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Dedication

We are now bidding farewell to two Jchuly remarkable educators,

both of whom have served the community with a sincere desire to
provide a school environment rich in academic standards and good ‘ 414 o
citizenhood. 1*3., -"t"‘ 1 :
After thirteen years of fine service at Walter Reed, our principal, Mr . J\

Evan Engberg, will retire in ]une Y h’i

of his students the arts and music. He and Mrs. Engberg, who rehred 'i :-.
as the girls' vice-principal at Airport Junior High School in Texas,
have also helped many of them to reach in a foreign school in the
future, and to travel and enjoy life.

Mr. Engberg has been most impressed while at Reed by the high ‘L

concentration of the area. He says he will miss parent and student
fr1enclsh1ps but he also hopes that he will be part of the facul’cy w1’c1‘1

whom 1‘12 1‘10.5 worked C].OSG].Y fOI‘ SO Mmany years.

Walter Reed Junior Hig]::t will long remember the effect Mr. Engberg ,\ [
has had on the school's vice-principal, as he also leaving Wadens. ”&i

1‘.‘“
t" »

SO'U."II‘J.GIIJ. Ca11forn1c. o.nd holder Of a MG.S‘IIGI',S degree 11(15 en]oyed Et "\} | 4

Reed this semester, Mrs. Hooval, a graduate of the University of

ﬂrnr’cy years of education. Twen’cy four of these years were spent a’c
Walter Reed, where Mr. Engberg was girls' vice-principal, self ’chg . e
fine standards for girls, and where she has come from the ranks of the

school. Over the years, she was also a volunteer for the school's .-

activities, which she still continues to do Jcoday. M 12
Julie Gonzalez, 2 ! :;n
Sharon McCall-editors Sk &S



Mr Enberg
Principal

Mrs. Hooval
Girl's Vice Principal
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MRS. SHEPHERD TO RETIRE

After fourteen years at Reed Junior High, Mrs. Frances Shep-
herd, the financial manager of our school, is retiring. _

In retirement, Mrs. Shepherd will pursue her first loves, paint-
ing and playing the piano. She regrets that while working, she has
not had more time to spend with her family. This situation she will
soon remedy in her retirement.

Mrs. Shepherd, like so many persons who have retired before
her, plans to tour the United States.

I am confident that the staff and all th
me in bidding her a sincere farewell
her leisure.

¢ students at Reed Join
and hope that she will enjoy

David Clark

MY FIRST DATE THE USELESS MISS
¢veming. He was coming for me
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and ] was imagining the worst of everything, A 19 exception. The
moment my mother called me for dj

nervous o eat, bur | {huughl the di
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Ahlberg, Mrs. Gertrude
Bemard, Mrs. Karin
Beston, Mr. Douglas
Berger, Mrs. Jeannetie
Bermon, Mrs. Jessice
Bernard, Mr. Arihur Lee
Brodley, Mrs. Herriet

Brooks, Mrs, Marion
Cambionico, Mr. Jones
Camery, Mr. George
Campbell, Miss Marcia
Carlson, Mr. Richard
Clinton, Mrs. lla
Cohen, Mr. Bernard

Comer, Mrz. Cleo
Crenshow, Mrs. Hazel
Bakl, Mrs. Rark
Danbom, Mr. Robert
DeCoito, Mr. Anton
Dieudonne, Mrs. Elizabeth

Doose, Mr, William

Daran, Mr. Charles
Franke, Miss Lois

Funk, Mr, Poul

Galinda, Mr. Yictor
Glacomezze, Miss Mamie
Golliher, Mrs. Catherine
Grant, Mrs. Betty

Grundy, Mr. Cyril
Gyllenswas, Mrs. Mabel
Hanson, Mr. Holter
Hardin, Mrs. Dorharine
Harrison, Mrs. Dorothy
Morrop, Mrs. Adele
Heberger, Mrs, Peggy

Ivener, Mr. Martin
Jacobosn, Mr. Bernard
Jones, Mizs Azelie
Kastman, Miss Yanja
Kennedy, Mr. Jaha
Kennedy, Mrs. Yernetta
Klann, Mr. Ernest

Komm, Mrs. Elleen
Lawson, Mrss Judith
Lessing, Mr. Richard
Levenson, Miss Lillion
Mack, Mr. Morris
Malay, Mr, Robert
Malone, Mr. John D.




Martin, Mr. Charles
Moy, Mrs, Margoret
McGuigan, Mr. Joseph
Mertens, Mr. Paul
Messler, Miss Lois
Meyers, Mrs. Rita
Mitelman, Mrs. Rose

Moser, Mrs. Dorothy
Murry, Mr. Mark

Nero, Mr. Norman
Okimoto, Miss Naomi
0’Sulliven, Mrs. Frances
Pfister, Mrs. Evo

Radda, Mrs. Lesbeth

Riggin, Mr. Lee

Sagara, Mr. Norman
Sands, Mrs. lda

Scott, Miss Susan

Sel sor, Mr. Robert
Shepherd, Mrs. Fronces
Sherman, Mrs. Jacqueline

Smith, Mrs. Margaret
Sorsby, Mr. William
Staves, Miss Constance
Stokes, Mr. Williom
Storie, Mr. Jomes
Symonds, Mrs. Susan
Tallian, Mrs. Jeon

Thedford, Mrs. Edno
Theodore, Mr. Leo
Thorpe, Mrs. Clare
Timmons, Mr. John
Tirado, Mrs. Ines
Uchida, Mr. Robert

Van Lanen, Mr. Daniel

Webster, Miss Margaret
Weems, Miss Elizobeth
Whitcher, Mrs. Ethel
Williams, Mrs. Beatrice
Wolters, Mr. Kenneth
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Richard Wheaton
Vice-President
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Mark Peyton
Vice-President

Linda Green
Sﬂcrtiurf

Jack Pimentel
President
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Robert Mallgh
Vice-President

Gaole Brock Robert Woodcock
Secretary President

GRADUATES S'63

Abad, Lucienne
Adams. Billie Jo

Adoms, Suson

Adelman, Leslie
Agron, Edwaord
Aicholtz, Julie

Allen, Cindy
Allen, Maft
Allen, Dovid

Allen, Guy
Ames, Marilyn
Annis, Michael

Anspach, Renee
Armstronge Jomes
Amold, Peter

Asay, Bill

Atkins, Terry
Badger, Steve
Bangle, Alfred

Bﬂl’ﬂ‘!‘-!l, "'l'rl:hlﬂ
Bamnett, Richard
Barnhart, Thomas
Barret, John
Borrio, Stan
Belcher, Lono

Sell, Barbora

Beller, Wendy
Benedict, Laoura
Benson, Mark
Berger, Shirley
Bergmann, Jane
Berish, John

Berman, Harry

Birge, Shari
Blais, Dolores
Bland, Mary
Blaustein, Howard
Bohac, Raymond
Bonney, Cathy
Botzer, Jill Ann

Braden, Philip
Brahom, Maxine
Bralver, Richard
Brand, David
Brandt, Rory
Breeden, Jody

Breanan, Colleen




Brock, Gale
Bronson, Pothi
Brooks, Karen
Brown, Barbora
Brown, |lene
Brownfield, Thomas
Brykman, Joel

Buchonan, Bob
Buckles, Gene
Bush, Janet
Butler, Jeff
Compbell, Linde
Caraco, Barry
Caranchini, Tom

Corter, Greg
Corter, Paula
Casebeer, Jeanette
Centrella, Linda
Chamberlin, Chris
Chernis, Zochary
Chien, Nancy

Chittenden, Dan
Cmvu”n, Sﬂvln
Clark, David
Cleveland, Judy
Coban, Suson
Cﬂd'y’, William
Cole, Pomelo

Coleman, Yvonne
Collins, Michael
Cooper, Dwight
Cooper, Glenn
Cooper, Richard
Comnelson, Christy
Cortazar, Eleanor

Costes, Cathy
Cr.:mf.n, Cherie
Covell, Karen
Crane, Elsie

Crane, | oura

Cranston, Gary
Creith, Michoel

Crenshow, Mel
Cummings, Tom
Daniel, Anita
Denowitz, Corl
Dasher, Bob
Davidson, Judy

Deovis, Corlo

Deaville, Suzanne
Debbo {_‘”‘____g
DeCrescent, Diane
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Du Chesne, Tony
Duncon, John
Eby, Lee

Edson, Charlotte
Eick, Williom
Eller, Dale
Elovitz, Louis

Engel, Dione
Evons, Donald
Fagin, Yemnon
Fahrer, Bruce
Farer, Abby
Farmer, Steve
Faust, Linda

Fellows, John
Felton, Pomela
Fetterman, Mary
Fieboch, Greg
Finder, Lawrence
Fischer, Bernie
Fischer, John

Fisher, Earl
Fiumerodo, Tony
Faolsom, Kendra
Ford, Kathleen
Freemon, Robert
Fretwell, Ed
Fried, Marc

Friedlond, Helen
Frydrych, Jock
Garfield, Harry
Garlond, Lynn
Gattis, Bob
Gibson, Don
Gillies, Mary

Gilliland, David
Ginsberg, Edward
Gluyas, Diane
Golden, Comnelius
Golden, |rene
Gonzalez, Julie

Goodkin, Peter

Goodman, John
Goodmon, Robert
Gray, Camille
Greene, Marc
Green, Gaul
Gurevitz, Cheryl
Guttman, Sheila

Guzzi, Charles
Hale, Ann
Hall, John
Hall, Kathie
Hall, Steve
Halote, Berry
Hamlin, Robert

Honkison, Suson
Harris, Rita
Hattzman, Peter
Harvey, Kathleen
Hastings, Deborah
Hotch, Kerry

Hay, Ronald



Hayrup, Sharon
Hays, Bob

Haywood, Dale
HEEPFH. [_-Jrl!"ﬁrqr
Heichel Carol
Hengen, Robert
Herbert, Terry

Herzoff Jomes
Hill, Craig
Hillhouse, Cheryl
Hilton, Pamela
Hirsch, Lonnie
Hotfmon, Jim
Heffman, Pete

Hoisch, Robert
Holderness, Mike
Holmgren, Ted
Holt I‘:h”

Holt, Nola
Haolton, Don
Horton, Jeft

Hosmer, Ethel
Jockson, Brion
Jacobs F}Iﬁﬂr
Jacobson, Stephen
Jll:rr' iSOn, erhurd
Jenks, Clovdia
Johannsen, Beth

Johnson, Arthyr
Johnson, Donao
Jobnson, Michael
Johnson, FPhyllis
Jones, Joy
Joseph, Caren
Kabeary, Kothy

Kone, Mike
Katz, Eddie
Katz, Eloine
Koutmon, Elissa
Koutman, Philip
Koutmon. Sue
Koubman ﬂfndy

":Cff_‘"-tl'u'ﬂ ':ﬂff'!

Kelley, David
Kelley, Mortha
Kelley, Yincent
Kelly Jr* n
Kemns, Gregory

Rinragde E"Llf

PJ all N r':llr_'!
Knock, Lhane
Lofimo Mark




Leja, Tom
Lelong, Nicole
Lester, Noel
Lewis, George
Libbey, Jonet
Libecap, Barbarg
Lieccion, Linda

Lichstein, Gﬂ}r
Lieberman, Marsha
Ll”;f, Denise
Lindenblatt, Seott
Lindquist, Sue
Link, Willioms
Lipsett, Judy

Logan, Billy
Lolovich, Michael
Lﬂwensuhn, Eren'r
Lucero, Linda

Lucid, Noel

Luskin, Sheryl
MocDonald, Katherine

Maize, Bradford
Mallah, Robert
Manaricua, Juan
Manninger, Jock
Markham, Caralyn
Marks, Melody
Martia, Allon

Martin, Denise
Martin, Lemora
Morx, Steve
Mason, Ronnie
Matsuoka, Richard
Mattox, Bob
McCall, Sharon

McCleery, Melinda
McCown, Danny
McCune, Catherine
Mcl ean, John
Meixsell, Donna
Menashe, Abroom
Metcalfe, Greg

Miller, Coryl
Miller, Richard
Miller, Ronnie
Miner, Phil
Minton, John
Miyashiro, Kathy
Morrison, Merry

Mosauer, Eleanor
Mulnick, Steve
Munns, Bill
Murphy, John
Myers, Eorl
Myers, John
Naime, Tom

Nozarion, Alice
Neff Lionel
Nel!son, Mary
Newman, Corol
Northrup, Korl
Notkewitz, Deborah
Nottebrock, Mark




Novak, Steven
Noyes, Robert
Oberle, Joonne
Ocnotf, Dawvid
Ohlson. Melonie
Olson, Shelley
Orndorft. Steven

Osbond, Gerald
O'Wesney, Mary
Poge, George
Pain, Bernadette
Paine, Ken

Papozian, Bob
Pardee, lone

Peterson, Diane
Petroni, Jomes
Peyton, Mark
Pickett, Chorles
Pickworth, Bill
Pigott, Peter
Pimentel, Jock

Pinoges, Mike
Piro, Gory
Pitcher, Rondy
Pludow, Beotrice
Pool, Sheilo
Potter, Mork
Prete, Paot

Priddle, Amber
Prizant, Julie
Proust, Geoffrey
Purcell, Mike
Purn:-;_ Bﬂb
Rnnhn_ Tfrry
Raymond, Brion

Raymond, Rindie
Raymond, Roxonne
Reagan, Terrence
Ree, Don

Reed, Talie
Regen, Morlee Sue
'F?r-d, Robert

Qeml‘lerzl Bur‘l
Reitz, Julie

Renfro, Joel
Replogle, Chris
Richardson, Patricio
Wichmond, Carole
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Russell, Greg
pufir_‘. "Jl-"l'r||~fn
Sada, Daniel
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Salter, Carol
Saltsman, Michoe!
Somu, Louis
Samuels, Kf‘:”"',f
Sargent, Mark
SchaHer, Michel
Schmidt, Frances

Schmidt, Kirby
Schneider, Lisa
Schoenfeld, Carolyn
Schofield. Mike
Scott, Dione
Selbert, Lindo
Selig, Joseph

Semples, Mady
Seuferer, Kathleen
Sexton, Mike
Shart, Caorl

Shea, Maureen
Shelley, Donna
Sholes, Katherine

Sibson, Cindy
Sieling, Cathy
Silveira, Terry
Silvermon, Alan
Simonian, Reid
Simons, Cathy
Simonson, Pomela

Sinclair, Claudic
Sisco, Jacqueline
Skeen, Patricia
Sloan, Greg
Sml'l‘h, Cleve
Smith, Joyce
&'T"IT]'L Volene

Smithfield, Peggy Sue
Sayder, Linda

Sobel, Anita

Spencer, Jerry
Stanton, Bruce
Steere, Tony
Steinberg, Lindo

Stephenson, Corla
Stermer, Miriam
Stern, Anna
Steven, Shelley
Stevens, Lorry

|

S\tevens, Lawrence

Str mnge Michoel

Stringos, Bessie
Stutz, Don
Survol. Adrien
yutt Mildred
Ut yre, 1 NoO




Taber, Lindo
Taklender, Moe
Taylor, Barrett
Toylor, Becky
Teachenor, Melodie

Teske, Ted
Tessitore, Joanne

Thielen, Pat
Tomlin, Mike
Travers, Tony
Trudel, Mozel
Van Trigt, Peter
Vorela, Pooet
VYargas, Vivion

Vincent, Rex
VonderKuhlen, Deon
Walcott, Kent
Walker, Caoroline
Walling, Susaon
Wallner, Elena
Warner, Karen

Watson, Bruce
Weotherford, Barbaro
Weber, Linda
Webster, Bill

Weil, Jen
Weisbaum, Heidi
Weisinger, Vickie

Weiss, Lowrence
West, Terry
Wetzold, Fronk
Wheaton, Richord
Whisnant, Cheryl
Whited, Linette
Wickersham, David

Wilcox, Susie
Williams, Barboro
Williams, Mark
Williamson, Jim
Winckler, Kathy
Withers, Bruce
Withers, Jesse

Woo, Joe
Woodcock, Bob
Woods, James
erght, Gloria
Wright, Kathleen
Wright, Nicoley
Wurth, Richard

Wynigear, Karen
Youschak, Dennis
Zoitsoff, Lowrence
Zellman, Shelley
7 immerman, Jonie
Zimmermon, [om

Zung, Tom




THE SACRIFICE

The fire gtinted on the ebony and gold idals as the shadows of
the gvrating natives crossed its nath, The cerie seiiies made by
the dancers cchoed ominously through the jungle. In the middle
of the ring of whirling dervishes, was a man—a white man. The
razor-charp edges of the sebers they swung over their beads cen
faches of brillight light on the faces of the inreated msn and made
the lace of the white man ried in the past more bideons in its
agony. The drums became londer and the beat more frantic as
the moon roer bigher.

The pask of the Doter reballion was high. The Empress Dowager
had epenly advocsted the secret meterics working to throw the
“hairy ones,” the foreigover, out of China.

The beat became still more urgent and then died away alm-
gether leaving a death-like stiliness for miles around. One simul-
scorcmn scrgant was emiited from the throars of the natives and
they began to advance on the struggling American.

An hour later the clearing was vsrant, inbsbited only a
purt, the ethes of a dead hre, and the decapitated y of the
American missionary.

Miriam Stermer

nde;:n&mt and free, hail for the sistory of making a small
nation solid and strong.

government kings.
with which they are fered.

until they can have grown.

that they are not ignorant or at other people med.

= M o» W w

or wish to be, free.

triving for bigger and better things—and making the people the
calizing that time is too precious to waste and all the problems
re willing to work with what is known and helping other ideas
alightening the world to both the good and the bad, showing

iving a life which should be a standard for those who are,
Wendy Kaufman

THE PROMISED LAND

A warm, wanted brraze reriied the dyring gourds. This awakened
Elana to the morn before Parozver, the day of prayer and leas:.
ing, Elana was happy and crcited. Al lersel was in a gsy and

festive nowed. In the Kibbutz, everyone was busy prsparing for the
holiday werk. It was the holiday which recalled the escepe of the

Israelites from Egypt to the Promised Land. And bere, back in
the Tewish bromeland, Elana harked around with pride. This was
the Promised Land.

Elana went to the cottage of her friend Shulamith. She called
;nd Shulamith came to the door, followed by her little brother

ri.

"Shulamith,” ssied Elana “Morry! Pather has promited to take
us to Jeroarisrs voday to shop for the Passover.”

“We'll be ready in an bour. Flana. Is your father still in the
dairg?" asked Shulamith.

"1'es,” repited Elana. "Father has asked Dsvid to supervise the
dairy, Jossi (s tn charge of the fieids today and Dov will care for
the cstile. Father will be free to spend the day with us in the
city."”

Tl burry,” said Shulamith. “Ari and 1 will be at your cottage
at oight a'clock.”

en the children assembled at collage No. 1. Elana's father
was waiting with the jvep. They all climbed in and awey they
rode to the Holy City. Akiva, Elana's lather, explained to the
children why Jerasslsm was a holy city for all people, not only
for the Jawe. A beasired church bslls were singing from the Oild
City, and the Valley of Kniron, Mount of Qlives, and Masunr Zron
pezied in chorus, It was Sunday in Jerasalsm, the Christian Sabbath.

Father drove throagh the ornzre Decarsacns Gare into the Old
City, They got out of the jvep and maiked along the Via Deiorosa
—Ee Way of the Crow—to Stepban’s Gare which basked owver
the rombs of Zacharias, Obsslom, and Mary, and to Moont of
Olives, the scene of the Ascension.

They then walked through the narrow streets, through the Arab
bazzar, and through the two shops where the children besnily
bought many trickets while Father shop for the boliday. Then
Father led them through the market to Dosse of the Rock and
the Mosaoe of Osssr to the Watling Walf of the great Jewish
tempie. Here, secient bearded Jews wood and prayed and wsys,

“See,” said Fatber. "This is a hﬂ!-.ghr:iqr for all faithe. People
from all over the world come here, Christians, Arshs, and Jews.”

Before leaving this city filled with cbles and excirement., Father
tock the children to ses the Holy Sepcolcher, the rite of the cruci-
Bxion, with the marble wresh of Jesos Christ. From there, they
drove past the Arab quarter where everything looked to ancient
and different, and camels were in the marker place. On they drove,

the famsgs Hebrew University and past the new banmilal
Eﬁfpitﬂl erccted by Hzdessth lunds from tﬁapie of many lands.

As they left Jerasslem, they drove in darkening cwilight.
Lights sprsng up in the surrounding hille, throwing in reliei tke
outline of the oi1ll buildings of the market city. It was iairyised
with the tbrobbing hum of many people. It was a day to remember

as they turned toward hcess.
Adrien Survol

BOOKS

As I curl up in my favorite chair,
I give me room one last look.
Fot 1 am forszne here very soon,
To enter the world of a book.

1 journey around the world,

Ot marels azreat the street.

But it dosse't marter where [ go,

There are interesting people to earer.
Sorse are sweet, others ]u'ﬂd*

They're ofren barth and held.
Some are frrendiy and oh so warm,
Suil others remars and rold.

|l there many adventures,

With Iofks young and old.
Some are just luscies,

Others are real, I'm told.

I want to on reading.
There's lass to learn if you look.
And the place to look, you've guessed it.

I'm sure.
Is into your favorite book.

Beth Johannsen
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| DID I B L e T iﬁ
stina put out her hand to welcome warmly the pivt ¢
| think 1 can do it. Today is the day, I'm all ready. Here Spain. The other gitl took it shyly, el
gOCS . . . “Welcome to 1, Kristina said. "My name is |
Gosh, I'm really going deep. I can feel the cold water. Oh, no. do 1% like Sweden ?” | A X i
I'm beginning to slow up. I can feel the blood rushing to my Spanish girl looked at Kristina with a kind of fegs
head. S eyes. She said one word, her name, Constancia. She was an ex
It's awful, The pressure is all around my head. It seems like I've student from Barcelona, w‘ studying in Stockholm, G
been under for ten minutes. I can feel my lungs gasping for air, Constancia spoke no ish, and Keistina spoke
Te's Snirdet. ; it Still, if anyone should ha to have '
There itchi:. I nthlfnkthc:n %c:c it,! ?tl!l"dl:m choking. There it is. he ;:nu{d I..T“ easily fheen th 1::‘: i 4
Rﬂfh.. reach. Fa Ly r. l:c 1d 1t perfectly, thmlgh nei r t mh. a et
Now ]‘mmtinﬁ up.h lt}'; taking u;[ long. I can :e:m 2:]: ﬁiul:f' They tﬁ““'d have tolc} dm; tl:;erc m% ; £
Oh, I'm breaking through the water surtace, air i : cier in this international friendsh vl |
hl't w[:s $O hard.gbut I did it. I touched the bottom of the p ‘“ __
iR Eddie Agran (B (S __' ... J
A CANINE COMEDIAN

As we approach the Walker bonnhold, we

terrifying roar from within the house, But there is
to be afraid of as it is only their dog, Wilbhelm. Dear
Wilhelsm. :;ch a sweet m}:nkﬂ.. $O :'Tm is he that he ¢
up my brand new shocking pink fuzzy slippers. @
Mother adores Wilhelm, or so she says. The other «
to doubt her when she told me of her Emmu P
the night. Apparently Mother was awakened by a nose n
her face. It was Wilhelm wanting to go out. Since it was
o'clock in the morning she was quite ti she staggere
the den to open the door. When she tu
not behind her. She looked through the
not be found. After calling to him, she
but guess who had taken her place, no ' |
self. She tried to awaken him but he just groaned contently. So
she decided if you can't beat them, join them, So, Mother and

e .| 2
®
]

Wilhelm slept happily the rest of the nighe.

THE BEACH

| walked along the beach today

The sun was sparkling on the tide

The wind and sand were hard at play

And | was feeling good inside.

I walked across and found the bay

The tide was gone, the water calm
| And bere the crowds were light and gay
The wind and sun just like a balm.,
I went on further, found the pool
Where divers, swimmers, babes at play Y Rt
From summer’s heat were keeping cool ¥ ‘& !
And making this a happy day. AN
At last, fatigued, | ook my boat
And finding a nice shady nook
I stopped the motor, let it floa
While I relaxed with my good book.

Adrien Survol
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MY DAY OF REST

“Hi, my name is Koyosl,” I live in a dense jungle on the Xingu
River. The closest civilized town is Disaurum, which is located up
the river a few miles. Becagse my [etker, Pentoti is the riexl of our
small cribe of 65 poople, he has three wives. Our tribe is called the
Suya. Because this is my day-off 1 will explain our babits to son.

Please ewosss me but | have to do a fow chores before 1 begin.
Let's see—now 1 have to feed my pels, kill some monkeys, bely
sacke some sali, harvest some timbo cines, go fishing for my dinner,
and a fow other odds sand cads.

Back to my story now. We live in dirry, thatched houses to say
the least, OQur floors are of mead, and our furniture consimt of an
occasional somt. We work like animals with no hops of becoming
rich, but only for more exinance. Our wives have is nay as bave
s¢ wa do, if not barder. Our tressuret rensist of lip dises (for men),

a dirty harmeer, a rusty nail, and, for the most fortunste, mnsr
beads.

Even efrer all of this | can say, without hesitarces, that 1 don't envy
people living in the pesdera, the riek resnriries. For we are happy,

wa like the lile we lead, and wouldn’t leave it for useless wealth.
Yes, we are a happy popple.

The Suya do ewiar in Brazil and all in this wory is factual.
Joel Lester

A DREAM COME TRUE

H-I_'f [4‘, lml

This ever-or-important dars,

And on thid very day in May,

They danced and sang and were so gay!
Israel—the rsvecn to Zion—

They fought the diaspora like a lico.
And those who died with "Zion" on their lips
That there someday might be

A place where all men could be free.
And did the gayest dancer know

The challenges coming yet,

As be danced with joy even though
These ordeals he could not fosger?
Jews, waiting at Zion's dorm,

Arab tegions surging through her side,
Newcomers who'd survived with conditions—
And yet therr spreii hode'i died!

But wsal Israel now reborn,

T ian't only for the jew

That the ape-old drrum

Has at last come tioe.

Renee Anspach

JUST ME

There are two of me
I'ml, I'm me

Some people see
One of me

The other of me

I'ml, I'm me
I'm me

Some people know
One of me

The other of me
Mot both of me
Just I, or just me
Mot hork

Mot me

Nobody, just me.

Wendy Beller
n
N THE PEACE CORPS...

One lives in sunshine—safe from the nighe,

The other in darkness—reaching Ine fuate,

One is well-cloched, well-heuasd, and well-fed.

The other evfen nar for a wals crust of hoznd.

One's green freedom—direction in youth, _
Half a world’s difference—yet spanned for a while,
By the best of all barrier breakers—a moid.

Shelley Zellman

(E 0 %fuu;a IT WOULD BE NICE

I cannot find a way to say

the things that hit my veart,

H’s ualltj.l;hlnl -I:IE ;ti.l'ilj_r
SECOND-HAND I think that 1 would like to have
the golden tongoe and charm.

Which help some peopie whom 1 know

What I'd like to know it, whee did this school ever have new
books. That makes the 5fth matk 1'ws been assigned in D condition.

lass to go. The beginning at a sommere sure 15 rough. say things which o worm.
G“Liﬂﬂn?miculhe hﬁai: cards, Elni;l hEr: come the books, | guesgh | | want to say that in this worild
can put the condition down as D—Wait! It's in A condition! 'iIEh:WIlIId:EE nice Tdtllrkﬂw' :
Two wecks later, and I'm in the textbook raom about a lost 1 a us cou e onrselves
book. The ono in A condition, too. My replacement anil probably enough to love our foe,
be in D condition. Sbe's looking for the cost of the bouk. A world of peace would make me glad.

- o 2 » . I'm tired of hate and strite,
D condition—81.35, A condition, §3.20.” Why didn"t 1 got all ]
my books in D condition? Of all the fack. I'd tred a lat if there could be
David Allen a brand new way of life.
Adrien Survol




RHAPSODY OF SPRING THE BEST NAME

Flowers awake, Anmnie is 8 Soathern belle

Belis misrt ro ring, From Loudciana.

Woeadlind creatures partake : Fllen's from Okio,

le the rhagandy of rpring. While Sendy's ia Montena,

Sacw riatis to nals, From Prinbergh eane Christing,

Brooks start to bubble, Carei Irera Omaha,

The eon’s warmth i1 fslt, Then .er}’l thare at Spekane

Birds rtart to warkle. #ﬂ . ﬁ{{;l! ‘lln'ﬁl.'hlu

G ZTOWS Procecr, err’s 11 Hsleaa,

Chrgld}:nﬂd’: ::il;|:;l Se Liza in Savannah.

Life’s m::d-cn m?r keencr E:!n*l is Ii::'ﬂ!l'ﬂ'tpﬂt.

la the chspsody cf spriag. ‘n“mlim inm' =
Gale Brock Desena an

Cheyeene,
April in Se. Sous,
Whkile 41 Tursoe 11 Diane.
But no matter bow the case be—
' I it be o Kearas "Giney,™
There's notking gsify Lika Californin
With a good “eiéd (askicoed™ PINNY!

Mascy Chien
A RHAPSODY OF SPRING

Once again, soese food to take
Trees-lesfing cot, {rash and greea,

Meny signa cf rpring ars acre.

Floeerr coce sfcin arc ing. 1
From their hosres thay _ﬂiﬂhmﬂﬂﬁl-

MY FRIEND

me foriously, and for na apparcnt rcasom.
friend, and now ahe tormcd agalost mwr for a
keowe. and coxld pot learn. | kad tired to ask ber,

secking. 1 questiened all our frieads, but they

| me.

| dooe to crese this fecling? There wan

coald reoscotber. Seddenly sn idsa came to res.
cxpleastion for her behavior—ramors!

rumocs to my friced sboot me, 1 feit sar

was simest certeia of the girl.
tlk with my friend, the fisally sdmitted having
mes frees the gl | bad maspected. The girl

tarung the tuwe,
d, “] pecst that before | jump to concla-

mre to dncover the treth.”™ Y
Janime Larson
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SPIKE

It was a long hard way, inch by inch, day by day they traveled.
Lay it down, tie it in, nail it down. Over and over the same sounds
were made, thud, clack, slap, slap, slap. Though each slap was
harder on the men issuing it, each man continued knowing ﬁe was
closer to his goal. Hurry, hurry, you're in a race, you must win!
Each day seemed to grow longer, harder, hotter, yet they continued.
Not just for the pay they would get but for their country. When
they finished, their country would have a final foothold on the land.
Only ten miles to go. Work harder, faster, faster, five, come on
hurry, three, quick. At last, the last spikes were driven in. The long

hard journey was completed, the first cross continental railroad was
finished.

Wendy Beller
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RHAPSODY OF SPRING

Close your eyes and listen for you will need complete concentration.
You may encounter an occasional crack, which is followed immediately by
sounds of joy, disgust, or both. Visualize a small, horsehide-covered
sphéroide, boundiing over the dirt, towards a man who will ride in the
woods. The most important thing is the painting of a canvas bag of sand.
And now there is a man running through the f%eld, pasturing the pasture,
and he will pluck the sphéroide out of the air. And now there is a man
standing high, looking down the field, while the sphéroide is painted in the
appointment. For this is the start of the baseball season, sometimes
inappropriately called "Spring."

Kirby Schmidt

] A @ ?@ ER %Q%J

Hello, My name is No-to-Son. I do not like anywhere special. My family
travel so many. We're the fishermen.
My clothes are not very elegant. Next time my father, mother's, brothers
and sisters. But I do not want you to receive a bad-looking impression of
southern Asian people. Some of us wear very nice cloths. For instance, some

of the high-ranking peogle in the clothes are very expensive, and they live in

very beautiful palaces. So do you think you'll find a suitable place to live.
I have no education except that of a fisherman. Ever since I was a small
boy I have worked to do. Good-bye.

PEACE

Peace is a victory

Over troubled times,

When people of all countries,
And people of all countries.

No longer deem it necessary
To fight and war all year,

And their children can be
Forever in front of fear.

Danicle Rosenman

THREE SKIENS YELLOW YARN...

Hm-m-m, page 6: " . . .2 cans salmon, 1 package macaroni —
Thursday."
Gee! This is interesting!
Page 23: M"Three skiens yellow yarn, 4 b%ue (to match 3% yds.
blue material), blue thread, No. 4 needles."
Pagc 64: "I hate him, but don’t tell him that or he’ll"
'Hl\chy! What’s the idea of stopping in the middle?!
r.

"Sorry, was watching me. He’ll feel awful.
(Not Mr. , HIM)"
"OK"
"Are you coming tonight? — We need another chocolate cake.™

What was all this about? A skirt-and-sweater casserole? Perhaps
a narrative by three mixed-up people named "Page 6," "Page 23,"
and "Page 64"?

Most certainly not!

Pl give you a clue. It was all found along the margins.
—Margins of what?

Why, a sad, abused second-hand book, of course.

Are you guilty?
F-or-rSh-a-me-eé

Dana Johnson

Do redwoods ever grow tired of holding themselves so high?

Do they ever shiver on frosty nights with their tops against the sky?
I think, perhaps, they feel lonely sometimes, because they have
grown so tall.

Do they ever wish they could lie Pright down and never get up
at all:

The date was March 27, 1983. The spaceship Outer had been
traveling through space for exactly one year with a crew of twelve.
The purpose of their journey was to find if life existed on other
planets. On this day thegr spotted a foreign planet 10,000 miles
away. They decided to land on this planet.

At exactly 8:34:44 PM the spaceship touched down. At exactly
this moment an alert went out all over the strange planet. It read
as follows: MAttention all the countries of the world; we are being
invaded by people from another world."
Yes, the truth was the earth had finally been invaded.

Phil Kaufman




THE LAST WAVE

¢ & tingle of anticipation as he sat on the lush grass above
sand watching the waves crush the rocks in their watery
He felt that today was the day—his wave was coming in.

F3
=
i

vise,

Il over at the best sports—Peru, Hawaii, France,
mmh::d .d course Southern California—but never had he
scen waves like these at Piba, New Zealand, nor bad he experi-

2

ion he felt today. It was a sense of exhilaration and
he was alone—no one else would dare the surf
up his board, and began to walk the length
, he llgppcd th:n instant and started the
burning ebony sands to the water,
mul?'bl l?ddlld out and waited, After an hour
waves he saw "his" wave. It started out farther
it came it swelled higher and higher—a monster
a life-time wave! No sooner had he paddle
it m;ualtmhlm dc:: tlin p'I.kdOf t;cmn .iOcldilty
0 m n into its depths and into its
whirled about him and he laughed as he rode

, infinity, infinity . . .
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Miriam Stermer

M.O.M.!

had waited in anticipation for this moment! I had
more miles to walk and I would be there.

through the streets of Rome, I noticed the litte
that were parallel to me, The sidewalk cafes greeted

twrn, The obese Italian mommas that were
mnubgnulgmd me 1o decipher what was being
Roman Colosseum gave me a certain thrill that is

these interesting sights, though, there was still an air

that only I knew, Only one more mile and 1 would

I would enter and be the first American in this new

country, the smallest in the world, where no American

| set foot. Onlr two blocks were now left, 1 already could
00 Ut 1t was 30 different from the others around.

My hand was now on the doorknob, I realized that I had to

W‘urul [tr;:'t' i;:;l (0 walk in, I did i, I was the hrst,
fican in M .0 Military Order o

2 bullding y Order of Malta——n country

Heidi Wesibaum
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THE PEACE CORPS

I am a member of the Peace Corps of the United States. After
my anlillini in the corps, | had to undergo intensive study in
courses in American history and democracy, and the history, lan.
guage, and culture of the country to which | was to be sent. My
assignment was as a surveyor in Nigeria, an African country in dire
need of the Peace Corps. Although the corps has not been in
ngtril long, we have already constructed roads, bridges, schools,
and other pulﬂic works, Some of my fellow workers are now teach-
ing the Alricans English and other related subjects about the United
States in Nigerian schools,

One thing that may seem rather odd about my job is that I receive
no wages, only living expenses, When my two-year stay is finished,
I will receive a small bonus from the government when | return
(0 America, We in the Peace Corps live on a standard comparable
(o the commonfolk and natives of the countries in which we are
stationed, and not like the high-living American diplomats and
ambassadors,

The requirements for becoming a corpsman are few. Basically,
one must be at least eighteen years of age, must pass a special
examination, and must have some skill or knowledge of use 10 the
organization. 1 enjoy my work, for it is to spread American friend-

ship and freedom, a worthwhile vocation indeed,
Cornelius Golden

OLD MEXICALI

Well, we arrived in Mexicali, Mexico, finally. There we were,
in a small foreign town full of dust and dirt.

I saw some peorle pushing old, ready-to-fall-apart carts right
down the middle of the streets! They were poor, very poor. Instead
of patching holes in tattered, white shirts, they usually left them
visible and exposed.

Then, as we turned a corner with a rusty, chiprd-uﬂ sign that
we supposed meant "stop,” we suddenly approached gleaming white
mansions, very much to our surprise! re they stood, two stories
hi usually, surrounded by tall concrete walls decorated with
delicate works of black iron grating.

What happened? Were we in the same tiny town or were we
suddenly in the ornate residential section of a famous city/ We
soon found out that we were in both as we kept driving down
the street.

There we saw another beautiful home with tall trees and even
grass, for we were in the desert, Next to it was in contrast a most
lppafling sight. It was a dirt-covered shack made of wood col-
lected from around the dump by the canal and some adobe.

An old woman, who had accumulated more wrinkles than I
thought possible, sat cooking fragrant tamales and tortillas. About
her were a tanned boy, minus clothing, a dark, young girl with
long, plain braids, who helped prepare their meager meal, and a
tired father just home from the cotton fields working as a bracero.

How mulc‘ they live such an awesome life?

But the regrettable part of this was that immediately next door
was the very elaborate home, of perhaps some wealthy merchant.
Something was wrong here. But I could, of course, do nothing
about it.

Another poor fact is that oo many of us here in our great
city feel we are so underprivileged. We think we are loaded down
with too much work, and no play or enjoyment, so that we revolt.
We refuse to obey authority. :

In that town, which happens to be the capital, Mexicali, of Baja
California, Mexico, those poor children cannot do anything but
work and work hard. There is no time for “revolting,” only time
for ‘jnh:. chores, and if they're lucky, study. :

Too bad more of the Lrtunnu can't see Mexicali. Many might
deplore it. The more deeply-thinking ones would know it y
would explore it, its people. :

I was one of these lucky people for 1 lived just three or four
streets from Mexicali, on the other side of the border, this side,
where opportunity is always taken for granted.

| wish Mexicali were known by everybody, because most people

here don't care—they just don't care! ‘
Nancy Chien
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A DATE WITH FATE

and cold when I decided to take ﬂ'WI.“‘.
[ was walking along the familiar strect past the old church, enjoying
ﬁ pause to look at the

the clear night air when something made me
graveyard behind the church. A weird feling came over me as I
ing their ecrie shadows

noticed the various kinds of headstones casti
as if they were beckoning me. These haunting shapes :ecmg:d to act
like huge magnets pulling and tugging at my legs, ordering them
to bring me in among them. Without even realizing 1 was moving,
I suddenly found myself in the center of these cold monstrous crea-
yures, cach one leering at me in its own way. [ tried to fight back
but just as I was within reach of the gate, a cold icy wind blew
the iron gate closed and a loud click fastened it tight. I tried in vain
to open it, but some unseen force seemed to hold it secure. I knew
then that I was trapped.
My mind told me not to panic, but my feet would not obey.
They carried me farther and farther toward the center of the ceme-
tery. far away from safety outside that horrible gate. 1 felt chilled
and suddenly out of the cold, clear stillness a mass of white, fright-
ening fog seeped its way toward me. My feet seemed welded to the
ground. As it got closer and closer, suddenly a voice came tO my
fear numbed brain telling me I was to meet someonc here, in this
very graveyard, that had always before seemed to be such a quiet
peaceful place 1o me. Who could this person be? I must have been
hypnotized by the voice commanding me to look for this someone.
I began to walk, but somehow 1 felt I was not alone. Fach time
I stopped and looked around I only saw the jeering faces of the
tombstones. Icy fear laid its grasp upon my heart and panic once
again took hold. Whatever this was that was following me could

not be human.

I began to run. I ran and ran and seemed to be running faster

than 1 ever had run in my life, and yet I seemed to be getting
nowhere. Panting and breathless, 1 stumbled and went on reaching
and grasping for some last hope to get me out of this place. Then
I rripped on a tombstone. I went down and down and felt like I
was falling thousands of feet through an endless vacuum. My fear
seemed to leave me and the grinning tombstones seemed to dis-

appear. A feeling of peace came over me.
Now as I ride above the clouds looking below on the peaceful

graveyard, I know that my date with fate was set for that night
long ago. The voice of death had advised me to keep that date.

[ did.
Roxie Raymond

BRAZIL

Hello! I'm Fduardo. 1 live in Santos, Brazil, It is a
and in this month of June it is beautiful. Right E::i‘f:hn:
home there are many large hotels, most very neyw

railroads that handle the coffee shippin :
of coffee near my home, because itpi!; ltt'.h a ]r:; 5
s our beautiful harbor. The harbor is go(ﬁ
tor fishing, and my father, who is a doctor, often takes me on fish.
ing trips. I go on many (rips. I have even been to the National
Library in Rio de Janeiro, about 175 miles north of Santos. Alse
we go to nearby 520 Paulo. At school, 1 am in what is called
“colegio,” or the tenth through twelfth grade school. My grade s
the tenth, and I go to schol from 12:30 to 5:00, five days a week
Next month is winter vacation. It sounds odd, but our seasons are
different from yours. Next Monday, June 24, it St.djuhn', Day and
there is no school and much célebration. I can hardly wait. I must
go now, for father, “papai’’ as said in our language, is home and

‘t is dinner time. “Adeus’”

city,
street from my

Also, nearby are
always the aroma
business. Everything face

SECOND-HAND BOOKS

Joe was walking home from school today. He isn't a very
studious boy, nor a bookworm, but he still had that book report
o do for English. When he arrived at his home, he decided that
since there wasn't anything to eat in the house, and that he didn’t
have anything else to do at the moment, that he would start reading
the paper-back that he bought at the second-hand store on the way
to school the other day.

Joe thinks that he has the good habit of buying the things he needs

at the second-hand store, which saves him money.
With the radio on in his room, Joe read the first twenty-five

pages and found only two of them with scribbling on them. He
didn’t mind that much because the two pages were in the first two
chapters which were just boring and introductory. Then he became

buried in the book in the next fifty pages. After dinner, still with
the radio on, he came to the plot, the climax. This was the place

where Detective Tom says, "I found out who the murderer is,”
t0 Police Lieutenant Parker. Detective Tom continues— Joe looks on
the next page. "Oh, no!” Joe exclaimed, “The page has been

torn out!”

THE PAINT-BRUSH

The gentle skillful hands of a cultured man grasped the paint-
brush. He carefully allowed just enough water to be absorbed by
the brush. Meticulously, he mixed the perfect color, with his brush.
Then, using nature’s painted sunset as his model, he began...

The meeting of the paint-brush and the clean white canvas began
a masterpeice. Many similar beginning scenes have brought us our

world’s culture through these paintings. .
Judy Di?ldwﬂ

A NEW LIFE

I am leaving my family. As we row away, 1 look back upon the
quaint, well-kept house surrounded by lush green fields. Sheep are
feeding in the field nearest the canal,

The boat is left behind, and a kind-faced man takes me 10 the

“Ii"P“" and puts me on the plane. As we fly the clear, blue
sky, I look down upon the patterns of criss-crossed fields made by

‘the drainage canals.

”I sadly bid a silent good-by forever to my beloved homeland,
olland. We're now above the clouds. I put my head down © rest.
.Upon l“’ikfﬂlﬂﬂ._ I realize we are flying over dluﬂ]:fyw
‘waters, And there is the Statue of Liberty, the lovely e
heard so much about, ..
A young man helps me off the airplane. I soon find myself i
lhr.i home t_:lfl a g:im'inui woman,
I am still sad about leaving Holland, but 1 know that thi
s @ good land. Here I will bring happiness and beauty © opant
as | grow, for I am a little tulip bulb.




THE FIRST MOUNTAIN

The day dawned clear and bright. It was a beautiful day for
Peter Baumann's first mountain climb, His father was Johann
Baumann, the best climber in all Switzerland.

By five in the morning they were out of their small home near
the foot of the mountain they would be climbing. It was not a

~ very high only some 3,452 feet, and every rocky inch was
co:il'ed Wimﬂ and snow. Yes, it *:nrn: a good mountain for a

 furst climb.

o ~_Mnﬂin.
- "I will conquer you, Mountain, I shall do it today, as T have
~ always dreamed someday I should,” said Peter in defiance of the
~ mountain, so gigantic next to the thirteen-year-old boy with his
f'-;t ‘ﬂ&;‘ rope, and axe.
~ They started the climb, Johaan leading the way, instructing his
~ son to follow his motions and to use his tools as he had been
- Time

Sl ¥ wore on slowly for the climb was long and hard for inex-

E6 d Peter. They climbed up and up, for what seemed like:
S but which was, in reality, a very few hours,
- At one o'cdlock that afternoon, Peter Baumann's fondest dream
~ had come true; he had climbed the first mountain. As he stood
~ there at the summit, a new sensation came over him. Looking down,
Bei. valley far below them, Johaan looked with new pride at
He knew, they both knew, that this was not the last

Peter would challenge successfully,

i
¥

-

-
3

L)

%

!
“
=

Janine Larson

- | ]
********

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
"--;‘_.. e E Yy %

Fa ]
I |

LIMITED DELIGHT

_ Julig- Spring is the bristling, startling color
5 gurgling and playful whirlpools in a
L melted from a past season, and the whispering
BOIL, wintry winds strolling through sunlit, curved
) Aair,
thus, but spring is nol hife

Nancy Chien

Peter smiled anxiously and excitedly at Johann and then at the,

HANS BLINKER AND HIS SILVER SPECS

Hans Blinker had a problem, he blinked too fast. In order to see

he had to wear a special pair of specs to hold open his eyelids.
One day while skating on a neighboring pond, he tripped, fell,
and broke his silver specs. He got up and after stumbling around
for a while he started for home. Unfortunately, he was headed in
the wrong direction. Because he was blinking so fast, Hans didn’t
see a large windmill right in front of him. He walked straight into
it and an arm of the windmill caught his suspenders. The last we
saw of Hans Blinker he was hanging on a windmill arm going

round and round, minus his silver specs. :
Carol Heichel

THE LEADER

All nighe, 1 had thought of what | was going to say. Mr, Hanson,
YOUR Service Club is unjust, unfair, and nothing but a social club.
That was what 1 was going to say. Here it comes, The summoans.
Yep, that's my name all right. And I'm off. As | walked down the
hall, I thought of my opinion, what 1 was going to tell him.

I walked in and sat down. Right away, my name was called.
Suddenly, he did all the alkin’'.

"You look like a nice boy. Now, how did this come about?”

I told him my story. He listened and nodded.

“1 think you are a victim of misjudgment. You can go back to
class.”

As 1 started, 1 thought, he isn't such a bad guy, for a teacher!

Yernon Fagin
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A DAY WITH FIGARO

Hi. My name is Figaro. I am the happy, playful sort. Often I am
accused of being rambunctious, but I'm really not. My life 1s
extremely hard and difficult,

Every morning I get up at ten o'clock, eat breakfast, and go to
school. No, not an ordinary school, but an obedience class.

When I get back, I do my homework, under pressure, of course.
After my afternoon stroll and nap, I dine. On what? Anything that
happens to be around—hamburgers, chicken, steak.

When the old clock finally rolls around to nine-thirty, I get put
to bed, but not before my bedtime snack, two scoops of chocolate
1ICe cream.

Oh, me! Isn't it a dog's life?

Wendy Kaufman

MINE

No one thought 1t could happen. Everyone thought he would
contuinue forever, always victorious. But that didn’t happen. He lost
one. He lost mine.

“Do just as | say,” he said. He was so confident.

What could I do? I didn't do 1t! They didn't believe me, No
matter whar [ said.

We lost.

It was first degree murder, guilty, and [ didn’'t do ir.

No one thought 1t could happen. Perry Mason lost a case.
Mine

Wendy Beller

THE SHELL

She was alone:; she couldn’t eat, she couldn’t sleep All she could
do was think. Her mind would not stop working. She would never
stop reliving that nightmare. |

She stiffiened. She heard that last scream over and over again.
Her eyelids widened as she again saw his body being stuffed into
the freight car. Her heart beat wildly, again her body held immov-
able by a force suronger than her will o stop them

She would never be able 10 forget the day the Gestapo found
him. The last day she saw him

She clutched the bars and stared without seeing her small white
room. She was alone; she couldn’t eat, she couldn’t sleep . .

Danielle Rosenman

100 TONS OF ROCK

Just one hundred more stones to attach and i
pleted! The slaves had been working for the
this great structure. A great number had colla beca
sweltering heat, but still the work conti . Others had
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crushed to death beneath the appalling weight of been
Only yesterday a group of men had been killed, E;‘ Immﬁn_
ant action. They had been transferring stones over o &= ignor.
and had stopped for a rest. They all sat against the .
ing they could prevent them from rolling off the mm_ .n',!llnk.
wrong. Their horrified screams were quickly drowned Were
«mashing sounds of the stones. Only their mutilated hed’ by the
left after the dust cleared. Their bones and skin “hund'“kﬁm
noticed to rot away in the burning sands of the g a.
The sun was directly overhead and the ;m!m M*mdg

working almost unbearable. The men could not quit,
had been working, for it seems armr eternity, and now
near. Just one more stone and they were done,
finished. The great Sphinx of Egypt stood in its enti

Heidi We;
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THAT NIGHT IN RED DOG

If I recall correctly, it was the middle of March, and there
fierce wind blowing in Red Dog, the town that I was Vill'n'n;.w‘

I was on my way home from a party at about two in the morn.
ing. As 1 walked, I noticed the eerie way the clouds were passing
under the moon.

All of a sudden there was a dog's bark, which was abrupdy
stopped wtih an ear splitting yelp, ?h:ch came from the generl
direction of the dog's bark; after that silence.

All of a sudden a hideous creature loomed in my path, It seemed
to be an animal but stood and walked on two feet. It had hair all
over its body, and teeth and claws which could tear a person apart
with one grab, and over its shoulder was the completely mutilated
body of a dog.

I turned and ran as fast as I could, but presently I felt a claw
rip my shoulder.

After that everything went blank. | must go now, I have to find
out who's blowing that trumpet.

Dave Clark




INDIA

In the United States we are indce_d very fortunate, For in India,
«wice as many people are crammed in a muntgv only one-third our
cize. Most of them have no place to stay, and go to bed hungry.

But wait, let’s start where most of the population is located, the
country. There are three main problems that confront these people.
The first is they can’t grow enough food, secondly, they don’t have
enough water, and thirdly, thqug land is almost farmed out. Conse-
quently, because of these conditions they don’t live a very long life.

The government is trying to make these conditions better by
building dams and making new factories, but until these factories
and dams are completed, the conditions under which these people
live could grow worse.

In the cities, things look more promising in the way of food, but
not in housing. For in the cities some of the people go to bed with
s full stomach, but many people have no home, and therefore sleep
on the streets.

Despite these problems, the people of India are very gay and
have many holidays, in which most people participate. For exam-
ple, the Dashahara Festival is a ten day holiday. This holiday is to
celebrate King Rama's defeat over the evil King Ravan.

What kind of people will the Indian children be? This all

depends upon help from friendly countries. Part of the answer
depends on you.

Dave Clark

THIS DAY | WOULDN'T WANT TO LIVE

It was a cool day in the middle of autumn. A warm breeze was
blowing and the brownish-red leaves fluttered softly to the ground.
The only problem was I couldn’t enjoy the day for I had an unex-
plainable eerie feeling haunting me.

Just then a sharp, piercing sound was heard. It was being broad-
cast through loudspeakers at the end of the block. I began running
—faster, faster not knowing why or where. Finally I stopped. I
recognized my house, and the bomb-shelter in the backyard. I
scrambled down the ladder and yelled for any people who hadn’t
found cover. There were none., I closed the top behind me and

how lucky I was to live through this raid—or to have a
of living.

Then I heard a whistle, a crash, an explosion, and a rumble.
all was still. I made it! I made it! I'm still alive. With an
gayness, I opened the top and glanced around. In horror I
back into the shelter, as I realized that the only thing left

5
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10 keep me company was a dead silence. Nothing was moving.
No breeze was blowing—no sounds to be heard. At a glance, all
one could see was a community of burnt corpses, trees, and houses.
No company but the dead silence!
Joel Lester
A BIRD?

Look art that bird!

My word!

That's a bird?

He has wings but no flight,

He eats only at night,

And is frightened by anything
That comes in his sight.

This bird has a beak

Wich is anything but weak!
With it, worms, insects, and
Berries it seeks. .

Now can you tell me

What this odd thing could be?
Well, let me see . , .

It's a Kiwi!

This strange bird is rare

And is found only where?

Oh! Way down there,

In New Zealand.

In that country where one

Can have all sorts of fun.
From fun in the snow 10 fun in

The sun!
Gale Brock

UNTITLED STORY

As I stumbled down the dark deserted alley I could almost sense
that something sinister was about to occur, There was just some-
thing about the still black night which led me to possess this dread-
ful premonition. Then my vitals petrified as it suddenly came into
view. It was a huge, opaque object and when it looked at me my
blood froze. Then, like a flash, it was tearing at my throat. I tried
to scream but no sound would come from my mouth. Suddenly,
everything went blank. '

“Where am 12" I screamed out wildly, as I tried to get out of
the straightjacket into which I had been put, All around me men in
white were staring at me incredulously.

Barry Caraco

| JUST DON'T UNDERSTAND

Gee! It's so stuffy! 1 wish all those books would get off me!
My life was so peaceful until I came here. In my first home I would
sit on the comfortable leather bookcases, to be admired and handled
gently by my owner. Why did he bring me here? The sign said
*Snooks Books!” Oh, Well, I still don't understand. Many strange
hands feel me over and throw me down. They pile other books
on me. My pages are torn, my cover is bent, and my binding is
broken. No wonder people pick me up and are disgusted with me.
But why must they judge a book by its cover!

Judy Davidson

THE UPS AND DOWNS OF LIFE

Oh, no! There he goes playing that dumb thing again. Up 1 go
into the hot sun for about the fifty millionth time today. Up and
down, up and down, it's enough 0 make one have a nervous
breakdown. At least I'm getting some attention, Now for a litde
action 1o stir up the crowd. I'll give that man in the blue suit some-
thing 1o be scared about, If I just sort of edge over closer to him,
There, he'll never be the same again. What, they're all leaving, the
show is over. Darn, | was just getting started, | feel sorry for myself,
it is surely tough 1o be a cobra.

Tom Cummings
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RAIN

Rain was upset. She was tired of being blown into a storm by
the harsh wind. She wanted to be a gentle pitter-patter that was
welcome to farmers. She wanted to be a comforting sound lulling
a small boy to sleep. But what was she? An unwelcome source of
destruction! She was quite put out. In fact, she decided she was
going to visit the wind tng give him a piece of her mind. The
more she thought about it, the angrier she got.

She arrived at the wind's dwelling place and looked about her
with distaste.

She thought, "Ugh, what garish taste the wind has. No wonder
he's such a horrible thing!" _

She spoke to the wind and gave him her bitter complaint.

He said, “I'll try my best to oblige you, but it really isn't so
much my fault. I can’t help it. This is the fault of the weather
men!"

Rain replied, “You mean I'm stuck with it?”

Wind said, "I'm afraid so. Goodtgv

Rain walked out the door dejectedly.

Danielle Rosenman

MOMENT OF TRUTH

The only thing above ground, was the now useless air filter,
marking the tomb of some poor soul. All around there are nothing
but grim reminders of a once prospering civilization. Where once
stood bustling cities, at the height of scientific development, there
are now crumpled piles of debris. Civilized people, far advanced
from the kill or be killed attitude of the caveman, are now gone.
Someone, tucked deep underground in a control center, pushed the
button to trigger total destruction. :

This is the truth, there can be no survival. Maybe in a few
centuries, the Lord willing, life can once again begin its slow

olutionary process,
evolutionary p Richard Bralver

THE DUTCH PUPPET SHOW

ohn Klassen and Katryn, his wife,
ey lead a very happy life,

He calls her honey sweet, ‘tis said,
And then he bangs her on the head.
He calls her “Lily White” and “Rose,”
And trips her over on her nose.
The landlord comes to get his rent—

ohn Klaasen never pays a cent.

en comes the ghost of Pier-la-la,

With ghastly laughter, ha, ha, ha!
He comes to carry John away,
That he for all his sins may pay.
But Johnny's wise as any fox:;
He cries: “"Come jump into li:il box,
And let you carry me away,
I beg that you will show me, pray,
If you can shrink that neck down low,
As well as stretch it high, you know.”
A proud old ghost is Pier-la-la,
He'll prove what he can do, ha, ha!
He jumps into the box to show
His awful neck can shrink down low.
Then Johnny bangs the cover to,
And locks it without more ado.
He hears the landlord coming in,
And leaves the boxed-up ghost to him.
Away, runs John, and ah, ah, ah,
In Landlord’s face pops Pier-la-la!

Roxie Raymond

A POEM

Little dog,
I've waited for your smile
Since the day you first came
to my house.
Are your wrinkled mouth
and your hungry eyes
Carved as solid on your face
as they are in my memory?
Or are you as troubled and confused,

as the rest of us?
Shelley Zellman

DISCOVERING THE TRUTH

How can we discover the truth? Do we want to discover
truth? What is truth? Every day I read the newspaper and
more and more confused. One country says onme thi another,
the opposite. Diplomats make agreements and change them. Every-
where we turn, people in our world today seem to be dealing
double talk. It seems futile and depressing to discuss situations.
No one agrees on anything as the basic truth. Can it be there
many truths?

- Maybe truth is a standard and can be changed. If
it can’t be changed. In our world, it always seems to
Our politics and science and our way of life are
Everything in our universe and beyond is changing.
changing, so why not the truth?

Then I try to think of how I feel about the truth.
| would feel comfortable with a constantly changing
to feel at least truth is stable and unchanging. What
hang on 10 so we don't all go mad?

Perhaps there is a middle course. Perhaps people
want the truth and learn to live with it. If people
but bellcvf.- they are telling the truth, at least it is the
If the desire 10 tell the truth could be a Vllulb:::ﬂ
training, then an open mind to research
that the truth and the facts are 100 different.

Discovering the truth is a very complicated -
The more we examine the subject, the more diff
'Irqlh may scem different to various people.
believe differently about various subjects, and

s the truth for them, Who decides it is not the
the final word on what is the truth?

it is a fact,




THE SITTER'S SOB STORY

“Oh, Little Bobby is an angel!”
Said Dasr Birs. Jones of her tor.
Her story wss proved Ister.

He was sn escellent shat,

With my litile toe bareiy intact,

| think wsr before 1 act.

“1'll get you yvet —vitn little varmint—
And then I'll make you cey!™

He was out of the room in a second;
Hs ven much faster than 1,

At the end of the match, exhausted,
I slumped nwewn the floor,

Oaly to find Dear Mrs. Jones

Standing at the door.
At last 1 got op with an sche in my bones,

Exclaiming, “Oh! lsn't Little Bobby core, Mrs, Jones?”
Renee Anspach

Kl

of the R Forum stood cold and silent in
i=l:'-“;i.::llm' just ETE:I dawn. Soddenly, the murk was
the stillness shettered by the shrick of a horn

brzkes. Then the car roared away, and sgsin
id. A 1 stole warily nrward the
e i/ ﬂtli?i. sensing tragedy, padded

round. kitten,

on until be stoed over his mother. He ottered one sa bewildered

ion of the crumbling walls.
Dana Johnson

LOCKER BLUES

they think I'm off my rocker?

having troubles with my becker.

My book's falling vnto the ground!
Time for my next class is rolling around.
F1l be tardy even if this book won't tall.
My erupid partner did it sll!

She's nice and ave rotten.
' mwhrhx:hnlmgmthehmm?
Renee Anspach

7277

The 3:10 passing ball blasted in my ears. | jamped to my lee
with my books and ren eagerly from the chssrgmmﬁmppingy -::-nlj:
ﬂnﬂ: at my In;}:tr and then continuing toward home.

_ Upon reaching bome, | yanked open the .
15 1t Ircre yet? Has is mme?l:r' i CONA Feiind, Sifom

In reply she only said, "I don' know, dear, Calm down now.

You can check the meil.”
, 1 frantically thumbed through the latterr that had arrived, but
it wam't among them, Drsappointedly, I cleared my desk and began
tt do my homework. It was no uss. The excitament was my great
and 1 was too rcose. Aod then the doorbell rsna, I hurried to be mer
with a, “C.0.D. for Mr. Don W. MsCall.” My mother took care
of it. Once more | had met disappointment.

| tried again to do my homework, but it was rotally impossible,
| bad started my English over seven times, and still it proved
uscless,

| couldn’t take it any longer. | want out of the house, jum
on my rrike, and with all my might pedsied to the post ofhce.
I waited to line for what reented hours when suddenly | heard
the man say, "Masy I help you?"

_"Has a package come for me?” | said and offered proper
identification. | waited with snticipation as be checked. He re-
turned in the window with a kind “No, sorry."

| started back for home sadly. I entered the house with my head
hanging and ast down moaning.

Mom came into the room and said, “Something came for you
while you were goor, desr,” and she pretented me with a package.

I immediately perked up. There, right in front of my eyes was
what 1I'd long swsited. It was right before me now. | tore off the
paper, opened the lass, and ‘sorth all the tissue, there it was, | gave
a righ of relief. My Oscer Myer weenie whistle had finally come.

Sharon McCall

EGYPT

I am a cat. | have no name, because I've never had any owner to

ive me a name. In Egvpt, people can hardly find enough food for
Ehtmselw.ﬂ les slone for us poor cars, Hlt: we hlﬂ';": to serewage for
ounrs. But many yesrs ago In Ansisnt Egypt SCETE Was very
different. Tl]uEn.::r {:!I;ts were considered geds. They came before the

people. There were extreme pensities for abusing cats, for instance,

for stealing a cat the pensity wss death.
jll.:lﬂult:rtft given vrf; ¢la te funmerals. They would be entombed

in a Inrge craarerr bed, and po citber side would be placed four

f milk and four mics for their long journey.
“lIEt::ﬂﬂt;E;n i]: happened, the Egyptians become Smers and we ended

up like the Romzan. fihe Cicikinni

ON MISCELLANEOQUS

About miscellaneous—there certainly is a lot of it. In fact, I am
writing on miscellaneous, with miscellaneous right now! The dic-
tionary says that miscellaneous rossps many, varied, and mised.
Hrors, miscellaneous can be used to decote everything in the world
and cot of it. _ .

People are miscellaneous. Tbiltg' are many, varied, and mixecd.
There are all kinds of people, bad, good, black, yellow, red, white,

tall, short, skinoy, [st. . :
Dogs are miscellaneous. There are Welsh services. Soctch colfies,

German shephrads, English sheep dogs, Russian wglfh.mnds-, Iriah
setters, FrenE'h poodles, and ﬁhf&lm from Afghanistan. And then
there are the ordinary ty the fos terricr, the airdale, the socker

spaniel, the retriever, and the pointer. Dogs are many, varied, and

mised. 1
Yes, there are many varied mixed miscellaneous objects. But then,

what do you expect? There are miscellaneous objects inside mis-
cellaneous objects and there are more inside them.

Daniclle Rosenman
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	Dedication
	We are now bidding farewell to two truly remarkable educators, both of whom have served the community with a sincere desire to provide a school environment rich in academic standards and good citizenhood.
	After thirteen years of fine service at Walter Reed, our principal, Mr. Evan Engberg, will retire in June.
	Throughout a long career of teaching, Mr. Engberg has taught many of his students the arts and music. He and Mrs. Engberg, who retired as the girls’ vice-principal at Airport Junior High School in Texas, have also helped many of them to reach in a foreign school in the future, and to travel and enjoy life.
	Mr. Engberg has been most impressed while at Reed by the high concentration of the area. He says he will miss parent and student friendships, but he also hopes that he will be part of the faculty with whom he has worked closely for so many years.
	Walter Reed Junior High will long remember the effect Mr. Engberg has had on the school's vice-principal, as he also leaving Wadens. Reed this semester, Mrs. Hooval, a graduate of the University of Southern California and holder of a Master’s degree, has enjoyed thirty years of education. Twenty-four of these years were spent at Walter Reed, where Mr. Engberg was girls’ vice-principal, self the fine standards for girls, and where she has come from the ranks of the school. Over the years, she was also a volunteer for the school's activities, which she still continues to do today.
	Julie Gonzalez,
	Sharon McCall—editors
	AT LAST, THE LAST SPIKE
	three skiens yellow yarn...
	It was a long hard way, inch by inch, day by day they traveled.
	Lay it down, tie it in, nail it down. Over and over the same sounds
	were made, thud, clack, slap, slap, slap. Though each slap was
	harder on the men issuing it, each man continued knowing he was
	closer to his goal. Hurry, hurry, you're in a race, you must win!
	Each day seemed to grow longer, harder, hotter, yet they continued.
	Not just for the pay they would get but for their country. When
	they finished, their country would have a final foothold on the land.
	Only ten miles to go. Work harder, faster, faster, five, come on
	hurry, three, quick. At last, the last spikes were driven in. The long
	hard journey was completed, the first cross continental railroad was
	finished.
	Wendy Beller

	rhapsody of spring
	Close your eyes and listen for you will need complete concentration.
	You may encounter an occasional crack, which is followed immediately by sounds of joy, disgust, or both. Visualize a small, horsehide-covered sphéroïde, boundüng over the dirt, towards a man who will ride in the woods. The most important thing is the painting of a canvas bag of sand. And now there is a man running through the field, pasturing the pasture, and he will pluck the sphéroïde out of the air. And now there is a man standing high, looking down the field, while the sphéroïde is painted in the appointment. For this is the start of the baseball season, sometimes inappropriately called "Spring."

	young fisherman
	Kirby Schmidt
	Hello, My name is No-to-Son. I do not like anywhere special. My family travel so many. We're the fishermen.
	My clothes are not very elegant. Next time my father, mother's, brothers and sisters. But I do not want you to receive a bad-looking impression of southern Asian people. Some of us wear very nice cloths. For instance, some of the high-ranking people in the clothes are very expensive, and they live in very beautiful palaces. So do you think you'll find a suitable place to live.
	I have no education except that of a fisherman. Ever since I was a small boy I have worked to do. Good-bye.

	peace
	Peace is a victory
	Over troubled times,
	When people of all countries,
	And people of all countries.
	No longer deem it necessary
	To fight and war all year,
	And their children can be
	Forever in front of fear.


	THE REDWOODS
	Do redwoods ever grow tired of holding themselves so high?
	Do they ever shiver on frosty nights with their tops against the sky?
	I think, perhaps, they feel lonely sometimes, because they have
	grown so tall.
	Do they ever wish they could lie right down and never get up
	at all?
	Sharon McCall

	THE TRIP THROUGH OUTER SPACE
	The date was March 27, 1983. The spaceship Outer had been
	traveling through space for exactly one year with a crew of twelve.
	The purpose of their journey was to find if life existed on other
	planets. On this day they spotted a foreign planet 10,000 miles
	away. They decided to land on this planet.
	At exactly 8:35:44 PM the spaceship touched down. At exactly
	this moment an alert went out all over the strange planet. It read
	as follows: "Attention all the countries of the world; we are being
	invaded by people from another world."
	Yes, the truth was the earth had finally been invaded.
	Phil Kaufman
	Danicle Rosenman


