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"Want of control over the senses is 
ca lled the road to ruin; victory over 
them, the path to fortune. Go then 

by which you please." 
 
 
 

 

INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 Remember, freedom cannot be purchased over the store counters, but has 
been obtained only thru the belief in our own country and the will to fight for its 
freedom whenever it became necessary ------ -- fighting does not necessarily mean 
combat upon the battlefield but rather the fight to continue our high standard of 
living and to keep all men free.  We all realize there is strength in unity.  Therefore it 
is vitally important we abolish racial hatred that all men regardless of race, creed or 
color may work together in harmony.  For above all else understanding and harmony 
must prevail thru out this great country of ours, else we many find when we least 
expect it a great weakness in the chain of our democracy. 
 
 We all owe this great land of opportunity an obligation and each individual must 
continue his fight less we all perish from the blaze of Communism.  For it would truly 
be a disaster for all mankind if our democracy ever splintered into a million thousand 
bits.  Remember Hiroshima, is that to be our destiny? 
 
 How Miracles Are Made - ---- 
  Our Freshman have been taught that a successful business is not built 
upon quick sand or that a great nation is built upon weak promises. Therefore they 
have been given the foundation necessary for great things to come ---------- 
education, faith and belief in their fellow men. 
 
 
  
 



Voice of America --------- 
  Our Sophomores having laid a good foundation in our previous semester 
the building of this great America continues thru the knowledge we are absorbing.  So 
many disasters might have been avoided thru just a bit of understanding or 
cooperation.  Naturally to understand is to cooperate for a great mind has no room 
for friction. 
 
 The Best is Yet To Be ------- 
  In our Junior Year having gained the ability to think for ourselves we have 
naturally acquired more confidence in ourselves and the people about us. As 
understanding and wisdom grows may it grant us the power to answer our problems.  
For those who seek knowledge and the high ideals of life such is given unto them. 
 
 Proud Destiny -------- 
  The Seniors as individuals realize and accept the responsibility of our 
future.  In our eagerness to seek life let us not be like the young bird who soared 
aloft too young lest we too crash to the ground and have our wings broken before we 
are strong enough to carry responsibility.  We shall always retain the courage to 
speak the truth.  Never forget our Humanness blended with a bit of humor.  May we 
continue to feel the serge of ambition and hope at each new dawn that we might 
successfully fulfill our destiny -------- Let this become our prayer ------- Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 

"All things that were are and wil l be, 
Have there being then and new and to come." 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    
 



 The Senior Class of 1948 
Wishes to dedicate this annual 
To Mrs. Bessire in sincere 
Appreciation of her unending 
Efforts to give to her students 
The stepping stones which pave 
The path to a truly successful  
Life. 
    It was said by a great 
Teacher, "you give but l ittle   
When you give of your possessions. 
It is when you give of yourself  
That you truly give." 

 
 
[Photograph of Ethel Bessire is in Yearbook after the above]  
 
[Next page has a photo of Wm. Kent Bessire] 
 
(see under Faculty on website for information on the faculty and their photos if available)  
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The Freshman Gay Nineties 
 

 The GAY NINETIES was the era which brought us some of the comforts we have today.  
Where would we be without a car or telephone?  (Sitting home talking to ourselves).  In those 
years, the lightning rod was used, and the telegraph was under experiment.  There were cars, 
but it wasn't very safe to get in one.  Some of the Theatrical Stars at that time included, 
Lillian Russell, Sarah Berhardt, and many others.  
 
 The Theaters were very unsafe because electricity was still unperfected, and the 
lighting was done by gas. 
 
 This was the day when Father's moustachio got in his way at dinner, and Mama's 
bustle caught all the fellow's eyes. For all the news, the men went down to get a shave and a 
hair cut, and spent their time singing in the 'barber shop quartet'.  Of course Mama couldn't 
pass that barber pole.  Oh no!  That would be awful!! 
 
 If this article was written a few years ago, we could comment on the 'hair-dos, the 
long dresses, and THOSE HATS!  But these old styles then, are now, "That new look." 
 
 Papa would come home, and sit in the parlor reading Harper's Weekly, Scribner's, and 
The Atlantic Monthly. 
 
 And of course, all of the very 'high class families', (the very elite, you know,) had 
Mam'selles for governess of little Janie, and Johnie.  And naturally, Mama just had to ride that 
new bicycle, or bust!  Even if it meant getting black and blue up to the 'hips'.  Oh! Mama! 
What you said!! 
 
 On Sunday afternoons, Papa and the gentlemen neighbors, sat in the parlor and talked 
about politics, which at that time consisted of, "Do you think that William Jennings Bryan will 
get the presidency this time?" and everyone was going to the Republican and Democrat 
Conventions.  
 
 Papa was always wondering if Jenny needed to be shod again, and Mama was worrying 
about the price of linin napkins going up from sixty-five cents a dozen, to a whole seventy-
five cents.  And think of it.  Eggs, fifty cents a dozen!  Yes, just think of it!! 
 
 What a wonderful age that was.  That was when you could get sick on ten cents worth 
of candy.  Oh well, those were the days.  And brother, them days are gone forever!! 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Mar-Ken Vaudeville Troop 
 
 
 

  It was a beautiful spring day in 1891 when the Mar-Ken Vaudevil le 
Troop came to the sleepy town of Los Angeles. 
 
 The crowds swarmed in to see the great performers.  First came the 
famed Nancy Coll ins doing her weightlifting act and when she took the 
500 pound weight and through it across the platform the crowd was 
astonished.  Then came the world renound dance team "Wessel & 
Scarpita" that kept the audience spellbound. 
 
 The next in l ine was the sensational juggling team of Sherry & 
Anderson.  Now I wouldn't say they were good but if you can juggle 6 
plates 9 oranges while balancing a knife on your foot & a broom on your 
nose your far from bad.  
 
 The last on the program was the terrif ic Magician Blackstone 
Follette. He could saw three people in half while hypnotizing someone at 
the same time.  After many famous American and European tours, this 
troope disbanded & the descendents of this same troop are the children 
in the 9th grade at Mar-Ken. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

FRESHMEN BIOGRAPHIES 
 
 
Name:  Martin Sherry 
Born:  Sept. 4th 
Ambition: Horse Breeder 
Saying: Egads 
Song:  I'll Dance At Your Wedding 
Talent: Raising Horses 
 
Name:  Nancy Collins 
Born:  Sept. 21 
Ambition: Get through school 
Saying: Holy cow 
Song:  Balerina 
Talent: Singing 
 
Name:  Dorothy Seese 
Born:  July 10th 
Ambition: Actress 
Saying: Stinko 
Song:  Near You 
Talent: Drawing 
 
 

 
Name:  Malvin Wessel 
Born:  Nov. 30th 
Ambition: Electronics 
Saying: Nuts 
Song:  A Four Leaf Clover 
Talent: Loud talking 
 
Name:  Bruce Follette 
Born:  Jan. 22   
Ambition: Ranches 
Saying: For petes sake 
Song:  Your Too Fat For Me 
Talent: Piano 
 
Name:  Bob Anderson 
Born:  March 6th   
Ambition: Electronics 
Saying: Phooey 
Song:  Shine 
Talent: Acting 
 

Name:  Carmen Scarpitta 
Born:  May 26th   
Ambition: Opera Singer 
Saying: Shagre fullera 
Song:  Baby Face 
Talent: Singing 

 
 
 

TONY PASTOR'S HIT PARADE 
Malvin …….…………..….. Casey At The Bat. 
Salli……….…………..………….…. My Gal Sal. 
Bruce …….…………...….. Sailor of A Whaler. 
Carmen …………….… Bird In A Gilded Cage. 
Bob ….…….…………….… Rastus on Parade. 
Dorothy ….. No, No, A Thousand Times No. 
Martin …..…. I'm Always Chasing Rainbows. 
Nancy ……….…………. When I Wore a Tulip. 



TRANSPORTATION  
 
 In 1894 the f irst modern gasol ine engine automobile was introduced in 
this country, and was on its way to being what it is today.  By  1899 there 
were approximately 4000 automobiles in the U.S.  Also the horse and buggy 
were used.  This was the most popular of al l methods.  The bicycle was 
frequent ly seen on the streets, and Tandems, or bicycles bui lt for two, made 
famous in the popular song of the day "Daisy", were not an uncommon sight.  
Odd looking costumes were worn when going bicycl ing.  By the 1890's there 
were many ra ilways in the U.S. which a lso provided ample transportation.  The 
stagecoach and the old wagon sti ll  were in use, and were found in Arizona, 
Cal ifornia, and other places in the "Wild and wooly West". 
 
 
 

When Grandma Was A Girl 
 
 Fifty years ago, if you were walking down a street in the Springt ime when 
things were in bloom and young folks were out of school you would have 
probably seen something l ike this :  A well dressed man of about twenty with a 
long waistecoat, four-in-hand t ied with a small knot with a high banded col lar, 
striped pants, a derby with a l itt le br im and maybe a straight cane.  Looking 
down the street you might have seen two people on a tandem bicycle, which 
were dressed in the common apparel of the t ime called sport.  The boy might 
have had a brown checked hat on which had a small br im in front, a checked 
coat which was very loud, pants which were referred to as "knickers" extending 
from the waist to the knee, high argyle socks and button top shoes which came 
to the ankle.  The girl , who was on the front seat of the bicycle might have had 
on a large sun bonnet t ied with a ribbon in a bow under her chin, a full dress 
made of gray, pink, or white serge, long white stockings, white gloves and high 
button shoes. 
 The preferred style of Vogue for bathers was a turkey red costume with 
full  drawers, to be worn with a sash around the waist, black stockings and a 
straw hat. 
 At his t ime sarsaparil la , patent cuff-holders, chewing gum, the Virginia 
Reel, and Milwaukee Beer were highly popular. 
 
 

Advice to the Lovelorn 
 

When you're having a heck of a fight 
Look at each other and recite, 
Eenie meenie minie moe, 
You're a jerk, and I'm a schmoe. 

 
 



 

Favorite Subjects 
      Malvin -----------  Girls 

                                   Bruce  ----------- Farming 
      Carmen ---------- Dancing 
      Bob -------------- Sports 
      Dorothy --------- Records 
      Nancy ------------ Food 
      Martin ------------ Horses 

 
 
 
 
 
 

GAY NINETIES PRESENTS 
THAT INIMIABLE STAR 

LILLIAN RUSSELL  
 
Li l l ian Russell was an American actress and singer, born in Clinton, Ohio.  
Her career flourished during the "Gay 90's.  She appeared on the 
amateur stage and sang in "Pinafore" and then appeared at Tony Pastor's 
Theatre in New York.  Later she was Prima Donna of the McCaull Opera 
Company until, at the head of her company she presented several 
successful operas.  Subsequently she entered vaudevil le.  She was 
considered the most beautiful woman in show business and was known or 
her charm and abil ity. 
 
 
 

Nicknames 
 

Malvin ------------- Weasel 
Sally --------------- Sal 
Carmencita ------- Carmen 
Nancy -------------- Nan 
Dorothy ------------ Dolly 
Bob ----------------- Andy 
Martin -------------- Marth 
Bruce --------------- Curly 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 

SCRAPBOOK CIRCA 1890 

 
It is very bad taste when calling to look at one's watch. 
 
How to feed a family of "8" on $10.00 a week: 
 
Purchase a loin beef weighing 18 to 20 pounds.  Cut it up for filet mignon on Sunday, 
steak of Monday, roast beef on Tuesday, stew on Wednesday and hamburger on 
Thursday. 
 
Bleached hair is certain to contrast with one's natural complexion. Such a contrast 
would necessitate the use of powder and rouge, two things which no refined girl 
would be willing to use under any circumstances.  

 
From a Corset Ad 
It doesn't give, It doesn't stretch, it is stretched over a steam heated form of iron 
until it loses all elasticity. The world's leading corsit. $1.00 
 
The New-look Coats of 1890 
Heliogrope velvet with facing of satin overlaid with jet sequins or a rough golden 
brown cloth with revers of emerald green piped with mink! 
Bleaching the hair is not only out of fashion but intensely vulgar!! 
In eating asparagus the stalk is held by the fingers. 
 
 
 
 
 

HALL of FAME 
 

Malvin Wessle ------------  Diamond Jim Brady 
Bruce Follette ------------  Teddy Roosevelt 
Carmen Scarpitta --------  Sarah Burnhardt 
Dorothy Secse ------------  Li ll ian Russel l 
Bob Anderson -------------  Caruso (Enrico) 
Martin Sherry -------------  Steve Brody 
Nancy Coll ins -------------- Anna Held 

 
 
 
 
 



Freshmen Horse-back Ride 
 Friday 27th the Freshmen went on a horseback r ide.  We loaded the Cadi l lac 
with our lunch, and ourselves and Kent drove us to Griff ith Park.  In spite of 
breaking a coke bott le when we opened the trunk, we enjoyed a delicious lunch.  
After lunch we had a short race which Bruce Follette won.  Then, recovering from 
this , we put everything back into the car and proceeded to Pickwick Stables, we 
got our horses and crossed the river on a suspension bridge and then went into 
the winding tra ils  of the hi lls .  We came out of the Mountains near the golf 
course.  A few of us had a short race and Carmen Scarpitta won with a pinto 
gelding.  On our way back we passed the Roger Young Vil lage.  
 After taking the horses back to the stables and returning to school, we al l 
went horse happy and tired from our wonderful afternoon.  
 

Freshmen Hike  
 In the f irst semester we of the Freshmen Class went of a hike for our f irst 
act ivity. We invited the Sophomores to go with us and they quickly accepted.  We 
all went to the Hollywood Hi l ls enjoyed a terrif ic p icnic lunch before beginning the 
hike.  We trekked up the trai l unt i l we came to a small path going direct ly up the 
side of the hi ll toward the Griff ith Observatory.  Some OF US managed to crawl 
the steep part of the hi ll  on our hands and knees.  
 When we got inside the observatory we saw many interest ing sights and the 
lecture was very interest ing.  After spending some t ime there we started down 
the hi lls to the car.  On the way, Owena fe ll and tore her blouse, Dorothy s lid half 
way down the mountain and barely stood up the rest of the way down.  June, 
Robin and Nancy had diff iculty cl imbing over a rusty pipe, James Mil ler fel l flat on 
his stomach, Malvin, Kent, Martin, Mike and John were a lways ahead of us, Sa l ly 
nearly sat in some poison ivy, Joel kept upright while cl imbing, and we a ll  had fun.  
Once we were back at the picnic grounds we ate the rest of the food and then 
returned to the school where we played the piano and laughed for a few minutes 
before leaving.  I think everyone had a most enjoyable time. 
 

Fashions of the Gay Nineties  

 In the time we knew of as the "Gay Nineties" the fashions were quite 
different from our modern ones.  We might ca ll them uncomfortable or r id iculous.  
The hour glass f igure was popular so the ladies of the t ime wore t ight ly laced 
corsets, often laced so t ight ly they couldn't breathe.  Not only was this 
uncomfortable, but unhealthy.  Hobble skirts were a style also.  They kept the 
ladies from taking large steps.  Imagine us tripping over our skirts whi le trying to 
catch a bus or dodge a fast automobile.  The men of the t ime wore hard round 
hats ca lled "derbys" and a lmost every man of the t ime wore a handle bar 
moustache.  To sum it up, the latest in fashions were; the hourglass f igure, derby 
hats, handle bar moustaches, natura l hair , no makeup, hobble skirts, large bustles 
and high button shoes.



10th YEAR ROARING TWENTIES 
"Looking Back" 

 Not so long ago, during our parents prime, was that memorable era of the "Roaring 
Twenties".  Mom and Dad were doing the Charleston, and Aunt Susie was swooning over the 
latest heartthrob Rudolph Valentino.  John Barrymore was holding his own in the world of 
celebrities and his sister and brother were not too far behind. "The Jazz Singer" was made 
with everybody favorite, Al Jolson, and talking movies are in.  Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fontanne, 
and Noel Coward and Gertrude Lawrence were well known to the legitimate stage.  The Carter 
De Havens were vaudevilling their way across the country, and a little banjo eyed singer was 
vocalizing his way into the hearts of the people.  Jackie Coogan made a hit "The Kid" starring 
Charlie Chaplin.  The songs from "Blossom Time" were hummed by everyone.  The "Crooner 
of the day was Rudy Vallie; and Mae West was going strong in "Diamond Lil."  
 Some of the songs were:  "The Man I Love", "Ain't Misbehavin", "Embraceable You", 
"I'll Get By" and "Blue Skies".  Do they sound familiar? 
 Not all the news was exciting though – three great artists died in this memorable era, 
Rudolph Valentino, Victor Herbert, and Enrico Carouso.  President Harding died also and Calvin 
Coolidge became President.  Prohibition was put into action and gangster warfare broke out in 
Chicago with Al Capone as one of the chief heads.  The Klu Klux Klan was revived.  Then 
worst of all stocks crashed. 
 Although it has been over 20 years since the "twenties" our relations, likes and 
dislikes, fashions and celebrities are still very close together.  Maybe, in the not too far 
future, our children will be writing about our prime in the fabulous forties.   
 Yesterday it was Mom and Dad.  Today it is us.  And Tomorrow?  Who knows? 
 

A DAY IN THE TWENTIES  
 People are always curious about what it would be like to live in a different era, then 
that in which they are living.  The Sophomores of Mar-Ken are not exception.  We were 
wondering what it would be like just for one day, if we simply subtracted twenty years from 
the present, and became the Mar-Ken Sophomores of 1928.  So, we decided to find out. 
 Classes were as usual this morning, but the Sophomores weren't!  Owena Peterson has 
her skirts up to her knees and is actually rolling her stockings!  She and Robin Levinson came 
into class late with their galoshes flapping noticeably.  When everyone saw Joel Davis they 
weren't too surprised.  He arrived wearing his new raccoon coat and pork pie hat.  He looked 
simply shiekish! (Freakish?)  After our first class, we went into study hall where Pat Cowen, 
one of our flappers, was showing everybody the Charleston, that she and Mike Hemingway 
were preparing for the next contest.  These two were even considering entering a marathon.  
After school we all went down to the drug store where our three Drug Store cowboys, John 
Blythe, Ted Donaldson, and Dudly Fisher, engaged in a heated argument over whether sound 
movies were going to last.  After a soda we decided to go someplace together.  The girls all 
wanted to see Ramon Navarro's new picture, but the boys wanted to see Clare Bow, the "It" 
girl.  Then somebody suggested we go down to the Orpheum and see the new Vaudeville 
Program, with Al Jolson, so that's where we went. 
 Well it looks like our day is pretty well over, and here we are back in 1948.  I guess 
everybody had a lot of fun seeing what our Mothers, and Fathers used to do at our age. 
 



SOPHOMORE BIOGRAPHIES 
 
Name:  June Kerns 
Born:  March 26   
Where: Chicago, Ill. 
Ambition: Opera 
Pet Peeve: Bad Complexion 
Talent: Voice 
 
Name:  Robin Levinson  
Born:  September 14    
Where: Los Angeles, Calif.  
Ambition: Ballet  
Pet Peeve: Desert  
Talent: Dancing. 
 
Name:  Ownea Peterson  
Born:  August 6    
Where: Princton, Ill.  
Ambition: Doctor 
Pet Peeve: Saying "Boef" 
Talent: Voice 
 
Name:  Mike Hemingway 
Born:  January 22    
Where: Hollywood, Calif. 
Ambition: Rancher  
Pet Peeve: Latin 
Talent: Fencing  
 
Name:  John Hall   
Born:  June 15    
Where: Washington, D.C.  
Ambition: Law  
Pet Peeve: Puns by Joel  
Talent: Drawing 
 

Name:  Patricia Cowan 
Born:  July 6    
Where: Milwaukee, Wis.  
Ambition: Drama  
Pet Peeve: Gaining weight 
Talent: Voice 
 
Name:  Joel Davis  
Born:  November 2    
Where: Los Angeles, Calif.  
Ambition: Radio Actor  
Pet Peeve: Flat Tire 
Talent: Play the Piano 
 
Name:  Ted Donaldson  
Born:  August 20    
Where: New York, N.Y.  
Ambition: Actor 
Pet Peeve: People who ask questions 
Talent: Acting 
 
Name:  Dudley Fisher  
Born:  October 13   
Where: Los Angeles, Calif. 
Ambition: Architect 
Pet Peeve: Silly Kids 
Talent: Drawing 
 
Name:  John Blyth  
Born:  June 4    
Where: Los Angeles, Calif. 
Ambition: Actor 
Pet Peeve: School 
Talent: Missing School 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



"A Fight To The Finish" 
 

 In the time of John L. Sul livan and Jake Ki lra in when the artful sport of 
self defense, (boxing), was disreputable and even i llegal pr ize fighters took 
place in some ones barn, off in a remote section, or on barges off shore. 
 
 This is a story of a batt le which was contested on a barge which was just 
anchored off the shore of the Hudson River.  The two opponents were Ling 
Stagg and Barney Lightfoot, one of whom was a "Lumber Jack" and the other 
lifted weights, both were tal l and weighed 250 lbs.  The fight was to be early 
on a Saturday morning and a lready a crowd had gathered there and were 
bett ing on their favorite.  The f ight which sometimes lasted 60 or 70 rounds, 
went off as scheduled.  The crowd screamed, cheered, beat on the deck of the 
barge, pulled ferociously at the ropes, and shouted at the top of their lungs, 
rais ing their bets with the people around them. Near the 31st round, which had 
the two men a lmost completely exhausted, a strange thing happened, both 
were hit at precise ly the same time by one another, and both were knocked out, 
flat on their backs.  At this , the crowd was astonished and a ll at once the 
people began to say "It was your man that fel l first" and "You’re a rotten 
welcher, why don't you pay your bets?"  All of a sudden an old gentleman who 
was arguing a long with the rest, l ifted his cane and smashed it over another 
mans head.  Immediately this started outr ight battl ing on the barge.  In the 
midst of the f ight a pract ical joker cut the ropes, cl imbed into a small row boat 
and took off for shore.  The barge, being on a river, started to move down the 
river, with the two fighters st il l knocked out and the rest of the people that 
comprised the audience, st i ll f ight ing.  By this time a few had been pushed into 
the river, some that had been pushed in, swam ashore.  Others cl imbed back up 
and resumed their f ight ing.  
 
 Right away the pol ice were summoned and in turn the pol ice summoned 
the shore police who started out down stream in order to catch the runaway 
barge.  By this t ime the men on the barge had fina lly stopped fight ing long 
enough to notice that they were drift ing down river quite rapidly.  They began 
to shout for help at the neighboring houses which could be seen as they drifted 
down the river.  
 
 Final ly the shore police caught up with the barge, and al l present including 
the two fighters, who were sti l l knocked out, were put into ja il and f ined 
heavi ly.  And so ended a glorious and dramatic day in the history of boxing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Flapper Rhythms 
 

June Kerns 
 "Ain't She Sweet" 
Mike Hemingway 
 "Stumbling" 
Robin Levinson 
 "Ain't Mis behaving" 
John Blyth 
 "Oh! Johnny" 
Ted Donaldson 
 "Smiles" 
John Hal l 
 "The Varsity Drag" 
Owena Peterson 
 "I'm Forever Blowing Bubbles" 
Joel Davis 
 "Crazy Rhythm" 
Pat Cowan 
 "Can't We Talk This Over" 
Dudley F isher 
 "I' l l Get By" 

 
 
 
 

SAYINGS 
 

Patr icia Cowan ------------------  Please Kitty Bo 
Joel Davis ------------------------  What in the  - - -  -. 
Ted Donaldson ------------------  Yes !!! 
John Hal l -------------------------  Stars Above 
Mike Hemingway ----------------  Dork 
June Kerns -----------------------  Holy Cow 
Robin Levinson ------------------  I 'm Sorry 
Owena Peterson -----------------  Whoopee 
John Blythe ----------------------  I been s ick 
Dudley F isher --------------------  I couldn't get the book. 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
FASHIONS IN THE ROARING TWENTIES 

 
 
 The "Twenties" was a decade in which fashions completely changed.  Not 
only fashions in clothes but in everything.  It was the era of frankness and 
modernness. 
 
 The first part of the twenties, fashions aroused only a s light shock in 
comparison to what was to come.  Women's skirts rose to nine inches from the 
ground. This length was only for daring women, however.  The actual style of 
the dress was rather convent ional and hats, for the most part, were feminine.  
In this period there was a change in men's fashions.  Trousers were bel l bottom 
in style and very t ight waisted.  Men's coats and jackets were pinched in the 
back. 
 
 Architecture took on a new look too.  In Cal ifornia the Spanish inf luence 
took hold.  Heavy furniture and draperies were used.  Theaters were gaudy in 
décor.  After the opening of King Tut's tomb, Egyptian ornaments were the fad.  
Pr ints with Egypt ian designs were even used for women's dresses.  
 
 About 1925 the big change real ly occurred.  Gir ls skirts were now up as 
far, and in some cases, above the knee.  This in itself was shocking, but the 
daring women rolled their stockings down exposing their knees!  The waist l ine 
was moved down to the hips.  Hair was cut in the boyish bob and hats were the 
cloche style in hopes of making milady's head seem smaller.   Dresses 
resembled sacks in many cases.  For boys raccoon coats were just the thing.  
Also the hip f lask in protest to prohibit ion. 
 
 Radios changed in appearance from the uti l itar ian boxes and loudspeakers 
to cabinets.  Styles in dancing were strenuous as well as entertaining.  This was 
the day of the "Charleston" and the "Blackbottom." 
 
 In the closing years of the twenties, skirts sti l l remained high and 
waistl ines low.  Short dresses were even worn to formal parties in the evening.  
The high "French heels" and pointed toes were the style in women's shoes.  
Stockings were si lk and of different colors. Conservative men wore the stiff 
"Hoover collars."  As for head-gear women were sti ll wearing the cloche and 
men were wearing pork-pie hats and caps.  The wel l-dressed male golfer wore 
knickers.  In the very last part of this era women's dresses lost some of their 
boyishness and a few curves were added to the heretofor sack- l ike styles.  
 
 And so you have the styles of the "Roaring Twenties".  Just as funny to 
us now as our fashions wil l look to future generat ions.  
 

 



 
Can you Imagine 

 
 
 

John Blyth ---------------- with a "watch" 
Ted Donaldson ----------- not making pictures 
Patr icia Cowan -----------  not arguing 
Joel Davis ----------------- not tel ling corny jokes 
Mike Hemingway --------- not going to the studio 
June Kerns ---------------- without a long skirt 
John Hal l ------------------ being on t ime 
Robin Levinson ----------- not gett ing good grades 
Dudley F isher ------------- ta lk ing 
Owena Peterson ---------- not going to shows 

 
 

Celebrities of the 20's 
 
 
 

Patr icia Cowan -----------  L il l ian Gish 
Joel Davis ----------------- Shean of Gal lager & Shean 
Ted Donaldson ----------- Jackie Coogan 
John Hal l ------------------ Charl ie Chaplin 
Mike Hemingway --------- Doug Fairbanks 
June Kerns ---------------- Glor ia Swanson 
Robin Levinson ----------- Mary Pickford 
Owena Peterson ---------- Sophie Tucker 

 
 
 

THETHE  SOPHOMORE ROARING TWENTIES SOPHOMORE ROARING TWENTIES   
 

SOPHOMORES CONFESS  
Joel - - - I eat Mexican jumping beans for vital ity 
Ted- - -  I wasn't working al l the t ime I was out of school 
Pat - -  -  I confess, my greatest talent is tardiness 
Mike - - - I didn't make a ll those posters 
June - - - I l ike singing at the Phi lharmonic better than at school 
Robin- - - I just couldn't be that smart 
John - - - I took the course given by Charles At las 
Owena - - I 've always wanted a musical yo-yo 
John - - - I rea lly l ike school 
Dudley - - I hate ice-cream 

 



 

The Roaring Twenties  

 With the war over, people were ready to let themselves go!  Have lots of 
fun!  Spend lots of money!  Make lots of money! Night life thrived.  The country 
club became a center of act ivity.  Tired of world problems, fads were taken up.  
Prohibit ion was passed, but soon passed up.  Bootlegging was big business.  
Gangsters fought for the rackets.  Women wore short skirts, short hair, and 
began to smoke.  Men l iked striped pants and "Plus 4's" (Knickers to you.)  The 
cities loved ballyhoo.  T ickertape, parades, and speeches – a l l for vis iting 
royalty, and for Lindberg, and for the f irst woman to swim the English channel.  
Radio and "talkies" f inal ly outdid the phonograph and the "s ilents."  Big 
business f lourished.  Speculation was at a peak. 
 
 

PRESENT JUNIORSPRESENT JUNIORS   
 

THE FABULOUS FORTIES  
 The Fabulous Fort ies wi l l, no doubt, be described in history as the 
"Turbulent Years."  Not for some time has there been such confusion, agitation 
and uneasiness as we are now experiencing. 
 First came the war in Europe and the attack on Pearl Harbor by the 
Japanese which shocked America to its very foundation. 
 In 1942 we shattered a ll precedent and elected Franklin Delano Roosevelt 
to the White House for a fourth term.  His death four months later came as 
another great shock, not only to America, but to a l l the world. 
 The Atomic Age burst upon the world with shattering force at Hiroshima.  
No one knows just what this discovery wi ll lead to.  It can either mean peace 
and improvement to our world, or it can eventually lead to our destruction. 
 England voted out the old government and voted in a socia l istic 
government, headed by Pr ime Minister Att lee, which is now desperately f ight ing 
to survive. 
 Condit ions are changing for the people of Japan. It is gradual ly turning 
into a Democrat ic Nation.  Recently, for the f irst t ime in their history, Japan 
has held an e lection to choose the leader of their government.  Even the women 
were al lowed to vote. 
 The gulf of misunderstanding is constantly widening between Russia, 
England and United States, and may, before the "40's" have ended, flare up 
into more world shaking events. 
 Pr incess E lizabeth, the future Queen of England, was marr ied last year in a 
ceremony of unsurpassed pomp and splendor.  People gathered from all over 
the world to witness this affair. 
 This is elect ion year.  Upon the man we choose to lead our country, 
depends our act ions for the next four years.  No wonder we have uneasiness, 
for, now more than ever, we need a Lincoln or a Washington to lead us. 



A VISTING TRIP AROUND THE WORLD 
  

I hurr ied towards the a irport on a clear cool winter day in the year 
nineteen-hundred and fifty-e ight.  I had chartered a plane at the a irport to take 
me to see some old fr iends.  It  was the first t ime in quite a while that I had 
been able to get off work long enough to take a tr ip that I had wanted and 
planned for sometime.  Although it was a l ittle diff icult to find out where my 
classmates of '48 were now, I had fina l ly succeeded in locat ing a l l of them but 
one fe l low named Carl Follette.  I wanted to see him but it seemed there wasn't 
anything I could do about it . 

  
 When I arr ived at the airport a young flying off icer escorted me to one of 
the hangers where a super-jet plane was being prepared for f light.  As we 
approached the plane a ta ll lanky young man came up to us.  You guessed it, 
Carl Fol lette in the flesh.  He explained that he ws to be my pilot.  Oh well , one 
form of torture is as good as any other.  We boarded the plane and took off.  
 
 First stop, New York.  Carl and I took a cab to the Empire State Bldg. 
where we looked for the off ice of Bush Inc., noted organization of inter ior 
decorators.  We found Joan looking very business-l ike behind her large zebra 
wood desk.  After a short informal visit  we left and went back to the a irport.  
Next stop, Paris France. 
   
 As soon as we landed at the Paris a irport we rushed to the great Paris 
Ballet Theater for we would be just in t ime to see Gloria Vagues, the world 
famous baller ina, go through her performance.  After which Carl and I managed 
to push Glor ia backstage.  She welcomed us with characterist ic good humor and 
we congratulated her on her performance.  After a very enjoyable visit we were 
our way again. 
 

This time our trip was very short as we were headed for the Winter 
Olympics in Switzerland.  Upon our arrival we were informed that it  was the f inal 
day for the f igure-skat ing championship.  Our teeth chattered l ike castanets as 
we seated ourselves in the large skating arena.  Although we practica lly froze it 
was worth it to see Barbara Lee Smith, the U.S. contender for the Olympic tit le, 
go through er intr icate capers on the ice.  As Carl and I have guessed Barbara 
won first place and when she saw us she came over breathless and happy and 
talked for quite a whi le, quite unusual for Barbara.  When our feet fe lt as if 
they'ed fa ll  off Carl and I started for the a irport. 

 
This time the dest ination was China and during the long f l ight Carl told me 

all about his f lying career and about his future plans, buying a large farm and 
settl ing down. 

 
We came to a smooth landing at the Chunking airport and short ly we were 

at a large hotel asking for Barbara Banks and Brenda Henderson.  It seems that 



the lure of adventure had called them and they were here in China traveling and 
doing research work.  We a ll had a long talk together and as Barbara and Brenda 
explained some of the Orient to us I was reminded of those good old days 
inhumanities.  After wishing them luck on the rest of their adventures we were 
off again. 

  
Well, we were flying towards home now over the beaut iful Pacific.  It had 

one more stop to make, Hol lywood. 
 
From the a irport we took a special touring car to one of the large studios 

where we found them shooting a spectacular musica l starr ing Doug Madore and 
Betty Clark.  Doug and Betty were very glad to see us and brought us up to 
date on what they had been doing for the past several years.  Carl and I 
watched them make some more scenes and then we departed for home. On the 
way we stopped at C.B.S. and looked up Ralph Freeto who was appearing as 
guest star on the radio vers ion of his latest picture.  After the broadcast we 
talked to him and he told us about a book he was writing.  My time was running 
short so Carl and I had to leave and we then f lew back to our or iginal starting 
place.  Wishing Carl luck, I hurr ied from the a irport back to work and the dai ly 
gr ind, fully refreshed and happy in the knowledge of what my old classmates 
were doing. 
 
 

PEACEPEACE  
 
 

The Impossible 
 

Joan Bush   If she knew her physiology 
Barbara Banks  If she didn't rush in the two minutes before the bel l 
Glor ia Vauges  If she didn't ta lk a mile a minute 
Barbara Smith  If she ever bragged about her skat ing 
Douglas Madore  If he came to school without his br iefcase 
Brenda Henderson If she didn't ask quest ions 
Ralph Freeto  If he didn't ask quest ions 
Carl Fol lette  If he didn't l ive so far from school 
Betty Clark   If she didn't say darn- it 
 
  
 



JUNIOR BIOGRAPHIES 
 

Name:  Gloria Vauges  
Born:  February 22    
Ambition: To be a ballerina 
Talent: Ballet dancing 
Saying: Gosh 
 
Name:  Carl Fol lette 
Born:  April 19    
Ambition: Flyer 
Talent: Learning U.S. history 
Saying: You know it 
 
Name:  Douglas Madore 
Born:  August 16    
Ambition: To be an actor 
Talent: Acting 
Saying: Don't be silly 
 
Name:  Betty Clark 
Born:  January 21    
Ambition: Dancer 
Talent: Dancing 
Saying: Oh, you kid 
 
Name:  Brenda Henderson 

Name:  Joan Bush  
Born:  May 21    
Ambition: Interior decorator 
Talent: Forgetting things 
Saying: I don't know 
 
Name:  Ralph Freeto 
Born:  August 12    
Ambition: Be a writer and actor 
Talent: Acting and dancing 
Saying: Oh! For cornsakes 
 
Name:  Barbara Smith 
Born:  March 30    
Ambition: To be a famous ice skater 
Talent: Ice skating 
Saying: Are you kidding? 
 
Name:  Barbara Banks  
Born:  June 12    
Ambition: Learn something 
Talent: Living 
Saying: You kill me

Talent: Getting out of work 
Saying: Don't you believe it 
Born:  July 4  
Ambition: Learn to drive a car 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



VALENTINE PARTY OF FRIDAY THE 13th AT THAT! 
 
 Friday the 13!  The Juniors shuddered!  Their Valent ine Party had been 
planned for a couple of weeks and now they big night had arrived.  Would their 
luck be j inxed?  Everyone went about their business with their f ingers crossed. 
 
 A week of well planned advertis ing had been in sess ion!  Origina l Valentine 
posters had been placed throughout the school and the students were enthused 
for the first party of the second semester.  Surely no bad luck could strike, or 
could it?  
 
 All Fr iday afternoon the Juniors hurr ied about cleaning, decorat ing and 
preparing food. It d idn't take long for eight o'clock to roll around.  The 
eleventh graders tried to keep their knees from shaking.  They had to make this 
party different and original. 
 
 Mar-Ken real ly turned out for this party and they were not disappointed.  
The Juniors had set up a soda fountain which poured refreshments a ll  evening 
long. Ice cream cones, sandwiches, sundaes, cake, malts, cakes and what have 
you, being served Movies were shown and dancing was provided by the music of 
severa l top orchestra direct from the automatic phonograph. 
 
 During the evening two large boxes of Valentine candy were raff led off 
and won by Pat Cowan.  Another refreshingly different phase of the party was 
the drawing of a Valent ine King and Queen.  Don Washburn a lumna, pul led two 
tickets out of a box and the names were read.  Mike Hemingway held the lucky 
ticket for King and Nancy Coll ins for Queen.  Mike and Nancy were helped onto 
their magnificent thrones and were crowned King and Queen of the Valentine 
Court. 
 
 Special sundaes were presented them on their thrones and the rest of the 
evening they were al lowed anything they wanted free of charge. 
 
 Another specia l event of the evening was the breaking of the Valent ine 
"pinata" f i lled with gum and candy.  Carter was blindfolded and given a broom 
stick with which to hit the suspended "pinta".  He gave it a good whack and for 
the nest few minutes everyone was on their knees trying to col lect al l the boot 
they could.  By the t ime Carter got his bl indfold off there wasn't left for him.  
He should have remembered it was Friday the 13th. 
 
 About 11:30 Mrs. Bessire suggested that it was t ime to go home, and 
everyone departed feel ing well sat isfied.  The party had been a great success. 
Who said that Friday the 13th was unlucky?   It wasn't for the Juniors! 
 
 
 



 

Comic Strip Characters 
 

Joan Bush ================ Ti lly the Toi ler 
Barbara Banks ============= Blondie 
Glor ia Vauges ============= Mopsy 
Barbara Smith ============= Vinnie Winkle 
Douglas Madore ============ The Little K ing 
Brenda Henderson ========== Susie Q. Smith 
Ralph Freeto ============== Archie 
Carl Fol lette ============== Napoleon 
Betty Clark  =============== Jane Arden 

 
 

The PRESENTThe PRESENT   
 
 

Olympiad 
 

 The year 1948 saw the reopening of the Olympic Games, after a twelve year lapse, the 
Second World War halting all international participation of sports in Europe and Asia. 
 The Olympic Games first began in Greece, with only one event, a foot race.  The 
events grew gradually, until now they include not only summer sports but winder sports, also.  
The ancient games died out during the 4th century and were not revived until 1896, when 
the first of a new series, the "Modern Olympic Games" were played.   The event, now, opens 
with a parade of the contestants from the various nations, followed by the lighting of the 
Olympic torch, which burns throughout the competition. 
 In 1936, the last Olympic Games to be held previous to 1948, with war clouds 
hovering over the contest, it is believed that the spirit of good sportsmanship and 
friendliness was at the peak. 
 This year, 1948, the winter games have taken place but the summer events are yet to 
come. Americans won both of the ice skating events for the first time in the history of the 
Olympic Games, the U.S. usually shining in the field and track events, only. 
 The Olympic Games are the closest we have ever come to complete cooperation 
between nations.  In the Olympic Games, all nations are welcome to compete, if they believe 
they have sufficient talent.  Therefore, the countries of the world unite to enter the best of 
their country in the top of all sports events. The judges are chosen from the countries 
represented. 
 Yes, all countries may unite for this event, all willing to test the skill of their 
representatives against that of other countries.  Where world courts, and numerous meetings 
fail to bring union or cooperation among nations, the Olympic Games succeed.  If a country 
wins, there is a great honor bestowed on that country, if they lose, they do so in good grace. 
Different nationalities gather together and learn from on another about the various countries 
of the world, they find things they have in common and they learn that no matter what the 



race, or nationality, all humans are basically the same.  Here, the thoughts are of friendliness 
and not enmity. While arguments, disagreements, and fighting go on between nations in the 
rest of the world, in one country, peoples from all countries are living together peaceably, 
even if for a very brief period. 
 And so, the Olympic Games are proof that union is possible, that nations can live with 
one another peaceably, but even with that proof staring us in the face, arguments still go on, 
fighting does not cease and the world once again is living in fear of another war. 
 What will the Future hold?  Will countries settle their disputes with wars, or will they 
use that energy for honest and fair competition in sports? 
 
 

Be-Bop On Parade 
 

Barbara Smith  Skaters Waltz 
Betty Clark   Dance With A Dolly 
Carl Fol lette  Civil izat ion 
Barbara Banks  Doin What Comes Natura l ly 
Ralph Freeto  Some Little Bug 
Brenda Henderson I Got The Sun In The Morning 
Douglas Madore  Rehears in 
Joan Bush   Four Leaf Clover 
Glor ia Vauges  Baller ina 

 
 
 

HOMAGE TO THE DANCE 
 
 The dance is without doubt the only game, body and soul intermingled, in 
which man gives himself the il lusion to be a kind of e lement which riva ls nature.  
The dancing being is vague, flame or wind, is l ike water, fire and air , easy with, 
mobile in a ll forces, unalterable youth. 
 Thanks to our age pardons itse lf.  While our Age is only heaviness and 
crawls on the ground where it l ies, the dance, lighter than the a ir , the dance, 
the essence of which is precisely to be against the weight, acts as a counter – 
balance in the midst of the powers which are aiming at leaving us motionless 
and bowing us down. 
 That is why we would make the mistake in considering it frivolous, whi le 
drama keeps on finding its way through ruin.  I would like to add that the dance 
infl icts a severe lesson to the contemporary world.  The freedom of our 
movements is everywhere and in everything strict ly l imited.  Our t imes have a 
strangely f ixed look.   The intercourses either spir itual or materia l are in 
suspense.  The dance is symbolica lly contradictory to that state of affa irs. 
 A long t ime before the war it can be sa id that Paris was the center of the 
dance world.  But the country which has had the tr iumph bestowed upon them, 



in their preserving the purest tradit ion of the great bal lets in which the dance, 
music and paint ing combined their enchantment has been the United States.  
 The war put an end to that spirit of fairyland.  Its character has been 
invested more with sternness and a greater sense of liberty, through-means of 
interpretation.   
  Nobody dances without having fe lt a ll its opposit ions, and without having 
overcome them. 
 The dancer leaps, and at the same time leaps out of himself, he conquers 
space and heaviness, but he gets the benefit  of it only after having tested his 
perseverance s lowly and at length on himself.  
 Let us honor the dance as it r ightfully deserves by creat ing a monument 
to it, and its al l ied arts.  A monument that would befit  the phenomenal growth 
of our city.  A monument of recognit ion for Los Angeles as a great cultural 
center -  a monument as a symbol of high art ist ic perfection for generat ions to 
come – a monument of flesh and stone, of heart and muscle.  Much, and much 
more it would be, our Opera House • • • 

 
Juniors Trip to Switzers 

 One early Thursday afternoon the Juniors started on an act ivity that wi l l 
be memorable in the hearts of each and every one of the class of 1949.  
Incidents that happened on this tr ip were events that were a litt le out of the 
ordinary.  To start out with, the food was packed in the Ford and the Cadi llac 
and a l l were in the crowded but comfortable seats of each of the cars, and the 
party started off to Switzers.  After reaching our dest ination we unloaded a l l 
the food and took it down to the picnic grounds where Joan, our able president 
discovered she had left the bott le opener for the cokes at home along with a 
pot to make the coffee, and I a lso discovered the knives and forks were left in 
the car.  This ca lled for act ion and Ralph went back to the cars and secured the 
necessary implements for eat ing. After stuff ing ourselves with the tamale pie 
(made by Mrs. Bessire) and a ll the tr immings that went with the picnic lunch we 
decided to take a hike to the chapel on top of the hi ll .  Although the stream 
which was necessary to cross proved too much for some people l ike Joan Bush 
who graceful ly fel l in whi le cross ing, the rest of the group made it al l r ight.  We 
then proceeded.  The excitement of the hike was spir ited largely by Kent who 
played a large part as an accomplice to splashing the rest of the group with 
water as they tr ied to cross the stream, as it crossed the road in many places.  
After reaching the chapel a tired group of Juniors sat down amazed at the 
beautiful scenery.  Then the sun began to set so Kent suggested going back 
home.  This suggest ion was agreed upon by al l concerned and the trip home got 
under way.  At approximately 6 o'clock, the cars pul led into the school grounds 
and a very t ired but happy group dispersed for their happy homes.  

 



Seniors Future 
"The Future" 

 
What of the future can we foresee? 
 
There can be no perspective in Mystery 
 
"Tomorrows Creat ions", are todays 
innovat ions 
 
And yesterdays achievements but a  
memory. 
 
The future is only a figure of 
speech 
 
Something intangible, quite out of 
Reach 
 
Explore if you must, the frontier of 
time 
 
But don't let your dreams become too 
subl ime. 

 

Seniors 
 

[See photos under individual names under Alumni on the Website] 
 
Carter De Haven  -  Class President 
Donna Abrams – Class Vice Pres ident 
Rue Ann Corey – Class Secretary 
Courtna McMann – Class Treasurer 
Nancy Bel Weeks 
Charmion Slaughter 
Barbara Ripatti  
Bil l Nunley 
Diane Larson 
Zoe Ann Willy 
Velma McKnight 
Janet Tischler 
Jack Edgar 
Barbara Al len   
Edith Krams 
Rita Palmer 



 
 

Trip To The Moon 
 
 February 3, 2000 A.D, was a big day for me.  I was leaving early in the 
morning for my first tr ip to the moon.  My fr iend, Nancy Bell  Weeks, was taking 
the trip with me, and we were al l dressed up in our best plastic dresses, 
electronic helmets and cellophane sandles.  We arrived at the a irport around ten 
in the morning and boarded the rocket, and it wasn't long before we were wel l 
on our way. 
 
 Everything was going fine unt il  the rocket began "flipping" in the a ir , and 
being s lightly nervous anyway (you remember it was my first tr ip to the moon) I 
decided to go forward and ask the pi lot if he couldn't fly the rocket a l itt le 
smoother.  As I got to the cockpit door, we made another sommersault, I was 
thrown against the door and went flying in.  To my great surprise who should be 
at the controls but Jack Edgar.  He was holding f irmly to the control board and 
grinning fiendishly as he made the rocket go into another dive.  He turned as I  
came in, after a brief argument he condescended to f ly more carefully. He told 
me that he had been making these trips for f ive years, and also said that while I 
was vis it ing the moon to be sure to see the big radio broadcast which was to 
be heard on Earth and al l the known planets.  I said that I would and went back 
to Nancy. 
 
 We landed on the moon that night and took a helio-tax i to the hotel 
Moonbeam.  There, to my astonishment, I found that Charmion Slaughter was 
running the hotel.  She sa id that the climate on the moon was very invigorating 
and that the would care to live no place else, and then she had a moonboy to 
show us to our room.  As we had been travel ing al l day I was quite tired and so 
I went to bed early and fel l into a sound sleep.  I was awakened, however, by a 
loud crash in the next room.  Somewhat start led, I knocked on the door to see 
if everything was a lr ight.  To my surprise who should have answered the door 
but my old fr iend Janet T ischler.  She had been paint ing a poster for the big 
radio broadcast and the easel had col lapsed with a "bang"!  She sa id in dismay 
that she would have to start another poster but she was very glad to see me.  
It was late when I  f inal ly got to bed and to sleep. 
 
 I was up bright and early the next morning and met Nancy, and Janet for 
breakfast and then Janet went back to her room to start her new poster.  She 
had to get it done in a hurry as the broadcast was that night. 
 
 We wondered around seeing the s ights all day and after dinner we set out 
for the broadcasting stat ion.  It was a huge bui ld ing, the newest on the moon.  
As we were looking around trying to locate the studio in which the broadcast 
was to be held.  A woman rushing through the corridor with some papers in her 
hand bumped into me, and a l l the papers went scurrying onto the floor.  To my 



amazement and great re lief I saw that the woman was my old friend Barbara 
Ripatt i.   
 
 "Hel lo" she cr ied "I 'm so glad to see you." 
 
 We talked for awhile and then, not icing that she was s l ight ly nervous, we 
asked her what was the matter. 
 
 "Oh dear" she sa id "I 'm so excited.  I wrote the scr ipt for this new 
program and I 'm so worried it won't be successful." 
 
 She then sa id she had better hurry as she had a lot to do and she would 
meet us after the broadcast. 
 
 We final ly found the studio where the broadcast was being held and had 
just sett led in our seats when a woman in an extremely large hat sat down in 
front of me blocking my view completely. I leaned over and tapped her l ight ly 
on the shoulder.  She turned around and to my surprise it was Diane Larson. 
 
 "What in the Moon are you doing here?" she squealed.  We told her that it 
was our first trip to the Moon and were thr i lled with everything we saw.  As the 
program was about to begin she took off her hat, sa id she would ta lk to us 
later, and turned around. 
 
 The announcer came onto the stage and to our surprise it was Carter 
DeHaven. 
 
 "I'd like to welcome everyone to stat ion U-N-I-V-E-R-S-E" he sa id "but 
there wi ll be a sl ight delay in start ing the program as the beams from the 
Planet Pluto are meeting with some interference." 
 
 It was not long, however, before the show was ready to begin.  Carter 
came onto the stage again and after putting the whole audience in a f it of 
laughter with one of his famous jokes he announced the first number.  It was to 
be Donna Abrams playing a piano solo.  She appeared on the stage but before 
sitt ing down she announced she would play the Saber Trance. It was very 
beautiful and  she received a great ovation. 
 
 Then Carter returned to the stage and announced "Next we have Courtna 
McMann starring in a dramatic presentation of the Moon and Six Tenths after 
which was a singing commercia l and who should be rendering it but Edie (was a 
lady) Krams. She was advert ising Buckinghams Better Buttermilk to the tune of 
Yankee Doodle. After this thee was a trumpet solo by Zoe Ann Willy.  She came 
to the microphone and sa id "I f you don't mind I would l ike to play 'Sugar 
Purple'."  Everyone was thri lled and her playing of the number f il led al l 
expectat ions.  Next Barbara Al len sang a very beautiful number. 
 



 Then everyone came out for the Grand Finale.  With great color and 
flourish the magnif icent program was brought to an end and we al l left the 
auditor ium. 
 
 Barbara was wait ing at the door for us.  "Did you enjoy it?" she asked 
eagerly and we sa id "We did" and we a l l went next door for Solar System Sodas. 
 
 It was late as we were entering the hotel and I was so t ired I dropped my 
handkerchief while walk ing through the revolving door.  As I stooped to pick it 
up  the portion of the door behind me a gent le shove and I  found myself 
outs ide again s l id ing a long the s idewalk.  As I skidded to a stop who would be 
standing over me but Rue Ann Corey.  "Why hel lo" she sa id "What are you doing 
down there?"  I expla ined to her about the revolving door and got up.  She told 
me she had a large home on the moon, gave me her address and asked me to 
come vis it and ret ired to my room. 
 
 We left early in the morning for the airport as we wanted to stop off on 
the planet Jupiter on our way home.  We had heard that our old fr iend Velma 
McKnight was l iving there and she had promised to meet us at the airport. We 
all went to a Jupiter ia for dinner.  While we were eat ing a voice asked us if we 
were enjoying our dinner.  We looked up and say Bil l Nunel ly.  He sa id he owned 
the jupiter ia and told us what was best for dessert. After dinner we had to rush 
back to the a irport as we didn't want to miss our rocket ship.  We made it just 
in t ime and the rocket was just ready to take off when a heliotax i arr ived at the 
airport and Rita Palmer emerged and ran wildly up to the rocker.  She boarded 
the rocket just in time and seeing us, came back to talk.  She said that she was 
living on Jupiter now, but was returning to Earth for a short vis it . 
 
 We arrived on Earth the following morning happy that we had had such a 
wonderful t ime and had renewed old fr iendships with former classmates on our 
exciting trip to the Moon! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



SENIOR BIOGRAPHIES 

 
Name:  Edith Krams  
Born:  March 8    
Ambition: To meet all the dreamboats   

in the world 
Talent: Teasing 
Sport:  Tennis 
Hobby: Dancing with dreamboats 
Saying: I'll flip 
Song:  I Know Why 
Feature: Facial features 
 
Name:  Rita Palmer 
Born:  April 9    
Ambition: Lawyer 
Talent: Drawing 
Sport:  Swimming 
Hobby: Dancing 
Saying: Hey Taxi ! 
Song:  Bessame Mucho 
Feature: Nose 

 
Name:  Velma McKnight  
Born:  February 15    
Ambition: Show rider 
Talent: Riding 
Sport:  Swimming 
Hobby: Horses 
Saying: Whoa !  Horse ! 
Song:  Peg O' My Heart 
Feature: Long fingernails 

 
Name:  Rue Ann Corey 
Born:  August 27    
Ambition: Have a career 
Talent: Being a student 
Sport:  Football 
Hobby: Knitting 
Saying: Peachy Keen 
Song:  April Showers 
Feature: Enthusiasm 
 

Name:  Zoe Ann Willy 
Born:  September 10    
Ambition: Trumpeter 
Talent: Playing the trumpet 
Sport:  ice skating 
Hobby: Laughing 
Saying: Hawthorne for President 
Song:  Embraceable You 
Feature: Lips 
 
 
Name:  Charmion Slaughter 
Born:  May 26    
Ambition: To reform the Ashbury 

Transit System 
Talent: Getting good grades 
Sport:  Bicycle riding 
Hobby: Eating 
Saying: Maybe, I don't know 
Song:  Ballerina 
Feature: Mouth 
 
Name:  Bil l Nunnely 
Born:  July 3    
Ambition: To retire 
Talent: Weightlifting 
Sport:  Boxing 
Hobby: Eating 
Saying: Ditto 
Song:  Manana 
Feature: Height 
 
Name:  Nancy Weeks 
Born:  December 14    
Ambition: Lawyer 
Talent: Cards 
Sport:  Ground Hockey 
Hobby: Cards 
Saying: Comrade ! 
Song:  Long Ago and Far Away 
Feature: Ballerina Skirts

 
 



   Youth's Prayer 
 
'Tis the dawn of another tomorrow 
And the end of what once was night, 
As we awaken to sunshine this morning 
Grant us wisdom to do what is r ight. 
 
Let the greed and the lust a l l about us 
This day leave our youth untouched, 
Our thoughts shall  soar ever upward 
Evi l? We have no time for such. 
 
We shal l balance our sorrow with laughter, 
Let our tears turn again into fun, 
Let us leave understanding for others 
At the end, when l ife's race is run. 
 
                    Dear Lord --- 
Let us share a smile with our neighbor 
To be truly a live we must, 
For without it  the heart s lowly shrivels 
And returns once again unto dust. 

 

 
What If ? 

 
Janet Tischler     wasn't a lways giggl ing. 
Carter De Haven     arrived to school on t ime. 
Barbara Al len      didn't get good grades. 
Diane Larson     wasn't quite. 
Donna Abrams      didn't have her dimples. 
Barbara Ripatti     wasn't making wisecracks. 
Courtna McMann     didn't dance. 
Rue Ann Cory      didn't knit . 
Jack Edgers      didn't l isten to records. 
Edie Krams      got things stra ight. 
Charmion Slaughter flunked a course. 
Rita Palmer      didn't wear earr ings 
Bil l Nunley      stopped boxing. 
Zoe Ann Willy      didn't play the trumpet. 
Velma McKnight     didn't talk about horses. 

 
 
 
 



•••••••••• Suppose one of the human race of today were suddenly 
transported into the dream world of the future – his thoughts would be many 
and varied, coming in quick rushes of wonder•••• 
 

"The atmosphere is  crowded.  It gives me such a sense of confusion." 
 
"The a ir used to be blue with pla in old sky." 
 

"Now the grey and f lashing reds streak by." 
 

"In a phenomenon of speed and organization." 
 
"F il l ing space with movement." 
 

"How on earth do they avoid col lision?" 
 
"Who is the one that governs them?" 
 

"Directs them:  The flashing ships?" 
 
"He must be superhuman – for I  am sure I would not be able, I am so confused." 
 

"Oooh! Look at her.  It 's a wonder she doesn't take cold. 
 
"But suppose it is more pract ical that way." 
 
"Much easier to move about." 
 

"Although I must say I never saw such a lack of or iginal ity – no personal ity." 
 
"Some-how that would st ifle me." 
 

"Perhaps I  could . . . . Oh wel l , that doesn't matter now." 
 
"Oh, this puts me r ight at home." 
 

"Only  - -  - something is missing.  What can it be." 
 
"That landscape, over there a seascape, st il l- li fe , portra it ." 
 
"I feel as if I had senses again, and I appreciate." 
 

"The beauties of God's world remain eternal." 
 
"Ah!! What a thought." 
 

"They aren't here, of course they're not." 
 
"Did I expect to see a surreal ist dream, zig-zag lines, a drooping watch?" 
 

"Truthfully -  - yes." 
 
"But they are absent and I am at peace." 
 



Carnival 
 
 
 This year our carnival was held at Mrs. Bessire's ranch.  There was lots of work to be 
done, and we got started two or three weeks before the gala affairs took place.  We ordered 
the prizes, decorations, rehearsals were lots of fun, and we kept in mind the old saying 
"Lousy dress rehearsals, bring good performances".  Judging by this, we had nothing to 
worry about. 
 
 We were going to serve dinner all evening, have booths, raffles, games, and lots of 
good shows.  The last couple days we ran this town over from one end to the other, getting 
together odds and ends, from a movie to thumb tacks.  
 
 It turned out to be a beautiful day, although we wondered if it might not rain in the 
morning, and we swung open the gates about 5 o'clock. In a little while we had a nice sized 
crowd and everybody was having fun. In the front lawn we had a money wheel, a fish pond, a 
ball throw, (the next door neighbor stopped one with his head) some wandering gardenia girls 
and balloon boys, and a dart throw.  In the court we served dinner until we ran out, then sent 
someone rushing down to the store to get more, and got going again in a few minutes.  We 
served about 175 dinners in all.  Back toward the barn we had an archery range, a rat race, a 
Hawaiian booth, Ye old fish ponde, and a fortune teller.  Next to the fish pond, was he Puppet 
show.  The archery range was pretty close to the barn and Ye old fish ponde, and some of 
the lesser archers who appeared, hit the barn, the pone, and almost winged a low flying bird.  
We had a little excitement when one of the rats got off the course, and scared a couple of 
ladies up a tree. As soon as people got to winning those prizes we just about had to plug our 
ears to keep out the racket of many little horns, off key, many little rattles, and many little 
other things.  
 
 About nine o'clock, the shows began.  First we had a variety show.  With this we gave 
dances, imitations, a piano number, and songs.  The gay, Gay Nineties review, some more 
numbers of all kinds.   Our record changer got off wack in this part of the show, and the 
wrong record got on, but the kids did the right dance.  However, we caught it in time. The 
audience just closed their eyes for a minute. Next we gave a western show in the barn.  This 
went off fine, even though a stray cow got in one of the numbers.  Somebody had to lure it 
away, so right in the middle of the dance you could hear somebody screaming, "Come her 
cow, here cow."  For the last show, we had the minstrals.  After this one, everyone was 
congratulating the wrong people, for we couldn't recognize each other all made up, and in the 
dark. 
 
 When the shows were finally ever, it was so late, and everybody who had worked 
getting things set up, were so tired, that we didn't waste much time getting home.  The next 
day we cleaned up, and Monday, back to school.  What fun - - - - the Carnival, I mean. 
 
 
 

 



 

"The Blizzard or Seniors and Juniors Go To 
Wrightwood" 

 
 They're off – and around the turn comes Kent leading in the Cadillac and running a 
close second is Carter in his car and running a slow but sure third comes Mrs. Bessire in the 
Ford.  The cars are piled high with Seniors, Juniors clothes and last but not least FOOD.  
We're all headed for Wrightwood or bust.  I guess we resembled a small train all the way up, 
everyone eating and gabbing as fast as possible.  It had snowed quite heavily the night before 
and the snow was a beautiful gleaming white.  We all piled out of the cars and jammed into 
the house.  Oh what a house!  After we settled and had lunch everybody went out to play in 
the snow. When they had gotten all their toes and fingers frostbitten and almost dropping off 
they came in and had dinner.  In the process of the day Edie lost her voice did that stop her 
from talking?  No!  After dinner we played charades.  Whew – what ideas!  Finally we call 
toddled off to bed.  Mrs. Bessire, Kent, Carter, Ralph, Carl and Douglas occupied the living 
room.  Janet, Barbara Ripatti, Barbara Banks, Barbara Smith and Edie occupied the downstairs 
bedroom.  Courtna, Donna, Zoe Ann, Brenda, Joan, Rita and Rue Ann, were up stairs.  All the 
Girls gabbed practically all night, until Kent with his dainty voice yelled Shut Up!  
 
 In the morning, breakfast was fixed by the boys and it was marvelous.  We kidded 
around all through breakfast and we specially teased Janet about her unusual nightie – Oh 
Boy!!  Then out to the snow we trouped with Kent, Carl and Carter breaking the way.  We all 
rode the tobaggan down.  Then Edie took it down with Barbara Smith, Barbara Banks and 
Ralph on behind her.  She thought they were going to hit a tree so she covered her eyes and 
by not steering missed the tree, (naturally). After this we trooped back for lunch.  Whew all 
we did it seems was eat up there.  Just before we left Douglas leaned against the big front 
window and broke it.  The people were nice about it though and only sent four letters asking 
for the money to buy a new one. 
 
 On the way back Carter had car trouble.  So we stopped in San Bernardino for dinner at 
a Spanish Restaurant.  I don't know but I think Kent appealed to the waitress for his table 
received much better service than ours.  When Carter's car was ready we headed back with 
Kent still leading, Carter sandwiched in the center and Mrs. Bessire bringing up the rear.  We 
all home about 10 o'clock that night.  Dreading the idea of school the next morning, but we 
all came as we always do "Come heck or high water". 
 

 
 
 
 
 



MUSICALLY SPEAKING 
 

Janet Tishcler   Personal ity 
Edie Krams   Edie was a Lady (or was she) 
Barbara Ripatti  Patience and Fort itude 
Diana Larson  My Si lent Love 
Carter De Haven  Sweet Sixteen 
Courtna McMann  Dancing in the Dark 
Zoe Ann Willy   Trumpet Blues 
Rue Ann Corey  Missouri Waltz 
Velma Mc Knight  Pal imino 
Charmion Slaughter Doctor, Lawyer Injun Chief 
Barbara Al len    Cla ire de Lune 
Ida Mae Curly  I 'l l be Seeing You 
Bil l Nunely   Slowly 
Rita Palmer   Golden Earrings 
Donna Abrams  I have Eyes 
Jack Edgar   In My Merry Oldsmobile 

 
 

O P E N  H O US EO P E N  H O US E   
 
 Sunday, May-twenty-third turned out to be another gay threat for the 
Seniors, as well  as the Juniors.  Janet Tischler, one of the senior class 
members, gave a joint open house party with Diane Larson, a lso a member of 
the graduating class, with the cooperat ion of both their mothers. 
 The Party was given at Janet's home, which was very capable in holding 
all of the boisterous members of each class, and a long with them their parents. 
 It was a very enjoyable afternoon, with Janet, and Diane act ing as 
hostess; and with the help of Janet's father and mother, who welcomed 
everyone as they came into the house. 
 The food was delicious, as a l l agree I know that everyone served 
themselves to a second helping and perhaps a third, of the daintly made hor 
d'oeuvers, which were prepared in the forms of s l ices of bread with cheese and 
meats careful ly spread in between the layers.  The bread was in itse lf a del ight, 
for it was colored in green and pink.  
 Also pet it fources fi lled with crème were served.  The dining room table 
was set in a pleasing manner which added to the lovely atmosphere.  Coffee 
was served by Mrs. Larson and Mrs. Barnett a lso wonderful punch, which was 
capably handled by Edie Krams. 
 The party was given from 2 to 5 and the afternoon was enjoyably spent. 
It was a lso an opportune moment to meet the parents of the other students.  
 Than you Janet and Diane and everyone who helped you for giving such a 
wonderful party to be remembered by all ! 
 
 



Carter's Party 
 
 
 On Nov. 27, 1947 the Senior act ivit ies started with a lovely dinner given 

by Carter DeHaven l ll , the class president, and his parents at his home in the 

val ley.  The Seniors, Mrs. Bess ire, Kent, Mrs. Barnett, Mr. and Mrs. DeHaven, and 

one of our alumna, Ramon Werts, were present.  A delicious dinner of turkey, 

sweet potatoes, peas, and re l ishes was served.  Everyone was commenting 

afterward on the clever way Mrs. DeHaven f ixed the sweet potatoes by putting 

them in orange shells and melt ing a marshmellow on top.  Dinner music was 

provided by records brought by Edie, Rue Ann, Couirtna, and Carter.  After 

finishing dinner, everyone adjourned to the liv ing room, where many games 

were suggested and a few played.  Guggenheim was the first in which the main 

work was camel.  States were one of the requirements, and everyone agreed 

that no state began with E.  But as usual Kent and Edie came up with the prize 

– the state of e last icity!  Then many laughs were had when pictures were drawn 

in the dark.  Ray would have won the prize, but was disqualif ied because he 

lighted a match to see what he had done.  Two of the subjects were a man with 

a mustache mowing a lawn, and a gir l with curls going downhi l l on a bicycle.  

Then Mr. DeHaven and Kent had everyone (but Mrs. Bessire of course) myst if ied 

with a code game, the secret of which shal l not be divulged.  All seniors had 

the school mystified when they returned by saying every time they turned 

around "I took a trip and went to Ripsweek by the sea and I l iked it so wel l I 

stayed there two days.  Then I went to Denver, and that ended the f irst part of 

the trip."  After this had been expla ined and everyone had tried it , a lovely ice 

cream cake was brought in.  On the top was written, "Good luck Mar-Ken 

Seniors!  Everyone thoroughly enjoyed it, and when they had fin ished, Mrs. 

Bessire decided it was t ime to go home!  All left , t ired but wishing it would a ll  

happen over again the next week, they had so much fun. 

 
 
 



Senior Ditch Day 
 
 As the sun rose sleepily on May 13, each senior tucked in his trundle bed woke, 
stretched lazily, and rolled out & hurriedly ran to school to meet all the other eager seniors.  
After waiting an hour for Edith & Jack, the day really began.  Once in the cars, we made good 
time to our first stop – the Pick Wick Stables.  Bounding out of the vehicles with our limitless 
enthusiasm, we leaped upon the backs of our trusty steeds & were off to the hills.  We 
returned to the stables with various emotions, among them, the feeling of such, ooh, & ee-
gad.  The pangs of hunger thrust their potent points into each senior tummy, so we were 
loaded into the cars & hauled back to school to clean up.  After this the progressive luncheon 
began.   
 
First course:  Salad at Rue Anns – 
 
    Menu 
   Ceasar Salad    Fruit Aspic 
   Hot Rolls          Whipped Cream 
 
Second course:  main dish at Carters – 
 
    Menu 
   Baked Ham       Rolls 
   Candied Yams   Drinks 
   Peas 
 
Third course:  Desert at Velmas –  
 
    Menu 
   Ice cream roll  & cookies 
 
At this point, we were so stuffed that we decided to bake ourselves (medium rare) at the 
beach.  Hiking, swimming, and sunning were the motif & after hours of enjoyment (sleeping) 
we removed ourselves & headed in the direction of Mar-Ken Ranch where we were greeted 
with open arms (ouch our backs!)  Here, we again ate, listened to music, & enjoyed the flower 
arrangements (after being told them in Humanities class on the following day, much to our 
chagrin.) 
 
 This eventful day ended with both the sun & seniors sinking sleepily & happily back to 
slumber-land.  
 

Adieu 
   Adios 
      Vale 
 
 



QUATRAINS 
 
Donna Abrams is a cute 
With her dimples she's a beaut 
As vice-president of her class 
This girl is really quite a lass 
 
Barbara Al len of Mar-Ken School 
Makes study and work her golden rule 
She is quite versatile it has been said 
All books mentioned, she has read 
 
Rue Ann Corey is quite a gal 
To her classmates she is a pal 
As secretary she's a queen 
Isn't that just "peachy keen?" 
 
Carter De Haven, president of the class 
Has in his subjects always passed 
He works very hard in this school 
To keep the class together like a jewel 
 
Jack Edgar is the other Senior boy 
Who is always bringing others joy 
With his corny jokes, he's a card 
Although he's a joker, he studies real hard 
 
Charmion Slaughter is so quiet 
But he sense of humor is a riot 
She studies here and receives a good grade 
And of taking tests she is never afraid 
 
Janet Tischler with her pleasing smile 
Looks so gay in the "new look" style 
She's always been known for her works of art 
In fact, this girl is really smart 
 
Nancy Bel Weeks is new this term 
In studying for school she is firm 
With her camera she is proud 
To take pictures of the crowd 
 
 
 
 

Zoe Ann Willy has the will 
To play the trumpet with great skill 
Her work in the orchestras gets her dizzy 
And with all her homework, she's really busy 
 
Rita Palmer fits her name quite well 
In hands she does your fortune tell 
She hopes to be a lawyer soon, 
To us her knowledge will be a boon 
 
Edith Krams is always so happy 
She gets us favors because of her pappy 
She is good natured and full of fun 
And is never at a loss to tell a pun 
 
Diane Larson is always so sweet 
A girl whom everyone wants to meet 
As president of Sigma, she is tops 
She is always advancing and never stops 
 
Velma McKnight a Sr. B this year 
Has only recently come here 
Her love for horses is so great 
For each weekend she can hardly wait. 
 
Courtna McMann finds it a pleasure 
To be known as a Senior treasurer 
President of Honor Society, she works hard 
And as an actress hopes to be starred 
 
Barbara Ripatti at writing is clever 
And does she do wrong? Well hardly never 
Her shinning glory is her hair 
A girl like this is very rare 
 
Ida May Kerley on the road this year 
Is making acrobatic dancing her career 
We're glad to have her back with us 
But she'll leave again on the next bus 
 
Bil l Nunley likes to box it's said 
And o'er the ropes he's often tread 
But this doesn't his knowledge deter 
In school we know he'll cause a stir.



BARBARA ALLEN'S DINNER PARTY 
 

 On January 29, Barbara Al len gave a scrumptious dinner party in her honor 
of the seniors graduat ing in February. 
 
 Formal dress was the motif and a ll the senior girls  wore gay party frocks. 
 
 The three course dinner was served buffet – style, as we commuted from 
the main dining room to a specia lly decorated room for the occasion. 
 
 The first course consisted of Caesar sa lad and fruit aspic.  Del icious!  
Next we ate baked ham, turkey, and a ll  the trimmings. Hm – hm – good.  At last 
came assorted french pastries.  Only one thing wrong, we had trouble walk ing 
afterwards. 
 
 During dinner, when we could move, we played rodeo, a game that 
resembles a pin bal l machine. 
 
 At about ten-thirty we went our separate ways, after an enterta ining 
evening.  
 
^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

the gulf between heaven and hell 
is man whi le the path to l ife 
is through haven and hell 
 
in the eyes of God man will 
always shine but te ll me now 
is God always in the eyes of man 
 
the undying seasons of love 
will always shine above 
but the man who faces hell 
wi ll be over wise 

 
the turbulent seas of wisdom shal l 
never be crossed by an ass while 
the peaceful man is forever swimming 
 
the pass ing machines of wisdom 
are ceasing to be wise 
and those facing peace awaken 
the king 
 
wisest are the men who are wise 
in the wisdom of wizarary.  



The Senior Beach Party 
 
 Sometime a long in November or December somebody got the bright idea 
to have a beach party.  We had a couple of conferences deciding to have it .  
Couple more deciding what to eat.  (That's the important part!)  Ten bags of 
marshmallows (two would be plenty).  Two gal lons of cocoa (two quarts more 
like it) .  Some Spagetti by Bessier itzky, the famous Russian chef, Salad.  Potato 
chips, hot dogs and buns (we never got to them). 
 
 The place was about 25 miles up the beach, so we al l met at school 
Saturday afternoon late, to drive up in two cars.  Carter had to come late, so 
Jack and Kent each took half the gir ls (Lucky?) and off we went.  We were 
supposed to meet Rita in Hollywood at about six o'clock but we missed her and 
went on. 
 
 After our car had been madly trying to keep up with Kent for what 
seemed like hours, we were a lmost run off the road by a taxi roaring by.  
Nobody thought much of it – guess they were used to the driver by that t ime.  
Then a real n ice man pul ls up beside us with a rea l pretty red l ight on his car. 
He turned it on and off.  He asked us very nice ly (Hey pul l over!) to stop and 
talk with him awhile.  He and the driver had a l itt le conversat ion, (a ll Jack said 
was SIR), and it seems he wanted to see our registrat ion s l ip. We couldn't find 
it, so we waited thirty minutes (a ll  scared stiff) for them to check by radio with 
the Los Angeles off ice to see if he was driving his old man's car.  He was!  
Where was the registrat ion?  Why, in the compartment where it belonged!!! 
 
 Kent came back down the road looking for us as we pulled out to try and 
find him.  Rita was in his car!  But how?  We missed her back in town.  Very 
simple.  She just had been following us in a tax i a ll the way.  Litt le over $11.  
She had 40¢.  But Kent had some (and I do mean HAD some). 
 
 We final ly got to our rendevous and got the f ire going.  About this time 
Carter arrived.  The meal was good. I love beach food.  Spagett i with SAND.  
Cocoa with SAND.  Mi lk with SAND.  Sa lad with SAND.  After dinner most of the 
kids wanted to take a little walk so Jack stayed and watched the fire.  The kids 
walked a long way.  Suddenly Kent yells "Look, one of those things!" "No!", 
screams Janet, "Where?".  She fal ls flat on her face looking for it !  Back at 
home, the home fires weren't burning so wel l.   Jack was searching frant ical ly 
for wood, but the only trouble was, he was s itt ing on the wood! 
 
 By the t ime the kids f inal ly dragged back, the fire was out and it was 
pretty late, so we packed up and started home.  All went wel l , except we had 
trouble fol lowing each other.  (Ahem!) 
 
 
 



The Music of The Future 
  

Every artist, as a creator, has something in him which ca lls for 
expressions. 
 
 Every artist is impel led to express the spirit  of his age, this is the 
element of style.  The elements of personal ity and style marks the age but pure 
artistry l ives forever.  
 
 Through music, as in l iterature, we can fol low clear ly the different ages.  
We know what the composers of various ages were trying to do; we have seen 
how their problems were solved but today what is the spirit of our age? 
 
 What are the musicians trying to do?  Perhaps we are not able to 
recognize these points because we are so very close to them. 
 
 The music of the future wil l be of an entire ly different intertat ion, 
perhaps.  It  wil l be music which derives its power from beaut iful and s ignif icant 
forms rather than from class ic forms, and will  have an authentic freshness and 
simplicity of its moods. 
 
 This wil l come about only when our great art ist can create catering not 
for publ ic wants, but creating for their pure enjoyment. 
 
 

Charmions Party 
  

May 27, 1948 was another red letter day for the Seniors & mainly for 
Charmion Slaughter for it marked the day of her 17th birthday.  Her parents 
gave her a grand party in which the Seniors were her guests. 
 
 They arr ived at her home about 7:30 & dinner was served around 8:00 & 
boy was it good!  Standing r ib roast, potatoes, stuffed pears, gelletin sa lad, 
peas, asparagus, hot rolls, & drinks were just a few items of the main course.  
For desert we have a choice of cakes and strawberry whip-cream.  The dinner 
was a compete success. 
 
 Games were played in the parlor & prizes were given out.  The party broke 
up about 12:30 & the guests left with the thought of a terrific time chalked up 
in the memories of the Sr. Class.   
 
 
 
 



An Adventure Into The Wilderness 
 
 
         Chug, chug, chug, off we go into the wild blue yonder packed in 
the Cadil lac, leading-man at the wheel – Kent followed by Nancy Bell 
Weeks & her menagery, & finally coming around the bend, "The Ford" 
driven by Mrs. Bessire.  The destination was set at Spitzers Canyon 
known to all loyal Juniors & Seniors.  The cars were full of eager, hungry, 
beavers ready to go to the tranquil ity of this wilderness & a decent meal 
supplied by the Juniors having asked the Seniors. At the mouth of the 
canyon you are confronted by the idea that you either stay in the cars 
that aren't going down & starve or walk.  The ones in the ford did not 
even have to bother their l ittle heads – the Ford went down.  The mile 
and 1/2 down the primitive road was rewarded by the coolness of the 
canyon, then they awaited the appetizing meal.  After a brief period of 
rest we were off attain, this time to explore the wilderness never before 
explored by - - - - Squanks!!!  Up and down, over hil l and dale, past trees, 
bushes, streams, and puddles (it rained the day before) - - - & finally, 
after a treacherous climb, we made it to the top of the hil l. 
 
        Built on top of this hil l is a very beautiful Chapel – miniature size, 
& from here you can look down & see the whole canyon below.  Some 
rested, others enjoyed swinging on bars that had been built up there, the 
purpose of which is not known.  Whi le all seemed to enjoy their natural 
instinct a few outcasts were plodding the course homeward. After much 
debating, we decided to take the same trail as we took on the way up.  
(of course it being the only trail had nothing to do with it.)  Trudging 
through this primitive land, with no civil ization in sight some on the 
verge to give up – but wait, beyond those trees is the car!!!  Overcome 
with joy & exhaustion all started our steps a l ittle faster 'ti l l it was 
almost a run.   As we sat there in the coolness of the canyon many 
thought they could never take another step – then someone pops up to 
tell us not to forget the climb back up the hil l.  This completely spoiled 
our serenity.  Once at the top of the hil l al l our complaining seemed to 
be for nothing – we were all present and accounted for and piled into the 
cars.  The ride back was peaceful, except an occasional turn of the road 
which disturbed the slumber of some.  All in all it was a memorable day 
combined with a few foll ies & a few mishaps.  
 
 
 
 
 



Last Will and Testament 
Art icle l.      Carter De Haven bequeaths to Carl Follette his 
                 perfect ly timed wise cracks. 
 
Art icle ll.      Donna Abrams bequeaths to Gloria Vauges her 
                  abi l ity to play the piano. 
 
Art icle ll l.     Courtna McMann leaves to Betty Clark her many 
                   dance routines. 
 
Art icle lV      Rue Ann Corey leaves her speed in knitting to 
                    Barbara Smith. 
 
Art icle V       Jack Edgar bequeaths his abil ity to tell moron  
                    jokes to Doug Madero. 
 
Art icle Vl      Nancy Bell  Weeks bequeaths to Barbara Banks  
                    her terrific sense of humor. 
 
Art icle Vll       Diane Larson leaves her quiet disposition to  
                    Brenda Henderson. 
 
Art icle Vlll      Janet T ischler leaves her abil ity to giggle  
                    to Joan Bush. 
 
Art icle lX       Charmion slaughter bequeaths her marvelous 
                    grades to Gloria Vauges. 
 
Art icle X         Barbara Ripatti  leaves to Ralph Freeto her abil ity 
                     to draw Varga Girls.  
 
Art icle Xl        Zoe Ann Willy leaves to Carl  Follette her abil ity  
                     to play the "Blues".   
 
Art icle Xll        Barbara Allen bequeaths to Joan Bush the many 
                     quest ions she asks in Humanities.   
 
Art icle Xll l      Edith Krams bequeaths to Ralph Freeto her 
                     undying humor. 
 
Art icle XlV     Rita Palmer leaves to Brenda Henderson her  
                     large vocabulary. 
 
Art icle XV      Bil l Nunley bequeaths to Douglas Madore his 
                     abi l ity to box. 
 
Art icle XVl      Velma McKnight leaves her long fingernails  
                     to Betty Clark. 
 
Art icle XVll       Ida Mae Kerly leaves her riding ability  
                      to Betty Clark. 



NATIONAL HONOR SOCIETY INITIATION 
 
     On March 12th 1948, the Nat ional Honor Society, Mar-Ken Chapter, held its 
second in itiation.  The init iates were Barbara Al len, Brenda Henderson, Charmion 
Slaughter, and Gloria Vauges, making a tota l of e ight members.  Barbara Smith 
gave a speech on character, Rue Ann Corey a speech on scholarship, Diane 
Larson, the Pres ident of Sigma Gamma Lambda Society gave a speech on 
service.  The president of the National Honor Society, Courtna McMann, 
concluded the speeches with a talk on leadership.  The program was opened by 
Barbara Al len playing March Litt le Soldier by Pinto.  Then Carmen Scarpitta gave 
an interpret ive dance of Malaguina.  Then Barbara Al len concluded the program 
with Polichinelle by Rachmaninoff.  The in it iates then took their p ledges after 
which each received the pin and card, and the lighted candle symboliz ing Truth, 
Purity, and Honesty.  Mrs. Bessire then gave a speech to the new init iates and 
to the parents and friends who had attended the in itiation.  Among other things 
she stressed that God will  not judge us for our dip lomas, and high marks but for 
our scars.  Refreshments were served afterward by the Nat ional Honor Society 
Members.  
 
 
 

NATIONAL HONOR SOCIETY DINNER 
 
     On Apri l 30 the Nat ional Honor Society with the aid of the Sigma Gamma 
Lambda gave a del icious ham dinner.   Everyone helped and with the ass istance 
of Mrs. Larson and Mrs. T ischler who did a wonderful job, the dinner was very 
successful.  The menu included a choice of ham or f ish loaf, fruit cockta il , 
tomato aspec salad, candied sweet potatoes, green beans, coffee or milk and 
severa l types of cake which everyone enjoyed. 
 
   In the front hal l Edith sold tickets on the radio to be raffled at the carniva l.  
Tickets for the carniva l d inner were also on sa le at $.65 a plate.  Guests 
started arr iv ing at 6:00 p.m. & everyone was pleased with the inner music 
played by Barbara Al len and Donna Abrams.  At 8:15 Carter DeHaven auctioned 
a wonderful walnut cake baked by Mrs. Barnett and a Turkish delight with mocha 
frost ing baked by Mrs. Krams.   The highest bidders were Mrs. Smith & Mrs. 
Corey, and the cakes were greatly enjoyed.  Since there was one f ish loaf that 
hadn't been eaten, Carter auctioned that & it  was bought by Mrs. Scarpitta, 
which brought an end to a wonderful evening.   
 
 
 
 
 
 



National and Sigma Activity 
 
     The Nat ional Honor Society invited the Sigma Gamma Lambda to go with 
them on an act ivity on May 7th.  The Sigma, of course, accepted.  Supposedly, 
the act ivity was to be at the beach, but at the last minute, there were some 
changes made.  The beach party became a picnic at Griff ith Park, instead. 
     Once at Griff ith Park, we started remembering the many articles which had 
been forgotten.  Edie was informed (after it was too late) that she was suppose 
to bring a jug of hot chocolate. There was, therefore, only one jug and just 
barely enough to go around. 
     The menu consisted of hot dogs, potato sa lad, ice cream cake, and hot 
chocolate.  No one brought anything to roast the hot dogs with, so it was 
necessary to use st icks.  The sticks easily caught f ire, so those not wishing to 
use the st icks ate raw hot dogs.  The next thing missed was mustard, so Jack 
and Barbara Banks went off to get some mustard.  By the t ime they returned, 
most of the hot dogs had been eaten "without." 
      As it was Kent's birthday May 8th, the ice cream cake was for him.  Edie 
had very thoughtful ly had the cake packed with a double dose of dry ice to 
keep (to put it mild ly) hard.  A few knives and a few more hands were broken in 
the process of cutt ing the cake, but by the t ime we were ready to go the cake 
was gone.  
     The next stop was a show.  After numerous arguments, we settled on "The 
Woman In White" and "Always Together" at the Warner Brothers Hollywood 
Theater.  After the show, we were a ll  delivered to our various homes, t ired, but 
happy. 
 
 

Sigma Gamma Lambda Initiation 
 
     On November 25th, 1948 the Sigma Gamma Lambda Society of Mar-Ken 
School held its f irst in itiation of the year.  One of the high spots of the 
program was the presentation of the play "Fal l of the City" by Archibald Mac 
Leish.  The school was wel l represented by Carter De Haven and Donna Abrams, 
both Sigma Gamma Lambda members, Carl Fol lette, and Joel Davis .  Donna 
Abrams played he fourth Chopin Preludo, and Ramon Werts closed the program 
with Chopin's Waltz No. 14.  Barbara Ripatti gave a speech on character, 
Charmion Slughter on scholarship, Janet Tischler on service, and the Pres ident, 
Diane Larson on leadership.  Mrs. Bess ier gave a speech to the incoming 
members, among whom were Barbara Allen, Barbara Banks, Joan Bush, Jack 
Edgar, Ralph Freeto, Brenda Henderson, Edith Krams, Barbara Lee Smith, Glor ia 
Vaughes, and Zoe Ann Willy.  After the in it iates had been presented their cards 
and pins and book rules, refreshments were served by the Sigma Gamma 
Lambda members.  
 



Sigma Gamma Lambda Dinner 
 
     On February 26th, the Sigma Gamma Lambda Society gave the first dinner of 
the year.  The dinner was prepared by Mrs. Larson, Mrs. Tischler, Mrs. Al len, 
Mrs. Slaughter, and Mrs. Vauges, and consisted of creamed chicken, peas, 
mashed potatoes, fruit cockta i l, apple pie, and rol ls.  Ummmm was it good! 
 
     The dinner was served by the girls of the society while the boys served the 
coffee.  Diance Larson, pres ident of the Sigma Lambda Society, was the 
hostess.  Barbara Ripatt i acted as cashier. 
      
     The dinner was a huge success and seemed to be enjoyed by everyone. 
 
 
 
 

This Is Our Country 
 
     On the morning of December 28 at eight o'clock, Mrs. Bessire and Kent 
accompanied by six students including myself started off on what proved to be 
a most memorable educat ional town.  The trip had been planned for several 
weeks and it was first come first served for travel space in the Cadi llac.  F inal 
results for the adventure were Diane Larson, Edith Krams, Charmion Slaughter, 
Brenda Henderson, Jack Edgar and Ralph Freeto. 
 
     The object of our trip was death Valley and Boulder Dam, (Now Hoover 
Dam). Starting out through the San Fernando Val ley we fol lowed our route to 
Palmdale, Lancaster and Mojave, where we ate a late breakfast. 
 
      We were following the large water pipe-l ine that comes from Owens Val ley 
to Los Angeles.  For many years Los Angeles depended on Owens Lake, for its 
water supply but it was since greatly dwindled and now L.A.'s main source of 
water is Parker Dam, which is s ituated some miles south of Boulder Dam, on the 
Colorado Rive. 
 
     As we rode through the Mojave Desert north towards Owens Val ley we 
marveled at the great expanses of lava rock in certain regions.  Stopping one 
place I picked up a small piece of lava rock burned black and pock-marked with 
holes like a swiss cheese, and very light in weight. 
 
     We cont inued north on the east s ide of the High Sierra Mts. unt il  we were 
able to see Mt. Whitney, highest mountain in U.S. e levat ion 14,496 feet.     
 
 Here we turned east and circled around Owens Lake which at the time 
didn't have an except ional amount of water in it . 



 
 After passing through the Panamint Range of Mountains we found 
ourselves descending into Death Valley National Monument.  About four o'clock 
Sunday afternoon we arrived at Furnace Creek Ranch and sett led ourselves in 
three cabins for our stay there.  That night, after a large and del icious dinner, 
we set out for Furnace Creek Inn which is about a mile from the Ranch.  Here we 
listened to a Ranger five a lecture on Death Val ley that started out with 
descript ions about every other place but Death Valley, from "glaciated glaciers" 
in Alaska to sunny Hawaii . 
 
 Monday morning, December 29, saw the male select ion of our group 
rudely awakened at seven o'clock by Edith who ran up and down outs ide our 
dwell ing running a s lat over the metal stripping.  Made quite a racket. 
 
 After breakfast we started ouit for widely known Scotty's Cast le which is 
approximately s ixty miles north of the Ranch.  We had a long r ide over the 
expanse of desert sand covered only by mesquite and desert hol ly.  At 10:15 
we came to the cast le. 
 
 The dwell ings at Scotty's are a mixture of medieval castle and Spanish 
hacienda.  Much of the place is even yet unfin ished and a very large 
uncompleted swimming pool l ies in front of the cast le itse lf. 
 
 The ins ide of Scotty's Castle is rea lly an amazing and beaut iful sight to 
the onlooker.  Massive Scandanavian woodwork carved in every kind of 
interesting design adorns the inner walls and cei ling. Beautiful ly designed 
Spanish rugs and curtains are everywhere.  Intricate German iron work is  in 
every room. 
 
 It supposedly took seven years to complete the cast le and a l l the German 
iron workers and Scandinavian wood workers are sa id to have been imported to 
the bui ld ing region itse lf and there, with their equipment and materials 
surrounding them, to have made and carved and molded this work of art there 
on the spot, in the swelter ing heat of Death Val ley. 
 
 All the electr ical current is  furnished by water power from well suppl ied 
springs a short distance up the canyon.  There are fourteen f ire places in the 
cast le.  Enough ra ilroad t ies to serve as fuel for these f ireplaces has been 
bough to last a hundred years. 
 
 On our way back to the Ranch we took a short side trip to see Ubehebe 
Crater.  It is surrounded for miles by lava rock.  The Ubehebe is est imated to 
have erupted within f ie hundred years ago.  We a lso viewed the "Devil Golf 
Course" that afternoon.  There is an extensive region of salt mounds that took 
many l ives of pioneers who had to cross it . 
 



 After a refreshing nights s leep at Furnace Creek Ranch we set out early 
Tuesday morning for the old borax mine at Ryan.  Arr iving at the mine about 
ten o'clock we and quite a few other s ightseers began our tr ip into the cold 
high mountains on flat cars pul led by a small but very powerful engine on a 
baby gage track.  Those tracks are the same ones over which tons of borax 
were transported every day during the time that the mines were at an active 
peak.  Now the mines are not being worked but there are a few men who stay 
there and conduct s ightseers on a most impress ive tr ip. From the mine we were 
able to gather some pieces of borax to add to ur specimens of lava rock and 
salt rocks. 
 
 Travel ing north east from Furnace Creek Ranch we passed through the 
Funera l Mountains into Nevada on our way to Rhyelite, the old "ghost town".  
Rhyel ite was a f lourishing mining own in the f irst decade of the twentieth 
century.  Now al l that is left is the chambled remains of a few large buildings, 
some prospector's cabins and the famous bott le house, a unique dwell ing make 
out of thousands of bott les.  Those of us who had nerve enough wandered 
through the grave yard reading the names and dates on the markers which were 
legible.  The wind was blowing strongly and it was somewhat eerie so we were 
glad to get started on our way again.  
 
 Driving south east the rest of the afternoon we passed through Las Vegas 
just as it was turning dark.  Twenty three miles further and we arrived at 
Boulder City where we intended to spend the night.  After one of the best 
meals we had had on the tr ip we saw a picture on the history and construct ion 
of Boulder Dam which gave us a basic knowledge and appreciation of what we 
were to gaze upon the fol lowing day. 
 
 We were up early Wednesday morning and headed for the Dam.  It was 
with wonder and amazement that we witnessed such a tremendous and 
beautiful sight. The tour which we took down into the depths of this massive 
project was one of the most interesting and enlightening things any of us had 
ever done. We started home on the last leg of our journey realiz ing that the 
best way for any young American to fully appreciate the country he l ives in, is 
to actual ly take a tr ip such as ours and see with his own eyes the wonders in 
both nature and government that make the United States a truly wonderful 
country. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

B e fo r e  We  Ad jo ur nB e fo r e  We  Ad jo ur n   
 
 
 When we are hungry we ask for bread, when we are grateful we 
offer thanks. 
 
 Mrs. Bessire, please except the thanks of the '48 Senior Class, for 
you have taught us to dream together, plan together, even work 
together incomplete unity.  You have remained admirably inconspicuous 
in the tremendous job you do so well each year here at Mar-Ken.  You 
have taught us there is dignity in labor.  Our studies while they have 
been difficult have given us much joy for the thril l of actually being able 
to use the power of our own mind exceeds by far the thril l of the 
possession of a key to a forbidden room we might explore.  You are more 
than the dean of our school, for you have become the trusted personal 
friend and advisor of the individual who passes thru the portals of Mar-
Ken.  We feel no sadness in graduating into adult l ife.  Rather an 
excitement in the expectancy of all things to come. 
 
       SENIOR CLASS '48 
 
 


