foreword

a salute — a handshake — and it’s finished:
quite suddenly, quite surely, the year is gone,

every nfoment of it — almost, it seems, before it had begun,
before we were aware that it was going all along.

that’s how years are — so brief, so busy —
dissolving into memories, memories, and memories of memories.
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= ébiﬁ;ﬁéncvmenl coming — with a salute and a handshake . . .
a ring and a diploma, the applausc.

of friends who soon are memories of friends.

for random reasons we, the 1971 rebel staff, compile this annual: '
not that years arén’t ending every day.
nor that this one of ours was more that fair —

rather, that the experiences captured on these pages
may never be lost, but preserved — not only in this volume,
but in our hearts as well — to be looked back upon and shared always.




