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Editorial
D uring the past term  som ething new to P. C. D . boys was tried w ith great 

success. It was the organizing of a drive to help a country whose endeavor to 
throw  off an oppressor and continue its own peaceful life as a democracy had 
won our sympathy. This country is, of course, Finland.

T he P. C. D. Finnish Relief Committee was organized after a lecture by 
Mr. John R. M unn, who pointed out the needs of the Finnish people and the 
necessity for outside help. W ith in  a week the sum of $85.00 was raised. This 
am ount was contributed by the boys of the School, and while it will no doubt 
be appreciated by the Finns, the contributors have also benefited in the satis
faction they have received from  their efforts. Needless to say, the boys of 
P. C. D . wish the Finnish people the utm ost success for the w elfare of their 
country. __________________

A patient has recently recovered from  w hat has seemed for a long time 
something like a fatal illness. W e hope the patient w ill now have a long 
and healthy life. T he invalid referred to is, o f course, the Camera Club.

Any boy who has ever joined the Camera Club will tell you w hat a lot 
of fun  it can provide. T hrough its contests the Club serves to create an in
terest in good photography. I t is not required that a boy be an expert pho
tographer to become a member. Anyone w ith a camera and a liking for 
this hobby is welcome to join the Club and is sure to have worlds o f fun  in 
so doing. W e  are g lad  to have the Camera Club back in action again. I t is to 
be hoped that the School w ill get behind the Club and give it every support.
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Sea ^Dreams
As I was sitting by the shore,

I thought of all the days of yore—
O f ships that sailed the seven seas

A nd rode the wave in many a breeze.

I dream t of pirates brave and bold,
W hose fingers craved fo r Spanish gold—

O f all the battles they did fight
W ith  all their cruel m ain and m ight.

I saw Columbus, Cabot, D rake
Leave their homes for adventure’s sake—

Sailing the seas w ith their little  bands,
T o explore their new-discovered lands.

I dream t o f clippers— stout old  ships
T h at spanned the w orld on far-fam ed trips—

Sailed by Yankees before the m ast
As long as hull and spar w ould last.

I dream t o f these and many more,
O f all those ships and m en of yore.

I ’m  sure you w ill agree w ith  me 
’Tis fun  to dream  beside the sea.

B e r n a r d  P e y t o n  ( I I I )
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^Bhe Qalendar
JA N U A R Y

N o w  that Christmas is over, and the last pine 'needle has been sw ept off
the living  room rug, we turn  our attention to the fact that—

January 3 School opens today, and most o f the boys appear w ith sundry
new gadgets in the way of pencil sharpeners, slide rulers, and 
pen knives, all o f which we predict w ill eventually find their 
way into some m aster’s desk.

January 4 Alec G allup, and by the way, there never was a m ore manly
little  fellow  born this day than he, raises his hand and asks us 
w hat finally happened to the school mystery that spun its fragile 
length throughout these pages last fall.

January 5 Sh . . . . ! W e ’re hoping to keep that mystery as well under cover
as possible this term, fo r its effect was bad on the boys. I t  kept 
them  awake nights!

January 8 For instance, Steve Flem er is so afraid  som ething will get him,
that he doesn’t w ant us to m ention that this is his birthday. N o t 
so M ichael H all, who has been bothering us for the past week as 
to w hat w e’re going to say about him. W ell, now le t’s see. W h a t 
shall we say about him ?

January 9 W h o ’s the m an under the hat?  W hy, it’s D on M athey. I t ’s his
his birthday and h e’s out to make another goal, or w e’ll eat that 
hat! Let’s eat it anyway.

January 11 W ith  the Community Chest and Christm as shopping in the land 
of yesterday, we thought we could begin to save money, but along 
comes P at Elderkin selling chances on a rooster. H e keeps it 
under his bed, and has it trained to crow at 7 o ’clock every m orn
ing.

January 13 W e  merely m ention that today is Jimmy D ougherty’s birthday, 
for h e ’s coming in  for some m ore notice later on. This is a 
w onderful calendar, for see how we can predict coming events 
w ith no m ore trouble than saying, "Scat!”

January 15 T he boys of the F irst Form become orators. Listen to all the little
Patrick Henrys begging for Liberty or D eath. W ould  that we 
could give it to  them!

January 17 A  birdie w ith  a yellow bill,
H opped upon a w indow sill,
Cocked his shining eye, and said:
"G et up, Sammy H ow ell, this is your birthday!”
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January 19 And here’s Dave M cAlpin, as big as life, celebrating his birthday 
with a bad case of sneezles. By the way, Dave thought he  had  
something the other night when he found two Ethiopians hiding 
in his wood pile, but they proved to be only—

January 20 M el Dickenson and Billy Schluter of the cast of T he Octoroon.
This latest offering of the Community Players is proving to be a 
great vehicle for several members of the school, besides M el and 
Billy, to ride to fame and stardom. There is M r. Ross, as evil a 
looking slave-driver as you w ould w ant to meet. T here is the 
"nim ble” M r. Loney. There is M r. M urch, who is not exactly 
hiding his light under a bushel either.

January 21 Caxton Foster ( i t ’s his birthday) went to G los’ter,
In a shower of rain;

H e stepped in a puddle up to his middle,
A nd never went there again.

January 28 And now it can be told. T he school play, this year, is to be 
Oliver Twist. They have been having the try-outs this week. 
W e suppose it w on’t be safe to walk through the halls ’ere long, 
w hat w ith Fagin and Bill Sykes lurking about.

FEBRUARY
This being the m onth o f valentines, cherry trees, and compositions on 

Abraham Lincoln, we turn our editorial eye on—
February 2 The groundhog. Paul Broneer m et him  this m orning out towards 

Pennington. Paul says he was very unsociable. W hen  Paul re
m arked that we were having a sunny day for a change, M r. 
G roundhog gave him a frightened look, and ran off to his hole. 

February 13 I t ’s a poor day in the school calendar when some one is not cele
brating a birthday. H ere's Detlev Frederick Vagts blowing out 
candles to beat the band and w ishing for any num ber of things. 

February 14 Arrives the snow, and driving o ’er the fields, hides hills and 
woods. Boys are late. M asters are late. Cars are stalled, and a 
couple of St. Bernard dogs are sent out in the direction of the 
Laughlins. In  spite of the blizzard, however, D an Cupid is busy 
w ith his arrows, and those stalw art F ifth Formers are being 
mowed down in windrows.

February 16 Remember when we said that Jimmy Dougherty, like every dog, 
w ould have his day? W ell, this is it! H ere’s Jimmy attending the 
annual banquet of the T renton Soccer Referees’ Association, and 
being aw arded the Junior cup for sportsm anship and ability. H is 
picture is in the papers, too, just like—

February 1 7 T he Sloane twins, Class of ’36, w ho as fron t page "Copy” have 
even Brenda Frazier knocked fo r a loop. W h a t’s the m atter, 
Jack Cooper? C an’t you get them  on the cover o f Tim e?
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February 19 Boo! W ho  are you? I ’m  W illiam  H arrop, born this cold Febru
ary morning.

February 22 And here’s Roy Dickenson W elch, sharing birthday honors with 
George W ashington. Roy prays and prays, but M r. Smyth keeps 
right on living.

February 24 George Piper says that every time he writes a French exam, h e’s 
surrounded by spies. George m ust have som ething on those 
papers that somebody wants. Can he be a British agent?

February 21 Today is Freddy Schluter’s birthday. W e  thought you’d like to 
know, so’s you can send him a present or something.

February 28 T he Fourth and Fifth Forms Become poetry conscious and attend 
a literary feast at Miss Fine’s School. T he girls make eyes at the 
boys, and the boys make m ental notes of the girls, and practically 

no one listens to John Brown’s Body.
February 29 This is the first day we have had like this for four years.

M ARCH
The m onth that can’t quite make up its m ind whether to be winter or

spring makes its appearance, and—
March 3 Those two sprightly twins, Bernard Peyton, disguised as Mr.

Lion, and Johnny Schluter, hid ing in M r. Lam b’s clothing, cele
brate their birthdays.

March 4 To G erm antown, in a big blue bus ,to play a gam e of hockey,
and—

March )  T o school this m orning with no end of incomplete assignments.
Do you hear something going "peep, peep” ? I t’s the two downy 
little  Easter chicks, Mel Dickenson and Sammy Pettit, giving the 
w orld the once over for the first time this blustery M arch m orn
ing. A ren’t they cunning?

March 7 W ill it ever end? A nother pair today! T here’s som ething for
you, Johnny H em phill, under D addy’s chair in the study, and 
your present, Charley Stokes, is right behind the radio. By the 
way, Charley, Uncle Don doesn’t like little boys who bite their
nails. This is s ta t io n  W hen  you hear the time gong it
will be e x a c tly ............

March 9 Charles M cCutchen, possible dark horse in the 1940 Presidential
election, born.

March 14 H ave you seen that sack of salt that A lfred G ardner has been
carrying around all week? This m orning the w orst possible
thing happened. T he robin sneaked up on A lfred and sprinkled 
salt on him !

March 1 7 St. Patrick’s Day. "Shure, and w hat could be a better day to be 
born o n ?” asks Pat Elderkin.

March 21 T he last day o f the term. "Sure, and w hat could be a better day 
to end this Calendar on?” asks—

T h e  Bo y  W h o  Sits  Be h in d  Y o u .
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‘S hank you , oPttr. hoover!
Resolved to do their share in the nation-wide campaign to raise funds for 

Finnish Relief, the boys of P. C. D. were am ong the first in Princeton to res
pond to form er President H erbert Hoover's appeal. A school Finnish Relief 
Committee was formed, with W illiam  G uthrie as Chairm an and the following 
representatives from the various classes: James D ougherty (V th  F o rm ), Rich
ard M organ (IV th  F o rm ), M elville Dickenson (I llrd . F orm ), George Piper 
(I ln d  F orm ), and Don M athey 1st and Jr. Form s).

W ith  the Fifth Form setting the pace in the size of contributions from  
classes, there was keen but friendly competition am ong the Forms as each 
day’s am ount was recorded on a campaign therm om eter set up in the Study H all. 
At the close o f a week’s collecting, nearly every boy in the school had m ade a 
contribution to the fund, and there was general satisfaction as the campaign 
mercury rose to the $85.00 mark.

T he P. C. D. contribution was sent to Mrs. Bernard Peyton, Chairm an of 
the Princeton Finnish Relief Committee. It was then forw arded to M r. H erbert 
Hoover, the N ational Chairm an, and w ithin a few days the follow ing letter 
was received:

F IN N ISH  RELIEF F U N D , INC.
Graybar Building 

420 Lexington Avenue 
New York, N . Y.

H e r b e r t  H o o v e r .  C h a irm a n  _  , , . (4-8141
1 elephone M Ohawk ^4-8300

T he Boys of the Princeton Country Day School,

Princeton,New Jersey.

D ear Boys:
The fine contributions to the Finnish Relief Fund that the boys 

of the Princeton Country Day School have given have already been 
acknowledged elsewhere.

The great service you are doing is to help Finland, and you are 
helping them over most difficult emergencies.

I wish, however, to express to all of you my appreciation for the 
encouragement to the whole Fund that these gifts imply. It is fine 
that boys in Princeton are helping people in far-away Finland.

W ith  good wishes to you all,

Yours faithfully,
HERBERT H OO VER
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Under the ‘White <rRgse
A bout twenty miles east of Kettley 

there stood a large, formidable-look- 
ing ca'stle upon a thickly w ooded hill. 
T he outline o f the battlem ents and 
towers o f the building were faintly vis
ible against the early m orning sky. It 
was hot yet dawn. T here was a stiff 
wind, and ligh t clouds were blown 
across the sky in thin, gray wisps.

A solitary light glow ed in the nar
row window slit to the extrem e left of 
the drawbridge. In the room from 
which the light was coming, a young 
m an was seated by the fire. H e was 
fair-haired and rather pale o f counten
ance. H e was slightly deform ed, for 
one shoulder was a bit higher than the 
other. H is nam e was Richard, Duke 
of Gloucester, the prince who later 
was to become K ing Richard III of 
England. Already, as a young man, 
he was brave, but cruel, and a very 
dashing warrior.

T here was a fire going and the rays 
danced and flickered over the brightly 
colored arras which was hung upon 
the wall.

Soon a lad entered. H e was tall 
and broad-shouldered w hile his dark, 
sunburned face was not much younger 
than his m aster’s.

"Y e have sent for m e?” he ques
tioned.

"Ay” returned the other. "T ake me 
this packet to Lord Foxham . It is 
very im portant, fo r it is a p lan  to take 
Sir D aniel Brackley by surprise in 
Kettley. T ake ye the road fo r Kettley. 
until ye come to a fork. T urn  on the 
left and do likewise at each bend until 
ye cross the bridge.Then head for the 
forest and keep ever on the m ain path.

John G reensheve,” he continued, "I 
picked ye for this errand because ye are 
staunch’. T he rise or fall of Y ork de- 
pendeth upon you this day, and if it 
be not the rise, ye shall swing for it! 
Go now, and God speed you!” W here
upon the youth, taking the packet 
from  R ichard’s hand, departed from  
the room.

A few m inutes later the portcullis 
was raised, and Greensheve galloped 
forth. Gusts of wind m oaned through 
the valley.

A fter nearly an hour’s riding, the 
sky in the m essenger’s wake was grow 
ing lighter and the stars were gradual
ly disappearing one by one.

Greensheve now came to the first 
fork, and in nearly three quarters of 
an hour he had  crossed the bridge, and 
was follow ing the m ain path up a hill, 
into the forest as he had been directed. 
Even as he drew near the top, the 
ground grew rougher. Once there, he 
paused fo r rest and to look about him. 
In the east a dull, ruddy glow had  now 
appeared and the beginning o f the day 
was close at hand. Greensheve knew 
he had little time to tarry. For a m o
m ent the lad thought he saw some
thing move in the valley below, but 
that m ust have been his im agination 
thought he to him self fo r it was still 
too dark to enable anyone to see that 
far.

H e started on again, w ondering 
about this movement, fo r said he 
to him self, "N ay, by the rood, I like 
it n o t” .

T he dawn wind was dying now, and 
the birds began pouring fo rth  their 
songs, which were answered by others



10 Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l

farther down the glade, until the 
whole forest was alive w ith tw itter
ings. Some five hundred yards ahead 
a deer paused in the m iddle of the 
path, sniffling the air and quite hesi
tant as to which way to go. Then it 
p lunged into the thicket, as Greens
heve came galloping.

The sun now peeped up over the 
rolling hills in the distance. There 
were few clouds in the sky which was 
blue, and the wind was now just a 
fitful breeze. H ere and there could be 
seen a windmill with its great sails 
turning slowly.

T he youth took no heed of all this, 
but rode ever onward. Suddenly, 
when he came to the top of a knoll, 
an arrow flew through the trees and 
sang across his back. Greensheve bent 
low and, urging his steed forw ard 
faster, he dug his knees into the steam
ing flanks. A nother arrow flew and 
struck him in the side. His body 
seemed like one w hole mass of pain. 
W ith  great effort he pulled forth  the 
arrow, but not noticing its color, he 
threw it on the ground. H is head 
swam and he was now swaying in the 
saddle. Somehow the lad was able to 
work his feet in between the saddle 
strap and the horse’s belly. This was 
the only thing that held him  in his 
seat. H e was very weak from  loss 
of blood, and everything was w hirling 
about him.

"The rise or fall o f Y ork dependeth 
on it. . . .” W as that a vision or a real 
castle ? It suddenly became very dark.

Greensheve was awakened by a tuc
ket sounding and resounding against 
the stone walls of a courtyard. He 
had forgotten everything for a second, 
but in feeling his wound it all came 
to him. H is wound had been cared 
for and he realized he m ust be in Lord 
Foxham ’s m oat house. H e was upon 
a crude bed in a chamber, which by 
all the noise so near it, m ust be adjoin
ing the courtyard.

O rders were now being shouted out
side his quarters, and there was a great 
clatter of men-at-arms as Lord Fox
ham ’s men rode forth  to battle.

Late that afternoon, as the sun was 
lowering in the western sky, Lord Fox
ham ’s men returned, and w ith such a 
clatter and eagerness that the wounded 
lad thought he could hear the sound 
of victory in the note o f the m en’s 
voices. Steps were running to and fro 
and there was great bustling, as the 
servants were caring for the w ounded 
or welcoming the hungry warriors.

T he lad heard heavy footsteps com
ing toward the chamber and soon Lord 
Foxham  him self entered. H e was tall 
like the lad, only older and had a 
handsom e dignified countenance. H e 
sat down and told Greensheve how 
Sir Daniel was not caught unawares 
but how he was outnum bered and fin
ally how he had escaped w ith a few 
men. Then Lord Foxham arose, and, 
taking the lad ’s hand in his, said, "Sir, 
if it had  not been for you and your 
courage, Kettley w ould never have 
been under the W hite  Rose this day!”

T h o m a s  M a t t h e w s  (IV )



J u n io r  Jo u r n a l 11

C3£is 'Watch was tyast!
T he envelope came late  in the after

noon. H is secretary opened it, and, 
after considerable thought, brought its 
contents to the President. Abraham  
Lincoln’s face was, as always, calm 
and thoughtful. H e took the note the 
secretary gave him in a hand that 
shook so m uch that the m an had  to 
steady it before he could hold  the note. 
Lincoln read it and one look at his 
contorted countenance was eonugh to 
send any one with Lincoln's sense of 
hum or into fits of laughter. A fter he 
had calmed him self a little, he said to 
his disapproving secretary,

"Heavens, John, somebody is just 
playing a joke on us. I realize that 
there are men who very much wish to 
kill me, but w ould a m an in his senses 
assassinate the President at the theatre 
in front of everyone and hope to get 
away? Listen to w hat the note says.

'I shall rid this w orld of a tyrant 
between the time you receive this note 
and ten o ’clock tonight. Prepare to 
die, Abraham  Lincoln, prepare to die, 
fo r the shadow o f death is hovering 
over you. I shall strike between now 
and ten. Signed— For the Cause of 
the South.’ ”

"M m m m m !” m urm ured Lincoln, as 
he drum m ed on the top of his desk 
w ith his long, pow erful fingers. H e 
read the note again in silence.

"T he m an is either a literary man 
or an actor. H e has w ritten a very 
strange letter. W ell, I can’t be w ait
ing any longer, I m ust go to my room 
and dress fo r the theatre.”

So saying, Lincoln le ft his office for 
the last time. H is secretary looked 
after him  w ith m ingled devotion and 
horror gleam ing in his eyes.

" If  I could get my hands on the m an 
who w rote that note I ’d tear him  to 
pieces!” H e blushed slightly after 
voicing his rage, for he knew that he 
was incapable of carrying out even the 
beginning of such a threat.

W hen  Lincoln got to his room, his 
m anner changed considerably. The 
amused and skeptical smile had  van
ished the m om ent he had closed the 
door, and his face had a serious and 
somewhat frightened aspect as he read 
and re-read the note. Lincoln was a 
superstitious m an at times. O ften  in 
the last few weeks he had told his w ife 
that he had not long to live. H e had 
dream t the night before that he had 
been shot, but knowing w hat his w ife 
would think if he told her about it, 
he had  kept it to himself. N ow  he 
had received this note and he did not 
like the sound of it. N o t that Lincoln 
was afraid  to die. It was just the 
realization that death was to come 
w ithout his knowing when. T he note 
said:

"Between the time you receive this 
note and ten .” H e did not like it. 
Even in his own room, Lincoln looked 
behind him quickly and then shud
dered. N o, he did not like it at all.

On the way to the theatre, Mrs. 
Lincoln noticed her husband’s nervous, 
frightened attitude, but no am ount of 
hen-pecking could force the truth out 
of him.

W hen  they arrived at the theatre, 
Lincoln, feeling his w ife’s eyes were 
upon him , tried his best to smile and 
pay attention to the play. H e  did no t 
hear the actors because he was nerv
ously straining his ears to hear some
thing else. H e did not see the actors
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because, although looking at them, his 
attention and senses were elsewhere. 
H e laughed when the audience laugh
ed, so that Mrs. Lincoln w ould not 
annoy him with questions at home 
afterw ard— if he ever go t home again.

His w ife was deceived by his de
m eanor until the m iddle of the play. 
Then his agitation and fear began to 
wear down his iron nerves and his 
hands began to drum restlessly on the 
edge of the box railing. H e would 
lean back and look at the audience, or 
at the boxes next to his. As the hands 
of his watch dragged themselves slow
ly around toward half-past nine, he 
grew  terribly restless. The silence in 
the theatre was tense. T he voices of 
the actors were drowned in the con
fusion and fear that were w hirling in 
his brain.

A t a quarter to ten his face had be
come white. H is hands trembled, and 
he felt that som ething —  something 
had to break this terrible suspense.

At five minutes to ten Lincoln’s eyes 
were riveted to his watch. A lthough 
he wished to look at som ething else, 
the play— anything else— he was hyp
notized. H e had to watch those two 
hands, the little pointed arrows on a 
dial that seemed to be laughing at him, 
and crawling slowly to that dreaded 
hour. T here was one m inute, then

h alf a m inute and then— the hour had 
come! Lincoln felt that he had been 
through an agony of torture. H is brow 
was wet and he was perspiring from 
the m ental suffering which was n o w ' 
relieved.

Calmly he turned his eyes to the 
stage, and for the first time he heard 
w hat the actors were saying and began 
to enjoy the play. H e felt as if he 
had been holding his breath for a long, 
long time— as if he had been under 
water and could not exhale. Then, 
at last, as he was about either to drown 
or burst his lungs, he had come to the 
surface and had  been able to breathe 
freely. Calmly he enjoyed the play, 
but his ears were pounding so loudly 
that he did not hear the click of a latch 
behind him. N o r did he see the m an 
who had been w aiting outside the door 
for an hour or more, for his chance to 
open it and assassinate the President.

T he door opened noiselessly. A 
hand with a gun appeared in the door
way.

T he report of a gun sounded 
through the theatre. Lincoln slum ped 
in his chair.

T he bell in the little  church across 
the street tolled ten. H is watch was 
fast!

Sp e n c e r  W e l c h  (IV )
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c&he Qurse of cAbdul Singh
O ne day, about twenty years ago, 

while I was travelling in Egypt, I 
stopped in front of a little  old shop in 
a Cairo m arket. It was obviously a 
souvenir shop, crowded w ith antiques, 
curiosities, and odds and ends of all 
kinds. T he dingy interior was lined 
with shelves, on which were placed 
small bits of ancient glass, earthen
ware, terra cotta, and pieces of carved 
ebony and mahogany, while remnants 
of once beautiful ivory fans were 
spread on boards round the room.

O ne of these curios, a small, green, 
jade idol, caught my attention. I 
picked it up, and inside the idol I 
found a mechanism which, after it had 
been turned upside down, set the head 
nodding. I looked around for the 
shop-keeper. H e was a short, wizened- 
up old m an w ith squinting eyes and a 
shrewd visage. I asked him  the price 
o f the idol. H e understood English 
and answered that the idol was not for 
sale.

I w ondered at this and then, assum
ing that the m an was just superstitious, 
I asked him  w hat the m atter was.

"W ell,” he replied, "a long time 
ago that idol was in the house o f one 
A bdul Singh, a rich trader. H e prayed 
to it every m orning and valued it h igh
ly. But one night a thief entered his 
house and stole, am ong other trea
sures, his precious idol. A bdul never 
saw it again. H e was so angered that 
he set a curse on all into whose hands 
the idol should fall. So far that curse 
has come true!”

"W hy,” I asked, "w hat has hap-

"T he th ief,’’went on the dealer,"pu t 
his booty in a wooden box and jour
neyed to Palestine. There he chanced 
to fall am ong other thieves, who beat 
him and took his goods. They sold 
the plunder to a Spanish tourist named 
Fernando.

"O n Fernando’s way back to Spain, 
a fire broke out on board his ship. The 
captain was just able to reach Sicily, 
before the ship was destroyed. A l
though most of the passengers were 
killed or badly burned, Fernando es
caped w ith his life. H e lost all his 
belongings in the fire— all except the 
idol of A bdul Singh.

"O ut of gratitude for his escape 
from death, Fernando gave the idol to 
a friend. The friend, in turn, gave 
it to a servant, who later took it to 
a pawn-shop. The paw nbroker sold 
it to a sailor. H e it was who sold it 
to me, and I have had it ever since.” 

"H as it ever brought you any mis
fo rtune?” I asked.

H e thought for a m om ent before 
answering. "Y es,” he said finally. 
"Perhaps it was coincidence, but three 
years ago when I had my shop on the 
outskirts of the city the river over
flowed and ruined most of my belong
ings. But the idol remained un
harm ed.”

As the old shop-keeper finished his 
story I looked at the little jade figure. 
Its head was still nodding, as though 
it approved all that had been said 
about it. I longed to own it, and fin
ally I persuaded the dealer to sell it 
to me.

I have had the idol ever since. In



14 Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l

fact, it is beside me as I write. Per- w ith him . In any case, my little  jade
haps it is because I am not a supersti- idol has never brought me any ill luck,
tious m an— or perhaps old Abdul I keep it as a charm.
Singh has died and his curse along R ich ard  M o r g a n  (IV )

Qrecian Journey
It was early one m orning in October 

when we left A thens on a trip  which 
was sponsored by the American School 
o f Archaeology. T here were seven
teen people in our party, and we trav
elled in three large automobiles.

O ur first stop was at the island of 
Eubia, where there w ere some ancient 
temples, built about 450 B.C. W e 
stayed here for a few hours and then 
went to the city of Kalkis, about thirty 
miles away.

The next m orning we were up at 
sunrise, and after breakfast we set out 
fo r the ruins of a Frankish castle 
which had been erected about 1100 
A .D. O n top of the hill rose the 
walls and towers which had once shel
tered the armies o f the Crusaders. 
Here, w hile roam ing am ong the ruins, 
I found an ancient bronze coin and an 
iron spear-head.

T he next m orning we drove to Bas- 
sie, which had been a tem ple site dedi
cated to the worship o f Zeus. Then 
we hired donkeys and travelled for 
two hours until we came to our objec
tive. T here we heard a lecture by Mr. 
Cram, a member of our party, known 
to m ost of us as "the heavy fe lla” , be
cause o f his enormous w eight and ap
petite. Later that afternoon we drove 
to a neighboring tow n whose name

bore the native equivalent of "Black- 
eye” . H ere there was only one small 
hotel, which was fam ous fo r the in
sects which infected its beds. A fter 
a n ight o f restlessness, during which 
we were kept busy brushing off the 
bugs which were constantly biting us, 
we arose and set out once more.

O ur next stop was at D elphi, where 
we saw many famous temples, shrines, 
and other ancient buildings. O n our 
second day at D elphi we hired donkeys 
and rode to the Kerician cave, which 
is a vast underground cavern. From 
a nearby hill w e obtained a m agnifi
cent view. W e  could see the country 
for many miles around, especially the 
huge m ountains that loom ed in the 
surrounding region.

A fter a few days of visiting small 
ruins of m inor importance, we came 
to the site of Eretria, which was a 
M inoan settlem ent of about 3000 B.C. 
This site was almost completely intact, 
and it looked just as it m ust have a p 
peared over five thousand years ago. 
H ere we found many relics, including 
loom-weights, axe-heads, and arrow
heads. Late that n ight w e returned to 
Athens, after a long and interesting 
trip.

G eorge E l d e r k in  (IV )
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Storm Signal
’Twas the tw elfth  of June when they set out,

O n the good ship "G u ll” , both tough and stout.
They sailed along for many days,

Am idst the sun’s most kindly rays.

T he captain was both hard  and cruel,
H e w ouldn’t stand for a broken rule.

But a better seaman never sailed,
They said in Boston, from  w here he hailed.

O ne night across the sky there came 
A comet like a burst of flame—

An omen of bad luck to be—
A sign o f trouble on the sea.

T he crew were terrified with fear
A nd thought that judgm ent day was near,

And, true enough, the calm and peace 
From that time on began to cease.

T he waves grew high and the wind grew strong,
She pitched and creaked as she rolled along.

T he hatches were all battened fast,
T he sails furled  tightly to the mast.

Suddenly as the crack of a whip
There sprang a leak in the hold of the ship,

They m anned the pumps, but all in vain—
For not one o f the crew was seen again.

R ich ard  R o ssm assler  (V )



16 Ju n io r  Jo u r n a l

Little David, ^Play on your ^Karp
David Divine Jefferson W ashington 

Gabriel sat out in the hot summer sun 
on the bank of the Mississippi. His 
yellow straw hat was tied w ith a red 
ribbon in a large bow under his chin. 
A  shirt of red calico and a pair of 
bright blue overalls m ade him  appear 
like countless other darkies who lived 
on the Burns plantation.

But there was som ething about little 
David, if not his looks, that m ade him 
quite different. His large eyes, like 
two moons on a dark night, danced 
merrily when he spied a large cake of 
M ississippi mud. H e leaned over and 
picked it up with his black hands 
which were the exact color of mud. 
T hen he made a flat, round m ud pie 
w ith it.

Just as he squashed it under his 
bare feet his twin sister, Cleopatra 
M agnolia Daisy Gabriel, came run
ning up with two fried chicken wings 
She wore an identical straw hat and 
a red calico dress. She took a large 
bite from  one wing and, w ith a proud 
grunt, for her m outh was quite full, 
presented the other to her brother. 
David ate his in a w ink and threw 
the w hite bones down on the shore.

"A in’t y‘all h o t?” , asked Cleopatra.
"Y ow sa” , was D avid’s languid an

swer. "But ah doan know how ah’s 
gw ine get cooled off. Dey’s flies up 
yonder at da house sumpin awful. 
D ey’s pow ful bad and anyways it’s 
cooler down here. D a white folks is 
all lyin’ round drinkin’ juleps, but dat 
doan help me none.” As D avid fin
ished this tale he dug his toes down 
into the cool, black mud.

"A h ’s so hot ah ’s m ost dead,” com
plained his sister as she follow ed suit. 
T he oozing m ud felt cooling to the 
four black feet.

"W h ar’s Lucifer?” asked David.
"I doan neber know w har that houn’ 

of yourn gits hisself to. H e ’ll mos’ 
likely be down here soon,” answered 
Cleopatra.

"H eah he is now !” cried D avid with 
a lazy effort to stay awake in the hot 
July sun.

W ith  an off-key yelp, the orange- 
spotted hound, living under the name 
of "Lucifer” , dragged his m ongrel 
form  up to his master. H e then 
wagged himself, until he fell down 
with exhaustion.

"Sho is hot, Lawzee!” drawled 
David, and then he added as an after
thought, "W h a t’s one dem juleps tas’ 
like?”

"N eber tas’ one”, answered Cleo
patra, "but if dey makes a body cool, 
ah ’s gwine have one.”

"D as’ jus’ w hut ah was a-thinking,” 
explained David, "but how we goin’ 
ter git one?”

"Follow  m e,” commanded C lepatra 
as she got up, "ah knows jus’ how !”

T he two w alked languidly across 
the blue grass, closely follow ed by 
Lucifer. It seemed that no m atter 
how many steps they took, the Burns’ 
m anor was just the same distance 
away. However, they finally arrived 
and when the coast was clear of w hite 
folks, they stole up to the w hite brick 
colum ned house, around the box 
bushes, and over to the wisteria- 
covered veranda.
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There, on a glass-top table, was 
heaven itself— a large silver tray with 
twelve silver m int julep glasses Just 
steaming they were so cold. They 
were jammed with ice, and m int over
flowed from  each tem pting glass. 
D avid and C leopatra simultaneously 
rushed forw ard, as if they expected 
the juleps to disappear if they waited 
any longer. But as they reached out, 
the chatter and laughing of white 
folks was heard. M echanically Luci
fer rushed under the table w ith the 
twins in ho t pursuit. In doing this, 
they forfeited their chance o f escape 
and w ere obliged to remain out of 
sight, hidden by the spotless table
cloth that reached to the floor.

T he white folks gathered like bees 
to a bed of roses and were soon 
clustered about the table.

If  only the twins and Lucifer could 
escape unnoticed! But fa te had  other 
plans. Just as the twins thought they 
were safe, Lucifer was bitten by a flea 
and he m ade up his m ind to bite that 
flea back. In the cram ped quarters, 
and confused in the dark, Lucifer bit 
David. In pain, D avid stood up, for
getting where he was. This complete
ly knocked the glass top off balance 
and it crashed to the stone floor, juleps 
and all.

D avid and C leopatra never ran so 
fast before, and the table-cloth-covered 
Lucifer was close at their heels.

"Law zee!” shrieked D avid as he 
ran, completely forgetting  the heat, the 
blue grass fairly flying under his bare 
feet.

W hen  the bank of the river was 
finally gained, Lucifer, having parted 
w ith the table-cloth some time in the

retreat, lay down w ith the twins to 
rest.

"T het sho d idn’ help m atters none. 
In fact ah’s jus’ thet much m oah ho t
ter. Y ’all sho nuff has the w ust id eas!” 
scolded David.

"I d idn’ think of it any sooner than 
y’all d id” was her answer. ''Look, 
Lucifer’s gw ine w adin’. A h ’s gwine 
w adin’ too!” W ith  that C leopatra got 
up and follow ed the orange-spotted 
hound.

"A h’s gwine ter sail my h a t!” chirp
ed David. "M aybe this’ll cool us off! 
Sho feels good!”

Just as the twins were at the height 
of their pleasure, the large black fig
ure of their m other appeared at the 
bank.

"Y ’all chilluns come right here! 
A h’s gwine ter spank y’all good and 
hard !” As the tw ins’ m other asserted 
this fact, she did so w ith such vigor 
that Lucifer shook from nose to toes. 
Before D avid or C leopatra could pro
test, they found themselves in their 
m other’s firm grip as she lifted  them 
by the ears, their bright calico rags 
dripping M ississippi water.

"Y ’alf is gwine ter help me shell 
the peas and shuck some corn. Y ’all 
should be out a-pickin’ cotton and 
maybe den y’all w ouldn’t always be 
a-gittin’ y’all inta one scrape after an
other. My gracious, y’all sho did ruin 
y’all’s clothes, Lawzee! W hose fault 
was it dat y’all upset the table up to 
the house?”

"D avid’s,” said C leopatra quickly.
"C leopatra’s!” contradicted David.
This argum ent lasted until they 

reached the house. A little  later in 
the large, ho t kitchen, perched on a
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stool sat C leopatra M agnolia Daisy 
Gabriel, busily shelling peas. N ext 
to her glumly sat D avid D ivine Jeffer
son W ashington Gabriel shucking

corn, w hile under the table grinned 
Lucifer, the hound of the bright 
orange spots.

W illia m  G u t h r ie  (V )

Shadows in the HDark
W hen e’er I lie in bed at night,
I often see a m an in flight.
Sometimes he has a friend or two—
It may be me or even you!

T he figures creep along the w all—
Sometimes they’re short, sometimes they’re tall.
T he thing that really scares m e most 
Is my curtain— white as a ghost.

W hen I awake from such a night 
I gladly greet the warm sun-light.
W hen  I tell people w hat I saw,
They all just laugh and say, "H aw , H aw !”

Sometimes the scornful even say,
"T h at boy will go to jail some day.”
But when they say such silly talk,
I get up and away I walk.

Some nights I never see these m en;
I think they have some secret den.
T hat they’re alive I ’m sure is true—
N ow  is not that the same w ith you?

M elville  D ic k e n s o n  (I II)
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Kjng Swims (3£ome!
In  the year 1814 my brother Robert 

and I lived w ith our family in Tuck- 
erstown on the island of Bermuda. 
As boys w e used to love to take our 
small boat and sail out into the beauti
fu l light blue waters o f the harbor. 
Sometimes we ventured fu rther out to 
where the waters abruptly changed to 
a darker blue.

O ne day we had  planned to go to 
Castle Island fo r a picnic. This island 
lay at the end of the m ainland and 
controlled the entrance to Castle H ar
bor. T en years before, the island had 
been occupied by a band of pirates, 
but they had long since deserted it.

Robert and I set out w ith our lunch 
baskets. W e also brought along the 
fam ily guardian— "K ing”, a large 
muscular N ew foundland dog, who, of 
course, was our favorite pet.

W hen  we reached our destination, 
I stood on the dock the pirates had 
built and gazed down into the gloomy 
depths at the sharp, slimy coral rocks 
below, w hile Robert busied him self 
m ooring the boat and unloading the 
lunch baskets.

Just then I heard a noise behind me. 
I w hirled around, to find myself face 
to face with a large, red-headed pirate 
holding a blunderbuss. H e called to 
Robert to join me. T hen he ordered 
us to march towards the old castle, 
after which the island had  been 
named. O n our way we were joined 
by m ore rough-looking m en who 
urged us on w ith much pushing and 
shouting. Soon they had  thrust us in
to one o f the castle dungeons.

N ow  Robert and I had  often played 
in this old castle, and w e knew every

nook and corner of it. On form er 
trips to the island we had discovered 
and explored a secret passage which 
led down to the sea.

T hat night, when the pirates had 
relaxed their watch, I crept down the 
tunnel to the w ater’s edge. I whistled 
softly, for I knew that K ing  w ould be 
waiting outside in the darkness. Soon 
he came pattering up to me. I stuck 
a note in his collar and whispered 
softly, "Swim home, boy!”

H e seemed to know just w hat I 
meant, for he plunged into the 
water and began swimming furiously. 
Stealthily I sneaked back to the dun
geon.

All that night Robert and I won
dered if K ing  would get our message 
home. As we were being locked up 
earlier that evening, we had heard  the 
pirates talking am ong themselves. 
From their conversation we had learn
ed that they planned to attack the 
town the next day. Hastily we had 
scribbled the note, which read: ''D o n ’t 
worry about us. W e have learned 
that pirates are going to attack Bermu
da by surprise tomorrow. Dick and 
Robert.”

Early the next m orning there was 
much bustle in the old castle as the 
pirates m ade ready for the attack. W e 
discovered that they were under the 
command of Jean Lafitte, who p lan
ned to capture the island of Berm uda 
for the U nited States.

In the confusion and excitement the 
pirates completely forgot about their 
two prisoners, and they had  no sooner 
sailed out into Castle H arbor than 
Robert and I escaped through our se
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cret tunnel. Quickly we secured our 
boat and sailed to the nearest beach 
a quarter of a mile away.

Just as we reached hom e we heard 
the pirates’ opening shot. T o our joy 
it was answered by the guns of the 
Bermudian fleet. K ing  had  come 
through! H e had delivered the mes
sage which was to save Bermuda from 
Lafitte and the pirates.

Some time later Robert, K ing  and I 
were called before the G overnor of 
Bermuda. H e gave a m edal to  each 
of us, including our fa ith fu l King. To 
this day the story of how  a N ew found
land dog swam from  Castle Island to 
the m ainland with a boy’s message 
that saved the island from  the pil&ktes 
is still told by the people o f Bermuda.

D e a n  M a t h e y  ( H )

Qhost Ship
The "Bonnie Lark” one wintry day 

In Salem town at anchor lay.
T he captain said to put to sea,

In spite of storm clouds o ’er the bay.

D espite the waves and clouds so dark,
T hat seemed to threaten the fragile bark,

O n they sailed toward Chesapeake Bay,
Over the sea so grim  and stark.

Losing their course in that w ild night,
They sought in vain the beacon light.

M adly plunging, they struck a reef,
A nd the ship w ent down, lost from  sight.

Free as a ghost she now doth sail,
Swift and w ild in the w and’ring gale—

But the crew o f the "Bonnie L ark”
W ill n e ’er again their hom e-port hail.

Ja m e s  D o u g h e r t y  ( V )
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fa te fu l
I have just had w hat I believe to be 

the most rem arkable day in my life, 
and, w hile the facts are still clear in 
my m ind, I wish to pu t them  down on 
paper.

%  nam e is R ichard Fitzgerald 
W hitm ore. I  am forty-five years old 
and I n  reasonably good health.

By profession I am an artist— not 
a R em brant or Rubens, you under
stand, but I am good enough at my 
sketches o f black and w hite to provide 
for my scanty needs. I am a bachelor. 
I have had only one love affair, and 
that one so unsuccessful that I have 
decided never to have anything to do 
with the opposite sex again. But 
enough about me. I m ust hasten to 
my story.

It was very ho t this m orning. The 
heat rose in waves from  the steam ing 
pavements. I sat in my study directly 
in the center o f the breeze stirred up 
by the electric fan  on my desk. I 
cursed the heat again and again, but 
my tem per only m ade m e hotter. At 
last, as I was about to go and sit in 
the ice box, an idea for a sketch struck 
me. Sitting down, I began to draw. 
I was so taken up in w hat I was draw 
ing that I forgot the heat. I left my 
lunch untouched and continued w ork
ing until about four in the afternoon. 
W hen I had  finished the picture, I sat 
back and looked at w hat I had  done. 
It showed a m iddle-aged m an working 
in a garden. H e was w histling and 
seemed perfectly happy in his work. 
H e was w atering a bed of roses. A 
spade, stuck point dow nward in the 
earth, was leaning against a small tree, 
which, from  the way the ground look-

e5Meeting
ed around its roots, had been newly 
planted.

I rolled up the sketch and, w ithout 
quite knowing why, pu t it in my poc
ket. T hen  I left the house, and al
though I don’t remember it distinctly, 
I think I intended to go and show it 
to a friend of m ine who lived on a 
neighboring street. A t least, I started 
in that direction. From then on I 
don’t remem ber where I went.

T he heat was overwhelming, and I 
m ust have been h a lf asleep as I w alk
ed. W hen I woke up, however, I 
found myself standing before a large 
sign saying— "Charles Mackinsy Leav
enworth— W orker in English and Ita l
ian M arbles. M onum ental M ason.”

From the yard behind the house in 
front of which this sign stood, came a 
cheery whistle, and I heard the sound 
of ham m er m eeting stone. A sudden 
impulse m ade m e go around to the 
back o f the house, where to my amaze
ment, I saw the very same garden that 
I had drawn on the paper in my 
pocket!

H earing my steps, the only occupant 
o f the garden turned. T he m an I saw 
in front of m e was the exact same that 
I had d raw n ! H e greeted me, smiling, 
and shook my hand as if we were old 
friends.

I apologized for my intrusion.
" I t’s terribly hot and glary outside 

on the pavem ent,” I said, "This seems 
like an oasis in the desert.”

"It is h o t,” he replied. "But take 
a seat sir,” and he pointed to a stone 
beside him. H e then sat down, and 
I saw fo r the first time that he was in
scribing a gravestone. I asked him
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who had  died and he, laughing, re
plied that it was only for an exhibition.

I said little, for I fe lt uneasy. There 
was som ething uncanny in the whole 
incident. I tried to tell myself that 
I had seen the man somewhere before. 
But I knew that I was practicing self- 
deception, for if I had seen him, I 
had merely seen him on the street as 
a passer-by. I knew that I had never 
seen that garden or tha t house. W hy, 
to think of it, I had never even been 
down in this part o f London in my 
life!

W hen I was about to start pinching 
myself to m ake sure that that small 
glass of brandy and bit of cheese be
fore noon had n ’t put me to sleep and 
that I was dream ing all this, Mr. Lea
venworth stood up, heaved a sigh of 
contentment, and asked, "W h a t do you 
think of th a t?” I looked at the face 
o f the gravestone. T he inscription 
which I read ran thus—

"Sacred to the memory of 
Richard Fitzgerald W hitm ore 

Born Dec. 20th, I860.
Passed away suddenly 

June 26th, 19— ”

For a while I sat in silence. Then I 
felt a cold shudder run down my 
spine. I asked the stone-cutter where 
he had seen the name. ''W hy, I d idn’t 
see it,” replied Mr. Leavenworth, ''I 
needed some name, so I put down the 
first th a t came into my head. W hy 
do you ask?”

" I t’s a strange coincidence, but it’s 
m ine!” I said quickly.

H e gasped. "A nd the dates?”

"I recognize only one of them ,” I 
said, "and that’s correct. T he other 
one, I hope, is wrong, for today is the 
26th of June.

Leavenworth was astounded, but he 
was even more amazed when I showed 
him  my sketch. Immediately he grew 
serious.

"L et’s not try to deceive ourselves, ’ 
he said. " I ’ll begin by saying that I 
never saw, or heard your nam e before 
today.”

"A nd I, I said, "have never seen 
you before today.”

W e contem plated this strange coin
cidence for a long time. T hen the 
stone-cutter took up my painting, look
ed at it for a while, gazed around his 
garden, and with a slight shudder put 
it down. Then he and I both regarded 
the gravestone. At last he spoke.

"I w ill not try to make you com fort
able for I feel that this is som ething 
m ore than mere chance. If you return 
to your home through crowded streets 
there is always the danger of some 
accident. The best possible thing you 
can do is stay here until twelve to
night. W hen it is June 27th, you can 
go hom e.”

To my surprise I agreed to stay.

The stone-cutter and I are sitting 
at a table in his studio. H e is reading 
a magazine, and I am w riting this 
story. I t is a little after eleven o ’clock. 
In less than an hour I shall be going 
home.

The heat is terrible.
I t ’s enough to drive a m an mad.

Spe n c e r  W e lc h  (IV )
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*<9he <rRgdeo
M adison Square G arden is famous 

fo r its ice carnivals, hockey games, six- 
day bicycle races, horse shows, and, of 
course, rodeos. As w e entered the 
building, its great size impressed me. 
Everywhere, m en were selling souve
nirs, food and other things. Then, 
w hen w e entered the immense arena, 
I was absolutely overwhelmed. There 
were seats everywhere. Tw o or three 
balconies ju tted  out over the other 
seats. These balconies were decorated 
w ith  red, w hite, and blue bunting, and 
a large clock hung on a high balcony 
on the o ther side. A t one end of the 
arena stood a great many stalls and a 
small pen into which had been let or
dinary steers, M exican long-horn 
steers, w ild  cows, and w ild bucking 
broncos, all brought from  the plains 
o f Texas, N ew  Mexico, and eastern 
Mexico.

T he seats filled  up rapidly and soon 
the music started, played by a well- 
known cowboy band, and the grand 
entry began. There was a great ex
hibition o f horsemanship. O ne horse 
slipped on the saw-dust, b u t the rider, 
a girl, was a good horsewoman.

T hen began the exciting p art o f the 
rodeo. T h e  cowboys began the bare- 
back bronco-riding contest. A  strap 
h ad  been tied around the rear part 
o f the belly of these animals to make 
them  w ant to buck more, but the riders 
stayed on very well.

T he next event was the cowboy’s 
trick and fancy roping exhibition. The 
contestants fo r the w orld’s cham pion
ship title, roped six horses running 
abreast. A nother m an stood on the

top of his horse, jum ped into the air, 
and spun his lariat under him , and 
landed back on the horse. There were 
other spectacular feats in fancy roping 
and riding. T hen  the cowgirls tried 
their hand  at bronco-riding.

T he next event was a m ounted bas
ketball game. T he teams w ere chosen 
from  Texas and Oklahom a. Two 
players w ere carried out on stretchers.

T here were calf-roping and hog-ty
ing contests; the form er I thought 
quite cruel.

T he best event was provided by Jeff 
Reavis’ horse "D anger,” a beautiful 
blue-black anim al who responded to 
his m aster’s every wish. T he best of 
his tricks was when the horse used his 
m aster fo r a prop, and when he depict
ed the "End o f the T ra il” in a flood of 
blue lights.

Soon the cowboys started a thrilling 
contest of steer wrestling. T he cow
boy rode alongside of the steer and 
tried to jum p on its neck to tw ist it, 
thereby rendering the steer helpless. 
O f course, many did not even get so 
far as to jum p on the steer, so it w ent 
racing around the arena, charging a 
m an w ith  a red flag, w ho prom ptly 
disappeared in a barrel. T he steer was 
m ad now, and he charged a dummy 
w ith great ferocity. T hen  the m an 
w ould spin his hat out to the steer, to 
attract its attention, and the h a t w ould 
sail back to the man.

T he w ild cow-milking contest was 
quite hilarious. A cowboy was sup
posed to m ilk the w ild  cow in a "p o p ” 
bottle w hile another cowboy tried to 
ho ld  the raging creature. I t  usually
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ended in having the cowboys chased 
ou t o f the arena by the  w ild cow.

There were o ther events, but the 
last one was a w ild horse race (th e  
horses were never before touched by 
hum ans) in which a cowboy tried to

saddle a w ild horse and ride him  to 
the finish line at the o ther e n d  o f  the 
arena.

I w ould like to see this rodeo over 
and over again.

R ic h a r d  C o n g e r  (IV)

tyour Lazy Pirates
Four lazy pirates,

W ere floating on the blue—
O ne was the captain,

T he others were the crew.

W hile  they lay a-drifting 
O ut upon the deep,

"H elp !” cried the captain.
A nd then went back to sleep.

This woke the other three,
W h o  looked all about;

But were interrupted,
By a big w hale's spout.

"M ercy!” cried the captain.
"D on’t hu rt us!” screamed the crew.

"H a! H a !” laughed the big whale,
" I ’m going to eat you!”

Four lazy pirates,
W hen  the w hale did yawn,

Floated ’tw ixt his m am m outh jaws,
A nd on, and on, and on . . .  .

W il lia m  G u t h r ie  (V )
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c&he 'Unexpected cZAlways happens
N o t long ago the placid waters of a 

small harbor in Florida w ere disturbed 
by a strange sight. Tw o m en were 
seen by amazed spectators in w hat 
seemed to be an out-rigger. O ne was 
sprawled out face down, and the other, 
propped up, was paddling. Both were 
lashed on by wire.

I was paddling. My passenger, 
Richard M atthews, was over-come by 
the sun and lack o f food. Those on 
shore sent out a skiff and towed us in. 
O ne kind-hearted fellow  took us to a 
doctor, and soon we were comfortably 
cared fo r in his office. A fter our 
wounds were treated, for the sun had 
burnt our skin terribly, the doctor 
brought in  some food.

"Son,” he said after I had finished 
eating, "H ow  did you get on that raft 
and in this condition?”

"W ell” , I answered, " it all started 
at the M iam i A ir Base. I flew down 
there nearly two weeks ago from  N ew  
Jersey. A bout a week ago, when I was 
going over my engine, I noticed a well- 
dressed gentlem an slowly w alking to
w ard me. H e w ould stop now and 
then to look at a plane, and, thinking 
that he was a tourist, I w ent on with 
my work. A  little  later he came up to 
w here my monocoupe was moored.

" 'D o you own that p lane?’ he 
asked.

" 'Yes, sir,’ I replied.
" 'T he C lipper fo r Cuba left h a lf an 

hour ago,’ he explained. 'I missed it. 
N ow , I have to get there on urgent 
business. I ’ll give you the price o f the 
ticket and a bonus of $10 if  you’ll fly 
me there as soon as possible. H ow  
about it? ’ ”

"This seemed like a fa ir proposition 
to me , fo r I had  always w anted to fly 
there myself. I agreed w ithout hesi
tation, for surely the w eather w ould 
be clear if the C lipper had  left just a 
little w hile before.

"I fastened down the cowling, 
washed up and bought some sand
wiches and w ater for supper.

"M y passenger climbed in and, cast
ing off, I paddled over to the gasoline 
pump. W hen  the tanks were full, I 
spun the propeller and the engine 
started instantaneously. I again untied 
her m oorings, climbed in, and taxied 
across the water. Then, easing back 
the throttle, I pushed the stick forw ard 
to take the w eight off the tail. As we 
gained speed, I pulled it slowly back, 
and soon we were in the air.

"Clim bing steadily, we levelled off 
at 1,000 feet. A ll the instrum ents read 
normally, so we settled down for a 
long trip.

"W e were about an hour out of 
M iami w hen I noticed a dark bank of 
clouds gathering all along the hori
zon. This alarm ed me, for the air was 
grow ing bumpy.

" 'H ow  much fa rther?’ my passen
ger asked.

" 'A bout two hours. Say look at 
those clouds.’

" 'Yes, I noticed them .’
" 'Y ou had  better fasten your safety 

belt. W e ’re probably in fo r bad 
weather. W e  w ill try to climb over 
them .’

"T he storm was coming faster than 
I had  judged, and soon w e were en
veloped in the ominous bank. T h e  visi
bility was very poor, and it was had  to
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control the ship. As we proceeded 
further the w eather became worse and
worse. T he little plane was tossed 
about like a feather in the wind.

"It began to rain now, and its in
cessant pounding m ade visibility even 
worse. Frantically, I fought the con
trols, but I could feel that we were 
being slowly driven tow ard the raging 
sea. T he rain suddenly let up for a 
m inute and I could see an island below 
us. W ith  a fa in t spark of hope, I cir
cled around into the w ind and pre
pared to make a forced landing. But 
as we were coming in, the right wing 
struck a tree, which ripped it off. W e 
spun around. The other w ing lifted 
us up and over, and with a deafening 
crash w e landed upside down. I felt a 
pain in my stomach, and the blood ran 
to my head. I  was dangling from  my 
safety belt from  the ceiling. U nfas
tening it, I helped my frightened com
panion down.

" T hanks’ he exclaimed gratefully. 
'Phew! that was a close one!’

" It w ould be senseless to go out, for 
the rain had commenced again. W e 
sat down, lit a cigarette and prepared 
to sit up all night. I was worn out 
and soon dozed off. W e both slept 
soundly all night.

"I slept well into the next day and 
woke to see the sun shining down in 
all its glory. My passenger, who was 
already awake, h ad  started a fire. T o
gether we explored the island, which 
was the largest o f three. They were 
barren, as w ell as uninhabited; we

should surely perish here if we re
m ained on it long. W e  dug some clams 
and brought them back to the fire. 
W hile  we were eating them w ith some 
o f the sandwiches, I looked at the 
wreck, and suddenly thought of a pos
sibility of our escape. ’Look, the pon
toons were undam aged in the crash! 
W hy can’t we use them as a ra ft?  The 
least we can do is to try.’

"Feverishly w e set to work, and be- 
for long they were off. W e  built a 
sort of shelter from  the sun on the 
ra ft and ripped part of the airplane’s 
covering off for a sail. W e decided to 
start at once, so we loaded our pockets 
w ith some more clams and the water 
bottle. W e lashed ourselves on with 
control cable, lest the sea should wash 
us overboard. W ith  high hopes, we 
left the island and the wreck to bake 
in the sun.

"W e navigated as best w e could 
with the ship’s compass, which I had 
pried out and set our course for north
west.

"T he second day out, we ate our 
last morsel of food, and by the next 
day a strong w ind blew our shelter 
off. T he sun beat down unm ercifully 
during the rest o f the voyage. I f  a 
favorable wind had n ’t blown steadily, 
we surely w ould have died.

"O n the fifth m orning w e sighted 
land, and a little later, thanks to you, 
doctor, and the people who brought 
us here, we have been saved. I t ’s gen
erally the unexpected that happens!”

St e v e n  Fl e m e r  ( IV ) .
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‘With the ^Blues and Whites
SCHOLARSHIP

T he scholastic com petition between the Blues and W hites fo r the second 
term  was, as usual, very close. T he W hites started off w ith a narrow  lead 
which they held  throughout the term. They had  a final group average o f 2.26, 
w hile the Blues achieved an average of 2.44.

T he boys who had no failures in their bi-weekly reports for the term  were:
W H IT E S (2 5 )— Conger, Elderkin, Erdm an, Foster, Guthrie, H all, H ar- 

rop, G., H arrop, W ., H udson, M cCutchen, M athey, D ., Mathey, M ., M atthews, 
J., M athews, T., M eritt, Peyton, Phinney, A., Roberts, F., Roberts, W ., Schluter,
F., Schluter, J., Schluter, W ., Stewart, Tattersall, W etzel.

BLUES (2 2 ) Benham ,Broneer, Dickenson, D ignan, Dougherty, J., 
Doughetry, R., Ellis, Flemer, J., Flemer, S., G allup, A., G allup, G ., H art, 
H em phill, H owell, M cAlpin, M organ, Piper, Quick, Shenstone, Stokes, V agts, 
W elch, S.

ATHLETICS
Both the Blues and the W hites fought fiercely to win the ice hockey 

championship. T he first gam e was won by the W hites with a score of 3— 1. 
Goals for the W hites were m ade by M atthews, T ., Schluter, F., and Rossmass- 
ler, w hile Dougherty, J. scored for the Blues.

In the second gam e the W hites were again victorious, with a score of 
2— 0. W inn ing  goals were scored by Erdm an and Rossmassler.

T he th ird  and final gam e was also won by the W hites, who could not be 
stopped by the fighting Blue team. Rossmassler, M atthews, T., and M athey, 
M. scored for the victors, w ith Driscoll m aking the single goal for the Blues.

W ith  three successive victories to their credit, the W hites won the hockey 
championship fo r 1940.

T he hockey season in Baker Rink came to a close w ith the annual ice meet, 
in which relay races and other events were held.

In the Junior division the elim ination race was won by M athey, M ., with 
M atthews, J. in second place. T he Interm ediate race was won by Erdman, 
followed by Dickenson. In the Senior race Dougherty, J. led the field, with 
M atthews, T. as a close second. T he final event was the Color Relay Race, 
which was won by the Blues.

A t the end of the m eet the final score was in favor of the W hites. T he 
w inning Color had m anaged to collect 18 points, to 14 points for the Blues.

'Sh.ey were ‘Blues and ‘Whites, too!
P. C. D. alumni continue to make news in athletics at Princeton. George Young has been 

elected captain of next year’s varsity hockey team. James and William Sloane have been named co
captains of the freshman hockey team.

Among the Princeton University undergraduates who achieved honor standing during the first 
academic term, several P. C. D. alumni found their names:

Seniors—Robert F. Goheen (1st G roup), Edward L. Katzenbach, Jr. (2nd), David D. Wicks 
(2nd ); Juniors—James I. Armstrong (1st), William T. Thom (2nd), Douglas Webster (2nd ); 
Sophomores—Andrew W . Imbrie (1st), John L. Bender (2nd), John N. Brooks (2nd) ; Freshmen 
—Christian G. Chapman (2nd), John C. Cooper (2nd), Richard B. Harvey (2nd).
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H OCK EY

P.C.D. has com pleted one of its most successful hockey seasons, capped by 
a victory over G erm antow n Friends’ School in the Philadelphia Arena, fo l
lowing the usual series o f games in Baker Rink, Princeton.

According to the records, P. C. D. has had  four outstanding hockey teams 
in the last decade: ’31— ’35— ’36 and ’40. W inn ing  six games, tying one, 
and losing one, the present team played a brand of hockey that m et w ith the 
satisfaction of the w hole school. In the opinion of Mr. Dealey, who again 
acted as coach, the team m aintained a high standard as a unit, w ithout pro
ducing any outstanding stars. D ignan took care of the goal, w hile Ross- 
massler and Schluter, F. m ade up the first line of defense. O ur varsity line 
was backed up to the lim it by good second and th ird  teams.

A feature of the 1940 season was a series of games between inter-club 
teams "representing” several well-known colleges: W illiam s, M. I. T ., Cornell, 
Yale, Navy, Columbai, Princeton, and D artm outh. Columbia proved to be 
the w inning team. Rossmassler acted as Captain, while the o ther Columbia 
players were: Dickenson, M cCutchen, Parsons, Quian, Roberts, T ., Shenstone, 
and Vagts. W illiam s and Cornell were tied for second place in the inter
collegiate league.

P. C. D . 1. LAW REN CEV ILLE 1.
P. C. D. opened the season by m eeting a heavy Lawrenceville team, and, 

after a hard-fought game, succeeded in playing their opponents to a tie. Jimmy 
D ougherty m ade the only goal for Country Day.

P. C. D . 0. C RA N FO RD  H IG H  1.
C ranford H igh proved more than a m atch for our team  by holding us 

scoreless in this second gam e of the season. A lthough defeated by one goal, 
P. C. D. players were generally thought to have out-played their opponents.

P. C. D . 14. PED D IE 0.
P. C. D. downed a visiting Peddie team  w ith a com fortable lead. T he 

home players showed great im provem ent over their previous performances. 
Rossmassler, Dougherty, J., and Driscoll led the P. C. D. scorers.

P. C. D . 2. C R A N FO R D  H IG H  1.
Again P. C. D. and C ranford H igh m et on Baker Rink ice, and, as before, 

both teams pu t up a stiff fight. Goals were scored by Rossmassler and Driscoll.
P. C. D. 2. PED D IE  1.

A pparently anxious to w ipe out the memory of a previous defeat, Peddie 
sent a detachment o f first-team players down the ice in a return gam e w ith 
P. C. D. A hard-fought contest resulted in a victory for the home team. 
Scores were m ade by Rossmassler and Driscoll.

P. C. D . 2. H U N  1.
W ith  the Rossmassler-Driscoll com bination again providing goals for 

P. C. D ., we m et our Princeton neighbors fo r the first and only time this season.
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Carried away by the enthusiastic appreciation o f the onlookers, D ignan m ade 
a series of brilliant stops in the cage.

P. C. D . 3. CRA N FO RD  H IG H  1.
In  a thrilling, w ell-fought game, our team overcame their speedy C ran

ford  opponents. Rossmassler and Driscoll again did the scoring for P. C. D.

P. C. D . 3. G E R M A N T O W N  1.
To top off the season, the team journeyed down to the Philadelphia Arena, 

to renew the annual struggle between P. C. D . and Germ antow n Friends’ 
School. Rossmassler and Driscoll, ably assisted by Dougherty, J. and M eritt, 
shot hom e the w inning goals, while Freddy Schluter was outstanding in the 
best perform ance of his career.

T he line-up fo r the season was as follows:
Rossmassler ( C a p t . ) .......................................... R. D.
Schluter, F.  ..........................................L. D .
D i g n a n ........................................................................ G.
Dougherty, J . ..................................................................C.
D r i s c o l l ..................................................................R. W .
M atthews, T . - ......................................................L. W .

h o n o r s

First H onor Roll 
(90-100)

Garrison M cClintock N oel Ellis 
M cD onald M athey 
George W allace Piper 
M ichael Shenstone

Second H onor Roll 
(85-90)

Paul Broneer
Richard Stockton Conger, II 
James G regg Dougherty, Jr. 
W illiam  A lexander G uthrie 
D ean W inans M athey 
Thom as Stanley M atthews, Jr. 
D avid H unter M cAlpin, Jr. 
Charles W alte r McCutchen 
James K irkland M eritt 
Richard Sherley M organ 
Frederic Edw ard Schluter, Jr. 
W illiam  Schluter 
John W estcott Stewart

First T erm  Third  H onor R oll 
(80-85)

M artin  N oble Benham 
Thom as Sherman D ignan 
John W . Flemer 
George Horace G allup, Jr.
M ichael G aribaldi H all 
George A. H arrop, III 
D avid M ontgom ery H art 
R andolph H oyt H udson 
John Potter Cuyler M atthews 
Bernard Peyton, Jr.
Elwyn Belmont Quick
Frederick N orton  G oddard Roberts
W alte r van Braam Roberts, Jr.
John A dolph Schluter 
Charles Edgar Stokes, III 
Detlev Friedrich Vagts 
W illiam  Enos W etzel, Jr.
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cWith the cAlumni
James I. Arm strong, who is a t Princeton, has attained a first group average. 

H e is playing inter club hockey.
Richard W . Baker is teaching at St. P au l’s School.
W olcott N . Baker has been elected to the Phi Beta K appa Society at Yale.
N orm an W . Barret is on the varsity hockey team at Andover. H e is 

also an editor of the Phillipian.
George E. Beggs, Jr. is w ith John A. Roebling’s Sons Co., research labora

tory and is w orking in experim ental radio as a hobby.
John L. Bender received a second group average for the first term  at 

Princeton. H e is a m em ber of the Coast G uard  Reserve.
Robert B. Benham had  a mid-year average o f 84%  at Lawrenceville. H e 

played house soccer and is w riting for the "L it.”
A. Caryl Bigelow, Jr. has been receiving a third group average at Princeton 

and is also playing Jayvee hockey.
W illiam  A. Blackwell is in the insurance business in Trenton.
John W . Bodine is going out for basketball and swimming at Lawrence

ville.
W illiam  Bryan has been receiving a 70%  average at Deerfield and is on 

the second Jayvee hockey team.
John B. Chadwick is m ajoring in zoology at Harvard.
Brad Chambers is going out for track and debating at Amherst.
Christian Chapm an is receiving a 2-plus average at Princeton.
Edward Chynoweth is planning to go out fo r baseball at Hotchkiss.
Jeremy R. Colpitts is on the track team at Yale.
Paul T. Condit is an all-round m an on the Princeton gym team.
John C. Cooper has been elected to the editorial board of the D aily Prince- 

Ionian at Princeton.
Lyndon Craw ford is employed by the N ew port News Shipbuilding & Dry 

Dock Co. For recreation he cruises on Chesapeake Bay.
John Crocker, Jr. was on the hockey and gym teams at G roton School. 

Last m onth he was on the school m erit list.
G. Ernest Dale, Jr. is on the crew squad at Princeton.
M ark Healy D ali is in the advertising dept, of John W anam aker, New 

Y ork City.
Stephen Bronson D ew ing is holding a scholarship at Princeton and is also 

a m ember of the G erm an Club.
Francis D insm ore, Jr. is working w ith the Procter & G am ble M fg. Co. 

in Baltimore.
H aro ld  Donnelly, Jr. is acting as stockroom m anager at Deerfield. H e 

is also a m ember o f the D ram atic Club.
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Churchill Eisenhart is an instructor in m athem atics at the University of 
W isconsin.

Charles R. Erdm an won his letter in hockey at Exeter. H e also belongs 
to the M arine Society and the Christian Fraternity.

H aro ld  B. Erdm an played varsity hockey at Lawrenceville and is a sports 
editor fo r the Recorder.

Thom as Burnet Fisher m ade the first hockey squad at St. Peter’s School. 
H e was appointed a Senior Prefect and is also a m ember of the D ram atic and 
Glee clubs.

W illiam  Flem er was elected president of the Bibliophiles Club for the 
w inter term. H e is also publishing a collection of essays and poetry w ith a 
Lawrenceville class-mate.

Ernest F. Fullam  is a microscopist at Princeton.H e was recently m arried 
to Miss Barbara Jewell, of Summit, N . J.

M oore Gates, Jr. is on the badm inton team at H ill School. In scholastic 
work he has been receiving a third group average.

Albert C. G erould, librarian at Pacific College, is a member of the Sierra 
Club and the N ational Ski Patrol.

Robert F. Goheen is a senior at Princeton. H e  recently received the Pyne 
Prize, the highest aw ard m ade to an undergraduate by the Princeton Alumni 
Association.

M adison G orm an is a member of the Perwig Club at Lawrenceville and 
was on the hockey squad.

A lden B. H all has attained a mid-year average of 85%  at Blair Academy 
and is on the wrestling squad. H e is in the school play and plays in the band.

Charles T. H all is tied fo r the top o f the honor roll with an average of 
91%  at Blair. H e is on the scrub wrestling team, in the school play, and plays 
in the school band and orchestra.

W alte r Phelps H all, Jr. is captain of the varsity hockey team at M illbrook, 
and is receiving a high seventy average. H e is doing some skiiing and has a 
part in the school play.

Benjamin F. How ell, Jr. is a graduate student at the California Institute 
of Technology and is w orking for a Ph.D  in geophysics. H e plays tennis and 
hikes for exercise.

Robert H unter is on the track team and the staff of the Papyrus a t T aft.
W illiam  P. H unter is attending Lawrenceville w here he enjoys swimming 

and playing basketball. H e has an average of 68%
Tristam  Johnson is a t Yale, where he is playing baseball and spring soccer. 

H e is on the D ean’s List and is an electrician in the Y ale Dram at.
Sinclair K err is on the varsity swimming squad at Lawrenceville.
George Kuser, Jr. is at Lawrenceville, where he has gone out fo r basket

ball, wrestling, and boxing.
Archibald R. Lewis is in his last year o f graduate study at Princeton.
B. Gibson Lewis, Jr. is a m inister in Itasca, Illinois.
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B radford B. Locke, Jr. is attending Kent, where he plays hockey. H e 
also sings in the G lee Club.

John F. Locke is on his form  crew and is playing hockey at Kent.
Robert W . Locke is attending Kent, w here he is playing form  hockey.
A rthur M organ is at Deerfield, w here he is on the second basketball team 

and is in the Dram atics and Press clubs. H e is doing some debating and is 
working on the Y ear Book.

G eorge E. M orse is a salesman w ith the Chase Brass and Copper Co. in 
Providence, R. I. H e has become a badm inton addict.

John N orth rop  is attending M illbrook, w here he is on the varsity hockey 
team and is singing in the Glee Club.

M ark S. M unn has been playing house basketball and has received an 
average of 72.6%  at Lawrenceville.

W illiam  Oncken is head o f the Science D epartm ent at Stony Brook School
for Boys. H e is also the Coach of the soccer team.

Eric H . Phinney is attending Lawrenceville, where he is playing varsity
hockey.

" Stephen Phinney is a m em ber of the Perwig Club and an acting m ember 
of the Blue Circle Club at Lawrenceville.

Lloyd R itter is attending George School.
W illiam  R. Rossmassler, at Lawrenceville, is baseball m anager and is 

w orking in the Periwig Club.
Henry N . Russell, Jr.— now Dr. Russell— is an Assistant Resident in Pedi

atrics at the Babies’ and C hildren’s Hospital in Cleveland, Ohio.
James W . Samuels is back i n Princeton working at the Graphic Arts Press 

after spending five years in Baltimore.
D avid E. Saunders has received a position w ith W eyerhauser Sales Co. in 

Newark.
John C. Saunders is attending H un, w here he is on the crew and badm in

ton team s.He is accepted fo r adm ittance in Denison University in Ohio.
John G. H . Scoon is w orking in the Princeton University Press.
George G. Shelton is w orking for W a rd ’s N atural Science Establishment in 

Rochester, N . Y.
MacKay Sturges, Jr. is attending Exeter, w here he is playing Jayvee hockey.
Robert Lee Terry is at Princeton, where he is on the squash team and 

has an average of 80% .
W illiam  T. Thom  3rd  is singing in the chapel choir at Princeton. H e 

had a 2.22 group average fo r the first term.
Douglas W ebster is attending Princeton, w here he  is in the H acker’s Club. 

H e is also a m em ber of the Theatre Inthne.
D avid D . W icks is m ajoring in Music at Princeton. H e is captain of the 

Cottage Club hockey team.
Robert S. W icks is playing varsity hockey and has an average of 82%  at 

Lawrenceville.
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E S T A B L IS H E D  Ift l ft

C L O ' y t l N G ,
|jfcn;s^brnteliingsf,$afei t r a c t s
M A D ISO N  AVENU E CO R. FORTY-FOURTH STRICT 

N EW  Y O R K

In Addition to Our Clothes 
and Accessories for 

Younger Boys 
O u r  Y o u n g  M e n 's  D e p a r t m e n t  

Carries Suits up to Size 44 
at $42 to $47 

Overcoats, $37 to $52 
Camel s Hair Overcoats, $60
Odd ]ackets, Flannels, Shirts 

Furnishings, etc. 
at Proportionate Prices

B R A N C H C S  

N E W  Y O R K :  O N E  W A L L  S T R E E T  
B O S T O N :  N E W B U R Y  C O R .  B E R K E L E Y  S T R E E T

c BrooJu BrcKKf!

r, V
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STATIONERY

TYPEWRITERS

SUITS

BOOKS 

CAMERAS 

CRACKERS 

TIES
In  F act, J u s t  E very th ing  

You are always welcome at

THE PRINCETON UNIVERSITY STORE
“Center of the Campos”

BANNERS

CANDY

LAMPS

SHIRTS

Q..
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RENWICK’S COFFEE SHOP

EXCELLEN T FO O D  SODA BAR

50 Nassau StreetS

|?T»i i i  i n  m i n i  i n n i i i M m i i i i n i i m n u m n i n i m i n i n t i i n n M i M n t M m i i n i i n m m i i i i M i  m i n i u m  m i  m  i im i m i H M i H H M M m n M H i i i i n i m n t  m i n i  i i f t l

0  ...............................
“Keep It 

in Princeton”• / •! Phone 79
u n n /e r s ity

' a u n d t y  * c J O t y  C  l e a n i n g
“We Wash Everything in Ivory Soap”

0  0
1 TO THE COUNTRY DAY STUDENTS

Get your haircutting and tonsorial service at the

NASSAU BARBER SHOP
Neat to Balt Lunch 

Best, cleanest, and most sanitary shop in town.

E. G. H u n t , Prop.

Best in Town :
..0

F. A. BAMMAN, Inc. °
GROCERS

W holesale and Retail D istributors 
Birds Eye Frosted Food, Princeton Brand Mayonnaise, Princeton 
Brand Preserves, W h ite  Rock and Cloverdale Beverages and M ineral 

W ater, M aple Syrup, Pickles.
In fact anything and everything that constitutes an up to date grocer.

Telephone Exchange 1282
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Q e u i i i n i i M i  IM III I I I t ll ........................

g o  certain are we o f our ability to m ake a good portra it of 

you or any m em ber o f your family that we extend to you 

this invitation. Come in and le t our artist give you a sitting—  

w ithout customary deposit and entirely on approval. I f  we 

fail to please you, w e’re to blam e and you owe us nothing.

CLEAROSE STUDIO
148 NASSAU STREET PR IN C E T O N , N . J.

Phone 1620

( S |    m i n i  [ J

WALTER B. HOWE, INC. 

r e a l  e s t a t e  — in s u r a n c e

94 NASSAU STREET Telephone 95

PRINCETON, N. J.
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16 Nassau Street Phone 80

V IC TO R  RECORDS— V IC TO R  R A D IO  W IT H  ELECTROLA- 

BRU N SW ICK  RECORDS. BRU N SW IC K  R A D IO  A N D  PA N A - 

TROPES' SHEET MUSIC. M A R T IN  UKULELES A N D  GUITARS.

THE MUSIC SHOP
“For All Things Musical”

0                         .............

0 "   ................ ■■■■■•■......................................        -.      13

THE TIGER TEAPOT
8 Dickinson Street \

and |

The PRINCE of ORANGE INN |
8 Stockton Street 1

Catering
HOMEMADE CAKE, PIE, JELLY, MARMALADE f

Operating the School Cafeteria |
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0 ............                   g
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MRS. EDWIN M. NORRIS 
REAL ESTATE AND INSURANCE

Office Tel.— 1367 Res. Tel.—656

32 Chambers Street Princeton, N . J.

GIFTS GLASSWARE

ZAPF’S HARDWARE, Inc.
HOUSE FURNISHINGS

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS PAINTS AND VARNISHES 

130 N assau Street Phone 168

, .Q

ip  .......              ID
|  Raleigh Bicycles or American Bicycles |

KOPP’S BICYCLE SHOP
|  Sold Rented Repaired j

I 2i/i Chambers St. Phone 2189-J i

"0

PH O N E: PRINCETON 3 6 4

FRANK VAUGHN & SON
MOBILGAS, OILS AND GREASES

N assau and O lden Streets Princeton, N . J.
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S C IE N C E  tk e e /c u M U

N M  P R O C E S S

w e  h a v e  in s ta lled  ^^ntschlerizing
FOR YOUR PROTECTION

LYONS MARKET
8 NASSAU STREET

2 0  NASSAU STR EET 
Ready-to-Wear Clothing by Rogers Peet

Q - > - ..........   .....................................................             ...Q

0                       .....0

Compliments of

THE BALT
B A K E R Y  I

R E S T A U R A N T  I
S O D A  F O U N T A I N  I

Q M i t i i i i i i i i m m i i i u i M i i i u i i i u u t u l i i a i i i m t H i m i m i i i i i i i i m m i i i i i i i i i    i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i h i m i i i i i i i i i i i i i i Q
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THE WHITES
SOCCER CHAMPIONS

1927
1928
1929
1932
1933 
1937 
1939

HOCKEY CHAMPIONS
1927
1928
1930
1931
1932
1933
1934
1935
1936 
1940

BASEBALL CHAMPIONS
1927
1928
1929
1932
1933
1934 
1936

s
i i m i i m t i i i t t m M i H i i M i t m m i i t i i i m i i i i i i i t i i M M i M i t i i i i i i i i i i i i t i i M i i t m n a i i n i M n u i i i i t Q
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                     .»0

H. J. FRAZEE
SEA FOOD MARKET

10 W it h e r s p o o n  St r e et  Pr in c e t o n , N . J. I

T e l e p h o n e s  72 a n d  73 1

(S jn i im iiiii tm iiiii ii ii i ii ii   ......... ............................................................................................■ iiiiiim iiiM iiiiiiiim u m m im  iiiim iim Q

0  * * —           " *   * 

HEEREMANS FLOWER SHOP
is always at your service

W hatever the request m ight be. I

Let us help  you. j

T h at is our "job” . |

Q iin w im M im n n m n m in n im iin n n n u n m n m m n im m im n im n im i» « m in m n in m m ii iM in in i i» « m n n m n u n im m » in n m in n i« M i» n n ^

Q .................................................................................................................................................. f

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

H. M. HINKSON
|  74 NASSAU STREET PR IN C E T O N , N . J. |

|  Phone 112 |

0.................... ....... ..................................■••>.....            Q

ET  .....                      '0
Storage Repairs Auto Supplies i

FRANK E. SOUTH
2—4 Nassau Street Princeton, N. J.

CADILLAC LA SALLE OLDSM OBILE {

Sales and Service f

Phone 149 I
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MATTHEWS CONSTRUCTION CO., Inc.

BUILDERS

Princeton, 
New Jersey 
Phone 182

New York City 
Phone 

Bryant 9-2116

f i . ..

Established 1911

DANIEL M. CARUSO
Custom Tailor 

(Remodeling)

8 Palmer Square East Phone 225

Q..

0..

..Q

The Hair needs special care and attention at 
all times. This can be given best by our ex
perts who know exactly what cut and treat
ment is best suited for your individual needs. 
That is why you should come in and see us.

JA C K  HONORE’S
38 Nassau Street, Next lo  Langrock’s

ft.
G>"

USE OLEAQUA AND LOOK YOUR BEST

E d m u n d  D .  C o o k  
R E A L T O R

18 6  NASSAU STREET 

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY 

TELEPHONE 3 2 2

APPRAISING INSURANCE

,.0
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Compliments of

THE PEACOCK INN *

    .......     .M...MUUUU..«_U. U....M.GI

  i i h i i i i h h h i i i i i i i  m m m i m i i i m t m m   .................... m u   ...............

|

Consult Your Insurance Agent As 
You Would Your Doctor or Lawyer
In case of human life or death, would you call in a "part-time" doctor?

In case of business life or death, would you call in a "side-line” lawyer?

The insurance business is a vocation which demands the full time and attention 
of those who are sincere in their endeavor to serve the public. It has become os 
exacting in its standards as medicine and law. The layman expects and should receive 
sound counsel on insurance protection as he does on health and justice.

0. H. HUBBARD AGENCY
Established 1887  

142 N a s s a u  S t r e b t  

IRVING W . MERSHON, Manager

&.........................     ..........di

Q l im i l H I I H U H I i m M I  HIM W I M H U tllll llt l l t i l l  M in t................i i m H I M i m t l l t l l l l l l l l U I I I H I I l l l I  I I I I M im illl lt l lM llf lin « m iM I I I M M im iH M I M I l[ i

THE FARR HARDWARE STORE 

Hardware and Housefurnishings
PRINCETON, N . J.

SKATES PLANE MODELS

i i u i a i i n i m i i i t i i u i t t t H u i i f i M i i i m M i i i M M i u i M i i i i t i u i u H
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VOORHEES - by preference 
for Distinguished Gifts

 a ,  fa P iligf c i  ■»-1 ***“

Trenton

| < [ j m m i t M i m i U i m M i i m i H U i H i i i i i i M i l l i m i i i i i i i i i i m M i H M i i m t l i m i t l l l i l l l l l l l l l l l i M i M t l l l l l l M l i i i l l l l l l i H i i i i l l H > l l M t M l i i t i l i i i i m i i i i i i i i H M t M i i { " ]

HULIT SHOE STORE

118 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, N. J.

0 ..

E>..

Ye
Olde Candy Closet

W here you get—
The Biggest M ilky W ay in Town 

T h e  M ost Peanuts fo r Y our M oney 
Butter Stix -— T h at Crunchy Confection 

PATRONIZE YOUR LOCAL DEALER!
(A ll profits go to The Junior Journal)
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Princeton Asks for More!
Not So Long Ago It W as

ROBIN HOOD
T H E PRIN CE AND TH E PA U PER
CA PTA IN  A PPLEJA C K
TOM SAW YER
TOAD O F TOAD HALL

And How It’s

“OLIVER TWIST”
dramatized for you

by the
P. C. D. D R A M A TIC  CLUB

Watch For Dates!
i

5 i

3
| A Reputable Concern Dealing Exclusively 

| in Guaranteed Sport Supplies

Have Yoa a Taylor Catalogue?

THE HOUSE TiPAT SPORT BUILT
22 EAST 42nd ST. NEW YORK, N. Y.



The 

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

of Princeton 

♦

Complete Banking Facilities

Member of Federtl Reserve System 

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation




