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Each day we climb apoard Mrs. Boutelle's Ark.
We set sail" in the morning and return laughing and
hapEy and a little bit wiser than when we Set qut. And
we know that, sad as we are to land at the end of a
class, we shall sail away the next day on a wondrous
journey of knowledge and adventure,

When our Noah Came we were noisy sophomores.
Our teachers tell us that we are still noisy, but we
know that during the past three years Mrs. Boutelle
has subtly molded us_as people and has helped us to
%row In évery way. She cares aboyt us not oply as a

istory class but-as individual students and friends.
She understands each of us, our worries and our
ambitions, and she is always eager to advise and to

heIRIus. _ \
0ah invokes Thomas Jefferson, urges us to "Be
specific!", and comes in each morning laden with
ma%azmes and paper-backs and suggestions for qur
rea |n(r1. She s often found debatmg a point with her
students long after a class has endgd. ,

. We know her as a friend who is gentle, kind and
glvmq, She has made our three year vo a%e exciting
nd stimulating, and we shall be very sad to walk
down the gang—EIank f the Ark and wave good_—b e

to her. BUf we know. that as long as our Noah is at
Miss Fine's, she will bring other classes aboard the
Ark, and all will know what we have known — the joy
In voyaging.



Sara Holmes Boutelle
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"What a twister!" gasped Dove to Oriole,
as a cyc one whirled across the deck ofthe’

. urncane Mtneola must be_passing
th rou ' She was almost right. The ani-
mal urKAsudden y came to stop, re-
veal |n arch Hare in a heap. Each of his
hind eet was attached to a roller-skate
with the wheels still spinning. Quel faux-
menage! March Hare grinned from_his
landing place and waved a paw to his
fnends "Ciao! How was that for speed?

Dove and nole collapsed in hysterics.

'All right, Hare ' Orjole sang out. "We
Want to' know the missing_Link."

March Hare glggled "WeII to tell the
truth — I've got'a Secret. You see, | was
ust testln(r] Calvin's theory of predestina-
jon. First | pick a place as my destination.
Then | launch m self Into motion . . . If |
reach the prrn place, thatis "pre-
destination” through Buddha, and |f I goof,
then it's due to obstructton by Boodle=
heimer." At this point, March Hare shot
an |nd|Enant ook towards the Crow's nest.
thNhﬁt Ind of reasoning Is that?" asked

"WeII " said the scientific dove, "It
isn't deductive or |nduct|ve reasonmg,
it must be SEDUCTIVE reasoning!

Hare laughed % "Dove, you have
betrayed your Natiorial Merit. Take care,
or | shall’make a scandal in the Crazy .
Column which Beagle has assigned mé in
the Ark's log."

The gong Tang for tea, Hare jumped to
his feetand dasfied away on his wmged
sandals for a different Kind of "pre-
destination.” "Where are you gomg’) sang
Dove and Oriole,

"Oh dear! 1 forgo four o'clock
interview W|th the atter | hope the
tea IS ready!

Orjole and Dove were suspicious —
they flew down the open galley hatch to
food level and peaked under the door of the
Senjor Sittizens Room. "I don't see a thing, "
said Oriole, "but | could care — this jazz
really sends me." Both she and Dove jit -
terbugged outside the door. But Noah Came
along™and broke up the party. Oriole sighed,

P duty for a week — what an anti-
climax! All because of that Mad Hatter."
And tpe wonderful piano music of the hare
marched on . . .



. "Phew!" said Raccoon, overladen with
life-jackets, upon arriving on deck.

) [s that Raccoon?" Llama asked Shetland
ony.
'yl think so, " said Ponr, "But I'm not

sure, Itjust_m|ght be a [ife-preserver.
ove?rjaden with Raccoons! Shall we go find

ut’

By the time they reached her, Raccogn
was ‘sitting in the middle of the deck, with
the life preservers strewn around her. "l
have dro?ped m¥ life-preservers, " she
sald matter-of-tactly. "Would you mind
helping me pick them up?"

Not at all, " said Pony.

1
n

. "And when you're finished ... " con-
tinued Raccoon. . . _
"When we’re finished . . . ” said Llama

suspiciously. o

You may be mal first victims!
announced Raccoon, ) _

VICTIMS! Victims for what?" exclaimed
both animals, as they quivered jokingly on
their little hooves. _

"Well, it's this way. Beaver said we
must practice for the flood, and she has
made me in charge of Ilfe,—r%ackets S0 |
must fit each one”of YOU in one of THESE."
And she held up. a life jacket — size 59!

| shall start with you, Pony. You look like
: gg&%SUb\J/\?eﬁlt'lloka But do you think yo
— wel y. BU u thi U
could start with a size that's 4 litde  °
smaller? _

"Hm. Of coyrse. Here's one, " said
Raccoon, and she proceeded to incarcerate
Pony in the life-jacket.

Isn't it a little large?" asked Pony
SkaHCﬁHy. o o

Well, “maybe " said Raccoon, "Seeing
that it's a size 46, but it can always be
altered. Let's see now. This ought to do
it." And Raccoon seized a lpose thread
between her teeth and pulled and pulled on
it. Then she tied it carefully with her
dextrous paws. When she ldoked up she saw
a s[,|\%/htly greener Shetland Pony. =~

ell, 1t's smaller, anyway, " said

ama.
"Not bad, " said Raccoon. "Wasn't
that the dinner bell, Llama? _
"I think so, Let's go. They're having
cheese-cake for dessgrt!" And the two ani-
mals scooted off to dinner, leaving Po?r
Pony to wrestle out of the life-jacKet all by

herself.

Cynthia Ann Bull



Sally Anne Campbell

Beaver dashed onto the Ark with a cheery
"Hi, gang! It's me!" and a very warm
smilg. Immediately she went fo Noah to
see if everything was ship-shape. "Do you
think we'll"be able to have a dress rehearsal
so that everyone will know what to do when
the flood comes?" she asked. =

"Heavens, what a marvelous idea!
said Noah, and they hoth went off to look at
the weather report.

Soon Beaver was back. "Okay, _gan%,
we'vegust got to get every_th_lnq ship-shape
so that we will have a terrifically run ship.
This means a terrific deck crew."

Raccoon came rushing over. “Listen —
I've got my committee réally _workmg[, “and
we have just about everyone”fitted out in
life-jackets." ]

ood grl_ef! said Beaver, "How won-
derful! But listen, I've %ot a fabulous idea,
and | think we ou?ht to have Dove call an
Ark meeting really soon.”

Oka)B said Raccoon, and she ran off
and got Dove and all the anjmals. _

. "Listen, gang, " Beaver began, "l think
with all this Tehearsing for the flood, we're
a pretty efficient bunch, so why don't we
put on a play! =

How nedt, " said everyone, ,

_"S0 gang, let's have some suggestions, "
said Beaver,

Well_--we could do the GLASS
MENAGERIE, sugPested literary Shetland
Pony, "but that wotfdn't be too a prolo_nate."

“Good grief! No, it wouldn't, " replied

eaver. _
. "We could do an opera," suggested Night-

ingale . _ :
"And | could be fifteenth bass, " inter-

jected Ch|gmunk.

"How about domg THE TEMPEST?" said
sensible Koala Beal. "It’s a really neat
play. 1know from experience.” .

"Now THAT'S agoodidea, “saidBeaver,
and - what's more, it's making the most
of what we haye — RAIN! _

"I 'want to be Ariel! | want to be Ariel!"
chirped Oriole, flying around Beaver's .
head. Soon all the"animals started barking,
meowing, growlmP, chirping, makm? sU
?ESIIOHS for the play. Beaver couldn't at-
empt to keep them “quiet. She just snuck
out of the crowd, went to her cabin, and
started making lists and plans of her own.



"Oh, misere!" cried the distraught
March Hare, who was madly pulling out
tufts of hair'in grave distress. "We are
cursed with the ‘antediluvian blues." A
Iar%e raindrop sﬁlashed onto the deck and
with a stroke of ner powerful foot Hare
8round out the offensive bl otc "Out, out,

amned spot!” she cried, and bumped
straight into the quiet fawn and the eadle
who Were erectrnrt; a volleyball net on'the
S orts deck. All three fell down with a

cra

"Ouch"' exploded March Hare. Gentle
Fawn gotu ughrn Iey and offered the hare
Gprec favorité cheese-cake

rvrnlg n to the temptatron of food is the
SYND OME or ern srn prone, isn't it?”
she said March are ooked qurzzrcal
"Well, vrce Snice g 3ree ats
on your mind, are’P added Fawn. "l

isnt March yet, you know." Hare scratched
her head with a sigh, contemplating the
portron of manna from the maon in°longjng.

| fear the great flood, Fawn, " she sajd.

"Captajn Noah is a marvelous sailor, but

none of the other passengers know how to

lash ctahvasborthbr celtheC nl]taSt\? of the Ark,

except maybe the agile Colt. You never can

teﬁ \that Ight happen. Either we shall Colleen Coffee
complete the voyage, or go down with the

Sh'R [ feel like an Ancient Mariner .

with lead wei ht? in_each foof!

Fawn staréd far into the distance,
smoothed her sleek coat, and smiled. "You
must not worry about the flood, Hare.
Think of the frshes who live hapﬁpry In the
sea. | know a good hook in the
[ibrary, which explains about everyGthrn
fishy,” called THE COMPLEAT ANGL
| betieve Noah recommended it for our

super—frshal collection. Just a sec’; I'll

run an get it for you. Y
I wa% awn sped on her Iong graceful

e s

hat a DEER she is!" ghsérved > b
le, perchrn% on the head ofourHare i
e have the best arguments about every >*

thrngl" Fawn returned, laden with a
of appropriate literature in assorted srzes
and colors for the other animals to read.

All one could see of her, behind the stack 'oa by
of hooks, was a bobbing white tail, nose, A ‘ﬁ...o Py
and a pair of far-away blue_eyes. Noah NI

was thrilled to find such initiative in a | :
passenger.



Christine Mary Davies

Lron | have somethrnq_lto ask you
said Shetland Pony. "That are asked me
a very strange questron and | haven't
beenoerr]ble to answer It sout it What

Pon on worry about i a
did she a i )

sk Yo

eII h/ asked me jf | had ever seen
a prnk e ePhant and | said why no, of
course not, there are no such things as
Pink Elephants.. They're mere PIGMENTS
of our imaginations.” But Hare said they
really do exist, and that Lought to try “and
find one because no Ark is complete with-
out a pink elephant.”

eII — now that js odd, " said Lion.
Drd sh egrve you any idea where you could

"WeII sort of. She said | could find
them in AfriCAR."

Hm, Afrrc AfriCAR AfrrCAST
mumbled Lion to herself. "That is a pos-
sibility. But have you asked Boodleheimer?
BoodIgheimer knows all. and what he
doesn t know, AARDVARK knows. "

never thou ht of that, Hare thought

(a ?utsmarted she ﬁid but
Zoun S ague on her! Inte Irgence wise,
Boodl jeheier and Aardvark kngt ALL
Thats quite rnght Pony. But how did
HAR ever see a Pink ant?'

"She didn't. She read a out it in the Zoo

Exchange Booklet and she thought that |
would know all about it. "

"Well, she may have somethrng there
But Unicorn might know, too. She's been
all over the world, and 'she knows about
everlyt ing unreal."

gRour Pardon Lion. Pink Ele-
phants A rea And P ”on y crinkled up her
nose rn mock rs ain, "Th e¥ are pink rea
an ch eerr{ real. Andt elr rrﬂhtness will
ta et e ace of_sunshine in a

Y rain. Therefore it is my moral

oblrgatron to find a Pink Elephant, “and
that's all there is to it.’

m - Good thought, Pony, good
thought.” And they both ‘went off“in search
of Pink Elephants.



~ One mght as Noah sat in his deck chair,
listening to the scalloped waves lap aqamst
his ship, he saw a nightingale gracefully
balanced on the narrow rail. Her big dark
eyes were looking far out to sea as iftry-
mgi t%deude where the oceans stop. Thé
ship began to rock, and Father Noah,
fearful Tor the_?e_nﬂe and pensive creature's
safety, asked if it woyld not be better to

erch on the arm of his deck chair to view
he night. The mgh_tm ale explained with
artistjc pride that if she swayed when the
ship aid and moved one wing~2 1/4 times
she would be fine. However; she thanked
Noah very much, admiring him for his
Intelligent forethought. Then she neatly
adjusted her smoothi, dark wing to givé
welght to her decision.

A cool wind blew against her, and Noah,
thlnkln? his traveler very refreshing, found
he wanted to talk to her.

. "Did you happen to see my. passenger. .
list?” he asked. "It is becoming very diffi-
cult to remember the names of all my ani-
mals, and | do want to get to know them all
as soon as possible.” *

. "No, 1 have not seen it, " said the perfect
bird. "But I shall tell youa secret about
ME: | am an enchanted Russian Princess
who was changed into a nightingale to sing
songs of the tender South.” With that she.
flew off Noah's deck chair back to the rajl-
Ing and be%an smgmq_,I soft_ley melodioysly.
Noah was tharmed. He quiétly listened to
her, and dozed off, dreaming’of his en-
chanted nightingale and her Soft song.

Dianne Elizabeth Drake
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aptain Noah es reen lifeboat on
the(ho%zon asma salf% |ensn|de eum eg

up and down, rocking the vessel WI| y
Even Boodleheimer in the crow's nest
reco n|zed that shrill monotone "Ahoy!l’ ve
got SOMETHING to tell you!" It was Chi
munk, oah giggled to see her scamper up
a hawser. Her perk brown fail waved at
the animals on deck |n|greet|n verEone
athered around to heai h
led with %Iee and out of
one urstln che K ouchf | 3 bi furr)ﬁ
animal! WAS that em arassmg Ip-
munk be specific!” said N
ka)b chuckled Chipmunk." Aardvark,
BE GOO ver body, this is g friend for
Boodleheimer! stha cooI or s it cool?"
It Was WONDERFUL, Chip always ac-
complished her m|35|ons .. She sailed
the Connect|cut River to a farge [ndian
Poe where Aar vark happened o be
sitting on the Raven, and stuffed him into
her bottomless pouch. The Raven was so
ha pt[) that he cIa|med to be Chip's blood
rother from Gary, Indiana. But poor
March Hare was just being sick in the fire-
bucket. Chip jumped up_ in"the nick of time
with a Kleenex. Up in the crow's nest,
ﬁ]aﬂd}}/saorrlf and Boodleheimer were clapping



Noah stood on the deck talking to several
of the animals, when a small, ngat dove
suddenly. flew out of the Ark and landed on
the rail”in their midst. Immediately they
taeI#]t_st%ﬁ)ped talking and looked at her at-

vely.

_"We_X/e just had an Ark meeting, " she
said quietly, "and decided that | should ﬁ;o
check on the stadium, where all those fiu-
mans are, pretty soon. Okay? We've really
got to do somethm% about 1t; We CAN'T
miss that game. —and they may start it any
minute now. What do you think?" The dove
preened her white feathers and looked
quizzically at the group.

think it's a marvelous idea, " said

Noah, "but according to the weather bureau
It's gomg to start raining right away."

il A Bkl e SO Virginia Mason E
u . "But'w
%Imos_tyat Richmond, and |_t’syalways _ Irginia ason mer
beautiful there. It cant rain! And according
to mathematical calculations, it's only . .=."
the dove frowned, concentratm?, then
quickly laughed. "I know, exactly 305 1/4
milgs from" Princeton, and that's’ not far Vb,
S0 it shouldn't be going to rain there either. f#/
Besides, | want to"do Something different. oy Lf /v
I'll fly to Princeton, and 1f 1t's raining I'll v
bring”back Olive (whom | left in mY r Iy alb
rowboat). If it's not raining, I'll stay and L
watch tfie game, then bring you back'the \
score. Ok_e%? _

The animals chorused their agloroval.

CI'I1 be back as soon as possible, " she
said and, taking another quick look at the
big dark clouds, added "Fruit!" disgustedly
and flew off into the sky.
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All the anrnhals had come aboard,
eyening was and clouds were bedrn
nrn to obscuret i sun. Inthe ast
9 en 'H skwan salled”in and came to
ﬁst on the deck rail mttr] ?tern here

she comman ed view of all the Ark’
ga\ssen ers. Under one wrngawas t%c d]a

te, un er another a paint brus
an A %cate lowering vine wouyn

g er nec and t ai

Q r] moo 8racealé[ﬁ!}/nels
th e telrgt ands nqazedb kgn
ol eW”A%HS e S0
800 ly creature argt ere here!
rave new world, that has such people

BeaverI Prd you hear tha xc#armed

jon exclte %resa ran 0. our
agr wan owst g lines already. 1just
rd her say some!

hat are you talking about, Lion?"
asked Swan.
"Why, we re uttrn onTHETEMPEST
exPIarned eavF fJorne them at thrs
e]re ookrr[r)d or a nand
knowt d part ou eyer pa |t
Oh, no,. I've never Qeen In the
Plertgge —-1'just-er--er-know some o the

"That means you know them al| " said
he sa eaverygo you're our "Admired

lranda’.
"No, no!” crie Swan in est, "Really,

IwouPdntbe q% enough fnr}i esides Y

ve lanned other.things Prt IS vogar%er
orng to ractrcet ute and Pr

and writ nets and | earn er

(S s

ou re stage --I
e = e

song k nd of eaven no(\!v \ﬁe
ene painfer ou can 0o a
that otfter sfc)daf nﬁe you're waiting for

el i others™ Bear greats%et? S

%rrm he win

ﬁ y ﬂos my Ferdinand going
to he?" war ﬁd Swan.

Oh, ‘we haven't decided on him yet.
You can help us choose. You come,” too,

0

think, " sardS n, with a bemused
look in her ear %es wa P]ndt he
actor Y\)’ 0 would be the tif (erdrnan
woud eto have them all read Donne.’
Donne!" exc arnaednLron "hut 1t's

Shakespeare 91 g
S wa wasgt%wrousé the mterruptr%

l<now used, drea Ink
|l marry the Irst swan who eads me
Jon onne.



One morning the animals awoke to find
the decks and the rarIrngs covered Wrth
quffy white snow %/one jumped out

béd, put on woo y m tens and muff ers
and ran up on dec hom should they find

ut Rerndeer slipping and sliding on two
ong arreI staves.

Jat on earth are you doing?" ex-
claimed Beaver,

"1'm skrrngl" said Reindeer. "In Norway
| always ski!

"Well, how d'ya like that, " said Beaqle
to Colt. "First we swim and now we skil

h Beagle, " said Rerndeer Anjybo y
can ski. It's really fun! Watch!"
fﬁteerrnsdkelrgr slid gracefully down the deck on

"Well, " said Beaver skeptrcallt(]
doesn't look too drffrcult Do you have any
more harrel staves?’

"Sure, " said Reindeer. "They're down
in the galley, And while you're down tnere,
coud ou brrn me that ittle vase of

dand e ons In dyca in?
sar Beaver and away she went.
Soon she was back, P ling a whieelbarrow
loaded with barrel’ staves,” with one solitary
vase of dandelrons on top.
Ki-kil" chuckled Reindeer, taking the
dandelions. "They're not ‘wegetables” but
[ Tove them "

"Oh no, " said Beaver laughing. "Come

on! Teach us how to skj!" )

aJy replied Reindeer. "But first —
Music! Jazz! Sheepd g went below and
brought up some Louis Armstrong records.
When everyone had her skjs fastened to
her paws, Sheepdog turned on the recoyds,
and Reindeer sfarted down the deck. The

other animals followed, slushing and slip-

ping and laughin ? ily. "Oh boy!" cried
Reindeer ingvitanly.
"L ook at us snow- Iow exclaimed

Koala Bear and Marc

a heap on ton |ra fe. The){) oo ed

up, and.what should they see but Noa

being hilariously steered along on the arms

of Rerndeer and’Beaver,
L.up, ° "said Reindeer. "Come on and

ski- twrst

Everyone whrzzed around the deck, and
when they were thoroughly exhaysted, they
all went rnsrde where“enterprisin
Siamese Cat and
late and delicious peach snow-cream.

Hare, coIIapsrng in

Scotty had made ﬁot choco-

Magnhild Turid Helland



Alice Jacobson

The jolly beagle, rushed up the gané;
plank with a IongP galley sheet an a
new paper-back “clenched i her teeth
Plunke these down on the deck at Noah
eet and then, cocking her head, with h

dears tlopping over to one side, eaIIed
out 0 N0 one in partrcular "Look, do
dont dig this rain!

h, “Beagle, "cried Noah, picking up
the book, "How wonderful of you! The very
[atest thing on the NEWEST frontier. Now
we have everything. Whats a long voyage
without some hrnq to read?’

WeII, happened to be down. in
the Village %/ou know, that den and Ir]ust
hap pence i0 et this riew itle Byt Noa
—wou oupease urckkrproof read this
|ast gaIIey or me? — for the assen%er
list? T've ‘misspelled pterodactyl twic
ready, and the prrnters livid.

"' II do it ri taway We haventmuch
time, ook at e rain°N
Noah! |'ve ot aterrrfrc idea.
| think the ARK ought to"have its own news-
Rlacg)er and a swell"name occurred to me;
Ews — short for NOAH’S NEWS —

et
’ "WeII " said Noah dubiously, "it will
probably be a fairly accurate name, but
doesn't’it —uh —seem a trifle negative

fo
yOh you haven't heard it all yet. Our
slogan ‘would be *No news is good news . . .
| guess you're right," said Noah. "it's
worth’a try,” anyway. Now how are you
going to gef your l15ts and menus printed
Up It
d "' m gorng to send them out to my father
right away, Dy the dove. He'll get if'to us
In"no trme Oh, where's March Hare? I've
%t somet ing terrrfrc to tell her . . .
ARE! Guess what! While | was down in
he Village, 1 met this man who has found
a [ot of letters by Sotha Peabody, and he's
doing a new hooK .. Now, HOW
d'yelike THAT?”



Giraffe was anxiously pazrng qut of a
port-hole at the gloomy”cfouds which
menaced the ArK. "Goodness!” she said,

| am so afrard that the Flood will make
us all forgot Christmas."

"Oh, o, " laughed the merry bunny,
"The Animal Frigndship Society would
never allow that to happen. Bedgle has al-
ready promrsed to print 'AuId ang Syne'
cargst or our reunion. o i

ut Giraffe was in a very blug moo
She shook her head sadfly and would not
cheer up. Just then somebody came to_her
rescue. Up bounded the happy tiger with a
wonderful idea. "C'mon, you mournful
creatures! We need some Bep on this Ark,
not sadness. How about a PARTY!"

"Marvelous!™ agreed the Sheepdog, full
of enthusiasm. Koala Bear bounced up to
second the motion. "A bonne jdee!" she
sald to March Hare and they danced a
polka in anticipation.

Tiger was fast becoming the center of

Atention. Her eyes burned bright andh
tail switched from srde”to srde as plans
prew fast and furrous g %an
et's have Ideas! Everybody has fo

"Thats rr%ht Tiger, " added Beagle
"the only Party"is Democratic!
"A pooprnP party Is the easiest, because
all you have to do I3 be a p arty pooper!
sugqested the wry Siamese ca
vote, for a bridge party . y
have a parntrn% party for THE TEMPEST?"
Walt a mjnute!” yeIIed Tiger putting a
paw OVer each ear. eagle you may print
he invitations. Say: All ats called for a
IG SURPRISE tonight —even 00pers
welcome! Unicorn, wou Ind making
e decorations with Cot ramese you're
hep cat! | know you'd love to make a
scrumptious concoction in the galley! | need
i S B
ush up sw
gb gn p d she dargced off
y streamers at the Ark Tradrng Post,
seven bells, Captain Noah was making
aroutrne tour of the Ark. He strode into

(pass%n ers’ ounge and — y
word! a transto matronI he exclaimed.
All the anrmals confronte hrm with
orange"’ola er hats an gady bows on th rr
zalls %/Brrt ay, dear Noah!" t

crred and a flood of congratulations poured

rth.
Grraffe pn%r[yled "Who dare frame thy
aru ym ry? Tiger, you're a social
cspel!

Kathryn Kilgore



Joan Merrill Knapp
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The taII g|raffe sk|pPed gracefully onto
the Ark Pur ple bow ouncmg gaily in
her long,. blond mane. She sat down’in a
deck chair, stretched out hey long Je s
and hegan a lively conversation with
captain, wh o was relaxing nearby.

Did you hear, captain, " began the
g|raffe |n a Br|t|sh accent, "that the sky

IS goIn
: 9How simply frightfull" said Noah.

Oh and_do you'know what is even more
scandafous’) I've left Koko at the queen-hee
house, and Ive competeY orgotten my
happiness pills. How shall I ever cheer
pfg Slg gjo and keep them from getting de-

d "One_can always smile, " said Noah. "I
think Jefferson said THAT."

"Why, smilel How super! What ater
ribly cite idea! It completeI}; skipp
mind. | know everyone will be so un a y
that the sky Is gomg to fall, so 1 must go
cheer then up Tmmediately. Well, 1 sha
see you, captain.” She hopped up from a
deck’ chair and rushed over to a koala bear
and a raccoon who were just coming ontg
the Ark. She began to cheer them up with
her sunshine smile, and as she did, her
Rurgle bow flounced happily on top of her



A shining black oriole suddenly shot out
of the Ark, “and djd several fast ballet turns
In the air whrIe singing lougly. Sh e spofted
Noah, and perched gracefully on the side
rail next to him,

"Hey there, Noah!” she sard "Its
RAINING again! Could h no, mg
orange and lack eathers are om to fade
But I cou care, mg Yale f rren oesnt
lik et em anyway, Besides, I ound this
cowb OK hat from Colorado. It's not purple,
but |t rnk it's cool. Let's all DO some-
thing. I'know --when we hit the City, we
can all go o the theater! Igust ove the
theater That's where I'|l be when | grow

| won't qrow up! | could caré if |
never do I'd red ?/ rath er Just ance and
srn forever. Would that be cool?

?o to France But, if | HAVE to grow
VI[; m gorngg to do jUSt what | want 0.

atc hl Like thjs!

The oriole flew strarght up,. high intg
the air, and did three béautiful fIrps She
soared over Noah's head. "Noah!™ she
called, "WHEN are we gett|n1q to New York?
This boat is slower than the Tre'n Transit!®

Ellen Ruth Levy



Marieluise Luckhardt
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Hippity, hopﬁlty there Went Kanmchal *
Skl |n%downt deck yelling alter Koala
ear entteuse %tf(W'fh ou? t

h, nothing, " said Koala Bear, stopping.
| ust can't ﬂugsh this rain. But what's vat hg

Kaninghal 2"

Not In? s with me!" and she smiled

one of her Tamous soft smiles, and wiggled
her little p|X|e like ears, "Arma virumgque
cano . she began. "That's Latin,
emeuse._|'ve been studying it becau'se

ey say it's the lost Ianguag%e and | don't
at all see why. | want to'find it, Ever}éone
speaks Frenc and some speak Russki
and Swan speaks German, which makes me
feel quite at home, but | want to fm? some-
one who_speaks Latin, besides 'Gallia est
omnis divisa In partes tres, ' that is.
There's some strange dialéct called 'Pig
Lat|n | wonder where that's spoken.

ay e |n Provmma

| think they speak it in Tre-en,
saig Koala "but don’t sweat the small
stuff — Caesar hasn't hit Tre-en yet. But

mﬂg)—n(s f!m' |ts lost,

and Iwantao find it. On%e heard some
eo ePaym(I;arecor some lady

Fitzgerald, and it was cooool, as you
say over here, But | thought it would be
even coooler if it were In Latin, and then
Latin, wouldn} be lost. Just listen, geme-
use: 'Arma virumque cano, be—bopaluba
Tr0|ae qui primus ab oris, cha-cha-cha'

I 'Tantae molls erat Romanam condere
gentem sha-boom.
That's p rett¥ cool, Kaninchal, but can
0U tW|st to It? Those humans won't even
isten unless they can do the Twist."

h, gemeusé, " said Kaninchal, and
she laughed and Iauqhed and laughed. "
courge Ott#] cantdotlh,eptvanst ttt? t|ht tYou
can do atything to it!" And with that,
Kamnchalyflewgdown the deck, plrouettlntrt
and twisting as she went. Koala looked a
her amazed, and shook her head quizi-
cally. "Boy, " she said. "She's sure Potten
into the swing of things mighty quickfy!’

little bunny rabbit in German



Poor Scotty! She had come all the way to
the United States from auld Edinburgh just
to see her cousins in Natchez, and what
happened? Noah said that they would have
to sail up North because there were too
many hurricanes down South. Scotty was
so sad, but she decided that she had better
do the best she could even if she weren'
?nom down South. There were some ani-
als on the Ark who were bored or sick
and Scotty knew hust how to heIEt em. For
the_bored” ones, she brought hooks, fasci-
nating ones, difficult ongs, hilarious ones.
It seémed to the other animals that Scotty
had read every book written, and in addi-
tion she alwa s new where they were and
how to get thém quickl brought out
Samue Pe&ys an PRIDE AND PREJUDICE
d for th emtellectual ones, Palmer
and Virgl for those sick animals,
Scotty dsomethmg even better, She bor-
rowed a wheel-barrdw, heaped it with hooks
and went from one bed to the next, g|V|ng
all the sick animals books to read. And
Scott read too and. made elaborate pIans to
organize I|brar|es in zoos and jungles and
forests, ' because sthelkntewlthaEJI a}nmallls hi
are rea ver |n ellectual and they love
to read )</th/ / she was S0 usK gwmg out Anne Worthington
books that she dldnt care If she”nevér got

to Natchez at all Surget MacNeil



Liza Maugham

- With a gla_nce to either side, a petite
Siamese cat jumped quwkly out of the light
shower which had just endéd, on to the pro-
tection of the Ark.” The drizzle had left
tiny diamonds in her hair, upswept a la
frangaise, Strajghtening her long beads,
and smoothing her silky fur, shé stepped
gingerly over a coil of rope and moved
regallyacross the deck to where Noah was
standmﬁ, studying the grawng heavens.
che"el-rliel 0, you wéenie,™ she purred

I—Ie 0, " replied Noah, returning her
smile.

"Noah, why are you logking at the sky?
Didv\you read_that a%?cle ?n_ thge Sunday Y
NEW YORK TIMES —the issue with Such
a ?ood crossword puzzle —that predicted
a forty da?/ rainstorm and flood unless the
eoplé of the world repent? Honestly!

here's nothln? wrong with the human race
that Freud coufdn't cure!” _

Before Noah could answer, the Siamese
cat darted across the deck to an unfortunate
fellow-passenger, who had fallen and
spilled the contents of his suitcast. Her
consol:ng word and ready paw Sqon
remedied everything, and satisfied for the
moment that all wa3 fine, she padded back
tot Nolghd tAbrlght lf\lasﬂ ?f I&ggtnmgb |
streake sky. Noah looked up gbruptly,
andeas he %?d t¥\e cat noticed thg aeepgn?/ng
worry lines fu_rrowm(_i his face.

" OLI_ ook tired," The cat sajd with ma-
ternal-like wisdom. "Why not let me make
you a cup of hotljasmme ea?”

Noah said that he'd like that very much,
but at the moment he had too much to do
supervising the loading of the Ark. The
rain drops were getting larger and falling
a bit faster. _ _

. "Listen, Sweetie!" the Siamese cat
interrupted suddenly, "I'vegust thought of
the best way to ward off thaf big rain”storm.
What I'll do"is write a poem . ",



All eyes on the Ark turned toward the
sky. Swooping and wm?mg In the sky, an
eagle flew. Proud and fre€, assertirig her
independence, the eagle finally landed on
the h|ghest peak of the Ark, her keen eye
fixed On the menagerie below.

_Far below, the fawn reco?nlzed_ her
friend and called up in a gentle voice,

hy don't you come down? _ _
_The eagle spoke rapidly but with a smile,
Oh, that's anght, she”said. "I'm not
sure 1'd like all that ‘wutter," _

The dove knew how to entice her friend.
"We're having 4 debate you would enjoy."

The eagle's interest mounted. "Rilly?

In that case ..." She _swooped down
amldst,the,cr?wd and joined the argument
enthusiastically. T

Someone sug?ested a game in which each
participant should tell of*her dream of an
Ideal voyage. The eagle guickly spoke up,
and with"a faraway |ook in hereye, she
told of how she would wing her way across
the sea, soar over the coastline and [ift
herself proudly to the hjghest Pmnacle of
the highest mountain. Stie would rest there,
gazing over the whole world, and comment
on it,” flying off her pinnacle, _soarlng
freely, proUdly. As she described hér voy-
a_gie, the eagle talked faster and faster un-
til the other” animals could hardly under-
stand her. Suddenly Eagle lifted her wings,
and flew off of the deck, winging out over
the sea. Farther and tarther she went until
the animals could hardly see her. Then, as
suddenly as she had flown away, she re-
turned, “alighting In the crow's nest, gazing
happily over the"whole Ark.

Prudence Morgan



Agathokleia

Raubitschek
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One d as oah stood surveyrng the sea,
he sawt kr dy ama stro ling around
the deck. "O {ustt ough sar Noah,
"there s an excellent book ouf in paper now
that should be in the library."

"Well . . yes, " said Llama, tilting
her he d "I syppose. s0."

"You should look into it," said Noah.

AII right, re lied the LIama and she

ntrnued er walk, She stoR ped at the

?nd onR/ {0 ask about t gro ps or

When Llama was sur that they
were comrng along well, she went on to
the beaver to turn rn her report.

The p ro(Ps are ok a)r( and how rs your
cold?" asked Llama. "You probably
wouldn't have it if it weren't for this ter-
rible rainstorm. You really should go to
Greece. It's sunnier there,” youknow."

The Llama went on to the next deck-
chair to talk to the fawn. "We're having a
meeting of the Friends of the Library of
the ArK tomorrow at funch_— Can you
come, Fawn?" Without wartrng f r an ans-
e Lamaoontrnued wa,

frn Xgowou a date for I egrande *ree

ar sorry m% brot uan rom
Chre couldn't come, but work you
understand However | know aterrrbly
cute E : Jrn g to meet

When sh e frnrs everythrn t at had to
be done, Llama walked back over to Noah
with her usual drgnrfred air. "About that
book,” Llama rnqurred politely, "what was
its title again?



"Let's hear it for my team"' called Colt,
smiling at all her friends. The crew had
divided for an "inter-animal" basketball
game. Colt's team, the Jets, had soared
under her leadership and she was exuberant
for_all the members

The ball swrshed through the basket
a ain and Colt's blue eyes sparkled; t

sfight breeze winded her silky mane, and
as ‘she tossed her head, the gold chain on
her neck shone in the sunag

Noah blew his horn, and’the game came
to a close,

"That was neat said CoIt as she nudged
her close friend Sheepd og ow you have
to finish that #3 flat for eaver's play."

Colt's face [it up like a [ight and she
trotted off with easy co-ordination. The Ark
lurched with a wave, but she didn't even
notice. Colt eased herself into the hold,
and searched out the blue paint she wanted.
errneg parnt took forever, but she organi-
zed heér helpers and then stood back and
watched the work. Dove flicked on the radio
just as March_Hare_splotted blue on the
white frame. Twisting a cool twist and
whistling, with the_song, Colt moved in to
fix the mjstake. Therg were nine flats and
she had done most of the work herself be-
cause of such accidents, but she never got
mad. CoIt seeme mazrng she and Uni-
corn had esrgfne t

A faint wh fof food floated through the
air. "Boy! Am | hungry!" and dancing
around to see if everythin was under con-
trol, Colt hit the gal e
cookie?, or a |ece of p|e wrt awrsh’)
Decisions, decisions, decisions! She took
aII three and trotted up on deck to find

Shee
ga g was neaf the railing with a foo
baII oIt traded the cookie for the baII
and when Shee Rdog came scampering on
the spot, the threé decided to have & game
of to 5. Sheepdog stepped on the ball and
eI down Bea [3 grdgld that effectrve
dge which e other two whinny
and” howl with Iaughter Colt galloped away
with her mane flying. Sheepdog said {0
\E/\B/elertl%le "She's off again . . . gone with the

Laura Russell Rogers



Pamela Lee Sidford

The friendly, spunky Sheepdog, stretched
out. in the sun of the ship's deck had just
finished a story, a very involved sto;i
about her favorite pal "Spook." Her glasses
Berched on top of her curly hajr, her big

rown eyes laughing, the $miling sheep-
dog rarsed one eyebrow and spoke ex-
citedly. "I hear we're puttrnq n THE
TEMPEST, " she said. "Oh, 1 think that's
S0 excrtrngI I've got the best idea for [ights,
and I can wart to et backsta e with that
tewe recorder ort e sqund effects.” And
eee 0g started ummrn wrld Stravrn

sky-like" music_which_she thought would be
jUSt reat for THE. TEMPEST." Then she
went behind stage in the Ark's theater and
began plannrng ow to produce blue light -
nrn% for the sécond act.

ut Dove_and golt wanted t(? glaly deck
tennrs S0 Shee or[rhorPanrze |nter—

qame between the two Ark teams the
urp e and the violet, Unicorn had a spe-
cial advantage because of her long sifver
horn. But Sheepdo? undaunted, Ioped up
and down the cour scorrn% until every
one was exhausted and hadto stop
animals saf on the deck, sipping emonade
and munching animal crackers, “while
SSthoeepeolsog told them one of her famous

|

Her companrons Iaurihed over_her happy,
clownrng ace ast e oined in the in-
fectious f un and Sheep og seerng an ani-
mal In need, ran overto friend Who
needed help’ in planning a shuffle-board
tournament.



"Its about that trger ard Kangaroo to
She saw C rr[[)]mun in m¥ pouch

and ou ht | was anr al-sitting for her

Chi voted o' on that one, an Humpe out
of my pouch and told Tig erthat was not

animal-sitting, but she was an?aroo sitting,
srttrng in Kangiaroo that is. Isn'l that a
aug and a half?

How d'ya like that!" said Beagle. "What

"I don t thrnk Chip was too i)leased
tualty Btthrnk %he would ke fhe
Idea of my. cub-sitting for her, esoecra I
after the time thaf Ioave those [ittle ottérs
a whole box of animal crackers to keep
them quiet, and they had tummy aches for

aw
"Listen, thats too funny. I sure won't
ﬁou cub sit for my little beagle puppies
ats w hat you're going to do’to them
h, don't Worrg Bea e. I'm reaIIy
pretty good with kids, | like to cub-=

\ "Thats a relief, keed," said the beagle.
Iélrjscthen (doll, what's this action with your
P "Oh THAT, " said KantI;aroo "L isten:
when |'was down in Australia | read this
book about France, and in jt they said that
the rench were really stylish, 'so | de
crded that I would start a rench fad
this_dye, and Itrre to d pouch |n an
ancient Stuart plaid, but |t dr n't work,

ou can see and my pouch looks as if’ |t

as measles.

"It sure does." said Beagle. "I thought
you might have berri-berrior something."

"Don't panrc dearie, but listen. I've
really_got to go'. Noah asked me if | would
cub-sit for those chrcken kids, and I'd
better hurry because I'm a half hour [ate,
and | don't want them to clutch.”

"Okay, doll, don't et the pouch scare

"Don't worry, | won't give them berri-
berri, either.

Kathleen Watson Sittig
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When the rain began to pour from the
rim of the sky, the Unicorn galloped out of
the mossy forest. Her journey took her
over the wrndrng road at the edge of the
earth Past ragons and giants until she

came to the frothy lake where the Ark was
moored.

" am the unrcorn of the silver horn, "
she sard I wrsh to make the voyage
over t e rothP/ ake with

The animals on the Ar were rather
amazed, because they had never seen a
unicorn before, and the aII crowded on the
rarlrn? f0 ?aze at her. Noah hadt e gnreat
est difficufty elbowing his way throu
the animals to trnd out what the drsturbance
was. "What Is it?" he said.

It's a unicorn, whatever that is, with a
silver horn, ' “said Tiger.

"Well, I it wishes'to come aboard, let
it, S0 we can raise anchor and ?o before
too much of this beastly rain falls."

No, no, it can't come aboard yeIIed
all the ‘animals, Its not real v rea
. 'I'amreal, " said the unicorn so ftly.

Not the real that you know butt e real of
the mossy forest and the ed e of the world

ddrag ns and giants. capture the real
that | kriow with the camera of the imagi-
nation and the paintprush of poetry. 1dm
the real of fantasy."

"How unusual, " sard Noah

"How odd, " said Racc )

Can she ‘swim? asked CoIt | think if
she can't swim then we shouldn't let her

What does it matter if she can swim or
not’) sald Noah. thrnk she should come
ab oar any wa)i We re a too real as it is,
and soon it will be too late to be unreal.
think a touch of poetry would be very nice."



An excrted group of animals clustered
‘round the Ark's announcer to hear the pro
gram for the evening. Balanced on the fim
of an open porthole, “Beagle was bellowing
through the foghorn "Tonight, Strong Lion
will perform a recital for us, Please, wil|
aII creatures, great and small, come to the
Music Room promptly: this is paramount!!!”
But poor, gentle lion was softly crying
into a fire- buc kef on deck. Great’tears
rolled down her freckled nose. Her curly,
carroty mane drooped sadly. "What's
wrong, Champ??" asked Chipmunk. "Every-
body can't wait for your concert toni ht
besrdes which fact the ark docks at
Brunswick tomorrowgust in time for us to
hitch a ride to the football game on the Red
Kni ghts steed C eer u and be_good." Lion
hrccu ed: Irﬁ sent an invitation
for th e concert to )h little sister and | for-
got to send it to er dove-post. ow It
Wil never reach her |n time _ .. .
EVEN gone on a special diet for toni ht|
Chipmunk sat on Lion's paw and wrP away
a Iarge tear with her French, scen ed
hand erchref "Never mind, Lion, I've got
an ideal We'll go to a darling Tittle restau-
ra]nt”Ihknow as ‘'soon as we hit Paris. You
shall have
"French custard?" sighed Champ. "Of
course; French custard and SNAILS!
announced Chip with a twrnkle in her eye.
Lion beamed an enormous, wonderful
smile. She jumped into the air and danced
a merry jig. Then she dashed away to fetch
her violin.”Meanwhile, al| the passengers
aboard the Ark were pouring into the First
Class Lounge. So many animals wanted to
hear Lion's'music that Giraffe stood qutside
on deck and poked her graceful neck through
a porthole to make room for the others.
Nau?hty Beagle and March Hare sang the
'Hallelujah Chorus" together, pretending
that they were supportrn% artists on the
Rrogram But soon the s eePdog dimmed the
ouselights and focused a blue Spotlight on
Strong Ion. Iywor how sop rstrcated
she Ioo ed! He red mane. was sty ed ina
new coiffure, and_an exotic olive” crown
Fcourtes of Doveg frowned her auburn
ocks. Quelle chi ronesse All the animals
swooned as our gente queen of the kind-
hearte creatures(oaye arr de la
Lune" on the melodious ce o played cross-
ways. Everyone was spell-bound:

Katharine Bayard
Bonsall Strong



Anne Drake Updike

"Order! Now everyone be quiet! This is
REALLY serious!" yelled Koala Bear,
standing on top of two deck chairs piled on
top of each other, so that she could be seen
by all the animals. "We've just gt to be
quiet — that's the word from Noah. We're
making so much noise that we've broken the
Ark's ‘stabilizers, and as soon as we hit that
hurricane, we're all going to be as seasick
as green pickles." _

Good grief!" said Reindeer,

"Oh misere!" groaned Tiger..

| feel sick alread){], said Sigmese Cat.
t”l think I'd better go have some jasmine
ea

At that point all the animals started
moaning and_yellmg and Koala, newly
installed President of the Society for the
Prevention of Noise, Disturbances, and
Seasicknesses, pounded on her bell with her
feet, her hands, and finally her little button
nose, before the animals would be quiet.

Now, do you see what | mean?" ‘she
yelled. "I have to shout so much that I'm
going to Jose my voice, and furthermore,

If you yell and Scream, you're much more
susceptible to seasickness. | know all about
it because_|I'm going to be a doctoy someday.

Good for you, ““said Noah, poking her
head out of a porthole.

Now don't sweat the small stuff, you
%uys. Everything's (%omg to he fine. Iéust
aid that jazz about the Stabilizers to Scare
you, because they've been fixed, but the
really were broken. If wouldn't matter that
much because we all like noise, but that
little rabbit, and the qazelle and the unicorn

... Well, they're not so used to us yet,
and we %ave toybreak them In IgentTy_.y )
"Sixty-three cheers for ouf President,

yelled our, Colt and Sheep-dog in unison, and
all the animals began to cheer, forgetting
what Koala has said about noise for'the

moment, ]
"A st|rr|n(I] speech, " crooned Swan ahove
all the racket.

Koala was so moved that she turned
around so everyone could see her back.
What was she wearing? The Ark's leopard
skin SOS pennant pinned across her tail at
a ninety degree angle!
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koff, Mrs. Glaister, Mrs. Shehadi, Mrs. Fine, FRONT ROW: Mrs. Conroy, Mrs.
Ager, Mme. Mercier, Mrs. Peck, Miss Standlng. Missing from Picture; Mrs. Ban-
non, Mrs. Geer, Mrs. Lockridge.



ADMINISTRATION: BACK ROW: Mrs. Baker, Miss Cashman, Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Young, Mrs. Brophy.
FRONT ROW: Miss Weigel, Miss Davis, Mrs. Busselle. Missing from Picture: Mrs. Murdoch.









BACK ROW: Dora Lange, Nancy Dalsis, Barbara Rose, Sue Jamieson, Nancy Davidson, Linda Conroy, MIDDLE ROW: Cary Smith, Barbara
XI JKneuburllll, Fran Wolff (President), Gail Petty, Jane Budny, Penny Pettit. FRONT ROW: Judy Scasserra, Priscilla Mark, Amy Lau, Susan Moulton,
oanna Hornig.



STANDING: Ellen Aronls, Barbara Shaw, Blanche Goble, Martha Gorman, Sally Stewart, Effie Lau, Paula'dantor, Molly Dorf, Alison Hubby,
Barbara Lawrence, Susan Sichel, Ophie Benson, Gretchen Taylor, Elise Rosenhaupt. SEATED: Susjrn-'ltowland, Lynn Goeller, Janey Strunsky,
Gigi Godfrey (President), Dabby Bishop, Peggy Woodbridge, Sally Tomlinson, Karen Fraser, Marita Raubitschek.



BACK ROW: Lynn Wiley, Diana Lyness,,M_arg Bilderback, Debbie Hobler, Mettie Whipple, Dale Marzoni, Sally Lane, Hope Rose, Carol
Bonner. MIDDLE ROW: Kath){ Blake, Kitzi Becker, Pat Fairman, Leslie Loser, Peggy Reber, Ann Hu%hey, Gal%v Bissell, atty Morgan, Hilary
Drorbaugh, Mary Moore, Gail Hoocf. FRONT ROW: Barbara Yard, Kirsty Pollard, AndrealHicks, Sarah Jaeger (President), Sally Behr, Mari-
anne Hotfman, Barbara Sullivan, Polly Dickey, Linda Staniar, Margery Cuyler. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Hannah Blakeman.



BACK ROW: Alix Dilworth, Anne Morgan, Mar; Young, Claudia Dignan, Ann SEaneI, Louise Morse, Karen Andresen, Jane Borgerhoff, Sheila

Hanon, Mary Tower, Julia Lockwood (President), Faneen Murray, Diana Rubin,

Combs, Cindy Zidsing, Mary Woodbridge, Lisa Gregg, Martha
Nancy Wise, Frances Gorman, Louisa Huntington.

_ Lissy Stevenson, Christine Otis. MIDDLE ROW: Linda Fox, Mary
iller, Nancy King. FRONT ROW: Laura Peterson, Stacy Valdes, Elin Conlin,



UPPER SCHOOL COUNCIL: STANDING: Turid Helland, Sara Dreier, Marieluise Luckhardt, Linda Staniar, Andy
Hicks. SEATED: Dora Lange, Susan Moulton, Barbara Kneubuhl (Secretary), Andy Updike (President), Laurie

Rogers, Paula Cantor, Sally Tomlinson.

Student Councils

MIDDLE SCHOOL COUNCIL: STANDING: Megan
Goheen, Magorle Burt, Catherine Morgan, Linda
Baker. SEATED: Ann Spanel, Jean Gorman, Mary
Young _(Premdent_?, Karen Andreson (Secretary),
Brita Light, Sheila Hanan.



SOCIAL SERVICE COMMITTEE: BACK ROW: Barbara Shaw, Cary Smith, Anne MacNeil, Susan Sichel (Sec-
retary), Anne Morgan, Prudence Morgan, Sue Jamieson (Treasurer& MIDDLE ROW: Peggy Woodbrid

Hutner, Joan KnapER%hr}laEE@rnJR Ariane Yokana, Sally Behr. FRO

Dickey. MISSING E: Betsy Nicholes.

VOLUNTEER COMMUNITY SERVICE
Prmceton Hoslplta Nursery Sch oo
Church Schools: Prmceton am|I\X Ser-
vice: St. Michael's Orph anage e
Nursmg Home; Out rown hop, Phila-
delphia’ Quaker Work Camps; Valley
Road School Craft Program ‘New Jérsey
Neuro- sych|atr|c Institute, Recordmg
for the Blind.
UND AISING PROJECTS Fall Pet
Sales: Christmas Wreath-
uIty Student Basketball

ONTRI UTION ; Pgmceton Un|t%d

nt School; ockmgs for Skillman;

F
D
rDnemes Campa| n: Pine Mountaln Settle-
Thanksgiving Food.

rW|ck

T ROW: Judy Seasserra, Elin Con

Social Service

fin

g, Louise
in, Polly



INKLING BOARD: STANDING: Linda Baker, Joanna Hornig, Chris Davies, Colleen Coffee, Bonnie Strong,
Marita Raubitschek, Kath_Y Kilgore, Laurie Rogers, Pam Sidford, Susie Moulton, SEATED: Susan
Schildkraut (Assistant Editor), Alice Jacobson (Editor in Chief). MISSING FROM PICTURE: Gretchen

Southard.
Publications

FINEST BOARD: BACK ROW: Sally Lane, Galey Bissell, Barbara bhaw, Susan Sichel, Elise Rosenhaupt. FRONT
ROW: Susan Jamieson, Joanna Hornig (Editor), Cary Smith, Bonnie Grad. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Gretchen

Southard.



YOU NEVER CAN TEEE

y
GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
Directed b

y
MUNROE WADE



CAST
(in order of appearance)

VALENTINE George Blanchard
DOLLY CLANDON oot Karen Fraser
THE PARLOR MAID oo Anne Updike
PHILIP CLANDON oo, David Bandler
MRS. CLANDON Joan Knapp
GLORIA CLANDON oo, Bonnie Grad
CRAMPTON oo Michael Gillespie
WAITER oottt David Cain
FINCH McCOMAS Robin Clements
BOHUN ettt Bart Farr
WAITRESSES ... Joanna Hornig, Dianne Drake

Dramatic Club



DRAMATIC CLUB: BACK ROW: Liza Maugham, Alice Jacobson, Susan Schildkraut, Cindy Bull, Kleia
Raubitschek, Dora Langie, Jane Budny, Susan Jamieson, Joanna Hornig. FRONT ROW: Pam Sidford, Laurie
Rogers, Sally Campbel %Preadent), Cary Smith (Secretary—Treasurer%, Dianne Drake. MISSING FROM
PICTURE: Gretchen Southard.



Athletic Association: BACK ROW: Laurie Rogers, Barbara Rose gSecretary), Pam Sidford (Presi-
%e_nt), (é?lleen Coffee. FRONT ROW: Marianne Hoffman, Judy Scasserra, Gretchen Taylor,
inny Elmer.

Athletic Association



Varsity Hockey: éUndefea_ted Team) Gigi Godfrey, Marita Raubitschek, Bar-
bara Rose, Cary Smith, Linda Conray, Nancy Davison (Captain), Laurie
Rogers, Pam Sidford, Judy Scasserra, Gretchen Taylor.

CHEERLEADERS: 1 to r.: Ellen Aronis, Fran Wolff, Ellen Levy (Cap-
tain), Alison Hubby, Penny Pettit, Susan Schildkraut, Sally Tomlin-
son.



MADRIGAL GROUP: Karen Fraser, Elise Rosenhaupt, Susan Moulton, Dora Lange, Andy Updike, Barbara Kneubuhl,
Barbara Rose, Joan Knapp, Peggy Woodbrrdge Chris Davies, Dianne Drake, Crndy Bull, Mrs. Elliot at the piano.

Glee Club

GLEE CLUB OFFICERS

Presrdent Crndy Bull
Representatives’

]

Liza Maugham
X, S
X Marrta Raubrtschek

usie Moufton
Hope Rose

Jamigson, Barbara Kneubuh

CHOIR: Jane Arest Crnd}sBuII SaII%
Campbell, Chris avres |anne Drake,
Bonnie_Grad, Joan Knapp, Anne Mac-
Neil, Ellen Lev Kleia Raubitschek,
Kathy Srttrg And Updike, . Jane Budny,
Nancy Dalsis, Joann Hornru Sue
Dora
Lange, Amy Lau Sue Moulton Gail
Petty Barbara 0se casserra
Susan raut CaNY mith, ran

Paula Cantor ogDor Karen
Fraser Alison Hubby, Marita Raubit-
schek ‘Elise R osenhaupt Susan Siche],

tewart, g%yWoo ridge, Janie
Struns Martha Gorman, Mar?erre
Cuyler, Marranne Hoffman, Gaif Hood,
Leslie Loser.



LIBRARY COUNCIL: STANDING: Colleen Coffee, Anne MacNeil, Sally Lane, Kleia Raubitschek (Presi-
dent), Chris Davies, Ann Hughey, Judy Scasserra, Linda Conroy. SEATED: Karen Fraser, Pew Woodbridge,
Marita Raubitschek, Barbara Shaw, Mrs. Meyers (Librarian), Jane Budny (Secretary). KNEELING: Sarah
Jaeger, Barbara Sullivan. Missing: Gail Petty, Gretchen Southard.

(Read from right to left).

Library Council

American
Field Service
Committee

BACK ROW: Liza Maugham, Debby Hobler, Molly Dorf, Kathy Sittig, Penn
Pettit, Lynn Goeller, Linda Conroy. FRONT ROW: Marieluise Luckhardt (AFS
student from West Germany), Bonnie Grad, Chris Davies (Co-Chairmen), Kitzi

Becker.



Blow-Daisy

~ "Sleep, little John, sleelg_till the birds sing. Sleep
till the arrow of the Early Riser slips underneath your
window shade and over your bed and implants itself
over there in the corner’by the mouse hole. Wait till
Captain Mouse comes out and stands like magic with
the arrow going right through him and blinks good
morning to the Early Riser. Then you can open your

Little John could see his mother's face like are-
flection in the Willow Pond, wavering and blurry.
The face bent down and kissed him and he watched it
disappear as he would watch a blow-daisy, floating
upwards and slowly fading away. o

When it had drifted out of sight he kept thinking
about the Willow Pond and the millions of blow-
daisies and Captain Mouse. At first he couldn't re-
member if there really were a Pond but if he lay ab-
solutely still, almost stiff, and especially if he didn't
move his head at all and get his brain confused or
cloudy he began to remember things more clearly.
He knew he hadn’t seen the Pond, If there were one,
for a long time. Somehow he felt that it must be
gune far away. And sudden(ljy he remembered "water

rag." He evén remembered that exact phrase, "water
drag.” His mind, now, was as cloudless as those
Saturday afternoons when all the boys would be down
gt the Pond making last minute preparations for the
rag.

'What are you guys waitin? for?" Teddy was al-
ways ready and wanting to get started. His dinghy was
usually freshly painted because Teddy’s father was
a painter and little John pictured it as sky-blue with
striped blue and red oars. It was a nice ship.

'We're waiting for Judgment Day, ya jerk!” But
Pretty soon all the guys would start rowing, over to
he starting line and most would stop kidding around
for a while and start thinking about winning the race.
It became more and more of an effort for John to
lie still as he thougiht of the race about to start. The
blgger guys were always nice to him and they didn't
make fun and kick him around half so much as the
little kids. And they allowed him a privilege that he
would have endured all the shoving and bossing around
in the world to keep. He was the one who shot off the
cap gun to start the race. His hands shook now just the
way they used to when he crouched down at the very
edge of the Pond with the gun cocked and the hoats
all lined up -- a beautiful fleet of sky-blue and fire-
red and bright yellows, greens, and orange. For an
instant he was terrified by the momentous importance
of his position, but then he pulled the trigger. Little

John heard the shot and unified shout of the oarsmen
as the&/ fought desperately to nose their dmghys to the
fore. everlshl¥_ he sat ug in bed. Streaks of orange,
sky-blue, and fire-red shot throu?h his brain and
mln?led foggily. In an instant al

motley fog.

He lay still again until finally the mist began to
clear and his mind wandered back to the blow-daisies.
No matter how hard he tried he could not remember
what a blow-daisy was although he could picture it
perfectly. It was a little white puff sitting fragpl_ely
on to(s) of a bending green stem and tiny bits of it
would fall off if you even so much as touched the
stem. Each bit was a minute feather barely visible,
and if you knocked it off the daisy it was reluctant
to leave. It would float in the air very close by for
as Ion? as it could, and when a tiny breeze finally
caught it up it would snu?gle for & minute, writhing
and resisting. Exhausted, the sad feather would have
to give in to the stubborn breeze and in ten seconds
it would vanish. Little John snained his eyes to
catch the last possible glimpse of the daisy. He tried
to trap it in his thoughts but he could not.” When the
little ‘white speck had disappeared his mind was
empty and black. _ _

His last thought before falling asleep or maybe it
was after he had dropped into unconsciousness was of
CaJJtaln Mouse. He really didn't know if the Captain
had moved into a cornerof his room as his mother
said. John had never seen him and he didn't believe
this room had corners anyway. But he did remember
a Captain Mouse from somewhere, a small, plump,
middle-aged mouse quite fuzzy and harmless and
somehow a friend of his. He lived in the kitchen and
none of the cats bothered him much. John could re-
call kicking one Tom cat that went too close to the
hole. The Captain was a comfortable thought.

He never saw the arrow of the Early Riser shoot
across his room and bury its head in Caﬁ_taln "‘Mouse's
corner, If the C%ptaln had really stuck nis head out
and blinked good morning, John had seen nothing of
it. The next thing he was aware of, after his hap%y
remembrances of dinghys and blow-daisies and the
plump Captain, was a gentle voice.

" Ieeg, little John, sleep till the birds sing. Sleeﬁ
till the Early Riser lights a tiny candle on each of the
gast side shmgiles - JrUSt the very edge of e_ver‘y sleep-
ing roof shingle that Taces the Riser. Wait till the shin-
gles blink good morning and catch fire all over like
magic without burning.” Then you can open )éour eyes."

As his mother’s face bent towards him it blurre

was gone but that



into many faces. Each outline was a different face.
After she’had kissed him and the faces lifted, they
mew_ed into one again and melted into the air.

is mind was full of dancing roof shingles with no
P_attern or design. He kept his head tense and still
ill the little squares gradually settled into the _shai)e
of a familiar gray slanting roof. Many of the shingles
did not fall completely in place but remained curling
shghtIY from the roof. He knew he was not sIeeFmg
under the same shingles that formed this menta
image. The gray, steeply s_Iantln[g roof was some-
where far away like the ‘Willow Pond and the blow-
daisies and the Captain, Unexpectedly he saw himself
on the roof, sitting unafraid on the very top and the
different faces which had surrounded his mother's
face were all around him. As the outlines became
more distinct, more individual, he felt that he knew
them even better than faces of Teddy and all the big
guys on the Pond. _
_"Come on, Joey, don't be such a yellow chicken,"
little John was saying. "Anyhody can sit on the edge
of the roof. Come on up here. I can see all the way to
town from here." _ _

"l ain't chicken but my ma would kill me if she
caught me up there. She's gonna kill me anyway if
she Tinds out | was up here at all." T

"Joey's a chicken, ain't he, Mat? An’ | think his
Ma’s a yellow belly, too. Ma lets you an’ me an’
even Sarah an' Babbit come up here whenever we
feels like it."

"I ' know it, little John. I guess Joey's Ma's ascared
(sjhe's gonna have to come on up here an" fetch Joey

own.

"Ya know what, Mat, you is sittin’ right on top a
me an’ Luke's room an' ya better move "cause if ya
fall through 1 don't wantno hole in mY ceiling."

~ "Well,"you and Sarah is sittin' right on top a the
kitchen an” the roof almost burnt clean through there
last winter so | expect you'll be sitting right atop

the kitchen cook-stove ‘in a shake or two."

In three seconds little John, Sarah, Luke, and Mat
had slithered off the roof and were rolling on the
thound convulsed with laughter. Joey was dangling from
the edge, yelling at the top of his Iungs. But almost
in the same instant that John had landed, the impact
of the fall had put his thoughts in a turmoil once
mprg and the gay memories of the roof fled from his
mind.

The figures on the roof, however, were still vivid.
He could see his older brother, Mat. This time instead
of the roof he was sitting in a big armchair with no

covering over the springs and he was talking seriously
with someone across the room whose outline remained
indistinguishable.

"We %Qtta get some more money, Pa. We can't
?row nothin' on that lousy quarter acre anymore an'
that_lousy Mr. Culver_keePs all of us even little John
in his stinkin fields till it’s too dark to tell a tomato
from a butter bean. An’they is all a them kids hungry
an' lately little John is plenty tired mos' a the time.
Ain't there somin’ we can do, Pa?"
~"Yes, son, | reckon there's somein' we can do. |
jes been hopin' we wasn’t gonna have to do it, tha's
all. We can move up to the North an' I can get a
job in a factory where they pay ya more than theY
do in any of thie grit mills’or turpentine plants put
together down here. An" Luke an* little John can quit
workin' so hard an* you too, I reckon." Little John
could see his father's face, now, and it looked as
sad and helpless as the tiny blow-daisy feather about
to ?IVE in to the wind. The room with his father and
I\/_Ia_b?nd the seatless armchair became completely
visible.

It had a sort of cot in it for Babbit and Sarah to
sleep in and a linoleum rug with one big hole by the
sofa. There were lots of chairs in it, and everyone had
his own chair when he sat in the room. Little John
always sat right in the hole though, with his elbows
on his knees.” It was a friendly room.

Before he fell asleep, he remembered why he
used to sit right in that hole. From that position he
could see into the kitchen and keep an eye on the
Captain's hole. If any cat got dangerously close he
could have his foot in his belly in-a second.
~ Of course he couldn't see the Early Riser start the
little fires on the roof. _

When his mother came in to say good night the
next time he had forgotten about the shingles and the
armchair and his father. He had even forgotten about
Mat and Sarah and Luke and Babbit and poor little
yellow Joey. He could barely hear his mother speak.

"Sleep, little john ..."

Susan Jamieson, XI
First Prize
Upper School Prose
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ive, she said, give
! how can |whgn I've nothing to
love, he said, love.
how can 1 when i've nothing to
live, they say, live
how can I"when i've nothing to
give and nothing to love

I'm running _
and trym(I; to live
by Pre ending
0 care

Sally Stewart, X
First Prize
Upper School Poetry

Spring’s the Thing!

The air rebounds with rubber balls,
Birdsong, breeze and curtain galls’
(For skirts fly up at every puff
— The wind i3 UP 0] funny stuff!
Rude words iden ly ogs
Who tease to undermine thé poise
f damsels, warned b¥ cIucklng nannies,
Never to reveal their Tannies!

Thmgs are hummmg in the park,
=bodies; "What™a lark!

Tha Larry Jones has pushed. Tom in

the L|Iy Pond but he can swim.
hate them, mean baboons,

awa)és DO our est baIIoons

ED Y MUELLER IS

Go on, Baby, tell your mum

—Iw
'~<

"Wait for me, — my shoe's undone."
%olfh\avoth{_ars stthart toblrund

Il Wee Timothy is plin
With tears, beca)use ne's left behind.
A pale sun shyly tiddly winks
At Timmy, now he bravely blinks
Back, raindrops which asiame his eyes;
Here's an acorn for a prize.

All the warld is in a muddle,
See the rainbow In thys puddle —
Buds are bursting, ?nls are budding,
Adolescents out hotfoddi
C II It craz call 1t fme
ou be mg/ Va entine?
What ever makes my temples sing?
Listen, Gasser, it'sthe Spring!

Christine Davies, Xl
Honorable Mention
Upper School Poetry



Ballad of Adam and Eve

and Eve sat under a tree

by God's hand before hisfory.

sat under a tree so free from quile,

e God looked on. On his face was a smile.

nd Eve were allowed to eat

e_fruit but the apple, the apple so sweet.
ve was at home all alone one day,

e came along and began to say,

"Fair maid, oh Eve, Igwe to you,

From my heart, my heart, my heart so true,
A piece of the fruit from the dpple tree.
Give a piece, oh please, to Aaam for me.

"But, snake, | was bade, | was bade not to eat
The fruit from the apple tree so sweet,
And | will be punished by God's great hand
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Oh, please, I'would have to flee*from the land."

"I'm sure you will like it. Adam will, too."
All right,” said she, "but that's all ]'ll do.
When Adam came home, quite free of guile,

In came Eve. She did not smile.

She said fo Adam, "Oh, Adam, my dear,
Eat this fruit." In her eye was g tear.
Adam_ was tempted. He fook a bite.

And sin came o earth that very night.

Julie Fox, VI
First Prize

Middle School Poetry

The Emperor’s Cat

He gi\ilﬁlks down the street with an elegant

They say he acts as if no one were there
But himself and his silky long tail,
Whicn he holds like a full-blown sail —
But | myself saw him the other day,
In the [oft with the barn-cats jumping
in the hay.

He has pages and servants and soldiers
galore,

Beside him and by him, behind and before.
He lifts his feet to keep them neat;
He cleans his paws and preens his claws,

And they say he's not allowed to play with
anyone at all —

But Kesterday | saw him

By the hole of the Water Rat,
1asing a butterfly

With a dusty tabby cat.

Elizabeth Borgerhoff, VI
Honorahle Mention
Middle School Poetry
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To Mrs. Shepherd —
Whose pat?ent ang g&ving heart has ?uided us, consoled us, and helped us to produce
a book which we shallkeep~as long as there are Arks to be launched and helmsmen to
steer them. _
With love —
from '63

To our March Hare, without whose wit, enthusiasm, patience and hard work this
record of our voyage could never have gone to press.
— From her Arkmates



For forty days and thirty-nine nights
mfyOIa_lth tossgtd in the bottom Of the ark.

The fortieth nig

it came up on the deck to wonder where we were.
Was the storm over and did God forget us . . .

anicke _
And was knocked into the sea by a
raindrop.

(This poem was written by Buff for one of 'her friends long
before the theme of the LINK was decided, but it therefore

carries unusual meaning for our class.)

(This symbol Buff often used as a
s_lgna)ture, or, as she said, "my
sign”

From a Chainless Prisoner

| am happy since you came;
befoP )i never);‘elt bubbles of happiness
in my heart
nor joy _
_Wrapped around me like a cloak.
Did you know galety IS g gh;love?
Ice to holdl harids wit

but you are nicer.

| am carefree since you came;
before | never rar through clover-green
“meadows
without worry
_for fear |"d stub my toe.
Did you notice the sunshine wink at me?7
undrops are in my heart, too

for you are here.

| am invincible since you came;
before | never went outside without wool
Warmness
now |'ve
_you to keep me warm.
Di I\lyou know I used to fear the dark?
0 more - now you're my candle

never go out.

| am blessed since you came;
before I never sdw God's miracles
nor lifted :
_a rock and found elusive, specks of truth.
Did_you linow how wide you've opened up my eyes'7
our love has brought me sight

and | am blind.



Barbara Mackenzie Lawrence

In loving remembrance of Buff,
whose Iau?hter and-smile were sunh&ht to_us each
day.. Her fove of freedom and her gift for friendship
suh;nlﬂed an unusual concern for humamty and a spon
taneous kindness.

She was a writer of signal promise, and she com-
bined in all her work imagination, a fresh use of
language and an artistic purpose. She'tould sketch a
person or a feeling with g few charmln phrases, and
she would often |Eave adel| htful poe or drawmg on
the_desk of a ¢ assmaterjust ecause she "felt like"it."

The flame of her spirit continues to kindle crea-
tivity and warmth in her classmates. Buff seems to
us to be the embod|ment of all that we mean by
SEMPER LUCEA
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APRINCETONIAN

36 University Place, Princeton, N. J.

Telephones WA 4-0166 and WA 4-0169
Princeton, N.J.

J.B. REDDING & SON, INC.

PLUMBING AND HEATING CONTRACTORS
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OIL BURNER SALES AND SERVICE
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PRINCETON N.J.
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THE PRINCETON HERALD

Published Wednesday and Friday
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SUBSCRIBE
NOW
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Princeton’s award winning weekly newspaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET

New Jersey’s Oldest Weekly Newspaper

You are invited to receive all the news of Princeton — each
week — accurately, completely and attractively presented.

. .latest doings of Princeton people.
.latest developments in municipal government dealing with local issues.
. latest activities in our schools, churches, clubs, associations, etc.
.latest cultural and recreational opportunities and events.

. in general, latest newsworthy happenings of every kind, throughout the
community.

The Packet publishes good pictures, too — lots of them. Pictures
which will make you an eyewitness to the major news events
of a busy, growing town.

Nowhere else will you find so much Princeton news, so fully
and well reported.

You may receive The Princeton Packet by mail each week for only
$3 a year.

SENIORS going away to college next fall can keep in touch with
all of the hometown news with a School Subscription for just $2.
To subscribe send your name and address, your home or school
address to The Princeton Packet, 44 Spring St., Princeton, N.J.
You will be billed later.

Princeton prefers The Packet!
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Prince Chevrolet Inc.
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Mart Inc.

and
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Ladies
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at BALLOT'S
20 Nassau St.
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JOHN'S
SHOE REPAIRING

All Kinds of Shoe Repairing
All' Work Guaranteed
4 JOHN ST.

Walter B. Howe

REAL ESTATE — INSURANCE

94 Nassau Street

Telephone: 1-0096 1-009%5

Bucks County and Princeton

Shopping Center

Coats, Suits, Dresses, Sportswear

and Accessories



YOU'RE ALWAYS WELCOME AT

Whether you enjoy spending your money foolishly, or for
something that even Great-Aunt Agatha will approve—
you can be sure it will be in impeccable taste if you buy
it at the University Store!



THE PIERPONT MORGAN LIBRARY

33 East 36th Street, New York 16, New York

GREETING CARDS
NOTE SHEETS
BOOKMARKS

Authentic reproductions in color, line
and gravure of Illuminated Manuscripts,
Drawings and Woodcuts in the
Morgan Library Collections

Catalogues available on request

THE TOWN SHOP

67 Palmer Square
for
GIFTS

Shipped Anywhere



SCHAFERS MARKET

Phone WA 4-3130

350 Nassau Street

PRINCETON N.J.

AUDREE ESTEY -

director of ballet

GLFTS

S.62. ALEXANDERj STR.EET
Princeton, n.j. wa. 1-7753

LES CHALETS
FRANCAIS

French Summer Camp for Girl* 6-18
Deer I*le, Maine
~Salt and fresh water swimming,
Riding, sailing, tennis; all other sports.
Ballet, music, dramatics, art,
French conversation encouraged, not forced.
MRS. GEORGE F. BUSH
391 Nassau St.
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South Broad Street & Independence Ave.
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DARTMOUTH

Why Listen to WPRB?

Why not? (103.3FM)

LAWRENCE NORRIS KERR

Real Estate Broker

32 Chambers St. WAInut 4-1416
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Cornelia Dielhenn
Sarah Griswold

Anne Stockton

Custom Framing

Now Done in Our Own

Frame Studio

LOUISE MAAS-FINE CANDY

52 Nassau Street

Rosemarie de Paris
Imports Old Dominion Candies Novelties

Packages Mailed

Compliments
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NASSAU QUALITY MARKET



‘Something for the Girls"
Girls sizes 7-14
Pre-Teen sizes 6-14

Junior Sizes 5-15

Princess Shop

Palmer Square Princeton,

THE DIELHENN
MUSIC SCHOOL

Piano Instruction

in the Classics, Popular Music and Improvisation

Beginning and Advanced Students
Practice Rooms
Day or Night, Weekends

20 Nassau Street Princeton, N.

WA 4-0238

N. J.
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MILHOLLAND & OLSON, INC.

8 Stockton Street

Princeton, N. J.

Interiors Antiques

PIERRE MARQUES

Hotel and Bungalows
The finest in Acapulco, MEXICO
Charles F. Rogers

Vice President and General Manager

High Fashion Styling Margaret Jeffries

ARTISTIC HAIRDRESSERS

38 Witherspoon WA 4-4875

Elizabeth Arden Department



BELLOWS

THE FABRIC SHOP IMPORTERS
14 Chambers Street
210 Nassau Street

Princeton, N.J.

walnut 1.6935 Walnut 4—3221

J.>iinceton ~Bookbinding &L (20ldstamping Co.
FINE PRINTING e GOLDSTAMPING <« BINDING
RUBBER STAMPS < BOOKPLATES e BOOKMARKS
IMPORTED LEATHER GIFTS e OLD ft RARE BOOKS

o CHANBERS ST Specialists in Women’s and Children’s Apparel

JOSEPH N. COFFEE Princeton, n. j.

For your enjoyment of
DICEUTES o

Fine Prints and Framing
SMOKERS' SUPPLIES THE LITTLE GALLERY

and 39 Palmer Square

MAGAZINES

SKIRM'S SMOKE SHOP Chonte Cate Our Sovtlty

Expert Catering-Homemade Salads

Princeton Shopping Center
WA 1-9642



140 NASSAU STREET
WA 4-19%2

Compliments of
WA 1-2468 & WA 1-3748

APPLEGATE’S FLORAL SHOP

FLOWERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS
47 Palmer Square West
Phone WA 4-0121
F.T.D. Member

WINE & GAME SHOP Cormpl iments

of

EDITH'S

LINGERIE
6 Nassau Street

PRINCETON, N.J. 10 Chambers Street  Walnut 1-6059



RADIO CORPORATION OF
AMERICA
RCA LABORATORIES

David Sarnoff Research Center Princeton, New Jersey



THERE CAN BE NO SUBSTITUTE
FOR QUALITY

Since 1896 Langrock has specialized in handling
only the best quality in men’s clothing and furnishings
from the world’s finest markets.

CUSTOM TAILOPS « IMPORTERS

42 NASSAU ST. PRINCETON

THE CLOTHES LINE
ON

LAVAKE

Jewelers to Princetonians

54 Nassau Street Princeton, N.J.
THE

Miss Fine's charms available
in gold and silver

SQUARE



"The Bank of Friendly Service"

The First National Bank of Princeton

Drive in Bank Drive in Bank
370 Nassau St. 40 Washington Rd.
Princeton Junction
Main Office
90 Nassau St.



MARSH & COMPANY
344 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, N. J.
PHARMACISTS

We extend our

congratulations to the Over 100 Years of Service

June graduates of

1963 and to their mothers 30 Nassau Street WA 4-4000

344 Nassau St. WA 4-4427
(at Harrison) Park in rear

Notions — Dry Goods

LAIDLAW & CO.
Established 1842

H. P. Clayton

Personalized Investment Services
Advisory, Custodian and

Brokerage Accounts
Lingerie -- Sweaters

10 NASSAU STREET
Gloves -- Jewelry Princeton, New Jersey
Phone Walnut 4-0086 WAlnut 4-4212
Members

New York and Other U.S. and
_Canadian Exchanges
Private Wires to New York
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Class History

Our Ark was launched on a wondrous voyage thirteen years ago
- thlh ﬁxuberance and spirit and a distinctive youthfulness which we
sti]l have
We set out in krndergarten as an(rrels in the Christmas pageant, and Prudy thrived on
apricot !)uroe and wore blue Jleans n first qrade Peter Katzénbach built a house of
wooden blocks with a real, electric door-béll, but the truly eventful year was second
grade That was the year that_Sall was editor of the class newsFaper and we read
bout TWIG and Centerville with Kane and Mrs. Wallace. It was also the year of
the second grade ' zoo and reform Iegrslatron on the olayground Bloxy Baker birought a
rooster which actual %few and someone else brought a
prayrng mantrse whrc hatche d all over the room. (We
steppe on the of —sprrngg ecause of accidents on the
playground, a new law wds enacted: only "two for the see-

W.
In third rade we had sgellrn g bees. We Were either helmsmen for good performance
or oyr shro]s sank, and Bobbie wrote her wonderful stories. In fourth grade we began
dancrnq schoal, and it was our first year with Madame Holenkoff. We will never forget

Amahl and the Nrght Vrsrtors our"great production at Christmas time. Sally and
Wylie were kings, "and Mary Mr ller was Amahl. She carried real licorice in her box,
and at the end of the{olax we all ate it,

Jane and erry a Irce came in fifth grade, and Anne started her annual swim-
ming parties. Miss Sortor for homeroom, and she drew Egbert prctures an all
our_papers,and AIrce gave a "red party" where everyone wore gugss what? — RED!

The  nextyear Mary Miller left for California, and we made; erhouettes with Mrs
Conroy in homeroom. We started wearrng |R/st|c — noth |nEq
very consprouous just Tangee, And we ha rs Peck for Eng-

: listi. 1t was her first year, “and we just loved

Seventh grade was the year of "Short Shorts" and the Civil War between the Snobs
and the S It was a big year at dancrno school, and although the boys were rather
wild we had fun, and Sherry gave our first boy-girl party at Christmas. |t was i
seventh grade that many of us were started on our ath"careers. The school Taunched
us on its new program of Modern Math and S.M.S.G.

We were the first to use the new g]hth grade room,
It ysed to be a teacher's bedroom, and bath-tub
which leaked. Suzie Morgenthau came, and S0 drd And
and Val. We keptdrarres In our assign- ment pads, an
we met our first loves, the P. C D. boys, at the monument,
hat was the ye r we had THREE Eng- lish teachers
0lmes w Wore as oe strin rn her hair and read to us from T
CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR,. Mrs. Bannard, and finally, Mrs. Chernrss who

taught us all about words and their der'rvatrons We started the jazz band, and we
all ‘wore Princeton reunrondaokets and the class went to Washington with Miss
Stokes, whom we all adore



We had partres in our motel rooms, Ellen
d Be her shoe in the tidal basin, and we
eft Dianne at the Lrncoln Memorral And
we were 50 sad 1o srnga Good-hye Wast(]rng-
ton )ée ve "Toad of Toa
Hall . i the rrn and Alice was Toady.
And then wegra uated . . Wearing orange

roses
There we were in the Upper School on honor rules, and we made the
huge study hall our home for four years. And we_had our great ex-
c ange of populdatron We lost four and&;arned six: Joanie, Pam, Laurie,

Kleig, Lee, and Bonnie Strong. W a political rally where we all
voted for the dark horse, Huey L on%] (Andy and Alice were the horse ).
and our campal nslogan was “Don't be caught short — vote f or ong,I
Our errrrh th grade bathiub leaked on Miss Cashman after the cl ass of "64
had fil ed It wrth goldfrsh and our cIass Journe%ed to New Yor to see
Henr Part hat was the first of many times that we cheered at

orng Gorny. And we mustnt forget Mfs. Smith and the PEABODY
——rt was certainly a grand year for Alice in English!

In tenth grade B.G, andSara camé, and Noah joined olr Ark. We had
Mrs. Wade and MacGre or for the frrst time, and we sold Christmas
decoratrons and starte nnydar for nast remarks. And we had our
second Civil War when We ead ESAR wrth Mrs Shepherd the
Brutus factron wouldn't talk ?the Cassrus factron %r weeks!

We were initiated in the eleventh grade, and we ad our first Twist
Dance. Chris and Kathy Sittig came, and Andy was the May Queen, When
we went to the Metropdlitian Museum, Jane spoke to Titov in Russran

and that was the year we gave LILIQM. Bonnie had the lead,
and Alice, as Mrs. Muskat, got to fling her feather boa across
the stage. GrnnK waé the frrs to g et her permit, but Andy was
the Tiyst to ?et er driver's license. The Senjors danced in a
gym decorated with our masterful mural, and we cried so hard
a the Junror Senror picnic, |
And sud engwe were wrrtrn theses and crrtrcalleapers
and we were S nrors arre urse and Turid came, and Val left.
We gave ourP CAN TELL and Joanie was for
twentieth cen ury everyt rng T e pipes roze and cracked,
deludrng Mrs. Bussell eso fice so badly that rt was almost an Ark itself.
And the”Balt was buried, and Calvin re and the snows melted, and it
was Spring. And before we knew it we were walking off the gang-plank
of the Ark; and Noah and all our other
friends were waving good-bye to us as
we went ashore.
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