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boss the other day 
i heard a
young lady conversing
small talk i said
then i heard
she was admitting
what she did
not know
and pausing to
listen intently
try ing to
understand
the world
of action
thought
and sp ir it

this sp ir i t  of he rs  
was not inherent 
but received 
from wise teache rs  
m iss  davis 
and all m iss  fine s 
not an institution 
but a
community
which has given
knowledge
and love of meaning
for a world void of meaning
for many
for them is this book 
and for m r  hartmann 
who is ca rry ing  
us on
from g rea tn ess  
to g rea tn ess  
will we say 
this was our 
finest hour 
perhaps
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ellen has a 
sculptured look and 
fre sh  sophistication 
with a cynical wit 
i just came from clubs 
where she sat with 
lovely sensitive 
hands
challenging her 
enchanted friend 
quote lots of people 
can blow th e ir  own 
bubbles but 
can t bu rs t them 
unquote she said 
it seem s she can do both

Ellen Jane  Aronis



i ran  into ophelia again
last evening
she is inhabiting
an abandoned bookshop
in an alley
in greenwich village
i was several
authors my dear
archy said she
being an angry was
only an incident
in my c a re e r
and i was always getting
judged by some
s tra i t  laced
prune faced bunch
of p r is sy  mouthed
s is te r s  of uncharity
exclamation point

Ophelia Benson



sometimes boss i 
wonder how many 
pies dabby s fingers 
a re  in because 
she sings and dances 
and rushes over 
marquand field 
allthewhile maintaining 
a sophisticated 
dignity and kind 
concerned eyes 
that ca re  about 
the way our pies 
turn out

Doritha Anne Ballard Bishop



doesn t that continual laugh 
indicate a sense 
of proportion interrogation 
point mehitabel 
i must tell 
you that annika 
with red  ha ir 
s tea ls  cookies 
from the parent teas 
probably scandalizing 
the norwegian 
ambassado r to whom 
she is always 
writing epis tles 
i also hear she 
smokes a pipe

Annika Bugge



see here  peche 
i said i thought 
you told me that 
it was an african 
violet you used to be 
before you 
tran sm ig ra ted  into 
a c rea tu re  of 
silent contemplation 
big ideas and 
chattery warm th 
but now i see
you quickly c rea te  answers 
to lawful questions 
and mora lize with 
laughing eyes and keep 
your home a haven 
for the downtrodden 
and the gai

Paula Cantor



i ran
into molly the 
other day boss 
i had heard 
lotsa kids running 
and having fun 
and i saw there 
in the midst 
a cha rac te r  of 
many friends 
cricke ts sp iders 
and other insects 
she has a gust 
of wind kind of 
warm th and 
a huge humor 
that takes us 
off guard

M artha Dreier Dorf



karen the cat
has been wooing
the muse no pun please
and i am privileged
to p resen t one of her more
frivolous songs just
as she sang it to
severa l of her dubious
feline friends in the
alley as follows
gai luv toujours gai i
have known some wild parades
in my time dear ies
the town is painted pink my
dear archy

Karen M. Fraser



i met blanche 
on an ea rly  
morning walking 
with ha ir 
straightening in 
the wind 
i met her 
on a bright 
noon working 
hard
developing intelligent 
conservative ideas 
and challenging 
hollow libera lism  
i met blanche 
on a late 
evening sailing 
under the moon

archy

Blanche Goble



well boss i saw 
gigi just back 
from cre te  
and she was
proving political policies 
carefully shaping 
theories and 
fram ing goals and 
boss i have to tell you 
she has a 
quiet humility 
and a warm th 
for all

archy

Georgiana Godfrey



lynn was in the 
coffee shop this 
afternoon laughing 
and giggling at 
obscurit ies and the world 
she left 
and drove off 
in her racy 
ro ad s te r  cheering 
her low slung 
dachshund you d 
never know 
how good she 
is at doing what 
needs doing 
never boss

Lynn Karen Goeller



martha  was at 
the football game 
yeste rday in 
a polo coat 
h e r eyes a re  
so beautifully 
g reen  like the 
hills of Virginia 
oh such cap rices  
i can understand 
why she has 
such a walletfull 
of p ic tu res and 
why she sits 
c rosslegged 
in fields and 
by hearths

Laurie Vance Johnson

M artha Brainerd Gorman



can you imagine 
brig itte  was 
reading a palm 
with no thought 
to her own in 
which we find 
such efficiency 
and a kindness 
which comes 
out in
sm iles subtly 
wise and i must 
tell you 
warm in such 
a feminine way

Brigitte Hasenkamp



speaking of daring things 
as so many people a re  these 
days
i met susie in 
the alley last night 
back from new york 
horsing around 
and stating
quote life s too dam funny
for me to explain
its c mon honey
life s too dam funny
it s one day sunny
the next day rain
life s too dam funny
for me to explain unquote

Susan Child Howland



black point is where 
alison bronzes 
and plays a wild 
game of tennis 
with a lovely smile 
a diligent worker 
is alison with 
sometimes purple clothes and 
strangely blue eyes 
i talked to her on 
a bus going 
to the rink 
and rea lized 
how well she 
knows us

archy

Alison Adams Hubby



i hopped onto m erethe  s 
skis this afternoon boss 
and she said hi 
she managed to 
look elegant even in 
ski clothes so 
i asked her where 
she was going 
to dancing interrogation 
point no she said 
to a jazz session 
in terrogation point 
no she was just going 
to the godfreys 
and gee she said 
was that g rea t
we talked se r iously  about the 
differences in american 
and norwegian philosophy and 
she amazed me with her 
profound perception 
then i hopped off her 
skis at the bottom of the 
hill boy do blondes 
ever have m ore  fun 
too bad i never met 
a blond cockroach

archy

Merethe Lange-Nielsen



i couldn t te ll 
if effie was 
watching or 
chewing it over
she was quiet XT' r p
anyway but 
she knew what 
was going on
interrogation point because
then she giggled
and ran  down
the alley to her
bright red  car
and zoomed off

archy

Lau



the re  is a rum or 
boss that lisie 
he rse lf  denied at the swiss 
germ an embassy ball 
last night with a blush 
but anyway the sto ry  
goes that lis ie gave 
a speech at woodrow 
wilson and being so 
engagee in everything 
everywhere e lse 
read  by m istake 
he r  address which 
she had presented 
in atlanta the week before 
then lis ie  just sang 
je suis intoxiquee 
but it s only a rum or 
boss i have to admit 
that and besides 
does lis ie get confused 
interrogation point

Elise Noel Rosenhaupt



/

an optimist is a g ir l 
who wears ro sy  
colored g la sse s  
and polishes them 
every morning when 
she brushes he r ha ir 
in gentle sophistication 
she keeps a s tr ing 
with many knots 
and i would also wish 
to write for he r an 
ode to a child 
dancing in the wind 
when she gazes 
at us with her 
droopy blue eyes 
we feel loved

Phoebe Russell



i saw shaw last night 
having a passion 
about dylan cycles 
Colorado o r beaujolais 
b ea r  we said no pun please 
it s all right ma 
she being kind 
though witty and 
wise with words 
did not gather her 
dissen t into a wise crack

Barbara Shaw



i say boss 
i found susie in 
france last week i did 
am idst beaucoup de 
fleurs jaunes and 
shiny english 
pebbles and g reen  bottles 
of wine
she was singing boss that 
p rocrastina tion  is the 
a r t  of keeping 
up with yesterday 
and she was posing as 
the earthmother 
for a gathering 
of photographers 
it was spring

archy

Susan Sichel



sally came swinging
her a rm s open to us
with g rea t enthusiasm
she sang call me irresponsib le
and that quote
ours is the zest of the alley cat 
we caperly dance about from flat 
to flat
what though your shoe should 
knock us down
sally for us they p ra ise  the town 
unquote
and then she stopped 
well my dear archy 
she began and we 
went and had a long 
talk and i left her 
feeling disconsolate 
but with a wild 
song dancing 
in us both

archy

Sally Pitcher Stewart



a friend 
is an a r t is t  
who is not a 
p r im a donna 
i ran into janey 
at the piano 
and we went out 
and crawled through 
the tunnel of 
raked leaves 
i love someone 
new my dear 
archy said she 
so we laughed and 
hugged each other

Jane Culver Strunsky



well boss 1 met 
gre tchen painting 
in her g a r re t  
you know she has 
lovely hands boss 
and when i came 
in she turned 
the canvas to the wall 
we went out 
and had a helluva 
good time and 
said hi to the 
village scavenger 
but wotthehell 
archy wotthehell 
we said cheerio 
my deario

Gretchen Ann Taylor



tomato i 11
have you know that
they b reakfas t in heaven
and all s well with the world
you have a heavy
weight h e re  wot with
being responsible
but it s so gai
to walk with you
in spring through
yonder tall g ra s s
there a re  more  things
twixt those golden
locks than a re  d ream t of
in thy philosophy mehitabel

archy

Sarah Roberts Tomlinson



the thing about 
woody whom i 
ran into in the 
forest in a 
peasant blouse 
and lumber 
jacket anyway 
the thing is 
boss that she 
enjoys he r world 
of impeccable 
a r t i s t r y  and 
in te res t in the 
off-beat things 
that she amazes 
us with constantly 
like jean shepherd 
and needlework 
and he r convictions 
on most of the 
things that m atte r

archy

Margaret de Forest 
Woodbridge



Barbara Mackenzie Lawrence
September 19, 1947 
November 23, 1964

If you swing on a swing 
In the morning 
By night you can hook 
Your feet around a s ta r  
And spit on the moon.

-Buff Lawrence
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FIRST ROW: Enid Sackin, Ann Hughey, M ettie  W hipple, G ail Hood. SECOND ROW: H erm ine D elaney, Susan Bonthron, Hannah Blakeman, Margery 
Cuyler, Kitzi Becker. THIRD ROW: Mary Moore, Mary Bilderback, Sally Lane, Hope Rose, Debby Hobler, P atty  Morgan, Lynn W iley. FOURTH ROW: 
Kathy Boone, Leslie Loser, Andy Hicks, M arianne Hoffman, Linda S tan iar. Missing from p ic tu re . Sarah Jaeger, D iane Lyness, Barbara Sullivan, (president).



X FIRST ROW: Jane Borgerhoff, Ju lia  Lockwood, M arta Nussbaum, Laura Peterson, Deborah Seckel. SECOND ROW: A lexandra Dilworth, Mary Woodbridge, 
Faneen Murray, M artha M iller, (president), P am ela  Erickson, Jo Schlossberg. THIRD ROW: Susan Fritsch, Frances Gorman, Mary Combs, Ruth Conover, 
Bree Rosi, E lena Zullo, Mary Young, D iane W illis, Linda Fox. MISSING FROM THE PICTURE: Karen Myers, Christine Otis, Phoebe Knapp.



FIRST ROW: Frances Conover, Connie Sayen, P am e la  A all, Ann M cC lellan . SECOND ROW: Leigh Keyser, Susan Koch, Mary Hobler, K ate Linker, 
W ylie Aaron, Beth Schlossberg, Suzanne B lanchet, Joan W adelton. THIRD ROW: Peyton Brewster, C atherine Barr, Linda Baker, Sophia Godfrey, Anne 
Fulper, G illian  Gordon. FOURTH ROW: Lisa Lawrence, Linda Hart, H elen  Behr. Missing from  p ic tu re: D iana M ackie, Ingrid Selberg, G ail Smith, 
Nancy Flagg.



CLASS EIGHT SEATED: Bev Bevis, D ianne Tyler, Molly H all, H elen  Bushnell, D ianna Eure, E lizabeth Rose, Ju lie  Fox, Betsy N icholes. SECOND ROW: 
Bertina B leicher, Kay Lane, Debby Shoemaker, Bebe Ramus, Pooh Holt, G ail Colby, Nancy Spencer, Cope Sawyer, Donna Ganges, Betsy Bristol, Jean 
Gorman. THIRD ROW: Susan Schnur, Beth Borgerhoff, Abby Sheldon, T racey  Green, Betsy H artm ann, Beth H ealy . UP LADDER: Jane W iley, Sharon 
Abeel, Glenys Wolff, Karen Hoffman, Derry Light. MISSING FROM PICTURE: K ath leen  Gorman, M argery Burt (president).



UPPER SCHOOL STUDENT COUNCIL: SEATED: Dabby Bishop, Sarah Jaeger, S ecretary; Sally Tom linson, Presi
dent; M erethe Lange-Nielsen, Mary H obler. STANDING: B rigitte Hasenkamp, Ju lia Lockwood, Linda S taniar, 
Sally  Lane, Mary Young, LynnBehr.

Student Councils

Upper School Representatives
1961-62 K atherine Boucher 

Gigi Godfrey 
Effie Lau

1962-63 Pau la Cantor 
Barbara Lawrence 
Sally  Tom linson

1963-64 Sally  Tom linson, S ecre ta ry  
Paula Cantor
Phoebe Russell

MIDDLE SCHOOL STUDENT COUNCIL: FRONT ROW: Carol 
Spencer, W istar W illiam s, Pat L ilje lund, Cope Sawyer, Mary 
Bishop, Betsy N icho les. BACK ROW: Derry Light, Pooh Holt, 
President; C athy Morgan, K itty W arren.



COMMITTEE: FRONT ROW: N a ta lie  Huston, Mary Johnson, M olly Dorf, chairm an; Susie Sichel, Brita Light. 
SECOND ROW: G ail Colby, Debby Hobler, treasurer; M erethe Lange-Nielsen, Peggy W oodbridge, A lix D il
worth, Sec. THIRD ROW: Phoebe Knapp, Jane Borgerhoff. BACK ROW: Annika Bugge, Connie Sayen, G illian  
Gordon, P a tty  Morgan, M argery Cuyler.

Social Service
Social Service Representatives
1961-62 Susie S ichel 

Elise Rosenhaupt

1962-63 Barbara Shaw
Susie S ichel, secre tary  
Peggy Woodbridge

1963-64 Elise Rosenhaupt 
Susie S ichel, treasurer 
Peggy W oodbridge

VOLUNTEER COMMUNITY SERVICE: Nursery Schools, Church 
Schools, P rinceton T u to ria l Serv ice, M erw ick Nursing Home, 
P rinceton  Hospital, New Jersey Neuro-Psychiatric Institu te, R e 
cording for the Blind, P rinceton Freedom  Center ( S .N .C .C ., 
P .A .H .R .)  Quaker Work Camps, T ren ton Home for Girls.FUND 
RAISING: Pet show, Wreaths, T a len t Show, Various Class P ro 
je c ts  .



BACK ROW: Peggy W oodbridge, G illian  Gordon (Properties), Ann Hughey, Molly Dorf, (Lighting), 
G ail Hood (Ass't. Scenery), Kitzi Becker, (Make-Up) Ju lia Lockwood, Leslie Loser (Music), Linda 
Baker, Hope Rose (Costumes). FRONT ROW: Mary Young (Program), Dabby Bishop (Scenery), 
K aren Fraser, M argery Cuyler (Ass't Costumes), Barbara Shaw (President of D ram atic  Club), Sarah 
Jaeger (Stage Manager), Debbie Hobler (Ass't. Lighting) Mary Moore (House Com m ittee) . 
MISSING FROM PICTURE: Ellen Aronis (Ass't. S tage Manager), Paula Can tor (Ass't. Stage 
Manager), Jane Borgerhoff (Ass't. Properties), M arianne Hoffm an (Tickets), Susan S ichel, M ettie 
W hipple (Ass't. Make-Up).



Ondine
Directed by 

M unroe W ade

A u g u s t e ................. ..............  Muir A therton
E ugen ie ..................... .............. Ju lia  Lockwood
R itte r H a n s .............. ..............  Bartow Farr
O n d in e ..................... .............. Karen Fraser
The Ondine s . . . . .............. Ann Hughey

Peggy Woodbridge 
G illian  Gordon

Lord C ham berla in  .
Superin tenden t . . .
T rainer of Seals . .
B e r t h a .....................
B e r t r a m .................
V i o l a n t e .................
A n g e l i q u e ..............
S a la m m b o ..............
A Lady .....................
I l l u s i o n i s t ..............
The K in g .................
A S e rv an t.................
1st F isherm an . . .
2nd F isherm an (King of the Sea)

David Bandler
1st J u d g e .................
2nd Ju d g e .................
E xecu tioner..............
K itchen  M aid . . .



Athletic Association

FIRST ROW: Sia Godfrey, Dabby Bishop, Mary W oodbridge. 
SECOND ROW: Hope Rose, (secretary) Gigi Godfrey, 
(president; secretary, 1963-64). THIRD ROW: Karen 
Hoffman, G retchen Taylor.

Lately, 
bounciru'-

Well, a t th e  end v Lne year 
everyone is tho rough ly  exhaus 
ed w  M. F . S. te am  camei 

h ro u eh  w ith  a  s m a s h i n g  victo ry  noises I roni the  gym

bung ing '' >>'i(l ex c itin g  g;m u  ge l more
n is .y ea r



FINEST BOARD: STANDING: Barbara Shaw, Elise Rosenhaupt (editor '63-'64), Kate Linker, P atty  Morgan, 
H ila ry  Brown, Jack ie  Sum m erfield . SEATED: Leslie Loser, Leigh Keyser, Irene Smoluchowski, Ophie Benson, 
(Editor), Susan Henssler, Ju lie  Fox, Beth Borgerhoff. M issing from  picture: Karen Meyers, M artha M iller.

INKLING REPORTORLAL STAFF: Linda Staniar, Ann Hughey,
Pam ela Erickson, M arta Nussbaum, Linda Baker, Nancy 
Flagg, Betsy H artm ann, Barbara Sturken, F e lic ity  Brock,
C athy Lane, Cynth ia Morgan. FEATURE WRITERS:
Barbara Shaw, Sally  Stewart.

Publications

INKLING EXECUTIVE STAFF: K aren Fraser, Lynn Goeller, G retchen Taylor, Susan S ichel, Paula 
C an tor (editor), Sa lly  Lane (asst, editor), Leslie Loser, B lanche Goble, Derry Light. M issing from  
Picture: Lisa Lawrence, D ebbie Lawrence.



MADRIGAL GROUP: UPPER ROW: Sally  Stewart, A lison Hubby, M olly Dorf, K aren Fraser (president), 
Elise Rosenhaupt, Phoebe Russell, H erm ine D elaney . LOWER ROW: Peggy W oodbridge, Dabby Bishop, 
M artha Gorman, Mary Young, Leslie Loser, Mary Combs.

Music
GLEE CLUB OFFICERS:
1961-1962 Peggy Woodbridge
1962-1963 M arita R aub itschek
1963-1964 Peggy Woodbridge
1964-1965 Karen Fraser (president)

Sally  S tew art (representative)



LIBRARY COUNCIL: STANDING: Mrs. M eyers (librarian), A lison Hubby (president), M arta Nussbaum, Chris Otis, 
Connie Sayen, Effie Lau. SEATED: Linda Baker, Nancy Flagg, Peggy W oodbridge, Ann Hughey, A lix  D ilworth. 
MISSING FROM PICTURE: D iane Lyness, H annah Blakeman, Pam  Erickson, G ail Sm ith.

Library Council

STANDING: Blanche Goble, D ianne W illis, K itzi Becker, Chris Otis, N ancy Flagg, 
Ann M cC lellan , G igi Godfrey. SEATED: Effie Lau, Andrea Hicks, Lynn G oeller 
(chairman), M ary Moore (secretary), M erethe Lange-N ielsen  (AFS student from  
Norway).

American 
Field 

Service 
Committee





Girl w ith Grey Eyes

Joyce w elcom ed the w in te r when it cam e early  in 
th is p a rt of the coun try . "D am n New England, " she 
said, bu t a t leas t she was g ra te fu l for the co ld w eather 
and the  ra in  before the f in a l en tom bm en t of w in ter .

In m ucky  w eather she d idn 't have to  excuse her 
silence, everyone was too cross to  bo ther h e r.

"W hat's your nam e? " they  a ll asked a t the b e g in 
ning, s ta r in g .

Joyce
"Joyce what?" bu t she w ouldn't te l l  th em . She 

would not lis ten  to  th e ir laugh ter un til classes started, 
when teachers would c a l l  the ro ll .

"Why have you com e here?" They did not m ean  it 
the  way it sounded; it's only unusual to change schools 
in  one's jun io r y ea r. But Joyce knew th a t.

Long story, she to ld  th em . And i t  was, re a l ly . But 
i t  could be summed up p re tty  b rie fly .

Broken h o m e . She to ld  them  th a t m uch when they  
pressed. But she would not te l l  them  her n am e .

On the  tra in  com ing up she w a tched  out o f the 
window the whole four hours because it was ra in in g . 
R a in  m ade her happy .

"Good job  something does, " she m u tte red  su llen ly . 
She was su llen and depressed and frigh tened . Joyce 
was shy; the  though t of a ll the new people panicked 
her, p a rticu la r ily  since they  knew  th e ir  way around. 
She pu lled  her legs up like  a ch ild  and sh iv e red .

But she hadn 't c ried . She h adn 't cried, ex cep t 
opce a t a m ovie, in  over a y ea r. She w ished she 
cou ld . She w ished she could  be to ta lly  m iserab le , 
and th en  g e t b e tte r; bu t instead she ju st had th is sod
den  w eigh t of fea r and resen tm en t pressing like a

tum or on her h e a r t. It was sm othering h e r. She 
w ished she could cry it off.

She was alone .

They found out th a t she was Joyce Jam es when 
classes started, bu t th ey  d id n 't laugh, th ey  thought 
it was n ic e . They asked her i f  she was Irish and she 
had to  say yes, she was born in  Ire land .

You don't have an  accen t th ey  sa id . Of course 
no t she said im pa tien tly , I've liv ed  in  New York 
since I was four.

"Oh, in the V illage? " someone asked.
"N o" she said co ld ly .
There was a loud s ile n c e .
"W ell, " a g irl nam ed Cynth ia said kindly, " do 

you have any nicknames?"
"A t my old schoo l," Joyce said, "They som etim es 

c a lled  m e Ulysses. But I p re fer Jo y ce ."
Everyone c a lled  her Joyce then, but Cynth ia ca lled  

h e r Ulysses, and they  b ecam e friends.

Joyce had a sm a ll p a le  face under a short round 
ha ircu t, w ith uneven  bangs fa llin g  beyond her e y e 
brows . Her eyes w ere round and v e ry  la rg e , bu t they  
were grey, no t g reen . The rest of her fea tu res were 
ve ry  sm all, m ak ing her eyes seem  even  la rg e r. She 
had  long narrow hands and fee t; she was awkward 
and u n a th le t ic . She was in teresting , bu t she was also 
p re tty . But no t charm ing .

Joyce had b een  g iv en  a room  of her own, a rare 
th ing for a Ju n io r. "Probably the only good th ing 
abou t th is flam ing  school, " Joyce sa id . A t hom e, they



-- esp ica lly  Eric -- had always b e en  in h e r room .
She hadn 't m inded M ick, because his soul was as 
so lita ry  as hers, and they  cou ld  be a lone tog e th e r.
But her paren ts ta lk ed  too m uch.

"Eric, " she would say to  h e r fa ther, and som e
tim es he would listen, "ge t the  h e ll OUT, w ill you?" 
But he never h ad . And it h adn 't b een  a n ice  room  
anyway. But here there  was a window seat and a n a r
row bookcase, and a lock  on the door.

M ick had b righ t red  hair, but, "no freck les , " he 
said firm ly . His skin was ve ry  p a le  and c lea r, and his 
eyes were as la rge  and round as Joyce's, bu t his were 
a m urky b lu e . He and Joyce w ere both very  th in . Eric 
had said th a t he cou ldn 't te l l  them  apart from  behind 
because M ick had the same round h a ircu t as Jo y c e . 
"Too dam n long, " said Eric nastily , bu t M ick would 
never have i t  short. "I iden tify  w ith  him , " said Joyce, 
and M ick laughed . But Eric looked angry. "He is too 
aggressively m ascu line, " said Joyce la te r and M ick 
nodded so lem nly.

"Do you have any siblings or anything?" Cynthia 
a sked .

"Yeah, m y bro ther M ick . . . he's four years 
y ounge r."

"Oh, w e ll . "

Cynthia and Joyce were in  Joyce's room  on a ra iny 
Saturday afternoon in  November, " s tu dy ing ."  Cyn
th ia  was studying, Joyce was read in g . They had 
dec id ed  not to have the "tunafish  or some bloody 
th in g " they  were having for lunch .

Cynth ia looked up, bored. The ra in  was driv ing 
v io le n tly  on the w indow . "Do you like  rain?" she 
asked.

"M m m ,"

Cynthia scowled; Joyce had said l i t t le  in two 
m onths. W hat lit t le  she knew about her was from 
her expression.

"You never t a l k . "
"Shut up, Sin, I told you I d o n 't ."
"But how do peop le know you?"
"O h ."  Joyce closed her book and s tre tch ed . "D on 't. 

People d on 't. I am  in  m yse lf and i t  has to be th a t 
w ay . I c an 't le t  peop le know me or own m e . I am  
introverted ; bu t le t's  not, I don 't lik e  to  exp la in  m y 
s e lf ."

Sin looked exasperated, bu t th ey  went for a w alk  
in  the ra in .

M ick
"M ick and I used to  do this, " Joyce sa id . "W hen

ev e r i t  ra in ed  we would run down to the park, or ju st 
w alk  in  the stree ts. Funny."

"M ick  is tw elve?"
"Y eah ."
"Where is he?"
"Oh, they  put h im  in  board ing school. He's a year 

ah ead  o f h im se lf though, " she added . As though th a t 
d id h im  any good .

Funny M ick
"A ll alone in  a b loody kid's board ing schoo l. It's 

b lo o d y . Sodding Eric knew be tte r, but he wouldn't 
do anything, the sw in e .” Her vo ice  trem b led  w ith 
love and h a te .

"W hat's he like? " Cynthia asked.
Eric
"Oh, he's k ind of ta l l  flam boyan t w ild Irish. He's 

ve ry  an ti-hero . But he's not ve ry  e f fe c tiv e ."
"Is he a good father?"
"I guess. If you don 't m ind being  fo rced to  be 

lib e ra l and in te lle c tu a l.  But he's th ick  about p eop le . 
And he d rink s."



"W hat about your mother? "
"Puritan  and conven tiona l. She's h a lf Welsh and a 

quarter Irish and a quarter Scottish, bu t somehow the 
Scottish p rev a iled . But she is k inder than  me d a d ."

"W hich do your prefer?"
Joyce did not answ er.

They w ent back  and Sin spraw led com fortab ly  on 
the bed . Joyce sat on the floor and put her head  on 
her knees, holding her hands tigh tly  around th em .
She was lonely; she w ished th a t Sin would leav e  her 
a lo n e . She b rea thed  slow ly.

After a m inu te Sin understood her silence and got 
u p . "See you, " she said, and closed the door.

Joyce le t  out a trem b ling  b re a th . There was a 
qu ick  sketch Shelagh had done o f M ick a y ear earlie r 
in her desk som ew here . Groping, she found it, and 
suddenly d iscovered she was cry ing.

M ick and Joyce should have known it was com ing, 
bu t the drinking and the quarre ling  had been  so bad 
for so long, and they  had to  live somehow, th a t they  
had p retended, and so the d ivorce took th em  unaware 
w hich m ade Eric furious.

He had crashed in  on them  one n igh t a t three 
o 'c lo ck  in  Joyce’s room .

"D on’t you ever go to  bed?" he snapped. M ick 
looked cross; Eric never m ade them  go to bed .

"W hat trash are you read ing? " Eric w en t on . He 
was shrill, poking a t th e ir books. Joyce was read ing  
OTHELLO; Mick, MUTINY ON THE BOUNTY. "Shoot, " 
exploded Eric, h ittin g  a t  M ick's book.

"Oh Eric, shut up, " Joyce sa id .
He sank listlessly on the bed and sighed. M ick put 

h is finger in  his m outh and Joyce w a ited .
"W ell, a ll right," Eric said, u nd ram a tic a lly  for 

once, "I'm  sure you've b een  expec ting  i t .  Shelagh 
and I are g e ttin g  a d iv o rc e . You w ill go to  boarding

schoo l."
"D iv o rc e !"
"E ric!"
"Oh stop it; you knew i t  was com ing as w e ll as we 

d id . And you know i t  won't m a tte r anyway, you're 
happ ier w ithou t u s. No one has tim e  for fee lin g  sorry 
for you.

" I ' l l  b e t Mum h a s ."
"Y es. 'Mum h a s . " 1 Eric was ugly; Joyce looked 

aw ay. "W hat w ill happen?"
"I'm  going to  England. I can  teach  th e re . Shelagh 

w ill stay h e re . She w ill have you for v a c a tio n s ."
"Why not always?"
"Because she c an 't be b o th e red ."  Joyce and M ick 

were s ilen t. Eric swore loud ly  and left, slam m ing  
the d o o r.

M ick wrote her once a w eek. Shelagh wrote once 
a day for six days and then  none for two weeks. Eric 
w rote about once every three weeks, bu t his were 
the ones she re read .

In the second le tte r, from  London after the divorce, 
he wrote:

"Do your work, Jo y c e . You are a ro tten  student, 
and I have every  confidence th a t you w ill be abso
lu te ly  f ilth y  now. W ell, don 't le t  yourself go, 
com p le te ly  because you're unhappy . It's too good an  
ex cu se . Bury yourself in some bloody trash novel if 
you must, bu t do your work first, if you have to stay 
up t i l  th ree  . You m ay  be flipp ing b rillian t, those 
people say so, bu t you've never shown it.

It's sim ply  ignorant to reb e l in  school, you're 
im po ten t. You must g e t your education , and then  
you have the r ig h t to k ick  if you s till w an t to, which 
you m ay no t. And besides, w hether you th ink  so or 
not, you can  lea rn  things a t school just as w e ll as by 
yourself. And if you w rite m e your bloody trash about 
a bad teacher, I'll fly  over there  and k ick  you (I 
w on't re a lly  so don 't try  i t) .



I know you're there  Joyce. Don't frown.
I d id try, J o y ce ."
But no t hard enough.

She d id  not obey Eric's le t te r . She d id not do her 
work, b u tre ad  a ll the  t im e . She d ream ed  during classes 
Her m ind  was fu ll of m arvellous things for herse lf. 
They m ade re a lity  less sure o f itse lf .

But one of her teachers spoke to h e r . She must 
com e down to earth, face r e a l i ty .

Joyce ignored the fa c t th a t she was shy. "How can  
I face re a lity  when in  re a l ity  there  is no one to  love

m e anywhere. I am  alone, and I don 't like  i t .  1 
read  and I m ake up things so th a t I'm  not a lo n e ."

"Why don't you w rite  stories then? You must be 
ta le n te d ."

"I c an 't.  I c an 't g e t it out, I can 't get it o ff ."
She le f t and went to  her ro o m . Nothing d id  any 

good, th a t w eigh t was in  her, and she cou ldn 't g e t it 
o u t. This too, too  solid flesh would never m e lt.

Ophelia Benson, XII
First Prize
Upper School Prose

What is this silent evening saying?
Brooding over my fading heart 
It sinks upon me
And my silent soul offers empty re s is tan ce  
As she folds in a death agony.
Over my hea r t 's  evening broods the night.
In the dimness of dawn, evening and my heart 
Are one.
Man and wife on the b r ida l n igh t.
She folds silent in a death agony.
He sinks upon her.
What is this silent evening saying?

Elise Rosenhaupt, XII
F i r s t  Prize
Upper School Poetry



“Hey, C lod”
The air hung w ith afternoon stillness and the flag 

flapped  a im lessly  on its po le . The sun, p ie rc ing  its 
las t feeb le  rays through the window shutter, slowly 
sank in  the sky u n til ith ung  p recariously  over the line 
of trees on the horizon. The sky was cloudless; a 
vast sheet o f suffocating b lue stre tched  over the  earth  
on a l l  sides, w hile th e  earth  itse lf seem ed to gasp for 
b re a th .

At th a t m om en t the b e ll rang and a t last the dull 
drone of the schoolm aster c e a se d . The im pa tien t 
boys, w ithout w aiting  to  say good-bye to  the teacher, 
g rabbed th e ir ta tte red  books and stum bled, shouting, 
over e ach  o ther and out the d o o r. The a ir was heavy 
w ith  h e a t and a so litary  sparrow chirped in  th e  m ap le  
o u ts id e ,

C laude was s till p iling  up his books on his desk 
when a ll the o ther boys had left, and finally , having 
dum ped them  a ll in to  h is p la id  schoolbag, he w alked 
to  the teach er's  desk and shyly pu t out his hand . The 
schoo lm aster l if te d  his head  from his papers w ith a 
look of surprise on his f a c e . Then, re lu c tan tly , he 
shook the boy's hand and C laude said, reddening,

"Good-bye, S ir. The lec tu re  was very  in te re s tin g ." 
He turned and w alked out the door in to the  p la y 
ground. There were only a few boys le f t p lay ing 
m arb les in  the th in  lay e r of sand. They looked up as 
he cam e ou t and one of them  said, "Hi, there,
Clod -- en joy the lec tu re? "

C laude reddened again  and said no th ing.
"Lord, what a c lod . C an 't ever answer when you 

ask h im  som eth ing . Clod's a c lo d ."  The boys 
laughed a t his c lev e r p lay  on the French boy's nam e 
and h is friends jo in ed  in  th e  chan t, "C lod 's a clod, 
C lod's . . . "

C laude turned and w alked off the playground -- 
away from the laugh ter and po in ting  fingers. He knew 
they  d idn 't lik e  h im ; he was d iffe ren t from  them  b e 
cause he cam e from F rance. But then  they  d idn 't 
know about his secre t -- h is wonderful se c re t. Even

his paren ts d idn 't know about his sec re t. It was 
som eth ing very  spec ia l and im po rtan t. He would 
only te l l  i t to someone he trusted very  m uch . He 
would p robably never m ee t someone like th a t —  
bu t th en  if he did, he would te l l  h im  the  secre t.

The sun had d isappeared  b enea th  the horizon, 
leav ing  a backdrop flam ing  red  behind the t r e e s .
The a ir had cooled  -- suddenly i t  seem ed re liev ed  
o f some enormous burden . C laude stopped and 
stared  a t the  sunset for a long tim e, u n til the trees 
seem ed on fire w ith leap ing  orange flam es. He 
started, and com ing back  to his senses, w alked on 
aga in  into the l i t t le  town, looking in  th e  shop windows 
and th ink ing  how m uch he would like to  have one of 
those shiny red  fire-engines . . .b u t then  nothing 
was as n ice as his sec re t. He wouldn't trade anyth ing 
in the world for h is sec re t.

C laude turned a corner, h is schoolbag in  h is hand 
and his long kn itted  socks pu lled  up to his k n ee s .
Dusk was creep ing slowly, very  slow ly over the town, 
bu t i t  was s till fa r from  d a rk . C laude began  to  th ink  
of a l l  th e  things th a t had happened in the las t year; 
a ll the changes w hich had com e over his l i f e . How 
his fa ther had decided  to  tak e  h is fam ily  to  Am erica, 
and form  a partnership w ith C laude's uncle  in se lling  
French w ines in  A m erica . C laude saw his fa ther 
v e ry  seldom  --he was always off to the c ity  on 
business. But he loved his father, and h is m o ther had 
o ften  to ld  h im  how m uch  his fa ther w an ted  h im  to 
have a good education , and be happy w ithou t too 
m any toys, and e spec ia lly  to  be po lite  to his e lders. 
And Claude had done a ll those things and he longed 
to  have a fa ther com e hom e and see w hat a fine 
son he had, and what a happy son. Because he 
was happy, C laude thought; in fac t, he cou ldn 't be 
h app ie r. And espec ia lly  w ith  his se c re t. His secret 
was ex tra  -- som eth ing v e ry  spec ia l which m ade 
his life  a ll the m ore p e rfec t.

Suddenly C laude's thoughts were in te rrup ted  by a



vo ice and then  a door slam m ing and footsteps on the 
s tre e t. C laude squinted ahead through the growing 
darkness and saw someone w alking s tead ily  towards 
h im . He stopped for a m om en t and curiously w atched 
the figure; it was obviously too  sm all to  be a m an  or 
w om an . . . suddenly the thought th a t it m igh t be a 
boy from  his school sprang into C laude's m ind . His 
h ea rt sank and he w alked slow ly on. And then, it 
seem ed, lik e  a flash the face was there  before h im  
-- warm , glowing, friend ly  . . . th e  corners of the 
m outh turned shyly up -- and the face was sm iling 
a t h im . C laude sm iled  slowly back  and reddened . He 
fe lt suddenly wonderful a ll over; i t  was the w ay he fe l t  
whenever he though t about his sec re t. And then  the 
face was gone and C laude was w alk ing on again  
through the darnkness, swinging his schoolbag and 
qu ickening his steps as he neared his hou se .

The next morning C laude w andered in to  the 
schoolyard -- alone, as usual, ho ld ing his schoolbag 
and scuffling clouds of sand w ith his fe e t. His m other 
had to ld  h im  expressly not to  do th a t, because, she 
said, it would m ake his sandals d ir ty . But he fe lt 
in a curiously revengefu l m ood. He was happy, 
though, happy deep down inside about something, 
and th is tim e  it w asn't just h is sec re t.

"H ere com es C lod . Good m orning, C lo d ."  The 
speaker, who was o lder th an  C laude, grinned m ock 
ing ly and then  bowed so lem nly  as C laude en te red  
the schoo lyard . His companions laughed and one of 
them  said, "Hey, c lod . W here'd ya g e t the kooky 
schoolbag?"

C laude said nothing, and this tim e  he d idn 't redden . 
They could tease h im  a ll they  wanted, he thought, 
bu t i t  w ouldn't bo ther h im . Today nothing would 
bo ther h im  -- he was too happy for th a t.  And an y 
way, he was used to  i t .

When school began, C laude cou ldn 't and d idn 't 
concen tra te , and the o ther boys laughed when he 
couldn 't answer a question he h adn 't h eard . He 
looked around for the boy who had sm iled  a t h im  
the day before, and fina lly  he saw h im  sitting  in 
the first row, his head  b en t over his m ath  prob lem s.

He was a good worker, C laude though t he answered 
w ell in  class. Then his thoughts m eandered  back  to 
the m om en t he had seen th a t friend ly  sm ile  in  the 
graying darkness, and he fe lt happy a ll over again . 
T hen it d idn 't m a tte r th a t the o ther boys h a ted  h im .

When the b e ll fin a lly  rang, and school ended 
for the day, C laude put his books in to  his schoolbag, 
buck ling  it securely, p o lite ly  said good-bye to  the 
te a ch e r and went out in to  the p layground. A group of 
boys stood under the m ap le  tree , and as he shuffled 
by they  looked up and scanned h im  c r itic a lly , th e ir 
eyes lingering  on his long knee-socks and his "kooky" 
p la id  schoolbag. And then  they  resum ed th e ir c o n 
v e rsa tion .

C laude le ft the playground and w alked along the 
shadowy street lin ed  w ith m ap les . There was a l i t t le  
breeze, and i t  rum pled  his h a ir as i t  flo a ted  by .
Then C laude saw h im  -- the  boy who had sm iled  
a t h im . He was standing a good way ahead  on the 
street, looking b ack  a t C lau d e . Suddenly, C laude 
knew he was w aiting  for h im  and he began  to run.
He ran  u n til he caugh t up w ith the  boy, and then  
the two w alked silen tly  on ag a in .

"W hat's your nam e? " C laude asked shyly.
"C olin , " th e  boy answ ered. "W hat's yours?" he 

asked, p re tend ing  he d idn 't know .
"C laude -- re a lly  Jean-M arie -Claude, bu t since 

it's  so long they  ju st c a ll m e Claude , "
S ilence for aw h ile .
"You don't have m uch  homework, do you?" 

C laude asked.
"No -- why?"
" I ju st thought we could cu t across th a t fie ld  there 

-- it's  a short cu t to my house . Anyway, it's fun to 
w alk  in the grass; it's so ta l l  and it scratches your 
le g s . "

"O .K . L e t's ," Colin agreed en thusiastica lly , and 
they  jum ped  over a d itch  in  the road and began ru n 
ning w ild ly through the grass.

"W ait, " Colin  panted , and C laude stopped while 
Co lin  tie d  his loose sh o e la ce . Then they  w alked 
slow ly on aga in  while the breeze whispered through



th e  grass and the sun b e a t down.
"You lik e  A m erica? " Co lin  asked curiously .
"Oh, yes. I th ink  it's fin e . It's a lo t d iffe ren t 

from  France, though ."
"How come?"
"Oh, I don 't know . It's just d if fe re n t. It's bigger, 

anyway, and the boys don 't w ear knee-socks to 
school and they  don't carry schoolbags. That's 
m a in ly  how it's d if fe ren t."

"Oh, " C olin said m ed ita tiv e ly .
"Do you like secrets?" Claude asked slow ly.
"Oh, yes! I've go t a bunch of 'em  w hich I'll 

never te l l  ANYbody. And I keep  a lo t from my 
m other, too . She never knows what I th ink, any 
way . " Co lin  g rin n ed .

"I like th em  too, a l o t . "  C laude said, sm iling .
The breeze whispered aga in  and the sun shone 

m ore in ten se ly . Sparrows tw itte red  and a squirrel 
le a p t from  tree  to  tree  nearby . The ta l l  grass m ade 
a wispy, swishing sound as the boys waded through 
it -- no t harsh and scratchy, but soft and gentle 
. . . The boys neared  a grove of trees and C laude 
ra n  to  it and flung h im se lf on the m oist moss. C olin  
sat down beside h im  and b egan  chew ing a p iece  of 
g ra ss .

Suddenly C laude said, "You know, I've go t a very 
sp ec ia l secre t a ll m y ow n ."

"What?" C olin asked . C laude looked stead ily  at 
Co lin  and said, "D id you ev er te l l  a secre t someone 
to ld  you?"

"N ope. N eve r."
"And you prom ise never, never to  te l l  m ine?"
"Yup. I m ean  I do. " C olin grinned. C laude 

looked around and leaned  closer to Colin . He could 
fe e l his h ea rt thum ping . . . Suddenly he burst out, 
"You know I'm  re a lly  a prince --a re a l roya l prince 
-- ex cep t nobody knows and when I g e t o lder I'm 
going to live in  a castle  w ith a tow er and a stab le 
w ith horses and steeds -- bu t righ t now nobody knows 
-- no t even my PARENTS, and ev er since I've known 
i t  I've kep t it a secre t and you must never te l l  an y 
one

C laude was panting  for b rea th  and his h ea rt was 
b ea ting  faster and harder than  ever b e fo re .

Colin  looked dumbfounded -- h a lf b e liev in g  and 
h a lf n o t .

"You . . . you're a PRINCE?" He seem ed even 
bew ildered  a t the sound of the words them se lves.

"Yes -- I knew it ever since I read  about English 
and the French kings, and then  at the fa ir the fo rtun e 
te l le r  to ld  m e I would be a p rin ce  and live in a castle 
and when I had a d ream  abou t it I knew i t  was t r u e . 
You b e liev e  m e . . . don 't you?"

"Oh, yes! I b e liev e  you and I won't te l l  anyone 
. . . "  C o lin  stopped and spat out his grass.

"M aybe w e'd b e tte r go now; it's g e ttin g  la te , " 
he said tim id ly , and the two boys got up and began  
th e ir w ay hom e through the wispy grass as the sun 
slipped b enea th  the horizon and the dusk cam e on.

The follow ing m oring as the schoolyard filled  
w ith curious, ta lk a tiv e  boys, there  were murmurs 
and questions about where "C lod, " the French boy, 
was. Stories went around th a t one boy had seen him  
w ith a pack  on his back, w alk ing away from town 
and ano ther boy had seen h im  asking the g rocer when 
the nex t tra in  cam e through, and th a t m aybe he had 
run aw ay. The consensus was th a t he was only sick.

Colin, too, wondered where C laude was, and a ll 
through school he thought about the secre t and his 
vow not to  te l l  i t . He thought about it yesterday —  
the grove, the moss, the ta ll, wispy grass, and the 
ho t sun, and he fe lt strangely uneasy . It was probably 
only the w eather, he though t.

When the  b e ll rang he ran  w ith a ll his classm ates 
out into the schoolyard. There was no homework 
and so they  p layed  m arb les and he ld  ra c e s . Colin  
b rave ly  la id  a b e t th a t his friend Andrew would win 
over D ick C raven a t m arb les. Andrew won, and when 
C olin had co llec ted  his b e t m oney he w ent over to 
sit in  the shade o f the m ap le  t r e e . The playground 
was bo iling  h o t .

"Hey, there, Colin, " said a vo ice  beh ind  h im .
He whirled around and saw D ick C raven sauntering 
towards h im .



"Hey, w hat's this li t t le  run on th a t French kid? 
What m ade you w alk  home w ith h im  yesterday, eh? 
W hat do you see in  a k id  like that?"

Colin reddened  f ie rc e ly . He fe lt suddenly 
embarrassed, but he said n o th in g . By th is tim e  a 
crowd had ga thered  around Colin  and they  began  to 
ask h im  why he w alked hom e w ith  "C lod " and was 
he going to  carry a l i t t le  schoolbag tomorrow? Colin's 
anger rose inside and he cou ldn 't suppress i t .  His 
h ea rt thum ped faster and louder, and the b lood rose 
to his face and suddenly he shouted, "Listen! There's 
a lo t you don 't know about C laude. And m aybe if 
you knew  he was a PRINCE -- and I m ean  a ROYAL 
prince -- you'd shut up and th ink abou t i t . "

There was dead silence and Co lin  gasped for 
b re a th . The sun shone b ril lia n tly  and the leaves of 
the m ap le  tree  stirred .

Suddenly there was a snicker, and then  another, 
and then  the whole crowd broke in to h ilarious 
lau g h te r .

"L isten to  that! He says . . .  oh! . . .  he's a 
prince! ! My foot, w hat next? Prince Clod! Ha! "
D ick C raven choked w ith laugh te r over th e  words 
and they, a ll  gasping for breath , slow ly dispersed, 
leav ing  Colin under the m ap le  tree, h is eyes alm ost 
b linded  w ith  tears th a t w ouldn't stop com ing.

The nex t day Claude was b a ck  a t school w ith his 
knee-socks and his p la id  schoo lbag . After school, in 
th e  playground, th e  boys b egan  to  ask where he had 
b een  and why he hadn 't b een  the re  yeste rday . He 
d idn 't answer when they  asked him , bu t he thought 
to h im self of how his m other had kep t h im  from  going 
because she though th e  was sick w ith a fev e r. And just 
because he was unusually  happy! Claude d idn 't 
understand his m o ther som etim es.

When he had g a the red  his books and buck led  his 
schoolbag, C laude w ent ou t in to  the  p layground. The 
sun was sinking in the sky. There was no breeze at 
a ll -- ju st dead, du ll h e a t.

C laude no ticed  a group of boys under the  trees 
and when he cam e out, they  turned and said, "Hi, 
there, Clod, " and bowed m ock ing ly .

And then  suddenly, out of nowhere, the words 
cam e v ib ra tin g  on the waves of h e a t.  They  sounded 
m uffled  -- stra ined and fa r away, bu t they  were 
th e re :

"H a il Prince C lod!"
It was D ick C raven.
C laude gasped -- they  know. They knew his secre t. 

A ll his thoughts rushed to one Objective -- he whirled 
around, his eyes searching fran tica lly  for Colin.
There he was, standing by the fence, staring b lank ly  
a t C laude w ith an un rea l, faraw ay look in  his eyes.

"Colin! " C laude gasped, and then  he looked 
aga in  a t the boys. They were a ll kneeling , bow ing 
in  m ock ing reve rence, saying, "H ail, Prince C lo d ."

Then D ick got up and shouted to Colin, "C 'm on 
C olin  -- a ren 't you going to jo in  the fun?" Colin 
d idn 't m ove . Then the boys stood up and shuffled 
off the playground, chanting, "H ail, Prince Clod!
The Prince has come !"

Colin w atched them  go and then  turned to  C lau d e . 
"I'm  . . . sorry, " he said hoarse ly .

C laude looked at the ground and k icked  a cloud 
of dust w ith his toe  and suddenly the secre t d idn 't 
m a tte r any more -- suddenly i t  was m eaningless, 
em pty  -- and there  were o ther things in s tead . C laude 
said softly, "It's a ll righ t . . .  I ju st d idn 't th ink  
you'd do i t ."

A breeze stirred  the m ap le  leaves aga in .
Colin  looked a t C laude for a m om ent, and then  

turned  and w alked  away -- out the gate and down 
the ro ad . C laude w atched  h im  d isappear. He p icked  
up h is school bag and shuffled through the g a te . His 
m o ther had to ld  h im  not to shuffle bu t he d idn 't 
c a re . Mothers wormed too  m uch anyway. That was 
one th ing  about m others -- they  were always 
w o rry ing .

And he d isappeared  into the flicke ring  shadows 
of the m ap le  tre e s th a t lin ed  the s tr e e t .

E lizabeth Borgerhoff, VIII
First Prize
M iddle School Prose



A Song To Sing

Hot sun 
F re sh  a ir  
Lods of fun 

and
Not a ca re  -- 
Not a thing . . .

That's spring.
Rowboats 
Daffodils 
Love notes 

and 
Dentist bills 
F rom  Pickering . . .

That's spring
Wood ticks
Lemonade
Picnics

and 
No shade -- 
A bee sting . . .

That's spring
Italian ice 
Dirty knees 
A generous slice 

of
Swiss cheese -- 
A song to sing . . . 

That's spring.

Elizabeth Borgerhoff, VIII
F i r s t  Prize
Middle School Poetry
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"WHO is a flirt? "
" i c an 't get used to  teach in g  g irls"

"boy, do I ever love fire  drills"

in the a lle y  las t n igh t
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"stayed  up a ll n igh t w ith a paper"
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wot?
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TANK!

where?
"how was the weekend?" nno gym  -- sunken cheeks. " gdb

g is for george 

"beho ld  h isto ric  m .f .  s. "

"ch a lk  it up as experien ce"

" i  got my job  through the da ily  news"



"1 only speak to you in words, . . . 

And what is word knowledge 

but a shadow

of worldless knowledge?"

THE PROPHET by 
Kahlil Gibran

- Two Parents
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Call A ir  Conditioning

T h g tr s  r  uis Hfx 924-0166 Modernization

234 Nassau St.
Princeton, N .J .

Yy ^ '
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THE THORNE PHARMACY 
E . E .  Campbell, R. P.
P . A.  Ashton, R. P.

168 Nassau St . ,  Princeton, N . J .  
Tel. WA 4-0077

From: Those 2 Sagacious and Irrepu tab le Mentors 
To W hom We A ll Laughingly

Refer As Herm ine/Bonthron
To: EVERYONE

We Just W anted To Say T ha t This Year 
HAS BEEN a Very U nforgettab le One,

And Our C and id  Opinion Of This School 
Is T h a t It's

MARVELOUS!
(If You Squint Your Eyes and R ead  This Again 

Y ou'll Get The Picture)

ftCfo Trom 
/ *■

THE FARR HARDWARE CO M PAN Y 
Hardware and House Furnishings 

Telephone 924-0066 138 Nassau Street





etui Jo oj{  ̂̂  Kfr+ve*^ 
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■ItM. d jb u X ttC ji^ ,  a j^ c h L fa u ts C  
U a\ cL  J e i* ^  h t£ te & &  fa e A U Z M ^

160 Witherspoon St . ,  Princeton, N . J .  
Phone: 921-7287

PHARMACY

Wheel Chairs • Commodes • Hospital 
Beds ' Surgical Supplies

CARNEGIE REALTY, IN C. 
238 Nassau St. 

921-6177

/ * — N-~w v
All’s Well 
T h a t Ends 

WellTelephone:
896-0200

LAWRENCEVILLE 
HARDWARE CO M PAN Y 

Hardware, Paints, Housewares, Garden 
Supplies, Appliances

Pittsburgh, Scotts, Agrico, Rubbermaid, 
STANLEY 

Lawrencevil le, New Jersey



Chase Your H ighest T hough t

APARRI School of Dance 
Ballet with Mila Gibbons 

217 Nassau St. 
Princeton, N . J .

Compl iments 
of

K . M. LIGHT REAL ESTATE

Compl iments 
of

G EO RG E WARREN

RESTAURANT 
Fine Sandwiches

Superb Coffee
f-MPPy S

Always A Good Shake



Piousiy 
He SAid A

e 4̂ 1



Carry on with 
a 

Smile

With Love From 
Peter Piper 
Chippy -choo-choo 
Speedy Steve 
Q uicky Ricky 

and 
Little Behr

To Help The Seniors 
Down The 

Rocky Road

LAWRENCE NORRIS KERR 
Real Estate 

32 Chambers St.
924-1414

Saleswomen: Cornelia Diehlenn '33 
Ann Stockton

Custom Framing

The  
F r am e  Shoppe

All work done on
premises

72 W ith e rsp oon  S tre e t 
P rin ce ton  921-2306



z^PRINCETONIAN
36 Univers ity Place, Princeton, N. J

Sub sc r ibe  to the P r i n c e

P r i n c e t o n ’s  On l y  D a i l y  N ew sp ap e r

K E E P  TABS ON THE  
LARGEST  LOCAL S U PPLY  OF

MEN

Subscription Length

Two Terms
Town $13.50
Delivery

One Term 
Town $7.50 
DeIi ve ry

T h e  v a n i l l a  f lavo r  of th is  spot 
has been dona ted  by

The Princeton Tiger,
the  w o r ld ’s o ldest a n d  funniest 
college hum ou r  magazine. If  the 
flavor has faded by the t ime this 
reaches you, look for the  s t raw 
b e r r y  s p o t  in  t h e  n e x t  T iger .  
O n ly  .25 cents.

ONWARD 
M ILTON EISENHOWER!

K
M

Congratulations
to those who made it 

from two shut-ins



Andrew Says Farewell

F R E E D O M

We Are Poor Little Lambs 
Who Have Lost 

Our Way

Janey + Gretchen

a * 7c'y

jo y



AUDREE ESTEY -

d i r e c t o r  o f  b a l l e t

LES CHALETS

FRAN^A IS

F re n ch  Summer Camp for G i r l s  6-18
Deer Is le , Maine

Sa l t  and f r e sh  wa te r  swimming,
Riding,  sa i l i ng ,  t en n i s ;  all o th e r  spo r t s .  

Ba l l e t ,  mu s i c ,  d rama t i c s ,  art.
F re n ch  conv e r s a t i o n  encouraged ,  no t  forced.

MRS. GEORGE F. BUSH
391 N assau St.

Walnut 4-5045

V e  reau-V vi ate. to  see ^ou Gq
1>)E uJtStt THAT iOu’D STAV t_ON/6£fc( 
0OT |F UE. u)AKT To KEEP iov  HERE, 
U EU  HAVE To 8E MOCH STHoNGqH1

U e uE?Gl-JT S"

g ° o d



Congratulations and Best Wishes to 

the Class of 1965

RADIO CORPORATION OF 

AMERICA 

RCA LABORATORIES

David Sarnoff Research Center Princeton, New Jersey



JfELEN (Jan (leve
R ia l  E s t a t i  

P rim e tto n , New J t r t t y

Tou'n and  Coun t r y  P r op e r t i e s  
9 Mercer S t re e t  T e l .  WA 4-0284

H. P. CLAYTO N  

Dry Goods - Notions 

Sportswear - Accessories 

Palmer Square, Princeton

KULLER TRAVEL

AIR * SHIP * RAIL TOUR • CRUISE 

924-2550  599-2623

108 NASSAU ST.

The Gallup Organization, Inc.
MARKETING RESEARCH 

OPINION AND ATTITUDE STUDIES 

CORPORATION PROFILES

BEHAVIORAL ANALYSIS

CONSUMER SURVEYS

MEDIA AND AUDIENCE RESEARCH

53 Bank Street Princeton, New Jersey WAInut 4-9600



G. R. MURRAY, Inc.
SPEC IA L ISTS  IN INSURANCE

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

NASSAU SHOE TREE 
Shoes of Q uality 

for the discriminatory matron 
and miss

27 Palmer Square West, 921-7298

High Fashion Styling — Margret Jeffries 
ARTISTIC HAIRDRESSERS 

38 Witherspoon, 924-4875 
Elizabeth Arden Department

Compliments of 

THOMPSON REALTY



Compliments to The Se n io r  Class

DynaPlex
Corporation

Aerospace Solid State Electronics

P. 0. Box 341 
Princeton, N. J. 08340

Compliments to the Class of 1965 

from

Cascade Pools 

287-1000 Area Code 201

PR INCETON  
TOW NE & COUNTRY  

Real Estate

CONGRATULATES THE C L A S S  OF 1965

Mr. & M rs. Joseph A. Goeller 
20 Nassau S t .,  Princeton, New Jersey



THE PRINCETON HERALD 

Published Wednesday and Friday

Job P r in tin g , Too.

Congratulations To 
The Class of 1965

PRINCETON MUSIC CENTER

Compliments of

APPLEG ATE'S FLORAL SHOP 
Flowers For All Occasions 

47 Palmer Square West 
Phone WA 4-0121 

F . T . D .  Member

S in ce  1885 
"There has been no substitute for 

Personalized Serv ice"

fll/altesi fe. tJio-cae 9+tc.
70 Nassau Street 

(ground floor -

Opposite the Post Office)

PRINCETON, NEW J E R S E Y  
924-0095

Princeton's Oldest Established 
Real Estate and In su ra n c e  Firm

MILHOLLAND & OLSON

8 Stockton Street 

PRINCETON NEW JE R S E Y

IN T ER IO R S-A N T IQ U ES



45 Palmer Square West 
Princeton, New Jersey

Elite Furs Estate Jewelry Gems

Hours: 1 0 - 6  
And by Appointment

Carol A llen  
Phone: 924-7450

ROSETTE PEN N IN G TO N  
20 E. 56 St . ,  N . Y . C . ,  22 

Also Princeton Shopping Center 
Princeton, N . J .

TAVERNWOOD 
BEAUTY MANOR & COSMETIC SHOP 

69 Palmer Square West 
Princeton, N . J .

924-3983

THE CLOTHES LINE

O N

THE

SQUARE



BELLOWS
IMPORTERS

210 N a s s a u  St ree t  

P r inc e to n ,  N.J.

Walnut 4-3221

Specialists in 

Women's and C h ild ren 's  Apparel

joanie says hel lo

(well it ain 't no use to sit and wonder 
why babe if you don't know by now)

NASSAU INTERIORS

Fine Furniture 
Inferior Decorating

162 Nassau Street

FROM THE FIVE 
OF THE M ICHIGAN 

CO N TIN G EN T

EWEEERS t  SIIVEBSEEIIHS }  riKNGtI0«. W ■ ESI. ]* i?

Jewelers to Princetonians

34 Nassau Street, Princeton, N. J.

Miss Fine's charms available 
in gold and silver

MARSH & CO M PANY 
Pharmacists

Over 100 Years of Service

30 Nassau Street WA 4-4000



th is is the song of sixty five 
o f sixty five the ones who jive 
for m eh itab e l has po lite ly  
as is her wont 
inqu ired  as to our past 
we m eh ita b e l were not c leopatra  
nor do we w holly  b e liev e  
in  th e  py thago rean  theory  of the 
tran sm ig ra tion  be th a t as it m ay 
we have a past

for tw elve years ago 
w ith gre tch  and jan ey  who 
must have been  t in y  and lynn 
and dabby whose fu ll nam e 
i have been  to ld  is a 
terrify ing  doritha and g ig i 
th a t long ago we belonged 
to miss w eigel 
the last class u tte r ly  hers 
and the nex t year m eh itab e l 
we had ham sters which are 
un transm ig ra ted  crea tu res then 
in second grade we were a ship 
sa iling  around the world under 
various cap ta in s and m ates

it appears to m e boss th a t the 
th ird grade was a lm ost en tire ly  
war gam es w ith the girls escaping 
from  the oak tree and dabby 
was g re te l the re  s a dance in 
the old dam e y e t and then  the 
boys d eparted  and thom as was 
ca lled  upon to build boxes 
th a t the fourth grade toes m igh t 
touch the floor and we learned  
how properly  to  open books 
a lost a rt in these sad tim es

in  f if th  g rade  m rs p e ck  
m it ig a te d  th e  system  w ith  
c an a r ie s  w h ich  w ere th irds of 
w arn ings and th e re  was m iss 
ches ton  who d id n 't re tu rn  
h av in g  m a rr ie d  a b aby  doc to r 
in  P h ila d e lp h ia  also from  fif th  
to  six th  g rades m iss h i l lm an  
b e c am e  m rs g i l l  and sc re am ed  
w hen w rong ly addressed w h ich  
though  pe rh ap s a rro gan t was 
unde rs tand ab le  and b eg in n ing  a t 
six th  g rade we w ere 
d e s tin ed  to  a  l if e  o f 
b e ing  g u in e a  pigs 
u n tran sm ig ra te d  c re a tu re s

quite s im ila r to  ham sters 
caged  in  room  one w ith  banging

rad ia to rs and dripping c e ilin g  
in  m rs. conroy s hom e room 
we were flowers w ith quatrains 
long to  lea rn  oh yes m eh itab e l 
we had  our ups and downs 
ups were hom e rooms and 
downs were no more canaries 
then  m rs porter 
laud ie her nam e was boss 
taugh t an excru c ia ting  
history and we suffered through 
p a rliam en ta ry  hom e room  
and for n ine months we 
p lanned  a m ed iev a l banquet 
w ith stuffed pigs and apples 
un fo rtuna te ly  it never cam e off 
a he luva comedown rom ance 
archy rom ance was the word 
the nex t year in  Washington d c 
when we waved from the arva 
a t the rec ru its  a t fort m yer 
b a rb ie  brophy wore b la ck  lace  
and peche h it the c e ilin g  when 
dabby woke the w ench w ith 
w ashclo th w et i was a vers 
lib re poet once m eh itab e l 
we gave m idsum m er n igh t s dream  
w ith peggy a p rancing puck

when we en te red  the study h a ll and 
w ent up to read  reports m iss davis 
was understanding and w ith her we 
studied the santons de provence 
four new girls were le f t handed 
then  punchy and buff en ac ted  the 
glass m enagerie  for mrs sm ith

the  nex t y ear the glass un ico rn  shorn broke w ith buffs death

sally  brought in  the long h a ir b it 
and gai toujours gai susie h 
cam e w ith ta le s  o f new york and 
her b ro ther speaking o f m en  the 
nex t y ear was b rig e tte  and jim  
and m o lly  always going out west 
and there  was andrew also 
hardenburgh p layed  by b lanche 
a t m rs. bou te lle  s Vienna 
against l is ie  who was m e tte rn ich  
and susie s hunger pains started  
again  in  th e  lu te  song 
e llen  is s till to burn 
h e r chem istry  book and

jan ie  was on a spec ia l m usic 
schedule w ent out to aspen in the 
summ er when g ig i went to  Crete 
arriv ing hom e to m erethe

shaw was a t newport and is now
the class arch iv ist o f bobby n
jo an ie  whom  susie s resem bles
though she can t drive
effie however bombs around
in  her red  ram b le r and
lynnie in  sven the vw
and tom a to  adm inisters the
study h a ll saying
you know i could graph the noise
it s tak en  you two whole m inutes
g re tch en  always looked sick when
she m ade her announcem ents
ophelia  s ta ted  th a t the re  was

a finest m ee ting  today  and
everyone was expec ted  to  com e
the b ig jazz was sally stewart s
th e  astronauts
annika h a ted  physics for
nobody wants you when you re down
and ou t and graphing a cc e le ra tio n

and there  was the w eek th a t was 
w hich we po lite ly  re fe r to as 
senior squash w eek when everybody 
w ept and fa in ted  even  phoebe 
m r ha rtm ann  spoke a t our stuffs 
sessions speaking of stuffing 
w hich i suppose i wasn t  a lison 
stuffed herse lf on grapes and 
co ttage  cheese while karen 
p ra c tic ed  yoga the  fe lin e  position  
thank  heavens the bu ild ing  
survived the 500 blows for m artha  
was our e ff ic ien t though 
incongruous firew arden

it was gai tou jours g a i w ith 
m any m en  bu t s till we 
re tu rned  the p rod igal daughters 
to  m rs. shepherd

we dance t i l l  the sun com es up
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