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By Sandy Sivier 
The Class of 1958 is about to 

leave Centenary as a student body, 
but it is leaving behind a gift 
which the entire class hopes will 
serve the college well as a service 
and as a remembrance of them. 

The class gift is a complete Pub
lic Address System which was pur
chased primarily for .Reeves Stu
dent Union Building. However, the 
outstanding feature of this P .A. 
system is that it can be used in
doors or outdoors, and can also 
work directly into the new broad~ 
casting system on campus. Need
less to say, this gift will be greatly 
appreciated during commencement 

Cited By Seniors 

Fred B. Odell 

Fred Dr. Lawrence E. Toombs, Asso- exercises, in outdoor picnics, dur
ciate Professor of Old Testament, ing the Song Contest, Freshman 
Drew Theological Seminary, will Talent Show, and all the other on-
deliver the Baccalaureate Address campus activities. Fred B. Odell, Director of Ad-

Centenary's new Public Address missions at Centenary College for 
in Whitney Chapel on Sunday, system consists of a 30-watt am- Women, was honored May 21 by 
June 1, at 8:15p.m. He has chosen plifier and has provisions for three the Senior Class when they dedi
as his topic "The Beginning of microphone outlets. It alsO. in- cated to him their yearbook, "The 
Wisdom." The Freshman Choir, eludes two 12-inch indoor speakers Hack." 

with portable cases for general Mr. Odell, a native of Rochester, 
directed by George Gansz, will sing purposes, and two 25-watt speak- N. Y., is a graduate of West High 
the anthems "The King Ascendeth ers for one outside. There are also School in that city and received the 
Into Heaven" and "Hosanna to the two floor stands, two desk stands, degree of Bachelor of Arts from 
Son of David" by Healey Willan and two microphones and 3-speed Hiram College. During World War 

manual phonograph attachment. II he was a ~ilot in the Unit~d 
and "A Hymn of Praise to the And so it is hoped that in the States Ar!llY Air Force a1:1-d an m
Creator" by Eric Thiman. The Rev- years to come during traditional ~tructor m. the Roya~ Air. F~rce. 
erend William M. Orr will conduct ceremonies such as Songs on the After servi~g. as As..,Istant Drrec
the service. Steps, the class of 1958 will be re- tor of Admissw_ns at Knox. Colle~e 

Dr. Toombs is a native of Char- member·ed through this gift. h:e became a pilot for Umted Air 
The Public Address system will lines. . . lottstown, Prince Edward Island, b d'splay in the Radio Room He ]omed the staff of Cente~ary 

Canada. An early interest in e on I . . College for Women as Associate 
science led him to take his Bache- for .all semors to see durmg the Director of Admissions in 1949, 
lor of Science and Bachelor of commg day~. became Director of 1: ublic Rela-
Arts degrees, with honors in chem- ' (See picture on page 8) tions and Placement four years la-
istry, from Arcadia University, ter and assumed his present post 
Wolfville, Nova Scotia, and to do Centenary St'"ngers in 1956. His wife, the former Miss graduate work in explosives re- Harriet Bradshaw of Youngstown, 
search at the University of Toron- Ohio, is also a l-Iiram graduate. The 
to. During the war he served as couple and their four children 
a meteorologist with the Royal Ca- Fred, Holly-Jo, David and Douglas, 
nadian Air Force. At the war's reside at 521 Grand Avenue, Hack-
end he entered training for the Concerts in Germany and France et~toew~heme of "The Hack" this 
ministry and took the degree of and sightseeing in six countries 
Bachelor of Divinity of Pine Hill will feature the 1958 European year is Greek Mythology. Miss 

Donna Jones, Westport, Conn., Divinity Hall, Halifax, Nova Sco- Tour of the Centenary Singers. served as editor-in-chief. Members 
tia. From there he proceeded to The party of 56 students and d d 
Drew where he received the de- Alumnae of Centenary Coiiege for of her editorial staff inclu e : Miss Alma Lewis, Ruxton. Md., litgree of Doctor of Philosophy in Women will leave ~h~ United erary editor; Miss Gail Brach, 
the field of the Old Testament. KLM, Royal Dutch Airlmes, and cranford, N. J. and Miss Susan 

Following three years as Profes- ~~turn on July 9· Included in the Lewis, Highland Park, Ill., art ed-Itmerary are England, France, Ger-s~r of Old Testament Language and man Holland Italy and Switzer- itors, and Miss Carol Kerlin, 
Literature at St. Stephen's College, Iandy, ' Stroudsburg, Pa., business mana-
Edmonton, Alberta, Dr. Toombs · . . ger. 
returned to Drew and assumed his ~erformances will be g~ven for 

. . . Umted States Trocps stationed at 
pres~nt position. While at St. Ste- Heidelberg, Germany; for United 

John T. Cunningham, feature 
writer for "The Newark News" and 
a recognized authority on New 
Jersey history, will deliver the 
Commencement Address at Cen
tenary College for Women, Hack
ettstown, New Jersey, Saturday, 
June 7, it was announced by Dr. 
Edward W. Seay, President of the 
College. He will take as his topic 
"Who Are 'They'?" 

Mr. Cunningham is the author 
of four widely read books on the 
state: "Railroading in New Jersey," 
«Made in New Jersey," "Garden 
State," and "This is New Jersey." 
A fifth volume, "The New Jersey 
Shore" is being currently issued 
by Rutgers University Press. These 
books have resulted from several 
long series of articles which he has 
prepared for "The Newark News" 
in his position as staff writer for 
that publication. Other groups of 
articles have dealt with the state's the schools of the state and in 1957 
colleges and universities, and with 
scenic and historic sites. He is served as the basis for a thi:r:ty 
currently preparing a series on the minute technicolor motion picture 
Lakeland Area of Jersey. by the New Jersey Bell Telephone 

Mr. Cunningham's knowledge of Company. Mr. Cunningham served 
his native state won recognition as co!lsultant on the movie and co· 
in the spring of 1956 when he was 
chosen to write the text for a de- author of the script. This film, 
scriptive book presented to the chosen by the United ~tates State 
chief executives of the forty~eight Department for showmg at the 
states when they attended the Gov- Brussels Fair, has been seen by 
ernor's Conference at Atlantic City. 1,500,000 persons in all parts of 
Copies of "This is New J ers·ey" the world. 
and "Made in New Jersey" were Mr. Cunningham's writings have 
also given to them. won him nearly a scor·e of awards 

"This is New Jersey," now in its from state and national groups in
third printing, is widely used in eluding the New Jersey Working 

Important Events 
Precede Graduation 

Press Association and the National 
Association for State and Local 
History. "The National Geogra
phic Magazine" recently selected 
him to write the first full-length 
article on New Jersey that it has 

The high points for the Seniors published in twenty-five years. 
this year will be the President's Scheduled to appear early in 1959, 
Reception, Coronation, President's it will be more than fifty pages in 
Ball, and Supper. This is to be length. 
held. on ~une 6. A_t 8:30 p. m. the A native of New Jersey, Mr. 
~resident s Receptw~ and Corona- Cunningham was graduated from 
tlon of the Queen Will be heDld on Morristown High School and re
the So~th Campus. T~e . an~e ceived the degree of Bachelor of 
Club Will perform at this time m Arts from Drew University. He 
honor of. the Queen. T!Ien the served four years in the Air Co.fps 
long awaited mom.ent will co~e during World War II, attaining the 
when the Queen Will appear Wit~ rank of captain. 
her Court to be crowned by Presi-
dent Seay. After the Reception 
and Coronation, the President's Graduation To Be 
Ball will be held in Reeves Build
ing at 9:30 p. m. During the Ball 
supper will be served at 10:30 in 
the dining room. This evening 
promises to be a most memorable 
event in the lives of the Seniors. 

Reeves 
On June 7 commencement exer

cises will be held in the Reeves 
Student Union Building at 11:00 
a. m. By tradition the seniors will 

l'f«JltU>Dilll Academy Shows walk through the rose arbor, pass 
• , • • Trevorrow Hall and on to Reeves. 

Heaslip s Patnbng The commencement address will 

"Native Hut, Baracoa, Cuba," a 
watercolor by Mrs. Gilberta Good
win Heaslip of the faculty of Cen-

phen s an~ at Dr·ew, D_r. Toombs Nations troops at Paris and Fon
has org~mzed many Bible Study tainebleu, France; and at Cite-Un
Groups m _cent~rs away .from the iversitaire in Paris. This university 
campu~: HIS gmde ~or th1s tyJ?e o.~ has a huge campus with more than 
~tudy_ A Year With the BI~le 5,000 students, including the grad
IS widely used. The Ame:mcan uate schools. The Sil:gers will give 
Schools of Oriental Research in their concert in the 1100-seat au
Jerusalem awarded Dr. Toombs a ditorium of Maison Internationale 
fellowship to engage in a year of recently erected under a grant 
archeological study in the Holy from John D. Rockefeller, Jr. 
Land during 1956-1957. During the The choral group will be con
summer of 1957 he was a member dusted by George Gansz who serves 
of the team which conducted ex- as its director during the college 
cavations at ancient Schechem un- year. Dr. Walter Gbettli of the 
der the joint sponsorship of Drew Centenary Language Department 
Theological School and the McCor- will accompany the group to lec
mick Theological School of Chi- ture on the history and culture of 

Graduates of Centenary College tenary Co~le~e for: Women, . is one 
for Women returned to the cam- of the pamtmgs mcluded m . cur-

. H k tt to n for the 43rd rent annual show of the Natwnal pus m ac e . s w Association of Women Artists at 

be given by John 'I'. Cunningham, 
a noted author and lecturer. The 
diplomas will be awarded by Dr. 
J. A. Washabaugh, President of the 
Board of Trustees. He will be as
sisted by Dean Margaret E. Hight 
and Dean Mary D. Bigelow. Prizes 
and honors will be awarded by 
Dean Hight and Dean Bigelow. 
This, along with the events of the 
previous day, will be events which 
will be held close and dear to each 

cago. the areas to be visited. 

annual Alumm Day on Saturday, the National Academy, 90th Street 
May 17. at Fifth Avenue, New York. 

_The eve~ts o~ the d~y ope~ed Another painting by Mrs. Rea
With a r~gistration period durmg slip, "Proud Parents," done in oil, 
the mornmg followed by a )Juffet is now on exhibition at Nebraska 
luncheon. The annua~ meeti~g. of Wesleyan Unive"'sity, Lincoln, Ne
the Centenary Alumm Association braska in a show featuring the 
was held in the Little Theatre at works 'of members of art faculties 
1:30 p. m. There :was an aquatic in the colleges and universities of 

(Continued On Page 5) the Methodist Church. 

senior. 

"It doesn't take much for a girl 
to hook a fellow-he generally sup
plies the line!''-Warren Hull. 
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SPILLED INK 

Judy Cann: Going to Europe -
Home and rest - Visit my room
mate-Trying to decide between 
the beach and the lake. 

Dana Wilber: After this winter 
I think I need a good long vacation 
away from . "it" all. 

Eleni Stacy: I'm going to sit in 
the sun and show my true color. 

Ellen Heater: A trip to Europe 
and then rest from the exhaustion. 

Barbara Young: As usual work 
until I earn ·enough to sit back and 
spend it on fun-time. Say Ocean 
City maybe! 

Gail Freeman: A trip to Europe 
and then just taking life easy. 

Gretchen Gerecke: Punching a 
time clock at Loblaw Inc. 

Marg Barr: Punching buttons at 
Eastman Kodak Company. 

Jean Veit: I expect to work for 
Sears, Roebuck & Co. Other than 
that I hope to have a blast. 

Ann Hofnagel: Yeah, I've got 
plans - sigh ! ! ! ? 

Book 
Goudge, Elizabeth. The W h it e 
Witch. Coward-McCann, 1958. 

Miss Goudge, the author of 
GREEN DOLPHIN STREET, has 
written another delightful noiVel 
called THE WHITE WITCH. The 
story centers around Francis Ley
land, an itinerant painter, but in 
reality a Royalist Spy. The heroine 
is young Jenny Haslewood, a Puri
tan. This book is a strange, dang
erous, sometimes touching romance 
with two gypsy lives also involved. 
Read it and be thrilled. 

Marshall, Catherine. To Live Again. 
McGraw-Hill, 1957. 

This is a book which touches the 
heart. After her husband, Peter 
Marshall, died life seemed to stop 
for Catherine Marshall. Gradually, 
she fought her way back to health 
and her deep love for h:er son sus
tained her. Now, she has found a 
Hfe ·O.f her own and goes on to 
help others. Anyone who has suf
fered a great loss will be comfort
ed by reading this book and gain 
courage to meet the death of a 
loved one. She is a wonderful wo~ 
man, and you will be inspired by 

Typists: Martha Beach, Francine Carletti, Lynn Duncan, 
Susan Engel, Barbara Fisher, Polly Kingston, Bar
bara Witt. - reading about her. 

·----------~-------------------------------------------------------· * * 

r 
Time flies, and before we know it examinations 

and commencement will be here. As I reminisce, I remember 
tackling the first newspaper shortly after returning from 
summer vacation. It seems to believe that issue 
is the last one that we, the present staff, ever publish. 

Before we leave we like to extend our thanks to 
many people who have to this 

year: Dr. Ernest Dalton, head of the Public Relations De
partment, and his staff who have been helpful in supplying 
the newspaper information; the Art Department; the 
Music Department; the Taylor Memorial Library; and 
Orr, Dean of the Chapel. We would also like to extend our 
appreciation to The Hackettstown Gazette who have printed 
the paper for us. 

Time will continue to fly, and soon summer will fade 
into autumn when the new staff will resume the publication 
of Spilled Ink. We wish them the best of luck next year and 
hope that they will sincerely appreciate the many helping 
hands. 

QUESTION: "What are your summer plaDS?" 

Tammy Finkbiner: Being a nurse- Barb Vennard: Swimming in-
maid, sort of! structor at a camp for eight weeks, 

Sherry Hom: I should worry vis~ts to the Cape, Maine, and 
about summer! It's play-time. Chicago. 

Winni Branch: Work between Jean Deltwiler: A complete rest 
trips to the Cape. after final exams. 

Harrimim, Margaret Case. The 
Price Is. Right. World Publishing 
Company, 1958. 

Would you like to be taken back 
stage in a big de])artment store and 
know all the amusing as well as 
serious problems met there? Well, 
if you would, just read this book. 
It surely is interesting as well as 
entertaining a n d informative. 
Macy's will mean something dif
ferent to you after you have read 
it. 

Macinnes, Helen. North From 
Rome. Harcourt, Brace, 1958: 

This book is a thriller from start 
to finish. You can hardly. lay it 
down as you follow the adventures 
of an interesting couple and wond
er how it will all turn out. Don't 
miss it! 

Ashmore, Harry S. An Epitaph For 
Dixie. Norton, 1958. 

Have you followed the contro
versy about the Negro question? 
This stimulating book on the sub
ject has just been published. Harry 
Ashmore says, "All my life South
ern leadership has argued over 
where a man should sit in a street 
car. r feel it's more important to 
think of our place in the atomic 
age." He thinks social segregation 
will continue without legal sanc
tion for some years, but feels in
dividual Negroes must be able to 
advance in the social order in ac
cordance with their natural endow
ment. This is a thought producing 
book, well worth your attention. 

* • $ • 

If you are a theater fan, you 
will enjoy reading any one or aU 
of the following plays which have 
recently or are now playing on 
Broadway, which have been added 

to the theater collection: Chayef-
sky, Paddy. MIDDLE OF THE 
NIGHT. Coward, Noel P. NUDE 
WITH VIOLIN. Crichton, Kyle S. 
THE HAPPIEST MILLIONAIRE. 
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Feydeau, Georges. HOTEL PARA- ~!iiiaiiiiiiiiiiiiiii;;;.;o;;;;iiiiiiiiiii~iiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii':iiiiiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiiiiiii':iiiiiiiii':iiiiiiiill 
DISO. Fields, Joseph. THE TUN- liP 

NEL OF LOVE. Goodrich, Fran- well · · · group .- · · the time 
ces. THE DIARY OF ANNE has come . . . time to don the ole 
FRANK. Greene, Graham. THE motor boat . . . oops . . . mean 
POTTING SHED. Rattigan, Ter- mortor board . . . can't believe 
ence M. SEP ARAT'E TABLES. SA- . . 
royan, William. T HE cAvE It . . . am an alumm . . : almost 
DWELLERS. Wilder, Thornton N .... the walls ar~ crumblm~ .. . 
THE MATCHMAKER. w.atch ou~ ... might ~et h1t .. . 

big practice for the b1g day . . . 
by the sundial . . . in the theatre 
. . . in the halls . . . everywhere 
. . . seniors .everywhere . . . al
ways humming ... what ... 
pomp and circumstance . . . presi
dent's ball . . . ·exotic queen . . . 

Well, spring is finally bursting i am not dreaming . . . moon ... 
forth - sweet spring - when a not over miami . . . over reeves 
young man's fancy turns to love ... then ... diploma day .. ~ 
and on all college campuses love oh . . . it's all too much . . . no 
seems to be in the air. The girls more staying up 'til three ... no 
at Centenary are doing very well more typing budgets . . . term 
in the line of pins and engage- papers . . . cigarette hangovers ... 
ments. stew for lunch . . . no more emo-

Lafayette has lost several pins tional crises ... ever maybe ... 
recently and Carolyn West, Sue oh . - . home . . . life maybe so. 
Byrne, Sally Clappier, and Chris dull ... get a job ... well ... 
Chacona have found them. Nice no . . . might be even duller don't 
going girls ! ! ! Nancy Blodgett ya know . . . no more long "group 
is proudly wearing a Phi :Oelt pin discussions" . . . nice way of say
from Ohio Wesleya1,1. Guess she ing that ... maybe i'll get mar..: 
proved that everyone doesn't get ried . · . oh . · . oh . . . rash 
snowed in Florida. Ginger Lytle thoughts . . . better stop while i'm 
finally has that pretty Phi Gam ahead . . so long earth 
pin from Williams. Now she has people ... it's been ... 
her Tony permanently. Why the 
happy glow all of a sudden, Linda 
Eppel? Could it be that Beta pin 
from Rutgers? Congratulations ?lso 
go to Ann Lothgren, Dee Van 
Voorhis, Arlene White, and Liz 
Joyce who are all envied pin
wearers. Spring fever certainly hit 
several Van Winkle girls: Bev 
Smith, Mickey Sayles, Ann John
son, and Sally Wilson are pinned. 
Congr~tulations girls! Spring hit 
Jill Thompson ever harder; Jill is 
engaged. Lucky girl. ! ! ! · 

Graduation is drawing near -
wonder what's in store? 

WHAT IS IT? 

It pays most of the taxes. 
It provides most of the jobs. 
It has always done most to raise 

wages. 

The Long Island Chapter of The 
Centenary Alumni Association held 
their Spring Meeting and Election 
of Officers Wednesday, May 21, at 
8 p. m. The guests of honor were 
:O.ean Margaret Hight and Dean 
Mary Bigelow. 

The Centenary Alumni Associa
tion is. presenting a check to Cen
tenary's Fine Arts Division cover
ing the new tape recording equip
ment. 

It has given us all our factories 
and shops. The student government for 

next year stood in Whitney Chapel 
It has built our ships and rail- to take vows of loyalty and honesty 

ways. Thursday, May 1. President Sue 
It develops inventors and busi- Lovell of Student Council presided 

ness builders. over the Council until Peggy Betts, 
It originated the principles of next year's president, repeated her 

efficiency. pledge. Peggy then asked the rest 
It has done most to lower costs of the memb~rs of Council for '59 

and prices. to repeat their pledge. 
It created the whole structure of Next President Judy Clogg of 

business. Student Court asked Carol. Tolk to 
It alone can raise our standard repeat her pledge as president of 

of living. Cou~t for next year. Then Carol 
It is the hope of the human race. presided . over the members of 
Yet-Karl Marx said it must be ~ourt wh11e they were all sworn 

destroyed. m. 
What is it? It is Private Enter- The new · presidents of Council 

prise. 

TO FRIENDS I HAVE MET 

and Court both received miniature 
symbols of the honor and respon
sibility they are undertaking. 

The ceremony was brought to a 

When God, who· loves 
dren, 

. . close by the singing of the Alma 
all his chil- Mater by the entire student body. 

A message to earth would send 
To give us new faith and courage, 

He speaks from the heart of a 
friend. 

I know this is true, for always 
My day is made more complete 

If some friend smiles a cheery 
greeting, 

Some friend I have chanced to 
meet. 

And so I give thanks to our Father 
For new friendships he hath 

given 
That we may know now forever 

Love liveth on in heaven. 
A SENIOR 

Even though some of your fond-

Cozart 
Vespers 

Leland S. Cozart, President of 
Barber-Scotia College, Concord, 
North Carolina, delivered the ad
dress at Vespers in. Whitney Cha
pel, Centenary College for Women, 
Sunday, May 18, at 8:15 p. m. The 
Reverend William M. Orr, Dean of 
the Chapel, conducted the service 
and introduced the guest preacher. 
The Centenary Chapel Choir under 
the direction of George Gansz pro
vided music. 

est dreams fail to materialize, you A scented pair of ladies' stock
can be thankful that many of your ings will invariably outsell the 
nightmares don't come true either! unscented of the same quality. 
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Pony Dreher 

She can often be seen running 
down the steps to the Grill and 
Holland Tunnel with that all im
portant letter in her hand from 
Indiana University. Her name is 
Polly Dreher and she is the Presi
dent of the Class of 1959. Polly 
lives in Rocky River in Ohio and 
went to high school there. Here 
at Centenary Polly is active in 
sports and is a member of the 
Aquatic Club, Feith, Phi Iota, a 
member of the Council, and past 
secretary of the Freshman Class. 

Polly thinks C.C.W. "is a won
derful college for both academic 
and social betterment." Here she 
is majoring ' in the secretarial 
studies and doing a good job at 
them from all reports. 

Polly and Carol Sleght her 
rQomrriate are popular people on 
first North, and their room is con
stantly filled with laughing girls. 

A c t i v e, enthusiastic, casual, 
friendly, thoughtful, all describe 
Polly aptly. The Class of 1959 is 
indeed lucky to have Polly Dreher 
as their President. 

Your Strand Theatre cordially 
invites you to see the latest 
pictures here in Hackettstown 
the same time they hit 
And at your Special C. C. 
admission price! See your bulle
tin board! 

not 

• 

SPILLED INK 

Blast 
Sally Call '59 

A hot rod buzzed down the street 
As a hep-cat walk>ed his beat. 
"Dig you later, 'gator'," was his reply 
As his· drag came swinging by. 

The egg-head with the raunchy books, · 
· Real gone are his crazy looks; 

He studies about outer space and stars 
And hopes some day to bug off to Mars. 

A creep goes tootling all alone, 
1 

Zap with the ray gun - a bag of bones. 
Although he thinks he is neatsie-poo, 
That's not what other kids think is true. 

White walls, spikes, hot mufflers too, 
Real gone - what a shade of blue. 
Peel out is the loud yell, 
Crazy man - what a shell. 

Smoothie is a real cool goon, 
But he is aching for a trip to the moon. 
At parties he goes completely beserk, 
Crazy cat-man - what a jerk. 

Shirt, blue-jeans, candy, and coke,. 
Suits and dresses - what a joke. · 
Sideburns and pegs .are all the rage, 
If you don't wear them you're not of age. 

Guilt 
By A Freshman ' 

There is no temperature, no de
sire to stay in bed, and no need 
for a doctor. Only the tearing away 
of pain that is inside. No one else 
knows this sickness you have. You 
are left alone until you can find a 
cure. All the medicine in the world 
can not cur~ you of this illness. 
You have to cure yourself by 
waking up to reality and facing 
your trouble. 

How have you contracted this ill
ness? It is very easy to pick up. 
You will pick up its bacteria when 
you are desperate and you have no 
resistance to fight away the im
peling :(orce of· its power. You 
know it is terrible, but you are 
too weak to fight it. 

You are now infected with this 
illness and you realize there is only 
one cure, but how do you go about 
getting the cure? The pain is ter
rible. Your insides are tearing 
away, you feel a big pit in your 
stomach, and there is no desire to 
eat. The feeling of being all alone 
in the world next sets in. There is 
no one to take care of you. No one 
understands what is wrong, and 
there is no easy explanation for it. 

Then there is an eruption, 
Everything that you had been 
keeping to yourself is out in the 
open. Should you admit it or say 
that you don't know anything about 
it? There is only one right way to 
go about ·it, and that is to tell the 
truth. You get yourself in deeper 
if you lie. 

The illness is known and things 
are looking up. There is a cure. 
Now\ that it is out in the open, you 
realize that J;here is a chance for 
you. Someone understands. The 
aloneness that was once there is 
now vanishing. You slowly begin 

and that you can't always take an 
easy way out. The effects of taking 
the easy way out are what cause 
this illness. 

When you have been cured, you 
can face the world as a new per
son. You are better able to face 
the world because you have learned 
the right way to face it and take it 
in your stride. 

What is this illness that I have 
spoken of? It is guilt. When ·you 
have cured yourself ~of guilt and 
admitted that you are the guilty 
person, you are a better person. 
Don't come into contact with this 
disease. It is the worst thfng you 
could have. Learn the right way to 
do things and realize that there 
are a lot of things in life that 
aren't easy. You have to face them. 
Don't take the easy way out. 

By Elsie Richardson '58 
My guts screamed. My soul cried 

the question over and over again 
into my numbed brain. "Why? 
Why may I not be like my brother? 
What is it that makes me different 
from my brother, when Christ and 
the founders of my own country 
declared that the difference does 
not exist. Why? Why?" 

I ran more. My lungs ached, my 
legs had no feeling, the saliva that 
had a moment ago streamed from 
my mouth now left . a dry, board-
like.sensation in my mouth and on 
my tongue - the terrible taste of 
fear. I ran and ran more, until I 
thought that I would drop if I 
did not rest. I ran from the town 
and out into the fields - past 
people of my own kind working 
on smoothly plowed land. With 
wild, white eyes I glanced at their 
curious, placid faces as they watch
ed me speed by them. I ran ·still 
more. I could not stop now. I dared 

JEWELER to feel better, However, there is 

not. My heart pumped furiously, 
and pain shot. blindingly through 
my chest, but I could not stop. I 
heard them. I heard them coming 

174: Main Street also some recovery that follows. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ Finding the right way to explain 
• your . illness and the reason for it 

to others takes time. You have 
started the ball in motion. Now 
you must keep it in motion for ·a 
complete recovery. 

for 

The recovery comes and you are 
on your feet again. You have 
learned a lesson the hard way. You 
know that you will never come in 
contact with this illness again. It 
is the worst illness aro~und. There 
are no statistics on how many peo
ple have it, for it is nothing to be 
proud of. Ashamed of having this 
disease is what you should be. The 
hope, if you have had it, is that 
you will never have it again. · 

behind me - relentless, untired, 
death words painted on their 
tongues and throats with the blood 
of wrath unjustified. I ran to
wards the haven of the distant hills 
-the comforting ancient , hills. 
Reaching the base of one, I clawed 
up its weathered 1 side, my hands 
tearing, my clothes ripping, my 
shins and sides being cruelly rak
ed by the stabbing rocks. 

And at last I came to ·one. I 
knew the hills were filled with 
caves and I found one: a place in 
which to rest and hides and be 
away from them - a place to rest. 

I glanced down at my blood
stained hands. The white palms 
were raw where the rock had gut
ted them. I turned them over and 
looked at the blackness of the 

blood creeping · from the gashes, 
there also. I saw the. ugly work 
done by the rock on my arms also, 
the blood spilling forth, making 
little contrast with the blackness 
of my flesh. 

I lay my head back and fell into 
fitful and terrified drowsiness, my 
mind aflame with the thoughts of 
the experiences of this past day. 
My mind distorted in its fear, and 
I saw once again. my fellow man 
advance upon me, I, as it is in so 
many nightmares, I, being pinned 
down by some unknown force. I 
watched one of those that hated 
me come close to my body, assum
ing the stance previous to delivery 
of a powerful kick. Suddenly I 
struck out at him, and in my 
dream, I watched the blood pour 
from the cut I had inflicted on his 
face, and it was the same color 
and texture as my own. My mind 
waked from this dream and drift
ed back again into another - it 
was this morning again - my first 
day. ~ 

For weeks I had been afraid to 
~ttend the high school. . I, along 
with my friends and family, had 
been perfectly content to attend 
the school in which I had been for 
the last ten years or so. But sud
denly there was a big change in 
America - an unnecessary change 
according to my people. But the 
choice was not ours. Things were 
so . much better as they were. No 
one seemed to realize that this was 
the way we wanted it too. The 
others wanted it this way, but we 
were so content - so very con
tent. Certainly our conditions were 
not so good - but we did receive 
the education so invaluable to all 
of us. For the weeks of waiting, 
I went through what everyone 
must, when they await some dread
ed day. I actually thought that it 
would not really arrive. I knew 
the exact date and time that I was 
to enter that newly desegregated 
school, but I thought the actual 
time would never come. But it 
did - it did. The first day of 
school - that school. I had been 
terribly· afraid and my fears were 
justified. The taunts, the jibes, the 
out-and-out cruelty of all of it. 

Because my father in his infinite 
wisdom had made me and all of 
my brothers and sisters read the 
Bible, I knew enough to know that 
God created all mankind as equal 
beings. Pop had made us study 
hard the wonderful things Abra
ham Lincoln had done for me and 
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of Independence to understand 
that I was as equal as my fellow 
man. I knew the words of Jesus 
Christ. I loved the son of God per~ 
haps more than I loved God Him
self. I guess because Christ came 
down to earth as one of us - as 
a human being, a being one could 
touch and speak to, and go to. 

But why then, this? Where was 
my friend Jesus? Why was He al
lowing my brothers to be crushed 
like this? My mind whirled with 
these questions all morning long, 
and by noon, after a morning of 
awkward fear, I was convinced 
that there was no God - no friend 
Jesus. And then it had happened. 

A crowd of the bigger boys ad
vanced toward me as I walked 
down the long corridor, alone. 
Fear tore at my heart as I strug
gled to retain a casual counten
ance. My entrails shriveled. I 
stopped involuntarily in my tracks, 
and they came toward me faster. 
The filthy language started, and I 
was speechless in my terror. Their 
fists suddenly beat heavily - the 
knee came quickly and left the 
blindingly white pain of uncontroll
able nausea. I doubled, I scream
ed. I fought myself up from black 
unconsciousness and· ran . blindly 
from them. I did not see her. 

I had crashed into~ a girl, the 
kind of girl that was supposedly so 
much better than my kind. I push
ed at her roughly with my hands, 
fear making me oblivious to cour
tesy or reason. The collar of her 
blouse tore, and she fell awkward
ly across the floor. I fell with her 
and regained my .footing; continu
ing to run. I heard the screams in 
the background turn to livid fury 
as they changed my helpless blund
ering accident into an affair of 
rape. I ran on,· and still they came. 
More had gathered. Like men 
chasing after a pathetically mad 
dog, they came after me. More had 
gathered. I heard them. I heard 
patches of their shouts: "We'll 
hang him for this-he touched her 
-he-he-one of our kind-the 
dirty-." 

My throat ached now, as I lay 
on the floor of the cave, and the 
tears started to come. 

I lay stiffly on. that cold, dank 
floor. I heard them coming now. 
They were so close. I was unable 
to move in my fear. Silently I 
screamed my prayers to Christ. He 
couldn't let me down now. He 
wouldn't let them hurt me. Why 
had he made me different from 

my people while he served as pres- them? Why? Di~ Jesus love them 
ident. I knew enough about the more than He did me? 
constitution and the Declaration (Continued on Page 4) 
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H:aving this illness once is 
enough to make a person realize 
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them; with his arms flung wide 
open he ran to himself, to his 
people. Linda Stapleton '59 

Reed & Barton Silversmiths have As I am here stationed at a 
just announced that Miss Virginia table in this building weighed 
Ann Johnson has won a "starter heavy with literature of all sorts, 
set" of Reed & Barton's Pointed By Sally Call '59 I look with my own eyes at the 
Antique sterling, Spode china and As I walked down the street, I multitude of people who attend 
Heisey crystal for her entry in came upon Jean Dykstra's house. this institution of higher learning, 
Reed & Barton's "Scholarship Com- I thought why don't I just stop in Mucrah College. My impression is 
petition" held on campus here this and see her, but something kept' that these multitudes of young 
Spring. me from going up to the house. women are striving after and try-

For her excellent essay selected That night as I sat listening to ing to be masters of all worldly 
as the best entry for this school the TV, I still couldn't belive that knowledge. (Please try to restrain 
by Reed & Barton's Scholarship I had passed Jean's. I hadn't seen from laughing and thinking this 
Advisory Board, composed of the her for such a long time. She had to be a pack of nonsense. Although 
deans of sixteen leading universi- changed so much within the last this appears to be impossible it 
ties and colleges, she will receive few months. Jean was a girl with is authentic.) ' 
approximately $50.00 in sterling a' mind of her own. Not many peo- In the position directly on the 
silver, fine china and crystal. She Virginia Ann Johnson ple could get along with her, but I other side of the table from me 
was one of 105 essay writers out found that I had no trouble. We is Agatha Wentworth. Miss Went-
of over 8,500 entries from all over did things together nearly every worth has come to the decision of 
the United States to be selected fell, and then, sweet, thick black- week. It would be swimming one being a teacher of the lower 
for this award. ness. week, and it would be tennis the grades. It is no farce when I say 

Winners of the five national I awoke slowly, my body free next. We could always double-date that Miss Wentworth is not world-
scholarships in the "Silver Opinion from hurt, my soul light and re- ~d have a lot of fun. Our boy- ly-wise. However, she has pursued 
Competition" are as follows: lief-filled. I looked about me and friends were the best of friends. her tasks with great diligence, and 

$~00 Scholars_hip-Miss Ve Anna s_aw no one, only so very much Then something happened to ~!though she is not quite up-to-date 
Christensen, Grmnell College, Grin- _hgh~ My hurt was gone, my soul Je.an. No one was right in her m many respects, she is forging 
nell, Iowa. soot ed. I could not understa.nd. mmd. If you tried to help her, she ahead to become a member of a 

$250 Scholarship - Miss Mary I. turned slo:Vly, and for ~he f1rst would say that you felt sorry for g~oup of intellectual givers, who 
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felicitations for her noble attempts. 
Stationed on the side of Agatha 

is her devoted roommate, Arabella 
Fink. It was the unanimous opin
ion of the college at the beginning 
of the fall term in September that 
Arabella and Agatha would suit 
each other to the tee while they 
kept residence together. 

Arabella is believed to be the 
youngest young lady of this insti
tution of higher learning, having 
reached the old age of eleven at 
her last birthday party which was 
in January. Arabella is aware as 
far as really knowing everything is 
concerned. She has achieved hon
orary degrees in art, music, and 
many others after only having 
taken only one lesson of one hour 
in each. Mucrah, having been 
chosen by Arabella, is only one of 
the millions of institutions of high
er learning that was striving for 
th~ existenc-e of Arabella on its 
campus. Arabella chose Mucrah 
?ecause of her outstanding ability 
m sports. She excells to the high
est degree in any athletic event 
that you would ever want to think 
about. 

Middleton, Mills College, Oakland, ~lm~ looked .mto the beautiful face, her. I would call her, but her step- widen the expanse of all knowledge 
{;alifornia. mto. the achmgly sad eyes of Jesus mother would say that Jean wasn't for the younger generation. Now we have taken a glance at 

$100 Scholarship-Miss Suzanne ~:~st\ MJ' eyes travelle~ down the home. I went over to her house to I have contradicted myself in the prospective geniuses of the 
Grace Zoellner, University of Wis- sbl n k ~es~d on His wonder- talk with her, and she said that the preceding paragraph after what future. They have come to this 
consin, Madison, Wisconsin. ous, ac an · there was nothing to say. She left I said in the first paragraph. Al- institution of higher learning to 

$100 Scholarship-Miss Carolyn me sitting there as she stormed out though she is not getting very far, obtain knowledge. 
Hill, University of Texas, Austin, Return of the room. Agatha is really striving, but all, Isn't it gratifying to feel inside 
Texas. Last week r received an un- young women of twenty-eight do yourself the satisfaction of know-

$100 Scholarship-Miss Eileen By Bette Piller ,59 signed letter, but from the writing not find their freshman year in ing that our leaders of the world 
Ditman, Western Maryland College, He walked along with his head I knew it was from Jean. The let- college an easy task. of tomorrow are accomplishing so 
Westminster, Maryland. 

1 
ter was short.· Agatha's personality is one that much at Mucrah?. 

(Continued From Page 3) 

Their voices boomed into the 
cave. In their heavy, southern 
accents they spoke mockingly: 
"C'mon out man, you're gonna gjt 
lynched." They advanced towards 
me, clubs, ropes swinging from 
now exhausted hands. 

I struggled and pushed past 
them, out into the late afternoon 
sun. I slid and stumbled down the 
rocky side of the hill. 

"Oh Christ," I yelled, "why, 
why? Please-please don't desert 
me. Help me, help me!" My mind 
condemned Jesus, hated Him, need
ed Him. And He had deserted me. 

The warning voice rang out and 
after it a shot. Something smash
ed deadly into my back, and I 
whirled and stared up at the men 
by the cave. I slowly c~umpled and 
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owered. At each turn in the dusty road he would pause, look about, Dear Betty, overrides the multitude. For the I, stationed here, wonder why 
and then walk on. He wasn't sure past twelve years Agatha has ex- more people don't follow the won-
where he was going. He didn't Anyone that I have every liked, perimented in the fields of art derful example of these average 
care. No one knows where he is I have hurt. That is why we can no music, theater appreciation, and women of Mucrah College. I know 
going in this world anyway he longer be friends. several others, but has not quite that our world of tomorrow is se
told himself, so why worry. ' I didn't know what to think or been able to perfect herself to the cure in the hands of these out-

what to do. 'highest degree in any of these standing people! 
Ren was running away. It wasn't u b noble ambitions. However master·s 

th k d f ..~.v..~.ay e tomorrow I will stop in , 
e m 0 running away a child at 536 West Eleventh Street I of all worldly knowledge do not Explanations are unnecessary! 

does, for a child has no respon- thought as I climbed into bed: come to us every day of the year. A new liquid enzyme is now avail-
sibility. It wasn't to excite sympa- We do bestow upon Agatha our bl t 
thy upon return, for there would a e 

0 
wash away black eyes. 

be no return. It was an escape, the 
only escape possible.He was leaving 
his people. He was leaving their 
black skin and dark ways. He was 
saying good-bye to poverty and 
filth and persecution and all the 
evils he had always known. He told 
himself he was going to live with 
God. 

He had been walking for two 
days now, stopping to rest when 
and where he chose, living by eat
ing berries and fish and drinking 
the clean clear waters that keep 
a man satisfied. And in these days 
he had found God. God had called 
to him from the blue and green 
mountains when they were 
crowned with the sunset's halo 
saying, here I am; come, rest, stay 
with me. And willingly Ren had 
gone and climbed the mountains 
and sat in God's lap. But soon God 
would call again, this time from a 
valley, from which the depths of 
a pure stream fed. And Ren would 
leave the lap of the mountains and 
go to rest in God's palm . 

Now he walked the flat plain, the 
dusty road - God's back. And in 
all the beauty he felt alone and in-
significant, he felt sinful and un
worthy, he felt human. For the 
longer he walked and thought the 
hotter his blood flowed, his human 
blood. His muscles ached with his 
steps, but God's earth upon which 
he stepped felt no pain. And he 
could feel his sweat trickle down 
his back, that deep brown back, 
but God's Mountain could not feel 
the river slide down its side nor 
see the rich brown of its soil. 

Evening had come but Ren fol
lowed a different path. His step 
had changed and he no longer 
looked about restlessly. As the 
moon struck long shadows across 
the hills, Ren could see the edge of 
a. busy town, with dancing and 
f1res and humans busy in their 
~orld. ~nd when he saw the tiny 
figures m the distance, with their 
man-made homes and belongings 
he began to run towards them, fast 
towards them, hands towards 
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Theatre-of-the-Air Plaque Day when we'd all gone bowling. I got ening shadows were soon forgot
up and went into the next room. ten. 

North Plainfield High School of New Jersey will receive the 
First Place Award at their senior honor assemblY: June 10 at 
8:30 a.m. 

Could even a talented artist capNo one was there. It seemed very ture all this: the dreaming child, 
quiet after the crowded diner. I sitting cros~-legged and erect in 
walked slowly between the tables her beloved shady bower, dusty 
and then stood looking out the big hands folded neatly in her lap, 

· window into the street. A police- small chin pointing up toward the 
man was signalling some cars to treetops and the sky? Can anyone 
stop. Two girls walked by, carrying fully describe the beauty of those 
ice cream cones. A man who wide, innocent eyes in the rosy 
worked at the bank crossed the face crowned by soft, pale yellow 
street to wait for the bus. Mrs. curls? 
Faber came out of the hairdresser After some minutes of stillness 
and waved to me. I waved back, and thoughtfulness, she turned 
then turned sharply and walked back to a little dirt clearing beside 
toward the noise, heat, vegetable the path. Grass, half-hidden dande
smell, and Danny's conversation. lions, and weeds that resembled 

"Let's go," someone finally said. tiny trees grew around its edges. 
We went outside and piled into the Where the green earth sloped 
front seat of the car. It was warm slightly downward to the clear
with three people so close ing, daisies thrived, and at the very 
together. We sat, commenting on topmost point, a tan toadstool 
something when there was some- stolidly rested. The young child 
thing to comment on. By the time was easily carried into the midst 
we dropped Danny off, there was of this miniature scene; and once 
hardly any conversation at .all. she had seen all the possibilities 

It was getting dark as we pul~ed of imaginary life in this interest
into my driveway, but no one was ing picture, she leaned forward, 
home yet. The sun had gone so surveyed the clearing critically (as 
quickly. 1 wanted him to know all a contractor would examine a 
the things I had felt today and yes- likely building site), and sifted 
terday, and all the days before some drrt through her artistic fing
that. 1 wanted to talk to him about ers. Promptly the busy worfi:er 
things that were real to me, not began her task. 
about the bowling scores we got A late afternoon wind spoke 
last summer. 1 wanted to talk about softly to the evergreens, and the 
the day I hit a baby squirrel as it dandelions and daisies on the hill 
dashed under the wlleels of the nodded a drowsy welcome as it 
car and I had stopped too ~ate, too passed. Beside the narrow path and 
late for it to live, but in time for against a tall tree, that child lay 
me to realize that !he line that di\ sleeping, with her head on her 

I followed their line with' my out- vides life and death is not a line 'Shoulder and her hands placed 
stretched hand or how I hrd run. at all, but a thread, invisible to upon the soft ground. 
across the field without tirfng and most until they lean too hard upon And the clearing? Now a ,lovely 
had stopped because standing and it and feel the shaking loss of sup- village took its place. There were 
walking and running were . all port as it breaks. roads beneath ledges where , over
equally good, and I wanted to try I wanted to tell him about my hanging shrubbery hid white peb-

<Continued From Page 1) 
show in the pool in Denman Gym
nasium. 
Have Recep,tion 

Dr. Edward W. Seay, president 
of the College, and Mrs. Seay hon
ored the returning graduates with 
a reception in the Main Hall Par
lors. Music during the tea was 
provided by undergraduate organ 
pupils, Miss Linda Dix of Orrville, 
Ohio, and Miss Gaylord Mount of 
West Allenhurst. 

A special program was planned 
for the husbands of alumnae. J. 
Calvin Lang of West Orange was 
host. Children of those who return
ed for the day participated in ac
tivities directed by members of the ~ 
Leaders' Corps of the Physical Ed
ucation Department and ·the stu
dent teachers of the Centenary 
Nurs~ry ·school. There was an ex
hibit of art works by faculty and 
alumni in the Parlors of Main Hall. 
Periodic "on the spot" interviews 
of alumni were broadcast over the 
Centenary FM station, WNTI, 91.9 
megacycles. 

WARREN 
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By Bette Piller '59 
He kissed me, but I still ached 

with loneliness because he didn't 
know. He didn't know the things 
I had felt only an hour ago when 
I stood, my back to the diner, fac
ing the hills, when the softwind 
pushed my body and made my face 
feel cleaner than any scrubbing 
could. He didn't know how I 
looked at the warm curve of the 
hills and reached toward them, im
agining I felt the prickle Qf the 
tree branches under my palin as 

~h~~~~Iwm~~~rem~~~w~h~~dfu~~~~--~(~C~o~n~t~~~u~e~d~o~n~p~a~g~e-·~6~)--~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ each one of them a chance to exist. ago. I wanted to tell him how alive 
He hadn't seen me breathe the air she was until the thread broke and 
and laugh at its sweet lightness, or how she lives now with those who 
heard me say the only thing that are living. I wanted to tell him to 
satisfied the way I felt. "Live. Life. live well now, to live for all those 
Life." who are dead, to feel the air 

But how could I tell him now against his face and the earth sink 
and make him know any more than under every footstep. 
I could have then as I walked into Now I would share with him all 
the diner? It had been hot in there the things I had wanted to. 
and smelled of cooked vegetables. "What do you know about 
He was waiting at four o'clock, as death?" I asked. 
he said he would be. Danny was "Not very much," he said in a ;:===========================. with him. We talked and ate and hurry and changed the subject. 
sat. I twisted the stool around back I was ready to tell him, but he 
.and forth, back and forth. If only didn't want to listen. I wanted to 
we could smell the air. The loud- tell him, but he wasn't ready to 
ness of the juke box made the rec- know. 1 smiled at myself. It is not 
ord sound more scratched than it my right to lead another to a cur
was. from constant use Danny was tain and hold it back so that he 
talking about a day last summer may view death's part of life 

GmLS' SCHOOL AND 
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462 Boylston Street 
B()ston 16, Massachusetts 

~========================================--~ through my window,· but only God's who will lead him gently 

, 

and surely, as I had been led, to 
his own window. 

~ature' s little Lady 
By Virginia Lytle '59 

She knelt comfortably beneath 
the cluster of sheltering ever
greens and twirled a small twig in 
her hand. A pair of lovely eyes 
stared fixedly upon the lacy, once
white frock, which was now pat
terned with specks of damp earth. 
A trace of shame crossed the beau
tiful young face for one instant, 
but it quickly disappeared~ A sum
mer breeze stirred the trees above 
her, and feeling its friendly touch 
she readily gave)a happy, welcom
ing smile. 

At last she slowly turned her 
head until she faced a familiar 
little path. She wore a faraway 
half-smile as she watched low, 
overhanging branches leave sha
dows of grotesque shapes on the 
dark pathway. Then, as more and 
more mysterious phantoms danced 
upon the cool, brown earth, her 
small mouth opened wide in en
trancement. She shivered slightly 
and tilted her head upward to a 
serene blue sky. How grateful was 
she then to behold a singing blue
bird circle in. the heavens and 
alight upon a telephone pole high 
above her! The intriguing, fright-

*'COK[:H 1~ A llf[OISTCA[:I) TAAOC-MAJU<. e()pyRtCI.fT 19!;.G TtfC COCA·COLA COMPA1ilY. 

Not really. 'Cause if Coke had been 
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have treated himself to the sparkling 
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Caesar's motto-"! came, I saw, I 
conquered." Pretty good motto for 
Coke too-the prime favorite in over 
100 countries today! 
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the Little Theatre from her ar
rival. She worked on scenery for 
the fall production of "Glass Men
agerie." In MaEeh she portrayed 
the pad of Hattie in "Kiss Me 
Kate," the 1958 musical. Following 
her graduation next year, Wendy 
plans to continue her dramatic 
study in New York. 

"Without butter . . . without Van Williams, star of the Broad-
salt" and so the curtain fell on way stage and television, . had the 
another season by the Centenary male lead in the role of twins. His 
Little Theatre. "Ring Round The ability to portray two completely 
Moon" by the\ French playwright, different personalities so convinc
J ean Anouilh, succeeded brilliant- ingly held the audience spellbound 
ly in presenting a humorous, but trying to figure out if there were 
profound message to a capacity really twins. For the past two and 
audience for four performances. a half years Mr. Williams has been 
Under the direction of Gene a member of the original cast of 
Youngken, the talented cast en- "N 0 Time For Sergeants." 
chanted the audience with their 
"charade with music." The role of Patrice Bombelles, 

Wendy Morrison of the class of the secretive secretary, was played 
by Tomie De Paola. Mr. De Paola 

1959 turned in a dazzling perform- is no stranger to Centenary audi-
ance as the lovely. ballet dancer, ence; he has appeared previously 
Isabelle, who succeeded in break- as the Gentleman Caller in ,"Glass 
ing up all the cynical romances . Menagerie" and as Gremio in the 

musical, "Kiss Me Kate." A resi
dent of Vermont, Mr. De Paola at
tended Pratt Institute where he 
appeared as Dr. Bradley in "The 
Man Who Came. to Dinner." He 

, also appeared in "Death Takes A 
Holiday," and the new translation 
of Ibsen's "The Wild Duck." In 
"Ring Round The Moon," he kept 
the audience in .a state of hysterics 
each time he appeared on the 
stage. 

In her first appearance on the 
Centenary stage, Kit Gartner turn
ed in an excellent performance as 
Lady India, a "friend to many." 
Kit has been a student of the arts 
for several years and plans to con-
tinue her study after leaving Cen-

1 tenary. 
' Sue Harrison gave a believable 

performance as Diana the multi
million heiress who was in love 
with one twin, but engaged to the 
other. 

Eugene W. Youngken Rudie Rutan was cast as Madame 
Desmortes, -aunt to the twins and 

'while losing her own heart. Wendy Lady India; her characterization 
began her stage ~areer at the age of the wise Desmortes was superb. 
·of five when she took ballet les- The supporting cast included 
sons. Seven ·years later she made Lois Saunders and Sue Rose por
the first of many appearances in traying a giddy twosome who seem
plays presented by the Chagrin ed slightly. out of touch with real
Falls Children's Theatre... During 
her high school years, . Wendy had 
leading roles in "Papa Is All" and 
"Kind Lady." She was also a mem
ber of the chorus of "The Mikado." 
She took courses in dramatic arts 
and served as secretary of her 
school's chapter of The National 
Thespian Society. Here at Centen- • 
ary, Wendy has been active with 

Will Come to C. C. W. 
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ity; director Gene Youngken, ap
peared as a crumbling but sophis
ticated butler who was descended 
from a long line of servants; Dr. 
Walter Glaettli was cast as a mel
ancholy millionaire who conveyed 
his philosophy, tinged with humor, 
to the audience from time to time; 
and William Schmeal portrayed a 
patron of the arts, Romainville, 
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SPILLED INK 

Spring has sprung, the grass has 
riz, wonder what the gossip is. 

Our apologies for our leave of 
absence, but due to a "mid-year 
slump" on your part we had to 
discontinue our column for awhile. 

Congratulations to Liz Joyce and 
Linda Golden who were pinned 
quite some time ago; sorry we ne
glected you. 

Well, looks like "Bermuda's still 
Paradise," right Anne Priestly and 
Barbara Hartman. Best of luck to 
you on receiving a pin and a ring. 

May 27, 1958 

if Barb Hartman and Anne Priest- upon the hill, farmers pushed their 

ley had to pay custom's duty on carts along winding roads, hen~ 

their new jewelry. You know, perched on whitewashed fences 

Anne came back pinned and Bat;b's and a frog cooled himself under 

wearing a new ring. It seems both the toadstool on the highest crest 

beys are now stationed in Bermu- of the hill. 

da. Guess where I'm going next Who is capable of creating such· 

year? simplicity and beauty? Who but 

Wedding bells are going to be the dreaming girl sleeping soundly 

chiming soon for Betty Miller and near her friends, the evergreen 

Myrna Alverez. You should see trees? 

them lead with their left lately- Only her age is capable of such 

and with good reason. Both rings creation. As years are added to 

are beautiful. her life, she will naturally out-
There's been a new rush on grow this habit ~f building little 

Tigertone records. I wonder why? 
It couldn't be because they were worlds. How~ve~'. s~e will always 
in Bermuda the same time we possess t?e mclmahon to do so, 
were. Those boys really know how her creat~ve sense and her love of 
to "snow" the girls (to use a worn natur~ will never leave her, and 
out expression since nothing bet- she will be thankful that she has 
ter has been originated). the ~emory of that afternoon to 

It won't be long before Lynne 
Needle, Donna Homer, Sue Gor
don, Kay Appel, Nancy Hengeveld, 
Sue Price, Penny Reed and Joanna 
Cragun, will be hearing Wedding 
Bells. Best of luck to you and your 
future husbands. May you all have 
long and happy futures together. As for the new pins on campus, 

Sp~orting a new and shining en- congratulations are being extend
gagement ring is Pin Richardson. ed to Ann Lothgren, Chris Chaco
Best of luck to you and Steve. na, Carolyn West, and Linda Ep-

chensh forever. 

Also in the pin category are pel. Honestly, I feel positively 
Ann Lothgren, Carolyn West, Sally nude! 
Clappier, Chris Chacona, Dee Van I went to the water show last 
Vo<rris, Linda Eppel and Sue night and almost joined in the 
Byrnes. I guess spring fever has act several times - not of my own 
hit the college campuses. accord! Seriously, those girls real-

And which young Miss. took a ly can swim: 
trip down to West Virginia to see Well, spring has finally come! 
a certain "Jewel(s)"? Everyone seems to be majoring in 

A tiny cork tacked on the· back 
of the picture frame will prevent 
a dark line forming on wallpaper 
or wall. 

GArden 5-4590 
The strains of "Pomp and Cir- getting a tan at this point. Every- ~--------------• 

cumstance" have been audable one but me, that is. I'm red as a 
throughout Centenary's campus. It lobster! Oh, well, I'll learn. Grad
won't be long now. uation isn't far off now. Exams 

Well girls we'll look forward are even closer. Misery! At least 
to keeping y~u informed our next vacation.1,,is coming. 
issue. We're "really going to miss the 

Be good and let's keep this col- seniors next year. I wonder if 
umn going. they'll miss Centenary? 

Those ~igerton~s really know I have stacks of work to do, so 
what ~hey re ~alking ab~ut. Ber- I'll just have to go. Have a won-
muda IS paradise! That p1:~1k sand derful vacation, and I promise I'll 
a:qd war~ sun does thmgs to write again next year. 
people. Did you see those tans? 
It does other things too. I wonder 

who was constantly in a state of 
anxiety. 

Anne Cooke, class of 1958, was 
in charge of the production in her 
capacity. as production manager. 
Mimi Murphy was responsible for 
the stage management. Abby Klu
eppelberg, president of Delta Psi 
Omega, designed a beautiful and 
elaborate set. Sally Whitford once 
again managed the business de
partment with the assistance of 
Ruth Teal. 

The scenery committee was head
ed by Anne Draper and Ginger 
Lytle. The following girls worked 
with them: Nancy Bicknell, Ruth 
Brodeur, Lee Drinane, Sally Fudge, 
Gail Glick, Gayle Hanna, Sue Lowe, 
Fran Palmetto, Sue Remington, 
Gabi Schwarz, Joan Soule, and Doll 
Spach. Julie Kunkler was chair
man of properties and Nancy Bick
nell, Joan Ross, Margie Wechsler, 
and Jackie West assisted. The de
partment of sound was headed ·by 
Carol Briggs with Judy Decker and 
Sally Lorenz aiding her. Bobbie 
Contestable was in charge of cos
tumes with Sally Fudge, Lynn 
Guiler, Sandy Simpkins, and Joan 
Soule assisting her. Carol Bomeis
ler was chairman of prompting and 
was helped by Carol Steves and 
Lois Van Renselaer. Linda Golden 
served as head of the lighting com
mittee with Janet Gilmore, Mollie 
Speidel, and Jean Viet assisting 
her. 

Lee Drinane was chairman of the 
program committee with Nancy 
Bicknell and Sherry Mackay aid
ing her. Nancy Bicknell was in 
charge of selling tickets, and her 
assistants were Becky Ashe, Lee 
Drinane, Annette Frith, Sally 
Fudge, Janet Gilmore, Donna 
Jones, and Sue Rose. Elie deGunz
berg took care of publicity with 
the help of Lee Drinane and Sher
ry Mackay. The ushers were 
Sherry Mackay, chairman; Nancy 
Creighton, Janet Eastwood, Joan 
Elfenbein, Chala Vassough, Gayle 
Hanna, and Margie Wechsler. The 
program cover was designed by 

Love, 
The L's. 

(Continued From Page , 5) 

bles and twig ladders for young 
folk to climb. There were rock gar
dens, arbors, and groves of slen
der trees. Mysterious caves .could 
be found inside grassy hillocks, 
and there was even a remarkably 
round pool, with a gleaming bot
tom like sterling silver. In that one 
afternoon, houses and barnyards 
sprang up, cattle and sheep grazed 
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