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Into the Unl{nown 

We marvel at the explorers who go out the future. We must make the most of it- it 

into the unknown. ·We admire men hke 

Admiral Byrd who risk their hves in mysterious 

adventure. Yet in a sense, we too are ex

plorers. We too are making a trip into the 

unknown - a trip into the future. 

Admiral Byrd did not go on his journey 
.r· 

unprepared. Neither should we go on our 

is the real period of opportunity. It is up to us 

now whether we will take advantage of this 

time to supply ourselves with the equipment 

necessary for our trip, or whether we will 

waste it in useless, unprofitable activity. 

We cannot back out. This trip is the ulti

mate, inevitable future of every one of us. It 

is the acid test of that equipment which we are 

storing u.p during these formative years-these 

journey through hfe unprepared. We cannot 

retrace our steps L we cannot lean on others 

for guidance. We must depend on our own 
years of preparedness. 

knowledge to carry us through. These two· 

years at Centenary are probably the last So, utihze the time at hand. Be prepared 

chance for most of us to equip ourselves for for your future- your trip into the unknown. 
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Why College. 
In writing this, I am going to be 

perfectly frank, and tell you that I came 
to college motivated by three desires. 

The first of these desires was the 
great wish of my mother that I be 
sent to college to "grow up" and to learn 
how to become a "lady." (All her ef
forts toward the latter having gone for 
naught.) To be quite honest, I must 
admit I despise both these terms, and all 
that they imply. 

All my life I have been a "tomboy," 
and have reveled in my comparative 
freedom and independence of the con
ventional. Always have I played and 
fought with boys, and I have suffered 
the pain from broken arms and nose, and 
the disillusionment which comes with 
numerous scratches and poison ivy. I 
have also known the joys of the great 
outdoors, the thrills of flying kites and 
building rafts and huts, the gloriousness 
of hiking and fishing, and the satisfying 
peace which comes to all who love a 
campfire. 

However, while I have been gaily 
romping through the preceding years, 
my poor mother has been wondering 
what trick of fate ever laid me at her 
door. For she has always wanted me 
to be gentle and dutiful, to emulate the 
best of housekeepers, to be quiet and 
serene, in fact a virtual paragon. And 
what a far cry from these lofty as
pirations I have turned out to be! My 
only consolation is, that I have a twin 
sister who has all those desirable at
tributes which I have not, and perhaps 
that may be God's compensation for me! 

The second reason I am at college, is 
my father's burning desire that I should 
some day, somewhere, ,somehow, get a 
few good marks. Here again I have 
proved a disappointment to my parents, 
for I have never received any of the 
brilliant grades my bro,ther and sister 
have accumulated. I have partly suc
ceeded in this field although, for English 
and history have been my redemption, 
probably only because I adore them both. 
Life has always seemed a far too ex
citing proposition to me, to spend it in
doors studying dry, dismal subjects like 
geometry, especially when the world out
side is pining for exploration. Therefore, 
while my brother and sister diligently 
pursued their books, I would slip out and 
watch the sun set or witness marvels 
of the moon and stars as they twinkled 
into being. My weekends were spent 
walking in the woods and parks. To me, 
the wonders of nature have no bounds, 
for at every bend in the pathway, there 
was something new and exciting await
ing my discovery. Even those people 
with incredulous eyes, must admit that 
there can be no substitute for such 
exquis,ite artistry. 

Yes, I have failed to receive A's and 
B's in schoolwork, but I sometimes won
der if I have not received from my 
solitary rambles something of far greater 
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value than can ever be derived by study
ing the pages of a book. 

The third reason I am at college was 
desires of my own to gather up as much 
knowledge as possible about all things 
which are the most beautiful and worth
while in life. Only when I have done this 
will I be completely happy. Happiness 
does not mean wealth or power, or any 
of the material successes life has to of
fer,-to me it means the ability to feel 
and appreciate all things that come of 
God-music, art, poetry, and nature. 

To gain an even deeper understanding 
of these gifts, to grow stronger mentally, 
physically, and spiritually, and to form 
a satisfying and true philosophy of life, 
were my reasons for entering college. 

Senior Dance 
Don't forget the date-the date for 

Saturday night. 
Yes, Saturday night, November 1, 1941 

will rfind our opening dance at Centen
ary, the Senior Dance, in full swing. 
Under a colorful gymnasium, decorated 
in a green and white theme to represent 
the class colors, we'll be dancing to the 
well-remembered music of Eddie Barber. 

Incidentally the dance committees are: 
decorations: Keiter Fisk, Dotty Smith, 
Peggy Love and Susan Gabriel; refresh
ments: Doris Krahmer, Ruth Stevens, 
Barbara Stump and Dotty N aughright; 
orchestra: Aldyth Van Camp and Carol 
Young; invitations: Corabelle Gladwin, 
Esther McDivitt, Juyne Kennedy and 
Grace Ulbricht; programs: Mary Dry
foos, Dotty Williamson, and Jerry Sel
mer. 

We'll be seeing you all at the Senior 
Dance. Don't forget it's a date - at 
eight-thirty, Saturday, November 1, 
1941. 

Mum's the Word 
Are you the talkative girl who bursts 

into dinner bubbling over with babble'? 
Well, it might be a good idea to start 
practicing that old saying - "Little 
children should be seen and not heard"
by the evening of October thirty-first, 
because that's the night of mum dinner. 
No one speaks a word - not even the 
faculty. Unless you want to make a 
sad spectacle of yourself apologizing to 
a silent, unresponsive audience, better 
let that extra-special news for room
mate wait-at least until the last mouth
ful of the slowest food consumer at 
Centenary has completely reached its 
goal! 

It's going to be loads of fun; so come 
prepared to have a silent, merry time. 
Can't you imagine your shins next 
morning black and blue, as a result of 
having the person opposite kick you 
when she wants you to pass the butter? 
Maybe she'll be kind, and attract your 
attention by blackening your eye with 
some rare missile-such as a baked po
tato. 

ashion 
Fa les 

All and sundry - please 
take heed! Defense is the 
thing. Why it's even affect
ing milady's wardrobe. Those 
precious nylons that wear 
for simply eons are lisle
topped now. Silk just isn't! 
But do not despair-for I've 
seen some of the new lisle 

mesh stockings, and they're really not 
one bit "old-maidish". And then - if 
there's any gypsy in you- you'll love 
the glorious colors in lisle novelty rib! 
Mighty chic and warm for the football 
season. They look smooth with loafers; 
and a sweater of the same gay hue 
makes the picture almost complete. Add 
a tweedy skirt, a camel's hair coat, pig
skin gloves or warm mittens, and what 
have you? A distinctive outrfit that 
makes you want to walk on some English 
moor with six hounds in tow! Or just 
sit in the stands and yell your pretty 
self hoarse. 

'N uff said 'bout stockings-Are you 
one of the very unfortunate few who 
have not yet started a silver bracelet 
collection? Oh, my goodness! You'd bet
ter get at it right away. They're so 
gloppy and nice! Two or three's a 
starter, but don't stop till you have at 
least ten or twelve. Some darling ones 
may be had for $1.00 apiece. Of course, 
there are more expensive ones-and all 
sterling, too. Wear 'em all the time 
with anything. If you once have them. 
and then take them off-well, it's un
bearable, that's all. Come one, come all 
to room 115 and we'll see what we can 
do about ordering them for you. (plug, 
p~g) -

Have you noticed lately that we girls 
are definitely cutting in on the men? 
Yep-even wearin' their p-j's! Shock
ing? Maybe-but, oh, so comfortable. 

And of course you can't help missing 
the huge V trend. Need I mention V 
necked argyles or plain pullovers? 
V motifs. on just everything? Makes you 
feel kinda patriotic, too. 

Oh, heavens-here I've been talking 
a black and white streak and even for
got to say "hello, everybody". This is 
our first SPILLED INK, isn't it? Well 
I'll be seein' ya every issue, trying to 
give you a general idea of what's going 
on and what's coming off-in the way of 
clothes, I mean. As for where to get 'em. 
IN ell- have I mentioned room 115? 
Everything you could possibly want ... 
But I'll save the sales talk till you get 
there! 

Now for one last minute tip. (I al
ways think of something brilliant at 
the last minute.) This one's about the 
use of perfume. Ever try putting a drop 
on your tongue and front teeth? Every 
word is a fragrant bit of magic! 

See ya'-and may you knock 'em over 
in the meantime! 

3 



Peggy and Betty Are Entertained 

Peggy Siebert and Betty 
Schwertfeger were the guests 
of Aileen Pei, this week-end. 
Everything started at the 
Biltmore Hotel in New York. 
First, they went to luncheon 
with Mrs. How and Miss 
Lee Ya-Ching, a famous avi
atrix-(the only Chinese avi

atrix) which was, in itself quite an 
honor. 

At 7:30 P. M. they started on an 
evening which they will never forget. 
Ambassador and Mrs. Wei gave a formal 
dinner for 26 guests. Two tables were 
beautifully arranged, one a Chinese 
table, and one an international table. 
Aileen sat at the Chinese table while 
her two guests sat at the international 
table. At the latter, were the Am
bassadors to France and Germany. 
Peggy's dinner partner was a Chinese 
engineer from M.r:r., aged 20, and very 
nice looking. The gentleman on Betty's 
left was the Secretary of the League of 
Nations. Seven languages were spoken 
at that table-Russian, Spanish, Portu
guese, German, French, Chinese and 
English. Luckily, at Peggy's section of 
the table they spoke mostly German, 
which she understands. Only one em
barrassing thing happened. Peggy 
turned to one of the gentlemen and asked 
him in her best German, if he spoke 
that language. To her horror, she 
found that he was the Ambassador to 
Germany! ·where Betty was sitting, 
they spoke French which she under
stands. 

The dinner consisted of eighteen 
courses to be eaten only with chop
sticks (they did pretty well by the 
tenth course) . After dinner, they left 
for the Ball, which the Relief Society 
gave at an Automat. Of course, it did 
not even vaguely resemble an Automat. 
Some of the famous cartoonists of New 
York had decorated the walls with their 
famous characters and jokes. There, 
they listened and danced to music of 
J eno Bartel and his Rhumba Orchestra. 
Eddie Cantor was the Master of Cere
monies. Dinah Shore entertained with 
her singing. At the roulette wheels, 
Betty bumped into Errol Flynn. Among 
other celebrities were Merle Oberon, Jim 
Farley, Luise Rainer, and others. Al
together they had a wonderful evening. 

The following day, Ambassador and 
Madam Wei gave a Chinese luncheon 
for Aileen, Betty, and Peggy at Lum
Fong's. There were only 14 courses this 
time! From there, they drove the girls 
back to good old Centenary. 

* * * 
Centenary girls certainly get around! 

Here are a few examples of what I mean 
"around": Muriel Tompkins went to 
Bucknell. Jane Price, Dot Hicks, Mary 
Melson, and Marilyn Samuels invaded 
Lehigh. Keiter Fiske has been· up there 
recently, too. Ruth Moore had a good 

4 

time at MontClair State Teachers Col
lege. Ann Clendenin went to see Henry 
at Hamburg. Elga Hilferding danced at 
Columbia, and so did Margie Braisted. 
Dawn Gilson visited Yale, so did Bobbie 
Stump Sue Gabriel and Babs Lehman. 
Nancy' Johnson, Peggy Love, and Natalie 
Raub have taken in Princeton. 

* * * 
vVhen Jane Price went to Lehigh, she 

hit a new high in corsage collection. 
Three-yes, one for Friday night, one 
for the game of Saturday, and one for 
Saturday night. 

* * * 
If I only could have seen Nat Raub, 

that Saturday night in Fort Meade. 
Can you imagine leading a Conga with 
half the army at your heels! 

Dody McLean, Jean's sister, spent the 
week-end here at Centenary. 

:J; * * 
Blind Dates are really serious prop

ositions these days. Ginny James went 
to Olive's for a week-end. There was a 
blind date and now they are really 
"crazy". Nancy Horr went for a week
end at Mary LaRue's. The guest met 
the brother of the hostess and well-you 
know the rest. 

:{:: * * 
Did you see Rosanne Menke's two 

orchids she had pinned on her door? I 
did. Whew! 

* * * 
I thought it must have been love, when 

he came so very, very far to see Betty 
N oil every week-end. Then the whisp
ered word, "engaged"-Best wishes to 
you, Betty! 

* * * 
Was Betty Cousins fooled when they 

accepted her offer to dry dishes down at 
the Chi Psi House at Rutgers. He's 
training you "Coz"! 

Entertain at Cal Tea 
On October 6, 1941, the Callilogian 

Society gave its formal tea for the 
freshmen and faculty advisors. 

The freshmen "\vere welcomed into the 
sorority by Gerry Selmer, the president. 
Gerry also introduced the entertainers 
who were Lee Jahnke and Betty Alfonte. 
Lee played two selections, first the very 
popular "Intermezzo" and second the 
"Piano Concerto" equally popular. Betty 
explained the Hawaiian dances and also 
displayed two of these, one a typical 
island dance; the other, a temple dance. 

Refreshments were then served. Mrs. 
DuBois and Mrs. Carpenter acted as 
hostesses. 

Jockey Fegan, who had just won the 
Kentucky Derby: "I just kept whisper
ing in my horse's ear a little poem I 
made up: Roses are red, violets are blue, 
horses what lose are made into glue." 

-The PTinceton TIGER 

Fashion Show Hi-Lights 

Peith Tea 
The Peithosophian Society held its 

annual tea on September the twenty
ninth in honor of the class of nineteen 
forty-three. Betty Carter, as president 
of the Sorority, was hostess to the Fresh
men and Faculty members who attended. 
Mrs. Trevorrow honored the Sorority by 
her presence. 

Constance Adams opened the program 
by reading some of her favorite poetry. 
As Connie is well-known for her ability 
to read with true interpretation, it was 
indeed a pleasure to listen to her ren
ditions of the immortal "J abberwacky" 
by Lewis Carroll, "Spring Fever", by 
Margaret Fishback, and the deeply mov
ing poem "The Stone", by W. W. Gibson. 

A fashion show, which was designed 
to portray the clothes a typical college 
girl would wear on a "Prom Week-end", 
was the highlight of the afternoon. It 
was extremely well planned and ran in 
a sequence, beginning with a traveling 
outfit modeled by Jane Vliet and Betty 
Johnson, and continuing with all the 
many changes necessary during an 
exciting week-end with "the" man. As 
each model entered the hall, she was 
introduced by Betty Carter. Juyne 
Kennedy and Alice Rogers showed what 
the "well dressed" girl should wear the 
first night to dinner. They were both 
delightful costumes, and the models 
themselves were extremely attractive. 
Betty Southworth wore a good-looking 
slack set for the "morning before the 
game" interlude, and Keiter Fisk donned 
a simple classic wool dress for the kick
off. In preparation for the big dance 
Marjorie Braisted appeared in a house
coat, carrying a make-up box. The night 
of dreams, the Prom, was glori,fied by 
the presence of Dotty N aughright in a 
sophisticated red jersey gown. Our 
heroine was tucked into bed at last, 
happy, but tired, wearing orthodox Dr. 
Denton pajamas and cuddling a big 
woolly teddy bear. 

The formal program ended with a 
piano solo by Margaret Robbins. She 
chose as her selection, Tschaikowsky's 
Andante from the Fifth Symphony. 

Tea was then served, with Mrs. Haring 
and Miss Hutchings graciously presid~ 
ing at the tea table, and the sorority 
members acting as hostesses. A single 
Talisman rose was given to each of the 
guests, as a means of preserving for
ever in their scrapbooks the memory of 
their first college sorority tea. 

Nothing rhymes with orange: 
Borange, corange, dorange, 
Forange, gorange, horange, 
J orange, korange, lorange, 
lVIorange, norange, porange, 
Quol'ange, Rorange, Sorange, 
Torange, Vorange, W orange, 
X orange, Y orange, Zorange, 
Nothing rhymes with orange. 

-FTorn the PTinceton TIGER 
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September 16: Dear Diary-today was 
certainly hectic! The place simply mill
ing with freshmen mostly very bewild
ered, and seniors greeting each other 
like long lost relatives. Unpacking, 
saying hello to one world and good-bye 
to another, meeting roommates, getting 
lost; but, gee, it was fun! Now all I 
have to do is keep some of those wonder
ful resolutions I've made. 

Tonight we got our little sisters, too. 
They're all so nice! 

17: Ah, at last we're getting our bear
ings a ·bit. Nice to be in school with no 
classes, huh? Most enlightening, this 
First Chapel. It helps a lot, don't you 
think? 

And tonight was the faculty reception. 
Big sisters introducing little ( ? ) ones. 
I don't know how I did it, but I remem
bered every name. 

19: We had a very interesting speaker 
tonight: Dr. George Earle Raiguel. He 
told us about "The United States and 
World Affairs," something we should all 
know as much as possible about. Thank 
you, Dr. Raiguel, for a most stimulating 
evening. 

20: Come one, come all, to the A. A. 
"Song Title Party." What fun! And 
the ·original costumes-wish I could think 
of things like that. The punch was super. 

21: Dr. Trevorrow was wonderful as 
usual in his first Vesper talk of the 
year. This one was about "The College 
Citizen." I've never known a man who 
could say so many valuable things in so 
little time. 

23-25: These three days have been 
such a howl I couldn't stop laughing long 
enough to write about each one. All 
except for seven A. M. on the hockey 
field, of course! But, oh, those pig
tails and stockings. The freshmen cer
tainly were wonderful sports about 
everything. And, Diary, I wish you could 
have heard the cute ·song they sang 
tonight in •the dining-room. They 
actually thanked us! 

26: Heavens, there's so much going 
on-how will I ever keep up with it all? 
The Faculty Recital this time. Never 
knew we had so much genius, did you? 
They were all so wonderful, and I can't 
wait to see if Kate Smith sings Mrs. 
Monro's new song. 

27: I told you we were busy. Now it's 
the Guild Hot-dog Roast. Campfires, 
brisk night air, peppy songs, and-food! 
The more I see of those freshmen the 
better I like 'em, and thanks to the Guild 
for making us all happy. 

28: Another worthwhile Vesper 
Service. Dr. Trevorrow's subject this 
time was "College Religion." Every one 
of us could do with a little of that. 

29: The first of the sorority teas was 
given today. Peith presided. As darling 
a fashion show as they have given in a 
long time. How'd you like the "Dr. 
Den tons'?" 
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October 1: Today we start a new 
month. I always sort of turn over a new 
leaf the first of the month, but don't 
hold me to that, Diary dear! 

The Diok tea this afternoon really 
showed some of us up. Who invented 
quizzes, anyway? Oh, well, those prizes 
were worth it! 

International Relations Club shone 
tonight with a super picnic. More food 
and ·songs-I'll take the former (yum
m-m-mmm). 

4: My patriotic spirit awoke today. I 
went to the Guild Knitting Bee and 
chatted and knitted for the Red Cross. 
They should have more of those things. 

5: Tonight we had a guest speaker at 
Vespers-Dr. Lloyd C. Wicke, District 
Superintendent, Jersey City District, 
Newark Conference (Methodist Church). 
He was absolutely fascinating; so poised 
and so very worth listening to. I am 
sure I shall never forget his talk, nor 
will anyone who heard it. 

6: This afternoon the Cals gave their 
tea, a formal one, with local talent sup
plying the very good entertainment. 

7: I'm astounded! The stories the 
psych class tell about their trip to Letch
worth Village are the kind we could 
listen to forever. An experience like 
that certainly is educational, to say the 
least. 

10: The Reverend Robert C. Lintner 
of the Trinity Methodist Church in 
Hackettstown came to talk to us a·t 
Vespers. His subject was "Fagots for 
the Fire." We're always glad to have 
the Reverend Lintner visit us. 

13. Dr. and Mrs. Dubois were host 
to the Book Club for the first time this 
year. I'm going to like that club! (Don't 
tell anybody I mentioned it, Diary, but, 
oh, that fudge!) 

15: Psych trip again - to Clinton 
Farms Reformatory. I'm going to corner 
somebody who went and "make 'em talk." 

16: Today we had a current events 
test sponsored by Time Magazine. You 
never know how much you don't know till 
you find out! Guess I'd better read the 
papers more often. 

17-19: HOME WEEK-END! ! Need 
I say more? 

23: Bamberger's visited us tonight in 
the person of Miss Marjory White who 
talked with us all about our opportunities 
in department store work. Thanks, Busi
ness Club; for setting us straight on 
such matters. 

24: The Guild again-this time with a 
Bridge Party. More fun, more prizes 
won, more people ... anyway, the Guild 
certainly is up and coming when it 
comes down to it! Of course, Diary, you 
know my bridge-(! played rummy!) 

27: Today is Sorority Pledge Day. 
Such excitement-my goodness! Well, 
we're all happy now. 

New York, beware! Centenary girls 

are coming to see "The Corn is Green" 
tonight. From all reports they'll enjoy 
it, too. 

28: The Radio Speech Class brought 
fame and fortune to Centenary today. 
They broadcast Dr. Dubois' new play 
"Thumbs Dp for England." I hear 
they'll be on every month. Must listen
WEST, 1400 on your dial. 

More people went to see "The Corn is 
Green" tonight. It must be good! 

30. Sh-hhhhhhhh! Don't say a word 
till dessert is served. Think we'll see 
any ghosts this Hallowe'en? Maybe the 
Mum Dinner's to make them think we're 
dead, too! 

Well, Diary dear, looks like we won't 
be seein' the rest of the folks for a 
while. But we'll be back, won't we? 

Diok Days 
Weren't you freshmen excited as you 

sat quietly in your rooms last Friday 
afternoon waiting for someone to come 
and take you to-to-what? For Diok, 
and all the sororities, welcoming the 
freshmen was a pleasure. 

Diok held its annual tea last October 
8. A.s was the program last year, a 
"sticker" of a question bee was held, at 
which Babs Lehman was Mistress of 
Ceremonies. Gerry Vogel, Sue Brink
herhoff, Aileen Pei and Barry Bush were 
the brave ones who volunteered as con
testants. Some of the questions were 
really tricky-especially the one about 
the acorns growing on pine trees. But 
after it was all over, Sue came out with 
top honors, receiving as her prize a 
Centenary bracelet. Barry Bush was 
second, with a Centenary key. Those 
in the audience who answered questions 
correctly between rounds were given 
Defense Savings Stamps. After the 
question bee, refreshments were served. 

Diok officers this year are Carol 
Young, president, Carolyn Sundstrom, 
vice-president, Ellen Duncan, treasurer, 
Betty Cousins, secretary, Marilyn 
Samuels, sergeant-at-arms, and Lucy 
Zobian, chaplain. 

Twofold Autumn 
It's ea1·ly autumn. 
C1·isp b1·onze leaves swish ctnd swirl 

across the sidewalk 
In time to the frosty 1norning breeze, 

and the shuffle of the school boy, 
A.s he swings his books, and ·whistles 

mer1··ily on his way. 
In the fields, the bTittle leaves of 

coTnstalks 1·asp ha'Y'shly in the wind, 
A.nd golden pumpkins nestle down beside 

them on the g1·ound 
TVhen the 1neadow larks take shelte1· 

from them winging southward. 
It's late autumn. 
Damp cold leaves a1·e piled, dead upon 

the earth 
To make a blanket for living things, 

pTotected by the hand of God 
A.s He helps the earth to see new life the 

coming year. 

-Barbarct Jean Robison. 
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Things I C 

Food, clothing, shelter-these are the 
necessities of life, but if I had only these 
three things, life would hardly be worth 
living. Friends are called the most im
portant need for man's happiness, but, 
even though I agree, I feel that without 
some few other things life would be dull 
and tasteless. 

For years I have saved a little of my 
Christmas shopping until the papers 
said,_ "One more shopping day till Christ
mas, and then have rushed into Boston 
to add my person to the milling mob of 
shoppers. The stink of hot, damp 
humanity; the surge of the hurrying 
crowd; the sharp press ,of a million 
elbows; the blare of toneless off-key 
trumpets playing "Silent Night"-all 
these make up the last day rush, and 
all these arouse my Christmas spirit 
more than the fir trees, jingle bells, and 
silver stars. 

Just the opposite of this is the quiet
ness and relaxation of a cool swim on a 
torrid summer's night. I clearly recall 
one such 'Occasion this summer. Several 
of my friends and I walked down to the 
dock and plunged thru the dark night 
into the still darker water of Lake 
Champlain. Then, alone and unhurried, 
I headed for my favorite buoy about one 
hundred feet out. Half way out I stopped 
and turned over onto my back to gaze 
up at the stars. Suddenly I was over
c-ome bv a spirit of peace such as I have 
never known at any other time. For 
one brief moment the universe was 
mine ~ the world and every twinkling 
star was mine - all belonged to me. 
For that one brief moment security was 
mine-no harm could come to me; no 
no cold or heat or pain touch me; no 
worries fret me. Many other times I 
have gone swimming at night and en
joyed it very much, but no other time 
ever paralleled that one hi which I 
found perfect peace. I think heaven 
mui"lt be like that. 

Rain storms are another of life's lux
uries. The biologist may 'See them only 
as the means by which drink is supplied 
to ,animals and plants for their physical 
well-being, but to me they also supply 
drink for the soul. My spirit always 
glows after a long walk thru a gentle 
summer rain with my thoughts or a 
loved one for company. When cold win
ter rains fall, the patter on the window 
pane adds greaUy to my pleasure as I 
sit and read, snug and warm, before an 
open fire. But most glorious of all is the 
splendor of a thunder and lightning 
storm. Standing drenched midst the 
downpour, I'm always sure that, when 
a crack of lightning rends the sky, the 
face of God shines through. 

In the hush of deep winter I often 
think how beautiful and perfect the 
world looks under a covering of snow. 
Last winter as I walked along, carefully 
so as not to muss the soft snow too much, 
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I thought of the war in Finland, and 
wondered how those men could bear to 
stain the white purity of God's snow
fall with the crimson of man's blood. 
The snow was meant to be looked at and 
played in, not fought over by angry men. 
When the snow falls in a gentle flurry, I 
like to watch each flake search for a good 
l,anding field and then settle gently on 
its chosen spot. But still more I enjoy 
the blinding rage of a wind blown 
blizzard beating against my legs, red
dening my nose, and making icicles of 
my finger tips. When, at last, the snow 
has hidden the darkness and misery of 
earth, what could make a more appeal
ing picture than children sliding down 
and trudging back up the hillside it has 
covered, or graceful skiiers flying down 
the glistening slopes. But despite its 
loveliness, or rather because of it, I 
have ,often felt that snow should only fall 
in the country where cars, and plows, 
and smoke, and dirt cannot turn its 
beauty to black frozen piles which block 
traffic. 

The very best thing of all I have 
saved until the last. To me the world 
would be much less wonderful without 
Maine's rocky ,shore. More than two 
years have passed since I actually saw 
the waves break over the pink and gray 
rocks of Grindstone Point, but in my 
imagination I still hear the surge of 
waves above the everyday noises, and I 
still see the foam rising high into the 
air. Thru my mind passes a series of 
pictures. First, I see the waves early in 
the morning shimmering in the sunlight, 
piling high, breaking noisily, and lap
ping softly at the rocks as a child licks 
an ice cream cone. Now the sun is set
ting and the ocean reflects the purple, 
gold, and red hues of the dying day. 
Here at my feet the waves slap, gently 
but firm1y, against the rocks. Again I 
see the ocean, this time from my bed as 
I gaze out the window thru a frame of 
silver-specked fir branches at the quietly 
slumbering harbor beneath a blanket of 
silver which the moon has pulled over it. 
But the sea is not always so calm, for 
now I see it billowing and pounding. In 
the distance the gray sea meets the gray 
sky, while here in front of me it dashes 
against the rocks sending up clouds of 
whitefoam, then recedes with a whirl to 
prepare itself to pounce once more on the 
never-yielding shore. 

These are the things I cannot do with
out, 'and these are the things Sara Teas
dale might ,have been thinking of when 
she wrote: 
"Spend all you have for loveliness, 

Buy it and never count the cost; 
For one white singing hour of peace 

Count many a year of strife well lost. 
And for a breath of ecstacy 

Give all you have been or could be." 

-Constance E. Adams 

A Glance At The Work of the 

Guild 
Do you remember what happened at 

Centenary on September 25, 1941? You 
probably do, but I'm just going to 

refresh your memory. At that time the 
Guild held its first meeting in the 
chapel. The purpose of this meeting was 
to acquaint the new girls with the cab

inet members and the work of the or
ganization. 

The faculty advisor for the Guild is 
Miss Cummings, and the cabinet officers 
are: Connie Adams, president; Mary 
Dryfoos, secretary-treasurer; Kay Har
ris, publicity manager, and Helen Ecker, 
South Hall manager. The most outstand
ing factor about the membership of the 

Guild is that everyone of us auto

matically joins when she enters Cen
tenary. 

This year, more than ever before, the 
Guild hopes to accomplish many worth
while projects. Many of you are already 
knitting sweaters for the American Red 
Cross. Last year 140 garments were 
knitted by the faculty and students, and 
this year they hope to exceed this 
number. 

Another way in which the Guild hopes 
to create a spirit of enthusiasm is by 
selling candy on the various halls. Do 
you remember who the representatives 
are on your hall? Just to refresh your 
memory they are: Jane Price and Dawn 
Gilson on South Hall, and Marilyn Sam
uels and Merridy Coates on North Hall. 

Perhaps you have already noticed the 
small box mounted on the wall on both 
North and South Halls. It is a mite box 
and is placed there for any donations 
you wish to contribute to the Guild. 
Later on in the year, a mite-box drive 
will be sponsored, and at that time 
everyone is especially urged to con
tribute. 

If you are not already saving your 
tin foil, please start right now. As soon 
as you've saved some fiat sheets, give 
them to one of the Guild cabinet mem
bers. They, in turn, will give your tin 
foil to the British War Relief Fund. 

Those of you who were here last year 
will have little trouble in recalling the 
Variety Show given by the faculty. 
Each year the proceeds of the show are 
turned over to the Guild. Be sure to 
watch for the announcement of the date 
of this year's faculty show. 

Sometime in the middle of the year, 
the Guild hopes to arrange several more 
bridge parties. We hope you all enjoyed 
its first get-together on Friday night, 
Oct. 24. 

In this outline of the projects that the 
Guild is planning to undertake this 
year, you can better understand why it 
needs the support of each and every one 
here at Centenary. 

Spilled Ink 



May We resent II II II II 

Janet Carlson 

"Do you want to see my spoons?" 
When we hear that familiar question, 
you can bet it's Janet Carlson coming 
your way. You see, everybody, she is to 
be married and plans are well on the 
way. These spoons she is so proudly 
displaying are part of her hope chest. 
We also can't help but notice her blonde 
hair and her petiteness in height and 
weight-lucky girl! 

When she was asked by inquisitive 
onlookers what her secret ambition was, 
she smiled that Carlson grin and said, 
"Try to combine marriage and busi
ness." We guessed that she wanted to 
work for a few years after she was 
married. And who is the lucky man, 
you ask? It is none other than her ideal 
man who has the requirements of being 
tall, blonde, a good dancer and very 
understanding. This man can be none 
other than Nils-you know, the man in 
the army uniform. We know other army 
men appear around here, but Nils 
darkens C. J. C.'s doorstep the most. 

I wonder if Nils knows her secret 
desire? This peaceful little girl wants 
to have a big fight-to really lose her 
temper just once. Maybe we should 
warn him to beware. 

She really grinned when she told of 
an embarrassing experience in school. 
It seems she was going to the girls5 

room and nonchalantly walked into the 
boys' room. Can you imagine? I hope 
that'll teach her to read signs after this. 

In her spare moments, Janet knits. 
One sweater will be out of style by the 
time it's finished. In all seriousness, 
though, we think she's grand and wish 
her loads of luck and happiness in the 
coming years. She deserves it! 

Florence Browning 

On opening day we couldn't help but 
notice the big Buick drive up with a 
cute little girl at the wheel. She was, 
as we soon found out, Florence Brown
ing or "Brownie", as her friends call 
her. 

Well, this peppy little number is only 
five feet, one and three-quarters, has 
brown hair and a good figure. She says 
she wants to get married very much, 
but would like to be a social worker 
before that. "Brownie's" plans are quite 
indefinite, but she's thinking of going to 
Columbia after she leaves C. J. C. When 
in the world does she plan to get in all 
her married life? Maybe she's another 
that wants to combine marriage with a 
career. 

Has she a secret desire? You bet she 
has, and that's to be an actress. Well, 
who knows, she may get her wish some
day. 

With a sigh she tried to describe her 
ideal man, but she was hesitant about 
revealing his name . . . in fact, she 
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wouldn't. All we know is that he is 
tall, has big shoulders, is a good dancer, 
has a good sense of humor, is not too 
good looking and has a strong char
acter. What a man! How about bring
ing him around sometime, Brownie? 

"Lobster and all desserts are my fav
orite foods," says Brownie. Such a com
bination! But all to one's own taste. 
She also likes all sciences, not that they 
have anything to do with food, and she 
likes the colors red and yellow. As for 
a song, it's now "All Alone and Lonely". 

We really don't need to wish this 
young girl luck in school, as she is bound 
to find it. Anyway, we wish luck, success 
and happiness to a grand freshman! 

Georgine Hill 

Her name is Georgine Hill but she is 
more commonly known as "Georgie." 
You know her. Of course you do. She's 
a freshman whose winning smile and 
most agreeable nature is fast helping 
her to make a place :for herself here at 
Centenary. 

She's only 5'2" but that doesn't seem 
to hinder her one bit. Georgie likes all 
sports especially golf. As for studies, it 
looks like we've met another scientist. 
Yes, she finds chemistry (are you there, 
Dr. Stewart?) most interesting. Perhaps 
that's because some day she wants to be 
a nurse. 

Something smells good! It's that 
Shalimar perfume Georgie likes so 
much. But that's not all she likes. No, 
she thinks that Tommy Dorsey has an 
"all right" orchestra, especially when he 
plays "Day and Night.'' I'm sure that 
meets with the general concensus of 
opinion. 

Did you know that Georgie's father 
graduated from Centenary when it was 
a co-educational institution? This is 
one of the reasons why Georgie decided 
to come here. 

This is just a little bit of general in
formation about Georgie in a nutshell, a 
nutshell really too small to do her 
justice- however, this does serve the 
purpose of getting acquainted with one 
of the members of the class of '43. 

Elizabeth Johnson 

She's tall, very attractive, and has 
beautiful natural-curly hair. Yes, that's 
right, I'm talking about Betty Johnson, 
one of the members of this year's senior 
class. Have you ever heard her laugh 
or seen her smile? If you haven't you've 
missed a delightful and humorous spec
tacle. 

Betty is another sport enthusiast. 
Swimming and basketball rank highest 
with her. She also enjoys reading, al
though, she confesses she doesn't find 
very much time to do as much reading 
as she would like to do. However, Betty 

isn't a bookworm. On ,the contrary, she 
likes to dance, especially when the music 
is supplied by Glen Miller's orchestra. 

Betty has a passion for cute little pins. 
She hopes to enlarge her collection dur
ing this year. Her prize pin is one re
sembling a human hand. Sounds weird, 
doesn't it? But not half as weird as her 
crave for stale angel-food cake. Yes, 
Betty will keep her cake for months and 
then insist that she enjoys it much better 
after it becomes nice and stale. 

Betty is very active around school. 
Besides being an officer of the senior 
class, Peith Sorority, and the business 
club, she is also a representative on the 
Student Council. The class of '42 de~ 
pends on her in a great many ways. 
Here's to you, Betty, and may you profit 
by and enjoy your senior year at Centen
ary. 

FLYPAPER FANTASY 
or 

The Tragic Tale of Billy and 
Willy 

Two little flies, Willy and Billy 
Were buzzing round the town, 

Let's light somewhere said Billy to Willy, 
High flying gets rne down. 

Let's crawl around or rest a while, 
Slack up this killing pace. 

Let's stYoll aYound on some dead dog, 
Then o'e1· some lady's face. 

Say, what's that cYowd that's flitting by? 
Unless I'm just a fool, 

All the flies in Hackettstown 
AYe headed for the school. 

To C. J. C. we'll wend our way
TheYe to lea1·n to woYk and play. 

The games they play aYe quite the thing. 
So on our way, please shake a wing. 

This rnust be paYadise we've found. 
See the angels all aYound, 

We'll go a1·ound to the old north wing, 
And don't forget, the game's the thing. 

Now Yo om ninety is said to be 
The home of hospitality. 

So let us wing our way inside
Two angels fair within abide. 

Ah, then's a garne where brother flies 
Have grouped to play and I surmise 

They're gathered there to see who beats. 
Let's light nearby and get good seats. 

So here we are, but dear, oh, dear, 
My feet are caught, or so I fear. 

1 can't move numbers three or six, 
No1· two, nor four,-oh, what a fix! 

1 don't get this game they play, 
And wish that I could get away. 

I can't go home as I can't get loose, 
My wife will laugh at this excuse. 

This end of ours is truly sad 
And we are out of luck 

Whatever kind of game this is, 
One fact remains-we're stuck! 

Willy's Friend 
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A Freshman Speaks About 
Initiation 

DEAR SENIORS 

-to the tunl? of "America the Beautiful'' 

Oh beautiful fo·r red 1·inged eyes, 
For braided tails of hai·r, 
For long black stockings elegant 
That all the fr·eshmen wear. 
For stockings that hang down from. 

skirts, 
And shoes that aren't c~ pair, 
For small green caps and freckles black. 
TVe thank thee Seniors dec~r. 

Oh beautiful for cigarettes 
That freshmen pass out j1·ee. 
For learning all the Seniors' names, 
And songs we sing to thee. 
Oh beautiful joT bright Ted signs 
That hang on front and rear. 
For clothes worn backwar·ds, ~vork to do 
TV e thank thee Senior-s dear. 

* * * 

It was the evening of Monday, Sept
ember 22, 1941, that the torture began. 
On that memorable occasion, we pre
pared for the ordeal by getting our 
clothes ready, braiding our hair, setting 
our alarm clocks, and staying up as late 
as- possible to memorize songs. 

The following morning, we all trouped 
out on the hockey field where we were 
made to feel as ridiculous as it is 
humanly possibly to feel. We all looked 
"beautiful" in the specified regalia. A 
long human rope writhed and twisted 
grotesquely throughout the morning mist 
in a snake dance, followed by a Conga 
with black-stockinged legs sticking out 
at queer angles and different times. 
Then we all marched in to breakfast
our feet wet and spirits ebbing. Each 
morning started the same with only 
slight variations such as lipstick mon
ocles, eyebrow pencil freckles, and clothes 
worn backwards. 

At mealtime various devices were used 
to make the food harder to get-some of 
us using knives and some using fork 
handles to convey the food to our 
mouths; some with chairs turned around 
and trying to bring the food through the 
backs of them; some having a "Mum 
square meal"-all having some queer 
method of feeding ourselves at one time 
or another, and all enjoying it im
mensely. 

Each evening we were confined to 
quarters during study period, but that 
wasn't so bad. 

There were no hard feelings about 
RAT COURT, where all the girls who 
were on the black list were ridiculed. 
Instead, as we look back on those three, 
short-but-oh-so-nice-days, we think of 
what fun they were, and we are glad 
they happened. 
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The "Spies" of Life 
Some days you just can't make a 

nickel. That's what Whit's man must 
have thought when he joined a poker 
game to win enough money for an 
"extra special week-end"-but lost his 
very last penny which cancelled the 
whole thing. Or did it? 

* * * 
The army can think of the best 

excuses! Janet Carlson was sadly sur
prised on the telephone the other night 
when Nils phoned to break a date be
cause, he said, ''I'm at war". Now, we 
know better! 

* * * 
Have you noticed any marked differ

ence in Jerry Selmer's teeth? I haven't 
either, and I can't understand it, because 
she's even making appointments with 
"the Dentist" on Friday and Saturday 
nights! 

* * * 
Miss Fowler asked Betty Southworth 

to use "futile" in a sentence in her 
Business English class. Betty didn't 
even pause to "penser" but came out 
with "Wasn't Futile the name of the 
system they used in the Middle Ages?" 

* * * 
Ruthie Moore must have had some ride 

up to school this Sunday. Every time 
they stopped the car at a red light it 
stalled. V\-rhen it finally got into Hack
ettstown, after a straining trip, it stop
ped altogether and forever. Yes, she 
really had to walk the rest of the way. 

* * * 
Jerry and Gracie have been all up in 

the air since their recent trip to Canada. 
Yes, yes, the R.A.F. y'know. 

* * * 
There is a certain Sergeant at Fort 

McClellan, Alabama who is helping Olive 
Richardson make a neat collection of 
pins of all sorts. 

* * * 
Poor Carol DeSerio. I don't blame her 

for being sad. Her "best" of friends is 
now on his way to South America. 
There is no telling when she will see him 
again. That's really tough. 

Helen Terry certainly has him trained 
right! He comes all the way from V er
mont to see her, and then arranges a 
really super week-end in New York, with 
friends. 

Herbie's picture passes from room to 
room on Upper South as Jean Vander
werker gets dates for him each week
end. The picture goes to whoever is 
next on the list. You see, he comes with 
her date. Rather convenient, isn't it? 

Jane has a fraternity pin- but no 
strings attached. How these Southern 
Belles can do it! 

* * * 
Sue Brinkerhoff was dozing in her 

quiet room on Sunday, when she over
heard a voice (Marsha Weber) saying, 
"Come over here, mother, I want to 
show you the messiest room I've ever 
seen!" You can imagine Sue's em
barrassment when the door opened and 
it was her door! 

* * * 
And what about the earnest Freshman 

who got on the bus to New York wear
ing her green hat! 

* * * 
Did you hear about Marilyn Samuels 

treating her favorite mouse to some 
Guild candy bars? She even paid a 
dime so they wouldn't have to worry 
about their budget. 

1---

Remember? 
I'll Never Sn~ile Again? 
Your First Impression of C.J.C? 
When we all had matches? 
Our first home week-end? 
What French fried potatoes taste 
Pigtails and anklets hanging 

skirts? 
"Honky Tonk?" 
Mice in waste paper baskets? 
Barry flushing at Rat Cour·t? 
Those Lafayette blind dates? 
Before everything was taxed? 

like? 
fron~ 

Is There A Doctor In The House? 
Nan~e Ailn~ent Cure 

name Smith Betty Schwertfger 
Stump & Johnson 
Dawn Gilson 
Margaret Ranger 
Betty Carter 
Connie Adams 

"Moost beautiful girls in Sveeden" 
lost pin 

mirror 
powder puff 
ration card 

Sue Brinkerhoff 
Gerry Vogel 
Marie Giacomo 

Too many mooch food 
Can't read Colgate's code 
Bostonian accent 
Veronica Lake 

short hand book 
year in Brooklyn 
baby bob 

Too many Vogels 
Twice a maid of honor 

change name to Estes 
"Butcher Boy" 

HERE A FRESHMAN - THERE A 
FRESHMAN- EVERYWHERE 

A FRESHMAN 
Nancy Bogart appointed Hall Presi

dent in Upper South . . . 
Olive Richardson appointed Hall Presi

dent in Lower South ... 
Jane Price appointed Guild Repre

sentative from Upper South .. 

Dawn Gilson appointed Guild Repre
sentative from Lower South ... 

Jean Van Derwerker elected Sergeant 
at Arms in French Club ... 

Harriet Desmond elected treasurer of 
Business Club . . . 

Dawn Gilson elected secretary-trea
surer and vice president of choir. 
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Something Borrowed, Something New 
The Bewildered Yale Fresh

man Writes Home 
Dear Mother: 

My room is kind of peculiar. I am in 
Connecticut. I don't mean the state, but 
of course I am there too. The house 
where I live is called Connecticut be
cause Nathan Hale lived here. That 
may not sound like a good reason for 
calling it that to you, but that's it. My 
room is sort of weird. It is sort of 
warped. If you don't hold on to the 
furniture tight as you walk around the 
room you keep sliding down into the 
closet. My roommate slipped in three 
times the first night. The first time 
three bats flew out. 

Our bed room is nineteen feet long and 
three feet wide. It is kind of peculiar, 
too. There are no termites. They died 
long ago. We are only allowed twelve
foot electric cord extensions, and there 
is only one outlet in the room. We have 
a nine-way plug in it leading to lights 
and radios and stuff all over the room. 
It kind of looks like the school gym 
decorated for a dance, so we hung 
orange and blue and green streamers 
from the cords. It's not really as pretty 
as it sounds. Pictures don't help. If 
you hang them straight, they make the 
room look as bad as it really is. If you 
hang them the way the room is, you 
unconsciously walk parallel to the verti
cal edges and keep falling over. 

Everything costs too much here. Every 
time I go out somebody sells me some
thing. And when I stay in my room too. 
Do you think you could send me some 
money? 

Your loving son, 
Gurgles 

P.S. About fifteen bucks. 
-From the Yale Record 

In the morning-
7: 00 A. M.-Spring quickly out of 

bed. 
7:01 A. M.-Spring quickly back in 

again. 
7:20 A. M.-Rush quickly to window, 

take 100 breaths of cool morning air. 
Next day-Pneumonia. 

* * * 
If Ching One Lung and Ching One Looie 

Sat them down to eat Chop Suey 
And ate and ate until they died, 

Would that be chop suey-cide? 

* * * 
Polygamy would never work in this 

country. Think of six wives in a kitch
enette. 

* * * 
You may quote us as saying that love 

at first sight is a "Blisskrieg". 

* * * 
When a bunch of girls get together, 

Lord pity the first one that leaves. 
* * * 

A monologue is a conversation be
tween a man and his wife. 

-From the Virginia Tech 
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A good line is the shortest distance 
between two dates. 

* * * 
When I'm relaxing in something chic 
The doorbell doesn't so much as squeak. 
But let me roll my hair in tin 
And watch my wretched friends drop in. 

* * * 
A gal may live alone and lack "it". 

* * * 
Before I heard. the doctor tell 
The real danger of a kiss 
I thought that kissing you 
Was the nearest thing to bliss. 
But now, my dear, I know biology, 
I sit and sigh and moan 
6,000 mad bacteria 
And I thought we were alone. 

* * * 
Tragedy: 

Jane 
And her boy friend 
Went to pick 
Violets, 
But 
Jane's little sister 
Came along 
And so 
They 
Picked Violets. 

* * * 
I like men. 
They stride about, 
They reach in their pockets 
And pull things out 
They look important, 
They rock on their toes 
They lose all the buttons off their clothes. 
They throw away pipes, 
They find them again. 
Men are queer creatures 
I like men! 

* * * 
I'm through with women, 
They cheat and they lie. 
They prey on us males 
Till the day they die. 
They tease us, torment us 
And drive us to sin-
Say! Who was that blonde 
That just walked in? 

* * * 
Exams are just like women 
This statement is quite right 
They ask you foolish questions 
And keep you up all night. 

* * * 
A sensible girl is not so sensible as she 

looks because a sensible girl has more 
sense than to look sensible. 

* * * 
Now I lay me down to sleep 
The lecture's dry; the subject's deep 
But if he should quit before I wake, 
Give me a poke, for goodness sake. 

* * * 
Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall 
Must have been a blonde-

* * * 
Give a girl an inch, and she will wear 

it as a bathing suit. 

The 7 ages of a woman-
The infant, the little girl, the miss, 

the young woman, the young woman, 
the young woman, and the young woman. 

* * * 
"Curlem hair, 
Filum Nail 
Paintum Face, 
Catchum Male" 

"Was she a good dancer?" 
"I call her mustard." 
"Why mustard?" 
"Because she was always on my dogs." 

* * * 
Frosh: Professor, I can't stay in class 

today. 
Prof: Why? 
Frosh: I don't feel well. 
Prof: Where don't you feel well? 
Frosh: In class. 

* * * 
Two lovers had separated because of a 

quarrel. Finally the man couldn't stand 
it any longer and called her long dis
tance. 

New York, He-"Darling, I can't live 
without you. I love you. If you don't 
come back to me I'll take poison!" 

Miami, She-"Oh, honey, I love you 
so. I have tried everything to forget, 
but I realize I live only for you. I was 
going to take poison if I didn't hear 
from you by the end of the week." 

Telephone Operator-"There will be 
an extra charge for a poison to poison 
call." 

* * * 
He: "Since I met you I can't eat, I 

can't sleep, I can't drink." 
She (shyly): "Why not?" 
He: "I'm broke." 

* * * 
Early to bed and early to rise, 
Your gal goes out with other guys. 

* * * 
Sign on the back of a Ford: "Not 

lazy-just shiftless". 

* * * 
A tommyhawk is what if you go to 

sleep suddenly and wake without any 
hair, there is an Indian with. 

* * * 
Here's to the pictures on our desk. 

May they never meet. 

* * * 
He's the kind of blind date who makes 
you wish you were. 

* * * 
We've just found out the definition of 

"intuition". You can't get "in" without 
the "tuition". 

He couldn't jump over the candle stick 
Jack wasn't nimble, 
Jack wasn't quick. 
Hotfoot! 

-From N. Y. U. Varieties 
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"Thanks 
Dr. George Earl Raiguel 

"The United States and World Affairs'' 
Did you ever know a man who has 

actually talked with Hitler? Centenary 
girls can claim this distinction since 
Doctor George Earl Raiguel talked with 
us. 

He explained that Hitler in person im
pressed him very little, as he was not a 
brilliant conversationalist as would be 
expected, but as a leader of men, his 
hypnotic powers of speech could sway 
the masses into madness with the desire 
to follow him. It is this Hitler, as com
plete master of his people, that the 
world of today must banish. 

Dr. Raiguel stressed that America 
must be more alert than we are to the 
acuteness of world affairs, standing 
firmly beside the democratic nations 
with determination to survive and keep 
safe all our liberties of speech, religion, 
and thought, which we hold so dear. 

Dr. Lloyd C. Wicke 
"The true way to live is to conform 

to all of the rules. Not just the ones 
that we happen to like, but to all of 
them. We should do this in order that 

Song Title Party 
The school year opened gaily for both 

freshmen and seniors with the Athletic 
Association party held on Saturday 
night, September 20. All the girls re
ceived invitations in the form of tele
grams telling them to come dressed to 
represent a song. 

Many of the costumes were very 
original. The girls were met at the 
door by Mrs. Haring and "Two Sleepy 
People" who were Janet Carlson and 
Betty Carter. The parade of songs was 
soon begun, and the duplicate costumes 
eliminated. 

The judges had a hard time choosing 
the best ones, but the winners were 
Patricia Goodenough's "Do I Worry?" 
as the funniest and Harriet Desmond's 
"Trees" for the most original. The lat
ter consisted of shoe trees tied together 
and the former was Pat with lines and 
wrinkles and powder on her face. They 
each received a big cardboard box as 
prizes, and after digging way down, 
found sheet music with very comical 
titles. "Angels with Dirty Faces", re
ceived honorable mention as did a group 
of girls who came as "McNamara's 
Band". There were many duplicates of 
the "Lady in Red", "Two Sleepy People", 
and "Stormy Weather", but all had 
original touches. 

After all the laughter had died down, 
the program continued with Nat Raub 
reading a story which turned out to be 
very amusing. As she read, different 
people in the audience would come out 
with sounds representing the animals 
and people in the story. As no one knew 
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we can know what needs to be re
formed." This is the belief of Dr. Lloyd 
C. Wicke who is the District Superin
tendent of the Jersey City District, New
ark Conference, who spoke- to us in 
chapel on the evening of' October fifth. 
Dr. \iVicke gav·e as examples of the lives 
of many famous men who are famous, 
bec·ause they conformed in order to re
form. I am sure that we all enjoyed his 
talk and that we will all profit from it. 

Reverend Lintner 
On October 10, 1941 our guest speaker 

at Vespers was the Reverend Robert C. 
Lintner of Trinity Methodist Church 
here in Hackettstown. 

In his talk of "Fagots for the Fire" 
Reverend Lintner illustrated ·his point 
through many insp1nng stories in
cluding those about a Borneo Missionary, 
an English painter, Martin Luther, John 
Wesley, and Maude Booth. 

His two texts were the Golden Rule 
and Paul's "For me to live is Christ." 

As a climax to Reverend Lintner's 
speech, we all joined in singing the 
hymn "Be Strong," which he had used 
to illustrate one of the many fine points 
presented in his talk. 

who the people were who had to make 
the sounds, all were very amused when 
sounds came from someone right near. 

Refreshments came next and were 
welcomed by all. There were cookies and 
punch, which disappeared in a hurry. 
Other games were played, such as form
ing words with everyone having differ
ent letters. As some one would call out 
a word, the two teams would see who 
could make the word first. Real compe
tition was started by this game. 

Dancing seemed to be the pastime of 
the rest at the party. It lasted until 
after nine o'clock and from all report::>, 
everyone had a good time. Let's hope we 
can have more parties in the future! 

A Little Bit of Home 
This is my first year as a member of 

the book club and I can assure you that 
our initial meeting was an occasion I 
will not forget. Dr. and Mrs. Du Bois 
started the club when there were only 
thirty students in the Junior college; 
now we have over forty members in the 
club. 

Their home is as charming as its host 
and hostess, and everyone who enters it 
feels quite at home. There is a warm, 
congenial atmosphere that is wonderful 
to feel. 

Gladys Bahr is president and Lucy 
Zobian, secretary and treasurer. The 
purpose of the club is to discuss current 
books. Betty Schwertfeger reviewed the 
book, "Sister Carrie" by Theodore Dreis
er and Kay Harris reviewed, "Mr. and 

Mrs. Cugat" by Isabel Rorick. Betty 
Schwertfeger, Florence Browning, Dawn 
Gilson, and Annrea N em were chosen to 
select the books that the club will buy 
for the library. After the books were 
reported on, Mrs. Du Bois served her 
famous refreshments and I am afraid 
there were many who had to loosen their 
belts. 

The members of the book club are: 
Lucy Zobian, Betty Schwertfeger, Mar
garet Robbins, Kathryn· Harris, Ruth 
!Dominick, Juyne Kennedy, Virginia 
James, Babette Lehman, Constance 
Adams, Grace Ulbricht, Claire Klein
feld, Gerry Selmer, Nancy Johnson, 
Corabelle Gladwin, Doris Krahmer, Sue 
Gabriel, Esther McDivitt, Edith Bolte, 
Mary Dryfoos, Barbara Betts, Martha 
Moore, Annrea Neill, Marilyn Samuels, 
Dorothy Smith, Betty Cousins, Marjorie 
Jost, Peggy Siebert, Muriel Judson, Ann 
Van Deusen, Pat Dwyer, Peggy Shed
wick, Joan Bush, Jane Van Sickle, Nancy 
Goulet, Jean McLean, Jean Souder, Jane 
Schlegel, Lee Jahnke, Eileen Pei and Lois 
Wilson. 

If s Gay Paris 
Parlez-v·ous francais? Attention 

"s'il vous-plait", were the first French 
words I have heard in years. This is a 
fascinating club in which the girls try 
to speak as much French as they can. 
The club is in session now and there 
are French conversations all around me. 

Although my French is not very good, 
I can comprehend the rapid conversa
tion. It seems that this is a business 
meeting and they are discussing the two 
goals which they hope to attain this 
year. Before Christmas they hope to 
raise thirty dollars to send to England 
for the support of a French refugee. 
After Christmas they will raise more 
money to buy cigarettes for French war 
prisoners. This money will be raised by 
giving the "French Cabaret", sandwich 
sales and possibly a French play. 

Doris Clark is president, Virginia 
James is secretary and treasurer and 
Jean Van Derwerker is Sergeant-at
Arms. 

The weekly programs are planned by 
the members of the club who are: Vir
gima Brenneman, Muriel Tompkins, 
Marilyn Murphy, Rosanne Menke, 
Florence Sherman, Jean Me Lean, Mar
jorie Puppo, Barbara Jean Robison, 
Katherine Erbacher, Helen M. Papp, 
Eleanore Mills, Gladys Bahr, Dorothy 
Smith and Ruth Dominick. 

"What are you putting in your vest 
pocket there, Murphy?" 

"That's a stick of dynamite. Every 
time that Riley sees me he slaps me on 
the chest and breaks all my cigars. The 
next time he does it he's going to blow 
his hand off." 

-The PTinceton TIGER 

Spilled Ink 



Just a 
Book-Worm 

Have you ever settled back in one of 

those comfortable leather chairs in the 
"browsing corner?" Once you swing 

your legs over the arm of the chair and 
your feet dangle, you are set. 

What are you reading? One of the 
fiction books on the shelf? Next month, 
the library will have a display of new 
fiction, and from that time on you can 
catch up on all the excellent books that 
came out this summer, that you wanted 
to read and did not. You will want to 
read "Berlin Diary" and "Keys of the 
Kingdom" by Cronin. The most power
ful book I read this summer was 
"Whistle Stop" which was written by a 
girl who just graduated from Michigan. 
The library will offer these current 
books as well as many others. It is up 
to us, here this year at Centenary, to 
help build up our library by contributing 
towards the new books. 

Talking of new books, have you seen 

the beautiful new Art Books the Car
negie Corporation of New York granted 
us? There are books on all phases 
of art with beautiful color reproductions. 
There are books on Architecture, Paint
ers, Sculpturers, Interior Decorating, 
The History of American Costume, 
History of Mural, and also two books the 
Play Production girls can use, "Theatre 
in Action" and a book on puppets. Ask 
to see these new books. Even if you 
aren't interested in art, Miss Hutchings 
will show you a book that cost Fourteen 

dollars! 

Oh yes! Is your man in the army? Then 
there is a little booklet you will want 
to leaf through, and that is the 
"Soldiers Handbook." You will under
stand the expressions the fellows use, 
what the insignias stand for and what 
they do all day. 

Before you scoot off to that football 
game, brush up on some football 
knowledge. There is a neat book on one 
of the tables in the browsing corner. I 
skimmed through it once, and amazed 
a chap with my knowledge. He became 
surprisingly confidential about some 
secret tactics his college used, and 
though I didn't understand I looked in
telligent, and he looked impressed. 

Yes, indeed, browse around, my dear, 

we pick up lots of knowledge in the 

library. 

Fall Issue 

STAR DUST 

Carol Bethune 

The stars looked down front their dizzy 
heights, 

A.nd he looked down at her, 
And the light of the stars was in he1· 

eyes 
And the wind played in he1· hair. 

A dnamy smile played on he1· lips 
The lips so soft and warm 

And she looked so lovely standing theTe 
That he took her in his arms. 

He kissed those lips, those beautiful lips 
And he made a sweet confession 

He kissed her soft and snow-white hand 
A·nd asked fo1· its possession. 

Now they have a house, a bungalow 
And a tiny curly head. 

And they're still in love, this happy pair 
'tho her hands are rough and red. 

TT'hen her hair is white, as it will be 
And her cheeks are grooved with caTe, 

And his hair is white, and maybe thin 
He'll still see he1· standing there 

As she once hctd stood on a staT?"Y night 
When the soft wind blew he?' hair, 

And he'll take her in his arms as then. 
They a1·e so in love-this pair. 

From My 
Scrapbook 

MEMORY 

My mind lets go a thouscmd things, 
Like dates of wars and dectths of kings, 
And yet recalls the very hour-
'Twas noon by yonder village tower 
And on the last blue noon in May 

The wind came briskly up this way, 
Crisping the b1·ook beside the ?"oad; 

Then, pausing here, set down its load 
Of pine-scents, and shook listlessly 
Two petals from that wild-rose tree. 

- Thomas B. Aldrich 

* * * 
I missed you so much at dawn today, 
How 1nuch you'll never know; 
My heart was heavy with dismay 
And burdened down with woe. 
I ntissed you so, and there I stood 
Alone with my despair. 
I 'rose at six-What was the good? 
Alas you were not the1·e. 
All alone I lingered on, 
And caused· quite a fuss, 
For you were gone-oh you were 

gone-

My seven-thirty bus. 
-Anonymous 

The Business 
World Comes 

to Centenary 
We're sure you'll be interested to 

know about some of the important per
sonages who will be coming here to 
speak to us as guests of the Business 
Club this year. There will be Mr. 
Heaton, Personnel Manager of the Her
ald-Tribune; Mr. U. vV. Gillette of the 
Bell Telephone Laboratories; Mr. H. R. 
Bixler of the Union Carbide Company; 
Mr. Stanley Brown of the Chemical 
Bank, and Mr. G. A. Prosser of McCann 
Erickson Company. Besides all these we 
will see a shorthand and a typing dem
onstration sometime this year. Later on, 
the secretarial girls will have the op
portunity to take a field trip to New 
York City, visiting some of the major 
corporations. 

We like to think of the purpose of our 
club as that of bringing the business 
world to Centenary. During the year, 
you'll see that this is carried out too. 

Perhaps you would like to know who 
our Business Club officers are. Dodi 
Krahmer is president, Jean Whitney, 
vice-president; Betty Johnson, secretary, 
and Harriet Desmond, treasurer. And 
last, but by far not the least, is our 
advisor, Miss Troneck. 

GOD SAVE THE KING! 

The British may be taking a beating 
in this present war, but there is some
thing about their spirit that we admire, 
attested to by an article in the Times of 
recent days. It told of four diplomats

British, Greek, German, and Italian -
flying to a conference in Geneva. En 

route, the plane took on some sort of 
difficulty, and began hurtling earth
ward. The pilot who was an American, 
and calm, allowed that someone would 
have to jump out to lighten the burden. 
The German was first to step up, and 
saying "Heil Hitler" threw himself into 
space. But, the situation still was grave, 
and the Italian, noticing this, harked 
"Il Duce" and jumped. Even then, the 
account read, the pilot found he was un
able to take the plane out of the spin, 
so he shouted that one more would have 
to go. And the Englishman, with true 
do or die spirit, opened the door of the 
cabin, and shouting, "There'll always be 

an England," seized the Greek and hurled 

him out. 
-The Princeton TIGER 
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