
PAGE 2 ~  THE COUGAR CRY, JANUARY 22, 1974

Cougar^s Conscience
RICHARD JOISES Cougar Cookin^

III I / / I  I

At The Risk Of 
Sounding Corny

Crises come; crises go. Crises 
are the corpusles in  the life- 
giving bloodstream  of American 
history. F or nearly  two hun 
dred  years my country has ex
perienced one great crisis a fte r 
another. I t’s a way of life for 
the American people. So stop 
blam ing my president. In  the 
nam e of common sense how 
could any one m an be respon
sible for a ll the things my p res
ident is blam ed for? Cut him  
a little  slack, I personally 
th ink  he m ust be superhum an 
to  w ithstand t h e  pressure. 
(When a  m an is down, kick 
him.)

W here are all the people who 
w ere riding the  bandwagon 
when Nixon won by one of the 
biggest landslides of all tim e? 
S urely I ’m not the only guy 
who voted for him.

Uncle Sam  will come out of 
the crisis he is in now, ju s t as 
he has always come out, more 
independent, fearless, b o l d ,  
sturdy and tough than  when he 
w ent in.

Ju s t w hat is America and 
ju s t who is Uncle Sam? Uncle 
Sam  isn’t  ju s t the Army or 
Navy. He isn’t  ju s t the tax 
collector. He’s not ju s t the 
hippies on the com er, and he 
isn’t  ju s t the folks in Washing
ton.

Uncle Sam is a lot of peo
ple, both living and dead. Uncle 
Sam  is the fellow th a t thum bed 
his nose a t the  Redcoats and 
dum ped a whole boatload of tea 
in th e  Boston H arbor. He’s the 
bantam -legged youth, Benjam in

Franklin, who walked in to  P h il
adelphia with a pack of dogs 
a t his heels and who rem ained 
to establish a reputation  as 
A m erica’s m ost em inent scien
tist and statesm an.

Uncle Sam is a little  band of 
patrio ts a t Valley Forge, shiv
ering  in the w inter snow with 
all hope of victory gone, hold
ing on, to  give us our sacred 
heritage we enjoy today. Uncle 
Sam is the homely, unhappy 
boy in the woods of Illinois, 
who failed and failed so many 
times, yet who, through sheer 
faith, em erged so g reat an 
American; he wrote the Gettys
burg address. Uncle Sam is 
H enry Ford, the W right B roth
ers, Edison, Will Rogers, the 
sp irit of Sam Ervin, and yes, 
Richard Nixon — men w ith 
strong hands and tough brains 
who made free en terprise a 
word to frighten  little dictators.

Uncle Sam is sim ply the best 
of you and me and what we 
w ant this country to be—^free, 
brave, and strong. He’s you 
and I and two-hundred million 
o ther Americans who, hopeful
ly, are willing to speak up to 
as well as sacrifice, blood if 
necessary to keep this coim try 
the greatest th ing on the face 
of this earth .

Yes, Uncle Sam  will come 
out of th is crisis, the stars and 
stripes unsoiled, and leading 
the parade righ t back to  the 
top  of the opinion polls w ill be 
. . . my president.

—John Cashion

Burning The Candle In The Middle
By Nancy Lee Culbreth

I suppose someone has some
thing good to  say about the na
tion going on Daylight Savings 
Time. To be honest, even if  I 
t hink rea l hard, I cannot come 
up w ith anything nice to  say 
about it. This m orning, Jan  7, 
as I  led  my son by the  hand (so 
he would not get lost in  the 
fog, smog, and dark) to  the 
s tree t to  catch his bus, I decid
ed  th a t someone had really  
sp lit h is atom! To send chil
d ren  out in the dark, le t alone 
the  fac t th a t we m others have 
to  get up before the moon has 
reached its peak, is  imforgiv- 
able.

Som eone has said i t ’s to  save 
fuel! According to  my way of 
thinking, and I have never 
claim ed to  be a superior in tel
lect, if one gets up  an hour 
earlier, they have to b u m  lights 
an  hour longer —■ besides the 
heat. To save on heat, one is 
supposed to  tu rn  down the fu r
nace un til frost form s on one’s 
glasses (if one uses them.) Once 
again, up  an hour earlier, tu m  
up  the hea t an  hour longer.

To top all this, I  now leam  I 
can cook my roast (if I can buy 
one) by placing i t  under the 
hood of my ca r and drive a t 60 
m iles an  hour (what about th e  
55 speed limit) fo r five hours. 
Before, it only took hours 
the  old-fashioned way in th e  
oven. Now, I  can burn  up  a

tank of gas while I cook my 
dinner!

So far as I can figure it, if I 
have a roast and chicken in the 
same week, I get to  drive ten 
hours to  nowhere; and, instead 
of filling my tank  every two 
weeks, I can now fill the gas 
tank  every th ird  day— îf I  can 
find  gas. But—th a t’s another 
story, and my pen is running 
out of ink; so I shall stop here, 
have my ca r gased, th e  oil 
checked, and see how my meat- 
loaf is getting along!

N ot Long Enough
P oet--A re you the man who 

cu t my h a ir  l a s t  tim e?
B a rb e r - I  don’t think so , 

s i r .  I ’ve only been  here s ix  
m onths.

Wonderful
B o ss —T o p re tty , young 

a p p lica n t -- So you w ant a  
jo b ?  Had any exp e rien ce?

A pp lican t~ O h , some very 
w onderful ones!

Those who founded the 
United States would probably 
be amazed at it today.

Deputy R i c h a r d  Williams 
Jones, Sr., our Security and 
Traffic Control Officer, is the 
trooper in charge of traffic 
safety on our campus. Meet 
him and you’ll find a very like
able fellow whose main in terest 
is seeing tha t tha t no student 
gets h u rt by another’s careless 
use of a m otor vehicle. He in 
vites students to  co-operate 
w ith the campus safety regula
tions.

Deputy Jones graduated  from  
GAR High School in Wilkes- 
Barre, Pennsylvania. He had to 
drop out of college because his 
fa th e r’s death made it neces
sary for him to help  support 
his family.

He served w ith the U. S. 
Army in the  Pacific T heater as 
a foot soldier in the infantry. 
A fter his tou r of duty in the 
Pacific, he was stationed in 
M aryland. There he m et his 
wife, Alta, who is from  Wilkes 
County. A fter his discharge in 
1946, he and his wife moved to  
Wilkes Coimty and have lived 
here ever since.

Deputy and Mrs. Richard 
Jones, Sr., have a son, Rick, 
Jr.; a daughter, Kathy; and 
two grandchildren.

Both Ricky, Jr., and Kathy 
graduated from  Wilkes Central 
High School. Ricky then grad
uated from WCC, and Kathy 
graduated from  M itchell Col
lege in Statesville.

Mr. Shaw, V ice-President for 
A dm inistrative Services, in tro 
duced Mr. Jones to WCC, and 
Richard was deputized and 
hired  as Security and Traffic 
Control Officer.

He enjoys all sports and has 
done part-tim e work "Upholster
ing fu rn itu re  for twenty years. 
P resently, he also distributes 
the W inston-Salem Journal in 
N orth Wilkesboro. In  his en 
thusiasm  for sports, he helped 
organize the L ittle  League and 
the Pony League.

He says he enjoys his job  
because he gets to m eet many 
in teresting  people.

—F rank  Perez

SYLVIA AND HER “TWO LITTLE BOYS”

TWO LITTLE BOYS
Two little  boys— 

always having fim, 
always on the rim , 
never, ever still, 
and doing w hat they will.

Two little  boys—> 
always ruffled and scratched, 
breeches to rn  and patched, 
pockets never rockless, 
and shoeless and sockless.

Two little  boys— 
always there with a grin, 
ready to be your friend, 
loving and tugging, 
squeezing and hugging.

Two little  boys— 
growing fast—faster, 
are gifts from  th e  M aster; 
Smiles, laughter, and joys 
are our two little  boys.

—Sylvia Haymore

GO FACULTY
By Jerry Rhodes

Wilkes Community College 
has become one of the  finest 
two-year colleges in  the sta te  
of N orth Carolina. This honor 
has been earned  for us (the s tu 
dents) by the hard work of Dr. 
Howard K  Thompson and our 
faculty  along w ith the nice 
folk in th e  adm inistrative area. 
S top and consider fo r a  m om ent 
w hat the  staff of WCC offers to 
the student.

W here does a studen t go 
when he needs inform ation? 
He goes d irectly  to  the  S tudent 
Services Office w here help  is 
readily  available to  him. There 
the staff makes every e ffo rt to  
help the student w ith his prob
lem.

Even though it  up  to  the  stu 
den t to  make the effo rt to  pass, 
the instructors here do bend 
every effort to  help  a student 
succeed. O ur leam ed  faculty 
w ill give a studen t the grade he 
deserves — nothing less. (And, 
we m ight add — nothing more). 
W hen students are in trouble 
w ith grades, the faculty  is a l
ways w illing to  point out to  the 
student the area th a t needs 
w orking on.

By Nancy C ulbreth

Now th a t the C hristm as din
n e r is over, w ith all the parties 
(and the goodies), and sitting 
around the  television watching 
the bowl games, check your 
weight! If you don’t  feel like 
doing that, no one will blame 
you—least of a ll me !!

As was prom ised in the  last 
issue of the COUGAR CTRY, 
here is a very delightful recipe 
subm itted by one of our read 
ers, P ineapple Cream Pie.

P ineapple Cream  P ie 

2 baked 9-inch pie shells 
(cooled)
Tea. lemon juice 
can Eagle Brand Milk 
9 oz. cup cool whip 
can crushed pineapple 
(drained)
G ently fold ingredients to

gether. P our in equal portions 
into cooled pie shells. L et set 
in  refrigerato r un til firm .

iNow sit back, pu t up  your 
feet, and enjoy this delicious 
pie w ith a cup of coffee. There 
is no doubt in my mind th a t a 
ball game of some type can be 
found on television. So sit 
back and watch while enjoying 
your P ineapple Cream  Pie. 
(Jan. 13, S uper Bowl!)

Coming next issue w ill be an 
outstanding G erm an recipe for 
m eat.

In  the five quarte rs  th a t I 
have seen a t WCC, I  am  still 
amazed by the  friendly  under
standing th a t prevails among 
the students and staff. Every
one here makes our stay as en 
joyable as possible. I have 
never been denied help  by any 
of the m any people who make 
WCC the college it  is.

In addition to  being willing 
to help a student, the faculty 
can many tim es be found in  the  
S tudent Commons chatting with 
students over a cup of coffee. 
This practice of th e  faculty, a 
practice frowned on by some, 
proves to  me the in terest taken 
by the faculty  in  the students.

One should consider the 
qualifications of our faculty. 
Most have M asters Degrees; 
some have the ir Ph. D’s or 
ed. D’s and still many others 
are  working on th e ir  doctorates. 
Many have had outstanding 
train ing  and experience in  tech
nical and industrial fields. At 
least one has a degree in  law, 
and one is a certified public 
accountant. So this w riter says 
“Go, faculty.” L et’s help them  
as they help us.

Wilkes County 
Folklore

By Charles Osbome 
SUPERSTITIONS

Very few of us are totally 
free  of th a t little  twinge of 
fear when a black cat crosses 
our paths. Who would p u r
posely walk under a ladder? 
Would anyone in  his righ t m ind 
tu rn  down a chance to  pick a 
four-leaf clover? These are  bu t 
a few of a m yriad of supersti
tions th a t cover every aspect of 
country life.

M any superstitions are car
ried  over from  ancient tim es. 
Many people would be surpris
ed to  learn  th a t knocking on 
wood is a direct descendent of 
G reek na tu re  worship. Knock
ing on the wood invokes the 
sp irit th a t lives in the wood to 
w ard off ill fortim e.

F ear of black cats dates back 
to early  American witch trials. 
The black cat, rem iniscent of 
darkness, was thought to  be 
the w itch’s fam iliar spirit. I t 
is in teresting  to  note th a t the  
fear of black cats is not found 
in England. T h e y  consider 
w hite cats unlucky.

The origins of the supersti
tions are  relatively easy to  
trace. O thers have m ore ob
scure origins. No one really  
knows why it  is unlucky to  spin 
a wooden chair on one leg, o r 
why it is unlucky to  carry  out 
ashes during Old Christm as 
(the twelve days from  C hrist
mas day to  Epiphany, January  
6; also known as the  Twelfth 
Night).

We laugh at' them. We m ake 
jokes about them . But even in 
the m idst of our great technol
ogy, superstitions are still w ith 
us.


