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IX Harrington Junior High School, Santa Fe, New 
Mexico

X Art Editor of the F in e s t  
XI Lobby Design for Tbe R i v a l s

Lower School Christm as Program Design 
Gold Medal for P ain ting  (Senior Division) a t the 

In ter-scholastic Art Contest a t Solebury School 
Silver Medal for Sculpture (same contest)
L in k  Honorable Mention Upper School P rose 

XII Art and Layout Editor of the L in k  
Miss Phoebe in Q ua l i ty  Street 
Junior Varsity  Hockey Team

Terry Beck

\

The P ig le t was s itt ing on the ground at the 
door of h is house blowing happily at a dande
lion, and wondering whether it would be th is 
year, next year, sometime or never. He had 
just discovered that it would be never, and 
was trying to remember what " i t "  was, and 
hoping it w asn’t anything nice, when Pooh 
came up.

(A. A.Milne, Winn ie -tbe -Poob )



IX R epresen tative to Student Council 
Manager of B asketba ll Team 
I n k l in g  Staff
Make-up Committee for B e rk e le y  Square  

X R epresentative to Student Council 
Manager of B asketball Team 
Manager of Hockey Team 
I n k l in g  Staff 

XI R epresentative to Student Council 
Manager of B asketball Team 
Manager of Hockey Team 
A ss is tan t Editor of In k l in g  
Make-up Committee for The R iv a l s  

XII R epresen ta tive to Student Council 
Editor-in-chief of L IN K  
In k l in g  Staff
L igh ts Committee for Qua l i ty  S t ree t  
Chairman of Invitation Committees for 

H allowe’en and Christmas Dances

Barbara Miller Benson

Eeyore stood by himself in a th is t ly  corner of 
the forest, his front feet well apart, h is  head 
on one side, and thought about things. Some
times he thought sad ly to himself, "Why?” 
and sometimes he thought, "Wherefore?" and 
sometimes he thought "Inasmuch as which?” 
— and sometimes he didn’t quite know what 
he w a s  thinking about . . .Eeyore was very 
glad to be able to stop thinking for a lit t le , 
in order to say "How do you do?” in a gloomy 
manner.

(A. A. Milne, Winn ie - the -Pooh )



Lucy Busselle

"Well, now if I ’m going to be Chairman of the 
World th is  morning, we’ve got to have some 
rules, otherwise it will be too confusing, with 
everyone running every which way and help
ing himself to things and nobody behaving. 
We’ve got to have some laws if we’re going 
to play th is  game. Can anybody suggest any 
laws for the world?” . . .
"N ix on swiping anyth ing” suggested John 
Poldowski, solemnly.

"Very good,” sa id  Stuart. "Good law.”
"Never poison anything but ra ts ,” sa id  

Anthony Brendisi.
" T h a t ’s no good,” sa id  Stuart. " I t ’s un

fair to ra ts . A law has to be fair to every
body.”

Anthony looked sulky. "B u t ra ts  are un- 
fa i r to  u s ,” he sa id . "R a t s  are ob jec tionab le” .

" I  know they a re ,” said Stuart. "B u t  from 
a r a t’s point of view, poison is  ob jectionable. 
A Chairman has to see  all s id e s  to a problem” .

(E.B.White,Stuart L i t t l e )

IX R epresentative to Student Council 
Madrigal Group 
In k l in g  Staff
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Junior V arsity B asketball Team 
Scenery and P rope rtie s for B e r k e l e y  Square  
Lighting and Scenery for Middle School P lay s 
L in k  Honorable Mention Upper School P ro se  
Time Current A ffairs T e s t P rize  for C la sse s  IX-X 

X R epresentative to Student Council 
In k l in g  Staff
Manager of V arsity B asketball Team 
Varsity Hockey Team 
Chorus in P a t ie n c e
Lights, Scenery and P roperties for P a t ie n c e  
Chairman of L igh ts Committee Middle School 

P lays
Scenery Committee for Middle School P lay s

XI Secretary of Student Council 
In k l in g  Staff
Madrigal Group
Varsity  B asketba ll Team
Varsity Hockey Team
School L ac ro sse  Team
Represen ta tive to A thletic A ssocia tion
Scenery and P roperties for The R iv a l s
Chairman of L igh ts Committee for The R iv a l s
American F ie ld  Service Summer Scholarship

XII P res id en t of Student Council 
Madrigal Group
Sports Editor of In k l in g
Captain of Varsity  B asketba ll Team
Chairman of L igh ts Committee for Qua li ty  S tree t
Scenery Committee for Qua l i ty  S tree t



X 
X Mount Vernon Seminary, Washington, D.C. 

C lass Secretary 
Varsity Hockey Team 
In k l in g  Staff
Make-up Committee for P a t ie n c e  

XI Editor of In k l in g
Junior V arsity  B asketba ll Team 
Lydia in The R iv a l s  

XII Madrigal Group
Junior Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Miss Susan in Q ua l i ty  S t ree t  
In k l in g  Staff
Photography Editor of the L in k

Mary Josephine Cornforth

Of course as soon a s  Kanga unbuttoned her 
Pocket, she saw what had happened . . .So 
she sa id  to herself, " I f  they are having a joke 
with me, I will have a joke with them . . . ” 

"F unny  li t t le  Roo,’’ sa id  Kanga, as  she 
got the bath water ready.

" I  am n o t  Roo,” said P ig le t loudly. " I  am 
P ig le t!”

"Y es, dear, y e s ,” sa id  Kanga soothingly. 
“ Can’tyou  s e e ? ”  shouted P ig le t. "H av en ’t 

you got eyes? L o o k  at me!”
" I  am looking, Roo, dear,” said Kanga 

rather severe ly . "And you know what I told 
you yes te rday about making faces . . .Now 
then, into the bath, and don’t let me have to 
speak to you about it aga in .”

(A. A. Milne, Winni e- th e -P ooh )



IX Central High School, Pennington, N.J.
X C la ss Treasurer 

In k l in g  Staff 
V arsity Hockey Team 
Junior Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Scenery Committee for P a t ie n c e  
Lacro sse  Team 

XI G a s s  P res id en t
Chairman of Spring Dance Committee 
Madrigal Group
T icket Committee for The R iv a l s  
Manager of Varsity Hockey Team 
Manager of Varsity  B asketball Team 
L acro sse  Team 

XII C la ss P res iden t
Captain of Blue Team
Chairman of Hallowe’en and Christm as Dance 

Committees 
Madrigal Group 
Dancer in Qua li ty  S tree t  
Varsity Hockey Team 
Manager of Varsity B asketball Team

Jean Newcombe Crawford

Rat began chattering cheerfully about what 
they would do when they got back, and how 
jolly a fire of logs in the parlor would be, 
and what a supper he meant to eat . . .Under 
the genera lsh ip of Rat, everybody was se t  to 
do something or to fetch something. In a very 
few minutes supper was ready.

(Kenneth Grahame, The Wind in  the W i l low s)



IX C lass R ep resen ta tive to Social Service 
Committee 

Junior V arsity Hockey Team 
Junior V arsity B asketball Team 
P roperties Committee for B e rk e le y  Square  
In k l in g  Staff 
Madrigal Group 

X Secretary of Social Serv ice Committee 
C la ss Secretary 
B usiness Manager of In k l in g  
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Junior Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Chorus of P a t ie n c e  
Scenpry Committee for P a t ie n c e  
Madrigal Group 

XI C lass R epresen ta tive to Student Council 
T reasu rer of Social Service Committee 
P roperties Committee for The R iv a l s  
Madrigal Group 
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 

XII C la ss R epresen tative to Social Service 
Committee 

C la ss secre tary  
B usiness Manager of L in k
Chairman Pub lic ity  Committee for Qua l i ty  S tree t  
Varsity Hockey Team

Winters Freedman

'I don’t know that I think so very much 
of that l i t t le  song, Ra t,” observed the Mole 
cautiously . He was no poet himself, and 
d idn’t care who knew it; and he had a candid 
nature.

"N o r don’t the ducks ne i ther,” replied the 
Rat cheerfu lly .” "What n o n s e n s e  it a ll is! 
T ha t’s what the ducks s a y .”

"So it is, so it i s , ” said the Mole, with 
great hea r t iness.

"N o  it i s n ’t!” cried the Rat indignantly.
"Well then, it i s n ’t, it i s n ’t ,” replied the 

Mole soothingly. "B u t what I wanted to ask 
you was . . . ”

(Kenneth Grahame, The Wind in the W i l low s )



Julia Gallup

But one day a Penguin named Willy Nilly did 
not want to play with the other Penguins. He 
sa id  to himself: " I  want to be different, I am 
tired of doing the same old things in the same 
old way.” . . .

"How are you going to be different?” the 
other Pengu ins  asked.

"Oh, I won't be a Penguin at a l l ,” said 
Willy Nilly.

(Marjorie F lack, Willy N i l l y )

XII Chairman of P roperties Committee for 
Qua l i ty  S tree t  

Chairman of Refreshments Committee for 
H allowe’en Dance



IX Central High School, Pennington, N.J. 
X The Gill School 

XI In k l in g  Staff
XII In k l in g  Staff

Co-chairman of Scenery Committee for 
Qua l i ty  S tree t  

A lternate F ire Warden 
A ss is tan t Art Editor of L IN K

Viola Elizabeth Guinness

"Well th a t,” said Po lynesia , " i s  what you 
ca ll powers of observation — noticing the 
small th ings about birds and animals: the 
way they walk and move their heads and flip 
their wings; the way they sniff the air and 
twitch their whiskers and wiggle their ta ils .  
You have to notice all those li t t le  things if 
you want to learn animal language.”

(Hugh Lofting, The V oyage s  o f  D o c to r  D o l i t t l e )



IX Madrigal Group
Scenery Committee for B e rk e le y  Square  
T icke t Committee for B e rk e le y  Square 

X In k l in g  Staff
Scenery Committee for P a t ie n c e  
T icket Committee for P a t ie n c e

XI Exchange Editor of In k l in g  
Scenery Committee for The R i v a l s  
T icket Committee for The R iv a l s  
Alternate F ire Warden

XII Chairman T icket Committee for Qua l i ty  S tree t  
Library Council

Myrta Beatrice Hammell

"M a rg a lo ! ”  c r ied  Stuart. "H ow  did you  
get h e r e ? ”

" W e l l , ”  s a id  the bird , " I  was look ing  out 
the window th is  morning when you le ft home 
and I happened to s e e  you get dumped into  
the garbage truck , so  I flew out the window 
and fo l low ed  the truck , th inking you might 
need h e lp . ”

(E.B. White, Stuart L i t t l e )



IX—X V illa V ictoria Academy, Trenton, N.J.
XI C lass Secretary

Co-chairman of Scenery Committee for Middle 
School P lay  

In k l in g  Staff
P roperties Committee for The R iv a l s

XII Student Council R epresentative 
Chairman of A ctiv ities Committee 
Captain of Junior V arsity  Hockey Team 
Harriet in Qua li ty  S t ree t
Madrigal Group 
In k l in g  Staff
Chairman of V alentine Dance

Ellen Reddan Jamieson



IX Scenery Committee for B e rk e le y  Square 
Costume Committee for B e rk e le y  Square 
Junior Varsity Hockey Team
Junior Varsity  B asketball Team
Glee Club R epresentative
Scenery Committee for Middle School P lays

X Scenery Committee for P a t ie n c e  
Costumes Committee for P a t ie n c e
Chairman of Scenery Committee for Middle School 

P lay s
Stage Manager for Middle School P lays 
F ire Warden 

XI Secretary-Treasurer of Dramatic Club 
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Junior Varsity B asketball Team 
Chairman of Costume Committee for The R i v a l s  
Chairman of Costume Committee for Middle 

School P lay s 
Scenery Committee for Middle School P lays 

XII P res id en t of Dramatic Club
Chairman of Costume Committee for The R iv a l s  
Co-chairman of D ecorations Committee for 

Christm as and Valentine Dances 
Junior Varsity B asketball Team

Elsa Luise Johnson

Laugh archy i have had
adventures but i
have never been an adventu ress
one life up and the next life
down archy but a lways a lady
through it a ll and a
good mixer too always the
life of the party archy but never
anything vulgar a lways free footed
archy

(don marquis, archy and meh itabe l )
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IX A thletic A ssocia tion  R epresentative 
Captain of Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Captain of Junior Varsity B asketball Team 
Madrigal Group

X A thletic A ssocia tion  R epresentative 
Varsity  Hockey Team
Varsity  B asketba ll Team 
Madrigal Group 
Chorus of P a t ie n c e  
School L ac ro sse  Team 

XI Secretary-Treasurer of A thletic A ssocia tion  
Varsity  Hockey Team 
V arsity  B asketba ll Team 
Varsity  L ac ro sse  Team 
A thletic P ocke t Emblem Award 
Sports Editor of In k l in g  
Madrigal Group
Scenery Committee for The R i v a l s  

XII P res id en t of A thletic A ssocia tion 
Captain of Varsity Hockey Team 
Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Madrigal Group 
Dancer in Q ua l i ty  S tree t

Chloe King

L it t le  Georgie sang his song a few times 
more while he strapped on h is  knapsack and 
took up h is  journey. It was a good song to 
walk to, too, so he sang it a s  he tramped 
along . . ."What a runner he i s , ” sa id  the 
Buck, "w ha t a runner. Many’s  the time he ’d 
run with me c lear up Weston way, not on 
bus iness, ju s t for the fun of it. Sometimes 
I ’d say, 'Are you tiring, Georgie?’ and he ’d 
only laugh. 'Tiring?’ h e ’d say. 'Only just 
warming up,’ and away he’d go.”

(Robert Lawson, Rabb it  H i l l )



IX Scenery Committee for B e rk e le y  Square  
X C lass P res id en t 

Madrigal Group 
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Junior V arsity B asketba ll Team 
Chorus of P a t ie n c e  
Scenery Committee for P a t ie n c e  

XI Madrigal Group
Varsity Hockey Team 
Scenery Committee for The R iv a l s  
Dancer in The R i v a l s  

XII P res id en t of the Glee Club
R epresen ta tive to A thletic A ssocia tion
Madrigal Group
Varsity B asketba ll Team
Dancer in Q ua l i ty  S tree t
Scenery Committee for Qua li ty  S t ree t
T icket Committee for Qua l i ty  S tree t

Barbara Weld Kohlsaat

"0 ,  Ratty!” Toad cried. " I ’ve been through 
such times s ince  I saw you las t, you c an ’t 
think! Such tr ia ls, such sufferings, and all 
so nobly borne! Then such e scapes ,  such 
subterfuges, and a ll so  c leverly planned and 
carried out! Been in prison — got out of it! 
Been thrown into a canal — swam ashore! 
What do you think my la s t  exploit was? Jus t 
hold on til l I te l l you — ”

(Kenneth Grahame, The Wind in the W i l low s )



IX Varsity Hockey Team
Junior Varsity B asketball Team 
Madrigal Group
Scenery and P roperties Committees for 

B e rk e le y  Square 
X C lass R epresen tative to Social Service 

Committee 
Editorial Board of The F in e s t  
Madrigal Group 
V arsity Hockey Team 
Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Chorus in P a t ie n c e  
Pocket Emblem Award
L in k  Honorable Mention Upper School P rose

XI C lass R epresenta tive to Social Service
Committee 

C lass Treasurer 
Secretary of Glee Club 
Madrigal Group
Business Manager of Dramatic Club 
Photography Editor of In k l ing  
Varsity Hockey Team 
Varsity B asketball Team 
Varsity L ac ro sse  Team 
P roperties Committee for The R iv a l s  
Bridget in The R iv a l s

XII Chairman of Social Service Committee 
Captain of Gray Team
Varsity Hockey Team 
Varsity B asketball Team 
Madrigal Group
Co-Chairman Decorating Committee for 

Christmas & Valentine Dances 
Photography Editor of In k l in g  
Rutgers Poetry Reading Contest

Alice Marie Nelson

"N ow ,” said Rabbit, " t h i s  is  a Search, and 
I ’ve Organized it. Which means — well, i t ’s 
what you do to a Search, when you don’t all 
look in the same place at once. So I want 
y ou , Pooh, to search by the Six Pine Trees 
first, and then work your way towards Owl’s 
House, and look out for me there. Do you 
see? ’’
"N o ,” said Pooh. "What - ”
"Then  I ’ll see  you at Owl’s House in about 
an hour’s  time.”
" I s  P ig le t organdized too?”
"We all are,” said Rabbit, and off he went.

(A.A.Milne,House a t P o oh  C om e r )



Theodora Stillwell

"H ’lo, Pogo, I would like to be a member 
of the newspaper s ta ff  — I brung a contribu
tion!”

"Well, well, Porkypine, th is  comic strip 
i s  j u s t  what we n e e d s .”

"COMIC STRIP! This i s  no comic strip! 
This is  the story of my l i f e  — in pictures! 
Fraught with farce — trapped in tragedy — 
decked with despa ir  — replete with rue! Well, 
I ’ll see the boys at the Smithsonian. Good 
day!”

(Walt Kelly, P og o )

IX Junior Varsity Hockey Team
Manager of Junior Varsity  B asketball Team 
Make-up Committee for B e rk e le y  Square  
Literary Board of The F in e s t  

X Junior V arsity Hockey Team
Junior V arsity B asketball Team 
Editor of The  F in e s t  
Make-up Committee for P a t ie n c e  

XI Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
School L ac ro sse  Team 
Scenery Committee for The R i v a l s  
Program design for Middle School P lays 
A ss is tan t Stage Manager for Middle School P lays 
L iterary Board of The  F in e s t  
Time  Current A ffairs T e s t P rize  C la sse s  XI-XII 

XII V arsity Hockey Team
Co-chairman of Scenery Committee for 

Q ua l i ty  S tree t  
Art and Lay-out Editor of L in k



X 
X Central High School, Pennington, N.J.

Junior V arsity Hockey Team 
Junior Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Chairman of Scenery Committee for Middle School 

P lays 
Chorus in P a t ie n c e  
In k l in g  Staff 

XI Chairman of L ost and Found 
Junior Varsity Hockey Team 
Junior Varsity B asketba ll Team 
Chairman of Scenery Committee for Middle School 

P lays 
Madrigal Group 
I n k l in g  Staff 

XII A ss is tan t Editor of In k l in g  
Advertising Manager of L in k  
P atty  in Q ua l i ty  S tree t 
Madrigal Group

Laura Spaulding Travers

Rabbit rushed through the mist at the 
noise and it suddenly turned into Tigger; a 
Friendly Tigger, A Grand Tigger, a Helpful 
Tigger, a Tigger who bounced, if he bounced 
at all, in just the beautiful way a Tigger 
ought to bounce.

"Oh Tigger, I am glad to see  you,” cried 
Rabbit.

(A. A.Milne, The H ouse  a t  P o oh  C om e r )
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doable chin sense of humor to be able to cook her freckles Cousins
uorryvng eyes to conduct the PhilharmonicHalle lut ah littlemonsters

morbidity imagvnat ion to go on a safari
dbppjinaI * 1 » 1 • Lmm mjspace t sgueemishclassmates

vmpat i ence generosity to control tocul St. (etters laziness

.slingingthebull originality
to enter The Olympics as a. ealisrhenics team each other prudes



U PPER  SCHOOL FA CULTY : (Second row): Miss Haughton, Miss Hope, Mrs. Raubitschek, Mr. Eddy, 
Miss Green, Mrs. Cutter, Miss Willmore, Mme. Holenkoff, Mrs. Conroy, Mrs. Garson. (F i r s t  row): 
Mrs. Shepherd, Mrs. Cobb, Mrs. McDonough, Miss Campbell, Mrs. Burrill, Mrs. Chauncey. M issing 
from this picture: Mrs. Vade.

FACULTY



LOWER SCHOOL FACULTY : Mrs. Lockwood, Miss Weigel, Mrs. P a tte rson , Mrs. Goodchild, Mrs. 
Godolphin, Mrs. Keever, Mrs. Gordon, Miss Stewart, Miss Haughton. (F ron t row): Mrs. Kane, Mrs. 
Dennison, Mrs. Wallis.

ADMINISTRATION

Mrs. Kimball 
Mrs. B usse lle  
Miss Cashman 
M iss Davis 
Miss Weigel 
Mrs. Gulick



XI
Third row:
Rosemarie Rubino 
Lockie Stafford 
Carol Harris 
P a t Andrews 
Marina Turkevich 
Hobey Alsop 
Betsy Thomas 
Beth MacNeil

Second row:
Inge Birkholm 
E lisa  Strachan 
Pam Thompson 
C icely  Tomlinson 

(President)
Sally S ikes 
Grace Morton

F irs t row:
H ester Delafield 
Anne Harrison 
Charlotte Cook 
Margy P acsu

Missing from picture: 
P a t Henderson



Standing:
Mary Strunsky 
Molly Menand 
Bettina Burbidge 
Susan Smith

Second row: 
Rosalind Webster 

(President) 
Nancy Hagen 
Sandra Strachan 
Nancy Miller 
Anne Gildar 
Eugenie Rudd
F irs t row:
Susan Barclay 
A lissa  Kramer 
Kinsa Turnbull 
E leanor Smith 
Peggy Dodson



IX
Third row:
Beverly Ward 
Faith Wing 
Harriet B usse lle  
L isa  Fairman 
Betsy Lawall 
Matsy Bedford

Second row:
Sally Tomlinson 
Ann Lea (President) 
E llen Freedman 
Emily Vanderstucken 
Rada Fulper 
Anne P ra ther

Standing:
Suzy Scarff 
Betsy-Jean Urbaniak 
Nancy Hudler 
L inda Ewing



Upper School Council:
(Standing) Inge Birkholm, K insa Turnbull, Eugenie Rudd, Rada Fulper; (Seated) Carol Harris, E llen Jam ieson, Barbara Benson, 
Lucy B usse lle  (P residen t), Betsy Thomas (Secretary), Faith  Wing, Anne Harrison.

The Student Council has- had two main ob
jec tives  for the year. F irst, to make each girl 
in the Upper School understand the meaning of 
honor and her responsib il i ty  toward the Honor 
System. We have had a s e r ie s  of a ssemb lie s  
and open meetings, in which the honor system 
was d iscu ssed . Secondly, we have tried to co
ordinate all the ac t iv i t ie s  of the school. An 
Activ i t ies  Committee was organized, whose 
du ties  are to schedule and plan 
ac t iv i t ie s .  The committee is  
composed of the c la s s  p re s i
dents, the chairmen of the or
gan iza tions and their faculty 
advisors; a Council member is  
the president. There have been 
severa l meetings with the Mid
dle School Council and the 
faculty. The entire Middle 
School e lec ted  a rep resen ta tive

Middle School Council:
Po lly  B usse lle  (Secretary), T rika Smith, 
Cindy Brown, Nancy Davis (Vice-President), 
Anne Goheen, Sally Mullen, Cindy P he lps 
(P resident), Deborah Smith.

to the Upper School Council, who has been presen t at 
a ll meetings. Our foreign student was a lso  e lec ted  to 
the Council.

The Council has rev ised the point system, se t up a 
Library Council, and sponsored a Student Council Con
ference. The most important work of the Middle School 
Council has been the revision of i t s  constitu t ion . Both 
Councils have endeavored to prepare the eighth grade 
for i t s  re spons ib i l i t ie s  in the Upper School.



Back row:
Susan Talbot 
L isa  Fairman 
A lice Marie Nelson 
Penny Hart 
Carol Harris 
T ina Burbidge 
Sue Barclay 
Wendy Coppedge

Seated:
Abbie P o liak  
E lisa  Strachan 
Ann Freedman

SO CIAL SERVICE COMMITTEE
The Social Service Committee fee ls  that our most important work this 

year has been the organization of groups of g irls to work in the community. 
With the emphasis thus placed on service, the Upper School girls have 
worked in the Princeton Hospital, the Nursery School and the Quaker Work 
Camps. The Middle School undertook two new pro jects  th is year, which 
were the decorating of Christmas trees  for Fort Dix, and door-to-door 
so lic it ing for the Heart Fund. The Upper School gave a concert at the 
Neuro-Psychiatric Institu te, and took charge of the wreath-making project 
at Christmas. The Middle and Upper Schools worked together on the fol
lowing drives: the Junior Red Cross, the March of Dimes, and the year-long 
s tocking drive for the Neuro-Psychiatric Institu te.

Our f inancial contributions went to the following insti tu tions: New 
York’s Hundred Neediest Cases, the Princeton Community Chest, the 
Navaho School, the World University Service Fund, the United Negro 
College Fund, the Quaker Work Camps, the Junior Red Cross, the March 
of Dimes, and the American F ie ld  Service. We a lso co l lec ted  food for the 
Florence Crittenden Home, and books for the P ine Mountain Settlement 
School in Kentucky.

The Committee sponsored regular a ssemb lies  with speakers  from various 
f ie lds of soc ia l work.

The Committee w ishes to extend our grateful thanks to Mrs. Wade, our 
faculty adviser; to Mrs. Harris, the parent adviser; to Miss Davis, and to 
a l l the mothers and teachers  who gave so generously of their time to help us.

The Committee members th is year were: Chairman, Alice Marie Nelson; 
Treasurer, Carol Harris; Secretary, Susan Barclay; a lso  Ann Freedman, 
E l is a  Strachan, Bettina Burbidge, L isa  Fairman, Abbie Poliak, Penny Hart, 
Susan Talbot, Wendy Coppedge.



CCfipi*
w

Q uality Street

Miss Fanny  W i l l o u g h b y ........................................E lizabeth MacNeil
Miss  H en r ie t ta  W i l lo u g h b y ............................................Grace Morton
Miss  Mary W i l lo u g h b y  H ester Delafield
M iss  Susan T b r o s s e l  Jo Cornforth
M iss  P h o e b e  T b r o s s e l ..................................................... Terry Beck
P a t t y ............................................................................ L aura Travers
Rec ru i t in g  S e r g e a n t ....................................................C harles Fuqua
Va le n t in e  B rown . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  .Hod L ipp inco tt
Miss  Cha r lo t te  P a r r o t t ..............................................Margaret P ac su
Ens ign  B l a d e s ................................................................. Jon Masters
H a r r i e t  E llen Jam ieson
L ieu te n an t  S p i c e r .............................................................Henry Olds

At S ch o o l : Katherine E lsa sse r, Carol E stey, P a tr ic ia  Halcomb, 
Linda Maxwell, H enrietta Suydam, M elissa Tomlinson, 
Toby Knox, Raymond Agar, Dickon Baker, Pompey 
Delafield, Carl Johnson.

At the B a l l :  Carol Harris, Ted Duffield, Barbara Kohlsaat, 
Hampton Denny, Jean  Crawford, Hans Sterberg, Chloe 
King, G ates Agnew.

Committee Chairman : Scenery, Theodora Stillw ell, V iola Guinness. 
Cos tum es : E lsa  Johnson. P ro p e r t i e s :  Ju lia  Gallup. L ig h t s :  Lucy 
B usse lle . P u b l i c i t y :  Ann Freedman. T ic k e t s :  Myrta Hammell. 
P rog ram s : Eugenie Rudd. D ire c t io n : Moyne Smith. T echn ic a l  
D ire c t io n : Mrs. C larence Johnson. (D i r e c t o r ’ s A s s i s t a n t s :Kinsa 
Turnbull, Ros Webster) O f f ic e r s  o f  the D ramatic  C lub : P re s id en t ,  
E lsa  Johnson. Sec re ta ry , H ester D elafield.

DRAM ATIC CLUB



GLEE CLUB

Madrigal Group: A lice Marie Nelson, Betsy Thomas, Ellen
Jam ieson, Lockie Stafford, Mary Strunksy, Chloe King, Eugenie 
Rudd, Jo  Comforth, Je an  Crawford, Lucy B usse lle, K insa 
Turnbull (P re s id en t), Mary P acsu , Barbara Kohlsaat, Beth 
MacNeil; Missing: Laura T ravers.

D esp i te  the 
your m u s i c ? ”

"D o  you know 
and " C h a i r s ,

I

eve ryon e !” , the G le e  C lub  nas
had a very full and stimulating 
year. Our Candlelight Service 
and annual v is i t to the New 
Jersey Neuro-Psychiatric In
s t i tu te  were extremely su c c e s s 
ful. However, the featured 
event was our concert with the 
Princeton University Freshmen 
on February 25.

We want to pay spec ia l 
tribute to our director, Miss 
Cohan, better known as 
Corky, whose enthusiasm  and 
spir it have added to the 
whole atmosphere of the

Tw o Choruses from Cantata 135
Chorus: Ah Lord, Spare Thou This Sinner 
Chorale: A ll Glory to the Father

C ombined Glee Clubs and Orchestra

Johann Sebastian Bach

I I

Motet-Alle, psallite— Alleluya
Deck thyself, my soul, with gladness
Three Folk Songs

The Golden Day Is Dying

Anonymous— Late X I I I  Centurj 
George Frederick Hande

Arkansas T raveler 
Turn  Y e  to Me

Finnisl
Americai

Scotcl
Mary Strunsky, Alto

Miss Fine's School Glee Club

G lee  C lub . Her unusua l know ledge o f mus ic  and fine ta s te  have given the G lee  
C lub  d is t in c t ion .  Our thanks a l s o  go to Mrs. P a c s u ,  our a c com pan is t .

O f f i c e r s  for the year have been B arbara  K o h ls a a t ,  P re s id en t ;  Margy P a c s u ,  
Secre ta ry . T h e  c l a s s  rep re sen ta t iv e s  were L a u ra  T rave r s ,  X II ; B e th  M a cN e i l ,  X I ; 
Mary Strunsky , X ;  and Harr ie t B u s s e l l e ,  IX .



The Inkling
Standing:
Grace Morton 
Mary Strunsky 
E llen Jam ieson 
Margy P ac su  
Deborah Smith 
Suzy Scarff 
Betsy Thomas 
Eugenie Rudd 
A lice Marie Nelson 
Marina Turkevich 
Jo Cornforth 
Pam Thompson

Seated:
Ellen Freedman 
Rada Fulper 
H ester Delafield 
A lissa  Kramer 
Lockie Stafford (Editor) 
Laura Travers 
Barbara Benson 
Lucy B usse lle

PUBLICATIONS

The Finest
Standing:
Pamela Thompson 
Grace Morton 
Charlotte Cook 
Kinsa Turnbull 
Bettina Burbidge 
E lise  Bruml

Seated:
Rosemarie Rubino 
A lissa  Kramer 
Eugenie Rudd (Editor) 
Wendy Fraker



Back row:
Emily Vanderstucken 
L isa  Fairman 
Nancy Miller 
Sally Tomlinson 
Chloe King 
K insa Turnbull 
Theo S tillw ell 
Beverly Ward 
Ann Freedman 
Sally S ikes (Manager)

Front row:
Betsy Lawall 
Anne Harrison 
Jean  Crawford 
Barbara K ohlsaat 
Harriet B usse lle  
Hobey Alsop 
E lisa  Strachan 
A lice Marie Nelson 
Sandy Strachan

\

ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION
T h i s  year the a th le t i c s  program a rou sed  great in te re s t ,  support , and en thusa ism . 

In te r s ch o la s t i c  spo r ts  teams in c lud ed  h o ck ey ,  b a sk e tb a l l ,  l a c r o s s e ,  a rche ry , and tenn is , 
and there was a l s o  much in te res t in badminton and s o f tb a l l .  T enn is  was a new sport 
added to the program th is  year , and was we lcomed hear t i ly .

T he  ho ck ey  s e a son  was h indered by the weather , and many p lan s  had to be changed .
We p layed  four games , and c a n c e l l e d  two. The  North Je rsey  F ie ld  H o ck ey  P la y d ay  was 
a l s o  c a n c e l l e d ,  which was most d isappo in ting !

T h e  b a sk e tb a l l  s e a s o n  was a bit more encou rag ing , a lth ough  the " f lu  bug”  made it 
n e ce s s a ry  to change p lan s tw ice . We p layed four games in b a sk e tb a l l ,  and one was  
c a n c e l l e d .  In intra-mural games we he ld  the annual c l a s s  b a sk e tb a l l  tournament, and 
the c l a s s  o f  ’ 55 was the winner for the third year in s u c c e s s i o n !

The  B lu e  and Grey team s, with their r e sp e c t iv e  c a p ta in s  Jean  Crawford and A l i c e  
Marie N e ls on ,  had a most ex c i t in g  time throughout the y ea r . B lu e -G rey  games were 
p layed in h o ck ey ,  b a sk e tb a l l  and l a c r o s s e .  T h e  po in ts  for pos ture  were given aga in  
th is  year , so  everyone had a chan ce  to add to the po in ts  o f  her team . The  banner will 
be presen ted  to the cap ta in  o f  the winning team at Commencement.

T h e  spor ts  year was c lo s e d  by the annual p i cn ic  at the sho re , for a l l  p a r t ic ip an ts  
in any Vars ity  or Jun ior V ars i ty  team sport .

We shou ld  l ike to extend our s p e c i a l  thanks to Mrs. E l iz a b e th  N. C obb  and M iss  
Cather ine  Green for the ir  en th u s ia s t i c  c o a ch in g ,  insp ir ing le ade r sh ip ,  and true in te re s t .
T he  improvement in ab i l i ty  and coope ra t ion  o f  a l l  the s tuden ts  may be a tt r ibu ted  en
t ire ly  to  the untiring le ade r sh ip  o f  both M rs .C obb  and M is s  G reen .

The  o f f i c e r s  o f  the A th le t i c  A s s o c i a t i o n  were C h lo e  K ing , P re s id en t ;  Anne Harr ison , 
Secre ta ry . T he  rep re sen ta t iv e s  were B arbara  K o h ls a a t ,  X II ; Sa lly  S ik e s ,  X I ;  Nancy  
Miller , X ; and B eve r ly  Ward, IX .



Back row:
Sandy Strachan 
Chloe King
Jean  Crawford (Manager) 
Susie Smith 
K insa Turnbull

Front row:
Alice Marie Nelson 
Lucy B usse lle  
Barbara K ohlsaat 
Anne Harrison



POST MORTEM
As the Sen ior c l a s s ,  the fa cu l ty  and above  a l l  the L in k  board and the S ch o o l  L i f e  

P r e s s  know, the fa c t  that th is  yea rbook  came out a t a l l  i s  rather a p lea san t su rp r ise . 
The re  h a s  been a hex upon a l l  L in k  a c t iv i t i e s :  the tra ins d on ’ t le a v e  for P h i la d e lp h ia  
when they are su p p o s ed  to ; p ic tu re s  don ’ t come in until the la s t  day , at wh ich point 
they get l o s t ;  yea rbook  writeups are due on the fa te fu l Id e s  o f  March, a long  with the 
ev a lu a to r s ;  and above  a l l  p lag u e s  and i l ln e s s e s  in fes t  the s c h o o l  a t p r e c i s e ly  the wrong 
t im es . T h i s  l a s t  item h a s  meant, among o ther th ings , that I have  u su a l ly  known le s s  
abou t L in k  p rog re ss  than any o f  the o ther board members .

A s a r e su l t ,  I wou ld l ik e  to thank a l l  the Sen io rs  — for a good jo b  genera l ly ,  and 
e s p e c i a l ly  for com ing through m agn if icen tly  on the a d s  — and the members o f  the board, 
for hav ing done far more work than the numbers o f po in ts  a l lo t ted  to the ir va r iou s  jo b s  
would in d ic a t e .  E s p e c i a l l y  I want to render gratefu l thanks to Theo  S t i l lw e l l  and Mrs. 
Shepherd , who have worked far above  and beyond the c a l l  o f  duty ; and to L u c y  B u s s e l l e ,  
who had no duty c a l l  at a l l ,  but w ithout whom the book c o u ld  not have gone to p r e s s .

B a rb a ra  B en son
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No Chance
The road wound along the brook, c ross ing  

it at intervals only to double back on i t se lf  
again . The  day had been hot and the air hung 
l ike a heavy blanket over the va lley . Now and 
then the oppress ive  s i len ce  was broken by the 
caw of a weary crow winging its  way acro ss  
the meadows. Just as  the sun, a ball of crim
son fire, began to se t ,  a car was seen travel
ling slow ly over the road, stirring up a cloud  
of white dust behind it . The man behind the 
wheel wore a look of grim determination on his 
face  a s  he ea sed  h is  battered Ford over the 
bumps. Suddenly the car struck a large rock 
which lay unexpectedly in the middle of the 
road. With a sickening thud the Ford lurched 
to a stop . The driver stepped out, and c rouch 
ing on the road looked under the car.

"Broken  a x le , ”  he muttered to h imself and 
wiping the perspiration from his brow, stood  
up and looked at the country s ide around him.

About a half a mile down the road stood a 
large farm. "B e t te r  go the re , ’ he thought, 'and 
c a l l  a ga rage .”  In sp ite  of the heat he walked 
quickly and with a light s tep  towards h is  des t i 
nation. The  battered hat on the back of his 
head , which did not prevent a lock  of brown 
hair from falling a c ro ss  h is  forehead, gave 
him the appearance o f a reporter, which indeed 
he was.

As he neared the farm he thought it aban
doned. The barns and numerous outbuildings 
looked s ilent and deserted . Only the rambling 
farmhouse showed signs o f l i fe . Some geraniums 
on the porch and yellow curtains in the win
dows were the two bright spo ts  in that dreary 
setting. The windows on the right s ide  were 
covered by some sort of black hangings on the 
in s ide .

The build ings were weather-beaten and 
needed several c o a ts  of paint. The barns, once  
red, were now a silvery lavender and their 
rusted tin roofs made a p leasant contrast with 
the green of the surrounding h i l ls .  As he turned 
in the gate an o ld  dog limped painfully to
wards him on three legs , snapping h is  tooth
le s s  jaws in a gesture o f defiance .

The reporter s tood gazing around him, un

certain as  to whether he should c a l l  or go to 
the door and knock. Look ing at the porch he 
suddenly noticed that he was being watched. 
An old man with a bushy, grey mustache and a 
tanned face was staring at him from between 
partia lly c lo s ed  eye l id s .  Over his shoulder 
peered the face  of a woman, her wispy white 
hair gathered into a knot at the back of her 
head. They stood silen tly staring at each  
other. The o ld man broke the s i len ce  first. 

"Th a t  yer c a r ? ”  he sa id .
" Y e s ,  s i r , ”  replied the reporter, taking off 

his hat. "My name’s Joe L in sey  — New Y o rk  
C ity  E a g le .  I think I broke my ax le , and I was 
wondering if you could let me use your te le 
phone — I mean, if it wouldn’ t put you to too 
much troub le .”

" P h on e ’ s not runnin’ . A in ’ t no garage fer 
’ bout fifteen miles ne ither .”

"Well , uh — thank you, uh — well — yes . 
Goodbye, sorry to bother y ou ,”  and so saying  
he turned away.

"W a it ,”  sa id  the woman. " T a in ’ t no other 
farm fer miles around. What ya reckon to d o ? ”  

"Y ou  keep out o ’ th is , Caro lyn ,”  sa id  the 
man. "We a in ’ t got no use fer them city f o lk s . ”  

" Y e s ,  r e a l ly ,”  sa id  the reporter. " I think 
I ’d better be running a long .”

"Duane Stanton ,”  sa id  Carolyn, elbowing 
her way in front o f her husband, " y ou ’ve been 
ag itt in ’ very cranky la te ly . I a in ’ t never seen  
the l ik es  o f it afore in ya. Young man, we’d 
be p leased  to have ya stay to supper and the 
night too , a s  there ’ ll be no one ti ll mornin’ 
acom in ’ by here to git word to the ga rage ,”  
Then smiling wistfully she added, "We don ’ t 
see many city foks , much le s s  git to chat wid

Mem,
"C a ro ly n ,”  sa id  her husband, " y o u ’re bein ’ 

mighty friendly to th is here man. We a in ’ t runnin’ 
no roomin’ h o u s e . ”

"N o , we a in ’ t. But we kin be hosp itab le - 
l ike to s trangers .”

Joe L in sey ,  who had been mashing h is hat 
in h is  hands and pretending not to notice the 
argument, stepped forward and sa id ,

"Well , I am really very thankful and . . . ”



"D o n ’t mention it. I presume yer mighty hot. 
I reckon the hou se ’ll be right coo l.”

Upon entering, the reporter, with his sharp 
eyes  for noting de ta i ls , saw a long spac ious 
hall with a beautiful mahogany highboy on one 
side. On h is  right was the room with the black 
hangings. An old horsehair sofa and some s tiff 
l i t t le  cha irs  were partia lly  covered by shee ts .  
The p ic tu res  on the walls were hung wrong side 
out and the rug was covered with the S p r i n g f i e l d  
T  im e s .

As if in answer to h is  unspoken query, Mrs. 
Stanton turned and smiled apo logetically, say 
ing, " I  a in ’t c leaned the parlour but once a 
year fer some time now. J i s t  seems a s  though 
I a in ’t got no courage left in me now.”

" J u s t  like a ll th e se  farmers here ,” thought 
Joe. "No get-up-and-go.”

The kitchen, where supper was served, was 
a cool, p leasan t room. It was large and airy 
with pink geraniums over the sink. B es ides  
the oil stove, there was a bed and a dusty coal 
stove each in i ts  respec tive  corner. The table 
was covered with a red and white checked 
cloth, and walls were decorated with certif i
c a te s  s ta t ing  tha t — E ra s tu s  Gorman Stanton 
had won F ir s t  P r ize  in this County for having 
ra ised the s trongest team of horses shown at 
the County Fa ir  in the year 1887, and that 
Susan L. Stanton had been awarded a Blue 
Ribbon for making the best strawberry jam in 
the County in the year 1893, and the like.

While they were ea ting supper, Joe noticed 
that Mr. Stanton was very quiet and that he 
spoke only when nece s s i ty  made it e ssen t ia l .  
During the course of the dinner, Mrs. Stanton 
turned to Joe and said, "We’re very glad to 
have ya to supper a n ’ we were wonderin’ if ya 
knew a man by the name o ’ Jonathan Stanton?” 

"You mean you were wonderin’,” broke in 
Mr. Stanton. " I  a in ’t a im in’ te go an ’ mix up 
my troubles with any strangers, e spec ia l ly  
news men.”

"Now Duane, don’t take every th in’ so hard.” 
Turning to the reporter, "H e  don’t mean nothin’ 
personal. He just gits  touchy. You s e e ,” 
s tra ighten ing her back, ” we used to have a 
right prosperous farm here. We had near two 
hundred cattle , not te mention our sheep, pigs,

and chickens. Now Johnny, here, he was the 
o ldes t a n ’ we was a im in’ te have him take over 
the farm — but,” she added with a sigh, "h e  
went off to the city and we a in ’t seen him fer 
nigh te four y e a r s .” Then looking out the win
dow pas t the geraniums, she added, "You see 
th is  farm was built . . . ”

"C aro lyn ,” interrupted her husband, "you 
tend te the appetite  of th is  here Joe, an ’ I ’ll 
do the ta lk in ’. ”

"Now all you city foks, you j is t  don’t un
derstand what we New England farmers i s  up 
aga inst . Now when my forebears came over 
from England, th is here territory was as wild 
as you can imagine. T ha t’s why there i s  so 
many houses on the h ills . You see, the Indians 
was mighty wild and the se t t le r s  had te build 
on the high p laces  te protect themselves. Now 
it was Ebenezer Stanton who built the first 
farm in the valley, right on th is here spot. He 
had the only farm in these here parts that ever 
made ends meet, each and every year. And so 
it was with each generation of Stantons. We 
always put all that we made back into the land. 
My grandfather, now he was the one who built 
th is  very house. It cost more in those days 
than the other v il lage rs  ever saw in their whole 
lifetime put together. But he knew that the only 
kind o ’ house that would la s t  was them that 
was built right, from the s tart. I remember my 
grandpa well. He used to say that the only 
kind of people that ever gut their reward was 
them that s tayed home an ’ worked hard an ’ 
didn’t go ga lavan tin ’ around te Hartford and 
them big c i t ie s .  I told my Johnny - young 
whipper-snapper that he is  — I told him, say s  
I, ’Yer great-grandpa he didn’t hold no truck 
wid them that goes off te the big towns, and 
look where he git te. Why yer great-grandpa,’
I te l ls  Johnny, 'was the r ichest man in th is 
here County,’ a n ’ what does Johnny do but 
turn and laugh in my face. 'I bet I can make 
more money in one day than yer grandpa made 
in a yea r .’ Them’s the very words that he u sed .”

"More stew, Mr. Linsey?” broke in Mrs. 
Stanton.

"Thank  you, y e s ,” replied Joe. " I t ’s awfully 
good.”

"Jona than , he always liked it f ine .”



"Caro lyn , now don’ t interrupt. As I was 
say in ’ Mr. J o e ,  my grandpa now he was a smart 
man. As smart a s  they come, but not as  sharp 
as my old pa . Why he cou ld  forete ll the kind o ’ 
weather we’d be having’ each  summer by the 
fe e l in ’ in h is  bones . H e  was the one that really  
improved th is here land. He planted a lfa lfa  
an ’ grew it good. Our milk, why it was the 
best in the County, in the whole State fer that 
matter. P a  taught me good about how te run a 
dairy farm. I learned everything I ever knowed 
from him. When I took over the runnin’ o ’ th is 
here farm, I worked hard. I rose wid the sun 
an ’ worked in the f ie lds  a ll day. Then each  
night I fi l led out the records an ’ did the books. 
I worked hard, mind you, no automobiles or 
milkin ’ machines fer me. The day I git my 
tractor , I nearly died o ’ pride — I thought l ife  
was easy then. ’Ye sha ll ti l l the s o i l  by the 
sweat o ’ yer brow.’ T h a t ’ s what my pa said  
the Good Book  say s ,  an ’ I did j i s t  that a l l  my 
l ife . An ’ Johnny now, he goes off te them big 
c i t i e s  an ’ he don ’t send us so  much a s  a 
penny. An ’ I ra ised him up good — an ’ give 
him everythin ’ . My children a in ’ t even loyal 
to the Stanton name, Mr. Joe . . . ”

"Now , D uane ,”  broke in Mrs. Stanton, 
"Harr ie t , now sh e ’ s a good girl You know 
that we’d have been in the poorhouse i f  in it 
hadnU abin fer Harriet. She sends us a check  
each month, Mr. L in sey .  I t ’ s her that pays fer 
the meals here. She works at a big o f f ice  in 
Worcester. She ’ s a good girl . . . ”

"A iyah , a iy a h ,”  sa id  Mr. Stanton test i ly . 
"We know, we know. You see Mr. Joe , that 's  
j i s t  what’ s the matter wid these young peop le . 
No family pride nor nothin ’ . J is t send in ’ a 
check  if an ’ when they fee ls  like it , but never 
acom in ’ te see  us at a l l .  They thinks they 
own the world, but they don ’ t. I had a dream 
when I was young te have this here farm stay 
in the Stanton family forever. It won’t though. 
I t ’ s bein ’ et away lit t le  by l it t le . I t ’ l l be gone 
before ya knows it — an ’ me along wid it . All 
my l i f e ’ s work — , ”  and Duane Stanton put his 
head in h is  hands and was s ilen t.

Mrs. Stanton was the first to  speak . "Well 
now, Mr. L in sey , guess yer wonderin’ where 
the dessert i s .  I ’l l  fetch it right out. Fresh

apple pie made j is t  th is very mornin’ . ”
"Well , Mrs. Stanton, I sure hope you realize  

jus t how much I apprec ia te  th is . It ’ s really 
wonderful.”

"Well , my mother always sa id  that apple 
pie was only fit to eat , i f  made the very day it 
was served . Now pass  yer p late , Mr. L in sey , 
and you too , Duane. Have some cream, Mr. 
L in sey  . . . ”

"O h , thank you, ma’m. My, but i t ’ s th ick — 
th is isn ’ t like any cream that you get in the 
c ity s to res . Where did you get it? You don ’ t 
own a cow  anymore, do y o u ? ”

"N aw ,”  replied Duane. "We a in ’ t got no 
cow . It a in ’ t ha lf as  good as  the pan -set cream 
we used to have . T h is  here comes a ll the way 
from K ansas . Them big dairy farms out there, 
they ship th is  E a s t  in tin can s . T h a t ’ s why 
th is  farm is  the way it i s .  We a in ’ t got any 
chance when competing with them big western 
fa rm s .”

" N o , ”  e choed Mrs. Stanton. "We a in ’ t got 
no c h an c e .”

The next morning in h is  repaired Ford , Joe 
L in sey , New  Y o r k  City E a g le  reporter, took 
leave of h is  host and h o s te s s .

"Come back an ’ see  us sometime if  yer 
ever up th is way aga in .”

" Y e s ,  son . It was a real n ice p leasure  
s e e in ’ y a . ”

" S o  lon g ,”  ca l led  Joe a s  h is  car bumped 
down the road . He waved goodbye to the two 
o ld  peop le  standing at the gate . Duane Stanton 
tipped his hat, and Carolyn fluttered an o ld  
l a ce  handkerchief in answer to h is  s a lu te . But 
although Joe tried to smile cheerfu lly , his 
heart was very sad . Somehow he knew that he 
was saying farewell , not only to a kind of 
peop le  slowly dying out , but a ls o  to the way 
of l ife  they l ived .

The road wound along the brook, crossing  
it at intervals only to double back upon i tse lf  
again . And with every turn of the car wheels , 
Joe seemed to hear Mrs. Stanton repeating, 
" N o ,  we a in ’t got no c h an c e .”

Eugenie Rudd X 
F irs t  P r ize  
Upper School P ro se



Station New Brunswick
Everything was dark brown, not a clean, 

deep dark brown but a rusty anc ien t color. Here 
and there black f lashed by, thin metal s tr ips 
of black in ske le ton s truc tu res that passed  
quickly, accen ted  by the waving swamp grass, 
and I knew we were nearing the big city.

The train wheezed and lurched but pushed 
reso lu te ly  on in i ts  own noisy manner. It 
braked itse lf, and i t s  occupants  automatically 
stiffened aga in s t the onrushing momentum. The 
car was not full, nor was it empty, but it vi
brated with youthful g idd iness bubbling from a 
group of young girls farther down the a is le .

The conductor broke into the coach leaning 
heavily forward, dragging the rush of air and 
wheels behind him. The door slammed a s  he 
passed  my sea t  and the draft subsided.

" .  . .Sta-shun New Brunswick . . .New 
Brunswick!” was the call, and again a door 
was laboriously opened and eas i ly  shut at the 
other end of the coach.

I pulled my coat c lo se r  around me and pre
pared for the probable arrival of some fellow 
traveler.

Scratching and spitt ing, we slowed to a stop 
and in a sp l i t  second the coach was invaded 
from e ither end. Doors swung determinedly 
shut and were pushed to even more emphatical
ly. A fat woman, a child, and a handful of tall 
servicemen entered from my end of the car and 
numbers p re ssed  to meet them from the opposite

direction.
My fellow traveler, an Air Force boy, sat 

down and suddenly I was enveloped. Seats all 
around me filled and 1 felt comfortable and 
secure. My seatmate garbled a few words that 
I m issed entire ly . I was snug in my own lit t le  
world, people about me were merely for my 
entertainment and enjoyment. But not for long...

A throng had arisen, a hushed and curious 
throng had gathered by my sea t and the nearby 
entrance. Suddenly there was a to-and-fro 
motion of people that grew and excited me and 
then I heard the words of my companion clearly 
for the first time.

The horror of the s i tua tion did not drop to 
the depths of my stomach at once. I could not 
explain my first thoughts in words. I felt numb 
and I could believe nothing for I wanted to be
lieve nothing . . .and yet, it lay there beneath 
the window opposite my own. Between these 
two rows of dirty g lass, s tanding stunned in 
the a is le , gaped a crowd, sad and worried. 
They talked excited ly and I felt a s  a part of 
them but I could not believe.

" .  . .but how? . . .1 don’t see how . . . ” I 
sa id  over and over to my friend. But he shook 
h is  head and looked away and only said,

" .  . .stood too c lose to the tracks, th a t’s
a ll

"Oh God, but . . .”



" G o  ahead , i t ’ s right there , take a l o o k . ”  
In s tead  I turned around in my sea t  and there 

was a s o ld ie r  s it t ing  behind me. He was lo o k 
ing stra igh t ahead  but see ing  nothing and I 
turned away.

T he  train was making no motion to move 
forward. We were s tanding , standing there w a it
ing . . .and right under our window he lay  and 
we c ou ldn ’ t he lp  him.

I watched a man jump to the edge o f  the 
swarming crowd in the a i s l e .  He was eager  
to s e e  for h im se lf  and when he did he turned 
from the window with an un forgettab le  w retch 
edn e s s  on h is  white f a c e .  He swore so f t ly  and 
reverently to h im se lf  and then sat qu ie t ly  in 
the s e a t  behind me with the s o ld ie r .

"  . . . i t  was an exp re ss  that p a s s ed  through 
before u s ?  Then  you saw  it happen !”

"What c o u ld  you do?  . . .S ad  thing was , h is  
company ’ d ju s t  come s ta te s id e  . . .H ad  h is  
girl with ’m too . . . ”

"What happened to the g i r l ? ”
" I  d idn ’ t s tay  to find out . . . ”
My friend lo oked  away from me aga in . He  

did not want to look  out the window a s  the rest 
o f  the crowd did . He had seen , but I hadn ’ t . . .

Again  the crowd rose  in another wave . 
Everyone knew now. They were s ca red  but 
s t i l l  c u r iou s  and they c o u ld n ’ t he lp  it , and 
neither cou ld  I.

I s to od  up with the throng and s tra ined to 
s e e ,  so  wanting to know . . .and s o  a fra id  that 
I would . I s h a l l  never forget that moment. In 
one movement I c o u ld  have seen  what the 
hungry mob saw . I cou ld  s tep  to the o ther s ide  
of the ca r , ju s t  a c r o s s  the a i s l e .  I c o u ld  look  
out the window a s  s o  many others  were doing . 
And yet I s h a l l  a lw ay s  hear the v o ic e  that held  
me.

" D o n ’ t lo o k  . . .you  d on ’ t want to s e e . ”  
And I g lan ced  up at a man standing in the sea t  
before me. I sa t  down, re lu c tan tly , and s t i l l ,  
strange ly triumphantly. The  moment’ s d e c is ion  
had been pa in le s s ly  d e c id ed  for me. The f lee t 
ing cu r io s i ty ,  the fear and d i sb e l ie f  subs ided  
and I was sa fe .

I d on ’ t remember the crowds d isp e rs in g . 
Jus t the c ondu c to r ’ s sh ou ts  are s t i l l  with me, 
in s truc t ion s  to som eone , s om ep la c e ,  for some
thing, and s t i f f ly , pa in fu lly , the w hee ls  under 
us turned on ce ,  tw ice , three times . . .

T h e  top s  o f a few head s  look ing  down at 
the ir fee t , began to f loa t by the window. We 
moved away from them, from the p e o p le ,  from 
the s ta t ion .  We did not s tay  to he lp  or watch . 
The re  was nothing to do but go on and in a 
few moments we were rushing through the 
same rusty brown and gray lan d s c ap e ,  pushing  
forward a s  before in a h o p e le s s ,  res igned  man
ner.

P am  Thompson  XI 
Honorab le  Mention 
Upper S ch oo l  P ro se



Mulch, The Egyptian Mouse
Mulch lived in a pa lace in Cairo, Egypt. 

Behind one of i t s  large p illa rs was a li t t le  
semi-circle which was his front door.

One day Mulch met a girl named Tawny. 
She was a very pretty mouse, and not too flirty.

One day Tawny discovered a pyramid that 
was not quite finished. She and her friend 
Valise played in it lo ts of times, but Mulch 
didn’t like the idea. He was afraid they would 
get locked inside the pyramid.

One day, while Tawny and Valise were 
playing in the pyramid, they got locked in. 
Mulch was reading a book ou ts ide the pyramid. 
He looked up a s  they were shutting the door. 
He tried to save them, but there were guards 
at the door who wouldn’t even le t in a mouse. 
He went home to think of a way to save Tawny, 
because every time he looked at the pyramid 
he became broken-hearted.

Meanwhile, down in the pyramid, Tawny 
was trying to get out with the help of her friend. 
When they got hungry they a te the food that 
was meant for the Pharaoh. It was all his 
favorite foods.

Back at Mulch’s  house, Mulch had figured 
a way to help Tawny and her friend. He walked 
over to the pyramid, and climbed up it, to the 
hole that was supposed to le t out the bad 
spirits, and le t in the good sp ir its . He was 
worried that he might run into a bad spir it 
coming out, but he would take that chance. So 
he le t down a long thread, and slid down it. 
Mulch ran all through the pyramid looking for 
Tawny, but he couldn’t find her. Then he 
looked on tab les, and in mouse holes, too. 
Finally, on an old table, he found the bones 
of a whole turkey. Inside, where the stuffing 
belonged, he found the body of his girl friend. 
He gathered it up, and took it home, and mum
mified it. He put the mouse mummy in the 
Museum of Moustral History, so everybody 
could see her.

Then he went home. Mulch was very un
happy. He thought there was no use in living 
without his beloved girl. So a few minutes la ter 
he spread newspaper on the floor, and then he 
s l i t  his throat.

The End!

Melissa Tomlinson, V
F irs t  Prize
Middle School Prose

The Problems of Living in an Old House
Every time I see  a modern home, I pity my

se l f  for living in an old-fashioned one. A 
modern " r a n c h ” home for instance, i s  the 
height of convenience. Everything is planned 
with high-pressure effic iency in mind. Mechan
ica l gadgets, room arrangements, dust-proof 
materia ls are all aimed at saving the family’s, 
and espec ia lly , Mother’s, footsteps, time, and 
temper.

My house differs from th is. It is  not efficient 
for modern housekeeping. I think sourly of its  
c leaning problems. Not only must we struggle 
with the every-day dust of each nook and cran

ny (and believe me there are many) but with 
the Everlasting Dust of Ages.

Our kitchen is  awkward. It originally con
s is te d  of a room around a fireplace. So now, 
when the fireplace has lost i t s  primary purpose, 
there is  a s tove in the middle of one wall, and 
a solitary sink in the middle of another wall. 
That is  what we ca ll a kitchen.

Stairs play an important part in our house. 
Our s ta i rc a se s  are s teep  and narrow, and hinder 
the moving of elderly people and of furniture. 
We are completely stymied trying to get a 27” 
desk up a 25” s ta irc a se .  In addition to the



s ta i rc a se s ,  we have s tep s  by ones and twos 
a ll over the house, p laced s tra teg ica l ly  to trip 
people unfamiliar with them. All the ce ilings 
and doorways are low. My 6’4” father must 
stoop a s  he walks through the house . . .or 
e lse .

It is  impossib le for anyone to walk unheard 
through our house, because of the Revolution
ary floorboards: a robber could never get out 
of the house without our knowing it, even if he 
could get in. No guest can make his way to 
the bathroom in the middle of the night without 
rousing the entire household. There i s  one 
Civil War floorboard which doesn ’t creak, but 
only the inner c irc le knows how to find it in 
the dark. For instance, one night my visit ing 
uncle, returning from a la te  night in New York 
City, abandoned a ll hope and sa id  loudly at 
three a.m., " I ’ll be damned if I can find that 
board that do e sn ’t c reak .”

Another impossib le feat is  for me to get 
from my room to the telephone before the fourth 
or fifth buzz. Not that the d is tance  i s  great. 
The hazard is  a s e r ie s  of sharp corners and 
irregular floor levels .

An additional s light problem is  c lo se t space, 
or lack of it. Two small c lo se ts  to seven bed
rooms is  hardly an adequate ratio in terms of 
1954 crinolines.

L e s s  important to me, but very d ra s t i c  to 
my paren ts , are the prob lems o f  n o isy  and un
s igh t ly  plumbing and hea t ing d e c o r a t io n s ,  p lus

damp walls which are impervious to nails, 
thumbtacks, Scotch-tape, and even wallpaper.

Now tha t I have named so many fau lts  of 
my house, I rea lize  that most of them are 
caused by things I like and would not give up. 
One reason my house is  so difficult to clean 
i s  that i t s  f irep laces spread many a sh e s  and 
much smoke. We use our f irep laces so often! 
We would not trade them for ea s ie r  housekeep
ing. The reason our kitchen is  so awkward i s  
that it was built and changed to fit a ll the 
people who have used it. The fireplace 
crane and the gunrack are not needed now, but 
they add a sen se  of individuality to the kitchen. 
The house is  full of such things which we dust 
and never use; they are part of the personality 
of our house. The s ta i rc a se s  are s teep and 
narrow, but they lead to a t t ic s  and ce l la rs  
which are exciting and mysterious. They make 
wonderful theatre's, playrooms, workrooms, and 
hideaways. Where, in a " r a n c h ” home would 
we put our old " L i f e ” magazines, our costumes, 
our toys, our to-be-mended-someday furniture? 
The creaky floorboards, the wavy window glass, 
the different levels, a ll add to the feeling that 
our house is  a person, or the history of a person.

I ’d better s top  now . . .now that I have s u c 
c e ed ed  in d isp rov ing a l l  my id e a s .  1 s tar ted to 
write an e s s a y  on the sorrow s o f  an o ld  h ou se ,  
but i t ’ s  turning out to be an e s s a y  on the jo y s  
o f  an o ld  house!

Deborah Smith, VIII
F ir s t  P r ize
Middle School P rose ,

"T h e  Doll” by Eileen Baker, VII, which 
appeared in T h e  F i n e s t  in February, won 
Honorable Mention for Middle School P rose. 
T h e  L i n k  board regre ts that lack of space 
prevents printing it here.



MOODS

I walked through cold dripping tombs,
Wet with the cruel dew, in the black pit of night.
I gazed into the indifferent, a g e le s s  eyes of 
Stars, s e t in the dark shroud of heaven.
I walked on sharp kn ives of Hate, and ran from 
The claws of Death.
I traveled long p assagew ays  of Fear.

At la s t  I cried to the Sky, "God, take me from 
This!”
The Stars s ta red down at me,

Silent,
Unapproachable.

But the c laws of Death are sweet . . . .
are sweet.

* * * *

I watched sp ira ls  of smoke curl up around 
The air like young v ines seeking the sun.
So do a ll th ings seek  to rise.
Vines and smoke.
But there is  a difference:
The twisting, quickly r isen Smoke diffuses 
Into nothing in the Blue Air,
While the Vine,
(so long it takes)
Grows into fu lness  and beauty.
The Smoke springs from the heart of P a ss io n .  
And Destruction.
Of crackling, dancing Rage.
Of burning Fury.
Born of such elements, it soon dies.
The Vine i s  the child of Earth.
The warm, slow Earth.
The deep, dark, loving Earth.
Safe, soft, reclaiming.
The e ternal womb of Life.
The Vine will never die.

Viola Guinness, XII 
F ir s t  P r ize

Upper School Poetry



THE POET 
(with apologies to Chaucer)

A poet there was, a man of wondrous rhyme,
With only thoughts and words that were sublime. 
Great fa s ts  and indigence could never faze 
(At le a s t  if under any person’s gaze)
This noble man, so slender, stern and proud,
With mind in heaven, head in higher cloud.
His eyes  were ca sed  in caves, like burning coals, 
With haunted looks like those of cursed souls,
And ashy, sunken cheeks  of pallid death,
As from an ill inc reased  by Bacchant breath.
His hair was s leek and black, and hung unkempt, 
B ecause of earthly chaff he held contempt.
He spent h is  day in some poor wretched hovel,
Intent upon a mad poetic  novel,
And in the night in Hemingway’s true s ty le 
He stayed in cheap cafes, with such a smile 
Of hope less  bravo built of fear and rage,
Much like a s ta r  upon a blazing stage,
And said the usual brilliant, witty words 
That all such a r t is ts  say to  gaping herds,
Of folk who don’t know half a s  much a s  they,
But whom they like to dumbfound, anyway.
And some day, sure, h is  works will have great fame, 
Although, right now I can ’t recall his name.

Grace Morton, XI
Honorable Mention, 

Upper School Poetry



A DEWDROP
A dewdrop in the sunlight 
Is like a diamond rare,
Shining with hundreds of colors,
It i s  more than fair.
L ike a l i t t le  sunbeam,
In i ts e lf  it glows,
Not with self-importance,
Jus t with blue and rose.
Some people say  i t ’s  ju s t the sun,
Each drop re f lec ts  a sunbeam.
I think they’re l i t t le  suns themselves,
And like a rainbow gleam.
In the sunlight they disappear,
(Evaporate, most say)
I think they grow until they burst,
And make hundreds glow each day.

Katherine E ls a s s e r  V 
F irs t  Prize

Middle School Poetry

BESIDE THE OCEAN
Along the water, a shaft of sunlight glitters,
Gay and bright, it dances on the sea .
Through the g ra sses ,  a balmy breeze i s  blowing, 
Above the gulls are soaring, wild and free.
On the horizon, a giant lighthouse r ises ,
Strong and bold, it reaches  to the sky.
Under pebbles, the tiny sna i ls  are hiding,
Next door to them, the crabs and she llf ish  lie.
On the jagged rocks, the dashing waves are breaking, 
Foamy waves, that rush up on the land.
Rolling in from the deep and lovely ocean,
To their home, on the warm and sunny land.
Far out on the ocean, the whitecaps are floating,
To the wind, the gu lls  are crying free.
All th is  happening bes ide  the lovely ocean,
All th is happening beside the lovely sea .

E lise  Chase, VI
Honorable Mention

Middle School Poetry



L U Z E R N E  
RUBBER COMPANY

Compliments of
Manufacturers of 

HARD RUBBER GOODS

The

COUSINS CO., INC.
TRENTON . N E W  JERSEY

HEATING OIL FOR ALL MAKES OF BURNERS 

Oil Burner Sales an d  Service

PRINCETON FUEL OIL CO.
216-220 Alexander Street

Phone 1-1100



Serv ing  the home and the na t ion  

through e le c t r o n ic  re se a rch  , . .

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

R C A  L A B O R A T O R I E S

David Sarnoff R esearch Center P rinceton, New Jersey



F i n e  F u r n i t u r e  — R u g s A c c e s s o r i e s  - G i f t s

Com plim en ts of

Jo lt D ie lh  e n n
T H E  D I E L H E N N  MUSIC SCHOOL

( 9 ^ 6 )
Piano — Harmony

Practice Rooms

A va ila b le  day  or n igh t, w eek end s

Nassau Interiors
Interior Decorating

162 N a s s a u  St. P r i n c e to n ,  N .J .

20 Years Experience Jewelry and Clock Repairing 

/  THE WATCH SHOP
I Guaranteed Service on All Makes 

Skillful Repairing 
Watch Repairing _

20 N a ssa u  St. '  T e l. 1-1363

68 PALMER SQUARE

J O H N ' S  S H O E  R E P A I R

John  S t r e e t

R E N W I C K ' S
RESTAURANT - COFFEE SHOP

"A Princeton Landm ark"

B reak fast - Luncheon - Tea 
D inner - S upp er

SODA BAR

50 N a ssau  Street 
PRINCETON . N. J.

Spec ia liz ing  in P ersona l C a te rin g  
C all - P rince ton  1-0137





Bellows Hinkson’s

O U T F I T T E R S  FOR  YOUNG P E O P L E  

O F  A LL  AGES  

Hl-CUAIR  -  TO HIGH SCHOOL  

TO C O L L E G E

208-210 NASSAU ST R E E T
PR IN CETO N  
1-3221 3222

School Supplies 
Kodaks and Supplies

74 NASSAU STREET  

PHONE 1-0112

compliments of...

ROSEDALE, INC.

S A L E S  P A R T S  A N D  S E R V I C E

G r e g o r y  B U I C K
368 Nassau Street

o
Telephone 1-3109 

PRINCETON, N.J.



R e a d

THE PR IN C ET ON  HERALD

Com ple te  C overage of P rin c e to n  
L aw ren c ev ille  and P enn ing ton

P u b lis h e d  W ednesday and Sa tu rday

Subscriptions: $3.50 a year

21 Chambers Street

Nassau
A P P L I A N C E  COMPANY

A g e n t s  for HOTPOI NT

'Dine £ Codge I N P R I N C E T O N

V isit the rambling country Inn adjoining the scen ic P rinceton University campus. 
Charming atmosphere, delic ious meals and comfortable accommodations.

100 a ttrac tiv e  guest rooms. Cocktail lounge. P riva te  function rooms.
Quiet, g rac ious , f r ien d ly .

P R I NCE T ON,  N.  J.

F R E D E R I C K  H A R R I S

T h e  B a l t
Opposite N assau  Hall Gifts — Toys — Greeting Cards

C=3C=3[=3 P R I N C E T O N  S H O P P I N G  C E N T E R

R E S T A U R A N T  - F O U N T A I N PR IN C ETO N , N .J .  P R .  1-5353
B A K E R Y



CLASS WILL

We, the c la s s  of 1955, having a weak 
character and too l i t t le  mind to commit our
se lves, malic iously bequeath the following to 
the c l a s s  of 1956:

To Hobey Alsop, J u l i a  G a l lu p  leaves her 
arrows in the bushes — if she can find them.

To P a t Andrews, B a r b a r a  B e n s o n  leaves  
her house — for spongers.

To Inge Birkholm, T b e o  S t i l l w e l l  leaves  
her back cop ies of "Modern Screen” , "S ilve r 
Screen” and "Movie L i f e .”

To Charlotte Cook, A l i c e  M a r ie  N e l s o n  
l e ave s  her position a s  the baby of the c la s s .

To Hester Delafield, Ann F r e e d m a n  leaves  
her "When I was in F rance .” — although she 
really doesn ’t need it.

To Carol Harris, B a r b i e  K o h l s a a t  leaves  
her po ise and her ladylike bearing.

To Ann Harrison, J u l i a  G a l l u p  le aves  her 
schedu les, time-tables, and other paraphenalia 
of a well-ordered life.

To Pa t t i  Henderson, the  S e n io r  c l a s s  leaves 
an endowment for the construction of a she lte r  
at the bus stop.

To Beth MacNeil, J e a n i e  C r a w f o r d  leaves 
her hair clippers — just in case .

To Grace Morton, L u c y  B u s s e l l e  le aves  
the members of her car-pool and cha llenges

her mathematical ability tofit them into her s ta 
tion wagon.

To Margy Pacsu , V i o l a  G u i n n e s s  le aves  a 
few new Hungarian swear words, as the old 
ones are worn out.

To Rosemarie Rubino, E l l e n  J a m i e s o n  leaves  
her defense of the " F a i r  C ity .”

To Sally Sikes, E l s a  J o h n s o n  le aves  her 
nightly ’phone c a l l s  and her daily, "G u e ss  
who ca lled me la s t  night?” .

To Lockie Stafford, L a u r a  T r a v e r s  le aves  
her love of Princeton Charlies and Brooks 
Brothers she lls .

To E l is e  Strachan, M yrta  H a m m e l l  leaves  
her intimate acquaintance with the vasty halls  
of F ire s tone  and her deep attachment for the 
elevators.

To Betsy Thomas, L u c y  B u s s e l l e  le aves  
her six-by-one-and-a-half bunk on a student 
ship.

To Pam Thompson, J o  C o rn f o r t h  finally 
surrenders her window sea t in the Latin  room.

To Cicely Tomlinson, C h lo e  K in g  le aves  
her convertible in the hopes her beaux won’t 
have to walk back to town so often.

To Marina Turkevich, T e r r y  B e c k  leaves 
her yellow sweat shirt for the day Marina 
forgets how to cable s titch.

Witnessed by:
Pooh
Albert
archy
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Oldsmoblle

S. B. King S Son, Inc.
54 West Main Street 

Freehold, N. J.

Cadillac



SYSTEMATIC SAVING =  SUCCESS

OPEN YOUR ACCOUNT

at

PRINCETON BANK and Trust Compa
Member Federal D eposit Insurance  Corporation

THE CLOTHES LINE, INC.

Palmer Square West

MARSH & COMPANY
PHARMACISTS 

30 Nassau Street

Prescrip tions C om pounded  from Purest D rugs an d  
C hem ica ls A vailab le.

p a k m a n ' s
exclusive e lg in  d e a le r 

for p rince ton  
w a tch  rep a irin g  - jew elry

9 W itherspoon  s tre e t 
p rin ce ton , n ew  je rs e y

p rince ton  1-3596

COMPLIMENTS OF

FARR HARDWARE

FULL LINE TOILET ARTICLES 
SICK-ROOM SUPPLIES



PEG WANGLER
REAL ESTATE

FARMS - ACREAGE 
TOWN an d  COUNTRY 

PROPERTIES 
For S a le  a n d  To Rent

8 Stockton Street

P rinceton 1-0613

C o m p l im e n t s  o f

M O R R I S  MAPLE  
A N D  S O N

• WALLPAPER

• PAINTS

• BRUSHES

• ARTISTS' SUPPLIES

200 Nassau Street

Phone 1-0058

CHR I S T I NE ' S  
BEAUTY SALON

E stab lish ed  1920

PERMANENT WAVING SPECIALISTS 
HAIR CUTTING a n d  DESIGNING

Christine p rod u ces the sp ec ia l fo rm ula 
u sed  in  h e r sa lon  in h e r ow n p rivate, 

a d jo in in g  labo ra to ry .

12 Sp ring  Street

Prince ton  1-0378



compliments of

F L O R A L  S H O P  

F L O W E R S  F O R  A L L  O C C A S I O N S

47 P a lm er Square West 

P hone: 1-0121 F .T .D . Member

Com plim ents of the

MUSIC CENTER
7 Palmer Square West 

PRINCETON. NEW JERSEY

K e n j i e ’s Seven 
and 

Nine Shop.
15 North Willow Street 

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY

I nves tment
Secur i t i es

Tele. EXport 6-8251

W . E .  W e t z e l  
■' & C o .

Orders executed on all Exchanges

1 WEST STATE ST. TRENTON, N.J.

t  C d rn m m n s
96 Nassau Street 

Princeton, New Jersey
Telephone: Princeton 443-W

LAHIERE'S HOTEL AND 
RESTAURANT

5 and 7 W itherspoon  Street 
PRINCETON , N . J.



CLASS PROPHECY

"And beyond the Wild Wood . . .where i t ’s 
a ll blue and dim and one s e e s  something like 
the smoke of towns, or is  it only cloud-drift 
. . .Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide 
World . .

The fog swirled forlornly about the lifeboat. 
The five survivors sa t huddled on the narrow 
thwarts.

"Look! ” sa id  Myrta, Jo, Viola, and Laura. 
Barbara B. sa id  nothing; she was curled under 
a s teamer rug, in a deck chair, as leep . A small 
s loop loomed up out of the fog.

"Ahoy!” cried the captain. "Where am I? 
I ’ve lo s t my com pass .”

"My heavens!” sa id  Laura. " I t ’s Chloe.” 
"What are you all doing here?” said  Chloe. 
"Our ship was torpedoed,” sa id  Myrta. 

"Our ship went down an hour ago. Can you 
take us to Europe? I ’ve got to get there to
morrow for the stock-car r a c e s .”

Jo rose dramatically. "Oh, woe!” she said, 
with a flourish of her ostrich-fan. " I  simply 
must get to the P a lace  for my command per
formance!”

" I ’d take you if I could find Europe,” said 
Chloe. " I ’m going there myself to compete with 
the la s t member of the European Russian 
Roulette Team. I’m the only American survivor.” 

Viola, the eminent animal psych ia tr is t, and 
her dog, were talking together in the stern. 
She was busily trying to avert any possib le  
psychic d is tu rbances on his part. When he was 
calmed down, she looked up.

" I ’ve got to get to Europe, too,” she said. 
"T h e r e ’s a conference of animal doctors in 
Vienna tomorrow.”

Laura was pacing up and down in a very 
limited space, rocking the boat violently.

" I  must get to my orphanage,” she wailed, 
wringing her hands. " I  haven’t v is i ted  my 
European branch for ages, and the re’s a recep
tion tomorrow. What can we do? Heavens! Who's

that?”
It was E lsa . Cheerful, not a diamond out of 

place, c igare tte  in hand, she floated up to the 
lifeboat on a spar.

"What s trange accomodations for a million
a i r e s s ,” everybody muttered.

"Hello , people,” shouted E lsa . "My steam 
yacht blew up. Who can take me to the Riviera? 
I ’m meeting number twenty-two there tomorrow.”

"Number twenty-two?” everybody said.
"Husbands. They’re quite a lot of fun, 

rea lly ,” replied E lsa.
There was a large sp lash off the starboard 

bow, and a long, menacing, dark shape appeared 
on the surface of the water. The hatch opened, 
and Alice clambered out.

"We had to surface because the submarine 
was damaged when we hit a boat a while back. 
Was it yours, Jo?” asked Alice, who was 
rather hard to recognize because she had let 
her hair grow. "C an  one of you lend me a boat? 
I ’m due at the Tanganyikan Symphony to lead 
Ubangi war chan ts for an RCA recording.”

A joyous shout rang out through the dripping 
fog.

"Hey, look what I got!” yelled Barbara K., 
climbing up on the deck of the submarine, 
waving a souffle.

"Oh, no!” sa id  Alice, and explained that 
s ince  Barbara K. had become chef on the sub
marine, a ll the crew had jumped ship.

A loud splu ttering roar from the dense fog 
overhead ended with a sp lash . There was a 
confused mutter, and a long pause. Then Lucy, 
E llen and Jean ie  materia lized at the side of 
the boat. They hung there, dripping, for there 
was no more room inside.

"C an  someone give me a lif t home?” asked 
Luce wetly. " I  am on my way to New York for 
an AFS meeting. I have just come from Lower 
Slobbovia. Gee, I ’m tired! I ran all the time. 
They’re cann iba ls . But I did organize, in a



cursory way, an AFS program.”
" I  just came from there, too,” exclaimed 

Jean ie . " I  was a clown there, but my humor 
didn’t appeal to them. Their ta s te  doesn ’t run 
to comedy. I am going to try for a job at Bar- 
num’s. My tryout’s tomorrow.”

E llen sneezed. "T h i s  c limate doesn ’t 
agree with me,” she said. " I ’ve come from the 
banks of the Great Gray Green Greasy Limpopo. 
I would be there now, if it weren’t for the 
crocodiles. I ’m bound for Oke-Fenokee Land. 
The ’gators may be more hospitab le than the 
crocs, but I do love those torrid c lim ates!” 

Everyone jumped a s  a huge transport plane 
hit the water and skidded up to them. The wash 
nearly swamped the lifeboat. A surprised face 
looked out of a port-hole and a minute la ter 
Ann appeared at a hatch and jumped onto the 
sa ilboa t. The plane sank with a gurgle.

" I t ’s much too foggy to fly,” Ann said. " I  
had to land. I thought th is was the Azores. 
Oh dear, I ’ve lo s t such a valuable cargo!” 

"What was it?” everybody inquired. 
"P lumbing equipment to in s ta l l in every 

Breton home, and two b icyc le s .”
"B icy c le s? ” asked Luce.
"T h e y ’re for my husband and me to travel 

on our honeymoon. We’re going all around 
F rance .”

"B u t where’s your husband?” asked Chloe, 
looking for him.

"Oh, I haven’t gotten one yet. There just 
a ren ’t any men that are a th le t ic  enough. They 
all seem to shy off when I mention b icyc le s .” 

There was a sudden bump. The exclamations, 
"Oh, snarg!” and "O ops!” is sued  from the 
fog. Ju lia and Terry, respectively, climbed 
into the lifeboat, and upset it. It was righted, 
and Terry and Ju lia  were adv ised to repair to 
their own boat. They did.

"What are you doing?” said everybody. 
"No th ing ,” Terry said. " J u s t  drifting in

c irc les . Why are you all so fidgety?”
"We have to get rescued ,” everybody re

plied.
"B u t  why?” said  Terry.
"Where are you leaping?” said  Julia.
Before anyone could answer, Theo swam 

up, and clung to E l s a ’s spar, panting.
" I ’ve swum all the way from Casco Bay,” 

she said. "Am I headed right for Europe?” 
"Why are you swimming?” asked Myrta. 
" I ’m an unemployed, poverty-stricken armorer. 

Nobody in America wants that sort of thing. 
They’re too unimaginative. I want to go to 
to Europe to s tart tournaments there, so I can 
se l l  armor. I c an ’t afford to do anything but 
swim. I think I ’d rather stay here, though.” 

"B u t shouldn’t we get somewhere?” said 
everybody.

Barbara B. woke up and looked around.
"Want to get somewhere?” she said. "B u t 

why? This is  the first time s ince  Junior year 
at MFS that I’ve been able to sleep . This i s  
the best moment of my l i f e .”

"T h a t ’s right,” said Barbara K. "Now I 
won’t have to cook anymore.”

"You know, not having a husband is  rather 
fun, too,” sa id  Elsa.

"My dog doesn ’t want to go anywhere,” said 
Viola, " s o  I h a v e  to s ta y .”

"FAMOUS ACTRESS LOST IN FOG. What 
head lines!” exclaimed Jo.

There was a s i lence  in the small fleet, and 
the boats drifted on into the encircling fog . . .

" N o t h i n g  s e e m s  r e a l l y  to m a t te r ,  t h a t ' s  the  
charm  o f  i t .  W he the r  y ou  g e t  aw ay  o r  w h e th e r  
you  d o n ’ t ; w h e th e r  y ou  a r r i v e  a t  y o u r  d e s t i n a - 
t io n  o r  w h e th e r  y ou  r e a c h  s om ew h e r e  e l s e ,  o r  
w h e th e r  y ou  n e v e r  g e t  a n yw h e r e  a t  a l l  . . . 
Y o u ' r e  a lw a y s  b u sy ,  a n d  y ou  n e v e r  do a n y th in g  
in  p a r t i c u l a r , "  *

‘ Graham, Kenneth. The Wind in the W il lows,



A R T H U R S .  T U R N E Y  
M O T O R  CO.

Dodge and P lym ou th  C a r s

THE FABRIC SHOP
6 Chambers Street

Pr. 1-2329W

G. R. MURRAY, Inc.

INSURANCE —  REAL ESTATE 

PRINCETON. NEW JERSEY

Telephone: Princeton 1-5000

COMPLIMENTS O F
SCHAFER’S MARKET

r f x t i d t i c  ^ c U ficCredde%d 3 5 0  N a s s a u  S t r e e t  P h o n e  P r .  1 -3 1 3 0



Zhe Nassau 
Oil Company 
of Princeton



c o m p l i m e n t s  o f

A M E R IC A N  I N S T I T U T E  

OF P U B L I C  O P I N I O N



compliments of

G a llu p  and R obinson

C o m p l i m e n t s  o f

Audience Research Incorporated



MILHOLLAND & OLSON O. H. HUBBARD AGENCY
8 S tock ton  S tre e t

REAL ESTATE -  MORTGAGES -  INSURANCE
PRINCETON. NEW  JERSEY

Established 1887
INTERIORS —  ANTIQUES 142 NASSAU S T R E E T

A
P R IN C E T O N , NEW J E R S E Y

» 
X

S Over Fifty Years of Continuous Building Service To Princeton and Its Environsst cI; i2 K
X

2*kJe a/io pAoud to Uaue pan iicipaied  ad ImildeAd, in  the condiduction 
do m any o f Pdinceion'd enduAiny Imildincpi: 

EnduAiny Gondiduciion Q uality a t the Modi Economical 
GommenduAate. Godi

Matthews Construction Company
296 ALEXANDER STREET PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY
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136 Nassau St. Flower phone 1-2620

B eau tifu l F low e rs  A r tis t ic a l ly  A rranged — A lways

NOTIONS -  DRY GOODS

IQ  Ĉ Lujton
Lingerie — Sweaters Gloves — Jewelry

Phone 1-0086 Pa lm er Square



PRINCETON SHOPPING CENTER

Pri nceton

Decorating Shop

32 Nassau Street

Phone 1-1670

W a lte r  B. H o  we
REAL ESTATE —  INSURANCE

180 N assau  Street

Telephone 1-4427

94 N assau  Street

Telephone: 1-0096 1-0095



A M E X

Restaurant
128V2 N a ssau  Street

for

FINE FOODS 

a n d  

COCKTAILS 

ORGAN MUSIC

* Ik e
fybettcU Ska ft

20 Nassau Street 
Princeton, New Jersey

Phone 1-1032

194 ALEXANDER STREET 

PRINCETON, N. J.

Phone 1-0041



The 

First National Bank 

of 

Princeton

THE  BA N K  O F  F R IE N D L Y  S E R V IC E

Checking Accounts —  Savings 

Loans —  Mortgages 

Trusts —  Safekeeping

2% In te re s t  P a i d  On Sav ings  D e p o s i t s  Up To $ 1 0 , 0 0 0 .0 0

MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOS IT  INSURANCE CORP.  
FEDERAL RESERVE SYSTEM



LAWRENCE NORRIS KERR

C o m p l im e n t s  of 

K I M B L E  F U N E R A L  H O M E
REAL ESTATE

32 C ham bers  Street

Telephone 1-1416

compliments of

'W e a th e n ltf  *)K c a x f H v u x t e d

B U D N Y ’S
T IRE  R E CA P P I N G  AND V ULCANIZ I NG  ALL S IZES

Truck — Passenger

All Work Carefully Guaranteed

1920 B runsw ick  Avenue TRENTON, N .J.



CONGRATULATIONS

to the

CLASS OF 1955 x f i
W hen  c a r e s  p u r s u e  ya-

K i c k e r t  N u r s e r i e s
s in g

Successo rs to MOON’S " H A L L E L U I A H "
E s ta b l i s h e d  1767

MORRISVILLE, PENNA.

\ \  5 0  ' . .  «*’■ , \  \  \  lusu \
\  SWeel
\  30

C o o p e r  & S c h a f e r
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

t=]Q[=]Q
\  OWen 5-6767 GUTTERING, SPROUTING AND 

SHEET METAL WORK OF ALL KINDS
M a n n i n g ’s

WAREHOUSE CORP. Slate-Metal Work

Main Office: 32 Bank St., Trenton, N.J. Forced Warm Air Heating

- PHONE -
OWen 5-7421 PRinceton 1-1848

E x c lu s iv e  M ayflower Agent



WM. H. FULPER, Inc.

Princeton Listening Post

II
HIGH FIDELITY COMPONENTS 

LP Records 
Tape Recorders

164 N assau  Street Princeton 1-4933

BROKERS IN REAL ESTATE 
MORTGAGE BANKERS 

INSURANCE

Distinctive Town a n d  C oun try  Homes 
in H istoric M ercer a n d  Bucks C oun ties

INDUSTRIAL SITES 
COMMERCIAL LOCATIONS

300 W . State Street

Export 4-5341

LES CHALETS FRANCAIS
French Summer Camp for Girls 6-18 

Deer Isle, Maine
Salt and fresh water swimming, 
Riding, sailing, tennis; all other 

sports.
Ballet, music, dramatics, art. 
French conversation encouraged, 

not forced.

A U D R E Y  E S T E Y  — di rect or  o f  ba l l e t

MRS. GEORGE F. BUSH 
391 Nassau St. 

Princeton 1-2155-W





compliments compliments
of the of the

Class of 1959 Class of 1957

compliments of the
Class of 1956










