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This book is dedicoted fo Miss Elly Freund — the person
who moves quieily behind the scenes—for her services to the
'.':l"lErrp' Pit and more -E:pzi:iu“:,r for her servics fo and com-
passion for everybody.
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Dear Class of 1954:

Whan you were Frashman and the Senbors conceived the ideo of
stucdents |:.ui:'d||1;| a Recreciian Roam, lifle did voaw konow whae propor-
flans this praject would toke, ond thot you might be the clos 1o see @
ll‘lr\gl;ﬂh,

The lessans this Praject teaches are many. |k symbalizes a philcsophy
of e which urges us mol just ta led life hoppen as it moy, byt con-
'5.:'-;||,.|5,|:|l bo il out gy the Builders of cur esen lives, Shall you be oble 1o
look bock wpon your own lives o built firmly of besury, ufulnes,
realized ideads, of mitokes correched, of plons sheodily |:ler4le~:ht'l:|?

Real hnpp-'-qu.q. lies not in satinfying our appefites and senses, thowgh
many of you think o now--witness the popularity of Howard Jehnsan's
—buat in the praceis af GERFCHEING realized obsboches while mow ng
fowards o known goal, ond being oble to comempleie o complated
Bassk,

Same Cherry Lowners have alrecdy sxperienced this hoppiness of
consinscting, of seeing some of the tosks of the buslding of the Praject
aceamplinhed,

The Project abo reflech the swileek thal lide gets meaning from
ability ta work fogether; os we find strength to do what is hard By
placing curselves in active redotionship fo others oround us, l:|uri'-lin|;
pleasures not from “doing it olone’ but from building tegother, The
Apesthe Paul fells us: “Bear one another’s burdens. Let s nod grow wearny
in well-doing, far in due seasan we shall reap i we do net lese heart.
So thes oz we hove opportunity, let us do good to oll men” That this
= frse h-up-pinzm is realized sarly b:r anly a Tew studernis in each class.
Thay ara tha fruly fortwnate. They ocguire early o becoming serigus-
nesz, authority and sali-fargetfulness, finding joy in wndaritanding
athers, in helping ond stroightening ouf troubles; corrying ofher pac.
ple's bardens, [ & only human thal &l times these peungsbars rebal;
“Why ore there olwoys only a few, and the some few, who do every-
thing ™

You, who ore the helpers in the Closs of 1954, toke heor. You are
the fowvored cnes. You will experience the Blessing in doing mare than
wheat |s expected, You will early experience life's chiof joy, which lies
in buing the helpars; carriers of confidence ond hope. You will know
the satisfaction of occomplishments, The sadier you shaw this living
sense of respomibility, wnderstonding, endurance and ability 1o socrifice
your own comiors, the greater ywaur chances will ba ro bulld poerselves
bacidifiel livey with purpose; acquiring the inward freedom, which
means ability fo do what is hard in life.

Maore and more In thic greal country 8 B being realized that thens
are five freedoms the freedom of speech, of religion, the freedom
from wand, the freedomn from feor ond the frecdom 1o becomea ane's
bast,

My parting wish for you, Closs of 1954, i that each and every g
of pou will bulld yeur life sa that yau will enjoy thi Afih freadom: "The
appariunity 1o become ane's bes." God bless youw.

UtmaFmalladle. K Bopeotrs,




MRS, LETTIE LEE CRAIG

Barn ond brought wp in Seattle, Washinglen, Mrs. Cralg
oitended the University of Washington where she wos o
political science maojor, groduating with a B.A, degree. She
tawgh! high schosl and uwniversity English, doing groduate
English wark ai the zama Hima Caming 1o Mew Tork, M.
Craig aftended Columbio University tor a time, bt inkar-
rl_IP‘IEd heer studies whan ibe decided sha'd prefer a "W
digren 1o @ PhD, She tought at several Mew Yark schook
betore coming e Charry Lawn where she & celebrating her
1%ih year as one of our mos Himelating {eachars.

ME, ARTHUR % MORSE

M. Meorse daims Springfield, Massachusatts, as his home
towen. He alended Amerlcon Enternational Cl:-ﬂzge. taking
it cul to serve in the Merchent Mariee a3 a radio officer,
He recaived his M.A. ot Americaon International in 1932,
FAr. Morse bos waorkesd o lechnical directar in the Westan
surmsmar theeire for the past seven years.
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“l Heard My Name
Mentioned ... "

, then the fa-
ond  Circum-

aisle. They feli nervous, preud,

The neadle screfched once oeross tha
record, the seniors gasped
iance” were heard. m clais of 54
sighed with relief ond prepared to march
wary warldly, and yet o Fitle melancholy,
in the few minutes b_l[ﬂll'! sh

miliar siraims af “"Pa

up the

TrRE—




. Rachel Brawn

. Frad Lazeafi

» Jayed Dersin

. Lowis Foberts

. Rhoda Gordon

William L n'nwllhl-_l-r\g












. Borbara Coleman

. darry Chraus

. Judi Bernibain

. Dawid Gom

., Priscilla &nm Blum

. Baymand Senahi



e

ormlock mn'grhi'ﬁl'.mlhl, with  elenched
teath soad, "Go write o forewell o Ham-

oy

“DHdm't b wrlle somaihing with Marilyn
ManroeT osked Joyce, joining the con-
warsation,

“You're thinking of The Old Man of the
Sea’” soid Jerry.

“Ch yoah, that's right. | knew it hod
mlhing to do with fish,™ said
The boys, wed to bar nen-sigquiion, nod-
ded with o grin. Joycs, meanwhile, had
quietly prepared a het faed far Sven, wha
was inpscenily tolking to Lowie abour o
Swadizh guitar. “Owweww!” kawled Sven
as b lapt infe the oir ond doshed for
the puru:h bowl. He londed foet first in
the grapa uice. “Hey, Sven, not ewery.
ane’s had seconds yet,” soid Joyce.

"Go get your gultar and we'll play
a dust,” Lewie wpgasted.

"Oh I just couldn't possibly,™ said Sven
madastly, dashing bo Boyy' House and
badk, guitar in hand, in less than ten
seconds. Just then thera wei o iremen-
doun roar, a sreech, and silence, “Who
wn that¥ everyone chorused. lae Ser-
ehi looked caut the windew Iy,
“Lock like Mﬁlm:luq-h * he "1 moka
heem blood.” The door cpened suddenly,
and | wai nal Monsdegh but Dave Gom,
wiho stood on the threchald, “1'm mae h-h,
am |¥ he exclaimed, reaching for
sandwich with cne hond and & glai H
punch with tha othes,

Laihe @ad Sven strommed their guibors,
ond the seniors began 1o sing their clos
song. Thalr veics warmed the hushed
room "5-E-H-I-n-i we sing, wo're san-
s .

g HT.ph“ sach wert forward 1o recoive
is diplama, they ware singing oo
agaln, very gquistly inide themaslves, and
the wards came bock to them, "We hawe
finally reached the fop . . . Seniors, we

sing.”
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““For ‘Him’ the Bell Tolls"’




JUNHIORS
Counter - elesk-
wina right 1o leh:
Gwen  Krakower,
Paid Silver, Tom
Huestis, Bab Liv-
imgston, Bobby
Pensan, Sondi
Lisiz, Sandy Meu-
gr. Cenbar, left 1o
right: Des Flawer-
mar, Chuck 'Wish-
mew, Heban Gross
man

Left o righit: Loins
Mandel, Mormon
Seligman, Buth
‘Wainer, Poul Sha-
pire, Seth Abel-
son, Lynn Haber,
Respmorie Boosg-
mami, Peder Sochs.
Stamding: Allart
Mewman, Jon

BIGNH.




FRESHMEM

Laft to right: Mike
Gold, Gil ‘Wisd-
haim, Clover Yail,
John Palka, Luey
Daft, Connie Fe-
kefte, David
Schancupp, Jeff
Sipirer.

SOPHOMORES

Left, bock o
front, picture 1
Karen Rossos,
HMancy Finkalitain,
Bud Curran, Da-
vida Popkin, Flar-
ance Gralmick, ks
Back,

Extrame ledt, pic-
twre 2, bock in
frent, Haerbie
Strahl, John
‘Ward, Rachalls
Shalder,  Alison
Millar, Arlana
Fisher, Judy Hess,
Mike Groenbang.



GRADES

1,2, 3, 4

On Jungle Gym,
laft 1o ri;hr. k-
grourd: [onald
‘Walss, Stavle
Gordon, Moda-
line Karkovios
Foula ©'Flynn,
Billy Stafford,
Foregrownd:  Liz
Wainstaln, Sally
#hrend.

THI

Rachelle Shalder 56

Sitting Indion fashien en the fleer of the Steln House
Library, the Lower-Schoalers sing their farwariee songh in
fumne o the I;uig old piang in the earnar, Under the reocher's
diraciion, a closs sometimes gives a p|u:.'. ar puls en a pra-
gram conceming @ helelay, Asemblies like this take the
ploce of o morning dlass every once in o whils,

In elenas, the children are very busy learning tha fun-
domentals of reading, arithmelis, spelling, writing, and
iacial studies, They olso learmm how to participate in clas
discumsions and special scivities

After the third period, the bell rings Umind-marming” in
and iF's fime 1o kawve fun for half on hour. "Any seconds®
i a favorite phrose omong Lower-Schoolers, especially
araipnd mid-marnang, The Secrefories of Siein House rznll','

GRADES anian, Eric Leng.
1.2,3, 4 Foregrownd,  lefi
On waings, lefi ia ta rght: Gail
right: Sandy Blacker, Barry

Schon, Judy Cun-
minghexm, |naks]
Schamcupp, Babsy
Busch, Ellen Gal-
lang, Sefth ‘Wer-
ner, Ronald Tyber,
Philip Lisbermon,
Jamie Ferrellic

FIFTH GRADE

Center Back-
grownd, lefl e
right: Mike Spi.
rar, Toddy Barlin,
John Franken-
itin, Jahm Nal-

Maondschein, Mar-
'||:rn Halewi, Jill

RBothimanm,
SIXTH GRADE
Far  right Back-

ground, left 1o
right: Paith Frank-
enstein, Bob Perl-
mon, Eho Sione,
Elgine Scheiner,
Judy Copen.
Fl:lrugruund_. IE"I'
to right: bock Sil-
var, Mike Warnar,
Lygmunt Math,

This page is the gift of MR E. M. O'FLYM

haowe their honds full whan an avalanche of hungry kids

rsh [mla the dining rocen. Dressed in celoeful hats ond
in:kg-;l the i:l‘iildrl.'rl iml;ru‘lil'l."ll::r lina up for their cookiss
and milk. After eoling thair “mid-marning,” mast af them

rush cutside fo play, but thare are abwoys o few who shay
for more. When the bost cockie hos besn given out, the
emply fray and pilchers are taken into the kitchen and the
Sipin House Secretaries came Back ia find |'.'¢|'||:|l' Some I:|II'|:|I'
papet eups to be thrown oway ond o puddle of milk to be
wiped wp. Afber mid-meoning, closses siort again.
Bipsides the shree B's, there are mony non-scademic ae-
tivities fo fake part i, such as athledics, music, arf and shop,
ond dencing. Through thess, sirang bodied, aler minds, and
crealive imaginotions are developed. Al these ockivilies




LOWER SCHOOL

lwach coaperation and help tha children te became battar,
more all-oraund people.

Croshl bang! and the pater of linle feel running nka
the hall is what yow would hear i# you wend inkfe Stein
House on o rainy afternoon. Just in from closses, twe ltle
hl:l:.-:_ -q,lhl,:lul a head iallar iksn Gy gll oaRIr ;ining FaEm
choirz, wond wondering oul loud where the rest of their
group weni fa,

“Lal's wail for theem,” suggeits ons,

“Ma, 1hlr'|-"l| be here scon,” tha other, one says with a
BUBBNGr aIF, wehill sarting wpilair H‘i-ll_,ll;‘lnn‘ll'r_ the first
folfows him. UWpsiairs, there are some short movies In the
gy=. Affer the movies the roln ko stopped and they go
oul,

Crutside, the children have fun playing and helping each
other, especially with a Fovorie conine frend called Dana,
Cne lifle girl in o Blue coat can be ==en knesling with her
arms affeclionately oreund the deg. She gently sirakes kis
saft fur, a3 & bay an @ red scoater rides past them. Oukide
the shower rooms, a determined, curly-haired boy seadily
pumps oway, filling o deflared tire,

“whase bike™ ashs his friend.

"I don't know,” ks the onswer, becaiss it dossn't really
marier, A5 borg as ihere is o bike thot needs air in s Fres,
this little boy is golng fo fill tham up, By the swings some
giels have gathered, As they chatter owaoy, the girl with the
blue coot picks herself up frem the grausd,

"Il be bock, Do, she soys as she races Imba Steln




Hauwse, The dog's unhoppy barking follows her,

“Hey, the ball rang.' ene of the nalsy chaHerers cries.

“If did not,”.is the quick retort from the sscupant af an-
ather swing

Bust the first girl appears 1o be right because tha childran
slowly wolk toword the house. When they get fo the door,
tha curl:.'-l'-:liwd bey pira them and they disoppear inside.
Alter o while the listde boy on the red scooter comes bock
1o the iwing and finding nobady there, he hurries in offter
them.

Tha children all go to their quarters to get dressed. Ib
tokes them fifteen minules bo gel there becouse they fool
araund an the way.

“I thin dres 108 wrinkled fo wear?"'

“Dia thase two matchT™

1 ean't find Ty aihsir shael”

There's o combination of chopsicks en one plana and
tha thama from Beethowen's Fifth Symphory on the ather,
the 5.|:.||:|5.|1i|-|g al water haard fram the tubs in the boethream,
leckers baing shut with a bong ond drowers being opened,
the fpw who are dretsed run areund Iﬂﬂhlﬂg for mﬁph:l’.-l’.tlﬂ
sacks, swealers, and scarfs.

i}

SEVEMTH

GRADE
Bockground, lef
1o right: Joan

Sbrosser, Sue Ap-
pell, Gil Mormon,
Bobk Teitelboum,
Foreground,  left
ta rght: Mamcy
Moore, Sandy
Galdsmith, Janie
Millar, Bab Rath,
Maore Holevi.

EIGHTH GRADE

Back rew, laft io
right: Balla Sham-

llzoadeh, Lucy
Webber, Ronald
Banjamin, Linda

Bell, Judy Fishar,
Frant raw, lett to
right: Elena Ogus,
Eerry O'Flynn,
Andy Jompeler,
Fran HMeaver, In-

grid Shona, Doty
Bacola.

“Pleass get rendy for dinned™ a worn-out teocher i
pleoding. Two linle girls sit on the bench in betsaan bva
i af lockors and divcuis o major problem, while someone
elsa in froat of the mirror, painstakingly orronges a predty
sciarf, sa that it will lesk iu1.'| r5-|:||'|| Thiz is gir|': quortens
batesen 5:15 ond 5:45 p.m. There cerioinly B o mod
scramble 1o get everyone drsed ard dowrslain far din-
nar, and you would never belisve that the boys and girs
gating ore the some ones who come Into guarters holf am
howr aga, Blue jeams have beesn forsaken for skirts, and
jerseys for shirts and fies. All heads hove neatly combed
hioir, and all foces hove Been serubbad, EBodh child B ool
and clean, and he siays that way—at beast until the end of
the meal.

At night, when wark and pley are over, the linlest chil-
dren march upshairs to undress ond croed imta bed. Thess
in ane of tha ltle-girls’ rosms, vou can find three |:ur|:|r
heads lying on three well-made beds. When the lights ane
turned out, eocch child geds & chanca 1o lead a proyer. o
pialm ar & seng lo thank God for o good doy ond 8o hope
tor mony more.




I watad far Ebanhower™




| I am writing . . .

Dr. S8cél af Fhe mid-morning breok.
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A birth-gay, a mirth-coy, an irvore:
girth-day.




Of coursel

g-ef -t

Left to right: Judy Maoltz ond Jisdi Bernsiein
Right ta lefl: Judi Barmshein and Judy Makliz

“ho killed
Maoxwell Bademheim™
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WE

“Mrs. Brown taught us.”

This page is the gift of MB. AND MRS, JACOB LUTZ 24



Miss Rosalie Gossell tavght us.

Sqeare doaciegs left fo righti Tom Hensis, Losis Rebiers, Hyles
Ogus, lerry Ste d Jisfy Larrar, ]

This page & the gift of ME. AMD MRS, PHILIF BLUM, MR, AMD MRS, M. STCOME, ME, AMND
MRS, HARRY ABELSCOM, and ME. AMND MRS, ALEX WEINTIMMER,
|




WE ACTED

“DOr. Faysus” by Chriviapher Marlawe—Seniors
Finghn: Chrisimou Pogears, 1733 “Frgmalion” by George Bernard Show—Jumicn

“The Trojon Horse™ by Christophar Merley—Middle schoal

LaFs ba right: |emss Badrigues, Tom Heaits, Baywend Ssrahl

Fraparation fer Chritmas Pogeam

“Mr. Basil Burwell taught us.”
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Every publication has it hame—so does the Cherry Pit.
Wa are pr:luld of our office and do our best te keap it in a
stote conducive ta creolive work, Meatness being o pre.
requiiite 1o a -g-n-ud year book, and cleanbingss baing naxi
ta “Faculty-mess” we never allow poper to plle up an ke
fiaar abave the thres Feol mark, |n most schooks the work
it done entirely by the staff, bt we ore proud to say that
this is not the cose with the Cherey Pir, for the rest of the
studest bedy provides o constont stimulis 18 eur wark.
Cherry Pit meetings ora often snhonced by peopls wander-
ing in and vaicing such confributions s “Hos anybody seen
a green laundry bag?™ Cluiet creative work Is af courie the
byward of cur meetings. Ones, though, o bird wandared
in ond waos eiphyxiated by the hat oir, Cherry Pit head-
quarters, however, is o place for seriows concentradion, os
any ané who hos been cought day-dreaming, ond been
trampled on by the horde of editors and siaf, will ottest.

Cherry Pil headguarters were not alweys so hectic, "Way
back in the ‘twenties, when the name “Cherry PH™ Ryt ap-
peared on o mosthead, # wos strictly o lilgrary-orts mog-
ozing; juit o few mimeogrophad shests. The Cherry Pit
grew as Cherry Lown grew and by 1924 e many as four
edittons were published annually, howewer, In the same
simple format. It wos nal until twenty yoars laser shat the
madern Cherry Fit was born, o hord-covered, part year-
bogk, part literary-arts magazine, B hos continued in this
form ever since, and hes won a first-place refing from the
o) Calumbia Scholostic Press Asseciation since 1951,

The Cherry Pit hos become on integral port of Cherrey
Lawn fife. It has given us some insight inta the adult werld
of which we are fost becoming o part. It has abe provided
for ui a wonderful epperiunity For learning about the prek-
lems of the Publication, Art, Literary, and Business warlds.

:
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This page & the gift of DR, and MRS, ARTHUR LEMBERG aond MR, and MRS, JOSEPH COLEMAMN,




LeFi to Fighis top rose: Ceach Jerry Hemmedinger. Eath Abaliar,
Paul Shagirs, Bud Ceran, loha Polks, Bob Paracs, and bke
Bexk. Bottom sow: Jack Eath, Fred Lowaf, Ted Lovacs, ond
Richard MasniEr,

This page is the gift of MR and MRS H. 5. GORDON, ELLEN Gal-
LAMT, SAMUEL FINKELSTEIM, MR. FRED A, FORAY, ond o FRIEMD.




Coach Jerry Hemendinger's call 1o basketball proc.
lice, the first doy. brooght Fwendy eager bays meoady
ta wie tar pmili-:lr'\. an tha igam, The SpIril wias hlgl'.
making the bk of outting the warsity down ho fen
men a difficult one, The teom lodked height—nane of
its mambers reoched six feet, This wos espechally dis-
couraging singe most of the tcoms in the Southern
Connaclicud Privale Schosl League are quite fall,
become avidest that in order ta win gomes, our heam
wauld hove fo rely on wpeed, shooding, and It of
fath

Far teo weeks, the boys showed great enthusiosm
as they prediced lang and hard, several nights sach
week at the Baker School in Darien.

Spirit wos af @ peak a3 we prepared e meet Day-
craft in our ferst gome. Fred Loscoff, o reternee fram
ladl pears waryily and @ EI,."':IJ-:I am the arlng Frwia,
wos chosen coptoin. The rest of the shorling feam for
thet game ard for the rest of the seasan wet as fel-
lows: Bobby Pensan at other guord, Ted Lovoot and
Joek Roik, farwards, and Richard Kowner, canber

Travelling to Doycrodt tor the start of the season,
the boys were filled with datarmination; they realized
in Diaycrett a toll well-drilled ball cleb. The gome
wos ployed with Cherry Lown mathadically whacking

and shaating the ball 1o build vp @ fremendows twen-
ty=ome point beod which it mever relinguished, But the
real cradil for tha overwhelming viclory showld go

1 to the drive ond hustle the teom disployed off the
bockboards os the Lownens gul-rebaynded thesr 1aller
G et 16,

This spirited type of ploy choroscerized the heam
thravghout thie yoar. Me maller how gresd the odds,
the team wos alwoys in there fighting.

Thus far, our seoson must be comidersd & spccem,
Im owr firsl aigh gamses, we have won five: of which
sevaral were ogainst very highly-rated Feoms

| This page i the gift of the DAREM FLORIST, LA RIVIERA DRESS
SHOR, and the DRFT'WOOD DIMER,
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Injured Athiste Sesks Solack

Plus des crpas suzenes, s'il vous plait?

Americo Friumphi

This poge is the gift of MR ard MRS, HAROLD ROTH
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FOOTBALL

A Statement frem a Player

Whan they asked me 1o say samething obout aur footl
boll seosen, | didn®t know what 1o soy. 'We didn’t hove a
wimning seatan but everybody who playsd got o feeling
ot achievement and success. [1's hord 10 moke other poople
faxl what the players feel, You can®t put on poper fhe theill
af playing your guts out ond fesling thot ewerybody s
deing if too; everybody giving the mest of fhamselos, @n
shanlma and in gaurage, IV sart ot ql;ll;i;' for the :.Pirir. ST
the guy who climbed that big mountoin, Anropurna. It's o
greal gomie.

Foatball: bock row, left fa righh Miks Gesssbierg, Pew Soiki, Mereos Sslgmeon, Chedk Whinas,
Bl Liviejsten, Ceoth Hemerddieger, Poul Silser. Jan Soae, leeoq Bedeageer, Jokn  YWord
Froar reew, (681 1a righty Bed Ceiran, Fred lawo®, Tom Hessi, Copain Jeck Besh, Paul Shaperas,
lowse Robesriu. Zach b lios,



THE CHEERLEADERS

The roin dribbled fram their hair inbo their muddy

snealars. a3 the drowning cheerlesders sereamed for
the boys an the foorball field. The other feam waz
aheod by thify peints, but the valiant chearers yolled
an, Irying despergialy 1o spur ke Bays ta o Fouwdh-
down, Than olas, the geme was over, and twele
miserable beys and girls drogged themselves avar o
fhe weoifing cars, Their procestion resemibled o fumaral
march; ne one spoke, averyone wos sibant except for
g dizgruntled sigh now ond Ehen.

But o it connel roin forever, we did not lose far-
moir, On o beisk, wenderful day in Detaber, we wan
o game. The cheerleaders whirded around madly in
thair appresal, Aipping ond spinning up mnd down
the sdalines, There woi ns rr:s'rnini-.g: i Bl buous

explosion — iha roaring welled up info o hege —
T-E-A-M, FIGHT TEAM FIGHT=—roh, reh, rah. The joy
of vicloryl

All their besutifully-execuind flips and fems could
be achisved only thraugh hours of strenuaus prochice:

Chasrlsoders Froat row: Helan tigus, Capaln. Back row, laf 4o right
e

Balls Shomilaodeh, Redy Moltz, Judy Hew Middls rew, It 1o righi= rehearsing each cheer with the uitermost precisean;
Budy Lumar, Gisger Chodaro, Laise Mandsl. avary step and metion cbsolutely perfect,

Ta meat. this would have been loborious, bt o

the cheerers it was o lobor of leve, Seven sager girls

THE HOEKEY TEAM willing to give up thelr comic books; seven cheer-

leaders all lined up of & geme in eager anlizipotion,

Tha Varsity hockey team, slevan girls, slightly ner- having sacrificed all, bo become a cheerleader,
vous but with heods high, stand in @ circle and con
dhatr sticks in Tha centar, A few words from the cop-
toin, the troditionsl cheer, ond the teom members ] T4 L
run ot 1o take their places. The sheill sound of the '
whistle, the clash of sticks and tha gams is onl

Charry Lawn wes off ta a fast stert in what furned
ot to be the most swcesssful seasan thot o Cherry
Lawn Vanity Hockey team hod seen in the past
sin yoars, The feam played ogainit two schoals in a
st of four games, winnlng teo gomes against Edige-
wood School 2-1 and 53, end tying with Daycroft
1-1 and losing ooe to Dayoroft &3,

The unladfling cheerfulness of the girk and the close
cooperation batween cooch and team was in many
ways responsible for the wonderful recerd. To demon-
sirate whet Is meant by cooperation and feam work,
tha toeal gaals seored by Cherry Lown this year, which
numbered eleven, were distributed omang the five
girls who played offense, The girls played for love of
wﬂnﬂmmgmh!ul-ﬂmumﬂhhup
donnid cheerlsading outfits and come out 1o the field
ta cheer for the imam, The boys chesred with gusia
and wild abandon; that wes the only game we los.

Thanks o the underssanding direction of Janak Di-

-

w

Pesa, aur cooch, the success of this year's hockey Hotkey Team: kaeslisgi Coptuin, Jufi Bermtsin. Left ta sight |
Mesanr, Lusy Wekbar, Cosnie Febsie Pockalle Shalder, Ji=dy H
jeam will long be remembaned; it i samathing Cherry Bobhie Coleman, Girger Choderoy, Soady Mewer, Halen Oyui, B

Lawn & really proud of. Gardon, Judy Fither
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"Strait” from the Horse's Mouth

Alison Miller 56

Dh ms, not agair! | am lh:l'rdinq in mvy shall, peacefully enjoying my diriner and dreaam-
ing of my younger days, whens suddanly | , . Bangll Trewble, in the foem of o 30-pound
hunk of leathar, kit my back with ﬂmr&hul'rning ssddenmess. | boak up with g
surprise and more ressntment 1o find on oll-tao-familar two-logged manser thrusting on
lron bar ot my tewth with po mare feeling than if my meuh were meds of wood. Between
pinching and jostling, by o mirocle the monster gets my bridle on. With a sovage jab of
mry sore mouth, | am rudely shaved ol af my cemfartalla wall,

Qb in the yard, | om dopped for that poinful proosss colled ‘Tightening the Gih*
This completed, o toller fwo-legged creoture picks Bittle Swsle wp ard bonds her with o
rasaunding plep, in the waddls,

Another painful pull on my mouth and o bonging of the rider's heel om sy Narki—
apparently | am supposed io bock up? "Mo, no " & voite iqeeals, "that means go for-
ward, of cowrse.” How stubbem tan you be? Everteolly, i you try oll gaits, you're bound
to hit the right ocne. Ah, now, here we go. Ooopsill

My traubles are just baginning, Like o death seabence comes the arder, "T-trat pleose.”
Well, wa gim to ; %0 here goss. “Up, down, up, down, up, down.” Bang, bansg,
bang, bong, "0k, my schin’ back, cur ancesters who Taught in the Crinsea néver hod it
this bod." Sooner or later, ke understonding imstrecior will coll o wolk. After o litle mare
hunq'lng oround, the bour iz over. Bock 1o awr stalls? Mot sa fast, 1F wa ane sl alive, ﬂ!u-r
threw mare ridars an aur backs, Parkaps this group conlers, “Ah, such exquisiie forhare.”
An around five o'chock, the endless day is ower ond we ore roken bock 1o cur sialls for
s 'Mr:"ﬁ:imdh:'hrhh dary ol Faal Fe v work- o Scmidkants

pparan nevar theught of giving hores o af rest, far we an
m-hfwmmrﬂﬂmﬂnmmﬁu exiro rides. {groonl) However, in all
Fairness ba the Bardens, | muit soy thal they are giving us o batbar chance, With 1he help
of an ugly yellow monster on wheels, they have leveled cwr old pnddn;hhruuhum
riding ring. Here an ambitious horse can dump the ret-so-skilllful ridar,

In May, we hove @ chancs 1o show off our best monners to odvantage in the schoal
Haorse Show. (Heawen forbéd that we should get any exedit i wo sheald win first ar secend
place For our ridersl) I we dant changs leads prepedy, or go ino the right gait, of
course we are fo blome. But, o= | think an old-tfime humorist, prnhd:l'p a harse, pat i,
“Lifa iz ot all ploy and sittles.”
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The possession of o beautiful, self-created chject can give
o tremendeus amaunt of pleaisrs to on individual or {as
im this cos=) to @ growp of individeals the studests. This
ohiject of pleasure and pride silweied in the field bafara the
lake, i the moders, compoct building commenly ond of-
fectionately called “The Project.”

It is this Student Project that begon as o dream in the
eminds of students and now stonds o8 o visible creation of
their gwn honds. The sudests erested B io be their swn,
And so it is, for dancing, parties or arythieg they moy wish,

pgt enly the studenis wers intoresied in fha praject. Oin
many o weak-gnd, crews of parenis could be found in
working clothes, up to thelr elbows in cement, laying bricks,
pounding the fioor and warking as enthusiostically as the
students.

The idea for this prefect wos conceived by shodents and
sreepted by schoaol authorities in 1949, PT.A. denakions,
L] plnle dinrer in 1951, and o fair wath @s ouction in 1933,
provided finonces for the bullding.

Af the baginning of this schoal year, all wos completad
with the exception af slactricity, heafing, bondscaping ard
furnishkings for the project’s twe reoms. A present fhe sh-
dents are tockling these unfinished faiks. It s mot unussal
to see (ond generally hear) swarms of busy werkers about
the building, Heods profnede frem windows, doors, around
garmers and over the top of the rocl. Feot prints in wel
cement, ingermarks on clésn walls, and other bits of ovi-
dence support the fact thot ndustricus. students are often
aboal

The cubstarding feature of the projest is its large, slont-
g picture window, M constiutes the front of the bullding
and gives such o convincing fealing of freedom that il &
naot uncomman la find several birds imside the large room
wha, koving nmepﬂgd tha invitotion of the apen daar, than
try vainly ke fly aut through the glois parses.

By the time this book & published, it is expected thal o
cn.-nplu'.ﬁd Saudent Frc-igcr will siamd os the |:-"c|l..d Fuldlll-
mend of o dream that began four years ogo,

i This poge i the gift of the PARENT-TEACHER STUDERT ASSOCIATION,
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Cold Water Flat

Juery Straws, "5

Mg welked up the werped wooden stgirs, elutching o small brawn porcel under ki
arm. The haltwey wos lis by o single noked light bulb, which cast strange shadees aver
the erusty walls. On the londing, she bumped info Mrs. Farroni, who grested her wrmly
with breath that reeked of gorlic. Meg ron the rest of the woy up.

She hung her coal ever the chair and pressed to her braast the parcel she was carryirg.
She locked around af fhe bare but spoilesily clean room and senk down on Fhe crale
that they used for o sofa. The screaming arguments with her father came back te her mind

GgEin,

- o -

“Each 1o hizs own®

“1 lave him®

“SREASERALL, GARLIC BOAT

“ lgvwm him™

"WOP PG

" |ewe him®

“MARRY HIM AMD YTOU'RE MO LONGER MY DALGHTER"
“1 lowe him amd that's all that makers"

In the bBeginning that's ofl that did moter; thay had been so happy, se in love. The
squalor that swrsunded them was of no importance, the had Yince and the warmih of his
heart and body. She began to grow fat, far with the wonderful feiness af new lifs, and
gave birth 18 o boby boy. Vince said it looked like her and she soid it locked like him,
They cuddled, and spoiled, and rejeiced in, the life that they hod created. The baby died
of diphtheria shortly bafore it first birthday.

Meg's body shook at fhe thought of har ehild, and the cold, eriip, consaling mouth of
the docter ferming the words of death hounted hir memary. She looked down ot the
package that wes in her lap and began slowly to apen i, ("This place killed my babe—
my lamb"”) The gun was shiny and new. ("Hew could | hove let my beby be bom in such
a place®) The gun glistened in the deepening fwillight. ("1 don’t deserve o Five for ledffing
my baby be born in such a placel”) Here was relief, here was bliss, here was happiness.

Vinea's short, hard knsck plunged her back into the abyss of reality. Frontically her
mind urged har 1o do something. “Yince mustn’t see the gun.” Her bedy hugged the crate
refusing to respend, A cry of anguih died enuttered an her lips. Meg moaned and sank
hysterically in o heop on the foor os o key turned in the back,

Tears filled Vimce's eyes whan he sow his wifie scbbing on the flaor with the box with
the smiling cowbey in It and the toy gun ot her side. Holf crying, kalf scraaming he
shouted, "You gotta wep buying the kid teys, do yo' hear me—he's dead, cantcha urder-
siond—he's dead.”
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Pan and Ink by Even-Bartil Taut

A Summer's Correspondence

Ginger Chadaray “54

June 20
Daear Sal,

Only three more days to gol | con't woitll Moturally
sveryihing Is in o mesi. Doa't know what kind of clothes |
should fake. During the day jeans | guess but what if | go
aut at pight (with sema odorable ador of course). Oh well,
Il snd up toking everything | own. Imogine—me—working
in summer seck of last. | may even get o chance to el {1
I'm lucky]. They say apprentices hawe fo do a kot of messy
jobs like serubbing the flogn and roning costumes—but who
cares7H 1l #1ill gat a chance o work with professionaki—
which reminds me, | hear o rumar that Helen Hoyes may
eceme up for @ week—wouldn'l thet be the greatestil] What
do you soy to somesne like that? Il prebably just starelt]

Must run now—everything s absolutely heclic—V1l write
g5 soon as |'m sstiled.

My love 1o all,

Lave,
Debhis

July
Dear Sal,

Bay, o | tired] Wa've been warking like crazy sines w
came, Sormy | dide't write sconer bt | haver't had a mined
ta do arything. | live in o boarding houss ocross the skres
from the playhouse, | share o real bohemion-type roo
with fwo ather opprentices wha are terrifie. Wa howe th
greatest fene. Lost night we worked until | AM, then Joar
Annie and | wanl into fown Por hamburgers. 'We walke
araurd far hours talking 1o the druggist, the policeman, an
anyone ehe who wos awoke, We got to bed ot 4 Ak
and fodoy my eyes kesp dosing every fes minutes. Th
play this week is wonderful, There's a real cute guy in th
cast, but he's ai least 26 so | don't have much of o chance
I'm mod even suppossd to be an opprenfice becouse yo
have ta ke 18, My Uncls Horry fald Mr. Reynolds, whe
the manoger, that | was very moturel {Everyane knows the
I'm net even 16, and boy, do they tease mel) As far as m
lave life goes—'m working on one of the epprentices—the:



-

are 4 boys and & girls allogether—his nama s Eddie and
ha warils be b an octar, Will kel you mare when samething
happens. Time to st up the soge for the matines. 'Write
soan.

Lewe,
Debbie

duly 25
D=ar Sal,

Wit ‘Hl yow hearlll 'm swre Eddie Bkes me [remember
| tald you abaut him in my last baiter?) Wall, he tald Annie
thot he thouwght | wos very cufe® ‘We're moking progress!
| have o erozy schedule bud | lowe it We work from B AM.
il about 11 P.M, —with breaks for meals of course. 'We
have ta check on oll the props, set up the stage far the next
perfarmance and build sconery Tor the following week, On
doys when we have o matines things are o linle rushed,
bt iv's still fum, Joon, Annie, and | want 1o o up te Tanghe-
wacd b we can't seem to find the time (or the money)—
bt we haven't given up hope yef. Julie Haorrls §s gaing Bo
ba im the pluy il waik—| can® wall ‘Tl sha gt hare, Thae
play this wesk isn't loo gocd—we oll feel very bod becouse
Lillkarm Géish & In 8 cnd she's wanderful: bub when @'s o bod
play ta begin with, # dessn’t help. Ma Gah i nice o the
apprenfices too, ket me fell you—that's quite unusual. Maost
ef tha actars think wa're slaves ar semathing, Bather get
guoing now or Mr. Reynalds will get mod. In anseer fo yaur
leter—whaot do you mean you moy not go bock 1o schoal
naxt fall? Write the dedails.

Lave,
Dwebibia

Aug, ¥
Daar Sal,

That darn Mr. Reyncldi—he Basses everyane araund like
he’s @ king ar something. | know he's supposed 1o tell us
whit o do bt be dossn’t kowve ta be masty. He gove Eddis
a réil bawling auf yeslerday becauss Eddie had ot o prep
list—| wos sure EI:'IJ;E was going fo quit. I'm mad of Eddie
top—he's o hypocrite. He's besn butering up oll the big
brass arcund the place so he can get inlo o play before the
season closes. There's @ dream man in this play=<ihi is his
fiest epal ecting job—what o dofl (when be smiles—Waowl)
I'm in @ horry—will finizh this tonight or tomorros.

Aug, 10
Bad newi—my dream man ii—well, | found out he's not

vary mosculine, | happaned ta pass his dressing ream and
he wes plucking his eyebrowsifl That cured me alright. | am
really ezhousted, Thank goodness we anly have a manth ta
go. My fingers ore block and blue from hitting them instead
of thae mall when | hammer thase flatsi—shich weigh a ten
ond we lug iham all ever the ploce. Joon i geffing to be
such o pain—she giggles about everything—it gets annoy-
ing. Mt gat some sleep.
Lori,
Diebbis

Aug. I7
Dipar Sal,

Giig Yaung & here! This is the first play he's boaen in Tor
obout B years and he i iamethingll He looks exoctly like he
deas in the movies—yum! He thinks he's taa much &f a big
shat o halk 1o ws, thawgh, Only ane maore ploy after this
amd | won't be sorry. The room | live in i s6 crummy IFs
coming apart, Tha ploster folls down every onos in mrechile
and what poper there s peals aff, IT Anaie would clean her
part of the room sometimes it would help, She's such a slebl
Worse than that kid al scheal whe left in the middle of the
year—remember? Glod fo hear you're caming back, | won-
der if Wi Englends is—| hape not. Believe me—this has
been same summar—when | get hame I'm going to slesp
wntil schosl slart, I'd leve to see you before schoal —came
down ta my howse for o few days if you cam, Must go now,
slave-drivar Reynalds is yelling.

Love,
Debbia

Sepd. B
Dear Sal,

Wall I here—and it feels great. The ployhouse ended
up in o riok. The last night everyons gel drnk ond were
oelimg like idiots. Eddie got sick oll over Mr. Reynolds' car
and, Joan—the giggling idlat—dropped o whole plkl of
Arnie's records. My Lord, whatl an esperience—I'm glod i's
aver, The dentist says | can hove my braces off neat week—
kurraylll Sarry yeu ean't coma up hera for o fow doys. My
meother ks buying me three new skirts for school—guesn sha's
glqd 1o have me hewa. |'m sor of glad school s storting—
| miss old Mr. Sheffer (ho-hal. Must dop now—my litte
brother i fighting with his friznd zo I'll have 1o oct a3 red-
ereal See you the 17|

Lores,
Debbis
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LUCILLE

Richard Kovner ‘54

There was still o light chill in the air as Lucille foughi her
way thraugh the sarly morning swbway meb sul anto 3Tth
Street ond Sicth Avenus. The woking sun beft potches of
Bluck shode chose to the toll grey Buildings. Lucille walked
olong the cne bleck to her offics slawly and tiredly. The
condy store an the comer hod not yet opened, The red
leathar staals were empty and the milk shoke cylinder stod
clean and shining an the grey and white stained Imiotian
markls counter. Lucille glanced inside ond imagined CLfF
ssanding baehind the counter, bald end fo1, whipping up
sodos ond sliding 1kem alang fo the cuwiemen with the
light tawsch of eightesn yeard' praclice. "How many af my
nickels hawe gone inta thot cosh register,” Lucille thought

"orobably enough 1o pay far my tesks ot the h-:h:.pi1|:|| three
fimed gver. Funny the way a nickel by #salf 5 nothing fa
you, but fifteen years of them is a lot of nickels. What |
wnuld E’\-I:I hr T |;||' '||n-‘|||| |||'.'|w.II

A che turped amay {raum ik wull’Jl:i'\--_. i | bl’!r’ wiih a |‘|I:'ICI
":J'.'L. wl‘.'llku":ﬂ with his ByEy On 1|‘|e |:|r|,:|||r:|_ bu|'|1|'.'||'.'d inke hier.
“Hay, wabch whare you're going, Lody,” he soid in an e
nayed fone. "If anyiking in Fhews here pockoges gets broken
the bass™ con me “I'm sorry,” Lugille soid simply. The
boy's eypes sedtened for o moment as he logked of har and
then he moved oa with his hond track, his eyes on the

ground.,
Lueille walked to the corner, eresseed ihe sirest, ond



haaded for number 37. In fillean yeon of walking fram
the subway 1o the offices of Kessel Glo & Company, the
life between the walls of the buildings hod nat changed,
The husky truck loaders working ocross the siresd, with
maizlas pwelling and rippling down the lengsh of their arms.
They would stand for o lang whils in the poich of shade
beside the buildings, mopping their foces with hondker
chisfs, When the bass came out, they would pick wp 1he
coons ond carry them with grest effart out 1o tha curh
whara the sun and the trucks were, The hat corn stand with
its dirty yellow water hissing ond bubbling between the
tin sides. The dirty ald waman wha p-ukmi ot the earn with
& lang fork had olways given Lucille the same chaked fesl-
ing in the throot that she had when trying to eat squash,
Criten Lucille hod yearned to buy ons of the dripping carns
after o hard day's work, bt the old wemoen's desply pock-
marked foce always mede her mave an, But naw her thraot
wos s¢ sare and convricted that she couldn't hove eolen
ohe aniywiy, She had been living on mabied milks and saft
fruit for weeks and it caused her greot pain in the throat
witen sha ktried fo eat a sandwidh,

Beredi the wiresl, Lclle sow the IS e l:-r.'.:'u'll whao
had palsy, going 1o work. Mo moved wp the sreet with
owkword thrsts of kis arms and legs, his heod jerking 1o
the thythm of his uncontrollable oppendoges. Ores Lucille
bad picked wp o packoge that had fellen fram his hands
and hod g.i-n:n it back ta Rim. His Tangus hod been l1|:l|1ﬂ-
Ing out, saliva fram his meuth dripping slowly in long sidngs
1o the pavament, He hod foken the pockoge frem her band
with an awkword stob ond soid "Thank yew,” Then be hod
walked oway, lurching with the endless torment that rocked
his body,

41

After weeks of tests ab the haosplral, Laeille sill didn
krow whot was wrong with her thraat, Going to the hospitol
two times o wiek had been wery tifing for her since if mean
o leng subway tip back 10 Horlem afersard, She couldn'
git the huge white oy moching eut of her mind, ond the
burzing it mode whils the deciar and nurse sicod behind
the profective screen of the other ord of the white-porce-
lanized room. Two times o week, twanty dellars soch time,
and her solory enly forty dallars. The doctor saying pleos-
arnlly ai sha lelt the hospitol each time, “Coma back nexi
weok, Miss Woshington, come beck next wesh.” She would
look pleadingly inte kiv fose and say “Doctor pleoss tell
mie what il & I'm a puar wnﬂ:ing woman with mne manay,
amd na fomily uvp north, please doctar, Yeu musin't be
afraid to tell me whoteves o §s but | can’t go on this way
nat keewing end spending the lite money that ve seved
i fifbeen years. | can’t go on living this wey.” And the doc-
tar would look thoughtfully @i her and soy “We don't know,
Miss Washington, we'll iry o new test next week,” And ba
would walk away, his spotless white unifarm hanging about
hirm like o dress ond his shees clicking and echoing through
the tiled carridor,

Lewt Thuriday when Lucille had returned to her flat, the
kindly Irish landlody whe locked like o gentle mather,
stopped her an the shais,

"Miss Waskingtan, honey,” she soid, her eyes soft and
genile bahind her thick glosses, "] knew you got plenty of
irouble, honey, what with the haipital and everyihing b,
honey, yau'rs already fwo months behind and plesse try to
sart af kurry, haney, she sald, and o pleeding hod coms
inla her gyes,”




Lucille hod nodded ard tinedly pushed her woy up the
lang brewn staircase fo her room where she stood leaning
an the windew and leaking out af the neon glitter of 125th
Srawt. She hod locked af the Aoshy dress of the couples en
the streat end the loughing of 1heir faces, She was shill leok-
ing into the grewing blackness when there was an anxious
landlady's knock @t the decr, Mot hearing, Lecille sank
glawly down on her knees beside thi window cnd bay thers
on the cald fesr, her forehead resfing ogaing hes aut-
stretched honds.

The souih come bock to her now, hat and dry, the lang
rows of dried brewn furrcws under the white hest of the
sum. Long hours of burning sun i the field, parching the
ihesat and making the body itch in a milllan ploces. Poverty
had been a terture for the Woshingtan family, Then, Lucille
hod decided 1o go 1e Mew York to try to help her family,

The shock of the Washinglans, dry and :n:u:H'mg,. o the

“suni shoped over the herizen leaving a soft pink and arenge
whaere the bright whife had besn. Her fother, fired and
sunken, elmast osleep af the dinnes pable, Mer mather, fat
ond resking with the grecse from the side meat, Fother, his
greal brown eyes losking up ot her, steady in their white
posls,

Her journey to Mew York to help them out of their pes-
erty. Holf of every weok’s pay in o three-cent envelope
seni b Sollisaw, South Carcling. Her dream ot night as the
elevatar trains of Hardem sped by in ihe night, “Gosh,
pappy, | miss you. Il be back when | save encugh.” With
the moon ond her fother's gresl brown eyes gnowing of
her, Lucille drogged herself fo her bed and fell into o
drugged sleep.

1]

Lucills ‘Washingion wolked through the dearway of

Mumber 37, Sixth Avenus, end pressed the elevator butten,
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Spaon the doar swweng apen and she was losking &1 Al his
plly-like stomach rofling as he stroightened his blee cop

“How are you this marning, Lucy? he sold, siling ond
twinkling with his litle blue eyes.

Mgt sa good,” Lucille sighed o she stepped into the
elevotor, “1 have to go bock fo the hespital next wesk."
"They dan’t know what it s yet,” Al soid, shaking his head,
"Mo* Luclle soid, slowly, There was o sibence in th= lifls
elevatar cor as If clanked wpward,

Al Worth hod knewn Lucille Washington for the fifteen
yoars she hod worked o Kessel Glo & Company. He had
groen bo admiee the broad, heavyset figure with i creanmy
birown skin, Somehew, she reminded him of something great
and srang. She reminded him of the breswn flelds of the
Seuth. In the fiflean years, he hod never heard her com-
Fl.ar.'m about u\l:rrlhirrq. And new she hed trouble and told
no one, jus led herself suffer withinside hersalf, Ha shook
his head slowly and brought the slevator to o vop ond
openad the door. As Lucille stepped out, Al fought bock
the tear ha felt caming up to his eyes, He lenged te reach
ot ond grob her and sy, “Honey, let me help you” He
elosed the door slowly and guided his caor slowly down.

Lugille went to the back Morercam where the lang racks
of packaged buMens ran abowe her heod, and bung wp ber
coat, Mr. Steigel the nerveus, redheaded boss, looked up
fram the rocks ond called to her, “Luey, tey o get thot Johne
son ordér aut teday. Toke them home and do sama fenight,
if you hove to.” She nodded slowly and said, “Yes, Sir”

When Mr. Steigel went oway, Lutilla walked foward the
bathroam, leaning on the wall as she went. She cpened the
door of o toilet and lecked herself in. Then she sat dows
on the seat and put her head slewly infa her lop. The hean
ran slewly along the wrinkled hallows of her eyes and
dripped slawly an ta har bresn skirt.
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Beneath the Surface

RBochel 5. Brown 54

The sea has one million moods,
It tesses and turns with rectlesuness
And writhes with loneliness,
ﬂ-.gg ravated h}. the scornful wind,
It lashes at the land with rancer and hatred . . .
Mever caasing the passionate fumult as one who loves
and is loved net.
Bul taa, thea sea B e e,
I¥ rises with dlgnH:,' and seems fo gu}ss.ip with
the rasping gulls, whe, in turn
Relay the messoge to the wandering dunes,
The sea is longing . . . but not greedy.
It takes life where life has been taken from it
And gives life to things more wondrous than any human
mind con conjure up.
The sea is moody,
ond rastless,
and lonely.

FLl



DANNY

Jarry Sirau 54

Danny turned savagely in holf sleep, brushed o coneles lode of brews hair cut of his
wyes and then sireiched out an arm 1o stop the piercing ring af the olarm cleck. He loy
batwean the sweoly shaets, his lean lrish fooe 21 @noa frawn, his eyas blinking in tha sl
sumener sunlight, filtering in through the wenation blinds. And then he remambered whal
day it was. He jumped aut of bed and gave o bayish squeal of sudden joy. It was hard o
beligve the Hime hod reclly came; that he hed worked & year with the dreg company and
after today, was geing on o peid vacation for fwa whole wenks, And on top of thet it wos
his hirthday. He wanted to feel clean and new afl aver so he loid et fresh chothes, aven
thewgh he would only get them dirty again et work. He dresed quickly and finished the
ritual of his toibet with unuswal speed.

As Donny gulped down his breokfoul, he studied the Aobby, care-strained face of hia
mather, He thought about the rotten breaks [te hed given her. He wos just five whan the
accident happened but he remembersd it Wee yesterday, They hod just refurned from o
wacatian in Atentie Ciy: Dad, kis braother Stave, Mom, and himself. It wos the best time
that ke could remembar, Steve toak him on all the rides in the omuserent park ard they
wart swimming svery day—Po dide't hollér aven once in the week they wens there, he
ond Ma just sat and reloxed in the sun. Then in the evenings, ikey would all sit an the
boardwalk, Feging out to sea, their foces enoled by meist breezes, and Mo would lead
them im @ proyer fo the Blessed Virgin, to give thanks for their happiness. They all hated
1o beave, byt Pa and Steve had to get back 1o their jobs ot the Roilway Expross and Danmy
was o start schoal Im the fall, Twa doys ofter they were homa, men come with waxen
foces, and went inta the kitchen with Ma; and Danny heard phrases freen the ather roam,
whare he had been tald to shay, Wke “drunken driver” and ‘They didn't have o chance®
and “Thank God it wes over quick—they didn't wifer and Danny was fold that Pa and
Steve had gane away, and somehow would nevar coms back. “Did they go to “Lantic Ciky
Mo he had osked, and Ma cried again, and Daney cried with her.

Danny stirred the black gruel in his coffes cup and allawed himself the luxury of brood-
ing about hin job, "A stock bey of thiny years old, makin' forty skinkin' bucks o wesk.
What the hell could yeu do with farly budks except sat and ibsag,
aes in awhile, Lucky thing Ma still had her job and the pension, he could never support
them bath on what ke mode, But she couldn? work too much langer, she was gatting ald
new—1then what would he do—but that was sfill a lang woy off. One of these days ha'd

§ anather job—mew he was going cn his vecation and when he gat back there would
be o nice fot raise of five bucks waiting for him." Daney swallowed the coffes, kissed his
mather goodbye, and left for weork.

The air gove promise of o hot day and hot deys were no fun in the windewless drug
warehouse where he worked, Donny decided to buy the whiskey then, intead of during
lunch heur, as be #ill hod plenty of time left, Whenever anyane hod o bihday ab the
Long Island Drug Compeny, everyond in the gang o couple of bucks o3 o present
and the persan whese birthday it wos treated everybody to some whiskey—of course the
whiskey part had to be done on the shy but that wo the fun of it. Donmy went info the
liguer store and bought the cheapest stuff they hod and put it in his lunch box. Boy, he
could sure use the cosh they would give him. He had managed 1o stash away half o hun-
dred for his vocotion and he figured he'd clear enather fifteen i pressnta—sizty-five
bucks allogether—"not bad, net bad ot all” ke thought. The thermometer i The windaw
of Shultzes' delicatessen hovered above seventy-five,




Danny winced ot the theught of the heot that awaited him of his place, the grear,
dusty, humid wershouse, But it didn't matter so mueh teday—he wos goin’ an his vacation,
let “em all stew in their geddamasd warshouse, he, Donny Mallery, was ganno vacachs,
He smied—all wai righ1 with the world—and gave tke lunch box an ofectioncie pat,
Danny locked af his watch ond sew he a5l had o few minutes to kill, se be went into
Marty's Diner fo got o decent cup of coffee. Tomorraw he'd tell Ma he was gonno break-
fost aut fram then on unless she'd start cocking him something eotoble in the moring.
She wos o good egg—if anly she waunt so domned stubbarn Irish, Who the hell ever
heard of usin’ the same lousy coffee grinds over and aver again—if he was lucky he ges
a decent cup of jovo twice o weak @t hame—and she knows o hard-workin® guy like me
has got to get & dacent feed in the moming. And the goany way she fixes cuts—putting
salt on them—when he got jodine free from the drug company. Why did she always bave
ta do things wrong? Why did she alwaoys have to ruin things For him? IF it wosn't for her
thare would be so many things be could da, But she was olways there, fe be taken care
of, to be wotched aver. Then a fasling of love welled up in his heart replacing his peevizh.
ness ‘couse he had fo admit that the old lody worked damned haord to earn her share of
the hause money, and he really didn't mind if she nogged him about gatting married and
sefiling dewn, afier ol i was natural for o mather 1o Feel thet woy—ond besides he was
@aing on vacafion and couldn’t feel anncyed for bong of anything. “Yeah, "Me's o good
egg all right,” and, thinking of his breokfost "But she sure mokes lowy egge® He smiled
iwardly ot his pun. Morly soluted Rim svar the raftle of dishes. “Whatll it ba this marne
ing, you ald sanofabitch? “Uuiyal,” “One jove, Mabel. Ain't seen yub in o couplo doys
Dan—whaere yo beent™ “Arcund. Gain® on my weeabion ya know." ™Yeah, | know Y
bucky sonafabitch. Where you think you'll be headin® for? “Well, | ain't gonna dao
nothin' but sleep far & few days anyway and then | think | might hitch down to Atlantie
Citg,” Danny's eyes lit up of the thought, desgite hia efort ot noncholance—he wards had
magic for him, “Aflantic City; Aflantic City” the words glistened in his mind. He gozed
Inte tha swirling blackness of the coffee Marly sef befers him. The scene of his childhaad
returmed to his mind agaln, the hrppy time. “Hey Don™ Morty breke in “Youw better hustle
or you'll be late.” Danny flipped his dime on the csunter and walked cut of the direr

He stretched, grooned, murmured “Only ane mare day,” and started towards his place
which was just down the stred, He always haoted to go threwgh the air-conditioned office
that had b be gone through in order to get 1o the warehouse. The sleek office warker,
in their quiet ignoring of him, always weemed to see right through him. Todoy they saw
the whiskey thraugh the meal wuﬁ: of the lunch bex, Danny punched his eard and
breathed in the hot stink of the huge room, Somebody hod broken a botile of Toni Home
Permanent in his seclion ond this made # even werse, Ha sarted working of his steck and
bagan be sweal profusely, destroying the nice fresh feel of his elothas, That snotmoss
brother of C_1% laerad af him and tald him fo get his foil meving, Hubbard was the firse
ta coma cwer, giggled something about "Don't do nathing thot | wauldnt do”' end slipped
@ buck inta Danny’s hond. “Cheap bastard,” Danny thought but gave him o slug of
liquor anyway. Fotse Claire didn® give him anything becouse she was broke ond sha
droaled of the thought of the whiskey, “Ya ain't gonno forget me—huk Dan—are ya
Dan?” she pleaded. He gove her o thot. Then everybody eame, and the whiskey ron aul
before the presents did, and Donmy was embarraised and apalogized vialently ta svery.
ana who didn't get any, and when i wos over he had fwenty bucks bulging hix wallet,
That plus his Bfty made seventy buds. George, the porter, came aver o him, grinred, *1
get somethin’ for yo Don™ and mode o gesture. Danny laughed “Get the hell out of here
you old bostord” and heard his nome booming cut of the loudspeaker, It song out
"Donny Maloorey warded in the g-r-rfice."

"What. iz it Mobel¥ he asked the receplionist. “Phonecall™ she said and handed him
the recoiver,

- & L

“Hello."

“Thés is Dr. Prescott—Queen's General Hospital. Your mother was browght in today
with a bone infecticn In har @rm,”

"Bone infection? How the hell did that hgppjn?"

“Of course we con't be sure, bit it seems o hove developed from o scrotch which
wasn't cavtesized properly. The reason we colled you though, Mr. Mallory, Is 1o get your
parmisdion for us to operabe.”

“Operotel—She's 3K, Doe, ain't the?

"“Wall—the infection has spresad but | think we hawe :nugl\'l‘ it I Hene, Sha will need an
operation, and the saonar the beiter. Con you come dewn 1o the hospital now and sign
the popers? We need your outharization for the speration and the expensss,”

“It isn't on expensive aperation, is i, doc?, It con’t be an expensive Bperation ™

“Dan’t worry abaut that now—your mather told me your situation and Fil kesp my fee
dewn 1o the minimum, so it won't cost you more thon fwo hundred dellars, including hos-

ital expenses. Now, as | wai saying, con you come right down?—Hello Me. Mallary—
llo—ara you there?—She's nat in any immediote donger—Helle Mr, Mallory—Hello—
hello—hello . . .
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THE VISITOR

Bachelle Shalder “56

The sea came ralling in, lAte woves genly fumbling over cae onother and then silanaly
withdrowing. ©n an overhanging rock, jutting out from the great mass af boulders used
as @ braaker, sof twe girls. The day wos the dorkness before o rain, and the oold wind
silenily glided sver them. The older girl wos obowt thirteen and had short, pagebey black
hair. Har rather predry Fooe was strang and sersitive, She was speo king in o low void,

and a5 soon o8 | apered my eyes, the light sbartled me and | become wide oeake
Than | sow Fha mon standing near the deer. He wos foll and hod o6 & grey s | broke
cut in & cold sweal and wos 1o scared thad | didr't dare 1o mave. | just lay there, tealing
my heort beoting sronger and sfronges against sy ribs. As he started walking terword
me, | neticed that his lefi hand keot clanching ard unclenching, The even rhythmic move-
mient sert of hypnotized me and | waiched him slawly come claser. When he was about
twe yords from my bed, | had to close my eyes. | heard Geoil flop over in her bed and |
guess she must have scared him, becouse | heard him furn quickly and go owl, AllT could
soe was o flash of grey before be turned off the light, Then he was gene .

A silence stole over both girls for @ few minutes and then the ather girl spoke.

“Oh my God, you must hove been petrified,” she said, staring thaughtiully inte the
water with her deep blue eyes. She gove o litle foss af her head to push back the wnruly
lock that kept falling in her eyes and her bang dirty-blande prey tail mwung beck ond
forth ke the pendulum of a clock, Then she loaked wp ot ker Friend with o wide grin
that cowered mast of her beyish foce,

inWe'd better be going mow,” she said, “if's getting cald.” Her foos pabared. “hnd
dark,” sha added.

“You go, | wan o just sl hare a lishe while longer.”

For @ fow minuses she wotched her friend go, and then ol and stared ab the water
uetdl the stars eame out. Finally she picked herself up and started walking from rock te
rock fewards homae, but she hod not gone far when she sdanly stopped, Whare the
great pile of rocks began, 0 man was coming fowards her. Uncomciouwly she depped
bsck, oway fram him. He came closer and loser, Thers was o short struggle and o loud
splash, Then the man walked away, his befi hand slawly clenehing ond unckanching.

The next day the newspopers read "WELLINGTUN GIRL DROWMNS," In the homa of
the girl, there weos complefe chaos, Why shauld @ young girl, Brought up mear the seq,
and who knew perfectly well how to swim, drown? Everyono was in @ siabe of utler con-
fusian, Har mother waos an the verge of collapse; her huskand suggested that o prychia-
#rist might do some good, He tock ker 1o a Dr. Lawghban in Mew York,

Dr. Lasghton wos a successhul physician. His office was in @ madem building in a pros-
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Man of Leather

Dioris Flowerman "85

Howdy woi mervous obout meefing Eostern gals
fior the first fime. It was the frst tire kst we “Easlarn
gals® hed ever met o cowboy, Meither knew exoctly
what to expect,

It was the night af cur arrival, thet first summer on
the pnd: ranch. As the trech climbed further inie the
folds of the Rodoy Mountaing, the oir grew cold, In
the heart of the forest on the bank of o glacial rheer
wos our comp, The cookhouse looked comforbabils
and inwiling, It was plessantly worm inside.

Haowdy stood leaning, wrangler-Foshion, agalna the
kitchen counter. He booked like o Fugitive from o
wistern bravel falder, He wore o big brimmed “bon-
net,” o snop-buton shirt, clese-fitting faded lavis,
high-heeled baocis and a chartreuss scarf arcund his
neck., Oocosionally his foce was dluminated as be
turmed it toward the keresane lamp that glowed and
hissaed from the ceiling obove. Then | could ses his
rugged fealures ond sharp eyes, Mast of the fime his
foce remained desp im shadaw under the brim of his
dusty hat, Thare was o legendary quality abowt him,
He seemed opart from the werld with which | was
Fosmilbar.

The next summer his foce come away aul of the
shadows on the very night of sur arrival. His shorp.
edged, halfdndian fecturss were onimoted. His face
woi crowded with pleasure and emelion upen sesing
old friends onee more, | sow the long scor from eve
1o mouth that he had received in one of ki rodaas,

He was o delightful misfure of Worybosk romonce,

trogedy ond masculine charm, He had on amazing
sensitivity lo people. For these roasans, Hewdy was
ay desirable o sophistizared Mew York femmes as ha
was fo shy meustain girls. He ocknowledged beth in
his wsual charming waoy.
He was in o poor state of health. He hod ne maney
te pravide for groper care. He had constant head-
aches, o bad cough ond bod teefh, His bones always
wemed o be mending from breoks recoived in &
recest Foisgh-and-lumble rodes.

He wos twenty-seven, but could hove possed far
forty. A great many bordships had been theust wpan
him elgring the comporotively shart period of adales-
cence and had fallewed him through odulthesd, His
weotherbealen appeosrance and genwing air gave him
semi af the quality of fine wamn leather.

¥ was ond man against the world and his
bitterness came 1o light occoslenally. He was part

Blackfeor and suffered uﬂiuult for it, Yot he hod o
saft spat in his heart for anything good oo Innocens,
| senzed a cerioin wisHulness abouf him when ke
spake with any of us. We were his “children™ and
his concern for owur welfare wos touching, Abmesd
greater wos cur coneern for hin welfare, 'We loved
him and pitied him. He ressnted pity so we hid thaod
Froen Bim | . . Bat |t wes thes,

Hewdy wo just abave illiserocy. In fact, his writing
had improved owver the winter with the leters be hod
writes B ui,

#fter lunch eoch day, we would take sur cookies
and Kool-Ald and gather ‘raund Howdy outside the
sackhauie, Hare he would st propped ogoinst a pine
frew while he sipped his black coffas, With holf-choed
eyed ke would talk of the counfry “dawn hame® and
the rodecs of the past year,

Hewdy lived anly ta fulfill o great dream. 'When he
wai younger and stronger be “mede o good ride an
a Brohma bull™ in a rodea, He hod been striving ever
singce 1o equal . . . ta surpass that recard, But trisl and
errar in 0 rodes ore Aol that simple. They mean
brewan bones and loss of srength, s o redes chamg,
Howdy cauld take his winnings, “quit rodesin’ before
he @ed tas broken up® and sebls down on & nkea-
sized cattle ranch. Every yeor he said “Just four mare
years” o5 on hobiiuel drunkard says "just ane mare
far the read.” We kbnew his weakmess op wall su ke
did. Howdy would continue rodesing until it killed
him or erippled him cruelly, He wos addiced ta i

An incident thaot cccurred the bowl fime we saw
Hewdy left @ mark upon ws lie the brond fram a kel
iran. It was the doy of our depariure from Mentana.
Before troin fime, Heowdy drank just encugh whiskey
te fill the empty ploce in his heart that would be [=f
when we were gore, He walked imo o luncheanette
on the main sdeest of the hot western Pown, Once
inside, he demanded service with the impotient clatier
of o silver dollor on the counter. The waltress reached
chligingly for the money and gloneed ai her customer
simultanecusly. Injunl She wemed fo freeze. Silently
she reploced the coin ond tumimg, left him af the
gaiurer,

As for his. ultienete fole, Howdy wos sutweardly in-
:T:Frﬂr 1o i, He simply said with o drowl and o

grin “Mak mammy always fol' me ah'd die
hangin’, somedery,” g = 54



e ! The Kitten In The Bag
l"'.' .-'ﬁ| Ealrlpw Jones, Grode 2

Whaon | wos three years old it sa hap-

. pened thal | naeded o frlend. My mother

1 wes galng to the slore and she said she

might bring ma @ kiften. When the come

? ! bock the hod o bag aof poloiees ond o

5 {‘ Ettle kitens heod wos sicking oul of the
v ¥ iop of the bog,

Pencil drawing by Philip Lisbermon, Grods 3

Dancing
Pawlo OFFlyn, Lirade 4

Yesterdoy ot the Mardi Gros | did a
G-':.-P::r conce, | wona dlhr'lgll:l @ar mings,
neckloces and bracelsts, and wore a big
scarf cvar my halr, Everybody soid if waos R =
o pretiy dress. The masic, | think, was ’
wary fascinating and jozzy.

Betsy Buich abo did o donce. Tha
muysle sounded like buterflies flying. She
ware @ white ballet dencing costuma, Sha

A |

looked wery prety and it was a wendar-
ful damos,

The Chinese dance wos wery wandor-
ful. It was dene by Rita and Eileen Gim.
Mancy Moare wen the prize for her
Scotch donce.

1 turried out a lovely Mardi Gras, Toble by Seth ‘Wemner S-ﬂl"lin-un by Ellen Gallo

Batsy Busch, Judy Cunningham, Poula 2'Flyn, Sal
Mhrends.

| Saw A Bird

Mearilyn Halavi, Grade 5

| sgw a bied HIAG &6 P,

| lowed o hear his [Btile fwest,

| lsaked ond looked 1o 322 soms maore,
Un#il o gl 1o Ba & aem,

Then | sow the kird was thare,

And sure enauvgh ke brought his poir.
Thﬁ wang ke me o Bike seng,

Urtill | saw thai they wens gane,

Bleck print by Isabel Schamtupp, Grode 2
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Black print by Gail Blecker, Grade 5
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by More Halewi

Jawne Ferrelli
Grade 3

Little brown rabhbis I:‘“F“ avir the Baeld,
Esding carraty as he hops over the field,
Hibblirg lethuce s he I"“F"‘ ovEr g fn_-l il
Lirila Brown robhi gaes I-:F.:.'-:,l ko,

lawrg Lewenhaof
Grada 3

Sap tha Py snawakas
Fall G fram the sky

L2n the wolk and house 1ap,
Soft and thick they lie.

Clay figures by lock Slvar and Linda Bell, Grode & and 8

The Lumberjacks
Befsy Busch, Grode 4

The lumberjocks with pick and ax go on
their busy woy

They gather their geads and co mp in the
widds tar, for away

Im the early morning when the sun begin
-]

The lumberipcks get up and chep wuntil
nighil

Whan iF iz night and sun begins to ser

The lumberjocks rush and gatch thair lenk,

54



The Box

Judia Farroy "S55

All she knew wos thot it was dork, Mot the friendly,
gentle dark thal she had krewn and loved, bt in-
stend o cold, maving, eerie dork thot mede her want
b curl up end hide. She drew her dall, her lifle baby,
to her, The baby seesmed ks losk ot her ond say;
"Don't be ofraid, Mama Luecy, | bove you.™ But lucy
wis afreid, Where wers mome and popo and brother
Perter? The big men with the gurs had come and laken
tham away, and then kbt her hare—alone . . . ‘Why?

Mama sasd that people were goed , , , but she wos
wrang! Good people dan't toke momas from Lucys.
Popa said that whenaver she was afrald, she sheuld
pray ta the Kind Man in Heaven (bt net out loud
‘cause the big men with gura don't like pou to proy
to God.) Pope wai gone, tea, Brothar Pater wos pall
ond handsame with an orange mustache that twitched
whan he wai moad, He ployed with her somedimas . . .

enever he was home . . . but that was ned eften,
Hi too was gonel

She looked araund . . . the Fre in the siove had
gane ouf but she wos foo cold ond afroid to gat owt
af bed, and put some mare wood on @, Shae liked the

fire ‘cousa @ was bright and warm, and tarned many
calars.

Her lummy began to groed; she put her litle hand
on it and pressed hard . . . Akh, gl why warry |
this happered citen. She locked af the food shelf , | .
anky the flaus, Mama made good things from Raur,
bt shie was gone.

the remembered one doy Brother Peter had run
inta the house with o bump under his jocoet. He wos
breathing hard ond he was afraid. Mama and Papa
bad told har ia g awey and be quist but she hid
ond wotched . . . the bemp wes an Fan ko, with o
wire and bwa Fu:n;l:-u-l mertal thot you pud ower your
eors, When you prewsed a buben, musie and volees
came sl of the box! The waices said 1hin5| sk didn't
wnderiddand bud the mesie . . - Akhl the musicd 18 wos
gory and warm, like the fire,

Lhae reld her friemd Poulo obout it, ond Poula told
her parents, and the big men with guns hod come
and ioken Mama, Popa and Peber . . . and naw she
was alene . ..

Autumn

Moncy Finkelshein 56

Yasterdoy, as | peered through the icy gloss of the
sudy ball windew, | naticed that summer hod finally
come fo a phnmnl. pun:u-h| ond. The dagwesd's
leaves were transformed info an orroy of sparkling
rubies by the morning sun, the linden hod not yet
chonged its citron and emenald color, and the moples
ware rodiant in thelr wivid morcon, conory, mnd
rmset folioge. Loter, during the alemesn, | decided
on o walk through the woods in the vidnity of ihe
campui. A | walked through & grave of tewaring

rnuplul-.- “mmnrl:.- absarbing the coal, mippy oir
and the wondrous colors nohere had wroughs, a slar-
tled chipmunk dashed for cover through the terma-
cotio of the follen beaves. A sawsy grey squirrel busily
preparing for the winter ta come, scompered wp @
gnorled ald cak, fo be cut of sight In seconds. The
bore branches of some of the tress made a sharp
black slhoustte ogainst the mather-ofspeart sk]r. Two
white pines siood ot ogaini the ether tree like
blue-green sentinols,

The Piece of Yarn

Befsey Lemberg “54

The wind whistled through the broken I.:I:I‘p‘
d:r-.-pﬂm} and Ents a room which waoz dank o |:||r|§.I
In the far cormer, a litte girl sat heddled, o glazad
laak in her eyes. She wos playing uim|m|:|r with o
pimce of yem ai she kumsned listle snofches of o tune,
On the street below the window, some children played
a gama of tag among the overflowing trash cams
which lined the curb. Across the siresf, a window
opened and o shrill voice pierced the child’s thought.
Showly. she got up ond wondered into the hall. Sal-
umn|:.r she 1 befare o mirrar there, and cantinued
fo play with the plece of yamn. Agaoin the piercng
woice shrilled forih ond the child shivared for B
seemed that the woice was following her. She came

closer to the mirrer and bagan 1o lough seftly, sefily
then hystericolly. She dongled the yam in front of
kiar foce amd bbew of it 5l she loughed ond then
suddenly won silend. She ran fo the window and
lscked down ot the children below plecdingly. Cne
litle boy sow her at the window and polnted, jeer-
ing. The rest of the children began to leugh and
rease. Slowly the tears fell from her eyes. She could
nod gravp the meaning of the childrn’s werds Al
she knew wos thot they were meon words, words
which were meont fo hurl. Then soddenly the hurt
was Forgotten, The lightly hysterical laugh returmed
and o3 she walked ocross the ropm she begon, once
ogain, ke pluck the piece of yam.




Discussion, Difficult and Belligerent

from Senior Cless Boaak reviews of "Caicher in the Rys”
by L 0. Solinger

Adelascance is o lime of searching; searching far riﬂl'ﬁ. far wrong, for love
and for o purpose kn life. Within the figure of Holden Coulfield wos soms
part with whish sach of us could, ond did, identify cursebvss. He personifad
youthl Youth with oll s unhappiness and enceriainty! 'We are fald that ihais
years are the best years of our lives, yet loaking af Hodden, this is hord o
believe, Some doy, we moy book Back and lough. Todoy, esch mounbain we
have to cross is @ high ane, and the searching must ba satisfied.

Ethl:ip liln!;&rg

Heolden Coulfield is in some woys like any ather youth in the warld, Ha i
|ﬁﬂ¥5ng far on arewer ko the “wbiys ¥ af l#ke, for an undnnﬁundiﬁg ab ngplg-‘;
acficns. Eugenn & “Lack Homeward Angel” begins fa realize whot he & lock-
ing for anly after his brother dies, Erickion in “The Cruel Sea” divelops o
new oworeness when his ship i bambed and he b stranded with his crew in
a Mfebeot, but Holden & wnique in that be heas abways keown whoi ha is
laaking for. Wi find our answers by living, the wiser ones by trying to leam
by the mistakes of the old, but all of us, from experience. “Cotcher In The
Rye™ says samething for all who have felt o senie of struggle, for althaugh be
deasn't realize his potential or his purpose, Holden shows us our system and
we iee ourselves in both Holden and the picture he has painted.

Ginger Chodaror

Discussion on this book, in closs, has been quite meager and shallaw bud
mol without mesit. The subject matter i too close fo us, and therefore we
cannot be objective obout its characters, their actions, way: of speaking,
mannerisms, oned thaughts. We, os o group of adelescents, are on the defen.
sive when ditcussing the book, o foct which mokes discussion difficult and

li t when @ :
belligarent when it aceurs Bhodo Gardon

Halden I o very mixed-up kid; e is teo ald to be o child ond 1o young 1a
be mature. Every young persen has difficulties in his stoges of odalescence,
some con surmount them gosily, ond some with hardship, bui same gt com-

bely loat,
plvsely Baymead Senehi

The warld in o gothering tempo is becoming & smaller ploce. Pesceful
plecss uncluttered by ihe turmail of saciafy ore few and for apart. Halden
Cautfield's natural problems, as wall as thowe of ony semsitive youth, are very
mueh intensified by the complex and jungle quality of our sacledy. His iz a
fragic struggle, the struggle fo reconcile perfeciion and the Ideal with o some-

times brutal reality, Richerd K,
avmer

Halden Caulfield shares with all adolescents that desperate in-batwesness
when moles cre neither men nar boys; females neither wemen nor girls. Tha
beak avokes in the reader o reql understonding of the wonderfully ferible

HFHEFIE thot the odelescarn ﬁ{:ﬁdﬂ}' musk ga "'"“'“"'U’" JH;P Shrous

TheCatcher in the Ry

This mussal
besh may shack
you, will meke
pou lough, ead
may break your
heart—but yeu
weilll gt e et it

A SIGNET BOOK

wo i rE el Banhridged



Water calar by Jarry Straus *54

Wiater color by
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J. LEON LASCOFF & SON

. « Pharmaocists . . .

l:':r..l.lrl:a'urr.g-url of .-

SAUL MONDSCHEIM C0.

347 Fafth Avenus

Mew York 16, M. Y.

LEXINGTON AVE AND 8Zod STREET

MEW YORK CITY, M. Y.

1at placa phots by Reymead Senshl
“S&Y, CAM THIS EXFLODER

BEST WIsHES

ta the

SENMIORS

MR. & MRS. BADAGNANI

and ROSEMARIE

Phoae 3-20348

DARIEN WATCH REPAIRING

Watcher and Jewanlry

250 Past Read

Darien, Conn

DARIEN ‘GRILL

PMR:JH Durien

Phone 5-198%

T - |
WARD'S SERVICE E:I'ﬁTIDN

“Service Ty Biwr ﬂi-ﬂ'mlzn.j
| —3I2Baston Post Road ¢~ \T
b D, ca L

JOHN WARD JOSEPH ]. WARD
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ARCH BILT
CORRUGATED PRODUCTS

al-18 GRAND AYVENUE

MASPETH, N. Y.

EVergreen 6-1010

A. L. FISHER

fumlﬂ-‘iﬂdmi 1T
STONE AND HUGHES
— Sifvevrmithy —

264 Post Rosd

Darien, Conm Phioin by Boywand Sershi
“READ YOUR TEXTI™

TROPAQUARIUM The Very Best of Everything

KRIS ELION

&1



Ber Wirhes frem ., .,

JULES AUTO SUPPLY STORE
Raleigh and Hember Bicycles
LOMBARDI'S DRUG STORE Calumbia Bicycles

Emerron aud Mororola Badiar
SFORTING GOODS

DARIEM, COMMN,

227 Past Road Darien, Conn.

Congratulations

To

Fhote: by Roymeand Jesabi
“BUG M THE SOUP."

PENSON & COMPANY

«s« Customs Brokers. ..

INTERNATIONAL FORWARDED

11 BROADWAY

R, R A e Ty AT i e et a0 i L

NEW YORK, N. Y.

s W P P

g e o )
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TOBY'S HOBBY CENTER
“Hobtdes for el Ager—
Healthful and Educationa®

181 Prst Road

Phone 54755

COMET COAT, APRON,
LINEN SERVICE, INC.

STAMFORD, CONM.

BAMBY BREAD CO., INC.

BRIDGEPORT

CONMECTICUT

EGGER'S FOOD SHOPPE

NATURAL
GAS COMPANY. Ine.

WESTPORT, CONM.




DORIS BEAUTY SHOP

POST ROALY

Darien 3-1224

______________

Seamford 4-7318

Diarizn 5-0177

ELECTRIC SERVICE CO.

180 Prst Koad

Darien, Conn,

DARIEN NEWS STORE

DARIEN SHOE STORE
] F130), Prap.
Awthorized dealer for

FREEMAN SHOES
Spacializeng in Repair IWork

3] Takencke Road Drarien, Conn.

“EOBBIE COLEMAM CUTS HER CAKEY

DECORATIVE CLAY
PRODUCTS CO.
Commmesrorative Plarer, Dirber,
Tea-riter

WHEELIMNG, WEST VIRGINLA

Good Luck . . . Good Healrh
TO CLASS OF 1954

VILLAGE PHARMACY
"Prejoripdion Service”

Plone 54272

DARIEN SWEET SHOP

— Luncheondis —

P. LOU CARELLA

Drarien 3-1941




T A

IDEAL PURVEYORS

Incorporated

665 BROCK AVENUE

BRONI, M. Y,

Baked Beans became
popular  because ol che
Parimn bles laws which
Farhade all work Fom
Samurday might oo Sunday
night, Beams haked all
cay Bafutday weee the
AnFwer.

Ciovernment nucrijion £x-
pofes day chil an rermnE of
money valee, from 15
173 of & Famaly allowsnce
for food deould be apent
for milk and irs produco.

et the Best — et Sealtest

SHEFFIELD FARMS.
MAPLEHURST

Cashing Suneet

Springdale, Coon

Telephome 3-3135

W. J. CLARK
Licensed Electrical Contractor

Commercial . . . Residential

A Complore Line of Wiring,
regardless of what i may be

MNORWALK

VI T-988%

ra

Phato by lsoac Ssnshi

“I5 W FEMCIMGT 15 IT DEMCINGT

MUSANTE, BERMAN,
STEINBERG: C0O.. INC.

LN
b
g
o
'
5



HANDLEY-SWEENEY
AMOCO SERVICE STATION

Comigilpre Labrication

71 Posr Hoad Darien

uﬂ#

Phato by Sean-Banil Taube

“¥EE STROOCE"

BOX

1 Takencke Koad
DARIEN
ED MORVELL snd AL WILSOM, Progy,

Hardware, Tools, BPS Painss,
Marime Supplrer, Mantical Charfs,
Fisbing Tackls, Garden Supplier

Dharien 5-0525

SANITARY CLEANERS, INC.

i3 RAILRDAD AVENUE
500 NORWALE

240 POST ROAD

DARIEN

A FRIEND

Draricn 50000 51000

GRIEBS DARIEN PHARMACY

184 Pest Bead

Darien, Conn,




Drrien 5-1%947

CENTRAL DINER
197 Post Road

Dyarien, Conn.

Berr Winker to

CLASS OF 1954

BELL PHARMACY

Phatn by Bill Lowsnbang

LOLNE RORERTS: WHEW WHAT Gasls]

FRANK POLICASTRO & SONS

GLENBROOK, CONM.

{opposite Fire Depamment )

WURTZEL AND GORDON
Incorporated

Meat, Poultry, Frozen Foods,
Dairy Products

BRIDGEPORT, COMMN,

CONNECTICUT
POTATO CHIP CO.

Fost Road 50, Morwalk, Conn

Compliments of

RONALD BENJAMIN




LIBERTY LAUNDRY,

091 MO, MAIN STREET

S, NORWALK, CONNECTICUT

Telephone: YV, 60437

"o YO REVIER GET
AWAY WITH THAT AT THE

UNTVERSITY MR. HODGE" COMPLIMENTS

Pheda by Swea-Berill Tauks

Darien 52325 We Have It

HEPP'S A FRIEND
H vsnervaras, Blactrical Sopaplion
Dieeow Painer, Gerpead Morchardive

Prsr Boad and Cenrer Screer
Dacien, Conn.




The Shop For
MEN AND BOYS

228 POST ROAD

DARIEM, COMNM,

The sbog adere both boyr puad pirls

o rhe rhiriy By Bike.

Dasien $-4T66

WESTERN AUTO

250 POST ROAD EAST

DARIEN

/|

A0 LAID THATI

Fhote by 1. Mewsndinger

Darien 5-1441

DARIEN ELECTRICAL &
Home Furnishing Shop, Ine.

16% Fost Road Lrarien, Conn,

-:l:'.lpr\-nsin.- Theatre )

BUDGET MARKETS, Ine.

STAMFORD . . . NORW ALK

WESTPORT

GENE'S HAIRDRESSER
Complete Beauly Service

DOMNT DELAY , . SEE GENE TODAY

174 POST ROAD

DARIEN, CONM.




GLORIA SUTTON, Inc.

"Diresser from Dawn bhrie Dk

174 Post Road

I5AAC RODEIGUET CUTS A BUNG

Drarien 5-02%5

NOVIS PAINT COMPANY

+¢|Fﬂiﬂ"
« o« Art Materials

« « « Picture Framing

210 POST ROAD

DARIEN, CONMN.

Darien 5-066%

HOWARD JOHNSON'S

DARIEN PET SUPPLY

Pet Safrpdies and Accessorse

Frash Horre Meat

6 West- Avenue Datien, Conn.

THE HANDCRAFT SHOPPE
Hand Weaving Locvms

Yarss and Supplies, Knithing Yarng

23 Tokenecke Boad

Darien, Comn.

The Shop for
GOOD LIVING

224 Boston Post Boad Drarien, Coon,

Fearaving tée Pimert in Food and Gifis




498 SEVENTH AVERLE

NEW YORK 18, N. Y.

PEnnsylvanin 6-5547-8

I




STUDENT DIRECTORY

Sath Abaluon, 200 Ave. M., Brcakiyn, M. Y., GE 40844
Rosemarie Bodognani, 26-12 #1s¢ 5i., Jockian Hesghts, MY,
IL 7=1%52
ke Back, & M. Busaal 51, Beaston Mo, A T-TF00
Unda Ball, 45 W, Pk 5t Mew York, M. Y., TR 3-5037
Ranakd Bengamin, 185 Alden Rd., Woodmere, M. Y.,
FR 4-4042
Judl Bernsteln, 2153 Cropsey Ave., Brooklyn, ML Y.,
ES 21571
Cindy Blum, ?6 Pinehurst Bd., Holyoke, Mass,, RO 7202
Doty Bocala, Cherry Lown Schoel, Darken, Conn,
DA 5-197&
Rache! Brawn, 130 E, 10th 5t Mew York, ML Y., GR 548637
Ginger Chodergy, 34 Lanark Rd., Siomiond, Conn.,
ol 4.07 £8
Babbie Caleman, 813 W, Market St., Bethlehem, Penn.,
UM 55753
Buddy Curron, ﬂ'uﬂ'q- Lown Scheol, Darien, Cann.,
D& 51574
Joyce Derwin, 334 E, Fulbon 51, Long Beach, ML ¥,
LB &1981)
Lucy Dafi; 377 Broadway, Lawraca, M, Y., CE P-154%
Connéie Fekete, Hotel Beacon, Apt. 150%, Mew Yark, H. Y.,
TR 7-2500
Fancy Finkalstain, 15 Bayley Bled., Hudson, M. Y.,
HU B=0R30
Arlane Fishar, 7327 194rh 50, Flushing, W, Y., HO 4-306&3
Judy Fsher, & Clasendon St Mesdonvifle, Mo, LA 7-3009
Dee Flowesman, 340 Myrtle Ave., Irvingtan, N, 1.,
ES 1-4432
Judie Forray, 50 E. 1%th 51, Brooklyn, M, ¥., BA 2-9434
Mike Gold, oo A Fisher, 4 E. 48th 5t Mew York, M, Y.,
MU 25312
Rhoda Gardon, 1827 Epmnu o, Philndul_phlu, Penn.,
Kl 53780
Dave Gorn, &0 Brocklown Ave., Stamford, Conn,
5T 3-4178
Fio Gralnick, £5-81 Saunders 51., Farest Hills, M. T
W 72439
Mika Greenberg, 450 W, 241k St Mew Yook, WY,
OR 5-72%0
Helen Grosamsan, &01 W. 2dth Sk, New Tork, M. Y.,
WA 4. 5500
Lynn Habar, 40 Suiten Place 5., Mew York, M. ¥, PL 8-032¢
Jakn Hamiflan, 327 indion Heod Rd., Riverside, Conn.,
0G 7-1670
Judy Hess, Sloane’s Point, Sands Paint, M. 1., PO 7:1670
Tam Husstis, 719 Websser 54 MW, Washingtan, B, C,
TU 22553
Andy Jampaler, 1244 Granl Ave,, Apt. 1-0 Brons, ML Y.
Robaria Kail, &2 Pepper Ridge Rd., Stomfard, Cann.,
5T 35287
Richard Kownar, 28-11 &5th Aves Forest Hills, M. Y,
IL ®-6%33
Gwen Krokower, Bouth Bd., Paughkesepsie, M. Y., POVP4E5
Froed Loseol, 125 E, 73nd 5t Mew York, M. ¥., RE 7-285%
Ted Lavaal, 534 Mill 5¢., Guincy, Masi., PR 3-3746
Betsey Lemberg, 81 Boyview Ave., Great Mack, M. Y.,
G 2-7 504
Judy Lerner, 731 Scrantan Ave., E, Reckaway, M. Y.,
LY B-&TeP
Bols Livingskon, 156 Craig Awe., Frespen, M, Y., FR 7224
Bill Lowenberg, 1414 lnHInT Avar,, Morfalk, Ya., NO 2:5234
Sandy Lutz, 150 Baw Lane, Indisnapolis, Ind., Gl 3754
Juily Maltz, 125 Lewis 55, Perth Amboy, N, 1., PA 4-4350-W
Laina Mandel, 720 E. 17k 5t., Brooklyn, M. Y., NA B-2740
Alison Millas, 34 River Rd.. Cos Cab, Conn., GR 8-2456
Fran & Sondy Neuer, 237 Pomans Ave., Newark, M, J.,
WO 3485

Albert Hewman, 890 Yictaria Rd., Sydney, Movo Scotia.
Kerry O'Flyn, RD# 5, Hidgu-ﬁu-ld', Conn., 5. Solem 3-3448
Elena & Helen Ogus, 315 E. B8th 51, Mew York, N. ¥,
LE 4-5504
John Podko, BOODY 35th Ave_, Jockson H-uighh. M. ¥
IL &-3150
Bob Penzon, 165-11 20th Ave., Flushing, M. ¥., FL 3-1787
Davie Papkin, 52 Elwoeod Dv., Springfield, Moss., 5P 4-1401
Koren Rosas, 274 River Rd., Red Bank, M. I, BB &0195
Lagie Roboers, ¥8 Rlverside Dr., Apt 120, Mew York, M. ) i
TR 4-FF01
lsaoc Rodriguez, Corona # $05-Box 34, Sanfioge de Cuba,
Cuba
Jock Roth, Smith Lane, 'Wocdmars, B, Y., FR 4-30353
Pete Sochs, 124 'W. 7%h 51, Mew Tork, M. ¥ TR 7-7dd]
David Schancupp, 1499 Bouleward, Mew Haven, Conn.,
M 48687
Marman Saligmany 147 Talbed Awe., Dorchester, Mass.,
Té& 5-B710
lsooc & Raymond Senehl, &7 -gb 10Bth St., Forest Hills, MUY,
LI 4-0081
Bella Shamilzodeh, &4-11 79th St., Forest Hills: W, 7.,
TW 7-2521
Pauld Bhopire, 47 Flaza 5., Brooklyn, M. ¥, 5T 3-7541
Rochelle Sholder, 13 J"I'hghlund 5i., Ravere, Mass_,
RE B-00u80M
Pawl Silver, 8804 43 Or., Rego Park, M. Y., T'W 7-6838
Jeff Spirer, 1275 E, Sih 84, Brocklyn, W, ¥, BA B-3147
Ingée Stome, T34 Gabe Place, Mew Terk, M, Y., Kl 36927
Janathan Stone, West Hill R4, S2omford, Cann., 5T 3-4050
Jarry Strous, P10 14%th 51, Jemoica, M, Y., BE 5-0524
Harbie Strahl, 734 Hartland Ave.. Mantreal, Canoda,
AT 3308
Svan Tavbe, Geef Turgaian 32, Sleckhalm, Swaden,
5T 403644

Clower Wall, Box 18, Waat Redding, Conn.

Jolhn Ward, 1828 E. 241h 5t., Brooklyn, M. Y., E5 4-4705

Luey Webber, 34 Beachwood Ave., Springfield, Mass.,
Bp 3.0534

Buth Weainer, 17 Gramercy Park 5., Mew York, M. Y.,
R L0592

Gilbert Windhedm, 8 Dundes Rd., Larchmont, M, Y., -
LA 20017

Chuck Wishnew, 11 Birch Ave., Wheeling, Wes Ve,

WO 3347
FACULTY

Mra. 1. D, Ahrend, Bax TOF, Sarasata Beoch, Slesta Kay,
Sarmspin, Fla.

Mre. B Brown, 1200E, 108h S8, Mew York, MY, GR 54437

M, B, Burwsll, BDF 4, Wesiport, Conn,

Mrs. L L Craky, Chesry Lown Sehoal, Darien, Conm,

Mz B, Cunningham, 10 Highland Ave., Sharos, Mes,

Mma, 3, de Carvills, Hing:-bqr Terrace, 11 Badierd Ava.,
Morwalk, Conn.

Mr. Hermonn Einsmann, 19 Old Kings Highwoy 5.,
Darien, Conn.

Miss E, Fround, chaz Mlile, Lengir, 44 rue Perrohet,
Meuilly a/8 France

Miss B. Gasell, 5715 Pembarion 54,, Philadelphio, Fenn.

Mr. J. Hamandingar, 3348 Znd Ave., Oeean Side, Long -
Hland, M. ¥.

ir. C. Hodge, 23 Pringesse Royale Ave,, Longveul,
Quabee, Camada ! #

Mir, and Mre. W, Johnson, Chatham, Mass.

Mirs, Bprne Milbor, Ces Coby Conn.

Mr. A, Sevigny, 30 Highland Ave., Newionville, Mo, £

Mir. L. C. Zuber, Rosevllle Rd., Westpart, Conn.




The CHERRY PIT staff wishes to say Thank You to our
printers, T. O'Toole & Sons, Inc., of Stamford, for years
of patient understanding and help for beyond our con-
tract=and to Mr. Leonard H. Wogksch, especially, our
gratitede and affection.




