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HOUSE REPODRT :

Firstly 1 would like to thank all those who have helped
to make Jagger the successful house that it is. Our staff-
membars, especially Mrae. McCormick, who is the head oFf our house,
as well as our house prefects, Clare Dixon, Marisnne du Tolit,
Diana Longmore and Georgina Thom, have at all times bean very
helpful and enthusiasstic in all our house activities.

Jagger has been very successful so far in our sporting
activities. As usual the inter-house gelas was the highlight
of the first term. Here Jagger msade & clean sweep, winning
both the swimming and diving cups. In additien te this, all
the individual cups were won by Jagger girls. Well done }
During the first term we also played inter-house tennis. Jagger
succeeded in winning this cup as well.

it the end af the second termwee had the inter-house hockey
and netball competitions, Jagger wes placed second in both of
these. Congratulations to Rolt who won the hockey and Berriman
who won the netball.

The only non=sporting inter-house activity which we hava
had so far this year, is the inter-house Public Speaking. Much
to our surprise; Jagger received the inter-house cup st the and
of the svening. Congratuleations to our speakers, all.af whom
gepoke excellently; especially Clere Jolly who won the cup for
the best speaker.

The inter-house magazine, music and squash competitions
will all take place during tha latter part of the third tercm.
For the first time, each house has to make up the words and tuna
of & house song for the music competitions. At the end of tha
year; the winner of the inter-house work will be determined.
Congratulations te Gill Austin and Elizebeth Hartnell-Beaves
who have consistently done well in their work.

As usual this year, ssch girl knitted a jersey which wera
then taken to 'CAFDA'® for distribution to the people in the Capa
Flats. As well as this, et the beginning of each term each
Jagger girl brings money Ffor school feeding as waell as money
for ather charities which wae Feel need ft. The money which wa
collected at the beginning of tha first two terms was sent to
the "Juaker Relief Fund' and the "Jan Krisel Homas for Epileptica’.

One of the nicest charactaristiecs of Jagger is the tremen-
dous house spirit of sll its membars. This house spirit has
inspired those representing Jegger to do their best. Good luck
to Jagger for next year and if the same spirit prevails, Jagger
can only go from strength to strength }

A.Adamsa,
(House Captain)
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HOCKEY &

As uasual, the inter-house hockey was a highlight of the season,
although it was sprung om us at the end of the second term, in=
gtead of during the third term. This made the svent all the
more exciting as none of the players had practised together be-
fore, and & happy day was @njoyed by all.

Wall dona Rolt, who won, but you will heve difficulty in
beating wuas next year | Well tried Marriman, who came third.

The following players were selected to enter trimls for
the Weatern Province Schools' Hockey Team: Barbara wan Alphen
Stahl, Alex Adams, Diana Longmore and Gillian Austin who reach-
ed the Final trials. Congratulations to Margot Maclachlan and
Margarat Binogue of Rolt who were selected for the team.

D. Longmore.

SOUASH:

We have had a very active squash season this year and matchaas
have been played against other schools. In addition to this,
& Few Jagger girls were among the Herschel girls who played in
the Western Province under 21 squash championships. To data
the following Jagger girls have played in the school teams:
Ceorgina Thom, Clare Dixon, Gillian Austin and Alex Adeams.

The inter-house sgquash will be played at the and of tha
third term. Jagger won the squesh cup last yasar, so we hopa
to repeat that performance this year | Good luck to the
Jagger squash team - we want to keep that cup on our shalf !

A. Adams .
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TENNIS:

The inter=house tennis competition proved to be very excitinmg
this year,; and great enthusiasm was shown by all the girls.

Jagger proved her strength by winning both the open and
under 15 sections, and thus the overall tournement. Aolt was
second and Merriman third in the under 15 section; and Merriman
was second and Rolt third in tha open section. Overall, Rolt
was second and Merriman third.

Congratulations to the players through whose sheer determ=
ination the tennis eup 13 now on our shelf.

The School Tennis Chespionships have been postponed until
tha fourth term; and wa wish our players good luck !

G. Thom,

SWIMMING :

Jagger proved again this year that it was the best house &t the
gala hald during the First tercm. e won both the swimming and
the diving by conwvincing marglins.

Congratulations to the Jagger girls who managed to win all
the individual cups as well, particularly to Isabel Smit who won
the Freestyle, Backstroke, Individuasl Medley and Swimser of the
Year cups. Judy Banghart won the cup For the Under 15 Individ-
ual Medley. Judy Wilson won the Butterfly Cup and Alex Adams
won the Breastroks Cup.

Michikle Mercorio won the Under 15 section of the diving,
and Elizsbeth Jeffery won the Open section, alsoc coming secand
in the school diving championships. Wall done !

Isabel Smit, Deanns Jeted, Judy Wilson, Michdle WMercorio
and Linda Swanepoel were awarded thelr swimming team badges .
Isabel was also awarded her swimming colours. We are very proud
to have Isabel in our house, as she was chosen to swim in the
Inter=Provincial Schools' swimming gala.

GCood luck to next year's team. Let's see IF vyou can do
as wall next year s you did this year !

A. Adams
(Captain)
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THE GYM CLUB¢:

The members of the Gym Club are all wvery keen and we are very
pleasead about all the new apparatus the school has inwvested in,
which is very carefully looked after.

Far the past few wesks awveryone has been working hard
practising for a gym competition which Mies Kable is organising,

although the floor seguence, which we have to prepare ourselves,

is causing guite a problem For many pecple: We all like the
apparatus work far morae !

I think that on behalf of all Jagger Cym Club Bembers, I can

seay a hearty "three cheers® for Miss Kable for all she is doing
For us.

J.Wilmon.

. I. X. (Movement in Christ)

This year has been a busy one for M.[.X. In January four of
the commities members went to Froggy Pond to attend a leader-
ship conference which taught us & lot and provided differesnt
ideas for leading our Scripture Union group. e have held =
number of meetinga during the year with some extremely inter-
esting wisiting speakers and also some en joyable singing groups.
Biss Brown has helped us & lot by taking Bible Studies in the
chapal from time to time, and we are very grateful to her.

Our thama fFor this term is that of "Missionary Flelds'. s
have started holding M.I1.X, meetings during rest which enabled
many more girls to come. The first wasa film about the Lepsr
Missions, which was most enjoyed, and then =& talk about the
activities of 'Lifeline' was given in the chapel. As many mors
attend these mestings, we plan to continue holding them during
rest, and we welcome all our newcomers.

0 Longmore.
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THE CHOIR:

This year has been a busy and interesting one for the Choir.
About Fifteen girls sanmg in the GCilbert and Sullivan Operetta
ifirates of Penzance', on atage, whileothers sang in a sitting
chorus. The play was produced by Mr. Slater and took place
at Bishops. it was great fum and emjoyed by all who took part.
@e then got down to some much more serious work preparinmg to
ging with the CAPAB Drchestra ak the Nico Malan QOpera House.
Wa sang an early work of Clawude Debussy entitled 'La Demolsella
Elue" . Of course it wes sung in French which was quite an
undertaking, for several memberas of the choir do not take French
and found pronunciationm difficult ! Much patience and many
rehearsals were reguired for this performance to take place and
be a success.

e wasted no time after this, but started rehearsimg for
our luneh=hour performance held in the Foyer of the WNieo Malan.
We had great fun learning and singing Philip Cannon'sa '"Songs to
Delight.* Soma of the words are real tongue-twisters and we had
only just perfected them before we sang. We no lonmger hawve our
choir practices im the hall becausa Miss Sweet's music room has
been enlarged, carpeted and well supplied with chalrs. e now
get & much better idea of our volume and enjoy singing in com=
fortable surroundings.

A small Chamber Choir was sté&rted this year. Practices
are held on Wednesday mornings. Before there was a carpet in
the room, we brought our toweles &long, lay on the Floor and got
our diasphragms to work, or tried to anyway ! The Chamber Choir
sang four songs alone at the Lunch Hour Concert before the Main
Choir sang; on the 16th August. A few choir badges were awarded
in thea second term, for good service to the choir. The Following
Jagger girls received them; Elizabeth Aitchison, Diana Longmors
and Patricia Thom.

e have sung at several weddings this year which we all
en joy. It was an honour to be asked to sing at Harry Lawrence's
funeral at 5t. Saviour's Chureh, in April.

On the whole, this year has been both successFul and enjoy=
able. We now look forward to the Carol Serviece, the highlight
of evary year.

E. Aitchison.
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THE M. A.D. CLUB:

Art has been introduced to the Music and Drama Club, hence
the new name: Music,Art and Drema (B.A.D.) Club,

Thanks to Ers.5affery and Mrs.Popham-5Smith, the mestings
this yesar have been succesaful and en joyed by all. It appears
that no-one really knows how hard Mrs.Pophem-Seith works, but
if it wasn't for her, we would not have such & super tea after-
wards. OF course Mrs.5affery is aluays busy B8hnd more aften
than not, after school, the hall is being used for rehearsals.
Several postings and paintings were on display too 8t the last
maating.

Girls who safg in the "Pirates of Penzance', put ofn by
School House of Bishops, sang saveral songe in their gay cos-
tumes. There were several small plays, pianoc solos and some
very interesting improvisations. Jagger hmas some excellant
actresses - Elizebeth Hartnell-HBeavis took part in a play at
HBishops; Alida Lebia and Clare Jolly are a wital part of =
M:A.D: Club evening with their songs from 'The Boyfriend' and
'Haelly Dolly"' accompanied by Elizabeth Jeffery on the "honky
tonk' piano. Ue also have talented guitarists, pianists and
vocalista. Ne doubt we have artists too !

B.A.D, Club hopes to put om a wery successful and palish-
ed performance at the end of this term and we wish them luck
with it @

E. Altehison.

JUNIOR TOWN COUNCIL 1973:

The Junior Town Council consists of Standard 9 pupilas froms
spproximastely twenty five schools in the Cape Peninsula.

Our First project; s Poetry and Folk evening, was hald on
Z29th March at Groote Schuur HoBr School. Itwas a grest success
and the money raised was sent to the Arguas Teach Fund.

The Mayor and Mayoress Ffor this year, David Simon and
Nelia wan Wyk, hawve helped us decide on wvarious projectas for
this term.

e have planned a Reunion Dance for all past members as
well as a filem evening for the aged. Brea.kantey showsd us =
film on pollution and told we what i®s being done about pollution
in Cape Town, A Rotary Exchange Student, Kym Stacy, spoke to
us about the education system in his town, Adelaide, of the prob-
lemg of his State and told us something about Australia gener-
ally. Br.GCordon wvan Rooyan gave us a most interesting and asus-
ing talk on Radio and Broadcasting, and about his work. Tha
Mayor has invited us on & "know your City"' tour during the Sept-
ember holidays which should prove very interesting.

The Junior Town Council is most interesting and well worth
the time.

E. Jaffery.
C. Jolly.
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A LETTER FROM AN EXCHAMGE STUDENT .

I can distinctly remember sitting alone For tweo hours
in the Sydney airport and wondering quite what I had lest my =
self in for by applying for and being accepted as an Exchange
Student. I can honestly say now that it is something I shall
naver regret or forget and I do not think any successfal appli-
cant eould truthfully say that he has not enjoyed himself.

From the moment [ set foot on New Zealand soil and met
my first 'Dad' and families of my hosting club and all the Kiwis
I have met - of which there have been literally thousands - have
besn great and have really made me feel a2t home. I have to ad-
mit that I am beginning to feel like a Kiwi myself - though I am
not likely to forget that I am & South Africen - and according
to my genuine family I have picked up the New Zealand accent.
Talking about accents, I have been accused of having anything
from an Aussie to an American sccent and it has only once or
twice been correctly pinpointed.

While I am here, I live with three femilies, all in the
Wellington area, and consequently have three Kiwi 'Mums' and
‘Dads', six brothers and three sisters (one in esch family) and
numarous aunts, uncles; etc. Here the school year has thres
terms, so | cen change families mach term. In mach Family my
sister goes to the same school as [ do. The school we go to is
Queen Margearet College which, like Herschel, is a private girls'
church school; the only difference being that Q.M.C. is =&
Presbyterian school. All the girls from kindergarten to the
Tth form (roughly equivalent te our Post Matric) are in the same
buildings and in all there are about six hundred girls. Thea
facilities - perticularly the sciences - at Q.M.C. are wondar-
ful. I em in the 7th form and I am taking Maths, Physice,
chemistry, English and Typing. To get university entrance
(eguivalent to our Matric and is taken in the 6th form) one has
to take 5 subjects and of these pass 4, including English. The
school has a house system similar to the one st Herschel, with
aach house named after a Scottish Castle. One great difference
1 do find betwean Herschel and }.B.C. is the comparative lack of
house and school spirit. As well as this, wery little interest
is shown in school sporting activities and this sesems to be CLELE
aral in most schools. Sport is not compulsery hera.

During school holidays and wvarious weekends, I have
managed to cover a grest deal of Mew Zealand territory. During
the May holideys Rotary arranged a trip to the South Island for
all the Exchange Students in the distriet - 14 Americans, 2 South
Africans and 1 Japanese as well as some New Zealanders. The
people just made the trip and we had a fantastic 10 day tour
around the Island. The scenary in New Zealand, particularly
down South, is besutiful and | always think 1 am looking at a
chocolate box picture. Wa had some wonderful experiences, saw
some magnificent scensry and had some hilarious evenings.

Damien, the other South African, and I even taught the others Jan
Pisrewiet and Ag Pleez Daddy ! I have alse done a fair amount
of travelling around the North Island and I will be going as Far
North as possible with the family of tha girl we had to stay with
us in Kimberley last year. During the mid-term break I want to
a8 beautiful place called Taupo and went up Bount Ruacphu where I
had my first attempt at snow ski-ing. Needless to say, I spent
more down than up, but nevertheless 1 thoroughly enjoyed mysalf.

I have done some talking et Rotary Clubs and schools. A
few achools hawve arranged International Days and we spend the day
at the school talking to the various classes. People here are
generally wvery interested to hear about South Africa. It is a
sub ject sbout which they have heard much (through the Press dur-
ing the tour issue, etc.) but know very little.

I do hope that you are all having = good year and that
many get a similar opportunity of enjoying yourself as much as I am,

Shédn Adams.
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DEBATING SOCIETY:

The debating Society has been fairly active this year.
Two debates have been held against Bishops and one against
Wynberg. Last term forum discussions were held. One motion
was ' Public Demonstrations are not Justified'! Clemmie
Robinson put forward a point that provokted much discussion.

The Inter-House Fublic Speaking Competition was held om
Friday, 17th August; Mr. Lee, The Wanderer from 'The Argus',
and Mrs. Saffery, were the judges. Standard's & and 7 held
discussion groups. The speakers were J. Wilson, J. Franck,
C. Beer and 5. Gant. Their topic was 'Spiders' and they
were the winners of their section. The Standard 8's who
spoke for '"Just a Minute' were 5. Allen and L. Anstee; rep-
resenting Jagger. Merriman won this with Jagger second.
Standard's 9 and 10 were given Fersuasion Talks. Marianne
du Toit and Clare Jelly represented Jagger. Jagger won this
gection and Clare was given the cup for the beast speaker of
the evening, while Marianne was placed second.

Congratulations to all our speakers who were the over=
all winners with 117 points |

E« Jeffery

Fage
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THE MATRIC DANCE s

Long before "D day™ spirits and ideas had been soaring and a
Fewverish excitemant had been hovering in the air while attire
and decorations ware being discussed.

During the ten=-day holidays; little groups of busy bees
congragated at various houses to do the painting of the wall
panels. Until the last minute, indecision reigned ms we
thought of "suitable® partners for such s grand affair. Bhan
the invitations had been sent off, the replies were swaited
with sagerly growing impatience as the léth of April approached.
All our rest periods were devoted to sitting in the study and
discussing the thems and, after many suggesations (and soma-
times rather heated arguments) we settledon Tahiti, with it's
sunny shores, rich greenery and exotic Mumu girls.

The days flew by and the last part of the holidays were
moatly spent in last-minute Fittings and painting sessions,
On Friday, l3th, Dr. Silberbauer and the staff kindly gave us
the afterncon off to put up the decorations. We worked sol-
idly until 10 p.m., only taking @ break to munch & sandwich.
Although the hall was not completely ready,. we were pleased
with our efforts and very few of us managed to get a good
night's sleep thanks to mingled excitement and nervousness.
Summing-up the decorations : B huge Fishing-net was strung
up abeve the gallery and to this were attachad creepers and
crépe flowers. Over the stage; an orangy=-coloured sunset
added & mellow touch to the large amount of greenery all owver
the hall. The wooden bars were hidden From view by an snor=
mous still=1ife of aTehitian banquet and, two "moonlit-basch®,
gceanes added the romantic atmosphere to the bright 1llumination
by various coloured light bulbs.

On Saturday, at about 6.15p.m., a get-togather was arranged
at a friend's in Kenilworth. This enabled ua to get to know
each other's partners and conseguently " broke the ice ".
Promptly at 7.30 p.m.; we arrived at achool, where Dr. Silber=
bauesr and her husband were waiting to greet us at the main
entrance while the photographer "clicked" incessantly.

We briskly settled ourselves at our respective tables
and watched the members of staff arrive, while we drank punch.
When Piggies' Discothlgue got the music started, everyone
made an energetic dash for the dance Floor and only the del-
icious smell of Brs G.R., McLachlan's "Hawaasian Chicken" had
the power to attrect us beeck to our tables. The menu coneie-
ted of Hewaajan chicken accompanied by salads made by Mrs.
Arailey and wvegetable moulds made by our "fin cordan-blau®,
Mrs Bond-Smith. lce=cream and fruit saled preceeded coffee
and more dancing. On this point, I think we owe & word of
thanks to the many mothers who helped with this light and
yet delicious meal. Piggies' Discothdque alsomade a good job
of blending fast tunes and slow ones so0 as to please everyone
prasant.

After a very successful evening in which both the staff
and matriculants seemad to be enjoying themselves to the core,
everyone took leave, tired amd yet happy. The dance was
followsd by an after-party at Linda Storch Nielsen's and the
number had reasonably diminished by the time we reached Bridgit

Borton's for breskfast. Incredible though it may seem, some

of us J ...
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THE MATRIC DANCE: (continued)

of us aven had the strength to drag our partners back to
school and take down all the decorations, at 10 o'clock an
Sunday morning 1

On Monday, everything was back to normal again and except
for the continual chatting on the subject, not a soul would
have dresmed that we'd had our matric dance that weekend !

G.Hardy.
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Gilbert.

It was Monday at last, badminton day, so I could wear
my newly ecquired denim shorts to echool. I rather fancied
the shorts because tLey kept my fat thighs from rubbing
against each other when I ran, and today Faul 0'Reegan
would notice me, | wes Bure. ] peddled furiocusly into the
school gsates and rammed my bicycle into the stand, and,
concentrating on being really casual, I sauntered acrogs
the termac to the classroom.

1 stubbed my toe on the step and stumbled in in a
most undignified manner, and Paul ('Reegan said in a
magnificient voice - "look who'se wearing shorts today!"
An irritating blush wobbled over my double chin and spread
ecross uy face. ] bleated out a greeting addressed to
everyone in general and my heart sang because he'd noticed,
A8 1 unpacked my homework I remembered, with all the wisdom
of my eleven years, aot to be obviously pleased, because
men like to chase, not to be chased.

1l settled down to arrange my pencil case when my
tilted chair was shatteringly brought to earth, and Paul
O'Reegan leaned over me, 80 close that I hoped Lynda Bishop
was locking andsaid something to me. I looked up slowly,
blinked my eyes to flutter my eyelashes and, with my pencil
in my mouth said, "Huh?"™

He said again - more loudly this time,"Did you meanage
to do your arithmetic?" "Oh yes," I ussured him. "Well,
kid, will you do mine, 'cos I was busy?" "0.K. Bring your
books and I'll help you."™ He pulled up a chair, tipped it
back, stretched his legs, and stared at my side view while
I lovingly wrote the sums out, and casuslly slid the book
across the desk to him.

We all marched outaide under the jacaranda tree for
assembly, and sang, "Goodbye Sweetheart” with heartmoving
sincerity. I remembered the days when we used to sing
hymns &nd say prayers, but the hew head had changed all that
because the Indian children did not sing hymns, so these
days we sang jolly songs instead. As hecread the familiar
atory about chicken-licken, I examined the back of Gilbert's
head. He was & helf-cast; with tightly curling reddish-
black hair, and & fudgy-coloured skin. His ears stick out,
and he had beautiful eyes, and & voice that was deep one
minute, and squeaky the next. He liked me, I knew, but
Paul was much nicer.

Oo the way to badminton Lynda sat next to Paul! I was
deeply engrossed in my hate, but still felt triumphant when
Faul picked me to be in his badminton team. He called me
over to where Mr. Philips was standing and told me to take
the steel rimmed racquet. A8 I bant over to pick it up,
David, Paul's best friend grabbed it from me. Paul leapt
to my defence. "C'm arn - Ladies first, David. 3he got it
first and don't be 80 rude anyway." I could not believe my
ears - here was Peuul ('Reegan shouting at his best friend
in my defence. I clutched the racquet to me, and floated
away with Paul fellowing. Then he firmly took Mr. Philip's
raquet away from me, aad replaced it with hie own decrepit
one. My heaven wag shattered, snd I played hopelescly.

We got back to school in time for break, and Paul
wolfed my sandwiches bLecause he was hungry and had
forgotten his lunch. "Oh, yeah - I've been meaning to talk
to you kid. I dunne if you know, but Gilbert has got a
crusah on you." My heart sank at the thought, because
competition was definitely & deterreat. "0Oh -7" "Well,
tomorrow he is going to give you a present - he has been
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saving up for it. "0h - I like presents,™ I said pointedly
"yell, what are you going to do about it?" "But youre not
going to take it, are you?™ "why not*" I maid. "He is
black, that's why, " he said, and got up and walked acrcoss
to Lynda. 1 walked slowly home, pushing my bike, to give
me more time to think. Once I was home, tea diastracted me,
and, ]l forgot about my monstrous problem until I opened my
desk on Tuesday morning.

There, on my composition book lay a gaudy piece of
red glasa the size of a large potato, suspended on & yellow
gold chain. 1 was delighted - until I saw Paul perched
on Mr. Fhilip's desk, staring at me very pbviously.

I picked up my reby necklace, and methodically broke
the chain and threw it down on the floor.

I cannot recall how the day passed, but at lunch time
] ran outside and sped home, and collapsed into my Mother's
arms and wept.

Paul O'Reegan left our mine soon afterwards, but to
this day I feel a terrible guilt whenever I over-casually
wave to Gilbert when I see him.

N. du Toit.
Standard 10.
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The Blind Man.

Higa clumsy fingere ran up his walking stick

Feeling the greins of wood in his sensitive silence.
The pirk air wisped the sutumn leaves round his feet,
Blank passers-by glanced at him with shallow pity.

A smell figure cast a shadow over his feet,
In a senseleas silence he called out.

The child ran away
In fear of the blindness of an o0ld man and & nation.

History.

The child hed received many toys.

dhe, unlike the toys, grew older.

In bher age she would rock gently in the chair
And remember her childhood.

Climbing over rocks to slide into mud,

Dancing and leughing,

Spending Sunday afternocons in her bedroom to rest,
Climbing down the creeper to reach her friends.

Jhe clung to her past
Like & generetion to its history,
But still the toys did not grow.

J. 3cott - Knight
Standard 8.

The Butterfly.

A wriggle,

3till again.

The covering is wettened.

A black '"blob' penetrates
Becoming larger and larger.
Delicate wet lege emerge.
Then & wrinkled bundle of soft tissue,
Stuck to the wall.
Overlapping wings unfold
And the sun warms

A newly-natched outterfly!

T. Douglas-Hamilton
Standard 8.
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&glinda.

Belinds, Belinda, Belinda!
Why don't you listen

to the sound of your name 7
I've repeated it over

and over again.

You stupid bird, Belinda's your name!
Won't you try, juast once,
to say it 7

It's really quite easy,

80 don't delay it.

Instead of just chirp,
Flease try to say
B=E=L—-1=-MN-=D=a!

M. Bettison.
Standard 6.

Today.

She comes in laughing,

Tossing her head of curls as she walks.
What could bring her here,of all placea?
Oh sorry,

He's standing next to her,

Hair hanging in tengles down his leather jacket
Framing his forlern dead-pan face.

She neat and trim, he .....

Jorry, it simply dosen't go.

She looks around apprehensively

Not gquite knowing what to think.

The air is stale,

The light dim,

The music underground.

Suddenly, although not rougnly,

Ehe's '"tzken'.

The neadle goes deep!

Unusual 7 HO

It happens here every day.

M. Frenck.
Standard 8.
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A Voyage of Discovery by Bartholomew Diaz.

Bartholomew Diaz stood at the rails of his ship
looking thoughtfully into the sea below him. The Baea,
glistening, azure blue, moved gently, cradling the ship in
its greet weiting arms, like & mothdr her babe. Diaz
smiled, for on that voyage he had experienced the aea in
a lese amjable frame of mind on more that one occasion.

He had seen it whipped into an angry, surging mass of foam
and spray, like & wild and furious monster at the kill. He
smiled again, but this time recalling that day in 1487 when
he had set pail accompanied by two other ships, full of hopes
to round the tip of Africa and if possaible find the trade
route to the Emst. Indeed, he had reason to smile, for his
hopes had been far from shattered. His expression changed

to one of contentment almost self-satisfection and his eyes
became glazed, distant, as he recalled the events of the
voyage.

At the start of the voyage, the winds had been
favourable and the ships had made excellent progress. Quite
naturally, hopes scared high, for who could prevent himself
from being excited by the prospects of eadventure &nd
discovery which lay ahead. The Gold and Ivory coasts were
paseed, and the Cape Cross. A little south of Cape Cross
the ships had anchored and the men gone ashore. O0On
Christmea Day, Diaz had erected a pillar with a cross on the
top at Angre Pequena. After they had put to sea again. they
had run into a fierce storm which hed raged for thirteen days.

When Diaz reached this paint in his recollection, he
frowned and looked disbelievingly at the sea crawling below
him. How. could a thing change its form, ita appearance to
such an extent as this ever-moving, expanse of water was able
to? He thought of those long anxious days he had spent
directing his men to the beat of his ability, while all
around the storm had raged, relentless and neverending.
Eowever the storm had eventually subsided, and his face:
cleared as his thoughts moved on, leaving the storm far
behind.

During the storm they had been blown Bouthwards and out
of sight of land. Diaz ordered the ships to turn eastwards
to try to find the coeat again. The shipa sailed in thia
direction for three days, but still no lend was sighted.
Realizing that the tip of Africa must have been passed, Diaz
ordered the ships to sail northwerds, with the result that
on 3rd February, 1488 land was sighted to the north.

Diez's fagg.o g more broke into a smile as a picture
of the relief g¥ﬂh?§ crew pessed through his mind. He
remembered how gecretly relieved he himself had been, for
it can be disconcerting for even the greatest of people to
belost in & sea of which little is known, after apparently
miesing the most southerly piece of land known to exist.

To ensure that the coastline went north-east to India,
Diaz pailed to the Great Fish River, and wes then forced to
turn beck and return to Fortugel by his tired officers and
men.

On toneir wey home they passed the Cape which they hed
missed during the great storm. Diaz named the Cape,; Cato
Tormentose, the Cape of Storms.
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Diaz looked up, wonderingly how EKing Johan would react
to the good news. He was proud and heppy, for King John
had given him the money to build the three ships, and he had
proved worthy of the confidence that had been bestowed upon
him. He took & last look at the shimmering sea which crawled
over the horison like a retreating army, opened his cabin door
and entered.

J . Thomas.
3tandard 8.
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he Devil.

The devil ran, dancing, leaping over the wveld.

A8 he ran he grew and fed,on hia way.

His cloek hissed end crackled as it trailed behind him
leaving his dark, charred mark.

He laughed as he pegsed and his forked tail danced
here and there over the veld.

He raced up trees and covered them with his cloak
S0 they blazed briefly before he continued

But then he weakened and died

leaving his dark charred mark.

M. Adam.
Standard 7.

Hulidggn‘

We broke up from school with & terrible roar
We couldn't endure it for one moment more.
Then seizing our shrimp-nets, luggege =nd tea,
We rushed to the stetion to go to the sea.

When we got to the station we heard & great shout

end there was poor Dad with his head poking out.
Quite flustered he looked, but he'd kept & cogch free
S50 we could all be together on our way to the gea.

When we got to the coast, how we all tumbled out;
Sleepy and sticky, tired and worn out.

But we soon felt alright again once we'd had tea
and rushed with our surfbosrds, down to the sea !

D. Douglas - Hamilton
Standerd 7.

Junrise.

Fog rises,

Stara fall,

Clouda blush,

And the Frost kindles away.

R. Howell.
Standerd 7.
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Watar.

For months, the land has lain under the harfsh clutch
of drought. Fermers have lived in despair from day to day
with new hopes for rain, while their crops and liveatock
steadily die. Everything wilts under the weight of heat and
dirt; and nothing has the stirength toc move.

But one day, with a clap of thunder, life begins to
geep into the parched earth. Nature springs alive to the
soft sound of rein and the trees and flowers again lift
themselves up. The muddy streams trickle down to the
river, which ewellas to overflowing ae it bubbles through
forests and plains. Fish dart around beneath the surface,
and ducks float leisurely along the cool shady expanses.
The sun filtera through the branches and the river becomes
deppled with sparkling light.

Suddenly, with no warning, the river tumbles down a
steep and rocky gorge. Splashes of spray like glistening
fireworks, stream skyward &as the water thunders to the
ground in frothy torrenta. A bright rainbow appears as the
sunlight catches the spray, and for one breathtaking moment,
the waterfall becomes magical.

Gradually, the river becomes slower and quister. A
few young boys eplash around in the shallowse with canoes
and balls, and & happy, holiday &ir prevaila. The sun
sinks lower as the last mournful cries of river birds are
heard, and several sea-gulls circle above. The river is
nearing the end of its journey, and will soomn be lost in
the endless ocean.

The sound of waves suddenly fills the air, and from
the crest of & sand-dune, the ses stretchea out to eternity.
Untouchable and uncontrollable, it lies imn the rich glow of
gunset. In the distance, silhouetted in black, a lone
rider canters homewards, with the sound of splashing water
all around him.

S0 ends the path of the river, and how dull and life-
less our world would be without it.

E. Hartnell-Baavis
Standard 8.
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Ancient America.

On & hot day in November 1839 John Lloyd Stephens
and his two native helpers dug up a statue from the forest
floor of the Honduran Jungle in America. Victor W.von
Hagen wrote that Stephens wes the founder of "a new world,
& new science - American archeclogy - which came into
existence."

He weas no etranger to travel or fame. He had already

Ltravelled through Europe, the Njear gast, Arabia, and
Israel, writing two lovely travel bookes about these
places, which brought him wealth and fame.

He 8till wanted to travel - he still had "itchy feet."
On his visit to London he learned about a strange ruined
city in Mexico City celled Palengue. He later learned of
two more cities Uxmal and Copan. He wanted to investigate
these places.

The public took little notice of his interest in these
places. Scientists told him that the Indians had never
progressed beyond savagery. He searched for information
about these places, but found little. He set sail, with
an artist friend, Frederic Catherwood, for Central America,
Debarking in Guatemala, hecwent in search of Copan.

Copan was & sickly village of mud-walled huts. A netive
guide let them through the jungle to a riverbank, across
which stood & hundred-foot-high wall. This was the
boundary of ancient Copan.

They crossed the river and climbed over the wall to
find themselves =zmong the "fallen relics of a forgotten
civilization! Between thick woods they found a monument,
sculptured om all four sides. These monuments were works
of art. HNo savage could ever have carved those stones. The
Indians did not know who had made them.

Jometime before A.D.900 these people became extinct.
Copan lay desolate, buried by the Honduran Jungle for a
thousand years until it was disturbed by Stephens and
Catherwood. No-one knew who had lived there or what had
happened to them.

The two explorers, reluctantly, went to explore the
other cities. Within two years Copan, Falengue, Uxmal,
Chichen, Itza and forty other ruined Mayan cities were
discovered by 3Jtephens and Catherwood.

Stephens was absolutely mystified about these places.
These two explorers suffered hunger,malaria, insect attagks,
eéxtreme physical discomfort and pear death to find out more

“iepnens wrote many books about these places.

Unknown to him, many doors were now opened to the ook of
Mormon. They learnt that these ancient people really had
lived. DBut who were they? Where did they come from® What
had happened to them? Many pecple thought that they had
come Lo America by boat and it has now been proved that
boats did sail from Asia to America.

It was discovered that these ancient people were
energetic, talented, and very religious.

Evidences show that at this same time other civilized
people suffered the same sbrupt end as the Mayas. A dark
age fell over Central America.



When John Lloyd Stephens started digging in Copan,
he did not know any of this, but somehow he sensed the
importance of his discoveries.

John Lloyd Stephens' accomplishmente will forever
stand as a physicel testimony of a past American
civilization.

D. Cathecart=James.
Standard 9.



The Rein-gutter.

From the rain-gutter

emerged & small, bleck figure -
A cat.

She hed & white bib on her front,
Her fur wes mangled

end bher ears were torn.

She scrambled across the debria
and cravwled onto the pavement
while the cere whisked past

in & blur of apeed.

She returned with a piece of stale bread
and & morgel of meat

which dangled from her mouth.

Her deily errands for food to feed
her hungry kitten

wearied her, but she was proud of
her esingle ofspring.

As she hurried back to the gutter
she side-stepped & heavy boot

end scempered into the weiting hole
The kitteno rushed out to meet her
end in his ecstasy

rushed into the road -

A car skidded past
and its tires
crushed

the frail Lody

to & soft and
bloody pulp

J. Benghart.

Standard T.
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MAGIC IN THE TEMPEST

(Shakespeare)
Magic, which today is only a matter of curiosity, was a subject
of importance in the sixteenth century, involving life and death
to both practitioners and victims. Consequently, the very full
use of it in Shakespeare's "Tempest” would have a much greater
effect on the auvdience than can bhe [elt nowadays.
There existed two different kinds of magic!: a maleficent one,
represented by witchea and wizards, and a beneficent one, formed
from the study of the supernatural and often wvsed in acientifie
research. vne can fimd both types inm the play, where they form a
contrast, that of the witeh sycorax, very partially developed,
and that of Prospero, very fully developed. Sycorax was an ally te
the devil, who gave her power over the air with her invisibility
and swiftness of motion, but all her evil work resulted only imn
her banishment and death.
un the other hand, Prospero could thank only his mental astute-
neas for greater powers, for he did not get them through any
other sauce. Ariel came on the ascene, Prospero’'s lack of wisdom
indirectly led him to banishment, but after this he had gained
only greater akill and control over the air. Whilst Sycorax the
witch wused her powers in harmful ways, to torture Ariel for ex-
ample, Frospero only used his for good: his own restoration te the
throne, the welfare of his daughter Miranda, the repentance of
Alonso, King of maples, and punishment for those who had betrayed
him in his earlier life.
The accessories of magic vsed by Prospero are, the robe, the wand
and his books on the subject. e repeatedly puts on or takes off
his magic robe, according to whether he has work to do as a
magician or an ordinary man.
Little mention is made of Prospero"s wand, except in Scene Two of
Act | where he disarma Ferdipand, the Eing's son, accusing him of
falsely giving himself the title, and, of being a spy. He leaves
him atanding magic-bound and helpless to the sorrow and grief of
miranda, who has already fallen madly in love with rerdinand.
Frospero's books are his chief power and these he buries "deeper
than did over plummet sound" (Scene One of Act V). His robe
represents hisa dominion over mortals, his wand the instrument of
power and his books, the knowledge he has of the supernatural.
The spirits summoned by ariel, rrosperc's airy spirit, may be
known as those of fire, air, earth and water. According to Ariel's
orders, these spirits torment or tease either Caliban or what
appear to be the only unhappy survivors of the ship-wreck. Waler
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spirits and elves appear in the masque, summoned by Prospero to
“hestow upon the eves of this young couple some vanity of mine
art” (Scene One of act IV). Ariel also summons divinities such as
Ceres, Ilris, Juno, and the thunder, music, nolses; airs of which
the island is full, also belong to the air. On the contrary, the
goblins, dogs and hounds which plague Caliban and Company are
apirits of the earth.

Another type of magic which Frospero used, is in materialistic
performances such as the introduction and disappearance of the
banquet, the line of garments which tempt Caliban, Trincule and
Stephanc, the arrival and dance of the nympha and the magic circle
in which the courtiers are held charmed.

Thus, the structure and action of the play depend almost entirely
on magic. A clever distinction is made to show the evil of witch=
craft and the good of magic, and the effects they can produce.
Strange sounds stir up emotiona, thunder and lightning being used
to announce evil, and sweet music to announce good. The mystery
of the vnknown preévails in almoat every scene as the banguet,
goddesses, spirita, hounds and garments appear from strictly no-
where and mysterioualy vaniash.

Without magic, “The Tempest" loses the only attraction which keepas
both readers' and spectators' eyes riveted to it.

E-I Eard;r.
standard 10
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There was an old man from Calcocutta
Who had & most terrible stutter,

For no one on earth

From England to Perth

Haed heard him a clear sentence utter.

C. Robinson.
Standard 9.

There was once a mo8t annoying prefect
Who had the most terrible defect!
She'd punish and be ruthless

But now she is toothless -

Thie is just a warning to all prefects!

A. Llabila.
Standard 9.

Two_Lovebirds

Twe lovebirds did Bill and Coo,
SJeid one to the other

"I'm in love with you}™

Said the other,

"My dear,

I very much fear,

I can live very well without you!"™

P. Olver.
Standard 6.

Hate.

Chalk in her hand,
Teacher waiting

Chalk on the bomrd,
Teacher waiting

Huler in her hand,
Child waiting

Ruler coming down,
Child hating.

K. Philip.
Standard 6.
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An Incredible Sight.

The most ineredible sight I have ever seen was & beach full
of turtles.

At the time of their breeding they swarm out of the sea
in theéer millions. They usually all tiry to keep to the
same spot il it is large enough. Although their strong
flippere enable them to swim swiftly in the sea, they have
to struggle on the land. If they fall upsidedown on their
gemi-circular, hard shells, they have difficulty in turning
to the correct side again.

When they find an unoccupied space on the beach they
dig & hole with their flippers. It is into these holes that
they lay over a hundred eggs, only a little smaller then &
normal chicken egg. FPractically every square foot of the
beach is occupied.

When the laying is completed they cover the eggs with
& thin layer of sand. Then begins the struggle back to
sea. Many collisions take place as the beach is so
crowded. Often a turtle which is still laying has the
experience of 'someone' climbimg over her back. When they
reach the sea they swim away leaving the eggs for ever.

after a time the eggs hatch. Less than ome third,
ranging down %o four or five eggs, hatch. OQut of them
come baby turtles of not more than three inches in length.

When able to slither slong, the baby turtles head for
the sea. There are etill dungers to face on the way. When
near the sea, an unfortumate baby turtle, om it last urge
to freedom, may be picked up by a bird of prey. As their
shells are atill soft, they may be digested easily.

The turtles grow rapidly in size and their shells
harden. 3Joon tHey will be back when it is time for them to
lay their egge again.

Tessa Douglas-
Hamil ton
StandardB.
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Feace.

Night falls slowly, Boitly,

After the trying heat of the day.
Death comes to the man

For whom it ia & relief

To be slipping into quiet darkness.

€. Jolly.
Standard 9.

I am not yet Born.

] am not yet born

Frotect me

from wild enimals that tear people apart,
from fierce men wno roam around the streets
murdering people, =

from being thrown into deep ocean

and drowning,

from diseese and from starvation.

] am not yet borm

provide me

with & warm house eand loving parents,
with ears to hear, and eyes to ses,
with hands to feel and legs to walk
and a happy life. iAmen.

L. Swanepoel.
Standard 6.

Jhe Bird.

It wings its way

through the cloudless aky.

A strange feeling bursts

and lets out & sigh.

Heve you thought about & bird 7

I it fascinated

by the graceful strength

torusting itself through & painted sky.

M. Mercorio.
Standard 6.



TOMMY 'S5 CAFE

Tommy's café = what an original name for a shop, but Tommy's caflé
i# the one small thing that makes our neighbourhood what it is.
It's an old shop, but that you can see by it's appearance; and
haa been there ever since Mum was a child and lived in the house
in which our family now livea.

A8 vou walk in you notice a shabby limo floor, bot who worriea
about the floor if wyou can get what you want, when you want it,
and apart from anything else the atmosphere is lovely, so relaxed.
Behind the counter you see an old man, his face hidden by years
of growth, his hands gnarled but in his eyes is a twinkle of
warmth. This is the original Tommy, Tommy who Knows exactly who
had the latest baby in the neighbourhood, and has always a Tew
good old yarna to tell, Without him Tommy's café& would not be, for
after all he is part of the shop.
The counter is lined with boxes and boxes of cheap sweets, and a
large ice=box full of delicious=looking ice-creams.
Upposite the counter is a separate table for bread and cales (the
best in town I might add) made daily by the faithful hands of Mrs.
Tommy and daughter. mext to the bhread table is a high wooden
stand, used for hanging candy-flosa,. This adds a lovely towch of
colour to the shop, and is always an expensive item for Mum as the
children can't resist it.
Next is the newspaper rack, which | must admit is the only thing
which i8 a continual mess - people just do not pick up papers
which they drop. mevertheless the papers are always sold.
The fruit stand is Tommy's pride, and no wonder; the fruit hrought
in from the country daily is farm fresh and beautifully displayed.
The lettuces are always crisp, and the grapes alwayvas firm. Every-
thing is displayed on racks and this is the one part of the shop
which is supervised solely by Tommy. mobody elsd is allowed to
serve fruit to customers and nobody interferes. Explicit direct-
ions are given as to how the onions should be fried and not to
cook the guavas; and | might say these directiona are very good.

4 love the atmosphere, who worries about old lino floors, and
lﬂhn: ceilinga, and newapapera lying on the [loor, not to ment=
ion the continual sound of Charles Fortune commentating on the
geod cricket or rather weather at mewlands!
The quality of goods is excellent and the mervice good, and it
does make you feel good to he greeted, “Hallo mrs. Cooper, so nice
to see you again, | heard you were down with a touch of '"flue.”™
But the best thing about it all is that once you take a step out
of the shop, you know vou'll be back!

Jd. Wilson.

atandard 7
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The Oyster.

It Bhrinks and writhes

Defenceless 86 & bird without wings.
Being deaied its right to serve

Ite purpose,

To roll its jewellery,

It slides to its death of bowels.

M. Franck.
Standard 8.

indawept

The windy master of the cold enfolded the jaggered rocks
with sparkles of white froth, and an untouchable
ewirling encircled the knotting seaweed.

Transformed by & waving shawl of tattered black and tne
iey warmth of two arme as they floated over esch other's
ghoulders, & girl &nd a boy leaned further into the blue
dark.

G. Scott Knight
Standard 10.

Enflnutiuns.

When I walk along the riverside 1 look into the water
To see the reflection of my face.

But it ie not mine ] see there -

Omce agein it 18 yours

Saying nothing.

R. Perold.
Standard 9.

IEdiv;Euil!.

I sit here in cless looking at the pupils
all

sitting

in

neat

rows

but although we all look the same,
do the pame work, wear the same uniform
we are not alike ;...
Or are we 7
R. Perold.
Standard 9.



Ihn élunn.

I have never been able to understand wpy the conception
of unhappiness and desolation has been labelled with such a
beautiful colour."The Creys" would be 80 much more suitable,
but; like so many other colloguialisms, it seems one must
just accept it.

It is, however, rather paradoxical that, perhaps because
of its association with heaven, blue gives things & rather
special air. A madonna's robe, a kingfisher's wing, a field
of bluebells - &ll these would mean nothing without their
shades.But. there are many inborn fantasies about the colour.
Why should a blue sea look any lovelier than & green one?
Or why is a blue-eyed girl considered luckier than one with
brown eyes?

Un-fortunately, over the years,blue has dropped from
heavenly heights, snd is now used in a far more derogatory
fashion. It has died down from its brilliant shades, after
which paintera yearned, to the sombre aspects of lonliness
end sadneas. We start off our week with "Blue Monday"™ when
everything goes wring,; if we work %oo0 hard we are nick-
named. "blue stocking"; an undesirable film is labelled "Elue®™,
and if the censoranip-board happen to get held of it, it arms
iteelf with blue pencilsl.

The Blues, in thelr general sense, usually arisge out of
boredom, depression, sadness and other such morbid emotions.
They attack me on Sunday evenings, when I realize how much
work I still have to do, and how early I have to get up the
following morning. Some people become far more seriously
affected by the Blues. These serious gages often develop
into the drug-addicts, alcoholics &nd criminals of our time,
and one can do very little for them.

Thie state of mind also links up with the type of music
called The Blues. The slow, rather whining style, which
developed in America and which is now being revived all over
the world by contemporary artists, reflecte the mood of
sadness. 0Often, expecially in modern songs, the theme is
strange and incomprehensible, and between the lines lie the
unfortunate lives of many young singers.

The Blues, however, be they good, bad, happy or sad, are
indispensable. Even the Herschel 3chool Board has turned to
the Bluea for our uniform! I wonder what kind of blues

they are? i
E. Hartnell-FBeavia.
Jtandard 8.
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When the sun &lYigms with the ocean and casts its golden
rays rippling along the waves, 1 see you sitting on the rocks.
You are old. You have grown & beard. ] keep my distance
until you whistle your tune. I rum to join you. TYou have
thought of sanother story to tell me. I listen in awe as ]
gaze at your beautiful wrinkled fece. When you finish the
atory we walk across the damp sands and watch the fish leap
to show their silver backs. We see the gulls ily to their
roogting place and you tell me about where they come from and
where they will go tomorrow. We part just ss the sun
disappears red-gold over the silver waters. You will go home
to & lonely mud-hut lit by & candle. I will go home to &
family in & warm cosy home. That's why I like you. You are
different. And you always tell me & different story. You
aere always iriendly to me.

You have always been there

You elways will be there.

I can trust you.

Then one day you do not come. Not evem after the sun has
gone. I know it is nmot your fault. But I always thought I
could trust you to be there. You do not ever come again. 1
say good-bye to you as' you are put into a sandy hole forever.
They say you sill never come back, but I will always look for
you at sunset. I sit on the rocks and wait for you, my
friend, and as ] wait I tell myself & story - like those
you used to tell me. Then ]I walk across the sands and watch
the fish jump and the gulles fly to their resting places.

But I miss you.

J. Banghart.
Stenderd 7.
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The Train.

The train pulls out,

In no time Bhe's Burging ahead,
Jereaming into the darkness.

She lights up the way,

Stations fly past,

Houses foru one great stretch of concrete.

She whistles and sings

A8 the parallel lines cut

Clean benecth

Her flying undercarriage.

ohe screeches through the gquarry,

Crawls under bridges,

Goils around mouustains,

Slips through valleys.

Now her reging speed decrecses

And her sireamlined body

Glidee into the station.

J. Franck.
Jtandard

s
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Curtains.

A curtain is the symbol of a beginning or an end -
depending on whether it rises or falls. The rising may
signify the vegiaming of a 1ife, of new knowledge and
digcovery, of a new day of a play or book, of & new
opportunity, of the lifting of a barrier or guard, or the
revelation of certain circumstances, previously hidden,
protected, or kept secret. A curtain hides scmething. 3o
the lifting of a curtain promotes interest, and there are
those who open the curtains of life.

Depending on what the curtein rises to reveal, this
interest may be converted to joy, to wonder, to admiration,
to uncertainty, to eerimesa, to fear. Ar iron curtain is
an impenetrable barrier to observation or communication) and
this never rises.

Each day & curtain is opened, and a new day is revealed;
each day this simple task gives pleasure to those who are
able to see the beauty of nature, and for whom the weather
is favourable, and for whom there is hope, and & purpose
in the day; and each day it bringa deepair to those who
nave no purpose, whose life is empty, who &re unhappy and
hungry, and who wish the darkness would elways continue.

If we hide behind & curtain, when it rigses we are
revealed. We are exposed and can hide no longer. Neither
may we remain secret, and we must face the world; face
whoever draws the curtain.

A curtain rises on & stage, revealing an act of an
incident occurring in life. The audience shares thias
incident, &and becomes absorbed in it. They carefully
follow the story or theme, and themselves become involved
in what is happening. Curtains fall and rise between scenes;
when the curtains finally fall, the audience knows what ia
behind them. In their minds they personally have experienced
what has been revealed in the play. Thie curtain has
released its secret to them by being opened.

An open curtuin reveales something. It leis some-
thing out. BPBut & closed curtain hides something. It is &
barrier through which we cannot see or penetrate. It
creates eeriness, that feeling of doubt, and uncertainty
lest it open. Our imagination tends to fear the super-
natural because we are on the outside of that barrier not
knowing the dangers within. Because we do not know if or
when this barrier might open, and because we do not know
what lies behind, we fear it.

But if we are behind the barrier, snd the curtain is
cloged on us, we feel that we are safe. We feel secure
because no one can see usa through the curtain, or penetrate
the barrier. Each night we close the curtains in the
window to keep out the darkmess, and pull the curtains
around our beds to keep us safe from stinging insects and
fears. We tend to hide ourselves behind & closged curtain,
scared to reveal ourselves to otheps. We are ahy of
ourselves and we keep hidden.

A closing curtain is the beginning of the end, the
end of an extract from life, and when the curtein is
closed, what is behind it is obscured and only the
imagination is laft.

G. Austin.
Standard 9.
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The Leaf.

My brothers and sisters
heve had their dance,

&nd have fullen all around.
Joon it will be uy chance
to fall gently to the ground.
How ;

the strong North wind blowa
and I go floating

through the satmoaphere

far from where By brothers
and sisters lie.

I Switrl, I dive

ap into the air, I float
Till down 1 come

to the soft wet grass

Where I rest till

1 perish.

The Street Artist.

He site on the
pavement with a

brush in his band,
paint on his face

hoping
waiting for someone

to come and buy
hies painting.

A dog sits beside him,
tongue nanging out,

hoping
wetching him wait,

m&n &nd dog
wialting, watching, hoping.

R-

C.

Meynell.

Standard 6.

Beer.
Standard 6.
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Exnhuls.

Symbols are signs which represent some object or
idea. Every word we speak is a symbol, & word is made up
of letiers, eaca symbolizing different sounds; once the
letters are put together to form wordas, these words
represent something. Because of this every time we speak
we are making use of symbols.

Symbols are used to show nationality or membership of
a certain group or organisation. The most common of these
in any country is the national flag which is symboliec of
the particular country. The badges on our blazers
symbolize which school we attend, and in the armed forces
the military insignis worn represent the rank, duties and
which force the soldier belongs to.

It would be impossible to study any language or
subject if symbols had mot been invented, even if somecne
had worked out letters not symbolizing different sounds.
In mathematics we use symbols to represent the different
numpbers &8 well ag the different mathematical operations.
In Geography and History we use maps which are symbolic of
the area. In Science all chemical substances have
chemical symbols which are used when writing equations.

In writing, the author uses symbols to express his
feelinga. These symbols are used to an even greater
extent by poets who use them to create an atmosphere and
to meke the poem come alive. The most symbolic poets were
the French poets during the end of the nineteenth century.
During this period the poets were called Symbolists because
of their great use of symbolism. They used simple objects
to symbolize deeper meanings. By ueing symbols the poet
enablea the reader to contrive his own meaning from the few
words written.

Ballet, music and art are also used as media for
expressing the thoughts of the artist who can use visible
objecta or audibile sounds to convey & message. In music
the differeant instruments symbolize different things. An
artist uses objects and colours to convey a meaning.

Symbolism plays an important part in religion. Some
of the churches are even designed to symbolize different
religious aspects. Some churches are positioned so that the
altar & face due East, this is to point to where the
Messiah was born. The first recorded symbol of religion
was the fish which is symbolic of Jesus. This is a
translation from a Greek word made up of the first letters
of the words "Jesus Christ, Son of God the Saviour.” The
Boip was later used to symbolize the faithful being carried
across the sea of lile. Different animals also symbolize
different aspects of religion.

Dark and light are used as symbols of good and evil.
Black is wora for mourning, in most countries. While,a
colour z=ssociated with weddings, is used as a symbol of
innocence and purity. The terms, "Black magic" and
"White magic" clearly indicate the difference. Black
magic 18 evil magic while white magic is megic which is
beneficial. This symbolism of black and white has become
80 much pert of us now, that we connect evil with night.

Jymbols are an important part of our life. As long
a8 people have imaginations they will create symbols.

Reference books:- New World Encyclopedia. Encyclopedia
Eritannica. A.Adans

Standaerd 10.
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There should be & law to limit families to two children.

The time has come for us to put romance and sentiment
behiud us, even when considering childrem, if we want this
worn out world to snelter and feed us - in faot if we want
to exist at all.

The idea of being restricted to two children in each
family is horrifying. I do not know what I would do with-
out mF brother and sister, as much as they annoy me at times.
Brothers, sisters and friendes are the people who make your
childhood the happiest days of your life.

When I think of & family I see a glowing fire, the
table set for dinner, and the children dressed for bed all
occupied in their own businesa. The Mother sits and knits,
while the Father reads his newspaper. This family
although of modest means, occupies quite & large piece of
land. Would it be wise to stop these large,happy femiliea?
Sadly, the answer ia 'yes!

Do the contented family sitting round the fire wait-
ing to eat, realise that there are millions who have never
felt warmth, and who go without proper food. There are
children all over the world who have no clothes at all and
who can not read or write. Mothers have no wool with which
to knit and Fathers use the newspapers to wrap up the crumbs
they can hardly afford to buy toheir family.

It may be said that these are the people who need to
be restricted to sm&ll familiea, but who are we to drgw a
line between poor and rich, black and white? God does not.
If an international law is made, it would have to apply
to everyone. I f & law is mede to limit families to two
children, maybe the world would be a much better place.
There would be more place to move in and there would be
enough teachers to educate all the children. There would
be enough land on which to grow food for everyone.

Surely a warm, fed and educated world would be &
more acceptable one, and the only way to do this is to
reatrict the size of familiea. This is the only way to
stop the populstion explosion - people are forever
reproducing, but there is only one world. It cannot
reproduce, nor can it grow larger.

P. Thom.
Standard 9.
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Hew Girl.

1 can rememoer the first time I went iuto the Prep. School
Boadring house &8 & new girl. My Mother helped me unpack &nd
make my bed, while my Father spoke to the headmistress. Then
I went downstairs with them to say goodbye. I had never
thought that I would miss my parents, but when I said good-
bye, I knew I would mise them very much.

I went upstaira and a bell rang. We &8ll lined up and went to
the diningroom. I was feeling homesick and when we had one
of our meny "Sunday nignt specials™ ] really wiehed I had not
become & boarder.

That night I cried myself to sleep. The next day [ went to
claga. I found it & chaage from my old school, as 1 had been
in & standard all by myself. There had been s8ix childrea for
one teacher to teach, three ¢f them in the same standard and
the other three were eech in & seperute stendard. I was then
put into & class of twenty-eight at Herschel!

After school we went outeide to pley. We were not ellowed to
git on the gresa in cese it might be wet (even in summer!)

We were allowed to teke off our shoes and play gemes end we
usuelly had to play the games our strict housemistress wanted
us to play.

Cnce when ] was homesick in cleas the teacher ssid to me
*Jenny, . think you need & new washer for your tap." Everyone
thought this was terribly funny and were in fits of laughter,
out it Just made me feel worse.

Whenever I hsd to come back to school I would be very upset.
Boon I stopped getting homesick and began to enjoy school,
Then we were moved up to the senior school where we found a
much happier atmosphere.

J. Torr.
3tandard 7.
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Death of a Bee.

The sun shone on the sunflowers which buzzed with busy life,
The drone of the bees hummed lncessantly &8 they gatiered toe
pollen to take to their queen.

They paid homage to, and fed and cared for a queen who did
not even recognize them. It was their duty - & course of
life. If she rid of a bee, another would be bora the new day.
A8 long as her workers continued feeding her distended body
she lived, and they, &an anonymous collective noun, were born
and died.

As the sun extended her shadows scross the darkening plains,
the bees made their waye back to the hive. But one less
morael of food would feed the gqueen tonight, for one bee lay
dying in the long grass near the sunflower-field. No-one
would acknowledge his absence. HNo one would miss him.

Hisa wings were torn due to his many trips back end forth to
the hive. FEeing unable to feed himself, he would die within
& few hours. An ant chanced along and attacked the bee. He
was promptly stung and struggled feebly before he died. Put
the bee's sting wes firmly embedded in the ant's body &nd
his abdomen lay ripped open.

A time wore on, the bee's strength begen to fail. His
steminea died and his striped body shook wearily as death
approached him in spasms. His beshredded wings fluttered
weakly a8 he attempted to make a last flight.

But death is a victorious conqueror and &8 she took her last
hold on the bee's life his whole body shook ¥iolently. The
pain of death wes excrucisble,it gripped and choked him, stung
and whipped him, killed him.

His patronage to his queen had ended. He had tended her
since the moment of his birth.
And now he was dying

And he did not even know that he had ever existed at sll.

J. Banghart.
Jtandard 7.
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SATURDAY

SBaturday is usually begun by waking up arcund ten=thirty, and
trying to eat breakfast 1a combinstion of toast and ege) halfl
saleep. After this somewhat difficult task is completed, it's
already eleven=lfifteen, and you suddenly remember that the ''Annual
School rete” begine at twelve o'clock, and that you promised to
help at one of the stalls.

The rush is on! You quickly grab your clothes (your oldest ones),
despite the fact that your jeans are far too short, and you're
almost bulging out of your blouse, quickly pot on your tackies and
run [for the door. within ten minutes you hail down the first bua,
hoping that it will take you to your destination.

After twenty minutes frantic travelling, ¥ou arrive at the [ete,
only to find the stall you were on had closed some ten minotes
before. walking sadly towards the bus=stop, you're somewhat re=
lieved to find an old friend to take you home. On arriving at home
you decide to ring Fredrick, the boy across the road, to come over
and play some records with you. But on doing this you find that
he's gone out with your worat enemy, Penelope Jones. Wishing only
for company, ¥You sit unrelaxed listening to “the latest™ by your=
self, when suddenly the door=-bell rings and it's the postman with
it telegram telling you that your Mother's greatest friends (the
one's with the freckled faced boy that's mad on you) are arriving
from “Josburg™, and wish to see you Mom. Hurriedly you rush to
tidy the house, washing the dishes (putting them away wet) and
hoovering the floors. When all is done, you decide te reat, throw-
ing of f your shoes and making yourselfl as comfortable as poassible.
Oh blast, the door-bell again! You put om your shoes (the wrong
ones on the wrong feet) and hobble to the door. It's only him
again, with another telegram telling you that the plane from Jo-
burg is slightly delayed and won't arrive till tomorrow.

You decide to shower, staying under it for ages until the hot water
rund out and then you find yourselfl rushing downstairs [(with only
a towel around you) and peeping through the curtains to see who
the impatient knockers at the door are.

Disaster mecets you as you open the door, and you remember that ¥ou
were supposed to meet your parents after a film ending at live=
thirty, and it's now seven-fifteen, going on to seven-thirty, so
you glance hopefully up at your parents.

Then, after some difficult explaining, you retire to bed, thinking
of the day that you thought was going to he enjoyable. sut today

seemed far from it!

H. Dean.
Standard &
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LG

A piteous world of unredeemed people
A depdly strife as the sea tumbles
On, the slave would drive the
Masgive rock vith an uplifted heart
For thes world he was not to live inm.

I fall down to the sarth's dark glare
Into the mouth of my love's dull cavern
2ight it down, the burbling stream

0f my semi-concious death

A beam of light fells to the call

The chicken eracks the flourescent egg
A1l is still, calm, end I

Must be proud, broken away

Like n peacock

You have bean sad todery
I pes the redness of your eyes
hs the futility of ths world elopsas us.

Thare iz no more to ba said
For the forest spirit lies dim
Tha segpance of 1life is faint.

Az I look at your face

S0 perfectly planned

Was it becanss you are so beautiful that
All this happened?

lesp on
Whilet my heart breaks.

SCOTT-ENIGHT

Btandard 8
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he FPhotogra bumy .

A photograph albumi is a very important part of
family life. In just one book are recorded all the
interesting and important events that have happened to a
family, and it 18 always & pleasure to look back on past
memncriea.

Kost newly-married couples invest in a few photograph
albumes and it is wise to buy an expensive, well-made
albumm, rather than a cheap albumm that would fall to
pieces after a year.

The newly-married couples usually begin new albumms
with & lovely picture of their wedding. They then follow
with many photographa of their honeymoon and they are very
extravagant in the oumber of photographa they take because
they usually want to remember this, the best time of their
lives, forever.

Of course, when a baby arrives, reels of [ilm are
gpent in an efiort to catch the baby in every pose poseaible .
Thesa typea of photograph are gorgeous for the parents of
the baby tut rather boring for anm outsider, because when
one has seen one photograph of a baby, one has seen them all.

Unfortunately, this easgerness for photographs of ones
children, diminishes as one gets older and I, as & third
child, have had only about three photographe tuken of me in
my life!

Photographas of holidays are always wvery interesting to
look at, but views can become rather dull after a while and
it is always better to have a person in the photograph to
liven the scena up.

In every photograph albumm there are photographs
taken of religious ceremonies, for example, & photograph is
taken of a baby during its christening service. Fhotographs
are alao taken of confirmations and weddings. Fhotographs
are hardly ever takenm of funerals because they are
occasions which one does not like to remind oneself of.

For every inportant occasion as one goes through life,
a photograph is taken. In most albumms there are usually
photographs tiken of the first time the daughter ever wore
a long dress, the time when the son represented his school
in some sport and the time when the baby won & competition,
etcetera.

There are certain families which always mean to take
photographs but never guite get arcund to doing it. This
type of family ia typical of mine. The camera is either
left behind or we tuke the photograph and find we have no
film inside, or othervise we have everything ready and
take the photograph, only to find the flash did not work.
This cannot be blamed On us; however.

Therefore, because of all these various excuses, we
have a non-existent photograph albuma!

It is important, when taking a photograph, not to
keep the person owho is about to be photographed, waiting
too long. This can become very boring and then the person
£eta an unnatural expresgsion on his face.

The beat way to take a photograph is to take the
person while he is completely unaware of it, so that the
puotograph is completely natural.

A well-kept albumm is always the best and that means
that great care has to be taken with it. There must be no
loose photographs in tone albumwm and all the photographs

muat
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must be neatly fitted in. Captions may be written underneath
the photographs but these become rather corany after a while,
g0 it is best not to overdo 1it.

I think thet it is very important that every family
should have an albuma 80 that the past is never forgotten
out captured in a book that should Last forever.

C. Hobinson.
standard 9.
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Myself.

The time has passed

When once

I felt mecure,

When light &nd happiness
Were all around me,

And ] was content

With what I was.

But I was & child then.
How could I know

What lay ehesd?

The glow has now faded
And I feel strange -

A change within myself
As if people,

Life, and

Time

Are all rushing pest me.
I stend bewildered and confused.

Is it because no one understands me,
Or becausgse I don't understand nyself?

C. Jolly.

Alone.

The trees BCre&m,

the wind wnistles
through the vranches,
the rain pours.

My mind eehoes

and a flash of lighténing
illuminates the wood.

A thunderous roar

resounds through its depths.

The clouda above
stream across the angry sky,
the water murmers
and gurgles -
alone, alone, alone!

Standard 9.

RE. Eeynell.

Brothers.

My brother is & perfect pest

He never givea me any rest

If I had to have another,

Heaven help that little brother!

K.

Standard 6.

Louw.
Standard 7.
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The Fascination of Comic Strips.

One never really grows up. The first story one read
was through the medium of pictures. Omne learnt the names of
things through looking &t piotures. Even when one began to
learn to read "Janet and John', the story was illustrated
by pictures. A picture, whether it is painted or printed,
automatically catches the eye before the written word, for
a picture itself indicates what the writing is about. For
example if one receives.a letter, and while opening it, a
photograph falls out, curiosity makes one look at the
photograph before reading the letter. when reading a
newspaper the majority of us look at what pictures there are
on the front page before reading any articles.

Comic etrips ere not bacically for children. 30 many
of them carry a message for sdults. How many of us see
ourselves in the characters depicted? This realisation of
what we are like can often make us correct our bad habits.
Men leugh &t Andy Capp, but subconsciously they are think-
ing to themselves that they never want to be like that
horrible little fellow. Then of course there is the other
side b0 the story. Not many wives are going to follow
Blondie's tearful method ofextracting money from Dagwood!
One of the lures of comic strips is that we can escape
from reality. Wwhat man does not associate himself with
Willie in "Modesty Blaze'? Their excapes and adventures can
thrill the 'nine to ninety' alike, and of course there is
always the guestion of what is going to happen in tomorrow's
instalment, and it is only natural to want to know what the
future holds.

We can even complement our daily moods by chocsing
which comic strip suits our temperament. If ome is feeling
depressed or indifferent there is always "Hoo Boy', or
some disagreeable character to read Bbout. When one is
happy and gay one can always laugh at Snoopy and his
companions. If one feels like wringing the dog's neck, one
look at Fred Basset will soon change one's mind; and who can
regist "Micky Mouse' and all the Walt Disney characters that
8till live although he himself is dead.

I think comic strips fascinate people because they are
an easy excape from reality. The 'bubble' words are easy
to ebsorb without even trying. Comice are a light-hearted
entertainment from the viclent sordid world we live in. It
is a pleasure to be able to turn from the dark beld print of
gomeé disaster on the front page, to the amusing characters
on the back page. We do not know what will appear on the
front page of the paper but we can always be sure of a
smile on the back page!

'ﬂ't Thﬂln
Standard 10.
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War

You told me you were going to fight a wer.
Where did you go? Why 7

You said you had to free your country.
What feeedom 7 What country ?

Last night my dreams were riddled with the
malignant and evil.
The mosquito-whine of bombers ready to

A child ecrying out in nungry despair;
A mother cealling out to her son.

And now you are gone
Where did you go % Why 7

Jurely this is the end -
But I see that smoke still clouds
the once bright sun.

Time.

Time passes -
80 Blow, B0 sBilent
but 80 cruel =
it passes.
Through the air we breathe
Threugh the darkest corner of our mind,

sounds of war

puck the blood
of youth;

Time creeps like the all-powerful shadow.

Ite breath can end the delicacy of & rose.

Seliishly, it holds life in itas hands
Giving end taking st random.

Soon, everything will die in time's wake -
but will time then die too 7

E: Hartnell - Beavis.
Standard 8.
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Ignt Poem.

"Write & poem" ss8ks Jagger's Ed,
But nothing comes into my head.

I sit and look

At the empty book

And on pages blenk

I try to be frank.

I try to write

But sit all night

Upon my chair,

My mind in despair.

8%ill not & clue

What to do -

S0 please, dear Ed., save my head,
And tomorrow I'11l start anew!

M. Higgins.
Standard T

Reality.

It's like & New York Slum,

Weat 75th Street

Where West meets HNorth

And there are treeless avenues

All meeting together

It'sa matchea in & hatch box

And high buildings towering to & smoggy hell

And cans conglomerate in the guttersa
Fapers are sucked againat

Rusty berbed wire fencea

And piles of junk &re all over

While the junkmen go on strike.

And the smoggy hell closesa down omn

west TS5th Street.

The Btriking Jjunkmen sit with the dirt,
Holding pbacerds

All ie loud and moisy-blaring

Slowly corrupting the hermony of the world.

G. Wilson.
Standard 7.
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Journey's End .

I lie surrounded by maudlin people; some holding my
pale hands; others allowing their hypocritical tears to
fall freely oanto the musty, motheaten blankets. I have
come to my journey's end.

My whole life h&s been & chiaroscuro: a study in the
lights &and shades of happiness and bitterness. As ] think
beck over my servile life, what is relevant and irrelevant
eventually comes to light. For instance ] have learnt that
a person's exterior is far less noxious than his ianterior,
and that personal independence is far more important than
moral indoctrination.

I was brought up in & supposedly permigsive socliety
yet under the rigid domination of a hostel that was then
8till run on the principles of the Victorian age. My
rebellious intriguee were not appreciated and my inquiring
nature was eradicated slowly but surely by the triumphant
authority.

Now only, with bitterness do I realise that I have
fallen into their deep, deep rut. I have become totally
similar in a fundamental way: irrelevant, domineering and
bitter.

Having expected at least & superficial respect from
my protégés in the past, I now query the sincerity of my
fgorrowful™ mourners: do they realize the tragedy of life?
It is, and I quote, "What dies inside a man while he lives.."
My whole innocence in life died while ] lived.

I lie, papped of all conviction. [ may have had in my
soporific journey which is now coming to &n end, as every
journey must do. Where, oh where, is this "cabaret of lifa"
that I was cheated of when young. I still bhad my whole life
to live?

o0 I accept my fate humbly, &8 punishment for not
employing my talents to their full. I cannot accept John
Donne's "No man is an island "; how can my death affect
anything or anyone?

Perhaups my thoughts are only an irrational ecriticism
of life?

How, like & moth (whose brothers have eaten my rugs)
beating againast the glass to reach the light, I vainly
struggle to unearth the whole truth concerning our
existence.

ror, with men on the moon, &and nearing Maras, we have
8till not solved the age-old mystery of the journey and its
end.

G.Jooste.
Standard 9.
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HON ECRIVAIN FREFERE :

George Send naguit 4 Paris en dix-hoit cent quatre. Sa mire dtait
modiste ot son pére mourut lorsqu'slle ftait trde jeuns., Elle wécut
urpe granies partis de sa jeunssse A4 Nohant-le-Berri chez sa granimére
dont la propriftd lui fut légude lorsgue cette dernidre mourut. 1 dix-
hwit ans, George dpousa le baron Dudevant par lsgusl ells sut deux
enfants. Aprdas peuf ans de mariage, elle quitta son mari pour aller
i Paris gagner sa vis i travers ses foritures, Pendant les meillsurs
vingt ans de sa vie, elle passa beauncoup de son temps en compagnis
d'hommea comme Alfred de Musset et Chopin. D'ailleurs, son livre "Ells
¢t Ini" parle entidrement de ses relations avec de Musset., Prés de
Chopin, elle mena ume vis quasi conjugals et lui avalt mfme dddicacd
un de ses meillsurs livreg, "La Mare mu Diablas®,

Flug tard, slle ddcouvrit qu'elle se plaisait vraiment dans la com-
pagnie de philosophes et d'hommes de politigue. Un changsment s'en
sulvit : seg livres, qui avalent jadis parld des extravagances romanesques
de 1'dpoque, commencérent 4 aborder la lutte contre les preéjugds socieux.
Pols, d'un eoup, elle changea son style et se langl dans les Topans

8. Ainsi elle derivit "la Petite Fadette®, "Frangois le Champi”,
"Ias Maftres Sonneurs" et "Ia Mare au Diabla®, Ce fut seulemsnt sn
dix-hnit cent quarante-sept qu'elle prit vraiment conscience de son des-
sein en derivant "Frangois 1s Champi®, Ces guatre romans sont consi-
dérés comme proprement champftres, mais & vral dire, chacun possdde sa
technigue particulidre, tout en appartenant i un méme genre, celui du
conte populaire et rustique, et ils foiment un groupe nettement & pert,
nulp(P;u fait qu'ils sentent dans leur inspiration d'dncontestables
regsemblances avec ses romans prdcddenta,

George Sand avait un godt pour les situations romanesques et lion

. Voit beaucoup d'amours irrdgulidres, de naisgances illdgitimes ot d'snfanta
abandonnds ou efpards de leurs parents. [Mfme "Frangois le Champi®

parls de la passion d'un jeune homme pour une femme dejd mire,

Ce que j'sdme dans les livres de George Sand, c'est la fagon dont
ells dcrit. Franche, amusants, svec un don extraordinaire pour la
degeription, elle attire 1'attention da lecteur et le maintisnt cloud
au livre jusqu'd la dernidre page. Is golit de 1'imprdvn est anesi 1'un
de ses traits caractdristiques.

D'une manidre géndtals, j'ail 1'impression qus 1'imspiration socis-
liste de cette romancidre et son inspiretion champitre dtaient dtroite—
ment lides car la premidre donna, #n quelque sorts, ls jour 3 la peconds,

Son but dans la vie dtalt sutout d'attirer sur lss pauvres la
sympathie des privildgids. En provoquant un grand mouvement de charite
pour convainere les riches de renmoncer & une part de leur superflu, eslle
sxpdrait régler, sans luttes sanglantes, la question sociale. Fepdant
les derniers vingt ans de sa vie, elle derivit des livres de grand mérite
comms "Isg besux messleurs de Bois Dord®,"ls Marquis de Tillessr® at "Mslle
de Quintinie”, et ausdi plusieurs biographies, dont "Histoire de ma vie",
et "Hiver 4 Majorque®,

Elle s'dteignit doucement en dix-lmit cent soixants-seize, mais ges
Tomans demeurent, comme le gillage ou les traces de pas d'one exigtance
littdfraire bien regréttda,

GISEIE HARDY

Sdandard 10.
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AEINISCHER KARNEVAL

Nirgends war der Karnevel lustiger als in die kleinen St&dten
am Fhein. Schon am Donnerstag morgen fing er mit der Weiberfast-
nacht an. Die Minner verkleideten sich als Frauen, die Frauen
steckien sich in Hosen und Hacken. Doch erst am Samstagabend
begann der eigentliche Karnewal. Buntgekleidets Musikanten mit
Ffeifen, Trommeln und Trompeten zogen su Pferd dureh dis Stidten.
Am Sonntag folgte der gr Meakensug, der sus ein paar hundert
Wagen bestand., Alles dr sich durcheinandsr: schwarzhaarige
Zigeunsr, langbe e Englénder, dickbiuchige HollEnder, langnasige
Flerrote, schneewe Fierreten., Hunderte von Kindern folgten
dem Zug.

An schonsten war es an Fastnachtdienstag., Mittggs zog Prins
Eerneval puf einem mit Biiudern und Blumen gesmfickten Wagen durch
dies StEdten. Er stand so hoch, da er in die Zimmer der dritten
Stockwerke sah. TUnermiidlich warf E.‘I.th-utri:# und Eifase
su den an den Fenstern stehenden Midchen hinuber.” Am schl
kam eine geoldene Helzkanone, die mit Bonbons #@nd vergoldeten Nilssen
auf dis Menge :uhf. Am Abend wurde des alte Schlof gestilrmt,

Dies goldene :uh:ﬁ mit gekochten Kartoffeln gegen das Tor,

Bls spdt in die Ncht hinein dauverte das Fest., Dann wurde
o8 wieder ruhig in den Gassen und Strefen.

GISEIE HARDY
Standard 10.

Dia Somna lecht von Himsal
Dis Baiime sind so griin,

DMe Vog#l singen fréhlisch,
Ihr evig switscherndes Lied.

Ja, heute will ich wandern
Hinasns in die weits Welt,
¥o die bunten Blumen
Blifhen in weiten Fald.

LIKDA MAYER
Stﬂn!ﬂ:ﬂ T

Es ranschet in den Baumen,
Die Nactigall, sie sang.

Sle will main Hers snfreupen,
Mit ihrem goldesnsn Klang.

Ich seh sie von meinen augen
Und Berge und Waldén von fam,
Depn maips lisbes Nachtigzall,

Die vergess ich nimmer mehr.

Gleich um dis ersta Friihe,
Hor ich dem Vogel au.
Ade, ade, mein Briiderls,
Ade, ade, mein Schats!
LINDA MAYER

Standard 7.
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GHOEN

Groen 1s die kleur van die das tos jy klelf was. Dit ip die kleur
van 'n dag waarin jy niks verkeerd gedoen het en niesmand is kwaad wir
jou nie,

Groen is die kleur van die Karrfoo veld wanser dit gere#n het.
A8 Jy aeem inhaal ruik die lug vara en skoon, en jy voel asof niks
gal oolk weer verkeard wmes nis,

Groen is dis klsur van kersfees, wanneer almal bly ia. Wannser
die keoor so pragtig sing dat jy met wil hmil.

Groen is dis kleur van onsgslfaigtighaid, wenmesr jy so besig iz om
'n trul vir die arme mense wat kond is ts brei, dat jy geen tyd et om
aan jouseslf te dink nie.

Groen is die klsur van dis komberss en lakens op my bed by die
hais. Ek kan so maklik dasr slaap en lskker van die oo plass in die
Earco droom.

Groen was die klsur van my beesnagter klere wat ek op dis pless
gedra het toe ek klein was. Ek het so gewens dat ek eendag 'n peun
BOU waes,

Groen is die kleur van die geveel dat jy rosl wanneer skool klaar
is en Jy gaan nou huis toe vir 'n lang naweelk.

Groen ig vir my die kleur wat jou ven alle moodi dinge in die wireld
herinner.

JERNIFER TOHRR
Standerd 7.
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YES VACANCES

Pour les vacancea de juin, ma famille a dfcidé d'allsr A Johanmes-
burg; en Swaszlland et & lourengy Marques. Nous svons voyagd en volture.
Ie voyage i Johanmesburg fut trés long mais nous n'avons pas voyagd
contimellément. Is premier jour nous avonm voyaps i peu prés cing
heures et puis nous nous sommes arrdtds pour la mit & un hitel.

Is jour aprde nous avons voyagd toute la journde et nous sommes
arrivds & Johanmesburg cette mit-1A.

Nous nous sommee bien amusds & Johannesburg. Tous les soirs, mous
dtions invitds ches nos amis et nous nous couchions tréds tard - vers
une heure du matin. Nous pommes arrivds 4 Johanmesburg le vendredi et
ls mardi nous sommes partis pour la Swasiland.

I# voyage sn voltars poor Swaziland dure seulsment cing heures.
La vue de ce pays st gquelguechose de magnifique, On voit des montagnes
couvertes d'arbres. On velt des collines roulantes et vertsa, [lous
sommes restds 4 "L'anberge des Vacanceg", Tous les soirs, aprés le
direr, j'allais au casino., Je pe jousis pas la roulette, mais je regar-
dale pendant que d'autres gens joualent., lous nous couchions vers deux
hesures du matin chague jour en Swaziland,

Nous allions souvent 4 Mbabane, la capitale de Swasiland., Nous
allions auesi & Mansini qui est une ville en Swasiland. Iss gens li-bas
#taient toujours tréds bisnveillants envers nous.

Quoique c¢'dtait 1'hiver, il falsait chaud en Swasziland, et guelgues-
foie on pouveit nager dans la piscine. [lous spommes Testds en Swaziland
Jusqu'en dimanche matin quand nous sommes partis pour Iourengo Margues.

J'al aimd Lourengo Marques la premidrs fois que je 1'al vu. Ceatts
vills a un air continental. Mou sommes restds dane un hétsl prés du
capntre de la ville et nous nous y promenions souvent pour voir les
magasing. [Hous avons des amis 4 Iourengo Marques et ils mous montrérant
beazcoup de choses. Ils ont une ferme qu'ils nous firent visiter un
jour, C'dtait une ferme fantastique. Ells fteit trds grande et trds
prés de la frontidre de Swaziland.

Un jour, nous sommes mussl allde an marchd, On psut y achetar

des ldgumes, des fruits, dess poulss, des polssons, des viandes st bean-
coup d'sutres choses.

Bous sommes restds 4 Lourengo Marques jusqu'su lundi suivant st
puls mous sommes retournds & Johannesburg ol nous sommes restds jusqu'an
vendredi matin, Puis, nous sommes reverus 4 Cape Town et c'dtait la
fin de vacances que je n'ocublieral jamals,

M. CARDASES

Standerd 8,
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AS DIE SKEMER DAAL

Op dis smal vuil stoepie 18 'n mannetjies-kst op 'n bankie, en
langs hom, in 'n lendelam rystoel, sit 'n ou vrou. Alhoewel baie mense
in disgalfde woonstal woon, is y verlate en eensasm. Omdat die skemer
danl kan sy nie meer goed sien nie, en sy vernoun hasr Se om die kinders
in dia tuin corkent dis gtraat te sien.

Me kinders speel in hul eis verbeeldingswéreldjie, en sy dink san
hml plass in die Boland, waar hulle altyd langs die rivier geapesl het.
Daar was dis skemer vrisndelik en hulle het uitgeput onder die koel ak-
karbome gel&, en na die ingewikkelde nessies van die wewervoEltjies ge-
kyk. Dle riviertjies het gesing en corkant dies rivier het dies sonme-
blomme in die fris windjie gedans om vir die son "Totaiens® te sf.
Holle het altyd daar geld totdat dit donker wes, en toe stadig mistos
geloop, beskerm deur dis Man in dis Maan.

Dis honger kat hat teen haar bepe gevryf om haar aan sy kos ts
harinner. Sy het opgesdaan, en met die hulp van haar wondelstok, slof-
slof dis dopker woonstellinkle ingeloop., Hier in dis stad was die akemer
nat dis begin van die nag, =n sy sou weer stll in haar bed 1# en na elke
geluidfie Inister. Die skemer ,was die begin van 'n omvolioolde nagmerris,
opgedeal sn nag per nag voltool. 'n Motor het met 'n geknars van remme
varbygegaan, sn skislik teruggeslaan.

Sy het gehoiwer - die het nes 'n skoot geklink. Haar gedagte het
na dis Tweede Wéreldoorlog teruggezaan. Jy onthou die dae van onseker-
heid en wanhoop. Sy onthou besondere presies en helder. Dit was skemer,
an gy het haar man wvat indie inligtingsburo gewerk het; verwag. Sy het
hom lank lass gesien en omdat hy geheimsinnige werk gedoen het, mag hy
et snage openlik verskyn. Dear was 'n skoot in dis ompewlng, masar
gy het nis opgedseg nie, en sy het gemeen dat hy nog besig was; en hat
haar nle dearpor bekosmer nle. In die skemer van dis volgende dag het
sen van sy maats by die buro vir haar kom vertal dat hy vermoor was.

Das lank kon sy dit nie glo nie, en alke stappie most seker syne wees.

Deardie tyd was 'n donker strik in hsar lewe an sy het soos 'n ver-
lore gess in die gkemer rond geduaal. Sy wes nie in die pikdonkerheid
van hel ni=, en seker nie in die helder lig van die hemel nie, met op
die skemer grens.

Ma die corlog het sy alleen in hierdie woonstal kom woon. [Hou is
gy stokoud, gewillig om te sterwe. Die gkemer van haar lewe het lank-

al gsedaal en pa 'n sukkelende donker nag, kom 'n helder dagbreek saam
met hasr man.

MARIARRE DO TOIT.
Standard 10.



CONERSACTON CON LA IINA

O luna | Si heblavo bien tocante a vuestro encants, usted conoce
los servicios que usted mi ha rendido; usted 11lumind los meus pasos
cuando mi passiavo con el men sepiritd d'amor; hoy la mia csbegza nti
plateada del mismo modo que el vuestro rostro y usted estd sorpresa de
mi descubrir solitdrie | E usted mi desdén | MNon ho obstants pasato
noches enteras smvolveda nos vuestros velos;

Osa negar los mostros encuentros en medio de los prados e a lo
largo del mar 7 Cuantas vezes ha mirsdo log meus ojor apasiocnadamsnts
snlasados nos vuestros | Astro ingrato e mofado, usted mi pregunta
donde ando asl tarde: 4 duro de mi reprochar la contimuitd dos meus

viages.

&h | gl camino tanto como usted, non comveno joven de musvoe como
usted, que vuelta cada mes debsjo el cireulo brillants da vuestra cunal
Non cuento mevas lunas, meu decuente ha solo por 1fmfte la mi propria
desaparicefon, e cuando morro, non encenderei otra vesz la mi antercha
como usted encenderi ls wuestra !

G. HARDI
Standard 10.

SOTTO STELIR]
Commiciande alltinizio.

£ la primavera, una notte senza luna, mella piccpla eittd, sotto
picolle gtells & mera come la Bibbia, le stade pavimentate scno silenziose
& un gobbo ss ne va, zopplcando per la stmaddas, versc il mare nervoso.
Is case somo ciscche, come dei pipistrelli; oppure ciecche come i1 gatto
nero geduto accanto alla pompa e 1'orologio di eittd, i negozii somo im
Intto, 1a sala di Benessere in erbaccia di vedove, Tutta la gents dells
cittd stupefata dorme, ora.

I1 tempo passa. Ascolta. Il tempo passa.

Solo ts puoi sentire le case dormire pelle stmade del sale; profondo
® lanto, islla notte silenzicsa ® nera. Solo te puoi vedere, nelle
camers ciecche, gli costumi e sottoveste sulle sedie, le brocche e catimells,
i bicehisari econ dentl, e le vecchie fotografie gialle dei morti. Solo
ta puol gentire e wedere, indietro agli occhi dei assonnati, i movimenti
e pasai & Jabirinti e colori o svvilimenti e desideri e volo & caduta e
digperazioni nel grande mare dei loro sogni.

Di dove sei, puol sentire i loro sogni.
G. HARDY
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An SEIP VERGAAR

e wind wat die hele dag gewaal het, word meteens sterksr. Dit
blits; reén en hael. Die opeindige golwe donder in die ontstuimige see.

Van die vuurtorinkis soek 'n man noodseine, omdat die dag sc stormagtipg
ig, maar hisrdie gkip is onsienbaar. Dde matrose weg tussen die wind
en die branders, so dat dis skip nie ondergaan of op die rotse beland nis,
Dis daarby ook amper donker en dies skip kan enige comblik onder dis
wvater verdwyn. Dis gkip slinger heen en weer op die groot cseaan. Die
matrose gool van die vrag af om te probeer om dis gkip bo water ts hou.
[Me golwe slaan nog holr an holir.

Vrousns en kinders begin skree, en dis kinders hou asn ]l moeders
vas. folle is verslriklik bang.

Die skip is aan die sink.

Die kaptein staan op die dek, en gee bevels. Party matrose probeer
tavergesfs om water uit te pomp, ander weer laat die reddingsbote neer,
ander bid, terwye 'n klomp probeer om moodseine op te skiet, maar die
vuurpyls is nat.

Vrouens en kinders klim in die reddingsbote; en ander spring in die
water en houn aan stukke hout vas. Die skip sink vinmdg., Dit verdwyn.
Die vroumense in die bootjies is histeries.

Maar dle see is verraderlik, en die skipbreukelings is magteloocs.

GILL AUSTIN
Standerd 9.
Voor my 1§ die wéreld
Uitgestrek so ver scos ek kmn slen
'n Landkasrt van die wireld
Hier voor my 1.
Rotsaztige barpge
Magaiewe stada
Eronkelende réviers........
Fk voal soocs 'n koning
En die wonderwerk was myne.
JUDI WILSON
Standard 7.
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JEANNE? OUI, L'AUTRUCEE

C'egt upe higtoire vrale au sujet d'une autruche qui s'appelait
Jeanns. 51 vous habitez upe grande ville, vous suriez vu une antruche
dans un z00. Jeanne n'habltalt pas un zoo, e#lle hsbitait une ferme
on France,

Jeanns dtait blen vue depuis su'elle dtait petite parce gqu'ells
n'dtait pas auesi timide que les autres sutruches de la farme; mals
ells avait une grosse fante, elle dtait trds stupide.

Elen entandu, le fermier lui donneit besucoup de cérdalss mais
Jeanne ne me contentait pas de cette nourriture. Souvent ells mangeait

quelques plerres, quelguefois un cailloux ou deux; de tempes en temps
elle avalait un morcean de verre |

Un jour, Jeanms marchait sutour de la basse-cour, en se demandant
ce qu'ells pouvalt manger ensuita. Ia fenitre de ls culsime a'dtait
ouverts, Quand Jeanms la vit, ells se dit: "Uns femftre ouverte; Je
dois 1'examiner I"

A ce moment-1d, 11 se pases que la f£ills du fermisr, Psulstte, venait
de verser de 1l'ean bouillante duy pot de pommes ds tarre. Ells avait
lnin-;].u pot, plein de pommes ds terre fumantes, sur ume table & cdtd de
la fanfitre.

"Ah 1 Quel savoursux morcean pour moj dimer |" pensa Jeanne, "comme
'ai de la chance d'avoir un cou si long I" Trds vite, elle prit ume
pomme de terre chaude dans son bec, ot 1l'avala, Panvre Jeannel Comme
la pomme de terre la brila, déds qu'elles descendit lsntement sma longue
gorge | Elle voulut maintenant que son cou me fut pas sl long.

LY

‘D'abord, elle ne eput pas quoi faire, puls ells essaya de se sanver
de la pomme de terrs chamde, Elle courut et courut & travers les
champs. Blen entandu, la pomme de terre chaude aglla avec slls, Quand
enfin la pomme de terre devint moins chande, Jeanns s'arréta de courir
ot marcha lentemsnt verg la ferms,

"Pauvre Jeanral" d4it Panlette, la £ille du fermier, en la caressant
doncement, "Je pense gue la pomme de terre chande t'a enseignd ume
lsgon, vieills et mdchante volsude™.

En effet, cela lui avait appris une legon. Aprds cela, Jeanns
mangea sauvent des pierres, et quelquefois elle avala des cailloux, et
des morceanx de verre, mais elle ne vola plus jameis la nourriture de
la cuisine,

JENNY DOUGLAS

Standard 10,



MORD JAT SO SEYWE TICKEN

Feter Engler hatte allen Grund, seinen Partner loswerden
gu wollen, ©Sie hatten zusammen beim letzten Dlebstshl eins
beachtliche Summe erbeutet, und Feter beschloss, daf er den
Gesamtbetirag weltaus besser gebrauchen k¥nnte, als nur die HElfte
davon. Also galt es peinen Fartner Wolfgeng loeguwerdan. Er
besergte sich ein geschmackloses, jedoch nﬁﬁnrtt wirkeames Gift,
das er in eine kleine Flasche mit Whisky schitttete.

Als gegen Abend dle Zelt des Démmerschoppens kam, erbot Peter
sich, die Getrénke su holen. Er schenkte Wolfgang suf der Veranda
seinen allsbendlichen Whisky mit Eis ein, jedoch diessmal aus der
Flasche mit dem Gift. Fir sich selbst Sffnete er ein kaltes
Bler und wihrend sie gemiitlich tranken und den Blick ffber den
nicht weit entfernten See unterhalb des Heuses genossen, wartets
Fetdr geduldig auf den Tod seines Fartners. Er breuchta nicht
lange zu warten, bis Wolfgang tther Magenschmerszen klsgte,

Eurz darsauf prefite er sich die Hiinde auf den Bauch und stShnte
mit schmerzverzerrtem Gesicht. Jetst tat er Peter doch leid,
wie er sich so unter schweren Krémfen wand, bis schlig@lich alles
vorbel war,

Fatar steckte pich dis flache Whiskyflasche in die Brusttasche
seiner Jacke, um sie spiter wegzuwerfen. Dann fuhr er ihren kleinen
Toayota Lastwagen nahe an dis Verands, wo die Leiche seines Fartners
lag. FEr schleifte dem Edirper zum Auto und hievte ihn unter grofien
Anstrengungen hinsuf.

Ich werd' ja auch langesm alt, dachte FPeter bel sich, ale er
sich Esuchepd kurs ausruhte., Dann fuhr er dem Toyota zum See,
wo ein altes Ruderboot am Ufer lag. Peter willste seinen toten
Fartner ins Boot und suchte dann nach eipem griSeren Stein, um
damit die Leiche zu beschweren. Er fand eipen in der Nihe, jedoch
bie er ihn endlich im Boot hatte, wurden ihm die Beins weich,
und er aich vor Erschiipfung setzen. Sein Herz machbdé ihm
mal wieder schwer zu schaifen.

Nach einer viertel Stunde fihlte er sich wieder besser und
schob das Boot, das gut auf dem grasbewachsenem Ufer glitt, ins
Wasper, Er petste sich in den Kahn und ruderte auf die Mitte
des Sees hinaus,

Er 5ffnete die Jacke von Wolfgang, legte ihm den groffen Stein
auf dis Brust, und zog den Reipverschluf darflber wieder su. Unter
gripten Anstrengungen wuchtete er den schweren Edrper fiber den
hinteren Booterand, sodef das Boot nicht kentern konnte, Als
or geschafft war, spiirte er wlsder den stechenden Schmersz in der
Herzgegend und beksm einen weiteren Schwiicheanfall. Erst nach
gwanzig Minuten war er wieder dasu fihig, and Ufer zurffck su rudern.

Jetzt aber erstmal weg aus disser Gegend dachte sich Péter
und stieg in den Toyota. Bel der ersten Tankstelle mu te er
haranfehren, um zu tanken. Als er ausstisg, bekam er wisder einen
Schwiicheanfall und wire hingefallen, wenn der Tankwart ihn nicht
aufgefangen hitte. Fiir eine kurge Zsit war Peter dissmal besin-
nunglos, Als er aufwachte, ssh er alles verschwommen vor sich
und hatte starke Schmerzen in der Herz und Magengegend. Dies
berahigends Stimme des Tankwartes klang wie von sehr weit her:
"Elaiben Sie ruhig lisgen, ich habe schon einen Krankenwagen bestallt.
An erdem habe ich Ihnen eben gur Stirkung ein paar Schluck von dem
Whisky sus der Flasche in IThrer Brusttasche eingeflipt."

ZEFNE BEID
Standard 10.
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VANDAG VERJAKR EX

Ja, vandag verjaar ek - een honderd jasr oud. My nesam is Laurs,
on ek is 'n deftipge lornjet, alsen in hiardis wéreld. In die dulster
donker kan ek smper niks sien nias,

Ek onthou toe ek in agteen honderd in Frans gebore is. Bk is
vir 'n ou vrou gemask, en omdat haar o¥ 'n bietjie swak was, het ek
hasr gshelp om betar te sien.

Ag in dsardie dee het hulle gulke mooi rokke gedra. Ja, hulle
was uit sy en kant gemaak, en tos hulle rond gekoop het, het hulle
saggies pgerubel, nes die blare van 'n akkerboom.

Maar ongelukkig het sy eendag geval, en hasr besn gebreek. As 'n
mens oud word, word jy nle so gou beter nmie, Ek het saam geval, en my
regler oog gebreek, maar ek was nog jonk, met esen en twintig, en het
gou 'n muwe een gekry. Ons het lank in dis bed deurgebring, en aller-
harde steres gelses, sodat eendag nle weer wakker geword het nie.

Haar dogter wes 'n bale ondankbsar meigie, en sy het alles wasrvan
haar ma gehou het in 'n groot tas gegooi, om in die solderkamer te bire,
Daar het ek die volgende dertig jaar lank cor skildery, boske, en my
families met die ender goed pgepraat.

Eemdag het 'n bale aansienlik jong man, die huiskreg, dis kamer
binne gekom, en ons het hom gehoor pmest met 'm oculik kemermeid.
Hulle wvas van plan om te laat skask. Hulle het deur die tas sngeirap
om ists vasrdevols te soek. [ie hoigkneg het 'n paar gilwer bdrde an
=y weggestesk, en tos vas ons op pad. Daardie dag was ek sestig jear oud.

By die eerste lommerhouer, het lmlle twintig pond vir ons gekry.
Die suinige ou het my die volgende dag in "n ander winkel vir viertig
pond verkimop. My miwe eiensar wes 'n ou man wat mank pelocp het, en
hy het my of met 'n ander paar vervang. Ons het poesEels versamel,
en vir vyftien jasr pelukkig gewocn, maar eindelik het hy ook gesterwe.
Sy niggie het my weggesteek omdat sy so van my gehou het.

Elke dag het sk op haar lesgenasr gelf toe sy lang briewe aan haar
verloofds gesiocyf het. Dde dag hulle getrou het, het sy my onder 'n
plof kant kerk toe geneem. Ek het 'n plek van eerlikheid in daardie
familie gehad vir disvolgende twintig jare.

EBndag het 'n dief by dile luls ingsbreek en my, met ander goed
geatesl. Ons ip weer verpand, maar hisrdie lommerhouer het my san die
mugeun verkoop.

Vir dis lasste vyf jaar het ek hisr gesit, in "n vertoonkss met
mBkeurige mense wat altyd op my gebeimhouding inbresk. Vandeg, op
my verjaarsdag, wil ek miks hf nle, behalwe om te sterf, en na my
mense te gaan.

MARIANNE DU TOIT
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|

Isabelle Magnard et son frdre pichent 4 cftd d'un dtang sur leur

ferme & la campagne. Soudain, quand tout le monde est tranquille,
la canme & péiche saute. Fierre, le frére d'Isabelle, se live et saisit
la canme & pSche, Maintenant Issbells pe léve et aide Plerrsa. 1Ils

g

nt la canne & pfche sur la rive et trouvent un #norme poisson &

1'antre t. Ile sont tréds heureux et courent dans la maison pour
culre le poleson pour le déjeumsr. Delicieux |
CAROITN BEEER
Standard 6.
LES VACANGRS

J'ai pesse mes vacances & lu campsgne dans la farme de nosz amis,
Mongisur et Madame Clepesu, Marie et Paul. Tout y fut trds sgrdable.
Je muis alléde su commeancement des vacances par chemin de fer. aand
je zuig arrivée et j'ai dit bonjour & tout le monde, Momsisur Clapeau
m'a montrd 1la forme. Nous sommes allds d'sbord & la cour et nous
avona pourri les coghons et les puocles, ils oné felt besucoup de brult.

La landemain 41 a fait du soleil et nous nous sommes promends dans
la for&t. Hous svons déjeund su eoleil et nous nous sommes beignds
dang la grande riviére; L'esu était trée froide. Pandant leg deux
semaines il n'a jamais plu. Nous avons grimpd la montsgne et j'ai
rencontrd des gens trés interdssants. J'asl susel beaucoup parld avee
awr. J'al étd bien contente d'y rester et apréds ces deux semaines
j'al étd triste de rentrer chesz moi,

SUZANNE - ALLEN
Standard 2

HO E_PEIITE BEIE !

Elle habite dans un coin de ma chambre et vraiment, je la trouve
trés sympathique. Evidemment, je ne savels que Taire quand Je 1'ai
vus pour la premiérs fois. J'al su une peur bleur et j'al couru &
t-utes jambes en grient pour mon frdra.

Mais Ma'hilda avait 1'sir triste, ot alle svait du mal & bouger
vite., Puis, je me suis rendue compte qu'slle dteit inoffensive,
ot ja 1'ai laigede 18, pendent d'une balle toile, finement tissede. A
Fartir de ce moment-1d,Mathilds sst devenue misnne.

Chague soir, lorsqua je rentra chez mol, Je deviens inguidts de
eralnte gu'alla ne disparaisse, parce qu'slle a 1'habitode 4'explorer
ma chambra partout, et parce que la domestique est distraite. Mathilda
n'est pas exactement balls comme le jour, au contrairs on peut la
dderire comms villaine, mais aves ses grands yeux et ges pattes poilues,
alls m'amuse besucoup. Elle ressenbls 4 un crabe.

flle attrape de patits insectes dans sa toile, et les garde pur
manger quand elle a "aim., Elle mange besucoup, méme ses marie.

I1 n'y & pas de quol m'inguidter, mais j'aurais du ghagrin si ma
patite araignéd dlsparalssait.

GILL AUSTIN

Stande-d 9,
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GHEEK EASTER (TRAMSIATION)

In Gresce, we calabrats Esster differently from the English and many
other coontries, The week before Esster, we fast and do not eat meat
or fish for the whole week until Easter morning at twelve o'clock. On
Good Fridsy, we may not even eat eggs, milk, cheese, butter and anything
e#lse that comes from an animal. There 1s church on Friday morning and
in the evening.

In the church, there is something which represents Jesuse' coffin.
It is decorated vith lowely flowers, On Saturdsy, st eleven o'clock at
night there is a church gparvice, We all hold candles. Suddenly, all
the lights switeh off and only the priest's candle remains burning, Then
the psople near the prisst light their candles with the prisst's candls,
In this way, scon all the pesople's candles are 1it, At sidnight, when
Esgter is finally hers, all the peopls Joyfully say to each other: 'Christ
has risen' and many crack the hard-bollsd sggs which they dye red for
Easter.

When the church service has ended, all go home to sat their supper.
The Easter meal is "magiritsa', which {5 made from tripe.

Eastsr day is full of fessting. At night, everyome is very tired
but happy.

MARY-ANNE CARDASES
Standard 8.
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ZANZANTA

Winagaliwa katika Tanzania, kwa mwaka kumi pa sita. Sisi
tunaka kwa mini ya alamansl, mili tisini kusini bshari Vietordia.
Karibu mini ni Serengetl. Tumeona ssa mingl Simba, Tembo, Chui,
Mbuni, Punca Milia, Kiboko, Swala mingl na noege mingi., Nakum-
buka mara moja pale tumekss indani gari kws saa tatu kwa kuwa
simba ishirini na mbili wvemeksa hukonoume ine, wake saba na watoto
kumi ns moja. ©Sas ingine tumeona tembo mingi na Mama moja ame-
fukuza gardi kwa kuwa amethani tunaumiza mtota.

Fale slamansi hiko, watu wanajaribu kuiba. ~Mwivl wabaya
sana ni askari. Mbasha wa askari smewéks batl indani nyumba ya
alamansi siku moja, na amekiwatcha hapo Wwa wiki moja. Alafn
askari wafanyakazl hapo vamekl - gahau. Siku mofa ameka nyuma
pamoya na piksha. Amepiga piksa ya askarl pale ameangusha ala-
minsl chini kutoka mesa wapd lafiki yake smefanys kagi, alafu
amekiweka indani viatu yake. Sasa wakupands farasi kutoka
Canada wame kuja kusaldia askari.

Mimi ni kwerl kweri mtoto wa Tansania, nasiwezi kuita nehi
ingine nyumbani.

MARIANNE DU TOIT
Standard 10,

O0lim rex optimns erat,
In minima villa habitat.
Omnes populi eum amant
Rex regina habant,

Et elus parvum libaros
Raclital dooit.

Sunt multi pueri, quid
Foetas secripserunt,

Et erat optimus.

LINDA MAYER
Standard 7.
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—
EDITORS" KOTE

Without the united efforts of all the Jagger members, we could never

have produced this magezine. Everybody gave us contributions and although
gome of them are not printed here, all efforts were appreciated.

We are extremely grateful to Mre. Cooper, Mrs. Browne and Gisele
Hardy who voluntsrily took on the exheusting task of typing the magazins,
especially to Mrs. Browns who typed the long English eection.

Our thanke also go to our heed of house, Alax Adsms, for her valuable
help and ancoursgemant.

We have enjoyed producing this magesine and we hope that everybody
finds es much interest in reading 1t as we did in cemplling it.

Editor: Gillian fustin
Sub-Edditors;: Elizabeth Jaffary
Gayle Jooste.
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