
I had a mouse (a real, live mouse) in my Olney 

Hall dorm room that really irritated me. I convinced 

the dorm mother, Mrs. Fusco—a very sweet, soft-

spoken woman—to come to my room, but when 

we got there someone had placed a stuffed mouse 

near my closet. Of course, Mrs. Fusco was quite 

relieved and then didn’t believe that there was 

really a mouse problem at all. To this day I don’t 

know who put the stuffed mouse in my room. 
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Sound off!
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I returned to my top-floor room 
in Olney Hall one afternoon to discover 
that my bed was teetering on the wall 
of the sleeping porch, right above the 
entrance to the dormitory! It didn’t take 
long to gather friends to help me pull the 
bed back where it belonged. I was sure 
I knew who had done it, so I called her 
brother, and he sent me a picture taken of 
her when she was a child. I saw to it that 
the picture was printed in the next edition 
of the Mills Weekly (now the Campanil). 
The perpetrator was my future sister-in-
law Aimee Wolff Minkin ’43. We have 
now lived next door to one another for 
35 years so you know there were no hard 
feelings! 

A favorite of the Class of 1952 
was ringing the Campanil chimes 52 
times and running fast. We also moved 
all the furniture from the Mills Hall liv-
ing room to the second floor. Aside from 
water bagging over the Mills Hall front 
portico, I think the best was removing 
bedroom doors (they came up by lifting 
them off the hinges) and installing them 
under the victims’ mattresses, awaiting 
discovery when victims finally decided 
to go to bed after a fruitless search. Good 
Lord, we were energetic!

For whatever reason, a holiday had 
been cancelled—it might have been 
Heyday Playday—and classes were to be 
held as usual. Someone (not me, really!) 
stole a piece of President Barbara White’s 
letterhead and wrote a memo restor-
ing the holiday and cancelling classes. 
The typed and signed (forged, of course) 
memo was taped up on the doors of all 
the dorms the night before and so every-
one went crazy and made plans to stay up 
late, sleep in, blow off whatever assign-
ments were due.… Administration con-
ceded defeat and we had our holiday.

When we cleaned out the storage 
area in our dorm, Reinhardt Hall, we 
found an enormous stuffed St. Bernard 
that we affectionately named “Ho-Bag.”  
A few weeks later, on a warm spring night, 

a group of us—including Therese Poncy 
’87, Karen Simi ’89, and Cindy d’Armand 
’87—enjoyed some “liquid refreshments,” 
then decided to explore the mysteries of 
the upper floors of Mills Hall, which had 
been closed since before we arrived on 
campus. Somehow we managed to pull 
down the fire escape ladder and climb in 
through an unlocked window.  

At some point, realizing our adventure 
would be nothing but a memory unless 
we did something about it, we climbed 
back down, ran to the dorm, and picked 
up Ho-Bag. We somehow managed to get 
him up the ladder in our inebriated state 
and placed him prominently in the center 
window of the fourth floor. 

A small room off the entry hallway in 
Ethel Moore Hall is called the Date Room, 
because in the old days when a gentle-
man came to call on a resident, they had 
to sit together in the date room under the 
supervision of an adult staff member. 

One of my dormmates had a date 
with a guy who had never been to Mills 
before, so my friends and I made arrange-
ments with her. My friend Rebecca, a 
theater major, dressed up in spinsterish 
clothes, pinned up her hair, and put on 
some spectacles. When the young man 
in question showed up he had to meet 
the “dorm mother” in the Date Room. He 
and his date sat there for almost half an 
hour while Rebecca peppered him with 
questions to determine his suitability. We 
watched from the next room, trying not 
to giggle too loudly. After he was given 
strict admonishments to have her home 
by 10 and to “act like a gentleman,” they 
were finally allowed to leave. I don’t know 
if he ever had the courage to come back 
for a second date!

During our senior year , we had a 
publication party for our literary maga-
zine, the Walrus. Two of my friends left 
the reception, taking with them one of 
the delicious sourdough bread bowls 
filled with spinach dip. A friend and I 
decided to “punk” them by sending them 
a letter on ASMC Academic Board letter-
head, stating that they were seen steal-
ing the spinach dip and potentially would 
not be able to walk the stage during 
Commencement. They both panicked; 
one was on the verge of tears. I let them 
sweat it out for almost 24 hours, then let 
the cat out of the bag. I endured a couple 
of their loving expletives, then we all had 
a huge laugh afterward. Yes, those spin-
ach dips were quite tasty. 

I also snuck into Mills Hall’s third floor 
with some friends on a bored night. We 
donned black outfits, berets, and flash-
lights, studied the frequency of security 
patrols, and climbed up the tree and fire 
escape. Spooky! There was a big stuffed 
St. Bernard dog in the top floor middle 
window—his silhouette got all of our 
adrenalin pumping!



Mills College 
5000 MacArthur Blvd. 
Oakland, CA 94613-1301

510.430.3312 
quarterly@mills.edu 
www.mills.edu

Address service requested

Periodicals postage paid at Oakland, CA 
and at additional mailing office(s)

Mills Quarterly

1 2

Celebrate  
Commencement 

May 15, 2010
Honor Mills’ recommitment to 

women’s education with Speaker

NANCY PELOSI

See page 6 for details


