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MY FIRST LOVE
We met a few years ago. 
Right then we fell in 
love.

STie v;as wandering 
around high and lov/ 

Like something sent 
from above.

There is no prettier 
girl in town.

Her skin is v/hite as 
mi Ik,
Her eyes are liquid 
brown

And her hair as fine 
as silk.

We’re always together. 
She's my best gal.
Cause no matter what 
tho weather 

She's still my pal.

We play aroujid the 
pond.

We dance in tho sum­
mer wind.

We romp the whole day 
long

Until tho night begins.

A happy couple are wo 
When tramping through 
tho bog.

As you can plainly 
soe.

She is Poochie, my dog.
_________________  JT

A  RAINY DAY

The rain comos dov/n 
all 'round;

It falls on roofs and 
troes,

It makes a noisy, 
sleepy sound 

Like tho hum of bees. 
But later 'tis the mud 
I find,

That sticks fast to 
the ground 

That causes my mother 
to lose her mind,

V/hen my shoes tell 
rrhat I'vo found. P.JP.

SCKIBBLING SCRIBES

N a t u r e C a I I
First comos the bud, 
Then comos the flower; 
And v;ith the sun 
Comes tho summer shov;- 
er,

Tho Fruit is ripo.
It's taste so swoot; 
This is the call 
Of Nature to eat.

Adolph Brantley

MY A P P R E C IA T IO N

Prom each of my 
school years I have 
reaped a different 
crop. My mind as tho 
soil and my teachers 
as the sowers who have 
tried to sow good seed 
have helped to make my 
fruit. The weeds in
my crop were the hard 
and unpleasant things 
of life. So thankful 
am I for tho infl\;encc 
the sowers gave in
helping weed out those 
problems. Into each 
year some rain has
fallen to make me
grow; however rays of 
sunlight fell too.
My c ro p  was cheap b e ­

cause my seeds were 
p a id  f o r  by  th o  t a x  o f  
North C a r o l in a ,  In 
r e t u r n  th e  l e a s t  I can 
do i s  t o  be a good 
citizon, • J.G,
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BATTERIES

YOU A llE  LOOKING, 

V I S I T  US F/RST-
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