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Enthusiasm Shown in Homecoming Decorations
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In Front of Old President's Honne

Close Up of Girls' Dorm Decoration

He Hung a Bulldog Before Being Scalped

'̂ Royal Ambassadors '̂ Pay Visit
More than  75 young m en  from  

various p a rts  of easte rn  N orth 
C arolina visited the Chowan 
College cam pus Saturday , Nov
em ber 15, w hen the college held 
its annual “ R oyal A m bassador 
D ay” .

The teen-age b o y s ,  the ir 
leaders and  p a ren ts  a rr iv ed  a t 
the college S a tu rday  afternoon 
a t  3 o’clock. A fter m eeting  Cho
wan P res id en t B ruce E . W hita
ker and o ther officials of the 
college, they  w ere conducted on

a tour of the buildings and 
grounds. T h e  guests rem ained  
for the evening m eal in the col
lege dining room , and attended 
Chowan’s Satu rday  night foot
ball gam e w ith Colum bian P rep .

B. W. Jackson , Royal A m bas
sador S ecre ta ry  for the B aptist 
S tate Convention of N orth C ar
olina, a rran g ed  the p rog ram  of 
activ ities in conjunction with the 
Chowan Public R elations De
p artm en t.

By GENEVA CONGLETON
The students of Chowan w ere 

really  en thusiastic  about Home
com ing, judging from  the m any 
colorful and  in teresting  decora 
tions.

The cabins, w hich w ere gaily 
decorated , had  captions such as: 
“Go B raves, Go” , “ H ave Ball 
Will Score” , and “Go B rav es” .

The boys’ dorm  had  for its 
decoration  a m ina tu re  football 
field w ith “ Go B rav es” as the ir 
them e.

The Columns, w inner of firs t 
prize for the dorm s, had for its 
decoration  two dressed  m ane- 
quins. One dressed  in brown, 
rep resen ted  the “Brown L ady” , 
the o ther w as dressed  as a typi
cal Chowan m ale student. This 
depicted the route of the “Brown 
L ady” by the boys. They also 
routed the girls from  the Col
um n^ building into the ir n e w  
dorm . The caption read , “We 
cam e. We saw. We conquered— 
afte r 108 y e a rs .”

F irs t prize for the cabins w ent 
to the old p residen ts home, 
which had two of the m ost 
original decorations on compus. 
The m ost outstanding of which 
showed a slightly dilapidated 
automobile w ith the words, “ If 
you think th is is a w reck, w ait 
until you see W ingate.”

Last, but certa in ly  not least, 
the g irls’ dorm  fea tu red  th ree 
in teresting  and authentic  deco
rations. The firs t showed an In
dian B rave  and a bulldog. The 
bulldog w as sitting in a pot and 
the caption read , “Hey B raves, 
w hat do you you w an t to eat? 
We k n o w ,  defeated Bulldog 
m e a t!” N ext w as a cardboard  
ch arica tu re  of Little Lulu hold
ing a box of K leenex and saying, 
“ Go Blow, W ingate” . The last 
decoration showed a  som ew hat 
ba tte red  bulldog slowly m aking 
his w ay tow ard  t h e  R estover 
Tourist Home.

Many Religious 
Denominations 
In Enrollment

This y ea r Chowan has  the 
la rg es t num ber of students en
rolled in its history , w hich is 
407. T here a re  342 boarding 
students, 332 living on cam pus. 
Ten of these students are  living 
off cam pus in the homes of 
fam ilies in M urfreesboro. There 
a re  274 freshm an  and 129 sopho
m ores.

Chowan also has 65 day  stu 
dents, 59 being boys and 6 girls.

Chowan has seven d ifferent 
s ta tes  rep resen ted  here  and 
th ree foreign countries. The 
s ta tes  are  A labam a one. Dele- 
w are four, New York one. North 
Carolina 289, V irginia 103. The 
foreign countries a re  Cuba four, 
Thialand two and Iran  t w o .  
■ T here a re  eleven different de
nom inations rep resen ted  on the 
cam pus: 213 B aptist, 75 M eth
odist, seven P resb y te rian s, 12 
C hristian, two L utherians, two 
M orm ans, two M oravians, o n e  
C hurch of C hrist, one F ree  Will, 
six Catholics, and 11 E piscopa
lians.
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Attend Press Meet
The th ree  faculty  m em bers  of 

the G raphic  A rts departm en t 
attended  the E as te rn  North 
C arolina P re s s  A ssociation m eet
ing, held in Goldsboro F riday  
and Saturday , N ovem ber 7-8.

Mr. John  McSweeney, director 
of the departm en t, Mr. William 
B. Sowell and Mr. Harold F. 
Brown, instruc tors , repo rt they 
ta lked w ith m any  new spaper 
publishers who have contributed 
m achinery  and m oney to pro 
m ote the Roy P a rk e r  School of 
P rin ting . I t w as the m em bers  
of this association who also fu r
nished the funds for the e rec 
tion of the school’s building.

M any of the publishers employ 
g radu a tes  of the school of 
printing, two of whom work on 
the Goldsboro News-Argus. R e
quests for th is y e a r ’s g radua tes  
w ere m ade, and added to the 
already  standing list, the  num 
ber of requests  approx im ate  the 
candidates for graduation.

WE CAMEVyE 
W 'E  c r i N n i  i f : P C D .

THE COLUMNS DECOR—Now a boys' dorm, the Brown Lady is 
shown being made to walk the plank from the second story cf 
the old Columns building—and after 106 years spoking.

Brown Lady Visits New Dorm
By BARBARA ANNE BYRD
Around four o’clock, Tuesday 

m orning, Nov. 11, the g irls in 
the dorm  w ere suddenly aw aken
ed by people running up and 
down the halls and m aking 
strange  noises. To add to all 
this, they also h eard  chains r a t t 
ling, and saw  the erie  light of a 
candle. They w ere quite puzzled, 
but when a key began unlocking 
the doors, they knew th a t the 
long aw aited  v isit from  the 
Brown Lady had come.

Doors w ere opened, and the 
girls w ere told to get the ir coats, 
shoes and to bring a  pillow case 
along. They w ondered why the 
case  w as necessary , but found 
out when they joined the other 
freshm en and tran sfe r  students 
dow nstairs. The case  w as to put 
over the ir heads to keep them

from  seeing w here they were 
being taken.

F inally , all the g irls were 
ready , and then  began  w hat 
seem ed to them  like hours of 
m arch ing . A ctually , they were 
only taken  to the ag  building by 
a  round-about course across 
cam pus and the football field. 
Then they shook hands w ith the 
Brown Lady. Upon touching her 
hand they felt som ething cold 
and sticky. This w as ketchup.

Then they had  to rem ove the ir 
shoes and step  into sev e ra l holes 
containing egg shells, ice, crush 
ed  bananas, and  m ud. There 
were quite a few scream s. A fter 
the o rdeal everyone w ent back to 
the dorm  w here re freshm ents  
w ere served.

This w as an  experience, the 
g irls won’t  fo rget for quite a 
while.

HERPS TO THE BROWN LADY
The following poem about the annual visit of the 

“Brown Lady” to Chowan College was authored by Mrs. 
Ethleen Underwood of Murfreesboro, a Chowan graduate. 
She along with other Murfreesboro ladies, has kept the 
“Brown Lady” alive.

Here’s to the Brown Lady, a Chowan Tradition,
Of whom tales are told in many editions.
Some say she was tall, gaunt and severe,
Some say she was sweet and her memory revere.
Now, like all tales of the dim yesterdays 
The details are lost, but the memory stays.
And the memory that’s sweetest and always remains— 
Is that she loved Chowan and her name’s still the same— 
Brown Lady.
Some say that she came here, a girl bright and gay— 
She wore taffeta frocks that would rustle and sway,
As she swept down the halls or swept down the stairs—
In her little-girl manner or grown-up airs
So, that memory remains and the name that she gained
Was there, as today—Brown Lady.
Now, the story’s confused of this lady’s decease,
Some say she had fever and made her demise 
But the tale that I like is one that began 
In the year ’63 and here’s how it ran:
She loved a tall lad, handsome and fair
But alas! tho a Southerner, his heart was not there.
So disowned by his family and scorned by his friends. 
Forsaken by all, save his Brown Lady dear,
He mounted his steed and rode sadly away 
With a promise to come back and claim her some day. 
Now a tryst they had kept ’neath the soft sighing pines. 
And a vow they had made—these were the lines:
“My love it is thine, now, and all the tomorrows 
And I swear to be true thru joys and all sorrows 
Tho death should o’ertake me. I’ll come back some way 
To claim you my darlin’ if God says I may.”
They would meet there again for ’twas there she would 
wait
’Til the bitter war ended on some distant date—
Then a m essage came one day, so they say, and told how 
the lad died in battle far away—
The Brown Lady wept for she knew how her love had 
suffered to take arms against friends and brother.
Her laughter grew stilled and her heart quietly broke— 
’Til she died one night at 12 on the stroke.
So if you heaf rustlings on the stairs, thru the hall
Or see her going tripping thru the pines in the fall
Or, if by chance, you should see her one night
Stroll ’neath the pines in the melting moonlight
She’ll be keeping her “tryst” with her lover, they say.
For she know’s he’ll come back as he promised that day.

The End.


