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Take a CLOSER look at Baumholder High School 



Many achievements at Baumholder traditionally 
receive little recognition from the school and 
community. Representative of t hese achievements 
are: Seventh Grade Pontoon, Creative Writing, 
Tutoring and Drama. The Buccaneer recognizes 
these 

HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS 





HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS 
PART I 

7TH GRADE PONTOON 

Baumholder  i s  the f i rs t  s chool  in  USDESEA to  adopt  the Pontoon s ystem. 
Above,  during EX PLORATION of  th e S even Ponds area,  s tudents  and 
Mrs.  Lois  Master  search a  pond for  s pecimens.  Small  group instruct ion 
is  one of  the major  advantages of  t he Pontoon sy stem. 



The s tudent  above seeks information he needs to  complete  
a  Learning Act ivi ty  Package (LAP) .  Resources  necessary for  
the complet ion of  each LAP are  readi ly  avai lable .  Student  
RESPONSIBILITY is  the pr ime fact or  in  the sat isfactory 
complet ion of  personal ly  selected object ives .  





/ 

As the opposi te  page suggests ,  one goal  of  t he Pontoon 
system is  to  provide a n OPPORTUNITY for  individual  
expression.  Above,  Mr.  Ray R oy offers  c r i t icism to a  
s tudent  in  his  Engl ish c lass .  
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A st udent's contribution 
to the total learning 
experience is limited 
only by h is INITIATIVE. 
Pictured are examples of 
the variety of unique 
contributions which the 
Pontoon system encourages 
In t he sequence above and 
to the right, the dress and 
food customs of a world 
culture are brought into the 
classroom. 



Above,  Mrs.  Rose Arnold 
ut i l izes  the overhead pro
jector  during a  presenta t ion 
to  her  Social  Studies  class.  

Outside the classrooms,  
Directed Study,  under  the 
supervision of  Mrs .  Fran 
Smith ( lef t )  ,  offers  the 
s tudent  a  t ime and place 
to  seek addit ional  
ass is tance in  meet ing 
his  object ives  for  Engl ish,  
Science,  and Social  Studies .  



HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS PART I I 

CREATIVE W RITING 

First Place Short Story 
JOE JONES AND THE ALI EN 

By 
DON HAYES 

First Place Poem 
THE OLD SHOWMAN 

By 
SHIRLEY T EETER 

Second Place Short Story 
A T ICKET TO FREEDOM 

By 
BONNIE MILLS 

Third Place Short Story 
TORPEDOED 

By 
CARL HAGEMANN 

Second Place Poem 
SHADOWS 

By 
ZANE MA Y 

Third Place Poem 
EARNING A L IFE 

By 
DAVID DIE BOLD 
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Joe Jones was bom on the planet Htrae. At the age of 
13 he decided he wanted to be a space traveler. Joe went 
into training, and at the age of 15 he was accepted to the 
academy. After f ive more months of training, Joe left for 
his first trip. He would be going to the Dolet Galaxy which 
was 7 m illion light years away. 

It was April 42, 200101 Pb . Joe was on his way. It 
took Joe one month to travel 1 mill ion light years. Joe 
was in suspended animation, so when the engine went 
out he did not know about it. After seven months, Joe 
woke up, and he had landed on a strange planet. He 
decided to test the atmosphere. It was high in radiation but 
not lethal. He decided to go out and see; so he put on his 
uniform and went out. The sun was shining, and the air 
seemed clear. He couldn't understand what had happened 
to the ship. 

The next day he decided to check the engine. He found 
out that someone had left a wrench in the gears. He knew he 
could fix it, but it would take a long time. Then he got all of 
his gear out of the ship and set up a camp. 

The next day he worked on the engine. He got nothing 
done, so he decided to go exploring after a good night's rest. 



The next day he got up and ate breakfast. At 9:00 he left. At fir st all he saw 
were forests and woods. Then after ten more miles he came to a road. He 
decided to follow the road, and after five miles he came to a town. It looked 
empty and he could tell no one had lived there for a long time. He entered the 
town and nothing happened. He looked in all the stores and they looked normal; 
there were no bodies or anything. 

He decided to make his camp there. The next day he continued, but he 
didn't find another town. The fifth day he finally found another town. He ex
plored it, and to his surprise he found another man. His name was Roger Wales. 
Roger and Joe started talking and Roger told him about what had happened to the 
planet. He said that four months ago "little beings" from th e planet Orix attacked 
them and destroyed everyone. He said he had lived because, at the time, he was 
scuba diving. Then Roger said that the only way you could see these Orixions 
was to wear sunglasses. Joe put his glasses on and to his surprise he saw hun
dreds and hundreds of them right beside him. Roger said, "They can't see us be
cause of our high blood pressure. " 

The next day Joe and Roger went around the town. Roger to ld him about the 
town and all the people who had lived there. Roger was a mechanic so he helped 
Joe fix his ship. Then after one year on the planet, Joe decided to leave. Joe 
asked Roger if he wanted to go to Htrae. Roger said no because his family who 
had died before the attack were all buried in the town, and he wanted to stay with 
them. Joe shook hands with Roger. Joe felt a little pain, but he didn't know why. 
He loaded up his gear and took off. He knew that it was a long trip home and 
he only had enough food for six months. The suspended animation freezer wasn't 
working. 

It was a very long trip as he knew it would be. He was glad when he got into 
his own galaxy. First he went by Utulp, then Nrutas, then finally Scram. Finally 
he came to Htrae, his home planet. He splashed down in the Okieray Ocean, and 
after five hours of waiting he was picked up. He was put in a decontamination 
chamber for four more hours and then finally the door was opened. This is how the 
conversation went: 

Commander: Look, it's that old capsule we sent up three years ago! Is there 
anyone inside? 

Captain: No, sir. It's empty. 
Joe: What are you talking about; can't you see me? Here I am, Joe Jones! 
Commander: Who did we send up in this model? 
Captain: I believe it was Joe Jones, sir. 
Commander: Remind me t o tell his family. Now get rid of it. 
Joe: But Co mmander, here I am. Can't you see me? You d on't need to tell my 

family anything. Is this some kind of a joke? 
Commander: Lock her up Captain. 
Captain: Yes, sir. Do you want her over the side? 
Commander: Yes, that will be fine. 
Joe: But can't you see me? Unlock this seatbelt so I c an get out. Don't leave. 
Then the hatch closed. There was a loud knock from the inside, but no one 

heard it. Then Joe could tell he was falling. Then he heard a loud splash. Joe 
started thinking. He figured out that when he shook hands with Roger the sudden 
pain had turned him into an invisible alien. Then there was another loud bang, and 
Joe knew that he was on the bottom of the Okieray Ocean. He knew that he could 
not live longer than four hours, and then he would die of suffocation. He took out 
his gun and shot himself. 



A T ICKET TO FREEDOM 

By Bo nnie Mills 

Slowly, the tears touched the brims of my eyes and fell quietly upon my pillow. 
Thoughts of the day were racing along in my mind. Everything was so hazy and so 
shockingly real, it was hard for me to imagine life could be so cruel. Today started just 
like any other day.... 

The rays of sunshine dropped brightly on the morning dew of our front lawn. Quickly, 
I raced down the steps, just in time to catch the V. W. which was turning around the 
bend. I hopped in the car and was immediately surrounded by the gaiety and gossip 
of my f riends' happenings. At l ast, we began to set out for our destination - the beach. 

After awhile the laughter began to disperse, and each of us were left with his or 
her own thoughts. There were four of us going out to the beach. There were Mike and 
Alice in the back seat, with Andre and me, Nicholo, sitting in the front seat. 

The gulls were high above us, beckoning us with their lonely cries to throw out the 
little scrap of food we might have. With each mile we progressed the air filled with 
the smell of the salty sea and the creatures which dwelled within her. If you strained 
your eyes, you could see the masts of the fishing boats searching for a school of fish or 
the steam pouring from the smoke stacks of a huge cargo ship. Yes, it was a beautiful 
morning, with the sounds of the waves splashing on the sandy shores, the gulls screech
ing, and the boats out along the ocean. One could really learn to love this quaint 
atmosphere. 

Finally, my interest was stirred back within the car along with all of my f riends. 
Mike and Alice sat in the back, chattering away, while my attention was drawn toward 
Andre. I had always loved the way his soft blonde hair had curled around his head, 
which gave him the appearance of a Greek God. His blue eyes were as clear as the 
sky and were matched perfectly with his copperish tan. Slowly he turned his head until 
his eyes met with mine. 

Lightly, he touched my face with the back of his hand, but quickly drew back when 
a giggle from the back seat escaped into the air. I reached for his hand and he reached 
for mine and squeezed it ever so gently. With a motion of his arm I was over by his 
side. That moment was ours forever and ever. We seemed to be the only ones who 
existed as a blanket of warmth covered over us with a peaceful harmony and the wonderful 
feeling of love. There were no words needed to express the feelings we felt toward 
each other because our eyes and motions told of the love we had. 

Suddenly, a car pulled in front of us and began ramming into our side. Quickly, 
Andre slammed on the brakes, but the other car slowed down with us. Andre yelled 
at us to hang on while he increased the speed of our little buggy, but suddenly the air 
was disturbed by the sound of a gun and the hissing sound of escaping air coming from 
our tire. With this the other car speeded away and left us skidding down the path into 
a two-ton truck. The next minute I was thrown onto the floor with Andre on top of me, 
absorbing the crashing of the two impacts. Sounds of clashing metal, screams, and the 
breaking of glass filled the air, and then nothing. I tried to pull Andre off of me but 
was shocked to discover that his legs and chest were buried under the rubbish of what 
was left of our V. W. I let out a scream which sent a small group of people running 
toward our direction. A pe rson yelled to send an ambulance because there was only 



one survivor. Tears streamed down my face while I prayed that what they had said 
was not true, and by some miracle a groan escaped from Andre. I turned over and 
sat up the best I could while reaching to put his head on my lap. His face had blood 
gushing from the deep cut on the side of his head while pieces of glass were stuck 
in his face. Slowly, his hand rose and touched my face. He brushed away my tears 
and looked deeply into my g reen eyes. He said, "It's too late for me, Nicholo," 
and with that his hand fell into the rubbish. 

Everything seemed to get hazy, but I remembered screaming "no" and yelling 
for him. He turned once more only to say, "I love you, " and those were the last 
words which escaped his mouth while he fell limply in my a rms. Slowly, I bent down 
to kiss him, to say my final farewells, while a couple of arms appeared and picked me 
up from where I once sat. 

The next thing I remembered was waking up to find myself sitting in the hospital 
with a small group of people mumbling softly to themselves. They were mostly dis
cussing our accident and talking about the parts of my friends which were found at 
the scene. A ma n yelled out, "They were nothing but a bunch of dopey kids who was 
smoking their damn pot and drinking their booze, and they deserved what had happened 
to them. " Slowly, I stood up and shakily walked over to the man. I slammed the door 
while thoughts were wandering aimlessly in my mind. Was this what everyone was 
thinking? If only they had been there, they would know what had happened. Slowly 
a part of me began to die. Were they the people I had once known: their bitterness, 
their cruelty? Where was the respect they were supposed to have? Was I left to 
survive, to be a victim of their gossip. 

All night I stayed up hoping to decide how to tell them. In the morning I was dis
mayed to find the sun shining on my face. I finally decided how I was to be free. If 
they couldn't accept me for what I was, then I could change for them. Quickly I 
hopped out of my bed and raced down the street to the green meadows where I had once 
played. The wind blew my long black hair with each step I took; and the pansies shifted 
with the wind like a small ocean. I slowly walked over to the babbling creek and took 
from my pocket my ticket to freedom . Before I did anything, I read my note once more 
and put it gently in my pocket. This was to clear the names of Mike, Alice, Andre and 
me, and to make the people understand what they had done to us. The strands of hair 
fell softly on my face while I bent down to fill my freedom with water. Ever so slowly 
the hydro-needle filled up until at last it was at the top. I walked over and sat among 
the bending flowers, raised the needle, to touch sharply in my vein. Slowly the world 
began fading, but I no longer cared for I was now free - free to be me. 



TORPEDOED 

by Carl Hagemann 

At f irst there was only a loud blast, followed by the ship swaying from side to 
side. "One of those damned boilers again," I thought to myself. This would not 
be the first time a boiler had blown up under me. Instantly, I rushed to the engine 
room. As the door started to swing open, I said, "Hey chief, what happened. 
Another boiler go.... " 

My words trailed off to nothing. The sight that met my eyes was nearly enough 
to knock me out of the door. Where the engine room was supposed to be, there was 
just a great mass of broken, twisted metal, all engulfed in swirling sea water. The 
sight sickened me, but the question that entered my mind was, "how could one 
boiler do this much damage to this freighter." That question was soon answered as 
the first mate came rushing down to the engine room shouting, "Captain, are we 
at war?" This question was also answered as we reached the topside deck. One 
of the older men came rushing toward me saying that we had been struck by a torpedo. 
This surprised me. The year was 1959. How could a torpedo have gotten out in 
this area of the North Atlantic? That question was also answered as up from the 
waters at the bow of the ship rose the conning tower of a German submarine. It 
hailed us and told us to abandon ship before he finished our freighter with his deck 
guns. 

We called back and told them by the way of one of our German speaking crew 
members, "You must be crazy. The war ended 14 y ears ago. This is absolutely 
stupid. Back off your submarine. This is an undeclared war that you are trying to 
wage. It is also sea piracy." They replied and told us that they had not heard about 
the war ending and that they would not fall for any American tricks. 

Already the ship had a bad list to port. Water was slowly seeping up over the 
stern gunwales. Even though the hostile submarine was still on guard off the bow, 
the Abandon Ship order came as no surprise. As we left, we heard the shells start 
going off of the other side of the ship. An ho ur later our ship was gone beneath the 
gentle waves of the now calm ocean. 

Two weeks later we were picked up by a tramp steamer. There were only ten 
men out of a group of thirty that had survived the torpedoing. The rest had died 
and had been quietly slipped overboard to the sharks. After we told our story, a 
thorough search was made of the area for signs of the submarine. The next day 
we were startled to find out that the submarine that had attacked us, the U-55, had 
been sunk at that spot by a freighter that was exactly the same model in the year 1942 . 

Now the question is: were we sunk by a ghost ship or was it a real submarine. 
The only thing that we can tell is that it was a real torpedo that had struck us. We 
will probably never know the answer now, for the sea holds many unsolved mysteries 
in its deep cold waters. 



THE OLD SHOWMAN 

by Shirley Teeter 

He starts at six and ends at ten 
That's how it's always been 
Not a wave, a glance or even a smile, 
It seems that no one wants to chat awhile. 
But the old showman he understands 
He goes on with his work, the best that he can 
As he pushes his broom a long the way, 
He hears a tiny voice trying to say. 
Please sir, can I join the circus? 
Come here sonny and tell me your purpose. 
I'd like to travel far and wide 
To see many wonderful things, 
Like going to Africa to hear the lions roar 
Or maybe out west to see the cowboys sing. 
I'd like to go to China and even Russia, too 
But m ost of all the things I guess I'd like to be with you, 
Now the old man was speechless and didn't know what to say 
He couldn't believe what the boy had said on that very lonely day. 



SHADOWS 

by Zane May 

Shadows here and there 
Hiding among the forest 
Not knowing a life 
Existing in calm silence 
Keeping secrets from the sun. 

EARNING A LIFE 

by David Diebold 

A song comes on the radio, and I can remember a friend. 
I can remember hikes in the woods and school field trips, 
Spending the night at a friend's house, 
Eating dinner on the porch. 
Tree houses, codes, clubs and secrets, all in my past, 
Childhood dies with the passing seasons. 
Saving money, planning a trip, selecting a college, 
The coming years bring f ruit. 
But not th e fruits of childhood .  .  .  
Mother's cookie s ,  
Father's games, 
Family's love. 
High school colors, trapped in my mind whil e leaving 
My famil y and friends, getting a job, living alone. 
Meeting new people, 
Learning more fa cts, 
Buying a car, 
Earning a life. 
Understanding the world .  .  .  
Understanding yourself. 



HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS PART III 

TUTORING 







Have you ever thought to yourself, "If I just had a little 
extra help, I'd make it in this course"? The tutors have 
worked to provide this help. They have spent time during 
study halls, lunch and after school learning a good bit 
about teaching and the use or instructional materials. 
Perhaps most important, the tutors have found that people 
seem to learn best when they're liked and appreciated 
for being uniquely themselves. 

Artificial barriers have fallen as some tutors have been 
tutored themselves. On several occasions a tutor help
ing someone in one subject had the same person help him 
in another subject. From t hese experiences many tutors 
have learned that there may not be one right way to teach 
but many right ways to aid in helping people leam. 

Martha Steely and George Gordon (top left) work to under
stand principles of phonics--a major key to reading 
improvement. Leonard Simone and Christine Stewart 
(middle left) go over the importance of set theory in under
standing high school math. Patricia Dana and Alberta 
Cooper (bottom left) discuss the use of mathematics in 
daily life. 

Delana Phillips (above) helps a student in geometry and 
physics. 



Liz Hughes and a student (below left) 
start using phonics to master literature. 

Dawn Ford and Tim Colbert (below right) 
check out sections of a current newspaper. 
Allen Aleshire and Sheila Willians (opposite 
top) explore dictionary usage. Ursula 
Powers and Barbara France (opposite bottom) 
discuss a science magazine. 



Following are the students who tutored for 
at least a full semester: Allen Aleshire, 
Dawn Ford, Liz Hughes, Ruth Leimonas, 
Delana Phillips (student director), Fred 
Phillips, Scott Phillips, Ursula Powers, 
Leonard Simone, Martha Steely, Mike 
Whitehead. 

Mr. Jerald Katch, Faculty Advisor 



Noreen Scuderi takes a powder while waiting for HARVEY. 



HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS Part IV 

D R A M A  

Job applicants find they must toe the line during their INTERVIEW. 



"THE INTERVIEW" 
(A Fugue For Eight Actors) 

from 

AMERICA HURRAH 

by 

Jean-Claude Vanltallie 

1st Interviewer 

1st Applicant 

2nd Applicant 

3rd Applicant 

4th Applicant 

2nd Interviewer 

3rd Interviewer 

4th Interviewer 

MELANIE MCCORMICK 

ALLEN ALESHIRE 

KATHI MURPHREE 

JIM SHUFELT 

NOREEN SCUDERI 

ROBERT FORD 

BONNI VANFLEET 

JACK CARDEN 

Directed By MR. JIM MULDER 





"THE INTERVIEW 
(A Fugue For Eight Actors) 

The individual finds out that he must conform to the group. Even the 
group, however, is a superfluous institution - full of meaninglessness 
and conformity. No one listens to anyone - anywhere. "The Interview" 
strives to make the individual in the audience more aware of the uniformity 
of life. It is a warning to all sensitive people. 





Dr. Sanderson (Bonni Van Fl eet) can't believe her eyes. She's seen HARVEY. 



Veta Louise Simmons (Melanie McCormick) discovers that being 
the "hostess with the mostess" is hard on her corns. 





"It stands to reason that no one has seen a white rabbit six feet tall. " HARVEY 
however, delighted in causing trouble for the entire cast. Late to rehearsals, 
forgetting lines, and showing up spiffed for the performances are only a few of 
the problems HARVEY cau sed his friends. 



Next to every tempermental director is a calm, cool, and controlled assistant 
director and stage manager. Here Robert Ford and "Uncle Jim" survey their 
handiwork. 
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Myrtle Mae Simmons - . KATHI MURPHftEE 
Veta Louise Simmons - MELANIE McCORMIck 
Mrs. Ethel Chauvenet - MARTHA ST EELY 
Ellen P. Dowd - KAREN PA S CI UTTI 
Ruth Kelly, R.N. - DONNA AMSTUTZ 
Miss Wilson - DIANE PLEDGER 
Dr. Sanderson - BONNI VAN FLEE T 
Dr. Chumley - LINDA FRESQUE2 
Judge Olive Gaffney - NOREEN SCUDERI 
Betty Chumley - RUTH LEI MONAS 
E . J .  L o f g r e n  -  M A R T H A  S T E E L Y  
HARVEY - HARVEY 
Stage Manager and - ROBERT FO RD 
Assistant Director 

Directed By MR. JIM MULDER 
TO; 



•... 

' 







T h e  S E N I O R S  I n  G e r m a n y  



PATRICK CLEM ENT 
Lehigh Acres ,  Flor ida  

KENNETH McDEVI TT 
Lawton,  Oklahoma 

VICKIE B AILEY 
Lawton,  Oklahoma 





DEBBIE Z INNINGER 
Level  P la ins ,  Alabama 

CLARENCE CA RDEN 
Muskogee,  Oklahoma 

DANIEL CLE MENT 
Lehigh Acres ,  Flor ida  



KAREN P ASCIUTTI 
Walton B each,  Flor ida 

LENN SHIRLEY 
Pell  C ity ,  Alabama 

ROBERT P RESCOTT 
Heidelberg,  Germany 
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JANE CLE VELAND 
Colorado Springs, Colorado 

GEORGE MARSHALL 
Fort Devens, Massachusetts 

CAROL DUFRESNE 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 





GLENN SIMONE 
New York, New York 

TERRY CHANDLER 
Orlando, Florida 

LEONARD SIMONE 
New York, New York 





ROSA DICKENS 
Victoria, Texas 

WALTER BROWN 
Colorado Springs, Colorado 

JAMES BRANNER 
Aberdeen, Maryland 





CHUCK BRIN SON 
Pasadena,  Texas  

GEORGE GORDON 
New York,  New York 

SHERYL WHITSON 
San Bernardino,  Cal i forn ia  







TERESA MOORE 
Fayetteville, North Carolina 

DAVID B LAZEK 
Widefield, Colorado 

PATTY COPELAND 
Aberdeen, Maryland 

• '< 
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LOIS LAWSON 
Huntington, West Virginia 

JOHN FRESQUEZ 
Henderson, Nevada 
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SENIOR Autographs 





SENIOR Autographs 





AUFWIEDERSEHEN! 



THE NATIONAL HONOR SOCIETY 

Front Row 
Daniel Clement 
Allen Aleshire 
Ray Schiffler 
Fred Wedereit 
Blair Hughes 

Second Row 
'Mike LeSeur 
John Dufresne 
Robert. M iller 
Jim Shufelt 
Martha Steely 
Dawn Ford 
Carol Dufresne 

Back Row 
Allison Erkelens 
Sheryl Boshans 

Debbie Hayes 
Judy Cunningham 
Vickie Bailey 
Melanie McCormick 

Not Pictured 
Donna Brown 
Rosa Dickens 
Barbara Greer 
Barbara Dana 
Chip Sniffin 
Cindy Taylor 
Jack Carden 
Delana Phillips 
Valor Dodd 
Susan Tomford 
Dawn Forte 
Mr. James Mulder, Sponsor 

-





THE ADMINISTRATION, FACULTY AND STAFF 

OF 

BAUMHOLDER AMERICAN HIGH SCHOOL 

Members of the Baumholder faculty often observe the classrooms 
of nearby German schools. Pictured above with Mrs. Mary Little 
is Mr. Dick Lervold who arranges the observations. 



MRS. DANIELLE T . ABBOTT MRS. BERTA ANRIEH 
Guidance Counselor Custodian 

MRS. ROSE ARNOLD 
7th Grade Pontoon Social Studies 

MISS SHEILA TUCKER 
Business 



MISS ELIZABETH BAAB 
Business 

MR. LEO L. BROWNE 
Deputy Principal 

MRS. HILDEGARD BOLL 
Custodian 

MR. JAMES CARRICA 
Project Transition 

r 

MRS. SANDRA S . BARLOW 
Study Hall Supervisor 

M R .  L Y N N  L .  BA R N E S  
Art 



MR. WARNER CONNICK 
Psychologist 

MISS I. LaMERLE CUDE 
French 
English 

MISS KATHLEEN S . BAUDER 
Physical Education 
Art 

MR. SEBALD BECKE R 
Supply 

MR. CLAUS BEECK 
Supply 

MR. ORAN DAVIS 
Project Transition 



MRS. FAYTE FOX 
Social Studies 

MRS. JANET L . HARRISON 
Nurse 

MRS. KARMEN GUSA 
Music 

M R .  W I L L I A M  H E A V E N E R  
English 



MISS MARY SUSAN DILLARD MR. ROBERT DORRIS 
Math Social Studies 

MR. WESLEY F . FERGUSON MISS JOAN L . GOOD 
Physical Education Home Economics 
Social Studies 



MR. HARVEY A. HENNINGSEN MRS. LENORE JORDAN 
Graphics Deputy Principals Secretary 

MR. JERALD A. KATCH 
Special Education 
Photography 
Psychology 

MR. BILLY J . HOBBS 
English 

MISS. JOYCE Y. HOLLAND 
Cooperative Work Experience 
Social Studies 

MRS. GERD KERN 
Custodian 



MR. RICHARD A. LERVOLD 
German 

MR. WALTER KREISCHER 
Supply 

MR. FREDERICK L . JENSEN 
Science 

MR. ROBERT K. JONES 
Principal 

MRS. ILKA JONES 
Custodian 

MRS. MARION V. LEWIS 
English 
Math 



MRS. DIANE M. LOCKLI 
Principal's Secretary 

M R .  LE E  M A R S H A L L  
Project Transition 

MRS. LOIS MASTER 
7th Grade Pontoon Science 

MRS. ELLEN PHILLIPS 
Science 

MR. RANDOLPH PAYNE 
Special Duty 

MR. FRANK E . ROEHL 
Physical Education 
English 



MR. ROGER G . LINNETT 
Guidance Counselor 

MISS RITA LLOPIZ 
Spanish 

MRS. MARY R . LITTLE 
Reading Improvement 

MR. DONH. MORIWAKI 
Social Studies 

M R .  J A M E S  H .  MU L D E R  
English 

MRS. LOTTE MULLER 
Custodian 



MR. RAYMOND S.  ROY 
7th  Grade Pontoon Engl ish  

MRS.  MARY VENISEE 
Specia l  Educat ion Aide  

MR.  S .  STERLING TROXEL 
Math 

MR.  CHARLES I .  WEBER 
Math 
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This  year ' s  BUCCANEER i s  a  complete ly  unique product .  
From i t s  very  incept ion las t  fa l l ,  i t  has  been a  to ta l ly  s taf f  
produced book .  In  most  cases  of  yearbook product ion throughout  
the  world ,  the  s taf f  s imply  makes  i t s  edi tor ia l  decis ions  ear ly  in  
the  fa ll  by  s i t t ing  down wi th  a  pr inter  and looking through sample  
books:  a  cover  i s  se lec ted  from a  book of  cover  samples ;  paper  
qual i ty  i s  se lec ted  from a  book of  paper  samples ;  pr in t  i s  
se lec ted  from a  sample  book of  types  of  pr in t .  Indeed many 
decis ions  are  made eas i ly  because  of  the  l imi ta t ions  se t  by 
profess ional  pr in ters  .  Most  p ic tures  are  taken by profess ional  
photographers  who s ign contrac ts  wi th  a  school  and take  
l i t e ra l ly  thousands  of  dol lars  out  of  the  school  for  the i r  services  .  

Because  of  our  geographical  d i s tance  f rom the  services  of  
profess ional  pr in ters  and photographers ,  i t  was  decided that  
Baumholder  co uld  produce a  qual i ty  yearbook by u s ing i t s  own 
resources .  The s taf f  a lso  fe l t  tha t  the  deadl ines  imposed by 
us ing profess ional  p r inters  were  far  too  l imi t ing i f  w e were  to  
inc lude a l l  school  events  in  the  book and to  make the  book 
representa t ional  of  a l l  aspects  of  Baumholder  High School .  

This  decis ion caused many problems .  Without  the  benef i t s  
offered by large  pr int ing organizat ions  ,  the  s taf f  had to  perform 
hundreds  of  t asks  not  normal ly  done.  These  tasks  included:  
des igning individual  page layouts ;  photographing a nd repro
ducing the  p ic tures ;  b lowing up and reducing photos ;  wri t ing  
our  own copy;  des igning and reproducing our  own cover ;  running 
each page by hand;  and even punching the  holes  in to  the  pages  
and binding the  books  individual ly  by hand.  

These  prob lems have been overcome.  The l ights  in  the  
Graphics  room have burned la te  for  months  on end.  A very  
smal l  group of  ext remely  dedicated  people  has  devoted l i te ra l ly  
thousands  of  man hours  s imply  to  get  the  book out .  

We th ink,  however ,  that  you wil l  f ind  the  resul t s  wel l  
wor thwhi le .  Act iv i t ies  never  before  represented in  our  year
books  have space  in  th is  one .  Many more  individual  
accompl ishments  have been recognized .  We have been able  
to  use  more  colo r .  We have been able  to  exerc ise  qual i ty  
control  over  every  aspect  of  the  book .  

We have learned from th is  exper ience ,  and we hope that  
th is  book wi l l  be  enjoyable  to  read a nd an  encouragement  to  
explore  many other  HIDDEN ACHIEVEMENTS.  
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PEOPLE FOR THEIR ASSISTANCE . 

MRS. ROSE ARNOLD 
MR. LYNN BARNES, COVER DESIGN 
MR. SEBALD BECKER 
MR. CLAUS BEECK 
MR. OTTO BRODE, SCHNEIDER & S OHNE KG 
MR. LEO BROWNE 
MR. ROLAND COOPER, A.B. DICK CO. 
MISS SUSAN DILLARD 
MR. HANS HECK, KLIMISCH & CO. 
MR. GUNTER HEINZ, A.B. DICK CO. 
MISS JOYCE HOLLAND 
MR. KEN JONES 
MR. JERRY KATCH 
MR. LARRY KLASMIER 
MR. TOM KONRATH 
MR. WALTER KREISCHER 
MRS. DIANE LOCHLI 
MR. JIM MULDER 
THE PARENTS OF THE YEARBOOK STAFF 
MR. J.F. RAATZ, A.B. DICK CO. 
MISS ELFRIEDE SCHAEFER 
MR. DAVID THOMAS, ADDRESSOGRAPH MULTIGRAPH GMBH 
MISS SHEILA TUCKER 
MR. HELMUT WICK, 3M CO. 
MR. DOYLE WOOD 

THE FINALE 



GERMANY 





.jg- <*—»• '•>*"** 

Rolling Along, Lingen 

Looking Back 
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Gasthaus, Route 41, Baumholder 

Ice Skaters, Nohen 

Behind Q-15, Baumholder/Nahe 







Above: Wagonmeister, Stuttgart/Neckar 

Right: Circles, Basel/Rhein 
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St. Bartholomew, Berchtesgaden 
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Die Pipe, Briedel/Mosel 
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