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Where Blast Killed Hundreds of Children

General view of the New London Consolidated school, New London, Texas, after the explosion that wrecked
the school and snuffed out the lives of hundreds of school children in the worst school tragedy in all history.

munities of London and New Lon-
don, unincorporated hamlets, soon
were clogged with a stream of ve-
hicles.

More than 15,000 persons assem-
bled at the scene in the next few
hours, either anxious over the fate
of their relatives, to help in the res-
cue work, or sightseeing.

Call Doctors and Nurses.
Every available ambulance, doc-

tor, and nurse in all surrounding
towns were summoned by telephone
and radio. As far away as from
Shreveport, La., came doctors and
nurses by airplane, sent by the
American Red Cross.

Thirty doctors and seventy-two
nurses, twelve of them from the
Red Cross, came from Dallas. Ac-
companying them were twelve am-
bulances, twenty-five embalmers,
and five hearses.

All sorts of vehicles—laundry
trucks, private cars, ambulances,
and what not—sped to the scene,
and were used to carry the bodies
away. But, with no one in author-
ity and hundreds of persons wrought
up to a frenzy, many of the cars
soon were entangled in a hopeless
snarl.

Because of this situation, Gover-
nor Allred ordered all state high-
way patrolmen on duty in the dis-
trict to hurry here and take com-
mand.

All available Texas Rangers and
highway policemen also were being
rushed there from Dallas, Houston,
Austin and Tyler. Fingerprint ex-
perts were sent from Austin on the
possibility they might assist in iden-
tifying the bodies, many Texas
school children having been finger
printed.

Find Few Survivors.
Five hundred workers from the oil

fields arrived at the wrecked build-
ing soon after the explosion and
leaped into the ruins. But there
were few survivors for them to res-
cue, and their main work was car-
rying out bodies.

Later an additional 1,000 men
went to work on the debris. In the
early stages they passed up the
bodies of those obviously dead in the
hope of finding those in whom there
might be life.

Three hundred and sixty bodies
were taken by ambulance, truck,
and every possible conveyance to
Henderson. Dozens of other bodies
were taken to Kilgore, Overton, Ark,
Troup, Longview, and Tyler.

While waiting for the arrival of
sufficient vehicles to move the great
number of dead the bodies were car-
ried from the wreckage and laid in
long rows on the lawn.

Mothers and fathers dragged the
bodies of still more victims into the
school gymnasium until the vehicles
came back for more loads. There
the children and their teachers lay,
side by side, many of them unidenti-
fied.

Few Injured Will Live.
The superintendent, who saw the

school disintegrate before his eyes,
said that of the 770 odd children and
teachers believed to have been in
the building, not more than 100 es-
caped death. Many of the injured
who were removed from beneath
the tons of steel and concrete, he
said, were so badly injured that
they could not live.

Most of the younger children, at-
tending the nearby grammar school,
had been dismissed before the disas-
ter occurred and were out of harm’s
way. Some were playing about the
yard, however, and saw the school
building collapse.

Mrs. Evelyn Hooker, a welfare
worker for Rusk county, in which
the school is located, and a friend,
Mrs. William C. Roberts, were driv-
ing past the school at the time the
explosion occurred.
“I looked up,” said Mrs. Hooker,

“just in time to see the top of the
building suddenly rise in the air.
It seemed that the whole building
moved up and the walls were flung
out. A black pall of smoke appeared
to hover over the building.

Clothing Torn Off.
“Then we saw the children. O, it

was terrible. Some of the smaller
ones, who must have been playing
in the yard or were in the entrances
of the building, ran into the streets.
They were bleeding and crying hor-
ribly. Their clothing had been tpm
off many of them.”

A. W. Waldrop, physical educa-
tion teacher at the school, was con-
ducting a class in physical educa-
tion on the grounds shortly before
the blast. He left the class momen-
tarily to enter the building. At
that moment the explosion oc-
curred.

One of the first to reach the scene
was R. K. Carr, an employee of
the Tidewater Associated. He
dashed into the wreckage and car-
ried out the body of a little girl. It
was his daughter.

BLAST KILLS 500
IN TEJMSSCHOOL

Search Debris for Mangled
Bodies of Children, Dead

and Dying.
New London, Tex.—Workers

are still searching the wreck-
age of the London Consolidated
school for more bodies to be
added to the toll of the worst
school disaster in the world’s
history.

Hundreds of students were
literally blown to bits in a gas
explosion which demolished the
richest rural school in America
ten minutes before the boys
and girls would have been dis-
missed for the day. Estimates
placed the total dead at about
500.

Gov. James V. Allred immediately
declared martial law, and sent all
state highway patrolmen to the
scene, which is 12 miles north of
here. National Guard troops were
ordered out as the entire populace
of the neighborhood thronged about
the school hysterically waiting for
the bodies of their loved ones to be
dragged forth. President Roosevelt
promised every aid from the fed-
eral government.

At the time of the mighty blast
fifty or more mothers were attend-
ing a Parent-Teacher association
meeting in the school gymnasium,
a separate building several hundred
feet away from the main structure.
Hearing the rumble of the blast,
they rushed to the windows in time
to see a hail of debris flying through
the air and the big building collaps-
ing upon their children.

Mothers Race to Aid.
Screaming hysterically, the moth-

ers raced across the campus and
with their bare hands clawed at
the debris trying desperately t o
reach the children whose cries could
be heard from beneath the crumbled
structure. Nearby oil fields, some
of which could be seen from the
school grounds, shut down and
frantic workers rushed in to try to
rescue those who still remained
alive.

The terrible force of the erup-
tion sent the mangled bodies of
boys and girls flying through the air
like they were rag dolls. The brick
walls were blasted out. The roof
raised in the air and then fell back
on to the mass of crying and strug-
gling humanity. Bricks were hurled
more than a quarter of a mile.

Dismembered bodies lay all
around on the school lawn. Some
were decapitated. Others had limbs
missing. Some of the children still
were alive.

The scene quickly became one of
extreme confusion. Hysterical wom-
en fainted, shrieked, and prayed,
kneeling on the grass.

Many parents, the women either
screaming hysterically or silently
sobbing, ran frantically from one
body to another, seeking their loved
ones. There were gasps of horror
and occasionally a woman slump-
ing to the ground in a faint, indicat-
ing she had found what she had
fearfully hoped she wouldn’t.

Mutilation of the bodies made
their tragic task increasingly diffi-
cult. One couple hovered over the
form of a little boy, his face and
body so mangled and bloody they
couldn’t be certain if he were their
son.

“Most Be Jim,” Mother Cries.
“O, it’s Jim, it must be Jim,”

sobbed the woman. Picking up one
of the little victim’s feet, she ar-
gued hysterically with her hus-
band. “See, it’s his tennis shoes,”
she cried. “1 remember he asked
to wear them to school this morn-
ing.”

“No, no,” her husband replied, al-
most happily. “Jim changed into
his other shoes when he came home
for lunch."

“O, merciful God, he may still be
alive then,” the mother cried as
they got up and hurried away to
scan other little bodies.

For a few minutes after the root
caved in, leaving jagged remnants
of wall standing like the ruins of a
medieval castle, flames shot out
above the wreckage. But the build-
ing was of fireproof construction
and the blaze, having almost noth-
ing to feed upon, soon died out. It
was well that it did, for nearby
communities have only small fire
fighting forces.

The narrow roads to the school,
situated between the oil field com-

Stricken School
Was U. S. Richest

Located in the Heart of East
Texas Oil Fields.

Henderson, Tex.—TheLondon
Consolidated school, wrecked in
the horrible explosion which
blotted out the lives of hun-
dreds of children instantly, is
believed to have been the finest
rural school of its type in the
United States. In the heart of
the East Texas oil fields, it is
located in one of the wealthiest
sections of the world.

The blast itself is believed to have
been caused by explosion of natural
gas from the seven oil wells on the
school campus.

The school district encompasses
some thirty square miles with an
assessed valuation of 10 million dol-
lars. The community sprang up al-
most over night following the dis-
covery of one of the most productive
oil fields known.

Quickly Paid For.
With “black gold” flowing from

its own wells, the school plant had
no difficulty in raising the several
hundred thousand dollars spent in
its construction. It is not only debt
free but its original value has mul-
tiplied many times.

In 1931, when wealth gushed out
of the ground for the communities
of London and New London, the
schools serving the two villages
were merged and the present dis-
trict set up.

The school lies midway between
the two communities.

The site of the disaster scene can
readily be located by drawing a line
from Tyler, a city of 35,000, largest
in the district, to Henderson.

1,500 in Eight Grades.
The wrecked school had an en-

rollment of 1,500 students, from the
fifth grade to the third year of high
school.

The building had been constructed
in units, the first of which was built
in 1934. The completed structure
contained 30 classrooms and an au-
ditorium large enough to accommo-
date half of the total enrollment.

Equipped to teach stenography,
music, manual training, and sew-
ing, as well as academic subjects,
it was the proud boast of the com-
munity that its institution was as
fine as could be found in any rural
section of the country.

At one side of the main building
stood the gymnasium, and at the
other stood a grade school for chi!
dren from the kindergarten to the
fifth grade. The home of the super-
itendent also stood on the school
grounds.

All Are Fireproof.
All of the buildings were of fire-

proof construction and ample size.
The grade, or grammar school, was
a two story brick building about 100
by 125 feet.

The main building had a two story
unit in the center, about 50 feet wide
and 60 feet deep, which housed the
auditorium and various laborato-
ries, and wings on either side.
These wings, each 30 feet deep and
65 feet long, gave the building a
frontage of 180 feet.

From a high window of the school
one could look out across a plain
dotted almost solidly as far as the
eye could reach by oil derricks.
Thousands of these rear their smut-
covered skeletons from 50 to 100feet
in the air.

Smooth Dirt Roads.
Broad dirt roads, of the sort listed

on road maps as first class C grade,
are the main highways here. They
are almost as smooth as glass, and
at this time of the year are dry.
Ditches are three feet deep on each
side and the shoulders, in some
cases, are edged with asphalt or
gravel.

Under the scorching sun that
beats down with stifling force nine
months out of the year, the houses
and other wooden structures are
like tinder boxes, dry as dust and
ready to burst into flames at the
slightest spark.

Practically no building is more
than two stories high. Many of the
office buildings, stores, and even
the banks in the villages are only
one-story affairs.

Despite the dirt roads and bare
earth, nearly everyone in the school
district is well-off financially be-
cause of the oil.

The people ride in expensive cars,
for the most part, to their enter-
tainment in Dallas, Houston, Fort
Worth, and Shreveport.

GABBING WITH
JIM SHADDOCK:
THE big man in the brown coat,

red sport shirt and striped flan-
nel trousers was on his way to get
a much needed shave, but, as
greedier fellows have found out to
their own scurvy advantage, he is
one of the world’s most kindly citi-
zens. While the Florida sun beat
down he stood and talked.

There were questions, naive and
wondering, as to why a supposedly
vacationing reporter should fly over
from Havana just for the day. There
were other questions, reflecting all
the zeal of a grown-up who had not
forgotten New Jersey sandlot days.
They concerned the Giants’ pitching
problems and what Travis Jackson
might do with the new farm across
the river this season.

Then there were answers. “Yeah,
Mae was along. She liked this place
pretty much and she deserved a va-
cation. No, the kids hadn’t come.
One of them was in school and there
wasn’t much sense in breaking up
the routine of the others just for a
couple of weeks down here. He’d
bring them back some swell pres-
ents though and he’d bet they liked
that.” Would, asked the reporter,
any of them be as swell as the
"turtle” he brought home two Junes
ago?

Jim Braddock grinned. When he
was preparing to fight Max Baer
for that mysterious
thing called the '

heavyweight title,
the three little Brad- jgKm!eF*S l|
docks could not Wg/ -m
quite understand all g -

,

those big new words jSgMf
so suddenly come | • '""j
into the family vo-
cabulary. They in-
sisted that their jM
daddy was going out l
to get them a “tur-
tle ”

„ Jim BraddockWhen he finally
arrived home with the title they
were disappointed, perhaps foresee-
ing far better than others how emp-
ty a thing a championship is unless
properly administered. So, being a
wise and fond father, he had to go
out and buy them a real live turtle
as actual, visual evidence of good
faith. The turtle still is doing well.

The title—?—Jim Braddock’s grin
slowly faded when the reporter men-
tioned it. He was not exactly em-
barrassed. The champion is too
honest and well meaning to be
swayed from his poise of simple
dignity when alone. But new years
make new friends and divide the
best of loyalties. Perhaps while he
answered, Jim was thinking of those
two Junes ago when only one New
York reporter had faith enough to
remain in his camp, shout his praises
and bet on him while later friends
were yelping about 1,000 to 1 shots.

“Yeah, he felt swell. Later he
would go up in the Wisconsin woods
and rough it for a few weeks. Then
he’d be ready. What? Sure, he’d
had trouble with his hand last year.
Arthritis, right here. Look.”

Super Fighter of 1936
Looks Like Sucker Now

There was no comment while the
reporter mentioned law suits,
broken contracts, the chances of the
public paying any kind of dough for
two drab heavyweight championship
affairs in one season and suchthings.
Then another question brought a
grin and animate response. “Yeah,
the super-fighter of last year did
look like the sucker fighter now.
Yeah, that Schmeling would be a
harder guy to lick. He didn’t lead
to you and he was cute. Hard to
hit and hit pretty hard. Had the old
experience that was what it was.

“Yeah, Louis was a counter fight-
er, too. But you could kid him into
making leads and going haywire,
and Pastor, strictly a one-track guy,
that Louis. When you got him off
the track, well he Bandages?
Let him have all he wanted. It was
the tape that really counted. Be-
sides a guy with big hands really
needed more bandages than .”

There was a polite pause while
the reporter mentioned that Louis'
hands were woefully small and soft
for a heavyweight, scarcely two-
thirds as large as those of Brad-
dock and by no means as calloused.
This was a point that the cham-
pion evidently never had previously
considered.

Just as evidently, though, it was
a point that did not interest him.
That could mean he really does not
expect to fight the much feared
“Brown Bomber” or does not expect
to get hit if he does. Perhaps he is
right about the not getting hit part.
When he said it just after the Louis-
Carnera spectacle I believed him,
wrote it and got a few thousand re-
buking letters in return.

Now well, this correspondent
still thinks Louis is the most over-
rated fighter of the era. He also
hates to spoil the memory of a
pleasant sunshiny morning’s conver-
sation with one of the world’s most
genuine guys.

But—no matter what has hap-
pened mentally, the Braddock who
fights this summer will not be phys-
ically the same Braddock who
wrested that “turtle” from Baer.

• • •

Boston college is negotiating with
Indiana university for a football
game in 1938 . . . Lynn Waldorf of
Northwestern has been appointed
honorary vice president of the Unit-
ed States Table Tennis association
. . . Prof. Zenas Bliss of Brown
university will be navigator on the
Ranger in the America’s cup races
next summer, if Harold Vanderbilt’s
new racer earns the right to meet
T. O. M. Sopwith’s Endeavour 11.

© New York Poet.—WNU Service.

Giants Worry Less
Over Flag Rivals
Than Own Future

After long hours of watching prac-
tice and conversing with the Giants,
( am forced to report that even
though the Southern heat has taken
the aches away from the winter-
softened muscles, the athletes are
far from happy. Definitely, they
are devoting much of their time to
worrying about what is going to
happen to them this season.

The National league champions—-
the Haslins, Meltons and Chiozzas,
who recently have come into our
midst, as well as the old reliable
pennant-winning Otts, Hubbells and
Moores—know they have a pretty
fair ball club. Many of them feel
that Pittsburgh probably is the best
club in the league, but they are not
unduly perturbed by thoughts of the
Pirates. Accidents and a long-con-
tinued inability to maintain a cham-
pionship pace again will eliminate
Pie Traynor’s hopefuls, they be-
lieve.

Similarly, the Cards are not such
bogeymen as newspaper reports
would have you understand. Any
Giant will admit that Dizzy Dean
Is one of the greatest pitchers
of all time; that Durocher is a su-
perb shortstop, and that Medwick
is tops among outfielders. But—just
as they feel that the Cubs have not
strengthened sufficiently and that
the Reds will have a nuisance rath-
er than a pennant-winning value—-
the Giants are not fretting about
their St. Louis brethren.

What really concerns them is
their own estate. Given breaks such

as they received in
1936, Bill Terry and
the boys are sure
they can triumph

I -#**■ again. Their worry
£ ■”* ; is that such breaks
fk it...... ] may not be repeat-
mi' ” I ed. While worrying,
§||j they might wonder

if a little added
strength here and
there might not
ease them of their

Bill Terry burdens. Let us con-
sid e r the case.

Three of the five catchers warrant
little immediate consideration. Jim
Sheehan, who gives promise of real
hitting prowess some day, is far too
inexperienced even for third string
duty now. Madjeski and Spencer
merely are third-stringers. That
leaves Mancuso and Danning.

Probably—although Mancuso nev-
er was fast and his thiriy-one years
have not improved his ailing dogs—-
that is enough. Danning, a shrewd
young man who can hit, has been
with the Giants most of the time
since 1931. This is his make-or-
break season.

Johnny McCarthy, tossed around
for several seasons by the Dodgers
and Yankees, has had most of the
first base call. It is unlikely that
he will continue there. Leslie does
not field like a Terry or even a Mc-
Carthy. But Sam is a steady work-
man, and an abdominal operation
has restored his health. He can
hit, and the Giants need power too
much to pass him by. That means
first base will be conducted in
good, reliable fashion.

So also will be second base and
shortstop. Whitehead is a very good
fielder and team player. Probably
he is not quite as good a hitter as
his .278 average last year indicates.
But, placed properly in the batting
order, he will not weaken the at-
tack. Bartell—even though occa-
sionally given to making plays the
hard way—is a good shortstop.

Third base is a problem. Lou
Chiozza, Mickey Haslin and Tommy
Thevenow have been working out
there, but it is unlikely that Mickey
and Tommy are being considered
for anything save utility roles. That
means Chiozza, placed in Joe
Moore’s old leadoff spot in the first-
game lineups, is considered the reg-
ular at the moment.

Possibly Lou—a fair fielder and
hitter with the Phillies—will con-
tinue there. A slender, alert, pre-
maturely gray, twenty-six-year-old
man who lives in Terry’s own Mem-
phis, he is in somewhat of a spot
now, though. As in all the years of
Terry’s management, the Giants
must depend this season on superb
pitching, a tight defense and the
best possible use of their hits.

Moore is as good a leadoff man
as there is in baseball. He is on
base frequently. Possibly his sharp
hits will do the Giants as much
good if he bats in the fourth or
fifth position. Possibly—because
this seems likely to be his last sea-
son at the Polo Grounds—it is time
to develop a new leadoff man. There
remains the question whether there
will be anybody on base when he
comes to bat along with Ott, Leiber
and Leslie, the only power boys.

My <Tavotite
Bab® Didrikien

/ Athlete

Plain Cake.
1 cupful brown sugar
1 teaspoonfuls of boiling water
4 eggs
1 cupful of flour
\\ teaspoonful of cinnamon
Pinch of cloves
Dash of allspice
5 teaspoonfuls of baking powder

Beat the yolks of the eggs and
sugar well. Add spices, mixing
well. Add boiling water. Sift flour
several times, adding the baking
powder. Then add the flour and
baking powder to the mixture and
bake in layer tins ten minutes in a
hot oven. This cake is /ery deli-
cious if made with a date filling
between the layers.

Copyright.—WNU Service.

Feathered Cosmeticians
Woodpeckers are surgeons;

with their strong, sharp beaks
they cut down to the haunts of
mischief-makers in the wood and
extract them with barbed tongues.
But there are other, smaller birds
that haunt tree trunks in winter—-
chickadee, brown creeper, and
nuthatch—whose beaks are not
stout enough for the woodpecker’s
drastic technique. These birds
simply search crevices and cran-
nies in the bark, prying and dig-
ging out insects and small cocoons
that may be hibernating there.
They are skin specialists cos-
meticians.—Science Service.

Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets made of
May Apple are effective in removing
accumulated body waste.—Adv.

Talent and Genius
Talent is that which is in a

man’s power! Genius is that in
whose power a man is.—Lowell.

Remember This When
You Need a Laxative

It Is better for you If your body
keeps working as Nature intended.
Food wastes after digestion should
be eliminated every day. When you
get constipated, take a dose or two
of purely vegetable Black-Draught
for prompt, refreshing relief.

Thousands and thousands of men and
w6men like Black-Draught and keep it
always on hand, for use at the first sign
of constipation. Have you tried it?

A GOOD LAXATIVE

. Happy Exactness
Exactness in little duties is a

wonderful source of cheerfulness.
—F. W. Faber.
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NO MORE
TELLTALE
WRINKLES

New Cream Smooths Skin. Use
Magnesia to Bring Back Youthful
Complexion—Look Years Younger.
Don’t letwrinkles rob yourface ofyouth.
Men admire, women envy a fresh young
complexion. Denton’s Facial Magnesia
gives it back to you. Its magnesia base
smooths tired skin, clears the pores,
revives skin texture.

Watch the years wipe away
With the Dsnton Magic Mirror you canactually
aaa th# day by day improvement in your com-
plexion. You oan see big. ugly poree grow
•mailer, become unnoticeable; the skin turns
smooth and firm; wrinkles gradually go away.
It is not long before your face looks and
faels years younger.

SAVE MONEY WITH THIS
REMARKABLE OFFER

Bate's your chance to try ont Denton's on the
most liberal offerwe have ever made. We will
send you a full 12 os. bottle of Denton's Facial
Magnesia (retail price $1), plum a regular sise
bos of famous Milnasia Wafers (known through-
out the countryas the original Milk of Magnesia
tablets),plum the Denton Magio Mirror (shows
vouwhat your skin specialist sees)... all for only
sll Don't miss cashing inon this extraordinary
offer. Goodfor a faw weeks only. Write today.

DENTON’S
Facial Magnesia
* PRODUCT? Inc. W®
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