





DEDICATION

Some dedications are written 1o important people; this one is written to our school,

an important school.
the San Fernando Yalley was

in the fall of 1939 the first junior high school in tF
cl;mpfei:d; the school was North Hollywood Junior High (known to you as Walter

Reed Junior High School )
o was chosen by Miss Katherine 5.

Qur first principal was Mr. Ray Compton wh
to open our school,

Carey, assistant superintenbent in charge of Junior High schools,
ed for him. In the weeks before school opened

Our auditoriom and court were nam |
master program, orrange the desks and chairs,

the teakhers knoon to organize the |
i . done. Some of the teachers, includ-

stock Itie books, and be whatever else had to be : ) _
ing girls' Vice-principal, Mrs. Hooval were supplied with boxes until their deses

arrived )
i ht 898 pupils, plus the thirty seven facuity members, many
B i | Syt dministrators. At the first meeting

from North Hollywood High School, and the two a :
of the faculty, the members were wsked to tell about their backgrounds. When a

young who named Mr. Doose was acked about his background, he simply said, "Why,
| am just fresh out of U.CLA." Some of the teachers we know today were !here
also. To.name a few. Mr. Doose, Mrs. Hooval, Mr. Sorsby, Mr. Mack, Mrs. Clinton

(then Miss Miller), and Mr. Pease's father, who gove us the name ""The Skyline" for
our yearbook. There were, of course, many fine subjects to be taken, and even some

new ones, such as Mathematics for the A-B and B-8 classes,

The Service Club members were known as guider then, But, instead of being directed
by one teacher, as they are now, the gulder would take an offending student to the

teachers in charge of each of their seperate areas. The guides began to help even
before school opened. They were selected by teachers who had known them the
revious semester when they attended North Hollywood High which was then a six
year school. The boys, then, were very unhappy, were sure, because they didn't
have the guiding hond of a fine boys' Vice-principal like Mr. Myers to help them.
But Mr. Edwin Olmstead, now Principal of Modison Junior High, did help Mr. Comp-
ton with the boys of that time. After the death of Mr. Compton, Mr. Evon Engberg

came to Reed in 1951, as Principal, Mr. Engberg had been the boys' Vice-principal

of John Borroughs Junior High School.

Now it is 1963 and our school has been here for twenty-four years. We have one
of the highest standards in the Los Angeles City School district. We have had such
standards for twenty-four years and will continue to have them for another twenty-
four years. This is possible because of you, and other fine students like you, who
have helped to make the first in the valley also the best junior high school in Los

Angeles.
William Stoneham

Russell Gordon
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Girl's Vice-Principal
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Mr. Beaton
Grade Group Advisor

Mr. Myvers
Boy's Vice-Principal

Mrs. Tirado
Grade Group Advisor

Mrs. Smith
Grade Group Advisor

Mr. Fisher
Grade Group Advisor

Mr. Doose
Grade Group Advisor

Mr. Engberg
Principal

A |
Mrs. Harrison
Grade Group Advisor

i g

Mrs. Clinton
Registrar



Ahlberg, Mrs, Gertrude
Barnard, Mrs. Karin

Barnett, Mrs. Dorothy
Beaton, Mr. Douglas
Berger, Mrs, Jeanette
Berman, Mrs, Jessico
Brooks, Mrs. Marion

Cambianica, Mr, James
Comery, Mr. George
Campbell, Miss Marcia
Carlson, Mr. Richard
Clinton, Mrs, lla
Cohen, Mr, Bernard
Comer, Mrs. Cleo

Crenshaw, Mrs., Hazel ._;
Dahl, Mrs. Ruth &
Danbem, Mr, Robert 2

DeCoito, Mr. Anton
Dieudonne, Mrs, Elizabeth
Doose, Mr. William
Doran, Mr. Charles
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Fisher, Mr, Robert
Franke, Miss Lois

Funk, Mr, Paul

Galindo, Mr. Victor
Glacomazzo, Miss Mamie
Golliher, Mrs. Catherine
Grant, Mrs. Betty

Grundy, Mr. Cyril
Gyllenswan, Mrs. Mabel
Hanson, Mr. Walter
Hordin, Mrs. Katharine
Harrison, Mrs, Dorothy
Harrop, Mrs. Adele
Heberger, Mrs. FPeggy

|lvener, Mr. Martin
Jones, Miss Azelie
Kastman, Miss Yeaenja
Kennedy, Mr. John
Kennedy, Mrs. Yernetta
Klann, Mr. Ernest
Komm, Mrs. Eileen
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Lowson, Miss Judith
Lessing, Mr. Richard
| evenson, Miss Lillian
L indenberg, Mr. Albert
Mack, Mr. Morris
u1e~,f Mr. Robert
Malone, Mr. John
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Mann, Miss Helene
Martin, Mr. Charles
May, Mrs. Margaret
McGuigan, Mr. Joseph
Mertens, Mr. Paul
Messler, Miss Lois
Meyers, Mrs. Rita

Mitelman, Mrs. Rose
Moser, Mrs. Dorothy
Murry, Mr. Mark

Nelson, Mrs. Edna

Nero, Mr. Norman
Okimoto, Miss Naomi
O'Sullivan, Mrs, Frances

Pease, Mr. Robert
Pfister, Mrs. Eva
Radda, Mrs. Lesbeth
Riggin, Mr. Lee
Sagara, Mr. Norman
Su?snr, Mr. Robert
Shepherd, Mrs. Frances

Shermon, Mrs. Jacqueline
Smith, Mrs. Margaret
Sorsby, Mr. William
Staves, Miss Constance
Stokes, Mr. William
Storie, Mr. James
Tallian, Mrs. Jean

Thedford, Mrs. Edna
Theodore, Mr. Leo
Thorpe, Mrs. Clara
Timmons, Mr. John
Tirado, Mrs. Ines
Uchida, Mr. Robert
Van Lanen, Mr. Daniel

Webster, Miss Margaret
Weems, Miss Elizabeth
Whitcher, Mrs. Ethel
Williams, Mrs. Beatrice
Wolters, Mr. Kenneth

CAFETERIA STAFF (Left to Right)

Dare, Mr. Herman
Mohr, Mrs. Kay
Mendel, Mrs. Mary
Urrico, Mrs. Lucy
Zeek, Mrs, Eula
Fick, Mrs. Betty
Berry, Mrs. Opal
Patterson, Mrs. Pat
Potocny, Mrs. Sylvia
McDevitt, Mrs, Jessie



SUSPENSE

: ‘ it; big people,
Id 17 1 shouldn't be afraid. Everyone does it;

Htﬁ:ﬂ;mple. rich penple, poer people, youn ptaple.,l EIE peepmlle,
fat people. skinny people, and even cats. It makes them loa lst r,
feel htth:r.. snd it refreshes them. I;. hh:fptmitﬁ mnﬁ;z Etpu mrIE

1 an weekly. VETyo

mﬁ{;ﬂf mﬂﬁﬁr{.ﬁﬂ'mn{ to be like the rest of the peo-
ple, don't 17 Well . . . Here it goss. Ouch!! This bath water is

surely hoti!! Cathy Donley

Spring

The woods are st their paak of besuty from April to June. Com-
ing out of our stuffy cighth grade clessraom, a few of us students
w%k into the woods to tske a look st some of the birds. The
warblers are all bubbling with song, and it is difficult to tell them
apart. But on listening closely and ignoring the other birds, we
hear a relatively rere visitor, the Blue-winged Warkler, a charm-
ing listle fellow thst dossn’t heve bive wings. He is yellow with
gray wings and tail, and seems to realize that he izn't of the com-
mon lot of wsarblers, so he carefully evades our sesrching binocu-
lars by Ritting around high in the troetops, as mest ether warblers.
We are forced to lie down on the ground to keep oar nesks from
becoming sore. So the little culprit hides behind a leaf. Such is
warbler-watching. But when yoo catch ons, it is certainly worth the
cffort. for these are the most colerful birds in the country.

A few ﬂers on, we turn oor eyes to the ground. A lovely
Rower, the bloodroot, has just opened. It has sis graceful white
ﬂeu[s and one strange lest. The leef 1 shaped somewhst like a

and. This plant has its name beczuse of its bright red, juiey root.

MNothing about thess woods is estraerdinary until vou lesrn to
love them. Every new plant you discover, every new bird you see,
all make you realise how much youo do not know, Every living
thing has some strange and beautifal charasteristics of its own,
it is unique.

Susan Rafferty

THE FIRST IS BEST

The track drew up to the house. A man hopped oy
the door. | heard my mother snswer the bell angd E:ﬁ%n
name. 1 rushed downstsirs like a tornado and hurriedpy B e
the small object mgal;mthq handed me. Again in my rogm [ L
at the small white l-n'lrm%hr. In my eyes it was the mest I!-‘Iﬂd
titul thing | had ever bebeld. The snowy white cardbaard bejd mere.
iutrigwe for me than the mest Im'Mﬂ“ﬁem?“ B i
Witk trembling fingers | started to lift the hd alresd tmmh!'

whst sight would grest my eyes. It seemed to take an Y,
| could remove the scotch tepe withoot marring the bos. hﬁﬂﬂ“d

eli off easily and there it lay, nestled in a bed of sifver
tis.Eu-?:d paper, my first corsage. ‘Recked
IHh‘l wird

i
AN

AN EARTHMAN?
r hour, the sleck

Hurtling through space at six thousand miles pe ! |
black spacecraft moved silently along. The ship had corrected its
ﬂ;ghtﬂ ath, oriented its huge solar panels, and was functioning
When the craft was about a thousand miles from Mars, the mes-
S-l:: fashed from earth to turn the ship around and fire the retro-
rockets. The instructions were follo to perfection, and the ship
eased down for a soft landing. w*
On earth the scientists were jubilant, but back on Mars, 1
natives had begun to notice the presence of the sisiter from cuter
spsce. First, a rather grotssque creature pecked its hesd
wlist appesred to be a rock with eyes. After staring st :h:ﬂr&r
ﬂﬂhtb. now standing dormsnt before them, the rock ed, '
Roger Rattner

ught earthmen would look a lot different!”



The Sounds of Silence living in the bullseye, 1962

A car bonked shrillly, a small child screamed, a pestering fly went beezing by, a

clock steadily ricked, a desk speaked, a page rustled with a small, unwillingly curses on my fate,
across a page. The teacher spek; everyone’s head cone long, a little more than the man’s fate,
sun, to the strenuous levek of day dreaming. for the hell of daily living

under the mushroom cloud,
the cloud of fire,
that never shall be quenched.

The first thing was a small sound heard, the principal was before the class. He
walked around inspecting, made a few casual com-ents. Khe er one of the
students chuckled, three of four showed sichtily. The first thing was a sound in

the class was allent.

Glances darred once to fall uninterestingly back to the floor. Frowned crossed certainly, in :aworld of fools,
wee fares run by machines,

without head, beard or pity,
Algebra class was over. some bloodless finges
Cindy Frazin shall find the button
that was spell
my doom
and yours, too.

curses on your fato sito.

d. i. dutton

trees

There was once a man who wrote a poem
About the trees around his home
His trees must have been a sight to me
Or so the thought occurred to me

It told of trees in a far off land
Some were small and some quite grand
It told of birds that in trees sing
And upon the branches monkeys awing

It told of the tall and statly pine
With pinecones that were rare and fine
It told of trees opss which grow
Nuts and leaves all in a row

But one thing he forgot to mention
Is the awful, horror growing tension
That comes during this time of fall
‘Cause raking leaves just isn’t dbadp Ahlberg
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Adams, Garry
Ahlberg, Linda

Albanese, Caren

Aldis, Richard
Alleyn, Renie Sue

Babin, Steve

Baker, Susie
Ealkin, David
Balthasar, Bill

Baron, Eileen
Beskin, Robert
Borcherding, Tim

Bownds, Diane
Cagan, Janice
Champion, Walter
Chesler, Sanford
Clay, Janice
Clouse, Elaine
Cron, Steven

Cumming, Chris
Cunningham, Jim
Davis, Ed
DeCarl, Nancy
DiPrizito, Ralph
Dobbs, Cathy

Doberne, Leonard

Donald, Linda
Donley, Cathy

Dutton, Doug
Earl, Dennis
Everett, Lesa
Ewing, Wayne
Ezmirlion, Jack

Farkaes, Debbie
Farrar, Linda
Farrow, Carol
Fernbach, Gail
Fitzsimmons, Sharon
Frazin, Cindy
Freeland, Michael

Friss, Gwen
Gage, Dennis
Gage, Don M.
Gale, Richard
Gates, Maureen
Gennarelli, Linda

Gersh, Carla
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G-vi. Lynn

Goebel, Patricia
Gordon, Russell
G-DE-'-;{‘.Irdr Tom
anﬂ'ﬁ.'-;lf' Greta
Gunn, Stuart
Gutierrez, Nora

Hennley, Robert
Hewitt, Clarissao
Hibbert, Nora
Hickler, Steve
Hofberg, Rhonda
Holland, Chris
Howard, Michael

Howell, Dan
Huff, Shery!
Husk, Jim
Impink, Donald
lvans, Gregory
Jenkins, Daniel
Jenkins, Robert

Johnson, Steve
Johnson, Tom
Kaiser, Yvonne
Kasson, Nancy
Keehner, Henry
Kennedy, Kip Jon
Kimmel, Tina

Klein, Maxine
Klugman, Barbare
Kramer, Shir|ey
Krasno, Jo-Ann
Krasnow, Paula
Kursman, Janis
Leamons, Alvin

Leedy, Kothleen
Leyton, Spencer
Leyton, Teddi
Livesay, Kenneth
Lottus, Kathy
Maeh!, Nell
Malatt, Janice

Malter, Jeffrey
Mann, Mary Ann
Mapes, Kathy
Marcus, John
Martin, Yan A
Mason, Janice
Mossey, Judith

McBroom, Jenny
McGuire, Richard
MclLeod, Stephen
Meacham, Joann
Mednansky, lvana
Meikle, Louise A.
Mihalo, Billy

Miksch, Holly
Mitchelson, David
Moline, Gregory
Moncaeda, Phyllis
Mow, Angeline
Mueller, Rotty
Myers, Earl




Newton, Jett
Nlﬂhﬂliﬂﬂ, Rikki
Nivette, Suzanne
Noble, Larry S.
Noyes, Cathie
Pqugﬂ, Bellinda
Palmer, Francesca

Parker, Dennis
Petersen, David
Pugliese, Katherine
Purcell, Joyce
Rafferty, Susan
Ramsey, Fred
Raskin, Ronald

Rattner, Roger
Rawlinson, Rex
Riewer, Richard
Rosenberg, Richard
Rotter, Esther

Sanford, Fred
Savage, Tony

Schaffer, Jeanne
Scherlis, Sandy
Schoeny, Ralph
Schulkin, Ronna
Schwab, Marianne
Scorpio, Robert
Shipruy, John G.

Silverman, Maxine
Sioussat, Helen
Solem, Ruth
Sorensen, Ronald
Spongberg, Ronnie
Stanfield, Barbare
Stoneham, Bill
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Suddath, Terry
Szego, Sherry
Tennant, Cory
Thomas, Mary
Thorton, Bert
Tieffer, Jeff
Truffo, Bob
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YanDeusen, Marie
Vaughn, Glenn
Vogel, Debra
Wanamaker, Edna
Ward, |sabel
Weinberger, Steve
Weinstein, Walter

Wendt, Linda
Wescott, Linda
Wesler, Paul
Wexler, Nancy
Wilson, Sharyn
Witkin, Bob
Wolfson, Paulette

Wolock, Cynthia
Wood, Bradley
Wyame, Guy John
York, Jim

Youds, Paoul
Zaffute, Diane
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NOCTURNAL REVERIES

behind him and stepped out Into the night. The
rrees, but otherwise all was silent
ast canopy of jew eled lights

As the scene filled him with

reries of the might.
insignificant he really
k facing infinite

HL' 1.5:1'“:[1 lh(‘ dnnr . | :
aind blew a faint murmur 1n the

in the chill ar Above him lay a ?®

against the black velvet of the sky.

swe. he began to question the deepest mys ;
" H he thought, how totali}

How insignificant, .

was. He “at just a Spnk of dust, a ?1;:.“‘5“1'?[“ :I-l::;._iinn I dﬂ“nfd
tally beyond his compt : ‘

e R ankind was alone, huddled

distances
on him that in these
together on a small p
vast and endless plane,

He scanned the sky

fantastic distances, m

like settlers in a lone camp on a

lanet, much
gh overhead was
as the neighbor-
was the Milky

for some familiar objects. Hi
the brightest constellation, The Mouse. In the east wi
ing planet Detia. And there, trillions of miles away

“.ra\!. ('alﬂx‘y. a faint hﬂ?} pﬂtlh of ll‘ﬂhl Jﬂhﬂ Marcus

FIRST WOMAN ON THE MOON

As I lean back in my chair,
| imagine myself up in the air.
In a rocket speeding faster than light,
Headine toward space into the edge of night.
Oh. look, I am just about to land.
I don't see grass, trees or even sand
Things look strange compared to earth,
But when my job is done, space will have a rebirth.
There is no air for me to breathe in
I must still wear my mask of oxygen.
've studied here and looked around,
Now back I turn I'm homeward bound.
Our country’s goal was to reach the moon
Now the time has come, not a bit too soon
| mostly want 1o prove one main thing,
A gift of knowledge to woman, God did bring,
Most people think this world is for a man,
But women can do anything that men can
I'hat also goes for people going into space,
Remember, we women are half the human race,

'I‘l'ddll L.[_':’ (ON

A VISIT TO THE LIBRARY

The day was glunm{, the sky was dark, e
When I took a walk to North Hollywood Par SR
[ walked to the library and looked around, k. f'ﬁ; i
Then found a seat, and I sat down. ke

The walls were filled with thousands of books,

The titles ranging from Romans to cooks,

Many people sat at the tables,

One of them reading Anne of Green Gables,

[ took out my books and started to study, .

But suddenly lost interest and looked for my buddy

I picked up my books and started to roam, g

Then walked out the door, and I went home. R
By Jo-Ann Krasno -

FIRST FLOWER OF HAPPINESS | :

Ic was a cold, and snowy winter day. As I wa e

deserted streets, I noticed a crowd, standing huddl:dhd do'nr s

my curiosity overthrew me, I rpanagcd to get throu gbwm

they were standing around, looking at a flower, d thar
In this world of difficulties, and disaster, it is truly unde

F 4 "
L]

Y

5
how such an insignificant thing as a flower, can bring ..

happiness to so many _pmple. ¢ 3??1.'.
Even though America is a fresh and clean country, it still believas

in fairy tales.

DEATH

some people say:
as to misery,
death is the only way
great king and friend, PhA
drink the same drink, G
find the same end. .
is death a blank sleep, -
then over it why cry?
we too shall be in its reap.
if in hell i should burn,
with the cruel, the evil, | :
then thoughts of death i spurn. e
ah, but to talk with the great RS
the students of thought, S
heaven, open wide your gates. R -
yet, it i should rise to a cloud, R,
or sink to the bowels of the earth, IR
i’ll say this of death—it shan’t be proud.
douglas dutton "o
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SOMEDAY, | HOPE

Once opon a time there wos & little airl pamed Earth, She had
cight broshere and siviers, end her owsthor, Ban, When she grew up,
she marviod a haadeome cresture called Man,

Ferth and Man had many children, or countries, as they were
sometimes called. Por a while, though, Mother Earth was very upeet
snd the hed mawy preacetore children,

The lepest evaniry, called the Union of Soviet Socistist Republics
(Soviet Unien, or Russia, for short) was » big bully and very con-
ceited. Soviet Union disobeyed Mother and Father when they tried
to tell him to eet goed fomde. He woold est only bad sweets, called
Commmsanises, and he conyinced msny of Re younger and smaller
boothers and cisrers 1o do the vanse.

The prettiest and emartect child was called the United States of
AmETica. "F:: 1f;!i¢nd: ullt‘d.hthrr “Freedom®, America was very
streng and boulthy becrase she are good foods, called Demoe
and 1.I.:-rg|.- few things which ware bad for her. ‘1 o

Soviet Union and the countries on his side were always fightin
with America and ber friends. They fought alesat cach silly things
like bag weila and linle islands, eo Father foreed s family council
which be called the United Nations. But Sovier Union wouldn't
ceoperate 50 it didn’t always work. The family feed got so bad
thar soon Rostia and America were threatening o blow up the entire
femily with a big bsessb. Father Man was very wearied, but his
piesdines sramed 1o do oo good.

Finally, Soviet Union became sick and weak from his poor dier,
His ineides revolied (rom not getting the proper noarishment, Then
Father Man gsve Russis s g wolding and made him promise sot
o wack Cemmunism agein, and to sun esting good foods as
America did. The other little countries saw what happened and
they also gave 1t all op.

Then ali the children joined bands and danced together, as Mother
Faith and Father Man lushed on and were happy at {ast.

Tina Kimmel

FOR THE VERY FIRST TIME

Oh, dear, what shall | do? Oh, well, | knew it would happen to

me ons of thess deye. After all, it happens m_almmt everyons, Mom
and Dad even did it. They said thet it dida't hurt though 1 reslly

dou’s know why I'm so nervear, it only lasts for a few minutes,
Ub, Oh, I think that the time has come! Here gves. Gee! | bope
it's mot too bard. Whew! It's over, Actually, it wag quite fan. | can
hardly wait to lose another tocsh.

Gwen Friss

FIRST PET

It was the jayous night before Christmas, At | ley in bed, I could
bear the merry carolers, singing the happy Christmas smage.
The presente were onder the beaunful Christmas tree, all escept

poe, 8 pup. I hada's really expected Fd ger it, but | was always

ng.
E'ﬂlt can realive how | felt, when | awoke, Christmas sienming,
to find under the tree the cutest pup | had ever scen

Linda Mednansky

SOUND

Sound is what I bear
With or withowr a musical ear,
I can enjoy it , or deplore nn,
I can welcome it with spirt.
Sound is a bird on the wing
With a heart that makes it sing.
Sound is the onite of the trees
That's made I:-Z blowing breere.
Sound is the squcak of a door,
Or the leose boards io a Aoor.
Sound is the lsngh of a child,
Or the call of the wild.
Sound is the besuty of a symphony
Composed for the music in harmony.
Sound is tha mewe of a ¢s1, .
Or a weil done job received with a pat.
Sound is the crash of the ocean, :
Ow the noise of machines in mation.
Sound is the pitrer per of rask
Upoms a shiny windcew paan.
Sound is a stranger's walk
O¢ the bum of neighbor’s talk.
Souad is a fenmiier friendly voare _
That cames to belp cmwe make a choice.
Sound is a living thing _
Yet it nssves wﬂithﬂut A ring.
Sound is very special 10 me
"tt blind and cannot see.
el Linda Ahiberg

THE FIRST THING | OWNED

The firet thing 1 actuslly owned id cloth namecd
Clowny. 1 will bave this doll, bat to :r;!d::n:y | bond -'I:ﬂﬂtmn are

missing, parts of bis clothing are in shkambles, the ced bation eyes

are tded, the nose and reouth have feded, and whe
child I chbewed the ton of his head, wo now cotton in tt?ﬂkihwﬂt;u.t

of his bead Despirs all thia I'm gaoing w keep him
why? Because be was the first thing | ﬂ:mi * You wonder

Linda Donald
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WHAT IS A HERO?

What is a hero? Is he &8 brave and stron

g person such as those in
mythology, :_u it he a pervon wha has discovered how to save

Canessnds of lives by merely wocking io a ¢ram 1

called a laborarory? This a -Ir|.1=.'ti{1-n!ll'5l' dens not F;i'if 'l“:t'l r:TI-I:F'I:

person is lelt to decide what a hero is to him. i
There are rwo things which all heroes, regardlers of what their

fests eagy be, hoae io common. They are courage and

h"'”.‘“';! ‘:I!"-'id hf'n.'ﬂrll':l:' d! I:i;m witlerat these, Odysseos, F:ﬁ%:ﬂ]ﬁ
logicsl adventures, bad them, 50 did Walter Reed :
1|~|;€1u'l-u' fever. \ ed, who conquercd

Odrsseos wis & breve snd sirong man who barel

his life ooy tieacs. But it was only his own |
Reed did a grest swervice to humsaity by sving many lives

Bot on the othee hznd, the qualities possessed h'g.:' Odysseus
crabied him to exwspe as many dangers as he mighit hlpp:;n to

CMOONITE, thus m-ﬂ-Lil‘I.ﬂ_ him versatile. He
Liouted in the number of discoveries they n:rﬁ;d::? 8 Need are

Who was the greater bero? h's up 10 you. A bero means as

:1:1‘::1:' uTITJ,It'I'-ertm things as there are people who have ever thought

arely esraped with
ife he was saving:

Susan Rafferty
My Friend

Before i1 all comes to an end
I must fulfill my life.

| must have bad my own true friend
To end all care and strife.

My friend will be an answer

To every prayer ['ve prayed
My friend will leave me never,
My Iriend will not be swayed.

My friend will have a heart of gold
And be to loyal and tree

And when our friendship starts to fold
I'll bave no cause to rue.

Somechow 1 feel T'll never have

This friendship oh so brigh:
For 1 am going to my grave
At dusk tomorrow nighr,

Isabel Ward

PERHAPS

The time will come,
More pgace and qoiet,
And when it does,
11°ll have to be andured.
It will be picssant—
A real wrest!
A wonderful csperience
And a beneficiel feart,
Women will cheer,
Men will roar,
For things will be different,
And the samr no nwre.
World probiems will cease,
Just take my word.
No wars, ng bombs,
No reason to bght.
Economiz conditions will improve
Less money shall be spent.
Wheo? Why, paturaily,
During ber role—
The First Lady President
Cathie Novyes

BELLS

There are bells of joy and bells of 1 1
Bells of sorrow in Il'ire rafter, g i
The school bell summons the pupils to class.

And church bells welcosng the members to M ass
The Kre house bell calie ita master, to answer

the cries of disaster,

Christmas bells bold a sound most dear, nnging
gled ndinge end 6lled with cheer.

Wedding belis are balis of joy, for they unite a
girl and boy,

They take a vow to go through life for better oc
wocte es man and wifs,

As mxoy bxlls as there ere, ringing near and
ringing fer, we all pray thst they shall
never cease — the ever ringing bells
of pesce.

leanne Schaffer



THE FOREST PATH

ay behind the
e cawed over my head and the sun faded away
:ch?c“f'hn;“h:m gravel road through the forest grew darker 15 lh;
sun set beyond the forest. [ felt the wind whisp over m! lmf{l ua
| pulled my coat collar higher. The moon came up an elt the
ness of the fnrcsldarlt:und me.
« and clouds covere the moon. :
lm‘{c)n:: ]tl?:{;llghl [ heard the clip-clop ﬂfhh?ﬁﬂlkt:dhmd l:nfén]:;::
: F W lit path. 1 wa on lis g
when 1 turned all I saw was a moof p g S Thare

sll

to the wind and the crunch of gravel und | :
i d of hoofbeats. stopped, holding my breath.
A o she e but there were no oot-beats, I

The wind rustled in the trees, \
walked more swiftly now. There was something about the sound of

hoof-beats on a lonely forest path that made me shiver, | !nufhcd
2t this but walked faster just the same. The trees loomed in front
of me as 1 rounded a corner. I glanced back for a moment. Some-
thing moved swiftly beyond the bend of the path. The darkness of
the forest and the sound of the horses started my running,

[ darted off the path making for the open country. All a::nund
me the trees and bushes took on gargoyle appearances. 1 trllpped
and the ground met my face. I lay there, my heart pounding 1n my
chest. 1 lay there and listened, and over the sound of my heart beat
I heard the horses on the forest path, Panic gripped me and I went
running. On I ran, splashing through creeks and falling over logs.

But always in the background could be heard the steady clip-clop
of horses on the forest path. |
my chest heaving from exhaustion. I came to a stop 1n a small clear-
ing and lay down, A heavy mist settled on the ground, and alnnE
the fog-covered path veered a black coach drawn by two blac

steeds but without a coachman, ;
and run for the open fields which I

This sight made me get up
The sound of the horses’ snorts and

knew were beyond the trees.

their galloping were close behind me and I ran faster. I was running

across a fog-covered field when the horses came gal:ﬂ:in out of
the fog in front of me. Confused and panicked, 1 dodged off the
path and went hurtling down a well. My screams died out and I
with them. I opened my eyes; the stars twinkled 1n the sky. Far, far
below lay the forest with dawn breaking over the hills. The swaying
of death's coach smoothed out as we passed through the gates of

heaven.
Bill Stoneham

PRINTING

Oh, today is such an exciting day. All these people gathered
around, their eyes fixed on that white thing in front of me. You
should see my daddy, with his prodding words of confidence. And
Mommy—but everyone knows how mommies are. Oh, well, they
expect it of me, and it's now or never, as they say. I get my instru-
ment into position. Their faces grow tense. Here goes . . . I did

it! I printed my name for the first time.
Gail Fernbach

MY FIRST HAIR-DO

When I was six vears old I had long locks of hair hangi
| angin
to my waist. Unfortunately my father didn’t like long l];lir,g oo
One day he suggested that we surprise my mother and get my
ha::;- mtu:-dHc uc:ild_ me it wnulljd look much nicer short. I was sulynung
wide-eyed and innocent that I believed ' ‘
without question. SYeyhing he. soldime
That afternoon while my mother was shoppi
: pping he too
the beauty parlor to get my h:-::r cut. I sat down unga nice snl;t Tlfait:
uFa“are of what was happening, While the beautician was quiEtI"
( I&Plﬂg away at my hair I was very content reading a comic book :
When I finally looked up I was shocked. Staring out of 'th
1I~In;:}l;rqt::rr in front of me was a !:m)' with a face that resembled mi \
A En I finally realized that it was my face, I don’t know wrl?me].
ﬂ; li:sl, screamed or cried, When my mother saw our little su at
; e let out a cry that could be heard at the other end of e i
u[n tdthn‘nk she talked to my father for the rest of the week il
& ::;:_nt hlmag:ne: I ever [ully trusted my father aga::n b
enever he mentions anything about hair I run o EYATS
fast as I can. ut of the house as

Nancy Wexler

The wind rustled through the

The forest seemed to never end. | felt.

R h | '
MONDAY MORNING
With students as far as Monday morning is cor '.rrff:.f-‘
or sickness is worse, Students go to school cold and {‘ ._
Teachers have to repeat to slow thinking students. H H
teachers will tell you that every day of the week is like this
poses another question. Are teachers ever subjected t’%'} A
morning droop ? Most students would probably say ye 'n,_;': :"-;,;;é':- :
No one can say that adults, teen-agers, or ¢ ildrias
through this. If you do have these problems follow Wi
and non-habit forming rules. T A
1. If you feel tired, cold, or sick, go to bed vy | T
2. If 'you have homework to do in the ,m:;§+};'.', |
durinﬁ_ your !{_i.rst period {I':ass. RGN "_'-f}-’-j?;?l.;f:r | i-@?%f’.‘f 7
3. ou have to walk to school i s vela
and :.'allya cab. S m_ie- : blcyds'; b
I correct myself, maybe these rules are habit for Y "3:‘

9
]

N )
-

.'.._ i T .. § e ¥ re . ] - S = ; =2 = - e . = - .|.
& i T R : T
-l E @ - . =, = - - "l " 1[
- ¥ = .

,.
|
J:'_"’_t

-

"I:.":a"".r- L

™
.l'_i"

- L

e T
g il ™
o

e

s g
=
wh

| ]
i % 5 F



[ ——_—— B .
. .. ..-. .|.|--- .4..[| ...

l . Wy, ™ e . © - i . -
......l. -.... _l. .1.1 I.l.lll-.l_._..l.l..l..-..‘r.l...l.l.-!




>,

e - L e i "
T R TN . Vo

\

A7 CLASS
Girl Name Filot




VIKIE WEISINGER



'f“'\u/_'\
[

A/

i

N L LR Tl 1S k
T4 X & ‘I-L‘I_I i'_ Iu'l-" 5. L '!-.. ¥ ""q-.'.':. ¥

Y AT
e |
0 1

A i u LIk
e IR e | :‘_-.._-'IL'I-I* N LD
. E"“' ks '-’:\:-' i} .h"‘l__" ] Jdlrs'l?;:

S R A R s e ¥




....._.. = .
+." 1o A
ALY
Lo
....“..._.,.“. .
hwv.ﬂ.- .
oY
.._r.... i
LR
o ry

.'||- -. L:' r-

- ‘-‘r"’?‘.’--‘:ﬁ-'; » eyl
i W i
o
AL

:;..IJI';.-!.‘_;:! .F- N
h L e
ﬂ.-.f." hhlni‘
] s i e

e i,
Mg Ay

-




™

7
'3

e
iy
By
L s
- ey

e
e

-/
4

8
A .';' :!r'-:. -

%
o3

L

ERE )

Lo
24
¥-
fa

B

=
i

>
- Ph:-
i

L

!

T
o
¢
o
E

F e

o |

| . e
= 4 ANV -
i o -'hl“'-l._.,-"l_' H

A : 1..

L ALY

| ":"l;f' -

L
i




Friendship

- friend of man" But everybody wants more than :
“A dog 13 ;:ﬁ.“él Dogs can give love, service, and loyalty, but A Miracle

, dog for & Jle of one of the most urgent of human needs,
hey are 1ot \;ﬂpalnlc cannot share everything equally with a dog. It was a struggle for me to bear
(ommunicati ot that pent up feeling at times. We reel as though As I sat there all alone
All of iﬁl ﬁ” wme steam ot burst. Of course, it does help to Looking at the legs of a small gilt chair
we must fnmhlu to your favorite dumb beasty, but think how Listening to voices drone.
cell ““";r': nderstanding, sympathetic, and consoling a real friend
mudl‘ dmtic . _ _ A melody drifted to my ears
Wou ble to share your troubles and elations with a friend Waa At bl oty Sl ol due
To be ¢ bles kept within you mount and mount until they are _ B
helps Trm{: vour mind. Pleasurable knowledge diminishes into It did not drown my hopeless fears
foremost 1Ihinff:m:w.!s' anless it's revived by discussion with friends, As I sat there tapping my feet.
almost p;nr“n give you companionship, but a friend has more to
3 d?;:uh' successful friendship consists of equal parts of give I longed for the safety of my room.
"[THLC Vour mind receives a good airing from an invigorating I longed to leave this place.
?::n‘(rg;lt.mn in which you contribute ideas and gaimn new views Till 1 looked up to meet my doom

aﬂ';i ‘"*_Tr:l?t“;nh- their ability to talk and share that make friends And met a smiling face.
{1 )

. vilization, Smiling faces and reassuring nods
able 1n our tnil.i? . ;
s d"’f:{, an air of confidence, a sense of good feeling, and good Isabel Ward
nﬂl’f lm“-'”d‘ the world. Friends <an make one belong, even in
wil :

the most alien territory. GROWING UP

Friendship, by anyone's standards, is one of the most desirable

X nds beside you, you can face the world with your I remember the day fairly well. It was a sunny day and I was

End;i hxxléﬂlli,i;m“::]ng a spring in your step. filled with joy. I had everything I needed, everything was brought

head h¢ Isabel Ward and put in its place. I even had post cards with the right addresses
on them.

As my mother walked from room to room you could tell she
wasn't too happy. She had given me her consent, everything was
arranged, Oh! maybe she had figured, her little girl had grown up.

The time had come for me to leave. I kissed my mother good-by
and she did the same to me. Qur parting was sad, but short.

The reason my mother was sad, was because she knew this was
my first week away from home, and my first day at camp.

Sherry Szego

FIRSTS

The first time a person does something is usually a unique ex-
erience, It is much different from the second or third ume he
oes 1t. It 1s these important firsts that you remember. Why, I
distinctly remember the very first time I threw a rock through the
front window!! Even more clearly in my mind, is the first tume I
beat up my brother!! I can still vividly remember the first time I
pushed my friend into the swimming pool!! All of these things are
so common to me today that I don't even think about them. I just
g0 ahead and do them without giving it another thought.

There are other occasions that will always be near to my heart.
For instance, the first time I was summoned to Mr. Myers’ Office
the first time Mr Hanson said to me "Friend, you didn’t do ynur'
homework, so . . . . ... "y or the first time I lost my algebra
book. As I said, these things have no meaning to me any more—
it's the first time that counts. :

Now, wait, you're having a first experience right now!' After

all, you're reading this story, and this is the firsz time this story has
been in the Skyline.

Steve Babin

ALL IN THE WORLD TO THEM i
The symmetry of a man lay upon the bed. It still had the A WOMAN'S FIRST BASEBALL GAME

qualities of a man, but it lacked something. This something was
so undetectable that even his sister and brothers did not notice it as

"H l L] ' - . o .
he lay. They all laughed and spoke cheering words. Even the arold, Harold! You're not listening to me”! Oh, well, 1 guess

he' . : it~ : :
children, on that morning, circling the yard engaged in children's inet:lcn;r:m{%f{mgh";n?};lzﬁ?dﬁ-m“;;g f;“;ﬂ hlﬂl.“lhin he is
playful talk, could not see, could not detect. The neighbor, there “Rah, rah, sis EHEY, WYY Hlmlil i“:l“ Db -"'-"fﬂ" fan.

to sip a cup of tea with friends in the community, even she did g ' 2 don't care if that is a football

cheer, 1 have to root for our team. By the way, Harold, which team

DOL SUSPECE. do we want to win anyway ?”

There he lay, upon that bed of torment of years past; there he

. "P l- 4 \ Iq. ! 1 .

4 lay. Even he did not know what was missing, How strange! I h:n: I:: mpgolrctca gﬂl;:;r}'hel(;::n‘iia-r;ﬂd;tdcﬂ: odbololpunn,
Yet, the bird knew, The bird that fluttered about the pane each 3 distress sign on that big board {L,“ ﬁ; ) [l mmem1: gy,

‘ morn to await his sun-kissed face, she knew, res It says; Maury Gills

has just stolen his hundredth base thi A
And the dog knew. The dog that knelt before him in worship “That' surlev. w ' s R Aeazont
at his caress, ah, yes! The dog knew. O pariey was an exciting game. 1 just wish that we could

t ~ :
And, somehow, God knew. God, who created this man in his RO to more games, because then 1 could have a chance to teach you

: : N , s0 much more abo : _
:mnajzc; God knew what was missing from the world of this man. ke me.” ut the game that you could become a real expert
G

knew, for the man was dead. e
Tom Gossard teve Cron










MY FIRST VEHICLE

Finally after years of waiting it's ming. | know for sure when |
start rambling acdedy will be able to cstch ms.

| was standing in from of my house admiring this fine specimen
of mechanical iagenuity waiting for my friend John so 1 could
shon it to him. Jon lock st it 1 realiced | was not the first to get
ooc of thove wpeadsiers in the neighborhood, but mine was dilferen:
because it was all mise (of course a little help from my parents)!
Oh, just think of the traveling | can de now

| wes admiring sy new shiny blue csr, wall, it was indesczibable
just like a geod cendybay, when Joho came by,

“Hi, how do yoa like ja ™

_Mighty fine, to Isct almost at nice as mine.”

“What do vou mean almost? It's better.”

Thas lesd 10 a0 grgument and now that rat John is going to race me.
| chevked the beaoty over w make sure it was OK. Tires fine,
hom fine, mirror set Yep AQK ™

Well, was high meon when the race began. 1 could hesr our
frrends velling. We started out even and kepr thst way till the fiasi
stretch, “Come on feet. g, pedal harder, harder . . -

Russ Gordon

?(”Lb%x
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THE FIRSTDOG | HAD

The hrst dog | had

Was daughty and bad

He sever was good

Or did what be should

[Dis coat white snd brown
His face with a frown,

His claws were quite sharp
And, oh, what a bark?

His favorite pastime

Was to run and climb.

He'd lie under trees

And come come Glled with feas.
He chewed up the Roveers
And then bid for hours

He jompsst on the neighbors
When they did me favors,
When be got hers

I'd bring out the noexe.

My dog was the besi

Bat oh, what a pest!

Janice Marais

A LOST TREASURE

Let's see! Where sh:!lld[ begin?
Well, it was on a cold wiatry nj hs, (which I ne
very rare in California) that Imﬁafﬂi ntight add

to go through ind iy
This trunk was mine when | wss little, and if there iln ﬂdrm
went, vet thst I'd bate to part with, it EOCS lam that dﬁlt

This crunk has the most tishening colors “EF
yellow, blue, and red! YOU can imagine. |y ;

Well, anyway, I found this trunk I cpened it

Firer, 1 patied oot b bl hot half esten dogy

Firer, 1 pulled oot an o -a5-8-rock, half esten ;
bead that looked like it Frd pene through & wringer. ";.rllﬂh
cicle stick that says, “Your Good Homor Man", which :mirhdﬁ

to a free popcicle!

S0 you see? It really is worth it to lock for
wintry nights in Californis. freasures on cold

THE LETHAL TROCHE

(with spologies to Idward Gorey)
It was a bleak day in the midat of a wintry aumme, The leaves

on the tree bsd iced a peculiar shade of greer. All was caamninnesly
silent,

The becper rose from his platean and, gathering a fow wicks, be
prepared for the sergs,

Mexowhile, oa a hill neathy, a few specrators raked the ceei
and, when all was finished, !-Eﬂ!:,‘tl to shaoch the vrew of the mm.;"'
depression below,

At the summis, 5 perton, or ortybe it was a reverend, wasrked
with careful precisicn as the lsins processed below, Cpen biing
filied with the grsndeur of the - '
the marryted mantis who will sauntered in shstrers farhooe. He
then ssired an eccesional dintle and flung himself over the precipice.

Suddenly, withoot previous innouncement, a large, sce-ron-
metricsl msss made beadwey into the forest. The few paused
envisage the shastromings of their prime.

"Be nor afrsid!” submitted one.

“Stay where you are™ invited enother.

All was once again silent.

At the hoor nfﬂndeumdmlhir&nndmthhu&prﬁhﬂb
with from IJJ;! hive, A]: this, the day l:rﬂLﬂ, -

Madame Mort, while inspecting garden surrepticions
beetles, ha ed upon a gregarious goat, who in tum vanished.
She dtpanﬁum the setilemeni, leaving the ask askew.

With many a sigh of discoorent, the keeper returned to his pla-
teau, only to find the cask

cmpc. 7
The assembled rose, and, with grandear unsipezlled, all wwiess
were raised in unison with a resounding . .,

T. Gossard
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A LITTLE GIRL'S WISH

ar the rain pounding on the r{mf. as I tried to go 1o

| could e Yeeh 08 the night before Christmas? I had hoped

sleeP. ™ 1 thét the dolly with the bright red hair, that I saw in

and P:‘ dow while we were shopping, would be under the tree in the

thtr:['nn Finally, morning came. As I awakened I could hear the
MOTTRETEA: |

. nging. 1 quickly hurried to see if the doll would be there.
::;:hi::‘:;, ih' wish had come true.

A< you RFOW up, your wishes grow too,

Marianne Schwab

AN UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE

Dong, dong, dong, dong. The clock struck five. It's late, it's late.
| must get ready. I can’t be late for this special occasion.

Oh, darn, my sister’s always in the bathroom. Isn’t that just like
a sister, always in the bathroom when her brother is in a hurry.

Ah, at last she’s out, and now I can get ready for this big step.

Now that's a real smooth shave. Oh, I knew | forgot something,
the razor blade.

Ring, ring.
Who could be calling at this time?

I wish these wrong numbers would stop bothering me.
Burr, this water’s cold.

At last that’s over. Now I can get dressed.

What's this? Oh, no, I'm locked in! That darn brother of mine.
I'll get him yet.

Thanks, si1s.

At last I'm ready to get into my tux. :
Boy, getting ready for a date is certainly a lot of trouble.

Ivana Mednansky
Marianne Schwab

THE FALL OF THE KING’S EMPIRE

I moved in for the kill.
It was at my own will.
If I murdered the King,
It would be a big thing,
And if ] survive
To a hundred and five,
I'll remember the day
: df'?ﬁc‘?ﬁfMill:lc %y Chess Pl :
o rid’s Greatest s Player:
N Russell Gordon

HIT AND RUN

It was 2 noisy windy night, It was getting late, and the streets
were dark SudJrnly, IIIG sound of churning wheels was apparent.
The air whistled by as this maniac romped through the streets, Now
# distorted figure came into view, The man saw him, but he drove
M. IThere was a scream for help, but it was o no avail, Most
PeOple would have stopped at this point, but the maniac only drove
Ui, overwhelmed with Joy.

T““" Next day in the newspaper, the headlines read like this:

ficycle Timmy slays another victim.”
Robby Beskin

| e0p; ¢
STAGE FRIGHT

This was the night that filled me with dread.
My blood preassure rose and my face turned all red.
Every eye seemed to be fastened on me,
Could I, I wonder, hide in a tree?

As I started to play my hands somehow froze
My body felt numb from my head to my toes,
I stumbled through as fast as I could

Not even knowing if I did as I should.

Finally I finished and ran out of the room.

I felt so relieved d knocked over the broom.
My teacher, she said no errors could she find
The mistakes I had made were all in my mind.
Congratulations poured in and out

[ was so happy I wanted to shout.

With the last person gone, my performance was done
My first piano recital really was fun.

Janice Malau
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	The Sounds of Silence
	AlgebraI
	sophanic shkith
	trees
	There was once a man who wrote a poem
	About the trees around his home
	His trees must have been a sight to me
	Or so the thought occurred to me
	It told of trees in a far off land
	Some were small and some quite grand
	It told of birds that in trees sing
	And upon the branches monkeys awing
	It told of the tall and statly pine
	With pinecones that were rare and fine
	It told of trees opss which grow
	Nuts and leaves all in a row
	But one thing he forgot to mention
	Is the awful, horror growing tension
	That comes during this time of fall
	‘Cause raking leaves just isn’t a ball
	living in the bullseye, 1962


