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Herber t McAneny

We were given newness at PDS, which we a c 
cepted, not knowing what to do with it. But he 
found us and helped us out of our confusion. The 
newness was forgotten. Although some of us had 
never known him before, he was our fam ilia r  face. 
He helped us with quiet wit and understanding when 
our worlds were a t s ixes and sevens. He was a l 
ways there  to pull us through our sm all  floods and 
w ars. And with him we came through, b e tte r  than 
jus t by the skin of our teeth.

Fellow ve r teb ra te ,  fellow m am m al, fellow 
human, we thank you.







SENIORS







Suzanne Blanchet

"Follow ing so c losely  upon her discovery o f the one hundred 
th ir tie th  through one hundred fifty-fifth e lem ents, this re c en t syn the
sis of B lanchonium  has won Professor B lanchet the Nobel Prize. This 
young ch em ica l w izard has astonished the en tire  sc ien tific  world w ith 
her con tinued  b rillian ce  and outstanding ab ility . Professor Blanchet, 
com m en ting  on h e r la te s t triumph, said, " I t  was a ll a very  sim ple 
app lica tio n  of the e ll ip t ic a l func tion  of Avogadro's number. "

The w h ite- coated  figure pu t down the newspaper w ith a sa tisfied  
sigh. " I knew  I could do i t! "  she murm ured.

. . . "Oh, Mrs. Schleyer! That chem istry  lab  a t the University is 
so cool! Even though I do m ake a few m istakes. . . oh well, I'm  
le a rn in g !"



"W here would you like m e to sit, Doctor?"
"Anywhere, ex cep t on the couch. That's for m e. " Dr. Simmons w alked over 

to his upholstered couch and re c lin ed  w ith his pad. His p a tie n t sat down on the 
floor. There was no o ther furniture in the office.

"W ell, w hat do you want?" dem anded Dr. Simmons.
"Ah, Doctor, I have a p rob lem . "
"T ha t's  obvious. " Dr. Simmons looked down a t his pad as he took notes.
" I  c an 't seem  to do anyth ing righ t. Every tim e I do som eth ing it goes wrong. " 

The p a tien t looked up for a sign o f approval.
"C on tinue. " Dr. Simmons was disgusted. The case was too easy for h im .
"L ike yesterday, when the laundry m an rang the back doorbell, I answered the 

front door. And last w eek I forgot w hat m y nam e w a s! W hat's wrong w ith me, 
Doctor?"

"W ell, you're just p la in  stupid. " He rose from the couch and w alked over to 
h is p a tien t. "Here, look a t  this. It's the answer to your p rob lem . " He p la ced  
his pad in fron t o f h e r eyes.

"W hat is it, Doctor?"
. . . "See, Beth-you've been  using the wrong form ula. Miss C am pbell said to 

solve i t  through integra ls, no t d ifferen tia ls, stupid. "

Charles Simmons



"Good evening, lad ies and gen tlem en . We are here a t  the C an
nes F ilm  Festival to witness the award ing of the Porfirio Rubirosa 
Award. This award is p resen ted  to the m an  who, in  the  op in ion of 
the judges, has upheld the trad ition  of the g rea te s t p layboy of a ll 
tim es, in  his personal life, and in  his film s. "

A ba ttlesh ip  grey Ferrari ro ared  up to the curb. A ta ll, deep ly  
tanned figure em erged  from  the car, accom pan ied  by the luscious 
blonde who h ad  been  h is passenger.

"And here he is, lad ies and g en tlem en ! This year's rec ip ien t, 
the c rea to r o f w hat has been  h a iled  as the g rea te s t b lue film  ever 
produced! Mr. Taylor, congratu lations. Not only have you upheld the 
trad ition  of Porfirio in  your films, but, " he m o tioned  to the curva- 
cious g irl on the handsome film -m aker's arm , "you  have liv ed  as he 
did. Could you te l l  the world how you em barked  on this career? "

"C erta in ly , my good m an, " John began. " I t  a ll s ta rted  when I 
go t my first m o to rcy c le . . . "

John Taylor



Gail Smith

"Okay, " the angry m an said softly. "Who are you and what's 
going on?"

"I don't know w hat you m ean, " she answ ered ca lm ly .
"Y ou don 't g e t the m essage. Our ag en t from  New York never got 

ou t o f th a t fa ir city-somebody blew the whistle and she ended  up in 
the c link . " His eyes g lit te re d  co ld ly . "So you a in 't her. G et it?"

"A ll righ t. " The g irl looked a t  h im  carefu lly , sizing up the s itu 
a tion . I t d idn 't look good. "I took the job  from her. She h ad  an 
idea she was going to be p ick ed  up, and she knew  i t  was im po rtan t 
th a t you g e t the goods rig h t away, so she sent m e. There w asn't 
tim e  to  te l l  anybody to e x pec t a  d iffe ren t messenger, and we fig 
ured i t'd  be easie r if I ju st took on her iden tity . "

The m an was s ti l l regard ing  h e r suspiciously. She h adn 't rea lly  
expec ted  the ruse to work, but it h ad  ga in ed  h e r some tim e. He was 
in terested .

"D on 't g ive me that, " he said fla tly . "Y ou're a cop or a p riva te  
eye of some kind, and I'm  going to find ou t who you are and who 
you work for, and w hat you know-you look lik e  an  eye and you a c t 
lik e  one and-"

She had  m oved swiftly, rising ou t o f the ch a ir and cap tu ring  his 
gun in  one easy m otion . A fter g lanc ing  qu ick ly  behind h e r to m ake 
sure of the d istance to the door, she brought the gun down on his 
neck  w ith  a du ll thud. He slum ped to the floor as she backed  out of 
the room  and swung the door shut.

The Aston-M artin DBS w ith the in itia ls  GAS on the New Jersey 
p la tes was s till p a rked  where she had  le f t  it, h idden  in  the woods.
She slipped into the driver's seat, and pu lled  away, the boom of the 
tw in exhausts echo ing  back from  the border of the trees.

. . . "Hey, G a i l ! Take it e asy—you a lm ost ran down th a t little  
k id ! "

"Oh, I'm  sorry, but you know how it is; fast cars, fast living, 
danger a t  every  turn . . . "



Sue Kleinberg
"No, there  is no th ing which the m ind canno t im ag ine .

Pensee num ero 140. "
The room fu l of French philosophers sa t dazed as they  lis tened  

to the profound "Pensees de K leinberg. " This A m erican  g irl had 
a m ind  w hich astounded a ll  who heard  her g rea t thoughts, espe 
c ia lly  when they  considered her youth and l im ite d  experience .

"But, M adem oiselle, " ob je c ted  one philosopher, "how can  a 
m an  im ag ine  som eth ing which is no t bu ilt upon any previous e x 
perience? "

"T he  m ind can  do anyth ing. Look a t Da V in c i—he im ag in ed  
the a irp lane, long before i t  was re a lis tic a lly  possible even  to 
bu ild  one. " M adem oiselle  K leinberg sa t back  in  her ch a ir con 
fiden tly  .

"Ah, but this is invention, no t im ag in a tio n !"
"W ell, in  th a t case i t  only depends on your de fin ition  o f 

im ag ina tion ! It's pure sem an tics—w hat is your d e fin itio n  of 
im ag ination? "

. . . "M adem o ise lle  K leinberg, " com m anded  M me. Whipple, 
"Voulez-vous ecou te r bien. Apprenez ces pensees de Pascal, le 
g rand philosophe de l'ex is ten tia lism e !"



"L isten people, stop the presses! Hold a co lum n open on the 
first page for the coverage of the President's answer to my ed ito ria l. 
The h ead lin e  reads: PRESIDENT ANSWERS TIMES EDITORIAL; then 
in sm a ll caps, LBJ to LAB. And hu rry—we've got to m ee t a m idn igh t 
dead line !"

NEW YORK TIMES ed ito r- in-ch ief Linda Baker flick ed  the sw itch 
on the o ffice  in te rcom  to  "o ff", and tucked  the le tte r w ith the heavy  
gold embossed seal in to a nearby filing  cab ine t. Pushing her glasses 
up on her nose, she stood up and y e lled  for her personal secretary: 

"D av id! The proposed m erger betw een  the GLOBE and the STAR 
REPORTER has got to be stopped. I 'l l go as h igh as ten  m illio n .
Buy e ith e r one- it doesn't m ake any d iffe rence . "

. . . "But, Linda, we can 't POSSIBLY afford ano ther page, " said 
Mrs. Shepherd.

"W ell, then, w e 'll have to cu t out the jun io r soccer, if we w ant 
to have room for Mr. M eC lure's le t te r  to the ed ito r. . . "

Linda Baker



On ano ther sunshiny day in  the Forest, Christopher Robin and W inn ie- the- 
Pooh were w alk ing a long as fast as they  could.

"Hurry up, Pooh, " said Christopher Robin. " I to ld  her w e'd be there  by 
ju st abou t now, and we re a lly  don 't w an t to  be l a t e !"

So Pooh w alked  a long ju st a l i t t le  b it faster, and soon they  cam e to an 
open p la ce  in the Forest where the sunshiny day was a l i t t le  b it shinier, and a 
ta ll, b lue- jeaned  g irl w ith  w heat-co lo red  h a ir was standing there, chew ing on 
a p ie ce  o f grass. "

"Oh, Christopher Robin, " Connie said shyly, "I do w ant to thank you forGonnie bayen com ing today, and bring ing Pooh-Bear!"
"D on 't m en tion  i t! "  sa id  Christopher Robin in  a not-quite-gruff vo ice, 

and Pooh gave a nod. They w alked on toge the r 't i l l  the trees opened up 
more, and the l i t t le  open p lace  was a big open p lace, and righ t in the m idd le 
was a  b rand new house. I t h ad  four big windows and a skylight, and a sm all 
w e ll outside for w ishing or drinking or sitting  and dream ing. In front of the 
house there  w ere Eeyore and P ig le t and Owl and Kanga w ith Roo in her p o ck 
et, and off to  the side, because there  w asn't room  enough in  front, there  b e 
ing so m any of them , you see, there  were R abbit and Rabbit's Friends and 
Relations, a ll o f them  w aiting .

"H ello , everyone!" Connie g ree ted  them . "T hank  you for com ing to 
he lp  w ith m y h o u se ! It's a lm ost fin ished now, and w e're going to have a 
big C e leb ra tion  in  Honor o f the O ccasion!"

("What does th a t mean?" whispered Pooh to  Christopher Robin.
"S illy  o ld  bear, " said Christopher Robin. "T h a t m eans a party.
"O h!" said Pooh "  '
So Connie w ent inside to m ake the Celebration, and m eanw hile  outside 

her friends p a in ted  and scrubbed and fixed  up h e r house t i l l  i t  fin a lly  was 
finished. Christopher Robin cam e running inside.

"W e're hanging the b e ll on the door! Come and se e ! "  he said. "Go 
ahead, Pooh, le t's h ear how i t  sounds!"

. . . "T here 's the bell, Connie. W hat were you th inking about?"
"Hm mm m ? Oh, ju st daydream ing . W ill you com e for a w alk w ith m e 

a fte r lunch? It's such a lovely day. . . . Don't you ju st w an t to be ou t in  it?"



"No, I don 't like the quality  o f deez goods. Deez beans are very 
inferior, " sa id  El Exigente, whom they c a ll the "D em anding One. "

"But, Senor, this eez de finest we have. "
"I'm  sorry, but e e t eez no good. " El Exigente pushed ou t his 

c o lla r and w alked away. He heard  the m erchan t ta lk ing  to his work
er.

"Dis El Exigente, he eez a hard  m an to please, am igo. "
"Si, Senor, " said the worker, "b u t he eez a g rea t an' powerful 

m an een  our c ity . "
Sm all boys ran  up to El Exigente as he w alked  down the narrow 

street.
"Senor, can  I polish your boots?"
"Shine, Senor?"
El Exigente pushed them  away, but they  fo rm ed a line behind 

h im  and paraded  down the s tre e t in  his w ake. Suddenly a m an  cam e 
rushing tow ard El Exigente from  the m a rk e t p la c e . I t was the m e r
chant.

"Senor, senor, I have ju s1 rece iv ed  another sh ipm ent o f coffee 
beans! Look a t deez, senor!"

. . . "V ereen, I don't w an t any more of your sweatsuits. " Sandy 
c le a red  his th ro a t and pushed Jon away. " I  a lready  bought a dozen 
tee-shirts from your lousy A. A. Store. "

Sandy Wandelt



"And now, we are fo rtunate to have w ith  us ton igh t Miss C a th er
ine Ecroyd of the United States, m odeling  num ber eighty-one of 
O leg Cassini's la te s t co llec tion . . . "

The announcer's vo ice  echoed  through the ba llroom  of the 
Georges Cinq in  Paris, where the season's largest in te rn a tio n a l fashion 
show was tak ing  p lace . The v e lv e t curtains of the stage opened, and 
the m odel stepped g racefu lly  onto the p la tfo rm . Buyers began  to 
scribble notes and sketches on the backs of th e ir program s.

"T he  smooth lines o f Mr. Cassini's newest c rea tion  g ive i t  an a l 
most ch ild- like s im p lic ity , w hich is n ega ted  by Miss Ecroyd's sophis
t ic a te d  coiffure, by Kenneth, and h e r sultry make-up, done by the 
House of Revlon. The fab ric  is a lig h t crepe. . . "

The ta ll, slim  g irl flo a ted  down the long runway, and paused for 
a m om en t a t the end to pose for the photographers.

"Look to your right, Miss Ecroyd!" c a lled  the fashion ed ito r of 
the New York Times.

She sm iled, then  turned to re trace  her steps along the strip of
, |  ca rp e t which led  to the stage. She would have to change qu ick lyKatie Kcroycl in to her nex t ou tfit. . .

. . .  "K a tie  ! W here d id  you pu t Evan's kn ickers for the Second
Act? And we c an 't find W ickie's navy b lue tights-"

" I ' l l  g e t them  in a m inu te . Oh, if I'd  only known being  h ead  of 
Costumes would be like THIS !"



Joe Chandler

Chips o f rock w ere strewn abou t the studio. They flew  in  a ll d i
rec tions as the a rtis t worked on h is new ch ef d 'oeuvre. So far, it 
looked like a ra th e r w ell-shaped mound of som eth ing. "But, " he 
thought, "I can  c a ll i t 'W here'er You Walk' and it w on't m a tte r ."

The artis t h ad  reached  fam e for this very  reason. He was un 
com m only c leve r a t  m aking up title s  for his works. He could  scu lp t 
a p iece, and if i t d idn 't look like anyth ing, by giv ing it a well- 
thought-out nam e, i t  becam e p e rfec tly  recognizable.

"Ah, " he thought as he ran his fingers over a new ly ch ipped  sur
face th a t re sem b led  the back of a ba ld  head, " I  am  so lucky to be an 
a rtis t and to live the way I do-going and com ing  as I choose. I even 
have tim e  to k ick  a soccer b a ll around a little , and to a c t som e
tim es. But m ost of all, I can  ta lk  to peop le . " As Professor Chand
ler, he h ad  a c te d  as Sculptor in Residence a t  such p laces as Harvard, 
P rinceton and Yale, and now he was tired  of a l l  th a t. He had  com e 
back  to his hom e town of H am ilton  Square to re lax, to be him self, 
to work on his own. He was happy in  his new life- even  though he 
cou ldn 't seem  to avoid  demands from a ll  over the world for personal 
interviews, exhib its and speeches.

. . ."Jo-seph! You're LATE for c lass!"
"Gosh, Mrs. Sm ith! Some peop le  were here  for Socia l Service 

and Mr. Ivors had a soccer m ee ting  and well- h a ! - I'm  la te  !"



"I'v e  got sunshine on a cloudy day. When it's co ld  outside,
I've got the month of May. . . "

Holding the m icrophone in  his le f t hand, the le ad  singer crooned 
his song w hile the rest of the group moved rh y thm ica lly  in and out of 
fo rm ation . The stage lights re f le c te d  off the shiny surfaces of the ir 
pa le  b lue suits, and the ruby ring on the soloist's le f t hand glowed a 
deep red.

"I know you w an t to leave m e, bu t I refuse to le t  you go. . . "
They w en t into th e ir n ex t number, the b ea t and m ovem en t of 

the ir m usic reach ing  ou t to the audience, m ak ing  the spectators sway 
and c lap  the ir hands in tim e, ca llin g  out th e ir idols' names:

"M elv in! Hey, O tis!"
"Ray, JON!"
. . . "Hey, Vereen, quit th a t singing ! You tryin' ta  ru in the r e c 

ord?"
"Beauty's only skin deep, yeah, yeah, y e ah !"  sang Jon.
"V ereen, cool i t! "

Jon Vereen



Nanda D Agostino

"W hat in heaven 's nam e are you doing?" a g en tlem an  of the 
upper-m iddle class asked a g irl s ittin g  astride a cafe'-au-lait co lo red  
pony.

"W e're finding a country, my pony and I, where there  a re n 't the 
likes of you. Where peop le  can  th ink and w rite and smoke w ithou t 
anyone saying, 'W hat in heaven 's nam e are  you doing?' and where 
kids like m e don 't have to m im ic  guys like  you. So th e re ! "

"A ty p ic a l c h ild—so I knew, " sniffed the gen tlem an .
"Noth ing is ty p ic a l. D idn't you lea rn  anyth ing outside of prep 

school? You see? You're the reason I'm  find ing a coun try ."
"Y ou 'll change when you're grown and can  app re c ia te  the finer 

things in  l i f e . "
The g irl and h e r pony of cafe'-au-lait go t ou t of th a t land  fast, 

leav ing  the g en tlem an  of the upper-m iddle class struck there, but 
happy-struck. They h eaded  free ly  for the g en tle r drapery of the no t 
too d is tan t b lue land  th a t was the ir "to-be-found" country. . .

. . .  "So w hat do you think, Nanda?"
"Y eah man, tha t's why I like Independen t W riting—cause we can 

s it any w ay we like and say anyth ing we like and we pay m ore a t 
ten tio n  th a t way. And learn . "



Susan Koch
. .an d  this is why I b e liev e  in the work of the In te rna tional 

Children's Agency. Thank you. " Miss Susan Koch, D irec to r of the 
Agency, sa t down am idst en thusiastic  applause. Suddenly, she 
was summ oned from the speakers' tab le  to answer the te lephone . It 
was from  Lima.

"Miss Koch, this is an  em ergency! We have just suffered the 
worst earthquake in Peruvian history. There are thousands of peop le 
hpmeless, and  m any lost, paren tless ch ild ren . "

" I ' l l  be rig h t down. Just le t  m e have the p lane fue led  and I 
should be there in e igh t hours. Until I g e t there, however, see if 
you can  g e t some of the young w om en to round up the ch ild ren  and 
keep  them  busy. I ' l l  bring supplies. Everything w ill be fine i f  w e're 
p ra c tic a l abou t this. "

"T hank  you, thank you!"
"D on 't w aste tim e  thank ing m e. We m ust save the ch ild ren .

This is m y concern . Goodbye. " She hung up and quickly, but w ith 
grace, excused herse lf from the b ene f it dinner, then  rushed to the 
a irpo rt. On the way over, she though t of lu llabyes she could sing to 
the ch ild ren . "'Hush l i t t le  baby, don 't you cry. . .

. . ."H ey , Punky! Hurry up, it's tim e  to go he lp  in the k in d e r
garten . Hope th a t terror, Nicky, is b e tte r today. H e'd BETTER 
be !"



The d irec to r was ca llin g  the actors over to his l i t t le  o ffice  behind the 
dressing rooms.

"T on ig h t you were a ll  fine, re a lly  fine. I ju st have a few com m ents 
and then  we can  a ll take off for the n ight. " He was now surrounded by a 
c irc le  of costum ed actors. He looked down a t his clipboard.

"Costumes? Where is Lady M acbeth's sleepw alk ing dress? She looked, 
to say the least, p ecu lia r when she cam e in rubbing her hands, w earing  her 
dagger scene th ing. Come on, tech  crews, le t's  g e t w ith  i t! "  The d i
rec to r pushed his h a ir  back  and continued.

"Now, as for the dear M acbeth fam ily  and friends. G loria and the 
re s t o f you w itches, you were fan tastic! N ever be tter. Let's do the same 
th ing tomorrow  n ight. And, you, Mrs. M acbe th—even  though you d idn 't 
have on the r ig h t costume, you did a ll righ t. " He got up and leaned  his 
shoulder on the w all.

"A nd—DONALDSON. I m ean  you know darn w ell w hat a picky guy I 
am . Just ask anyone who's worked w ith m e. But, Evan, w hat can  I say? 
God, I've never seem  a b e tte r M acbe th—and you know how long I've 
been a round!" Evan just looked down, more or less a t  his shoes. The 
group of actors began  discussing am ong them selves his inc red ib le  p e rfo r
m ance.

. . ."M ais, certa inem en t, M. Donaldson. Vous e tes un tres beau 
D 'A rtagnan. Ah, oui, vous Stes form idable, m agn ifiqu e!"

"Ho, ho, look who's pu lling  Brownie points today w ith M adame !"
"Just knock it off, Ramsey, or I 'l l pu t you under the shower in  your 

pads a fte r p ra c tic e  tod ay !"

Evan Donaldson



A lit t le  boy was led  by the b lue-uniform ed guide down a well- 
w axed corridor on the ground floor o f the U .N . build ing.

"Boy, do you have long hair, lady! W here'd you g e t such long 
hair?" The boy ven tu red  a question and his guide, s tra igh ten ing  the 
scarf around her neck, sm iled .

"Oh! You rem ind  me so of my l it t le  brother, V incen te  de 
Paulo, who's down in Rio! I am  so g lad  to ta lk  w ith you. "

"Hey, you 're no t an A m erican . How com e you 're here  in  the 
U .N . ?"

"W ell, I work for my country, Brazil, and for the United Nations, 
to he lp  m ake p eace . I love to m e e t people, as I'm  sure you do, and 
ta lk  to  peop le  from a ll  over the world. " She h e lp ed  se a t the rest of 
h e r party in the visitors' g a llery  and showed them  how to ad just th e ir 
headphones to the proper language stations. She turned the d ia l to 
English for the l i t t le  boy. . .

. . .  " I  love the  w ay you say "T he  G rea t Hoad" and "hock  'n 
holl, " E liana. "

"Yeah, Umbelino, it's funny!"
"But my dears—you are always teasing  m e ! T e ll m e the t ru th — 

am  I g e ttin g  better? "

Eliana Umbelino de Souza



Rich Raines
"Yeah, m an. But listen, Dino-I c an 't book your a c t t i l l  next 

season som etim e ! Frank and my m ain  man, Sammy, have got the 
p lace  packed  righ t now, so I'm  golden t il l  the Globe Trotters come 
to town—I'm  puttin ' on a show for 'em . Keep cool, bud. . . "

The Las Vegas n igh tc lub  owner hung up the phone and w alked  out 
into the m a in  room, and up onto the w ide stage. The announcer 
stopped the show as cheers of recogn ition  burst from the audience, 
and the line o f scan tily  dressed chorus girls surged toward h im .

"Hey, R ich !", "Cool, baby!", "T here 's  my m an !" they ca lled .
The m eticu lously  dressed figure stepped up to the m icrophone and 

sa id  in flaw less English:
"Drinks are on the house tonight, lad ies and gen tlem en . "
A white co a ted  bartender rushed up and tugged a t his sleeve.
"But Boss, there  are five hundred peop le out th e re ! "
"Spare no expense, money is no ob jec t. . . "
. . . "Hey, R ich! You got thirty-five cents to buy ano ther ja r of 

instan t coffee for the Senior S itting  Room?"
"I don't have th a t much, but I'll do you  for a quarter. . . "



"Ladies and  gen tlem en, ton igh t we are proud to have w ith  us the 
world's lead ing  au tho rity  on, and connoisseur of, kosher s a lam i— 
Professor O rville P itt. "

The in te rv iew er ex tended  his hand  to the Professor, who c a r e 
fu lly  inspec ted  it.

"How are you, Professor?"
"R a th e r insip id. "
"F ine, fine. Now, Professor, w ould you care  to  dem onstrate 

your m ethod  of tasting  sa lam i to our audience? "
The in te rv iew er handed the Professor a tray  o f s lic ed  sa lam i.

The Professor snarked severa l tim es before he c le a re d  his th roa t.
"Excuse me for in te rrup ting  you, sir, but why d id  you snark?"
" I t  was necessary. "
"Oh, co n tin u e ,"  sa id  the in terv iew er, "p lease  c o n tin u e ."
A fter se lec tin g  a s lice  of sa lam i, the Professor b it off a m orsel 

and ro lled  it around on his tongue before swallow ing it.
"Is this some k ind of joke?" he sc ream ed  in  betw een  chokes.
"W hat's wrong, Professor?"
"This sa lam i is no t kosher. "
"But tha t's im po ssib le !"
" I to ld  you I p referred  Isaac Gellis or Hebrew N ational, bu t th a t 

I would se ttle  for Carm el, or 999. But non-kosher sa lam i. . . tha t's 
rid icu lous. "

The Professor stood up and w a lked  across the studio, then  je rk ed  
the ex it door open.

. . . "Hey, Pitt, " y e lled  Ramsey. "K eep  th a t locker door SHUT



Joan Wadelton

"H ai! H a i! "
W ith a flashing, quick- trip m ovem en t of h e r foot, the g irl sent 

her opponent tum bling  to the floor. She w a ited  qu ie tly  a t the side of 
the m a t u n til he had risen, then  graciously re tu rned  his bow. T ig h t
ening the b lack  b e lt around her waist, she w a lked  to a bench a t  the 
back o f the room and sa t down. In a few m inu tes h e r n ex t opponent 
en te red  the room, accom pan ied  by his tra iner.

"O .K . , Oddjob! This is i t! "  she heard  h im  whisper to the white- 
robed O rien tal, who was eying her suspiciously. "I'v e  go t ten  thou 
sand on this fight- so you 'd  b e tte r w in. She hasn 't been b ea ten  yet, 
so don't th ink i t ' l l  be easy. "

Sm iling to herself, the g irl stepped onto the m a t and stood ready. 
Oddjob lum bered  in to position . A fter the trad itio n a l bowing, he 
tr ied  to  go in for a low throw over the shoulder, but the g irl b locked  
i t  w ith  the Chai-So underhand grip. Confident now, as always, she 
faked several tim es to the left, then-

. . . "Joan, how com e you a ren 't tak ing  judo anymore?"
"Oh, I just got too good for them . When I s ta rted  throw ing the 

tea ch e r around, they dec id ed  I'd b e tte r g raduate . "



Captain  Godfrey w iped the moisture from her face . "W atch the 
jib ! W atch the j ib ! . . .A ll right, ready  about, hard  a le e ! "  The 
skipper spun the w heel and fe lt the rush of the boa t as the rudder 
pu lled  it about. The crew dashed around the deck, securing lines 
and then  h ik ing ou t as she h ee led .

„  . ^  t p "Skipper, I th ink w e've got the le ad  now !" The young m em bersia Lrocilrey of the fo redeck  crew  looked up hopefu lly .
"W ell, we don 't know ye t. " The skipper pu lled  the zipper on her 

slicker and looked off in to the spray. "A ctu a lly  I th ink we have a 
good chance for the Cup. The In trep id's a good boat. She won last 
y ea r and she's w e ll m anned. But w e've got her w ind now. "

The a ir go t ch illy  as the sun was covered by a bank of clouds, 
and the w ind grew stronger.

"W eather's g e ttin g  rough, Sk ipper!" the first m a te  ca lled .
" I  see, " the skipper sa id  qu ie tly . "Secu re every th ing movable 

on deck. W e're in  for i t  now! And somebody bring me some te a  
from the g a lley . It's g e ttin g  aw fully co ld ! "  Her hands gripped the 
slippery w heel harder, the knuckles turn ing w hite . She squ in ted  a t 
the  ocean  ahead  and shivered.

. . . "M an! It is SO co ld  in this p lace  today! Is there any ho t 
w a te r for coffee?"

"Sure, Sia. I just f ille d  the pot. "
"T hank  you !" Sia pu lled  the sleeves of h e r sw eater down over 

her hands. "I'm  ju st freezing. It rem inds m e of one tim e  I was 
sa iling  up a t Blue H ill. . . "



Punky and e. e. sat in a poetry-flown room, ta lk ing  in  lower 
case.

" i t  ce rta in ly  is a mud-lusciously puddle-wonderful day, " spoke 
e. e.

"yes, " the poet- laureate  of non-cap ita lized  verse rep lied , "bu t 
th a t phrase is so hackneyed . . . i've expressed th a t fee ling  in a new 
way myself. . . "

e . e. sm iled  in  a know ingly way:
"be  prom iseful, punky, 
and te l l  m e true 
th a t you 'll be no t me 
and m e be un-you. "

Punky looked back, " th a t's  good. . . "
. . . There was an  unusual s ilence in the Independen t W riting 

class. Mr. Packard nodded.
"T h a t was p re tty  good, Punk. I've only seen once where it's 

b e tte r said. That's in this story th a t I wrote abou t this-"

Punky Brewster



"G iggi, darling, this is positive ly  the m ost div ine l i t t le  ga thering  I've 
ev er been  to . And your m arvelous house. It's ever so much lov e lie r than 
the W hite H ouse."

"T hank  you, Jack ie . The party  ju s t could  not have gone on w ithout 
you and your in-laws. Do drop by any tim e  you happen  to be in  East Egg, 
w on 't you? Excuse m e. Forbush!"

"Yes, M adam?"
"W ill you p lease te l l  His Royal Highness I w ish to  speak w ith him?"
"W hich one, Madam?"
"Oh, n e v e rm in d . Good evening, G enera l. . .  or is i t  morning? So 

g lad  France could spare you this past w eek. I hope you 've en joyed  the 
cham pagne. Don Perignon 1963 is your favorite, is i t  not?"

"Paul, dear, how are you? You look positive ly  devastating, a lthough 
a b it o lder than  in  your "Hud" days. Do stay. I should be lost the rest of 
the w eek if you should dec ide  to leave . Excuse m e. H iggensbottom  !"

The bu tle r appeared, carry ing a silver tray and a few of the cups and 
saucers of the tw o-m illion  do lla r go ld- in la id  tea  serv ice.

. . . "H ere 's your coffee, ugly. "
"Thanks, " said G illian , flopping in to  a d e lap id a ted  Senior S itting 

Room chair. "God, I HATE instan t co ffee. "

Gillian Gordon



A vo ice  over the loudspeaker announced the beginning o f the 
race . "D rivers, m an  your c a rs !"

R icky Ross strapped h im se lf in to his self-engineered, d oub le 
cam  Lotus. He was fee lin g  confident, a lthough he knew th a t this 
first G rand Prix would be a c ru c ia l te s t for h im .

The wheels squealed  as Ross tore aw ay from the starting  line. He 
was concen tra ting  so le ly  on the road ahead  of h im  as he approached  
8000 r .p .  m 's on the stra igh taw ay. He downshifted before en te ring  
the first o f a series o f curves.

He could fe e l the tires gripping the road as he swung into a left- 
handed curve, then  back the o ther w ay in to a sharp right-handed 
bank. Looking into the m irror, he saw an  em p ty  road behind h im .
He fe l t  e la ted , for he had  never expec ted  such a com m and ing  lead  
so ea rly  in  the race .

For ten  days, Ross had  stud ied  the course. The road was com 
p le te ly  fam ilia r to h im  and he was up for the race . He fe lt safe and 
strong—just rig h t—as he guided his car around and around the track.
It seem ed  th a t there was no one on earth  bu t h im . He could  drive 
and d riv e—just keep  on going.

He would never stop. . .u n til he found h im se lf pu lling  into the 
w inner's c irc le . Letting his Lotus ro ll to a stop, he knew  he was in 
the position  desired by so m any top- fligh t drivers. Fans w ere the re  to 
g ree t him , happy for him .

. . . "W ell, Ricky? How did the  te s t go? D id you g e t your d riv 
er's license?"

"Yeah, Jerry. But the guy sa id  to p ra c tic e  back ing  up. . .W hat 
does he know?"

Rick Ross



"Hey, Nance, toss me m y o ther d rum stick !"
"O .K ., Tony, here it is. "
"Thanks, " said the d rum m er. "H ave you got the words to th a t 

new song memorized?"
" I think so. Let's try  it, you guys. " Nancy p icked  up her 

X T  „  „  r ^ l  m icrophone and w a ited  for the bass p laye r to g ive h e r the opening
d l l C y  F  run. A fter the amps had been  adjusted, the lead  gu ita r p lay e r se t

tim e  by tapp ing his foot, and the music s ta rted  to pulse through the 
em pty  d iscotheque.

"D on 't you w an t somebody to love. . . " she sang, harm onizing 
w ith  the reve rbe ra ting  m elody  the lead  gu ita r had taken  up. The 
song fin ished w ith  a build-up run on the fuzz bass, the las t note 
echoing through the sound system a fu ll th irty  seconds a fte r i t  was 
p layed .

" I th ink  th a t'l l  be a good number, " Nancy said en thu siastica lly . 
" I  don 't know, though—did I re a lly  sound a ll right?"

"Sure, Nance, you sounded good, " sa id  Tony.
Nancy sm iled  ex c ited ly . "Oh, but I'm  ge tting  nervous a lready! 

I ' l l  be a w reck by ton igh t. "
"You know it's always like that, un til you g e t up the re  in front 

of the aud ience . Then you fo rget to be nervous!"
"Yeah, I guess so. W ell, are we through now? I've got to go 

over to P araphernalia and p ick  up m y new dress for ton igh t. "
"W hat do you say, boys, is th a t it?"
. . . "'R ov ing Kind' p ra c tic e  is now o ffic ia lly  adjourned, friends. 

I, for one, have got to  get hom e. "
"Yeah, " said Nancy, "M e too. Anybody need  a ride? Gail?. . . "



"In  this corner, w eighing 135 pounds, the ch a llenger from 
Trenton, New Jersey, the Golden Boy, Bob Golden. " A roar w ent up 
in the crowd. "And in this corner, w eighing 386 pounds, World 
Heavyweight Champion, The M anchurian Man- M ountain, G orilla  
Monsoon. " The G orilla grunted as the crowd hissed a t h im .

The b e ll rang and the Golden Boy ripped  off his g ild ed  robe. 
Monsoon thum ped across the ring and began  rak ing  Golden's eyes. 
Monsoon then  w en t to a choke hold. The re fe ree  broke the i lle g a l 
hold, and as he backed  away, The M anchurian Man-Mountain 
brought a forearm  into Golden's face . The fans began  to appea l to 
Golden to punch the treacherous g ian t. M ustering h is strength, 
Golden caugh t the G orilla  w ith a fly ing drop k ick . Golden follow ed 
w ith  a standing switch, and then  whipped his opponent to the m at. 
The fans scream ed w ild ly  as Golden p repared  to  pin his opponent.

. . . "Aargh, " sa id  Jerry, turn ing green. "W hat are you doing, 
Golden?"

"Sorry, I guess I ju s t got carried  away. "

Bob Golden



The star goalie  of the M ontreal Canadians stepped out onto the 
slick, hard  ice  and gave a powerful push w ith each  heav ily  padded 
leg. He skated  to the heavy  red  m e ta l goal. The goalie  go t se t in 
his crouch and w atched  the first shot go wide past the upper corner of 
the cage.

"M aurice, " shouted the goal tender, "zat w ill neva ire  do, keep 
ze shots low a ire ."

The n ex t shot was a ha rd  slapshot. The goalie  flick ed  ou t his 
righ t leg  and heard  the thud as the puck h it. He w atched  i t  carom  
w ide to the righ t.

The goalie  was giv ing adv ice to the young hopefu l who had  tried  
to rep lace  the older, m ore experienced  p layer.

"Alors, pe tit, you w ill learn, neva ire  fear. Mais, c 'e s t impera- 
t if  th a t you have ze reflexes. "

. . . "Hey, R am sey !"
Mr. Rulon-M iller skated  in slowly, faked to the le f t w ith  his 

head, sw iftly drew the puck past the spraw ling goalie  and flipped  it 
in to  the net.

"W ell, " thought Bob, "on  ne p eu t pas gagner tout. . . " (sic)

Bob Ramsey



Anne Fulper
Gallop ing on horseback down the beach, she fe lt h e r h a ir blow in 

the wind, as sunlight re f le c te d  off the sand w arm ed her face . . . She 
re ined  in the horse and jum ped  off into the shallow  w ater. Her bare 
fe e t sank as the tide washed in and a te  away the shore. She tossed 
her head, and her golden h a ir shone in the sun.

"T h a 'll  be fine, Miss Fulper. "
The cam era crew sta rted  to pack  up the ir equipm ent, and the 

tra ine r cam e over to rub down the horse.
The d irec to r w alked over to where Anne was sitting  on a sand 

dune. " I  must say th a t was very satisfactory, Miss Fulper. Your skin 
tones and genera l coloring are p e rfec t for a Breck G irl. I'm  sure 
w e 'll be in touch w ith your ag en t soon about some o ther adve rtise 
m ents. "

" Thank you. "
"T he crew  w ill g ive you a ride back to the studio a fte r they 're 

through pack ing up, if you lik e . "
"Oh, no, thank you, " she said. "I th ink I'l l stay here. My 

sum m er house is just down the beach . . . . "
. . . "A nn e ! My God, are you going to Long Beach Island THIS 

weekend? Our English papers are due. . . "
"Oh, I know, but I ju st can 't push it. I can probably work b e tte r 

ou t there w ith nobody to bother me, anyway. "



" . . .  Peel m e another grape. . . and don 't bruise the fru it this tim e, 
m y dear. . . "

The sheik yawned and m otioned  a dancing g irl over to his cush
ioned chaise. As she ben t down he whispered, "Honey, f il l the wine 
decan ter, w ill ya?"

O bedien tly  she p ick ed  it up and s ta rted  for the w ine c e lla r.
"Assa g irl. " He yawned. "This is the life, m an. "
The girls began a slow dance, w eaving around his rich ly  cu r

ta in ed  dais. As the scen t of th e ir perfum e w afted  through the room, 
he closed his eyes.

. . . "C laghorn, w ill you g e t your fe e t off the table?"
" Cool it, bud. "

John Claghorn



Mary, h e r h a ir n e a t even in the wind, pedd led  down the cobb le 
stone street, w ith a lunch of bread, cheese and w ine in her basket. 
She was head ing  for the country for an  afternoon of running through 
fields, laughing, and sitting  under shady trees, th ink ing about music 
and tennis. As she rode into the country, the scene changed from 
tha tch ed  Danish houses to fields of daffodils ben t in the w ind. Mary 
stopped for a m inu te to snap a p ic tu re .

"Danish daffodils, " she thought. "C an  hard ly  w a it to show 
everyone back hom e. "

She decided  to stay in the acres of fields and spread h e r p icn ic  
out n ea tly  by the side of the road. W ith organized fingers, she 
poured herse lf a glass of w ine.

"T he  sky is b luer than  i t  was back in  Switzerland, " she thought, 
"and  the fie lds are ye llow er than in  France. "

A lthough an all- the- tim e traveller, Mary always trav e lled  
ligh t. She traversed  the en tire  world, stay ing long enough to know 
the countries she visited, to know the peop le as friends close enough 
to be fam ily . She never trav e lled  to say she'd been  there.

Chewing the last b it of Bel Paese bought in Italy, she thought of 
where she would go next. . .

. . . "Bassett! Bassett!"
"W hat is it?"
"W e've go t b aske tba ll p rac tic e  now! Did you forget?"



Bill Rigot

A m an in a suede vest and ro lled-up sh irt sleeves sat signing p a 
pers a t his crescent-shaped desk. Behind h im  b linked  a computer- 
con tro lled  m ap of the United States, Canada and M exico. On walls 
to the righ t and le ft were A frica and Eurasia. The m an pu t his pen 
behind his ear, pushed his glasses down on his nose, and looked a t the 
m ap sparkling d irec tly  across the room  from h im .

The telephone rang. It was the M inister of Defense saying th a t 
a l l  was w ell. The S ecre ta ries of the In te rio r and H ealth , Education 
and W elfare had ca lled  in e a r lie r to say th a t th e ir departm ents, too, 
w ere running smoothly.

The m an was g lad  as he looked a t his country, m apped  on the 
w a ll across the room, for he knew the peop le were happy, plans were 
going through, bridges were being bu ilt. W illiam  Rigot, Prime 
M inister, knew th a t things were as they  should b e—not perfec t, but 
good.

He unbuckled his shoes and stretched, re laxed .
. . .  "So does everyone agree? This p lan  for the constitu tion  m ay 

not be perfec t, bu t le t's show it to  the school anyway. Now how 
about a m o tion  to end this m e e tin g—I've got to go sw eat on the foo t
b a ll fie ld . "



I t was the O lym pic Horse T rials. The c ream  of the horse world 
was a t G ladstone, New Jersey, and the day was an  evapo ra ted  grey. 
The bow-legged judges stood, d isc rim ina ting .

" I ’m so EMBARRASSED, W hitney. This is so em barrassing ."
The judges stood embarrassed in a mud puddle. It was ra in ing 

and mud flipped  from the horses' hooves into the faces of the old 
hands.

"Yes, Bert. But i t  IS b eau tifu l AND embarrassing. Oh, Bert— 
don't cry about it. D on't cry abou t it, B ert."

Mud w en t splat, faces w en t wet.
"No-I'm  brave, W hitney. I 'l l no t cry. I w ill te l l  Miss Linker.

I should be the one. She is SO exquisite; she and h e r horse a re  one. 
And her b reeches stayed c lean .

"Bert, you must continue to be b rave. R em em ber. This does 
not m ean  th a t you are not a fine horsem an. It is sim ply th a t there 
has never been  any horseman, uh, horsewoman, like Miss Linker, 
ever. And th a t is why you m ust be rep laced . "

" I ag ree. The United States must have the finest tra in er. And I 
w ill be the one to te l l  h e r—to offer her my job. To beg her to con 
sider tak ing it. "

The two horsem en tipp ed  th e ir hats, and, fee ling  better, d epa r t
ed.

. . . "K ate, doll, take m y lem on m eringue p ie ! I t ' ll  re a lly  
strengthen you for rid ing. "

"Oh, REALLY, Joan. It looks v ile  and, besides, I'm  on a d ie t . "

Kate Linker



Faron Daub The skier tigh tened  h e r bindings and ad justed  the  goggles which 
f i t te d  snugly over her crash h e lm et.

"O kay. A ll set. " She dug h e r poles in to the snow to  ba lance  
herself as she edged  backwards. She m oved cau tiously  un til the a t 
tendan t m o tioned  h e r to stop. Then she handed  h im  h e r poles. He 
turned to c a ll down the jum p.

"A ll clear? "
The m an a t the bottom  of the jum p w aved his arm .
"A ll right, Miss Daub. Go ahead . "
Faron took a deep brea th  and then  gave herse lf a backw ard jerk . 

She took off. A ll too qu ick ly  she saw the jum p whizz past her, and 
she was airborne. She p repared  herse lf for a smooth landing, and in 
a few seconds ex ecu ted  i t  w ith com p le te  g race and fine form .

The crowd roared . It was the largest ever to a ttend  the W inter 
O lympics.

"Miss Daub, I understand tha t this is the p rem ie re  of your own 
creation, the Backward Jump. Do you have anyth ing to say to the 
spectators here in Salzburg abou t this innovation  in  skiing?"

"W ell, " sa id  Faron, "as a m a tte r of fa c t i t happened  by m is
tak e . One day I was-"

. . ."M y  God, Faron! How did i t  happen?"
"W ell, every th ing was fine un til m y bro ther pushed m e down the 

slope backwards. But i t  was REALLY great. . . "



Six silver-p lated  telephones g litte red  on the shiny expanse of the 
w alnu t desk top. One of them  was ringing, and the m an  who sa t b e 
h ind the desk, business tycoon A .J. Fishmann, answered it.

"Hello? Yeah, A .J. here . Make i t  fast, pal, tim e  is m on ey ."
"H ello , A .J. This is Rocky. "
"W ell, w ell, my boy. W hat can I do for y o u ?" A .J. sm iled .
"A .J , I ' l l g e t righ t to the poin t. T ha t last cam paign  re a lly  

fin ished m e. I need  m oney—and fast. "
"Sure, Rocky, your c red it's good. I th ink I can  cover you. How 

m uch do you need?" The tycoon absen tm inded ly  began to draw do l
la r signs on his no te pad.

"W ell, abou t seven m illio n . . . "
A .J. sa t forward suddenly, and spu ttered  into the phone, "SEVEN 

m illion?  Come on, Rocky, you know how I opera te  ! I w on't hand le  
anyth ing under ten . Go for somethin', k id ! "

" I ' l l  have to th ink abou t it, A .J. . I'm  in p re tty  deep a lready . "
"O .K . , te l l  ya w hat I 'l l do. I 'l l turn this over to m y secre ta ry  

now. You can  ca ll h e r back and te l l  her w hat you decided, and 
she'll le t m e know. I've got to go now—they  need  me downstairs. " 
He abrup tly  broke the connection, and strode out o f the e le g an t o f
fice . The e lev a to r was w aiting, and took h im  d irec tly  to the ground 
floor of the build ing, where A .J. a lig h ted  and m ade his way through 
the crowd of w aiting  office workers to a sm all card tab le, th a t was 
standing n ex t to the m ain  en trance of the lobby.

. . . "Andy, I 'l l have two glazed and one choco late, p lease. "
"Yes, sir, Mr. Gregory. Here you a r e . "  Andy h e ld  ou t his 

hand.
"C ou ld  I pay you for those tomorrow?"
"W ell, sir, we try  to work on a s tric tly  cash basis. . . . "

Andy Fishmann



Beth Sehlossberg

"T ha t's  it! R ight there! Beautifu l. . . sm ile, sm ile—tha t's it!
Ah, now—think  of th a t g rea t fe e lin g  you get when you brush your 
tee th  w ith Brighto Toothpaste. That's my g irl! G reat! Hold that- 
oh, gorgeous. You're the best sm ile g irl w e've ever had. Okay, 
now righ t up against the backdrop. Mmm, th a t dark h a ir aga in s t the 
white satin-what a sm ile  ! Fine, Miss Sehlossberg, fine. I th ink th a t 
w ill do for today. "

"Do you th ink i t  w en t a l l  right, Frederick? T can never te ll, you 
know. Oh, if my h igh school friends could  see m e now. . . and to 
th ink  th a t they  m ade fun o f my sm ile  — THIS sm ile  !"

She tossed h e r head  and le t  her dark h a ir fa ll down her back. 
"W ell, Freddy, I've re a lly  got to run. Late, you know. "
Freddy was beside h im self. "Ah, Miss Sehlossberg, are you-may 

I-would-are you busy tonight?"
"Oh, Freddy, you CUTE b o y ! Yes, l a m .  Seriously, though, 

never give up. T ill tomorrow, Freddy. "
. . . "Beth! Beth! You forgot your ca lcu lus book. "
She rushed back in. "It's good you rem inded  m e. I h aven 't done 

the hand-in ye t. I swear, I d idn 't g e t ANYTHING done las t n ight. " 
"Why the sm ile?"
"Oh, I don't know-why not.'"'



", . . I ' l l  never fo rget the tim e  I was perform ing on the coast. I 
stayed a t the Ye O lde Droppe Inn for a rest and a ch ange—th a t is, the 
be llboy  gets the change and the h o te l gets the rest. "

Spears looked a t his aud ience for the response he sensed w asn't 
com ing. W ell gang, let's g e t w ith it, he thought.

"Okay, do any of you know the d ifference betw een a dog and a 
tongue? A tongue has a coat, bu t a dog only p an ts!"

"Oh. That's the worst joke I've ev er heard, " said a woman s it
ting a t  a ringside tab le .

"H ey lady, you ought to be on a paro le board. You never le t 
anybody fin ish a sen ten ce !"  Spears looked down; he cou ldn 't under
stand why the crowd was figh ting  h im .

. . . "O h ,  Bob!"
"What, Mrs. Baker?" he said d e jec ted ly .
"D id  you h ea r abou t the th ree holes in  the ground?"
"No. . . "
"W ell, w ell, w ell. "

.

Bob Spears
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Sm.©K.ê 4Ke. Baar in te lliym ee SKiiro> +0 eu-r cirr "Did.'e. bu+Gie-odie a  f  lapboi^ bunny
Hovaho LornblouW Tie_arT ofprocras-f if u=srh On. One, ap-mamhip A ALE a  Me h t  Scholar
Bonnie PairKgr COWBOYS 3c meT a th rro+' me NAe+rocolTan Opera u  D eb
Mcshe. Tanan a  SusTern Lady L o c h The Biopnme poor
The D oom Paris I Excedrin hxhc 'n' Roll s-Rar The Pharctorn.

Soup V old Alihdhi+thnxr movies L B I MeVpr-Mever rand Treuo
£00156 1 i?£ -v

0>l£)(LDlaTe return dr. ftfqh*nb-tan an un.derqrcruncL m cvie-sTar
Mr. gurries uoresTliny a  sm ile . +0 te. a p̂ r-f oP 4We ail a rxh'rv .roll sT-or

F Sech Pfegeroid 3>qbn Thomas P. U. MIRVAWA b a ld
Tbmniig dnxThers TDenrnarK h im Aed- o(T a. 3 Ki. ITT iM+ncMjf P-a.lUnq a  hippie

Mr", f&eryrd discussion her contacts Crush Kgrpalrrnng pcV-ij'S \\JQ->
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Class History
There must be a beginning, and
G illian , Sia and Linda were the beginn ing  of our class.
They cam e in K indergarten, into th a t lem on-yellow  basem en t room , 
when first graders w ere fierce- un til we too becam e 
First Graders w ith  Mrs. Patterson. Nancy cam e then  in tom boy dress 
and com positiom s w ere w ritten  for the first tim e .
Second grade equa led  show and te l l  and Mrs. F inch-relay races- 
across the p layground, down the slide and, puff, back  into the classroom .
By the tim e  third grade cam e, we were a ll m anaged  ladies 
(that is, a fte r Mrs. Dennison had C lean-out-the-C loset Day and 
brought in old high heels for us to wear-only Linda B. cou ldn 't 
-her fee t w ere too small).
Nobody's fee t w ere too sm all th e  n ex t y e a r when w e w ere the 
Seniors of the Lower School-fourth graders.
(Gail and Connie jo ined  the ranks then)
We w rote and put on our own o rig ina l op ere tta ,
"Miss Rule's School", we w en t for w ild flower walks w ith  Mrs. Barclay, 
stud ied  pain ters and birds and got ready  for
fifth  grade and gym suits and exam s, and Mrs. Peck, who to ld  us 
we sounded like "a  herd  of w ild e lephan ts".
A fter tha t, we progressed to six th grade w ith  Mrs. Conroy on the th ird  
floor. K ate and Susan c lim bed  a ll those stairs to be in our class. There 
was science-THE HUMAN BODY, and M edieval History w ith  Mrs. Liu, plus 
South A m erican Geography.
In seventh grade Miss Standing cam e from across the sea and 
re a lly  ru led  the waves as she taugh t English and hom eroom ;
Punky cam e from L aw rencev ille , and we a ll read
D ickens, D ickinson, Stephen Crane and THE FIRST AID HANDBOOK.
Our nex t door ne ighbor was the most hushed of places- 
The Study Hall.
We w ere Seniors in the M iddle School now-soon to be 
Upper Schoolers w ith  p restige, responsib ility  and honor.
Mrs. Shepherd was our scribe, advisor and c ritic  as we w rote our e igh th  grade 
p lay  "The W illing  M ind",
in honor of New Jersey's be ing  th ree  hundred years old.
(It b ecam e very  famous and even  Firestone Library has a copy in its stacks)
Anne and Mary jo ined  us and he lped  m ake the Beatles famous a t MFS.
Then we graduated , w earing  corsages pinned to
those w hite dresses worn to every C and le ligh t and C om m encem en t for 
the  past four years.
And fina lly , the Sep tem ber day cam e when we were 
Upper School.
We took Bible and Art Studio,
took our last chance (or first one if you were
Beth, Suzanne or Joan) at c lim b ing  the mounument-as far as George Washington.
The cherry trees burst, the popsic lem an cam e,
the re  were classes in the grass and sandaled  fe e t on skateboards,
as we fa iled , w in te red , springed our way up
in the  firep laced  rooms
of th e  o ld Princeton Inn.



It never took C laghorn long to assess a situation. 
By 2nd Form he knew th a t th e  m asters w ere rea lly  
against us. D riven into secrecy  by the oppressor, 
C lag form ed the Burgy-Lour Club. C handler and 
Tay lor w ere ch arte r m em bers and m ade it th e ir res
ponsib ility  to  spread the club "m e lg e "  throughout 
P. C .D . At th e  sam e tim e , Donaldson, who re 
alized th a t the farmers w ere against us, led  a 
m ovem en t to ostracize a ll farmers. W andelt, often 
working under the pseudonyms of "Josey" and "Baby 
Face, " was instrum en ta l in e ffec ting  the early  
conspiracies, but to this day no one has any idea 
w hat his contribu tions w ere. However, it w asn't 
un til the a rriv a l of Simmons and Spears in the  4th 
Form th a t the conspearacy becam e pub licly  known. 
We w ere ruthless; we terrorized anyone or anyth ing 
th a t got in our way. W hile C harlie  was out b low 
ing up tre e  stumps w ith  his hom em ade bombs,
Spears and C lag w ere slink ing around as the Phan
tom  Chalk Swipers. The class learned  to disguise its 
in ten tions. One m om en t we would be w alk ing 
through the halls in single file , and the  nex t we 
would be chasing Battle past the baseba ll fie ld  and

over the fence. In 6th Form, Fishmann, Pitt, 
Raines, R igot, and Ros-The T renton Five- 
jo ined  the class. "T ren ton  Makes-The World 
Takes, " and for a w hile some of the Trenton guys 
re a lly  got taken . Fish quick ly learned b io log ica l 
w arfare a t the expense of Mr. H illm an, and by 
the m idd le  of the y ear The T renton Five had 
becom e an in teg ra l pa rt of the class and an e la b o 
ra te  group of subversives. In A ncient History we 
learned the power of the "x. " X-ing Hutner was 
worth 3 x's against anyone else and ac tion  of this 
ca lib re  generally  m erited  a stand ing ovation. Un
fo rtunate ly , we often found ourselves defenseless 
against Mr. Gorman and Mr. Smyth, who always 
had an adequate  supply of French numbers to keep  
us in check. Even x's d idn 't work against them , so 
to overcom e our frustrations we sabotaged the 
English D epartm ent by h id ing 20 copies of ALL 
QUIET ON THE WESTERN FRONT from Mr.
Titus. We rarely  got caught, and when we did 
the pena ltie s w ere neve r severe-perhaps th a t 
was because Messrs. Robson, M cCaughan, and 
McAneny w ere also involved in our conspiracies.

Then suddenly we w ere a ll toge the r in this p lace 
c a lled  "P rinceton Day School". It d idn 't m ean much 
to  us a t first-the bu ild ing  and the people w ere new, 
strange. Mr. McAneny in troduced h im self to the 
girls, w ritin g  them  a ll le tte rs expressing his joy a t 
ga in ing  so m any new daughters a t once. Sue and 
Nanda w ere new to us; Bob Ram sey and another Jon 
jo ined  us. As the y ea r progressed we began to know 
each  o ther and to  re lax  in our unaccustom ed "posh" 
surroundings.

The n ex t y ea r Mr. M cClure cam e, p lunged in, 
and k ep t us sm iling . Classes becam e co-ed and we 
w ere un ited  by a ll kinds of things like H istory 
class ("I'm ta lk ing , p lea se" . ) the Junior Prom 
(with an a ll girl band) and Mme W hipple's 
French p lay  (musketeers, dueling  and a bouncing 
ballet). Faron, K atie and Bob Golden were new 
th a t y ea r and Evan jo ined  us m id-stream , so to 
speak. We w orried  about school sp irit and class 
unity , rea liz ing  th a t as the upcom ing  Seniors 
and first co-ed class we would be responsible for 
c rea tin g  sp irit and estab lish ing trad itions. Mrs.

Sm ith's th ea tre  workshop added a new dim ension 
and sparked in te rest in d ram a. We produced "Anne 
Frank, " "Hands across the Sea" and "In fancy" 
which, thanks to Mr. Mac's d irec tion , swept in a ll 
the awards in the h igh school p lay  com petition .

We becam e Seniors a t last, inheritors of the 
SSR and sen io r p riv ileges, and the first partic ipan ts 
in spring sem inars. Bill R igot was Council President 
and Andy led us to fin anc ia l security  w ith  the 
F ishmann Enterprises' Doughnut Business. G illian, 
Anne and Evan becam e our th e a tr ic a l stars, while 
Joan, Linda and Punky ru led the presses. Eliana 
cam e from Brazil and Edouardo from Costa R ica to 
give his famous Banana speech. Most of us becam e 
involved as tutors or rec rea tio n  leaders w ith  
ch ild ren  in T renton, through Connie's successful UPI 
program . We adopted Tam  in Saigon.

And so we passed our last year, w ith  coffee 
parties in the SSR, to the sound of the T em ptations, 
Spears' Cosbian humor, C laghom 's ye lling , "Hey, 
Z eke, " and "Why did H am le t delay?"
W e'll miss it.
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Douglas O. McClure 
Headmaste r



Administration

SEATED: Douglas O. M cC lure, (B.A. Y ale, M .A . University of Connecticut) H eadm aste r and instructor in 
h istory. STANDING: H erbert McAneny, (B.A. W illiam s, B.A. Oxford) Assistant H eadm aste r and instructor 
in English; M adeline W eigel, (B.A. Skidmore, Child Education Foundation) H ead of Lower School and k in d e r
ga rten  instructor; Charles A. G illies, (A. B. George W ashington University, LL. B. Harvard) D irec to r o f D eve lop 
m en t and instructor in m a th em atics; C arl C. S torey, (B.S. , M .A . , University  of Arkansas) Business M anager; 
Beverley A. W illiam s, (B.A. Randolph-M acon W oman's College) D irec to r of Studies; W esley A. McCaughan,
J r . , (B. S. T renton S tate College, M. S. Rutgers) D irec to r of Admissions and instructor in history; Joan C.
Baker, (Chate lard  School, Switzerland), Registrar; Fow ler M erle-Sm ith, (B.A. Princeton, M .A .T . Columbia) 
Head of Junior School, instructor in history.



PAIGE E. AARON 
French
B. A. University of 
Denver.

RICHARD BURNES 
M athem atics 
B.A. Swarthmore.

ALICE M. ARCHER 
French
Lycee Fenelon 
A lliance  Francaise 
Professorat.

CATHERINE F.
CAMPBELL 

H ead of M athem atics 
D epartm ent 

B.A. Conne c tic u t 
M .A . Colum bia.

fc

DEIRDRE BANNON
Science
B.A. Douglass.

IRENE C. CONROY 
M athem atics 
B.A. U niversity  of 
New Hampshire.

DANIEL J. BARREN 
M athem atics 
D irec to r of Boys' 

Physical Education 
B.S. Gannon.

CARLW. COREY 
History
B.A. Princeton.

; * *4 MITCHELL H.
BRONK 

Science 
B.A. Harvard.

WALTER H. DAUB 
M athem atics 
B.A. Princeton.



ELEANOR L. DRANE 
English
B.A. Bryn M aw r.

ELIZABETH B. FINE 
Latin, G reek 
B. A . University of 
W isconsin 

Ph.D . Y ale.

JEANNE M. DUFF 
Fine Arts 
B.A. Sweet Briar 
M .A . New York U ni
versity .

RITCHIE L. GEISEL 
M athem atics 
B.A. Princeton.

MARIAN P. STEVEN GILBERT
ERICKSON M athem atics

Science B.A. Princeton.
B.A. Roanoke.

PAMELA H. CHARLES GILLIES
ESPENSHADE D irec to r of Develop-

Latin, H istory m ent,
B.A. W ells M athem atics
M .A .T . Y ale. B.A. George W ash

ington 
LL. B. Harvard 
M .A . Northwestern.

BRUCE T. FIFER 
Music
B.M. E. W estm in ister 
Choir College.

THERESE A. 
GLADSTONE 

French
C ertific a t d'Etudes 
L ittera ires G enerales 
Sorbonne.



THOMAS D . JABOUR 
Industrial Arts 
B.A. T ren ton S tate 

College.

ERNEST GORDON 
Relig ion
M .A . St. Andrews 
B.D. Edinburgh 
S. T. N. Hartford.

HUSON R. 
GREGORY 

English
B.A. D artm outh.

FRANKLIN P. 
JACOBSON 

Music
B. Mus. Eastman 
School of Music

TATNALL L. J. PARRY JONES
HILLMAN History

Science B.A. Swarthmore
B.A. Princeton. M .A . University of

Pennsylvania.

OLGA
HOLENKOFF

Russian
L icence de Prof. de 
Francais a 
L'Etranger.

FENELLA B. KIRMAN 
Physical Education 
D ip lom a 

Bedford College of 
Physical Education.

JOHN W. IVORS 
Physical Education 
B.A. T renton S tate 

College.

JOSEPH KOVACS 
Instrum en tal Music 
D ip lom a 

Royal Hungarian 
School of Music 

B. M us., M. Mus. 
W estm in ister Choir 
College.



LANGDON LEA, JR. 
Latin
B.A. Princeton.

SAMUEL A. OLSON 
Spanish
B.A. Johns Hopkins 
University 

M .A . M iddlebury.

GARY M. C. LOTT 
History
B.A. M iddlebury 
M .A . Colum bia.

GEORGE V.
PACKARD 

Head of English D e
pa rtm en t 

B.A. Bowdoin 
M .A . Columbia.

JACQUELINE I.
MARSHALL

French
B. Ed. University  of 
A lberta, Canada.

MARY E. PECK
English
History
B.A. Syracuse.

DOROTHY C.
MEYERS 

Librarian 
B.A. Douglass.

MARGARET ANN 
PENNY 

Physical Education 
and H ealth  

B. S. University  of 
North Carolina.

ROBERT C.
MILLER, JR. 

English
B.A. Princeton.

RICHARD G.
POOLE

French
B.A. Princeton, 
University of 
G renoble.
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FRANCES M.
ROBERTS 

History, Bible 
B.A. Agnes Scott 
M .S . St. John's.

BARBARA K.
SCHLEYER 

H ead of Science D e
pa rtm en t 

B.A. R adc liffe .

m

STUART ROBSON 
Science
B.S. Springfield 
M .A . Colum bia.

ALISON M.
SHEHADI 

M athem atics 
B.S. M cG ill.

ANNE C.
ROTHROCK 

English, History 
B.A. R adc liffe  
M .A . Boston U n iver
s ity .

ANNEB. SHEPHERD 
English 
B.A. Vassar 
University o f London 
M .A . Colum bia.

HAROLD RULON- 
MILLER 

M athem atics 
B.A. Princeton.

ARLENE H. SMITH 
Fine Arts 
D ip lom a Newark 
School o f Fine Arts 
A rt Students' League.

DONALD A.
SAWYER

Science
B. S. University of 
D enver 

M .A . University of 
M aryland.

MOYNE R. SMITH 
English
B.A. University of 
Kansas 

M .A . W estern 
R ese rv e .
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ROBERT N. SMYTH 
French
B.A. W illiam s 
M .A . New York Uni- 
versity .

RENEE-PAULINE 
EXIGA WHIPPLE 

French
Professorat e t  D irect- 
o ra t des College 
Modernes (Education 
Nationale).

J. AMES THOMPSON 
English 
B.A. Y ale 
M .A . University of 
M iam i.

JEAN WHITALL 
M athem atics 
B .A ., M .A ., Oberlin  
M .A . H averfo rd .

LESTER TIBBALS, JR. 
History 
B. S. T rin ity  
M .A . Princeton.

ROBERT C. 
WHITLOCK 

Industrial Arts 
B .S ., M .S. T renton 
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Andrea
"The sky is blue 
You are too (blue)
You are th e  sky"

It was Andrea at the door and I let 
he r in. Andrea often speaks in verse .
She hard ly ever says exactly what she 
means; she links h e r  subject to som e 
thing concrete. I don't know why or 
when she started . She just gradually 
developed it. She even THINKS that way 
at times, she claims. It is affected, 
sure. But everybody is affected. And 
she is tongue-in-cheek in he r most 
l i te ra l moments. So it doesn't r ea lly  
drive you up a tree. The worst effect is 
that ten minutes af te r a subject is dead 
she will graciously deliver he r  c om 
pleted work of art. It doesn't lead to 
fast-moving conversation.

"No, I'm not, thank you. " Her 
greeting was not unusual. Since she 
does not (on principle) say "h i" o r " h e l 
lo" unless being introduced, she has to 
come up with something of common 
in te rest, and we a re  the "Blue Two. "
We a re  always dep ressed  together. Not 
that we pa r t icu la r ly  d ep ress  one ano th
er. It s ta r ted  seve ra l years ago when 
we both got depressed  about G rea t M a t
te rs .  We were just looking beyond the 
fea ther bed, then. We found quite a bit 
to get dep ressed  about. We exchanged 
t re a t i s e s  on Life, personifying Him and 
resen ting  it and probing at what is ever 
probed at. We got bored finally. We 
recognized, oh so wisely, that life as 
life, was inexplicable and decided to 
live. We turned our eyes to sm a lle r 
things, having no other choice between 
that and a stalemate.

"Hello, what a re  you doing here?"
"Gee, thanks."
"No, really . I'm going to church. "
"Well, I won't come--”
"I know. "
"But I was going to walk there with 

you, unless you don't want me to. That's 
what I was going to do, anyway. "

"Where a re  you going?"
"To the park. To think holy thoughts. "
We went out to the road and walked 

silently. My fingers began to deaden and 
the wind gnawed my fingers. Andrea, 
who was typically improperly d ressed , 
pushed ha rd e r  at the linings of her 
pockets and rounded he r  shoulders more 
until they formed a sem i-circle in which

any right angle would be proud to be in 
scribed. She held each foot to warm it, 
and hopped, while I led, dignified. We 
turned into the long lawn of the short 
cut.

"The petals of the flowers will le v i
tate my mind. I'll step and step and step 
again and ponder on mankind. "

(She was talking about h e r  walk 
aga in .)

"Good G rie f,"  I said; this one rea lly  
deserved it.

"S o rry ."
" I  hope we proved worthy of your a t 

tention. "
"'You' a lready have."
"Indeed? 'We' a re  honored."
"Anytime. " She jumped on the hard- 

crus ted  snow to c rack  it. She had ra th e r  
a hard time of it, for it had snowed and 
ra ined and frozen.

She gave up on that and "UNHU- 
HEEEE” , ran and slid on the glassy 
surface, in doing so falling on he r re a r .

"You should have worn boo ts ." She 
only had on some shoes of mine, which 
she almost l i te ra l ly  fished out of the 
wastepaper basket. They're a size and a 
half too small and have-or had when I 
threw them away-nails coming through 
the back of the heel. She adores them.

"M aybe," she said.
"Well, look at me. " I walked firm ly.
She lifted he rse lf  up and fe ll down 

again, twice. It was getting ridiculous. 
"The ground is p ro tec ting the sky from 
me (Ha)", she said, " I  yield". She 
crouched and pushed he rse lf  along with 
her hands.

"Come on," I said, " i t 's  getting 
late. " It was five of.

"O. K. " Up and down again.
"Oh, COME ON!"
She crouched again and slid to a 

tree , where she lifted he rse lf  up, b a l 
ancing with the branch. She got to some 
g ra s s  and we hurr ied  on.

"Sorry . "
"U m m m ".
"What's the English. Yetch. " It was 

rea lly  easy, so I said so, but she said 
she never COULD do it.

"How about a poem-"
"What ro t and you know it. "



"Oh come on. You'll be able to do 
something. "

" I  can't write any more. How can I 
write and explain when I don't u n d e r 
stand myself? You've got your religion 
and your views on society. You'll s it 
with your b rill ian t friends and exude 
intelligence and give society the NEW 
REPUBLIC glance. But I'm so accom 
plished that I've a rr ived : I believe in 
nothing. And you can't believe in 
NOTHING-I'm so detached the a i r  goes 
right through m e ."

I never thought about it that way. But 
then I thought it up. She had jumped into 
the r e s e rv o ir  of he r  insecurity  and 
drowned h e rse lf  in he r  own despera te  - 
ness.

The Old

The night was hot and the old man 
tossed and turned on his m a ttre s s .  The 
springs groaned and creaked and sagged 
in the middle. The old man couldn't get 
to sleep. His head felt light and it 
seemed to him as if it were among the 
s ta rs ,  while his limbs were like molten 
iron. It was an effort to move them. 
Every  joint was numb and couldn't feel 
the rough m a ttre s s  cover. He felt a dull 
pain running up and down his spine. 
Though the tem pera tu re  was 87 and the 
humidity was heavy, the man shivered. 
He pulled the square of coarse  woven 
m a te r ia l up over his chin. Sweat cov 
e red  his naked body. It ran  from his 
forehead down over his temples to b e 
hind his ea rs . He could feel the beads 
slowly making the ir way down the ir 
paths. Again he shivered.

Painfully, he rolled over on his 
stomach. He smelled the m a ttre s s .  The 
s trench was te rr ib le . He groaned as he 
again turned over.

His eyes b lu rred  as they traveled 
about the room. There was ve ry  little

The minute I thought it up, I liked 
that sentence. It kept going over and 
over in my mind. "You've jumped into 
the r iv e r  of your own insecurity  and 
drowned yourself in your d e sp e ra te- 
n e s s " .

She looked up.
That was dumb, stupid, idiotic.
"Um ," she said, as in "Un-huh," 

and she didn't say anything else.
When we finally got there  I was 

anxious to get inside. It was awkward. 
"Well, bye. Where're you going?"

She looked up again. " I  need to look 
for my t r e e , "  she said, "Bye".

She shuffled away in those g ross 
shoes.

Goddammit.

Joan Williams, X 
F i r s t  Prize 
Upper School Prose

Man

to be seen. To the side of the bed was an 
antique cha ir the man had once bought at 
an auction. The back legs were sho r te r 
than the front and the sea t was falling 
through. The man's only clothes were 
hung over the back of the chair. There 
were a pa ir  of grease-stained jeans, a 
moth-eaten sweater, and underneath the 
chair, placed carefu lly  side by side, lay 
a pa ir of black, shiny, d re ss  shoes. 
These shoes were the man's p rized  p o s 
session. They had belonged to his father 
who had never worn them. He had 
handed them down to his son to pass 
along. Following tradition, the man had 
never worn them. He often wondered, 
since he had no son, to whom he would 
give them. He had never m arr ied . He 
had never had the chance, nor had he 
met the r ight person.

Within the room came the sound of a 
r a t  scu rry ing  a c ro ss  the wooden floor. 
The man didn't move a muscle, as he 
was used to the sound. Again his eyes 
wandered.



In the co rner of the room was a low 
table. It was a bright red, as the man 
had painted it so when he found a half- 
used can of paint in an alley. It was 
cheap paint and was peeling off in s tr ip s  
that lay about the floor. On the table 
stood a lamp. There was no lampshade 
and the bulb had gone dead months ago.
In the opposite co rne r  was a shelf built 
into the wall. There was a flower vase, 
that had not seen flowers for y e a r s , 
standing on it. There were also three 
ca r  mechanic's magazines which the 
man had bought in his younger years  and 
often read over and over late at night. 
And there was a gold chained locket. He 
had found it on the sidewalk, ha If-in, 
half-out of a gutter, and had picked it 
up. There were spaces for th ree p i c 
tures. Two of them were empty. The 
third contained a b lu rred  picture that he 
had torn out of a magazine. It was a p i c 
tu re of a young girl. She was not sm iling 
but he r face had a sparkling look. It was 
he r eyes, the man thought. They had 
been green before the p icture had faded, 
and the man had loved them. He used to 
talk to the picture, pretending that the 
g ir l  was his own. He would read  aloud to 
he r at night when he thought she might 
be lonely and needed comfort. He b e 
lieved in her.

The man’s eyes now wandered to the 
ceiling. It was a slanted ceiling s ta r ting  
ve ry  high on the right and traveling 
downward to the left. Here it was only 
th ree feet from the floor. The color was 
a dull gray, a ve ry  depress ing  color.
The man had once been going to paint it 
a pale blue, like the sky, but then he d i s 
covered that, even while standing on the 
chair, he could not reach  the right-hand 
side. Besides, he had no blue paint and 
it hurt his back to stre tch.

His back: aah, there was a story. It 
was true, it hurt now, but it had hurt for 
the past fifty years. Ever since World 
War I. He had been called upon to help. 
Well, he had tr ied  as fa r  as he was con 
cerned. He didn't get any medal, r i b 
bons, o r token of award. He didn't get a 
chance. He had been a private 1st Class. 
He hadn't wanted to be a sergean t or a 
lieutenant. He knew everyone e lse did, 
so why not give them a c rack  at it and he 
would rem ain  what he was. As it turned

out, he was never sent into combat. He 
was in tra in ing camp and it was there 
that he had hurt his back. Oh, it wasn't 
a bullet wound or a fatal d isease  but 
once while cleaning up the ba rrack  roof 
he had fallen off the ladder. He had badly 
twisted his back, injuring his spine and 
he had been flat on his back for almost 
a year. After the a rm y  had re leased  him 
he had come home. Home to this room. 
Now and then h is back would pain him 
te r r ib ly  and he would have to stay in bed 
a few days. He wouldn't be able to get 
anything to eat and would get up feeling 
dizzy and weak.

The old man shook his head, for it 
seemed that he had gone into a daze. He 
moaned quietly. He slowly turned his 
head so he could see the window. The 
only window. Three of the panes were 
m issing, two were cracked, the sixth 
was in perfec t condition. In each side 
were old and filthy-looking pink curtains 
hanging on a bent rod. The old man had 
made these himself. He had found a torn 
bedspread in a garbage can and the rod 
was rea lly  a signpost. He had taken 
home and had torn the bedspread into 
two long s tr ip s . These were folded over 
the pole and pinned at the top. His work 
was now hanging on two nails that had 
been there before he had come.

Looking through the glass, he could 
see the rooftops and the windows to the 
o ther buildings. One was a warehouse 
building. He knew because on the side 
was prin ted in huge blue and yellow le t 
te rs :  "Billy Baxter's Warehouse-We 
sto re  anything and everything. " U nder
neath there were some b lu rred  colors.
It had probably once been a p icture, the 
man thought. Often he would sit there 
and s ta re  at the advertisement, thinking 
about it. Maybe it had been a picture of 
Billy Baxter himself. The old man wished 
it had not faded. He would have liked to 
see what Billy Baxter had looked like. Or 
maybe it was more  writing. Well, what
ever it was, o r had been, the old man 
would never find out. He liked to think 
about it, though.

Again he turned towards the ceiling. 
There was a c rack  in the p las te r. It had 
been the re  for as long as he could r e 
member. It ran from the left co rne r  to 
the cen te r of the ceiling and then it



branched off into th ree separa te  lines.
If he s ta red  at them long enough he could 
imagine it as a long skinny a rm  with 
three bony fingers stre tch ing towards. . . 
nothing. Trying to grasp an object that 
wasn't there. Reaching, reaching. It 
bothered him. He felt so r ry  for the 
hand. Sorry that it would never be able 
to touch whatever it was try ing to reach. 
The more he thought about it the more 
he rea lized  the hand was like himself, 
his own life. When he was little he 
dreamed of being someone important, 
someone with meaning, the way so many 
other children did. But he never s u c 
ceeded. Instead, he fell backwards into 
a life of poverty and sickness. He had 
once had a business. Just a little one. He 
had been a ta ilo r like his father. It might 
have been a big one. But he had had hard 
luck all the time. He had ve ry  few c u s 
tom ers  until he lost everything. He had 
had to close the shop.

The old man groaned. He ra ised  his 
hand to his forehead. It felt hot, ve ry  
hot- Once again he looked about the 
room. The room he had known and lived 
in for a lmost half his life. Everything 
was fam ilia r, and suddenly, he was sick 
of it all. His eyes began to water and 
soon he was crying and laughing in an 
hys te r ica l way. He couldn't stop. He 
threw off the sheet and sa t up in bed. He 
tr ied  to stand up but fell back on the 
bed. Again he stood. He hobbled over to

the table. He grasped the lamp and threw 
it on the floor. The bulb sha tte red  in a 
thousand pieces. The man stomped all 
over the broken pieces, cutting his feet 
to the bone; he laughed hideously. He 
took the lamp base and smashed it 
against the table. It snapped in two and 
the table splintered. Laughing, laughing 
and crying, he took hold of the built-in 
shelf, grabbed the magazines and tore 
the pages out, ripping them into little 
pieces. Then he took the flower vase and 
smashed it against the floor. It wouldn't 
break, so he threw it out the window. 
With his hand he punched out the last 
whole window pane. His hand was cut and 
bleeding. He took the locket down from 
the shelf, broke the chain in half and 
to re out the picture. He c r ied  with h y s 
teria . Ripping down the curtains, he took 
the rod, and swung it around his head.
He let go and it flew ac ro ss  the room 
and rolled under the bed. The man 
knocked over the chair and kicked the 
shoes out of his way. His energy spent, 
the old man crawled to his cot. His hand 
and feet were bleeding te rr ib ly . His face 
was also covered with a m ixture of blood 
and sweat. He lay down on his cot and 
wrapped the sheet around him. His c r y 
ing subsided and the sweat dried. His 
h ea r t  was calm once more. His b r e a th 
ing became regular. Everything was 
quiet. He laughed softly. His eyes shut 
and his body quivered; then lay still.

Jean Beckwith, VIII
F i r s t  Prize
Middle School Prose

Dressing The Sky
Night comes p repared :
Dark velvet to drape the 
Sky, pinned with diamonds.
The moon is placed,
Until Dawn with a gentle 
Hand rep laces him 
With the sun.

Maria Kelleher, VIII 
F i r s t  Prize 
Middle School Poetry



Nicholas
"Nicholas is be tte r now downsta irs ," 
she said.
"He was for days and days 
in bed-- 
we worried so.
It was a bit of touch and go you know," 
she said.

It was a bit of c e l la r  hell 
crawled up the s ta i r s  
into his bed 
into his head,
and many t imes he watched 
the sun go moon 
through glass, and hung, 
dead bat, small tongue 
inside the monster bell 
of upper inner places, 
clanging black black 
forth, back -- 
swinging dome his mind.
And he bruised, bat-blind.
The s ta i r s  he thought 
were there, 
but gone to a ir.
He saw him fish, and caught 
in lofty net
of graves, s ti l l wet-- 
no way to ground, 
fast-bound.
In him the bell is now.
He rem em be rs  only how 
a hand and words brought back 
the s ta i rs ,  and black 
the king went down 
without his crown.
His feet a re  into ea r th  
but free, 
life is worth 
life times th ree say he.
The s ta i r s  fly up and 
arrow  down: 
you go with hand 
in blue but feet in brown.

Beth Borgerhoff, XI 
F i rs t  Prize 
Upper School Poetry



Honorable Mention In Literary Contest
The following students received "Honorable 

Mention" in the l i te ra ry  contest: Barbara M iller,X, 
in Upper School Prose for "S tory", which appeared in 
the June 1967 CYMBALS; Beth Borgerhoff for "S ta r 
Lane" (Upper School Poetry); Susan Heyniger, VIII, 
for "Modern Incident", (Middle School Prose) and 
Maria K e llehe r, VIII, for "Peace" (Middle School 
Poe try .)
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The Board would also like to thank Kate Linker, 
Connie Sayen and Beth Scho lossberg fo r the e x t r a 
ord inary  amount of work they did on this book, fa r 
beyond the "c a l l  of duty".









THE CLASS OF 1971

WISHES TO SAY TO THE CLASS OF 1968 —
BONNA FORTUNA BONNE CHANCE

GOOD LUCK NAMASTE



To Mrs. Shepherd, 
who gave us so much of 
h e r  time, wisdom and 
lim itless understanding.

The C lass of 1968



From  The Boys of Today 
To The Boys of Tomorrow 

A Fond Farewell

J. W. C. Ill and A.]. F.

I shall m iss
THE CLASS OF 1968

--including the five lit t le  nippers (and how they 
grew !) who cam e up from the First Form at P. C. D. 
--Sandy and Joe, Evan and John and John (no fear 
th a t I ' l l m ix  those two up!) Also Charlie  and Bob, 
cherished ind iv idualists ev er since th e ir Fourth Form 
year. I ' l l miss the "T ren ton  F ive" who graduated 
w ith  me from P. C. D. to P. D. S. — Andy and Jerry, 
Rich, R igot and R ick, the th ree  R's who m ade bas
k e tb a ll re spectab le  in a hockey school. I ' l l miss 
durab le, n im b le  Jon; and also th a t o ther p a ir who 
Bobbed up as sophomore and jun io r into our coed 
school.

I' l l miss Suzanne and Punky and Nancy and Gail, 
am iab le  step-daughters who w rote me le tte rs of 
w elcom e to  P. D. S. befo re it opened. I 'l l miss 
Linda and Joan of the  Fourth Estate; Sia, Faron and 
Mary, a th le te s great; and the blue-ribbon riders, 
Nanda and Kate. I ' l l miss Susan K. my queen of 
make-up; and Sue K. who drove 35,000 m iles in 
th ree years for an educa tion . I 'l l miss a ll of the 
Roving Kind. Vou sen tir m u ito  a fa lta  de Eliana; 
que e la  fique nossa am iga b ras ile ria  pa a sempre. 
Connie I'll miss, and so w ill the m any kids in 
T ren ton and elsewhere whose lives she has touched. 
I 'l l miss m y Sabina. I'l l miss m y Gnome. I 'l l miss 
Beth qu ite a lot.

Go on, bu t com e back.
h e rbe rt m e aneny

"And then to awake, and the farm  
like a wanderer white 

With the dew, come back, the cock on 
his shoulder: it was all

Shining, it was Adam and maiden, 
The sky gathered again 

And the sun grew round that very  
day.

So it must have been afte r the b ir th  of 
the simple light

In the f i r s t  spinning place the sp e l l 
bound ho rses walking warm 

Out of the whinnying green stable 
On to the fields of p ra ise . "

from "F e rn  Hill" by Dylan Thomas



CONGRATULATIONS, BASSETT 
. . .  and best wishes to

Anne Rick Kate
Sandy Katie Andy
Linda Susan Connie
Bob G. Bill Evan
Gail Nancy Beth
Joe Bob R. Faron
Suzanne Sia Bob S.
Jon Rich Nanda
Punky Gillian John T.
Charlie J e r ry  Sue
E liana Joan John C.

Love, 
Mom and Dad 

P.S. Keep Tuned To whwh At 1350



Compliments

of

RCA LABORATORIES

David Sarnoff Research Center 
Princeton, New Je rsey



What we'd like to do here is to thank the Czar,
Czarina, and Rasputin for making it a ll possible; p ra ise  
Lenin's Tomb, and his long-standing re fusa l to decom 
pose; ce lebra te  the shifty-eyed brill iance of Trotsky; 
cheer Karl and F r ied r ich  fo r the Manifesto; and p r o 

claim red licorice the lasting high.

LENIN & TROTSKY ASSOCIATES



Compliments of

SANBERN FURNITURE

2175 Spruce Street 

Trenton, N.J.

When '68 were angels.

EACH LIFE UNFULFILLED, YOU SEE;
IT  HANGS STILL, PATCHY AND SCRAPPY:

WE HAVE NOT SIGHED DEEP, LAUGHED FREE, 
STARVED, FEASTED, DESPAIRED, -BEEN HAPPY.

-ROBERT BROWNING

Congratulations to a wonderful 
c la s s  —  you have aged well.

DOUGLAS O. McCLURE

PRINCE TONLAN 
Diner and Restaurant 

Adventures in Gracious Dining 
Your Hosts 

James Christakos-Vasos Petrit is 
U.S. 1, Princeton 
Phone 452-2271

On behalf of the green light and 
F. Scott.



A f t*

IT JUST WON'T SEEM LIKE 
THE "SAME OL' FLOWER PATCH" 

WITHOUT YOU!
GOODBYE & GOOD LUCK 

FROM

e.

THE SOPHOMORES 70



The name of the Prophet is P e r 
simmon Persist.
He says: "Some of us hang by our 
thumbs and some by our necks. "

By thumb o r  by neck you must per- 
sim and pe rs is t .

Borge 35 Phi** Sp** Pr Inc *Hn ,O.J.

PRINCETON DECORATING SHOP

COMPLIMENTS TO THE CLASS OF 
'68

FROM CRAIG AND THE PAGES

COMPLIMENTS OF A 
MEMBER OF 
THE DISCIPLINARY 
COMMITTEE

PEOPLE ARE HUMAN
There is exactly one ru le  which has 

infinitely many exceptions.

g lenys, 
farewell my love

With love to the c la ss  of '68 
from 

SANDY AND SUE

dedicated to 
a brown-eyed g ir l
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Congratulations and Best Wishes 
from

CENTER BARBERSHOP

Princeton Shopping Center 
921-9611

F RE L H 0 L 0 t

&

Congratulations to the Senior C lass 
from

DR. and MRS. FISHMANN

HILL'S MARKET

31 Witherspoon Street 
Telephone No: 924-4070

Prime Meats 
Fancy Foods 

Delivery

A ir Conditioned O rder to Take Out

m &  # ■  f -

PRINCETON TEA GARDEN

CD.
Ready-to-Wear and 

Custom-made by Norah

The Hueys 
P rop r ie to rs

36 Witherspoon Street 
Princeton, N. J. 
WAlnut 4-2145

THE PRINCETON BOUTIQUE
2 Chambers St.

924-2229



M E M B E R  F D I C

MAIN OFFICE: corner o f Nassau and Witherspoon Streets. 
DRIVE-IN BRANCHES: 3 7 0  East Nassau Street and in 

Princeton Junction at 4 0  Washington Road.

First national bank of Princeton

THE CUMMINS SHOP

98 Nassau Street

fine china
c rys ta l

s ilver

KULLER TRAVEL



SERVICE

is people ...
IT’S EFFICIENT. 

IT’S DEPENDABLE. 

IT ’S ACCOMMODATING. 

IT ’S COURTEOUS.

IT ’S QUALITY. 

IT ’S INTEGRITY.

It’s

^ — sPRINCETON
\ S  A

36 University Place
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Compliments of a F riend

THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY
Hardware and House Furnishings

Telephone 924-0066 
138 Nassau Street

THE WRIGHT STORE
130 Nassau St. 
Princeton, N.J.

Hardware -- Housewares
Authorized Hoover 
Sales and Service

French, Shriner, Johnston & Murphy 

BROPHY'S, INC.
5 Palmer Square West

Fine Footwear 
924-1806

Taylor -Made Stetson



Be Knovvy—
SUBSCRIBE 
N O W  
TO...

P r in ce ton 's  award  w in n ing  weekly n ew spaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET
New Jersey** O ld est W eek ly  Newsp&per

You are invited to receive all news of Princeton — each week — a ccu rate ly , 
com pletely and attractively  presented.

. . . latest doings of Princeton people .

. . o latest developments in m unicipal government dealing with local issues.

. . . latest activ itie s in our schools, churches, clubs, associations, e tc .

. . . latest cultural and recreational opportunities and events.

. . .  in general, latest newsworthy happenings of every k in d , throughout the 
com m unity.

The Packet published good pictures, too — lots of them. Pictures w hich w ill make 
you an eyewitness to the major news events of a busy, growing town.

Nowhere else w ill you find so much Princeton news, so fu lly  and w ell reported.

You may receive The Princeton Packet by mail each week for only $5 a ye ar.

S E N I O R S  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 w ill be billed later.

Princeton prefers The Packet!



174 Nassau St. , 
next to Davidson's

Fine

Wines and Spirits 

924-0279 924-0273

c/fmaiL 
fashion tailoring for women

195 NASSAU STREET 

PRINCETON, N. J. 08540 (609) WA 4-4295

THE PREP SHOP
fine trad itional clothing 

from size 7 to 42L

Palmer Square
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 F re e  Delivery

THE CLOTHES LINE, INC.

53 Palmer Square 
Fashions for Children 

Infants 
Girls to 12 
Boys to 6x



APPLEGATE'S FLORAL SHOP
Flowers Fo r All Occasions

47 Palmer Square West 
Phone WA 4-0121
F .T .D . Member

□
AMERICAN EXPRESS

Anywhere you want to Travel 
Let us acquaint you with our 
many trave l serv ices.

Call 921-8600 
in Princeton

K I I K
AMERICAN EXPRESS

NASSAU SHOE TREE
Shoes of Quality 

fo r the d iscrim inating  matron 
and m iss

27 Palmer Square West, 921-7298

Compliments of 
the

SINGER CO.
Princeton Shop 

Sales and Service 
Look for the Big Red S

Congratulations to the C lass of '68

CENTER SPORTS
Princeton Shopping Center 

Princeton, New Je rsey
Sporting and Athletic Equipment

Come in and see 
Jack, Skitch and Mike



NASSAU SAVINGS 
AND LOAN ASSOCIATION

194 Nassau Street 
Princeton, New Jersey

DOLL HOUSE^
Beauty Salon

featuring

Mr. Peppi 
and 

Mr. Robert

Open daily 8 to 6 

Open Thursday evenings
Montgomery Shopping Center 

Route 206* just past the 
Rocky Hill light.

921-6770

HULIT’S SHOES, INC.

140 Nassau St. 
Princeton, N.J.

Weejuns Loafers



"avoid ex trem es; and shun the fault 
of such Who s ti l l  a r e  pleased too 
little or too m uch ."

Princeton's Oldest Commercial 
P rin te rs

There  must be a reason

PRINCETON HERALD, INC.

21 Chambers Street 
Princeton, N.J.
(609) 921-9500

(j>~ <y ^
£ L A N D A U  \
'A  PRINCETON, N.J. A

114 Nassau Street WA. 4-3494

LAIDLAW & CO.

Established 1842 
Stock Brokers 

Member New York Stock Exchange

1 Palmer Square (609) 924-4212



BELLOWS

Importe rs

210 Nassau Street 
Princeton, N.J. 

924-3221
Specialists in Women's and 

Child ren’s Apparel

MARSH AND COMPANY
Pharmacists

--2 Locations -- 
30 Nassau St. Route 206

924-4000 924-7123 
F ree  Delivery

c jifp  -03
136 Nassau Street 
Phone WA 4-2620 

Princeton, N.J.

Jewelers to Princetonians 
54 Nassau Street, Princeton, N.J. 

M iss Fine's charm s available 
in gold and si lve r

, /aJ&
( w t u * s  i  s n u » S H i rH $  joh h i  • lst h i ?

GALLERY 100

The
Finest

In
Fram ing

8
IO
<M
CD

x  -p *  !
/Ĉ G ^  |

s0boutique... 200 nasaau street princeton, new-n
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