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Herbert McAneny

We were given newness at PDS, which we ac-
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 familiar face.
He helped us with quiet wit and understanding when
our worlds were at sixes and sevens. He was al-
ways there to pull us through our small floods and
wars. And with him we came through, better than
just by the skin of our teeth.

Fellow vertebrate, fellow mammal, fellow
human, we thank you.
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Suzanne Blanchet

"Following so closel n.her discovery of the one hundred
thirtieth through one?r Xd gr?frft —gfst% ele%ents thrs recent synthe-
sis of Blanchomium_ has won rofessor Blanchet the Nobel Prize. ~This
oung chemical wizard has astonished. the entire screntrfrc world with

er continued brilliapce and outstandin abrlrwy Professor Blanchet,
commenting on her latest triumph, sai as all a very simple
application of the elliptical functjon of Avogadro's number.

The white-coated frgure Jput down the néwspaper with a satisfied
sigh. " knew | could do it!" she ermur ed.

"0h, Mrs. Schleyer! That chemistry lab at the Unrversrty IS
Isga(r?rorlr'g Even though 1 do make a few mistakes. ..oh well, I'm
r



"Where would you like me to sit, Doctor?" _

"Anywhere, except on the couch. That's for me. " Dr. Simmons walked over
to his ue);holstered couch and reclined with his pad. His patient sat down on the
floor. There was no other furniture in the office,

"Well, what do you want?" demanded Dr. Simmons.

"Ah, Doctor, |have a problem. " ,

"That's obvious. " Dr. Simmons looked down at his pad as he took notes.

"I can't fee Ao do angth_m right. Ev?ry time | do something it goes wrong. "
The patient fooked up for a sign of-approval. _

"Continue. " Dr. Slmmﬂns was |sg#]Jsted. The case was tqo ?asY for him.

"Like yesterday, when the laundry man rang the back doorbell, 1answered the
fDrontt dggr. And last week | forgot what my name was! What's wrong with me,

octor?

. "Well, you're just plain stugld. " He rose from the couch and walked (I:)ver )
his patient,” "Here ~look at this. It's the answer to your problem." He placed
nis pad in front of her eyes.

What is 1t, Doctor? _ , ,

...."See, Beth-you've been _usmg the wrong formula. Miss Campbell said to
solve it through integrals, not differéntials, stupid. "

Charles Simmons



John Taylor

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. We are here at the Can-
nes Film Festival to witness the ‘awarding of the Porfirio Rubirosa
Award,  This award Js presented to th$ man who, in the opinion of
the judges, .has upheld the tradition of the greatest playboy of all
times, "I his personal lite, and i his films. "

A Dbattleship grey Ferrari roared up to the curb, A tall, deeply
fanned flﬁure emerged from the car, ‘accompanied by the luscious
blonde who had beén his passenger. _ o

"And her(% he is, ladies and_?entlemen! This year's recipient,
the creator of what has been haifed as the greatest'blue film ever
Prod,u,ced! Mr. Taylor, congratulations. Nof only_have you upheld the
radition of Porfirio in yourfilms, but, " he motioned fo the curva-
cious qirl on the handsome film-maker's arm, "you have lived as he
did. Tould you tell the world how you embarked on this career?"

Certainly, my good man, * Jotin began. "It all started when |
got my first motorcycle. ..



Gail Smith

oi "Oka " the angry man said softly. "Who are you and what's
! gI don t know what you mean, " she answered calmyy

"You don't get the message. 'Our agent from New York never got
out of that fair City- somebodé blew the whistle and she ended up in

the anlk : H'$ eJE % Gee Cdpat)hlm"%gre/toult g t|Z|reté up ﬁtels)ltu

at|on |dn t look ood I took the job from her he'had an
Idea sh e was %omg t [HC ed up, and'she knew it was important
that you gett e goo s right away, So she sentme. There wasn't
tlme to tell anybody to expect a dlfferent messenger and we fig-
ured ht be easier |fIJustt(o ?]n her i entlgl
The man was still E ing.her suspiciously. She hadn't really

erueegéeeddthe ruse to wor but it had gained her some time. He wWas

"Don't give me that, " he said flatly. "You're a cop or a private
eye of some kind, and I'm going to find out who you are and who
Ylo(u work for and what youknow-you look like an eye and you act

e one and-
he had moved swiftly, rising out of the chair and capturing his

unsfn one easy motion. y}-\ fter g1dncm U|c$< behlndchper to make
sure of the dis ance to the door, she broug t th e gun down on his
neck with a dull thud, He slumped to thé floor &s she backed out of
the room and swung the door shut

The Aston-Martin DBS with the initials GAS on the New Jersey

lates was still parked where she had left jt, ‘hidden in the wood?

he slipped Into the rlvers seat and pulled away, the boom of the
twin exhausts ec olng ?( from the border of the trees.
idt Y, [“Take it easy—you almost ran down that little

i

"0h, I'm sorry, butyou know how it is; fast cars, fast living,
danger at every tarn.



Sue Kleinberg

"No, there is nothing which the mind cannot imagine.
Pensee numerg 140. , _

The roomful of French philosophers sat dazed as they listened
to the profound "Pensge del Kleinberg. " This American girl had
a.mind which astounded all who heard her ?_reat thoughts,” espe-
mal%when the¥ncon3|der"ed her youth and [imited exp,ﬁrlence.

But, Mademoiselle, Qbﬁeg e one_ﬁ)hllosopher, oW can a
g]ea”nerl]%neaglgne something which is not built upon any previous ex-
"The mind can dq anything. Look at Da Vinci—he imagined
the awpfane, qon he _oreylt wz?s_ rea?lstlcaIPy Eo_ssfble gven tg
_La|elﬂ“one. " Mademoiselle Kleinberg sat back in her chair con-
[ .

" K but this is invention, not imagination!"
_"Well, inthat case it only depends on your definition of
imagination! 'It's pure semartics—what is ?;our definition of
Imagination?" _ _
..."Mademoiselle Kleinberg, " commanded Mme. Whipple,
Voulez-vous ecouter bien, Apprenez ces pensees de Pascal, le
grand philosophe de I'existentialisme !



"Listen pegple, stop the ssesl Hold a column open o the
frtﬁage for the covera e of the President's answer to m edjtorial.
The headline reads: PRESIDENT ANSWE RS TIMES EDITORIAL; then
nesmall caps, LBJto LAB. And hurry—we've got to meet a midnight

I

NEW YORK TIMES editor-in-chief Linda Baker flicked the switch
on the office mtercom to "off" and tucked the Ietter W|th the heavy
gold embosse seal mto(? near a/ il mgd ca |net Push |n% |asses
up on er nose she stood up and yelled for her personal Secret rg
The Pro posed merger between the GLOBE and the STAR
REPORTER has got to be stoppe I'II go as high as ten million.
Buyelther one it doesn't make any différence.
Lmda we can't POS IBLY afford another page, " said
Mrs. She herd

"Well, then, we'll have to crt out the j unl(?r soccef, if we want
to have room for Mr. MeClure's letter to the editor. .

Linda Baker



Gonnie bayen

On another sunshrnx dag/ in the Forest %hrrstopher Robin and Winnie-the-
Pooh were walking a 0 fast as they could
"Hurry up, Pooh, sard Chrrstopher Robrn | toId her we'd be there by
Just abou HOW ang’ vire really do t g t 0 be late!"
0 Pooh walked along just a litt |t aster and soon they came to an
open Blace in the Forest Where the sunsh |n¥] lay was a liftle bit shinier, and a
tall, Iue]c jeaned girl' with wheat-colored hair'was standing there, chewing on
a plece of grass.
g "Oh, Christopher Robin, " Connie said shyly, "I do want to thank you for
comrn&r today, and bringing Pooh-Bear!"
on "t mention rtI f]ard Chrrstopher Robin in a n%t riurte 0gruff voice,
and Pooh gavea P T lked on together trIIt rees opened u
more, and the little open Iace was a higo enpace and rr h rnte iddle
was.a brand new house It had four big windows and a snyrg and a smaII
well outside for wishing or drrnkrn? or sitting and dreami In front of the
house there were Eeyore and Piglet and Owl"and Kanga with Roo in her pock-
et, and off to the side, because there wasn't room enough in front, there be-
Ing so many of them, you see, there were Rabbit and Rabbit's Friends and

Rélations, ‘all of them wartrnﬂ )
"Hello, everyone!" Confie dreeted them. "Thank you for coming to
help with my house! It's aImost inished flow, and we're’ going to have a
big Celebra 1on |n Honor of the Qccasion!
(“What é)est at mean?" whrs%ered Pooh to_Christopher Robin.
%Itlrl il bear said Christopher Robin. "That means a party.
Id
So Connie went inside to make the Celebration, and meanwhile outside
her friends arnted and scrubbed and fixed up her house till it finally was
finished. rrstoro er Robin came running inside. )
We're hang g the beII Qn the doorl Come and see!" he said. "Go
ahead, Pooh, Iets ear how it soungs!”
... "There's thﬁ bell, Connre What we ou thrnkrngr about?"
Hmmmm? Oh, just daydreaming. ou_come for a walk with me
after lunch? It's such a lovely day. . Don t you just want to be out in it?"



. "No, Idon't like the quality of deez goods. Deez beans are very
inferior, " said EI Exigente, whom the¥]c I the "Demanding One. "
But, Senor, this eez de finest we have. " _

"I'm sorry, but eet eez no good. " El Emgentegus_hed oyt his
collar and walked away. He heard the mercRant talking to his work-

er. .. . .

"Dis El Exigente, he eez a hard man to please, amigo. "

"Si, Senor, " said the worker, "buthe eez a great an’ powerful
man_een our city. _

t S{mall boys fan up to El Exigente as he walked down the narrow
street.

'senor, can Ig,pllsh your hoots?"
hine, Senor’ _ ,

. El' Exigente pushed them away, but they formed a line behind
him and paraded down the street’in his wake. Suddenly a man came
rt#]smtngt ward El Exigente from the market place. It was the mer-
chant,

"Senor, senor, |have juslreceived another shipment of coffee

beans!  Look at deeé, senor! L

..."\Vereen, [ don't want any more of your sweatsuits. " Sandy
cleared his throat and pushed Jor awa ["already bought a dozen
tee-shirts from your lousy A.A. Store.

]

Sandy Wandelt



. "And now, we are fortunate to have with us toniP t Miss Ca#her-
ine Ecroyd of the United States, modeling number efghty-one o
Olengassml's latest collection. . ."
he announcer’s voice echoed through the ballroom of the

Georges Cing in Paris, where the season’s largest international fashion
show was taking place. Tpe velvet curﬁams 0f the_stage opened, and
the. model stepped gracefully onto the platform. Buyers began to
scrlb_brle notes aﬂd S etcheRAon the backs of their proPrams. .

he smooth lines of Mr. Cassini's newest creatfon give it an al-
most child-like simplicity, which Is ne%?ted bg Miss Ecro%/d'%so%hls-
ticated coiffure, by Kenneth, and her sultry make-up, done by the
House of Rfvlon_. The fabric is a light cre#e.

The tall, slim girl floated down'the long runway, and paused for
a moment at the end to pose for the Phot0ﬂra£hers. _ _

"Look to your right, Miss Ecroyd!" called the fashion editor of
the New Yo[k Times. .

She smiled, then turned to retrace her steps along the strip of

. carpet which led to the stage. She would have to change quickl
Katie Kcroycl i 2 thestag ge quicky

into her next oytfjt, .. .. .

"Keattle F Where did you put Evan's knickers for the Second
Act? And we can't find Wickie's navy blue IIPhtS-" ,

"I'll'get them 1 a minute. Oh, if I'd only known being head of
Costumes would be like THIS I



Joe Chandler

Chips of rock were strewn alﬂout the studio. They flew in all di-
rectlons a( s the artist worke% Is new chef d'oeuvre. o far, |t
oo ed like a rather well-shaped mound of something. "But, *
t ou%ht "I can call 1t "Where'er You Walk' and |twon t matter
FI’IIST had reachﬁd fame for th]JS vesy reason. ewas un
commonly clever at making up titles or hi works He, coudsculpt
2 plece and if it didn't look I|ke anP/t % %lvmg it a well-
thoug t-ut name, tbecame perfectly recogrizab
"he thought as he ran his fm ers over a newly chipped sur-
face that resembled the back of a bal "I am so' lucky to be an
artist and to ljve the way | do-going an comlng as | choosé. | even
have time to kick ? ciccer ball around a Ilttle,, and to act some-
times.  But most of all, | can talk tq peogl As Professor Chand-
ler, he had acted as Sculptor in Residence at such places as Harvard,
Prlnceton and Yale, and now he was tired of all that. He had come
back t& his home town of Hamilton Square to relax, to b% |mself
to work on his own. He was happy in his new life-even thoug
couldn't seem to avoid demands from all over the world for personal
interviews, exhibits and speeches. \
"Jo-seph!” You're LATE for class!
“Gosh, Mrs. Smith!  Some People were here for Social Servwe
and Mr. Ivors had a soccer meeting and well- ha!-1'm late I



Jon Vereen

"I've got sunsh|n$ on a cloudy day. When it's cold outside,

I'vel_?ot the month of May. .." _

_ oldmﬁ;_the mlcrophfone In his left hand, the lead smger crooned
his song While the rest of the group moved rhythmically 11f and out of
formation. The stage Ilghts reflected off the: shlnly surfaces of their
%ale b|Lée suits, and“the Tuby ring on the soloist’s feft hand glowed a

eep red.

p"I know you want to leave me, but | refuse to let you go. .."
_They went Into their next number, the beat and movement of
their music reaching out to the audience, making the spectators sway
and clag their hands' in time, calling out their idols’ names:

"Melvin!  Hey, Otis!
"Ray, JON! : . . .

{7 Hey, Vereen, quit that singing! You tryin' ta ruin the rec-
or

""Beauty's only skin deep, yeah, yeah, yeah!" sang Jon.
"Veree¥1, coo% it Py y y J



"What in heaven's name are you d0|n?’>" a gentleman of the
upper middle class asked a girl sitting asfride acafe'-au-Ilait colored

ony;
"We're f|nd|n acounr, my_ popy and I, where there arentthe
likes of you. Wh re ieycan}{hFinkyand write and smoke without
anyone saying, ‘Wha |n heaven S name are you dom% and where
kids Iike me don't have to mimic guys like you. here
A t p|cal chlld—so I knew snlffed the qent eman,
gIs t¥p|ca Didn't you learn anything outside of prep
school7 You see? You're the reason I'm finding a country.”
i n"g(onu IIlfechange when you're grown and can appreciate’the finer
ings in 1}
irl and her p on¥ of cafe'-au-lait got out of that land fast
Ieavmg the gentleman of the upper-middI¢ class struck there, but
happy-struck. They headed freely for the %entler drapery of the not
too distant blue land that was their "to -pe-Tound" country. .
"So what do you think, Nanda?
“Yeah man, that's why [ like Independent Writing—cause we can
sit any way we like and say anything we like and we pay more at-
tention that way. And learn.

Nanda D Agostino



Susan Koch

~..and this is why | believe in the work of the International
ghlelr?crenlga/t-\ enc%/ 'anI 'dasr{ke%?u'slzaMt!%s aSuslaan Siéocr%, d%lerr?mrsr?g the
| [ .
waqs ?u ’monetP\varom the speapeurs" %ableptg alﬁswer H}e telX[’)hone. It
was from Lima. )
"Miss Koch, this is an emergency! _We havegust suffered the
worst earthquake In Peruvian hle)fg’. T_P re are thousands of people
pmeless, and many lost, parentless children.
"I"[I be right down. Just let me_have the plane fueled and I
should be therg In elqht hours. Until T get there, however, see if
ou can ﬂ]et some of he_xoung women to round up the chifdren and
eg them busy. I'll bring supplies. Everything will be fine if we're
practical about this. * \
"Bhantk fast %hankt ok t save the chil
"Don't waste time thanking m e must save the children. .
This 1S my concern. Googbyeg" %he hung up and qumk? ,. but with
g_race, excused herself from the benefit dinner, then rushed Ao the
irport, On the way over, she thought of lullabyes she could sing to
the children.  ™Hush little baby, don'tyou cry. .. _
..."Hey, Punky! Hurr _uE, it's time to 80 help in the kinder-
ggrlt"en. Hope that terror, Nicky, is better today. He'd BETTER



The director was calling the actors over to his little office behind the
dressmg rogms.

Tonight you were all fine, really f|ne |jUSt have a few comments
and then we can all take off for the nigh %was n% w syrrounded by a
circle of costumed actors. He Iooked own at his clipboard.

"Costumes? Where is Lady Macbeth's sleegwalklng dress’) She looked,
to say the Ieast eculiar when she came in ru ge her hands, wearlng her

%er sC net i ﬁ ome on, tech crews, let's getwith it!" The d
rec ushed his Rair back and continued.

"Now, as_for the dear Macheth family and friends. Gloria and the
{ﬁst oft ou witches, ou were fantastlcl I\/lNevber”E)etter thets do thedsame

Ing tomorrow ni Mrs. Macheth—even though you didn
haveg on the rlght %ostume yg did all right.™ He got up angd I}eaned IS
shoulder on the wall,

And— DONALDSON I meﬁn oy know darn well what a P'CkX gugl
am. Just ask anyone who's worked with me. But, Evan, what can I'say?
God, I've never seem. a better Macbeth—and yoy know how long I'v
been around!™ Evan just looked down, more or less at his shoes. The
rougeof actors began discussing among themselves his incredible perfor-

an
""Mais, certainement, M. Donaldson. Vous efes un tres beau
D' Artagnan "Ah, oui, vous Stes formidable, magnifique!” .
. look who's pulling Brownie E)omts today with Madame !
"Just knock it off, Ramsey, or I'l pu
pads after practice today!"

Evan Donaldson

you under the shower in your



A little, bo{v was led bﬁ the blue- unlformed uide down a well-
waxed corrl oron t e ground floor of the U N. Dbuilding.

"Boy, do you have long hair, lady! Where'd you get such Ionﬁ
hair?" The hoy ventured g question and his guide, straightening t
scarf around her neck, smiled.

I You remind me so of my little brother Vlncente de
Paulo who's down in Rio! | am o glad to talk with ey%
ey you're not an American. How come you're here in the

"WeII | work for my country, Brazil, and for the United Nations,
to hel makT peace. | love to mee}peop as I'm ‘sure you do, and
talk t0 people from all over the world. " She helped seatthe rest of
her party in the visitors' gallery and showed them how to adjust their
hea Phones ) Hhe pr%per language stations. She turned the ‘dial to
Englsh for the little
ol E.J%Xe the way you say "The Great Hoad" and "hock 'n

Yeah Umbelino, it's funny!"

"But my dears— 7you are always teasing me ! Tell me the truth—
am | gettmg better?

Eliana Umbelino de Souza



Rich Raines

"Yeah, man. But listen, Dino-1 can't book your act till next
season sometime ! Frank and my main man, Sammy, have got the
place packed rlqht now, so I'm ‘golden til| the Glope’ Trotters come
0 town I'm puttin* on a show for 'em. Keep cool, bu

The Las.Vegas nightclub owner hung up the phone and walked out
into the main room, and up onto the wide sta(t; The announcer
stopped the show as cheers of recognition burst from the audtence
and the line of scanttly dressed chorus %IHS sun?ed toward

"Hey, Richl’ ere's Y man!” the called.

The mettculously dressed ftgure stepped up to the mtcrophone and
said, in flawless English: ,

"Drinks are on'the house tontfg]ht ladies and gentlemen,

A white cogted bartepder rushed u d 9ed at h|s sleeve.

But Boss, there are five hundred eop e olf there!”

"Spare no expense money is no ? "

"Hey, Rich! You got'thirt |ve cents to buy anotherjar of
mstant coffee for the Sentor Sittin
| 'don't have that much, but II do you for a quarter. ..



"Ladies and gentlemen, tOﬂIé)ht we are proud o have with us the
worgd's Iegdlnﬂ authorjty on, and connoisseur of, kosher salami—
Professor Orvifle Pitt. _

The interviewer extended his hand to the Professor, who care-
fully inspected it.

"How are you, Professor?"

Rather insipid.

"Fine, fine.” Now, Professor, would you care to demonstrate
your_method oftastlrhg salam] to_ouy audience?" _

The Interviewer handed the Professor a tray of sliced salami.
The Professor snarked several times before he tleared his throat.

"Excuse me for interrupting you, sir, but why did you snark?"

"It was necessary. " C . o

Qh, continue,” said the interviewer, "please continue.

After selectln% a slice of salami, the Professor bit off a morsel
and rolled 1t around on his tongue before swallowing It.

'Is this some kind oféoke.u' he screamed in between chokes.

What's wrong, Professor?

"This salamiis not kosher. "

"But that's impossible!" _ _

"1 told you I preferred Isaac Gellis or Hebrew National, but that
rlgvgugg sset,tle for"Carmel, or 999. But non-kosher salami. . .that's
idiculous.

The Professor stood up and walked across the studio, then jerked
the exit door open. ,

..."Hey, Pitt, " yelled Ramsey. "Keep that locker door SHUT



Joan Wadelton

"Hai! Hail"

With a flashing _quick-trip movement of her foot, the girl sent
her opponent tumBling to the floor. She waited quietly at the side of
the mat until he had fisen, then graciously returned his bow. Tight-
ening the black belt around her waist, she'walked fo a bench at the
back of the room and sat down. In a few minutes her next opponent
entered the room, accampanied by his tramer. _

K., Oddjob! This 15 it!" She heard him whisper to the white-
robed Orjental, who was eying her suspiciously. "I've got ten thou-
sand on this fight- so you'd bétter win. She hasn't been beaten yet,
so don't think 1t'll be “easy. "

Smiling to herself, thie girl stepped onto the mat and stood ready.
O_ddajob lumbered into position. Affer the traditional bome e
tried to HO in for a low throw over the shoulder, but the gir'blocked
it with the Chai-So underhand grip. Confident now, as dlways, she
faked several times to the left, "then- =
..."Joan, how come you aren't takl\r,l\ﬂ]judo anymore?"

"Oh, 1just got too good for them. en | started throwing the
teacher around, “they décided I'd better graduate. "

o



sia Lrodflrey

Captain GodfreY ered the morsture from her face Watch the
jib! Watch the jib? gI ht, rea about, hard alee!™ The
skrﬁggr pun the w eel and felt the rus 8f thedb oat as the rudder

out. The crew das ed around th ec securing lines
and then hrkrn? ut ass e heeled
think we've got the Iead now!" The young member
o the foredeck corev¥ l?rgvlr/edeltp" 0‘Phe sKil ulled the zipper on her
sIrcker and W)oke off Into the sPray pcpt P qnn we)Fhave a
good chance for the Cup. The Intrepid's a oat She won last
year and she's well marined. But we've got er wrnd now,
The arré;ot chilly as the sun was covéred by a bank of clouds,
and ltWe wtrn rewttstron erh Skioner!” the first mate called.
eather's getting rou ipper!" the first mate calle

"| see, " thegs Kip ger sa?d qur ?p Secure everytﬁrng movable
?n deck "We're In or it now! And somebody bring me some tea
rom t e aIIe It's getting awfully cold!™ "Her hands gripped the
sIr %el harder the knuckles turning white. She Squinted at
oc an a ead and |vere

Man! 1t is SO cold in this place today! Is there any hot
water for coffee?"

'S re Sra |jU$t filled the pot. "

k you!" “Sia pulled the sleeves of her sweater down over
her hands 'I'm just freezrng It reminds me of one time | was
sailing up at Blue Hill. .



Punky and e.e. sat in a poetry-flown room, talking in lower
se.
"It certainly is a mud-Ilusciously puddle-wonderful day, " spoke

e
"yes, " thegoet laureate of non-capitalized verse replied, "but
that phrase Is 50 hackneyed. . .1've expressed that feeling in a new
way myse
. smlled |n a knﬁwmgly way:
rom|seu punky
aw rne true
at you be not me
and me he un-you
Punk Iooked back thats%
here was unusual silence in the Independent Writing

class. Mr. Packa
"That was retty good Punk. I've only seen once where it's

better said. TRats i’ this story that 1 wrote about this-"

Punky Brewster



"Giggi, darlin g this is positively the most divine little gathering I've
ever been to. Andyour marvelous iouse. It's ever so much”lovelier than
the White House.'

"Thank you, Jackie. The party[%ust could not have done on without
y u end ygu r in-laws. Do drop Ya y time you happen to be in East Egg,

n"%(y 0? xcusg me. Forbush

e

"W Kou pIease teII HIS Royal Highness | wish to speak with him?"
ich one,
"0h, nevermlnd Good evenlnd General, .. or is it morning? %o
I d France could spare you this past'week. | hope you've enjoyed t
Fp glne Don erigrion 1963 Is your favorite, is’it not?'
aul, dear, how are ou’7 You Iook positively devastating, although
|told<er than in your aY Do stag g ould be lost the resf of
the wee ou should demde to eave xcuse m |ggensbottom
ra ppeared, carrwng a silver tra¥ and a few”of the cups and
saucers of the two-million doflar’gold-inlaid tea service.
"Here's your coffee, ug
"Thanks, " aid Gillian, flop mlg info a delapidated Senior Sitting
Room chair. "God, | HATE instant coffee.

Gillian Gordon



A vgice over the loudspeaker announced the beginning of the
race. . "Drivers, man your cars!

Ricky Ross stragped himself into his s%lf engineered, double-
cam Lotus. He was feeling confident, a ough he knew that this
first (%rand Pr\x would béz a crucial test for .

The wheels squealed as Ross tore away rom the startlng Ime He
was concentratlnq solely.on the road ahead of him as he ap groac ed

F m's on the stra| ghtaway. He downshifted before entering
the flrs of a series of curves

He could feel the tires gripping the road as he swun mto a Ieft—
handed curve, then back the otherway into a sharp r(]gh
bank. ~Looking into the mirror, he saw an empty road be |nd h|m
He felt elated,” for he had never expected such a commanding lead
s0 early in the race.

For ten days, Ross had studied the course. The road was com-
Eletely familjar'to him and he was up for the race. He felt safe and
trong—just I’I?ht as he guided his car around and around the track.
[t seemed that there was™no one on earth but him. He could drive
and drive—just keep on going.

He would never stop.”..until he found himself pulling into the.
winner's circle. . Letting his Lotus roll to a stop, he knew he was in
threeeqosllrtnlon desireg b¥”so many top-flight drivers. Fans were there to
! "WeIL, |cky’> How did the test go? Did you get your driv-
ere I{(cenﬁe’)J But th id t tice backi What

eah, Jery ut the guy said to practice backing u a
does he know?" b o P $ -

Rick Ross



“Tancy F!

"Hey, Nance, toss me my other drumstick!"
K., Tony, here it is.

"Thanks, " sald the drummer. "Have you got the words to that
new sor%g_ T(emonzed?" _ _
m'crslﬁolrlne nd Lae'%lsdtrorltt‘ney%u Jin "er,\tloémc'y pIthrEdthlmoheern'n

i wal I [
run. pAfter tﬁ_e amps%a been aaﬁusFt)e%_),l the I%adegmetar p?aygr setg
time by tapping his foot, and the" music started to pulse through the
empthlscotheque. .
_"Don't you want somebody to love, .." she sam{;, harmonizing

with the. rev&erberatlng melody the lead guitar had Taken up. The
song finished with a butld-up’run on the “fuzz bass, the last note
S;}% g through the sound system a full thirty seconds after it was

"I think that'll be a g_ood number, " Nancy said enthusiastically.
" don't know, though—did | really sound all’right?"

"Sure, Nance, you sounded good, " said Tory.

Nancy smiled excitedly. "On, but I'm getting nervous already!
I'll be a wreck by tonight.™ , _

"You know it's_always like that, until you get up there in front
of the audience. Then you forget to be nervous!”

"Yeah, | quess so. Well, are we throu%h now? I've got to go
over to Paraphernalia and pick uR my new dress for tonight. "

"What do_you say, hoys, Isthatit?" _ ,

..."'Rovmg Kind' practice is pow officially adjourned, friends.
|, for one, haveé got to get home. _ _

"Yeah, " said'Nancy, "Me too. Anybody need a ride? Gail?. .."



"In this corper, weij hln% 135 pounds, the challenger from
Trenton, New J"erseg,_t e Golden Boy, Bob Golden. " “A roar went up
in the crowd. "And in this corner, Weighing 386 pounds, World
Heavyweight_Champion, The Manchurian Man- Mountain, Gorilla
Monsoon. * The Gorilla grunted as the crowd hissed af him.

The bell rang and the’ Golden Boy ripped off his gilded robe.
Monsoon thumped across the ring and began raking Golden's _e}les.
Monsoon then went to a choke hold. The referee hroke the illegal
hold, and as he backed away, The Manchurian Man-Mountain
brought a forearm Into Golden's face. The fans beﬁ,an to appeal to
Golden to punch the tre_fcher_ous giant. Mustering hig strengh
Golden caught the Gorilla with a flﬁ/_lng drop kick. ~ Golden“followed
with a standing switch, and then whipped his oppaonent to the mat.
The fans screamed wildly as Golden prepared to pin his opponent.
Gold'e'n";ﬁargh’ " sald Jerry, turning green. "What are you doing,
"Sorry, | quess I just got carried away. "

Bob Golden



Bob Ramsey

_The star goalie of the Montreal Canadians stepped out onto the
slick, hard ice and gave a powerful E)ush with each heavily padded
leg. He skated to the heavy red metal goal. The goalie got set in
his crouch and watched the first shot go Wide past the upper corner of

the cage. , :
shouted the goal tender, "zat will nevaire do, keep

"Maurice,
ze shots lowaire. . _
_ The next shot was a hard slaﬂshot. The goalie flicked out his
ng(;n tIegthand_hﬁ?rd the thud as the puck hit. * He watched it carom
wide_tothe right.
The oalig Was giving advice to thg oun% hopeful who had tried
to replace the older,” more experienced player. L
.. "Alors, Retlt, ou will learn, nevaire fear. Mais, c'est impera-
tif that you nave z¢ reflexes.
He)f, Ramsey! ) S
Mr. Rulon-Miller skated in slowly, faked to the left with his,
?r?t%d'thgwnlgttly drew the puck past the Sprawling goalie and flipped it
"Well, ™ thought Bob, "on ne peut pas gagner tout. .." (sic)



Galloping on horseback down the beach, she felt her hair blow in
the wind, assunlight reflected off the sand 'warmed her face. .. She
rened in the horse and jumped off into the shallow water, Her bare
feet sank as the tide washed in and ate away the shore. She tossed

her eqh f‘ er olden harr shone In the Sun.
be rne Miss F Iper

The camera crew skarAed to up their equipment, and the
trainer came over to ru ownte 0rse.

The director walked over to where Anne was srttrnP onasand
dune. "l musts th at was ver trsfactory Miss Fu per Your skin
tones and, genera co oring are per ect or a Breck Girl. I'm sure
we ltl be in touch with your agent soon about some other advertise-

ens

"The crey erI grve you a ride back to the studio after they're

throy ackrn ou
8 P ﬂan‘h ouy s|1e sard "I think I'll stay here. My
summer’ house IS jUS down the beach, .

"Anne! My God, are you gorng to Long Beach Island THIS
Weekend’? Our English papers are due

| know, but Igust can't push it. | can probably work better
out there with nobody to bother me, anyway.

Anne Fulper



" de . Pee| me another grape. . .and don't bruise the fruit this time,
Y The sheik yawned and motioned a dancing girl over to his cush-
ioned chaise, “As she bent down he whispered, “Honey, fill the wine

decanter will ya?"
Obediently ‘she picked it up and started for the wine cellar.
"Assa girl: " He yawned. "This is the life, man.
The gils began & slow dance, weaving around his richly cur-
talned da ?ﬂs As'the scent of their perfumé wafted through the room,

he close eyes.
- (faghorr(lj, will you get your feet off the table?"

John Claghorn



Mary, her hair neat evep in the wind, peddled down the cobble-
stone street, with a lunch of bread, cheese and wine in her basket.
She was heading for the country for an afternoon of runnln% through
fle(deﬁ, Iaughl&\g, handdsnt_lntg lhr]\der shatdy trtehes, thmk”r]\g a (()ju]g music
and tennis,” A¢$ she rode info the couniry, . the scene changed from
thatched Danish houses to fields of éjaffgdlls ent in t%e wgmd. Mary
stopped for @ minute to snap a picture, _

'Danl%h (Laffodlls,,j' she thought. "Can hardly wait to show
everyone back home. " _ o

he decided to stay in the acres of fields and spread her picnic
out neatlg by the flde of the road. With organized fingers, she
poured heérself a q ass of wine. _ ,

"The S'kY is bluer than 1t was back in Switzerland, " she thought,
"and the fields are yellower than in France. "

_Although an all=the-time traveller, Mary always travelled
light.  She"traversed the entire world, staying long enougih to know
the countries she visited, to know the people as friends close enough
to be family. ~She never travelled to say she'd been there.

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

... "Bassett! “Bassett!

"What 1s it?" _ _

"We've got baskethall practice now! Did you forget?"



Bill Rigot

A man in a suede vest and rolled-up shirt sleeves sat signing pa-
pers at his crescent-shaped desk. Behind him blinked a computer-
controlled map of the United States, Canada and Mexico. On walls
to the right and left were Africa and Eurasia, The man put his pen
behind his ear, push?d his glasses down on his nose, and looked at the
map_sparkling directly across the room from him, ,

The telephone rang. It was the Minister of Defense saying that
all was well. The SecCretaries of the Interior and Health, Education
and Welfare had called in earlier to say that their departments, too,
Were running smoothlg. ,

The man was glad as he looked at his country, mapped on the
wall across the rogm, for he knew the Peo le were ha ge/ Fpl_ans were
R/?_mg through, bridges were being built. William Rigot,” Prime

0|Ond|ster, knew thaf things were &s they should be—not perfect, but

He unbuckled his shoes and stretched, relaxed. e

... 'S0 does everyone agree? This plan for the constitution may
not be perfect, but [ef's show it to the school anywazv. Now how
gbﬁu%_algwatlon to end this meeting—I've got to go sweat on the foot-
all field.



It was the Olympic Horse Trrals The cream of the horse world
ﬁs at Gladston New Jersea/ érn the day was an evaporated grey.
The b ow le Au Iges stoo |scr|m|nat|n
[’m so Whitney. Thrs is 30 embarrassrng

Theju ges stood embarrassed In"a myd puddle. It was raifin
ﬁgrr]rdgnud tlipped from the horses" hooves int the faces of the old

"Yes, Bert. But it IS beautjful AND embarrassing. Oh, Bert—
don't c[jy about |t Don't cry about It, Bert."

went splat, faces went wet.

No I'm br ve " Whitney, 1'll not cry. I will tell Miss Linker.
| should be the one, She is'SO exquisite; she and her horse are one.
And her breeches stayed clean.

"Bert, %ou must continue to be brave. Remember. This does
not mean that you are not a fine horseman. It is simply that there
has never been any horseman uh horsewoman like ‘Miss Linker,
ever,  And that iIs'why. ou must e replaced.

| a ree The Unifed States must have the finest trainer. And |
\é\lrélr!rbteakrnegoqe fo tell her to offer her my job. To beg her to con-

o The two horsemen tipped their hats, and, feeling better, depart-

"Kate, doII take my lemon meringue pie! It'll really

stren%then%ou or rid Ing
ALLY, Joan [t looks vile and, besides, I'm on a diet."

Kate Linker



Faron Daub

The skier tightened her bindin?s and adjusted the goggles which
fitted snugly over her crash helme

"Okay. ~ All set. " She dug her poles into the snow to balance
herself as she edged backwards. _ She moved cautjously unti| the at-
tendant motione h r to stop. Then she handed him her poles. He
turnegltloceeagl down the jump.

The man at the bottom of the jump waved his arm.

All right, Miss Daub. Go ahéad.

Faron took a deep breath and then gave herself a backward jerk.

She took off All to urck¥ she saw fhe jump whizz past her, ‘and
she was airborne. She prepared herself for as ooth landing, ‘and in
a few seconds executed It with complete grace and fine form.
o The crowd roared. [t was the largest ever to attend the Winter
y"I\%rss Daub, | understand that this is the premigre of your own
creation, the Backward Jump. Do you have anything to say to the
spectators here in Salzburg about this inngvation in s ||ng

"Well, ' sard Faron, "as a matter of fact it happened by mis-
take. One day | was-"

God, Faron! How did it happen?"

"WeII everythrn% was fine_until my brother pushed me down the

slope backwards. But it was REALLY great.



Six |Iver [g)lated teIephones littered on the shrn%expanse of the

walnut desk top. One of'them w S rrngrnn%; and the man who sat b
hrndtedesk busrness tycoon ann, answered it
! " Y eah here Make it fast, paI time is money."
Hello, AJ Trsrs Rocky.
"Well, w

! ”]o ha t can | do fo‘you?“ AlJ. smrl
Al I get ight’to the point. ~ That last campaign rea
fInIShedreme Ineedomrocnr%té—tasndofast | think | can cover you. Ho
Su u i r ver you. How
muc do'} gn |s nggtey The tycoong a%sentmrndedly began to}rjraw dol-

lar signs

\%/ [, about seven million.

A.J. sat torward suddenly, ands uttered into the phone, "SEVEN
million? "Come on, Rocky, you knolv how | operate I" ' won't handle
anyt,hrlr]? under ten.. Go for somethin', kid!"

i Khave ttl) thrnkh atb?thtrdt AIJII t I mthrn pretty deep aIreatdy

wha 0. urn this over'to my secretar
nt?WI IYtOU caﬂ c%fl her backtand tell herwhat youdéecrdd)ed atnd Y
she'l] let me know, I've gotto go n need me downstairs
He a!)ru tP;/ broke the conﬁectrong anrthtrorfeyout otmh (i %ant of-
fice. Theelevator was wartrng an took him drrecty to the ground
floor of the building, where AZJ. alighted and made his way through
the crowd ofwartrng orfice workers t small cara table, that was
stand mg next to t e main entrance of the lobhy.

Iy |l "have two glazed and one cliocolate, please, "
&'Yes sif,” Mr. Gregory. “Here you are." Andy held out his

an
"Could I pay you for those tomorrow?"
"Well, sir, we try to work on a strictly cash basis. .

Andy Fishmann



Beth Sehlossherg

"That's it! RI?ht there! Beautiful. . smlle smlle thats it!
Ah, now—think of That great feellngyou etw en ou rus OH
%eth with Brighto Tooth aste. Th ats my girl! G eat' at—
or%eous You're t e best smile gir eve ever hag
now Tight up against the backdrop. .Mmm, that dark hair a%alnsf the
white Satin-what a smile ! Fine, MISS Sehlossberg, fine. Ithink that
will do for today, "
oa/ou th|nk |t went all right, Frederick? Tcan never tell, you
IR 6 sy ad i a1 T Ol e ot
i il
etossedy ﬂea#and let her dark hair fsall down her back.
We Freddy, I've reafygot to run. Late, you know. "
eéidg/ was be3|de hlmsel "Ah, Miss Sehlossberg, are you-may
Iwou re you busy tonlo
h, Freddy, you CUTE boyI Yes, lam. Seriously, though,
never gwe up Till tomorrow Freddy. "
Beth! Beth! You forgot ﬁourcalcul s book. "
She rushed back in. "Its good you reminded me. | haven't done
the h\a}\nﬁl nF] IIswear IdldntgetANY NG done last night. "
"Oh yI don t know -why not."



111 never forget the time | was performing on the coast, |
sta ed at the Ye Olde”Drop J)e Inn for a rest and a thange—that is, the
bel boy (T;ets the chanﬁ;e and the hotel ﬂets the rest,

Spears looked at |s audience for the response he sensed wasn't
comlngi< Well gang, let's get with it, he th ou%

Okay, do an of you know the djfference etween a dog and a
tongue? A tongu has'a coat, but a dog only pants!”

t Oth d tthebworstjoke I've ever heard, " said a woman sit-
ing at a ringside tahle
g ?—I aq/ you ought to be on a parole board. You never let
anybody fInISh d sentence' Spears looked down; he couldn't under-
stand wh htheBcrthwd was fighting him.

ob!

"What,  Mrs. Baker?" he said degfcted¥
"Did you hear about the three holes in the ground?"

"Well, well, well."

Bob Spears
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Class History

There must be a beginning, and
G|I||an Sia and Linda were the be%mmng of our class.
They came in Kindergarten, into that Iemon yellow basement room,
when first 9raders were fierce- until we too became
First Graders with Mrs. Patterson. Nancy came then in tomboy dress
and compositioms were written for the first time.
Second grade equaled show and tell and Mrs. Finch-relay races-
across the glayground down the slide and, puff, back into the classroom.
Yt e.time third grade came, we were all managed ladies
(that is,. after Mrs Dennison had Clean-out-the=Closet Day and
brou ht in old high heels for us to wear-only Linda B. couldn't
% eet were to0 small
Nobody's feet were too small the next year when we were the
enlars of the Lower School-fourth graders.
Gail and Connle joined the ranks then
ewrote and p%t on our own orlgmal pTrett
Miss Rule's S we went for wild flower'walks with Mrs. Barclay,
studled palnters and birds and got ready for
fifth grade and gym suits and exams, and Mrs. Peck, who told us
we sounded like™"a herd of wild elephants".
After that, we progressed to sixth grade with Mrs. Conroy on the third
floor. Kate and Susan climbed all those stairs to be in odr class. There
was science-THE HUMAN BODY, and Medieval History with Mrs. Liu, plus
South American Geography.
even\h grade Miss taHdm ﬁme from acrﬁ]s the sea and
rea ed’the waves as she taught English and homeroom;
ky came from Lawrenceville, andw aII
chkens Dickinson, Stephen Crane and THE FIRST AID HANDBOOK.
9H£ nSexEdoor neighbor was the most hushed of places-
We were “Senjors in the Middle School now-soon to be
er Schoolers with prestige, responsibility and honor.
) g erd was ourscrlbe advisor and critic as we wrote our eighth grade
Iay Th Willin
|n fonor of New erseys being three hundred years old.
f\lt became very famous and €ven Firestone Library has a copy in its stacks)
nne and Mary {omed us and helped make the Beatles famous at MFS.
Then we ?radua ed wearlng corsages pinned to
Eﬂgseavsvthloe rdresses worn to &very Candlelight and Commencement for
fou
ﬁndp mSaIrI]y Yhe September day came when we were
W%ptook Blble and Arg Studio,
took our last chance (or first one if you were
Beth, Suzanne or Joan) at cllmblng he mounument-as far as George Washington.
The ‘cherry trees burst, the popsicleman came
there were classes in the grass and sandaled feet on skateboards,
as we failed, wintered, springed our way up
In the fireplaced rooms
of the old Princeton Inn.



It pever tﬁok Claghorn Lon to assess a situation.
By 2nd Form_he knew that the masters were really
acqalnst us. Driven into secrecCy by the opJJressor

o formed the Burgy-Lour Club. Chandler and
Taﬁ/ or were charter members and magde it their res-
0 5|b|I|tX to spread the club "melge™ throughout

. C.D. Atthe same time, DonaldSon, who Te-
alized that the farmers were against us, led a
movement to ostracize all farmers. Wandelt, often
working under the pseudonyms of "Josey" and "Baby
Face, “was instrumental in effecting the early
conspiracies, but to this day no one’has any idea
what his contributions were. However, i wasn't
until the arrival of Simmons and Spears in the 4th
Form that the conspearacy became publlclg known.
We were ruthless; we terrorized anyone or anything
that got in our way. While Charli¢ was out blow-
Ing up tree stumps with his homemade bombs
Spears and Clag were_slinking around as the Phan-.
tom Chalk Swipers. The class learned to disguise its
Intentions. One moment we would be walking
through the halls in single file, and the next we
would be chasing Battle' past the baseball field and

Then suddenly we were a|l to?et_her in this place
called "Princeton Day. School”. It didn't mean much
to us at first-the building and the people were new,
strange. Mr. McAnenY introduced” himself to_the
girls,” writing them all letters expressing his joy at
Rlalnmg so many new daughters at once.” Sue and
Nanda'were new to us; Bob Ramsey and another Jon
joined us. As the year progressed We began to know
each other and to relax inour unaccustomed "posh
surroundings. _
The néxt year Mr. McClure came, pIunged in,
and kept us smiling.. Classes hecame co-ed and we
were united bP/ allkinds of thm%s like Histor
clasi1 g"l'm tartking, pleasg”. %]t e Junior Pro
[gwn n all girl band) and Mme Whlé)ples _
rench play {musketeers, dueling and a bouncing
ballet). Fdron, Katie and Bob Golden were new
that year and Evan joined us mid-stream, so to
speak. We worried about school spirit and. class
unity, realizing that as the upcoming Senjors
andfirst co-ed class we would be responsible for
creating spirit and establishing traditions. Mrs.

over the fence. In 6th Form, Fishmann, Pitt,
Raines, ngot, and Ros-The Trenton Five-
oined the tlass. "Trenton Makes-The World
akes, " and for a while some of the Trenton guys
really got taken. Fish quickly learned biologica
warfare at the expense of Mr. Hillman, and™b
the middle of the g/ear The Trenton Five had
become an |ntegrél Part of the class and an elabo-
rate %rouH of subversives. In Ancient History we
learned the power of the "x. " X-ing Hutner was
worth 3x's against anyone else andaction of this
%allbre generally menf[ed 2 standlng ovation. Un-
ortunatély, we ‘often found ourselvés defenseless
against Mr. Gorman and Mr. Smyth, who always
had an adequate su)PpI%_of French numbers to keeg
us In check. Even x's didn't work % ainst them, so
to overcome our fru tra“,on_s we sa t_a%ed the
ErLIHhSh Department Iding 20 copieS of ALL
UIET ON'THE WESTERN FRONT from Mr. .
itus. We, rarelg got caught, and when we did
the penalties weére never severe-perhaﬁs that
was because Messrs. Robson, McCaughan, and
McAneny were also involved in our conspiracies.

Smith's Lheatre workshop added a new dimepsion
and sparked Interest In drama. We producea "Anne
Frank, " "Hands across the Sea" and "Infancy".
which, thanks to Mr. Mac's direction, swept in all
the awards in the hl%}h schooI[pIa_y competitjon.
We became Senfors at last, mheritors of the
SSR and senior privileges, and the first _aruug_ants
In spring seminars. Bill Rigot was Council President

ang An ?1/ led us to financial security with the
ilshmand Enterprises’ Doughnut Business. Gillian,
nne an

d Evan became ovr theatrical stars, while
Joan, Linda and_Punky ruled the presses. Eliana
came from Brazil and Edouardo from Caosta Rica to
9|ve his famous Banana sgee_ch. Most of us hecame
nvolved as tutors or recreation leaders with
children'in Trenton, through Connje's successful UPI
program. We adopted Tam in Saigon..

And.so we passed our IastR/ear with coffee .
arties in the SSR, to the sourd of the Temptations,
pears' Cosbian humor, Claghom's xgllmg, Hey,

Zeke " and "Why did Hamlet delay*
We'll miss it.






FACULTY



Douglas 0. McClure
Headmaster



Administration

SEATED: DOlf\%as 0. McClure, (B.A. Yale, M.A. University of Connecticu_t% Headmaster and instructor in

history, STANDING: Herbert McAneny,. (B.A. W|I_|ams B.A. Oxford) Asgistant He?dmaster and mstrdui(t_or

n Engll_sh; Madeline Weigel, (B.A. Skidmore, Child Education Foundation) Head of Lower School and kinder-

%arten instructor; Charles™A. Gillies, C(A' B, Geor'ge Washington University,” LL. B. Harvard) Director of Develop-
ent and instructor in mathematics; Carl ey, (B.S. 7 M.A. . University of Arkansas) Business Manaﬁer;

Beverley A, Williams, (B.A. Randolph-M oman’s College). Director of Studies; Wesl_eY A. McCaughan,

Jr., (B'S. Trentop State CoIIe_tt;e, M.S. R trrsgrDlFrector of Admissions and instructor in his olr!; Joan C.

Baker, (Chatelard School, Switzerland), Re owler Merle-Smith, (B.A. Princeton, M.A.T. Columbia)
Head 'of* Junior School, instructor in history.



PAIGE E. AARON

rench . .
B. A. University of
Denver.

ALICE M. ARCHER
French

focee Fenelon

A I%ance Francaise
Professorat.

DEIRDRE BANNON
Science
B.A. Douglass.

DANIEL J. BARREN
Mathematics
Dlrector of Boys'
hyS|ca| Education
Gannon.

MITCHELL H.
BRONK

Sclence

B.A. Harvard.

ICHARD_ BURNES
athematics

R
M
B.A. Swarthmore.
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IRENE C. CONROY
Mathematics

B.A. University of
New Hampshire.

CARLW. COREY
History .
B.A. Princeton.

WAlﬁTER H. DAUB
Mathematics
B.A. Princeton.



ELEANOR L. DRANE
nR ish
Bryn Mawr.

JEANNE M. DUFF
Fine Arts ,
B.A. Sweet Briar
M.A.

versity.

PAMELA H.
ESPENSHADE
Latin, History
B.A. Wells
M.A.T. Yale.

BRUCE T. FIFER

Mus
BM E Westminister
Choir College.

New York Uni-

ELIZABETH B. FINE
Latin, Greek
B.A. University of

PWISCOﬂSI

ITCHIE L. GEISEL
athematics

R
M
B.A. Prlnceton

STEVEN GILBERT
Mathematics
B.A. Prlnceton

CHARLES GILLIES
Drlnrector of Develop-
M athematics

A. George Wash-

Ington
LL. Harvard
M.A. Northwestern.

THERESE A.
GLADSTONE

French

Certificat d'Etudes
Litteraires Generales

Sorbonne.



NEST GORDON

t Andrews
dinburgh

ER
Re
M
BD. E

S. T.N. Hartford.
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A
D.
T

HUSON
GREGORY

English
R Dartmouth.

OLGA

HOLENKOFF
Russian
Licence_de Prof. de
Francals a

L Etranger.

JOHN W. IVORS
Physical Education
B.A. Trenton State
College.

THOMAS D JABOUR
[ndustrial A

B.A. Trenton State
College.

J PARRY JONES

|stor%

warthmore
M A. University of
Pennsylvania.

FENELLA B. KIRMAN
Physical Educatlon

Bed?ord College of
Physical Edutation.

ot

PH KOVACS
umental Music
Diploma

Royal Hungarian
S¢hool of Music
B.Mus

M. Mus
We stmlnlster Ch0|r
Co Ilege

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

GARY M. C. LOTT
Histor K/I

A. Middlebury
A. Columbia.

O

B.
M.

JAC%UELINE l.
MARSHALL
French

B.Ed. University of
Alberta, Canada.
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gAMUELA OLSON
panis

B.A. Johns Hopkins
Univers |dy

M.A. Middlebury.

GEORGE V.

PACKARD

ea gEngllsh De-
W

“Q_

0
tm
B.A. Bowdoin

M.A. Columbia.

MARY E. PECK

RET ANN
E%UC&IIOH

Iversity of
Carolina.

RICHARD G.
POO

hE

Frenc

B.A. Princeton,
University of
Grenoble.



FRANCES M. BARBARA K.
ROBERTS, CHLEYER
EI%O% nBelsblsecott Hegrdtn%)gnstmence e
iS 'St Sobms, P A Ratcliffe.
TUA ALISON M.
gcgn?_ R?BSIEJN MSI-{EHADII_
S. Springfie athematics
A Colimbia. B.5. MCGill
ANNE C. ANNEB. SHEPHERD
ROTHROCK Engllsh
Eng\hsh, History B.A. Vassar
B.A. Radcliffe” University of London
M{-\ Boston Univer- M.A. Columbia.
sity.
HAROLD RULON- ARLENE H. SMITH
MILLER . Fine Arts
Mathematics Dlﬁloma Newark
B.A. Princeton. School of Fine Arts
Art Students' League.
DONALD A. MOYNE R. SMITH
SAWYER Eng\llsh .
%msen%e versity of BKah University of
S, 5a$
Den\/err”YerSIty 0 M.A. Western
M.A. University of Reserve.

Maryland.
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ROBERT N. SMYTH
French

B.A. Williams

M.A.. New York Uni-
versity.

MES THOMPSON
English

M.A YUarlle ersity of
A, Universi
Miami. y

L

Histo

B.S. ¥rir_1it
M.A. Princeton.

WA|.TER L. TITUS
EnR Ish
B.A. Princeton.

WINIFREDS VOGT
EHRIS Hlstor
Wellesl ey

II:STER TIBBALS, JR.

RENEE-PAULINE
EXIGA WHIPPLE

French
Professorat t”Dlrect—

e
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Modernes_(Education

Nationale).

JEAN WHITALL
Mathematic

BA., M A Oberlin
M.A" Haverford.

GINJA K. STEIN
tsltl Psycholo-

ege.

N
.D. University of
Pennsylvania.



GERTRUDE D. BROPHY JEAN 0. SMYTH
R.N. Admissions Secretary
School Nurse

EDWARD J. JANE WHITEHEAD
DOBKOWSKI Receptionist
Superintendent of

Buildings and Grounds









SCHOOL



VT

FIRST ROW: Karen Hoffman, MaryLou Delahanty Susie Schnur, Beth Borgerhoff, GIenysWoIff Sharon Abeel, NeII Bushnell, Debhie Shoemaker,
Da |dV0macka JaneWHeP/ Jean"Gorman, Derry nght Bertina Blelcher Sh|rley urican, Dianna Eure, Barb ara homsen, ndreaFlshman SECOND
ROW; Gail L)Bman Patti Niemtzow, Debbie Applegat Heai[I Ebbie Rose, ‘Sue Bailey, Laurie Lamar, Kath ¥{Gorman Larry Tan, I\/Y

Boyajian, Ra ert O'Connor, David Macleod, obertRathauser THIRD ROW: Beverle; BeV|s Margery Burt, Bebe Ramus Blalr Lée, Debble errlck
Toh yBIalr Robert Wilmot. FOURTH ROW: Jerry King, Gale Colb Jeff Prebluda aV|d an Houten, Frank Andrews, ydeMeaseg FIFTH ROW
Abﬁ/ Sheldon, Jeremy Dunning, Ed Cole, Ed Pufcell, Kelth Bash, Cra ?Pae SIXTH ROW: Tom Spaln Chris Gable, Doug Reick, Chia Ballantine,
Pooh Holt, Rick Jug Ronda Davis, Ashby Adams, Betsy Nicholes. MISSING FROM PICTURE Carol Bernstein, Sue Denisé, Molly Hall, Robert
Korman, Philip Winder, William Chalverus, Ed Purcell.



EanROAVYI|s%F1uce|FE>|§er er, RandaIIMartln Bill Power, Robert Salup John Parrot, Taylor Chambers, Freddy Erdman. SECOND ROW: Barbara
t

e [ aurie D'Agosting, Cin oemaker, Alice Holimap, Laurie Linowitz, Robin’ urray, Barbarg Miller, Sysan Hughes, Brita
bi Lapidus, Rebecca Bushn? Lindsey I-chis Frehdl Cagan, Linda McCandless, Noregn Donne Y, Marorle th
[

aw Francine Barlow, 'Pam
Orr, Diane Erlckson THIRD ROW: H|Iar Martln Louise Sayen, Liz Hamid, Linda Mihan, Peninah Chilton, Luc?é Stover, Pam Woodworth, Ann
Wlley Leslie Grey, JanetMasterton, Mld%e Valdes Mar%aretMelgs Vicky Johnson Harrlet Sharlin.  MISSING FROM PICTURE Lew Bowers, Shelley
%Arew er, Meq Brinster, Gil Farr, Suzanne Heidi Fle
e

Erik Heggen Louise Hutner, Debbie Lawrence, Allyn Love, David Mack, Timothy
dley, Jonathan Paynter, Robert Peck, Chrls Reeve, James Rodgers, Basil Stetson, Grace Taylor, Joan Wifliams, Donald Young, Jack Kilgore.



TV

FRONT RQW: Greacian Goeke, Evelyn Sherwood, Chris Chambers, Sall)hWeIIm?_, Kristi Vaughan, Louise Peters, Can _

G?hrmzm S%COND RJOW: GD_ore Le\r/]y, Jﬁdle Plﬁt'tl'l Pjalt Lil eIu_nd,JNataslleI tustonT ge llé/lorganﬁe b'a“le: PooIeL,_ ﬁatgth (lillurg, Llﬁa V\{]arrenC tBhets Mere-
ith, Mim Sawyer, Jean Ginsbur ssye Hill, Joan Lewis, Jean Schluter, Terrie Fried, .Robin Frey, Linda Gatchell, Pam Hughes, Cathy Lane,
%arbara Bauer, )Anne T—?ealy. QPHI%RD ,go?/\l:y?(rlsten Garver, Louise Broag, Ellen §tem, Debbie ?—Iuntlngklon, Vick| Wﬁnoc_k, L|r2ette %/l?ﬁs Susie W ater-
man, Jane Cross, Nan Karwan, Laurie Bryant, Arlene Qpatut, Mary Bishop, Margaret DT(Vrlef, Sarall Brett-Smith, Chrjs'Smith, Dede Pickering,
Elizabeth Tomlinson, Betti Schleyer, Paula Zaitz. FOURTH ROW: Larry Boyer, Jim Black, Alec Donaldson, David Stark, Tim Smith, Danny Cantor,
Joe*Punla Don Miflner, Sam Rodgers, Tony Dale, Mitchell Sussman, George Treves, Paul Lyman, Tom Worthington, R|ck?]/ Bryant, Larry Levenson.
FIFTH ROW: Ben Reeve, David Seckel, Larry Rose. Carl Jacobelli, Tom O'Connor, David Claghom, John Battle, Terry Boot

ob , ,. Crichton Adams, John
PCaltrF]e,V%/ergnhy Bonner, Robert Holt, Bill Flemer. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Martha Feltenstein, Diane Jass, BIythe Kropf, Tania Lawson-Johnston,
athy Wadelton.

andie Brown, Debbie McGill, Betsy
c






Tanja Lawson-Johnston, Betsy Nicholes,
Susie_Schpur, Jeff Prebluda, " Lindsey Hicks.

WLlnda Baker Sia Godfry Freddl Ca an, Jgan L WI%
'Alec Donaldson, Chessye Hill, Rick Ross,

y Erdman, Derr L|ﬁ4 |got president
W: Jerry Pitt, Bob O'Conn oHy HaII, Chris Reeve,

Upper School
Student Council



Middle School
Student Council

FRONT ROW: Chris Miller, Susan Ross, Alexandra Shoemaker, Ellen Fisher, Charles Place, R_o[qer Sherman.
SECOND ROW: Robert Andresen, Hope Miller, Jean Beckwith,” Ayres Brown, Jeffrey Schuss, Pieter Fisher,
E\G/Frr;r?t%sh.MEIr-lylFli_gngow: Rebecca Borden, Randy Gulick, Thomds Reynolds, Arthdr Mittnacht, Grayson



IRST ROW; Robbi

F e Ho

Beverly Bevis, J Chandfer, Connie Sayen (chairman),
THIRD ROW: De bs You% Bob O'Conrior, Tom Spain, Cath
KI?ore MISSING FROM PICTURE: Francine Barlow, Carol
Gillian Gordon.

Social Service

Volunteer Community Services

United Progress Inc. , Trenton
Community Schools Program (Divi-
sion of United Pro%ress Inc.), East
Trenton Civic Center, Neurd- PSK
chiatric Institute Recordmg for t e
Blind, Philadelphia Weekend

Camps, Princeton Outgrown Shop

t Gale Colb% Debbie Lawrence, Donald Millner, SECOND ROW:

a Evan Donaldson, Nanda D'Agostino

Lane, Natalie Huston, Jack
ernstein, John Claghom’

Contributions

The Foster Parents Plan
fl#nesorto tam red evN/e\ggr[e(
| |
ases QH alaed) la Weeken
Work Camps, United Negro

College Fund, The American
Red Cross.






The Skin Of Our Teeth
By
Thornton Wilder
Directed By
Herbert McAneny

CAST

ANNOUNCET coovrrirrrerinerrsrisessssessessnseenneens 30D RAMSEY
Sabina Gillian Gordon
Mr. Fitzpatrick Paul Lyman
Mrs. Antrobus Anne FuIEer
DINOSAUT ..veveeeeeerereresseeeeressressesesesessssesesesesessens Greaclan Goeke
MelimmoﬁhB ........................................................ GeoBr ?Elreves

eqra OV ererrerteeeeeeeesesneeeeeeersseseseeeseeeseeeeseeas emer
G?ad%/s..P .......... y ...................................................... Mary Bishop
H MY coieceeeeeee e e e ere e ererere e e e eserennes Evan Donaldson
ME ANETODUS oo Christopher Reeve
Doctor Basil Stetson
P rOTESSON e Jerry Pitt
JUAGE s Sandy Wandelt
H T BT vt eeeereeeeeeeeteresseeerererensesesesesessnsenes David Macleod
Miss E. Muse Sue Denise
MISS T. M USE oo Pooh Holt
MISS M. M USE coeeieieeeeeeeeer s e e seee s eesesrens Patt| Nlemtzow
FOTtUNE T ITET oo e arger urt
DLum Ma gorettes ................... Freddi Cagan, Betti chf
Chalr PUSHhETS ., George Treves, Alex Donaldson
CONVEENETS . iiecereieseeereenns Sarah Brett-Smith, Sue Denise,

e|d| Flemer, Terrie Fried, Lizette M|IIs Bill FIemer
Jerry Pltt Basil Stetson, Sandy Wandelt, DaV|d Macleod

BINGO CallRr ..o Alex Donaldson
Broadcast Off|C|aI John Taylor
ASSISTANT ... Paula Zaitz
Mr. Tremayne Basil Stetson
Hester Jane Wiley

VY teerigiessesssssssses s Alice Holiman
FIEA BaTlRY oo Tim Smith

Assistant Stage Manager....oeerverenereneennnn, Terrie Fried



Officers and Production Staff of Drama Club

President: Gillian Gordon

Secretary-Treasurer: Margery Burt
Stage Mdnager: Beth Schlossbérg

Assistants: "Andrea Fishman
Bob O'Connor

Settings designed by Laurie Lamar
Sceneconstrlction by Gary Lott

Light design: Don Fiéld

ComBnittee Chairmen

Lighting: Bob Spears

Sound: Doug Rieck
Costumes: ‘Katje Ecroyd
. Beth Healy™ .
Properties: Candy Bgyajian
Gale Colby
Make-up: Susan Koc
Joan_ Wadelton
House: Punky Brewster
Pro?_ram: Bob Golden
Publicity: Rich Raines
Tickets: And\//Hshmann
Jon Vereen



FRONT ROW: Chris Reeve, Beth Schlossberg Margery Burt, Gillian Gordon (chalrman% Anne Fu}ger Punky
Brewster, Evan Donaldson. BACK R b'0'Connor, Abbg She Idon, David Van Houten, Susan Koch, B
Golden, 'Mary Bishop, Andy F|shmann Joan Wadelton. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Suzanne Blanchet.






FIRST ROW R%bln raut, Ro in Freé( Carol Steophens Kathay Veeder, Karen Turner, Ginna
Vogt, Anne Bis SECOND R |II|an Gord Bob Spe rs, Linda Baker (editor), Susie
Schnur, Bets N|choles, Ann eW|II|ams eorge Treves, Doug |eck Lizette
Mi Ilg Rebecca Bushnell Ebble Rose, L| cCand ess DEbhie Lawrence, R|chard Alb(irt
MISSING FROM PI TURE Tondy Blair, Claghom, Ronda Davis, Jerem)ﬁ unning, Gi
Farr, Andy Fishmann, Bob Golden, Beth Healy ate 'Linker, Paul Lyman, Rich Ralnes Connie
Sayen, Joan Williams.

Spokesman

Cymbals

FIRST ROW: Chris Reeve, Bebe Ramus, Punky Brewster %Edltor Beth Borgerhoff, Jerry Pitt.
BACK ROW: Alex Donaldson, Susie Schnur, Debbie Lawrence, Bill Flemer,



Doug Rieck, Larry Boyer, Paul Lyman, George Treves, Larry Tan, Tony Blair, Freddy Erdman, Basil Stetson.

Photography Club



Borge rhoff, Pooh Holt. SECOND ROW: Susan
F%rlc Laurie Bwant Kristen Garver, Louise

FIRST ROW: Mary Hobler, bBeth
PICTURE: Kristi Vaughan, Sue Bailey,

Koch, Punky Brewster, Debbie M
Broad, Katie Ecroyd. MISSINGF
Sue Kleinberg, Margaret DeVries.

Madrigals
Choir

FIRST ROW: Kristen Garver, Laurie Bryant, Louise Broad, Dore Levy. SECOND ROW: Patti Nlemtzow,

ngi] Blalr ee Dianna Iiure %zi)clan Goeke, Pooh Holt, Francine Béow THIR
% Ison G . Heidi F %r Ebbie Rose, Jean Gorman, Ka tie Ecro Pun y Br
URTH W: Beth Bor%er Pa

arl
. Mary
Debbje Merrick. Lin a Baker, V|c ki Willo eIun(fl Faron
Daub Betslecholes Susan Koc e

Bailey, Sue

e
t
Karen Hoffman, Mol Hall. MISSING FRO MPICTURE
Paula Zaitz,

Denise, Diane Erickson, Kristi Vaughan, Sue Kleinberg, Abby Sheldon, Barbara Sturken,
Margaret DeVrigs.



FIR%E ROW: Louise Broad, Natalie Huston, Na

, n Karwan, Jodie Platt, Pat LiljeJund, Robin Frey, Jean Schluter,
Diane Jass. SECOND ROW: Bertina BI icher, Kristen Garver Laurle Bryant iane Erickson, Greacian Goeke,
Bety Gorman,_Candie Brown. THIRD ROW e Kleinb erg Xthe g Jean Gorman, Jane Wiley, Pooh
Bol ,dQ/l nnl_aI Ettjre IBaurl}g Lamar. E%OU TH RMr JaDobso dlrtect r} Je/mes Ro% ersChBoglo onnor,
ayld Van Houten, Bob Korman ole eeve, Danny Cantor, Jon Vereen, Joe Chandler.
DN Bk PR E o, B ek g Recye: Danny

Glee Club

Bob Ramsey, Beth Sehlossberg Pu
Anne Fulper, Evap Donaldson. “SECO

W: unky Brewster (chairman), Eliana Umbelino de Souza (AFS
Meg Brmszér, Chessye Hill,” Allyn Love. MISS ING

alverus, Jane Wiley, Glenys Wolff, Larry Tan,
- Terry Booth, LoUise Broad, Joseph Punia.

American Field Service Committee
b
F

rn:r



iane rckson Dianna Eure Laaurre Lrnowrtz Betti Sch-
rbara Thomsen, David Macleo

: Pam
leyer. SECOND ROW: Ba Ed Cole, Susie Schnur.
MISSING FROM PICTURE B bWrImot Laurie Bryant, Ronda Davis, Dore Levy,
Martha Feltenstein.

Library Council

FIRST ROW: Noah Levy, Liz Prat, |heIIe Pitt Kath?s ane, Lisa Bennett, Katherine Barry, Lisa Parsons,
Beth Ross Loreen Volpe. SECOND Hatdtre Gault, Didi Magers, Carol Lifland, Emily Roberfs, Gina
Vogt ra/ Maron Houston, yVee Susan Heyniger, Page Mclnnis, Debra Dobkowski. THIRD
RO Sanlg Ch sAaII Mary-Lynne Lavine, Helena Bret—S ith. Tina Pritchard, Glen EIX Anpe
W| iams Shehadi, Reid Pe[ers, David Straut. MISSING FROM PICT RE Anne Russell Iex Shoe-
ma er Alexandra Smith, 'Shawn Ellsworth, Curtis Webster, Car oIS hens Art ur Kravitz, Gary alup,
Mike Shillaber, Pete rChaIverus Michael Clagett, Chris Miller, Gra so n Ferrante, Tommy Henty.



FRONT ROW: Mar Hobler John Claghom, F

man- boals) Karen 3
McCandless, Sia Godfr
Booth, Dede Pickering.

fman, Nell Bu? nell. B
ey, Suzanne Blanchet,

—>

Athletic Association



NT ROW: Philip Winder, Joe Chandler, Allyn Love, David Macleod Bob Rathauser, Andg Fishmann, Jeff
Iu a, Jimmy Rodgers. SECOND ROW: 'Mr. vors and Mr, Miller gcoacheFP Tony Blair, Bob Salup, Bill
Chalverus Clyde Measey, David Mack, Larry Tan, John Paine, David Van Hou

Varsity Soccer

ten.

Varsity Football

FIRST ROW: Lew Bowers, Craig Page, Jon Vereen, Rick Ross, John CIa hom %co ca tam B|II Rigot (co-
captain), Sandy Wandelt' (co-captain), Ri ch Raines, Bob Ramsey Connor mana%er)
Crlchton Adam’s, Rick Judge, Jack K Igore Frank Andrews, DaV|d Vomacka Tom S a|n Ed Cole, Keit
Bash, Ashby Adams. THIRD ROW: Mr. Barren (coach), Jeremy Dunni ChnsGobIe John Battle, Terry

Al ) g,
Booth, David Claghom, Bob Wilmot, Bob Peck, Carl’Jacobelli, Mr. Tibbals (coach).



ONT ROW: Rick Ross, Jon Vereen, Bill Ri_%ot and Craig Page (co—captainsr), Rich Rain%.
COND ROW: Gil Farr {manager), Tom Spain, Ed Cole, Frank Andrews, MT." Jones (coac%.

Baskethall



FRONT ROW: John Kalpin, Bob Wilmot, Bob Salup, Ashby Adams (captain), Dave Stark, Bob Peck,

Lew Bowers. SECOND ROW: Jeremy Dunning, Jack Kilgore, Keith gasﬁ, Crichton Adams, Erik
Heggen, Jerry King, Hank Bristol, ‘Mr. Burnes (coach).

Wresiding Ice Hockey

FRONT ROW: John Taylor, John Claghom, San_d?/ Wandelt, Evan Donaldson, Bob O'Connor, SECOND ROW:
%asn Stetson, Deebs Young, Jimmy Rodgers, Bill Chalverus, John Battle, Chris Reeve. THIRD ROW: Mr.

i balslscoach), Terry Booth, Sam Rodgers, Fred Erdman, Tom O'Connor, Mr. Rulon-Miller (coach),
Robbie Holt.



jia

Cheerleaders

, Ebbie Rose, Jane Wiley, Ronda Davis, Harriet Sharlin, Beth Healy. MISSING
usie Schnur.



FRONT ROW: Molly Hall, Sia Godfrey, Mary Hobler (captain), Betsy
Nicholes. SECOND ROW: Cindy Shoemaker, “Nell Bushnell, Miss
Penny (coach), Karen Hoffman, Beth Schlossherg.

Varsity Basketball
Varsity Field Hockey

FIRST ROW: Pam Woodworth, Nell Bushnell, Lindsey Hicks, Sia Godfrey (captain’%, Karen Hoffman,
mrtt))lnerDaub. SECOND ROW: Suzanne Blanchet, Nancy Flagg, Linda Bakér, Betsy Kicholes, Mary












, Yuki Moore, Peter Chalverus, .Chris Fraker, Kip Herrick,

nathan Stein, Amy Ahrens, David Barach, Gar Waterman, Greg

r Stem, Ronald Manguba, Lunn Sawyer. THIRD ROW: Mr. Fifer, Randy
n Bash, Charles Goheen, Roger Williams, Keith Plapinger, Billy

d, William McCandless, Mr. Jacobson.

BAND: FIRST ROW: Tina Pritchard, E
Elizabeth Pratt, Harriet Gault. SECON
Bash, Richard Gordon, Ted Brown, Pe
Gulick, Douglas Sharp, Curtis Webster
Plapinger, Douglas Robinson, Charle

w D

Middle School Music

GLEE CLUB: FIRST ROW:_Cindy Hill, Jean Schreiber, Kathy Burks, Alex Shoemaker, SECOND ROW: Anne
Altmaier, Ruth Barach, Diana Lewis, Lisa Benneft, Mary Lane, AmxlAhrens, Jane Farley, Suzanng Bishop.
THIRD ROW: Bonnie TaR/Ior, Sarah Stron%, Vicki Austin, Elizabeth Hutner, Anne Gilliam, Anne Bishop,

Laura Kaysen, Laura Schleyer. FOURTH ROW: Helen Langewiesche, Wendy Haynes, Karen Turner, Kathy
Veeder, Charlotta B|sh0P, Randy Gulick, Emily Roberts. FIFTH ROW: An XlBonner, Bob Rosenthal,. Chris Aall,
Glenn Burke, Gregory Stoka, Cam Ferrante, George Lee, Evan Jones. SIXTH ROW: Jordon Young, Glen Ely,
John Comly, Alan Mills, Kemp Battle, Sandy Buck.



INSTRUMENTAL_GROUP: Sue Kleinberg, Robin Frey, Anne Gamblin, Katie Ecroyd. Missing from
Picture: Barbara Thomsen, Susie Schnur.



Andrea

"The sky is blue
You are’too (blue)
You are the sky"

|t was Andrea at the door and | let
her in. Andrea often speaks in verse.
She hardly ever Sﬁys exactly what she
means; she links ner subject to some-
thrn% concrete. | don't know why or

she started. She jUSt radually
developed it. She.even THINKS that way
at times, she claims. It is affected,
sure, Bt everybody is affected. And
she s tongue-in-ctieek In her most
literal moments. So rt doesn trea Ig
drive you up a tree, The warst effect |s
that ten minutes after a subr]ect IS dead
she will graciously deliver her com-
‘p leted wark of art. It doesn't lead to
ast- movrng conversation,
0, I'm not, thanky " Her

greetrnd was not'unusual. Since she
0es not (on principle) say "hi" or "hel-
0" unless berng intraduced, she has to
come up with something of common
interest, and we are the "Blue Two. "
We are always dePressed together. Not
that we particularly depress one anoth-
er. It started several years ago when
we hoth got depressed about Great Mat-
ters, We were just Iookrng beyond the
feather bed, thén. We found quite a bit
to get depressed about. We exchanged
treatises on Life, personifying Him and
resentrno it and probin at what is ever
probed at. We g t bore rnaII We
recognized, oh’so wrse%/ that lif e as
life, “was inexplicable and decid e o
live. We turned our eyes to smaller
things, havrno no other choice between
that and a stalemate.

"Hello, what are you doing here?"

Gee thanks."

No, ‘really. I'm going to church. "
"WeII | won't come--

"But | was gorn% to walk there with

you, unless yod don't want me to. That's

what [ was going to do, anyway.
"Where“are ‘you go

"To the park. To thr%k holy thoughts "

We went qut to the road an(d
silently. My fingers hegan to ea en an
the wind Pnawed my fingers. Andrea,
who was typically fmproperly dressed,
pushed harder at the linings “of her
pockets and rounded her shoulders maore
until they formed a semi-circle in which

any right angle would be proud to be in-
scribed. Shé held each foot t warm |t

and hopped, while 1 led rtgnr led
turned intothe long lawn of the short

"The petals of the flowers will |evi-
tate my mind. I'll step and step and step
again_and ponder on mankind.

(She was talking about her walk
a

s Good Grief,"
deserved fit.

"Sorry.”
tentio | hope we proved worthy of your at-
ention

"'Y u already have."
? 'We'"are hongred."
"Anytrme She éumped on the hard-
crusted snow to crack it, She had rather
a hard time of it, for it had snowed and
rarned and frozen.
She gave up on that and "UNHU-
HEEEE’ ran and sIrd on the glassy
surface, in dorn%so all rng on"her rear
You should ave worn boots."
only had on some shoges of mine, whrch
she” almost literally frshed out of the
wastepaper basket. They're a size and a
half too small and have or had mhen Ih
rew them away-nails coming throu
Vt Y)VacE fﬁa h/ee[] She adorgs themg
"Ma be she said.
"Well Iook at me. " | walked firmly.
She lifted herself up and fe[l down
a arn twrce It was ettrn rrdrculous
ne ground is prote trng esSY] from
me (Ha)", she said, "
crouchéd and pushed herself along with

her hands.
"it's getting

| said; this one really

"Come on," | said,
late, " 1t was five of.

‘0. K" U and down again.

Oh, COME ONI"

She ‘crouched again and slid to a
tree, where she lifted herself up, bal-
ancing with the branch. She got to some
grasg and we hurried on.

orry.

mmm"
"What's the English. Yetch. " It was
really easy grd so but she said
she never COULD do it.
w about a poem-"
"What rot and"you know it. "



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

"I cai't write any more. How can |
Wrrte and exp)larn when | don't under
stan myself* You ve got your re |g|on

%your vie ocret(y 8 a
your bri rant riends an exu
|nte rgence and give society the N
C glancé. But I'm So accom
pIrshed that” |'ve arrived: | believe in
nothrn? And you can't beljeve in
NOTHING-I'nf so detached the air goes
right through me,

| neverthought about it that way. But
then I 'thought it'up. She had jumped into
the reservoir of her insecurity and
drowned herself in her own désperate -
ness.

The minute I thought it up, I liked
that sentence. It keptgoing over and
over in my mind. "Yo've jumped rnto
the river of your own inse urrty
ﬁrowned yourself in'your desperate-

She looked up.

That was dumb, stupid, idiofic.

she said, as in "Un-huh,
and she didn't_say anything eIse

When we finally got thére Iwas
awrous to g e\tNrnsr e. It was awlg)ward
"We e ere're you going?"

é‘d k%oked ! aq arny i 3 to look
for mR/tree esar (y
o] Ohe Shitiled away In th S8 gross

Goddammit.
Joan Williams, X

First Prize
Upper School Prose

The Old Man

The night was hot and the old man
tossed and turnded odn his r(nadttresjs Thed
springs groaned and creaked and sagge
h) hegmrg The old man couldn’ tgget
to seeg Hrs head fet Irght and it
seeme to Im_as_if it wére among the
stars, while his Jimbs were like molten
rron It was an effort to move them,
Every joint was numb and couldn't feel
the rou%h mattress cover. He felt a dull
arn ru nrnq up and down his spine.

8h the Temperature was 87 and the
humr rtg/ was heavy, the man shivered,

d the square of coarse woven
materralu over his chin. Sweat cov-
ered his naked body. It ran from his
forehead down over his temples to be
hind his ears. He could feel the beads
slowly making theiy way down their
paths. A arn e shivered.

Painf ul_y he roIIed Over on his
stomach. He smelled the mattress. The
strench was terrible. He groaned as he
again turned over.

His eyes qurre]d as they traveled
about the room. There was very litt

to he seen. To the side of the bed was an
antique. chair the man had once bought at
an auction. The hack legs were shorter
than the front and the seat was falling
through. The man's only clothes were
hung Over the back of the chajr, There
were a pair of grease-stained jeans,
moth-eaten swéater, and_underneath the
chair, placed carefully side by side, lay
a pair of black, shiny, dress Shoes.
These shoes were the' man's prized pos-
session, They had belon%;ed {0 hrs father
who had never worn the
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 wout
ﬁrve them. ad never married.
ad never had the chance, nor had he
met the right person.

Within“the room came the sound of a
111 scurryrn% across the wooden floor.

The man didn't move a muscle,. as he
was used to the sound. Again his eyes
wandered.



In the corner of the room was a low

table. It was a bright red, as the man

ad painted it so when he found a ha If
used can_of paint inan alley. |t was _
cheap paint and was peeling off in strips
that lay about the floor. On the table
stood & lamp. There was no Iampshade
and the bulb had gone dead month? ago
In the opposite_corner was a snelt bilt
into the wall.

There was g flower vase,
that had not seen flowers for years,
standing on it. There were also three
car methanic's magazines which the
man had bought in Ris younr[;er ears and
often read over and over late a nrght
And there was a gold chained lockét.
had found it on the sidewalk half—rn
half-out of a gutter, and had picked it
p There were spaces for three rc
tures. Two,_of them were empty.
third contained a blurred picture that he
had torn out of a magazine.
ture of a young girl.”She was not smiling
but her face had™a sRarklrng look. It was
her eyes, the man thought.” They had
been green before the picture had faded,
and the man had loved them, He used to
talk to the picture, pretending that the
ﬁrrl was_his own. He would réad aloud to
er at night when he thought she might
be lonely and needed comTort. He be-
lieved in her,

The man’s eyes now wandered to the
cerlrn% |t was & slanted cerlrng starting
very ligh on the rrdht and travel rn%
downward to the left, Here_it was Only
three feet from the floor. The color was

d graX avery depressrn% colgr. .
T e man had once heep gorn 0 paint it
a pale 8' like the ktl
covered that, even w ¢ stand|
chair, he could not reach the rrg t- and
side. Besides, he had no blue paint and
it hurt his back to stretch,

His back: aah, there was a story. It
was true |t hurt now, but if had hurt for
t ¢ past r tydyears Ever since World

been called upon to help.
eII he had tried as far as he was, con-
cerned He didn't get any medal, rib-
bons, or token of award.” He didn't get a
chance. He had been a private 1st Class.
He hadn't wanted to be a ser%eant 0f. 4
lieutenant. He knew everyong else did,
so why not give them a crack at. it and he
would’remaln what he was. As it turned

It was a. Prc-

then he %rs-

out, he was never sent into combat. He
was jn trainjng camp and it was, there
that he had hurt his back. Oh, it wasn't
a bullet wound or a fatal disease but
once while cleaning up the barrack roof
he had fﬁllen off the ladder, He had badly
twisted his back, injuring is spine and
he had been flat on his bdck for almost
a year. After the army had released him
he"had come home. Home to this room.
Now, and then his back would pain him
terribl and he would have to stay in bed
a few days. He wouldn't be able {0 ?et
anythrng to eaf and would get up feeling
dizzy and weak.
he 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 codfd see the window. The
only window. Three of the panes were
missing, two were cracked the sixth
was in Ioertect c%ndrtron neaﬁh side
were old and filthy- ookrng pink curtains
hanging on a bentrod. Thé old man had
made these himself. He had found a torn
bedspread in a garbage can and the rod
was really a signpost. He had taken
home and’had torn the bedspread Into
two long strips. These were folded over
the pole and pinned at the top. His work
Was now han rng on two nails that ha
beent e(eb ofe he dfome
hrough the glass, he could
see the r?o torsrs and the Windows to the

ot er buildin One was awarehouse
building. new because on the side
was rrnte rn huge blue and yellow let-

ters: "BrIIK Baxter s Warehouse-We
store anything and ever t rng “Under-
neath thére were some blurred colors,
It had probably once been a picture, the
man thought. Often he would sit there
and stare att e advertrsement thinkin
%olutBrt ! aﬁertf L eena rctureﬁd
illy Bax er rmse e old map wishe
It hyd not faded, He would have liked to
see what Billy Baxter had looked like. Or
maybe it was'more writing. Well, what-
eveér it was, or had been, “the oId man
would never find out. He liked to think
about I, tEou%

Again ne tlrned towards the ceiling.
There was a crack in the Rlaster It had
been there for as long as he could re-
member. It ran from the left corner to
the center of the ceiling and then it



branched off into three separate |ines.

If he stared at them long enough he could
rmagrne it as a long skinny arm with

th ree bony fingers Stretching towards. .
nothing. ryrnﬂ to grasp an object that

wasn Tih % each rn reac rnd It
othered im. He felt sorry for the

hand. Sorry that it would riever be able

to touch whatever it was tryrn% to reach
The more he thought abouf it the more
he realized the hand was like himself,

his own life. When he was ljttle he
dreamed of berng someone important,
someone. with mganing, the way so many
other children did, BUt he never suc-
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 tarIor like his father. It might
have been a ndeone But he had had hard

luck all the tr d very few cus-
t]o ers Fntr he lost everythrng He had
ad to close the shop.

The old man groaned He raised his
hand to his forehgad. [t felt hot, very
hot- Onge again he looked about the
room. The foom he had known and lived
in for almost half hrs life. Everything
was familjar, and suddenly, he was Sick
of it all. His eyes began to water and
soon he was crying and lau tthng in an
h sterroal way, He couldn’ Stoh)
threw off the Sheet and sat UE bed.
tried to stand up but fell back on the
bed. Again he stood. He hobbled over to

the table. He ra ed the lamp and threw
rt on tlhe roorg T % bulb shatt%red in a
thousand pieces. The man stomped all
over the broken pieces, cuttrnq his feet
to the bone; he laughed’ hrdeousdy e
took the lamp base and smashed it
agarnst the tabIe |t snapped In two and
the table splintered. Laughmg, IauPhrng
and oryrngb he ook hold of the buil
shelf, “grabbed the magazines and tore
the pages out ripping them Into little
pieces. Then he took the flower vase and
smashed it agtarnst the floor It wouldn't
sQ he threw it out the windo

It?t hrs(hand ne punched outv¥r O\ast
whole window gane His hand was cut and
bIeedrn? He took the locket down from
the sheff, broke the chain in half and
tore out the, picture. He cried with hys-
teria. Ripping down the curtains, he took
the rod and swun it around his head.
He let ?o and rt fl %w gcross the room
and rolfed under t The man
knocked over the chair and kicked the
shoes out of his wag His energy spent,
the old man crawled to his cot.” His hand
and feet were bleeding terribly. His face
was also covered with a mixtare of blood
and sweat. He lay down on his cot and
wrapped the sheget around him. His cry-
ing stbsided and the sweat drigd.
heart was calm ?nce more. His breath-
Ing became regular. Everything was
quiet. He laughed softly, His eyes shut
and his body quivered; then laystill.

Jean Beckwith, VIII
First Prize
Middle School Prose

Dressing The Sky

ight comes prepared:

ark velvet to drape the
Ky, pinned with diamonds.
he moon IS placed,

nti| Dawn with a gentle
and replaces him

With the sun.

Maria eIIeher VIII
First Prize
Mrddle School Poetry
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Nicholas

"Nicholas is better now downstairs,"
she said.

H% \évas for days and days

in bed--

we worried so.

|t was a bit of touch and go you know,"
she said.

It was a bit of cellar hell

crawled u t e stalrs

Into his b

Into his head

and many times he watched

the sun ¢go moon

throu%h glass, and hung,
at; small tongue

|?5|de the monstler [l

of upper Inner places,

cIan%Png black BI ck

forth, back —

swm%mg dome his mind.

And ruised, bat-blind.

The stairs he thought
\évetre therte _

ut gone to ajr.

He sgaw him fish, and caught
in lofty net
of graves, still wet--
no way to ground,
fast-bound:

In him the bell is pow.
He remembers only how
a hand and words brought back
the stairs, and black
the king went down
without™his crown,

His feet are into earth
but free,

[ife s worth

life times three say he.
The stairs fly up and

ou go with hand
}In blue but feet in brown.

Beth Borgerhoff, XI
First Prize
Upper School Poetry



Honorable Mention In Literary Contest

The foIIowrnr[r students received "Honorahle
Mentron in the |terar¥ contest: Barbara Miller, X,
in Upper School Prose Tor "Story”, which appeared in
the June 1967 CYMBALS Beth Borgerhoff for "Star

L ane" S glper School PoetNY Susan e nrger VI,
for "Modern Incident", (Middle School Prose) and
Martra K)elleher VI, for "Peace™ (Middle School
Poetry

Acknowledgements

The Editorial Board of the LINK expresses its
armest thanks and maost srncere appreciation to the
following people_for judging the literary contest;
Professor Paul Fusséll, "MT. James Waugh, Mr. and
Alan Williams, Mrs chhard Gilbert, Mrs.
Blackwell Smrth Mr. eor%e Packard.

The Board would also I e to than Kate Linker,
Connre Sayen and Beth Scholosshergfor the extra-
ordinary dmount of work they did off this hook, far
beyond the "call of duty".












THE CLASS OF 1971

WISHES TO SAY TO THE CLASS OF 1968 —

BONNA FORTUNA BONNE CHANCE
GOOD LUCK NAMASTE



To Mrs. SheEherd,
who gave us S0 much of
her time, wisdom and
limitless understanding.

The Class of 1968



From The Boys of Today
To The Boys of Tomorrow

A Fond Farewell

"And then to awaFe and the farm
like a wanderer white
With the dew, come back, the cock on
his shoulder it was all
Shmmg, It was Adam and maiden,
gathered agatn
And the sun grew round that very

ay.
So it must have bee)h after the birth of
the simple light

In the first spinning place the spell-

bound horses walktnlg warm
QOut of the whinnying green stable
On to the fields of praise. "

from "Fern Hill" by Dylan Thomas

JJW.C. lll'and A.]. F,

| shall miss

THE CLASS OF 1968

--including the five ljttle nippers (and how the
grew Ywho came up from the First Form at P. C. D.
--Sandy and Joe, Evan and John and John (no fear
that I'll mix those fwo uel ) Also Charlie an% Bob,
cherished individualists eVer since their Fourth Form
year. I'll miss the Trenton Five" who graduated

W|th me from P, C.D. to P.D. S.—Andy and er[)y
Rigot and Rick, the three st 0 made bas
ketbaII réspectable ina hockey school. I'll' miss

ura g nimble Jon; and alsq that other pair who
h bbed up as sophomore and junior into our coed
sc
I | miss Suzanne and Punk\z and Nancz andGall
amiable step- dau%htersw 0.Wrote me letters of
welcome to P before it opened, I'll_miss
Linda and Joan of the Fourth Estate: Sia, Faron and
Mary, athletes great; and the que ribbon r|ders
Nanda and Kate. I'lf mlss Susan K. mg %een of
make-up; and Sue K. who drove 3 O 1les in
three years for an education, I'll mlss all of the
Roving Kind. Vou sentir muito la falta de Eliana;
ue el f|(1ue nossa amiga bra3| eria pa a sempre.
onnie I'll miss, and sowill the many kids in
Trenton and elséwhere whose lives shé has touched.
I'Il ' miss my Sabina. I'll miss my Gnome. Il miss
Beth quite a lot.
Go on, but come back.

herbert me aneny



CONGRATULATIONS, BASSETT
... and best wishes to

Sand Katie And
Lin Sysan Connie
Bo Bill van
Gal Nanc Beth
Joe Bob R. Faron
Suzanne Sia Bob S
on Rich Nanda
Punky Gillian John
Charlie Jerry Sue

lana 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 Jersey



What we'd like to do here is to thank the Czar,
Czarina, and Rasputin for making it all possible; praise
Lenin's Tomb, and his long-standing refusal to decom-
pose; celebrate the shifty-eyed brilliance of Trotsky;
cheer Karl and Friedrich for the Manifesto; and pro-
claim red licorice the lasting high.

LENIN & TROTSKY ASSOCIATES



Compliments of

SANBERN FURNITURE

2175 Spruce Street
Trenton, N.J.

Congratulations to a wonderful
class — you have aged well.

DOUGLAS O. McCLURE

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

PRINCE TONLAN
Diner and Restaurant
Adventures in Gracious Dining
Your Hosts
James Chnstakos \Vasos Petritis
Princeton
Phone '452-2271

On behalf of the green light and
. Scott.



Aft*

IT JUST WON'T SEEM LIKE
THE "SAME OL" FLOWER PATCH"
WITHOUT YOU!
GOODBYE & GOOD LUCK
FROM

€

THE SOPHOMORES 70



. The name of the Prophet is Per-
simmon Persist.

He says: "Some of us hanr? bz our
thumb's and some by our necks.

. By thumb or by neck you must per-
sim dnd persist.

B Org e DR sp= RirctHho...

PRINCETON DECORATING SHOP

COMPLIMENTS OF A

COMPLIMENTS TO THE CLASS OF MEMBER OF
6 THE DISCIPLINARY
COMMITTEE

FROM CRAIG AND THE PAGES

PEOPLE ARE HUMAN

glenys,
There js exactly one rule which has farewell %y love
infinitely nany exceptions.

With love to the class of '68

dedicated to
from a brown-eyed girl

SANDY AND SUE



A &






Congratulations and Best Wishes
from

CENTER BARBERSHOP

Princeton Shopping Center
921-9611

Congratulations to the Senior Class
from
DR. and MRS. FISHMANN

Air Conditioned Order to Take Out

m &. #m f-
PRINCETON TEA GARDEN

The Hueys

36 Witherspoon Street
Proprietors

Princeton, N.J.
WAInut 4-2145

FRELHOLO t

HILL'S MARKET

31 Witherspoon Street
Telephone No: 924-4070

Prime Meats
Fancy Foods
Délivery

CDu
Ready-to-Wear and

Custom-made by Norah
THE PRINCETON BOUTIQUE
2 Chambers St.

924-2229



MEMBER F D IC

MAIN OFFICE: corner of Nassau and Witherspoon Streets.
DRIVE-IN BRANCHES: 370 East Nassau Street and in
Princeton Junction at 40 Washington Road.

First national bbarnk of Princeton

KULLER TRAVEL
THE CUMMINS SHOP

98 Nassau Street

fine china
crystal
stlver



SERVICE
S people ...

IT’S EFFICIENT.

IT’S DEPENDABLE.
IT’S ACCOMMODATING.
IT’S COURTEOUS.

IT’S QUALITY.

IT’S INTEGRITY.

It

PRINCETON

\S A

36 University Place



t'Sgig

Compliments of a Friend

THE WRIGHT STORE

130 Nassau St.
Princeton, N.J.

Hardware — Housewares

Authorized Hoover
Sales and Service

i SR O AR

THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY
Hardware and House Furnishings

Te\lg%phone 924-0066
138 Nassau Street

French, Shriner, Johnston & Murphy
BROPHY'S, INC.
5Palmer Square West
Fine Footwear

924-1806
Taylor -Made Stetson



Be Knowwy—
SUBSCRIBE
NOW

T0...

Princeton's award winning weekly newspaper

THEPRINCETON PACKET

New Jersey** Oldest Weekly Newsp&per

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 governmentdealing with local issues.
latest activities in our schools, churches, clubs, associations,etc.
latest cultural and recreational opportunitiesand 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!



174 Nassay St. _
next to Davidson's c/fmail

fashion tailoring for women

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSS
NNNNNNNNN . N. J. 08540 (609) WA 4-4295

THE PREP SHOP
fine traditional clothing

Fine from size 7to 42L
Wines and Spirits Palmer Square
924-0279 924-0273 Princeton, N.J.
Compliments
of

"A Friendly Shop"

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

WINE & GAME SHOP

THE CLOTHES LINE, INC.

53 Palmer Sguare 6 Nassau St.
Fashlonlsmje?nrtS hildren Tel. 924-2468 Free Delivery
Girls to 12

Boys to 6x



APPLEGATE'S FLORAL SHOP
Flowers For All Occasions

47 Palmer Square West
Phone WA 4-0121

F.T.D. Member

AMERICAN EXPRESS
Ankfwhere you want to Travel
Let us acqaaint you with our
many travel services,

Call_921-8600
In Princeton

KITTK

AMERICAN EXPRESS

NASSAU SHOE TREE
Shoes of Quality
for the discriminating’ matron
and miss

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 Class of '68

CENTER SPORTS

Princeton Shoppin% Center
Princeton, New Jersey

Sporting and Athletic Equipment

Come .in and see
Jack, Skitch and Mike



DOLL HOUSE™

NASSAU SAVINGS Beauty Salon
AND LOAN ASSOCIATION featuring

Mr. Peppi
and

Mr. Robert
194 Nassau Street

: Open daily 8 to 6
Princeton, New Jersey

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



Princeton's Oldest Commercial

Printers
"avoid extremes: and shun the fault There must be a reason
of such Who still are pleased too
little or too much. PRINCETON HERALD, INC.
21 Chambers Street
Princeton,

N
(609) 92129500

(>~ <y "
LANDAU |\
‘A PRINCETON,NJ. A

114 Nassau Street WA. 4-3494

LAIDLAW & COQ.

Established 1842
Stock Brokers
Member New York Stock Exchange
1Palmer Square (609) 924-4212



BELLOWS

Importers
210 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J.

924-3221

Specialists in Women's and
Children’s Apparel

Jewelers to Princetonians

% Nassau Street, Princeton, N.J.

Miss Fine's charms available
in gold and silver

4J8

(wtu*s i snu»SHirH$

P

G A

500

=3

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

MARSH AND COMPANY
Pharmacists

--2 Locations —-
30 Nassau St. Route 206
924-4000 - 924-7123

Free Delivery

cjfip -03
136 Nassau Street

Phone WA 4-2620
Princeton, N.J.

GALLERY 100

he

FTmest
In.

Framing
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