
HERE YE! HERE YE! 
FOUR SCORE AND 

SEVEN YEARS AGO . . .

. . .  we started to put a book together, called The Franciscan. St. Francis College will always be a part 
of your life. And when you get older and you’re bouncing your grandchild on your knee you can 
show what you were doing in 1987.

As you know this accomplishment, of making the 1987 yearbook a reality, was not a one man job. 
So, I would to take this time to thank everyone who helped with the yearbook;
To The Franciscan Staff,

Thanks for all your help. Sometimes you would tell me, “You were not sure what you were do­
ing.” Well, to be honest with you I wasn’t sure what I was doing either.
To Jo Jo, Robert, and Jeanne,

Thank you for having confidence in me.
To Tom Kehoe,

You weren’t just a representative, you were more a friend, who taught a lot of things. Congratula­
tions for your new born son, and let me know when number two comes along.
To Kat,

There might have been times when I would yell at you for no reason, or took it out on you instead 
of the person that got me ticked off, but if it wasn’t for your support I probably would have had a ner­
vous breakdown and never finished the yearbook. Thanks for sticking with me.

E d i to r - in - C h ie f  
1987 F ra n c is c a n
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To my good buddy Tim T., May the graft of T.L.C. 
treat you well.

Matt

Catherine F.
Thanks for the support you have given me. I’ll never 
forget you!

Josie

Vecchio,
What do you mean close the door?

JOJO

To Vec,
Good luck in life beyond matriculation.

Matt

Mom and Dad,
What rotten things did you ever do to deserve a kid like 
me? Thanks for everything! Love you both

JOJO

Liz, Lorraine, Beth,
Thanks guys, I wouldn’t have made it out if it weren’t for 
you 3 . . . thanks for being there

Love Timmy

Mom and Dad,
I love you —  Thanks for the money, for college. 

Love Timmy

A.P.D.,
Where did you get those colors?

Timmy

Dr. Hughes,
Those who forget the past. . .

Timmy

Robert,
Some f’in nerve!

Paul

Dr. Sorrentino, 
Power corrupts . . .

Timmy

Carol,
Hey babe.

Paul
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