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George V. Packarad

. Our class with you was not really a class at all:
it was a conversation about life. What we learned
from you was how to teach ourselves. We thought
hard, “we argued, we wondered — because you gave
u%a sense that they were the most va}#uable things.
The guestions were more Important than the answers;
the answers were not ends, but beginnings.
. And somehow you kept us remembering that we
live in a world that needs us, and that if we are to
survive we must answer the need. _

It is hard to thank you for what you have (I;l_ve_n us.
Probably 1t is more thdn any of us Knows. BT it is
something we have, now; something we can never

lose.









SENIORS

Be My Metaphor.”
Dylan Thomas



Eddie is a quiet room. A subtly colored
ta es_trY brushes one wall, an_hour?lass
Sl sbm he window. The light is cool, Nov-
ember. _

He is platinum . . . runes on a scroll
sk a grey stone floor, and as silver as
us

"Away with systems! Away with a cor-

rupt world! Let us breathe thé air of the
Enchanted Island!™

George Meredith

Ed Purcell



Sharon Abeel

The_sharp blue and green of the
mountains in Switzerland_. . . the
clear, high melody of a French folk song
or the pure chime of a silver bell. Whitg,
like the petals of a snowdrop or a salil
ona lake. .
"She s built of lilies and candy doves
And the youngest star wakens’ in

her hair. Patehen



| turned a corner and bumped into a statue.

You had the best sculgtor Ashby: he put S){lm-

balanced you perfectly

metry with ener?y an
on that corner.
ments and the Rock of Gibraltar, and then
you smiled. Suddenly | heard notes from a
guitar; | saw nylon strungi tightly onto var-
nished wood, and sun melting snow, and |
was thlnklng
"EvEn the general

took off Ais armor
to gaze at our peonies. "

thought of sinews and monu-

Kikaku

Ashby Adams



Jane Wiley

doors are wi eIZ swung. "
ate August, when summer turns mellow - Jane

is still at the Lake with one or two good friends . .

That is all she needs, because life is hest in wooden
gorches and %reen shutters, oran?e juice for
reakfast, These are Jane %s we]l as catchjng a
sFarrow in the window and the quick taste of

ginger on your tongue.

"My heart keeps open house
iy

Roethke



If we could be royalty,
Ronpie, you would have ‘me
the Jack-of-Hearts, | know.
And_| would crown you Queen-
of-Diamonds, because they're
%most orange and .becatise of

eir clear and definite lines.
You'd rule a countryside of
Mondrian.

I'd canter up and stand be-

neath your window in morning

Never long. 1here dbe 3

smile anda dusky rose.

Ronn'lG DaVIS



Bertina Bleicher

Look at the wa thls bridge

IS made. You Sf ow the st AJ
of wood are hullt to an arch, Dbe-
cause each piece depends on the
gressure of all the others . .
he draws her words from a
store of thought like a fine-point
Ben drawmg ink, etching I|ne

on line ou remember
her smile I|ke he soft fringe of
a dogwood petal.



Debbie Applegate

.1 came on a circle of brushed grass
ringed with Queen Anne's lace and pale
R%] clover. 1 1ay on my back and a

ozart minuet went through my head,
the polish of a bannister, the satis-
faction of sherbet ., .. I'thought of you
in the soft green of the early morning
as "calm and fresh as eastérn summers
are.

Davenant



Bob Wilmot

There was a rush of winter air as he
came in. He hrought with him the pine
forests, the line 0f snow on the moun-
tains, the smell of freshly planed wood.

"The way a crow

Shook down on me

The dust of snow

rom.a hemlo&k tree
as given my neart

Achan%]e of mood . . .
and he sho Rast in a full toboggan,
leading laughter down the hill:

Frost



Cia Ballantine

"What wond rous life 1s this I lead!

R|pe apg p about my head;

The luscious clusters of t e vme

Upon my mouth_do crush their wine;" _

She s singing that on the top of a pyramid — with

the last line shé saw me and came racm? down.. | stood
far off and watched: a Chopin Mazurka he Italian Riv
jera, tan ermes and bouga|nV| Iea flylngi down the steps
|n a streak of oran% het hair like @ wild mane . .

Much later we talked over wine and pheasant: she was
Ratlent with my frustrations. | felt so much better. She
ad a steady voice and a calm like truffles under glass.

Marvell



Andrea Fishman

We plunged into the brittle leaves and briars,
| ahead and Yyou close behind. With ridiculous ex-
E)Iosmn we invaded the realm of the field mouse,
hen, flecked with seeds and clinging grasses, we
emerged a?am. | was safely home now, but you

had never Teft.



Debbie Merrick

Somedag you'll live on Bea
con Hill ice- skatmg in a ong,
red woo’len scarf. Invite me, an
make it Christmas Eve, when
your world is of brown hread and
raising, of moon faced grandfa
ther clocks, ?/ ow me
your sleigh: weI ride gn le-Dell
up the evening hill and then
tshangrthe horse with carrots and

u

gWhen | go, glve me a basket
of cherries, and I'll remember
how it was in spring.



Beverly Bevis

She would do me a Bavarian [oolka on
the roof if | dared her. She would be up
there in a flash like a dancing sun-
ower wavrng her arms in her own
JSO | would too, before long.

e makes me Iove things Tike that.
when it isn't a polka it's curling bare-
foot on a shaq % thinkin of aper
mache anrmas and mustar wooden
tops.. You have a knack, Bev

"With words and people and love
you move at eaf

And keep us, all devotion, at your
knees."

Nimms



Blair Lee

_ A painting by Gauguin. .. a samba danced to "The
Girl from Ipanema" ... smooth, like magnolia blossoms
... the color of Jordan almonds or Gruyere cheese.

h ] _relinleml?er idel ickere| smil

er quick look, a sidelong pickere| smile,

and ﬁow, once startled mqoptalk, the light
S)(]Ilables leapt for her
and she balanced in the delight of her thought. "

Roethke



Tony Blair

| was, given a book. It was a rus -
set, 1€éather-bound book, old, yet
Its pages were uncut. It came

from England. The print was

small, but legible and lovely. |
went through 1t slowly, carefully
cuttln the p es; It was t ework
of an Eljzabethan W|th a maryel-
ous sardonic wit and sense of
truth, written gently. The book
was patient; | did not have to rush
through it at all. | keep it with
me always, and | know it is a far
gnonre constant friend than the

u



Beth Borgerhoff

| opened the doar. Yoy were dancing a %rapevme on
I}]eIJ?/ I)%IAgMorton's jazz piano, your head thrown back and

You are an overlap of ringed worlds —an exaltation of
larks _the_lau%hmg _Eu)lazln ﬂ ra o? Zorba the Greek.

Divinity Must live within herself:

Passigns of rain, or moods in falling snow;

Grievings in loneliness, or unsubdugd

Elations when the forest blooms; gusty

Emotions on wet roads on autumn nights.

Mozart would have loved you, too. Wallace Stevens



Behe Ramus

. You wingd softly through the
spiral 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.
gre sand— but the core is fire
pal. Yoy have that persjstence.
| would give an thln? to follow
ou, but'the Pa hs of the shell are
Iooa:omplex or one from the
and.



She is like an advent calendar —
she surprises me. On a certain kind
of day I'think of her across a room
a tall fern or an Easter lily.

eyes, like the eyes of peacock feath-

ers, beautn‘u )(cam On a dlffer
ent da se |s aughing hystenca ly
at something | have sdid; and she is
like colored yarn and piccojos. Then
we should be together 'ina flower
market r|d|n% in a cart full of
marjgolds — she, overjoyed and
sm|I|ng at the absurdity.

Beth Healy



Candy Boyajian

She's hazelnuts nd wra ing paper
and the snap of a tw?l pRDussglapn d
salad dressing and a harpsmhord | can

Just see her pouncing down some street

In Sausalito in her brown chamois jack-
et, maybe running inside to warm up
with a cup of hot Cocoa and a doughnut.



Margery Burt

Tall silver spoon, sliding spire, the stem of a

wine %Iass and purple wheat in a white field. ..

but when you meet her eyes: Mardi Gras, .
Madeira, "crepe sashes and_rm}g};s on her fin-
9ers — she might vanish with Rer magic , but
ook: she Is _

“alive beyond question

Like the dazzle on the sea,

she is standing, waiting, eager to hear,

cummings



Patti Niemtzow

There was a girl
who could make you
feel loved. | knew
her in the finest,
funny things — in
handnas, and oboes,
and elderly dande-
llons. Her rkoon?]
was a pumpkin hun
with mﬁrroprs — | J
found rabbits in the
Corners..

There was a girl
who could make you
feel like writing @
Ietter like sp endm
a winter evenmg %
the fire with mars
mallows.



Nell Bushnell

| know you love the mountains, and the cuyves of

golf. | can ‘see you in the spread of grass against the
rush. You plan each move; you have an evén sme. _You
have the same rhythm when you ride: the horse falls in-
to an easy gait. o

All the sun Ionﬂ it was running, it was lovely, the hay
Figlds high as the house, the tines from the chimneys,

it was

air

and playing, lovely and watery. .."

Dylan Thomas



Chris Goble

Gobe, | would build you a

g ace with checkered tablecloths,
d pottery mugs, a barn out

back, a deck of'well-worn cards.
And captain chairs, because of
the way they always seem to love
having you.

Gole, 1 would qlve ou a Saint
Bernard under the tablé, and an
apple pie on top.



Gale Colby

ha

. Fireworks scatter light onto
violet. You burst from your
world into another, and’another,
and somewhere in the chain we
meet, to sit and talk. You are a
matador with your thoughts,
dauntless in the ring.

Later a prism %athers the
colors up and silent flowers open
and fold 'in the sky. You are not
gone but waiting, “and someone

as picked the Ted cape from the
duslt( as a sign that you will be

ck.



Bill Chalverus

Chevy is like a brass-bound
trunk or‘the sterp of a boat. |
like to think of him sailing. But
he deserves something warmer
than the sea. Afield of Timothy
grass where the wind blows often,
not hard, but often. And there
should be eggnog and pumper-
nickel. Someéwhere there is
(Chevy's kind of time: there are
fires every night with easy shad-
ows and every day there dre
games with fast balls.



Kathy Gorman

"Through th les of sunlight
and the rI%lgj;%ndts eo t rgbg Feser? c ua%é?s

| found a girl the deep cool blug
of the sky between day and night. She
was _like the things she liked =
meringues and Persian cafs and the
oceanon a hreezy day. | found a girl
like a glass-cqvéred ‘snow scene —
fragjle and still until 1t is shaken and
the“flakes fly everywhere with beau-
tiful intensity.

Dylan Thomas



A bird popped oult of a h/l6rill] DclshsntV

*ar ang ngn a raBBn h
ollowed |t and found a pack age tled
with a red bow. T e note realJ "from
me to you", so | openg OX.
streaks of rlbbons V|0Iets gum-
drops and silver whlstles confetti
and blown glass owls. | Tooked up
and sawayou and we ran outside to
catch drdgon-flies.



He came in from his adventure with a flourish of trumpets. He
ha?(a black gold-buttoned cape and black b? ts, and he beéqan_to
talk. He was Gulliver, one foot ina lang o |ngs and expéditions
and oaken doors, the other in-a world of wet cify streets, news-
reels, amplifiers, 3|ng|nq in parks at night. . .fis gaze stretched
far, fo a place we couldn't see.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end

To r%ft unburnjsned, noltﬂ_shlne in use!"
| remember the brightness in his eyes.

Tennyson

Bob Korman



Jeanie Gorman

She was born to happx, casual things —
w-to cans, or_(i swings, and throw r_uas.
ther like cornsilk wrapped about in thic _rqreenery;
yg%lsltrennlécgfr\peesr as apple-butter, and jonquils, and
Bue she )éoesn't care to be defined. All you can retrigve
IS what she tosses, and perhaps traces of perfume in the
air.



She would be fixing the white
K Hoff cgerl}aflns Ivvhten you tcat e w W|thhh er
zeal for last-niinute touches; she
aren nottman would thrust a bunch of clover in
your face, before you had time to
speak. Her laugh would make you
think ofwater alling, or an pr|I
breeze. Yellow wrltlnqD pads and
china cups and a wide Pacific Ocean
blue, She has a “glad kindness” that
would make her Queen: she Is "as
happy as the heart was long".

Yeats, Dylan Thomas



%roaned and bum?ed to a halt,
wishing | were one of those strong
graceful skiiers, cutting Perfecn
Who gleam shyly at thejt Tinish. That is
you in winter “iri your alpaca coat, weav-
|ng throu h trees and ducking hranches,
Then al so YOU are brown cornfields and
arare gentleness: you have a way of
making thlngs right.

Bob O'Connor



Tommy Spain

Ahammock hoIdsY u,
and you trust it without looking down,
softball ames In summer
leath erng 0Ves
onicas
moccassins on a stone floor. .
[t’s lucky knowing him.



Pooh Holt

I have g red and yellow mobile. In a draft
it is charming: it dips and bobs, and the colors
turp. It reminds me of you, dressed up on
Hallowe'en, or rummaging in junk shops —
Iaughm% at Doomsday. _ _

Then you attack the higgest things.

"Absorbed by questions which the wise for-

el,
A\% for fantasy —"
you see that the wire and the shapes are hooked
Up together, %nd that everything is that way.
Strung through your trumpet music there 1
something as balanced as the mobile when it is
still, as Teal as earth or stone.

De la Mare



| saw )(ou on a swing and | went
out and sat on the fence to talk. |
decided then you were the best lolli-

Pop In the world. But I figured some-

hing else out. You could"never sjt
on & fence, Abby, because you will
be na the field or ouft of it. Think 0
the determination of a crocys, or the
way an April storm comes if it has
to come. When you set a pinwheel
gomﬁ, it %oes._ 0 the Pied Piper of
pring dances into the sun, with a
daisychain of children winding after
... she knows where, too, and you
may wish you had gone.

Abbv Sheldon



Rick Judge

"They gave him light in his vv_a){]s,
and fove, and a space for delight"

...and every now and then he boards a
%reat dark ship, wanders out on the storm
ea to find the summer sun, wherever it may
be. .. but partm% IS no sorrow. He always
comes back with his steady way of being,
(lzgnréylng the warmth of sunshine from &nother

Swinburne



Derry Light

"tactfully you (with one cocked
e_)iebrow sgbtractmq cliches un by un
till the god's truth stands art-naked;

At dawn through fields you run and sing
The morning dance thraugh yellow oats,
You are brown brother corn=husker,
dropping your sickle for tomorrow.
Forever todag/,

dancing reaper, whatever you say.

You kriow the way.

cummings



"Like ahtkmght in gllttermg armor
er
Stood %p at his side, '

He has a hi harched court.
When you visit him he greets you
at the ‘door,  and the minstre]

P]IS He sits 3|pP|ng his wine
WI'[ %assy quiet at first — but
do not e deceived. It turns to
c% ored marbles and he IS u%k
The music quickens, hIS kni
r| es in, andoyou are ancmg on
his th rone and swinging froni the
tower-bells.

William Rose Benet

David VanHouten



| sat behind the maho% ny desk and looked
around the room The lignt reflected off a
?_lass paperweight. |n5|de you sparkled like _
aIIowe en night: tricks and elves, cider and D3Vi(J N/lIsc1GOQ
black masks. “You grinned at me and disap-
peared. | thought I°saw your reflection on the
polished desk.



Glenys Wolff

. She knelt in the grass, her
f|n%ers tW|rI|n1q the stem of the
white flower. The hreeze caught
her hair, and I could see her Tly-
mq: butterfly, bird, dandelion
putf.  She smiled, calm like even
sunlight on a smooth pond, . and
all the wild summer'was in her
gaze.

Yeats



Cathy
Moynahan

Ispotte ou cogltatm under a giant redwood and knew

! reak out someday like a keg of ale

|th oo much independent frenz&/ in it;

And all for ceIIarmg what shet)) nows won't keep,

And what she'd best forget '— but what she can't.

Those daripg gre Idue e es struck me and your mischiev-
lous mind freed geas of aughter, As you flung the dancing
moments by, | saw you like evenmgs gfter green, the crust
of home- made bread and a thousand Irish coffees, You say
that you have just demphered the hieroglyphics of mouse
prints. As | go | watch

"Quietly ponder, star and sway and dleam—

most individual ‘and bewildering ghos Edwin Arlington Robinson

Rupert Brooke



Larry Tan

Ina chalk-
whf|tte room the f
soft ping-pong o
tableptegnPs: 8ne
side, the other,
back, forth.
the table clean
green with
traight white
lines.

Larry is a
puzzle piece, a
speC|aI door
maze of b ack
and white Ilnes
that trick the
eye — a good goke
with a ladgh you
remember.

There 1s a fau-
cet dripping in a
room you haven't
found.” Larry
goes smiling
With a secret he
has.

a. Try-



"Over the dunes came a traveling man
Sack on back Wild flowers in his’hand. .. _
Disappearing in the dips pondering and wanderlng along. "

... he .comes wearing denim dungarees and an old straw

hat; barefoot in sor}]g he strides "with a crow in the
morning ease, " and laughs at the gull-calls and the

crabs.
Donovan, Connie Sayen

David Vomacka



Debbie Shoemaker

| remember meetm% you on the beach in Bermuda. You
were running races with Sea gulls and bobbing for shells
like a sandpiper. . . ] _

| remember you in plg_—talls and a tee shirt. .. You
taught me how to"wager ski angd tried not to | u?h when | f%ll.
You helped me look for bits of green and amber glass in. the
sand. We ate lunch on the boarqwalk and watched the child-
ren on the rides. That was the best summer | ever had.



She holds her happiness, and it doesn't slip.

. Alone on a clear winded day and the morn-
Ing ?\Ilorles are clinging high. ."

.~ Near her home, a grove of cedars and
pines — it is always thiere — and she goes
often, mostly just to listep. .. _

And at dinner that night there was_red wine
and a white tablecloth, mahogany chairs. |
wore the string of blue beads’she’d given me,

and there was ‘chocolate pudding for dessert. Sue Bailey



| saw %ou working on your hoat at.the end Doug Rieck
of the dock. 1 was having trouble gettln(lq_
sail up, so yoy came over to helpme. Later |

saw ou watching the ocean like "one that

stan upon a pronwontory, gnd spies g far-off

sh ore w ere %wou tréad". You smiled at

the d light ont e water, at the picture

ofthe 3|ngle Ishing boat.

Shakespeare



Ed Cole

"He always kept his poise
T the top branch, climbing carefully
With the same pains you use to fill & cup
Up to the brim, and even above the brim. "

He walks to the piano In a bowl of
cool light. His fingers SRlll over the
keys. he_hght shifts, the stage he-
comes a field. _

He wears a green vest and rides
the "full tilt river and switchback sea.

Frost, Dylan Thomas



Betsy NicMoles

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

Yop would find hér in a perfect pirou-
ette, contained as a water lily, balanced
like a spider on the surface of a pond.

_But 1f | put you with the dancers in a
painting, Betsy; y?u would pot stay. You
belong with us, tg laugh real laughter, to
tell us it can be done-we need you too much.

Richard Wilbur



"There is. no alas

Where | live.

Always what she says she means;
it 1S s0 good to kriow. |

She lives Somewhere with peach

_trees, full of light-

if she invites you, go.

Where she lives a promise keeps.

Roethke

Sue Denise



"The sReech of insects
and the speech of men

wﬁedlﬁerent ears. " L
e lay on_his stomach in a field, ear to the,
ground, and figured the language out; then at night
on his back he caught the high Song of a bat, an
followed it through™branches up to'a constellation.
He 1s.a stone” smoothed by water. Meet him in
the fog—l;ght of a streetlamP, his collar turned
up-ask him about men and the world. | think he
heard the insects long before we heard ourselves.

Shiki

Jeff Prebluda



Dianna Eure

Ltsfunny Dﬂlanna Sometimes o 're cot# Hcandy

feather nest, an awarm gent e But if there was a river
t0 cross, you'd find a boat, orese oud make it hetter over
here. You'never yield. 1t's all a matter of goal, Dianna. You
never let yours down.

" tY%lf are a Cezanne still-life, with a New Year's party under
e table.



Gail Lyman

When Wynken, Blynken, and Nod sailed the "river of misty
|I£1h'[, " you were in tfie shoe, too. You helped them catch the
silver herring, then sailed alone from the mldnlqht world. You
came ashore 'to find the annual meeting of the Holiday Commit-
tee in pro?ress, and sugFeste_d that baskets with ribbons would
Ik\)ﬂergr%ggda} Easter. You'live ina Music Box. You are magic,



"Those who are not
Afraid to dam the estuary or start the forest-fire:

Whose hearts were fille
With enthusiasm as with a_constant wind. .

Their spirit shall be blowing out of the sunrise.
Rlde the spirit, Mol, thé spirit of nine, lives- spur it in with thesurf, sweep the

h take me up because | want to run with you.

owe org[ot everyt ing and ran.
Then she ed ‘me W|th a starfish. She was smng There is a hugelifeand a

tiny life, she sal and there are miracles ineach. Ifyou run over — them Iwillmake

you stop and wonder.
You have the trick of wonder. It is what the starfish borrowed from Orion-the touch

of another world.
C. Day Lewis

Molly Hall



Jeremy Dunning

| never knew a more _
excifed, passionate, fantastical
Imagmanon, nor an eye and ear

That more expected the impossible. " _
He was a pennant. He would soar and flutter with a thought or

joke. He r,odepwnh the panache of Don Quixote. More than anyane |
now, he is bound to "get some color and some music out of life. "

Yeats, Frost



Laurie Lamar

"0.may my heart's truth
Still oe Sung. . _
On this high Rill ina year's turning. " ,

On a day in November the hill Talls to her and she goes. Not to discover — he-
cause it iIs somekhm she hai ?Iways known.

When she 1s pack she will fook“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
?f bare branches on white sky — words on a page — and say, "There. That's what

mean.

Dylan Thomas



Bob Rathauser

Everything is fami]iar when he grins. He steps off the boat
onto the pier and the city takes himlike an old friend,

He reminds you of a’lion: strong,. tawny, and bold with a
cause. He measUres his a,r%ument with the' most accurate in-
strument-he collects details. And then when he brings you a
doughnut, and laughs, you want so much to find him a forest

where he could be king.



The lamp hung low qver the table. Four men
sat, cards in hand, Craig 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. Cralg Page



Carol's son% is low; | lean closer to
hear it, and on the high notes | sing too.

--of licorice and’black-eyed stsans, a
sI_O\{]vtrunnlng river, shadows on the snow at
night —
9 She bursts into the dance of an organ
grinder, follows flashing red,

and | can only watch, _

maybe wait for the low potes again or
the strains of a Russian folksong.

Carol Bernstein



Ebbie Rose
"Her hair held earth
Her e}les were dark
A doube fute made her move, "
| should have given her a M xican Tree

of Life. She was so like the b|r s and flg1
ures on the branches. Her colors were fhe
same deep reds, greens, and yellows, and
she glowed with'thie same joy.

Creeley



You go your way, and we always wanted to
follow bécalse the crooked road IS there so
who takes the stra|?ht? We go on bicycles and
toboggans on the offbeat of calypso, not asking
where because that means nothing. | guess you
could say we took turns being leader. ", .excépt
that you'wore a red knitted hat and of course
we knew, “"that's Winder.

Philip Winder



"O en a hole and see the sky: ]
uck kpows somethlng SUSI Schnur
ou and | d F y
OmOHOWIS rida
gene the hol)e and saw YOU standing by a star. You outshone it so that |
laug he waved. You dove rough the“spiral galaxy, down to, laugh with me.
You now how. You are Daedalus master archltect of the labyrinth.
You "hear beyond the range of sound,
.see beyond the range 0f sight. "

Roethke, Thoreau



Jerry King

There was more in you than we were always free enough
to share. And yet I canremember feelings like warm air
flowing through the pipes ofa barogue organ, the sweet
sound of strln s and sound mg board vibrdting, and Branden-
bur? no. 3. ours a roman csp|r|t anda5|mple heart
scu Eted in dissonant yet resolved sound.

or all of us there were stru?gles and from yours came
more than solutions; a kind of intensity in all things.



Barbara Thomsen

You were a gliding bird when | first saw
you, iIntent on a qreater view. You came one
day to share the Tandscape brlngm?_tlmes and
Places | had never seen. You "saw Tife steadi-
y and saw it whole, " and somehow _made me
see it better, too. You loved the winter; I was
afraid you’d leave with it. But spring came and
you stayed.

Matthew Arnold



Ken McGregor

| wanted to tell you about my dream last night.
The Cheshire Cat sat, amber-eyed, and blinked
once. We talked, and he told me what | could.
never know alone and what I could never admit.
Then, teasing, half invisible, he Iau%hed at my
logic, and, three-quarters Hone, | shouted he
must stay. The smile was the last to go. ..

"It takes all sorts of in and qutdoor schooling
to get adapted to (his) kind of fooling. "

Frost



. 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; | know she would” make
eversy seed want to grow. ., _

he has the grace and life of Chopin. Someday she'll show
you her tea cerémony or even play monopoly -- she loves it.

O 7s» MAU

o)

>NCT7Ts



- He sat on the radiator and laughed.
And when 1 asked him what the deuce he meant
y doing that, he only looked at me
and grinned and sald’it was a way of his, "

e'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 best in a thunderstorm.

Edwin Arlington Robinson



Chia.
KeitK
Candij
Nell
Marge

Qqle

Ed C
Abbg
RicK
Bobo
Reiko
(“eme.
Bertina

Ash by
Bob K
(JobP
Sue P.
Bebe,
Bob R
Borge
Willg
Davlid John
Sasi
Chewy

Ed. P
Jehf

Doug
Shoe
Thom

LdriTLj
Class

St Q@i-Vcle®  Amnio
parties, O&K'exj
drm\<mg ptrtq
S.uU :
Achcetve cmotion
sclrem-un<g  lovev
Spraujled -the
"out the - K-tve.
feedto g .
-the- d-ogs  OSAMMItVT]
TS naivere
(\j/?év,rm\gf&gr jOHis "op\in
“ttvg?Wa‘?OWd imnie-s
bUVTidGy  -Mmascjuiinlhj
Q\@%}-g i« det'cacg
cbon
rare-ly € %%%
eating_lr\, cpjiet
b-Isjjdnqg lil\ &bner
reciting W Suavity
buging ice little b
aeBAl sOUnck b?u gy
busvj swrvstuhe.
'St\*}{,‘ei’,”\*,‘\e?’é’ auoiet
disOassm”  @Svd)7n8n
"nspace love.
N
di ki€ XS -filL
love. a~riirK
lost innocence.
WA Vbl ujorrg
-thinX-iw” silence.
protedung m.;m
0N Kas boat reJAqdorcuds
O\ tW ierseg
beOCR. swwe
it OtvVf sleep
caUna .
torw(ﬁﬁ-es passion
Ka”sbng bS

fdcho -mon Her hair AorbdA  -horma |
teAfe. Stu Cweemp p eopie-
W dontto 7 we-ynaw  Bdibba- \wimselc
ivm, cimpreused ddacjuivis t?o\gi'b (')“\’/ r",'(I)'\_/léllJLnrnan di'iijbKtng
go?‘t \(/)Vne?e.CUt jim botlt::lep'pv dirrtieV .peo"l"
" Va“D9<’2_‘ K 8_&%@@ ifiHE-y t"iittte roseab
. A
/tg?ér;)(:ltjh atl -rag Sanbt) Miod-er P ebagelr
e-t Vo ! i&Z1_ .g_i c%;i)\VWo bell Ccshq caWin
hey | v*wrt Wea Picic-oced -to tend out cifr. t WAjiWife's
rainy dly yjowifv? feXU NPF §HEMEra  _ttjlwWien rnigkts.
oh uuouo\ meg Ionhs%‘%en & 'motjne”
Roarg oW, ; tr3 tocoee  DOMM -Begsat
reallgh Japan. 2(5/,'1%8\%2:5 j>eatl-es ej"erg-Hving
BacVE off amiimoft 1908 & e POt lecR«s
vigIrH. riding ~ andiifeet "PM.l . GTmvalj«
o bad cfegleaf  3ll-pro bob i cvalg
Cl{l%\é%lesruan davon son fruftexsco - rootbeer
routine- a ;t/oooutsie OUXXr OFﬁ»W lentig ddWiger
"Me Gilbert- Sound j pembrbbe_- mv--gilbert A_%Sn-]rg.cfc
Idﬁi?\%dﬁ(". quw PaOYEste  nirvinria r herself
dig @1 cOnde-r '@ OS?A%SHV: el -oitoui&l  mervlu's Car
-fclnat*sgood |, J\?mﬂ;v stort 'Mop taurTATnan f\,cg\',r}m? ij%wes
for ctﬂgségoK,l Arlene ”ﬂjie+prno-+e d (?;\;5 «t he
Twyse L= tn's Wumik  |jving P g leSn. vVOou
_i WQ’CI)B@ t'_J Omavgina tia 1t8fe(-§1ue}§( b tog\i-ll\‘s(i/rcei A Werv)
you're crat-y \moﬂz_ greast Anglgr%Nar'-- C-Irvancpajruu
"hiveC VISRRL peace-  yabmo. o
eight/ zepngr -Ilf)i 3:{5\}(’)\'(\]0353 '“’C‘Q‘Z%Sr_pbd( candj
viaWt eAecWedics B0 yoorH- v%%d_ Winsse-\f
V'm<rager  voinsforis 69) Pl gabp® - PSZ qurés
cioud UOtOer mlrv/drva n;g;(nuauﬂl eoe'ri*-Hung
My god PRO-Piirg e o nac
deadlines? a "r\eetiTcg nrt?,&xr rnr lott SU-3

VxigW



inVngualby

Ve o { Vi-vvefl

it>nrarlel «lv)

SroV V2« 'sV oiatdw

WolU X LU r\s

efre s kon\a

S Vs

Y ivvew e\

VritoA eth

Skorb sV UVDs

CooH Kopiderx

moeon
arab s

CboerybkifUj
teus -3isvidbotd
people and Woco
woutw woiss

noxosfod f

vesU eks

0 jrak Aaon

ov<E !

toror-

eteel\ViH A C A

redds

tiiu § T r& b ad

fsbm u

Ve A igioty

I Vo v W oA

C tly

Wiy

tofecusVr-eed
jO DV tIA Tl

U LtG eirs

a5V cA cgy

cfce
descr-b

orvy fe o f,
CXM M Maw Ay

cook be>0ke

atyundl
prVItisto teg \f

dtooud
Volodcidifs

tVou
poarr

AoK*U> vy
cuntt-iertH

C .f Forrester

fo

Yioto d r 4

d

to

(a

uncUmdmgq

3 <1y

AN}

thorvty w0 cllc

tor tkiity |

noy -bbvuivd>'s

tolU i.es

b-eftu-bbuU *

(viy oy

SovvalAryve-s

Jla T&Vife ((Life

<loes ¢c*v

ik W ols lvftKlds

u 0OO0O0HM-t0 1K

Vjcuw iA < v 4

Atebkivyj

hstw *. £bSi*\Aif
Worw Arleviroy

0

fuE Bighl

f

2assh

cW anAra.0 KA
u>Vileat
6 Marox
San frem clsco

pE& VUAN

toudber

poxjvaop e -

‘pdd W oV in

YU AXSVO

vy trrVol-e

Woofta lo f. |l
sprin AV iew

C A piW icm

S iA SSIC S

ithew

toudteirsxofik

toptalcw

boaA Iton
vV oA dans
Aoe s

d

Uke-mWe-

ffonnive Virer

oM etttr
poeop lt-
dnnp-te

Vous C45s-v
se I
pol-ty
Woan didig
-2 -bn

choeudintAuyK

uoW iile s o ¢ ts

iW U cvxAood

sod & Niso» vi

ps

td te
ftss -tveasorl]

dovuth-

wovisA palv<d

Ao Voeuin
toaiv-

resrtoH cirts

fvetvek

sepVoenvieeir

petspu  toVto

aslc «cw xh jieME

AV ade v
j1rpQ A

dr A A A LA «

rrvatUow i

laur ttvT
0 ixA obA _
a. toaxael -
setlor <t
ceA rred po-rv
VK>

feeacker

d ririrta a

Viwo Koordwop

spedPitof

\rtA SSia»v

Pixoe

pY torte

kCO -Awrlfl Carl

<bPSe ACUV,IM

s Vexaof

d ity er

Aeloadarl-e/

PVovesi

aA  sW beadl-
toonoll pore

a
ixne-b L idtoty-

bArx Aborc )I(U
m.Y s oty
senose
a. ro c-b oA
troll s boar

cfresh i hodb
aa> & X e

an  oryar
ctn A ier
00V ocC
deb b

d

a

"

U W b <K

STty iw

Itvoutsfetocpifu)

b tK e
be>ttvyK _of 2
[
“Sboot ofcir o r
3. can rt
s e ow Le

TR Y

prraitdUvxb

d s YU

b>oo¥ x A o-rtier
ouJinetr

& 0nt.cC
isappoear Vila
UK sl oo toud oV

sin i
drab -fam k-
Consw tjiira ep
iKoon 114 K fi/ltr
v ettt ing
bebsy ross
A b fwern W onA
Ujte K Viler foc> b
"1l H <1 -mocdh
posb -cird A
alon ep

v ce
1A ew unkw Ay
Uip - u>rec|t,eA
Coole-iry
bo-b- dinonoe s
4. ad

t v

Vv,
tw cborcou s



Shanon
Philip
Debbie A
(jienys
Sue B
Jane
Carol
David um
Bev

Tony
Bard

Jeremy
Dianna

David (Vi
Anda

Kew
Debbie, A
Catherine

Ebbie,
betsy
Craiy

PaHI
Ronnie
fYierilu

Kath
Rare>i/n

molly
Betla
Terry

Laune
Blair-
Toad

Derry

fo<a-n® evo Kes
Seljicm _  db&.irijcous
<a ,

P'aH'n9 (\8irte teddu bear
<tfw tsUl VttoJ .

N\
vu fveewois 137 & ppU
05w p i 5'htle
in ess ex' i ra.pu.nzel

olY'erdu IUdcUWu| L' VAVie.

oud ofscTobl gInAT doll
unawakened j CuA-Hue
Lot 1 0Ty
é;]i./\léKriovH. i ontficLnd
Ik +K\;eob\éi/}le0Ver| O-i»w le

| a.
V.<xaqUa r\*  Vonba pel>car
Stil I/eui\g kv ; miss
asian Uishyv i Jabberwoc”

ujXU'k\xj Pev-
1 uvvconv

t)u.ucC
lootxivy for
3 -Wee. caWus fttw /
A cowu'c book
-fc-Ouelvng Wecotr-eggi‘el
masking Krr
IAA?r 2>lveep dog
-bxAlpi n? CV\WNIfUin
retul) euoKes ?
dir cUabs 1/V'ua.u'ousius
bwsivwil was 0\
moie Keges
punttin”® bApplurss
CT gl panda bear
omjT 51a5w\1s
driuiiqg O mpoodle.
ruJDbivig d r .
mose rwio Lbt/Woel
eifpru tfvtce. itv .
Q. lolvi Ve  -temper
my'thVui cross- P
isMed paranoia.
brardenturj
Wx., W1
UivdVIKv.N tik
iwr band buAolLdye.
. -stfvub'rVA
eyylbruj -tn'sW T
un'Uv tfrrv. .
jOvtw
'0&j\tvA dim £ _
-H/dnac Todis
W "hkr

quotc

ai de,
-wie d.'ov'edl]C

UtVuire's >via|
Vur\c>\ .glares”

. -nealt |

iV< a ujgas

oW ,fW paVe's
s.ike

peiroLjjLVLter
i've gpV so

Waq,ck.to H.U HK

lulUe gju git
igOUf X\ta% urtdord

IP's mite ,.
ioeaubfu.l

'‘AaxWived W i
VO/OA)

| dovCt- beei
litoe ending 0p

aU ,piffbe./

100\—1' KA aat\rw
die/

ridb-b~.

Ke-Uo.--
"aU of siclk+v

-a_.-U/>0-Wil??

ivifcr ulkat-?
jVsb rut

UU. pietfuui...

- aW k&0

WcVoaden”a !

Weo W ti kg«je-
reoUbM

uouire
a tad Kud

N-eoalp7\
c~uoi ?

10Atids  LOfTa

i rvvecuvb/tfLI

tdtfvd beU'ewf
it .
peaxevinar..

i weayfej di-dt

... ani
uoWxd - nAV-
CM .ai">vr»ve a_
2 bnealC
SOx~ ujUflot??

s o
C\frg-dj cyviMI.

lost 30 a-1 Kejrd loj*qWs sdc
yentv peiiA.l )
Ler "Hoo" malcfg\g.pr)ol VieLamajv, ummeins
bus erptfatv, uoizxxird .
teaubi sleep . o Ze_ His nvyother
vur to <"ed s ssttue . .
boor-bag 1+ > ewfikl Alcolaccyi  VOUKIW toAIrkii®
Vbev” i 5 'wm t meimories-
exx'eusce Wdppi *\es
. to S1I0OKa ov TK«
a fve/\civ RPN .
diofi'oriAtiM I Hhe toona mr- fifev p.aVti't yoris
'C.)Iff.«',‘c't a BUxacr gol t'tigriney Wig hovTDSCop«_
ie*iS'es '
S NIA\
UrPe, beavL caVTyf rasv-kvtdgt dT(. stupid (SSttUiflqj
. pero\«he«v,y | e ® -
\ove~ j "W locbs Vtomeoocrlc
. devevmeyvr
SCSVHtfIKI Vo b» toe
uuc to LuaVuixled | dovtouaNT UV ovnss
n/s MNCKIKE [ geive . .
Wassel bind ’\Ivo\alp’\ru’\tK«r.1 - Co.irVivg getlirge -Weixrc
pv> I/acuj VWe “Moow 4 -zWWOago -pv-a“e.
. | pe>e S
a. nsLZ-or q\i/\a\\(/vfs gogo lav Wis oiAin "oKe>s
_ea_r| 4 a T sfeue . dW wvsvtg -ti'vrr.
di Sivvsf» /r  ryMHwW*AIi'tiw imccuAeeiv
: *to_Iptolci ; JiaGV cxbewt ajvu-
0. bivdt b \U cAop too buVterfield weUAIly J
tork ?::v’\a proixskE -rvxme”
+i<’\n-|Jcp«.
-tkaii's 1 4QA
ae « Sio - Vo yCi'wo™ av+kur
1 J -
Kflv CjruVo.cb * tot'/ov ' gawp. lgtot K'ers-elP
robtT)U .
to"cK's 40 get
P75 Awmwr  svodea s. ,oto atoglvVunxj
sbuvrb | lvitoVwwUe .
I “Svsvvs L1 X<(oVi'ais 40ssarian e lAeryVUA
i -Tieco u«a.ns ! . 't
O'Aj'e qatle, J tO\Ne_OQ(dVig tver -wooHver
cind~ i haw a. P caiaO cijL/by
Weit«- j 'Weco-wiA.h.
10t avjl aAm-issi'ovis nuius
arlene_ j <j rto icg Mu rodgcers vwis-vrn' '
sVU. qeg/_(tjfgébof-j omics cxcvApbo\| ustvep
-rneeu'n's | to laa 2. 1 adVce C>to badin
ové \k€ces ! 1 woowtor'UnV) adl
Sboli Kay\ » - , .
oeaicsKjLift aVkiina oda.vid scores
ujigg.lec goal ie befctg crooTer Soare boarAs
lose . . d Sxua>l/bpigot
herVvruna® | gexguy"  SgluiaAplavw T uqspg
olc\2L 1 WiofutofA map AV U- dcudt
) mto -fi'xd U. o”NVit .
Ina.i\r Deaurw puirtee- btu umm>iii'nto
zavWc V iw*.sic  gtfwldtVulttsl- . .
aud tol»nprb, ttoi gear iolstog Ad'lUy
Kjcr- bar Uk - - .
rapJId.O4mfb rpuint Igci/w.idAgldtv bail -puns t gociddb
pthATi peatel\ \n’u <aueer|A d.tu (rea_
av«wr lost itol-ave A du. beK)asvUu g'tuT'etrV
"0V d U obivQ-da spodr i/aroo<u_r
o n'‘neetm.
-VW Ue eMjljlari eVtos-s oi

‘uvef



JrWoujued re&civs.
TVjotktAnr
tv's dog eas>4- u. UAZ? r
-Tvrovjies t- v. <”ubde-
i ovd”® ooW a
(vvApujses <kl WASi k>
C0iuA
VayNCeVot --qaiC%ulo"
P<V\AS bo» T mscaoaVtK ?&rTet-—
(_Ua , Via)
bap laVeVtes s-e* and kit
sirwu ctVl
webtkv' sViVvi Aai
C\WW «” ‘nov/eie-nVr
W -ir.c.. SuwwvN firki U
aa>wev”"us Wera. ~ Piknj.
s\id<? vxiWs VWAVKis
Ca.\ Vn  d,0-to ?
a. cli']-/cm\i- agcd w
wiHJ a«t+to q L
JJuk pf. stVvebi dki'tsTVe
AvabuA 4y ulortis
cWayvge ckrtw te
be.tut- (\fttt\JA p«*p£
‘WAAAS$»t- ye'ais

v'et-ah'w ?

-.oLuk vxtlIK?_
swvInc
bv'ci

G

blfluVvsd'-swi»
<jo*d pzW km*
k«W\evsaVcd
VW oeeAAa
"Vv-evj ~cV Kkl
/etaitotodM ps
(KjCttmvjpli'sdiiw
ACXeW fll
aW cum'w a c

uuflues

‘n~do -
mfive.

yvauj
etftfjm tes

5 avacdr(u vul

jilx.
kanriA 's ivwmi

Ginsberg

Cevetd loofc&s

dbrwe - s.tp
‘nou-eds

*Prrfl-dY Ztld
btbsv~'s tvdiai
"M I/lids.
A.VAvwes

W4 H ku»KA-

Acvisaw>«'rs' guuvd”

‘SpeXSU'UMN b aik

dtu ptropW cf

taAaautt. BV

foa'sA si™irvg

p

C Mjacjow t

assvesw IAVd(\t Afi. VWA

b§”2e Tvoive

er~Lv/

Il
sjaA g P

0 pv~Abalblu

VA>ikbL bvea.'<'faLs-I-

jw.d” OdVUas tun>* \W\l ‘ode tanr saollW W ca to-ed
C\ G~V -cve- seUiVM ggg ;w
foiak Marci*#, . j jisk. : ’
I.Sch ! beVUjdancer {venck W ft JEUJIS pav is
i 1 i Lo Lit (sVgnApi'c *sl<-ieA
bolrU sides 'vrol ms\C jvvobs VGdS
CliAth iV wins fooci vu\l-es poot wixvva' paAcjlos-s
W (\W &*d loud -fey"—'6 liyvbi® svaAv” kd.ll taaAd eVop'mg
AoL,balfCred i
3LV, 'stove. ooovcts popcorn 1Ezl;zn in prhodl?. I A vy-tKvloe/
Cu-
P bv.'"VLtAA.'s a b'dlUcoKd"
ckvaviy\f wXLriuicb > A; ea.vv-ev' .
Vee Clfic3iva- 1 d.ce(d a% <paKut cbLicvwisd:
A€ V] dvdiAti/a 3
" ' cV\ewu sW<j ivvi i i-
‘oeaddes V'~tOov'd.S ] <Cono toVAA I (ivvi \l sevcjeftvvi
(iict fvoyvL

PLinXi/ Lty 1 «(i>r(*v(
be»uKe ==<jwp

<Aa>v\eVot

AANSW O vi/ talksfcus A yn-aLIf peltcans -btw-1wiv\d

b~ -Uy
. o
m\}vlh< d 8<P T "ph'k\'\//—lu rc

—de4_ V kvues

Lotovm. VIm w %m. L-ejL.A ) 3
toM . ivtuk?” VAjuieta-i i'UV«?S SVUK\
feKi WA fumwvy
vjolde*” of bW davisl siacr diPAV C ffrssips lan ca”U sasai
iniop. J14&t  ia/ VU AAuroh'c G, u n
Mut V\aW Aj Veyvn/wt dog« j3Lba.lbeviAa.
sovcUd
cjenf 2ul(s . 13
! I7u%( KXki’ks 4 * viatvK.i:
N |
eMch™ s o~ 1 s Ac«ffa.tolt u\/lc%ajj u -
UCL'A<ts .. UAJft .
n
00 ovl 4w _ 1 ArakklIt/m sup-aibul  “ doUJA"
voob- | peopvV
vn-U~r'vvim b lw Aarwin HHAACU.<xWIs ea .
in- .
i »iv\ tv, maicKt  VV\faa - WoVGina %M)/{-Ba%
-pmpie b<Ms J ANats_
inupokeve DL}- 'hiUHTdaui
»v\ (W »iv' ICpsKelc 'WTOWUMtIf  dop«. aAbi'ct
SOVy-iA-VUU." feLj a
N Obo\s Vlars. "Vo-clio.A
dx'jVIAt LUftAuAO<_ oo VWISICAAt
aW cv<.\s hacVtavevv I’L‘I\Ah: o~vxekbj
-t a frte-Vdve.
f>eV| Cd‘ Wtv mbbirfctx~s ! ‘ovveKviesj
. d Mea”L a.
1 \C« CAAanv. Vvdec S(a«d. kveajo
SfoolCn . . : pvawa.
O 0G R 1 surconi ktoL lleviViL
U>XEe_ <A L\Mm avivA?
voce d-«- .
dev>»n Lw< (o Codaivv JradkM . C?)
>A)eav Inve. m{_ Vjexd W tvi (OpabwIC-
IW'K<  Wta.u/r', povpcA'i-es =Vy\Wa
peerfen's dd «Mha. v A*ES BVKWW AT Ap yviajiwvy.
bjcfoy» 'S-evg’AApCH
&V\d dacovyv ua.ledt't-1zjyvw
ach\V\A.sVCyWM OVAPvOoUi citttlka Id
am/ iviKe pyy oddt T 9 n

fverdcrvw \b U ftries

S cWA/dtvO Gha

pW iVoii/tDpl» pVCH t/As SOvpvy\r
LOilA .-k” | (VCuAbuA~ Ltew.-A -
looppe.v
& dtii/ku ovd
"mdn ®
06 SI
(_VirodU*A<. toad _vA-V \./U3|b_ "
ir
dow ~rt 3toceouv< © kl pdnAU

-fcAt fnp.cA)

VeUAMV(ACS  pod.-s. c\(vi 3’maUw se

AV UdVu <xrd

3 b\vd
I*\chn(vry

Ccw\

AW oVd oiaAXA
ov'o”ce.

xirngp ap)S

d. C3Aix\ ;2au\
ujl-vuU dIfrby Kfidy-
TR

«
) 3l
pivieaL”pu_ VIMsAa>«Y'
RDup™

vitd*~
od" mt m- vmeeAiVbj»

u>vCK*xn
“Vvue OfIKffess'icikcl

v'-eatlL® oca.-"

tasMikil &6 24 4104

VIvdn>i I'wdv g Wwo”

pvitumpkarat"

W eaA jajAAVda'

at dve. rvQVrt hextrd Cr?
5<<eszevab

g"vCliAjsb/viiVk tlu.

lexiM A XdWeI’
pctiikiAg Wev- I"nees

d t (FOLRA
oymbv

n

31 -uU.9n



Class History

We came in ninth rade New in a new fch ol.
Armed with maps, we Yelt our way cautiously those
frrst weeks and then we could

%we knew the building. We went to the Upper

ool assembly and sat’in the back of the steep new

t eatre, facing the "Fearsome Foursome". From
our lookout we saw the backs of the. school and the
rown-up seniors who were supposed to go out first.

e were |ntroduced to unproctored study hall in the
North Commons. They were our only coed classes
and we often turned them into bull $essions and
H]aded mgrrlrrt)rres ofl PCIR and l\gFS tWetdrscovetrg

e possibilities of lunch period -- the hoys sa
the \9vrn dows and trprp nPtherr chairs, an/ the quls
did the can-can in"room 222, We went exploring,
b th downstairs and UF and found we could make
in

Mr. McC ugha sc s flop with a erfected tech-
?nmnrn orsg Wep a rbrop

nique of sla ang we
dhsed he rIJreen hou e and did egperr en F on frogs in
t anetarium. There wasroc [after s¢hool
underthe stage, and Molly, Bebe, Derry, and Willy
were |n O R'TOWN.

% nywe were up a few rows in the morp nlg
assembly dwe were In tent rI;rae Mr McClure
came an we new we were on the way. Susie was
president and we had gnomes, penny pitching and
white socks day. Wrn er perfected t e fine art of
running to lunch and we began to make announce-
ments We worked on the DIARY OF ANNE FRANK
which MoI[y was in. Susie made school hrstor¥ y
pogprng out of a baby carriage In "Inf anc

Icle inthe South Common was wh rire R t, wrt
|ve free erro SN a row hed council. Ebbie an
the cheer eaders were part of the concern wrth school
spirit and we joined them runnrn? back and forth b
tween the new rink and basketball and wrestling. W
traveled that ¥ear to the Museum of Modern Art
the MetrorrJolr an and_Seasjde Hf %htls with Gale's
amouts adt apres. F%rwrntter entertarnrrr]rent
we pitc ennies and quar ers—— evy was cham
|on—andﬁ Q H paper f otba % lerrn camep
and we redrscovere the sunny island and Iacrosse
baseball and tennis.

Then 1t was eleventh grade with SAT's and col-
Iege cyts. There was the SKIN OF OUR TEETH |n
the fall, and we played old men and women, with
Sue Denise, Paiti and Pooh as_the Muses, Jane as
Hestor, Marge as the Fortune Teller, and Mac, as
Homer. Scenery reigned supreme with the Whipple
Tem le, the Jail and the Boardwalk, .hackpends and

JB We learped "Whan that Aprille™ in Middle
Engsrs and math classes were famous for "quizzies";
History for classes on the playground. Mrs,
Brophy became our fast friend, as did Mrs. Kaplon.

put down our maps and

We spread ourselves and went to GONE WITH THE
ND, san? in G.C. and had concerts at L ville,
went to UPT. Abby had the computer_ match and'Jer-

emy was matched with Mrs. Baker. Then in the
srrJ]rrn IWte had our\}‘\r/rst carBwa%h and \év%ate three

o ate cakes. We saw raraan rea in
(; o Out élrlhere and Moii in the Baqg oprano”.
Lacrosse washig and we had fo be told notto |ck the
daffodjls. Then we watched graduation, and with
butterflies in our stomachs wé realized we were sen-

ors.
Reiko_and Raimundo came. We ﬂurckl took
over the SSR with the firm hand of a thority and
establrs ed Gobae (csrno Ashby's Io%corner om)
enyss and added our I|terary contributions to the
Laurie dyan th e Link camped across the
haII wrth Ebbre and the Spokesman, Tony set up the
new dar JO m eront of the che |str% . Beth
contrnue the tradition_of Cymbals and won national
honors for her own writing. Debbie M. brought us in
contact with new people and we went tutori g
Trenton wjth UPI and Pooh. r&e was head of
Dra/rnral tBIarr gftKe Clukl) an grertr and T romén f
etics.. Betsy was ¢ resident, an 50
I | were Susie andlBoEb %%tﬂ ent Councrij ’?h
helped give us the community council, faculty -
student discussions, TILW, dress down days and
senior broctors Jeff Sue_and Betsy mannéd the
computor —- and I.W. joined the Software circle
with the computer —poetry experiment. We had
another actrng contingent’in Bobo, Jane, Marge,
and Derry in PICNIC, wrth Candy'as 'The Voice'.
Jeanie and Candy were heads, of props, and Gobe
and Mr. Lott constructed a life--size town on stage.
Ashb took to the pedestal downstairs for the life
rawrn class, and Tommy set up a welding corner.
Voma cka Iocked himself in the closet to work on
his light show. Rat was the doughnut man, Mrs.
Baker gave us happiness pills, and Mrs. Claghorn
sent us notes. Boho's and Vomacka's cars were
famous -- most of us were on wheels and were
usually up-town. For our social functions Jeremy
and Bév Ied he sex talks Sue heId the computer
dance on entrnes ay at which Bob Korman and
the NuI played. We worked on PDS's first mu-
sical (and trred to keep sraight faces. Mac set a new
recor for lunch_cuts and we all frequented Buxton's
lived on coffee and ice cream. We worried
about college, the honor system, and the meaning
of commitiment. We were the_second class to hav%
senior seminars. And when spring came, we thought
back and saw that we were now at the front of the
morning assembly and soon we would be gone.















FACULTY



Douglas O. McClure

Headmaster



Administration

SEATED: Douglas O. McClure gBA Yale, M.A. Uniyer sn 0f C nectlcut Headmaster and instructor in his-
tor)é STANDING: Herbert McAn MBA "Williams, B,A xfor University) Assistant Headmaster, Instructor

ngllsh and director of dramatlcs adellne Weigel ﬁ A, Skidmare, Child Education Foundatlone Head of
Lower School angk de rgarten ms(Jructor aresA Gillies, AB George Washmlg/]ton Umversn}/ LB Har-
vard) Director of Development and nstructor in mathema tics; Carl orey University of

kansas, Business Manager) Beverley A. Williams, (B.A. Randolph-M acon omen's Gollege) Director of
Studies; Wesley A. McCaughan, Jr., (B.S. Trenton State Colle Ige Rutgers) Director of Admissions and
instructor in history: Joan Baker hatelard_School, Switzerfand Reglstrar Fowler Merle-Smith, (B.A.

Princeton, M.A. T. Columbia) Head bf Junior School.



PAIGE E. AARON

Phxsmal Education

University of
Denver.

ALICE M. ARCHER

French

L;fcee Fenelon
Alliance Franjaise

Professorat.

IDELETTE BAKER
French

La Sorbonne
University of Lille.

DANIEL J. BARREN
Mathem atics

%/tsolga fIggdpchatlon
B. S.” Gannon.

MITCHELL H. BRONK

Head of Science
Department
B.A. Harvard.

RICHARD BURNES
Mathematics
B.A. Swarthmore.

B.A. Connecticut
M.A. Columbia.

MADELINE H. CHEN

Assistant in the
Library

B.A. Prowdence
College

M A T. DePauw
University.

IRENEC. CONROY
Mathematics

B.A. Unlversny of
New Hampshire.

GRAHAM S. CRAGG
Mathematics
M.S., Univer-
sity of Michigan.



NANCY B. DEITZ

Remedial Readln[g

B.S. Trenton Stafe
College.

LOIS M. DOWEY

|stor
Y)cmdentqbl
Columbia.

ELEANOR L. DRANE
En lish, History
. Bryn Mavir.

JEANNE M. DUFF
%2\ Sweet Briar

M.A. New York
University.

BRUCE T. FIFER

Music .
B. M. E. Westminster
Choir College.

IIEL{ZABETHkB FINE

atin, Gree

B.A. Unlrversny of
Wisconsin
h. D. Yale.

JULIA S. FRANCIS
Remedial Reading
B.A. MountHonoke

College
MS Ed. Hofstra

University.

PATRICIA FUCHS

Erench

B.A., M.A. Bryn
Mawr.

DAVID A. GARDNER

Chemistry

A. B. Princeton
University, 1969.

LU
Mo
B.

ANN GILBERT
em Dance
Bennington
e

CY
de
ollege.

A
C



STEVEN W. GILBERT
Mathematics
B.A. Princeton.

ERNEST GORDON
Religion

M.A" St Andrew's
B.D." Edinburgh
S.T.N. Hartford.

HHSSN R. GREGORY
R Dartmouth.

STEVEN L, HAHN
Mathematics
B.A. Princeton.

TRACY K. HARRIS
French Sﬁamsh
Bennington

.A Teachers Col-

lege of Columbia.

—

NALL L.
LLMAN
ence

AT
HI
Cl

A. Princeton.

OLGA HOLENKOFF

Russian

Licence de Prof. de
Francais a
L'Etranger.

JOHN W. IVORS

Physical Education

B.A. Trenton State
College.

astman
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RRY JONES

PA

istor )é

A. Swarthmore
A. University of
Pennsylvania.

J.

H
B.
M.



MELVIN L. JONES

[ndustrial Arts

B.A. Trenton State
College.

FENELLA B. KIRMAN

Physical Educatlon

lom
Bedfgrd College of
Physical Education.

JOSEPH KOVACS

[nstrumental Music
Diploma

Roval Hun arian
chool of Music

B. Mus. , M. Mus.
Westminister
Choir College.

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

GARY M.C. LOTT
|stor
iddlebury
M A Columbid.

LINE 1.
SHALL

: Unlversny of
rta, Canada.

TC.
ER, JR.
E”R"

B.A. Princeton.



STUART ROBSON
M.A. Bolumbla.

g
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hematics
. Princeton.

B.A. Princeton,
University of
Grenoble:

RICHARD G.
POOLE
Erench

JOHN SALADINO
.S.E. Princeton.

Mathematjcs
B

Librarian
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PETER H. SEARS
nﬂ ish
Yale.

NNE B. SHEPHERD
n&l ish

Vas
nive r5|ty of London
A. Columbia.

mX>

gcw

ARLENE H. SMITH
Fine Arts
Dlgloma Newark
chool of Fine Arts

Art Students' League.

MOYNE R. SMITH

B. R University of
Kansas

M.A. Western
Reserve.

ROBERT N. SMYTH

French

B.A. Williams

M.A, New York
University.

LESTER TIBBALS, JR.
Histor

B.S. Trinit

M.A. Princeton.

GLENDA P. TURNER

En
R University. of N.
Carolina, University

of Lyo
M A yUnlversny of N.

Carolina.

WINIFRED S. VOGT
Enﬂ ish, |story
Wellesley.



KAYE B. VOSBURGH

Science

B.S. Purdue
University

M.A.T. Cornell
University.
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GERTRUDE D.
?\l OPHY
chool Nurse.

CD;U

DOBKO\Il/SKI
SuE?erlntendent of
uildings and

Ground s

VIRGINIA K. STEIN

Cansulting
Psychologlst

B.A” Hunt

0.T.R. Tufts

n
. University of
Pennsylvania.

JEAN 0. SMYTHE
Admissions
Secretary.



ROW: CarroII Kane, B.A. Smith,
rade; June C. Gulick, B.A.

. First Grade: SaIIyS Paterson,
sar, First Grade; Louise V.
University of West Virginia,
de; Gertrude Rogers, B.A.
College, Fourth Gra d?

O argaretW Gilhert,
Baidwin,” Music; Virginia
B.A, WeIIesIey, hlrd
norS Ba I .
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garten Assistant: W
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niversify of Michigan, F
ara_ Robérts, B.A. Simmons,
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Lower School Faculty
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SCHOOL



V {

*

FIRST ROW: Sarah Brett-Smith, Linda Mihan, Loujse Sa{en, Liz Hamid, H|Iarg Martin, Bob Salup, Jim Rodgers, Pam Woodworth, Robin MurraF¥
Heidi Flemer, Brita Ll%ht, Jack Kilgore, Mary Lapidus, Lindsey Hicks, Becky Bushnell.' Barbara Miller, Suzanne Fish, Joan Williams. SECOND ROW:
Ann Wiley, Pam Orr, Cynthia_Shoemaker, Laurie' D'Agostino, ‘Marjorie Shaw, Freddi Caaan, Grace Taglor, Margaret Meigs, Leslie Grey, Meg Brin-
ster, Harriet Sharlin, Takllor Chambers, Allyn Love, Randy Martin, Donald Young. THIRD ROW: Bob Peck, Chris Reeve, “John Parrott, "Lew Bowers,
Gil'Farr, Cynthia Bennetf, Barbara Sturken, “Alice Holimar, Naurene Donelly, Midge Valdes, Janet Masterton, Judy Migliori, Bruce Plapinger.
FOURTH ROW: V|?ky Johnson, Louise Hutner, Eve Robinson, Laurie Linowitz,. Calvin_Johnson, David Mack, Bil| Power, Porker Eupank, Jonathan
Paynter, Tim Medley. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Francine Barlow, Allison Gilbert, Erik Heggen, Linda McCandless, Peninah Chilton,” Shelley

Brewster.



FRONT ROW: L_arr¥ Levenson, Laurie Bryant, Jodie Platt, Kristen Garver, Margaret Devries, Paula Zaitz, Arlene Opatut, Lisa Warren, Candy Brown,
Diane Jass, Robin rEg/ Chris Chambers,” Louise Broad, Barbara Fishman, Jean Ginsburgh, Betsy Meredith, Chessye Hill," Joan Lewis, Mary Bishop,
Joe Punia, SECOND ROW: Danncy Cantor, Becky RamseTy, Dore Levg, Martha Feltenstein, Cach Wagdelton, Linda _Git_che_ll reacian Goeke, Nan
Karwan, Natalie Huston, Jane Cross, Dede Pickering, Tom O'Connor Bre5| ent, Susie Waterman, Chris Smith, Vicki Willock, Christi’ Vaughan,
Jean Schluter, . Betsay Gorman, Terry Fried, Lee Mor iin. THIRD ROW: Paul Lyman, Larry Rose, Bob Norman, Scott Richardson, David Stark, Sam
odgFers, David Clv\ghorn,, Nina Shafron, Kathy McClure, Katie Poole, Nancy Davies, Pam Hughes, Anne Healy,-George Treves, Jeremy Bonner,
Il Flemer, Tom Worthington, Howard Vine, "Richard Bryant, Robert Holt, Frank Wamer, Robert van de Velde, Don Millner, Neil Rosenthal.
QURTH ROW:_ Crichton Adams, TOH Dale, T_err}/ Booth, Tim Smltn, Carl Jachelll David Seck?I, John Paine, Mitchell Sussman. MISSING
ROM PICTURE: Barbara Bauer,” Cathy Lane, Lizette Mills, Evelyn Sherwood, Eflen Stern, Liz Tomlinson.
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IRST ROW: Elizabeth Foster, Fairfax Hutter, Tommy Myers, James Davey, David Tenney, John Lockette, Ricky Albert, Lucien Yokana, Steve Gorman,
| Savage, Andy Houston, Mark Harrop. SECOND ROW:Jane Lee, Susan _Ecrcl)\xd, Ted Vogt, Steven Silverman, Paul Ridgeway, Jay Macafee, Harrison
Jerem Gordon, Jordan Young, Tom Reynolds, John Kalpin, Michael Cagkan, Stephen Foss, Fred Dalrymple, John Gordon. THIRD ROW:
) e, Page Mclnnis, Kate Merlino, Susan Linowitz, Wistar Williams, Mary Johnson, Kathy Veeder. Helen Langewiesche, Sally Rodgers, Harriet Mc-
u%hlm, Anne Reld, Anthea Burtle, ththness, Lucinda Herrick, Cheri Holcombe; Kathy Bissell, ‘Nan Schluter. FOURTH ROW: Karen Turner, Miriam Hafitz,
nstance Cain, Elizabeth Sinnott, Artie Mittnacht, Anne Robinson, Alex Laughlin, Joan Beth Robinson, Stephanie Shoemaker, Nancy Farley, Laurie Merrick,
Noeline Hargrave, Ellen Sussman, Ellen Prebluda, Karin Grosz, Hope Miller, Cici Morgan, Ledlie Borgerhoff, Kenzie CarPenter, Ayres Browne, Andrea
Scasserra, Steven Bash, Kirk Moore, Stephen Zudnak, Michael Englander. FIFTH ROW: a,{/[v Mills, M%qMAferck Jan Hall, Jacqueline Webster, Charlotte
EO{nCekgayR,gHgydKNIlecle?gtrhg, Peter McCandless, Carl Rosenberg, Jonhn Moore, John Coffee. MISSING FROM PICTURE: Jonathan Chilton, Jean Beckwith, Katherine
ulick, Ri .
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Upper School Student Council

?NT ROW: Andrew Houston, Tim Smith, Lit L%ness Jean Beckwrth Peninah Chilton, Ayres Browneg, fhess ye
Joan Lewis, Bob O'Connor, John Bonner. Kilgore, Linda McCandIess (secretary) Blair Lee,
Susre Schnur (president) David Van Houten, Beverly Bevrs Davrd Vomacka, Lewis Bowers, Lindsey Hicks.



Bas

h,
reside
C

T_ROW: Steve Judge

Bill Wa

R)E'L

Middle School Student Council

Gregory Matthews, Chri
rren Pre5| ent) Anne Russell,

van Bash onaldson,_Rand
aura Schleyer Secretary Treasu

is Burt, Ann Joyce, Susie Pratt. SECOND ROW: Davis Sherman,
Ann Altmaier, " Eljzabeth Hutner. THIRD ROW: David Straut
%rGullck Ellen Flsher Vicki Austin, Anne Williams. MISSING



Social Service Committee

LEFT TO RIGHT: Andrea Fishman, Louise Broad, Hope Miller, Heidi Flemer, Pooh Holt, (chai
%%Salwglrlu’sGHoil:Jaﬁ’oltDon Millner, Debbie Shoemaker, Ed Purcell, Chris Smith, Randy Martin

rman), Becky .
, John &ordon,yBlll






THE 1953 PULITZER PRIZE PLAY

"PICNIC"

By William Inge
Presented hy
THE DRAMA CLUB
of

PRINCETON DAT SCHOOL

PRINCETON DAY SCHOOL THEATRE
NOVEMBER 22, 23, 27, 1968

. AST

(inthe orderof theirappearance)
HELEN POTTS ..vvveveveeee, . Francine Barlow
HAL CARTER ...oocoovvvvrevnn. Chrlstogher Re_Tve
MILLIE OWENS Barbara Mllehr
BOMBER Tim Sm%1
MADGE OWENS ..o Derr LI_? t
FLO OWENS .....cooveeverrnnn, Jané Wile
ROSEMARY SYDNEY Marqfrg Burt
ALAN SEYMOUR Bill Flemer
IRMA KRONKITE Paula Zaitz
CHRISTINE SCHOENWALDER Becky Ramse
HOWARD BEVANS Bob“O’Connar

Directed by HERBERT MCANENY
Scene construction directed by GARY LOTT
Light design—J|M FANCHER



Drama Club Production Staff

President: Margery Burt
Secretary: Christopher Reeve |
Staqe Manager : Lucq Ball?ntme
Assistants @ "Molly Hall, Nell Bushnell

Scenery Chairman: Bob O'Connor

Lighting Chairman: Doug Rieck

Costumes Chairman: Beth Healy _
Properties Chairmen; Candy Boyajian, Jeanie Gorman
Sound Chairman: Bruce Pla |n(I; r
Make-up Chairman : Abby Shefdon

Publicity Chairman : _Debbie_ Merrick

Tickets Chairman: Dianna Eure

House Chairmen: Betsy Nicholes, Mary Lou Delahanty



Drama Production Group






FIRST SEESAW (Back to front?) Patti Niemtzow, Rob |n Fre% Joan W|I||ams (Asst, Editor), Becky Bushnell,
COND SEESAW: Lizette Mills, Barbara Thomsen, Linda McCandless,” Jack Kil-

Craig Page, Les| |e
ore, LIF%J sely Hicks. B TWEEN SE ES WS: Ted VoPt Ebbie Rose $Ed|t09 Tony Blair (Asst. Editor), Robin
e

%raut{Ml School Edltor) THIRD SEESAW: GIF Farr SAss Editor) hlP inder, “Kathy_ Gorman.
Rodgers, Ginna Vogt, V|ck| Austin (Asst.'M.S. Editor), Hilary
Winter. STANDING: Paul Lyman.

SEESAW: Richard ‘Albert, Jimm
MISSING FROM PICTURE: Sue Bailey, Danny Cantor Ronda Davis,
Jeremy Dunning, Beth Healy, Bob Korman, Laurie Lama, Helen Langewelsche Larry Levenson, Laurie
Linowitz, Susie”Schnur, Karen Turner, Kathy Veeder. (F culty Advisor: Mrs. Anne B. Shepherd).

Spokesman

Cymbals

IR”STr ROW: Bill FIemerﬂy Barbara

Ll

, Beth Borgerhoff Edltorg
Jb ara Thomsen. SECO W:
Lember? Hope Miller, Joan
ms Na alle Husto MISS
ROM P * Bebe Ramus
|tPr) gFacuIt " Advisors: Mrs.
ell Smith, Mfs. Arthur
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Link

LEFT: Cia Ballantine (I|a_?/out editor, writing), Beth Borgerhoff
Ewrltlng edltoP, Molly Hall ﬁc,o— ditar, I\?\y_?ut, proguc |_on[?, Lauri
amar_(co-editor, layout, writing), Bob Wilmot (advertising editor),
ebe Ramus (art%, Béarbara Thomsen (literary coptest, writing), Tony
Blair_(photography editor Iay_out, business), Abby Sheldon ($enior
chart), Andrea Fishman F(Igvrl in ELOW: Margery Burt (layouf,

. B
senior chart). MISSING FROM %?)ICTURE: Cathering” Moynahan (writ-
Ing, layout, production, advertising. )

PRODUCTION ASSISTANTS

Kathy Gorman, Bertina Bleicher, Debbie Merrick, Kathy McClure
(Class X) Cathy Wadelton (Class X)

CONTRIBUTORS:

Derry Light (writing) Susie Schnur (writing) Gale Colby (Advertisin
Gil arrg(CIa(ss XI)gZadvertising) (Wwriing) Y ( 0)

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



“ilpf* r1]|h FIRST ROW L. Gatchell Ho It, B. Ielcher Applegate. R. Frey, J. Hall,
iy U U Merrick Garver Levy Gorman, H MDII rp ND ROW: E. He Ia
Rose B Stur en Hollman A Gilbert, D. Eure, L. Lamar (pre5|dent) C Reeve
L. Broad ant Huson Platt, C. Brown, E ?rman . Bal an ine.
THIRD ROW r. Jacobson (dlrector), M. Affleck, ‘M. Delehanty, R. Wilmot, S.

Madrigals



Richardson, A. Houston J. Paine, D. Vomacka, R. Karman, R. Rathauser K. Mc-

Gregor, G." Goeke, Tokura ?/nahan Missing from icture: Dunnmﬁ
D. Bas[]hgpr) N. KKﬁlgr]wan . Jass, T Fried, J. Schluter; J. Kleinberg, D.” Van Houten,
Ishop, [

Choir

FIRST ROW:; Lit Lgness Susan Ecroyd, Judy Kleinberg, Nan Karwan, Naﬁalle Huston, Diane Jass, Dore Levy,
Pooh Holf, Suzanné Fish. SECOND ROW: Ebhie Rose,” Karen Hoffman, Blair Lee, Patti Nl?m 20w, Barbara
Fishman, Paula Zaitz, Alice Holiman, Barbara Sturken, Greacian Goeke. RO RO\kN Glson Gilbert, Lucinda

Herrick, Laurie Merrick, Louise Broad, Laurie Bryant, Joan Robinson, Debble Merrlc, argaret Devries, Derry
Light, Sue Denise.



American Field Service Committee

FIRST ROW: Debbie Merrick (chairman), Bob Korman. SECOND
Bushnell, Steve Gorman, Kenzie Carpenter, Sharon Abeel. THIR
Love, John Paine, Chris Goble.

%W: Reiko Tokura, Jane Cross, Nell

R
D ROW: Gil Farr, Meg Brinster, ‘Allyn



Key Club

Roger Sherman, Wayne Roberts,
Kaysen, Hattie 'Ga Ir Mlssmg from

FRONT ROW: Beverlm Bevis JuanKIelnber% Blair Le ﬂ%%resident%,

’ e Merrick. BetsKNlcho es, Fred
, Ro y, Kr

0

David Barach. OND ROW: Robinsdn ]q_lA k. Lau
picture: Dianna Eure, Karen Hoffman, David Van Houten, Debbi
lg_;lan Peninah Chilton, Chris Reeve, Jim Rodgers, Harrief Sharlin

. Joan Lewis, Michael Ca an, Fairfax Hutter, Nan Shluter, J
Olcott, Robert Rosenthal, Pafti Seale.

bm Fre isten Garver Chessye
an Young,” Andy Bonner, Richard

ﬁ
o



Library Council

Martha Feltenstein, Dore Levy Laurle
Bryant, Pam Orr, Liz Hamid, "Ed |
venthal, Jerr Hafitz. MISSIH% Bob
Wilmot, Andrew Bonner, Nancy Davis,
Mary Fike, Patty Seale,” Hattie’ Gault.

Photography Club

FIRST ROW: Mary Mills, Liz Hamid, Cici Mor%_'clm Ledl|e Borgerhoff SECOND ROW: Liz Foster, George Treves,
Elizabeth Sinnott,” Paul Lyman Ann Robinson, Harrison U



Cheerleaders

LEFT TO RIGHT: Stephy
Shoemaker, Meg Brinster,
Leslie Grey, Elfen Suss-
man, Ellen Prebluda
Harrlet Sharlin, Fredd|
Cagan.

Athletic
Association

BOTTOM ROW Nell Bush-
neI Sally gWrs Dede
Pick er|n1g 00d-
worth TOP ROW: Karen

Holffma[n) (chlalr\r(nan -
irls), Donald Youn
gete McCand?ess avid
Macleod, Jim Rodgers,
Tom Spain (chairman-
boys).



FRONT ROW:Jim_Davies, Jordan Young, David Vomacka (Captain), Tim Medley, Jonathap Chilton,
Bruce Plﬁplnger. STANDING :David Terney, Sam Rodgers, Mr. Saladino, Jim McAfee, Richard Bryant,
John Cofree,” David Stark.

Cross Country Team



FRONT ROW: Ashby Adams, CraigPage, Keith Bash (co captams) SECOND ROW: Jack Kilgore, Ken
MI-(I:GR gor Calvin ohnson Rick J udge Thom Spain, eremy unnlng Lew Bowers, David Mack.

C
K

IRD"ROW: Boh P aV|d C aghorn, Pete McCandless, Er| Heg Terry Booth, Crichton Adams,
arl Rosenberg TonY Da Farr, Mr. Burnes (coach). F ROW."Mr._ Barren, Carl Jacobellr,
irk Moore, John Kalpin, Tlm Smlth, Bob Norman, Tom Worthlngton Ayres Browne.

Varsity Football

Varsity Soccer

FRONT ROW: Larry Tan Phllléj Winder, Bill Chalverus (co— aptain), David Macleod (co caﬁtamg
David Van Houten, JeffPre bluda, Bob Wlmot SECOND RO FGeor ngTreve manager), John Péine,
Randy Martin, Jlmmg gers Bob Rathauser, Donald Y oung. THIRD ROW: Mr. lvors ( coach) AIIyn
Love Steven Bash, David Seckel, Rob Holt.



Varsity Field
Hockey Team

STANDING: Nell Bushnell Pam
Woodworth, Chris Smith ml%
Shoemaker. ON SLIDE: Kathy M-
Clure LitLyness. Linda McCand-
less , Lind se¥ Hicks, Francine
Barlow, Betsy Nicholes, Karen
Hoffman (Céptain).

Junior Varsity
Field Hockey Team

FROM LEFT:
W|star Williams
Sally R dqers
Nancy Far ey
Anne’R
Chessyﬁ H|II
iller
Su5|e Waterman
Noreen Donnelly
Natalie Huston
Nan Schulter
Sharon Abeel






Basketball

SITTING: Randy Martin,_Tony Dale, Craig Page, David Seckel, Don Millner, Kirk Maore.
EE%I\(I)%ING: Mr. Jones, Tom Spain, Calvin Johnson, Carl Jacobelli, Carl Rosenberg, Gil Farr,

Wrestling
KNEELING: Ken McGr,egnor, Jeremy Dunninyg, Bob Wilmot, _Asht;\;l/,Adams Keith Bash, Je_rrg
riélnnt%. SMrANBDUIrIr\]IeGS: Crichton Adams, John Kalpin, Tim Smith, Michael Cagan, Giovanni Fer-
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Ice Hockey

Bill Chalverus, Bob Q'Copnor, Jim Rodgers, Tom Q'Conpor.
m Rodgers, Peter McCandless, John Moore, Arty Mittnacht, Mr.



Girl's Varsity And Junior Varsity Basketball

FIRST. ROW Cia Ballantine, Laurie Merrlck Ann Reld Terr|e Fried, Bets Nicholes,
OND ROW: Mr. Sears

N reen Donnelly, Nell Bush neII sta SECON
g gc% h lrYda (fge Lucinda He ick, Mr.

Susie Schnur Mihan, Ann Wﬁey I
ackar (tcoaoh) TH RD ROW: Joan Williams, Robln Murray L|t Lyness, Hope Miller,

Paula Zaitz
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Theresa

We found the house on a grey CIP,
street. It belonged to my Gréat’A
Theresa and wien she died, we went to
sort out her things, all the pot holders
and prayer books she never mentioned in
the will: There was an apartment down-
stairs which she rented to a youn man
for twelve dollars a month, 4dnd she lived
Pstarrs alone with the pigeons. The
stairs in the hall were hardly large
?noug a roi? for two of us,” let dlone
our,” and halfway up they veered sharply
wrth no Janding.

Inside her apartment our voices were
too large for the walls. Furniture clogged
the rooms You couldn t open a drawer
without movrn?ha chair. And the drawers
were filled with stale-smelling, maiden

thrn rIed handkerchrefs wrth
avend r tat in rfurlt rosarB/ beads,
scente soa i never been
opened. remember wanting to leave;
waiting finally in the kitcher where there
was light, Potted ivy was dying on the
window sill. How many days. ago.
was coming home alone atnight and
couldn't make it all the way Up the stairs,
Just where_they turned halfway up she had
to stop and rest. In the morning the milk-
man found her. She’d spent the night sit-
ting on those stairs.

It was three years ago. | don't know
who owns the house now: | don't even know
whether its still there. [f the same man is
renting it he's gayrng a lot more than
twelve dollars by now.

Barbara Thomsen Xl
First Prize
Upper School Prose

Medusa

She waore her brilliance like her
snakes, who wound around her head and
climbed the air. They felt the stairs that
no one else could even see, and went
anng them, to where | never knew. |
could tell the knewb their eyes which
sent shrvers hroug e room.

My mother used to say that her exis-
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 else knew
he had heen set on earth o accomplish;
she was oneo] those people who produced
a reason -a nundred reasons - for her

life.

| met her on the street one day, "Hi,"
she said, and soon | was to phoneyher to
discuss some school assignment. She
turned out to be apﬁroachable S0 one day
| walked slowly to her house

he was alone, in a long blue skirt
that flowed to get the door. She took me
to a room that'was_a mess from German,
rats. in cages and Edmund Spenser. She
idolized Elizabeth |, and worried about
Bismarck's reputation. The air was hung

with ether and Camus.
The house was a massive Victorian
mansron that stood sheeprsh by the road
rgtm outstrde] Srt eOOkce ajwskvvmargtﬁnd apo t
I¢, but Insi u 1ze Wi
(hg foom tw?teezega pecr%trve7l V¥
you jUSt stroke ItS ack or smiled at the
starned glass windows. It also sweated
dust for which she scolded as she wrg ed
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 rogm and Bassageway
and all the thousand boxes, books ang
cherubrm that cluttered the high-roofed

V\fhy was it ALL in her house? |

onder
! g rfthen we saw her snakes, in piles
carlaleks in a greenhouse in the yard.” She

also d the “sky sh e saidl, "hecause It
Was 50 %Og and an th rn% ﬂat big ﬁas to be
free. ou can oar It it beIongs

i

blue and mostly cIoudy,
and saw all there was to see.

%/s been just
but then | Tooked



We walked in the ?arden which had
been formal once, buf now was full and
overgrown | traced the hoxwood,
bushed so big it rip
cided It frrst grew here wild before the
house was ever built," she said. "How-
ever, that is not true. '

And | appreciated it all at first. But
then we went upstairs to play chess.

While she was plotting out her moves, |
looked all around the Toom, following the
patterns in the wood up to the ceiling;
sunk in flourishes. | inspected each”piece

which

led on and on. "1 de-

of bric- a brac and that house began to
bug me. | thought of rows and rows of
houses IongrnP for one small wonder to
lout In the parfour and polish once a week.

got vast and bitter, and she bent over
the chess. | pushed my feet against the
floor, and she smiled"and won the game.

| 'wanted to tear apart that house.

| didn't have, to, though, for we went

back info the snakehouse. $ he was with
the snakes, and I in the corner, and sud-
denly the snake bit her and, turning his

eYes, lled at me.
Y smre[d]

back.
Joan Williams Xl
Honorable Mention
Upper School Prose

The Winner

.Okay, Ann, here she comes with
m breakfast I'll get back at her this

el
Sarah leaned back and fixed h%r eyes
on the waII o#)rgosrte the door, with her

| Inher a

A second |ater, Miss Henderson, the
nurse heaved the ‘door open with her
habclk prvoted and placed the tray on a
a

"Good morning, Sarah. Your break-
fast iIs here,

Sarah didn't move

"Sarah, now Iets not be a little brat.
I've spoken to you.

e plodde across the floor ang
stood In, arah S VIew. Sarah stared at

er frigid fy Miss Hend erson had a stone
face wrt lat, grey eyes and a long, de-
flated nose. Her Irps were hard and
wafer-like, and her wiry hair was strap-
REd into a ti Eht mold onthe back of her

Her skin was fat and yellow and
she smrled haughtrg at Sard

"Don't you at me. What did you

rrng me far preakfast?"
Prune juice, toast and EGGS,” she
emphasized.

Eqas! You know damn well | hate
eggs! Why did you she stopped and
grunted mock(m

|ss Henderson sighed proudly and
rougNt er the traly

ow give me fittle Annie, and you
can eat. " Miss Henderson extended her

hand for the doll but Sarah spat in it, The
?ursesjerked her hand hack, and puffed
uriously

Het name is not IrttIe Annie, "and |
can eat with her just fine, " Sarah’ snap-
Bed and held hef doll close while she
ncovered her breakfast.

Miss Henderson went to wash her
Rand&o while Sarah rejoiced silently with

The nurse returned and sat down on
the charr She watched Sarah warily,
VOU re taking such a longtime
to eat AI the other girls must be’ done
with'their breakfast By now.
The nurse cleared” her throat

How old are_you, Sarah?"

"You Know. DY, Fraeman told you.
Well, " she smiled and claspe her

thick frnrlrers together, "1've so many
little orrs a es to remember, I've Just
for([]ot en YOURS. " She eyed her expec-
tantly with one eyebrow arched, and an

Icy twrn?e at thecorners of her mouth.

'Sixteen,

"Sixteen Whrr/] you're so much oIder
than you look! | thought you were only
twereI Why, | have a nrece who’s only
fourteen and she Iooks much older_than

ou, ... Saran? Are you listening?.

ell, any wag gntr that her name,
Is at the ‘head of her c ass. es S0
smart and pretty and talented! She's only
been taking skating lessons for a year,
now, and she skatés like a professional!



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

Sarah tippéd over her glass of juice.
"Oh, dear. Has little Sarah spilled
her *mce? Let me fix it up, " she smiled
and fetched a sponge.

Sarah %Ienche hertjaws and preathed
eavily. The door burs oRen and Miss
Henderson flitted over to her bed with a
damp sponge. Sarah watched vigilantly,
and searched for words, while the nurse
?’lr?tteer% the stains. She noticed her
| .

_ gj)\(yhy aren't you wearing a wedding

_"Because 1'm not married," she re-
plied quickly.
"On. Why not?" \
Because | haven't been asked, " she

carped sarcastically.

. "You haven't been asked to get mar-
ried? Ever? My father used to call old
unmarried women ‘old maids. ' " Sarah
maneuvered the tray a little with her
knees to spread thejuice.

"Then | suppose after you g_raduated
from college, 'you went to Nursing
School?!

"| didn't. ..go to college. "

-,)'leldn't go t0 college €ither? Why

not”
"We didn't have enough money, " she
said\%akﬂy. ve Cotg Y

This room is gently put;
a dialogue of _
flowered cloth and light:
the phrase Is

warmly turned

the cofners pause.
Somewhere

in a cold clam's world,
lodged with camels

in d needle’s eye

my father is.

fo rattle
from
to tears.

Across the room

my mother sits,

flower phrase
smiling on the sofa's edge:

now™ _—
her heart is gone with him
In that dark shell,

"Oh. Mg/ father said that poor peogle
could get sCholarships to colleges.” Only
if they“re smart, that is.

The nurse carried the tray to the
table, and wiped her moist forehead with
her arm. She came back and erased
some tiny brown stains on the bedspread
W|thu\f/1vehr sponge. | e

. 0. VOU_ always wear your hair
all tied Xpd? DXy fatheryuse to }_éay women
that tied their hair UR looked liké men.
Maybe that's whg/. 0 for%et it. "

Sarah watchéd her sweat nerVOUfIy.
Miss Henderson finished and rose slowly.
. "I'd better ?o now. ” She had her eyes
fixed on the doll. .

"No. Stay and let's chat for a while.

I'd bettér go now, " she repeated.

She depositéd the fat sponge on the
tray, and raised the windowshade. Sarah
saw her shlverln[q and sweating heavily.
Her eyes were glazed and her mouth
quivered lightly:

You kiow; Miss Henderson, you
really have nothlng to live for, " Sarah
said_sharply.

The nufse swerved and grabbed the
doll from Sarah’s arms andtore its head
off. She squeezed It and threw it on the
floor. She glared at her trembling hands,
then rolled"her eyes closed, clenChed her
fists, and sobped 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

rattle _
the flowered brink

Beth Borgerhoff XII
Honorable Mention
Upper School Poetry



Alva

Alva is the daughter

of the prism and the dark,
conceived Ina Paramus tenement
as the rain leaked through

and stained an insect on"the wall.

Alva ate %reen and brown dog biscuits
kept in a Tlowerpot beneath the porch.

It gv%s”summer and the roses blew

and fe

She wajted on a white seat 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 corrective oxfords

With a grey shoelace, but alone

she spread impaled agalnst

the full length mirror;

wrapped her arms around a pillow

in the night.

Hell, Alva knew, was onltﬁ

beneath the steamm? manholes in the city;
re God and #tCI er sat |n council

with the mayqr of New York.

Jesus alone in heaven, crossed his legs

and cleaned his nails.

So Alva fell in love, She sat
with her nervous biond lover and smoked
narrow clgarettes

But he left’her in the summer and drove
trucks instead.

AIva stared out the bus windows
%wnt e New J erseg Turnpike.
ewas the F
Rumbled off the hus |n Paterson
and circled the streets where
the worms grew after the rain.
She smelled musty, like the autumn piles.

Alva grew in a track and

circled back. _

She stares at the spreading pool
around her chair.

Her mauth flaps open, a grey round
In calcimine skin.

Alva begins to count

out loud on the veins of her left hand



Susie Reacts

Susie_fumbled with the key Pened the door,
and despite the stifling August heat, walked In. ‘She
thour[rht about how good It Was to be in the old apart-
ment again, and thoughts raced through her mind as
she and"hey dog Scootér went from_room to room,
openrnﬂ windows and looking _at things.

‘TRis Is where he slept. "Remember how we used
to sit on the roor and p| g cards? And here -- this
iIs where my father sat. " Even though for almost two
years Susie’had looked af everything when she came
In, she couldn { helaldorn it again. "Scooter, don't
you remember how We used to Sit here in, the studio
and Dad would show me new technrques in painting?
Oh, 1 miss him!

Susie ? anced down at the dog and he wagg ed his
stubby tail as if to comfort her. Scooter wasn
special breed; he was what Susie's father had caIIed
"assorted Rooch" Susie wdent to her room and Sﬁt
down on the bed Lrsa Jordonson had been awfu
gnoo company while her mother had been away, but

ere was somethrn about sitting 1n one's own"room--

Susie E anced the dressrng taple and saw her
father loo mg at h er from a silver frame. She imag-
ined that he Said, "Hi there, sweets, " as he used t0,

and the old hurt pounded msrde her again, but she
knew her loss could never be made UE No one cou
ever replace Bob Welkner. While at |sas she h
compared Lisa's father to her own — ewasntthe
same. Bob Welkner had been krn fun - ovrn%
her companion, counsellor and her dearest friend.
For two )Bears after hrs death she compared everyone
to him, but she found no one like him. She thought
Bob Welkner was the best artist in the world. If he
hadn't been forever Bokrn? his nose into things and
bernﬂ S0 nrce he'd be hefe tod ax

e had been at the pier and had seen a drunk man
fall into the cold March water. He of courseéumPed
in and saved the drunk from drowning. He di
however, save himself from a losing battle with
pneumonia.

f ?Hsrﬁsthoughts were interrupted by a noise in the
ron

"Mother, thate/ou’)" \

Susie, dear, come here! " said a youngish,
pIeasant vlorce 7Sge ratn into her mothér's ar(rjnsj - or
wags it packages? Scooter wag jumpi and down,
atnd,\%ugre to?t?hrm to quiet dojwnp V%eIP now was
it, Mom?

"It was wonderful Susie, and I have something
verP/ Important to te t(}/ou For some reason, Susie

a moment of
happened’? she asked worrjedly.
eII --"Mrs. Welkner said quickly,” "I'm
%ettrng marrredI Susie st%)lped br athrn?( MAR-

IED!"How could anyone et Bob Welkner in two
ears? She felt like teIIrng her mother how she felt,
ut she didn't

Mrs. WeIkner co]ntrnued noH noticing how her
daughter looked at her. He's really quite’ nice--you'll
likehim. We re gefting married in two days, and |
guess you'll be sta |nrg at Lrsas again. You know,
it'll be f un having“three

"Three! " Susre thought "My God. " Her mother
drew her close, but Susre pulled"her away.

"What's the matter? Oh, Susie, Iknow jt will be
hard, but you'll get used to living in a small town and
gorng to a’small school. '

A small school. " Did she think she was going to
et me ou ofmwwn schoal, especially ip m erEhth
rade [Year 0es |t Susre rmure a uic

|g |o] ed u(n her og anad went to her
oom [8aving her mother staring at her in surprise.

Susie spent a drffroult night, but the weeks fol-
lowing werentto bad, ecause she was with Lisa,
and Lisa NEVER et th m\gls get her down, Then the
morning of the day she as eavrng for Cedartown,
she remembered wrt disgust why She was g ornag
Everyone noticed that she was i a trance all day, but



Lisa tried to cheer her up. '
ook, you'll come back soon. Maybe you'll
even be able to stay with us. It won't be so’bad. Your

mom said that h$'s got a,daughtergust our age!
C'mon, 1t'll be fun!” Let's go~to thé train station.

‘When, at the station a man took Scooter away,
Susie cried out. "It's all right, dear, the ittle
beggar'll be O. Kwijth me 2 takin" care of 'im."

?u ie almost blurted out that Scooter was her only
riend, but decided not to.. _

Later she sat on the frain, trymg to remember the
apartment just as she left it.  Maost of the thlnﬁs were
In Cedartown already, but she remembered that last
backward glance asshe, her suitcase, her father's
equipment’and Scooter struggled out the door. She
knew she'd never sit there again or look down at the
E_eo\BI_e from their fifth floor apartment. She'd never
it with her father in the_park and paint pictures of
the trees, brooks and animals. All'that was gone; she
turned to the present. ,

What was the town like? the kids? the house? and
especially the school? _ ,
- Then”jt struck her. She was starting 4 new |ife,
right? Well, maybe that would help hér forget her
l0sses--her as&,wnh Bob Welkner. No! What was she
thinking? She didn't want to go to Cedartown. She
shook fer head and started over. Maybe, with trying
to start makln% friends, school work,” and anything
else that caught her fancy, she'd put New York af the
back of her_mind. Of course, she'd startagamtlng
club! NO. That wouldn't work. What would_kids
from a hick town like that know about painting?. She
took a suII_erLattlt de again., S..L..0..W L.
things straightened out.” She'd try. |t would be fun.
New’ friends, sure! Bog alwag/s liked meetmg&eogle.
He like new thln%s and placés. 1t WOULD work, she'd
make friends with Martin Stroner and his family. She
settled back to enjoy the fast moving scenery.

Slowly the train“pulled in to the"Cedartown station.

As she got off, Susie noticed that neither her mother
nor Martin Stroner was in sight. She quickly ran to the
ba%gage car and got Scooter's box. Putting her bags
under a small chair, she ran to release Scooter. He
leapt up and down with joy anqureeted her with yelps.

Down, boy, down. It's O. K. Stop! I can't find
Mom with you {umpmg like thﬁt,. "

she had just started to put his leash on when a
_smgtll boy stv0||_cke St%ldt %&hllng her, "Boy, Hercules
Isn't_going to like 0g! _

_ S%me urned and eIook d down on a freckled, im-
PISh face that wore a hroad grin. Next to him_stood a
all young man with blue eyes and fair hair, The
small bo¥ started to Speak agajn, but the older one
utsg restraining hand on his shoulder and spoke to
usie.

"Aren't you Susie Welkner?"

Susie nogded. The small boK was Robby Stroner,
she knew that, but what about the other, and where
was her mother? Dismay must have been written
acrogs ner face, because the young man continued,

. don't be worried. 1'm Ken Crown and | live
across the street from Robby here. Your mother isn't
here yet, hecause their plane was grounded and
they're taking a fram. "~ o

Barbie went out", putin Robby. "She didn't
want to meet you. ", _

"Hey, wajt a minute! Babs had another appoint-
ment and couldn't come, so | offered, " said Ken.

"Barbie didn't want you, " taunted Robby.

So this was what 1t was like. Susie forgot com-
pletely about her resolutions on the train and bent
down over her dog so no one could see the tears well-
9 { eh%lfgeséd them to the car and got in. Ken

W in.
tried to be cheerful but didn't succeedgln making
Susie_feel any better. .
~"This is the school--pretty nice for a small town
like ours, isn't it?"



. Susie looked indifferently out the window. Dinky,
it would fit into a corner of my old school, was what

came into hermind. After abouta ten minute ride they
Rulled up.a driveway leading to a medium-sized white

ouse,dwn_h ta neglected lawn, and green shutters that
ne ainting, ”. . .
e‘%ellr,) lnereglt is, " said Ken. "Better hurry--it's
almost time for dinner. "

Susie watched him walk across the street, then
turned and walked into the houyse. Barbig and Robby
¥vere talready sitting at the table and neither bothered
0 get up;. .
g"Oh,p where do I go from here?" she asked timid-

!y,- "Upstairs and to the left. 1 gotta share a rogm
with you and ya better ﬂet the mutt outa there before
Hercules gets him, " cafled Barbie, a pretty brunette,
but quite Sour-faced. o
usie didn't know what t? do. She ran utg)stalrs into
the bedroom and flung herself down op the bed, which
she supposed was hers. She lay there for a while
looking at the room. Barbie fiad made a distinct chalk
line, marking off the halves of the room. Her side

was plain, except for a small furry rug on which Scoot-

er now slept. She felt the presencé of"someone, and
(]qlan(_:ed up at the door. Barbie was standing there,
oqkmg at Susie coldlgl. She walked n, got her
pajamas and walked out. Susie rushed to-get hers on
and was in bed before Barbie came back. “She was
hungry but dared not say anything. When both girls

were in bed and the lights out, Susie said "good night"
--no answer.

It went on like this for some weeks, none of the
children talking except to argue. In fact, the onl
ﬁnes tlhat were friends were Scooter and the fame

ercules. . .

One night, however, Susie_awoke to the sound of
sobbl_ng. hat's the matter, Barbie?" she asked
worrje I%.,

"Nothing--go 'way! "
Come on, “tell me, are you hurt? Should | get
my mom?" Barbje turned over. .

That's just it! You have your mom. | don't. |
kn%w she's ieen so sweet to me, but I've b%e{l sour
to her. Oh, I've t-t-tried to be a tou%h while you
were b?_mg nice. Whether you know. it or not Robby
reallg 1kes you. HeAust_won t admit it to ang one
else but me.” Also, this is my first year at Cedartown
ngh,also, and, well, everyone |ikes you, even Ken,
and I've considered Nim mine, “since I'was old enough
to be Interested in boys, _

Susie put a comforting hand across Barbie's
shoulders.. "You know, Barbie, there are Plenty of
boys, In this town who'd |ike you if you'd let them, "

Really, do you really think sqo" Barbie asked so
earnestly that Susie burst qut lau hl\/\n/% and they both
laughed until their stomachs hurt, When they had
climbed into their beds, both girls said at once,

G'night, SIs.

hby Notterman
rst Prize
|
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Black

Inthe cold an

glected footsteps of time,

d ne
In g path trod m/ hunger and fright,

no lite, no light;

On the dusty stairs of eternity,

looming and left behind

no soul, no mind;

Cleaning the lantern of Father Time,

sweeping the
no joy, no wrath,

Lies Black; .

silent, waiting, calm

dirty path,

Ilstenlngi to the relentless tick
of the clock. ..waiting, walting,

waiting. .. until it
stops. ..

Mayto Adams VII

irst Prize

Firs
Middle School Poetry



My Hang-Up

uld get along without 7. V. ;
h my clothes in a brook or the sea,
dy bg firelight, bathe In a pail,

el by wagon or by sail.

| co
Was
Stu

Trav

t

r

I'd be glad to make candles and my own soap;
I'm positive that | could cope

In-a world without freezers, "planes or cars.

I'd tell time by the sun, the moon and the stars.

[ wouldn't miss radio, and I'd wear long skirts.
There's only one thing that really hurts:

| don't know how I'd ever survive

How 1'd exist or stay alive _

Without that single ‘great invention

That no one rememBbers ever to mention,

That thing that youth has made its own,

The wonderful, Tabulous telephone.

Kendall VII
)fable Mention

Nanc
Hano
Middle School Poetry

Noah's Ark
[ built an ark as hi?h, as hi(Iqh,
S0 high 1t seemed To reach the sky
As long, . as long, as Ion% as the eye can see--
So long it seemed to cross the sea:

The animals and I sailed for many a day
Waltmq for the first sun ray..

God called in his mighty voice, »
Come out! Come out! "Rejoice! Rejoice!

m
We walked upon the earth once more,
The birds, the trees, the bees, and more.
God said, "Replace the club and sword
With the apple and the gourd. "

God sent a sign to all men.
The blessed rainbow shines again.

_ Theg’udges awarded Honorable Mention in

Middle School

for his story "T

for her untitled story which appeared in the winter

1ssue of CYMBALS. “The editors regret that lack of
e

space prevents them from printing these stories.
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Laurie, Molly, Tonyz The three of you have spent
alizing ours forus in this book.
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/ﬁ\rnadis\év'p""Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to

(Shakespeare)

We thank you.
--Class of 1969

Prose to William Langeweische, VIII,
he Cave", and to Clarisse Roberts, V



COMPLIMENTS OF
THE BALLANTINES



(E iU ith S nontm v 1
"Where Shoes Are Fitted— Not Merely Sold"

Nggl{g tFe P(ﬂaygouse

(609). 924-4967

Free Parking in Park 'N Shop Lots

MERCI, MADAME
Candy Jeanie

To Mrs. Brophy:

ﬁou this gnome bIdS good-hye

a laugh, a tear and a sigh.

What shaII | do next year
When Christmas and birthdays draw near?
Think of happiness pills, cookies and
A cake for you and one for me.
So off I fly=-to you | leave
A handful of forget-me-nots and

thank you for just being You
Lovin
her falthful gnome

PRINCETONIAN
Diner and Restaurant
Adventures in G|_r|a(:|tous Dining
0sts
James Chnstakos \Vasos Petritis
Princeton
Phone '452-2271

Congrg}lulations
Best Wishes
DR. AND MRS. RATHAUSER

THE FARR HARDWARE COMPANY
Hardware and House Furnishings

Telephone 924-0066
138 Nassau Street

KOOLTRONIC

Leading Manufacturers of Electronic
CooIm%E uipment
Supphers to Bver ajor Space,
Nuclear and Undersed. Program,
including Tektite
Quaker Bndge Road, Princeton, N.J.
Callens Road, Ventura, California

HISTORIC

(Enutburtr \3/lim

King George’s Hwy., Cranburg, N.J.



THINK KNICKERBOCKER _ _
KNICKERBOCKER FUND. We aim for income and
conservative long term growth. Conservation of capi-
tal receives careful consideration. _
KNICKERBOCKER GROWTH FUND. Our aim here

is to make your money grow. Investments are made CRANBURY GIFT SHOP

in companies we believe have the potential to grow House of Gifts and Cards

faster than the economy.

KNICKERBOCKER Open Daily 10am. -5:30 p.m.
SHARES. INC. Friddy Evenings 7-9
Ask your broker or write for free prospectus. 50 N. Main Street Cranbury
4 Nassau Street
Princeton, N.J. 609-924-6200
924-9876

University (Barber Shop

4 BARBERS IN ATTENDANCE
“A PRESTIGE SHOP”

Lewis H. Ferrara 1 PALMER SQUARE
PROPRIETOR PRINCETON, N. J.

Congratulations to all our

VARSITY SPORT SHOP -,
The Millstone
96 Nassau Street Colomglrsgagr‘bgro Shop
Princeton, N.J. 08540 The Doll Fouse

. Fabrics by Leona
Brides” Showcase International
Towne Wine and Liquor
Thriftway Supermarket
Ram_F Cleaners
Little Bux

MONTGOMERY

SHOPPING CENTER
“Sock It To 'Em”

Route 206 / At the Rocky Hill light



PCccad'dty C-ireus,Inc.

Good-h
and Y
Keep cold

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

Phone: 359-8131
Roy K. H|gg|n32Propr|etor

g 06
Belle Mead, N.J. 08502

166 Nassau Street
Princeton, New Jerse
Telephone: (609) 924-4350

wirain )

Guy A. Bensinger
Beverly Crane
Lynn Foster

Judith McCaughan

Cecily Ross
Hannah Tindall

Charles H. Draine Co.

DELAHANTY'S
PHARMACY

State Street at Chambers
Trenton, N.J.

$The

DOLL HOUSE

Beauty Salon

PO th

W *
) featuring "

1\ Mr. Robert ’ ]§

Open daily 8 to 6 i
Open Thursday evenings i
€ Montgomery Shopping Center ]
i Route 206 *just past the §
> Rocky Hill light.

@szszmzs%z%zﬁé%ﬁsﬁmzszszs%

A

SMITH BOOKBINDING CO.

3 Spring Street

battlefields, backrubs, BS. & T
snowdag and SSR
red Itanlie{gl
da fodils
Orion
smiles

i



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

[tC J |

The David Sarnoff Library
is open weekdays
from 10 a.m. to 3 p.m.






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

THANK YOU

-Wwith specigl thanks for Mrs. Fine and
Mr. Jones (1) and most of all for Ma-
dame, who "has helped me the most in
the past three years. I’ll miss you.

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, 1, 3
Congratulations and hest wishes,

MR. AND MRS. TRISTAM JOHNSON

Compliments of
DR. AND MRS. OSCAR SUSSMAN

Shoemaker’s QASIS wishes
the “lively” four

LUCK and HAPPINESS always.

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

TO ANNA:
dee
faithfully, Karen and Jane

KARL D. PETTIT
& COMPANY

THINK!

-How well have you done with your own investment
management? ]
-1968 has been a year of challenge - so, too, will be

1969.

-Should you not consider seriously and promptly the
employment of professional advisors? _
-Their services ‘are sound and proven — the fee is
deductible. _

-You know that results are best arrived at by comﬁar-
ison and although they can never be guaranteed they
C?ul\l/ld' t()je brilliant and rewarding plus your own Peace
of Mind.

Write or phone!!!

Since 1932
INVESTMENT COUNSEL
4 Nassau Street Princeton, N.J.
609 00



Congratulations
to the
Class of "69

FORSGATE FARMS, INC.

Jameshurg, N.J.



TO KAREN

In ninth grade it was camels
In tenth it was the W.F.S.
Ineleventh It wasT &T.
In twelfth it was H

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

Betsy

Comrades:

We have tried. Our sc?premest under-
?round efforts have produced only pota-
oes: | know. You wantt e & Ig

But then | never count myrevolutions
before they are hatched.

| will miss everybody.

Borge

To the Kid

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

Blue Eyes

boutique... 200 nassau street princeton, newt

Blue Eyes —

“Love is a holy mystery and ought to
be hidden from ZII 0¥ er% es, wh gtever
a&)ens That makes 1t hoI|er and better.

xh/ res ect one another more, and
muc uilt on respect... Then there
be a union of souls, they will have
ever thmq in_common; there”will be no
secréts between them.”

Dostoievski
The Kid



Spruce Street, Corn%rXNe%/v York Avenue
Trenton, NJ. (609) 393-4273



F‘ L‘G R EE ELSELMAEBNT

FOR REINFORCED CONCRETE
FLOOR AND ROOF
CONSTRUCTION

ONE AND TWO WAY
SYSTEMS

READY FOR JOB SITE ADDITION OF CONCRETE

FIELD PLACED CONCRETE - V
x“_ P A 4 A & tA >
A Vg % "
Y « e /0 5 0 ; s f V u 5
V) rs'

Z2.0"- H-— 2-0"-. -2'-0"- -» *1'-0"-

[

------- 8-0" V MDE PRECAST SLAB  --—--

Aqtalns al pgsmve reinfor |n% steel for floor
roof loads; retajns advantages, of cast-
m—p ace concrete with economy” of precast.
Can be designed for continuous Spans.

. ONOLITIC CONSTRUCTION » FAST ERECTIO

LIMINATES F * FIRE RESISTIV
ORMING  DESIGNED TO
» READY FOR PAINTING ACI CODES

Reduces Time and Material for Mechanical & Electrical Trades
PREFABRICATED CONCRETE, INC.

N
E

[ ]
mm=

Plant: P.O. Box 665, Farmingdale, N. J. 201-363-0900
@ Sales: 31-01 Union St., Flushing, N. Y. 212-689-9730
Licensed Wideslab Distributor by

UNITED FILIGREE CORPORATION

W estervelt Ave., EDISON, N. J. 08817 201-548-0122



9 Kk
fit-20b
for elegant gifts
Oldjorfee
dim

zaaioui [ESLnLncj = Goefztaih
609-448-0287

Congratulations to Jeanie
and the Class
of 1969

Love
MOM AND DAD

HIGHTSTOWN, N.J.

Come in and meet
Charlie’s Girls
and

Gaant'i*}, GlatUei

602 Stockton_ Street
Hightstown, N.J. 08520

THE PREP SHOP

fine traditional clothing
from size 7to 42L

Palmer Square
Princeton, N.J.

It up
*
pa It COUNTRY CLUB STYLE

Wedding rece]>tions, . . . banquets
... compan Partles ... dinner
ances. — Wbatever the occasion N.
ot ate i part gt)erfect. eautifyl / EXITA
acilities for  rivate

roups .up to Q \
Il
&81) gﬂ‘(ﬁm New Jersey Turnpike

FORSGATE
COUNTRY CLUB
Jamesburg, New Jersey 201-521-0070









RICCHARD’S
150 Nassau Street

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

COLONIAL BARBER SHOP

Route 206 Next to Buxton’s
Princeton, N.J.

appts. arranged
Razor cutting

Hair stylin
Tel. 921-8221
SJ.
}é
E) REALTOR
1000 State Rd
Prmceton57

o
"'|(JJassaa Sltoe Si/tee

‘“QN.V.J.V.v* 27 PALMER SQUARE WEST + PRINCETON, N, J.

Shoes of Fashion for the
Matron and Miss

27 Palmer Square West -921-7298

BLACK BART’S STEAK HOUSE
Luncheon Cockta|ls ~Dinner
ancm% ni Cg g/
American Express Cards Honored

at Routes 206 Sunday Buffet Dinner
and 518 Banquet Rooms
Princeton Catering

Thank you for having been you.
MR. AND MRS. DOUGLAS 0. McCLURE



You'll find
everything
for
the
student

at

PRINCETON /?



BELLOWS

Importers

210 Nassau Street
Prlnceton

2

in Women s and

Specialists
d dren's Apparel

[SIS
Chil

French Shriner Johnston & Murphy

5 Palmer Square West — 924-1806

Taylor-Made Nettleton

¢ MEN'S
W % *

Formal, Rental
30 Witherspoon St Princeton, N.J.
Bill Toto, Proprietor ~ Phone 921-2015

j\?\l LANDAU %

PRINCETON, N.J.

114 Nassau Street WA. 4-3494

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

Remember Smaug

CLEAROSE STUDIO
< M ii edpfi

PHOTOGRAPHERS

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



Florsheim
Weejuns
Clark
Top-Siders

Air Conditioned

PRINCETON TEA GARDEN

The Hueys

36 Witherspoon Street
Proprietors

Princeton, N.J.
WAInut 4-2145

LAWRENCEVILLE HARDWARE CO.

~Scotts Lawn Care Products
Agrico Fertilizers Lawn Boy Mowers
Corning Ware Pittsburg Paints
Pool Supplies ~
Stanley Tools -Rubberized

_ Tool Rentals _
Dial 896-0200 2667 Main St.-Lawrenceville

Order to Take Out

INC.

140 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON <« NEW JERSEY 08540

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 - Plymouth - Simca

Sales - Service PRINCETON BOOK MART

- 809 State Rd. -
Princeton 924-3750

Compliments of
NASSAU OIL CoO. EDITH’S LINGERIE SHOP

8-10 Chambers St.
921-6059



) MEMBER F.D.I.C,
MAIN OFFICE: corner.of Nassau and Witherspoon Streets.
DRIVE-IN BRANCHES: 370 East Nassau Street and in

Princeton Junction at 40 Washington Road.

First National Bank of Princeton

ANTHONY LIEGG1

NASSAU

Liquors
t/a YEOMAN'S

94 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, N.
WA 4-0031
THE PRINCETON BOUTIQUE
If you want to be yourself and look
MARSH AND COMPANY chic, visit where you can find the clothes
PHARMACISTS with that personal meaning—the natural
look-freedom of expression and move-
Two Locations ment.
30 Nassau Street Rt. 206 ambe et

Free Delivery 924-2229



COUSINS CO.

Wine and Spirits Merchants
Since 1937

51 Palmer Square
Princeton, New Jersey 924-4949

The finest in Selection

f f

NASSAU-CONOVER
MOTOR CO.

Ford Lincoln Mercury

Sales - Service - Daily Rentals
Leased Cars

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

BEER, WINES, LIQUORS
FREE DELIVERY SERVICE —

THE
PINK ELEPHANT

252 NASSAU STREET

CUSTOM FRAMING
ART EXHIBITS
ORIGINAL PRINTS

100 NASSAU ST.
PRINCETON, N.J.



ROSEDALE MILLS

APPLEGATE FLORAL SHOP
274 Alexander St., Princeton

Tel. WAINnut 4-0121 Rt. 31, Pennington, New Jersey
47 Palmer Square West
Princeton, N.J. Pet, Garden and Farm Supplies

Groceries, Gasoline
Fireplace Wood, Kindling

Charcoal Briquets
PERESETT KITCHENS

MARY WATTS’ STORE
875 State Rd.

924-0762 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.

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

Jewelers to Princetonians

174 Nassau St. % Nassau Street, Princeton, N.J.

next to Davidson's

{WCICKS » S'IM»SWHS (AfS) M.KCUOH » ' 1ST 1117

HINKSON’S
Fine 82 Nassau Street
Wines and Splrlts Princeton, New Jersey

924-0279 924-0273



Be Knowy—
SUBSCRIBE
NOW

T0...

Princeton's award winning weekly newspaper

THE PRINCETON PACKET

Now Jersey** Oldest Weekly Newspaper

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

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

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

Nowhere else will you find so much Princeton news, so fully and well reported.
You may receive The Princeton Packet by mail each week for only $5 a year.

SENIORS going away to college next fall can keep in touch with all of the home-
town news with a School Subscription for just $3. To subscribe send your name and
address, your home or school address to The Princeton Packet, 300 Witherspoon
St., Princeton, N.J. You will be billed later.

Princeton prefers The Packet!



1HE RIEMW3fEQ6bMWQT-
Al

WDItS
THE CLOTHES LINE, INC.
_ 53 Palmer Square
‘A Friendly Shop' Fashions for Children
Infants
Girls to 12
Boys to 6x
WINE & GAME SHOP
6 Nassau St.
Tel. 924-2468 Free Delivery

35 Mm* S

PRINCETON DECORATING SHOP



We go, knowing there is more. We thank all our
teachers who have given us away to find it.















