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BEAVERS 

To everyone who has so diligently given up their time du 
would like to express my warmest thanks—it has been a pleasu 
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And all those who submitted articles whose names appear under each, not forgetting the many whose 
work we were unable to print due to lack of space. 

A special vote of thanks goes to Miss Rosemary Cretella who, in spite of an already overloaded schedule, 
has never flinched at staying up all night to help, and whose bright imagination has contributed immeasurably 

Also to Miss Do well, Miss Coghlan, Mr. Brown, Miss Mann, Miss Mclniry and Mr. Jensen, who have 
reacted with fantastic speed and co-operation to S.O.S. messages. 

And of course to Mr. Hale, who has been the instigator, advisor, reviver of lost souls and general 
factotem down to the last paper clip ! 
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FOREWORD 

Letter to all Students 
I would like to point out that Lancer Log is not 

meant to contain a few selected articles of " Grade A " 
work, produced to impress readers with the high 
literary and philosophical acumen of Lakenheath ; but 
rather to be your reflections of thoughts, anxieties and 
amusements whilst living a dormitory life. 

It must be remembered that living away from home 
for the first time brings many problems. Difficult as 
changes may appear to be now, they do in fact stand 
in good stead as a foretaste of experience in future 
life, and actually build up a reserve of strength and 
understanding toward your fellow compatriots that will 
prove invaluable. 

With few exceptions in all five dormitories, your 
only common denominator is your military background. 
The integration of some four hundred teenagers being 
thrown together under such circumstances could prove 
chaotic, and sometimes does ! The outcome has not 
only cemented some very strong friendships ; but has 
proved itself; if only in the fact that it has enabled 
this magazine to go to press within as little as ten days. 

1 hope that you will find in this magazine some small 
memories of this long year, that has been a kaleidoscope 
of your happiness, frustrations, hopes and sorrows ; 
which although not always in evidence, has never
theless been shared unstintingly by each of your 
counselors. 

I am sure that they all join with me in saying how 
much we have enjoyed your vitality, intiative and 
imagination; and to let next year be one of even 
greater awareness of responsibility and co-ordination, 
that the counselors may truly be " counselors," and 
not the keepers of the Tower of Justice and Discipline, 

May the future strengthen you, and give you the 
grace to find happiness in every small degree of life. 

Yours sincerely, 
JANE PELLING 
Staff Sponsor, Editor 
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The Counselors of Residence Halls '63 send you all their greetings with every good wish for your 

happiness and success in the future. 

Co-ordinator : Mr. Palmer Gene Hale 

Administrator : Mr. Ronald W. Lundgren 

Supply Co-ordinator : Miss Gaines Mann. 

Residence Hall 1 : Miss LouAnn Parse (left Feb. 28) Residence Hall 3 : Mr. Donald Munro 

Miss Rosemary Cretella Mr. Tom Simmons 

Miss Rebecca Roof Miss Eilleen McDermott 

Miss Helena McDermott Miss Helen Mclniry 

Miss Barbara Rowe 

Miss Gabrielle Cullen 

Miss Jane Pelling 

Residence Hall 2 : Miss Roberta Horning Residence Hall 4 : Mr. Tom McGee 

Miss Frieda Bachman (left Mar. 26) Mr. Harold Wilson 

Miss Angela Gallagher Mr. Robert Matthes 

Miss Grace Corton Mr. Dale Bress 

Mrs. Molly Grale Mr. Jock Houston 

Residence Hall 5 : Mr. Matt Cohen 

Mr. Jack Slater 

Mr. Robert Peterson 

Mr. Peter Churchill 

Mr. Jack Jensen 

Weekend Counselor : Mr. Richard Bennett 

HALL COUNSELORS 
63 
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IN MEMORIAM 

On January 15, the death of Col. Kelly occurred due 
to a flying accident. To his daughter, Sue, who proved 
an inspiration to all who knew her, we extend our 
deepest sympathy. 

With the sudden death of her mother Carol Reid left 
school on Sunday, May 28. Our heartfelt sympathy 
and affection goes with you, Carol. 

o*\ 
(FAIR WITH O CCASIONAL^)HOW£.R5) 

• A  A  A  

1 1  I I  

I I  • * 
MR. LUNDGREN, I'VE <scrr A PROBLEM. 

W H I C H  D O R I W  D O  W E P U I  N E W  

STUDENT IN?" 
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LETTER FROM AN ANONYMOUS MOTHER 
I have volunteered to write a guest article for this 

publication. Just because she's my daughter doesn't 
mean she thinks I am talented. It's more probably 
true that: (1) She couldn't get anyone else to do it. 
(2) She's too lazy, tired or busy to do it herself. (3) 
No one will read it anyway. 

Whatever the reason, you are stuck with me. My 
instructions were to write my impressions of the dorm 
students. As space is limited here, my comments can 
be read in a forthcoming book entitled " Dodging the 
Counsellors." 

When I sent my " little girl " so far away to go to 
school it was a terrible feeling. What would become 
of her was a thought that frightened me. Now she 
has been living in the dorms for some time and I am 
still frightened. 

Regretfully, I must admit that I am unfamiliar with 
the boys' dorms and what goes on there except by 
hearsay. Therefore, I shall say nothing of any 
importance, about them. (Aren't you glad ?) 

Perhaps the balance of this article should be continued 
in Sanskirt, Ancient Egyptian Hieroglyphics, Morse 

code or in some other undecipherable manner. You 
wouldn't be able to read it, but you could breathe 
easier because no one else could read it either. 

The girls' dorms are full of girls. How is that for 
fact ? Girls in all sizes, shapes, and forms. Skinny, 
fat, unde.developed, overdeveloped, dressed, undressed, 
screaming, laughing, crying, cajoling, catty, gossipy, 
very feminine girls with just one thing for sure in 
common. Every single one of them has curlers in 
her hair. 

The cacophony which greets the ear when the door 
to the dorm is opened is indescribable. It's a com
bination of screaming Indians, bellowing elephants and 
horns blowing in Time Square on New Year's Eve 
accompanied by Cliff Richard. The phone rings and 
there is a mad dash in hope that it fulfills a promise or 
wish. The loud speakers play on full volume. Girls 
dash from room to room on mysterious errands or 
borrowing missions. Occasionally they wear their own 
clothes. This usually happens only when everything 
they own is clean. 

The prevailing atmosphere of this home away from 
home is mayhem. It is difficult to visualize any order 
emerging from the chaos a girls' dorm revels in. (I 
know you are not supposed to use a preposition to end 
a sentence withL 

Suddenly, it is Friday. The dorms are quiet. The 
screeching has just been transferred to another location. 
The trials and tribulations of being the parent of a 
dorm student makes for a hard life. The quiet week
end (because it has been busy at school) consists of 
travelling to the AFEX, not less than three times, 
going into town at least once, bowling two or three 
lines, watching television, sleeping late, catching up 
on homework, seeing a couple of the kids, and washing 
hair. 

Conservation is impossible, because she does all of 
the talking. It is centered on boys, girls, boys, teachers, 
boys, dances, boys, records, boys, money, boys, clothes, 
and just for a change boys. She needs a computer 
to remember who is going with whom, who broke up 
with whom, who is " tough," who is a " fink". She 
sometimes forgets to remember which words she 
wasn't supposed to use at home. 

We poor parents are jarred into near psychosis by 
music played at full volume on all available equipment. 
All carefully planned meals turned out to have been 
served by AFEX during the week. 

Even with all of this " quiet" activity everything 
is ready when the bus arrives to make the return trip 
to the dorms. The sudden silence is almost too much. 

Not to worry. We rotate this summer, and this 
edifying and enlightening experience will be a memory. 
From now on 'togetherness" will be our byword. My 
child will return to the protestive arms of her mother 
every night instead of just the weekends. I'll really 
get to know her friends. Her problems will be my 
problems. 

Ye gods ! What a horrible thought 1 I wonder if 
it is too late to extend. 

AN ANONYMOUS MOTHER 
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THE BEATLE 
There have been some boys walking around the 

school campus with squashed heads. They look like 
they have been through the press machine with an egg 
beater at the end. 

What is this ? It's the newest hair craze for boys 
and girls. It's the Beatle. I think that perhaps the 
boys cut each others hair by putting an AFEX soup 
bowl (full of soup) over their heads and cutting around. 

Where did the idea for the Beatle originate ? Well, 
there is a new* sin ging group called the " Beatles," who 
wear their hair in this style. No one knows if this 
new fad will catch on, like the " Twist," or if it will 
fade out like the " Sack." Whatever it does, it is 
something new and very controversial. 

Note—Mr. Wiseman said something to the effect that 
all beatle boys look like ' Mongolian idiots." 

LAURA HOLLANDER 

D-DAY 
It is commonly held by some people, although I 

can't name any off-hand except counselors, that lights 
out in the dormitory is a condition in which all lights 
are to be turned out and everyone is supposed to en
tertain thoughts of drifting off quietly into blissful 
sleep. This is what nominally occurs but what actually 
happens is a far different thing. Lights are extinguished, 
but they are soon flooding the room again after the 
counselor has returned to his room, and thoughts of 
sleep are never entertained before one o'clock. 

This institution is regarded by some as the beginning 
of study hall, while others believe it is the signal for 
the start of the nightly ritual of preparing for the 
nocturnal poker game. I hold neither of these two 
differing opinions. I always lose when I play poker, 
and as for the first suggestion, I regard it as absolutely 
ridiculous. Time is one of our most valuable assets 
and should not be wasted upon trivial actions. I am 
of the opinion that these hallowed hours should be 
reserved for something far more stimulating. 

My roommate, and I set aside this hour for one of 
the most challenging and mentally exhausting duels of 
brain power yet conceived by God or man. It requires 
the use of all of one's mental capacity, and such a 
high degree of concentration that it has been known 
to happen that people have borrowed such invaluable 
items as cigarettes while all the members of the room 
were present and immersed in the mental conflict. 
For our room, " lights out" is the call to prepare) for 
the nightly game of " D-Day." 

" D-Day" is exactly what its name implies, a game 
based upon the Normandy invasion. It provides all of 
the ingredients necessary to change history, a 
phenomenam which often does occur. Long after 
everyone else has finally called it quits for the night, 
we are still huddled around a board two feet across, 
intently studying blue and red squares under the pale 
glow of a fluorescent lamp in a complete silence which 
is only broken by an occasional spate of low grade 
oratory upon the ancestry, destination or military 
strategy of the commander of the opposing forces. 

The game drags on with the gods of war favoring 
one side and then the other. There are crucial battles 
in which hundreds of thousands of men may be lost. 
The course of the play is interrupted for a smoke break. 
During these breaks, I sit back and try to relax but 
sometimes needless fears creep out of my head about 
unfinished homework of the complications which would 
occur if the CQ were to notice light coming through 
the window. Such pangs of the conscience are soon 
extinguished as play resumes. With agonizing slow
ness the game draws to a close, either with the Allies 
being anhialated or the Germans being driven across 
the Rhine. The final play is accompanied with a flurry 
of crude expressions and flying divisions, sometimes 
followed by a blood curdling shriek. These nightly 
courses of study may not help my academic standing, 
but at last I have the satisfaction of knowing that I 
could have conducted a better campaign than either 
Ike or Rommel. 

DON SLAUGHTER 

MEMORIES 
The year has gone fast but do you remember when... 

...vote Audiss was the password; 

...all good juniors wore "Vote Big Ben;" 

...home was a thing to cry about; 

...and some people still had tans; 
.wigs were really it! 

...Kelly was the darling of Lakenheath ; 
Mike Cook's face was well known; 
Jo Brown reigned Homecoming Queen; 

...we all went to bed at lights out; 

...the first snowfall; 

...hay covered the Dayroom floor; 
.throwing pennies was the latest fad; 

...we crammed for exams; 
everyone was rehearsing for Lancers on Broadway; 

.we went to see Helen Shapiro ; 
...the Junior-Senior Prom was something to look 

forward to. 
All these events hold different memories for each 

of us. These are little things that mean so much and 
help to make 1962-63 a year we will never forget. 

CHRISTINE JONES 
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BIG GIRLS DON'T GUFFAW 
or 

LITTLE JOHN FLIRT 

'Twas the nite before April Fools 
at three in the morn, 

Each creature was stirring, 
even The Horn 1° 

The tennie bops were strung 
out the window galore, 

The john was wet—especially 
the floor! 

The john doors were locked so 
carefully, 

But this wasn't the plan— 
originally ! 

To turn off the water was 
the plan in mind, 

To this a solution she could 
not find. 

She called on her allies— 
Garbarini and Jones 

And " help " was whispered in 
very low tones. 

°The Horn—Miss Horning 
A plan was contrived to shut 

the water off, 
So when the faucets came on 

they'd sputter and cough. 

NOT YET ! . . . There's a Counselor. 

The main pipe was found, 
it was plain to see, 

But where the could 
the knob be ? 

The plan was changed—" locking 
the jons " took its place, 

They proceeded to lock them 
in very great haste. 

Returning to their room in 
such a hush, 

They were more than stunned 
to hear the john flush ! 

On returning, they found 
little Mary, 

Climbing over the door— 
just like a fairy. 

When all of a sudden she fell 
with a clatter, 

Miss Mann sprang from her 
bed to see what was the matter. 

Away to the showers and bathtub 
they flew, 

Turbiville, Garbarini and Jonesy, too ! 

" Ah ! Ha !" said Miss Mann, glaring 
with spite, 

" I didn't do it," said Mary, 
shaking with fright. 

Then from the shower came a 
short, stiffeled laugh, 

And there went Miss Mann, 
hot on their path. 

Garbarini and Jones in the 
shower she saw, 

They were given away by 
Christine's guffaw ! 

As Garb struck Chris there 
came a wail 

So yelled Miss Mann 
"WORK DETAIL!" 

When what to her wondering 
eyes should appear— 

Turbiville trembling in the 
bathtub with fear ! 

Then she exclaimed with a 
scream and a holler, 

" Just you wait you demons, 
Just you wait till tomaller® ! " 

As they slunk to their room 
with a price on their head 

The moral of this story— 
STAY IN BED!! 

°tomaller—tomorrow, but it didn't rhyme. 

GAYLA GARBARINI 
CHRISTINE JONES 
LINDA TURBIVILLE 
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This is Super-cluper Snooper of the O.S.I. I'm on 
the track of a narcotics ring in the dorm. I wired 
the radiators for sound on the night of May 10, 1963 
and this is what I got. 

6:30 p.m. " But I do have clothes on. They're 
called shorts." 

7:00 " The South would have won if y'all 
hadn't cheated." 

7:15 " I know she can't breathe under water 
.. .(chuckle, chuckle)." 

7:30 " No, Teddie doesn't want to commit 
suicide !" 

7:45 " But Miss Counselor, 50 trips to the 
water fountain isn't much." 

8:15 " But Miss Counselor, I don't smell 
anything burning...(cough, cough)." 

8:30 " I know footballs don't usually fly in 
windows. 

8:45 " But study hall is the only time I have 
to do cheers." 

9:00 " But Miss Counselor, she can't answer. 
She's a stuffed animal." 

9:30 " The boy outside my window is looking 
for lightning bugs." 

10:00 " But Miss Counselor, my paper flew 
out and I needed the binoculars.' 

10:30 " What do you mean you want to go 

10:45 
to sleep tonight ?" 

10:45 Light signals ?.. .From our room?" 
11:00 "But Miss Counselor, I like it under 

the bed." 
11:15 " Hey, you're right! This isn't my 

room. Wonder how I got here," 
11:30 " Ever heard of sleep-walkers ?" 
11:45 " Well, I made it by the office ! What 

do you mean you don't want to change rooms ? " 
And I still don't have any clues to the narcotics ring. 

LINDA GRAHAM 
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LOOKING BACK 
Here it is, the end of the year, and all of us are 

looking back on the good times we've had in Dorm I. 
Who could ever forget the night someone "accidently-

on-purpose" set off the fire alarm ?" How about the 
time we put on the " First Childhood Dance" and 
bought so many hot dogs that we ate them on stale 
buns for the next three months ! And who, of all 
the romantic couples who stood outside the dorm, 
could ever forget Miss Cretella saying.. ." Not so close 
...You make me nervous ! ! ! 

People say that living in a dorm will round out one's 
personality and who am I to argue ? One thing we've 
learned is " How to keep the lights on after lights 
out and convince the counselor that she is having 
illuminated illusions." " Big sisters," with the firm 
belief—" What's your's is mine and what's mine is 
mine "—surround you unceasingly. 

Who, of all the girls in the dorm, could forget... 
" Any, come down," or, " Karen, I'll be in the lobby." 
(Thirty minutes later..) " Karen, hurry up. I'm 
hungry." 

I'm sure all of us will remember the lovely room 
checks we've had. By the way, Lana D., what did 
you do with that bag of garbage ? 

But to be perfectly serious, I'm sure this year will 
be one that will remain in our minds forever. May 
I take this opportunity to thank each and every 
counselor in our dorm for making it the best in all 
of England ! ! PENNY MORSE 

INTER - DORMITORY COUNCIL 
Leadership in organizing, promoting, and sponsoring 

residence hall social, recreational, and cultural activities 
have all been provided by the Inter-Dorm Council. 
Within its own sphere, its functions and responsibilities 
are comparable to those of the Student Council with 
relationships to the entire student body. 

The Council and its committees, on which arc 
representatives of all dormitories, and all residence age 
groups, have done much to improve communications 
between various student organizations, between students 
and staff, and between the various dormitory units. 

Intra-dorm dances, parties, and sports competitions 

and many other " morale builders," have been sponsored 
by the Council. Members have assisted by evaluating 
dorm rules and by giving suggestions which have led 
to improvement of facilities, increased efficiency of 
cperation, and to building a genuine community with 
common interests and aspirations. 

Honorable mention should be made to PAUL 
LITTLE, who managed very well this year as President 
of the Council. 

FIRST DAYS 
Who could forget the mad confusion that accom

panies the first night in the dorms?—the hectic running 
around trying to find one's room, the jumble of suit
cases, the strangers from all parts of the world 

Last year, there was successfully created a small 
committee to help the students find their rooms, to 
give information, and to welcome the new students 
from Central High School and from the United States. 

This year, with high hopes of the same success, a 
similar committee has been formed. This committee, 
composed of Jean Chandler, Margaret Burlington, 
Kathy Long, Jan Vavrinek, Claudia Ward, Benny 
Sorrels, Gary Crabtree, and Bill Ilenebray, has been 
meeting with Mr. Hale to prepare for next year's first 
days. Following the procedures set up by last year's 
committee, the new committee will set up an informa
tion booth, give room assignments, and sponsor a first-
night dance and assembly. New ideas they will put 
into operation are a tea for the counselors, organization 
of inter-dorm elections, and to serve as the student 
government until inter-dorm elections are held. 

New students of this year can tell anyone of the 
great help and assistance last year's committee pro
vided, and the new committee is looking forward to 
an equally good year at Lakenheath next year ! 

GET WELL SOON 
MISS EILLEEN MCDERMOTT was unfortunately 

taken ill on March 28th and has since been in hospital 
recovering from two serious operations. She is greatly 
missed around the campus, and we all wish her a speedy 
recovery, and come back soon ! 

also 
KAREN FISHER who so unluckily broke her leg 

on Memorial Day. 
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BATTLE COMMAND 
Dorm Five, like most of the other dorms, is split 

into four cell blocks ruled by the four Allied Com
manders. These are as follows : Block I, Mr. 
Churchill; Block II, Mr. Peterson ; Block III, Mr. 
Jenson; and finally, Block IV, Mr. Slater. All these 
are in turn ruled by the Supreme Chief of Staff, 
Mr. Cohen. 

Each man rules his block with an iron hand keeping 
each member in line and enforcing the set rules of 
the Dorm, although sometimes they do seem to stretch 
these rules to suit themselves. Most of these men, 
however, are very easy to get along with if you obey 
the said rules. If a member should happen to step out 
of line there is always a nice little work detail to help 
him remember not to step out of that line again. 

I do not think there have been many men or boys 
(whichever you prefer) who have not felt the swift 
hand of justice of one of our commanders. 

Taking all things into consideration, I think that al! 
the boys from our dorm owe a big vote of appreciation 
for the wonderful help the counselors have given us 
lhis yei,r- RICK RISHER 

CONGRATULATIONS! 

Congratulations to BILL BATES for winning the VALE D1CTORIAN 

and to 

LAUREL MATOOKA for winning the SALUTATORIAN 

Well  done! Study Hall  was not in vain! 

" W H Y  S H O U L D N ' T  X  D A N C E  

W I T H  H I M ? "  
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S E C T I O N  U  

"ACTIVITIES" 

C O N T E N T S  

Gayla Garbarini 

Janice Hoke 
Rosemary Johnson 

Ronnie Phillips 

Patricia Sable 

Pamela Grande 

Diana Barnes 

Ruth Reeder 

1. LANCERS ON BROADWAY, U.S.A. 

2. WANTED ! JUNIOR NURSES AIDE 

3. SKIING IN SWITZERLAND 

4. ROMA 1963 

5. ROMAN CITIZENS 

6. INTERVIEW 

7. LA BOIIEME 
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"L. O. B., 
everybody ? rehearsal " Where 

tonight!" 
" Put some feeling into it! Be quiet!" 
These are just a few such cries shouted by the 

directors of " Lancers on Broadway." Now they are 
silenced, and have been for almost two months. The 
curtain has closed on another show. 

The curtain closed on hard work ; on supperless 
and sleepless nights. But it closed with the satisfaction 
of fulfillment of our hopes and anxieties. Alas, all 
good things must come to end 

The good things, like seeing all those extra rehearsals 
of " The Siamese Dance" finally paid off. You 
wouldn't believe it, but the choreography for that 
dance wasn't finished until the night before the 
performance 1 

Other good things were seeing the peoplq in 
"Oaklahoma" finally smile; the girls in "Many a 
New Day " actually learning when to kick ; the leading 
actors and actresses finally learning not to hop around 
and where to stand and then seeing the most enjoyable 
part of the entire rehearsal, Jean Lambie and Dick 
Beneville dancing to " Slaughter on Tenth Avenue." 

True, it's over, but let's look back. Back to the 
first night we had the auditorium for rehearsal. After 
the first shift of rehearsals the directors were too 
ambitions to go and eat supper. They sat on the floor 
of the stage and picked off the tape left stuck to the 
floor from the junior class play. The second shift 
rolled around, time for the main cast. No one showed 
up but the few faithful chorus girls. The directors 
continued to pick tape. 

This routine went on for weeks ; one week Miss 
Horning was gone, two weeks Mr. McGee was gone 
and two weeks one of the assistant directors was gone. 
Occasionally there was a complete rehearsal. 

Then came the week before the actual performance. 
A g eneral rehearsal was called. It was " lousy." There 

were suggestions : 1) to ditch the 
show, 2) to make it a variety show, 
3) to put on different acts for the 
various dances, and 4) to try to 
push on with the original production. 
At 12:30 at night, a compromise was 
reached. The show would go on, 
cutting certain songs and acts. 

The faithful troopers forged aheard, even the reluctant 
ones gained' enthusiasm. From almost nothing, we 
had a show in one short week. Suddenly the big 
night was upon us, and we were ready 1 But even 
with our confidence, backstage prayers could be heard 
being whispered for each individual act as it prepared 
to face the . limelight. No one believed it when the 
finale finally came. Even with, " Give My Regards to 
Broadway," no one could believe it was over. We 
were happy and sad. It was done. The Seniors in 
their class plav were lucky. They still had another 
night to work for. 

I. personally, would like to thank Miss Horning and 
Mr. McGee for their direction, Dick Beneville for sharing 
his ingenuity and skill, Jean Lambie, Linda Davis, 
Missy Celveland, Claudia Ward, Paul Little, Mary 
Belless and the main cast for an excellent performance. 
Finally, thanks goes to the boys in "Dame," the 
girls in the " Siamese Dance," the choruses of 
" Oklahoma," " Many a New Day," " Wash that Man," 
" Give My Regards," and especially the stage crew 
for making our show a grand success. Yes, to all of 
you, THANKS THANKS A LOT!! 

GAYLA GARBARINI 

W A N T E D !  —  J U N I O R  N U R S E ' S  A I D E S  
At Lakenheath Hospital, Ward 3, one walks into a 

room full of noises — crving, gurgling, puking, 
screaming, screeching, squaking In this upheaval 
Tunior Nurse's Aides are on hand for such chores as 
feeding, changing diapers, keeping babies quiet and 
happy, running errands, and helping out wherever 
needed. 

Often Nurse's Aides are called upon to work under 
supervision in the surgery supply room washing needles, 
syringes, stamping claves, wrapping gloves, folding 
4x4 and 4x8 gauzes and countless other tasks. 

In a hospital one always feels needed. Cheering up 
the sick, caring for the helpless infant, writing letters, 
reading stories, and assisting the staff are exciting and 
rewarding experiences. This has been a year full of 
memorable opportunities for two Lakenheath students, 
Janice Hoke and Rosemary Johnson. 

TANICE HOKE 
ROSEMARY JOHNSON 

SKIING IN SWITZERLAND 
Most people would like to have gone, but they 

thought the price was too steep. A few students, 
however, decided this was a once in a lifetime chance. 

Finally Christmas vacation arrived and most every
body was frantically deciding what to do, while the 
Switzerland-minded people had no doubts. 

December twenty-sixth arrived at last and everyone 
going on the journey started to assemble in the 
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Columbia Club, where we met our chaperories, Mr. 
Slater and Miss Polling who were great throughout the 
trip. 

Our expectations grew for as the bus drew nearer 
to our take off point of Luton Airport, the snow began 
to fall as if to give us an idea of what was ahead ot 
us. Our aircraft was the funniest looking thing I had 
ever seen. It looked more like a bent up cigar that 
had been 1 oiled in the mud, and boy was it ever cold. 

But we soon forgot this as the " cool" stewardess 
was lots of fun besides being a real good looker. Man ! 
was she built. We were quite sorry to land board our 
bus for Oberiberg, which seemed the other end of the 
earth. Climbing all the time, we felt we were really 
heading for the North Pole ; the windows froze up so 
we could only catch the glitter of the white lights the 
Swiss put on their Christmas trees all over town. When 
we finally reached our village in the mountains, we felt 
like we had stepped right into an ice box—even the 
inside of our noses " froz.es." 

It was 12 midnight and were we glad of the hot 
soup and supper that was set before us, and shortly 
after we were ready to hit the hay. Little did we 
know how the hay was arranged ! These Swiss sure 
have some jazzy ideas about arrangements—it seems 
to be that when you go skiing you may as well be 
prepared to be stuck up a mountainside in a snow 
storm, and so the Swiss have a way of preparing you 
for this eventuality by shacking everyone up together— 
yes, I mean it! Boys and girls. You should have seen 
the chaperones' faces and I am glad I couldn't under
stand the language ! After a short turmoil we were 
sorted out into our two big chambers, one for boys, the 
other for girls, and then sleepooooo. 

You have no idea how the Swiss must like skiing, for 
by the time we got there the village was all out on 
skis, so Bob Agnos and I decided to hike for it to the 
nearest village—some fourteen miles away, down the 

slidiest road available. We made quite a bit of the way 
sitting down—well it saved the legs, I guess ! The 
trek was sure worth while, since the village was the 
prettiest I have seen, and had a church that must have 
been built the same time as the mountains. We found 
some skis, and were lucky enough to be given a 
ride home again, and with the skis, I guess we were 
well off, otherwise it would have been two steps back 
and one forward. We got home exhausted, only to find 
the other kids had already swiped, borrowed or bribed 
skis for themselves, one way or another. 

Our actual efforts on the slopes were something to 
be marvelled at—most people learning to ski start on 
the nursery slopes, but we reckoned we had only a 
few days so had to get the most done in the shortest 
time. First things last in our case. So we took a 
chair hoist to the top of the mountain, feeling that if 
we went up we had to get down. Getting up was not 
so easy as coming clown, and in the process we had 
only put the whole system out of action, by falling off 
so frequently, but all the Swiss characters were getting 
their thrills out of us crazy Americans ! After about 
one hundred falls we were even getting the idea of how 
to ski down the " fall line" in more ways than one ! 
Bougie, Les McCain and myself went up the gigantic 
ski-slope for a trial run. The other two came down 
pretty well, but I rolled down three fourths of the way ; 
cnce you fell, you couldn't get back on your fe '3 t !  

Naturally, like inquisitive Americans, we just had to 
attempt the first mountain of reasonable size and when 
we finally conquered it we became sort of amateur-
expert skiers. Man I really recommend this method— 
it works, if you don't mind the laughs. 

Evenings we were pretty tired, but never too tired 
to go bowling (they use wood balls and a cow bel! 
Don't get me wrong here ! — the cow bell is clanged 
when anvone makes a strike) — or dancing ; all of us 
used to head down to the Post Hotel after having had 
supper. The Swiss dance in the funniest way I have 
ever seen in my life, but we got along all right—best 
way of learning German anyway. 

When we weren't busy doing things, we had our tim 
filled up eating, because the service was pretty slow, 
which is O.K. for the digestion I suppose ; but when 
the fool came it sure was worth waiting for, and the 
cider we had with it was out of this world. 

We hated to leave and tried all we could to stay 
over—no success though—so we did the next best 
thing, we crammed every available souvenir in our bags 
that we could find space for. 

We finally said our farewells, loaded on the bus 
and headed for Zurich, where we toured the city, took 
pictures of the University and were let loose to do last 
minute shopping ; not that we had anyihing to shop 
with but we managed. 

Imagine our surprise on arriving back in jolly ole 
England to find we had brought the snow with us— 
for a time we thought we had landed right back where 
we took off from, but as you all know it was just 
the beginning of that terrible winter we had. 

Believe me, I did not tell you half the fun we had 
and if you have half a chance of going to Switzerland ; 
take it. I know you will enjoy it. I certainly did ! 

BONNIE PHILLIPS 
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ROMA 1963 
Rome was everything I dreamed it would be—gay, 

full of life, and as all big cities, quite hectic. 
When walking down the street in Rome, the past 

is so much a part of the present. 
Standing inside the Coliseum with only the slightest 

bit of imagination I could hear the trumpets to begin 
the games. Looking around, all the seats were suddenly 
filled with cheering crowds. A feeling of excitement 
ran through my body. 

As all people who go to Rome, I visited the famous 
Trevi Fountain. I threw in, my three coins and made 
a wish. The coins meant that I would one day return 
to Rome. 

Pompeii was a sight to behold. It was. so large. 
As I walked along the cobbled streets I could just see 
the people going about their business and the carts 
passing by. There are three inch deep ruts in the roads 
where so many carts have gone by. 

Inside St. Peter's Cathedral I felt lost because it is 
so mammoth. The ceiling looks as high as the sky, and 
as all Italian churches, it was very ornate. The rich 
reds and golds gave a feeling of calmness and serenity. 
As I stood there, I knew God was present. This is the 
feeling one gets as one stands in St. Peter's. 

During the day, Rome is one mad rush—horns honk
ing, cars zooming by ; but when evening comes, every 
thing settles down and once again a feeling of humble
ness and calmness sets in. Just walking satisfies this 
feeling. I felt as though I had not a worry or a care 
in the world, that everything was perfect. 

Seeing the new, ultra-modern apartment buildings is 
a high contrast to the Coliseum and the Pantheon. 
They show how much and how fast Rome is progressing, 
but the past can never, and'.will never, be pushed out. 

Rome is a beautiful and romantic city. Because so 
much is known about the city, everyone who goes there 
is searching for a feeling they cannot describe, but can 
always find. 

I love Rome—there is no other place like it in the 
world. I hope my three coins were lucky ones, and 
I can return again to the Eternal City. If I do, it will 
be my third trip, but each time Rome is different. 

I truly enjoyed my trip there, as I am sure all the 
other seniors did—it is a time I shall never forget. I 
wish all the seniors of 1963-1964 as much fun on your 
Senior Trip to Rome. PATRICIA SABLE 

ROMAN CITIZENS 
Rome, the city of enchantment, romance, ruins, high 

pitched automobile horns, fountains, motorcycles, temples 
and slums. 

There was no for an alarm clock at the girls' pensione, 
for at 8:30 sharp, the tram (streetcar to those who 
haven't been Romanized) roared past and shook the 
whole hotel, first floor to third. 

The people of Rome are only too friendly, as one 
member of room 9, third floor of the pensione, can 
testify. She unfortunately responded to a " Chow" 
from a group of Italian boys walking below. Within 
two minutes, to her amazement, the boys appeared on 
the rooftop of the apartment house only a few feet 
away. They seemed infatuated with American girls. 

Many experiences were had before we realized just 
how friendly the Italians were. Take, for instance, the 
time some motorcyclists talked to us through the bus 
windows while driving down Rome's busiest street. 
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One of the girls said hello to one of the natives and 
presently he tried to get on the bus by opening the 
emergency exit door. 

Two girls left a group at the Coliseum and decided 
to work their way through the back alleys seeking the 
hidden, but famous, Trevi fountain. Noting the girls' 
deep perplexity, two policemen in street clothes offered 
their assistance. After 'the experience of trying to get 
rid of their unwanted escorts, the girls came back 
chanting that if they ever heard another " bella, bella " 
they'd scream. 

Sunday afternoon, after a day at the beach, we 
decided to go to a nearby side-walk cafe. The juke 
box, hidden under a low palm tree, was soon discovered. 
The Italians were soon witnessing the American twist. 
A few brave Italian boys joined in and were soon 
boxed out on their ears by the manager of the cafe, 
who said that they knew he didn't have a license for 
dancing. Next time, we would avoid trouble by looking 
for a license before dancing. Our bus was escorted 
back from the beach by a group of unwanted motor
cyclists (the Italians own motorcycles like most Ameri
cans own sports cars) who finally took up residence 
on the side-walk in front of the girls' pensione. 

PAM GRANDE 
" INTERVIEW !" 

Paul Little leaned over the study hall table with 
rapt intent toward the questioner. 

" On the inter-dorm council, who are you ?" 
" Dorm council president—supposedly," he grinm d. 

His staff included staunch Vice-President Dennis 
" Noble Jaw " Rawlings, pencil-pushing, minute-taking, 
girl Friday, secretary Maggie Burlington, and that 
bill-paying. Fort Knox treasurer Pam Grande. 

" What have you done this year ? " 
The short, well-muscled senior considered this. He 

looked for all the world like a cerebral football player 
and an unabashed little boy. " We've got a constitu
tion," he said. " We've tried to maintain certain 
activities for students — that's dorm students. We've 
tried to promote scholastics with a trophy." 

" I see. In your opinion, has it been successful?" 
" I think we've been successful, but I hope in the 

following years it'll be morel successful." He explained 
that this veav was the first time the inter-dorm council 
had been completely organized, and the first time it 
was composed of all dorm-elected students. " The 
dictatorship is over !" he good-naturedly declared. 

" Hmmm. Actually what has the council done ?" 
' We've sponsored several dances, an inter-mural 

sports program, several movies, and a campaign for 
cleaning up the dayroom. 

" Yes, and you have been successful in the dayroom." 
" Whether the kids, er, students realize it or not, 

we're the ones who got 'em two milks! Let's see... 
We sponsored the dorm decoration contest for Christ
mas. We're going to set up next year's program in 
which new students will be introduced to the dorm 
and counselors." 

" Sounds interesting. Any suggestions for next 
year — anything to add ?" 

" Yes. Basically the dorm program is a great im
provement over last year, but we need more co-operation 
from the kids. If the students want to reap the 
benefits, they have to use a little initiative." 

Thus, Paul Little, Inter-dorm Council President of 
1962-63. DIANA BARNS 
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LA BOHEME 
On April 30, 1963, a group of thirty-six from the 

Lakenheath dormitories went to London to see the 
opera " La Boheme," a love story which ends in 
tragedy with the leading lady's death. 

With AFEX bag lunches and a few shillings in 
hand, the thoughts of seeing London provided the 
initial motivation. Three hours later we took our 
seats far from the stage ready to endure an evening 
of culture. But, alas ! The crescendo of symbols and 
drums, the soaring voices and magnificent scenery 
captivated our imaginations. 

After the show a short tour of London concluded 
the evening. Let's have more trips like this one next 
year. 

RUTH REEDER 
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INTRAMURALS ANYONE ? 

This article is supposed to inform you readers of 
the Lancer Log about the accomplishments and the 
great work done in the intramural program of the 
dormitories of good ole Lakenheath High. Now that 
the year has almost ended it is apparent that so much 
more could have been done in this area. Read on to 
see just what was done this year and how one person 
(hinks it can be improved. 

There was no such thing as an intramural program 
at Lakenheath last fall. Football season came and left 
without even a feeble attempt to organize an intramural 
football league. Then as days became shorter and the 
weather colder basketball moved in as the favorite sport 
for the winter months. 

Finally an intramural league was organized for 
basketball. The league consisted of ten teams of 7-8 
players each chosen at random from all the boy's 
dormitories. After a very shaky start and a hectic 
ending the league managed to finish its season. A 
double elimination tournament was set up to determine 
a championship team and a runner-up. After a wild 
week of bruising basketball the team captained by 
Dennis Rawlings, an energetic young junior, reigned 
supreme. The.y finished league play with a record of 
9 wins, 1 loss and won four straight tournament games. 
This team proved that a certain amount of organization, 
a little practice, a lot of team work, an intense desire to 
win, and a willingness to play within the rules of the 
game makes a tough combination to beat. This team 
consisted of the following players: Gary Crabtree, 
Lee Dunsrin, Eddie Saylor, Terry Hancock, Jim Craw
ford, Mike Fuhrig, and Dennis Rawlings. 

The runner-up team was captained by Paul Little 
and had the following players : Mike Williams, 
Richard Cain, Richard Buschman, Ed Pooley, and Bob 
Might. For their winning efforts each plover on these 
teams received a nice eight inch trophy. 

With basketball over the next season was softball. 
A league of seven softball teams began to battle just 
after Easter vacation. Dorm Four supplied three 
teams, dorm five had two entries, and dorm three 
entered one team. The seventh team was made up 
of AYA bovs from base but because of lack of interest 
never did field a team. 

As of this late date in May the softball league is 
coming to its final week of play with Dorm three's 
team leading the league with 5 wins and no losses. 
In second place is Ray Brafford's team from Dorm 5 
with 3 wins and one loss. Brafford's group must play 
the Dorm 3 squad and if thev win could force a play
off game between the two teams. 

This was the extent of intramurals for the dormitories. 
Now, what improvements can be made on this phase 
of dormitory life? To answer that question all one 
must do is find the weaknesses in the present program 
and correct them if possible. The intramural program 
seemed weak in the following areas as viewed by this 
writer. 

First of all, belter organization from the beginning 
of the school year. 

Secondly, a much greater interest must be expressed 
by the dorm students. Interest not only from partici
pants, but from spectators as well. Any sport is more 
exciting with spectators. This year few people were 

even aware there were intramural games and less 
people came to cheer for the teams. 

Next, participants must understand that once they 
have agreed to play intra-murals they should complete 
that obligation to the best of their ability. Too many 
students sign up to play on a team but drop out after 
a game or two unfortunately. Some students at 
Lakenheath do not seem to have developed a sense 
of responsibility. 

Last of all, students participating in an intra-mural 
sport must play to win and do everything they can 
wi hin the rules of good sportsmanship. Poor sports
manship should never be tolerated by anyone in any 
sport. At times this year unsportsmanlike conduct 
appeared to be the rule rather than the exception ! 

See you next year. 
D. BRESS 

THE JUMPING ACE 
Jumping six feet, 
Was a small feat. 
Jumping six one, 
Was as easily done. 
Clearing six two, 
That anyone could do 
But jumping six three, 
Was reserved for me. 
Raising the bar to six four, 
I excelled even more. 
Being extremely tired 
Before attempting six five, 
I thought of the feat, 
I had to complete. 
Approaching the bar, 
I cleared it by far. 
The people were stunned, 
Because I was done. 
But for me, I've only begun. 

WILLIE BLACK 

THE DUFFERS 
One day, walking upon the green, 
I chanced upon a group of four. 
It was truly a funny scene, 
Which I had never seen before. 

Each hit the ball with all his might, 
Yet distance covered, so very small. 
I'm sure it took them half the night, 
If they ever got through at all. 

They stroked their putts with carefulness, 
And even though they played with zest, 
Couldn't make their scores much less ; 
Still, they gave their level best. 

They'll play the last green's rugged roll. 
And then retire to the nineteenth hole. 

LES GASKINS 
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B VARSITY TEAM 
Scores of the B Varsity team are : 

Lakenheath 0 vs Mildenhall 16 
5 vs Hadleigh 6 
3 vs Haverhill 4 
0 vs Newmarket 7 
1 vs Bushy Hall 0 
1 vs Lakenheath Village 7 
3 vs Bushy Hall 2 

The following players are on the 
B varsity team : 

Dave Williams 
John Swimley 
Gary Betzner 
Tom Watson 
Geoff Moffitt 
Dave Dilcox 
Danny Wallace 
Henry Arroyo 
Bob Neefe 
Dave Ringuist 
Mike Elizondo 
John Lee 
Ray Brafford 

JUNIOR VARSITY TEAM 
Scores of the J.V. soccer teams games : 

Lakenheath 0 vs Mildenhall 13 
„ 0 vs Mildenhall 3 
„ 0 vs Hadleigh 6 
„ 0 vs Hadleigh 14 
„ 2 vs Haverhill 3 
„ 3 vs Haverhill 3 
„ 1 vs Woodbridge 

Jr. High School 
The following players played for the 

J.V. team : 
Ralph Rodibaugh 
Dave Ringuist 
Dave Williams 
Mike Strong 
John Pierce 
Bill Hollingsworth 
Bob Childs 
Jim Dykes 
Mike Schnieder 
John Perrin 
Andre Bougie 
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VARSITY SOCCER FOR LAKENHEATH 
HIGH SCHOOL 

Varsity's soccer team, led by Tom Minter, fought 
its way to an undefeated season. The first time for 
the Lakenheath High School team. Varsity players 
will receive regular varsity awards. The coach who 
formed the team was Mr. Churchill. Their manager 
was Terry McCormick. 

The following boys made up the varsity squad : 
Jim Weeks (Sophomore) 
Skip Johnston (Junior) 
Tom Minter (Senior) 
Mike Ryan (Junior) 
Mike Fuhrig (Sophomore) 
Terry Croft (Senior) 
Chris Whataley (Sophomore) 
Gale Mackey (Sophomore) 
Mike Musgjerd (Sophomore) 
Mike Kyle (Senior) 
Bob Torvestad (Sophomore) 

Junior Varsity and The B varsity got off to a bad 
start this year. Lakenheath has never had a B varsity 
team before. The scores are very heavy against 
Lakenheath because they never played an English 
team before. Some J. V. players which improved were 
sent up to the B Varsity String later in the year. The 
following boys who improved were : 

Dave Dilcox, Ray Brafford, Mike Elizondo. 
Bad weather conditions made it difficult to practice 

outdoors so the two teams practiced indoors, in the 
school gym and one time ventured to Feltwell to 
practice in their gym. This is the reason that soccer 
season was late getting started and) very short after 
it got started. Many games were cancelled because 
of the bad weather. The Junior Varsity team was 
led by Co-captains (John Pierce and Ray Brafford). 
The J. V. team was coached by Mr. Slater. The B 
varsity players were led by Geoff Moffitt as their 
captain. The coach of the B varsity team was Mr. 
Slater. 

RAY BRAFFORD 

Our .SOCCER 
CMANP 

SOCCER AWARDS FOR 1963 

B Team 
Arroyo, H. 
Audiss, G. 
Betzner, G. 
Dilcox, D. 
Brafford, R. 
Elizondo, M. 
Lee, J. Capt. 
Mioffitt, G. 
Neefe, R. 
Swimley, J. 
Watson, T. 
Wallace, D. 

Most valuable player : Moffit, G. Most improved 
player: Brafford, R. Most inspirational player : 
Wallace, D. 

J.V. Team 
Boughie, A 
Childs, R. 
Dykes, J. 
Gaiser, M. 
Hollingsworth, W. 
Lane, A. 
Peirce, J. Capt. 
Perrin, J. 
Ringuist, D. 
Rodibaugh, R. Manager B. Varsity 
Schnieder, M. 
Strong, M. 
Supp, L. 
Williams, D. Player and Manager J.V. 

Most valuable player : Ringquist, D. Most improved 
player: Supp, L. Most inspirational player: John 
Pierce. 

In addition to the above there are to be awards to 
the Capts. of the teams. 

J. M. SLATER 
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THE GOLFING TRIP TO GERMANY 

On the evening of May 21 at 7:30, a staff car 
arrived to pick up four young men bound for 
Wiesbaden, Germany to participate in a golf tourna
ment. Arriving at Harwich after many wrong turns 
and much heated discussion, we thanked our navigator, 
Nelson DeStaffany, without whose help we would 
have arrived at Harwich much earlier. 

We partook of liquid refreshment on the boat and 
then turned in for bed. After an uneventful night 
we arrived at Hook of Holland, hopped on the train 
and departed for Germany. We had some delightful 
ham sandwiches for lunch, which only cost us 70« 
each. Arriving at Wiesbaden we streamed out of the 
station into the eighty degree weather complete with 
our heavy suits and raincoats. Our staff car took us 
to the exclusive barracks at the Wiesbaden Air Base, 
where we were bedded down for the night along with 
our friends from Bushy Hall, Chatereaux, etc. 

Next morning at 8:45 we departed on the shuttle 
bus to the golf course, some five miles away and on 
another mountain. Arriving there we first noticed the 
beautiful views to be had from the golf course. One 
could see up the Rhine to Mainze and behind us we 
could see the high wooded hills of Central Germany. 
We proceeded to start the competition. Tom Minter 
started well by driving his tee shot into the' small 
trees on the left. A brilliant recovery shot landed in 
the sand-trap, from which the illustrious- Scotsman 
blasted out, over the green, and into the woods behind 
the green. Needless to say this was a great start. 

Air Force Academy man, Nelson De Staffany, 
showed the value of weight lifting by hitting his ball 
further into the woods than anyone else. Nelson also 
had the further distinction of having the highest 
individual score for the second day's play. When they 
did not get much distance with their drives, Nelson, 
Jack, and Tom made up for it by throwing their clubs 

tremendous distances. A certain milk drinker got into 
trouble when he heaved his putter into the bushes and 
lost it ! 

Consistency is a good thing in golf. Smiling Les 
Gaskins showed us this by consistently dribbling his 
tee shots down the fairway for a distance of about 
twenty-five yards. The " Most Lost Balls" award 
should have gone to Tom Minter, but this person, 
showing his Scottish tightness, diligently searched for 
the many balls that he showered into the woods, out-
of-bounds, etc., and would not emerge from the under
growth unless he was victorious in his searching. How
ever his partners soon discouraged him from con
tinuing on too many searches as the tournament had 
to be over by Friday. 

jack Kinnison played his golf like he plays his 
guitar. All hands, plenty of noise, and many colorful 
expressions. His knowledge of German proved in
valuable as Jack was able to say many things on the 
golf course in German without fear of reproach or 
censure. 

Thursday and Friday nights the boys spent touring 
the many cultural centers of Wiesbaden. Saturday 
morning the boys left Wiesbaden on the train, but 
not without incident. For upon the ticket conductor's 
arrival, Leslie Stephen Gaskins found that he had 
dropped his tickets upon the platform in Wiesbaden, 
which now was fifty miles back. However Leslie talked 
his way past four conductors, who were determined to 
throw him off the trail). For this achievement Leslie 
will receive the " Rookie of the Year" award. 

We arrived back at Lakenheath on Sunday, 26 May, 
after another uneventful boat ride to this country. Thus 
ends our golf trip. However infamous the results, 
it was not without incident nor with regret for our 
having gone. 

HAG. McCIN. 

THOUGHT 
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THOUGHT 
C O N T E N T S  

1. REMEMBER THIS 

2. WHAT IS BEAUTY 

3. DESPONDENCY 

4. MORE BEAUTY 

5. LOST AND FOUND 

6. LONELINESS 

7. WHAT IS DEMOCRACY 

8. TIME 

9. BLACK 

submitted by Jaimee Calfe 

Anonymous 

Pat Eggersdorf 

Anonymous 

Anonymous Letter 

Anonymous 

Anonymous 

Anonymous 

Anonymous 

(EDITOR'S NOTE : There is far too much anonymous work here. Don't hide your light under 

bushel ! It is good work, you should be proud of it — I am !) 
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REMEMBER THIS 
Be good, but not too good—a little 
Naughty, but not too naughty. Say 
A prayer if you feel that way, 
Say " damn" if it gives you consolation. 
Be kind to the world always, if 
Possible—yet if you must be unkind, 
Smash right and left, get it 
Over and forget it. 
Smile, always smile, have a smile 
Ready even though sometimes it 
Hurts. Grab all the happiness you 
Can—wherever and whenever you can— 
Don't let even a wee bit slip past you. 
Live, above all things—love, don't simply exist. 
If you are blessed enough to know what 
Real love is—love with all your 
Heart, soul, and fiber. 
Live your life so that at any hour 
You will be able to shake hands with 
Yourself and try to accomplish at 
Least one thing worth while each day. 
Then, when your nights come, you 
Will be able to say to yourself— 

" I have done my best." 
Submitted by JAIMEE CALFE 

Says Jaimee :— " This poem, I try to live up to ! " 

WHAT IS BEAUTY 
Something that is becoming and attracts an individual 

is usually a thing of beauty. When I look at a tree 
that is twisted, gnarled and crooked, there is no beauty 
in this to me, only age. An artist looking at this 
same mediocre object sees many more things and he 
can transform that to be a masterpiece, a work of art. 
What I am trying to stress is that beauty is individual 
in meaning. Objects that are repulsive to me, could 
be beautiful to other people. 

It is said that no human or animal is ugly, although 
I have seen both animal and man not particularly 
applying to this rule. Beauty can be love to some 
people, if an object reminds them of pleasant happen
ings, usually this object is beautiful to them. 

Take antiques, I dislike antiques because I am very 
modernistic, but I like old guns and swords mainly 
because they remind me of the swashbuckling adven
tures of some pirate or soldier. Some people are gifted, 
I suppose, with the ability to see true beauty, and 
that is the writer whose imagination ever fluttering 
can see with his keen eye the beauty of any object, 
be it ever so small. 

DESPONDENCY 
The veil of times that falls, covering all and hurling 

many, is not only the pains and frustrations of reality 
but also the haunts of anxiety. The battering, battered 
wall captures the weak and any unsuspecting soul 
whether big or small. It leaps out like a dragon or 
an evil being to enthrall its prey with days of unrest. 
It tatters the mind and weakens the spirit, and it builds 
inside the mind a barrier from all help. As an animal 

tossed in a storm, flying, turning, loosing, never coming 
to rest until peace finds the ground. The eye of 
confusion is named the storm ; and peace can only 
be satisfaction. Finding, wanting, searching, longing, 
needing, winning are the fighting currents of life. 
Loving, hoping, giving, caring, belonging are the fruits 
of the battle won. Destruction, annihalation, failure, 
insanity, humiliation are the failures prize. Crawling, 
walking, hopping, then running must be learned and 
relearned. Only humility and unfalse .pride wins the 
race for life. Sincerity, charity, patience, faith are the 
muchly needed allies. Being without these is like 
being without a boat in the midst of a sea storm. A 
blind man cannot see his way, and a blind heart cannot 
find his peace. Reality, reality, reality—an ugly mean
ing, but a determining factor in being. 

PATT EGGERSDORF 

MORE BEAUTY 
She looked at the dog lumbering along beside her. 

How could any creature be so homely, so big, so 
absolutely ugly. He was bow-legged and round-
shouldered. His aft was higher than his for'ard and 
he dipped a little amiclship. In beauty ho could only 
be compared to a bulldozer, or maybe a shaggy, one-
eyed, lop-eared dinosaur. Pretty pedigrees spurned 
his friendly advances. Her friends avoided her when 
she took him out. No one wanted anything to do with 
such a repulsive animal. 

Only she had looked beneath the unlovely exterior. 
Only she knew what a magnificent heart beat there. 
And only she was rewarded with undying faithfulness, 
companionship and love. 
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LOST AND FOUND 
Hiya. 
What ya been doin' huh ? - huh ? 
You knowwhat—this is going to be a very long week 

—fact is Friday isn't even ever coining—didn't you 
know ? 

I sure feel like talking to somebody, anybody, but 
just one person and kicking everybody else off the globe 
—just for one blessed hour of peace and serious talk
ing ! I swear I'm getting so I can't live with myself, 
even, let alone some 18,000,000 people ! 

Lately I've had the modest urge to crawl out of 
myself—like shed a skin or something, know what I 
mean ? Oh, well, like I say, it's mad but I feel like 
cleaning my insides out and giving them a good airing. 
I'd like to take my mind and crawl out of my body, 
and just leave my corpse to the bears or better still 
just take my mind and head for the hills. You know, 
I've been having the wildest dreams, they bother me— 
almost insanely. But, I see myself (even in the day
time) as plain as day tearing up one of the mountains 
we used to play at the foot of in Alaska. It's summer
time, when I think of it and I go flying up the hillside 
barefooted, like an animal, just screaming and crying 
and running thru the grass and moss, thru the carabou 
marsh, from the trees to the tundra above the timber 
line. See there used to be a stream, a rapids sort of 
thing, freezing cold and clean and I see everything 
so clear ! We used to follow the stream pretending 
to reach the snow on the cap but that was impossible 
since nobody has ever climbed to the top—but it's so 
clear. It seems like I spend years up there but the 
seasons all go in one day and then I throw myself 
into the stream just screaming " I'm home, I'm home ! " 
—Oh it's so weird—but I can feel everything and it's 
so real—Oh dear—I'm rattling again, huh ? sorry— 
maybe I'm a schizophrenic and I climb into my other 
body at night—ooh, OOH—I give. 

Sorry if I don't make sense but I can't write what 
I mean—my hand and head aren't co-ordinated. 

No, I'm alright, I've just got a headache, too much 
wine (ho, ho, ho—pain). 

I feel like asking my Dad two questions—Do people 
get killed on top of avalanches, too ? — and if the 
white crosses on the Alcan Highway were really dead 
paupers graves. 

I hope I never have a grave. I'm not having a will 
either, except, maybe. 

You know I don't like Geometry—uh uh ! 
Think I'll start a new world ; and people, instead of 

reading and learning some author's famous last words, 
will learn instead from life itself. 

LONELINESS 
Loneliness is being with a crowd of people and 

feeling isolated. Being surrounded by people, but 
having a barrier around you. You are constantly 
searching for something—reaching out for it. You're 
not sure what it is but you know it is there, just 
beyond your grasp. Man is doomed to spend his life 
searching for .this intangible something. It is the goal 
he never reaches. This is loneliness—the eternal 
wandering in darkness. 

P. L. 

WHAT IS DEMOCRACY 

In the beginning of time there were always leaders, 
executives, warlords, presidents, or the head of the 
council. Usually their word was the final say in the 
matter of the tribe, country or council group, they 
being the supreme ruler. The people in aged times 
were suppressed and the freedom of the common place 
people was no more. 

Gradually men of great stamina revolted against such 
tyrannical rule and moved to new lands and all realized 
that one man was no better than the other and all 
should be given a chance to express themselves and to 
choose their own profession. Men formed governments 
called a democracy. This was formed for the purpose 
of total representation. The representatives being 
elected by the people so that everyone could directly 
or indirectly have ??? 

TIME 

Time is the distance from here to eternity ; the gap 
in every man's life ; the barrier of success. It is some
thing no man can conquer or even control. Passing 
by in seconds, minutes, hours, it takes away from life. 
Everything must come to end and time determines 
the end. 

Time is not only the future but the past. Memories 
of earlier life, happy ones combined with the never-
ending sad ones. 

Each living soul must come to realize the importance 
of time. Without it, where would we be ? 

BLACK 

Black was all that was visible. Everywhere he looked 
everything was black and empty. What had happened ? 
When he had fallen asleep under the tree everything 
had been normal. But now all the buildings were 
gone, the ground was burned black, the trees were 
bent pieces of black wire, and the sky was an ugly 
gray. 

" Where is everybody ? What is happening ? " he 
screamed but his words echoed emptily. Then it began 
to rain and it rained harder and harder until the noise 
was like a great pounding, used to drive men insane. 
And the rain fell from huge black clouds hanging 
low in the sky. The man felt himself falling further 
and further into the spell cast by the pounding rain. 
He thought, " I must not become spellbound ! I must 
find out where everything and everybody have gone ! 
I must! I must! " 

Then his surroundings became a whirling black mass, 
spinning round and round, tilting and turning, until 
he started screaming, " stop, stop it, stop it! " But 
his words were whirled away into the black emptiness 
and the rain lashed into the blackness. 

P. L. 
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SHAKESPEARE ? 
Being here in England (the land of changeable 

weather), we tend to forget that many great men have 
lived here. One of them was William " Bill" 
Shakespeare. He was a very omninescient writer and 
was highly regarded among certain (omninescient 
writers) people. To prove my point I include a portion 
-of one of his plays. 

OMELET 
See the man. 
His name, is " Omelet." 
He is the hero of the play. 
The play is named after him. 
That figures ! 
It is lucky Omelet had such a swinging name. 
Can you imagine a play named " Fred ?" 

. Omelet says, " Something is rotten in the State 
of China." (Eggs^t 

Rotten, rotten, rotten. 
That also figures. 
They didn't have refrigerators in those days. 

This is only part of that very interesting play. It 
contains stuff to make you think. THINK, THINK, 
THINK. It also contains : 

a) two knifings 
b) three fatal duels 
c) two suicides 
d) one poisoning 

and e) a double execution. 
" Omelet" is a good play for children. It is much 

better than watching violent TV programs. It is much 
better than reading violent comic books. Because it 
is more violent than TV and comic books put together ! 

JIM CRAWFORD 

THE RAIN OUTSIDE 
— by Jim Friday — 

1 remeipber waking up to a beautiful sunshiny day 
and wishing that the night before had been spent at 
some less arduous task than drinking. It kills me, it 
really does, that people should spend hours on end 
sitting at a bar getting quietly, or loudly, whichever the 
case may be, loaded, but good old Jimmy boy really 
turned it on last night. I lay in bed for about half 
an hour' contemplating the impossible task of rising 
from my warm and comfortable womb, then with the 
courage of a tiger, I got up enough nerve to slide over 
and put my feet on the cold and very cruel floor. 
Changing quickly from prone to sitting position plays 
a dirty trick on one's stomach when one is suffering 
the rigors of a hangover, and immediately a wave of 
nausea passed over me. The wall I was staring at 
went from its original shade of blue to an extremely 
vivid, idiotic purple—with splotches of red. I felt as 
if I had just died. Suffering this pain for about three 
minutes, which is long enough for even the most 
deserving man, I lept violently forward to try and 
catch the dirty, yellow monkey which my depraved 
mind had conjured up as being the creature which had 
cast this malediction upon me. When I had taken this 
action, my sickness suddenly lulled, as if I'd just 
exorcized some ghost. Now that I had undertaken 
the great feat of standing and even walking, I felt 
extremely better. 

The day was bright and warm when I stepped out 
of the hotel, and the stores were already crowded with 
baggy-faced old ladies probably hunting for an appro
priate girdle or a gift for their next door-neighbor's 
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eleventh kid. A few bright, young businessmen were 
scurrying about with briefcases under their arms which 
more than likely contained their day's supply of thora-
zine or some wonder drug to cure their ulcers. I 
didn't have to be at the studio until eleven, so I 
decided to walk out to Carl Morning's house in the 
West Thirties. By the time I had gone seven blocks, 
my nausea was coming back. 

I have found out by trial and error that, for me at 
least, coffee is the best thing to settle my stomach when 
I am in such a condition ; consequently, upon seeing 
the word " Cafe " I stopped in my tracks and entered 
the establishment. The name of this honorable place 
was " The Yellow Lantern." It looked like an old 
cottage with a tremendous background of ghost stories 
and was rather incongruous in a city amid the gleam-
steel and glass surroundings. The amount of dirt 
astounded me ; but I sat down and asked the counter 
girl for a cup of coffee anyway. 

" What kind, mister ?" she asked in a voice which 
reminded me of a subway. 

" Black and hot." I answered. 

" Stop the kidding, buddy. What kind ? " 

A little bit startled by this chastisement, I was about 
to ask her what she meant until I noticed a sign which 
read, "WE SERVE ALL VARIETIES OF COFFEE 
AND TEA " and then going on to list them in alpha
betical order. I picked out Turkish and told her. She 
lumbered back into the kitchen. 

Sitting just a little in front of my left elbow was a 
housefly combing his furry head with his forelegs. I 
was just about to make a bet with him that the waitress, 
whom I had already picked an affectionate name for— 
" Grisly," was taking my coffee out of the same urn 
she took all the other kinds of coffee, and putting a 
pinch of powdered turban or something like that in 
it so that she could honestly call it Turkish coffee, 
but before I could do this, my old " friend" Andrew 
walked up next to me and slapped me on the back. 
Now, if there's anything I hate, it's being slapped on 
the back. I felt like elbowing him in the stomach, 
but instead asked him how he was. 

" Fine, Oh, just fine ! Man, you look sick. Anything 
wrong ? " 

Just then my waitress Grisly, brought my coffee. I 
looked for the powdered turban but couldn't see any, 
so I turned back to Andy. " No, I'm doing all right. 
I just got myself stuck in a tavern hast night and 
couldn't walk out." I two-fingered out a cigarett0, 
hoping that he wouldn't ask for one, but he did any
way, so I gave it to him. 

" Got a light ?" he said. 

I sat drinking my coffee and he stared at the dirt, 
an occasional remark flowing from his mouth as if he 
disowned it. As soon as I had downed the cup, I got up 
to leave. 

" That's fifteen cents, buddy," Grisly said as I arose. 

" Oh, yeah. I forgot. Sorry." She took the money 
and deposited it in the cash register. 

The day was still warm outside, but a few clouds 
had come over the sun. It was nine forty-five, so I 
abandoned the idea of going to Carl's house and turned 
back toward the hotel where my car was parked. Andy 
was still with me. 

" Aren't you doing anything today ?" I remarked 
rather rudely. 

" You know it's Wednesday. I don't work Wednes
days. Say, why aren't you at the studio ? Don't you 
have a class today ? " 

" My God, man, It's Wednesday ! You know I don't 
have classes till eleven on Wednesdays ! " 

" Okay, listen, if you don't want my company tell 
me fChrissake, and I'll go away," he whined. 

" Good," I said, " So long." I don't like to be inean 
to the little guy, but good grief, I can't stand him. 

My car seemed either to be out of gas or out of 
an engine. The front fender was dented badly, so I 
called a taxi to take me to the art studio where I was 
so graciously employed. The cab was late, and I 
waited in front of the hotel until ten thirty when it 
arrived. The driver looked like a character out of 
" Murders in the Rue Morgue," the ape, I believe. 
We got to the studio at ten minutes to eleven, and 
I forgot to tip him. After a short battle of stares, I 
gave him a quarter, which he looked at as if trying to 
discern whether it was counterfeit or not. He drove off 
grudgingly, splashing a little water on my pants cuffs. 
By now it was raining. 

Since the elevator was too crowded, I took the stairs, 
all seven flights of them, and got to my classroom both 
out of breath and temper. My stomach was tossing 
up and down again in another fit of hangover, even 
while I was trying to act nonchalant in front of the 
sneering faces of my students. Their easels were 
already set up, so I gave them a short lecture of 
impressionistic art and then told them to negin an 
impressionist painting somewhat along the lines of 
" The Bathers" by Georges Seurat. They sneered a 
little more at this idea, yet obliged my request. Some 
sat pensively and others rushed blindly into their dab
bing and brushing as if they were all Rembrandts. 
After the lunch break, one student, a blond-haired girl 
who belonged not in an art class, but in a beauty 
contest, asked me to tell her what I thought of her 
painting, or rather its basic outline. She said she 
thought the idea would be a good one for a bigger 
work which could be worth a lot of money. I told 
her that regretably few student artists have ever made 
a lot of money with their first works, but she acted 

vehemently in favor of the idea that it seemed I 
would be either led or dragged to her easel, whether 
I liked it or not. On her canvas was a young girl 
whose face was turned in horror toward some unknown 
danger approaching her. She was standing on a path, 
a wide path appearing to be a small road in front 
of a little cottage, and she was holding in her hand 
a small doll, yellow and dirty. I was startled by this 
painting done in so little time. Some of the background 
was a bit off, but the exprassion on the girl's face was 
one of perfect terror. 



38 THE LANCER LOG 

" How do you like it, Mr. Cane ?" she said in a 
strange voice. " This is not impressionalism ; it's 
surrealism, but. .. 

" When did you ever get such a great idea for a 
painting as this, and where ?" I asked, still gazing 
at the expression on the girl's face. 

Her answer sent a flow of painful memory through 

my mind ; the little girl, the yellow monkey doll, the 
car. " Last night, Mr. Cane, when I was standing on 
those cottage steps and saw you, swerving drunkenly 
in your car, run over and kill my younger sister." 

A man in a blue policeman's uniform stepped into 
the classroom from the hall. 

The rain was now pouring outside. 

FOR SALE 
— by Patric 

" Ah, there's the sign just ahead." 
WELCOME TO SOMERSVILLE. 
Dusk was just setting in as the little red sportscar 

pulled up and stopped in front of the real estate office. 
A tall, stout man got out of the little car and walked 
toward the office. The air was still and had a muggy 
thickness about it. The sweat had soaked through the 
back of his light summer suit. 

Inside the real estate office, he met Mr. Carver. Mr. 
Carver smiled and said, " What can I do for you ?" 

" I noticed a house for sale as I was driving in," 
answered Mr. Ford. " It's the big house down on 
the corner of River Street." 

" You must mean the old Walker place," broke in 
Mr. Carver. 

" I was through here a couple of years ago," con
tinued Mr. Ford, " and now that I have decided to 
settle down, I thought this would be the place for 
me. It itf nice and quiet and the people seem friendly 
enough." 

" Well, I'll tell you," said Mr. Carver, " that house 
is for sale, but the price is out of the question. Old 
Mrs. Walker is asking $75,000 for it." 

Ford's eyebrows raised, $75,000 ?" 
" Yes, thats right. The old place is falling down and 

she knows it. She has been living} alone since her 
son, Ron, died two years back. She hates to see the 
house go, sO s he is asking $75,000 for it because she 
knows no one will pay a price that high. She's sort 
of sentimental about things like that now, you know." 

" I understand—but I want that house so much that 
I will pay the price she is asking if that is the only 
way I can get it." 

" I'll tell you what," suggested Carver. " Why don't 
you go over and talk to her tell her what the situation 
is—maybe she will let you have it cheaper." 

" O.K., I will go now and see what kind of a deal 
we can make. " I'll let you know what happens." 

Ford got in his car and drove out to the Walker 
house. He pulled up and parked in front of the big 
iron gate. 

As he knocked on the door, he noticed how old 
the house really was. 

Slowly Mrs. Walker opened the door. She was small 
and had her long grey hair pulled up into a bun which 
sat right on top of her head. She wore a long black 
dress with a grey shawl over her shoulders. 

"Yes," she said sharply. "What can I do for you ?" 
" I've come to talk about buying your house," 

answered Ford. 

— $75,000 
ia Sable — 

" Well, after you've heard the price, I don't think 
you will want to buy it." 

"I think we can do business," replied Ford. "May 
I come in ? Weather's pretty hot. " 

" All right, come in, — but if you have any ideas 
in your head about getting me to lower the price; 
then I suggest you look for another house. I've set 
the price, and that is the way it will stay." 

As they walked through the hallway, Mrs. Walker 
offered Ford some cool lemonade. 

" Thank you, my dry throat could use something 
cool." 

Mrs. Walker directed him to the parlor. The curtains 
were drawn, and cool air was a welcome change. 

Shortly, she returned with the pitcher of lemonade 
and two tall glasses. She poured a gl'ass for Ford and 
he gulped it down instantly. 

"Now, about the house, Mr. Ford — Do you still 
want to buy it ? " 

" When I make up my mind to do something, I 
usually do it Mrs. Walker, and while I was driving 
through here a couple of years back, I noticed this 
house. Now I have decided to settle down, and this 
is the house I want. I will pay whatever you ask." 

Mrs. Walker sipped her lemonade. 
" I've been alone since my son Ron was killed," said 

Mrs. Walker. " Late one night I heard someone talking 
with Ron in his room. From the sound of things, Ron 
was in possession of something the other man wanted 
pretty badly. They had a few words and suddenly I 
heard a loud bang. When I got to Ron's room, the 
window was open and I heard a car drive away. Ron 
was lying on the floor in a pool of blood. He had been 
shot twice in the head." 

She stopped to take another sip of the cold lemonade. 

" After the funeral, the sheriff told me that Ron had 
won quite a large sum of money from the stranger, 
and apparently he had come back to get it. Ron had 
hidden the money somewhere in the house, and only 
the other man knew where it was." 

"I'm sorry to hear it, Mrs. Walker" mumbled Ford. 
" I offered this house for $75,000 " said Mrs. Walker, 

"because I knew that one day my son's killer would 
come back to get the money, and he would be the 
only person who would pay such a price for an old 
house that is almost falling down because he is the 
only one who knows where the money is . . . May I 
get you some more lemonade, Mr. Ford ? Your face 
is dripping sweat." 
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As a weary day lies dying, 
Twilight slips in silently 
And silently drapes a dusky shroud 
Around her shoulders. 
And yet, dying embers of the sun 
Still struggle faintly thru the pale, 
Scorning twilight's dusky shroud 
Casting on the wall. 
As our Senior year lies dying, 
Wisdom slips in silently 
And silently drapes a flowing robe 
About our shoulders. 
And yet, the memories of those years-
Still walk like phantoms thru, the hall 
And wistful Seniors hesitate — 
Casting shadows on the wall. 

Marcia White 

AN ODE TO THE DORM 
Dorm life is the best life, 
A fact not to dispute— 
Besides its many faults, 
There are many attributes! 
Disregarding the counselors, 
Who sometimes seem quite quaint, 
Shouting at us fiercely and 
Often with complaint— 
Eliminating the dayroom, 
A " common " people's Hotel 
With chairs as hard as nails, 
That don't give way too well 1 
Ostracizing the consumption 
Of stuff thats known as " food." 
It's a task for the digestion 
Without being any too rude 
Ignoring the daylight, 
That seems to last and last — 
The privacy of the barren trees, 
Which seems none too vast 1 
But one must not concern oneself 
With things that are cliche, 
For Dorm life is the best Life, 
In each and every way 1 

Debbie Poock 
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SCHOOL 

There was a time when I was five, 
And started school with glee. 
It seemed so very long a drive, 
Till school would set me free. 

From state to state and school to school, 
The time flew by with speed. 
And I was taught the golden rule, 
And all that I should heed. 

So here I am with days but few, 
Twelve years of labor gone. 
Sophomore, Junior, Senior, too ; 
My carefree days are done. 

But that's not all I have to face, 
Four more are coming soon. 
And when I'm through I'll take my place, 
To sing life's merry tune. 

Michael L. Kyle 

SCIENCE PROBLEMS 
The antheridium swims to the 

archegonium, 
This produces a fern ; 
But to pronounce the words 

is something I will never 
learn ! 

A unit of electric current is 
called " ampere," 

But with electricity I'll never 
tamper ! 

Green plants make food by 
photosynthesis. 

Can anyone make any sense out 
of this ? 

An animal that eats plants 
is herbivarious. 

Oh, from these words deliver 
us ! 

Gravity, thrust, lift, and drag; 
all keep an airplane in balance. 

Brother, to learn these things 
you " gotta " have talents ! 

I guess science is something 
from which I cannot be 
absolved. 

But I'm convinced science 
problems, I'll never solve 

Gayla Garbarini 

"EVERY SENIOR BOY AND GIRL" 
(Sung to the tune of Limbo Rock) 

Every Senior boy and girl 
All around the Lancer world 
Likes to play that flunking bit 
Even though parents throw a fit 
Cats, be cool, yes, be cool 
Forget about that boring school 
Study, study, no not us 
We will graduate at twenty plus 

Bette Talbot 

SEVEN-DAY BLUES 

Ain't ya got no paper ? 
Ain't ya got no pen ? 
Ain't ya got no envelope ? 
Ta put my letter in ? 
Has ya lost my address ? 
Lost my letter too ? 
Dontcha' know I'm wondering ? 
Why I ain't heard from you ? 
Is ya mad or somethin' ? 
Or maybe ya cain't spell ? 
Ls y a goin ta write tonight ? 
Ya is ? Gee ain't that swell! ! 

Fran Miller ' 64 ' 

DEATH IS A JAZZ MACHINE 
Death is a jazz machine. 
It goes around and around 
Without reaching an end. 
The last one to go home from 
a party at night and the 
last curve at the end of the bend. 
The hush hush of the ocean waves 
Brushing against the shore. 
Life, life, life into death 
It goes on for evermore. 
It can't be reached at the top of the skies 
But living will go on, 
When Death dies. 

Laura Hollander 
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SOUL IN BRONZE 

Arms up flung 
Sturdy stance 
Chest firm 
Small straight back 
A child at play ? 

Merely contemplating 
A s mall being 
With a smile of regret, and 
Wise young eyes 
Of beautiful expression 

Facet to suppress his knowledge 
In order to be accepted 
Lucky child ! 
If only I were he. 
A child's wisdom 
Caught in bronze for eternity. 

Serene in his unhappiness 
Face etched with grief 
Relaxed in his loneliness 
Eyes of sorrowful relief 
Clutching in his small brown head 
A life, warm and vibrant. 

A little boy, soiled and worn 
Accepts with quiet dread 
When the little bird has fled 
His soul will be dead ! 

Liz McCord 

THE CONTEST 

The storm was great and the wind was high and the 
lightening lashed hear. 

And in the midst of all this fury the1 face of death 
seemed to leer. 

A tiny vessel rolled far out to sea and seemed but 
a stick of wood amongst the waves of green 

And doomed it surely must be. 
The vessel's brave young captain fought the sub

versive storm. 
While he held tight to the sail badly torn. 
" I'll fight till I die " he shouted ! 
" The sea won't take my ship ! " 
And he fought with superhuman strength the sea 

he'd swore he'd whip ! 
But there came a sudden crash from over-head 
The mast was down, the vessel bound to make the 

sea her bed. 

When the raging and angry sea was still once more 
and the lovely green waters rolled friendly to shore 

1 here was no sign of the captain or the tiny vessel 
for they had passed through the green sea door. 

And quiet ripples seemed to say, those green sea 
ripples of the sea 

He should have known no one can whip me. 
Lynn L. Seavey 

TREES AT MY WINDOW 

The blowing of the wind, 
Rustling the trees. 

Calmly, Softly, 
The meeting of the leaves 

Against the bark— 
The waving of the grass 
The green leaves of spring— 

How I lovo to hear 
The rustle of the trees. 
The fury of the wind — 
Love like the wind, Stops and Starts, 

Moving everything in its path. 
Debbie Poock 

I DREAMED 

Long have I dreamed of you 
Standing beside my bed, 

Fluffing up the pillow 
That lay beneath my head. 

Long have I dreamed of you 
With your light-brown hair ; 

I can't believe you are really here, 
And I can't believe you care. 

Yes, dear one, long have I dreamed 
Our meeting would be like this ; 

Very few moments of ecstasy, 
Moments of magical bliss. 

Oh, my dearest, dearest love 
Our minutes together are few, 

But even this our last, short tryst 
You've made all my dreams come true ! 

Gayla Garbarini 





•Happy Vacation 
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