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PRINCIPAL’S MESSAGE

Dear Boys and Girls,

At the beginning of each venture, be it a new term, a new job
or a new hobby, one feels the exciting spark of hope. What won-
ders does the future offer?

Let us think of this new decade as an empty blackboard on
which you will do the writing. You hold the chalk and, to an ex-
tent, control the events that will be written. The 1970’s can
bring nothing to you, What you bring to the 70’s will determine
what kind of decade it will be.

Contemplation followed by complaining will not erase exist-
ing problems. Correct what dissatisfies you. Making construc-
tivity your byword will bring about the world you want to enjoy.

Have a happy, healthy summer and may 1970 be the bridge to
a decade of peace.

Sincerely,
Ralph 8. Cohen




George Orwell, author of 1984 and Animal Farm, concerned
himself with the destiny of mankind. Orwell believed that mod-
ern man is unable to cope with the demands of his history. This
is a frightening statement. Is man actually unable to cope with
the future? What disastrous upheavals will the next ten years
bring? Will war, poverty, persecution, and man’s greed prevail;
will it lead to man’s violent end?

Woodrow Wilson had called World War I “the war to end all
wars”, yet mankind witnessed World War II, the Korean War,
and now, the Vietnam crisis.

The 1960’s were a combination of viclence and progress. This
decade left us with memories of riots and dissension. It also
brought drastic changes in the arts, politics and economics.
Emotions ran rampant.

The past ten years brought us such influential and brilliant
public figures as Martin Luther King Jr., John F. Kennedy and
Robert Kennedy. These men gave us new goals to seek. Martin
Luther King Jr. strove to aholish, peacefully, the racial discrim-
ination present in our society. John F. Kennedy strove to unite
America and protect democracy. Robert Kennedy sought world
harmony; he said, “The works of our hands, matched to reason
and principle, will determine destiny.”

The new decade will determine the destiny of the students of
James J. Reynolds Junior High School. During the next crucial
years, we will prepare for higher education and our chosen accu-
pations. We will face radical and complex changes. If, each day,
one person will try to bring happiness to another, this will be a
major achievement for man. Let us sincerely hope that the
1970’s will fulfill our dreams for the future. Let us all find a pur- Photograph by Bart Lasky, 8-10
pose for living.

Howard Manis, 9-4

EDITORIAL
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All the Dreams

Iam tired, and have a headache.

I'd like to be sleeping.

What dreams my mind would make!

I would change myself to some strange animal —
Maybe a bear, or even a cannibal.

Possibly of a strange species, something immense —
A monster ten times bigger than the schoolyard fence!

I could be a vagabond — tired, poor, and old,

Or a gallant knight — brave, strong and bold;

Imight be a solemn man — earnest you see,

Who would plunge his sharp mind into clever trickery.

But dreams are dreams,
Reality is true.
Now I have homework

That I must do!
Brian Diamond, 8-SPE2

Drawings by Debbic Pincus, 9-SPE2
Lori Wallach, 9-3




The Runner

The countdown has started, the shot-gun sounds,
The runner takes off like a jet.

He strains to take an early lead,

And already’s covered with sweat.

Heruns as hard as he possibly can,
So that he doesn’t fall behind.
Already he has visions,

Of trophies in his mind.

Soon he is caught up to,

And his legs are raised real high.

His knees are tightened up like knots,
But he never stops to sigh.

Now he uses his last bit of strength,
Without a second of rest.
Then all can see how proud he ts,
When he is crowned, the best!
Gary Stein, 9-SP1
11

INMustrations by Clair Wildman, 9-SPE2
Marlene Hollick, 9-SP1

Downfall of a Ball

While having a catch one afternoon,
I heard the rumbling of a truck.
My ball rolled out into the road;
Well, that was my tough luck.
As Twatched the bounding vehicle,
It was then, somehow, I knew
My ball would never, never last
Through the air it flew.
I saw the driver of the truck,
Munching hungrily on some bread,
With toussled hair and tired eyes,
His uniform was red.
And so it came at last to pass,
The driver took no heed,
Of my happy, rolling ball.
He sped on with blinding speed.
So now, my gaily bouncing toy
Lay there on the dusty street,
No longer firm, no longer round,
But flattened like a sheet.
Sao don’t let your ball roll into the road,
Be careful, watch it over,
Or it will share the fate of mine,
And be lost to vou forever.

Gary Stein, 9-SP1
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} T'here is a man named Rickles,

| Your funny bone ke tickles;

| \He acts like a clown,
Andwon't let you down,
"Till a tear of joy trickles,

! Jay Felsenstein 9-SP3 ‘

[A‘ man from Hoboken said, “Why, | | & - (
Can.e Ligusebe iy ams iG] | Iknowa girl, Sara Susan, |
| d1e wiggled and jiggled, 2 ( Whais always constantly losin', |
| Till he chuckled and giggled, So they sent her to schodl, .
| And finally gave up w;qh a sigh. l l And they taught her the rule, i
' Howard Manis 9-4 | | But the rule sheiis always confusin'.
| | L Fancine Conin 9-SP3 i

|

9
10
7

| Wha loved to fool with bombs,

{ Phedoorbell rang,

{ Thereway e toud bang, :
tAnd thentherewas nothing but calm.

Therewere two men wha were known, |
For being the first to have flown,
People thowught them insane,
Those Wrights with their plane;
But soon afl the people were shown.
Francine Conin 9-SP3

{ There oncewas a man named Tom, }
|
{
f
|
i

g Mark Katz, 9-SP3
i .
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| There once was a Beatle named Paul,|

| The rumors about him were tall.

- They said he was dead, |

| And minus @ head, |

| But Peul isn't dead at ¢ll. 1
Susan Banvo, 9-SP3. }
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There once was ayoung girl named Winnie,
Whase figure was not very skinny.

Shetowered ker hems,
T'a cover her stems,

And made a maxt.owt of her mini.

Stisan Baneo, 9:SP3

There once was ¢ man named Gil,
As manager he gave us a thrill.

The series he won,
v Withmanyarun ‘
\ Hefulfilled his great aim with skill,

Jay Meisner, 9-SP3

e —————

| There was a mannamed Bill,

Thedoctors sad he was ill,

' Oneminule he sneezed,
| Thenext mintte he wheezed,
And soonithey were reading his will.

Jay Felsenstein, 9-SP3

Therewas ayoung man with mb'eaxd,]'
Whose parents wanted it sheared.
Themore they yelled,

| Themore he rebelled, »

| Because he enjoyed looking wierd.

i Susan Hanco, 9-SP3,

There is a man named Weaver, |
Who worked as hard as a beaver. |
He achieved first place, :
Won the pennant race, f
But lost to Knosman and Seaver,
Alan Newman, 9-SP3 ]

P

1 There once was a boy named Ted, |
| Hewasalways overly fed.

| Heatemuch that day,

| Hebleuw up they say,

| And now heis laid up in bed!

{ Jay Meisner, 9-5P3
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Photograph by Jeffrey Brooks, 9-13

JULY DAY

Photograph by Michael Smith, 9-10

It was a warm, sunny, July morning, and eight year old Jef-
frey and his parents were going to the beach. Jeffrey made a
special point of bringing his shovel, because today was the day
that he was going to dig the biggest hole ever dug on any beach.

When they reached the beach, Jeffrey ran a few yards from
the blanket and picked the spot where he would start digging.
He started eagerly.

““Boy, is this hole going to be big!” he said.

His father sat down in the warm sun with the weekend paper
and his mother turned on the radio, then lay down to get a tan.

It was almost time for lunch. Jeffrey's mother got up and
fixed the sandwiches, After the lunch was made she went to tell
her husband to come to the blanket. As she walked away, the
radio announcer reported, “Heavy storms and high waves near
the shore this evening.” Jeff’s mother didn’t hear this warning,
and when she and her husband returned to the blanket, the ra-
dio was blasting with rock music. She shut it off and called her
son.

“Not now, ma, I'm still digging.”

The afterncon passed with Jeffrey still digging away. Once,
during the day, his father asked him if he wanted to read his
favorite section in the funnies. Normally, Jeffrey would have
said yes, but today he said no thanks; he would rather dig.

Two hours later, Jeffrey’s mother came to see the hole and to
tell Jeff that it was time to go.

“Aw ma,” begged Jeff, “‘can I please stay to finish? It won’t
be much longer.” Jeffrey had already dug a hole ten feet wide
and eleven feet deep.

Since it was only one block back to the house, his mother
agreed, but told him that he should be home as soon as he was
finished. Jeff thanked his mother and she left.

It was close to 7:00 and Jeffrey was just about done. The sky
overhead had turned an eerie gray, but Jeffrey was so engrossed
with his project that he didn’t notice.

“Just this one last shovelful and I'll be finished.” He struck
the sand. All of a sudden, a huge wave, with a great crash and
roar, swept over the hole. It filled with water immediately and
Jeffrey’s small hody was waterlogged and carried out to sea.

You know, after the sand had leveled off, you couldn’t tell
that there had been a hole there at all.

Caroline Gervasi, 7-SP2

—— A i e e ea




& v
w ¥ o W ’
™ > v ¢ “ &
.‘ Why . 9 4
» Li¥le children living in fear, g >
Of the guns and shells you hear. 0
The bombs you see burst all around, : ' :
Save yourselues — don't make a sound, ‘ .
¢ Little children you make me cry, “ {
How many more of you must die? @ ' 9
» - ‘ All this fighting has to cease, .
. : o little children can live in peace. . ‘
» G Little children have ta die, 0 / O e f & @ w
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THE TELL-TALE CLOCK

Insane! — on the contrary. Though I do ex-
hibit various odd traits, I crave knowledge and
function properly. In reality, I like school; there
was no hatred of subjects or teachers. [ am not
mad. But, there was a clock! Yes, it was the
clock. Tt vexed me, the clock which had an
opague appearance. The minute hand was bro-
ken and it thumped constantly.

This was the clock that observed me take
numerous tests; it usually laughed in mockery.
The sound was unbearable. I decided to rid
myself of the agony and destroy the clock. I am
not a madman, for a mad individual would not
approach the deed as cunningly as I did.

& Ieudex! Tt's the clock. I couldn’t

Every afternoon, at approxu'mtelv fol!!‘thu-
ty, I would ride my bicycle in from/of : schqql\
)

I would shine the light in the window and cons)
centrate on the precise area in ﬂM&‘hth

act was repeated. for several d
mgl't just as the jamtor was ig

proached the wooden monsfer
venge and destroyed its comple”

camouflaged my deed. 6;;! W caut
How could I know t Mi&t bty

1%

where thé clock bas qa destmyqd ‘nty inter-
rogated me,. 3eawcbed, e, md'houhded me. 1
remained calm. The/f rmoipé! and lﬁﬂl.“{tbﬁ de-
nounced the destmc__ 61 ﬁchool,_ .opett,‘y All
were impossiblel Af er §..‘penod of ,hmq* they
were convmqea mnocence.,lhe oor,
mlsgmdgd, ,gx&tﬂ) ffools! Suddenfh ears
were, a{aﬂned by ‘the piercing soun&,()ﬁg. f%lhar
tl;un*p It,‘gtew louder and loudéi‘ 3 beg n to

, (*galk :ap.aly in order to rid myself&xf/'ny uneam-
"\ ess. The’ thumping did not cease'il}.oudq‘p nd

¥ b? Iétb’?a a any

T, They laughed at my agony, ‘fAhimaJs"' I 5
N ¢ T

K e
the planks Stop the torturous thﬁmp ‘of the

agonizing clock.”
Howard Manis, 9-4
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Nustrations by: Jill Miller, 8-4
Eugene Leiner, 9-SPEI



THE BADGERY OF JULIUS CAESAR

When Rome was coming into power, there was a Julius Cae-
sar. When he was coming back from a vacation in Crete, the fair
people of Rome wei'gigéi‘.«fing ready to greet their illustrious lead-
er. Flavors and Mo b&,&es, two tribunes (the equivalent of the
city dog catcher) di jrat like Caesar and did not like to see the
people ce!ebrat{ng his grn’ual. They walked the stony streets of
Rome to break up the crowd of people, which consisted of Cae-
sar’s fans, including Alexe H,%Qﬁ who wanted his opinion of his
new coffee. Flavors tc?rtecp %ggl:%g at some of the people in the

' ~

crowd, Vs

v

\ o \%
FLAVORS: You thete, ﬁrit}l\t}\i_e‘égrn toga, who are you?
COMMONER: Well}‘if u‘#nus_fftiéw I'm a blender,
MOLASSES: A hlendger?&_..‘ v %

’ by
COMMONER: Yes, I|plend holes with a'dye so that they won’t
be not cqg\;.'on a persof\’s body. I'm a blender of
bad mo,lgs'. / | ’ \ .
FLAVORS (angry): Well, ge Ebacg( home. That goes for all of
you!!! Caesar dogsn’t desérve'this celebration, You
there, with ftlje red cape 3nd th et, where do you

thinkyou'rdgeing? | | /|

GIRL: I'm going to grax{dn}a housge. , ["\"/”‘}\

MOLASSES: You're ixft e Wrong stoty kidl/ |

With these immoréal)v ds, f’he prowds separate. Several
hours later, Caesar rétu to watchia race in which his dear
friend, Malarky Antonys| is parti#ipat ng.

CAESAR (turning t(jw rds his wife):\Capricornia, go stand in
the path of | n!;}mus 80 that he may touch you and
cure you ¢f your'tantruins. |

CAPRICORNIA: Ard you crazy? You know what a clod that

;fAntg‘nus is. He’s bound to smash into me!
Minutes later thﬁ,{gbf"b&é’ginf,‘g.f eanwhile, not far from the

§

tracks, Kayo KasHas, ;é’;ﬁoblpm'g‘p;""is telling Engelbert Brutus,
another nobleman‘dnd frien *;ﬁ’f‘Caesar, of his plan to get rid of
Caesar so that they can obtain power. Brutus, being gullible,

agrees to help Kashas, and the two conspirators go to round up
19

Hiustration by Michael Smith, 910

S

followers.

A half hour! as’ses,und the race is over. Malarky Antonus,
badly beat}}g a‘;td‘ bfh{;"bd, stumbles to Caesar's side. On the
way to Caesar'g pilace'they pass Kashas and Brutus.

CAESAR:"L,OO“:O‘%} there at Kashas; he has a lean and hungry

look. X
ANTONUS: Yes, he %b}gﬂenﬁ%k.

Many nights later, Capri¢otnia screams in her sleep. Caesar,
awakened by her scg\ganisﬁ ! rjzf’s at his wife. :
CAPRICORNIA (e:?‘gitégily): Julius, I just dreamt that I saw

you'going-to'ithe council meeting tomorrow.
You Were stab‘ged and your friends bathed in
your higod. i
CAESAR: You have t e»é&nosd:' d Fgusting dreams in the world.
.-...'.‘;i..,":xgorget it a{?séo back to sleep.

The nei\'tézi‘go'fhi_{xg,. apritornid pleads with Caesar not to go
out but, beinﬂj}ét;{b\ﬁo; “he paysino attention to her. At 12:45 he
leaves for the counetl gle is stopped in the street by Fruit of the
Loomus.

£ 4
LOOMUS: Ch most honetahis"

aesar, I have heard Kayo Ka-

shas and EngelbertB#utus conspiring to kill you!'
CAESAR: Engelber Bfu?h .\igsi-t\lGELBERT BRUTUS! I
don't be /'bﬁg‘.it,; J}q{rp w&;; than my wife.
Later, in the codncil byilding O ls\‘gr calls the meeting to

order, Suddenly the mgmbers osz:;éj gtpon him with their
knives. Last to sfab Cagsar Is Brutus.

A E u, Enéglber‘L?J

N b S

BRUTUS: Wﬁnq ,19 s that me"a;n? 3;;‘,(‘ \ﬁ.
CAESAR (ﬁ@z 2): You too, Engelbert?\.
BRU'I‘i‘JSL:.:;,e /me too. Now I'll be in power.
Caesg_r :113 . The news of his death spreads, and all Rome is
happy. Br\;gatjts 1s given Caesar's palace, not because they loved
Caesar less, but because they loved Rome more.

Igor Stiler, 9-SP3
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E The old woman was sitting on the bench, tears falling endless-
‘ . iy down her withered cheeks. I walked silently past her and
BRIGHTON B CH heard muffled sobs. I couldn’t stand it, turned around, and
quickly ran to her.
I'spoke softly, “'FPlease don’t cry.”
She turned her wet face upward. “Nobody cares . .. go child,
you wouldn't want any of your pretty friends to see you with an
oldlady who looks like me.”
I finally exclaimed through my amazement, “Someone does (
care; [ care; God cares, Please don'tiery.” /
Neither of us spoke, for words were not needed. Between us, '
reflected in our eyes, an understanding was established.
Then the silence was shattered. A young woman harshly
shouted, "Ma, get in here will ya, The dishes ain't done; the
wash win't finished. Will yva burry it up? You sure ain’t going to
get much work done sitting there.” |
“I'm coming,” sighed the old woman, ’
1 watched her struggle to her feet and begin to shuffle off to- |
ward her impatient daughter, “Good bye,” I called. . |
She stopped, turned, and gave a final wave of her hand.
“Come on. You know I've got a date tonight. The house hasito , S |
) bﬁlclmeldf‘ ‘ "m tﬂmﬂk o ! ';f!" . . -,lr<, R - ...n.._’ 31 Roie -_'"r" Wiy o {
o Iturnedandfled, ""‘;""\H':’- ST i :é u?ﬁffﬁf» 3 ey "')
; Carol Street, 9-8

The dam which holds back eruelty
is broken, : .

Andithe streanyin which Inow swim
Overfiows:

I'try ret to drown in the
_civilization.

giissa Wolfe, 9-9
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SCHOOL BLUES

1

How do vou like to spill down
the stairs,

Daown with your books, once
new?

Oh, Ido think it the shocking
most thing,

Ever a student can do.

Uninthe air and over my feet,
Tl Pm inline with the floor.
Everyone steps right aver ms,
Oh, my bedy’s so sore!

Then Ilook down on the next
flight or two,

Upon the steps that follow,

When up in theair I go flying
and true,

My stomach most surely feels
hailow!

Andrea Lynn
Schwartz, 9-SPE2

3

Faoreign languages vex me,
leed me, beat me, hex me,
Hang me, dang me, trick me,
Inwhole, they all defeat me.

French, Italian, Spanish,

Drench me, clench me, vanish.

German, Greek and Yiddish,
Sound (ike backward British.

Polish, Chinese, Yugoslavian,
Resemble ancient Hungarian.
Russian turns me furious,
Swedish vellow makes me
CUTIOUS,
Andrea Lynn
Schwartz, 9-SPE?2

Oh math,
I do feel such wrath
At vou.

Decimal points fly;

Fractions leer and spy.

Twant to cry,™

“Ohme!”

Coin problems come-a-
creeping,

Even when I'm sleeping

Oh math,
I do feel such wrath
At yvou!

4

Orthoclase feldspar, gypsum
and calcite,

Sodium chloride is actually
halite.

Tgle is number one and
 diamond’s labeled ten,
Therefore apatite is five and

quartz is seven.

Arteries, veins and ventricles
galore;

ﬁzaricles {ead to the heart,

Y which thrives on keeping

score,

Protoplasm, cytoplasm both
surround the brain,

Amoebas, parameciums start
fission once again.

Atoms, shells, formulas and
nuclear formations,
CO, and HClare chemical
“ equations.
Incaseyou like to caok, here's
fair warning to you!

Never add AS to anvone's beef

Stelb’."
Andrea Lynn
Schwartz, 3-SPE2

Andrea Lynn Schwartz,

9-SPE2

Mlustrations by Marlene Hollick, 8-SP1

Andrea Lynn Schwartz, 8-SPE2
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INTERVIEW

One of the most popular television
shows of teenagers today is DARK
SHADOWS. This super-scary soap-
apera, filled with vampires, werewolves,
and other creatures from beyond, ex-
cites the nervous system every weekday
at four o’clock in the afternoon, DARK
SHADOWS features fourteen-year old
David Henesy, portraying David Col-
lins, a boy haunted by the supernatural.
David gladly consented to be inter-
viewed for THE BEACON.

Q. How do you manage school and television acting?

. I go to Professional Children’s School on West 60th Street.
They send me correspondence sheets with all of the work for
a week or two. I have to get the work into school by a certain
time. Sométimes I do my homework in the studio.

What advice would you give to someone who is about to en-

ter show business?
Be wary of some people who aren’t so nice. Don’t get upset if
you lose at an audition.

. What type of music do you enjoy most?

. 1 like folk music and medium rock. I listen to the Beatles,
the Stones, and some other groups.

. Is it true that there is going to be a DARK SHADOWS full-
length film?

. Yes. The script has been written but it has not been filmed
yet.

Q. What other professional appearances have you made?

. I did “Oliver” at the Mineola Theatre and also a few
commercials.

I thanked David for spending some time with me. I am sure
the students of James J. Reynolds Junior High School join
mein wishing David Henesy much success.

Francine Canin, 9-SP3




The Ballad of Bartholomew Mc¢Hoozit

The temperature was twelve below,
On that very frosty day.

The wind did how!; the wind did blow,
It blew the snow away.

Bartholomew McHoozit

Was this brave kid's given name.
Whether win it, whether lose it,
It's how you play the game.

The contest was at three-fifteen,
This contest it would show,

The greatest one on trampoline
This side of Ohio.

For years José was champion
Nobody dared compete.

But now Bartholomew had come,
To take the winner’s seat.

José mounted his trampoline,
Bartholomew did the same.
The time, exactly three-fifteen
"Twas time to start the game.

José began with somersaults,

His heart was all afire.

He knew he'd surely win this game,
Because he'd never tire.

José had scored ten thousand points,
A perfect score, no faults.
Bartholomew looked straight at him,
Then began his somersaults.

He did them with finesse and grace,
The judges all did smile.

A grin came from his shining face,
Then up he jumped, a mile.

~~
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In spring the birds do sing and fly,

The clouds are all around,

And Joséreigns as champ supreme . . .

For Bartholometw never came down!
Igor Stiler, 9-SP3

Painting by Carl Mann, 9-SP2
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I had just finished my homework when the voice of a man call-
ing, “Come on down" brought me closer to the television set.
The advertisement was about a flight to Florida. Since the tele-
vision set is the greatest hypnotist of all, I found myself listen-
ing even more intently to the next commercial which begged me
to take a trip to Europe. The words of the announcer beat like a
drum in my ears. “Fly now, pay later!” I made up my mind then
and there, that was for me!

I telephoned the airlines, and was given choice reservations
for a tour of Europe in three days, leaving Kennedy Airport on
Monday morning at 9:47 A.M. Telling my mother that I was on
school-crossing duty, I left the house at 7:30, hid my books in
the dog house, and took a taxi to the airport. The reservations
clerk, told that I was picking up the ticket for my father, offered
no resistance. The luggage was checked, and I boarded the
plane.

I was beginning to get nervous as the plane revved up its en-
gines, taxied about the airfield, and with a swoosh, was air-
borne. Looking out the window and feeling a little nauseous, I
thought about my parents; I could see them crying when they
were informed about the plane crash. These morbid thoughts
disappeared when the stewardess brought our lunch. I had the
works — steak, potatoes, ice cream and soda. With my stomach
full, and the plane running smoothly, I was able to look out at
the sky and imagine that I was an astronaut on his first orbit

EUROPE OR BUST

around the earth. My fantasies were suddenly interrupted with
the Captain’s announcement, “Please fasten your seat belts.
We are going to land in fifteen minutes at London airport™.

The plane landed safely, and our tour guide met us in the air-
port. We boarded the bus which was to take us sight-seeing. At
Buckingham Palace, we saw the changing of the guard; it re-
minded me of the March of the Wooden Soldiers. Back onto the

bus. Inside the Tower of London, the display of the crown jewels
fascinated me. Back onto the bus. In Westminster Abbey, we
saw the impressive tombs. It became clear to me that they were
going to show us everything they had promised in these three
short days. Exhausted, we went to our hotel, had dinner, and
then saw the show at the London Palladium, I had no trouble
sleeping that night.

I awoke the next mornfng feeling wonderful, The tour guide
greeted us and arranged for our breakfast, after which we board-
ed the boat to France. A little seasick from the voyage, thrilled
by the sight of the Eiffe]l Tower and the Arch de Triomphe, 1
went to our French hotel only to find the clerk paging me. It was
a telephone call from my parents who, by this time, had called
the police, and after a thorough search,learned that I had taken
the tour. Though we spoke on a Trans-Atlantic phone,my father
had no difficulty making his voice carry, “You miserable . | :
wait until I get you home!” Finally, my mother took over, and
through her tears advised me that I'd be permitted to complete
the tour, but I would have to pay father back out of my allow-
ance. I knew it would take a lifetime.

After France, we went to Italy and when I learned we were
going to the Vatican, I arranged for an audience with the
Pope. I told the Pope about my adventure, and he assured me he
would say a little prayer so that things would be all right when I
arrived home. The tour was soon over and the dreaded return
flight came.

The newspapers had picked up my story as a human interest
feature, and the airport in New York was full of reporters, po-
lice, school officials and a crowd of sight-seers. Standing out like
giants, among all these people, were my mother and father. The
doors of the plane opened. I walked down the steps and found
ray father’s arms around me. “Son,” he said, “you are a chip off
the old block. When I was your age I wanted to do the same
thing.” As my parents held me tight, I said a silent “Thank
you,” to the Pope.

Joseph Landolfi, 9-3




ACT ONE

Two fish swimming back and forth in a rather small, rathet

FISH-TALE dimiy-lit tank.

Bubbles come from the mouths of the fish as they con

< guy got sucked into the air tube. Well, after I was hit
and going up for the third time, the sucking fish came
A over and almost licked me to death.

/HERMAN: That reminds me of the time the air pump burst
4 sumafter he tried to fix it and we were almost

~~ asphyxiated.

G: (flipping up some sand with h
better than he is. Almost
time he put the thermogt

--u"" fin}: His son is no
of us were killed that
the heater up to 109

ing, bag in hand. 5
IRVING: (52 ing under the castle in the corner of the tank):
; -« . We spoke to soon. You'll never guess what he
Just bought for the tank.
HERMAN: What?
IRVING: (burying his head in the sand): A pair of cute baby
piranhas!!!
Bladkout
Jay Meisner, 9-SP3
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Photograph by Jeffrey Brooks, 9-13






L]

1. Clair Wildman 7. Amy Siegel

2, Kevin Stempel 8. Jill Miller

3. Jerry Nicholson 9. Marilyn Rubenstein

4. Larry Braverman 10. Kevin Stempel

5. Adricnne Katz 11. Bart Lasky

6. Mark Bayarsky 12. Melissa Wolf 1







