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F A R E W E L L

" I  dreamed once th a t . . .  I had 'passed the melancholy 
flood w ith  th a t grim  Ferrym an th a t poets w rite o f’ and 
th a t, when we reached the other side, there was a Custom s 
House and an official . . . who said to me 'H ave You 
A nyth ing  to Declare?’ He handed me a prin ted  list . . . 
and it was explained to me . . . th a t I need only declare 
those things of w hich I had a perm anent record either in 
my memory or in w ritten  notebooks.”

Looking back on these years of school, some memories 
stand out in sharp relief . . . T he red maple from  the A rt 
room window; the crack of a hockey stick on a crisp 
O ctober afternoon; Miss D avis’ sparkling enthusiasm  and 
endearing friendship; the holly and whiteness of C h rist
mas in the candle-light; "U ne fois dans le passe,” and 
another of Mrs. W ade’s stories; the firs t signs of spring—  
snowdrops along the drive; Miss Fine’s p o rtra it— a kind 
guardian; lazy lunches under the chestnut trees; storm y 
adventures w ith  Aeneas; May Day w ith  its spring flowers 
and tw ining streamers; and finally, our last and m ost poig
nan t memory— “Pom p and C ircum stance” and gradua
tion.

* R e p rin te d  f ro m  H A V E  Y O U  A N Y T H IN G  T O  D E C L A R E ? by  
M aurice  B arin g , b y  perm ission o f  A lfre d  A. K n o p f, I n c .



" O h  c o m e  on, le t’s do i t ” resounds through senior circles; and we find th a t 
the owner of th a t uncom prom ising spirit is our energetic class president. 
C onstantly  on the go both  in and out of school, Janet still finds tim e to be 
chairm an of the dance com m ittee, an almost constant guest of the U ni
versity stacks, and an active partic ipan t in  athletics. Q uiet, bu t by no 
means passive, Jan ’s ever-ready "don’t w orry, we’ll get there, ’cause I th ink  
I can get the car,” has saved the grey old seniors m any a weary step to 
and from  the H u n  gym , as well as d istant tree-cu tting  and Social Study 
jaunts. H er cheerful smile and mischievous ways will linger w ith  us always.



M A R Y  B R U M M E R

M ary (w ith  a copy o f  th e  new est novel tu c k e d  
u n d e r her a rm ) ,  can alw ays be fo u n d  rush in g  
a b o u t school fo r  one o f her in n u m era b le  com 
m ittees. Y et she is never in to o  m u c h  o f  a 
h u r r y  to  listen  to  y o u r  ow n personal troub les . 
H is to ry  class has o f te n  ru n g  w ith  rev e rb era tio n s 
o f  w h ite -h o t debates, M a ry  versus M rs. A lb ion . 
O n  W ednesday a fte rn o o n s w hen  M ary  isn ’t  o ff  
to  N ew  Y o rk  to  skate , she e ff ic ie n tly  canvasses 
all th e  stores, co llec ting  ads fo r  T he L in k , (sh e’s 
adv ertis in g  m a n a g e r) , o r selling tick e ts  fo r  th e  
school p lay . H e r  p riv a te  life  is rea lly  p riv a te , 
b u t  now  an d  th e n  she drops h in ts  ab o u t h e r 
endless gaddings and  gaieties. H e r  s tre a k  o f 
S o u th ern  a n ces try  and  h e r ow n special sweetness 
m u st ce rta in ly  be responsible fo r  her endless 
h o sp ita lity  to  us all. N o  dance seems com plete 
unless we end up  in  M a ry ’s p lay ro o m , singing 
a n d  ta lk in g  in to  th e  wee hours. "W hatever she 
m ay do n e x t year, we all kn o w  th a t  h e r  e f
f ic ien c y  and  e v e r-fr ie n d ly  in te res t w ill c a rry  her 
fa r.

K A Y  C O T T I N G H A M

A g roan  com es f ro m  th e  f a r  co rn e r o f  P hysics 
class and a voice says “ B u t do we have  to  do it 
th a t  w ay ?” I t ’s K ay , w ho has te m p o ra rily  shed 
h e r  w h im sica l sm ile to  s tru g g le  w ith  th e  in t r i 
cacies o f  “ in an im a te  o b jec ts .”  L a te r , in  some 
rem o te  spot, you  fin d  h e r w ith  Sheila, d iscussing 
last m in u te  p lans fo r  an ap proach ing  w eek-end . 
T h is  is sure to  be g ay  if  K atie  is a ro u n d , fo r  
h e r in fin ite  poise and  ch a rm  help  m ake any 
escapade a success. In  her odd m om ents, she 
em barrasses us all by  “ snap p in g ” us— ju s t as we 
are— and la te r , p u t t in g  us in  p r in t— as p h o to 
g rap h ic  m anager fo r  T h e  L ink . O ccasionally , 
we ca tch  a g lim pse o f te r r i fy in g  stubbornness, 
b u t i t ’s o n ly  a g lim pse— fo r  now  K ay has sm iled, 
and  h e r  adversaries have m elted  aw ay in its 
w a rm th .



" I  spen t an  h o u r la st n ig h t o n  th e  f i f th  
p ro b lem  fo r  Physics, b u t I f in a lly  go t i t ”  is 
B arb ara ’s co m m en t as she appears f ro m  behind  
a m ou nd  o f books w h ich  vie w ith  E veres t in 
h e ig h t. A lth o u g h  she has a serious fu tu re  am ong 
th e  m edics a t  H a rv a rd  a lready  p lan n ed , n ev e r
theless B arbara  finds p le n ty  o f tim e to  be gay 
w ith  th e  res t o f us (rem em b er th e  c h e r r ie s !) . 
T h is  year , as p res iden t o f  th e  D ram a tic s  C lu b , 
she has e ff ic ie n tly  helped  on all th e  c o m m it
tees, as w ell as m ak in g  us sh iv er as K aye in 
‘'S tage D o o r.” H e r  ou tside  in te re s ts  and a c tiv 
ities are n u m ero u s, and range f ro m  P rin ce to n  
and  th e  h o ck ey  fie ld  to  M assachusetts an d  sail
ing. B u t on  an y  day  o f  th e  week you can  fin d  
h e r ensconced in th e  S.S.R . hav ing  a heated  (b u t  
fr ie n d ly )  a rg u m e n t w ith  E .S .T . a b o u t th e  re la tive  
m erits  o f  a n y th in g  over som eth ing  else.

S H E I L A  F R A N T Z

" O h  dear, I ’ve fo rg o tte n  i t , ”  says Sheila w is t
fu l ly .  " W h a t,  ag a in !” we excla im . B u t th en
one m u st realize th a t  Sheila’s m ind  is occupied  
w ith  m a n y  th in g s besides being L in k  li te ra ry  ed i
to r  an d  S tu d en t C o u n cil m em ber. She is an 
in genue actress an d  professes com plete lack  o f 
in te re s t co n cern in g  a th le tic s ! W hen she dashes 
in to  class, m inus all he r books, and  realizes i t ’s 
F re n c h  n o t A r t ,  th e  ex p la in in g  begins. B u t no  
m a tte r  w h a t, Sheila can ta lk  h erse lf b o th  in  and  
o u t o f  th e  m ost em barrassing  situ a tio n s , fi ll in g  in
th e  b lanks w ith  sm all item s o f  in te re s t h i th e r to
u n k n o w n  to  th e  general p u b lic . W h e th e r  she is 
t ry in g  o u t h e r new  exercises on  th e  f lo o r o f
th e  S.S.R ., o r h u s tlin g  dow n to  th e  D elicatessen 
fo r  som e p o ta to  salad, you  m ay  be sure th a t  she 
is keep ing  us all in  s titch es . W e rea lly  hope 
th a t  fo g  never lif ts . I t ’s such  an irresistib le  one 
— in  fa c t  i t ’s Sheila.



D O R O T H Y  L O N G S T R E T H

W e all get a b it green-eyed  w hen  it  com es to  
D o tty .  " H o w  can she get such  a b e a u tifu l ta n ? ” 
we say, and  " I f  I o n ly  had  th a t  sing ing  voice.” 
(W h ic h  voice, by  th e  w ay, had  a m ost a s to u n d 

in g  effect on th e  stag  line a t th e  W in te r  dance .) 
A n d  how  can she keep th a t  P ow ers-m odel look 
even w hile w earing  th e  m ost trem en d o u s o f  sw eat
ers and th e  m essiest o f  m occasins, w ith  th a t  
" L o n g s tre th  s h u f f le ” as h e r m eans o f  locom o
tio n ?  H e r  in te re s t in  th e  m ore m orb id  side of 
p sycho logy  is a c o n tra s t to  h e r serene ap p ea r
ance. T h is  sem blance also hides w h a t seems to  
be a co n stan t an x ie ty  ab o u t th e  H is to ry  assign
m e n t. (W e never see h e r w ith o u t a M uzzey  or 
F a u lk n e r.)  T o  th e  few  o f  us w ho kn o w  her 
w ell, (D otty  is a real and  s tead fas t f r ie n d , es
pec ia lly  w hen , lo ve lo rn , we need advice. I n 
tim a te s , fr ien d s , o r ju s t p la in  acqua in tances, we 
all w ish h e r lu ck  in  a career w h ich  w e, know in g  
D o tty ,  are sure w ill be exciting .

F L O R E N C E  M I L L E R

F lo rre  is o u r  lad y  u n p red ic tab le  and she f u r 
nishes th e  co lo f in th e  class. N ev e r w as th ere  
such  an  am azing  im ag in a tio n . T h a t look is th e  
e n v y  o f all o f  us, and  w ho w ill ever fo rg e t 
those  p u rp le  m oods? She is a n u m b er one dancer 
and has o f te n  expressed th e  w ish to  co n tin u e  
studies in  th is  line, i f  tim e o f f  f ro m  f ly in g  can 
be fo u n d . T ak e  one p a r t  soph istica tion , a dash 
o f  abso lu te  genius, a fa sc in a tin g ly  so ft voice, and 
a p in ch  o f  sa lt, and  y o u  have F lo rre . Fam ous fo r 
h e r b e a u tifu l c lo thes, she m od estly  accepts o u r 
com p lim en ts and  th e  n e x t day tre a ts  us all to  a 
look a t h e r scalloped b lack  b a th in g  suit.



B E T T Y  R O W L A N D

B etty  is best k n o w n , perhaps, as an endless 
source  o f d a ta  on  everyone liv ing  w ith in  a rad ius 
o f  f i f t y  m iles. N o  one has ever asked th e  m ost 
m in u te  f a c t  a b o u t anyone th a t  B e tty  has no t 
com e fo r th  w ith  a com plete  life  h is to ry . She 
also keeps us c o n tin u a lly  in h y ste rics  re la tin g  r id 
icu lous happenings experienced o n ly  by  a p h y 
sic ian ’s d a u g h te r . As en th u sia s tic  an d  able tre a s 
u re r  o f  th e  Social Service C o m m ittee , she deligh ts 
in w av ing  th a t  c rac k lin g  green p ap er a t us as 
she rushes o f f  to  th e  ban k . N o t o n ly  is she an 
in describab le  help  in  L ost and  F o u n d  auc tio n s , 
b u t she m ade th e  stage p a r ty  a f te r  th e  p la y  a 
success by  h e r delicious refresh m en ts . H e r  d a n c 
ing eyes and  ever-read y  sm ile are keyno tes to  th e  
friend liness an d  g en ia lity  w h ich  we sh a ll all long 
rem em ber.

B L Y T H E  S C O T T

F o r a long tim e we used to  th in k  th a t  B ly the  
w as q u ie t an d  reserved, b u t  now  we kn o w  th a t  
her sm iling  " H iy a ”  covers an  ex u b e ra n t p erson
a lity  and  endless energy . In  every  sp o rt, she
has topped  us all w ith  h e r fa s t serve, h e r  c ra c k 
in g  d rive , o r  h e r "h o m ers ,”  and  in m a th  class
she never ceases to  am aze us w ith  h e r speedy
so lu tions o f  a n y th in g  f ro m  frac tio n s  to  q u a d 
ra tic s . (N o te  h e r e ff ic ie n t Business M anage
m e n t o f  T h e  L in k .)  T h is  y ear she has p roved  
ac tiv e  and  responsible b o th  as p re s id en t o f th e  
Glee C lu b  and  as a m em b er o f  th e  S tu d en t 
C o u n cil. B u t school isn ’t  ev e ry th in g ! Tales 
o f  life  in  T u lsa  and  Savannah  and  h e r m any  
tre k s  a ro u n d  th e  U n ited  S ta tes are p o u red  in to  
a t te n tiv e  ears, w h ile  she in  tu r n  g u a rd s  all o u r 
secrets. W e all hope one th in g  fo r  h e r: th a t  no 
m a tte r  how  fa sc in a tin g  te st tubes, v o ltm e te rs , 
and  cells m ay becom e, she w ill never lose an y  
o f  h e r d iverse and  en ergetic  in te res ts , o r  h e r  
q u ie t, f r in d ly  ch arm .



W hen P a t ty  jo ined o u r h e lte r-sk e lte r  ran k s fo u r  
years ago, we gasped a t h e r b an d -b o x  ex te rio r 
and  ev er-p resen t calm  and coolness. Since th en  
w e’ve learned  th a t  on  every occasion, f ro m  th e  
dance  flo o r to  th a t  h ec tic  dash  fo r  th e  4 :1 3 , P at 
alw ays rem ains co llec ted , and  rem in iscen t o f  th e  
la te s t ad f ro m  M adam e W easel (co ined  f ro m  her 
ow n "P ic tu re sq u e  Speech and P a t te r” w h ich  
am uses us by  th e  h o u r ) . T h is  year P a t has 
fo u n d  tim e  to  be p leasan tly  y e t fo rc e fu lly  e f 
f ic ien t: on  th e  one h an d  dealing  w ith  a w ide- 
eyed f i f th  g rad e r and  th e  p ro b lem  o f a m issing 
sock, as head of th e  L ost and F o u n d ; and  on 
th e  o th e r, solv ing  th e  m an y  problem s a tte n d a n t 
on her d i f f ic u lt  jo b  as o u r E d ito r- in -C h ie f . B ut 
th e  one m em ory  we shall all re ta in  is a groan 
fro m  th e  d ep th s o f  th e  S.S.R . and a " I t ’s rough , 
b u t G eom etry  and  I ju s t w eren ’t  m ean t to  go 
to g e th e r !”

S Y L V I A  T A Y L O R

Sylvia is th e  o n ly  m em ber o f  th e  class th a t  
has been a t  Miss F in e’s since th e  f irs t g rade . As 
p res iden t o f  th e  S tu d e n t C o u n c il (cap ab ly  p u t 
tin g  people in  th e ir  places by  cock ing  th a t  T a y lo r 
ey e b ro w ), a c tin g , or on th e  hockey  fie ld , w h ere  
she’s fam ous fo r  h e r  in n u m era b le  u n g ra c e fu l 
fa lls , b u t  o u tra n k s  th e  best w hen  it  comes to  
th a t  a l l- im p o r ta n t goal, she has becom e th e  m ost 
e ff ic ie n t m em ber o f  th e  sen ior class. T h o u g h  
she professes n o t to  be stu d io u s , she is one of 
o u r m ost conscien tious w o rk ers  and  is w ell re 
w arded  w ith  A - j- ’s in  H is to ry . Som etim es, h o w 
ever, she in sis ts on fa l lin g  o u t o f  d ign ified  c h a r
a c te r , and  she can u su a lly  be fo u n d  in  th e  S.S.R ., 
w ith  h e r legs s tre tc h e d  against th e  b lack b o ard , 
re la tin g  am using  tales o f  tea on  S unday  o r th e  
C am pus C e n te r . W e all agree th a t  she’ll be 
fam ous fo r  h e r  p riceless im ita tio n s  o f  all P rin c e 
to n  ch a rac te rs  alone. T h o u g h  Sylvia changes 
f ro m  depression to  gaie ty  in a sp lit second, we 
are sure everyone w ill alw ays enjoy h e r  sub tle  
w it and  sc in ti lla tin g  perso n a lity .



C L A S S  S T A T I S T I C S

Prettiest ..............................................................................................  D ottie

Best Figure .........................................................................................  Sheila
P re ttiest H ands ..................................................................................Kay
Best Groomed ....................................................................................  P atty
M ost Poised .........................................................................................  Sylvia
Most T a c tfu l ..................................................................................... Mary
Friendliest ............................................................................................ Betty
Sweetest ............................................................................................... Janet
Most Generous ...................................................................................Mary
Best N atu red  ..................................................................................... Betty
Frankest ..............................................................................................  D ottie
Most A rtistic  ......................................................................................Sheila
Most O riginal ..................................................................................... Florre
Most Curious ...................................................................................  Betty
Most Innocent ...................................................................................B etty, Blythe
Looks It ..............................................................................................  Sheila
Best Sense of H u m o r .......................................................................  Florre, Sylvia
Most Studious .............................................................................. ......Barbara
Class O rato r ........................................................................................P a tty
Noisiest ................................................................................................  Ask Miss Miller
M ost A th le tic  .......................................................................................Blythe
M ost Popular ......................................................................................Janet
Biggest Blusher ................................................................................... Florre
Biggest F lirt ........................................................................................Barbara

B I G  T H R E E

Idealist ........................................ Mary, Florre
Realist .........................................Sylvia
O pportunist .............................Kay



NAME s a y i n g N O T E D  FOR MAKES M ENTIO N  OF SONG BESETTING SIN SAVING GRACE

B r u m m e r Can I help? Calmness New York Dream Progressiveness Soft Voice
C O T T IN G H A M For John’s

sake
Hands Cambridge Sweet and 

Lovely
Groaning Blue Eyes

F i e l d Sweetie Mannerisms Learning to 
Drive

Between the Devil 
and the Deep 
Blue Sea

Tactlessness Boston
A ccent

F r a n t z W haaat? H er Luck Conflicts T em ptation Vagueness Legs
H i l l Terrific Eyelashes Uncle Richard Smiles Com bing her 

H air
Gaiety

L o n g s t r e t h D on’t get Singing Marines Lovely to W eighing Beautiful
tense Look at Herself Tan

M i l l e r I’m  in love The Look Signal Flags H appy in Love Blushing Complexion
R o w l a n d Oh th a t’s 

wonderful
Small feet Midshipmen W hen Irish Eyes 

Are Smiling
C hatter Disposition

Sc o t t Well, girls Small waist Brothers and Slender, Tender, Silence Coloring
Sisters and Tall

S m i t h T h a t’s rough Pouty m outh The Point Sophisticated Lady Moods Grooming
T a y l o r Please? B.R. eyes Intellectuals and 

Iconoclastics
Melancholy
Baby

Sarcasm Blondness

C l a s s If we 
graduate

D ignity The
Weekend

I W anna Get 
Married

Oranges Beauty











T h e  o t h e r  day I was talk ing to an elderly lady about a young m an whom 
we had both  recently  m et. Suddenly she said to me, "B u t of course he is 
a Jew .” I was stunned for a m om ent by her statem ent, and when I asked 
her why th a t made any difference, she dismissed m y question w ith  "O h, I 
don’t know — it just does.” A fterw ards I though t over our brief discussion 
and tried to understand how a lady of such vast experience and in tellectual 
quality  could have such bigoted views. But this intolerance and narrowness 
is heard on every side, no t only between races and nations but over your 
own neighbor’s hedge as well.

Recently we have all been horrified by the baring of the Nazi atrocities 
against both  Jews and Gentiles, and yet in our anger and disgust we may 
fo rget the lynchings which take place every year rig h t here in our own 
dem ocratic country.

"A ll men are created equal . . . are endowed by their C reator w ith  certain 
inalienable rights . . . among these are life, liberty, and the pursu it o f happi
ness.” W e all know these phrases from  our Declaration of Independence, 
and yet I wonder how m any of us ever remember their sentim ent. W e can 
never expect tolerance in the world unless we ourselves make it  a daily 
practice. A t our w ork or our recreation we should never let slip a chance 
to show tolerance for our neighbor, w hether he be millionaire or tram p, 
banker or gardener.

Through teaching in our schools we can prepare our com ing generations 
to take a more understanding and natu ral a ttitu d e  towards their fellow men, 
w ithou t regard to race, color, or creed. B ut for all our teaching, forums, 
and speeches, it is by example and example alone th a t we can ever hope 
to spread the effu lgen t ligh t of tolerance th roughout this changing world 
in the years to come.

T H E  L I N K  A W A R D S

In  the Middle School, the poetry aw ard is made to Angeline Flem ing, 
Grade V II, for " I  am God.” "P e ter,” by Leslie Van Zandt, has been adjudged 
the best prose. In the Upper School, the poem "W in te r Evening,” by N ancy 
H u rd , ’47, is given first place, and tw o awards are made for prose— to R u th  
Schw arzkopf, ’48, for "Prelim inary” and to Joan Daniels, ’46, for "T he 
Deaf Boy.”

The editors are very g rateful to  Mrs. Lockwood for judging the entries.



T H E  D E A F  B O Y

Sq u a t t i n g  on the ground in a position d isturbingly  animal-like, the deaf 
boy sits, his knees draw n up to his chin. H e rocks to and fro, faster and 
faster, as though to em ulate the flying grace of the children near at hand 
dancing in a circle. H is face is wizened, keen w ith  understanding w hetted 
by the sharp stone of years of silent introspection. Though he is a boy of 
ten, his eyes hold a baffled look found in the eyes of the very aged. But 
in their depths lies, too, an acumen born of experience, of pitfalls, of traps, 
of snares found on a vast, soundless corridor.

H e watches now, in a bemused way, the m ovem ents of the lips of the 
others. H is eyes hold fast to  these: they do n o t fly  along the ground w ith  
the winging feet. H is reaction to the wild dance is seen in his unconscious 
rocking im itation. Experim entally he opens his m outh, closes it, and opens 
it again. H e shuts his lips firm ly  and stretches them  in to  a smile, gradually 
showing all his small w hite teeth. Now  he is ready. Up he swings and, 
standing, looks in all directions— a habit born of necessity, a preventive 
measure against the th rea t of inaudible dangers. H e runs sw iftly , his feet 
pounding the earth  w ith  little  thuds, and reaches the circle of laughing 
children. W ith  tim id ity  b a ttling  w ith  eagerness, he taps a flushed smiling 
boy and begins his m ovements w ithou t a pause, as though his secret is too 
w onderful to keep.

"L ook,” says the older boy, " th e  little  sap w ants to  ta lk ” ; and as though 
this is a very funny  th ing  he begins again to laugh, and the others, uncer
tainly, join him. Is he no t their leader?

T he deaf boy, laughing too, sees irrelevantly the cords on m any necks 
stand out in an e ffo rt of m irth . H e can no longer control himself; he is 
overwhelmed by a swell of emotion. H e cannot bear the heady sweetness 
assailing him  at the sight of supposed approbation. H e is one of them  at 
last, and the dim, shadowy valleys of his m ind illumine and glow w ith  the 
miracle. In a transport of joy he closes his eyes and as though fearing the 
loss of a pleasant dream opens them  again.

B ut a barrier of backs has cu t o ff his sight of heaven. A tten tion  is 
tu rned  to the peregrinations of an ancient, blind cat, the neighborhood 
scapegoat, w andering here and there, on its face a look of torm ent and 
fru stra tion  disturbingly hum an to see. I shiver as I w atch  the deaf boy 
take the cat tenderly in to  his arms. H is face is as old as death.

B ut I am a coward: I cannot stir. And suddenly I am sick of sound. I 
cover my ears to  shut ou t the discordant laughter of the group.

JO A N  DANIELS, ’4 6



I A M  G O D

The world is Mine;
The skies, the trees, and the sod,

The wind, and everything else 
Is Mine, for I A m  God.

The gathering clouds above you,
T he breaking waves in the sea,

The very earth  you walk on,
They all belong to Me.

I made the sloping hills,
The placidly grazing sheep,

Created the ground you walk on,
A nd now they’re yours to  keep.

I give you the soil, on which
C enturies of men have trod.

You own the whole wide world,
Though I Am  God.

ANGELINE FLEMING, GRADE VII

W I N T E R  E V E N I N G

Evening color was in the sky.
The air was frosty , and on high 
N o bird flew home. There was no sound 
Save th a t of beauty all around.

Time was crystal. The trees stood high 
Like th in  black lace against the sky.
The world was hushed; there was no sound 
Save th a t o f beauty all around.

The stars came out like tw inkling eyes;
A m id their boundless land of skies
The world was good. There was no sound
Save th a t of beauty all around.

N A N C Y  H U R D , ’4 7



P R E L I M I N A R Y
T h e  t r e e s  of the churchyard quivered, having said good m orning to a 
passing wind. The sun shone th rough the stained-glass windows, its a tte n 
tion centered on a pinkish spot in the m arble floor. The ushers tiptoed 
stealthily up and down the aisles doing their work. O rgan music filled the 
building and echoed high up in the rafters. (Some tune of H aydn’s— or is it 
Bach they usually play?)

T he stylish lady in the fro n t row straightened her fu rs and flicked a dis
tu rb ing  bit of fluff off a trim  black glove. N o t far behind her, tw o school
girls giggled at some private joke as they rearranged their hat veils. L ittle 
Mr. Oakley slouched down fa rther in his pew and was quickly straightened 
up again by an acute nudge from  his domineering wife. A passing dog 
looked in at the open door, only to tu rn  away again.

Back in the parish-house the choirboys mastered stray  locks of hair and 
gave last lingering looks at their Superman comics. One young tenor care
fully sprayed his th roat and hum m ed the opening lines of his solo while he 
watched Mr. M cScott, the oldest and am plest of the basses, a ttack  an 
im pudent m osquito on the back of his neck. H aving  lighted the candles, 
the altar-boys carelessly threw  their white gloves in to  a rem ote and d irty  
corner of their lockers, to  the dismay of the m atron  commissioned to keep 
them spotless. The young priest adjusted his robes and notic ing  a loose 
shoelace attended to it. N ow  all was in readiness.

Pairing o ff, snatching their hym nals from  the shelf, the choir scurried 
in to  the hall, hun ting  the processional as they w ent. The organist ceased 
playing Bach (or is it  H aydn?) and broke in to  "Love D ivine.” Several so
pranos were still in the dark as to  which page it  was on, and called to the 
tenors for aid. There was m uch ado as the congregation rose and leafed 
through their books. The choirboys filed in, looking like angels in their 
beautifu l w hite robes.

The stylish lady in the fro n t row changed her furs to  a d ifferen t position. 
N o t far behind her the tw o schoolgirls rearranged their hat veils. You could 
almost hear the domineering Mrs. Oakley prodding her husband in to  a 
differen t posture.

But then the opening sentences were read. The deep voice of the young 
priest spoke in ringing tones. The congregation joined in. The service had
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" H E L L  A N D  H I G H  W A T E R ”

T h e r e  was a quiet, ominous atmosphere about everything. The air had an 
unusual stickiness and the sky was menacing. H undreds of tiny  clouds 
slithered silently, like serpents beneath a slow -m oving grey carpet. As a



rapidly rising w ind caused the sound to be speckled w ith  white-caps, up on 
the Point, by the lighthouse, waved tw o square red-and-black flags, faded 
and to rn  from  their last use, six years ago. G reat elms moved their boughs 
m ajestically, ready to take w hat M other N atu re  would give them , while 
several small boats in the harbor bounced at their moorings. People scur
ried here and there, taking last-m inute precautions. Yes, there would be 
a blow all righ t, b u t no one knew ju st how m uch to expect.

As evening approached, the skies grew darker and darker and the wind 
rose ever increasingly. H ere in this shingled summer cottage, sheltered from  
the southeast gale, would all be safe and peaceful? N ow  the barom eter began 
to fall, very slowly at first. A half hour passed, and a thunderstorm , like a 
prelude to some fearfu l event, arose and soon disappeared, giving way to 
rain and wind. The needle of the barom eter began to fall rapidly. In  an
other half hour it had dropped tw o points. Things began to  shake. A fter 
the deadly silence of the afternoon, everything was blended in to  a confused 
roar. O utside, the rain beat like bullets against the windowpanes. The 
sound of fly ing branches was inaudible in the general confusion. And it was 
all so dark. If  it had happened in the afternoon, one m igh t at least have 
seen w hat was going on, b u t this in fernal blackness added to the f r ig h tfu l
ness and helplessness of the situation. Ever since the electricity  had gone 
o ff, the few candles placed about the room had flickered dimly. These gave 
just enough glow for one to d ivert himself w ith  a game of solitaire or to 
pick out w ith  nervous fingers a song on the piano.

A nother half hour passed and the barom eter had dropped tw o more points. 
The wind now began to change its sound. T rue, it  still beat and shook the 
entire house like an earthquake, b u t above all the turm oil of mixed noises, 
as if  a t the very top of the heavens, there stood out a m ost heart-rending, 
indescribable moan, the m oan of w ind over eighty miles per hour. Sixty 
more minutes. The barom eter had dropped four more points; the w ind con
tinued to  rise. The moan grew more and more sepulchral, and the house 
shook like the plaything of some great unseen power. A nother hour passed. 
I t  was now about tw elve-th irty , and the barom eter in its dow nw ard fall 
registered a little  below 28.8. W ould it ever stop falling, or would it  con
tinue dow n and down and blow the w orld to  bits?

Alm ost suddenly the w ind had a d ifferen t sound, no t a lessening in its 
in tensity  bu t merely a ra ttle  in a d ifferen t corner of the house. I t  was now 
com ing from  the south. This m ight be favorable. A quick glance a t the 
barom eter showed th a t it  had risen a very little . Then everything would be 
all righ t? Perhaps the next day would come and this would be only a 
dream. N ow  the barom eter began rising quickly. The w ind was coming 
from  the southwest, and the dreadful moan was becoming less and less 
audible; in another hour it  was com pletely gone. The wind, now west, had 
died down considerably and the barom eter was still rising. Outside, the



stars were shining brightly . W hat did it look like ou t there? Tom orrow 
would find the answer. N ow  at last, about three o’clock, it m ight be pos
sible to sleep.

Tom orrow  proved th a t the n igh t had been no dream. Three hours of a 
one-hundred-m iles-per-hour gale had done heartbreaking damage. The sun 
rose and shone on quiet flooded streets. O ther roads were completely washed 
out. Those once majestic elms now lay in sickening destruction, blocking 
the way. Everywhere were branches w ith  limp green leaves, and each window 
was covered w ith  a layer of hurricane grime. M any of the once beautiful, 
sleek sailboats were now lying bruised or destroyed on the w ind-blow n grass. 
Telephone poles stood a t crazy angles and sea-walls were washed away. And 
everywhere people hurried to  and fro  gazing a t w hat nature in  her worst 
mood could do, while the sun shone serenely.

D O R O T H Y  CROSSLEY 4 6

A S I M P L E  C R O S S

A simple cross;
A placid lake;
A weeping willow;
A walk to take.
A walk th rough blossoming 
Cherry trees;
A walk by rough 
A nd storm y seas.
A walk th rough battlegrounds 
Bloody and steep;
A walk to the Land 
O f E ternal sleep.
A nd far o ff on 
A  beckoning hill 
Someone . . . .  Something 
Is calling still.
But still he walks on,
H ead to the sky.
H e u tters  a breath;
H is goal is nigh.
H is last long breath—
’Tis a tragic loss:
For his goal is a grave 
A nd a simple cross.



A R R O W  O F  H O P E

An arrow , seeking its target,
Gleams silver in  the n ight,

D efiant of every hindrance
And shining clear and bright.

This arrow  flies to  the Golden gate,
W here m ay the nations reap 

A firm  and lasting justice
For all the w orld to keep.

J U L IE T  R A P H A E L , GRADE V

T H O U G H T S

T here’s the beauty of the living 
In the long, green grass,

There’s the beauty of the silence 
In  the great H igh  Mass,

There’s the beauty in the prayers 
T h a t can never fade away,

There’s the beauty in the children 
T h a t are always, always gay,

T here’s a beauty in the beauty  
T h a t has never had a flaw ,

T here’s a beauty, yes, a beauty 
In the very stric test law,

And all these God created.



P e t e r  is a square, chunky D utchm an . He is blond and has green eyes. His 
face is perfectly  square and he has a pug nose and big ears. H e is a barnyard 
in himself. H e is as strong as a bull-calf, as obstinate as a mule, as cocky as 
a rooster, he cackles like a hen, and he is as slow as a tu rtle .

H e likes jokes and has a ra ther good sense of hum or, except th a t he will 
repeat a joke over and over.

H e is as affectionate as a puppy and just as rough, and he is as talkative 
as a sparrow.

He gets into mischief bu t he is principally good, and all boy.
LE SLIE  V A N  Z A N D T , GRADE VI

P O R T R A I T  O F  A N  A M E R I C A N

F r e c k l e d , sunny-faced, John Q. Oliver, Jr., trudged slowly along the road 
to the schoolhouse, hopping every f if th  stone for good luck. I t  was a nice 
day, not only because it teas a nice day, bu t because so m any nice things 
had happened to Johnnie.

This m orning Stardust, his cat, had let him w atch  her wash the new baby 
k ittens and had let him tease her w ith  a feather the way Gram ps used to do.

H e had found eight w arm  brow n eggs in the nests, more than  ever before, 
and Mom had promised to make him  a G IN G E R B R E A D  M A N  for supper 
because they were so big.

The m ailm an had b rought them  a fa t lette r from  Jim . Jim  was his 
brother who was helping Uncle Sam by figh ting  in China. Pop had read
every single word of it  to him. Usually Pop didn’t do tha t, ’cause he was
a farm er and had to do a lot of w ork all day.

But! W onder of wonders! Jim  had sent him  a Jap flag for his very
own, w ith  a lot of crazy Jap w riting  on it. H e had it  in his pocket righ t 
now to show to the fellas. H e could feel it  w ith  his hand. T h a t flag cer
tainly made him  one proud guy! I t  sure did!

"K a-a-a-a-rum ph” w ent a chubby green frog on a rock, at a bluebottle fly. 
A rabbit peered th rough some dandelions a t a brow n grasshopper, who 
ignored him  completely. The w hirr of m otors sounded overhead.

John Q . Oliver, Jr., looked up.
"G e e  ! A P -3 8!” he sighed.
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T h e  r o o m  w a s  a c o m p l e t e  s h a m b l e s  a s  u s u a l :  u n m a d e  b e d ,  o p e n  d r a w e r s ,  
s w e a t e r s  a n d  s h i r t s  s t r e w n  a c r o s s  t h e  f l o o r ,  a n d  a  p a i r  o f  j e a n s  c a r e le s s ly  
t h r o w n  o v e r  a n  a r m c h a i r ,  w i t h  t h e  b e l t  g r a c e f u l l y  d r o p p i n g  t o  t h e  f l o o r .

Then the whole scene was blurred as Junior emerged from  a steaming 
bathroom  draped in a tu rk ish  towel. T hen  she saw before her eyes the u n 
believable: clean underwear and socks, a spotless white shirt from  the closet, 
and his best pair of grey flannel slacks. A fter this amazing display the next 
was an even greater shock.

T ripping across the room, Junior entered the still hot bathroom  and 
cleared the rem aining m ist from  the m irror w ith  a clean linen towel. Then, 
back across the room, gaily hum m ing, he gingerly plucked the loudest tie 
from  the rack and again trudged  th rough the underbrush of discarded under
wear in to  th a t no-m an’s-land of soapy tiles. Before the m irror he tied 
and untied his b rightly  colored cravat a dozen times un til the perfection he 
desired had been achieved.

Dashing to the closet again, he emerged w ith  a new cream-colored cor
duroy jacket. And then the finishing touch. O u t came the comb and 
brush. These hated objects were used w ith  unbelievable and h itherto  never 
witnessed skill, a slick here and a brush there.

As Jun ior tu rned  she ducked in to  the closet. H e pranced across the hall 
to  regard himself critically in  her fu ll-leng th  m irror, a model of how to 
day’s you th  should be dressed.

A nd this was achieved by w hat subtle means? N o t by persuasion, not by 
com m and . . .

H er thoughts were a m ixture of pride and pain. But it  has been that 
way since the w orld began. A m other can model her daughter alone, bu t 
T W O  women are needed to fashion a man.

SUSAN P A L M E R , ’47

T R I O L E T
It seemed like real love to me,

But M other warned of youthfulness;
I asked if he m ight come to tea:
( I t  seemed like real love to m e ) .
She answered yes, and then came he.

A pleasant time? Oh, more or less—
It seemed like real love to me,

But M other warned  of youthfulness!
C O N S T A N C E  W IL S O N , ’47



A n  E a s t - b o u n d  tra in  was roaring through the coun try . The tra in  was 
crowded and there were a lo t of people standing. In a seat an elderly lady 
was sitting beside a soldier who had a broken leg. T he tra in  was ju st ap
proaching a station when the woman turned to the soldier and said:

"D o you know w hat station this is?”
"N ope,” said the soldier, no t very m uch interested.
There was a long silence; then the woman made another attem pt.
"A re you going home?”
"N ope,” came the same answer as before.
N oth ing  daunted, the wom an tried again.
"W here are you going?”
"C am p,” said the soldier, still no t interested.
"H ave you been home?” asked the wom an, for she hoped to  build up a 

good conversation.
"Y es,” came the answer, ra ther im patiently. The soldier peered out of 

the window, and sighed heavily.
"D o  you have the tim e?” asked the woman.
"Yes, it is tw o o’clock,” replied the soldier, ra ther bored now.
"W here do you get o ff?” asked the woman, desperately try ing  to get his 

a tten tion  again.
" A t the next sta tion ,” was the answer.
"Y ou mean this one, the one we are coming to?” she asked.
"Y es,” came the reply.
T he tra in  drew into  the station and stopped. The soldier rose.
" ’Bye,” he said, m uch relieved.
"G oodbye,” said the wom an, sorry th a t he had to go.
The tra in  whistle blew and the soldier hurried off. The woman sighed 

and said to herself,
"V ery  nice boy, yes, very nice, bu t lonely.”
She read her newspaper, and the tra in  continued on its journey.

A N N  Y E O M A N S , GRADE VII

J O A N  O F  A R C  
(T he G randm other speaks.)

" Y e s , my dears, I saw Joan of Arc. I t was in Orleans after the English had 
fled. We crowded around her to touch her shining armor, her hands, or 
even her horse. She was a young girl to be honored so, seventeen, I believe, 
b u t to  m y sisters and me she was old, I, the eldest, being only seven, and 
the youngest (your G reat-g reat-aun t M arie)— why, the good Joan herself 
had held her for baptism! A great honor, my dears, a great honor!



"She was a beautifu l girl and well-form ed, and in her shining white 
armor, w ith  her lovely shining face and her white satin banner flapping 
overhead she looked like an angel from  above! T h a t’s all I can th ink  of—  
it was so long ago. So tum ble o ff m y lap and run  down to supper.”

L E SLIE  V A N  Z A N D T , GRADE VI

M O O N  S O N G

Beneath the trees m oon-w hite w ith  silvered leaves 
A nd bursting  buds like clinging pearls,

There sways a fro thy  mist th a t churns and heaves 
A round an ivory tru n k  th a t upw ard swirls.

I pause to w atch  w ith  envy in m y heart,
And soon on frosty  wings my m ind has flow n 

Beyond all know n horizons to  a p art
W here dream -like figures dance amid a foam 

O f creamy stars. T hen  soft does laughter spill 
From  lips unused to joy, and m irth  is sown 

In barren earth . W hile w ith  a song I thrill 
I know as wise m en e’er have know n 

If only saddened hearts w ith  hope can sing 
U ntravelled realms will herald each a king.

H O P E  H E M P H I L L , ’4 6

M O T H E R  N A T U R E

M other N atu re  is the trees;
M other N atu re  is the flowers;

M other N a tu re  is the roses
T h a t help to make the bowers.

M other N atu re  all around;
M other N a tu re  out of doors;

M other N atu re  is the flowers
T h a t bloom upon the moors.

M other N atu re  is the winds;
M other N atu re  is the snow;

M other N atu re  makes the seasons 
Yearly come and go.



I
The brook is flowing 
Full of know ing,
All th rough the ages.

II
All life’s gains,
All life’s strains,
All th rough the ages.

III
W inter, Summer, Spring or Fall,
Stream of knowledge, best o f all,
Flowing, flow ing, ever knowing.
Could you tell me where i t ’s going.

A ll th rough the ages?
N A N C Y  T E N  B R O E C K , GRADE V

P O R T R A I T  O F  A L I T T L E  G I R L

I t  w a s  lunch-tim e and the eighth grade girls were hurrying  to the Lower 
School class room to eat.

Upon entering the fo u rth  grade room, they found a small sober-looking 
child. H er face was buried in a book and her long brow n hair was hanging 
down over the pages. To all appearances she was studying, bu t you could 
almost see her prick up her ears whenever she heard someone coming down 
the stairs. She looked up when the girls entered and was soon chatting  w ith  
them . H er brown eyes would study the girls’ faces while she talked, and 
you could feel her w riting  down thoughts in the back of her mind. Once 
in a while a friend would walk by outside, and she would run to the window 
w aving eagerly. H er face would beam radiantly  so th a t you could see she 
liked th a t person.

She waited patiently  for her m other, who was probably engaged in a con
versation w ith  the other Middle School teachers, bu t who would soon come 
down hurriedly, realizing she had a fam ily to feed. The child’s books were 
piled neatly on her desk and she was ready to go. Once more she returned 
to her book.

Suddenly she grabbed her books and ran. She had heard the familiar fo o t
step. The girls too heard a voice familiar to  them  call, "M ary!”

SALLY S C H W A R Z K O P F , GRADE VIII



S C H O O L  N O T E S

A T H L E T I C S
Because of traveling difficulties, our various varsity teams were unable 

to hold m any of their usual games. How ever, our varsity  hockey squad, 
captained by Blythe Scott, did succeed in playing and defeating H am ilton  
H igh  School, The H u n  School, and The H olm quist School. A t home, the 
Gray team, captained by H ope H em phill, won the pennant.

This w in ter we were fo rtuna te  enough to have The H u n  School gym at 
our disposal. A lthough we did not play any outside basketball games, we 
took every opportunity  to use it for our own enjoym ent. The G ray team 
again won the color games.

Baseball and tennis were our main interests this spring, and we played 
several outside games and color games.

T H E  G L E E  C L U B
This year the Glee Club has welcomed Miss Adams as our conductor in 

place of Miss Kleeman, who has gone overseas w ith  the O .W .I. I t has been 
a busy year, including tw o concerts w ith the Princeton U niversity  Glee 
C lub in Alexander H all and a concert w ith  the Lawrenceville school. In 
the school programs the Glee Club has sung at Thanksgiving, the Candle
light Service, the Easter Service, and a t Com mencem ent. Tw o new music 
groups have been form ed: the M adrigal G roup of about ten girls, who sang 
a t the Candlelight Service, and the Music Club, for the girls who wish to 
make some study of classical and m odern music.

T H E  D R A M A T I C S  C L U B
Mrs. M cAneny, w ith  the help of Mrs. Richardson, Mrs. Cope, and Miss 

Pugh, directed our production of Stage Door, by Edna Ferber and George S. 
K aufm an, on A pril 14th. I t was given at the H igh  School, as the M urray- 
Dodge theatre has been taken over by the N avy. The m en’s parts were 
played by undergraduates from  Princeton U niversity.

It was a bigger production than the school had ever a ttem pted  and was 
presented w ith  great success. O f the proceeds, $200 was donated to the 
Charities Chest of the school and $50 deposited fo r the use of next year’s 
D ram atics Club.

O fficers of the year: President, Barbara Field; Treasurer, Mary Brum- 
mer; Corresponding Secretary, Janet Elderkin; Recording Secretary, N ancy 
H art.



Building For The Future 
T hrough  Research

RCA LABORATORIES

Research H eadquarters For

RA D IO  C O R P O R A T IO N  
OF AMERICA



COMPLETE 
BANKING FACILITIES

PRINCETON BANK
AND

TRUST COMPANY
Prin ceto n  n e w  je r s e y

C H A R T E R E D  1834

M em ber Federal D eposit In su ran ce  C o rp o ra tio n  
and

F edera l R eserve System





Books From All Publishers
CLASSICS —  P O P U L A R  F IC T IO N  —  C U R R E N T  E V E N T S

S P O R T I N G  G O O D S

T E N N IS  and  BASEBALL E Q U IP M E N T

S T A T IO N E R Y  and T Y P E W R IT E R  SU PPLIES 

P IC T U R E  FR A M E S, P H O T O  A LB U M S, S C R A P  B O O K S 

Z E N IT H  H E A R IN G  A ID S

You arc alivays welcome a t

T he Princeton U niversity Store, Inc.
Center of the Campus

TH E 
FIRST N A TIO N A L BANK 

OF 
PR IN C E TO N

Meets Every Banking Need

Checking Accounts - Savings 
Loans - Mortgages

Trusts - Safekeeping

M E M B E R  F E D E R A L  D EP O SIT  IN S U R A N C E  C O R P O R A T IO N  
FE D E R A L  R ESERV E SYSTEM



Y O U N G ’S
C A N -T E E N — the neat, sweet, reet 
corner where smart teensters meet 

to pluck keen fashions, City frocks— 
country casuals. Good pick-ups 

and a f  riendly welcome.
Please come to see us.

Y O U N G ’S
N e w  B r u n s w i c k  7100

For informed advice
on

REAL ESTATE
or

INSURANCE

Consult

S E A L I O R  

1 8 6  N A S S A U  S T R E E T  

P R I N C E T O N ,  N E W  J E R S E Y

E d m u n d  D.

OK
T E L E P H O N E  3 2 2



S C H O O L  S U P P L I E S  

C H I L D R E N ’ S B O O K S

Hinkson’s

74 N a s s a u  St . P h o n e  1 1 2

G. R . M u r r a y , I n c .

I n s u r a n c e  and  R e a l  E s t a t e

Phone 4

2 9  P a l m e r  Sq u a r e  W .  P r i n c e t o n , N .  J .

FINDLER & WIBEL, Inc.
S C H O O L  s u p p l i e s  i n  s t o c k  a n d  t o  o r d e r

School & College Diplomas
s t a t i o n e r s  
p r i n t e r s  
E N G R A V E R  S 
L I T H O G R A P H E R S

Blank Book Manufacturers
LOO SE L E A F  O F  EV ER Y  D ESC R IPT IO N

115 NASSAU STREE T, N E W  Y O R K  7, N . Y. 
Telephone . . . C O rtlan d t 7-1500



1887 1945

O. H. Hubbard Agency
IR V IN G  W . M E R S H O N , M anager 

REAL ESTA TE —  IN SU R A N C E

142 N a s s a u  S t r e e t  P r i n c e t o n , N. J.

Telephone 400

Complimen ts

of

C. V. Hill Co.

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

Renwick’s Coffee Shop
"A  Princeton L andm ark”

Breakfast - Luncheon - Afternoon Tea - Dinner

10 N a s s a u  St .

P r i n c e t o n , N .  J .



Orren Jack Turner
Distinguished Photography 
for Discriminating People

S T U D IO : 1 1 2  N A S S A U  S T R E E T

Princeton Worsted Mill
T r e n t o n , N e w  J e r s e y

Matthews Construction Co.
BUILDERS

Specialists in Country Estate and 
Collegiate Work

P R IN C E T O N , N E W  JE R S E Y



Victor and Columbia Records

The MUSIC SHOP

16  N a s s a u  S t .

P r i n c e t o n ,  N .  J.
Phone 80

R e e d ’ s

Books
and

Commercial Stationery
Since 1848

391-393 George Street, New Brunsw ick, N . J.

Walter B. Howe, Inc.
Real Estate - Insurance

94 N a s s a u  S t r e e t  —  T e l e p h o n e s  95 a n d  96 

P r i n c e t o n , N .  J .



Skillman & Skillman

REAL ESTATE

2 0  N a s s a u  St r e e t —  Telephone 822

P i c t u r e s  a n d  F r a m i n g

J. W. M ILLER’S 
SONS

'W ater Colors, E tchings 
and

Sporting P rints

'b lue coal’ M otor Stokor the little gallery

P h o n e  5 2 3 39 P alm er S quare W .

Com plim ents

T H E of

F A R R S. H . STILLW ELL
HA RD W A RE CO M PA N Y

Co. Builders



PEACOCK IN N

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

Compliments

of

’46

HEEREM ANS

"The Princeton Flower Shop” 

1 4 4  N a s s a u  S t r e e t  

T e l e p h o n e  -  9 6 2

For a 
REALLY GOOD  
PH O TO G RA PH

Try the

C l e a r o s e  S t u d i o

You’ll Be Pleased

1 4 8  N a s s a u  St r e e t  

P hone 1620

TH OM PSO N’S
EXPRESS & STORAGE

C R A T IN G , P A C K IN G , S H IP P IN G

274 A L E X A N D E R  S T R E E T  

P hone 88

Prescriptions?

W i l c o x ’ s

of course



The C l o t h e s  L i n e , Inc. 

Chambers Street 

Princeton, N. J.

The Silver Shop
59 P A L M E R  S Q U A R E , W . 

P r i n c e t o n ,  N .  J .

A n tiq u e s  a n d  O b je c ts  o f  A r t  

O ld  E n g lis h  S ilv e r  

M o d e rn  G if t s

H a r r y  M i l l e r  
fo rm e r ly  w ith
D A R R A H  A N D  D A R R A H

N a s s a u  C a n d y  
C e n t e r

F ea tu rin g  
R o se m a r ie  de P a ris  

L o u is  S h e rry  G i f t  B a sk e ts  
a n d  all p o p u la r  b ra n d s  

G la z e d  F r u i ts  a n d  N u t s  
' O v erseas  P ack a ge s

52 N a ssa u  S tre e t  P r in c e to n  3 2 7 7

A P P L E G A T E ’ S
Floral Shop 

4 7  P a lm e r  S q . W . 

p h o n e  121 —  2 2 4 - r

Flowers fo r all Occasions 

'W eddings Corsages Funera ls

FL O W E R S T E L E G R A P H E D  A N Y W H E R E  

F  T  D M E M B E R

REAL ESTATE

L A W R E N C E  N O R R IS 

32 C h a m b e r s  St .

T e l . 1367

Compliments

of
’47



Compliments

of

’48

FRAZEE’S
•

S E A

FOODS

For Books 

P a r n a s s u s  B o o k s h o p

167 Nassau Street

Beat the Moths! 1
USE O UR 

STO RAG E V A U LT

m

UNIVERSITY
LA UNDRY

D ry Cleaning

Com plim ents

of

ZA PF’S H A R D W A R E  

Princeton, N . J.

J o a n ’s D r e s s  S h o p

Junior and Misses’ 

DRESSES —  SUITS 

H A TS

63 P a lm er S quare  P hone 2289



Com plim ents

of

H U L IT ’S SHOE 
STORE

140 Nassau St.

W . SCO TT T A Y L O R

Pharm acy

11 W . S tate1 S t., T re n to n , N . J. 

Est. 1875

"A sk  Y o u r D o c to r”
H e K now s Us

Phone 149

So u t h ’s G a r a g e

Cadillac  —  Oldsmobile 

2 - 4  N a s s a u  St r e e t

T h e  C u m m i n s  S h o p  

P r i n c e t o n , N . J .

Com plim ents

of

D A N IE L  M. CA RU SO

TA ILO R

8 Palmer Square East

Books 

Music 

G ifts  

Greeting Cards

ZAVELLE’S

12 Palmer Square W.



CROSSLEY 
INCO RPO RA TED

P U B L IC  O P IN I O N  A N A L Y S T S

J. FORD FLAGG :: PRINTER

Highland Park, N. J.



Congratulations to 

The Class of 1943

A FRIEND








