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G eo r g e  V. Packard

Our c la ss  with you was not rea lly  a c lass at all: 
it was a conversation about life. What we learned 
from you was how to teach ourse lves. We thought 
hard, we argued, we wondered -- because you gave 
us a sense that they were the most valuable things. 
The questions were more important than the answers; 
the answ ers  were not ends, but beginnings.

And somehow you kept us rem em bering  that we 
live in a world that needs us, and that if we a re  to 
survive we must answer the need.

It is hard to thank you for what you have given us. 
Probably it is more than any of us knows. But it is 
something we have, now; something we can never 
lose.







SEN IO R S

Be My Metaphor."

Dylan Thomas



Eddie is a quiet room. A subtly colored 
tapes try  brushes one wall, an hourglass 
s i ts  in the window. The light is cool, Nov
ember.

He is platinum . . . runes on a scro ll 
. . . a g rey  stone floor, and as s ilver as 
dusk.

"Away with systems! Away with a c o r 
rupt world! Let us breathe the a i r  of the 
Enchanted Island!”

George Meredith
Ed Purcell



Sha ron  Abee l

The sharp blue and g reen  of the 
mountains in Switzerland . . . the 
clear, high melody of a F rench folk song 
o r the pure chime of a s i lve r bell. White, 
like the petals of a snowdrop o r a sail 
on a lake.

"She is built of li l ie s and candy doves 
And the youngest s ta r  wakens in 
he r  h a i r . " Patehen



Ashby Adams
I turned a co rne r and bumped into a statue.
You had the best sculptor, Ashby: he put sym 
metry  with energy and balanced you perfec tly  
on that corner. I thought of sinews and monu
ments and the Rock of G ibraltar, and then 
you smiled. Suddenly I heard notes from a 
guitar: I saw nylon strung tightly onto v a r 
nished wood, and sun melting snow, and I 
was thinking

"Even the genera l 
took off his a rm o r  

to gaze a t our peonies. "
Kikaku



Jane  Wiley "My hea r t keeps open house 
My doors a re  widely swung. "

Late August, when sum m er tu rns mellow - Jane 
is still a t the Lake with one o r two good friends . . 
That is a l l she needs, because life is  bes t in wooden 
porches and g reen  shu tters, orange juice for 
breakfast. These a re  Jane, as well as catching a 
sparrow  in the window and the quick taste  of 
ginger on your tongue.

Roethke



If we could be royalty,
Ronnie, you would have me 
the Jack-of-Hearts, I know.
And I would crown you Queen- 
of-Diamonds, because they're
almost orange and because of R o n n ' l G  D a V IS
the ir c lea r  and definite lines.
You'd rule a countryside of 
Mondrian.

I'd can ter up and stand be
neath your window in morning 
and wait for you to appear.
Never long. There 'd be a 
smile and a dusky rose.



Ber tina Ble icher
Look a t the way this bridge 

is made. You see how the s tr ip s  
of wood a re  built to an arch, b e 
cause each piece depends on the 
p re s su re  of all the others . . . 
She draws he r words from a 
sto re  of thought like a fine-point 
pen drawing ink, etching line 
upon line, and you rem em ber 
her smile like the soft fringe of 
a dogwood petal.



D ebb i e  A pp l e g a t e I came on a c irc le  of brushed g ra s s  
ringed with Queen Anne's lace and pale 
pink clover. I lay on my back and a 
Mozart minuet went through my head, 
the polish of a bannister, the s a t i s 
faction of sherbe t . . .  I thought of you 
in the soft g reen of the ea r ly  morning 
as "ca lm  and f re sh  as e a s te rn  sum m ers 
a re . ”

Davenant



Bob W ilmo t There  was a ru sh  of winter a i r  a s  he 
came in. He brought with him the pine 
fo res ts , the line of snow on the moun
tains, the smell of fresh ly planed wood. 

"The way a crow 
Shook down on me 
The dust of snow 
From  a hemlock tree  
Has given my hear t 
A change of mood . . . " 

and he shot past in a full toboggan, 
leading laughter down the hill.

F ro s t



Cia Bal lant ine "What wond'rous life is this I lead!
Ripe apples drop about my head;
The luscious c lu s te rs  of the vine 
Upon my mouth do c ru sh  the ir wine;"

She was singing that on the top of a pyram id — with 
the la s t  line she saw me and came rac ing down. I stood 
fa r off and watched: a Chopin Mazurka, the Italian Riv
iera, tangerines and bougainvillea, flying down the steps 
in a s treak  of orange, he r ha ir  like a wild mane . . . 
Much la te r  we talked over wine and pheasant: she was 
patient with my frus tra t ions. I felt so much better. She 
had a steady voice and a calm like tru ffles under glass.

Marvell



A nd r e a  Fishman
We plunged into the b r i t t le  leaves and b r ia rs ,

I ahead and you close behind. With rid iculous ex 
plosion we invaded the re a lm  of the field mouse, 
then, flecked with seeds and clinging g ra sse s ,  we 
emerged again. I was safely home now, but you 
had never l e f t .



D eb b i e  Me r r i ck

Someday, you'll live on Bea
con Hill, go ice-skating in a long, 
red  woolen sc a r f .  Invite me, and 
make it Chris tm as Eve, when 
your world is of brown bread and 
ra is in s ,  of moon-faced g rand fa 
the r clocks, holly. . . Show me 
your sleigh; we'll r ide  jingle-bell 
up the evening hill and back, then 
thank the ho rse  with c a r ro ts  and 
s u g a r .

When I g o , give me a basket 
of ch e rr ie s ,  and I'll rem em ber 
how it was in spring.



She would do me a Bavarian polka on 
the roof if I dared h e r . She would be up 
there in a flash like a dancing sun 
flower, waving her a rm s in her own 
joy. I would be up, too, before long.
She makes me love things like that: 
when it isn't a polka, it's curling b a r e 
foot on a shag rug, thinking of paper 
mache animals and mustard  and wooden 
tops.. You have a knack, Bev.

"With words and people and love 
you move at ease, . . .
And keep us, all devotion, at your 
k n e e s ."

Nimms

Beverly Bevis



Blair Lee
A painting by Gauguin. . . a samba danced to "The 

G irl f rom  Ipanema" . . . smooth, like magnolia blossoms 
. . . the color of Jordan almonds or G ruyere c h e e s e .

"I rem em ber 
her quick look, a sidelong p ickerel smile, 
and how, once s ta r tled  into talk, the light 

syllables leapt for her 
and she balanced in the delight of he r thought. "

Roethke



Tony Blair

I was given a book . It was a rus - 
set, leather-bound book, old, yet 
its pages were uncu t . It came 
f rom  England. The prin t was 
small, but legible and lovely. I 
went through it slowly, carefu lly  
cutting the pages; it was the work 
of an Elizabethan with a m a rv e l 
ous sardonic wit and sense of 
tru th , w ritten g en t ly . The book 
was patient; I did not have to ru sh  
through it at a l l . I keep it with 
me a lw ays, and I know it is a far 
more constant friend than the 
s u n .



Beth Borge rho f f
I opened the d o o r . You were dancing a grapevine on 

Jelly Roll Morton's jazz piano, your head thrown back and 
ha ir flying.

You a re  an overlap of r inged worlds — an exaltation of 
larks, the laughing, blazing hora of Zorba the Greek.

"Divinity must live within herself:
Passions of rain , o r moods in falling snow;
Grievings in loneliness, or unsubdued 
Elations when the fo re s t blooms; gusty 
Emotions on wet roads on autumn nights. "

Mozart would have loved you, too. Wallace Stevens



Bebe  Ramus

You wind softly through the 
sp ira l of a Chambered Nautilus, 
painting the walls with sea 
colors. You must have been born 
like Botticelli's "Venus. " You 
were drawn with the rhythm of 
gentle white waves at night on 
g rey  s an d—  but the co re  is f ire  
opal. You have that pe rs is tence .
I would give anything to follow 
you , but the paths of the shell a re  
too complex for one from  the 
la nd .



She is like an advent calendar — 
she su rp r is e s  me. On a ce r ta in  kind 
of day I think of her a c ro ss  a room, 
a tall fe rn  o r an E as te r  lily. . . he r 
eyes, like the eyes of peacock fea th 
e rs ,  beautifully calm. . . On a d if fe r 
ent day she is laughing hysterica lly 
at something I have said; and she is 
like colored yarn and piccolos. Then 
we should be together in a flower 
market, riding in a c a r t  full of 
marigolds — she, overjoyed and 
smiling at the absurdity. . .

Beth Healy



Candy  Boyajian She's hazelnuts and wrapping paper 
and the snap of a twig, red  Russian 
salad d ress ing  and a harpsichord. I can 
just see h e r  bouncing down some s tree t 
in Sausalito in he r brown chamois ja c k 
et, maybe running inside to warm  up 
with a cup of hot cocoa and a doughnut.



Marge ry  Burt

Tall s i lv e r  spoon, sliding sp ire, the stem of a 
wine g lass and purple wheat in a white field. . . 
but when you meet h e r  eyes: Mardi Gras,
Madeira, crepe sashes and rings on he r f in 
g e rs  — she might vanish with her magic , but 
look: she is

"alive beyond question 
Like the dazzle on the sea, " 

she is standing, waiting, eage r to hear,
cummings



Patti N i em tz ow

There was a g ir l 
who could make you 
feel loved. I knew 
he r in the finest, 
funny things —  in 
bananas, and oboes, 
and elderly dande
lions. Her room 
was a pumpkin hung 
with m i r r o r s  — I 
found rabbits in the 
c o r n e r s . ..

There was a g ir l 
who could make you 
feel like writing a 
le tte r, like spending 
a w inter evening by 
the f ire  with m a r s h 
mallows.



Nell Bushnell
I know you love the mountains, and the curves of 

golf. I can see you in the sp read  of g ra s s  against the 
brush. You plan each move; you have an even swing. You 
have the same rhythm when you ride: the horse falls in 
to an easy gait.
"All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay 
Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, 

it was
a i r

and playing, lovely and watery. . . "

Dylan Thomas



Chris  G ob le

Gobe, I would build you a 
place with checkered tablecloths, 
and pottery m ug s , a barn out 
back, a deck of well-worn cards. 
And captain cha irs , because of 
the way they always seem to love 
having you. . .

Gobe, I would give you a Saint 
Bernard under the tab le , and an 
apple pie on top.



Gale Co lby

F ireworks sc a t te r  light onto 
violet. You bu rs t  from your 
world into another, and another, 
and somewhere in the chain we 
meet, to sit and talk. You a re  a 
matador with your thoughts, 
dauntless in the ring.

L a te r a p rism  ga thers the 
co lo rs up and silent flowers open 
and fold in the sky. You a re  not 
gone but waiting, and someone 
has picked the red cape from the 
dust as  a sign that you will be 
back.



Bill Cha lve rus

Chevy is like a brass-bound 
trunk o r the s te rn  of a boat. I 
like to think of him sailing. But 
he deserves something w arm er 
than the sea. A field of Timothy 
g ra s s  where the wind blows often, 
not hard, but often. And there 
should be eggnog and pum per
nickel. Somewhere there  is 
Chevy's kind of time: there  a re  
f ire s  every night with easy shad 
ows and every day there a re  
games with fast balls.



Kathy G o rm an  "Through the parab les of sunlight
' and the legends of the green chapelsf»

I found a g ir l the deep cool blue 
of the sky between day and night. She 
was like the things she liked —  
meringues and Persian cats and the 
ocean on a b reezy  day. I found a g ir l 
like a glass-covered snow scene —  
frag ile  and sti l l until it is shaken and 
the flakes fly everywhere with b eau 
tiful intensity.

Dylan Thomas



A hummingbird popped out of a h / l6 r i l l J  D c l s h s n t V
ja r  and flew down a rabbit hole. I 
followed it and found a package tied 
with a red  bow. The note read "from 
me to you", so I opened the box. . . 
s treak s of ribbons, violets, gum- 
drops and s i lve r whistles, confetti 
and blown g lass owls. I looked up 
and saw you , and we ran outside to 
catch dragon-flies.



He came in from his adventure with a f lourish of trumpets. He 
had a black gold-buttoned cape and black boots, and he began to 
talk. He was Gulliver, one foot in a land of kings and expeditions 
and oaken doors, the o ther in a world of wet city s tre e ts ,  new s
ree ls ,  amplif ie rs, singing in parks at night. . . his gaze s tre tched 
far, to a place we couldn't see.

"How dull it is to pause, to make an end,
To ru s t unburnished, not to shine in use!"

I rem em ber the brightness in his eyes.

Tennyson

Bob Korman



Jean ie  G o rm an
She was born to happy, casual things — 

pop-top cans, porch swings, and throw rugs.
Rather like cornsilk wrapped about in thick greenery; 
you think of her as apple-butter, and jonquils, and 
paisley sca rves —

But she doesn't ca re  to be defined. All you can re tr ieve  
is what she to sses , and perhaps t ra c e s  of perfume in the 
a ir.



Karen Hof fman
She would be fixing the white 

cu r ta in s when you came in, with her 
zeal for last-minute touches; she 
would th rus t a bunch of clover in 
your f a c e , before you had time to 
speak. Her laugh would make you 
think of w ate r falling, o r  an April 
b reeze . Yellow writing pads and 
china cups and a wide Pacific Ocean 
blue. She has a "glad kindness" that 
would make he r Queen: she is "as 
happy as the heart was long".

Yeats, Dylan Thomas



Bob O 'C o n n o r
I groaned and bumped to a halt, 

wishing I were one of those strong, 
graceful sk iie rs ,  cutting perfection, 
who gleam shyly at th e ir  finish. That is 
you in w inter in your alpaca coat, w eav
ing through t re e s  and ducking branches.
Then also you a re  brown cornfields and 
a r a r e  gentleness: you have a way of 
making things right.



Tom m y  Spain
A hammock holds you , 
and you t ru s t  it without looking down, 

softball games in summer 
lea ther gloves 

harmonicas 
moccassins on a stone floor. . . 

I t ’s lucky knowing him.



Pooh  Hol t I have a red and yellow mobile. In a draft 
it is charming: it dips and bobs, and the co lors 
turn. It rem inds me of you, d re ssed  up on 
Hallowe'en, o r rummaging in junk shops — 
laughing at Doomsday.

Then you attack the biggest things.
"Absorbed by questions which the wise f o r 

get,
Avid for fantasy — " 

you see that the w ire and the shapes a re  hooked 
up together, and that everything is that way.
Strung through your trumpet music there is
something as balanced a s the mobile when it is
still, as rea l  as ea r th  o r stone. De la Mare



I saw you on a swing and I went 
out and sat on the fence to talk. I 
decided then you were the best lo l l i 
pop in the world. But I figured som e 
thing e lse  out. You could never sit 
on a fence, Abby, because you will
be in the field o r out of it. Think of A b b v  S h e l d o n
the determ ination of a crocus, o r the
way an April s torm  comes if it has
to come. When you set a pinwheel
going, it goes. So the Pied Piper of
spring dances into the sun, with a
daisychain of children winding af te r
. . . she knows where, too, and you
may wish you had gone.



Rick Judge

"They gave him light in his ways, 
and love, and a space for delight"

. . . and every now and then he boards a 
g rea t  dark ship, wanders out on the sto rmy 
sea to find the summer sun, wherever it may 
be. . . but parting is no sorrow. He always 
comes back with his steady way of being, 
ca rry ing  the warm th of sunshine from another 
land.

Swinburne



Derry Light

"tactfully you (with one cocked 
eyebrow) subtracting cliches un by un 
till the god's tru th  stands art-naked;"

At dawn through fields you run and sing 
The morning dance through yellow o a t s ,
You a re  brown b ro the r corn-husker, 
dropping your sickle for tomorrow.
Foreve r today,
dancing reape r,  whatever you say.
You know the way.

cummings



David VanHouten

"Like a knight in g litte ring a rm o r  
Laughter 

Stood up at his side. "
He has a high arched court. 

When you visit him he g ree ts  you 
at the door, and the m ins tre l 
plays. He s i ts  sipping his wine 
with a g lassy  quiet at f i r s t  —  but 
do not be deceived. It turns to 
colored m arb le s  and he is Puck.
The music quickens, his knight 
r ides in, and you a re  dancing on 
his throne and swinging from the 
tower-bells.

William Rose Benet



I sat behind the mahogany desk and looked 
around the room. The light reflec ted off a 
g lass paperweight. . . inside you sparkled like
Hallowe'en night: tr icks and elves, c ide r and D 3 V i( J  N/Is c IG O Q
black masks. You grinned at me and d isap 
peared. I thought I saw your reflection on the 
polished desk.



Glenys Wolff

She knelt in the g ra ss ,  her 
fingers twirling the stem of the 
white flower. The b reeze  caught 
h e r  hair, and I could see he r  f ly 
ing: butterfly, bird, dandelion 
puff. She smiled, calm like even 
sunlight on a smooth pond, and 
"all the wild summ er was in her 
g a z e . "

Yeats



Cathy 

Moynahan

I spotted you cogitating under a giant redwood and knew 
"She'll b reak out someday like a keg of ale 
With too much independent frenzy in it;
And all for ce lla r ing  what (she) knows won't keep,
And what she'd bes t forget — but what she can't. "

Those daring grey-blue eyes s truck  me and your mischiev- 
ious mind freed peals of laughter. As you flung the dancing 
moments by, I saw you like evenings a f te r  green, the c ru s t  
of home-made bread and a thousand I r ish  coffees. You say 
that you have just deciphered the hieroglyphics of mouse 
prin ts. As I go I watch you

"Quietly ponder, s ta r t  and sway and gleam —
most individual and bewildering ghos t— " Edwin Arlington Robinson

Rupert Brooke



Larry Tan

In a cha lk- 
white room the 
soft ping-pong of 
table tennis: one 
side, the other, 
back, forth. . . 
the table clean 
g reen with 
s tra igh t white 
lines. . .

L a r ry  is a 
puzzle p ie c e , a 
special door, a 
maze of black 
and white lines 
that tr ick  the 
eye — a good joke 
with a laugh you 
rem ember.
There is a fau 
cet dripping in a 
room you haven't 
found. L a r ry  
goes smiling 
with a sec re t  he 
has.

a. T r y -



"Over the dunes came a traveling man 
Sack on back Wild flowers in his hand. . .
D isappearing in the dips pondering and wandering along. " 
. . .  he comes wearing denim dungarees and an old straw 
hat; barefoot in song, he s t r id es  "with a crow in the 
morning ease, " and laughs at the gull-calls and the 
crabs.

Donovan, Connie Sayen
David Vomacka



Debbie Shoemaker

I rem em ber meeting you on the beach in Bermuda. You 
were running race s  with sea gulls and bobbing for shells 
like a sandpiper.

I rem em ber you in pig-tails and a tee shirt. . . You 
taught me how to water ski and tr ied  not to laugh when I fell. 
You helped me look for bits of green and amber glass in the 
sand. We ate lunch on the boardwalk and watched the ch ild 
ren  on the rides. That was the best summer I ever had.



She holds he r happiness, and it doesn't slip.
Alone on a c lea r  winded day and the m orn 

ing g lo r ies  a r e  clinging high. . .
Near her home, a grove of cedars and 

p ines -- it is always there  -- and she goes 
often, mostly just to listen. . .

And a t  dinner that night there  was red  wine 
and a white tablecloth, mahogany chairs . I 
wore the s tr ing of blue beads sh e ’d given me, 
and there was chocolate pudding for desse r t. Sue Bailey



I saw you working on your boat a t the end Doug Rieck
of the dock. I was having trouble getting my 
sail up, so you came over to help me. L a te r I 
saw you watching the ocean like "one that 
stands upon a promontory, and spies a far-off 
shore where he would tread". You sm iled at 
the dappled light on the water, a t the picture 
of the single fishing boat.

Shakespeare



Ed Cole

"He always kept his poise 
To the top branch, climbing carefu lly 
With the same pa in s you use to fill a cup 
Up to the brim , and even above the brim . " 

He walks to the piano in a bowl of 
cool light. His fingers spill over the 
keys. The light shifts, the stage b e 
comes a field.

He wears a g reen vest and r ides 
the "full tilt r iv e r  and switchback sea. "

F rost, Dylan Thomas



"Degas loved the two together,
Beauty joined to energy. "

Yop would find her in a perfec t p irou 
ette, contained a s  a water lily, balanced 
like a sp ider on the surface of a pond.

But if I put you with the dancers in a 
painting, Betsy, you would not stay. You 

. ■ I belong with us, to laugh rea l laughter, toBetsy Nicholes tell us it can be done-we need you too much.
R ichard Wilbur



"There is no a las 
Where I live. "
Always what she says she means;

it is so good to know.
She lives somewhere with peach 

trees , full of light- 
if she invites you, go.
Where she lives a p rom ise keeps.

Roethke

Sue Denise



"The speech of insects 
and the speech of men
are heard Jeff Prebluda

with different ea rs .  "
He lay on his stomach in a field, e a r  to the 

ground, and figured the language out; then at night 
on his back he caught the high song of a bat, and 
followed it through branches up to a constellation.

He is a stone smoothed by water. Meet him in 
the fog-light of a stree tlamp, his co llar turned 
up-ask him about men and the world. I think he 
heard  the insects long before we heard  ourselves.

Shiki



Dianna Eure

It's funny, Dianna. Sometimes you're cotton candy, a 
feather nest, and a warm, gentle wind. But if there  was a r iv e r  
to cross, you'd find a boat, or e lse you'd make it b e t te r  over 
here. You never yield. It's a ll a m a t te r  of goal, Dianna. You 
never le t yours down.

You a re  a Cezanne still-life, with a New Year's party  under 
the table.



Gail Lyman

When Wynken, Blynken, and Nod sailed the " r iv e r  of m isty 
light, " you were in the shoe, too. You helped them catch the 
s i lve r herring, then sailed alone from the midnight world. You 
came asho re  to find the annual meeting of the Holiday Commit
tee in p rog ress , and suggested that baskets with ribbons would 
be g rea t  a t Eas te r . You live in a Music Box. You a re  magic, 
Mr. Toad!



"Those who a re  not
Afraid to dam the es tua ry  o r s ta r t  the forest-fire:
Whose hea r ts  were filled
With enthusiasm as with a constant wind. . .
The ir  sp ir i t  shall be blowing out of the sunrise. . . "

Ride the spirit, Mol, the sp ir i t  of nine lives-spur it in with the surf, sweep the
beach: take me up because I want to run with you.

So we forgot everything and ran.
Then she tripped me with a s tarfish . She was smiling. There  is a huge life and a

tiny life, she said, and there a r e  m irac le s  in each. If you run over them I will make
you stop and wonder.

You have the tr ick  of wonder. It is what the s ta rf ish  borrowed from Orion-the touch 
of another world.

C. Day Lewis

Molly Hall



Jeremy Dunning

I never knew a more 
"excited, passionate, fantastical 
Imagination, nor an eye and ea r  
That more expected the impossible. "

He was a pennant. He would soar and f lu tter with a thought or 
joke. He rode with the panache of Don Quixote. More than anyone I 
know, he is bound to "get some color and some music out of life. "

Yeats, F ro s t



Laurie Lamar

"O may my hea r t 's  tru th 
Still be sung 

On this high hill in a yea r 's  turning. "
On a day in November the hill ca lls to her and she goes. Not to d iscover -- be 

cause it is something she has always known.
When she is back she will look what she feels. A plant never speaks to the sun, 

but it bends, and both know. Ask her to write it, and she will run and point to a net 
of bare branches on white sky -- words on a page -- and say, "There . That's what 
I mean. "

Dylan Thomas



Bob Rathauser

Everything is fam ilia r when he g rins. He steps off the boat 
onto the p ie r and the city takes him like an old friend.

He rem inds you of a lion: strong, tawny, and bold with a 
cause. He m easu res his argument with the most accura te  in
strument-he collects details. And then when he brings you a 
doughnut, and laughs, you want so much to find him a fo res t 
where he could be king.



The lamp hung low over the table. Four men 
sat, ca rds in hand. C raig was there, straight- 
faced in spite of his good hand. He was the jack of 
clubs in the dark room and on the field. In poker 
as well as  sports, he loved the game beyond the 
prize. Craig Page



Carol's song is low; I lean c lose r to Carol Bernstein
hear it, and on the high notes I sing too.

--of lico rice  and black-eyed susans, a 
slow running r ive r, shadows on the snow at 
night --

She bu rs ts  into the dance of an organ 
grinder, follows flashing red, 

and I can only watch, 
maybe wait for the low notes again or 

the s tra in s  of a Russian folksong.



Ebbie Rose"Her ha ir held earth.
Her eyes were dark.

A double flute made he r  move. "
I should have given he r a Mexican T ree  

of Life. She was so like the b irds and fig
u re s  on the branches. Her co lors were the 
same deep reds, greens, and yellows, and 
she glowed with the same joy.

C reeley



You go your way, and we always wanted to 
follow because the crooked road is there so 
who takes the straight? We go on bicycles and 
toboggans on the offbeat of calypso, not asking 
where because that means nothing. I guess you 
could say we took tu rns being leader. . . except 
that you wore a red  knitted hat and of course 
we knew, "that's Winder. " Philip Winder



"Open a hole and see the sky:
a duck knows something SlJSi Schnur
you and I don't 
Tomorrow is Friday. "

I opened the hole and saw you standing by a s tar. You outshone it so that I 
laughed and waved. You dove through the sp ira l galaxy, down to laugh with me. 
You know how. You a re  Daedalus, m as te r  a rch ite c t  of the labyrinth.

You "h ea r beyond the range of sound,
. . . see beyond the range of sight. "

Roethke, Thoreau



Jerry King

There  was more in you than we were always free enough 
to share. And yet I can rem em ber feelings like warm a i r  
flowing through the pipes of a baroque organ, the sweet 
sound of s tr ings and sounding board vibrating, and Branden
burg no. 3. Yours, a romantic sp ir i t  and a simple heart 
sculpted in dissonant yet reso lved sound.

For a ll of us there were struggles and from yours came 
more than solutions; a kind of intensity in all things.



Barbara Thomsen

You were a gliding b ird  when I f i r s t  saw 
you, intent on a g re a te r  view. You came one 
day to share  the landscape, bringing times and 
places I had never seen. You "saw life s tead i
ly and saw it whole, " and somehow made me 
see it better, too. You loved the winter; I was 
afra id  you’d leave with it. But spring came and 
you stayed.

Matthew Arnold



Ken McGregor

I wanted to tell you about my dream  la s t  night. 
The Cheshire Cat sat, amber-eyed, and blinked 
once. We talked, and he told me what I could 
never know alone and what I could never admit. 
Then, teasing, half invisible, he laughed a t my 
logic, and, th ree-quarte rs gone, I shouted he 
must stay. The smile was the las t to go. . .
"It takes all so r ts  of in and outdoor schooling 
to get adapted to (his) kind of fooling. "

F ro s t
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You've seen her, yes, but did you know that she was, oh, 
like a wind chime, or an umbrella in the rain, enjoying every 
minute of it? She must have a garden; I know she would make 
every seed want to grow. . .

She has the g race  and life of Chopin. Someday she'll show 
you he r tea ceremony or even play monopoly - - she loves it.
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He sat on the rad ia to r  and laughed.
"And when I asked him what the deuce he meant
by doing that, he only looked a t me
and grinned and said it was a way of his. "

He's shadow-colored, the way he slips in and 
out of dark and light. I think of him as a moun
tain; as  a cloud that is bes t in a thunderstorm .

Edwin Arlington Robinson
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Class History

We cam e in n in th grade, new in a new school. 
A rmed w ith  maps, we fe lt our way cau tiously  those 
first weeks and th en  we could put down our maps and 
say we knew the  build ing. We went to  th e  Upper 
School assem bly and sa t in the back  of the steep  new 
thea tre , fac ing  the "Fearsom e Foursome". From 
our lookout we saw the backs of the school and the 
grown-up seniors who were supposed to  go out first. 
We were in troduced to  unproctored study h a ll in the 
North Commons. They  w ere our only coed classes 
and we often turned  th em  into bu ll sessions and 
traded  m em ories of PCD and MFS. We discovered 
the  possib ilities of lunch period -- th e  boys sat by 
the  windows and tipp ed  in th e ir  chairs, and the  girls 
did th e  can-can in room  222. We w ent exploring, 
both downstairs and up, and found we could m ake 
Mr. M cCaughan's ce ilings flop w ith a p e rfec ted  te c h 
n ique o f slam m ing  doors. We had bio logy and we 
used the  g reen house and did experim en ts on frogs in 
th e  p lane ta rium . T here  was rock-and-roll a fte r school 
under th e  stage, and Molly, Bebe, Derry, and W illy 
w ere in OUR TOWN.

Suddenly we were up a few rows in th e  morning 
assembly and we w ere in ten th  grade. Mr. M cC lure 
cam e and we knew we w ere on th e  way. Susie was 
president and we had gnomes, penny p itch ing  and 
white socks day. W inder p e rfec ted  th e  fine art of 
running to  lunch and we began to  m ake announce
ments. We worked on the  DIARY OF ANNE FRANK, 
w hich M olly was in. Susie m ade school history by 
popping out of a baby carriage in  "Infancy. " The 
cub ic le  in  th e  South Commons was where Rat, w ith 
five free periods in a row, he ld  council. Ebbie and 
th e  cheerleaders w ere part of th e  concern  w ith school 
spirit and we jo ined  them  running back  and forth b e 
tw een  th e  new rink and baske tba ll and w restling. We 
trav e led  th a t year. . . to  th e  Museum of M odern Art, 
the M etropo litan  and Seaside Heights, w ith Gale's 
famous party  apres. For w in te r lunch en te rta inm en t 
we p itched  pennies and quarters--Chevy was cham p 
ion— and p layed paper foo tball. T hen spring cam e 
and we red iscovered th e  sunny island and lacrosse, 
b aseba ll and tennis.

Then it was e leven th  grade w ith  SAT's and c o l
lege cuts. T here  was the  SKIN OF OUR TEETH in 
th e  fa ll, and we p layed old m en  and women, w ith 
Sue Denise, P a tti and Pooh as th e  Muses, Jane as 
Hestor, M arge as th e  Fortune T e lle r, and M ac as 
Homer. Scenery re igned  supreme w ith th e  W hipple 
Tem ple, the Ja il and the Boardwalk, backbends and 
the TJB. We lea rned  "Whan th a t A prille " in  M iddle 
English, and m ath  classes were famous for "quizzies"; 
U. S. H istory for classes on th e  playground. Mrs. 
Brophy becam e our fast friend, as did Mrs. Kaplon.

We spread ourselves and w ent to  GONE WITH THE 
WIND, sang in G .C . and had concerts a t L 'ville, 
w ent to  UPI. Abby had the com puter m a tch  and Jer
em y was m atched  w ith Mrs. Baker. T hen  in the 
spring we had our first car wash and we a te  th ree  
choco la te  cakes. We saw Barbara and Andrea in 
"H ello  Out T h e re "  and M olly in th e  "Bald Soprano". 
Lacrosse was b ig  and we had to  be to ld  not to  p ick the 
daffodils. Then  we w atched  graduation, and w ith 
bu tte rflies in our stom achs we rea lized  we w ere sen
iors.

Reiko and Raim undo cam e. We qu ick ly  took 
over the SSR w ith the firm  hand  of au tho rity  and 
estab lished  Gobe's casino, Ashby's flop corner (opp. 
Glenys's) and added our lite ra ry  contribu tions to the 
w all. Laurie, Molly and the Link cam ped  across the 
h a ll w ith Ebbie and the Spokesman. Tony se t up the 
new darkroom in front of the chem istry  lab . Beth 
continued  the trad ition  o f Cymbals and won n a tiona l 
honors for her own w riting . Debbie M. brought us in 
con tac t w ith  new peop le and we w ent tu to ring in 
T ren ton w ith UPI and Pooh. Marge was h ead  of 
Drama, Blair o f Key Club, and Karen and Tom m y 
of A th le tics. Betsy was class president, and heads of 
a l l  were Susie and Bobo of Student Council. ‘They 
he lp ed  give us the com m unity  council, fa cu lty  - 
studen t discussions, TTLW, dress down days and 
senior proctors. Jeff, Sue and Betsy m anned  the 
com putor -- and I.W . jo in ed  the software c irc le  
w ith th e  com puter - poetry  experim en t. We had 
another a c tin g  contingen t in  Bobo, Jane, Marge, 
and Derry in  PICNIC, w ith Candy as 'The V oice'. 
Jean ie  and Candy were heads of props, and Gobe 
and  Mr. Lott constructed  a life--size town on stage. 
Ashby took to the pedestal downstairs for the life  
drawing class, and Tomm y set up a w eld ing corner. 
V om acka locked  h im se lf in  the c lo se t to work on 
his lig h t show. R at was the doughnut man, Mrs. 
Baker gave us happiness pills, and Mrs. C laghorn 
sent us notes. Bobo's and Vom acka's cars were 
famous -- m ost of us w ere on wheels and were 
usually up-town. For our socia l functions Jerem y 
and Bev led  the sex talks, Sue h e ld  the com puter 
dance on V a len tine 's day a t  which Bob Korman and 
the Null Set p layed . We worked on PDS's first m u 
s ica l and tried  to keep  s tra igh t faces. M ac se t a new 
reco rd  for lunch cuts and we a ll frequen ted  Buxton's 
and liv ed  on coffee and  ice c ream . We w orried  
abou t co llege, the honor system , and the m ean ing  
of com m ittm en t. We were the second class to have 
senior sem inars. And when spring cam e, we thought 
back and saw th a t we were now a t  the fron t of the 
m orning assembly and soon we would be gone.
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Administration

SEATED: Douglas O. M cC lure, (B.A. Y ale, M .A . University o f Connecticu t) H eadm aste r and instructor in h is
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PAIGE E. AARON 
Physical Education 
B.A. University  of 

Denver.

RICHARD BURNES 
M athem atics 
B.A. Swarthmore.

ALICE M. ARCHER 
French
Lycee Fenelon 
A llian ce  F ran ja ise  
Professorat.
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CAMPBELL 

Head of M athem atic s 
D epartm en t 

B.A. C onnec ticu t 
M .A . C o lum bia.

A
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La Sorbonne 
University o f L ille.
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Assistant in th e  
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M .A .T . DePauw 

University.

DANIEL J. BARREN 
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B.A. University of 
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D epartm ent 
B.A. Harvard.

GRAHAM S. CRAGG 
M athem atics 
B .S ., M .S .,  U n ive r

sity o f M ich igan .
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LOIS M. DOWEY 
History
B.A. O cciden ta l, 

M .A . C o lum bia.

JULIA S. FRANCIS 
R em ed ia l Reading 
B.A. M ount Holyoke 

Co llege 
M .S. Ed. Hofstra 

University.

NANCY B. DEITZ 
R em ed ia l R eading 
B.S. T ren ton S ta te  

College.

ELIZABETH B. FINE 
Latin, Greek 
B.A. University o f 

Wisconsin 
Ph. D. Y ale.

ELEANOR L. DRANE 
English, H istory 
B.A. Bryn Mawr.

PATRICIA FUCHS 
French
B.A. , M .A . Bryn 

Mawr.

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

University.

DAVID A. GARDNER 
Chem istry 
A. B. P rinceton 

University, 1969.

BRUCE T. FIFER 
Music
B. M. E. W estm inster 

Cho ir C o llege .

LUCY ANN GILBERT 
M odem  Dance 
B.A. Bennington 

C o llege .
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STEVEN W. GILBERT
M athem atics
B.A. Princeton.

TATNALL L.
HILLMAN

Science
B.A. Princeton.

ERNEST GORDON 
Relig ion
M .A . St. Andrew's 
B. D. Edinburgh 
S .T .N . Hartford.

OLGA HOLENKOFF 
Russian
L icence de Prof. de 

F rancais a 
L'Etranger.

HUSON R. GREGORY 
English
B.A. D artm outh.

JOHN W. IVORS 
Physical Education 
B.A. T ren ton S tate 

College.

STEVEN L. HAHN 
M athem atics 
B.A. Princeton.

FRANKLIN P.
JACOBSON

Music
B.A. Music Eastman 

School of Music.

TRACY K. HARRIS 
French, Spanish 
B.A. Bennington 
M .A . T eachers C o l

lege of Colum bia.

J. PARRY JONES 
History
B.A. Swarthmore 
M .A . University of 

Pennsylvania.
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MELVIN L. JONES GARY M .C . LOTT
Industrial Arts H istory
B.A. T ren ton S tate B.A. M iddlebury

C o llege . M .A . C o lum bia.

FENELLA B. KIRMAN 
Physical Education 

D ip lom a 
Bedford C o llege  of 

Physical Education.

JAQUELINE I.
MARSHALL

French
B. Ed. University o f 

A lberta, C anada.

JOSEPH KOVACS 
Instrum en ta l Music 

D ip lom a 
Royal Hungarian 

School o f Music 
B. Mus. , M. Mus. 

W estm inister 
Choir C o llege.

DOROTHY C.
MEYERS 

Librarian 
B.A. Douglass.

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

ROBERT C .
MILLER, JR. 

English
B.A. Princeton.



GEORGE V.
PACKARD 

Head of English 
D epartm ent 

B.A. Bowdoin 
M .A . Colum bia.

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

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

ANNE C.
ROTHROCK 

English, History 
B.A. R adcliffe  
M .A . Boston 

University.

RICHARD G.
POOLE

French
B.A. Princeton, 

University of 
Grenoble.

HAROLD RULON 
MILLER 

M athem atics 
B.A. Princeton.

VIRGINIA R.
REYNOLDS 

Assistant L ibrarian 
B.A. Douglass.

JOHN SALADINO 
M athem atics 
B .S .E . Princeton.

FRANCES M.
ROBERTS 

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

DONALD A.
SAWYER

Science
B. S. University o f 

Denver 
M .A . University of 

Md.
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PETER H. 
English 
B.A. Y ale.

SEARS
SHARON A.

STRICKER 
Science 
B. S . Loyola 

University.
I

*
r

ANNE B. SHEPHERD 
English 
B.A. Vassar 
University  of London 
M .A . C o lum bia.

ARLENE H. SMITH 
Fine Arts 
D ip lom a Newark 

School o f Fine Arts 
A rt Students' League.

MOYNE R. SMITH 
English
B.A. University  o f 

Kansas 
M .A . Western 

Reserve.

]. AMES 
THOMPSON 

English, History 
B.A. Y ale 
M .A . University of 

M iam i.

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

GLENDA P. TURNER 
English
B.A. University  of N. 

C aro lina, University 
o f Lyon 

M .A . University  o f N. 
C aro lina.

ROBERT N. SMYTH 
French
B.A. W illiam s 
M .A . New York 

University.

WINIFRED S. VOGT 
English, H istory 
B.A. W ellesley.
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KAYE B. VOSBURGH 
Science 
B. S. Purdue 

University 
M .A . T. Cornell 

University.

MARGERY R.
CLAGHORN 

R ecep tion ist 
B. A . Bryn Mawr.

RENEE - PAULINE 
EXIGA WHIPPLE 

French
Professorat et Direc- 

to ra t des C o llege 
Modernes (Educa
tion  Nationale).

EDWARD ].
DOBKOWSKI 

Superin tenden t of 
Buildings and 
Grounds.

ROBERT C .
WHITLOCK 

Industrial Arts 
B. S . , M .S .,  T renton 

S tate C o llege .

VIRGINIA K. STEIN 
Consulting 

Psychologist 
B.A. Hunter 
O .T .R . Tufts 
M .A . San Francisco 

S tate C o llege.

GERTRUDE D.
BROPHY

R .N .
School Nurse.

HOWARD S.
UNANGST 

School Physician 
B.S. Annapolis 
M .D . University of 

Pennsylvania.

JEAN O. SMYTHE 
Admissions 

Secretary .



FRONT ROW: C arro ll Kane, B.A. Sm ith, 
Second Grade; June C. Gulick, B.A. 
W ellesley, First Grade; Sally S. Paterson, 
B.A. Vassar, First Grade; Louise V. 
Dennison, University o f West V irg inia, 
Third Grade; Gertrude Rogers, B.A. 
M aryv ille  C o llege, Fourth Grade. 
SECOND ROW: M argare t W. G ilbert,
B.A. Mary Baldwin, Music; V irg inia 
Lockwood, B.A. W ellesley, Third 
Grade; E leano rS . Barclay, B.A.
T renton S ta te  C o llege, Fourth Grade;
Jean Jansen, B.A. Fresno S ta te  C ollege, 
Third Grade; Nancy B. M iller, B.S. 
W heelock, Second Grade; M adeline 
W eigel, B.A. Skidmore, Ch ild  Educa
tio n  Foundation, Head o f Lower School 
and K indergarten . MISSING FROM PIC
TURE: C a therine  Branch, B.A. Sweet 
Briar, K indergarten Assistant; W illi 
Hartung, School of Art and C raft, Zurich, 
Sw itzerland, Art; E llio tt B. Illava, B.A. 
and M .A . Universify o f M ich igan, Fourth 
Grade; Barbara Roberts, B.A. Simmons, 
M .A . C olum bia, Fourth Grade.
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Lower School Faculty





SCHOOL



V  f FIRST ROW: Sarah Brett-Smith, Linda Mihan, Louise Sayen, Liz Ham id, H ilary  Martin, Bob Salup, Jim  Rodgers, Pam  Woodworth, Robin Murray,
* H eid i Flemer, Brita Light, Jack Kilgore, Mary Lapidus, Lindsey Hicks, Becky Bushnell, Barbara M iller, Suzanne Fish, Joan W illiam s. SECOND ROW: 

Ann W iley, Pam Orr, Cynthia Shoemaker, Laurie D'Agostino, M arjorie Shaw, Freddi Cagan, G race Taylor, M argare t Meigs, Leslie Grey, Meg Brin- 
ster, H arrie t Sharlin, Taylor Chambers, A llyn Love, Randy Martin, Donald Young. THIRD ROW: Bob Peck, Chris Reeve, John Parrott, Lew Bowers, 
G il Farr, Cynthia Bennett, Barbara Sturken, A lice  H olim an, N aurene Donelly, M idge Valdes, Jane t Masterton, Judy M igliori, Bruce P lap inger. 
FOURTH ROW: V icky Johnson, Louise Hutner, Eve Robinson, Laurie Linowitz, Calv in Johnson, David Mack, Bill Power, Porter Eubank, Jonathan 
Paynter, T im  M edley. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Francine Barlow, A llison G ilbert, Erik Heggen, Linda McCandless, Peninah Chilton, Shelley 
Brewster.



X  FRONT ROW: Larry Levenson, Laurie Bryant, Jodie Platt, K risten Garver, M argaret Devries, Paula Zaitz, A rlene Opatut, Lisa Warren, Candy Brown, 
Diane Jass, Robin Frey, Chris Chambers, Louise Broad, Barbara Fishman, Jean Ginsburgh, Betsy M eredith, Chessye H ill, Joan Lewis, Mary Bishop, 
Joe Punia. SECOND ROW: Danny Cantor, Becky Ramsey, Dore Levy, M artha Feltenstein, Cathy W adelton, Linda G atchell, G reacian  Goeke, Nan 
Karwan, N a ta lie  Huston, Jane Cross, Dede P ickering, Tom O'Connor, president, Susie W aterm an, Chris Smith, V ick i W illock, Christi Vaughan, 
Jean Schluter, Betsy Gorman, Terry Fried, Lee Morgan. THIRD ROW: Paul Lyman, Larry Rose, Bob Norman, Scott Richardson, David Stark, Sam 
Rodgers, David Claghorn, N ina Shafron, Kathy McClure, K atie Poole, Nancy Davies, Pam Hughes, Anne Healy,-George Treves, Jerem y Bonner,
Bill Flemer, Tom Worthington, Howard Vine, R ichard  Bryant, Robert Holt, Frank Warner, Robert van de Velde, Don M illner, N eil Rosenthal. 
FOURTH ROW: Crichton Adams, Tony Dale, Terry Booth, T im  Smith, Carl Jacobelli, D avid Seckel, John Paine, M itchell Sussman. MISSING 
FROM PICTURE: Barbara Bauer, Cathy Lane, Lizette Mills, Evelyn Sherwood, Ellen Stern, Liz Tom linson.



FIRST ROW: Elizabeth Foster, F airfax  H utter, Tom m y Myers, James Davey, D avid Tenney, John Lockette, R icky A lbert, Lucien Yokana, Steve Gorman,
M ichae l S av ag e , Andy Houston, Mark Harrop. SECOND ROW : Jane Lee, Susan Ecroyd, T ed  Vogt, S teven S ilverm an, Paul R idgeway, Jay M acafee, Harrison 
LJhl, Edwin L av in th a l, Je rem  Gordon, Jordan Young, Tom  Reynolds, John K alp in, M ichae l C agan, S tephen Foss, Fred D alrym ple, John Gordon. THIRD ROW: 
K C  Constable, Page M clnnis, Kate M erlino , Susan Linowitz, W istar W illiam s, M ary Johnson, K athy V eeder. H e len  Langew iesche, Sally Rodgers, H a rr ie t Mc- 
Loughlin, Anne Reid, Anthea B u rtle , L itLyness, Lucinda H e rr ic k , Cheri H o lcom be , K athy Bissell, Nan Schluter. FOURTH ROW : Karen Turner, M iriam  Hafitz, 
Constance C ain , E lizabeth S innott, A rtie M ittn ach t, Anne Robinson, A lex Laughlin, Joan Beth Robinson, S tephan ie Shoem aker, Nancy Farley, Laurie M errick, 
Noeline H argrave, E llen Sussman, Ellen P rebluda, K arin Grosz, Hope M ille r, C ic i M organ, Ledlie Borgerhoff, Kenzie C arpen ter, Ayres Browne, Andrea 
Scasserra, S teven Bash, Kirk Moore, S tephen Zudnak, M ichael Englander. FIFTH ROW : M ary M ills , M eg A ffleck, Jan  H all, Jacque line W ebster, C harlo tte  
Kornegay, Judy K leinberg, Pe te r M cCandless, C arl Rosenberg, John Moore, John Coffee. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Jonathan Chilton, Jean Beckwith, K atherine 
Gulick, R ichard  McGrath.
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Upper School Student Council

FRONT ROW: Andrew Houston, T im  Sm ith, Lit Lyness, Jean  Beckwith, Peninah Chilton, Ayres Browne, Chessye 
H ill, Joan Lewis, Bob O'Connor, John Bonner. BACK ROW: Jack  K ilgore, Linda M cCandless (secretary) Blair Lee, 
Susie Schnur (president) David Van Houten, Beverly Bevis, David Vomacka, Lewis Bowers, Lindsey H icks.



Middle School Student Council

FIRST ROW: Steve Judge, Gregory M atthews, Chris Burt, Ann Joyce, Susie P ra tt. SECOND ROW: Davis Sherman, 
Greg Bash, Bill W arren (President), Anne Russell, Ann A ltm aier, Elizabeth Hutner. THIRD ROW: David Straut 
(Vice President), Evan Bash, Bill Donaldson, Randy Gulick, E llen Fisher, V ick i Austin, Anne W illiam s. MISSING 
FROM PICTURE: Laura Sch leyer (Secretary Treasurer).



Social Service Committee

LEFT TO RIGHT: Andrea Fishman, Louise Broad, Hope M iller, H eid i F lem er, Pooh Holt, (chairman), Becky 
Bushnell, Gil Farr, Don M illner, Debbie Shoemaker, Ed Purcell, Chris Sm ith, Randy M artin, John Gordon, Bill 
Chalverus, Rob Holt.





. Francine Barlow 
Christopher Reeve 

Barbara Miller
 Tim Smith
  Derry Light
  Jane Wiley

Margery Burt 
Bill Flemer 
Paula Zaitz 

Becky Ramsey 
Bob O’Connor

HELEN POTTS ....................
HAL CARTER ......................
MILLIE OWENS 
BOMBER
MADGE OWENS ..................
FLO OWENS .......................
ROSEMARY SYDNEY 
ALAN SEYMOUR 
IRMA KRONKITE 
CHRISTINE SCHOENWALDER 
HOWARD BEVANS

CAST
( in  t h e  o r d e r  o f  t h e i r  a p p e a r a n c e )

THE 1953 PULITZER PRIZE PLAY

"PICNIC"
By William Inge 
P r e s e n t e d  b y  

THE DRAMA CLUB
o f

PRINCETON DAT SCHOOL
PRINCETON DAY SCHOOL THEATRE 

NOVEMBER 22, 23, 27, 1968

D i r e c t e d  b y  HERBERT McANENY 
S c e n e  c o n s t r u c t i o n  d i r e c t e d  b y  GARY LOTT 

L ig h t  d e s ig n — JIM FANCHER



Drama Club Production Staff

President: M argery  Burt
S e c re ta ry : Christopher Reeve
Stage M anager : Lucia B allan tine
Assistants •• M olly H all, N ell Bushnell 
Scenery C h a irm an : Bob O 'Connor
Lighting C h a irm an : Doug R ieck
Costumes C ha irm an : Beth H ealy
Properties C hairm en : Candy Boyajian, Jean ie  Gorm an
Sound C h a irm an : Bruce P lap inger
M ake-up Chairm an : Abby Sheldon 
Pub lic ity  Chairm an : Debbie M errick
T icke ts C hairm an : D ianna Eure
House C hairm en : Betsy N icholes, M ary Lou D elahan ty



Drama Production Group





FIRST SEESAW: (Back to front): P a tti Niem tzow, Robin Frey, Joan W illiam s (Asst. Editor), Becky Bushnell, 
C raig Page, Leslie Grey. SECOND SEESAW: Lizette M ills, Barbara Thomsen, Linda M cCandless, Jack K il
gore, Lindsey Hicks. BETWEEN SEESAWS: Ted Vogt, Ebbie Rose (Editor), Tony Blair (Asst. Editor), Robin 
K raut (Middle School Editor). THIRD SEESAW: Gil Farr (Asst. Editor), Ph ilip  W inder, Kathy Gorman. 
FOURTH SEESAW: R ichard  A lbert, J im m y Rodgers, G inna Vogt, V ick i Austin (Asst. M .S . Editor), H ilary 
W inter. STANDING: Paul Lyman. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Sue Bailey, Danny Cantor, Ronda Davis, 
Jerem y Dunning, Beth Healy, Bob Korman, Laurie Lamar, H elen  Langeweische, Larry Levenson, Laurie 
Linowitz, Susie Schnur, Karen Turner, Kathy V eeder. (Faculty Advisor: Mrs. Anne B. Shepherd).

Spokesman

Cymbals
FIRST ROW: Bill F lem er, Barbara 
M iller, Beth Borgerhoff (Editor), 
Barbara Thomsen. SECOND ROW: 
Judy KLeinberg, Hope M iller, Joan 
W illiam s, N a ta lie  Huston. MISS
ING FROM PICTURE: Bebe Ramus 
(Art Editor). (Faculty Advisors: Mrs. 
B lackwell Sm ith, Mrs. Arthur 
P e c k .)



Link

LEFT: Cia Ballan tine (layout editor, writing), Beth Borgerhoff 
(writing editor), M olly H all (co-editor, layout, production), Laurie 
Lamar (co-editor, layout, writing), Bob W ilm ot (advertising editor), 
Bebe Ramus (art), Barbara Thom sen (literary contest, writing), Tony 
Blair (photography editor, layout, business), Abby Sheldon (senior 
chart), Andrea Fishman (writing). BELOW: M argery Burt (layout, 
senior chart). MISSING FROM PICTURE: Catherine M oynahan (writ
ing, layout, production, advertising. )

PRODUCTION ASSISTANTS
Kathy Gorman, Bertina B leicher, D ebbie M errick, Kathy M cC lure 
(Class X) Cathy W adelton (Class X)
CONTRIBUTORS:
Derry Light (writing) Susie Schnur (writing) Gale Colby (Advertising) 
Gil Farr (Class XI) (advertising)

Adviser: Anne B Shepherd (writing, layout, production, editing)



( " i l p f *  r l l l h  FIRST ROW: L. G atche ll, A. Holt, B. B leicher, D. A pplegate, R. Frey, J. Hall, L.
IU  U  M errick, K. Garver, D. Levy, K. Gorman, H. M ille r. SECOND ROW: E. H ealy, E.

Rose, B. Sturken, A. Holim an, A. G ilbert, D. Eure, L. Lamar (president), C. Reeve, 
L. Broad, L. Bryant, N. Huston, J. P latt, C. Brown, E. Gorman, L. Ballan tine.
THIRD ROW: Mr. Jacobson (director), M. A ffleck, M. D elehanty, R. W ilm ot, S.

Madrigals

FIRST ROW: K risten Garver, 
Louise Broad, Dore Levy, Pooh 
Holt. SECOND ROW: Abby 
Sheldon, M olly Hall, Beth 
Borgerhoff, Laurie Bryant, Sue 
Bailey. THIRD ROW: Bob Kor- 
m an, Chris Reeve, D avid Vo- 
m acka.



Richardson, A. Houston, J. Paine, D. Vom acka, R. Korman, R. Rathauser, K. M c
Gregor, G. Goeke, R. Tokura, C. M oynahan. M issing from  p ic tu re : J. Dunning,
D. Cantor, N. Karwan, D. Jass, T . Fried, J. Schluter, J. K leinberg, D. Van Houten, 
W. Bishop, J. King.

Choir
FIRST ROW: Lit Lyness, Susan Ecroyd, Judy K leinberg, Nan Karwan, N a ta lie  Huston, D iane Jass, Dore Levy, 
Pooh Holt, Suzanne Fish. SECOND ROW: Ebbie Rose, Karen Hoffman, Blair Lee, P a tti Niemtzow, Barbara 
Fishman, Paula Zaitz, A lice Holim an, Barbara Sturken, G reacian Goeke. THIRD ROW: A lison G ilbert, Lucinda 
H errick, Laurie M errick, Louise Broad, Laurie Bryant, Joan Robinson, Debbie M errick, M argare t Devries, Derry 
Light, Sue Denise.



American Field Service Committee

FIRST ROW: Debbie M errick  (chairman), Bob Korman. SECOND ROW: Reiko Tokura, Jane Cross, N ell 
Bushnell, S teve Gorman, Kenzie Carpenter, Sharon A beel. THIRD ROW: Gil Farr, M eg Brinster, A llyn 
Love, John Paine, Chris Goble.



Key Club

FRONT ROW: Beverly Bevis, Judy K leinberg, B lair Lee (president), Roger Sherman, Wayne Roberts, 
D avid Barach. SECOND ROW: Anne Robinson, M eg A ffleck, Laura Kaysen, H attie  Gault. M issing from 
p ic tu re : D ianna Eure, Karen Hoffman, David Van Houten, Debbie M errick, Betsy N icholes, Freddi Ca- 
gan, Peninah Chilton, Chris Reeve, Jim  Rodgers, H arrie t Sharlin, Robin Frey, K risten Garver, Chessye 
H ill, Joan Lewis, M ichael Cagan, Fairfax Hutter, Nan Shluter, Jordan Young, Andy Bonner, R ichard 
O lco tt, Robert Rosenthal, P a tti Seale.



Library Council

M artha Feltenste in , Dore Levy, Laurie 
Bryant, Pam  Orr, Liz Ham id, Ed La- 
venthal, Jerry Hafitz. M issing: Bob 
W ilmot, Andrew Bonner, Nancy Davis, 
Mary Fike, Pa tty  Seale, H a ttie  Gault.

Photography Club

FIRST ROW: M ary M ills, Liz Ham id, C ic i Morgan, Ledlie Borgerhoff. SECOND ROW: Liz Foster, George Treves, 
Elizabeth Sinnott, Paul Lyman, Ann Robinson, Harrison Uhl.



Cheerleaders

LEFT TO RIGHT: Stephy 
Shoem aker, M eg Brinster, 
Leslie Grey, Ellen Suss- 
man, E llen Prebluda, 
H arrie t Sharlin, Freddi 
Cagan.

Athletic 
Association

BOTTOM ROW: Nell Bush
ne ll, Sally  Rodgers, Dede 
P ickering, Pam  Wood- 
worth. TOP ROW: Karen 
Hoffman (chairm an - 
girls), Donald Young,
Pete M cCandless, David 
M acleod, J im  Rodgers, 
T om  Spain (chairman- 
boys).



FRONT ROW : J im  Davies, Jordan Young, David V om acka (Captain), T im  M edley, Jonathan C hilton, 
Bruce P lap inger. STANDING : David Tenney, Sam Rodgers, Mr. Saladino, Jim  M cA fee, R ichard  Bryant, 
John Coffee, David Stark.

Cross Country Team



FRONT ROW : Ashby A dam s, C ra ig P ag e , K eith  Bash (co-captains). SECOND ROW: Jack K ilgore, Ken 
McGregor, C a lv in  Johnson, R ick Judge, Thom  Spain, Je rem y Dunning, Lew Bowers, D avid M ack. 
THIRD ROW : Bob Peck, David C laghorn, Pe te  M cCandless, Erik H egen, T erry  Booth, C rich ton Adams, 
Carl Rosenberg, Tony D ale, G il Farr, Mr. Burnes (coach). FOURTH ROW.'Mr. Barren, Carl Jacobe lli, 
Kirk M oore, John K alp in , T im  Sm ith, Bob Norman, Tom  W orthington, Ayres Browne.

Varsity Football

Varsity Soccer

FRONT ROW: Larry T an , P h ilip  W inder, Bill Chalverus (co-captain), David M acleod (co-captain), 
David Van Houten, Je ff P reb luda, Bob W ilm ot. SECOND ROW : George T reves (manager), John Paine, 
Randy M artin , J im m y Rodgers, Bob Rathauser, Donald Young. THIRD ROW: Mr. Ivors (coach), A llyn 
Love, S teven Bash, David Seckel, Rob Holt.



Varsity Field 

Hockey Team

STANDING: N ell Bushnell, Pam  
Woodworth, Chris Sm ith, C indy 
Shoem aker. ON SLIDE: K athy M c
C lure, L itLyness, Linda M cCand
less , Lindsey H ick s, Francine 
Barlow, Betsy N icholes, Karen 
Hoffm an (Captain).

Junior Varsity 
Field Hockey Team

FROM LEFT : 
W istar W illiam s 
Sally  Rodgers 
Nancy Farley 
Anne R eid  
Chessye H ill 
Hope M ille r 
Susie W aterm an 
Noreen Donnelly 
N a ta lie  Huston 
Nan Schulter 
Sharon A beel





Basketball
SITTING: Randy Martin, Tony Dale, C raig Page, David Seckel, Don M illner, Kirk Moore. 
STANDING: Mr. Jones, Tom  Spain, C alv in Johnson, Carl Jacobe lli, Carl Rosenberg, Gil Farr, 
Ed Cole.

Wrestling
KNEELING: Ken McGregor, Je rem y Dunning, Bob W ilmot, Ashby Adams, Keith  Bash, Jerry 
King. STANDING: C richton Adams, John Kalpin, T im  Sm ith, M ichael Cagan, G iovanni Fer- 
ran te, Mr. Burnes.



Ice Hockey
KNEELING: Chris R eeve, Deebs Young, Bill Chalverus, Bob O 'Connor, Jim  Rodgers, T om  O'Connor. 
STANDING: John Gordon, Rob Holt, Sam Rodgers, P e te r M cCandless, John Moore, Arty M ittn ach t, Mr. 
Rulon-M iller.



Girl's Varsity And Junior Varsity Basketball

FIRST ROW: C ia Ballan tine, Laurie M errick, Ann Reid, T errie Fried, Betsy N icholes, 
(captain), Noreen Donnelly, Nell Bushnell, K. C. Constable. SECOND ROW: Mr. Sears 
(coach), Susie Schnur, Linda M ihan, Ann W iley, Sally Rodgers, Lucinda Herrick, Mr. 
Packard (coach). THIRD ROW: Joan W illiam s, Robin Murray, Lit Lyness, Hope M iller, 
Paula Zaitz.
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ART AND LITERATURE







Theresa
We found the house on a grey city 

s tree t. It belonged to my Great Aunt 
Theresa  and when she died, we went to 
so r t  out her things, all the pot holders 
and p rayer books she never mentioned in 
the will. There was an apartm en t down
s ta i r s  which she ren ted to a young man 
for twelve dollars a month, and she lived 
upsta irs  alone with the pigeons. The 
s ta i r s  in the hall were hardly large 
enough a c ro ss  for two of us, let alone 
four, and halfway up they veered sharp ly 
with no landing.

Inside her apartm en t our voices were 
too large for the walls. Furn itu re  clogged 
the rooms. You couldn't open a drawer 
without moving a chair. And the d rawers 
were filled with stale-smelling, maiden

things. We piled up handkerchiefs with 
lavender tatting, quilts, r o s a ry  beads, 
scented soap which had never been 
opened. I rem em ber wanting to leave; 
waiting finally in the kitchen where there 
was light. Potted ivy was dying on the 
window sill. How many days ago. . . she 
was coming home alone a t night and 
couldn't make it all the way up the s ta irs .  
Just where they turned halfway up she had 
to stop and res t. In the morning the m ilk 
man found her. She’d spent the night s i t 
ting on those s ta irs .

It was three years ago. I don’t know 
who owns the house now. I don’t even know 
whether its still there. If the same man is 
renting it he's paying a lot more than 
twelve do lla rs by now.

Barbara Thomsen XII
F i r s t  Prize
Upper School Prose

Medusa
She wore her brill iance like her 

sn ak e s , who wound around he r head and 
climbed the air. They felt the s ta i r s  that 
no one e lse could even see, and went 
along them, to where I never knew. I 
could tell they knew by their eyes which 
sent sh ivers through the room.

My mother used to say that her e x is 
tence disproved equality. She made the 
experiment that did add to science, wrote 
the poem that breathed. She was always 
doing the things that everyone e lse  knew 
he had been se t on e a r th  to accomplish; 
she was one of those people who produced 
a reason - a hundred rea son s - for her 
life.

I met her on the s t re e t  one day. "Hi, " 
she said, and soon I was to phone her to 
d iscuss some school assignment. She 
turned out to be approachable, so one day 
I walked slowly to her house.

She was alone, in a long blue sk ir t  
that flowed to get the door. She took me 
to a room that was a m ess  from German, 
r a ts  in cages and Edmund Spenser. She 
idolized Elizabeth I, and worried about 
B ismarck's reputation. The a ir  was hung

with e ther and Camus.
The house was a massive Victorian 

mansion that stood sheepish by the road. 
From outside it looked awkward and apo l
ogetic, but inside I could sympathize with 
the gloom. It wheezed appreciatively if 
you just stroked its back or sm iled at the 
stained glass windows. It a lso sweated 
dust for which she scolded as she wiped 
it up. It was from her snakes Medusa got 
her name and her mystique, but it was 
from her house she got her charm . And 
it held me - each room and passageway 
and all the thousand boxes, books and 
cherubim that c lu tte red the high-roofed 
rooms.

Why was it ALL in her house? I 
wondered.

And then we saw her snakes, in piles 
of cages in a greenhouse in the yard. She 
also liked the sky she said, "because it 
was so big and anything that big has to be 
free. And yet you can hoard it, it belongs 
to each instead of everyone. "

To me the sky had always been just 
blue and mostly cloudy, but then I looked 
and saw all there was to see.



We walked in the garden which had 
been formal once, but now was full and 
overgrown. I traced  the boxwood, which 
bushed so big it r ippled on and on. "1 de 
cided it f ir s t  grew here wild before the 
house was ever bu il t,"  she said. "How
ever, that is not true. "

And I apprecia ted it all at f irs t. But 
then we went upsta irs  to play chess.
While she was plotting out her moves, I 
looked all around the room, following the 
patterns in the wood up to the ceiling, 
sunk in flourishes. I inspected each piece

of bric-a-brac and that house began to 
bug me. I thought of rows and rows of 
houses longing for one small wonder to 
put in the parlour and polish once a week. 
I got vast and b itte r, and she bent over 
the chess. I pushed my feet against the 
floor, and she smiled and won the game.
I wanted to te a r  apar t that house.

I didn't have, to, though, for we went 
back into the snakehouse. She was with 
the snakes, and I in the corner, and sud 
denly the snake bit her and, turning his 
eyes, he sm iled at me.

I smiled back.
Joan Williams XI 
Honorable Mention 
Upper School Prose

The Winner
. .Okay, Ann, here she comes with 

my breakfast, I'll get back at her this 
time!"

Sarah leaned back and fixed her eyes 
on the wall opposite the door, with her 
doll in he r a rm s.

A second la ter, Miss Henderson, the 
nurse, heaved the door open with her 
back, pivoted and placed the tray  on a 
table.

"Good morning, Sarah. Your b re ak 
fast is here. "

Sarah didn't move.
"Sarah, now let's not be a little brat. 

I've spoken to you. "
She plodded a c ro ss  the floor and 

stood in Sarah's view. Sarah s ta red  at 
her frigidly. Miss Henderson had a stone 
face with flat, grey eyes and a long, de 
flated nose. Her lips were hard and 
wafer-like, and her wiry hair was s t r a p 
ped into a tight mold on the back of her 
head. Her skin was fat and yellow and 
she sm iled haughtily at Sarah.

"Don't you sm ile at me. What did you 
bring me for breakfast?"

"Prune juice, toast and EGGS,” she 
emphasized.

"Eggs! You know damn well I hate 
eggs! Why did you. . . . "  she stopped and 
grunted mockingly.

Miss Henderson sighed proudly and 
brought her the tray.

"Now give me little Annie, and you 
can eat. " Miss Henderson extended her

hand for the doll but Sarah spat in it. The 
nurse jerked her hand back, and puffed 
furiously.

"Her name is not 'little Annie, ' and I 
can eat with her just fine, " Sarah snap
ped, and held her doll close while she 
uncovered her breakfast.

Miss Henderson went to wash her 
hands while Sarah re jo iced silently with 
her doll.

The nurse re tu rned and sat down on 
the chair. She watched Sarah warily.

"My, you're taking such a long time 
to eat. All the other g ir ls  must be done 
with'their breakfast by now. "

The nurse c leared  her throat.
"How old a re  you, Sarah?"
"You know. Dr. F reeman told you. "
"Well, " she sm iled and clasped her 

thick fingers together, " I ’ve so many 
little g ir ls ' ages to rem ember, I've just 
forgotten YOURS. " She eyed her expec
tantly with one eyebrow arched, and an 
icy twinge at the co rne rs  of her mouth.

"Sixteen. "
"Sixteen! Why you're so much older 

than you look! I thought you were only 
twelve! Why, I have a niece who’s only 
fourteen and she looks much older than 
you, . . . Sarah? Are you listening?. . . 
Well, anyway, Cynthia, that's her name, 
is at the head of her class. She's so 
sm a r t  and p re tty  and talented! She's only 
been taking skating lessons for a year, 
now, and she skates like a professional!



And she's such a young lady. I don't think 
she's even bothered with silly, childish 
things like coloring books or dolls for a 
long time, why she's even. . . . "

Sarah tipped over her glass of juice.
"Oh, dear. Has little Sarah spilled 

her juice? Let me fix it up, " she sm iled 
and fetched a sponge.

Sarah clenched her jaws and b reathed 
heavily. The door bu rs t  open and Miss 
Henderson flitted over to her bed with a 
damp sponge. Sarah watched vigilantly, 
and sea rched for words, while the nurse 
blotted the stains. She noticed her 
fingers.

"Why a ren 't  you wearing a wedding 
ring?"

"Because I'm not m a r r ie d , "  she r e 
plied quickly.

"Oh. Why not?"
"Because I haven't been asked, " she 

carped sarcas tica lly .
"You haven't been asked to get m a r 

ried? Ever? My father used to call old 
unm arried  women 'old maids. ' " Sarah 
maneuvered the t ray  a little with her 
knees to sp read  the juice.

"Then I suppose after you graduated 
from college, you went to Nursing 
School?"

"I didn't. . . go to college. "
' "Didn't go to college either? Why 

not?"
"We didn't have enough money, " she 

said shakily.

"Oh. My father said that poor people 
could get scho larsh ips to colleges. Only 
if they're sm art,  that is. "

The nu rse  c a r r ied  the t ra y  to the 
table, and wiped her moist forehead with 
her a rm . She came back and e ra sed  
some tiny brown sta ins on the bedspread 
with he r sponge.

"Why do you always wear your hair 
a ll tied up? My father used to say women 
that tied their hair up looked like men. 
Maybe that's why. . oh forget it. "

Sarah watched her sweat nervously. 
Miss Henderson finished and ro se  slowly.

"I'd be tte r go now. ” She had her eyes 
fixed on the doll.

"No. Stay and let's chat for a while. " 
"I'd better go now, " she repeated.
She deposited the fat sponge on the 

tray, and r a is ed  the windowshade. Sarah 
saw her sh ivering and sweating heavily. 
Her eyes were glazed and her mouth 
quivered lightly.

"You know, Miss Henderson, you 
rea lly  have nothing to live for, " Sarah 
said sharply.

The nurse swerved and grabbed the 
doll from Sa rah ’s a rm s  and to re  its head 
off. She squeezed it and threw it on the 
floor. She g lared at her trembling hands, 
then ro lled her eyes closed, clenched her 
f i s t s , and sobbed stiffly. Sarah looked at 
the dead doll for a long time, then shifted 
her eyes to the old woman and smiled 
victoriously.

Jean Ginsberg 
Honorable Mention 
Upper School Prose

This room is gently put; 
a dialogue of 
flowered cloth and light: 
the phrase is 
warm ly turned 
the co rn e rs  pause. 
Somewhere
in a cold c lam 's world, 
lodged with camels 
in a needle's eye 
my father is.

Across the room
my mother s i t s ,
flower phrase
sm iling on the sofa's edge:
I know
her hear t is gone with him 
to ra tt le
in that dark  shell, 
r a t t le  from 
the flowered brink 
to tears .

Beth Borgerhoff XII 
Honorable Mention 
Upper School Poetry



Alva

Alva is the daughter 
of the p r ism  and the dark, 
conceived in a Paramus tenement 
as the ra in  leaked through 
and stained an insect on the wall.
Alva ate green and brown dog biscuits 
kept in a flowerpot beneath the porch.
It was summer and the ro se s  blew 
and fell.
She waited on a white sea t in the park 
and killed unsteady spiders.
When the thunder came, Alva's teacher said, 
it was just the Fat Lady, 
getting off the bus in Paterson.

Alva wore co rrec tive  oxfords 
With a g rey  shoelace, but alone 
she spread impaled against 
the full length m irro r ;  
wrapped her a rm s  around a pillow 
in the night.
Hell, Alva knew, was only 
beneath the steaming manholes in the city; 
There God and Lucifer sa t in council 
with the mayor of New York.
Jesus, alone in heaven, c ro ssed  his legs 
and cleaned his nails.
So Alva fell in love. She sat
with her nervous blond lover and smoked
narrow  cigarettes.
But he left her in the summer and drove 
trucks instead.
Alva s ta red  out the bus windows 
down the New Jersey  Turnpike.
She was the Fat Lady 
Rumbled off the bus in Paterson 
and c irc led  the s t re e ts  where 
the worms grew afte r the rain.
She smelled musty, like the autumn piles.

Alva grew in a tra ck  and 
c irc led  back.
She s ta re s  at the spreading pool 
around her chair.
Her mouth flaps open, a g rey  round 
in calcim ine skin.
Alva begins to count 
out loud on the veins of her left hand



Susie Reacts
Susie fum bled w ith the key, opened the door, 

and despite the stifling  August heat, w alked in. She 
thought about how good it was to be in  the old ap a r t
m en t again, and thoughts raced  through h e r m ind as 
she and her dog Scooter w ent from room to room, 
opening windows and looking a t things.

"T h is is where he slept. R em em ber how we used 
to sit on the floor and p lay  cards? And here  -- this 
is where m y fa ther sat. " Even though for a lm ost two 
years Susie had looked a t every th ing when she cam e 
in, she cou ldn 't h e lp  doing it again. "Scooter, don 't 
you rem em ber how we used to sit here  in  the studio 
and Dad would show m e new techn iques in  painting? 
Oh, I m iss him! "

Susie g lanced  down a t the dog and he wagged his 
stubby ta i l  as i f  to com fort her. Scooter w asn't any 
spec ia l breed; he was w hat Susie's father had c a lled  
"assorted pooch". Susie w ent to her room and sat 
down on the bed. Lisa Jordonson had been  awfully 
good com pany w hile her m other had b een  away, but 
there was something abou t sitting  in  one's own room--

Susie g lanced  a t the dressing tab le  and saw her 
father looking a t h e r from a silver fram e. She im ag 
ined th a t he said, "Hi there, sweets, " as h e  used to, 
and the old hurt pounded inside her again, bu t she 
knew her loss could never be m ade up. No one could 
ever rep lace  Bob W elkner. W hile a t Lisa's, she had 
com pared Lisa's fa ther to her own —  he w asn't the 
same. Bob W elkner had been  kind, fun - loving, -- 
her companion, counsello r and her dearest friend.
For two years after his death  she com pared everyone 
to  him , bu t she found no one like h im . She thought 
Bob W elkner was the best a rtis t in the world. If he 
hadn 't b een  forever poking his nose in to things and 
being so nice, he 'd  be here  today.

He had b een  a t the p ie r and had seen a drunk m an 
fa ll in to the co ld M arch w ater. He of course jum ped  
in  and saved the drunk from drowning. He did not, 
however, save h im self from  a losing b a ttle  w ith 
pneum onia.

Susie's thoughts w ere in te rrup ted  by a noise in  the 
front ha ll.

"Mother, th a t you?"
"Susie, dear, com e here! " said a youngish, 

p leasan t vo ice. Sue ran  into her m other's arms -- or 
was i t  packages? Scooter was jum ping  up  and down, 
and Susie told h im  to qu ie t down. "W ell, how was 
it, Mom?"

" I t  was wonderful, Susie, and I have  something  
very im po rtan t to te l l  you. " For some reason, Susie 
fe lt a m om en t of dread.

"W hat happened?" she asked worriedly.
"W ell -- "Mrs. W elkner said quickly, "I'm  

ge tting  married! " Susie stopped breath ing . MAR
RIED! How could anyone forget Bob W elkner in  two 
years? She fe lt like te llin g  her m o ther how she felt, 
bu t she didn't.

Mrs. W elkner continued, no t no tic ing  how her 
daughter looked a t her. He's re a lly  qu ite  n ice--you'll 
like  h im . W e're g e ttin g  m arried  in  two days, and I 
guess you 'll be staying a t Lisa's again . You know, 
i t ' l l  be fun having th ree kids! "

"Three! " Susie thought, "M y God. " Her m other 
drew  her close, bu t Susie pu lled  her away.

"W hat's the m atter?  Oh, Susie, I know i t  w ill be 
hard, bu t you 'll g e t used to liv ing in a sm a ll town and 
going to a sm all school. "

"A sm all school. " Did she th ink she was going to 
ge t m e out o f m y own school, e spec ia lly  in  m y eighth 
grade year? T h a t does it! " Susie m urm ured a qu ick 
good-night, p icked up h e r dog, and w ent to her 
room, leav ing  her m o ther staring a t h e r in  surprise.

Susie spent a d ifficu lt n igh t, bu t the weeks fo l
low ing w eren 't to bad, because she was w ith Lisa, 
and Lisa NEVER le t  things g e t her down. Then the 
m orning of the day she was leav ing  for Cedartown, 
she rem em bered  w ith disgust why she was going. 
Everyone n o ticed  th a t she was in a trance  a l l  day, but



Lisa tried  to  ch ee r h e r up.
"Look, you 'll com e back  soon. Maybe you 'll 

even be ab le  to  stay w ith us. I t  w on't b e  so bad. Your 
mom  said th a t he's got a daugh ter ju st your age!
C'mon, i t ' l l  be fun! Let's go to the tra in  station. "

When, a t the s ta tion  a m an  took Scooter away, 
Susie c ried  out. " It's  a ll right, dear, the lit tle  
b egg a r'll be O. K w ith  m e a tak in ' care  of 'im . "
Susie a lm ost b lu rted  out th a t Scooter was h e r only 
friend, b u t d ec id ed  no t to.

L ater she sat on the train, try ing to rem em ber the 
ap artm en t ju s t as she le ft it. Most of the things were 
in  C edartown already, bu t she rem em bered  th a t last 
backward g lan ce  as she, her suitcase, h e r father's 
equ ipm en t and Scooter struggled out the door. She 
knew she'd never sit there a g a in  or look down a t the 
people from the ir fifth floor apartm en t. She'd never 
sit w ith her father in  the park and pa in t p ic tu res of 
the trees, brooks and an im als. A ll th a t was gone; she 
turned to th e  present.

W hat was the town like? the kids? the house? and 
e spec ia lly  the school?

Then i t  struck her. She was starting a new life, 
right? Well, m aybe th a t would h e lp  her forget her 
losses--her past w ith Bob W elkner. No! W hat was she 
thinking? She d id n 't w ant to go to Cedartown. She 
shook her head  and started  over. Maybe, w ith  try ing 
to  sta rt m ak ing  friends, school work, and anything 
else th a t caugh t her fancy, she'd put New York a t the 
b ack  of her m ind. Of course, she'd sta rt a pain ting  
club! NO. T h a t w ouldn 't work. W hat would kids 
from a h ick  town like th a t know about painting? She 
took a sullen a ttitu d e  again . S. . L . . O. . W. . L. . Y 
things stra igh tened  out. She'd try. I t  would be fun.
New friends, sure! Bob always liked m ee ting  peop le. 
He lik e new things and places. It WOULD work, she'd 
m ake friends w ith M artin  Stroner and his fam ily . She 
se ttled  back  to  en joy the fast moving scenery.

Slowly th e  tra in  pu lled  in  to  the C edartown station.

As she got off, Susie no ticed  th a t n e ith er h e r m other 
nor M artin  Stroner was in  sight. She qu ick ly  ran  to  the 
baggage car and go t Scooter's box. Putting her bags 
under a sm all chair, she ran  to re lease  Scooter. He 
leap t up and down w ith joy  and g ree ted  her w ith yelps.

"Down, boy, down. It's O. K. Stop! I c an 't find 
Mom w ith you jum ping  like that. "

She had ju st started  to put his leash on when a 
sm all boy's vo ice  said behind her, "Boy, H ercules 
isn 't going to like th a t dog! "

Susie turned and looked down on a freckled, im 
pish face th a t wore a broad grin. N ext to h im  stood a 
ta l l  young m an  w ith b lue eyes and fa ir h a ir. The 
sm all boy started  to speak again, bu t the o lder one 
put a restrain ing hand on his shoulder and spoke to 
Susie.

"A ren 't you Susie Welkner?"
Susie nodded. The sm all boy was Robby Stroner, 

she knew that, bu t w hat about the other, and where 
was h e r mother? D ismay m ust have  been  w ritten  
across her face, because the young m an  continued .

"Oh, don 't be worried. I'm  Ken Crown and I live 
across the s tree t from Robby here. Your m o ther isn 't 
h e re  yet, because th e ir p lane was grounded and 
they 're  tak ing a tra in . "

"Barbie w ent out", put in Robby. "She d idn 't 
w ant to m ee t you. "

"Hey, w a it a m inute! Babs had another appo in t
m en t and cou ldn 't come, so I offered, " said Ken. 

"Barbie d idn 't w an t you, " taun ted  Robby.
So this was w hat i t  was like. Susie forgot c om 

p le te ly  abou t her resolutions on the tra in  and b en t 
down over h e r dog so no one could see the tears w e ll
ing in her eyes.

She followed them  to the ca r and got in. Ken 
tried  to  be ch ee rfu l bu t d idn 't succeed in  m aking 
Susie fee l any b e tte r.

"Th is is the school--pretty n ice  for a sm a ll town 
like ours, isn 't it?"



Susie looked ind iffe ren tly  out the window. Dinky, 
it would fit in to  a corner of my old school, was what 
cam e into h e r m ind. A fter about a ten  m inu te  ride  they  
pu lled  up a driveway lead ing  to  a medium-sized white 
house, w ith a n eg lec ted  lawn, and g reen  shutters that 
needed pain ting.

"W ell, here  it is, " said Ken. "B etter hurry--it's 
a lm ost tim e  for dinner. "

Susie w atched him  walk across the street, then 
turned and w alked into the house. Barbie and Robby 
were a lready  sitting  a t the tab le  and ne ith er bo thered 
to  g e t up;.

"Oh, where do I go from here?" she asked t im id -
!y- "Upstairs and to the left. I go tta  share a room 
w ith you and ya b e tte r g e t the m u tt ou ta there before 
Hercules gets him , " c a lled  Barbie, a p re tty  brunette, 
but qu ite  sour-faced.

Susie d idn 't know what to do. She ran  upstairs into 
the bedroom  and flung h e rse lf down on the bed, w hich 
she supposed was hers. She lay there  for a while, 
looking a t the room . Barbie had m ade a d is tin c t chalk  
line, m arking off the halves of the room . Her side 
was plain, ex cep t for a sm all furry rug on which Scoot
er now slept. She fe lt the p resence o f someone, and 
g lanced  up a t the door. Barbie was standing there, 
looking a t Susie co ld ly. She w alked in, got her 
pa jam as and w alked out. Susie rushed to  g e t hers on 
and was in  bed before Barbie cam e back. She was 
hungry bu t dared  not say anything. When both girls

were in  bed and the ligh ts out, Susie said "good n igh t" 
--no answer.

It w en t on like this for some weeks, none of the 
ch ild ren  ta lk ing  excep t to argue. In  fact, the only 
ones th a t w ere friends w ere Scooter and the fam ed 
Hercules.

One night, however, Susie awoke to the sound of 
sobbing. "W hat's the m atte r, Barbie?" she asked 
worriedly.

"Nothing--go 'way! "
"C om e on, te l l  me, are you hurt? Should I ge t 

m y mom?" Barbie turned over.
"T ha t's  ju st it! You have your mom . I don't. I 

know she's b een  so sweet to me, but I'v e  b een  sour 
to  her. Oh, I've t- t- tried to  be a toughy while you 
were being  n ice . W hether you know it or no t Robby 
re a lly  likes you. He ju s t w on't adm it it to  any one 
else b u t m e. Also, this is m y first y ear a t Cedartown 
H igh also, and, well, everyone likes you, even Ken, 
and I've considered h im  m ine, since I was old enough 
to  b e  in te rested  in boys. "

Susie put a com forting  hand across Barbie's 
shoulders. "You know, Barbie, there are p len ty  of 
boys in  this town who'd like you if you'd le t them . " 

"R eally, do you re a lly  th ink so?" Barbie asked so 
earnestly  th a t Susie burst out laughing, and they  both 
laughed u n til th e ir stom achs hurt. When they had 
c lim bed  in to  the ir beds, both girls said a t once, 

"G 'night, Sis. "

Abby N o tte rm an
First Prize
M iddle School Prose

Black
In th e  co ld  and n eg lec ted  footsteps o f tim e, 
in a path  trod  by hunger and fright, 
no life, no ligh t;
On th e  dusty stairs of e ternity, 
loom ing  and le ft behind, 
no soul, no m ind;
C lean ing  th e  lan te rn  of F ather T im e, 
sweeping th e  d irty  path, 
no joy, no wrath,
Lies Black;
silent, w aiting , calm , 
lis ten ing  to  th e  re len tless tick  
of th e  clock . . .w a iting , w aiting,
w aiting . . . un til it 
stops. . .

Mayo Adams VII 
First Prize
M iddle School Poetry



My Hang-Up

I could g e t along w ithou t T. V. ;
Wash m y c lo thes in  a brook or the sea,
Study by fireligh t, ba the in a pail,
T rav e l by wagon or by sail.
I'd  be g lad  to  m ake cand les and m y  own soap;
I'm  positive th a t I could cope
In  a world w ithou t freezers, p lanes or cars.
I'd  te l l  tim e  by the sun, the m oon and the stars.

I w ouldn 't m iss radio, and I'd  w ear long skirts. 
There's only one th ing th a t re a lly  hurts:
I don't know how I'd  ever survive 
How I'd  ex ist or stay a liv e  
W ithout th a t sing le g rea t inven tion  
T ha t no one rem em bers ever to  m ention,
T ha t th in g  th a t youth has m ade its own,
The wonderful, fabulous te lephone.

N ancy K endall VII 
H onorable M ention 
M iddle School Poetry

Noah's Ark
I bu ilt an  ark as high, as high,
So h igh  it seem ed  to  reach  the sky
As long, as long, as long as the eye can see--
So long it seem ed to  cross th e  sea.
The an im als and I sa iled  for m any a day 
W aiting  for th e  first sun ray.
God ca lled  in his m igh ty  voice,
"Come out! Com e out! Rejo ice! Rejo ice!
We w alked  upon th e  earth  once m o re ,
The birds, th e  trees, th e  bees, and m ore.
God said, "R ep la ce  th e  club and sword 
W ith  th e  app le  and the gourd. "
God sent a sign to  a ll m en.
T he blessed rainbow  shines again .

Jeff S treed V 
Honorab le M ention 
M iddle School Poetry

The judges awarded Honorable M ention in 
M iddle School Prose to  W illiam  Langeweische, VIII, 
for his story "T he  C ave", and to  C larisse Roberts, V, 
for her u n title d  story w hich appeared in  the w in ter 
issue o f CYMBALS. The editors reg re t th a t lack  of 
space prevents them  from prin ting these stories.

Acknowledgements

The Edito ria l Board of th e  LINK 
would lik e  to  express th e ir deepest a p 
p re c ia tio n  to  th e  fo llow ing peop le  who 
judged th e  lite ra ry  con test: Mr. N ich 
olas Aversa, Professor and Mrs. Je re 
m iah  S. F inch, Mrs. P a tr ic ia  Fuchs, 
Mr. A1 G reenberg, Mr. Huson Gregory, 
Mrs. W illiam  W. Lockwood, Professor 
Ju lian  Moynahan, and Mrs. B lackwell 
Sm ith.

They would also like to thank Karen Hoffman, 
Pooh H o lt and Jane W iley for th e ir work on the Class 
H istory.

Laurie, Molly, Tony: The th ree  o f you have spent 
your Senior y ear im m orta liz ing  ours for us in  this book.

And we--"Have eyes to wonder, bu t lack  tongues to 
p ra ise".

(Shakespeare)

We thank  you.
--Class of 1969



COMPLIMENTS OF 
THE BALLANTINES



A

( E i U i t b  S n n t m v 1 Congratulations 
and 

Best Wishes
DR. AND MRS. RATHAUSER

"Where Shoes Are Fitted— Not Merely Sold" 

Palmer Square
(Next to  the  Playhouse)

(609). 924-4987
Free  P a rk in g  in  P a rk  'N Shop Lots

MERCI, MADAME 

Candy Jeanie

THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY

Hardware and House Furnishings

Telephone 924-0066 
138 Nassau Street

To Mrs. Brophy:
To you this gnome bids good-bye 
With a laugh, a tear and a sigh.
What shall I do nex t year 
When Christmas and b irthdays draw near? 
Think o f happiness pills, cookies and 
A cake fo r you and one for me.
So o ff I fly--to you I leave 
A handfu l o f forget-me-nots and 
thank  you  for ju s t being you.

Lovingly,
h e r fa ith fu l gnome

KOOLTRONIC
Leading Manufacturers of Electronic 

Cooling Equipment 
Suppliers to every major Space, 
Nuclear and Undersea Program, 

including Tektite 
Quaker Bridge Road, Princeton, N.J. 

Callens Road, Ventura, California

PRINCETONIAN 
Diner and Restaurant 

Adventures in Gracious Dining 
Your Hosts 

James Christakos-Vasos Pe tr it is  
U.S. 1, Princeton 
Phone 452-2271

HISTORIC

( E n u t b u r t r  3 1  i mv

King George’s Hwy., Cranburg, N.J.



THINK KNICKERBOCKER
KNICKERBOCKER FUND. We aim fo r incom e and 
conservative long term  growth. Conservation o f capi
tal receives careful consideration.
KNICKERBOCKER GROWTH FUND. Our aim here 
is to  make you r money grow. Investm ents are made 
in companies we believe have the po ten tia l to  grow 
faster than  th e  economy.KNICKERBOCKER SHARES, INC.
Ask your broker or write for free prospectus. 

4 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J. 609-924-6200

CRANBURY GIFT SHOP 
House of Gifts and Cards 

Open Daily 10 a.m. - 5:30 p.m. 
Friday Evenings 7-9

50 N. Main Street Cranbury

9 2 4 - 9 8 7 6

U niversity  (Barber S h op
4  B A R B E R S  IN A TT EN D A N C E

“A  P R E S T I G E  S H O P ”

L e w i s  H .  F e r r a r a
P R O P R I E T O R

1 P A L M E R  S Q U A R E  
P R I N C E T O N ,  N.  J .

VARSITY SPORT SHOP

96 Nassau Street 
Princeton, N.J. 08540

“Sock It To ’Em”

Congratulations to all our 
young friends 

B ux ton ’s C oun try  Shoppes 
The Millstone 
Marsh & Co.

Colonial Barber Shop 
The Doll House 

S tudio 12 
Fabrics by Leona 

Brides’ Showcase In ternational 
Towne Wine and L iquor 
Thriftw ay Superm arket 

Ram p Cleaners 
Little Bux

MONTGOMERY 
SHOPPING CENTER
Route 206 / At the Rocky Hill light
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PCccad'dty C - ire u s  ,  I n c .

Good-by 
and 

Keep cold

from
R.F. AND LOUISE SAYEN
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BELLE MEAD GARAGE
Chrysler - Plymouth - Valiant

Phone: 359-8131 
Roy K. Higgins, Proprietor 

Route 206 
Belle Mead, N.J. 08502

$ T h e  t

DOLL HOUSE
€ Beauty Salon £
w C
$ * £0 f e a t u r i n g  ^  £

1  4 W  1
j Mr. R o b e r t  §\ Open daily 8 to 6 jj 
 ̂ Open Thursday evenings i

€ Mon t g ome r y  S h o p p i n g  C e n t e r  J] 
i  R o u t e  206 * j u s t  p a s t  t h e  § 
> R o c k y  H i l l  l i g h t .  o
8 921 -6 7 7 0  Ijj
f?S252532W5ZS25Z52W5H525E52W525252S<3

1 1 j r a i n e  )■U—-f:..■■ -| / 1 66 Nassau Street
P rinceton, New Jersey 

Telephone: (609) 924-4350

Guy A. Bensinger Cecily Ross 
Beverly Crane Hannah Tindall Lynn Foste r 

Jud ith  McCaughan

Charles H. Draine Co.

DELAHANTY’S
PHARMACY

State Street at Chambers 

Trenton, N.J.

SMITH BOOKBINDING CO. 

3 Spring Street

battlefields, backrubs, B.S. & T 
snowday and SSR 

Leo et Libra 
red blankets 

daffodils 
Orion 
smiles 
May 
lxl



Good Luck to Kathy and the 
Class of 1969

CASCADE INDUSTRIES, INC.

Talmadge, Rd., Edison, N.J. 08817
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RCA LaboratoriesjDavid Sarnoff Research Center! Princeton.NJ 08540

serving the nation, 
the home, 
and industry 
through
electronic research

I t C J I
The David Sarnoff L ib ra ry  
is open weekdays  
from 10 a.m. to 3 p.m.





To all the teachers who taught me 
at MFS and PDS:

THANK YOU
-with special thanks for Mrs. Fine and 
Mr. Jones (!) and most of all for Ma
dame, who has helped me the most in 
the past three years. I’ll miss you.

It has been fun, 
hasn’t it,
Betsy? First a 
hink then  a 
hunk, a 
whistle... and 
now  paths 
part...

The Genie

To the Class of 1969 -
“To thine own self be true,
And it must follow as the night the day, 
Thou cans’t not then be false to any man.”

HAMLET, I, 3.
Congratulations and best wishes,

TO ANNA: 
dee

faithfully, Karen and Jane

MR. AND MRS. TRISTAM JOHNSON

KARL D. PETTIT
& COMPANY

Compliments of T H I N K !

DR. AND MRS. OSCAR SUSSMAN -How well have you done w ith you r own investm ent 
management?
-1968 has been a year o f challenge - so, too, will be 
1969.
-Should you  n o t consider seriously and p rom ptly  the 
em ploym ent o f professional advisors?
-Their services are sound and proven — the  fee is 
deductible.
-You know  tha t results are best arrived at by com par
ison and although they can never be guaranteed they 
could be brillian t and rewarding plus you r own Peace 
o f Mind.

Shoemaker’s OASIS wishes 
the ‘lively’ four

LUCK and HAPPINESS always.

Write or phone!!!
Since 1932 

INVESTMENT COUNSEL 
4 Nassau Street Princeton, N.J. 

609-924-6200



Congratulations 
to the 

Class of ’69

FORSGATE FARMS, INC.
Jamesburg, N.J.



TO KAREN
In ninth grade it was camels 
In tenth it was the W.F.S.
In eleventh it was T. & T.
In twelfth it was H. & J.

Never forget the past, present - and fu
ture...

Betsy

Comrades:
We have tried. Our supremest under

ground efforts have produced only pota
toes: I know. You want the egg.

But then I never count my revolutions 
before they are hatched.

I will miss everybody.
Borge

Blue Eyes --
“Love is a holy mystery and ought to 

be hidden from all other eyes, whatever 
happens. That makes it holier and better. 
They respect one another more, and 
much is built on respect... Then there 
will be a union of souls, they will have 
everything in common; there will be no 
secrets between them.”

Dostoievski 
The Kid

To the Kid

How do I love thee? Let me count the 
ways...1,2,3....1,2

Blue Eyes

XQ.

boutique... 200 nassau street princeton, newt



Spruce Street, Corner New York Avenue 
P.O. Box 876 

Trenton, N.J. (609) 393-4273



FILIGREE ELEM ENT
SL A B

FOR REIN FO RCED  C O N C R E T E  
FLO O R  A N D  RO O F  

C O N S T R U C T IO N  
O N E  A N D  T W O  W A Y  

SYSTEM S

READY FOR JOB SITE ADDITION OF CONCRETE
FIELD PLACED CONCRETE - VX —

Y “ *
r>

A V.
P<

A <}

/  * o *  s
o 13 a

A <5 t A  >
f v u

A

r ?r “ vJ
-  - 2'-0" -  H  

-------8'-0" V

- —  2'-0"- • - 2'-0"- -» 

^IDE PRECAST SLAB -------

* 1 '- 0 “-

i S

Contains all positive reinforcing steel for floor 
and roof loads; retains advantages of cast- 
in-place concrete with economy of precast. 
Can be designed for continuous spans.

• MONOLITIC CONSTRUCTION
• ELIMINATES FIELD 

FORMING
• READY FOR PAINTING

• FAST ERECTION
• FIRE RESISTIVE
• DESIGNED TO 

ACI CODES
Reduces Time a n d  Ma t e r i a l  for Mechan i c a l  & Electr ical Trades 

PREFABR ICATED  CONCRETE, INC.

■@\
Pla n t: P .O . Box 6 65 , F a rm ing d ale , N. J .
S a le s: 31-01 Union St., F lushing , N. Y .

Licensed W ideslab D istributor by

UNITED FILIGREE CO RPO RATIO N
W esterve lt A v e ., EDISON, N. J .  0 8817

2 01 -3 6 3 -0 9 0 0
2 12 -6 8 9 -9 7 3 0

2 0 1 -5 4 8 -0 1 2 2



9 k

fit-20 b

for elegant gifts

Come in and meet 
Charlie’s Girls 

and

Gaant'i*}, GlatUei
602 Stockton Street, 

Hightstown, N.J. 08520

Oldjorfee
d im

z a a i o u i  [ £ 5 L n L n c j - G o e f z t a i h

60 9-448 -028 7  HlGHTSTOWN, N .J .

THE PREP SHOP
fine trad itional clothing 

from size 7 to 42L
Palmer Square
Princeton, N.J.

Congratulations to Jeanie 
and the Class 

of 1969
Love,

MOM AND DAD

p a r t*
Wedding rece] 
. . . company 
dances —  wb 
Forsgate is pa 
facilities for 
200. Only mi 
off Exit 8A of 
pike. Come se 
(201) 521-00

i t  u p
COUNTRY CLUB STYLE
>tions . . . banquets 
parties . . . dinner 

atever the occasion, N .  
rty perfect. Beautiful / E X I T ^  
rivate groups up to / Q  \  
nutes away, Vi mile 
the New Jersey Turn- 
e for yourself or call 
70 New Jersey Turnpike

F © R S G A T E
C O U N T R Y  C L U B

Jamesburg, New Jersey 201-521-0070







RICCHARD’S
150 Nassau Street 

Princeton, New Jersey 08540 
Shoes and boots for the Discriminating.

COLONIAL BARBER SHOP
Route 206 
Princeton, N.J.
appts. arranged

Next to Buxton’s

Razor cutting 
Hair styling 
Tel. 921-8221

S.J.
K
R
O
L

REALTOR

BLACK BART’S STEAK HOUSE

Luncheon - Cocktails - Dinner 
Dancing nightly 

American Express Cards Honored

1000 State Rd. 
Princeton, N.J. 

924-7575

at Routes 206 
and 518 
Princeton

Sunday Buffet Dinner 
Banquet Rooms 
Catering

(0**

' '|(JJassaa SItoe SJ/tee
‘‘Q N . V . J . V . v *  27  PALMER S Q U A R E  W E S T  • P R IN C E T O N , N, J. Thank you for having been you.

MR. AND MRS. DOUGLAS O. McCLURE

Shoes of Fashion for the 
Matron and Miss

27 Palmer Square West - 921-7298



You’ll find 
everything 

for 
the 

student

at

^ — \PRINCETON /?



BELLOW S

Importers

210 Nassau Street 
Princeton, N. ]. 

924-3221

Specialists in Women's and 
Children's Apparel

jJf LANDAU  %W PRINCETON, N.J. A"

114 Nassau Street WA. 4-3494

136 Nassau Street 

Phone WA 4-2620 
Princeton, N.J.

F r e n c h  S h r i n e r  J o h n s t o n  & M u r p h y

5 P a l m e r  S q u a r e  W e s t  — 9 2 4 -1 8 0 6  
T a y l o r -Ma d e  N e t t l e t o n

Remember Smaug

,c  M E N ' S

w  %  *

Formal Rental 
30 Witherspoon St., Princeton, N.J.

Bill Toto, Proprietor Phone 921-2015

C L E A R O S E  STUD IO

< M ii edpfli
PHOTOGRAPHERS

148 NASSAU STREET • PRINCETON. N.J. 
(609) 924-1620



IN C .
1 4 0  N A S S A U  S T R E E T  
P R I N C E T O N  • N E W  J E R S E Y  0 8 5 4 0

Florsheim
Weejuns

Clark
Top-Siders

Air Conditioned O rder to Take Out

PRINCETON TEA GARDEN

The Hueys 36 Witherspoon Street 
P rop r ie to rs  Princeton, N. J.

WAlnut 4-2145

LAWRENCEVILLE HARDWARE CO.

Scotts Lawn Care P roducts 
Agrico Fertilizers Lawn Boy Mowers 

Corning Ware P ittsburg Paints 
Pool Supplies 

Stanley Tools - Rubberized 
Tool Rentals 

Dial 896-0200 2667 Main St.-Lawrenceville

168 Nassau St. 
Princeton, N.J.

924-0077

E. E. Campbell, R.P.

THE
THORNE

PHARMACY

Hightstown Rd. 
Princeton Junction 

799-1232 
P.A. Ashton, R.P.





Congratulations 
to the 

Senior Class

We wish you vigor, 
delight in learning 

and joy  in 
helping your neighbor.

DR. AND MRS. BERNARD M. SCHNUR

NINI IMPERIAL

Chrysler - Plym outh - Simca 
Sales - Service 

- 809 State Rd. - 
Princeton 924-3750

PRINCETON BOOK MART

NASSAU OIL CO.

Com plim ents of

EDITH’S LINGERIE SHOP

8-10 Chambers St. 
921-6059



MAIN OFFICE: corner.of Nassau and Witherspoon Streets. 
DRIVE-IN BRANCHES: 3 70  East Nassau Street and in 

Princeton Junction at 4 0  Washington Road.

First National Bank of Princeton

M E M B E R  F .D . I . C ,

NASSAU
Liquors

t / a  YEOMAN'S

94 NASSAU STREET  
PRINCETON, N. J. 

WA 4-0031

A N TH O N Y  LIEGG1

MARSH AND COMPANY 
PHARMACISTS

Two Locations 
30 Nassau Street

Free Delivery
Rt. 206

THE PRINCETON BOUTIQUE

If you want to  be yourself and look 
chic, visit where you can find the clothes 
with that personal m eaning— the natural 
look-freedom  o f expression and move
ment.

2 Chambers Street
924-2229 CHJL



COUSINS CO.
C p R S b

, , A  IV
Wine and Spirits Merchants 

Since 1937 • > y.df, 'v# ■ -

51 Palmer Square
Princeton, New Jersey 924-4949 

The finest in Selection
BEER, WINES, LIQUORS
FREE DELIVERY SERVICE --

f f

TH E
PINK ELEPHANT

2 5 2  N ASSAU  STREET

NASSAU-CONOVER
MOTOR CO.

Ford Lincoln Mercury

Sales - Service - Daily Rentals 
Leased Cars

C U S T O M  F R A M I N G  
A R T  E X H I B I T S  
O R I G I N A L  P R I N T S

Route 206, Princeton, N.J. 
921-6400

100 N A S S A U  S T .  
P R I N C E T O N ,  N . J .



APPLEGATE FLORAL SHOP

Tel. WAlnut 4-0121 
47 Palmer Square West 

Princeton, N.J.

ROSEDALE MILLS

274 Alexander St., Princeton 
Rt. 31, Pennington, New Jersey

Pet, Garden and Farm Supplies

PERESETT KITCHENS

875 State Rd. 
924-0762

Groceries, Gasoline 
Fireplace Wood, Kindling 

Charcoal Briquets

MARY WATTS’ STORE

Open every day and evening 
Route 206, State Rd.
Princeton Township 

We Deliver 921-9868

Compliments of

APPLIED LOGIC CORPORATION

1 Palmer Square 

Princeton, New Jersey



LAIDLAW & CO.

1 Palmer Square

Established 1842 

Stock Brokers 
Member New York Stock Exchange

(609) 924-4212

174 Nassau St. , 
next to Davidson's

Fine

Wines and Spirits 
924-0279 924-0273

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

{WCICKS » S 'lM »S W tH S  (A fS) M .KCU 0H  » ' 1ST 111?

HINKSON’S 

82 Nassau Street 

Princeton, New Jersey



Be Knowy—
SUBSCRIBE 
N O W  
TO...

Princeton's award winning weekly newspaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET
Now Jersey** Oldest Weekly Newspaper

Y ou  a r e  i n v i t e d  to  r e c e i v e  a l l  n ew s  o f  P r i n c e t o n  —  e a c h  w e e k  —  a c c u r a t e l y ,  
c o m p l e t e l y  a n d  a t t r a c t i v e l y  p r e s e n t e d .

. . . l a t e s t  d o i n g s  o f  P r i n c e t o n  p e o p l e  .

. . . l a t e s t  d e v e l o p m e n t s  in m u n i c i p a l  g o v e r n m e n t  d e a l i n g  w i t h  l o c a l  i s sues .

. . . l a t e s t  a c t i v i t i e s  in o u r  s c h o o l s ,  c h u r c h e s ,  c l u b s ,  a s s o c i a t i o n s ,  e t c .

. . . l a t e s t  c u l t u r a l  a n d  r e c r e a t i o n a l  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  a n d  e v e n t s .

. . .  in  g e n e r a l ,  l a t e s t  n ew sw o r t h y  h a p p e n i n g s  o f  e v e r y  k i n d ,  t h r o u g h o u t  th e  
c o m m u n i t y .

The P a c k e t  p u b l i s h e d  g o o d  p i c t u r e s ,  too  —  lots o f  t h em .  P i c t u r e s  w h i c h  w i l l  m ak e  
y o u  a n  e y e w i t n e s s  to t h e  m a j o r  n ew s  e v e n t s  o f  a  b u s y ,  g r ow i n g  t o w n .

N o w h e r e  e l s e  w i l l  y ou  f in d  so m u c h  P r i n c e t o n  n ew s ,  so f u l l y  a n d  w e l l  r e p o r t e d .

Y o u  m ay  r e c e i v e  The P r i n c e t o n  P a c k e t  by  ma i l  e a c h  w e e k  for  o n l y  $5 a  y e a r .

S E N I O R S  g o i n g  a w a y  to c o l l e g e  n e x t  f a l l  c a n  k e e p  in  t o u c h  w i t h  a l l  o f  th e  h o m e 
t ow n  news w i t h  a  S choo l  S u b s c r i p t i o n  fo r  ju s t  $3. To s u b s c r i b e  s e n d  y ou r  n am e  a nd  
a d d r e s s ,  y o u r  home  o r  s c h o o l  a d d r e s s  to The P r i n c e t o n  P a c k e t ,  300 W i t h e r s p o o n  
S t . ,  P r i n c e t o n ,  N . J .  You  w i l l  b e  b i l l e d  l a t e r .

Princeton prefers The Packet!
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'A F riend ly  Shop'

WINE & GAME SHOP

6 Nassau St.
Tel. 924-2468 F ree  Delivery

THE CLOTHES LINE, INC.
53 Palm er Square 

Fash ions for Children 
Infants 

G irls to 12 
Boys to 6x

35 M m *  S**** , U . J .

PRINCETON DECORATING SHOP



We go, knowing there is more. We thank all our 

teachers w ho have given us a way to find it.










