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the new headmaster, oh he walks down the
hall with confidence and with friendliness
as If he sees the %ood side of a school and
of a person right Trom the start and works
hard to develop it. he sits up there on the
stage then stands talkmg makln things

xcmng as th e% shoul looking
straight at me. of j think that this is qomg
t be a good year (his first and my las
nice kind of overlap, don't you think?) and
that 'd [ike to get to know fim. it seéms
that he already nows my first name.



Douglas O. McClure
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Diary Of A Class

Monda

Ou¥ sixth grade homeroom was on the third floor. The paint on the walls was
chipped and there was a leaky bathroom next door, but there was also a view of the
cherry trees by the monument. Mrs . Conroy presrde in thepnk—blossomed atmo-
sphere over the veterans — Franny, W ?/ — and the newcomers
— Linda, Martha, and Laura, Westry %Ied wrth the hymrn of ballads and the pro
nunciation of "Bonjour, Tiki, * watched the wasps In the “ivy wrth some trepidation, and
applauded chivalry when we ‘went to see CAME

Tuesda

Mar/ Youngw:ame in seventh grade, snapping her rubber bands,. and we traveled
to Wrnterthur e showered Mrs Flory with ba gnpresents and, with Mrs . Liu,
thought about dates in Amerrcan |stor8/ Our dre hecoming nurses were
thwdrted as we grappled with trraan angdages and tourniquets, Vet we grew old and
wise as we slumbered along with Rip van Winkle.

Wednesda

We md’ved into the porch and into the special between year. The radiators clanked
as Jul |a and Mar)L struggled with parliamentary procedure. Faneen came, and Chris,
Jane, Julia, and 1sa rom India. ‘Miss Standirig tried to draw us out of our slimy
primeval cells of ignorance gto no avail) and at'the Arva Motel in Washington wé held
a witch trial. Mrs 7 Roberts Droke her ankle and told fortunes with tea leaves, and we
peered out the windows at the army camp across the street, and Julia and Jane sang all
he way down the Washington monument.” In the spring we produced the Forest of Arden
with some help from Shakespeare (it seems many of Us have come hither too soon).

Thursda

Fres manklear was the yrear of first trmes s0 the sophomores initiated us in
bathing caps and stock |nP he first time we listened. to announcements in study hall
our frrst Upper School pfay, LUTE SONG, our first Hill Concert, which was a sort of
first for everybody, since our bus hit a car on the way. Qur new accompanist for
Choir was a Starving grad student named Leon Dubois; Miss Davis taught us French,
and the srngrn%nun sang Dominique. That year marked the first time d rat had ever
died jn the Study hall wall and the first time Mrs . Smith used her Rat Charm. Pam,
Debbie, Ruth, Bree, Pheebs, Marta and Karen were new that year while Sue came
from the Eternal City in the secon semester. During April we brought the Beatles

FS. In May the Hun school caur%rht on fire but the fire_trucks came to us instead,
|n the middle of our Bible exam. A0 at sister class picnics we were big sisters in-
stead of little sisters .



Frida
T%ere is an indefinahle difference in_cool hetween freshmen and sophomores,
Then it was that we received our class rings, studied ethics and aesthetics, went to
Firestone, and switched from Renwick's to P.J.'s. Jo, Elena, Dianne, and Lindsley
came, and half the class switched English teachers in the middle of the year. Mary
Combs and Woody went to Greece, whence they brought us worry beads,”but instead
of worrzmg we cried to Baal at Lawrenceville; Mrs. Boutelle taught us history with
art books and the round table, and took ys to the Cloisters in the Sﬂrmg——Lm a and
Debbie went barefoot in the park. We painted flowers on the study hall walls for the
Social Service dance, which'was all very gay except that the rest of the ){ear the
flowers gave us sort of a queer feeling, "because we knew we had been allowed to
paint them only because the school was going to be torn down.

Satyrda _ _

We ¥nade the b|ngove and realized that we would be the last femalgs-only class.
Betsx, Jill, Kathe att¥, Poll¥, and Carolyn came, Debbie went to India for a year,
and Julia went to Japan Tor half a year and sent us a purgle fish. We worried about
unity and communication, built the lack of scenery for OUR TOWN, and tried to make
elementary functions function. College Boards first reared their ugly heads at about
the same fime as THE FINEST changed its name to CYMBALS. And 'whan that Aprille
with his shoures soote the droughte of March hath perced to the roote, we gave
concert with Lawrenceville to an audience Of'flf%' Then suddenIY it was Commence -
ment and we realized that this was the last time we would sit in the audience for it.

Sung : : :
TEWen we were the big ones caught between wantln_% to leave and wanfing to stay and
show ourselves how big we were hefore we became little again. Our priméval cefl of
|%norance was renamed the Senior Slum: there we had longtalks, lost important things,
ate stolen brownies from merry un-bake sales, burned Marvin Meyers in efﬂPy, an
never began THE SECULAR CITY. Sally joined us, Francoise came, and Helén half-
way throtigh the year, and Ceridwen halfway throu?h the second half, to see how much
we"all talked about how Jittle we were doing. All of us were not there all of the time,
but we all saw the standing c?vatlon for Carmen, and Phoebe and her partner gyratmﬁ
during the orgy at the Rosedale meat |ockers (our lives are In the hands of olr mothers).
We were Mrs.” Shepherd's wreath-makers, Mr. Packard's Lost Brains, Mr. Lott's
human ice cubes, Mrs. Brophy’s star boarders. There were games to watch, and

musi¢ and coffee and announcéments in the cafeteria. And in fhe end we saw that Anne
Frank was right after all and began to realize that people really are good at heart.



Mary Combs

December

_ And syddenly it was Christmas time, smelling of greens and
spice an(? baybe?/ry candles burnlnq., .. We san cgrolsgang skated
and made wreaths. .. Then Candlelight - for the last time - and

| cried. The spow was a bright crystal blanket over the world and
icicles glistening from the €aves were like smooth sharp dia-
monds. - .and 1t'was clear and cold. ..and | wondered as | wan-

dered while the silent night blew across the stars.



It was clear and cool today. This afternoon | took Blackmur for a walk after | fin-
|shed some homework. Two other dogs found us. Excmn% air always makes me

hopeful, you know - last sun, ard the twjgs etched hargly against the sky. |
*hought aBout a lot of thjnga Twish we could go tE Paris n )it summer. Im stn't
0rget t gsome new icéd tea mix for the Props. Finish applications - w ats
Important about me that they should know? My favonte colors are blue of sky and
olive reen aS\ive asnxe llow n' orange and |’loye Ham IF IcoHId reform, “n'est-
Ce pas? aglned a disctssion with Jean- Pau and John about an idea
for Independent Writing.

Jennie Borgerhoff



California, anyone? San Francisco's the greatest, especially the kids! We're off to ice-
hockey, then 1901 Don't forget the S. T.P. “decal. Sunday morning breakdowns. Hope
you'ré not ticklish, you haven't got a chance ! o

Don't forget, I'm eloping tomorrow night. We'll be hack soon. Riding lessons for the
ﬁé:arlet Nite."Come on, you HAVE to playtwister, you chicken. Let's go'to the beach,

W.

Jill Cramer



Ruth Conover

Oct. 18

Three accidents in four months isn't such a bad thing.
Taw the CUTEST bhoy uptown today!

| have to do is sit"there and givé the right cues.
Must we_have Thanksgiving dinner at the shore?
And besides, whg can't Jodn o_fArg have long hair?
Maybe | could be another Streisand.
The name's Ruth, not Bree.
What's a Fire Warden anyway?
Why so many rings? - bécause | like 'em.

-



" -It's marvelous the way the pen glides over the
Lmda FOX paper at an obt%se angle toylife.p. y .
-Dawn on the me&dows merging with four legs
througi_llwasunse_t.

rmonious madrigals in the institute wood
punctuate the eerie silence of Einstein.

-Bach is magnetic, grravnatl%nal fathomless.
sa_Ttou know, “it's not Teally what | say but how
y—_l'r'nteternatlly gratedfulfto I\fl]r.t V\tlhitlock for
opening to me the world of architecture.
p.n%% can trai ,o‘# nJyou want, but Ie‘m

going to end distinctly!



Pam Erickson

| have so much to do - brownies to make- but I'm
reaIIy too tired- hey! we'd better get gom% on those
Soma service Bronjects more wor there than you
think- 1sn't it f yhow trees don't like me- well,
can't win ‘em all-"there's that footbal| game this week-
end and then. . .angther "X on the calendar- time goes
fo fast- I'Il sleep after | write that letter- the world
00ks orange and yellow today. .



.. A winding staircase that one goes up or down after a recon-
ciliation or at the end of a conflict. ..whr is.this mK first idea of
the house I would like? Then comes the fireside with 1ts big
cushions and books, lots of books that one never reads becalse
thﬁ¥ are well-oydered on the shelves, and one book, used, with
tom pages and fingerprints, that one always takes again to enjoy
its company like g friend. . .A friend - a feal one -"fo talk 'vith,
somebody who makes you think KOU re worthl}/ to be Joved. |
don't care about the oltside of the house - just a staircase, a
fireside and a friend--

Francoise Foassier



Susan Fritsch

I've just read over my diary - fascinating - should be published
lad to say that my outlook on I|fe IS much, chanlged - listening to
reat son on the adio by Yardbirds —ara ic ? e - since Ive

wrltten Y firsts -drlvm% a blast teon time that horrible
word fis); still unsure of ar Ing —fee |terary - Fifzgerald - tragic
appeallng creature —onet Ing In common - [ove of Princeton - got
to enj OY It next year - last —can 't believe it - time is weird - goes
so slowly until you think backwards.



Today I'll decide about next summer. Perhaps I'll go to New
York where I'll every night sleep in Radio City Music Hall and
in the day encam? with a hookah on the main“floor of Bonwit's.
On second thou?h maybe | should leave the countrY altogether.
Yes, I'll qo to Ttaly dressed in some voluminous costume - a
nun's would be finé - and prove that the Sistine Chapel was actu-
ally painted by Sir Francis Bacon.

Betsy Gilliam



Frances Gorman

May 24,

Man, we really hacked toda)ﬁl Wer[[)]layed tennls Laura won,
but that’s not unusual. And we chased my ten-gallon down
Nassau Street, making cat signs and smglng Domlnlque all the

way. And a Frenchman followed us, And we looked for a lost
cat, and recited Latlnlg) etr%/ overt e phone; | sang and she hung
UP' Funny, we should be friends so long. Were we ever hot tick-

s and Crazy! I didn't think mu?h but | laughed all day. ,.the
k|d isout of itl ..l wonder who'll be at the Annex tonight?



Would%/(?u believe how busy | am?. . It's unreal. . .1 should work
this_weekend but Baker Rink will get cold. . .Chivalry will ride again
.The horses need exercise. . . There's a party in the All-American
City" and one in Princeton and one in Lawrencevill e .a basement
no less. .. red, black, blue, yeIIow and a varlety of colors. .. Mer-
maids and Mermen It was Tantastic so we should do it f gain. ..
same time, same people, different basement. B. will’have fo
(I;?(t along without me next year. . .No more datmg service. . .1 never
ed ted too much anyway:

Katherine Johnson



Carolyn Johnson

January 21
"... And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds

flyin
And %egﬂung spray and the blown spume, and the
seagulls cr |n?. . (Sea F?(ver, ' John Masefield)
As | read this I felt mgfself back In the place |
love most - with the ice-b ue,_gr?en_sea lapping the hull
beneath me, the cool Maine air'blowing around"me, and the
sun bathing all in its warmth, With a feelmq of exgectan
[ hear the nhalyards rai)pmg the mast ang feel the boat roc
with the waves. The loose, unrajsed sails flap in the qusty
wind and in the distance_across the water the wind rustles
through the dark pines of the Islands.



Phoebe Knapp

November 18

There is a pamboo tree in my room which | keep forgettln? to
water. It is o huge that the ceiling stifles the top b,oughs and they
fan out, in delicate, green, cramped Frofus_lon against the white.”

nga | looked at the Plantw_ ile %ngulldl Pourmg wdaterl to |és
pot. Brown streaks and yellow stained the“slender, notched trunk an
some leaves were crinkled far and fell Ig|u|l|tl|y on my bed

Someday, when | get out of here, be‘able to'walk down a

street and condemn nobody. .. Maybe I'll take to the woods and hunt
possums.



It always comes back to what Camus said: "Je continue de croire
que le monde n'a pas de sens supérieur. Mais je sais que quelque
chose en lui a de sens et c'est 1'homme, parcequ'il est le seul étre a
exiger d'en avoir, " \

That's in LETTRES A UN AMI ALLEMAND, and the sentence be

fore it is almost finer: "J'ai choisi la justice pour rester fid

terre.

Sally Lane




Karen Meyers

Thursday
Well, 1 this morning after around three and a half hours of sleep,
thrnkrng ho ?ee really doe ﬁeep you awake and ﬂow | hadn't done m)e

Russian; ept asking myse ¥ | go to school any }/] | stared
lazedly at my books ‘wondering | Id ever be able to |tt em somehow
ore thé sleeve o my rrerser( swore n I looked ouf the wipdow where
the sun was just begi 0 rise, and at my lute standing in the comer
where it was still ark and 1decided I'was'going to make it after all.



Oh Pim, | dreamed.... .
that Mou_sc?n turned into a r[])anther. Someone turn off
that omnlﬁresent voice. Where's the Hannukah satchel?
Who put the Star of David on with surglcal adnhesive?

H}O c%rr]le told me that the iced tea had fermented. The play's

e thing. ..

Oh Pim, | dregamed. ..

that | lost my contact lenses. Come to the U. Store
with Jane and Susie and me. P.J.'sis closed on Mondays.
There's a movie at the Garden with Jean-Paul.

_Jane, Jane, acrimonious pain. ..

Oh Pim, | dreamgd. .
that | heard music. Beethoven, then Bach, then Chopin,
then Josh White singing the Empty Bed Blues, then the

_sound of the street Organ playing out there. ..

Oh Pim, | dreamed... . . . . :
that | was spear-fishing off Mlgako-Jlma teaching twenty-
flviJapanese %IHS to sing "500 miles. " Benjo-wa doko

_deska? Nikong0 zen-zen Wwakaranal. ..

Oh Pim, “dreamed. .. _

that | was bored. It was a nightmare.

Julia Lockwood



Martha Miller

Sunday, december 19

|s a aood daY it has infinite possibiljties,
now, right now It's frozen outside and
he sun 1s ourmg in my window, no snowfy
but yesterday the worl was runnm down fifth
ave ue domé |ts Christmas_sh OHE
Kou know that.1 finished Teading
HERZOG this morning, 1 think i really Ilke that
man, twice he said, "If I'm out of nfy mind it's
all right with me
come-on. that should i ?do godaf? t
qQy know you would be ipfinitely more
help qu ¥ you w ulud oocasmna“ ansvye
uestl?ns lJusta lazy hook at heart covered
ith flowe | I call iv
come on. stop clowning, we'll ¢
alr<1d kim and wa Epdown to cqentral par?< thgre's
skating.



It's been so long, | know, but I have so little thinking time anymore--this
summer | could run’ away from my campers at least once’a week, to the woods
and tak flfteen minutes to think--1 %an 't even do that now——Re?IIy it's not all

ee more or less needed by all those screamlng people ‘out there In
the haII—|ts [better than boregom don tyo%

rea comp laint_is In being so tired (¥ e tlme I'm all done that |
don't have energ for my friends--and besides I'd probably bore them-~Hey! Snap
out of it, curtaln goes up In three minutes.

Faneen Murray



Chris Otis

December 20

Skiing weather, HA ' Of all the rotten luck, it's 60° be-
low and snowing out. Well, the show must go on (to be quite
common and vuI?ar). | must continug to fake courage and
go blindly down the slopes, too fast for anh/one to see my
orm (luckily!). Hope I'don't get lost up there today.



memories:
greenaroofﬁrri] pa{g(oda 51mrd white-netted asphalt
wrndsweFt [ ‘f clﬁd Iake traced with the spidery
tralls of laughing skaters
huff-colored, ortrcoed iss Fine's — ne -
no more orsy COITi ors or cherry ossomed
view from fireplaced classrooms
the measured, muted lines of Horace and passionate
Ipoetr of Catuyllys
lingerl %\4 reams of drngrng for the past at Cnogssus
ycenae or o argurn a case before nine
somber black-robed judges

Laura Peterson



Bree Rosi

| had the greatest summer. ..
The Vineyard faded from view
ana Princeton came alive. ..
a gnarled oak tree

and the rock quarry. ..

Laura lent me her

tennis trophy ang _

a cactus Iow?r bloomed in N. Y.
Beef stroganoff became

my specialty and _
the odds on'Roberta Captain
were 6to L.,

tlgers are so strong

angd free.

and spirited. ..

next year will be

even better.



India. . .Diwali. .
lhe mahar Jah wore a
umhbter acklet and
eight sparkling rings
togdlnngr 9.1ng
ChI’IS b h the fl
ed w e flu

LaYe ?h Tdam”y trooped off

see Everest. .
s ock. . %rlef
I\%e went |[d huntmg
[ rememb
his shock - oran e sweatshlrt
with "I'm A good quy"
on the front
Bombay.
we were burned by the sun
and cooled bY the seas hreezes,
and | had De hi-belly
all week.
Kashmir. .
towering, glitterin Meaks
and tulips |n Shali
[ miss...all of it.

Debby Seckel



Jo Schlossherg

the play .

Qr?anlzatlon schedules
list, notes to myself
Faneen, Debby,” Jo. ..
cras

smile_ .

The Diary of Anne Who?
class megtings

12 minutes

lights, set stage
Hminutes, pléase
Thank you

g%rﬁ?rmance - 8:30 p. m.

quiet

places

shut up

cue

subride

due Frida

done Wednesday
eat ice cream first
fun fur ]
Would you believe
hasketball?
Would gou helieve
a guard® _
Would Xou helieve
captain

sorority - sell candy
smile



another da another Cuh) of coffee. .
another anot er hand-in.
anyone notont e Make-up committee, out!
absolutelg refuse to strike the set.
another day, another song. .
onll(y two \I/veekstuntll Maine'!
speak up - I can't see you.
anopther day, another runym my stocking. .
another day,” another. .

Patty Sly



Newl \t}%\r/ke n inteer (?on o tll1hls weekend, Lﬂ(qd aféerwardsJ war(]t to walk al,1 arqund

ut | reall e time; I should study nstea Idn't have the time
Iast nl% ht, but | went 0, McCarter an va and saw a begutiful movie Right now | can
t0 each secon for an eternltyv hich is great w

en you're reading Fe |n?hett|
because he S&YS that a dog is a real, reallst with a reaI tale to tell and a real tail o tell it
with, and that's pretty infportant, isn't it?

Polly Smock



Elena Zullo

Sometimes | wish | could sleep all day but the carpets aren't as comfort-
able this year and h e atmosphere 1sn't as cozy. ..Couldn't | be on time just
once IT y now, osencrarﬁz or Volteman%y who cares, it's all over %n%

Elena, Wu 've got that heart of stone )gou re In the breeze so don't
ge hung up.". .Why don't I ever have enough time®



This morning | made another list. 1don't know what it proved
except that it covered up my disorganization. Believe it or not I was
able to cross some items off - made an annoyncement about the
Constitution, wrote letters to Elsa and Meg, found a substitute for
the hockey ame.

Pla |n ach toda was an effort, both Rhyswally and mentallﬁ/
| was In the moad for Brahms, kept wandering to the
future and my fln?ers had no dlrectlon Why can't th present always
be the most impoftant concern? We seem to” live for things to come.

Mary Young



Mary Woodbridge

n Friday we won the hocke
natura?lx because wasglaylng %Hbac
Who? Conceited?
SaturdaX Ibabg a] for.Camie and Chris.
Now that I'm on li htlng crew | know
almost every Ilnte in the pI y. didn't
course_It's a camer ou didn
think |t was a flas?w ?1 3 JI
Theres nothlng wrong W|th dissecting
s, Hnest decided wheth tt
ayen't decided whether or not to,go
out to Colorado again. ..but gne thing's fg
sure, |'am going on the ski trip.



today we
wal%(w skipped and ran
around the racetrack
beneath the purple mountains
then the rain began z1nd_
we stood under a sheltering, leafy-dome
- of frangipanis and

scooped shining red seeds out of the mud
under our soppéd sandals - then it stopped

D. W” ked a0z ar(ljdlthte su(rj] }Na?hshmlng_— hum i
we walked again and listened to the mossies hum in



Flying in at nlght over a glltterln? New York - a moment of panic as
the plane touches down. I'm Tommitted now; I'm here. Blank-faced,
istrustful officials wearing guns - why? - visas, passports, questions - a
inal_grudging accep tance
Then meéting mcy family, commg to Princeton, and the stran e faces
are friendly and welcoming. 'Christmas vacation and Iearnlng to ski
é)ossmle to feel homesick; this Is home. School - new ide
nds, a new outlook - England Is far away.

S, New

Helen Bennett
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ALICI%M ARCHER
Lycee Fdhelon

Alliance
Fran”aise
Professorat

DEIRDRE BANNON

Science

DANIEL J.. BARREN
Mathematics
Director of
Physmal Education,

ogs Gannon

B.A. Douglass

MITCHELL H. BRONX
Science
B.A. Harvard

IRENE C. CONROY
Mathematics

BA. Unlversny of
New Hampshirg

CATHERINEF CAMPBELL
Head of Mathematics
Department

B.A. Connecticut

M. A. Columbia

ALTER H. DAUB
athematics

W
M
B.A. Princeton

ELIZABETH DAVIDSON
Assistant Librarian

. Vanderbilt
M.S. Catholic
University



LOIS M. DOWEY
EHR“Sh Hlstory

IIY/IEo DUBOIS CCI dental
usic

B.A. Amherst M.A. Columbia
M.F.A. Princeton

JEANNE M. DUFF

Fine Arts
e
University EAFﬁgk'AS%I\ﬁ)
Science
B.A. Roanoke
PAMELA H.
e
' ELIZABETH B. FINE
eograpeﬁs IBa/t_{Zn,UGreek ,
A Universi
M A.T. Yale oLchonflen y
Ph.D. Yale

ERNEST GORDON

Kﬁe igion
St. Andrews
B. D Edinburgh
S.T.N. Hartford
STEVEN GILBERT
Mathematics
B.A. Princeton



&/IAR%ARET GRAY

renc

B.A. Wheaton HUSON R. GREGORY
B.A. Dartmouth

TATNALL L. HILLMAN
clence
B.A. Princeton

OLGA HOLENKOFF
Russian

Licence de Prof.

de Francais a

L'Etranger
THOMAS D. JABOUR
[ndustrial Arts
B.A. Trenton State
J. PARRY JONES
HISIO%
B.A. Swarthmore
M.A. University
of Pennsylvania
JOSEPH KOVACS
Inatrlémenta
Diploma Royal
yfun uasr||can School
FENELLA B. KIRMAN
Physmal Education \E;Vel\gtlgﬁmslt\ngus.,
gifjoma, Bedford Choir College

g f
Physical Education

IK TililS V il ffl



ﬁANTHONY LAMBERTI

B.M. New York
College of Music

Iesle

LANGDON LEA, JR.
Latin
B.A. Princeton

IaAlt? M.C. LOTT

s

B Kfllddlebury
. Columbig

ROBERTC MILLER, JR.
HRHSh
Princeton

ELIZABETH A.

MEDLEY

Engllsh History
Unlversny of Minnesota

ANA NICKLES
Spanish
Diploma
University of
Buenos Alres

DOROTHY C. MEYERS
Librarian
B.A. Douglass



E V. PACKARD

B owdoin
M.A. Columbia

RICHARD G. POOLE
French

B.A. Princeton,
University of

Grenohle
MARY E. PECK
Engllsh, History
B.A. Syracuse
V
R
A
L
L
D
MARGARET ANN PENNY
Physical
Education and
Health
B.S. University of
North Carolina
FRANCES M.
ROBERTS
History, Bible
B.A. Agn
Scott
M.S. St. John's
STUART ROBSON
Science . .
B.S. Sgrmgfle!d
,M.A. Columbia
HAROLD RULON-
MILLER
Mathem atics

at
A, Princeton

o



BARBARA K. SCHLEYER
Science .
B.A. Radcliffe

ARLENE H. SMITH
Fine Arts

Diploma,

Nfew.ark School

of Fine_an
Industrial Arts

rt Students'
eague

PRISCILLA SAVTDGE
History .
B.A. Smith

DONALD A. SAWYER

B4 Onivers
. Univer
of Denvel}/_e 5|¥
M.A. University
of Maryland
ALISON M. SHEHADI
Mathematics
B.S. McGill
ANNEB. SHEPHERD
Engllsh
B.A. Vassar
University of
London _
M.A. Columbia
IE/IO\l(_NhE R. SMITH
nglis
B A, University ROBERT N. SMYTH
o Kanses e BA. Williams
Reserve M.A. New York

University



WALTER TITUS
Latin, English
B.A. 'Princeton

RENEE-PAULINE
EXIGA WHIPPLE WINIFRED §. VOGT
Professorat et Bﬂ Welles|
Dlrectorat (fes eliesiey
Colle es
Mode
(E ducat|on
Nationale)
LESTER TIBBALS, JR.
|stor¥
rinit
M A. Princeton
é MUtNROEWADE
ram atics
& Prlcnceton
JEAN WHITALL
Mathematics
BA.. MA.
QOberlin
M.A. Haverford
ROBERT C. WHITLOCK
[ndustrial Arts
B.S., .M.S. KATHLEEN E. WHEELOCK
Tre?ion State Erench
College B.A. Wilson

i
MoK Middlebury



JOAN C. BAKER
Registrar

JEAN 0. SMYTH

Admissions
Secretary
VIRGINJA K. STEIN
Consulting
Psx\cholo Ist
B.A. Hunter
O.T.R. Tufts .
M.A. San Francisco
State College
GERTRUDE D
BROPHY
R. N.
School Nurse

OWARD S. UNANGST

H
School Physician
EDWARD . B.S. Anndpolis
DOBKOWSK M. D. University of
Superintendent Pennsylvania
of Buildings and

Grounds






Suzanne Blanchet, Nancy Flagg, Fernanda DAgostmo Beth Schlossherg, Linda Hart, Sia Godfrey,
DRO - Gail Smlth Katie Ecroyd, Sue Kleinberg, Joan Wadelton, Kate Linker, Susan Koch,
C%ﬂ\t)lo obert Golden, Jerry Piit, Jon Vereén, Rick Ross, Bob Ramsey, Bob Spears, John
CT RE: Wylie Aaron,” Charles Simmons, Evan Donaldson.

‘N/'T FIRST ROW Conme Sayen Punky Brewster Ingrid Selbecg
Linda Baker, Anne F Ser arg/ hler, Faron
Gillian Gordon.  THIR andg/ Wandelt, B| RIR/IO
Taylor, Andy Fishmann, RICh Rainés, Joe Chandler

—L'o-



"V"  FIRST ROW: Barbara Thomsen, Andrea Fishman, Ronda Davis, Blair Lee, Bertina Bleicher. Cand Bozajlan, Susan Schnur, Carol Bernstein, Karen Hoffman,
Mary_Lou Delahanty, Kathy Gorman, Debbie Shoemaker, Sue Denise, Beth Healy. SECOND ROW: Ab )ﬁSheId n, Margery Burt, Sharon Abeel, Dianna Eure,
Sue Bailey, Pat Niemtzow,” Gail Lyman, Bebe Ramus, Jean Gorman, Beverly Bevis, Jne Wiley, Tbbie Rose. Gail CoIbY_ Pooh Halt, Debby Merrick, Betsy
Nicholes. THIRD ROW: Beth Borgerhoff Lucia Ballantme GIenR/s Wol ff 0II Hall, David Macleod, Bl Ch Iverus, Louis Levine, Chester Cleaver, Edward
Cole, Kelt Bash, Ed PurceII Frank Andrews, David Van Houte Rieck BobW|Imot. BACK ROW: BobR thauser, Tony Blair, Bob O'Connor, Ashby
Adam a|§ Page Larry Tan, Tom Spain, Philip W|n er C{de Mease Jeff Prebluda, Jerry King, Chris Goble David Vomacka.  MISSING FROM PIC-
TURE Nelf Bush ell, Jeremy Dunning, "Robert Korman Derry Light, Richard Judge.



sl L

C I
m m

FIRST ROW: Robin Murray, Laurie D'Agjostino _Heidi Flemer, Cindy Shoemaker, Linda Mihan, Linda McCandless. Susan Hughes, Debby Lawrence, Barbara
ler, Allison Gilbert, Hilary Martin, Jacqueline Summerfield, Marjorie Shaw, Wendy Lawson-Johnston. SECOND ROW: Diane Erickson, Peninah Chilton,

iz Hamid, n, Ann Wiley, Lucy Stover, Pam Woodworth, Naurene Donelly,”Pam Orr, Suzanne Fish, Joan Williams, Louise Hutner, Grace Taylor, .

Lindsey Hicks, Freddje Cagan, Barbara Sturken. THIRD ROW: Midge, Valdes, Marion”Stoltzfus, Hilary Brown, Brita Light, She’l%Brewster, Cathy Morgan, Gjl

Farr, Tim Medley, Bob Peck, Elin Graydon, Meg Brinster, Mary Lapidus, Tina Davies, Vicki Johnson, Francine Barlow. FOURTH ROW: Jonathan Paynter, Bill

Power, Bob Sullivan, Porter Fubank, Taylor Chambers, Bob Salup, Freddie Erdman, John Parrott, Lewis Bowers, Erik Heggen. Jimmie Rodgers, Bjll Schluter,

anet Masterton. EACK ROW: Deebs Young, Jack Kilgore, Allyn Love, Rett Campbell, Basil Stetson, Mark Lane. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Chris Mislow,

ruce Plapinger, Chris Reeve.

= @D



FIRST ROW: Natalie Huston, chhard Bryant, Dore Levy, Chris Chambers, Terrie Fried, Alex Dona Idson,
Clifford Lamar, Rob Holt, John Battle, Ja Cruice, Debbje Huntrngton Larry Levenson, SECOND ROW:
Martha Feltenstein, Louise. Broad, Joan de is, Chess e H Barbara Bauer, Greacian Goeke, Robin Frey,
Tania Lawson-Johnston, Diane Jass Can Brown. D 'ROW: Laurie Bryant, PatLrIgeIund Margaret De
Vries, Krrsten Garver Anne Heacy Susan Henssler Betsy Gorman Jane Cross, Kate Watson Erdman, Mary
Bishop, Cathy Lane, FOURTH ROW: Bill Boone, Bill Flemer, Paul Lyman, Alfred Gardner, Jeremy Bonner,
Crichton Adams, Carl Jacobell, Terry Booth, B|II Remsen. MISSIN FROM PICTURE: Sarah Brett-Smith.

VIII

FIRST ROW: Mrldred Sawyer, Evelyn Sherwood, Kristi Vaughan, Louise Peters Ge rgia Myer Elizabeth
Meredrth K%th(y Iure LraWarren Kathrin Poole, Jean Schluter. SEC ND. RO ﬁtem Elrza eth
Tomlinson, Dede Pickering usreWaterman Don Millner, Wendy Saretf, Beti Scheyer s mrt aula
Zaitz, Elizabeth MrIIs Ho e Pl sbury Vicky Willock, George Treves, Samuel Tattersall. T IRD ROW

David Seckel, Scotthchardson Bil Boone Larry Rose, Henry Sayen. Mitchell Sussman, Sam_Ro dé; s,
Bavrd S&}\lmS(ImFé JohnhParne Joe Punia, David Stark, Tommy Worthington. MISSING FRO MP TU Ben
eeve, Neil Rosenthal









FRONT ROW: Mary Combs, Bill RI%OI (Vice-President), Mary Youn% gPremdent
Mary Hobler, Sia Godfrey. BACK ROW: Lmdse%/chks Mark Lane, Jeff Prebluda,
Linda Baker, Rich Ralnes Betsy Nicholes, Richard Ross, Patty Sly.

Upper School

Student Council



FRONT ROW: Ellen Syssman, Ellen Prebluda, Tanra Lawson- Johnston FSecretar ), Don Millner %Pres
ident), Karen Turner (Vice- Pres ent) Kristi V gan Nancy Kendal Camr a Carpenter.

ROW: Noah Levy, Jon Kraut, Bill Flémer, David Samson, Andrew Bonner, Kirk Moore Andy Davies,
Marion Huston Julre Brewster

Middle School Student Council



FRONT ROW: Gllllan Go rd?] Jane Borgerhoff Joe Chandler %TreasureE) f(l”
Cramer (Chairman), Bill C verus ecretary Carol Bernste ric
son, Louis Levine,” BACK ROW: Bill Schluter,” Margery Burt, Chris Reeve,

Belxlrlr)B igot, John Claghorn, Debby Lawrence, Meg Brinster, ‘Connie Sayen,

VOLUNTEER COMMUNITY SERVICE: Florence Crittenden Home, Fort Dix,
Merwick Nursing Home, Princeton Hospital, New Jersey Neuro-Psychiatric
Institute, Quaker Work 'Camps, Princeton Tutorial Service, Trenton Tutorial

Service, Trenton Home for Girls. FUND RAISING Dance, Pet Show, Wreaths,
Various' Class Projects.



Dramatic Club
The Diary of Anne Frank

dramatized by
FRANCES GOODRICH AND ALBERT HACKETT
directed by
MUNROE WADE

MR. FRANK Herbert McAnen){

MIEP MoII%/ Hal

MRS. VAN DAAN Sue Kleinberg

PETER Chip Jerr

MRS. FRANK Francine Barlo

MARGOT Gillian Gordon

MR. KRALER . Chris Cairns

MR. VAN DAAN Erich von Starck Scenery-Faneen Murray

MR. DUSSELL Stuart Duncan Lighting-Bob Spears

ANNE Julia Lockwood Properfies-Jang Bor?erhoff
Costumes-Linda Hart

Sound-Doug Rieck
Make-Up-Patty S
Pro?_ram—Ca_roI n"Johnson
Public Relations-Sally Lane.
House Committee-Bree Rosi
Tickets-Elena Zullo .
Publicity-Dianne Willis_
Transportation-Susan Fritsch

Sets Constructed the Superv
GARY LOTT AND FANEEN MURRAY

o

D] =3\ P JuliaLockwood
RY-TREASURER Anne Fulper
E MANAGER........... Jo S¢hlossherg

ASSISTANTS ..o, Linda Baker
John Claghorn



Dramatic Club

FIRST ROW: Sue Kleinberg, Linda Baker, Elena Zullo, Patty Sly, Mar}/ Woodbridge,
FrancmeBarIow Dlann W|1|s SEEOND ROW Susan Frit ?ch hia Balantme Linda
Hart, Mary Combs, Ju ia Lockwood, Anne Fulper, Jo Sc ossberg Laura eterson
Bree Rosi,” Carolyn Johnson. THIRD ROW: Connle Sayen, Mol g{ Hall, G| ian Gordon,
Sue Koch, Faneen Murray, Chris Reeve, Jane Bor erhoff Bob Spears, John Claghorn,
Sally Lane, David VanHouten, Debby Lawrence, Suzanne Blanchet, Gail Smith:






FIRST ROW: Lizette Mills, Scott Richardson, Richard Albert, Ted Vogt, James F|8(,;\r Wistar W
Kenzie Carpenter, Cynthia Morgan, Carol Stephens, Gina Vogt, Livia Kuser, SECOND ROW:; Sand
delt, John Ia'ahorn, Sally Lane, Ronda Davis, Linda Baker, Dianne Willis (Editor), Jerry Pitt,. De
quht, Karen Meyers, Joan Williams, Bree Rosi, Beth Healy, Bertina Bleicher, Doug Riet | P
GIl Farr. BACK ROW: Gail Smith, Laura Peterson, Franny Gorman, Francoise Foassier
smock, Blajr Lee, Pat Nigmtzow, Gail Lyman ;ue Bailey, Connie Sayen. MISSING F
Combs, Gillian Gordon, Susan Schnur, Joan Wadelton.

Spokesman Cymbals

FIRST ROW: Susan Fritsch, Karen Meyers, Betsy Gilliam (Editor), Linda Fox. BACK ROW: Susan Schnur,
Punky Brewster, Chris Reeve, Beth Borgerhoff, Debby Lawtence.



Karen Meyers, Susan F |tsch Susan Kleinberg, Mary Young, Wylie
Aaron, Deéhb Seckel, at'vy g Punky Brewster, Susan Koch, Julia
Lockwood. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Mary Combs, Phoebe Knapp, Linda
Fox, Polly Smock.

Madrigals

Choir

FRONT RO A|ISOBGI|bert Jean Gorman, Deo¥\l ghht Debb Merrlck Sue
Bailey, Poon Holt, Ibbie Rose, Dianna Eure. SEC W: Anne Fulper, Mary
Hobier, Wylie Aaron, Helen Bennett, Susan Frltsch Jane Borgerhoff, Francmse
Foa33|er arenM ers, Katie Ecroyd THIRD rann% orman u|a Lock-
woo Betsy Nich 0 s, Karen Hoffman, Beth Bor erhoff Sheldon

Sue enise,  Gail Smlth Sue Koch, Nanc Flalgge BACK ROW: Carooy
Jo nson Linda B aker Faron Daub, P unks{) rewser |d|Femer Mary Yaung,
Patt SIVPI Pam Erickson, Bree Rosi, Deb R;I Seckel, Ruth Conover, Sue Klelnberg,
Linda Mihan, MISSING FROM. PICTURE: i Combs, Phoebe Knapp, Polly
Smock, Llnda Fox, Dranne Willis, Elena Zu



FRONT ROW: Mary Combs, Be r| a BI icher, Carol Bernstein, Sia Godfrey Ruth Conover,
Bree Rosi, Pam Erickson. S ECON Pat Nremtzow Linda Mr an, Dianna Eure,
Beverly Bevis, Beth Healy, Jane |I yé Jean Gorman, Sue Klern er% BACK ROW: Gail
Lyman, Susan Schnur, Edward Coe b athauser Joe Chan er, Ashby Adams, Jimmie
Rodgers. MISSING FROM PC URE: B|II ha verus, Andy Fishmann, Franny Gorman,
Sally Lane, Laura Peterson, Chris Reeve, Jon Vereen, Sandy Wandelt, Mary Woodbridge.

Glee Club

American Field Service Committee

FRONT ROW: Derry Light, Anne Fulper HeIen Bennett, Bree Rosi
gC arrman? Punky”Brewster %Secretav‘y rancorse Foassrer Polly
mock, Frances Gorman. Glenys Wolff, Nanda

D'A gostlno Crarnga ge, Cathy Morgan, Davrd Van Houten, Allyn
Love, Jerry Pitt hin Murray,



FIRST ROW: Dianna Eurg, Barbara Thomsen
Naurene Donelll\r_, Pam Orr, Beth Healy. SE
Schnur, Betsy Nicholes, Karen Hoffmdn, C
Niemtzow, Jane Wiley, Gail Lyman. THIR
Ed Cole, Bob Wilmot, 'Mary Combs.

Library Council

FRONT ROW: Catth Owens, Judy Kleinberg, Kathy Veeder, Wistar
Williams, Martha Feltenstein, Laurie Bryant, Betti Schleyer, Locke
Sharp, Susan Ross, Liz Hlavacek. BACK ROW: Bruce Cole, David
Barach, Mark Ellsworth, Andrew Bonner, James Figg, Ted Vogt,
George Treves, Mark Lawrence, Winn Thompson.



FIRST ROW: Jo Schlossberg, Mary Young, MaryWoodbrlngevsPremdent) Suzanne
Blanchet (Secretargert Rut Conover Sia Gogfré Vereen, Cralg

Page, anDy Wan John Claghorn (Pre5|dent) Jimmy Rodgers, Wendy Lawson=
Johnston eebs Young, Nell Bushnell.

Athletic Association

Varsity Football

FIRST ROW: Lewis Bowers, John Claghorn, Rick Ross, Sandy Wandelt and Bill Rigot (Co-
Captainlsp), CralegVIPag W?Eé ceII }g QF Bas Rich Raslnesy SECOND RSW Mr. gBargen
oach),” Jon Vereen, Jack KI ore, Chris Goble, Frank Andrews, David Vomacka, Bob

e | ac
slow, Mr. Ti bals (Coach). BA KROW Erik Heggen, Deebs Young, Bob
n)nor Bob Peck, Crlchto%gAda ¢



FIRST ROW: David Samson, Carl Jacobelli, Peter McC
Cagt%n), John Kalgm, Ayres Browne, John Weber. SE
Co _cé, John Moore, Andrew Houston, Thomas Meyers, Samuel Ro
vanni Ferrante, Michael Englander, Howe Constable. BACK ROW:A
ner, Lawrence Gubb, Bruce Cole, Henry Bristol, John Battle as R
Terr% Booth, Mr. Gregory (Coach), Janfes Figg. MISSING FROM PICTURE:
Stephen Gorman.

Junior Varsity Football



FIRST ROW: Jerry King, Jimmie Rodgers BrII Schluter Bob SuIIrvan Porter Eubank Fred Erdman TaBonr
Chambers, Bruce Plapmger. SECOND'ROW: Larry Tan, Preblud a ?5 Measey, Dave Macleod
Chalverus, Charlie Simmans, Bob Rathauser (Co-Cap tarns Tonngarr avid Van Houten BobS ears,
Andy Frshmann Philip Wrnder Allyn Love. THIRD RO ~John Parrott, Mr. Miller ( Coacjc ower,
Tim Meal eY onTay or, Louis Leving, Basil Stetson, ob Golden, Chooch Cleaver, Joe hand er, Mark
Lane, Jonathan Paynter, Mr. Rulon-Miller (Coach), Gil Farr.

Varsity Soccer Junior Varsity Soccer

FIRST ROW: Jeremy Bonner, Alan Mills, Robert Holt, |chard Huber, Don Millner (Captarn) chhard
Bryant, Steven Basfi, Bill Remsen, SECON D ROW: Jh Paine, Tom Worthington, Henrg agen Scott
Richardson, Sam Lamar, Joe Punra Ben Harvey, Pieter Fisher, Artie Mrttnacht 'THIR

Sarke& Richard Shatfer, Richard Albert, Johri Gordon, John Lockette, Alex Lau?hlrn Larr Levrinson
Mike Cagan, Jay Cruice, FOURTH ROW: George Treves James Davey, Fred Dalrymple, Michael Clag-
gett, Larry Brown David Stark, Alex Donaldson, LucienYokana, Mrtchell Sussman. BACK ROW: Mr. Hill-
man (Coach? Bill Flemer, Ted Vo ot, Bill Boone, Robert Heiserman, Stephen Foss, Neil Rosenthal, John
Coffee, Dylan Jones.



FRONT ROW: Bob Golden, Jack Kilgore, Lou Bowers, Ashby Adams, Erik Hegg\?n, Bob Peck, Bob
T(\;/Iailsulgw BQ%E(thREC;)Qé\{]: Mr. McClure (Coach), Jeremy Dunning, Tony Blair, Bob Wilmot, Ed Purcell, Chris

Wrestling

Basketball
t

(Co-Captains), Richard Ross,
harlie Simmons, Ed Cole, Tom
TURE: Gil Farr (Manager).

o

FRONT ROW: Frank Andrews,
Richard Raines. BACK ROW:

(r)n \égreen, CraiawPa e and %ill Rig
Spain, Andy Fishmann, Doug /

)
Mr. Barren (Coach), Clyde M as'w
Rieck (Manager). MISSING FROM PI

OO



Ice Hockey Team
FRONT ROW: Boh Ramsey, John Taylor John Cla horn and SandyWandeIt (Co-Captaing), Evan Donaldson,
Chris Reeve, BACK ROW: 'Mr. Rulon-Miller oacE? Lane, Jimmy Rodgers, Basil Stetson, Bill Sch-
Iuter Bill Chalverus, Deebs Young, Bob Sullivan obOConnor Mr. Tibbals“and Mr. Vaughan' (Assistant
Coaches), John Parrott (Ma nagerg



Sia Godfrey, Faron Daub, Franny or an Marh/ Woodbndge Mary Young ﬁCa tain |& Dehbby
Seckel, Mary Ho bI er, Nancy Fl g , Carolyn Johnson, Laura Peterson. MISSIN M PIC-
TURE: Karen Hoffman.

Varsity Field Hockey
Junior Varsity Field Hockey

FIRST ROW: Ruth Conove r, Cindy Shoemaker, Lmds&y Hicks, Wendy Lawson-Johnston, Pam
Woodworth. SECOND ROW: Suzanne Blanchet, Betsy Nicholes, Linda’McCandless, Dianna
Fure, Linda Baker, Jane Wiley.

G*da S



FRONT ROW: Betsy Nichales, Anne Fulper, Karen Hoffman, Jo Schlossherg (Captain%, Lindsey Hicks, Sia
’\G/lodfrF()ey, ngdy Iﬁ)awson—Johnston. BACK ROW: Nell Bushnell, Mary Hobler, ‘Debby Seckel, Laura Peterson,
iss Pénny (Coach).

Varsity Basketball
Junior Varsity Basketball

FRONT ROW: Naurene Donelly, Cindy Shoemaker, Mary Woodbridge (Captain), Blair Lee, Faron Daub.
BACK ROW: Joan Wﬂfiams, F¥anny G%rman, Beteh Smwsberg, MlIS Peﬂwn)}) ?C(?ach§.






Poem

What can you say. .

when therg is nathing there,

no words and only thoughts

that twist_and lunge and weave

a web inside your'brain yntil

you see the world through spider's eyes?

How can you think

when welis have blown away

and words rush forth

In thunderlng waves from seas

that rock and rise and never end--

words you cannot hear until ,
the spider spins and they become her flies?

Beth Borgerhoff, X
First Prize
Upper School Poetry

All The Little Ladies

all the little ladies in their enghsh Suits
holqu hygely handsome alligator pags

shove Theil way inside the pages of newspapers .

so the way-down world can see the wonder of their deeds.

(monthly ads for rummage sales, smash-up balls)

all the little ladies Junching at the plaza
atting pur[ole mouths with“chalky pink napkins
emg Intellectual over clear turtle soup
powder turned-up noses for Charles of the ritz.

(grab up kaplan furs, hurry from each other)

all the little ladies escaping to Southampton
fleeing as they say the stunning funning world
lethargically draped qver grand gold heach
resting from the worthy partying of winter,

(wondering perhaps if they will ever be remembered)
Connie Sayen, XI

Honorable” Mention
Upper School Poetry



She sat in the back seat and adjusted
her hairband. She wished that she ‘did
not have to wear it; it was too childish
for a party. "Still, "that's the way things
are," she’thought. She wondered’ what
they would be Tike, and her face went
hot'white while a cold clamminess set-
tled on the palms of her hands . Even
as the butterflies rose in her stomach,
she knew it was silly to be nervous.

She was acquainted with them all from
school. It was just that she couldn't sit
down in somebody's basement and Iaugh
talk, dance, or play with them, She

was different, more restrarned I m
{ust not the ?ay shallow type,"

hought. Just shy. But do you have to be
noticed all the time? . . .

Her thought came to a rambling halt

as a car turnged nh d)rrvewa J
K|| now atve a good trme and give

s a call when jt's over, " said

tl er as she tumb led wrth the deoor

"See ya later, " Rave her

a wrnk as she’stepped out rnto the all-

embracin black She felt idiotic.

Y, It's almost as
bad as havrng him walk me to the school
door in_second grade she thought bit-
terly. She tiptp&d slowly up the walk
with a physical sense of her father's
eyes horing into her heIpIess back,
\évorr rnP, riontemllatrri She rarﬁg thhet

oorbe|l" with one ingering thou
about the sagness otste Fn gch Y
beautiful night to its own devrces and
then was startled back to real rt%/ bg
flood of white light from the opén door,
with Debbie's smiling face on the other
side of the narrow threshold.

"Come in, you're early

Here,. let me-take your coat

Hr Mrrror where you been hiding

ourself
Y "Rrght up the stairs and to the left,
come on.

She was_caught up in the swirl of
unreal vitality surrounding these people
as she was edgerly escorted up to
Debbie's bedroom’by her frrends

You know C.K."was coming?"

Giggles
Who's he "she wondered.

| wonder .

n

"|s he?

"Can Iborrow Your lipstick?"
::Persona Iy es a fairy |
You do? F'think ne's cute . . .
pr aura, your hair looks just

She laid her coat on the bed and
opened up her Burse She touched up
her lipstick and smoothed her hair-,

She glanced at her dress with worrY
because she was afraid people Woud
notice. It added to her feeling of infer-
jority. Maura, with her rich,” chestnut
hair gathered on_top of her head: Cathy
with Rer clear, English complexion: dand
Claire with her great blue eyes sur-
rounded by thick; black lashes, they all
made her .. trite, that was |t

ad no more trme to dweII on
herseIf for they were all %orn% own-
stairs fo Ereet new arrival. She fol-
lowed, taking a last glance ip the
]rnrrror and plastering a smile on her
ace

It was the rest of the party arrivin
in one group. As this reali zatron struc
her, heér heartbeat began to fill
whole chest cavity, rvrng her a feelrng

of floating op air". Her fate went hot
a%arn and the famjliar chill rose as if

idding to her fingertips . She had a

wild urgeto turn and’run; there was an
anrmal in her, telling her to hide and
protect herself. She Stopped on the
stajrs for a moment, almost turnrnrrr
back, . and then resumed her descent in
a_panic, "rebu ing herself for havrng
reIded If ony d rtte as she said,

She came o th e bottom of the stairs

and went to meet the droup She_ shoved
herself forward and almost forcibly
opened, her mouth,

"Hi, Trev and Jon good to seel\X
after the long, hot d ra%
thqught for a moment there you weren t
gorn1q to make it .

here were other greetings, some
better, some worse, but she had stopped
talkrn? out of sheer amazement at her-

twaf as if the challenge of so
many people had suddenly inspired her
to hide in'a drfferent way. It had worked
her new armor_of ]g ness h
to the attack. She felt so happy that a



small 8r|n crept around her mouth, and
she hadl to turn her head so that no one
would see.

They had been downstairs for an
hour now. She stood over in a darkish
corner, munching a potato chip, listen-
mgz 0] the pulsrng record eing bare

¥ phonog raHJ Trey came over

and pIunged is fist into the
potatoc Ips.

"You seIf apoornted guardian over
the food or something?

She laughed, "No, not really

She paused; trying to think of somethrng

to say, and whien She couldn’t, panic
came once more in the familiar waves.
Trev came {0 heIP pull her out of her
whirlpool of emotions.
"Hey, how'd yoy come by a name
like Mirror anyhow?"
well, see my real name
is Miranda, and my little cousin could
et only as far as Mira so | came to be
nown as Mirror. That's the big story

"Hey, Trev!"

She'was alone once more. She
wandered out of her olive ?reen corner
and over to the R ng- Pong It was
so bright over there_that her eyes hurt.

A blue flourescent light hung over the
table, and the yellow walls Teflected its
rays.. She couldn't stand it and moved
back into the semr —darkness

"Mirror ! t/ ntyou start some-
bodly dancran’? It was Debhie, and

Ifror couldn’t understand the smirk

and tRAeefarnt gleam in her eye.
"Sure, why not?"
§Ht V1Tt . who could
"Oh nyho Trev perhaps?"
”Deb%g e¥e hone Pernap
"Thank God thoughtMrrror

"Time to retreat to the bathroom." She
climbed up, .out of the inferno, and into
the cooler krtchen (?urckly going up-
stairs and turning info the“bathrdom,
she switched on the Iroht and closed 'the
door all In one fluid, frightened motion.
She sat down on the slrpgery alapaster
rim of the bathtub: it was then she dis-
covered she was shaking.

"Whew," she breathed.

"That was rather cIose remarked

a voice inside,
"Close to what?" said she.
"'don’t really know, " said the

other, "but it touched a sore spot.”
\What sore spot?"
"Where your armor got too thin,
and Debbre poked her finger through .

"Why urg) In the bathroom then?"

"Shut up | saig!" _

"[t's your hiding from . . .if
they qott rough, so canyou . . . you'll
have 1o face your —

"Shut upI Shut up for Chrissake!"

"You, you, you, you .

She fel a sudden urge never to see
herself again, and she Switched off the
ight. Again the warm and musky black
rushed up and embraced her, welcom-
ing, her into a Jand where all'was mys -
terrous and unknown and the vorces were
crushe y the eavkr silence.
floated on her private cloud, ob |vrous
to the noise from elow and'the ascend-
Ing footsteps on the stairs .

The door to the bathroom opened,
and the flood of light that thrust itself
on her e ebaIIs reminded her so of the

%/ he ping-pong table in the hase-
mentt at the whole scene projected it-
self on her brain, and the unbearable
Pressure of persecutron returned.
he split second that followed, rebeIIrous
thought filled her berng

hey’re just f orcrng me to look at
m[)[/]self In the Ir%ht want me to But

not like the | ever be.

They want to conf orm

armor hardened, the threshold wrdened
and Debbie's voice came from far away.

Mirror! What are you orgu})
here in the dark all wourself ou've
been gone so long tha decided to
come ook for you . Come on down,
everyone's darcing and having a great
time, Come on .

She took Mirror by the arm and led
her out into the hall and downstairs.

"Damn you, " thought Mirror as the
music crescendoed.



Paul thought maybe he could just
walk along the road and no one would
bother to stop and pick him up. But it
was cold and he_knew he should try to
get a ride. Getting a ride, that's all he
was really doing. Httchhtktng was some-
thtng you“do far away. But Paul was only
tryi et a ride fome, as he did
\ovrlahct |II raft's sister after hasketball

Then Pau) heard the soft rowlin
of an en ine !)e ind him and ttheg
headligh s creep up his back an he
tyrned. His thumb stuck out timidly by
his side as the_car jumped past him,
its engine sighing as 1t disappeared
down the road e thought about it a
moment. He could go the whole five
mlles home without™anybody stopping.

His mother had never pickéd up any-
body because she sajd it mi tbe an
ex-convict or something. a)( be that's
what that drtver had tho ht at he
was a criminal. Why not For all they
knew he could be a jailbird, trying to
hitchhike across the border. But the
only border he could think of was in
Mexico and that was a long way from
Taldenville.

The crunching of his sneakers on
the gravel was broken by the noise of
anotner engtne He turned and stuck
his arm and thumb out so straight
that they ached. He couldn't see any-
thing but lights until the car passed:
Paul’blinked. It had pulled over and
stopped. He walked over to the car,
thumptng his book against his side.

The boo that's what made the car
sto the book Pete had t[;tven him on
} FW out. Pete satd iTwas a yse -

g to carry hecause it made you
Iook like a student and cars didn't mind
pick |ng{ up students . Paul hadn't really
\ulnodrere ood why, but he figured it had

He opened the car door, got in and
closed it agatn It was dark inside and
smelled fu kind of stale. He knew
the sme ut he coul ntremember
You for stopp md] esat
polttely, bu his voice was hoarse

"You're quite welcome. And where
are you on your way to?" It was a lady's
voice, very soft and low, like a whisper.
Paul furned. Then he saw the black veil
and black robe, falling very long and
melting n with the darkness of the car
floor and_he realized the smell of church
surroundtn him. The nun rep)eated

>0 tFyau Yggeée Sﬁeshyf OI% Warwell

Street in Taldenyille
, that's f|ne 1'm going around

that way t00." She was sniiling. Paul
found that rather funny. She was smil-
ing a church smile whitle her hands
wére holding a steering wheel and one
s%uare blaCk shoe was pressing a gas
R dal Hedldntknoww at to sdy and
e oi)ed she wou ntask him any more
%d ? goothechuhln

enV| le, or Sun ay School? | don't
remember ever seelngg

I go sometimes.” Paul could see
her ey&brows were raised even though
they were covered

"Sometimes?”

"Yes, Ma'am. You see my cousins
go and 1somet|mes ?o with thiem."

"I 'see.” She smiled at him again.
He hoped she wouldn't ask him afy
Sunday SchooI uestions like "Who is

S0 he 0 ened his book.

IUS CAESARI T read that when [ was
oung girl. In fact | used to study
kesoeare in college.

Paul looked up at ner . "College?"
e thought. That was funny. He tried to
icture her cheering at a foptball qame
She s oke again. "How do you Tike
"“and She nodded toward his

L.G)
= CSo
m< I_Q_

—_—CD
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o

S0
ok
PauI hesitated . "Oh, its very
Ye§' And what do you think of
Caesar?
Paul looked down at the book, hop-
ing to find somethtn but it was too
ark, "Oh he's v r% nice.
She Taughed. "Yes el
turn left up”here, jsn't that rtﬁht’?
"Yes, Ma'am." Paul watched the
greenJight of the turn signal blink on

u: o= T ;™



her whrte bib.

The nun Tooked down at him and
under the street lights Paul saw her
soft brown eyes and small oval mouth.

| don't thrnk you ever told me your
name she said.

it's Paul Thorse

”gaul Tshatqsa 000 name Paul
was one of Jesus' apostles And | am
Sister Gabrielle."

"Oh," Paul said, "like the ange]."

Srster GabrreIIe smiled . . . "Now,

| think we're coming to Warwell

very nice meetrng you.'
"You're welcome, and it was very
nice to meet you. God bless you, Paul "
and you t00." And Paul closed
the door behrnd him. He walked slowly
toward the house, watching the car pull
away and go quietly down the road,
probat%I Paul decided, to the church.

n he opengd the front door, the
noise and bright lights made everything
that had happened Seem dull and far
away. Paul put his coat on the chalr and
his mother came out Into the aII

Street "Well, Paul! You're farrl% ate
"Yes, this is it. My house is right Did Petes mother bring you o
on the corner there." ot a rrde home with some
good. Well, we'll let you off one eIse : aul climbed the stairs,
right here then," She stopped the car balancing the JULIUS CAESAR on his
and Paul got out. head.
"Thank you very much and it was

Anne Fulper, XI|
Honorable Mention
Upper School Prose
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Emanuel

The day was glorious when Emanyel
awoke. The sea glittered in the mornin
sun, as If someone had strewn diamonds
on it. The cloudless blue sky overhead
and the shrmmerrn? sea hurt his eyes .
He fell back against, his pillow and srqh
ed. The clatter and noise in the cobble
stone streets below could already be
heard. A few late fishermen were
strugglrng out o sea in their old boats.
It was almost like a dream.

Emanuel shook hrmself | must
getup," he mumbled. "Father has al-
ready left, and Mother probably needs

, He arose and stretched. After dres -
sing, he ran down the stairs .
~_“His mother greeted him with,
Emanuel! You are late, Oh Ja-lal
She threw her hands in the air.

"Sorry," he replied.

He até hrs breakfast alone and in
silence. After breakfast he went up-
stairs and drd his chores . Comrng
down again, he was stopped )(]
mother "Chores all done?" she asked,
wrprng her hands on her apron.

es, Mother." he replied.

He walked brrskl¥ in the streets to
keep up with the traffic.. There he
bumped into his best friend, Juan.

"Hey, Juan!" he cried above the cres-
cendo. "Let's buy some flowers for
our mothers They will like it."

"Naw," said Juan, who was always

interested in other things ,

"But my mother wash 't pleased with
me this morning, * pleaded Emanuel.

"Okay, " agfeed Juan. "No wonder
you want'to buy the flowers!"

They spenf the rest of the morning
in this manner, jostlrng and being
jostled In the streets .

At noon they separated for their
mid-day meal.”By now the sky was
grey, and the sed was chop )rwrth
Whitecaps . Instead of the frolicking
morning breeze, there was.a brisk
and heav Wrnd It was ettrnghcold S0
Emanue urried home rou
streets with the flowers in |s hand

He gave the flowers to his mother
at lunch.

“Thank you, " she beamed. £he took
some out of the bunch and gave them to
Emanuel. He put them into”a vase and
took them up to his room. When he
came down, lunch was on the table . He
ate lunch and chatted with his mother
about the morning's adventures. After
lunch he said goodbye to_his mother and
once more ventured out into the streets .
He wandered all around the small fish-
Ing village, but nowhere did he find
Juan. As’the day went on, and as it got

colder and colder, Emanuel watched
the street vendors close up early, one
by one, and go_home . Aread?/frsher
mMen were comrn into port aden low
with all the fish they could
went down to the docks to heIp unIoad
He heard the fishermen say to one an-
other: "Boy, it's wicked out there!"
"You bet!
"Man, cornin‘home, six waves
washed completely over gur decks .
Six! Would you believe it?"

ope!

"Aw, you wouldn't."

"We'almost capsized.”

All ouf fish on deck were washed
overpoarg!"

" 'bet there's a big storm coming
pfrom the south."

Emanuel loved to listen to the tales

of the fishermen, as he helped to unload
the cargo, but he was worried by the
Wa the' sea and weather were actrn?

by the worried looks etched on the
faces of the fishermen. By five o'clock,
everyone was In the sheltéring harbor,
each’ with his own tale. Everyone
that is, except his father. This didn't
bother' Emanuel too much, because his
father was just about alwa s the last
one in, but’still, he wasn't happy about
the fact. He asked the other fishermen
had seen his father, but they all
ey were too busy tr |n to get
home to notrce an thrn Y sard not
to worry, ro a Y_lpu into an-
other port for the nrght e knew what
he was dom?

Emanuel went home, puzzled. He
told his_ mother, "I just'don't know,
Mom. Somethrng is wrong. | feel it in

my bones."

"Don't worry, " she comforted him.
"Your father kriows what he's dorng
Besides, you know how stron? his Doat
is. THE SPANISH LADY will not give
oLty Oer M ekl repled. Th

es, " he meekly replie e
both ate their drnneryrn sprlence y

After washing the dishes, Emanuel
went upstairs andfell asleep. The
storm crescendoed

* *

When he awoke, the day was not
8Iorrous He could ot see out his win-
ow. The rain was drumming, furious]y
on the window, as if it wanted to_get in.
He got up and dressed quickly. Running
own%tarrs emet hrs mother setting
the. table. She shook her head. Emanuel
finished setting the table, and then_they
ate breakfast i silence.. All morning
they sat at the table, trying to look out
the"windows. At noon they ‘ate lunch,
not saying a word, for they each knew



ture roller
of the roller coaster was an odd

looked rickety. | ran gver and
was hauled

almost vertjcall
went around curves with one wheel going o
H-E-L-P, S-T-0-P,
zoomed, and my stomach slurred up into
and my stomach

what the other was thinkinq. All after-
noon the rain didn't cease to drum furi-

ously on the windows, although occasion-

ally there were gaps. When the gaps
appeared they both rushed to the'win-
dows . All they could see were desolate,
flooded streets, and waves breaking and
sloshing around the rocks that lined the
shore on either side of the harbor.
Then the gaps would close, and he and
his mother would return to_their seats.
Supﬂer was also eaten in silence. His
mother said goodnight to him, as he
trundled upsfairs with a heavy heart.
He fell asleep, wishing he wére dead.

When he awoke on the third day, the
sky was grey and it was raining, but not
so_hard. “"At least | can see out the
windows," he said. o

He went downstairs and again his
mother shook her head, Breakfast was
eaten in silence, and afterwards the
dishes were done. At noon it had clear-
ed enough for him to go outside.,

"Mother, may | g0 out?" he asked.

"Yes," she réplied.

He wandered along the desolate
streets where, oddly enough he met

Juan,

"Hey, Emanuel, let's go search
among the rocks!” "

Emanuel was looking out to sea.

"Hey, Emanuel!"

Théy dingotly picked thei

ey gingerly picked their way on

top of t egrocgks y i /

"Hey, Emanuel, look what | foung!"
. Juar picked up a board and handed
it to Emanuel. He then disappeared
behind a rock after something. When
Emanuel turned the board over, his
heart, sklpPed a beat. On the board were
inscribed the words: SPANISH LADY.

The day was glorious when Emanuyel
awoke. The sea glittered in the mornin
sun, as if someone had strewn diamonds
on.it. The .cloudless blue sky and the
shimmering sea hurt his eyes. He fell
back against his pillow and sighed. The
clatter”and noise In the cobbléstone
streets below could already be heard.
A few late fisherman were’straggling
out to sea in their old boats. It'Was
almost like a dream, except that the
flowers had wilted.

obert Holt, VIII
Irst Prize
iddle School Prose
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aThe Wild Mouse®™

de Park in Massach-

USG'[?Sr}e Pglég%h%:édsgﬁg%gfé%wcl)’f?n_%tOt Ié/rertOS,et me gO, onaminia-

aster. A
The tracks wound up and

ra while my mother
one — "The ,
down, and the metal scaffoldin

ave the ticket to the man. Each

il

in. The name
d Mouse."

held one person, There wa_gl a large ramp up which the car

At the top of the ram

by a hook on a moving chain. On the way up the ramp
the car jerked, kicked, stopped,”and shot ahead again. . _

: P |'had a perfect view of the blg, white
roller coaster, which reflected the sunlight. There had

een a

short rain, and a vast rainbow stretched across the sky. The

me_rry—%o—round was turning about with little children who sat

e horses.

ridmcq t :
ang! | was Pushed ahead by a sudden jerk. Down | went

| felt as though | were f

fell dowp into m% Iegs .
The ride lasted a litle over thre
thing spun in circles . Round

Wn'ts e anything straight. Iwa&%éosﬂgevlwwck to t
and rested for Yh

e rést of the afternoon.

y throat.
minutes. When | got off,

ng off the track. |
the track. 1yelled,
H-E-L-P!" at"thetop of my

lungs. Up |
own 1 sped,
AIexangfr Lamar V
Honorable Mention
eople y]vent. | Middle School Prose
e car



The. IazY dog lay in the summer's sun,
Trying to cdtch’flies with his tongue.

DreaminP that he was a lizard or frog,
Happily Tying upon a log.

He scratched the ground, dreaming of bones,
And a bird went making beautiful tones .

He awoke with a start, alas, alack,

A cat ran by that he must track.

Did he catch it; I'll not tell.

For this is the truth you know full well.

The caf alwa}/s runs: the dog always chases .
For this, in the world, is their two places.

Evelyn Payne, VI
Fi

n Pa
Ist Prize
Middle School Poetry

Brown
Brown is the color of the leaves in Fall.
Brown |s the color of the trees so tall.
Brown s the color of the jacket | wear .
Brown 1s the color of a hibernating bear.
Brown IS the color of flowers that'wilt,
Brown s the color of a house that was built
Brown 1$ the color of a rusty old car .
Brown is the color of a burnt out star .

Christopher Luth, V
Honorable Mention
Middle School Poetry



To
Mrs. Shepherd

who has always ?lven us her
warm smile, "hef sympathetic
ear, her keen mind, and her
generous heart. We will always

emember her with love.
The Seniors



In Memory of
Richard D.B. Shepherd
Princeton Country Day School Class of 1955
Born - New Haven, Connecticut, August 11, 1941
Died - Vietnam, February 6, 1967



THE CUMMINS SHOP

A LIGHT HAS DIMMED

IN TH COMMON
98 Nassau Street SOUTH COMMONS

fine china
crystal
stlver

SEMPER FEROX CYMBELIS”

two gratuitously
malevolent seniors

0

1033 mSTEREO



Congratulations to the
Class of 19%7

For 60 years, the "U" Store
has peen proud of
ts qualit

integrity and
SerVice—

You are always welcome!

36 University Place












Two Tigers .

one, §tood on a Hill
~ falling out of a tree
PHEASANT & DEER with a tan Panda catching him
Handcrafts, Arts, and Antiques and the other Tiger
756 Nassau driving to New Hope

scribblinlq on cement walls
says "I don't care" when he
feels like it . . .

The Seniors
thank the mothers
for the wonderful party
and for all
they have done for us
throughout the years.



Congratulations and Best Wishes to
the Class of 1967

RADIO CORPORATION OF

AMERICA
RCA LABORATORIES

David Sarnoff Research Center  Princeton, New Jersey
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THE ENGLISH

DEPARTMENT
LENIN & TROTSKY

| put my hat upon my head
And walked into the Strand, Since 1917
And there | met another man "Purveyors of the Finest in Revolutions'
Whose hat was in his hand.
THE ENGLISH DEPARTMENT






Compliments
%f

Rosco, Cicero,
Fang, George,
and
Henry Clay

Making Your Future
HABIT FORMING

A future, too, can be a habit, to the sensible
spender who regularly puts aside one dollar in
every ten he earns as a piece of that future.
You; too, can buy your future a little bit at a
time this way. Such safe and sane spending is
no more and no less than a thrifty banking
habit — a savings account — in your name,
at your full service bank. Every’ time you
spend, save a little for tomorrow. " It's a habit

worth forming.

PRINCETON
BANK

BNSUST » SOINGENER

----liaaS—Auiian a.i.q

P

a I

it (OfSf. Print U

PRINCETON DECORATING SHOP

We hacked.

Compliments
of

VISAGE



Congratulations to an Outstanding
Senior Class

FROM A FRIEND

Good Luck to the Class of 1967

CLARK, DODGE & CO., INC.

One Palmer Square
Princeton, N.J. 08540

ember
N. Y. Stock Exchang
American Stock Exch

Midwest Stock Exchange

Complete Brokerage Service
Investment Advisory Accounts
Mutual Funds

Best Wishes to the Class of 1967

MR. & MRS.MEYERS

To Mrs. Fine:
Forsitan haec olim meminisse iuvabit.

Horace
Catullus

Virgil

It's two ye ars since | first_said, "Hullo, "
To all from Borgerhoff to Zullo.

Fro m Zullo back to Borgerhoff

| cant believe—good lord, you're off!

So, Good Luck, Seniors.
Herbert McAneny



174 Nagsay St. |
next to Davidson's

Cellar

Fine
Wines and Spirits
924-0279 924-0273

Compliments
of

PRINCETON POLYCHROME PRESS

Fine Color Printing






The Class of 1967

thanks
all of its Miss Fine's
and
Princeton Day School
teachers
for their wisdom
and friendliness
throughout the years.



Jewelers to Princetonians
5 Nassau Street, Princeton, N.J.
Miss Fine's charms available

53 Palmer Sguare i i
Fashions for Children in gold and silver
Infants
Girls to 12
Boys to 6x
. ALLEN'S
Compliments _
Princeton's Largest
of Children's Dept. Store
PRINCETON BOOK MART 134 Nassau St.
WA 4-3413
3L Witherspoon Daily Delivery 924-4070
in

Princeton Area



From
"A California Girl"
JILL CRAMER

"The Place to Get a Square Deal"
THE FRIENDLY FOOD MART
Witherspoon Street

MARSH AND COMPANY
Pharmacists

--2 Locations —
30 Nassau St. Route 206

924-4000 = 924-7123
Free Delivery

NASSAU SHOE TREE The..

Shoes_ of Quality
for the discriminatory matron
and miss

27 Palmer Square West, 921-7298



CLEAROSE STUDIO

Photographers Est. 1931
Portraits of Character and Elegance
148 Nassau St. , Princeton, N.J.

136 Nassau Street
Phone WA 4-2620
Princeton, N.J.

Compliments
of

EDITH'S
CORSET & LINGERIE SHOP
10 Chambers Street  Walnut 1-6059

"A Friendly Shop"

WINE & GAME SHOP

6 Nassau St.
Tel. 924-2468 Free Delivery






Congratulations To The
Members™of the Graduating Class

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

OF
PRINCETON
LAHIERE’S RESTAURANT
Est. 1919
French Cuisine
.5 & 7 Witherspoon St.
Princeton N. J.
a.
Shop at Bailey's
For Those Nice Things to Wear THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY
BAILEY'S Hardware and House Furnishings

. : Telephone 924-0066
PrlnC%tr?rch?grﬁJleﬁfenter 138pNassau Street



Congratulations
To the Class of 1967

We Sincerely Hope There is a

ord
In Your Future

NASSAU-CONOVER MOTOR CO.

Route 206 and Cherry Valley Road
Princeton, New Jersey

Phone: 921-6400



Air Conditioned Order to Take Out

© & m 4

PRINCETON TEA GARDEN

Thp Hupvqg 36 Witherspoon Street

Proprietor Princeton, N.J.
WAInut 4-2145

NASSAU HOBBY

142 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J. 924-2739

Compliments

of a

GRANDMOTHER



Compliments

of

BLACK RIVER AND
WESTERN STEAM RAILROAD

between

Ringoes and Flemington, New Jersey

WM. H. FULPER, INC.
Insurors Realtors Appraisers

Distinctive Town & Country Homes
Historic Mercer and Bucks Counties
Industrial Sites
Commercial Locations

Compliments to the Class of 1967

from

300 W. State St, Trenton, N.J.
394-5341

CASCADE INDUSTRIES, INC.

Manufacturers of Buster Crabbe Pools
THE ORIENT SHOP

Call: 201-287-1000
a 15 Witherspoon St.

Princeton, N.J.
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Ready-to-Wear and
Custom-made by Norah

THE PRINCETON BOUTIQUE

2 Chambers St. 10-5:30
924-2229

Congratulations and Best Wishes
To the Class of 1967

AMBROSE CRAMER

SCR

I'NTERNATIONATL

Ideas Iin Transition

PRINCETON, N. J. « WASHINGTON, D. C.

LOUISE MAAS - FINE CANDY

63 Palmer Square West
Princeton, N.J.

Domestic & Imported Candy

Novelties

LANDAU  *

PRINCETOW,N.J.

114 Nassau Street WA. 4-3494

Congratulations Class of 167
P.J. * PANCAKE HOUSE

'‘Come back & see us sometime soon.

Compliments of
APPLEGATE'S FLORAL SHOP
Flowers For All Occasions

47 Palmer Square West
Phone WA 4-0121

F.T.D. Member



Be Knowy—
SUBSCRIBE

NOW
T0...

Princeton's award winning weekly newspaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET

New Jersey** Oldest Weekly Newspaper

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

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

The Packet 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.

SENIORS 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, N.J. You will be billed later.

Princeton prefers The Packet!
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