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King Winter enters for the second 
semester, and transforms the Hill to 
a place of swirling drifts and winds 
that howl across icy valley depths 
before they come to endanger the 
warmth of the psych lab. 

" T H E H I L L C L O T H E D I.V W H I T E " 

With pagan hopefulness we erect a God 
of Snow before which we bow in humble 
worship, praying for safety of neck, as 
well as for unfrozen radiators. Never­
theless, we help Mr. Snow God along 
with liberal quantities of glycerine and 
alcohol. 

M R . S N O W G O D 

The whole campus assumes an atmos­
phere of frozen beauty. But in spite 
of the chilly weather, jiarkology courses 
still continue, as the tracks in the snow 
reveal. 

F R O Z E N B E A U T Y 

180 


