
We re in the suburbs now. There s the hospital where VIVIAN

SLAUGHTER, NORMA CLINTON, PAULINE WILLINGHAM, LIL-
LI AN ANDERSON, VERONA ALLEN and MABLE JENNINGS are regis-
tered nurses. 1 hat plane overhead is being piloted by PEGGY TRUMBLE. her
life’s ambition realized. I hat long low building over there is the Bowl Away,
owned and operated by the former GLENROSE HALCOMB and her husband.

Yes, she married a bowling champion! See the sign for ELLEN HLJMMER S

dog farm— Enjoy your holiday, we II board your pet. On the theatre marque

there are the names of ANNE! TE WEINGARJ NER and her husband-partner
starring in the Ice Follies . In every class there’s bound to be one mortician, and

in yours it is GRACE DAVENPORT. That’s her luneral home over there.

Look at that brightly lighted house. MARTHA GROB is entertaining. I hat

tall blond man is her husband. T here s MAXINE HUGHETT, MATT GRUBER,
VIRGINIA KELLER, BRUCE REDD. VIOLET ROEPER, WALLACE

EARHART. ELAINE KOESTER, RUTH RINEHART. ROSE ANN VOILS,
ROBERT KAREM, DEMUS SCHOOLEY, RAY ROBERTS. They turn on

the radio and over the air comes the voice of JAMES COVERT , radio announcer,

followed by the singing of SARAH KINNEY, featuring Blue Moon , LORRAINE
EPPERSON, MAE FERDON, ANNIE HARRISON, and IMOGENE
MILLER; the music o f HENRY BATES and HERMAN MAYS. This is

followed by an interview with NAOMI LAMPKIN, the famous author who
has just published a "Book of the Month selection. Doesn’t that dinner being
served by Caterer JOHN BLACKWELL and his staff look delicious. John got
his start back in the good old days.

The old gypsy’s voice began to weaken. We strained to hear her words.

'Your class has seen much romance. Wedding bells have rung often. It

won’t be too many years before Woodward will begin to welcome a new genera-

tion^-the children of you and your classmates. Who married who? you say. How

many children has Ann and Mary and Grace?’ I can tell you no more. I am

exhausted. Be on your way.

Reluctantly we left the gypsy camp,

to learn so much more. But wi th th is we

We had learned so much—xve
had to content ourselves.
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