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21 Years cAt eentenary 
Another year of Centenary's life soon draws to a close. 

Another class will leave these doors for fame perchance, and 

fortune elsewhere. With them will go a thousand happy memo

ries, a number of fine and lasting friendships, and the amount 

of education and culture each girl has been willing to receive. 

The Anns, the May Fete, Vespers, roommates, professors, and the 

library - these will stand out for many years in the memory of 

each graduate. And alongside these, will stand the memory of 

the ones who have administered the affairs of Centenary for 

twenty-one years- the ones who in a great measure have made 

these other memories possible. 

Taking things for granted is one of the evils of our generation 

and so we are apt to skim over those twenty -one years of service 

and think of Dr. and Mrs. Trevorrow in terms of the present only. 

We sometimes fail to realize that were it not for long, hard, efforts 

in the past, there would be no present for us to enjoy. 

Centenary was not built in a month, a year or even a decade. 

But the last decade of its life has been the decisive period. 

When Dr. and Mrs. Trevorrow took up their duties here, 

there was no ready-made job for them. There was a heavy debt 

and only seventy-two students were in enrollment. A part of 

the solution seemed to be more students, and more there were

an increasing number each year. More than that, in several 

years the debt was paid and the mortgage burned. 

Well, we suppose almost any executive could have brought 

this about. But Centenary had more than an executive. It had 

at its head two people dedicated to the task of sending into 

the world useful young women of ability, culture, and charm. 

For twenty-one years they have labored for this. To this end the 

Junior College was established at Centenary and for this the 

numerous other improvements have been made. 

May we say, then, that they have succeeded? Dr. and Mrs. 

Trevorrow might well point with pride to their some seven 

hundred graduates as the answer to this question. If we could 

but see it, the picture of these women departing year after year 

from Centenary to take up their life work in all parts of the 

country is a very vivid one. This graduating class, and the next, 

and yet the next, will be a part of that never-to-be-completed 

picture. As we take our places in it, our task will be to carry on 

that tradition of fine, useful living. We can do this in the light of 

our short, yet long, association with Dr. q.nd lV1rs. Trevorrow. 
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Things That Could Have Been 
cA Story ./' G)3y Elaine c:Jfoy~ 

The London fog descended until the great city 
was clogged with it. Like grey chiffon it blotted out 
the existence of buildings, vehicles, and human 
beings. It was terrifying, and yet peaceful. 

The sidewalks were empty; a glow from the 
street lamps illuminated the fog and made a glory 
of pale yellow along the streets. John Stafford, 
standing at his window, looked down into nothing
ness. He thought of all the London fogs he had 
known. He had never been so completely alone be
fore, with the old house creaking and whispering 
behind him. The idea of the huge rooms with the 
heavy dark furniture, of the cellars and the upper 
regions he had never bothered to explore, depressed 
him. Across the street beyond the fog was Belgrave 
Square, where everyday women walked their dogs 
and children played with their prim nurses. 

He turned with a weary movement and stood 
looking at the drawing room with its Victorian 
furniture, the portraits, and the fog, which had crept 
into the house, hanging over the lower end of the 
room. As he stood there he heard a step in the hall, 
a decisive hard click of a heel on hardwood. John 
remained motionless, amazement in his eyes. Then 
the door opened and a woman appeared, a small, prim 
woman with gold hair and a not too pretty face. She 
came forward with her bright, empty smile. 

"Hello, John." 
"Hello, Kate." 
He answered dully and noticed the same green 

tweeds, the brown oxfords, the fur slung across the 
narrow shoulders and the plain brown hat set too 
high on her head, to avoid the hard gold little knot 
on her neck. 

Slie paused before the fireplace and looked 
about curiously. 

"The same room. Is it possible?" 
She smiled at him and noticed his expression. 
"You don't believe I'm here, do you? You think 

I cam·e with the fog." Her laugh like water thrown 
in the sunshine seemed to release him. He sat down 
suddenly and smiled grimly. 

"I'm probably mad. Why do I believe these 
things?" 

"Why shouldn't you?" 
"Why did you come, Kate? After all these 

years_?~' _ 
"I don't know, really. - I was lonely perhaps. 

You know it was difficult for me after ... but you 
recovered quite quickly." 

There was delicate reproach and sarcasm in her 
tone. She began removing her gloves. John watched 
her hands, they were the first things he had ever 
noticed about her. They were her only beautiful 
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possession, like white hibiscus with long tapering 
fingers and lovely nails. He looked ·for the rings on 
her left hand-but how ridiculous ! She had re
turned them. They were in the collar box on his 
bureau. Odd that he should have left them there ... 

With Kate's return came all his old nervousness. 
He was inwardly quivering and Kate knew it. A 
faint derisive smile played about her thin mouth. 

"Are you thinking about the past, John? They 
fondly call it 'the glorious past', don't they? But 
we never could." 

"Don't be painful, Kate." 
But she continued and lowering her voice she 

spun a web of memory about the room. 
"Do you remember the first time we met, John? 

It was in Glasgow and you had been ill. I can see 
you now, so thin and white. Everyone knew me for 
my money and you for your illustrious fan1ily. 
Everyone expected the inevitable. It was nice being 
able to satisfy so many. \Ve were as happy as any 
other diplomatic marriage. No one ever knew that 
you walked throug-h Rome alone rather than be with 
me. But I enjoyed that honeymoon as Lady Kathryn 
Stafford. I always considered such things important. 

Do you know what started me remembering? 
I saw the notice of Marg-aret Saunders' death in the 
paper the other day. Did you know?" 

"Yes." 
"It must have been quite a shock to you. Even 

more than our marriage. I thought of how you 
would look when you read that paper and what you 
would think. What did you think?" 

She had led him into a dream world and he was 
no longer conscious of her. 

"I thought first of how Meg and I used to play 
back in the country. How we would run in the snow 
and how sweet she looked in her heavy skirts with 
the wool kerchief about her head. Of how we used 
to pick flowers for the church during the summer
Meg with her shining eyes and little gold freckles. 
How I had always adored her. I thought of how 
rotten the world is when it can take a love like that 
and tear it apart, make it a pitiful, frustrated thing. 
Father sent me to Glasgow to make money. We 
were dangerously near dignified poverty that winter 
I met you. You knew why I married you but I could 
never- get the image of Meg ouLof my. mind .. Do you 
remember Father's last Christm-as? Meg; san~r- fo17 -
him. I shall never forget her standing before the 
green tree with the candles; lighting her eyes: 
Father had been right, she would always be a poor 
country parson's daughter, but I would have given 
anything I had for her." 

(Continued on Page 12) 
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7Var? ,,, Uhumbs crJown! ! 
This Civilized Age 

We are a fortunate people. We live in an age 
of strong n1en who possess unwavering ideals and 
determinations. We have lived to see countries 
swept with the magnificent artistry of war; the 
splatter of n1achine gun fire, the drone of the bon1b
ing planes have been music to our ears. 

We have swept all sentimentality fron1 our 
minds, all cluttered emotions that confuse our n1inds. 
We have learned that tolerance is the practice of 
fools, that the principle of 'live and let live' is sadly 
inadequate in acquiring totalitarianisn1. 

There's a 1niraculous word - totalitarianism. 
We didn't know of its existence a few years ago but 
now it is our ideal and the goal for which we are 
eager to sacrifice everything. 

Priceless books, music and minds are cleared 
out; they hindered this great idea of one people. A 
great price of flesh torn from the body of a great 
nation but we are not swept with the horror of it, 
we label it all as a means to an end. We are fortun
ate. We are products of a vast age. 

We are rearing sons for the Great Army. There 
have been other great Armies but we are taught to 
ignore them as insignificant. We cheer the great 
leaders as they shout intolerance. We are dazzled 
by the brilliance and promise of the New State. 

But we are tired. There is always the suspicion 
lurking in our minds, a fear and uncertainty. Like 
an old woman crouched in the midst of a ruin, weep
ing for her sons; while a great excited mass sweeps 
by. Too quickly we become the old woman whom 
new ideas overwhelm and crowd out. 

Elaine Hoyt. 

An Appeal to Youth 

War! Reading of war in the newspapers-hear
ing of war in lectures-seeing pictures of war in 
the rnovies. Pictures of columns of men goose
stepping through the streets, pictures of deadly 
cannons, leaping forward to belch forth a flame of 
death, pictures of little, slant-eyed children crying 
for a few grains of rice in a desperate struggle to 
escape famine. War coming closer and closer-and 
then on Easter Sunday hearing a minister preach a 
serrnon entitled "And There Was Darkness Over All 
The Earth," I thought how appropriate that text 
was for our present chaotic situation of crime, war, 
and general confusion. 

In Spain, brother fighting brother in a devastat
ing civil war-the scene in China, one of lustful 
n1urder-God destroyed and man's ideals crushed by 
civic order in Soviet Russia-and in Germany, the 
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Say c;. 1. e. Students 
greatest of all asininities, a n1an setting hin1self up, 
not in place of God, but as God! 

The nations are arming, but once again it is only 
for defense. Each country is keeping up a frantic 
pace of building bigger and more powerful bombing 
planes, increasing its navy and equipping its army
for defense. Diplomatic relations are strained, 
borders are being more heavily fortified. The head
lines of newspapers reading "Will Hitler Advance 
Into Czechoslovakia?" "Japan Bombs United States 
Gunboat, Panay." "Roosevelt asks for Appropria
tions for Navy." Who will fight this war that is 
brewing? We all know there is but one answer
the youth of the world. The flower of each country's 
sowing will be again struck off in its prime. The 
vouth of the nations den1olished at the command of 
~en greedy for monetary rewards, men so pre
judiced that they are blind to the light of peace. 
Therefore, it is to the youth of the countries that we 
must look for peace, and particularly to the liberty
loving, freedom-demanding youth of An1erica. 

\Ve must not allow ourselves to be swept away 
on a tide of en1otion and propaganda that will bring 
about our own destruction. We must be the ones 
"who keep our heads when all about us are losing 
theirs." It is necessary that we build up a strong 
defense against the blustering politician, the fiery 
radical, and the shrewd governmental agent who 
will rant about "a war to end war" and "to make the 
world safe for democracy." There will never be a 
war to end war. Every war is but the breeding place 
for future animosities, future rivalries, and future 
wars. 

People must be educated to the fact that there 
are rewards to work for other than wealth or power. 
There are books to be read, gorgeous sunsets to be 
enjoyed, friendships to hold dear, and ideals toward 
which to aspire. Why should we spend one short 
lifetime fighting a losing battle, inspired by hate, 
provoked by envy and encouraged by soft, fat, 
avaricious financiers? Never lean back and sigh, 
"Well, a war is bound to come-so what?" Once we 
lose faith in the goal we are striving for the battle 
is already half lost. 

We are young and we can defy the old gray
beards, who say, with a sage nod of the head, "There 
has always been war; therefore, there always will 
be war." Man was not meant to fight man, and only 
the stupidly naive and gullible will accept the state
ment that war is unavoidable. 

There must be propaganda against war instead 
of for it. Armistice Day, the day that saw the end 
of four years of legitimized murder, should not be 
celebrated by a parade of soldiers and the blare of 
bugles or the display of cannon-but in a peaceful 
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way, far removed from the intoxicating insanity of 
battle. We must fight even our own emotions. It 
is hard not to feel a lump in your throat when Old 
Glory goes by and the heavy rhythm of marching 
feet is heard. Go ahead and have a sensation of 
exuberant pride when you see the flag, but don't let 
that pride be for the size of our navy or the strength 
of our army, but for the peace that America must 
stand for. Instead of spending billions of dollars on 
battleships, let the nations spend the money en
couraging good-will and understanding among the 
children of the various countries. 

Does this sound too idealistic to be practical, too 
much like a Utopian dream? It is a dream, but it 
is a great dream and one that could be realized. But 
it must have the co-operation of the world; of the 
young men in Nazi training camps, of the children 
in Mussolini's Black Shirt Army, of the young peo
ple in France, who go about their play in gas masks, 
and of the restless Americans. We must all join to
gether and work towards the peace of the world 
instead of for the futile, empty triumphs of our 
respective countries. 

If we keep our belief in peace, with an un
daunted spirit and with the help of God, the Prince 
of Peace-we will not become involved in another 
war. We will alleviate this patriotic slaughter, that 
demands the best, that turns the serenity of a 
beauty-loving world into a howling mass of bloody 
terror. This slaughter that breaks the heart and 
kills the faith of the entire world! It is through us 
that a world wearied by bloodshed and terror must 
find the light that will dispel the darkness that now 
spreads over the earth. 

PHYLLIS SWEENY. 

War to End All Peace ! 
Let us have a war to end all peace. We are in 

dire need of war. There are a great many arguments 
in its favor. In the first place there is a superabund
ancy of people in the world. That problen1 would be 
solved in a very short time. , We are told by good 
authorities that rnankind is degenerating. Man is a 
stupid, selfish, conceited animal, en masse, destroy
ing Nature's beauty and purity by his so-called civil
ization. Modern warfare would cure that. Nature 
would have a shock at first, but would rally around 
and. cover up the rernnants. 

We n1ight as well fight now and get it over with 
instead of prolonging it to add to the burden of the 
next generation (that burden of the next generation 
had to come in son1ewhere. Now it's in-excuse it 
and look the other way.) 

Peace-look at all the unemployed. War-no 
more unemployed! Simple solution. 

There is a beautiful bit of educational psy
chology involved. Think of all the little boys whose 
papas would go beyond. They should gain a grand 
sense of responsibility. 

In an aesthetic strain of argument: crosses look 
so sweet on a hillside with gold star mothers grouped 
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on the horizon. This brings in another point. War 
would give the public something to cry about-com
petition for the movies-good for business. 

Think how happy a real bang-up war would 
make Hitler. One shouldn't be selfish and not con
sider him. He's got a right to be happy as much as 
any other dictator. VVhich reminds me of Mussolini 
-just imagine all the people he could protect and 
civilize. 

The last point, and the one most worthy of 
grave consideration, has to do with the clover crop 
in England. To the uninitiated: 

W ar=old maids. Old maids=cats. Cats+ 
mice=no mice. Mice eat honeycombs, bees die. 
Bees pollinate clover. No bees, no pollination, no 
clover. Therefore the more wars-the n1ore old 
maids, the n1ore cats, the less mice, the more bees, 
and the more clover. Very simple, and a grand in
ducen1ent to have wars. 

I hope I have moved you to seeing the selfish
ness of wishing for peace, and that now you are 
all thirsting for a nice gory war, with blood and 
stuff. Whoopee! 

P. S. But your uniform will get a trifle mussed. 
ANONYMOUS. 

uThanks For The Memory" 
Wasn't it grand ?-How did you like it ?-It was 

wonderful !-I think it was one of the best things 
of the year !-Do you think they'll have it next year? 
--These and n1any others are typical examples 
of the conversation after the Faculty Show. Clothes, 
dates, Hitler, and "Ann's" were sadly neglected while 
the Faculty Show became the topic of the day. 

We'll never forget Miss Gardner with her plat
inunl hair and those flaming cheeks and her ren
dition of "Thanks for the Memory". Nor will we 
forget Miss Stearns, trembling from head to toe, as 
she read "Arthur, the Young Rat" and puffed on her 
cigar. We hope the cigar had no bad effects. Since 
Mrs. Munro had such an extensive array of petti
coats, we wonder why she displays them so seldom. 
They say, "A word to the wise is sufficient." The 
"Bull Fight" has started us thinking. We can't help 
wondering what else those teachers know that they 
are keeping to themselves. Our curiosity was all 
aroused when Dr. Fraser borrowed a modern dance 
costume. Now we know what the "Weidman's 
Women" were up to. The first part of the show was 
brought to a fitting close by the trained ( ?) voices 
of the "Night and Gales". The famous "We're Tired 
of this Boarding School Life" was rendered in a most 
successful way. Never has it been quite so appre
ciated as it was that night. 

"He Ain't Done Right by Nell" displayed the 
faculty at their best. What can be said about that 
great melodrama that hasn't been said before? 
There's nothing new to say. VV e can only repeat once 
more: "The entire evening was tops ! The faculty 
gave us one of the most entertaining evenings we've 
ever had at Centenary." 

Bert Fleming. 
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1epa 5 weeger 
To be listed mnong the seven wonders of the 

world is Jane Klie' s arrival at breakfast one morning 
exactly on the dot of seven twenty-five. The whole 
dining-room arose in a body and demanded to know 
the reason. 

If you happen to be whizzing along our Hack
ettstown highway one of these bright Spring days, 
and pass a "snowzy" little maroon, convertible job 
going very slowly-beware! It's Jini Stevens, and 
she's learning how to drive. 

Orchids to the queens of Centenary. First in 
order of events comes Jean Rogers, the first Amer
ican Beauty from Centenary-next Ruth Gooding 
was crowned Centenary's first queen of the May
then came Pat Sweeny, elected Queen of the Junior 
Prom at Colgate. And no\v Centenary claims an
other An1erican Beauty in Elaine Martin! How're 
we doin'? 

We suggest that Jackie Bavier start a date 
bureau. Did you see the pictures in her roon1? 
Good looking lads, everyone of then1-and there 
were at least twenty! But conspicuous by his ab
sence was Kennums-who was later found in the 
dog-house! An1ong those present were 1\lfidshipman 
George (sink the Navy, .Jud, or did you?), Cadet Alvy 
(and how are you, Pat?), our good friend "lVIono-
gram" (\vho has practically gone thru Centenary 
with us, eh, Jini ?) . 

Ask Jud why she inveigled "Ti-pi-tin" away 
from lVIr. Church. What can be the connection with 
that song that n1akes our Jud grow dreamy-eyed 
and sigh deeply? Must be the spring weather. 

We don't like to boast of our students, but it 
really looks as though Betty Scantlebury would be 
our next Olympic golf champion. That is, if ability 
to put golf balls in every available brook is any indi
cation! 

Perkie, aren't you a fond believer of the old 
maxim, "What'll happen twice will happen thrice"? 
We notice that the new addition on your dresser 
makes a charming trio. 

One of the prize cracks of the year was made 
by BerniceBeaty when she and Liz and l\i[iss Couch 
went in to see producers. One of the "big shots" 
connected with M. G. M. was trying to hnpress Ber
nice with the important stars that M. G. M. had. 
"You don't have Gary Cooper," says Bernice tri
umphantly. We can just in1agine how indignant 
the man became. "We don't want Gary Cooper," he 

.said, unconvincingly--"but," he added with the air 
of a magician pulling out a rabbit, "we have MAE 
WEST." Bernice wrinkled her nose, leaned back 
and in a voice simply oozing with disgust said, "Who 
wants Mae West?" Well, Bernie, fifty million men 
ean't be wrong! 
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In the Faeulty Show we were dared (Well, prac
tically dared) to give a Bull Session on the teachers 
if we wanted to. But we decided, with exams com
ing along so soon, and wishing to leave a good im
pression with our dear teachers, we would not indulge 
in such frivolity. There were two corrections to be 
made, however. Jean's prom-trotting has been 
limited to exaetly zero proms this winter-and Pat's 
parade of fraternity pins consists of one now and 

. ' 
at Its largest two! Before another Bull Session 
may we suggest a little research. 

I guess we've all heard the joke going around 
that there are only six dwarfs now and that the 
seventh is in Washington-but did you know that 
the six were right here in good ol' C. J. C.? Jud 
was unanimously declared "Doe"-Roge wanted to 
be Dopey, and Snow White, and Sneezy~but we 
dubbed her Sneezy and let it go at that. Jackie is 
"G~umpy" and after she's been up all night studying 
there's more truth than poetry in that moniker! 
Jini is Happy-did you ever see such a stupid grin? 
Gladdie is "Sleepy", and if you've ever seen her 
playing bridge at two o' cloek in the morning you'd 
know that's no lie! And last of all we have "Bash
ful", which is Pat-for no good reason at all. 

On lower north there was a marshmallow roast 
the other nite! Does it sound impossible? You can 
aecept our word for it--there actually was one and 
some of the highest dignitaries of the school were 
in on it! Bobby pins and heat were used and believe 
it or not, the results were eaten! 

J epa Sweeger has enjoyed hearing the guesses 
as to what the name meant. Some had it figured 
out that it was pig-latin for Pat Sweeny-some fig
uring, that's all we can say. Some claimed that it 
was just a mere jumble of letters with no meaning 
at all-now that really hurt, after we spent the bet
ter part of a week coneoeting it! The truth of the 
matter is that it's a combination of Jean Rogers and 
Pat Sweeny! Goodbye-we'll miss you next year
We've had fun doing this column and if we've trod 
on anybody' s toes, it was all done in the name of news 
and no hard feelings meant. 

And what's this we see hanging around Pris 
Moody's neck? It looks like a midshipman, but she 
won't let anyone get elose enough to be certain. Who 
will you cheer for in the Army-Navy game next year, 
Pris? 

BUY YOUR GRADUATION GIFTS 

AT THE 

GENEVIEVE SHOP 
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cApril, Like a ehild 
I always said we grew up together. We dis

covered so many things, the two of us. You see, he 
was a wonderful child and saw things in the world 
I had never thought existed. 

He was born on a warm April day when the earth 
was warmly brown and the air was soft and frag
rant. I said, "His name shall be Michael and for 
the rest of my life I'll live for him". You see, there 
was no one else,-Michael's father had been killed 
in an aeroplane crash near Pittsburgh the month 
before. 

vVe went home, Michael and I, and began to live. 
vVe had to adjust ourselves to each other and from 
the beginning there must be firm foundation. 

When he was older we went to all the places he 
was interested in seeing; the zoo, the brook, the 
circus and the airport. He was small and serious 
with large, curious eyes and possessed an odd at
traction for people. He asked simple, direct ques
tions and people took a particular delight in explain
ing difficult problems to him. 

When he was five, a new phase of his life began. 
He went to school; he loved it and thought the rest 
of the children dull and stupid. 

And then he was eight and we read Pinnochio, 
Don Quixote and Hans Brinker. He developed a 
thirst for reading that was never quenched. 

Michael always disliked money and it confused 
him. It worried him that money should be such a 
powerful factor; he disliked the idea of deprivation 
through lack of a certain amount of coins. 

Because I think traditions are important and 
should always be respected, we always went to church 
and sang Christmas carols on Christmas Eve. We 
always went to the country Easter morning and 
painted water colors because Michael loved color. 
On his birthday we had supper at a foreign restau
rant and went to a play. These were customs that 
were somehow precious to both of us and we guarded 
them carefully; we allowed no one to infringe upon 
them. 

We became interested in plants and began a 
garden. We built a tiny brick platform and saved 
'till we could afford a bird bath, and then Michael 
became interested in birds. We made trips to the 
zoo and drew our favorites from life. 

Now we were reading Robinson Crusoe and 
Gulliver's Travels, and Michael wrote a poem about 
Edith, the cat. 

Michael wanted to go to Europe. We talked 
about all the places we longed to see,-London, the 
English countryside, Scotland, and the stark old 
castles; we wanted mostly to see Russia and the 
gorgeous cities,-,..-Moscow, St. Petersburg, the Krem-
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lin and Tsarskoe Selo. vV e wanted to stand in the 
Big Gate in the Crimea and look out over the Black 
Sea. Michael was filled with the wanderlust and 
dragged out immense volumes to find new places 
"where we shall go". 

And then Michael was hurt. He fell a flight of 
stairs and lay at the bottom looking up at me, terri
fyingly quiet. 

For the rest of his life there was a couch, and 
the tragedy lay in his resignation. 

All those years until he was fifteen we read 
and studied. We bought an expensive camera and 
took interesting still lifes. We became accustomed 
to the disappointment; we never thought about it 
and there was not a great deal missed. Of course 
we could not see Moscow or Peiping, nor climb the 
Matterhorn, but we had each other and the beloved 
books. It was not a narrow existence; it was rather 
beautiful and complete in its understanding and en~ 
joyment. 

And then Michael died, in April, when the earth 
was warm and the violets we had planted around 
the bird-bath shone electric blue against the brick. 

I picked up the books from the couch and put 
everything away with painful precision. One of the 
books opened stubbornly and I glanced down. It was 
a collection of Rabindranath Tagore's poems. 

"April, like a child, 
Writes hieroglyphics on dust with flowers; 
Wipes them away and forgets--" 

ELAINE HOYT. 

ni Hear a Voice!" 

1. Ruphus Ward comes into room 20: "Where's 
Brew?" 

2. Every Thursday night Betty Millard is surround
ed by at least half a dozen chemistry enthusi
asts. "But, Betty, I don't see !" 

3. Tour of five delegations a day enter room twenty 
and ask the occupants, "May I bar' e a glass ?11 

4. Kilbourne's here again: "Where' s your light cut, 
girls?" 

5. Brew to Roomie-"While y' er up, will y' get 
(this 'n that)"-when she's so comfortably 
situated. 

6. Selby-"I don't want to say anything, but I- !11 

7. Moebus-"What do y' mean?" 
8. Bobby Comando-"Smozka pop!" 
9. Peg B.-"I wut that y' shud tell me, honey, whut 

kin the madder be !" 
10. Conkie-"I'm embarrassed!" 
11. Coral-"Oh, I'm only fifteen, but I've been 

around!" 

. Spilled Ink 



Fashion Forum 
~y "~ge" 

"Hey, Dad, can I go to the cireus ?" 

And so the "biggest show on earth" came to 
town with elephants, lions, tigers, clowns and every
thing that would make any little boy's or girl's heart 
happy with the very thought. 

It seems, however, that the boys and girls 
weren't the only ones that enjoyed the fun-Vogue 
featured several pages which proved that the fashion 
designers had a marvelous time. 

Schiaparelli, again, made many "hits". She has 
put out little charm bracelets with trapeze artists 
in red tights swinging at all angles from it. They're 
very gay, clownish, colorful, and alive. 

If you'd like to match them up you can put lit
tle clown buttons down the front of your dress and 
make your outfit look like a miniature Barnum and 
Bailey. These happy fellows have blue hats and red 
ruffles, all of which make them look very authentic. 

Schiaparelli daims that one can take in a cock
tail party arrayed with her crushed-in "Ringmas
ter's" hat. I claim that if you have the kind of a 
face that looks devastating in anything, you can, 
then, and only then, wear this odd creation. 

"Sense and Sensibility" return to some extent 
with her clown hat, favorable for small girls be
cause it gives them that height they long so ardently 
for. It is a very brilliant affair, arrayed with spark
ling sequins which draw attention to the tallness. 
The hat in pink with a fashionable black suit and 
pink accessories will make you the most outstanding 
guest at any of Mrs. Astorbilt's teas. 

The tall girl who thinks that the now popular 
wide ·and high brims make her look like a small "Em
pire State", will find consolation in the jaunty 
Monkey hat which is decorated with two dancing 
dogs. It's plenty perky and will put you in the 
same mood. 

Talking of dancing animals, try a mauve satin 
jacket embroidered with rearing horses. It's dressy 
enough to be worn to that informal dinner affair 
over a black evening skirt and yet you wouldn't feel 
out of place in its brilliance during cocktail hour
shall we say at the Astor Bar? 

The tightrope walker inspired a corseted satin 
bodice which flares at the hips and makes the largest 
part of our anatomy look deceivingly small. And 
what woman hasn't that desire? 

If you are, however, one of those lucky gals who 
need no shrinking here or there, you can easily wear 
the unusual black and white zebra striped evening 
dress which has been created by Alix and is now 
featured at Bonwit Teller. 

The circus has also brought into being new color 
combinations. Suits with multi-color checked jack
ets and violet accessories-a bright color combina
tion and a fetching one. 

Graduation Number 

Mother Nature never missed the watchful eye 
of Dame Fashion, either, for I see that we now wear 
not hats, but flowers-large gay ones which sit on 
the tops of our heads and are held in place by rib
bons tying impertinently under our chins. These 
are apt to make us all look like May Queens, but what 
could be more flattering? 

Molyneux has brought into being again the mus
tard colors which are classified as French, English, 
and Bohemian. These will suit the very dark bru
nettes beautifully, for their coloring is really brought 
out by these off-shades of yellow. 

Once again I mention Schiaparelli, and this time 
it is in connection with little n1irror buttons. It 
isn't necessary to go hunting through your handbag 
when you wear a suit adorned with these novelty 
hand-mirrors ... you can paint and powder in their 
reflection. And we all look for convenience! 

If the ringlets at the back of your neck are get
ting a bit unruly and you can do nothing with them 
on the evening of the big event, just tie them up 
with bright colored ribbons and let the ends stream 
down your back It is the latest and solves the hair 
problems beautifully. 

An evening dress by Vionnet struck my fancy, 
so I thought I'd n1ention it while I'rn on the subject 
of evening wear. It is black chiffon mist over pink 
and is appliqued with pink chiffon leaves. It looks 
like a summer dream and what surnmer dream isn't 
romantic? 

With a summer dream in mind, Fashion Forum, 
at least by Roge, takes her final bow on the Cen
tenary stage. In rnemory, she leaves this hackneyed 
expression which, nevertheless, she considers a pearl 
of wisdom: 

"Clothes make the man." 
There you have half the battle won-up and at 

'em, Gals-and so-Good-by. 

P-retty _________________________________________________________________________________ Mary Calkins 

O-utstanding _____________________________________________________________________ ''Liz'' Havey 
P-olite ________________________________________________________________________ Barbara Douglass 
U-ntroubled ________________________________________________________________________ Jane Taylor 

L-ikeable ---------------------------------------------------------------------''Pip'' McKeever 
A-ttractive ---------------------------------------------------------"Nan'' McFarland 
R-epresentative ---------------------------------------------------''Shots'' Gulliver 

P-erfect ------------------------------------------------------------------------------Ruth Gooding 
E-arnest ___________________________ : _________________________________________ ''Bess'' Schindler 
R~enown ______________________________________________________________________________ Bette Cooper 

S-weet ------------------------------------------------------------------------"Phy l" Williams 
O-blivious ---------------------------------------------------------------------''Flossie'' Mott 
N-eat ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------''Mick'' Roby 
A-ctive ---------------------------------------------------------------------''Sweetie'' Martin 
L-ady-like _________________________________________________________________________________ Jane Klie 

I-ndefatigable _______________________________________________________________ Jean Duncan 

T-alented ------------------------------------------------------------------------ Louis·e Bowne 
I-ndependent ------------------------------------------------------------------''Red'' Beaty 
E-nthusiastic ______________________________________________________ Mary Hankinson 

S-ociable -------------------------------------------------~----------------------------Sue Schmelz 
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What's Happening on Lower South 
Well, here we are again with dirt, scoops, 

flashes, and what have you. 
What young Miss was it that went over to Blair 

and "Slaughtered" them? We understand the mail 
has been coming over fast and furiously. 

Chris beat you to it on the letters, Peg, but you 
both get them, so here's to you. 

You may have a line, Darrow, but I didn't see 
you catch any trout with it. What's the n1atter
didn't they give you any bait? 

With J o at Lafayette, Deannie at Princeton, 
Slaughter at West Point, Peter, Casey, and Alice at 
Rutgers, and Bobbie and Selby at U. of V., we find 
ourselves running into a lot of "pron1-trotters". 
Oh, well, we better stick to dirt-trotting-I think 
we'd get further. 

There is quite a to-do on lower south-we under
stand that Betty strained the ligaments in her arm 
and Bev broke her collar-bone. How did you do it, 
girls? Leap-frog? Children must play. 

We just got "Wind" Brewster is having trouble. 
Who was it that did the breaking up, Brew? 

Well, Margie, we understand that OUR brother 
is coming up for the President's dance. We can 
hardly wait to meet him. 

This wouldn't be a dirt colun1n unless Moebus' 
nan1e was mentioned, so we'll say-here's to bigger 
and better permanents and smaller and quieter fights. 

Stepping out quite a bit lately, Margie? You're 
no Rose. 

We're running short of dirt now, but we do want 
to leave this column in son1e up-and-coming under
classmen. So, we'll leave with a flash, flash, and a 
bang! 

Goon Gals. 

"In a Nut Shell"- A Questionnaire 
1. What would you enjoy most at the present? 
2. A description of your ideal man. 
3. How does spring affect you? 
4. What's your opinion of the "Career 

Woman?" 
5. What is your favorite animal? 
6. What's your ambition? 

Casey Hartzell: 
1. Cornell for Spring Day. 
2. Broad shoulders and small waist, tan skin, 

green eyes, and large, masculine hands. 
3. Makes me warm. 
4. A career is essential for a period before 

marriage. 
5. Hound dog, big ears, and sad eyes. 
6. Good tennis player. 

Bev King: 
1. At Skidmore. 
2. Good physique, personality and background. 
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3. To drive in open cars. 
4. In favor for a short time. 
5. Horse. 
6. Draw to perfection. 

Jo Harvey: 
1. Airoplane ride. 
2. Black hair, blue eyes, and southern accent. 
3. When a young girl's love turns fancy. 
4. All play 'n' no work. 
5. 
6. Dance perfectly. 

Brew: 
1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 

Long walk in country. 
Wild-colored sox and chubby. 
Lazy. 
Home life-leave jobs for men. 
Angora cat. 
Sing. 

Finis 
I beg you dear to please comply 

This-my last wish before I die. 
TV e once were lovers strong and true~ 

I state, I beg you-listen through. 

Upon a bed stretched forth I lay 
And for eternity I'm to stay. 

This thing, because our vain neglect 
Was treating love without reS'pect. 

We watched a pair of children once 
Exclaiming one to be a dunce, 

They mocked the one and so we said, 
"All will be sorry when he's dead". 

Then seated there we changed our thought 
And used this love we'd dearly bought, 

We never heeded said remark-
And left our me,mories in the dark. 

The clays clicl pass-so filled with love 
We glorified our God above. 

The nights were spent in ecstasy
No longer cried I, "Lonely me". 

Oh, loveliness that cloth exist
TVhy could not penalty-we miss? 

Why should a hate and scorn be born, 
Where once was gladness, every dawn? 

'Tis now when end of all is near 
I beg you come and hear my fear. 

Then go to yonder temple shown 
And carry wish my faith has grown. 

Pra.y now for me-n~y love of old, 
Be sure my ancient story's told, 

So when I close my eyes for good 
'Tis sure I'll meet with brotherhood. 

VIRGINIA MOEBUS. 

Spilled Ink 



Owed to Jean 

Jean, maybe you were of the mind 
That I could not reply in kind; 
In foolishness, I strive to win 
By proving that we are a-kin. 

The lowly Tat, the curse of man, 
Is my best friend, a friend who can 
Forgi1.Je a puncture in its side 
If science is the lofty g1.lide. 

For four months and a fortnight more 
I injected full five score 
Of snowy rats, all fat and frisky 
As if they had a dr(J;ught of whiskey. 

The little beasts gave one brief squeak 
And my protection then did seek 
As if it was a heavenly omen 
That augured that sore-pricked abdomen. 

That hypoder1nic needle held 
A fluid which distinctly spelled 
Oblivion-a forgetfulness 
Of haTdships and of restlessness. 

They slept, nor did they ever dream 
Of Spanish palaces in life'::; scheme, 
But rather of some savory cheese 
Their delicate palates so to please. 

lVly rats were faithful little friends, 
Loyal to their rat-tail ends; 
They never mocked my earnest word, 
Nor did my free thoughts go unheard. 

N 01JJ 1:_f fate offered you a choice 
And you could give uncensured voice, 
Which would it be, of mice or men? 
I'll choose the rodents, now and then. 

The Perfect's 
Perfect housewife-A! Dunne 
Perfect dressmaker-Chris 

L. 0MWAKE 

Perfect teacher of English-Bette Millard 
Perfect doctor's secretary-Peg Brandon 
Perfect gym teacher-Jo 
Perfect model-Deanie 
Perfect saleslady-Selby 
Perfect fashion expert-Darrow 
Perfect aquatic instructor-Brew 
Perfect radio singer-Lambdin 
Perfect night club singer~Bev 
Perfect secretary-Hansel 

Dee Ohlrogge. 

Graduation Number 

Addie Peters _________________________________________ Jt' s the Dreamer in Me 

Gabie Brewster ______ Love Makes You Do Crazy Things 
Bette Millard ________________________________________________ Along a Texas Trail 
Bette Lees _______________________________________________________________ Sweet as a Song 

Bev King ______________________________ This Little Ripple Had Rhythm 
Dot Lambdin _________________________________________ _! Like to Make Music 
Peter N orthrop ____________________________________ I Live the Life I Love 
.Jeanne Selby _________________________________ My Topic of Conversation 
Marge BurrelL _________________________________ Is It Love or Infatuation 
Jean Chrystie __________________ Sorne Day My Prince Will Come 
Jane Conklin __________________ Mama, That Moon Is Here Again 
Dot Allen _____________________________ -__________________________________ y ou're a Natural 
Ruth Kil'born _________________________________________________________________________________________ _ 

__________________ I Know It, I Know It, This Time It's Real 
Betty HouseL ______________________________________________________ Down With Love 
Dee Ohlrogge __________________________________________ If Dreams Come True 

Peggi Darrow ______________________________ When My Heart Says Sing 
Deanie Petit__ __________________________________________________________ More Than Ever 

Bobbie Comando ______ ··-·····-·--·····----------···-------·-···-··---------So It's Love 
Casey HartzelL _________________________________ y ou Couldn't Be Cuter 
Alice Dunn ___________________________________________________ How Can You Forget 
Ginni Moebus ___________________________ At a Little Country Tavern 
Ruth Ward __________________________________________ Thanks for the Memory 
J o Harvey ______________________________ You've Go to Take Your Pick 
Pegge Brandon __________________________________________ You're a Sweetheart 
Rhoda Hollander ___________________________ Feelin' High and Happy 
Carol Flynn __________________________________________ I Was Doing All Right 
Mitzi Moffett__ ______________________________________________ Who Are We to Say 

Sunny Rose ___ ····-·--------------·------------···--------···-···-----------·-·····I Got a Guy 
Mandy Zardecki... ______________________________ N ow Will You Be Good 
Alice Williams _________________________________________________________ Sweet Someone 

Peggy Skillman _______________ Honey, Keep Your Mind on Me 
Mary J o ~awrence _________________________________ What Good Is Love? 
June Grauert__ __________________________________________________________ It's You I Want 

Margaret Seddon __________________ In a Happy Frame of Mind 
Jean Slaughter __________________ I've Got My Heart Set on You 

Bette Cooper_··----·-·····-···---------··-······------------------···------Two Bouquets! 

Carlon Shoppe ... ----··---···-··--·-··----··-··-··Drop a Nickel in the Slot 
Graduation ______________________________ , _____________ _I Hope, I Hope, I Hope 
May Fete _______________________________________________________________ Day In-Day Out 

Breakfast.·--··---···--------·--------·----------···-·-·-···-----·--·Scrapin' the Toast 
Chorus RehearsaL ______________________________________ .! Want Y a to Sing 

Exams .... ·--········-----------------------------·--··-----------·······-···---···-I Wish I Knew 
Diltsie·--·----·····-····--·---------------·-----···-----·-·-·-·------Long About Midnight 
Post Office ______________________________ The Address is Still the Same 
Easter Privileges ____________ Nice Work if You Can Get It 
Home Week End ___________________________ Am I in Another World? 

Hackettstown __________________ The West Ain't Wild Any More 

Student CounciL ....... --------···-----···-···----------··-----··-.Please Be Kind 
It's all in fun. 
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Things That Could Have Been 

(Continued /Tom Page 4) 

He stopped suddenly and leaned forward. A 
smile, half triumphant, half bitter lighted his thin 
aged face. 

"You didn't know, Kate, but she came here 
that day after you had gone. I could have had her 
then you know. But she had all the courage we had 
lacked all these years. She died the day before 
yesterday in Rome because she wouldn't burden me 
with her illness. She left me, Kate, without a word." 

He pulled himself up and walked to the fire. 
"It sounds like a play, doesn't it. A bad play 

and I feel like an actor reading lines. But it's so 
pathetically true." 

Kate smiled, she smoothed her gloves across her 
knee. 

"I never blamed myself. We were victims 
thrown together. You can't blame me, nor I you. 
But you were more unfortunate because you loved 
1\!Iargaret. I never loved anyone." 

"You never could love anyone." There was a 
deep bitterness in his words and the smile left Kate's 
face like a candle blown out. She stood up and faced 
him. 

"That was unkind, John." 
"You speak of unkindness!" 
"John!" 
"I'm sorry. lV[y nerves are bad tonight, the fog. 

. . . Will you please go?" 
"Yes, of course. And this time for good. I 

have amply satisfied a curiosity." 
He followed her into the dim hall. She adjusted 

her hat before the mirror just as she had years be
fore. She turned again for the last time. She put 
out her hand and John took it, felt its cool smooth
ness. She paused for a minute on the doorstep and 
then was gone. The fog flowed into the house like 
a swarm of delighted nymphs. John started for
ward. 

"Kate, the fog!" 
But she was gone. He stood staring at the fog 

. remernbering other fogs. He remen1bered a 
London Tin1es one morning years ago. Every word 
was written on the grey face of the fog. 

"Lady Kathryn Stafford, wife of Sir John Staf
ford, died following an operation at her home No. 5 
Belgrave Square, June 18, 1902." 

'"'Drop Grammarians' Formalities," Educators 

Say, "'and Make it a Living and Lively Art." 

Hence, loathed Gran1mar-choly, 
Of academists and of pedants born 
In Stygian cave forlorn 
Mongst conjugations, tenses, moods unholy. 
Find out some learned cell 
Where brooding pedants spread their jealous wings 
And the well known purist sings. 
There under Oxford shades and high-browed books 
In pedagogic Eden ever dwell. 

But con1e, youse Goddess fair and fleet, 
By deans yclep' d "disorder sweet," 
And by n1en, "speak-easy" lore. 

* * * 
Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with youse 
That wondrous slang to we amuse. 
Come and skip much as youse goes 
Accompanied by some swell argots. 
And if I give youse honor due 
Nyn1ph, admit I of thine crew 
To come along and dwell with thee 
In unreproved speech so free . 

To use no semicolons vile 
Which wreathe the purists in a smile, 
To split infinitives sans cares 
While pedagogues are splitting hairs. 
No longer must n1e spend a day 
On whether to say "can" or "may''. 
Or when me's going on an errand 
To have to think about a gerund. 

* * * * 
These delights, if youse can give, 
The purists, dear, won't let you live. 

CHARLOTTE KLEINFELD. 

(with apologies to Milton) 

HACKETTSTOWN 

CLEANERS AND FURRIERS 
TRY THE NEW 

HACKETTSTOWN 

CUT RATE DRUG S'T,O·RE 
211 MAIN ST. PHONE 21-R 

SAME DAY SERVICE 

"Where Quality Is Always Higher 

Than The Price" 
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"CENTENARY DELIGHT" 

AT 

LOU'S SODA SHOPPE 
155 MAIN ST. 

128 MAIN ST. Telephone Hackettstown 300 
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MISS TRONECK 

She'll teach you a whole lot of scribbles, 
And marks that come out in small dribbles. 

You'll sure lose your head, 
7Les you know what's been said 

To the one who put down all those scribbles. 

MISS COUCH 

"An actress! An actress!", She shouted, 
"Ju.':>t one that could .':>mile tho' .':>he pouted

'Ti8 all I desire, 
'Twill SURELY in8pire 

My faith in the girls that l've doubted." 

DR. STEWART 

With r·etort, a test tube, and symbol, 
Through science she'll prove very nimble 

Why powder and rouge 
Can pretty a scrouge 

By juggling a head 8plitting symbol. 

DR. CUSTARD 

From archives both ancient and musty 
She'll tell of the heroes so lusty;

These puny todays 
Seem lost in a haze 

To delver in news that's grown musty. 

MISS CALDER 
She'll baste it, she'll tuck it, she'll nip it 
And when she gets done she'll just rip it 

She did it for fun 
To show how it's done. 

But girls of today? Well-let's skip it. 

MR. KNAPP 

. He'll start you on drawings quite easy 
'Till you've drawn both Snow White and Sneezy 

With pencil or pen, 
An egg or the hen. 

An artist who'll never turn cheesy. 

LIBRARIAN 
"Shush! Quiet! and girls please behave now! 
You'd think this a Communist Square noiv! 

So quiet down, please
you act just like fleas-

M ah Gooness! Who ever said that now?" 

PSYCHOLOGY 

She knows Psych is queer to the small lass, 
As to why some birds wear a queer eye-glass. 

Tlw' great or tho' small 
The queerest of all 

Is when queer studies queer in the Psych class. 

ANONYMOUS 

THE 
Compliments 

THE LOWEST PRICES 

"BETTER QUALITY" 

BACH'S DRUG STORE 

WHELAN AGENCY 

HACKETTSTOWN 

Graduation Number 

of 

THE 

CARLON SHOPPE 

SANDWICHES CANDY 

ICE CREAMi 

GENEVIEVE SHOPPE 

HATS-DRESSES-GIFTS 

THEO. G. PLAT'E, JR. 

JEWELER 

EST ABLISH~J) 1857 
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· · An .. Etchirig: 
The town struggled up ftoni··the narrow, filthy 

river. It was a town bristling angrily with smoke
stacks. There was a grey mist eternally over the 
rows of houses; there was the stench of rotting hides, 
hot steam and soap. 

The streets were cobbled and strove: drunkenly 
to reach the top of the rocky hill. They failed miser
ably, barely serving the last few shanties near the top. 

There were four mills in the town, each taking 
in several blocks with square, imposing ugliness. For 
blocks around them clustered rows of tiny grey 
houses with tiny sloping porches. It was like an 
indistinct yet impressive nightmare, those miles of 
shabby houses with their bleak windows and bat
tered ashcans leaning pitifully together in the gut
ters. 

The n1onotony of the clin1bing buildings was 
occasionally broken by an en1pty, barren lot, cluttered 
with tin cans and rubbish, or a dismal grocery store 
or taproom. No matter how ugly the place, one was 
glad for the relief. 

The Ron1an Catholic church stood in the center 
of the town, halfway up the hill, as if defying the 
factories their pron1inence. It was a large frame 
building with a fat, grey spire and wide doors which 
'vere always covered with chalk sprawls. 

The rectory was large and bulging with bow
windows and Victorian turrets. It was like a fat, 
shabby old woman, possessively attached to the 
-church. The paint had been white, but, like every
thing else in the town, had turned grey. There was 
a bald, wind-swept garden between the two buildings 
with an iron-spiked fence enclosing it. 

The priest slipped out of the back door of the 
church and bent his grey, capped head against the 
November wind. It was an irreverent wind; it plas
tered his skirts against his legs ; it blew a mass of 
dead, crisp leaves and bits of dirty paper against him 
n1aking a cluttered pattern against the black of his 
gown. 

Son1e grey. pigeons slid diagonally above him 
and disappeared in the tower. The priest paused on 
the side porch of his home and looked across the yard 
to the church. He noticed how the church clung 
there with its odd, desperate dignity, with the 
dirty town thrown together about it. Then he shut 
the door. Elaine Hoyt. 

I Wish I Werenllt 

I wish I weren't everlastingly bored in so n1any 
of my classes and prone to seek deviation by writing 
letters or other such inconsequential things. It's 
truly a plight! 

Do I hear an objective voice raised? You say 
that if I were in earnest in my quest for knowledge, 
I wouldn't find time to allow my imagination to crawl 
surreptitiously out of its abiding place and continue 
on in conjured schemes! The "conjured schemes", 
as it were, are of no greater pitch and mon1ent than 
a clever letter to a Rutgers lad, an idea for a new 
dress, stretching a month's allowance over said 
month (with not too many deprivations), and the 
approaching close of school with con1m·encement 
looming mightily on the horizon. 

Yes, 'tis sad but true that these said things are 
the san1e that cause me the loss of interest when the 
motifs of the Wagnerian Ring are repeated a hun
dre~ times in a Music Appreciation class. 

Then in English class-well, there just aren't 
words! Why, do you know that the other day I 
found myself, before I knew it, formulating a duty 
letter to one of "those aunts". I'n1 sure that were 
we having a heated discussion I would have been 
detected and it never would have happened, but the 
occasion was that of perusing a rather long and in
volved "life of Dickens". Now, having read Stephen 
Leacock's (and various other authors') treatn1ent of 
our dear Dickens, you can appreciate n1y tendency to 
allow my unrestrained imagination to wander, now 
can't you? Oh, you say you can't? 

You say that there is no excuse for n1y inability 
to pay attention. You say I'n1 selfish, even egotis
tical, in not giving n1y directors my utmost atten
tion. And, did I hear you nwntion the n1atter of 
grades ? 

Do you know I'n1 inclined to believe there is 
son1ething in what you say. You've been an inspira
tion for bigger and better things and I thank you
"my conscience" ! 

JEAN CHRYSTIE. 

STOP AND SHOP 
LETA'S BEAU'TY SALON 

REA'S PHARlVIACY 

AT 

SNYDER'S 
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SPECIALIZING IN 

PERMANENT WAVING 

THREE ITEMS $1.00 

GEORGE DEIHL, PROP. 

135 MAIN ST. Telephone H'town 106 
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Who's Who Among The Seniors .. .. .. .. 

Colleg-e Seniors 

Mary Hankinson 

Pat Sweeny 

Jean Rogers 

Jaqueline Bavie:r 

Ruth Gooding 

Charlotte Gulliver 

Ethelwynne Cosbey 

Elaine Martin 

Elaine Martin 

Katherine Conover 

Jean Han1on 

Virginia Stevens 

Charlotte Gulliver 

Elizabeth Havey 

Doris Judson 

Betty Scantlebury 

Priscilla lVIcKeeve:r 

Elizabeth Havey 

Jane Klie 

Jean Hamon 

Bernice Beaty 

Jean Fraser 

Ruth Thiel 

H. SHR.~.l\_NK & SONS 
TAILORS- CLEANERS 

FURRIERS 

FUR STORAGE 

Special Student Discount 

184 MAIN ST. 

Telephone Hackettstown 448 

TEEL'S HARDWARE 

HARDvV ARE, PAINTS AND OILS 

SPORTING GOODS 

AUTO ACCESSORIES 

Graduation Number 

Most Popular 

Most Attractive 

Best Looking 

Most Willing 

Done Most for the School 

Best Leader 

Best Student 

Most Versatile 

Best Figure 

Best Dancer 

Biggest Giggler 

Best Dresser 

Most Athletic 

Most Ambitious 

Best Sport 

Most Forgetful 

Most Dignified 

Most Likely to Succeed 

Tardiest 

Noisiest 

Wittiest 

Quietest 

Neatest 

Before You Step Out, Step Into 

THE VANITY BEAUTY 

SHOPPE 

For Complete Beauty Service 

197 Main St. Phone 175-M 

BURGER'S GRILL 

222 MAIN STREET 

TELEPHONE 203 

Academy Seniors 

Josephine Harvey 

Doris Ohlrogge 

Doris Ohlrogge 

Alice Dunn 

Betty Lees 

Doris Brewster 

Elizabeth Millard 

Beverly King 

Bette Cooper 

Marjorie Burrell 

Doris Brewster 

Margaret Darrow 

Beverly King 

Betty Lees 

Betty Housel 

Jean Selby 

Jean Chrystie 

Betty Lees 

Josephine Harvey 

Jean Selby 

Margaret Darrow 

Adelaide Peters 

Margaret Darrow 

CALL ON 

LEVITT'S 

FOR NEWSPAPERS, MAGAZINES 

STATIONERY - CIGARETTES 

CANDY 

NEWSPAPERS MAGAZINES 

STATIONERY 

NIILTON K. THORP 

139 Main St. Hackettstown, N. J. 
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