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SOMETHING NEW HAS BEEN ADDED

Hey all you sophomores! Notice anythinjr different around 
C. C. this year? No, not the floors, or the walls or new teachers 
— it’s the students. Man, we got ’em!

For several years now the enrollment here at school has 
dropped steadily; each passing quarter has seen the student 
body dwindle to a new low in numbers. Last year was our 
darkest hour. The halls took on a tomb-like atmosphere; the 
newly constructed Owl’s Roost cried for business; and assem
bly attendance dragged. In the midst of this lean period came 
the announcement from Miss Cone that the college had nearly 
exhausted its grant-in-aid from the city allocated for operation. 
Additional aid was to be supplied only if the citizens of Char
lotte approved the step in a special trip to the polls.

In ensuing weeks the students and faculty of C. C. under
took a program by which they hoped to advertise the school 
and its facilities. Our efforts brought results. Money was voted 
for continued support of C. C., and once again the .school found 
itself on an even keel financially.

With the close of the fall registration period, the results 
of last year’s campaign seem to be twofold. Not only has the 
school treasury been swelled and badly needed curricula organ
ized, but the enrollment has jumped a staggering SS'/r as a 
result of the advertising given the school. There are probably 
additional factors which are partly responsible for the rise 
in registration but last year’s efforts have certainly played 
an important part.

This quarter there are nearly 200 students taking part in 
the combined technical and general college programs and an 
additional 90 are enrolled in the adult education classes; Wood
working, reading, shorthand, Labor law, conversational Span

ish, etc.

This year the halls of C. C. are resounding more than ever 
with the hum of activity so long absent. Something new has 
been added and w'e are once again a school w'ith overflowing 
life and spirit.

RHO G A M M A  ALPHA

The Rho Gam m a Alpha Sorority  
has a lready begun w ha t  we hope 
will be one of the b iggest  years  in 
i ts history. I ts  projects fo r  this 
y ear  a re  g e t t in g  the  club na tion 
alized, increas ing  membership,  and 
building school spirit.

Kanela Maydanis has  been w ork 
ing on p u t t in g  the  sorori ty  on a 
national scale all sum m er and this 
we hope will soon be realized.

On F r id ay  n ight,  October 8, an 
open house was held in the  L ibrary  
Annex for  the  purpose of increas 
ing our membership.  Five g ir ls  
voiced the ir  in tention of becoming 
members th is  year :  Betsy Wilson, 
Joanne  Hovis, June  Sherrill ,  Pa tsy

Hartsell ,  and M artha  Voyles.
Our th ird  project is of g re a t  im

portance. This year  we will work 
on sp ir i t  especially in relation to 
our basketball  team. Those boys 
who pa r tic ipa te  in th is  sport  and 
who give of their  time a t  least  de
serve to see the  non-partic ipa t ing  
members of C. C. s i t t ing  on the 
sidelines and cheering them  on. 
The sorori ty  hopes to work toward  
a g re a te r  num ber  of spectators.

Recently the sorori ty  held elec
tions. The following g ir ls  were 
chosen to direct the activit ies of 
Rho Gam m a Alpha fo r  the year  
1954-1955; President,  J a n  Shetler;  
vice-president, M arg a re t  Faulken- 
berg; secretary ,  Kanela Maydanis ;  
t reasu re r ,  Margie  Clark.

WHITE WATER FALLS

On October 23 five pioneers 
s ta r ted  blazing a t ra i l  to an un- 
heard-of fa lls  in the m ountains of 
North  Carolina to measure  them for 
a  Geology project.  These daring 
youths were Wayne Shumaker,  
John Eaves, Donnie Whitfield, 
“ Doodles” Falkenberg  and me, Jan  
Shetler.

The expedition began a t  4:00 
A.M. as all the pa r tic ipan ts  looked 
a t  each o ther th rough  sleepy eyes 
wondering if they  were  still  in f a 
vor of  the jaunt .  No one had had an 
over excessive amount of sleep, you 
know how F riday  nights  are. A t 
f i rs t ,  Wayne Shum aker was a mite 
under the weather,  but he pulled 
through— eh W ayne?

On the way out of town we 
stopped a t  the a irpo rt  to get some 
helium put in our w eather  balloons. 
All th is  completed we were on our 
way.

The only th ing  th a t  happened in 
our adventure  up there was th a t  we 
got off  on a  wrong road—Eaves,  
why didn’t you watch where you 
were going?

Back on the r ig h t  road we passed 
Faxaw ay  falls and found the roads 
tha t  tu rned  off to White W ater  
Falls. This road was a gravel road 
ju s t  w'ide enough for one car— two 
cars  if one car pulled in the ditch. 
A fte r  w'e were about th ree  miles 
on this road, winding and turning, 
I was s i t t ing  in the back seat re 
la ting all the trag ic  th ings  th a t  
could happen to us. I happened to 
mention running out of gas. T hat  
drove a ttention  to the  gas gauge. 
—Guess what  it said? EMPTY! 
Were we worried.  We would have 
been more worried if we had known 
how fa r  the falls were. Finally  we 
saw some men standing beside a 
car. One man was real sm a r t  and 
repulsive act ing—looked like a 
bootlegger to me. We then turned 
to this old mountaineer to help us. 
He sold us some gas. We continued 
on our road.

At las t  we came to the falls. I t  
was one of the most beautiful falls 
th a t  I ’ve ever seen. I t  was higher 
than Faxaw ay  Falls  and a lot more 
water  came over the falls.

We drove over to a place where 
we could get a look a t  the whole 
falls. We a te  a sandwich and went 
back to the top of the falls. Here 
there were two pa ths— one went to 
the top of the falls, the other went 
to the bottom of the falls. I, with 
my camera, was going to the  bo t 
tom of the falls to ge t  some pic
tures. I left by myself bu t  p re t ty  
soon here came John Eaves to be 
sure  I didn’t  break my leg. I t  was 
steep climbing—very steep climb
ing. I t  took a while to find our 
way to the bottom because the 
path w asn ’t  very well beaten— so 
f a r  away from civilization. The 
pa th  came out under the falls. We

had to walk down some dry  rocks 
in order to ge t  in f ro n t  of the  falls. 
John  Eraves left  me then witfi 
orders not to ge t  h u r t  and went 
back to the  o thers  t h a t  it was pos
sible to ge t  down to the  bottom.

In the m eantim e I was having a 
ball jum ping  around on the rocks 
in the middle of the  fa lls  tak ing  
p ictures— th a t  is until  the  cam era 
jammed. T hat  ended my picture 
taking. By th is  t ime I could see 
“ Doodles” and W ayne on a  rock 
r igh t  on top of the fa lls  with the 
surveyor’s level. Gad, I hoped they 
wouldn’t  step too close to the edge.

Where was John  and Donnie with 
the balloon? The object was to 
ge t  the  balloon filled with helium 
down to the bottom of the  fa lls  and 
let the  balloon up by a s tr ing .  The 
su rveyor’s level was to s igh t  the 
balloon. The s t r ing  was to be m eas 
ured and the he igh t  of the falls 
would be known.

All a t  once I heard  someone 
shouting. I looked over to one side 
of the mountain  and here came 
someone down the  side of the 
mountain th a t  had had a rock slide 
with the balloon. I decided t h a t  my 
help m igh t  be needed so I picked 
my w'ay up the rock slide to help.

Here I found Donnie barefooted 
coming down with  the balloon. Be
tween unmentional words about the 
balloon when it  go t  cau g h t  in a 
tree we finally go t  balloon, s tr ing  
and ourselves back down the rock 
slide, with rocks tum bling  down 
a f te r  us.

I t  had taken a lm ost  two hours 
to ge t  th a t  balloon down to the 
falls bottom. Now to let the bal
loon up and ge t  our height,  was 
what we were a f te r .

Our balloon d idn’t  have enough 
helium to c a r ry  the s t r in g  up to 
the height  of the falls. I t  got 
c augh t  in a t ree  and burst .  Mr. 
Whitfield and I had a  jo int chorus 
in unbecoming language  a t  the ba l 
loon. All t h a t  s t rugg le  down the 
rock slide and have it  burst .  That  
was the end!

I t  was cold down a t  the fa lls  and 
I ju s t  knew I ’d have pneumonia so 
the next th in g  to do was to get 
back to the top of the  falls.

I was so t ired  from  crawling 
around the  bottom of the falls, 
sc rambling up and down the rock 
slide, g e t t in g  caugh t  in b r ia rs  th a t  
I could hardly g e t  back up the 
steep trail .  A t  the  top Donnie and 
I were completely exhausted.

A f te r  our dar ing  a t t e m p t  our 
level was taken back to the  car and 
we left , headed fo r  home.

Donnie and I s lept the m ajor i ty  
of the t r ip  coming back. Everyone 
was so tired the only th in g  th a t  
could be heard  was “ Doodles’ ” con
tinuous jabbering  in the  f ro n t  seat. 
She was t ired, too, bu t  she can 
alw’ays talk.


