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Real education

comes from a life-long discipline —
from within the individual.







What are wa?
We mixivres,

‘We fladgling creators, fledgling daities.

| am a child

In tones of wonder.
M iones DF dEn:.l-ur'u.
Sometimes
a child old enough fo know —
In tones of joy.

What iz & child?
A different species
A separate order of man —

And yet — what is so different about a child?
Is it that we are all poats when we are children'?












Solitude — in which to




reflect on what we are.
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the greater your chance fo be able to build yourselves beautiful lives.




AS FAR BACK

& long fime back,

As long as fime fo be exact,

| saw @ man dressed in black.
He iz mine, i
He iz yours,

In life | meet him,

ir death | lose him,

And now | am fargottan,

Lowis Blaier.

Sixsh Crede: Abbey Hayer, Micheel Boris, Tom Gliver, Hewsrd Devis, lowis Bleiegr, Bewerly Grasnibarg.
Bina Ehrlick, Julie Bleir-Smith, Rober Fasker, Allagra Dedpe.
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sapyoy spniseb

Swing Song

Swing, veing,
Here's my throne, snd | an & kingl

Busquaain Alanag

. Twing, sing,
Seving, sing.

Farewell, earth, for | am on the wing,

Lerwe, high,
Lo mnd kigh,

Bt

Like & bird, through
Suwnny skl

Fran, fres
Crver tha lea,

Creer the mountain, over the wea.

U, diowen,
Up and down,

Which in the way 1o Lendon town?

Where, where,
Up in tha air,

Close your wyes, and naw yea're therel

Soon, soon,
Afrernoan,

Crvmr the sunset, ower the moan,

Far, faf,
Crwer the b,
Swmaping on from slar to starl

Ma, A,
Lovey, lowe,

Sweeping daitien with my tos,

Sloray, slow,
Te and fro,

Sl — Slaw — Slow = Slaw.

Jaulie BlssrSmith



14

richard wast

My Pencil

When you look casvally at it, my pencil is just an ordinary pen-
cil. However, just as a dog is man’s best friend, and a dismond is
a girl’s best friend, a pencil is a student’s best friend,

It writes with an “anchored lead” (graphite) core. This core is
covered with a half-nch radivs fube of wood, The tube is made
info a hexagonal figure. It is then dipped in while paint and an
erasar, made from rubber, is attached with & strip of mefal. An
interesting thing to noke in pencil eraser attachers is that na two
companies use the same brand of metal. They really don’t have fo
write the brand name because the metal would show it. Lastly the
brand name, manufacturer, and number are placed on one side
of the pencil,

When | pick up my Mumber 2 Pedigree pencil made by Empire
Pencil Company, | immediately feel how smooth it is. The seven
and five-gighths inch rod does not slip from my hand, though, bt
is such that | maintain a firm grip on it, like a fishing rod.

Yes, when you look casvally af it, my pencil is just an ordinary
pencil.

Hilary Fried
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My Beachball

| havent had my beachball very lang, but it is the first beach-
ball that hasnt popped after two weeks. | bought it in Austria,
and it has run away from me already on the rough lake waters
of the Millsbaterses,

My beachball is made of colored plastic, and of as much
air as it will held. The enly thing my ball is good for is play-
ing catch and punch ball, unless of course, vou call riding it
a uge, It is also wvseful for entertalining small children.

My ball is bigger than any pumpkin | have ever sean. I
is as round as an orange and has yellow, greenm, and red
stripes all cver it It feels like a waorn-out fire fube. The ball
smaells like a new post card or a playing card. As | listen to
if, it sounds like a J:rl;be:kiing fire, or the calm noises on the
shore. It fastes — on the green stripe, like a mint; on fhe yellow
stripe, like a grass; on the red, like an orange.

O course it locks like the head of some cuter space man,
ar a mixed up Hre,

| lowe my mixed up beachball.

Robert Miller.

Saventh Grade Robert Miller, Andy Har

¢ Richhs Cehen, Jeff Thenstesd, Gary
Road, Judy Ehrlich, Hilary Fried, Richard
Barkowitz, Mirigr Basch.
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Eighth Grade: Hicki-ley Bohm, Ei-_dhlrd Feargalia, Michasl
Senft, Sus Shathous, George Grjenthal, Louise Fhillips.
fosend: Jamees Thamuresd.

grace spooner
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Barnice Hardy, Brsce GoldRme, Jodsm Berman, Bethel
Strode, Gery Powers, |sabal Sharcupp.
checki, Mark Perlman

Lifedd  Siw

Life Versus Death

Arcund the media of normal life and everyday procecdure there
ara realms and warlds man knowes nothing absaut. Way, way back,
husnsdreds of thousands of years flying into the past, a mortal. shim.
mering in all his prefound glary, came darting across the heavens
to @ middle point where earth and sky meet, Fram the other snd
of the solar system there arose a corpse filled with peace and tran.
quility. The two shadowed figures met In ane of thess hidden
realms, each face hidden by the sun by day and the mean by
nignt. Here it was af a heavenly time these two figures began an
argurment so powerful that it shook the reslms of mother natura
and a solitary, thin, pale hand once filled with life trembled in the
still of the night, This unexpected encounter was laking place and
there was nothing 1o do but wait.

The mo-tal who represented life and all that is warth s uggling
for stcou upright with a picture of reassurance painted across his
face vhile the corpse stood peacefully, mare like a god, without
the lines of sweat and pain that come with walking life’s path.

The figure with defeat and success embroidered in him pointed
fo a star.

“This is my world," and he began to tell his story. “Here there
i life and people to mix and mingle and make decisions. There is
a farmer and a duke’s daughter making a profitable trade. There
is something daoing, and something to contribute 1o and master
through hard labor,”

The corpse listened intently. When he spoke his ghast-like finger
did nat paint ta a star but he looked about him.

"Here is death,” he began, "peace, almness and serenity. Here
everyone is equal even though one grave may have a gold nugget
placed on it and another a rese bud. After the deceased has been
properly buried the headstone is merely a sign for those still re-
maining in life. The soul carries on and into the world of mist and
foy you are flown with & vallay of tears left behind. Here there is
no problem fo choke your brain and no hammer to beat a rhythm
of guilt. No unfartunate handicap can lessen your equality, Here it
i5 man and man alone riding through fields of calmness and seren-
ity and climbing mountains to reach peaks of pesce, to take his
heart with him as hiz ticket to the land of unforgotten dreams,”

Life locked pleased and answered, "Then the struggle going on
in my world is surely warth all its frying maments and back break-
ing days. If someone does not find his share in me he will lock
forward to travaling with you, and if my world were to be aban-
doned, yours would serve no purpase and not fulfill its conquest.
Therefore we need sach ather and are dependent on cne anathaer,”

The two powers decided to leave everything as it was, since
they had reached a common understanding, Until in some future
time when there may arise a wiser plan, man shall first live — be
taken in by all that life has 1o offer — place his cards down and
begin a bold adventure. Then he shall die and begin a destined
journey to the promised land where death shall receive him,

— Lowise Phillips




Summer
Bungalows

summer bungalows, once spofs of
gainty, are now forlorn outposts of civil-
izatian, left alone to decay. Window shut-
ters hang dizzily at all angles, held on
by a lone screw, The gutters sre clagged
with leaves and window sills are piled
high with dust. Occasionally a solifary
mouse scampears hurriedly through the
musty rooms, The white dust covers im-
part an air of bleakness and loneliness.
Silence iz the undisputed master hald-
ing the l:lurbgah;lw in ifts grip. When sum-
Mer comes once more, the bungalow
will be released from winter's destruc-
tive hold, only to be thrust into it the
suceeeding winter, It s & never-anding
cyiele.
Richard Maorgalis.
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To a Storm

Take up your thunder and wander away.,
Come neverrnore hare fo stay,

You have frightensd the cattle —

Scared the sheap —

Shaken me out of a silent sleep.

Your farce is of greatness,
Power wunending,
Houses you smash, trees you are bending.

Storm, shorm
Terrible baast
Go elsewhers
And have your feast,

I've seen your evil deeds unfald,
In veur wake God's power you hald,
My land is in nuin,
My livestock daead.
Leave me alane to hang my hesd,
Michael Sanft.

If weas dead fall
and the wifhering luaves Lh
crowdhed the ground with bifferness.

|ssbel Schancupp
















Individuals |



uniting in the common bond of thought.







Enthusiasm, vitality, jov of living —
that iz what the werld needs =0 much,
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Movwales, Tormi Rephasl, briane Sylva. Sylsia Jacobs,

FHrery Schodtlend

Minth Grade: Lase Crosby, Andrew Meuwisth, Brooks
Lyan, Dansel Gressman, Lyra Redking, Craig Yarden,
Rebart Shamiman, Roni-Sue Lengsem; Allyn Feldes
mar, Anits Barrett, Cercl Lopaliky, Geargia G-
dowiioy, Barbars Beitscher, Jean Silbersiein.
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Joal Frank,

Wil Chorash, Jobn Skepherd, Pedro

Mimih Grade:
Giormenhairmwer,
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ludwig zuber

Az | sat in the woods one night, & beautiful moth flew
out of the darkness; coming slowly, he glided in out of
the cool night air. | froze in my position so 1 would
not disturb him. The meth circled the glass of my lantern
ta get coser to the radiant light. Finally he found the
opening in the glass and slipped inside. Now he was a
prisoner in the chamber of flarme. He beat his delicate
green wings against the glass In ever increasing rhythm.
But he would not fly out. The golden light of the blaze
hald him.

| lifted the glass section of the lantern to let the pris-
oner out, But as | did this, he disappeared info the flamse,
| was too late. The light had done its work — the call of
the fire was irresistible and overwhelming., Why, | asked
myself? Why did the light draw the moth on, until he
died for it? My thoughts kept returning to the lovely
green moth that had glided cut of the darkness to meet
death in a flame,

Barbara Beitschar.




The dark window, nearly opaqued by filth, creaked slowly upward on ifs rust-
encrusted track. An empty orange-juice can arched out of the window and floated
gently down, catching the harsh dirt-filtered gleam of the maorning sun. In the
alley below lay & large garbage heap, like some impossible medieval dragan,
A wizened old tom cat was crouched watchfully next o the dragon, scavenging
for food. The can clattered noisily down the monster’s side, starting minor aval-
arches af pubble as it descended. At the sound the cat scutiled like some grafesgue
bestle, toward ifs hole, here he knew he would have to stay for the remaincer
of the day to aveid savage, ravening dogs, and boys who stocd on the decrepit
fire-escapes and threw down pieces of crumbling masonry. The can came to rest
at the side of the heap and 2 small section of East Harlem awoke fo another

draary day,

Brocks Lyon.

A Walk

“All right, I'm coming!”

He kicked upon the door, walked out of the room, went into the
bathroom, flipped on the water in the chipped-enamel sink, and gazed
ot it as it slowly filled up. After he shut it off he sploshed his face in
the cold water and eased the sudden shock with his hands, He reached
out blindly for a towel and having vsed it tossad it aside.

“Will you hurry up?” a voice yelled from downstairs.

“Ah, shut up!” he said as he jogged down the stairs.

“What's for supper anyway?" he finally said, after a long pause.

“Hash."

“Hash? Thiz = only the fifth fime this week we've had 1t.”

"You just keep that mouth of yours closed and eat what | give you.
Wou- ot ..o e

0, K.Y he said, with a forced calmness in his voice, "Il eat ir."

After supper he left and started walking down the lonely street. It
was a cold night and he only had on a thin jacket, but he didn't seem
to mind. He kept on walking with his hands in his tight hip-pockets,
oocasionally spitting at the over-piled trash cans that cluttered up the
dirty street, He came o an empty beer can and sent it noisily down
the street with a kick.

“Damn it]" he said with tears in his eves,

He approached the dented can agein and kicked with all his might.
He kept en walking and came to a new street (which was very odd
because he knew most every street arcund his neighborhood). It was
a narrow street, as was his, with little alleys going everywhere, and
spider-web fire escapes, draped with laundry, choking the shabby dirry
tenement-houses that lined the street on either side. On the street he
passed two small childrem, of about five or %o, who ware amusing

themselves by floating beer caps in a puddle” by & sewer-opening. He
cantinued farther and went by a group of beys, of about ten, smaking
behind an old abandoned garage and shooting crap. Then he ceme to
an cld apartment house where two hoods sat on the steps cleaning
their finger-nails with switch-blades, and laughing boisterously at some
obscane thing. Toward the end of the street was an interesting bar
(interesting because it was clean) called the Crossroacds Bar. As he
aproached it he saw a man lying in the middle of the sidewalk dead-
drunk. He looked at his unshaven face, with aleohol-stained lips, and
his dirty stained coat that probably hadn®t left his back in five years.
He could smell his awful breath, Just then a cop came and dragged
the old man off: probably 1o wind up in the Medical Schoal cut up in
a thousand pieces. After the cop left, the boy started walking again
until he came to a little park where he sat down on one of the carved-
up benches and buried his head in his hands and just sat there thinking.

He looked up after a litle while and saw the busy city in the middle
of the rush-hour turmoil, with the cars and nolsy trucks pushing
through. As a young lady, in a tight pink skirt, walked by with silver-
dyed hair, and a ridiculous locking toy poodle, he lsughed in a dis-
gusting way to himself. He then got up and went up to the door of
the drugstore and pushed it cut of his way. He locked around fo see
if anyone had noticed his grand entrance, but the slore was empty.
He didn't really know why he had gone into the store but he finally
bought a pack of cigarettes and continued en his unknown way.

While he was walking he tried to figure out why he had gone on
his litthe journey, but he couldn't. He kept on walking; he didn't know
where the hell he was going, but he kept on walking.

Joel Frank
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Tenth Crades Bask Rew: Judy Sugeman, Gerl Schat-
tervsbein, Mark Pioe, Wilksm Gordon, Frond Row:
Rachard Workman, Caal Blain, Mae Wanda Micheel,
Raobsr Hirning, Bruce Tapper, Ardene Auerbach.
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Tanth Gracle: First Baws Lynn Geynos, Dorna Kanmi.
Zacond Row: Barbars Belef. Jef Kloshe, Chris Duff,
Lourie Gegron, Allia Fraanksl, Third Roaw: Laigh
Baecal, Roberia Aceenberg, Derek Jessop.
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Lynn Gaynor

Sunlight glittering,
Tres=s shimmering,
Wandering aimless soul,

That was |, wandering through nature’s forest.

| crossed a bridge
water flowing, with rocks shining through
this transparent salution,

Up ahead there was an apple tree and beneath
it there stood . ...

. « » The deer scattered at my approach and
leaped off into the brush,
And | with the eruiosity of a child followaed.
But ended my pursuit lost and came out into a
field still a wandering aimless soul.
Arlene Averbach.
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Jo-Ann Stracks

Where Can You Go?

What are you complaining about? You say that you're
poor, yel you have a house, & fine wardrobe, and plenty
of food. Oh, ne, my friend, you are not poor; you are lucky!
You are lucky not to have experienced frue poverty. | know,
for | am living in a world of poverty. When | first came o
this country of so-called freedom, honesty, and many oppor-
tunities, | was filled with many dreams and ideas; but were
they ever fulfilled? Mow that It's toa late | realize that this
can never be! Can you imagine what it's like living in pov-
erty, to beg and steal for food, to buy the cheapest and
thinnest clothing, to hide your money under your mattress,
for fear that someane may swindle you or steal it? Do you
know what it's ke to go work walking threugh filth and
grima? Mo, vou cannot know, for this word 1 live in i a
strange world where man can aexist on but little,

If you sheuld not happen te like this world of hate and
damnation, o whem and where can you run? I'm talking
ta you, little man, yvou with the fom clothe: and sunken
eyes. Run, eld man, run! Run, and when you stumble and
fall pick yourself up and keep running onl Where? Oh, any
place where you can hide from this filthy, ratlen world,
Don't atay and try to getl ahead, not heral Mo matter how
hard you try you'll never succeed, never| Don't tire your-
self out. Don't struggle, even for vourself; you're not warth
it Maybe in the next world feshle Han, rn.n',rhe in the next
warld you'll find peace and happiness!

Judy Sugarman.
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His identity does not matter, nor do
any of his deeds, for after death
everything of his self will cease 1o
exist, He iz one of mullitudes and
does not cownt. He shares his meager
salf with all, living humbly, just barely
existing, loving his fallow beings, but
he will be forgotten.

He dogs not exist for the material,
but for the spiritual; not for cents, but
for lowe, and when his eyes close noth-
ing will be remembered.

Mo land is in his person. He will
nat be able to afferd a plot or epitaph,
and therefore will be loocked down
upon as a parasite on his fellow man.

More ls achieved than life and
death, he lives for God, and dies for
His zake and that of his fellow man.
All connected will despize him. His
ashes will be spread over the sarth,
naver ta be united. His body will know
na resting place. He is a frue man.

Peter quﬂus-

11tk Grade: Tap: Penmy Edwards,
Phylls Peed, Beverly Maion, Reb-
arl Manr, Patir Marcus, Joy Kahn,
Willlen Hardy,

Bottomi Richard Bredes, Peier Bo-
gart, Michael Gray, Kethiz Barling,

Judy  Sall,

Itih Grade; Tap: Raben Edelmam.
fhaies  Safenowhz. Centern  Lewrie
Wilsen, Julla Schegick. Bamom: Mira
Frost, Meryl Lidsky, Jemes Har

Bhgant; Jens Kepacs, Rolf Swerson, Larry Goefinkle, Hank Orgel, Bobert Weashaimer.
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basil bureeell

11 Grade: Top: lohe Matansan, Ray
Buboff. Cenfer: Chrstopher Med
wad, Foger Richman, Frank Hailiy,
Boftomn: Emily Upkon, Marjorle Me
mshaw, Maxirs Rabinavitch

Abaent: Sesn Meson.
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“"There are four seasons to the

waar,” said tha lacturer,

“Spring.”

“Adolescence,” said the poet,

“Bummer.”

“Growth and maturity,” said the poet.

IiF'lElJI

“Fulfilliment and middle age,” said the poet.
“Winter."

“Dld age,” said the poet.

“Perhaps this young man would care to take over the lacture,”
Said the understandably annoyed speaker. »
“1 would,” said the poat.

"Beginning from the beginning,

Spring weather is adolescent —

Changeable, unpredictable — at one moment laughing, at the next crying:

e day angry, the next soft and forgiving.

Living things are adolescent in

sSprimg —

Gawkily,” happily, rapidly growing.

Every color of love i3 adolescently evident in spring.

Spring is adolescence symbolized —

Whirmsical and gay, emoctional and moody at one and the zame
fime,

Summer s the time

of growth.

Thiz is the time when the seads that you planted earliar are growing,
And you tend them happily,

Proud of their growth,

They are helped and fertilized by the sunshine and the storms,
Which are heavier and less frequent than the spring.
Summer is a time of maturing,

O smooth growing,

Of getting ready for the harvest.

Indian summier and fall —

The harvest, the time of reaping the plants you've been
tending.

This is the fulfillment, the peak.

The weather iz golden, warm, comfortable and brief,

Late fall is middle age —

Still golden and beautiful but more rain,

Which often brings a last blaze of glory,

Then comes wintar,

And dying,

And bareness ... ..

Everything is bare or white-covered,

A white cavering often camouflages bareness,

But when it disappears the barnmess is seen.

The end of winter is like dyving, but then comes the new year —
Transmigration and rebirth,”

Laurie 'Wilson

Meryl Lidsky




Henry Orgel

My house stands at the end of a deserted road, My
lamp radiates light and warmth on the road's gloomy
ending. Some find it pleasant te walk 1o the end of
& road and find a light awaiting them. 1 have lsarnael
mueh by observing those wha stop by my light,

Leng ago, during the spring, a young girl would
approach my light every evening. She was mat by a
handsome youth, They made o beautifyl couple, bland-
ing in perfect harmony with nature’s warmth and vie
tality.

MNow it is December, The road is gray and barren,
The trees are grotesque in their nakedness. The only
fertile ground is now hard and cald, | atill sea the girl.
She walks to my light every avening, When she reaches
i1, she stands by it for a long fime, She looks around,
as if expecting to find somesne waiting for her by
the light, | think she is locking for the bey. | have not
seen them together since the leaves began to fall,
Winter's chill has reached the boy's heart, and he loves
her no lenger. But the girl still hepes that he will retumn
ta the light and love her as before,

She begins to cry quietly as soon as she i sure thai
no one is approaching the circle of light, and then
trudges aimlessly inta the darkness,

Maxine Rabinovitch,

The silence of the night was broken by the crackling of
leaves. A man’s lean body slipped threugh the bushes, and
in the light of the full moon all he could see was tha barren
road, which had no signs of life. Thoughts of panic raced
across his mind. He was alone in a atrange place and there
wergnt any houwses alang the rosd, and yet he possessed a
feeling of safisfaction. For the first time in his life he felt that
he had autsmarted someone.

The late autumn wind seemed to ge through kim. Per-
haps it wasn't such a smart move. It wag tea late ta furn
back, and vet, whare would he go? His body shook; partly
from fear and partly from the biting wind, Why had he done
it? The answer was simple. He wanted fo prove he was
smarter than everyone else. But was he? He had run far
over a day without eating or slepping. His legs ached and
his stomach gnawed fram hunger, His body resled with
fatigue. Every minute he hated himself mare for his im-
pulsive action, Bitter tears began to swell in his oyes ai hg
sat down on the road, His hesrt was heavy. Life offered
nething te him. He was alone in the warld. There was no
place to go, no one 1o turn to. His eyelids were heavy. They
were closing — no, he couldn't sleep. He would surely be
found. But what did it really matter? He had no place fa go.
His eyelids closed, his head fell and he slept. Meanwhile
the 2earch far thea eicapad convict continued, each minutes
drawing nearer 1o the sleeping man.

Marjorie Memarow,

49




———

e —]

[ —
w—
p— ]

T kel

HH







Dear Class of 1940,

Mrs. Craig made me promise that, though | have now given up
iy administrative dufies, | would shill write fo i:{l'lf_-"ﬂ o5 for each one
af you, IF Dwrote abaut you — wihy not also to you?

Especially since it is not lang ago | saw you nearly daily as my
history students, of whom | grew most fond and in whom | saw
real pramise, Promises of which vou were nof yet aware. 5o many
different personalities — so many different promisas!

Eemember Dr. Boris's recent assemblies, You are building your
own selves ond your own worlds, May the day never come when
vou are not aware of the bright, beaufiful world around you: the
bracing morning air, the scudding clowds and the flitting birds, the
changing colors and forms of all vegetation, and the charm of
little children, the pathas of veuth, the beauty of art and music, the
majesty of human achieverment, the sublimities of human lives, the
intimafion around ws of a Divine Presence.,

May God help you to grow in character and in wisdom, give you
strength to see where your plain duty lies and 1o practice haresty
{not only because it is a matter of policy} and build friendships
which are net 8 refined form of caring for vourselves, and fo really
learn that there iz a greater blessing in giving than in receiving, in
loving than in being loved.

Catherine of Siena said that happiness and unhappiness are like
our right and left hands — both must be put to good use. Remems
ber that often in life we cannot distinguish bebween them. 5o aften
| have had a disappointment or what looked like a real blow, only
to find that what appeared like a loss furned out fo be a blessing in
disgyuiige,

Mewver do less than YIS A dal I you pul aff fll tomorrow o
really start trying, you may never do it You will be pleased with
less and less.

"Wi skoda prinsar, dar barn vi blicke, men vuxna kungar vi fim-
ma icke — "We zee princes when we look at children, but full-
grown kings we seldom find among us.”

At lazt Il wish for wou somathing which has besn the magle of
iy happy life: Find such kind of a life work that will be hard for
vou to distinguish between what is vour work, and what is your
pleasura.

God bless you,

“Your old friend, Dr. Stael”
Christina Stael v.h. Bogoslovsky




My very dear Seniars,

Again the time spproaches when | must begin to think of “my seniars” as
Cherry Lawn graduates. What can | say to you, in parting, that | have not said, in
one way or ancther, fime and fime again?

| think of you as you were when | first knew you — young, unsure of vourselves
both schelastically and socially, | look at you as you are now — still young, {cam-
paratively ), but alder, d-:.-ﬁnrre?-,- and pmi‘lwgh,r maturing toward the attainment of
seffous purpose and the acceptance of high standards of schalastic achievemaent,
perscnal conduct, and social responsibility, | imagine you as you will be in the years
to come and | am reminded of the ralk by Dr. Baris when he said thar vou will be
your own life-long companion, | hape, with all my heart, that each of you will
become the kind of person with whom you will be prowd and happy to live, The
qualities of intellectual alertness and dynamic imterests, of dependability and re-
sponsibility, of human understanding, sympathy, kindness, tenderness and com-
passion, all these attributes will contribute toward the integrity which will make You
a good companion fo yourself, a person worthy and capable of lasfing friendship
and love, & son or a davghter, &8 husband or a wife and a parent sble to oxtend
and expand your “self” to incdude those wha are near and dear 1o you. Your wel-
fare, your success and your happiness will then be far greater than your own lim-
ifed, personal achisvements and zatisfactions and will grow and Increase +|-|r|:|l;,|g|'=-
out your lives,

You may think that, during the past year, | have over-emphasized the impor-
tance of academic schievement. This year, mare than ever before, the competifion
for cellege admission makes high grades a most vital qualification, But good grades
are the natural result of sincere intellectual inferest, implemented by the tools of
consistent and perservering work, ocrganization of time and materials and the con-
scious, unrelenting effort to master facts, develop judgement, and draw conclusions
based on Facts, Be aware of your thinking processes, guide and direct them foward
the desired ends. Every one of you needs and is worthy of confinued education and
| earnestly hope that each of you will be accepted by the very best college for
which you can qualify.

As you look back on your years at Cherry Lawn you will surely forget the linle
disagreaments and frustrations such as come fo all of us from time fo time. You will
remember the beauty of the campus in spring, the thrill of finding the salufion to
some difficult problem, the inspirafion from a book, a poem, or some special class
or person, the emotional impact of a play or of the Christmas Pageant, the deep-
felt joy in friendships with teachers and with fallow-students, Remember, always,
that thase of us whao have worked with and for you here have endeavored, with
deep devotion and high ideals, to help you on your way toward becoming that
“good life-long companion to yourself.” And when you hear er think of “Pomp and
Circumstance,” remember

Your always devoled
Lettie Lee Cral

{without parmp and in aﬂ
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Fram an island far awa v a 5ing||: caranu! floats ashiore,
Where da you come fram . . .
I picked up the coconwt and pressed it to my breast, | am
a wanderer also,
How long have vou roamed the waves since you wese
taken fram your native land . . .
A quiet longing swells within my heart.

Whan shall | zee my hame .:lg.n.ir.-l eoh when thall |
rEfurm . . .

The beach is empty as | slowly walk over the sand dunes, forcing the
sand between my toes, The night is quiet, and | must be alone, with only
my thoughts for companions. | remember the people and | know they are
with me, although | walk alone tonight. If s cold out now, and the wind
blows the sand round and round, faster and faster, until all patterns are
blurred and ultimately indistinguishable,

If there are no marks in the sand, maybe there are no other people.
I call, but there is no answer other than the low moan of the wind, What
am | going fo do? There iz na one here. Will | be able to stand the world
alane? Look, there are tracks in the sand. Those are tha prints of a barefoot
man. 3omeane has walked hare before meal

Rum, Bun . . . and shawt ¥l am alivel | am alival™

Marsha Ele_e-inl':u:rg




richard MeswWman

bonnie rubin

[T T




The delicate pink and whife flowar petals float
dawn fram above my head like soft white snow-
flakes — gentle, billowy specks of remembrance.
They remind me that a long time ago — was it in
March, April, May or perhaps June can't racall,
but | too was young and wery much in love; in
love with everything, love, life, and him. During
ihat time of apple blossoms he said to me, “Don't
laugh at the stars far they laugh with you.” It was
a time when every moment was filled to the brim
with happiness, sadness and oh, so many moods
— like a sparkling soap bubble that floats up into
the air, catches the light, shines for a few brief
secands and then bursts. A fime fo go running
over wat dewy lawns early in the morning, just
out of the jov of being alive, and a fime ta lie by

Most people that live in this country and other demaocracies do
nat deserve to be free, and they really arent. These are the people
who do not live up 1o the responsibilifies of their freedom; they
|i|':k regar-:l and Fespeach for thair fallaw 14l 18 Eurh Flt!l_',iFlIE ara
aciually slaves because they do not confrol themselves, they are
ruled by inner feelings, which they do mot understand, unre-
strained emotians, and an environment that has melded them

a lake and absorb the sun's warmth, Oh, it was a
beautiful fime with all its youth and magic.

But then June furned fo July and July te August
and the promises of early spring were mere echos
an the wind. For mow it is the last summer of
youth and | must live every buming, fiery pas-
sionate moment of i, and being so young and
careless | forgot his name, Ma, | didn't forget it,
but there was ancther name, MAany more Names.

And now it's late fall again. The air graws chill,
| looked up today and saw that it was not cherry
or apple blossoms at all, byt sutumn leaves that
glide so swiftly from the trees overhead and a
strange longing fills my heart. A longing for a
season that once sang so cearly in me, a season
far which | yearn, but cannot recapture,

Suszan Cass

which thay have not tried fo overcome, but accepfed. They hurt
nat anly themselves, but are detrimental to society, and their
rights should be taken away until they have samed them,
Freedom does not entail things we are permitfed to do, it is
what wea are permitted fo be, It is more a matter of open-minded-
ness and intelligence and doing away with bigetry and prejudice
and disrespect for property and rights,
Richard Mewman
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Haw lovely it would be to live once more.

Ta lift iy buds again io the scarlet sun and o feel its
warmth saturate my body,

To smell the sweet scent of the lily,

Ta watch the trees sway rhythmically in the cool breath of Geod.

To fesl the rain ‘Irli;kling ‘.I'.n;ll_.-gh my dry roofs.

To relive the youth of spring.

I am left now with only withered petals and just a passing memary
of my beauty.

But, | know that | shall live sgain, for my seeds have been blown
by the wind.

Mancy Fartner
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We are living in a new era, an era of atomic
energy, space frevel, and “push-button living.”
scientific progress is advaneing our ways of living
and shrinking the size of our planet, but it alse
produces friction between the countries of the |
warld. A third world war has been avoided by '
the great powers only because they realize that a
world war in this scientific age could easily lead
to total destruction. s this real progress?

Great advances have been made by individual
countries, but this knowledge i not always
shared with the world, Why should a country fo-
day waste mohey, scientists, and time in the de-
velopment of an atemic bomb when ether coun-
tries have perfected ir fifteen years ago? When a |
scientific advancemaent is accredited 1o the world
and nat to a specific country, this will be real
prograss,

Ronald Tomchin

After sunrise the sky was a clear, deep blue. The sun had turned fram a dull
red to a brilliant flashing gold. About noan, heavy cdoud formations began to
creep over the southwest herizon, They came slowly, so slowly, One could feel
the crisp, cool alr become dank and sluggish. Near noan the sky had enveloped the
earth in one grayish mass, {

Then the rain came, gradually at first, but accelerating in proportion with the
time. It reached its crescendo, but instead of decreasing at this point, it remained
at a constant rate, People said that It was just ancther rain, but it was not.

These who lived near the river watched its rise without anxiety. They said it
was only & heavy storm, but it was not. “Da nat worry,” they zald, Yet it was a
peculiar storm in that the rain did not stop. The river was swalling rapidly, The level
was reaching the top of the banks, coming very dose. Then it was overflowing,
Cozing over at first, but quickly becoming rushing torrents, smashing, sweeping,
wreaking destriction.

. . . After sunrise the next moming, the sky was a clear, deap blue. The sun had
turned from a dull red to a brilliant, flashing gold. All was, calm.

Stephen Kraysler
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reflections

Walking alone one day | becames
aware of the vast area which surround-
ed me. The frees in their multiple
shades of autuminal hues dominated
the scena, while the overcast gray sky
filled with darkening clouds seemed to
extend endlessly, A feeling of insig.
nificance overpowered me. As com-
pared o the great universe around me,
my problems and dreams were like a
ripple in a great lake.

| continued locking. The black clauds
slowly encompassed the view and the
rain drops obliterated the sesne, This
new reflection of smallness appeared
te have skipped past my mind, until
when walking down a nearby narrow
read | noticed & young boy soaking his
fert in the water of a pond, unaware
of the raindrops. He was thinking of
his future. | could see his thoughts en-
visioned in the water, enly to be
erased by the raindrops . _ . A great
lawyer and a devated father. Then the
boy stopped gazing inte the water and
looked up at the darkened sky, His
face expressed s new emotion — &
feeling of insignificance,

This young boy's emotional upheav-
al was similar 1o mine. He laft a small
E'QEIﬁSTiI:Eﬁ world for 8 warld of under-
standireg,

The twa visions have now totally
disappeared but the thought will never
Cease , ..

Herbert Adler
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Hands, thou art the shapers of the werld,
Tetin thy shaping thou art fickle as thou art steady.
Thy powers may lead ane soul 1o peace and silence.
But one swift motion fram thee maey lead another
to despair,
As a mother's insfrument thou sacthest and driest
Tears away,
These tears that in anger thou produced while
administering punishment for & deed mizdens.
Like a light butterfly thou canst fly from place 1o
place,
Putting thirgs in order, fixing the things undona,
Things that once theu destroved and once
chesrished,
In the power of the laborer thau makest life sprout,
While in the power of the scientist thou canst kill
what thou once made live.
The baby may use thee as the key to unlack the
rystery of lifa,
The adult az & means of applying the knowledge
50 far gained.
But while the workingman mey use thee to
consirioct.
He can also raise thee in rebellion and profest.
Oh hands, hands, thou art indeed the shapers of
the wearld,

Linda Fader
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the message

Spring, and a crystal dewdrop rolls from the edge of & crisp,

newly unfurled leaf, breaking upon the mirror lake balow,

dpring, and a lavender meutain thrusts itself into the rain

washed sky, its craggy face saftened by a misty cloud vell,

Spring, and a sun-yellaw crocus opens fo the kiss of mother sun,

ta the touch of the father rain,

apring, and a newborn child stretches its birth-wet wings ta the
genfle sun’s warmth, opens its sealed eyes to the daylight

af kirth and life.

apring, and Gad sends the time worn world a recurring message of

hope, of life, of the eternal.

| knew when | walked down 1o the river today, that it would be for the
last time. There was a cartain quiet sadness about the place, or maybe it was
in my heart. The water ran by with tears in its eves, and sven the frees
ssemed fo whisper good-bye,

| sat beside the bank leaning against the rock, our rock, where we used
fo come fo play and love. As | sat there, aimlessly tossing pebbles inte the
water, a flock of birds flew overhead. When they passed, | looked back at

Marilyn Gordon

the pebbles in my hand and followed their flight through the air, down into
the water until they disappeared. Suddenly, they ceased 1o be merely pebbles,
They had become symbols of life, a life which never ends, but, like pebbles,
disappears,
Soon you will be free like the birds 1o sosr overhead. But, in spirit, Il
never leave you nor our river where my life began and ended.
Framcine Gluckman
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the city

Ralling inta 125tk Sfreei, the air-con-
ditioned frain stops. Into the hot muggy
air of Harlem, a young girl climbs, Her
arms filled with boaks, and har hair made
ragged by the humidity, she descends the
eged stairs of the depot where the cab-
bies wait for their customers. Like pitch-
men they shout out thele wares cursing
those wheo prafor fo walk,

That one block betwesn the frain and
the subvway with its palm readers, praver
meeatings &nd bars iz 2 colorful scens,
Side streets made avern FLArTCAER l;r:,r the
vendors selling everything from apples 1o
clothing surround fthis, city within a cify.
S0 many peaple sit on’ their windowsills
fanning themselves. Women in calico and
men in undesshids listen to the music of
the city. Telewision antennas rise fram the
crowded femement houses forming  the
pattenn of an absicact pninﬁng.

Vending machines, peaple and heat oc-
cupy the subway stafion. Mixtures of
Italian, Spanish and English ara heard as
the pecple of Lating Megro, Indian and
European origin wait impatiently for the
Expresa that noisily appears. Pecple pile
in and cut, rush fer seats and the train
whizzes on to ancther stop. The women
slowly wipe the swesl off their faces, a

baby cries, a motheér comforts, a man
yvawns, a student studies, a drupk stag-
gers across the subway shouting promis-
cuoushy and the train‘spesds’ past station
after station on its way to G561k Street
Only three minutes away by subway,
ancl a diffarent world awaits her, Un info
the strewt and all the affectations of wealih
leap aut in contrast to the scene she has
50 shortly left, Black chauffeured limau-
sines ‘drive by, Expensive stores display
their luxurious mwerchandise.  Wamen
drassed in the most fashionable sivles of
Farls scurry past her as she ambles to-
ward her destinalion, The tedious same-
ness of the air-conditioned  apariments
surround the dusty humidity of the street
whare she goes for her appaintment,
Back again on the Commutar, All the
suburbanites sitting with their coats of,
their shirt sleeves rollad up, reading their
"Warld Telegram and The Zun” bebeeen
drinklng beer and playing cards, travel
back te their wi'-.nl'-_'ﬁ_, |:i'1i||:.|r4:r:-I home and
rigid suburbian conformity, She, the anly
female on the frain, is not made conspic
wvous by her unigueness, but somehow
becomes an invisible obzerver, QOut of
Mew York, the city of many worlds, she
slowly approaches her own,
Hannah Frank
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reach vpward little boy

build you a strong faundation
hawe many windows

obsarve contempaoraries

see much

da little

reach wpward litfle boy
have you a great fertitude
passess many doors
abzorb knowledge

see much

da little

reach upward little boy
be as a skyscraper
climb ywou up to the sky
have lofty ideals
evolve much

da everything

morrilee warshaw

A man gazes at the ocean, He stares cut info the sea's I
vastness and watches the rolling waves which seem fa rise I
cut of nothing, He obterves the eye-softened Blending of
the sea and the sky at the horizon, When at sea, he forgets I
his everyday worries in ifs acsfacy,

Edwin Steinfeld
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then your lives will be truly fuller and richer whatever might happen.
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| stand in solitude

With the shadow of the child bahind me,
And the misty image of the future stretching before me;
Mot quite adult, yet not a child,

But lost beteeen,

Can | find my weay,
In solifpde?
In laneliness?

By watching my cown image in & mirror?

Or is it better ta search surrcunded by people?
Ta waich them,
Lister fa tham,
Learn from them?
Will | find oy answer that way,

Or will | only have other people’s answers?

Can | remain a poet,

O must | even forget that | was cne?







Complete Venetion Elind

Cleaning
VENETIAN BLIND THE POTTERY SHOP
LAUNDRY
340 Post Road
429 Post Hood
Darten, Conn,

Darien, Connecticut

OLiver 54480

OLD POST LIQUORS

553 Poet Road

Derien, Conn,

Steven Mongero, Permities

Unique Cosual Clothes —
Accessories — Jewelry —
Gifts
THE MEXICAN ROOM
368 Poat Hoad
Darien

OLiver >-0056

BOB’S SPORT SHOP
Connecticut's Largest Sporting

Goods Store — Stamford and
New Canaan

Featuring:
WILSON « RAWLINGS « SPALDING

SPORTING GOODS — EQUIPMENT
SPECIAL PRICES TO SCHOOLS

THE TOOL BOX

21 Tokenske Rood
Darten, Connecticul

OLiver 50325

Besat Wishes Senicral

THE BELL PHARMACY

& Tokenske Rood
Darien oL 508149




Flowears For All Occagions
DARIEN FLORIST

1084 Past Rood
Oppoaite Playhouse

Tel.: OLiver 52617

SEALTEST
DAIRY PRODUCTS

at home or store

Tel.: Difivis 33135

Best Wishes

MILTON KEPECS

236 WEST 55th STREET
NEW YORK, NEW YORK

American-National
Candy-Tobacco Corp.

101 Stillwater Asventie

Stamford. Connecticut

Beet Wishes io

CLASS of ‘60

MR. and MRS.
SAMUEL SIMON

OLiver 50568

LAND AND SEA
SEPARATES, INC.

New Darien Shepping Center

Digrien, Connecticut

fashion separctes  lingerie

WARD'S SHELL
SERVICE STATION

671 Post Boad

Darien, Connectloot

OLiver 51983

i
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Bast Wishes lo
The CLASS of 1960

MR. and MRS.
MAURICE SALL

Binghamion, New Yaork

Compliments of

DARIEN NEWS STORE

19 Tokeneke Hood

Darien, Connecticut

phone: OLiver 51865

FAIRBANKS FOTO SHOP

Phone OLiver 50404

1096 POST ROAD
DARIEN, CONN.

"Darien's COMPLETE Camera Store”

HARTFORD PROVISION CO.

Distributors of Fine Foods

“Capitol Farms Products”

W. J. CLARK
COMPANY

Electrical Contracior

8 Allben Streel

Morwalk, Connecticut

LIGGETT-REXALL
DRUG STORE

Post Hoad Shopping Center
{Next to the A&F)

Ciliver 59508
Darien, Conn.

prompt free delivery




NOVIS PAINT COMPANY

paints — art materials
interior decorating

picture framing

899 Post Road, Darien, Conn.

telephone

: OLiver 50250

Good Luck Seniorsl Compliments of

DARIEN CENTER

LUNCHEONETTE BARBER SHOP

SAVOCA BROS.

Good Luck , . . Good Health
to tha
CLASS of 1960

VILLAGE PHARMACY
"prescription service"
8968 Post Rood
Diarien, Conn.

Tel: Oliver 5-4272

Telephone: Oliver 52325
"We Have It

HEPP'S

Housewares, Electrical
Supplies, Devoe Paints
General Merchandise

Past Road and Center Strest
Diorien, Connecticul

BURCH BOOKS
Booksellers to Book Lovers

Corner POST ROAD at WEST AVENUE

DARIEN, CONNECTICUT
Telephone: OLiver 5-2365

| —




THE MICHAEL HOFFMAN FUEL CO.




The Gayest NEW Economy Sedan Ever!

the new

AUSTIN A 40

Styled by Pinin Farina

The new Austin A 40 is daringly different! Here, at last, is the
car every siyle-minded, budget-minded, American family has
been waiting for. Brilliant styling by Italy's famous Pinin Farina
is combined with BMC precision engineering in a beautiful blend
of good looks ond good sense. Seats four adults comfortably
with luggage space to spare . . . Sports car performance at bet-
ter than 40 mpg . . . Foldflat rear seat for outside loads . . .
Picture window wvisibility all around,

Arrange for a test drive today!

J. 8. INSKIFP, INC. 304 EAST o64th ST. NEW YORK, N.Y.
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OLiwver 52300

offers
INDIVIDUALLY PLANNED KITCHENS

“Desgigned for Living”
featuring the
EINGSWAY

“Personality Kitchens"

in warm decorator colors and selected
natural hardwoods

541 POST ROAD OL 59733

SHOP FOR GOOD
LIVING

895 Post Road

Digrlen, Connecticut

"with the pointing "Drarien”
know-how™ OLiver 59541
JULES AUTO SUPPLY HAIG JEWELERS
STORE : 2
THE PAINT POT PANKITA'S Iew_e]em and Silveramiths
Raleigh and Huraber Diomonds—Jewaly—
Salon of Beauty Bicvcles Watches—Silver
457 Post Rd.  Darien, Conn. cyc e S
bt} ir Sarvice
OLiver 54051 Derien Shopping Center Caolumbia Bicycles P epa
2530 Old Ki High Maolerala Rodics 1086-A Post Rd., Darien
s way -
Dearien’s Largest and Most it Sporting Goods Opp. The Theatre
Complete Paint Store 876 Post Rd. Darien. Conn. OLiver 53359
Fhe @M«Efq’i Kilohen

Oliver 50000 OLiver 5-1000

GRIEB'S DARIEN
PHARMACY

1021 Post Road

Darien, Connecticut




KINGS HIGHWAY
PHARMACY

Old Kings Highway Nerth
Darien

Phone: OLiver 59787

Ferdinand Cenami, Reg, Ph.

export import

STONE-BROOK WILLIAM F. FENLEY, INC.

SILVERSMITHS 244 FRONT STREET

25.39 Old Kings Highway, NEW YORK 38, NEW YORK

Nerth Telephone: COrtlandt 7-3930
Darien, Connecticut

Distributors of
“WORLD'S FINEST FOOQDS"

LIBERTY LAUNDRY

91 NO. MAIN STREET
SOUTH NORWALK, CONNECTICUT

VO 60437
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DIRECTORY

Adlar, Herberi—% Vineent Ci., Binghamion, M.Y.—Ra, 4-2381
Amsel, Christopher—Morth 51., Ridgefield, Conn,—Id, 8-4812
Averbach, Arlene=266-11 Bridgewater Ave., Glen Oaks, L1, NY.—
Fi. 7-:217
Bacal, Leigh—724 Upper Belmont Ave., Westmaunt, Montreal, Canada
~Hu, &-5010
Basch, Mirlamm—San Nicolas 204, Havana, Cuba—Ha. B-7118
Beitschiar, Barbara—142 Clay Hill Rd., Stamford, Conn.—Da. 2-5387
Beloff, Barbara—45 Winthrop Terr., Meriden, Conn.—Be, 72004
Berkeoaitz, bichard =250 5. Arlingten Ave., East Crange, N.J.—
Or. 2-2489
Berlin, Kathiae—217 Brooke Dr., Hampton, Va,—Pa, 3-1762
Barman, Jody=16& Barns Lane, Chappagua, N.Y.—Ce. 8-3680
Blain, Carcl—5 Stanley Rd., White Plains, M.Y.—Ro, 1-3543
Blair-5mith, Julie—2 Juniper Bd., Darien, Conn, =01, 5-4569
Bleier, Lowis—3875 Walds Ave., Riverdals 63, MY, —Ki, 3-2705
Bogarl, Peter—445 Weat End Ave., Naw York, N.Y.—Tr. 3-4329
Bohm, Mickie Joy—411 East 53rd 5t., New Yark 22, M.Y.—=Pl, 52319
Boris, Michasl—250W. 85th 51., Mew York 24, MNY.—Tr, 3-1729
Bredes, Richard—Alta Vista, Mao. 130, Mexico 20, O.F.—14-82-30,
14-73-01
Carter, Jeffrey=21% East Main 3., Moorestown, N.J.—Be, 5-084%9
Cass, Susan—21 East Rdth 51, Mew York 28, MY —Te. 1-4150
Chorash, William—25 Ridge Dr. W., Great Meck, L.|,, N.Y,
Hu. 7-4544
Caken, Rickie—4880 Jean Brillant, Montreal, Canada—Re. B-0168
Crosby, Lane—58& Cove Awve., East Morwalk, Conn,<Veo, &2702
Davis, Howard— 184 Cau n‘l'r':,r Club Bd,, Wﬁh:l‘bur',', Cann.—Pl. 87171
Dedge, Allegra—Williams Peint, Mystic, Conn.—Je. &-8904
Deaneief, Barbara—Fuller Park, M. Kisco, M.Y. <Mt 67105
Duboff, Roy—11 East 87th 3t., Mew York 28, N.Y.—Fi, 8-5854
Dutf, Chris=5ilvermine Ave,, Morwalk, Conn,—Wi. 7-4980
Eckstein, Tina—30 Farm Lane, Great Meck, LI, M.Y.—Hu, 2-6254
Edelman, Robert—1357 East 24th 51., Brooklyn, MY, —~Es, 7-2533
Edwards, Penny—283 Phillips Hill Rd., Mew City, ML.Y.—Me. 4-4587
Ehrlich, Nina and Judy—53 East 93rd 51., Mew York, N.Y.—Fi. B-1175
Feder, Linda—Av. Avila Camacho Mo. 14, Mexico City 10, D.F.-
20-70-39
Faldesman, Alyn—& Sammiz Lane, White Plaing, NY.—Wh. Q4908
Fortner, Maney—5238 E. Ceder Ave., Denver, Colo.—Ea. 2-2785
Foster, Rabert—12 Buckthorn Rd., Morwalk, Conn.=Vi, 7-4340
Fraenkel, Allan—44601 Henry Hudson Plwy., Mew Yark 71, N.Y.—
Ki. 308035
Frank, Hannah Fay—245 Fellsway East, Maldan, Mass.—Da, 2-89466

Frank, Joel=2157 Campus Rd., Cleveland 21, Ohio—Ev, 1-2290
Frem, Louise—352 Salisbury 3., Warcester, Mass.—P1, 2-7087

Fried, Hillary—13 Fairmead Bd., Darien, Conn,—0l, 5-%580
Friedland, Gerald—157 Howard Ave,, Staten lsland, M.Y.—Yu. 1-4848
Frost, Mira—720 Ft, Washingten Ave., New York, N.Y.—Wa, 3-8355
Gagnan, Lawrie—2RB0 Sicney Ridge Bd., Avan, Ohio—We, 4-4224
Gaynor, Lynn—Continantal Village—RD 3, Peakskill, M., —Pa. 7-4558
Glickman, Elaine=131 Sterling 5t., Greenport, L1, M.Y.—Gr, 70583
Gluckman, Francine—78 Burion Awve., Woodmere, MY, —Fr, 4-4032
Godowsky, Georgia—Easton Rd., Westport, Conn.—Ca. 7-5242
Goldfine, Bruce=130 Berkeley 5t,, W. Newion, Mass.—Bi, 4-37432
Gonsenheimer, Pedro—Derby Torre a Madrices { 19)

Caracas, Venezuela
Gordon, Marilyn—41 Chippewa Rd., Worcester, Mass.—Pl, 3-0623
Gordon, Willlam—1924 Long Ridge Bd,, Starmford, Conn,—Da, 2-1414
Gorfinkle, Lawrence—1 Taymil Rd., Mew Rochelle, N.Y. —HMe, 2-104%
Gray, Michael—74 Boxwood Dr,, Stamford, Conn.—Da. 3-6727
Gr‘EE.nbEr'g.. E-E'.-E-rllp—ﬁu'-‘ll:l? Eradl:':,r EI'.'-:J.ll B‘E'll"'lﬁd-ﬂ_. d, =01, 4-2030
Grossman, Danny—187-15 12th Ave., Whitestene, NY —F. 9-2147
Gruenthal, George—235 W, 81st 5., New York 24, NL.Y.—Tr. 7-6058
Hailey, Frank—180% Ellingten Dr,, Fi, Worth, Texas—=Je, &-F838
Hardy, Bermice—Cherry Lawn School, Darien, Conn.—Ol, 5-3028
Hardy, William—Cherry Lawn 5chool, Darien, Conn.—0l. 5-3028
Harwaood, Andrew—120 E, 3ath 5t,, Mew York, N.Y. <My, 6-8484
Harwood, James— 120 E. 34th 51, Mew Yaork, MY —Mu. 58484
Hayett, Abby—49 E, ®6th 5t., Mew York 28, M.Y.—Fi. B-3383
Hirningr Rabert=Synset Hi|l.. RFD Ma, 'I_l K.ul‘e;lnuh, MY, <Ca, 2-3372
Jacohs, Sylvia—175 E. T%th 51, Mew Yaork, M.Y.—Le. 5-4544
Jessop, Derek—Katydid Lane, Waestport, Conn.—Ca. 7-5702
Kahn, Joy=11 Bon &ir Ave., New Rochelle, M.Y.—MNe. 2-9377
Eanlss, Donna—5 Daver 51, Toms River, N.J.—Di, 94335
Kepecs, Jane—2 Westland Dr., E. Island, Glen Cove, MY —0r. 59143
Klothe, Jeffrev—351 Claremaont Ave., Mt Vernon, N.Y.—Mo. 8-2216
Korby, Dana=B8480 5th Ave., New York, N.Y.=Bu, 87811
Eraysler, Steven—13 Tiffany Dr., Livirgsion, ML =Wy, 2-2033
Langsam, Roni-Sue—&9-34 Fleet 5t., Forest Hills 75, M.Y.—Bo. B-B523 §
Lawaetz, Roy—Estate 5. Johns, Christiansted, 5. Croix, V. |
Lepafsky, Caral—Apple Tree Lane, Morwalk, Conn,=Vi. 7-3030
Lidsky, Meryl—229 Almeda PI., M1, Vernon, MY . —Mo, B-7894
Lyons, Brooks—70 E. 90th 5., Mew York, M.Y.—5a. 2-7958
Mackler, James—10 Cornell PI,, E, Rockaway, M.Y.—Ly, P-3B84
Mann, Robert—201 E, 194k 5., Mew Yark, MY .—Gs. 7-1951
Marcus, Peler—522 Winthrop Rd., West Englewood, N.J.—Te, 7-3914
Mason, Beverly—2 Gordon Pl., Binghamton, R.Y.—5w, 7-24%8
Mezson, Jean—178 Dannell Dr., Stamford, Conn—Fi. 8-725632
Medved, Chris—Cherry Lawn School, Darlen, Conn.—0l, 5-1488
Michael, Mae Wanda—1330 Mosley PL, 5.W., Atlanta, Ga.—P|, 52501 4
Miller, Robert—5 Topsail Rd., Rowayton, Conn,—Vo, &556%5
Morgalis, Richard—1148 Maryland Ave., Freepart, L.L., N.Y.—Fr. 8-7220
Morgan, Steve—&4 Entrance Rd., Roslyn Heights, N.Y.—Ma, 1-2445 ]




Matanson, John—70 Bates Rd., Harrison, N.Y.—Ry, 7-1299
Memarow, Marjorie— Sulliff Ave,, Vineland, N_J,—=0x, 2-2050
Meuwirth, Andrew—Lincoln Ave., Purchase, N.Y.—We. 9.051 ]
Mewman, Richard—729 Quentin Rd., Brooklyn, M.Y.—De, 9-2291
Movales, John—175W. 73rd 5t., New York, N.Y.—En. 2-6866
Orgel, Hank—14& Meadowbrook Cr., Freeport, LI, M.Y.—Fr. 8-5543
Osofsky, Marlene—48 New Haven Ave., Weadmant, Conn.—

Tr. 4-3440
Periman, Mark—1035 Fifth Ave., Mew Yark 28, M.Y.—Bu, 85514
Phillips, Lovise—30 E. 9th 5., New York 3, N.Y.—Gr. 3-2732
Pine, Mark—1740 Ocean Ave,, Braoklyn, N.Y.—Cl, 8.2154
Powers, Gary=Brookfield Center, Conn.—Pl, 3-9130
Rabinovitch, Maxine— 156 W. B6th 51., Mew York 24, N.Y.—Tr. 4-2944
Raphael, Toni—102-35 671h Rd., Forest Hills, M.Y.—Tw, 7.7742
Reed, Phyllis—20 Baternan Pl., Mt Vernon, N.Y.—Mo. 4-31756
Richman, Roger—527 Riverside Dr., Mew Yark 27, M.Y.—Ac. 2-1041
Rosenberg, Janet—200 W. 57th 5., New York 19, N.Y.
Rosenberg, Roberta—200 W, 57th 5t,, New York 19, MUY,
Roskin, Lyra—267 Seuth Compo Rd., Westport, Cann,—Ca, 7-7054
Ross, Gary—353 Brookvale Dr., Wallingford, Conn.—Co, 9-5913
Rubin, Bonnie—152 Hempstead Ave., Malverna, N.Y.—Ly. 9-5273
Safenovitz, Moses—113 Washington St,, Narwich, Conn.—Tu. 7-5578
Sall, Judith—14 Edgecomb Rd., Binghamton, N_Y.—5w. 7-2526
Schottenstein, Geri Ann—3201 E. Broad 5t., Columbus, Ohla—

Be. 1-3495
Schottland, Virginia—40 Rock Spring Ave., West COrange, N.J.—

Re. 1-4025
Senft, Michael-2980 Briggs Ave., Bronx 58, N.Y.—Lu. 4-2590
Shankman, Robert—20 Garner 5., South Norwalk, Conn,—Vo, &-2440
shashowa, Sue—a8-10 108tk 5., Forest Hills, LI, N.¥.—Bo, 88477
ahepherd, John—38 Meadowcrest Dr,, Bridgeport 4, Conn.—

Ed. #-3547
Schopick, Julia—2990 North Ave., Bridgeport, Conn,—Ed, 3-1698
Silberstein, Jaan—97 Cedarhurst Ave., Cedarhurst, L1, N.Y.—

Ce, 33107
Silver, Tom—2300 Hamilton St., New Brunswick, N.J,—Ki, 5-4584
Simon, Priscilla—204 Franklin 5t., Ogdensburg, N.Y.~Og, 1867
S-'Iﬂrir‘ll:ll:rg, Marsha—18 Devon Ter race, Mewton Center, Mass —

La, 7-4£423
Stainfeld, Edwin—&92 Penn Ave., Teaneck. M_J,—Te, & 7280
Stracks, Joanne—215 East Gunhill Rd., Bronx 67, N.Y.—Ol, 5-7457
Sirgde, Bathel—1922 Industry 51, Mew Orleans, La.—Wh. $-3402

Suchecki, Linda—274 Collins 5t., Hartford, Conn.—Ch, 7-4008
Sugarman, Judy—276 5. Willard 51, Burlington, Vt.—Un, 2-5731
Sylva, Ariana—21 'W. 58th 51, New York, M.Y.—Pl. 3-9143
Swensen, Rolf—&4 Gardiner 51., Darien, Conn.—0Ol. 5-4283
Tapper, Bruce—2575 Palisade Ave., Spuyten Duyvil 63, N.Y.

Thenstead, James—47& W, 145th 5., Mew York 32, N.Y.—Wa, 7-5107
Thenstead, Jeffray—A78 W. 165th 51, New Yark 32, N.Y.—Wa. 7-5197
Temchin, Ronnie—857 Lawn PL, Woodmere, MLY.—Ce, 31945
Upton, Emily Clare—Tammy Acres Farm, Cossayuna, N.Y.—My, 2-74629
Varden, Craig—Apt. B-204, 200 E, &é6th 5t., New York 21, M.Y.—
Te. B- 1445
Warshaw, Merrilee—24 Sewall Ave., Winthrop, Mass.—Oc. 3-1854
Westheirner, Robert—99-41 &4th Ave., Forest Hills, LI, N,Y.—
T, 70408
Wilson, Lauri—120 E, 815t 58, Mew York 28, M.Y.—Un. 1-44633
Wolfe, Lanny—1748 E. 33rd 5t., Brooklym, M.Y.—Ni. 5-2125
Warkman, Richard—&7 Pine Ridge Rd., Wilton, Conn.—Po. 2-5774
Dr. 5tael and Dr. Boris—Cherry Lawn Schoal, Darien, Conn.
Mrs. Lettie Lew Craig—Cherry Lawn School, Darien, Conn.
Mir. A. A. Medved—-Charry Lawn Schaol, Darien, Conm,
Mr. Ludwig C. Zuber—Roseville Rd., Westpart, Conn.
Mr. Louis Abboud—Cherry Lawn Schocl, Darien, Conn.
Mir. Basil B. Burwell-Davis Hill Rd,, Weston, Conn.
Mme. Germaine de Carville—R.F.D. 1, Londandarry, V1.
Mrs. Victoria Crane—Mantucket Island, Mass,
Mirs. Esther Frates—440 Exeter Rd., M. Kingston, R.I.
Mrs. Yvonne Gallagher—22.60 Jeffrey Dr,, Morfolk, Va.
Mr. Richard Gutwillig—&5 E. 94th 5t., Mew Yark 28, N.Y.
Mrs. Ida Mae Hardy—Cherry Lawn School, Darien, Conn.
Miss Gertrude Kohler—Davis Hill Rd., Westoart, Conn.
Mr. Vernon W, Lane—Stevensville, Md,
Mr. Jack O, Lockery—43 Auldwood Rd,, Stamford, Conn,
Mrs. Paul Mayerson—11 Bedford Ave., Norwalk, Cann.
Mrs. Charlotte McCartney—Cherry Lawn School, Darien, Conn.
Mr. Jesse Morgan—Cecilton, Md.
Mr. Leslie Pokormy, 1473 2nd Ave., New Yark, N.Y.
Mrs, Ruth Prart—Hannawa Falls, N.Y.
Mr. Yashiro Sanbonmatsu—Cherry Lawn School, Darien, Cann,
Mrs. Gertrude Seligson—Stonybrook Rd., Westport, Conn.
Mrs, Grace T. Spooner—Town House, Stamford, Cann,
Mrs, Anne Stock—Pond Rd., Wilten, Conn.
Mrs. Mildred M. Troja—d40 Park Fl., Darien, Conn,
Mrs. Anna Upton—Cossayuna, N.Y.
Mr. Richard West—103 Grazssy Plain 5t., Bethel, Cann,
Mrs, Inez Wheeler— 1590 Metropalitan Ave., Parkchester, N.Y.
Miss Peggy Wright=1% Park Blvd., Staunton, Va,
Miss Aenny Blick—Cherry Lawn Schoal, Darien, Conn,
Dr, Ernst Bulova—47 E. Fdath 51, Mew York, MY,
Mrs, Marguerite Crespi Marsh—Lyons Plaing Bd,, Weston, Conn.
Mrs. Therese Brennan—Cherry Lawn Schoel, Darien, Conn,
Mrs, Dovothy Katz— 1094 E. Main 5t., Stamford, Conn.
Miss Doris Hoffman—242 E 53rd 51., Mew York, MN.Y.
Mrs. Ella Dupree—10 Brawn 5., Darien, Conn.
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1960 Cherry Pit
Cherry Lawn School

Darien, Connecticut

We waould like ta thank the following patrons:
The Juniar Class

The Student Gavernmeant

The Student Store

The Parest-Teachers Association

e, and Mra, J. Rulbin

fhr, arvd MWirs, H. Frem

Ar, and Sre. 5 Wolfe

M. and Mrs. M. Kahn

Mir. and Mrs. H. Wilson

Mircsel Homes, Inc.

T. J. MacDermott Company

Shapiro Brothers

Victor Jacobs

Dl:-r-:_:'.h',' K.Clt'b',u'

a friend B0

Staft
copditors Herbert Adler
Narncy Fortner
art aditor Lowise Frem
lit editars Marsha Steinberg

Maxine Babinowitch

senior secticn adifor Francine Gluckman

assistant fo the editar Laurie Wilson
adwvisor Richard West
photographer Robert von Dwingelo

special thanks fo Mr, Leonard Wogksch and Mr. John
Kosinski of T. O'Toole and Sons, Inc., Publishers.
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