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MY FIRST LOVE MY APPRECIATION
We met a few years ago, From each of my
Right then we fell in school years I have
love. recaped a differcnt
She was wandering cror. My mind as the
around high and low soil and my teachers
Like something sent as the sowecrs who have
from above., triecd to sow good sccd
. have helped to make my
There 1s no prettier fruit., The weceds 1in
girl ?n tgwn. ; rny crop were the hard
Her skin 1s white as | SCRIBRLING SCRIBES |and unplcasant things
milk, . of life. So thankful
Her eyes are 1liquid - am I for the influence
brown | N,ature s. Call the sowers gave in
And her hair as fine helplng weced out thosc
as silk. First comes the bud, problcms. Into  each
Then comcs the flower; |year  some rain has
Vie're always together. | and with the sun fallen to make me

She's my best gal,

Causec no matter what
the weather

She's still my pal.

We play around the
pond.

We dance in the sum-
mer wind.

We romp the whole day

long
Until the night begins.,

A happy couple are we
When tramping through
the boge.
As you
Flléen
She is Poochie, my dog
JT

can plainly

A RAINY DAY

The raln comcs down
all t'round;

It falls on roofs and
trces.,

It makcs a
slcepy sound

Like the hum of Dbecs,

But later 'tis the mud
I atabatel;

That sticks
the ground

That causcs my mother
to losec her mind,

tell

Nhen mo shoes
that I!vo found. PJF.

noisy,

fast to

Comes the summer show-

Cr,

The Fruit is ripe,
It's taste so sweot;
This is the call

Of Nature to eat.

grow; howecver rays of
sunlight fell too.

My crop was chca)p bo-
cause my sSceds were
paid for by the tax of
North Carolina. In

recturn the lceast I can

Adolph Brantley (do 1s to be a good
. 1 citizon. © JGo
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