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b%ss tge other day
earI !
oung lady conversin
gmaﬁ II¥| said .
then | heard

she was agmitting
what she did

not know.

and pausing to

listen intently

trying to

understand

the world

of action

thought .

and Spirit

this spirjt of hers
was not Inherent
but received

from wise teachers
miss davis

and all miss fine s
not an institution
buta
community |

which hasgiven
knowledge

and love of meanmfg
for aworld void of'meaning

for themy IS this hook
and for mr hartmann
who is carrying
us on
from greatness
to reatness
we say
th|s was our
finest hour
perhaps
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Ellen Jane Aronis

ellen has a
sculptured look and
fresh sophistication
with a cynical wit
| [ust came from clubs
where she sat with
lovely sensitive

hands$
challen mgf her
enc ante r|en

quote lots of people

can blow their own
bubbles but

can t burst them

unquote she said

It seems she can do both



| ran into ophelia again
last evenin

she is Inhabiting

an abandoned bookshop
In an alley

In greenwich village

| Was several

authors m dear
arch sl

being an.angry was
onl gam |n0|%e¥1t

In My career _
and i was always getting
Judg ed by somé

strit |aced

prune faced bunch

of prissy mouthed
sisters of uncharity
exclamation point

Ophelia Benson



Doritha Anne Ballard Bishop

sometimes hoss i
wonder how many
pies dabby s fingers
are in because

she sings and dances
and rushes_over
marquangd field . .
allthewhile maintaining
a._sophisticated
dignity and kind
concerned eyes

that care about

the way our pies
turn out



doesn t that continual laugh
|nd|cate a_Sense

of prol%ortmn Interrogation
point meh |a el

| must tell

you that annika

with red hair

steals cookies

from the parent teas
Probably scandalizing

he norweglan
ambassador to whom
she Is always

writing epistles

| also hear she
smokes a pipe

Annika Bugge



Paula Cantor

see here peche
| said |thou%ht
you told me That

It was an african
viglet you used to be
before’you
transmigrated into
a_creature of

silent contemplation

big ideas and

chattery warmth

but now | see

ou quickly create answers
0 lawful guestions

?nd H}_orahze wﬂé]k

aughing eyes and kee

ougr hogmeya haven d

or the downtrodden

and the gai



I ran
info molly the
other daglrboss

lotsa kids running
and having fun
and 1 saw'there
In the midst

ac aracter of
man% friend s
crlc ets spiders
and other msects
she has a gust
of wind kind of
warmth and

a hu%e humor
that takes us

off guard

Martha Dreier Dorf



Karen M. Fraser

karen the cat
thas been wooing |
he muse no n ease
and 1 am \PY ?p
to.presen one of her more
frivolous son?s just
as she sang if to
several of her dubious
eme r|ends in the
)(as follows

% uv toujours gai

ave known somé wild parades
In my time dearies
the town is painted pink my
dear archy



| met blanche
on anearly
morning walking
with hair =~
straightening in
the wind

| met her
on a bright

noon working
har

developing intelligent

conservative ideds

and challenging

hollow |be[]allsm

I met blanche

onalate

evening sailing

under the moon
archy

Blanche Goble



Georgiana Godfrey

well hoss I saw
?|g| just back
rom crete
and she was
proving political policies
carefully shaping
theones and
ramm% goals an
b053| ave to tell you
has a
qmet humility
and a warmth
for all
archy



lynn was in the

coffee sho? this

grf]tdernoo?maugthmg

(SJﬁ)esc?té?ﬁwsgand the world Lynn Karen Goel |er
oo

roadster cyheerln

Qachs% s(!ungu d

never now
how good she

IS at domg what
needs doifng
never boss



martha was at

the foothall game

yesterday in

a polo coat

her eyes are

so beautifully

%reen like the
|IIs of Virginia

oh such caPnces
| can und e stand
why she has

such a walletfull

of pictures and
why she sits

crosslegged

in fields “and

by hearths

Laurie Vance Johnson

Martha Brainerd Gorman



can you imagine
brigitte was
reading a palm
with nd thou%ht
to her own |
WhICh we find
gh effi |C|encg/
a kindnes
w |c cOmes

out
sm|Ies suptly
wise and | must
tell

war |n such

a feminine way

Brigitte Hasenkamp



Susan Child Howland

speaking of daring thmgi

as S0 many people are these
days

| met susie in

the alley last night

back from new york
horsing around

and stating

quote life™s too dam funny
for me to ex lain

Its ¢ mon one¥
life s too am funny

It s one day sunny

the next dgy raln

life s too dam funny

for me to explain unquote



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
| talked to her on
a bus going
to the Tink
and realjzed
how well she
knows us

archy

Alison Adams Hubby



| h_op?e_d onto merethe s
skis this afternoon boss
and she said hi
she managed to
look elegant even in
ski clothes so
| asked her where
she was gomq _
to dancing interrogation
Pomt_ no She said
[0 a jazz session
Interrogation point,
no she wags just going
to the godfreys.
and qee she Said
was that great
we talked seriously about the
differences in american
and norwegian philosophy and
she amazed me with her
Profo_und perception
hen 1 hopped off her
skis at the bottom of the
hill boy do blondes
ever have more fun
too bad I never met
a blond cockroach
archy

Merethe Lange-Nielsen



| couldn t tell
if effie was
watching or
chewingit over
she was quiet
anyway but
she kriew what
Was omt%
mterr % lon gomt because
then s
and ran own
the alley to her

Ight red car
an zoomed off

archy

XTrp

Lau



Elise Noel Rosenhaupt

there is a rumor

boss that lisie

herself denled at the swiss

?erman emhassy hall
ast night W|th d blush
but an%/ Yt e story

goes that lisie ave
speech at woodrow

wilson and being so

engagee in everything

everywhere elsé

read by mistake

her address which

she had presented

in atlanta the week before

then [isie just sang

!)e suIs intoxiquee

ut 1t s only a rumor

boss i have to admit

that and besides

does lisie get confused

Interrogation point



an optimist is a girl
who wear? ros
colored glasse

and polishes them
every morning when
she brushes her hair
In gentle sophistication
she keeps a string
with many knots ™
and 1 would also wish
to write for her an

ode to a child
dancing in the wind
when she gazes

at us with“her

drog g blue eyes

we feél loved

Phoebe Russell



Barbara Shaw

| saw shaw last night
having a passion
aboutdylan cycles
Colorado or beaujolais
bear we said no 5un please
it s all right ma

she being kind

though witty and

wise with words

did not gather her

dissent ‘Into a wise crack



| say hoss |
| fond susie in .
france last week i did
amidst beaucoup de
fleurs jaupes and
shiny english
pebtiles and green bottles
of wine .
she was singing boss that
procrastination is the
art of keeping
up with yesterday
and she was Rosmg as
the earthmother
for a gathering
of phatographérs
It was spring

archy

Susan Sichel



Sally Pitcher Stewart

sally came swinging
her-arms open to us
with great enthusiasm
she sang call me irresponsible
and that”quote
ours is the zest of the alley cat
%/vefi:aperly dance about from flat
0
What thou%h your shoe should
knock us down
sally for us they praise the town
unguote
and then she stopped
well my dear archy
she hegan and we
went and had a long
talk and | Ieft her
feeling disconsolate
but with a_wild
song dancing
In Us both

archy



a friend .

IS an artist

who 1s not a
prima,_donna

| ran info janey
at the prano

and we went out
and crawled through
the tunnel of
raked leaves

| love someone
new my dear
archy said she

0 we laughed an
hugged each other

Jane Culver Strunsky



Gretchen Ann Taylor

well boss 1met
gretchen painting
in her garret

ou know she has
ovely hands boss
and When 1 came
In she turned

the canvas to the wall
we went oyt

and had a helluva
good time and
sald hi to the
village scavenger
hut wott ehell
arch lhhehell
we s cheerio
my ear|o



homato | ]kl hat
ave you know tha
the reakfast in heaven
all s well with the world
you have a heavy
veight here wot with
hein res onsible
but i %a|
to walk WI'[

in Sé)g tgat roug

here are more thmgs
twixt those golden
locks thap are dreamt of
in thy philosophy mehitahel

archy

Sarah Roberts Tomlinson



the thing aboyt
woody whom |
ran into in the
forest in a
peasant blouse
and lumber
{acket anyway
he thing i
hoss thﬁt she
enjoys ner world
of ‘impeccable
artistry and
Interest in.the
off-beat things
that she amazes
us with constantly
like jean shepherd
and needlewark
and her convictions
on most of the
things that matter
archy

Margaret de Forest
Woodbridge



Barbara Mackenzie Lawrence

September 19, 1947
November 23, 1964

If you swing on a swing

Inthe morning

%y night you can hook
our-feet around a star

And spit on the moon.
-Buff Lawrence
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Thomas B. Hartmann

Principal of
Princeton Day Schools

B. A. Princeton



Shirley Davis
Headmistress

B.A. Swarthmore, M.A. Middlebury
French



=

NE J. S. BARR
A. Edinburgh

<r—

—

ELIZABETH N.
COBB
Physical

Education
Beaver

IRENE C
CONROY
Arithmetic
B.A. University
of New Hampshire

LINDA V.
CORLETTE
Physical
Education
B.S. M.S.
University of
Pennsylvdnia

LEON DUBOIS
Accompanist
B.A. Amherst

JEANNE M. DUFF
Crafts _
B.A. Sweet Briar
M.A. New York
University



MARILYN BETTY W. LIU
FAGLES History
English Geography
. Bryn Mawr  B.A” Bryn Mawr,
M.A. New York’
University
ELIZABETH B. DOROQTHY C.
FINE ~MEYERS
Latin Librarian
B.A. University B.A. Douglass
of Wlsconsm
Ph. D. Yale
JOSEPH KOVACS
Instrumental
Music
Diploma Royal
Hungarian School
of Music
B Mus., M.Mus..
Westminster
Choir College
MARCIA M GINETTE MONTY
GEER French
Science Certificat
B.A. Radcliffe d’etudes
E%’I\IEST GORDON
Ible
M.A. St. Andrews, MARY E. PECK
B.D. Edinburgh R
S.T.N. Hartford Syracuse
OLGA
HOLENKOFF DOUGLAS 0.
French, Russian PEDERSEN
License de Prof, Introduction to
?e Franjals a Aesthetics
‘Etranger B.A. Allegheny



CARL D.
REIMERS
Com aratlve Re-

ons
BgS Northwestern
B.D. Princeton

Theological Sem-

inary

tO PA]WR%OS-

niversity
na

=>C

Vie

ARLENE H.
SMITH

Art

D|Rloma Newark
School of Flnf
and Industria

Arts
Art Students
League

MOYNE R.
SMITH
Engllsh

Univ of
Kansas

M.A. Western
Reserve

VIRGINIA
TEIPEL

Music _

B.A. Sweet Briar

SUZANNE
THIBAULT

French

License es

Lettres,

Sorbonne, Univ

of Paris

CLYDE B.

TIPTON
Music

B. Mus, M. Mus.
Westminster
3 Choir College



WINIFRED S. GERTRUDE D
VOGT BROPHY
English, History, R.N.
Geograp Pl School Nurse
Wellesly
MABEL H. WADE
French CAEQE&M\'E
IE\;/IAA 'Vé rlher%tgla Financial Secre-
S tary
JOAN C. BAKER
Alumnae secre-
tary and'Admin-
Istfative Assist-
ant
A. MUNROE MADELINE
WADE WEIGEL
Dramatics Head of the
B.A. Princeton Lower School:
Kindergarten
DOROQTHY H.
WARREN BEVERLY A.
Mathemancs WILLIAMS
. Vassar Administrative
Assistant
TR
GEORGE U.
“WARREN Business Manager
History
B.A. Yal«f .
M.A. Columbia



FIRST ROW:, Enid Sackin, Ann Hu hﬁX' Mettie Whipple, Gail Hood. SECOND ROW: Hermine Delaney, Susan Bonthron, Hannah Blakeman, Margerg
Cuyler, Kitzi Becker. THIRD ROW: Mary Maore, Mar¥ Bilderhack, Sally Lane, Hope Rose, Debby Hobler, Patty Morgan, Lynn Wiley. FOURTH ROW:
Kathy Boone, Leslie Loser, Andy Hicks, Marianne Hoffman, Linda Staniar.” Missing from picture. Sarah Jaeger, Diane Lyness, Barbara Sullivan, (president).



FIRST ROW: Jane Borgerhoff, Julia Lockwood, Marta Nussbaum, Laura Peterson, Deborah Seckel. SECOND ROW: Alexandra D|Iworth Mar% Woodbndg
X Faneen Murray, Martha Miller, (president), Pamela Erickson, Jo Schlossberg, THIRD ROW: Susan Fritsch, Frances Gorman, Mary Combs, Ruth Conov
Bree Rosi, Elena Zullo, Mary Yotng, Diane Willis, Linda Fox. MISSING FROM THE PICTURE: Karen Myers, Christine Otis, Phoebe Knapp.



FIRST ROW: Frances Conover, Connie Sayen, Pamela Aall, Ann McClellan. SECOND RQW: Leigh Keyser, Susan Koch, Mary Hobler, Kate Linker,
W){he Aaron, Beth Schlossbera Suzanne Blanchet, Joan Wadelton. THIRD ROW: Peyton Brewster, Catherine Barr, Linda Baker, Sophia Godfrey, Anne
Fulper, Gillian Gordon. FOURTH ROW: Lisa Lawrence, Linda Hart, Helen Behr. Missing from picture: Diana Mackie, Ingrid Selbefg, Gail Smith,

Nancy Flagg.



CLASS EIGHT SEATED Bev Bews, Dianne Tyler oIRy Hall, HeIen Bushnell, Dianna Eure, Ellzabeth Rose Julle Fox, Betsy Nicholes. SECOND ROW:
Bertina Bleicher Ka‘yV ane, Debby Shoemaker, Bebe amus 00 Holt, Gail Colby, Nancy Spencer, Cope Sawyer, Donna Ga nges Betsy Bristol, Jean
Gorman. THIRD ROW: Susan Schnur, Beth Borg erhoff Ab %ys eldon, Trac %Green Bet%v Hartmann, Beth Healy. 'UP LADD ~Jane Wiley, Sharon
Abeel, Glenys Wolff, Karen Hoffman, Derry nght MISSING FROM PICTURE: Kathleen Gorman, Margery Burt (president).



UPPER SCHOOL STUDENT COUNCIL; SEATED: D bbN Bishop,. Sarah Jaeger, Secretary; Sally Tomlinson, Presi-
dent: Merethe Lan% -Nielsen, Mary Hobler. STANDING: Brigitte Hasenkamp Julia Lockwood, Linda Staniar,
Sally Lane, Mary Young, LynnBehr.

Student Councils

Upper School Representatives

1961-62 Katherlne Boucher
|1g Godfrey
ffie Lau

1962-63 Paula Cantor
Bayrbara Lawrence
Sally Tomlinson

1963-64 SaII% Tomllnson Secretary
Phoebe Russell

MIDDLE SCHOOL STUDENT COUNCIL FRONT ROW: Carol
Spencer, Wistar W|II|ams Pat LI\]/SUH Cope Sawyer, Mary
Bishop, Betsy Nicholes. BACK ROW: Derry Light, Pooh Holt,
President; Cathy Morgan Kitty Warren.



Social Service Representatives

1961-62 ST_Sie Sichel
E

1962-63 Barbara_Shaw

Susie Sichel, secretary

Peggy Wood

b

ise Rosenhaupt

ridge

1963-64 Elise Rosenhaupt

Susie Sichel, treasurer

Peggy Woodh

rdge

Huston, Mary Johnson, Molly Dorf, chairman; Susie Sichel, Brita Light

obler, treasufer; Merethe Lange-Nielsen, Peggy Woodbridge, Alix D.
app, Jane Buorgerhof ﬂ | &ggé e 4 \\
er.

f. BACK ROW: Annika e, Connie”Sayen, Gi

Social Service

VOLUNTEER COMMUNITY SERVICE: Nursery Schools, Church
Schools, Princeton Tutorial Service, Merwic| Nursmq Home

ian

Princeton Hospital, New Jersey Neuro-Psychiatric Institute, Re-

cording for the Blind, Princeton Freedom Center (S.N.C.C.
P.A.HR.) (%uaker Work Camps, Trenton Home for Girls.FUND
_RAIISING: Pet show, Wreaths, Talent Show, Various Class Pro-
jects.



BACK ROW; Pquy Woodbrldyg\e Gllllan Gordon (Properties), Ann Hughey, Molly Dorf, (Lig htmg)
Gail Hood (Ass."Scenery) |t2| Becker, Mae Up Julia’Lockwoqd,” Leslie Loser (Music), Lin
Baker, Hope Rose (Costumes). FRONT ROW: oung (Program), Dabby Bishop, (Scenery)
Karen Fraser, Margery Cuyler (Ass't Costume ar ara Shaw (President of Dramatic Club), "Sarah
Jaeger Sta e Mana er) ebbie Hobler Ass "Lig htm Mary Moore (House Committee).

MISSING FROM PICTURE: Ellen Aronis (Ass't St an gfe?l Paula Captor (Ass't.. Stage
Manager), Jane Borgerhoff (Ass't. Properfies), Mar anne Hoffman (Tickets), Susan Sichel; Mettie
Whipple” (Ass't. Make-Up).



Ondine

Directed by
Munroe Wade

MiJ_II’ Atherton
Julia Lockwood
Bartow Farr

Karen Fraser

Ann H%hey _
Pe_%;y oodbridge
Gillian Gordon

Lord Chamberlain .
superintendent . . .
ralnﬁr of Seals . .
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Athletic Association

FIRST ROW: Sia Godfrey, D ¥ Bishop Mary Woodbndge.
SECOND ROW: Hope Rase, (sec etar)Q Gig

I(_Presment seoretary 1963‘ 4). THIRD R W Karen
offman, ' Gretchen’ Taylor.

nis.yearmu gel more bunging" »'i(l exciting g;

Lately,
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Well, at the end v Lne year
everyone is thoroughly exhaus

ed wM. F. S. team camei
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FINEST BOARD: STANDING: Barbara Shaw, Elise Rosenhau t (editor '63-'64), Kate Linker, PatJ Morgan,
Hil ar Brown, Jackie Summerfield. SEATED: Lﬁslre oser, Leigh Keyser, Irene Smoluchowski phre enson,
(Editor), Susan Henssler, Julie Fox, Beth Borgerhoff. Missing from picture: Karen Meyers, Martha Miller.

INKLING REPORTORLAL STAFF: Linda Staniar, Ann Hughey,
Pamea Erickson, Marta Nusshaum, Linda Baker, Nanc
[ghg Betsy Hartmann Barbara Sturken, Felicit Broc
Lane; Cynthia Morgan. FEATURE WRITERS
Barbara Shaw, SaIIy Stewart

Publications

INKLING EXECUTIVE STAFE: Karen Fraser Lnn Goeller, Gretchen Taylor, Susan Sichel, Paula
Cantor ( edrtoe SaII Lane (asst edrtorg Lestie Loser, Blanche Goble, ‘Derry Light. Missing from
Picture: "Lisa Cawren e Debbie Lawren



MADRIGAL GROUP: UPPER ROW: Sally Stewart, Alison Hubby, Molly Dorf, Karen Fraser (president),

Elise Rosenhaupt, Phoebe Russell,” Hermine Delaney. LOWER ROW: Peggy Woodbridge, Da%pby Bishop,
Martha Gorman, Mary Young, Leslie Loser, Mary Combs.

Music

C :

1962 Peg Woodbrld%e
-1963 Marita Raubitschek
1 e g Woodbrld%e_
1 Fraser rmdent% .

y Stewart {representative)



LIBRARY COUNCIL: STANDING: Mrs, Me ers (Ilbrarlan Allson Hubb (p S|dent) Marta Nussbaum, Chris Otis,
: Linda Baker, Nancy Flagg g oodbridge,” Ann Hughey, Alix' Dilworth.
Lyness, Hannah Blakeman, Pam fickson, Gall Smith.
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STANDING: Blanche Goble, Dianne Willis, Kitzi Becker, Chris Otis, Nancy Flagg,
Ann McClellan, Gigi Godfrey. SEATED: Effe Lau, Andrea Hicks, Lynn Goeller
chairman), Mary Moore (secretary), Merethe Lange-Nielsen (AFS student from

orway).
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Girl with Grey Eyes

_Joyce welcomed the winter when it came early in tumor on her heart. It wag smothering her. She

this part of the country. ~ "Dampn New En%Iand, ?]he wished she could cry it off.

said, but at least she was grateful for the cgld weather She was alone .

and the rain hefore the final entombment of winter .

. In-mucky weather she didn't have to excuse her

silence, everyone was too cross to bother her. They found out that she was Joyce James when

classes started, but they didn't laugh, the\Fthought
, it was nice. They asked her if she Was [rish and she
"What's your name?" they all asked at the begin- had toY%a@/d}(/)%s't she was born in Heland.

ning, staring. “don’t have an accent they said. Of course
oyce not she said impatiently, I've lived“in New York
"Joyce what?" but she wouldn't tell them. She since | 'was four, |

would not listen to their laughter until classes started, "0h, In the Village?" someone asked.

when teachers would call thé roll. _ _ "No" she said coldl_5(.
"Why have you come here?" They did not mean it Iher? was a_I?ud silence. ,

the way it sounded; it's only unusual’to change schools Well, " a girl named Cynthia said kindly, " do

In one's junior year. But Joyce knew that. you have any ficknames?" , _

_ Long story, She told them. And it was, really. But "At my old school," Joyce said, "They sometimes

it could be summed up pretty brlefl}l. called mé Ulysses, But | prefer Joyce." _
Broken home. She told them that much when they Everyone Called her Jog/ce then, but Cynthia called

pressed. But she would not tell them her name. her Ulysses, and they became friends.

_On the trajn comin% up she watched out of the Joyce had a small gale face under a short round
window the whole four hours because it was raining. haircut, with uneven bangs falling beyond her e

e-
brows. Her eyes were round and very 1arge, but){hey

Rain made her ha
p he muttered sullenly. were grey notE_reen. The rest of her features were

"Good j?b some%yi'ng does,

She was sullen and depressed and frightened. Joyce very small, making her eyes seem even Iaraer. She
was shy; the thought of all the new people panicked had long narrow hands and feet; she was awkward
her, particularily”since they knew their way around. and unathletic. She was interesting, but she was also
She pulled her 1€gs ug like “a child and shivered. pretty. But not charming.

But she hadn't'cried. She hadn't cried, except
opce at a movie, in over a year. She wished she _
could. She wished she could be totally miserable, _Joyce had been givep a room of her own, a rare
and then t%;et better; béjt instead she just had this sod- thing for a Junior. "Probably the only good thln%
den weight of fear and resentment pressing like a apout this flaming school, *"Joyce said. At home, they



-- espically Eric -- had always been in her room.
She hadn't'minded Mick, because his soul was as
solitary as hers, and they could be alone together.
But hef parents talked too much.

. "Enic, " she would say to her father, and some-
times he would listen, _getéhe hell OUT, will %ou?"
But he never had. And it'hadn't been a nice roo
anyway. But here there was a window seat and a nar-
row bookcase, and a lock on the door.

_Mick had bright red hair, but, "no freckles ," he,
said firmly. His“skin was very pale and clear, and his
eyes were as large and round”as Joyce's, but his were
a'murky blue. He and Joyce were both very thin. Eric
nad said that he couldn't’tell them aPart from behind
pecause Mick had the same round halrcut as Joyce,
"Too damn _Iong, " said Eric _nastll_){, but Mick would
never have it short. "l identify with him, " said Joyce,
and Mick laughed. But Eric looked angry. "He is too
ag%resswely masculine, " said Joyce ldter and Mick
nodded solemnly.

ask"eDdO you have any siblings or anything?" Cynthia
"Yeah, my brother Mick . . . he's four years

ounger.
y O% well."

Cynthia and Joyce were in Joyce's room on a rainy
Sa_turdaz afternooni jn November, ,"stud1y|ng." cyn-
thia was studying, Joyce was reading. he% had
decided not fo have the "tunafish or some bloody
thlné] theg were havmgofor lunch. .

_ Cynthia looked up, bored. The rain was driving
\éé Ieedntly on the window. "Do you like rain?" she

IIM m m ’II

C}/]nthla scowled; Joyce had said little in two
months. What little shé knew about her was from
ner expression.

You never talk.

":gh?thup, dSln, | tloldkyou | dq)rl't."

ut how do people know you*

"Oh." Joyce pc?oE_ed ner bo%k and stretched. "Don't.
People don't. I am in myself and it has to be that
way. | can't let people know me or own me. | am
ngtlrfo,yerted; but let's not, Idon't like to explain my-

S
: ﬁin looked exasperated, but they went for a walk
in the rain.

Mick

"Mick_and lused to do this, " Joyce said, "When-
ever it rained we would run down to the park, or just
walk In t(he stre?ts. Funny."

Mick s twelve?

IIY )
"Where is he?" _
"Oh, they put him in boardmg school. He's a year
ahead of himself though, " she added. As though that
did him any good.
Ny
[alon

un ic
Al e.in a bloody kid's boardin% school. It's
dy. Sodding Eric knéw better, but he wouldn't
ngﬁglﬂga the swine.” Her voice trembled with

o T

loo
04
ove

te

I'_:'What's he like?" Cynthia asked.

ric
"Oh, he's kind of tall flamboyant wild Irish. He's
very anti-hero. But he's not very effective.”

'ls he a good father?" _

M ?uess._ If you don't mind being forced to be
Ilberﬁ %wrcljnl(nstqllectual. But he's thick about people.

And he



SWhat aboHt our mother?"

Puritan and conventional. She's half Welsh and a
uarter Irish and a quarter Scottish, but somehow the
cottish. prevailed. But she is kinder than me dad.

"Which do your prefer?"

Joyce did not answer.

They went back and Sin sprawled comfortably on
the bedy. Joyce sat on the flogr, and put her headyon
her knees, oldlng her hands tightly around them.
She was |onely; shie wished that' Sin would leave her
alone, She breathed_slowlg. _

After a minute Sin undeérstood her silence and got
up.. "See you, " she said, and closed the door.

Joyce [et out a trembling breath. There was a
quick sketch Shela%h had_done of Mick a year earlier
In her desk somewhere. Groping, she found it, and
suddenly discovered she was crying.

Mick and Joyce

_ should have known it was coming,
but the drmkmg and

0
he quarreling had been so bad
for o0 Ion%, and they had to live Somehow, that they
had pretended, and’so the divorce took them unaware
which made Erchu_rlous. .
He had crashed in on them one night at three
o'clack in Joyce’sroom. _
"Don’t you_ever go to bed?" he snapped. Mick
looked cross; Eric néver made them go to bed.
"V\{}h,ﬂtrash are you reading?" Eric went on. He
was shrill, pol
OTHELLO: Mick,” MUTINY ON THE'BOUNTY.
exploded Eric, hitting at Mick's hook.

oded
Oh Eric, . shut rp, " J%yce said. _
_ He sank listlessly on the bed and sighed. Mick put

Joyce waltéd. .

his fin ?r In his mouth and
|, all right,” Eric said, undramatically for

h
t

"W
once, "I'm sure’you've been expecting I1t. Shelagh
and | are geiting’a divorce. You will go to boarding

oking at their books. Joyce was rea(,i,ir]qgoot )

school."
"Divorce!

|
, "OL stop it; you knew it was coming as well as we
did. And you know 1t won't matter anywag, you're
happier without us. No one has time for feeling sorry
or you.
yl'ijl bet Mum has."
"Yes, 'Mum has."1Eric was ugly; Joyce looked
away. "What will ha geg?"
~1'm qoing to England. I can teach there. Shelagh
will stay“heré. She will have you for vacations."
"Why not zklways’?," \ ,
Because she can't be bothereéi. Joyce and Mick
\t/\t/]eredsnent. Eric swore loudly and left,"slamming
e door.

Mick wrote her once a week. Shelagh wrote once
a day for six days and then none for twd weeks. Eric
Wrote aboHt once every three weeks, but his were
the ones she reread. _

! In t?e second letter, from London after the divorce,
e wrote:

"Do your work, Joyce. You are a rotfen student,
and | have every confidence that you will be abso-
lutely filthy now. Well, don'lhlet ourself %o,
completely because you're unhappy. It's tod good an
excuse. Blry yourselt in some bloqdy trash novel if
you must, buf do your work first, if you have to stay
Up til three . You may be fllppln% brilliant, those
peol;Jje say so, but'you've never Shown it. =
_It's simply ignorant to rebel in school, you're
impotent. You must get your education, and then
you have the right tokick if you still want to, which
you may not. And besides, whether you think so or
not, you can learn things at school just as well as by
yourself. And if you write me your Ioo_dE(/ trash about
a bad teacher, I°ll fly over there and kick you (|
won't really so don't'try it).



| know you're there Joyce. Don't frown.
| did try, Joyce.
But not"hard enough.

he did not OW Eric's letter. She did not do her
work, butread all the time. She dreamed
Her mind was full of marvellous things for herself.
Ther made reality less sure of itself.

ut one of her'teachers spoke to her. She must
come down to earth, face reality.

Joyce Ignored the fact that she was shy. "How can

| face reality when in reality there is no one to love

during classes

me anywhere. | am alone, and | don't like it. 1
read and | make up things so that I'm not alone.
tale"r\ll\tlehg don't you write” stories then? You must be

" can't. I can't get it out, | can't get it off."

She left and went to_h%r room. Nothing éjld any
good, thatwelqhtwas_m er, and she codldn't gét it
out. This too, Too solid flesh would never melt.

Ophelia Benson, XII
First Prize
Upper School Prose

What s this silent ev_eninﬁ sa¥ing?
Brooding over my fading fear

It sinks upon me

And my silent soul offers empty resistance
As she folds in a death agony. _

Over my heart's eveningbrdods the night.

In the dimness of dawn,“evening and my heart

re one,
Man and wife on the bridal night.
She folds silent in a death agony.

He sinks upon_her.

What is this silent evening saying?

Elise Rosenhaupt, XII
First Prize
Upper School Poetry



“Hey, Clod”

The, air f]ung with afternoon shtlllness and the flag
flapped aimles I% on its pole. The sun, plercing Its
last feeble rays through the window shutter, sIowIY,
sank In the sky untili hunﬁ precariously over the line
of tre%s on the horizon. The sk wa%cloudless; a
vast sheet ot suffocating blue stretched over the earth
gpeg”] sides, while the "earth itselt seemed to gasp for
At that moment the bell rang and at_last the dull
drone of the schoolmaster ceaseéd. The impatient
boys W|tho_utwa|t|ng to say good-bye to the teacher,
grabbed their tattered hooks and stumbled, shouting,
ver each other and out the door. The air was heavY
with heat and a solitary sparrow chirped in the maple

outside,

Clayde was still piIinﬁ; up, his books, on his desk
when all hhe other boys fad left, ﬁnd fmall)ﬁ, having
dumped them all into his plaid schoolbag, ne walked
to the teacher's desk and shyly put out his hand, The
schoolmaster lifted his head from his papers with a
look of surprise on his face. Then, reluctantly, he
shogk the hoy's hand and Claude said, reddening,

Good-bye, Sir. The lecture was ver% mtTrestlng.
He turned and walked out the door Into the play-
ground. There were only a few bo1ys left playing
marbles in the thin layer of sand.. hgﬁ_looked up as
r(l:el %ame out ar{ﬂ oPe tof th)e"m said, "Hi, there,

od -- enjoy the lecture®

Claude #egdened again and said nothing.

"Lord, what a clod. Can't ever answer when you
Fskhlm something. Cl?dsa clod." The boys
aughed at his clever p aY on the French boy's name
and his friends Joined in the chant, "Clod's’a clod,

S ...
laude turned and walked off the ?_Iayground -
away from the laughter and pointing fingérs. He knew
they dhdn't like him: he was dlfferentf|'10m Ahéem be-
cause he came from France. But then they aidn't
know about his secret -- his wonderful secret. Even

his parents didn't know abgu_t his secret. It was
something very special and important. He would
only tell 1t to ‘someone he trusted verY_ much. He
wolld prQb%ny_never meet someone like that —
but_then 1t he did, he would tell him the secret.
The sun had dlsaPpea_red beneath the horizon,
leaving a backdrog Iamlng red behind the trees.
The air had cooled -- suddenly 1t seemed relieved
of some enormous burden, Clayde stopped and
stared at the_ sunset for a long time, until the trees
seemed on fire with leaping orange flames. He
started, and coming back to his senses, walked on
again Into the little town, Iookmq_ln the shop windows
and thinking how much he would Tike to have one of
those shiny Ted fire-engines . . .hut then nothing .
was, as nlc? as his_secrét. He wouldn't trade anything
In tg? wor? fordh|s secret. nis scholbag in his hand
ude turned a corner, his schoolbag in his han
anudskh%atoggekniirtltedsl(s)(\;vclks pu(JPdsluoeNtlo r(])q\?elr“t]ﬁee St' wn
ut It was st_i?lnfag from )é'ar\ﬂ. %Iaud_eybegan to th(ink’
of all the things that had happened in the last year;
all the changes which had come over his life. How
his father had decided to take his family to America,
and form a partnership with Claude's uyicle in selling
French wines in America. Claude saw his father
very seldom --he was always off to the city on
bysiness. But he loved hjs father, and his mother had
often told him how much his father wanfed him to
have atgood e%ucatlon,, ”antg bte) hapw ththﬁ)_ut tlodo
many_toys, and especially to be polite to his elders.
AndyCIaﬁde %ad dopne aII){hose thﬁ)ngs and he longed
to have a father come home and see what a fine
son he had, and what a happy son. Because he
was happy, Claude thought; in fact, he couldn't be
happier. And especially with his secret. His secret
was extra -- something very special which made
his life all the more gerfec . ,
Suddenly Claude's thoughts were interrupted by a



voice and then a door slammrng1 and footsteps on the
street. Claude squinted ahead through the g rowrng
darkness and saw someone walkrnr%; steadrly towar
nim. He stoPpe for 3 moment and curiously watched
the figure; it wa ob}r u]sly t00 shmall fo_he aﬂt n or
woman . . the thought that it mrg t

boy from his school sPrang into"Claude's mind |s
heart sank_and he walked slowly on, And then,
seemed, like a fIash the face was there before h|m

-- wta]rrtn glowrn? rrendly " the corners olf the
mou urne sh -- and the face was smilin
at him. Claude srh/ Tejd sIowa back and reddenedg He

felt suddenly Wonder ul all over; it was the way he felt
whenever hé thought about his secret. And thep the
face was gone and Claude was walking on again
through the darnkness, swing |ng hrs sc oolbdg and
quickening his ster ash geare his house.

The next morning Claude wandered into the
schoolyard -- anne as usual, holding his s¢hoolbag
and scuffling clouds of sand with his feet. His mother
had told him expressly not to do that, because, she
said, it would make hrs sandalsdrrty But et’et
|n a currous reveng(e ul mood. He'was h h/
th Ou?n deep down inside about somet ing,
and this trme |t wasnt |ust his secret. )

Here comes Clod. Good morning, Clod." The
s[ﬁ)eaker who was older than Claude grinned mock-

and then bowed solemnly as Clatde entered
the schoolyard His companions laughed and one of
SC%OO%aId "Hey, clod. Where'd ya get the kooky

Clauoge said nothing, and this time he didn't redden.

They could tease him“all they wanted, he thou?ht
but It Wouldn t bother him. Today nothing would
both er m -- he was, too happy for that. ‘And any-
watw he was used to It.

hen school be%an Claude couldn't and didn't
congentrate, and the other boys Iau?hed when he
couldn't answer a question he hadn't heard. He
Iookgd aroynd fort e bOY who had smrled at hrm

ay before, and finally he saw him sittin
the frrst row his head bent over his math pro Iems

He was a good worker, Claude thought he answered
well in class, Then his thoughts meandered back to
the momenth had seen tha frrendl smrle In the
grrayrn arkness and he felth aP yaI over agaip.
hén i d|dnt terl]hat the oh yshate (Jtrm
When the bell final [yrang an oo ende
for the day, Claude put his books |nto his schoolbag,
buckling it securely, politely said good-bye to the
teacher and Went out |nto the pla yground Agroup of
boys stood un ert e mag e tree and as he shuffled
looked up an scanned him critically, their
es |n%er|n on his long knee-socks and his "kooky"
\F/)erls% Is(cnoolbag And then they resumed their con-
Claude left the 8Iaydround and walked along the
shadowy street line h.maples. There was alittle
breeze,” and it rumpled his harr as it floated b
Then Claude saw him_ - the boy who had smrled
at nim. He was standing a good wag ahead on the
street, looking hack at Claude. Su denIy Claude
knew he was waiting for him_and he began to run.
He ran unti| he caught up with the boy, and then
the two walked si entey on ag
"What's your nam ude asked shyly.
"Colin, "the boy answered. "What's yours?" he
asked, pretending fie didn't know
"Claude - really Jean-Marie -Claude, but since
it's s0 Iong they just call me Claude ,'
Silence’ for awhile.
"You don't have much homework, do you?"
Claude asked]
- W
"I Just thought we could cut across that field there
-- it's a short Cut to my hoyse . Anyway, it's fun to
walk in the grass; It's so tall and 1t’scrafches your

"0.K. Let's," Colin agreed enthusiastically, and
they jum ed over a ditch in the road and began run-
nrng WI| y thr?ugh the grass.

olin"panted, and Claude stopped while
Colrn tred his_loose, shoelace. Then they walked
slowly on again while the breeze whispered through



the grass and the sun beat down.
ou like America?" Colin asked curiously.
"Oh, yes Ithrnk It's fine. It's a lot diffe ent
from Fra ce t oug

"Oh Idon t know. Itsgust different. It's bigger,
anyway, and the boys don't wear knee-socks to
school"and they don't carry schoolbags. That's
mainly how it's different,
Calin said medrtatrvely

Do'you like secrets? Claude asked sIowIIy
Oh es 1've got a bunch of ' emw ich I'll
never tell ANYbody. And I'keep a lot from my
mother t?o She rever knows what | think, any-

way . " Colin grinned.

"j like them too, a lot." Claude said, smiling.

The breeze whispered again and the sun shone
more Intensely. Sparrows twittered and a squirrel
leapt from tree to tree nearby. The tall grass made
, Swishing sound as the boys waded through
It --rot harsh and scratchy but soft and gentle

boy sneared a ? ove o trees and’ Claude

ran to it and fI ung himseft on the mojst moss. Colin
sat down beside him and began chewing a piece of

I %uddenly Claude said, "You know, I've got a very
specral secret all my own,

a Wispy

What?" Colin asked. Claude looked steadily at
Colin and said, "Did you ever tell a secret someone
told you? \

ope. Never.

"An you promrse never never to tell mrne’?

"Y Calin grinned.. Clau
Iooked grounnd and Ieaned cqose to Q:eohn ﬁe could
feeI his heart thumbrn ... Suddenly he burst out,
You know I'm really a prince --a réal ro al prrnce
-- except nobody knows and when Iget older |
gaing to live ina castle with a towe and a stable
withhorses and steeds - but rag nt now nobhody knows
-- not even my P , ever since I've known
it I've kept it a secret and you must never tell any-
one

Claude was paanrg for breath and hrs heart was
beatrntrr faster and harder than ever hefore.
nalt no? looked dumbfounded -- half believing and
"You ou're a PRINCE?" He seemed even
bewrldered aL e sound of the words themselves,

"Yes - [ knew it ever since | read ahouf English
and the French Ings, and then at the fair the f rtune-
teller told me I'would be a prince and live in a castle

and when | had a dream about rt"I Knew it was true.
You beIreve me . .

0 yesI | believe gou and Iwon t tell anyone

lin stop ged and spat out his grass.

May e we'd better go now; it's gettrng late, '
he said timidly, and the two hoys got up and began
therr Way home through, the wrspyé grass as the sun
srpoe eneat the horrzon and the dusk came on.

he followin morrng as the schoolyard filled

with curigus, tafkative boys, there were murmurs
and questions about where”"Clod, * the French by,
was. Stories went around that one boy had seen him
with a pack on hys back, walking away from town
a]nd anotherboy had seen him as ing the groc rvy]hen
the next train came through, that maybe
run away. The consensus Wﬁs that he was only sick,

Colin, too, wondered where Claude was, and all
through school he thou ht about the secret and his
vow fot to tell it. He thought about it yesterday —
the grove the moss, the ta |, wispy grass, and the
hot sun, and he felt’ strangely uneasy.” It was probably
only the weather he though

en h e be frang he ran with all his classmates

out rnto the slchood a dblTheredvy]asldno homev(rrorlk
and sq they played'marbles and held races. Colin
brave? Iadea bet that his friend Andrew would win
over ick Craven %t ma[)b es. Andrew won, and when
Colin had collected his bet money he went over to
sit in the shade of the maple tree’. The playground
was borIrn? hot.

"Hey, there, Colin, " said a voice behind him.
He whirled around and’saw Dick Craven sauntering
towards him.



"Hﬁy what's thrf( little run on that French kid?
What ade you walk home with him yesterday, eh?
What do you see In a kid like that?"

Colin Teddened frercely He felt suddenly
embarrassed, but he sald noth |ng B thrs trme a
crowd had gathere around Colin an gan to
ask him why he walked home with "C o was
he going to carry a liftle schoolhag tomorrow’> Golin's
anger rose inside and he couldn't suppress jt. His
heart thumped faster and louder, and the blood rose
to his face ‘and suddenly he shouted, "Listen! Theres
a lot you don't know about Claude. And maybe i
you knew he was a PRINCE -- and | mean a’ ROYAL
prince --you'd shut up and think about 1t."

There was dead silence and Colin qasped for
breath. The sun shon 5 brilliantly and the leaves of
the maple tree stirre

Suddenly there was a snicker, and then another,
and then the whole crow
laught

broke'into hilarious

rnr!'eIIStlenMto thgtt' Heafarys {2 Pri nroe Clog! hIszlaI
whay next? Pri

Brjck Crave (hoked with %aughter over the words
and they, all gas rnd for bregth, slowly dispersed,
Ieavrng Colrn under the maPIe free, his eyes almost
blinded with tears that wouldn't stop coming.

The next day Clayde was b %k at school with his
knee socks angd’his plaid schoo After school In

Iaygroun the boys began to ask where e had

bee been there yesterd ay
dian't answerwhen they asked him,”but he thoug ht
Eo hrmself of how hs mother Ead ep thrm from going
ecause she thou ht ewas src wrt evr Andjust
s sl g G i
u hi im

When he had gathered his books and buckled his
schoolbag, Claude went out_into the pla yground The
sun was sinking in the sky. There was no breeze at
all - just dead, dull heat.

Claude noticed a grouR of boys under the trees
and when he came out, they turned and said,
there, Clod, " and bowed mockingly.

And then suddenly out of nowhere the words
fevrbratrn% on the ves of They sounded
f d --strained an ar away, utthe were

HarI Prince Clod!"
It wa Drck Craven.
Claude gasped -- they know They knew his secret.
All his thou hsrushed to one Objective -- he whirled
around, his eyes searchrn frantically for Colin.
Thereh was, stand |ng by the fence starrnq blankly
at Claude with an unreal, faraway 00K In s eyes.
"Colint " Claude ﬁasped and then he loo ed
again at the boys. They were all felrnr]] bowrng
IM mocking revérence, “saying, "Hail, Prince Clod."
Then Dic k?ot up and shouted to Colin, "C'mon
Colin -- aren'Tyou going to gorn the fun?" Colin
drdn t move. Then the boys Stood up and shuffled
offt e pIay(};]round chantrng "Hall, Prince Clod!
nce has ¢
Hn watch d)nhem go and then turned to Claude.
sor{y he sar oarse{y
CIaude looKed at the ground and kicked a_cloud
of dust with his toe and suddenly the secret didn't
matter any more -- suddenly it"was meaningless

empty ---and there were other things instead, . Claude
said Softly, "It's all right ... Ijustdrdntthrnk
you'd do’it."

Abreeze stirred the maple leaves again.

Colin Iookeﬂ at Claude for a moment, ang then
turned and walked away - out the gate and down
the road. Claude watched him drsap%ear He picked
up his school hag and shuffled through the gate. His
mother hag told hrm érot to shuffle but he didn't
care, Mothers wormed too much anyway. That was
one thing about mothers — they were always
worryin
A¥td ﬁe disappeared into the fIrckerrng shadows
of the maple trees that lined the street.

Elrzabeth Borgerhoff Vil
First P
Mrddle School Prose



A Song To Sing

That' sgsprlng

Rowhoats
Daffodils
Love notes

ang
Dentist b|IIs
From Pickering .
That's spring

Wood ticks
Lemonade
Picnics

an

No shade —
Abee sting . . .
That's spring

|talian ice
Dirty knees
A generous shcoef

Swiss cheese —
Ason1q to sing
hat'

s spring.

Ellzabeth Borgerhoff, VIII

Widdle

le School Poetry
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for "The Red Bike,” The honorable mention for Upper School Poetry s a double award
this year: to Pamela Aall, 1X, for "He said" and to Elrse Rosenhaupt, XII, for her
translation of Horace's Ode, 1V, vil. Mary Bishop, V, is awarded h onorabe mention
for Middle School Poetry for "I 1 had the powers " The LINK Board regrets that lack
of SPIace prevents Elrrntrng them butt ey have all appeared_in the February FINEST.

ca g Betsy Hartmann, VIII, in thé June issue of the FINEST, is awarded honor-
abIe mention for'Middle School Prose
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and lon ? daily dedication. The chain of their being Iis
completed at’last.



With Love from the Animals

Briquette
Bichet

Tom

Heidi Heuck
Cindy

Daisy Miller
Prince

Fancy

Roscoe

Posy

Cicero
Cinnamon
Oliver

Otto

Riley

MahJonq
Caesar
Pinkerton Melbrook
Sarchie

Raffles
Penelope
Bonnie of Briar Brae
Chawa Maria
Jim Kweskin
Vala

Setsero

Jason

Tam O'Shanter
George
Tumbleweed

Jenny
Prissy Pringle
Black Jack
Kopper
Chak-Mool
Mrs. Cat
Obny
Lubinda
Bogan
Candy
Booster
Payload
Christopher
Pussywillow
Kansas
Saltevan
Tippy

Coco

Mela

Mitzi

Danny
Whoopie
Chi Chi Costa Nongo
Cleo

Blackie
Branislau
Teddye
Twinklp
Dolce
Frisky

Frz In Memoriam: Donatello









Congratulations To The

Members of The Graduating Class

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
OF
PRINCETON

Wed’ INC.

140 NASSAU STREET
WA 4-19%2



GALLERY

HINKSON'S

Office and School Supplies
Cards and Gifts

82 Nassau St., WA 4-0112

Vielrinfjerno s

B4 NASSAU ST. PRINCETDN, N.J.
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WHO is 3 flirt2" "hoy, do I ever love fire drills"
is a flirt?

"i can't get used to teaching girls" in the alley last night



Be Knowy—
SUBSCRIBE
NOW

T0...

Princeton's award winning weekly newspaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET

New Jersey’s Oldest Weekly Newspaper

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

latest doings of Princeton people .
., latest developments in municipal government dealing withlocal issues.
o latest activities in our schools, churches, clubs, associations,etc.
latest cultural and recreational opportunities andevents.
in general, latest newsworthy happenings of every kind, throughout the
community.

The Packet published 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 $5 a year.

SEN IORS going away to college next fall can keep in touch with all of the home-
town news with a School Subscription for just $3. To subscribe send your name and
address, your home or school address to The Princeton Packet, 300 Witherspoon

St., Princeton, NOJ. You will be billed later.

Princeton prefers The Packet!









TIGER BUS LINE

CHARTER BUSES
OUT OF STATE TRIPS
CONVENTIONS

SCHOOLTRIPS AND EXCURSIONS
CHURCH GROUPS

AIR CONDITIONED 41 and 45 PASSENGER BUSES

WA 4-1008
285 JOHN STREET PRINCETON

SAFE, COURTEOUS DRIVERS

PRINCETON SYMPHONY
ORCHESTRA

season 1965-1966

Student series tickets give you one
concert for one dollar.
Add your name
to our mailing list -- write to

P.O. Box 455
Princeton, N.J.



no comment

"stayed up all night with a paper"

let's put you in the driver's seat roU over> roll over
wot?



Bucks County and Princeton

Shopping Center

Coats, Suits, Dresses, Sportswear

and Accessories

u LANDAU %

PRINCETON,N.J.  ~

JR. MISS AND PETITE

Sportswear

114 Nassau Street, WA 4-3494

Compl iments of
THE FABRIC SHOP
14 Chamber St.
Princeton, N.J.

Best Wishes
To Miss Fine's Class
Of '65
BILL WHITE
P.H.S. '65

Compl iments
of

EDITH'S
CORSET & LINGERIE SHOP

10 Chambers Street

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

Junior Sizes 5-15

Princess Shop

Palmer Square Princeton,

Walnut 1-6059

N. J.



FOR SIXTY YEARS, THE QUALITY, INTERGRITY AND SERVICE

OF THE "U" STORE

REMAIN THE SAME . . .

YOU CAN DEPEND ON IT!

You're always welcome at



TANK!

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

g is for george

"behold historic m.f.s."

"chalk it up as experience"

"I got my job through the daily 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

FARE WITH A FLAIR
Custom Cocktail Comestibles
Jane S. Griswold
WA 1-7034

"The Place to Get a Square Deal"

THE FRIENDLY FOOD MART
Witherspoon Street

LOUISE MAAS — Fine Candy
52 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J.

Candy From Many Countries

LAHIERE'S RESTAURANT

Est. 1919

French Cuisine

5 & 7 Witherspoon St.

Princeton

344 Nassau
Princeton,

N.J.

Street
N.J.

We Extend Our
Congratulations to the
June Graduates of
1965 and to their Mothers

344 Nassau St.
(at Harrison)

WA 4-4427
Park in Rear



A WISEMAN
SENDS HIS
DAUGHTER

SMOKERS’ SI PPLIES
and

MAGAZINES

SKIRM’S SMOKE SHOP

Thg trsr uisHx

WINE AND GAME SHOP

6 Nassau St.
Tel 924-2468

WAInut 4-0089 — 4-2488

LYONS MARKET

Finest Prime Meats for Over 50 Years
Fresh Killed Poultry and Game in Season
Frozen Foods and Dairy Products

8 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, N. J.

FREE DELIVERY

REDDING’S
For Plumbing
Prompt Heating
Service Roofing
Call Air Conditioning
924-0166 Modernization
234 Nassau St.
Princeton, N.J.






THE THORNE PHARMACY
E.E. Campbell, R.P.
P.A. Ashton, R.P.

168 Nassau St., Princeton, N.J.

Tel. WA 4-0077

ﬂGO Trom
/

From: Those 2 Sagacious and lrreputable Mentors
To Whom We All Laughingly

Refer As Hermine/Bonthron
To: EVERYONE

We Just Wanted To Say That Th|? Y ear
HAS BEEN a Very Unforgettable One
And Our Candid Oplmon Of This Schoof
Is That It's
MARVELO
(If You $(iu Eyes apd Read This Again
You'l ture

THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY
Hardware and House Furnishings
Telephone 924-0066 138 Nassau Street






etui Jo of"" K fr+ve*!
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Telephone:
896-0200

LAWRENCEVILLE
HARDWARE COMPANY
Hardware, Paints, Housewares, Garden
Supplies, Appliances

Pittsburgh, Scotts, Agrico, Rubbermaid,
STANLEY
Lawrencevil le, New Jersey

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

PHARMACY

Wheel Chairs ¢ Commodes e Hospital
Beds ' Surgical Supplies

CARNEGIE REALTY, INC.
238 Nassau St.
921-6177

All’s Well
That Ends
Well



APARRI School of Dance

Ballet with Mila Gibbons
217 Nassau St.
Princeton, N.J.

Chase Your Highest Thought

Compl iments
of
K. M. LIGHT REAL ESTATE

Compl iments
of
GEORGE WARREN

RESTAURANT

Fine Sandwiches f-MPPy S

Superb Coffee

Always A Good Shake



e 41

DL
He SAid A!



Carry on with
a
Smile

LAWRENCE NORRIS KERR
Real Estate
32 Chambers St.
924-1414

Saleswomen: Cornelia Diehlenn '33
Ann Stockton

With Love From
Peter Piper
Chippy -choo-choo
Speedy Steve
Quicky Ricky
and
Little Behr

To Help The Seniors
Down The
Rocky Road

Custom Framing

The
Frame Shoppe

All work done on
premises

72 Witherspoon Street
Princeton 921-2306



Z"PRINCETONIAN
36 University Place, Princeton, N. J

Subscribe to the Prince

Princeton’s Only Daily Newspaper

KEEP TABS ON THE
LARGEST LOCAL SUPPLY OF

MEN

Subscription Length

Two Terms One Term

Town $13.50 Town $7.50

Delivery Delivery
ONWARD

MILTON EISENHOWER!

The vanilla flavor of this spot
has been donated by K

The Princeton Tiger,

the world’s oldest and funniest
college humour magazine. If the
flavor has faded by'the time this
reaches you,. look for the straw-
berry sgot in the next Tiger. Congratulations

Only .25 cents. to those who made it
from two shut-ins



Andrew Says Farewell

FREEDOM

We Are Poor Little Lambs
Who Have Lost
Our Way

Janey + Gretchen

JOY



LES CHALETS
FRANMAIS

French Summer Camp for Girls 6-18
Deer Isle, Maine
Salt and fresh water swimming,

AUDREE ESTEY - Riding, sailing, tennis; all other sports.

Ballet, music, dramatics, art.
French conversation encouraged, not forced.

director of ballet MRS. GEORGE F. BUSH
391 Nassau St.
Walnut 4-5045

Ve reau-V vate. to see “ou Gg

DE ultStt THAT i0u’D STAV t ONVeERo(
F UE WAKT To KEEP iov HERE,

UEU HAVE To 8E MOCH STHONGqgH1

U e UEG-IT S"



Congratulations and Best Wishes to

the Class of 1965

RADIO CORPORATION OF
AMERICA
RCA LABORATORIES

David Sarnoff Research Center Princeton, New Jersey



KULLER TRAVEL

JEELEN (Jan (leve

Rial Estati

Primetton, New Jtrtty

Tou'n and Country Properties
9 Mercer Street Tel. WA 4-0284

H. P. CLAYTON

Dry Goods - Notions
AIR * SHIP * RAIL TOUR < CRUISE

Sportswear - Accessories 924-2550 599-2623

108 NASSAU ST.

Palmer Square, Princeton

The Gallup Organization, Inc.

MARKETING RESEARCH BEHAVIORAL ANALYSIS
OPINION AND ATTITUDE STUDIES CONSUMER SURVEYS
CORPORATION PROFILES MEDIA AND AUDIENCE RESEARCH

53 Bank Street Princeton, New Jersey WAInut 4-9600



G. R. MURRAY Inc.

SPECIALISTS INSURANCE

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

NASSAU SHOE TREE

Shoes of Quality High Fashion Styling — Margret Jeffries
for the discriminatory matron ARTISTIC HAIRDRESSERS
and miss 38 Witherspoon, 924-4875
27 Palmer Square West, 921-7298 Elizabeth Arden Department

Compliments of

THOMPSON REALTY



Compliments to The Senior Class
Compliments to the Class of 1965

from

DynaPlex

Corporation
Cascade Pools

Aerospace Solid State Electronics

P. 0. Box 341 287-1000 Area Code 201
Princeton, N. J. 08340

PRINCETON
TOWNE & COUNTRY
Real Estate

CONGRATULATES THE CLASS OF 1965

Mr. &Mrs. Joseph A. Goeller
20 Nassau St., Princeton, New Jersey



Congratulations To
The Class of 1965

PRINCETON MUSIC CENTER
THE PRINCETON HERALD

Published Wednesday and Friday

Job Printing, Too. Compliments of

APPLEGATE'S FLORAL SHOP
Flowers For All Occasions
47 Palmer Square West
Phone WA 4-0121
F.T.D. Member

Since 1885
"There has been no substitute for
Personalized Service"

fi/altesi fe. tlo-cae O+ MILHOLLAND &OLSON

70 Nassau Street

(ground floor - 8 Stockton Street

Opposite the Post Office) PRINCETON NEW JERSEY

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

INTERIORS-ANTIQUES
924-0095

Princeton's Oldest Established
Real Estate and Insurance Firm



45 Palmer Square West

Princeton,

New Jersey

Elite Furs Estate Jewelry Gems

Hours: 10-6
And by Appointment

Carol Allen

Phone: 924-7450

ROSETTE PENNINGTON
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
ON

THE

SQUARE



BELLOWS

IMPORTERS

joanie says hel lo

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

210 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J.

Walnut 4-3221
NASSAU INTERIORS

Specialists in Fine Furniture
Inferior Decorating

Women's and Children's Apparel 162 Nassau Street

FROM THE FIVE
OF THE MICHIGAN
CONTINGENT

EWEEERS t SIIVEBSEEIHS } riKNGtlo«. W mESI. ]*i?

Jewelers to Princetonians

34 Nassau Street, Princeton, N. J.
MARSH & COMPANY
Pharmacists Miss Fine's charms available

. in gold and silver
Over 100 Years of Service

30 Nassau Street WA 4-4000



this is the song of sixty five
of Sixty _ﬁve tﬁe ones %lho Jive
for mehitabel has politely

as is.her wont

Inquired. as to ouré)ast

we mehitabel were not cleopatra
nor do we wholly believe

In the pythagorgan theory of the
transmigration be that as it may
we have a past

for twelve years ago

with gretch” and {,aney who
must have been tiny ‘and lynn
and dabby whose full name
|ha¥e.been told isa, . .
terri ?/mg doritha and gigi
that fong ago we belonged

to miss weigel

the I%st class utterly hers
and the next year mehitabel
we had hamsters which are
untransmigrated creatures then
In_second grade we were a shi
sailing around the world unde
various captains and mates

|t_a8pear to me boss that the
third grade wat% %rl]mos_tlentlrely_
war games with the girls escapin
fromgthe Paﬁtree anagdabb. PIng
was gretel there sa dance In
the old dame yet and then the
boYsge arted zwd_ thomas was
called upon to build boxes
that the fourth grade toes might
touch the floor and we learned
how Pro erly to open books

a lost art in“these sad times

in fifth grade mrs peck .
mitigated the system with
canaries which were thirds of
warnings and there was miss
cheston who didn't return
_havm_? married a baby doctor
in Philadelphia also from fifth
to sixth grades miss hillman
became mrs gill and screamed
when wrongly addressed which
though per a?s arrogant was
understandable and beginning at
sixth grade we were

destined to a life of

being guinea pags
untranSmigrated creatures

quite similar to hamsters
caged inroom one with banging

radiators and dripping ceiling
in mrs. conrog/ s home room
we were floweérs with qua_tralni
Ion% to learn oh yes mehitabe
we had ouyr ups and downs
ups were home rooms and .
downs were no more canaries
then mrs porter
Iaudke her name was boss
faught an excruciating
history and we suffered through
parligmentary home room
aTd for nine onth? g/e
planned a medieval banquet
with stuffed pigs and apgles
unfortunatel% it never came off
a heluva comedown romance
ahrchﬁ/ romance, was the word
the next year | Washlﬁgtond c
when we Wave fer the arva
at the recruits at fort myer
sl el i
[ iling. w
dabhy woke the wench with
washcloth wet 1 was a vers
libre poet gnce mehitabel
we gave midsummer night s dream
WIth peggy a prancing puck

when we entered the study hall and
went up to read reports miss davis
was understanding and with her we
studied the, santons de Provence
four new %wls were Ifef handed
then punchy and buff enacted the
glass menagerie for mrs smith

f]he next year the glass unjcorn s
orn broke with butfs death

sally brought in the long hair bit
and gal _tou*ours gai susie h

camé with tales qfnew%ork %nd
her brother speaking of men the
next year was brigette and jim
and molly always going out west
and there”was andrew also
hardenburghglayed by blanche
at mrs, boutelle”sVienna
a%alnst_lme who was.metternich
and_susie s hunger pains started
again in the lufe song

eflen is still to burn

her chemistry book and

janie was on a special music
schedule went out to aspen in the
summer when qlgl wen%to Crete
arriving home o merethe

shaw was at pewport and is now
the class archivist of bobby n
{oanle whom susie sresembles
hough she can t drive
effie”however hombs around
||n her red ram th{er and

nnie in sven the vw
a¥1d tomato administers the
stud)(( hall _saymP _
you know i could graph the noise
It s taken you tw? whole minutes
gretchen dlways looked sick when
shehn]ade her annou?]cements
ophelia stated that there was

a finest meeting today and
everyong was exge?ted to come

the I% jazz was sally stewart s

the astronauts =~

annika hatea physics for

nobody wants Iyo%when yoF re down
and out and graphing acceleration

and there was the week that was
which we politely refer to as
senior s%uash week when everybody
wept and fainted even phoebe
mrhartmann spoke at our stuffs
sess|%ns speaking. of stuffm?

which I supposeT wasn t alison
stuffed herself on grapes and
cotta?e heese while karen
Pract ced yoga the feline position
hank heavens the buildjng
survived the 500 blows for martha
was our efficient though
Incongruous firewarden

it was gai tou%our_? gai with
many men but still"we
returned the prodigal daughters
to mrs. shepherd

we dance till the sun comes up
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