The Sandstorm is han-
dled by thousands of hands
and looked at by just as
many eyes — hands that
hold onto the cover and feel
the spirit and love radiating
from it — eyes that often
mist when fond memories,
long forgotten, return at the
flip of a page.

The Sandstorm is a trip
through time. A time when
the only things really impor-
tant were grades and a new
sweetheart.

Sure, the times were oc-
casionally hard, there has
to be some heartache and
disappointment in growing
up. But after the hurt was
over, love and laughter
were never far behind.

The 1980 Sandstorm is
not only concerned with the
student body, but also re-
veals the teachers, dedi-
cated individuals who
worked hard to teach us
about life and ourselves.




