
















































































HUMOR 
A boy caused much dissension, 
Because he paid no attention; 
When the teacher got wise 
She looked in his eyes, 
And said," Y Oll go to detention." 

-Frances Abrams 

Confucius was a jolly bloke 
Many people have heard his joke, 
And now every day 
We hear "Confucius say" 
Until this man, we could choke. 

-Eleanor Birkner 

Thought the nationally known F.D. 
Entitled to a third term was he; 
When he spoke to the crowd . 
They muttered aloud 
For the crowd was all G.O.P. 

- Franklin Young 

There was a young boy named Ben 
Who always forgot pencil 'n' pen. 

And when he got older 
His boss was a scolder 

And fired forgetful old Ben. 
-Phyllis Watson 

Young Bobby Burn was always tardy 
And thought he was such a smarty. 

Mr. Zimmerman came, 
Then he wasn't the same 

For the scolding was very hearty! 
--Carl Van Hewit 

:Mr. Williams, whom everyone likes 
Rides to school on his bike, 

He pedals here, 
He pedals there, 

And takes the boys on bicycle hikes. 
-Clayton De Marr 

There is a teacher who rooks, 
She takes all the new funny books; 

And once in her drawer 
You'll see them no more; 

Alas! how sad are our looks. 
- Betty J 0 Price 

There once was a drum majorette 
Who was every teacher's pet; 
She wore such smart clothes 
And powdered her nose 
But in truth, she was really "all set". 

-Shirley De Mamie! 

Our history teacher, Miss Glover, 
Is a candid camera lover. 
An inveterate shooter-
If you see her scoot or 
She '11 snap you before you find cover. 

-Pootoy Moon 

There once was a boy. named Drew, 
His weakness was gum to chew. 

It soon hurt his side 
And his stomach beside. 

No more gum chewing will he do 
- Wiley Manuel 

At school we like Victor Schott 
Because he laughs such a lot. 

A t home he blows a horn 
While the neighbors mourn 

Because they live near "Vic" Schott. 
-Jack Mercurio 

Our sax· playing Prex Colombatto­
"Do everything well" is his motto, 

When someone asked "Why 
Don't you steal, cheat or lie?" 

He says, "Cause my rna taught me 
not to." -Paul Johannes 



POETRY 
OUR LIVES 

Our life is a path 
Which we must follow; 
It's sometimes hill 
And sometimes hollow. 
As years go by 
And we grow old, 
Our paths of life 
To us unfold. -Rose Riggio 

THE POppy AND LUPIN 
ON THE HILL . 

I have seen a poppy 
On a Berkeley hill, 
A golden poppy, sedate and still; 
And by its side 
Is the lupin tall with pride. 
And their colors blend on the hill, 
On the hill. -Barbara Jones 

TREASURE ISLE 

I like to see the twinkling stars 
That gleam from o'er the Fair, 

I . like to mix in the noisy crowd 
Each time that I am there. 

The magic city on Treasure Isle 
Is there for all to see, 

If I could choose any place to go 
It is there I'd love to be. 

- Margaret Spillner 

HA VE YOU EVER 

Have you ever heard a whisper 
Through the trees, in the breeze, 

A soft and whistling sound 
Through the trees, 

When leaves are falling to the ground 
And blowing all around 

When you hear the soft wind 
Whistling through the trees. 

-Patsy Bottone 

A MOUNTAIN IN THE SNOW 

Have you ever seen a mountain 
In the snow, in the snow, 
With its high and snowy peaks 
And its shining snow and sleet? 
At the top lie gleaming sheets 
In the snow, in the snow. 

-Lambio Ahlas 

THE PINE TREE 

Tall and firm the pine tree stands, 
Pricky needles for his hands. 
Often on dark gloomy days, 
His tall firm body 8wings and sways. 

Birds that may be passing by, 
Seem to fly up toward the sky. 
The~ see his body firm and strong, 
And rest there when the da ys are long. 

- Doris Danska 

RAIN 

The theatening clouds hung over 
JL the horizon. A brooding darkness 
gathered. A farmer beat his stubborn 
mule that, wise in its dumb way, 
sensed rain and balked by the way­
Ride. A mother hen clucked anxiously 
at her chicks. Then the storm broke! 
Thunder roared, lightning flashed its 
silent message across the sky I The 
wind beat wrathfully at the tree as 
they bent and swayed under its im· 
pact. The heavens opened and the 
rain poured through. Time passed and 
then a tiny beam of golden light fil­
tered through the clouds. A huge 
bow, God's token of love, filled the 
sky. The air smelled sweet and pure. 
Birds sang, flowers lifted their heads. 
The storm had passed and Old Moth, 
er Nature smiled to see all was well. 

-Virginia Schiveley 
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