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“In taking over The Pilot no changes are con
templated. We will try to keep it as good a paper 
as Nelson Hyde has made it. We will try to make a 
little money for all concerned- Where there seems 
to be an occasion to use our influence for the public 
good we wiU try to do it. And we will treat every
body alike.”—James Boyd, May 23, 1941.
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Philip Weaver Resigns
The Pilot joins with the -.-ommunity in 

deep regret over the news that school superin
tendent Philip J. Weaver is to leave us. .While 
all rejoice over the promotion that is coming to 
him, it is impossible to deny that this announce
ment is a blow to our town and this school dis
trict and, to many of us, a personal grief as 
well.

During the more than ten years that Philip 
Weaver has headed om schools we have seen 
them grow to the forefront among the public 
schools of the state. For the splendid plant, 
largely his work, for outstanding school spirit 
and high athletic record our schools are famous. 
The town’s desirability as a place in which to 
live has been enhanced because of them; every
where our graduates have a good record, the 
latter true, in fact, we may proudly state, since 
the days of Dr. Allen. Philip Weaver has kept 
the standards high and the town has rightly 
been proud of its schools.

That pride has included the superintendent; 
we have been proud of Phil Weaver, too. That 
is why, as we record regret over his new plans, 
we must also express the deepest satisfaction 
for this advancement to one who so well de
serves it.

As was natural, there have been impulsive ef
forts “to see if something can’t be worked out” 
that would permit our superintendent to stay 
here. We can sympathize thoroughly with them* 
but we could not go so far as to attempt per
suasion, Knowing him and his devotion to 
Southern Pines and the host of friends he and 
his wife have made here, we can well conceive 
of the difficulty of this decision and the grief 
it is to them. We know that they would not 
take such a step without deep and prayerful 
consideration. During the years, we have come 
to respect Phil Weaver’s decisions and just be
cause this one happens to be hard on us, we 
must accept it with the better grace, knowing 
it is for his good.

After all, we could not expect to keep Phil 
Weaver here always, or any other man of his 
stature. For him arbitrarily to restrict his career 
would be the greatest pity, especially in the face 
of the brilliant opportunity that offers. Regret 
this change as we must, there is real satisfac
tion in this good fortune for this man who has 
so well served our young people and our town.

Of course, adding to that satisfaction is the 
knowledge that our school is going to remain 
in the best of hands. Amos Dawson, who will 
take over, shares with Phil Weaver the af
fection and esteem of our people. The two have 
worked as a team and it is good to know that 
this change will, in effect, mean little change 
as the same policies are carried on. We are sure
ly lucky; it must be seldom that a “hail and 
farewell” can be so sincere.

As we welcome the new Super, our thoughts 
go on to the man who, next spring, will be tak
ing his leave of us. May Philip Weaver go to 
his new work with. the knowledge of the af
fection and respect of this community and an 
interest that will follow him wherever his star 
may lead.

The F!llgs Buy the Country Club
So the Country Club returns again into the 

hands of Southern Pines citizens!
That seems to us a very good idea. We agreed 

with a good many people, including our town 
officials, that it was not wise for the town to 
try to own and operate the club: that is not a 
town’s job especially here where, with our 
rapid growth, there is more than enough for 
our hardpressed board and clerk to attend to 
wtihout such extraneous matters. But we do 
think that a group of citizens who know local 
conditions and needs should be able to do a 
splendid piece of work in this field.

After all, that is the way the club was start
ed; by a group of men and women who realized 
how much we needed a good country club and 
golf course, and got together to solve the prob
lem. They employed an architect of skUl and 
taste and high reputation to build the clubhouse 
and an internationally known golf expert to lay 
out the course. They gave generously of their 
funds to 'get this plan completed and the re
sult has been, xmtil fairly recently, very good. 
The clubhouse is one of the most attractive in 
the state, ideally suited for community enter
tainments and as a club and restaurant. The 
possibilities in this respect, in fact, are great 
and remain to be fully developed. The course 
has ranked with the best hereabouts oind wiU 
undoubtedly do so again when much needed 
work is done.

In the hands of the Elks the club is bound to 
go ahead and become, once more, a center of 
community life as well as a major attraction for 
our visitors. There is no reason why it should not 
take its place among the leading country clubs

of the nation and that is what we are looking 
forward to with confidence that it can be done.

The general satisfaction of our citizens over 
this resolution of the country club problem is 
evident in favorable comment heard from all 
sides. It is certain that the entire town is be
hind this move and that the Elks wiU receive 
every cooperation from their fellow-citizens in 
carrying it out. Our town is to be congratulated 
on having this civic-minded, energetic group 
take the leadership in this much-needed move 
for better sport, better recreation and a well- 
rounded community life.

Spring Around Several Corners
It seems crazy to be talking about spring so 

early. But then talk about spring, or anything 
about spring, is always a little crazy.

You could put it another way: to write about 
spring on a Monday, the last in January, when, 
by the time people read about it on the first 
Friday in February, it may be blowing an icy 
gale. . . that’s a bit crazy, too. And then some
one will come along and volunteer that we’re 
talking about a Pilot editorial and what could 
you expect? “Craziness” is supposed to be the 
reply. Well, we’ll grant it at certain times. . . 
Spring, for instance.

The UN a^d Ihe US

Grains of Sand
“Is there much juvenile delin- done anything yet and I certainly 

quency hereabouts?” Struthers wish you would. It’s getting both-

'of the officers and members.
Never accept an office, it is 

much easier to criticize than do 
things.

This Sandhills place is a natural for the crazi
ness of spring. It goes on half the time during 
late January and February, especiaUy. There’s 
no telling when Persephone will appear trail
ing her pale green gown over the half-frozen 
ground, inspecting a bunch of dry twigs with 
plaintive hope.

Yes, it's an intriguing place during those 
months and the next ones: an intriguing climate. 
Perhaps demoralizing? Perhaps. There is no 
getting around the fact that it interferes with 
work ,if anybody wants to fuss about that. You 
go to bed tucked in cozily under an extra quilt, 
with a full schedule lined up for the next day. 
You pile out in the morning, feeling brisk and 
energetic, and then you make the mistake of 
sticking your nose out of doors. A soft breeze 
tinged with pine and moist earth and, yes, 
honeysuckle and violets and hyacinths and any 
number of other impossible smells, steals around 
you. The sun is shining, turning your dusty 
winter grass to emerald green, a cardinal is flut
ing in the scuppernong vine. You feel the 
energy and efficiency oozing out from every 
pore. It drains clean away and you slouch blink
ing while the minutes tick.

Sunday we made the rounds. The forsythia, 
planted in a sunny hedgerow, had three yellow 
tips showing, sweet-breath-of-spring only one 
open bud that we could discover. The old old 
japonica that was its present size when we first 
saw it some thirty-five years ago, has a pink
ish haze if you stand way off and squint. Close 
to, though, only a few twiggy branches show 
swelling buds.

It is to imitate the child who says; “If youall 
won’t play the way I want I’ll fix it so you can’t 
play at all.” We can imagine nothing that must 
give greater pleasure to the men of the Krem
lin than just such a suggestion.

Burt asked us soon after his ar
rival here this fall.

‘Well,” we pondered,” not TOO 
much, we imagine. . . what made 
you ask that?”

“An experience I had,” he said. 
“Anyway these children have, 
dreadful manners!”

We arose in arms like a shot to 
defend the youth of our good 
town, but he waved us down.

“I was driving up from town 
yesterday,” he said, “and there 
was a little boy riding a bicy
cle ahead of me. He was wob
bling around so I blew my horn 
at him.” Struthers paused dram
atically.

“What happened?”
“He turned around and made 

the most AWFUL face at me!” The 
famous author looked at us, 

“What did you do?” we inquir
ed breathlessly.

“I made a face right back at 
him. . . like this. . .” and the face 
he turned on us was so awful 
that we practically fainted.

Dreadful manners our littlq. 
bnvs have;, there’s no doubt about 
THAT.

ersome. even had to get operator 
to dial this call for me”. . . “Hey,” 
said our friend on the receiving 
end, “I sympathize with your 
troubles but what are you teUing 
me about them for?” . . . There 
was a moment of silence, then, 
“Oh. . . I thought this was the 
telephone office.”

The camellias have a watchful look. There 
are still a few coffee colored flowers dropping 
from them, blooms that were beguiled by one 
of those spring breezes. They were badly frost
ed. But right beside them are fat, pinkish or red 
buds. Too fat for comfort.

“The north wind will blow” m6re than a few 
times again before the buds are safe, and if we 
don’t have snow we’U be lucky. Even so, from 
now on there will often be the soft feel and 
smell of spring in the air, just ahead around a 
few corners.

We had intended to forego the usual editorial 
on the international situation this week, for a 
change, and also because things are so fluid 
that what is written Monday is more than like
ly to be out-dated by the time it appears in 
print. But a letter appeared in last week’s Pilot 
that can hardly be ignored by this paper.

The letter’s opening sentence was “Let’s scrap 
the “UN” and it was more than startling to us, 
and to others we are told, to read the words in 
this paper which has believed in the UN from 
the start, and which continues to believe in it. 
There is not space to go into the reasons for this 
belief, besides they have often been given in 
these columns, and we are confident, as well, 
that they are obvious to most of our readers. 
We are convinced that the world is, in effect, 
growing smaller, that some sort of a united 
world is the only answer to the question of sur
vival; that cooperation between men for the 
good of all is right and that everything in our 
democratic Christian heritage points that way; 
with the UN as a step along that road.

Put very simply that is the way we feel But 
there is a side to this “Scrap the UN” cry that 
brings up another question: It is curious that 
those who raise it are so frequently what might 
be called super-patriots. They are all for “the 
American Way”; the slogans of democracy, and 
the “democratic spirit.” are often on their lips, 
yet this .suggestion to "‘scrap the UN” is so con
trary to the American spirit.

The American government is founded on the 
theory that the will of the majority is more apt 
to be right than the wUl of one man or a few 
men. We believe that the best way to achieve 
the goals toward which our democracy strives is 
through consultation and debate among those 
elected to represent us. The United Nations is 
founded on the same theory with many of its 
provisions modelled upon those of our consti
tution. To suggest, then, that the United States, 
one nation among sixty-four, should, even if it 
could, “scrap the UN” is to violate the princi
ples for which this nation stands.

An amusing bit of nonsense 
reached our desk recently which 
is a touch of humor these dark 
days. It was given the startling 
title of “Ways to Kill an Organi
zation” and facetious or not, there 
is a lot to think about in its mes
sage. This is the prescription:

Don't go to any of the organize 
tion’s meetings. But if you do go, 
go late.

Always find fault with the work

Our new town commissioner 
has made good as far as we’re 
concerned.

Last week we were standing 
gazing at the nice new green box 
E. J. Austin has had put up at 
the Library to hold the posters of 
Fine Arts Room exhibits. We 
wanted to put up one telling 
about Ruth Doris Swett's show of 
etchings and were wondering 
what dimensions to cut the card
board. We started to try the fin
ger method. Our middle finger 
is just four inches long and if we 
run it along, sort of like an angle 
worm, we can get a fairly accur
ate measurement. We were ang
ling along the front of the box, 
when a voice behind us spoke up.

“How about trying this?”
There was our newest commis

sioner, Harry Lee Brown, and he 
was holding out a shiny steel 
tapq, 'the wonderful kind that 
rolls up and yet comes out again 
stiff. We took one look and just 
turned the whole job over to him 
right then. Talk about Johnny- 
on-the-spot!

A puzzle that continues to 
haunt us is how come the gay- 
nineties geritlemanfs straw hat 
that hangs on the coat rack in the 
new waiting room at Moore Coun
ty Hospital? It’s the real McCoy: 
wide brim, flat crown, nice silk 
hat-band. You can just see it worn 
at an angle on Fred Astaire’s gid
dy head as he does one of those 
white-flannels-and-blue-coat tap 
routines, twirling a malacca cgne.

Or Maurice Chevalier might 
have cocked an impudent French 
eye out from under its wide brim 
, . . or Ray Bolger could toss it in 
the air as he cheers the Cam 
bridge Blues in “Where’s Char
lie?”

A hat that evokes memories. 
Now who the dickens could have 
left it hanging there? Did he 
never reappear to claim it? Grisly 
thought.

How those McKeithen boys can 
sing! They were all three togeth
er this week in Aberdeen where 
Edwin is down from New York, 
spending a vacation-rest with his 
family. With Leland as bass, Ed
win baritone and J®te soaring up 
into high tenor, their rendering 
of the catfish song was as good 
barbershop as you’re liable to hear 
anywhere. How ’bout a local bar
bershop quartet competition. . 
wouldn’t that be fun?

The ingenious little calendar 
being passed out by John Ruggles. 
with a four-leaf clover pressed 
between sheets of transparent 
plastic, has a special interest for 
us. . . It’s a fair bet that the four 
leaf clover came from North Car
olina.

A Salisburian who is a truck 
driver by trade started raising 
four-leaf clovers as a hobby years 
ago. . . Pretty soon he had quite 
a lot of ground devoted to the 
little good-luck plants, and began 
to look for ways of marketing 
them. . . He foufad eager buyers 
everywhere and soon was sending 
them out all over the United 
‘^tstes to be used in many dif
ferent ways.

They go into watch charms, cos
tume jewelry, party favors and 
good-luck pieces of all sorts.

The Public 
Speaking

Get angry if you are not ap
pointed to a committee. Should 
you be chosen, don’t attend any of 
the meetings.

If asked to give your opinion 
on some matter, tell your chair
man you have nothing to say but 
after the meeting, tell everyone 
how it should be done.

Do nothing more than is nec
essary. When others roll up their 
sleeves and both willingly and 
unselfishly use their ability to 
help matters along, howl that the 
organization is run by a clique.

Hold back your dues as long as 
possible or don’t pay them at adl.

Make no effort to get new mem
bers.

Don't be sociable either within 
or outside the organization.

If you should get a good idea, 
smother it at once.

These “words to the wise” came 
from the October 1950 issue of 
the Unitarian Christian and were 
sent in by a friend of our column. 
With our wish to help clubs and 
groups survive in the community, 
these hints are passed on to our

TRIBUTE TO WEAVER
To the Pilot.

readers, who we hope will m 
use any of them-!
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Two friends of ours, both prom
inent businessmen of the town, 
had an interesting telephone con
versation the other day. . . One 
answered the phone, to find the 
other on the end of the line and 
to hear a speech that went some
thing like this: “I don’t mean to 
complain bnt it’s a dickens of a 
note when I can’t even call my 
house, or call outside from there 
without dialing operator first! 
I’ve told you about this a few 
times already, but you haven’t

Anyone who has ever been as
sociated with Philip J. Weaver in 
any capacity has been aware that 
a professional man of his calibre 
would eventually be called into 
wider and more challenging fields 
of service where his many abili
ties could be utilized to a more 
effective advantage.

The City of Greensboro is to be 
commended for its selection of 
him to fill a strategic post in its 
giant school system. Mr. Weave: 
is also to be congratulated, be
cause his new position is a testi
monial to his reputation as one 
of the outstanding yoimg educa
tors in the entire south.

Through his resignation our 
community is sustaining a tragic 
loss—an incalculable loss, because 
many of his greatest services will 
never be generally known. There 
is no record of them, save in the 
conscience of one modest man, 
and in the hearts and lives of the 
recipients of those services. 
Therefore, there is no immediate 
and accurate criterion by which 
one may mlasure his total contri
bution to the life of our town.

There have been frequent op
portunities for him to accept more 
lucrative offers from various areas 
but Mr. Weaver chose to complete 
an unfinished work, to devote 12 
of the best years of his life to our 
school system. The record of ac
complishment during his admin
istration has, indeed, spoken for 
itself, and the countless strides of 
progress made under his leader
ship have identified our schools 
as second to none in this vicinity.

There are many exterior mem
orials to a job well done during 
difficult days by him and his able 
co-workers. However, it seems to 
me that these do not - represent 
his most significant contribution 
to Southenr Pines. His greatest 
gift has been himself. His creed 
for daily living has been a con
stant source of inspiration to stu
dents, faculty and townspeople 
alike, and his whole way of life 
has strengthened the moral and 
spiritual fibre of our community. 
His basic philosophy of education 
is a natural attribute of the man 
himself, and it has left an indel
ible impression on all those about 
him. It is predicted on the poten
tial values of the Individual in 
any free society, and his every ef
fort here has been directed to
ward the development of those 
values. To him, education is more 
than academic achievement, vir
tue is more than the absence of 
faults, strength is more than phy
sical prowess and progress is 
more thqn monetary gain.

Obviously, there have been 
honest differences of opinion be
tween him and his few critics 
where, perhaps, only a means of 
attaining a goal was in question, 
but no one could conscientiously 
doubt the merit of his over-all ob
jectives, or his untiring devotion 
to duty. He has never sacrificed 
a principle for expediency, and, 
his sense of values has never been 
distorted by the storms of adver
sity. Through the years he has 
had the courage to express his 
convictions on major issues which 
involved his responsibility, and in 
defense of his ideals he has up
held the truth, he has fought in
justice and he has consistently 
sought the right. In my opinion, 
these are real contributions which 
he leaves with us.

As he and his fine family go to 
their new assignment, we bid 
them Godspeed. We shall miss 
them, but we shall follow their 
progress with increasing interest 
and pride—^remembering that 
they were once among us, and 
saying to each other as the sage 
of old, “ ‘Twas good when they 
were here.”

Yours sincerely,
DAVD W. GAMBLE

JOHN C. PARRISH
Plumbing and Hearing 

Day Phone 6893 Southern Pinea Night Phone 6814

USE THE BUSINESS SERVICES OF YOUR 
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE

PUBLIC STENOGRAPHER 
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NOTARY PUBLIC 
MIMEOGRAPHING 

LETTERS
All Kinds of Stenographic Work 

at Reasonable Prices
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Phone 8932 244 N. W. Broad St.

SHIMMIES and 
SHAKES

In Your Steering 
Wheel

Detract from your driving pleasure . , . mean 
danger at speeds over 30. Let us eliminate 
those shimmies and shakes today ... with scien
tific wheel equipment.

HOWLETTS Garage & Body Shop
Southern Pines, N. C.
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Aberdeen. N. C.Aberdeen Airport
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of America
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L. T. "Judge" Avery, Special Agent
SOUTHERN PINES TeL 7353

Fields Plumbing & Heating Co.
PHONE 5952

PINEHURST. N. C.

All Types of Plumbing, Hearing, 
(G. E. Oil Burners) 

and Sheet Metal Work


