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M ISS F IN E

She w as like a  torch—so bright 

T h at every m an may take its light 

A nd yet it never shines the less.
C h a u c e r , T h e  B ook  o f the D uch ess



rWe, the Qlass o f  1939 , dedicate our L i n k  to

Miss D o r w a r t

In freta duni jluv ii current, duni montibus umbrae 

Lustrabunt convexa, po/us duni s id era pascet, 

Semper honos nomenque tuurn laudesque manebunt.

V irg il ,  T h e  A e n e i d , B ook  I,  lin es 607-609
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Senior Farewell

1927
T h is  is  ou r F a th er 's  w orld.

O u r s im p le  ch ild ish  vo ices are  raised  as fo r  the first tim e w e stand in 
a chubby g ro u p , w ith bobb in g  locks and m any in qu isitive  g lan ces at those 
about us.

1929
U p  on the roof-top  click, click, click,
D ow n  through  the chim ney com es g o o d  Sain t N ick .

T h e aw kw ard  fingers that have m ade the annual red stock in gs b u lge  
and sp ill over w ith g if t s  fo r  p oor ch ildren  are  raised  h igh  above ou r heads 
as w e im itate  the clack o f the reindeer. T h e  Low er Sch ool, v isito r in 
Study H a ll, is m ak in g  its con tribution  to the C h ristm as M u sicale .

1931
But the O rio le , the O rio le  s in gs  

Jo y  —  Jo y  —  Joy .

W ith  joy in ou r vo ices, w e b are-legged , noisy Interm ediates declare 
ou r anxiety  to p lease  the new teachers and ccho ou r excitem ent a t bein g 
"u p s ta ir s ” .

1933
D e a r  L o rd  an d  F ath er o f m an kind—

W e  sin g  this year M iss  F in e ’s fav o rite  hymn, in m em ory and in praise .

1938
F o r  ga llan try  noted
Since we were short-coated ,
T o  beauty devoted .

It com es— sw iftly , before  realization  sw eeps over us. W ith  it com es 
its p riv ileg es— a sen ior sittin g  room , our d istin gu ish ed  p laces in the back 
o f  S tu dy  H a ll, D id o  and A en eas, B a lzac— and now  it is s lip p in g  aw ay with 
the q u ie t speed  that b rou gh t it to us— ou r Sen ior Y ear.

1939
G ran t me true courage, Lord.

W e sin g  this C om m encem ent hymn with deeper sincerity than w e san g 
it before. N o  lon ger do w e stan d  w ith bobb in g  locks, in qu isitive  glan ces, 
aw kw ard  fingers. Y e t is there not still a  question  in ou r eyes, do  w e not 
still b lu nder, though tall youth now  stan ds w ith hope, courage— and  not 
q u ite  enou gh  g ra t itu d e ?  In the fu tu re  years w e w ill m ake ou r in div idual 
d ream s rea lity ; this is ou r hope. W e look ahead happily  and u n a fra id ; this 
is ou r courage. W e  p au se  too little  to con sider that our hope and courage 
have been ga in ed  here, through  the gu id an ce  and patience o f  ou r teachers 
and ou r p r in c ip a l; thus w e have too little  gratitu d e . W e bear a burden 
in this ch an gin g  w o ild . M ay ou r hope and courage  rem ain, and m ay they 
be o u r ackn ow ledgm en t.

- [  8 ] -



S A L L Y  J E N K S

O f all the g ir ls  in a ll the w orld  there's none lik e  ou r dear 
Sally . H er E n glish  accent p ar excellence  is the envy o f  us a ll, 
fo r  w ho am on gst us does not lon g  to say "b la h st  i t "  w ith  the 
dash  and v igo r  o f a Je n k s?  B u t in sp ite  o f a  fiery B ritish  p ro 
test now  and then, S ally  go e s  in fo r  m any th in gs w ith  a ven 
gean ce— m usic, a th letics, and cand id  p h otograp h y  in  particu lar. 
W h en  you hear the g lo rio u s  strain s o f W ag n er  d rift in g  out o f 
the m u sic  room  and rem em ber that no on e  sh ou ld  be  p lay in g  
ou r respected though  sligh tly  erratic  vie, you m ay be sure that 
Je n k sie  is once m ore d efy in g  the w rath  o f the go d s. O r she can 
be seen d ash in g dow n  the hockey field  b ran d ish in g  her stick 
lik e  som e V alk y rie , w ith a  lo o k  in her eyes w hich bodes evil 
to any cro ssin g  her path . A  sm all d ark  p ix ie  in tw eeds tear
ing through  the h a lls  w ith  a cam era sw in g in g  at her sid e  is 
Sally , look in g  fo r  all the  w orld  as efficient as a  c lass p residen t 
sh ou ld . Sally  has a ll our secrets, fo r  out they w ill com e at 
the threat o f  one o f her fav o rite  action  shots. ( Je n k s ie ’s fiend
ish cam era is o m n ip resen t.)  W e  w on ’ t soon  fo rg e t M iss 
M ille r ’s cry o f protest, as she cam e into c lass one day to find 
ou r p h otograp h ic  ed itor calm ly perched on a tab le  w a itin g  fo r  
a  perfect shot. "B u t , ’s  M ille r, ju st o n e "  says Sally— and she 
g e ts  h er one, w ith a litt le  sk ilfu l m an oeuverin g  from  the rest 
o f us.
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F R A N C E S  C H Y N O W E T H

Frances is the envy o f the Sen ior 
c lass, as her g lob e-tro ttin g  tendencies 
next lead  her to E n glan d , w here we 
p icture her as a g lam o ro u s debutan te 
o f next season , g lid in g  arou nd  the 
C ou rt o f St. Ja m e s  s in w hite satin  
and ostrich  feath ers. She is the m ost 
q u ie t and dem ure  o f ou r noisy g ro u p , 
but w hen she asserts h erse lf can be I 
am on g the m ost em phatic. F o r  the 
last tw o years she has been claim ed 
by the S tu den t C oun cil and by the 
second sop ran o  d iv isio n  o f the G lee  
C lu b , and w ith ou t her to answ er 
w hat m ake m ost o f us sh ake— som e 
o f M rs. A lb io n ’s fiery question s or 
M rs. W a d e ’s tricky id iom s— w e 
sh ou ld  feel the shakier. I

O f a ll her tw eeds and B raem ers, 
it is the bu rgu ndy su it w hich is 
m ost fa m ilia r  to u s, as Frances pads 
n oise lessly  in from  p ark in g  her R a l
e igh  in the bicycle shed.

B A R B A R A  C L A Y  I O N

T h e  first student to extricate  her
se lf from  the m ass o f bicycles, ja l 
lop ie s, and cars that clutter the drive 
o f M iss  F in e 's Sch ool at 4 p. m . on 
F rid ay  is B arb ara . L et the p edes
trian b e w are ! fo r B obby is in  a lather 
o f im patience to be  o ff on one o f her 
w eek-ends. E ver since the m em or
able  day w hen she obtained her 
d river's license she seem s to have 
been train in g  fo r  the In d ian apo lis 
S peed  C lassic . H e r  fa ith fu l blue 
D o d g e  has outd istan ced  m any an 
irate traffic cop, le av in g  him  only a 
c loud  o f exh au st to rem em ber her 
by. B arb ara  p icks her way, too, 
through the p itfa lls  o f M rs. A lb ion 's 
su rp rise  qu izzes, and  e ludes M iss 
H o w e ll's  attem pts to pin her dow n 
about K in g  L ear— w hen Bobby is in 
proper form  it w ou ld  take a veritab le  
D ew ey to d iscover w hether she really 
has go n e  over yesterday ’s assignm ent. 
W h en  not busy  gath erin g  antiques 
and other properties fo r  the school 
p lay, she can be fou n d  in the s. s. r. 
h e lp in g  less experien ced  classm ates 
w ith advice  about everyth ing from  
n ail po lish  to knitting.

— [ 10]—



THf.RF.SE CRITCHLOW
I f  there is a person  w ho alw ays has 

a cheery " H i ”  fo r everyone it is Tes- 
sie. T h e  school is g o in g  to m iss  it, 
fo r  sh e  has been gree tin g  us fo r  the 
past tw elve years. A lw ays calm , 
cool, and collected, she exerts h er
se lf  m ost in ath letics, her m ost spec
tacu lar feat be in g  to p u l  the b a ll into 
the basket ( fo r  T e ssie  is  T A L L ) .  
Sh e  can alw ays be counted present 
fo r  any school enterprise . W h atever 
excuse the rest o f u s m ay find to 
o ffer, T e ssie  g lid e s  up on the 'well- 
know n bicycle. She is efficient and 
reliab le  in everyth ing she does ( to o  
much so  fo r  the com fort o f  our 
French c la ss )  and w e already hear 
her h o ld in g  forth  in lan gu ages at 
college.

A D R IE N N E  C U R T IN

"P a ss  the pepperm in ts, p le ase ,”  is 
heard in tim e o f stress, and A drien n e 
produ ces the in evitable  life  savers to 
h elp  the co llectin g  o f  scattered  w its. 
A lth ou gh  she consum es them every
w here, there seem s to be m ore need 
fo r  them  in M rs. A lb io n ’s c lass, a 
fact w hich w e w ill let her exp la in  
and analyze as on ly she can. F or 
A d rien n e accepts noth ing w ithout 
a reason, but ju m ps into whys and 
w herefores— and she can usually  be 
depended upon  to convince, convert, 
o r convict. Sh e  is decidedly not to 
be quelled  by m ob rule. A t any 
tim e a fter n ine she m ay strid e  into 
school w ith a barely  au d ib le  "O h  
d e a r !” , m urm ur about icy roads, and 
fo ld  h erse lf into her seat, still p lus 
hat and coat if  she sees no reason 
to take them off. A d rien n e ’s  private  
conferences w ith M rs. A lb ion  baffle 
ou r curiosity . T h ese , w ith her m ys
terious w eekly v isits  to N ew  Y ork , 
lead  us to the conclusion  that there 
is much up her sleeve. W h atever we 
do not know , w e fee l safe , ju d g in g  
by all the w eighty tom es she reads 
w ith ease , in pred ictin g  that she w ill 
be am on g the m ore illu striou s of 
M iss  F in e ’s alum nae.
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LOUISE DOLTON
T h e  efficient g le am  in  L o u ise ’s eye 

as sh e  go e s  o ff  to p resid e  o ver the 
T u esd ay  m orn in g  Stu den t C oun cil 
m eetin g  fo reb od es no g o o d  to the 
qu ak in g  fresh m en , w ho n ow  s,ay they 
can ’t even try to pass o ff m ilk-of- 
m agn esia  tab lets as pepperm in ts. 
W h en  not qu ietly  w h isp erin g  w oid s 
o f adv ice  to som e errin g  un d erclass
man, L o u ise  m ay have been p u ttin g  
up an urgent notice fo r  the varsity
hockey w hich she so  ably  captained,
or, togeth er w ith  Frann ie , silently  
p ass in g  through  a  con vulsion  w atch 
in g  our prelim in ary  M ay  D a y  con
tortions. Y o u  m ay find her darin g  
"O h  M rs. A lb ion , le t’s d iscu ss” 
echoed by all in h istory  c lass, and
if it  is  agreed  u pon , her trium phan t
sm ile— one o f her nicest— encirclin g 
the room . O r she m ay be  .om fort- 
ably ensconced in her fav o rite  chair 
in the s. s. r„  her con versation  lang- 
in g  from  next w eek ’s h istory to the 
la test events in  the R ain b o w  R oom —  
w hen she isn ’ t recou n tin g  to ,a 
dream y-eyed aud ien ce her fo rth com 
ing p lans fo r  Septem ber.

R O S E T T A  E N G E L

A lth ou gh  R osetta  is petite  she 
proves that this is no liab ility  as she 
quick ly  w ends her w ay through  the 
h a lls . A lso  she am azes h er b ew ild 
ered team m ates in  bask etb a ll by in 
tercepting p asses in the m idst o f  tow 
ering  opponen ts. In  fact, i f  ever 
you w ant anyth ing done and  done 
right you are  referred  to M iss  R o s
etta E n ge l— there is n oth in g  she w ill 
not attack  w ith the sp ir it  and com 
petence o f a  tiny H ercu les. A  
startled  "O h , I ’m  so sorry, 1 really  
d id n 't m ean it ,”  te lls that R osetta  
has m ad e a  s lip  o f the tongue. A n d  
it w as m erely  a s lip , fo r  she is in 
very truth a  "g e n tle  la rk .”  B u t 
sp irit and courage, aga in , are  her 
characteristics. H o w  e lse, ;ve sh ou ld  
like  to ,ask, w ou ld  sh e  d are  d rive  
th rough  this tow n o f  Princeton  w ith 
a  D re x e l sticker prom in ently  d is
played  on her car?
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BETTY GORMAN

A IL E E N  M c H U G H

W hen  the Ir ish  sp ark  in  A ileen ’s 
eye flashes at that fe llo w  M arx 's  
queer theories, or she is scorin g  such- 
and-such a b ook  as "p ro p agan d a- 
b la h " , we sit back  to enjoy the battle. 
F o r  our gay  A ileen  is  a  w om an  of 
convictions and can uphold  them. 
She is a fo rtress o f w ill, too, when 
it  com es to g e ttin g  w ork d o n e ; but 
com e lunch hour, she can fo rge t the 
m ysteries o f the electrom agn et and, 
her m outh  a litt le  encum bered w ith 
bobby-pins as she ad ju sts  her black 
locks, relate  the escapades o f old 
H enry the F ord  or find som e one to 
ask "P le a se  le t's  g o  fo r  a  w alk— ah 
s p r in g !"  Som etim es the resu lt of 
the w alk , her pet chocolate ice cream  
cone, is fou n d  a lo n g  w ith her in 
the first-soprano vow in G le e  C lu b , 
w here, a fter su rrep titiou sly  dow ning 
the tip-end, she uph o lds her flagg in g  
section. A ilee n  is a m em ber o f the 
S tu den t C oun cil as w ell as ed ito r o f 
the Link , and she keeps up  besides 
an enviab le  school record w hich she 
is m ore  than likely  to m aintain  at 
Sm ith  next year.

W ith  a  b lu e  bow  tied to the floppy 
lock in  the m id d le  o f  h er foreh ead , 
Bets am bles in to Stu dy  H a ll, that 
o ld  French so n g  on  her lip s. In 
d u striou s in  her vocal stu d ies, at 
any sp are  m om ent sh e  m ay burst 
forth . A s she lays dow n  h er p ile  
o f textbooks p lu s  her cherish ed  v o l
um e o f K eats, sh e  has a far-aw ay 
look  in her eyes. H a s  sh e  a  new 
tale on  h er m in d ?  (A n y  tim e you 
h appen  to enter the s. s. r. and  hear 
"W e ll, you see, it 's  th is w ay ," w alk , 
d on 't run, to the n earest floor-space, 
fo r  som eth in g is  co m in g .)  O r  is 
she th in king o f a soph om ore  w hose 
d ram atic dues are  not in , o r o f royal
ties not yet p a id  on T o  M eet the 
P rin ce?  F or B ets  has been  G ran d  
C hancellor o f the E xch equ er this 
year, besides m an ag in g  the school 
dances. A n d  still her sch o larsh ip  
never sag s . A ll these lo n g  years it 
has not sagged — and she has been 
w ith  us since k in dergarten . N e x t  
year perh ap s w e 'll h ear o f p rivate  
con fabs w ith the p roctor at a W e ll
esley dance.

% s
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CATHERINE RODWELL
" T h a t ’s not A r t ! "  W h enever you 

hear this vehem ent statem ent you 
m ay be su re  that C at is arou n d  v a l
iantly  d efen d in g  its h igh est p r in 
c ip le s. She is the gen iu s o f the 
c la ss  a s fa r  as p ain tin g  is concerned, 
and her esthetic e fforts now decorate 
these n ob le  w alls. Sh e  can a lso  be 
counted on to deliver at any tim e of 
day or n igh t a d isserta tion  on the 
beauty of R upert B ro o k e ’s poetry : 
as sh e  puts it, " I 'm  the m ost rom an 
tic  person  in the w o rld ."  T w o  of 
C a t's  ou tstan d in g  cla im s to fam e  are 
her b lush  ( "P in k  su its us— we a l
ways try to keep to p in k ” ) and the 
b lon de hair that is the envy o f her 
frien ds. W hen  it com es to h istrion ic 
ab ility  sh e  is 'w ay out in fron t, and 
she m ade m em orab le  con trib ution s to 
the dram a in both P ride  a n d  P re ju 
dice  and T o  A leet the Prince. For 
anyth ing artistic , indeed, you may 
con su lt C at, fo r  to her truly " a  thing 
o f beauty is a joy fo re v er ."

JO Y C E  T A T T E R S A L L

"O h , I ju st po lish ed  this o ff in 
fo u r  d ay s,"  says Jo y ce  o f her new 
pu rp le , her canary yellow , or her 
new coral sw eater. W e, w ho have 
been p lo d d in g  a year at our sock, 
g asp  in adm iration . In som e o f the 
rest o f Jo y c e ’s leisure tim e, she can 
be counted on fo r  a candid  w ord  on 
a ll our current escapad es, w orries, 
g a ietie s , or p rob lem s, in the s. s. r. 
W e'd hate to adm it how  much good  
her fran k  rem arks m ay do us at 
tim es— alth ough  she sees our fau lts  
we love  her s till. She is  one o f our 
c la ss ’s best o rgan izers, and w ill stand 
up fo r  ou r rights in any situation . 
She can take hold o f any executive 
job  w ith  ab ility  and finish. T h is  year 
she w as head o f the P rogram  C o m 
m ittee o f T o  /Meet the Prince  and 
a lso  subscrip tion  m an ager o f the 
Link . F or all the tw elve school 
years she has carried  on w ith steady 
th oroughn ess. T h ey  say it is the 
qu iet w ho are o ften  the m ost m issed .



T h at rare  ability , the p ow er to 
g a u g e  the m ood  o f authority  and 
use it to advan tage, is p o sse ssed  by 
only one o f us, Betty Jo .  H e r  feats 
are u n su rpassab le . W h en  a  C h evro
let road ster com es up the fron t drive 
and parks there ( i s n ’ t there som e 
traffic ordin ance that says "P a rk in g  
in the rear o n ly " ? )  w e need look 
no fu rth er. A  m om ent later a trim  
little  figure, all o f five feet, topped 
o ff w ith go ld en  hair, clicks into the 
bu ild in g , loaded dow n w ith all the 
b ooks from  the H istory  R eserve she 
can carry, and w ith  a few  m ore su g 
gestion s fo r  costum es fo r  the school 
play. Betty  J o  is alw ays ou r co s
tum e m an ager, and she is p lann ing 
to carve out a career fo r  h erse lf in 
costum e design in g.

BETTY JO TURNER

E L E A N O R  W A R D

A t 4 :1 5  a lm ost any aftern oon  
passersby  m ay observe a d ish eveled  
blonde, c lutch ing a hat and ever so 
rqany books ( to  im press the facu lty  as 
w ell as the fa m ily ) ,  streak in g  dow n 
U n iversity  Place. D ign ity  is throw n 
to the w in ds, fo r  E llie  sim ply  m ust 
m ake the 4 :1 6 . C om m u tin g  to and 
from  N ew  B run sw ick  has becom e 
second n ature to E llie . In fact she 
finds it hard to study unless there 
is a gen tle  sw ay and som eon e in ter
rupts her w ith "tick ets p le a se "  at a p 
p ropria te  in tervals. A t first glance 
she w ould  seem  one o f the m ost 
com pletely noncom m ittal m em bers of 
’3 9 ; but just m ention P icasso , stream 
lined trains, and W o o d 's  new  H u d 
son, and you w ill ge t som e very 
definite op in ions. T h e  school w ill 
rem em ber E llie  as ou r s in g in g  star 
a t C an d le-ligh t serv ice ; her ren der
in g  o f "T h e  H o lly  and the Ivy”  w ill 
be m issed  by those that fo llo w  us.
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ANNE WELCH
A s the la st In term ed iate  clatters 

into A ssem bly  and the d oor is  shut 
to an im p ro v ised  ending o f H and el 
or B ach , w e are  reassu red  that A nne 
is in school. From  daw n  to dusk 
we hear her tr illin g  anyth ing from  
B erlin  to W agn er. O n any ordinary 
school day A n ne, as presid en t o f the 
G le e  C lu b , rounds up  rem ote fre sh 
men, rem in din g them  that they m ust 
"p le a se  have T h e S tars  learned by 
M o n d ay ," o r as L iterary  E d ito r  ol 
the L in k . trails ’s  M ille r. A fter  a 
Physics test, she assu res everyone 
that she can 't have passed  because 
she got 1215 .225  fo r  the th ird  an
sw er. A nne w as secretary o f the 
Student C oun cil last year and the 
star o f the basketball team this year 
W e sh all probab ly hear from  Sm ith 
w ithin  the next fo u r  years that the 
Lydia o f Pride an d  P re ju d ice  and the 
A n gela  o f T o  M eet the Prince  ha? 
hushed an aud ien ce  as C am ille , or 
unnerved them as H e d d a  G ab ler, or 
has b rillian tly  perform ed  her first 
piano concerto.

M A R G E R Y  W IL L IA M S O N

M argery  is one o f the fo u r Sen iors 
w ho have been lon gest in sch ool, 
com ing to us in the secon d  grad e . 
N o w  she is one o f M iss  S tra tton ’s 
latest Art A ppreciation  protegees 
Any m em ber o f this g ro u p  w ill know 
w ithout fu rth er in vestigation  that a 
w hoop  o f d eligh t fo llow ed  by other 
exp ression s o f v io len t app roval issu 
in g  from  the A rt room , third floor 
rear (p ro v id in g  atm osph eric  con di
tions are  fav o rab le  they w ill be a u d 
ible as fa r  aw ay as Study H a ll)  
m eans that M iss  S tratton  is show in g 
M a rg e  a new Cezanne.

W h eth er rush in g  m ad ly  around 
fo r  Link  ads, letting out her deepest 
croak from  the alto  section  o f G lee  
C lu b , o r d iscu ssin g  heatedly  w ith 
M rs. A lb ion  the lack o f justification  
in H it le r ’s latest m ove, M argery  is 
alw ays b u b b lin g  over w ith am ple 
go o d  hum or. She faces the w orld  
with vim , v igor, and hearty a p p re 
ciation. Sh e  w ill lik e  co llege  and 
co llege  w ill like her.
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ALETHIA WOODS
" I  h aven ’t the tim e to s tu d y ," says 

Lee, c lo sin g  her books and  g o in g  up 
to the s. s. r. to g e t in on the la test 
g o ss ip . O u r Lee  has a w eakness fo r  
sun -lam ps, w hich she con siders ab
so lu tely  necessary fo r  tid in g  over her 
sum m er t a n ; how ever, d esp ite  a ll her 
d abb in g  w ith Je rg e n ’s lo tion , her 
p eelin g  face  show s that she rides her 
hobby w ith a little  too m uch gu sto . 
Lee is fon d  o f h orses, and o ften  a p 
p ears in o vera lls  o r even in  her 
sm ooth  rid in g  habit— but som etim es 
we have our doubts about how  she 
spen ds these lazy sp rin g  a ftern oons. 
Som etim es, though , we have actually  
seen her in an energetic m ood , as 
w hen w ork in g on scenery fo r  the 
play, g e ttin g  advertisem en ts fo r  the 
Link , cuttin g out p ictures by the 
hundreds and pastin g  them in her 
A rt A ppreciation  notebook, o r  te ll
in g  us her thoughts on th in gs in a 
clear, stro n g  voice.
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Class Will
The Class of 1939
Sign below on the dotted line
Their last will and testament,
Leaving all to the Juniors, with sentiment:

C H Y N O W E T H ’s composure is willed on the chance 
O f curing Juniors of St. Vitus' Dance.

To Elinor Burgess: her night life (C L A Y T O N ’S)
In hopes that her holiday won’t be like Satan’s.

TESSIE CRITCHLO W  leaves to Ruth
Her promptness— much needed, to tell the truth.

From C U R T IN  to Guthrie, her charge d ’affaires:
May her teachers never give her a care.

To Munro: D O L T O N ’S memory for taking to classes 
All her belongings including her glasses.

Her prowess at baseball G O R M A N  entails 
To Andy in hopes that her game never fails.

E N G E L ’S reticence to Agnes Agar,
With which to profit near and far.

M cH UGH  leaves to Guthrie with sentiment 
Her magnanimous Irish sentiment.

SA LLY  JE N K S gives her business-like air 
To Phyllis Boushall: please handle with Care.

Some day when you hear a merry cry 
It’s R O D W ELL’S laugh bequeathed to Sly.

T A T T E R SA L L ’S senior-sitting-room leisure 
She leaves for Carol Furman’s pleasure.
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Agnes Agar again inherits—
This time TU R N ER 'S acting merits.

A N N E  W ELCH herewith remits 
To Frances Imbrie her scattered wits.

Her demureness is left by ELEAN O R W A RD  
To the entire rollicking Junior horde.

W ILLIA M SO N  leaves W illiamson (no relation) 
Her booming voice to quell the nation.

If Northrop misses California’s coast 
W O O D S’ sunlamp should help her most.

We leave the Senior Sitting Room—
And wish we could leave a mop and broom—  
And the envied privilege o f study outdoors 
All to you, Juniors— the pleasure is yours!
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CLASS CH A RT

NAM E

C h y n o w e t h

C l a y t o n

CRITCHLO'OC'
C u r t i n

D o l t o n

E n g e l

I G o r m a n

7—<
hJ
k>

Y  J e n k s  

M c H u g h  

R o d w e l l  

T a t t e r s a l l  

T u r n e r  

W a r d  

W e l c h

W i l l i a m s o n

W o o d s

SUITABLE SONG PET SAYING USUAL H A UNT PET AVERSION MAKES M EN TIO N OF

My Heart Belongs 
to D addv 

N ight and Day

Oh, 1 don't know "P rin ce to n  Inn

'That's not fit to N assau 
print"

Buying sweaters The N avy

Describing her new People who make 
clothes

Sweet Someone 
The Sidew alks of 
N ew  Y ork 

My Bill

There's Something 
About a Soldier 

I G et A long W ith
out Y ou Very W ell 
-—Except Som e
times 

I'm Bubbling Over

You Couldn 't Be 
Cuter 

You're Laughing at 
Me

If It's the Last 
Thing I D o 

Oh, Y ou  G reat B ig  ' 
Beautiful D o ll 

D eep in a Dream

You're a Sweet 
L ittle Headache

Remember

Heaven G in  W ait

'Oh, g lory"
Such tripe ’

"L ik e  so "

'I'm  sorry"

"Er sum p n"

"Tell you later"

"A  woman's place is 
in the home” 

"W hat a laugh"

"W ell, what's the 
news ? "

"M rs. /1 /b ion !”

"We have little 
wrens in our back
yard, too”  

"T ou jours g a i”

"I've  got something 
to tell y o u !"

"G u ess w h at!"

H er bicycle 
New Y ork City

H artford, Conn. 
Mercer H ospital 
A certain Pontiac

Any prom

M usic Shop 

"Priscilla"

Playing the piano 
Eating life-savers

Keeping appoint
ments 

Being quiet

Singing French 
songs

cracks about her 
driving 

Geometry 
Vacillating people

Monday mornings

G iving reports

Centipedes

Commons at supper
time

He; tation wagon Knitting

Trying to look im- Spiders 
portant

Eating ice cream Socialism 
cones 

G igglin g

Texas

The M eadowbrook

The piano in the 
music room 

Any shady spot

N ot being in the 
know 

Daylight Saving 
Tim e

Flat-heeled shoesPutting the top 
down on her car 

Telling it to W oods Commuting

England 

Her week-ends

Symphonies 
Her career

Operations

Margery

Forsythia

Math.

"My Ideal"

Her Canadian de
scent 

Orchids

Airplanes

Kelly Green

Castanea's

Practicing H aving her home- Archy and Mehit-
work in on time able 

A pple polishing Being called on in Her monthly bills
class

Sitting under a sun- Palefaces Convertibles
lamp_________________________________________________________
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TEACH ERS' CH A RT

M r s . A i . b i o n

M is s  B o ic f .

M i s s  D o r w a r t  

M r s . H a t h f . w a y

M is s  H o f m a n n

M i s s  H o w e l l  

M i s s  M i l l e r  

M i s s  S h i p p e n

M is s  S t r a t t o n  

M r s . W a d e

B e s t -R e m f m b f r e d

P h r a s f .

. . ligh t straight
through, (w ith a ven
geance) "

D  ja take your show
e r? "

"Isn ’t it lovely?”

P a s t i m e  M a k e s  M e n t i o n  o f  P e t  A v e r s i o n

Badminton "o u r latest book" N ew  Jersey climate

N o t e d  f o r  

Brown and white shoes

Pitching tennis balls to Her new Plymouth 
bewilder the serious 
freshmen
W alking Tom orrow 's assignment Tardiness

She wouldn't dare  to Tweeds 
tell us

. . then those elec- Commuting 
trons tear back and 
forth "
"D o n 't camp on that 
dotted note."

I.atest discoveries

D iscussing it with M iss W agner 
Rowley

"W h o did i t ? ”

"N o , I do not wish to 
subscribe to Esquire." 
"I thought I d like to 
read you a  little of 
this."
"Purely decorative!”

Seeing Intim e produc The seventh grade 
tions
Being the mainstay of C ape May 
T h e  L i n k
D iscussing our futures Current events far and D isciplining 

near

People who think M. 
F. S. is still the Prince
ton Inn
Altos who sing an oc
tave below the so
pranos
Them es under 200
words
Us ("39 )

V isiting the Barnes Last year's art class 
Foundation

Tell me in two w ords." T rips to France "Mon mari et moi . .

Post-Renaissance paint
ers
Interfering with the 
Student Council

H er understanding of 
the Aeneid
Her handsome husband

A certain ring (newly 
acquired)

"Conferences”

Her toleration of senior
classes
Her cheerful greeting

H er collection o f re
productions 
H er teas



With Gratitude 

For Her Friendly Interest 

and Consideration 

We Dedicate This Page to

MRS. DAMBRUN
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*  T h e  R o a d  t o  D a m a s c u s

The Roman roads were built to stay,
And where the cows now graze,
They still are there, though worn away 
By wheels of other days.

The grass grows thick, the grass grows green 
Between the rounded stones,
And where their chariots were seen 
Lie Roman soldiers’ bones.

But to Damascus runs a road 
As straight as when in all 
His sin and anger, down there strode 
A man whose name was Saul.

A g n e s  A g a r , '40

* *  P l a n t s  i n  a  N e w  Y o r k  W i n d o w  B o x  

Dainty leaves, thin petals
Drooping their heads towards the dirty streets below. 
Blue, red, yellow, and pink are the varicolored flowers. 
Some squat and stubby,
Some tall and thin,
All droop their heads in the hot July sun.
There is no water to quench their thirst,
Only hot, dusty misery.

*  *  *  *  *  *

A L i t t l e  N e w  H a m p s h i r e  T o w n

The rows of quaint old shops,
Bordered by giant elms,
The whitewashed houses standing in sedate solitude, 
The streets as clean as new-waxed floors,
The country roads where may have marched 
A giant army, bound for glory.

S y l v i a  T a y l o r , V I

L i n k  Poetry C on test
*  F irst A w ard, U p p e r School

*  *  F irst A w ard, In term ediate  School
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*  T h e  M a id e n  b y  t h e  P o o l

The moon shed silver on the still, black pond,
And the water-lilies slept,
And the goldfish slept;

There a maiden came a-gliding to the water’s edge,
And she wept,
And she wept white tears.

Her dark hair lay like a mantle on her shoulders,
And her white skin glimmered,
And her white skin glimmered 

Her sad song rose like the moaning of the wind,
And her long gown shimmered,
And her long gown shimmered in the moonlight 

M a r g a r e t  M u n r o , ’40

*  T h e  M o o n  H o r se

I said to myself,
' It’s nothing 
But raindrops 
Pattering 
On the roof.”

Hush, beloved!
The Moon-Horse is abroad. 
He is shod 
In molten silver,
And he gallops 
Through the sky 
T  onight.

1 told myself,
"It’s nothing 

But the moon 
Shining
In my window.”

L i n k  Poetry C on test
*  H on orab le  M en tion , LTpper School
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Hush, beloved!
The Moon-Horse is abroad.
His mane is plaited 
With starlight,
As he gallops 
Through the sky 
T  onight.

J a n e  C o o p e r , '42

*  B e r m u d a

The sloping beaches and their shells on either hand, 
The lovely flowers all in bloom, and on the sand 
The ocean playing, with the foam so white,
The stars all blinking in the sky at night.

Oh, as I walked along the little beach 
And saw the ocean, far as eye could reach,
A feeling crept upon me as of awe,
The things, they were so lovely, that I saw.

J o a n  W r ig h t , V

D r o w s i n e s s

Curling rose leaves,
Flushed pink, with yellow ends,
Catch the evening sun 
Sweetly, into a golden bowl.
Lazily they droop,
Heavy with sleep and scent,
And soundlessly fall 
On a dark gleaming table.

A g n e s  A g a r , '40

L i n k  Poetry C on test
*  H on orab le  M en tion, In term ediate  School
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“ U p at a Villa”

The doorway was empty. The stone courtyard lay bare 
and clean in the early morning sun. The shutters shone 
green against the white stuccoed walls, and there was no sign 
of life anywhere. In the distance the dull clang of a cow
bell echoed across fields still damp from the dew. Around 
the corner of the stone wall which cut off the kitchen gardens 
from the lawns in front of the house, a small cart drawn by 
two large dogs appeared in a cloud of dust. In its wake ran 
two brown-legged children who laughed and shouted at the 
driver. The wagon pulled up before the door and a slim 
young girl leaped out. Her heavy dark hair reached just to 
her shoulders and gleamed in the sun with every movement. 
She reached into the back of the cart and took out three sacks 
which she dumped on the grass. The pail of milk she lifted 
out and carried through the house to the kitchen at the back. 
The two children picked up the sacks and followed her.

The kitchen was large and airy, with windows which 
overlooked the valley. The girl was given a hurried scold
ing for not using the back door and handed a basket of lunch 
for her father and brothers, who were working in the grape 
vineyard.

She ran out the door and crossed the garden. With 
an easy grace she was over the wall and across the lawn to 
the grove of trees on the other side. She did not wish the 
children to accompany her. She wanted to have the walk 
to the vineyards to herself. In the woods the moss grew 
thick and soft. She liked the feel of it on her bare feet. The 
birds would sing if she did not startle them with a sudden 
noise. She liked listening to them. Tiny flowers grew be
tween the stones. They were blue and yellow, and some
times she found the purple ones she liked best. She spent 
as much time as she could there. She would run when she 
got to the road. She would run all the way to the vineyard 
and back again to the woods. Then she would have more 
time to spend watching the squirrels and looking for the 
plants that tasted so sweet when you crunched their leaves.

She never dared to stay as long as she would have liked. 
She knew her mother expected her to come back to help her
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cook and wash and tend the gardens behind the house. Some 
day, when she was a beautiful tall lady and was so rich that 
she could have anything she wanted, she would have a house 
high on a hill, and she would do nothing but lie on the moss 
in the woods all day, tossing pebbles into a pool under the 
shadow of a warm round rock where a fat green frog would 
be sunning himself. But now she had to hurry. There was 
so much to be done . . . .

F r a n c e s  I m b r i e . ’40

A d v e n t u r e  f o r  T w o

W e found a hill, one warm grey day in spring,
That magic hill we never saw again;
A small, round hill close guarded by a ring 
O f red clay road, left slippery by rain.
It was an orchard, and the trees were peach,
With wet, black trunks and branches holding high 
A lovely spread of pink, just out of reach 
O f anyone who might be passing by.
For one long second everything stood still;
The earth was silent so that we should see 
Forever in our minds that little hill,
Forever in our minds each radiant tree.

So when the world seems foolish, old and sad,
W e think of flowering peach trees, and are glad.

A g n e s  A g a r , ’4 o
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Aurora

It was an unusually cold day for Greece. Most of the 
people mumbled, as they scrambled out of bed, "W hat an 
awful day for all those court ceremonies!”

But not Aurora. She jumped up quickly and ran to the 
window. She shrieked with joy, which brought a maid run
ning. Oh, she had forgotten: all "their Royal Highnesses’’ 
would want to sleep so that they would look pleasant, feel 
pleasant, and act pleasant, thus gaining the K ing’s favor. 
Aurora thought, as she settled herself in her satin-covered 
bed for breakfast, how silly the would-be magistrates were 
to try so hard to be favorites of the King. He wasn’t a stupid 
man, and he liked people who were honest and frank.

Aurora was glad of a cold day because that meant she 
could wear her beautiful court clothes comfortably. She 
would be the belle of the court today! This weather would 
make the others depressed and she would shine in compari
son to them.

As she finished her breakfast her maid said that her 
tutor would come in a few minutes. She got up and stationed 
herself in her customary chair by the big window. O f course 
it was only proper that a princess should be well-versed in 
the folk-lore of her country. She thought it decidedly un
necessary to have a lesson today, but that made no difference. 
She stumbled a great deal, which was rather unusual, so that 
her tutor, a conservative, well-meaning old man, departed 
early, completely out of sorts. This left Aurora a little time 
of her own. However, she was too much excited to do any
thing constructive, and wandered aimlessly about admiring 
her room.

At last the time arrived for her to dress. It took three 
maids to get her into her clothes. There were three or four 
skirts, the top one heavily embroidered. There was a jacket 
of wine-colored velvet, with a matching hat from which 
hung a coil of pearls, like a thick plait of hair. The jacket 
and hat were embroidered, and then with all her jewelry she 
thought she looked wonderful.

The coach came and she drove off in the gold carriage 
with the King. How important she felt, smiling and waving
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to the cheering crowds! Then came a long, tiresome court 
ceremony. Between naps, Aurora managed to look the cour
tiers over and pick out a young man to flatter and pay special 
attention to. Finally the ceremony was over. She followed 
the King out, managing to wink at her prince, and once more 
they rode through the city, bowing and smiling.

Miraculously, TH E young man was seated next to her at 
luncheon. After finding that he couldn’t speak Greek, she 
told him lots of poems she knew, which would have been 
extremely boring to him if he had understood the language.

After luncheon she was sent off to be hostess to the 
women. She took them for a small tour of the grounds and 
later entertained them at tea.

Finally the rather dull afternoon was over and it was 
time to dress for the evening. This time she wore a lovely 
white gown embroidered with silver, a tiara, and a diamond 
bracelet. At the banquet she attracted attention by telling 
what that certain young man called "fascinating” stories. 
The wine was so good; the beverage which she usually had at 
meals didn’t compare with this. She didn’t dare drink too 
much of it, for fear of the combination of excitement and 
heady wine.

At last the climax came. The ball! She started it with 
her chosen prince. What a whirl she had! She decided that 
the most popular and the happiest girls in the world were 
princesses. But when her prince stammered out a proposal, 
in German, it made her furious. She called him, in Greek, a 
fresh young snip, and stamped off. He wandered around, 
hurt, calling women perverse, and got very drunk.

Several hours later she was in bed. How her feet hurt! 
Maybe being a princess wasn’t such fun after all. Her musing 
was interrupted by the arrival of the King. As he entered 
he said:

"Congratulations, my daughter!” and then they laughed 
very hard. "Y ou played Aurora’s part well. For a while I 
thought perhaps you were my daughter!”

Soon he left, and she cried a little on her spotless satin 
covers. Then she thought of her father’s small farm on the 
mountain, of her goats and of her family, and of the poor 
princess, who was so sick. It had been fun learning how to
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act as her friend would act if she were well enough to be at 
court. But now the lark was over and she was going back to 
the farm and Aurora. And she was going to teach the prin
cess how to milk goats, because that was her end of the 
bargain. C a r o l  F u r m a n , ’40

Conversation Piece

There were four elderly ladies on the porch, and one 
of the opposite sex. He didn’t fan himself, but unfastened 
his stiff white collar instead and managed to look rather 
rakish in spite of his three score years and ten.

The conversation turned toward the younger generation.
"Eating gold-fish and phonograph records never seemed 

to appeal to my generation,” snapped Mrs. McArdle, hurling 
the newspaper into Mr. Peabody’s face and presenting him 
with a huge headline reading "Younger Set’s Menu Consists 
of Fish and Records.”

"Probably the w e ll-b rou gh t-u p  young gentlemen 
wouldn’t think of such foolish things,” offered Mrs. Reginald 
Seymour Henley.

"Y ou can’t tell what this generation will do, or can 
do,” stated Mr. Peabody.

"M y grandson once ate a ground-up egg-shell,” said 
Mrs. Hankins. "A ll the boys at Harvard seem to do those 
crazy things. I ’ve never seen such a college for clowning. 
But boys must be boys, I suppose.”

"Y o u ’re quite right, Mrs. Hankins,” put in Mr. Pea
body to the side (definitely to the Harvard side). "How 
long has your grandson been in H arvard?” queried the old 
gentleman.

"H e ’s a senior this year,” replied Mrs. Hankins with 
pride. "I  don’t see how he managed to get through, with 
his pranks. But boys must be boys, I always say.”

"Certainly, certainly, Mrs. Hankins. After all, what’s a 
little humor in a college of such high standing? Why, it’s 
relief, o f course,” agreed Mr. Peabody.

M o l l i e  G r o v g r , ’41
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A M a i n e  R o a d

A little Maine road,
Dusty and old,
Full of ruts and rocks,
Leading nowhere—
W hat a lovely old road!

N ot new, not modern,
N ot a broad highway,
N ot level nor straight,
N ot banked just so—
W hat a lovely old road!

N ot traveled by rich,
Just traveled by poor;
N ot admired by anyone,
Just loved by the Jewel-weed—
W hat a lovely old road!

L e o n a  S c h u l t e ,  ’42

R o m a n c e

Harlequin,
Vain and showy,
Black and silver—
Moonlight serenade,
Rippling laughter 
Like a fountain plashing,
Intrigue,
Masquerade.

R e a l i t y

Harlequin,
Patched and faded,
Hatless,
On a shelf,
Paint besmattered,
Dirty, checkered,
Dripping sawdust 
From himself.

J a n e  C o o p e r ,  ’42
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Why the Tower of Pisa Leans

It is seven hundred years ago in the beautiful town of
Pisa.

The sun can be seen gliding out from behind the distant 
hills, its magic rays making everything burst into life. The 
steps o f the peasants going into the fields become lighter, 
and the buds open their sleepy eyes to see where this strange 
warm feeling is coming from. Soon the whole town is buzz
ing w'ith life. In one house we see Publius, the architect. It 
is a great day for him. He has been invited to a meeting of 
all the best architects of the town and is to help draw up 
the plans for a beautiful tower, which is to have a huge bell 
in it.

All day long, for many weeks, Publius works with the 
other architects; then finally they come to a decision. The 
tow'er is to be round and tall, taller than anything ever built. 
A place is picked out after much arguing, workmen are hired, 
and building material is bought. Construction begins im
mediately! Every day Publius goes out with his dog Caligula 
to see how nice and tall the marvelous building is beginning 
to be. The little dog struts around looking at the tower, 
then at his master, as if to say, "Isn ’t that wonderful! My 
master is making that!" He even licks the stones to see if 
they taste like his master.

Then at last the great day comes. The tower is a truly 
magnificent thing, standing like a sentinel over the whole 
town, the first to reflect the sun’s ray in the morning and the 
last upon which it falls at night. All Pisa is in a gala mood. 
Celebrating and merrymaking continue into the small hours 
of the morning. All through the feasting Caligula has been 
with his master. Everybody is patting him, doing all sorts 
of nice things for him, and giving him bones.

But finally he gets tired of all the noise and steals sil
ently out into the dark night, taking his bones with him. He 
has a grand time burying them all in his secret places. But 
he has one choice bone left, the best and biggest one of them 
all. He has saved it to plant under his dear master’s tower. 
It takes him ages to dig a hole there, the best hole a dog ever 
dug for the very finest bone; it seems to fill up as fast as he
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digs, but finally he pushes the bone in and runs home to go 
to sleep and dream.

The next day the sun pops out from behind the hills, 
but the strangest thing happens: it pops back again. Then 
it slowly peeps over the hill as if to assure itself if what it 
saw is really there. Sure enough, there it is. The beautiful 
tower is leaning to one side.

To this day no one really knows why the building is 
leaning over— no one outside a certain dog family, that on 
stormy nights sit before a cheery fire telling stories about 
their ancestors. There is one in particular they like to talk 
about, and that is the one who buried a bone under a tower 
and dug such a deep hole that the tower sank into the ground 
and ever since, for hundreds of years, has leaned to one side.

A n n e  R e y n o l d s  ’4 1

Grace O’Malley

Grace O ’Malley— from the name you might think that 
she was just any black-haired, blue-eyed little Irish girl. 
W ell, she was Irish all right, but not on ordinary Irish girl. 
She was an honest-to-goodness pirate queen— a feminine Rob 
Roy.

W e were taking a walk on lovely Achill Island one 
summer evening, looking for a deserted amethyst pit which 
we had been told about. When we finally came upon it 
there were some peasants stopping on their way home from 
milking to poke about in the exhausted gravel. They were 
very friendly with us and showed us some worthless pale 
fragments of the semi-precious stone. At that moment voices 
of fishermen far below on the water called our attention to 
the bay. The sun was just setting (or 1 shouldn’t say "ju st” 
because sunset lasts about an hour that far north), and out 
in the bay we could see a blue island. It was very romantic 
looking, with steep cliffs falling down to the sea and on top 
a rolling plateau. I could even make out what I thought 
were ruins of a castle or such-like. I asked a peasant about 
it, and then he told us the story of Grace O ’Malley.

Grace O'Malley lived in the Sixteenth Century on Clare 
Island. Her father was a pirate before her and used to take
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her out on some of his exploits when she was only a small 
girl. I can just imagine her bossing some big tough Irishman 
around with her father standing close by to be sure that her 
orders were carried out. She became queen when she was 
nineteen, and Spanish galleys laden with wine and silks 
were her favorite prey. Later on in her career she fought for 
England, and Queen Elizabeth invited her to Hampton Court 
and offered to make Grace a countess. "I don’t want your 
titles,” Grace replied. "A ren’t we both equals? I may as 
well make you one as you m e!”

W e didn’t have time to go out on the island, but if I 
ever return to Ireland I certainly shall, and shall visit Grace 
O 'M alley’s tomb in the ancient abbey there. As it is, I like 
to let my imagination roam on that blue island in Crew Bay..

A l i c e  H u n t i n g t o n ,  ’41

She Will Never Go

Yes, the funeral is over, and now the scoured kitchen is 
suddenly strangely silent and vacantly haunted.

But no, she is there yet, now hastily brushing a few 
straying white hairs from her worn but still beautiful fore
head, now, from habit, wiping her busy hands on her printed 
apron. My, just smell that strawberry shortcake! The wide- 
eyed pussy lavishly enjoys those scraps, too, even if she has 
to dodge a vigorous shove toward the door to get them. The 
farm-hands have gone back to work now; but the noonday 
meal is not yet over for her, for the boarders have not yet 
eaten, and she always cooks her best for them.

It is getting on in the afternoon and she hurries to tend 
her little garden. Soon she comes back into the house, her 
arms full o f fresh flowers for the table and new green let
tuce for the vegetable salad she has planned for supper.

W hile everyone is lazily enchanted by the sunset, she 
is happily planning a busy day for the morrow.

The whole community is mourning her, but she is still 
there, shoving the cat out of the way, then giving it the 
choicest scraps. That little Vermont kitchen will never be
long to anyone else.

M a r t h a  H e a t h ,  ’42
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A New England Legend

It is strange what town records sometimes contain. This 
story that follows, supposed to be true, has been in the 
records of Brookline for more than two hundred years.

Over two hundred years ago a young married couple 
lived by a wood near Brookline, Massachusetts, and daily 
the husband went into the wood to clear a place for the 
spring planting. Within a year or so a child was born to 
them. The man bought a dog which he taught to pick up 
the baby’s rattle and also to come home at noon and carry 
his lunch to him in the woods.

One day the husband went into the wood and as usual 
took the faithful dog with him. About ten o’clock that 
morning the young wife, hearing a clatter, looked and saw 
that the baby’s rattle had fallen to the floor. As she was ex
traordinarily busy, when she saw that the baby was asleep 
she did not stop to pick up the rattle.

A few minutes later she felt a sharp tug at her skirt and 
looking down saw the dog. She glanced at the clock and 
seeing the hour, said, "W hat are you doing here at this time, 
Boy?” When the dog pulled again, it suddenly occurred to 
her that something might have happened to her husband. 
She snatched off her apron and dried her hands, then turned 
to see the dog pick up the baby’s rattle. She whistled to him 
and then followed him to the wood.

Finally she reached the place where her husband was 
working to find that he had been pinned under a tree 
and injured. She got him out, and exclaimed, "M y, how 
fortunate that you could send the dog to m e!” The man, 
astounded, pointed under the fallen tree. There was the 
body of the dog— killed by the same blow that had in
jured his master. He looked at his wife and smiled indul
gently at her "im aginings.”

However, when they reached the house they found that 
the rattle had been gently placed on the sleeping baby’s 
cradle.

J o a n n f . S l y , ’40
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Pence 
Thi: B u d

A little bud 
Said to its leaf,
"Open up! Open up!
I am squeezed, so squeezed!”

M i l d r e d  F i n e g o l d , ’ 4 1

W r i s t  W a t c h  

Round and round in front o f the demure face the tiny 
gold hands run, trying to keep up with Father Time.

J o a n n e  S l y ,  '40

H er  H o m e  

The cool checked rhythm of her kitchen floor 
Reflected in her proud old eyes, for here was home once 

more. M a r t h a  H e a t h , ’42

A V i e w  

I looked upon the spacious sand,
A border of unconquered land.

M i l d r e d  F i n e g o l d ,  ’41

L o s t  K e y

Lost key,
Silver shining metal,
W ith each step I take 
I feel you watching, laughing 
Secretly. I s a b e l l e  G u t h r i e ,  42

15t h  C e n t u r y  P iece  

Pompous 
And unheeding,
In an endless salute,
The toes of My Lord Mayor’s slippers 
Gaze at the sky. J a n e  C o o p e r ,  '42

B r e a k f a s t

Eggs, toast, coffee, the morning paper, no time and 
no conversation. M a r g a r e t  A n d e r s o n ,  '40.

- [ 4 2 ] -



P a t c h w o r k

Meadows, patchworking themselves across the landscape, 
Are decorated by a cross-stitch of stone walls.

B e t s y  B r i g h a m ,  ’42

V i v i - A n n e  H u l t e n  

With graceful precision 
She makes her swift turnings,
Clad in shimmery rainbows of color.
There is no music
But her swift, sure cuts
And the whine of her skates
On the ice. C a r o l  M u n r o ,  ’42

T h e  M a n  W i t h  A n  E n d l e s s  J o b  

He stands erect and rigid, never sitting or sleeping. On 
his grey head is a large red cap that matches his shoes, cheeks 
and nose. His small eyes shine as they gaze in one direction 
only, and his thin lips are parted in a continual smile. His 
green coat never becomes spotted or dirty; the little dust that 
gathers can be brushed off with the flick of a hand. The 
short, muscular legs never tire from staying in one position. 
His task is to keep watch lest some breeze come along and 
be the cause of his falling over. This has never happened, for 
when the wind blows through the open windows he puts 
his back against the door and waits for the gale to pass. 
You've never met him, but let me introduce you sometime 
to our doorstop. C o r n e l i a  L e e ,  ’42

T h e  W h i t e  P e a c o c k  

Here stands a white peacock on this ancient marble wall. 
His grandfather belonged to the Rajah’s daughter, to please 
her as she cooled herself in a jeweled summer-house, which 
is now this heap of dirty stones, the jewels stolen long ago. 
His grandfather had been proud, he had disdained all the 
other peacocks in the garden; for from among them all the 
Rajah's daughter had chosen him to be her favorite. He had 
eaten from a golden bowl, and had worn a golden collar 
around his neck.
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This peacock belongs to no one, he pecks among the 
dirty ruins for his food; but he is just as full of pride as was 
his grandfather before him. M a r g a r e t  M u n r o , ’40

I l e -a u - H a u t , M a i n e

At last our ketch comes drifting quietly into port. It is 
a cold, savage day, so that the pines look darker and fiercer 
than ever against the rainy skyline. They surround us in a 
grumbling semi-circle, angry at our intrusion. Along in front 
of the pines steep, kelp-covered rocks protect the shore from 
invasion and conceal small crustaceans.

Far up one side of a hill a weather-beaten house stands 
in complete isolation, sending out comforting lights o f wel
come.

A small lobster-boat jogs comfortably on its anchor line, 
sparks of phosphorescence following each bounce of its hull.

From our galley the warm, appetizing effluence of lob
ster sends me scurrying into our cabin with a large plate, 
waiting expectantly for one of the lobsters and a small cup 
of butter. C a r o l  M u n r o ,  ’42

T r e a s u r e  I s l a n d  a t  N i g h t

Rising from the black bay water lies Treasure Island, 
tall and fantastic shapes upon it bathed in soft limpid lights, 
changing from hazy blue to misty lavender, to yellow-red. 
The colors drift down and disappear, distorted, into the 
swells of the bay. On either side, suspended in the heavy 
blue sky, the orange-yellow lights of the two bridges stretch 
from the water, enclosing the little spot of strange enchanted 
color. A l i c e  N o r t h r o p ,  ’40

D e s t i n y

The other one was better. I never saw it, but I know. 
The one I get is always worn, or chipped, or torn. I know. 
It happens every time. It’s not my fault, I do my best. I 
do not like getting used or broken things. But I was born 
under a star. So were you, but mine was different. It had 
only four points. The fifth was broken— lost.

F r a n c e s  I m b r i e ,  ’40
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Dramatics
L ast year w e estab lish ed  a Point System  w hich has been m ost successfu l. 

A ccord in g  to this system , a m em ber receives cred it fo r  h er w ork, w hether it 
is actin g  or m an ag in g  som e bu sin ess end o f  the produ ction . W h en  she has 
received a  certain  n um ber o f  po in ts  she is e lig ib le  fo r  an official position . 
A t the end o f the year the sen ior w'ith the h ighest num ber of credits receives 
an aw ard  from  the D ram atic  C lub.

U n d er the com bined d irection  o f M rs. H erbert M cA neny and M iss 
M ary E m m a H o w ell, so m e m em bers o f the fresh m an  class o f Princeton 
U n iversity  and our D ram atic  C lu b  presented  " T o  M eet the Prince” , by A . A. 
M iln e , at M u rray -D o d ge  H a ll on M arch 30th and 31st. T h e  w hole D ram atic  
C lu b  w as concerned w ith the play, and w ith the help  o f m em bers o f the 

Intim e T h eatre  m an aged  the entire production .
T h e  set fo r  " T o  M eet the P rin ce" w as d esign ed  by L uke B rid gm an  of 

the Llniversitv, w ith the assistan ce  o f our Scenery C om m ittee.

T H E  C A S T

Sim on  B attersby  .....       -.......  N o r m a n  A r m o u r  '42
A n gela  ................................................................................................. ........ A n n e  W e l c h  '39
Jen n ifer   .................................... ....................... ....................................... A g n e s  A ga r  '40
E m ily ......................................... - ..................................................................A n n f . G u t h r ie  '40

C aptain  Robert H o lt  ................................................................. .......  W a r r e n  F u l l e r  '42
Ethel H o lt  _______________ ____  _______________ _______ A il e e n  M c H u g h  '39
M rs. F aith fu l  ..........   -....................  C a t h e r in e  R o d w e l l  '39
Im ogen  F aith fu l ................................................          M o l l ie  G r o v er  '41
D octor A in slie  ....................................................................................  J a m e s  H o w i.e y  '42
Prince M ich ael ......................................................................  R o b e r t  K o r f  '42

Ja m e s  O liver .......       G e o r g e  C o n n e t t  ’42

S T A G IN G

S ta g e  M a n a g e r ................ ................... ........... .......................................  L u k e  B r id g m a n  ’41

H E A D S  O F  C O M M IT T E E S

C ostum es  __________  __________ _____________ _____  B f.t t y  J o T u r n e r  ’39
M ake-up  ............................................................        L o u is e  D o l t o n  ’39
P rogram s .................................... ....................................................... J o y c e  T a t t e r s a l l  ’39

P roperties ................................................ -_______________    C a r o l  F u r m a n  ’40
Publicity  ........................................................................................................ -  S a l i .y  J e n k s  ’ 39
Scenery ........................................................           A lf.t h ia  W o o d s '39
T ick ets  .............................     M a r g a r e t  A n d e r s o n  '40

U shers ___ ________________  _____ ____________ ______ A d r ie n n e  C u r t in  ‘ 39
\ C o r n e l ia  L e e  '42 

1 rom Pters ........................................................................................... | De i t y  J o T u r n e r  39

O F F IC E R S  O F  T H E  D R A M A T IC  C L U B

President ..............................................................................     L o u is e  D o l t o n  39
Secretary  .......................................................................   B e t t y  G o r m a n  '39

C ostu m e H e ad  _________________ _______ ___ B e t t y  J o T u r n e r  '39
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Athletics
The hockey season this year consisted of three games: 

with Kent Place, with Hartridge, and with the alumnae. 
W e were defeated by Kent Place in our first game, 1-0. 
This was the most exciting game of the season; it proved 
that although the team was young and lacked experience it 
knew how to fight. W e all went to Plainfield for the second 
game, and came home a victorious team, having beaten 
Hartridge 2-0. On January 13th, the day set for the final 
game, we had one of our numerous snow storms, but in 
spite of this, with the aid of a bright red hockey ball we 
defeated the alumnae 3-1.

In basketball we competed against an outside school 
for the first time in several years, and were defeated: Kent 
Place 39, Miss Fine's 8. W e had two other varsity games, 
one with the alumnae and the other with the faculty. Here 
on our own court we defeated both these teams, 12-46 and 
8-44 respectively.

After spring vacation, baseball and archery started. W e 
shall continue with these until the varsity games are over and 
the archery tournament has been won by another Robin 
Hood.

Varsity letters have been awarded for basketball and 
baseball as well as for hockey. This is a new system which 
has met with the approval of both students and faculty, the 
advantage being that it helps to maintain the enthusiasm for 
athletics throughout the year.

Exchanges
W e are pleased to report the exchanges we have made 

with various schools. As a number of schools were not 
putting out publications this year our list was reduced to a 
smaller number.

Blue Pencil— W alnut Hill School.
Clio— Miss Beard's School.
Dwightonia— Dwight School.
Junior journal— Princeton Country Day School.
Lit— Lawrenceville School.
Spilled Ink— Centenary Collegiate Institute.
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MUSIC . . .
4̂s You Desire It

W h atever you w an t in m usic  you ’ ll find on . . VICTOR RECORDS

T h e  W o rld 's  G rea te st A rtists are  on . . .  VICTO R RECORDS

A K ey to the T reasu ry  o f G rea t M u sic  . . .  VIC. TOR RECORDS 

M u sica l M asterp ieces and C oncert Series on . V ICTO R RECORDS

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

M A RIA N  A N D ER SO N , Contralto 
ROSE BA M PTO N , Contralto 
K IR ST E N  FLA G STA D , Soprano 
RICH A RD  CROOKS, Tenor 
JO H N  CH ARLES TH O M AS, Baritone 
A RTURO  TO SC A N IN I, Conductor 
LEOPOLD STO KO W SK I, Conductor

Hear these great artists on 

VICTOR H IGH ER FID ELIT Y  RECORDS

The eMusic Shop
68 N A SSA U  STREET, PRIN CETO N , N. J.

P H O N E  80



PRINCETON BANK

A N D

TRUST COMPANY

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

f

M E M B E R  F E D E R A L  D E P O S IT  IN S U R A N C E  C O R P O R A T IO N

i



F. A. Bamman, Inc.
W holesale and R etail G rocers

Distributors of

W H IT E  R O C K , C  &  C  A N D  C L IC Q U O T  C L U B  G IN G E R  A L E S  A N D  

M IN E R A L  W A T E R S  

C L A R K E 'S , R IC H E L IE U  A N D  K E L L O G G  C A N N E D  G O O D S  

B IR D S  E Y E  F R O S T E D  F O O D S

In fact anything and everything that constitutes 

an up-to-date grocery

til---

10 N assau Street PH O NE EX C H A N G E, 1282

■ - . - ■■ . .     ...   |



H. M. HINKSON
74 Nassau Street

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

!
Fountain Pens Gold and Silver Pencils

L , _  II

" ----  - 1   1 1 'i

ORREN JACK TURNER

M AKES PO RTRAITS

o f the

Better Quality 

at Reasonable Prices

112 Nassau St., Princeton, N. J.

T E L E P H O N E  780



E S T A B L IS H E D  1920 P H O N E  378

C H R I S T I N E

We happily serve you in all branches of 

BEA U TY CULTURE 

1 2  S p r i n g  S t .  P r i n c e t o n ,  N .  J .

' H

;(—  ■ • 1 '— -—  

"Prescriptions at Fair Prices”

A D A M S  & S I C K L E S
P H O N E  8141-8142  F O R

P R O M P T  S E R V IC E

West State at Prospect Street

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

-------■ ---......---- !-----------'-------------=

G. R. MURRAY INC.
REAL  ESTA TE

A N D

IN SU R A N C E

P H O N E  15

29 Palmer Square Princeton, N. J



ĉ fCercedes I N C .  V-tfouse 
beauticians

PALM ER SQUARE 

c(Dhe b e a u ty  (Renter o f  ‘ Princeton

T E L . P R IN C E T O N  2108

tlie sw a^er
33 w. s t a t e  —  t r e n t o n, n. j. 

Specialite de la Maison

C oats G o w n s Skirts

S u its  Sw eaters H an k ies

D re sse s B lo u ses L in gerie

Millinery

J



Sterling HDairy

P r o d u c t s  o f  Qu a l i t y

P R E S C R I P T I O N S ?

^ f j ^ i l c o x ’ s

o f course

Compliments

of

P r i n c e t o n  M o t o r  S h o p

Inc.

G E N E R A L  E L E C T R IC

The  
F arr  H ardw are  

Com pany

Hardivare and 
House Furnishings

P H O N E  67 138 N a s sa u  St.

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

T h e S tore  T h ey  T a lk  A b ou t

V i e d t ’ s 

Chocolate Shoppe

110 N A S S A U  S T R E E T

W here Princeton  M eets



l

D o n ’t Sw ear a t  T e ars

L et U s D o  It

Ĉene Seal flowers
200 Nassau Street Telephone 1043-746 

PRINCETON. NE1D JERSEIJ 
Cable Address "Flors"

S C O P  A ’ S
C l e a n i n g  a n d  D y e i n g  

i n v i s i b l e  m e n d i n g  a n d

P R E S S IN G

53 P alm er Sq. W  T e lep h on e  85

II

H arry  L. G uin n  C h arles J .  G uin n

[

T ren ton  Phone P rinceton  Phone 

3-0970 2167

G U IN N  B R O S Swedish Massage Studios

TAXI SERVICE B O D Y  M A S S A G E , E L E C T R IC  

C A B IN E T  and E X E R C IS E S

12 C h arlton  Street A ttendants fo r  M en  ,and W om en

P R IN C E T O N , N E W  JE R S E Y 246  W est S tate  S treet 

T ren ton , N .  J .

T e leph on e 70

- I

130 N a ssa u  St., Princeton, N . J .

C U M M I N S Prince of O range
108 N A S S A U  S T R E E T

8 S tockton  Street

•
•

T H E  G I F T  S H O P

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

P R IN C E T O N
T elep h on e  801



M argaret M cN ally
H A R P E R  M E T H O D  S C A L P  

T R E A T M E N T

M arcellin g  M an icu rin g

Perm anent W a v in g  F acia l M a ssage

F irst  N a tio n a l Batik B u ild in g

Entrance W ith ersp oon  Street 

P h on es: O ffice  431 R es. 1602

C om plim en ts

of

Rockw ood D airy

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

Phone D a y  or N ig h t  1200

P E A C O C K  INN
20 B ayard  Lane

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

T e lep h o n e  1707

H eerem ans Florist

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

144 N a ssa u  St. T e lep h on e  962



lr-=------------ -------------------------------------------= ' .....................

T e leph on es 72  and 73

C r o a s d a l e  &  E n g e l h a r t H. J .  F R A Z E E

Jewelers Sea Food Market
O ysters O pened  W h ile  Y ou  W ail

9 South  M ontgom ery Street
•

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

1 .

10 W ith erspoon  Street 

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

1

Z a p f’s H ardw are Com plim en ts

in corporated
of

•

130 N A S S A U  S T R E E T
H U L IT ’S SH O E

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

—il

Ii—

A  Princeton Lan dm ark C H E Z  M A R IE

R E N W I C K ’ S
Millinery

Coffee Shop

•
35 N o rth  W illo w  Street

66  N A S S A U  S T R E E T
T R E N T O N , N . J .

. ji



W ALTER B. HOWE, INC.

R eal E state  and Insurance

f
PR IN C ETO N , N. J.

94 N assau Street Telephone 95






