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M A R J O R I E  L I B B Y

L ibby  has been presiden t of the class for th ree  years— a real t r ibu te  
to  he r  abili ty. I n  this position she has very  ably m a n ag ed  the efforts of 
the  class in o u r  various ch ar i ty  drives.

W e  reg re t  th a t  she seems to take p leasure in quash ing  all o u r  im agina
tive efforts, since she alw ays has a scientific explana tion  for  any of V i r g i l ’s 
phenom ena. W e  have, how ever,  noted w i th  in te rest  he r  f irm  support  
of  D id o ,  and her  passionate condem nation  of the co n d u c t  of Aeneas in 
the  sam e work .  In  a rg u in g  w i th  her on this  w e  have found th a t  it is 
ex trem ely  ha rd  to  m ake he r  change he r  m ind  once it  is m ade up. O n ly  
once to  o u r  knowledge has she succum bed— we do not forget those vitamin 
pills ( fo r  n igh t  b l ind ness) .

She holds the position of V a rs i ty  fullback on the H ockey  team , a posi
t ion  w h ich  she has alw ays  played w i th  ex trem e vigor.  W h e n  she gets 
ready to hit  the ball the re  are  not m any, even am on g  the  m ost courageous, 
w h o  da re  oppose her.

L ib b y ’s fu tu re  is still  no t  clear— she has spoken of w o rk in g  as a recep
t ionist  or  a k in d erg a r ten  teacher.  B u t  w h a te v e r  she does become, he r  
realism  w il l  p ro tec t her  f rom  the flights of fancy the  rest of us are prone 
to under take .



G in n y  is noted espec ia lly for tw o  th ings—  
her  athletic  ab i l i ty  and her  p rom-tro tt ing .  She 
m ay  ha v e  read  M u zz ey  on the Spoils Sys
tem— w e dunno, bu t  she has  quanti t ies  of 
in s ig n ia  w hich  are  the envy  of  the class, 
along w i th  a la rge  collection of  pictures.  She 
has  also an infinite v a r ie ty  of  clothes of all 
kinds, and  as she a ppears  day a f te r  day  in 
something different, we begin to feel some
w h a t  s tunned.

On the athletic  field, she is unquestionably 
the best p layer  in w h a te v e r  she takes up, 
w he th er  it is tennis,  baseball,  or hockey. In 
fac t  the prospect  of a g a m e  of tenn is  puts  
her  in a very  e la ted mood, w hich  reaches at 
t imes the poin t of fana tic ism .

G in n y  is P res iden t  of the Glee  Club, and 
she w a s  personal ly  responsible  fo r  all the  a r 
rangem en ts  a t  ou r  g lorious w in te r  dance.  
H e r  decorations w ill  be a joy foreve r— w e ’re 
still sw eeping  pine needles u n der  the  rug. 
A nd  d u r in g  the  days  of the toasted-cheese- 
san dw ich  concession she p roved  fo reve r  her 
s te r l ing  w or th :  she not only b ro ugh t  her 
gri ll ,  bu t  she c leaned it herself.

SA L L Y  B C R T C H
E v ery  day  Sally a m azes  us w i th  a new bit 

of h earsay  and  a different sweater  and  skirt 
from her vas t  collection, w h ich  is the envy 
of us all. H e r  tales of  her  fa th e r  and A n n  
Bechtel ha v e  kept us amused d u r in g  m any
otherwise  dull  m oments in the  S.S.R.

Since this  y e a r  there  is no a dve r t i s in g  in 
T h e  L ink ,  he r  position as subscription m a n 
ager  has  been doubly ha rd .  T h i s  m ay  ac
count for her  f re q u e n t  query, “ Does any one 
w a n t  to buy a L in k ? ” She finally passed her 
d r iv e r ’s test, a f te r  tw o  unsuccessful attempts, 
and we all held ou r  b rea th  w he ne ve r  she 
took the wheel.  H ow ever ,  a f te r  a y e a r ’s ex
perience she has  p roved  herself  a good
driver .  H e r  tendency to blush at  the least 
e m b arrass in g  m om en t  has  a lw a y s  surprised 
us, since she seems to be able to m a in ta in  
a cool exterior before  the cam era  in any pose.

N ext  y e a r  Sally  goes off to college, and w e  
w ish  her  the  best of  luck and  a w eal th  of
people to serve  as audience.



M A R I E  F R O H L I N G
M a r ie  ha s  been in the school for tw elve  

years,  in spite of w hich  she has  never be
come monotonous— perhaps  because hers is a 
blithe spiri t .  A nd ,  too, she has  a beau tifu l  
a n d  g r a t i fy in g  fa ith  in he r  f r ie n d s ’ judgm ent .  
She has  been a s h in in g  l igh t  in the  Glee  
C lu b  for years  and  her  exploits on the hockey 
field wi ll  l inger  w hen  the present is but dim 
pas t  in ou r  minds.  She ve ry  ably  ran  the 
Scenery Com mittee  this y ear  and  last, be ing 
responsible  in  a large  m easure  for the b e au 
t iful  sets which accompanied both T h e  Cradle  
Song  and  A  K iss  fo r  Cinderella .  H e r  u n 
t i r i n g  energy in all fields, pa r t i c u la r ly  social 
fields, ha s  a lw ays  am azed  us. W e  know, 
however ,  tha t  M a r ie  w ill  a lw a y s  be the 
fr iend ly ,  f ra n k  gir l  she is, w h a te v e r  m ay 
happen.

C A R O L I N E  G R E E N E
Susie’s vagueness  has a lw ays  been a m at te r  

of considerable  exaspera tion  to the  members 
of  the faculty.  H er  exceedingly  free t r an s 
la tions of  Virgi l  h a v e  been known, on occa
sions, to affect Miss  D o r w a r t  in a ra the r  vio
lent  m anner .  W e  ha v e  even seen her  ch a l 
lenge Mrs.  A lb ion— a fea t  req u ir ing  consid
erab le  courage.

Susie is a complex cha rac te r— her four 
g rea t  interests are, perhaps ,  trains ,  Sonya, 
palm istry ,  and  . . ., and  her b u rn in g  a m b i
tion is to be even more  blonde w i tho u t  re
sor t ing  to the bottle.

Despite  all this, Susie is p ro bably  one of 
the most versat i le  m em bers  of the class— she 
takes outs ide  G e rm a n  lessons, plays the v io
lin, and  is very  able w i th  the  brush and 
palette. W e  know tha t  she w ill  make a 
novel and  in te rest ing  add i t ion  to the s tudent 
body at  Radcliffe next year .



"Y ou  know w h a t  I m e a n ? ” says Queenie  
at the end of a long dissertation, and, w i th  
all due  apologies, we must  say  w e  see a real 
necessity for the  remark.  Queenie’s v a g u e 
ness has  a lw ays  interested us— she flits f rom 
one thought  to another  w i th  the speed of 
light, leav in g  he r  bew ildered  l is teners  to fig
ure the  th in g  out for themselves at their 
leisure.

H e r  efforts in English  are, to say the least, 
unique.  W h e n  Miss  M i l le r  calls  on he r  she 
deposits her pencil in her  mouth, m ak in g  it 
v i r tu a l ly  impossible to say an intell ig ible 
w ord,  squ irms a good deal ,  grins,  says 
“ well ,” and “you know ” about six times, and 
finally mumbles  an inaudib le  a nsw er  into the 
pencil.  T h i s  policy is w ell  recommended to 
produce exasperation.

But  despite all this, she can  be quite  serious 
w hen  she w a n ts  to, and is exceedingly able 
w i th  figures. She han d led  the  cheese-sand- 
wich financial affairs  w i th  the skill of  a 
t ra ined  accountant  and is an exceedingly 
able subscription m a n a g e r  of  T h e  L ink .  In 
add i t ion  she is a mem ber of  the  S tudent 
Council . H o w e v e r  incompatib le  the  tw o m ay 
seem, vagueness  and  m athem at ica l  abil ity  are  
found together in  Queenie, m ak in g  a most de 
l ightfu l  companion.

N A N C Y  M O R E H O U S E
Nancy, known som ew hat  erroneously  as 

“Mousie ,” is both he lpful  and  efficient and  
efficient and  help ful .  W e  ha v e  visions, some
times in ou r  sleep of N a n cy :  d i l igently  c lean
ing  the S.S.R., solemnly a rg u in g  the fine 
points of  Lat in,  d e l ive r in g  h app i ly  an o r a 
t ion on the Brit ish L abo r  P a r ty ,  and  even 
p lay ing  the trombone. Not  only does the fa c 
ul ty s t im ulate  her  m in d  to thought,  as per 
c a ta lo g u e ;  she st im ulates  its m ind  r igh t  back. 
P rac t ica l ly  a T h i r d  In te rna t io na l ,  in fact. 
N ancy  is on the  S tudent  Council , is E ditor-  
in-ch ief of T h e  L ink ,  t reasu re r  of the D r a 
m atic  Club, and  on innum e rab le  committees, 
such as the  Assembly, the Social Service,  and 
the Fam ily  Committee.  M an ifes t  in  her 
works, she ha s  a s t rong  sense of d u ty ;  she 
has  also unbounded  enthusiasm  and a real 
sense of  h u m o r ;  it is pe rha ps  this  above all 
w hich  m akes her  a good fr iend.



H E L E N  O L I P H A N T
“ H ere  I am, you lucky pe o p le !” and Wiffie’s 

e xube ra n t  self comes s t r id in g  into  the S.S.R. 
W e  are  a t  a loss to say w h a t  we w ou ld  do 
w i th o u t  Wiffie, the best actress of  us all, on 
stage or off. Wiffie p layed the  p a r t  of  O l iv ia  
in T h e  V icar  of  W a ke f ie ld  tw o  years  ago, and 
this y e a r  she read the poetic in te r lu de  in T h e  
Cradle  Song.  But even w i th  th is  rem arkab le  
d ra m a t ic  record we all c r inge  when, in fun, 
she enacts the story of her  life. But once 
off the stage, Wiffie can be counted on to do 
the small  u n re w a rd e d  jobs, and  to do them 
graciously .

H er  energetic  re ad in g  is ano ther  th in g  
abou t  Wiflie  th a t  comple tely fazes us. W e  
open the door of  the S.S.R. any  noon, and, 
a m id  the  u p roa r  and commotion, there  she 
sits, ca lmly  re a d in g  a book and  m un c h in g  an 
apple,  con trary  to the p r inc ip les  of her  diet—  
d a i ly  resolved upon, da ily abandoned .  W e  
fu l ly  expect  Wiffie to c a r ry  out her  present 
am bit ion  to be an actress, and  w e  can  a l 
ready  see the g re a t  B ro ad w ay  l igh ts  b laz in g  
ou t  he r  name.

E L I Z A B E T H  R A L S T O N
If  at some fu tu re  da te  we run  across a 

picture  of Liz a d v e r t i s in g  Vogue clothes, we 
w o n ’t be at  all surprised  ; she is noted for her 
abil i ty  to w e a r  clothes well . In  addi t ion ,  she 
is one of those vastly  fo r tuna te  people who 
never  have  to w o r ry  about perm anents ,  some
th in g  w hich  the rest of the class (exc lud ing  
Olive  and Susie) envy  her  grea tly .

A l tho ugh  she’s no genius  w hen  it comes to 
spelling,  M iss  M i l le r  overlooks this  in re a d 
ing  her  rem arkab le  English  compositions.  U t
terly  u n a w a re  of the d a rk  g lances  a im ed in 
her  direction, L iz  blissfu lly sketches th ro u g h 
out her  classes. She possesses the a m a z in g  
facu lty  for c oncen tra t ing  upon tw o  th ings at 
one time. W h e n  c aug h t  d r a w i n g  on the 
pages  of her  m ath  book, she neve r  fa ils  to 
produce the correct  answer.

L iz ’s realis t ic  a t t i tude  has a s tab i l iz ing  in 
fluence on the o ther members of  the class, and 
we know th a t  w h a te v e r  she does, he r  real ism 
w ill  c a r ry  her  through.



T h e  S.S.R. is quie t  and all is peaceful  w hen  
the door opens a n d — L o ! the  Poor Ind ian .  
Olive , known va rious ly  as Shortie, Olivia ,  
and  Lo! is a joyous add i t ion  to ou r  class, 
w h a t  w i th  her  diplomacy, b ig  b ro w n  eyes, 
and w ha tn o t— above all, w ha tno t .  W e  do n’t 
know w h a t  we should do w i tho u t  ou r  able 
P resident  of  the  D ra m a t ic  C lub— a position 
held  t rad i t io n a l ly  by a m em ber of  the Schulte 
family .  Likewise we do n’t know w h a t  we 
should do w i thout  her  foolish g iggle  or even 
w i thout  her baby  talk, to soothe ou r  fe v e r 
ish w a y s  and rende r  humorous those inev it 
able  unpleasan t  s ituations which  occasionally 
do crop up. B u t  w h a te v e r  we say, we come 
back to this conclusion— th a t  the epithets 
which apjV to O l ive  a re  “comple tely in d e 
scr ibable” and "comple te ly  indispensable .”

B A R B A R A  S H E L D O N
“ W h o  w ould  like to buy  some Chris tm as  

c a r d s ? ” W e  look up and  there  stands our 
versat i le  Bobby, m a n u fa c tu re r  ex t ra o rd in a ry  
of Ch r is tm as  cards  and  themes like O sw ald ,  
the Rabbit . W h y  is it, we say, with a com 
pletely hopeless look on ou r  face, tha t  we 
c a n ’t also be a genius  and  w ri te  a rabb i t  
theme ?

I t  w ou ld  be impossible for us to describe 
adequa te ly  all of  Bobby’s activities— w e shall  
leave out p r inc ip a l ly  the social ones, for they 
are  the most complex.  She is a char te r  m em 
ber of  the so-called M iss  F ine ’s School Press 
B u rea u — an o rg an iz a t ion  which, each T u e s 
day afternoon d ispa tches  to the Packet  short  
art icles on the va r io us  act iv ities of the school. 
She ra n  the M a k e -u p  Committee  so ably th a t  
she w as  asked to do m ake-up  for the P.C.D. 
play. Her  d ra w in g s  of the rest of us ha v e  
decorated the w a lls  of the S.S.R. and have  
added  the D ign i ty  of  A r t  to its usually  d i 
sheveled appearance .  All  we can  say is, lucky 
B arna rd .



Jil l  is  w i thout  question the  quie test  m em 
ber of  the  class. W e  have  known her, h o w 
ever,  to b rave  the m ig h ty  tongue of Mrs.  
Albion,  which  shows she is possessed of  more 
courage  than  m an y  of  us.

Ji l l  sometimes a m azes  us— such an inte llect!  
She’s a positive  fu n d  of  knowledge, both on 
Physics and  Cali fo rn ia ,  and  is ou r  only no v
elist besides: in fact, be ing  ambit ious,  she’s 
w r i t i n g  a treatise on the  yo ung er  generat ion .  
N ot  easily  sw ayed  once she has  voiced an 
opinion, she has libera l  ideas  which ,  through  
the year ,  have  considerably  b roadened  our 
ow n outlook. She also takes a deep and en
d u r in g  interest  in con tem porary  life, e nv iron 
ment  a n d  w h a tn o t :  on any W e d n e sd a y  a f te r 
noon she can be found e i ther  d isc ip l in ing  
fou r-year-o lds  at  the D a y  N u rse ry  or  re ad in g  
one of  the m an y  books she finishes each year.

N ex t  y e a r  Ji l l  enters  Smith,  and  w e  should 
like to w a r n  the  Smith g i r ls  to be w are  of 
fo r thcom ing  competi tion.

J U D Y  T A T L E R
Last  w in te r  w hen  w e  entered the  S.S.R. 

( tem pe ra tu re  50°) ,  w hom  d id  we discover 
h a n g i n g  over the  ra d ia to r— w h y  Judy ,  of 
course. W in te r  w e a th e r  i n v a r ia b ly  found 
h e r  huddled ,  in any classroom, in her fu r  coat 
and  mittens.

But  despite  her fe a r  of low temperatures ,  
she has  never  been too cold to g ive  us some 
v e ry  en te r ta in in g  m oments in the S.S.R. Her 
abil ity  to describe  events  leaves us all some
w h a t  breathless, as indeed her  exuberance 
a lw ays  does. H e r  rocket-l ike rise in Physics 
has shown us th a t  there  is no keep ing her 
f rom  w h a t  she sets he r  m ind to. W e  ought  
to know— never once have  we been able  to 
m ake her  chan ge  an  opinion. T h o u g h  not 
the a thletic  type, J u d y ’s size makes her  an 
im p or tan t  mem ber of any tu m b l in g  or acro
batics  group. In  any  gym class she can  be 
found  perched on top of  fifteen o ther peo
ple, a rm s outs tre tched, com ple t ing a py ram id .

W e  are  a t  a  loss to p red ic t  J u d y ’s future .  
She p lans  to enter B a rn a rd  in the  fall .  (W e  
hope th a t  B a r n a r d  heats w i th  coal .)  But 
w h a te v e r  she does, we know her  tenacity  will  
b r in g  her  success.



T a r g  holds undisputed  first place as class 
humorist .  H er  tales of  George ,  her  spr inger  
spaniel, keep us in gales of laugh te r .  H er  in
structions to he r  fam ily  to chan ge  seats in the 
car  w hich  b e g a n :  "Let  f ro n t  sit  in the
pop . . .” have  kept us ro a r in g  since we first 
heard  them.

Despite  all this, we find T a r g  has  a serious 
side to her— severa l,  in fact . T h e  first is her 
presidency of the  Student  Council .  T o  see 
this, one has  only to sit there  and  m arve l  at 
her im perturbab i l i ty .  Let  the cu lp r i t s  say 
w h a t  they may, she looks them coldly down 
and sends them off to h a rd  labor.  T h e  sec
ond serious side is her  ath let ic  abil ity.  She 
is a ver i table  fiend behind a hockey stick or  a 
basebal l  bat, and  the only advice  we can 
offer is— get out of  her way.

T a r g » ^uture is still som ew hat  obscure. 
T h o u g h  she once p lan ned  to be a nurse, 
lately we ha v e  been able to elicit from her 
only  v a g u e  remarks on the  subject . H o w 
ever, and  this is her  th ird  serious side, we 
must  say tha t  she has the N avy ,  both Brit ish 
and A m erican ,  well  u n de r  control.  Need we 
say m ore?



S A L L Y  W E I S E R

T h e  gentle minde by  gentle deeds is knowne:  
F o r  a man by  no th in g  is so well bewrayd 
As by  his manners .

S p e n s e r : The Faery Queene



C L A S S  W I L L
We,  the class of 1943, be ing of sound and end urabl e  mind and 

m em o ry  and sedate te m p e ra m e n t ,  and being im bued wi th  the 
necessi ty of be q uea th in g  our  several  charac ter i s t ics  and posses
sions, be th ey  good or bad ,  to  those mem be rs  of the succeeding 
class who m a y  be in need of these com plem ent s  to  the i r  persons, 
do hereby declare and  publ ish this,  our  last  will and te s t am en t ,  
by which the  subsequent ly  described i tems shall  be del ivered 
according to the law to  the  indica ted mem be rs  of the class of 
1944.

Gir tv— H e r  speed, adroi tness ,  and  general  abi l i ty to cover 
ground on a ny  athlet ic field, to Ann Farr ,  in the  hope  t h a t  in 
the fu tu re  it m a y  inspire her  to  move wi th equal  agility.

N ancy— H e r  temper ,  kn ow n far  and wide as the fire of the  
class of ’43, an a ll -consuming blaze of mul t ip le  opposi t ion,  to 
Jul ie Lee, t h a t  she m a y  bu rn  wi th like fury and concent ra t ion .

Targ— H e r  knowledge of the field of physics,  kn own t h r o u g h 
out  the  class, to  Eleanor  Van dew ate r ,  for all th e  good it m ay  do 
her.

Ltbby and Jill— T h e  difference between L ib by  and Jill, the one 
being of a noisy and de t erm ined t e m p e r a m e n t  acce n tua t ed  by  a 
realistic a t t i t u d e  to wards  all things intel lectual ,  and  the  o ther  of 
a sedate  and  serene tu rn  of mind,  to the  Jolliffe twins,  in the 
hope t h a t  the  fu ture  will m a r k  each of t h e m  indelibly and the 
cu rr en t  confusion be t h e re b y  avoided.

Ju d y— H e r  sense of humor ,  wi th  its abi li ty to  l ighten the a t 
mosphere  in the  S.S.R., to  Consuelo Ku hn ,  in the  hope  t h a t  she 
may m a in ta in  an effervescent qual i t y  in the air of the  Senior 
abode.

Olive (be in g  of an infanti le tu rn  of mind which manifes ts  itself 
on occasions of note  in the  gibberish of the youn ge s t  genera t ion 
(i.e., bab y  t a l k ) ) — H e r  abi l i ty to g ibber  a t  odd moments ,  to  
Valerie W i n a n t ,  for the  benefi t  of the i r  Br i tannic  Majest ies and 
subjects.

Sally— H er  skirts,  be ing of an unusua l  he ight  f rom the floor, 
to Helen Ca n no n ,  t h a t  th ey  m a y  encourage  her,  in the  future,  
to gu ar d  less zealously the  beauties  of her  figure.



Queenie— H er  vagueness,  wi th its a t t e n d a n t  eye-roll ing,  leg- 
twis ting,  y o u - k n o w - w h a t - I - m e a n ’s to Elean or  Van de w ate r ,  her 
need for the above being eve rywhere  app arent .

Liz— H er  abi l i ty in the  field of Lat i n ,  where in Caesar,  Cicero, 
et al., have  succumbed ,  to  E le an or  Wilson,  in the  full realizat ion 
of her  need for it.

Susie— H e r  handwri t ing ,  being of a ch a r ac te r  exotic and beguil
ing, to  Helen Ca n no n ,  t h a t  she m a y  not  con t inue  to  suffer from 
undu e  s impl ic ity of style.

W iffie— H e r  ac t ing  abi l i ty  and general  exuberance ,  to Jul ie 
Lee, in the hope t h a t  these quali t ies m ay  cont i nue  to flourish 
in M.F.S .

Bobbie— H er  abi li ty to  wri te  an English composi t ion  of u n 
usual quali t ies,  and mos t  especially wi th  the  ch a r m  of her  comp, 
on Oswald,  the  Rab bi t ,  to  Je a n  MacAl l is ter ,  t h a t  next  ye a r  she 
too m a y  bask  in the r epu ta t io n  of senior l i te rary  celebri ty.

M arie— H er  sereni ty and ca lm good humor ,  to  Helen Canno n,  
to ease the trials and  t r ibula t i ons  of all fu ture  offenders of 
justice.

Class— Article I — T h e  best  wishes of all to  G in n y  Spicer,  in 
the hope  of a speedy recovery.

Class— Article I I — O u r  humble  apologies for a ny  inconven
ience or  d i s turbance  we m a y  in adv e r t en t l y  ha ve  caused  in the  
course of our  debates  on the condu ct  of the class, to  the  facul ty,  
especially Miss D o rw a r t  and Miss Miller.

In wi tness  whereof  we do herewi th affix ou r  seal to this docu
ment ,  in absolu te  defiance of all the  s ta t u te s  of these  Uni t ed  
Sta tes ,  on this the  four th  d ay  of Jun e ,  the ye a r  of ou r  Lord 
n ine teen hu nd re d  and for ty- three .



C L A S S  S T A T I S T I C S
P re t t ie s t  ...................................................................................  L ibby,  Mar i e
Best  Figure .................................................................................................  Liz
Pre t t ie s t  h a n d s .....................................................................................  Olive
M os t  p o i s e d  Wiffie, Olive
Best actress on s t a g e ...............................  Wiffie
Best  actress off s t a g e ............................................................................ Wiffie
Most  p o p u l a r .............................................................. L ibby,  T a rg ,  Mar i e
P r o m - t r o t t e r .............................................................................................G inn y
Firs t  marr ied ........................................................................................ G inn y
Biggest t i n t .............................................................................. Susie, Ginn y
N e a t e s t ........................................................................................J u d y ,  Wiffie
Best sense of h u m o r  Jud y ,  T a r g
Mo s t  g e n e r o u s  N a n c y ,  T a rg ,  Queenie
M o s t  o r i g i n a l ..........................    B obb y
Noisiest  ...................................................................................................  L ibby
Class o ra to r  ..........................................................................................  N a n c y
M os t  a r t i s t i c ............................................................................................... Susie
Most  a th let ic  .........................................................................  Ginny,  T a r g
M o s t  a m b i t i o u s ......................................................................................N a n c y
Best n a tu red  .............................................................................................M ar ie
Sweetes t  ........................................................................................ Mar ie,  Jill
F r i e n d l i e s t ................................................................................ Olive, Bobby
Biggest  b l u s h e r ...........................................................................................Sally
Most  i n n o c e n t ............................................................................ Queenie,  Jill
Looks it .................................................................................................... Susie
Shor tes t  s k i r t s .............................................................................................Sally
M o s t  e f f i c i e n t ....................................................................... N an cy ,  Queenie
M o s t  s tudious  ..........................    JiU
M o s t  t a c t f u l ............................................................................................... Olive
F ran k es t    J u d y ,  Queenie
Mo s t  curious ..........................................................................................  Sally
Big Three

R e a l i s t ........................................................................................Liz
Ideal i st  ............................................................................  Bobby
O p p o r t u n i s t ........................................................................L ib by



C L A S S C H A R T
NAM E PET SAYING H A U N T SONG

MAKES 
M ENTION o f NOTED FOR PEEVE WORST FAULT

G i n n y Hey, fe llas! Sp r in g  Lake Says M y  H e a r t A i r  Corps Dimples W a s h in g
dishes

T en a c i ty

J  u d y I ’m a nervous 
wreck.

T .C .C . T h e  L ady  in 
Red

Dopey H um o r Nick Frankness

O l iv e A w , kids! T e n n is  Court M y B u d d y Lonie N atu ra l ly  
curly  ha i r

Glasses Baby talk

T a r g My, bu t  it  w a s  
poignant.

W estpor t Oh, Joh nny Family Nautica l
knowledge

E a r ly  r is ing Being  president 
of the Student 
Council

L ib b y Aeneas w a s  a 
ra t !

T o d d le  House Lovely to Look 
A t

M othe r Her fingernails A. D. P u t t in g  things 
off

N a n c y Oh m y g o s h ! T h e  P layhouse T h i s  Is  No
L au g h in g
M a t te r

M adison Abili ty K. T em p e r

S a l l y Hey, listen, 
kids.

T e lep hone Little Sir 
Echo

H er  fa the r Blushing Tests E labora tion

S u s ie W ell ,  he w a s  
ve ry  att rac tive .

T r a i n s O ut  of  T h is  
W o r ld

Sonya Blond h a i r Being kidded Vagueness

J il l Hi! L ib ra ry Not So Quiet,  
Please

C a li fo rn ia H e r  novel Being  called 
Jan e

Silence

Q u e e n i e You know w h a t  
I  mean.

Movies Do I W o r ry ! M a rg a te Preparedness No Special 
One

Obst inacy

W lF F IE H ere  1 am, you 
lucky people.

Ice Box Deep in the 
H e ar t  of  T e x a s

Elkins,  Sandy, 
T r i t

Eves H e r  w eigh t A cting

L iz You know. R a lp h ’s Sand in M y  
Shoes

N o rm a n d y
Beach

Good cracks Ch ain  Letters H a n g in g  her 
head

B o b b y Yes, bu t  . . . Beside a vie G iv e  M y  R e
g a rd s  to 
B ro ad w ay

Cynthia Cartoons H am le t Polit ical  Views

M a r ie H a v e  a good 
time.

Z ave l le ’s Y ou 're  a 
Sweetheart

Joe Versatile  h a ir
do’s

None D a y  d re a m in g

C l a s s Q uit  pushing. S.S.R. W h y  D o n ’t 
You Do Righ t

W eek-ends In d iv id u a l i t y W o rk N o n e !







Thi s  ye a r  The L ink  is awa rding  its prize for po et ry  in th e  
Midd le  School to  Angel ine Fleming,  Class V, for her  poem, 
“ Som eday .” T he re  is no award  for prose in the  Midd le  School. 
In the  U p p e r  School bo th  awards  go to  J o a n  W r ig h t  ’46, for 
her  poem “ T h o u g h t s  of Y o u t h ” and for her  prose composit ion,  
“ C h e r r y  Lol l ipop.” Second place in th e  prose contes t  goes to 
B a r b a r a  Sheldon ’43, for “ Ben ny  W as  a G r e a t  A m er ican ,” while 
th i rd  place goes to  K a the r in e  H a r p e r  ’46 for her  composi t ion 
“ At  C h a t e a u  Fil lerval .”

T h e  edi tors are grateful  to  Mrs.  Adai r  for her  kindness in 
ju dg ing  the entries.

T H O U G H T S  O F  Y O U T H
W h en  I was yo u n g  I did not know of D ea th .
T h e  stiff, s t r e tched robin in the frozen field 
W a s  all I saw, and  buried h im  wi th  tears  
I n  the p ink  box which once had held a bracelet .
I said a p r a y e r  and  touched the m o u n d  of ear th ,
A n d  th en  forgot.  T h e  e m p t y  winds blew on 
An d su m m e r  cam e and he was dust ,  the  th ing  
W hic h  once had  sung.
T h e  t r u m p e t ’s blare and  s t r a ig ht  men m arc h in g  past ,
T h e  gilt  edged ba n ne r  and  the  rous ing d rum  
Were  W a r  to  me. T h en ,  Indi a  was a na m e;
T h e  sea was blue;  there  were no tears.  T o  me 
T h e  sun and s tars  rema ined above  m y  world,
An d no one ever  died. H ea r t s  ceased in bed,
An d no t  on some far  shore in c ry ing  pain;
T h e  wa te rs  ran in peace and were not  red.
D ea th  was so vas t ,  so far  away  and dim,
I t s face was  ghos t ly  and its form a blur.
I did n o t  kn ow  the  m urderous  D e a th  t h a t  came 
W i th  tr icks  and wiles and  b loody ha n ds  to  capture ,
T o  laugh a laugh t h a t  had  no sound of glee,
B u t  m o th e r s ’ tears.  N o w  D e a t h ’s a sha rper  thing:
In years to come,  when I m u s t  dull its pain,
I shall be h a p p y  for m y  childish thoughts .

J O A N  W R IG H T  ’46



S O M E D A Y
Ov er  the  meadows,
Over  th e  lawn,
D own to the  val ley 
W e ran a t  dawn.

T o  spread  the  word of sorrow,
D own to  the  val ley we tore,
T o  spread  t h a t  word  of sorrow,
T o  spread  t h a t  word  of war.

T o  th in k  t h a t  in t h a t  val ley 
J u s t  a li t t le while before 
T h  ere had  been peace and happiness  
Before was men t ion ed  war.

W h a t  h ad  ha ppe ned  
W as  as plain as could be,
F o r  even th e  animals 
Seemed to see.

Even  the  flower 
Began to droop,
And th e  li t t le boy 
Ceased p l ay  wi th  his hoop.

D o w n  f rom the sky 
T h e r e  cam e our  foe,
Zoomed over  the maple  grove 
Row on row.

Som ed ay over  th e  meadows,
O v er  the lawn,
Do wn  to  the va lley 
We' l l  run  a t  daw n

T o  give every  mother ,
F a t h e r  and niece 
T h e  golden message,
E te r n a l  Peace.

A N G E L IN E  F L E M I N G ,  GRADE V



C H E R R Y  L O L L I P O P
T a d d y  p u t  her  toes outs ide  of the covers experimenta l ly .  I t  

was p r e t t y  cold. She pulled th em  in again and tu rn ed  over. 
T h e n  the  shrill blast  of her  sister S u s a n ’s a la rm-clock  rang in 
her  ears. Well,  if Susan  was  awake she had  be t t e r  get  up too. 
She was glad it was cold: she could wear  her  new w in te r  dress. 
She p u t  on her  underc lo thes  un d e r  the covers to keep warm.  
T h e n  she w en t  to  th e  closet and got  the  dress down. She pulled 
it over  her  head.  W h e n  she had  bu t t o n e d  it she looked a t  h e r 
self in the  mirror.  She h ad  to s ta n d  on  a cha i r  to  see the  b o t 
tom. I t  came jus t  below her  knees. H e r  m o t h e r  would  th ink  
it was too long, b u t  it seemed jus t  r ight to her.  Grow n up and 
dignified. Sui ted  to  a person of nine.

She knocked at  Sus an ’s door. Susan was ve ry  pa r t ic u l ar  about  
people’s knocking.

“ Co m e in,” Susan said, and  she sounded ve ry  lazy and poetic.
T a d d y  w en t  in. Susan  was s i t t ing  on th e  edge of the  bed in 

her  slip, p u t t i n g  on her  stockings.
T h e r e  was  a book on the  table.  T a d d y  picked it up. I t  was 

called “ M i l to n ’s Poem s.”
“ Be careful  of t h a t , ” said Susan,  “ it isn’t mine .” T h e n  she 

began to  read ou t  of it:
“ ‘Ye flaming powers  and winged warr iors br ight ,  t h a t  erst  

wi th  music and t r i u m p h a n t  song . . .’ T h a t  is beauti ful ,  T a d d y ,  
bu t  yo u  w o u ld n ’t un d e r s ta n d .”

She p u t  it ba ck  on the  tab le .  T h e n  she p u t  her  shoes on.
“ Loo k!” said T a d d y .  She poin ted to  th e  wail.
Ther e  was  a wasp  on the  wall. Susan ha te d  wasps.  She sh u d 

dered as she squ ashed it wi th  the edge of her  book and wiped it 
off wi th  her  handkerchief .  I t  left a s tain on th e  wall. T a d d y  
wondered  if her  m o t h e r  would be mad.  Susan examined the 
wasp.

“ I wonder  if I broke its leg. A n y w a y  I cu t  its th r e a d . ” She 
smiled.

“ W h a t  t h r e a d ? ”
“ T h r e a d  of Life,” said Susan briefly.
“ O h .” T a d d y  kicked the  bedpost .  She always  felt e m b a r 

rassed when Susan ta lked  like tha t .
Susan p u t  on her  dress and  th ey  wen t  downstai rs .  Mrs.  

W a lke r  looked up  and smiled.



“ Hello,  girls. Y o u ’re late. Y o u r  f a th e r ’s gone. T a d d y ,  t h a t  
dress is much too long, and yo u  kn ow  t h a t  yo u m u s t n ’t  we a r  it 
un ti l  school s tar t s.  Go  s t r a ight  up  and change  it a f te r  b r e a k 
fast! P u t  on yo u r  blue cot ton .  W e ’re going to  bu y  you some 
shoes this morning .”

“ M u m m y ,  i t ’s cold.”
“ No,  it isn’t. T a d d y ,  last  April you cou ldn ' t  wa i t  to  get  into 

s u m m e r  clothes,  and  now you w a n t  w in te r  to  come.”
“ W h y  was t h a t ? ” t h o u g h t  T a d d y .  “ W h y  did t h a t  always 

h a p p e n ? ”
She began to  dr ink  her  orange juice, sh u t t i n g  her  tee th  so t h a t  

th e  pieces of orange cou ld n ' t  get  pas t .  T h e n  she ate  th e  pieces 
wi th  her  spoon. T h e  cereal was oa tmeal .  She covered it th ick ly 
wi th  sugar  so t h a t  she w o u l d n ’t tas t e  it. I t  was  very  lumpy. 
She gulped it down and hurr ied  upstairs.

She p u t  on her  blue  dress. I t  was a li ttle t i gh t  a round the 
neck. M a y b e  if she held her  neck stiff her  m o t h e r  would  notice 
and let her  we a r  her  w in t e r  dress.

W h e n  she we n t  downsta i rs  her  m o t h e r  d i d n ’t  notice.  Ins tead  
she said,

“ Co m e on, T a d d y .  G e t  in the car .”
W h e n  th ey  wen t  in to the  shoe store Mr .  M y e rs  came up  to 

th em ,  smil ing too p leasant ly ,  as he always did.
“ Good morning ,” said Mrs .  Walker ,  “ I w a n te d  to  look at  some 

w in te r  shoes for T a d d y . ”
“ Oh yes indeedy.” . . .
T a d d y  sat  down. Mr .  Myers  placed her  foot on a bench.

“ M y,  my,  very  wide feet .” He  took a box of shoes f rom a pile.
“ The se  are called Girl  Scout  Shoes. Ve ry  durable,  and t h a t ’s 
i m p o r t a n t  these day s .”

T a d d y  felt silly. She w a s n ’t  a girl scout.  She d i d n ’t w a n t  
to w'ear Girl Scout  Shoes.

“ I th in k  m ayb e  rub ber  soles would be be t te r ,” said her  mother ,  
“ since we can get only one pa i r .”

He b r ou gh t  ou t  a no th e r  pa i r  and  tr ied one on her  foot.
“ G e t  up and walk around,  dear ,” said Mr.  Myers.
T a d d y  looked at her  m o t h e r  for approval.
“ G o  on,” Mrs.  W a l k e r  said.
T a d d y  walked up and down th e  aisle. T he re  was  a boy across 

the  room who ke p t  s ta r ing  at  her  and sort  of giggling.
“ I th ink  these will be fine,” said Mrs .  Walker ,  feeling T a d d y ’s 

toes.



“ C a n  I we a r  t h e m ? ”
“N o,  save th e m  for school. Yo u c a n ’t  use y o u r  coupons ju s t  

for p l ay .”
T a d d y  took the package  and stood looking expectant .  Mr .  

M y er s  dove his han d  in to his pocke t  and  b rou gh t  ou t  a red 
lollipop.

“ T h a t ’s for being a good girl,” he said.
“ T h a n k  yo u ,” answered Tad d y .
She t h ou gh t  it was ve ry  nice of Mr .  M y er s  to  give people 

lollipops, b u t  somehow she a lways  got  a cher ry  one. She ha te d  
cherry  lollipops. O t h e r  people got  orange,  even  green ones. 
W h en  Susan we n t  wi th her  somet imes  she could contr ive  to 
t rade ,  but  th is  t ime  she would have  to  ea t  the  red one.

W h e n  th e y  got  home  Willie S immons  was prac t ic ing  marbles  
on his f ront  walk.  He looked across the  fence wi th m o m e n t a r y  
interest .

“ W h ere  ’ja  get  the  lol ly?” he asked.
“ M y e r s ’. D o n ’t you wish y o u ’d come wi th m e ? ”
“ N o , ” he said, “ ’snot  w o r t h  it. I d o n ’t care.”
He wen t  on shoot ing th e  marbles.
T a d d y  w a tch ed  h im for a li ttle while,  th en  she wen t  out  back  

of he r  house.  Susan was reading  a magazine  on  the  bac k  porch.
T a d d y  remembered  the  wasp  on the  wall. She wondered  if 

her m o the r  had  found it yet .
She felt a l i t t le mad  ab o u t  the red lollipop. She bi t  it and 

chewed it up.  T h e n  she w en t  over  behind  Susan  and s tuck the  
st ick in her  hair.  Susan tu rn ed  ar ound ferociously.

“ Stop  t h a t ! ” she shouted .
“ I ’m sorry ,” said T a d d y .
“T h a t ’s no excuse. W h y  do you always  annoy people,  you 

fat  li t t le s tupid? W h y  do yo u always t a g  af ter  me? Y o u ’re 
no th in g  b u t  a fat  bar ba rou s  p ig!”

T a d d y  c lu mped down th e  steps. She was m a d  a t  Susan.  She 
w a sn ’t fat  ( a t  least  no t  too f a t ) .

“ I bet  sh e ’s reading  a m u s h y  love s to ry ,” she though t ,  “ like 
M u m m y  doesn’t  w a n t  her  to .”

She sat  in the  swing. She wished som eth in g  would happe n to  
Susan.  She prayed,

“ Oh, Lord,  do som eth in g  bad  to her. M a k e  her  feel awful .”
T h e n  she heard  her  m o t h e r  calling. She s t a r te d  to  go in the  

house.



“ Susan,  w h a t  is this s ta in on y o u r  new wal lpape r  and w h y  
have  yo u  m y  book of Mi l ton  up  in y o u r  room? C ome up here!” 

Susan  s lammed down her  magazine  and w e n t  inside. T a d d y  
could hea r  th em  arguing.

N o w  she felt bet ter .  She we n t  inside. M a y b e  Go d really did 
an sw er  prayers.

She took a bo t t le  of ginger-ale from the car ton .
“ T h a n k  you,  G o d ,”  she said.

J O A N  W R IG H T  ’46

O S W A L D  W A S  N O  R A D I S H :  A M E S S A G E
Oswald  was a rabbi t ,  an in te llec tual  and Amer ican  rabbi t ,  b u t  

neverthe less  an inher i to r  of the  beliefs and  t r ad i t ions  of rabbi t s  
th ro u g h o u t  the ages. In his infancy,  Oswald h ad  t roubles ,  nor 
did he suffer silently;  b u t  it was no t  unti l  his ear ly  r abb i thood 
t h a t  he became Serious. I t  was  no t  t h a t  Oswald,  personally,  felt 
a n y  lack of Purpose  and Direct ion ,  b u t  he worr ied  ab o u t  the 
fu tu re  of rabbi t s  wh o had  no  Purpose  in Living ,  no Reason for 
Being,  who lived, he felt, lives of quie t  desperat ion ,  and  who 
smiled and said “T c h a ! ” when Kar l  M a r x  was ment ioned.  For  
Oswald was no Ra d ish :  du r ing  the d ay  he w en t  to classes and  
learned about  comets be ing  heavenly  bodies wi th  long, blazing 
tails,  a b o u t  semicolons,  and  the  difference be tween p o ve r ty  and 
pauper ism ;  b u t  in th e  evenings,  a f ter  d inner  and  before R. G. 
Swing,  he worr ied ab o u t  Car ro t - ra t ion ing ,  evolu tion,  and the  
fu tu re  of rabbi t s.  He  w en t  to  Rallies in Mad iso n Square  G ar de n 
and argued wi th  his H is to ry  te ach er  and  got  low marks ,  and he 
read Social Justice  in s t u d y  periods and got  lower marks.

B u t  Oswald was  no Ra d ish ;  he saw his d u t y  and he did it; 
he joined the Army.  T he re  he complained abo u t  the  food, the 
shoes, the  marching ,  and his six t e n t - m a te s  wh o were all Re
publ icans  and who,  when he to ld th em  abo u t  Congress  and the  
workers  of the  world,  to ok his m oney a t  C rap s  and told h im 
a b o u t  Ri ta  H a y w o r t h .  And Oswald was u n h a p p y ,  unti l ,  in 
No vem be r ,  he wen t  home  on Leave  and saw his fami ly and 
friends. He asked th em  where  the c o u n t ry  was going and th ey  
smiled and said “ Bizerte,” and  he asked t h e m  abo u t  Ca r ro t -  
ra t ioning  and t h e y  smiled and said, “ I t ’s going to  be n a t i o n 



wide except  for W es t  Virg inia,” and he asked t h e m  how they  had  
voted  and th ey  smiled and said “ Rep ub l ic an .”

So Oswald went  back  and applied for overseas  du ty ,  and  we n t  
to the  P y ram id s  to  T h ink ,  b u t  Ro mm el  was passing thro ug h and 
six husk y hares took over Oswald.  W h e n  the  K a p i t a n  came to 
see h im an d G e t  In fo rm at ion ,  Oswald  was  ann oy ed b u t  poli te,  
and he pulled his ears thou gh t fu l ly  and told him ab o u t  the 
workers of the world and Congress.  T h e  K a p i t a n  l istened and 
his eyes gl istened, and  he leapt  to his feet and  shouted  “ K a m -  
e rad !” Well,  Oswald w a s n ’t m uch  smaller  and  he was no Rad ish ;  
it was his d u t y  and he did it. An d he was decora ted  by  Genera l  
Eisenhower.

BA RBAR A S H E L D O N  ’4 3

H U D S O N  R I V E R
T h e  t ime is about  nine o ’clock on a windy,  m is ty  spr ing m o r n 

ing; the  place, the roof of an old house on a hill overlooking the 
H u dso n  Ri ve r  and  the  Hobo ken  docks. By looking across the 
river,  I can see the  huge  grey outl ines of N e w  York ,  dom ina te d  
by  the  Em pi re  S ta t e  Building,  which,  r ising ou t  of the mis t  and  
the lower buildings,  seems to be w a tch in g  over  the whole city.

B u t  I h ave  left ou t  th e  noise. I t  is the  noise of bu sy  docks 
and ships. T he re  is a con s t an t  squeaking,  clanging,  banging  
sound of c r anks  lift ing and d u m p in g  h eav y  cargoes. F ro m  t ime  
to  t ime the tu gb oa ts  s t eam in g up  and down the  broad  river give 
off long, high whistles.  J u s t  now a fat,  seemingly harmless,  li ttle 
ferry gave a very  loud wail. F ro m  the huge warehouses  along 
the docks th ere  is no sound;  to  me th ey  seem as silent and  secret 
as tombs .

B u t  from the  docks and the  decks of the f reighters  comes a 
loud, sharp  noise of h a m m e r in g  and of engines working.  Some
body down there  is walk ing  up and down r inging a bell; the
wind brings back  f rom far th e r  down th e  r iver  the  mournful ,
hollow sound t h a t  big ships m ak e on going ou t  to  sea . . . and
the wind blows . . .

T h e  wind blows the noise of engines away . . . the  wind rushes 
at  the  Em pi re  S ta t e  Budding,  which wavers  and  disappears  . . . 
it blows agains t  the huge  grey buildings of N e w  York ,  which 
shiver,  then  sink. T h e  wind catches up  the smoke f rom all the



ferryboats ,  tugboat s ,  and f reighters;  it erases them,  and they  
dissolve into  the  river.  I h e  wind shapes the  smoke in to som e
th in g  in the  middle of the  r iver— da rk  blue, long— it’s the grace
ful hull of a wooden ship! N o w  come the masts ;  the  sails ap 
pear ,  big smoo th  puffed-out  sails. More  ships app ea r  a t  the 
docks.  T h e i r  sails are furled and the i r  mas ts  are like a forest  
of s t r a ight  bare trees.

I look across a t  N e w  York .  I t  is a mass of low roofs wi th  th in 
red chimneys  s t icking up. Here  and there  t rees’ pale green 
branches  rise over  the  roofs. F a r t h e r  up the  r iver I can see mis ty  
hills.

T h e r e  are men  m ov ing ab o u t  on the decks and wharves .  T h e y  
have  the ir  ha i r  in single stiff pigtails,  and th ey  wea r  s tr iped 
shi rt s  and long wide panta loons .  On one dock th ey  are rolling 
big kegs up a gan gp lank on to  the messy deck of a ship whose 
hold is a square  black hole. T he re  is a grea t  deal of shout ing 
and banging,  and  the  wind sings shrilly, blowing thro ug h the 
hu nd re ds  of mas ts  . . . and  the  wind blows.

T h e  wind blows the  wooden ships back  in to smoke . . .  it 
erases the roofs and chimneys  across the  r iver  . . . the grea t  grey 
outl ines rise and  soar  ou t  of the smoke;  the  fer ryboats ,  t u g 
boats ,  freighters,  the warehouses  and wh arves  mater ia lize ;  the 
wind blows back  the  noise of engines, of busy  ships and docks,  
an d  f rom the d istance comes the mournful ,  hollow sound of ships 
going ou t  to  sea.

S H E I L A  F R A N T Z  ’4 5

Age
Although 
I never  held
T im e  ba lanced in m y  ha nd 
And looked on it, I ’d like to  hold 
I t  now.

BARBARA S H E L D O N  ’4 3



W A R P A T H
T h e  chi ldren were f irmly occupied wi th the i r  play.  A heavy,  

solid a ir  seemed to  ha ve  se t t led  down over  the  nu rser y  play-  
yard .  W i th  solemn in tentness  th ey  pulled the wagon and pushed 
th e  swing and fought  over  the  sand-box.

( he spr ing air was cold and the  af te rnoon sunshine was slowly 
receding from the cem en t  p a v e m e n t  of the  p layground .  T he  
two assis tan ts kep t  the i r  han ds  in the ir  pockets  as th ey  walked 
back  and forth,  bu t  the chi ldren,  bu nd led  up  in the ir  m a n y  
clothes,  seemed as oblivious to  tbe  cold as th ey  were to  every 
th ing  else outs ide  the i r  small  sphere of interest .

Sudden ly  the  a tm o sp her e  was enl ivened by  an exci ted squeal 
ing which became louder  and  was accompanied  by  shrill l a u gh 
ter.  l be a t t e n d a n t s ,  looking around,  saw t h a t  one of the chil
dren had  t a k e n  off his shoes and socks and was dancing  madly  
around the ya r d  in his bare feet. He  shied away f rom th e m  as 
t h e y  app roached and ran,  laughing,  to the  o t h e r  end of the 
yard .

Several  o t he r  chi ldren,  overcome by th is  br il l iant  idea, pulled 
off the i r  shoes and joined the  chase. Like leaves tossed by the 
wind t h e y  sca t te red  and twir led,  safely beyond th e  reach of the 
i rate  assistants.  T h e  wild sho ut ing  increased the i r  exc i tement  
unti l  th ey  dashed around tbe  y a r d  like Indi ans  on the w a rpa th ,  
the i r  bare  feet m ov ing  noiselessly on the cold cement .

U n d e r  the  th ick  coats  and  leggings, the ir  small  whi te  feet 
appeared  ridiculous and out  of place. T h e  feet moved wi th a 
twinkling,  fairy-l ike mot ion  which con t r as ted  sadly  wi th  the  
owner s’ bunchy ,  ted dy-bear- l ike  appearance .  N o  one could have  
pa in te d  the p ic ture  t h a t  th ey  made ;  it seemed as if every pr o
port ion  had  gone wrong and every  line been twisted .  One could 
as easily imagine the  house t u rn e d  upside down or th e  swing 
suspended f rom the  moon.

Sudden ly  a new face appeared  at the  door  and Stern A u t h o r 
ity app roached the  scene. As quickly as it had  begun the noise 
subsided.  T h e  roar ing wildfire of a m o m e n t  before flickered and 
was silent. T h e  e r r a n t  chi ldren seemed submiss ive  and dis
in terested  as they  were herded in to the building.

T h e  o t he r  chi ldren t u rn e d  ba ck  impassively to  the i r  var ious  
amusement s .  T h e  m o m e n t  of exhi larat ion  was  gone. Again an 
immovable ,  h eav y  a tm osp he re  lay over  the  yard .

J I L L  S T E W A R T  ’4 3



C A M B R I D G E  S E T T L E M E N T  H O U S E
I heard  “ Hello, t ea ch er !” shr ieked across the  s t ree t  a t  me. I t  

a lways  did  give me a s ta r t  to be called teacher .  Teresa ,  a five- 
year -o ld  who had  a sweet ,  br ight  face, ran over  to meet  me. She 
even p u t  her  han d  in mine,  which sof tened me cons iderably.  I t  
was  only  af te r  1 was acc idental ly  dam aged  by  a li t t le th rown  
di r t  t h a t  I realized I was ac t ing  as Pro tec t ion ,  no sen t im en t  
be ing involved a t  all. I t r ied the door:  m y  super ior  w a s n ’t back  
f rom lunch yet .  Alber t ,  the  jan i tor ,  a lways  ke p t  the doors 
locked. T h a t  had  confused me at  first, unti l  I l earned t h a t  l i ttle 
chi ldren always  like to  an t ic ipa te  a good thing.  Someho w 1:15 
seemed nicer to  th e m  t h a n  1:30. Joe  Pet roz inni ,  a s ix teen-year-  
old I ta l ian ,  knocked on the  door  very  loudly:  Albe r t  never  heard  
me knocking.  F ina l ly  I heard  h im  grumbl ing  away inside, and 
the  door  opened a crack.  W h en  he saw t h a t  it was I, he smiled 
and said, “ Oh,  i t ’s you.  I th o u g h t  it was t h e m  kids.” Actua l ly 
he adores  all the chi ldren and talks ab o u t  the  se t t le m ent  as “ his 
house.”

I car ried the  p ap e r  dolls ou t  to  a tab le  in the  yard .  T h e  
y a r d  was a large s and y  co u r ty a r d  wi th  a sandbox in one corner.  
T h e n  Alber t  let a gr ea t  mass of chi ldren in by  the  outs ide  gate.  
T w o  li t t le girls of five wan dered  in, holding th e i r  two-  and three-  
year -old bro thers  an d  sisters by  the hand.  T h e  smallest  chi ldren 
always  gr av i ta te  to wards  the  sandbox, and these were no excep
tion. A li t tle Por tuguese  girl came and stood r ight  behind  me 
and whispered ,  “P a p e r  doll s?” I se tt led her  down at  the  table 
and  she s t a r ted  r ight in c u t t i n g  all the dresses in two.

All the  chi ldren f rom two to eighteen had  one c om m on  in
te res t :  th ey  adored cards.  I found Te resa  t r y ing  to  play poker,  
even thou gh  sEe cou ld n ’t  read num ber s .  T h e  older boys  and 
girls rested from pa in t ing  and horseshoes by  p laying  poker.  T h e  
rule was t h a t  th ey  could p lay  it if th ey  w o u l d n ’t  gamble.  T h e  
day  before, ten  new packs  of cards  h ad  been given ou t ;  t h a t  
day  there  were none  a t  all. I worked unti l  there  was a lull 
in the noise and th en  re m arked  casual ly,  “ If  you d o n ’t br ing  the 
cards back  I guess you c a n ’t p l ay . ” W h en  I looked a t  the  tab le  
again,  there  were seven packs  on it.

A v iolent  shriek issued forth f rom un der  the table , and I 
dragged J e r r y  out.  J e r r y  was a sandy-hai red  p l um p  three -year -  
old wh o was always dressed in a s ca nt y  sun-sui t  and was  black 
all over  wi th dirt .  She also had  a pa i r  of blue eyes t h a t  could



look ext rem ely  innocent .  “ T h a t ’s m y  do lly!” she screamed,  
sna tc hing  a pap e r  doll wi th  a pink dress. “ I w a n t  m y  dolly!” 
We found a dolly wi th  a much  pre t t ie r  blue dress and  all was 
well. T h e n  I looked over  a t  the o th e r  tab le,  and  all the ten- 
year-old li t t le boys were c u t t i n g  out  pap e r  dolls. Joe  s ta r ted  
singing, “ Deep in the H e a r t  of Texas ,” and eve ryb od y  took it up.

C A R O L IN E  G R E E N E  ’43

T R I V I A *
The D ay

H o w  s trange  it would  seem to be a day,  and  to  have  jus t  
tw en ty - fo u r  wonderfu l  hours  in yo u r  life. In t h a t  short  t ime 
you  might  become so famous  t h a t  you would  be remembered  
forever,  or yo u  m ig ht  be jus t  an ord in ary  day ,  when not much 
happen s  and life goes on placidly.  An d w hen  y o u r  t ime was 
a lmost  over, and yo u had  wi tnessed the  w a y  people on ea r th  
acted,  you would  see th e  li tt le new day nervous ly  prepa r ing  to 
take  yo ur  place,  and  you would wink and smile to  yoursel f  as 
much as to say,  “ I r em em b er  how I felt when it was  m y  tu r n . ” 
T h e n  as m id night  s t ruck  and you hobbled f rom the  ear th ,  you 
would grin a t  the  new d a y  and give h im an encouraging  word or 
two as you we n t  to  tak e  yo ur  place am on g  the  o the r  wise, aged 
counsel lors of F a t h e r  Time.

M A R K .E L L  M E Y E R S  ’46

A W inter M orning
T h e  mor ning  is cold. I can tell this by  the w ay  the air  o u t 

side the  open wind ow seems to  sh im m er  and move;  a crystal  
clear, dr y  cold t h a t  mak es  on e ’s fingers t ingle and one’s nose 
t u rn  red.

T h e  houses seem silent,  frozen; the i r  windows are b lank like 
dark  unbl inking  eyes.

T h e n  sud den ly  the world wakes wi th the  odd,  unvi br a t in g  
clink of milk bott les;  l ights go on in th e  houses;  cars,  backfi ring 
protest ingly,  lurch f rom the i r  garages and move toward  the  
center  of town.

E L E A N O R  F O R S Y T H  ’46
* A fte r  L ogan  P ea rsa ll Sm ith .



As I stood by  the  gree t ing cards  in the gift shop, I saw a very 
in teres t ing one wi th a “ p r e t e n d ” dime pas ted  on it. I picked it 
up to  examine it, when to  m y  horror  I realized t h a t  the  dime was 
real a n d  the  gree tng  card  h ad  been pu rchased  by  a very  fussy 
old gent leman,  who was  g lar ing a t  me in ang ry  am azem ent .  I 
im m ed ia te ly  felt like a thief  a l though I was no t  gui l ty,  and 
has t i ly  m u r m u r i n g  apologies 1 hurr ied  ou t  of t h a t  shop.

M A R K E L L  M E Y E R S  ’4 6

The Balloon M an
I w at ch ed  him slowly w a n d e r  down the s l ippery s treet ,  his 

bal loons tugging  a t  his a rm and the i r  colors m arr ed  a li t t le by  
th e  soft rain. I wo nd ered  how m a n y  chi ldren ha d  s topp ed to 
b u y  f rom him before t h e y  scut t led  indoors ou t  of the  wet .  As 
he walked  off he remained the  only splash of color on the  grey 
scene— a balloon man.  S Y L V IA  t a y l o r  ’4 5

In  Bruges
I ha p pen ed  one d ay  down a li t t le s treet  in Bruges.  As I 

passed an open doorway  I took a quick  glance inside and then 
t u rn e d  back to  look again.  T he re  sa t  an old lady  wi th  whi tes t  
hair,  bus ily t a t t i n g  a t  a large square  of the mos t  del icate lace. 
She never  paused,  as this was her  chosen oc cupat ion— to make  
the  a l ta r-c lo ths  for the  li t t le church  which she so de v ou t l y  a t 
tended,  in the  next street .

SY L V IA  T A Y L O R  ’4 5

The Fowls
T h e  fowls
T h a t  scra tch  and peck 
And cackle all d ay  long 
Look sky war d  only when th e y  hear  
A hawk.

J A N E T  E L D E R K IN  ’4 6



F A N T A S Y
Beaut iful ,  beauti ful ,  over  the sand,
Chur ning ,  re turn ing ,  and tu rn in g  again. 
Arching  and arching  to  break  on the  shore. 
Swooping and diving,  to sink once more.

T h e n —
Beautiful ,  beauti ful ,  over  the sand,
Pounding,  and sending spray  up to  the  sky. 
Arching  and arching to break  on the  shore. 
T u m b l in g  in r h y t h m  wi th seagull ’s weird cry.

F I N I S H E D  P I E C E
Thi s  piece is done  now.
I can lay it on the  shelf
And quite  forget  its r ippl ing chords
And gay  light trills.
An d yet ,  in p u t t i n g  it away,
A friend is lost—
N o t  dead,  b u t  gone away.
Though I can tak e  it ou t  again to p lay  
This is the last  t ime  t h a t  it will be mine.

J O A N  W R IG H T  ’46

P E A C H  T R E E S
Peach trees
Are b looming p ink
At  Atascadero
W her e  the  deep blue Pacific pounds  
T h e  beach.

N A N C Y  M O R E H O U S E  ’43



A T  C H A T E A U  F I L L E R V A L
I a lways liked going to F i l le rv a l  fo r  week-ends, fo r  the re  never was 

any governess tag g ing  along  and I could do a lot of things w i th o u t  being 
scolded. A n d  this was going to be an  exceptional week-end, because tw o  
of  m y  cousins, J e a n  and T h erese ,  w o u ld  be there.

A t  six o ’clock we a rr ived  a t  the big iron gate. M .  L a c o u r  had opened 
it for us. As we drove th ro u g h  the alley bordered  by a big w ood the 
ducks w ere  sw im m in g  a rou n d  the pond already and  the flowers peeping 
out.  A s  we came out  of the dr ivew ay  we saw  F i l le rv a l  s tan d in g  there, 
w i th  its moat,  filled w i th  carp, a ro u n d  it. W e  drove into the  courty ard ,  
w h ich  is su r ro un d ed  by the commons, and off to one side w as  M .  L a c o u r ’s 
house. M .  L a co u r  is the game w ard en  and general boss a roun d  the place. 
I ju m p e d  o u t  and said hello to everybody, while  G i lb e r t ,  the L a c o u rs ’ 
son, took our  bags upstairs  and P ap a  talked to L a c o u r  about  pheasants.

W e  all had supper a t  the  L a c o u rs ’, and M m e .  L a c o u r  m ade an omelet 
for  us. She is fa t  and r a th e r  g rum py, bu t  very nice, and  she m akes  the 
best omelets in France .  She looks a f te r  the p o u l t ry .  W e  had to eat 
there  because the C h a tea u  had no t  yet been opened for the su m m e r  and 
the re  w e re  no servants . A f t e r  supper we m ade G i lb e r t  be a camel,  and 
took tu rn s  r id in g  him  u n t i l  M a m a  sent us to  bed. W e  slept in a w in g  
of the C h a te a u  w hich  had been heated for us. T h e re s e  and 1 promised 
each o the r  tha t  w h o ev e r  woke up first w o u ld  w ake up the rest.

V e ry  early, I  heard  M .  L a c o u r  w a lk in g  outside on the pa th  a ro u n d  the 
m oat .  I knew  he had come back f rom  his round s  w i th  his w ild  dog to 
ca tch  poachers. 1 got up, opened the shu tters ,  and looked over the  grea t  
m e ad o w  which lies in f ron t .  I could  see the buds sp ro u t in g  on the tw in  
p lane trees. 1 saw  G i lb e r t  d r iv ing  his t r a c to r  up the  alley to w ard  the 
golf  course, and1 1 k n e w  he w as  going to roll  it. T h e n  I had a b r i l l ian t  
idea. I filled up a glass w i th  cold w a te r  and  th re w  it on T h e re se ,  w h o  
ju m p e d  ou t  of bed in a fu ry  and th r e w  a p i l low  a t  me.

W e  then  woke up Jean ,  got dressed, and ran  to the f a rm y a rd  back of 
the commons, ju s t  in t im e to see L ac o u r  m ilk  the  cows. 1 love fresh milk, 
so he s tra ined some for me and I d ran k  it, w a rm  and fro thy. T h e n  he 
asked us to  come over and have breakfast.

I t  w a s  five o ’clock w h en  we had finished, and  a f te r  saying hello to the 
dogs w e  w a lked  th ro u g h  the woods s u r ro u n d in g  the C h a tea u .  T h e  rab 
bits an d  w i ld  gam e had m ade some paths w h ich  we had nam ed P a th  of 
the Rabbits ,  P a th  of the Pota toes,  and P a th  of the  Pheasants ,  and we 
w a lked  in all of them.

S ud den ly  w e  heard  a shot and the ba rk  of Pepe, M .  L a c o u r ’s li t t le  
dog  w h o  has o idy  one good eye, like his m aster .  Pepe was sniffing a  dead



viper,  the  only poisonous snake in E urope,  which  L aco u r  had shot.
“ V ipers  are nasty  th ing s ,” he said, “ and d o n ’t ever get bit ten by th em .” 

I laughed and  said, “ O k ay ,  G u ig n o l .” G u ig n o l  is m y pet nam e for
L a c o u r ;  it means P u n ch  and Ju d y .

W e  then  ran  dow n to the pa s tu re  and chased the horses. T h e  pasture  
is in the big m e ad o w ;  a roun d  it is a stone bank  w h ere  snails loved to live, 
and  we loved snails. 1 found a pink one and took him. Soon w e  were 
co llecting  a lot of them . A f t e r  th a t  we had to build  a snail house. W e
fought over tha t ,  and 1 got pushed into a m u d  puddle .  A t  th a t  I got
m a d  and pushed Jea n  into some orties. O r t ie s  are p lan ts  th a t  cause you 
to itch badly. L uck ily  it doesn’t last long. J e a n  lef t  us to w ash  off the 
sting. T h ere se  and I then quickly got some stones together .  W e  m ade 
a ja i l  fo r  n augh ty  snails, a co u r ty a rd ,  and vast rooms and terraces, and we 
decorated the whole w ith  flowers. Jean  got back ju s t  in t im e to  imprison 
the first bad snail.

Suddenly  we heard  a yoohoo. T h e r e  was m y m o th e r  w av ing  to us 
from  h e r  w indow .

“ W i l l  you th ree  have breakfast  w i th  u s ? ” she called.
W e  laughed and said, “ T h a n k  you, b u t  we had ours th ree  hours  ago.”

K A T H E R I N E  H A R P E R  ’4 6

C om m ent On a L ittle  Boy  
Charl ie,
With  laughing  ease,
T u r n s  back war d  somersaul t s 
Along the rug. “ Yo u c a n ’t do t h a t , ”
He  says.
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G L E E  C L U B  N O T E S
This  ye a r  the Glee Club gave  a n u m b e r  of concerts,  the  first 

two being wi th Lawrencevi l le  School and  the last for th e  Pr ince 
ton  Music  S tu d y  Group.  Besides this the Glee Cl ub  sang at  
the  Ch r i s t m as  Can dle l ight  service and for the  g ra du a t ion  ex
ercises.

T h e  officers this y e a r  are:
President— M a r y  Virginia Bar low 
Secretary— Valerie W i n a n t  
Librarian— J u d y  Ta t t e rs a l l

D R A M A T I C  C L U B  N O T E S
T h e  D r a m a t i c  Club ,  wi th  s tu den ts  of Pr ince ton  Univers i ty ,  

presented  The Cradle Song, b y  Gregorio and M a r i a  M ar t i nez  
Sierra. T h e  play,  di rec ted by  Mrs .  Herber t  M cA nen y ,  was  pre
sented  M ar ch  26th and 27th in M u r r a y  T hea t re .

T h e  officers of the  club were:
President— Olive Schul te  
Treasurer— N a n c y  Morehouse  
Recording Secretary— Consuelo K u hn  
Corresponding Secretary— Valerie W i n a n t

T h e  Senior who earned  the  mos t  poin ts  (80 )  for work  in the 
Club was Olive Schulte.  N a n c y  Morehouse  was the runner-up ,  
wi th  75 points.

A T H L E T I C S
Because of the impossibi l i ty of t ravel ing,  ou r  various  va rs i t y  

t ea m s  were not  able to  hold the  usual  games.  H owev er  the  
hockey vars i ty ,  cap ta in ed  by  M a r y  Virginia Barlow, p layed the 
T r e n t o n  H o ck ey  Associa tion and the M.F.S.  faculty.  On the 
home  ground the  Green  te am ,  cap ta in ed  by  B a r b a r a  Field,  won 
the  hockey championship .  T h e  spr ing sports  were  baseball  and 
tennis.

T h e  members  of the  Senior class wh o received gold F ’s for 
ob ta in in g  40 poin ts  in four  years of High School were M a r g a r e t  
Wicks  and M a r y  Virginia Barlow.



E X C H A N G E S
Once again we are h a p p y  to  repor t  the  exchanges  we have 

made  wi th var ious schools.
Bleatings, St. Agnes School 
Blue Pencil, W a l n u t  Hill School 
Brearley Year Book, T h e  Brear ley School 
Cargoes, K e n t  P lace  School 
Clio, Miss B e a r d ’s School
Junior Journal, Pr ince ton  C o u n t r y  D a y  School

T W E N T Y  S E C O N D S  A F T E R  T H E  
B R O W N  D O G  A P P E A R E D
High  on a br anch  of the  maple  t ree 
M y  t iger  ca t  gr inned down a t  me,
“ D o n ’t  you wish you could cl imb like me 
High on a br anch of th e  maple  t ree 
T o  a no th e r  world so ca lm and free 
F ro m  tr ials as endless as th e  sea?”
High on a br an ch of the  maple  t ree 
M y  t iger  ca t  gr inned down a t  me.
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