
Slink

3lunr - 1949





T H E  L I N K

1948  -  1949 

MISS F INE ’S SCHOOL





MAY MARGARET FINE





SHIRLEY DAVIS





The Class of 1949 
Ded ica tes  th is  L IN K  to 
M A R IA  R IC E  M IL L E R  

whose affectionate humor and 
s incere in te re s t  have endeared  

he r to us all.



THE LINK BOARD



T H E  L I NK
M I S S  F I N E ’ S S C H O O L

Vol. X X IX June  1949 No. 1

BOA RD  OF  E D IT O R S
E d i to r  ...........................................
Ass is tan t E d i to r
Business M a n a g e r ....................
A ss is tan t Bus iness M anage r
L i t e r a r y  E d i to r s  ......................

Adve r t is ing  M anage r  
Ass is tan t Adve r t is ing  M anager  
Pho to g raph ic  E d i to r  
Subsc r ip t ion  E d i to r
F a c u l ty  Advisors

Ju n io r  E d i to r s  ...............................

Adve r t is ing  Committee

Lucy  Law 
M artha  Jam ieson  
K irby  Thompson  

Jane  Hondius 
f B arba ra  Smith 
I M ar th a  Jam ieson  

Joan  Budny 
P a t t i  T ighe 

Sally Downs 
M ary  N icholson 

f M iss He len  Burnham  
| M iss Constance Pende rgas t  

Alice E lg in  
Po l ly  J am ieson  

W endy  McAneny 
Sally M oun tfo rd  
Sue P e t ron e  
Sally P o t te r

T A B L E  OF  C O N T E N T S
School Song ...........................................................................................  10
Sen ior F a r e w e l l .............................................................................................................  11
The Class of 1949   12
The Class Chart .................................................................................................................. 22
The Class P rophecy  ..........................................................................................................  23
The Classes of 1950, 1951, 1952   27
School No tes     28
L i te ra ry  C o n t r i b u t i o n s ......................................................................................................  35



S E M P E R  L U C E A T  
To the music of the hymn, “O Young and F ea r le s s  P ro ph e t .”

To you. Miss F in e ’s School, a lways 
W e ’ll p ledge ou r hea r t s  and minds.
In  us a true  devo t ion  
Shall ever be enshrined.
T he  lamp of knowledge, shining,
Shall guide us th rough  our days;
And as the yea rs  pass by us,
May we have “l igh t a lways.”



S E N IO R  F A R E W E L L
W e  s tand at the b r ink  of a m is ty  void. Some of the m is t of the unknown 

fu tu re  diffuses in to the p resen t ,  and even the past is s l igh t ly  dimmed on th is 
day of farewell . W e hate to move on in to the unknown, but more th an  that , 
we ha te to re l inqu ish  to you the lamp of knowledge we have nou rished 
th roughou t our years  a t  M iss F in e ’s. So we s tand here hold ing th is  lamp 
fo r  the last t ime be fo re  we go on. W e s tand here and our eyes fo l low  its 
rays as they  shine back over the th ings th a t  to us a re  Miss F in e ’s— the 
grac ious f r iend liness  of the f ron t  hall dom ina ted  by Miss F in e ’s p o r t r a i t ;  
the school sp ir i t  built by  the compe t i t ion  of hockey games and climaxed 
by the s inging around our bonfire ; the ex h i la ra t ion  of pu t t ing  on the p lay ; 
the simple beau ty  of the candle l igh t se rv ice ;  and the fee l ing of un ity  
c rea ted  as we rec i ted  toge the r  f rom  Luke ; the foo l ish  fun of Baby D ay ; 
the gaye ty  of sp r ing ;  sp r ing flowers along the d r iv ew ay ; the Spring 
D ance ;  and M ay  Day, w i th  its note of solemnity . T h e n  too, as the ligh t 
sh ines in to the mist, it hits on someth ing which has no rea l fo rm  bu t ra the r  
p e rm ea te s  all the r e s t ;  the sp ir i t  of indiv idual in teg r i ty  and respons ib i l i ty  
emphasized by our S tuden t Government, and the sp ir i t  of commun ity  use
fu lness developed th ru  our social serv ice activ it ies . So we wa tch  the rays 
as they shine back over these things, bo th  vis ible and invisible, th a t  to us 
are Miss F in e ’s.

W e must move on in to th a t  unknown m is ty  void. W e hand the lamp to 
you. W e challenge you to hold it high and keep these th ings b r igh t .  W e  
challenge you to hold it high and make these th ings b r igh te r .



JO A N  BUD NY
‘‘I n  maiden m ed i ta t ion  
Fan cy  f ree .”

N a tu ra l  and respons ib le  a re  the two words which best sum up Joan. 
She is n a tu ra l  in the way she speaks as she th inks  and looks as she feels. 
W il l  we ever fo rg e t  the boys “who go out to pa r t ie s  and make money and 
th in g s”? Then , too, underc lassm en have been known to  d isobey p e t ty  ru les 
ju s t  to  see the exp ress ion  on her face. J o an  is also no ted  fo r  he r gullib il i ty . 
(R em em be r  the t ime we said we cou ldn ’t use the Senior S i t t ing  Room?)

Sti l l  she is the most respons ib le  and consc ien tious member of our class. 
And wha t is more, she has done lo ts of th ings which prove her dependabili ty . 
She has been  on the S tuden t Council dur ing  the las t two years  and is now 
ou r class p res iden t . T h roughou t  her four years  at M iss F in e ’s, he r  s inging 
has made he r the shining ligh t of many a Glee Club Concert . Bu t the song 
t h a t  m os t typifies J o an  to  us is : “He W as  a L i t t le  Boy”. Also, she is 
renowned  as a baske tba l l  p layer  (no t only because of he r many fa l ls ) .  But 
m os t of all, she is re spons ib le : w he the r  she be selling t icke ts  fo r  the play 
or ads f o r  th e  L ink ,  if Jo an  is doing a thing, you know it will ge t done.

W e  know th a t  the beguil ing na tu ra lness tha t has endeared  her to us 
and th e  dependab i l i ty  which has made us respec t her will c a r ry  Jo an  far, 
rega rd le s s  of “W h a t  College”.



SALLY D O W N S  
“A swee t d iso rde r"

Arr iv ing  f rom  Denver in the fall , Sally has found he rse lf  ve ry much at 
home in the a tmosphere of P r ince ton .  She zooms up in a ye llow conver t ib le  
w i th  a huge mons te r  hanging out. I t ’s Loki Downs, Sally ’s pup.

Sally has been an excellen t m ember of the hockey team. H e r  skill and 
omn ip resence were a g rea t asse t in every  game. A sense of secu r i ty  came 
to  us when we saw Sally w ith  the ball.

W h i le  the res t  of us can be found cu tt in g  up in the S.S.R., Sally is 
usually found gr ind ing away in the s tudy hall. Bu t Sally isn’t all w o rk  and 
no p lay ; her weekends include square -danc ing and the most fo rmal affairs.

W e hope Sally, our gal w i th  the tw ink l ing  eyes and happy laugh, will 
en joy  he r  tr ip  abroad th is coming year , and we wish her success.



JA N E  H O N D IU S
“I  hear a sm ile"

Jane  is our l ingu is t in more  ways than  one. No t only can she read  nine 
languages and speak seven, bu t she can wh isper while a te a che r  is ta lk ing 
more  successfu l ly  than any of the re s t  of us. As a m a t te r  of fac t she will 
ta lk  abou t m os t any th ing at m os t any t ime in most any language. H ow 
ever, her spec ia l t ies (as fa r  as sub jec t  m a t te r  goes) are  he r school in 
H o l land  (she is Du tch )  and her t r ip  on the boat. W hen  Jan ie  can be found 
in the S i t t ing  Room (she ac tua l ly  uses the S tudy H a l l )  she is usually 
sea ted  in the m iddle of a couch te l l ing  us abou t the man who fell ove rboard  
or the t ime they locked the p ro fe s so rs  in the chess room.

W hen  J an ie  first came to us in Oc tober, her beau t i fu l complex ion and 
he r nea tn es s  made us th ink  she looked as if she had ju s t  s tepped ou t of 
one of V e rm ee r ’s pa in t ings . But now we know tha t her sm iling face and 
tw ink l ing  eyes hold too much fun and good humor for any p ic tu re  of 
V erm eer .  She is always full of fun and very amusing, but the most amusing 
th ing  th a t  she did th is  season was her going to New York to  lea rn  a 
D u tch  dance.

W e are g ra te fu l  to  J an ie  fo r having shared w ith us her varied exper iences 
and her chee r fu l p e rsona l i ty  th roughou t this year.



M A R T H A  JA M IE S O N
“Eve ry th in g  is swee tened  by r i sk ’’

Fea th e r s  fly, a b lanke t of down descends upon the whole school, and 
M ar ty  emerges f rom  the Sen ior S i t t ing  Room covered w i th  fluff. You may 
th ink th a t  th is is an exception , bu t the p roo f  of the pudding was the t ime 
she locked the doo r to the S.S.R., th rew  the key out the w indow and lef t 
the Seniors s tranded . These  p ranks typ ify  M ar ty ’s fun-lov ing spirit .

Ou r n igh t owl f rom  T ren to n  is a member of a fam ily  of seven, two of 
whom jo ined us la s t  year. The many “pick up” meals and marve lous times 
which M a r ty ’s hosp i ta l i ty  afford us show her more  domestic side.

M a r ty  seems to  have a finger in every pie. As p res iden t of the Glee 
Club she has helped to make the year a musical success. She was a valued 
inner on the hockey team and is ju s t  as en thus ias t ic  abou t ba ske tba l l  and 
tenn is . M ar ty  is always w il l ing to do the unglorified jobs th a t  no one else 
w il l do. She always comes th rough  w ith  her weary , “I ’ll do it,” and saves 
us at the la s t  minute.

W he th e r  M ar ty  decides to be a social wo rker or to wo rk  w i th  ch ildren, 
we are sure her w it and f r iend l ine ss  will make her as g re a t  a success in 
the fu tu re  as she has been in the class of ’49.



LUCY LAW
" I ’m a w o rk e r  in the vineyard , work in ' ha rd  and w o rk in ’ true,
Now su re ly  i t  w on ’t m a t te r  i f  I  ea ts a g rape  or two .”

Lucy is no ted  for her act ive pa r t ic ip a t ion  in any th ing and every th ing , 
and also fo r  h e r  m isch ievous humor.

As p re s iden t of the Social Serv ice Committee , L ucy ’s t ime is spen t 
o rgan iz ing  d r ives  and pack ing boxes. She usually comes pan t ing  up late 
to a r t  a f t e r  a s t renuous gym period . The Blue team  has made he r its 
w o r th y  captain. Skilled as a member of the hockey and baske tba l l team, 
he r  w il l ingness and coopera t ion  make her a m os t valuable player. Th is  
y ea r  she played Em ily  in “Our H e a r t s  W e re  Young and Gay,” g iv ing an 
exce l len t pe r fo rm ance  as the hilar ious, naive college girl.

Ou r ed ito r- in -ch ie f  has been on the S tuden t Council fo r  two years. 
L ucy  is our a rden t F ed e ra l i s t  and has conver ted  many to the F ed e ra l i s t  
flock. H a rd ly  a m o rn ing  assembly  has gone by w ithou t he r  announcing 
w ith  w indm il l  ge s tu re s  her Social Serv ice or F ede ra l i s t  meetings.

D esp i te  the fac t th a t  Lucy p ro fesses  love for no man, “we believe it no t .”
W e will never fo rge t  he r spu r ts  of laugh te r  which o f ten  sound off in 

class, and the innocen t look on her face as she does her hom ework  beh ind 
a book.

L ucy  is d e te rm ined  th a t  when she ge ts  out of co llege she is going to 
"do  someth ing ,” and know ing L ucy ’s effervescence, we are sure she will.



MARY N IC H O L SO N
“L e t  me live in a house by the side of the road  
and be a f r iend  to man.”

Miss F in e ’s was glad to welcome Mary N icholson in to its m ids t last 
fall. H e r  seda teness and reserve o f ten  have made her the m ed ia to r  in our 
f r equ en t  squabbles. D esp i te  he r qu ie tness M ary  is always full of fun and 
ready  to be a pa r t  of any group . She always has a p leasan t express ion  and 
wha teve r she is th ink ing is easily observed in h e r  express ive eyes.

M ary  is on the Social Service Committee and is very in te re s ted  in 
ath le t ics , pa r t ic u la r ly  basketball . Desp i te  her t roub le s  and prob lems con
ce rn ing the subsc r ip t ions  fo r  The Link, she has been a good Subsc r ip t ion  
Ed ito r .

M a ry ’s f requen t absen t-m indedness has been a source of constan t w o r ry  
and amusement th is year. The car keys to her l i t t le  green P lymou th  ( r id ing  
in which is our favo r i te  past im e) are always lost. W e will never fo rg e t  
the time she le f t  her t icke t of admiss ions to the College Boards  in 
R enw ick ’s and was convinced th a t  she would never find it or g e t in to 
take the College Boards.

W he rev e r  M ary dwells always seems to be the best p lace fo r  our f r e 
quent hen-parties . The “hang -ou t” a t 8 S tock ton S tree t is a wonderfu l ly  
conven ien t and com fo rtab le  place to  go.

W e are sure tha t whereve r she goes, M ary ’s sympa the t ic  k indness will 
find her a place in everybody 's heart .



BA R BA RA  S M IT H
“She keeps he r  l i t t le  though ts  in s igh t 

Though gay  th ey  run  and leap."

Pe rh ap s  it is he r  poise or pe rhaps  i t  is he r good sense, bu t w ha tev e r it 
is, B a rb a ra  Sm ith  has a way of mak ing he rse lf  qu ickly liked by all. Upon 
en te r ing  the S.S.R., you ’re su re to  be met by a pa ir  of fee t t i l ted  a t  some 
upward  angle. T hey  belong to B arba ra ,  who may be found lounging in a 
m os t com fo rtab le  pos i t ion  g roan ing  to herse lf , “Now  I have to ge t down 
to wo rk .”

In  sp ite of h e r  many a i lm en ts  ( rea l  and o the rw ise ) ,  B a rb a ra  always 
manages  to  s tay  in good humor. I t  is doub tfu l if th e re  has ever been a t ime 
when B a rb a ra  has been known to ge t ang ry  or lose he r  temper . She seems 
ever to rem a in  calm and collected .

B a rb a ra  is d is t in c t ly  the a th le te  of the class— or shall we say the school? 
W e ’re  all fam i l ia r  w i th  the s igh t of he r  s t re ak ing  down the field, hockey 
s t ick  in hand, head ing s t ra igh t  fo r  ano the r  goal. She was on the S tuden t 
Council her F re shm an  and Sophomore years. In  he r  Jun io r  and Senior 
yea rs  she has combined her good common sense and her a th le t ic  ab il i ty  as 
S ec re ta ry  and P re s id en t  of the A th le t ic  Associa tion . Also she has cap ta ined 
the G rey  Team , th e  V a r s i ty  Hockey  Team , and the V a rs i ty  Baske tba ll Team .

Barba ra ,  the soph is t ica te  of our class, may o f ten  be seen g l id ing a round 
in a g re en  Bu ick conver t ib le . I f  fo r no th ing else, she wou ld  be no ted  for 
he r pa r t ie s .  Bu t th e re  is lo ts else: he r poise, he r  common sense, her
a th le t ic  ab il i ty , and all the o the r  th ings we s t i l l  canno t name, bu t  wh ich  
make B a rb a r a ’s conve rsa t ion  fasc ina t ing  and he r opin ions respected .



K IR B Y  T H O M P S O N  
W ha t mean all these m ys te r ie s  to me 
Whose life is fu l l of ind ices and surds.

The pe rsonif ica tion of f r iend liness at M iss F in e ’s is K irby  Thom pson : 
the gir l who is quick to pra ise , full of in te l l igence , comple te ly  unique, and 
jus1 pla in  likeable.

K irby  is our confident and our leader . She is our “keeper of s e c re ts”, 
and fo r  rea l is t ic  y e t sympa the t ic  advice, we usually tu rn  to her. As fo r  
be ing our leader, her influence over us is shown in the fac t tha t when 
K irby  decides to  use a word, i t  rea l ly  ge ts used. No one can m iss “phenom 
ena l”, “bou rgeo is”, “mo t ley”, “so rd id”, etc .—they  are K irby ’s words.

She is de l igh tfu l ly  casual and na tu ra l .  W e ’ll neve r fo rge t he r ca rry ing  
he r new sk i-boots  in to R enw ick ’s and then tak ing them  to bed th a t  night. 
W e ’ve all had the exper ience of s i t t in g  on the phone for ha lf  an  hour 
wa it ing  fo r  K irby  to say someth ing while she hums a m er ry  tune or ca rr ie s  
on ano the r  conversa t ion . All th is is p a r t  of K i rb y ’s happy-go- lucky manner .

H e r  p rac t ica l  mind and keen in te l l igence make her the b ra ins  of our 
class. A lthough she has no use fo r  vague theoriz ing , i t ’s no t everyone who 
can ge t 97 % in fou r m a th  exams.

K irby  has been on the S tuden t Council for th ree  years , inc lud ing one 
year  as sec re ta ry  and one as p res iden t .  She was head of the scen ery  com 
m it tee  for the las t two school plays. She is no t p a r t ic u la r ly  in te re s ted  in 
a th le t ic s  ( to  pu t it m ild ly ) , bu t K irby  doesn’t  need to be an a th le te  to 
have school spiri t . H e r  f r iend ly  “H i” is school sp ir i t  enough.

W e wish the be st of luck to K irby  who p roc la im s no in te r e s t  in 
es the t ic  m ys te r ie s  and ye t has overcome the g r e a t e s t :  H ow  to ge t along 
w ith  people.



P A T T I  T IG H E
“The road  is romance , so le t i t  w ind.”

As you en te r  the S.S.R., P a t t i ’s l i t t le  smile beams up at you f rom  the 
dep ths of a couch, and she sh r ieks “You w e ren ’t s tudying , were y ou ?” She 
holds a rem ark ab le  re co rd :  th a t  of never having spen t a s tudy pe r iod  in 
the S tudy Ha l l  th is year. H owever ,  we suspec t her of doing more work 
than she would lead us to  believe. H e r  cons tan t g r ip ing  abou t the huge 
amoun ts  of wo rk  “those te a ch e r s” give us is somewhat con t rad ic ted  by the 
fac t  th a t  she does p rac t ic a l ly  all of it in the two m inu tes be fo re  classes 
and. at tha t , comes ou t w i th  enviable marks.

P a t t i  has been w i th  us fo r  th ree  years . L as t year she was class p res iden t 
and se c re ta ry  of the Social Serv ice Committee. . T h is  year she has been a 
wonde r fu l  head of the D ram a t ic  Club, p lay ing Mrs. Skinner in “Our H ea r ts  
W e r e  Young and Gay.”

A lthough  P a t t i  is the most fun- lov ing of our fun-lov ing class, she has 
kep t up th is  ro le of m o th e r  in many ways. “Click, click,” go her kn i t t ing  
needles  as she s i ts  ove r in the co rne r  wo rk ing  on he r la te s t  p a ir  of orange 
and b lack argy les , and g iv ing out her advice. Not unknowing of t roub le s  
he rse lf ,  she is a t ru ly  unders tand ing  counsellor. She will g ive you advice 
on a lmost any th ing  f rom  how to pick up a s t i tch  to how to have fun at 
pa rt ie s .

W e w ish  the be s t  of luck to our k i t ten ish  ye t sympa the t ic  P a t t i ,  who 
be lieves th a t  all of life is a romance : a romance to be en joyed, and a 
romance to  be shared .





T H E  C L A S S  C H A R T

to

Name Theme Song No ted  F o r Makes  
M en t ion  of P e t  Peeve B ese t t in g  Sin S av ing  Grace

JO A N “Every th in g Exp re s s iv e  Face “W ha t Co l lege?” Ir re spons ib le Gull ib i l i ty V oice
BUD NY Happens  to  M e” people

SALLY “Bewitched , Skiing Denve r Lok i ’s ha ir Vagueness Smile
DO W N S Bo the red  and 

B ew i ld e red”
in the car

JA N E "W h isp e r in g” Giggles Holland Pa r s lev “Always Complex ion
H O N D IU S in D u tch”

M ARTY “Smoke R ing s” “Nine Day T  ombstones Gush ing Sarca s t ic  w it “Good H um o rs”
JA M IE S O N W onde r  D ie t s”

LUCY "B re a th le s s” Exube rance Federa l ism Unrespons ive Raid ing peop le ’s Cheerfu lness
LAW people ice boxes

MARY “T h e r e ’s a T a v  H e r  h om e : The Animal Armad i l los Absent- Eyes
N IC H O L SO N ern in th e  T ow n” our haunt F a rm mindedness

BARBARA “Sum m er t im e” The s tud io Spring In s in ce r i ty H e r  conver t ib le Poise
S M IT H

K IR B Y “I Kiss Your Hi! Jamaica P in  s t r ip es Shyness S incer i ty
T H O M P S O N Hand , M adam e”

P A T T I “L azybone s” Lollypops Sou the rn P a r ty  poops Moods K it ten ishness
T IG H E and Kisses Gentlemen

T H E  CLASS “W hy  Can’t You 
B ehav e?”

Celeb ra t ing The W eekend Grinds Grip ing “Stick-
tog e th e rn e s s”



(Au,, tftoplU,
The scene is the underworld . T he t ime is eons from  r.ow.

Th rough  the fiery smoke Joan ie  can be seen s tand ing near the “P i t ” 
singing Open the Door , M ommy  f rom  her la te s t  B roadway hit Locked Out. 
Recogn iz ing the voice, B a rba ra  en te rs  w i th  t runks and t runks  of impeccable 
clothes, red  su its  w ith  long tails , and l i t t le  ha ts  w i th  the m os t s ty l i sh  of 
horns. J u s t  then K irby  comes roa r ing  up in he r s ta t ion  wagon, which is 
overflowing w i th  212 cats, and she yells out a h ea r ty  “H i” ! As she gets 
out, she bumps her head on the sign “Abandon Hope All Ye W ho  E n te r  
H e r e”. Bu t she is unable to  spiel fo r th  her “Curses and imp lica t ions” befo re 
M ar ty  ( the  ex -tombstone kid) charges in on the T ro ja n  H o rse  which is 
ne ighing “W hee—W hee—”, Then P a t t i ,  our fa l len angel, floats in and 
s ta r t s  re la t ing  what a heavenly t ime she had. “And guess what I found ,” 
she continues . “The S.S.R. (S p i r i t s ’ S immering Room). Come on, I ’ll show 
you .”

On the way we pass by the R ive r  S tyx and inv ite Jan ie  to come w ith  us. 
But she declines, saying she would r a th e r  ride back and fo r th  w ith Charon, 
who is teach ing her Greek. W a lk ing  fa r the r ,  we come ac ross Lucy, who, 
always wanting to be helpful, is t ry ing  to get a job shove ling coal. F ina lly  
we all a rr ive  at the S.S.R., an impress ive ly  messy place, and the ho t te s t  spo t 
in Hades . En te r ing , whom should we see but Sally, who is sea ted in the 
middle of the floor design ing a new t rave l folder . T he fo lde r  read s : “Are 
you wonder ing  what to do the nex t th ree  eons of your dea th? Square Dance 
in the E ly s ian  F ie lds .” J u s t  then Mary, late as usual, bu rs ts  in. (She m issed 
the boa t .) Bo th  her legs are bowed from her li fe on the open range, and 
she calls out “Howdy , P a rd n e r .” But we see a cloud come ove r he r  face : 
“Oh dear, where could I have le f t  my pu r s e ?” and she bu rs ts  out again. 
W e all tra i l a f te r  her, hop ing to help find i t ;  and so the shades of fo r ty -n ine  
are once more los t in the fiery smoke.









CLASS OF  1950



SCHOOL N O T E S

T H E  S T U D E N T  C O U N C IL
The S tuden t Council th is year has t r ied  to co -o rd ina te  the Council and 

the Uppe r School. T he  Council m inu te s  have been pos ted  at in te rva ls  and 
the re  have been many open mee t ings  to discuss various prob lems in the 
school.

W e  have also a t tem p ted  to na r row  the void be tw een  the M iddle School 
and the U ppe r  School by having the Jun io r s  be “big s i s te r s” to the F re shm en  
in  o rde r  to  help th em  over the hump of the Erst few weeks.

One p rob lem  which the Council and the heads of the D ram a t ic  Club, 
the A th le t ic  Assoc ia t ion , and Glee Club, The Ink l ing , and The L ink  have 
so lved is th a t  of these o rgan iza t ion s ’ finances. The ou t-go ing and in-coming 
heads of the comm it tees  will m ee t at the end of every year to decide upon 
their app rox im a te  financial needs fo r  the coming year. T he to ta l  figure will 
be d iv ided by the number of g ir ls  in the Uppe r  School in the fall. T hey  
will each b r ing  in th e i r  money to the Sec re ta ry  of the S tuden t Council who 
w id  a l lo t the money to the va rious o rgan iza t ions in the p ropo rt ions  decided.

Two Council m em bers  th is year a t tended a conference in New York of 
the S tuden t Councils  of seve ra l schools in the vic in i ty  where they  pooled 
ideas and d iscussed common problems.

The H andbook  fo r  New  S tuden ts ,  s ta r ted  by the Council of 1945-1946, 
was finished las t summer, and this was its first year of use.

S tuden t Council m embers  fo r  the year w ere : P res iden t ,  K irby  T hom p 
son ; Sec re ta ry ,  Sally M oun tfo rd ;  X I I ,  Jo an  Budny, Lucy L aw ; X I ,  Po lly  
Jam ieson , Sally P o t t e r ;  X, M imi Colett i ,  D iana M au l l ;  IX , Cynthia Smith, 
Les l ie  Van  Zandt.



SO C IA L  S E R V IC E  A C T IV IT IE S
Th is  year the Social Serv ice Comm it tee has t r ied  to s t im u la te  the in te re s t  

of the s tuden ts  in ra is ing money fo r  such causes as the W o r ld  S tuden t 
Service Fund and the Hundred  Need ie s t  Cases. By such class p ro jec ts  as 
Cake Sales, Plays, and Dances we have ra ised a to ta l  of $698.00 by May 31. 
Out of this we have given $100.00 to the hundred need ies t cases in memory 
of Miss Fine , $50.00 to the Community  Chest, $72.00 to suppo rt a one-room 
school for N avajo  Ind ian  Children, and $200.00 to  the W o r ld  S tuden t Service 
Fund.

Also our school has kept close con tac t w ith  a school in the Deb ica d is 
t r i c t  of Poland. W e have sent them the p roceeds  of two clo th ing dr ives 
and a box of school supplies co llec ted at our Thanksg iv ing  assembly. T hey  
have sen t us severa l thank-you no tes  and some beau t i fu l  Po l ish  dolls wh ich 
they made from  scraps of the c lo th ing we sent.

Aside from  the money ra ised  by class p ro je c ts  we have co llec ted $72.00 
for supp lemen ta ry  feed ing for F ren ch  ch ildren, and $33.00 for the Jun io r  
Red Cross. And we have sponsored a Community Block Dance fo r  the 
benefit of the Cancer Fund.

The rep resen ta t ives  to the Social Service Comm it tee have been : F acu l ty  
Advisor, Miss B u rnham ; Class X I I ,  Lucy Law, M ary  N icho lson ; Class X I ,  
J an e t  Butler , Angie F lem ing ; Class X, D iana Maull, Gordon M cA llen ; 
Class IX, Je an  Samuels ; Class V I I I ,  Caroline Rosenb lum ; C lass V I I ,  
Lc t i t ia  W hee le r ;  Class V I ,  B a rba ra  Benson ; Class V, Joanne Buck, and 
E lizabe th  MacNeil.



T H E  D R A M A T IC  CLUB

The  D ram a t ic  Club p resen ted  “Our H e a r t s  W ere  Young and Gay” in 
the middle of November in M urray  Thea t re ,  under the d irec t ion  of Mrs. 
H e rb e r t  McAneny . Ne ll ie  May O liphant, ’51, Lucy Law, '49, and P a t t i  
T ighe , ’49, p layed the th ree  leading fem in ine roles and the male pa r t s  were 
ab ly ac ted  by U n iv e rs i ty  s tuden ts .

T h e  officers fo r  the year  w e re :  P res iden t ,  P a t t i  T igh e ;  Sec re ta ry -T re as -  
u re r ,  W endy  McAneny .

T he  cha irmen of the comm it tees  w e re :  Scenery, K irby  Thompson ; Cos
tumes, B a rb a ra  Sm ith ;  T ick e ts ,  Jo an  Budny ; P rope r t ie s ,  M a r ty  Jam ieson .



T H E  A T H L E T IC  A S SO C IA T IO N

The A th le t ic  Assoc ia t ion  this year  s ta r ted  off w i th  a bang by a hockey 
game w ith  the T igoons of P r in c e ton  Un ive rs i ty . The team was ra th e r  
ove rwhe lmed by the men and we lost w i th  the d iscou rag ing score of 6-0. 
However , our first a t tem p t at an al l-g ir l game re su l ted  in our v ic to ry  of 4-2 
over the P r in ce to n  H ig h  School. W e also played a second team game w ith  
the H igh  School. The score was 2-0 in our favor. Ou r th ird  home game 
was evenly matched w ith  ne i th e r  Ho lmqu is t  or Miss F ine 's  teams able to 
score. W e next ven tu red down to St. M ary ’s in Burl ing ton . T he re  again 
we t ied w i th  a score of 2-2. Again we took  on the boys of the Un ivers i ty . 
T h is  t ime a team f rom  E lm  Club. The boys won by a single poin t, leaving 
the score a t 2-1. U n fo r tu n a te ly  the w ea the r  did no t p e rm it us to play our 
la s t  two games which were scheduled w ith H a r t r id g e  and L ambertv i l le  
H igh  School. The c l imax of the hockey season was a wonderfu l picnic 
and a roa r ing  bonfire.

Because of the sho r tness  of the baske tba l l  season, the teams played only 
th ree  games. B o th  the first and second teams were bea ten  by the L ambe rt -  
vil le teams. The g ir ls  at the Theo log ica l Sem inary  challenged Miss F in e ’s 
to  a game, f rom  which we emerged  v ic to rious .

T he  tens ion runs high now as the fa te of the banner is undecided. The 
G ray Team , capta ined by B a rb a ra  Smith , won the hockey games. T he  Blue 
Team , cap ta ined by Lucy Law, won the ba ske tba l l  games.



T H E  G L E E  CLUB

The Glee Club p re sen ted  two conce r ts  th is year. T he  first was on the 
tw en ty - th i rd  of April w i th  the P r in ce to n  F re shm an  Glee Club and the Band. 
The p rog ram  included a mote t ,  “Ven i te  E xu l tem us  Dom ino” by F ranco is  
Couperin , "Swee t K a te” by R obe r t  Jones , “Caleno Cus tu re  Me,” an old 
E ng l ish  song a r ranged  by Math ilde McKinny, which our Glee Club sang. 
T he  M adr iga l Group sang “Ave M a r ie” by Zo l tan  Kodaly , “Hymne a la 
N u i t” by J e an  Ph i l l ippe  Rameau. E leano r  W ilson  Ho l ly  ’44 helped out the 
Glee Club by s ing ing the Soprano solos. The combined numbers were Can
ta ta  No. 118 “Dear F r iend , The Loss W e Fee l Th is  D ay” by J. S. Bach, 
and “The  G rand Funera l and T r iumpha l Symphony F o r  Band,” Opus 15, by 
H e c to r  Berl ioz . T he P r in ce ton  Un ive rs i ty  Band accompan ied  the Glee
Clubs in the Berl ioz and the Bach. Th is  concer t  was one of the most
difficult and successfu l th a t  we have ever given.

T he  Glee Club t rave led  to B la irs town , N. J., to B la ir  Academy and sang 
f a r  the boys in the ir  Sunday nigh t assembly program . The academy en te r- 
tam ed us at d inner be fo re  the concert .

As usual, the Glee Club sang the Chris tmas Caro ls for the t rad i t ion a l 
Cand le l igh t Ceremony be fo re  Chr is tm as vacation. The Madriga l Group 
p re sen ted  a p ro g ram  on the local rad io s ta t ion , W PR U .

N ex t year the Glee Club dances a re  to be improved by a floor comm it tee
cons is t ing  of the c lub ’s officers.

T he  Glee Club is under the d irec t ion  of M iss F rances  A. Kleeman, 
accompan ied by Mrs. M a r ta  Pacsu . The P re s id en t  was M ar ty  Jam ieson  '49, 
S ec re ta ry ,  Sally P o t t e r ,  ’50; L ib ra r ians , Mimi Co le t t i  and Judy  Seid le r ’51.



T H E  IN K L IN G

The en ti re  In k l ing  Board  this year was made up of tw en ty - two girls , 
under the d irec t ion  of W endy McAneny and Angie F lem ing  as E d i to r  and 
Ass is tan t Ed i to r ,  and Miss Burnham  and M iss P ende rg as t  as facu lty 
advisers . T he  members of the staff w e re : D iana Maull, Caro line Rosen- 
blum, J an e t  Butler ,  M imi Colle t t i  and Gordon McAllen.

Th ree  issues have appeared dur ing  the school year, w ith  more p ic tu res  
and pages than befo re , and w ith signed art ic les . The g radua t ion  issue will 
come out sho r t ly  a f te r  commencemen t.



SC H O O L  SONG C O N T E S T
The re  was a con te s t  fo r  a school song th is year . M iss K leeman was in 

charge of the en tr ies . Mrs. Alice H un t in g to n  Allen ’41, an alumna of Miss 
F in e ’s school, Mr. E l l io t  Fo rbes , d i rec to r  of the P r in ce ton  F re shm an  Glee 
Club, and Mr. R obe r t  S trunsky  of Columbia B ro adca s t in g  Company were 
the judges fo r  the con tes t .  The p r ize fo r  the w inning song goes to  Semper 
L 'jc ea t by Rosa Coving ton , Cyn th ia  Sm ith  and Jo an  B a r ton  of the class of 
’52 (see page 10). H ono rab le  m en t ion  goes to K irby  Thompson  ’49, Lucy 
Law ’49, and Saki H a r t  ’54.

T o  the tune  of “Bos ton  Come All Ye”
The days were so happy,
T he  hou rs  so gay.
Ou r h ea r ts  a re  now sad 
As we go on our way.

C horus : And as our las t tr ibu te ,
W e sing these fond l ines :
Goodbye to the comrades 
W e loved at M iss F in e ’s.

K irby  Thompson ’49

I.
W e  sing to you, dear M.F.S.,

Ou r Alma M ate r  t ru e ;
W e ’ve s tud ied  here , w e ’ve played here 

Benea th  the g rey and blue.

II .
Your lamp of lea rn ing  shines so b r igh t 

I n  and a round our hearts ,
W e ’ll pass it on th roughou t  the years 

T o  do fo r  you our parts .

I I I .
W e ’ll s t r iv e  to make th is f r iend ly  place 

One th a t  ch ild ren  love ;
W e ’ll c a r ry  on you r sp ir i t  high 

W he rev e r  we may rove.
Sak i H a r t  ’54



The A llen ’s wh ite  cat, T roub le ,  was up in a tree , and they cou ldn ’t get 
her down. Mrs. Allen and a n e ighbo r ’s d augh te r  anxiously held a ne t for 
he r to jump in. Mr. Allen and the repa ir  man held up a ladder, bu t it 
w a rn ’t long enough. The firemen came w ith  a lot of people following. 
E veryone was ye lling and making suggest ions. Peop le had m ilk to coax 
he r with. T hey  t r ied  a rope, bu t it was no use. E ve rybody  s ta red  at the 
poo r white cat in the tree. A car drove up w ith th ree  tenn is  p layers  who 
got out to look. A bus s topped and people looked out the window.

I t  g rew  dark. I t  was now six o’clock. The cat g rew hungry. People 
w en t home. Everybody  gave up hoping. But what was th is? T roub le  was 
calmly cl imbing down the tree . H e r  face looked as if she were saying, 
“He re  I am. W h a t ’s all the fuss a b ou t?”

Be tsy  Thomas, Class V

**PUGNOSE

The re  she is, in the garden. T h a t ’s where she spends most of he r t ime 
these warm  summer days—digg ing holes in hope of finding bur ied  t reasu re , 
te a r in g  the flower beds apart , or, as she is doing now, convers ing  w ith  one 
of her insect fr iends.

H e r  amazing red head is bent close to the earth , p ropped upon two 
amazingly d i r ty  hands. No t a cu rl moves. She ba re ly  b rea th e s  in the fear 
th a t  any sudden gust of a ir  m igh t blow her bee tle  away.

H e r  la rge b rown eyes are now squ in ted  in to a s t ra igh t  line w ith  the 
s tra in of rega rd ing  so small an insect.

H e r  inqu is i t ive nose, were it not a definite pug, would sm o the r  the thing, 
so close is it to the ground.

Caroline Rosenblum , Class V I I I

’’ M iddle School n a r ra t iv e  p rose prize. 
^ M i d d l e  School desc r ip t iv e  p ro se  prize.



*  Of C '- l t lc l io n  C | ’ H i  .
PE A C E

I must find peace.
I must find someth ing he re on ea r th  
T o  res t  my t roub led  mind.
I walked
Be tween  these mountains .
T hey  held me in—
No f reedom  here.
I s lept
Ye t d ream s came to me 
And w o rr ied  me.
I could no t sleep.
I read
L a rg e  books of famous men.
I found th ey ’re t roub led  too 
W i th  life.
B e tween  the m a je s ty  of mounta ins 
And the d ruggedness of sleep,
B e tw een  confess ions of g rea t  people 
And the r e s t  th a t  has to come,
T h e re  m us t be peace.

B E F O R E  MAN CAME 
The  dark, s t i l l  w a te rs  p a r t  
And th rough  them  shows the land,
T he  fish tu rn  in to mammals,
T he  mud tu rn s  in to sand.
Out of g reen  fe rn  by w a te r ’s edge 
T re e s  g row  one by one,
T he  ice recedes to no r th  again 
T u rn ed  back by heat of sun.
New  fo rm s appear from out the old,
And man has yet to come.
The  world . . . .before all ha tred .
Barren . . . .what we call home.

A F E E L IN G
Today  I feel a breeze of spr ing around,
I feel sweet song and music in the air,
And s t i l l  I know it rea l ly  isn ’t sp r ing :
The mon th  is wrong, the t ime has not yet come. 
But r a th e r  than believe a ca lendar 
I will be lieve the fee ling in my heart .

*Upper School P o e t ry  Prize .



Shh! Do not s t i r  the air,
Do no t make a sound.
F o r  the daffodils are try ing  
Very  ha rd to b reak the ground.

GOD 'S  A RT
Now God has washed and cleaned the ea rth  
And given H is small flags s ta r t .
Daffodils and lily plants,
Hyacin th , b leed ing h e a r t—
A ra inbow lying he re on earth .
Some rose, some white, some b lue ;
E ach  one is p e r fec t  in its way,
Exqu is i te  in its hue.

A BARK
How tha t used to annoy me,
H is  ba rk  at dawn,
Or the sound of his play ing 
On our lawn.
And how sti l l  the silence 
In  the dark,
No dawn hera lded 
By his bark.

A G IR L
He says he loves me 
Yet it isn ’t so—
I am not wo r thy  of being loved.
Yet I shall believe 
Some sunny day,
W hen  he has proved. . .When he has proved.



ONLY L O V E
No tea rs  now,
T he re  cannot be tears .
Only sweet laugh te r  
Can ban ish  fears.
No s ighs now,
T h e re  canno t be sighs.
Only devo t ion  
Can s t re ng th en  ties.
No sighs, no tears .
Only love th rough  the years.

Angeline F lem ing  ’50

SO UN DS
W in te r  to me is the spank ing of chains on hard -packed snow. Spring 

is the shou ts  of baseball p rac t ice  a block away. Summer is the splashes 
and shou ts  at a sw imming pool, heard while t ry ing  to p ick up a tan. And 
Fa l l  is the de lic ious scuffling and c runch ing made by r id ing  a b ike th rough  
a pile of leaves.

New York  C ity  is the s ta r t in g  roar  of buses ’ motors . A coun try  n igh t 
is the w h i r r  of c r icke ts , and morn ing  is in the ch irp ing of birds.

Lonel iness  is s i t t in g  alone, l is tening.
Leslie  Van Zand t ’52



IN T E R L U D E
Ju s t  as the door glided shu t M ir iam  edged th rough  it and sat down on 

one of the ha rd subway seats. Unconsc ious ly  she looked over her bag and
the packages she had bough t and w ithd rew  as far as possib le in to the
recesses of the s ea t ;  th is  cau tion was now hab it w i th  her, fo r  she was
becom ing used to the fac t th a t  gaun t hollow-eyed men eyed her and her
money whe reve r she wen t in public and she was never qu ite sure of herself . 
E ve ry th in g  was in shape, thank God, she b rea thed , as the t ra in  p lummeted 
along its da rk  sub te r ran ean  course. G lancing up at the red  lines deno ting  
her rou te  on the ca rdboard  map, she though t she would never know when to 
gei: off. Stupid , s tupid, she to ld herself , of course you only need to read 
the s igns ; bu t  someth ing like panic c lu tched he r in the p it of the s tomach 
the way it always did when she was doing a new thing, alone. So concen
t r a ted  was she on he r fea r  of no t g e tt in g  off at the r igh t  p lace th a t  her 
eyes mere ly  sk immed over the people in the c a r ; th is  subway was new, 
bu t the faces were old. She had seen the same t ired , cynical and res igned 
eyes in a lmost eve ry  face she had seen in P ar is ,  bu t she sti l l  could not 
unders tand  the ho r ro r  of w a r th a t  slow ly takes hold on people and changes 
them  into quest ion ing countenances. A man was s tand ing in the co rne r  
b rea th ing  kisses onto the neck of a sm iling girl. Nobody minded or even 
noticed, and M iriam , fee l ing like an in trude r ,  tu rned  he r eyes away and 
again became roo ted  in he r fear.

“Mademoise l le a pe rdu  que lquechose?” She je rked  and took  a moment 
to focus he r mind on the man nex t to  he r who was handing her a small 
g r t en package. “Mademoise l le  a pe rdu  son liv re , n ’es tce p a s?”

“Oui. Merci b ien ,” she said co ld ly as she took it f rom  his hand, imme
d ia te ly  cu rs ing  he rse l f  fo r  snapp ing at him. I t  had occurred  to her tha t he 
was t ry ing  to s tea l it, and for th is too she fe l t  in s tan t ly  ashamed. He was 
sm iling at her and she had the book in her hand. “S tup id ,” she said, no t 
meaning to. He smiled again, look ing so glad to have helped he r th a t  she 
had to cover up he r spoken se lf - reproach . “Thank  you so ve ry much,” she 
said in English , and was not su rp r ised  when he answered in English . She 
said, “I guess I d idn ’t know I ’d d ropped  it. I guess I was th ink ing about 
someth ing else ,” a lmost fo rge t t ing  what tha t was.

“Yes, I w a tch  you since you ge t on the m e tro ,” he said in a cu ltu red 
accen t th a t  made M iriam  feel he was above the despa ir  and apa thy of all 
o thers . “You are not F rench , are y ou ?” “No,” she said. “And th is is 
F rance  you are seeing. A t i red  country , yes, bu t it is a g rea t  country . The 
war. . .the war b r ing  many changes.” M ir iam  wondered wha t he was 
going to say abou t the war, hop ing it w asn ’t m uch  because she always fe l t 
a deep pe rsona l gu il t fo r  it, someth ing which, like most of he r feelings, she 
couldn’t explain. She ha ted  d iscuss ing war w ith  people over here , fo r  she 
fe l t tha t she had to take a na tiona l s tand and th a t  o th e rs  took one too, and 
she was d is il lus ioned w i th  her coun try  and the p ic tu re  it was p resen t ing  
Europe . Seeing no o the r Americans on the metro , she was glad, and re lieved

* Upper School P ro se  Pr ize .



when he only asked her abou t he rse lf .  Suddenly she sensed a s t rong  bond 
be tw een  he rse l f  and th is man, for no reason  except th a t  he too  had not 
liked to ta lk  abou t war. H e  was much older th an  she, she though t,  w i th  a 
qu ie t m ed i ta t iv e  way of say ing things. She though t r a th e r  boldly, “I wonder 
if I should ever fa l l in love w i th  h im ,” and the idea s t ru ck  he r as if she 
had said it aloud. Ou t of the co rne r  of he r  eye she saw the couple kissing 
each o the r  and she shuddered s l igh t ly  as the m an took the g ir l  in his arms. 
M ir iam  sh if ted  he r  glance back to  the man beside he r  and pu t h e r  hand to 
he r cheek as if to d i rec t  away the gaze th a t  she fe l t  was bu rn ing  in to her. 
As if she w e re  on the b r ink  of some wonde rfu l ly  happy discovery , she 
sh ivered and fe l t  s trange .

“May I te ll you som e th in g ?” he asked. M ir iam  sm iled and nodded. 
“You rem ind me. . .you look so much like. . .my Carla. You can und e r 
stand, can ’t you? My wife, and they  kil led he r .” M ir iam  looked up at him, 
shocked. H is  eyes w e re  dry, his inflections ind ica ted  no change of mood. 
R es igna t ion  had se t in w i th  him, r e s igna t io n  was on every  face as she made 
a to u r  of the ca r w i th  he r  eyes now, quickly and shakily . H e r  fea r  g r ipped 
her fiercely in the s tomach , no longer because she was a f ra id  of missing
her s ta t ion , bu t fo r  some invis ib le ca tas t rophe connec ted  w i th  every th ing
here. Some th ing  in tang ib le  c rep t  th rough  he r and she though t suddenly how 
stuffy the t ra in  was and how she had to escape th is danger, and w i thou t  a 
word she p icked up he r packages and s tood  up. “Au revoir , monsieur . 
Merci encore d ’avo ir  ramasse  mon l iv re .” H e looked at her, s tunned by
her sudden action. “Mais, qu ’est-ce pu ’il y a ?” he asked. She said quie t ly
as the  t r a in  slowed in to the s ta t io n  two be fo re  hers, “I ge t off here, 
i t is my s to p” and to h e rse l f  she co rrec ted  the lie by adm it t ing  it is my 
fea r  and I m us t ge t off b e fo re  it is too  late.

The doo r opened and M ar iam  imbedded he rse lf  in the crowd of people
g e t t in g  off. She looked back as the t r a in  wo rm ed on in to the tunnel.
T h en  she r e ad ju s te d  he r  bag, walked up the s ta i r s  to the daylight, and
inha led a deep b re a th  of f re sh  air.

W endy M cAneny ’50

AH, S PR IN G  
Ah, sp r ing !
T he  smell is oh so sweet,
And in the fields I hear the plows.

Ah, spr ing!
I b rea th e  the soft sti l l a ir again.
Ah, W alke r -Go rdon  cows!

Angeline F lem ing  '50



* A P O R T R A IT
The re  he s i ts  on my window sill, the late a f te rnoon  sun shin ing on his 

sho r t  fur. H is  b lack eyes have the express ion  of one who has suffered 
g rea t ly  in the pas t years. H is  firm body, so uprigh t , is l ike the figure of a 
long -re t i red  so ld ie r who can ’t ge t the t ra in ing  camp out of his system.

T o f ten  wonder what is beyond those deep black eyes of his. T h e r e ’s 
ju s t  a t race  of hos t i l i ty  in them, as if he d idn ’t approve of my w ri t ing  
abou t h im in th is way. I am sure he m us t hold a wa rm  spot in his hea r t  
for me, as haven’t I  b rough t him up fo r  these pa s t  twelve years? (M aybe 
not too fa i th fu l ly  at first.)

H e  sits beside his b ro th e r s  now, like a gua rd ian  angel hover ing  over 
the flock. I ’m sure he doesn ’t re sen t the ir  company, bu t sometimes, when 
he ’s lonely, he can find conso la t ion  in pou ring  out his “so rrow s of age” 
in to the ir  loving ears.

H is  round and noble ears  sit on an equally round and nob le head. I
sometimes th ink th a t  he can hear every  sound w ith those ears  of his, even
th ings like the s ighing of the firs outs ide my window, and pe rhaps  the
fu rn i tu re  c reak ing away to  i tse l f  in the dead of night.

H e  has g rown a b i t  stiff in recen t years, bu t I ’m  sure th a t  as his years  
go on, no m a t te r  how stiff and cold the re s t  of him gets , his h ea r t  will 
never g row  cold, even down to the days of my grandchild ren .

P e rhap s  you have guessed who he is by now ; bu t if you haven ’t, he is 
my teddy bear.

Jenneke B a r ton , Class V I I

:'5 Hono rab le  M en t ion  fo r  M iddle School P rose .

T H E  STO R M
A fearfu l ,  g lassy calm lies upon the sea. P e r f e c t  s ’lence prevai ls . The 

cold, g rey  ca lmness a lmost makes one shiver. F a r  off in the d is tance a 
huge, th rea ten ing , black cloud is c reep ing slowly up th rough  the sti l lness, 
and then a low and d is tan t g row l breaks the silence. T iny  r ipp les  of waves 
beg in  to beat upon the shore, g a th e r ing  momentum  as a breeze spr ings up. 
The huge monste r  approaches more rap id ly  now, and the sea tu rn s  b lacker 
and b lacker, beg inning to swell as the wind rises. Suddenly the heavens 
look da rk  and wild and the s to rm  s tr ik es  w ith  all its fury. T he angry 
ocean swells and foams in rage, ha ting the huge mon s te r  th a t  da res to 
d is tu rb  i ts  peace. The heavens s tr ik e  back, shoo ting spea rs  of fire in to the 
b rea s t  of the sea and pound ing it w ith  peal on peal of awful thunder . 
Unceasing ly the m ons trous  waves rise, and hesi ta te , ga th e r ing  s t reng th , 
th en  pounce upon the sho re ’s i ron breast .  M ore l igh tn ing flies, revea l ing  
the vast and foam ing deep. Sky and sea fight a fu r ious w a r  while land 
s tands by, s trong, s teady and pa t ie n t— ever be ing s t ru ck  bu t never s t r ik ing  
back. Th is  s to rm  can shake the firmest nerve , appall the b rav es t  soul, for 
the s to rm  is m as te r  and man is tossed be tween wind and wave as a ball. 
But th is r io tous war cannot la s t  long, fo r  sudden s to rm s are short , ju s t  as 
v io len t tempers  soon wear them se lves  out.

M ary  N icho lson  ’49



The sun had ju s t  set, and darkness was quick ly se t t l ing  over the na rrow  
s tree t .  T he  air hung heavy and th e re  was the suggest ion of an approach ing 
s torm . T he  dusk began to close in a round all, h id ing the t r a sh  cans s t rewn 
along the s idewalk , th e i r  lids on at a d runken  angle. A sudden breeze 
l if ted  the papers th a t  were l i t te red  along the s idewalk and b lew them 
past the people who were de se r t ing  the s t re e t s  fo r  the she l te r  of the ir  
tenemen t homes. T he  s t re e t  l igh ts  wen t on, the g la re  of th e i r  harsh, 
unm erc ifu l  l igh t ou tl in ing the uneven line of rooftops . The bu ild ings rose 
h igh and na rrow , and s tood gr im ly tog e th e r  as if they could not s tand alone. 
L igh ts  began to appear in the cu r ta in less  windows, the re  was the sound 
of doors shu t t ing , the noise of the s t re e t  died down, and n igh t set it. The 
s t re e t  was de se rted .

Then  sudden ly  the rays f rom  the s t re e t  l igh ts  picked out the fo rm  of a 
small figure t rudg in g  along the sidewalk, apparen t ly  obliv ious of the s to rm  
and the g row ing  darkness. A t a c loser glance, one could see th a t  it was 
a small boy w i th  a box c lu tched  t igh t ly  in his hand. The sh ir t  against 
which he p ressed  his box was old and ragged, bu t the look of eagerness 
in his eyes showed th a t  he was comple te ly  obliv ious of th is fact. Ins tead , 
he gazed happily a t  the box, ho ld ing it even t ig h te r  in his delight. How  
wonderfu l ,  oh, how wonderfu l th a t  he had seen th a t  nickel lying on the 
s idewalk . A whole n ickel th a t  was his and th a t  he could spend all by 
himself . Many t im es he had passed the s to re  window, and had long ing ly 
w ished th a t  he m igh t  have money to  buy someth ing . Once he had even 
asked Mummy, bu t she had only scolded and said it was foolish and bad 
to was te  p rec ious money. And now he finally had what he wanted for so 
long! H e  gave a sigh of happiness.

Qu ick ly  he s tepped  under a s t re e t  l ight, exam ining the box slowly, looking 
for an  opening. Because he was only five he cou ldn ’t read, bu t he knew 
tha t  th is was the r igh t  k ind of box. E ve rybody  had said it was white w ith 
red le t te rs ,  and it was filled w i th  popcorn , and somewhere hidden in the 
box was a su rp r ise .

In  sudden eagerness he began tea r in g  at the outside paper, his mind 
full of exc i t ing  an tic ipa t ion s .  T hen  the top of the box came off, and there 
be fo re  him was all the popcorn . . .Bu t where was the su rp r ise?  Cautiously 
he began pok ing a t the round kernels , search ing to find it. H is  small hand
pushed p e rs is ten t ly  in to  the box, a n d -------------his fingers touched someth ing
diffe ren t!  H a s t i ly  he pulled it out, b rea th less ly  hoping. F o r  a m inu te he 
d idn ’t da re look, then, s avo r ing  the idea of the surpr ise , he quickly opened 
his hand, and t h e r e  —  was a flag.

I t  was a t iny  Amer ican  flag, and ce rta in ly  no longer than th ree  inches. 
I t  was made of cheap and flimsy materia l , bu t the l i t t le  boy gazed at it, 
en th ra l led . H is  own flag! T h ey  had a big one at school in his k ind e r 
ga r ten , and they sa lu ted  it eve ry  morning, bu t now he had his own, his 
ve ry  own. H e  began  humming , and then waved the flag on the t iny  s t ick  
to which it was a t tached . Then , seized w ith an idea, he began to sing the 
song th a t  his t e a che r  had taugh t  them yesterday , “God Bless Am er ica”,



and at the same t ime he waved the flag f ran tica l ly , his eyes shining, com
p le te ly  absorbed. He moved f rom  out of the g la re  of the s t re e t l igh t ,  and 
in t r  the dusk, his small figure march ing e rec t down the s t ree t ,  the flag 
still waving be fo re him, blown by the wind.

Bu t the s to rm  was gain ing im pe tu s ;  suddenly w ith  a gus t of fury, a 
sharp wind came tea r ing  a round the corner. B efo re  the boy rea l ized  what 
was happening, the flag was out of his reach  and be ing blown fa r  down 
the s t ree t .  F o r  a moment he s ta red  in sick ho rro r .  H is  flag! Then , sud 
denly, re leased from  his numbness , he raced down the s t re e t  as quick ly as 
his small legs would take him. In  de spe ra t ion  he saw i t  becom ing a speck 
in the d is tance, and again he t r ied  to run fas te r .  Once he was a lmost up 
to it, then  ano the r  gus t of wind ca rr ied  it away, and he fe l t the hard , 
t ig h t  lumps th a t  kep t pushing th e i r  way in to his th roa t .  Then , w i th  a gasp 
of re lief , he saw tha t it had s topped ahead on the pavement. Joyou s ly  he 
ran fo rw a rd  and had a lmost go t to  i t  when a g roup of boys came around 
the co rner , shoving, pushing, and laughing raucously.

F o r  a moment in the dim ligh t they d idn ’t see the l i t t le  boy w ith  the 
flag a t  his feet, bu t when they came upon him, they d rew  up short . There  
was a s t range silence, then  somebody sn icke red as one boy po in ted  to the 
flag. The l i t t le  boy, meanwhile , looked up at them  wonder ing ly , and then 
ob se rv ing  tha t they were wa tch ing him and appa ren t ly  wa it ing  fo r  some- 
th 'ng , he managed a small smile. “A’lo”, he said, in a voice th a t  was 
s t range ly  small and nervous.

Th is  was met by unp leasan t laughter , and the l i t t le  boy sh if ted  ne rvous ly  
on his feet. “Hey, you the re  —  — — boy,” someone said in a loud voice, 
“P ick  up the flag and kiss it .”

T h e re  was a silence, as the l i t t le  boy, dumbfounded , did so. T o  his 
as ton ishmen t the boys s ta r ted  laughing again. T hey  stopped, though, as 
the leader of the bunch s tepped forward . “Hey, boy, w h e re ’d you ge t tha t 
f lag?” he demanded.

The boy nodded mute ly  at the box in his hand, his eyes never leaving 
the older boy ’s face.

“W ho  to ld you you could have i t ? ” he asked, tak ing a s tep fo rward .
The l i t t le  boy d rew  back a step, inc ip ien t fea r  in his eyes. “N—nobody .”
“Then  give it he re .”
The l i t t le  boy rebe lled ins tan tly , and qu ickly pu t his flag behind his 

back. H is  lower lip t remb led  as he obs t ina te ly  refused. “But i t ’s m in e !” 
he b lurted .

Once more the boys bu r s t  in to  loud laughter . “He says i t ’s h i s !” the 
r ing leader repea ted  w i th  a sneer. “L is ten  he re boy ,” he said, “Don ’t you 
know why i t ’s not y ou rs ?”

The boy shook his head, his eyes filling w ith  tea rs  he t r ied  to fo rce down.
“Because you’re ju s t  a filthy Nigger ,  and t h a t ’s an American  flag,” the 

o tne r  finished tr iumphantly .



The re  was a clap of thunder , and the sudden c razy  s t reaks  of l igh tn ing 
ove rhead showed the dazed, stupefied look on the boy ’s face. The world 
spur, in i ts  chao t ic  revo lu t ions  a round the l i t t le  boy ; no th ing  was real. 
T h e  only tang ib le  th ing  was the flag which he c lu tched beh ind his back. 
T h en  th a t  was be ing taken  away f rom  him, and he woke to hear a voice say, 
“And th is  is wha t we do to flags th a t  d i r ty  N iggers  have k is s ed !”

H is  flag! T hey  were rubb ing his flag in to the d i r t !  T he  thunder ing  
inc reased  in  vo lum e; everyone was shou ting  now, and th ey  could no t hear 
h is c ry ing  above the  din. “Stop, stop, oh please s to p !” he cr ied many times, 
bu t all they did was laugh louder and g r ind  the flag even ha rd e r  in to the 
d ir t ,  and shout , “You a in ’t  no Amer ican— Nigger. D ir ty , filthy N igger .”

I t  was m any m inu te s  la te r  when the l i t t le  boy slow ly picked h imse lf up, 
and mak ing sure th a t  the  gang was out o f  sight, began search ing fo r  the 
flag. H e  found it at la s t  benea th  a mound of d i r t  th a t  had been scuffed 
around, a to rn  and d i r ty  rem nan t  cloth. He tu rned  it ove r s low ly in his 
hands, gaz ing a t it th ough t fu l ly  and wondering ly .

F i l th y  N i g g e r -------------
T h en  sudden ly  he tu rned  and ran  down the s t re e t ,  sobs shaking his 

small body. T he  r a in  began to  fall, l igh t ly  at first, then the heavens p a r te d ;  
and the fu l l fu ry  of the to r r e n t  bea t  aga in s t  the earth . And as he ran, 
the flag d ropped  and s low ly f lu t te red  away, a to rn  piece of d i r ty  mate ria l .

J a n e t  M. B u t l e r  '50



K N O W L E D G E
And we shall walk in qu ie tude along a t ranqu i l  s tream ,
And knowledge shall flow th rough  us, cool, and deep and true. 
T h e  know ledge of ta l l s ta te ly  oaks, of gen tle  flowing wa ter ,
Of cool and deep and s i len t shade, the know ledge th a t  is peace.

R E F L E C T IO N S
I ’ve never seen a lake or sea

To  make a moon shine up at me,
Ye t in our slum when n igh ts  are still ,

F rom  out the g u t t e r ’s d i r ty  swill,
I see the moon shine up at me,

As b r igh t as f rom  the b r igh te s t  sea.

K N O W L E D G E  
I do not know the sec re t :

W ha t  makes the world  go round,
W ha t magic flows from  music 

To  make my soul resound.
I do no t know what fire

Makes b r igh t the eyes of men,
Bu t I have learned to love—

And need not comprehend.
Lucy  L aw  ’49

T H E  P R IS O N E R
Slow he s ta lks w ith  s ta te ly  air 
T h rough  the fo re s t  g reen  and fa ir  
T o  his da rk  and hidden lair,
Hom ew ard  to his family.
Know ing not there is a snare 
Set by hun ters , w ith g re a t  care 
On his path, to ca tch  this ra re  
Specimen of majesty .
Now, behind the bars , he ’ll g lare 
At all those w i thou t  who dare 
At his m a je s ty  to s ta re—
A lion in cap tiv i ty .

Jo an  B a r to n  ’52



W ha t  kind of a room  was it? I t  was not ghostly , but su re ly  no t cheerful. 
The candles were dif feren t f rom  most cand les ; they were like the room. 
The sun th a t  shone in th rough  the dull g lass w indows had an a ir  of 
s in is te rness . I t  was t ru e  th a t  the re  was ce r ta in ly  no one in the room. I 
h:id exam ined eve ry  c lo se t—but where was the gloom from? The d raper ie s  
tha t hung down from  the ceiling were a deep r ich  purple , bu t the soft, 
ve lv e ty  fo lds held someth ing  besides the de lica te ly  woven threads . Maybe 
it was the cu r ta in s  th a t  made the l igh t seem so myste r ious . I pulled them 
back f rom  the window.

As I did so, I heard  a c reak ing like the noise of a s low ly - tu rned  doo r 
knob. I swung a round and beheld, high up on the oppos ite wall , the face 
of a man. H is  eyes were ro l l ing  a round in his head like a pa ir  of wh ite  
marb les, and th e re  was an evil g r in  upon the thin, tw i tch ing  lips. H is  
cheeks were sunken and covered w ith  pock marks, and a long lock of 
ye llow -green ha ir  hung over the le f t  side of his face.

Only fo r  a momen t did I behold the visage, and then w i th  more creaking, 
a par.el tu rned  and hid the face from  my sight. F ea r  urged me f rom  the 
room, bu t a pow er I could no t res is t  impelled me to remain . I must have 
wa ited fo r  a t  lea s t  fif teen m inu tes when a long shudder ing  sigh made the 
blood in my ve ins run  cold, and my ha ir pr ick led on my head. I l i f ted  a 
foo t to fly f rom  the room. Suddenly the panel moved again. T h is  time 
th e re  was no image. Still , I could not re f ra in  f rom  looking again. Slowly 
my eyes g rew  la rge r ,  larger , and larger, unti l  I though t they would burs t . 
A cold touch  on my arm  made me tu rn  my head.

I saw and hea rd  noth ing , bu t then I fe l t  the cold touch on my other 
hand. T he  room  g rew  suddenly very br igh t ,  and I could d isce rn  shadows 
of seve ra l people c reep ing  up behind me. I opened my mou th  and cried 
onf in te r ro r .  T he  figures behind me sprang.

I woke up.
Le t i t ia  W heele r ,  Class V I I

PU RR , PU RR , PU R R  
I

A l i t t le  cuddly ball of fur 
Scu rry ing  in and out,
A t ip  of wh ite  upon its tail 
Ano the r  on its snout.

I I
A l i t t le  tongue comes licking out 
As he cleans his fur.
T h en  it i sn ’t long befo re 
You hear a purr , purr , purr.



* K IN G  F O R  A DAY
Geography Class had been ex tremely  bor ing  th a t  day for W o r th in g to n  

Dadruffle. He looked around the room at his weary  c lassmates, and then 
up to the sickening, l i t t le , yellow face of Mr. Barnaby , the geog raphy  
teacher at P lea san t  Va lley H ig h  School.

H is  w ish to be out play ing baseball g rew  and grew. H is  pimply face, 
deep in thought, had a far-off look about it. W hy  should they have to 
spend th is beau t i fu l day in school? He though t how things m igh t be if he 
were the head-man around here.

He would choose Sophie Grocken loffe r fo r head-woman. Ah— Sophie. 
H e r  big blue eyes, and pug nose, he r  red rosy lips, all of these th ings were
what W o r th ing ton  though t of. I f  he were running things, he would be the
teacher and Mr. Barnaby  the s tuden t . H e  would flunk Mr. B a rnaby  r igh t 
and lef t , ju s t  as Mr. B a rnaby  did to him. And Mr. Barnaby  would plead 
in despe ra t ion , bu t all in vain. W o r th in g to n  would tu rn  away his h ea r t  
like stone, w i th  a cold look upon his man ly face.

“But, W o r th ing ton  ” Mr. Barnaby would s ta r t .
“No buts , Barny, old boy. I ’m d read fu l ly  so r ry  it has to be th is  way, 

bu t you rea l ly  do dese rve it. Come now, l e t ’s no t cry over spilled m ilk .” 
“But, W o r th in g to n  ”
“I say, old pippin, you don’t wan t me to lose my temper , do you? You 

know I can be f r igh t fu l ly  te r r i fy ing  when I ge t mad, and we don ’t want a 
scene, do we, Barny, old sock !”

“One more chance, W or th ing ton .  J u s t  one m ore  .”
W or th in g to n  lost his temper!
“Oh, shut up, you Egghead! C an ’t you keep sti l l a m inu te !”
“I beg you r pardon, young m an !”
W o r th in g to n  awoke to find Mr. Barnaby  s tand ing over him, a horrified 

and ghast ly  look upon his face.
“Oh— Oh! Oh— Sir— I —I— tha t is— I-------,” W o r th ing ton  s tammered , and

a white , pu tty -l ike look came over his ugly l i t t le  face.
“T h a t ’s enough, young man. You may be excused from  class the res t  

of th is week .”
“But, Sir ”

“Yeung man, I believe I have said enough. Must we go f a r th e r  in to th is 
unp leasan t m a t t e r ? ”

"But, Sir ”
“I say, young man, you don’t want me to lose my temper , do y ou ?” 
“N-no, s ir—bu t—well—you see, s ir  .”
“I see quite well, W or th ing ton ,  and you may be excused!— N O W !!  Is 

tha t c le a r?”
“Y-yes, s i r ! ”
W o r th in g to n  walked out of class w ith  lead in his shoes and a de jec ted  

and ou tcas t look on his face. W hy  did eve ry th ing  have to happen to him?
E l len  Kerney , Class V I I I

E i th e r  people are going in circles, or they are flying off at a tangent .
Lucy  Law  '49

* Honorab le  Mention, M iddle School Prose .
47



A L O N G IN G  M E M O R Y
She was of med ium  he igh t and had a slim, g ir l ish  figure. A t the b loom ing 

age of fou r teen , she was rea l ly  ve ry  p re t ty .  She had so f t  sh iny b lack hair , 
which fe l l in smoo th  waves to her shoulders , and a full rosy  mouth . But 
m os t wonde r fu l were her large , though tfu l ,  blue eyes w ith  long sweeping 
eye.lashes and l i t t le  a rched eyebrows. She d ressed  simply in well-made 
and we l l -chosen  c lo thes , and so she always had a clean and t idy  appearance. 
She was an orphan, l iv ing  w i th  the schoo l teacher and his family, and she 
had lea rned  to take  care of herself .

I r em em ber  when she would run to  school in the morn ing  w i th  a 
m isch ievous tw ink le  in her eyes and her mou th  tw i tch ing  at the corners . 
All of a sudden she’d bu r s t  in to  a m e r ry  laugh, he r  l i t t le  tu rned -up nose 
tw itch ing , and her b ig eyes bu rs t in g  w i th  delight. (A new su rp r ise  for me! 
She loved to give s u rp r i s e s ! )  T hen  she ’d run tow ards  me, and as she came 
nea re r ,  a whiff of sp r ing  roses would float by, and w i th  he r  laugh ing lips 
to my im pa t ien t  ear, the wo rds  would sweep th rough  me, as though sof t 
b reezes  w e re  wh ispe r ing  in my ears.

A t o th e r  t imes , when her gaze l igh ted  upon me, h e r  though tfu l eyes 
would look at me as though  she was look ing th rough  me w ith  th a t  dreamy, 
fa r -away  look. I n  th e i r  dep ths you could see some h idden meaning or sad 
secre t ,  as though look ing in a deep, c rys ta l -c lea r ,  blue pool and seeing 
m ean ings and sec re ts  way, way down th a t  you could no t understand .

On days when  I was lone ly  and sad, we wou ld  go fo r  long walks, or sit 
in the shade of a huge ch es tnu t  tree . H e r  gay ch a t te r  and m e r ry  laugh te r  
cheered  me and made my hea r t  feel l igh t and gay.

She loved to do th ings fo r  others , and many a day she would spend a 
lone ly hou r sew ing Sus ie ’s bu t to ns  w ith  he r nimble fingers flying, or 
te l l ing  s to r ie s  to l i t t le  J imm ie , who was sick in bed. She shared o th e rs ’ 
troub le s  besides the many of her own, and there was always a warm  smile, 
a cheery  word, and a he lp ing hand for those in d is tress . But she had her 
l i t t l e  fau l ts .  Som e t im es  someth ing  inside of he r flared and ho t wo rds  wou ld  
p ie rce the air, bu t  she was quick to  rea l ize her m is take and to be repen tan t .  
She was sw ee t  as she was simple and good and always made the be s t of 
every th ing .

Caroline E schauz ie r ,  C lass V I I

A P R IL  B IR T H D A Y
The ra in  is bea t ing  against the window—pit-a -pa t 
E v e ry th in g ’s g e tt in g  g reene r  excep t the cat 
T h e  rob ins  are ge tt in g  bolder and bo lder 
And I— well, I am ju s t  one year older.



Bob fingered the piano idly. He was comple te ly  bored. The day was 
cold, and the re  was no th ing  to do on a cold summer day at the r iver .

H e had been down at the boa thouse all morn ing  he lp ing M ike ( the  hired 
man) fix the Janka . T he  b o a t ’s p rope i lo r  had b roken the n igh t be fo re when 
Howard ,  Bob ’s o lde r b ro the r ,  had s t ru ck  a reef.

Bob ’s l i t t le  cousins, Sally and Brud, had been heckling him all day. 
They  were cute , bu t he wished they  would s top teas ing  him fo r  ju s t  a li t t le  
while. T he f ru s t r a t in g  th ing was th a t  he could no no th ing abou t it for 
fea r  of ge tt in g  in t roub le  h imself. Once or twice, though, he had picked
up Brud by the fee t and swung him a round til l he cried. He never quite
dared do it to Sally, because she could scream  so loud

Bob had never seen B rud and Sally the way they were today. Not only 
did they bo th e r  him, bu t they also a rgued w ith  each o ther. Now they were 
in  the p rocess  of runn ing  a round the l iv ing -room  shou t ing a t the top  of 
the ir  lungs. Suddenly Sally sa t down at one end of the long w indow-sea t 
and looked out the w indow at the river .

“Bob,” she cried, “the re  a re  w h i te c ap s !”
Bob looked, and sure enough the re  were whitecaps. T h is  was quite 

unusual fo r  the r iver , wh ich  was o rd in a r i ly  m ir ro r- l ike .
E ve ry th in g  at the r ive r  was d ifferent th is summer. The wa te r  was th ree 

fee t  h igher than  usual. Some people whose boa ts  had not been hois ted 
high enough on pulleys had a r r ived  to find th e i r  boa ts  gone. T he  wa te r  
had r isen  and floated them  away. On all the is lands the re  were wooden 
causeways in the boa thouses , because the floors were under wa ter . The 
W il l i am s ’s boa thouse was higher than most, and only one of the ir  th ree 
boa ts l ip s  needed causeways.

A no the r  difference was the presence of Sally and Brud. T he i r  fa the r  
had died in the spring, and Bob ’s m o the r wan ted  to re l ieve he r s is te r  of 
the ch ild ren for the summer ;  so Sally and Brud had come. Sometimes 
Bob d idn ’t mind them, but at o the r  times they  were unbearab le , and he lost 
his tem pe r  at them. They  stood a l i t t le  in awe of him, because he seemed 
so much older than they.

Bob sat on the w indow-sea t , his nose re t rou s se  aga ins t the pane. The
number of wh i tecaps  was s tead ily increasing. The w a te r  had changed from 
its usual c lear b lue -g reen to a muddy ye llow ish color. He looked tow ard  
D a rk  Island. T h a t  was an is land about a m ile ac ross the wa ter ,  ju s t  over 
the Canadian border . An eccen tr ic  m il l iona ire  had bough t it in the ’n ine ties 
and had bu i l t  a huge castle . The cast le was of the same da rk  s tone as the 
island, and thus had the is land earned its name. I t  had been neg lec ted  for 
years , re su l t ing  in the decay of the wooden shu t te r s  on the windows. Du r ing  
every  s to rm  the ra in  poured in to the dark, gap ing cav it ies in the th ick 
walls The castle fasc ina ted  B ob ; he liked to imagine th a t  it was haunted.

“Move over, Brud. I go t he re first, and you ’re on my h a l f !” squealed 
Sally. T hey  b ickered about where the m iddle of the couch was. F ina lly  
Bob could s tand it no longer.



“Shu t up, will y o u !” he shouted at them. They  looked at him, shocked 
for a moment, hop ing he was kidding. T hey  rea l ized th a t  he was se r ious ; 
so th ey  sat subdued observ ing the s to rm  b rew ing  on the river.

Suddenly the wind ceased, the wh itecaps subsided, and the wa te r  became 
glassy smooth . T he  a ir  was silent. No sound d is tu rbed  the a tmosphere , 
except the d is tan t  drone of a m o to r  boat, which m ere ly  accen tua ted  the 
sti l lness. The a ir became pink. All n a tu re  was an t ic ipa t ing  someth ing. 
The  ch ild ren  inside were as tense as na tu re  outside . Severa l gulls swooped 
from  nowhere  down to the wa ter . T hey  r ipp led the surface , and the c ircles 
sp read  until they could be seen no more.

Suddenly the silence was sh a t te re d !  A shee t of ra in  was approach ing 
from  Dark  Island. T he r iv e r  w i th  the drops sp a t te r in g  on it looked like 
goose-flesh. The ra in  came like a pha lanx ac ross the wa ter , neve r waver ing 
f rom  its s t ra ig h t  line.

F ina lly  it h i t the is land, demolish ing the tenseness. I t  passed over like 
a g re a t  cu r ta in  da rken ing  the house.

Bob rose, l i t  the lamp, and re tu rned  to his piano. T he  ch ild ren  resumed 
th e i r  b ickering . The ra in  spa t te red  mono tonous ly  on the roof.

K irby  Thompson ’49

A SU M M E R  E V E N IN G
On a summer even ing my s is te r  and I were w a tch ing the sunset. The 

sky was red, and l i t t le  pink c louds sailed a round in the breeze.
T he  sun set, bu t the place where  it had been tu rned  orange, then  purple. 

The g rass  became po ison g reen! T h en  it was tw iligh t.
A f te r  it had begun to tu rn  da rker , we tu rned  to the East. W e wan ted  

to  wa tch  the s ta r s  r ise over the horizon.
As we sa t there , the sky behind the pine t rees  on the hill became s ilver!

Then  a huge s i lv e r  m oon rose above the trees , and an o the r  one ju s t  like it 
was ref lec ted on the w a te r s  of the lake. I t  r ipp led  and sh immered  in the 
wa ter ,  fo r  a l ig h t  breeze had sp rung up. I t  was beau tifu l!

J u s t  th en  M o th e r  ca lled us in.

As we w en t in the moon and s ta r s  seemed to w ink a t us, o r  maybe we
were too s leepy to  know ju s t  what happened excep t tha t it was beau tifu l .

M arg a re t  Pacsu , Class V



No s t re e t  was ever so dark as Cavlin S tree t ,  and Cavlin S t ree t  was its 
da rkes t tonight. The tenemen t houses always seemed to be t ry ing  to crowd 
out the n a r row  s t r ip  of sky above, but usually  this sky was b r igh t  w ith 
s ta rs  and infinite in depth. T on igh t the ve ry  sky was da rk and confining, a 
shroud-l ike b lanket of clouds. The s t re e t  l igh ts  were su r rounded  by spheres 
of hazy yellow light, bu t no l igh t seemed to escape these spheres.

Sally noticed and fe l t  these th ings as she walked down Cavlin S treet ,  
her foo ts tep s  echoing and re -echoing as if in a cavern. T u rn ing  in at a 
house about ha lfw ay down the block, Sally c limbed the wooden s ta i r s  and 
s ta r ted  for the door. Reach ing out he r hand for the doorknob, she was 
suddenly afraid. She le t her hand drop at her side and stood the re  a 
minute , puzzled. Of what she was afra id  she cou ldn ’t im ag ine ; a f te r  all, 
she had v is i ted her home many times like this since a year  ago when she 
had gone to live w ith  Jean  in her apar tm en t . She had never loved this 
place, bu t she had never feared it either.

T he  only th ing she had ever been afra id  of was a d ream  she had had 
over and over again when she was about twelve. She had had it pe rhaps a 
dozen times since then, bu t not at all in the last couple of years. She had 
d ream t tha t she stood in the m iddle of a box, the bo t tom  of which was a 
c lu t te red  s t ree t ,  and the walls the s ta rk  walls of tenem en t houses. A lthough 
i t  was difficult, she was always able to climb up the walls and escape ; b u t  as 
soon as she was free, someth ing always reached out and pulled her in again.

Of course this had no th ing to do w ith her fea r  now ; this was her home. 
She pulled he rse lf  toge the r  quick ly and opened the door. The passageway 
reeked of the debr is  in f ron t  of people 's doo rs ;  and as she climbed the 
na r row  sta irs ,  the sicken ing smell and the close dampness of the place 
made her feel as if she cou ldn ’t brea the . E ach  s ta i r  c reaked as she climbed 
th rough  the darkness. A lthough she kept te l l ing he rse lf  tha t she w asn ’t 
a fra id  and th a t  this was he r home, the crowdedness and the filth of the 
place seemed more real to her than it ever had b e f o r e ; and the ho r ro r  
of it c rep t over her as she climbed.

“F i f th  floor,” she puffed under her brea th , and walked down the na rrow  
passage to he r m o th e r ’s th ree -room  home. On reach ing fo r  the knob she 
fe l t  the same sicken ing fea r  she had fe l t downsta irs ,  bu t she igno red it 
and opened the door. T he f ron t  room  was emp ty ;  so Sally crossed to 
her m o th e r ’s room and went th rough  the open door. The dim yellow ligh t 
sh in ing unshaded from  a wall fixture cast long shadows of the bedpos ts  
ac ross the figures of five young ch ild ren  weeping a round th e ir  m o th e r ’s bed. 
I t  seemed to Sally th a t  the walls of the tenemen ts  in he r  d ream  closed in 
upon he r and tha t she must live in th is so r row ing  room fo rever . T he re  was 
no th ing  to do but go and com fo rt the children.

Lucy  Law  '49



T H E  DAY O F  A FA R M  H O R S E
I

W ha t  is more wonderfu l to see 
T h an  a ho rse  runn ing  w i th  such glet 
T h a t  makes him fo rge t  the wo r r ie s  of life?
I wonder.

I I
W ha t  does he do when he must s top?
Does he lie down w i th  a flop?
Or, does he s tand and wonder why 
The b ird s  in the sky always fly?
I wonder.

I I I
H e  s tands  there looking so wild and free 
I wonder if he will come to me,
But he ju s t  runs  away w i th  glee.
I wonder why.

IV
But, hark , I have some sugar here.
H e  ju s t  s tands  th e re  now,
On his  m ou th  a big l e e r ;
I w onder why?

V
But he re he comes;
I ’ll ca tch  him now.
F o r  we must h i tch  him to the plow.

VI
A fte r  the hard and to i lsome day 
He m igh t lie down in the so f t  hay.
T hen  we would all go to sleep.
But a horse sleeps on his feet.
I wonder why.

V I I
H is poor fee t  must ge t aw fu lly  tired 
D ragg ing the plow and ge t t in g  m ired ,
And ye t all n igh t he s tands on them.
I wonder why.



V A R IE T Y  IN  T H E  CLASS ROOM
Teache rs  may be classified in fou r  types. F i r s t  the re  is the absent- 

m inded -p ro fesso r varie ty . You all know the type of l i t t le  man who paces, 
hands c lenched behind his back, f rom  b lackboard  to  b lackboard . He con
tinua lly  m isp laces his glasses, his papers , and his pencils , and ju s t  to make 
the course in te re s t in g  he fo rg e ts  to show up every  so often. T hen  we have 
the comedian , the joker, the type tha t th row s an old pun in to the lec ture , 
and if you don ’t laugh, you flunk. T he  th ird  type is the teacher who is 
afra id  of his pupils  and who bends over backwards to make sure th a t  his 
pupils a re  a f ra id  of him. He is the s to rm ing  voice, the doo r-s lammer who 
b lu s te r s  in to class and becomes “a poo r p layer  who s t ru t s  and f re ts  his 
hou r upon the s tage and then  is heard  no more .” The last and best  type of 
tea che r  is the unders tand ing , a lmost imposs ib ly wise pe rson f rom  whom 
you lea rn  more abou t life in genera l than the pa r t ic u la r  sub jec t which he 
teaches. These  ve ry  ra re  teache rs  make it w o r th  while going to school. 
T hey  t ry  to unders tand  all problems. F rom  all types of teache rs  one can 
lea rn  any th ing one rea l ly  wan ts  to, whe the r  it be Greek, human na tu re , or 
how to d raw  a p r e t ty  p icture .

B arb a ra  Sm ith  ’49

SAM AT  T H E  C IRCUS
As Sam shuffled in to the g rea t  n ever-neve r world  of lights, space, 

appara tu s  and sawdus t th a t  was the big top , he was th ink ing happily  of the 
p e rfo rm ance  ahead. T he re  was no doub t in anybody ’s mind, f rom  “Man-who- 
s tands-on-h is -f inger-on- the -l igh ted- lamp” to the lowes t rous tabou t , Sam lived 
for tha t t ime in the r ing in p a r t ic u la r  and the c ircus in genera l. Everybody  
knew him, everybody had tr ipped  over him in his costume of worn rags, 
h is face l i t  up by his w is t fu l smile as he en th ra l led ly  wa tched the work. All 
wondered who th is funny l i t t le  man was, he who could focus an enormous 
audience on the flip of one of his g loved hands.

The first of the many rumors  was voiced by a lovely gir l who wore a 
wh ite  w ig  and a b a re s t  m in imum of black net and spangles. “As shore as 
shoo ting th a t  man was henpecked. But I be t he loved her though, un ti l she 
d rove him out .”

Th is  was s tou t ly  denied by ano the r  girl, fa r from s tou t herself , who 
wore red ne t and spangles.

“Nonsense, his w ife cou ldn ’t help bu t adore h im ; he was p robab ly  the 
best cared fo r  husband in m iles! But when she died, he couldn’t s tand it 
w ithou t her and came to the world  they always had loved, the c ircus .”

“Sam? Are you k idd ing Too ts?  L isten , I ’ve played enough poker w ith  
tha t guy to know he ’s as sharp  as a tack. I be t he was a lawyer or a doctor , 
or a p ro fesso r , or someth ing, and ju s t  go t bored. Can’t b lame him, myse lf .” 

“W e can’t be sure. Sam won’t tell, so we’ll never know.”
As this last opin ion was voiced, Sam shuffled out of the ring. H is  

e te rna l smile b roadened as he heard these words. Sam though t :
“I wonder what th ey ’d give to k now ?”

Les l ie  Van Zand t '52



MAI
Mai, vo t re  ciel si blue,
Vos a rb res  qui se t r an s fo rm en t en ve r t  
A cause des p lu ies d ’Avril,
Sont t r e s  jo l is—mais les p leu rs !
E l ie s  me fon t pense r 
A la ne ig e ;
P a rce  qu ’elles me semblen t venues 
Du ciel, pendan t la nuit.
L ’herbe des champs
E s t  douce comme un coussin,
sous les pieds.
L es  oiseaux, qui r e tou rn en t  du Sud 
F on t  des chants  joyeux.
(A moins qu ’ils n ’a t t r ap en t  des vers .)
Mai est un mois de jo ie  et de fe l ic i te 
E t  qu ’il en so i t  a insi tou jours .

J enneke B ar ton , Class V I I

C H E E R  N O W  FO R  M.F.S.
Cheer now fo r M.F.S.
Show then  our sp ir i t  true.
W e ’ll fight so no team 
Can s top the g rey  and blue.
Cheer now fo r M.F.S.
As we go down the field.
B efore our fight and cheer ing m igh t 
T he i r  team is sure to yield.
In  the fray 
W e’ll win today 
So cheer now Hey!
H u r r a y !
Cheer now fo r M.F.S.
Show them our sp ir i t  true.
W e ’ll cheer and fight w i th  all our m ight 
Behind the g rey  and blue.

Lucy  Law  ’49



"H e’s telling her about the latest issue
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Princeton 
Fashion Center
230 N assau  S tree t

Bert-Ann, Inc.
L ingerie and Accessories

M a ry  Gill, Inc.
Coats, Su its and Dresses

Ludi Millinery

Rosedale Nursery

262 A lexander S tree t

“ E veryth in g  fo r  the G a rd e n ”

Zavelle’s

The S tore on the Square

G IFT S  OF D IST INCT IO N

Gene Seal Flowers
200 N assau  S tree t 

Princeton, N. J .  

— Tel. 1643— 

" F i n e  F lower  G i f t s”

Viedt’s

“  The S I  ore T h e y  Talk A b o u t ”

The Wright Store
130 Nassau St. Phone 168

*J* ♦$» *J» vj» «.♦* ♦£* *J» **♦ »*♦ A W
57



Jv( 'A L A B O R A T O R IE S —dedicated to increase the 
usefu lness of radio , television, and  electronics to 

the nation, to tlie public, and to industry .

Radio Corporation of America 
RCA Laboratories Division 

Princeton, New Jersey



fJrinreton 3 n n

OVERLOOKING  TUP: GOLE COURSE

F. A. Bamman, Inc.
W H O L E SA L E  AND IiETA ID  GROCERS

A t tlie Hoad of the Town 

A ny th ing  and E ve ry th ing  in Groceries

10 NASSAU  S T R E E T  Phone 1282



The 
First National Bank 

of
Princeton

M E E T S  EV ERY  BANKING  N E E D

Checking Accounts . . . Savings 

Loans . . . .  Mortgages 

T ru s ts  . . . Safekeeping

M E M B E R  F E D E R A L  D E P O S IT  IN S U R A N C E  CORP. 
F E D E R A L  R E S E R V E  SY STEM



H (! A Vl( !T< )II

T E L E V IS IO N  

RECORD S AND RADIO

The Music Shop
16 NASSAU  ST., PR INCETON , N. .1. 

J ’houe 80

C l

lO\J o  o

T H E  B E A U T IF U L  COM PACTS AND 

C IG A R E T T E  C ASES  AT

The Princeton University Store
“  E v e n j f h i n r /  th e  ('oUet/e M a n  N e e d s ’ '



Mercedes Beauticians
HOUSE STY L E S  

OF

D IST INCT ION

SH O E S  BY 

SAN DLL It of BOSTON 

AT 

Brophy’s

Compliments
of
’52

J. W. Miller’s Sons
“ BLU E  CO AL”—

.MOTOR STO K E R

The Bethlehem An th ra tuho

-MO A lexander S tree t

WE BUY 

OUR BLAZERS 

from

Sylvia Putziger
55 West 57tli Street 

N. Y. C.

Frank’s Bike Shop
170 Nassau St. Plione 37R> 
Next to T h o rn e ’s D rug  S tore



Phone 899 Est. 1899
Pr in ce ton ' s  F i r s t  and F ines t  Dry Cleaners

Verbeyst
F R E N C H  DRY CLEANING

San i ta ry  Sponging and P re s s in g  — Rugs and Carpet C leaning 

T P L A N E  S T R E E T  P R L \ (  1ET()X, X. J .

Walter B. Howe, Inc.
R E A D  F S T A F F  . . . I N S l J I tA NCF  

91 Nassau  S tree t Telephones 95 and 96

PR INCETON , N EW  JE R S E Y

Matthews Construction Co.
DU IFD F i t s

Specialists in Country E s ta te  and 
Collegiate Work

PR INCETON , NEW  JE R S E Y



G IF T S  

The Cummins Shop
Prince ton , N. J .  

CH INA

Joan’s Dress Shop
63 P a lm e r Square W est 

Prince ton , N. J .

P re s c r ip t i on s f
Marsh & Company

Pharmac i s t s

30 N assau  St.

WILCOX’S
of course

Presc r ip t ion s  Com,pounded 
from Pu re s t  D rugs  and  
Chemicais 0 btainable

FU LL  L IN E  TOILET ARTICLES 
AND SICK-ROOM SU PPL IES

Daniel M. Caruso
TA ILO R

The Farr

8 P a lm e r  Squa re  H as t
Hardware Company

Phone 225
138 NA SSA U  S T R E E T



1870 1040

Findler & Wibel, Inc. 
I 1 5 Nassau Street 

New York 7, N. Y.
Telephone: CO 7 1500 5200

Commercial and M anufac tu r ing  S ta tioners 

P R IN T E R S  and EN G RA V ER S

Specializing in

School and Hospita l Supplies 
of every description

School, Doctors and Nurses 
D iplomas

W illiam P. Stempel, P re s id en t



Renwick’s Coffee Shop
“ J  Pr ince ton  L andm a rk ’ ’ 

B reak fa s t—Luncheon 

T ea—D inner— Suppe r  

Soda Bar 

50 Nassau St.

Gradua t ion Accessories 

H. P. Clayton
17 P a lm e r  Square  W est 

Phone 86

Heeremans
“ The Pr ince ton  F lower

S h o p ' '

J44 N assau  S tree t 

Telephone 962

Compliments
of
’51

J u s t  a Pho to g raph  
Will Never DoCompliments YOU W ANT T H E  B E ST

of T ry

Clearose Studio’50 148 N assau  S tre e t 
P rince ton , N. J .

Phone P r in c e to n  1620



The Coffee Shop
J u s t  E a s t  of P enn s Neck Circle

W H E T H E R  I T ’S A FU LL -CO URSE  D INNER
P E P P Y  SNACK OR F R E S H  SEAFOOD 

W E ’VE GOT IT T H E  WAY YOU HIKE IT BEST

(Jpen 9 A. M. to 1 A. M. (hvned and opera ted  by
(Excep t W ednesday) Eddie Novak

CO M PLETE  BANKING AND TRU ST  SE R V IC E S

Princeton Bank and Trust Company
Char te red  1834 

M e m b e r  F e d e r a l  D e p o s it ' I n s u r a n c e  C orporatton

G. R. Murray, Inc.
IN SU RA N CE  — REA L  E S T A T E  

PR IN C ETO N , N E W  JE R S E Y



Nassau Candy 
Center

F c a l u i i u y

Rosemarie do Paris 
Louis She rry
Sclira (Tt 

Louis S h e r r y  lee ( Learn

•72 Nassau  SL LlioUe 3277

Compliments
of

A Friend

Skillman & Skillman
REALTO RS

217 NASS A I ' S T R E E T  Telephone 3-322

Compliments of
Jack Lahiere Motor Sales 

& Service
Chrysle r & Plymouth Service

HOW L T R A V EL  SE R V IC E
W e will be p leased to give you 

in fo rm a t ion  and book passages on all 
s teamsh ip  and a ir  l ines to any 
dest ina t ion .
S teamsh ip re se rva t ions  fo r  1950 are 

now be ing made.

Helen VanCleve
!) Mercer S tree t 
Tel. 284 or 1934-J1



Applegate’s
Lahiere’s Restaurant FLORA L  SHOP 

47 P a lm e r Square West

5 Witherspoon St. Phone 121-224-R

Flowers  fo r  All Occasions

Princeton, N. J. W eddings—Corsages 
Fune ra l s

F lowers  Teleg raphed  Anywhere 
F T D Member

SCHOOL S U P P L IE S NORTON, FARR & CUMMINGS
C H IL D R E N ’S BOOKS Eng rav e rs—P r in t e r s—S ta t ion e rs

K( )DAKS AND S U P P L IE S 123 Eas t  H anove r  S tree t
F( lU N TA IN  P E N S T ren ton ,  N. J.

Hinkson’s Inv i ta t io n s  and Announcements  
D ip lomas— Resolu tions

74 Nassau S tre e t Phone 112 Persona l S ta t ion e ry— Prog ram s 
In s t ru c t io n  Hand B locking

Compliments

o f
The Knitting Shop

Hulit’s Shoe 242 V i Nassau  S tree t

Store
140 Nassau S tree t

Phone 3824 P rinceton , N. J .



H E A T IN G  OIL FOR  ALL MAKES  OF BU R N ER S  
Oil Bu r n e r  Sa l e s  and  Si  r e i n

Princeton Fuel Oil Co.
'JKi-ii'JO A l e x n m l e r  Si  reel 

I ’hone 1 HO

Rhone 14H

South's Garage
C A D IL L A C .......................OLDSM OBILE

4-4 NASSAU S T R E F T

Alex 1 aylor’s 
TAYLOR B L 1 L I )IX (1 

E A ST  44ml S T R E E T  N EW  YOKE 17

O U TF ITT IN G  
SCHOOLS, COLLEGES , & TEAM S 

Witli Spo r t  Equ ipm en t F o r  Over 50 Years



KALIOIOII B ICYCLES 

Kopp’s Bicycle Shop
AT

14 . J O H N  ST .

CO TY — EVY AN— F A B E R G E  
C H A R B E R T —L E N T H E R IC  

CORDAY 
S C H IA P A R E L L I  

PR IN C E  M A T C H A B E L L I  
And Many More, Remember—

I When it comes to P e r fum e , come to

Thorne’s
His Nassau St. Phone 77ViNBU S K I R K

R INT INC

1 0 9  E A S T  H A N O V E R  S T R E E T  
T R E N T O N ,  N  . J  .

COMMERCIAL PRINTERS

Booklets, Catalogs. Folders, Publications 
House Organs, Circulars 

Halftone and Color Work, Engraving 
Loose Leafs, Binding 

Law Briefs
By-Laws and All Kinds of Associational Work

’PHONE 3-6860



Van Busk irk






