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Calendar of Commencement Events
Frivay, May 27, 5:30 p.m. University Campus.
“Antigone,” Greek Tragedy, by Sophocles.
Suxpay, May 29, 3:30 p-m. University Chapel.
Baccalaureate Service.
Moxpay, May 30, 10:00 a.m. University Campus.
Memorial Service, Grave of Dr. Henry Martin Tupper.

Moxpay, May 30, 2:30 p-m. University Chapel.
Class Day TFxercises.

5:00-7:00 p.m. President’s Home.
Reception to Graduating Class by President and Mrs. Nelson.
8:30 p.m. University Chapel.
Meeting of the General Alumni Association.
Tuespay, Max 31, 10:30 a.m. University Campus.
Sixty-Seventh Annual Commencement and Inauguration of the New
President.
1:30 p.m. University Dining Hall.
Alumni Luncheon.
3:30 p.m. Alumni Athletic Field.
Baseball Game: Varsity vs. Alumni All Stars.

The public is cordially invited to attend.




SENIOR CLASS 1932

1o the Class of 1932

Like purple pregnant grapes, Four vears
F g g > A

Hung from Time’s gnarled old vine;
You plucked them greedily
And drank the warm nectareous wine.

Like liquid bird-notes heard at even,
Four aurecate years of golden song;

Shaw the theme:; vou, the singers,
Blending Life with your song.

As from a dream rudely awakened,
Your Alma Mater bids you go
To work, to serve, to live, to love

These things all loyal Shawites know.

No sad farewells must you utter,
No regret for joys past spent,
But calmly face the gilded sunrise,

The sacred way vour fathers went.

T. Tuoaas Forrune FLETOHER.




Prophecy of the Class of 1932
By Avreryuese Syrrn

In a pensive mood bringing before my mental vision members of my &=
- class I wondered what they would be doing ten years hence. As I mused,
. Many strange thoughts came. How different the lives of the members
‘ of our class would be! What varied experiences they would have! Some ;
- would travel; others would remain at home. Some would be prominent |
in society or politics; others never heard outside of their own village. =
| Suddenly I heard a fairy’s voice which said: :
“Do you wish to know the future of your classmates?”
- “Yes,” I answered. ;
~~ The voice continued: ] =
| %It is not well to seek to know the future. The privilege of knowing
~ the future is given to few, but you are one of the favored few. Come
| with me.” X R, i
I followed; T was led through winding ways—Kknowing not whither I
~ went. Suddenly T was stopped by a rock wall. I started to turn back
- when a door opened in the rock, and the voice bade me enter. I stepped
m. I looked, and truly methought this an enchanted place. T knew not
 what to do. Again the voice:
' “Step boldly forward. Soon wilt thou he aceustomed to this place.”
| In the middle of the cave I saw three figures.
| . Are you the Fates? T asked with trembling voice,

“We are”—“For long years, aye, for centuries have we dwelt here, |
Never since the days of Greece have mortal eyes beheld us. You are a |
favored mortal. What is your request?”

Ere I could answer, the voice replied :

“To read the future of her classmates of 1932,

The oldest of the Fates said:

“Be it so; follow me.”

I obeyed. Passing through a labyrinth of winding passages, we
stopped. - Nothing was seen until my guide lighted a candle. Then 1!

- saw that I was in a smaller cave—at the end of which was a large mirror.

“This is the cave which conceals the magic mirror, said my companion ;
yonder is the enchanted glass itself. TLook therein, and listen carefully.”

) Breathlessly T waited. My guide kindled, in a small basin, a fire of |
aromatic herbs, muttering in a singsong voice. She placed the candle SR
in front of the mirror and blew it out. The mirror was then illuminated o
brightly, the rest of the cave being dark. Suddenly T saw a change in
the mirror. I seemed to be looking into a hospital. Among the nurses
alleviating pain and soothing patients, one seemed very familiar; all of

=8 Inrough this magic mirror, 1 saw riazer LOICY 1 axviy wvva seavuring
~ in an old colored caste, and her leading man was Clarence Toole. Merri-

man Hill was the director of this picture. VVilla Jones found in late

Davis, Oneiria, B.S.

Student representative at dedication of gates (3); President Sunc;ajf
School Class (1, 2, 3,); Literary Society (3), X.r. WELCA (1’.2}’). ?..,
Cabinet (4); Biology Club (3, 4): Shaw University Players (4): Presi-
dent Student Volunteer Group (3): Class Song (4).
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- | the years had not changed her. She was still the same kind Josie Boney
‘now head nurse of the Johns Hopkins Hospital.

This vision faded. I saw a large and brilliantly lighted hall filled
with an appreciative audience. The speaker held them in a spell. Now
they wept ; then they laughed. He turned them at his will. Who was he?
James Broadus Woodson, historian and philosopher.

Again the scene changed. In a quiet study she turned and I saw
Winifred Norris, who had entered upon her poetic career as class poetess,
with several volumes of her latest works on her desk.

I saw a book store. A school girl asked for a copy of Cocheeys Smith’s
essays. The clerk said he had sold the last copy, but would get a new
supply. I heard the clerk say to a gentleman:

“Schools are studying modern essayists instead of the older ones. Miss
| Smith is one of the best of recent writers.” The book store vanished.
These memories were quietly dispelled by the sight of a bulletin announc-
ing a lecture on “The Art of Science” by Dr. Garland Crews who had
Just returned from abroad to take the place of Dr. Just at Howard.
| Next I saw a beautiful garden in which violets were the principal
flowers. I had an image of a couple walking in the garden. As they
raised their heads I saw Melvina Simon and Sarah Loftin discussing
their latest contributions to the fields of French and English.
| The scene faded away. I saw a room in which sat Maud Bell and
John Pickett as “Mr. and Mrs.” with their children at their sides telling
them of the rich traditions of Shaw University. Then came a doctor’s
|office.  Whom should I see but Eula Haywood? Don’t misunderstand.
I don’t mean she was a doctor, but a doctor had conquered her fear so
completely that she was no longer known as Miss Haywood.
| Next in a store window was a large placard announcing a demonstra-
tion of a safety hat retainer. In the store were Thomas Fred Allen
and Richmond Carr, inventors of the Patent Hat Retainer by means of
which men were sure to find their hats where they left them.
In an art gallery I saw a lovely painting. Here I learned that Helen
{Smith was a famed artist. An orthodox Protestant church next caught
Jmy attention. Would you believe it? In the pulpit was Earl Burnett. -
Next a large concert hall where the attention was called to a distinguished
(soloist, Evelyn Beckwith, who has just returned from a European success.
Several views quickly passed showing rooms (of a school building) of
every description from kindergarten to high school. Among the teachers
Were Queen Carney, Doris Bell, Lavinia Brown, and Pattie Morgan.
~ [Then a beautiful reception room was filled with talented and learned
- ipeople.  The hostess was Anne Bass, famed society matron. To attend
her social functions was considered a great favor. The center of attrac-
tion of the evening was Bessie Pickett, a prominent mineralogist just
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returned from abroad with specimens for her already extensive collection.
In this reception room, the radio was turned on. From station WKOX

: ; Ny
| Boston, came the announcement hy Ginn and Company of the publication
of two recent books. The first of these was entitled The German Shalke-
speare and the second, T'he Rise of German Realism—both written by
i Essie West.
Next came a great contrast. I was in dark Africa, and who should
| I see but Onelia Davis and Panzee Keen as missionaries.
' The following picture showed a gondola floating on the canals of Venice.
It was Jessie Burns married to an Italian Count.
i
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i The Battle of the Century
| i
An up-to-date orphanage formed the next picture. There children §
bereft of their parents played merrily and seemed to prosper under the |
-are of Ophelia Stratman, General Superintendent. Assisting her were §
' Ethel Terry and Alice Lambert. ”N
- 3 v iy i
\ Again a large hall appeared where Bettie Rawlins was presiding over §

a woman’s meeting, and the subject for debate was: “Shall Men be Al-§
lowed to Vote?”

It seemed as if with the twinkling of an eye I was carried to a modern &

little village where the inhabitants were celebrating the election of their

. . ~ . . 3 5 5 L
new mayor, Scipio Easterling, with Attorney James A. Harper as leader. §
As I followed the parade through the main section of the town I read |8

iy
i

the following sign: Exclusive “Ready-to-wear” for women, Myrtle John- &
son, Proprietress. i

i

Through this magic mirror, I saw Hazel Coley in Hollywood featuring &
in an old colored caste, and her leading man was Clarence Toole. Merri-|
man Hill was the director of this picture. Willa Jones found in later
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life that her career was not in the field of Home Eeconomies, but Dean
of Women at her Alma Mater. And those who had returned as she had
as heads of the departments were Wendell Somerville, Dean of Theology ;
Rachel Hall, Professor of French; Ernestine Hayes, Professor of His-
tory, and Louise McClennon, Professor of Social Sciences, Mattie Me-
Murren felt the call to duty and volunteered to take over the duties of
the laundry. ;
I could see Naomi Lennon as she had her girls around her giving them
their weekly talk, for now she is President of Nanny Borroughs Industrial
Institute for Women ; and two of her teachers are Eliza May, instructor
of chemistry, and Geneva Richardson, instructor of mathematics.

James Baker seems to be interested in a seldom surveyed field. He is
living a comfortable life, and is devoting his time to the advancement of
new theories on the fourth dimension, and acting as head of the Mathe-
matics Department of Fisk University. William Cooper owns a large
chair of a barber shop in a prominent city in the West. Frank Gibson
| is making wonderful progress as an evangelist and is often called the
| “Black Spurgent of the South.”

My guide cautioned me that my time had nearly expired, but T begged
| of her to let me pass through the spacious corridor of the lower end of
. the cave, and she bade me follow. As we made the first turn, I saw a
lonely little cottage sitting on a mound with a natural basin of water
1 at the foot. And in the garden cutting flowers was Mary Della Wilkins,
1 who is now the wife of the only colored senator of the United States.
t Again my guide gave me a warning, and I saw a delightful vision, a
woman about forty was standing in front of a class of about ninety or
| J one hundred students. This was Elwyna Haywood, director of music
tlat the conservatory at Talladega College. As I turned from the mirror,
01T had a faint but a lasting impression of Lucille Watson sitting in her
I physics laboratory, making improvement on the Law of Universal Gravi-
cctation, and aiding her in this great endeavor was Letha Brown.

My reverie was ended as Mr. Lee, my instructor in Botany, called upon
time for the Classes of Fungi.

“They are all gone into the world of light!
And T alone sit lingering here;
The very memory is fair and bright,
And my sad thoughts doth clear.
Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill
My perspective still as they pass
Or else remove me hence unto that hill
Where I shall need no glass.”
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Last W !l and Testament of z‘lze Class
vef 1932

~ We, the Class of ’32, have asked every member to search diligently
and unselfishly through all of their most cherished treasures, and, then,
to choose from them some invaluables to leave to the Class of 33, as well
as, to some of their grief-stricken friends. And, since we wish that none |
will feel slighted, we here delay more detailed items to express our most
profound gratitude and respect for all whose attention and thoughtfulness
‘have been shown us in regard to our health and happiness during our
short stay in this scholarly realm. :
And, now, we realize more than ever the number of urgent solicitations, i

monetary problems, and so on and on with which our dearest beloved

parents have been confronted, and we extend unlimited congratulations
to these comrades for their loyal support. °

To our President, Dr. William Stuart Nelson, we give assurance of
our desire to always esteem him a true friend to our Alma Mater, and
of our sincere wish for his inereasing prosperity. :

To the ministerial department we leave several philosophical books,
ethics, and Bible texts to which they may refer during their carcers as =
spreaders of the gospel.

To the succeeding seniors, we dispose the vast range of senior privileges, |
and all the dignified things that we leave behind as we hurry for diplomas.
We also leave a magnifying glass, which we hope will help the incoming
seniors to discover these privileges.

To the Sophomores we will and bequeath the knowledge and popularity &
of our class.

To the Freshmen we bequeath the antique motto “T'o be heard and not
seen.”

The girls of the Class of *32 will and bequeath to Mother Anna G.
Perry their cherished hope of realizing the establishment of a modern =
Jaundry in the basement of Estey Hall. :

Now, to turn to more personal gifts: To Bernice Pennington the
mocking-bird voice of Evelyn B. Beckwith is passed on.

Richmond Carr wills to his successor his honesty and efficiency in’
handling the mail.

Letha M. Brown, Bessie E. Pickett, Melvina E. Simons and Sarah A.
Loftin leave their campus bench to Florence Fraley, Penny Perry, Eleanor
Moseley, and Rosa Mills.

To Stanley Gilliam, Ophelia A. Stratmon wills and bequeaths her studi- i

ous disposition and spirit of determination, which may enable him to?
pass his Senior studies as well as she has done.

~ Jessic Mae Burns passes on  to Esther Rich her typing pomtlon
Oneilia Davis wills her “controllable love” to Ednir Hawkins. .

~ Winifred Leona Norris wishes to dispose the “key” to the “Y” storef
to Ruth Brett.

Altermese Burnett Smith wills and bequeaths to Thelma Mae Johnson

- room No. 15 including the antique furniture, and the old books on the

shelf.

“In this fast and frivolous world
We revel in our old-fashioned girl”

- and such is Essic West, who wills and bequeaths her qualities to Bernic

5 - Furlong.

We hope this generosity will be appreciated and we trust that the new

~ owners will cherish their heritage as dearly as their former Possessors

And, lastly, we, the Class of *32 constitute, make and ordain the Clas

= : of ’34 the executor of this our Last Will and Testament.

Mavp M. Berwn, Testator. ;

~ Witness: Crass or ’34.




James Antigone H nrper bueaths to Revelend Fd.]bOH his qualities
as a “lover,” so that the Reverend might win his “ideal” girl.

Ann Maude Bass wills and bequeaths to Margaret Griffis her Demure
Pedagogical Manner.

Scipio Easterling passes on to his brother, Carl, his ability to assume
| an attitude of being wise when he is otherwise.

| Cocheeys Smith and Clarence (Buddy) Toole bequeath to Alexander
| Massey their knack of gossiping.
| T. Fred Allen wills and bequeaths to John Capehart his artistic talent
hoping that he will contribute more attractive features to the Journal
in the ensuing school term.
To Elsie Speller, Willa Jones bequeaths her bashfulness.
Panzie Keen leaves to William Hoffler her box of letters from Mr.
| Panell, so that he may learn the art of loife—writing

“In an argument at his best
Always wins and nothing less”

And this is none other than James Broadus Woodson, who wills and be- |
queaths his debating ability to Charles Arthur Ray.
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7 Louvenia C. Brown and James H. Baker will and bequeath to Reatha
IcClunev and Sousa McMillan the seats in the library where they have
spent so many happy moments.

Jessie Mae Burns passes on to Esther Rich her tvpmg position.

Oneilia Davis wills her ““controllable love” to Ednir Hawkins.

Winifred Leona Norris wishes to dispose the “key” to the “Y” store
to Ruth Brett.

Altermese Burnett Smith wills and bequeaths to Thelma Mae Johnson
room No. 15 mdudmg the antique furniture, and the old books on the
shelf.

“In this fast and frivolous world
We revel in our old-fashioned girl”

and such is Essie West, who wills and bequeaths her qualities to Bernice
Furlong. '
We hope this generosity will be appreciated and we trust that the new
owners will cherish their heritage as dearly as their former possessors.
And, lastly, we, the Class of ’32 constitute, make and ordain the Class
of *34 the executor of this our Last Will and Testament.

Mavp M. Berr, Testator. %

5: CLass oF *34.




By Winirrep Leoxa Norris

Dull like languid limped waters
Laden deep with drowsing dew
Came we to your sacred portals
For a life we deemed our due.

Scattered like the leaves in autumn
Were our sorted thoughts of mind
Thought we not of tasks to finish
And of life’s unceasing grind.

Shallow were our depths of being
Slender were:the threads we drew
From the pit of unknown knowledge
Ours just for trials few.

‘1Life is but a streak of laughter
ainting all the sky in blue

Dancing days and bits of fancy
at was all we bhad in view.

Purged us with a thirst for knowledge
Drenched us with a love divine
Covered us with perseverance

And a care for all mankind.

Thank we, Thee, for pointing upward

- To the guiding light on high

‘With our footsteps ever marking
To the pace you set us by.

We will onward tramp forever
With a vision of your light

You who hold the torch behind us
Ever keep it shining bright. -

Friendships we must tear asunder
From the Fountain we must part
We shall miss Thy tranquil heauty
Naught but memories for the heart.
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M y Inspiration

i
By Winirrep Lrona Norris |

~ Wedged between the earth and heaven Each blade of grass upotra’, bosom, |
,‘-:'j In a sylvan atmosphere, Hach tiny leaf upon thy brow,

. Cradled by a thousand breezes Is but a gem within my memory,

' Is the Shaw I love so dear. Is but a song within my heart.

Dreams of love shall hold me tender,
Dreams of You shall keep me true,
Dreams shall waken me with passion
To push on and on for You.
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THOUGHTS THIS CAROLINA MGON 2
i
inselled thoughts I do believe sincerely

Like bits o-frlfmglclt_er R That this Carolina moon
Drifting in and out of cares. Is but a sullen old witch

That makes you faint and
Dismal thoughts g

Like dull sensations
Flashing, dashing, splashing tears.

_‘When all is dark and silen
She steals in tﬁroughit
- And sprinkles magic powdérs

- Upo $
New-born thoughts L y our qu vermg frax

Like eyes unopened , And when the mystlc powders

Upon a world of dr T Begin to operate
. j i You laugh and cry and shiver

 Heavy thoughts Until your heart most br‘eﬁks.

Like laden oxen ~ You dance, you sfng, you tres
Drawing, gnawing, palling pa.cks ~ You rave and tear and fitch:
/T know this Carolina moon
Hail and welcome £ \ Is but a wicked witch.
Thrice, O, Morpheus e R
Cease this winding caravan. = 7

Ease my soul - (WixtrreD L. Nol =

Pray, just a little
From these thou

OH, SPRIHG, WE WELCOME YOU LIFE TIME
Oh, spring, where hast thou been '
With all the rain and dew? L i e

Wilt thou thy beauty lend? = e
L " Life blooms with hue;

‘Our wishes have been vain, e Du;?f;:’l%z’ve pa i
The lovely days are few; e il palle ;

We long for sun and rain, s i ife dies’——adieu.
Oh, spring, we welcome you. ' !

Dawn wakes,

MAUDE M. B .

We look outside the door,
In search for what is true;
New life comes every hour,
Oh, spring, we welcome you.

The time in now at hand,

We see the violets blue;
The cry comes over the land
~ Oh, spring, we welcome you.

H. L. MiTcHELL.
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TO PRESENT GREEK TRAGEDY “A T

’ The Shaw Players, dramatlc organization of Shaw UnWersrty, WIH‘

. present a Greek tragedy, “Antlgone,” by Sophocles, on Friday, May 27.
This classical drama will be presented out of doors, with every member
of the Shaw Players part1c1patmg

- The presentation of “Antigone” at commencement will mark the close

of a very successful season for the organization. “Pomander Walk, 2
~ an English comedy by Louis Parker, was the first presentation of the
group. At Christmas several members of the organization presented
“Where Love Is,” by Tolstoi, as a project for the Senior Sunday school
~ class.  On March 11 two one-act plays of Negro life were presented,
“Plumes,” by George Douglass Johnson, and “Olives,” by Richard
‘ Jefferson - Professor Fletcher is dxrector of the Shaw Players :

K amf pw K. alez'doscape |
: 5. 1Y

Scattered throughout the civilized world are structures or remains

of structures as famous of the souls of men immortal. Here at Shaw,
our Shaw, where the cultures of civilizations long past are revised, con-
densed, and absorbed with modernistic ideals, we also can boast of a
structure that to our minds (we students—past and present) will never
be forgotten and which we sincerely believe will inevitably become famous.
* Greenleaf Hall, containing both chapel and dining hall, erected in

. 1879, named in honor of Mr. O. H. Greenleaf, is the most frequented,
if not the most imposing building on the campus. The architecture of =
this edifice is merely a matter of passing interest. Tt might be of inter-
est, however, to know that in the tower of this building the much imposed
upon bell has its abode. We might think briefly of this bell even.
How many times has it aroused countless students and residents in the
vicinity from otherwise peaceful slumbers? Upon how many different
occasions has its constant peals informed its listeners that the time -
had arrived? Greenleaf Hall, however, does not score such a great point
for itself merely because it contains anything so concrete ks bell.
Tts bid to fame rests primarily in abstract regions. For over half a
century it has stood—proof against the elements. During those fifty-
odd years many great figures have spoken from its rostrum. Many =
listeners have been indiscriminately inspired and bored. As we in our |
brief sojourn here think back we many go so far as to say they form =
a truly brilliant array. There have been statesmen, theologians, poli- —
ticians, educators, reformers, business and professional men, laymen
and what not. In time every walk of life has been represented, and
nearly every emotion has been touched on or appealed to. In time to
come there will doubtless be a more diverse and profound repetition.

None that have labored here any length of time have escaped the
~ spirit of this great inner institution. We salute you, Greenleaf Hall,
- and hope that yours will not be a death by destruction. Realizing as
~ we do that Shaw must eventually expand, and that modern edifices will
~ supplant the old, we can not help but hope that Greenleaf will be allowed
to remain for our posterity. Our fathers and mothers have assembled
~ here. It is probable that we owe our existence to an affair begun by
~ them in social once held there. While we are on socials, we would do
‘well to recall the gala occasions that were once held there, the movies—
all happy figures of the past. If the personalities that have contributed
to this “spirit” of Greenleaf as well as all Shaw, are countless, then the
assemblies held within those walls are close rivals.
Tomorrow will never destroy either the Greenleaf of the past or presen
some immortal soul will rise—inspired by Greenleaf and in rising wil
mmortalize the name—Greenleaf.







ks
=

A

- Seniors Entertained
"By J. A. HAR?ER

“Seniors were entertained by the Juniors Saturday evening, May .

4, at an elaborate buffet luncheon. Greenleat Hall was attractively
decorated with flowers of the season, while the blue and gold class

~ colors blended splendidly with the lighting effects for such a memorable

~ occasion. -

~ Mr. Clarence E. Yokely, president of the Junior class, delivered the
~ welcome address, responded to by Mr. Richmond P. Carr, president of
the Senior class. President Wm. Stuart Nelson in a few pointed and

~ inspiring words answered on behalf of the administration. Miss Rachel

 Morrow, chairman of the Junior program committee, presented several -

~little local acrobats in a clever program including tap dancing and acro-
~ hatic stunts. Refreshments consisted of a delicious two course menu;

~ sweet peas on each plate added to the attractiveness of the Whole._

Faculty guests included President and Mrs. Wm. Stuart Nelson, Misses

Gwendolyn E. Cochran, Betty E. Parham, and Mollie Houston ; Mesdames

L. V. Rivers and H. C. Perrin; Messrs. Earl C. Horton, T. Thomas
Fortune Fletcher, John Francis Price, Harry Gil. Smythe, and James
Lee. During the course of the evening Mr. T. T. F. Fletcher dedicated

a poem to the graduating class. The occasion was one of the most SR

unique and enjovable affairs of recent
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' ﬂ@c{_e;r‘é, Field

I 'Flthehs field Ahe Fofpie.s blow
Betweet the Cnosses now o091 How |
That mank oute place, and 4n the Sa(’g
The lank still brave IP)HE/SML&,LQ heand
Amoﬂg the awms heieow:

We anethe dead, shont days a0 _

we ”Vecf) 7Fe l'}: do.,wwp.) Saw Cwnset 3

Loved and wene loved ,tXTJ'J_ now . We lia,
n Klandenro Field,

lo W

2 Wi l'w I C.
i i gk‘””"fl o js wfizlmow the toneh

gi Tﬂ.‘gmi‘;vx‘“ Yo , .;

7;&50\;:% :,Z 20 hold 3‘ A;ahgif e break Satth with

wUs who 0/;6, | .

We shall met \5/€C‘P5'Hyoz{j}; Poppies 4
T Flandepe Ficld,

row,

Amerieans an

Reat ye dn place, ye Flanders Tead.
Phe Tight: that e sn bravely led.
Ye're taken up, And we will keep
True 'faith with you vhe lie asleep
With esch s eross te merk his bed,
And poppies blowing overhead,
Where once your own life blood van red,
B0 let your rest hé sweet and deap

In Planfers Fields.,

Feer not that ye hove.died for nausht.
The toreh ye thrsw to.us we ecaught.
“en milllen hands will held it high,
And FreedorVs light shall never

Beldte learned the lesson that ve

Ir Planéers Rields,

And what is so rare as a day in June? —
Then, if ever, come perfect days; 5 5
—— . Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune,
= And over it softly her warm ear lays.
Whether we look or whether we listen,
totiel ntghty %Ve hear life murmur or see it glisten;
earest, all this lonely ni very clod feels a stir of might,
Oghl;.e:?nﬂzu;;: still, : : ﬁndmstmc_’c w:;jpn it that .reg.ctfles lqng towers,
: E he western hilly nd, groping hlindly above it for light,
Grygu; 3;0;}0‘11:1?&;;?:&22? :me the light. Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;
0

-~ GOD KEEP YOU

The flush of life may well be seen

Good keep you then when slumbering melts

away, b
care and strife
’?‘J:lctle up new arms to fref our waking life.

God keep you through the battle of tljm day.

God keep you, Nay, beloved soul how vain,
How poor is prayer;
T can but say again, and yet again.
God keep you every time and everywhere..
—Mary AINGE DE BERE.

Thrilling back over hills and valleys;

he cowslip startles in meadow green,
The buttercup catches the sun in her chalice,
And there’s never a leaf nor a hlade too mean
To be some happy creature’s palace;

The little bird sits at his door in the sun,

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,

And lets his illumined being o'errun

With the deluge of summer it receives;

His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings,

And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and
sings;

He sings to the wide world, she to her nest,

In the nice ear of Nature, which song is best?

—James Russell Lowell.




You Ought To -~ Know

If @eeing green leaves on trees that are bare,
And sceinc the sun when the sun isn't there,

#ne sceing your face when there's only thin air,
EEREE i in Jove,ig 40 10ve,

|

_\

It bein: unehle to sleep or eatl,

And baving a feelinz that's painful yet sweet,
And eailinc on clouds steed of plodding on feet,
s beinz in love, I'm in love.

o e

If not knowing wheather I'm here or at hone,
And using the toothbrush instead of the coub,
Arnd being compelled Lo Droduce this new prone
Ta heing in love, I'm in love.

N i il

*

i

o A




1931-32 JOURNAL STAFF
Left to right—Jessie M. Burns '32, Lossie Slade ’33, Charles A. Ray '33 (S.R.Y.),
FEsther M. Rich ’33, Winifred L. Norris "32.
Back row—Wm. T. Richey ’34, Vincent L. Green '34, Matthew E. Neil "34, T. Fred
Allen ’32. :

Last row—Charles B. Robson, T. Thos. F. Fletcher.

s oo S R

ALPHA OMRICRON HONOR SOCIETY

Teft to richt—Annie M. Bass, Garland L. Crews, BEssie M. West, Esther M. Rich,
James B. Woodson, Winifred L. Norris.

The Alpha Omicron Honor Society is composed of those students of the Junior
and Senior classes who have attained especially high rank in scholarship.




BASEBALL TEAM

LIBRARY HALL

1T ISt 7 ERE

WORLD--IT!'S YOU

You gay the world is gloony; £
The skies are grim and gray, :
The nlght has lost its gulet--
You fear the coming day?
The world 1s what you make 1it,
The sky 1s gray or blue
Just as your soul may paint it
It isn't the world--itt!'s youl

Clear up the clouded vision, :
Glean out the foggy nmind; . I

The eclouds are always passing, {
And each is silver llned,

The world is what you make 1t--
Then make it bright and true,

And when you say itts gloomy, :
It isn't the world--it's youl i



What joy to capture song from sound and send
It throbbing through the hearts of men.
Emily Selinger.
“There is in souls a symphony with sounds,
And as the mind is pitched, the ear is pleased.

With melting airs or martial,—brisk or grave
Some chord in unison with what we hear
Is touched within us, and the heart replies.”




E. B. Becrwith




BOARD OF ATHLETIC CONTROL
Raleigh, North Carolina

Foogall Schednle
Oct. 3—SM%w at St. Patl Institute
Oct. 10—Va. Sgﬁinary at Shav@,

Oct. 17—SHafv at J C. Smith Uni-
versity @

Oct. 24—Sh%v at Va. g%’e Gollege

Oct. 30—Sha@ vs. Brick 9 Rocky
Mount

“
Nov. 6—Shaw at Livinﬂstonew

Nov. 14—Ugon at Shaw (Home
Coming)

Nov. 21—To be announced
Nov. 26—Sh vs., St A@ustine’s

(League Park)

W. THURBER ARMSTRONG
Coach







lF ANY little word of mine
May make a life the brighter,
If any little song of mine ;
May make a heart the lighter—
God help me speak the little word,
‘And take my bit of singing,
And drop it in some lonely vale
" To set the echoes ringing!

1f any little love of mine
May make a life the sweeter,
If any little care of mine
May make a friend’s the fieeter,
If any lift of mine may ease
The burden of another,
God give me love and care and strength
To help my toiling -brother.

e et ——

i

f‘-""‘ OMISSION
( IT ISN'T the thing you do, dear,
It is the thing you leave undone
Which gives you a bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun;
The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not write,
The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts tonight.

The stone you might have lifted
Out of the brother’s way;

The bit of hearthstone counsel
You hurried too much to say;

The loving touch of the hand, dear,
The gentle and winsome tone

That you had no time or thought for,
With trouble enough of your own.

These little acts of kindness,
8o easlly out of mind,
These chences to be angels,
Which even mortals ind—
They come in night and silence.
Each child’s reproachful wraith,
‘When hope is faint and flagging,
And a blight has dropped:on:faith.

N T

For life is all too short, dear, i
And sorrow is all too great
To suffer our slow compassion
That tarries until too late;
And it’s not the thing you do, dear,
It's the thing you leave undone,
Which gives you the bitter heartache.
At the setting of the sun.
—MARGARET E. SANGSTER.
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ey By HELEN WELSHIMER |
+ AUST forget the deamess of your smile,
Your eager step upon a darkening street;
The way your eyes sought mine across a room,
The: thythm of your laugh, low-toned and sweet,
lmustnutc'a_ldrmyhmthﬁ:mddm hurt
cause a voice says words you used to say,
Oriseea tawny head and wonder how
Two people’s hair could grow that rough-edged way.

Must Fordot

WHAT DOES IT MATTER?

I‘I’ MATTERS little where I was born,
Or if my parents were rich or poor;
Whether they shrank at the cold world’s
scorn,
Or walked in the pride of wealth secure;
But whether I live an honest man,
And hoeld my integrity firm in my clut
I tell you, brother, plain as I am, A
It matters much.

It matters little how long T stay,

In a world of sorrow, sin, and care;
Whether in youth I am called away,

Or live till my bones and pate are bare;
But whether I do the best I can

To soften the weight of adversity’s touch
On the faded cheek of my fellow-man,

It matters much,

It matters little where be my grave,
Or on the land or on the sea;
By purling brook or ‘neath stormy wave,
It matters little or naught to me;
But whether the angel of death comes down
And marks my brow with his loving touch
As one that shall wear the victor's crown, /
It matters much! A

BETTER TO SMILE

IT IS better to smile
Than to scowl an ti

It makes your life pleyas:::t:

And keeps it in thyme.

The scowler is one

You wish to pass by;

It 1 very much better

To smile than to sigh.

;t;his better to smile

an to scowl if you loge:
To laugh, not resent, -
¥ Someone abuse,

0 scowl and to grumble
Will make matters worse:
It is better to smile }
Than your worries rehearse.

It 1s better to smile

When things seem all wrong;
To drown all depression
In an outburst of song.

No matter what happens

¥ou can make it worth while
If you turn from vexation y
And indulge in & smile, :

GRENVILLE Kiprses,

darling,
Yow're looking as bright as the day;
But while on your charms I'm dilating
You're stealing my poor heart away:
But keep it and welcome, mavourneen,
Its loss I'm not going to mourn,
vet one heaft's enough for a body,
So pray give me yours in returnm,
O say, give me yours in return.

: OUR MOTHER

UNDREDS of stars in the pretty sky,

Y"OU'RE looking as fresh as the morn,

T‘It‘l life's little human
H

UAnd
Fa

A arms held up
At
Th: about them anyhow;
Drd know how their very

P

Al‘ha.t
]

AThlt make your

O3yt I never

HUMAN BLOSSOMS.

Flowers! T love flowers! And 11
says that they are sweet!
But no flower has got pink toes on
a pair ef rose-leaf feet,
And no flower has got arms that
go up round a feller's neck;
And no flower ever tells you that it
loves you “'Most a peck!”
And no flower is so weary when
the long nlayday is by
That it snuggles to your bosom, al-
most ready for a cry -
Till you start to count its piggies.
T love flowers! They are fine!
But it's little human blossoms .hat'
have got this heart of mine!

it ig little human blossoms—that
can holler, and an run

/@With their hands held up to meet

A you when your working day |
is .done;

your eyes
when Yyou
street,

While your ears
the patter

turn into  your
begin to listen for
of their feet;

arms reach te hold
break

them, apd your face
into smiles; A
that malke glad life’s wealy

miles!
the bluest morning-
rare blossom gemmed

dew— ;
a: pretty as a baby with its
“o you!

lory—its
" with

Ain’t

1 know lits of millionaires—1 know
presence

makes men start to
and bow;

Theiin’t got the things I seek!

Dollar's can’t climb into your arins

and - hold their cheek ag‘ina
u! Deol-__

your cheek el
by can—an 4
e al::)?s y,En-:e mplumb cheap and

cold !
're put beside a baby that
oen ;Eleljxt 51-5,5 ean lift and ‘hold!

1lions are
» may not c¢limb your wall—

life without human blossoms
% ain’t worth }_n_){}hlp_g ar il
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IF I BUT KNEW
F I but knew what the tree-tops
say, I
Whispering secrets night and day,

I'd make a song, my love, for you,
If I but knew—if I but knew,

If I but knew how the lilies brew
Nectar rare from a drop of dew,
A ¢rystal glass I'd fill for you,
If I but knew—if I but knew.
- ~—Amy E, LEIGH.

OLD DARKEY'S ADVICE
ON'T be what you ain’t;
Jes’ be what yau is.
If"you is not what you am,
Then you am not what you is.
If you're just a little tadpole,
Don’t try to be a frog;
If you're just the tail,
Don’t try to wag the dog,
You can always pass the plate,

pbegin to look tor s

scrape |

envy them none! They "

not necessary-—roses:

- MUST remember only you are gone.
I And domy emands . .. Tl pretend that you
Are someone in & book that | have read,
Not anyone I ever really knew:
And that I have imagined all of this,
s children sometimes play a foolish game,

Then maybe I ean make myself believe
Thiat, after all, perhaps you never came.

T e

Hundreds of shells on the shore together,
Hundreds of birds that go singing by,
Hundreds of birds in the sunny weather.

If you can't exhort and preach,
If you've just a little pebble,

Don’t try¥ to be the beach.
Don’t be what you ain’t,

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn,
Jes” be what you Is.

Hundreds of bees in the purple clover,
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn,
But only one mother the wide world over.

i




F ANY little word of mine
May make g life the brighter,

1f any little song of mine g

May make a heart the lighter— f
| God help me speak the little word,

‘And take my bit of singing,
| .And drop it in some lonely vale

To set the échoes ringing!

If any little love of mine
May make a life the sweeter, |
| If any little care of mine ; \
May make & friend's the fieeter, i
| If any 1ift of mine may ease E‘
The burden of another,
God give me love and care and strength§
To help my toiling ‘brother.

|
|
I
i
|
|

~ ;"

\ 8

i

|

T-ISN'T the thing you do. dear,
It is the thing you leave undone
Which gives you a bit of heartache
At the setting of the sun;
The tender word forgotten,
The letter you did not write,
The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts tonight.

The stone you might have lifted
Out of the brother’s way;
The bit of hearthstone counsel
You hurried too much to say;
| . The loving touch of the hand, dear,
i The gentle and winsome tone
That you had no time or thought for,
With trouble enough of your own.

2 | These little acts of kindness,
1 80 easily out of mind,
These chances to be angels,
Which even mortals find—
They come in night and silence.
Each child’s reproachful wraith,
‘When hope is faint and flagging,
{ And a blight has dropped:on'faith,

| For life 1s all too short, dear, "'
And sorrow is all too great i
To suffer our slow compassion

That tarries until too late; r
And it's not the thing you do, dear, i

\ It's the thing you leave undone, |
| . Which gives you the bitter heartache. I
\ . At the setting of the sun. ‘
k —MARGARET E. SANGSTER.
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by By HELEN WELSHIMER
I:‘; AUST forget the deamess of your smile,
t Th;‘!w eager step upo}:: a darkening street;
‘way your eyes sought mine-across a
The) thythn of yous Jaugh, lowtoned snd swot
I raust not catch my breath in sudden hurt -
Bocause a voice says words you used to say,
O‘L‘Ceea tawny head and wonder how
Tweo people’s hair could grow that rough-edged way,
I t MUST remember only you are gone,

./ And do myemands . . . Tll pretend that
Asfe someone in & book that | have read,
Not: anyone | ever really knew;

Anl that I have imagined all of this,
As|children sometimes play a fookish game,
maybe I can make myself believe
Thiat, after all, perhaps you never came.
i Vi

| ' (}._._____u
il

i

you

IT
! | Whether they shrank at the cold world’s Y ’ I

| But, whether I live an honest man,

I tell you, brother, plain as I am,

| It matters little how long I stay,
Whether in youth I am called away,
But whether I do the best I can

; On the faded cheek of my fellow-man,

|
| It matters little where be my grave,
| By purling brook or ‘neath stormy wave, | &
! :

’ OMISSION X | But whether the angel of death comes down |

| As one that
A

\

B

e S—
ey

WHAT DOES IT MATTER? !

MATTERS little where I was born, . | j
Or if my parents were rich or poor; i |

scorn,
Or walked in the pride of wealth secure;

And hold my integrity firm in my clutch,

It matters much.

In a world of sorrow, sin, and care;
Trees

I think that I shall never see

Or live till my bones and pate are bare; :
A thing more ugly than a tree—

To soften the weight of adversity’s touch

A tree whose 5craggly roots are pressed

It ‘matters much, Against the sidewalk's crackling breast:
£

| A ftree that may stin have for soil
| Sand and ashes steeped in oil—

Or on the land or on the sea;

It matters little or naught to me; i

| A tree that may at all times wear |
4 line of clothes among her hair; |

And marks my brow with his loving touch |
shall wear the victor's crown, / |

It matters much! That lifts her dried

-up limbs to pr
Her thanks for gas o FE

fumes all the day;

Upon whose bosom there has lain
Far-flung garbage thrown in vain;

BETTER TO SMILE

‘ A tree that stands abashed all day |
| At what the tel'phone wires say. f

IT IS better to smile
Than to scowl anytime,

| It makes your life pleasant

And keeps it in rhyme, | "
| The scowler is one ‘

You wish to pass by:

It is very much better

To smile than to sigh.

That intimately lives with rain.
Drawn by housemaids from the main—

Poems are made by fools lik |

e me, ¥
The other fools plant & city tree, |
SIGMUND FOGLER, -

=, [

It is better to smile

Than to scowl ir you lose;
To laugh, not resent, 1
If' someone abuse. - |

To scowl and to grumple | -
Will make matters worse; i
It 15 better to smile i !
Than your worries rehearse, i

It iz better to smile i '
| When things seem all wrong; : ‘
To drown all depression q

In an outburst of song.

No matter what happens

You can make it worth while

If 'you turn from vexation |
And indulge in & smile. !

—GRrENVILLE Krersex, |

iF I BUT KENEW

P I but knew what the tree-tops i

Say, |

| Whispering secrets night and day, !

| T'd make a song, my love, for you,
If I but knew—if I but knew.

—

| 1f T but knew how the lilies brew
Nectar rare from a drop of dew,
| A crystal glass I'd fill for you,
If I but knew—if I buf knew. |
; —Amy K. Letea. |

TOWRE looking as fresh as the morn,
\ darling,
You're looking as pbright as th da;.':
But while on your charms I'm dilating
vou're stealing my poor heart away:
| But keep it and welcome, mavourneen, |
| " rts loss I'm not going to mourn,
| vet one heart’s enough for a body,
| So pray give me yours in return,
{O say, give me yours in return.

OLD DARKEY'S ADVICE

ON'T be what you ein’t;
Jes' be what yqu is.
If*you is not what you am, |
Then you am not what vou is. 7._ |
If you're just a little tadpole, |
| Don’t try to be a frog;
| If you're just the tail,
Don’t try to wag the dog.
| You can slways pass the plate,
| | Xf you can't exhort and preach.
| If you're just a lttle pebble,
| Don’t try to be the beach.
\ Don't be what you ain’t,
\ ' Jes’ be what you Is.

OUR MOTHER

UNDREDS of stars in the pretty sky,
Hundreds of shells on the shore together,
Hundreds of birds that go singing by,
Hundreds of birds in the sunny weather.

| Hundreds of dewdrops fo greet the dawn,

\ Hundreds of bees in the purple clover,
| Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn,
\ But only one mother the wide world over,






Seripture : Tue REVEREND HARRY A, SMITH,
Instructor in Theology, Shaw University.

Prayer . : . . TuERECVEREND GEORGE A. FISHER,
Rector of St. Ambrose Church, Raleigh, N. C.

Response

Solo—*“The Cry of Rachel” . . ;

Miss EVELYN BECKWITH

Sermon ; : 4 . TuE REvEREND A. CLAYTON POWELL,
Pastor of the Abyssinian Baptist Church, New York City.

Anthem—“The Omnipotence” . : . Schubert-Spicker

TraeE UNIVERSITY CHOIR

Recessional Hymn—No. 182

Benediction . . . ; ; TaE REVEREND V. T, WILLIAMS,
Pastor of the Martin Street Baptist Church, Raleigh, N. 0.

(The audience will please rise on the second stanza of the Processional
Hymn and remain standing through the Sentence and Response. The audi-
ence will also rise on the second stanza of the Recessional Hymn.)




Univeégity Véspers
Sunday, Aprdl 17, 31932
Four-thirty 0'Clock
Order af Bervice
Prelude Posthumous lis,
Processional Hymn No. 140 (Stani on Seconi Stanza)
“entence and Response (Remain Staniing)
cripture ani Prayer
Rwcponse Page 233 (Choir-ani Audience) -
gviittual I Got a Home in a Dat Reck
Liss M.Starks

ST SO Yeabosaey
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Shaw Universify

Presents

FRANK HARRISON, Baritone

In “Recital

Greenleaf Hall, Friday, January fifteenth

nineteen hundred thirty-two

at 8 o’clock
]

QProgram
i

Hear Mz Yr Winps anp WavEs

G1a 1. SoLE DAL GANGE

D1z Krane
Rasrrose Lizse

L’'Heuvre Exquise

CHRT ATEERR) COSRGIE ool s H s

Ixto TR LicET
Tar Hearr Worsairs
Curist WeEnT Up Into THE HIinis

Tue Steeu (a la Russe)

Tur Trees Have Grown So Burleigh
MamserLe Marie Guion
Ox Ma JourNEY

Horp Ox

Harry Gir-SmyrrE at the piano.




DEBATE
Shew University +vs. Knoxville College
University Chapel
April 8 ; 8:00 O'Clqck

Question for Debate: "Resolved that the several
states should enact legislation providing for
compulsory unemployment insurance,”
HMain Speeches : 15 Minutes
Rebuttals: 5 Minutes
AFFIRMATIVE NEGATIVE

Shaw University Knoxville College

Harry Griggs 134 Nathaniel Crippins '35

John T. Capeharst J. Reuben Sheeler 134
133

| Tollowing the debate the decision will be given by
Dr. Eston R. Eriecson, the critic judge, of the facul-
ty of the University of North Carolina

]
Wl




JOINT RECITAL
Ruby SMitchell, Soprana

AND
Bementrious Beck, Terox

Auspices: Iota Chapter, Phi Beta Sigma Fraternjty

Benefit: Sigma Student Loan Fund.
SHAW UNIVERSITY CHAPEL

Friday April 15, 1932 at 8:30 P. M.

PROCRAMME
1

Open the Gates of the Temple
Serenade .,
O Sole Mio

There’s a Lark in My Heart
Sorter Miss You
The Little Damozel
My Heart at Thy Sweet Voice,
(From Saint Saens ‘“Sampson and Delilah”)
Miss Mitchell

Macushla

1 heard You Singing

Nobody knows The Trouble I See
Somebody’s Knocking At Your Door

Pale Moon
Thunder Waters

Villanelle

Miss Mitchell
Miss M. B, Coote, accompanist to Mr. Keck
Miss Emily Mae Morgan accompanist to Miss Mitchell

Novella
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UNIVERSITY VESPERS

Sunday, December 20, 1931
Four=thirty 0?Clock

Order of Service

Prelude ; From Mendelssohn

Hymn #57‘(audience stand on second
' stanza)

And There Were Shepherds TeRaWe
- Antiphonal Choirs ;

There’s a Song in the Air Ambrose
Misse Evelyn Beckwith

The Christmas Song Adolph Adams
University Choir

===CHRISTMAS PLAY
"Where Love Ig"==

A Parable Play In One Act
Dramatized from Tolstoy’s Story
*"Where Love is, There God is also”

By
Iden Payne
Characters

Martin Avdyeitch, an old shoemaker
Richmond Carr

Gerasim, a merchant)))Joseph Cook
A Young Woman, a stranger Winifred L., Norr':

Stepanuitch, an old soldier Clarence Toolc

An 014 Applewoman ISl Rachel Hall

——

Ilya, a boy of tweive  ' Ietha Brown

Scene==The Cellar in which Martin lives &
and works.

Pagtlude S _____From Handels




Thé Shaw'Pia§ers
- present -

THE ANTIGONE OF SOPHOCLES
A Greek Tragédy

0000000
Persons in the Play

Antigone, daughter of 0EAiPUS.as.ccnessssnssHazel Coley
Ismene, sister of Antigone......es..+....Hilda Furlonge
Eurydice, wife of Creon..... .Altermese Smith
Oreon, King of Thebes...ovevevens ..T. T. F. Fletcher
Haemon, son of Creon. : .Alexander Massey
Tiresias, blind prophet...............Milton i Danie}e
WatChman. . .cosessoccsncsssstss ....Matthew Neil

Messengerl..-‘.ICIO.I..'I......l..g...l..J_a-mes Al Harp-er—

i P Chorus:
Leader: Rachel Hall
T s Members: g — —
Iola Brumfield Winifred Norris Elizabeth Manley
Effie Johnson Sarah Loftin Cocheeys Smith
Melvina Simons Queen Carney Bessie Pickett
Cneila Davis Rosalind Person Naomi Lennon

Synopsis 3

Antigone, against the decree of the king, gives burial to
her brother, Polynices, who had led an expedifion against
the city of Thebes to wrest it from his brother, Eteocles,
whom he had slain in mutual combat, She is condemned by
Greon to be buried alive. The main events of the play oc-
cur outside the palace of Creon.

The costumes were desi Nty B Piste e
gned by Miss Betty E. Parham of the
Home Economics Department and executed by members of the

Shaw Players. The organization takes this means of thank-

ing Miss Parham for her assgistance throughout the year and

to express appreciation to all who have made this and other

Plays pQBSible:, ;

S —

. Professor T.

1. F. Fleteher,?







| THE SHAW UNTVERSITY PLAYERS
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_HVDRAMATIC CLUB{ PRESENT TWO PLAYS

"OLIVES" By Richard Jefferson
"PLUMES" BY GEOR@IA D.JOHNSON

 WDLIVES"-- Cast of Gharacters

Dulcie Thomas, a2 BervaNnt-s-eececscsscccss Miss Elizabeth Manley

Aggie, her friende-----e--mmm=me=e=-== Miss Oneilda Davis

Suzanne Phinizy--—-——--—-‘---'“'-""-""----Mias Jessi’_ei _B}Jrna "

The scene is the bedroom of Lem Phinizy, deceased husband =
of Suzanne, whose picture hangs on the wall. A storm rages outside. &

"Plumes"-Cast of Characters —

—

Charity Brownes--eecccccceeceema- ~=Miss Hazcl Colé§ _

Sister "®ildy, her friende--eee--- Migs Melvimr Simona

s

N;?r- Scott - ——— memeswe== Mr, Milton Daniels.

The Scene is th;_kitahen ( 1c
of Charity Brown, H
q§?§h§er,7Emm§?}ine, is seriously ill inyanother rsgm%ittle

=
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Mr. and Mrs. William Stuart Nelson
At Home
Monday afternoon, the thirtieth of May

from five until seven o’clock

in honor of the Graduating Class

Shaw Universily

Raleigh, North Carolina
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The Graduating Class

of '-

Shate Hnitersity
infites you fo be present at the
(lass Day Txercises

Monday, May thictieth, at ten o'clock

T

and the

Commencement Lxercises

@uesday, May thirty-first, at ten o'clock



LA

Commencement Week JHProgram

SATURDAY, MAY TWENTY-EIGHTH

@I 05 O L e Ao e O ool Senior Day

SUNDAY, MAY TWENTY-NINTH

480 P Ml iatan e e parcte Baccalaureate Sermon

Address by The Reverend A. Clayton Powell
Pastor of the Abyssinian Baptist Church
New York City

MoNDAY, MAY THIRTIETH

51121 s S I e Class Day Exercises
Richmond Carr, Presiding

TUESDAY, MAY THIRTY-FIRST

080 A N e el b ale e el a ke e e e Tk e Commencement
AND INAUGURATION OF PRESIDENT




(lass Day Lxercises

WELCONE - i v o arerstom s b aisiia s 1aumeis ehmle s at o aten President
VY ORKNTION: e v siiva,as e aiorassleheras sy eads ot Mo Anne M. Bass
I TTRTIC S  e o sin ool tmis e s on e Rt i Bttt = i Elwyna Haywood
HIRTORT 15v o ats oisl wans = wie i leuatlt s sty e ot Elizabeth Rawlins
CLASS ORATION . siis s s ois jainlsiasesn aiadeies siztar Garland Crews
. e = oo St (S8 e i Winifred Norris
MUSIC. + o vt v casnsns smarnsnnsncnessassas Evelyn Beckwith
PROPHEET o o a rise s re weme o aaiati e steiaiiain slstet o Altermese Smith
VLT T iveviiaroe oierieemier scaira to et e ol el foite s el o s o Mariahs Maud M. Bell
OB o s A e e o e e eI St e e ot e R e A e Class

Words by Onelia Davis and Mary Della Wilkins




Commencement Bay Program
AcCADEMIC PROCESSION
HyMm~N
OPENING PRAYER
Music
INDUCTION OF THE PRESIDENT
PRESENTATION OF THE SYMBOLS OF AUTHORITY
Music

WELCOME ADDRESSES

Music

INAUGURAL ADDRESS....William Stuart Nelson, A.B,, B.D.
Fourth President of Shaw University

Music

THE CONFERRING OF DEGREES

AWARDING oF PRIZES

BENEDICTION

THE TRUMPET CALL.......Call to the Work of the World

RECESSIONAL




it

[ -

LieRARY HALL

(lass Officers

Prastdent . vt vioinsans v o i@ bt RICHMOND CARR
Sf‘(‘?'ct(.‘?"lh‘...........<,.......<........_'OCHEYS SMITH
Business Manager........ooevcaeoonnees CLARENCE TOOLE
Faculty Advisor.......-.ccvacvecss Miss MoLLlE HUSTON

CLass CoLors: Blue and Gold

CLass FLowER: Sweet Pea




MoTTO @

“Superior to Adversity, equal to prosperity”’

lass Roll

BACHELOR OF ARTS

Thomas Frederick Allen
Anne Maude Bass

Maud M. Bell

Josie Mae Boney
Lavinia Catherine Brown
Jessie Mae Burns

Queen Esther Carney
Richmond Carr

Joseph Franklin Gibson
Rachel Lois Hall

James Alester Harper
Ernestine Marie Hayes
Elwyna Grant Haywood
Eula Iola Haywood

Myrtle Capehart Johnson
Panzie Lee Keen

Naomi Dell Lennon

Sarah Alice Loftin

Louise Hoover McClennon
Mattie Priscilla McMurren
Pattie Mable Morgan
Winifred Leona Norris
Melvina Edwyna Simon
Alice Cocheeys Smith
Wendell Clay Sommerville
Essie Arnesia Mae West
James Broadus Woodson

BACHELOR OF SCIENCE

Randolph Dequincy Armstrong
James Henry Baker
Doris Mae Bell

Ruby Letha Mae Brown
Earl Carnegie Burnett
Hazel Ethelene Coley
William 8. Cooper
Garland Lafayette Crews
Onelia Altus Davis
Scipio B. T. Easterling
Cecil Harvey Flagg
Merriman C. Hill

Alice Frances Lambert
Mary Eliza May

Bessie Evangeline Pickett
John Prestley Pickett
Dorothy Elizabeth Rawlins
Geneva Winifred Richardson
Altermese Burnette Smith
Ophelia Anne Stratmon
Ethel Beatrice Terry
Clarence Anderson Toole
Lucille Theresa Watson
Mary Della Wilkins

BacHELOR oF SCIENCE IN HoME EcoNoMICS

Evelyn Beatrice Beckwith

‘Willia Lucylle Jones

Helen Beatrice Smith
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My tenderest tighes, too,
@o one J loge toith all my heart
And that One, dear, is You?

2
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CThe whole world
loves a lover

S0 they say-I hope
it's true,

Cause then the worlds
1n love with me
Cause I'm in love

y with you

L 18 Ang :.1” \

ADE IN USilke













@R-aq that sheepskin %/

of’ yours have years
and years of happiness
rolled upin it.




i

@%DUMION (SREETINGS W™

ONGRATULATIONS ON SUCH A SPLENDID
COMPLETION OF YOUR SCHOOL WORK, AND, EVERY
';\f GOOD WISH FOR A HAPPY AND SUCCESSFUL FUTURE.







M. and Mrs. A, M. Fmith

LAKIN STATE HOSPITAL LAKIN, W. VA,







(i

v
g
e

Q >% THERES NO

Ty

HAPPY S
BIRTHDAYLA A

S e Aty e

L L

g o

L ekt by

R ) B R

|
!
{3 ¥
}.

J\/Iaz:| the hours

of your Birthdaey,

Pring a happiness
that will last,

Ond leave you many y
fond memeories

lorg after your
Rirthday is past
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May you smile
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And laudh
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A Joyous Easter
CMay your heart be light and ga
On this peaceful ELagster dayg >
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Shaw University, Raleigh, N. C.




We live in deeds, not vears'iin'th'ughts, n@t breat%
In feelings, not in shadows om a @ gl

e should count time by heart-throbs,. He most lives

Who thinksmost, feels the noblest, acts the best.
: *—Eb FED Jamas.Bailey_
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