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Carolina Beach Students 
Write European History 

The Carolina Beach sixth grad« 
has this corner today, and the chil- 
dren tell us, and make a most in- 

teresting job of it, about life along 
the four great rivers of Europe. 

The entire class worked on it bj 
dividing into committees. The 
chairman of each committee com- 

bined the work. The first section, 
■‘The fertile valley of the Po,” was 

prepared by Ann Koleman. chair- 
man, and Audrey Mae Walton and 
Dorothy Gray. 

The lower part of the Po river 
was once an arm of the Adriatic 
sea. Century after century, the Po 
has brought rich soil down from 
the Alps, which was left along the 
river banks and soon there was a 

broad fertile valley. The valley is 
now almost two hundred square 
miles larger than it was during the 
time of Columbus. 

Chiefly Agriculture 
Agriculture occupies more people 

than any other industry. More land 
is used for it than anything else. 
Fruit, wheat, corn, potatoes, olives 
and sugar beets are raised. The 
valley also produces much silk. 
Italy produces more silk than any 
other European country. Much of 
this material is sent to the United 
States. 

Italy has very little coal and oil 
to run her factories. She must de- 
pend on water power. The Po and 
its tributaries furnish enough of 
this “white coal” to run Italy’s 
factories and provide electricity for 
her cities. Venice is a city that lies 
along this river. It is the most in- 
teresting city of Italy. It is built 
along the shore of the Adriatic sea. 

founded on a hundred or more 

small islands. It has canals for 
streets and gondolas for taxicabs 

Many cities are dotted here and 
there along the Po Valley. Milano 
is the most famous. Here many 
treasures of art and architecture 
are located, and people come from 
all over the world to see them. The 
Po is a pleasant journey from the 
Alps to the Adriatic. 

“The Danube Country.” Chair- 
man, Robert Strickland, commit- 
tee, John Penny, Henrry Schoch, 
and C. F. Lewis. 

At Melk is a vast Benedictine 
abbey, situated tw'o hundred feet 
above the river. It was founded in 

1089, but was re-erected early in 
the 18th century. Just below the 

Melk, the Danube enters a gorge 
which is famous for the wild beau- 

ty of its scenery. 
Further down the river we see 

strange looking boats. There are 

other boats on the Danube, called 
“salt boats.” These vessels are 

quite large and hold quantities of 
blocks of salt from Austrian mines. 
Horses pull the boats up and down 
the stream. They are gaily deco- 
rated with flags and green 
branches. 

Paddle Wheels 
Along the shore we see peculiar 

paddle wheels being whirled 
around by the current. They rest 
on pontoons and are used to oper- 
ate mills on the shore. 

Now we change the scene down 
the Danube to the capitol of Aus- 
tria, Vienna. It is a fine old city 
and has a large population. Some 
of the best shops in the city are 

found in Graben, which dates from 
the 13th century. Vienna’s popula- 
tion is nearly two million and is the 
capitol of a country with a popula- 
tion of nearly six million. It has 
beautiful architecture. 

The committee on the Saone- 
Rhone river, made up of Ed. Lew- 
is, chairman, and Ernest Gray and 
Billy Reynolds, tells us about "the 
biggest glacier of them all.” 

The largest snow field of the Alps 
is in Switzerland. Out from under 
the glacier rushes the torrent of 
the Rhone river, carrying with it 
mud, rocks, and silt. It pours its 
troubled waters into the placid 
Lake Geneva. There the mud sinks 
to the bottom and dashes on into 
the "Sunny South of France.” 

On the banks of the Rhone rivet 
are vineyards. Trees are grown tc 
feed silk worms. The factories, 
however, use up so much silk that 
occasionally silk has to be import 
ed. 

This is a story about a Prince 
Kis father imprisoned him in the 
tower of an old castle because ht 
■would not fight battles, nor live the 
life of a prince without his sweet 
heart, Nicolette, whom he loved 
Unfortunately, she was a slave gir 
and not his equal. 

The valley of The Rhone is th< 
country of flowers. The peasant! 
raise them flowers and gather th< 
blossoms to be pressed into per 
fume. 

Rhone Flows On 
So the Rhone flows on, singin; 

its glad song of ice cold mountaii 
streams, beautiful lakes, and tre 
mendous stretches of flowers. 

The story of “The Mighty Rhine’ 

is told by the following: Martin 

Fields, chairman, and George Ap- 
plewhite, Harold Ludwig, and Rob- 
ert Watters. 

The mighty Rhine starts a 

stream in the Alps. As it flows 

toward the North sea it forms a 

nver. Here early Germanic tribes 
sacrificed white horses to the god 
of the Rhine, and there is a legend 
that you can see them tossing their 
mane on moonlight nights. 

Further down the river there are 

fields of waving wheat. The Rhine 
flows by old castles on high cliffs, 
and further on by the historic city 
of Cologne with its wonderful cath- 
edral. On the way, we pass the 
famous rock with a remarkable 
echo. Here it is said that a beauti- 
ful maiden named Lorelei once 

lived and there she sang so sweetly 
that sailors came too close and 
were dashed against the rocks by 
the swift current and destroyed. 

Many stories and poems have 
been written about the castles 
along the Rhine. In some of them 
robber knights had their strong- 
holds, from which they descended 
to prey on the merchants and trav- 
elers that passed. 

PUPIL DESCRIBES 
LAND OF DANES 

Denmark is made up of the Jut- 

land peninsular and some islands 

to the east. The land is flat and 

sandy. It is not very fertile either. 

The Danish people do not let the 

land go to waste, though. They 

plant vineyards and trees to hold 

the soil in place. They are very 

thrifty people and have worked 
hard to make their country fertile. 

The crops are mostly grains and 
rye, oats, barley, wheat potatoes, 
and sugar beets. The sugar beets 
are made into sugar here too. The 
pulp is fed to the many cattle. 

The chief industry is dairy farm- 

ing. The cows give milk which is 
made into butter, cheese, and but- 

termilk. The buttermilk is fed to 

the pigs, the pigs fattened and kill- 
ed to make bacon. The hens lay 
eggs and some fishing is done. 

Copenhagen is the captiol of Den- 
mark and the largest city. It is 

also the chief seaport. Because it 

has so many beautiful buildings 
with many spires on top of them, 
it is called the “City of Spires.” 
—Betty Jean Duff. 

I The Netherlands is a very small 
country. We have read many stor- 
ies about this country and they 
usually bring out the point that 
the Netherlands is very low, much 
lower than the sea. Because of 
this, many dykes have been built 
to keep the water from flooding 
the land. Some of these dykes are 

big enough for roads to be on top. 
We also have read about this coun- 

try being so clean that they take 
their shoes off before entering a 

house. Many beautiful flowers are 

grown here. 
The different industries there 

are farming, dairying, commerce 

or trade, and manufacturing. The 

crops are rye, oats, potatoes, 
wheat and sugar beets. There are 

many forms of beehives. The larg- 
est bee markets are in Holland. 
The main work of Holland is com- 

merce because they have many 
good harbors and they are on the 
main trade routes. 

The two main ways of transpor- 
tation are railroad and canal. The 
children of this country skate on 

the fozen canals in the winter. — 

Jean Ingram, grade 6, Sunset Bark 

Winter Park 
While the long poem found below 

is unseasonable, it is worthy of 
print any time of the year. It is 

called, "The Snow, Queen of 
Winter.” 

Tis a cold and windy day, the 
skies are clouding in a hurry. 

It looks as if we will have snow, 
and soon down will come the first 
small flurry. 

The clouds are dark and dreary, 
and now its beginning to sleet, 

It beats upon the ground like the 
sound of many small feet. 

The clouds are getting heavier, 
the first snowflakes are fluttering 
down, 

And are starting their work to 
cover the earth, which will soon 
have a pretty white gown. 

Old Sol comes down, with its 
; bright sunshine, shining upon the 

snow. 
As it rests upon the hanging 

icecles, it reflects with a dazzling 
glow. 

The ground is a snowy white, 
the branches of the trees are bend- 
ing low. 

> All the houses with pretty white 
roofs are settled down snugly in 

i the snow. 
The white reminds me of a pict- 

j ure, with much beauty, for its 
5 work to show, 
t And so we have reviewed Queen 

of Winter, the dazzling and spark- 
> iing snow. -- Bettina Marable, 

grade 6, Winter Park. 

j I have a little kitty that’s all 
fluffy and white. 

1 He’s a nice little kitty, but he 
prowls around at night. 

I I have a little dog too, you know 
j They don’t get along at all, yol 
s know. 

They make faces at each othei 
1 sometime, my little cat and mj 
® little dog are a little bit sazzy 
3 don’t you know?—Jacqueline Hew- 

ett, grade 5, 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Why Envy A Steal 
When Eating Spinach' 

Here is good news for many wh 
suffer stomach or ulcer pains due t 
excess acid. It has been found tha 
bismuth coats the stomach lining o 
the sensitive parts, thus preventin 
the irritating action of digestiv 
secretions and foods. It enable 
many to eat hard-to-digest food! 
such as steaks and corn beef an 

cabbage without after irritatior 
Udga Tablets contain bismuth an 
other valuable ingredients in a ba 
anced formula. They have bee 
praised by thousands. Try a 25 
box of Udga for relief of ulcer an 

stomach pains, indigestion, ga 
pains, hfeartburn, burning sensatioi 
bloat and other conditions cause 
by excess acid. Udga Tablets at 
safe to use and must help or mone 

refunded. At Saunders and goo 
drug stores everywhere. 

HOOPER STUDENTS 
WRITING ESSAYS 

A former pupil of o u r school, 
John Funderburg, placed on exhi- 

bition in our school some of his ac- 

complishments as a taxidermist. It 

really was interesting to view these 

local animals he has so carefully 
prepared and preserved. He made 

quite an artistic arrangement of 
his animals. He made a woodland 
scene. There were birds perched on 

limbs of trees, a squirrel sitting in 
a tree, two or three snakes so real- 
istic that you feel they are ready to 

strike, and even a crow that looks 
so natural you expect him to fly 
away any minute. 

It is an exhibition to be proud of, 
and one that is truly interesting. 
John, I speak for every pupil in 
William Hooper, we are deep down 
in our hearts proud of you, and our 

wish is more power to you in this 
line of art. —Elouise Wilson, Grade 
six, William Hooper. 

Children, did you ever sing cab- 
bage and badge? The pupils at our 

school have been singing it ever 

since Mr. W. G. Robinson visited 
ug during music w-eek. He asked us 

to spell cabbage and then he drew 
a few straight lines and circles 
which we soon recognized as music. 
He played and sang it in several 
variations. It was tuneful and 
catchy. Then he called on a traffic 
boy to spell badge, which he treat- 
ed the same way. He put the two 
tunes together and as he played 
them we sang. Next he played a 

number of tunes on his concertina. 
Following a few piano solos, and 

by special request, he again got out 
his concerina and with Mrs. Burk- 
heimer at the piano and Mrs. 
Joyce with her violin, we had a de- 
lightful time playing and singing 
out general favorites. 

We were sorry he had to leave so 

early. He had promised to get home 
by a certain time and being mar- 

ried he said he always did what he 
told his wife he was going to do. 
We wonder! — Rosa Lee Smith, 
Grade 7. 

HARNETT PUPILS 
TELL OF ACTIVITY 

The r -ipils of Cornelius Harnett 
school have just elected a beauti- 
ful ne-.v May Queen. She has dark 
brown eyes, chestnut hair, is about 
four feet tall and weighs about 
92 pounds, and have a very slim 
figure with pretty white teeth. This 
May Queen is Odessa Nichols of 
the seventh grade. She attended 
school for six years.- Rachel Sell- 
ars, grade 7, Cornel'is Harnett. 

Not long ago Mr. Roland came 

to the seventh grade room of our 

school. He talked very interesting- 
ly, especially about things that 
happened during the World War, 
but best of all he sings very good 
in a German Officer’s suit, which 
fits him very nice. 

The thing I liked best that Mr. 
Roland told us of is about Mexico 
and about the man who never had 
eaten bananas. -Rachel A x 1 e r, 
grade 7. 

If we have clean homes we are 

happy and hea' -y. The way it 
makes us healthy is if we have 
dirty homes we might catch dis- 
eases, and if we live in a clean 
home, we won’t hardly catch a 
disease. So clean homes are better. 
-Fay Nichols, grade 5. 

Ae should have better homes to 
help our community and the beau- 
tj of the town. Every one likes to 
go to the show, but we could help 
our community by taking care of 
the house and staying home. 

S.me of the ways I can help 
are by taking care of my home 
and try to improve the looks of 
our town to tell others who do not 
care how to appreciate their home, 
to care for it. -Fotanie Patelas. 

The Blue Jay builds his nest in 
the top of a tree. He makes his 
nest out of straw, sticks and hair. 
He puts thorns around it to keep 
the other birds from stealing his 
eggs. He is a thief. -Austin Jack- 
s' i, grade 

Tabor City’s Berries 
Average $4.06 Crate 

TABOR CITY, May 18.—A total 
of $116,940.05 for 28,762 crates oi 
strawberries had been paid out tc 
local farmers through Wednesday 
sales. This makes the average oi 
a 24 quart crate a little better than 
$4.06, according to reports released 
by the Tabor City Marketing asso- 
ciation. 

Sales so far this sea'son have al- 
ready far exceeded the total sales 
of last season and the offerings 
throughout the coming week are 

expected to be fairly heavy. 
A small quantity of beans were 

offered for sale here yesterday 
with expectations of the bean sea- 

son getting into full swing this 
week. Auction of this product will 
be conducted in the same way as 

strawberries. 
Following beans the local market 

will be ready to take care of sweel 

potatoes shipments. More than 22E 
carloads were shipped from this 
point last year and indications are 

that this year will see an increase 
m shipments. 

About one-quarter of the entire 
output of maple sirup in Nev 
York and Vermont goes i n t e 

treatment of tobacco to give i 
sweetness and flavor. 

* SERiAL STORY 

pANGli ROMANCE AHEAD 
telllMBliiJ BY TOM HORNER SST»^Sg 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
MONNIE MILES—her mania for 

fast driving almost wrecked her 
romance. 

LARRY COLLINS — newspaper 
reporter, hunting the murders of 
his brother. 

MIKE BENTLEY — wealthy 
rancher, knew too much about au- 
to accidents. 

* * • 

YESTERDAY: Larry’s car is 
found abandoned but undamaged. 
He talks to Colonel Harris, gets the 
details of the smugglers’ oper- 
ations. Larry, driving around town, 
is almost run down by a speeding 
car, when be crashes a stop sign. 
Only the expert driving of the oth- 
er motorist avoids an accident. 
Larry discovers the driver is a 

girl, Monnie Miles, daughter of Col. 
Taylor Miles. And it was on the 
Miles ranch that Hugh was killed! 

CHAPTER III 
It took Larry hall an hour to buy 

a pair of cowboy work boots, two 
pairs of "levis,” a few blue shirts 
and a $25 sombrero. When he 
checked out of his hotel, he had 
lost all resemblance to the Larry 
Collins who worked for Steve 
Clark, the Larry Collins whose by- 
line was familiar to a hundred 
thousand readers. He was a cow- 
hand— His clothes looked too new, 
but a few minutes scuffing along 
the highway, and crawling under 
the car would take care of that. 

He remembered to buy Texas 
license plates for his car. Not 
many cowhands come from New 
York. 

Larry pointed his car northward, 
picked up his highway marker and 
drove steadily. The picture of the 
girl, furiously angry, would not be 
dispelled. What a temper! Mon- 
nie. Monica Maria Christina. 
Must be part Spanish. That ac- 
counted for some of the temper. 
And the black hair and flashing 
eyes. 

“I think you’re swell, Monnie,” 
he announced to the world in gen- 
eral. “Even if you don’t think so 
much of my driving. And if your 
Dad will give me a job, you’ll be 
seeing Larry Collins every day, 
Monnie darling!” 

* * * 

i_oionei laylor Miles was mad. 
He stomped up and down the porch 
of the ranchhouse, punctuated ev- 
ery step with a few choice words 
that are found neither in diction- 
ary nor Bible. As a “cusser” the 
Colonel was without equal. With 
the Colonel, swearing was an art. 

Right now the Colonel was dis- 
playing his ability, with undimin- 
ishing fervor, for the benefit of 
two sheepish-looking cowhands, 
who stood a few paces away from 
the porch. 

“And you call yourselves cow- 
hands!” the Colonel was shouting. 
“Rodeo cowboys! You may know 
how to rope, but by the seven-foot 
horns of old Alamo, that’s no ex- 
cuse for breaking the necks of half 
my calves and rope-burning most 
of my cows. 

“You’ve got your money — Get 
your stuff and get out! One of the 
boys will take you to town. Get out 
of my sight, you—you—” He 
stormed off down to the corrals to 
see how his foreman, Pete Barnes, 
was going to get along with two 
less hands. 

It was there that Larry found 
the Colonel an hour later. Larry 
had read the sign when he met 
the Hayhook truck, heading for 
town, a few miles from the ranch. 
Three cowhands, warbags and a 
saddle. There’d be at least one job 
open on the Miles’ place, Larry 
was sure. 

Larry looked for Monnie as he 
parked near the bunkhouse, but 
there was no evidence of her nor 
of her car. A houseboy answered 
his knock and told him he’d find 
the Colonel at the corral. “He’ll 
be cussin’,” the boy added. 

The Colonel was cussing. Larry 
heard him a hundred yards away, 
telling Pete Barnes in no uncertain 
terms how the cowpunchin’ busi- 
ness had gone to the devil, along 
with the profits. The Colonel 
warmed to his subject, and was 

branching off into politics, when 
Larry interrupted. 

“Colonel Miles I’m looking 
for a job. Top cowhand.” 

“Can you rope?” the Colonel 
roared back at him. 

“Nope. At least, not very well.” 
Larry knew he had to tell the 
truth. It had been years since he’d 
ever been on a horse. 

“Bulldog—wrassle steers?” 
“Nope.” 
“Ever been in a rodeo?” 
“Nope.” 
You’re hired. Thirty and keep. 

Fete, here, will tell you anything 
you need to know. That your 
car?” 

Larry nodded. 
“Paid for?” 
“Yes.” 
“You must be all right. Where 

you from?” 
“El Paso, and points west.” 
A cloud of dust swirled along the 

highway, in the wake of a speeding 
car. 

“Monnie’s home early,” the Col- 
onel grunted at Pete. Then to Lar- 
ry; “Here comes my daughter. 
Keep away from her if you want 
to keep your job.” He walked up 
to meet her. 

“Come on,” Pete ordered, lead- 
ing the way to the bunkhouse. 

* • * 

From the porch, Monnie Miles 
watched Larry drive his car into 
the old carriage shed. 

“So you hired that for a cow- 

hand, Dad.” Scorn filled her voice. 
; “He’s no more cowhand than—than 

the houseboy.” 

A 

“Says he is, Honey. Wants a 

job and we’re short two hands.” 
The Colonel smiled indulgently at 
his only child. "Owns his own 

car—and it’s paid for. Come up 
from El Paso.” 

“That car had New York tags 
on it this morning,” Monnie coun- 

tered. 
“You met this fellow already” 

the Colonel demanded. “Guess I 
will fire him, if he’s come chasing 
out here after you.” 

“Met him—” Monnie’s anger 
flared— “Met him?—He almost 
wrecked me this morning. Drove 
through a stop sign, right in front 
of me— Almost crashed a filing 
station trying to keep from killing 
him— Met him? I’d like to get my 
hands on him—” 

“You didn’t wreck anything, did 
you?” 

“Luckily, no, Dad. Can’t afford 
to have any accidents. After that 
wreck on Dead Man’s curve—if I 
had a smash-up now, people might 
get to wondering— But Dad, you’re 
not going to keep that fellow 
around, are you?” 

“Have to, for a while, Honey. 1 
already told him he was hired. We 
need him. But if he’s no good, I’ll 
run him off. Go along, now. 

Change your clothes and we’ll 
drive out to the upper camp.” 

So he followed me out here, 
Monnie thought to herself, as she 
pulled on her boots. “I’ll fix that 
guy— I’ll fix him.’” 

* • • 

Monnie was sitting on the top 
trail of the corral fence when Pete 
Barnes and Larry came from the 
saddle house. 

“Some of the boys have their 
own stuff,” Pete was saying, “but 
we keep a few saddles around for 
fellows like you. You can use 
mine. It’s over on that black in 
the corner”—he nodded toward a 
black horse tied to a corner post— 
“try it out, see how you like it.” 

“Thanks, Barnes.” Larry start- 
ed toward the horse. 

“Just a minute, Collins.” Barnes 
halted him. “Want you to meet 
Monnie— Miss Miles. The Colonel’s 
daughter, and the real boss around 
here.” Barnes grinned up at Mon- 
nie, winked broadly. Larry walked 
over to the fence. 

“Miss Monnie, this is Larry Col- 
lins, the new hand your Dad just 
hired.” 

“I’ve met Mr. Collins, already, 
Pete. We have met, haven’t we, 
Mis-ter Collins?” 

Larry met her challenge with a 
smile and an apology. “I’m aw- 
fully sorry about that, Miss Miles. 
All my fault. If Miss Miles hadn’t 
been such a good driver, Barnes, 
they’d still be diggin tin out of me. 
I’m glad to know you, Miss Miles.” 

Monnie ignored Larry’s out- 
stretched hand and his apology. 
“If this cowpunk can’t ride any 
better than he can drive a car, you 
better get him a burro, Pete.” 

Larry turned, walked to the 
black. If he hadn’t been so angry, 
he would have noticed the horse 
tense his muscles as Larry swung 
the reins over his neck, twisted the 
stirrup around tomount. But Lar- 
ry missed that. 

.He almost missed the saddle, 
too. 

The instant Larry’s weight hit 
the stirrup, the black jumped— 
sideways and away. Before Larry 
could find the other stirrup, the 
black’s head was down between 
his forelegs and he was bunching his muscles for a pitch. 

Larry pulled with all his 
strength to get that black head up, bui failed. The horse bucked— 
hard. Larry grabbed the saddle 
horn—pulled leather. ... If he 
could only find that right stirrup. 

Up—up—then that crashing 
spine-jarring smash as the horse 
hit earth. Once—twice— 

Barnes’ voice came to him faint- 
ly—“Ride him, kid!” And Monnie’s 
laugh tinkled beyond a haze of dust 
and moving landscape— 

Larry’s hand was jerked loose— 
He was up in the air, like a diver oft a springboard —Something fell 
on his head. Blackness. 

Barnes was running to Larry swinging his hat to drive the black 
still pitching, away from the thrown rider. 

AT-*Wt/r Sh°Uldn t have done that. Miss Monnie. Maybe we broke 
ms neck. 

(To Be Continued) 

Public Asked To Pass 
On Bette Davis Film 

B0LDLYJ00D- May 18--Mr. and 
Mrs. Public are being asked for 
advice in solving a problem of 
g^ea^n?.°At!,°m,picture moment— 
should All Tins and Heaven, Too” be cut or run in two parts. When previewed here the other 
day. the Warner Bros, picture star- 
nng Bette Davis, Charles Boyer 
?nd J!fLrey ,yna' ran to 23 reels 
m length, and the producers were faced with the problem of whether 
T bf CUt to regulation d®spite its excellence, or whether it should be run in two parts—say a week or SQ apart Fatpdt?n c°ontry over are being 
Varner RrUbmit their °Pmion to 

!i«er,fBr0S' ln Hollywood. Hun- 

Sd" """■■»«'» >” 

Based on Rachel Field’s best- 
“Gone WitheV the film follows 
h?rca” Yn Vhe Wind” aad ”Re- 

ppssion 
the screen in the suc- 

ereat novL8"6!11 adaPtations of 
successor und aPPears a likely successor in box office popularity. 

ESSAYS WRITTEN 
AT FOREST HILLS 

I have a dog. His name is Tip. 
He ran away. Earl Huddleston. 
I have a dog named Skipper. He 
can say, “bOw-bow." Billy Dosher. 
I have a dog. He can run. He is 

good. Jean Sandvig. I have a kitty. 
It has big ears. It says “mew- 
mew.” Rex Bennett. I have a little 
dog named Pep. She runs after her 
mother. Rachel Morris. I have a 

hen. She is red. She lays eggs. 
Kenneth Murphy. I have a football. 
Father gave it to me. Someday I 
will be a football player. Oliver 
Hutaff. I have a dog. When I go 
to the store the dog goes too. Wal- 
ter Farrow. I must put my dog to 
bed. Make him go to sleep. His 
name is Snippy. Gary McDaniel. I 
have a duck. His name is Mack. 
He can catch a ball. Malcolm Hall. 
I have chickens. I have a house for 
chickens. Ann Williamson. I have 
a bicycle. I like to ride it. Father 
gave it to me. Margaret Thomason. 
I have a hen. Her name is Reddy. 
She says cluck. Donald Coleman. 
My dog’s name is Brown. He likes 
to play with a ball. Marion Ennett. 
I have a hen. She lays eggs. She 
is good. Ronnie Phelps. I have a 

hen. She is red. She lays eggs. 
Vivian Roberts. I have a duck. He 
saw a boy. He picked up a stick at 
the duck. Faith Snetden. I have a 

duck. I like him. He says, “quack, 
quack.” Bobby ewell. Henry is my 
kitten. He can climb a tfee. Sue 
Gurganious. I have a flog. His 
name is Spot. George Faulk. I have 
a dog named Popeye. He says, 
“bow, wow.” Jane Gurganious. My 
pony is black and white. He is a 

a little baby pony. Johhnie Leewen- 
burg. I like my cat. He is yellow. 
Betty Wells. Puff is my cat. He 
plays with me. Mary Helen Ellis. 
—Forest Hills. 

In our room we have a pretty 
sight because the flowers are so 
nice. We try to keep the room 
clean. We- clean it every day be- 
fore we go home. Every test that 
gets 100 we hang up on the walls. 
We have five window’s in our room 
and all open to give us fresh air. 
We have space between each desk. 
We have full bookcases. We have 
two blackboards and a table in one 
corner with seven chairs. 

—Howard Penton, grade 3. 

We have a big shady yard at 
school wdth trees. We don’t have 
much grass except in the front, 
but we have plenty of sand. We 
have small and large bushes around 
our school. We play lots of games. 
I believe every boy and girl that 
comes to Forest Hills enjoys this 
big play ground. 

—Evelyn Ennett, grade 3. 

STORIES WRITTEN 
AT HEMENWAY 

William Clark explored the west, 
with his friend Lewis whom he 
liked the est. In favor of them, 
we must say, they were brave men 
of their day. 

They traveled from the East to 
the Western coast; of all the 
travelers they traveled the most, 
today when we think of them, let 
us say, they were the ones who 
showed us the way. 

They traveled day and night 
without much rest, the food they 
ate was not the best, with many 
hardships on their way, they re- 
turned home one September day. 
-- Phyllis Haar, grade 7, Hemen- 
way. 

(It is regretable that we are 

printing these really fine poems 
as prose, but space forbids run- 

ning them by line. Ed) 

Abraham Lincoln, so brave and 
so bold, struggled very hard in the 
days of old. 

He studied each night by the 
light of the fire, for at that time 
it was a great desire. 

Lincoln’s manner was mild and 
meek; he lived in a cabin with a 
roof with a leaf. 

When he was 19, he moved to 
Illinois; he had much sympathy 
for the pioneer boys. 

After he was a lawyer he ran 
for the senate, but he was defeat- 
ed and couldn’t sit in it. 

There were some pirate 
countries on the Mediterranean 
Sea. The worst of all these coun- 
tries was that one of Tripoli. 

This country wanted money to 
let our ships alone, but we were- 
n’t afraid of Tripoli and we want- 
ed to make it known. 

So Jefferson, our President, sent 
out a little fleet; we finally beat 
the enemy, which was a very great 
feat. 

It was an interesting battle as 
far as we could see, and that is 
how we finally beat the pirates of 
Tripoli. -Walter Goldburg, -grade 

‘TAR HEELS’ 
During the Civil War a brigade 

from North Carolina was ordered 
to retreat, but instead of retreat- 
ing- the soldiers stood where they 
were. Some Mississippi boys march- 
ed by and one of them said, “Those 
fellows from North Carolina must 
have tar on their heels.'’ And from 
then on, the state has been called 
"Tar Heel.”—Mary Lois White, 
grade 6, Bradley’s Creek. 

" 
The motto of North Carolina is 

Esse Quam Videri.” It is written 
in Latin and appears on the great 
seal of the state. The motto means, To be rather than to seem.”—Irv- 
ing Brown, grade i. 

Tileston 
Nancy went out on the street 

with a covered basket on ohe arm 

and a door key on one of her fin- 
gers. Every day she went up a 

certain street and cried, "My bro- 
ther,' Oh, my little brother. Where 
have they taken him?” 

One day Mr. Brownlow told Oli- 
ver to take a five pound note 
somewhere for him. While he was 

going down the street, two hands 
were placed on his shoulders, and 
a voice cried, “Where have you 
been? Oh, you naughty boy!” Oli- 
ver said, "Go away. Leave me a- 
lone.” 

Nancy, in a sob, said, "Some- 
body make him come back. He 
is causing my mother to worry 
herself to death.” 

At this a man rushed out of a 

shop wiping beer from his mouth. 
He said, “Come here, you little 
brute. Go home, you rascal. Go!” 
Oliver cried for help, but no one 
would help him because they be- 
lieved what Nancy said. 

Oliver liked Mr. Brownlow very 
much and did not want him to 
think he took the money for him- 
self. Lois Mintz, grade 7 Tileston. 

Dear Sirs: 
I have learned from the news- 

paper today that you have a va- 

cancy in your store. 1 have a col- 
lege education and would like to 
have the job. If you need any re- 
ferences you may contact Mr. S. 
G. Rackely, Mr. Roebuck. 

If necessary I can call by your 
office for a personal interview. 
Thank you very much. — Yours 
truly, Emil Meyers, grade 7. 

Wrightsboro 
The seventh grade is now making 

several booklets. ^ We have just 
about finished our South American 
booklets. In this booklet we have 
saved and collected pictures of 
South America and written about 
each country. It has been fun 
drawing and saving pictures and 
maps. 

Another we have made is our 
Letter Booklet. For these we have 
written different kinds of letters 
such as friendly, business, humor- 
ous, and formal and informal invi- 
tations. Along with the letters we 

have put in information of how to 
write good letters. 

We have also started art and cur- 
rent event booklets. — Frances 
Gymtruk, 7, Wrightsboro. 

Friday, Feb. 15, the fifth grade 
gave a play called “The Proud 
Princess.” The people who were 
in it were the following; Princess, 
Martha Padgett; Queen, Marie 
Carter; Beggar, John Nuckton; 
first Lady-in-Waiting, Jean Owen; 
second Lady-in-Waiting, Frances 
Hill; Chief Councillor, Pete 
Rhodes; King Courtley, Bernice 
Bordeaux; King Urbane, Edward 
Swart; King Candor, John Nuckton 
Old Country Woman, Bevain Ste- 
vens ; Old Country Man, Allen 
Justice; Lad, Buddy Robbins; 
Lass, Ross Wood; Fine Lord, Ed- 
ward Meyland; Fine Lady, Cara- 
way Merrit; First Cook, Anna 
Moore; Second Cook, Julia Moon- 
eyham: Third Cook, Florie Holt; 
Page, George Jones; Major,domo, 
William Swart. 

We hope that everyone enjoyed 
our play.—Anna Mae Moore, 5. 

Isaac Bear 
Have you ever thought how we 

can beautify our lunch room? We 
would enjoy our lunch much more 
with something pretty to look at. 
How can we improve the lunch 
room? We could get some large 
sheets of brown wrapping paper, 
use chalk crason and make pict- 
ures such as: Popeye, Wimpy, Do- 
nald Duck, and lots of others. 

Mary Manning, grade 7, Isaac 
Bear. 

THE pupils of 8A2 have been 
having a contest. The class was 
divided' into twro sides. For six 
weeks each pupil had to have' good 
posture, hair, and nails. Now the 
contest is over and the wunners 
will be entertained by the losers 
We believe that we have not spent 
our time foolishly but that this 
contest has helped many of us. 
Rosa Petalas-8A2. 

In Miss Henderson’s room we 
are making art booklets, Each one 
in the class has selected a story 
to carry out in picture form. Most 
of the stories have been used for 
years and years, such as “Robin 
Hood,” “Cinderella,” ’’Sleeping 
Beauty,” “Snow White”, and the 
Seven Dwarfs,” and many others. 

Mildred Thomas-5A 
7celeeated heir 28th birthday. 
Mrs. uliotte Low was the founder 
of the Girl Scouts. The Girl Scouts 
of Wilmington attended a birthday 
sermon given by Rabbi Thurmon. 

Martha Jordan-5A 

Onion Growers Win 
City Garden Prizes 

Orchids for onions—or rather 
baby chicks—was the order of 
the day yesterday as Carl 
Rehder, director, awarded 
prizes in the city garden pro- 
gram’s first onion growing 
contest. 

Ten baby chicks, donated by 
the Roudabush Seed store, 
went to each of t h e major 
prize winners: James Walter 
Harris, Washington IVIaultsby, 
John Akien and Alexander Ho- 
ward. There were scores of en- 
tries and the huge pile of 
onions was divided among the 
gardeners not Winning prizes. 

Roudabush’s also gave each 
entry a quart of seed onions. 

[DELGADO PUPILS 
LIST ACTIVITIES 

Resolve: That Eny'and d'd n have a rightful claim to tl.- n,. 
"ot 

territory. s0n 

England did not have a rr,„ 
rightful laim the Oregon tJ 
ritory because (11 Ca; (am Robert Gray, an American cac, discovered the Columbia river Lewis and Clark, both Americin explored the -ountry in 1804 ,3,' Jr'n Jacob Astor made a s'e..u 
rnent named Astaria they 
1811. (4) Fur traders cpt on ex ploring the country and let Ameri 
ca into the country. (5. in 
the Treaty of Florida was signed Spain gav all its territory- and claims to the United States 
t*” United States h. d fought for England in the French and 'Indian 
wars. (7) This country had settle' ments and trading posts in Oregon 
(8) The United States offered"1 to divide the region under question with England instead of having 
wa. over it. -Mildred Packer 
grade 5, D.lgado. 

When I went to the park at Greenfield, I played on the 
swings. I -tame tired of them 
and played on the merry.g0. rounds. I went to the zoo and'saw 
the animals. I saw a squirrel and 
a rabbit. I saw two rattle snakes 
in a box. Then saw all kinds 0f 
chickens and a black crow. I went 
to see the ducks. They made a 
lot of noise. They had a 'little house 
to go in. They would go and jump in the water and splash it every 
where. When they came out the 
water would roll from their backs 
We finally looked at the goldfish 
and then went home. Ernest 
grade 5. 

Delgado seventh grade softball 
team has won the series for the 
year against other schools. We 
have not been beatened. The score 
are as follows: Hemenway 9, Del- 
gado 10; Tileston 5, Delgado 21; 
Bradley's Creek 22, Delgado 23, 
Isaac Bear 11, Delgado 12; Winter 
Park 7, Delgado 16. We hope to do 
as well next year. J. R. Davis, 
grade 6. 

We have won the seventh grade 
softball championship. We are glad 
to have it. We had good player: 
and practiced about three times a 
week.-Burton Branch, Jr. grade 
6. 

We had several pretty poster: 
from Delgado school in the flower 
show. We had six from the sixth 
grade. Violet Mayham won the rib 
bon for this school. She is in the 
fifth gru Je. Her poster was on a 

green poster with yellow flowers. 
Madeline Sutton, grade 6. i 

We have been studying Japan. 
We think it is the best unit in the 
book. Their chief product is rice. 
Japan has an abunrance of workers 
in the rice fields. In most parts 
Japan’s growing season in long 
enough for the rice to ripen. Fannie 
Mae Boswell, grade 6. 

We have made a castle for his- 
tory. It is a castle of the olden 
time. We have put all the ports 
together and now we are putting 
in the draw-bridges. -Edwards 
Watkins, jr. grade 6. 

"How do you 
/.? rate Jones? 

If I become wed 
-run-down- 

some guy willg^ 
myjob!' 

THEREFORE I reason sensi- 
bly. .. llir Tonic to take for 

my run-down condition is S.S- j 
I build back my body and bloo-- 

strength ... stimulate my appetite >■■■ 

soon “I feel like myself again. 
In my work sturdy health is etc 

thing ... I must keep fit a d 0:1 v'\. 
of my job to hold it and p 1- tip 
weekly pay envelope. 

If you feci tired...let down ■<" ,0/ I 
in spirits, in the absence ol 1 or?1"' ■ 

trouble, S.S.S. may be just j!, °f I 
need to snap back into your 4000* ■ 

You owe it to your- 1 
self to begin on S.S.S. 1 
today—it is economy | 
to regain healtli ... | 
economy to I 
purchase the 1 
large size S.S.S. | Tonic. s.S.s. Co. I 


