Clje lin fe

June. 1937






JUNE

1957

MISS FINE’S SCHOOL






m Je Htnfe

MISS FINE'S SCHOOL
Vol.. XVII JUNE, 1937 No. 1

BOARD OF EDITORS

Ediior-in-Chief M argaret Greenland
Literary Editor Betty Miller
Business J/anailer. Doris Updike
Jdrerfismt/ .Uanager Virginia Traver
Photographs

SUbSCI’IptIOﬂS Mary M assey
Alumnae Katherine Norris, 24

TABLE OF CONTENTS

PAGE
Miss Fine
D edication to Miss Siiippen 7
Class of 1957 8
Class Chart 14
To Mrs. McAIpin e 17
ADPTreciation. s ensseessssss—————— 18
Sea Song
Sea AdVENTUIE e
For a Sunday Morning With Nature .. Anne Welch 21
Swiss Figures ,.Margaret Greenland 22
Puddle
Bird POEMS . Katharine I'lsenkart; .lynes Agar; lull/ Buchanan 24
Impression from a Hilimmmmmn, .Katharine liisenhart 25

Le ParesseuX .
Guernsey

Shroud; Bridal Veil; A VaSe .

Lions’ Eyes ... Elizabeth Wright 28
Lines

Sailing

Le Petit Trait d'Union Anne Peyton; Olive Sch

Ite;
Pollj/ Robérts; Jlarie I'roﬁjﬂiny 29

Most Unusual Weather



44=



MISS MAY MARGARET FINE

One who had the gift to stir a listless life,
kindle self-confidence, and start thoughtless
youth on that ascending road along which
lifes higher meanings lie- who, with zeal
that could be shared, shed influence where
she knew it not and made many want what
lay beyond their knowing.

— Dean Wicks
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W E DEDICATE our "Link” to
Miss Katherine Shippen, under whose

friendly guidance we have spent a

happy year.
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BETTY MILLER

Banish your timidity

And with all rapidity
Give as (/nip and quiddity,
Willy-nilly Of

Betty’s a sly little puss—not in Reynard s way, but a good
bluffer and even quieter than usual when there’s work to be done,
so that we almost forget her. We think it’sa iorm ot modestil-—
for she’s shy, this Bete, and none of us really know her. Her
reserve is hard to penetrate and lor her hard to break through-
But there’s a spirit of fun under the shell—that much we have
discovered—and we know to our regret that once she gets you
down inans.s. r.riot you’redown to stay: it’sa trick her brother
taught her. Bete’s the joy of 'sMiller’s heart, and she must
certainly rate high with Frannie alter the way she toiled at
hockey. But it’s her nimble lingers on the Fiano keys that we
think of most, and she’s been %rand about playing an_Ything for
us anr time. She’s our Class President and a Council Member
as well, which seems convincing evidence that we did catch on to
Bete in spite ol her.
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MARGARET GREENLAND

A daughter o] the gods, divinely tall
And most divinely]air.

Hats to the right, hats to the left, hats to the front, hats to
the back—on strode the Mad Hatter to Manhattan, thence to
Vassar. This isour popular little Pudge, knitting slung over one
arm, caroling “Cas—cas—castle on the River Nile.” Are we
ﬁroud of our modern Minerva? I'll say we are! For this Minerva

as a versatile personality. Now she is a glamorous Thespian
Pudge is president of our Dramatic Club), now a literary genius
Pudge writes very creditable poetry), now a stern mentor ad-
ministering justice (Pudge is one ol our old standbys on the
Student Council), and last, but not least—0 Pudgie ol my heart,
must 1 confess it?—a Circe! a woman of enchantment and mys-
tery! For have you not in the thirteen ){ears you have dwelt
among us cast a spell upon all who have fallen under the magic ol
your gaze?
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WINIFRED KERNEY
The mildest manners and the gentlest heart.

“Oh, Miss Dorwart, I really didn’t think that Dido’d stand
and ogle at Aeneas . . Billie, her brown eyes filled with inno-
cence and pain, is trying to explain her break of the year to a
convulsed audience. We have to tease her about this and about
the shivers and daintz finger-tips with which she dissected friend
froggie in Biolo%y, eeping Miss Mavall in stitches-——but she
carved the poor beastie ug neatly and worked hard at Vergil, so
what matters the rest? She has just handled the photography
managership extremely well, and earlier in the?/ear took care ot
the advertising for the school play. In spite of these vestiges of
work, there are other times when she has earned the worthy title
ol record-holder for cat-napping in the s. s. r. Can that he
because she gets so little sleep week-ends? For Billie’s always
on the go. U? to now she’s only gotten, from general statistics,
nine-tenths of the lads ol the surrounding countryside, but we
have hopes of that other tenth coming round during her college
career.
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VIRGINIA TRAYER

Come, and trip it asyou go
On the tightjantastie toe.

“No, not there {disqust) . . . by the way | must get a hundred
and twenty-five more pounds of ice . . . That’s right éencour-
agement) . . . by the loot ol the stairs. Of course some idiot will
knock that vase off . . away with the vase!” This isour happy,
blithesome Virginia, she of the fairy feet, our executive, per-
suasive, tactful Virginia, who like the men of the Hying trapeze
can manage a dance with the greatest oi ease while we poor mor-
tals are willingly beguiled into playing Mrs. Atlas and shifting
heavy furniture and the weight of the world about at her com-
mand.

Just now the dances are over and forgotten, for Virginia has a
strange light in her eye—a haunted look. Do not be misled,
however: It is not Tom or Bill or her recent trip to Bermuda, or
whether her new car shall be an Oldsmobile or a Ford. Oh, no,
it is whether it shall be Bradford or Briarclift or Connecticut.
Whichever it may be, Virginia, fare thee well, and if forever, still
forever fare thee well.
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DORIS UPDIKE
Sense that but rarely leads usJar astray.

“Isn’t it neat?” Can that be our serene Student Council
ﬁresm,ent surrounded by clouds ol papers as she goes quietly into
ysterics? For Dot’s a mood-ruled woman. ~The very next
moment we may quake in our shoes before the most serious oi
lemales. She’s terrifically competent and walked oft with all the
jobs in sight, becoming treasurer of the Athletic Association,
property manager for The Devil's Disciple geven drawing a com-
Ellment from Air. Towers of Lawrenceville lor her work on that),
usiness manager ol this little magazine, and holder ot the most
respected position in the school, the presidency of the Student
Council. She was the loveliest ot all Madv Queens when she was
crowned last May, and she has performed well and forcefully the
duties attached to that honor. Her career-to-be is a subject for
dee{fest speculation. Perhaps one of these days she’ll catch the
bridal bouquet, or find the ring in a piece of hirthday cake.
Perhaps she’ll start a knitting tactory— how should we know?
For Dot’s capable de tout—a veritable Habakkuk.
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CLASS CHART

NAME NICKNAME SUITABLE SONG PET SAYING HOBBY TYPICAL GARB

Greenland.... Pudge “TThg\Sveni's a Tavern inthe  “Hey, Babycakes” Knitting Swiss hats
Kerney Billie “I'm Not Lazy—1'm Just ~ “Oh, my goodness” Daydreamin Cherry-red outfits and little

T Dreamtlng"y . . /e . Y ! %oysl[m her%atlr
MiTTer . Bete “ qur(%rtg\?v”Shy Little Vio- “No, I can’t” Piano Flat-heeled shoes
Traver Ginnie “Sin? Me a Swing Song and ~ “Peep-peep” New dance steps  Bermuda jackets

. Let Me Dance ) . . _

TEY TT L T— Dotlie  “I Can’t Escape From You™ “lsn’t it neat?”  Opening Study  Dirty brown and white shoes

Hall ‘windoivs and polo coat
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in appreciation of all
HER THOUGHT AND ACTIVITY FOR US
AND OF HER GOOD CHEER

WE DEDICATE THIS PAGE TO

MRS. MeALPIN

w7\



APPRECIATION

for remembrance, but there isanother fragrant and beau-

HERE are roses for love, pansies for thought, rosemary
Ttiful flower which is often passed by unnoticed and un-

sung—the lovely flower of appreciation. It is to this flower

our hearts now turn because we realize as we approach the
parting of the ways that these happy and carefree school days
will soon be a memory. We wonder if we have paused to con-
sider, in the excitement of our own little immediate world,
just how much we owe to this our splendid school—to its
training—to the inspiration ot the high standards it has
striven to attain and uphold. Can we appreciate now what
the effect of this will mean to us? For our ever faithful, loyal,
patient, and long-suffering teachers there is no tribute that
could adequately express our gratitude. In our own youth
and thoughtlessness doubtless we have failed in grasping many
ot (he essential things ot life, hut let us not fail to gather this
flower of appreciation whose cultivation cannot be over-esti-
mated, anil to remember that appreciation is a flower that
does not fade and memory is its everlasting perfume.



SEA SONG

ET’S go to sea for a year!”
"Where? For what? Come on, Barbara, dry the dishes
for me, will you?”

e on, Mother, let’s run away to sea!”

“It is a day for runnin? away from dishes,” | answered.
"Did you see that your yellow crocuses are up?”

“Oh, yes, I saw them from the porch this mornin?,” Barbara
replied.  She paused a moment and then burst forth again:
“Do you know, it is nearly a year since | sailed awaﬁ on the
Adventure. | shall never forget the first time | saw ner—her
three beautiful gleaming white sails and masts.”

“And | shall never forget,” I rejoined, “how you went back
and forth saying, ‘Lsaw a ship a-sailing, a-sailing on the sea,
and it was fully laden with presents all for me.” Is the Adven-
ture back?” I asked as | started to dig in the flowerbed.

“Not that 1know of,” answered Barbara.

“Well,” 1 started again, “mai/]be there's another schooner
unloading at the wharf. We might go down and look and per-
haps climb around a bit.”

“Qil, no, no, no,” Barbara said, shaking her head, “1don’t
want to climb on any schooners. | want to go to sea, to live
at sea the way sailors do, not just for ten short days. Oh, I'll
take along books and study. Think of reading Vergil up in
the cross-trees! You know | never had any respect for mathe-
matics until | watched the skipper of the Adventure do his
dead reckoning. Oh, yes, I'll study and learn nautical terms
an_ddlisten to the sailors sing and let my braids fly loose in the
wind.

“Why, it’s simple enough. Mother,” she continued. “We’ll
lock up the house, stick the key in a crack in the cellar win-
dow, and roll up our stuft in blankets.”

“Roll up our stuff in blankets?” 1repeated, amused at such
a silly suggestion.

“Why not? The blanket roll 1brou%ht home was very
stral?ht and nautical. Oh, I forget I'm the only sailor in the
family,” Barbara replied.

“One is plenty, my dear,” I said, yanking at some very dry
roots.
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“But, Mother, you can’t go to your grave without ever
having been on a ship. | wouldn’t let you!”

“Don’t ask me to think of graves on such a glorious day!
And besides,” | said smiling, "what could you do about it if
| were gone? You'd ship my poor remains off to Africa, prob-
abLy! Ugh, what a cheerful subAect! Let’s just climb the hill
and take a look at the ocean—that will refresh us.”

We crossed the street to the meadows and reached the
narrow, rockv path that led up the hill,

“Let me tell you ;ust what the first day at sea will be like,”
Barbara had begun again. “We’ll be towed out into the har-
bor, and the tug captain and the master of our ship will call
across to each other in their hoarse voices. We shall be stand-
ing on the poop, anti you’ll get your first thrill when the little
engine starts chugging. But wait till you see the rippling
sails run up the masts and gradually fill out with wind. We’ll
be safely outside and prancing down the harbor under sail.
The sailors will cast the tow-rope and the homely little tug
will do a right-about-face and chug back to the grimy city.
Rut we’ll be free of everything! The great white flapping sails
will fill out and heave and we’ll be off, off!” she cried, anti
dashed up the [ull ahead of me. All nature seemed to be
singing with her.

Blue violets were pushing through rock crevices; but bluer
than the violets was the line of ocean that lay in the distance,
with sunbeams playing leapfrog on the waves.

“Think of having that ocean for our front yard and back
yard all year long, instead of grass!” shouted Barbara.

1 turned and looked deeply into her er_es, and answered
without flattering, “Lam thinking of it, darling, seriously.”

Sallie Wright, IX
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SEA ADVENTURE

At the bow of some great intercontinental steamer
Stand and grip the railing on a misty, wind-torn night,
Feel the trembling of the mighty hulk, rising black behind you.
Seeht_he dark expanse of ocean curling here and there with
white.

In thfelr_issing prow-cut waters, surging upward, curving,
alling.
Foam-cradled gleam the phosphorescent fishes, yellow-gray,
For one moment bright, courageous through the wildly driven
raindrops, _ S
Then fading, sweeping sternwards—out of sight in flying
spray.

Soon _?ay voices, sentimental tunes are choked in mist and
silenced, _ _
ThfIS aquatic Grand Hotel dissolves, leaving you strangely
ree—
The fgaptain of a phantom craft untouched by time’s cold
ingers,
Facing steady-eyed the fathomless uncharted waste of sea.
Margaret Greenland, XII

FOR A SUNDAY MORNING WITH NATURE

| would lie in the tall grass
And watch the laurel blowing in the wind
With its bunches of cool pink blossoms—clear-cut
Against shin{, deep-?reen leaves—flashing in the sunlight,
I WlouldI pluck a small flower, to observe its beauty more
closely,
And 1 would see the tiny stamens supporting the frail
pink dome
Like miniature buttresses upholding each petal.
| here by these tiny cathedrals | would worship
With Nature’s smallest folk.
Anne Welch, X
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SWISS FIGURES

AR up on the mountain tops of Switzerland, beyond the

last stragglin? hamlet or outlying herder’s shack, live

the gnome folk. Their homes are under rocky crags or

hidden among the roots of twisted Eine trees, up where the
rushing torrents are mere trickles beneath blue glaciers, where
the grass is soft and wet and wild flowers grow round the
blackening snowbanks. Here blinding mists crawl into the
mountain passes, sna?ging on rocks and trees, leaving behind
them bits of white cloud like rags caught from the tattered
raiment of some Passerby. Here the eidelweiss grows, its cot-
tony petals proof against bitter cold or frost, anti with it the
frailer wood azalea.

The gnomes are a merry people, full of mischief and gaiety.
They love to play pranks on the lonely herders, leading them
tar astray in the dusk of the night when a floating will-0’-the-
wisp may look like a lighted window, or rolling the finished
cheeses down the mountainside.

I've heard the gnome folk are short and stocky, inclined
toward a certain rotundity in their old age, owing to their fond-
ness for clover w'ine. They are lovers of gay colors—red blouses
and blue breeches are a favorite combination—and their shoes
have long curly toes for no apparent reason in the world.
Their faces are earl¥/ lined with laughter—what can be seen of
tt)hemd between the flapping stocking of a hat anti the tangled

eard.

In the daytime they’re a busy people, pruning the wind-
driven pines and piling the earth around their roots where the
gales have blown it off. They move heavy rocks from the
streambeds anti spread the spider-webs to dry in the clear sun-
light of the mountain tops. You see, they love their lofty
homes, w'here the breeze 1s cool and sweetly scented and the
snow gleams across the valleys, white as their eidelweiss. Their
only human friends are the herders, anti they alone have ever
seen those merry folk.

In the winter time, when the hardy shepherds are snowed
under in their lonely cabins, they turn woodcarvers, their
Enarled fingers curiously lithe anti cunning with the sharp

nives and tough wood. To them come the gnome folk in the
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dead of night, their feet pattering on the shingled roofs, their
tat bodies wriggling down the stone chimneys. In the small
hours of the morning they play in the unaccustomed warmth
anti light of a herder’s hut, their shadows dancing grotesquel?{
in the llickering firelight, caps nodding vigorously with eac
lively motion. It is then that the carvers capture on little
wooden figures the charm of a pose held half a second during
their curious investigations—peeping into neat little cup-
boards, their strong little fingers exploringi each rose or moun-
tain flower carved on the hoards, or puzzling, head cocked to
one side, at the Swiss mottoes cut in the walls. When day-
light comes grayly in upon them the guests are off, their
laughter and gay voices ringing out a moment longer in the
lonely cabin—then they are gone.

Soon the snows have melted and the late spring, that lasts
for months, has come. Then the carvings are loaded into carts
and hauled down the mountain to Grindelwald and Interlaken,
Lausanne and Montreux. There in the depths of fascinating
stores the tourists find them and laugh at the little figures, not
dreaming that far higher in those shining mountains than they
will ever climb, the gnome folk live and are laughing at them.,

Margaret Greenland, XU

PUDDLE

Within its round and shining self there lies.
Condensed, the blue of soaring April skies;

A brilliant joyful blue that shouts and sings.
It is, of all the clean and sparkling things

On earth, a lowly thing; not clean nor sweet;
A thing to touch not with one’s very feet;
Not fit to echo purely heaven’s mood.

A puddle in the marsh where cows have stood.

Agnes Agar, IX
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BIRD POEMS

GULL

A restless airman
Scans tlie ocean endlessly,
Awaiting a ship.

EAGLE

A true king of space
Who, with his consort, soars
High to see his realm.

SWAN

A languid lady _
On one continuous mirror
Serenely sailing.

Katharine Eisenhart, XI

AN OWL
An owl,
With yellow eyes
And rumi)led, soft, warm breast,
Sits small and frightened blinking in
The light.

HENS

Blank, sleepy eyes and drooping heads,
Billows of feathery breasts set in beds
Of soft, hot, happy dust;

A thin erratic, Beaceful croon
Wavering in a breathless noon;

Here, warmed in a slow disqust

For all things active, wise and deep

In motionless peace, are hens, asleep.

Agnes Agar, IX
4 b



VANITY
A swan.
Floating proudly
Over the sparkling lake.
In calm waters deigns to kiss
Iler image.
Lity Buchanan, X|

IMPRESSION FROM A HILL

| see beside a dewdrop lake

A village and a snowflake church.

At that, | almost have to search

To find them. From my lofty perch

They are so much like toys, that when

A shiver of sound from the church bell then
Calls me back to the world of men.

[t seems there must be some mistake.

Katharine Eisenhart, XI|

LE PARESSEUX

He wasn’t really so very aged,
Fifty-nine isn’t too old by most standards.
His stranfe, tufty hair, framing the pink face,
Ilad been white since he was sixteen.
Long years of indulgent inertia
Had made an originally none-too-well-set-up body
A sagging, flesh-hung rack
That strained his clothes at every point.
Everything about him suggested laziness
Seeping %radually into his nnnd, his brain,
Chasing little hunted incentives to initiative to
the wall,
Catching them inevitably, drugging them irrevocably,
So that even the most patronizing pity
Failed to arouse any feeling—
The sardonic, sullen mouth but relaxed a few degrees
more.
Eleanor Morgan, Xl
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GUERNSEY

Standing High in an azure sea.
Cliffs arise majestically,
Whose feet are swept by wind and tide
Relentlessly.
Within thy compass, small but sweet
With spindrift’s playful s?ate,
Where circling sea gulls plaintive cry
And beauty lies
Inviolate.
Old magic spells still live and bind
With ties | would not break.
0 Island fair, so far away
Set in that royal sea,
Thy sons and dau?hters yearn for thee
Incessantly.
Moltie Hatl, XI

SHROUD

The snow,

With tiny flakes,

Will weave a blanket for
The nude and stiffening body
Of earth.

BRIDAL VEIL

The. birds sound the first clear notes
Of the wedding hymn;
A veil of white floats softly above the plum tree.

A VASE
A vase

Of gold and black,

With spiral bands going round,
Wears an imperial crown

Of tulips.

Betty Jo Turner, X
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DAWN
All is dark.
Then a ray of golden light peeps through
The drooping, restful trees.
A little stir.
It is the wakin? of a tiny creature
From its peacerul bed.
Another ra% of golden light.
It breaks the restful quietness
From the unknown world of darkness.
A rustle in the treetops.
A flash of many colors as the birds
Fly from their nests.
Dawn has come.

Kitty Welch, VII

FOG

The tog comes in

And settles over coast and town,
On fields, with damp

Anil muggy fingers.

And smothers towns
Under a veil of mist,
And wraps its fingers
Round the spires of Princeton.

Martha Cross, VII

THE OCEAN

A migihty roar.

A curling, foamy wave breaks, and creeps
AIon? the sand.

It rolls swiftly, almost to the dunes.

Then an invisible hand draws it

Back into the churning water.

Joan Thomas, VI



THE AIR

The clear, cool air on a starry night.

When the rain has made thin?s clean and bright,
Gives out that certain kind of smell

That makes us like this world so well.

Eleanor Vandewater, V

NEW YORK

The colorful tooting of horns,

The warm buzz of people’s voices,

The dark, distant rumble of the subway below.
\\B are in a valley with walls on either side.
Above, the sky is bleak and grey with smoke.

Peggy Frantz, VII

LIONS” EYES

| have seen the sea,

| have seen the skies,

But nothing is so beautiful
As the wild lion’s eyes.

A dog’s eyes are a shiny black,
The cat’s eyes shiny green,
But the eyes of the wild lion
Have a lovely wild gleam.

Elizabeth Wright, VI

A small banana,

A Dbig cabana,

In Havana.
Roxalene Nevin, VI
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SAILING

Windy, on a summer day,
Blowing guns and gales,

White caps riding on the bay,
Wind blowing through her sads,

She keels, she tacks, she slaps her jib,
The water o'er her %oes;

Her sails are lull anti blowing free
As down the bay she blows.

Carol Munro, VII

LE PETIT TRAIT D'UNION

LE PETIT BOUTON

Un petit bouton ouvre ses bras et regarde le soleil. C’est un
petit bouton rouge et jaune. Il est midi; le soleil brille sur le
petit bouton. Le petit bouton leve la tete au soleil et sourit.
I est six heures; le petit bouton a sommeil. 1l ferme ses bras
et dort.

Anne Peytont, VI

LESJOURS
Quelquefois nous avons des jours tristes-—alors il pleut.

Quelquefois nous avons des |jours gais—alors il fait du soleil.
Je n’aime pas les jours de pluie et les jours de neige. J'aime
les jours quand les f.eurs sont belles et les jours quand le
soleil brille. Quelquefois nous avons des jours quand le ciel
est couvert. Je n'aime pas ces jours-la. Je suis difficile a sat-
isfaire, n’est-ce pas?

Otive Schulte, VI

< 29 i>



LE PRINTEMPS

J’aime le printemps parce que tous les arhres et toutes les
fleurs commenent a pousser. Je n‘aime pas la pluie, mais la
pluie est tres necessaire pour les fleurs. Jaime les oiseaux
aussi. Le matin je les entends chanter. J’aime marcher a
I'ecole parce que le soleil est chaud au printemps. Tout le
monde est heureux maintenant qu’avril est arrive.

Polly Roberts, VII

TITINEAU

Titineau est un petit oiseau. I demeure sur la branche d’un
?rand_arbre. Dans la cuisine il y a un panier de vers. Quand
a maitresse quitte la maison Titineau marche a la cuisine.
Il regarde les vers dans le panier.

Il dit, “Hmm, hmm," et il mange tout.

Quand la maitresse retourne a la maison elle regarde le
panier.

_Elle dit, “Mechant Titineau, vous etes, tres, tres mechant.”
Titineau dit, “J'ai mal a I'estomac."

Dans la nuit Titineau tombe dans le jardin. 11y a un chat
qui cherche un oiseau. Il regarde Titineau et il le mange.

Proverbe
Les mechants sont souvent
punis.
Marie Frohling, VI
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“MOST UNUSUAL WEATHER”

ALIFORNIA, as everyone knows who has encountered
a native of that state, is unique in possessing in every
son and daughter an individual advertising agency.

For a Californian no other state exists. He ignores Pennsyl-
vania’s rolling woodlands and scorns the charm of New Eng-
land’s elms. Ifyou are tactless enough to mention Wyoming’s
majestic canyons he becomes bored or vaguely irritated; while
the beauties of Virginia are dismissed with the lift of a disdain-
ful eyebrow.

Climate, you see, is the thing. Not a single hackneyed
phrase is overlooked by the inhabitants of Southern California
in their praise of that Paradise on Earth. Tis a land of eter-
nal sunshine where winter is unknown, and halmy breezes
waft the ﬁerfume of orange blossoms out over the shiningi
Pacific, whose waves of sapphire rival in clarity the crysta
blue of the sky beneath which they lap softly against white
sand. By comparison, the Garden of Eden becomes but a
dreary waste.

California sunshine, we have observed, is of a singular, in-
deed a rather startlin?, nature. It is liquid in form and ice-
cold in temperature; lalls in drops, often in sheets; in a few
cases has been known to fall in flakes of a peculiar whitish
tinge. Sometimes, having reached the ?round, it solidifies to
the consistency of glass, its surface closely resembling the
latter. In fact, one memorahle December morn when Folar
bears would have gamboled about in glee, we lost our balance
on a puddle of this slippery sunshine, thereby greeting Mother
Earth with a resounding thump which offended both our dig-
nity and our appendicitis operation. The keynote ot this sun-
shine personality is caprice. Occasionally during a particularly
whimsical mood, it will change in the air to remarkably hard
Bellets and strike the innocent pedestrian a series of sharp

lows on the skull. Altogether, it is quite the most astounding
sunshine with which your reporter has ever had the pleasure
of striking up an acquaintance.

We hear that even the intrepid Mr. Noel Coward lacked the
temerity to imply that a three-dav downpour amounted to
more than “nine inches of dew.”
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Lhe balmy breezes are so warm that a ten-minute outing
not infrequently subjects our nose to an uncanny metamorpho-
sis: it progresses from pale scarlet to vermilion and thence to
royal purple, anti in its final stage entrances the beholder by
the vividness of its indigo hue. So gently caressing are the
zephyrs that we can well-nigh hear our bones rattle and expect
at any moment the sudden and complete departure of our roof.

In the vicinity of Hollywood, the pet hoast of home-owners
who wish to impress you with the advantages of their location
is: “On a clear day you can see Catalina.” It was not Iong
before we bhecame aware that this privilege was being denie
us. Every night there rolled in from the ocean fogs doubtless
akin to the London species, of such density that our own hand
was scarcely discernible in front of us, to say nothing of an
island thirty miles distant. So hospitable were the mists in
welcoming visitors from the Atlantic that we hatl consider-
able difficulty persuading them to leave before noon. Further-
more, this somewhat irksome hospitality shows not the slight-
est inclination to discontinue its advances. We have finally
come to the conclusion that the pleasure of viewing Catalina
from the coast will ever be for us a vague dream.

Lhis “most unusual weather’ seems to affect the morale of
the flora anti fauna. Cactus plants appear forlorn anti baffled
(despite the fact that they are still all too eager to provide a
surprise for the unfortunate who fails to look before lig sits).
Here is another example, which may have been partly our
imagination: recently we observed a small brown lizard scuttle
out from heneath a stone wall to look over the prospects for
a sun-bath. In quick succession he registered:

\Y
consternation, horror, and dismay;

and in one mad leap returned to his hibernating quarters-
the incinerator, no less—to await the coming of summer.
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The natives assure us that SEring will be here “any clay
now.” When we remind them that they have been repeating
the identical words in precisely the same confident tone every
day since March 1st, they point to the birds and flowers as
Eroofofthelr veracity. Lupine has been spreadm(]; soft rippling

lankets of azure over the hillsides and the brilliant flame of
wild poppies setting fire to the valleys. Apparently they de-
cided that pneumonia above ground was preferable to rheu-
matism from the damp chill of their subterranean dwellings.

Several residents of the feathered variety are busily inspect-
ing real estate among the vines and shrubbery in preparation
for future domestic undertakings. Pitr the poor nestlings,
whose first glimpse of this cold world will be in their little pink
birthday suits with nary a fluff to ward off the frigid blasts!
We can but wonder if such thoughtlessness on the part of their
parents is not born of the same type of optimistic stupidity
that inspired us to believe the yarns about Southern California
and its "climate.”

Another sign supposedly indicates the approach of warm
weather: a few hardy souls may be seen hraving the icy waves
of the Pacific; but we observe that these exhibitions of Spar-
tanism do not cover an extensive period of time.

“If the reader has been properly disillusioned we can only ask
him to remember that it has been "most unusual weather.”

P. S. Since the writer values her foolish neck, will someone
Elease have the kindness to warn her should these comments,
y some mishap, fall into the hands of anyone hailing from
California? Thank you!
JO Herring, eXx-'38

Editor’s Note: This "letter” is welcomed both tor its writer’s sake and
lor its own. Who but Jo could write a thousand such spirited words on the
oldest topic in the world? And reading them we rejoice that she seems not
too entirely weaned from the East. Perhaps we shall get her back!
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THE DEVIL'S DISCIPLE

By George Bernard Shayv

Presented by
The Periwig Club of Lawrentevii.i.e School
with
The Dramatic Club of Miss Fine’s School

November 21, 111t)

CAST

Hr,r. Dudgeon Katharine Eisenhart
Rrshe Lily Buchanan
Christy Dudgeon Robert de Give
Reverend Anthony Anderson Robert Walsh
Judith Anderson JoanTaylor
Lawyer Hawkins James Hanan
William Dudgeon William Wolfe
Mr.r. William Dudgeon Margaret Greenland
Titus Dudgeon Thomas Hustead
Mrs. Titus Dudgeon JI'Anne Ashley
Dick Dudgeon John Cumbler
Sergeant Jones Robert Kampmann
British Privates John Pilling, Robert Wallace
Major Swindon Jordan Barlow
General Burgoyne Gerald Cqlmore
Officers Melchior Beltziioover, Brooks Beck, Theodore Haff,

Edwin Hutzler, William Wiggins, Alan Shackter
Chaplain Brudenell William Phipps
The ['.vecutioner John Wimpfheimer
British Privates Chari.es Schwep, Robert Fortune,

Darwin Heath, Richard Harris, William Ashley, William
Waters,Gartley Wilson

Townspeople ................... Kenneth Benson, George Clark, Robert Clark,
Harmon Ashley. JohnFerguson, Samuel Gardner. Horace
Graham, RamsayMcG regorFred Whitney, Barbara Wallace,
Ann Wood, Alice Northrop, Carol Furman, Doris Sinclair,
Therese Critchlow, Sallie Wright, Helen Crossi.ey, Phyllis
Vandewater, M argaret Anderson, Frances Ciiynoweth, Betty
Gorman

Directed by Donald Towers
Assisted by Elizabeth Congleton
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THE IVORY DOOR
By A. A. Milne

Presented bv
The Dramatic Club of Miss Fine's School

May 7-8, 1937

CAST
Prologue
KingHiIary Anne Welch, '39
Prince PEriCUlB i s Marie Frohling, '43
LT 0F: 11 S Phyllis Vandewater, 40
The Play

Klﬂg PriCAl i s e Agnes Agar,'40
BranG e seeeseseeen Doris Sinclair, '38
ANN A ceorrieeeeerresessesssseesssessssssssseeses M ary Pettit, 41
TROTQ oo — Frances Imbrie, 40
The Chancellor. ... ...Katharine Eisenhart, '38
JESSICA s ("Anne Ashley, '38
ANEON cooeeccvesseessvmsssessiienee ms—— M adeleine Tarr, 38
(O] [V I TT:] 07 L — Betty Hinl.'38
SIMEBON v Sally Jenks, 39
One of the People . v

CoUNt PO coeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeenennnnnenns ...Margaret Greenland, '37
Attendants....... Anne Louise Rossman, 40 Phyllis Vandewater, '40
The HUMMET e Catherine Rodwell, '39
Titus, Soldier of the Guard.... ¢ Barbara Lutz, '42
Carlo, Soldier of the Guard. . . . ....Margaret Anderson, 40
Bruno, Captain of the Guard s Miss Ruth Stimson
Princess 1,ilia mmmerrrsseisenisns

A Glimpse Into the Future

ThEKiﬂg Helen Crossley, 38
The Prince Margaret Crocker, 43

Directed by Elizabeth Congleton
Assisted by M argaret Greenland, '37
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Alum nae JSot

N IHE twenty-seventh of April at four o’clock %)r
shortly afterwards), a very special meeting of the
Alumnae Association convened. Present were twenty-

odd. Lawrence Norris, ‘26, the former vice-president who be-
came president at the rem%natlon of Mrs. Carl C. Brigham

(Elizabeth Duflield), presided. Other officers of the Associa-
tion are Katherine Mitchell, 27, treasurer, and Florence Duf-
field, secretary, 1ea followed the meeting, with Miss Shippen
pouring.

At the meeting a vote decided the date for the Alumnae
Luncheon to be held at the School on June 4th, to be preceded
by the annual business meeting for the election of officers.
The luncheon will be held on Commencement Day and those
invited are the members of the Alumni and Alumnae Associa-
tion, the members of the Faculty, and the members of this
year’s Senior Class. Officers to be elected will be selected from
a slate to be presented by a nominating committee.

The committee arranging the luncheon is composed of Joan
Prentice, '26, chairman; Mrs. John H. Wallace, Jr. (Peggy
Cook, "26), Peggy Kerney, 5.3, and Gertrude Allen, '52.

The engagement of Hildegarde Gauss, daughter of Dean
and Mrs. Christian Gauss, of the Joseph Henry House, Prince-
ton, to Douglas B. Steimle, son of the Rev. Augustus Steimle,
pastor of (he Lutheran Church of the Advent, New York Citr
and Mrs. Steimle, was announced May 12th. The wedding will
take place in June. Hildegarde attended Miss Fine’s School
and was graduated from Vassar College. Since graduating
from college she has been associated with the National Broad-
casting Company.

The engagement of Margaret Mitchell Righter, "29, daugh-
ter of Mrs. Thomas M. Righter of Princeton, to Albridge Clin-
ton Smith, 3d of South QOrange, N. J., has been announced.
Miggie was graduated from Bryn Mawr Colle%e and Mr. Smith
was graduated from Irinceton University, where his father is
a trustee.
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The engagement of Anne Mitchell, "29, to John C. Dielhenn
of Princeton has heen announced.

Alice Goheen, 27, is teaching physical education at Smith.

Jean Havens, '28, is taking a course in Library training at
Temple University, Philadelphia.

Margaretta Cowenhoven, '30, is head of a social service
bureau in Trenton.

~ Lorna Stuart, 34, and Jane Lewis, 34, are working at Best’s
in New York. Janet Greenland, "34, is working for Harpers
Bazaar.

\he marriage of Constance Rulison Righter, ’33, and Walter
Henry Smith took place on April 17th, followed bv a wedding
trip to Sea Island. They are now residing in New York.

Elise Ludeke, '33, is on the staff of the Trenton Tunes.
Martha Lutz, 34, is studying dramatics in California.

Kathryn Chatten, "34, is studying at the Connecticut Col-
lege for Women, where she has been prominent in dramatics.

Gertrude Allen, '32, attended the Geneva Conference last
summer and is now working in Xew York with the League of
Nations office.

Isabel M. Lawton, '34, will be married June 5th to William
M. Whitehead of Trenton. Martha Dinsmore and Kate John-
son recently gave a shower and tea at Kate’s house in Green-
holm, Princeton.

Betsy Willey, '35, is working as a primary assistant at Miss
Fine’s.

Jane Armstrong, '34, received honors this year at Smith,
where she is a member of the Junior Class. She has been
appointed official tutor in archaeology for next year.

Janet Wicks, '31, who graduated from Mount Holyoke, will
teach Grade 5 (Intermediate) next year at Miss Fine’s.

Bernice Harkins, "29, who graduated from the New Jersey
College for Women, has graduated in law and is about to hang
out a shingle.
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The

First National Bank

PRINCETON

NEW JERSEY

MEMBER OF THE FEDERAL DEPOSIT

INSURANCE CORPORATION






SERVING PRINCETON SINCE 1834

MAKE YOUR

SUMMER CRUISE

RESERVATIONS JAO W

PRINCETON BANK
TRUST COMPANY

PRINCETON  NEW JERSEY

MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION



FINDLER & WIBEL

Incorporated

5 TA TIONERS

Loose Leaf of Every Description
School Supplies in Stock and to Order
School and College Diplomas

115 NASSAU STREET

COrtlandt 7-1500

PRINTERS

ENGRAVERS

LITHOGRAPHERS

NEW YORK



UE PR

PRINCETON, N J.

Solicits the Patronaqe of the Parents
and Friends ofthe Students
of Jliss Fine's School

J. HOWARD SLOCUM, Manager

WALTER B. HOWE, Inc
Jleal £\tate and JuMvicutce

§)

94 NASSAU STREET Telephone 95

PRINCETON, N. J.

G. R. MURRAY, Inc.

REAL ESTATE
AND

INSURANCE

48 Nassau Street Princeton, New Jersey
Phone 15
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TRENTON NEW JERSEY

THE STACY-TRENT HOTEL

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY Geo. L. Crocker, Manager

250 ROOMS WITH BATHS From $2.50

MAIN DINING ROOM
NYMPHS ROOM
COFFEE SHOPPE

(PRIVATE ROOMS FOR LUNCHEONS, BRIDGE PARTIES AND BANQUETS)

1887 1937

O. H. HUBBARD AGENCY

IRVING W. MERSHON, Manager
REAL ESTATE
INSURANCE

142 Nassau Street Princeton, N. J.

Telephone 400



WALKER -GORDON

MILK

SAFEGUARDED BY SCIENTIFIC METHODS
OF PRODUCTION AND HANDLING

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

fw

Walker-Gordon Laboratory Co.
Telephone, Plainsboro 532
PLAINSBORO, N. J

H. M. HINKSON

74 NASSAU STREET

School Supplies

Fountain Pens Greeting Cards
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Smart Wearing Apparel

32 West State Street
Trenton, N. J.

Telephone 5070

“Elite” Millinery

People of refined
taste in  millinery
can find just the hat
to their liking in this
shoppe. Our prices
are modest.

mif »

41 WEST STATE

Phone: 79

VOGEL BROS.

MEAT
and
PROVISIONS

104 NASSAU STREET

MPARGARET MENALLY

Harper Method Scalp
Treatment

Marcelling Manicuring
Permanent Waving  Facial Massage

First National Bank Building
Entrance Witherspoon Street

Phones: Office 431 Res. 1602

BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS
ALWAYS COMPLETE
ANY PARTY

Personal Attention

Given to all Orders

©
HE<ER<EmMRnNS

The Princeton Flower Shop

144 Nassau Street

R. D. HARRIS

DRUGS « SOD/1
Homemade Ice Cream

TTT

44 Nassau St. 130 Nassau St.

Phone 992 Phone 1852



T he Dkess Shop

 Evening Gowns
« Sports Wear
* Imported Lingerie

48 Nassau Street

MISS ROSE JOHNSON

CUMMINS

THE

GIFT SHOP
OF

PRINCETON
Y

96 Nassau Street

THE PRINCE OF ORANGE INN

Luncheons
Dinners
Teas
Card Parties

9

Corner of Bayard Lane
and Stockton Street

CROASDALE  &ENGELHART
JEWELERS

*

9 South Montgomery St.

Trenton, N. J.

THE FLORET SHOPPE

Cut Flowers : Plants
Artistic Designing

Flowers by wire

200 Nassau Street
Prnce'.on, New Jersey

Telephone 1643

Phone 5508

JACKSON & COMBS
DRUG STORE

Prescriptions Carejutly
Compounded

STUYVESANT AVENUE

Cor. Hoffman TRENTON, N. J.



J

M E LaVAKE Rlice Elizabeth Shoppe

JEWELER

Gifts That Last

+00

72 NASSAU STREET

Telephone 1367

MRS. EDWIN M. NORRIS

REAL ESTATE
AND INSURANCE

w

8 Stockton Street

Princeton, N. J.

REILLEY
MEAT MARKET

WITHERSPOON STREET

LADIES" AND MISSES’
WEARING APPAREL
MILLINERY

*

J

15 West State St.
Trenton, N. J.

64 Nassau St.
Princeton, N. J.

Phone 6792 2nd Floor

THE
FARR HARDWARE
COMPANY

Hardware and
Housefurnishings

Phone 67- 138 Nassal st

Phone: 168

ZAPF'S HARDWARE

Incorporated
House Furnishings
T
Gifts

Garden Supplies
\A/

PRINCETON, N. J.



IB e autp p arlor
Service plenty Qf
A dt Parking
Satisfies B J | Spdce

Phone 2-191 5, Sat. Eves. Until 9 P. M.

16 West End Ave., Trenton, N, J.

JACK ROSE SHOPPE

HATS
OF ORIGINALITY AND
DISTINCTION

Designed and Copied to
Suit the Individual Taste.
For All Occasions

Smartly Different— Conservatively Priced

0

110 West State Street
Trenton, N. J.

Compliments

of

The Clearose Studio

148 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, N. J

Phone 1620

S le acadi Jn a

PRINCETON,

NEW JERSEY

Phone: 149

SOUTH’S GARAGE

Cadillac— LaSalle

Sales and Service

Garage Machine Shop
Auto Supplies

*

2-4 NASSAU STREET

Hulit & Harris

SHOES AND HOSIERY

Shoe Dyeing

118 Nassau Street
Princeton, N. J.

Phone 1753-W



COMPLIMENTS

OF

BENTLEY-POPE, Inc.

TRENTON, N. J.

THE
CHRISTOPHER HOUSE

Tea Room
Book Shop

49 East Main Street

Freehold, New Jersey

ELLA COLE BOHR

Alice Little and Barbara Young
announce the opening
of

HOME'S BEAUTY SHOP

20 NASSAU STREET

under new management

Evenings by Appointment

Phone 78 9-6 o’clock

The Wilcox
Pharmacy

PRESCRIPTION
SPECIALISTS

20 NASSAU STREET

CONOVER
and
MATTHEWS

COAL AND WOOD

m

PRINCETON
NEW JERSEY

Class

of
1937
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- PRACTICAL HADMON7 AND -
FUNDAMENTALS Of ARRANGING

teginners or Advanced Students
« « PBACTICC BOOMS -«
TUt DltmtrJIM  STUDIOS
Above the Music Shop
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