


Through wars and hnurricanes, through
treasure hunts and sport weeks , through
noise and confusion, our director remains calm
and steadfast, an example to us all. Because
we are grateful to her for her leadership and her
inspiration we deédicate our 1944 Log - such as

it is - to her with affection and gratitude.




Destination - RUNOIA

As I approached the group of Camp Runoia girls, stand-
ing around in the waiting room, I decided that it would
have been worthwhile to come back only to be an old girl
and explain things to the astonished new arrivals, and
know everyone else, and discuss old times. I neared the
group and was met by Mrs. Grant, who. led me to a group
of strange faces chattering gayly emong themselves. KEvery-
one seemed to know everyone else, and as lrs. Grant began
the tedious task of introductions, I felt more like a new
girl than they did, I'm sure. Before Mrs. Grant had half-
way finished the ordeal, it was time to go, so, taking
Wendy, one of the few girls whose faces were familiar to
me, by the hand, we walked to the train. Margie Young,
another of the few I had known before, followed after
me, with a very dark-haired silent girl at her right.

Soon we were all settled and the train began to move.
A5 I looked out of the window at the receding buildings
of New York, I knew that the long winter months were fin-
ally really over, and camp would be reached at the end of
the day. I smiled at Margié, who had settled herself
across from me and at Wendy who was Jjust at the moment
stepping all over me in the act of getting, or trying to
get, her suitcase from above my head. Margie had meanwhile
introduced me to her dark- haired companion, Jacquie Esmer-
ian, who was at the moment engrossed in & book. Pine
Islaend boys were walking up and down the aisle, and Runoia
girls were following them with their eyes, with looks
which said more than words.

I thought gratefully that this unattractive vehicle,
crowded but fairly cool at the moment, was the means through
which I would gft to Belgrade Lakes at precifely 8:05 P.M.
that evening. As I am only human, how could I know that
it would also be the means by which we would be delayed
four long, waterless hours. But at the moment I was
innocently and unsuspectingly busy obeying Wendy's command
for .more funnybooks from her never- ending supply, and
being introduced to a blonde new girl from Texas wita a
lovely 1i'l suthe'n accent.

Jacquie now pulled out a bag of dried apricots and
proceeded to pass it around. As everyone politely refused,
she put the bag aside and picked up her book again. Feelin®
it was safe, I pulled out a bag of pretzel-sticks and also ~
handed them around. Before long Robin returned the bag
with a smile, saying, "The rest is for you." I smiled
back, and then and there I knew Mrs. Warren would have a
hard time feeding these vultures this summer.

I was again introduced to a new girl, this one being
Ann Burch, whose English accent was already the talk of
our group. Margie politely offered her some. of Jacquie's
apricots, which she accepted with the words, "I should
diet, but I newer can!"

Since we were all getting bored, and everyone,
munching on pretzel-sticks, decided it wasn't time for
lunch yet, someone broughtiout some cards and we started a
game of hearts. Soon a Pine Island boy was standing over
us, at first hinting broadly, and then asking frankly



if he could Jjoin the game. Here Babs James brought her
somewhat dusty wings into view by saying demureky, "our
director doesn't like us to play with campers from other
camps." When he had gone, Babs was rewarded by a score
of dirty looks, but Margie exclaimed sensibly,"“He wasn't
very cute anyway'"

We soon got tired of heat, the supply of pretzel
sticks was exhausted, and we were all beginning to get
hungry anyway so, encouraged by the younger members of the
group, we got out our lunches and began to eat the food
offered ue by our friends. We had soon esten up all of our
food, and all of everyone else's, too, and we were satisfia
to lounge around reading magazines.

s'Meanwhile the train had not been peacefully running
along as it should have., First, it stopped for a long
time and then, to make matters worse, it began going back-
wards. When it finally stopped again, we were so glad
that it didn't recede anymore, that we didn't mind its
halting so much.

o To add to all of our difficulties, our water cooler
wag emptied by battles of Pine Island boys to see which
one could get his opponent soaked fastest. Then, unless
you wanted your throat to dry up you had to walk through
Tfive cars to get to a water cooler. With the stopping af
the train, the airconditioning stopped, too, and we were
all boiling, so we were soubly glad whenever the train
took it upor itself to start.

Meanwhile Mrs. Grant had handed out postcawds. to all
her charges, and imaginations were busily describing the
train ride to worried parents as “a hot dusty train which
wrecked four of its cars,and had to go back to get four
more" ete. During the evening, after we had finished our
supper, we stopped again, for a longer time and so were
permitted to get off the train for awhile. We were all
filthy and thirsty, so we stopped at a faucet, drank some
water, and washed our hands and faces. Some Pine Island
boys happened to be there too.

A little before 12:00 midnight, the ominous figure
of our conductor passed through our car for the last time,
shouting "Belgrade!". This was the first welcome news
he had ever given us, and we had begun to dread him, for he
had first told us we would be twenty minutes late and then
ralsed it to four hours. Now we quickly gathered up our
baggage and everyone tried to be the first one out of the
car. Result: the suitcased came out girst, and there was
a mad scramble for your own things. Some were already
saying "hello" to Colby and piling their suitcases on her
while others went around with their noses in the air,
smelling the pine trees and Maine odors in general. But
soon everyone was settled in one of the three vehicles
meant to convey us home and though the new girls were fairlsy
taken aback by all the talk of last year, ranging from
"rollin§ in the oats" , to "And now, shall we join the
ladies?", they were too tired to care much. And so they
entered the gate with spirits low and eyelids lower at 12:1Y
A.M,, ready to start another glorious summer - in the morn-
ing - but just at the moment ready - for bed.

Trudy Donath
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Have you ever really thought about the days of camp?
How terribly exciting it was being a new girl? Remember
when you got on the train, not knowing & soul and some-
one came up to yoy and said, "I'm Helene Thoman. This
is Frances Thomas, Mary Anne Hamill} and then she muttered
some more names that you couldn't even remember. You
sat down and talked and then someone would scream, "Mac-
Ilwain, where's my lipstick?" whoever MacIlwain was,
you couldn't quite remember but you knew she must be one
of the campers.

- After awhile, someone seid that she was hungry so
everyone went to the diner and ordered fried chicken.
You'd overhear someone saying, "I wonder if Babs and Gracie
are going to be back." Then someone said that they hoped
S0 anyway.

After dinner everyone went back to their seats and
once again started talking about camp and the people who
were going to be there. gomeone sald something about a
counsellor called Colby Clovelind or Cleveland - or some-
thing on that order and that she was going to meet us at
the train in Augusta. You began to wander after awhile
what this Colby really did look like. Probably pretty -
most counsellors are! She'll probably be standing there
at the station waiting for us to come in,

Then came bedtime and Thopy put all the little ones
to bed - at least she tried to! After forty-five minutes
of brushing teeth and arguing which berth everyone was
going to sleep in, .everyone was finally settled. You didnt
sleep very soundly because the trein was so Joggly and
you wondered what camp life was really going to be like.
Fun? You hoped so.

In the morning, about seven or eight o'oclock you
heard wild screams from somebody's berth. Someone couldn't
find her money and claimed she had been roobed. Everyone
was awake by this time and hunting. It was soon found
in her suitcase. Everybody got dressed and then went into
the diner for breakfast. You could remember the names
a little better now and so you could at least call the
girls bv their names instead of having to say, Yol r'm
sorry but I can't seem to remember your name,"

After breakfast you began taliing and you diin't
feel half as shy as you did in the beginning. Finally the
train arrived in Boston and everyone declared that they
wanted food. A counsellor went to the Travelers' Aid and
asked where a good restaurant was to eat. They gave dir-
ections to go to so-and-so street and then turn one blocxk
left and walk straight and you'd be sure to come right to
it, Great help: You then ended up going to some stuffy
restaurant in the Boston Station. You waited about forty-
five minutes to be waited on - at least it scemed that
long - and when you were waitea on you waited-a half an
hour for your food. It finally came and after eating, you
left and roamed around the station.

The time seemed to go very slowly until train time.
Once more Thopy got everyone together and once again you
boarded the train. After getting on the train ever OPE at
seemed to pe saying, "Only a few more hours before W



camp." You began to imagine all sorts of things about the
camp. What would it be like? What would the cdunsellors
be like? And what would be the girls be like? It was
always such a strange feeling not knowing the girls you
were going to meet.

After hours of slow riding the conductor came through
the couch and yelled, "Augusta. Next stop Augusta", and
continued yelling that through the rest of the train.

Augusta! Everypbody screamed with happiness. Very
soon you found yourself getting off the train. Everyone
ran up to a very attractive person with short olonde,

~ curly hair and said, "Colby! How are you?" and et cetra.

When you were introduced to Colby you were probaply
very shy but she made you feel much better by a friendly,
UHello".

Someone told you to get in one of the cars. You
got in and Colby started driving for camp. Everyone held
their breaths going past grave-yards until they were blue

.in the faces. Finally you arrived at camp and everyone
Jumped out of the cars and ran up to a girl who looked
abeut eighteen years old, a counsellor called Ruthie.

"Ruthie! Hello! Remember me%" . That's all you could
hear being said.

After havﬂing crackers and mild and being introduced
to everybody, someone said to you, "Here I'll take you
down to your shack." You followed the girl in front of
you until you came to the shack. You were told that you
could have the choice of any of the rooms except the end
ones because they were all taken. You threw your sheets
and blankets on one of the beds and then began thinking.

The rest of the camp woild be here tomorrow and
you xnew it was going to be fun meeting alot of the girls.
It was already an experiemnce in two days and think what
it would be like for a whole two months. It was then that
you decided and knew you never would want to leave Camp
Runoia.

Laura Lee Baker

The Flag

Be proud of your star spangled banner,
As 1t floats aloft on the breezes,

So beautiful it everyone pleases,

It's the flag of the true

For us of the red,white, and blue.

Patsy Moirison



Initiation at Camp

The dreaded evening came., Initiation was tonight
and everyone was all Tluttery. Well, all the new girls
assemhled in front of the Lodge tnat night when the
"cowbell" rang.  The old girls were discussing whom
to take first. Then Evie whispered, "Take Perry Flynt
first." I heard her and didn't like the bright remark
but I went first.

: They blindfolded me and told me to lie down on
the floor and crawl. I was put through a tunnel of
boxes and stuff and every time I raised myself a little
everybody yelled at me to "stay down low." I finally
got out of that.

Then two people took me and told me to follow. them-
I felt something dribble in front of me but I didn't
cknow what it was. I then heard a voice saying, "It
dedn't work".

I was told to step up, and suddenly found myseli
walking a plank. I walked to the end and something
wet was thrown in my face. I fell on a mattress and
some pillows. I thought I was going to fall into a
tub of water but I was glad it wasn't.

Then I was told to "kiss the Blarney Stone'" and
I did it, but instead of that I was dunked into some
water. Then I had to do it again and they dipped my
head into some flour and it stuck to my face and hair.
Then they took oiff the blindfold and I saw what I had
been through. Boy!

it sat down and they called for the kids, one by
one, and I sat there watching and gloating over them
while they in turn did it.

When everyone was finished with that, we sat
down and one by one were called on to do something.
Some people had to feed each other marshmellow cream,
and one persan was taken on an airplane ride. 3Saynie
had to tell about the proposal that got her married
and Anne Mitehell had to propose to Mrs. Grant. Then,
when my turn came I had to put lipstick on Molly and
Molly had to put it on me. BSome fun. We got it on
our teeth and smeared all over our mouths.

But all in all it was a wonderful party and everj-
body had a lot of fun.

Perry Flynt
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As Overheard Over the Rafters of Sixth ana Fifth Shacks

One, one, one, one. Three, three, two, two, two. Hey,

I have a corner, Let me play. I always write in my diary
every night of my life and if anyone ever read it I'd
simply die. He's simply adoorable. I never said any

such thing and I'm not mad at you. Oh, I've lost the top
of my bathing suit, you shouldn't use it to hit each other
with, He's adorable but he's so fa-ast and you can't
imagine what he sa-aid. Swish, swish, swish.

Voices from across the bathing suit line. "Roll-
ing home, rolling home, dead drunk, dead drunk - one keg
of beer for the four of us". I think it's pretty funny.

I think it's a complete riot. I think this time you've
gone a 1little bit too far.

. Scrape, scrape, are you mad with us, Hogul,
are_you mad with us? Scrape, scrape, tell us, Hogul,

where  Ue i T T e ) hunder the dock, Hogul? TIs it in the
lake, Hogul? Does anyone know where it is, Hogul? Scrape,
scrape, T O M M Y. What time should we look for it, Hogul?%
Three. Three when, Hogul? Three when? At night, Hogul?

18 “thig Hgguile " "NeO &0 Who ig 1t%? G N E E K, Hogul's
mother. If you won't go into Pix with me I won't speak to
you for the rest of camp. Oh, one more night, won't we
ever be read to again? I ean't bear it and all that Infan=-
tile Paralysis in Buffalo. I shouldn't go home. Can't
we have camp for two more weeks? You should hear what I
dreamed - there was Colby thin and adorable sitting by

a smoky lantern reading to ba-ands and ba-ands of Indians.

C.D.G,

sonnet

Blue lake, whose beauty is so calm and pure,
Fringed by the whispering pines zlong the shore!
Thou who, in fiercest gale, art still secure,
Wilt draw our hearts to thee forevermore.

The peace of God is mirrored in thy blue;

And though mad storms may cap thy waves with white,
The morning sun will show thy face anew,

The lovelier still for tumult in the night.
Teachus, thy willful daughters, how to still
The raging currents in our own restless souls;
And show too, by thy calm, unruffled will

The peace and beauty which must be our goals.

As long as ears can hear and eyes can see,

Our hearts will gather round tay majesty.

Diana Chambers



The Meeting of the Believers

"Hey Cleojy tell Robin that there's a meeting tonight!

"0k, Patsy, I'll tell her. say, why don't you get
that"card table from the lodge instead of that pewey little
one.

"No, I will. I have to lose weight anyway. I'm
ten pounds --" :

"Never mind about your figure. Go and round up the
gang."

(Later, in the shack) "Are we all here? 0.K. Now
first we put -"

"No, we don't. I know 'cause once I ="

"Yes, we all know, But first Robin has to move
over to this side, 'cause absolutely no one can sit on the
North side. Hogle said so.

"Who said so%"

i "Hogle, you dymmy. Honestly, you oughtn't to be
hieresi i you don! t—
*  !"Listen here. Cut the argument. Now all of you

rub your hands on wool."

S Tathis wool 2!

Ve sp it larto S

"It is not. It's 50% cotton and-"

5 "Oh, shut up. This blanket is perfectly good any-
way.

"Well naturally. Aren't all blankets wool%"

"Sh.. Now listen kids. We'll never get started
if we guibble like this all night. Everybody shut up and
listen to me. I see you've all rubbed your hands on wool.
O0.K. Now all take three breaths - now all together -
one- two- three," :

:But L thought-! '

Keep guiet(loud voice). Don't you know that if you
talk it will spoil everything. If you want to say somethig
it has“to be almost in a whisper,and it has to ope important.

But I-

"Is that importantg"

"0.K, I'll whisper if I must. Well, whet I want to
know is, what are we doing, anyhow?"

"Do you mean to say that you don't know what we're
doing?"

"0f course she doesn't, silly. Don't you rememper
that you were the one that was maxing all the fuss about
telling her,"

"Yes, as a matter of fact, you were."

"Big memory."

"0.K. I didn't remember. Well, we're table tilting."

"we're what?"

"Table tilting. If you leave your hands on the table
long enough, the South end-"

"The North end."

"Oh. The North end, then. Well, the North end
will actually 1lift up'"

"But we haven't even got our hands on the table."

"So we haven't. we'll all have to rup our handg on
wool again and take three more breaths. 0.4, VOW & S




The Meeting of the Beliewers (cont.)

your hands on the table, lightly, mind you."

"What will hap-"

' "sh- sh. Can't you even be quiet a minute. If

you-

"And just what do you think your doing?"

Well, all right. Let's just all shut Upifor 15
minutes. Things ought to begin worklné by then."

"0.K. Now everyone SHUT UP!"

(.5 mlnutes later) "If that 15 min. doesn't hurry
up and feim e T <

Y8teop worrylng. Ttls upbow anyway."

N Hooray'!: Oh boy! Oh-'

"Goodness! Can't you pipe down? I told you you
have to kéep still. Are you deaf?"

A1l right. We'll keep quiet. Come on kids, let's-"

"IT NOVED' 1 l I l"
UTE sawe too i
e T din T, - did yous!

et lcause i tel b 1tlY
"Rooin, is 1t supposed to do that?"
"Yes. It moves for a while, and then finally it
IR tup ibyc ibselflY

"Really?"

"Get out! Secram! You can't sit here unless you
believe. You get-"

"Look, look, it'd moving! OCooo, watch out. love
out of the way. Here it comes!!'"

"Jeepers, I'll sware fo - that it moved!!"

Svefedf ‘aaw 1% too !

Heh it elcolh! i Tti e 11 fting.  The Norhh end look!'"

"Yee Gadaithlin ATt ing Y

"Took how high it's going! ©Oh Blank! Oh Baynie!
Oh kids, it worked!!: The table lifted!!!ll

Ilash

Fourth Shack Play
Christopher Robin's Surprise

The play was well done, and needed very little prompi~
ing. The actors were good in their parts and spoike clearly.
Emmy Warren as Eyore sounded so sad and lonely.
Pooh, Perry Flynt, was good and knew ner part well,

Small, Nancy VanVoorhis, was very lixe real life,
and although Roo was a little taller than Kangea it didn't
matter much,

The scenery was good with branches stuck in buckets
and put around the room ior trees,

The cast was: Christopher Robin- gue Leach; Pooh-
Perry Flynt; Eeyore- Emmy Warren; Piglet- Nolly Marble;
Owl- Linda Stauffer; Rabbit- Eleanor Lanning; Tigger-
Wendy Sorenson; Kange- Patsy lorrison; Roo- Judy kerlin;
Small- Naney VanVoorhis.

Frankie made really sonderful costumes and 4th shack
looked very nice in them. Dorothy Smedley



Mosquitoes at Camp =

The 'skeeters at camp are very bad.
Especially at night,

I wish we had something to give them,
To give them all a fright.

They bite and bite and bite you,
It seems they never stop.

At last you finally slap them
And one by one they drop.

But a camp without mosqui toes

Is sort of quee®, I guess.

It's like & picnic minus flies end ants
And you can guess the rest.

So hurrah to Camp Runoia
And all its summers there
It brings back fond memories
Of mosquitoes in your hair.

Perry Flynt

Fourth sShack After Breakfast

Emmy- Silvia help me make my bed.
Silvia- elright but I don't see why you don't make it

yourself.
Wendy- Patsy do you want to hear my ghost story?
Patsy- NO

Emmy- can I have the broom after you udy.

Judy- Wendy play Jjacks with me and no insulting each other,
Wendy- Oh I suppose so.

Patsy- Emmy can I borrow six of your jacks

Emmy- alright. Oh no you can't tnere goes assembly.

Eleanor Lanning

The Mice

Oh arn't they cute says one., arn't they horrible
says another. I see these pink things in a box. Someone
tells me there mice. Pink mice - is there such a thing
I guess fo because here they were. Nancy Heald told me
that the mother mouse was in the shack. EEEP. There was
an awfull noise in the box the mice wanted their mother.
Oh someone yells heres the mother mouse under colbys dressegp.
Everyone starts chasing it but they coulan't catch it. 1In
a little while I went back to sixth shack and Louie Mitchell
told me that the mother mouse nad texken ner babies under
the porch, I guess I'll never see them again.

Susan Leach



Moonlight Paddling

It was a warm, dreamy evening. All aroung the lake,
the shadowy pines stood like silent specters. The water
was very dark, almost black. Only the moonbeam which
rippled softly on the waves and seemed to be playing with
them lighted the lake. A canoe which was advancing in
the line of light appeared to be going straight to the
nmoon.

The night was still, almost too still to pe real.
We paddled in silence, as if afraid to break the spe e
Now and then drops of water from the paddles would chime
softly as they fell in the lake. From time to time a
faint scent of pine would arrive to us from the woods,
the smell of Maine which will always come in our minds
when we think of camp this winter.

Jacqgueline Lksmerian

L
The Biography: :of a Mosquito

My name is Dare-devil Johnny, and I have quite a
reputation around here for my blitzkrieg attack. I live
with my mother, my father, znd my three brothers in a
camp on Belgrade Lakes, where the most delicious-tasting
people live. Why, you only have to go twenty feet to find
your next meal. There is nothing I love better than a
nice plump, juicy camper! This is really a Mosquito's
Paradise., I think there must be something special in the
air, because all these girls are so red-blooded and hezlthy
with lots of nice, fat , red corpuscles floating around.
Just right for a mosquito!: The only thing I can't under-
stand is, why“bverybody always so scared of me? Honestly,
the way they &ct, you'd think I was 2 ghost or sometning,
instead of the peaceful, law-abiding mosquito I am! It's
the funniest thing to see them all jump up and down, and
wave their arms about wildly whenever I come round. KEspec-
ially when I sing to them! I really think those girls
ought to be taught to appreciate good music. Why, one
night, when I was out foraging for a little midnight snack,
and singing the "Mosquito Serenade® to myself, a great
cloud of some poisonous gas they call "citronella" came
out and nearly drowned me! To make matters worse, I
had forgotten my gas-mask; but I managed to figat my way
out fo it. That certainly taught me a lesson! On the
whole, though, life is pretty easy around here, and there's
not much I could ask for.

Well, there's a good-looking specimen coming up the
path, so I think I'd pbetter end this biograply, and go
have some dinner.

Editor's note: That was the end of Daredevil Johnny !

Liana Chambers



After Breakfast in tne Middler Shack -

Perry: Have you straightened the clothes line, Mitchell?

Mitedell «Yes —Perry.

Perry: Well bring the towels in.

Mitchell: But Perry, they're all wet. :

Perry: Hang them in the pix! Oh Ledbetter, your bureau
is rather cluttered up.

Ledbetter: I haven't any place to put all my things.
Perry, will you check my laundry? You wouldn't
do it before breakfast.

Perry: Who has hall I hope you don't consider it swept
‘yet. Not everyone has swept their room. Gina,
look at the dust under your bureau.

Gina:; But Perry, Joanie keeps sweeping her dust under ther,

so Eve and Sylvia won'"t see it when they inspect.

Perry: No wonder she gets all those warnings.

Dorothy: Is my room allright, Perry?%

Pérry: Yes it is all right except maybe you could straight-

en your bureau a little, and sweep under your bed

better.

Beferly: Hey Earnshaw, hurry and get out of Pix. I want
the broom.

Earnshaw: Hold your horses! I have to brush my teeth
don't.I%2 I'll be out in a minute.

Perry: Your room needs sweeping, Beverly.

Beverly: Earnshaw is in Pix so I can't get tae broom.

Perry: Well, there's the other one staring you in the face.
someone will take it if you don't. Where's Rickard?
The top of her trunk is messy.

Myers: She's in her room, writing for the Log.

Perry: Joanie, will you tell her to f£fix her trunk and
(bugle blows for assembly) --- sweep the porch,

-

Jane Rickard

Qur pgports

Baseball is lots and lots of fun

Even more when you hit a home run.
is

TennisAlots of fun too,

Even when it is a new sport for you.

Swimming is often admired
By those who are hot and tired.

Canoeing is always desired,
Not a paddler needs td be hired.

There are many more sports, but I cannot think.
And besides my pen has run out of ink.

Molly Harble



Rest Hour in Fourth Shack

Thopy- Have you all been to pix?%

Wendy- Oh I forgot Thopy can I go to pix now

Patsy- Thopy I do not have to go to pix

Thopy- you better go anyway

Patsy- Okay I will go to pix

Emmy- Thopy can I ask Wendy if I can look at one of her
funny books

Susie- Wendy can I look at your magic book

Wendy- Yes you can

Linda- Cean I have one of your funny books

Wendy- Yes you can

Molly- can I look at the funny book after Linda.

Wendy- yes you can.

Perry- Nancy lets write on the wall in rest hour

Nancy- okay

Frankie- you can not write on the wall in rest hour

Nancy- okay

Perry- okay

Eleanor- Frankie what are we going to do this afternoon

Judy- Emmy can I play with your cards

Emmy- yes.

then everything is quiet

Wendy Sorenson

The Masquerade

The night of the Masquerade was hot and sultry,
and long before the bell rang, Sixth Shack was ready and
waiting, most of us sweltering in heavy costumes. But
in the end it was well worth it.

As we finally started up the path, the sight that
greeted ys at the Lodge steps was certainly something
not often seen! A colored mammy complete with cardboard
pancakes, two angels in dungarees, and a 1932 glamour-girl
were a few of the amazing sights! We mingled with the
crowd, adding our own bit of color, and all trooped up
the steps.

Ingide, a parade was started; we marched outdoors,
past the dining-room, past the counsellors standing together,
-and around back to the Lodge again.

When we were all settled down once more, the real
fun began. We guessed each costume one by one; some we
got quickly, others took longer, but we did guess them
ally

The counsellors were an especially decorative group,
and as no one could guess who they were, they caused
quite a bit of excitement. Finally someone suggested
that they had come as "Who Am I?",that interesting and
informative Runoia game. The characters ranged from
Tagore and Cleopatra to Paul Revere and Helen Keller.
Altogether they made = vVery impressive shoWing.



The Masquerade (cont.) -

Among the campers, the costumes were Jjust as effect-
ive. The three little pigs (well stuffed) were chased
across the floor by the Big Bad Wolf, while Hitler was
forced to his knees by a shrouded Defeat.

The costumes which won prizes were tine two angels
in dungarees. who turned out to be the Heavenly Twins,
Aunt Jemima with her accomplice, The Harvest loon, and
a booby-hatch., The first prize was given to Flash and
Barbara Warren, who came as "Before" and " After" in the
Dubarry Success Course.

‘Everyone of the costumes was colorful and entert-
aining, and each contributed to a hilarious evening.

Diana Chambers

Before Taps

Perry: coming into the shack: Be quiet Mitchell and get
undressed all of you. Stop Jjumping over the lant-
erns, Joany, and get into pix.

Joany: But Perry there are 4 in there now.

Perry: Earnshaw, have you been to pix?%

gtigiec: 'No, Perry.

Perry: Well, go then. Where are Jane, Dorothy, and Gina?%

dex: ‘They are in pix.

Mitch:rattling the doorknob: Let me in you jokers. Hurry

3 up in there. Open in the name of the law!

Perry: Be quiet or I won't read to you.

A clpor of voices: Perry, let me read. Perry can I read?
I vinny reading. Perry I asked first.

dane: Perry may I read?

Perry: No, I'll read. Are you all ready?

Susie: But, Perry, I haven't gone to pix yet.

Perry: Hurry, Susie. I told you to go before. Keep still
all of you. Where ig the book?

Perry looks for the book and finds Gina sitting on her

bed reading the funny papers.

Perry: Gina, Jjust what are you doing?

Gina; I don't want to listen, Perry!

Perry: Well come out in the hall where I can see you.

I'm going to start.

Tex: Here, Perry, sit on my blanket. I get one side of you,

Mitch: I get the other,

Perry: Where did you stop last night?

Jane: We stopped on the next to last page of the chapter.

Perry reads while Tex puts calamine lotion on her back,

and all 1s quliet except for a few laugns.

Dorothy Smedley
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Christopher Robin's gurprise

Scene 1

Enter Pooh humming

Pooh: I could spend a happy morning seeing Piglet

Hum, Hum, Hum

But it's too hot to wald to Piglet's house

Hum, Hum, Hum,

‘I could spend a happy morning seeing keyore

Hum, Hum, Hum

But I don't know where he is because he doesn't have a
Hum, Hum, Hum house

I could spend a happy morning seeing Owl

Hum, Hum, Hum

But for a bear of little brain, his company is a strain
Hum, Hum, Hum

OH! A rhyme!

So I think I'll spend a happy morning being me
Hum, Hum, Hum (Which almost rhymes with seeing Piglet)

Enter Roo running

Roo: Hallo, Pooh.

Pooh: Hallo, my little fellow.

Roo: Do you know what? (hic) Pooh - Oh Pooh- do you know?
Pooh: No what? Little Roo. (hic)
Roo: Hic

Enter Kangae and Tigger Bouncing
Kanga: What did I tell you, Roo?
Roo: Hic
Kanga: You shouldn't have rushed in the hot sun.
RooL Hic
Tigger: Pooh! Have you heard?
Pooh: Heard what?
Kanga: You must come home and get your strengthening medicine
Roo: But I have to tell Pooh!
Pooh: Tell me what?
Kanga: You can tell him later.
Tigger: I think I have hiccoughs too. Hiic, Hie,mlate: . .
Kanga: Very well, you can have some medicine with Roo.
Exeunt Kanga and Tigger
Roo: But I never told Pooh! Hic!
Exit Roo
Pooh: Told me what? Oh! They've gone! I thought somebody
was going to tell me something, but perhaps I mis-
understood. I so often do. (pause) I have an eleven
o'clockish feeling. I wonder if there is still a
little something in that jar. I could go and see,
but it's such a long walk that if there was nothing
lest I would be very hungry indeed.
I could spend a happy morning seeing Rabdit
Hum, Hum, Hum
Seeing Rabbit is a very plezsant habit

Enter Eeyore mournfully



Eeyore: Hazllo Pooh. 1It'c ndt & very nice day.

PoonL Isn't it?

Eeyore: No, Pooh, it isn't.

Pooh: Oh.

Feyore: I suppose there's no reason why anyoody should have
told me. Why tell Eeyore? He isn't & person of
importance. Oh, well., I shoudn't complain. One of
Rabbit's relstions bumped into me this morning and
if ne hadn't been in such a hurry he would have said
excuse me. It isn't such a dull life... 1t has its
moments. Time passes.

Pooh: So it does. It must be nearly eleven o'clock.

keyore:.Time for Pooh to go to his house for alittle sometnigg,
I haven't got a house, not that it makes any differ-
ence, but I do think someone might have told me ---
even if I haven't got a house.

Pooh: Told you whet, leyref? Someone came Dy &nd started to
tekl me something, but I don't think they ever did.

Eeyore: Nobody told you, Pooh? No, that couldn't be, Eeytre
is the one nobody tells things to. They must have

e told you.

Pooh: Told me what, Eeyore?

Eeyore: You don't xnow! They didn't tell you eithaer!

Pooh: I don't think so. -

Eeyore: Then perhaps it wasn't intentional.

Enter Rabbit and Owl and Raboit's relation.

Owl:; We must weigh the value of any statement, Rabbit, before
we accept ....

Rabbit: Exactly, Owl, I was just remerking to my nephew here-
wssn't I, Small?

small: Here's Pooh! Hello, Pooh!

Pooh: Hullo Small. Hullo Rabbit. Hullo Owl.

Rabbit: Small, what did I Jjust tell you?

small : Here's Eeyore.

Eeyore: I was wondering if anybody wes going to not&ce me.

Rabbit and Ywl: Hullo Eeyore.

Owl: We were just discussing tne value of certain informatfb
that has come to our attention...

Eeyore: Informetion? I've had some information.

Rabbit: Yes, I told you myself. The question is, is thés
information accurate? Is it valid?

Owl: Rabbit, my uncle who was a Jjudge of some note told me
when I was small that d information should always De
examined.

Pooh: (to himself) I wonder what everyone's talking about.
Hum, Hum, Hum.... Being & bear of little brain, I
really must explain That I do not understand, At all
about this plan... Is there a plan, Rabpit?

Rabbit: Pooh, what are you talking about?

Owl: People with very little brain seldom know what they are
talking about.

Enter Piglet.

Piglet: Oh, Pooh! Christopher Robin is coming home from
school!

Rabbit: We were just telling him.

Pooh: But you didn't tell me, Rabbit. Noobody told me. All
morning people have been talking about something and
I didn't know that it was. This must be it. Christ-
opher Robin... weli-well-

Enter Roo, Kanga, and Tigger.



Tigger: Pooh, Chrastopher Robin is coming home!

Pooh: I know.

Eeyore: Everyone knows, even me, %

Owl: The question is, how shall we celebrate his return%

Roo: A party.. ;

Pooh: With things to eat.

Rabblit: And where shall this patty be and whom shall we invite-
I'1ll arrange it. Small, I'm afraid you and the rest of
my friends and reletions will have to sit separately.

Small: Why?

Rabbit: Because only people of importance can sit with Christoph-
er Robin.

Small: Oh.

Piglet: Pooh can write a poem.

Rabbit: I wonder if poems are justthe thing on occasions of such
importance.

Owl: I was thinking tunat a speech of welcome full of long imp-
ressive words would be more dignified.

Roo: Oh, bother!

Kanga: Roo, dear, that isn't very polite.

Eeyore: Of course no one has asked my opinion. It seems to me..

Piglet: I think Christopher Robin loves Pooh's poems.

Pooh: Does he, Piglet?

Piglet: Yes, Pooh, he does.

Roo: I do too.

Pooh: Do you, little Roo? How nice! It needn't be &long poem.
There'll be lots of time for dignified speeches\

Tigger: I think speeches are boring.

Eeyore: I recall a speech I composed on the occasion of my
birthday several years ago.

Piglet: I remember. I gave you a balloon.

Eeyore: A broken balloon.

Kanga: You can have the party at my house and I'll prepare the
banquet,

Tigger: And I'll help you. ‘Yum yum,

Roo: So will I, So will I.‘

Owl: I will write the invit&ions...

Tigger: Why do we have invitations? Why don't we all just come?

Rabbit: Tigger, there are always lnvitations to affairs of im-
portance.

Small: Will I get .an invitation?

Rabbit: If there are any left over. Now let's all go and get
ready. The party will be a week from to-day.

All leave save Pooh and Piglet.

Piglet: Just think... Christopher Robin will be home all summex!
Won't we have fun! Christopher Roobin rune petter then
Rabbit.

Pooh: Do you suppose he will still like to play with us in the
forest?

Piglet: Oh, yes, Pooh, I'm sure he will. What else is there to d&

Pooh: Well, now that he's been away to saheol, maybe he'd rather
talk with Rabbit and Owl.

Piglet: Wwell, I'd rather play with you!

Pooh: Would you, Piglet? I'm glad.



Figger i RPochr—Carisbopher—Robin—is—goming home!

Scene 11

The animals are assembled around alarge table. The head
of the table is vacant.

Owl: What is Small doing here? I thought your relations were
going to sit at another table.

Rabbit: They all have the measles, so I told Small he could
sit with us.

Kanga: Measles! They're very catching! Roo, keep away from

Smalll

Tigger: wgy don't we all hide and bounce out when we say "surp-
rise"?

Eeyore: I don'jthink bouncing gf is a very good idea. Remember
how you bounced me into that stream?

Tigger: That wasn't a bounce... it was a cough.

Eeyore: It was a bounce,

Tigger: Well, it was sort of a "bough'".

Rabbit: Well, never mind. Do you have your poem, Pooh%

Pooh: Well, yes.

Roo: When do we say surprise?

Kenga: shhh! Roo, dear!

Rabbit: The trouble withthis gathering is that too many people

are talking at one time,

Roo: But I want to say surprise..

Pooh: Has everybody brought their food? I have my honey.

Eeyore: Why it's half eaten!

Pooh: Not half, f Eeyore! I only tooqé little something out (fov

the pot at eleven 0'clock.
Enter Christopher Robin.

C.R. Hulilo s everybody.

Pooh: Hullo, Christopher Robin. We're having a surprise party.

Piglet: Pooh! You told.

Pooh:: Wasn't I supposed to?

Rabbit: Now all together 1-2-3 SURPRISE!

All: Surprise!

Owl: This gathering is a gathering in honor of a great occasion.

Rabbit: Hear! Hear!

Poohs:: Where?%

Owl: An occasion on which one of our most distingulished members..-

gmall: what's he talking about, Roo%

Kenga: Shhhh!

Owl: Has returned. That is to say, he has returned fpom rec-
eiving his education.

Piglet: It's Christopher Robin! He's home from schooll

Pooh: Oh, Is that what it is%

Ssmall and Roo: Surprise!

Rabbit: Speech! sSpeech!

Eeyore rises to make a speech.

Eeyore: I'm rising to say a few words...

Rabbit: Not you, Eeyore.

Eeyore: No, I thought not.

C.R.: My dear firiends, I am very pleased and very surprised and
very happy to see you all again. School is all very well,
in its way, but you miss your friends. You get thinkIng
of them and wondering how they are. You think of Pooh at

eleven o'ogfick. ..



Pooh ;& You 'do2. . -
C.R.: You think of Eeyore when it rains and wonder if he's
getting wettfl-....
Eeyore: Of Eeyore. Imagine that! Are you sure you don't mean
someone else? Little Piglet, for instance?
C.R.: Of Piglet too and Kanga and Roo and Owl and thult and
B EZer .
Small; And Small%
C.R.: Certainly of Small. Of all one's friends.
Pooh:; Which one's?
C.R.: Funny old bear: Of me of my friends... I'm very glad to
be back with you all and we'll have a wonderful summer.
He sits and all clap.
Roo: Do we eat now?
Kenga: Not until after Pooh's poem, dear.
Rabbit: We&l, Pooh, commence,
Pooh: Whatf
Rabbit: Begin, start,
Pooh: Nej Ooh'
Sing Ho for Christopher Robin!
AurEfrEiend
To the end
&: friend of us all
Including Small
A friend of Roo, a friend of Pooh
A friend of Tigger (who's 5etuinb bigger)
Tigger's friend, and Rabbit's too
Friend of Owl and Kenga-roo
Sing Ho! for Christopher Robin
Sing Ho
YORUKNOW. sis
Sing high, Sing low
We all love Christopher Robin
Sing Hey
For today
The day that he came back...
Finish
Piglet: What %lovely poem, Pooh.
Pooh: Thank you, Piglet.
C.R.: Thankg old bear.
Roo: Can we ear now?

Cleveland
B. Williams
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Sixth Shack Plays

"You've had all the time in the world to have your
parts learned! There's absolutely no excuse!---—- The
plays had been chosed about a week and a half ago. MNuch
time had been spent on copying parts and starting to learn
them. Then, all of a sudden, trips to Messalonskee and
down Meadowbrook, the rush of passing canoe tests, playing
off of tennis matches -- and the plays had been temporar-
ily put out of mind. Come the first rehearsal and it was
so unsuccessful that the players were sent off amid threats
should. the next rehearsal be the same!

From then on a real effort was put into it. Walk-
ing into Dano's room, you would see her waving her hand
dreamily, and saying, "Why don't you run and dance with
one of those young things yonder?". Meeting Davy, she
would greet you with an emotional "Fanny, Fanny dearest!"
«Jinny and Cris Jjust stared at each other saying, “"You-
you", and Eve, gulping frantically, insisted that she
never thought she'd feel this way about a married woman'
These abstract remarks everged from the players in The
Trysting Place while in tne meantime the "Happy Journeyers"
would now and then come forth with some egually startling
statements.

The rehearsals went on, improving sligntly each time,
though there were several scenes which caused quite alot
of anxiety for both the players and the director. The
fatel day finally came, and the morning wgs spent in fixing
the scenery and deciding upon costumes. *@artains were
taken down to drape chairs, pails were filled with sand
to be used as flower pots, ferns were gathered, and slowly
the stage began to take on the atmosphere of a hotel sitt-
ing room. Then began the borrowing of shirts, gray slacks
and all otner necessities for completing the costumes.

The afternoon brought on the last ana dress rehearsal.
All went fairly well up to a point in the second play,
when the cast found themselves in hysterics over every
word that anybody said. This caused no amount of displeas-
ure to the director who firmly forbid any similar perform-
ance. The rehearsal ended and the players dispersed till
the evening presentation.

The Trysting Place was the first to be given. Dano,
with her upswept hair, perfectly portrayed the beautiful
widow, Mrs. Curtiss. Eve, with shoulders padded and hair-
pinned back gulped realistically as she acted the part of
the love-sick boy. The young lovers were played by Jinny
and Chris, the latter, Rupert, looking very snappy in
his white suit, and brown and white sport shoes. He and
his love, Jessie, voiced their passionate feelings with
repeated "Darlings, dearests", and 5o on. The other pair
of lovers were played by Ann Burch and Laura Lee Baker.
Burchie, with her greyed pompadour,and slightly enlarged
with the aid of towels, beautifully acted the part of
Mrs. Briggs. As for the once let-down middleagea lover,
no one but Davy with her realistic nervous laugh, could
have received such a hilarious response from the zudience.
Jackie, who never once made an appearance, crezted the
mysterious effect as she issued forth her comuents from
behind her large chair.




Sixth shack Plays (cont.)

Then came the second play, The Happy Journey. Silvia
in her straw hat and black coat, played the loving motuaer
with perfect ease/ The part of the father ,Elmer, wus
taken by Mary Ellen. Trudy, throwing marbles and saying
naughty words portrayed tha young son Arthur while Nan
played his older sister Caroline. They bounced along
realistically on their way to see the married daughter
Beulah., This part was played with much enthusiasm by
Margo Vorys. The only other member of the cast was the
stage manager who moved furniture and took various minor
rolls. This part was done by Tommy. And so the plays
came to an end amid cheers from both the cast and the aud-
dencesw Lt had been lote of fun, in spite of all the hard-
ships involved, and though everyone rejoiced that it was
over, each member will always remember the good times
they had together doing it.

widl

Imagine

A waitress clearing the table
A meachine picking beans for you

No weeds
Our canoes going as fast as a motor boat without paddling
hard

Wearing dresses at camp

No dust to.sweep

Having maids to do all the work

A quiet rest hour in fourth shack
A birthday every day

Sleeping out every night

Fourth Shack

Before Reveille in Second Shack

So early in the morning in the room across the hall,

You will hear gz clatter and something loudly fall, x4
You'Yl know it's Beverly Miller who Has woken a llttle before
To get her to be guiet surely is a chore,

Then Jjust as you're going to sleep again,you'll hear another
Oh but it's so near refeille now, what the heck does clattey
. it matter.

But this time it's Joanie Myers throwing shoes over the wall
One lands'on Beverly's dresser and onewith a crash in the hall.
Beverly squeaks with delight snd surprise and Joanie laughs

into her pillow

°

And you thing as you bury your head_in dismay, will they -

ever get thelr Till= oh?
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Rest Hour in Middlers ghack =

Ir starts when Ruthie or Perry comes and shoos who
ever is in here during counsellors coffee out. Then we
are told to be quiet. We settle down reading or writing
very diligently. In about ten minutes some one goes to Pix
and stops on the way back to talk to someone. That starts
something. So everyone starts going to Pix. Someone who
is fortunate enough to have peekholes starts passing notes
apout anything just for the fun of it. Then eoeryone starts
a paper game. Then just as &veryone is having the most
fun, the whistle blows.

Vs Bureh

e 5th Shack Plays

5th shack was rudely awakened one Saturday by the
worried announcement that the play was today or, to be
literal, the plays. That was it in &he nutshell - 5th
Shack had undertaken two plays. After the first rehearsal,
however, ambition lagged and writing parts seemed an odious
task. Little was done on our plays until the last four
days into which rehearsal after rehearsal was crammed.

5th Shack wa under a cloud, there was tension in the
air and the harried actors paced the floor muttering their
parts. The two plays to be given were The Ghost story and
The Lost Elevator. The main characters in The Ghost Story
were George, a bashful lover, and Anna, the object of his
affections. These parts were played by Evie C. (George)
and Lucy L. (Anna). The rest of the shacx played tne part
of an obnoxious group:of young people who interrupted tae
proposal. The Lost Elevator was a comedy in which an ele-
vator was stuck. There were two leading parts Annapelle
"a more or less engaged young woman'" and Edwin "the engapged
young man". These were played by ‘Robin Carrier (Annabelle)
and Mary Ann McIlwain(Edwin). Patsy Cleveland had the part
of the operator. Mary Ann Hamill was the small-man-in-
a-hurry. Barby Warren made good in the part of a bewildered
German housewife, while Babs and Betsy kept the audience
in stitches as a romantic old maid and a nice old lady.
Luecy and Evie were megsenger boy and a girl wao had an
appointment eith the dentist. Claire and Margie were the
book salesman and the plg easygoing ma&n. In spite of former
worries the plays went offwith a bang. There is little
else to say except that we were greteful to Frangie for
costumes, programs and scenery and to Colby for directing
us.

P. Cleveland



The Lost Elevator and The Ghost Story

For weeks and weels (or at least it seemed like
that) we had been hearing about these two mysterious
plays! When at last Saturday night came, everyone was on
razor's edged with excitement. What would they really be
like? Only a, few people had any idea, and these kept
their secret well.

After the usual hustle and bustle, we finally settled
down, and Colpby made the preliminary speech. There was
that one blissful, exciting moment when the house-lignts
dim, a hush falls, and the theatre-goers settle back in
their seats; and then the beautiful new blue curtains
parted, and the play began.

The scene before us was an elevator - but not just
an ordinary elevator- this was a lost one! The characters
packed in it were of every type and variety. After much
bickering back and forth, it finally developed that the
elevator-boy had been paid a hundred dollars to pretend
they were studk, so that a desperate Romeo could convince
his Juliet of his everlasting love, At this surprising
fact the curtains ceme down, amid thunder of applause.

In the briel intermission which followed, the audience
showed their good spirits by singing a few camp songe.

Then the curtains parted once more, and a blood-curdling
ghost- story was unfolded before our eyes. This too had
an unexpected ending, and was performed with much animation
end fervour. At the end, both producer and cast were
roundly cheered; and as the audience started leaving for
the Infirmary to listen to Hit Parade, I am sure each one
felt that Fifth Shack houses a group of budding geniuses.

Diana Chambers

Fourth Shack Trip To the Little Bridge

We started in the war canoe and Emmy said where are
we going Perry Perrt said do you want to go to the little
bridge every one said yes we soon came to the bridge we
held on to the rocks and Perry said the six get out and
you may run around Emmy said lets go over to the big house
Wendy said okay come on Emmy kmmy said Perry may we Perry
Perry salid yes so we went there was a path that lead us
80 we walked and walked and soon we came to the house
we walked a little farther and we looked up and saw a sign
and this is how it read.

all who enter leave hope behind
that scred all of us all but Judy walked faster -with her
until we got scred and we ran back too. then th e otherx
four came and a few of us went too and they walked and
walked and walked and then we came to the big house too end
they saw the sign too and they got scred too so we walked

HBExRd fitg the warcanoe and we came p:Ci to Hunoiz.

#endy Srenson



Fifth shack's trip song for Merryweather
Tune of "D#A-V-E-N-P-O-RB-T"

M-E- double R-Y-W-E-A-T-H-E-R Merryweather
That's the only place to go a-tramping, tramping,
That's the only place fo go a-camping, camping.
M-E-doubleR-Y-W-E-A-T-H-E-R, Merryweather point.
First a dip, then a sneeze,

Then into our packs we squeeze,

lMerryweather for we-ze!l!l

Second Messalonskee Trip- First Trip Song
Tune of "Night and Day"

Tike the buzz, buzz, buzz of mosquitoes

As they beat against our net;

Like the putt, putt, putt of the motors

A8 they watch when we're wet;

Like the dip, dip, dip of our paddles

As they stroke and softly dip;

So & voice within us kept repeating, Trip, trip, trip.
Night and day, this was our cry:

FifyP Shack had gone forth tripping -

Why shouldn't I%

In Belgrade's busy street

Wwhere tripping campers always meetb

Our dreams came true- We started too.

Up the stream, we followed our dream.

There's an such a hungry yearning burning inside of us
And this torment won't be thoough

Till our bellies have been filled with luscious stew
On the gdges

Of the Ledges.

Second Messalonskee Trip- Second Trip Song
Tune of "Frankie and Johnny"

We rose at six in the morning

The sky was full of mist

We begged the sun to start shining

And the big boy couldn't resist.

Chorus: That was our trip, and it was a pip.

We paddled down to Ferbish

He met us with radio vim

He told us that he'd seen Jesus

On the front lawn talking to him. Chorus.
We left Ferblsh Gl

We left Ferbish still talking
Say do you get me girls?

But all we got was a sunburn
A8 we sailed with our coats unfurled. Chorus.

We played poker that evening
Full house, flush and straignt.

“Olpy wop all the money 3

She Thougqht The game was inc\l . Chorus.,



(2nd Messy trip- 2nd Trip Song cont.)

Then we started to bundle

Into our mosguito-prrof nets -
Everyone got confiédential

And told all her secrets. Chorus.

Roll me over easy

Roll me over slow.

I'm lying on rocks on my left side
And my sunburn hurts me so. Chorus.

This story has no moral

This story has no end.

We wish our trip didn't either ,
But here we are - Amen!

Third Meadowbrook Trip Song
i Tune of "Fifteen Miles on the Erie Canal"

We 1éft Runooia - the time was late,

But that didn't bother this crew of eight.
Fifteen minutes wa s all we took

To end the first lap to Meadowbrook.

We slept that night at Horse's Neck

We found it in the dark, by heck!

We wackied our spots and we hit the hay
But out in the cold the counsellors lay.

Next day - off for Potter's shore.

But Meadowbrook beczoned, so we paddled some more.
Back in time for dinner-then we slept through the rain
Paddled home next morning- we could do itlagain.

‘£econd Meadowbrook Trip Song.

lMeadowbrook, Meadowbrook Tune of "Rinso White"
Happy little tripping song

Meadowbrook, Meadowbrook

Trippers sing it all day long.

The canoes weave in, the canoes weave out, Tune 4
The canoes for the stream were much too stout. o=
Over dams and under logs :
And round about the marshy bogs. WY e
Two green canoes were filled with boys

Who followed us with a lot {6 noise.

We were glad to say goodbye to them

'Cause they weren't even grown-up men,

We finally came to the end of the streem

Where we gave vent to a joyous scream.

Then we headed for Patter's shore

Where we ate and ate till we couldn't eat more.

After supper we J homeward sped

And then were hurried into bed

The words are true but themusic lacks
S0 you can blame it on secong shack.

I he worms caraw

|



First Messalonskee Trip Song >
Tune of "Pennsylvania Polka" -

It was a lovely day when we set out
And in our minds there was no doubt
That we had much to shout about

On our way to Messalonskee.

The food was good, tne weather too.
We had couse to b& a merry crew

As we paddled down the lake so blue
On our way to Messalonskee.

We've had a lovely holiday

And if you ask us then we'll say
It was a Jjoy-ride all the wa$y
On our trip to Messalonskee.

Merryweather

We started out late one afternoon apout dinner time. There
wae & pretty good breeze flowing, but the paddling wasn't too stiff.
Fourth Shack came in the war canoce, but just for a picnic supper.

We landed on one side of the point near where we were going to
sleep. By the time we had our canoes up, our paciks unrolled, and
had gone in for a dip, tne counsellors apd Fourth Shack had eaten.

When we ahd finnished supper Fourth Shack left, and we went
back to our packs. We decided to sleep out on the point, but there
was a little bit of a question as to who would sleep where. It was
finally settled, and shelters were made. After that we had a dip
with a lovely harvest moon of gold shinning over head. It made a
beautiful golden path across the water. The dip felt so wonderful
and refreshing.

Before going to bed we all sat around the camp fire, and had
a nice cup of hot chocolate. When we got under our ¢ canoes and
ponchos it was so hot that a few of us sat out on the rocks in the
moonlight, and enjoyed the breeze. There were a few mosquitoes, but
not enough to keep us awaxke.

The next morning we had a dip, end a2 delicious breaxfast to
top it off. We got home in time for lunch. Merryweather was a peach
of a ¥ trip, and I shall always remember it.

Betsgy Wood



The Meadowbrook Trip

We started out for Potter's Shore at about half
an hour before our usual suppertime and it was announced
when we were about half way over that supper would be
served at nine. After we had arrived, -~ fixed our beds,
and eaten, it was about that time.

After we had been in bed awhile and sleep just
wouldn't come we were told that we could go for a dip.

The next morning after breakfast had been cleared
up we started up the stream. The first part of Meadow-
brook which was very swampy had many curves and very few
of us missed getting stuck in the reeds.

The paddling before dinner (which we ate in a cow
pasture) was very easy except for a couple of beaver dams.

After lunch during which some Winnebago boys visited
ug we started out again and soon met up with a huge pine
trée lying across the water over which our canoes had to
be carried.

The next exciting incident was another pine tree
which we had to bounce our canoes under. Soon I found
myself with my feet through on the other side and my arms
hugging the tree for dear life. After our canoe had gone
under we lokked back and what did we see but Perry hanging
from the log with no foothold but soon a canoe came to the
rescue.,

From then on there weren't many bad carries but
it was very shallow and many a time we got out into the
water and lugged our canoes over the bad spots.

Finally we reached a man-made dam and Baynie announ-
ced that she thought that we were near the end of the
stream. .Her prophecy proved true for as soon as we had
carried our canoes around the dam and paddled around a
few curves we saw North Pond ahead.

Once out on the lake we hunted for a camping place
which wasn't an easy Job. Finally we decided to stay on
a beach where a young married couple with very bad lang-
uage were spending the afternoon.

Sunday morning most of us loafed around while three
paddled over to Smithfield.

At about quarter to four in the afternoon after
much delay we arrived in Smithfield.

After giving farewells to the trippers that were
golng out about how terrible the going was we piled into
the station wagon that was to carry us back to "Home,
sweet Home".

Barbara Warren



Fifth Shack's Merryweather Trip As Told By A. Paddle. -

I guess my story begins with two girls called Betsy Wood, =zmd
Robin Carrier. It was about 7:00, one evening, and I was hanging
down in the boathouse, hoping thet tomorrow, or at least sometime,

I would get to go on a trip. I had just told my troubles to MJ. M.
G.", who was hanging next to me, znd who also wanted to go on a trip,
when I heard two girls come racing down the path. They were Robin
and Betsy. 1 couldn't imsgine whet thoy wanted, and I was just in
the middle of asking "J.M.G.", when I heard one of them say something
about "Perry's"-paddle, and a trip. ' Then I knew that they wanted

me for a trip! There was a great fight apbout who got me, and after
considerable bangings up, I finally was in the possession of Robin.
She took me and put me over by the packs, =o there I sat for about
half en hour.

Jusgt after all the packs and food etc. were loaded into the
canoes, Robin discovered that she had forgotten her hat, so she jump-
ed out of the canoe, and threw me down quite hard right on top of a
rock. “"Mrs. Grant got real mad at her for that, but it didn't hurt
me any, so I didn't care. .Anyhow, I'm used to that sort of thing.

Ae soon as Robin came down, we shoved off in the direction of lerry-
weather. Nothing much happened, because all I was doing was being
paddled. FKobin is a pretty good paddler, except Mrs. Grant says that
she doesn't do her twist stroke just right. I can tell about those
things. When "Perry" has me, I feel fine, because she does the twist
stroke swell, but Robin just doesn't twist me enough. I wisn she
would. :

When we arrived at Merryweather, it was nearly time for tune
girls to have their dinner. I got put into the canoe, and the
canoe got turned over, so I didn't see much until the next morning,
but I have pretty good ears, so I'll tell what I heard. I had a sort
of little nap while the others had supper. When they came back,
Robin and Flash debs the point to sleep on, but it turned out that
they all slept there, that is, all except Mrs. Grant. I'm gled at
least she didn't sleep with them, because they made so much noise
that not even the doodle bugs could sleep! HMaybe it's on account of
my good hearing, but whet I didn't hear wouldn't be worth writing
down here, 2

All the girls went for a dip for about half zna hour, and then
they all came over to the fire-place and had cocoa. Then finally
they went to bed and mede their so-called "noise", until about 5:00 AN
at least it seemed that late to me.

The next morning Robin and Flash got up real early, and they
decided to go fishing with long wooden poles. They made so much
noise they woke Mrs. Grant up, and they were awfully scared that
she would get mad =t them, but she didn't, and I know why. Don't
tell a single soul, but she was already awaxe!

About half an hour, all got up for breskfast, wihich was &fter
the 1 and % hour dip, so to speaki! Breakfast consisted of bacon,
egrs, toast and cocoa again. Everyone ate very slowly, and greeaily,
80 everyone was feeling overstuffed, except one or two, including
Mrs. Grant.

After the hard and tiresome (so I hear from certain persons)

Job of rolling packs was done, everyone was ready, and, since they
were,everyone went.

I must say that everyone went rather slowly, so we arrived at
camp in about a half an hour. I'm sure that I enjoyed tha trip, and
I know that everyone else did, because when all the stay-at-homes
asked allithe trippers if they had had a nice time, the teippers all
answered " yes". 1I'm pretty sure none of them said that just to Dpe




A Yesdowbrook Trip (cont.)

From thet time on the main trouble was peaver dams., There
were a countless numpber of tunem.. I heard my mistress exclialming
how clever the beavers were to make these dams.py themselves and
draggfing all tne wood for it with their teeth. My personal opin-
ion was if they were so clever why couldn't they have left an open-
ing for canoces on trips to get through. Tney seemed a pretty in-
considerate kind of animal to me, Of course I realize the opinion
of 2 pair of glassed isn't worth much to people but since this is
probably the only story I'll ever write, I think I ought to be
able to express my feelings frankly while I have the chance.

We stopped for lunch about halfway through the stream. There
really isn't much to comment on apout that meal except that even
from the canoe I could hear everyone arguing as to whether they
could have three slfices of bread then or have one and save the
rest for supper. I tnought I knew what the opinion of my mistress
would be. I was right. It was eat the three slices then. Ny
mistress is the kind of person that enjoys the present and lets the
future ‘tdke care of itself.

The rest of the trip was much easier than the first half. A
good deal 6f it was through meadows. The sun was blazing down on
me and I grew hotter and hotter. I'm sure the reader can have no
idea what it feels like to melt, but it's a very uncomfortable sen-
gation, which I hope you won't have to experience. I was Jjust
about to experience it when we came to the end of the stream:and
poonafter arrived ¢t Potter's Shore. OQur canoe was pulled up into
the shade so I was saved in time.

This was the only time during the trip that I was .ut to use.
My mistress wore me when she read a magazine story to the restiand
though I do hate to waste my energies on that sort of thing, it was
good to feel useful again.

The humans ate a huge suppre because they wanted to finish off
their food (another act thet struck me as being strange). After
the dished were done and they had made up & trip song to the tune
of a song about worms, or some such creatures, we started for home.
We arrived late that evening and so ends my story. I m sure every-
one will agree that I'm a very superior pairnof glasses coming
througn whet I did and hawing only one little accident. The pin
that held my arm to the rest of me fell out, but my mistress wno 1s
really a very intelligent person (another of my opinions that does-
n't mean much to the humans) put a safety pin in instead and I'm
practically as good as new with another experience to my credit.

First lessalonskee
Once upon a time six little fifth shacxkers and two old, old
witches were s . innin. through the craft house... round the row oboat
they went. Sloshing paint, tossing off clothes with gay abandon.
And as they whirled they chanted and this was their chant. "0,
give us a trip, a long long trip and give us these witches too."

And so to bed they went. Up the path next morning came Hogzul
dragging Mrs. Grant by the hand. Hogul had carried tne chant to
Grant to Grant and Grant had granted their chant. Oh the prancing
little feet, oh the unearthly lsughter and equally unearthly plans.



First Messalonskee (cont.)

Through the mist they prayed and waited..waited and preyed. on

the third day there rose again the sun. And out of the mists app-
eared four canoes. Three canoes held the six little fifth shackers
and the fourth held the two old withches. Off they went on a paddle.
Over the waters they flew and before you could say Rumplestiltskin
they were at the luttle hamlet of Belgrade Lakes.

Past the counters they whirled .. sinkin their teeth with fury
into hot dogs, hamourgers, cheeseﬁandwiches.. all the mystic goodies
imaginable. They came in on a wind and a prayer to Mr. Frink's
rookery. Night fell.. the two old, old witches capered through the
fire mumbling, Double, Double, Toil and trouble, We've left the
becon, Let the corn bubble,

With tummies full they wound their way round trees. They slith-
ered over rocks, they tumbled helter skelter through the enchanted
forest.

At Frink's cottage the group searched and searched =nd searched
for the loet chord. And they wrote magic verse in nis big blacxk
book.

With the dawn they sped down Long Lake, past the Palie of Arden,
the castle of loveliness, home of the Princess Hlizabeth. Let
Flesh retire.

These children of the woods..yes, even they, had a humen thirst,
Thirty paces past the fallen tree..ten degrees southwest, four
points north there gurgled up from the moss and mold the fountain
of youthh. The two old, old witches drank greedlly. They soaged in
the living waters to their very vitals. Theﬁ ittle fifth shacxers
spdashed in the cool clear water and froliced in the leafy glade.

Around Black Point first to one side and then to the other
went the little group. The unrolling of packs, the building of
fires, the tossing away of fish heads, and the preparation of the
evening meal., Ah what delicacles came forth from the can! Fruit
Julce, beans, corn, tomatoes, more beans and more fruit.

What Ho! What type of men are these, on the opposite shore
in their BVD's? They are the Belgrade dwarfs, and Old Willy, the
Gnome. Off flew the six little fifth shackers- Evie, the sperkler,
Loule, the little giant, Lacy, the Leach, and Babs, the barbarious
bombshell of Belgrade Lakes- whilst on the home shore lingered
the gruesome twosome, Nargie, the mincing maiden, and Cleo, the
inquisitive. There was singing and burping up of Belgrade. There
was an exchange of camping information, giggles, songs, and all
the other wiles that men bring forth.

Later- much later- they were tucked into bed, swaddled in
mosquito netting, longing for the forgotten flit can. Suddenly
there arose from the ground-Babs, Lucy, Louie- and crept pleading
and wailing to the old, old, hags. They were beset by gremlins,
annoyed by bugs. So into the water a canoe slipped, into the
canoe slipped the quintet of campers. For an hour by the lignt of
the pale moon they floated, called gently to Belgrade and rested
playfully on the gunwales of their snip.



First Messalonskee (cont.)

Returned to their home of the night,another ship was ready
for reliel. One after the other with Margie's bulbous nose leading
the rest, they paddled out into the lake. Smudge pots were kept
burning at home. Oh it was a wearing night!

It was with.relief they saw the dawn breax. Breakfast over,
dishes done, off 'fore day had scarce begun! It was give and take.
Race round the dam- walt for Belgrade to pass them. At the dam,
how gleefully the little fifth shackers clapped their hands to see
the gentlemen groan to pull on the portage, while they merely whisk-
ed round the corner and shot off down the stream.

The sun beat down as the luttle imps lay along their paddles,
drifted in the rushes until the last nine miles dissolved into aa
figment of Willy's imegination. Back home again to conjure up
anotiner trip. And that is the story of the®little fifth shackers,
the two.ok witches, and how they made a dream come true.

The two old, old witMdches

The Cotillion Bonfire

Down to the shore ran the campers,
A Jostling merry throng.

Each happy face was contented,

The air was alive with song.

We gathered around the bonfire,
Beneath the tall pine trees.
Each clear note of our melody
Drifted out on the breeze.

Late into the night we sat there
Singing the songs of camp
Regardless of how time sped on
What cared we for the damp?

At last there was naught but the ashes
With regret we rose to go

It was like a curtain.falling

At the end of a wonderful show.

Patsy Cleveland



Fifth Shack's Merryweather Trip (cont.) -

polite, because from last night, they all seemed to be havino & good
time.

Finis.

Flash H.

A Meadowbrook Trip as told by a Pair of Glasses.

In the comparetively short rime that I have belonged to wy
mistress, I have been through a great deal. More than I should go
through considering my fragile state. But my mistress is the kind
of person that won't learn until it is too late, so though my life
is apt to*e a short one it is certainly an eventful one!

At least it was eventful until this summer. For weeks she seemed
to have no use for me,zso I lay neglected on her bureau except for
about five minutes every nigat when sne wrote in her diary. Of course
in those five minutes I was more exhausted than I would have been
if I was used tne entire day. Who wouldn't be, after being practical
smothered under covers and having & fIshlight knocked agasinst you
every other minute? Well, anyway I did wish I could have some real
excitement. And then one day, to my great joy, I heard her talxking
apout a trip and she decided to take me. I was very happy because
she hadn't taken me on the first trip she went on..Even when she
said I would be a bother and she didn't think she would need glasses
cause sne wouldn't be reading, it didn't dampen my spirits too much.
I heard her asking all the fifth shacxers, if they hdm a case which
she could borrow to put me in. She really is quite thoughtful about
thinges like that. when she puts her mind to it. Well, she couldn't
find one and I was rather happy because then I could see the
the whole trip and not be squeezed on a Jlac& hOle which 1s ucugllv
too small. It's a pity the humans cen't think more of our cou
after all the service we give them. But to get on with my story.

1 was shoved carelessly in her raincoat poc&et and dumped with
her sleeping bag in the station wagon. We were to start from Smith-
field and bring the canoes back to camp. My mistress was to paddle
with Burchie. The otiers who were going were Ginny, Nancy, Mellon,
Margie, Trudle and Thopy &s counsellor. Everything was fine until
I was thrown into the canoe. I was looking out of the pocket when
suddenly I saw &n enormous shoe heading right for me. I thought this
is the end and I haven't even started on the canoe trip. I wes terr-
ibly disappointed because I had counted on it so-much. After &ll
it isn't every pair of glasses tnat has the chaunce to go on a canoe
trip. Just as *+ thought my doom was at had I heard my mistress'
volce,

"Look out for my glassed. They're in my coat poczet."

The foot slid to one side of me and missed me by about two inches
I almost cracked with relief. When I was sufficiently recovered I
noticed ~e had started. We didn't paddle very long because we were
to spend our first night on the other side of the lake that we were
then on., I think they called it North Pond. I was pretty glad when

we got there

cause I was tired of hesring my mistress debating wheth



A Meadowbroox Trip (cont.)

she would eat food that was fattening on this trip or mot. My ,that
suopect does get boring when you hezr it day in and day out. I

don t understand why they bother to eat at z1l. But I guess that's
Just another of the many queer things humen beings do.

It wag a sandy beach I soon discovered because of all the sand
that poured in with me. It certainly isn8t very comfortable to be
scratched all up by it, but since this was a camping out trip I
expected such discomforts.

It would have been & good night except my mistress was very
restlese and since I had been put at her feet I kept being kicked
around & good deal. By morning I was wuite friendly with the twigs
and pine cones around there and I was sorry to say woodbye to them,
but we had to make an early start for some reason. Soon after break-
fast we shoved off.

I heard gréat discussion from my place on the floor of the canoe
about what the right direction was. I couldn't see because a shirt
ot something was blocking my view. It was evident in a little while,
though,-«that we were heading wrong because we couldn't find the open-
ing of Meadowbrook Stream anywhere. Two of the canoes went to inguire
from some fishermen in the middle of the lake about the right way
and the rest huddled togethner in one spot. At last my mistress
wanted her shirt so I was able to look around. I was surprized
to see two canoes with the other kind of human beings in them (I
think they are called buoys or boys or something like that) right
beside ours.

I was happy to see them because I knew my mistress and her
friends took alot of interest in these creatutes, and 1'm always
very interested in m mistress' happiness. But to my surprize
and consternation theéy didn't seem very happy about them.. I still
don't know why but my mistress end her friends seemed to want to
get rid of them, My, humans are a confusing lot!

The two canoes came backgnd we found that the stream was in
exactly the opposite direction., We soon arrived there however and
our trip really began.

Now whenever I heard about canoe trips I had imagined being
paddled over lakes for hours until it was time to stop for lunch.
It seems I was sorely mistaken. In the first place this wasn't a
lake., It was a very narrow stream, and it must have been guite
shallow because my mistress kept getting out of tne canbes und
walking and climbing over things. And they didn't seem to paddle
as much as they pushed and pulled the canoes around. It was excit-
ing to watch all this go on, though I'm sure my mistress would
have preferred a different kind of excitement for herself., 1I
was beginning to think that we'd gotten over the worst part wnen
suddenly I felt myself going through the air and let down with a
crash on some object. One end of the canoe would tip way down and
I would start sliding sown there and then the other would start
to tip, and I would slide toward that end. In the process of slia-
ing around I had an accident to my arm, but I didn't notice it
Just then. Finally, «fter what seemed hours to my rattled being
I frlt the canoe slip into the water zgain! 1 looked back wanting
to see what I'd been through. A huge tree across the stream met
my gaze. I sae that I must have been lifted over it as there was
no room to go under. I thought if thnere are many more of thnose my
glass would surely fall out from sheer nervousness. Luciily there
weren't. Also during that obstacle, the other humans wenft away
and I heard everyone say how glad they were to see them lezve.




Camp Runoiz

A camp where the sun dou'th glow, a camp where soft breezes
blow. Girls happy and gay, at work and at play . (Cries of
laughter come from their voices at each game taxe turns of
cnoices, in the craft shop we draw in the woods counleors
saw, to bulld a house from & tree for shack number three.



Fifth shack was rocked to its foundations as a new
and sudden craze swept through it. Namely, to answer ads.
Mail went out daily carrying with it pathetic requests
on how to lose unbecoming fat, curl hair, get rid of un-
gightly dandruff etc. Calsy was overwhelmed with the sud-
den demand for penny postals. These, when sent, were
promptly read, and soon it became rumored that so and so
had sent to do you know what and someone else had actually
written to guess who. Inquisitive postmen's eyes goggled

as the offending postcards sped along their route. Soon
the occupants of fofth shack began to receive Packages and
Letters with mysterious bulges. It was three weeks ago
that Flash appeared at supper with unusually yellow hair.
When questioned she replyed unashamed that it was "Golden
glint"., several hopefull fifth shackers have become not-
iceably thinner (Gross exaggeration, but that ls what makes
a-gtory). However after a while, about three weeks, the
craze- began to fade [as crazes will) till at last it was
a thing of the past.
P.5. I'm afraid it's begun to start up againi!!

P. Cleveland

The Last Will and Testament of Camp Runoia, 1944

Sylvia Babb's love of independence to Judy lerlin.

Ann Burch's and Dano Chambers' neat hair to Eleanor Lanning.

Eve Potter's short bangs to Ann Mitchell.

Jinny Cheplin's archery ability to Wendy Sorenson.

Jackie Esmerian's quietness to Emmy Warren.

Ann Greenough's figure to Gina Burch.

Nancy Heald's talkativeness to Molly Marble.

Margie Youn's dieting to Susie Ledbetter.

Mary Ellen Morris' domesticity to Joanie lyers.

Laura Lee Baker's accidents to Susie Leach.

Trudy Donath's and Betsey Wood's willingness to Beverly

Patsy Cleveland's nose-clip heir-band to MLl ler
Susie Earnshaw.

Barbara Warren's helpfulness to Linda Stauffer.

Louise Mitchell's boisterousness to Patsy lMorrison.

Bab James' Veronicae lLake hair-do to Wendy Sorenson.

Robin Carrier's giggling to Dorothy Smedley.

Lucy Leach's baseball prowess to Perry Flynt.

Margie Smith's and Claire Rothenberg's efficiency to Nancy
VanVoorhis.

Flash Hamill's innocent looks to Beverly Miller.

Mary &nn MacIlwain's lengthy tresses to Jane Rickard.

Evie Comey's red hair to Judy 'the dog).

Margo Vorys' and Tommy Thomas' smell to next year's horses.

Mrs. Grant's skell wita a bugle to Timmie and Dougall.

Mr. Grant's ability as Jack-of-all-trades to Margie Smith.

Mrs. Warren's dry wit to Mary Ann MacIlwain,

Mes. Langley's love of a dip to the 5th shack winners.

Mabel's reserve to Ann.Surch.

Gil's base-ball heave to Margie Young.



The Last Will (cont.)

Baynie's quiet laugh to Margo.

Perry's serenityto Flash Hamill,

Aggle's knowledge of current affairs to Camp Runoia.
Ruthie's mirthfulness to Jackie Esmerian.

Frankie's expertness in "Who Am.I%" to Robin Carrier.
Colby's carefree attitude to Betsey Wood.

smitty's joviality to Barbara Warren.

Les' deep voice to Ann Greenougll.

Blank's poker-face to Nancy Heald.

Thopy's perfect posture to Louie litchell,

Eve Potter
Dano Chambers

A Wild Scavenger Hunt
- _The other night was a wild sight, the middlers gave
a scgvenger hunt. Boy, was it something. We had fun letting
rumors go around about having to find a snake and daddy
long legs and such. Of course they never haa to find any-
thing that bad only frogs, dead fish, muscles and other
queer animals. Another thing fun about it was to stand
on the end of the dock and watch the girls tip over in
canoes trying to get muscles. (Most of the girls had their
clithes on.) And then when it came around to getting the
frogs they had to go out in a swampy place and try to catch
them. Of course half of the teams never got onel!

8o then all the teams came back to the lodge and sorted
their animals and such. We haa to throw most of the dead
fish away because they smelled too much. And then most of
the frogs got lose. It was a time trying to catch them.

After the hunt we had chrades. All the names were
animals. After we did ours some of the audience did some,

It was pretty funny.

Even the next morning at breakfast everybody was
still grubbiling about the party. I'm sorta glad it's
over with because it was " A wild Scavenger hunt".

Susan Karnshaw

Log staff Song

Praise the Log, Runoia's old tradition

Praise the Loy, and honor its position

Praise the Log - we're on the supposition that we've found
We're all proud to edit it apbility.

We hope that you'll accredit it

The little logarithms are we.

Singing-

Praise the Log, Runoia's o0ld tradition

Praise the Log, and honor its position

Praise the Log- this is the last edition and the Liog staff's
frees



ANAGRAIS

Fourth Shack 4
Perry Wynn Flynt - Possesses Winged Feet
Jane Eleanor Lanning - Judiciously Enforces Laws
Susan Grace Leach - Squeaks Girlish Laughter
Mary Ellen Marble - Makes Excellent lMarks
Judith Ann Merlin - Jabbers All NMorning
Mertha Patricia Morrison .- lMakes Pretty liotions
Wendy Louise Sorenson - Willingly Learn Strokes
Linda Jane Stauffer - Likes Jolly Stories
Nancy Van Voorhis- Nods Very Vivaciously
Emily Bissell Warren - Eventually Becomes Wasp-waisted

Fifth Sshack

Robin 1. Carrier - Relishes lediums' Conversations
-4 Patience Mather Cleveland - Practices Many Charms

Evelyn M. Comey - Evades Mentioning Christening
Mary Ann Hamill - Manners. Are Horrid
Barbara James - Beans Joyfully
Lucy Lowell Leach - Lambasts Littler Leach
Mary Ann McIlwain - Makes A liess
Louise VanAnden Mitchell - Looks Vampishly ~t Men
Claire Valentine Rothenberg - Cherishes Varied Relations
Margaret V. Smith - Makes Victory Sure
Barbara Chapman Warren - Boils Cause Worry
Elizabeth Vance Wood - Ever Very Willing

gixth Shack
Sylvia Mary Babb - Sings Most Beautifully
Laura Lee Baker - Lovingly Lauds Brothers
Catherine Ann Burch - Crazy About Beans
Diana Virginia Chambers - Decidedly Versus Crushes
Virginia Deems Chaplin - Vigorously Describes Crosby i
Jacqueline Patricia Esmerian - Joyously Practises "Elgar
Trudy Donath - Tries Desparately
Ann Forbes Greenough - Always Found Giggling
Frances Catherine Heald - Finds Camping Heavenly
Mary Ellen Morris - Mightily Enjoys lMiddlers
Eva Sellstedt Potter - Eats Stupendous Portions
Frances Resor Thomas - Finds Riding Thrilling
Marguerite Ottilis Vorys - lMeditates Over Victory
Mar jorie Young - Massy Yeoman

Middlers
Virginia Burch - Very Bolsterous
Susan EKarnshaw - Seems Engrossed
Sue E. Ledbetter - Swallows Enormous Lunches
Beverly Miller - Baseball Marvel
Anne 0. Mitchell - Acts
Joan Halstead Myers - Judges Housecleaning Menial
Jane D.Rickard - Junior Dash Racer
Dorothy D. Smedley - Daintily Does Sweeping



Counsellors
Frances Elizabeth Adomeit - Finishes Everyone's Art
Beatrice Adams Chambers - Broods About Child
Susan Colby Cleveland - Stimulating Comic Character
Mery Elizabeth Gilmartin - Makes Eyes Gorgeously
Albert Grant - Awfully Good
Constance Eleanor Dowd Grant - Calls Every Duo Gloricus
Ruth Alden Lester - Rather Accomplished Linguist
Agnese Carter Nelms - Arises Circa Noon
Elizabeth Moring Perry - knjoys Matrimonial Ponderings
Helene Valeska Thoman - Hairdo Very Trim
Eleanor Bissell Warren - Llmer Beckons Westward

..y Joan Bayne Williams - Joyfully Beceme Wife




MISS POND AND MISS WEISER



FRANCES ELIZABETH ADOMEIT

Frankie is full of bright schemes
For improving interior themes

The infirmary decor

She had cause to depnlore
But soon it will answer her dreams.

HELENA VALESKA THOMAN

Thopy's brood is turning her gray
Aches at night and intrigues by day
No matter--the fact is
It's emcellent practice
She'll be a sly mother some day.



/. JANE ELEANOR

An instructor in climbing's E. Lanning.

4 whole course of rafters she's planning.
Now the aim of this fad
Is to be a post grad

Before the counsellors start banning.

V' LINDA JANE STAUFFER

Though she never played baseball before,
Linda has soon learned the score.

She hits and she throws

And everyone <nows
That she has good nature galore.



V/j;;ITH ANN MERLIN

Judy, the little blue hawk,
At table will sit still and gawk.
Says Colby, 'I hope
You won't grow up a dope'.
But Judy Justs sucks on her fawk.

SUSAN GRACE LEACH

A second mother to Judy 1is BSue,
And the mice find her trustworthy, too.
But her weight keeps us guessing.
First it gains - then it's lessing -
Have more potatoes, now do.



ELLEN MARBLE

Now Molly - I find it absurd -

No one else gets a chance for a word,
For you talk and you chatter
On each trivial matter

'Till Nobody else can be heard.

\/ MARTHA PATRICIA MOKRRISON

The cooler is Patsy's obDsession.

As an excuse it's her favorite digression.
Be it tennis or arching
She's always Jjust parching

In the garden ™I thirst"'s her cofession.



WENDY LOUISE SORENSON

Wendy went to the Doll's House one night.
She took pants, which was only right,
But on her way there
They turned into thin air,-
Oh, what an embarassing plight!

v~ EMILY BISSELL WARREN

It's lucky we liked Em because

Ther's much more of her now than there was
But oh how she hustles
In diving for muscles

Or in anything else that she does.



[

PERRY WYNN FLYNT

She acted Pooh Bear in the play

And she did very well, I must say,
As the bear of small brain,
But let me explain

That Perry's not like him that waye.

_~ NANCY VAN VOORHIS

Nancy is neat as a pin

But her giggles are weraing us thin.
She eats not at all,
Which is why she was=8mall,

Which is just what she always has been.



BLIZABLTH MORING PERRY

Tho' she looks like a quiet girl, she

Has a temper which terrifies me
You'll be hauled from the float
Ane) stuffed into her boat,

Just call her Miss Betty--you'll seel

RUTE ALDEN LESTER

Ruthie's two-fold position enables
Her to plot out miraculous fable
About leaky horses and boats
Which get sick on the oats
As she wanders from sail boats to stables.



BEVERLY MILLER

When Beverly takes to the trees

The counsellors come loose &t the knees.
On the haunted house roof
She also gave proof

That aloft she's completely at ease.

o

\/JALh RICKARD

From Exeter Jane is the other.

Her birthday came first, said Grandmother.
Her father's vocation
Gives her information

About everyone's bad little brother.



NNE O. MITCHELL

Anne Mitchell's first knowledge of camp
Has a rather unsabory stamp

For in a saloon

One bright day in June

She decided to be a white champ.

SUSAN EARNSHAW

Susie Earnshaw has trouble with math.
Its problems arouse her to wrath.
But when she plays ball
There's no problem at all,
And she gallops with glee 'round the path.



r

DOROTHY SHMEDLEY

D. Smedley - Rhodes Scholar to be -
Is allotted to storm B. M. C.
If you have an I. Q.
She is certain to like you,
This maid with the braids hanging free.

/
\//SLE LEDBETTER

In the infield her playing is tight.
Oh pity the misguided white
Who hits one to Sue.
The heart of each blue
Swells with pride at the glorious sight.



Eating is Gina's chief passion,

But her pancakes we really should ration.
At sewling she lags
So her bathing suit sags

Why worry, the zoot-suit's in fashion.

JOAN HALSTED MYERS

The only old girl in Shack Two -

Five long years since she has Deen new.
Her swimming and diving
Are certainly thriving

And in paddling, too, she comes through.




JOAN BAYNE WILLIAMS

Mrs. Bud Williams nee Bayne

Is once again with us in Maine
Tho'! the fortunes of war
lever seemed good before

In this case we cannot complain.

In Fifth Shack the turnover's quick

At Baynieé's roomates you cant shake a stick
Blank, Mac Dougall and Smitty
Then Lester-~the witty

Can it be that Fifth Shack makes the sick?







PATIENCE MATHER CLEVELAND

Patsy's walstline has quickly dedpleted
Her avoir du pois she's defeated

By ten pounds more poor.

But the ten buck's allure
Was so great that the bet was completed.

\//ELAIRE VALENTINE ROTHENBERG

Though reluctant to rise from the table
To clear off the plates, Claire is able
To brush horses' coats
To dish out their oats
And generally help at the stable.



ROBIN CARRIER

Robin Carrier is Hogle's boss.
Rapid questions at him she will toss.
He lives in her trunk,-
Now you don't call this bunk,-
For you'll ne'er find him at a loss.

\/ Louise Vaninden Mitchell

Like a beanstalk Lou Mitchell has grown

And just look at the balls she has thrown
Or in tennis she'll whack it

But when sailing with Sackett

She paddles the boat home alone.



EVELYN - COMEY

So lustrous is Evelyn's hair

When the camera comes out--she's right there
With Joan she splits fame
For the very same flame

Has 1it up each head of this pair.

Margie's efficiency pius

On trips she's a comfort to us
She cooks eggs and bacon
Without ever makin'

The least little bit of a fuss.



MARY ANN HAMILL

Several questions, a giggle, a dash,
A loud whisper when whispers are rash
A noisy cavort,
A Tumor's report,-
Who could this be other than Flash?

" BARBARA CHAPMAN WARREN

Frau Barbara speaks Germen so well

That her futures not hard to foretell
For when the war's done
She'll appease the old Hun

With "Fresche fisch und eine mackrele'-



LUCY LOWELL LEACH

When proposed to in 5th Shack play

'Yes George' was what Lucy did say
With such coyness, such speed
Her affirmative creed

Will stand her in good stead some day.

BARBARA JANES

Babs hits a mean ball at ping-pong.
In the water she'll never go wrong.
She does all she can
To uphold the clan
And her name will live on in the song.



ELIZABETH VANCE WOOD

Betsey's manners would please lirs. Post.
She says Thank You more often than most.
Though usually humble
Her voice - a sweet mumble -
Oof her Dad in the service will boast.

MARY ANN McILWAILN

Though a bit of a clown, we confess,

You couldn't refuse Mac - I guess,
When she looks up and sighs
With her soul in her eyes

There's nothing to do but say yes.



" GONSTAHGB DOWD GRANT.

The Birector thinks married life's swell
On its beasuties she often does dwell.
But, Connie, oh why,
Since he's such a nice guy,
Is he kept at the Belgrade Hotel?

SUSAN COLBY CLEVELAND.

Colby says she is joining the WAC.

We predict that next year she'll be back
With new faneiful schemes
And unrealized dreams,

Charming us, not Oveta or Mac.






CATHERINE ANN BURCH

Burchy's real home is afar

But her pied a terre is at Bryn Mawr
She has Rupert and Pooh
A:chic accent too

And a face that no camera can mar.

V' DIANA VIRGINIA CHAMBERS

In the play Dano was sSo soigne
And as Daisy on Backwards Day
It is hard to believe
That the girl we perceive
Is the same that runs barefoot to play.



TRUDY DONATH

As a diarist Trudy is good

She writes in it more than she should
If she goes out to sleep
Lest the stay-at-homes peep

She carries iv with her--she should!l

Leurs Lee Baker

Dop-ave-oppy's the queen of the Ops
And her acting of Ingdldsby's tops
She stammered and stuttered
As her love life she muttered
But at table -- oh my how she dropsS.



MARJORIE YOUNG

Margie loves eating--yes ma'am

And she always keeps cool in a jam
While the storm raged and blew
To the kitchen she flew

Calling loudly for seconds on ham.

Mary Ellen Morris

Mellon comes from a wide open town
Whi%e murderers rage up and down
Beneath her they passed
While she watched them aghast
And her tale of this crime's done up brown.



FRANCES CATHERINE HEALD

Tho! Nancy looks airy and light
Her walk is the opposite--quitedl
She stomps into Pix
Like the horse of Tom lix
At all hours--both day and night.

ANN FORBES GREENOUGH

Chris was so good as & sailor
That two pretty pick-ups did hail her
- With one on each ar¥m
She exerted her charm
But when she plays Ruppert words fail her.



JACQUELINE PATRICIA ESMERIAN

De la table francaise she's the queen
Cette trés jolie fille, Jacqueline

And in Sixth Shack play

She had gquite a way
Though she was only heard--never seen.

VIRGINIA DEEMS CHAPLIN

Jinny's arrival was late

Causing us to miss her birth tete
Which we did deplore
But herself we missed more

And we €heered as she entered the gate.



SYLVIA MARY BABB

Sylvia's motherly soul

Was shown when she acted the role
0f Ma in the play
And caused us to say

A large family should be her goal.

EVA SELLSTEDT POTTER

On the subject of Orson she's mad
Eve's passionhas started a fad
The initialed abdomen
0f this archery bowman
Got the lMiddlers started--egadl



FRANCES REESER THOMAS
MARGUERITE OTTILIS VORYS

They're together so much of the time
That we can't split them up in this rhyme
Slinging dung--pitching hay
Or woo with young Ray
The Gemini,--partners in crime.




BEATRICE ADAMS CHAMBERS

Our hired man is Daisy Viola.
No more sweet, soft pianols.
She dumps and she burns
From decor she turns
She's gone rugged,-has Daisy Viola.

AGNESE CARTER NELMS

Aggi's tan isn't merely a patch,

She is dark brown all over to match.
When the mailman comes by,
He strains either eye,-

The view is considered a catch.



MARY ELIZABETH GILMARTIN

We may find the manpower short

But Gil never turns in that report
Tho' her man's in the Pacifie
(Who thinks she's terrifie)

She finds locsally amorous sport.

- e————

\_~" BLEANOR BISSELL WARREN

Every Sunday we have to page her
For the call which comes from the Major
Comes also the candy
Which the counselors call dandy
Ellie Bissell's in luck we will wager.



The Prophecy =

Last week an item in our daily newspaper aroused
my interest. It said that Rita Hayworth was having a
dinner at the Stork Club and had invited her ex-husband
Orson Welles plus his new wife, the former Eve Potter.
Then and there I decided I would tey to find out what
happened to the rest of my friends from Camp Runoia.

I knew that Nancy Heald was the conductor of a
seing orchestra for DECCA records, and that Judy Merlin
was a famous radio star now playing John's first wife
in the daily serial "John's Other Wife". Of course every-
one had heard of the famous Carrier-Mitchell jitterbugging
team, now being a huge hit in the Wedgewood room at the
Waldorf Astoria, and of Ann Greenough, the interpreter
for Mrs. Roosevelt on her leong trip during the last half
of her husband's $ixXth term as president.

R I got out my old address book and decided to write
to Laura Lee Baker. She hadn't seen me for about seven
years, but still remembered me, because she answered me,
saying she would tell me all she knew. She herself had
become an interpreter of dreams, she said, and was gquite
femous in her field. She told me that Jinny Chaplin had
become very well known because she was the first person
to shoot an arrow all tihe way around the world. She said
she had read somewhere that Dorothy Smedley was the head-
mistress of a foundling home, and had read Patsy lorrison's
newest book, the current revised edition of Emily FPost.

I forgot all about my ambition to find out about
my friends, until I met Joanie Myers one day, who told me
she had started a chain of chipmonk canneries, and that
Sue Ledbetter had become a famous Western cowgirl who
had made the newest all time record of staying on a buck-
ing bronehily

She told me to go see the Ringling Bros. Circus,
which was in town that day, because Beverly Miller's troupe
of trapeze artists, the Miller High Wire Act, was one of
the main attractions.

A few weeks later I happened to rezd in tiue Daily
Mirror that Nancy Van Voorhis was the first person to
cross the Pacific ocean in the new winged jeep. I turned
to the Hollywood news and read that Hollywood's newest
glemour girl, Eleanor Lanning, creator of the Lleanor
Lanning hairdo, was to star in a production called "What
is Glamour?". I knew that Wendy Sorenson was the star
reporter on the Daily Mirror, and her brother Chucky was
its photographer. On the same page of Hollywood gossip,
there was a little paragraph devoted to the former Anne
Mitchell's appearance at a new Hollywood premier witn
her twelth husoand, Cecil B. De Barne. 1t sald she had
on 20,000 of heirloom furs. I turned the page again, and
there were the radio programs. A new program was having
its premier today -

Mrs. Anthony "to whom you can come for all your troubles"
with Barbara James as the kindly advisor.

I put the paper aside, and turned on the radio obut
was interrupted by the door-bell., It was Mary Ann Hamill,
Cinci.'s fastest Western Union messenger, with a teleéram.



The Prophecy (cont.) o
I asked her apout some of our common acquaintances and
she told me that Evie Comey had pecome one of the Radio
City Rockettes and that Margie had just been voted as
"the gifl I'd most like to split a banana with" by the
college of Icky- wawa. Betsy Wood had just invented the
"Better Buy Backscratcher! and she and Mac, the famous
Woogie Boogie Singer at the Stork club were going into a
paertnership. Another inventor was Jacquie Esmerian, who
made the Mechanical Water Pourer, a household device to
save the trouble of pouring water. Flash also told me
that Patsy Cleveland had charmed all of the foreign amb-
assadors with her stories as she was appointed the American
Forelgn Represantative to Bchemia, Barbara Warren was the
chiel chel at the International Cuisine, znd her sister
Emny was the first person to dig all the way down to China-
now she's never seen without ner little shovel. C(Claire
‘Rothenbery, the famous genealogian, had Jjust been asked
to trace the history of King Henry X of Binglana. Lucy
Leath, the new owner of Greenland, had just recently formed
the Greenland-Iceland society. Flash couldn't give me any
more information, but she gave me Margie Young's address;
I wrote to her the next day and got my answer within a
week, She herself, she wrote, was the chiel traffic cop
in the under water ways, and that Mary Ellen lorris had
bought a beauty shop, Mademoiselle La Marrise's Beauty
salon, which "gives perfect natural curly waves!. Trudy
Donath was the best mountain climber, and known internation
ally as the modern Hannibal. Sylvea Babb and Ann Burch
were both in New York at the moment - Sylvia was singing
at the Met and Burchie had been elected the best dressed
woman in the universe. Diana Chambers was in Yuggslavia,
where she started a girl's camp fashioned after Runoia,
which had become a huge success overnight. Margo Vorys
and Frances Thomas had been appointed captains of the
international police force by the president himself}

The radio was going while I read the letter, &and
all of a sudden my train 6f thought was broken by the
announcer's voice, saying "And now we will hear from our
gifted congresswoman, Miss MaryEllen Marple!" I was very
surprised, so I looked at the tadio programs and there,
sure enough, it said that Miss Mary Ellen Marble, the
most gifted congresswoman in oratory, would speak tonight.
I racked my brains and finally thoucht of her address and
wrote to her, asking her the usual question. She answered
and gave me the following information: Linda Stauffer
is the manager of a new nation-wide chain of Stauffer's
restaurants. Perry Flynt's fame reached Notre Dame and
now she is the first female football coach there. Susie
Leach runs the largest stable of racing horses in the
United States. Janey Rickard had become a Professor of
Archaeology at Exeter. Gina Burch was the newest model for
Varga, creator of bezutiful @irls. Sue Earnshaw nad oought

Barber shop at 38 Peter Rabbit Street.
I hed finally found out awoout everyone of my friends.

Eve Potter

vano Chamoers
Jinny Chaplin
‘rudy Donatn
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