

















THE MAIN
ATTRACTION

The MMain Directors
(Administration) [ p)
In the Mainstream (Students)
Lower School 14

Middle School 306
Ubper School 50
senior's 5 )
The Main Event (Sports) 106

The Main Interest (Activities) 126
The Main Producers
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SENIOR

SUPERLATIVES

Best Looking:
Best Legs:
Best Dressed:

Sexiest:

Most Creative:

Most Musical:

Most Likely ro Succeed:
Most Athletic:

Funniest:
Most Spirited:

Smartest:
Friendliest:

Most Natural:
Cutest:

Most Outgoing:
Best All Around:
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Blair Fishburn

Tammy Jacobs
Caroline Light

Tammy Jacobs
Heidi Childrey
Elena Garcia
Majorie Mastin
Anne Koontz /
Marie Shockley
Karen Bumgarner
Melinda Summerlin

Majorie Mastin
Tammy Jacobs

Sinclair Ellett
Cameron McCluney
Carolyn Smith

Blair Fishburn

Jack Cunningham
Jimmy Muscaro

John Lewis/
Andrew Lawrence

Jack Cunningham
Eric Groeschel

Eric Groeschel
Andrew Lawrence
Jimmy Muscaro

Hought Phillips
Jaclk Cunningham/
Walter Frazier
Tad Kwak

Walter Fraizier/
Andy Hawald
Eric Groeschel
Trevor Ruble
Jack Cunningham
Mark Monroe /
David Gibson













ENIOR MWL L

|. Zipporah Marie Basile, being of sound mind and body, do hereby leave the
following: .

To Caroline L.: a small exiraordinarily dark gremlin hole with a dead bird in it, @
trip to Barbados and/or England, some Aspen ''studs’, prom night ‘86 —
whoa baby!

To Heidi: a midnight tapper protector, 2 new prom dresses, all the Amy Gront
you need to help you study French, skiing lessons, and long walks on exireme-
ly cold days.

To Debbie: iovely rooms on the Island, “Red haired” Kirk, Diego Maradono
(sp?). lare night walks for our health, room cleoning adventures (fun, funll) —
lots more, but my brain’'s muddled and | can’t think!

To Brooke: Chris and Ted (nearo), "Once there was @ P— named
", fun in the sun with lake (like I'm trippin!), a chance to dump the Cap-
tain in some water, Megal!! and so on (unfortunately it's seventh period and
the bell just rung).

To Meq: birth cerrificates that prove we're long lost sisters, lots of talk while
others were talking on the u-know-what!, Skiing!l, fun in the sun at the beach
(EBB aussi).

To Elena: baskerball games, movies and shopping with the little monster
(Tom), and the ulrimate of the ultimate guys (u-know-whol)

To LeeAnn: Tarzan the gigglegramm, help with writing English papers and
playing basketball, and a shove in the ltalian bushes.

To Joe: some c.s. (applies to Steve too), some eggs, three more years of NCS,
and (believe it or nor) lots of love and luck!!

1. Karen Bumgarner, will the following:

To Carolyn, a red-neck boy friend to yell at, red-necks who drive souped-up
cars and run five red lights to kill us, and big C.H.5. mornings. To Blair, Nickles
and dimes and chicken? Tampa sun dome, races are run, pop up, bizarre sum-
mer nights, that good looking boy on the motorcycle ar the beach, Nebuding,
and Chuck. To Jack-cukoo, Hey Boo-Boo?, Ralph, Bill. To Balsa (Walter), a lot of
funny faces, ma-a-a, best of luck on the Spanish Il exam. To Mickey (Chris)
Muscaro, hyperness, true studliness, a weight room, a new computer average,
and a fun last rwo years. To Twilight Zone (Wes), | give back all the quilt trips
you ever gave me, Lucy, midnight madness, style, a lot of armor, and Uncle
Remus’ book of Far Fetched Stories. To Annelise, Puffs, gum, F.R.W., and
especially Jim. To Julie (my godsister) the Myrtle Beach Strip, guys from Penn,
Dixie Elecrric, hiding in closets, Susan Salami, spilling pickle juice. To Sinclair, Nilla
wafers, "punch’ parties by the pool, fights because of D.L., getting punched
out in biology, ond philosophical talks. To Marjorie, meanness and satisfaction
guaranteed. To Jimmy, wine coolers and the number to A.A. To Feilding, $200
for Rover and Jefferson Airplane. To Scort Carling, an apology for being the
mad flasher. To Anne Leonard, Midol. To Jennifer, her own personal phone at
school. To Andy H., an offair. To Gibber, the written and illustrated handguide
to how to bear up women. To Ronald, knowledge of white people. To Quinn
(the runaway), my guest-room bathroom and getting busted for everything
since ninth grade. To Hought-he-he-he. To Trevor, a great beach week. To
Packy, rthe book of color co-ordination, a lot of the ""Beast”’, absolute, long hair,
hugs and a lot of fond memories.

I, Heidi Childrey, being of virtually sound mind and questionable body, hereby
leave the following: To Brooke: music timed braking system, a hair cutting par-
ty. sixth grade, “"Writer's corner””, Raunchie, Zylar, HAAAK!, incriminaring pic-
tures, hope, and a life touching stroll around the circle. To Zip: A winter’s stroll or
two, o telephone excuse, a “parking place”, apologies, a lare night window
tapper, Amy Grant lip synch lessons, my eyebrow talent, @ “trill’’, credit cards
and country clubs, and an open ear and heart. To Caroline L.: Schlaarp, a new
love for Heavy Metal, Enil, Dough, rancid pina coladas, bhilms, a Happy's man,
an elephant frainer, slugs, a date with Uncle Ben and San Souci, a sweatshirt
from The Ohio Diesel Institute, nuts, and revenge. To Debbie: Sigma Nu, pink
elephants, a hot tub revenge, a radio buzz, pink hair dye, a ride home, an "I
love rapists and serial murderers’’ pressure group, metalrobics, escargots, lard,
Angus, perma-glow flashlights, a dark alley, a date with the reel-man and his
twelve year old harem, and my eternal gratitude. To LeeAnn: Hardee's
Wayne, “It's disconnected”. and a wild hoppin party. To Marie: Fert, life
savers, and the Adventures of Botman, Robin, and the Fuzzy Mushroom, and
the SPCA. To Sophia: a new locker buddy. To Elena: a booth at Happy's, a two
week rabbit, a trip downtown, and o life supply of hugs. To Annelise: o worry-
free Religion class and a smile. To Mrs. Shaver: a new personality, third period
panic, Whoopie and a Thank You! To Lirtle Miss Fishwick: a new television chan-

nel. high heels, and lunch ar Piches. And 1o my fellow graduates: a lor of hope,
memories, smiles, and luck.

I. Tamara Dabney Jacobs being of sound mind and body do bequeath the
following:

To Doc — An apology for all the days | talked too much in physics. To Erhan C.
— the knowledge that blond hair and blue eyes gets you nowhere (it's the
dimple in the chin that does i). Maria L. — After school rides to the club and lots
of secrets. Richard N. — An end ro mass confusion and two more great years.
vl M — A sincere thanks for all the times you cheered me up. Katie T. —
A Reqae band af Roanoke college and lot's of talks. Comeron C. — a spin in
the: Honda (just around the parking lor), a belt that isn't roQ loose and, of
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course, many appointments with the good Dr. "R". Melinda S. — An open
Library. Cameron M. — Jake Ryan, and a long but successful jog in the snow.
Andrew L. — All the quarters I've borrowed ond o promise to send you
cookies at V.M.I. Sinclair E. — one sick goldfish and the Falcon Ridge Viciniry
(mum’s the word). Annelise H. — an apology for the mix-up. Andy H. —
Boorhitching and an open Jet store. Quinn F. — a prom dress to wear to
school. David G. — The nickname "Matula Abdula’*. Carolyn 5. — An explana-
tion for the hot tub, bug spray to get rid of beetles, the ferm “pistrech’, and
lot's of luck. Marjorie M. — Girls night out at your house and a long flight of
stairs. Alex J. — an apology for the fingernail marks in your arm, a night on the
town (with me, of course) and all the fun years we've spent together, I'll miss
you.

I, Caroline Light, being of superior mind, great body. and vivid imagination do
solemnly bequeath the following:

To Debbie: a collection of Jane Fonda Workout tapes and my sense of direction
so that she can perfect the fine ort of getting lost in Roanoke. To Brooke: some
“bihlms’*, the Adventures of G.5.T.V. and the S.F.H. threesome, and her own
edition of Moth Cuisine (in “‘broc-talk’"). To Heidi: memories of Zylar and Millard
Fillmore and her own Hulk Hogan Rockin’ Boxin’ doll. To Zip: the right to abuse
Mr. Tomato Head and Mr. Bump, and the chairmanship of the 1986 Prom.
Decorating Committee. To Elena: a life-sized poster of, uh, “EVIS” — may the
best woman win! To Lee Ann: a trip o lraly and a lifetime supgly of water
balloons. To Melinda ('Mattalina’™) “Julio’s” teeth and a slug in your Agi
Spumante. To John L. and Tad: a water-chugging contest at .Mocodo's To
Leslie: her own “'Mr. Sticky Bones™* factory and an interesting science project.
And to everyone else, especially the ciass of ‘87 and the faculty. the best of
luck in years to come. Thank you and I'li miss you.

I. Cameron McCluney, being of sound mind and body, leave: To Karen, Rob-
bie ot Marcos Island “Excuse me uh-uh™, my house (so you can stop off and
rest in it on your long job), and at B. King “okay, there’ll be six separare
orders.”" To Scott Carling, "THE HALL", | hope you never lose that creative urge!
To Majorie, Dunking Donuts, better airplane music, ond all the waiters your
heart desires, and what | know you always wanted-Arty the slurper and Evan
Redman. To Tammy, "Oh no! Hopkin's closed! Start running — go to pilort”,
Mill Mountain to be open 24 hours, and never forget “Roses.” To Sinclair, |
won't even begin! To Charlie, I'm not a troublemaker, one lost scheme, and
permission to call my house ar all hours of the night, but | have one favor to
ask-please stick to one line! To Sinny and Charlie, my townhouse. 'To Trevor,
one last cutdown. To Jack, you're not a troublemaker like somg'thlnk. To An-
drew, Fern Park, basketball games, and another cheerful "Hil” To Richard,
adoption papers for Nicki (just kidding), Tanglewood, and a thank YOU for the
sympathy. To Annelise, on the REBOUND!, Trivial Pursuir, and memories of our
fight at Myrtle Beach. To Carolyn, our box (the one your mom invaded), q|l the
food in the world, and all the trips! To Blair, she’s she's —!, and Deep river
woman! To David G., o thank you for never seriously injuring Me in ql| the
times you threw me around. To Walter, Winto's, my car, my Money, my food.
and my house (all of which you'll probably bum off me sometime), and the
Maybelline building. -~

I, Hought Phillips, Being of cool mind and body do bequeath the following
items and statements to the following people: To Trev R. — A big kittums nam-
ed MARBAH'S, The agreement — our morto: “What have you got 10 loose™.
“A SCWEW"’, and a pressed shirt from Diaper & Dandruff. To Dave G. — A pair
of big. fat FEET, 4 All-American boys, and a car with a normal MEOW. To Jimmy
M. — The ability not to be a D.H. and a friend to take home 10 mother. To An-
drew L. — A buppy named “BUCKY" who is mine, and the “"Wondwerful
Mountwins'’. To Jack C. — “"YEAH"" and don't forget “BOMBEDA-BQMBEDA".
To Walf F. — A short rap with Andy Rooney. To Gordon & Jason — Hi, Sorry. |
didn't mean to”, A date with Betty C., David L.D., Jackie Loebe and Nicobyra.
“A SCWEW"', a jeans-jackef from (;he 5th %rodeTondT“Renl'\emeef thar bonn\eﬂl
had when you were months”. To Towels L. — a pm
§8§O485867635241y 32435 model. To Scott H. -—“OOOHHH.. | DON'Y DO
TAHT”, "NAAYAAH!I" A night when we're in DEFCON 1. To Qhrls M. — A irtle
magic that lasts. To Rich N. — A good poke. To Dutch M. — Hey, Butch' 1o
Wes 7. — "HELLO". a red pin strike at Midnight-Madness and & date it
Teresa McF. To Andy H. — “"WHAT"'. To John H. — ZZZEEE. To Sinny £ __ A
good tune on the Parkway. To Tommy J. — A song in good hOl’mony_ To
Cameron Mc. — A call from a friend. To Karen B. — A car that wers 1o
Cameron C. — “IT'S A PICKLE". To Marg M. — A new puppY Named Sqndy
and the ability to drive a stick-shift and not quit midway through. To Mr, won
son — "I HATE THAT"".

I, Marie Shockley, Being guilty of crimes | shall not admit do leave the followin?
stolen goods: To Melinda. the new start she wanted. To Caroline. EP.M. g nev
nickname, the adventures of Batman, Robin and the Fuzzy heqged
mushroom. To Heidi, fert, lifesavers, peanut! metalrobics, 3aturdq nig"
showdown at Hardee's, J.C.'s mylar. To my sister Sarah, m-ing in the Kjjcpen
1:30 at Bojangle’s, H20 and orange juice, To G.S,, 5AM drive to Boston,
Stope, pictures by a waterfall and side torture. To S.N., a gorgeous b|0nd_ Kl

TEN, | know you love me you're just fighting yourself. T.G.-T.Y, __ cqsud



generic. me-forever.

I Melinda Summerlin. being of somewhat sound body and mind do hereby
leave the following . . . to Jimmy, a lifelong pass to the class elite in history, o
cat, and a big, big, big poster: to Annelise, a peanut butrer and jelly sandwich:
ro Wes a beauty queen: ro Tammy, a ticket south, rings, and many “lumpy
tumpy’* nights: 1o Andy H. and Tommy E., more nights studying for govern-
ment: ro Nicole a trip to Kroger for peaches and a tape entitled 'songs fo sing
on a ski lift"": to Ashley, two more Englishes, one more “| don't know'’, oand a
child: 1o Packy o yesn-no book and an apology: to Mrs. Bailey, a "'no™ on my
papers: 10 Hought. a poking machine and a wake up call: to Richard, an emp-
ty house: 10 Mr. Meagher on interview with Smedly Whiplash and Richard Nix-
on: to Debbie. a finished art project: to Caroline L., a name the Iralians can pro-
nounce: to Fielding, a ride in the Melindamobile: to Bruce, an episode all to
yourself: to Alex, a poker game with chocolate chips: to Carolyn, a neon jacket
thar can be seen in the leaves and a locker buddy and a trip to Tech: 1o Karen
2 bed by the window: to Trevor, an assembly line at the library, a trip to o
devil church and lots of kids: 10 Tommy. Scott, and Fielding, a trip 1o Bermuda:
1o Robin, a car at Massanutren: to Marie, a silver jewelry factory and o healthy
body: 1o Ronald: a smile: to Anne K., a sneeze: to Eugene, a book of the per-
<onal history of every student (j.k.): to Dutch, a haircut: to Scarlet, a wonderful
nome: to Scotr, more talks of S. in science: to Chris M., a chance and a hotline:
to Spam, o new nickname and one year of alternarive transportation.

I. Sophia Childress, being slightly ticked and of gorg bod do hereby bequeath
the following to a choice few:

Elena — | leave my love, friendship and J.L. in exchange for Goyo. J.D.L. —I
leave a life-sized poster of Mark Harmon and 1 free spin (ENJOY IT BABES).
Loser — All of my old tests & books & luck wirth Tina. Double 5. — o secret

(from loser) date with anyone you want. Emily — my senior paper and a
quicker cure for your problems (smile). Steph — a saddle and lessons. Anna
end Bloir — good times with JC, EC, & JR. Full Force — happiness with T.J.
Ronald — Fran (have fun). Dana — GREEN skies and WHATT ever else pops
up. Robin C. — one last bunnie hop. RED — Me (for now). Cookie — a chance
1o kick the habit and a winning year in soccer. BATCH — all the “love lick” in
the world. Jodi — another little French biddy and retroactive pay (bon chance)
Groeschal — easy going and fun times. E.W. — a debt of $1 and luck for the
future. Mrs. Shaver & Mrs. Fishwick — my ETERNAL gratitude for being there for
rne. Mr. Meagher & Mrs. Kent — THANKS. Enitorac — “Hip Huggers'. My locker
buddy — MY empty cans and closed locker doors. To all my friends (including
CH & MF) — thonks. M.F. — C.H. (beware) C.H. — one date with Katie and
Alonie (buena suerte) D.W. — another special night in the park. To Tad —
many rides home and luck in the future (chin up, it's not that bad) TAKE CARE!

I David Gibson. being of sound mind and body, do hereby bequeath the
fullowing: To Curt Mull, @ key chain. To Fielding | leave my shirt that’s his and a
Comel To Blair | leave my little rhing. To Annelise, | leave my math ability. To
~bdula — ? (I'll figure something out.) To Andy Lawrence, my lacrosse ability,
zome hair, and a quarter. To Jim, a tasty wave and o cool buzz; you really
need a haircut. To Cameron M. and Marge, a midnight swim at Myrtle Beach.
To Houghter and Trevor, that they may one day be as cool as me. also a cou-
ole of my women. To the faculty, my immense knowledge. To Quinn. Monte
and onything else she wants.

. John Hood, being of sound mind and body, do leave the following: To Chris
1. the ability to push a car in the snow, and Bill B.'s studly walk. To Tim L., !
lzave my radar detector so he can get to Blacksburg that much quicker. To Jen-
nifer, a normal voice, a dare with J.C., and those memories in journalism. To
Lindsey. the ability to keep up with papers. To Doc, | leave the memories of his
«onderful, first Advanced Chemistry class, ond a good punch in the stomach.
To Mr. Wonson, the wish that all senior classes could be as good os ours. To Mrs.
Laughon | leave o new computer system, that is better than thar TRaSh 80
2/stem, an IBM XT/GT computer, and o better computer club president. To
theq, someone to bug you during 7th period. To Kim, an older brother like me.
T5 Fielding. the hope that all your classes are like Mrs. Wall's. To “Sweetie’, a
free movie poss to the Valley Cinema and a driver's education teoghgrs
Itense. To Mrs. Wall, another class just like your 6th period class. To the junior
“lass, | leave the challenge of being as grear a senior class as ours. And to North
Cross, | DO LEAVE!!

I Annelise Humphries, being of sound mind and body leave Blair a deqlers
<hoice (with mayonnaise, mustard, heated on keiser) Pop, Pop Pop up: Priesh
wam: what huh? oneforthreetwoforfive, a car with automatic remperafure
“ontrol, and NO matter how far away we get, the time 1o stay close friends. |
e ya! To Karen | leave a sand sculpture, a midnight trip t0 lock up your
touse, a license of fifteen, a trip to Asheville, and your turn fo get sick at my
t~use. To David | leave the ability to do math but still get o lower grode than
e Christy (HA HA) and the continued ability to get away with . .. “murder?
' immy | leave muscles that someone else would like to kiss and the chance
', beat me in tennis. To Jack a body massage af Avis', a “‘real’” woman and
‘hanks for “all those times . . .~ To Comeron some Georgio cologne fo_r men,
“nd “off-white” grandmother-in-law, and a good lough about nothing. To
“ui50 | leave "my revenge’’; a good scare, a big secret, another falk, and my
v, you helped me through a lot. To Quinn, | leave the word, Love, atennis
arch. an exchange of constant advice, a date with my uncle end just one
e spritzer. To Carolyn. well hmmm, no! | leave you BOD.,
rrochanevi . . soda?” and the definition of “Jiffy.”” To Scott, Did you do your
““ligion? To John Lewis, @ back rub. To Marjorie. that long lost date with Robert

ond the summer after ninth grade. To Robin, | leave someone else o reach
how to drive a stick. To Tammy. a good time with J.J., we can triple. (HA HA)
To Chris Muscaro, | leave a big hug. To Sinclair, | leave one more pool party
and “It's Hard to Say I'm Sorry”” on the back of a bus with Mike. To Cameron
Cullop. | leave a burn on Westridge. To Andrew, | leave an aerobic outfit so
you can participate instead of just sit and stare. To John Moore, | leave a pain
in the head. To Wes, F ... Y ... To Duich, | leave one more summer of fun ar
day camp and more cute women to swarm around. To Eugene | leave a sex-
ual phone to an admissions office. To Groeschel, my year-book page parrner.
aride home and more long talks. Finally, to Robby | leave everything else.

I. Marjorie Mastin, being of sound mind and body. do hereby leave the follow-
ing: To Blair — E. Dan. and John's exposure at Destin. To Sinclair — another
blurry BRC tournament, a trip 1o Shoney's Big Boy in Washington, no more
lonely tiips to Ashville, and whole-wheat pizza at Smith. To Tammy — Kim
Gotard, Mike K. in the field, Ashville and Howard in the hot tub. To Carolyn - im-
irations of every teacher you hated (E.B.B.C.) and the long desired wish ro
become truly “poetic”’. To Annelise — a date with Robert B. and Bob E. To An-
nelise and Carolyn — Cameron’s driveway with Stuart. To David — nose
bleeds at Macodo's and a steak and shrimp dinner ar the beach. To Jack —
DIADNAB. To Hought — skippy and scruffy and my ability o drive a stick. To
Cameron McCluney — a plane ride back from Myrtle Beach, Magic carpet ride
ond "I made your phone ring"*. To Karen — The Regency and parties ar your
house. To Quinn — Big Gulp's at summer practice, walking to 2 classes every
bell, gnd, finally, the best. the yearbook (good luck!l). To Cameron Cullop —
deaning up ot my house (“‘the morning after”’), "Do you scream?* To Tammy.
my problems and your Deja-vu. Stuart’s house and car, and more summers. To
Jimmy — all my “past lerrers”, R.A.C., Sinclair's, the ability 1o take govern-
ment notes, pictures you finally got, and Destin's N.5S.A.T.T. Rule.

1, Mark E. Monroe, realizing that everyrhing is relative, make no statement con-
cerning the soundness of my mind or body. and do hereby bequeath the
following. To Steve M., Stranger Things. To Heidi, my springy tie. To Debbie. a
Mickey Mouse Bar. To Pablo, a Rirz cracker. To Marie, a night at the Grandin. To
Anne, Kleenex. To Kevin, my bruises (which you gave me). To Dana, Chu
push-ups. To Luke., o date with any girl except mine. To Sensei, gratitude. To
Mr. Wonson, $20,000.000 (just what you asked for). To Sefor. a love of
Spanish. To Mr/Ms Cook, shock rreatments. To my math teachers (Kenr, Wall, &
Bon[ey), | leave you your easy courses To Mrs. Laughon, @ “homing”* key
chain. To Doc, a Dom Perignon cork. To Mr. Hudnall, alum. To Mrs. Fagan. con-
tempt. To Mr. France, a T-Shirt. To Herr Meagher (Me-gar), the V.I.C. Champion-
ship. To Grayson, amazement. To Chris ("A Modern Day Warrior”). | leave
memories and good tfimes. To Anna S., Chris. To Marino, “Stage Four’ To
Brooke, the negatives of Wiliamsburg. To Enilorac, possibilities. To Karen, our
quhomore romance. To Ronald, whiter teeth. To Elena, a club ro hir John
with. To Tom. a bo-tie. To John H.. my Atari stock, to Zippy. ink for those essays.
Tq Dennis, lots of chill pills. To Ashley, the ability to look guilty. To Lee Ann,
History /Calculus crams and lots of laughs (I had fun). To Eug. lots of pens. To
Melinda, The Holy Grail. To Sophia, someone ro neak-up-on. Finally my best
friends. To Robert | leave something few people have, my respect To Stud,
permanent friendship and an Oreo Ice Cream Sandwich. To Cat. all the Mint
Chocolare Chip Ice Cream in the world, and (por supuesto) My Love. Now &
Forever! Ciao North Cross.

L John Moore, being of sound mind and body. will the following fo the
following:

To _Torn E.. a bottle of Everclear water and @ German Shepherd. To Andy H.. a
pair o‘f‘glpves. To Scort C., the ability ro jump off the ~Cliffs”, and endless supp-
ly of "Midnighr Specials” and a Jeep wreck. To John G.. the Jeepster’s right
front fender and a tennis bag. To Fielding D.. a winter lake rrip, @ West Virginia
Ghost, and a round-trip flight on the Jefferson Airplane. For Anne B. a free
lesson o B. Pong. To Mrs. Shaver, my completed novel (if completed). For Mrs
Fishwick, my eyebrows. To the “Snowshoe group” @ mountain of cans and
garbage. a “mint”* sunset and a sink that ralphs. Finally, | leave Mr. Wonson o
heavy-duty pair of ear plugs.

g Trevor Ruble, being of sound mind and body do hereby leave the following.
to my little brother Taylor not only my greatness but my great abilities and
gons. 1o Chris M. not only my good looks bur also my ability to play ball: to
Rutch The Rock”; to Wes you can have all your giris and good luck in the

ose Bowl in 2 yrs; to Gordon | leave “Betty’’; to Jim M. | do hereby leave all
the Coolers in the world; to Dave, my coolness and my racquetball skills- to
Hought, Pumkin and a booger; to John L, | leave the LIGHT! to Cameron M Mr
Pency and Mr. Penny: to Cameron C, John Zioek: to Carolyn S my knowledge
that all girls are the same: ro Marjorie, another 1alk at 3 o'clock in the morning
at Myrtal Beach: 1o Sinclair you know who really is the superior at least you
think you know: to Anne K: good luck ar Madison: to Melinda, you don  know
what you missed out on, but thanks for being my friend: ro Coroline. 3 escorts
for your next dare out: to Scott H, wish you could have been here. but | know
we will make up for it af the beach Nayah!!! 1o Stewart a new Volvo. To Wolt
F. Hello Wait: to Quinn, a date out this summer since we really never have
gone our: 1o Katie S, an ear in case you ever want to ralk and also the ability
to forget the past

| Carolyn Smith. being of sound mind and body will the following fo Tammy

ﬁisgomedof Candy Siare you can sell 1o the kids. a dark-harred guy who k:sse)s

”p.gron mother, a bad case of “Botulism  an -ie after things Where ore we
Isstrearch™”. a tape case to throw 10 the trash can whenever you (on? fad



me. Cameron Culiop, Dr. “"R", marian we've got fire, Rambo, stress, flee with
haste, and 1 more year. Cameron McCluney, a brisk walk in the snow, "Oh no,
you forgot the Bloomis credit card!”’, and our time capsule. Majorie, Snowshoe,
we need a row truck, and physics . . . ding, ding, ding. Hought, ah, um hum it's
monia and a U.P.S. truck. Trevor, a Bruce Hornsby concert. Quinn, my contact
found before 1:00 a.m. Wes Zorn, Mrs. W. in her flannel jumpsuir and support
hose. Richard, many evenings at your mom's around “'the rable’” and 2 more
funilled years. Karen, a never-ending tennis game, “It's a Cave Spring morn-
ing,” a secret (were you asleep), and A.S.H.A. on your deck. Packy, a pound
Puppy. thanks for the Christmas present and the other “'shopping’ you did.
Ronald, a cheering section for next year's basketball team to try to compare to
us. Annelise, an apple tree to pick all of the apples off of instead of off the
ground, and well, hum . . . nol John Moore, a throwing-up disposal and "life’s
been good to me so far.” Big Al (from “'your sister’’), an extra key for your
house, my number at school in case you get stfranded af Tanglewood, and 4
more years — hold on to them. Andrew, a place 1o crash in the snow and
several flights of stairs ar Tammy's dad's. Scotr C., Blair's house, a promise, and
Cameron M.’s phone calls in 8th grade. Andy Hawald, the tennis courts. David
G., afire that you don't have to keep adding logs to. Melinda, a weekend at
Tech. Walrer, a smile for all of the times "you hated to see that”, and the
cookies Tammy never delivered to you. Jack, *'Oh you missed, you
gotra stick him in the head, Ralph.” Sinclair, Big Foot in your woods. Blair, o
night at Sans Soucd, the beginning.

|, Debbie Albert, being of demented mind do hearby bequeath the following:
To Caroline L. — more trips to Happy's, that beautiful clock, a cooler pool,
fairer fights for cherries, and a date with her favorite person. To Brooke — a
space for the Adventures of Ed in the N.Y. Times, ski trips in her back yard, and
someone fo go fo college with her. To Zip — a honeymoon ar Rostrevors, Y.L.
every other night, a sear ar the U.N_, kisses from Phil, o house on the Riviera,
and Tim ar your college to bug you. To LeeAnn — someone to hold up
history /gov’t tests for her in college, and some new dothes which you
desperately need. To Flena — lots of post earrings, and a date with *'Suffer-
ing”. To Tad — a rootbeer float without a cherry to fight over. To Heidi — visits
10 W6L, her own picture of her own in the rush pamphlet, T.C.B.Y. trips, a sled
that you can steer, and rolls down the condo hill. And to the class of 1987 —
the best of luck in the years to come.

I, Elizabeth Brooke Barnard, being of sound mind and body, do hereby be-
queath the following: R

To my sister Meg, a lifetime supply of anti-sick pills (you'll laugh abour this years
from now, Sis), and five free borrowings of anything | own (except Curr-hal).
To LeeAnn, seven pairs of Air Jordans, and an Iralian Stallion (just add water).
To Heidi, her own heavy metal band, "'The Fuzi Navelheads”, a Zylar cartoon
siTip (haaack), and a temporary breaking of her Vow. To Caroline, a ski slope
in her backyard and her very own pegs and holes set. To Debs, a silver
Mercedes convertible (when | can afford i), and a backyard ocean chock full
of fish. To Zip, o vacation villa surrounded by boutiques and cuisinieres, and
where she and her mafia husband can enjoy eternal summers. To Joe, the
pleasure of the Big Mouths being gone, and a condo on his paradise on earth,
Colorado. To Steven, his own venerable, dented Mercedes complete with *'Ski
Aspen” bumper sticker, a saddle for Ivan, and brass knuckles to pop his big
brother with. And to Curr, three wishes from his personal genie, good luck,
grace, a better nickname than "Dummy’" a tape of "Das Boat”’, and per-
sonalized stationery with which to write many letters next year. Thanks for
making my last year here special, guys.

I, Scort Carling, being of sound mind and body do leave the following: To Bill
Shannon, a lifetime supply of "Beast’ and many thanks for all of those nights.
To Tommy E., a real car, an inflatable doll, and a PVC partner to guide you
through life. To Andy H. a free “Trip” to the beach and a 50Ib. bag of miracle
grow. To Fielding D..the biggest, prettiest, rastiest Old Joe, RJ. will ever make,
a case of "Beast”” and a new, bigger, better, fasrer Rover, and many great
fimes at H.S. To John M., a brown Jjeepster that revs, a lifetime supply of “mid-
night speciols”, and the ability to hear "Ralph” approaching. To Chris S., the
one and only famous roundrable and an endless supply of quarters. To
Grayson P., another bust af Crystal Spring, thanks for the B-ha's. To Richard N.,
senior privileges. To Carl B., the ability to win for once at quarters and a "“Z""
thar will outhandle the bug. To Caroline B., a rag. To Eric G., a pair of shorts and
a flower painted bug. To Cole F., a padded bra, a Turbo Dasher, and the
endless memories of "Thank You Easter Bunny'". To Anne B., a softer kitchen
floor, the blue bonnet, and anything else she wishes, plus the ability to play
pool and not lose. To Lucy, | hand down the task of throwing gigs when the
parents leave home, and that first drag. To Carolyn 5., | leave the memories of
Blair's and the promise we must keep. To Mrs. Grayson, an endless Merit and
many thanks. To Melinda, the mind stained picture of saggy. To the group, A
collection of P.I.L. albums, and the knowledge that Eddy Van Halen is terrible.
And fo everybody else, a nice, big, cool B-ha.

|, Fielding Douthat, do hereby leave, to Grayson what | found at Crystal Spring
that belongs fo him, and the Red Team. To Jimmy and Dave a midnight swim.
To Carl a real sports car, and a BORING night, every night. To "T"" the moun-
fains of the world because | know he loves an Echo, To Andy H., a green
thumb, to Groeschel the proceeds from our song. To John Moore, a midnight
special, and on endless Snowshoe trip. To Blanton and Cole, | can’t name them
all. To Bob C. front seat in the Rover and the figer tail (share it with Stuart). To
K.T., a dip and the presidency so you can use the speech. To Chris 5. a quarter
with him or all times and a funnel. To Scott C. a bigger, bouncier, bluer, and
betrer bug, a pet Camel, and all the South Roanoke cops that we have met.
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To Bill o brew for every time | sat around and bothered you, to Jack a young
friend, to Walt McDonalds funland. And to all unnamed who are leaving, con
gratulations, and to all unnamed who are staying, my sorrow.

1, Sinclair Elletr, being ready to flee this scene do hereby leave to the following:
To Cameron M., a gift certificate for K-Mart driving school, pep talks at Pizza Inn,
Stonehenge nights, REO Speedwagon, a night without your car, a trip to Rad-
ford, a stain on your wall, more tenth grade years, and finally many more of
the good times. To Cameron C., T.C.B.Y., a car wash, a muffle fo: the birds out-
side your window, a new moattress, Run and the boys, Sunday morning after
breakfast at Bojangles, and a lot of road trips next year. To Marjorie, an
airplane ride that does not land you in the hospital, 5:00 a.m. walk in Myrtle, 4
weeks of Destin fun and sun, and hopefully, a room near me at UVA. To Blair.
a frip to Australia, Chris Clark, some more frips (especially to Destin), Wally
Sharal, a roll of toilet paper (so you won't have to take one), and another ob-
noxious trip to Ashville in the back seat. To Annelise, a cor that goes in reverse
at 40 mph. To Tommy, an acceptance to UVA, our eighth and ninth grade
years, Susanne, lobster races, and Michael Lampros’ house. To Carolyn, gddne
(remember Lirchfield) and the five Scott’s. To Karen, ‘The Rocky Horroy Picrure
Show", Christmas break of our tenth grade year, Myrtle over Thanksgiving, ‘I
can fly!”, and P.L. To Quinn, a pair of shoes to sneak around a house in, and o
fun next year. To everyone else that | forgot, I'm sorry. | wrote during 7th
period.

I, Tommy Erwin, do hereby leave the following: To Scott and Fielding, | leave o
double-humped camel ond the upper dliff at the lake. To_ Carl, all of the
wisdom of the Greek God Vulcan, a B.H. and many trips to visit me at college
with Cool Brown. To Jack, a strobe light and a sunset. To Andy, a B_.OAR.ond ¢}
trunkfull. To John, a ski trip and a Fiero for us to smash up. To Michael, two
more years of senor, and the last of the Erwin legacy at North Cross. And last,
to every Junior girl who [ forgot to include, an apology and the memory of
me.

I, Eric Groeschel, being blah blah blah leave the following: ) i
The Closs of ‘87, a rehabilitation center for T.V. Addicts. The class of ‘88, a senior
lounge in mint condition, and all the funky privileges that come with it. Thg closs
of '89; rtwo more years of high school. The class of ‘90, truckloads of patience
... I think you'll need it. To the NC Faculty; my sincerest thanks. To future
students: the Eric Groeschel Memorial Tunnel, a warm welllit passage to con-
nect Willis hall with the cafeteria . . . underclassmen may relox, this rainy-day
blessing will not be a senior privilege. To Karen: the Museum of Noturql History
(please see that the rest of the indians don’t get away), the Empire Stare
Building, and a few other hazy memories. Last, but obviously not least, 10
Ellyse: a LOT more where that came from. P.S. to high school in general | leave
these words: GOOOD BYYYE!

As last will and testament of my brief but productive "North Cross Experience”,
I, Andrew Hawald, bequeath the following: To Groeschel: a can of dl;?, sogwe
Van Halen tapes (to broaden your horizons), a brew on the head, Neal, an |o
map, calendar, and a pair of eyeglasses to avoid any further _uncomfonobef
ond/or regreitable situations at Myrtle. To Jack: a rowhide whip, o couple o
sprouters, a cool one to catch, and most of all, my appreciation for showing me
whar Roanoke was really like when everyone else thought | was a narc. To Er-
win: definitely a cool one, 419 boothirching technique, good memories in
Senor's class, Nicole and the B.B. sisters, Avenhom & Franklin RD., the
knowledge of how to prepare for the Monday night game and walk Lance at
the some fime, my double feature which interested you so much, and haif the
frunk ar UVA. To Fielding: some Globals which you must dispose of PFO%E"'Y- To
Bivens: some good quarters competition, a new narguile, PO"Y'RQ D?"m fo
Visit next year, a scrap any time, anywhere, and the legacy of f' 8?3 T'Ppe”
Edge which you must keep alive despite the odds with the class © R‘ o] Rocr;-
dy: my original Smedly Whiplash works, a can of soda, and a Babe Ruth car :
To Dave: a clean shirt, and a good hit in practice. To Tammy, Blair, and Karen:
o free BH. any time, and my love. To Senor: a menthol air freshener, o
subscription 1o “High Times” and o big sachee of mate. Finally, to the ap-
propriate half of the class of ‘87, | leave my class slogan in hopes thot it shall re-
main accurate.

I, Jimmy Muscaro, just being cool, leave the following: to Randall.-C.C. to
Tammy-a squid stupid. To Jack — Biceps like mine. To Blair and Sinclair —
Destin and a morning beverage. To Ron — the sights. To Dave — a tasty

0 wave and a cool buzz (you really need a haircut). To Hought and Trevor —

MATURITY (you two need to grow up). To Stevens — my space. To Winsteod
— nothing because you are a quitter. To next year's B.B. ream — two new
drumsticks. To F. Dovis and T. Dalis — thanks. To Annelise — free kisses upon
my biceps. To anyone who comes into contact with me — sunglasses, because
the sun always shines on you when you're cool. To Dutch and Ch(ls — good
days and good times. To Marjorie — a PEACHY KEEN time at Destin (new), a
red convertible Mercedes 450 SL, thanks for the NP’s, and a rose.

|, John David Lewis, being of non-existent mind and gorgeous body do leave
the following. To a truly cool person, Elenaq, | leave what questions I've neve;
answered, and my glasses. To Cathie, my clothes. To Mark, well .. . I'll think 0
something soon. To Caroline, a nice dinner with shrimp and candlelight. To Axr
nelise, a heck of a back rub expert! Lesse. To Mrs. Shaver, my respect and total
debr. To Mrs. Fishwick, a strong belief in finding my destiny. To Doc, an expert
in space. To Monsieur France, my thanx. To the other seniors, hope. Wair . . .
No ... take that back. I'll need it. To Trevor, well . .. you know. To Rob . ..
quality. Well, now that I'm gone, | hope the survivors will follow their own
steps. Be your own self. In other words, have a blast.
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Stavanger Morning

Central Pond sits thick,
black; ignoring the blinking
conversation of late night stars.
Geese part their way
leaving three o'clock
in the breeze.
Trees drip ike damp
towels purpled by a
summer spray.
Cirdes of iron gates
and sleeping flowers
bend to the grey sidewalk.
Tap-click of heel stirs
lamplight over serpentine
benches.
Churches sing four o'clock
to the moon Kissing a
tall gold steeple.

Heidi Childrey

WIFE

|, the carrier
of steel-plated eyes,
lie hidden in the pantry
beside the carton of age
and a box of wisdom.

You read me off
ike ingredients
on a candy bar.

Then like a car salesman
you tfell the children
of my sweetness
when in taste
you know the truth
of my bitterness.

What you do not know
is all it takes

is one bite
to Kill trust.

Katie Teague

WERITELR®S

CURB SITTING

| never realized how dead a Saturday night
could be, resting on the edge of Sunday morn-
ing, not quite belonging fo either. The
reverence of the holy day had just begun to
seep in around the edges and mingle with the
weekend debris. Early morning dew was
already beginning to form, and | felt its damp-
ness soaking through my jeans as | sat on the
curb littered with fallen leaves. Absentmindedly,
| fingered a dying cigarette butt and submerged
it in a puddle by my foorf. Its sizzle delighted me
as thoughts of you danced through the night. |
wondered if you would sizzle and die when
thrown info a pool of light.

The night is a different world to me, one that
you dominate with rowdiness. With the first rays
of light, | gain control while you fade away to g
dream. Why then? Why could | not fee)
anything as | sat caught between my two
worlds? Paper cups from Burger King and candy
bar wrappers told of midnight grub runs, empry
bottles spilled in the gutter whispered of forbig-
den pleasures. A broken pencil peeked from
beneath matted leaves, reminding me of
another school week to come. As Sunday haze
covered the darkness, my week was gone,
and with it the confusion of those long hours bet-
ween dusk and dawn. Monday rose before me
like a welcoming haven, offering the simplicity
of algebraic equations and history lessons.

Ashley Waldvoge]
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Long Brown Robes

Silent bells toll
in the folds
of long brown robes.

Men hold their fingers
to each other
for companionship.

The steeples rise
like bird’s flight
to destiny.

Faces, dark
and mysterious,
hide around sackcloth

corners. They squint
at sunlight,
living in the shadows.

Constant now. They're
reading Greek
word like songs or screams.

John Lewis

Y earbook

| see your papered faces
in between my coffee
and yesterday's
horoscope,

smiling the years away

as if they were dice

rolled again to match

a different number.

Your eyes,

not yet faded

swim in the sun of
eighteen,

smoothing pages

rough with secrets

and faraway homecoming
plans.

The days dragged
vocabulary,
and the nights skipped by

like curious children,

caring for nothing

but new shoes and summer
Mmovies.

We cried when we failed
and laughed when we
thought about it,

and Mondays went

and weekends came,

and seasons rotated

on an axis of football

and soap operadrama.. . .

but now the years run like
water

to a pond of
photographs

and paper diplomas.
Locked in the pages of
time,

| think of laundry

and an unmade bed.

old

Tammy Jacobs

REALIZATION

When | think of the sincerity bestowed in Your
evyes, alll remember is Your blindness.
Disassociating with society, Your freedoms exist
only in Your mind.

Caught like a butterfly in a cocoon You weave
Yourself deeper info Your own rebellion.

But what is if for?

You have no reason.

You have no course to sail by.

You see what no one sees only, because You
don’t look. All Your boasts and contingents don't
amount to much more than lies.

Like a bear caught in a trap the more You try to
escape, conform if it is possible the deeper the
cracks of reality drill, what You have carved stands
erect forever.

Febrile ideas put out by the reqlizafion that there is
no destiny, no talent in Your world. To hide, You
leave, say it doesn’t matter because it's all a fan-
tasy anyway, this the final chapter in a solved
mystery. Piece by piece You fit the molg,
everyone has a home in this world, Yours is in the

ground.

— Fielding Douthat
Wishing to Orion

A 10 year old boy with horn-rimmed glasses peers
from a 2nd story window wishing he could play
stickball but the piano awaits the hands of the

protege

A C student gazes for hours over pages that may
as well contain Latin wondering how A students
breeze without effort and F students don't care

A little boy stares in awe as heroes in shorts per-
form in a world of their own he wonders if the

mid-air aerobics will ever come.

These children wish upon Orion night affer night
that fime and effort spent won't be wasted

because of a broken hand,
a failed test, or a knee injury.

Ronald Murphy
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(secret messages)

Prego: "It's in there’’

To Cel: "'Mine are the Biggest'’

Elvis is King and he lives!!!

What's up B.F.? Chairy Hest To R.M. — a bundle of joy
May all members of the breakfast Tuesday morning
"'"Breakfast Club’* enjoy many hours of *‘Quality Time "
(see Milo’s Album)

Have -, will travel.

Mrs. Fagan — Learn to teach. Dutch Muscaro Andy H.
— Oout of 3?1? (maybe) B,

To D.5. — Whatt-ever, you do don't lie to a Green Sky
John, You're a Squid!!! Visage

Que Pasa Hombre! "'D" squared amigo
Adding — Ljb jt!

Drug Addict! Each ro his own! Paging Dr. "R"" "'Hey
Baby”

HiJohn "'Z"" Senjor — from NCS Nyua?. ..

What the
#I*#* s nyua? :

To D.G. — q constant BUZZZz77777Z Red'sa good
head.

What's wrong with Red? Heidi, *'Boo!"’

QUinN and Cameron "'Happy Graduation’’ — RPD
You've made my life happier. Thanx. Ciao.
GOrdo Mono TAF Yeknom G. Winn is @ winner
OH God, we need a rowtruck Don'r Jjump, Carl

Who else would think of going fo a keg party and steal
ing the kegp

To C. Brand — sometime soon you'll enjoy jazz
frumpetets.

To C.L. — hope you enjoy Duke. Good Lucls with
candlelight dinners with shrimp.

To John M. — Does your disposal ralph? —
CCMM.TJ.CS.

Chris "'The faster we run, the sooner we re done.”’ And
we are done!

Karen, I'm sorry, Can we pull over just one more time?
What huh? onetwothreefourfive

To Robbi stud Need | say more?

Have you ever noticed how leisurely he walks?

Can you keep a secret, Bossa?

To my “best friend”’ Tormmy, to whom | give a phone
call to for every party.

To M.M.(E.P. NO. 1) Go for it, stud. Mr. Doughnut

Kim Blair — “'York'

"'Don't look now bur here comes ERICBAL!!"" Don't
laugh!!!

llm To H.C. — Don't shur m y locker

You're aloser (5.M.) so don't ever get uptight
Drop dead then roll over L)

Coolawesome man (EG) enjoy life then some .

Where is that piece? — Dunkin
Johnjacobjingleheimerschmict
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(secret messages)

To Bellera and Dylar: "HAAAAK'' Zip: Wanna YO-YO?

Kim Blair is the most beautiful and kind-hearted girl in
the entire universe. Love, Your secret admirer

Sreve’s godal in life is to become caprain of the USS Star-
chair *'Enterpoop”’ .

"'So, stud, when are we leaving for 'The Wild Planet of
Openminded Stewardess”

Zylar; Omigosh! It's Millard Fillmore! Zip, the key's in the
Gremiin Hole.

Debbie; Don't take Oral away from us. Broc, wud duz
infreeged meen?

To R.N. — SENIOR PARKING means senior parking.

A visit to the "'good Doctor”” . W.A.B. C.L.A.P.JER.K.

P.1S.T.R.E.T.C.H. Hey, hey, Barnadle. Let’s just keep go-

ing around the rable.

Ding, Ding — Just Kidding Hersheyy, Pennsylvania

Cam. — charge it.

Ball, dong,rubber baby buggie bumpers, ABCDEF . . .
2468, 10.1ap, tap(left hand) — ralph, gosh, gee whiz

“Beast’'is best
AndyA.: Hey — What's my line again?
To R and A, Whar ‘s wrong with this picture?

o R.A, and C, It’s 1:10pm. Do you where your car is?

ZYLAR WUZ HEER!

e was a guy named Rob who was always
oncd by a mob But a relationship began, when
ne now there’s only one girl for Bob.

There i
surrounde
he met Leigh An

What act are we in anyway?

2 ... Thisis Carol. ‘
ZZZO Pc'n;,m rotally here for awhile.
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There’s Nancy in the corner with 2 danishes strapped ro
her head.

Dis baby likes dis lullabye!

. . . Knead the bread

You can’t make butter with a toothpick!
Beetles bite, sleeves sag with too much weight.
Gone ro Carolina in our minds

Walrer, ever taken a long walk in the snow?

Roll away Petunia Have ----, will travel. Jingle your
earring

Hey, hey, hey it’s fried chicken.

7 people in a bwe bug. Better scratch it under the chin.
Hey um um um Rondel

Biner — catch me a bore. You drive okay?

Jack, do you want the rest of your cheese and lettuce
sandwich?

Open the door; the strob light went out and | can see
Driving that train. I'm oka y. Are you Fielding?

What's this? A brain sucker. To JDL — one las

, t spj;
Joy!ll — Babes PN, En-

Come on Cookie, you can kick the habit! Your
Sweet-heart

"I'm jest appalled” (A.F.)

Go ahead Loser, make my day! (T.C.)
EU-GENE!

Hey Batch, what's blowing?

Bhilms, Bhilms, and more Bhilms.

I am not amused.
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