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EDITORIAL

IT  I S  idle to say that we are liv in g  in tim es o f great un
certa in ty  and epoch-making change. I t  is idle because 
it is so obvious— and so inevitable. W h a t  we would 

know  now is how to prepare ourselves for those lives o f un 
ce rta in ty  before us, for the worst and the best. I  can  give 
no advice in this m atter, for I  am  ye t as inexperienced and 
unproven as yo u ; but I  can put down, hum bly, for yo u r 
observation and critic ism , a few thoughts I  have had w hen 
I  stopped to consider the spent lives o f those about me and 
also the great contest of life upon w hich  I  m yself am  em bark
ing. I f  it but makes yo u  th ink  also, seriously and brave ly , 
or gives yo u  an idea (not necessarily m ine at a ll) o f w hat you  
can and w ill make of yo u r life, I  w ill feel more than  rewarded 
for the pains w hich I must necessarily take to put m y thoughts 
c learly  into words.

Peace, I  believe, should be the base o f a ll hum an lives, and 
he who has it not is indeed unfortunate. Fo r b y  this I  do 
not m ean peace in  the general sense of the arm chair and the 
fire, but peace in m ind and body in spite o f hardship and 
struggle. T o  speak now of peace, w hen nations are at w ar 
or on its brink  and when a ll the world seems characterized 
by violence and the a ttem pt to cram  a lifetim e into a m inute, 
m ay well seem foolish and unavailing ; but I  cannot th ink  
that th is most gracious gift is lost to us forever, tha t b y  
patience and toleration we cannot find it once again. N ow , 
the m a jo rity  of us th ink on ly of w hat we can get out o f some
thing or someone instead o f w hat we ourselves can pu t into 
it. I f  we have made m ateria l gains we th ink  on ly of getting 
more, and if  we have not we are sorry for ourselves. T h is  
self-pity is the worst affliction a hum an being can have— and 
it is en tire ly of his own making. In  these days, people who 
enjoy life and drink  in every m inute of it gratefu lly , w hether 
they be prince or (as it more often happens) pauper, are be
coming, more and more, rarities. I f  we do see an odd ity  of 
this kind we say, "Y e s , she is  the most wonderful person, in 
spite of all she’s gone through” — never stopping to th ink  that 
she is happy because o f “ a ll she has gone through”  and that 
she has found the peace and enjoym ent of life while we are 
wondering w hen we shall have tim e for it.
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C an  we not in  our sm all m isfortunes and disappointm ents 
follow  this example instead o f  becoming hard and em bittered? 
Indeed, if  we have  but the w d l to tu rn  our hardships into 
blessings, the road to peace and happiness lies open before 
us, bright and shining in new-found sunlight.

J .  A ., '38

" S E M P E R  L U C E A T ”

T H E  term  “ school sp ir it”  has become a cliche. Once 
denoting a desirable v irtue , it was taken possession of 
b y  hypocrites, both teachers and pupils, to coerce stu

dents into doing things they were otherw ise reluctant to do, 
and finally  degenerated into mere "ra h  rah .”  I t  is unfortunate 
tha t it has ccm e to such ill repute, for there seems to be no 
other name for tha t intangib le q u a lity— cooperation, in it ia 
tive  and enthusiasm — w hich, existing in the student body, 
m akes a good school and is ju st as necessary as high academ ic 
standards.

A lm ost everyone w ants to  be proud o f her school; y e t  
m any accuse the adm in istration  of inefficiency when the 
trouble can be traced to a lack o f cooperation on the part 
of the students. Som e go to classes w ith  a "te a ch  me, i f  you  
can ”  attitude. O thers look upon school days as p lay  days 
and get aw ay  w ith  all they can w ith  an eye to a future of 
delightful rem iniscing. Students are apt to be selfish and 
snobbish and then wonder w h y  there are no great acclam a
tions o f the ir pa rticu la r achievem ents. There  has been so 
m uch m oralizing on school sp irit that people become bored 
as soon as it is m entioned, but can ’t yo u  see how necessary 
it is? W e  are all try ing  to get as m uch happiness out of life 
as we can ; y e t  who can expect happiness where the afore
m entioned evils exist? N o th ing  is perfect and yo u th  is prone 
to critic ize ; so it  is on ly natura l that we should sometimes 
"b lo w  off steam ”  by finding fau lt w ith  school, w h ich  trad i
tion has branded along w ith  spinach and dentists as yo u th ’s 
pet aversions. Constructive  critic ism  is a fine thing, but 
w hile  we are m aking a destructive  fuss w ouldn’t it be better 
to th ink  about our own behavior, too? It  is so easy to blame 
the other fellow.
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I  th ink  most of us are already proud of our school; but 
let us t ry  to make it even better b y  strengthening its feeling 
of esprit du corps, creating a greater sp irit of cooperation, 
and upholding its trad itiona l honor— "Sem per luceal.”

L . B ., ’38

A P A R T M E N T  O N  T H E  E A S T  R I V E R

Outside— barges float protesting ly down the river,
Pushed and pulled b y  panting tugs 
W hose whistles grate in term itten tly .
T h e  tugs blow g rim y smoke-puffs skyw ard :
I hey form a thin, d ir tv  haze over the boats.

P a rt ia lly  obscuring the clear-cut shafts o f buildings on the 
other bank.

Inside— pale sunlight strikes a b rillian t silk, v iv id  velvets, 
A  cobalt bowl filled w ith  th ick  chalk-white ca lla  lilies,
A  polished m ahogany piano w ith  its ivo ry  keys g linting 

silently.
Below— a loosened fire-escape swings w ith  the w ind from the 

river.
D a n k  overalls flap dism ally,
S lapping the tenement w ith  a sm acking sound.
A  gaunt ca t pries pa in fu lly  a t an overturned garbage can—  
The  rive r laps greedily against the levee.

E l e a n o r  M o r g a n , ’38

N E W  Y O R K  H A R B O R ,  S E V E N  I N  T H E  M O R N IN G

M arve lous c ity , washed in the morning sun,
Ex tra vag an t c ity , cause for extravagant dreams,
I t  is for you  that the sun for a m oment gleams 
O ver yo u r thousands o f w indows, and turns them to gold. 
T h is  sky is for you , else w h y  should its blue be so b right? 
T h is  a ir is yo u r own, so sa lty  and sparkling and cold. 
T h is  is yo u r day, w ith  hundreds of years before night.

A g n e s  A g a r , ’40



‘A L L , A L L  A R E  G O N E

JO E L  H A R L A N  was buried in the old Topanem us grave
ya rd . EI is tom bstone bears tliis legend: “ H ere  lies

the body o f Joel H a rlan  who came from Scotland , his 
native  land, w ith  his wife M argare t and three daughters to 
Pen n sy lvan ia , the 19th ot Decem ber, 1705, aged 67 years .’' 

I he fam ily  prospered through the proverb ia l three genera
tions and in 1827 Sarah  Ba rto w  H a r la n  began her life in the 
fam ily  m ansion. A t  an early age she was left there alone 
w ith  her sister Susan. T h e y  were w ell known in Cram fields 
for their quiet gen tility  as they passed aw ay their lives in 
tha t echoing house. T h e y  seldom were seen except at church, 
where their entrance in the ir subdued b lack  dresses m eant 
the com m encem ent of the service. T h e  eyes of the curious 
would m ark the gentleness o f the ir pallid  faces and the p rim 
ness w ith  w hich  the ir neat grey ha ir was smoothed down over 
the ir ears, and the villagers would notice too the cou rtly  a ir 
o f the colored coachm an as he handed them into their car
riage. T he  bottle green coat and the stiffness of M oses 
G o u le y ’s back as he drove were as fam iliar to the people of 
the tow n as the appearance of the two ladies for the ir m orning 
outing. And passers-by would hear M iss  Sarah  say: “ Good
morning, Moses, we shall drive  on the P la n k  road today .”  
B u t  M oses would stiffen and say, “ A h ’m sorry, M iss  Sa lly , 
but th a r’s a w ind on the P lan k  road this m orn in ’. W e ’ll 
d rive  on the pike, m a’am .”  And  off they would bow l— to 
the pike.

T he  regu larity  of the m orning drive  was m atched by  the 
d a ily  appearance on the white m arble steps of an equally 
dusky gentlem an carry ing  a sloshing bucket w ith  which he 
proceeded to wash the stainless steps. A q u ila  performed 
this vu lgar d u ty  w ith  the same fo rm a lity  w ith  w h ich  he 
served M iss  Sue’s after-dinner coffee. H is  lrock  coat was 
protected by a black checked apron w hich  hlew about him  
m errily , m aking a cheerful note about his austere person.

There  was one other who came to the H a rla n  gates each 
day. H e  never walked up the drive , and he was certa in ly  
as foreign an element in the prim ness o f the H a rla n  home 
as the many-checkered apron. H e  was an  organ grinder— of 
the old-fashioned kind w ith  a little  box organ and a m onkey.
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N o  one in that part of Cram fields knew where he came from, 
but for m any years he had come in the afternoons of the spring 
and summer to fill the a ir w ith  his cheerful music. W h en  
M iss Sue had died and A liss S a lly  was alone, Aqu ila  would 
prepare a cha ir by the w indow, and the feeble old wom an 
would sit, sipping her sherry, as the strains of his songs floated 
into the m usty lib rary ; and she would listen, sm iling fa in tly  
as the tunes recalled scenes and faces and old friends.

She died in  August in her eighty-third year. M a n y  tes
tim onies of her C hristian  character were prepared and read, 
but the most touching tribute  was the a rr iva l of the organ 
grinder, who stood all day before the gates w ith  his organ 
silent and draped in black. W h en  evening came he slow ly 
moved aw ay, and he never has returned to Cram fields.

K a t h a r i n e  E i s e n h a r t , ’3 8

M E M O R IA

Iu vem t exsul senior in alta
Rupe  crateram  croceam aureamque 
M  ente delubrum  celebratum  apertum  est 

P ris tin a  in arce.

On a lo fty  crag the aged exile came upon a libation bowl 
o f saffron hue set w ith  gold, and in his m ind ’s eye appeared 
the crowded temple of his form er c ity .

K a t h a r i n e  E i s e n h a r t , ’3 8



T Y R O L E A N  F E S T I V A L

T H A T  m orning before the church festiva l we started 
for our usual w alk  and became peasant ch ildren for 
the day. W e  loved the feeling of the old cobblestones 

under our feet as we clim bed the steep a lleys w ith  overhang
ing balconies, full o f bright geranium  plants. Past the ancient 
church  we went, and through the arched gatew ay o f the 
cloister to a square court where the great Thousand Y e a r 
L in d en  T ree  stood. W e  used to wonder if  it  would be called 
the Thousand and One Y e a r  L in d en  the next summer, and 
considered it quite a coincidence that we should have been 
there the summer that it was just one thousand years old. 
W e  loved tha t old tree, as a ll the v illage  did. I t  was large 
enough to shade alm ost the whole court, and it was a favorite  
resting place for everybody. C enturies ago the monks of 
the cloister had passed beneath it, p robab ly in silent m edi
tation.

T o d ay  a ll was quite different, though, and the litt le  village 
was in a bustle preparing for the holiday. Peasants were 
beginning to gather in the streets and under the Linden 
T ree— ta ll men w ith  tan  faces and woolen kn itted  socks and 
buttons carved  from  bone on the ir coats. These buttons 
were rea lly  fascinating, for they  were carved  w ith  the most 
delicate and m inute workm anship, in m in iature patterns of 
deer and flowers.

N a tiv e s  came from everyw here  to the festiva l— from  be
yond the cluster o f v illage houses, beyond the ripening grain 
fields stretched out golden under the sun, where the poppies 
and cornflowers were now in  the height of bloom, and from 
beyond even the m ountain  nearest the village  where h a lf
w ay  up was the dark  castle w ith  th ick, high walls and narrow  
w indows w h ich  had a dreadfu l dungeon, th ey  said. W e  had 
on ly peeked through the high iron gate in to  a garden now 
overgrown w ith  spraw ling vines or rosebushes unclipped for 
an age, h id ing  the little  stone seats, just big enough for two. . . .

W e  paused to w atch  the gaiety beginning in the square. 
G roups of A m erican  ladies who were touring A u str ia  stopped 
and listened to the prattle , unintellig ib le to them, of the 
little  flaxen-haired ch ild ren  in red and blue kerchiefs and 
iresh w h ite  aprons. These in their tu rn  could h a rd ly  un
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derstand better the attem pts the tourists made at the ir lan 
guage, but they appreciated the atten tion  paid them.

Then  the procession began, w ith  the tow n m usicians in 
red jackets at the head. L it t le  booths were put up a t the 
side of the streets selling da in ty  pas try : gingerbread hearts 
w ith  colored frosting, tied w ith  a ribbon to hang around 
yo u r neck, were favorites.

The  first signs of tw iligh t came m uch too soon for us that 
day. A t  home again, we were at the w indow  w atching  the 
recessional of the peasant fam ilies. M others were herding 
their tired young  ones together for the journey homeward, 
and groups o f stu rdy men would hopefully scan the lattice  
w indows in case a p re tty  g irl m ight still be looking out over 
the geraniums. Soon the brown church w indows were sil
houetted against the deepening sky, vo id  of clouds, and the 
late sun tin ted the snow on the fa raw ay peaks behind us a 
delicate pink.

A n n e  W e l c h , ' 3 9

M I S T L E T O E

Round and round the trunk it ran,
G reen and white and silver fine;
A ll the fancy w ork  o f lace.
A ll the m ystic fa iry  scent.
N o  one saw1 its claws o f hate 
F ie rce ly  grip the trunk w ith in :
N o  one saw’ them silent draw'
Lifeb lood from  the splendid Oak.

C a r y  K e n n e d y , '3 8
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T H E  O Y S T E R  B A R O N

T H E  little  square gray-shingled houses standing on piles 
over the w ater look ve ry  so litary and lonesome. O u t
side the doors are piles o f w h ite  oyster shells, and the 

d r ivew ay  to the road is covered w ith them, w ith  grass growing 
feebly in the m iddle. In  between the houses big clum sy 
rowboats lie pulled up on the shore. In  (he bottom s of the 
boats are the rem ains o f a boatload o f C o tu it oysters. In  
one boat the oyster baron him self sits sorting oysters, ca lm ly  
h itting  them w ith  a stick to see w hether they are dead or a live.

O ccasionally a truck  comes crunching along the d rivew ay 
to collect some barrels o f oysters to be shipped to N e w  Y o rk  
hotels and sold for a large price. T h e  oyster baron nods and 
w aves to passing friends unenthusiastically, and if anyone 
comes to ta lk  to him  he pays absolutely no attention  but 
goes right on tapping the poor oysters and tossing them into 
w ire  bushel-baskets.

O ut in the bay, rowboats come and go, piled to overflow 
ing w ith  oysters and clams. L a z y , bored-looking men scull 
them along. T he  reflections of the gray houses and (lie piles 
w ave  in the w ater as the ripples from the rowboats reach 
(hem . Once in a while a roaring speed-boat goes splashing 
by  and its rough, rushing w aves swish ashore among the gray 
houses and ra ttle  the pebbles on the beach.

T h e  oyster baron, having  finished h itting  the oysters on 
the head, goes out to his d ir ty  orange motor-boat and after 
fastening his d ir ty  rowboat to it goes putting  slow ly aw ay  
in the distance, its Ford-truck engine working hard to keep 
it from going backward w ith  the tide. I t  disappears through 
a narrow , deep channel between high banks w ith  lo fty  pines 
leaning over the edge. T h e  w ater there is sh iny black, hidden 
from  the m orning sun b y  the trees.

On (he other side o f the oyster houses is a beautifu l view- 
Sh in ing  blue w ater stretches out to the gleam ing w hite  sand 
o f a low island, rea lly little  more than a sand-bar. Beyond 
this, through the scattered w ind-blown pines, is the pale 
green ocean, rising and falling w ith  a gentle swell. Fa rther 
out the w ater is a deep blue-green, gloom y, in the shade of a 
cloud. The  sun shines for a m oment on a passing ship, m ak
ing her w h ite  sails gleam.

-4 H b-



Ba ck  in the doorw ay of an oyster house the oyster baron’s 
cat sits sleepily in  the sun, gazing at the reflection of a passing 
seagull between sniffs at an oyster shell.

A l i c e  N o r t h r o p , ' 4 0

H E N S '  E G G S

H ens’ eggs (w arm  ones, brown ones),
L y in g  in a dusty bed 
O f  straw ,
A re a ll the love ly  things 
T h a t mean a farm.

H ens’ eggs (cool ones, w h ite  ones)
A re supreme, impersonal 
Perfection.
H en s’ eggs are the very  shape 
O f beauty.

Hens' eggs, in a bowl, are blue-checked aprons,
A re flapping, sunny linens 
O n a line.
T h e y  are the D iv in e  Reasons 
Fo r a witless,

wandering
hen.

A g n e s  A g a r , '4 0

D A W N  I N  V E R M O N T

D o w n  in  the somber va lley
M is t  crawled along its tortuous path.
Snagging slow ly on the gaunt firs,
I t  tore into shreds— tin y  p riva te  fogs
L ik e  a calf ’s breath on a lrosty, autum n morning.

K a t h a r i n e  E i s e n h a r t , '3 8
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P O P O N E S S E T T E  S H O A L S ,  C A P E  C O D

T H E  shoals in front of me, left bare b y  the tide, were 
w et and shining in the sun. H ere  and there a wide, 
v e ry  shallow  stream  o f w ater rippled over the sand, 

cu ttin g  those w onderfu lly  smooth curves in it such as only 
w ater can cut. In  spots the sand was dotted by  fiddler-crab 
holes, and the little  fiddler crabs were running about ducking 
in to  first one hole and then another, never the same hole 
tw ice. There  were a few' rather deep hollows in w hich  there 
still rem ained a great deal of water. These were b lack  w ith  
craw ling  snails and baby horseshoe crabs. M innow s were 
flicking around, or gently bum ping their noses against the 
sand around the edges of the pools, and turn ing their s ilver 
sides to reflect the sun, so th a t they gave sudden little  bursts 
o f light.

A s  I  ran down onto the sand I could feel it scrape wet and 
rough against the bare soles of m y feet. I ran recklessly and 
heedlessly, dragging m y toes through it, so tha t I  tripped 
and rolled around in it, k ick ing and burrow ing, un til I 
sat up w et and sandy from head to foot. I  looked around 
and found tha t I had barely missed ro lling into one of the 
pools. I  sat on the edge o f it and w atched the snails and m in
nows. Once, seeing a horseshoe crab, I  reached in m y arm  
and hauled it out of the w ater by its ta il. I  held it up and 
watched it wriggle and kick its m any legs. It opened and 
closed its hinged body in the most pecu liar fashion. D ro p 
ping it into the w ater again, I got up and brushed myself off. 
I  splatted to the m iddle o f one of the shallow streams and 
stood, letting the current bury m y feet in the sand. A  blue- 
crab, h a lf sidling, h a lf floating w ith  the current, came down
stream  to inspect me, and I  hastily  w ithd rew  to the shore.

I plodded m y w ay  back through the sand, which seemed 
to stick  to m y  feet and m ake them  heavy  and hard to move.

T h e  sun, which was just touching the horizon, had turned 
the tops o f the soft curves o f sand into dusky ovals o f orange, 
while the hollows in between, which the tide was beginning 
to fill again, sank into dark  shadows. Fa rth er and farther 
the sun sank beneath the horizon, and the orange on the 
shoals turned deeper and duskier, then faded out, leaving 
them  soft and gray. P e g g y  M u n r o , '40
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C L Y D E

T h e  farmhouse, blue w ith  shadow, rambled com fortably, 
C rouching  against the m ountain ’s knee. H e  was leaning 
On his axe, his face smoothed w ith  pleasure,
A s he looked w ith  the calm air of ownership
A t his fields and pastures tra iling  out like skirts
Around the m ountain ’s feet. T h e  big field must be plowed
N ex t year, he thought, as he noted the red faces
O f In d ian  paintbrush and dandelions w ith  ruffled hair.
T h e  hay was in at last— loads drum m ing into the barn,
B rush ing  the hay in the mow, stirring up gold dust
T h a t danced in the streams of sunlight. U n aw ared ly  pulling
The too-friendly burrs from his jeans, he watched
The first flicker of sunset in the w indows of the village church.

K a t h a r i n e  E i s e n h a r t , ’3 8

D A W N  I N  L ’A R C A H A IE ,  H A I T I

AN  I M P E N E T R A B L E  mist shelters the tin y , droop
ing village. The  m ountains rear up into the fog 
and snuffle the film v clouds blanketing their icy  

purple heads. A  slight breeze trickles down their hazy, w ind 
ing paths and breathes into the resting palms, ruffling the 
small parakeets dozing on their branches. A  b righ tly  flashing 
m acaw  em its a harsh scream and swoops on to the w aving  
papaya tree. T he  sm aller creatures slumbering on the cotton 
bushes m utter and open their small, b linking eyes. Beyond  
the w all a long caravan  of bouriques* comes stalking down 
the dusty tra il, piled high w ith  fruits and other goods for 
m arket. T h e ir  wom en riders jog com fortab ly along, sleeping 
soundly or p lacid ly  sm oking c la y  pipes, the ir sandals slapping 
the dust.

C a r o l  M u n r o , V I I I
*H a itian  asses.
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A U G U S T U S

MA M M Y ,  oh M a m m y ! W h a r  d ’yo u  s’pose M arse  
Ja ck  put them shoes he wanted me to clean? Oh, 
heah they are, right undeh m ah stool. H e  sho 

Hough likes his shoes shined! I guess dev is v e r ’ particular 
at co l’ge. 1 wondeh how he gets ’is shoes shined when he’s 
at co l’ge?

D a t  cake smells powerful good, M a m m y . C a n ’t I  have  a 
little  un for m ah b irth d ay ? Ju s ’ th ink, ’leben today. T h a ’s 
m igh ty  old. ’M em ber w hen ah was ten ’n yo u  tried to get 
me a job heah? N o  one thought ah was ten ’cause ah was 
so scraw ny.

1 he m is’ess told me to go out in the garden ’n help that 
no ’-ccunt Jenkins, if it w asn ’t  ra in in ’. She d idn ’t say "no- 
’co u n t,”  but she thought it, ah knew. M y  land, look at that 
ra in  cornin’ down. A h ’m  sure glad ah ’m  in  heah. A h  s’pose 
Jenk ins’s ’sleep in the shed, so no fear of him a-gettin’ wet.

These heah are M iss  Su san ’s shoes— ain ’t they p re tty ?  
’N  these are M arse  R ic h a rd ’s. H e  ju s ’ w ent to co l’ge this 
yeah , d id n ’t lie, M a m m y ?  l ie  don ’ care for his shoes so 
m uch. Lo o k  a t dem ! ’Pears as if he’s been w a lk in ’ a good 
deal in  m uddy weather, don’t it ?  H e  says dat there is too 
m uch to do a t col ge w ithou t th in k in ’ bout shoes. M a yb e  
th a ’s ’cause he ’s younger’n M arse  Ja ck . He says he played 
football on the Freshm an  Team . H e  a lw ’y s  did w an t to 
p lay  football on a real team.

M a m m y , F itc h  took me in de big car to the m arket dis 
m o’n in ’. A h  picked out e ve ry th in ’ ju s ’ like yo u  said. I t ’s 
fun  to  go to  de m arket. L ik e  M arse  R ich a rd  says, F itc h  is 
some shuffler. A h  got de real, green peas n the sort of ya lle r 
bananas, but I  d idn ’ know  'bou t the strawberries.

A h  heard y o u ’n A ’nt C la ra  ta lk in ’ w hile  she was w ash in ’ 
de c lo ’es. She said dat Ben  W illia m s  had got a job  on the radio 
w ith  a chorus. She said tha t the only reason was that he 
w ent to e d g e , ’cause he was sort o f lazy an yw ay , a lw ’ys  
read in ’.

M a yb e  th a ’s w h y  P a p p y  can ’t get a job. H is  shoes are 
a ll worn out goin’ from do ’ to d o ’. M a yb e  he should have 
gone to co l’ge. H e  feels aw fu l sad about his wuthlessness

4  16 >'



sometimes. rl his mo’nin ' lie veiled a t me, “ I f f 'n  you  don’ 
stop tha t racket I ’ll w h ip  yo u  good.”  ’ N  a ll ah was do in’ 
was heatin ’ de fry in ’ pan to see if  it would sound like a drum, 
hut it d idn ’ an yw ay.

M a m m y ?
" A h ’m a-listenin’, a in ’t ah, Au gustus?”
Ah think a h ’d better go to co l’ge if f’n ah w ant to have a 

job a lw ’ys . I t  seems t ’me as i f  tha t would be a right good 
plan. There now, M a m m y, a in 't I got dem shined nice?

F r a n c e s  C h y n o w e t h , ’3 9

C A T  IN  A  G A R D E N

H e  lifts his head, shining and warm ,
T o  smell of a summer-drunk fly;
It  is gone, and in dissatisfaction 
H e  flicks an em otional tail.

In  among tall, placid hollyhocks,
O r under the cool, friend ly bushes,
A  black, wide-eyed ca t chases shadows 
And is pleased w ith  his jungle dram atics.

A g n e s  A g a r , ’4 0

A T  T H E  B O X - X  R A N C H

A F T E R  supper I decided to ride around and see how 
the yearling  steers were getting along. There  was 
a fu ll hour of light left, and later the moon would 

be out, so it seemed a good chance. I  went down to the 
corral where I had left m y horse, saddled him  up, tied two 
blocks of salt on m y saddle, and headed for the bunch I had 
seen two days before along the creek two miles south.

I t  was peaceful, crossing the top of a mesa and looking 
across the pra irie  to the Pum pkin  Bu ttes , over a hundred 
miles aw ay. The  sun was alm ost down, but purple and rose 
lights still played over the ground, fading in the distance 
to deep blue.
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W o rk in g  along the side o f the mesa, I  could see a bunch 
of white-faces at the bottom, ly ing  around the rem nants of 
salt blocks and chewing the ir cuds. As we drew near they 
stirred them selves and, rising, stood w atching  us, lazily 
sw itch ing tails and ro lling eyes.

lum p ing  off, I ground-tied m y horse and unfastened the 
blocks and left them among the others. T hen  I  walked aw ay, 
and while rolling a c igarette took m y turn in staring and 
watched the cattle  w alk  snorting ly over to the w hite  squares, 
now growing a little  blurred w ith  the dusk, and begin silently 
to lick  them.

I turned back to m y  horse while night loomed overhead, 
picked up his reins, anti swung into the saddle, stopping on ly 
m om entarily  to strike a light and then begin the long pull 
up (he mesa.

E l e a n o r  R i c h m o n d  E s t e , '3 8

A N  A M E R I C A N  S P O R T — P I C N I C

FU R T I V E L Y  flicking im ag inary  dust off im m aculate 
sandwiches, he sighs deeply and nibbles one hesita 
ting ly . H is  beautifu l En g lish  linen handkerch ie f protects 

him  from the repulsive Am erican  grass and a hat of the finest 
straw  covers his head anti protects him  from the glaring 
Am erican  sun. Am azing how the others seem to en joy this 
sort of pioneering! T h e y  jo lly  well can, bu t not he! W h y  
do they go out of their w a y  to ru in  a fellow''s meal, appetite, 
and poise, b y  eating  cold food in the woods? O bv ious ly  a 
trace of the In d ian  s t ill rem ains in these Am ericans. H ow  
com forting a cup of tea would be in  this predicam ent, but 
some sort o f colored fizz w ater seems to be the sole liquid. 
V e ry  peculiar, v e ry  pecu liar indeed, this form  of en terta in 
ment. N o t  that lie ’s not en joying  himself, heavens no! I t  just 
seem sab it weird, th a t’s all. P a r t icu la r ly  w^hen M o th e r N a tu re  
produces such a q u an tity  o f nasty little  b lack insects, all 
industriously  try ing  to help yo u  eat yo u r food. Food? A h  
well, no short sport, he.

He g ingerly picks up another sandwich. He blows on it, 
dusts it  off, anti b rave ly  manages to take a bite. H is  teeth
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grind and grate together in an agonizing fashion. M u s t be 
sandpaper. T h a t ’s it— buttered sandpaper, no doubt the 
latest Am erican craze. Perhaps an olive m ight help the situa 
tion. He leans forward, carefu lly  adjusting his monocle the 
better to su rvey the olives. W asted  action !— the caterp illars 
have found (hem first. He feels a slight shuddering sensation. 
Someone laughs. Q u ite  impossible, the Am erican  sense of 
humor. So ju ven ile ! A h  well, they must be hum ored. B u t  
he w ill remember to w arn his countrym en against an A m eri
can sport— called picn ic. M a r j o r i e  M u n n , ’38

A  S IT U A T IO N
(T w o  H okku  Poem s)

Pungent sk irt tw ink ling,
T h e  vinegar cruet stood,
L ift in g  her slim  neck.

Full-bodied and round,
W ith  his pew ter hat in place,
Sa t the sugar bowl.

M a r g e r y  W i l l i a m s o n , ’39

A  S H I P W R E C K E D  S A I L O R ’S  M E M O R I E S

As I  was w alk ing  by  the sea,
T h e  waves, a ll white w ith  foam,

W hispered sighing tales to me,
About m y love a t home.

1 heard their sad tales w ith  a sigh,
And shed a b itter tear.

H o w  oft I ’d looked in  N e llie ’s eye. . . .
(She thought me dead, I  fear.)

I stood so still upon the sand—
M v  thoughts were a ll o f home.

I felt a tear drop on m y hand,
And vowed no more to roam.

J o a n  T h o m a s , V I I I
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B E N  J  A  M I N  ’S  A D  V E N T  U R  E

CH R IS T O P H E R  N IC H O L A S  T H O M A S  R A B B IT ,
Esq , owned one son whose name was Ben jam in  F ra n k 
lin R ab b it, and another who was called Thom as 

R a b b it  a fter h is father. Ben? (f(,r that was w hat they called 
h im ) was very, very proud o f himself, bu t his brother Tom  
was ve ry  hum ble.

One fine d ay  in m idsum m er Ben j said to his mother, 
“ M o th er, I  am going down to the rive r to fish. I  can catch 
the best trout in the r ive r.”  A nd  his m other consented. So 
he set off and as he walked he sang, “ I am the best fisher in 
the w o rld .”  H e  sang it to this tune:

m
W hen he arrived  at the rive r he put down his fishing tackle 

and started to fish. H e  caught five fish, and all o f a sudden 
he spied his brother com ing down the road. H e  hurried ly  
cast his line in to  the water. T he  line gave a tug. Sp lash ! ! ! ! 
B e n j was pulled into the river. D o w n ! D o w n ! D o w n  he 
went, to the bottom  o f the rive r!

H is  brother was com ing down to the rive r to fish, also. 
And  so w hen he cast his line into the w ater it did not bring 
up a fish. B u t  guess w h a t?

B E N J A M I N

F R A N K L I N

R A B B I T !

H e  blubbered and spluttered and coughed and coughed. 
B u t  after a while he managed to ta lk . H e  said, "O h  Tom , 
thank yo u  ve ry  much for saving m y  life. ”  (T h is  was really 
a step ahead tor Ben j because he had never taken any notice 
of his brother before.) So after that Ben j was never proud 
a n y  more, but was just as hum ble as his brother.

B e t t y  F r o h l i n g , V  
S y l v i a  T a y l o r , V
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T H E  W E A V E R

I dream t —
T h a t I sat at a loom 
W eav in g  fa iry  patterns,
W e av in g  others’ dreams.
I  sat enchanted,
Im prisoned, forced to sit 
Forever,
Fo rever, w eaving  fa iry  patterns,
W e av in g  others’ dreams.

J a n e  C o o p e r , V I I I

T H E  W O O D S

T h e  sun was shining on the stream 
As it trickled  by, tink ling  
In  the m orning air.
A  brown deer scampered by.
T h e  leaves rustled.
Anti a b ird ’s song filled the pir.

J u d y  T a t t e r s a l l , V  

T H E  F A R M  A T  C R A N F O R D

A B O U T  five years  ago I d idn ’t know anyth ing  about 
Princeton. A ll I  knew  was farm  life— about chickens 
and cows.

W e  had quite a big farm , almost four hundred acres and 
around a hundred head of imported Guernsey cows. W e  had 
the prettiest place for about five miles around. There  was 
a beautifu l barn. It  is not often saitl that a barn is beautiful, 
but th is one really was. T h e  roof was of red tiles and the 
walls were of dark brown shingles. There were three different 
sm all barns; a small and sunny barn for the calves, the bull 
barn w ith  long runs made of v e ry  heavy wooden fences, 
and the parlor barn, as the boys called it because it  was so 
p retty , for the oldest heifers. There  was also a horse barn, 
a corn-crib where m y sister and I spent most of our ra iny 
days, and our playhouse, w hich  M o llie  and I  had furnished 
w ith  w hatever we could find in the house. On the top of our 
playhouse were holes for our pigeons to live 111.
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T h e  sum m er was the best tim e for me because I could be 
out w ith  the boys who worked on the farm  more than I  could 
in w inter, w hen I w as in school.

A round the m iddle of June to the m iddle of Ju ly  was the 
haying  season. B o y !  we had fun. A ll the boys used to work 
in  the fields and M o llie  and I  would go out and get rides back 
on the hay-wagon. Y o u  felt as if  yo u  were on top of the earth. 
W e  used to put the h ay  up in the loft in the evenings until 
it grew dark. N e a r  the end of Ju ly  we had about three hun
dred tons o f hay.

I had two cows. W h e n  D a d d y  went over to Guernsey to 
bring back cows, he would bring me back a sm all heifer. W e  
usually named them “ M o n a .”  I  used to take care o f m y 
cows except for the m ilk ing  and cleaning.

There  was one cow that I loved so. H e r  name was Duchess. 
She had horns that were v e ry  short. One day D a d d y  sold 
her to a lady. 1 was heart-broken, bu t soon I got attached 
to another cow named Sa lly .

In  August, 1933, we had to sell a ll the cows, bulls and
calves. 1 led S a lly  into the ring by m yself, and they all
clapped lo r us. T h en  we moved down to Princeton . B u t
it w ill never be like Oceola Fa rm s at C ran fo rd  and the old
red barn. . , r

M o n a  A . H a l l , V I

E X C H A N G E S

1 he L i n k  acknowledges w ith  pleasure the following ex
changes:

Blue Pencil— W a ln u t H i l l  School.

Dwighionia— D w ig h t School.

Johannean— St. Jo h n ’s School.

Jun ior Journa l— Princeton  C o u n try  D a y  School.

I .il—  Law renceville  School.

Spilled  In k — C entenary  Ju n io r  College.

Tudor Crown— T u do r H a ll School.
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SCHOOL NOTES
D R A M A T IC S

U N D E R  1 He combined d irection of M r .  D onald  Tow ers 
and M iss  M a r y  E m m a  H ow ell, the Periw ig  C lub  of 
the Law renceville  School in co llaboration w'ith our 

D ram atic  C lub  presented H elen  Jerom e’s dram atization  of 
Pride and Prejudice, b y  Jan e  Austen, at M c C a rte r  Theatre  
on Fe b ru a ry  25th. T h e  com bination of the two clubs proved 
so successful in  staging George Be rnard  Sh aw ’s The Devil’s  
Disciple last ye a r  that the boys asked us to jo in  them again.

T h e  large cast began its long rehearsal period before the 
Christm as vacation, and this proved invaluab le, as no prom p
ter was used after the holidays.

T he  sets were designed and constructed b y  the Periw ig  
C lub , but the difficult task o f furnishing them was accom 
plished by our P ro p erty  Com m ittee. T h e  labor of the Cos
tum e Com m ittee was w ell rewarded, as the costum ing was 
colorful and a ttrac tive . The  efficiency o f the Pu b lic ity  and 
T ick e t Com m ittees resulted in the largest audience ever to 
w itness a p lay  given by either school. W e  all feel ve ry  proud 
of its great success.

A T H L E T IC S

T h e  hockey team climaxed a h igh ly successful season, in 
fact the most successful season in the h istory of the school, 
w ith  a 5-0 v ic to ry  over the T ren ton  H ockey C lub  on D ecem 
ber 11th. P reviously , on N ovem ber 4th and N ovem ber 11th, 
the team  beat K e n t  P lace  3-0 (a pa rticu la r ly  satisfactory 
revenge for the ir defeat a t the hands of K en t P lace  the ye a r  
before) and H artrid ge  2-0. A l l  these games were played 
aw ay. H artridge  and K en t Place, as is their hospitable wont, 
fed the squad and its supporters w ith  crullers and cocoa.

W h ile  we are speaking of food, it would be well to m ention 
the v ic to ry  banquet held at the Peacock Inn  in celebration 
of the undefeated, un-tied, and unscored-upon season. T h e  
banquet was rea lly  a reward of m erit for fa ith fu l service, 
the guest list com prising the people who had worked compe-
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ten tlv  and cooperative ly from  four to five every day. C h ie f 
cred it tor the sucesstul season should go to “ F r a n n y ”  Bo ice, 
head coach, who slaved pa tien tly  and da ily  in mud, ra in  and 
snow to w hip the team into shape.

T h e  follow ing members of the squad received F ’s: S in 
c la ir, H a ll (C ap ta in ), Anderson, D o lton , M .  Es te , M organ , 
Ashley, Longstreth , Buchanan, Young, K issam .

There  have been several innovations this ye a r in the w ay  
ol equipm ent. There  is a new hockey field which is con
s iderab ly larger than the old one. Then  there is an outdoor 
cement p latform  w h ich  is used for everyth ing  from roller- 
skating  to basketball, and lastly  a new n avy  blue uniform  
tor basketball.

P R I M A R Y

T h e  K indergarten  has built a house this y e a r  and " l i v e d ”  
in it. T h e y  made every th ing  in its three rooms, including 
china from clay, and a stove for the kitchen.

Th e  F irs t G rade has based its activ ities on those of P rin ce 
ton. A fte r v is iting  Pa lm er Square anti the Post Office, they 
bu ilt a post office o f their own. A  great deal of m ail was 
handled on S t. V a len tin e ’s D a y .

l he Second G rade  has been studying  In d ian s— especially 
those who lived around Princeton. T h ey  w rote and illus
trated stories about them and made a rock shelter showing 
how they cooked and w hat im plem ents they used.

The  T h ird  G rade  has been m ain ly  interested in  V ik ings. 
T h e y  drew  a p icture o f the im ag inary “ T ree  o f L i f e ’' based 
on V ik in g  m ythology.

T h e  F o u rth  G rade  has been learning about the solar system 
and the form ation anti beginning of life on the earth. T h ey  
are now working on “ p u p p e t”  dinosaurs in preparation for 
a shadow p lay.

D u rin g  the ye a r the P r im a ry  D epartm ent has held several 
interesting Assemblies. Am ong the outstanding ones were 
ta lks bv D r. H a le  on Princeton , and that of a S ta te  T rooper 
about safety.

M rs . M c A lp in  donated the m oney from the “ Lo s t and 
F o u n d ”  to the crafts departm ent. It  paid for two H a rg rave  
clam ps, w hich  we use in woodwork.
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INTERMEDIATE

Th e  F ive s  have been m aking m em ory maps o f Asia for 
h istory, and some ve ry  well-made scrapbooks in crafts. 
Before  these, they made baskets, and different articles of 
pewter. In  Eng lish  they have picked out poems they espec
ia lly  like and illustrated them, m aking R h ym e  Sheets. T h ey  
have w ritten  a p lay, “ P rin ce  H e n ry  the N a v ig a to r ,”  and 
it has been given in Assem bly.

M o re  has been done in the scientific world by the Sixes. 
E a c h  has m ade her own book, starting  from the beginning 
of the earth and continuing to man. T h ey  each read a chap
ter from their books in Assem bly. T h e y  have  also taken a 
trip  to N ew  Yo rk , to the M useum  o f N a tu ra l N is to ry , where 
they saw the developm ent of an im al life w ith  M iss  Prince. 
T h e  same day they w ent w ith  M iss  W ick s  to see the In d ian  
exhibit there. In  h isto ry they have made notebooks on 
Am erican  h istory which go through the R evo lu tion . W h en  
they finish these they w ill each  have a complete textbook of 
Am erican history. In  crafts they have made lamp-bases and 
painted the shades and are now m aking woodboxes or book
cases and sm all boxes.

T h e  Sevens have been studying  E lizabe than  Eng land . 
T h e y  have made a ve ry  beautifu l and interesting scrapbook. 
T h e y  gave the Casket S to ry  from “ T h e  M e rch an t o f Ven ice ”  
in Assem bly. In  m athem atics they are p lann ing  a treasure 
hunt. M iss  R o w le y  w ill hide a treasure and make a map 
bv  w hich  the Sevens w ill hunt for it. A fte r this the class 
w ill hide a treasure and leave a map for next y e a r ’s Sevens 
to follow. T h is  is to teach geom etry of position. In  science 
they have studied hard, learning a ll about the ir environm ent. 
In  crafts they have finished m aking belt and bead sets and 
are starting stools.

In  h isto ry the E igh ts  have been studying  Am erica. I hey 
have made m any good, neat maps and thorough reports, 
from Colum bus to the inventions brought by the iron age. 
T h e y  have made articles out of leather in crafts, and bead 
evening purses, bead belts, and Tyro lean  belts.

T h e  In term ed iates gave the ir annual F rench  perform 
ance at the C om m un ity  P la ye rs ’ rooms on M a rch  30th.
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T O  T H E  A L U M N I

T O  A L L  those who have had the privilege o f being a 
part of M iss  F in e ’s School at some tim e throughout 
the years since its beginning, we send this message. 

H o w  often since yo u  went yo u r separate w ays have yo u  wished 
that yo u  could see the friends o f yo u r teens again, the class
m ates who joined yo u r protests at "sp ru n g  tests’’ and socked 
yo u  cheerfu lly on the hockey field? H o w  often have you  
wondered w h at has become of them ? H o w  often, in  the 
m idst o f m arita l bliss or business careers, have you  stopped 
to consider that the School has also been a growing and 
developing center of energy and interest?

Y o u r  ind iv id ua l lives m ay concern most o f yo u r tim e and 
thought, but we are sure that all o f yo u  have  had such mo
ments o f speculation and curiosity. W ith  this realization 
in m ind, the A lu m n i Association is a ttem pting  to become 
more active  than it has been in  the past.

W e  have turned our a ttention , first of all, to the tiles. In  
spite o f the w ork  accom plished in this connection by  A lum n i, 
there is still m uch ahead of us, for there are m an y of you  and 
you  are scattered from coast to coast. Frances Bo ice , ’30, 
now in  charge of the lists, is doing a splendid job, but in order 
to obtain  absolute accu racy she must have yo u r cooperation. 
Y o u  have a lready received a letter from us both requesting 
anil supplying inform ation. T h is  com bined questionnaire 
and In fo rm ation , L td . has been sent on ly to those whose 
addresses are know n to be correct, and for yo u r benefit the 
new C onstitu tion  has been enclosed.

T h e  old C onstitu tion , as yo u  know, heaped the work of the 
Association solely upon the shoulders of its com m anding 
officers. T h e  new one makes provision for an  Ex ecu tive  
Bo a rd  w h ich  is empowered to handle the affairs of the Asso
c ia tion  throughout the yea r. O ur President is K a th e rin e  
M itch e ll, ’27, our V ice-President, M rs . Robert G . M cA lle n  
(E lizabe th  H u n ), ’27, our Treasurer, G ertrude  Purves, '10, 
and our Secretary , Pegg_y K ern ey , ’33. T he  members of the 
Ex ecu tive  Board  are Jean  Osgood, ex-’31, E liz ab e th  W ille y , 
’35, and M rs . Sco tt A g ar (Adeline Sco tt), ’04. T he  elections 
take place at the annual meeting in  Tune.

Know ing  yo u r desire to see as w ell as to hear about yo u r
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friends of bygone school days, the Association gave for the 
first tim e last Com m encem ent an A lum n i luncheon. W ith  
the unqualified success o f this reunion behind us, we have 
decided to give a d inner this spring. O ur chairm an is E m ily  
Anderson W in an s , ’21, the date has been set for M a y  6th, 
and yo u  are all invited .

A lu m n i letters and A lu m n i files are not the on ly means 
by w h ich  yo u  m ay renew old contacts. W o rk  is a lready in 
progress on an A lum n i Room , the decoration and furnishing 
ot w hich is being handled by M rs . R ichm ond  E s te  (L yd ia  
Tabo r), ex-T6. W e  feel tha t there should be a center in the 
School itself where yo u  w ill a lw ays be welcome. H ere  you  
m ay find th a t bosom friend of yo u rs  who was going to stay 
single and devote her life to archeological expeditions, now 
plum plv and p lacid ly  m arried and surrounded by  all sizes 
o f bouncing progeny. H ere you  m ay find the boy whose 
Algebra m arks were the despair and en vy  of yo u r m idyear 
thoughts, now a W a l l  S treet m agnate w ith  tw en ty  telephones 
in his office. H ere  business meetings w ill be held, and social 
functions w ill be given. H ere  also yo u  m ay find out more 
about the School itself, its ever-progressive developm ent and 
the resultant changes.

T h e  death o f M iss  F in e  was a great loss to her School, but 
she left to those of us who were privileged to know her a rich 
heritage. She gave us standards to be upheld, ideals to be 
cherished, and last but not least, her life ’s work to be con
tinued. In  the com petent hands of M iss  Shippen, the present 
headmistress, tha t w ork is being carried on. T o  all the 
School has been and hopes to be, we, the A lu m n i Association, 
therefore dedicate ourselves.

C a r o l y n  M o r s e , ’32
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A L U M N A E  1934— 1957

1934
Jan e  A rm strong  is graduating from Sm ith  this yea r. She 

has been elected to P h i B e ta  K ap p a  and has been awarded 
one o f the two A lum nae fellowships granted annua lly  by 
Sm ith — the highest awards in the g ift o f the college. She 
w ill do her graduate study in geology.

K a th ry n  C hatten  is graduating from Connecticu t. She 
is interested in physical education and in music, and has been 
appointed C onnecticu t’s representative a t the D anc in g  C on 
ference o f W o m en ’s Colleges to be held at Bennington.

M a rg a re t D e v lin  and Es th e r I toward are graduating from 
W e lles ley ; W ilh e lm in a  Foster and M argare t M yers , from C on 
necticu t; E lizabe th  Funkhouser, from Sw arthm ore , and S a lly  
M c K e a g  and V irg in ia  M c L e a n , from N e w  Jersey College 
for W om en.

R ita  Sm ith  and E v e ly n  W ico ff have  both achieved academ ic 
d istinction  at W e lles ley. R ita  was named on H onors D a y  
a Senior W e lles ley  Scholar, an honor reserved for Jun io rs and 
Seniors who have m aintained excellent scholastic records. 
E v e ly n  was elected to P h i Be ta  Kappa  membership and was 
named on H onors D a y  a D u ra n t Scho lar— the two highest 
academ ic honors conferred by  W ellesley.

Jan e t G reen land graduated from K ath e rin e  G ibbs and is 
assistant to the p u b lic ity  m anager of Y a rd le y ’s in N ew  Y o rk .

Jane  Lew is , who was M a y  Oueen at B r y n  M a w r  in  1936, 
is now w ork ing  successfully w ith  Best & Co. Lo rn a  S tu a rt 
is also w orking  w ith  Best &■ Co., in the advertis ing departm ent.

. H om ages
E le a n o r C o lt, to M r . C . A lan  Hudson.
Catherine  D rugan , to M r .  A lv in  Reader.
E liz ab e th  F ie ld , to M r . L y m a n  L e a v it t  M c G ra th .
Isabel Law to n , to M r . W illia m  M c K e a n .

1935
Louise A lu rra v  went to D rexe l last ye a r and is now working 

here at M iss  F in e ’s School as assistant a th le tic  coach. She is 
m arried to M r . F ra n k  W .  H arper, Jr .

M  a rv  Cooley is at W ilso n ; Jan e t M ackenz ie , a t Katherine  
G ib b s ; E v a  Ladenburg, at Sw arthm ore, and C atherine M u r 
phy, at Georg ian  Court.
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1 9 3 6
Florence B rew er is at M o u n t H olyoke, m ajoring in religion.
Joan  Fie ld , a sophomore at W elles ley, has the second lead 

in a unique production to be given there of Lo rd  D u n sa n y ’s 
‘‘ K in g  Argim enes anti the U nknow n  W a r r io r .”  T h is  pro
duction combines speech, dance and music in a form never 
before tried by either professionals or amateurs.

D o ro th y  D enn is is at G ettysbu rg  College; L e ila  M c C a in  
is graduating from B rad fo rd  Ju n io r College this Ju n e ; M a ry  
N ew berry  is a sophomore at B ry n  M a w r, and A lison S tu a rt 
is a freshman a t W ellesley.

P risc illa  D ugan  is m arried to M r . Stephen Collins.

1937
M arg a re t G reen land is at Vassar; B e t ty  M ille r , taking an 

art course in Ph ilade lph ia, and V irg in ia  T rave r, at B r ia rc lif f  
Ju n io r College. Jacqueline Rose has been attending the 
R id e r Secretaria l School.

]Engagements
W in ifred  K ern ey  to M r . lam es Studd iford  I I .
D o ris  U pd ike  to M r . John W illia m  Foster, I I .

N E W  Y O R K  A P R I L

Pigeons w ith  p ink feet 
S tu tte r  on the warm  pavem ent—
If  I move they w ill scatter.
N o w  as I w'alk in the spring dazzle 
I am borne along by the ir soft flurry,
M u rm u r of jewelled throats.
And w hirring w ind of stiff feathers.

The  granite cornices t ilt  to the sky;
There are clouds blowing—
M y  hat is new and the green shimmer 
O f park grass b lurs in the strong sunlight.
T h ey  are selling daffodils for a quarter—
A ll the golden bells you can carry.
Beside me the pigeons lift and flutter—
I am borne along by  their soft flurry.

J a n e t  W i c k s , ’31
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The L in k  re co m m e n d s  to  y o u r  p a tro n a g e :

A dam s and Sickles.

A lice  E liz ab e th  Shoppe. 

H a rry  Ba llo t.

F . A . Bam m an , Inc. 

Berkshire, Inc.

D an ie l M . Caruso.

T he  Clothes L ine , Inc. 

C h ris tin e ’s

Croasdale and Engelhart.

T h e  D ielhenn Studios.

D u rn e r’s B a rb er Shop.

F a r r  h lardw are Com pany.

F in d le r & W ib e l.

T h e  F irs t N a tio n a l B a n k  of 
Princeton.

H . J. Frazee.

H . M . H inkson.

W a lte r  B .  H ow e, Inc.

0 . H . H ub bard  Agency.

H u l it ’s Shoe Shop.

Ja c k  Rose Shoppe.

K o p p ’s B ic y c le  Shop.

M . E .  L aV ake .

M a tth e w s  Construction C o m 
pany, In c .

Douglas M a cD a id .

M arg a re t M c N a lly .

J .  W .  M ille r  anti Sons.

G . R . M u rra y , Inc.

The  M u s ic  Shop.

The  Peacock  In n .

Princeton  M o to r Shop, Inc.

R e ille v ’s M e a t M ark e t.

R en w ick ’s.

Roberson’s Stables.

Rockw ood D a iry .

So u th ’s Garage.

The  Swagger Shop.

Swedish M assage Stud io .

O rren  Ja ck  Turner.

V ied t’s C hoco late  Shoppe.

Vogel Bros.

W alker-Gordon.

T h e  W ilco x  Pharm acy.

Z ap f’s Hardw are, Inc .



The 
First National Bank

OF PRINCETON

Complete Banking 
and 

Fiduciary Facilities

Member of Federal Reserve System 
Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation





F. A . B am m an , Inc.
W holesa le a n d  R e ta il  G ro cers

Distributors of 
White Rock, C & C and Clicquot Club Ginger Ales 

and Mineral Waters 
Clarke’s, Richelieu and Kellogg Canned Goods 

Birds Eye Frosted Foods

In fact anything and everything that constitutes 
an up-to-date grocery

10 Nassau Street PH O N E EXCH A N G E, 1282

W A L K E R  - G O R D O N

M I L K
SAFEGUARDED BY SCIENTIFIC METHODS 
OF PRODUCTION AND HANDLING
You are invited to visit the producing plant at 
Plainsboro, tw o and one-half miles from Princeton

Walker-Gordon Laboratory Co.
Telephone, Plainsboro 532

PLAINSBORO, N. J.





Compliments
of

Trenton Phone Princeton Phone 
3-0970 2167

SWEDISH M A SSA G E  
STUDIOS

RO CKW OO D DAIRY

T

B o d y  M a ssa g e , E le c tr ic  
C a b in e t  a n d  E xercises

Attendants for Men and Women

Princeton, N. J. 246 W EST  ST A T E  STREET  
T R E N T O N , N . J.

Phone Day or Night 1200 130 N A S S A U  STREET  
P R IN C E T O N , N . J.

T h e S to r e  T h e y  T a lk  A b o u t

COMPLIMENTS VIEDT’S CHO CO LATE

OF A SHOPPE

FRIEND 110 N A S S A U  STREET

W h ere  P r in c e to n  M e e ts

ORREN JA C K  TURNER PRESCRIPTIONS?

M a k es  P o r tr a i ts  

o f  th e W IL C O X 'S
B e t te r  Q u a lity

a t OF COURSE
R e a so n a b le  P rices

M



D E F I N I T I O N S

H o r i z o n t a l

I .  A t  W ith e rsp o o n  Street
5. K e n tu c k y  pioneer
7. Ir ish  dirge 

10. I. \V. M il le r  has one 
J 1. T h a t  is 
12. N eg a tive
14. A  good place to  ride
18. C h a in  store
20. Ph a rm a cy
21. P ronoun
22. S h o u t ( F r . )
24. M a d e  the Peaco ck  In n  fam ous
25. M on go lo id
26. A  sm all v io lin
27. T o d a y  (G e r.)
28. Federation
29. A  book of responses 
52. A  bone
55. O pera b y  V erd i
74. C oncern ing
35. Street
76. L im ite d
57. G arag e
78. R a ilw a y
59. So lic ito r  at law
40. S ta tio n ers
42. C o n ju n c tio n  (F r . )
44. Pe rce ive
45. S ilv e r  (C h em .)
46. B r it is h  D o m in io n

48.  Express
49.  O b ta in ab le  a t A lice  E liz a b e th

Shop  and  at the C lo thes 
L ine , Inc .

V e r t i c a l

2. D rugg ists 
5. C o n ju n ction
4. T o  recognize
5.  M u s ic  studio
6. O b ta inab le  a t the M u s ic  Shop —

spelled w ith  an e
7. H a r ry  B a llo t  sells the ir hats
8. Age
9. C o n j u n c t i o n  ( L a t . )

15. Dress shop
15. H a v in g  tw o  strings
16. M o llifie s
17. M e a t  m arket
19. P re sb y te r
21. L ik e  Z a p f 
25. Pronoun
25 .  A  m edieval typ e  of ly r ic  poem
50.  A  sm all ball
51.  S e v e r ity  
59. Ocean
40.  B am m an
41.  Supp lies  m ilk
45 .  E m p lo y
44.  S a in t
47 .  In  the ve a r o f sa lva tio n
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Jlea ca ck  J n n

|J
Phone: 79

VOGEL BROS.
M E A T

a n d
P R O V IS IO N S

P R I N C E T O N ,
w

N E W  J E R S E Y 104 N A SSA U  STREET

Alice Elizabeth Shoppe
LADIES’ AND MISSES' 
W EARING  APPAREL

R E IL L E Y ’S
M E A T  M A R K E T

MILLINERY

J-
•

1 5 W est State St. 64 Nassau St. 
Trenton, N . J .  Princeton, N . J. W ITHERSPO ON STREET
Phone 6792 2nd Floor

JA C K  ROSE SHOPPE THE
H A T S

O F O R IG IN A LITY  AND  
DISTINCTION

FARR H A RD W A R E  
C O M PA N Y

Desi'sned and Copied to 
Suit the Individual Taste.

For A ll Occasions

Smartly Different— Conservatively Priced

H a rd w a re  a n d  

Ho u se /u rn  ish  in g s

110 West State Street
Trenton, N . J.

Phone 67— 138 Nassau St.



Established in 1868

D U R N E R ’ S 
Barber Shop

T

FINDLER & W IBEL, Inc.
S c h o o l a n d  C o llege  

D ip lo m a s

S T A T I O N E R S
P R I N T E R S
E N G R A V E R S
LITHO GRAPHERS

SCHOOL SUPPLIES  
In Stock and to Order

120 N A SSA U  STREET 115 Nassau Street, N ew  York City
Telephone COrtlandt 7-1500

tlie 5iuac|c|er shop
33 w. state— trenton n. j.

Specialite de la Maison

C O M P L IM E N T S  

O F  A

FRIEND Coats Sweaters 
Suits Blouses 
Dresses Skirts 
Gowns Hankies 

Lingerie 
M illinery

B E R K S H I R E
Incorporated

Phone 255

D A N IEL  M. CARUSO

TAILORED  CLOTHES
E xclu sive  L a d ie s ’ T a ilo r

FOR
W O M EN

ALTERATIONS— DRY C LEA N IN G  

H A N D  PRESSING

■ o

Princeton 4 Palmer Square



"Prescriptions at Fair Prices”

A D A M S  & SICKLES

P h o n e  8141-8142 j o r  
P r o m p t  S erv ice

f

West State at Prospect Street 
Trenton, N . J.

KOPP'S BICYCLE SH O P
American and English Wheels 

for

R en  t — S a le— R e p a ir

T

J .  Campbell— Watchmaker
Has Moved With Us To 

23̂ 2 Chambers St. Up the Ramp

D O U G LA S  Mac DAID

Exclusive Agents 

for

R O G E R S  P E E T  
C L O T H IN G

#>

Princeton N e w  Haven

Hart Schaffner & Marx 
Clothes

K N O X  HATS 
NUN-BUSH SH O ES 
and
Q U A L IT Y  HABERDASHERY

<r-*o

3ta v iy  fBadiat
20 Nassau St. Princeton, N . J.

C O M P L IM E N T S

O F

Hulit’s Shoe 

Store

Est. 1877

M. E.  L a V A K E

JE W E L E R  

S IL V E R S M IT H



H a rp er  M e th o d  S ca lp  

T r e a tm e n t

Marcelling Manicuring
Permanent Waving Facial Massage

First National Bank Building
Entrance Witherspoon Street 

Phones: O ffice 431 Res. 1602

C R O A S D A L E  & E N G E L H A R T
JE W E L E R S

♦

9 South Montgomery St. 

Trenton, N. J.

Phone: 149

SOUTH'S G A R A G E
Cadillac— LaSalle 

Oldsmobile
Sales and Service

Garage Machine Shop 
Auto Supplies 

♦

2-4 NASSAU STREET

Z A P F ’S H A RD W A R E
Incorporated

130 N A SSA U  STREET 
PRINCETON, N. J.

Telephones 72 and 73
R<EnUUICK'S H. J. FRAZEE

Home Made Ice Cream SEA  FOOD MARKET

Excellent Food Oysters opened while
you wait

*
©

Exclusive Agency for 10 Witherspoon Street
Louis Sherry Chocolates Princeton, N. J.
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Whatever you want in music you’ll find on V ICTO R RECORDS
The W orld ’s Greatest Artists are o n ......................... V ICTO R RECORDS
A  Key to the Treasury of Great Music . . . .  V ICTOR RECORDS
Musical Masterpieces and Concert Series on . . . V ICTO R  RECORDS

Every lover of good music should be in possession of these higher fidelity
recordings

M A R IA N  ANDERSON , Contralto 
ROSE BAM PTO N , Contralto 
KIRSTEN FLAGSTAD, Soprano 
RICHARD CROOKS, Tenor 
JO H N  CHARLES T H O M A S , Baritone 
ARTURO T O SC A N IN I, Conductor 
LEOPOLD STOKOW SKI, Conductor

Hear these great artists on V ICTO R  H IGHER  FIDELITY RECORDS

m t  fflusic g>fjop “  ™ET
Phone 80
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(P o a s r tO  c /e A A y Q ir iA  

An the TRuaI cciI  J7mxtf/uu
• P R A C T IC A L  H A D M 0 N 7  AND •
f u n d a m e n t a l s  o f  a r r a n g i n g  

(eqinners or Advanced Students
• • P R A C T I C E  B O O M S -  •

I N I  Dl f lMEMM STUDIOS
Above the M usic Shop
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