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WINDSOR LOCKS HIGH SCHOOL
WINDSOR  LOCKS, CONNECTICUT
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A Many Faceted Prism — A Beautiful Living Spectrum of Hopes, Loves,
Friends, Feelings .
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. . . People Laughing, People Singing
People Shouting
Reaching for, Searching for, Hoping for

Dreams

— Points of Light. Distant Yet Perceivable Guiding Us to Our Destires




Echoes of Shadows —
Cavers of Yesterday Explored in the
Yawning Mouth of Tomorrow
— Feelings Inexpressible




Upon What Crested Seas of
Thought do You Sail Tarpaulin?
What Shores do You so

Passionately Seek?
Perpetual, Infinitely Forward —

. . Always Striving for Sornethmg
But an Inch Away . .
Alone, Together




For being a physics and chemistry teacher,
a baseball coach,
and
a friend

For helping with science fairs,
with a scientific experiment,
and
with problems

For sharing his opinions,
his pride,
and
his kind,
the class of 1973 dedicates the Herald to

Mr. James Hanley.
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[ stayed up late last night

to watch the end of the movie.

It was really a dumb show:

everyone went around speaking his heart.
The people I know don’t do that

and yet I've known them.

I've known them from their moods —

funny, irritated, sad,

quiet, happy, and loving.

I've known them from what they ve given —
a nickname, extra ice cream,

a key chain, two cookbooks, and love.

And I've known them from what they ve shared —
a private rendition of the Keebler Cookie song,
peppermints, brand-new sweaters,

a beautiful experience in another place,

free car wash passes, and love.

I watched the end of the movie last night:
it was really a dumb show.

The people I know don’t speak their hearts
and yet they ve shown their love.
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I got up one morning and I couldn’t see
My eyes were closed. It was dark.
I was looking for him but I couldn’t find him.
He had run away, hiding in
The greens and yellows of an ugly forest
Holding my sight.

I lived that day and thought I saw

My eyes were open. It wasn 't dark.
I thought I found him in the cold shade of the trees

But he slipped away.
All I held were
The faded flowers of my velvety tropical garden.

I didn’t get up one morning and then I could see
My eyes were closed. It was light.
I found him where he should be

Not near, not far,

there
A tiny tendril

I found growing
within me
flourish

and end my vine.
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of the minty vine.
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