N , N . J.



HEEREMANS MARGARET McNALLY
T he Princeton  Flower Shop

f t

ANYTHING IN  FLO W ERS AT 

m o d e r a t e  PRICES

Harper M ethod Scalp  
T reatm ent

M ARCELLING M ANICURING 
FACIAL MASSAGE

©
f t First National Bank Building 

Entrance Witherspoon St.

We Guarantee Satisfaction P hones: Office 431 Res. 547

L. L. ZAPF Marsh & Company

HARDWARE 

and  

ICE SKATES

PHARMACISTS

30 N a s s a u  St. 
P r i n c e t o n , N. J .

1!

NASSAU STREET

P r i n c e t o n  N e w  J e r s e y

PR ESCRIPTIO N S COMPOUNDED 
FROM PU R EST DRUGS AND 
CHEMICALS OBTAINABLE

FU L L L IN E  OF TO ILET ARTICLES 
AND SICK-ROOM SU PPLIES

HILL’S MARKET
3 3  W i t h e r s p o o n  St.

SKIRM’S 
SMOKE SHOP

M eats, G roceries, F ru its and  
V egetables

m
©

SPECIAL ATTENTIO N  G IV EN  TE L E 
PHO N E ORDERS

Phones: 1360-61-62

Cigars and Cigarettes 

Pipes and Tobacco



Tohe Princess Shop
78 NASSAU ST R E E T  

M r s . W il l ia m  J o n e s  C l a r k

Gifts Antiques

SHAMPOOING

M ARCELLE

M ANICURING

One of the New Nestle-LeM ur Per
manent Waving Machines has been 
installed in Jack Honore's Ladies’ 
Parlor.

This Machine will give you a more 
N atural Wave than  any other Machine 
on the M arket.

For Appointment, Phone 78

Jack  H onore 's
LADIES’ PARLOR

2 0  N a s s a u  S t .  B l d g .  T e l .  7 8

W ATER-W AVES

New and
Seasonable Choice Designs in  Neckwear of
G entlem en’s the popular Striped, and Figured 

Silks
Wearing Apparel Imported Silk and Flannel Scarfs: 

Custom Shirt Makers

CM

JOSEPH B. HOTTEL 
& CO.
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Garden Theatre

SH O W IN G  THE L A T E ST  TA LK IN G  
AND SOUN D PIC TU R ES  

OF M E R IT

“ E V E R Y B O D Y 'S GO ING  TO T H E  G A R D E N "  

-  ____________________________________________________________

H A N DLIN G  YOUR OWN F IN A N 

CIAL AFFAIRS IS AN IM PO R TA N T 

PA RT OF YOUR EDUCATION.

K E E P  AN ACCOUNT W ITH  US, 

AND CALL ON OUR O FFIC ER S 

FOR ADVICE AT ANY T IM E .

PRINCETON BANK AND TRUST 
COMPANY

CHARTERED 1 8 3 4
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3n  itlemortam

D udley C. Wilson Jr., a member of our First Primary Grade, 
died April 9. H is classmates will miss a dear comrade, his 
teachers a child of rare charm and beauty. The Primary D e
partment and the entire school send their most earnest sym 
pathy to his sorrowing family.
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The Five Georges

“ George the F irst most vile was reckoned;
Viler s till was George the Second.
H as any mortal ever heard 
A n y  good of George the Third?
When George the Fourth to hell descended,
Praised be God, their reigns were ended. ”

SO R E C IT E S the octogenarian curator o f the library o f  
Christ's Church, Oxford, as he points to the statues o f the  
Georges about him. To Thackeray's Four Georges we 

owe famous details.
George the First might well be reckoned vile. H e was an  

atrocious fat old monarch who came reluctantly over from 
Hanover trailing a string of German friends and attendants 
behind him. H e knew little about England and cared less. 
H is main interest lay in his beloved Hanover, which he took  
every occasion to visit, spending so m uch tim e going back and 
forth that when he finally died in a carriage on one o f these 
trips he must have felt very much at home.

H is death brought to the throne his “ still viler" son, George 
the Second, who spent a life so deeply immersed in minute 
personal details that the government was left in  the hands of  
whoever interested the monarch sufficiently. H e, meantime, 
regularly and m ethodically attended to his petty  affairs and 
economized down to the last penny of his income.

The next member of this distinguished family, George the 
Third, came to the throne with one idea planted in his stubborn 
and obstinate head: to rule, not merely to reign. “ George, be 
a  k ing,” was the refrain o f his nagging and formidable 
mother. H e gloried in overseeing the complexities and 
m inute details of government, and hoisted prime minister after 
prime minister from office until he finally found one to whom  
he could dictate. It may be remembered that his methods



resulted in the loss o f thirteen American colonies, considered 
impertinent and grasping in their demands for rights.

George the Fourth, the final subject of the curator’s rhyme, 
considered him self “ the First Gentlem an of Europe". He 
rendered his greatest service to hum anity when he invented a 
shoe-buckle an inch long and inches broad which drooped 
artistically to the ground on either side of the foot. L ittle else 
is remembered of one who gave promise in his youth of being 
the m ost gifted and talented of the Hanovers.

W e m ight now add another couplet to our rhyme— one 
which would neither closely follow those before it nor present 
a quiet and modest gentlem an too strikingly. For George, 
the F ifth is king at a tim e when kings are allowed to reign, 
but not to rule. H e has influence, not power; but this he 
has used to advantage— never to better purpose than now, 
when it furthers the dream of his great prime minister, Ram say  
M acDonald. H e was among the first to advocate naval dis
armament last fall, and he him self opened the disarmament 
conference in January w ith a speech which was both sincere 
and earnest. Her navy is England’s pride and George the 
Fifth  is her sailor king; y e t he thinks neither of him self nor of 
the particular interests of England, but of the peace of the 
whole world.

Y et George the Fifth, “ K in g  but in name,"
In  peace has brought himself to fam e.

For this issue the L in k  has a new business manager, 
Frances Boice taking the place of Louise Barger. Louise's 
absence because of illness has been felt not only by her own 
class but by all the school.



DOUGLAS

DOUGLAS sat upon a bagofflourin  front o f the country 
store, watching the three small boys. They stood before 
him commanding the situation with volleys of high- 

pitched words in which he at times seemed profoundly interested. 
Then quickly his glance would shift to some distant object 
and he would appear unaware of their presence.

“ On cold nights is when she gits liveliest!” squeaked the 
littlest one excitedly.

“ Y eh,” chimed in the black member o f the trio, “ and m y 
how she do rock!” W ith this the other two nudged each 
other, and a flicker of mirth passed over their faces.

“ I guess she’ll be goin’ strong t'night.”
“ W hy?” asked Douglas quietly.
“ W hy?” they echoed his question im pertinently. “ Be

cause it's gonna be cold.”
Douglas got up and buttoned his brown khaki army 

jacket. It was old and worn and patched in places, retaining 
none of its former martial glamour excepting three bars for 
service over-seas. He looked vacantly at the gravel path then, 
bending over, picked up a stone, round and flat as a watch.

“ Five o’clock,” he said, glancing at it casually: “ got to 
be gittin’ hom e.” H e slipped the stone into his pocket and 
fastened the flap with one remaining brass button.

“ Good-night, Douglas,” they chorused. M id stifled 
bursts o f laughter they watched him disappear down the 
road.

The sun was sinking, and an autumn chill was creeping 
into the late summer twilight. The road D ouglas took 
homeward was sandy and wound through the trees. M oss 
and thin wood grass stretched away on either side beneath 
patches of pine and scrub-oak.

Cn coming to a clearing by the side of the road, he 
stopped and gazed. There was a small, high house, hemmed 
in on every side by a picket fence. Tangled masses o f weeds 
and briars grew at random, filling the inside space which 
had once been the lawn. A great walnut tree rose up close to  
the little building. It too had lived through the war, but 
its knotted branches, hovering over the roof, were now stark



and dead as all the growing things within the enclosure. 
The dusk deepened, leaving the whiteness of the house and 
fence standing out like ghosts against the blackness o f the 
trees beyond. He stood by the half-swung gate staring 
through the dim light at the open door.

H e could remember the day, so many years ago, when he 
had been tem pted by childish fancy to enter. After that he 
had gone regularly to chop her wood. He also remembered 
the bright spring morning five years before when he had 
come there for the last time. H e had gone to war when she 
was ninety-eight years old. Douglas had cautioned others 
to  look after her in his absence. Two years later she had 
frozen to death.

N o  one could tell why she had settled there. Often the 
inquisitive eyes of a native passer-by had sought a glimpse 
of the thin brown face, but they were seldom satisfied. She 
was an Indian, with the charm of an alien race. For seventeen  
years after she had come she had lived with no one venturing  
beyond her picket gate; the fear of evil powers was always 
there to check prying inclinations.

Douglas, standing there so motionless, seemed part o f the 
colorless rustic surroundings. N o sound broke the stillness 
except the high chant o f  a m ultitude o f insects ; nothing stirred 
except the darting flash o f an occasional firefly which, pricking 
the blackness here and there, left it deeper and darker than 
before. Suddenly he flung aside the gate and stalked across 
the briar-entwined path. Inside the doorway the shadows 
had become denser until now the broken staircase with its  
patches o f  straw m atting could just be discerned-—all that 
remained of a pleasant memory, his first entrance. At once 
he had loved its green and white checks and its sweet, grassy 
smell.

Holding his hat reverently in both hands over his chest, 
he stepped in. The place was damp and smelt faintly of 
kerosene and apples. Stripped of all its furnishings, it seemed 
to Douglas like a ghost of the old woman. A lone curtain 
hung in rotten shreds, blowing spasmodically with the breeze 
which wafted through the shattered panes. The wall-paper 
flapped quietly, discontentedly, and all was covered with a 
creeping black mould— a natural shroud.



D ouglas approached the stairs. As he mounted and the 
last one shrieked its warning beneath his plodding step, he 
stopped. Up there the air, hot and dry, smelt o f the woods. 
Almost stifled by the darkness o f the little hall, he could see 
the grey light of the outdoors playing on the floor of the next 
room. Flinging his hat back upon his head, he hurriedly 
crept halfway down the stairs. Once more he stopped and 
listened, then started back, this time with terror in his eyes, 
his hair sweat-m atted to his forehead. Frantically he darted 
to the door and stared into the room.

The lonely light flooded in through a great gap, for half 
o f the gable was rotted out. Outside, a twisted branch o f the 
walnut tree writhed across the whiteness of the evening sky. 
Swallows swept their last courses before nightfall, and bats 
swirled madly about. All this D ouglas saw as he gazed at 
the form in the room. Her back was toward him as she sat 
in the rocker where he had left her so long ago. Head tilted  
upwards, she serenely contemplated the sky, the tree, and 
the birds; her shawl, hanging down, touched the floor on 
either side. She did not turn to stare at him; nor did he go 
nearer her, but remained clasping the door and gazing with  
tremendous eyes from a face as pallid as death.

* * *

The low-hanging branches brushed him as slowly he went 
through the dusk. H is feet sank deep in the sandy way, but 
he seemed not to care, and pushed on. The great red moon  
of Indian summer was still floating low in the east when he 
glanced up from the path and saw it.

“ I wonder how they k n ew /' he muttered.
Presently there came a hump in the level wood which the  

scrub-oak struggled half-way up; dwindling off, it left brush 
to cover the bleak sum m it as best it could. In the house 
perched upon the crest a dim yellow  light was burning. 
W earily but persistently he trudged through the underbrush.

" Yer late, son. W here’ve y a  been?” a quiet low monotone 
drifted out from the dense shadows of the porch. D ouglas 
started: he had come up nearer than he had realized.

“ W hat’s ailin’ ya , Douglas, ain't y a  feelin' good?”
“ Yeh, I ’m all right . . .  I just ben down picket- 

fence way . . . Aw, you'd laugh at me if  I told y a .”



"I ain’t never laughed at ya  yet, have I, son?” she asked 
calmly.

"N o, I guess y a  ain’t . . . Well, I seen her—jest as
plain as I kin see you settin’ thar now— plainer, I guess, 
’cause it wasn’t so dark then. He shouted the last words, 
as if  to make their meaning more clearly realized, then gave 
a short, soft giggle.

At first his mother did not speak, but slowly shook her 
head.

"Come, Douglas, I ’ll give ya  yer supper,” she said quietly. 
Her little crossed eyes were tragic as she hung back in the 
darkness regarding her son. H e stood beneath the starless 
sky where still there hung a trace of day mingling with the 
night, gazing out across the wood. H is ashen face and deep- 
set eyes were still as marble, except for his lips, which worked 
and twitched continuously.

"N aw , thanks . . .  I guess I don’t want no supper, 
thanks.”

* * *

N ext morning D ouglas was out before the sun had risen, 
while the earth was still drowsy and damp. The sky, hanging 
low, seemed too thick for even the sun’s rays to penetrate. 
D ouglas stamped about the sodden grey loam im patiently, 
throwing long, searching glances out across the foggy country
side. The trees and shrubs stayed listlessly calm; no bird, 
no wisp o f breeze, stirred their heavy foliage; only now and 
then a snapping twig intensified the stillness as he constantly  
trudged the circuit of the hill-top.

"M ore hot weather,” he murmured, looking up.
Later on, when the sun had broken through the massive 

barrier o f  clouds and teemed its vaporous rays down to earth, 
D ouglas donned his jacket and started off across the wood.

The little square at the cross-roads was a-buzz. Farmers 
and their wives, vegetable and grain-laden wagons, scratching 
chickens and inquisitive dogs, gathered before the country 
store. As D ouglas approached, his eyes shot about, seeking 
out someone in the crowd. The one whom he sought evi
dently was not there, for presently he leaned him self against 
a hitching-post and was content with watching the hurly- 
burly beneath the shop’s red and white awning. H e con



templated the scene as one in charge rather than as an out
sider. All who were there knew him, but none spoke until 
now and then one brushed him in passing, when a “ M ornin’, 
D ouglas” , was answered only by a jerky nod. H is passive 
stare was broken when the clamor o f familiar strident voices 
reached him above all the rest. Turning, he recognized the 
trio o f the previous afternoon coming across the square. 
They did not notice him standing there.

“ H ey, you  kids!” he hailed them. They did not hear him. 
H e called again “ H e y ” , then started after them. As he 
walked his pace quickened until it was necessary to jog. They  
had recrossed the square and were now on the road which 
led past the picket fence.

“ H ey, you  kids!” again he called, and for the first time 
they stopped and looked around. Amusement and feigned 
surprise were on their faces and in their voices as they chor
used:

“ Oh, it’s D ouglas!”
“ Yeh; I ’d like t’see you  kids fer a m inute,” said Douglas, 

pushing back his hat and scratching his head. “ How did 
you  kids know 'bout that there thing, up picket-fence w ay?” 
he blurted at them, nodding his head backwards and pointing 
his thumb up the road.

“ ’Bout w hat?” they asked, peering up through squinted  
eyes.

“ 'B out that thar thing . . . that thar . . . ghost
ff

“ G host!” they yelled. “ W hat y a  talkin’ about? . 
Ghost! We ain’t seen no ghost . . . Whar is ther a
ghost?”

"Sure,” said Douglas, grinning suspiciously. “ You told 
me ’bout it last night . . . up thar.” Again he pointed.

“ N o  sir . W e ain’t never seen no ghost. B u tw e’dlike
t ’see one, wouldn’t we?” the oldest turned and winked at 
his companions.

“ Yeh, you  bet we'd like t’see a ghost,” they shouted back 
shrilly; and to two more friends who lurked by the market, 
“ C'mon! D ouglas is gonna show us his g h o st!”

“ N o sir; not m e!” D ouglas yelled em phatically, drawing 
away.



" C ’mon! Douglas is gonna show us his ghost!” The five 
boys gathered around him, tugging at his sleeves and pushing 
from behind. H e drew backwards; each stride was fought 
for; now and then a violent push sent him stumbling through 
the sand. The boisterous crowd laughed and shouted:

"Sure D ouglas is gonna show us his ghost . . . ain’t
cha, D ouglas?”

D ouglas was silent and tense. H is naturally white and 
placid face was strained and bursting with blood.

"D oggone it, let me go!” he roared.
Suddenly he twisted his arms free and drove his foot into  

the stomach of the leader. The boy reeled backward across 
the road and pitched headlong into the ditch.

All nagging had ceased, and Douglas, though still sur
rounded, was free. H e watched the prostrate form with  
wondering eyes.

“ I told ya  t’let me go, didn't I? ” he gasped threateningly.
In an instant the road was filled with marketers, who came 

in little hustling groups.
"W hat’s a’m atter?” they called anxiously as they neared 

the silent gathering, “ W hat's happened?” The boy was 
struggling to his feet. His mother was one o f the first to 
come. W hen she saw how he gagged and gasped for breath 
she took to pounding his back and excitedly firing questions 
into his ear. A hush held the crowd awaiting his answer. 
Feebly he pointed at Douglas.

"Yeh, D ouglas kicked him in the stom ach,” the other boys 
fortified his frightened accusation, as an understanding murmur 
waved through the gathering. Gradually it grew into a wild 
conversation; sharp, angry glances shot at Douglas, who 
stood away from the rest. They were bombarding one another 
w ith their various views, but their words were jumbled and 
D ouglas caught only a sentence now and then. "Ain't 
accountable fer what he d oes” he heard one say 
"ought t’be watched.”

A high scolding voice soared over the others; the boy’s 
mother had come to the edge of the crowd. She shrieked 
forth a furious series of threats.

" Y ou’re a wicked, wicked boy, D ouglas Em lin!”  she cried, 
wagging her finger at him. "Y ou ain’t fit t ’be hob-nobbin'



w ith decent folks. Your kind hadn’t ought t’be free nohow !”  
She turned sharply and bustled away down the road, pulling 
her son with her.

The little gathering presently scattered and dwindled away. 
Douglas was left standing in the middle o f the road. The 
dust settled, the last voice faded away; there came only the 
occasional crow o f a rooster across the fields. D ouglas was 
trembling as he looked up.

"Gosh, ain't that awful!” he whispered, nodding . . .
"A in’t that awful.”

* * *

Fall had come, and winter had blown its icy gusts about 
the house on the hill. Gradually they had warmed and lulled 
them selves to silence. Spring found D ouglas once more 
roaming the country, but he was tired o f it. W ith the first 
signs of warm weather came the sharp beat o f the carpenters’ 
hammering in the ham let across the wood. He had tried 
there to get him self some work, but they had put him off. 
"D idn’t need help now,” they had said.

There came a day when, returning to his home, a glitter 
through the trees attracted his eye. H e stopped and stared 
in wonderment. A great black automobile stood before the 
door, its brilliant sheen intensifying the greyness and dilapida
tion o f the house behind it.

"A in’t that som ethin’,” he grinned, coming up to the 
porch where his mother stood earnestly talking with a man 
whom Douglas had never seen.

"Here he is now,” she said quietly, nodding toward her 
son.

“ W ell, good-morning, D ouglas,” the man addressed him.
"M ornin’,” he answered coolly. "A in’t that some auto?” 

he turned to his mother enthusiastically.
"Yeh, it’s an awful pretty car . . . an’ yo u ’re a-gonna

have t’take a long ride into it too, son,” she said sadly, 
shaking her head.

“ N o  sir; not m e,” he blurted emphatically. " I ain’t 
gonna ride in none o’ them things no more. I had enough  
o' that, thanks,” he laughed.

"N ow  listen to me, son,” she said kindly. "Them  people 
down ther in the village have ben talkin’ . . . They say



y a  ought t’go to a hospital till yer nerves git better”
She saw D ouglas becoming uneasy . . . “ Y ’see y 've  ben
so nervious lately, Douglas, that they thought they ought 
t ’do som ethin’ fer y a .”

“ I ain’t nervious no more,” broke in Douglas, addressing 
his remark to the man.

“ Well, son, he says m aybe yo u ’ll be home real soon an’ 
m aybe yo u ’ll be much better.”

The man picked up the suitcase and flung it into the car. 
“ Come, Douglas, say good-bye to your mother,” he said. 
“ I’ll say good-bye to you,” cried Douglas, drawing away. 
“ Good-bye, Douglas, son,” said his mother, quietly dis

regarding his attem pted escape, “ an’ don’t you  never fear—  
yo u ’ll be back soon— just as soon as yer nerves is helped.” 

H e was hurried into the automobile. It lumbered away 
down the little winding road.

“ The war's treated him awful cruel,” she whispered. As 
she watched it disappear, her drawn lips quivered. “ Awful 
cruel,” she repeated slowly.

E s t e l l e  C . F r e l i n g h u y s e n , '3 0

R A IN  IN  APRIL

Slender spears of crystal 

Shattered into fragments 

At the first touch 

Of wet green earth.

C a r o l y n  M o r s e , '3 2



Sonny

SO N N Y  was stumping solemnly down the path hunting  
for the kitten. H e had found it first in the barn lapping 
milk out of the cat’s saucer, but when he had tried to 

catch it it had whisked out of sight. The sun was hot, and 
Sonny’s soft hair curled dam ply about his round little face. 
H is short legs were tired. Just ahead, a fussy mother hen 
was marshalling her foster family o f ducklings. The fat 
balls o f down waddled hastily to her side, penny-sized wings 
outspread, lemon-colored bills open in faint baby quackings. 
Sonny's china-blue eyes widened w ith delight. H e made a 
dive at one of the fuzzy ducklings. But it did not want to  
be caught and fled, followed by the flustered and indignant 
hen w ith the rest o f the brood.

Wearily he turned his steps toward the garden, but even as 
he reached it all thoughts of weariness were driven from his 
mind. D ow n the center of the sunny garden path, between  
rows o f pink hollyhocks standing tall and straight high above 
Sonny’s curly head, strolled a kitten, a pudgy fluff o f a kitten, 
its small tail pointed upward in lofty disdain o f all the world.

W ith outstretched hands Sonny charged upon his kitten* 
when a miniature avalanche struck him from behind— a sm oth
ering avalanche of tum ultuous floppy caresses, stumbling over 
its own large paws and sprawling legs. Sonny sat up and con
templated the awkward offender with grave disapproval. The  
setter pup flopped loosely to his feet and gazed expectantly at 
Sonny, long ears cocked, pink tongue lolling, eyes like spots 
of warm brown fire. At last, unable to bear the suspense 
longer, he gathered bis unmanageable limbs together and was 
off at a clum sy gallop, filling the air with a clamor o f excited 
yelps.

Sonny staggered to his feet and resumed his progress up 
through the garden. A t the end o f the path a frowsy black- 
and-white calf, its wobbly legs planted far apart, stared wild- 
eyed in his direction. It gave a loud “ Baa-aa” and charged 
jerkily toward him, then, stopping, continued to stare. It 
blatted again, and Sonny extended a chubby hand. Then  
the calf kicked up its heels and butted its hard little head 
straight into the center of his pink rompers. Sonny sat down



hard: his how ls of wrath brought John the gardener on a run 
In a moment his tears had vanished and he was borne off in 
state in John's wheel-barrow while the setter pup circled about, 
barking tremendously at the squeaks the wheel made as it 
joggled down the path.

* * *

Sister

TH E  small person perched on the large beam just over  
the haymow in the barn was exceedingly dusty and cob
webby as the result of her climb to that precarious perch, 

but blissful. One bare brown leg dangled over the edge of the 
beam, the other was stretched out, small toes wiggling in the 
soft dust accumulated by generations of fallen spiderwebs and 
hayseed. In one chubby fist she held a large apple which 
she munched frequently, and her round cheeks were sticky  
with apple juice and generously smeared with cobwebs. The 
barn was dim, and sweet with the fragrance of hay. Through 
the chinks and cracks of the walls the sun crept in slanting  
bars of gold. One beam of sunlight touched the child’s foot. 
It was filled with tiny dust-m otes which she tried to catch 
with her hand, only to make them dance wildly in their 
shining pathway. Barn swallows skimmed through the wide 
barn door from the bright world outside and filled the corners 
o f the loft with gay twitterings. Sometimes they came so 
close to her that she could see their tiny eyes shining like 
black beads and their wee half-opened bills. They were 
dainty sprites, those slim creatures with their sickle wings 
gleam ing like blue steel as they flickered in and out. High 
overhead among the rafters the pigeons cooed to themselves, 
and others came to join them with the clack-clack of strong 
wings. The little girl leaned back to watch them. There 
were white ones with pouting chests, iridescent blue ones, 
and tan clowns with upturned ruffs.

A step sounded on the floor below. The little  girl sat up 
quickly, her curls tumbling over her wide blue eyes. She 
peered down and burst into happy laughter, displaying large 
vacancies where front teeth should have been.

“ Look, M um m y!” And standing up she jumped from the 
beam into the hay, w ith a flutter o f her little blue dress.

J a n e t  W i c k s , ’31



My M ountains

HOW can anyone imagine m y trip that winter? I t  is 
difficult to tell about, but the first thing I think of 
when it is mentioned is a mountain with a long and 

winding trail along its base. I see drifts o f glistening snow  
and a hard-packed frozen river. I see the sun sinking slowly  
in the west and a change of color on the mountain. The 
snowy peaks are clearly outlined against a swift-darken ng 
sky, and below, spreading over the long, low hills at its base, 
lies a deep blue shadow.

I think that was the greatest joy I ever experienced—-going 
up into northern N ew  Hampshire and living for two whole 
weeks among those wonderful mountains.

I traveled on the train slowly up through the N otch, clim b
ing steadily, and looked out across a seemingly bottom less 
depth to another, higher m ountain. Far down in that notch  
there was a river, once flowing over wide, flat rocks and 
whirling around in dangerous pools, now frozen and still, 
reflecting the rays o f the afternoon sun with a dazzling bril
liance.

The river was fed by small brooks which slid down the 
mountainside. I could follow with m y eyes their frozen paths, 
winding from the top of the mountain down to its base.

The train curved suddenly downwards and dropped into  
a sheltered little town, under the shadow o f the m ountain, 
spreading out around a low hill in quiet contentm ent. Oc
casionally, I knew, a train passes through and stops by mistake; 
the one regular train, due at two o'clock, arrives w ithout fail 
at four. The station horse and sleigh were, as always, standing 
patiently on the platform. The driver is never there, though, 
so I walked to m y destination. As I climbed the hill I felt, 
in that near and sheltering presence, not that I was away on 
a visit, but that I was coming home.

P e g g y  A m e y , '3 3
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L IT T L E  R E D  FO X

L ittle red impudent 
Rascal of rascals,
Screened by a tangle 
O f bramble and brush.
Heard the sweet whimper 
O f hounds in the distance,
Saw the great pack coming 
Up in a rush.

Red-coated sinner 
Looked up from a dinner 
O f careless fat gosling 
And winked a bright eye: 
“ They think they can catch me 
This morning so early,”
Said he with a grin,
“ So I ’ll give them a try !”

Out of the sheltering 
Gorse-bush he darted.
Under the hedges still
H eavy with dew
H e ran through the heather.
H e looked and he listened,
H e saw them distinctly,
And heard them halloa.



He slipped through the hedge-rows,
H e splashed through the ditches,
And came to a wood 
Right on top of a hill;
Y et closer, and closer, and closer 
They followed him,
Racing and chasing straight 
On for a kill.

L ittlest, wickedest,
Reddest of rascals
Laughed to himself
As he winked a bright eye:
“ M y but it’s comfortable 
Up in a tree like this:
D idn’t I tell you  I’d 
G ive them a try?’’

P a t r i c ia  H e r r i n g , '3 2



wanted to spend in telegraphing his parents. Strange, but 
he could hardly walk straight. Approaching a house, he saw 
a man and went towards him nervously.

"G ood morning," the boy said doubtfully.
"M orning,” grunted the man, staring at him in turn.
“ Could I earn a ”
"Say! Aren’t you  John Bright’s boy? Come here, you  

scalawag! T hey’re nearly crazy over you." The man dashed 
out at him; but he, all his strength returned, sped down the road.

Terrified, his head a throbbing ball, the boy kept in the 
woods skirting the road. It took him all the morning to walk 
a distance ordinarily accomplished in three hours. B ut just 
about noon he lifted his head to see the mountains. Their 
gleam ing pinnacles, a fine grey border against the sky’s 
blueness, cut into his heart. Suddenly he lay down on the 
forest bed, buried his hot face in the sweet brown turf. H e  
was terribly afraid he m ight cry, so he just lay there, smelling 
the pungent evergreens, the hot evergreens. It seemed that 
a great peace had come to him. Like a thin clo k it clung 
to him, enveloping him. The boy was home; he knew now  
that he could never leave. So he just lay there.

C l a r e  R a y m o n d , ’31

A
D artm oor

FLAT table-land over which a strong, bracing wind 
blows continuously. Scrubby, rusty ponies with long 
knotted manes, grazing on the sparse, coarse grass. 

Fields walled in by hedges of dirt thrown up a thousand years 
ago, grown over with heather and grass and even stunted 
trees. A field divided up into pens by whitewashed fences. 
Groups of sheep in the pens— some lambs, some big shaggy 
grey sheep, some covered with an orange wash. Further on, 
a lonely land rising, aflame with purple heather, patched with  
yellow  gorse. Small fleecy sheep munching the heather. A 
high field of rocks and bracken. A springing, dancing stream, 
stopping in a hollow, forming a dark blue lake before it 
rushes on. A little whiskery cairn, bouncing ahead of his 
master briskly across the moor to the lonely white house in 
the distance. M ary E mma H owell, ’32



Do-Donnay

DO -D O N N Y 'S unexpected announcement that he was 
going to the coast caused considerable excitem ent 
in .Middletown.

“ A young fellow like you can't go a-traipsing off like that, 
without any grown person. W hat’ll you  do if  you  get one 
of those spells o f lightheadedness when you lose all your com 
mon sense?” asked Mrs. Sprigg, D o-donny’s guardian.

Big black Cassy rolled her big black eyes. “ Theah ah 
tu m b le critters in that ocean, tha’s whut Ailanthus told m el”

The minister was kinder. H e talked to Do-donny confiden
tially and finally succeeded in getting the boy to tell him the 
reason for his sudden restlessness.

“ I read a p em the other day,” said Do-donny. “It was 
called 'T o D ieudonne’— that is m y real name, you  know. 
It was all about the ocean, deep and dark blue, and huge 
rolling waves. I ’m tired of these lazy muddy streams. I 
have to go to the ocean, Dr. Brown. I have to see the silver 
seagulls— skimming, dipping into the white-caps. I can’t 
paint here.”

The minister was silent h r  awhile, then he nodded. H e  
had wanted to see the m ountains when he was young. When 
he saw them, he had been overwhelmed, speechless. H e had 
soon longed for the prairies again— the mountains had stifled 
him. But he understood. H e patted D o-donny on the back 
and wished him li ck.

An invigorating, briny atmosphere enveloped the puffing 
train. It transformed D o-donny. It blotted out M iddletown  
and everything that M iddletown m eant— the stuffy school, 
the callouses on his hands from chopping stubborn logs, and 
especially the lazy, muddy streams and the sparrows— every
thing small and grimy. H e was no longer Do-donny, Mrs. 
Sprigg’s erratic ward, but Dieudonne, gift of God, entering 
into God’s land.

The train stopped with one last relieved puff. D ieudonne 
stepped into the road, entranced. A gentle, salty wind 
pushed him on.

Two sandy children in bathing suits giggled amusedly.
“ Look at the silly b oy!” cried one, “ Tee-hee; he’s got on 

a heavy sweater in all this h eat!”



“ Oh,” said the other one, with awe, “ I bet he’s a tra m p .'
Dieudonne heard them and was vaguely interested in them, 

but their remarks meant nothing to him. H e was insensible 
to heat and cold: all he could feel was salt— stirring, brisk salt.

He stood on a high dune. Before him spread the ocean, 
deep blue. The waves were monstrous gray and green puppies, 
tumbling around on their fluffy white paws. A sandpiper 
minced pertly on the glittering sand. A starfish flashed 
brilliantly. A silver bird skimmed over the water and flew  
upward into a waiting cloud.

All night D ieudonne sat in a chair at the inn and watched 
the orange moon ripple on the dark water. H e and the ocean 
became friends.

For the next three days he painted incessantly. Children 
gathered in the sand around him. H e never talked to them; 
he never even noticed them. At last the picture was com
pleted; he covered it with canvas and lay down on the warm 
sand. W hen he awoke it was very dark, and he hurried back 
to the inn. For the first time since his arrival he turned on 
the light in his room and pulled down the shades. H e didn't 
have to look out the window for his ocean: he had it under 
his arm.

H e placed the picture on a quaint washstand, uncovered it, 
and stepped to the other end o f the room. Then he looked 
at it. H e gasped. T hat wasn’t the ocean—it was blue and 
gray and green, but it didn’t move. The puppies stood 
stiffly on their hind legs, unnatural. The sandpiper stared 
awkwardly, stupidly at him. The starfish was dead.

Dieudonne took off his shoe; he threw it, and everything  
in sight, at the repulsive object. H aving almost satisfied his 
disappointment, he threw him self on his bed and wept con
vulsively. W hen the innkeeper looked in, he found Dieudonne 
sound asleep. From under a knotted shoelace a sandpiper 
stared stupidly at him.

The next morning the children saw him wandering down 
the road. H is eyes shone strangely. H e was hurrying im 
patiently towards the shrieking train, dreaming o f himself— 
D o-donny— painting beside a greenish stream. W istaria en
twined a willow tree, and a sparrow fluttered exultantly in 
the dust. E d it h  B e c k  R e e d , ’31



SILJO RD

On a clear, deep lake with m ountains above, 
M ountains with cold bright snow on their crests, 
Lies an aged village huddled near the water;
T iny at the foot o f the crags 
I t  nestles.

D ow n its narrow, rough road goat herds parade 
W ith lively clatter and scuffle of hooves.
T hey fling the dust in tawny clouds, bleating 
And rambling through the mellow old road,
B y its little wooden huts made of gnarled beams. 
W ith crazy-quilt roofs o f  grass and flowers.

Sleepy in the bright sun the little village blinks. 
Golden brown against the deep shadowed-cliffs. 
Unknown, unprofaned, steeped in contentm ent. 
Y ou nestle, little village and jewel-shot lake,
In m y heart.

P a t s y  J o n e s , '31
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MA R G A R E T  H A R P E R  wished to know something of 
the Interm ediate department of M iss Fine's School 
before entering, so she came for a visit. W hen she 

arrived one of the girls was appointed to be her guide.
“ I will take you  to the Fourth Interm ediate room first 

of all, ” said the guide. “ Will you  please tell me what you are 
doing this term, M ay Freehold?” she asked of a girl sitting  
near the door. “ This is a new girl I am showing around.”

“ Of course I w ill!” M ay replied. “R ight now we are each 
making a newspaper. Each girl has chosen one or two coun
tries about which she collects all the news she can. Each  
newspaper has a different name: there are the International 
News, D aily  N ew s Review, The Lum inary  and others. We are 
making these for history class.

“ In science, with M iss M ayall, we are taking up building 
and building materials. W e are having a display of the 
materials in the science room, and it is growing rapidly. For 
English class we are making notebooks of pictures and stories 
about the M iddle Ages. W e have been studying Sir W alter 
Scott’s Ivanhoe, and besides the notebooks have made some 
very good soap models of characters and scenes from the book 
— a castle, a proud knight and his lady, Rebecca about to throw  
herself from the battlem ents, a laughing jester, and many 
others, some o f which have been tinted lightly with color. One 
of the girls made a model of the tournament grounds at Ashby, 
with its tents, knights in battle, and eager spectators. It is 
very well done and seems quite real. We have also been 
dramatizing parts of Ivanhoe; the girls in each of the two divi
sions are rehearsing a scene written by two girls from their 
own division.

“ I really think that is all I can tell y o u ,” finished M ay.
“ Thank you so m uch!” cried Margaret and her guide both  

in one breath.
“ June,” said M argaret’s guide as they went into the Third 

Interm ediate room, “ will you  please tell us what your class is 
doing this term ?”

“ For history class we are making marionettes; we have 
completed four so far. It is lots o f fun to make them, and



when they are all done we are going to put on a Robin Hood 
play. In English class we are getting on very well with 
grammar. We are making pictures o f trees w ith curiously 
shaped trunks and branches in Art Class. Our science les- _ 
sons have been covering m any general topics. W e do experi
m ents every day and then write them up for our note-books, 
with drawings. W e like science very much. N ow  I hope I 
have told you  the things that you  wished to know about 
our class.”

“ Thank you, June; that was a great help .”
“ Frances, will you  please tell us what your class is doing 

this term ?” asked the guide as they entered the Second Inter
mediate room.

“ Y es,” said a fair-haired girl, “ I will tell you  gladly. In 
English we are making notebooks in which we keep our poems 
and stories. In history we are studying about Rom ans and 
Rom an heroes. W e have made some m arionettes too. In 
geography we are studying about Europe and are going to 
make maps of different European countries. In  science we are 
studying fishes and are making soap and clay models of them. 
We have made some very good ones.

“ W e have only to visit the First Interm ediate room and 
then our tour is over,” remarked the guide as they left.

As they entered the room a dark-haired girl came up 
to them.

“ I am very glad to be able to tell you  what we are doing. 
For f istory class we have been making tiny marionettes 
representing an Indian, a girl of old Plym outh, Sir Walter 
Raleigh, and some others. We also made scenes from Ameri
can history in wood. One of them is of a pioneer log cabin 
with all o f the animals grazing around in the front yard. For 
geography each one of us made a map of the United States. 
Here they are. In general science we are studying stars. 
Then we are studying fractions, English grammar, and French 
grammar.”

“ Thank you  very m uch,” said Margaret, “ for the splendid 
account you  have given m e!”

As you  can guess, she had a most enthusiastic report to 
make to her parents when she returned home.



M ID SU M M E R  N IG H T

W hist! I t ’s still— there’s not a sound!
Only the m oon lights things around.
The dew-laden grasses bend their heads,
The silent owl glides overhead.

Hark! The silence is broken at last:
From a distance coming fast 
A stream of music now draws near,
Filling the heart with hope and fear.

Look! The fairies are coming on.
Over the dew-laden shimmering lawn:
Their hair is like gold, their eyes are blue,
Their wings are shining with drops of dew.

Listen! The music grows weird and soft,
The sound is gently borne aloft,
The fairies dance in a circular ring,
Around their fairy queen and king.

But at last the dawn breaks in the E ast—
The fairies leave the Midsummer feast,
G ently they float toward the rising sun,
And the day begins its regular run.

M a r g a r e t  D e l a f i e l d , Intermediate 111
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L IT T L E  SN O W -FLAK ES

L ittle  snow-flakes fly and fly and then you fall asleep. 
L ittle snow-flakes fly and fly and then you fall asleep. 

Then the green grass com es again.
B a r b a r a  Y o u n g ,  Primary I

SONG OF T H E  IN D IA N  C H IL D R E N

I am a little Indian boy going to get water.
I am a little Indian boy running home again.

I am a little  Indian girl going to get food.
I am a little  Indian girl running home again.

I have to go down a big hill.
I have to go back again.

I have to go along the road.
I have to go back again.

I  bring nice water home again.
I bring good food home again.

J o y c e  T a t t e r s a l l ,  Primary I I

A V IK IN G  SONG

Yo-ho, yo-ho, the Vikings bold.
That sailed upon the sea!
They were m ighty, m ighty warriors 
And brave as brave could be;
They stormed the coasts of foreign lands 
And carried the treasures away,
And gaily sailed the sea again 
And back to old Norway.

P e g g y  B i g e l o w ,  Primary I I I



T H E  N O R T H

U p in the North,
There I would be-—
Where foxes roam,
Where sea-gulls fly 
About the foam,
W here seals dive  
And play about.
And all at once 
A whale doth spout—
U p in the North,
There I would be!

N ic h o l a s  K a t z e n b a c h , Prim ary I I I

B E A U T IF U L  ITH ACA

0  wooded shores o f Ithaca,
Odysseus' sunny home,

T hy rugged rocks are beautiful 
W ith dash o f white sea foam.

Brave heroes wander there at peace 
W hen from their journeys free;

T hey live with happy memories 
W atching the Aegean Sea.

J o a n  T a y l o r , Intermediate I V

R O B IN  HOOD

Robin H ood was a merry young man 
Who never fled from danger;

H e dearly loved his jolly men 
And did not trust a stranger.

One fine day he m et a giant 
And they began to fight:

The giant pushed Robin in the brook—■
I think that was not right.

Robin tried to help him self 
B y pulling on the grass:

Out he came all wet and cold,
And blew his horn of brass.

P a t t y  L e w i s , P rim ary I V



Blow thy horn, O Robin Hood,
And coming from thy peaceful wood 
Will be thy band of merry men—- 
Thy merry men two score and ten.

Blow thy horn, O Robin Hood,
And coming from thy peaceful wood 
Will be the lady for whom thou dost care—
T hy Lady Marian sweet and fair.

Blow thy horn, O Robin Hood,
And coming from thy peaceful wood 
Thou shalt hear birds’ merry cry—
The joyous song of birds on high.

Blow thy horn, O Robin Hood,
And coming from thy peaceful wood 
Will be thy band of merry men—
T hy merry men two score and ten.

M a r j o r i e  M u n n ,  P rim ary I V

R O B IN  HOOD

Deep in the greenwood forest,
Where cares are never seen,

Lived Robin with his merry men,
All dressed in Lincoln green.

H e roamed the forest night and day 
In search o f food to eat;

And when at nightfall he returned 
H e always had some meat.

M any a joust the brave man won 
A t festiyals in the town

W ith long yew-bow and quarter staves,
And carried off the crown.

R o b e r t a  S t o c k t o n ,  Prim ary I V



Robin Hood was a gay young fellow, 
He dressed all in green and yellow; 
H e made a bower for his bride 
And kept her always by his side.

H e took much money from the rich 
And gave it to the poor and such; 
H e lived in England’s fairest wood. 
And was as gay as he was good.
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££>cf)ool J8ote$
Because there is a smaller Upper School this year, we were 

afraid the Christmas Chest fund would not be so large as 
formerly, but w ith the aid of a very efficient com m ittee $300 
was collected. This was divided among the N ew York Times 
N eediest Cases, the Social Service Bureau of Princeton, Mrs. 
Booth for the Volunteers of America, the Charity Organiza
tion of New  York, the servants, and N ellie Frances. W ith the 
assistance of Mrs. Brown and M iss Dinsmore, boxes o f  clothing 
and toys were sent to the M aine Seacoast M ission, the Volun
teers, and the Princeton Social Service. Special boxes for 
separate families recommended by the Charity Organization 
o f N ew  York were packed by the Interm ediates and the 
Freshmen, while the Interm ediate and Primary children filled 
twenty-eight bulging red stockings.

Early in March we were given an interesting lecture on 
India by Mrs. Goheen, who has done missionary work there. 
Two Indian ladies, w ith whom we felt fairly familiar, assisted  
Mrs. Goheen.

M arch seventh finally arrived: for weeks Juniors, Seniors, 
and first year alumnae had been looking forward to it, and 
the D ance Committee, w ith Constance T itus as chairman 
and Estelle Frelinghuysen, Cathleen Carnochan, Frances 
Boice, Margaret Brooks, Jane M itchell, and Sarah Johnston 
assisting, had been busy w ith meetings and m ysterious lists 
of names. W hen there was found to be a shortage of girls an 
emergency call for older alumnae was sent out and was an
swered by m any attractive volunteers. Before the dance a 
dinner was given for the Com m ittee by Mrs. Henry Young. 
The study hall was charmingly decorated with graceful 
draperies of pink and green, sofas, lamps, rugs, and palms 
changed the primary porch to a perfect place for intermis
sions, and once again the Equinox orchestra played— we 
hardly need to speak of the success of the dance.

W hen the news spread that Mrs. Fiske was coming to act in 
The Rivals at the McCarter Theater, we were not only per
m itted but “ required” to go. Mrs. Fiske was supported by  
an all-star cast including James Powers as Bob Acres. This 
was an enjoyable English assignment 1

This year the Juniors have a new class sym bol— a charm in 
blue and silver— instead o f the custom ary ring.

■4 4 1  f=-



9tf)lettc J2oteS

TH E  basketball season has been carried on with great 
enthusiasm during these past months, the Upper School 
classes com peting for championship honors. The Fresh

men played the Sophomores and won two consecutive games, 
but were then defeated by the Juniors w ith the scores 34-14 
and 39-26 against them. In the meantime the Seniors played the  
Sophomores and won two successive games, 77-6 and 40-18. 
The first battle for the championship waged between the 
Juniors and Seniors resulted in honors for the Seniors, score 
32-16. On M arch 25 the deciding game was played: we
take off our hats to the Seniors, who won 45-18.

M . F. S. recently played Kent Place at Summit. The re
sults were 33-12 in favor of Kent, but M iss Fine's varsity  
deserves a blue ribbon and honorable mention for spirit. 
Here’s for the varsity: F. Boice (captain), M . Cowenhoven 
(manager), B . Bissell, O. Tomec, S. Johnston, J. M itchell, 
C. Raym ond, P. Herring, C. Morse.

An enthusiastic audience rallied round to see the annual 
varsity-faculty basketball game. The members of the varsity  
were forewarned to be gentle w ith their opponents: M iss



Cumming, M iss Dorwart, M iss Margaret Fine, M iss Liddle, 
M iss Roberts, M iss Sherow, and Mrs. T itus. After gallant 
and discreet exertion the varsity succeeded in winning 37-13.

Addio to basketball— the baseball season is now getting 
under way.

The Stony Brook stables have been holding a number of 
classes in an indoor ring, including amateurs and experts of 
M . F. S. The results have been so encouraging that a horse 
show is in contem plation for the spring.

Alumnae JJotes
A round dozen of our 1925 girls were graduated from college 

last June. Although most of them are already launched upon 
interesting careers, a number are continuing their studies.

Florence Clayton, W ellesley, is preparing at Teachers 
College, Columbia, to do Kindergarten work, and expects to 
take her M aster’s degree.

Gertrude Prior, who was graduated from Sweet Briar, is 
also at Columbia in pursuit of a M aster’s degree.

H elen Tomec, graduated from W ellesley, continues in
satiable as of old in her quest for knowledge She is now 
working for her M aster’s degree at Columbia and intends to 
continue her studies in Europe next year.

D orothy Auten, W ellesley, is an assistant in the laboratory 
o f the State H ospital in Trenton.

Helen Foster, Vassar, has gone with her family to Pasa
dena. W e hear she bad a glorious trip by way of the W est 
Indies and the Panama Canal. She has been studying with 
her father.

Dorothy Funkhouser, Smith, is connected with the Tele
phone Company in N ew  York.

Word has been received that Margaret Gaskill, Vassar, 
on her trip around the world recently visited Mrs. Roberts 
(Miss Markley) in China. A t present Margaret is in Munich.

Teaching has claimed Frances Klemann, Goucher, who 
holds a position in Trenton.

After four years at the University of Pennsylvania, Janet 
Lewis continues to reside in Philadelphia, having secured a 
secretarial position there.



Winifred Link, Connecticut, president of her class here 
and always one of our best loved graduates, is now doing 
volunteer work with the Charity Organization in N ew  York.

Janet M aclnnes, Smith, who distinguished herself at school 
by her work in mathem atics, is here assisting Professor 
Com pton in the Physics department of the University.

M ary Reddan, another W ellesley graduate, is working for 
the Social Service department at the State House in Trenton.

It was w ith deep concern that we heard of the serious 
accident to Florence Phillips, who was thrown from her horse 
and suffered a severe concussion. W e are thankful that from  
the latest word she is so well on her way to recovery that she 
is soon to be brought home from M ontreal, while we sym pa
thize w ith her in the hardship of having her first year at 
M cGill so seriously broken into.

e x c h a n g e s

The Academe— Albany Academ y for Girls, Albany, N . Y. 
Bleatings— St. Agnes School, Albany, N . Y.
The Blue and the Gray— Gilman Country D ay  School, Balti

more, Md.
The Blue P rin t—Katherine Branson School, Ross, Cal.
The Budget—Vail D eane School, Elizabeth, N . J.
The Chronicle— M ary Institute, St. Louis, M o.
The Gilman News— Gilman Country D ay  School, Baltimore, 

M d.
The Green Leaf—Greenwich Academy, Greenwich, Conn. 
Hotchkiss L iterary M onthly—H otchkiss School, Lakeville, 

Conn.
The Irw in ian —Agnes Irwin School, Philadelphia, Pa.
Junior Journal—-Princeton Junior School for Boys, Princeton,

N - J.
The L it—Lawrenceville School, Lawrenceville, N . J.
The Alilestone— Baldwin School, Bryn Mawr, Pa.
The Thingimitite— H olm quist School, Newhope, Pa.
T it B its— St. Tim othy's School, Catonsville, Md.
1  he Triangle— Em m a Willard School, Troy, N . Y.
The Triangle— M isses H ebb's School, W ilmington, D el.
The Turret—  Tower School, Salem, M ass.



W  A L K E R 'G Q R B O N

MILK
is used by those who appreciate

a Ctean and Safe M ilk

SA FE G U A R D E D  BY SC IE N T IF IC  M E T H O D S  
OF PR O D U C TIO N  A N D  H A N D L IN G

DELIVER IES MADE DAILY IN PRINCETON

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

i t

WALKER-GORDON LABORATORY CO.

TELEPHONE, PLAINSBORO 532 

PLAINSBORO, N . J.



THE PRINCETON INN
PR IN C E T O N , N, J

N EW  
M O D ERN  

FIR E PR O O F 
A M ERICA N  

PLAN

A ccomn: odations 
fo r  Permanent 

& Transient 
Guests

J .  H o w a r d  S l o c u m  

Manager

The Princeton In n

Could one spend a more pleasant week or 
fortnight in rest and recreation than  among 
the a ttractive and beautiful surroundings of 
Princeton?

T he Inn faces the G raduate College. The 
Golf Course, directly in front of the Inn, is 
available for our patrons and offers the 
added advantage and possibility of meeting 
one's former classmates and friends.

Under the Same Management 
T H E  FLA N D ERS 

Ocean City, N. J.
A merican P lan



%envoick ’s
We Are Now A gents for th e  Follow ing H igh-G rade C andies

LOUIS SHERRY’S — W HITMAN’S — MAILLARD’S 
BELLE MEAD SWEETS

S p ecia l A tte n tio n  G iven  to  M ail O rders

T e l e p h o n e  1 0 0 0

Princeton Motor Shop, Inc.
20 NASSAU ST R E E T

*

J -

A u t h o r i z e d  D e a l e r s  f o r  

STUDEBAKER-ERSKINE R C A  RADIOLAS
Sales and Service ATWATER KENT

STROMBERG-CARLSON  
GENERAL ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS

PHONES 113 PACKING AND CRATING
724-Night

P o tts ' A u to  E x p ress
Princeton, N . J.

PADDED MOTOR VANS AND FIRE PROOF STORAGE
LOCAL AND LONG DISTANCE MOVING

PIANO HOISTING

M ain Office Store H ouse
61-67 P IN E  ST R E E T PATTON AVENUE



Joseph W alter ^Miller Son
SUCCESSORS TO

G EO R G E D. BOICE

LUMBER COAL HARDWARE
MASON SUPPLIES

Window and Door Frames a Specialty 
Sash, Blinds, Doors, Mouldings, and 

House Trim m ings

•3-' -■ &

OFFICE AND YARDS

AT FOOT O F A LE X A N D E R  S T R E E T

W IT H  C O M P L IM E N T S  

of

The First National Bank
PRINCETON

N e w  j e r s e y



P h o n e : P r i n c e t o n  8 8

B row n Si Thompson
SUCCESSORS TO

R. C. & G. M . BRO W N  

B u ick  a n d  M a rq u e tte  Sales a n d  Service

P R IN C E T O N  N E W  JERSEY

W alter B. Howe, Inc.
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE

6 NASSAU ST R E E T  T e l e p h o n e  95

PR IN C E T O N , N . J

S. H. Stillwell
CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER

<r+o

Fine Residences a Specialty

22 E D G EH ILL P R IN C E T O N , N . J.



Le Bron’s Inc.
J E W E L E R S  

ELEV EN  EAST STA TE S T R E E T  
T r e n t o n  

V IS IT  O U R  A R T  D E P A R T M E N T

SMART GIFTS AND PRIZES

Insure in a Home Qompany 

The
Standard Fire Insurance Company 

of New Jersey

T R E N T O N

LUNCHEONS, D IN N ER S, TEAS OR CARD PA RTIES

Solicited

at

YE TAVERN
20 N a s s a u  S t r e e t

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

BREAKFAST LUNCH TEA D IN N E R



O. H. HUBBARD AGENCY
I r v i n g  W. M e r s h o n , Manager

142 N a s s a u  S t r e e t  P r i n c e t o n , N. J.

BOND A N D  M ORTGAGE L O A N S

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

solicited.

C*.3

REAL ESTATE INSURANCE
T o w n  a n d  C o u n t r y  F i r e , L i f e , C o m p e n s a t i o n , A u t o .

T e l e p h o n e ,  1367

M rs. Edw in M. N orris
R E A L  E S T A T E

A N D  IN S U R A N C E

9 &

84 N a s s a u  S t r e e t

PR IN C E T O N N E W  JER SEY

O rren  Jack T urner, Inc.
Photographer 

fo r
%

M iss Fine’s School



Our selection of Chocolates and Confections is the largest 
in Princeton. Supervision is constantly maintained. 
Standards are never lowered, and quality is truthfully  
represented. Luncheon served, unexcelled in whole
someness.

V ied t’s Chocolate Shoppe
110 N A SSA U  ST R E E T

The F o u n ta in  W here P u r ity  a n d  Q u a lity  R eign  
S u p rem e

T H lio  F IdORW T S H O P P E
C U T  FLOW ERS : : : PLAN TS  

A R T IS T IC  D ESIGN IN G

154 N A SSA U  ST R E E T  
Telephone 1643 P r in c e t o n , N e w  J e r s e y

N O W -A -D A Y S  IT ’S

Allen’s Shoes 
$

T R E N T O N , N E W  JER SEY



------- ---------------------------------------------- -

A sk Christine
M . E . L aV akeW hy the best perm anent wavers in

America use
Jew eler

NESTLE CIRCULINE
Telephone 378 fo r  Appointm ent

R efin ing  in  A llExpert Finger W avers
Expert Marcel W avers B ranches

Expert Everything!

Special attention given to delicate hair
and white hair 72 NASSAU STR E E T

S M A R T  Q U A LITY B icycles R adios
L U G G AG E P a rts  a n d  A ccessories

a n d
FINE LEATHER

STOUT'SGOO DS
Always a t your Service R adio  a n d  C ycle S hop

Luttman s Leather Shop Phone 76
132 N assau Street
P rinceton , N. J. 27 W ITH ER SPO O N  ST.

C o m p lim en ts Lyons-McMullen
°J

Nash
A . S C O P A Chevrolet
3 6  N a s s a u  S t r e e t

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



PRINCETON I. BRAYEMAN
Shoe Repairing Shop W a tch m a k er— Jew eler

Q u a lity  Shoe AMERICAN, SW ISS W ATCHES

R eb u ild in g REPA IRED

A Fine Line of D iam onds, W rist
R .  E .  P a s c i u l l o , P r o p . W atches, Jewelry, a t M oderate

Prices

GIFTS THAT LAST
1 0 2  N a s s a u  S t r e e t

Rear of Applegate’s 21  W i t h e r s p o o n  S t r e e t
P R I N C E T O N ,  N .  J . P R I N C E T O N ,  N .  J .

MORRIS MAPLE
F. A. BAMMAN

A r tis t  S u p p lies
P a in ts , S ta in s , E n am els S3
W allpapers— D raperies

A n y th in g  a n d  E very th in g

f i n i s h e d  o r  u n f i n i s h e d T h a t C o n s ti tu te s  an
FU R N ITU R E

U p -to -D a te  G rocery

200 NASSAU STREET

BROWN’S ELECTRIC 
SHOP JOHN M. LYONS

E L E C T R IC A L  S U P P L IE S M EAT
H O U S E  W IR IN G AND

£•» P R O V I S I O N S

SHADES AND LAMPS

8  C h a m b e r s  S t r e e t

2 0  N a s s a u  S t r e e t  B u i l d i n g

DAY-FAN RADIO 8  N a s s a u  S t r e e t



Phone: 149 Phone: 79

South’s Garage
PIERCE-ARROW

HUPMOBILE

CAR AGENT

VOGEL BROS.
M E A T

and
PROVISIONS

Garage M achine-Shop  
A uto Supplies

2-4 NASSAU ST R E E T 104 NASSAU STR EET

H. P. Clayton
Charles Nill’s 

Bakery
M I L L I N E R Y

AND
20 W itherspoon Street

FU RN ISH IN G  GOODS

PRINCETON 
New Jersey

70 NASSAU STR EET T elephone 109

PEACOCK
I N N Edw. C. Kopp

20 BAYARD LANE
BICYCLES

U nder M a n a g em en t o f  
M a rth a ’s  K itc h e n

60 NASSAU ST R E E T



Called For and Delivered
APPLEGATE’S

KARL A. GREEN AS Stationery
F irst C lass T a ilor and

C leaning and  Pressing  
R em odeling

Novelties

m f t

2 NASSAU ST R E E T  

Telephone 341-J
102 N assau  S tre e t

Are You T h in k in g  of R iding  
T his Season?

R eal Sport Jodhpors and

CUMMINS
108 N a s s a u  S t r e e t

B reeches are on Sale a t R eason
able Prices a t

THE FRENCH SHOP
20 NASSAU ST R E E T

T H E  G IF T  SH O P

Come in and be F itted
P R IN C E T O N

CONOVER THE CHILDREN’S
and SHOP

MATTHEWS
ln ja n ts ’ a n d  C h ildren ’s

COAL AND WOOD C lo th es  

T oys G ifts

PRINCETON 
N EW  JERSEY 38 NASSAU STR E E T



Louis K ap lan D u rn e r 's
Clothing Barber Shop

PRINCETON, N. J. PRINCETON, N. J.

JOHN P. WILCOX JOSEPHSON’S

Pharmacist
T he Shoe Store  

of T renton

&
S h o e s  o f  Q u a l it y

2 0  N a s s a u  S t r e e t
m

Prescription Specialist 19 SOUTH BROAD STREET

THE TREASURE SHIP
9  M e r c e r  S t r e e t The Yanitee Shoppe

(Behind Bayard Lane Coffee 
House) C U S T O M  M I L L I N E R  V

O rien ta l G ifts , T oys S.
M in ia tu re  G ardens

S ilk s , C o stu m e  J ew elry  
a t  M odera te  Prices

113 W e s t  S t a t e  S t r e e t  

T r e n t o n , N. J.








