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VDear Sir:
In view of the recent exodus 

of Co-eds to their new stomping 
grounds up-the-hill, and . their 
consequent near extinction in the 
lowlands of Fredericton, I pro­
pose that a statute be erected 
commemorating the species, so 
that when future generations ask 
what it all means, grandfathers 
can tell them.

“They’re gone now, son . . . 
vanished. But I remember when 
the whole long plain called Uni­
versity Avenue was alive with 
their surging bodies — great 
mass of them, far as the eye 
could see—big groups, noisy and 
restless — small knots, huddled 
together against the cold, and a 
few hurrying stragglers. All 
tramping in the same directionr— 
drawn try some great destiny in 
their regular migrations.

Here and there the hunters, 
skirting the rumbling mass stop­
ped their steeds, waiting until 
several shaggy forms turned, 
broke from the herd, and with 
frenzied bellowing charged the 
solitary rider.
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You're right ! You CAN see in the lady Dunn Hall windows from here ! !
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I have a very serious psychological problem — a guilt com­
plex. At the first of this year, my freshette year, I loathed all of the 
sophs and now some are my best friends. I can t help feetag wretch 
ecUbr wanting to wring their necks as they made us duck-walk up 
and down the fire escapes or wade through the pond to kiss the 
beaver. And the cigarettes they were forever asking for — 1 pin- 
pricked about one hundred just for the fun it gave me to see them 
puffine uselessly. I can't afford to see a brain-washer, but I do 
feel horribly about the situation. I’m afraid that this may mar my 
whole college life. What shall I do

D<^ Don’t worry about it — you don’t need a head-shrinker! Just 
get enough clues to realize that next fall there will be a whole crew 
of freshettes loathing you too—things will balance out in the end.

Yours,

DUNN INNMATE
»

But the hordes are gone now 
son, only the wind remains blow­
ing across the deserted flat-lands 
pitted still with their foot-marks
__the last traces of the past, and
the native driving his steed re­
lentlessly, back and forth, search-

far the

A Freshette

i ing with weary eyes 
quarry he knows he will not find.

Will they ever come back? No­
body knows, son, but I like to 
think of them roaming up there 
in the hills and I believe if we 
wish hard enough and long 
enough, they will return again.

Sincerely,
George Patterson
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