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Tlee pictorres on thee wall

tell ifee coloers r1_||'.'jr.l1-'.

Ther sibears ,!_;.l'r.'n' the |'|'g.||r';. hamrr,

sineel ypenr tell o (€5 comdig all from within,

Eliot Gorson






















Peter Cifrino — Ci

All the world's a slage,

Aned all the men and women merely ployers.
They haove their exits and thelr enfrances,

.Jﬂ'hﬂ- Raburn And one man in hiz time pliys fadg perts ... Hﬂbb}l’ Bﬂ rd.ﬂ:ft!
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Susan Dube




Fish again?
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WEIRD!

, Peter McCabe - Daddy
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June Kaplan - Juniper

Ray Boyd - Arab




Jane Tarr Selover







Laura Schoen

Robert Weiner







Is it true blonds have more funf

3




5 WE EE W Yy’ | =







Joe Delumen - Jose
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Fr cine Fn"ﬂ'i" - Franny




Bruce Preston - Monsieur
ShisL L sk




Jacqueline Nannette Bartels - Nan
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Robin Poritsky
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Sorry Toby, We Goofed
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Paul Simon

and ready to sleep;
all its petals on me...

“I'm dappled and drowsy
Let the morning time drop
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MAXIMO PAVON IMPRESIONES DE ESPANA

How transgreil iz the Bife of him aho,

Shaniing the vain sworkds upmmer,

May follow, free from sirife,

The hideden pah, of yore

Chosen by the few whe conned true wisdom’s lovef

Sleep broken by no fear be mine,

And a day clear, serene anid free,

Shunming the look severe, lofty exceedingly,
o him whom geld cxalt: or ancesbry,

Al wiiile in mi.m'r:,l
Ofhers gre I:Ew.r;;:m' f fi.'rc:r. weraliidion’s throng,
Afire fnsnriabily,
For power that stayz so long,
My I in pleasant shade rectfe my song,
E. Laris e Laiim

The bwrning, passionmte worely of looe
} Once agin i yonr eerz will sound;
Andd then your keart will perheps awake,
I Wil be rosesed from s sleep profouwnd;
Herd oy o kneels of His altas, wadide,
.idarfl:—gl with head bemd dow,
| Ag I Rrve lovesd o |, .. e undeceived,
Akef They'll not fove pon saf

Coustece A, Beoguer
trans, M. Povudn




Oth Spatn, how ofd and dry [ see pou

Yet your heart shings like a silver coin covered with dust.

Burning cemation of flaming dreems,

I haoe seen yowr stars glitter, your moon break on the weter,

Your mem walk barefoot, hurting their feet with your burning stones.,

Where to search for your heart-beat; in your roers that deeg
tnto the sea,

Ins their waters, the wolls ond towers of dead citias?

In your errnd people, whose loes rot away to give mebstance
{0 your crops®

Oth Spain, burning camation of flaming dreams,

My hands would like to cut down your trees,

To throw your old deedy into the fire,

To soto youer dried lends with the ashes,

Sleep with your dreem and then rise afterwards with the down,
Now free from the berden that legs on my shoulders the fatal
Shadow of your runs,

Of Spain, burning camation of flaming dreams,
Coffer of hand crust that keepr in ity worm heart
The old silver coln covered with oblivion, exhaustion and dust.
Tozé Hicreo
trens. M. Paodn



Chas. B. Lerner

(1]

TAWNNNMN.

"y saft, s soft it makes you think. @ think most of ol in thee position,
it's fiest Pk solvool exoept gon don't oot ired

ifterigards § feel bikor Reell, theoeph, § just went to get ap and go Brek
donen, 5o i loosen ap os mch as pessible. maybe do o little breathing extra
Fewry. that always tekes me Feol Better, @ feel a fow of soft, hot gl
piiksating theough me. the hiss of s posding irough wmy teetl. then i
capieg, the hig streteh, my skin (ke rubber. e incoming oir, and a sigh,
it's il over,

Bt i still clont feed relvxeed, so @ stay in that position. § stare af fhe plece
af womd in frend of me, the grain is waey, end o gplendid thing to sare al.
the serny e (R iz come thranch the sereen ol e, ercaleping me with
thetr breath. i feel warn end el all a2 onee. it becontes so guict § hear
sty Fogrerd hert and my beand greme,

sty Pirtiad s Dronghy acroes s foce and § hear that scratehy sound el
. hared feels pood becrese my foee i smiling.

mey Brain starts to wonder toreerd ity redwrel wneealing, bt § want to stay
exleep-nreake as © e,

Lonreliness,
Bearl torpr woi!
Ugly bilaredies of grass
Weeds that Took like they're dying.
Cirarette butts and mocks
Little twics prd matehes
A large tree magnificently gl fogether
Hairy and thickly fing
Shededing a shadme over Hhe groemd,
The air is wet and Tod.
A fonal clanking sourd with bivds chirping
Heaoy moter seined analegons o bugs
Little buzz,
Crinkle-cresh of the rroe s T oalk an i
The air ix fresh.
Umz foprethier agein.

Alpen Verse
1 think of the crpstals and ol
Crain ipon grain and compoended so thin,
Crypetal upon cnpstal glistendng in the sun foys of morn.
Freedom of flight pnd movement indeseribealle in eveny
reespest.
Love-pain treasire of Howght, [ ki alone in the sun
rilps of aregrn.




A nonymous

Cremory
Yos, well mow we know o few more things abeut life, right? Its really
strangge why some people oever leamn anvthing, | mean they ane all
spinning around in Maelstrom ar something.

I could never point & finger at anybody and Blame Qwem for my had times,
or had breath, T mean chirist why v to explain it?

I dan’® want to be better than anyes, and T don't care if anvones better
than me, bocawse they anen’t really going amywhere fast, 1 don't gauge
things like that, 1 don'l measure things, [ have seen the smallest thing and
realized it to be part of the higgest thing.

Barl the: mast impartant thing [ have learned here is that life is here anly
for the taking,

Iam o thinker, 1 think thoughts and 1 explain them, the explaining part
eontld end ax such: Bot 1 will think freely wntil the end.

Anything else trving to get on top of it and make somcthing of it which it
g t—weell—it all seems fake and artificial and then everything falls apart
Tike it clid, pemeinles?

“That's the truth 1 only tell the truth and that's the truth.”

Love, Brother Paul

PS5 Why don't you drive ot bhere to the hospital sometime? | think 1
would like 00 see yow zgain,
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Mark Eden

Crealive Something

The world is comprised of the ever changing mode of
things. We change from green to white in the flash of
season hastily jutting ow! from those around, en either
side, above and belme,

Andd as fast as black the foetus comes real, goes real
and dics, melting into the lake below her particular
mound, coming real.

When the uncountable lakes have evaporated, and in
the fash from white fo green to reality, then only shell
enlightenment reign upon the carth,

Krauss

A VERY SHORT PLAY
Act One—The two main characters are mﬂuﬂrﬁ"ﬁl
Scene (ne—The setting is the place; the place iz the fime.

Sieya.—I1 have stated my position most clearly.

Lametoo—1 cannot understand vour point n}r view, It seems as though
vou think you are right! And once more you appear to be a
self-righteous know-all.

Steya.~Listen to me, [ beg of you, for one more time in your placid life,

Listen.

Lametoo.—Listen? Why, don't be absurd. T have . ..

Sieya.~1I have thought this and once more 1 have even felt this and, if I

may be sa bold, I know this.

Lametoo—I1 have come to a conclusion, Sieya. You are very one sided,
You refuse to bend and the most natural elements in the world
bend. For example, take a weed,

Sieya~1T don't want you to agree with what I'm saying. I would like you

to know it, as 1 know it, so that we can know it, together. Just for
one time, In one place . . . In one.



Dave Kameras

Break From The Afternoon Tea

Ha!

A joke.

Aned suddenly @ ware of depression,
Covering any trace of the pasted smile,
The polite acknowledgement of wir,
Anee sieddenly you are far away.

Arid expedition,

Sliding dowen the dunes,

Feeling the sand behween your toes,

A tonch,

A gmile,

A reflection an life,

And you're off.

Travelling rapidly,

Light years acay from the very spot where you were
Sitting zuch a short while ago.

There iz no poverty here,

8:30 a.m, Weekday
I sit,
Staring at the table
Concentrating,
Tryving to find something bevond and between
The grain.
I wonder if anybody,

Anything,

Very small

Exists,

Looking up,

And seeing our great hulks
OFf humanity,

Rushes to shelter

¥



Dianna Boege

Through the window

Many lands exist

Each Different,

yet the same spring mist,
Look-alike trees

and same soft breeze.
Stand in magic blizs.

Think softly.

Speak Softly.

Walk Sofily.

Love saftly.

Ingeeire and learn.

Ask and be given,

Fire can burn

8o here inner warmth lees
1t is within us all,
but sometimes the glow

fades to a dull ember,
When we smile the emher

ix rehorn and grows to
fnfancy.

is reborn g grows Lo infancy.

When we laugh, the ember
reaches adolescence.
laugh more, and the inner
glow comes into its prime.
Bust there arrives a time
when the laugh falters, and becomes
weak, then weaker, then halts altogether
Diaath iz the ember that
has gone out completely
No magic land con

change that.

I walk

I perusse My eyes are Lwo clouds
I ponder Stortng rain;

I twee They RIFEH oy by day.
I eealk on. Soon if's going fo slorm,
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Onis Green

! mt.mrl wah:h vou stand beside me
shing onl T

Ti:r show my love.

Hiding's not a good game,

Let it be known,

My love for vou, a great one,

Make it greater,

Take my hand.

Spend vour ime beside me,
Let love grow.

Standing here,

ﬁlcme_and free
appiness......

Warmth......

Happier, ves

If he knew
Sharing love—
More heautiful.
My freedom . . .
Deceiving.

Until we share . . .

Hope.




France Spiridon

Searlet Blues

sink “neath the trecs
A few freed leaves
fly with the breeze
and softly lie on thetr
wnitid mmother
Tacit Blanche will be
e their locer
I pass
through the
af my window

Jacqueline Land

WINTER IN NEW YORK: NO ONE TO TOUCH

Iwﬂlkﬁfeeﬁfuﬂuf nins and
mzn:ﬁi;ﬁ ﬁ or something to feel.
i v
the trees reﬁm Io ansiver
when I call.
J.M.L.
Hello
hote i3 gveryt
‘cause daoys are
e the same
53 SOMECNE YOU
makes it
better or

7




Peter David Lewis

A POEM

A ring at the bell,

A rap at the door.

I po to let someone in,

And there's ald Mole,

Waving to and fro,

Impatient to be let in.

For it’s winter. and

The snow bites hard, and

The chill wind Mows and buffets.
And harvd it s,

Far thoze wha live

Where whiteness hecomes king,
So ald Mole, he tottered in,
And fell to untving his muffer,
Andl the reason he was
Acoming here was an invitation
For supper,

So we sat down, Maole and T,

Tao have a friendly chat.

Ta talk of this g

Talk of that and

Talk of that and this,

But Mole drew near,

And whispered, “Dear,

I have some news to tell,”

For a hand of weasels

Coming close is frightful

Mews indeed.

For us and they have a
Standing feud, and none
The better for wear.

And new they're coming to
Fight a war, the reason
Far forgotten.

8o Mole and I decided
To move,

For our spirits had
Oniite reached bottom.
And now we live

In o hollow tree.

Quite safe we are,

I think.

And far better life

Wa live now

In the tropies of Afriea.
Where winter is nought,
Nor weasels fought,

And life is always gay.



Peter David Lewis

The rain come slowly,

failing through the leaves,

It fell upon the water and

it fell upon the trees.

It fell om me and mine

ax we walked Mrough

wonded glodes,

Liztening to the lonesome

bird,

and the sorrowful cries ke made.

A softly drooping willow

sprend itz arme for us,

to shelter us from the rain,

and possibly s,

To make 1us chanee the i rain,
and linger there mohile,

listening to thff'i'?:!t idrops,

aned Fﬂﬂgﬁ:ng T cnf e cane,

Dripping on the leaves above,
and falling all the same.

And then o mist encloaked ws.
Your hand slipped info nine.
And standing under a
Willow: tree,

not quware of Hne,

We let et feearrs maelt inka
one, ne thoughts of

mine aned thineg,

And for the time that we stood
there, alone

cxoept for rain,

I felr az though we were one,
aied o onee conld bettoeen
BRSSP,

And now, alome, T write

my thoughts, with nough!

for company,

Except the gﬂntf_f falling

rain, and a weeping u&fﬁ:w tree,

Th




Peter David Lewis

A road dices into the brilliant
Wonds,

Running hither, thither among
The trees,

Eﬂ!h&‘rrﬁm m{m as it conldd,
Of the red and ye nu:, leaves,

Hidtng under ity blonket
Muade of many colors,

It s ready to weit out

The winter,

When too cold it is

To walk the woods,

And people seldom bother.

Sometime on the farther
Side,

The road will soon emerge,
And pasz on into the
Village nigh,

With other roads if will
Conoerge,

But here again I soon

Will come,

To walk among the trees,
And watch the snow come
Filtering down,

Atop the many leaves,



Peter David Lewis

Sitting By The Roadside

The shade of o willow tree
Spreads its cool hlanket
Croer the ground,

A rutted road rolls on
Ouver the hills to be lost

In riving dust.

A brook bubbles and lanughs
Behind the tree,

Then turns and dashes madly
Under the road,

Tﬁrr.ﬁwing ay underneath
A stome e

F.:f dm-:m the road,
Lres iﬂ.rdge.'

T.im:ru the dﬂ

Az the heat rises, dan-::i

A fluid Hm, fled
E[f:rir:ﬂﬂmt wged

Oieieard

May jHe.-_: and mosquitos
iy in the sun,

Birds, Ef:dby thfhem

Sit in the trees, their singing stopped.
Crickets chirp mmﬂym

The temperature rises.

The wagon passes the free,
Its wheels ereaking,

The tired horse .imr:gm.g itz head
Az it plods along
A man Eaughﬁ and bites into

The crisp coolness of an apple,
Showing the white against the red skin.

The day passes.

Far in the distance o

Red sun falls info an

Abyss behind the mountains,
Spreading a -:I-:irk Manket of
Night over the

Tree froge fill i‘Ee air

With nedse.




Peter David Lewis

There's an Armadillo in the Bathituh

I went upstairs

To take my bath

Cause Saturday night

It wras.

and in the bathtub

Lying there,

An Armadillo gray and fair,
A handsome Armadillo boy,
And this he said to me:
“Armadillos sleep in tubs;
Perhaps vou did not know,
You have been honored by my stay.
Please leave me now and
GD-H

And since it was an

Honor,

And one I dare not lose,

I quickly left and

Shut the

And went into my room.

An hour later I satup
And went hack to the tub,

There was no Armadillo there,
There qfﬂbﬂhl}r MEVEr Was.
After gl

Whoever heard of an Armadillo
Lying in a tub?




The Tern

A .ﬂn;;;"e fern siweeps
aver the water,

The wwaves roll and crash
on the shore.

A grey fog settles
o 8 EFEl waker.
The winds lift the
waves o meet the
sk,

Thronving spray into P "";
the air. T h"'}\
A single tern shrills Fof g 3 hf.:ﬁ" tﬂ*‘
and settles on the water, gz ¥ R e
The waves subside, ~= ¢ 949y et e E':.] P
then recede. : 7 iR ..C' 7




Christopher Butters - Kit

Bl



Charles Byron Lerner - Chas. B.
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Ludwig C. Zuber

“An institution is the lengthened
shadow of one man.”

Emerson





















"Not a Poem”
Infindtesdmal release
The wind Mows trough the leaves
The branches hend bock and forth
With the currents of the lnke,
The wind blows through me, and 1
too have release.
The life spirit, my blood circulating
The chemical procesees, a little bug crawling
The same processes, yes, one and the same.
Life goes on like its relense
Anel thenk atoms or mayhe somerfiing
Swualler that we don’t know,




Dear Sendors:

The waves of change thal have made themselves mani-
Eest actoss our cowntry &nd indesd throughout the warld
came inevikaldy to heat upon ear shores oned zlter onr
castline. They hid been bailding up R some time, They
first found heged expression in the insights shaved with us
by stedent leaders immediately after the close of the Last
academic vear, Although these suggestions were taken
seriarsly and innplemented for the apening of the current
year, they were inadeguate hand aids oo the wounds of
our tee.

Throughout the Fall the ferment grew, reflecting itself
in the rise and fall of student government undertakings.
Faculty concern amd involvement inereasingly plavedd ibs part. As in any secial situation, various Factors and
forces came inde play, complicating the problem and rendering it more difficalt of solation,

The cwrrent erisis in the schools i of hroader concern then ﬂhr‘rr_l.' Lawn, bt wee have oor own little nere o
Gl e that we st o wikh all the (3I||:_=|"'1I.-q,'|'.|tll:i II'||:|"'||t'!_l:l!'I||"\-:' at our eommand, YWe are guim: |:|1|'\.:||_|£!1 Firmses iz
our nation and in the world not too diferent and perhaps more far reaching than when Thomas Paine wrote
Comnmon Sense and The American Crists. “Suspicton,” Te wrote, “is the companion of mean souls, aod the
bame of all good society”

Whenever disagreement and misunderstanding come sbout and communieations between the parties be-
comg inpdequate, like an untilled Beld, the weeds of suspicion take reot and spread, offen almost Lo the polnd
of suffocating what has been planted for the harvest. Such suspicion indeed was among ug; some genuinely
existent, sore engemdered by an adolescent desice for an extended Hallowean, and some set laose by individ-
uals |rebels without a cause) who felt Dngelled to add @ fourth "R° te the scene: revolution. Foriunatels
sufficient reason held sway and matters began to move foward resalution through s process of evolution.

We topk a glant step forwacd with the ercation of a Senate, which evolved guite naturally gt of gur
mutual comcerns, wmd will serve as a vehicle for broad parlicipation by Al whole commuonity in those mntters
which afect us all. Far us, the iden of the Senate is o natoeal and r.i!.':hl: in terms of our |1|'|ﬂ|:m'|p'h.1..' anel rrndle
of Tunctioning as blusherry pie. Bicth is often painful, and cvalution is birth, and so it was with us, Whether it
eauld have come about earlier is 0 moot guestion, What iz important is that it is Jere and welosme.

It mow remaing to see whether the infant skall grow op to flfill the hopes we have for it We owe it the
security and protection which can come only by a clarification and application of principles, It must be oor-
tured by each o of us with that sense of '-I"!-|1D1HI.|:|I|:;|:_!, which mast uncergind every freedom, and it mosst be
'iI-I]:-[H:-r!-:'IJ with that low: by which alone con make an institution vialide, The byrwnnies of irees pl:-l'r:ll‘:-ﬂlh il
-I-I-'ll-":'l'l'r will u|'|-:|.|:||.|'|:-h=-c|.|1. continue to plamee ws but we most EHI."'.J.II ar what will survive here mity nod b
warthy of being called a schoal,

Again to Thomas Paine:

These are the times that trv men's souls, The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this crisis,
shrink from the service of his country; bt he that stands row, deserves the love and thanks of man and

SOETEAEL T}'I:"-Ht'll‘l}'. like hell, is ot E":'uil.l_'_-' tDI]I’.jLIEI:L'd; vt W have this consolatian with s, thint the harder
the conict, the more glorious the trinmph.

Much anguished intellectual and moral appraisal will continae bo be called for in the dave abead and we
will have to measure up to whatever demands are made upon ve With nospint of mateal trust and goodudll,
dedication and lenesty, what i right awmd worthy will prevail. God willing, and that being e outeome, then
this your senior year may well be a monumental one in the life of Cherry Lawn. Then the degree of vour
respansible participation will in that messure prove to be your contribution to helping Cherry Lavn inereas-
itghy fincl dtself in o world of confosing chaos and conflict, Then the eBort and pain and cost will have been
proved to have been worth while, As 2 part of it you will have grown in stature and the school with vou.,

Simcerely,
A AL Medved
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Cunbna , lowesr your vewe o Few ccHves —
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In Memoriam




MRS, LETITIA LEE CRAIG

On November 24th, 1968, members of the Cherry Lawn Com-
munity gathered together for a somber occasion, a memorial service
held in Manor House on the Cherry Lawn campus a few days after
the death of Mrs. Letitia Lee Craig. Few institutions have been
served as long, as faithfully, and as selflessly as was ours by this
grand lady of the educational profession. Her death, mourned by
a campus family that spans the continent, marks the end of an era
for a school founded in the noblest humanistic tradition by Dr. Fred
Goldfrank half a century ago, and served since then by such in-
tellectual giants as Dr, Roger Strasser, Dr, Boris Bogoslovsky, Dr,
Cristina Stahl Bogoslovsky, and Mrs, Letitia Lee Craig. Her passing
leaves not only a lack in our community, but an immeasurable gap
in the entire human family that has been privileged to enjoy the rare
and noble services of men and women [['En:ﬂr&r_

MRS. FRANCES HOYT COCKEY

The warmest recollection that any Cherry Lawn student or teacher
has of recent vears is of the warm company and good humor of the
finest conple on campus. Mr. and Mrs. James Sudler Cockey ruided,
advised, and protected their voung Stein House broods through
SEVEN Vears Hfldﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂtﬂl service to the school. They served as house-
parents not only to the Stein House boys, but also to many teachers
voung enough to be their children.

Presaged as it was by a long and painful illness, Mrs. Cockey's
death on November 14th, 1968, shocked and distressed a COmIEyY
that had never prepared itself for the day when the Cockeys would
not return to their Cherry Lawn charges, We, the many children of
“Fanny™ Cockey, have lost a wonderful mother and a great friend.
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“Sunely voulr wasie and your desolabe
places
and your devastaled Lamd—
surely now you will be too narrow for
vour inhabilants . . .7 Isaizh

“Is i1 notheng 0o v, all vou wino
nass ba?
Hehold, and see if there be any
sorrow like unio my sorrow, which is
domE o e . ..

L AR s



(e af the might that coviers me
Black as the Fit roam pole 1o paole,
[ thank whatever gods may be
For my unconduerable soul

In the fell clutch of circumstance
| B fiot wince r eried a&loud.
Under the Mudgeonimgs of chan
My hizad 15 Bloody, Bat wnk

Beyond this place of wralh and tears
Loms but the horror ol the shade,

Aned vet the menace of the years
Finds, ansd shall find me, unafraid

[t marters ol how siran i gace,

Havw charpgied with punsshiments the scroll
[ arm the master of my Tale

I am the captain of my soul.

Invictus
Willipm Hl,'l'lll.':.

BHut time and chance happen to them all

For man knoweih mod his time.

Ecclesiasies






Alter every charpe . . . the greasy beather orh flew like
a2 heavy hird through the grey light. He kept on the
frimge of his line, . . owt of reach of the node feet,
feigning to run now and then. He felt his hody small
anid weak amid the thiromg of Mavers and his evis were
weak and walsry, Body Kickham was mol ke that: he
wiorald be caplain all the Tellows sand

A Partrail of the Artist
as l‘|"|'ll.ll'|g Man
James Jayge




Dpening.
has Tarst awgkeming.
Sireaming
in gidd and warmith
Light
ELINAY
nighinicas
Opening wikde with w onder,
his lirsl aWwakening,
['he infant
bonks
Looks with
an AWAITIEEE
o womnber,
Ywwrs and furming his oay head,
slecps ngain.

—June Kaplan



Heard mcladies ang sweel, ot thioss s heesind
Are wwieelier; therefore, ve sall pipes, play on;
Fair vouth, beneath the trees. thou cansl nol leave
I'hy somg, nor gver can inoss rees be bare,
Bold Lover, never, never cansl thiou Kiss
Ihowgh winming near the goal—vet, do md gricvie
She canno Tade, thodigh thou hast ot thy Bliss,
For ever will thow love, and she be faar?

Ah, happv, happy boughs! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the SETINE acliet
Ak, Pupgry meshodist, un
For ever piping sonps 1or ever nca
More hkappy bove! more happy, happy love!
For ever warm and still to be enjoyed
For ever painting and for ever voung
All breathing human passion far abowve
Imar leavis @ heart high-soprowtial and cloyed

A burnang Torehead, amnd a parching tongue

from Ode on a Grecian Um, John Keals




I miusic be the food of kove, play on;
i i s of it . .

When thal | was and a little tiny boy,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain:
A foulish thing was buf a 1oy,
For the rain it reimeth every day



A greal while ago the world begun,

With hey. ho, the wind and the raim,
But thai's all one, our Play is dons

And we'll strive Lo PRERSE YO every Jdav

webith Mg, William Shakespeare

s Andrew, Sweel Sir Andiew!
wr oy Beleh?® How now Sir Taobs

What ho, Malvalia?




And thats the way it always is and
that's. the way it afways @nds  and
alwavs the

alwayvs the same scene &
same subject mght froom che Begimnang
and thére we po i Chere we ang
apain Lhere™s the same old theme wnd
soene agnin with all the citizens and all
the characiers all working wp io i
Bg rignt on rying o get ot &l ohe
e And they ane ald sirugp
cach olher or aller each other like those
marble maidens on thatl Grecian Urn

g ovwand




or on any streel o merrygonound aroEnd amd aroand |;h|,l:. Bix
hunting love and half the husngry time o even knowing jusi
whal's rezlly eating them and then sailing off in search all ave
again with everyone and everybody laughing and crving along
wherever night and dav winter and suwmmer spring and temarrow
in @ great wood after the seme bot grail and everybody wondering
wheng and how' sl will all end Yes | sald Yes 1 will my heart was
Eoang ke mad and that's the WHY &WEry ||-||.-||__I .j_l'.l..|:.;. ends whien
thut hunting fesh at last cries oul and has his ghory momsen
Giod at last and loved along a riverbank right where i all
bhegam and so begins again

l_xwrence Fertimghsstn

G @







If viour can kesp vour head when all aboun sou
e |l\.l'\-I!|'_.l_ thgars &nd Blamang 1l on v,

It vous cam crsn vioursel! when all men doubt youw,
Bur make albowance lor their doubting boo:

IF you canm wail and nol ke tired by waiting.
Or being lied ahout, don't deal in lies

0r being hated 4on t gove way 1o halmg,
Al vel don | ook 100 pood, mor Lalk too wise

IT ¥ou can dream—amd not make dreams your masher
IT wou can think——and not make thepuighilts yousr anm
IT o can meeet with Triumph ard Disasic
Al treat those two Imposters pist (e same;
I vl can Bear 10 hicar the tniith vou've spoken
I'wishiod By knaves 10 make a trap for fools
Or watch the things you gave your life 1o, broken
el stopp and builid’em L wiEh Wors oul Iooks:

If v can make ong Neap ol all wour Winnimnes
Ang riek i ¢ ¢ uirm ol pabcheand-foss,

And lose, and s1am again a1 your beginnings
And mever breathe a word about your loss

If you can force your heart and merve and sines
[l serve YOUr tarm long atter they are gone,

And 5o hold on when there 15 nothi ng in you
Except the Wall which savs to them: “Hold on!

I o can talk with crovwvds and kesp vour viriue,
Or walk with Kings—nor lose dhe comamon touch,
IT nedther foes nar lowving fricisls Can e vou
If all men count with voau, bl noge oo much:
If you can fill the unforgiving minwle

ﬁ With sixty secomds” worth of distance run,
b i

ours is the Earth and evervihing that's in .
A e —which is mepre—yonl Bl b a Man. my son!

[T, Hlll.‘l:-.l.'-\.l EKaphng



OIn encounier i [hse wha ha ived
and whose having lived has made such a difference . . |




sulplhifonan Acklrgss 1GH




. O'MEILL-PAEAGDM Bruge Ciolles derald Kreppel
Business Manager Editor




Cherry Lawn School

Graduation

June 8, 1969

Processional — "Fﬂmp and Circumstance”

Salutatory
Introductions

Musical Selection

A Presentation .

"“The Resurrection of Life"”
( Co-Salutatory)

Credo

A Word or Two Before We Go
Response for the Class of 1970
Valedictory

Address

The Class of 1969
Presentation of Diplnma:.

Recessional

Cover — Robin Poritsky

(Elgar)
Christcrpher Butters

June Kaplan

Jon Kunen, Leonard Perrone
Charles Lerner, John Rabum

Leonard Perrone

Mark Eden

Bruce Goller
Charles Lerner
Gary Teplitsky

Jacquelyn Land

Reverend William Sloane Coffin, Jr.

Chaplain, Yale University
Mr. Ludwig C. Zuber

Me, A, A, Medved
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Celeste Krauss
Lincoln Poe
June I{ﬁplan
Eliot Gorson
Jane Saunders
Charles Lerner
Priscilla Ericson

. Jonathan Kunen
Nannette Bartels

. Francine Frede

I1.

12

13.
. Robin Poritsky
15.
16.
. Mark Eden
18.
19,
20.
21.

17

The Class of 1969

(as they are seated)

Jose Delumen
Susan Dube
John Rabumn

William Wright
Laura Schoen

Jacquelyn Land
Bruce Goller
Sa[l}r Battan

Leonard Perrone

F ] <65

30,
. Peter Cifrino

. Susan Kanter
. Bruce Preston

. Jane Selover

Keith Churchill
I]-:::unni: Gilman

. Christopher Butters
. Toby Sellinger

Steven Eisenberg
Cynthia Rosen



