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C b i t o n a l

The Proposed Wilson Memorial

PLA N S for the  erection in P rinceton  o f a m onum ent to  
W oodrow  W ilson, form er p residen t of P rinceton  U ni
versity  and  w ar-tim e executive o f the  U nited  S ta tes, 

have recently  been m ade. T he only  m em orial to  W oodrow 
W ilson existing in P rinceton  a t  th is tim e is a professorship of 
E nglish L ite ra tu re  endowed in his nam e by E dw ard  Bok.

T he p resen t design for the m onum ent, c reated  by  R olf 
W illiam  B auhan , P rinceton  a rch itec t, calls for a stone shaft, 
six ty  feet in  he ight and tw elve feet square  a t  the base. Bas- 
relief panels on the four faces o f  the base are  to depict W ilson 
as p residen t of P rinceton  U niversity , G overnor of New Jersey, 
P resident o f the  U nited  S ta tes, and  advocate  of the  League 
o f N ations.

T he proposed site  of the  m onum ent is a “ traffic c irc le” 
which will be a t  the  w est end o f N assau  S tree t and  will be 
bounded on the no rth  by th a t m ain thoroughfare and its  
con tinuation , S tock ton  S treet. M ercer S tree t and its  curving 
extension to  N assau  S tree t will su rround  it  on the sou th  and 
east. On th e  w est side will be a road which has long been 
proposed. T he new s tree t will be a con tin u a tio n  of B ayard  
Lane and  will be extended to  connect w ith  A lexander S treet. 
If  the  W ilson m em orial is erected  on the proposed site  it will 
be near the  Princeton  B attle  M onum ent.

M an y  P rinceton ians feel th a t  th e  b eau ty  of th e ir com 
m un ity  m ay be destroyed  by  the  erec tion  of so m any  m em o
rials. A t th is  tim e especially, th ey  feel th a t  the  m oney ne
cessary for such a p ro jec t could be used to  m uch b e tte r  
advantage.

M . R ., '35

In  m y opinion, the  beau tifu l m em orial we have to  an o th e r 
P residen t, also closely associated  w ith  Princeton , in  the 
Cleveland Tow er, would m ake the 60-foot m arble sh a ft appear 
m ere m ockery of M r. W ilson’s world-w ide fame.

I f  the  sh a ft were erected  in the  proposed place, i t  would



m ean cu ttin g  a stree t squarely  th rough  one of the  m ost 
a ttra c tiv e  spots in P rinceton , which would g rea tly  d e trac t 
n o t only from local color b u t from  h istorical in terest.

T he cost of the  m onum ent would be a full six ty  thousand  
dollars, and  w ith  slum s s till abounding in even so sm all a 
com m unity  as ours, it  seem s to  me th a t  the m oney could 
be used far m ore advantageously .

A. S., '36

M r. B aughan  confuses th ro u g h  and  local traffic require
m ents in his p lan , w hich would send traffic th rough  B ayard  
Lane instead of by-passing to  the east through Ew ing S tree t . 
T h is la tte r  is the logical p lan, sim ilar to  the arrangem en t 
in o ther places— Flem ington, B ordentow n, and Freehold— 
on im p o rtan t highw ays. In  add ition , the coun ty  should open 
A lexander S tree t for w est-side com m utation  to  the Junction  
and for the accom m odation of the crow ds leaving P rinceton  
a fte r big U niversity  games. These are tw o g rea t problem s.

T he question of a W ilson m onum ent is an o th e r considera
tion. Does P rinceton  w an t itse lf c lu ttered  up w ith m onu
m ents like a m in ia tu re  battlefield  of G etty sb u rg  or a m odern 
cem etery  p lanned as a good advertising  p ro ject?  W oodrow 
W ilson essentially  belonged to  th e  U niversity  and  had  little  to  
do w ith  the tow n. T he ap p ro p ria te  place for the  m em orial to  
him , of w hatever tvpe it  m av be, is the  U niversity  cam pus.

M . B. M „  '34

. . . T he question is, w here should it be p u t on the 
cam pus? I heard  a good suggestion the o th e r day. W hy no t 
build  in W ilson’s m em ory the new U niversity  L ib ra ry  of which 
P rinceton  is so bad ly  in  need? T he idea is w orthy  of con
sideration . E . F ., '34

Tombstone or Beacon

IN  P R O P O S IN G  a m onum ent for W’oodrow W ilson, we 
should consider w hat the  m an him self would have w anted. 
Could we ask him  the  question , “ W hat would you  feel to  

be a fitting  m em orial?” he m ight answer,
“ I f  one is to  be erected  I would wish it  to  express w hat I 

hoped for Princeton U niversity . So long as I was connected w ith



the U niversity  all m y dream s and all m y ac ts  were centered 
upon one ideal: to  m ake it  a place th a t  would tra in  young 
men to  go fo rth  and build  for the  fu tu re  of our cou n try , 
w hether in science, a r t, economics, or politics. M y greatest 
v irtu e  and m y g rea test fau lt was dream ing of a fu tu re  b e tte r  
th an  the  presen t. So I would ask th a t  a m em orial to  m e in 
P rinceton  be n o t a graveyard  m onum ent looking tow ard the 
p ast, b u t som eth ing—w hatever it  m ay be—to  help the young 
men who m ay come to P rinceton  b e tte r  to  understand  our 
p resen t problem s arid teach  them  how to  solve them . M y 
hopes were tu rned  tow ard  th e  fu tu re . D o no t freeze the 
m em ory of them  in stone. I f  you  believe in  m y hopes, le t 
m y  m em orial be som ething which you  feel will help to  educate  
P rinceton  m en to  solve the  problem s o f a to rtu red  w orld.”

L. S., ’34

A Letter to The Editor

WH A T  to  wear? E very  m orning th a t  is the  question: 
there  m ust be som ething to  end th is  everlasting  
hesita tion . Ah, yes, uniform s. W ith  uniform s, I should 

no t have to  argue, "N o , I can n o t w ear th a t  to  school, for 
it  m ight get d ir ty  and  would be su re  to  m uss and  look a 
sigh t when I w ear i t  ou tside .” W ith  a tailored uniform  I 
should  no t feel forced to  v a ry  m y clothes, and  it  would be 
m uch less expensive. I t  is no t only the expense I am th ink ing  of, 
i t  is also th e  appearance of the  school. A trim  uniform  w hich 
even  the N ew  B runsw ick and  T ren to n  girls need no t be 
asham ed to  w ear on a tra in  or in  th e  c ity  would lend an a ir 
to  the  school and  would p u t an end to  any  te m p ta tio n  to  
unsu itab le  frilly  silks. I t  would also m ake it easier for the  
g irl who has not m any  school c lo thes; as we all know, th is 
sm all m a tte r  m ay m ake a girl self-conscious and p reven t her 
from  feeling free w ith  the  o th e r girls. T hese various reasons, 
an d  the fac t th a t  m any a day  I have been la te  to  school 
because o f m y indecision concerning w hat to  wear, m ake me 
decidedly in favor of uniform s for M iss F ine’s Schocl.

G . R „ ’34



W IN T E R  A LA N EIG E
O R  T H E  S IL E N C IN G  O F T H E  O L ’ T IM E R S

FO R years  and years  previous to  th is one, 01’ T im ers 
have m ournfully  shaken th e ir grey heads and  sighed for 
the old-fashioned w in ters they  saw w hen th ey  were 

young. T hey  seemed to  blam e the Y ounger G enera tion  for 
th is sad s ta te  o f affairs (am ong o ther things). W hite  C h ris t
mases, sleigh rides, sub-zero w eather, and  p articu la rly  the 
ex tinct, even m ythical. B lizzard were th ings o f the  p ast. The 
la tte r had been in  its best form in 1888. T he B lizzard o f 
’88 was som ething to  be p roud  of.

T hen  along cam e the  w in ter of '33-’34. C hristm as was 
upon us, b u t there  was no snow — n o t a sign o f it. T he  01’ 
T im ers began to  com plain.

B u t n o t for long. T he day  a fte r C hristm as was a snowy 
day, a cold day. People huddled  around  fireplaces. T he 
O f T im ers stopped com plaining abou t the unw hite  C h ris t
m ases and com plained abo u t au to s  th a t w ouldn’t s ta r t, abou t 
traffic th a t  was tied up. W hen ac tually  forced, th ey  had to  
adm it th a t  though it  was no t nearly  so severe as ’88, i t  w as 
bad  enough.

T he Y ounger G eneration  con tinued  to  ask em barrassing 
questions all during Jan u ary  and  F eb ruary : W as th is a b liz
zard? Ju s t w hat is a blizzard? H ow  deep was the snow in 
’88? L ittle  by  little  the snow o f th a t  fam ous w in ter was 
m elting under the  pressure o f questions, its  g igantic p ro p o r
tions were dim inishing.

A nd then  the 01 T im ers woke up  to  find th a t  they  were 
calling the snows of ’34 b lizzards—and w ith  good reason. 
Also, there  were sleighrides and  sub-zero w eather enough to  
satisfy  the m ost an tique . T he 01’ T im ers were silenced a t 
last.

E l is a b e t h  F u n k h o u s e r , ’34



From THE DISCOVERY OF CHANGE

unable  to  sep ara te  for any  length  of tim e in to  its  com ponent 
p a rts . O ur com m on life was one long p lay-tim e divided in to  
seasons, each of w hich was an  e te rn ity . Spring m ean t pop lar 
ca tk in s  to  collect in to  straw berry-co lored  piles; perverse 
worm s to  rescue from  w et sidew alks; m aple seedlings to  pull 
up from  e a rth y  crevices. I t  was the  tim e  when we w ent w ith 
o u t sw eaters and stole p ink, peppery  radishes from the neigh
bors’ gardens. W hen the  cherry  tree  dripped  coral, th e  lawn- 
m ow ers m ade piles of scented  grass to  ju m p  in, and  silvery 
m ists were raised by  lawn sprink lers for the  daring  to  run 
th rough , it  was generally  acknow ledged to  be sum m er.

R eal sum m er, however, did n o t begin u n til a fte r the  m ig ra
tion  to  the sea, w hen a blue infin ity  of w ater and  w hite sails 
s tre tch ed  ahead  of us indefinitely . W andering  dow n its  sun- 
soaked beach in  sneakers full of sand, we found the world so 
perfect th a t  heaven  could have had  n o th ing  to  offer in com 
parison. All we could wish, we had— tin  pails b rim m ing w ith 
shells and sea-w et pebbles, ruby  w ine-berries July-w arm  to 
our lips, endless flowers for our ga thering , little  boats  to  drag , 
bum ble bees to  ca tch  in foxgloves, honeysuckle n ectar to  dra in  
from  blossom horns, and green crabs forever p len tifu l to  our 
p rodd ing  nets. W hen a t last it  all cam e to  a close, and  by  the  
goidenrod and  grapes we knew th a t  fall had  arrived , our d is
m alness knew  no bounds— for th e  tw o final days.

B ack in  the  c ity  house, we were plunged in to  an o th er world 
o f dry-sm elling leaf-piles, fires in the g u tte rs , preserves m ak 
ing all the  k itchen doors spicy, and  lustrous horse ch estn u ts  
dislodged by  rakes from the ir p rick ly  shells. N ow  pum pkin  
faces were carved ou t on the k itchen  floor, and  ho t m om ents 
were spen t w atch ing  popcorn  blossom  snow ily over th e  fu r
nace’s bed o f coals. T his was the  season w hen the golden tw i
lights b ro u g h t w ith them  a strange loneliness, and it was nice 
to  come hom e a fte r p lay ing  to  find M o th er up in the nursery  
w ith  the baby , w arm  and  rosy, dozing over his bo ttle .

J a n e t  W ic k s , ’31 

R eprin ted  from the M o u n t H olyoke Lion

E T H R E E , during  the enchan ted  period, were as one. 
. . .  In  m y m ind our existence was th a t  of an  e n tity  
know n as B rud-n-D ave-n-M e, w hich was som ehow
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W inter m ean t sleds and  w ind-carved d rifts, b lizzards, frost- 
ferns on the windows, and  holly  w reaths squeaking  th in ly  
against the  glass. F o r endless weeks our world was one of 
w hiteness th a t  b rough t tears  to  the eyes, rad ia to rs  steam ing  
beneath  a chaos o f wet wool and m elting snow, and blue m aps 
on our stockings m ade by  sodden leggings. T hen  when the 
slow spring had reduced our fa iry land  to  one grey lum p in the 
side y a rd , and  m ud was everyw here, we knew  th a t  it  was 
going to  begin all over again. B u t cen turies had  passed since 
the last tim e the ca tk ins dropped.

MRS. COSTANZO
E d i t h  B e c k  R e e d , ’31 

R eprin ted  from the M o u n t H olyoke Lion

A C R C SS the  s tree t I saw the  volum inous lower ha lf of 
M rs. C ostanzo’s body  below  the  bea tin g  sheet which 
she was hanging on the line. A round the  v ast bare  

legs stum bled  a black-haired  baby , an  ind istinc t co rpu len t 
lum p, w hich gripped its  m o th e r’s sub stan tia l lim bs. The p a r t  
of the ana tom y  to appear next was a hand  clu tch ing  a c lo thes
pin. T he peculiar th ing  abou t th is  hand  was the  boniness of 
the fingers which tapered  from the plum p, red palm . U nusually  
long and  angular, they  looked like s tu rd y  in stru m en ts  bu ilt 
for hard  work, like the  end of a p itch fo rk  or a scraper. The 
sore, red spots on the back of the  hand seemed alm ost lurid 
against the  clean w hiteness of the  sheet. These fingers were 
surely m ost efficient, and th e  h and  was rubbed  and  worn.

T hen  the whole body lum bered in to  view. I felt the  suffi
ciency, the  capab ility  of th is  I ta lia n  m other. H er b lack hair 
was pulled stra igh t back and  kn o tted  w ith hasty  tw ists. One 
th in  wisp w avered around her ear. The im m ensity  of bosom 
and enorm ity  of solid shoulders showed streng th , energy, and 
firmness. C lean, round  cheeks accen tuated  the  fran k  expres
sion of adequateness. M rs. C ostanzo  scraped up th e  b aby  and  
balanced his bu lky  m idriff over her arm .

"Tone-ee, get ou t of the  s tree t qu ick!” I heard  the  copious 
voice reechoing in the  alley and  I knew  th a t  M rs. C ostanzo’s 
black eyes were worried and  th a t  her full, red lips looked 
anxious. T hen  she padded  in to  the house.



THE M YSTERY OF FROGS' LAKE

TH E Y  had alw ays wondered abo u t th a t m isty, ethereal 
no th ing  w hich floated on the pond. O n their way to  sing 
in the  q u a rte t a t  the fa iries’ dance they  wondered if  it 

would be resting in puffy blobs on th e ir lily-pads when they 
retu rned . T his m ysterious, in tangib le  som ething worried 
them  considerably, and finally one frog was appoin ted  to  stand  
guard.

Isaac Frog, selected to  catch  the fog as it  stole up, leaned 
nonchalan tly  against his grass spear and  tried  to  still the  heavy 
beating  o f his h ea rt by  saxung “ g lu n k ” over and over in a 
trem bling bass voice. G radually , however, his head sank 
upon his green velvet jacke t and he settled  him self slowly, 
allowing little  snores to  escape a t  in tervals. As he sat there, 
dream ing luxuriously  of spiced spiders and  pickled pollywogs, 
fa r hack am ong the  willow trees w hich surrounded the  pond 
there  appeared a soft light. As the  warm  glow becam e m ore 
discernible, it resolved in to  the figure of a tiny  woman. 
She floated ra th e r th an  walked, and  around  her gleam ing pink 
pearl body  there  floated a cloak of iridescent silver. Poising 
herself on a rock, she tossed the handfu l o f silver ne t tow ard  
the  lake, where it  seemed to  grow and  roll on the sm all waves.

T he guard-frog awoke shivering w ith  cold and  saying 
" g lu n k ” ju s t to  be sure he could still say it. R em em bering 
w hat had w akened him , he rubbed  an itch ing  ear reflectively. 
H earing  an  eerie, tinkling laugh, he looked up, and there, 
curled on a b ranch  of the tree beside him , sa t the Fog goddess. 
H er little  face was smiling, and from  her hand  dangled a blade 
o f  grass w ith  a s tran d  of golden hair tied  to  one end.

F a r aw ay o u t of the  shadow s cam e the  sound of golden 
trum pets, and the first rays of daw n plunged through the 
trees. T he Fog goddess sprang from  her perch  and, snatch ing  
th e  silver cloak, fled in to  the cool dark , leaving Isaac  Frog 
wdth a b lade of grass and  a perplexed m ind to  carry  back to  
his fellow frogs.

M ar th a  L utz , '34



The Caedmon Cross
T here w here C aedm on stood 

W atch ing  the sea below  him,
W atch ing  the  angry  foam

B reak o’er the edge o f  the  cliffs,

T here  where the  seagulls swoop 
G rey as the  clouds above them ,

H e saw wrhere th e  sullen  seas
Join h an d s w ith the  peaceful sky.

On the  edge o f the  cliff his cross now stands,
In  the  shadow  of W hitby  A bbey;

S tra ig h t and som ber as C aedm on stood.
Surveying the b leak N o rth  Sea.

A l is o n  S t u a r t , ’36

A D ECEM BER EV EN IN G

WH E N  one is p lay ing  hop-scotch and is ra th e r  anxious 
to  win, one does n o t rem em ber th a t  the  a fternoons are  
sh o rt in  D ecem ber, nor does one care.

Soon the  sun began to  set, rap id ly  sinking behind  the 
black trees, whose b ranches were clearly silhouetted  against 
the background of b rillian t red. T hey  looked as though 
they  were m ade of som e delicate  lace th a t  som e one had  taken  
a lifetim e to  m ake and  th a t  now, com pleted, would te a r  a t  the  
touch  of a careless hand . D ow n and  dow n sank  th e  sun, 
tu rn ing  the sky in to  a beau tifu l stained-glass w indow. Then, 
up rose th e  m oon, like a  golden p la tte r , sm iling p ity in g ly  on 
the  d isappearing  sun, as if  to  say, “ 1 have a w onderful n igh t 
lying ahead  of me, w hile you, poor th ing, m ust leave th is  e n te r
ta in ing  land  for who know s w here.’’

F o r a m om ent bo th  p lan e ts  hung as if  balanced  on a scale, 
then  th e  sun  d isappeared  and  th e  moon tr iu m p h an tly  rose to  
take  its  place.

N o m ore th ough ts o f p lay ing  en tered  ou r heads. We were 
im pressed.

A g n e s  A g a r ,  Int. I I .



Alter Reading Matthew Arnold
Is it fa te
T h a t rules our lives,
T h a t sh a tte rs  all our dream s,
So th a t  we, poised on its  wave,
Are carried to  the  shore 
O r to  our deaths?

M u st we, like 
H  um an driftw ood,
Follow  every  swell
A nd be sucked under by  the tide
A nd no t fight back
A gainst the  undertow ?

J u l ia  C o n sta b le , ’35

To My Violin
W ith  troub led  h ea rt I often  p ick  thee up 
A nd laying w eary fingers on each  string  
I to u ch  th y  v ib ran t soul, im ploring— sing!
T u rn ed  glad, m y fre tfu l h ea rt casts  off its  w eight 
O f gloom. I t  broods no more, b u t lends its hope 
U n to  th y  soothing powers. F rom  m inor note 
T o m ajor dost thou  swell in  volum e sweet.
S trange chords, soft cadences— each th robbing  b ea t 
A rouses in  m y h ea rt a jo y  com plete.
M y  violin! L et fall th y  show er o f trills,
O diam ond shattered  in to  harm ony!
I t  is th y  phrase th a t thrills and  tears th is h eart 
F rom  grum bling chords th a t  fe tte r  it  in gloom 
T o un to ld  peace. T hy  song shall be m y tune.

J a n e  L e w is , ’34



The Aeneid Book IV
(lines 534-553)

Dido’s  Lam ent 
Alas, w hat shall I do? M u st I again.
T he object o f the ir laugh ter, seek for me 
A spouse from  those whom once I would n o t wed.
A nd choose a N om ad prince to  share m y bed? 
Perchance I  have delayed too  long and  now 
T hey  will refuse to  wed me, who so long did scorn 
T h e ir vain  appeals for m arriage and  g rea t pow ’r. 
W here shall I tu rn ?  Follow the  T ro jan  ships,
O bey the ir least com m and? W ould th a t  I knew 
I f  I should do this, know ing they  w ith  joy  received 
M y form er aid, and deep w ithin the ir hearts  
H av e  stored  the  m em T y o f m y kindest deeds.
B u t who would then  receive me, ha ted , loathed ,
In  th e ir high ships, if  it should be allowed 
O r I should wish it so? O w retched m aid.
D o you  so little  know  the sons
O f false Laom edon? W hat then? Shall I,
A lone, sail w ith  these h ap p y  m en to  some 
F a r  d is ta n t shore, or ra th e r  tak e  w ith me 
M y b an d  of m en from  T yre, and once again 
Insist th a t they  leave hom e and follow me?
Alas, I fear they  would refuse to  board 
T he ships and  set the  sails to  catch  the  wind.
N ay , ra th e r die, as you  deserve, and  pu t 
A n end to  all y o u r sorrow s w ith this sword.
You, sister, first were conquered b y  m y tears.
'T w as you  who, m ad, did overw helm  me here 
W ith  these g reat wrongs. W hy was it n o t decreed 
T h a t I should pass m y life in solitude 
As do the beasts of prey, and  never know7 
Such cares? W hy could I n o t have tru ly  served 
M y  long-departed  m ate, Sychaeus, as 
I  prom ised him ? T h u s ended she her speech, 
L am enting  in her h ea rt such m ighty  things.

W lLHELM INA FOSTER, ’34
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A t  D ido 's Palace 
As D id o ’s guests ye sit a t  ease,
O cham pions of the  turm oiled  seas,
T o  dine and  sup from silver p la te  
A t C arthage  of the golden gate.
T h a t lovely queen w ith am orous eyes 
H as fixed her gaze in  fa in t surm ise 
U pon th y  leader bold and  strong.
L is t now to long-haired Io p as’ song:
"  A silken m oon glides th ro u g h  the n ight, 
E scapes the  b ir th  of m orning light.
She clasps the  deep blue sky in  hand  
T o hide Apollo from  th e  land.
Oh tell me, w here did m o rta l m an 
F irs t com e to  life? O r w here beasts ran?
A nd forked fire-sticks, w hat are they? 
Im m o rta l gods, 't is  ye m ust say ."
N ow  Iopas plucks his golden lyre:
W eird s tra in s of m usic sw eet inspire 
T h y  w eary souls. E nkindle , fire,
E ach  h e a r t to rise from  p e tty  th ough t 
T o  Io p as’ tale— by  A tlas tau g h t.
" O  tell m e why the long-haired n ight 
In  w in ter reigns w ith  cold delight?
Im m orta l gods and goddess fair 
O f wisdom, favor th is w hite hair,
Bowed w ith old age. To it  im p art 
T he h idden secrets of th y  hea rt.
Alas, all th is  I beg is nought,
F o r m o rta l m ind b y  m an  is ta u g h t."
N ow  silence hovers overhead 
T o guard  the aged b a rd ’s w hite head,
W hose gilded lyre has sung his song.
Arise! Apollo comes ere long.

J a n e  L e w is , '3 4



Le C oin F rancais
D A N S  LA M  A ISO N

D ans la m aison il y  a un p e tit  salon. D ans le salon il y  a 
une g rande fille e t un p e tit  gargon et la mdre e t le papa . La 
grande fille coud, le p e tit  gargon est sous la pendule, la m ere 
est d ev an t la porte , e t le p ap a  lit, n ’est-ce pas?

La m ere d it au  P apa,
"P ap a , vous lisez tro p  v ite .”
Le p ap a  est fache. II d it,
“ Je ne lirai p a s !”

J ea n  W il l ia m s o n , In t. I .

P IE R R E
II y  a une poupee su r m on bureau . II s’appelle P ierre . Je 

l ’aim e. II a un pere e t une m ere. II n ’a pas de frere. II a une 
robe rouge et bleue avec des b o u tons verts. II a un chapeau  
aussi. P e n d a n t la n u it il d o r t dans un p e tit  lit. P en d an t le 
jou r, il s’assied e t regarde les m urs de m a cham bre a coucher!

F r a n c e s  I m b r i e , In t. I I .

L E  N O R D
Le N ord  est un  au tre  m onde. II est m agnifique e t so litaire. 

II y  a beaucoup d ’espaces de neige e t aussi des m ontagnes 
m ajestueuses. Le ciel, d ’un tres  beau bleu, se reflete dans la 
m er tranqu ille . D ans le lo in ta in  un grand  banc de glace 
flo tte  sur les vagues. II fa it froid au  N o rd ; quelquefois le v en t 
souffle a trav e rs  les espaces.

J ’aim e songer au  N ord , a sa solitude et a ses m erveilles!
L ily  Bu c h a n a n , In t .  I V .

L ’A U B E  A LA F E R M E
U ne vapeu r grise p lane su r la vielle ferm e e t les e tab les a 

cote. T o u t est tranqu ille . Le v en t rem ue doucem ent le ble 
dans les cham ps e t les feuilles des arbres m u rm u ren t en tre  
elles. L a  lune n ’est p lus q u ’un  p^le reflet dans le ciel e t le 
soleil se leve len tem en t audessus des m ontagnes a I’horizon.

Sub item en t le ch an t d 'u n c o q  au  lo in tain  reveille les anim aux. 
Les poules com m encent a caq u e te r e t les vaches rem uen t dans 
leur coin de l ’e tab le . On en tend  le ferm ier qui so rt de la ferme, 
en sifflant. II apporte  du  foin pour les chevaux, qui on t henni



des leur reveil. M a in ten an t le soleil es t un g rande balle rouge 
audessus de la vieille ferm e. T o u t le m onde se p rep are  a une 
nouvelle journee. C ’est l ’aube a la ferm e.

M a r jo r ie  M u n n , In t. I V .

LA F O U R R IE R E
II y  a  tro is  m ois m on chien est m ort. Je vais done a une 

fourriere p ou r en acheter un au tre . A pres un m om ent je  vois 
le p ro p rie ta ire  et je  lui dis, “ Je veux voir des chiens de race. 
Le p rix  n  est pas im p o rta n t.” “ Bien, m onsieur,” me re- 
pond-il. II me m on tre  des chiens blancs, des chiens bruns, des 
chiens rouges, des chiens gris, des chiens noirs, des chiens de 
tou tes especes. T o u t a coup j ’en tends un  p e tit  tapage. Je me 
retourne  e t je  vois un p e tit  chien. II m arche vers moi. II 
m et sa p a tte  su r m on genou e t il me leche la m ain. Je dem ande 
au p rop rie ta ire , “ C om bien v a u t celui-ci?” "M ais, m adam e, 
vous n ’en voudriez pas! II ne coute que cen t sous!” “ N im -  
porte , je  l 'ach e te ra i. II me p la it.”

U n m om ent apres une fem m e tres  heureuse q u itte  la four
riere, sous son b ras  un p e tit  chien qu i a l’a ir  aussi heureuse 
q u e lle !

K a t h e r in e  E is e n h a r t , In t. I V .

TODDY DOG

DO N A LD , th in , long-legged, and  angular, slam m ed the 
k itchen  door behind him  and  strode  across the  y a rd  
to  th e  dog pens and  houses. D onald  was th e  ow ner 

o f C raigend Farm s in  Argyle, where d iscrim inating  custom ers 
from L ondon or E dinburgh  m ight buy  w ire-haired fox-terriers 
— th a t  is, if th ey  happened  to  hear ab o u t D onald . O f all the  
dogs he h ad  reared and  tra ined , he liked T oddv  best. T oddy  
appeared as do m ost fox-terriers a t the age of five m onths, b u t 
noticeable ab o u t him  were the a ir and  angle w ith w hich he 
carried  his ta il  and  the  m ischievous and wicked light in his 
eyes.

As he w alked up to  T o d d y ’s pen, D onald  wondered 
w hether the  rascal had got out. B u t yelps of joy  greeted 
him , and ou t of a corner cam e T oddy , stum bling  over his 
fron t feet in his haste  to  greet his m aster.



“ Good m orning to  you , you  scam p. W h a t m ischief have 
you  been up to  now ?” T oddy  certa in ly  did look gu ilty , w ith 
his one brow n ear hanging  over an eye w ith  a tw inkle in  it. 
H e sa t on his haunches and  looked coyly down his nose a t  the  
large finger which was stuck  th rough  th e  w ire fence. H e 
began to  lick circles around  the  finger, every  now and  then  
a lte rn a tin g  w ith  a few nips.

“ Y ou’re a wee devil, th a t ’s w hat y o u  a re ,” D onald  con
tinued , “ bu t I w ou ldn’t le t you  go for any th ing , even though 
you  are  an  ugly duckling and n o t so handsom e as y o u r b ro thers 
and sisters. H ey  there! S top  th a t, I say?—Surely no lady 
will come and tak e  y o u  aw ay. Y ou’ll s ta y  here w ith  m e and  
leap th rough  the  h ea th e r am ong these blue hills, w on’t  y ou?" 
T oddy, in  reply, cocked his head  on one side as if he un d er
stood and  y e t questioned.

A few m inu tes la te r  m an and  dog were side b y  side, w alking 
tow ard  the  m isty , heather-clad  and  blue-green m ountains.

J u l ia  C o n s t a b l e , ’35

Y E S  O R  NO

D raw  a line under Yes or N o. For instance:
D o ca ts  growl? I t  would n o t be righ t to  draw a line under
yes, would it?  Because ca ts do n o t growl.
D o dogs have trunks? Yes No
Is B for girl? Yes N o
D o people live in a house? Yes N o
Is  A for Apple? Yes N o
H av e  you  a book called W onderland  in Alice? Yes No
Is 3 plus 5 g rea te r th a n  10 take  aw ay 3? Yes No
Is 5 p lus 5 less th a n  3 p lus 3 p lus 3? Yes N o
Is 9 tak e  aw ay 3 less th a n  3 p lus 2? Yes No
W as C olum bus born  before A dam ? Yes No
Because W ashington  and L incoln were bo rn in

F eb ru ary  does th a t m ake them  the sam e age? Yes N o

B etsy  B rig h a m , Grade I V  

R eprin ted  from the H a lj-L in k  M arch , 1934.



A M O O N  STORY
— Told to  iMiss H ill by E dm und  Cook, Fifi Locke, George 

R obertson , John Pom fret, M a r th a  Jane  Brow n, M elville 
D ickenson, H en ry  van D yke, G rade I.

R eprin ted  from  the H alf-L ink , M arch  1934.

T he m oon cam e sailing over the world.
H e saw the  people asleep.
H e saw the anim als asleep in the barn .
T h e  moon woke up the  anim als w ith his light.
T hey  were scared.
T hey  ran all around the barn.
T hey  kicked the doors and broke them .
T hey broke the windows, too.
T hey  ran ou t of the door and down the street.
All of the  people in  the  tow n woke up,

and w ondered w hat was the m a tte r.
T he m oon w as very, very  scared.
T he farm er cam e down to his barn . “ W hat, no

anim als?” he said. “ W here have 
they  gone, and  why are  the  w indow s 
and  doors all b roken? A nd why is 
the hay  strew n all over the floor?”

H e w ent to  the door.
H e looked out.
H e looked

and  looked!
H e saw the anim als running  down the stree t.
H e saw all o f the people looking ou t o f the  

windows.
H e saw7 all o f the nurses try ing  to  get the

children back to  bed.
H e saw M r. M oon going down, and M r. Sun com ing 

up over the hill.
T he farm er w en t a fte r his anim als.
H e brought them  back to  his barn .
T h e  horses tried  to  ru n  aw ay, b u t he would not 

let them .



H e called them  back by name.
H e to ld  his wife all ab o u t it.
Then  he m ilked the cows.

H e  a te  his b reakfast,
and he w ent to  work.

H e sw ept up the hay,
b u t he got a m an to  fix the doors and 

w indows.

SCHOOL NOTES

IT  H A S been our good fo rtune th is y ear to  have M rs. 
M cK inney  b o th  assisting us a t  the p iano and  giving us 
concerts during our m usic hours on F riday . A nd now 

we are  to  lose her to  the  wilds of the  west. T here  is no girl 
in  the school who will no t feel the gap th a t  her absence will 
m ake. On Jan u ary  12 M rs. M cK inney  gave the following
delightful p rogram :

I. F an tasie— D  m i n o r .....................................................M ozart
Tw o S onatas

D  m i n o r ............................................................Scarlatti
C m a j o r .............................................................Scarlatti

IF  Seven W a l t z e s ................................................................Brahm s
L a Soiree dans G r e n a d e ............................................. Debussy
Jard ins sous la P l u i e .................................................... Debussy

I I I .  N octu rne— F  m a j o r .................................................... Chopin
Scherzo— F sharp  m i n o r ..............................................Chopin

E ncore: T he L a r k ...................................................................Gluika
On M arch  23d we were privileged to  hear a H ay d n  sym 

phony arranged  for four hands, played by  M rs. M cK inney  
and M iss F irte ll o f the N ew  Jersey  S ta te  College for W om en.

W e had  a rare  experience w hen D r. A rchibald B ow m an of 
the Glasgow M oral Philosophy School, form erly chairm an of 
P rin ce to n ’s philosophy departm en t, cam e to  speak to  us a t 
assem bly on M arch  19th. H e opened his inform al ta lk  w ith  a 
beau tifu l tr ib u te  to  M iss Fine, continu ing  w ith  “ the a r t  o f 
forgetting  and rem em bering.” D r. B ow m an’s daughter, 
M aisie, was form erly a m em ber of the  Class o f ’34, and his 
presence, besides being a g rea t honor, b ro u g h t back old 
memories. J a n e  A l l e y n e  L e w is , '34



Recommended Books of This Last Year

AS T H E  E A R T H  T U R N S — Gladys H asty Carroll 
A s  the Earth Turns, by G ladys H as ty  C arroll, is the  s to ry  

of a M aine  farm ing  fam ily. I t  is an  accoun t of simple, every
day doings, to ld  in  a stra igh tfo rw ard  sty le  w hich is beautifu l 
because of its  very sim plicity . I t  concerns the life of the Shaw 
fam ily during  one year. We find ourselves deeply in terested  
in  Jen  Shaw 's household duties, her cooking, cleaning, and 
m ending, in  M ark  Shaw ’s w ork on his farm , in  all the  m inor 
incidents in  the  life o f  a large fam ily. T here  are  no thrilling  
episodes, b u t the very  ta le  of day-to -day  doings, o f slowly 
w atching the seasons com e and go, is m ade th rilling  in itself. 
T he friendly, honest n a tu re  of th is book gives i t  the  w arm th  
of a living sto ry . J a n e  A rm strong , '34

T H E  H O U SE  O F E X IL E — Nora Wain 
T he H ouse of Exile was for tw elve y ea rs  the hom e of the 

au thor. N o ra  W ain  was born  a Philadelphia  Q uakeress and  
was adopted  by the  E lder of the H ouse of Exile.

Possessors of anc ien t w ealth, cu ltiv a to rs  o f their lands, 
p a tro n s of the  arts , the  L m  fam ily preserve w ith in  the ir walls 
the im m ortal b eau ty  of C h ina 's  past. As a  m em ber of Chinese 
aristocracy, N ora  W ain w rites o f feast days, o f pageants, of 
ancestor w orship— all the  life of th a t  walled hom estead which 
the L in  fam ily has guarded for th irty -six  generations. H er 
com m and of the  Chinese language, and her undisturbed  
relations w ith  the L in  fam ily th rough the  days o f h a tred  and 
revolution , have given her s to ry  o f Old C hina m erged w ith 
N ew  C hina an  unsurpassed q u a lity  of v iv idness and sym pathy .

M a r th a  L u tz , '34

S T R A N G E R  T H A N  F IC T IO N — Lew is Browne 
In  th is sto ry , d ram atica lly  to ld  b y  Lewis Brow ne, a h isto ry  

of the Jewish race, " th e  children o f Is ra e l"  is presented. 
T he v irtues and failings developed by  so long a struggle to  
survive in  a non-Jew ish  world are  po in ted  out, n o t apologet
ically, b u t as m a tte rs  o f fact, and  left to  speak for them selves. 
T he em phasis is laid, n o t on da tes and details, b u t on those



basic factors, hered itary  and environm ental, w hich explain 
the  un ique psychology and  career of the Jewish people.

D r. Browne has w ritten  th is h isto ry  of a race as a story , 
exciting and  rap id  in its  flow and  unbiased, unprejudiced, in 
its  v iew poin t. M a r th a  L utz , '34

T H E  D IA R Y  O F JU LIA  N E W B E R R Y
H ave you  a t  some tim e w ondered w hat girls o f p a s t days 

were like and  how you  yourse lf m igh t have fitted  in to  their 
shoes? P erhaps you  have im agined them  as prim  little  misses, 
very  m uch sa t-upon  b y  th e ir elders and a ltogether inexperi
enced. Y ou will realize y o u r m istake when you  read The 
D iary o f Ju lia  Newberry.

W as there ever such an  adorable girl as Julia! And she 
lived in  Chicago in  the  1860’s, when, surprisingly , a young 
girl in  her early  teens was the  sam e as a young  girl o f today . 
O f course Julia and her elder sister had no cars to  ru n  around 
in, and  could n o t dash to  a telephone to  talk  to  a friend, bu t 
they  had a beau tifu l hom e, m et such in te resting  people as 
G eneral S heridan and  a younger b ro th e r of N apoleon, and  had 
a b rillian t social life, trip s to  E urope, and  young gentlem en to 
sw arm  around  them . Julia  loved to  sketch, and  she was a 
shrew d judge o f people as well as a good m ixer. She was a 
sound, a deep thinker, and w ith  her charm  she won for herself 
the adm ira tion  and  respect o f all who knew her. H er d iary 
dates from  her th irteen th  y ea r to  her seventeenth , when she 
died. W ith in  th a t period she rela ted  m any thrilling  episodes 
of which I could no t begin to  tell you. You will have to  read 
her d iary  yourself; and  w hen you  do you  will feel, I  am 
certa in , th a t  Julia  m ight well have  been one of y o u r own 
friends, she is so real. Ja n e  A l l e y n e  L e w is , ’34

T H E  W IN D  IN  T H E  W ILLO W S—Kenneth Grahame 
N ew  Edition, Illustrated  by E . H . Shepard  

The W in d  in the WiHows, in the new edition w ith E. H . Shep
a rd 's  delightfully hum orous p ictures, again p resen ts  to  us “ M ole 
and  his best friend R a t, and  c ro tch e ty  old M r. B adger, the 
th ree  who rescue th e  rich and  foolish T oad  from  all the  danger



ous and  exciting m isadventures w hich overcom e h im .” M r. 
Shepard has dressed up K enneth  G raham e’s old favorite  in a 
brand-new  Sunday  suit, and has co n trib u ted  his p a r t  to  a 
book th a t  has been loved by  young  and  old alike for years  
and will go dow n th rough  the ages as a m asterpiece of w him 
sical im agination.

T he ch ap te r The P iper at the Gates oj Dawn is a m ost beau 
tiful piece of poetic  prose. I t  concerns M ole and R a t and  the 
great Awe w hich fell upon  them  as they  stood on P an  Island 
and felt th a t som e august Presence m ust be very, very  near.

“ T his is th e  place o f m y song-dream , the  place the m usic 
played to  m e,” R a t whispers. “ H ere, in th is holy place, here 
if  anyw here, surely  we shall find H im .”

And they  do find him , their god, P an  the P iper a t the 
G ates of D aw n, the ir F riend  and H elper, “ reclining in his 
m ajestic ease on the sw ard.” T hey  w orship him , b u t when 
the V ision vanishes they  can only recall th a t  “ Some . . . g reat 
. . . anim al has been here.”

W hether or n o t you  are  im aginative, y o u  will enjoy th is 
book, for it has also hum or and a new and  deep understanding  
of the sm aller anim al life th a t goes on around  us, unnoticed.

L o r n a  S t u a r t , ’34.

A TH LE TIC  NOTES

BE C A U S E  of the  heavy  snows th is  y ea r no t all the  
hockey gam es p lanned  were p layed , b u t those which 
were played were peppy ones. W hen we left school in 

D ecem ber th e  Seniors were ahead  of the  rest of the  U pper 
School, b u t th e  o th e r classes were no t far behind them .

Two exciting in ter-school gam es were p layed, and p ra c 
tically  the  en tire  school tu rned  ou t to  see them . One was 
played a t  K en t P lace on a b it te r  d ay — the  sp ec ta to rs  stam ped 
the ir feet an d  envied the  h o t p layers. T he K en t Place team  
won a hard -fough t-fo r v icto ry . T he H olm quist gam e was a 
d ir ty  one— owing to  the  m uddiness of our field, no t to  un fa ir 
playing. A t the  end of an  ex tra  period the  score was still a 
tie, and  the  team s left the  field well cheered.

T he b ask e tb a ll season cam e to  a glorious end w ith  a gam e 
on M arch  2 7 th  against K en t Place. I t  was p layed  in the



gym  of the  P rinceton  P re p a ra to ry  School, w hich M r. H arry  
F ine has k ind ly  let us use ever since we cam e back in January . 
T he score was 23-16 in favo r o f K en t Place.

In  th e  in terclass gam es, th e  Senior P lus team  defeated 
the  o th e r team s— tw o gam es ou t of th ree  in th e  series. T he 
Junior-Sophom ore team  won tw o gam es from  the  F reshm en 
and  tw o from the  Senior A linus team . T he F reshm an  team  
won the  first gam e it played w ith  the Senior M inus, b u t lost 
the  o ther two.

Tw o gam es were p layed  betw een the V arsity  and the 
F acu lty . T he first was won b y  the  facu lty  b y  a close score, 
b u t  th ey  lost th e  second to  the  M iss F in e ’s School girls.

EXCHANGES
Aster—P rospect H ill C o u n try  D ay  School.
Blue Pencil—W alnu t H ill School.
Budget— V ail-D eane School.
Cargoes— K en t P lace School.
H ill Breezes—H illsdale School.
Irw in ia n — Agnes Irw in  School.
Ju n io r  Journa l—P rin ce to n  C o u n try  D ay  School.
J a u re l Leaves—L aurel School.
Listen—L iggett School.
L it— Law renceville School
M ilestone— B aldw in School.
Tiger Cub—P rin ce to n  P rep ara to ry  School.
T it B its—St. T im o th y ’s School.
Triangle— E m m a W illard School.
Turret— Tow er School.

The L it—Long live th e  average A m erican and  h u rrah  for 
Air. and M rs. V anB uren! A lthough the hum or o f Authors 
D rink Tea was n o t— shall we say  subtle?— we were pleased to  
have a good laugh.

Laurel Leaves—P o o r L ucy  Lovelace!— though indeed in  her 
“ dual role of inquiring  dam sel and infallible o rac le’’ she is to  
be adm ired. We liked y o u r M entor of Morons, Sally Fogg, and 
especially the originalit}7 of yo u r w riting  on th is harassed 
lady.

We found T im m y the B uck  appealing. We should well have 
liked to  know th is hum orous and  inquisitive buck sheep.



Springtime Madness

LIT T L E  H erm an  sa t upon his back doorstep, alone, 
silent, gloom y, dejected. T here  was no one to  p lay  
w ith—noth ing  to  do. H is pa l n ex t door was in  bed 

w ith a broken  arm . H is dog slum bered peacefully a t  his 
feet in  the w arm  sunshine, too  lazy to  snap  a t  a fly buzzing 
around  his nose. A s tim ula ting  kick provoked only an 
indifferent, inqu iring  glance from the drow sy beast. Listlessly, 
hopelessly, H erm an  probed ab o u t in his m ind for som e con
genial occupation. N one presen ted  itself. T he world was 
qu ite  em pty.

A flash of insp iration! H e ran  his tongue exploringly around 
his oral cav ity— then  relapsed in to  still deeper gloom. E ven  
th a t diversion was denied h im ; i t  was too  m uch.

“ M aw !” he exploded, “ Gee whizz, m aw, I a in ’t  go t n o th in ’ 
to  do. I a in ’t  even got a loose to o th  to  wiggle!”

C a t h e r in e  M u r p h y , ’35

A Very Small Mouse

FAR back in a d irty  co rner o f a d reary  cellar behind 
some anc ien t shovels and  baskets crouched a wee lone 
mouse. H e  had  been there a long tim e, b u t he had  

fo rgo tten  how long. H e had been there before, bu t he d idn’t 
rem em ber when. H e  would com e there  again. H e d id n 't 
bo ther to  decide how soon. Above him  stre tched  filmy 
cobwebs laden w ith  dust, long-since-departed  flies, and one 
trem endous fa t and  ju icy  spider. H ow  m any legs did he have? 
T he mouse sta rted  to  co un t: one, tw o— oh dear! w hat did it 
m atte r?

In  ano ther corner (he couldn’t  see w hich one because of 
a piece of broken  flower-pot in fro n t o f him ) a cricket s ta rted  
a m onotonous song. T he mouse s ta rted  to  m ake up poems 
to  the rh y th m : crick-crickety-crick, stick-stickety-stick .
H e  was disgusted. W h a t was the use o f any th ing?

H e tw itched his ta il for varie ty . I t  touched som ething. 
O nly a little  stick . H e shu t his eyes. B u t he would have to  
open them  again som etim e. W hy no t now? So he did.

M ary  C o o ley , ’35



THE PRINCETON INN
PRINCETON, N. J.

Solicits the Patronage of the Parents 
and Friends o f the Students 

of M iss Fine’s School

Th e Inn is delightfu lly situated facing the 

Graduate C o lleg e  and overlooking the 

Springdale' G o lf  Course . G o lf  p riv i

leges are extended to guests of the Inn.

J. HOWARD SLOCUM, Mana9er



WITH COMPLIMENTS 

OF

The 

First National Bank

PRINCETON

NEW JERSEY



Compliments of

WILLEY MOTORS, Inc.

Ford an d  Lincoln D ealer 

of T ren to n

“'E V E R Y O N E  H A S  U SE FO R  M U S IC ”

Come to

®f)e iH u s tc  i£>f)op
fo r  Your Musical Needs

V ic to r  Records— R C A  V ic to r  

R ad io  and A u to m atic  R ad io  Phonograph Com binations

Equipped with the N EW  L O N G  P L A Y IN G  
Device for the N EW  V IC T O R  RECORDS

e ^ 3

T h e M u sic  S h o p
Phone 80

6 8  N A S S A U  S T R E E T  P R IN C E T O N , N . J .



H . M . H IN K S O N
74 NASSAU STREET

S ch o o l S u p p lie s

Fountain Pens Gold and Silver Pencils

F. A . B a m m a n , Inc.
W h olesa le  a n d  R e ta i l  G ro cers  

10 Nassau Street

Distributors of 

Canada Dry, White Rock, C & C and Cliquot 
Club Ginger Ales and Mineral Waters 

Clarke's, Richelieu and Kellogg Canned Goods

In fact anything and everything that constitutes 

an up-to-date grocery

PHONE EXCHANGE, 1282



INSURE IN A  HOME COMPANY

The
S ta n d a rd  Fire Insurance Company 

of N e w  J e r s e y

T R E N T O N

START THE NEW YEAR  

RIGHT WITH A  SAVINGS  

ACCOUNT

Princeton Bank & Trust Company
Chartered 1 834

University Laundry Company

Our Telephone Number

7 9

28-30 MOORE STREET PRINCETON



Q u a lity  and Serv ice

HEEREMAN’S

The Princeton F lo w er 

Shop 

Anything in F low ers 

$
1 4 4  N A S S A U  S T R E E T

Member Florists’ Telegraph 
Delivery Association

Phone 378

CHRISTINE'S
W e Specialize in the new 
Scientific Doctrovac Facial 
System and N estle’s Circu- 

line Permanent Waving

A ll W ork by Appointment

M arce l W aving  

Shampoo

Finger W aving

Scalp  Treatments

M an icu ring , Etc.

HULIT & HARRIS

Shoes and H osiery 

S H O E  D Y E IN G

1 34 Nassau Street 
Princeton, N. J.

Phone 1753-W

Compliments

of

TRENTON TRUST 
COMPANY

G"*0

M A IN  O FFIC E  

28 West State Street
Broad and M arket 

Broad and Hudson

T R E N T O N , N E W  JE R S E Y

M ARGARET M cNALLY
Harper M ethod  Scalp  

Treatment

M A R C E L L IN G  M A N IC U R IN G  
F A C IA L  M A S S A G E

First National Bank Bui Iding
Entrance Witherspoon St. 

Phones:

O ffice  431 Res. 547

THE 
GARDEN THEATRE

Show ing the Latest Talking 

and Sound Pictures 

of M erit

' ‘E V E R Y B O D Y 'S  G O IN G  T O  
TH E G A R D EN "



Phone: 149

Alice Elizabeth Shoppe
SOUTH’S G A RA G E

L A D IE S ' A N D  M ISSES '

W E A R IN G  A P P A R E L
Cadillac—LaSalle

Sales and Serv ice

M IL L IN E R Y
Garase Machine Shop

15 WEST STATE ST.
Auto Supplies

TRENTON, N. J.
♦

Phone 6792 2 -4  N A S S A U  STREET

REILLEY'S M ADAM E SW AZY

Meat Market French Beauty Salon
22 W IT H E R S P O O N  S T R E E T

V The Elite Shop of

Serving the Finest in PR IN C ETO N

Meats to those with ©
Most Discriminating

Tastes 86 Nassau
Phones:

Phone 139
10 85 -10 86  W e Deliver

GUENTHER THE FLORET SHOPPE

fashions Cut F low ers : Plants 

A rtis tic  Designing
O ffe rs Fashion-wise Flowers by W ire
frocks at M oderate

Prices ts
• 1 54 Nassau Street

33 W E S T  S T A T E  S T R E E T  

T R E N T O N , N . J .

P rinceton , N e w  Je rsey

Telephone 1643



JACK ROSE SHOPPE

H A T S
OF ORIGINALlTy AND 

DISTINCTION

Compliments

of

Desisned and Copied to 
Suit the Individual Taste. 

For A ll Occasions
BENTLEY-POPE, Inc.

Sm artly D ifferent— Conservative ly Priced ♦
©

110 West State Street
Trenton, N . J .

Trenton, N . J .

. . .

The
L  L  IDRESS SHOP 2 L  

TEA ROOM mf t h e  s i D 0 C | C | e r  s h o p

w .s ta fe  —  fr e n fo n .r t . j .

L u n c h e o n

DRESSES

48  Nassau Street, P rinceton , N . J .

Mrs. Georse Murray

LINGERIE

---------------------------- ------------- -------------------- !|

R C r i U U I C K ' S

Home Made Ice Cream 
Excellent Food

♦

Exclusive A g en cy  for 

Louis Sherry Chocolates






