


SPILLED INK 

Centenary Junior College 

Hackettstown/ New Jersey 

EDITORIAL STAFF 
Editor ......................... Juyne Kennedy 

Associate Editor ..................... Lucy Zobian 

Business Manager .................. Betty Cousins Typists Jean Whitney, Nancy Horr, Betty Johnson, 
Circulation .. Natalie Raub, Helen Vogel, Muriel Judson Mary LaRue, Jean Dalrymple 
Art Editors ..... Annrea Neill, Jeanne Fisk, Lois Frye 

LITERARY BOARD 

Feature Editor - Peggy Love 
Betty Carter Carol Bethune 
Marilyn Samuels Mary Louise Hahn 
Lee Jahnke tSusan Ga;briel 
Merridy Goates Barbara Robinson 

Proof Readers ................ Claire Kleinfeld, Patricia Goodenough, Joan Davies 

Spilled Ink Volume VI Number 3 

Editorial 
In this issue of Spilled Ink there is much 

of war. In every issue of every magazine and 

newspaper today there is more of war. Per

haps you think it is a bit overdone. Maybe 

you even go so far as to ignore all references 

to "morale-building'' or the like. You may 

even consider yourself above all "pep talks" 

and remain blindly ignorant of the fact that 

you and I and all around us are each as much 

a part of this thing as anyone. I don't think 

you do. I think we all realize that we are not 

exceptions. We must obey the rules as must 

all Americans. And through the scuffle we 

must not forget our own job of character 

building. Our country's fate depends entirely 

upon the strength of character of its indi

viduals-and the fate of individuals depends 
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upon our country. We are fighting for per

sonal liberty/ aren't we? Let's make use of 

it constructively. No one can make you do 

anything about yourself but you. Here's an

other pep talk, you say. But that was not in

tended. I'd just like to leave with every 

reader of this magazine one thought. A very 

wise person gave it to me and if you think 

about it, really think just what it means, you 

can't help but profit by it. When you find 

yourself slipping just a little or becoming the 

least bit hypocritical or insincere in your ef

forts, remind yourself of each individual's 

prime duty, and privilege now, to - "Be 

yourself, but make yourself worth being1" 
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... Confidentially Yours ... 
Editor's Note: 

The following is a sort of diary of the 
three most important days of 1941 from 
America's point of view. It was writ
ten, just as it is published here, on the 
evenings of those days by a student at 
Centenary. \Ve believe it portrays 
something all of us felt. It is not 
factual nor was it intended for any pur
pose, it's just here if you want to read 
it: 

December 7, 1941 
Today the United States of America 

were physically attacked by Japan. Al
ready Canada, Costa Rica, and other 
countries have declared war against 
Japan. Tomorrow our Congress and 
Britain's Parliament shall meet in their 
respective halls to discuss a declaration 
of war. American citizens have been 
killed and injured by Japanese bombs 
and guns-your friends and mine, your 
relatives and mine, have been called to 
their colors. \V e are no longer in a pro
gram of defense-we are at war! 

My own personal reaction to all this 
is rather mixed up at this point. Some
how, it seems hard to believe, even yet. 
All afternoon, on this historic day, I 
have been listening to bulletin after 
bulletin on my radio. I am immensely 
impressed by the swiftness with which 
vital news is received. I am amazed at 
the way America goes on-the Dodgers 
and the Giants play their football game 
through to the exciting end - Claude 
Thornhill plays his popular ballads from 
the Glen Island Casino as before -
Centenary Junior College has her vesper 
service as usual. There is no reason to 
interrupt the routine, but still it seems 
wrong. 

The calm, the sudden sense of unity, 
even in our small school, is remarkably 
evident. Girls still laugh and worry 
about the dance next week. Everyone 
willingly signs the petition for permis
sion to hear the President's speech to 
Congress tomorrow. These are evidences 
of calm and unity. Throughout each 
livened discussion among various..._groups 
-in the butt house, or the locker-room 
-there is scattered humor. "No more 
men, what will we do?" But under that 
is a loyalty, a determination to do one's 
part in the emergency, that is obviously 
present though it may not be recognized 
even by the individuals concerned. 
Through the tide of normality there 
runs a current of concern, of interest, 
and of Americanism. 

T6night, I think I shall sleep very 
well-but there will be those who won't 
sleep at all, and to me that is not fair. 
I have a guilty conscience when I think 
of myself with my shorthand homework 
done, and clean pajamas on, and a warm, 
comfortable bed awaiting me. I almost 
hate myself for the feeling of absolute 
and smug security that I have in my own 
little world. And, yet, that is not com
pletely true.::_I do not feel as secure as I 
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did last night at this time. I shall prob
ably feel less secure as the nights pro
gress. But I know I am an American, 
and that in itself is enough for me
that is what makes me hate myself for 
being so damn lucky! That is what 
made me feel secure at all. 

I am writing this just as my thoughts 
go and why I am writing it, I don't 
know. Perhaps I have some foolish 
thought that I'll like to read it later in 
my life, or even that others will like to 
read it. They undoubtedly will never 
decipher the handwriting! However, 
now I must go to bed and I will, as I 
said, sleep well because I am tired from 
the date I had last night. I wonder 
how many people there are in the world 
who are really tired? Tired of just 
existing, I mean. . . . 

December 8, 1941 
We are at war, officially. 
That seems as though it should be a 

startling, panic-creating statement. But 
here at school I have seen no sign of 
panic or anything resembling it. Oh, of 
course there are a few unfortunate in
dividuals who consider themselves 
obliged to ruffle the spirits of others, 
but this would not be a normal institu
tion if it did not contain such indivi
duals. Sometimes I find myself slipping 
into a mood of emotionalism, if you want 
to call it that, or just plain ignorance in 
following mass reaction where it is un
desirable; but I check myself and con
tain my feelings to be written down in 
the quiet of my own room. You might 
call these pag·es a display of emotional
ism, but I would rather have it this way 
than publicly ridiculous. 

Today the President made an extra
ordinarily brief address to a joint ses
sion of Congress. I took notes, but I 
shall try to obtain the text in tomorrow's 
paper. At approximately 1:35 p. m., 
the United States declared a state of 
war against Japan. The vote in the 
Senate was 82-0-I did not get the 
house vote. John L. Lewis, of CIO 
infamy, declared himself and his union 
as strongly supporting, and completely 
cooperating with, our President's plans 
for war-time defense. The AF of L, of 
course, complied, too. All strikes have 
been called off-and that, to me, is 
especially significant. To think that 
in a crisis so grave thousands of pro
testing workers and their leaders are 
willing to throw prejudice and objec
tion completely away for cooperation 
indicates to me the kind of attitude we 
all need right now. Charles A. Lind
bergh, that so often Nazi-accused isola
tionist, said today, "We must meet war 
today as united Americans." All these 
things have but one conclusion to be 
drawn from them-America seems to 
me to be morally preparing for this 
war, and that means everything. All 
over the United States and her posses
sions, measures are being taken to pre-

serve and build up this moral prepared
ness. 

I think the worst blow that I received 
today was not the declaration of war, I 
had expected that, nor was it anything 
so spectacular as that. It was merely 
the sight of an empty flagpole in the 
row of international flags on either side 
of our chapel walls. A space-where 
the flag of Japan had been. And the 
chapel service proceeded as before with 
a slight speech by our college president 
and a salute to the American flag the 
only additions. We sang a Christmas 
hymn this morning, and tonight at Book 
Club meeting in the home of Dr. and 
Mrs. DuBois there was a Christmas tree 
and plans were discussed for placing 
one in our library. Possibly at this 
same moment air-raid wardens were 
drilling! I still can't believe it all. 

No-it's not that I don't believe it, I 
know that all of it is true, but some
how I feel that my mind and the minds 
of my friends haven't yet grasped or 
conceived of the gravity, the immediate 
urgency of the situation. I find myself 
inspired suddenly to be a better person, 
to live a more ordered, more calm, more 
productive life - not yet knowing ex
actly why. Perhaps that's where God 
comes in. 

I hope I sleep better tonight than I 
did last, but I must do my shorthand 
first. I should write some letters, too, 
but what is there to say? 'The war is 
over-discussed and everything else 
seems trivial! 

Decmnber 9, 1941 
I have just heard the first speech by 

a president of the United States to be 
made in war time that was able to be 
heard by all the people of our nation
radio is wonderful. Mr. Roosevelt 
stressed the gravity of our present situ
ation. He wisely warned against spread 
or acceptance of unconfirmed informa
tion. He told us that there is no way 
of our knowing just what our losses 
have been, and that information will be 
disclosed only when it has been estab
lished as true and as not beneficial, 
directly or indirectly, to the enemy. We 
shall not be sacrificing in this war, said 
he, we shall count our additional work 
and personal forgoing as a privilege. 

Yesterday seems years ago to me. 
Sunday is already a sort of bad dream. 
Each moment is filled with so much that 
when I had been to my classes for the 
morning and then returned to my radio, 
it seemed as though I had missed a 
whole act of the play by lingering too 
long in the lobby. That is a good simile 
for my feelings. My position in this 
world is like being in the lobby of a 
huge theatre where a great play is being 
performed. News reports from abroad 
are like peeking through a crack in the 
door at the players. The lobby seems 
full of people, criticizing, comm~nting, 
peeking, too - excited by the play's 
action, emotionally upset by it-and too 
ignorant to open the door wide and play 
their own parts. But that is not a true 

(Continued on Page 4) 
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A Prayer for Victory 
Oh, God, Divine Creator, 

To Thee Thy children do pray, 
Listen to our fervent pleas

G·ive them ear, oh Lord, today. 

Give to 'US a deeper faith 
So the hour which brings the light, 

Ma.y find us with 'renewed hope, 
That Thy love cctn conquer might. 

GTant to us, Thy struggling 1nen, 
True courage, that we may win 

This ba,Ule against our foes, 
And bring peace, wheTe hate has been. 

When this conflict shall have ceased, 
And Thy will is truly done, 

Guide us, lead us, help us, then, 
To follow Christ, Thy blessed Son. 

-Margaret Robbins. 

(Continued from Page 3) 
picture-after all, there is the doorman 
who regulates the "peeks" and keeps 
the crowd out, and tells them just what 
to do about it all. He knows how 
crowded the theatre itself is, and that 
panic would be created if we all saw the 
whole play. 

But I have wandered too far in this 
description. Let me say something of 
the bits I've heard from personal 
friends. Lafayette is said to be digging 
bomb-shelters on the campus~how true 
that is,· I don't know. But I do know 
that the student body has been organized 
into air-raid, fire, and first-aid corps, 
and that the general attitude is very 
solemn since the college is located near 
Bethlehem Steel and over half of its 
students are eligible for service. I 
would love to see the faces of those boys 
-and hear them talk. 

Each moment I am grasping more 
completely the fact that we are at war. 
It is one of those thing-s that one does 
not quite realize even though he is told 
-at le~st not all at once. And I am 
beginning to understand that the gen
eration before us went through just this 
same thing. It has given me more re~ 
spect and appreciation for their posi
tion, I know. It makes me regret some 
of the thoughts I have had about them
just little things-that my children will 
be thinking someday, and may God pre
serve them from the same understand~ 
ing if a war needs to bring it about! 
The very idea that I shall someday be 
saying to a little boy or girl, "I married 
your father during the last war-then 
he went away." Or perhaps, "Daddy 
and I were engaged all through the war 
and it was horrible waiting . . ." Or 
shall I just say, "Daddy and I were 
married in 1943 ?" 

Tomorrow Germany is expected to de
clare war--or to perform a hostile act 
of some sort against us. Perhaps the 
act will come tonight and the declara
tion tomorrow . . . but I am going to 
bed now to get up at 5:00 a. m. and 
study for an exam the . war hasn't 
stopped THEM 
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Centenary Is 
Defense Conscious! 
Courses Presented to Meet 

Current Needs 
"In these days when defense is fore

most in our minds, in this particular 
department, we are doing our best to 
educate the group in proper eating 
habits which in turn will produce 
healthy bodies-that are as essential as 
guns in the all out defense effort of the 
country." This is the remark made by 
Miss Spence when asked how the 
courses in Nutrition and Foods were 
being related to defense. 

The course in Nutrition is being held 
once weekly for two hours. It is designed 
to promote better eating and buying 
habits, and it brings the student up-to
date with all the latest information on 
diet and food substitutes. The course 
will also teach the members to partici
pate in the activities of the nutrition 
program in the community in which 
they live. There will be a bulletin board 
established in the library, and Miss 
Spence invites everyone to come up and 
read the interesting pamphlets which 
will be placed there. 

In all her Foods classes, Miss Spence 
is again stressing nutrition. The girls 
are taught how to spend wisely, and 
how to use the food purchased wisely. 
In short, the object of these courses 
could be put "Better bodies for defense 
through food." 

Centenary also is offering a home 
nursing course which is taught by Mrs. 
Stewart. The purpose of the course is 
to teach home makers or prospective 
home makers the fundamental things 
about health and sickness so that they 
may be able to meet more effectively 
the situations which arise in their own 
homes. The course is given by a Regi
stered Nurse authorized by the Red 
Cross and has a minimum of 24 hours. 
The grading will be done on the class 
practice work and the final exams, after 
which a certificate will be given by the 
Red Cross. We all agree with Mrs. 
Stewart when she reminds us that this 
is an invaluable course not only in war 
time, but all through our lives. 

In the physical education department, 
Mrs. Haring is stressing a greater 
awareness on the part of the girls of 
their being able to help by being physic
ally fit through observing certain rules 
of hygiene, such as getting plenty of 
fresh air, exercise, rest, and water. 
With the nation at war, it has become 
the obligation of each girl to develop 
her state of health to the maximum. 
The program of building up all muscle 
groups to greater strength and endur
ance is being added to all courses of 
physical education, the body build of 
the student influencing what she can 
do. This will be helpful, for example, 
to those girls who may someday join 
the Motor Corps and have to do a great 
deal of lifting. All courses in Modern 
Dance are being "toughened up." The 
Board of Directors of the A. A. is now 

I Was Listening to 
Deems Taylor-

Sunday afternoon I was listening to 
the New York Philharmonic concert over 
the radio. During the intermission 
Deems Taylor gave an extremely inter
esting speech-One that was very closely 
connected with our Democracy, through 
music. 

In this unusual speech Deems Taylor 
told about a very peculiar incident which 
has just happened in our United States, 
one which most of us would never 
dream possible of our fellow Ameri
cans. It seems that in a little town out
side of Los Angeles, California, a high 
school had their school song- to the tune 
of a Haydn folk dance (The name of 
which is not important and has slipped 
my mind). Mr. Taylor points out the 
fact that it had been their school song 
until it was suddenly found out that 
this same tune was very popular in 
Germany with words set to it by the 
Germans. Upon learning this fact the 
school song of this little high school was 
immedi,ately changed. 

This little incident had a great effect 
upon Mr. Taylor. It is a perfect ex
ample of the goings on in Germany at 
this moment. The music of Wagner and 
Beethoven plus so many of our other Tin
surpassable musical heroes is forbidden 
today in Germany. Books upon the lives 
of these men and their precious works 
are destroyed because of their race -
Jewish. This kind of treatment is "Nazi 
Mentality" claims Mr. Taylor. 

Therefore Mr. Taylor points out with 
great disgust the same treatment in our 
own country, the destroying of a school 
song because this same song has a past 
connected with a race hateful to us at 
the moment. "This is 'Nazi Mentality' 
in our own country," declares Mr. Tay
lor. In our country which stands for 
democracy and freedom are signs of the 
same kind of mentality that took all this 
away from one country which once held 
it-"Nazi Mentality." 

Should these seeds grow in our coun
try? Should there be such goings on in 
our country even upon such a slight 
scale? "No,'' claims Mr. Taylor, "if this 
be continued, this direct 'Nazi Mentality,' 
very soon all the cherished things for 
which our country stands will become 
weak and we too will fall upon the sword 
of weak and narrow mindedness founded 
on hate, 'Nazi Mentality.'" 

by Louise Williams 

formulating plans for developing self 
discipline in each student in regard to 
making herself follow the previously 
mentioned hygienic rules. Daily walks 
of at least 45 minutes are an essential 
to the state of health we are aiming for. 

Mrs. Haring is teaching 2 First Aid 
classes which are training the girls to 
be of immediate and effective, but 
tempOl'ary, aid in an emergency. The 
Life Saving course under the instruction 
of Betty Winship, is one more way in 
which Centenary is teaching us to "save 
a life." 
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The Human Side 
There's a town on the North curve of 

beautiful Frenchmen's Bay called South 
Gouldsboro-it is a town in the sense 
that one man, slightly more energetic 
and dependable than the others, is em
ployed by the United States government 
as postmaster. This same man keeps 
the one and only store, and sells butter, 
eggs, milk, and other staple products. 

In its heyday South Gouldsboro had 
two good-sized stores owned by my great 
uncle-a grocery store and a dry goods 
store where one could buy clothes, 
furniture, and lumber. The mainstay 
of the economic life at that time was a 
sardine packing factory where men, 
women, and children of the sparse popu
lation of South Gouldsboro, and its re
latives North, East, and West Goulds
boro made a fairly decent living by our 
common American standards. But here, 
as everywhere, the depression came, 
leaving a bewildered group of childish 
people without income, and most of them 
without savings. 

Today those people live from hand to 
mouth, and you can imagine that those 
mouths are often empty for long 
stretches of time. Fish is the staple 
food of this community-They eat it for 
breakfast, lunch, and supper, with the 
few small potatoes which happen to 
grow from their slightly cultivated soil 
and some corn mush-the corn being 
bought with money from clams or other 
fish sold to summer tourists. For their 
clothes, and much of their food, they 
rely on charity - the charity of the 
Maine Sea Coast Mission, the charity 
of good Dr. and Mrs. Holt the com
munity doctor and nurse, and the 
charity of one Morton Bunker, former 
South Gouldsboro boy who has left his 
home town and established a flourish
ing hardware store near Boston. 

There is one family which I should 
like to tell you about more exactly. Mr. 
Hammond once worked in the packing 
factory, and at that time built a sub
stantial frame house, and painted it 
white-That is all that is left of the old 
days for him, and it would never be 
called white anymore. The last time I 
saw that house, Mr. Hammond, his wife, 
and son, were living in two rooms and 
the shed, huddled around the old Frank
lin stove in the winter, and spilling out 
over the unmowed lawn and unkept 
driveway in the summer. The furniture 
they use is worn, Victorian, scarred and 
bruised. What once was a parlor sofa 
is now a bed for Calvin by the stove in 
the kitchen, and it is shared by several 
cats which wander in and out at leisure. 
These cats are the least common part 
of the entire household, for they are 
beautiful, thick furred coon cats which, 
next to the angora, seem to me the most 
luxurious of the feline family. The cats 
have a wonderful existence on mice, 
rats, and left over fish-an existence 
which many of their city kind would envy. 

It was about two years ago this fall 
that Mr. Hammond caught his arm on 
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A Year In Paris During the War 
El.c;a Hilferd-in.c; 

You really should not think that it has 
been so frightening and bad. The first 
day after the declaration of the war we 
were told to have a complete blackout. 
The street corners had small blue lights 
and the pedestrians walked with flash
Lights, having blue or green bulbs. It 
seemed dark for the first few days, but 
afterwards we got used to it, and it did 
not seem unusual at all. You know that 
Paris was called the "City of Lights" and 
it was a rather sharp contrast to the 
Paris .of August, 1939. 

In the homes blue lights were used at 
first. But that gave a very bad light, 
so the windows were covered with blue 
or black curtains. That way nothing was 
changed in the home life. We had to 
watch that no light could be seen from 
the outside, because we would be 
punished. 

The first air raids were rather 
frightening. Imagine a black city, in 
the middle of the night, and suddenly you 
heard the air-raid alarm through a 
complete quietness. Everybody went in 
the air raid shelters; we tried on our 
gas masks and hoped for the best. I 
remember that we had during the first 
night three alarms, each lasting an hour 
or two. Next day everyone was tired 
and in a bad mood. You heard the work
ers talking about quitting their work be
cause they were too tired. This state 
changed soon. The alarms became fewer 
and fewer and after a while nobody 
bothered going in the shelters. We al
ready knew that the ,Germans would not 
throw bombs. Sometimes we watched 
the French and German planes flying 
over the city, each trying to get the 
other one. 

Life continued as before. People who 
left the city in autumn, returned gradu
ally. Movies and restaurants had to 
close at 11 p. m. Everybody made some
thing for the men in the army. Our 
class in school adopted a few soldiers 
and we ,sent them food and cloth. You 
should have seen the letters of gratitude 
they wrote to the teacher who had or
ganized that. 

one of. his rusty fish hooks which hang 
in rows from the shed wall. Being of 
a tough skin and naturally against all 
new-fangled ideas of science and 
doctors he thought nothing of it till his 
arm began to swell and the pain began 
to shoot through it-then he sent Calvin 
to get the doctor, but it was too late 
and the doctor could do nothing but 
amputate that arm on which Mr. Ham
mond depended for his existence. Today 
the Hammonds are still eating fish
probably a little less of it than former
ly. Fish caught by young Calvin in the 
time which he ought rightly to be able 
to spend in getting an education. The 
clothes Calvin wears are from the Maine 
Seacoast Mission, the boats from Mr. 
Bunker, and his father's life from Dr. 
Holt who, of course, issued no bill for the 

Winter passed quietly and we almost 
forgot that the war was still going on. 
We were reminded from time to time by 
an air raid and some German propaganda 
leaflets. Then May came and with it the 
invasion of Belgium and Holland. Every
thing happened so fast that the Nazis 
were soon in France. As they approached 
Paris, the population started to leave the 
city. Every day another girl in school 
sa,id good-bye, and we still hoped that 
Paris wouldn't be taken by the invaders. 

We also left for the Southern part of 
France. The roads were terribly crowd
ed and we could hardly advance. All 
hotels were taken, and many had to 
sleep in their cars on the road. It was 
a terrible sight to see all those people 
driven away from their homes, not know
ing where they would be the next day, 
and whether their house would be as 
they had left it. 

Paris was bombed for the first an,d 
only time. The damage was· not great; 
only a few houses on the outskirts of 
the city were hit. One bomb fell only 
two houses away from where a friend 
of mine stood. 

At the end of June, 1940, we left 
France for Spain, and here my experi
ence in a country in war ended. To see 
all those Frenchmen without a future 
was a terrible picture. At the end food 
became scarce, and certain things were 
rationed. But it wasn't so bad. You'd 
be surprised how many things you can 
spare, without even giving it too much 
thought. 

I hope that we won't have any air raids 
here, but if we should, you really ought 
to stay calm and think that the soldiers 
and sailors have it all the time and are 
brave. 

Nothing can happen if we follow in
structions, and do not become panicky 
by being afraid. There is also very much 
we could do to encourage the men who 
fight. One of those things is to keep 
the home front calm. The old slogan in 
France was "If the home front is in 
back of the soldiers in spirit and co
operation, half of the war is won." 

surgery he did which saved the man's life. 
Yet these people are happy-they 

have a faith in God beyond the under
standing of most of us, they have their 
friends, their beautiful home-the great 
natural setting they live in is their 
home, and they have an easy going 
philosophy which makes it seem perfect
ly all right to accept endless charity. 
This is the human side of economics
this is the side which no amount of 
theory studied by others will change. 
Will their progeny through· the genera
tions to come go on the same, or can 
education, patience, and for~bearance 

teach them better standards of living, 
and can our economic system include 
them and their efforts? This seems to 
be the test which will prove or break 
our theories. Constance Adams. 
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The Eyes and Ears of th~ World 
International Relations Club 

The I.R.C. this year is really making a 
place for itself at Centenary. It has 
started a new tradition which so far has 
been very well received-that of taking 
charge of one Chapel service each month. 
Usually three of the members partici
pate in these programs in which they 
present some news of current interest or 
instill curiosity within the student body 
for national and international events by 
enlightening them with details and back
ground of such events. In a way, too, 
they try to analyze the ·situation, as it 
appears to them or as it affects us. 
Connie Adams, Peggy Love, Natalie 
Raub, Dodi Krahmer, Patty Dwyer, and 
Babette Lehman have taken part thus far 
in these programs, directed and advised 
by Dr. Custard, the Club's sponsor. 

The meetings have not only been in
spiring to its members but revealing in 
that the viewpoint of several countries 
is expressed and explained by girls who 
are mainly searching for news and data 
concerning that particular country. For 
instance, Jane Belding is trying to defend 
Japan and present the Japanese aspect 
of the situation. In the same way, 
Germany is represented by Margaret 
Rohbins, England by Jerry Selmer, 
France by Elga Hilferding, Russia by 
Connie Adams, U.S. A. by Georgine Hill, 
Italy by Mildred Hoffman, China by Lucy 
Zobian, Turkey by Dawn Gilson, and 
South America by Lee Jahnke and Mary 
Dryfoos. 

At the present time Mary Baldwin, 
Lucy Zobian, Connie Adams, Elga Hil
ferding, Corabelle Gladwin, Babette 
Lehman, and Peggy Love are preparing 
a radio program for the Centenary 
broadcast on February 24, over WEST, in 
Easton. Connie, Corabelle, Lucy, and Dr. 
Custard will take part in the program, 
which will be a round-table discussion on 
"Woman's place in National Defense." 
Besides this, Grace Ulbricht, Jerry Sel
mer and Mary Baldwin are planning to 
participate in a Vesper Service on Wash
ington's birthday. The entire service will 
be in the hands of the club. 

Watch the Birdie 
What is the Camera Club doing ? As 

usual it is in the limelight. 
Members have a chance to win a prize 

in the new contest, the club is sponsoring 
so, get the crowd, focus your camera, run 
to the dark room and develop your pic
ture. 

At ·the next meeting they will have a 
Scavenger Hunt, planned by Grace Lewis, 
Program Chairman. It sounds inter
esting doesn't it ?-and it will probably 
be loads of fun. 

Another Camera highlight is one of 
those very interesting colored movie-like 
slides. If you have seen them before you 
will want to see them again, and if you 
haven't seen that at all you don't know 
what you're missing. 

Why don't you . get acquainted with 
thls up and coming club? 
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"'We're in the Army Now" 
The Foods students had a really won

derful time when they went to Gover
nor's Island as guests of the army. It 
was a day's visit. We arrived at about 
ten o'clock and were carried across the 
misty, almost eerie river to that island 
so full of secrets that it thrilled us even 
to think of being allowed to go there. 
On the ferry, going over, there were 
dozens of "rookies" just drafted. I 
must say, they certainly were perplexed 
to see a group of young woinen wander
ing about what they expected to be 
strictly masculine territory. 

We were met and escorted to the 
classroom for cooks and bakers where 
the Sergeant in charge told us about 
army stoves, rations, training for army 
cooks, and he gave us ·samples of army 
food. After the lecture, we were privi
leged to choose our escorts from a group 
of soldiers who were there for just that 
purpose-specially selected. 

We had several pictures taken by 
photographers from Life, Look, and sev
eral other magazines, as well as news
papers. Our escorts took us to lunch at 
the different Mess Halls-Hl, H2, and 
H3. We were represented in each, so 
that we could compare the different 
meals prepared at various places. The 
food was wonderful and so were the es
corts! They showed us the island, ex
plaining the unusual buildings, routine, 
and general life there. We all met again 
at the recreation hall, where we danced 
and became -well- better acquainted. 
We were given the opportunity of asking 
questions and received some more in
formation about army cookery and army 
cookbooks. 

The trip home on the bus was a steady 
jaJbber of comparison-meals, men and 
impressions. 

We really had a wonderful time: Ask 
any of us! 

From My Scrapbook 
O'Pezio's poem, reprinted from "The 

Riparian" Bay Shore Rotary Club 
publication, follows: 
"Grant this, 0 God, that I might be 
0 f ser·vice to my land, 
And that I se·rve it for a year 
TVith heart, and head, and hand. 
And ere the year has gone, I pray 
The folks back h01ne will see 
That I'm· a better citizen 
Than the one I used to be. 
And may the time conw, Lord, when I 
Can show my Uncle Sam 
Not what I was, o1· want to be 
But what I really am. 
I 'want to be the best draftee 
Fort Jackson ever knew 
And if I ant, I won't forget 
To give my thanks to You. 
Now, Lord, since you're a busy man, 
I'll stop and call again; 
You won't forget to answer this, 
My Prayer, 0 Lord. -Amen." 

Guild- Here, There, Everywhere 
It was a lot of fun having Connie 

Adams, our able Senior director of the 
Guild, tell about all the work it has done 
and is going to do this year. She is 
assisted by Helen Ecker, South Hall di
rector; Mary Dryfoos, Secretary
treasurer; Kay Harris, Publicity chair
man; and the advisor, Miss Cummings. 

Connie says at present the Guild is 
getting publicity material for the next 
speaker they are to have, Dr. Royon, a 
Belgian child psychologist. She is going 
to talk on "Children and the War," and 
was sent to us by the British Child Aid 
Society to whom we sent old clothes at 
the beginning of the year. We all should 
be interested in this. At present they 
are trying to get the faculty to put on 
another faculty show this year, by having 
all the students sign a petition. Come 
on, Faculty, let's have a show! 

It seems that the Guild has finished 
the drive for the March of Dimes here 
at school, from which they collected a 
tidy sum. Louise Williams won the guess
ing contest on the number of stamps they 
had collected in one week, and there 
were about 5,000. She won a $1.00 worth 
of defense stamps. The guild is still 
collecting stamps, paper and tinfoil, so 
come on, everybody, keep them coming 
~! . . 

What has the Guild done this year? 
Plenty! Why, they collected $50 for the 
Red Cross drive just last week. When 
the freshmen arrived, the Guild gave 
them a party-a weenie roast, and fun 
was had by all. They have given out 
wool for all the girls who want to knit 
sweaters and scarfs for war relief. They 
gave a breakfast one morning, which we 
certainly enjoyed. The Guild wants to 
have a theatre night downtown soon. This 
should be fun! 

Say, do you all know that there's loads 
of candy to be had on the halls ? Don't 
forget, help the Guild by buying some 
when you're hungry. It's awfully good. 
Oh yes, the hall representatives of the 
Guild have been changed, and here they 
are: Lower North~Marjorie Braisted, 
Upper North-Florence Schehl, Lower 
South-Jean Souder, Upper South-Kay 
Erbacher. 

So hats off to the good work of the 
Guild this year, and let's all continue to 
keep it as good as it is. 

Voyez, s'il vous plait 
The French Club is again planning for 

entertainment. If you remember the 
Cabaret you surely attended the break
fast sponsored by the French Club on 
February 22nd. 

The breakfast, like the Cabaret, was 
an aid to the French. This time it was 
for the benefit of French war prisoners. 

The Breakfast was held in the North 
Hall kitchen, and for an extra cost of 
lOc, it was served in the room. 

At their last meeting, the French Club 
started to prepare for bigger and better 
programs. Committees are being formed 
and we now can look forward to even 
more fun in.· the future provided by the 
French Club. . 
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What Centenary Holds for Me 
'Way off in the Schooley Mountain of 

New Jersey lies a :small junior college 
which is quite incomparable to any 
Smith, Vassar, or Wellesley. It sur
passes these no end. In all seriousness, 
I've found my ideal college right here 
on the steps of C. J. C. Because of the 
small student body, everyone knows 
everyone else; that makes for the 
friendliness and companionship that 
larger schools lack. Centenary and its 
memories will long linger in my mind and 
heart-Freshmen Week, with its waste 
baskets and black stockings; Rat Court 
and the hounding I took; the worry of 
suspense that comes from not knowing 
whether the sorority of my choice has 
accepted me; the singing of Christmas 
carols around the huge tree in the vill
age square; seeing the "kids" after a 
long vacation; decorating the gym for 
the coming dance; bridge, cigarettes, 
and cokes in that "dirty" locker-room; 
getting out on the hockey field for a 
game of softball after dinner-even the 
teachers played; entertaining the glee 
clubs; singing the Alma Mater; having 
to be in bed at ten during the flu epi
demic--with lights out; the heartbreaks 
that the mail brings-and the happy 
moments, too; sunbathing on the South 
Campus when the sun is warm, in an 
attempt to get a tan; unexpected guests; 
May Fete and the crowning of its 
queen; the razzing taken after the 
World Series; the eternal bull sessions; 
the singing on the steps; and last, but 
never the least, the sad moment of 
graduation. I can't bear to think of its 
creeping up on me. It's these little 
occurrences that suggest my fervor for 
Cei1tenary~ I suppose these little memo
ries all seem very sentimental to anyone 
who may i·ead this, but they still are 
never to ·be forgotten in this person's 

. life. 

Library Log 
Remember the Time test? Oh how 

can ~ve,: forget it-all those questio~s we 
should have known and didn't. Honest
ly, you'd think by the time we reached 
college we would have absorbed some
thing from our teachers' efforts, but I 
guess a little reading on current topics 
all by ourselves would be to.:our favor. 

I have a little theory, all my own; 
please don't tell the faculty, but I think 
you can get a lot more out of reading 
for pleasure than for classes. So I 
'scouted around the library and found 
two new books that will just make us 
as bright as can be and are good read
ing, too. 

One is DakaT: Outpost of Two H emis
pheTes by Emil Lengyel. Dakar, you re
member, is right in the middle of the 
bulge on the western coast of Africa 
and is only 1620 miles from Brazil. It's 
becomhig more and more important in 
this war and ·we should· know just a 
little bit about it. · 

The other book is Edu~'ation joT I)eath 
by Ziemer. This is·:·an a:wfU:lly· stirring 
book about how the children .:o{ ·,G:er-
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Sweetheart Ball 
February 14 was a typical Valentine's 

Day here at Centenary as freshmen, 
seniors, and faculty danced to the music 
of The Barons of Rhythm midst the 
hearts and cupids which transformed 
the gym into a sweetheart's wonderland 
for the Freshman Dance. 

Like to know those responsible for that 
extra special evening? Well, it was all 
due to the hard work of the different 
committees under the direction of Ann 
Van Deus en, general chairman. The 
committees were: Invitations: Marian 
Smith, C. J. Bartlett, Shirley Dunne, 
Betty Sherry; Programs: Dawn Gilson, 
Louise Williams, Jean Van Derwerker, 
Grace Lewis, Ann Clendenin, Mary Bald
win; Properties: Doris Midskang, Betty 
Reynolds, Georgine Hill, Ann Winter, 
Marcia Marie Weber; Decoration: Pat 
Dwyer, Jane Schlegel, Connie Luca, Janet 
Edmiston, Florence Sherman, Rosanne 
Menke, Susan Cameron, Maria Giacoma; 
Orchestra: Nancy Bogert, Helen Ecker, 
Dorothy Hunt, Ruth Moore, Helen Lamb; 
Refreshments: Jane Belding, Jerry 
Vogel, Florence Browning, and Carmen 
Boom. 

All in all, the dance was a huge suc
cess, and Valentine's Day became alive in 
all its traditional glory for the event. 

Blazers 
The Dress Shop is open in Centenary 

and you may view the good looking 
jackets which are being modeled by Miss 
Senior and Miss Freshman. 

As you will see, Miss Senior is wear
ing a green and white jacket made of 
flannel and lined with silk. It is quite 

c•becoming, don't you think? This model 
· :u·~~sts fourteen dollars and comes from a 
·· dWairi:ufacturer in East Orange, N. J. 

Barbara Stump represented the Centen
;j,~r~~J: Shop in this case and has sold 
thirty of them. 

'.•:!"liil~e girl you see coming toward you 
·:fs; :-,;Miss Freshman. She is modeling a 
i(8&ij: looking blue and white jacket. 

' Tlh.i~·:is also made of flannel and it, too, 
··fs lined. In this instance there were 
four representatives for our shop, Grace 
Lewis, chairman; Janet Edmiston, Kay 

Er~acker an~1 H~~f.J! Vogel: . As you will 
n_ohce. the po~f.rJ, :is; em~r01dered in blue 
silk, on the .. top· of which are the nu
merals .. l~A~,;:,. ~rid on the bottom is the 
dome of . C.entenary itself. The manu
facturei;: q~;: this jacket is Morris Cloth
in~?; Co.,' J,?,.p Fifth Avenue, New York 
City. Their representative here was Mr. 
Harry Guinsburg. The cost· of .. this 
jacket is nine dollars and fifty 'cents. 
We have sold fifty-two dollars worth 
already. More power. to you "Blazer 
Girl." · · · · · · ·· 

Peith Tidbits 
At a recent meeting of the Peith

osophian Society, the officers of the 
society for the new semester were elected. 
Betty Carter was reelected president, 
J uyne Kennedy was again elected vice 
president, and Doris Clarke and Ruth 
Dominick were reelected secretary and 
treasurer respectively. Our new officers 
are: Pat Goodenough as chaplain, and 
Helen Vogel as sergeant-at-arms. The 
sorority congratulates the two newly 
elected .officers and wishes them success 
in their respective positions. 

A Social Committee was appointed by 
the president to plan sodal events for the 
remainder of the school year. Elga 
Hilferding was chosen to be chairman of 
the group and Helen Vogel, Mary Louise 
Hahn, Martie Moore, Margie Braisted, 
and Ginny James form the rest of the 
committee. We expect great things to 
be forthcoming from these fertile brains! 

The possibility of the Peithosophian 
Sorority in conjunction with the Callil
ogian and Diokosophian Sororities with 
aid from the ·Guild, of buying a defense 
bond was also discussed. As this would 
not only be ofbenefit of the sororities in 
future years 'but would also be a patriotic 
gesture in present war-time, this was 
deemed by the majority of girls to he a 
feasible idea. Plans for raising the 
money are to be suggested by the Social 
Committee. 

White crew hats with blue initials will 
soon be sported by Peith members - a 
singular mark of distinction! 

The Peith ·sisters eagerly await their 
next meeting as exciting plans are ex
pected to be unfolded. 

A Word With You 
Here are some wonderfully impres

sive words to add to your "better" 
vocabulary. Say these, and you'll have 
your friends non-plussed, if not down
right respectful of you. LETHARGY 
means heavy unnatural slumber; morbid 
drowsiness; dullness; inattention; in
action. (Say, isn't that the thing some
of us are · accused of in class some
times?) RELEGATE mea'i¥s to send 
into exile; to banish. In a d~ntence, we 
might say) "The incompet~'nt. general 
was relegated to the backg:i-dtmd of the 
·battle." Once you have· pronounced 
these words out loud, you'll have no 
trouble keeping them in mind. 

Hack Highlights . .. . 
In the previous issue we introduced 

the Hack Board. Besides this chosen 
staff there are many people working 
behind the scenes. They are: 

Informal camera shots-Edith Bolte. 
Prophecy ---::-: ... Connie Adams, Gerry 

Selmer, Ruth S't~vens. . . . . . 
Will-c~;ut)?,':Jj~hiinick, J ~~rLpairiili:Ple, 

many are educated. Your blood runs Lee.'fapri'ke:·,~.:1:.~ ;.' . : :~··~~. ·.•• ·.: •. · 

cold, when you read of the untruths they The)Ii&.to'fy...:.__:_Kay Harris~ :Lncy Zobjan, 

le~r?· and how the 'g:irls and boys are ' Marty· Moore. · 

·:i:'Y~.lli.;n,g ;o giv_e up everrt~!i?g fo;r.:·"'der .. P..e~~riptive a~je~yves- Sue Gabriel, 

Fuehrer r. This should:b~ 0'!1. your .. '4~ust .· Nancy· Horr ·1,\r~f.iorie Braisted Alice 
read" list and if you dorirt ~ll.ave· tl:rfi~· to :.t,:S~hlatteJ!: · ' ;: .t::;.Jc: · · ':.: · ' 

r~.ad the whole book ther:e is···a :s-&lli'fuary .. " . F.\worite sayings and nickname -

of' it in the January ReadeT's Digest. ';,, 'M:ttHlyn Samuels. -
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Day Dreaming 
What would you wish for most of all if 

Centenary were turned into a "Utopia?" 
Have you ever thought of this question? 
Here's how a .most ideal .day would be 
spent. 

After a night's sleep on a thick 
beauty-rest mattress, you are awakened 
to the .tune of "Reveille" ,played -on 
chimes. You rise, take a . quick- shower 
and are_ then .. ready· for-· breakfast~in 
bed! .After this, you are .all prepar.ed. to 
cop:e with the pro'hlems -of the . .;day. 

There are, of ·course, escalators which 
transport. you safely -to classes. Once in 
your· ~lass-room, you find one of those 
lush arm-chairs with an attached ash
tray waiting ·for you. This is almost too 
great. a temptation to fall asleep but 
the period ends about that time to the 
tune of. the chimes. As you move into 
chap.el :YOU once again take a seat in a 
most c,omfortable arm-chair. Your next 
period. is free so you decide to dash up 
to ·the solarium for a quick sun-bath. 
There you find an adjustable deck chair 
and relax with coke in one hand and a 
cigarette in the other. If you tire of 
sun-bathing, you can try your luck at 
shuffle board, deck tennis or quoits, all 
of which are available in another part 
of the solarium. By this time you have 
worked up a tremendous appetite and 
feel the need for a bite of lunch. It's 
only 11:30 A. M., so you decide to eat in 
the cafeteria.· After lunch and your af
ternoon classes, you take a most re
freshing dip in the beautifully tiled 
swimming pool on the campus. There 
you take a dive or three from one of 
the several high boards or play with 
some of those funny colored animals 
which are floating about on the surface 
of the water. A recording machine 
furnishes the music while you swim. Do 
you recognize the tune? It's "Why 
Don't We Do This More Often." Sur
rounding the pool are numerous chairs 
and tables, just in case you decide to 
forget your diet and indulge in a sand
wich or even a milk .shake. For your 
personal information, all refreshments 
are "on the house." Then you race to 
your room and dress for dinner-not in 
white, but in one of your many formal 
gowns. The dinner, consisting of steak, 
fried potatoes and a chocolate nut sundae, 
just hits the spot after your most active 
day. The orchestra adds to the effect 
by playing while you dine. Mter din
ner you have to hurry to meet "Him" at 
eight! . You return after a wonderful 
evening of dancing at the Ritz and crawl 
sleepily into . bed. 

Wouldn't it be grand-if all that were 
true-or would it ! ! 

I was charmed by the look in her eye, 
By her nightingale voice I was smitten, 
And her beautiful figure, oh. my! 
By her glorious hair I was bitten. 
She's really the charmingest girl, sir 
In her arms any man Would find bliss, 

sir 
But what struck me mostly about her 
Was · her hand when, I started to kiss 

her. 
-Widow 

Campus News 
Many campuses over the country were 

converted into Dogpatch for a day in 
November as Li'l Abner and Daisy Mae 
ruled over the observance of the . annual 
Sadie Hawkins Day. 

-SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY, Syracuse, 
New York: Syracuse co-eds, fearing that 
soldiers might miss ·the "home touch" 
recently ·organized a "cookies for- rook-

-ies" campaign with student volunteers 
doing the baking. 

:Students Build Device . for Def:ense 
As an aid in the defense of the :United 

States and as a device to be used for 
demonstration purposes, two students of 
Experimental Physics at Mount Union 
College, Alliance, Ohio, have :built an 
Airplane Locator. Designed by Dr. 
Forest J. Shollenberger, Head of the De
partment of Mathematics and Physics, 
the Locator magnifies the sound through 
picking up waves in horns and concen
trating them as they approach the human 
ear. 

Boston University Girls Enroll for 
Civilian Defense 

More than 115 enthusiastic "cadets" 
from 8 states and Puerto Rico donned 
their slacks and sweaters last week at 
Boston University's college of practical 
arts and letters for an all-o~t campaign 
against war-time unpreparedness. The 
girls enrolled in the Auxiliary Civilian 
Defense school of the Massachusetts 
Women's Civilian Defense Corps, the 
only school of its kind organized at an 
Eastern College. 

Ohio 'Vesleyan To Have Outstanding 
Speaker at Commencement 

President Herbert J. Burgstahler 
announced that the Honorable Viscount 
Halifax, Britain's ambassador to the 
United States, will deliver the commence
ment address to the centennial gradu
ating class of Ohio W e&leyan University, 
DelaWare, Ohio. 

Northwestern To Admit High School 
Juniors 

High school juniors with exceptional 
records will be permitted to enter North
western University, Evanston, Illinois, 
next fall under a new educational plan 
designed to enable them ·to progress ac
cording to their abilities and to com
plete college before they are 21 years 
old. 

BENNETT COLLEGE, Greensboro, 
North Carolina: A series of week-day 
broadcasts from the campus of Bennett 
College was recently initiated through 
the facilities of the Greensboro station. 

UNIVERSITY OF DENVER, Denver, 
Colorado: Denver co-eds made Associated 
Press headlines this week by coining the 
phrase, "Buy defense stamps and lick 
them on the other side." 

A Prayer 
It is my joy in life to find 

At every turning of the road, 
The strong arm of a comrade .kind 

To help me onward with my load. 
And since I have no gold to give, 

And love alone must make amends, 
My only prayer is, while I live,-

God make me worthy of my friends. 
-Frank D. Sherman. 

Dilemma 
Seven o'clock . . . Seven-thirty 

Eight o'clock ... My desk is piled high 
with discarded papers. My pencil point 
is blunt. My· foot is asleep. Staring 
me in· the face is a paragraph to be 
rewritten, but my mind is a blank. No 
clever phrases or witty words are at my 
command. The same lifeless words ,on 
that paper to be done ·over ring in my 
ears. I have no new . ideas. I have 
-economics to :do. My sten hook is :()pen 
on the desk. Out :of the cGrner of my 
eye, I see my law book. Look at the 
dust on the radiator cover. I should 
write Anne tonight - and Lois - and 
Chris. I must pas's the economics test 
tomorrow. I'd love .to have another 
cookie. Let's see. How can I change 
this paragraph? I must get to work. 
Heavens, it's eight-thirty! 

Studying (?) Between 
9:30 and 10:00 

Gee, the 9 :30 bell already! I'd love 
to dash out to the locker room for a 
coke and cigarette. My conscience 
doesn't even let me get out into the hall, 
though, for it says, "No, you have too 
much work to do." It's back to study
ing then. Did I say something about 
studying? Pardon me, that was my 
error. I take it all back. First my 
roommate wants me to go outside for a 
"butt". I spend more time explaining 
to her all the things I have to do than 
it would take to ~moke three of them. 
This very deep and intelligent discus
sion is interrupted by what sounds like 
a Communist Convention which is fol
lowed by a twisting and turning of the 
door handle. In spite of healthy efforts 
the barrier remains blocked. "Turn the 
other way," I call, "We have a knob 
with a personality all its own." Finally 
the catch stops being stubborn and in 
troop several deplorable looking creat
ures. "Want to take a shower with 
me?" or "Did you hear the latest?" 
Naturally I have to hear the latest. In 
no time at all the 10:00 bell rings, and 
I didn't. get one thing accomplished. 
What's the use? 

Student Council 
It would be impossible' to: dispense. 

with news of this, one ofi · C(m:tena.'ry's 
most valuable orgahiziltioris~ Their main 
task is to regulate and. enforce the rules 
and regulati:bns of the .school. Recently 
they halve' undertaken to keep the· irons 
and tHe ironing boards, in the laundry 
room, in good condition. They are do
ing,this·through the cooperation of every 
indiVidual student. 

THis' year our . Council has been most 
efficient.: They .are trying to cooperate 
in every way with the steps being taken 
for nati6fi'al' defense and wish to im
press uporli: everyone, the importance of 
keeping,tite. standards of Centenary high 
and av&iaing s~all unnecess·ary hin
drance~ •. 
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Guess 712Jho 712Jere <0ur Quests 
DR. JOHN Z. MOORE 

On the evening of Sunday, February 
first, we had as our guest speaker· at 
vespers, Dr. John Z. Moore who lived 
for thirty-eight years in Korea. While 
there he served as a missionary. Dr. 
Moore told us some of the Korean words 
and expressions and also some of the 
Japanese. He described his life and 
work in Japan and also the difficulties 
which arose from the Japanese a·ttitude 
toward their War Emperors. He ex
plained that the affair at Pearl Harbor 
was characteristic of the Japanese way 
of doing things because they pay. no at
tention to laws. For thirty years he 
worked unmolested in JaP'an and he has 
come to the conclusion that Christianity 
will always exist in Japan because too 
many "seeds" of religion have been sown 
to be destroyed. I am sure that his en
lightening speech helped us to better 
understand the Japanese and to know 
approximately what to expect from them 
in the future. 

MR. FRANK CUSTARD 

A>t vespers, January 25, we were 
pleased to have with us Mr. Custard, one 
of our alumni, also Rector of the Grace 
Church in Allentown. Dr. Custard told 
us of his fine experiences at Centenary 
Collegiate Institute. He maintained 
that "the high standards of Centenary 
are not a luxury but a necessity" and 
that "the better you do your work the 
more you do for national defense." He 
asserted that we should use the fine 
opportunities that we have here, to get 
for ourselves a better and full education. 
His main idea was "Keep That Which Is 
Committed To Thy Trust" meaning that 
we should live up to our responsibilities 
as students and as citizens. I am sure 
tha·t we enjoyed his interesting and edu
cational talk and derived much good 
from it. 

MR. WILLIAM E. HASKELL 

William E. Haskell, assistant to the 
editor of the New York Herald Tribune, 
as guest of the Business Club, Thursday 
night, January 15, 1942, enlightened 
Centenary's girls as to the serious atti
tude taken in newspaper work. His 
topic was "News, Propaganda, and 
Opinion." Mr. Haskell first emphasized 
that the great metropolitan newspaper 
was managed with the highest efficiency. 
There is never the wild confusion and 
disorder that the movie-goer always as
soCiates with any newspaper office. 

He stressed that the news printed was 
reliable, since it was being telephoned to 
the New York offices by their own cor
respondents. "News doesn't break, it de
velops," said Mr. Haskell, and every 
foreign correspondent is watching and 
reporting on the development so that it 
is clearly and accurately represented to 
the public when the event takes place. 

Spilled Ink 

As a final point, Mr. Haskell asked that 
we have confidence in our paper as it is 
doing ·all it can, spending vast sums of 
money each day to serve us and give us 
an accurate account of world affairs. 

MARTHA DEANE 
Speaking of excitement (not that we 

were, but anyway), what about the night 
of February 9. In the first place, it was 
almost too much when a man-that is, 
a strange one-appeared in the dining 
room at dinner. But he had a woman 
with him, so I guess we calmed down 
after that. But, when we discovered the 
woman was Martha Deane - former 
foreign correspondent, journalist, and 
now famous WOR woman commentator 
-well, that was too much! 

"Oh, to he in the Radio Speech Class," 
must have been the cry, 'cause we of that 
lucky group ate at a big table with them! 
I'll tell you something - very confi
dentially, of course, if you want first 
hand information on the man who was 
Martha's announcer, George Hogan, I 
can tell you who sat next to him at the 
table if you think you'll be able to pry 
anything out of her. In fact, I can't 
keep it a secret any longer; I'll tell you 
now-it was I! George (pardon me, Mr. 
Hogan-I know him so well, you know) 
was really quite a howl although I 
think he got entirely too much attention. 
Don't ask me who gave it to him. That 
would be most embarrassing. ·All in all, 
we of the Radio ·Speech class discovered, 
as did all of you later, that these two 
people were very charming, very 
gracious, and amusing, and scared to 
death of us! They soon got over that, 
however, for Centenary girls don't 
waste their time ·when it comes to mak
ing strangers feel at ease. 

They gave us (in case you've forgotten 
so soon) a presentation of a typical pro
gram of theirs jus·t as it is given over 
WOR every day, and guess who was 
Martha's gues·t-as if you didn't know 
already. Didn't our President shine, 
though? 

I had a class, so I couldn't listen, but 
they· say Martha talked about us on her 
program the very next day. Could she 
have said anything nice? Well, whose 
fault is it if she didn't? But I think she 
did. At least I hope she did! This little 
dissertation seems to be getting out of 
hand so I'll just say thanks loads to 
Martha and George for coming and we'll 
all send in for a Magic Garden Ball as 
soon as we can afford the salt! 

DR. ROYON 
On Monday evening, February 16, we 

had the great pleasure of having as our 
guest· speaker, -Dr. Royon. She is a 
member of the Save the Child Federa
tion in New York. This organization 
helps children in the Southern moun
tains and also has branches in England 
for the benefit of destitute youngsters. 

Under the war conditions of today, the 
work that this organization is accom
plishing is very vital. 

Dr. Royon first gave us a brief sketch 
of her life and her life work. She is a 
native of Belgium but has spent some 
time in Spain, France, England and 
Swi,tzerland. Her work as a Child 
Psychologist is k n o w n throughout 
Europe. As such, she has spent a great 
deal of her time with children and has 
been in close contact with them especial
ly during recent war times. 

Dr. Royon pointed out_ that there are 
a total of 125 million children in Europe 
at the present time. Not one of them is 
being brought up in a normal atmos
phere. This war has greatly limited 
their freedom. Many of the children 
in Britain have been evacuated to the 
country where they are rece·iving the 
best possible care. The parents are not 
forced to send their children away, how
ever, the majority of them realize they 
are healthier and happier away from 
the war-torn cities. Milk is still avail
able in large quantities for the nourish
ment of the English children, but fruit 
is almost an unknown thing. Few of us 
today realize what a great luxury it is 
for us to be able to bite into an apple or 
to eat an oran.ge. To date, there are no 
epidemics in Britain as a result of food 
shortage. 

Dr. Royon commented on the emo
tional aspect of children today. On the 
whole the emotional make-up of the 
English people is good. There have 
been few mental casualties and no in
crease in the number of neurotic and 
psychotic victims. Children between 
the ages of 7-12 react as if this war 
were a great adventure. 

The question of juvenile delinquency 
was brought up and Dr. Royon told us 
that it is most serious among adolesc
ents. Generally speaking boys are more 
delinquent than girls; however, today 
the number of delinquent girls is stead
ily increasing. The underlying basis of 
delinquency is unhappiness. In most of 
the cases if this unhappiness is cured, 
the problem of delinquency is removed. 
The cause of this unhappiness is un
doubtedly due to the strain and disor
O'anization which is prevailing through
~ut all Europe. The great problem 
which the entire world will be faced 
with at the close of this· devastating and 
harrowing war is how the children are 
g-oing to be readjusted to normal life. 
Many English children are now living 
in the United States, and it will be dif
ficult for them to adjust themselves 
back in England once this war is con
cluded. 

Dr. Royon's talk made each one of us 
realize how fortunate we are because we 
are Americans. She emphasized the 
fact that Europeans envy our freedom 
most of all. 
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Time Will Tell 
How did you feel after the recent 

Time test ? -a bit chagrined and ashamed 
of yourself? Did you walk· out saying, 
"Really, I didn't know a thing!" or 
"You know I couldn't recognize those 
people. I think I put Joe DiMaggio as 
the new ambassador to England!" or 
"Did you say that Dumbo stepped on 
Hitler's toe?" 

Even though we may have :fared 
poorly on the test, we gained much 
from it. It made us realize how limited 
our knowledge of current affairs really 
is, and this realization is the first step 
in what may be called a mental-metabo
lism test. The fact that we are not 
mentally alive is ra,ther a serious charge, 
you know. Oh yes, we are mentally 
alive when it comes to Glenn Miller's 
latest recording, what Bob Hope said 
last night, Janie's current heart throb, 
who Betty's phone call was from~but 
wha't about-figures concerning the 1942 
production goal, the work of the Com
mandos, or perhaps, labor's stand in the 
conflict-Are we mentally alive about 
the important world affairs? No! 

This realization, however, is only half 
the battle. Now comes the problem of 
what to do about it. The excuse many of 
us give is lack of ·time. Oh yes, haven't 
you heard, "I only have time to whip 
through the paper at night-just have to 
read Dorothy Dix and E.tta Kett and 
then there's so 1nuch work to do." We 
must make time by proper budgeting 
and balancing of our day. "When there's 
a will, there's a way" is a tried and true 
proverb, so I'm sure we could arrange 
the twenty-four hours of the day so 
there is time for Dorothy Thompson, 
"To\vn Hall of the Air," Roger Babson, 
or people who "know.'' 

\Vho knows? He might like you better. 

Browsing on Broadway 
Junior Miss 

Do you remember your first da~ce .. ? 
You probably weTe around thirteen, too. 
Junior Miss depicts the life of an ordin
aTy family-it might be yours; it almost 
seemed like mine. The story centers 
around 13-year-old Fluffy Adams and 
Judy's mother, father, and 16-.year-old 
sister (who is constantly going out with 
"'1nen"). 

The play and the lines are so every
day that you can't help putting yourself 
in each position and laughing--no mat
ter if you are paTent, son, or daughteT. 

Judy Graves is played by Patricia 
Peardon who is making her New York 
debut. She is a lovable plump little 
girl with a wonderful capacity for 
getting into trouble. Fluffy Adams, 
her friend, is portrayed by 13-year-old 
Lenore Lonergan who steals eveTy scene 
she is in. Her loud, squeaky voice, heT 
awkward gait, and the way she puts over 
heT lines are unfoTgettable. 

Philip ObeT and Barbara Robbins play 
the paTents, and Joan Newton as the 
sister is making heT first Broadway ap
pearance, too. 

Certain scenes are outstandingly 
funny, but to me the funniest was the 
one in which an ungainly, bespectacled, 
adolescent 16-year-old calls on Lois and 
as she leaves to get her coat, the boy is 
left with her father and uncle. There is 
a dreadful silence and the boy decides to 
smoke a cigarette. The procedure he 
goes through down to the final coughing 
jag he gets is one of the cleveres,t and 
funniest bits of pantomime I have yet 
seen. 

This is a play you should see with your 
folks as there is many a laugh in store 
for you. 

Centenary Recordings 
Day Dreaming -·-·-···---··--------------------------------------------------------------- clctsses 
I got it Bad ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------- intestinnl flu 
This is no Laughing Matter ____________________________________________________ tire rcttio~ing 
I Said No! -------------------------------------------------------------------------------------2 o'clock "per" 
Why Don't we do this more Often ________________________________________ get up for breakfast 

Yours --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------?"Oo?n?nate's clothes 
BTother, Can You Spare a Dime ____________________________________________ the Guild 

Blues in the Night -------------------------------------------------------------------- Campused 
Concerto for Two ________________________________________________________________________ 1·oom1nates 

Time Was ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------long vacations 
Miss You --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------that monthly check 
You Can Count on Me ------------------------------------------------------------tern~ pctpers 
Chattanooga Choo Choo ------------------------------------------------------------2 :10 t1·ain 
Jealous ------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------of Honor Roll Students 
Once in a While __________________________________________________________________________ raisin b1·ectd 

Lights Out Sweetheart --------------------------------------------------------------the foot steps of Mr. Dilts 
Everything Happens to Me ______________________________________________________ pink slips 
All the Things You Are ____________________________________________________________ Centenary 

Someone's Rocking My Dreamboat ----------------------------------------7 o'clock bell 
1A in the Army and Al in 'my Heart . ___________________________________ _] nnet Carlson 

Army Air Corps'>~------------------------------~---~-------------------------------------Ba,bette Lehman 
Happy in Love _______ :·~-~----------------------: __________________________________________ Nat' Raub 
This Love- of Mine ---------------------------------------~-------------c: ___ , ___________ Ginnu James 
The Nightingale Sang in Berkeley Square _______________ <.:~~'~-(--~:,Pat Dwver 
Dartmouth's in Town Again ____________________________________________________ Dotty ·· Nauqhright 
FaT Above Cayuga's' vVaters ____________________________________________________ Flo?·ence Sherman 

. Deep in the Heal't of Texas ________________________________________________ ,_~_Lee. Jahnke 
Washington.·· and Lee S\ving __________ :·-----------~-':;, _________________________ Beldina, Hill Van Camp 
I'll Never Sntile Again --------------------"---------------------------------------Sue Wise' ' 
Anchors Aweigh ___________________________________________ , ____________________________ Mary DryfoOS' 
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We uSang for Our Supper" 
At ·stevens 

The Centenary Glee Club surely had 
an "eleganza". time at Stevens last Sat
urday, the 7th of February. Of course, 
the weather had to be dripping, but no 
one's spirits seemed to be dampened. 
Imagine the mad scramble throu()'h the 
rain that the forty chorus member; made 
as they climbed into the awaiting bus. 
The unfortunate last. scramblers had to 
sit on folding chairs in the aisles be
cause of lack of seating space. But 
onward the bus rolled toward Hoboken. 
At the -sight of Hoboken most of the 
bus occupants started to whip out their 
combs, lipsticks and other beautifiers for 
the big invasion at Stevens. 

Following an afternoon Tehearsal 
with The Stevens Glee Club, and a quick 
change into formal clothes, the Centen
ary girls met their dates for the evening. 
This was done by the trickiest method
a card matching arrangement, After 
everyone had found a matching card 
-signifying their dates, dinner was served 
in the rambling old "Castle." 

The concert itself was the highlight of 
the evening and from the wri-ter's point 
of view, it "went off" with a 100o/o bang. 
It was all very exciting for the Centenary 
Glee Club to sing under an intricate dis
play of lights to a large audience. After 
the Stevens -orchestra, Glee Club, and 
quartet, and Centenary Glee Club had 
completed their numbers, the program 
was climaxed with a song by the com
bined glee clubs. 

We won't go into the good time 
everyone had at the dance that followed 
the c:;oncert. It was more than a success 
as far as the Centenary girls were con
cerned. Why say, haven't you been 
noticing the various letters from Stevens 
Institute of Technology in their boxes? 

So, naturally, all of the girls were 
h~ppy a.bout the whole thing as they 
chmbed m the bus heading back toward 
Hackettstown. A return visit from 
Stevens? \V ell, we all hope so. 

But despite all of this don't you think 
that much of the credit of the success of 
the Centenary Glee Club should go to 
the director, Miss Gardner and to the 
accompanist, Mrs. Julia Munro? I do. 

Book Odds and Ends 
The last few meetings of the Book 

Club have been very enlightening as well 
as entertaining. At a recent business 
meeting, -Gerry Selmer was elected 
treasurer. 

Dodie Krahmer Teviewed the book en
titled, "Help Wanted-Fem~ie~' by 'M. 
Byers. She also gave her own: criticism 
and recommended the book esped:aUy for 
those interested in the field of ''fashion 

·· design and merchandising. Lee Jahnke 
gave a summary of a recently published 
novel, "Christ In Concrete" by Pietro 
Di Donato. This is a realistic story built 
about a family of Italian brick layers. 
Lee emphasized the beautiful style in 
which the book was written. The book 
entitled "Whistle Stop," by M. Wolfe 
was~ reviewed by S-d~' Gabri'el. She gave a 
vivid description of':t~l.s 'book, which made 
everyone eager 'tb . read it: 

· SpiUed:.I-~k 



"Dear Diary--" 
December 7: Well, Diary, I guess you 

and I both know all too well what hap
pened today . . . will we ever learn? 
People in general, I mean. But I'm no 
philosopher so I'll just say that what 
President William Mather Lewis of 
Lafayet'te College said to us tonight in 
vespers was one of the most worthwhile 
addresses I've heard. He met the awful 
situation of today as well as anyone 
could have. I guess it's all up to us 
now! 

10: Now we know how we should 
oughta look! Also how we shouldn't 
oughta----<thanks to Mrs. Haring and the 
girls who put on that really instructive 
(even if it was a howl in places). Posture 
Show tonight. That'll teach us! 

13: Ah-a dance. And what's more, 
EXTRA MEN! Bliss? No, just a 
Princeton ·Glee Club Concert before the 
dance-although it was a mighty close 
thing to that. To our dear Peiths we 
owe all this gaiety for it was their of
ficial "Ann." 

14: Gosh! Christmas is just around 
the corner! Our Christmas Vespers this 
afternoon were quite lovely and the 
speaker was awfully good - William 
Hiram Foulkes was his name. He was 
impressed with our chorus, too! 

15: Something new in chapel this 
morning. You see, today is Bill of 
Rights Day and one of the History 
classes gave a very nice program. Con
gratulations, kids. 

17: Gee, but I loved the carol singing 
in the library tonight. That's real 
Christmas spirit-when people can get 
together and just sing those beautiful 
old songs in spite of all the hate there is 
in the world. I wouldn''t have missed 
it for anything-the Christmas tree and 
the girls and everything just made me 
feel good inside (and outside, too, for that 
matter!) 

18: Diary, tonight is the night I love 
best of all the year at school, I think. 
That's a rather rash statement and I 
might limit it a little, but the spirit's 
there! So much happened-first that 
simply lush Christmas dinner in formals 
by candlelight, then the impressive page
ant, ·and then caroling down town. Which 
I liked best, I don't know-unless it was 
the free cokes we got from George! And 
on top of it all, we go caroling early in 
the morning, too, and then-dare I 
mention IT? Home, sweet home ! ! 

19-5: You know more than I do about 
those days! 

January 6: Today the efficiency of our 
child-psych class was practically and 
cruelly tested for ·the first time. Cute 
kids, those kindergarteners, HUH! ? 

11: I've said so many things to you, 
Diary, about Dr. Trevorrow's vesper 
service talks that there isn't much left 
to say. Let's just say that they're all 
what I'll remember amorrg the very 
nicest things about Centenary. 

12 & 14: I thought I'd write about 
both these days at once-you don't 
mind, do you, Diary ? They're the days 

Spilled Ink 

when lots of us went to see Maurice 
Evans and Judith Anderson in Macbeth. 
I was just simply left breathless, that's 
all! 

13: This really should have been sand
wished between the 12 and the 14, but I 
forgot then, so I'll just tell you about it 
now. It was the day when the Radio 
Speech Class gave "For Mister Jim" over 
WEST. That class is good! 

15: Tonight was a very special night
one of our speaker nights. This time it 
was Mr. William E. Haskell, Assistant to 
the President of the New York Herald 
Tribune. (So help me-it was William, 
even if Dody did call him "George"). 
Now we know what goes into our daily 
paper anyway-in the way of prepara
tion, of course. 

17: T·oday Mr. Knapp took one of his 
classes to the Art Museum in New York. 
I must remember to ask them how they 
liked it-sounds good to me. 

18: Tonight at vespers we had an un
usually interesting guest speaker. His 
name was the Rev. S. F. Custard, guess 
who! He was graduated from Centen
ary in 1910-one of those blissful coed 
years! He told us all about "Coming 
Back to Centenary" and I could have 
listened :forever. 

19: More field trips from this place! 
This time the Social Psych class at
tended a clinic at the State Hospital for 
the Insane at Marlboro, N. J. Maybe I 
should be taking some of those super 
psych courses. 

25: Again, one of Dr. Trevorrow's in
imitable vesper talks. How that man 
does it-I'll never know, but always ad
mire. 

26-31: Ah, woe is me! And I do mean 
woe! Who on earth ever invented ex
ams, anyway ? Just let me get my hands 
on-restrain yourself, dear, and take it 
like a Centenarian. Yes- in the locker 
room with a good bridge hand! 

February 2: You see, I was right! All 
that raving I've been doing about Dr. 
Trevorrow was not one bit exaggerated. 
He spoke over WJZ this morning, no less. 

4: Centenary makes the front page! 
Extrat Extra! Read all about it. Foods 
Class of C. J. C. visits army cook in
struction department of United States 
Army on Governor's Island. All those 
men and Miss Spence and Centenary. 
Man, were they lucky! 

7: This time it was the chorus making 
the front page-of the Stevens paper at 
least! You see, Diary, we get around, 
too. We gave a concert at Stevens Tech 
in Hoboken and they gave us a dance 
afterwards. More fun, more stags, and
well, isn't that enough? 

8: An old friend of Dr. Trevorrow's 
came to talk to us at vespers tonight. 
His name was Dr. John Z. Moore, and 
he just came here after 38 years in 
Korea. How I would love the whole 
story of that man's life! 

9: Tonight Centenary became WOR for 
a little while. All because Martha 
Deane and her handsome announcer, 
George Hogan, were here and gave us 
a sample of one of their programs. I 
thought I'd die laughing at George! The 
Radio Speech Class ate with them at 

Buts About Butts 
Of course, I considered myself a 

veteran cigarette smoker when I re
turned to Centenary this September. 
With my family's permission, I had been 
smoking for three years. To be sure, last 
summer I'd had exactly four cigarettes 
from closing day to opening day at Cen
tenary; and, although I had tried, I had 
never succeeded in my efforts to inhale 
the smoke of a cigarette. Dumb me, I 
thought no one could tell the differ
ence, but soon two of my more worldly 
classmates instructed me in the differ
ences between inhaling and non-inhaling. 
For three weeks I practiced religiously 
under wary eyes. I became dizzier and 
dizzier each time, until finally I reached 
the turning point; no longer my knees 
felt like rubber bands and my eyes 
swam. Today I can inhale a cigarette 
with the best experts here and need 
not to be ashamed or self-conscious. 
Furthermore I have just acquired the ac
complishment of being able to light a 
match in the wind. Now am I satisfied? 
Oh, no, at the present time I am taking 
lessons on how to flip a cigarette butt. 
Education is wonderful here at Centen
ary. 

Moments From the Minutes 
The Diokosophian Society held its 

usual meeting, the third Wednesday of 
the month, January twenty-first. When 
committees for the Diok dance, March 
seventh, were appointed and business 
pertaining to it was discussed. Follow
ing this we had our customary literary 
period. Poems were read by Grace 
Lewis and Alice Wolfson. 

At this time the meeting was ad
journed because of the length of the 
discussion of business about the dance. 

The committees are as follows: In
vitations, Ellen Duncan, Carolyn Sund
strom. Progr-a,m, Mary LaRue, Lucy 
Zobian, Florence Sherman, Wilma 
Hagan. 01~chestr-a, Babette Lehman, 
Mary Dryfoos. Refr-eshments, Milly 
Hoffman, Sally Sundstrom, Betty Win
ship. Decorations, Sue Gabriel, Grace 
Lewis, Ruth Stevens, Alice Wolfson, 
Rosemary Pierre!. 

·we had decided, some time ago, that 
instead of buying each other gifts for 
our Christmas party, we would give our 
dimes to charity. Three dollars and 
fifty cents has been collected and given 
to the Red Cross '.V ar Fund. Re-elec
tions were held at a later meeting and 
the results are as follows: President, 
Carol Young; vice-president, Carolyn 
Sundstrom; secretary, Lee Minisi; 
treasurer, Ellen Duncan; chaplain, 
Marilyn Samuels, and sergeant-at-arms, 
Ruth Stevens. 

dinner. Are they privileged, or are 
they? 

I see another one of those temporary 
"good-byes" approaching, Diary, so let's 
grab it and be on our way 'till next time, 
shall we? 
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Personality Profiles 
Elga Hilferding Peggy Siebert 

\Vho doesn't know our petite and cute 
little Rumanian girl? She has a lot of 
interesting things to tell us about her 
country. Yes, she was born in Rumania, 
which is not as big as New York State. 
She has been here only a little over a 
year, and my, does she love it! She 
hopes to stay here for good, and we 
hope so, too. She certainly has been 
around, too. She went to Niagara Falls, 
Buffalo, New York, Long Island, New 
Jersey, Atlantic City, and Vermont. I'll 
bet she's been to some places many of 
us haven't seen. When I asked her 
what she liked about America, she 
smiled and said the friendliness of the 
people and their way of living. Isn't 
that nice? But she says our way of 
living is quite different from that of 
her people. For instance, Rumanians 
come home for lunch and dinner whether 
they live in the city or on a farm. 
Lunch is considered to be the same as 
dinner, as far as the menu goes. 

Did I tell you Elga lived in Bucha
rest? She says it's very modern, too, 
and they even get our movies there as 
soon as we do. That's a bit surprising. 

Of course, a few of you have seen 
Elga skate when there was a little ice. 
Well, it seems this little miss took part 
in performances in Bucharest and won 
the title of Junior Champion! She's 
quite a gal. Besides skating, she likes 
skiing, tennis, swimming, and in gen
eral, every sport. She also likes 
languages, and it's no wonder, for she 
speaks so many of them. She wants to 
be an interpreter, or enter the diplm;na
tic service when she can, but she wants 
to graduate from Centenary first. We 
do hope that she can be what she wants 
and we shall be very proud of her! 

Elga says the average American likes 
an easy life, going to parties, eating, 
and not working too hard. Doesn't that 
sound just like us? Do we have a lot in 
common with the Rumanians, Elga? 
However, while we enjoy going out to 
dance, they have more house parties 
that last well into the night. She doesn't 
like jitterbugging yet, though, but may
be she will in time. 

Did we hear her mention food? It 
seems rich food with gravy and cakes 
with loads 'n' loads of whipped cream 
are the favorites. Boy, doesn't that 
sound good? Elga says canned food is 
hard to get over in Rumania, and 
oranges are almost impossible to get as 
are pineapples and such fruit. She's 
getting her fill over here, though. Elga 
likes American schools, too, because we 
don't have to wear an awful uniform as 
Rumanians do. It is usually a black 
dress, black stockings and shoes, a uni
form coat and hat, and an emblem on 
the coat sleeve. Wouldn't that be dread
ful? VV e ought to be glad we don't 
wear all that. 

Well, with a bird's eye view of 
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We all know our Peggy, who really is 
Margaret Ellen Siebert, from Chatham, 
N. J., where she lives on a farm. But, 
did you all know that she has raised 
horses for ten years? That seems won
derful to most of us. She says she got 
her first pony when she was ten years 
old-a Welsh horse. As young as she 
was, she broke him to drive. She was 
soon given a five-gaited horse, and 
started her collection of hunters, one 
being a Man 0' War mare. It was not 
long before she entered her ho~·ses in 
shows and out of ten shows, received 
sixty ribbons, about fifteen of them being 
first class. 

Her favorite horse, she sa,id with a 
laugh, is the one she calls the "brat." 
Maybe it's beeause he's a little hard to 
manage, who knows? Anyway, she 
taught her favorite to drive, then jump. 
Last March, she 'broke up her stables and 
sold four of them. She now has three left 
in the Hunts Club in .Spring Valley. She 
showed the "Brat" as a three-year-old, 
and she won second, third and fourth 
prizes, and $25 out of four classes! She 
is a wonderful girl, besides having a 
wonderful horse to win her prizes. 

And you most likely want to hear 
more about Peggy herself, besides know
ing all about her horses. She says she 
wants to be a designer of clothes and 
may go to Toby Colburn in New York 
next year to study. I was amazed that 
she didn't say she wanted to raise horses 
for the rest of her life, but she said 
quickly when I asked her, that she in
tended to do that, too! 

That sounds like a big job, being a 
designer and raising thoroughbreds on a 
farm, but knowing Peggy, she can do it! 

I was inquisitive to know what were 
some of her likes and she said clothes, 
especially sport clothes and evening 
clothes. "From one extreme to the 
other," she said. As for food she likes 
anything fattening, and she says that's 
her downfall. One of her pet peeves is 
people who don't complete cuts in bridge. 
That's a peculiar one, isn't it? But any
way, she's a grand gal, and one whom we 
like a lot. Here's wishing lots of luck 
to a girl who should have a wonderful 
future. 

Rumania and herself, she closed telling 
me she could speak French, German, 
Rumanian, Spanish and English. That 
is quite an accomplishment. So good
bye to you all for now from Elga. In 
Rumanian, it would be "La Revedere," 
in French, "Au revoir;" "Hasta leugo," 
in Spanish; in German, "Auf wieder
siehen," and last in English, "Goodbye," 
or "So long." Here's a wish for her 
success and hope she never leaves us! 

Motto for a Dog House 
I love this little house because 

It offers, after dark, 
A pause for rest, a rest for paws, 

A place to moor my bark. 

So That's Skiing! 
Ski-A piece of wood that sticks out 

beyond the heel and toe for two or 
three feet and interferes with walk
ing, often referred to as a pair of 
skiis, but anyone who has had any
thing to do with them knows that 
each ski is an individual, interested 
in leading its own life apart from 
the other ski. To think of them 
coming in pairs is ridiculous. 

Ski Poles-A pole used by skiers in 
picking themselves up after falling 
down. It is important to have good 
ski poles, since they often get more 
use than skis. 

Ski Boots-Shoes worn in skiing. You 
can get your size by measuring the 
shoe box that your ordinary shoes 
come in. 

Snow Suit-An article of clothing so 
designed that once snow gets in
side of it, there is virtually no way 
for it to get out. 

Ski Rack-The sedan owner's equivalent 
of a rumble seat. Evidence that 
the car manufacturers are slow to 
catch on. Skiing has been popular 
for four years, now, and it is more 
difficult to strap a pair of skis on 
each succeeding new model. 

Ski Run-A down-hill trail that has 
been abandoned by rabbits because 
there are too many twists. 

Novice Trail-A ski trail designed for 
novices by an expert who has for
gotten just what a novice can do. 

Expert Trail-The skiing equivalent of 
going over Niagara Falls in a bar
rel with only two staves. 

Stem Turn-A turn in which you shift 
your weight from one ski to any
thing else that is handy. 

Ski Jump-An area designed especially 
for people who like to fly but are 
afraid of airplanes. 

Schuss-A steep, straight run. Also 
what you say to a skier when he 
tries to tell you for the 7th time 
how he came down something or 
other mountain. 

Snow Report-Description of snow con
ditions agreed upon by the weather 
bureau and the Hotelmen's Associa
tion. 

Unbreakable Crust-Term used to de
scribe a person who always borrows 
somebody else's ski wax. 

Ski Tow-A device which eliminates ex
ercise for skiers who take up skiing 
for the exercise. 

Ski Train-A device which gets the 
skiers to the ski tow with even less 
exercise. 

Tobog·ganing-Different from skiing in 
that you sit down at the top of the 
hill. 

From a notice posted in 
the Long Trail Lodge, 
Rutland, Vermon::. 

Women's faults are many, 
Men have only two; 
Everything they say 
And everything they do. 

Spilled Ink 



Fashion Fables 
By this time some of us 

have begun to understand 
that this war means sacri
fice. 

Rather out of place head
ing a fashion column, you 
say? But do you girls real
ize that everything you buy 
now, including clothes, is 

definitely affected by the war, and will 
be even more so in the months to come ? 
Do you realize that maybe when you 
leave Centenary you'll be donning a slim 
skirted uniform of olive drab or marine 
blue, as like as not? Think about it a 
while! 

What have I to offer? Well, my sug
gestion is. to enjoy ,the wonderful 
clothes we're able to get now. Even if 
you don't end up in a uniform-you'll 
know what's going on. Your skirts 
won't be quite so ample, your wool won't 
all he pure, your silk just won't be! 

Let's talk about the wool first. Are 
you acquainted with the Wool Labeling 
Act? If not, please take heed, 'cause it's 
really to your own advantage. You see, 
the manufacturers were forced to use 
wool more than once in the manufacture 
of all sorts of articles, that is they used 
it again after it had been used to make 
something else. Sometimes they used 
wool that had been sold to consumers 
and used and then discarded to be re
turned by the junk man or somebody 
else to the right people so it could be used 
again to make other wool products. Then, 
sometimes they used wool that had been 
made up but never sold to consumers or 
actually used in any way, but just Te
made by the manufacturer himself. So 
Congress got busy, and to protect the 
consumer, they passed the Wool Labeling 
Act. This act says that all wool manu
facturers must label their products ac
C'ording- to the kind of wool used in their 
manufacture. New, virgin, or unused 
wool is labeled Vi1"_qin vVool, Pure Wool, 
or just Wool. Wool that has been 
manufactured before, but not used by a 
consumer is labeled Rep1·ncessed Wool. 
That leaves the wool that has been used 
bv a consumer which is labeled Reused 
Wool. Get it? Look for those labels 
and know what you're buying. Of 
course ,the type of wool used is depend
ent upon the quality of the merchandise 
a little, but that doesn't mean that any
thing made of reprocessed or reused wool 
isn't good-it's just so you'll know. 

I seem to have talked pretty long and 
loud on that subject and I'm just about 
talked out. Maybe next time I'll be a 
little more on the frivolous side, but 
after all-it depends on us, doesn't it? 
On how much we know and how much 
we apply that knowledge just in our own 
daily life. 

So I'll be seein' ya-keep your pig
tails flying and your determination 
active! 

Flattery is 90% soap-and soap is 
90% lye. 

Spilled Ink 

The "Spies" of Life 
Marion Smith's Lucky has moved far 

away to Lock Haven, while Jerry Selmer 
is moving closer to Marion's brother, 
Lee. 

Helen Lamb's Charley is going to join 
a good deal of our men in the Naval Air 
Corps; At least, he can come to say 
good bye. 

Who were the two freshmen who mis
took a West Pointer for a doorman at 
Penn Station? Why, Janet and Kay! 

Helen Papp has a ring. And Charlie's, 
too. Just one more ring, and a few of 
us will join the Spinster's Club. 

Why is Janie Schlegel working so hard 
for the Freshman dance, and then leav
ing? It couldn't have anything to do 
with Bobbie coming up. Or could it? 
It could. 

Even though Art is busy working with 
fire extinguishers, he can't put out his 
flame for Connie. 

Terry came back from Vermont, Tues
day, and left for Virginia, Thursday. 
She still can't make up her mind whether 
she is in love with Freddy, or Freddy, 
or Freddy or the guy in the middle. 

It must have been some telephone con
versation Dot Mack had with Art the 
other night. All the lights went out in 
the school just as she hung up. 

Why are Marilyn Murphy and Pat 
Goodenough looking so sad? Could it 
be that they won't be seeing Lehigh next 
week-end ? ? ? 

The sound of an approaching Blitz the 
other night was only Brink when she got 
a letter from George. 

Who was the Freshman who was 
asked to elope last week-end, but re
turned to college instead? I guess she 
likes Centenary better than the man who 
proposed. Or something! 

C. J. went skiing in Vermont the 
week-end after exams. She claims she 
was snow-bound, but we know those 
good-looking instructors, up there! 

Most of the Senior Screwballs are 
gathered on one hall now that Johnson 
has moved down. All we need now is 
Schwertfeger to join our happy throng. 

Why doesn't Dawn Gilson let us know 
just what is going on? On her finger 
she wears a West Point miniature en
g-agement ring and yet she wear a 
D. U. fraternity pin. My, oh my. 

Matt is coming home very soon, so 
we will all have a look at Bobbie Stump 

with her face on and without her pig
tails. Happy day! 

If Nancy Johnson would please re
member to return the radio to the 
locker room after her Saturday night 
dancing sessions in the gym, Sunday 
morning would be much brighter for 
those bewildered "locker-room ladies" 
who can't imagine what's happened to 
the "thing". 

Everyone is so happy for Janet Carl
son. She is the aunt of a 9-lb. baby boy. 
She is going to make a special trip 
home to see him. I think she almost 
expects him to get up and shake hands 
with her. 

Edie Bolte was so disappointed when 
she couldn't go to the Stevens Concert 
because of the ·old voice box, but every
thing was much better when she received 
a bee-ooutiful bouquet of flowers from 
one of the boys who had been looking 
forward to seeing her there. 

\Vhat is it that Carter and Whitney 
have to make Larry and Monte cover all 
those miles for a week-end? Well-now 
-I'll tell you. No, I guess I won't. All 
kidding aside, that is a sign of the real 
love. I'll bet it won't be long before-. 
But then, Jean, you wouldn't want to 
disappoint all your Secretarial Studies 
teachers by forsaking the great oppor
tunity that awaits you in the business 
world, for which they are so severely 
preparing you? Or maybe you would! 

Margaret Ranger spent so much time 
having four teeth taken out, ·and she 
still has them. Yes, she would be glad 
to take them out and show them to you; 
they are in a little white box, up in the 
roo1n. 

Dodi Krahmer's writing is so illegible 
down in Aberdeen, that they threaten 
to send her letters back for transcrip
tion, or something. It seems that they 
were passed all around the camp, but 
still no one could figure out what she 
was writing about. Maybe it is just as 
well, huh, Dodi? Anywav, she must 
have written her address plainly enough 
because ever since, she has been getting 
all these V aleritines and mail from per
fect strangers-soldiers-Aberdeen. 

When Gladys called Dr. and Mrs. 
DuBois, "Dr. and Mrs. Dubious" while 
reading the minutes of the Book Club 
in front of them the other night, every~ 
nne 8iroulv hnwlerl .. Thev sav D-r. DuBois 
laughed harder than anyone else. 

Is There a Doctor in the House? 
Nam,e 

Sue Wise 
Doris Clark 
"Stinkie" Samuels 
"Jerry" Selmer 
Betty Southworth 
.T ane Belding 
Georgine Hill 
Carol Young 

Ail1nent 
lone train ride 
relatives for dinner 
cold heart 
"Happy Landings" P. J's 
bridge vs. marks 
too much K. A. 
Centenary breakfasts 
a certain Sigma nu 

Cure 
Stevens man 
"Chick" 'em 
hot foot, Jerry 
buttons 
grand slam 
indigestion 
W. & L. 
a copy of "How to 
lose friends and 
Alienate People 
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Social 
It must have been a really 

gala week-end up at Cornell 
from all ·the reports from 
Marilyn Samuels, Florence 
Sherman, Marie, Giacomo, 
and Ellen Fried who all had 
a glorious time at that col
lege's J u n i or Week-end. 
Even if we hadn't overheard 

their stories, we could have told from 
the expressions on their faces the fol
lowing "blue Monday". 

The Stevens Concert is already bring
ing returns! Yes, Lucy Zobian has re
ceived a Valentine from-well he wasn't 
even her date. Letters have been pour
ing in, telephone calls, and even dates
yes, I guess the Centenary girls gave 
those boys something new to think about 
-and are they thinking! It goes with
out saying, that the singing was fine. 
It's funny how, when someone establishes 
a good reputation, it is more or less taken 
for granted that they are always good. 
Let's not forget to mention that we 
appreciate their work and that of Miss 
Gardner, 'cause they really deserve to 
hear it. 

The Pennsylvania Hotel's Lobby was 
the meeting place for the guests at 
Aldyth's engagement party. It was quite 
an invasion! Everyone then tripped up 
to the 15th floor for that never-to-be
forgotten luncheon. Such wonderful 
food that even Jerry Selmer couldn't 
refuse the delicious ice cream pie. Aldyth 
was shaking like a leaf, but she couldn't 
be blamed for it. Here she was trying 
to make a good impression on the future 
mother-in-law and all we did was bring 
up embarrassing incidents, stories, and 
recollections of her "past". Everyone 
had a wonderful time and, in spite of 
the kidding, wishes every happiness for 
her and Harvey. 

We all felt sorry for Peggy Love when 
she came back to school after Christmas 
vacation with those big, black bruises on 
her thighs, until, that is, we heard her 
explanation of them! What could be 
more exciting? A ski trip at Pico Peak 
in Rutland, Vermont, at a log cabin 

Psychology 
I think that I shall never see 
A subject as inte:testing as psychology. 
The study of humans and what makes 

them tick, 
Of the brain, eye, and ear-these should 

stick. 
Humans' emotions and the "why" of 

things, 
Memory,. learning, intelligence our book 

brings. 
A subject helpful at all times 
In problems ·to solve - (I hope no 

crimes) 
Intelligence tests to find your rate, 
Personality, motivations. I think it's 

great. 
Subjects are failed by fools like me 
Here's hoping that one is not psycho

logy. 
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Whirl 
lodge way off in the mountains with a 
g-roup of friends from home and Edgar. 
She said at least she learned how to do 
the "Sitsmark". Oh, well. 

Dottie Williamson is another of the 
"diamond toters". If you hadn't read of 
it in the papers, you probably saw those 
cute match ·cases declaring it was "A 
match-Dottie and Earle". Our best 
wishes to you both, Dottie! 

Claire pulled the fast one on us all. 
Engaged and then married all in the 
same mouthful. Well, they say we mod
erns are living in a fast world, so more 
power to her! It really must agree with 
her all right, because I've never seen a 
happier looking girl than she, when she 
refers to her hubby. So here's good luck 
·to the bride of C. J. C. 

No sooner did the Navy dock in Vir
ginia than Mary Dryfoos was there to 
welcome them back-especially one! I'll 
bet that did his heart good. She can say 
she is doing her bit to keep up the 
morale, and I guess it isn't a hard job. 

I wonder if we would have recognized 
Aldyth VanCamp, Jane Belding and 
Georgine Hill at the Fancy Dress Ball 
at Washington and Lee a few week
ends ago? Seems that Van's costume 
was too short, GeorJ2:ine's too big, and 
Janie's too small. There should have 
be a compromise somewhere. Those were 
·mere incidents, though, in a week-end 
full of the best of everything. 

Centenary faces are certainly seen in 
many places! War or no, men's colleges 
still like our shining faces, and to prove 
that fact, here are just a few of the 
gals tripping off to various campuses. 

Anne Winter, Harriet Desmond and 
Pat Dwyer are going to Yale the week
end of the 20th. 

Dawn Gilson, Helen Lamb and 
Louise Williams went to West Point the 
week-end after exams. Those uniforms 
certainly are attractive, aren't they? 

Dottie N aughright's heart skips a 
beat when she thinks about that heav
enly week-end she's going to have in 
Hanover with Roy. So what if there 
wasn't a Carnival this year? Those 
Dartmouth lads certainly get the gals. 

Sometimes 

Ac1·o.ss the fields of yesterday 
He sometimes cornes to me, 

A little lad just ba,ck from play-
The lad I used to be. 

And yet he smiles so wistfully 
Once he has CTept within, 

I wonde1· .if he hopes to see 
The man I might have been. 

-Th01nas S. Jones, Jr. 

What Would You Do If You W·ere 
A Librocubicularist? 

Ann Van Deusen: I'd kill myself. 
Rosemary Pierrel: I'd take a dose of 

sulphur and molasses. 
Marie Cushing: I'd become a Demo

crat. 
Kay Erbacher: My parents would 

back up the wagon and take me away. 
Joan Davies: I'd give myself up to 

the police. 
Jane Belding: I'd rack up. 
Harriet Desmond: I'd try my art in 

another profession. 
Jane White: I'd swing out in a 

rhumba. 
Jean Van Derwerker: My parents 

would disown me. 
Mildred Tebby: I'd reduce. 
Jean Whitney: I'd ask Monte what to 

do. 
Keiter Fisk: So are you. 
Nancy Johnson: Give up! 
Florence Schehl: I'd do something to 

correct it. 
Natalie Raub: I'd find out what it 

meant. 
Betty Johnson: I'd pack up and leave 

town. 
Claire Strully: I'd end it all, I guess. 
Martie Moore: Why, I'd give myself 

up. 
Lee Minisi: I'd jump out of the near

est window. 
P.S. Don't pop, but a librocubicularist is 

one who reads in bed. 

What Are They Famous For? 
Aldyth VanCamp-bangle bracelets 
Barbara Stump-her Matt 
Connie Adams-super grades 
Nat Raub-those colored stockings! 
Jerry Selmer-diets 
Grace Ulbricht-her men 
Nancy Johnson-so quiet on the hall 
Esther Kass-those dialects 
Babette Lehmann-A good pair of 

vocal chords 
Betty Southworth-jibber-jabber 
Ruth Stevens-those bridge hands. 
Jane Vliet-Charlie, Charlie, Charlie, 

etc. 
Janet Carlson-being an aunt 
Marv Dryfoos-"Is anyone taking the 

11:25?" 
Jean Whitney-Oh, Monte! 
Ellen Duncan-helping us out 
Marjorie Braisted-Does she worry? 
Peggy Love-trying to gain weight 
Dotty N aughright-those magazines 
Doris Clark-we can count on her 
Betty Alfonte-This-here army 
Margaret Robbins-hair cuts 
Betty Winship-She'll save our lives 
Jeanne Fisk-Her artistic talent 
Merridy Coates-She knows her Span-

ish! 
Edith Bolte-working hard 
Dotty Williamson-going home week

ends 
Betty Schwertfeger-witty sayings 

Accounting for Accounting 
"When I kiss you, you tell me if you are at a "loss." After kissing you many 

times, try to "account" for each one and tell me if it was a "profitable" experience. 
If you love me and think I am a "credit" to you, I think we should get married and 
try to "balance" our own "budget." You have so n1any "assets," I am "liable" to 
lose my "balance" in love. 
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Something Borrowed, Something New 
'Arms and the Man' 
Dear Mom 'n' Pop 

He has to go, 
The Army's got 
My darling Joe! 

He leaves next week, 
I'm frantic quite, 

But Joey seems 
To think it's right. 

W ith head held hig·h 
And chest flung out, 

He doesn't walk . 
He struts about! 

I 'm not afraid 
That we won't win; 

Our victory's sure 
With Joey in! 

1 'll do my part 
\V on't shed a tear; 

But gee, I hope 
He's stationed near! 

That famous saying, 
"\V ar is hell," 

Is dittoed by 
Your little Nell. 

From "The Stratford Traveler" 
of Stratford Junior College in 
Virginia. 

College Daughter 
By N. Smaridge 

She comes home for the week-end, with 
toothbrush and comb! 

Then, loudly proclaiming it's grand to 
be home, 

Retires to make 'phone calls, emerging 
to state 

We mustn't wait up as she's sure to be 
late! 

On Saturday morning she breakfasts 
in bed 

Then leaps down the stair to go skating 
with Ted; 

She's back for a hairdo, a change and 
a shower 

And off for a dance in the space of an 
hour! 

On Sunday we lower our voices and 
creep, 

Our daughter, exhausted, is grabbing 
some sleep. 

At three, in a panic, she calls for a 
snack, 

Her boy-friend is due-and he's driving 
her back! 

En route to the doorway, she gives us 
a hug, 

Then, settling herself in the car and 
the rug, 

She waves us goodbye with her tooth
brush and comb! 

And shrieks it's been perfectly swell 
to be home. 

"Girls are much prettier than boys, 
naturally." 

"No, not naturally, artificially." 

Spilled Ink 

So ph: "You ought to take chloro
form.'' 

Frosh: "Y eh? Who teaches it?" 
+ + + 

She: "vVha t were you doing after 
the a,ccident ?" 

He: "Scraping up an old· acquaint-
ance." 

+ + + 
Haughty House Wife: "Aren't you 

the same man I gave a piece of mince 
pie to last week?" 

Tramp: "No, mum, I ain't; and wot's 
more, the doctor says I never will be." 

+ + + 
A man who had never been on a duck 

hunt before shot at a duck in the air 
and it fell dead. 

"Well, you got him!" exclaimed a 
friend. 

"Yetah, I did, but it was silly to waste 
that shell; the fall would have killed 
him anyway." 

+ + + 
"And to think that I mortgaged the 

house to send my boy to college. All 
he does is go out with girls, drink and 
smoke." 

"Do you regret it?" 
"Sure. I should have gone myself." 

+ + + 
Said the Idaho potato to Lowell 

Thomas: "You're nothing but a com
mentator!" 

+ + + 
Moses was in the war. At every ex

plosion he dashed for the rear line. His 
colonel talked to him about it. 

"You shouldn't be afraid, Mose. Why 
what if you do stop a shell. Heaven's 
your home." 

"Y assah, boss, ah knows. But ah 
ain't homesick." 

+ + + 
A noted authority on the mentally 

unsound was visiting in England recent
ly. One of the prominent officials there 
asked: "Doctor, how do you really tell 
if a person is insane ? " 

'~Oh, we merely ask him a few ordin
ary questions which ordinary people 
should be able to answer." 

"What type of question, Doctor?" 
"For instance, Captain Cook made 

three voyages 'round the world, and he 
died on one of them. Which one was 
it?" 

"Oh, I say, old chap, I think that's a 
bit steep. I'm not very good at history." 

+ + + 
Did you hear that they were going to 

fight the Battle of Bunker Hill over 
again?" 

"No, how's that?" 
"Because it wasn't fought on the 

level." 
+ + + 

Here's to the land we love, 
And vice versa. 

+ + + 
\Vhen a fellow breaks a date he 

usually has to. 
\Vhen a girl breaks a date she usual

ly has two. 

Classified Ads 
Wanted 

A new pair of shoes for Alice Schlat
ter. 

Tommy Dorsey to come back East for 
Lee Minisi. 

A private telephone installed in Dottie 
\Villiamson's room to save office time. 

A large box of stationery for Betty 
Ehrengart to write to a certain person 
with. 

A dictionary for Lucy Zobian. 
Some courage for Jean Dalrymple so 

she can give Juyne Kennedy her injec
tions. 

A book on "How to Learn Chemistry 
in 6 Easy Lessons" for Edith Bolte. 

Half soles to be sold in the book store 
to alleviate the coming shortage of shoe 
leather worn out through much walking. 

A direct subway line from the faculty 
house for Mr. Knapp and Prof. LaMotte. 

Horse stables on campus for Alice 
Rogers and Peggy Siebert. 

A few hundred skeins of wool to keep 
Florence Schehl going. 

A non-rattling window for Margaret 
Ranger. 

For Doris Klecka boogy woogy music 
on every morning from 7:01 to 7:29. 

A guaranteed hard-boiled egg every 
morning for Betty Winship. 

Esquire cut-outs for Betty Jane 
Thomas' room. 

For Betty Cousins an anchor for 
Bobby's picture. 

A combination ear-plugs and blinders 
so that Merridy Coates can get to sleep 
better. 

A resuscitator to help girls who pass 
out on the early morning defense walks. 

A men's college built in Hackettstown. 
Someone to close my window every 

a. m. before I get up. 
A soda fountain built in Centenary to 

alleviate mid-afternoon hunger pangs. 
A guarantee that not a day will go by 

without every girl received at least one 
letter (and a package thrown in). 

1Sound proof rooms! 
Yes, again-the old wishful thinking, 

need we tell it here? Steak twice a 
week smothered in ( oh, well, why 
smother it?) 

Reveille! 
"How do you ever get up so early?" 

\Ve've all heard that question from some 
'lady of leisure' at home. I imagine you 
simply smiled knowingly, as I did, and 
let the question go unanswered; for that 
secret belongs only to us at Centenary. 
Ours is the piercing lament of the early 
milk train; ours, the harsh outburst of 
the 7:00 bell, and the ceaseless jangle 
of a hundred alarms. The eerie fire 
whistle and the mournful gong of the old 
tower clock belong to us, too. Those at 
home do not share our secret. They 
know nothing of shrieking whistles or 
banging radiators; else they would not 
ask . . . "How do you ever get up so 
early?" 

Santa Claus is the only one who can 
run around with a bag all night and 
not get talked about. 
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