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"A Mean Sê v Dog", l:d-;ard Stornfeld, '40 

"Fornul-a for \\ar", Betty Barden, '59 . . . . . . . . . . 

"Dissertation on Roast Turkey", Una Underwood, '59 . . . 

"The Farner Pfcii", Gerald Plunkett, '4£ 

"I Like Rabbits", Richard Shepard, '42 

Ninth Graders Go in for I'^icturesque Speech 

"My Dream Ganiens", Rath Van G-csbeek, '41 

"A Teller of Tall Tales", Djn Fouce.ult, '42 

Page 
1 

3 

4 

5 

6 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

11 

12 

13 

13 

13 

14 

14 



a. 

i 
Editor-in-Chief Miripjn Freund 

Associate- Sdi-tf̂ r,, Jeen Layman Literary Staff Jme Phinney 
Art Editors Janet Jansing Marjorie Sherman 

Virginia Nichols Mildred I'e.ttice 
Feature Editors ... > Miriam Fletcher Jean Ledden 

Robert Gardner Betty Mann 
Book Reviews Una Undenvood Emily Srndorson 

Business Man.-̂ ger f. . . . .John Gulnac 
Mimoographers W. French, G. Scovill Circulation^Manager Richard Suift 

Advisors G. Rand, E. Tomasion Faculty Supervisor M. E. Conklin 

JOE MILNITE 

In our circle of acqurintancos thoro is one v/ho stands out to such a 
degree that his mannerisms are oxtromely interesting to study. This person, 
Joo Milnite "by namo, is no doubt a familiar figure to the majority of our 
readers. Knowing him so well and admiring him so much, they surely will not 
mind if wê  endeavor to put on paper our conception of his character, 

Joe Milnite goes to Milne High School, where he is getting his educa-
tion. 7hen he graduates he intends to Do Something for the World. In the 
meantime, therefore, he is content to wait around and bask in the sunshine of 
knowledge. He is superior to his female contemporaries at Milne, but, ref:l-
izing that they are sensitive creatures, he never mentions the fact. 

Joe's main interest is the forming of opinions. He has an opinion on 
everything, which he is more than glad to express at any timei Joe's teachers 
sometimes find it a bit annoying when Joe imparts his viev/s a.t odd moments. 
They realize, however, that solf-oxpression is an important part of Joe's 
education. 

As for his teachers, Joo is very interested in theml He feels that he 
has something to give them. Ho does not mind, also, if they teach him some-
thing in return. 

Joe has many friends. There is something about him which seems to draw 
all sorts of people to him,Although Joo realizes this, his modesty keeps him 
from referring to it. 

Space forbids our describing Joe Milnite in full, for which we beg our 
readers' indulgence, 'Ve hope that wo have not convoyed a.ny orronuous impres-
sions in this attempt to portray the substance of Joo Milnite's chrracter. As 
for ourselves, wo find him unusual in all respects rnd ho will never cease to 
bo a source of wonder to us. 

Yours truly, Th6 Editor 
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AV E R AG L 

S r N I O R 
>-;.jn by Robert Gardner, '39 

Recently a >;Toup of questions were 
fornulated and submitted to the neinbers 
of the vSonior Class. The ansv:ers that 
wore received give, v/e b e l i e v e q u i b c 
an accurate portrayal of the .-.iveiMgc 
Senior. 

Getting up at the avora;;;:̂  tine -'f 
7:20 A. M., the Senior has a long and 
varied day. 

Of course, a Senior likac't-- e.-.b as 
v;ell as anyone else. A full course 
steak or turkey dinner seens to be 
about tops. Those in our class v/hc hail 
frori the South are positively in favor 
of southern fried chicken. Then too, 
thĉ re arc. those t±lo are strict econom-
ists .;:'nd prt)fer the one and only ham-
burger . 

Sp-er.king of econ.j-inists brings us to 
the :;::>nctary questions of the Senior. In 
one v/c.ek the Senior spends approxinate-
ly Yes, I said Probably 
that is v.hy he is "in the red" so much, 
and v/hy i'cJ isn't his favorite color. 
Blue is the c-.lor best liked by: far. 
Red is next, though, vdth green, v̂ hite, 
and r-,.yal purple also favorites. 

Colors remind us of blondes and 
brunettes. The girls like brunettes 
best in the boys. They also like 
blondes, bromiettes, and redheads, of 
course. The gentlemen prefer brunettes, 
strange as it may seem. The boys are 
very partial to blondes, browiettes and 
redheads also. 

Concerning our preferences for 
certain actresses or act .'rs we like 
them 0.11, Among our favorite actresses, 
ho;.ever, are: Alice Faye, Carole Lom-
bard, Myrna Loy, Priscilla Lane, and 
Annabella. A few of ^ur fa.vorite actors 
are: 'Tyr..ne P.wer, Spencer Tracy, Clark 
Gable, Gary Cooper, and Mickey Rooney. 
All this Vrings us to our favorite 1938 
m:-vic. Am/ng the leaders are:"Y..u Can't 
Take It "Brother Rat", and 
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"Spawn of the North". Tops among the 
traditional "scary" pictures arc "Drac-
Ula" and "Frankinstein". 

The automobile is, by far, ^ur fav-
orite means of travel. The train, the 
bicycle, the boat, and the airplane are 
also popular with us. Believe is or-
not, a few of us favor hitch-hiking as 
a -.node of transportation. As we travel 
al:;ng,we like to listen to variety pro-
;;rams on the radio. In this field, the 
Chase r-nd S^mborn Hour is outstanding, 

far as t:c o.re concerned. We also 
like thi: Good Nev/s Of 1938 program, the 
Rudy VaJ.lee h. ur. The Cojnel Caravan,and 
Kay Kyser's Kollege of H^sical Know-
ledge, 

Of crarse wo like to dance. Strange 
to SB.y, we favor the 7altz, The Shag is 
close behind, with the Lambeth Walk and 
tlie ''"ox Trot also popular. When we 
dance, we like to dance to good orches-
tras. Those we think are really good 
include Benny Goodman, Artie Shaw, Kay 
Kyser, Will Osbourne, end Sammy Kaye, 

After his strenuous day the Senior 
toddles off to bed. The average time 
for going to bed is 11:00 P.M., but I 
don't doubt that more then one Senior 
hps, fit one time of another, just bef;ten 
the milkmpn to his or her doorstep. 

EffiClEN r D \ APrl5 
Here lies tho l ody of Peter, the goat 
"ho droY.-ncd hi:iself in the castle moat. 

vSally Devercux, '40 

Here lies the body of poor John Mott; 
In life he was just a drunken sot. 
But his heart wrs kind;hiS soul So true; 
So he's gone above to be mrde anew, 

Svelyn Wilber, '40 

Here lios the body of a boy. 
Who thought Nitroglycerino v/as a toy, 
But tho stuff went boom; 
Now ho'3 in r tomb; 
So here lies the body of ti boy. 

Roy Willio.ms, '40 
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BEHIND THE BRICKS iĴID IVY 

u-p 

If you hfiven't yet -̂ let 
A seventh grsicicr clcv/n. 

Just go up the "up" stiira. 
He'll be coMin^ do.m. 

C T 

C V-

p 
The freshneri have thcit quality 

'/rnich often helps a lot: — 
They're al-,vc.ys sure things ivill imprcve, 

".lien 7;e know they 7;ill not. 

The juniors leel thty'ro doing fine, 
Tlie fact droll"/.? cur att'.vation, 

For, do you laiĉ ", ccntcnti::c;nt is 
The s-iother of invention. 

C 

n 
\ 

1 
HOT; for our dear teachers, 

That learned group from State— 
I'd butter n^t say i.iuch More 

Tii:. ..ftor I Kraduate ! 

o 
O 

Miriam Fletcher,•39 

O O 

The eighth yer.r student knov.'s the ropes^ 
^md the faculty too, 

let ir croT;ds you find that he 
Is the one r..iggling through. 

( . c'i -- ^^ 

t \ 
The sophnores are the ones v:ho work, 

Not that anbition is profuse, 
But just because they couldn't find 

A suitable excuse. 

\ hitv̂ e 

Ah, no'- here are the seniors, 
The vc.terans of the let. 

They've b^en each one of the above; 
Thrt pubs mc. on the spot ! 

> v - ^ 

-Last of all cur faculty: 
First, I should have said. 

For, theirs are all the guiding hands 
By v.hich v/e're being led. 

( .Any rosemblance to persons, living or c!ec.d̂  is purely coincidental. ) 
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THE SAME OLD STOBl 

She's Gitting in he librr.r7; just gaz-
ing into spacc, 

The strife v;ithj.n her troubled mind is 
mirrored in her face, 

There's loads of homevrork to be done and 

Her head is full of Robert Burns, of Lat-
in verbs and nouns, 

(/ind those funn;.'" little ..rinklc-s jn his 
forehead Tihv.n he frviis i) 

French gonucrt^ are :.,.> Iv.rd to learns "La 
j-)ie" and "le jardin''i 

(The njun shc;';i r. thcr think about is 
v.ry "'-.v.-scû in " i) 

to-She h:is to ler.rr: fitose Hist'rj,- dates; 
morrow there's a i)st 

But dates cn fî eok-ends are the nes that 
she ..I'eneobers best I 

l^.ile/dhe stiniggles v/ith her algebra and 
all its unknovjn pov/ers, 

Hor thoughts stray to he coaing dance 
a::d v/hether he'll send flowers, 

And though assignments should cone first 
vdth her as v;ell as 5̂ ou, 

With such an overcrov;ded nind, what is 
this naid to do? 

So she sits Siere in he library and 
che\i7S upon her pen 

Oh, v.hy did God nake h^neu'ork and 
'••hy did He nen? 

" 

Ilfiriam Freund, '39 
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V.̂ Vell, bookv:orinSj are v/e c.lone at 
last? Hilton says riotj in Are ^ t 
Alone. This seems to be an interustinv; 
book v/hich most of ŷ ii should "eat up". 
It tells of an English doctor into whose 
quiet life Gxplo<.ie;3 tho (..'ojibsholl of an 
exciting adventure. Sojif you want some-
thing that will not give you that bad 
feeling don't use "Tuns"; 
Not Alone. 

read ¥e Are 

Winter in April by Robert Nath.'-.ri 
tells of the "grov-ing pains" of a young 
girl of fifteen. If you are at "that 
ccrtain age", read this bock; you v/ill 
enjoy it irinensely. It also shows what 
diffur'-.nt types of pcopjle think about 
:/ouuh ••.'.nd tho :"odern world. 

V.hat do you do during your summer 
vacati.:.n? If y:'U have always wanted to 
t.::ke a trip through Europe at such tines, 
h^re is a way to do it without having tc 
pay a f^rtiine. Read Eiima Gelders Sterne^ s 
book, European Summer, and look at the 
charming illustrations by Alice WilliaD.s 
for scenery. Five \/>:-men t':ok a jaunt in 
a car through seven countries of Europe, 
This is the story of that trip, witten 
in an amusing style and fun t:..> road. 

Did you ever c./ixiit murder? No? 
V/oll, were y./U ever accused of murder? T... 
realize just Miat this v/ould mean, y.;u 
should read Rachel Field's b'jok v.Titten 
ar ônd the life of her great-aunt. All 
This and Heavcn,T,.o tolls of a woman 
accused of murder who locks tw America 
f:.r a now life. Read it, B-^.kworms, even 
if y u've never had any murderous imp-
ulses. 

It seems that the bookw;.'rms need a 
I'iup; doctor. If any of are willing 
tc sacrifice yourselves for the co.use, 
read Citadel by A.J. Cronin. It is 
the stcry jf a young djctor's struggles 
7v'ith life, love, and medicine. So, read 
this .-•nd begin your practice prepared 
for what is to coazie. 

Bookworm.s, have you ever read Old 
Jules by Mari Sandoz? If you want to 
•̂ead something that is funny and yet can 
make you cry, read this book. It is the 
life of a French settler in the Middle 
Vv'est, and it goes from the ridiculous 
advertising for wives to the struggles 
of the imigrants with life and death. 

Remember the "hurricane" of October 
1958? If you do, you sh,.)uld road The 
Mortal Storm, which tells of the polit-
ic: 1 storm o.nd strife in Germany. If you 
pri.le yourself for being up on current 
events,road this excellent book by Phil-
lis Pottono. 

By the way,fellow bookworms, do any 
of you happen to be escaped convicts? 
Oh, so sorr;,- shoul̂ '̂ .n't have asked any-
how. \"/ell, if you ever decide to bec.^me 
on̂ - , x-ierhaps y^u should read Dry Guill-
otine first; it may make you change your 
mind. For a goot", shivery, shal'̂  jutlook 
on life, read this tale of Rene Belben-
oit's life in a French Guiana penal 
colony and his escape from it after 
fifteen years, however. Perhaps,I should 
leave you with pleasanter thoughts than 
these, but it's always so nice to ring 
out the gruesome thoughts in a person. 

Una Undervraod, '39 
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COLLSSN 

Tiny, slondor, f nd bc.ro-ijtod, sh^ sto )d fc.cing tho wind, hor long 

"v/o.vy chostnut hr.ir br.ck ĉ.nd floating in tho sun liko sjft, shining 

gold. Her doop blue oyes sparkled v/ith laughtor under long dark lashes, Hor 

soft lips ourlod in an olfin suilo, and hor ch.joks v/oro roso red as from a 

firo within, Tho poiso of a queon wa.c hurs, and hur cloan ragged dress bllow 

in tho broozo as no velvet gov/n could. Froii: tho groon, oossy' knoll on v/hich 

sho stood hesitating, as a bird, tiho surveyed hor v/orld. The joy of life se 

soGLiud to burn in her veins. Shu v/as light of foot, light of heart, wild, and 

free, 
Alora Beik, *40 

'Wis FORIill!lI''Sil 

A dark figure shrank in thĉ  shadow of a doorM.y, It v/r.s a si.iall nan, 
ides 
dressed in black, crouching there. His back wps hioLipod and his face was 

thin and grotesque. His anis were too long for his sDall body. Long, 

slender fingers wore crooked claw-like as ho played a strange foreign tone 

on a half-hiddun h&rnonica, A black hat was tipped over his face, but in 

playing, his head coved to the exotic boat of his uusic, and a gliopse of 

sharp, searching eyes would send a shiver of fear through any observer. 

Straight, shaggy, black hair hung to his crooked shoulders. Although a 

Diet ure of wretchedness, he inspired no pity, but only dark foreboding. 

Alora Boik, '40 
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THE FARivI 

Joe had always wanted, after that movie, to be on a farm. Being "just 

ia slum kid", he had never had the opportunity of seeing the country itself,so 

the first glimpse he had of the fairyland of neiture was in the seat of a 

theatre. The picture v/as a poor one^ one: of the old fashioned "flickers", but 

Joe wasn't ^^orried about the technicJ. jjagl̂  . iill ho saw was a world radical-

ly different from his ov;n-and it enthralled him. That afternoon (he was only 

ten years old) lie ccme out of that cheap, dim theatre in a daze, squinting his 

eyes in the cun and vovdng to himself (cross m' heart 'n hope to die) that 

so;.ie day he should opm a farm—his mi.nd .̂.ĉs only brought back to the dingy, 

n^.rrow streets v.hen he came near biding run. over, and ho somehow realized that 

the driver was cursing at the absent nindedjiess of the lad. Pulling himself 

together, he went home and vri.ldly praised the picture to the many members of 

the fanily, viio, after hearing enough of the picture, chased him out to play. 

From then one, bctv/een games of "cops 'n robbers" with the neighborhood chil-

dren, ho v;ould sit on the dilapidated stoop of the tenement house he lived in 

and dream of the f^Tn ho wou].d sonedcy have with cov/s, chickens But the 

slujns don't usually give up their spawn 

To the casual observer the iiirionse, grey structure, built of a most 

substantial stone could easily bo a countiy gentlen.'n's ^lansion, and, looking 

about at the huge farm spreading in all directions,the observer would declare 

it to be a gentle3.icj.i's estate. It roidday, and the hot sun was beating 

down unmercifully on the bare bi.cks of the men v^orking among row upon row of 

mariy varieties of fruits and vegetables in all stages of development. Joe was 

standing in front of the grey house. He h::d just delivered a message tj one 

of the jverseers, and on his way back new, he stood, taking in the scene and 

daydreraing, shading his face with one hcjid. 
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"Geez", he thought, "I always wanted to be on a farm and here I an.. 

Tink o' dat " 

Then his face clouded vdth renenberance. Ho should bo reporting 

Joe, the trusty, turned his back on the prison farm and slouched inside to 

report to the warden. 

rl. Gilbert Dancy, '40 

school -c. placG \7hero children learn ovorythin^ thr t tho toachor 

knows and than study froLi tho toxtbj-.ks nights, 
\ 

undortakor a nc.n who _;;3QS around asking his friends if tĥ -y aron't 

at least a little bit sick. 

•jjraft-r r substanco usod for lining pockots. 

politici;-n- a cigar vendor. 

studont toachor r pors jn v/ho t: kos ovor r cJ.:.ss s : the t tho students can 

shov; hiLi or hor how to turch. 

fund prst tonse )f jnothor w.̂ r̂d for untortrin:::ont. 

r.ovios a placo v/horo tho ...odorn ^^onorrtion,uhich is too lazy to 
I'.icko up its o\/n ontortc iriiiunt, goes f .;r 'ouj oyLiont. 

workuan a rotiroc' studont who v'orks only in tho dcytii..o» 

Doi-.ocrats uoubors jf a losbor gJVuriii-.ontr 1 party who i:.orn but 

arc often led rstrry. 

rickoy Kouso r. noubor of tho "pink olophrnt" fruily thrt can bo soon 

on spocirl occasions. 

rrhrti.if. Ghandi a person who would bo highly' oubrrrassed if Lady Popp-

oroll gcve up O'-king shoots. 
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WHEN THREE IS A CROfD 

I cc.n stand dictators who shout, jitterbugs v;ho hop, or singers ̂jyho 

v/arblG sadly and off key, but if there is rnything thet sends my blood 

pressure up and gets me dov/n, it is the person v/ho advises, whistles, or 

yells v/hen I'm on tho telephone. Have you over triod to give your atten-

tion to somoono on the other end of tho lino, v/hilo tho frnily prepares for 

tho evening's activities? It goes something like this in our house: 

Everything is more or loss peaceful, whun tho telephone rings^ Hope-

fully, cautiously, I r.pprorch and tr ko up thu rocoiver, but iminodirtoly I 

cju discovered, Brothur decides on tho spot that his clarinet practising 

mustn't bo put off another minute. Cousin Sue in tho basement yells to 

Uncle Ned in tho attic that his old hat is in tho coal bin r:nd v/ht.t shrll 

she do with it? Mother v/hispors in my froo err thrt I mustn't mako a date 

for Fridf y, as she is having company rnd wr nts me to help. Then there is 

i.n almost perceful lull, I cm on the vjrgo of discovering vjhat tho teleph-

one monologue is about, ' when bzzzz tho eluctric rofrigor; tor swings 

into action. Perhaps I didn't mention that the downstairs telephone is 

next to the refrigerctor. This comjs in hrndy on hot days when tho conver-

sation is lagging, but it sounds like a firo alarm Y/hen it warms up, cools 

off --or whr.tover a rufrigerr.tor does. The dog, not to bo outdone, I'.ys a 

bono at i.iy foot rnd v/hines for attention; kitty, jealous creature, lights 

into tho pooch just playing, of counsel and Father rushes in to tear 

them apart. Sister's beau chooses this moment to crll and is pr:ctically 

knocked down by Brother, v/ho is rushing to the piano to com.pose CL pieca, 

suggested by tho cat and dog fight. H -.11 -ff^ -îv rii?l fr.î n̂d 
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arrives and screeches wildly in ny ear that she just lost rny French bcok, 

which she forgot to mention that she borrov/ed. 

Counting ten slov/ly, oh, very slov/ly, I hang up and inform the 

world in general and the household in particular that I'm leaving home for 

good. f̂liere does it get mo? The telephone rings agr.in, rnd, from forco of 

habit, I n.nsv7or. Thus begins tho next episode in the novor-ending cycle of 

tolophono poGvos. 

Jem Loddon, '40 

WATCHERS OF THE SKY 

A huituuing sound is heard, next a roar, Lind thon a thundering blast 

as throo pianos of tho Army's observation soction como rocketing through the 

skies. Motors wido-opon, propollors scroLuning, throo uombars of tho Army's 

uyoQ £0 bi'ast'ing •̂ i'̂ rheâ . Smooth, slim fuselages;. thin,taporGd v/ings, 

and strong tril surfncos sprrklo and shino with silver light, as tho rays 

of thu glaring sun strike thoir metal skins.. Printed round ongino cbv/lings 

bright and colorful insignia and markings rdd to tho beauty of tho Army's 

nowGst observation plrno, the North Auoric: n 0*-47A. V/ith largo,t[.ll rud-

ders sticking up in the rorr, and a thousr nd horses packed in tho noso of 

each plt.nu, those watchful little hornets go buzzing nlong v/ith full milit-

ary lord at two hundred miles per hour, 

lifter having churnud and filled the r.ir with thunderous roars for a 

littlu \/hilo, the tiny squrdron tv/istod its noso rbout, dug into tho 

side of a soft, fluffy cloud, pnd so disapper'.red from sight.. 

Robert Heghrebli-n, '40 
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Old "Shark" Blane is a mean sea dog; 
He's mean as mean can bo. 

For he sha nghaies his crev; and beats them too, 
±md ib meaner than .nean can be. 

Two cand3.es burn in the i.iesvs's port; 
Ttie zero hoiir is ct h:.nd I 

Out of the hold the sailors come; 
One froni encj. nvory land. 

Clubs in i'and, knives unsheathed, 
Cauti^o^j ; tney crai';! r.lcnfi the dock^ 

Old "Shark" Bl-:\ne, an you will soe, 
Is ab?ut to "weather" his last 

Old "Shark" El-rine T;as a ne..in soa rlog; 
Ha v;as mean as zioan could be. 

For he shan.j-'haied hivO crci: and beat then^oo, 
•And v/as rioaner than -lean could be, 

i;dv:ar:̂  Stcrnf eld,. *40 ' ' 

• FQEMUIA FOR WAE 

(. to the rhytlin of tiie t/ja-tou ) 

^Beep in the fire-lit crvrms of the earth, 
Watches are crrucch:-.nting charms of dea-th^ • 
"Satan and his noLl-ii.ips brov/ o. inv.gic pfptiui • -

Using nolten Iibt/c ! 

Season all the brine with jealous^" and greed, 
Ti/'r: ngs half-forgotten, reddened in now rage. 
Selfishness an5 lust-black as ever inp could find 

Lfeke the potion strong I 

Flames of the hell-fire, send the smoke fumes high 
Up through the oceans, hissing o'er the vrorld. 
Out through the nc^untain cracks; choke the throats of men 

Poison then T\dth ?.'ar i 
r' 

Betty Brj?derl, ^ 



DISSERTAIION ON ROAST TURKEY 

Just where would one start on a turkey? Either the neck or the 

"rurable-seat" vrould do, I imagine. Upon the question of atta.ck, it is 

entirely up to the attacker's temperament ĉ s to v/hat weapons would be used. 

If you were the dainty, precise type, you Hould probably use a carved fork, 

elegantly fashioned with a r.ionogro.m, i;;.nd one of those knives which aro made 

to fit the palm of the hand .:.;.nd v.i'OS-; blade is similar to that of a razor. 

If you are the bold, ccnfidcirit,, and rather ''braggadocious" kind of person, 

you i:ould probably use a huge fork vith long, sharp tines and knife capable 

of splitting the turkey from "stem to st^rn". Then comes the ordinar;̂ ', 

"garden-variety" type of perron who V'ou].d probably usr a rcgiilar, black-

handled kitchen knife and fork. 

Back to the attack Suppcsc you T;cre ordered to sit at the head of a 

long, food-bedecked banquet table -nd had to carve and serve the turkey. 

\iiiould you chop the wings, legs, neck, and tail off first; or would you start 

••t the ncci-: and work doim. giving the next-to-last person the "sea.t-cf-

trcuble". After all, being the last person myself, I couldn't be as mean as 

that. 

Then, comes the "raining" problem, Rov: do you get into one of these 

"birds", any^.ay? You know, perfectly v;ell, that inside arc probably stuffed 

chcstnuts jr crab-apples f';r dressing. 

There as .Iso the problem of how to prevent y:jurself from drooling on 

the turkey in your intense hunger. After putting a napkin over the parts of 

the carcass, up..n which you are not v;^rking, you may rest in peace. 

I make a not! ..n for newer and better zippers on turkeys, —After all, 

you can't spend all of Thanksgiving day carving the turkey I Thus is the life 

.j-f turkey carver rind the death ef the turkey. 

•,Una Underv;:;od, ' 39 
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fR̂ H FARrSR I'.'̂AN, BY G.J.P.. 

(Pr.rocly on "The Rich Mr.n"- with r.pologies to F.P.A.) 

The fr.ruor nr.n hr.s his horso rnd busjgy, 
His cov/s r.nd pigs rnd broken-dov/n shrcks. 

Ho SLiokes r. honenado corn-cob pipoy 
And Ir.ughs rt rich nrn^s dirty cracks, 

HG labors through tho burdensome dry, 
And knov/s not Worlth, its clinch. 

Though his pot soens onpty, his horrt is ̂ r.y; 
His life's no cinch, 

Yot though r.iy eloctric lights grow di-., 
Though I don't slrvo for i.-y chop-suuy 

Think you thrt I would chrngo with hii::? 
FoouyI 

'lorrld Plunkott, '42 

r LIKE RABBITS 

I like rr.bbits— 
They hop r.bout, 

Hunt in dark woods, 
And chrsG lions out. 

They rro so contentod, 
They vfriggle their nose; 

Thoy never aro forced to 
Change thoir good clothes. 

They nind their Dannors 
And have good habits; 

Elophrnts aro bigger, 
But I like r; bbits, 

Richrrd Sheprrd, '42 

NINTH GRiVDERS GO IN FOR PICTURE30I)3 SP:CSCH 

As sly as r student who 
has had a norrl victory o-
ver the teacher (Robert 
Clarke) . . . As noisy as 
a tiny watch in rn eiiipty 
roDiu (Ethulee Gould) 

How Else 
Would 
You 

Describe 
It? 

She looked like a drop 
in tho bucket (Gerald 
Plunkett) . . . As uncDn-
scious as r. i.ian rerding 
the funnies on the bus 
("irirxi 3 )ice) 

aS disgusted r.s a vegetarirn rt a 
cannibal feast (Don Foucault) . . . 
As still rs tho circus urn who is bp-
lancing a goldfish bowl on his nose 
(Richard Shepard) , , . As useless as 
a fat man in a Shag contest (Ethelee 
Gould) . . . As safe as a bottle is 
v.lth Wallace Beery (Joseph Hunting) 

As chubby as r blown-up water toy 
(Ethelee Gould) . . . As safe v/ith 
her as with r trlking prrrot (Glenna 
Scith , , , As unappealing as a bot-
tle of gingerrle th'.t -\as been stand-
ing in the sun (Ethelee Gould) . . . 
As useless as a blind man at a bur-
lesque shov; (John Poole) 
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m DREAM GARDENS 

The fragile, littlo daisy, the saucy iiignonotto^ 

Tho brazon, hardy sunflower^ the dainty violet, 

The lazy sweet alyssan, the rrdip.nt, scarlet rose 

Are clustered in r.iy garden, in stately, sweet repose.. 

A truant stone path wanders in rnd out rr.iong tho flowers, 

In shrdy no3ks, green grasses crrpot lovely, secret bovfors, 

A tinkling f^untrin trickles down into a deep, green pool, 

And fishes lerp to catch the dr.'ps, and rll is still rnd cuolr 

And in tho gladsoi.ie sunshine, birds sing their silv'ry songs 

Of perco, rnd j-ly, rnol glrdness, thrt live tho whole yerr long» 

Ruth Van Gaasbeok, '41 

A TELLER OF TALL T/JiÊ : 

Ho sat \7ith his chair tilted back r.nd his feet on top of thu old v/ood 

Gtove» His heavy nackinaw and green scrrf iiade a str.rtling contrast to the 

long, drooping mustache rnd the grert, red cap nov; on his knue. Tho flushed 

cheeks rnd tho gold-rinjiiiod spectacles perched on his nose fitted hii'.-i porf-

ectly. Though in his seventies, he still retained the hardiness uvory wood-

sv.rn acquires froG outdoor lifo. 

In the generrl store of every littlo village there is a group of 

loungers, rn.i erch group hrs its story-teller. In this certain group tho old 

L.rn WPS tho spokosnan and was just getting strrted on his tale, 

"̂ 7al, now," he bogrn, "in the. old drys—" And so he talked-on and on. 

The group sat in silent anticipption and awe» Tho wise, boisterous old uan 

of tho v/oods hrd begun another of his "trll tales 

Don Foucrult, '42 




