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Caron Cadle
Bob Denby

Phil van Dusen



Phil vanDusen

You knew the importance of a word of encouragement or praise for each,
and you knew how to give it; you understood our need for realistic advice,
and you gave it when it was asked; most of all, you saw in us what we didn't
see in ourselves, and gave us the precious gift of self-esteem.
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a cloud in the sky
S raining on you
mtry
dry
But your troubles leak through

And you've lost all you could
Feeling sad

Choose your revenes
the good
Leave the bad
Take a few of these
The sweeter memories
Don't forget them please
The sweeter memories
your mind at ease
The truest remedies
Are the sweeter memories.



Shawn W. Ellsworth

| stood still and was a tree amid the wood,
Knowing the truth of things unseen before;
Of Daphne and the Laurel bow

And that God-fearing couple old

That grew elm-oak amid the wold.

'Twas not until the gods had been

Kindly entreated, and been brought within
Unto the hearth of their heart's home

That they might do this wonder thing;
Nathless | have been a tree amid the wood.
And many a new thing understood

That was rank folly to my head before.

Ezra Pound



Bill McClellan

It was raining that night as | remember, | sat at the bar watching the tube, when all of a sudden the door swung
open. A hush covered the place as the stranger rolled in. It was Billy Mac. He took off his shades and sat down.
After a couple of brews the match would start. | let the Big Mac break. The balls flew in all different directions. A
man stood in the way of Mac's shot, so Mac picked him up and threw him across the room. After a stunning
victory at Billiards Big Mac drank with me for a while. We got the munchies a little later and headed for Gino's.



"Nice? It's the only thing," said the Water Rat solemnly, as he leant forward for his stroke. "Believe me, my young
friend, there is nothing—absolutely nothing—half so much worth doing as simply messing about in boats." "Simply
messing” he went on dreamily: "messing-about-in—boats; messing-"

Kenneth Grahame

Caroline Erdman



. and so ther ain't nothing more to write about and | am
rotten glad of it, because if I'd 'a' knowed what a trouble it
was to make a book | wouldn't 'a' tackled it, and ain't a-
going to no more. But | reckon | got to light out for the terri-
tory ahead of the rest, because Aunt Sally she's going to
adopt me and sivilize me, and | can't stand it. | been there

before.

Mark Twain

Judith MacLean Goeke



Dan Edward Eagle

The people dreamed and fought and slept as much as ever.
And by habit they shortened their thoughts so that they
would not wander out into the darkness beyond tomorrow.

Carson McCullers i
The Heart Is A Lonely Hunter



Eddas Bennett

| often think of the day
When | could see
Everyday things
Like trees and cars and
Kids playing games.
When | could hear
The noise of rush hour
The baby cry or just
Another's voice.

or

When | could smell
Freshly cut grass and
The sweetness of spring rain.
When | could feel
The sun glowing
On my bare back or that
Someone loved me.

| often think of the day—
If-

When | have
With a “Ten" in my hand
No place to go
No one to care
| shall return
Again and again
To stay for life!



Those baseball cards, they've all
been flipped.

That fastball it's just lost its
zip.

From A.B.C. to Cook A.A.
From Junior Il to Princeton Day.
You did your work but never
tried.

You did just enough to get

by.

Those blitzing time before
each game.

| knew you had those

hunger pains.

All the nights we had to

hitch home.

Cursing all the drivers who
were all alone.

And next year when you're

at Rutgers U.

You'll miss those times and

so will Moo.

Fingernails bit have all been
shed.

Your future life yet to

be read,

could be mellow or could

be dead,

depends on what you'd

die for.

So when you're not young

but made all your gold and if
I'm standing out in the freezing
cold looking brash, looking bold
"Just stone me into my soul"

Nicholas John Brady

Glen Russo



As the soft yield of water cleaves obstinate stone
So to yield with life solves the insoluble:

To yield, | have learned, is to come back again.

But this unworded lesson,
This easy example,
Is lost upon men.

Laotzu

Livy Delafield



Marcia Judith Weiner

Don't let us look around. Don't let us search and press ourselves to discover their reasons
until our brows are crinkled with new doubt. It is not cheap or dirty or ugly. It's beautiful.
They don't know us. They don't understand us. But they will talk and their talk will hurt. The
insecurity and guilt feelings will fade because we have looked into our minds' eye and dis-
covered the truth. We have traveled far beyond them. It is society that has wronged us. We
haven't wronged society. It is society that must change—not us. Let us float ahead, float
away. Let us float to a land suffused in Shelley's azure light of love and intelligence. Let us
forget the pointed eyes and the twisted smiles. Gliding upon our spaceplane of self-realiza-
tion, we can see that they aren't important, aren't real—they don't matter. There is only you
and me.



Doug Robinson

T

Freedom is a hard-bought thing-
A gift no man can give.

For some, a way of dying,

For most, a way to live.

Jessamyn West



Love your life, poor as it is. You may perhaps have some pleas-
ant, thrilling, glorious hours, even in a poorhouse. The setting sun
is reflected from the windows of the almshouse as brightly as

from the rich man's abode.

Heaven is under our feet as well as over our heads.

Thoreau

Sandra Jean Lamb



Pozzo: (who hasn't listened.) Ah yes! The night. (He raises his head.)
But be a little more attentive, for pity's sake, otherwise we'll
never get anywhere. (He looks at the sky.) Look! (All look at
the sky except Lucky who is dozing off again. Pozzo jerks the
rope.) Will you look at the sky, pig! (Lucky looks at the sky.)
Good, that's enough. (They stop looking at the sky.) What is
there so extraordinary about it? Qua sky. It is pale and lumi-
nous like any sky at this hour of the day. (Pause.) In these lati-
tudes. (Pause.) When the weather is fine. (Lyrical.) An hour ago
(he looks at his watch, prosaic) roughly (lyrical) after having
poured forth even since (he hesitates, prosaic) say ten o'clock
in the morning (lyrical) tirelessly torrents of red and white light
it begins to lose its effulgence, to grow pale (gesture) pale, ever
a little paler until (ample gesture) pppfff! finished! it comes to
rest. But-(hand raised in admonition)-but behind this veil of
gentleness and peace night is charging (vibrantly) and will
burst upon us (snaps his fingers) pop! like that! (his inspiration
leaves him) just when we least expect it. (Silence. Gloomily.)
That's how it is on this bitch of an earth.

Samuel Beckett

Marita Sturken



Lilly Frey

i had a dream

that the cook

leaned

& shook

his fist over the

balcony & said yes

to the people

yes the people

& he said this

to the people

"I want four cups of stormtrooper—

a tablespoon of catholic—five hideous
paranoids—

some water buffalo—a half-pound of
communist-

six cups of rebel—two cute atheists—

a quart bottle of rabbi—one teaspoon of
bitter liberal—some anti-birth tablets—
three-fourths black nationalist-

some mogen david capitalists & and a whole
lot of people with extra money"

then the cook's helper

appeared

& cleared his throat & then he

said to the people yes the

people

"also we'd like a mocking bird

& some maids in milking—some

college students & a drenched hen-
two turtle doves

& a partridge & a gin & a pear tree"

i awoke from this dream

in a state of fright—then jumped out of bed &
ran for the kitchen—crashed thru the door &
slammed on the light/fell on my
bended knees &

thanked God

that there was nothing new in

the ice-box

Bob Dylan



Cindy Brooks

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim;

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two imposters just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch;
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you
If all men count with you, but none too much;
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds' worth of distance sun,
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it.

Rudyard Kipling



Parts of New Jersey, as you know, are under water, and other parts are under continual surveillance by the
authorities. But here and there lie patches of garden country dotted with old-fashioned frame mansions, which
have wide shady porches and a red swing on the lawn. And perhaps, on the widest and shadiest of the porches
there is even a hammock left over from the hammock days, stirring gently in a Victorian wind.

F. Scott Fitzgerald



| do my thing and you do your thing
I am not in this world to live up to your expectations
and you are not in this world
to live up to mine.
You are you
and | am |
and if by chance we find each other—
IT'S BEAUTIFUL

Frederick S. Peris

Abigail Chilton



Thomas Toth

Endurance of friendship does not depend
Upon ourselves, but upon circumstance.
But circumstance is not undetermined.

T.S. Eliot



The wind blows out of the gates of the day,

The wind blows over the lonely of heart,

And the lonely of heart is withered away,

While the faeries dance in a place apart,

Shaking their milk-white feet in a ring,

Tossing their milk-white arms in the air:

For they hear the wind laugh and murmur and sing
Of a land where even the old are fair,

And even the wise are merry of tongue;

But | heard a reed of Coolaney say,

"When the wind has laughed and murmured and sung,
The lonely of heart is withered away!"

W.B. Yeats

Molly Moynahan



What happens when the answers they give you aren't
good enough

What happens when it rains for eight days on

your week off

You know you can't buy tomorrow-no

It's all a matter of opening up your eyes
and looking around.

Cause it's all there—it's all there

| said takin' the sunshine in.

James Taylor

Lourie Savage



Molly Sword

You've got to

Live a little, love a little
Cry a little, try a little
Harder and you'll find
It's not so hard loving me.



You to the left and | to the right,

For the ways of men must sever—

And it well may be for a day and a night,
And it well may be forever.

But whether we meet or whether we part
(For our ways are past our knowing),

A pledge from the heart to its fellow heart.
On the ways we all are going!

Here's luck!

For we know not where we are going.

Richard Hovey



| saw a man pursuing the horizon;
Round and round they sped.

| was disturbed at this;

| accosted the man.

"It is futile", | said,

"You can never—'

"You lie", he cried,
And ran on.

Stephen Crane

Charlie Lifland



Jt

As long as | live

| shall always be
Myself—and no other.
Just me.

Walter de la Mare

Tina Pritchard



After the raging tornado had flung the twirling house to the
ground, the excited little munchkins crept timidly forward. Was
what they expected really going to happen? Was their beloved
leader finally returning? The silence was unbearable.

A minute later, the stillness was disrupted. The front door of the
house was apparently jammed, because someone inside was wres-
tling madly with it. A muffled voice could be heard yelling,

"Okay gang, the joke's over, open up."

The little people gave puzzled looks to each other. That voice did
not sound like the voice of their prince. For months, he had been off
in the "other world" experiencing the strange, mysterious life of the
big people. But perhaps he had changed. Could the inhabitants of
the "other world" have caused his gentle voice to become carefree
and higher pitched? Countless anxious munchkin eyes stared in-
quisitively at the rattling front door, but no one moved a muscle.

"l said, the joke's over! Ha-Ha very funny!! Would ya open the
door ... please? Listen, this is enough, OPEN ..." Suddenly the
door burst inwards and a loud crash could be heard from within the
house. Then a small figure, who seemed to be composed entirely of
ground length brown hair, rushed out of the door quite enraged.

"Ha Ha! Well, see | got out . Pushing her hair from her face,
Suzanne glanced around her. Her disbelief caused her to crinkle up
her brow in quite a comical fashion. For moments there was a sus-
penseful silence.

Days later, an infectuous laughter could be heard coming from a
grand munchkin house. Around a little munchkin table, which was
laid with little munchkin treats, sat the unexpected visitor and some
high munchkin officials. The visitor's laughter caused all in munch-
kin land to be merry and forget their worries. Life had been light and
happy since Suzanne had arrived. The big question of what she was

Suzanne Bishop

going to do was on the lips of all in
the land. Would she take over the job
of princess since their prince had
vanished?

The laughter subsided, and Su-
zanne began to speak.

"Well even though | don't know
how | got here, or where 'here' is—
like it around this place." She paused
and everyone held their breath.

"And | think I'll stay!"

o/A-"



Anne Russell

Born with the gift of laughter and the sense
that the world was mad.

Rafael Sabatini



Those eyes the greenest of things blue
The bluest of things gray.

Algernon Charles Swinburne

Lisa Mittnacht



Ralph Brown

One wave, in the evening, larger than the others that had threatened all
day—one such as sailors call "fine weather seas"—broke over the sloop fore
and aft. It washed over me at the helm, the last that swept over the Spray off
Cape Horn. It seemed to wash away old regrets. All my troubles were now
astern; summer is ahead; all the world is again before me. The wind was
even literally fair. My "trick" at the wheel was now up, and it was 5 p.m.

Joshua Slocum



Ah! what pleasant visions haunt me
As | gaze upon the seal

All the old romantic legends,
All my dreams come back to me.

Till my soul is full of longing
For the secret of the sea,

And the heart of the great ocean
Sends a thrilling pulse through me.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow



| can see very well.

There's a boat on the reef with a broken back,
And | can see it very well.

There's a joke, and | know it very well,

It's one of those that | told you long ago.
Take my word I'm a madman don't you know.

Once a fool had a good part in the play,

If it's so would 1 still be here today?

It's quite peculiar in a funny sort of way,

They think it's very funny everything | say.
Get a load of him, he's so insane

You'd better get your coat, dear

It looks like rain.

We'll come again next Thursday afternoon.
The inlaws hope they'll see you very soon.
But is it in your conscience that you're after

Another glimpse of the Madman Across the Water?

Bernie Taupin

David Beckwith



Carlleen Miller

Whenever | go there everything is changed

The stamps on the bandages the titles
Of the professors of water

The portrait of Clare the reasons for
The white mourning

In new rocks new insects are sitting

With the lights off

And once more | remember that the beginning
Is broken

No wonder the addresses are torn

To which | make my way eating the silence of animals
Offering snow the darkness

Today belongs to few and tomorrow to no one

W.S. Merwin



It is youth's felicity as well as its insufficiency that it can never live in the present, but
must always be measuring up the day against its own radiantly imagined future—
flower and gold, girls and stars, they are only prefigurations and prophecies of that
incomparable, unattainable young dream.

F. Scott Fitzgerald

Mary Kuser Lane



What are you doing
in the chimney
with your hat on
watching night
slay the dragon

Elaine Schwager

Elizabeth Dowey



Elliot Pilshaw

Music is playing inside my head
Over and over and over again

My friend there's no end to the music
Ah, summer is over

But the music keeps playing

And won't let the cold get me down.

Carole King



Caron Cadle

On ne voit bien qu'avec le coeur.
L’essentiel est invisible pour les yeux.

Antoine de Saint-Exupery



"On with the dance, let joy be unconfined" is my motto, whether there's any dance to dance or any joy to

unconfine.

Mark Twain

i-t cal J(

Amy Stover



Hark, the voice of a pheasant
Has swallowed the wide field
At a gulp

Yamei

Eve Cagen



April come she will

when streams are ripe and swelled with rain,
May she will stay

resting in my arms again.

June she'll change her tune

in restless walk she'll prowl the night,
July she will fly

and give no warning to her flight.

August die she must

the autumn winds blow chilly and cold,
September I'l remember

a love once new has now grown old.

Paul Simon



When something amused her, she
smiled easily. Life was good.
She could hardly wait to see
what was going to happen next.

apologies to Kurt Vonnegut, Jr.

Ellen Albert



AJLK Kathy Burks

The sun was shining as brightly as ever and a soft breeze swept gently across the pink Bermuda sands. A small
girl with strawberry blonde hair and freckles skipped along the beach, occasionally stopping to pick up an un-
usually pretty shell that caught her eye. The softness of the sand cushioned her feet as she ran toward the
ocean's edge and jumped lightly over a breaking wave. The water cooled her feet and the waves bounced play-
fully against her body. She turned briefly to look at the beach and then skipped joyfully into the waves, her
blonde hair shining in the sunlight and her blue eyes sparkling as she laughed.



Chris Cragg

Mere life is a luxury, and the color of the grass, of the flowers, of the sky, the
wind in the trees, the outlines of the horizon, the forms of clouds, all give a plea-
sure as exquisite as the sweetest music to the ear famishing for it.

Twain and Warner



Make no little plans; they have no magic to stir men's blood and probably themselves will
not be realized. Make big plans; aim high in hope and work, remembering that a noble, logi-
cal diagram once recorded will never die, but long after we are gone will be a living thing,
asserting itself with ever-growing insistency ...

Daniel H. Burnham



Four be the things | am wiser to know:
Idleness, sorrow, a friend and a foe.
Four be the things I'd been better without:
Love, curiosity, freckles and doubt.

Dorothy Parker

Marjorie Williams



QlakiM .

This is the famous Budweiser beer. We know of no brand produced by any
other brewer which costs so much to brew and age. Our exclusive Beech-

wood Aging produces a taste, a smoothness and a drinkability you will find
in no other beer at any price.

Dich Gordon

LAGER BEER
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Nancy Paine

| sit not alone, but with my closest friend.

| listen quietly as the peaceful hum of its moving body

Glides gently towards me and swirls about my hands and feet.
But for a few seconds it is bubbling, white.

And then it glides gently away

Leaving me there in amazement with its natural beauty.

As quickly as it had gone,

It came back to me.

Such a loyal one is my friend.



\fdAyJaA,

Every man is more than just himself; he also represents the unique, the
very special and always significant and remarkable point at which the
world's phenomena intersect, only once in this way and never again.

Hermann Hesse

Alexandra M.R. Lehmann



Walk together, Talk together.

Sayonara



Sally Wright C &

The true harvest of my daily life is somewhat as intangible and
indescribable as the tints of morning or evening. It is a little star-
dust caught, a segment of the rainbow which | have clutched.

Thoreau



What might have been is an abstraction
Remaining a perpetual possibility

Only is a world of speculation.

What might have been and what has been
Point to one end, which is always present ...

Descend lower, descend only

Into the world of perpetual solitude,

World not world, but that which is not world,
Internal darkness, deprivation

And destitution of all property,

Dessication of the world of sense,

Evaluation of the world of fancy,

Inoperancy of the world of spirit;

This is the one way, and the other

Is the same, not in movement

But absention from movement; while the world moves
In appetency, on its metalled ways

Of time past and time future.



J. Brin, sat in the cellar with the Mets on TV. Although the batter had just hit a home run, he was too
engrossed in his game of gin rummy to notice. As he sipped his frozen Whisky Sour he could hear the
clash of the pool balls hitting each other, and loud swearing afterwards. He knew no balls had gone in,
and he laughed! There was a knock on the door and he reluctantly got up to answer it. It was the gang;
they were inquiring into his absence from school that day. The people at the poker table leaped to their
feet and the pool balls stopped clashing. J. Brin, just laughed and said, "l thought it was Saturday."



Eldorado

Gaily belight,
A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,
Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old—
This knight so bold—
And o'er his heart a shadow
Fell as he found
No spot of ground
That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,

He met a pilgrim shadow—
'Shadow', said he,
'Where can it be—

This land of Eldorado?

'Over the Mountains
Of the Moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,

Ride, boldly ride’,
The shade replied, —
'If you seek for Eldorado.’

Edgar Allan Poe

Jeff Streed



You've Got A Friend

When you're down and troubled

And you need a helping hand,

Close your eyes and think of me

And soon | will be there to

Brighten up even your darkest night
You just call out my name

Winter, spring, summer, or fall

All you have to do is call

And I'll be there. You've Got A FRIEND.

Carole King

Smile Please

A smiling face is an earthlike star ...

Don't mess up your face with bitter tears

'Cause life is going to be what it is.

We've had hard times and good times;

These were brighter days and there are brighter days ahead.
Please smile for me ...

apologies to Stevie Wonder



It was fun spending money in the sunlight of the foreign city, with healthy bodies
under them that sent streams of color up to their faces; with arms and hands, legs and
ankles that they stretched out confidently; reaching or stepping with the confidence of
lovely women.

F. Scott Fitzgerald

Dawn Proctor



William Plapinger

The time has come, | must be gone.

It is time to leave the circus and circus days,
The admissions, the menagerie, the drums,
Excitements of disappointment and praise.

In a suburb of the spirit | shall seize

The steady and exalted light of the sun

And live there, out of the tension that decays
Until | become a man alone of noon.

John Berryman



Gay Wilmerding

If people bring so much courage to this world the world has to kill them, so of course it kills them.
The world breaks every one and afterward many are strong at the broken places. But those that will
not break it kills. It kills the very good and the very gentle and the very brave impartially. If you are
none of these you can be sure it will kill you too but there will be no special hurry.

Hemingway



Let us so to live that when we die even the undertaker will be sorry.

Mark Twain



All over the world, people must meet and part,
There's someone like me feeling the pain in their heart.
Some may meet again under the same bright star

It may be some night you come back from afar,

Who cares if tonight | don't know where you are.

Simon Mok



Alison Hughes

I am a sick man ... | am a spiteful man.
I am an unattractive man.

I believe my liver is diseased.

Fyodor Dostoyevsky

winy



And we stumbled from the
Alley, we tumbled down the
walk. Towards the old blue chevy
when He began to talk.

He said, "My name is Young
and I'm mighty, but you can call
me Moo. We're headed for the
Elephant cause it don't close
till two.

So we hung a left at
Nassau, to the beat of boogie down.
Then he roared right through
a red light in the heart of town.

When he saw those
red lights flashing he reached
under the seat. Then passed
around some glad bags and
told us all to eat.

Well the squad car pulled
us over and they gazed in the
window at Moo. The first thing
that the officer said was "What
the hell are you?"

So he answered. "For what implies
a neuter a better word is who.
But if you are still wondering,
most people call me Moo."

Well the officer he retreated
and said that we could go. Moo
just turned and smiled while
rolling up his window.

And the moon shone on
the spectra of the booze
upon the floor. Moo reached down
and passed it back to John and
said "You look like you could use
some more."

Nicholas John Brady

Moo Young



Keith Andre Thomas

Sophistication embedded in a mind of liberalistic thought. It shows, his thought, his actions, his will to do what
you might not accept, but trust—show some respect. His stride, his glide, that air, his hair. His want to make, his
destiny to do, Koolness from him descending upon you. Are you hearing what he's saying, jive thats him, but he's
not playing his mood his thoughts are buried deep inside—his feelings aren't very well defined. His sometime sure-
ness isn't out of conceit. He believes in himself and won't be downed or beat, and once again before he leaves, his
comments are, "Walk softly, carry a big stick and let's have a little order please".



Hilary Winter

I'm nobody! Who are you?

Are you nobody, too?

How dreary to be somebody!
How public, like a frog

To tell your name the livelong day
To an admiring bog!

Emily Dickinson

Time it was,
And what a time it was.

Paul Simon



Julie Browder

I lit on a blade of grass.

A tiny tiger with a flower between my teeth,
in the land where everything that should be small,
is big,

and everthing that should be big,

is small.

And I've been here happily ever since.
Where mushrooms are bigger than trees,
where everyone is just himself,

even me,

a frivolous,

tiny tiger in the grass.

Where everything is turned around,

and nothing is the way it should be,

or

the way it once was.

Robert Vavra



The car glided along Interstate 25 South to-
ward Casper. It left the Interstate outside of Kay-
cee and followed a dirt road. After ten miles of
dusty traveling, the car stopped. The driver got
out and said, "So this is Hole in the Wall."

Bill Graff



Don't bother me now, I'm having a good time, and there's no beer in heaven.

Jody Myer



Steve Mantell

Washington, D.C.—Presidential candidate Felix Mantell, at a press conference here made clear his stand
on the controversial issues of this campaign. "I know | for one have been saddened by the terrible cost
increases of ginger snaps. This means that we Americans will have to stop eating them. | know my dog,
Menalaius, suffers, just like my wife Thelma and little Felix, too. The most crucial issues of this campaign
as | see them are as follows: improving the quality of our professional and college football teams, relax-
ing the arms embargo against South Dakota, and helping to fight the rising cost of ginger snaps." After
polls showed him to have a 34% lead over his nearest opponent, he was asked about what he would do
when he moved into the White House. "Well," he said, "we really must do something about the pi-
geons who've been messing up the Executive Wing." Then without even bothering to say good-bye, he
walked from the podium, kissed a few babies, and followed by his entourage, proceeded to their
limousine.



| met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert ... Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:

And on the pedastal these words appear:
'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:
Look on my works, ye Mighty and despair!’
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.

Shelley

Chris Miller



Harvey Wiener

.. SCALPLE ... BLOT ... CLAMP ... SUTURE ... Nurse, don't sleep! This is the first complete
cardiac arterial transplant ever performed on a human."”

The chief surgeon is very tense. He is one of the best cardio-vascular surgeons in the world, also
one of the youngest. Still, with each operation, no matter how many times he's done or thought
about it, he is as tense as if he would be doing it for the first time.

"All right, doctors, thus far the operation has been a success. Let's close him up and call it a
day."

The patient is closed, and wheeled into the Intensive Care Unit. The doctors arrive in the scrub
room, clean up, and change after their grueling nine-and-a-half hour operation. The chief surgeon

is congratulated by doctors and nurses as he walks out of the hospital, ready for a night on the
town.



There is a very delicate balance in life. To find it, we must be
true to ourselves, but open to new perspectives. Live for
yourself, but be candid and able to accept the ideas of

others.

Shelley Gordon



Gary Salup

"Gary, Gary, goddamit, where is that redheaded Salup kid?", said Captain Beefheart to
his first mate. "He probably knows he's in trouble, sir" said the first mate. "Well" said
Captain Beefheart, "The more | can't find him, the more I'll have to say to him when |
see him". "There's that carrot top now" said the first mate to the captain. The captain
said, "Salup, | want to talk to you now. | want you to get your hair cut and do your
deck-swabbing duties tomorrow." But it was too late, Big Red was already through the
hatch and on his way to town on his red rubber raft. He hadn't heard a word the cap-
tain said. When he came back from town the captain was ready with the Military Po-
lice. They put Salup under arrest. Red said, "But sir, | have permission from the Vice
Admiral." Salup gave the captain the note and he was off again. The captain didn't even
bother to read it or to chase the redheaded wanderer. | saw Salup later and | looked
into his glistening eyes; the strange thing was, | knew he was trying to suppress a smile.



The skin he's in. The clothes he wears; the things people dare him to do. Oh! If he
could do it all over again—but he doesn't because of the realization that he may never
win. He's his own person, unable to adhere to your philosophy-telling his story fast,
not letting his inevitable come to pass.

His mind like a balance, cradling his thoughts before transcending into his nowhere
land of decision. Contemplating his every move he seeks to exhibit an air of sureness,
not wanting even the slightest incident to cause suspicion to his ego.

Respect him and he'll respect you. Don't stab him in the back-he's all that he is, no
more can he be. Every facet to his life is as thine are to thee.

Very well, have to know him like | know him, very well—hope that you get to know
him, very well. Only then can you deal with everything going through his head.

Keith Thomas

Brad Devin Marcus



whether it is better to spend a life
not knowing what you want

or to spend a life knowing

exactly what you want

and that you will never have it

one of my hands was born in this kingdom
and one in the other

Richard Shelton

Janet Quigley



James B. Meigs

It was a large hole. The sort of thing an animal about the size of
a fox might have made.

James knelt down in front of it and poked his head and shoul-
ders inside.

He crawled in:

"This isn't just a hole", he thought excitedly. "It's a tunnel!”

The tunnel was damp and murky, and all around him there
was the curious, bittersweet smell of fresh peach. The floor was
soggy under his knees, the walls were wet and sticky, and peach
juice was dripping from the ceiling. James opened his mouth and
caught some of it on his tongue. It tasted delicious.

He was crawling uphill now, as though the tunnel were leading
straight toward the very center of the gigantic fruit. Every few
seconds he paused and took a bite out of the wall. The peach
flesh was sweet and juicy, and marvelously refreshing.

He crawled on for several more yards, and then suddenly—
bang—the top of his head bumped into something extremely
hard blocking his way.

"Good heavens!" he said, "lI've come to the stone in the
middle of the peach!"

Then he noticed that there was a small door cut into the face of
the peach stone. He gave a push. It swung open. He crawled
through it, and before he had time to glance up and see where he
was, he heard a voice saying "Look who's here!" and another one
said "We've been waiting for you!"

Roald Dahl



Upon the banks of the Nile at eventide, a hyena met a crocodile and they stopped and greeted
one another.

The hyena spoke and said "How goes the day with you, sir?"

And the crocodile answered, saying "It goes badly with me. Sometimes in my pain and sorrow |
weep, and then the creatures always say 'they are but crocodile tears!" And this wounds me beyond
all telling”.

Then the hyena said "You speak of your pain and sorrow, but think of me also, for a moment. |
gaze at the beauty of the world, its wonders and its miracles, and out of sheer joy | laugh even as the
day laughs. And then the people of the jungle say 'lt is but the laughter of a hyena.

Cathy Calcerano



Linda Jean Farlow

Let a smile be your umbrella and you'll enjoy getting soaking wet.

II I/Oa ~ ¢ j~ uxLn"



Sorry my hut's so small; but you are free
To do your jumping practice, Mr. Flea.

Janet Rassweiler



&Yr Paul Goldman

We squirmed along a narrow ledge called the Crawl and looked down through swirling clouds to tops of pine
trees four thousand feet below. Driving pitons in meager cracks for rope protection, we walked along an out-
ward-sloping edge called the Catwalk. Below us was an abyss filled with blowing snow and wind-torn clouds.
There were no hand-holds so we had to stand upright and lean out against the wind for balance, to keep our
felt-soled shoes clinging to the icy surface. We turned again toward the final pitch with more chimneys and
more ledges.

Then suddenly we were above the clouds in the bright sunlight. We unroped and wallowed through the last
snow-covered boulders. Clouds were flowing over the passes, milling around lesser peaks below, the wind was
howling and frost crystals were growing out of the rocks. But we had made it and were standing on top of the
world, warm, comfortable, and victorious.



there she is walking alone
along the twilight shore
she used to walk with him
now she holds hands with yesterday
exchanges feather soft kisses with a Hunter's moon
and rests her ear against the collar of the wind
listening to it whisper
about carefree days
stirring warm memories
that comfort her loneliness

Fred Bauer



in just—

spring when the world is mud-
luscious the little

lame balloonman

whistles far and wee

and eddieandbill come
running from marbles and
piracies and it's

spring

when the world is puddle-wonderful

the queer
old balloonman whistles

far and wee
and bettyandisbal come dancing

from hop-scotch and jump-rope and
it's
spring
and

the

goat-footed
balloon Man whistles
far
and
wee
e.e. cummings

Pyi

Ruth Barach



Robert Gordenker

Somebody said that it couldn't be done,
But he with a chuckle replied

That maybe it couldn't, but he would be one
Who wouldn't say so till he'd tried.

Edgar A. Guest



Stephanie Mezey

Listen. It is night in the chill, squat chapel, hymning in bonnet and brooch and bambazine black, but-
terfly choker and bootlace bow, coughing like nanny goats, sucking mintoes, fortywinking hallelujah;
........... It is tonight in Donkey Street, trotting silent, with seaweed on its hooves along cockled, past
curtained fernpot, text and trinket, harmonium, holy dresser, watercolours done by hand, china dog
and rosey tin teacaddy. It is

night
reddying among snuggeries of babies.

Dylan Thomas



The only limit to life is time. The man who wastes it worrying about the
future, accomplishes little in the present. If you plan your future, you will
only be disappointed when you fail to live up to your expectations.

Be a child. Try to get everthing you can lay your hands on. When you get
a strong hold on something good, don't lose your grip trying to reach the
stars; you will surely miss and fall back where you started. Instead, have the
best time you can with what you have, and wait until something a bit better
comes within easy reaching distance. Then snatch it, before it passes you by.

Sandi Davies



words (always silently loudly)
speak
on the yellowed pages

| am fascinated.

Emerging serene from the shroud of time
they murmur quietly. Let us listen ...
The 1975 Plymouth all new improved
Curity tape-tabs soak up 15% more moisture
please don't squeeze the Charmin ...

. to the intriguing philosophies and thoughts
of the mysterious long ago and unknown now

Which sit ignored.

Be quiet, World!
you will miss them

shhhh ...

Nadine Sobolevitch



In the desert

| saw a creature, naked, bestial,
Who, squatting upon the ground,
Held his heart in his hands,

And ate of it

| said, "Is it good, friend?"

"It is bitter—bitter," he answered;
"But | like it

Because it is bitter,

And because it is my heart."

Stephen Crane

Amy Ahrens



Putting one's head under the focusing cloth is a thrill ...

To pivot the camera slowly around
Watching the image change on the ground glass is a revelation,

One becomes a discoverer... and finally the complete image is there ...

Edward Weston

y (@

Chuck Segal



Many seek happiness higher than man;
others beneath him. But happiness
is the same height as man.

Confucius

Alison Hopfield



Maiget Jacobus

Press On

Nothing in the world can take the place of persistence. Talent will not; nothing is more
common than unsuccessful men with talent. Genius will not; unrewarded genius is almost
a proverb. Education alone will not; the world is full of educated derelicts. Persistence and

determination alone are omnipotent.



John Joyce

Every man should be outstanding in his own field



Come In

As | came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music—hark!

Now if it was dusk outside,

Inside it was dark.

Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing

To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.

The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west

Still lived for one song more
In a thrush's breast.

Far in the pillared dark
Thrush music went—

Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.

But no, | was out for stars:
| would not come in.

| meant not even if asked,
And | hadn't been.

Robert Frost

Sally Schluter



if the end brings me out alright, what is said against me won't amount to anything

Lincoln
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David Apgar
Anne Altmaier
Ben Barnum

Sal
Adam

Sara Bristol
Lucien Brush
Eily Carothers
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Ray Cook
Raymond Denk
Eric Dunn
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Mike Hill
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Livy Johnson
Dafydd Jones
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Bruce Kraut
Arthur Kravitz

Peter Lawson-Johnston

Henry Lennihan
hur Levehson
Jennifer Luth
Chuck Magers
Bob McKelvey
Peter McLoughlin
Laila Monte
Ralph Peters
Keith Rittmaster
Lunn Sawyer
Jean Elise Schreiber
Douglas Sharp
Davis Sherman
Michael Shillaber
Alexandra Smith
Susan Spenser
Cind'p' Thomas
Oliver Toigo
Tad «an Dusen
Alexis Ward
Curtis Webster



Remember

Kindergarten in the basement at Miss Fine's, Mrs. Finch with her pilot and co-pilot, Mrs. Kane and her
Cuisenair Rods for math, then starting late in an unfinished school, Mrs. Jansen spanking Rusty, Gray-
son's shorts, even for skating, milk and cookies, parties for any occasion in Mrs. Jansen's class with Mar-
jie's spice cake, Thanksgiving assembly in the theatre, Hallowe'en parade, class trip to Philadelphia, 4 by
IV. Graduation from lower school to Mr. Merle-Smith and Mrs. Peck and “dress down" days, pink slips
to go anywhere, discovering the power of charging at the bookstore, “Chop Chin and the Golden
Dragon", in which the bed collapsed on Chris, who dissolved into hysterics; to Mrs. Conroy and her
fanatic gestures (“where on God's green earth did you get that answer"), gym southern style with Miss
Penny, Love and Sex in Plain Language with Mrs. Strieker and Mr. Hillman, "tapestries" with Miss
Drane, Mr. Fifer and his music tests, Gymkhana, all the girls trying to have the same handwriting; to Lars'
petition, switching names on Mr. Hoyt, Sally Schluter: "Two times two times two? ... Uh ... two!" Get-
tysburg, seventh grade capture-the-flag, the treasure hunt; to Mrs. Vogt, who read “Evangeline" and
“Bernice Bobs Her Hair", and told us how to sit like ladies, “ The Drunkard", IPS, where Eric and Livy
made bombs and fire extinguishers, “Ye Gods", in which Billy Plapinger had all the good entrances and
the boys had to wear funny little tunics, eighth grade dance, ski trip where Bill Graff broke his leg. And
finally into Upper School, with Mr. Buttenheim and his extensions, Cloud nine, Tad in the dining hall
telling us to SHUT UP, Godspell, "Bible" with Mr. Reimers and Mr. Conway, English journals, disaster
drill; with the bomb scare, Sunfish Pond and our luck for rainy trips, Alison getting picked for Skylab,
patchwork pillows, paper flowers, Jeff drowning Mr. Cool, tenth grade dance, Mr. Jones' class with ten-
pointers and “trixie", the first time with Project USE; with Blairstown and more rain, Spam and Tuna
Helper, psat's, initiation with Mr. Gregory, Junior prom, beach parties at Susi's, flea market, Mr. Pav.,
lunch cuts, Yuki: "I'm selling ads for the Link . . applications, April 15, "I know it's going to rain on
commencement night" ...
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(FACULTYuU






Headmaster: Doug McClure



Administration: David Frothingham, Phil Van
Dusen, Sandy Bing, Joan Baker, Huson Greg-
ory, Doug McClure. (Missing: Wes
McCaughan, Carl Storey, Bev Williams.)



Languages: Quinn McCord, Elizabeth Fine, Dan Skvir, Marie-Loise Noel, Pierre Mali, Francois Rieumaihol, Nora Cuesta, Marcelo Cuesta,
Chantal Callan, Dick Poole. (Missing from picture: Pat Echeverria, Pat Fuchs).



History: John Boneparth, Eamon Downey, Mike Merle-Smith, Lois Dowey, Ann Rothrock, Bob Denby, Gary Lott, Dan Skvir, Doug
McClure, Bud Tibbals, Wes McCaughan, Bob Miller



Photography: Bob Denby

Industrial Arts: Jeff Simmons, Bob Whitlock, Andreas Franz

Music: Barry Peterson, Joseph Kovaks, Frank Jacobson, Regina Spiegal, Louise Topp, Mag Gilbert






Business and Development: Marianne Vaughan, Marge Shelton, Rab Jones, Mickie Shriver, Cinny Taylor.

English: Judy Michaels, Barbara Howarth, Sally Gilbert, Anne Sheperd, Lois Dowey, Whitney Eager, Sally Denby, Mike
Merle-Smith, Dale Griffee, Donald Roberts, Bob Miller, Huson Gregory, Clare Lockhart, Steve Lawrence, (Missing from
picture: John Boneparth, Bob Denby, Lucy Haagen, Chuck Simpson).



Maintenance: Richard Lenz, Antonio Procaccino, Alberto Petrella, Barry Worthy, Steve Sydorko



Kitchen: Clarice Hill, Juanita Green, Marie Kennedy, Kay Voohees, Terry Wackley

Office: Pat Osander, Pat Hoad, Lois Ogden, Susie Wandelt, Jean Smyth, Blanche Waters, Trudy Brophy. (Missing from Picture: Marge
Claghorn).



Dance: Anna Paskevska

Athletic Department:
Pamela Frothingham
Alan Taback

Bobbie Blama

Tom DeVito

Jan Baker



Lower School Faculty: Madeline Weigel, Karen Engleman, Molly Houston, Patty Ledyard, Comfort Halsey, Nancy Miller,
Steve Gilbert, Sarah Schweibert, Brenda Philip, Ginny Stein, Nna Francomano, Dorrit Pfeiffer, Jean Jansen, Barbara Roberts,
Mag Gilbert.

Psychologist:
Ginny Stein
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Class of 1976: (1st row) Liz Dowey, Eleanor Barnes, Shelby Phillips, Caren Ludmer, Chris Bullitt, Donna Bauer, Eve Cagan, Holly Friedman, Carol
Bundy, Nan Ciancola, Anne Wittke. (2nd row) Sheila Newsome, Kim Cunningham, Patti Slee, Eileen Mayzell, Cree Duncan, Cintra Eglin, Isa-
belle Frank, Jon Stein, Ricky Turner, Lee Hale, Gabriella Kiss, Jennifer Walsh, Chris Johnson. (3rd row) Sally Silk, Liz Partridge, Debbie Fath,
Molly Murdoch, John Segal, Greta Hutchinson, Mark Blaxill, Phyllis Gore, Chris Souter. (4th row) Eleanor Kuser, Sandy Shaw, Rhoda Jaffin, Susie
Pratt, Cory Fischer, Peter Taggart, David O'Connor, Ralph Adams, Jon Eckstein, Joanna Kind, Murray Wilmerding, Jeb Burns, Billy Erdman, Juiie
Stabler, Ann McClure, Bill Uhl, Gwyneth Hamel, Scott Ware, Frank Konstantynowicz, Phil Thompson, Bill Martin, Mike Mantell, Carl Spataro,
Leonard Williams, Jay Trubee, Steve Baicker, Dan Abelson, Tim Frey, Judy Glogau, Jim Daubert, Joe Feller, Tom Moore, Steve Judge, Marc
Greco.



Class of 1977: First row: Marc Burrows, Jim Morgan, Keith Usiskin, Matt Chambers, Rob McClellan, Sandra Benson, Matt Roberts, Barbara Rus-
sell, Carol Katz, Karen Morganstern, Kenny Cain. Second row: John Hickling, Roark Howard, Julia Penick, Lisa Stone, Sabrina Plante, Jennifer
Mezey, Thomas Ettinghausen, Jennifer Carpi, Lee Faden, Tammy Pachter, Andrea Avery, Alegra Smith. Third row: Daniel Drorbaugh, Jill Mig-
liori, Lisa Yokana, Susan Paine, Lisa Powers, Celia Spanel, Ann Walcott. Fourth row: Russell Haitch, Christy Black, Hope Blackburn, Nancy Bo-
nini, Liz Carmody, Harold Tanner, George Zoukee, Monty Brower. Fifth row: Holly Burks, Melisa Leach, Rachel Ableson, Alan Johnson, Jennifer
Wies, Mark Zawadsky, Maria Jansen, Bebet Mills. Sixth row: Don Quigle, Skip Gueran, Chris Johnson, Clooie Sherman, Livia Wong, Alex Zaini-
nger, Ann Dennison, Andrew Hildick-Smith, Becky Haiftz, Mike Patterson, David Mottley, David Mali, David Sheffer, Randy Melville, Tim
Brush, Ted Stabler, Chris Russo, Andy Atkin, Steve Farr



Class of 1978: First row: Betsy Murdoch, Susan Raffialli, Patricia Metzger, Tim Johnson, Ken Trach, Jeff Swisher, Maggie Gordon, Cecilia Man-
ning, Karrie Fadien, Heather Dembert, Meg Baily, Jordon Sand, Sabrina Barton. Second row: Melene Thompson, Jeff Nunes, John Wallace,
Stephen Cragg, Jeff Ritter, Liz Westergard, Alice Lee, Ann Hunter, Allison ljams, Howard Granik, Jeff Paterson, Jon Fabian, Will Kain, Beverly
Banks, Gail Reeder, Lucy Englander. Third row: Loring McAlpen, Don Gips, Rob Olson, John Rodgers, Chris Winham, Peter Morgan, Lucky
Pine, Mike Walters, Scott McClelland, Freddy Woodbridge, Liz Mason, Robin Otton, Susan Packard, Nancy Chen, Liz Schluter, Hughie Jacobus,
Suzanne Vine, Laura Tate, Nancy Hollander, Leslie Nickleson, Barbara Griffen, Liza Constable. Fourth row: Dicky Rassweiler, Lee Lichtenstein,
Frank Piccolella, Ron Harrower, Rob Whitlock, Doug Fitton, David Hamel, Chria Bundy, Bob Katome, Anthony Daverton, Roger Fried, Carol
Shasanberg, Sarah Nelson, Tracy Jennings, Siri Huntoon, Nora Cuesta, Tim Thomas, Barry Smith, Will Stackpole, Rob Proctor, Lee Ross, Jim
Jeffers, Jinny Chandler, Barbie Vaughan, Katherine Ferrante. Fifth row: Wells Coalfleet, Jay Stcoroity, Gregg More, Frank Conard, Mike Kolman,
Andy Sanford, John Spiegal, Todd Miller, Brian Trubee, Alice Bishop, Sue Frennar, Patrick deMaynadier, Colen Carpi, Morgan Freight, Keith

Baker, Marc Moran.



Class of 1979: 1st row: Michelle Broadway, Jennifer Hamel, Linda Eglin, Drew Rosenberg, Caroline Hartshorne, Laura Farina, Anne Nevius, Cyn-
thia Tregoe, Lisa Borie, Karen Albert, Muna Shehadi, Laurie Habgood, Laurie Knowlton, Vivienne Pellettieri, Vicki Howard, Delia Smith, Lisa
Hurowitz, Diane Barry, Erica Frank. 2nd row: Harriette Brainard, Teresa Lane, Allison Duncan, Sarah Woodworth, Leslie Macleod, Cathie White,
Martha Hicks, Ann Gillespie, Betsy Stephens, Jane Henderson, Anne Meerrick, Cory Powers, Betsy Mayer, Katie Jeffers, Gay Barnett, Karen
Polcer, Alison, Lockwood, Mrs. Gilbert, Nicky Donath. 3rd row: Sam Bryan, David Weuber, John Hollister, Gerard Leo, John Sweeney, Scott
Green, Chuck Blake, David Blaxill, Jeff Sussna, Hazard Zenzie, Vance Camisa, Eric Reichard, Evan Press, David Edelman, Chuck Kohli, Ralph
Ross, Ned Foley, Austin Wilmerding, Andy Gerb. 4th row: Mike Shannon, Jim Bennett, Mr. Downey, Ben Dubrovsky, Bill Jacobus, Richard
Sacks-Wilner, Mr. Kuser, Jacob Bardin, David Lifland, Alan Brody, Jay Rorty, Alan Balcomb, David Mantell, Flip Ruben, Dory Harrower, Doug
Fein, David Fitton, Nick Russo, Ed Bialis, Jay Pyne, Grant Dewey. (Missing from picture: John Ager, Judith Brainerd, Emily Brower, Andy Er-
dman, Kathy Litz, Sam Martinuizzi, David Quigley.)



Class of 1980: First row: Kathy Harwood, Sharon Pachter, Treby McLaughlin, Liz Cagan, Carla Ruben, Leslie Straut, Ethin Crimmins, Johnathan
Peter, Karen Fein, Cara Swisher, Jim Burke, Tom von Oehsen, Jim Laughlin, Mindy Gottlieb, Diane Edelmann, Sylvia Heisel. Second row: Ross
Kolman, Amy Stackpole, Doug Patterson, Adam Barton, Sara Cooper, Emily Spanel, David Carpi, Scott Bevensee, Albert Barclay, David Harro-
wer, Peter Davies, James Varney, Barney Mezey, Steve Katzenbach. Third row: Mr. Franz, Jay Marcus, Chris Wallace, Andy Hafitz, Doug Mat-
thews, Jeff Rednor, Joe Kearns, Brian Walker, Tim Murdoch, Jon Woolfe, John Sacks-Wilner, Billy Haynes, Liz Wexler, Wendy Mitchell, Amos
Levy, Porter Gillespie, Suzy Rabb. Fourth row: Hillary Bennett, Chuck Jones, Abby Stackpole, Laura Dennison, Josh Ernamtrout, Gay Gilbert,
Stefan Gorsch, Suzanne Usiskin, Liz Segal, Doug Atkin, John Imbrie, Tom Borden, Chris Kuenne, Mr. Howe. Fifth row: Lee Barclay, Mr.
Jameson, Mrs. Echeveria, Tim Thomas, Robert Jordan, John Scott, Larry Stabler, Dana Stewardson, Mr. Wagenseil; (Missing from picture: Jenni-
fer Dutton, Robin Hauben, John Hochman, Joy Power, Carl Reimers, William Ross.)



Class of 1981: 1st Row: James Bonini, Lawerence Shannon, Eric Sanders, Amy Lonergan, Janet McAlpin, Kitty Ager, Lisa Cohan, Cynthia Griffin,
Sarah Sword. 2nd Row: Mark Goodman, Vicky Rubin, Laura Jacobus, Micheal Karin, Brad Dewey, Gregg Fischer, Glenn Barnes, Philip Ferrante,
Catherine Edelemann, Linda Littell, Debbie Burks, Kristine Anastasio, Jane Gerb, Linda Yuan, Hilary Bing, Liz Tregoe, lan Rothrock, Mark Aksel-
rad. 3rd Row: Mr. Boneparth, Ed Barr, Micheal Surowiez, Mark Fletcher, Joshua Weiner, J.B. Stocovaz, Mark Zaininger, Gail Nicholson, Leslie

Olcott, Tara Lynch, Camie Carrington, Maggie Nunes, Sam Borden, Tim Rahr, Stephen Thomas, Doug Bailey, Lee Eppel, Simon Barnett, Asam
Seesel, Mark Sweeney, Peter Fong, Lisa Carpi, Charlotte Erdman, Rob Esposito, Doug Hamel, Julie Rodgers.



Class of 1982: First row: Drew Morgan, Trey Anastasio, Eli Horowitz, Creg Herenchak, Marc Plante, Bill Rossmassler, Peter Freid, Chris Angshire,
Clinton Johnson, Creg Sanders, Lisa Ruben, Suzanne Clueck, Wendy Donath, Ruth Edelman, Hilary lllick. Second row: Kristin Branson, Cecilia
Trolle, Christian Naumann, Charlie Shehadi, Barry Lamb, Cregg Harrowbech, Cam lohnson, Kip Thomas, Dan Beskin, David Swisher, Margaret
Petrella, Wendy Marshall, John Jacobus, Bree Ermentrout, Kitty ljams, Joanne Gottlieb, Rachel Kolman, Lindsey McCord, Ann Varney, Lauren
Goodyear, Michele Hautan, Molly Frantz. Third row: Louis Goldberg, Stefan Schirber, Thomas Eglard, Peter Cottene, Ben Alexander, Jonathan

Rabb, Stephanie Bordes, Emily Bennett, Kate Murdoch, Meg Tellow, Suzie Haynes, Anne Gilbert, Doug McClure. Fourth row: Mr. Simpson,
George Galup, Mrs. Conroy, April Barry, David Abrahams, Robbie Bowen, Carolyn Kuerne



Class Of 1983

Miss Pfeiffer: 1st Row: Holiy Hegener,
Janet Zawadsky, Peg Stabler, Miss Pfeif-
fer, Rena Whitehouse, Susan Carmody,
Sarah Kuser, Jos Alexander. 2nd row:
Chris laRiche, Peter Hatfield, Stuart von
Oehsen, Eric Hatke, Erik Schwiebert,
Micheal Rothe, Daniel Lockwood. (Miss-
ing from picture; Kathy Lonergan, Kelly
Lambert, Bruno Bastien)

Mrs. Ledyard: 1st row: Susi Davidson, Meg
Merle-Smith, Rita Sweeney, Beth Berman,
Sarah Cragg, Chris Franz, Vanca Showalter,
Katya Fagles, Beatrice Zenzie, Amy Sibeud,
Dan Browder, Andrew Thornton, Leonard
Tena, Marc Knowlton, Jerry Webster, Peter
Stabler, John Erdman.

Mrs. Roberts: Nicky Stember, Mary Rodgers, Abby Hurowitz,
Liza Gregory, Katie Barrows, lill Marder, Franklin Howard,
Kenny Menken. 2nd row: Samantha Crimmins, Karrie Bowen,
Carrie Stewardson, Michael Packard, Jody Mclaughlin, Jack
Stephenson. (Missing from picture; Dan Goldman, Louise
Matthews)



Class of 1987: First row: Marion
Daughtery, Claire McEwan, Brad
Batcha, Shelia Mackay, Jameel
Talwani. Second row: Petra
Neues, Christopher Frothingham,
Katie Memken, Lisa Blackburn,
Dominique Callan, Danny Spanel,
Katie vanFleuven, Randy Walter.
Third row: Leif Torkelsen, Thomas
Cottone, Michael Rassweiler, Pe-
ter Pritchard (Missing from pic-
ture: Jody Fulmer, Steve Napen)

Mrs. Francomano: First row: Chris
McCabe, Yvette Pellettieri. Sec-
ond row: Tommy Thompson,
Cathy Jones, Beth Morrison. Third
row: Cary Paik. Fourth row: Alex-
andra Kucznski, David Carmody,
Steve Anderson, Missy White-
house, Monica Massaro, Elspeth
Knill, Tommy Rossmassler

Class of 1986

Mrs. Paterson, Mrs. Schweibert: First row: Marcie
Kreinces, Anne Miller, Leslie Elmore, Russel Matthews,
Sam Lambert, Susie Franz, Liz White. Second row: Tim
Leddy, Whip Burks, John Gregory, Bill Ferguson, Aaron
Bruce.



Class of 1965: Mrs. Houston, Miss Miller: Kim Thorton, Elizabeth O'leary, Samantha Levine, Veronica Fedorov, Jenni-
fer Taback. Second row: Tanya Elmore, Marissa Petrella, Peter Paik, Lora Bennet, Nancy Pritchard, Patrick Courtney.
Third row: Boyd Morrison, Peter Merle-Smith, Joe Leddy, Salvatore Fier, Kevin Cragg, Chris McDonagh, Chris Alex-
ander, John Henderson, Lynn Erdman, Peter McClure, Karen Callaway, Chanda Willis.

Class of 1984

Mrs. Jansen: 1st Row: Graham Barnett, Brain
Sanders, David Anderson, John Nicolai, Twila
Driggins, J.B. Hillier, Johnny Johnson, Andrew
Bing, Lawerance Tena, Wendy White, Meredith
Eppel, Karen Hamel, Melinda Bowen. (Missing
from picture: Megan Nape, Janny Dawes.)

Miss Halsey: 1st row: Freddy Haitch,
John Shepard, Matthew Carmody,
Brian Johnson, Eric Hastings, Dan
Rosenbloom, 2nd row: Shelley Straut,
Andrew Naumann, Doug Holmes,
Piep Van Heuven, Hilleary Thomas,
Gwen Williams, Edith Spanel. (Miss-
ing from picture: Lynn Faden)



Social Service: First Row: Liz Schluter, Tracy Jennings, Cary
Bachelder. Second Row: Abi Chilton, Shawn Ellsworth, Ann
Walcott, Tina Pritchard

Key Club: First row: Amy Stover, Cintra Eglin, Ellen Albert, Yuki Moore, Leslie Ring, Anne Russell, Second row: Nora Cuesta, Ann Hunter, Susan
Pratt, Suzanne Raffaelli, Ricky Turner, Janet Rassweiler, Bill Graff, Geoffrey Nunes, Bill Plapinger, Chuck Segal. (Missing from picture: Jody
Myer, Sally Wright, Jane Farley, Annabelle Brainard, Julie Stabler, Shelley Gordon, Hilary Winter, Sally Silk, Abi Chilton, Shawn Ellsworth, Su-
zanne Usiskin, Russell Haitch.)



Upper School Council: First Row: Will Stackpole,
Caron Cadle, Monty Brower, Carol Katz, Sandy
Shaw, Tammy Pachter. Second Row: Jack Boninl,
Carl Briscoe, (ay Itzkowitz, Shawn Ellsworth,
Heather Dembert, Bob Denby. Third Row: Alison
Shehadi, Chris Miller, Quinn McCord, Suzanne
Bishop, Mary Murdoch, Mike Mantell, Keith
Thomas, Holly Friedman, Frank Konstantynowicz,
Bill McClellan.

Middle School Council: Kim Hillier, Kara Swisher, Liz Cagan, David Swisher, Eli Hurowitz, Carl Wegner, Margaret Petrella
Kristan Elmore, Catherine Ettleman, Laura Dennison, Ralph Ross, Kathy White.



AFS Club: First row: Creigh Duncan, Kathy Burks, Cay Wilmerding, Ken Yamamoto, Anne Russell, Greta Hutchin-
son, Yuki Moore, Allison Barlow, Mrs. loan Baker; Second row: Barbara Mills, Patricia Metzger, Gail Reeder, Sally

Wright; Third row: Sally Schiuter, Cintra Eglin, Cory Fischer, Elizabeth Partridge, Caren Ludmer, Ricky Turner, Ann
Wittke, Hope Blackburn, Barbara Russell, Susan Pratt, Julie Stabler.

Drama Club: First row: Cary Bachelder, Sally Schluter, Kathy Burks, Kip Herrick, Gay Wilmerding, Hilary Winter, Bill
Uhl; Second row: Dich Gordon, Marjorie Williams, Susi Vaughan, John Brinster, Phil Thompson, Ruth Barach, Ellen
Albert, Tina Pritchard, Chris Cragg, Janet Rassweiler, Mr. Herbert McAneny, Ann McClure.



Cymbals: Front row: Dich Gordon, lIsabelle Frank,
Mark Moran, Elizabeth Partridge; Second row: Sarah
Strickler, Patty Slee, John Eckstein, Alison Hughes, Ce-
celia Manning, Don Quigley, Simeon Hutner, Steve
Lawrence. (Missing from picture: Marita Sturken, Sally
Schluter)

Spokesman: First row: Holly Burks, Nancy
Bonini, Carol Katz, Kathy Burks, Shelly Cor-
don, Sandi Davies; Second row: Ruth Ba-
rach, Claire Treves; Third row: Jack Bonini,
Russell Haitch, Don Roberts, Bill Plapinger,
Ellen Albert, Patricia Metzger, Sue Fineman,
Molly Sword; Fourth row: Tom Toth, Jeff
Streed, Bill Graff, Hilary Winter, Rick Turner,
Jennifer Chandler, Mary Lane. (Missing from
picture: Sally Silk, Leslie Ring, Molly Moyna-
han, Marjie Williams, David Beckwith, Anne
Russell, Steve Judge, Bill Baggitt.)

Observer: First row: Jim Meigs, Mike Mantell,
Mark Blaxill, Bill von Oehsen; Second row: Steve
Baiker, Marc Moran, Jay Itzkowitz, Keith Baiker;
Third row: Judith Goeke, Yuki Moore, Molly
Moynahan, Chris Miller, Beth Scarbrough, Janet
Quigley, Caron Cadle; (Missing from picture: Gray-
son Ferrante.)



Madrigals: Linda Farlow, Rhoda Jaf-
fin, Betsy Murdoch, Alison Barlow,
Hope Blackburn. Rachel Abelson,
Sandra Benson, Jeff Patterson, Patty
Metzger, Beth Scarbrough, Davis
Yokana, Elliot Pilshaw, Mark Blaxill,
Tom Ettinghausen, Charlie Lifland.

Glee Club: Ix-Susan Blaxill, Cynthia Brixton, Kerry Faden, Sue Fineman, Roger Fried, Liz Mason, Scott McClelland, Patty Metzger, Betsy Mu-
rdoch, Sarah Nelson, Jeff Patterson, Suzanne Pritchard, Liz Schluter, Jon Spiegal, Robin Ultan. X—Rachel Ableson, Sandra Benson, Hope Black-
burn, Monte Brower, Elizabeth Carmody, Melissa Leach, Gina Martinuzzi, Susan Paine, Don Quigley, Harold Tanner. XI-Mark Blaxill, Jeb
Burns, Creigh Duncan, Cintra Eglin, Joe Feller, Gwen Hamel, Rhoda Jaffin, Molly Murdoch, Beth Scarbrough, Sandy Shaw, Xlll—Caron Cadle,
Chris Cragg, Linda Farlow, Charlie Lifland, Yuki Moore, Nancy Paine, Elliot Pilshaw, Janet Rassweiler, Molly Sword, Marcia Weiner, Hilary Win-
ter, Sally Wright, Ken Yamamoto

Orchestra: IX—Keith Baiker (trumpet), Sabrina Barton (cello), Nancy Chen (violin), Mark Kolman (clarinet), Liz Mason (flute), Patty Metzger
(flute), Carol Schoenberg (clarinet), Bethlin Thompson (flute), Melanie Thompson (cello), Tim Thorne (violin), Suzanne Vine (violin) X—Rachel
Ableson (bassoon), Ken Cain (viola), Tom Ettinghausen (French Horn), Susan Paine (violin), Celia Spanel (flute), Keith Usiskin (trumpet), XI—
Eleanor Barnes (violin), Mark Blaxill (alto saxophone), Mary Cook (oboe), Isabelle Frank (clarinet), Davis Yokana (string bass), XlIl—Dan Eagle
(trombone), Charlie Lifland (trumpet), Lars Selberg (timpani), Rob Gordenker (flute), Ken Yamamoto (snare)



Middle School Library Council:

First row: Kristin Branson, Margret Pet-
trela, Maggie Westerguard, Lisa Ruben,
Second row: Louis Goldberg, Diane
Barry, Alison Lockwood, Gay Gilbert,
Abby Stackpole, Charlie Shehadi, Muna
Shehadi, Cory Powers, Emily Spanel,
Susie Rabb, Suzanne Usiskin.

A.A.

Bill Baggitt
Randy Simington
Tom Toth

Jack Bonini
Sandi Davies
Caroline Erdman
Carl Briscoe
Robert Olsson
Tommy Moore
Holly Burks
Suzanne Bishop
(Missing from
picture: Maggie
Cordon, Virgie
Rodgers)
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Matthew Morgan Vi

Matthew Carmody Il

Mary and the Bunny

Once there was a girl. She wanted a bunny. Her name is
Mary. She goes to school. One morning on her way to
school she found a bunny. When she got to school, she was
late. Mary was frightened. Mary had never been late before,
she was hiding the bunny. Then she took the bunny out
from behind her back. The teacher said "no pets allowed."
Mary said "But | always wanted a bunny and | wish you
would let my bunny come in." "I won't let your bunny in
because all the children will play with your bunny, and |
want the children to work." "Well if | put the bunny outside
then it will hop away and | don't want it to hop away be-
cause if it hops away then | won't have a bunny and | want
a bunny and if | don't have a bunny then | will have to look
for another and | do not want to look for another bunny."”
"But | am afraid you'll have to because | want the children
to work, and you too." Mary went to her desk and sat down
and started to work, but before she went to work she got
up and let the bunny free.

The End

Samantha Lavine Il



The Two Trees
One day an old tree said to his little girl, “I am old.
Soon a man is going to come and chop me down. When
you are old, that’s what they do.” That day a man came
and said to his son, “Look at that tree” and that day,
when the little girl was sleeping, the man chopped the
old tree.
Chanda Willis 11

john Wallace IX

Marget Jacobus Xl




Images

images of you

have become rooted in my thoughts
growing like weeds

that flower only pale yellows.

they are growing over and through the
soil of my mind.

congesting my thoughts—

to remind me that you have gone.
that you have left me here

to feed them with my hopes

and romances and lies.

Do you know? Can you?

| can’t see through the thick
brambles to find you

among the misleading vines.

so | wait

here watching this suffocating
greenery crawl upwards—

| wait for your return

to let me find you in the tangled
garden of my mind.

Marita Sturken Xlil

Eleanor Kuser XI



John Lifland X

Gay Wilmerding XII




far far away
on the steps of St. Peter’s

sits the blind man with the bashed tin cup
to whom | gave my last Italian coin.

and even further away,
in my memory,

two minutes through the Mont-Blanc tunnel,
I turned around and went back.
sadly Cinzano is Italia.

My best Italian friend married a Greek and got a divorce,
Mexican style,

They’re both orthodox Catholics.
Funny to enshrine yourself
and even funnier that all | can remember of things Italian

is beggars and divorcees, and churches with

venerable layers of pigeon dung.

Ruth Barach Xli

amid the pigeon dung

is the rest of Italy.

Caron Cadle XlI



Kings of Nowhereland,
went to Harvard,
danced at the debutantes ball,
held keys to the Sigma XI fraternity,
wore varsity letters in crew.
were captains of obscure polo teams.
Millions of ermined rulers,
graduated from their blackrobed ranks,
and went out on the tedious quest of finding a kingdom.
A man’s home is his castle.
On 33rd and Hamilton
Lives King Harold Warbuton
but two hundred well-guarded, white-fenced yards of yard
from King Clarence Adams.
Pictures of old classmates,
doctoral diplomas.
Kings of Nowehereland,
on special state occasions,
Hang on their ROTC medals;
officer candidate, two years in the reserves
grumble as they slide their old uniforms over their paunches
for the Veterans’ Day Parade,
and take their tailored wives to visit
on Reunion Day.

Caron Cadle Xl

Ricky Turner XI

Sally Schluter X1



1st voice:

2nd voice:

Two Voices
My eyes are grim and solemnly brood,
Setting the world in an eerie mood.
Dark and deep in my furrowed face
Staring out, searching space,
Hoping to find an empty soul.
Black and blind as a shrivelled mole
Slipping in under the skin,
Deftly they move and quickly begin
Forcing their way down inside,
Travelling in beneath the hide.
Away from myself | try to leap.
Into another | quickly seep
Hoping to reach a friendly heat,
The warming hearth, an empty seat.

On a fairy breeze my love,

A blockmoth masked as turtle-dove
Sailing, soaring down the sky
Searching far, searching high,

Finds her peace in a blackjack oak
Whose buds her velvet wings do choke
Till, in moistened green unfold

The precious leaves, nature's gold.
Fairy frail they shine so bright
Casting round a violet light.

Gently gliding through the trees
Smooth as an evening breeze,
Taking with them part of me

As pollen travels with a bee.

Like night my mind lies bare

Without a thought, the slightest care.
Alone I'm lost forever poor.

My body ages grim and sore.

| need a sponge, a lion's mane

To soak me up and hold the rein,
Lead me out and loose my scowl.
Free at last to scream and howl,
Dance and jump, my heart does leap
From shining eyes my tears do seep.
Running out through the dark

Into the damn and gentle lark,

It is the light, its golden glow

Which from my cave, | long to know.

Lady by: Patti Slee XI



2nd voice:

1st voice:

2nd voice:

Though my love is a gentle bird

Whose woeful song is ever heard,

Gently gliding, she leaves her niche

Flying out with the slightest twitch
Settling in and around my soul

Filling me in like an empty hole.

In through my pores she begins to seep,
Moving downward into the deep,

Heavy and wet as a chilling bog

As thick and as grim as the grueling bog.
Her weight is a burden | can't quite hold
Or | shall grow grey, tired and old,

For youth is my glory and | must be free
To regain my sight and joyfully see.

What escapes my eyes | sense
al£itbis_fpreft thick and dense.
eyes—cool their fire
fyou in muck and mire.
’ht close in around
ss in which joys abound;—
kness | quickly crawl,
othness | rudely maul.
othness lifts and disappears
m for all my fears,
iafety | can't quite reach—
ss, and juicy peach.
ijtlifted, | know it will crash
rai waiting, |1 don't feel the lash.
o
In the eve when long shadows fall,
On the slow night breeze, the swallow's call,
Gurgle of the frothy brine,
Light on the foam white shine.
The owl sounds a hollow shriek,
While | like a baby meek
With a slivered moon do sleep
Deep in the damp of a grassy steep,
Between the fawn and mother deer,
Forgetting all but the very near.
Yet you like a creeping mist pervade,
Capturing all as | try to evade.
Caught by your tentacles | respond
To curiously seal the bond.

Tiger by:

Carol Bundy Xl

Michele Plante IX



Kip Herrick XII

ATHENA
O gray-eyed Athena
you, who sprang from Zeus’ head fully armed.
you, who are so wise . ..
the goddess of battle.
I hear the enemy closer now
I hear how their horses’” hoofs are pounding.
I cannot look but | must
O Athena, | was never meant to die in battle
I am but a shepherd boy,
content to lie in the fields and watch my sheep
They are much closer . ..
They are so great and we, so small.
| must be brave yet see how | tremble,
O Athena
they are upon us.
And so he prayed the youth on the battlefield . .
the first to go.

Muna Shehadi Vil



John Lifland X

Dan Drorbaugh X




Isabelle Frank XI

Suzi Davidson IV

She has ethylene glycol Feelings
Anti Freeze as blood;
Never breaks down, boils over, loses her cool.

The sky is ringing

Strange creatures knocking to get in;
But she won't let them

She is deep blue granite;
Embarassing the chisel.

Jonathan Eckstein XI



Freddy Woodbridge IX
Marget Jacobus XII
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Jennifer Carpi X



Carri Stewardson 1V

The pumpkin glows at night

The shine of his yellowy eyes

And his yellowy mouth—

Seems to gleem at night

The wind blows as hard as he can
How mean a pumpkin can look—

Lynne Erdman Il

Vinca Showaltzer Il




Ruth Barach XII



Sandy Lehmann XII

Of all froms of expression, photography is the only one which siezes the instant in its flight. We look for the
evanescent, the irreplaceable; this is our constant concern, and therefore one of the characteristics of our
craft... Approach the subject on tiptoe, even if it is a still life. Let your steps be velvet but your eye keen; a
good fisherman does not stir up the water before he starts to fish.

Henri Cartier-Bresson



Sandy Lehmann XII
Chuck Segal XlI



Sandy Lehmann XII

Chuck Segal XII



Vandergelder......
Cornelius Hackl...
Barnaby Tucker....
Malachi Stack.....
Ambrose Kemper
Joe Scanlon.........

Dolly Levi............
Irene Molloy......
Minnie Fay..........
Ermengrade.........
Gertrude..............

..... Charles Segal
....... Lars Selberg
....Monty Brower
..... John Brinster
........ Chris Miller
........ Mark Blaxill
..... Jay ltzkowitz
David O'Connor
....... John Lifland
........ Chris Cragg
........ Amy Stover
.... Isabelle Frank
...... Linda Farlow
.... Hilary Winter
....Marita Sturken
..Molly Murdoch

The Matchmaker
Fall 1974






Brigadoon
Winter 1975

TOMMY ALBRIGHT o Mark Blaxill
JEFF DOUGLAS ..o John Brinster
SANDY DEAN coiiii e David O'Conner
MEG BROCKIE ..ttt e Molly Sword
ARCHIE BEATON oot Jeb Burns
HARRY BEATON ..ot Montgomery Brower
ANDREW MacLAREN . ....ccooiiiiiiieeeece e Charles Lifland
FIONA MacCLAREN ..coiiiiie e Linda Farlow
JEAN MACLAREN ..ot Cintra Eglin
ANGUS MaCGUFFIE.......cccoiiiiiiiii e Jon Spiegel
CHARLIE DALRYMPLE ...t John Lifland
MAGGIE ANDERSEN ...t Kip Herrick
MR, LUNDIE ..o Elliot Pilshaw

Davis Yokana

................................................................... Lars Selberg
Clarissa Bullitt




The Herbert McAneny Theatre
In the words of members of the Drama Club Mr. McAneny
has been, since 1931 Dedicated___ Patient___ Warm
Devoted
and
Always there when needed.



IIIjIE



TICS



K «K Ve * € * * «'

6U —s

.| r' s L

SSSt’?# « fr mv- —»

Girls' [.V. and Varsity Lacrosse; Front row: Anne Dennison, Sarah Rothrock, Liz Penick, Alison Barlow, Jennifer \gr. W-3 L-5 T-0
Mezey, Alexis Arlett, Tina Pritchard, Leslie Ring, Susi Vaughn, Holly Burks, Second row: Wylie Willson, Annabelle .
Brainard, Marjorie Williams, Molly Sword, Kip Herrick, Cathy Cipolla, Tammy Pachter, Beth )ohnson, Caroline Er- First place on ad-
dman, Kathy Burks, Barbara Russell, Jessica Barton, Sandy Shaw, Third row: Pam Frothingham (coach), Ev Turner ~vanced field at the
(captain), Anne Russell, Fifi Laughlin, Claire Treves, Mary Chapin Carpenter, Virgie Rodgers, Eleanor Kuser, Rhoda North Jersey
Jaffin, Jane Farley, Anne Williams (captain), Libby Hicks, Alice Rodgers, Suzanne Bishop, Ann Wittke, Philip Benson .

Women's Lacrosse
(manager).

Association Play-

day. V. W-5 L-2 T-

0



Boys Varsity Tennis: First row: David Straut, Evan Bash, Zander Lamar, Second row; Chris Var. W -8 L-2 T-0
Miller, Grayson Ferrante, Greg Bash, Bud Tibbals (coach). jy VVvV_6 L-"| T-0

Penn.—Jersey
Champions.

Girls Varsity Tennis: First row: Shelly Gorden, Ellen Albert, Nancy Kendall; Second row: Var. W-3 L-4 T-0
Susie Pratt, Lourie Savage, Eilie Cruthers, lill Migliori. iy W-4 L-3T-0



Girls' Softball: Michael Packard, second row: Ann Walcott, Sandy Lamb, Lee Hale Var. W -8 L-6 T-0

Becky Hafitz, Christy Black, Jennifer Walsh, Sabrina Plante, Lisa Stone, Martha Tat-
tersall, third row: Cynthia Packard, Chris Cragg, Melinda Cragg, Sarah Williams,
Gail Abbotts, Gwyneth Hamel, Marget Jacobus.

Baseball: back row: Robert Russo (ass't coach), Cathy Calcerano, Carl Spataro, Nick Var. W-3 L-6 T-0
Brady, Bill Baggitt, Frank Konstantynowitz, Brad Marcus, Tom Devito (coach), front
row: Chris Szuter, Glen Russo, Rick Fein, Terry Ward, Ted Brown, Gary Salup, Mark

Blaxill.



Boys Lacrosse: Front row: Skip Guerin, Dich Gordon, Tim Hamid, Ted Dowey, Cam Ferrante
(captain), John Bragg, second row: David O'Connor, Greg Matthews, Mark Zawadsky, Jim Dau-
bert, Peter Taggart, Jeb Burns, Jack Bonini, Tom Moore, Ralph Adams, Phil Billington, Doug
Boone, Janet Rasweiler, (manager), Jill Goldman (manager), third row: Billy Erdman, Jay
Trubee, Rich Olsson, John Segal, Billy Martin, Stephen Packard, Chuck Segal, Leonard Williams,
Doug Robinson, Shaun Kennedy, back row: Chuck Simpson (coach), Steve Judge, Phil van Du-
sen (coach).

Var. W -6 L-6 T-0



Var. W-3 L4 T-1

Girl's Field Hockey: 1st row: Annabelle Brainard, Holly Burks, Claire Treves, Anne Russell (captain), Marjorie
Ly W 6 -1 T-1

Williams, Suzanne Bishop, Sally Schluter (J.V. captain); 2nd row: Liza Constable, Ann McClure, Lisa Mit-
tnacht, Barbara Russell, Caroline Erdman, Michelle Plante, Kathy Kehoe, Susie Vaughan, Babette Mills,
Tammy Pachter, Sandy Shaw, Ann Wittke, Cory Fischer, Barbara Griffin, Catherine Ferrante. (missing from

picture: Kathy Burks)



Girls Soccer: 1st row: Heather Dembert, Liz Schluter, Clooie Sherman, Molly Moynahan, Janet Ras-
sweiler, Abi Chilton (captain), Marget Jacobus, Tina Pritchard, Bev Banks, Meg Bailey, 2nd row:
Sabrina Barton, Allison ljams, Nancy Hollendonner, Sandra Benson, Livia Wong, Andrea Avery,
Sabrina Plante, Lisa Stone, 3rd row: Jennifer Walsh, Johanna Kind, Leslie Nicholson, Sarah Rothrock,
Julia Penick, Molly Sword, Karen Morganstern, Christy Black, Nan Gincola, Lee Hale.

var. W-4 L-4 T-1
iy W-2 L-0 T-1



Varsity Football: First row: )ay Trubee, Carl Briscoe, Billy Martin, Shawn Ellsworth, Moo
Young, Ralph Brown, Scott Ware; Second row: Jim Daubert, Phil Bellington, Denny Wil-
liams, Mark Blaxill, Bill Olson, Steve Judge, Thomas Ettinghausen, Mark Zawadsk, Don
Quigley; Third row: Jeff Nunes, Don Cips, Doug Fitton, Rob Harrower, John Segal, Todd
Miller, Greg Morea, Doug Patterson; Fourth row: Bill Baggitt, David Mottley, Frank Ko-
nstantynowicz, Keith Thomas, Brian Trubee, Lee Schley, Ralph Adams; Fifth row: Rob
Hoffman, Malcomb Long, John Boneparth.

Var. W-5 L-2 T-0
Prep "B" Champions



Varsity Soccer: First row: Grayson Ferrante, Glen Russo, Bill McClellan, Paul Goldman; Second row: Jack Bo- y ar Vv-8 L4 T-2
nini, Tim Fabian, Tommy Moore, David Beckwith, Ken Yamamoto; Third row: Mr. Tom DeVito, Quinn e » . _ T,
McCord, John Hickling, Chris Russo, David Mali, Tony Knott, Mike Walters. ] ~ "



W-9 L-5 T-0
Prep/'B" Champions

Cross-Country; First row: Eamon Downey (coach), Andrew Hildick—Smith, Billy Plapinger
(captain), Peter Taggart, Mark Grecco, Bill Graff (manager), Second row: Bill Von Oehsen, Gina
Martinuzzi, Jay Itzkowitz, Barr von Oehsen, (missing from picture: Lucy Corelli).



As of Feb.13

Var. W-12 L-5 T-0
w ~I1 AT-D

Basketball: Billy Martin (co-captain), Keith Thomas (co-captain), Frank Konstantynowicz (co-cap-
tain), Bob Hoffman, Ralph Adams, Chris Szuter, Steve Baiker, Randy Melville, Paul Goldman, Bill vv'-3 L-4 [|-U
Cub W-2 L-6 T-0

Baggitt, Mike Walters, Bill von Oehsen, David Mottley, Allan Taback.



Girls' Ice Hockey: First row: Marget jacobus, Suzanne Bishop, Sally Lincoln, Anne Russell, Caroline
Erdman, Susi Vaughan, Kathy Burks, Nan Giancola, Gwyneth Hamel; Second row: Lisa Mittnacht, Vir-
gie Rodgers, Dich Gordon (ass't. Coach), Janet Rassweiler, Eleanor Kuser, Rhoda Jaffin, Gay Wilmerd-

ing, Sandy Shaw, Susan Pratt, Ann Wittke, Molly Murdoch, Allison Whistler, Maggie Gordon, Hilary
Winter, Aubrey Huston (coach).

As of Feb. 13
Var. W-0 L-1 T-0



Boy's Ice Hockey: First row: Rick Olsen, Mike Young, Bill McClellan (captain), Ralph Brown (captain), pg”

Jim Daubert, Dich Cordon,; Second row: Aubrey Huston (coach), David O'Connor, Mark Zawadski, '

Jebbie Burns, Tom Moore, Steve Judge, Bill Erdman, Murray Wilmerding, Mark Blaxill, Tim Brush, Pe- Var. W-b L-/ 1-U
JV. W -6 L-3 T-0

ter Taggart (manager).



Volleyball: first row: Leslie Nicholson, Annabelle Brainard, Becky Hafitz, Susan Paine, Kathy Kehoe, As of Feb. 13
Ann McClure, Lee Hale; second row: Pamela Frothingham (coach), Carol Katz, Cory Fischer, Susan
! ) Var. W-2 L-1 T-0
Pratt, Amy Stover (captain), Gwyneth Hamel, Sandy Shaw, Anne Russell, Jennifer Mezey (manager). A
j.V. W-2 L-0 T-0



As of Feb.13
Var. W -6 L-1 T-0
J.V. W-5 L-1 T-0

Girl's Basketball: First Row; Claire Treves, Lisa Stone, Sarah Strickler, lJill Migliori, Ann Wittke, (captain), Livia Wong, Barbara Russel, Anne
Dennison; Second Row; Sabrina Plante, Barbara Griffin, Liza Constable, Holly Burks; Third Row; Catherine Ferrante, Susan Blaxill, Lucy
Englander, Sabrina Barton; Michele Plante.

Squash: Bob Denby, Alex Zaininger, Chuck Segal, Andy Atkin, Andrew Hildick-Smith, Mel Farr, Grayson Ferrante, David Beckwith, Kenya
Yamamoto.



Cub Basketball: John Jamison, (coach), Rob Whitlock, Bar von Oehson, Keith Baicker, Jeff Patterson, Frank Picolella, Amos Sanford (captain),
Todd Miller, Doug Filton, Ken Trock, Rob Cottone, Barry Smith,

J.V. Basketball: First Row; Bill von Oehson, Chris Szuter, Doc Rocc (coach), John Hickling, Tony Knot; Second Row;
Mike Mantell, Steve Baicker, Alan Johnson, Mike Walters, Don Quigley, Carl Spitaro.



Cub Soccer: First row: Loring McAlpin, Lee Ross, Colin Carpi, Anthony Dworking, Roger Fried, Dick Rassweiler,
Fred Woodbridge; Second row: Chris Bundy, Jeff Ritter, John Rodgers, John Brett-Smith, John Wallace, Steven

Cragg, Keith Baiker; Third row: Mr. Larry Kuser, Andy Sandford, Mark Kolman, Rob Whitlock, Will Kain, Wells
Coalfleet.

J.V. Soccer: First Row; Matt Chambers, Andy Atkin, Peter Morgan, Will Stackpole, Jeff Paterson; Second Row; Joe Feller, Simeon Huttner, Randy

Symington; Third Row; Scott MacGregor, (coach), Steve Baicker, Skip Guerin, Mike Mantell, David O'Conner, Rob McClellan, Dan Drorbaugh,
Lucky Pyne, Monty Brower, Steve Farr, John Lifland, Jim Jeffers, Lars Anderson.



J.V. Tennis: First row: Sheryl Graff, Mary
Lane (captain); Second row: Abi Chilton,
Alison Hopfield, lJennifer Carpi, Cory
Fisher, (missing from picture: Cary Bach-
eldor, Sandi Davies, manager)






Ricchard$

150 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY 08540

$ LANDAU
PRINCETONJ.

114 Nassau Street

924-3494

110 NASSAU STREET PHONE 924-2620
AND
PRINCETON NORTH PHONE 924-2600

SHOPPING CENTER

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

Quality * Artistry * Service
Florence Hillier, Owner



206 HARDWARE & HOME
CENTER

Montgomery Shopping Center
Rocky Hill, N.J.
Phone 921-2448 921 -2472

STOCKTON REAL ESTATE

32 CHAMBERS STREET
ANNE S. STOCKTON PRINCETON. N. J. 08540

RES.: 924-5030 924-1 416-OFFICE

NASSAU INTERIORS

FINE FURNITURE
INTERIOR DECORATING
162 Nassau St.



Cookies,
You are ... DELICIOUS!
Cakes!

Elegance in Linens and Gifts

STONES LINEN oHOP

20 Nassau St.  [Vinceton 924-438

PRINCETON SHOPPING CENTER
PRINCETON, N.l.
609 924-0678

BEE

X

Wine & Game Shop

Finest Imported and American

WINES and LIQUORS

6 Nassau Street

924-2468 Fr« Deliver



Janet—
seeker of truth

follow no path

all paths lead where

truth is here
(e.e. cummings)

Peter

M M Adc < yirgek, tB

Congratulations to the Senior Class

Mr. & Mrs. Morton J. Goldman

COUNTRY ANTIQUES
173-75 NASSAU ST.
PRINCETON, N.J. 08540
Phone: (609) 921-2045

/ ~  js/\\S~

D L. C.H. D.

Marget—
Congratulations and much love.
John
Laura
Bill
Hughie
David
Claire



Bob,
Thanks for everything.

Ruth, Sandy, Chuck

Congratulations & Best Wishes
to
Tom Toth—Annie Russell
Glen Russo—Marjie Williams
Dave Beckwith—Lars Selberg
Suzanne Bishop (WHEW!)
from your weary advisor

Something wonderful
came in a
small package

Love & Hugs,
Mother & Daddy

AIR CONDITIONED ORDERS TO TAKE OUT

H & -t"

jfArincelon ~ea (jarclen

36 WITHERSPOON STREET

THE HUEYS Princeton, N. J. 08540
PROPRIETOR (609) 824' 145

t)ON AppETIT fINE Foods

Of pRINCETON iNC.
ARINCETON $"OppilNg CENTER
PRINCETON NEW JERSEV 08540

(oD 9247755

For fun and adventure in your
Gourmet Food Shopping”

Meilleures Sentiments
Herzliche Gluckwunshe
Omedeto
(Best Wishes to the Class of '75
from

the Social Service Committee)



Compliments
of

LaVakes Jewelers

54 Nassau Street
Princeton, New Jersey

THffK YOU JAVMSASX OIACUBO ThmK YOU

Mrs. Jansen < Miss Weigel < Mrs. M. Gilbert « Mr. Merle-Smith . Mrs. Brophy < Mr. Jacobson
Mrs. Conroy . Mrs. Rothrock . Mr. McAneny . Mr. McClure . Mrs. Shehadi = Mrs. Stein

Mrs. Baker e Mrs. Smyth e Mr. Buttenheim < Mr. Skvir < Mr. vanDusen

Mr. Bing & Miss Baker = Mr. Denby

Mrs. Thurber . Rev. ). Whittimore < Mrs. Sayen < Mrs. R. Bishop < Mrs. Sturken

Mrs. Wilmerding < Mrs. Bullitt < Mrs. Jacobus < Mrs. Tregoe

To Abi, Alison, Charlotta, Gay, Marget, Marita, Sally and all my friends:
It's been fun, laughs, anger, silence and crazy! You are all part of
me that / will never let go. Thanks for being you.

THANK YOU % S /'AADASI Cr"CUBO THANK YOU



Thanks:

To Mom & Dad: for putting up with
18 years of me. There's more
to come.

To Mr. vanDusen: for being my sup-
porter, my friend.

To Mr. Lott: the best (and craziest)
teacher I've ever had.

To Billy: for being a good friend.

To the Wabash boys: for the greatest

e of weekends!
TV - \ To Bill's friends at P'ton: | hope
I can call you mine too.

To Allen & Hugh: for being next
door, | hope for always.

To Rick Alampi: for good advice,
and great fortunes.

To Cards and Wildman: for being
my brothers.

To Sarah: for being the best of
Boozles.

To Raider: for ten great years
together.

HINKSON'S
82 Nassau Street
Princeton, New Jersey 08540
Phone (607?) 924-0112

Dear Susi,
"It is difficult to know at -
what moment love begins; it UOWJn
is less difficult to know CY\i -fe> i<
that it has begun.” And it
has begun ...

Never let it end, for
. the light of a whole
life dies when love is done." bexpp?
Love,
Tom

tYKMYULVO -b

tttM

$<5

xU



To the Students, Alumni, Parents, Friends and Faculty;

We all have a great school.
Enjoy it and be proud of it

Parent's Association



And yet letting our grown up pride
hide all the need inside—Acting more
like children than children.

Kathy, Sally, Suzanne, Molly
Annie, Annabelle, Cory
I wish | could say all the things
| should say-say 'em loud—say 'em clear
For the whole world to hear.
Too fast to live
Too young to die
Bye
Bye

Russ

Ifrwy m

Vo».jr | \Y

Best wishes to Yuki
from,
C.M.B.

(609) 921 -9311 1607) 882-0072

%ever™> Travel

BftITT PALMER
29 PALMER SQUARE
PRINCETON, N- - 08540

MAIN OFFICE
1891 NORTH OLDEN AVCNUC
TRENTON, N, J. 0S6»



Alison,
Thanks for what's been. The memories will al-
ways exist, especially the days surrounding your

Members of the Ivy Club "rocking the boat". Remember the day your picture
salute was taken. Parts of it (not that last exam) still rate
the graduating class among my finest. You've meant a lot not only to me

but to all that ever knew you even half as well.
Here's to you
Forever,
Tom

Good luck and best wishes
to the Class of 75

With the compliments of

10 Nassau St.

?
Princeton What can | say”

Phil
M & D
Doug
Kay
Carl
Andy

A Thank You
| know how



To my family, friends and teachers,

No words can express the appreciation and grat-
itude | have for you and for the help and understand-

ing you've given me

Many thanks to you all,
Kathy

iOPY KAX

Phone 609— 924-4664

Instant Printing Center

1101 State Road
Princeton, N.J. 08540

Building B
Research Park

Sports & Things

Bicycles—Sales and Repair
General Sporting Goods
Montgomery Shopping Center
Rocky Hill, N.J. 08553

"WE PRINT-IT IN A MIN-IT"

Steph—

| was going to place a traditional ad for my grad-
uating sister with some profound quote which
would sum up the 15 year relationship that we have
shared.

But | couldn't find anything that expressed what |
wanted to say

So, | hope you'll settle for a short but sincere
statement.

| love you,
And | never doubt the ability within you.
(I hope you don' either)
Jenny

Sandi,
"Making friends for the world
to see,
Let the people know you got
what you need;
With a friend at hand you will
see the light
If your friends are there, then
everything's alright.”
Elton John
Many Thanks
Love,
Mary



Sales and Service 609/921-3440

[[CCARNEGIE MUSICAI]

Montgomery Shopping Center
Highway 206

Princeton-Rocky Hill, N. J. 08553

WALTER A. HICKMAN, JR.
President

Dreams full of promises
Hopes for the future—l've had many
Dreams l1lcan't remember now
Hopes that I've forgotten faded
memories.
Still 1love to see the sun go
down
And the world go around.
All my love to my parents—two people who under-
stood me at a time when 1didn't understand myself—
Cree

199 Nassau St.
921-6456

Marget,
Good Luck and Best Wishes

Grandpa and Grandma

And special love to

Kath, Car, Sun, Caron, Marcia, Syd, Cathy, lill, The
Campbell Soup Kid, Markette, Puff, Jenny and of
course, Mr. McCord.

Cree

Mr. Bing,
A sudden thought strikes me,
let us swear an eternal Friendship
George Canning
With all my love—
Abigail



WA, inc.

140 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON < NEW JERSEY 08540

Florsheim
Clark of England
Sperry Top-sider

Congratulations Class of '75

Anne,
Be like the bird, who
Halting in his flight
On limb too slight
Feels it give way beneath him,
Yet sings
Knowing he hath wings.

Mom, Dad, and Barbara

Par
it all began
Sir Tristram shield,
arriving at Lavenham Court in the wintry dusk, was
informed at the door that his great-uncle was very
weak, not expected to live many more days out. He
received this tiding without comment and betrayed
no emotion in his steel grey eyes.
And look what you started
Russ

To Mr. and Mrs. Bear, Bonce, Fan,
Marmie, Murry, and of course Dona

One happy lot in all the life of men—and she
laughed a meaningless laugh just being happy—
Thanks

Annie






To Mr. Cragg,

Thank you for so patiently helping us all.

The Class of 1975



4L T1Lca,

clothes of distinction
200 nassau street . . . princeton

SIMM

avel Showeas

tiour ROSAMIOEE

DOMESTIC & INTERNATIONAL AIR TICKETS
CRUISES § STEAMSHIPS

CAR & HOTEL RESFRVATtOr"S

IKOEPEWOeMT GROUP 4 COMMERCIAL TRAVEL

ALL T*AYEL N*EOS

924-9496

AMPLE FREE PARKING

MONTGOMERY SHOPPING CENTER
U S HV/Y NO 206 PRINCETON

Mr. MacGregor,

. Arithmetic is numbers you squeeze
from your head to your hand to
your pencil to your paper til you
get the answer.

. Arithmetic is where the answer is right
and everything is nice and you can
look out of the window and see the
blue sky—or the answer is wrong
and you have to start all over
and try again and see how it comes
out this time.

If you take a number and double it
and double it again and then
double it a few more times, the
number gets bigger and bigger
and goes higher and higher and
only arithmetic can tell you
what the number is when you
decide to quit doubling ...
Carl Sandburg
Thank You
Nan, Sally, Sheila, Gabriella,
Patty, Elizabeth, Ann, Ann,
Gwen, Eleanor, Peter, Mark,
Rhoda, Jay, Jebby, Leslie.

Yuki-Chan:
Arigato,
for the

Memories.

Much love—

Mother K



SWEET SUCCESS, SUPER SALLY!

Just to say “thanks"

To you! ... Yes you, Miss Lockhart

for being a great friend and advisor.

Mr. Jones, thank you for being such a
great second-father. You were always there.
Dad, | know how you feel and | so

love you too.

Mom, you've always been there for better
or for worse (sounds like we're married!)

and you've always had an extra shoulder available.

Fashions for Children
The Clothes Line
53 Palmer Square

CHUCK,
TO A REALLY SUPER (flu-ous) COACH

DICH DOUGHIE CHUCKIE )ACKO

FLOWER SHOP

360 Nassau St.
Princeton, N.J.
08540

Phone:
(609) 924-9340

And you, Mr. Lott, are a very funny man,
a great teacher, and a fabulous friend.
Janet, Sue, Billy, Nancy, Peter.—you've
made my seventeen years—great!

Thanks
Tina

Best Wishes
to the Class of 1975
from

Dr. & Mrs. Douglas H. Robinson






For the Class of 1975—

O voyagers, O seamen,
You who come to port, and you whose bodies will
suffer the trial and judgement of the sea, Or whatever
event, this is your real destination." So Krishna, as
when he admonished Arjuna On the field of battle.

Not fare well,
But fare forward, voyagers

T.S.Eliot "The Dry Salvages"

H.M.L.&J.
Mr. Franz,
Thank You

Kathy, Molly, Dich, John,
Robert, Anne, Gay, Marget,
Caroline, Tina, Bill, Jack.

Best Wishes
From 77



Mr. McAneny,

Thank You
M Fas M b £b - AR ot
PO fHive M AmeU. 4
MoUu fMur(ic>ck”, 4p,. = N oN~irfr
BHCL rpit™Miuj «*/ 'Qi
a™\
Eodeghiul j N Yok
x eNiL™e-
CluM c. N A fiiREA0 /i J
£NR K Ca\"¥'f Oary. ftojeAy
\*M wAtd ujfc WUnm_
~dXw/
JVE
vV \QUOA
@ia t o\
15 PNSGRA

'So<Alo—<-"38 (Vvt/"Cu CAtur\-



Kathy,
Remember the good times
And keep laughing.

Congratulations and love,
Holly

jLw ™, , 'favt'K.

oh ,who do you love ,poorAngus

N when Christine"s left the moor

A Ah then Sir thats the only time .

I feel 1*m really poor. 1

fll.H t Noor >

% Town Shop

OF PRINCETON,

67 PALMER SQUARE

Marcia, Remember ...

Roller skating, Marvin Gaye, Gary Lott, Voulez-vous coucher avec
moi?, Bio-lab note books, Mrs Shehadi's Oh My's, Candide, The
beans in Blazing Saddles, Igor in Young Frankenstien, Slave emanci-
pation, broccoli-rasberry ice cream, Imperalism, the Annex, finding
Shawn's car in the lot while it rained (holding up my dress), your fall
in field hockey, Eddie Kendricks, Parties at Caron's with Jim, Tony
~vboogieing in a '64 Pontiac, your little shoes, the horse you call a
dog, the muggers on John St., quotas for minorities in colleges, eth-
nic food, racial slurs, Dimbo/Nimbo, Woots/Toots, Summers away
from Princeton, Christian/Michel (both in France), your $ shopping
trips to N.Y., Grotto's roaches, cover girls, Star Trek ... and how
much I'll miss you, Toots.

Woots

To Mrs. Fine,

I can not express it fully; all | can say is Thank You
so much for everything.
Marget

To Mr. Whitlock and Mr. Franz,

Thank You seems so shallow in return for all you
have given me.
Marget



Suzanne and Caroline,

“Happy people never count
hours as they pass."

May alllo(;[h;ct)uhr:ppiness brings CAM ERA SHOP

T:\?T:lr?y _ Princeton Shopping Center
Princeton, N.J. 924-5147
Art Supplies
Framing

To the Class of 1975—
“Over and beyond the eating and the sleeping, the mere living and dying one after another, the spirit adds,

invents, creates what is better than what was before."
Robert Redfield

Thanks and good fortune to all of you.

Douglas O. McClure

To Ken,

Best Wishes and Good Luck

AFS
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OUR DEEPEST APPRECIATION TO HARVEY'S
TEACHERS, FOR THE INTEREST AND CONCERN
THEY HAVE SHOWN HIM, THROUGHOUT THE
YEARS HE WAS A STUDENT AT P.D.S. THEIR
CARE IS CERTAINLY EVIDENT NOW.

MR. & MRS. SAMUEL WIENER

TO HARVEY,
WE ARE PROUD OF YOU!

WE WISH YOU THE ACHIEVEMENT OF YOUR
GOALS-AND LASTING jOY FOR YOUR FUTURE.
CONGRATULATIONS,

MOM, DAD AND SUSAN

(609) 921-6770

Ssaufy <SaLon.

COR. RTS 206 & 516 SKILLMAN, N. J. OSB58

To Tina—
"And you know who your friends
are
By looking in their eyes
And you know so you smile
But they never realize
What goes on inside, every
me and you
Keeps on a-rolling on."
Love, Molly

Bill,

| do my thing and you do you thing,

I'm not in this world to live up to
your expectations

And you are not in this world to
live up to mine

You are you and | am |

And if by chance we find each other,

it's beautiful.
XX

| | |

1 4-I \
V /1)
Class of
1970 1975 1973
Miss Fine's
PCD
PDS
FAREWELL

AMERICAN INDIAN
JEWELRY AND CRAFTS
also
A LARGE SELECTION
OF BEADS, FEATHER
AND FINDINGS

195 NASSAU ST.
PRINCETON, N.J.



Quaker Curtain and Bath
Oxford Valley Mall
Langhorne, Penna.

Robert Salup, Mgr.

To Mr. Mac.

Thank you for the years and experience. Fred Pow-
ell, David Kingsley, Peter Santard, Henry Abbott, Ma-
lachi Stack, Cornelius Hackl, Jeff Douglass, and two
bartenders.

Coaches—Players—Spectators
One Super Year!
(Good Luck '75)

THANKS TO ALL-

Girl's P.E. J.B.

To Felix and John—

| sure missed you bums

in Greek this year.

Shelley:

there is a space between us

which we cros
to touch each

s
other softly

and so make up our loss

some things take so long to learn
no matter how we try

still we try and keep it open

and we get by

Complim

good luck

Love,
Becky

ents of

PEYTON-CALLAWAY REAL
ESTATE

love,

246 Nassau Street
Princeton, New jersey

924-7

Mom

272

Molly,

remember the good
times, tears, cokes,
lunches, laughs, late
movies, grilled cheese

sandwhiches, whiskey
sours, Harry's—the usual

please, little eensy—
weensy tomatoes, sat-
ire, soul train, J.P. &

E.W., music and songs,
plans that never made it,
you're always there,
luv,
Tina
P,S. Good Luck
(you'll need it)



Princeton Jet. Package
Store

John A. Ellsworth

"1 could go for a good MOWE"
COWABUNGA

Good Luck Juniors—

Love,
Andy and Bobby

BAILEYS

Ballet & gymnastics supplies
Leotards, tights, and trunks in all colors
Ballet slippers & no-feet tights

Princeton Shopping Center

Always Leave Them Laughing
When You Say Goodbye
(Cohan)

Thanks, and Congrat's!

Leslie & Sandy

Phone 799-0530

A Complete Real Estate
Organization

Edmund

(00K

& COMPANY
REALTORS -INSURANGCE

Residential Sales and Rentals
Commercial Sales and Rentals

Appraisals of Real Estate
Antiques and Fine Arts

Real Estate Management

190 NASSAU STREET

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY 08540

gghonp— area code €0€
TEL HONE 924 0322

609-924-2739

Nassau Hobby & Crafts

142 NASSAU STREET
PRINCETON, N. J. 08540

To M.M.
In the times we've known
When we each are a part of one another.
we've lost as much as we have won.
And as our lives have grown,
we have found that it only brings us pain
to hang on to the things that we have done.
Still I've loved the times you've come.
Jackson Browne

love,
M.S.



You've come
long way,
baby!

Mom & Dad

To Cindy,

Our daughter, whom we love dearly. A fantastic hu- To Class X, ) ) o
man being. May God's Blessing forever be her crown. Et monere et moneri proprium est verae amicitiae.
Laura and Wilbert Brooks

Quinn R. McCord



75,
"It is better to be alone
than in bad company"
G. Washington
Good luck you meatballs!!

R.N.McC. '77

To Mrs. Shepherd

1believe You're ...

The Kick-out Queens, The Dynamic Duo, The Terrible
Two, the Originators of "Ching", or just "Those Two",
have worked very hard to keep up our standard of
cheerful noisy laughter up and down the halls of
PDS—AIlthough half of us has been gone the past few
weeks, don't worry, we'll be laughing again next year.
Thanks to everybody, and to those of you who may
never see us again, it's a long way to Wobeloosco ...
Hope we all get there ...

quite a personage. A personage and a personality are quite different—1wonder if

you can figure the difference. Peter the Hermit, Joan of Arc, Cousin Tom, Mark Antony and Bonnie Prince
Charlie were personalities. You and Cardinal Newman and Julius Ceasar and Elizabeth Barrett Browning and
myself and Mme. de Stael were personages. Does the distinction begin to glimmer on you? Personality may
vanish at a sickness, a personage is hurt more by a worldly set-back.

F. Scott Fitzgerald

With Love
The Class of 1975

To Miss Lockhart, and all my friends and teachers,
Thanks for everything
Carl

To: Ellen, Amy, Ruth, David, Eddas, Suzanne, Jack, John, Julie, Syd,
Ralph, Kathy, Caron, Cathy, Abi, Chris, Sandi, Livy, Dan, Shawn, Car-
oline, Tim, Jane, Linda, Grey, Lilly, Judith, Paul, Rob, Shelley, Dich,
Lucy, BIill, Kip, Alison, Marget, Alison, John, Sandy, Mary, Alex,
Sandy, Brad, Bill, Jim, Carlleen, Chris, Lisa, Simon, Yuki, Molly, Jody,
Nancy, Elliot, Bill, Tina, Dawn, Janet, Janet, Doug, Anne, Glen, Gary,
Lourie, Sally, Chuck, Nadine, Lars, Amy, Jeff, Marita, Molly, Keith,
Tom, Susi, Marcia, Margie, Andy, Cay, Hilary, Sally, Ken and Moo

Best Wishes and Good Luck
Carl



To: Brin, Ralph, Paul, Brad, Billy Me., Big Ru, Gary, Kat,
and Moody,
Good luck next year, wherever you are. Remember all
the good times and the bad. All our wins and losses
and be thankful we're still alive.

Later Fellows,

Frankie "K"

Princeton Book Mart
11 Palmer Square West

Congratulations
to the class of 1975
Best Wishes and Good Luck

The Segals



Tim and Cathy,
The halls will be empty without you.

Marya and Dave

5735
To Melucine,Ms .Cadle,Cathy & Abs,

The more you love,the more you can love —
and the more intensely you love. Nor is there any
limit on how many you can love. If a person had
time enough, he could love all of that majority
who are decent and just. (Lazarus Long)

Love, your shlemiel, lazy bum,procrastinator,

nut, lunatic and utter incompetent

To the little girl whom | met for the first time
in Biology, four years ag o --——-Minmize
your therbligs until it becomes automatic; this
doubles your effective lifetime— and thereby
gives time to enjoy butterfies and kittens and
rainbows. (Lazarus Long)
| love you,Syd,
M .J W (woots)
p.s. hey,when are we going to go rollarskating?

Mrs .Shehadi,

W e Tic',ip*?m / ic

199 LEFERE T v
(May the Lord bless you and protect you;may the
Lord countenance you and be gracious to you;may
the Lord favor you and grant you peace

Morn. Service,6:24-26 )
rft) Id j)
(Til we meet again,)
Marcia

In Princeton, it's
HARRY'S Luncheonette
162 Witherspoon Street

Princeton, N.J.

A~ <SON ~

WALLPAPER
AND PAINTS

200 NASSAU ST,
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY
Phone: 924-0058

Here's looking at you kids—
Love,

the Fanman



From Friends With
Up With People



To all concerned—a year of fun,
hard work and a job well done.
Sincere Congratulations from
The Burks'

Enfant Stupide:

Et puis regarde! Tu vois, IA-bas, les champs de bl6?

. Le ble pour moi est inutile. Les champs de bl6 ne
me rapellent rien. Et ca, c'est triste! Mais tu as des che-
veux couleur d'or. Alors ce sera merveilleux ... Le bl6,
qui est dor6, me fera souvenir de toi. Et j'aimerai le
bruit du vent dans le bl6 ...

Votre ami, Enfant Terrible

To Ann: We all love you Mrs. Blama—
Pure white needs

Lisa, Tina, Nan, Sarah, Clooie, Lee, Jennifer, Marget,
some grey.

Molly, Bena, Livia, Sandra, Janet, Abi, Molly, Heather,
Meg, Joanne, Bev, Julia, Andrea, Nancy, Alison, Leslie,
Karin, Christie.

Goosh



THE
THORNE
PHARMACY

168 Nassau St.
Princeton, N.J.
924-0077

E.E. Campbell, R.P.

a lI'annee prochaine
votre classe favorite
a la venir
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Dear Majorie, Hell if our revels have ended or not. | dont think |
will analg you with anything. So | will be forced to remember
you forever. Imagine, one pair of ugly (LaaaAAAh) earrings did
this. Let us marry tru minds and things of that nature. So even if
you go, what you have left me is worth it. Hit me again. | am very
proud of you. Lady: when you are near, | am smiling. Damn the
niggers and full speed ahead. My uncle the Admiral said that. He
did not really, | made it up. |1 do not beleive in short and concise,
this will all go down in the book. | am glad to know you.

love dich

To the

Class Parents

and to the

Parents of the Class

Thanks for everything,

The Class of '75



To Mrs. Fine,

In our opinion the FINAL AUTHORITY on every-
thing. There is no other member of the faculty for
whom we have greater respect and admiration.
You've taught us so much more than just classics.

Chris
Jeff
Bill

To Annie Russ, Dave, Mitt, Charlie, Felix, and Chris:

"A friend may be reckoned the masterpiece of
Nature."

Love Marj

Thanks to Mrs. Sheperd, Mr. Lott, Mr. McClure, Mr.
Roberts, Mr. Packard:

"Educational relations make the strongest tie"

And to Mr. Carchidi, Mr. VanDusen, Mrs. Baker, Mr.
Bing:

You helped with the heat in the kitchen.

COUSINS
Majorie Williams

Wine and Spirts
51 Palmer Sqg., Princeton

Free Delivery 924-4949



Congratulations to the Class of 1975
and
heartfelt thanks to the special people at
PDS
who give so much of themselves to develop and inspire others

The Cadle Family

Do you remember when . ..

two boys straked down the front hall in ski masks and jock straps . .. there was no girls' ice hockey team ... Mr. McAneny, Mrs. Williams, Mrs.
Vogt and Mr. Merle-Smith ran the school .. . there were periods instead of mods ... the Megapenny pennies were stolen a group of students
cleaned the school daily ... milk was free ... it rained at PDS Fair. .. parents threatened to walk out on the Rev. Coffin's speech at graduation
. .the police came to school to investigate the Bomb Scare . ... you could hear a pin drop in the library ... Mr. McClure lived in Colross . . . the
boy's soccer team went to England ... no art work hung in the school . .. the second grade was in two separate rooms ... girls wore dresses
and boys wore jackets and ties ... all the boys' teams were managed only by boys ... you had to get a little pink slip to go anywhere in the
school ... there were no small rooms without windows . . . there was no Daily Bulletin .. . used books could be returned for money and bought
for less at the Book Store .. . the darkroom was in the Lower School area .. . there was no skating rink . . . buses did not provide transportation
to the school ... there was a quiet place in the school to sit.. .the first graduating classes were only girls ... the Middle School was in the North
Commons and the Upper School in South Commons .. . going to the DQ was the fad .. . the Spokesman was the only news supplier in the
school ... cheerleaders in blue and white flanked the sidelines . .. the only way to PDS was via The Great Road . .. the Drama Club imported
P.U. boys for the plays ... co-ed classes in 5th and 6th grades were non-existent... the Learning Center was filled with lockers .. . the class of
'75 started the tradition of a Middle School Final Assembly ... Sally, Francoise, Helen, Eliana, Reiko, Anne, Karin, Mikael, Feliciano, Werner and
Ken were part of the PDS community ... Mr. Wad#was the Drama Club director ... the Link was in debt... Sexy Sharon Strieker taught sex
education ... jacks tournaments and clackers ... Mr. McClure declared heat day ... scribble pads were "in" Fluffy and Nassau roamed the
school ... the drug questionnaire came out ("Have you ever turned on with your mother?") ... "What in God's green earth" ... senior Prank
Day ... Miss Weigel was Head of Lower School .. . balloon day .. . the Music Department was involved in the ... mini-council dress code
meetings ... we sang hymns in the morning ... elections were held at the beginning of each year.. . Mrs. Shepherd explained how to impose
clump A on clump B .. .there was no Head of Upper School ... Mr. Sperling had his sideburns shaved ... girls' competitive sports had no place
here ... PDS was still on the drawing aboard?



Miss Fine’s—75

PCD-50

PDS—10
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