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D. E. Program Offers New M. S. Faculty IIIlpI'OVeS With
Addition Of New Teachers

Opportunity

This year many Mark Smith and
Lasseter, students are participat-
ing in a new program called Dis-
tributive Education.

Distributive Education is a pro-
gram consisting of regular class
work and on-the-job training de-
signed to prepare students for

and

To Students

As a business manager has his
Lions, Moose or EIk’s club, so a
D. E. student has his D. E. C. A,
or Distributive Education Clubs of
America. The club holds once a
month (with speakers from bus-
iness), an employer-employee ban-
quet, and attends conventions and

marketing and distribution. A stu-
dent receives two full credits, one
for his classroom instruction, which
consists of study in management,
marketing, advertising, selling,

public relations, business organi-
zation, and other subjects related
to the management of a store, and
one credit for his on-the-job train-
ing, which allows the student to
put into practice what he has
learned.

on the local, state and
national levels. Since the club is
run entirely by students, these
young management trainees gain
valuable experience in social lead-
ership.

With this opportunity a student
who applies himself can perhaps
be a manager immediately after
high school, or be more mature
and capable of obtaining the great-
est value from his or her college
education.

Mr. Wright hands out first senior rings.

"67 Graduates

One of the highlights of every
Senior’s year is the arrival of the
Senior Rings. This day came for
the Mark Smith seniors on Sep-
tember 19. As everyone saw his
for the first time, no one was dis-
appointed. Balfour Company did
an excellent job of designing and
casting the rings. On one side of
the ring is cut the Mark Smith
family crest and year of gradua-
tion; on the other side are winged
letters MS, a scroll with the word
“Bulldogs” and a portrait of a
‘buildog.

Last spring, Mr. Morgap, the

Library Now With
New Improvements

Several weeks after school began
the library opened its new year
of improved service. One of the
new improvements is the fact that
Mrs. Harwell now has an assistant
librarian, Mrs. Dewey Jones. Mrs.
Jones has relieved Mrs. Harwell
of many time-consuming chores and
freed her to be of greater service
to the student body.

Another major improvement is
the addition of many new books
to the library. The library now
has 2,412 volumes, which is an in-
erease of almost 100 per cent over
Jast year’s fotal.

A more active club is helping
to improve the library. This year’s

Receive Rings

company representative made mea-
surements and took orders. Each
person could make a choice of
three different kinds of gold and
a variety of different stones. The
most popular stones. . seemed to
be acuamarine and garnet second.
and the number one choice of gold
was green-gold by a wide margin.

Now, all the seniors who have
been wondering if it is really true,
have only to look at that little ring
on their finger and they know that
at the end of this year they will be
taking that big step into their
future.

until til 3:30 P.M, is about 225
boys daily.

NewClubs
Initiated

Two new clubs have recently
been formed, the French Club and
the Science Club.

The French Club consists of
twenty boys presently taking se-
cond year French and the club’s
advisor, Mrs. Margaret Elkins. At
its first meeting the club elected
the following officers: president,
Paul Rowland; vice-president, Gene
‘Williams; secretary, Charles New-
berry; treasurer, Calvin Palmer;
and chaplin, Jeff Bridges. These
offlcers are presently drawing up
a and planning its pro-

library club, of twelve
‘members, has elected the following
officers: president, Chuck Skalko;
vice-president, Roy Griffin, Jr.;
secretary, Joe Hamilton; and trea-
surer, Stephen Shimmel.

Mrs. Harwell reports that at-
tendance during the time when
the library is open, from 8 A. M.

grams and special projects.

Also being organized is the
Science Club whose adviser is to
be Mr. Goodman. Mr. Goodman and
several interested students are
formulating a constitution and pro-
moting the idea of having such a
club.

Mrs. Margaret Anne Carswell of
3721 Ridge Avenue is one of the
newly married teachers here at
Smith. Mrs. Carswell was married
to George Henry Carswell on Sep-
tember 17. Mrs. Carswell teaches
Spanish and English. Her husband
is an industrial engineer. Mrs.
Carswell has an A. B. degree and
attended Mercer University.

Mrs. Jo Ann Chewning of 1351
Stadium Drive is another of the
newly married teachers here at
Mark Smith. Mrs. Chewning was
married in her hometown, Atlanta,
on September 24. Walter Chewn-
ing, her husband, is a student at
Mercer University and is practice

teaching at Willingham Senior. New teachers left to rnghf. Mrs. Sherril, Mrs. Shrigley, Mr. Douglas,

Mrs. Chewning teaches 8th and
10th grade English and has
Bachelor of Arts degree in Ameri-
can literature from Wesleyan Col-
lege.

Mrs. Carolyn S. Cummings comes
to us after three years at Albany
High and 2% ytars at Dudley
Hughes to teach commercial arith-
metic and general business. Mrs.
Cummings attended Huntingdon
College in Montgomery, Alabama
and the University of Georgia. Out-
side of school, she raises purebred
dogs, Arabian horses, and Welsh
ponies. Mrs. Cummings lives with
her husband, Frank S. Cummings,
who is employed at Dunlap Chev-
rolet, and their two sons, ages 7
and 8%, at 5216 Rivoli Drive.

James S. Davis is another one
of the bachelors here at Mark
Smith High. Mr. Davis’s home is
Apartment 4D Twin Pines Apart-
ments on Hawthorne Road here in

a
Macon.

Mrs. Chewning, and Mrs. Inzer.

Mr. Davis is the Distribu-
tive Education teacher of Mark
Smith and Lasseter High Schools.
He also has done a fine job acquir-
ing jobs for the students in the
Distributive Education classes. Mr.
Davis has had three years of ex-
perience at teaching and has a
BB-A degree in Marketing Adver-
tising. He had attended Georgia
State .College and has studied addi-
tional courses at the University
of Georgia.

Mrs. Minnie Darden Dunn is
teaching general science, physical
and biology. She has attended Gor-
don Military College, Tift Colltge,
Mercer, and the University of
Georgia, and earned a AB degree
at Mercer. Mrs. Dunn has prev-
iously taught biology and physics
at Putnam County High School;
biology and health at Midway Vo-

cational School in Milledgeville,
and has taught physics and physi-
cal science for the past ten years
at Baldwin County High School.
Mrs. Dunn is married to Lake
Baxter Dunn, Sr., who is éngaged
in cattle farming. They live at
Route 1, Eatonton, Georgia.
(Continued on page 3)
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Albany Indians set for run against tough Bulldog defense,

BULLDOGS SCALP INDIANS 6-7;
SPARK HOPE FOR REGION CROWN

Mark Smith jumped into the
winning column by humilating Al-
bany 7-6. The antics of the Bull-
dogs shattered the Indians hopes
for an undefeated season.

The key play of the game was
in the first period as Billy Kilgore
pitched out to “Doozy” Harrelson
who scampered 65 yards around
left end to score. Chip Ridley’s kick
put the Dogs ahead 7-0.

The “Dogs” defense took over
as Albany charged into Bulldog
territory early in the third period
and stopped the Indian’s drive.

Later in the period Albany man-
aged to drive all the way for a
touchdown with 2:22 left in the
period with Felix Marboro scoring.

Because of the Bulldog’s deter-
mination to win, the extra point
was blocked, making the score 7-6.

In the fourth period Albany
drove from their 18 to Mark Smith’s
12 yard line with passes of 34 and
23 yards, but the “Dogs” dug in
and stopped their charge.

Albany tried for the three
pointer with a fourth and five
situation and 53 seconds remain-

ing in the game. However, the kick
was short.

Mark Smith then took over and
carefully ran the clock out, keeping
the game in their favor.

The leading rushers for Albany
were Sceals with 62 yards in six
carries and Hall with nine attempts
for 62 yards. While Harrelson’s 65
yards in one carry led Mark Smith,
Thomas Edwards was being second
with 47 yards in eight attempts.
On defense Randall Browning made
eleven individual tackles.
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New Life For '‘Our’ Letter
Student Council

Now that the second year of
learning at Mark Smith has begun,
the time has come to do something
about “our” student council. It
is truly a shame that such an
organization should become a
target of ridicule. The most evi-
dent reason for its failure is
the fact that our student body
doesn’t really understand what pur-
poses it serves. It should be
composed of elected rather than
“appointed” individuals since no
elections have been held. It
should be a student government
rather than a “puppet” govern-
ment.

Our student council this year
must grow and serve the purpose
of a student council such as they
have at other Macon high schools.
The fact that our student council
lies dormant while the ones in
other schools organize and carry
out many meaningful projects is
one reason that we are considered
by some to still be unorganized and
inefficient in matters concerning
our student body. A student council
has an important and essential part
in school. It is a means by which
students learn through actual ex-
perience how to develop belief
and understanding in our coun-
try's plan of representative
government and its processes. The
student council contributes heavily
to the improvement of citizenship
and leadership in our school which
will be carried into college and life.
It should create an environment

in which students and faculty work
together for the betterment of the
school and well-being of each and
every student!

To set up our student council
an advisor should first be chosen
who has adequate time and interest
to devote to working with the
council. Next, students of each
class should be nominated by their
class members with at least a week
of campaigning and one or two
days of speeches. After this each
student should vote for the can-
didate that he feels is best quali-
fied for the office.

After the elections the council
should immediately distribute its
time to cover a wide range of ac-
tivities. They should provide a
social program consisting of school
dances, parties, carnivals, a Junior-
Senior Prom and a host of other
social events. They should preside
over all assemblies and be in charge
of arranging for guest speakers.
Fund raising projects for operating
expenses and for such things as a
sign in front of Mark Smith pro-
claiming it the “Home of the
Bulldogs” showuld be under-
taken. Finally, it should help
start and improve our clubs so
as to help present our student
body with a variety of extracur-
ricular activities.

However in my opinion the blame

for the past failure of our council
doesn't belong on the shoulders of
either the elected boys or on the
advisor but rests squarely on the
shoulders of our student body.

The Demons That Perch
On My Typewriter Keys

I do not believe in ghosts, nor
am I one of those quacks who be-
lieves that inanimate objects have
a life of their own. However, when
weird things start happening, you
can’t help but feel that either you
are in the Twilight Zone, or ment-
ally deranged, or that what you
are involved in is actually taking
place.

Before we start, for the benefit
of the cynics out there, I will state
that I am of sound mind, I think,
and that I have never been to Mil-
ledgeville State Hospital, although
some of my friends, in their desper-
ation, may wish that I would.
can also categorically state that I
have never visited the city of Twi-
light Zone, U. S. A. Thus what I
have witnessed must be true. All
things are as they were then, ex-
cept, you are there.

It was a normal afternoon for
me. I had my daily quota of a
mere three hundred stories to type
for the newspaper, and 1 was busy
tollecting the mounds of pulpwood
that would be needed for The Great
Adventure. In addition, I was using
eye drops, and installing the back
brace, that would inevitably be
needed for the great ordeal that
would soon take place. Taking pep
pills to keep myself awake, and
bolstered by a shot of gin, I was
ready, like condemned man who
has walked The Last Mile, to ac-
cept my fate.

All of a sudden, like some divine
miracle, the typewriter began, by
itself, to type at incredible speed.
The keys were blur of tentacles
and arms that flailed wildly, hit-
ting the pulp with the sound of a
machinegun at fully automatic. The
carriage moved back and forth like
an animal that had gotten out of
control.

1 knew, despite my blood-shot
eyes, that I had not drunk enough
to become inebriated. I also knew,
by the fact the no lightning had
struck, and because no voice had
come out of the clouds and spoken
to me, that this was no divine phe-
nomenon. Furthermore, I knew

that my conduct had not been so
exemplary as to warrant divine in-
tervention and blessings on my be-
half. That left only two other pos-
sibilities, either that it was a ghost,
or the work of You-Know-Who.
Since there was nothing present
with a white sheet over it, I knew
1 was in trouble.

The first page was typed in ree-
ord time, and then I watched with
amazement as a new sheet of paper
floated up into the air and went
into the machine, which then went
back to work. I pinched myself to
see if I was awake, and from the

1 excruciating pain that wracked my

body from this ordeal, I got the
faint idea that I was awake. I
couldn’t figure out what was hap-
pening, or why it was occurring.

Maybe the Devil was going to
do the work for me, relieving me
of the chains of slavery that had
bound me since Time Immemorial,
in order to get me to give my
soul to him out of gratitude. May-
be I was suffering from combat
fatigue, caused by the long hours
and endless work that was the
total of my existence. Pehaps I
had accidentally taken some goof
balls instead of pep pills. Natural-
1y I have large stockpiles of both,
pep pills for the energy I lose in
the Pepsi Generation while work-
ing at the Edge of Night, and goof
balls to deal with the mental de-
pression that comes from spending
days with the typewriter as a per-
manent part of my body. Goof balls
could make you higher than a kite
caught in a windstorm on a March
afternoon.

For the next thirty minutes I
watched the typewriter, like a man

finish a

of stories that would have taken
me twelve hours to finish. While
it was working, I glanced at some
of the finished produsts. They
were not marred by any of the one
hundred and fifty errors a minute
that characterize my superior type-
written papers, nor did they look
like they were covered with
bomb craters, as my masterpieces

fo the
. Editor

There is something which has
been the cause of great concern
to me. That is, that we at Mark
Smith have no honor roil.

Most of the high schools have
an honor roll which is published
at the end of each six-week grad-
ing period. The fact that this policy
is a popular practice, however, does
not justify it.

I believe that Mark Smith is the
best high school in Macon, and one
of the better high schools in
Georgia. We should take pride in
not only our school but also in out-
standing members of our student
body.

After each football game, out-
standing football players are honor-
ed before the student body. Does
not scholastic success also warrant
the honor and recognition of the
public and the student body?

I say yes, and I believe the way
to do this is through an honor
roll. Standards for the honor roll
should be high; possibly three A's
and one B, or even four A’s. The
Student Council should determine
the exact standards.

At the end of each six-week
period the honor roll should be
published in the Telstar and in
the Macon newspapers.

An honer roll should prove an
incentive to those with

Mr. Cagle Invisions 67

It was indeed a pleasure to be-
gin the second year of Mark Smith
High School.

There has been established a
broad base on which to build, ...
2 base composed of a stable faculty,
a recognized student body, lauded
academic  achievement, spirited
athletic teams, a loyal supportive
school community, and a fine
school spirit.

Yes, our first year was a chal-
lenge. There was no past—only
the future. But now—we must not
only enlarge and add to, but main-
tain,

Every one looks forward to this
year.

The purpose of our

will

THE AMERICAN WAY

For “ . .. diverse scandalous,
virulent, false and seditious re-
flections . . . ” John Peter Zenger
was arrested and jailed November,
1734, by William Cosby, colonial
governor of NewYork,

As publisher of the Weekly Jour-
nal. Zenger pointed out that the
administration was oppressive and
dishonest.

A jury was formed to determine
whether these statements were
libelous. The jury found them to
be true. And the press was free of
censorship!

The right of a free press to re-
port the news without fear of
government control or reprisal is

in the First
of the Constitution.

Every American salutes this
right, particularly during News:
paper Week, October 9-15.

Every American recognizes that
only through this freedom can the
public be informed of activities in
city hall as well as in the nation’s
highest offices.

Truth in reporting the news as
well as an honest editorial evalfia-
tion of that news helps to protect
the basic freedoms of every Ameri-
an,

can,
Indeed, the pen remains mightier
than the sword.

be justified. .

Mark Smith will graduate Iis
first class in June,

Tradition will have been added
to our other attributes.

grades and increase the number of
“A” students.
Signed Unhonored Student

do when 1 finish erasing them. I
looked with astonishment at a de-
gree of perfection that was further
from me than Elizabeth Taylor.
This Signal 30, a glorious oppor-
tunity to return to Paradise, or a
normal life to anyone else, I want-
ed to obey. However, I was afraid
this tiger in my tank might really
turn out to be a tiger. Would this
slightly unusual occurrence happen
again? What was behind this phe-
nomenon? What would be the re-
sult of taking this manna from
heaven? Like the viewers of Pey-
ton Place, I was confused and un-
certain.

That night while I was asleep, I
had a dream that was 2 little out of
line. I dreamed that I was feeding
paper into the typewriter at the
speed a machinegunner feeds clips
into a machine gun, and that the
typewriter was devouring the paper
at the speed of light, then depos-
iting the clean, finished trash all
over me. This peculiar filing sys-
tem caused the rubble to so ac-
cumulate so as to make my exis-
tence slightly questionable, or in
other words, to drown me in pulp-
wood.

Then I awoke, assured by my
comfortable position under the bed,
and by the broken ear drums by
my gentle screaming, that I was
still alive. The typewriter, submer-
ged in mountains of neatly stacked
clean garbage, was perfectly mnor-
mal in appearance. The machine
was working at tremendous speed,
spewing out paper like a demented
dishwater, and forming pyramids
of papier-mache that threatened to
topple the Walls of Jericho around
me. Seeing as how everything was
all right, I took a sleeping pill,
repaired the hole where I had
tunneled through my bed, took a
half bottle of tranquilizers, and
then went back to bed as I did on
any other normal evening,

The next morning I awoke with

all was not right with the world,
1 started digging into the drifts
that reached the ceiling. After two
hours of this most routine exercises

I crawled above ground into the
sunlight and fresh air. After my
eyes had gotten adjusted to the
light, I surveyed my tidy, undis-
turbed bedroom. One bleary glance
proved to me that the Hoover Dam
had burst and Santa Claus had
come, delivering the Canadian
pulpwood mills intact to my humble
abode. Since this doesn’t happen
every day, I began to reappraise
the situation.

Possibly I was seeing pink ele-
hants as a result of having drunk
merely one case of beer the night
before. Maybe I was still in a sleep-
ing trance, and, like Alice in
Dreamland, didn’t have enough
to quit chasing a stupid white rab-
bit and wake up. It was possible
that my mind had warped, like
Goldfinger’s, from the strain of
trying to tranmslate too many
Chinese newpaper stories in the
wee hours of the morning. Or there
was the dreadful possibility that all
of this was actually happening, and
that Old Seratch was trying to pre-
pare me for the rock pile by mak-

ing me believe that I was off my
rocker when I wasn't. In moré
scientific terminology, maybe he
was making me look for birds in
bushes that weren’t there.

Unable to solve this uncompli-
cated dilemma, I decided to ignore
these trivial incidents and continue
to allow the typewriter to keep me
on Easy Street. I knew I could
rely on my tremendous courage,
clear, alert mind, and steady nerves
to enable me to Climb Every Moun-
tain. In other words, I felt my
goof balls, pep pills, and liquor
would see me through.

However, since my idea of fun
is not to wake up during the night
screaming like an odd-ball actor,
and since my valuable stockpiles
of spirits and beanies have been
dented heavily by these warped oc-
currances, I have come to you, the
members of the human race, to
tell you my story. I will fight on
the beaches, I will fight in the air,
1 will fight in the hills, I shall
never surrender, as I try to bring
the Mad Machine Affair under
control. Your assistance will per-
haps prevent me from fighting
Custer’s Last Stand. However, even
if ¥ go down with the ship, hu:
manity will have learned an eternal
lesson: never, but mnever, try to
read Chinese at three o’clock in
the morning, unless you are
Chinese!
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