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Selections from 

Some Like It Cool 

     
        Editor — Claudia Edwards 

 

       

 Assistant Editor — Sandra Knox 

       

 Art Editors — Saralee Goodman 

      Claudia Edwards 

 

 Production Staff — Al Tarrt  

     Carol Gleaves  

 Writing Staff — Nancy McLane 

         Pat Finnegan  

        Sandy Jones 

 Contributing Artist — Nelle Wilkes 

       

              Contributing Writers— Don McClure 

         Patricia Duggar, Larry Schlanser 

Selections: 
 Lament of a Freshman — Don McClure 

 We Like Our Teachers After All — Sandra Knox 

 These Crazy Teens — Nancy McLane 

 Teen Top Tunes — Pat Finnegan and Sandy Jones 

 Reigning Cats and Dogs: Turn-About Pet — Claudia Edwards 

 Santa Visits NHS — Saralee Goodman 

 Santa, Don’t Forget the Big Men — Nancy McLane and Claudia Edwards 
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      By Don McClure 
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— By Nancy McLane 
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  All American Boy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Willie Getter 

  Torture . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Mr. McQuitty’s tests 

  Sixteen Reasons . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Why I don’t get along with teachers 

  Personality . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Elaine Hudson 

  Lonesome Town . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Herzo Base 

  Because They’re Young . . . . . . . .   NHS Freshmen 

  Blue Betty . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .    Mrs. Rosin marking chemistry exams 

  I’m Gonna Get Married . . . . . . . .  Dottie Goforth 

  A Mess of Blues . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Report Cards 

  Among My Souvenirs . . . . . . . . . . Yearbook 

  Walk, Don’t Run . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  To the cafeteria 

  That’s My Desire . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Straight A’s 

  The Big Hurt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Flunking Exams 

  Silhouettes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ralph Mogel 

  That’s All You Gotta Do . . . . . . . . . Turn of showers 

  Lipstick, Powder and Paint . . . . . . Jenna Skirving 

  Wake Up, Little Suzy . . . . . . . . . . . Suzy Smith 

  Twist . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Don McClure 

  The Story of Our Love . . . . . . . . .   Terry and Pam 

  Don’t Be Cruel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mr. Rosin 

                                 By Pat Finnegan and Sandy Jones 
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Turn-About Pet 
My pet is tall, with golden hair, 
White skin and soft brown eyes. 
She’s faithful, too. She’s always there. 
If I should leave, she cries. 
 
    I’m really very fond of her 
    And never use my claws. 
    To please her all I do is purr 
    And touch her with my paws. 
 
         She always gives me things to eat, 
         But screams at little mice 
         I bring her for a special treat — 
         No cat has pet so nice. 
    —By Claudia Edwards 
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 There it was glittering high above the junior high building, ready to make its landing. 

The crowd, hundreds of anxious, excited kids, awaiting the arrival of the luxurious 1961 
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Mercedes Jet Liner, bearing none other than Great Santa himself. Fanning out in front of 

the gaping mass, Baton-Happy Worland was there with his oompah boys and girls, all 

dressed in brownie costumes to lend reality to “Jingle Bells.” So carried away by the merry 

strains, Twinkle-Toes Ferguson leapt from the crowd to execute a few wild Charleston 

steps. 

 The press boys crowded forward. Shutter-Snap Fairbanks climbed on the shoulders 

of Brawny-Back Matlock. He wasn't going to miss any good Yearbook candids. News-

Nosey McQuitty was reporting the event, and kept bawling on-the-spot news releases to 

Push-Pencil Worland, who took them down in frenzied shorthand.  Sweat-Suited  Jahnke 

dashed from the gym, brandishing a typewriter to get the story straight from the reindeer's 

mouth. 

 F1oating ever so gently down upon the field, the great craft made a beautiful land-

ing. The door opened, the ramp was drawn up, and one by one the celebrated family de-

scended. First came Shop-Foreman Campbell, the chief toy maker, and his two assistants, 

Weary Erie, who collected busted bean-shooters and old bubble gum for bad boys' stock-

ings, and General Grant Campbell, who made jigsaw map puzzles and other educational 

toys. The crowd shouted and shoved and was near riot as Santa at last appeared. 

 Head-On Hedden, official interviewer, rushed to greet the distinguished guest. 

 “Welcome, Santa,” he exclaimed in his rich assembly voice, “welcome to NHS. Here 

on our beloved football field — which for once is dry — we make history again in receiving 

you, Santa, direct from the North pole.” 

 “Ah beg your pahdon, Suh, the South Pole. Taxes got too high for the plant at the 

North Pole.” 

 “Oh, really! Well, how was the trip?” 

 “Jest fahn, and Ah sho want to tell you-all what a pleasure it is to be here, and how 

deeelighted Ah am at this great turnout. My li’l helpers find this a remarkable exper’ence, a 

one not long to forget—” 

 “Just a moment,” interrupted Head-On, “I’d better get Prof. Parrish, our foreign lan-

guage interpreter —” 

 “Don’t trouble, Suh, I’ll just switch back to my North Pole accent.” 
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 “That’s better,” said Head-On, relieved. “Now, Santa, we all want to know what you 

have in that big, bulging pack.” 

 “Why, yes, I’ve plenty here for your good goys and girls, and your teachers, too.  

 This one is for Lenny Habas — a new doll collection. We hear he has only one doll he’s 
used for a long time now.  

 And here’s a present for Elaine Hudson — a Gogomobile, so she can make better time 
in the corridors running around on all those errands. 

 And for Judy McLane — a Jack-in-the-box, so she can keep a lock on that Jack of hers. 

 For Lanny Eyre I have a small theater with a canned applause machine. 

 For Susan Worley here’s a trampoline so she can practice bigger and better cartwheels. 

 For Toni Miller — a pogo stick to keep her jumping. 

 And what’s this for Ranny Lewis? — why, a contract with Decca to make his first record. 

 And for Jackie Hogue — a new model squirt gun with a never failing teacher-sight 
attachment. 

 For Micki Korp — a nice shiny mouse trap. 

 And for David Kirschbaum — a set of disappearing paperback science fiction. 

 For Mr. Rosin’s Seniors — some vest-pocket tape recorders for easy note taking.” 

 “You still have more, Santa?” interviewer Head-On queried. 

 “Oh, yes, I’ve a few things for the teachers who have behaved themselves.” 

 For Mrs. Gutschmidt — a new bottle of Chanel with built-in flit-gun. 

 For Mr. Goold — a lie detector to help him screen the phony excuses. 

 For Miss Kuzara — a used bottle of catsup and a six-month-old loaf of bread, both 
Christmas green with thick furry mold. 

 For Mr. Parrish — a Confederate uniform. 

 For Norah — a three-week vacation on the French Riviera. 

 And for Dr. Menegat — a new six-gun so that he can be more in the character of his 
great radio counterpart — Doctor Six-Gun.  And that seems to empty my pack.” 

 “Well, thank you so much for making NHS happy with these fine gifts.” Head-On’s 
thanks flowed from a full heart. 

 “Then I’m off and away,” chortled Santa, “with a Merry Christmas and a joyous New 
Year to all.” 

— by Saralee Goodman 
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By Nancy McLane and Claudia Edwards 
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Published June 1961 

SELECTIONS 

Laughter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Claudia Edwards 
Living Motion . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Claudia Edwards 
Realization . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Saralee Goodman 
Compared . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Beth Bondshu 
I Would Live Forever . . . . . . . . . Claudia Edwards 
The Flaming Filly . . . . . . . . . . . .  Sandra Knox 
To Coach Davis . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Robert Duggar 
German Justified . . . . . . . . . . . .  Jon Bonsignore 
The Strict English Teacher . . . . . Irven Warfield 
Battle Scenes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Lee Womack 
Summing It Up . . . . . . . . . . . . .   Kent Laikind 
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By Saralee Goodman 
 
Hate is the generating essential, hate for 
 the irrational, 
 the ridiculous. 
Unquestioning faith 
 at first conditioned into your very essence 
 becomes later a nucleus, 
 a basis for incipient doubt. 
 
To the non-able,  
 to those who act 
 through feeling, 
The world is cloudland — 
 to believe and die virtuous. 
 
To those who act 
 through rationality, 
The able who breed 
 a priceless specie, 
The mean is reason 
 and to be fulfilled. 
 
To those emotion-stifled, 
 vaporizing existence into nothing — 
Let them at last 
 gasp for the breath of reason, 
 the clear filtered air 
 of upper regions, 
Where the worthy reside 
 in valid existence. 
 
The nucleus shall burst apart 
 scattering particles, 
 but forming again 
 unchanged for the worthless. 
 
Men of mind alone 
 shall fuse 
 the residual of values 
Into final fulfillment, 
 the highest good. 
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 Ry Claudia Edwards 

1 would live forever 

If I could 

Becouso living is fun. 

1 would die because 

Death is; rest 

And I am tired. 

Let me live strongly 

While I live. 

And die gratefully 

Mien death comos. 

By Belli Bondshu 

To wliof con wo Sc eompored? 

Compered to all the stars in (he sky 

V/o are as ashes in a greol furnace; 

Compored to groins of sand on a beach 

We arc OS vast as the stars. 

To whot must wo So compared? 

Does size alone evaluate us? 

V.usl we be eompored to things? 

Compared to God we ore as sheep. 

And He our roaster, leader and salvation. 

By Beth Bondshu 

To what can we be compared? 

Compared to all the stars in the sky 

We are as ashes in a great furnace; 

Compared to grains of sand on a beach 

We are as vast as the stars. 

To what must we be  compared? 

Does size alone evaluate us? 

Must we be compared to things? 

Compared to God we are as sheep. 

By Claudia Edwards 

I would live forever 

If I could 

Because living is fun. 

I would die because 

Death is rest 

And I am tired. 

Let me live strongly 

While I live. 

And die gratefully 

When death comes. 
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        By Jon Bonsignore 

I sit around in dumb dismay, 

Nothing is very clear, 

And then I hear Frau Gutschmidt say, 

“It’s all so simple, dear.” 

     Well,  why not die instead of das? 

     A neuter girl won’t rate with me; 

     And why it’s wie instead of was 

     Will always be a mystery. 

First you find the case you need 

To show the proper ending. 

With subject, object all confused, 

The sentence still need mending. 

     I sometimes want to shoot myself 

     For all my goofs in class — 

     That jungle of subjunctive verbs! 

     This course I’ll never pass. 

But when I go to Nuernberg, 

And the salesgirl sure is cute, 

The heck with case and tenses — 

“Ich spreche Deutsch sehr gut.” 
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