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EDITOBS' REPORT.

The Msrriman Magasine has been well supported this year and

wa have had some very interesting entries. There are entries in
different languages as well as some excellent topice in the ocompo-
sitions, The work submitted has been both amusing and light-hearted,
or serious and intellectual, and providea a large variety of new
literary works. The wide selection of art eniries were very good
and it was difficult to chooee the ones that now degorate our
magazine,

We would like to thank all the girls very much and a speclsl
thank - you to Sare Knight and Sharon Bosma for their hurd work.
The Head of Merriman,Lynne Brailey, has also given us some expellent
guidance in this venture.

Although Merriman is not always the victor im our Inter = house
competitions, we are mlways happy and smiling -true to our name -and

have all enjoyed the past nine months immensely.

We hope you will enjoy reading our Merriman Magasinel

Joanne Pulsford and Susan BErownlie St 9.




HOUSE HEPURT.

Visions of splashes of red colour;, enthusiastiec girlas and
Mra. Muller always come to mind when I think of Merrimen and
will always, I am sure, in the future be reminiscent of Merriman
for most 'old girls'. 35t. Michaels, too, is very closely linked
with Merriman, and onoe again the Orphanage received hand-kmitted
Jjerasays from the girls themselves.

A couple of us attended the Annusl Ceneral Meeting at Bt.
Michaele, and Mra. Fretorius - the supervisor of the Home -
thanked us profusely for all that Merriman had done te brighten
the lives of the children.

In the Inter-House aporting eventa Merriman has been
victorious in the field of netball where, thanks to our Captain
Bev Joalin and very capable shooter Ingrid Winberg, we gained
firat position, despite the extreme heat. Merriman was placed
third in the Hockey and Swimming events, and achieved second
place in the Tennis - and im all events proved strong opposition.
These results show an improvement in comparison to last year,
which ie a hopeful eign.

In the academic¢ world there is room for improvement but,
who knows, with a determined effort, the much coveted Efficlency
Shield might be oure to cherish.

One of the climaxes of the year for Merriman was when
Peta Brownlie's productien of "Taming of the Shrew" was given
first place in the Inter-House Drems competition. This waas
& very modern version of the play, involving the majority of
the Merrimans, and was cleverly done.

The achievements gained during the year are largely thanks
to Mrs. Muller who, with her emdless encouragement and persomal
involvement, forms the backbone to Merriman. So I should like
to thank both Mrs. Muller and the Frefects for their enthusiasm
and mssistance and, on bebalf of the Matrios, wish Merriman the
best of lusk for next year, and hope that they will continue to
aing: -

ilarriman's the best house in the town,

They will mever let us down, esto..."

with a8 much gusto as they have done in the past.

Lynne Brailey = Head of House.




CHOIR REPORT.

The choir has beem fully ococupied this half year as it has sung
at many occasions, the moat important being the evening at the Nico
Malan. We sang "La Damoiselle Eluse"™ by Debusay, the two solo parts
being sung by professionsl singers. As there were thres other works
besides ours, we appeared last on the programme and ended s succeasful
evening without detracting from it at all.

We sang &% a number of weddings ineluding that of Josephine Dean
when we combined with the Wymberg CGirl's choir. In the second term
the choir had to sing at two weddings at the same time. We had to
divide ourselves but everything turned out alright im the end with

no somplications.

Opne wvery amusing and enjoyable occssion for those who took part
in it, was the productiom of "The Pirates of Fensance" with Bishops.
Pourteen choir girls took the paurts of the "maidens" and we had to
supply girle for the solo parts. Although this meant & great deal of
practising and & few late nights, the final result was very worthwhile.

The cholir sang at the Founders Day Service amd elx girle sang with
the St. Saviours choir on Palm Sunday. We sang at the fumeral ofHarry
Lawrence, which was beautiful. Choir badges have been handed out to
those girls who have been faithful to the choir, some of which are in
Merriman.

With Miss Sweet's thorough teachimg and the willingness of Mra.Dowdle,

our acocmpianist, we hope to comtimue with our successi

Sars Enight S5td 9.




HISTORICAL SOCIETY REPORT.

Although the Historical Society waa only forwed im the
third term, it is already showing signs that it will be very
pucceaslul.

We have had one meeting during Socimlogical Club when
Mre.Malherbe, who has studied famous South African people, came
to speak to ua. She told us how to start historical research and
described a few of the characters she had studied.

We have many ideas for other meetings, and hope in the
future %o be able to obtain varioua people to speak to us on
different subjecta.

Cur thanks go to Mra. Stockwell, for being so enthusisstie
and helpful in starting this Soclety.

Sara Knight
Segretary
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THE MATRIC DANCE '73.

On the evening of Saturday, 14th April blaring, beating
music shook the rafters of our school hall. Piggies Discotheque
were really "doing their thing", andi everyone was enjoying them-
Belven. The music is far too lowd said the Staff and some,
Bitting with fingers in their eare;, proclaimed "It sounds better
this wayl"

Qur thems was 'Taniti"” and on Priday, llth we smbariked
upon our project, which had taken considerable deliberation,
the go-operation of 'Parks and Gardens', friends and acoomplices
and at the cost of many frayed tempers we gousidered, inm retrospect,
it had indesd been well worthwhile.

At T+10 we arrived and were greeted by Dr. Silberbauer and
her husband, as well &8 by Fiona MolLachlan and her partner. We
peated ourselves at several tables, amd were soom &ll danoclog
in the tiny area provided as & dance floor. The Buifet wae super,
and dancing continued.

The evening passed so guickly that no-one realised it was
midnight, nor feared their coach might turn into a pumpkin, as

Piggiea played their final records at 12 o'clock.

It was & joyoue evening, memorable an occasion, which will
remain one of those special milestones in the livea of 'Matrie 1973'.

Sandra Weatcott




SEALRL JRIORT.

Committee: Dr. Silberbauver, Mrs. Muller, Miss Harsant, M. de Toit,
L. Brailey, K. Caradoo-Davies, 5, Cunningham, L. Tarr,
3. Boema, 0. Pettigrew, J. Prater, P. KEing.

Music Membersi
8. Cumningham, G. Pettigrew.

Qur tiny; much-loved Chapel coptinuea to play an important part,
bothin Sohool and Bosrding-house life.

At the endi of last year, we ended with our traditiomal "Chapel
by Candlelight" Service. The Chapel looked truly beautiful with
the pareful decorations 1it up by the candles, and the atmoaphere
wag truly one of joy and peace.

During this past year, Holy Communion has been served in the
Chapel at 8 a.m. at least twice & term. Since Canon Hodgeson left
us for the Copmtantia Parish, Holy Communion hae been served by the

Bevearend Ivea.

M.I.I. Bible Studies are held regularly in the Chapel &t 8 a.m.
on Wednesday mornings, and the Chapel now houses the M.I.X. library.

On alternate Sundays, the Boarders attend 2 9 ma.m. Chapel
Serviea, which is usually conducted by Father Commins, by Mre.
Muller, Dr. Silberbauer or & gusat priest from & nearby Purish.
On the other Sundays we atill have our 7.30 p.m. Chapel Services.

We are extremely grateful to the Standard 8 and O Boarders who
do Chapel duties. Their duties are to arrange the flowers, and to
see that the Chapel is tidy before the Ssrvice.

During the week, Chapel is held on Tuesday and Thursday evenings,
when either Dr. Silberbauer or Mra. Muller take the Service.

Our thanks go alse to those girls who have played the organ so
willingly this past year.

Pamels King Std. 8.




THE M.I.X. REPORT.

Committee: Christins Murray (Chairwoman), Paumels King,
Dinah Longmore, Jean Napier, Helen Stubbings.

This year the M.I.X. Society has expanded comeiderably.
We are very grateful to Mise Brown, whose help in organising
functions and leading our Bible Studies is invaluable.

The weekly Bible Studies are held on & Wednesday morning
at B a.ms in the Chapel. The attendance at these meetinge has
also increased over the laat eix months.

From the beginning of 1973 until 2nd August, we have been
holding fortnightly meetings at B p.m. on Thursdays in the
Geography room. Thess meetings were mainly talks by various
speakeras or & group of visitors from different schools, telling
ue sboat their 5.U. group. However, this time was found to be
moat inconvenient, Bo we degided to %ry holding these meetings
during Resat.

The firat meeting in Hest was held on 2nd August at 1.20 p.m.
Wo had a film from the Leprosy Missiom, "Beauty from Ashes", which
was attended by over half the school. Our last Thursday meeting
was attended by 54 girls. It seema that our venture has paid off,
and we hope that people will continue to coms.

At the end of last term, on Priday 8th June, we held a M.I.IL.
party in the Hall. It was & cheese fondue with French loaves and
salad, followed by ice—cream and coffee. Af terwards there was o
film, "Red River of Life".

We now have & M.I.X. Liorary waich is kept in our Chapel, and
is open after Bible Studies.

It is most encouraging to see the way the M.I.X. Socliety has
grown and how the interest of the girls is incressing. 197} bas
been a very eventful year, and we look forward to the following
year, hoping it will prove just as worthwhile.

Pamela King (Secretary)




DESATING SOCIETY HEPORT.

Committee: Head:
Chairwoman: Christina Murray
Treasursr: Mary Newell
Secretary: Sharon Bosma
Std. B Representative: Terry Lloyd-Hoberta.

The year started off with enthusiasm and with & determiration
to try and liven the interest of the rest of the School, aE well.

Throughout the year we have had a large sssortment of
apeakers, &nd have had three mestings with other Schools.

Bishopa, as always, remeins a close compatriot in debating,
and the two debates we held with them were enjoyed by everyone.
%We also had a debate at Wynberg Boya' High School in the first
term.

In April, & new kind of parschute debate was held. GSix
speakers spoke for six different charities, and the winning
speaksr, who wae Tjitske Poat, was awarded R5, which was
donated to her charity (the Ruby Adendorf Home).

In the third term, Mre. Malletit nnd Mra. Stockwell took
over the charge of the Society.

is from the second half of the year, & lock-out has been
xept for speakers for the annual Interhouse Publie Speaking
Competition. This competition is awaited with much interest
on everyone's part, and the evening is usually & great success.
This year was no sixception. The competition was held on
Priday, 17th August at 7.15 p.m., and was judged and oriticised
by Mr. Maxwell Lee from the '"Argua'.

The Standard sixes and sevens held group discussions (Jagger
won this section). The Standard eights held one minute impromptu
spaechen. This was extremely good fun, and was won by Merriman.
Terry Lloyd-Robsrts and Rosemary Webber spoke exosllently, and had
the floor in fits of laughter. The Standard nines and tens had
to glve three—aminute persussion talks on various subjecta. The
discussions wers all interesting, but Clare Jolly, representing
Jagger, wond this section with an excellent talk. 3She is, there-
fore, to be congratulated on winning the'Speaker of the Evening’
Sups

Mr. Lee's criticiem was very conmstructive, and the gensral
comment was that more animation and gestures were needed, and
that speeches tended to be memorised or read.

The overall result was: Jagger came first with 113} polnts;
Merriman cams second with 97 pointe and Rolt came third with 81
points.

Merriman girls have taken as active a part in the Debating
Society throughout the year as the other girle, and it is hoped
that next year will be just as enjoyable and conatructive as
this one.

Sharon Josma (Secretary) Std.
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ENGLISH

Frose. From page 9 to page 26.

FPoetry. From page 27 to page 38.




UFOk A DISTANT VIEW OF A SPIRE.

Feeling immeasurably proud, and wondering why everyons did
not potice, I exilfully eased my brand new Volkswagen into & gap
more than wide enough to mccommodate it;, next to 8 big American
car. Feeling a trifle deflated, I mutteres something aloud
to myself about flashy millionaires. When the driver in
question seemed to comprehend what I was saying, I silenced
him with a dazsling smile, and turned my attentiom to the
traffic lighta. They were still red.

Determined not to becoms anmoyed by the traffic jam,
I tried to concentrate on something else. My eyes wandered
negligently back and forth. duddenly an object in the
distance arrested my attention: & church spire - barely
visible among the surrounding buildings.

The might of the spire valiantly etanding ita groumd,
despite its (doubtless) mpproaciing destruction, made an impact
on me. It reminded me of anexguisite little Chureh in Orocot-
fontelin.

The entrance to the town is & long, straight, tarmac road,
clustered down with cowering little shope and bakeries. About
two-thirds of the way down the road, this little church p
dominates the scenery, its tall apire thruet defiantly into

the sky, sesming to scar upwards.

I remembered the quaint supposition that churches were

built with tall spires and pointed windowe, so that they would

be nearer to the heavens and God, and to point out God's dwelling-
place. Certainly, I felt closer to God as I lay on my back
beneath the tall poplar treea, following the regal lineof the
spire up, up, up into the blueness of the eky. Now and then

an elated bird would soar around the spire, gliding in ever-
widening cireles, until it flew off to find & better playmate.

How often has the sight of a distant apire not encouraged
a weary traveller, given him a sense of home-coming and welcome
in & etrange town because it is a common link, recognised
averywhore.

In many novels I have read, the chureh spire remains a
gource of hope and encouragement to the hopeless and down-
hearted. Belng & part of the church and being so isolated
on its lofty perch, it secems to symbolisa Divinity itself.

ird yet, the spire is solitary-reigning in an empty sky.
It reminds me of & person who has sttained mucceas, and the
worde of & song drift into my mind "The view from the top ia
often very bnely". This puts into words what many have felt -
on reaching the top one parades only on an empty ramp.

I turned my thoughts back to the pressnt, and inched
forward in my car, obtaining a better view of the tiny church.

surrcunded by lowering skyscrapers,; the church nestled
serenely in her nest of concrete. "ah,"™ I thought%, "if omnly
we could remain calm and untroubled when looked down upon;
paseive in the face of danger”.

The spire, o unobtrusive and insignificant, provided
ample room for thought, but I was rudely jerked out of my reverie
by the impatient hooting of humdreds of cars, and the maes surged
forward to ruah into anonymity = the spire forgotten.

Sharon Boama Std. 9.




MY ADVENTURES AS A SKIN-DIV g
A WHECK NEAR THE BARRIER RELF,

The heat was unbearably stifling. The ocoean resemblsed &
bed of shimmering lighte, as the sunlight wae reflected. Thias
was the atmosphere which surrounded us as we approached the
Barrier Heef. TFrom the angle of our approach we could see
through the gaps the barrem coast of Queensland in the hasy
diatance.

It was & perfect day for skin-diving. AB BOOT A8 We
reached the 8ite of the wreck, Barry and I, eager to get down
to the blurred wreck to explore it, enthusiamstically dropped
over the side of the "Inyanga®. Unfortunately, I had a ocold
and had to descend very slowly, as soon a8 I felt the pressurse
in my ears. It was a wise thing to do because, before I had
gone down twelve feet, I found that I had great diffioulty in
keeping my balance. After s long, slow downward journey,
Barry and I found ourselves standing on the deck of the old
wraok.

The world beneath the surface was absolutely breathtaking
and looked like a 'world without sun', as the film title says.
Tue feeling of seeing the sun from below the occean's surface
wae serie and yet very beautiful. It waa very difficult to
distinguish objects in detail, or to sees what colour they were.
The eight, however, was incredible. As far as the eye ocould
see, despite the unearthly light, there wers trees of coral set
in the bluey-gresan veluyst of the opea. The reesfs rose up from
the soft, sandy bottom to the surface.

After surveying this unearthly, watery world, Barry and I
started to scramble over the skeleton of the wreck. The whole
of the forward deck was covered with long strands of green sea-
waed.

All the wood on the ship had been devoured. Thers was no
deck covering, no hatch covers or any doors or windows. At the
foot of the bridge there was no bell which, if my guess was
gorrect, should have been there, as it seemed that the ship had
been built in the 15940%s.

¥ext we went down along the hull, on the portaside, and
grawled in through & large hols thers. Ineside the old ship
we could mee many large formations of mother-of-pearl, and musses
of coral-goloured fish moved swiftly mcross this unususl background.
They sppearsd to be uninterested in what we were doing and, after
watohing us for a short while, carried on darting back snd forth.

After a while we retraced our stepe out of the hole, and began
to explore the surroundings of the sunken ship omce again. There were
beds of giant clams, everywhere, and the great half - open shells shut
immediately when we reached cut to touch them, From outside the ship
we estimated that it wae sbout 350 feet long.

Barry tapped on my shoulder and indicated that hie breathing
apparatus was leaking, and that he would have to go up. Together we
began to go up towards the surface. I signalled to Barry that he
could use my mouthpiece if he wanted to, but he refused. His own
was working a little better.

We surfaced & few feet from the Inyanga, and with the help of
other crew membera were (uickly om board.




i

It had been & beautiful dive - but Barry was very sorry that he
had 'spoiled’ it. However, I told him mot to worry as we would have

many more opportunies to explore the uneerthly, 'World Without Sunm.'

Hosemary Webber Btd B,




BEHIND THE LOCKED DOOR.

I had known from the start that there was something about the
house that worried me.... something I couldn't place out that I
knew was theare. Miybe I was just being childishly imaginative,
out & place like that could not possivly exist without a mystery
of some kind. It was too old and too wise....and too full
of seacreta.

My father and I had lived there for two years before the
inoident occurred. My mother had left us with explanation when
I was vary young, and whenever I pestered my father about her
whersapouts, he told me she had gone on holiday, and assured me it
would not be long before she returned back home. As 1 grew older,
I realised that she was never coming home, ®0o I oluntly asked my
father one day: "Pather, is Mom dead?" He turned sharply to me
with & shocked expression on his face, but then seemed to relax
a little, as he said; "No...no, she...went sway to live with
apother man...” He did not lock at me as he said it, and young
ag I was, I did not believe him.

gradually, as the years went by, I forgot the incident and
resigned myself to living alone with my father. I could not
remember much avout life with my mother anyway; all I can remember
wae that I bhardly ever saw her, and when I did, she used to be
grusl to me and I used to ory a lot. And most of all 1 remember
thinking that she waes & mad witch; she had a loud hysteriocal
laugh, and her cold eyes would dart about like a snake. I was
very scared of her... scared of my mad mother.

Later my father decided to wmove into this house in the
forest. It was sn enormous old nouse, situsted miles away from
agy other form of ecivilisation, but he loved the peace and tran-
quility that surrounded the area, and most of all, he wanted to be
alone. I socom became part of the roaming hillsidea and the desp

en forests, but there was something eerie about the house that
made me feel happier ocutside im the open air than inside.

One thing that bothered me was the big white door that led off
the stairease up to the attic. The door wae locked, and every
time I turned the knob of it, a slight shuffling noise came from
ineide. "Hata", I thought, and proceeded to forget the subject,
until one day I suddenly declded to mention it to my father. We
were sitting drinking coffee in the drawing-room after dinner that
evening. "Dad", I asked gquite casuslly, "what is behind the
locked door that leads off the attic staircase... you know, the big
white one™7

The teaspoon he was stirring hie coffee with fell from his
hand, and dropped olattering to the floor, as he turmed quickly
and started at me, all the colour drained from his face. I rose
quickly and walked towards him, quite faint from the shoock myself.
"Dad, what's the matter™? I asked worriedly, "you've gone quite pale™.
He atill stared at me. "Nothing, nothning's the matter with me,
daughter... but promise me one thing... promise you'll never queerie
that subject again, that you'll forget all about that door... do jyou
promise”™? I had no optiom but to promise him but I knew right then
that I would mever forget it; there were now too many questions
spinning around in my head, and all had to be answered before I
could be satisfied. Little did I «mow that my questiona would be
answered that very evening.




A few hours later I was lying in bed, going over the con=-
versation with my father, when suddenly I heard footetepe coming
from the passage outside my room. It was my father, and he was
making nie way quickly up the attic stepas to the big white door.
I held my breath aa I saw him turn the key in the loock and push
the door open, Jjuat wide enough for him to slip through. After
& few mloutes he came out again, locked the door; and walked back
down the passage. He bad that same shocked sxpression on hie
face, as though he were walking in & trance.

I was just wondering what to do, when suddenly I noticed the
key drop from his pocket, and fall nolselesaly to the carpeted
fleor. After a few mwinutes, when I knew all was safe;, I picked
up the key and walked mlowly towards the attic stairs. I was
poaitive that behind this door would lie the source of all the
mystery and evil I felt in the house and the reason for my father's
strange behavious during the past few years. Now all my questions
would be answered....l was sure of it.

I placed the key in the lock snd turmed it carefully, and
then pulting my trembling hand on the gold kmob,; I turned that
t00, pushing the wooden frame slowly open. I gasped with horror.
I saw now what had lain behind the loocked doora:..s

Viotoria Hau Std 9.




WHEN BRELATIVES COME TO STAY.

Usually when the news arrives that our old Aumt Mabel has
decided to spend a few days with us, we are all eating breakfast.
After several groame, my brother is most likely %o mumble "I ahall
have to tidy up, I a'pose?" This, we all know, is my younger
brother's pet hate. The other remarks which follow from the
other members of my family are:=-

"Hope she remembera to bring me something decent!”

"Don't say that, dearl”™

"She ocan aleep in the gueat room."™

Invariably when we meet Aunt Mabel at the alrport she is
overloaded with approximataly four sultcases and five hat=boxes.
Her hat-boxes usually oontain the most GHASTLY oreatiome. No

wonder we, my brothers and sisters, hate going out with her.
Hobody ocould possiply see over her hat without a step-ladder.

However, apart from the fact that Aunt Mabel always resembles
a walking fruit or flower shop, she is ome of our family's favourite

gussts,

The morning before she arrives, the whole household is in
an uproar. The clean linen must be put im the room. The bed
must bs made up with blue aheets, s ashe cannot sleep if they are
any other colour. Even my younger brother enteras into the aspirit
of things at this stage, and his ususlly chaotie bedroom really
looke guite respesctable. That evening we &ll drop into bed
exhausted. My small sister maid ome evening before the big day
"] hope Aunt Mabel brings me m big, big present after all thisls

Last year, whenm Aunt Mabel decided to pay her respectas, it
was partioularly amusing. My Aunt Sue, whose husband had had to
g0 on & long business trip, telephoneimy mother and anxiously
asked if my twin cousins could stay with us for a while, as her
mother-ip-law was seriously ill. Of course my mother told her
siater that the twins could etay with us for as long as it was
necessary (she gquite forgot Aunt Mabel), and she could drop them
off that afterncon. When the twins arrived and were told that
one of them would have to sleep on & camp bed, they immediately
argued about who was to slesp where. This; however; was easily
aorted out, as they decided to sleep in the bed alternately.
Fortunately the other minor fighte between the two ocoys were not
very serious. Aunt Mabel enjoyed her etay evem more that year,
a8 Juatin and Victor reminded her of "the good old days when my
twin brothers used to fightl™ This statement just joes to
show what & good aport Aunt Mabel is. She doea not mind or
complain when my elter brother and I play our records or guitars.
Sandie, who is four, loves her "specially moati™ ae she aleo knows
and understandes the falry who lives at the bottom of the garden.

We all love Aunt Mabel very much and, despite all the
complaint®s on her arrival, we are all always sincerely sorry
to see her leave.

Rosemary Webber BStd 8.




THE FUNERAL,

The fog was clearing now and dark, eerle shadows omoe again
became tombstones. The trees had ceased their mournful groans and
howling, and the weather was clearing. A watery sun filtered
though the stark branches of the treea, which were wishing for the
leafy epring to come and ocover their barenssa.

The grave-diggers threw the few remalning clods of earth into
the grave, holsted the rusty shovels onto their shoulders and ambled
away="another day's work done! The mourners walked thoughtfully down
the hill; the viocar, too, disappeared into the church, very much asware of
his sad loss.

I stood looking down at the mound of earth, end the smell
of freshly-turned soil drifted towards me. A few, already-wilted
flowers lay scatteresd here and there. All around were large and
ornate marble mopumentsa, with sentimental inscriptions to be read
by all, and fresh flowers which had been brought by relatives who,
no doubt, found the whole thing rather a chore.

Yes this grave where I stood had something of its very own;
& Blncere feeling left there by people who truly misased her - a
wonderful woman who bad thought ooly of others im all she did.

I had mat her at tea one day,; when she had sat in an armchair;
busily knmitting & jermaey. She dia not say much, but her friends
told me that she supplied the Home for the Blind with woolly jerseys.
Never had they heard one complaint or word of frustration from her.
On Wednesdays she had baked cakes for the orphans, and she had
always helped with the Church Basaars. Few knew her name, because
she had never wished to be thanked.

Evaryone had been welcome at her thatohed gottage, and they
were always greeted by & variety of dogs who hed found thelr way
to this kind lady's houss. Her snddress had become & keyword
amongat the animals, who could always have & delicious meal and
& slesping place by the fire, whéen they were in need of & home.

Yet all her kindnesa was known only to those she had helped.
She was not famous; apnd her pame was pnot diaplayed in blagk and
white on the front page of the newapapera. She bhad satisfied
herself, aod not done these kind deeds to gain others' attentionm
and words of pralee.

Her wmemory would live far longer than those of her neighbours,
with all their ahowy displays. She had lived a true life, with
a real personality, unlike the artificial charscters of those
eooinlites who, even in death, must show the world their status
in 1life.

The next morning, the passers-by, if they had stopped to
look, would have noticed a hastily-painted stone lying on &
new grave, with the epitaph:-

"Po our friend; who put everything into life
and received only happiness".

Joanne Pulsford Std 9.
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HEAVEN AMD HELL.

Life has been often desgribed as a journey, with all ita
ambitions, successes and failures; therefore, the end of the
' journey' would be heaven or hsll. But where exactly are heaven
and hell? This is & point which has been debated many timea in the
last twenty years or so. Are they really placea, or are they a
gtate of mind that people wish, or do not wish, themeelves to be
Ln®

As & child, I always thought that heaven was 'up there' some-
where and hell was somewhere 'down there', This is, I am told,
what the people who lived soon after Christ believed. They also
believed that the passage connecting earth md heuven was & long,
rough and twisted path, but the path to hell waa short, smooth
and straight. Thise, I think, is still true to-day but, instead
of an actual passage, the difference lies in the sort of mind
that you have. As & child, I was told what a wonderful and good
place heaven is, and how evil and bad hell isj therefore, a8 a
child, I obviously wanted to go to heaven when I died. But I
poon discovered how difficult it was to be good all the time.
Everytime I was givem two bubble gums, 1 had to give one to my
sister, and keep only one for myself. That was a tremendous
sacrifice in those days.

The path you toock, I deduce, reflectsd the sort of life you
had led. If you had led & kind apd virtuous life, and shared
all your bubble gums with your sister, I supposs you would go to
heaven. On the other hapd, if you had led a wicked life, and kept
all the bubble gums to yourself, thea you would definately go to
hell.

But nowadays, with all the spsoe crafts and rockets, the idea
of heaven being ™ap there" is proved felese. It has been seen by
the spacemen and by the television viewers that there is no heaven
"yp there"; so man has to think of another place for heaven.

1 think, however, that heaven is just an idesl, created by men's
minds, for them to strive towards. [Moat people have an ldeal to
gtrive towards, for example; & child just enterimg sehool usually
wants, one day, to become a Matrioculant, and a Matrigulant wants to
have a university degree and travel, thelr main wish being to aki
in Switserland or Austria, just as everyome else does, and so on.

I think that people want their heaven, which will be a place of
goodness and tranquillity, =0 they create heaven in their minds as
the place they would like to think their scule went to after death.

Many of the young people of today feel that they cannot live
their lives without some happinesa in it (which I think, in their
lives, is their ideal.)} So, %o create this happiness, they tura to
drugs. Some people find they camnnot exist without tsking regular
and sometimes incressing doses because their lives are so miserable.
The pletures or feelings that are created by the drugs are apparently,
happinesa and freedom, which is their ideal, and I think, their form
of heaven, and their lives are, to them, a form of living hell. Some
of them feel that they cannot bear to live any longer and =0 they take
& "short out" to eternal happiness.

I think that heaven is just an ideal which, as I have said befores,
all men wish to attain. They create this because thelr livea are =o
wicked compared to the kind of world that must have origimally existed.
Perhaps the Carden of Eden, with fertile soil and abundant food, wae
another ideal.



CATASTHUFHES!

It was on & Saturday when I first heard that some distant
relatives ware coming to stay. I uttered a cry of horror. Tou
might wonder why. The reason was that whenever relatives ocome
to atay everything seems to go awry.

It all atarted when my third cousine arrived unexpectedly
from England. It wae on that memoravle occasion that we had &
power failure. ‘That night we had to eat the previous day's gold
meat. The next moraing the newspaper said "Lock all doors and
windows”. This was & warning to housewives, because of recent
murdars. Our relatives were juat the people Cape Town wae
supposed to impress!

We had no rain; and my aunt was an snthusisstic gardemer.
She watohed the flowers shrivel up in front of her dismayed eyes.
She oould not water them as there were heavy water restrictions.
During her atay, one often heard phrases like, "It was not like this
'at home'™, or "I really miss England®. GShe left the next week,
not surprisingly!

When Aunt Susan arrived our hot water ¢ylinder burst; when
Unelea Bill arrived from America, we took him for a drive in the
gountry. Lo and behold, the car broke down, after only am hour of
travelling. What followed I would not like to recill.e...

Tring:sTring.. There is the fromt—door bell. It must be
our distant cousina arriving from Austrmlia. Oh, well, all I can
do is to hope for better luck with these relatives.

Deborah Weastecott Std 8.




THE ROLLER COUASTER.

We walked elowly through the fairground, now and then
having to stop and pause, while Orandpe struggled to keep up
with us. My younger brother, Jim, yelled excitedly and gestured
wildly towards the roller coaster, from which terrified screama
ware being emitted.

"Oh, come on!™ be said impatiently, &8 we atood in the long
queus for tickets to ride on this awesome gilant of metal; perfectly
constructed to ensure no accidents of any possible kind. Only
after excessive parsuasion and gentle reminders that the roller
goaster was scoident-proof, would Orendpa consent to Bccompany
us on our daring travels over the unknown and unexplored. {He
wes most reluctant to consent because hie health was not exsctly
what one could ecall good.)

After paying for our four tickets, we climbed into & shoecking-
pink car with green dragons painted omn i1, causing Grandpa to
exclaim that "they were obviously there to remind ome of the
dangers of riding on the roller coaster."

The brilliantly-painted car was pulled slowly up the ochain
and onte the rails, parallsl to & nearby drive-in whers the film
'"Punny Oirl' was being shown. Cautiously the little car chugged
and jolted round the ourve and then, gatbhering epeed in ap alarming
fashion, whigzed hair-raisipgly down & mear vertical drop, to the
cries of "Btop", "Leave go of my hair, man" and "Where's my Tummy
gawn?"  Down another not-so-vertical drop and up the metal rails
on the other side, and we had reached the concentric circles.
Hound and round we apun, forever gathering speed, and becoming
more and more glddy at every turn. Screams of all different
tones and pltchea throbbed and vibrated im the air around us,
while the car leant ipwards at a dangerous angle.

Eventually the track began to straighten out, and the screamas
gradually faded away. The ocar bebhind us gollided abruptly inte
our car as they, too, peared the end of the track. The girl in
the car in fropt os us inclined her head gracefully over the side
of the railes, and proceeded to vomit.

The attendant roughly pulled our car onto the rails alongside
the platform, and gestured to us to ¢limb out, before yelling to
hia mate to "pass me a fag".

As if floating on air, we clambered out of our faithful
vehiole with the now greener dragons painted on it, and began
chatting to eachother sbout how enjoyuble the ride had been, and
how none of us had even blinked an eyelash while hurtling down the
vertical drop.

Suddenly I noticed that Grandps was no longer with ue and turning

round, I stared in the direoctiom of our car. Inside was Grandpa,
pompletely motionless.

Busan Brownlie Std 9.
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CHREISTMAS,

Ah! Six months of peace and relawation, here in my pinewocod
chalet in the Capadian Mountains. This is the life! Ha,Hai To
think that all those children will be writing to "Dear Father
Christmas, ofc The North Pole" - the address of my Riviers residence.
I'11l have to go there in June, and olear out my letterbox, but that
task is still six wonderful monthe away.

You have no idea how hard I work, and sometimes I even have to
g0 to Stattafords in Cape Town to fetch the children's letters - not
to mention all the other post offices and red lettercvoxes I ocall at.
Then I have to choose one present from & list about three pages long
that some cheeky, spoilt boy has written (when I would rather give
him nothing at all), or find a present for some poor orphan who has
bullt her dreams on receiving that one present she has been wanting
for years.

Sometimes, if I read the "Personal Column" of "The Cape Timea"
(which is usually ressrved for wrinkled spinsters finding wrinkled
future husbands, and urged on by some equally misguided representative
from "The Happy Hearts Marriage Scciety”), I will find a pleading
letter about a red bleycle or & silver gun that an anonymous writer
has seen in the window at Oarlicks, and would dearly love to have for
Christmas. Being a bachelor (and I'm very proud of the fact, too),

I am highly oritieal of the notices in this column, and only read them
to see Af there is & request from one of my ohildren.

Then, on the 20th December every year, I groom my reinddr - &
terrible task. Last year Rudolf, my favourite reindeer, had made
bis hooves very diry, and I ran out of Vim trying to serub them shiny
again. I tried gold Water Omo, but he cemplained that the bubbles got
in his eyes and hurt:. As I could not have Rudolf walking around with
red, tearful eyes on such & joyful ococasion as Christmas and as I had
no 'Eyegene' eye drops, I had to be content with his having only three
sparkling hoovea. The fourth hoof made a black mark in the snow all
through Zurich, and the people must have wondered what had passed by
in the night, but by the time we resched Vienna the dirt had all woern
off.

In Brisbane 1 had to do some very difficult driving along the
freeways, and at one stage I had to park im a lomding gone. When I
returned from delivering the presents in that street, I found & "no
parking” ticket on my sledge snd one on every reindesr — that in the
middle of the night, too! They must have a very efficient police force.

I would not exchange all the riches in the world for some of the
ploturesque family scenss whioh I view ma I travel around the world
on Christmas Eve. Onoe, on looking through the window of & house in
the Latin Quarter of Paris, I saw & mother and father eitting by the
fire, telling their children wonderful stories about me, whilst their
off-spring listened with open mouths and sparkling eyes. At the foot
of their beds, next to their stockings, I found some chocolate bon-bons
and 8 card on which was drawn & erudely-coloured Father Christmas - a
presant from two of my happy ochilaoresn.

In Hong Kong, I was given & brand new radio, which I mamaged to
smuggle through the Canadisan Customs, and now I can sit in my secluded
ghalet and listen to the world and ites life - be it om Springbok Hadlo
or the B.B.C. On leaving England I was held up by the dook etrike and
eould not cross the Channel to France, with the result that I was rather
late in arriviog in the Swiass Alps. Here I received & handsome gold

akd




Adam and Eve were, according to the theory of evolution, fictitious
charaoters and they were blamed for bringing sim to the world. I
suppose they, the people who wrote the Bible, thought that they had to
blame someons and they aleo felt they had to expleim the beginning of
the world, so; they invented Adam and Eve.

A I heve already said, I think that there is no actusl place
for heaven. But all the same, when I die, I do not want to go to hell.
I want to go to heaven which, I hope will be my destination.

Philipps Harris  5td 9.




JOURNEY'E END.

We lived in the main street of the village of Downham in
Lancashire. Two houses away from us, on top of & emall hill,
was a Bguat russet-tiled cottage owned oy the blacksmith, George
Fotter. He was & small; old man who wore & little, white; briatling
moustache and & top hat,. These two together managed to glve the
effect of the Mad Hatter. He often travelled to other villages
to shoa horses there, driving to apd fro im & cart pulled by his
earthorae "Tom", George had never married, but had a small
housewife called Matilda. &She was his staunch protector, flapping
her wings, squawking and pecking at any intruder. She always laid
his breakfast, and followed him wherever he went. Apart from
Matildas and Tom, George was & lomely old man, preferring solitude
to the rowdy evenings im the "Village Arma".

George had one odd tendency and that was towards wearing a
quaer, worried egpression om his face, &s if searching for something
. snd looking rather disgruntled because he could not f'imd it. Thie
sxpression worried the village priest, wiho was always praising Ood
and going around with & smug expression om his well-fed face, because
he wished to reform everyome into doing the same, and had never
sucoeaded with George. In faot, he had never really succeeded with
anyone, except his wife who really had no choige. I think one reason
he had not overcoms this difficulty was a little imcident; during s
church service for the Harvest Peatival, While he was thanking
God for "all thinge bright and beautiful™, the mice were eating any
fruit and vegetablea they could find behind the pulpit. The
villagers mever allowed him to forget that moment.

However, one day when I met George on his way back home, I
noticed that his normal expression had vanished, and in ite place
was a peaceful serenity. As we drove back, with Tom slowly pulling
the cart, whioh creaked aes the wheels lumbered over the stones of the
serpentine pathway, I noticed too that Matilda wae etrangely silenmt
and not her usual bustling and squawking self. We passed through the
copse of saweet chestnut trees, stopping to pick a sprig to tie om
to the brow-band of Tom's large head, to keep the flies away.
George smilingly watched the harvest mice scuttling hither amd
thither through the long grass and the suall birde singing their
evening song, poutimg out their breasts like self-important business—
men in tight, little waistooats.

As we came to the end of the winding road, and olopped omto the
cobblea of the village, people in thelir gardems turned %o watoch Oeorge
in amazement. BSo they, too, had alsc noticed the change in his
features. Ouly the priest was not surprised, as he beamesd proudly
athis wife, saying he had at last succeeded in reforming the old
blacksmith. Hearing this, Oeorge turned and smiled wistfully at
the priest and shook his head slightly, a8 though wanting to disagree
with him, At our cottage, George stopped to let me down, and then
drove up towards his cottage. At the top of the hill, hie fligure -
silhoustted againat the seemingly dying light - turned and waved
back to me. I felt s sudden imexplicable surge of sadneas come over
me, and I turned abruptly into the cottage.

During the night, CGeorge reached the end of hie long journey,
and the next day the amile was still omn his face, as if to may he
had found what he had beenm loocking for and was pleased with it.
At his side lay his faithful companion , Matilda, who stayed with
him even after the end of him journey, because they wers buried
next to each other im the Downham Cemetery. There are just two
wooden erosses under s sweet chestnut trea.

Sara Knight S5td 9.




Omega watoh whioch I did not know whether %o accept as a gentle
hint for being late, or an innocent boy's thank-you present.

Cape Town is the end of my journey and I arrived here at
lunch-time on Christmas Day. My reindeer were begoming wvery
hungry; but we scop found a sack of ocats from the B.P.C:k: =
a very sepnsalble present; indeed. From here I go to the North
Pole, to leave my animals for six monthse, until I join them again
in June. Then I go by Jumbo Jet %o Montreal apd from there to
my peaceful haven. Although I have wuch a large family, I am
often lone), apd lppk forward 4o my next Christmas.

I always feel sad when & child stops believing in me and
starts to grow up, following the path of 1ife; but I am happy
agaln thipking of the toddlers snd children who will come in
the future and be iptroduced oy their parents to "The World of
Father Christmas™.

Joanns Pulsford 8Std 9.




'POP MUSIC'

Paint a portrait of 27 - year old Roderick David Stewart. The
face: mediseval woodoutter, masquerading as a Restoration fop. The
sound: Red Mokuen, Bob Dylam, Janis Joplin with just a slight twitch
of Joe Cocker. The movement: Mick Jagger, Peter Townsepd, Elvia
Freasley, with just a prance of the old Supremes., He is now called
the reignimg genius of pop rock. Oet the picture?

Thie is the new talk of today and many teenagers have begun to
adopt 1it. The radio is & good source for young people to get to
know pop music, then later, when there 18 a rise in pocket money,
they begin to listen to new lomg - playing releases and consequently
buy them. There are many different types of groups,; some play pop
music which is now kpnown aa "bubble-gum' music and is very commercisl-
ised; eapecially in Bouth Africa. On tha other hapnd many overseas
groups play underground musie, soul or rock and roll. These long-
players are usually only bheard about & year later in South Africa.
Different aspects of musiec bhave different offectes on people. Part
of the youth of today listem to the lyries, while others comcentrate
on the beat; instruments or wooal sounds.

Nowadaye,; pop music is omly played over the radio or at discotheques
or at parties because it keeps the atmosphere going, and it has & good
beat and & lively sound. I think that this present popularity hinges
much more on live appearsnces than on albums; although we do not ses
very many live shows. |Moat of the musiciana excite themselves
pheically, mentally and musically, snd them the audience reacts the
BAmS WAY s

But I would say there is going to be & great change im music in the
near future, as overseas, besides the commercial pop music, the
majority of people are listening und beginning %o like & new sound
which is Bluea Musioa. I% ia mainly folk songe,; with a slight touch
of pop beat in i%. This new sound has not yet reached South Africa,
but a talented young group, who have recently come to South Africa,are
trying to advertise jasz as much as they can.

At the present moment, I find that people try to fimd something in
maeie that is mot there. They lock too deeply inte musie, and ] think
the duty of a pop group, or any other type of group, is to make as much
good musioc as they cam in the shortest time possible.

Beverly Joslin Std 9.




THE ARTS ARE AN ESCAFE FROM LIFE.

Many people uae one or more of the 'Arts' as an escape
from life. These can aleo be known as hobbies. The Arts
are the skill of a person shown im musioc, literature and

palnting.

Painting has &in&ﬂllf been the most used means of self-
sxpression, It has also the advantsge in that it requires less
time and money than the other major arts. The famous artista
Van Gogh, Miachaelangelo, Leonarda da Vinei all used their skill
in painting. They have brought much joy %o people who are imartistic
in mbility but who, although they are unable to have the satis-
faction of producing their own creations, derive much joy from the
peauty of others' paintings. It must be remembered that a painter
has & gift, and with that gift he can remove himsell from people,
take his easel and paints and spend his time painting, and retura
feeling refreshed and tranguil.

Music seems to appeal to most people, either for the sake of
muele itself or as part of other thinge, for example dancing,
playing or working. In some factories to-day it le considered
benaficianl for workers im repetitive jobs not invelving their
minds to have constant music playing. It has been proved that
this not only increases their speed, but stops them from becoming
bored, There are so many varieties of music that there is enough
to satiafy all tastes; from classical music and opers, through folk
singing to "pop'. People who are unable to play the piano or any
inetrument are lucky to be able to listen to the recordings of great
musicians, old and new. It is not possible %o say yet which new
works will stand the teat of time, but it is certain that the works
of the old masters, such as Bach and Beethoven, will continue to give
pleasure, as they have done in the past, for many years to come.

There &re 80 many varieties of literature: children's literature,
drama, essays, fairy tales. A8 in music and painting, there is
enough in literature to-day, both old and new, to satisly every age-
group and every taste im reading. People are kept amused snd
oocupied, and &t the same time improve their knowledge. Books,
espeeially such as the writings of Beatrix Fotter, are particularly
important as they introduce children at an early age to the joys of
reading. To-day, to improve our kunowledge &nd vocabulary, we are
told to read as much as possibvle, but woet people read to remove
their thoughts from work or life and to transpose themselves inteo
the lives of the characters in the book which they happen to be
resding.

Whatever your intereats in life may be, whatever your worries,
howsver busy you may oe, most people to-day find the time to escape
from the difficulties and problems of everyday life whether it be
problems at work, screaming babies, lomneliness, depression or bore—
dom, by reading books or poetry, looking at paintings or listening
to musie. If you are one of the privileged few who have the creative
gift of writing, painting, composing musiec or amy other art, you have
the added satisfaction of mot only giving joy to other pecple; but
to yourself too. All im all, withouth 'the Arta' the world would
indesd be a very dreary place.

Ingrid Wimberg Std 10.
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LIBERTY IS NOT A RIGHT BUT A PRIVI

TO BE CHERISHED AND CONSTANTLY DEFENDED

Liberty i8 the condition of being free. Although one says
this, few persons have ever been completely free. MNearly everyone
has always, from time immemorial, been restrained from doing what
he likes by the rights of other peocple, by laws and customs end
by his own physicg) and mental humiliations.

We feel free whem we can do as we please. We do not like it
if anyone tries to restrain ua.

Liberty is not the same througnout the world., In America and
Burope to—day freedom generally means that people have ceriaim
political righta. Political freedom usually imvolves freedom of
the press, freedome of speach, the right to assemble peaceably, the
right to petitiom, no search without warrant snd the right of trial
by Jury.

One does usually find liberty falls basically under political
and civil liberty. To summarise, politioal liberty consists of
the right of individuals to partiecipate in govermment by voting
and by holding publiec offioce.

Liberty can, I believe, be a bénefit or a ourse, depending
on how 1t is used and controlled. In ome's private life liberty
must be balanced by temperance, prudence and a respect for wise
suthority. In polities, freedom snd liberty should harmonize
with order and justice.

It is very important to have the ability to choose between
right and wrong, apd to tell the difference between good and ovil.
This is true moral freedom. DBut do we oftem really have the
libarty to decide for ourselvea?

Ones of the chief characteristics of maturity is the abllity
to choose and make one's own deciaiona. Feople who do not do this
remain small childrem all their lives, ln & moral sense.

Politieally one's liberties are often suppressed and stiffled
out of existence. Liberty without any respect to wise authority
is dangerous to free man and those evenm arvumd him. Authority
reate on & body of true knowledge and om & source of justice.
Courts of Law and just political leaders are also authoritlies.
A person who recognises no autnority but hie own wishes tends to
abuse his freedom, and many lose it altogether. So oftem authority
literally 'inflates' the littls mind of the persom who has it, and
this person endangers others by using hia authority to curtail the
liberty of others. Liberty is also oftem threatened by the homest
efforta of 1ts own defenders. People may be overzealous in protecting
freadom.

A8 ip any society, the liberty to say what one fesls and write
a8 one fesls is limitad, soc it ie the duty of any individual mot to
abuse this 1iberty, and thus spoil further our present liberties
for othera.

It i® not & right, and right has & duty attached to it. FPeople
who enjoy the right of free speech have the duty of trying to speak
decently and sensibly. If, for sxample, & man walks uninvited into
a private home and makes a speech, he has no real right to complaim
if the pecple present put him out,or have him arrested. He has,




in fact, abused the privileges of mociety, this one being the
right to free speech. He has also abused the privilege of

privacy and perhaps of property.
Basically, put it this way - liberty is only really

appreciated when one has been restricted. Liberty is a right
and should be cherished and defended as & privileged right.

Sally Brimble S5td 10




eold
earie.

The stars shone brigntly
happily

Bilently.

The birds huddled closely

lovingly.

The wind blew gently
kindly
teasingly.
Everyone waé roady
Everyone was awalting
the birth.

The birth of a new day.

Gail pettigrew

THE SEA.

The sea is rough and cruel.
The waves come rushing to the shore,
Like merciless machine guns
Whipping everything out of ite way.

The sea ie blue and calm.

The waves come gently to the shore,
Like & mother pushing her baby-——-—
Gently to sleeap.

Juliet MacOregor Std
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THE FLEDGLING,

The sof't, dove—grey cloud
of faimt, blurred memories
of her.

The {lash

of primroae yellow;

that sad, whirling movement of
the water.

Bhe could not eallj

only the willows would hear,
not IL.

Memories, soft

a8 her downy [feathers

are calling.

Sara Enight Std 9.

ACTION.

Listend Stop! Look aroumd you.

You oriticisze this world,

You sit there pointing fingers &t your brothers.
But what about yourself? Are you perfect?
Do something about this world you criticise.
Time will not wait for you.

Day by day we sink deeper into our problems
Why let it happen?

Listen! Stop! Look around you and sea

what good you can do im this world.

Instead of just looking for faults,

Coralies Wale 8td 8.




"THINGS I LOVE'

I love chipas and orackers and rockets on Guy Pawkea' night,
I love watching the mea,

Aod being held tight

Which gives me

A sanse of ascurity.

I love altting up in bed io the ailence of the dawn,
Watoching the sunriss

With my ourtains drawo,

Hearing the sounds

0Of birds on the lawn.

I love lying on the beach in the middle of the day

Beading a book,
With my toes in the sand,

At peace and at rest
With the day at its best.

Beverly Joslin 3td 9.

THE CANDLE

A white, froaty light,
1it with ite flame of pure fragrance,
buroing the cold, white Winter's air,
%0 bring light where there is darkneass;
%0 bring warmih where there is chill;
& pure white flame
radiating holiness.

Deborah Weatcott Std 8.




=% T

CATS,

Some cate are aleak creaturea,

Some are fat and glossy.

Some prefer to sleep all day,

While others like to jump and play.

Some prefer to annoy their neignbours
By bhowling all the night,

But some love to please their meighbours
By catching all thelr mice!

Mandy Rose Std 6.

I AM NOT YET BORN,

1 am not yet boros
Oh hear me plea for esafety
From all the dangers of life.

From

Drugs and Aleohol,
Eantion and War,

From Cruelty and Murder,
Sickness and Death.

1 am not yet boTm.
» Oh provide me with-—
The five senses
With arms and legs
With strength and good health
Apnd an epding to this poem.

Barbara Jeary Std 6.




UHAWAHE.

She orouched
rigid
UBAWE TS
Two golden eyes,
Btaring.

among the blades of graas
& mouss played
Gleefully,
Unaware.

The hair ross atiff on her baak
her tail twitaohed

She lapt
glaws outstretohed.

The mouse played no more.

Oail Pettigrew B5td 9.

OUR CEUDENER..

Our gardener Boetie Aaron

has a comical appearance.

His eyea are like those of & rattleansake,

deaply embedded behind smoke grey eyebrowa.

His hair is like tiny pieces of knotted grey wool
and his lipa forever behold a grin.

He comes to work in hie old worn takikies

bis bolilers and bhis shirt of green and bluse,
he woars his cap lop—sided on his weather-beaten head.

Earina Haugth Std 6.




THE DAYS OF MY WEEK

Monday's black day,
tired day bad day,
Tusaday's blue day,
work day bhard day,
Wedneeday's homework day,
late day music day,
Thureday's test day,
alow day long day,
Friday's last day,

new day relief day,
Saturday's relax day,
ewim day teanis day,
Sunday's sun day,
church day rest day,
lunch day,

and then - achool days.

Janet Hammond Std 6.

PLEASANT TG TOUGH

I like the feel of a hairy peach,

A smooth round pebble,

Upon the beach.

The baby's tiny little pink nose,

The velvet petals of a rose.

The soft green mosa where the earthworms go,
and the falling raindrops as they quiekly fall.

I like the feel of & furry kitten,

Sun in sunmer

And mohsir mittena,

0f a peacock's feathsr,

and ecrackling leaves in Autumn weather.

I like the feel of & fluffy rug,

The heat of a fire on a snowy night,
and the warmth of & cocoa mug on the kitchen atove.

Earina BEeath Std 6.




SUDDENLY LAST &

Suddenly last summer

something happened
that made me

age

Something hit me
gold and hard
and woke me
from my youthful
Blumbar

New thoughts and ideas

filled my big head -

new opiniona about
people

¥hat an inrnocent
I was =
What a nice person
I wan -
last
&unme I

Terry Lloyd-Hoberts

AT DAWN THE LIGHT WILL COME

At twilight the sun will disappear
behind the mountains,

Bringing & black darknesa

which covers all.

Until ... the moon and stars appear,
Then at dawn the light will come,
Bringing birds and the sun,

Waking flowera from thelr beds,
Opening thelr petals,

Lifting thelir hesds,

Birds land on the window sills,
Their singing volces clear and shrill,
Audible from far away,

Welcoming the light of day.

Georgia Deal BStd 6.
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FHIENDS

1 remember racing you down to the river
in the rain,

Your shaggy coat all wet,

The smiling face in ecataay,

Your wet tail slapping against my goosepimpled legs,

A panting tongue.

Then, whining softly to be picked up and loved -

Puppy-fat body vibrating with axcitement,
I knelt, you waddled up to me

to be cuddled.

A ocold pnome,

A warm topgue pext to my ear

and the wipd howling through the pines.

Deborah Westcott Std 8.

THE EEY

"Hare is tha kKey"
ghe said
STake 11’[ +he door is ,}.m."‘i

I closed my eye over the keyhole

and looked
And watahad

and laughed.

Why should I throw away
gontentment
for that?

Thousands of little unimportant

ants,

with their funny individusl habil

And MARRATS.

Woy should I =

who have known the joy of
baing

alone, flying free

elimb in and

share their box?

I smiled,
and threw away
the key.

Terry Lloyd-Roberts

std B.
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CHEE.
i —

Once & monkey named Chee,
Was sitting in & tree.
He was thinking of what to be.

Maybe & car which goea parp,
Or an angel who plays & harp.

Maybe & little brown boy,
Or a king with & golden crown.

Maybe & balloon which goes pop,
Or a little girl who ocan hop.

He oould not thipk of what to be.
He then declided to be
¥hat Jod had wanted him to be.

Linda Herweg Std 6.

|
EEAME .
As 8 little boy Bo long ago,

1 dreamt of the tralpoe that come and go.

I epent lopg bours down at the track,

Hoping to jump aboard snd not come back.

1 always prayed the day would come,

When I would be ic charge of one.

And now at last my dream is true,

My final exams I have to do.

Susan Batho Std 8.
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THE WITCH.

The wind begins to howl,

For a witch is on the prowl,

With & swish and & twitaoh

A witch appears.

She crackles and chuckles,

Ehe's ocunning and sly,

She has & beady evil ejye,

Her face is wrinkled, overlapping and dry.
She uses a broom on which to fly.

Malva Marine 8td 6.

ON DISILLUSIONMENT.

I have this odd, sick feeling inside me
a8 though my inasides have frosen.
An aching throb.

With each pulse I feel more sick
With fear
of what?

I feel an inexplicable loanging to escape
from people, and their insincerity.

The sun has gone, and is replaced by empty greyness.
I feel more loat as each day passes.

Terry Lloyd-Roberta 3Std

Down by the lake; by an old bent willow,

An old tramp sleeps with his coat as & pillow,
His tatty old jacket is rugged and torm,

Hia muddy old bootea are scruffy and worn.

Down by the lake, the water blue with =aky,

He watches all his memories go gliding by,

Some are half forgotten, some are etill to make,
Down by the ealm, quiet waters of the lake.

Lindesay Parr Std 8.
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CIDER WITH ROSIE.

. sighing of the hay as it is cut,
ngled with the murmur of voicea

Creates & lullaby
While resting in the shade of a haycart
After toiling ceaseleassly in the Bummer Bum.

The bees,bussing industriously

And the scent of mewly out hay,
Hesults in & drugged feeling of bliss
Which is made complete by

Cider ———— and Hosie.

Pamela King Std 8.

TODAY.

The trees are naked today,
Tall and stark.
They rise imposingly

t a black Bky.
They hold & somber beauty
And yet are hideously plain
And empty
Like

ﬁ‘-

Terry Lloyd-Roberts

LIMERICK.

There was an old lady of Rio,

Who loet her dear little key O.

She knocked apnd knooked,

But her house was locked,

So she spent the night at the sea 0.

Jennifer Louw

Std 8.
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CHESS IN HEAVEN

Tou take black and I'll taks white and
Let's mee who wins now?

White dominatea very shortly

(Well, after all, what is Apartheid for?)
Checic-Mate! - No, not quite

This king is out again!

Ab! But not for lomg

because the superior white la much too atrong
and soon the game is dope...

But pot for long.

Soon the game will be revyersed

and then the accursed shall curse.

Pemela King Std 8.

THE TAACK

Along the garden path I aee,
A tiny track all silvery,
On I walk until I find,

A tiny snail bensath & vipe.

Earina Raath Std 6.

o
Is it painful?
Pain?
Can you feel it?
N,
It is & numbness,
between light and dark.
Shadow and sun.
My grasp is slipping
I MUST hold om!
The sun sets slowly,
I walk slowly from day into night.

Hosemary Webber Std 8.
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‘s INTERESSANTE LANDSTREEK WAT EK BESCOEK HET.

Dis stilte het scos 'm warm golf ocor my gesposl en die windjie
hat my klere mag-sag gestresel. Dit was skemerasand en het al koesler

gaword.

Die sand was pog warm van die brapdende son en dlie dulne het
e#ipndeloos woor my ultgestrak.

Tie Namib Woestym.

Land wan verskuiwende dulme en honderde akkedlsse, spinnekoppe
on slange wat selde geslen word. JDle fyn wit sand wat so skoon is =
tog kan dit "n mens gou in '"m sandetorm lsat veratlis

Tlie wlreld = bercemids woestym etrek ult langs die kua vamn
Suidwea = Afriks masr die dorpe wat aan die kus gele¥ is, kan met
groen grasperke en palmbome spog. Die kokerbome is 'm kumeswerk met
hul snoaskes vorms &8 die welwichis plant word alleenlik hier gevind.

Swakopmund se glanserende ligte kan in die verte gesien word an
die geluid en remk van die see is iets heerliks.

Az dit toegeleat was, sou die mense heeldag en orals vir diamsnte
on edelstens krabbel!

Hader aan die binoneland word kleln, plat, grys bosaies en klosaies
gras govind. Dde hele Suldwes - Afriks bestasan uit dongus, sand, drod
boasies; doringbome en lang gras maar dit is "m land met "'m manloklike
karakter en ontsettendheid wat aam 'n mens se hart wvasklou sodat jy net
met hartseer dasrvandasn kan vertrek.

Famibim, of Suidwes - Afrika, die intercssanste land wat ek nog
bescak het.

Sharon Boama 8td 9.




ONS LEWE IN "N TID VAN ONRUS.

Almal in Eenys het gewset, dat eendag - ja - eendag in die nabye
toskoms sal one rooskleurige lews verander. Die Bantu, wat vir oms
gewerk het, en 80 gaaf en getroues waus hulle in dasardie dae voor die
onrus, het soos 'm gevaarlike brander ocor die wit strand gekom. Jare
lank het dit geswel en geawel tot dit nie langer kan swel nie en dus
bet dit gebreek...Toe die brander gebreek het, het die familisa soos
die wit perde wat ocor die see galop, weggegnan na Engeland.

Ec wil twee vressllke ervariogs berhsal; ag; masr hulle was te
vreeslik! Een aand het my Pappie en ek om die plaas gedryf om te
Bien of alles in die haak was. Toe one deur die "Herelordkampie™
gery het; het ek ammper doodgegaan van skok! Agy, mEATr dEAT WAE ORDE
sewe beste koeie half dood op die grond. Hulle bene waz afgekap en
alles was te verskriklik om te besikou.

'n Ander verskriklike arvaring was toe ons op my tante ase
plaass gebly hat, Hulle het drie honde gehsad — Hastus, Zorbs en
Billy - die dierbaarste honde in die wlreld. Toe my Mammie en ek
s hul stalle gestap het, het sy ocnverwage gestsan. Toe het ek besefl
wat gebeur het - Zorba het op die lepndelamme hek agter die huls gehang-
Ag; maar dit was vreeslik - ek het gestaan, heeltemasl verbuaas - te
verakriklik!

Ag nea — poolt weer wil ek ne Kenys guan lewej te veel hartbrekends
herinnerings sal terugicom.

Diana Lindbergh 3td IO0.




HOE EX IN DIE DONKESR VERIWAAL HET.

Verlede Vrydaguand het ek na my vriendin se huis gegaan sodat
By one hulswerk vir my kon verduidelik. Omtrent half tien het &k
my boeke gepak en vir haar "toteiens" gesd .

Voor ek one voordeur oopgemsak het, het ek snsakse geluide
geboor, nes borde wat rondgegooli word. Ek het gedink dat dit Ma
gn FPa was wat weer baklei. Ex het begin huil esn weggehardloop.
Bk het nie geweet waarheen ek gehardloop het nie. Toe ek moeg geword
het, het ek op die gras wan die sypaadjie geld, maar ek kon nie slasap
nle. Ha '"mn uur het ek opgestasn. Toe het ek die gesing van mense
wit droogk was, gehoor. [Ek was bale bang vir hierdie mense wat enige
comblik om die hoek sou kom: Toe bhet ek die gercep van my broer ult
die ander rigting gehoor. Ek het na hom gehardloop.

"n Koppie koffie en 'o half uur later, ls ek weer by die huils.
Ek het my storie vertel. My ousers het gelag en gesd dat die geluide
wat ek gehoor het, het hulle gemaak om 'n verdwaalde hond uit die
kombuis uit weg te jaag.

Foilippas Harris 8td 9.
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'n BOOM OF DIE KRUIN VAN DIE BERG VERTHL.

Ek, 'n Metusalem van 'n demnsboom, is nie hier bo op my kruim
verlate nie. 0! Hee, ok het die voila wat hier op my takke kom sit,
die pragtige veldblommetjies tussen die rotse sm, bo alles - klein
Flora.

S0 'm goedopgevoede meisie met haar liews maniers . Elke aand
kom sy onder my takke sit om met my te gesels. Twee jaar lank het sy
elke aand hiernatoe gekom msar sy word nie eendayg ouer nie. Wearom...?

Dim die 23 Muart, I949. Dit im bedompige wesr en die blommatjles
verlep. Die aarde hyg na reln en die blomme het vir my gevra of ek
die reBowolke al kan sien. Daar op die kim veraskyn hulle - groot
banke swart wolke wat deur die wind mangedryf word. In die werte dreun
die donder en af &n toe ie daar 'm bliksemstraal.

Hoy woed die storm ver bo ome. Die redn stort neer op die marde
an die vloed water bruis ocor die klippe. Die ou blare van die somer
word saam weggesleur. Die blitese kom al vinniger. Dis baie na aan
my .

Mear... wat is dit? Dear hoog in die lug ie 'm groot vodl, of...
is dit, ja, dit is 'm vliegtuigl Wat op aarde doen die ding duar bo?
Bk voel vreeslik jammer vir die vlieSr want dle vliegtulg is ascos 'n
wildeperd. Ai! Daar gaan hy, nee...hy ie nog in die lug. 0! Vader,
daar tref die weerlig hom. Die wlelgtulg is mou san die brandl

Ja, ok dink jy kan nou masar raai wasarom Flora nie ouer word nie,
kan j¥7 Maar vader het op die lasste comblik hasr maam wanhoplg
ultgercep, msar te vergeefs...Flora het geaterf terwyl haar vader nou
nl:lg 1-.:---!

Mary Newell 8td I0.
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'm SKIP VERGAAN.

Daardie dag sal ek nooit vergeet nie, want dit het ons lewe
healtemanl verander. Ek ia 'n klein viesie en toe die vreeslike
ongeluk gebeur het, het ek met my Mammie,Pappie en sussie,Ainns, im
Krewsdorp gewoon. Die ongeluk het op 2 Vieapril gebeur.

Ops het die groot ekip vroeg in die mlre gesien, maar one het
ons nle dasarsan gesteur totdat dit middagete was nie, want toe het
die skip al groter gelyk. Dit het stadlg na benede beginm val en
sou op ons huise wall O! Daar was groot ‘komsternasie!l

Tie seekatte wvam die telefoonokantore het met visse vam ander
dorpe cor die telefone gepraat. Die sesperds het katte heen en
weer getrek om meubels uit die huise uit te nsem. An sk nie 8o
bang was nie, sou ek gelag het, wan® hulle het so vinnig met die
karre geswem dat die meubels altyd op die gromd geval het.

My Pa het na die bank gegaan om sy geld ult te trek, maar al
die ander pa-vissies wam.ocok dsar en hy moes lapk wag. Die
meerminne het ona gehelp om alles wan die huise weg te neem en
seekatte het met panne, ketels en vislepels na ander dorpe geswem.

Ek het op 'm kreef na Neptune se paleis gery om hom te guan
hsal. Hy het ons gehelp, want hy is so groot dat sl die klein
viseies en seesxilpasie van onas dorpie san sy groen baard gehang
het terwyl hy hulle n&a 'n veilige plek geneem het. Maar hy het
nie my sussie gensem nie, want sy het die ou vieee gehelp en hom
pie gesien nie. Tos die skip op die grond wal, is sussie daar-
opder betrap met damrdie ou visse. Dit was baie treurig en die
volgende dag het ons in ons nuwe dorp, die dorp vam die Goue
Meserminne, 'n begrafeia vir haar gehou.

Tit was 'm Baldige dag en a8 ek dsarsan dink, Kry ek 'n nare
gevoel in my hart. Toe ons na die skip gaan kyk, het ek die nasm
geesien. Dit was "FRINSES ANNA", en dit was my sussie ae naaml

Sars Enight 5td 9.
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RYLOQP!

Ide stralende ligte het die donker dewrboor em die mou pad verlig.
Die motor het atadig geloop want daar was baie dramie in die pad em die
bestuurder was nie gewoond dasrsan nie. Al langa die pad was daar digte
groen plantegroei, em skielik het 'n persoon dasaruit gespring em voor
die motor op die pad beland. Dit was 'n pragtige meisie met lang,
swart hare en '"n wit rok aan.

Die remme het geskree en die motor het met voor die meisie tot
stiletand gekom. Met pleitende oé het sy die man gescebat om haar na
'n huie ongevee twee myl verder te neem. Sonder wiefeling het die man
die deur ocopgemaak en hsar binnegenooi. In die 1lig wvan die deur kom
hy sien dat sy baie omtsteld en uitasem was. Die motor het stadig
vorentoe geloop.

"Wie is jy7 " het die mam gevra sonder om ma haar te kyk. Daar
was 'n comblik van stilte voordat die woorde sag uit die domker gekom
het.

"Anmemaries Wiesel, em mal jy nou asseblief by jou eie las hou,
meneer. "

Verbaas het hy omgedraal om na haar kant toe te kyk, maar die
motor het van die pad afgery em hy moes al sy mandag daaraan bepaal
om dit veilig weer im die pad te kry. Soe het hy koud ern kortaf gesd.

"Ooed Bevrou, as dit u wens is. "

'n Onvriendelike atilte het neergesask en uiteindelik moes die man
weer na haar toe kyk. Sy was 'n mool meisie - nee, amper 'm kind - met
'n reSovangertjie van 'n meus, viymskerp o8 em lang, swart cogwimpers.
Maar daar was een ding wat haar pragtigheid bederf het - 'm langlitteken
op haar regter wang.

Daar was die huis... nou moet sy uitklim. Hy het weer die pad
geklem en stadig vorsmtoe gery. UTiteindelik het hy sy bestemming
bereik en veilig begin uitklim. Toe bhet hy dit gesien...bloed waar
die meisie gesmit het. [Haastig het hy binne geguan en sy maats reguit
daaroor uitgevra. [Eers was hulle verward, msar toe hy van die litteken
gepraat het; het verligting uit hul 0¥ gestraal...dan vrees.

"Sy is al twee weke ocorlede,"het hulle gefluister, Langs dasardie
pad gevind, ookK..."™

Mary Newell Std IO,




GEEL .
Geel is die kleur van "n suurlemoehn,
van perske, pere, plesange en ander sserte vrugte.
Geel is die kleur van alfodile
wiat Bo helder imn die tuinm is.
Geel is die kleur van blydskap
toe Ma die klein baba tuis gebring het.
Geel is die kleur van sonstrale
wat die wirreld helder en warm maak.
Oeel is die kleur van herfasblare
wat im in die wind opgeswal.
Oeal im om ifemand te kul.
Iemand wat bly is, is geel.

Susan Louw 8td 6.

DIE KONIN.
Ek het 'n konyn gesien spring.
apring spring spring
epring Bpring
Hosemary Webber 3td 8.
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Latin: Page 46 and 47.
French. Fages 48 to 52.

_Hebrew: Page 53.
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Olim parva puella erat quae ip fundo habltavit,. Mater vi in
ludo collocavit. Post quingue dies ex ludo effTugit. Haeo, autem,
ambulans in agro florum plenc cecidit. Ut accidit, vulnerats saxp,
animus suyus se duobus diebus relinjuir.

Tandém uivenis, qui defessus erat guod decem milia passuum
ambulaverat, eam vidit. Tarde eam excitavit. Ea occulos
aperuitque eum widit., Inqut duleissima "Salvel"

In euls equo eam collocavit. Equo ambulante ei fabulum
narravit. Tandem domum pervenerukt. Muater eiua gaudio flebat et
eiz ocibum dedit. Sed proximo die ad ludum redit.

Post tredecim snnos imvenis pulcherrimus sam in matrimonium
duxit.

Helen Stubbings Std 8.




CAPTIVA.

Semper (rasciam desiderc ubi in foro ambulo. Captiva
Jrasos enim a Homanis capta. Ubi omnes homines felices
video, meam domum desidero. Meos parentes ot meum canem at
postram villam pulcharam desidero.

In Orascis habitebam Olim mutem Homani venerumt et
multl pnostrum capti sumus. |lave cum multis captivia
Homan rectus Luiciae; Valeni filiae laborawi. Hullam
pecuniam; nulla vestiments habui etc miserrims eram.

Labor erat diffigillimus in Luciss ville erat et post
dies paucos; defessissima; nocte effugi.

Tandes ad meam patriam veni, postquam dies tres et
nogtea guathior navigavi. Ad meam villam festinavi ets
meum patrem et meos amicos magno gaudio salutavi. Qusm
felix eram gquod domi eram!

Tanya Boama Std 7.

MEA DOMTS.

Romae 1In domo urbans habito. Domus mes murcs albos et
ianuam msgnam ligneamgque habet. Domi mensas duss, sellas decem
et dua cubilia magna habec. BExtra domum rosae plurimas sunt.
Mape meusas omnes rosis semper Orno.

Domi meas ianuas multas sunt guss omnes lignesse annt. Soellas
meaes atiam ligeae sunt.

Tbi amioi mei domun meam veniunt, in sellis sub rosis semper
Bademas . Foris sedere amamus juod rossae pulcherrimas sunt. Ubi sub
. rosls sedes mare videre potea.

Mare pulcherrimum eset sed et ommea mei amiel id timemus guod vitas
multorum ceplit. Fautae multi mari necati sumt et naves multae deleatue

sunt.

Domum meam et rosas meas amo et mare spectare amo.

Tanysa Boams S5td T.
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UN INCIDENT QUI S'EST PASSE AU GOLLEGE.

Je suls un poissom et je m'appelle Ftomely Foisson. Je vaie &

un college, sous la mer, dans une petite ville qui s'appelle FPolesonville.

C'est un peti%, Joli college comstruit de pierres blanches et de petits
bl joux.

Un jour, au collége, le Hoi Neptumne vt deux sirenes sont venus nous
rendre visite. Neptune avait une barbe verte et il souriait toujours.
Les sirénes avaient de beaux, longs cheveux et des gueuss vertes. Nous
avons enseigné aux serpents de mer comment jouer mais ile sont allés
trés lentement parce qu'ils ont parlé avec les gremouilles gu'ils ont
rencontrées. HNous avons vu des escargots noirs qui ont marché sur les
rochers, Nous avons vu des écrivisses rouges et jaunes, Nous avons
rencontré beaucoup de petits poissons qui somt venus d'un autre collége
d'une ville gqul s'sppelle Ville-des-Serpenta.

@uand nous avons fini, nousa sommes alles manger de l'argue et nous
sommes allés boire du the que les sirenes ont fait.

Neptune et lea deux sirenss sont remtrés ches eux a cing heures.
Nous pous sommes bien smusés. Neptune s dit yu'il reviendrait a No#l
pour donner des cadesux & tous les petite poissons. Je suis tres
heureux parce que je suis un petit poissom done j'aural un cadeau.

Je souhaite qu'un incident comme cela se pausse plus souvent.

Sare Knight Std 9.




LA VISITE INATTENDUE D'UN PAHRENT.

"Suganne! Allegz voir qui frappe a la porte!

Suganne & couru a4 la porte. [Elle l'a ouverte et elle a
cries Mighel, comment alles- vous? Je ne te vole pas depuis cing ans.
Michel lui a repomdur Je y viems pour passer lea vacances. Qu'est ta
mere Tseedny, la volei! comment alles- vous ma tante?

La mére de Suganne & dit: Oh, je vais bien merci. Venons
au jardin. Comment va ton pére et ta mere 7

Michel a repondu: Mon Elrﬂ' Ab; il va bien. Tous les
dimanches il joue au tennis avec ma mare. Ils aiment jousr au
tennis. Maintenant il travaille tres bien. Beaucoup de gens
achetent sea produita; dono il & beaucoup d"argent. Ma miire travaille
suasl; mais #lle truvaille au jardio. Il ¥y & maintenant une belle
pelouss devant la malson. Il ¥ & ausel une piscine devant la maison.
I1 y a aussi beaucoup de belles [leurs. Ma sosur, qui a seize ana,
aime encors & coudre et & ecouter la musique moderne. Cette année
#lle ecrira le dernier examen de l'ecole et elle n'aime pas y pensar.
Mon sutre sosur sime sncore jousr de la guitare. Elle la jous depuis
deux ans &t je crois yu'elle la jouws trés bien.

La mere & dit: Michel, ou restes— vous maintenant? Michel
a dits Er, je viens d'arriver et j"lpll‘ﬂll rester ches vous pour une
semaine. La mere a dit: Michel, naturellement vous pouves y rester.
Nous sommes heureur de t'avoirs.™

Fhilippa Harrie S5td 9.




MON AMI.

C'@tait um petit Ane gris qui habitait un verger de pommiers
pres de motre maison. Il s'appelait Mistigris., Il aimait les
garrottes et lesa pommes. En automne, il mangealt toutes leas
pommes qui avaient tomb@es sur 1'herbe au-dessus des pommiers quand
le vent a soulfla.

. Moi et Mistigris jouions ensemble pendant toutes les vacanoces,
mais un jour des vacamces d'éte, guand j'al visite Mistigris, je ne
1'al pas trouvé.

Le fermier m'a dit que pendant le soir Mistigris est tombe dans
un trou et il s'est cassé la jambe. Le lendemain matin, il 1'a tue
parce gu'il n'a pas pu marcher. ? a oté la chose la plue gentille
que nous lui pourrions faire et le dernier service que nous lul avons
rendus.

Famels King Std 8.

-l A A Y TR jprTTyrmms e e TEOTEGE CE T O T T T




MON GRAND'PERE.

Guand j'@tais petite je visitais mom grand'pere. Quand j'y
arrivais, il me dommait toujours des bombomns. Il me donmait susai
du thé et un ghteamu. Il avait des yeux bleus et les cheveux gris;
ot il £tait tres gentil. Il aidait tout le monde, et 1l n'Stait
jamais impoli.

Sa maison était petite ot dans le jardin devant la fendtire,
il y avait un vieux banc., Dans sa maison il y avait une cuiaine, un
salon, un salle & manger, une salle de bains, et trois chambres. dans
ss bassin il y avait des poissons, pres de l'autre fenitre.

I1 éorivait dee lettres a ses amis, il se promenait dans le

bois et dans les champs, et il lisait des livres intéressants, Il
visitait ses amis et il allait au café avec sa femme, gui etalt ma

grand'mere!

Oui, mon grand'pére etait tres, trés gemtil.

. Vanesss Hefer Std 8.
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QUELLE DRULE DE PETITE BETE!

Tout le monde dit: "Quells drBle de patite béte, " gquand il me
volt. J& suis une chenille et je m'appelle Claudis.

Ms maisom est une belle fleur rouge et je mange les grosse feuilles
vertes. Ma nourriture favori eat l'herbe, mais j'al toujours peur qu'un
gros chiem m'eorase mi je marche sur 1'herbe frafichse.

Je porte um joli manteau de cheveux., C'eat ausal ma protection
paroe que 8il un enfant me touche, il rlgl"l‘rlii des cheveux & la main.
J'si oing mois et apres l'hiver, quund je me réveillersi et quitteral
mon gocon, Jje seral um joli papillonm.

Ma vie est tres dangereuse parce gque les jardinier met le poison
aur les plantes aveo un pulverisateur. 31 jeo mangeais cem feuilles je
mourrais.

J4'al beagucoup d'amise. Mon voiein eat Monseieur Christo, le
uulauptiru. Il eat tres amisble et il rit toujours. Ja vais aux bals
gheg = lul, et il invite toutes les u.rll.;n;-- et pauterelles. Hous
buvons des gouttes de rosée et nous mangeons tous les petits bourgeons
verta gquli parsissent au printempa.

Tout le monde me déteste mais Jje m'amuse et "C'eat la Viel"®

Joanne Puleford 2td 9,
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