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PRESIDENT JOHN F. KENNEDY ENTERTAINING FOREIGN STUDENTS
IN THE ROSE GARDEN

DEDICATION
We u1ish to dedicate this 1964 issue of the BROADCASTER to 0111· assassinated Preside111,
john Fil::gerald Kenned;, U'hose humanity, learning, eloquence, wit, and grace will remain
with us for all the ;ears of our lives. Requiescat in pace!

November 22, 1963
It started as a pleasant, sunny day in
late November - the day that grieved the
world. We \Vere trying to catch a glimpse
of the wall clock for this was the last
penod on Friday. Suddenly there was a
signal indicating a message over the intercom.
"Attention, please; attention please," said
Mr. Mooney's quiet voice. "Our President
John F. Kennedy and Governor John ).
Connolly of Texas have been shot while
riding in a motorcade in D allas. They are
being transported to a hospital. Specialists
have been alerted and are on their way to
the hospital. The office will keep you informed of future reports."
lnspite of Mr. Mooney's calm, encouraging voice, surprise and concern edged with
horror regi tered on some sensitive faces,
while utter disbelief showed in others,
Valiantly the teacher attempted to continue
the lesson, but interest was now with the
President in an unfamiliar Dallas hospital.
All too soon another announcement came
O\ er
the intercom and our principal's
,·oice was no longer reassuring. "Our beloved President John Fitzgerald Kennedy
is dead. He died of gunshot wounds in
Dallas. Mrs. Kennedy was with him at the
ti me of the shooting. \X' e shall dismiss on
the next bell, l::L t first a silent prayer in
his memory would be fitting."
There was no happy chatter in the halls
during that filing. Unashamed tears rolled
down smooth. young cheeks; stunned disbelief glazed clear, young eyes . November
22, 1961 would never be forgotten by any
of them.
Patricia Donate, 9

Four Days
I walked slowlr home after that bleak
announcement, a if in a daze . It must be a
mistake! The President we knew so well
with his wit, charm somehow couldn't be
dead. When I reached home, my mother,
di believing a I \Vas, had just turned on
the television . In minutes we knew that
the en eles tragedy had really happc>ned .
Sitting there we wat hed every move
that took pla e from the Dallas hospital
to the President's plane at the airport.

3

There Lyndon B. Johnson in the cabin of
the Presidential plane became the President
of the United States. Jacqueline Kennedy
in her pink dress stained crimson with her
husband's blood stood as a witness to the
swearing in of L. B. J. \X'hen the plane
arrived at Washington, Mrs. Kennedy insisted on staying with her dead husband
in the Na\'}' ambulance to the Walter Reed
Hospital where she remained all night
making arrangements for the funeral. In the
dim, misty hours just before dawn the late
President's body was returned to its former home, the White House.
On the second day the heavens seemed
to sense the world's grief, for a cold, wet
rain soaked the streets of Washington. In
the silent East Room, guarded by service
men lay the flag-draped casket of the late
President. In an unending line came dignitaries to pay their respects .
The third day was clear and cold. and
it was time for the short ride up Pennsylvania Avenue to the Capitol. Carefullr
with their precious burden the Honor
Guard placed his body on the caisson drawn
by six white horses . Miles of people, just
like you and me, stole a painful glance
at his flag-draped coffin. After it had been
lowly carried up the many steps of the
Capitol, the coffin was placed on the same
catafalque that bore Lincoln's body. Hour
by hour through day and night the long,
long line of mourners waited for a chance
to pay their respects.
The fourth day was the hardest to bear.
for on th1s day the kings and pnnce of
governments all OYer the \\'orld formed a
sorrov. ing procession to follow on foot the
President's body to Saint Matthew' Cathedral v. here the Funeral Mass was ung by
Cardinal Cu bing, a dear friend of the
Kennedy family.
Directly after the church sen·ices the
ix Tuhite horse drew the body of their lat
commander-in-chief to Ari ington C met n·.
The w ii of the piper . the roar of the
presid ntial jets, the t ·entv-one gun Jut .
and the mournful ob o( tap ended the
heutbreaking eremony. Through all thi .
Mr . Kenned · with magnifitent r tr in
wa<; th embodiment of grief. Aft r he
and the Pr ident' two brother lit the
Eternal Fl.1me, ' ·e f It th t umeh0w th
ideal of this reat humanitarian Pre ident
mu t ntinue to Ii e.
Geraldine Fortier, 9

A Little Child Shall Lead Them

Our Book Plate

Little Caroline trying so hard to be the
little lady her mother expected her to be,
stepped bravely up to the flag-draped casket
tightly holding her mother's hand. When
the heart-broken mother reverently kissed
the American flag that covered the casket
of her beloved husband, Caroline in her
simple, direct way tried to raise the flag to
kiss the casket itself as if this would take
her closer to her beloved daddy.
When John-John stood with his mother
and sister on the cathedral steps, he
watched the six white horses, the pipers,
and the soldiers he loved so well. But when
he heard the marine sound the soft,
mournful notes of Taps, his baby hand
snapped at salute. As the notes died away,
his little hand grasped his mother's as she
stepped gallantly forward, leading a child
on either hand. Or were the little children
giving her the strength she so needed to
sustain her through the tragic ceremony
ahead?
Philip Rogers, 9

On the cover appears the design of the
book plate for our West Junior Library.
Someday when you are standing in front
of the school on Bemis Street, look up at
the facade over the main door of the building. You will see a granite block encased in
the brickwork at the highest point of the
building. If you examine this block of
granite, you will see carved in it an open
book, a lighted torch, and a laurel wreath.
These symbolize the learning process and
its results. The open book represents the
great ideas and the learning of the past
and present; the torch represents our vivid
desire to acquire this knowledge and to
put it to work for the good of ourselves
and others ; the laurel wreath, an ancient
symbol of success, represents the attainment of the skills of learning.
On the face of the book plate is our
Latin motto: Legere Est Disct1re, To Read is
to Learn. The idea of the motto was suggested by Mrs. Horrigan, while Mrs. Perkins
supplied the appropriate Latin Yerbs.
Our book plate has a meaningful tradition behind it, as the design has been
part of our main building from the time
it was first constructed . On a line at the
bottom is a space for the name of the donor
of any book to our \X' est Junior library.
V.11. H

Memories of JFK
I liked to watch his happy smiles
When he spoke of walking fifty miles;
As he laughed, his eyes would twinkle,
And around the edges they would wrinkle.
I liked to watch the light in his eyes
When Jackie would stand there by his side;
And he used to hold little Caroline tight
When he returned from an overseas flight.
He used to play games with small John-John,
Who paced the Pipers before they'd be gone,
And stood so straight when taps were heard
And th en saluted without a word.
I mourn for all that wit and grace,
That elegance death cannot efface,
And as she lights the Eternal Flame
May his eager spirit guide our aims .
Jean LaPietro, 9

Edwin

Worthy Teach er
Through her many years of loyal sen·ice
no public recognition has passed her way.
She, the most worthy of all teacht'rS has
taught in the same corner room with
its air of brightness. for many years before,
and more to come. She entered the teaching profession for several reasons: she
likes children, her mother and aunts were
teachers, there was a teachers college 10 her
home town; but most of all , she u ·anted
to teach. She has had many happy years of
teaching, and likes the spirit of the facultv
and its loyal students.
Have you guessed by now who this
worthy teacher is? Well. if you ha,·en't
you should have it is Miss Morse of
201!
Nancy Cavallaro, 9

H. Ward Memorial
Fund

The Edwin H. Ward Memorial Fund
under the leadership of its able committee
consisting of Miss Helen Palm, Miss Helen
Lyons, and Mr. Frank Peros, has received
donations from teachers, former pupils, and
friends of the late Coach Ward. The fund
is to be used each year for books for the
West Junior Library to be purchased in
memory of our well loved coach and teacher.
The West Junior Library book plate inscribed with his name will be placed io
each book as a lasting memorial.

Lecture
Miss Helen Palm, our much traveled
math teacher, was hostess and lecturer at a
showing in Milford of her pictures take?
last summer in Japan. Hong Kong and Thailand. After the lecture, delectable refreshments topped off a delightful evening.
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MISS MILDRED MORSE -

"THE TEACHER OF THE YEAR"

We have her for English. Grammar has
never been boring nor hard to understand.
Without Miss Morse to show us the depth
of meaning behind Longfellow's words,
Evangeline would have seemed stiff and
wooden instead of the beautiful love story
it is.
She has a sense of humor that comes
in handy when, if I were in her place,
I would be impatient and cross. She is
unique, a one-in-a-million type of person
whom I'm glad to know. If it wasn't for
her and all she has taught me, I ould
never be writing this today.
Ronna Johnson, 7

From The Faculty
Personifying the tranquil beauty of her
native Cape Cod, Miss Mildred Morse reflects the gentleness of its landscape in the
serenity of her manner, the challenge of
its sea in her indomitable spirit, and the
magnetism of its locale in her charming attitude. Typically New England with an
appreciation of the best of the past, but
aware of the promise of the future, Miss
Morse represents the present with dignity
and vitality.
We salute Miss Morse for her dedication
and inspiration, nd proudly acclaim her
our New Teacher of the Year!
Helen Anne Lyons

A Student Tribute
She's Unique

I think that Miss Morse should be
ch,osen ''Teacher of the Year" because she
is so warm-hearted and understanding. In
teaching English and history she e.·plains
and interprets all the difficult ideas that
we must know. Whenever a student fails
to understand, Miss Morse makes every
effort to help him, even if it takes a long,
Jong time. Sometimes she has to confer
with parents to ask their cooperation in
shaping boys and girls into better student .
Miss Morse represents the highe t qualities a teacher can po sess, and we are very
lucky to be her pupil . \X' e all salute "Our
Teach er of the Year" for her in pi red teaching, not only m English and History. but
al o in charatter tramm . E ery pupil
whoever had Miss Morse a a tea her i
a better per on for ha' iog been under her
guidance
Anthony Donato, 7

What is she like? Will she be stern or
friendly? Those were some of the questions that ran through my mind that first
day at the West. I was a bewildered seventh
grader in the largest school I had ever attended. When I met my homeroom teacher,
Miss Morse, I knew that my year would be
endurable.
She knows what makes us tick - what
we like and dislike, and most of all how
we felt that first day of school. We were
all confused and strange to each other.
She fixed that quickly. To get us into
the swing of the classroom living she assigned lockers and gave us instructions on
how to open them. Quite a confusing procedure! She told us who our teachers would
be for the various subjects and gave us
explicit directions on how to get to their
rooms.
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MISS COLLINS WITH SUSAN LENHARDT HOLDING DOLL MADE FOR JUNIOR RED CROSS

dren of the world? Yes? Well, here are
the directions.
First, pour the slip, liquid glass, into two
molds, one mold for the arms and legs,
the other for the head. Next, empty the
slip from the molds in ten minutes; otherwise, the figures would become solid. Theo
in thirty minutes remove the figures from
the molds and let them dry over night.
The next day smooth off the figures (now
called greenware) with very fine sandpaper
and a damp sponge to make sure that all
ridges from the split molds have disappeared. Now paint the head making
the features attractive, and the shoes on the
legs . Then let them dry and give them
a second coat of paint which must be -set
for twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Next
put on a coat of blue glaze, which turns
white when dry. A second coat is applied
as soon as the first coat is dry.
Then arms, legs, and head are now
ready for the kiln to be fired for a couple
of hours.
Make the body from unbleached muslin.
stuffed with discarded nylons. Glue legs
and arms to the body, sew head and
body together.
Using proper size pattern, cut out dress
material. First make skirt, then the waist
and sew together. Add lace, if you wish.
Then make a slip and panties. Trim
both with lace. Add any accessories you
wish to go with the dress.
I found it great fun making the doll
and most rewarding to know I ha'e brought
much happiness to some needy child.
Why don't you try it sometime?
Susan Lenhardt, 7

Junior Red Cross
Under the delightful and enthusiastic
direction of Miss Margaret Collins, the
students of the West Junior have made
many favors for the patients of the nearby
hospitals.
All of the important holidays are made
happier and brighter for the patients by the
many favors the students made. They made
favors for Hallowe'en, Christmas, Valentine's Day, Thanksgiving and New Year's.
Also 25 Junior Red Cross boxes were
filled by the homerooms of the seventh,
eighth and ninth grades for distribution
overseas.
Aga in, as in the past, the West Junior
has received many citations for its cooperation and participation of its students .
The students of the West Junior give
special tribute to Miss Collins for her
wonderful and energetic work in helping
the Junior Red Cross.
Susan Collins

A Doll Project for the
Junior Red Cross
Every little girl, sick or well, white or
colored, loves to cuddle a doll, for it
summons up all the love and devotion that
all mothers have for their children. Many
members of the Junior Red Cross dress
dolls for the victims of floods, wars, earthquakes and other disasters.
Would you like to dress dolls that you
have made yourself for the unfortunate chi!6

MISS KATHLEEN MADIGAN

MISS MARY MORIARTY

merous Interpretation, Serious Interpretation and others.
Many towns beside Watertown, were represented in this occasion, such as Shrewsbury, Waltham, Newton and other nearby
places. Watertown placed very high in the
final standings with nine persons who will
represent Watertown in the State Finals .
Altogether it was a lot of fun for the
students despite the tough competition,
and the festival gave all who participated
in it a good experience.
Eric Schultz, 9

Wedding Bells
This year we have two teachers, who are
engaged to be married.
On July 11, Miss Mary B. Moriarty, a
graduate of Emmanuel College of Boston
will be married in East Hampton to Mr.
Bradley Moynahan, a graduate of Lowell
Institute of Technology, now doing graduate work at Boston University.
Miss Kathleen Madigan, a graduate of
Emmanuel College of Boston will be
married to Mr. James E. Murphy. One of
our faculty math teachers of Room 109, a
graduate of Boston College. Mr. Murphy
received his Masters Degree from the State
College of Boston The date set is August

Girls Intramural Bowlin
Bowling was held for a period f six
weeks on Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays at the Riverside Bowling Alleys
A number of girls from all grades tried
their best to bowl a good string as a trophy
would be awarded to the three best bowlers
and also one for high team.
' The four lovely trophies were awarded
to:
1. Carol Cormier high average - 106.7
2. Jo-Ann Sperandio high single - 134
3. Susan Lenhardt high double - 255
4. High team No. 15 Total pin fall: 4684
High team No . lS's members are: Carol
Cormier, Margaret Golden, Susan Lane,
Linda Twigg.
Of course with the wonderful supen i_ ion
of Mi s Mackowsky and the a-operation
of the management of the R1vers1de Bowling
Alleys all who participated enjoyed a good
time.
Carol Cormier, 9

22.

From her students, Miss Moriarty was
presented with a pair of silver candle holders. and Miss Madigan received a silver
com pate.
At a surprise party given by the West
Junior Faculty on April 9th at Howard
Johnson's both Miss Moriarty and Miss
Madigan received glasses with the Emmanuel College Seal.
Both teachers will return to the West
next year and the students and faculty wish
them great happiness.
Dale Chakarian, 9

Speech Festival
The Speech Festival at Shrewsbury this
year was highly successful. Although no
one from the West Junior participated in
the event, many from our school were
spectators from Miss McBreens' speech
classes. Some of the categories that the
students took part in were Radio, Boys Extemporaneous, Girls Extemporaneous, Hu7

STUDENT COUNCIL
first Row, Left to Right: Pamela Bedrosian, Margaret White, Margaret Golden, Miss
Moriarty, Maureen Crosby, Corrine Mandrafino, Valerie Cardarilli.
Second Row, Left to Right: Richard Greenough, George Antinarelli, Robert Delger, Alan
Rumney, Wayne MacDonald, and Daniel Coletti.

John Calcagni-Debating Club, Broadcaster
Photography, Broadcaster Business, Freshmen Footbal I.
Joyce Canacari - History Club, French
Club, Debating Club, Girls' Chorus, Special Chorus, Orchestra, President of the
Honor Society, Broadcaster (Business.)
Ann Carson - History Club, French Club,
Girls' Chorus, Broadcaster (Business.)
Josephine Cavallo - History Club, French
Club, Girls' Chorus.
Dale Chakarian - History Club, President
of the French Club. Honor Society, Special Chorus, Broadcaster Literary.
Martha Chamallas - Honor Society, President of the History Club, Broadcaster
Business, Girls' Chorus.
.
Carol Cormier French Club, Girls'
Chorus, Girls' Basketball, Broadcaster
(Literary Staff.)
Robert Delgar - Student Council, Debatin,g
Club, French Club, President of the
Projection Club.
Michael Dingle - Honor Society, Broad·
caster (Literary), Band. Cross Countr}'
Track.
Louis Fantasia Vice-President of the
Honor Society, French Club. Vice-President of the Debating Club, History Club,
Vice-President of the Projection Club,
Band Orchestra, String orchestra.
Thomas' Flaherty Football, Track, Library Staff, Projection Club.
Margaret Golden - Debating Club, Secretary of the History Club, President of
the Student Council, Honor Society, Girls'
Chorus, Girls' Basketball.
Kenneth Gordon - Library Staff, Broad·
caster Business, Projection Club, Special
Chorus, Christmas Play.

Student Council Activities
The "Winter Carnival," our Christmas
dance, was held on Friday, December 13
from 8:00 to 10:30 p.m. The cafetorium
was gaily decorated with ice skaters and
snowmen. On the center of the stage was a
tree decorated with a profusion of multicolored baubles. Everyone seemed to enjoy
dancing to and listening to the records
especially our chaperons - the members of
the faculty - Miss Moriarty, Mr. Mooney,
Mrs. Perkins, Mr. De Pass, Mr. Oates, and
Mr. Laughrea.
On February 14 the Student Council held
another successful dance. This time our
cafe or .um was transformed into "Romance
Land." Large red hear~ and cupids were
the predominant decorations. Of course our
thanks should be extended to Mr. Peros for
his wonderful cooperation. The selection
of records .seemed to be to everyones liking
for all seemed to be enjoying themselves
and having a good time. Our "Dan Cupids"
on duty for the evening were once again
Miss Moriarty, Mr. Oates, Mr. Burns, Mr.
Laughrea, and Miss Madigan.
Joan Karahalis, 9

Notable Ninths
David Appel - History Club, French Club,
Debating Club, Band, Orchestra, Special
Chorus, Projection Club, Secretary of
Honor Society, Broadcaster (Business.)
Pamela Bedrosian - Student Council, VicePresident of the French Club, History
Club, Debating Club, Girls' Chorus,
Office Duty, Broadcaster Literary.
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Grimes, John - helpful
Harrington, Michael - happy-go-lucky
Hartlen, Stephen - boyish
Henderson, Diane - quiet
Jansen, Michael - gallant
Langan, Richard - egotistic
LeSanto, John - good-natured
Maniachi, Edward - jovial
Marchand, Richard - responsible
Murphy, Francis - reserved
Nimblett, Carol - energetic
Ovoian, Edward - spartan
Papalia, Robert - reticent
Ricci, Carol - loyal
Shaughnessy, Ronald - dauntless
V illirilli, Marie - conspicuous
Waite, Ann - angelic
Willis, Donna - carefree
Wiltshire, Karen - demure

Joan Karahalis French Club, History
Club, Honor Society, Girls' Chorus, Assistant Editor of Broadcaster.
Carol Keith - French Club, Broadcaster
Literary, Girls' Chorus, Christmas Play.
Susan Lane - Broadcaster Business, History Club, Debating Club (Pres.) Girls'
Chorus, Office Duty, Girls' Basketball.
Cheryl Latsen - Treasurer of the History
Club, Girls' Chorus, Broadcaster (Business.)
William Mahoney - Christmas Play, Football, Hockey, Baseball manager.
Timothy Mann - Honor Society, History
Club, Debating Club, French Club, Cross
Country Track, Manager of Basketball,
Special Chorus, Editor-in-chief of Broadcaster.
Janet Maurer Girls' Chorus, French
Club, Broadcaster (Business.)
Wayne McDonald - Basketball, Football,
Baseball, Student Council.
Thomas Murphy - Cross Country Track,
Christmas Play, Debating Club, Treasurer
of the French Club, Broadcaster Business.
Stephen Osiecki - Basketball, History Club,
Debating Club, Football, Honor Society,
Special Chorus.
Judy Preston - Girls' Chorus, Office Duty,
Debating Club, Christmas Play.
Benjamin Raute - Honor Society, Basketball, Baseball, History Club.
Eric Schultz - Photographic Staff, Orchestra, Band, Special Chorus, French Club,
Projection Club, Debating Club.
David Sheehan History Club, French
CI ub, Honor Society.
Linda Twigg - Debating Club, Vice-President of the History Club, Broadcaster
(Business Staff), Girls' Chorus

ROOM 102
Connors, Robert - humorous
Cummings, Richard - eager
Cusolito, David - buoyant
Davis, William - optimistic
DePamphilis, John - pleasant
Donnelly, William - friendly
Duffy, David - fun-loving
Fucci, Domenic - vigorous
Gregoire, Donald - quiet
Keith, Thomas - likable
McCarthey, Thomas - roguish
McManus, Paul - imaginative
Merullo, Leonard - athletic
Nigoghossian, Jack - rambunctious
O'Donnell, Kevin - prankish
Rego, Edward - sturdy
Riccio, Donald - cautious
Rumney, Alan - casual
Schiavoni, Lawrence - loquacious
Stevens, Thomas - placid
Szmajda, Raymond - spirited
Young, Wayne - playful
Beiringer, Dale - reliable
Beiringer, Susan - thorough
Bryant, Diane - shy
Cardarelli, Valerie - radiant
DeCamillis, Katherine - affable
Fagerstrom, Natalie - pleasing
Fougere, Kathleen - musical
Furdon, Marilyn - reticent
Lopez, Gail - gregarious
Ripley, Jane - serene

Adiectives
Grade 9
ROOM 101
Argento, Michael - unpredictable
Blakeney, Barbara - zestful
Bressi, Catherine - pert
Brett, Karen - lively
Cavaretta, Steven - prankish
Chevrette, Pamela - pleasant
Cochran, Dale - reserved
Coletti, Daniel - ambitious
Conlon, Thomas - confident
Danforth, Donald - adventuresome
Deackoff, John - dictatorial
Donato, Patricia - gracious
Donnelly, Lucille - artistic
Galvin, Michael - likable
Giampietro, Thomas - spirited
GI id den, William - imaginative
Gordon, Kenneth - dramatic
Greene, Stephen - reserved

ROOM 103
Armstrong, Stephen - festive
Bedrosian, Pamela - efficient
Butler, John - tactful
Cabozzi, George - unique
Calcagni, John - ambitious
Cavallo, Josephine - conscientious
Collins, Su an - lady-like
Coulson, Roger - scientific
DeCamillis, John - bold
DeSimone, Andrea - fetching
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DiRe, Elizabeth - petite
Hay, James - nonchalant
Hoben, Thomas - dramatic
Jacobs, Mary - gregarious
Jencyowski, Albert - intense
Kelley, Edward - optimistic
Kluge, Priscilla - sedate
Krekorian, Roger - dynamic
Lane, Susan - vivacious
Larsen, Cheryl - poised
LeBeau, Emily - impish
Mariano, Elizabeth - coquettish
Maurer, Janet - amiable
Murphy, Thomas - meritorious
O'Connor, William - easy-going
Pannesi Thomas - saucy
Preston, Judith - high-spirited
Rimpas, Delores - witty
Schultz, Eric - different
Savignano, Jean - sociable
Sorabella, John - sports-minded
Walsh, Craig - reticent
Weeden, Gail - Blithe
Yapchaian, Cheryl - imaginative

ROOM 105
Annese, Virginia - sociable
Caliguri, Nancy - unconcerned
Cavallaro, Nancy - studious
Coleman, Pamela - polite
Crosby, Maureen - lighthearted
D' Agostino, Antoinette - changeable
DuBois, Marion - helpful
Flanagan, Kathleen - quick-witted
Frano, Barbara - friendly
Garcia, Janet - dainty
Gentile, Joan - controversial
Goss, Patricia - attractive
Haggerty, Kathleen - shy
Hebac.h, Joanne - pleasant
Hession, Marjorie - carefree
LaPietro, Jean - poised
Maher, Barbara - indifferent
Manary, Patricia - unpredictable
Mandrafino, Corrine - high-spirited
McManus, Patricia - friendly
Munroe, Kathryn - sweet-tempered
Olson, Linda - talented
Ovoian, Judith - wistful
Linda, Paulino - romantic
Perrone, Gloria - pleasant
Piantidosi, Donna - nonchalant
Renzella, Diane - good-natured
Ricci, Valerie - buoyant
Skope, Maria - dramatic
Stewart, Maureen - jovial
Timperio, Ida - versatile
Trainer, Joan - flirtatious
Trainer, Judith - colorful
Vaglica, Linda - earnest
Viola, Linda - talkative
White, Barbara - cheerful
Whyte, Catherine - serene

ROOM 106
Antinarelli, George - independent
Armstrong, Robert - pre-occupied
Aria, Robert - self-confident
Barter, Alan - pensive
Blue, Linda - dramatic
Burns, William - friendly
Caprioti, Joe - easy-going
Ceddia, Stephen - spirited
Conti, Richard - amiable
Cotoni, Josephine - self-possessed
Crescitelli, Sharon - fun-loving
Demshy, Mike - rambunctious
Doherty, Steve - unique
Farrell, Diane - self-assured
Goodwin, Darrell - steadfast
Graham, Bonnie - vivacious
Gray, James-refreshing
Guild, Mike - tactful
Gulla, Catherine - bubbling
Larrson, Cliff - easy-going
Maher, Frances - coy
Mahoney, William - vigorous
McPherson, George - mischievous
Mersina, Steve - jovial
Mosher, John - manly
Pastore, Elisa - dauntless
Pye, Robert - enthusiastic
SanSoucie, William - assiduous
Silverio, Roseanne - outgoing
Sperandio, Jo-Ann - helpful
Timperio, Nancy - dependable
White. Judith - garrulous
Woodland, Sheila Ann - zestful
Tobaccio, John - enigmatic

ROOM 107
Carchia, Edward - taciturn
Cellucci, Ralph - facetious
Fielding, Kenneth - intrepid
Flaherty, Thomas - active
Ford, Lawrence - serious
Grover, Gerald - comical
Hession, Paul - nonchalant
Jencyowski, Stephen - carefree
Jones, Gary - impish
MacDonald, \X'ayne - suave
McKeigan, Barry - athletic
MacCarthy, Paul - rugged
McKeen, Charles - enterprising
Newbould, Edward - frolicsome
Piantedosi, John -- ambitious
Rossi, Richard - sociable
Shippie, William - good-natured
Sullo, Michael - masculine
Veronee, John - good-natured
Barry, Robert - stalwart
Curley, Edward - friendly
Pugiliese, Robert - amicable
(Continued on Page 16)
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BROADCASTER UTERARY STAFF
Seated, Left to Right: Joan Karohalis, Carol Keith, Timothy Mann, Dale Chakarian, and
Carol Cormier.
Standing, Left to Right: Michael Dingle, Sus.an Collins , Nancy Cavallaro, Patricia Donato
and Pamela Bedrosian.

BROADCASTER STAFF

Credits

Editor-in-Chief, Timothy Mann

The design on the cover of the 1964
BROADCASTER was executed by Jack DeCamillas under the guidance of Mr. Frank
Peros, our art teacher. The elements of
this drawing will be incorporated into our
Book Plate for the library. Our sincere
thanks go to both teacher and student.
We wish to thank Mr. John Burn'" attd
his Photographic Staff for their enth ' iasm
and diligence in recording many scenes
and activities in our school. These pictures
will preserve many happy memories for
all of us.
Our thanks go to Miss Elsie Hopkins
for _her efficient handling of our advertisements. Congratulations to her and to her
staff for a job well done.

Assistant Eidtor, Joan Karahalis
LITERARY STAFF
Pamela Bedrosian
Carol Cormier
Nancy Cavallaro
Michael Dingle
Dale Chakarian
Patricia Donato
usan Collins
Carol Keith
BUSINESS STAFF
David Appel
Cathy Bressi
Marie Keegan
John Calcagni
Susan Lane
Joyce Canacari
Margaret Lang
Martha Chamallas
Cheryl Larsen
Pamela Chevrette
Elizabeth Mariano
Betty Di Re
Janet Maurer
Margaret Golden
Thomas Murphy
Kenneth Gordon
Barbara Ricci
andra Hagman
Linda Twigg

The Frustrated Record Player
Have you ever (seen) thought of how
fru trated a record player must be with
crawling "Beatles". screeching "Alleycat "
hawling "Hound Dogs" and soaked "Surfer
Birds" followed by "Trashmen" with "Feet
Too Big" and "Mammas Who Chaw Tobacco"? Oh, those teenager !
But, wait! Here come the grown-ups with
"Ju t a Memory" of "Wine and Rose."
sprinkled with " tardu t" " \\7hen Da · Is
Done." "Three Stars Will Shine Tonight"
following "~foon River" to "Auld Lang
yne," at last, all wounds are healed a
Dr. Kildare closes the case.
Martha Mercer, 8

PHOTOGRAPHY STAFF
Linda Augu ta
Barbara Blakeney
Thomas Pannesi
John Calcagni
Eric Schultz

Gail Weeden

ART STAFF
Jack DeCamill is

FACULTY ADVISORS
Literary ................................ Viola Horrigan
Business ................................ Elsie Hopkins
Art .. .. .. .. ... .. ... ... .. . .. .. .. . .. .. .... . .. . ... Frank Peros
Photography .............................. John Burns
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NINTH GRADE TEACHERS
First Row, Left to Right: Mr. DePass, Miss Madigan, Miss Lyons, Miss Moriarty , and Mr
Laughrea.
Second Row, Left to Right: Mrs. Horrigan, Miss Palm, Mrs. Perkins and Mrs Milano .

EIGHTH GRADE TEACHERS
First Row, Left to Right: Mr. Ceglio and Mr. Donnelly.
Second Row, Left to Right: Mr. Bums, Mr. Parshley , Mr. Murphy and Mr. Peros.
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SEVENTH GRADE TEACHERS
First Row, Left to Right: Miss Hopkins , Miss Collins, Mr. Najarian, Miss Morse, and Miss
Jones.
Second Row, Left to Right: Mr. Demirjian , Mrs . Tobin, Miss Gray , Mrs. Alberico and
Mr. Sampson.

TEACHERS OF SPECIAL SUBJECTS
First Row, Left to Right: Mr. Peros, Mrs . Rousseau, Miss Mackowsky Mrs. Thibeault
Mr. Demirjian.
'
Second Row, Left to Right: Mr. Francis, Mr. Hirtle, Mr. Dupuis and Mr. McDade
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Who are they 1
You meet them every day.

1

2

4

3

5

7

6

14

8

When they were
young and gay .. ..

See Page 37 for Answers

2

1

3

5

4

6

7
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EDWIN H. WARD MEMORIAL FUND COMMITTEE

Left to Right: Miss Helen Lyons, Mr. Frank Peros, and Miss Helen Palm.

Adjectives

Osiecki, Stephen - inquisitive
Philips, Stephen - sports-minded
Raute, Benjamin - athletic
Ricci, Barbara - lively
Saia, Sandra - sensible
Salvato, Dorothy - dependable
Sheehan, David - imaginative
Sherback, George - humorous
Whalen, Christopher - cordial
ROOM 112

(Continued from Page 10)
Balsama, Joanne - refreshing
Donahue, Beverly - brash
Giggi, Marie - capricious
Keegan, Marie - attractive
Lee, Alma - fun-loving
Mac Leod, Ethlyn - reserved
Maher, Helen - lady like
Miceli, Theresa - reticent
Warner, Kathleen - warm-hearted
White, Margaret - composed
Pilon, Carol ]. - aggressive

Barksdale, Joseph - unique
Cicconi, Arthur - garrulous
Caliguri, John - reserved
Dingle, Michael - literary
Doucette. Leonard - versatile
Gallagher, Paul - likable
Gianopoulos, William - pensive
Grady, Eugene - determined
Greenough, Richard - daring
Illsley, Michael - mischievous
Kasper, John - changeable
Lutz, Arthur - unhurried
Manarino, Edward - imaginative
Martin, Peter - comical
Monkiewicz, Richard - devilish
Morton, Stanley - mathematical
Rogers, Philip - reliable
Spampinato, Joseph - forward
Torri, Edward - jovial
Tra,·ersi, Thomas - unpredictable
Wade, Robert - happy-go-lucky
Donahue, Eleanor - carefree
Dunton, Shirley - giggly
Firneno, Patricia - easy-going
Fortier, Geraldine - studious
Hagman, Sandra - fashionable
Reid, Donna - helpful
Sah·ucci, Karen - serious
Seaver, Linda - fun-loving
Stebbins, Grace - energetic
Twigg, Linda - flirtatious
Visco, Dorothy - sociable

ROOM 111
Appel, David - talented
Augusta, Linda - literary
Avery, Roger - devilish
Beck, Billy - cool
Bonomo, Sandra - zealous
Canacari, Joyce - vivacious
Carson, Ann - congenial
Chakarian, Dale - spirited
Chamallas, Martha - radiant
Cormier, Carol - vigorous
Delger, Robert - quick-witted
Dyer, Linda - unconcerned
Fantasia, Louis - intelligent
Golden, Margaret - pretty
Goodrow, Richard - capricious
Hann, _Charlie - conspicuous
Intoccia, Guido - imaginative
Karahalis, Joan - vivid
Keith, Carol - fastidious
Lang, Margaret - spritely
Mann, Timothy - managerial
Mazzola, Cesidio - prankish
Mc.Manus, Stephen - popular
Morley, Elizabeth - Cheerful
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From Left to Right:

HISTORY CLUB OFFICERS
Martha Chamallas , Linda Twigg, Margaret Golden, and Cheryl Larsen.

History Club Activities

History Countdown

To keep alive the spirit of the past as
we! I as the changes of the present, the
History Club members read over the P. A.
System proclamations from the Governor's
office at the State House on important ann1 versa nes .
The first historic activity this year was
a trip to the Gore Mansion in Waltham.
There the club members were escorted
hisaround the histori c mansion full of
toric associations.
During the winter the club had a History
Countdown for the seventh and eighth
graders. Louis Fantasia was moderator.
Since the first of the year the members
have been busy collecting for the John F.
Kennedy Memorial Library Fund which
ha been encreasing rapidly.

On Tuesday, February 18, the seventh
grade and on February 20 the eighth grade,
held a history countdown, the fiirst of its
kind in this town. It was held under the
auspices of the West Junior High History
Club and its faculty advisor, Mr. Donnelly.
Martha ChamaUas, president of the History Club, opened the countdown with a
brief introduction and the salute to the flag.
Then the program was handed over to
Louis Fantasia, the master of ceremonies.
Questions to the seventh grade contesttants dealt with American history from
Marco Polo to the American Revolution.
Questions to the eighth grade contes tanrs
dealt with America's story from its ndependence to the present day. James Hennrikus was the seventh grade winner while
.John Perolli was the runner-up. Ja mes
Heffernan was the eighth grade champion
with Chester Richardson as runner-up .
Both winners received awards: James
Hennrikus a volume on "Old Ironsides"
and James Heffernan a copy of "Profiles in
Courage".
These contestants proved that American
History can be an exciting and illuminating subject.

On Tuesday, May 12, and Wednesday,
May 13, club members sold paperbacks hard
ta\·ered books and records in the cafetori um. With the proceeds of this book
sale the members plan to go on a trip.
The officers of the History Club are
as follows: Martha Chamallas, President;
Linda Twigg, Vice-President; Cheryl Larsen, Treasurer; Margaret Golden, Secretary;
and Josephine Cavallo, Historian.
One of the outstanding activities of the
History Club has been the raising of funds
from the students of the West for the John
F. Kennedy Memorial Library, which is
to be situated in the banks of the Charles.
The suggestion for the student fund was
made and promoted by Gale Chakarian,
ninth grade History Club member. The goal
is $')00, to be attained by the weekly contributions of pennies, nickles, or quarters.
As we go to press, the grand total is
coming nearer and nearer.
Ann Car on, 9

On February 12, Martha Chamallas, president of the West Junior High History
Club, presented to our principal, 1'fr.
Mooney, a full size photograph of the late
president, John F. Kennedy.
The Hi tory Club, with this presentation,
hopes to make it pos ible for all students of
the West Junior High to remember ur 35th
president, a native son of Massachusetts,
martyred for the cause of liberty and jutice
for all.
Louis Fantasia 9
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HONOR SOCIETY
First Row, Left to Right: Martha Chamal!as , David Appel , Toyce Canacari, Mrs . Perkins ,
Louis Fantasia, David Sheehan, Joan Karahalis.
Second Row, Left to Right : Christopher Whalen , Timothy Mann, Margaret Golden, Benjamin
Route, Dale Chakarian, Stephen Osiecki, and Albert Jencyowski.

Honor Society Installation
At its impressive candlelight ceremony
'the West Junior High School's Pequossette
Chap ter of the National Junior Honor
Society held its installation of new members
at 8 p.m. on Wednesday, June 3. Mr.
William Corbett, Principal of the Lowell
School, was the main speaker.
Second-year members, who conducted the
installation were : Joyce Canacari, President;
Christopher Whalen, Torch Bearer; Joan
Karahalis, Character; Dale Chakarian, Service; Louis Fantasia, Leadership; and David
Appel, Scholarship. They were assisted by
David Sheehan, Martha Chamallas, Margaret Golden, Albert Jencyowski, Timothy
Mann, Stephen Osiecki and Benjamin Raute.
Ninth Graders installed were:
Roger Avery
Dale Bieringer

Thomas Keith
Roger Krikorian

John Calcagni
Ann Carson
Nancy Cavallaro
John Deackoff
Michael Dingle
Patricia Donato
William Donnelly
Joan Gentile
William Gianopoulos
Richard Goodrow
Michael Illsley
Carol Keith

Margaret Lang
Thomas Murphy
Marion Dubois
Linda Dyer
Domenic Fucci
Marilyn Furdon
Dorothy Salvato
Jean Savignano
Jo-Ann Sperandio
Raymond Szmajda
Cheryl Yapchaian

Eighth Graders:
Mary Adams
Janet Barba
Ellen Busconi
James Deackoff
James Heffernao
Theo Hicken
Janet Hursh

Maureen Jones
Martha Mercer
James Nalbandian
Janet Rao
Susan Robertson
Geraldine Sligar
Wendyiee Zeliff
David Appel, 9
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Left to Right:
Bedrosian .

FRENCH CLUB OFFICERS
Diane Bryant, Linda Augusta, Dale Chakarian, Thomas Murphy, Pamela

to inviting some students from the Perkins
Institute for a typical French dinner.
The French Club would like to take this
opportunity to thank Madame Milano for
the help and guidance she has given the
club throughout the year.
As an aid to future French students at
the West Junior High the Club will leaYe
a French dictionary for the school's library.

Attention Les Etudiants
The French Club has been kept trernendou ly busy this year. One of their main
eYents was an attractive cake sale. Thanks
to the facu lty and the student body it was
highly successful and French Club pins will
soon be purchased.
The members are now looking forward

ADMINISTRATIVE STAFF
Left to Riqht Mr.
MacDonald, Secretary.

Oates, Assistant

Principal;
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Mr.

Mooney,

our Principal; and Mrs.

PROJECTION CLUB OFFICERS
Kenneth Gorden, Louis Fantasia, Roger Coulson and Mr. DePass.

its film from Mr. Joseph Mc Manus, the
audio-visual director of Watertown. These
films and film strips are for the use
of the teachers in english, civics, science,
history, business training and music. All
teachers have a catalog of films which may
be rented.
Each teacher has the opportunity of recommending club members for training.
The ninth grade members received certificates stating that they are capable of running the equipment, and that they will be
qualified to do so at the high school.
Keo Gordon, 9

The Projection Club
Another 16 mm. projector has been
added to the equipment of the Projection
Club this year. This addition will allow
the showing of films in three different
classes the same period. In charge of the
audio-visual equipment for the West are
the members of the Projection Club under
the direction of Mr. DePass. These scientifically- inded boys set up and operate a
film stri 1 machine, the three 16 mm. projectors, a record player and a tape recorder.
The Projection Club obtains most of

MR. DePASS AND NINE LI1TLE DePASS SKIERS
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First Row , Left to Right: Michael Sullo , Wayne MacDonald, Barry MacKe1gan, Steven
Phillips, Benjamin Raute , Kevin O'Donnell, Paul Mc~anus .
. .
.
.
Second Row , Left to Right: Timothy Mann.' Richard_ Monbew1cz,_ Stephen Osiecki , _ R~ger
Krekorian , Leonard Merullo, Vic Palladino, Darnel Coletti, Wilham G hdde n , and Mr . Naianan.

Varsity Basketball

Hockey

Mr. Najarian's Suburban League Champion basketball team overwhelmed its competition with an 11-2 record which won
them an invitation to the Eastern Mass.
Junior High Tournament. Unfortunately
they lost an exciting game to Matignon's
Freshmen and were eJiminanted. The team
was led by co-captains Butch Raute's scoring and Steve Phillip's defense but others
essential to the team's excellent record
were : Barry MacKeigan, Wayne Ma(:Donald, Paul McManus and Kev O ' Donnell.
Receipts of a post-season cake sale and two
games versus the faculty bought the boys
jackets which wer awarded to them on
May l by our principal, Mr. Mooney.
Tim Mann

The Freshman Hockey Team, coached
by Mr. Krol and supported by West J unior
boys: George Antinarelle, Bill Mahoney,
Steve McManus, Ed T orre, and Wayne
Young finished its season with a record of
5 wins, 3 losses and a tie.

Track
Coach Jenkins of the high school stepped
up the Freshman Track program by start-,,
ing a cross-country team last fall and by
scheduling more meets for the outdoor ack
team th is spring . Both teams did well in
competition .

Front Row , left to right: John Powers , Steve McManu s , Wayne Young, Edward Tom Paul
Harns , George Antinarelli .
Back Row , left to right. Jerry Lyman, Joe Annese, Arth ur Roberts, Bill Mahoney , Steven
Russo .
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School
Activities

Faculty Varsity

ll

Candid Shots

At The
West

Activities
At The
West

Explorers Three

The Chipmunks

On a cold March day, Richie, my brother
and I decided to give our raft its maiden
voyage.
Getting to the raft was a problem, for
we had it hidden in a small cove overgrown with weeds and tall grass. Richie,
who is quite heavy, sank knee-high in mud
when he mistook a clump of grass for dry
land.
Our raft consisted of an old oil tank
cut in half and its crew was the three of
us. With an old coke bottle, I christened
the craft the "Sunoco" and we sat in it for
the first time.
We journeyed up a narrow but deep
stream, with low overhanging trees on both
shores. As the water grew deeper and darker, my brother pleaded to go back; but he
soon gained control of himself and was as
eager as the rest of us to explore this
ghostly stream.
The raft was propelled by a long pole
and soon the water became too deep to use
it. Our only means of propulsion was
with our hands. Suddenly there was a loud
thump, water came pouring over the sides
and the next thing I knew I was in for
an exhilarating bath as the raft sank; the
rest of the crew dove into the icy water and
made their way to the swampy shore. Once
we were on dry land we said that a stump
below the surface or the water caused this
disaster.
Setting out for home in a 25 mile
Northeast wind, we wondered what people
thought when they saw our ice-covered
clothes.
But by the time I arrived home, teeth
chatter ing and shaking like a leaf, I didn't
care. That night I made one resolution,
that was never to go rafting in unchartered
waters.
Robert Papalia, 9

You could hear a pin drop as I tiptoed
into Carnegie Hall where the concert had
already started. The melodic singing that
greeted my ears left me breathless it
just wasn't meant for mortals. I sat down
in my seat and looked around. The effect
was stupendous!! There was Margaret Piazza, she was transplanted into another
world. Huntley and Brinkley, for once in
their lives were lost for words. Lizz Taylor
was ignoring Dick Burton and concentrating on the trio. The Beatles had forgotten
their "yea, yea, yea, yea," ! ! ! ! ! John
Glenn had gone into orbit again, this time
without the aid of a space ship. Margaret
B. Chase Smith had forgotten her campaigning and reverted to being one of the weaker
sex - she too had fallen under the spell
of the trio's charm.
The applause was tumultuous and deafening. There was no doubt that the concert of
this famous trio had been a great success.
Even Khrushchev in order to attract attention and be heard had to resort to his
famous "shoe-table banging." Of course it
is not necessary for me to identify this
famous trio. It could only be Alvin, Simon,
and Theodore - the "Chipmunks."
Joan Karahalis, 9

The Saber-Toothed Shark
On one of the last golden sunny days of
autumn, my brother and I went fishing at
Lake Walden. After renting a boat, we
rowed out a-way and rested . Beautiful
drifts of tawny, red and golden leaves
were falling in soft heaps along the shore.
I really relaxed, not saying a word. After
a while, I realized that the breeze that was
rustling the leaves and rippling the water
was cold.
Perhaps a little activity would help, I
thought. Sending my b!othe~ back toward
land with the boat, I dtved mto the pond.
Noticing that the water became very muddy,
I headed for the surface. But what was that
excruciating pain in my big toe? I sc~eamed
with horror, kicking with all my might to
dislodge my attacker. Thoughts of sabertoothed sharks, enormous blood-suckers
flashed through my mind. With superhuman effort, I finally reached the boat,
grabbed it, overturned it, nearly drowned
my younger brother. After a struggle we
both managed to reach shore with the boat
intact. My toe, oh yes, it was held by the
crinkled edge of an old tomato can!
Michael Jansen, 9

A Day With Odysseus
Nine-thirty and I still had English to do!
My eyes were half closing. Oh, well, maybe this new English book will be interesting. It certainly was and I kept on reading. There I was in a cave of Polyphemus.
That ghastly, one-eyed giant had just taken
my best friend Tom and crushed on a rock
the unfortunate boy! After feasting, the
horrid monster took an after dinner nap.
My men and I put our heads together to
plan our escape. Escape? It was impossible,
for Polyphemus had closed the mouth of the
cave with a huge stone. We didn't know
what to do. Then he grabbed me in his
huge fist and was about to crush me against
the rock wall when the alarm went off!
That time I was really saved by the bell!
Ken Gordon, 9
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Fish for Dinner

Runaway

One day last summer my young uncle,
two of my cousins and I rented a boat at
the shore for a fishing trip. The modern
motor started easily, and a small rowboat
tied to the stern followed in our wake for
insurance
A fter fishing for over an hour, we had
caught only a few undersized flounder that
we had to throw back into the ocean. Suddenly we saw a huge black cloud on the
horizon, and we were soon enveloped in
mist and fog. Steering carefully, we thought
we saw a small island ; but coming nearer
we fouled our engine wi th grasses and seaweed. The engine stopped. Nothing we
could do made any difference.
All four of us had to transfer to that
rickety, little rowboat, and head for shore.
Our two hour trip was now long overdue
and we had no extra money. Fortunately,
the wmd of the coming storm pushed us
toward shore. When we landed, the head
of the boat rentals ran down to the dock.
"Thank heaven, you're safe. That son of
mine should never have rented a boat when
a storm was predicted. There will be no
charge. We' II get the boat later."
We looked at each other and agreed at
once to buy our fish dinner at Howard
Johnson's!
John le Santo, 9

My friend Melody and I were slightly
horse crazy! Maybe we've seen too manr
westerns. At any rate, after much teasing,
I was allowed to take riding lessons, but
Melody's parents were adamant. and I had
to go alone.
One Saturday, however, after I had become rather skillful, I thought, I was allowed to haYe a guest rider with me. The
groom led out a spirited mount named
Flash and gave me a horse named Gordan ,
who looked calmer. While walking the
horses sedately across the highway to the
trial, an old, dilapidated truck backfired.
Off we went at full gallop with Melody
hanging on to Gordan for dear life.
I realized that now was my chance to be
a heroine like the ones in books and on
TV, but what to do? Urging Flash on,
and he wasn't named Flash for nothing, J
caught up with Melody just as Gordan gave
his head a shake and Melody slid over
his neck and crumpled into a relieved heap
on the ground. Whether I was a heroine or
not, I'm not sure; but I do know that I'm
not anxious to catch a runaway horse and
rider again.
Pamela Coleman, 9

Cats and Dogs
Rubber Island

Suddenly I felt a solid thump beside
me in the dark, and looking down, I could
barely distinguish the black bulk of tht!
largest German Shepherd I had ever seen.
Very courteously, he accompanied my girlfriends and me home from the movies on
that windy, snowy night.
He must have been extraordinarily popular, for before long six other barking and
howling dogs were following along. To
complicate matters, a soft, dark, furry
animal ran from a driveway across our
feet. Betty and Judy screamed, but I
saw that it was only a cat, grabbed it and
put it under my coat. The dogs now
became more interested in us because of
the cat, and they started to chase us. To
confuse them we passed the cat from one
to the other and ran at top speed . Finall '.
I ran onto my por h with the hepherd
still with me. Ju t as I entered. my mother
said there was a call for me. It was Jan.
she said. You've got Jan' coat and she's
got yours. They're just the same. Oh, re .
and she says their new German Shepherd
is missing. look out for him. I turned
around, opened the door and there he wa .
still sniff mg Jan's coat ....
Donna Piantedo 1 9

"It's no use," announced Don in a disgusted tone, "we can't play the Easties
unless we have a new fielder's mit." Dolefully, he dangled the remnants of the tattered glove from his thumb.
··well," says Monk, the optimist, "let's
raise some money fast. But how? I know,
I'll show you Rubber Island."
And with that we had to be content, for
this spot was one of Monk's secrets . He
took us to the Fresh Pond Golf Course,
where we traveled for miles and picked up
only four golf balls. The new glove looked
harder to get than an A in Math. Realizing
that he must divulge his secret, Monk then
Jed them to a real mud-hole where we
found five balls in a few minutes of
muddy digging.
Holding back a branch of a spruce
tree so that I could dig into the huge mud
pie, Monk suddenly let the branch go .
It cut me right across the face. Before I
new what was happening. I was waist deep
in mud. In the end, we found nineteen
golf balls, which we old for $5 25 We
bought the fielder glove and beat those
Easties 10-7 in the next ball game!
Daniel Coletti, 9
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An Unusual Experience

Morning In Room

As Pat answered the phone, she hoped
that it was a call from someone who would
break the monotony of that dreary afternoon. It was her cousin from the other side
of town who wanted to know if Pat could
be a sitter for a new family on the street.
Glad of something different to do Pat
agreed.
When the couple came to call for her,
they gave several instructions; let Billy
sleep as long as possible; if he wakens give
him the food prepared; keep the TV down
because he is quite nervous. I began to feel
that I had a real invalid on my hands, a
thin, peevish child who would whimper
most of the time.
"He's in the rear bedroom," said Mr.
Ashton "but don't disturb him as long as
he's asleep."
I settled down to TV and then decided
to make a cup of cocoa. I guess the smell
of the chocolate awakened him, for soon I
was violently pushed by a wide-awake Billy,
an Irish wolfhound!
Pamela Chevrette, 9
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"Good morning Mrs. Milano," "Good
morning." That starts it off. First you walk
over to your "hot seat" normally referred to
as your desk. "Somebody help me out of this
coat." "Did you do your Algebra and study
'The Raven'?" someone screeches across the
room. The usual answer, "No."
Now, of course you go to your locker,
but watch out for the comb brigade. For
some people it's a catastrophe to have an
uncontrolled comb touch their hair. But for
one idiot who has bis hair hanging into his
eyes, Beatie style, it really doesn't matter
because a comb can't possibly hurt it. You
grab all the books you need for the first four
periods as well as the books you need to
study for the fifth and sixth periods.
Twenty past eight, "Attention Please,"
says Mr. Mooney over the P. A. System and
as he goes on you try to think of all the
ways out of the question, "Why didn't you
do your honework ?" Finally the 8: 25 bell
rings and you start your final march to first
period.
Eric Schultz, 9

Love At First Sight Yeah, Yeah, Yeah

Inseparable
They appeared to be the very best of
friends, together day in and day out. No
human could separate them no matter how
many books they read or how many cans of
spray they used. The two were friends forever. They were together going downtown,
lying on the front porch rocker, tripping
over rubbish barrels or chasing a cat. No,
not .even a Saturday night bath could
separate that flea from my dog.
Karen Wiltshire, 9

I love four charming gentlemen,
They're terribly British you know.
Of course, I've never met them,
But how they make me glow
Whenever these boys belt out a song,
They give me pins and needles.
Of course, by now you must have guessed,
These boys are called the "BEATLES."
Josephine Cavallo, 9

Science Countdown
Once again this year, eighth grade science
students of Miss Madigan, Mr. Sampson,
and Mr. DePass, filled the school cafetorium
for the Science Countdown Finals. This
year, with the co-operation of our principal Mr. Mooney, the countdown was
held from the sixth period until after
school on January 28th.
The finalists, one contestant and one
alternate from each eighth grade, were
the winners of their individual classes. The
countdown officials were: Mr. DePass as
quizmaster and Miss Collins as scorekeeper.
Questions on earth science, astronomy,
meteorology physics and matters on general
science were asked. Out of sixteen fiinalists,
there was one winner, Peter Massa of room
109-8B and one alternate, John Doherty
from 207-8D. The countdown was sponsored by Lowell Institute of Technology.
Congratulations, winner!
Michael Dingle, 9
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The Unforgettable Breakfast

Beatie Parents?

When I was about three yeus old I
decided to do my parents a favor by feeding
our faithful dog Adney. Jumping out of
bed, I headed toward the kitchen. First I
started off with a giant mixing bowl so
heavy I could hardly carry it. Placing the
bowl in the middle of the floor, I began to
gather the ingredients, which was anything
I could find. Powdered soap, sugar, salt,
cereals spices, tonic, and a can of opened
Beets were the principal ingredients. These
ingredients were mix with a big ladle which
I found in the drawer.
All of a sudden I tripped, and one of
my legs was ankle deep in the big bowl.
My slippers were soaked with red beet juice
among many other things. After letting
the dog loose from the chain, I ran to tell
my father of the good deed I thought I had
done.
Jumping up at the sight of the red beet
juice, which looked like blood, he yelled
"Where did you cut yourself?"
'
Amazed at his yelling, I ran toward the
kitchen with him following, to see what I
had done. My great deed had suddenly
turned into a disaster as both of us looked
on the floor, only to find my faithful dog
lying there gasping for breath. Instead of a
doctor for me, my father had to get one
f?r Adney, who fortunately recovered in
time.
Maria Skope, 9

. The trouble with parents when something
J1ke the Beatles hit 'em, they panic.
There's one family who has worked it
out. The Jones' have two teenagers who
u·ere big fans of the Beatles. This is how
they did it.
~e dropped in to see them one night .
Their fifteen-year old daughter Linda was
reading. The hi-fi was blasting. In the
other room Mrs. Jones was joining in the
chorus of "Yeah, Yeah, Yeah."
We looked at Linda who shrugged and
said, "She's been like that all week. I can't
invite my friends over."
Mrs. Jones started throwing Jelly Beans
at the hi-fi yelling, "Hold my hand, hold
my hand."
"Oh, mother, you're driving me crazv.
Can't you play something else?"
'
"You don't understand, you teenagers
never do."
Just then the sixteen year old son Ronnie
came in "She still at it?"
'
'
"Yep. this is the thirtieth time she'
played it. If she keeps this up, she'll slip
a disc or something."
As they talked, Mr. Jones came in . He
had a Beatie hair cut.
"~~ah, Yeah, Yeah, Hey, your ma' s
playm our song."
'Tm going to the movies, you coming? "
announced Linda.
"Yep." agreed Ronnie.
As the two left, Mrs . Jones came m and
shut off the hi-li. The two of them sat
down.
"Boy, acting like a Beatie is hard w rk L'"
Barbara Blakene , 9

Escape
Last sumr:ier, dov._rn on the Cape, I bec1me very friendly with my next-door neighbor. One day Ann's mother sent her to
pick bluberries on the other side of the
lake. Neither of us knew how to row very
well, but we managed to make it to the
other side.
Ann said we would have to cross a
la~ge wooden fence to get to the patch. \Xf e
cl1mbed over,but didn"t bother to read the
large dirty sign which read, "Beware of
Dangerous Bull. Cross at your own Risk."
After walking a little while the air had a
peculiar odor. Then we c'ould see why.
There stood the largest bull I have ever
seen. Quietly we crept back but the bull
caught sight of us and the' unforgettable
chase was on. Neither of us had ever ran
so fast in our lives. We headed for a groYe
of trees . so closely planted that this enormous animal could not pass through them.
I never knew what a fast fence climber
I was. Tired and bewildered we reached
home a.nd. vo'9."ed we would never go blueberry picking m that direction again.
Joanne Hebach, 9

The Day My Brother
Ran Away
One day, quite a few weeks ago. mr
younger brother decided to lea\'e home
Knowi~g he wouldn't get very far, Mothe~
told h1111 to get his overcoat on and go .
Well, was he dumbfounded!
.. 'Tm reallr going . I really am," he said .
You'll miss me."
"\X' e' 11 try to manage without vou. dear. "
Mother said. "It will be hard.' but we' ll
trv."

With cookie in his po ket and a fro •n on
his face, he left. About an hour later I
heard somethin out on the porch. I looked
out and he was sitting in a corner of the
fr.ant. porch. As I opened the d or to let
h1r;; .in. I aw ther were tear in his e ·es.
Im cold and
hungry.'" he said. "I
dropped my cookie in a puddl ."
I opened the door and glad! • welcomed
the little fellow home.

rm

Linda 01 en, 9
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The Yekie Bird

Snow Fun

One day while visiting my aunt in Cambadia, I decided to go for a walk. I traveled
for about two and a half hours through the
jungle which was hot, dark, moist, and
slimy. All of a sudden I heard a strange
noise: "Back A Boo Zigaroo Byoo QuakAnoo."
When I heard the noise, I reached into
my pocket, got a key, and unlocked my
first-aid kit. In it were several whistles of
all sizes and shapes. The first one wasn't it.
By luck the second one was the right one.
·Bock 0 Boo Zingaroo Byoo Quak Anoo,"
it rang out.
As soon as the bird heard the noise, he
zoomed down upon me. I ducked, and he
missed.
I ran to my first aid kit; it was locked
and I had lost my key. At my convenience
at twenty-three and a half paces was a
stick of T. N. T. The bird once again came
down upon me; he missed again. I lit the
T.N.T. and bing, bang, boom, caroom,
crash, bang, blam, splat, crash and the kit
was open. I got a book and thumbing
through the pages I found the Zekie.
Bird mating call - tweetle, tweetle, dee,
ahee, la, me. The Yekie Bird dropped in
his tracks. Slowly he moved to the ground,
his heart pumping fast. When he came
close, I got a better look. He was made out
of rubber, his arms flying in every direction.
He wanted to go home with me so I took
him home. Everyone loved him.
We put him in a purple cage, with
dimensions of twenty feet by twenty feet.
He had a happy twenty-seven years before
he died.
William Glidden, 9

I guess what I'm going to write about
isn't really considered a sport, but it is
what I do most during the winter.
Whenever there is an abundant snow fall,
the most terrible thing most young girls
can think of woefully is that cold, hard,
white snowball! But I guess I'm oddly
different. I like those cold, hard, snowballs!
Yes, that's right! I think those awful, dreadful snowball fights are fun.
Not once does it happen that I can
quietly sneak out with out getting bombed
by an army of snow-ball throwing monsters.
But as soon as you tactfully pick up a cold
handful of that nice white stuff, they run
frantically around, scared stiff. But sometimes those little monsters mischievously
fight back, and that's when the fun begins.
But those snowball fights with the older
kids and those fun-loving fathers are the
absolute best! If you can't take a little cold
snow down your neck, forget it! The ice
and snow fly recklessly until someone gives
up.
So now I have wisely learned never to
ignore those cold, hard, snowballs, but to
fight back and get in on the winter fun!
Dolores Rimpas, 9

New Addition
Here she was ... small, black. and carried
over the shoulder of my neighbor. She
turned her head and looked at me with
her dark sorrowful eyes I took her from
my neighbor. Here was the thing that I
had hoped for for the last four years. I
carried her into the sun r om, where everyone was seated in the darkened room. I
sat down, and she ducked her head under my
arm. She sat there shaking, this nameless,
fat, black creature. She wore a small black
collar with a silver bell on it. The newest
family addition, about six inches high, the
puppy I'd wanted for so long!
Mariorie Hession, 9

The Fun of An All-Girl
Division
Have you ever been in an all-girl division? Well, If you haven't, believe me,
you've missed a lot!
As soon as the teacher leaves the room,
out come the combs, mirrors, and lipstick.
At 8:05, the girls come in like a thundering
herd of elephants and run into the locker
room. You can't see your way in, mainly
because you can't see over the teased hairdos that look as if someone blew up a balloon and stuck it over her head.
There are congregations gathering in one
corner, teaching some slow one the Monkey
or the Sway to a transistor under someone's
pocketbook. Io the other corner the topic is
"Paul," the dance Saturday night, or the
f.ab Beatles.
Double, girls, means double detention.
As you can see, it's a real blast ( ?) in
an all-girls' division. Maureen Barrett, 8

The World's Fair
I'm going to have an adventure soon
a crystal palace with a floating
wmg;
Then a ride under water and a trip to the
moon,
There'll be pools and fountains with waters
that sing.
A multi-colored tower of light
And displays from all over the Earth will
be there.
The glow will be seen for miles at night
From the great New York World's Fair.
John Butler, 9
Throu~h
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A Quiet Study Period

Pet Peeves

Have you ever tried to do homework
with a younger brother or sister around?
If you haven't you've really missed something.
You can begin studying in a quiet,
secluded place and all of a sudden, the Civil
War might begin over-head, and General
Grant might come charging down the
stairs. You may also be sitting, minding
your own business, when all at once, you are
in the midst of Cape Kennedy, and rockets
are zooming above you.
Maybe your are doing your homework
the right way, away from the television and
radio, but the television or the radio begins
to blare so loudly you might as well be
right in front of it.
Your brother might be asking you how
to spell something like "dog" or "cat" or
other easy words. Meanwhile, your younger
sister is busy drawing Humpty Dumpty on
your history paper.
All this might make you a little mad;
but when your brothers and sisters go to
bed and everything is quiet the contrast is
just too great!
Marjorie Anderson, 8

A Trip To Zanti

I've had some weird assignments
Since I've been in this school
Some are easy, some are hard,
Others are just plain cruel!
A term paper that takes four months to do
Doesn't make much sense to me
Not much sense, but lots of work
Thanks to E. F. D.
One thing that makes me bleary-eyed
And really stirs my wrath
Is the nightly lesson I'm given
In Mr. Murphy's Modern Math!
When I get a laundry assignment
It makes me very grim
Hasn't anyone ever thought of
Disposable suits for gym?
The very worst project I've had so far,
Bordering on disaster,
ls haYing to do an item
For the '64 "Broadcaster".
Of the people and things on my "Pet Peeve"
list,
Mr. Burns is in the lead
For making me write this poem
For everyone to read!
Julie Butler, 8

One day the explorers set off for the planet
Zanti, which was filled with crawling snakes
and lizards. As the men were carried to
their destination they saw nothing. Then
all of a sudden a nest of eagles swarmed
over them. Then out of nowhere some
huge bugs came flying out at them. The
explorers ran back to the ship, . stayed
there, and looked out of the window to
see if the bugs were gone. The bugs
accummulated in thousands. The men tried
to start the ship but the engine was choked
by the bugs. The bugs managed to crawl
into the ship where the men were staying.
Then one of the explorers took a torch
and set it to the insects . The bugs JUSt
turned to ashes, and the explorers were now
safe.
The next day the men set out for earth,
but they will never forget the planet Zanti.
Thomas Giampietro, 9

First Love
"First Jove", often very wrongly confused with "puppy Jove". cannot be found
in any dictionary. But still, ·t can be
·found in every school and in every city.
town, state, and country in the orld.
It may begin with a kiss or a telephone
call or just a friend!}' glance aero s a
crowded room. It is so fragile that it can
be shattered by one unkind rumor: ·et o
strong it can withstand separation and e\ en
the disapproval of parent and friend . It
ma last for an indefinite period of time:
fi\e days, five weeks, five months or even
five year . But no matter ho\' hort it 1 ,
it will never be forgotten in the hearts of
those who cared. For nothing in the world
compares with its innocence it ympath ·
and its tenderness. But when it dies, all other
love become like a favored plarthing that,
although still enjoyed. has lost it shiny
newne s.
First love is more shr, more merry. and
yet infinitely more sad than any other
emotion. It is fulfilling all things hoped for
and the promi e of thing to come.

I Wonder
God-Oh-God, Can you hear me
In the heavens so far away?
I often wonder about the sea,
And dream of it stormy or gay.
Do you look down from up above
And ee the same cliffs and bays?
And do we both have the same love
For the sea and its mystical ways?
Judy Preston,9 1

Pamela Bedrosian, 9
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"The Pain and Agony of A
Bowling Ball"
Have you ever thought with real sentimental feeling about the life of a bowling
ball? To you it is nothing more than a
fun loving sport played by all ages. But,
as 1 mentioned before, if you haven't
thought about it with feeling, it's high time
you started.
Let's listen to some complaints said when
everything is locked and closed for the
night at a bowling alley:
Bowling Ball:
" Boy, it surely has been a tough day. Why
1 think I was abused more than anyone
else. Getting rolled down the alley
wasn't so bad, but when they spin
me, thinking I would roll down the
alley - boy, that was all I needed. What
kind of day was it fOr you?"

The Maine Woods

Candle Pin:
"Well, don't feel so sorry for yourself;
standing up here is bad enough, but when
you' re the first one to get hit - ooh, I
can't even think about it."

During a winter trip to Maine just before Christmas, I had the pleasure of becoming acquainted with a real Indian hunter and guide. His stories of the woods
were so exciting that I teased him to take
me out with him and his huge German
Shepherd dog.
Return ing to camp after an exhilarating,
but rather uneYentful day, we noticed that
the hunting dog was growling, and that the
hackles on h is back were raised. Like a
shot, he leaped at a long brownish animal
slithering through the snow. Quickly he
cornered the animal, but just as quickly
the martin fastened its long, sharp, pointed
teeth into the dog's nose. After a long,
bloody, battle, the dog killed the animal
by breaking its back.
My guide was happy because the pelt
would bring a high price.
Michael Harrington, 9

Bowling Ball:
" I wonder what kind of day we'll have
tomorrow? Maybe because of it being a
weekday, it won 't be too bad with everyone working and the teenagers in sehool.
W hy, the teenagers, I think, are more
troubL some than the elders. They pick
me up with sticky hands , drop roe, trying to make others think they can bowl.
But the worst> comes when the buys try
to out-do each other; why sometimes, I'm
p icked up and thrown, instead of being
rolled down the alley."
Candle Pin:
"Look! People are starting to come in,
it must be opening time. Ooh, I can just
feel it - getting knocked down and spun
around all day again and the noise is unbelievable but here goes another day of

The Land Where The Wind
Does Not Stop

Agony and Pain."

Sit on a rock on a grassy knoll,
Gaze to the top of a hill,
Listen with reverence to a church bell's toll,
And offer a pray if you will.
Swim while you dream in a river of dew,
Climb just one peak to the top,
And then you will know you have come to,
The land where the wind does not stop.
Pamela Bedrosian, 9

Well, after reading this, I hope you
become aware of the pain you've caused
while enjoying yourself. But it just goes
to prove one thing; "Next time you bowl,
bowl with sympathy for the sake of the
Bowling Ball!"
Mary Fantasia, 8
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It's

Ice and Snow
I guess I don't have a favorite winter
sport. If I said I enjoyed skiing, skating,
snowball fighting or anything else, it would
be the biggest lie told. To put it into plain
English, I hate winter and I hate freezing
to death. No matter what I do in the
winter, I always come home red and cold
from head to toe.
I remember I used to go skating in the
winter when I was little. I wasn't really a
bad skater, to tell the truth. I might have
been pretty good if people had left me
alone. It seems that somebody skated by
and took my hat. When I found it, it was
usually filled with cold, wet snow. By the
time I'd get back to skating I was so busy
looking fo~ the beast who stole my hat that
I'd skate right into the middle of a hockey
game!
Did you ever look up and see a big bunch
of boys skating straight for you? \Xf ell,
believe me, ifs pretty bad. Especially since
some big fat boy always seemed to be the
one who knocked me down. You know, it's
not very pleasant having a giant sitting on
you!
Now that you know I don't like being
cold, wet, or sat upon , you can probably
see why I don't like winter or winter sports.
If you like it, go right ahead and freeze
but remember to leave me out!
Emily LeBeau, 9.

Measles

! ! !

It was a day before my cousin Bobby's
wedding. The outfits of the bride and
bridesmaids were gorgeous. The reception
was to be at the Hillcrest, an enormous
hall. The night before the wedding I
received a telephone call from my auot Ann .
This was terrible! Mark, one of her five
children, had the measles! She wanted to
go because Bobby is her only nephew . She
asked me to babysit so .Mark wouldn't infect
the reception as he had done to his brothers
and sisters.
At 10:00 A .M. the next morning I was
driven to the scene of my torturing ordeal.
Mark, age 5 (with sunglasses), Susan, age 6,
Denise, age 8, Tony, age 10, and I were
watching television when I heard a bloodcurdling cry. The neighbor's dog! Brian
age ll/2 , started to jump and cry in his
crib. I went to the kitchen and fixed his
bottle. I made the mistake of asking Denise
to give him the bottle. Wham! Denise
had dropped the bottle and was screaming
and staring at her bloody hand. After
bandaging her finger, giving the baby another bottle, and sweeping up the shattered
glass, I began lunch. While we were eating,
Susan dropped her glass of milk onto her
dessert. Luckily there had been extra.
The afternoon wasn't too horrid. After
catching Susan before she opened a bottJe of
aspirin instead of candy, things ran
smoothly. When I returned home I heard of
the missed wedding. Then, three days later,
I had spots!
Joan Gentile 9

Lost!

A Mouse In O ur House

One hot summer's evening, I. a lonely

It was Thursday night. I was talking
o~ the phone. as usual, to one of my girl
friends when I heard a noise in the kitchen.
As I looked up there I saw a mouse staring me m the face. I screamed, A mouse!
I put ~own the phone to get help. M y
brave sister came to the rescue . She took
a mop and tried to push hi111 out the door
~ut the mouse came toward her a couple
inches; my brave sister jumped up on
the chair, then o_n to the table. \X'hen my
mother, who was in the other room heard the
screams. she came into the kitchen to find
out what was go mg on. She 1ike a knight
in shi.ning arms, put the ~op over the
mouses head and smothered him. I never
forgot t.hat mouse with the brown eyes and
long tail. What a burial that mouse had 1
He was ·rapped m the Boston Globe and
thrown in the garbage pai I in the ba k
yard.

newcom~r, sat on a bench outside Lodge 4

at Antnm, New Hampshire where I was
attending a summer carQp. The grounds
were almost all woods with one road that
led to all the buildings and areas uch as:
the waterfront, mess hall, medical building
an so on. In order to get to the various
areas quickly, I would take a short cut
through the woods.
In the deepening twilight the tree
looked different. I took the wrong turn
and became helple sly lost I wandered
for hours until overcome b exhaustion. I
lay down and fell asleep.
When the
camp leJder found that I was mis. ing, he
notified the police, the forest ranger and
and my parents.
. \X'hen I woke up, the un wa ju t peeping through the low branches of the trees.
I sat up, looked around. and there. not a
couple of hundred yard away, ·a Lodge
numb r 4 !
Ed,vard Maniachi, 9

of

Marion Du Bois, 9
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"It's That Time Again"

Trash Collector

Here it is again. Gee, this time seems to
come every day! 8:05, the first bell rings.
\X'ell, I guess it's that time, but I'm never
there that early to hear it ring.
Almost every morning at approximately
8: 17 I come walking into the class. I look
just about as bright and shiny as one of
the last of the Mohicans. Into the good
old locker room. Yes, here we are, my
locker, a miniature replica of the city dump.
"Who's the wise guy who shut my locker?"
''If I ever find the rat!" 0 well, you can't
win. Time to try and remember the faithful combination that opens this trap door!
After many trys, I hear that little ole click.
But naturally something always manages to
get stuck in there. ''Well, well, what do
you know, a can of hair spray!" "Now, if
I can only get my books out before .. .,"
to bad, didn't catch them. But of course
a girl would just happen to get one of those
glorious top lockers "Oh, boy what a beast."
"Tomorrow I'll bring a ladder." Hurry,
hurry hurry, before the last bell. Finally,
as the clock is striking 8: 20, I slide into
my seat. "Well, made it again, we'll see
what happens tomorrow."
To sum up this composition of this favorite time of day, all you bright scholars,
"DON'T GET OUT OF BED!"
Sally Iodice

While on a camping trip in Canada, my
family and I were amazed to find all the
barrels hanging from trees instead of on
the ground. When we asked someone the
reason for this, he simply said, "We hope
you never have the misfortune to find out."
Of course this set us all to wondering.
My sister said that there probably was
someone trying to steal the trash.
One night as my sister and I went to empty the waste baskets (for the campsite must
always be kept clean) we found the barrel
swinging back and forth with papers flying
from it. Thinking it was our brother, we
ran up to the barrel and pointed the
flashlight into it. You can imagine our
surprise when we saw the racoon contentedly eating potatochips.
Patricia Goss, 9

A Frightening Experience
One evening last year I was sitting down
watching T.V. and decided to get an apple
out of the refrigerator. When I stepped off
the couch I felt a little furry thing run
across my foot. I let out a scream and
jumped back on the couch. My father
asked what was wrong and I told him. He
went out to the kitchen and saw a tiny grey
mouse run across the kitchen to the pantry.
My father got the broom and started
to chase it and before he could catch it the
mouse ran down the hole where it must
have come from before. I'll neYer forget
that day as Jong as I live, and after all.
that I decided not to have the apple at all.
Barbara Frano, 9

Creature from the Unknown
On the afternoon of June 21st my neighbor, Marie, called me and asked if I could
baby-s t fo r her children tonight. She had
two little boys named Mark and Joey.
I
accepted .
When I arrived, Marie had put the children to bed and then told me that she
would be back at 11: 30. I checked the
boys, then put on the T.V. "Fantasmic
Features" were coming on and while the
little monster, Feep, was talking, I went
to get something to eat. When I came
back, the movie called "Creature from the
Unknown" was on. I was sitting there
frightened and then suddenly I heard a
noise. I didn't know whether to get up or
just sit there. Then I heard another noise
and a bark. I finally managed to get up off
the couch. and looked around the room. I
saw a shadow at the den window and
heard the dog bark again . I started to
scream, but controlled my emotions and
went to the window. There stood, not an
unknown creature, but an ordinary pussy cat
knocking milk bottles off the porch and
almost hitting the dog.
Sheryl Bratcher, 8

Ecstacy
Far beyond the highest cloud
Beyond the shining star
But only I can take you there
We travel very far.
In this place there is no war
There are no guns or bombs
The tiny brooks and cooling breeze
Are always clear and calm.
The golden rays of sunlight
Beat gently on the ground;
Across the way from where we are
The daffodil is found.
Its petals glow in a pale light
That only we can see
Like many other perfect things
In the Jand of Ecstacy
Barbara Sherback
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My Sister The Night Owl

Who's Been Living In My
House?
One day as I was coming out of my
house I saw the door on the tree house
move. I ran to get a ladder from my
cellar when I discovered that the cellar
door was locked. Well, I ran upstairs
and woke my mother out of a sound sleep
and almost got a slipper over my head for
it, too . She said the keys were on the
counter in the kitchen . I slipped on the
waxed floor and bit my crazy bone, getting
the keys. I ran down the cellar to .find
out that my father had put the ladder along
the side of the house. I hurried and put the
keys back on the counter.
Getting the ladder, I started toward the
tree house when I remembered that it was
the short ladder and would not reach the
tree house. Getting disgusted, I hurried
back to get the other ladder. Well, I started
for the tree house once more, this time with
. the right ladder. At last I reached the tree
house . I crept up the ladder so as not to
make the strange visitor know someone
was coming. Grabbing the knob and pushing open the door, much to my surprise, I
found my cat that had been missing for five
days.
Linda Vaglica , 9

I have a 2Vi yr. old sister who, confidentially, is a brat. My sister found a
way to climb out of her crib, yet none of us
knew about it.
One night while my mother and I were
watching T.V., we heard footsteps from
upstairs. They. were fast and noisy. We
thought it was one of the kids and didn't
investigate. After a while we got drowsy,
then my mother fell asleep. I thought I'd
go upstairs and see to it that everyone was
covered. Five minutes later everyone was
covered except 3 of my brothers and my 21/2
year old sister.
I went into my mother's room. To my
surprise I couldn't find my sister. Traveling from room to room, I got nervous. Finally I gave up and decided to go downstairs .
On the way down I heard someone talking,
only a faint sound.
Forgetting about
anything, I rushed into the kitchen to get
something heavy just in case. So I walked
slowly to the parlor and I saw the curtain
moving. When I opened it, there to my
surprise. I saw my sister sitting there.
When I asked her what she was doing she
answered, 'Tm watching television." So m
case it's a lonely night and you hear footsteps, don't be surprised if it's your little
sister.
Julie Brackett, 8

W hat Is A Teenager?

"The Intruder"
Jo-Anne sat quietly by the .fire, si ping
her coffee and reading a book. O tctside,
thunder roared and thunder crashed, but
she felt safe in her chair by the large .fire- place. The enormous house always creaked
during a storm, but tonight the noises
seemed strangely different. As she sat reading, a shadow seemed to fall over the entire
room. She looked up and there, .6.Ilmg the
doorway, was a figure . Her hand gre
cold, and she could feel her heart flutter a
she ro e shakily. Her half-empty cup
clattered to the floor as she backed up toward the other side of the room The figure
was corning slowly toward her. She c~uld
make out his features now
The olor
dr.1ined from her face as she gripped the
\\all behind her in an effort to quiet th
churning in her stomach. She opened her
mouth to scream, but only a faint whimper
of terror came forth. teadil · he JpproaLhed
with h.rnds raised menacingly. He ;..-a_
an arm's length fr m her \~hen udd nlv
·
a voice broke in, aying.
"That's fine, Jo-Ann ; report a~ain for
rehear al tomorrow .1t 9:00 harp!"
Kathleen Flanagan, 9

A teenager is a half man, half child, sometimes a half wit.
He is in a state of confusion, if you call
it that
And the foolish things he does ,some not to
speak of, are blamed on this:
He is undecided about the future,
Although sometimes -

well let's skip that.

He will completely ignore girls at
moment and -

one

He will think nothing but girls at the next
moment.
H~'ll come home looking as if he had played
m mud,
Spend half an hour combing his hair just
right,
And thinking. while looking in the mirror,
how handsome he is.
There's something strange about a teenager.
But cheer up, it happens to all of us.
Richard Marchand
35

r:

PATRONS OF THE BROADCASTER
I

I

Donations to be contributed to the
John F. Kennedy Memorial Library

I

Mr. and Mrs. Remis Alberico

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Kimball

Mr. James Basile

Mr. and Mrs. Alice G. Lang

Dr. and Mrs. Walter E. Bianchi

Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Laughrea

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Burke

Mr. and Mrs. James Lenihan

Mr. and Hrs. John R. Burns

Miss Helen Anne Lyons

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Cavallo

Capt. and Mrs. H. MacDonald

Mr. and Mrs. Pat. Ceglio

Mary I.· MacEathern

Mrs. D. Chakarian

Miss Madigan

Miss Grace Cicotelli

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Mancini

Miss Margaret F. Collins

Mr. and Mrs. William McElhenny

Mr. and Mrs. Michael Conti

Henry Maurer

Mr. and Mrs. Michael Cotoni

Mrs. Edith Milano

Mr. and Mrs. John Cram

Mr. and Mrs. Francis X. Mooney

Mr. and Mrs. John Demirjian

Miss Moriarity

Mr. and Mrs. John DePass

Miss Morse

Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Donato

Mr. James Murphy

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Donnelly

Mr. and Mrs. Richard Najarian

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Dupuis

Mr. and Mrs. Thos. Oates

Mr. and Mrs. Theodore Fortier

Miss Helen Palm

Mr. and Mrs. Edward Francis

Mr. and Mrs. Carmine Pallone

The French Club

Mr. and Mrs. Fred. Pershley

A Friend

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Perkins

Mr. afld Mrs. George Gordon

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Peros

Mr. and Mrs. Lonnie Gregg

Mr. and Mrs. Fred. Rousseau

Miss Grey

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Sama

Mrs. Charlotte Hennessey

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Sampson

Mr. and Mrs. Bert. Hirtle

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Smythe

Miss Hopkins

Mr. and Mrs. Nino Sperandio

Mrs. Viola Horrigan

Capt. and Mrs. J. Trudeau

Mr. and Mrs. Fred. Horrigan

Mr. and Mr.s Charles Walsh

Miss Jones

Mr. and Mrs. George Yapchian

I

I

When they were young and gay . . . you meet them every day.
PAGE 14

1234567-

1 - MRS. TOBIN
2 - MISS JONES
3 - MRS . :HORRIGAN
4 -MRS. SULLIVAN
S - MRS. ROUSSEAU
6 - MISS MADIGAN
7 - MR. MURPHY
8 - MR. McDADE
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MR. LAUGHREA
MISS MACKOWSKI
MR. DePASS'
MRS ALBERICO
MR . CEGLIO
MR. NAJERIAN
MRS . MILANO

COMPLIMENTS
COMPLIMENTS
-

of-

WATERTOWN

of -

PICCOLO'S PHARMACY

SPORTS CENTER

WATERTOWN SQUARE
WATERTOWN SQUARE

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

JOHN W. BARRETT INSURANCE
AGENCY, INC.
144 MAIN STREET

MEAT-SPOT
28 MT. AUBURN STREET

WA 3-9730

WATERTOWN

RUDY'S CLEANERS
OF WATERTOWN
276 ORCHARD STREET
WA 4-9871
Your Cleaner Is Your Clothes
Best Friend
Wedding Gowns Are
Our Specialty

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

THE MUNHALL FUEL

CO., INC.
WA 4-4000
WA 4-2996

Fuel Oil -

Oil Burners -

Sales and Service

ED'S SUB SHOP

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

BEN FRANKLIN'S

For People Who Are
Particular

CUSHING SQUARE

310 MAIN STREET

BELMONT

WA 4-9745

RICCl'S
Specializing In Italian-American Food

WATERTOWN

MAIN STREET
WA 4-7920

COMPLIMENTS

COMPLIMENTS
-

-

of -

A FRIEND

NAPOLl'S MARKET

WARING'S PHARMACY

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

David Gamerman, B.S.
Reg. Phann.

of the -

DONUT FAIR

UA Name You Can Trust"

at

220-A WA VERLEY AVENUE
WATERTOWN, MASS.
WA 4-2600

Main and Westminster A venue

BALCH OIL CO.

For Free Delivery

Complete Heating Service
Fuel Oils - Oil Burners
Boiler - Burner Units

Call WA 4-3080

WA 4-6495

WA 3-0646

Bob Balch, Owner

BUTLER'S PHARMACY
Bart Cincotta, Reg. Phann.
Watertown's Oldest Drug
Store

15 FULLER ROAD
WATERTOWN

Established 1900

ADALIAN BROS., INC.
89 SPRING STREET
Custom Upholsterers -

WATERTOWN, MASS.
Cabinet Makers

Oriental Rugs - Broadloom Carpeting
Complete Rug Service
Willard J. Gulesian

Charles N. Dermanjian

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

WATERTOWN
BINDERY, INC.

RANDY'S BOWL-A-WAY
653 MT. AUBURN STREET

77 SPRING STREET

WA 4-1880

WATERTOWN, MASS .

KELLY THE FLORIST
12 MT. AUBURN STREET
WATERTOWN

..

"Flowers for all and every
.
occasion

OTIS BROS. COMPANY
James J. Clifford
Footwear For The Family
Men's and Boy's Wear

15-19 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN
MASS.

RUDY'S CLEANERS
OF WATERTOWN

COMPLIMENTS

276 ORCHARD STREET
WA 4-9871

DePASQUALE'S MARKET

Your Cleaner Is Your Clothes
Best Friend

299 WATERTOWN STREET
NEWTON 58, MASS .

Wedding Gowns Are
Our Specialty

Tel. BI 4-7633

WA 6-0942

-

of -

Free Estimates

CAPONE TILE
Home Remodeling
Ceramic and Mosaic
Wall - Floor Tile

113 Forest Street
Watertown
Dom Capone

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

"YOUR CORNER
ATLANTIC"

COMPLIMENTS

JOE'S VARIETY
216 WAVERLEY AVENUE

-

of -

GAIL'S
PIZZA PALACE

WA tertown 4-9798

WATERTOWN SQUARE

FOX DRUG STORE
Frederick A. Fox, Reg. Pharm.

GREEN MEADOWS
DAIRY BAR

WATERTOWN STREET
NEWTON, MASS.

Tel. W Atertown 4-6379

For Delivery Phone LA 7-2310

GERARD'S OF BELMONT - STUDIO OF PHOTOGRAPHY
Weddings - Portraits - Color

COM MONWEALTH PHOTOGRAPHY SERVICE
Legal -

Industrial - Commercial - Advertisement
IV 4-7010 For 24 Hour Service
Mobile Phone CO 5-6400

384-A TRAPELO ROAD
G. T. Kelly

J. C. Miller

COMPLIMENTS

COMPLIMENTS
-

-

of -

WAGON WHEEL
NURSERY

of -

Louis 0. Caporicci

MASON'S FLOWERS
113 MT. AUBURN STREET

LEXINGTON

MASS.

W Atertown 4-4788

COMPLIMENTS

COMPLIMENTS
-

-

of -

MOM'S DONUT SHOP
WATERTOWN SQUARE

of -

GREEN BAG PRODUCE

co.
WATERTOWN SQUARE

ORCHARD PARK GRILLE
INC.

FOSTER'S FLOWERS

208 WA VERLEY AVENUE
WATERTOWN
MASS.

IVanhoe 4-0230
IVanhoe 4-0231

Choice Wines and Liquors
Pizza Our Specialty

CUSHING SQUARE
BELMONT 78, MASS.

Phone WA 4-9650

LORRAINE

OIL

CO.

Oils - Oil Burners
24 Hour Service
85 MADISON A VENUE
LAsell 7-2534

NEWTONVILLE

WATERTOWN

70 GALEN STREET
WA tertown 4-9642
WA tertown 4-4500
Nights and Sundays Call

Edgar B. Dolbier, 28 Ash Street, Auburndale
LAsell 7-7808

*
COMPLIMENTS

-

of-

NONANTUM

COAL

WATERTOWN

*
COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

BUCKLEY & SCOTT
OIL CO.
57 SPRING STREET
WATERTOWN

FISHER AUTOMOTIVE
SERVICE
"Bear" Wheel Alignment
and Balancing
296-A CALIFORNIA STREET
LA 7-9777

WA 4-5700

SUCCESS IN HIGH SCHOOL
COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

A FRIEND

to our

NINTH GRADE
from the

HONOR SOCIETY

FRIED'S DEPARTMENT
STORE

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

Shoes - Dry Goods
Furnishings

SAM'S BARBER SHOP

317-319 WATERTOWN STREET

WATERTOWN SQUARE

LAsell 7-9673

COOMBS MOTOR CO. OF WATERTOWN
Authorized Ford Sales and Service
66 GALEN STREET
WATERTOWN, MASS .

Tel. WAtertown 4-7650
FALCON

FORD

COMPLIMENTS
-

0

f -

SHUTT TIRE COMPANY

91 NORTH BEACON STREET
WATERTOWN

MASSACHUSETIS

PLEASANT ST. GARAGE
OF BELMONT, INC.

COMPLIMENTS
-

1000 PLEASANT STREET
BELMONT, MASS.

of -

SEABOARD PLYWOOD

Dodge, Lancer, Dart, Polara

and

"Chick", Service Mgr.

LUMBER CORP.

IV 4-5420

W Atertown 4-8300

HENRY'S MARKET

BATSON'S PHARMACY

Choice Meat - Groceries
Fruits and Vegetables

CUSHING SQUARE

Quality is our Policy

BELMONT

455 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN
MASS .

RANSOM'S

TAXI

13 SPRING STREET
WATERTOWN

MASS.

*
2-Way Radio

WA 4-3700

WA 4-370 1

LEGISLATION ENABLES

TEACHERS TO BUILD
BETTER PENSIONS
Tax-Favored Annuities Become
Available under Public Law 87-370
Washington, D. C. With the enactment of P.L. 87-370, improved
retirement benefits can be made
available to teachers and other employees of public educational institutions through annuity contract&.
Such employees may now participate in a type of personal pension
plan, free from current Federal income tax.

Other Advantages Indicated. In
addition to the obvious benefit, it
is noted that after retirement, people are usually in a lowertax bracket
because of lower income generally.
Furthermore, under current law,
increased personal exemptions at
age 65 lessen the tax burden at that
time.

Annuity Contract is "TaxSheltered." Up to 20% of a teach-

A booklet setting forth pension
possibilities and outlining possible
benefits to both employee and employer has been prepared by the
New York Life Insurance Company. Copies of "Tax-Sheltered
Annuities" may be obtained from ...

er's annual compensation can be
h nneled into the purchase by the
employer of an annuity contract to
be owned by the teacher. The
amount of the annuity premium
which is paid by the employer does
not constitute taxable income for
Federal income tax purposes.
Amounts payable under the annuity contract are taxable only
when received. Thus, participating
employees are able to supplement
their regular pension plans with individual annuities which have been
purchased with untaxed dollars.

Explanatory Booklet Available.

PAUL F. ALPHEN

Special

e

Agent

NEW YORK LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY

18 Townly Rd., Watertown, Mass.

COMPLIMENTS
-of-

DR. HAROLD E. ELLIOTT

WA 4-4947

JILL'S BEAUTY STUDIO
Hair Styling

Optometrist

56 MT. AUBURN STREET
WATERTOWN 72, MASS.
WA 4-6418

HERLIHY AND KILCOYNE
INSURANCE AGENCY

146 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN 72, MASS.
Air Conditioned

GRAY'S
DISCOUNT HOUSE
25 CHURCH STREET
WATERTOWN SQUARE

468 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN, MASS.

Tel. WAtertown 4-5040

924-4323

Home Electrical Appliances
Since 1927

EDWIN L. STONE, INC ..

KELL Y'S SHELL SERVICE

Insurance -

Real Estate

Frigidaire - Philco

600 MAIN STREET

45 MT. AUBURN STREET
WATERTOWN

WATERTOWN 72, MASS .

WA 4-4577

Tel. WAtertown 4-9810

MANZELLI OIL CO.
COMPLIMENTS
Complete Heating Service
-

of -

WATERTOWN RADIO

17 WHITNEY STREET
WATERTOWN
WA 4-8833

TOWN HALL PHARMACY
Edward M. Fantasia
Reg. Pharm.

148 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN
MASS.
Phone: WAtertown 4-2833

AMERICAN LAUNDRY
INC.

COMPLIMENTS
-of-

ROCHELLE'S
Tuxed.o s for Hire

58 MT. AUBURN STREET
WATERTOWN
MASS.
WAtertown 4-7070

COMPLIMENTS

57 MT. AUBURN STREET

WATERTOWN 72,
MASS.
Phone WA 4-6491
Near Watertown Square
Plenty of Free Parking
Watertown's Most Complete
Launderers and Cleaners

OHNEMUS
SERVICE STATION
556 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN
WA 4-9666

-

of -

"YOUR CORNER
ATLANTIC"

LA 7-1810
EL 4-0843
Work Called for and Delivered

RENE J. POISSON
Wat ch and Clock Repairs
Diamonds - Watches
Silverware

303 WATERTOWN STREET
Established 1925

COMPLIMENTS
-

of -

CUSHING SQUARE
BARBER SHOP
460 COMMON STREET
BELMONT

COMPLIMENTS
-of-

FLETCHER'S HARDWARE

WATERTOWN
SAVINGS
BANK
MAIN OFFICE BRANCH OFFICE -

60 MAIN STREET
I 0 BIGELOW A VENUE

WATERTOWN'S ONLY SAVINGS BANK

Assets Over $35,000,000

Main Office
75 Main Street

Watertown

Star Market Branch Office
Mount Auburn Street
Cambridge

WATERTOWN FEDERAL SAVINGS
AND LOAN ASSOCIATION
75 MAIN STREET
WATERTOWN SQUARE
WATERTOWN, MASSACHUSETTS
Serving and Growing with Watertown Since 1888
~.

90 Years of Banking Service and Security to the
People and Industry of all Watertown with

5 Convenient Offices
COOLIDGE SQUARE
WATERTOWN SQUARE
WARRENDALE
NICHOLS AVENUE
MUNICIPAL PARKING LOT

Established 1873

A uto Loans

Savings Accounts

Home Improvement Loans

Checking Accounts

Personal Loans

Safe-Deposit Boxes

Commercial Loans

Home Mortgages

Your "Full Service" Bank

