








i'll draw the dim rainbows

for you to remember

the last of the aubumn rains

and maybe you'll think of me

when you walk someday

i will give you book-pressed leaves
to remind vou of the colour of trees
befare they slept

then turn to the page i saved for you
to knew i never left,

— Kulhie Dhreeseen
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Dran't werry ahord o, yo're gonma die anweay
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Pl Rostoker

“Green lewoes of sieper fres red
1. Fhe fell and bo brozen aond wellow
Diey foute and thea Hhey have de ars bripped

=Lyl e : r i
wifhin e circle dime parade of changes

—Phil Oches
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—F. Dostoeysky









Fourteen wears in the present iense the contorr of the wniverse will fold towards the sun and barn inte equal parts
soaring towards nathingness. The wothingness will shrink into a Niffle Fall and boance lo the greem ficlds kil
il reaches the mowertains of the second sun where it will frd happiness with « white virgin of the fourth quadrant

in the galaxy of yowr mind. Your wind will burn inte cinders as man blows o away mio the fires of conformify
—Hob Stokes
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I gol o Yiddeshishy mama

Keep me well all winter long

I said, a Yiddishishy mama

For when the snow is on the ground
Dron't worry hoto e paw e renl
We always seem to get along.

We got plenty o° money

To pay our kills

We gob plenky o lime lefi

For plenty o thrills

Olar lives must be heaven blessed
We ain't gof mo ills,

Prebfy seon I'm moving on

To the big man in the sky

Pretfy soon I'm goin’” awoay

But mante she won'f cry

They'll bury me in my Sunday snit
And a mail order e,

=Mike Manners
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Crars ¢ el yorter i im0 Hie 2vay

Ted d
of wikier decisdons gl @clions.,

Arrak .I.Ilr{lﬂ_i,:l:.' all that

o

Phil Cochran






...l the first man asked the seconid;
“Where hutoe vour dravels haken yonl
he ansarered;
“Whide amel Jar, | have _-.:'lllf:'l'lll Paer orer
peaple wnd have brown many Ieaalified women,
I have seen the sweets of Tife.
and Hee secord mpiae @sked e Hreoed;
“Where hate wenr travels taken you?”
amd the theerd mar ansoered,
“To many morbid plages of despair and depressaon.
[ have seen fiee dlrgught of Bife. 1 have seem the dirl
nad e thired man nsked the fourth;
"WWhere have wour frivels faken your
ard e forrth mias Atsleeked:
; ',I".||r.;la.|ll_:;5: ey Bonks i k:'ll:'il:'I‘i'-r;n:l'—ﬂ.' words,
comcepts, and abstractionz, | hape seen the fruth. ™
The jirs! man seid nofhing.
farst tieen, if enated
The theee meen coueld Be heard
Crving in the dislance
“okere i [ go
fram here?"”
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John Sscher
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Richard Seotd,

‘Where kaoe yon gone
Jor Didaggio?

Aomidien Berms 25 lonely
eRes I Won
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Paul Srirman
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IMartin Baumgald




Jeff Tewman
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“To be anymare than all | om
wronld be i frel”

—_||_-.'I'|_':-...::| .l".l.'|'l|.|.|'.|'

J}'IHIHB Lembeck




{ vicked @ fHower, and il
shrieked. | pred it hack

and began do oeep, a sil
vy feitr radied slotom oy
cheek, thetl's when my
Mower went bk fo sleep,
For Rowrs | waibed for §f

b speak, bat it omly
dieghersl, andd withered away
[FEm i comfusIonR, i |

crigel the fellowring week

reafizing Hhal Towers

wrek § heean.

—Karer bManadeltanm
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Debbe Dube

“Prerfeme opens its ewrs of von

I shall be fre shepherd of your bair
A dawm mede of all the e

I ever breathed. ™

—5aing Geraud
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Uelity Hre fiest note be ronnd encigh
and Lhose thar follow fine,
fimg @g Lloeel griss,

prays the All.Day Bird

Ihemise Laverbon

Mchelle Gerhard




Fernanbo Gomex
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Fonaness e words crertes confidenre
Famenezs in PRimkrng creales profoindness

Eindness 1w givdng creafes lppe #

Laps T ee




Jeff Hbrams

TMerrvelte Coles

For whom the

bell foles.

—Old Sturbridge Village
goes Cherries ...
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Der [Brien




“What iz bitfer fo stend against boday

imity e sboee! b remiemlier Anmarew”

—arl Sand b T
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“going lo sleep, i cross my hands on my chest,
they will place my kands like this.
if will ook as though { ant fuing inte myself ...

—Saint Geraud
30
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halloa weers Her children balloro streams in adolscense

in hlarkaess berrar e pranpkin orirge
the morning i @ sedness song int the disk is @ whisllin® somg
all |r|'or=;.e il .4!|~||_|,:
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hallew deems in groorap people
i covkhail gold

the r::':.;'.ll.' i3 a seitfemigntal sog
all wlarg

fillow steams in granding s kitchen
w shor palish broam
the dator is Free waking song
oo all alang

—Sharene Einhorn




THE QUEST

Viree {: BIRTH,

The greal FIERN g,
Dk secply my friend,
Mo, mol 5o fasd,

You tmust lewrn fo sip,
Savewr, curl your fongue,
There is s muck i learn,
Lambrace fhe world,

ﬂ]'l.'l'r T hear!

Vadce I1: 0 LIE i the wurfer Bred,
Sing b ome oh pond,

Cradle, and fantalize my flesh,
Kizz miy pares, Lickle my neck,
Suerely wour are the greal molher.
Drance for e gentle winds,
Tossing folliage, formiess,
Malure (s yowr array,

No shep repraled,

Mo costime can compare,
Perfeckion, complefe.

Fill my being wilh Tove,
Wirmbly and Frighiness,

O father sun,




H:'r:g af the trfirnale,

Artist of the color speetram,
Creatar of [ife,

Ohier woion <kell be forener

{ reach oul fo fly apaard,
Lirapaly has me meening,

[ press mnw face fo youer bosom,
O stars whisper kg,

Ba far, wrel o olose,

Tell wme af bhe tie before,
Tell e whiat's bewond,
Confide Hir secrels of Hhe wnioerse,
We two are parl af each ather,

Voice I YOU HAVE learned well,
Litte o,
Life is really sismple,

1o 1ks 1r'rmiu_:.,-]:|.l .r:::’r.'.:lh:'l'lr.'z'r:l_:.: :-!lrup.'r':r'f!.f,

Mo wou meeat aadeck others Rearts,
So thai tieey too car undersiand,
Arwd cherish life,

Far wew are the ke,

Abave all,

T live (s divine.

—Laraly Winder
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FROM OUT OF THE CHERRIEDS
MIGHTY WARRIORS GROW




Richard Frehman

S the wizard somes ol oitly lo asnk,

.!l.'.|! fa agar h':r N WEiETs,

—R.F.
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dor 1f camnpl by ieferpreded mlo o FEpr
arhich blows the womd and debinghes
tlerr mimals of fhrry conulel ._lr.'|'!..' cadch

free frtucghd .

Shadow of the Wind (1.5
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Vhe firecolored leaves were everpwhere over the rondoays
Ihe sim was sawing obs goodmight fe Hie canih
A rvated e Tand in ifs grangy Cheirher figh

hia & ' I fall s araarars rerid
e by JWTY OF Fadl s UYL

Plen tie clouds citme hanging over the aky
Aunel witk dhe clowds came the dirbyess

And il the darkness come fhe cold and rafn

My dielled speest called apen fhe frars aslding to the raiedrops
And ire the washed out flocd of emotion, thraugh the dierk sold Jog,

I foand my way to the only sanctwary of my mind

Carol Chapman
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Eaih(lj Wews




[11;51‘1.15 wElﬁﬁ

‘Opporiunity is rol a train that comes daily
it is a whore thit comes omly once and then
guickly goes away bo aihers.”




Might fulls Hrs moraiicg
im e guise of the higheway-man
< A
Rlack cape Rowers in e
black werd of ils oien making

] .
Like a deepy hreath

_.'!-I

O pond=
Frog fumpmm’
Ir"li'.'l!.l'r .'\-I"llr-lli.
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The only way to fud the L
of Hhe possible 31 fe go hewond
them inde fhe impossible,”

=Arihur C. Clarke

TMhechael Tallan
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S o smule el e yon keoae | asill anderstand,
Ladse that s semethmyg elervbody rrerwiobere
dors in e same language.”™

—Crosbw, Kaniner, SLills
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Mfedritation—=fhe greafes! beip here is.
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Presenting the Berevolen Chralgr of Pregrant Waler Bieffalos:
Mickiael SManrers—Adinister of [relialions

leremy Burspell— M imesber of Teferimiation

Curus Weiss=Misler of Humir

Bill Adler—Minisler of Ministers

Joke CGellkert—LCarand Baffale

Marianne Lonnay=Marm O0d Buffale
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‘A gand stard is the Balf of saccess
L hine=e |'r||'. wrh




(o a0 weueed, do mp quail

The night be woung whew I sel safl

It be s dirn, drdad lllll:.:.'.' arhien [ rome—

Te firce thee denger—if there be some

Wher the s has sef om the cronked path

L aerl! be fierdeng fore wnd afl

To me avail, b ao aofl

e weind soill howel doton the famesaome trail
The waters will shane in e misly lrghl-
Like anceend freckens in B gkt

Ard I ol be tkere sl alone

fre dhe dark eohere flee sum oner shony

Lo g amedl, fa me sl

i a aigit 2 by gpleen | osef sl

Fiee weied br right, miv craff e siFpag—
The roy :-'_'.' siare br amfis |':!.'I_-._'

The sweimad wrll horof —the sea aull FiEr—

Wi ¢ asd off fead _||'||.e'.||..I S OF

—liruce Farguhar




Uavid Cn ale
| haee raseled this rond so long 1
fhaf prrhaps | s hétlped
Pt sHApE 15 course. |

—ordon Parks

‘LIFE 5 A BITCH.
~_MICK [AGGER
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Hme many limes dne balked the nighf awoay

How many plans woe made do kit the road someday
How many things there are o see

These are lo be now that we are young and free.

-l

Pete Jaffe




Richard Gordon

“Melake up vour minds that happiness
depeitids on being free, and
freedom depemnds on bang corrageous,”

—Kericlhes




I harn the rrbber for | aom here

{ srane my ming for [am here

! IR R II7.|I!:.|I |'1.rr.l|:I'||rl;,: r'!.l'.l"\- H?IIJ- I'i:'l_;hl'l'r.‘-
My semses maoe we and

| iraue miy Sedds

I rave dogical fllogics for

i kvtone | veed here

L avms marsler of my fllogics bal

My illogics are master of me

1 ¢climb, | deppur

D learr wath passion and [rom passion

Piassion maoces me Jor | am here




[ am Dosk op thee cfermescent froth
Bued [ aen nad simking aomsd

My puetl oz fighted

The path is ned oublined for

I am here bt
I knioro the pafh Breause | am here
I bmowo [ am here.

—Jezemy Burwell
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William Neal Church

January 6, 1902—February 19, 1971
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|'r|;'|l.'.11|.'.|rj.-
I iy live on
[ie the passing world
Mer r':l.r_:,.'n.'.'l.ll__._'
2 Ris midmighl moow.

—The Emprrar Sanjo
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and an the obher hand
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e comdd flisf

Belly wp
dosn Hie riper
or fie dazy
m Hir southern nm,
e carried Iy the currenf
or ollect colowred boffle glass
and seaskells
fiered fisksciles)
or tor cowld kide ir the shede of the grope
and Jind w conl fomb
i the miast of steaming summer caldrons,
woe conildl Bask maked to the sun
or the live field-grass Fanks of the river
and Temnmen lo miosguita sougs
and waber ripples
ame e conld be playates there
ir soutlern corfort,
LN mama’s howse
g Hhe river.
oo # Wi fomed

=4harone Einhirm
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The sum Tored indo the rhuuﬁh! perpendicular

do the force of creadion, Rar

the feclimgs froan the form) IIJF '_
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[ sad im the Linicorn's gardem,
They spoke fhra e i,
Mlewmerics of a fimg

Before my frarihy,

Medade the aar wekreathuiizle.

You fante,

{lul of meehers,

Our sonls ke cach ather
Howr 13 thal possehls=
They knew fhe ansmocr

= hdarianme Launay
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MNothery cir brigg vie prace
et wourself, Nothing con Bring

MO AL bul the friemph of prin L]

—Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Some peaple Feoe bing thoughts bud al limes

A r =
I’:'?.' P oot hobo i £3 nrees Hem.
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A, The Gireat White Hope
B. A Bird Sanctuary

., A MNuclear Power Flant
¥, The Future Con Edison

OF Greater Cherry Lawn
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i Chalkioard Cofin

l —Tae Dlelaney
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The bronzen figures speak of remnant thoughts unlonched.
Nervous laughter toeeps, of wnshed bears,
A distance of solitude stands behveen us.
Perhaps my coldness;
VORF MREASINEss.

Silent winds whisper westerdays joys and loving moments,

A Meak grey sky enfolds the rickness of earth.
Virile toapes al sea,
fight; smashing
|'r.!;,"ﬂi:1=';' the rocks of desalition,
—Sarah Falicn




o ... where were you
when the lights went out?




Aitamn FRTI R

A crowr or @ rare branch

Basho
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Elizabeth Mahoney
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Dilream of firings thal mever woere, and say why ne!

Chegrpe Hernard Shawe
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ar wawle andl ¢ et a pad on the back

kneeing what's going on
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AP !Ii.“ tHis 15 Phe emad
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In the woods,

The sound wnder my feel

Crackling of pine needles on the ground,

Oroer on my right, the light dimmed through
Shoned the white strings old man's beard
Hanging from the branches,

All the trees, living or dead

Covered toith green and white stiffed lichems
And a carpet of green mosses around the frunk,
Thke queief of this place

Is nothing but the sounds of ghosts.

The fainting sign of reedles moving in the air
And the creaks of rubbing bark against bark.
Then o squirrel leaped from a branch

To the ground of the earth.

Finally the path emerged from the dimness
And the depth of the forest i

To the sound of water splashing against the shore.

=Melanie Smith
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fell them
lowe s a better roasd map
for trackung dowon the wears
e Rand MeNally eoe '
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Hod McKuien
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B kappy—
this is fhe only life wou hape
fa lior—
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The sickness of those who are not sick,
It causes the sickness of those who are
Usick.” Those that are alive but dead drive
them that perceive away. The perceptive see
{ the wretchedness of the other lives. Because
ﬂ these that do not perceive do nof want to, they send

| those that see to where they will not be heard, They

) that are nof mway laugh while they swim in their vomit,

Their laughter is not heard, for it is not real, | laugh
with Belial, we laugh in contempi, One day the blind will

see, then the death, rattling, will come. There will be no

mournin E.

=Richard Gaylord

145




. WL

Dear Seniors:

This is the year when our nation and certainly its young people are expressing increasing
concern about ecology, about the problems relating to our natural enviromment, as well as
abowt the problem of our invelvement in Vietnam,

| know that a good many of you are deeply concerned with the contamination of the
air, the adulteration of cur waters, and the littering and despoiling of our earth. Many of you
are concerned over the delapidation and blight in cur urban areas, the inequitics and injustices
in our economic and social order, and the scourge of war as an insane solution to international
disagreements.

[ am no less concerned in these arcas than are you and [ must agree that unless we give
of our dedication and resources in great abundance the resolution of these problems may
overwhelm the human race. These serious threats from our outer environment which have
come about as a result of our flagrant disregard and exploitation of the external conditions
of our very existence could well write the obituary for the human expesiment.

1 am equally concerned however about the inner ccology of individuals and society, for
it makes little difference whether we succumb to a suffocation from without or a leprosy from
within. For what will it profit mankind if it resolve the outer ccalogical conditions which have
been brought to a near moribund state if it cannot check the degeneracy, depravity, corruption
and prostitution of the heart and mind and soul?

1 am deeply cencerned about the growth of certain philosophies of selfishness and un-
abashed cgotism. Such philosophies lead to a closed-in, turned-off, unproductive life in which
people become encysted in the pursuit of too exclusively foraging for just “me” and “doing
my thing” instead of hopefully finding themselves by turning the mind outward in an “l and
Thou™ orientation which is the real answer to the Fulfillment of self and society.

I am concerned about the concentration of self-for-itself rather than for larger external
ideals. And for viable moral codes and standards, whatever they may be, but worthy enough
to sustain a society worthy of dedication and self-sacrifice, for if we cannot have a society
made up as a whole of multitudinous worthy units good enough to give ourselves to, then
we can but revert to the animal level and deny our humanity. It is not i the nature of man
tor live solely for himself. We can survive as men individually only as a part of humanity,
and only together can we grow individually to the Fulness of our heritage.

Out of the dwarfing of the human spirit, out of the poverty of the soul come the canker
and the decay which is evident today in no small measure in the smut and putrescence in
contemporary literature and art and in the social arena in unforgivable injustice, bigotry and
bias. Fairness and good taste seem to be forgotten virtues.

1 hope for vour generation a real rebuilding of the ecologies withie and withoa!, for one
without the other will be an exercise in futility. Only then will your generation really challenge
and discredit “the establishment” and in a real sense close what will then be your own genera-
tion gap. That victory | covet for you, for it is the only avenue to true freedom and the enly
acceptable condition for love.

Sincerely,
A A Medved






Dark Sorcerers

cast grim spells of death

as fate

awakes

to feel the warmth of the sun
shine

Love

sheds her black
celestial

cloak

and dances

to Satan’s harp
lightly

and alive

on silver moonbeams

Her dark eyes
warm my heart
and

1

am



Ah let her in
she stands
naked

in the first light of morning

Welcome the sun
our friend

and his companion
the moon

I want my universe
free

I'll trade

Try it on

Can you feel it

feel

deep

inside

=Meal Harvey
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The Tarnished Harp

Empty pitless sorromw,
Whines a tarnished harp,
Lids half closed,

Hiding,

Sull dialated pupils,
From the sun,

An eyelash flickers,
Unattached,

It is free.

Gently it falls,
Sailing, fluttering,

It is tossed,

Slave of the wind,

To rest,

On eternal pavement,

Strewn with shattered glass.

150

Lips, so tender,

Fondle the instrument,

As if,

There is a union,

With the flesh,

Drops of saliva,

Glisten on the plyable surface,
Lubricating gently,

a soft rain.

Sweat beads
On a wrinkled brow,
trickles then dowmn,

Slowly melts into,
Folds of lpose skin.

Pathetically alone,

A solitary figure,

Cradles his one treasure,
The tarnished harp,

In the womb of his mouth,
Singing with his soul.

=Sarah Wingder






THE BOYS AND THE GIRLS
AT CHERRY LAWN SCHOOL







THE STAEE
AT THE CHERRY LAWN

SCHOOL
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DA. AMD MRS, HARRIS H. TALLAN
Mizz Margaret Tallan

Miss Rachel Tallan

Fram

FRIEND

DA, & MAS. HOWARD A, ENGLE

121 W, San Maning Drive
Wiami Bageoh, Fla 33739

IVAM GILBERT

F200 Lackbourne Rd
Columbus, Ohig 43207

From our devoted
friend,

who wishes

104 fEmain

AMONYMOUS

ROYAL SALES COMPANY

Bundrigs—Mowvellies
Drugs—5inlionany

795 Azlantic Sireet
Sramfard, Conn, 6504

RALEIGH ATH. EQUIP, CORP.

44 Calumbius Avenue
N Bochellie, Mew Yok 10802

91 4-B36- TR0
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VINCENT'S TAILORING

[ adtas & Genls
Ratgilars
Sints and Spariweny
Fovimaa! Wanr
far a8 Docasons

The Campliments of

THE TOOL BOX

THE TRAVEL CENTER, INC.

203 Qld Kings Highway Mo
Barien, Cann. 05830

BRS-7TET
Wirw ¥ark Phone 655-3958

JOSEPH'S IMNEG,
Clathing Stora Fas Men ang Boys

15 Takenpke Road, Darien
BAE-B0RAE

Stgre Haurs 5-6/5al0. 9-5.30/Fri 9-9

COLOR CENTER

=ning

=Wall Pagar

=4t Supplies

—LuBtem Pichirn Framing

T Tokanokn RE. 655-B7 24
Darsnni

Harg's To Yowr Mealth

THE BOOK SHELF

Sationeny—Gresting Cards
Books

Giodaivas Shopoong Plass
G55-201F

GRIEB'S DARIEN PHARMACY

1021 Past Foad  Darien

Mr. and Mrs. Sluarl M. Soeiser

1a7



AS ALWAYS
THE BAUMGOLD'S

i 25

Complimants of Mr. & Mrs. G. Goartenberg

Thi Brincys Albany, WY,

Besl wishes Irom Desl wishiod to the lncully & stedents
Navis Paint Ce. John 7. Bunting

Mr. and Mra. Arhur Hube
Best of luck Iram Jonesbarg, Ga,

H id and Dore Posner
e M, and Mrs, Jack Heaney

Mr. and Mrs. Gralg G Smith Willon, Gann.
Rochesier, BLY.

AMD OUR PUBLISHER:
T. O'Toale & SONS

to our advertisers and patrons—thank you



The Cherry Lawn School Presents
The 1971 Cherry Pit,
brought to you by:

advice and consent—Stevie P Bonnem
editoress—Amy L. Reichman

persistent co-editor=limmy M, Lembeck
act photagrapher—David Wold

*-L-.1|L‘--.':Hr.-_l-,131n:'|~:-— Mary Ellis, David Engle, Deni O'Brien, Lathy Weiss
industrious typists—Melanze Smith, [oann Edwards
literary connoisseur—Jeremy Burwel]

lit and quotes hunters—Wendy Schaper, Ruthie Dreessen, Sarak Falion

financial wizard—Michae] Tallan
art collector—Claudia Greene
illustrious artist—Sharone Einkorn

charlie cherry cover—David Anfang

senior letberer=Maura Robinson
photo donors—Ed Quigley, Bill Adler, Bill Lawrence
for Calbert, Elise Samelson, Rob Stokes

and to the others—thank WL








