




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
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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
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."

Kirby Schmidt
young fisherman

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.

three skiens yellow yarn...

Danicle Rosenman

AT LAST, THE LAST 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 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

Hm-m-m, page 6: " . . .2 cans salmon, 1 package macaroni —
Thursday."

Gee! This is interesting!
Page 23: "Three skiens yellow yarn, 4 blue (to match 3½ yds.

blue material), blue thread, No. 4 needles."
Page 64: "I hate him, but don’t tell him that or he’ll"

"Hey! What’s the idea of stopping in the middle?"
"Sorry, Mr. __________ was watching me. He’ll feel awful.

(Not Mr. __________, HIM)"
"Oh"

"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!

I’ll 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 - r Sh - a - me - e!

Dana Johnson

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
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