MERRIMAN

Cover
¥ery nice. Fresh, attractive and carefully made.

Fresentation

Lay-cut pleasant - clear and attractive print with not
unpleasantly contrssting main headings. The clear divieion
into sections was & good idea. Numbering of peges traditional
but effective. With eareful proof-reading most apelling
errors could have been eliminated.

Club reports

These were lively in tone, giving & fair amount of detail
though I often wished for more. One geined =n impression
of constructive activity and a very happy House whoge

members fekl themselves to be not only members of a House but
alsc of & school. One felt that the efforts made by its
members for both the House snd School are apprecisted by its
leaders.

Illuatretiona

These were quite attrsctively diepersed throughout the
magazine, I admired very much the delicacy of Julia Paley's
study. She ia moat fortunately talentad.

Articlea, Stories and Foetry

The intermingling of prose ané poetry was successful and the
writing had en attractive freshneas about it.

Much of the poetry I found interesting and sincere in tone.

I wonder whether the ironie last line of 'It's their life' was
intentionally so - it comes off anyway. '"The New-Born Foad'
by the pame writer is carefully observed &s is true of many
other pieces, 'for example,'Butterfly,'A Simple Fleasure','Stars
on Stema\

It wes plessant to resd & piece of informed criticism - in
this case of The New London Ballet.

The foreign langmage section offered a plessing veriety of
writing.



EDITOR’S

LETTER

Bearing in mind that the compiling of this year's edition of
"Marriman Magazine™ has taken helf a year of entry hunting, brain
rocking end sleesplass nighta; it is hard to imagine how a magazine
like "Fair Lady"™ can produce an edition every fortnighit! Howewver
I hasten toa add that it has besn half & year of fun and we really
can say that it has hesen anjoyable trying to create something
betwaean our comnventional School Magazine and a glossy fashionmabla
one - 8 magazine that gives us 8 wider spectrum of the classrocom
and yet remains sppeaaling to all who read it.

After 50 years of Interhouse magaring competitiona, Merriman has
maintained a good standard and won for the last two years. With
this year being her birthday, what better present could she have
than a "third time lucky!™ We thank the house for their co-
operation in making this megazine possible - all that remainsto
be said is; enjoy it and, of course, LONG LIVE MERRIMANI!

ELIZABETH BAKER
EDITOR
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REPORTS.

This firet part of our Magezine ia not literary;
it is intended to give the reader an idea of the
Sechool's activities and the part MHerriman plays
in thess.
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!_IEER_I!I.H Hﬂﬂﬂ m: 1974,
Head of House : V. Hmu.
Prefects t 3. Enight; 5. Brownlie, 3. Bosma, G. Pettigrew.
Sub-— . f 1 P. Harris.
Staff t Mra, Rauch, Nre, Boyd, Nra. Thompaon, Mra. Bastlans,

Congratulations to Jagger and Holt who shared the Efficiency
Shield at the end of last year, OCur heartiest thanks to Mra, Muller
for her sndless encouragement and personal involvement in the
activities of Marriman during the paet years: we regret having to
gay Tarewell, but wish her z2ll the beat for the future. Con-
pequently we welcome Mra. Rauch as head of "the beat house in the
town", Welcome also to Mrs. Bastians, our new member of ataff, =nd
the many new girle who have joined uas,

During the firat term each girl knitted a jersey; all thease were
taken to "our" orphansge = S5%t. Michesela, The money collected at
the beginning of each term has been distributed among the Animal
Welfare, S.A: Council for the Aged and the Dove Criche.

A Debating Competition was held during the first term and &
Public-apeaking Competition in the second term. With a2ll the tre-
mendous enthusiam and house-splirit on the part of the Merrimen
spegkers, as well as the Invaluable help from Mra. Saffrey, we
achieved firat place in both these eventa.

On the sporting side, however, there is much room for improvement.
We came Third in the Bwimming, Tennis and Hockey but attained a well-
degerved victory in the Netball. Dur thanks go to Bev. Joslin, cur
Captain, and to all the energetic .girls who made this success
poBaible.

Susan Batho (Merriman) and Margo McLachlan {Rolt) were selected
to play in the Western Province Squash Team, and Susan Batho won the
School Squash Championship. In the Inter-house Championship, which
was played recently, Rolt ceame firat and Merriman second,

The standard of work this year has been exceptionally high, We
have achieved the highest everage result in all the Mark-readings
80 far; Susan Brownlie, Tanya Bosma and Janet Hammond are to be com-
mended on their consistent high marks.

Merriman has shown a marked improvement in all fields this year,
and should continue to do =0 under the leadership and supervision
of Mras. Rauch.

V. Hau.
3td.10.



THE MATRIC DANCE.

ror twalve years we thought of this great occassion, for three
months we discussed it and suddenly rriday, 19th. of april was here !
FPaces , appearing out of masses of red and black streamers, diasplayed
large white grins at the prospect of the activities and frivolity of
the following night. PFinishing touches were put to posters and last-
minute arrangements mads, but suddenly the chaos and disorder was
replaced by - what was originally intended - & cabaret !

A few tempers were frayed, but on the whole a happy, but tired,
band of Matrica left at 11 o'elock,

Saturday morning saw the return of the enthusiastic interior
decorators, now even more ecstatic that the great day had arrived.
Bunches of grapes adorned the tables, and kind Farents helped with
arrangement of the main supper tables. A few posters, which had
descended during the night, were now restored to thelr rightful
positions with numerous types of sticky tape and several wishes that
they would not Tfall on the Staff during the dance. The natricas - now
feeling even better - went home to begin their transformations.
Ragors, tweezers, shampoo, halr dryers and containers of vanishing
cream sppeared whilst other blemishea such as pimples rapidly
disappeared. books were read whilst pink nail polish dried, and
enchanting facisl expreasions practised in-front of the mirror.
Dresses were donned and the tension mounted as dinner-jacketed
partners arrived in expensive "zapping' wehicles, a little cream
Dateun or a blue Mind.

Then off to the BHefore-party where, aitting on CLOUD NINE, friends
wore greeted, thelir partners eyed and sapeeches made.

ind then - the DANCE 1 'The O0ld Hall resounded with pop musilc,
grins enlarged ss the evening progressed and the Photographer was
kept bueily esnapping at cheesy expreesions. Cenerally a good time
was had by all and the roll of drume signalled the end of the Cabaret.
Lovered in streamera the ecstatic couplea departed.

At the After-party jaded loocks and smudged make-up vanished whilet
formael dresses were replaced by the ususl jesne. Hungry stomaches
houped chocolate dolairs and once more the party went with a swing.
inder normal conditions the film we saw would have made our hair stand
on end, but at 3 o'clock in the morming with dulled senses and drooping
eyelids 1t turnmed out to be more of & comedy with cryptic comments and
loads of laughter. Anyway - it served its purpose and entertained us
for & Turther two hours.

i did not manage to go to the breakfast and so my next recollections
are of rolled-up posters, bare walla, where the sticky tape had removed
the paint, and somebody leaning bleary-eyed on a broom. After weeks of
work our Cabaret was mutilated by hands eager for souvenirs, the re-
maina put in the dusthbin and in half an hour we were gazing at the
ugual white-walled gym hall of our everyday life = our Cabaret was
gone forever.

S5till fesling great on Monday, we gossiped, heard the scandal and
waited eagerly for the photographs, but, whenm the day ended, depression
settled in and the black clouds of examinationa gathered on the horizon,
dimming our golden clouwd of Saturday.

But now, alas, with no cheerful prospects ahead, no more matric
Dances in the future And only those numerous text=books facing ma, I
have only my memories to keep me ecstatic.

J« Pulaford.
8td.10.



Q BT 1974.

The Herschel lat. XI started the season with a wonderful tour
to Pliestermarlteburg, which we &8ll thoroughly enjoyed.

Under the captaincy of Gill Austin and with Miss. Kable as our
cosch we had many successese during the seagon; the most spectacular
being our 6 - 1 victory over Rustenberg.

Seven girlas were chosen to play in the Western Province Schools
finel trials; this was very encouraging and eventumlly Gill Austin
end Mergo Mclauchlan were chosen for the team.

The Hockey matches against the Parents were more like fashion
parades. The Znd. team drew with the Moms 1 - 1, and the lst.
beat the Dads 4 = 1.

At the Under 15 Inter<Schools Tournament Herschel and Rustenberg
reached the finals and after & very tense struggle the result was a
draw - esach side scoring one goal.

The Open Inter-Schools Tournament took place at the Green Point
Stadium on Saturday Zlat. September. Herschel entered two teams snd
the A-Team won through to meet Rustenberg in the finml. The result
was another good win for Herachel after an extremely exciting match.

This completes A highly succeseful Hockey season and all those,
who have represented their School, must be congratulated for their
performances.

Susan Batho.
Std.9.

THE HOCKEY TOUR.

The Herschel lat. XI went on tour this year during the Eastar
Holidays. Those vho represented your School were the following -
Gill Austin, Liz Jeffery, Barble van Alphen Stahl, Tessa Douglas-
Hamilton, Stacey Smith-Chandler, Nickey Fouché#, Susan Batho, Margot
MclLauchlen, Annie Sarritslev, Dawn Garish, Jeanne André Pelt and
Eabara Gordon-Bagnall.

The Team left Cape Town Station at 6.00pm on Priday, April 5th,
with loud shouts of encouragement from a large crowd of well-wishers
seeling us off.

Much of the time on the train was passed by eating, making up
songs and musie.

We arrived ot Pistemmariteburg on Sunday morning to be met by
Robin Twentyman-Jones (Bridgid'e brother), and after piling into a
Eombl, we were teken to the Youth Hoetel where we all had cur own
FOOmS «

The firat match, against Collegate; resulted in & draw 1 - 1.

Cn April Bth. after & practice game we set out for Nidmardam,
vhere unfortunately we got stuck in the mud, then back to the Howick
Palla. After lunch we playved Pietermiritgburg Girls High and lost
E - Dl-

The next day we viaited the Lion Park where we saw many animals
nnd afterwards played Epwarth, winning 2 = 1.

On April 10th. we played St. Annes at 3t. Johmna and lost 5 = 2;
and after lunch went to Amansimtotl, supping at The Friars and
spanding the reat of the evening at the Amisement Park.

{Cont...)



iIhi Hockey ToOUTs sswes uﬂnt.}

Easter was spent moat enjoyably in the Drakensberg - this
muat surely count as one of the 'high=lights' of the tour.

The train journey back was rather 8 wild affair but it was
with great reluctancethat we eventually went to bed on the last
night of a memorable tour.

We would sincerely like to thank Misa. Eable for making this
tour poasible - it was reslly great fun 1}

Annie Serritaslev.
8td.10.

SQUASH REPORT 1974.

S0 far this season Herachel has had very succeasful resulta.

IHocesan College wae beaten in a close match T - 2, but we
went down to the 01d Girla 5 - 2.

The Inter<house Competition was won by Rolt, with Jagger
coming second; but we must congratulate 81l Merriman'a players
for their stout efforts.

Margot MclLauchlan and Susan Batho were chosen to represent
Weatern Province in the Inter-Provincial Championshipa in Durban
during the 3ettler's Day weekend. Both did well for thelr
Province but unfortunately failed to reach the fipala.

The School Championships were played on September 19th. and
Susgan Batho beat Margot McLauchlan in the final 3 = 0.

The Inter-Schools Tournament is to be played during the
coming week and it is hoped that the Herschel girls will do well.
Cur beat wishes go to the Merriman players a3 well as to all
cther participants.

The Squash Season will end with the Under 16 and Under 18
VWestern Province Championships : Good luck to &ll our entranta.

Susan Batho.
8td.9.



CHOIR REPORT.

fhis year the Choir has taken part in a varliety of events in-
eluding a number of weddings. A memorable wedding waas that of Miss.
frues Borton at which the Choir was virtually hemmed in by all types
of flowera. They also sang at the weddinga of Miases Alison Burna,
58lly Abbott and Earin Attwell,

towards the end of the first term, School House of the Ilocesan
College and the Herachel Choir presented "The Mikado", a Gilbert and
Sulliven operetta. It was directed by Mr. David Slater and perform-
ed on three evenings in the Bishops' Memorial Hall, The Choir
formed a chorus of Japanese girls while Tum Yum, the female lead, was
played by Sara Knlght and Yum Yum's two sieters, Pittl Ling amd Feep
Bo,; were played by Susan Lowdle and Shelly Bell.

An interesting service was held at 5t. Saviours, Claremont, in
which Choirs from Herschel, ocans Souci, Ronterey, vreenfield and
S:4:C0:3: took part singing hymns, anthems and psalms which they in-
troduced themselves. This service, broadcast on the wireless cne
Sunday morning, wes enjoyed by those who particlipated in it amd hy
those who were able to listen to if.

On 15th. rebruary the Choir sang at Founder's Day in 5t. Saviours,
and the next big event with the 5chool will be the Cerol Service,; in
which the Choir plays an important part.

Merriman contains & great many Cholr members; 3. Enight, 5. Bosaa,
8. Brownlle; 4. Pettigrew, B. Ywentyman-Jones, 5., Batho, F. King,
R. Webber, A. Winburg, X, van der Bijl and J, Eammond, all of whom
are enthusiastic and hard-working.

Sara Enight.
Std.10.

SWIMMING REPORT.

Although there was puch House spirit and determination among
the Merriman swimmers and supporters, we were placed third behind
Jagger and Rolt in the Inter-house Swimming and Diving Chaspdon-
ships.

Hilary Day is to be congratulated on recelving her swimming
Colours and Camilla White, Jemny Louw and Susan Louw are to be
commended Tor thelr high standard of pwimming.

T. Hau.
Btd.l0.

Captain,



THE DEBATING SOCIETY REPORT 1974.

“Merriman” has done sxtremely well in debating this year.
An Inter-houss Debate wae held at the beginning of the second
term and the team, consisting of Terry Lloyd-REoberta, Victoria
Heu, Helen Stubbinga, Famels King and Camills white, won this
competition,

Later on in the same term an inter-house Speech Competition
tock place. The Standards & and T were required to plck, from
a hat, any letter from the alphabet and spesk for one minute on
a subject concerning that letter. This was very well done, as
was the task of Standard B whem they were required to prepars an
amusing telsphons conversation between two characters who had
really nothing in common. 'The Hatrics and Standard 9 discussed
& prepared topic between five people.

"Merriman" won two out of these three competitions and soc won
the overall Inter-house Competition,

1 would like to congratulate all those whe took part in either
of these competitions.

Camills White.
Std.g,

THE SOCIOLOGICAL CLUB REPURT 1974.

The members of the Sociological Club, comsisting of Standards
8y 9 and 10, have enjoyed being addressed by many interesting
people throughout the year.

ithey have been shown three filma, one of which being in
Afriknans. They have alsoc spent two Wednesday afterncons being

entertained by various classes durlng the Afrikesans Sociological
Club,

We all appreciated the talks very much. Many of the Speakers
who addressed ua showed slides or filmes to illustrate what they

wvere discussing. Theae afternoonsa were both informative and
very enjoyable,

Camilla White.
Std.o0.



Committee: Leader. Migs. Brown.
Chai rman. Jean kapier.
Seeretary. ochelils Hacking.
Members. Pamela King, .elen otubbings, Karen wessels.

1974 for M.I.X. (Movement in Christ) our seripture Union hae
been a fruitful one although a little haphazard. The membership has
increased during the past year, and there is & fairly small, but
regular, attendance st our weekly Eible Studies held in the ochool
Chapel.

&t the begimning of the yvear, we were forced to hold evening
meetings once or twice a term; if we were to have any main meetings
at all, due to the shortening of lunch-bresk which had previcusly
been the appointed time.

The meetings were fairly successful, but many of the day-girls
were unable to attend ms they hed difficulty in obtaining transport.
iinally the Committee decided to try meetings during lunch-break and
go far this term we have found them very successful.

One of the highlights of the evening meetings was a Light Show on
the urucifixion by Lavid Hofueyer, which was thoroughly enjoyed by
EVErYOne.

Although our Scripture Union is small, it is steadfast and alowly
increasing as the year goes on.

1 should like to express our gratitude to Miss. bBrown who has
helped ue to raise M.I.X. to it's present positionm.

Pamela King.
5td.9,.

THE CHAPEL REPORT 1974.

Committee: Chairman. Dr. Silberbauear.
Membars. Mias. way, Mrs. Johnson, Mias. Brown,
Sharon sosma; Jean napier, Gall Pettigrew,
+oaephine Frater, Famela King, Tanyas Boema,
Helen Stubbings, Jennifer Torr.

The tiny Chapel is still the "Special' place at Herschel for many
of the puplls and many of the old-glirls too.

As a8 result of the new influx of boarders the Chapel ies very full
when br. Silberbauer tekes the services on Tuesday and Thursday evenings.

rev, Ives from Gt. Saviours celebrates Holy Communion in the Chapel
every alternate rriday morning at 7.50 am =nd conducta the evening
services every alternate Sunday.

Much is being done by the Committes to keep it looking ita best and
the flowers on the Altar every service, arranged by the 5td.8 and 9
boarderas, make it & really cheerful place.

we are all looking forward to the highlight of the year - the
Chapel by Candlelight cervice at the end of 1974. 1t is on this occasion
that the Chapel locks ita best and is & truly beautiful sight to behold.

viuar thanks go to the boarders for arranging the flowers on the Altar
and to those who play the organ.

Pamela King.
Std.%,.



HISTORICAL SOCIETY REPORT 1974.

Committees Chairman. Mra. Stockwell.
secretary. Eligsbeth Jeffery.
Member. ismela King.

The Historical Society is a relatively new society, having only
been started during 1973. however, deapite this, it is flourishing

and we have had some extremely interesting talks since the beginning
of the year.

Misa. bavidson; a guest spesker, gave an illustrated talk on

"The Bible as History"™ and brought up many fascinating details during
the course of her talk.

Mra. Webb gave an extremely interesting talk during the second
term on Soclology. Her talk was illustrated with a8 few very facin=
ating books, one of which concerned advertising during Victorian days,
and, aa & result of her talk, an entirely new aspect of history was
made known to many of those present.

This term, Mrs. Daphne Wilson, another guest, gave a talk on
"The Urganisation of an Election Campaign". I think very few of us
realise the work entailed in the organisatiom of such an event 1

The Historical Society ceat light on different aspects of various
topice of interest, which need not necessarily deal directly with
Higstory. Its members are mainly the History pupils from Standard 8

to Matric, but many non-history pupils derive enjoyment in attending
these meetings.

Cur thanks go to Mre. Stockwell who ie the backbone of the society
and without whom it would not be in existence today.

Pamela King.
std.9.

HETEALL REPORT 1974.

Herschel has just recently commenced Netball in the Senior
School and the standard needs to be much improved before we can
achieve better results.

We were not placed in the Inter-Schooles Competition, but never-
theleas gained much experience.

Merriman attained first place in the Inter-house Competition -
all our playerz excelling themselves.
Bav. Joslin.
5td.10.

Captain.

TENKI 1 .
A Tew Merriman girls heve played regularly for thelr School as
well aa in the Inter-Schools Championship.

Bev. Joslin; Jenny Pente;, Susan Bathe and Camilla White are to
be commended for their comsistent play and enthusissm.

Unfortunately Merriman was placed third in the Inter<house
Competition - nevertheless all their playvers tried their besat.

Camills White.
Btd.q.
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THE DOWNFALL OF MACBETH AND HIS WIFE.

The witches send macbeth out on hie road of tragic existence
by inepiring and stirring his dormant, hidden thoughts. Frrom the
beginning of the play, Macbeth refars continuously to the originsal
prophecy of the three "o0ld haga' who echo his innermost thoughte
end help to consolidate his evil impulses.

Lady Macbeth, on receiving her husband's letter telling of the
witches' encounter and of the supposed titles within his grasp,
performs & fervent ritual to pervert her womanly nature and thus to
aid her husband on his new path through life.

Macbeth, although recognizing in advance the horror of his forth-
coming actions with reference to Duncen's murder, is spurrad on by
his wife and by his own overvhelming ambitions. He is heard to say,
before his firat evil deed, "if it were done, when 'tie done, then
"twere well if it were done quickly™, showing his hidden fears about
the assassination. Lady Macbeth challenges her husband, aiding to
spur him on to fulfil his promise that was made in a drunken state.
Under her axtreme influence, he proceeds to Duncan's chamber and
the visionary dagger that floate before his eyes portrays the depths
of his intense imagination.

Hacbeth, after commiting the "deed', immediately regrets his
actions and becomee locked in his own horror s he ia gripped in the
memories of his experience, crying out that ®"Macbeth shall sleep no
more®, Lady Macbeth appears at this stage of the play as a forceful,
eteadfaet character compared to her husband, whose attention, startled
by & sudden 'knocking', is drawn to his bloody hands as he asks in
agony if "all great Neptune's ocean can wash this blood clean from my
hand* .

\The continued "knocking' throughout the play seemas to reflect

all the powers of heaven and hell knocking aimul taneously at
Macketh's heart.)

Macbeth, realising that 'deeda' are the only opiatea for fears
and that the defect in this remedy is the fact that the dose muat be
increased with alarming rapidity, follows up hie last murder with the
killing of Banguo whose bloody ghost haunts Macbeth relentlessly hence-
forth. Pursuing his course of delusion, Machbeth, whose conscience
stabs cesselesaly at his thoughts, begins even to distrust hia own
wife; and their relationship's disintegration can cleerly be noted in
the change in attitude of the KEing towards hia once doted-on wife.

Macbeth, in his gloomy depths of thought, says he has become
Pecabined, cribbed and confined to saucy doubts and lears”.
Haunted and magnetiged by the three witches, he returns to thelr den,
demanding prophecies for the future; but; as sell-engrossed as he has
become, Macbeth interprets the apparitions as he wishea, being unaware
of their ambiguity. Haunted and tormented by the reappearance of
Banquo's ghost, he leaves the witchee' hellish den and, although they
do not reappear in the play, their influence continues, taking a fast
hold on the spirit of Macbeth.

At this stage in the play, Lady Macbeth, having at last attained
the seme insight that Racheth had after the commiting of his first
murder, is obaerved sleep-walking, clutching a lighted candle in an
effort to rid her tortured mind of its murky imagea. Caught in a
circle of madnesa, she continuously riubs her hands together in &
frenzied attempt to rid herselfl of the blood that ils now haunting her.
in the same train of thought as her husband, she cries out "all the
perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand".

Macbeth's frenegy, having been described by Angus, Menteith and
Caithness later in the play, now becomes visible in this violent acorn
and overvhelming confidence that alternate with profound depressions.
After Lady Macbeth's suicide - her only eacape from her unbearable
torment - Macbeth finds life meaninglese and contemptible because, by
now, his sina have bled all meaning and glory out of it.

Leont.
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{The downfsll of be = cont.)

Macbeth'es head, raiped triumphantly above the crowds after his
death, signifies the end of a mentally pathetic, weak and tortured
man, but & physically strong one who remains coursgeous to his laat
gecond on esrth before his tortured soul flees to Join his wife in
a, perhapa, happier existence elsewhere.

Susan Brownlie.
Btd. 10.

What is red ¥

A fire on a cold night,

A lake at sunset,

The magma of an erupting volcano 7

Red ia the sun in the late evening.
The colour of a ripe cherry.
ked is the colour of ink

Or & ruby.

Red is the Poat Office letter box,
or & plum or an apple.

The colour of a leaping flame,

The colour of a garnet.

Elizabeth Hyslop.
Std.6.

BREAKFAST wIiH THE FANMILY.

"Breakfast before sunrise"™, those were my Father's words the
evening before our departure for an annual holiday at Plettenberg
Bay. The suitcases were packed and ready at the door. The absence
of our two doge seemed to have left an unusual gquietness yet excite-
ment about the houne.

The day started off with the ringing of the alarm-clock. First,
and alwaye first, at breakfast was Mary-=Jane, my eighteen yvear old
eister, whoee immense appetite is the main cause of her obesity.
Lying beside her on the table was a Weight-Watchers manual which, up
to now, hae proved unpuceasful. Ny father who was eager to get golng
had started his breakfast, but procesded to read his newspaper as
soon as he realised how long breakfast would actually take,

Ten minutes later, my brother and I came down to breakfast
followed by my mother and baby sister iolly. Polly insisted on bring-
ing her potty along with her together with her teddy "Rosy Growler".

we had not been seated at the table for long when my brother
started to complain,; saying "I'm sick to death of having to eat un-
cooked egge". DBut he was atopped promptly by my mother's stern words.
"In future if you are going to complain, pleases do not come to break-
fast. Now pull yourself together"!

Mary=Jane who leads an extremely letharglie life, =8 well as a
aacluded one, continued to eat what was put in front of her.

rolly nibbled at a piece of toast and half-way through it she ex-
plained that she was "foool". With that my father excused himselfl
from the table and set off to do a few last minute chores. The family
was eventually packed up and ready to go. The last key finally turned
in the lock and the time was 1l o'clock.

C. Parkar.
atd.B.
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THE COLD GLASS PANE.

Alone 1 sat,
and watched my reflectiona in the window.
Cold and lifeleas, my eyes stared back at me
I was reaching out beyond the rain,
in search of something ....:... 20BEECDE.

I was lonely,

and yet not mlone.
My tears mingled with the rain.
I watched it beating against the pans,
=y pain,
I was ay only friend.

Carallie Wale,
Btd.g.

LIPE IN A CONCENTRATION CAMP.

Cold, with only & tatty rag covering my shivering body, I

have to put up with many hardahips here, I get beaten when I
am lagy but I really have no strength at all. I get fed one
bit of stringy meat once & week, We try to escape at times,
but are wetohed like a hawk watches & mouse. Mozt people are
dying helplesaly on the ground - they are just skin snd bones.
I wish you knew how terrible it is, but it's no use complaining.
My Grandmother died two weesks ago, I envy the people who have
gone into hiding for, when the War is over, we will probably all
be ahot 1

Suzanne Naude,
Std.6.

THE ELEPHANT.

Big and bold,
he stridea along the bush,
his muscular legs trampling plants,
uprooting trees and;
fighting snother Bull,
he carries on his journey
to the Water Hole.

Monique Herweg.
3td.6.

RAIN

Showera of celestial sorrow
in an alresdy smpty world.

Mandy Scott.
S5td.9.
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THE CROCODILE.

The Crocodile, lying therse,
With evil in its eyes.

Lurking in the shadows,

Waiting for someone to be

Foolhardy encugh
To venture to the lake for water.

it i=s evil itsalf,
Daring to appear in the form of an animal.
Waiting there, eager to kill,
Bloodthirsty and crael,
Siniater as a ghoat story,
Unknown and frightening.
& creature vho is doomed
To kill.

A young girl walks down to the lake,
L pot balanced proudly on her polised head.
He 8till waits, unrelentlesaly, never tiring.
she sees him not, and stands
Gazing at the setting sun over the lake,
Remembering her purpose
She bends, lowaring the pot from her head,

ier beantifully fashioned body

Seems to glow with innocenée.
She kneels and swirls her hand around
In the water.

Little waveas trickle from her hand's movements
And softly run to shore.

she takes her pot and filla it with

The pure, cool water.

An she rises her senses are alarmed.
There in the shadows
Iz a8 movement.
The Crocodile
Moves fast,
Contrary to the slovenly way he lies in the water.
The water swirls.
There is & splash,
Then silence.

The pot lies there on ita side,
The water trickling from it.

Jane Coombe.
Std.b.

I long
to rebal -
hun open-azrmed in the
cutting rain
and phout my empiy words
inte the endlesa hollows

of

your mind,..

See them apin in timeless circles,
Echo,
Cling,
ihen, slowly,
rade,

rerry Lloyd-Roberts.
8td.9.
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THE CHAR.

She was thin and gaunt, with deep wrinkles all over her long
face, &She waa old and poor and wore the same old, but neat-loocking,
clothes every day. She had long silvery grey hair which she usually
¥ore in a neat bun &t the back of her head. She was very religlous
and her Bible seemed to be her only true source of love as she had no
family. Her name was 'ra. Korris.

Every day at six o'clock sharp she left her tiny neat cottage to
ge to work. !ra. Morris worked for Mre. Dobson who was & middle aged
widow and lived in a small cottage in the village.

Mre. Morris had no particular interesta, but there was one thing that
ghe really wanted and had admired for a long time. it waas a beautiful
gilk dress which cost & lot of money. Put she had been saving up for
this for a long time and when she thought that she had enough to buy
the dress, she went sll the way to the next village to buy it. sShe
was very exclted and was planning when fto wear it when the shop
assiatant told her that the last dresa had been sold the day before.
whe was go disappointed that she put her handa over her face and
gobbed, muttering every few mimutes, and slowly walked out of the shop
¥ith her handkerchief to her forehead.

The next day, still feeling sad, she went to work and while she
was tleaning Mra. Dobson's bedroom caught sight of something which
nearly made her faint. it was the beautiful silk dress hanging up
elegantly in Mrs. Dobson's cupboard. involuntarily, she grabbed the
dress, tore 1t off the hanger with her trembling fingers and hid it
under her apron. She whirled arcound and to her horror saw Ars. wobson
standing in the doorway. HNrs. Dobson's face was white as a sheet,
while Mrs. Morris' knees were trembling with fear. Silently, Bra. Morris
bent down on her thin gquivering knees and poured ocut her sad story,
begging for forgiveness and sobbing constantly., it was such a pathetic
gight that Mra,. Lobson stood mouthing words which just would not come
put. Silently she made her exif,

The nert morning instead of giving Mre. lorris the lmundry, Mrs.
Dobson handed her & paper parcel. Mrs. Morris; guesaing what it was,
bent down on her weask knees and, looking up at Mra. Dobson, said "May
God bless you and be with you for the rest of your life".

&. omiedt.
8td.8.

IHE BIRTH.

Hlack and silent,
the bald rocky outcrops
silhouetted
againat the grey sky
walted ...
Nothing moved.

ihe camel thorns;
erect and spikey
'litlﬂ e

Then,
a twitter grew
and grew till finally,
to & chorue of bird-song
end a burst of light,
the new day was
born.

Pamela King.
atd.9.



100 SOCK THE SPRING.

Winter comes and goes,
Too soon for sorrow.
Then spring returns,
To light the spark of life
TomorTow.

Too soon is gone the wind,
That forgets to aigh
and juost becomes aoft mu=ic
Ae winter's whirlwinds

e,

i find romance in winter,
in soft and sosking rain.
It flattena down our curla,
and spesks in ribbons down the
Fane.

How woods are torn by
Birdsongs gay !

And where is winter, damp but dear 7
¥We hound the year as

Prey !

Camilla White,
gtd.9.

SHADONS .

I wonder, 1 listen, but nothing do . hear. I sm alone and all
that remains by my side, to comfort me when I need someone to take
away the pain, is my shadow. There might have been another shadow
in the arms of mine had T only teken care that awful night of the
paccident twenty-five years mgo. BShe was to have been my wife a week
after that, but, to my horror and guilt, she never lived to walk up
the sisle with me. She now walks in the wvallasy of the shadow of
death and sometimes I wish to be there with her.

It all heppened a long, long time ago and yet the memories of her
laat words and the pictures of her besutiful face are still very viwvid
in my mind when I think back; it is as though it bhad all happened only
yeaterday. nay pgullt is still as great as it wes the day I regained
conclouaness while lying on my back in the hospital bed.

They broke the news to me as gently as they could, but what news
of that kind is gentle T I took it badly; I just did not want to
carry on living in the shadow of my guil®, watching people cast a
shady sye on me, saying, "He killed her - 1t was his fault & They'd
been to a party, he was a bit "tight' and still insisted on driving
the car. An awful shame, that .| snd puch a lovely girl, too™!

i've never been able to rid myself of my wheelchair = there's
never been any res&son to. T didn't even try ! I didn't want to try.

But today would have been ocur Silver Wedding Anniversary and 1life
seema a little different now. 1 suddenly realised that I couldn't
bring her back by being a martyr in my wheelchair. Today, I'll try,
because, today, I want to try.

The shadows of the past have gone and the sun is shining upon my
f'l.l.tur'l w

Lealey Stubbs.
34td.8B.
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THE STHANGER.

I was quite young at the time when =y mother waa pregnant with
my slater; but I can still remember it clearly.

All the fuss began - of preparing & room for her;, getiing baby
blankets and cuddily wool toys for her to play with, and all the
things a baby usually needs. fThese preparatione went on for a long
time until at laat we were ready for "the astranger", someone who
would mean & lot to us even though we had never seen her, never heard
of her or spoken to her; someone whose character and appearance was
an unknown mystery to us; someone whom I had waited almost & year to
soeand know; someone who would be my one and only siaster.

Bafora she was born there were often times I wondered what sha
would be like, would she look like me or havwe blonde hair and blue

Vel .

un the 10th. august 195675 all these thoughts came back to me when
I was waiting for her to return home with my mother from the nursing
home where she was born.

but on her return I was totally forgotten and the world began to
revolve arcund her, #8 it would for some time, Her birth was cele-
brated with champange and, admittedly, I became jealous of "our blue-
eyed glrl™ (or rather Petranger™; as she was only one day old, not
0ld encugh for me to know) when she attracted all the love, fusse and
attention from everyone and was given presents - which everyone likes
getting. All this distressed me, not thinking or knowing that this was
how it must have been when 1 was born too.

soon all the excitement settled down and we watched her grow up
as a4 part of and a poesession in our lives. From that day we have
rogarded her as A& part of ua, and it is odd to think that at one time
I thought of her as “the stranger™.

Georglie Deal.
Std.7.

THE HIJACKERS.

Silently they wait
At A nearby gate,
nesdy to board the craft,
With thelr daring proposition
in mind.

rar in the distant akiesm,

The great gilver bird flies,
Travellers relax and chat,

¥ith no idea of mishap.

Buddenly a&ll is chaos
Ag 8 man with pistols
Confronts us.

Women ery out in terror
Oh ! what a dreadful error,
Amongst us there is great danger,
Who, indeed, is thise daring young stranger 7

Cn and on and on we fly,

Ia this the place where we shall die 7
mt, as the plane descenda to land,

nelp is a bleasing
Close at hamnd.

Melanie Veldhuizen.
Std.6.
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L05T.

She walks down the strest
amongat the dirt and rubble.

Hobody ia around ...

she wind is biting
her bare feet,
Her sodden hailr hanging like ratstails.

the elouds breask up,
glowly the sun comes creeping through.

Things begln to lighten up,
people atart rising.

She sits on & dooratep;
watching the pecople.

The donkeys pulling carts
on the cobbled roads,
Little shops opening
for a new day =

She ia happy now.

Susan Louw.
Btd.T.

THE INT&RIOR OF A CHURCH O A HOT DAY,

The priest's voice drones on and on and on. The person next
to you shifts to another position. The door opens and someone
else enters. "Poor soul,™ I think, "she doesn't know what she's
1etting herselfl in for." And still the priest drones omn.

Everyone is wavering and I think "That's funny," but then I
notice the walls are wavering too. And the floor and even the altar,
"0h ! I realise = "it's a heat haze."

My eyelids grow heavier and 1'm sure someone is pushing them
closed. 1 turn to loock. There is no-one. I am at the back of
church.

and still the priest drones on.

Mery's halo is not of holiness, btut of fire, as ahe sits there
sedately on the window-pane. Her cheeks are not rosy, they contain
cosls. the white of the Baby is not the white of coolneas; but of
fire, of heat, as He lies there all wrapped in swaddling clothea.

"0h, God ! I ery in silent anguish, "how can they lock you in
here from one Sunday till the next.¥"

And atill the priest drones on.

ihen suddenly everyone ie standing and the priest finishes his
serzon with -
Weme= in the name of God the Pather, wod the Son, and God,
the Holy Ghost.™

Amen .

Tanye Bosma,
5td.8.
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THE OLD BRIIGE.

It was Merch 1818, A red-haired, palefaced man with a red
moustache leaned out of the window of his small hotel-room. His
eyes were enthusiastic and alive as he looked out over the sun-
drenched countryside of Arles. "Today I will paint the old bridgel®
he announced to the sguares and streets of the town, to the Truit
trees and gaily coloured gardens and to the great yellow sun.

For many daye he had studied the bridge. HEe had watched the
peassnt women come every morning to scrub their clothes in the river
beside the bridge. He had seen the country people on the bridge. He
had seen the drawbridge lifted to allow a large barge to glide slowly
through. He had watched the 1ife of the country village flow arocund
and over the bridge. He had come to love its beauty and tranquility.
and now he had decided to capture these qualities on canvas.

Each delicate detail sprang to life with his brush strokes. A
poetic vision appeared on the rough canvas as his deft loving fingers
worked awiftly and steadily. Houses as blue as the sky, slender
cypressea, a minature horse carriage and rider and a distant cloud
became visible to the eve.

Then the drawbridge itself; slender and filmy like a spider's web,
each minute detail etched againast the clear blue of the day. He
painted the stone part of the bridge and the immer bluish wall, trans-
parent as the water below, iteelf a bridge between the water and the

8ky.

He gave himself up to his task completely; the sensitivity and
warmth and light of his character giving form and substance to the
old bridge.

Then he signed his name in the ecorner of the canvaa - VINCENT.

FNiki Dunckley.
8td.8.

A NEGROC WOMAN.

She is beautiful =
her make-=up adding to her besuty.

Her big eyes
and long eyelashes.

Her oresmed hands
and shaped nails.

ohe is waiting
for somecne.

She is calm and collected,
a rushle of & car outeide,
& final touch to her hair,
end sghe is ready.

C. Thomsen.
Std.5.
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THE SPOTTED SCARF.

I eat in a amall, cluttered up, room waiting for the telephone
to ring. I had an image of him in =y mind - tall and strong with
piercing blue eyes to mateh the scarf. He would stride to the door
and pregsent me with a large bougquet of beautiful red roses, 1 had
pictured us, in the future, sitting around & coey fire talling our
children of how we had met,

" 1 had had a long boring day and realised, with depresaion, that
the evening would probably be very similar. I lived in &an ordinary
suburban side-street in & bloeck of ugly flats, and altegether my life
was monotonous and uneventful. As I walked home something fluttered
ercund my feet, glancing down I saw an elegant dark blue aspotted scarf.
It waa so lovely that 1 bent to piek it up. It had a strong scent of
man'e after-shave lotion ! I took it up to my flat and debated
whether to keep it or not; but decided sgainst it and advertised in
the evening paper. 1 was g0 lonely and did so want a male companion 1
Anyway, tha 'phone rang the very next sorning and THAT is how 1L met
yvour father ..:."

* The shrill ring of the telephone startled me cut of my daydreans,
gently lifting the receiver I spoke in my huskiest voice - "Hellool"
A masculine volce replied - "Good evening. I read in the local news-
paper that you have & spotted acarfl which Tits the deacription of the
one I have miglaid, Would it be to your convenience if I obtained it
from you tomorrow evening” 7 I managed to reply in the affirmative and
replaced the receiver with a thudding heart.

The next evening, juet as I was putting the final touchea %o my
carefully arranged hair; the door-bell rang. As I glanced in the
mirror, my scarlet dress and scarlet lips locked slightly "garish',
but it was too late to change.

I opened the door with & flourish - a man was lesning nonchalantly
againat the wall and smiled coyly aa I appeared. I stared at him in
amagement. The "man of my dreams' was small and slight and with
beautifully coliffeured hair. He wore purple velvet trousera and a
gatin jacket to match. As he reached out for the scarf I noticed,
with disgust, that his nails were superbly manicured. He thanked me
hurriedly and I noticed him glancing, with interest, at an elderly,
well=off looking man along the passage, Without giving me ancther
look he ran mincingly in the direction of his prey !

I stared after him and my face muat have reflected the colour of
my scarlet dress.

The last thing I saw was the ghastly spotted scarf fluttering
out of my life,; Just 85 it had Tluttered into ift.

Camilla White.
8td.9.

THE NG OF An OLD N.

I cannot hear very well and like pecple not to shout; but to
talk clearly. Usually they do shout and very often say something
behind my back which, not realised by them, ca&n be heard.

Best of all, I can hear my own thoughts, so guiet and lovelyl
Feople, talking behind their hands, offend me - they think I
cannot hear but, very often, I can.

Catherine Baker.
Std.5.



Mandy Scott.
Htd.9.
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THE PRIEE BANANA PLANT.

a emall green car sped along the grey dust road, screeching
and squealing around the corners. The dust blew up behind them
and, from a distance, it locked almost a&s though they were trying
to hide behind the sheet of dust. OSuddenly they skidded to s halt
and their two heads popped out of the window. From there on the car
cerept into the shadows with as 1ittle nolse as possible. They were
epproaching their destination ....

A few milea off in an old ramshackled house were Frofessor
Cudleigh and mr. Wright, both highly interlectual individuals who
were at present engaged in secret research on a prize banana plant,
an enormous yellow-leafed plant with a prickly stem and sharp pink
projections,

Frofessor Cudleigh at this moment, however, was on his knees digging
out soil samples in the vicinity of the house. Mr. Wright was
hunting for his;, seemingly ellusive, pair of spectacles which were
in fact perched on his bewrinkled brow. It was only after at lesst
half an hour of frantie searching that he discovered them neatly
balancing on top of hia head, for "Safety".

ihe green car arrived at the gate of the house, 7The two figures
erept out of it and then made their way towardas the house. One went
round to the back, the other to the front. A few minutes later they
moved round & corner and came face to face, "Jake", said one, "Mick",
exclaimed the other and they both ran back to the car. "Mick, are you
ligtening to me, mate 7 I'm going round to the back, into the kitchen
and [*11 grab the plant. You stay here to warn me. Then we'll make &
break for the car.®

Jake set off towarde the house, this time far more confidently;
unfortunately, as he tiptoed towarde the kitchen door, he glanced be-—
hind him and knocked the dirtbin over. asbsentmindedly hr. Wright,
without his spectacles, waved &t him and nodded with approval, mis-
taking Jake for Professor Cudleigh. This unnerved poor Jake, so that,
queking at the kness, he sustersd all his courage and walked to the
kitehen window. He peeped in at the priee banana plant, hopped
through the window and grabbed it.

Meanwhile,; I'rofessor Cudlelgh came wandering back towards the house
with his soil samples. ne emptied them ocut onto a table and %o his
abgolute delight found & shrivelled up plece of Hypoglotal Mesodermae.
He spnatched it up, held it to the sun &nd then cuddled it running to
Mr. Wright, Jake planned to begin his get-a-way at this inopportune
moment and to his dismay found Professor Cudleigh running at him.
Breathlesaly he giarbled some technical terms to Mr. Wright and hand
in hand they danced towards the gate. BSeeing the little green car,
parked ready to depart at o moment's notice; they jumped in and roared
off.

An -hour or two later the two excited men returned to find two wide—
eyed strangers sitting despondently on their doorstep. They apologleed
profusely and offered them their assistance. This was hastily refused
but, nevertheless; the Frofessor guided them to their car and helped
them in., Jake carried the banana plant, moving it to hia side from his
rear, depending on the movements of Mr. Wright.

At laat they were safely off and both Mr. Wright and the Profeasor
waved happily and cheered "Jood-bye™. as the car grew faint into the
distance they tirned and made their way to the kitchen,; now quite smpty.

H. Btublbings.
Std.9.
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It'e their life,
To work in the sud and slush =-—-—
All day long;

To be down on their hands and knees -
Ficking vegetablea.

It's their life,
hever to have a break
From the grimy dirt,

and to have fingernalls and hands
Like lumps of coal.

It's thelr life,
To have faces and c¢lothes splattered with mud
From morning till night,

To be pushed around by & heartless employer and
Never to have & moment's break,

it's their life,
and they like it 1

A, Olivier.
5td.6.

WEAT THE SCARBCEOW SAW ON WEDNESDAY, 17th. JUNE.

It looked like another boring day for the Scarecrow on Mr.
Henderson's farm when he woke up. He was situated in the South
rield, not in the North Fleld where everything seemed to happen.
it looked like a sunny day for the little village of North Hill
in Cornwall.

The same little white cart, ridden by Mr. Jiggs, crosased the
bridpe over the Lynher hiver, taking the milk supply to the little
village as usual. 'The Scarecrow was only about fifty metres away
from the road so he knew very well who was coming and who was going
t0 and from the village.

One vehicle that the Scarecrow could not wait to see was the
new tractor mr. nenderson had bought. It was the first one ever
to arrive in North iuill and the Scarecrow didn't know that he was
going to do more than juat see it.

The day rolled on and at about three o'clock there came an
audible roar in the distance; it began to grow louder and louder
until all of a sudden a little red tractor came tearing over the
hill. It was such an extraordinary sight that the straw on his
head nearly jumped. 4ihe tractor seemed to be going so fast, ab-
normally fast. when it was about one hundred metres away there
was a tremendously loud scraping noise and clouds of duat, then,
suddenly; a huge splash 1

Almoat in no time at all the little milk cart came bobbing
back from the village and saw the horrible accidemt. in what
seemed like five minutes practically the whole village had arrived
at the scene, including the little Horth Hill Hospital van.

in the meantime the Scarecrow could just hear snippets of the
conversation going on between Mre. Hudson and Hrs, Gilea.
apparently mike Smith had stolen the tractor and, not being able to
drive it properly, had crashed and been taken to hospital with a
broken leg.

It was sad about the tractor but the whole affair livened up
the Scarecrow's day, and that of the birds !

Sue Harris.
Gtd.T.
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DISCO0.

Lights flashing,
Bright colours,
Yolces;
Dancing,
Shuffling feet and
Music.

By head spins with dizsiness,
sright colours,
bancing,
Kusiec,

ny tired feet move on
without feeling.
I feel nausedus,
L get out.

Cutaide I lean over the railing
And get sick,
dick of all the noliae,
Bright colours,
Dancing and
Muaic.

iired; I return to the world of
Flashing lights,
Bright colours,

Vodces,
Dancing,
Shuffling feet and
Music,
zeorgies Deal.
aEdsT =
ITHE SPUTTED SCARP.

In cabin number 25, Mrs. Rosen was unpacking. 5She unpacked in
a happy carefree way as she knew she had eleven glorius sun filled
days before her. &She and Mr. Hosen with many other people on the ship
were sea-bound Tor England.

The ship had just said goodbye, by booming out of the funnel, to
the Pilotship and tuge. Mrs. Hoamen walked towards her suitcase and
unpacked me. 1 am a blue-and-yellow spotied scarf and one of Mrs.
rosen's most treasured poesessions; i had been given to her by her
brother who was recently killed in a tragic accident.

That night, Mrs. Rosen wore me as she walked along the deck. she
and Mr. uhoaen kept talking about how certain they were that there was
E stora brewing. The big black clouds awirled overhead. There was B
viclent wind blowing that managed, somehow, to get into every cormer,
aifter an enjoyable evening of tortolse races; in which Mr. Rosen won
2ll his money back, plus more, he and Mrs. Hosen retired to bed. Soon
the ship began to roll from side to side and backwards and forewards,
The sea seemed very rough and suddenly there was a strange ringing noise.
This was the sound of the alerm and all the lifebelts had to be worn.
Thank goodneas Mr. and Mrs. sosen had been to Lifebelt drill.

ATter much crying amnd shouting all the passengers were gathersd on
the deck. They were all told to which lifeboat they were to go and soon
everyone was in the boats and away they went.

The ghip was silent; the only noise sudible was the cresking of the
ship's timbers and the sound of atrong waves breaking on the decks.
Suddenly I saw & strange sight - water was coming under the door of the
gabin, The door wae pushed open by the pressure of the water againat it
and water began pouring through. Through the porthole . was washed and
landed in the sea. The sea was crowded with odds and snds which had had
the same experience as I had. Without my kqgiing it;, & wave broke on me

{cont..)



(The Spotted Scarf. cont.)

and I was pushed on and on, tumbling and turning as I saped towards
the shore, whers I was washed up along with many other things.

In the morning & whole crowd of people came to identify thedr own
balongings and i was s0 happy when Mrs. Rosen picked me up, and I
knew she was too.

Barbara Jearey.
Std.Te

THE CHAR.

Her tired lined face sagged in resignetion. With a weary,
calloused band she brushed avay a strand of lank, grey hair that
straggled over her drooping features. Her eyes were downeast and
ahe sat hunched in the straight-backed chair, her nervous fingers
working incessantly. 5he fingered the fringe of her faded blue apron
which wae patched and darned in many placea. The blue-and-white
atriped dreasg fitted only where it touched her thin bent freme; it,
like the apron, had seen better days.

"I'm sorry this had to heppen™, ventured Mra. Whiteford, the words
dropping like & stone into the heavy silence.

She glanced up like & frightened rabblit, her eyes wide and
terrified. The thin hands fluttered in her lap and she glanced down
again at her shoea.

#This is the third time in four monthe, 1t ia just not good
enough®.,

There was a silence; then the worde came tumbling out from be-
tween the thin lips.

"l meant to pay it all back, Ma'am, [ really 4id. What with
Willie- gone and the four children to look after I Jjust couldn't
manege. Honeat Ma"am, I meant to give it all back., Please, I won't

do it again"!
fhe lipa trembled pathetically, her voice was pleading.

"fou know the money was not the only reason for my apeaking to
you. 1 am sorry, but I can not sllow it to go on".

She had taken & bottle of Brandy and the three Rand notes had
been lying on the desk in the atudy. <Zhe had not been able to resiast
the temptation.

Are. Whiteford rose, her face grim, "That will be 2ll, thenk you,
you may go0. I will take you to the statiom, if you like".

fhe two women faced each other. Then the oclder one turned and
walked falteringly to the door. Her stockings were creased around her
ankles, her back bent pathetically. She opened the door, stepped out
into the icy wind and waa gonea.

Fiki Tunckley.

3td.B.
THE NEW-BURN FUAL.
He atandg...ns
Barely.
Hie 1egB .euns
Instable.

The big soft eyes watch thin wobbly legs.
He calla for his mother,
She comes and
They are united.

A, DOlivier.
atd-ﬁ.
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A_DAY I¥ THE LIFE OF EBENEZER TROTTER, MAGICAN EXTRAORDINAIRE.

The day in question, the firet of Lpril 1965, began too well to
be true. When i awoke the sun was shining, the world was smiling and
ny boiled egg was just right; the latter being of utmost importance
and very seldom correctly cooked. I got up and viewed my diary over
a cup of hot tea - thia being of just the right temperature and
flavour. Something was definitely wrong and I was suspicious.

'"Appointments = lst April 1965 - 10 o'elock, Children'a Birthday
Party = nouse of Sean Beatty, Claremont.®

Thie notice deflated me slightly. Imagine me, sbeneser Trotter,
Ragican Extraordinaire, performing at a children's birthday party 1
"Hever mind, Trot old boy", I tried to convince myself, “practice
nakes perfect, so they say".

And that's how I came to be at Sean Beatty's house &t 10 o'clock
that fateful day, with the premonition that something was up. 1
arrived, expecting to be mobbed by screaming fans and sutograph-
huntera, but no such welcome waited me. I carried my paraphenalia,
conaiating of 3 top-hats, a menagerie of rabbits and doves, B ward-
roba of scarves of all colours, a couple of wande and other aids, to
the front door, only to be told by the lady of the house - "No thank
you, not today". She must have reslised too late that I was not
trying to sell her part of my show and quickly ushered me inside.

I found myself in a large room, quite empty, except for one large
table at one end, and a bevy of unsmiling faces &t the other. I set
up my apparatus, endeavouring to keep hidden the rabbita and doves I
wae to conjure up later in my act., Having got ready, I looked round
to the hostess for some kind of introduction to these children.

"What a smashing sudience™ I said to myself, seeling the unresponsive,
unamiling and yet smirking faces of the 'little brata' in front of me,
obviously enjoying my fcute embarrassment.

"Well, well, Ladies and Gentlemen", I began professionally, "1 am
here today to show you some amazing feats of magic. First of all I will
place hat on the table, here, see it ia completely empty - no rabbit in
sight. Here, on the table. Now, said i, imagining a roll of drums,
"Abracadabra®, and I repeated this 'password' with more vigour and
determination than ever before, "snd there should be a rabbit under the
hat™.

But "should" was the word. %o my horror and diemay there was no
rabbit in sight, least of all under the hat ! To my embarrassment the
endience began to laugh rathar too bolatercusly to be smused by the
'"bumble'. I laughed nervously along with the children, trying des-
parately to pretend I wes fooling. "How silly - imagine trying to
conjure up a rabbit ! Hedlculous !", I thought, but felt defeated and
embarrassed. valiantly I continued with my repertoire but unfortunately
evary single solitary trick I performed either failed hopelessly or was
mixed up with another. The sudience found this failure hilariously
funnyand didn't stop hooting for ome second.

oventually, not being able to hide my dismay, defeat and embarrass-
ment from them any longer, I sat collepaed into a deapairing heap on
the floor. The children thought it waa part of my act and continued to
laugh hysterically and very boisteroualy.

io my amasement m little boy approached me and said, "Don't worry,
Mr. Trotter, Sir, pretend you've just done the beat comedy magician
ehow ever, 1'11l carry on with the real magic". "My name is Pete, <ir,
by the way™. And with that he started to perform all the tricks most
efficiently and with talent so that even 'I' coudn't guite follow what
he had done. and he did sore; he conjured up 7 rabbite and 1 know that
i had only brought 5, furthermore he conjured up & red and white spotted
scarf, which I know for a fact I had left in the car ocutside.

. (cont..)
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(A day in the life of sbeneser Trotter - cont.)

This boy really saved the day - that fateful day of April lst.,
it in itself fateful. It hardly boosted my ego and hurt pride when
a little girl thanked me for "A great comedy show, 3ir".

I looked around for the dark-haired little boy who had come to my
aid tut he wes nowhere to be seen, I asked the hostess and wea told
that her son had wanted to invite & 1little boy fitting his disecription,
called Feter Endrich, a strange little boy with a magical sir about him,
but he had had an accident the week before and was in hospital re=
covering from brain damage.

I knew then it was magic that 'Pete' had been at Sean Beatiy's
house that day and, because of his magical powers, I felt inferior to
him and 1t was &8 result of this inferiority complex that the perform-
ance was my last professional act as “"Ebeneger Irotter, amateur
Magician sxtraordinaire”.

Mandy Scott.
ﬂtﬂug =

STAHS Oh STEMS.

As they sway gently in the wind,
The 1ittle stars on their stems
Bob and curtsey.

They 1ift their petals up,
Crisp and delicately perfect.

They are soft and tickly,
Tet brittle

As I rub them againat my face.

Am if in contrast to the stara
Stretching upwards,

The leaves droop, tired =nd
R'l’dj’ tﬂ ﬂi‘ﬂp---

Irop to the ground.

But the staras atill shine
in their perfect impeccableness.

Jane Coombe.
3td.b.

A VULTURE.

A seraggy vulture sits pguawking and sereeching on the weary branches
of & tree, Ita long, drawn out screech pierces through the alr as

hunger strikes it, It flies off hunting for the carcasses of dead
animals.

J: Allsop.
Std.6.

A LIMERICK.

There was a young lady from Pearl,

who bought simply thousands of fowl.
1'm afraid to aay
Ehe ate them that day.

That greedy young lady from Paarl.

Jana Coombe.
Btd.6.
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A SINPLE FLEASTRE.

Iown from the hydrangea bush
flutters the simple pleasure.
A pale green pattern, beginming slightly to blush.
The sweet tangy taste echoes throughout the mouth.
The delicate patale are formed round the tiny pin-head centre.
The ancient dirt aeticks on ms if glued.
Even the smell is A pleasure = a amell of sweet tea,
The velvet feel of the petals
feel so gentle
brughing under my finger-tipsa.

Catherine Baker.
S5td.b6.

GERTIE.
(A character sketeh of & l:nlml.raﬂ}

She's the type that brightens up that blue-monday with a
beaming, pold-=toothed emile, She has an amusing sense of humour
and goea inte fite of laughter because the handle has come off the
broom. She is always ready to discuss the latest pop-song on Good
Hope but ie sirictly anti-Springbok Radio, or that ghastly Test in
Afriksanas, She is 8 guaint sight with 2 neat uniform, hair tied
in & tun and blue sandshoes. She picks up strewn cleothing off
the floor and ia always willing to iron those "needed-at-once"
jemns. She is everyones friend, even the dogs'. And she is a
membar of the FPamily.

Jane Eally.
S5td.7.
BUTTERFLY.
Hold
8 butterfly,
and you hold in your
qui?iﬂﬂ.ﬂ' m&ﬂ---q LCR )
Fleeting perfecticn. e

Terry Lloyd-Roberts.

5td.9.

IHE HUNT.

The Fox is tiring !
They will have him 8000 ...

He hears the thud of hooves that soon will be on him,
Exeited barka from the doga,

Almost feeling their warm breath upon his back.

He hears the ghouta of the Huntamen ....

Then, knowing his end ia near and

never agalin to hear those tormenting cries,
He gives B last spurt of SOerEY sass

Then 8ll is 8tlll ....

A. Olivier.
S¢d.6.
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AROUND THE CORNER.

I lead 8 very guiet life for & young man, working im the local
migeum in the Egyptian Tomb. My dutiea include seeing that the
exhibtites and mummies from Tutankhamen's relgn are dusted and in
good order:; and to answer the many guestions of the ignorant and
learned slike, PFeople tell me that they would find my Job very
depressing, perhaps it is. I sometimes do feel depressed.

Ey aging mother and I live in A guiet street in the saburba.
all our neighbours are elderly and respectable with one exception =
around the cornmer . A young girl with daffodil-coloured hair lives
in & s=all mews cottage. She has painted her front door bright
yellow, I suppose she thinks it matches her hair.

My mother disapproves of this girl and T suppose I do too. Her
gikirts are tos short and her legs too long, and the wide happy emile
ghe gives me every morning on the way to work embRrrasses me.

Every night the gay beat of music from around the cormer drowna the
programme on our television set. The most interesting educational
talks are at 10 o'eclock = just when the parties around the corner
usually begin. Sometimes as I lie in bed, unable to sleep, the beat
of that susic seems to pervade my mind and body, and 1 long for the
daylight and the peace of the Tomb room.

Today she spoke to me. As I walked towards the bus-stop she ran
around the corner, dressed in a short scarlet raincoat &nd black
boota, her yellow hair flying in the wind.

"Hello ! Would you like to come to a party tomight 7 I live just
around the corner from you., Do come !¥

I atared at her, paralysed. The thought of actually going
around the cormer, and being part of that music and gaiety, stunned
me. I waa saved by the arrival of the bus. As she turned and ram, I
shouted, "I'm sorry, I can"t."

I walked very slowly towarda the museum - it wouldn't matter
being five minutes late at the Tomb for ocnce !

Camilla White.
Std.0.

Funny,
ien't it
how, when you feel like writing

and your words
flow

like perfect, harmonious
pilrla--.“.q..

they end up in a jombled
heap
udtt!l LI L

you'v lost your insplration !

Terry Lloyd-hoberta.
5td.9.
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REMEMEER .

Remember,

If you can
vur happy daye;
Full of carefree sunshine,
sharing a soft, sunny sweetnesas;
Cur honey world
of
Hemories.

Mandy scott.
Std.9.

A 20th, CENTURY BALLAD OF LOVE.

Simon meamdered along the beach,

ihe damp sand oczed between his toes.

He didn't care sbout anything more,
Except Jenni.

The wavea, as they crashed omto the shore,
The whistle of the wind among the reeds whispered to him,
"She's dying",
"You can go home now".
There was none in the world whom he loved,
Except Jemni.

e sat on the rocks and gazed out to ses,

ihe half-light of evening reminded him

Of har beautiful grey-blue eyes;

The wind, of her carefres ways.

ihere was none else in the world whom he loved,
Except Jennmi,

The waves, aa they cpashed ontoc the shore,
ihe whistle of the wind among the reeds whispered to him,
"Ehe's dying",
"fou can go home now".
There was none in the world whom he loved,
sxcept Jenni,

The tide was high,
Water ran between his toes,
Bringing with it a piece of driftwood.
Flucking it up he wrote on the sand
' 1 LOVE JEN.'®

the waves, as they crashed ontoc the shore,
The whistle of the wind among the reeds whispered to him,
"She's dylng",
"You capn go home mow'.,
There was none in the world whom he loved,
EBxcept Jenni.

HB thm;ht e
ohe was s0 happy to live,
S0 lovely.
né Were g0 happy together.
why did it have to end like this - why ?
Ho one in the world loved him,
Except Jemni.

The waves, a8 they crashed onto the shore,
ihe whistle of the wind among the reeds whispered to him,
"She's dying", .
"fou can go home now".
He had loved her S0 mmch and now she was gone =
| Jenni .

A. Olivier.
8td.6.



QUIET.

Quiet is the noise of its own
Eoaring with silence,
Echoing eround corners,
Wooshing up chimneys,

it abgorbe the world in
Its wet, dark blanket.
Smothering it,

Repressing it,
Holding it in.

Letting no sound escape

Except the roaring, echoing, wooshing sounds of

Silenca.
Jana Coombe.
8td.6.
THE TOTEM POLE.

Where Indians have been,
How he 18 left alone
Carved beautifully with knobe at hia side,
Streaked with lone linesa.
§till he has the smell of smoke,
Enoba glaring at me,
8till shocked by his abandonment.
alone,
ihe totem pole will be forever.

Suzanne NHaude.
Std.6.

THE BeACH ON A WINLY STURMY DaY.

On & stormy day the beach is lonely and sullen. The only noise
is that of the sea thundering on the rocks below; the howling of the
wind and the soft thud of your footsteps, acocompanied sometimes by the
sudden creck of dry bamboo as you etep on it.

The clouds look black and ominous as the thunder rumbles in the
distance, Then you suddenly feel scared and lonely =28 you look at
the angry sea orashing with all ita might on the rocks and the trees
tossing roughly in the wind as if & branch could bresk any minute and
equash you to smithereens.

You feel the cold apray on your face and the soft wet sand on your
feet. When you lick your lips they taste salty and you can emell the
fresh saltiness in the air. When you walk in the water it is cold and
your toes feel numb as the water splashes around thea.

Then you listen and you hear the thunder coming closer and the sky
growa darker. You realise that you must return home ss it is growing
dark, so you rum along the beach for the laat time that day and the
wind whistles through your heir and feels ss if wet clammy fingers are
clasping you.

It has started to rain sgain and you know you must go.

€. Thomsean,

otd.b.



THE NEW LONDON BALLET.

The new company, led by the suberb Galina Samsova and the
virile André Prokoveky, has thrilled many South African sudiences
as it has mudiences all around the world. The company ia a small
one consisting of twelve dancers; six male and six female artists,
They are a group of soloiats performing without a corps de ballet
which allows them & wide scope for undertaking & large variety of
differing styles of dancing. Their performance conveys thelr
versatile brilliance and the ballets reveal the talents of ita
danceras, 1he company has dancers from all over the world; from
Russia to Rhodesia and America and other parts,

Their repertoire includes modern and classical ballets such as
the much loved Le Corsaire, rythoness Ascendant, Scarlatti =nd
Friends, Intimate Voices, Vespri and many others.

The evening opensa with "Scalatti and Frienda™ which is delight-
fully light and introduces the whole company to the sudience {al1
of them wear leotards and tights with thelr names printed om their
backs). There are no soloiats in fhis ballet and each dancer is
given their own turn to present themselves to the andience.

"Intimate Voices® is an interesting work about a woman and her
memories. i felt that this was a little long and too repetitive,
eltough the simple setting and coatumes and the intense concentration
and acting, especially by the principal, Elaine McDonald, created a
pleasing impact.

"Le Corsaire”, third on the programme for the evening, delighted
the sudience and rounds of applsuse and criee for more, with in-
numerable curtain calls, rewarded the dancers' magnificent performance.
Samsova dances this with exquisite purity and a modest manner. Her
technigue is stromg btut delicate and she conveys & Teeling of sincerity
in her dancing. Prokoveky, with his buoyant manner, shows his immense
gkill as a partner, showing off his ballancing to the full. This
pae de deux was breathteking ! At some stages heseemed to hang in mid=-
gir before a lightly and effortlesaly controlled coming down. Thia
feat brought gasps from the audience who were quick to reward him with
a roar of applause. Samsova's pirouttés were faultless and, here again,
an almost gasping audience showed thelr admiration. Their simple cos=
tumes in this ballet were well appreciated altough the choreography
could have besn better: this I am criticising as a comparison with
CAPAR's "Le Cosaire® featuring Fhillia Spira and Edward Greyling.

*The Pythoness Ascendant™ is a twenty minute sole by ealina samsova.
It ie run to a "tape' on which one word is spoken. The Italian word
'parole' means "worda' and it is repeated over and over to create a
disturbing atmoephera. after "Le Corsaire" this was a let-down. It
wag not & ballet for enjoyment tut one could marvel at Sampova's
brilliance. It is a modern work and I, who prefer Clasaicsl ballet
for entertainment, can not say much for thie as its meaning did not
moan anything to me and I felt it was too long and the 'so-called’
pusic added to its unpleasantnesa.

Rounding off the evening well was "¥espri®. This classical work
showed off the whole company's professionalism. I found it really
delightful and & relief from the "Pythoness Ascendant".

The company uses no décor and, '"though it sounds out of the or—
dinary and unfinished, it does not teke away the beauty from the set—
ting. On the whole tha evening was very satisafyving plece of enter-
tainment and it was thrilling to see such wonderful artistas together.

BEridgid Twentyman-Jones.
5td.9.



LIEATH.

The time whan somecns you love is torn away from you,
when half your world falls apart;
The feeling of smptiness in your heart,
Shuffling footatepa down never anding staircases,
Pushing your lifeless body through the days,
Forcing your mind to concentrate
on anything but Death,
Gnawing into your very heart,
Eating your spirit out of you,
Leaving an empty gap
whare the loved one
waa owow @

Jane Coombe.
Btd.b6.

It isa & pity to have your past blocked out
like the sun, when a cloud passes.

Tou cannot remember what she was like, or even who she was,
only that it was sad, very sad.

It is like being in prison not knowing why,
desperately wanting to be Tree.

¥When you find the photograph which explains all,
it brings back memories which,
correctly, were meant to be forgottenm,

Like a blocked out sun,
Like a blocked out Life,

Jullet MagGregor.
S5td.B.
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MOEILIKHETD IN DIE BERGE.

unas het eindelik begin om huis toe te gaan, Tit was koud en
die wind het sterk gewasi. Ek was so moeg en baie siek gevoel.
My kop het =0 gepyn en ek kon nie reg sien nie.

e groot berge het voor ons gel#. Ons moes net oor hulle kom
en dan sou ons tuis wees. Pa het probeer om opgewek te wees masr
ek het geweet dat daar iete aan die gang was., K& het net gesit en
voor haar gekyk met “n treurige uitdrukking op haar gesig.

AT en toe het Pa die radio aangeakskel maar die ontvang wee &0
eleg dat ons nlks kon hoor nle. Skielik het ek rook geruik en om—
gekyk, Een van die wiele was man die brand. Vliamme het hoog ge-
gpring. Pa het vinmnig d4ie motor tot stilstand gebring. Oma het
blite-vinnig uitgeklim en na die wiel gekyk.

Daar was niks water om dit mee te blus nie. Ons kan net kyk
na ons motor wat ultbrand. Ma het begin huil en ges® dat almal “n
kous sal vat in hirdie koue wind.

Ons was tien myl van die huis af. imar was nie “n huie of mens
in sig nie. Dle son het agter die berge gessk en dit het begin
donker word. Fa het ges® dat hy moes weggasn om hulp te gasn soek
maar Ma het histeries geword en geskree dat dlt gevaarllk in die
berge was en ons pou nie veilig wees nie sonder Pa.

One het vir "nuur gesit en gewag, mear niks het gebeur nie !
Hiemand het pgekom nie, en dit het al donkerer en kouer geword.
Skielik het &k flou geword en, van hier af, kan ek niks meer ont-
hou nie.

Toe ek weer my bewusayn herwin het was ek in my eie bed. Ver—
moedelik het ons bure gekom om one te soek. Hulle het ons gered
an huls toe gebring en die dokter gebel.

it was hoe ons, ong —ondag in die berge deurgebring het.

zail Pettigrew.
Std.1u,

Tien jaar nadat my moeder gesterf het, het ek “n atiefmoeder gekry
en van daardie dag af het my lewe vreeslik geword. Die kille harding
van my moeder het my baie vinnig laat besef dat ek nie by die huis wel-
kom wae nie.

Ons land is droog en “n yolge wind waai altyd cor die vlakte. Die
atof laat “n mense altyd vuil voel en die sonlig verblind jou o¥, maar
in hierdie dorre wireld het ek “n pragtige plekkie gevind.

A8 'n mens met die pad van die dorp sanetap, bereik jy eindelik *n
klein bergie. Op die hoodste punt van die sketige afdrasnd is daar “n
lus vir die ¢¥%; "n klein verlate huisie wat deur bome migbaar is. Dit
ias so heeltemanl anders as die dro¥ land van die dorp, want elke week
kry dit “n verkwikkelde reintjie en daar is welige plantegroei; nie
verwelkte gras en blomme nie. ITets waarvan ek die meeste hou; is die
gtilte. Daar is geen keffendes handjies wat jou laat laatig voel nle en
geen middeljarige stlefmoesders wat aanhondend vir Jou werk gee nle.

"n Mene kan onder die lommeryke takke van die bome rus en nda die kleur-
volle madeliefies bekyk terwyl die wind “n roerende liedjle deur die
bome neurie.

uaar is “n kabbelende stroompie wat altyd vir jou lag asof dit ge-
heime vir jou gool. Dle klein muisies en eekhorinkies sit in die lang
gras by jou voete en daar is geen vrees 1ln hul o¥ nie. Hulle ia heel-
temazl anders &8s die dorp se troeteldiere wat so bang is dat hulle jou
net wll byt.

{cont. )
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\Die plekkie in my oMzewing ...... Cont.)

Elke sand as ek last by die hulis sankom, smig ek iets wit my
duim s =y ouers vir my vra wat ek die hele dag gedoen het. Ek
gal nooit van my geheime plekkie - waar die vodlas altyd sing en
die bye om die blomme brom = verklap nle. Hulle sal my geluk
bederf en ek sal nooit “n plekkie in my mngewing hd wat ek die

graagate besoek nie.

sara KEnight,
5td.10.

SEUQL

Tos die klokkie lui
En die kinders stadig en treurlig skool toe loop.,

Ery ek "n snaakae gevoel in my mAag
Want ek weet did dag gaan baie lang wees.

Jy alen, ons moes daardie dag
‘n Afrikaanse eksamen afl$,
En ek het geweet dat ek niks gele&r het nie.

Lou=anne Wrentmore.
atd.T-

LIEFIE.
Liefde,
s sonskyn,
lag,

geluk,

heuning,
sagheid
#n aak

nl

Mandy Scott.
Btd.q.



Brownlie.

-
Std. 10,
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LENTE.

Lente ia so mool 1

e blogieels van die bome

L& onder op die grond.

vie weer ia warm,

Almal is bly dat die somer naby.

Monique Herweg.
atd.b.

SPOOK STORIE.

Ek het nooit aan spoke gelo nie manr verlede jear het “n verklsar-
bare voorval plaasgevind.

Ek was op reis na “n verafgeled plaas wat ek wou koop. Dit was al
dooker en dit was "n stormagtige nag. Die motor het wvasgeval in die
modder. “n Entjie van die pad af was daar "n verlate bouvallige huls en
ek het daar skuiling gesoek.

Be wis baie maag en ek het aan die sleap gerask net daar wasr ek in
‘n groot stoel gaan sit het. Kort voor middernag het ek wakker geskrik,
Die storm het bedaar en “n onheilapellende stilte hat geheera. Toe het
n pil mistrocatiz op die dak geateun, In die kamer het ek die gefladder
van "n vlersuls gehoor en dit het kort=kort rakelings by my verby gevlieg.
Ek het meer en meer senuweeagtip gevoel en toe hoor ek die gekraak wvan
wloerplanke en die geskuifel van voetstappe en “n gekreun. Dit het ge-
voel asof my hart gasn staan het, Bk was lam van vrees en "n koue sweet
het op my lyf uitgeslaan. Toe ruk ek my reg en ek skraap moed bymekaar
en tjek “n vourhoutjie. Ek het “n wit deursigtige gedaante gewaar. Ek
het dit aangespresk en dit het verdwyn.

Die volgende dag het ek verneem van “n ou kleurling wat op die plaas
woon, dat daar eemmaal “n afgryaslike moord gepleeg ie, ULde volk glo dat
die gees dweal en nie rus kan vind voordat sy lasste wens vervul ia nie.

Lesley Stubba.
Std.B.

n N .

Hier kom hy zgter my aan,

iy 1s die monater van die maan 1
Ek wil hardloop, maar ek kan nie,
En die monster kom al nader.

Die vuur slaan uit sy mond,
ile skubhe op sy lyf is romd.
iy het ses groem koppe,

met een bloedipge ocop op elk.

8y groot voete kom al neder,

Help my ! O wader !

By groot geel eTma gaan By VARE ... |
Genade ! Dit was net "n aaklige droom.

Julisnne Allsops
Std.6.
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I H NG W, E TE EESOEX,

Ek woon in die platteland en die plekkie wat ek die graagste
begoek word HIGH wOON gencem. 5Lale mense gaan daarheen omdat dit
g0 "n baelende plek ia en daar is bale om te doen.

High Noon is "n plaas wat baie groot is en wat amper in die berge
goled is. LUedurende die somer is dit “n baie asemrowende uitaig.
lmar is blomme orals en dit lyk net sooe “n kleurvalle kombers. Omdat
daar baie water is, is die plantegroei baie weelderig, en dit is so "n
plesier om “n entjie daar te gaan wandel. Soma is die water so stil
dat die bewolkte hemel daarin weerkaats is.

Ilt is gedurende die naweek dat die meeste mense na High Noon gaan.
sommige van hulle bring koe sasm, maar “n mens kan ook smaaklik kos
daar kry., Die meeate van hulle sit op die bosbedekte heuwels en eet en
kyk ne die aentreklike natuprtonele rondom hulle.

Cedurende die winter is dit vreeslik koud en spierwit sneeu 12 op
die majestueus berge. Ek voel net “n bletlie jammer vir die wilde diere
wat daar is, cmdat nie almal van hulle gewoond is man sneeu nie. “n
Mene moet op “n sonnige dag daarheen pgaen en nie jou kisklere dra nie.
Ile beete klere om te dra is langbroek en harde skoene. Ide lug is a0
vars en daar is geen besaldeling nie.

Ek het “n vriend wat daar werk en hy e dat dit die wonderlikste
werk is, Een of twee keer het baie noodlottige ongelukke daar pless-
gevind toe mense deur “n leeu geslaan is. In elk geval dink ek dat
dit die indrukwekkendste plek is woaarna ek ooit gegman het !

Gail Pettigrew.
otd.10.

IOE EET EE DAREM GEBLOOS.

Toe ek omtrent ag jaar oud was het ek in die kerk koor gesing.
My twee susters en my broer het ook in die koor gesing en ona het dit
beie geniet, maar die diena wae nie vir kinders nie en ona het verveeld
gekry toe die diems te lank geduur het.

Ons het ook baie honger in die diens gersak en het lekkers gekocop
voordat ons na die kerk toe gekom het. ons het in die kerk geloop met
groot pakkie lekkers onder ons klere weggesteek. ioe moet ona die koor
klere aanasit. Gelukkig het die klere groot sakke gehad en ons het al
die lekkers daarin gesit.

Toe het one gebid en dan loop one die kerk in - “n hele ry van soet
engeltiiea. as die mense in die kerk kan weet wat agter daardie ge-
plggies nangaan, one het lekker geping en toe moet ons weer bid.

Ha die bid moet ons na die Minister se preek luister. Hy was oud
en het baie groot woorde gebruik. HNou begin die pret - ons haanl die
lekkers uit en begin om te eet. Hierdie keer het ons meer lekkers as
poit tevore gekoop. .ms het sjokolade, skyfies emn “n groot pakkie
*Smarties"” gekoop. Toe het my suster my saggies gevra of ay die
"Smarties" kan kry. Ek het die pakkie sagglies uitgehmal. TDit was oop
en ek moet dit baie versigtig uithaal. UIde hele kerk ieg stil - die
Minister het na die hoogste punt van sy prekie gekom - skielik het ek
die pakkie laat wval. Dit het “n vreeslike lawaai op die hard vloer
gemaak .

Al die mense het omgekyk en rasi wie het sjokolade al oor haar
gesig 4 Ek dink dat ek was nooit of sal nooit weer so skaam wees nie.

= e l--l hi'&dt -
g5td,8.
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Le grand pagquetbot blanc faisait route, en pleine mer, vers
le sud, Le matin, il faisait beau mais vers midi, le ciel &tait
couvert et il y avait une brume fpaigse, Le Capitaine vit mu
lointain lea contours vagues des rochers, mais il ne savait pas au
Gouverner le paguetbot. It &tait en nage, mais sublitement, il
vit une moustie,; volant devant le paguetbot.

Cette movuette lul montra la route et i1 ne donna pas sur les
fcueils. Puils, sans motif, un voyageur la tua de son fusil.
Sur le coup de fusil, les petites vaguea devinvent de grandea
vagues, la brume devint lea nudes d"ovage et le soir devint une
nuit detemplte. Tous lea voyageurs &taient saisis d4"effroi,
Les femmes poussfient des cris et les enfants tBchbrent de saisir
lea robes de leurs mires.

Pendant la nuit, la mer déchefnfe, entrafnait le pagquetbot
encore; vers les rochers dangereux. Le Capitaine était assis
sur le pont en silence, son visage inoudé et larmes parce qu”il
ne comprensit pas pourquol le voyageur evalt fait un tel parfait.
Puis celuici saisit le fusil du Capitaine et se suicida, Tout h
coup, il y avait un &clat de lumibre et la mouette vola en wvaid
au deapug du Capitaine, Le Capitaine vit les rochers et il
Gouverna le paguetbot vers un bord ellr. Le paguetbot &tait sain
et sanf et lea visages des voyageura et leur Capitaine, &taient
pouriants et radieux,

Ie puis curieur, c”eet que la moustte Etait comme 1 albatros.
Peut-8tre le voyageur, #tait-il 1°Ancien Marin reincarnf avant la
mort mystérieuse du voyageur.

Sara KEnight.
3td.10.

L"AURORE.

La neige tombe doucement sur la terre dormante. Lea arbres
grande, noirs et sinistrea ee tiennent sur 1 horizon. Le ciel
Erie des muages commencent b s"éclaircir et sur le =mol silencieux
le soleil se lbve, rouge et triamphant. La veinqueur de la muit,
apportant chaleiur aux pauvres qui, presgue morts de froid ouvrent
leur fen@tres 4 1 aurore d‘hiver.

Pamela EKing.
5td.9.
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du C al,

La Journée du Chacal eat un films que presque tout le monde
8 Y. C’eat au suject du Président de Gaule de France.

Un groupe de plusieurs hommes desira tuer le Président de
Gayle mais ils pensaient qu”il fauait emplover un aspaspin,
C*est parce que la police lea connaissait et leur trace d*un
plan, Ile employbrent un assasin B qui ils donnbrent le nom
do Chacal. Cetait un Anglais.

I1 fit le plan avee soime, Celh dura plupieurs sem&ines
avant i1l fit prét X faire son travail. I1 fit plusiers fusils
extreordinaire et aprée les avoir Eprouvéas, il &tait prét & tuer
le Préaident.

Le jour Hationale de France gqui sat le gquatoree juillet,
le Chacal &tait dans un appartement prét & tuer le Président.
I1 y avait grand pompe et cérémonie quand le Préaident est sorti
de son automobile.

Dans 1"intervalle le Chacal &tait occupf de son fusil. Enfin
le temps &tait convenalde le Chacal a tud mais & vaté le Priaident
DAY Une POUCE. Quelques minutes plus tard le Chacal fut attrapé
et tub,

Agtrid Winberg.
3t4.9.

MON JARDIN.

Autour de mon jardin il vy A une muraille de plerres, trés
heute et trds vieille, A son pied 11 v h dea glrofleés et dea
hyacintha. Il y poussent trks biem et leurs couleurs sont
exquises. J'ai ausal desa framboises et des groseilles gui
poussent b cots delles.

11 v a ausasi un genidvre dont les branches sont les demeuresa
des hochequeues, des grives, des meules et de petits voltelets.
l*aurore ila y chantent si admirablement que lea larmes me
viennent sux yeux. A& 1’ombre de ce genidvre poussent les petits
violete timiclea et les fougfres.

Dans un coin de mon jardin i1 y a un petit ruisseau gqui glou=-
gloue galement. Cuand 11 falt cheaud les gafouilles dea oisesux
su bord du ruisseau remplissent 1°air.

Famela King.
Std.9.
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Sur 1'1le inconmue.

Fous voyagions en pleine mer gquand nous avona vu cette fle
inconnue, I1 faisait plutdt froid et nous étions fatiguéas et
preaque aux désespoir. Tout d"un coup le capltaine, un homme
taciturne a sauté de jole et de larmes Jjallliremt de ses yeux,

84 vous avies vu son visage ! Nous pouvions nous reposer et y
rester pendant une semaine, Pourtant dans le chaleur du moment,
personne navait apersu le silence abeolu et 1atmosphbre sombre
de 1'tle incomnue,

Fendant la semaine nous avons nagé =t mangé et tout le monde
ftait heureux, mais les soirs, 1”%le devenait &trange et mystér-
ieuse. Sur 1°%1le 11 y avait des eaprits factieux !

Ils marchaient & pas de loup sur les toiles d“arraignées.
J'avaia le sommeil lé&ger et j*&i vu les yeux gue me regardsient
d‘un air menagent. wuand nous nous couchions b la belle ftolle,
un petit homme venait a’msseoir sans un saule pleurer et apres
avoir chanté des fragments de chansons mauvaises, 11 s"en allait
en tapinois. J'avais une peur bleue mais je n®al rien dit &
mes compagnons parce que j76talt embarrassé.

Le quatriéme Jour, j*'al remarqué gque le capitaine faleait
1'imbécile parce gqu’il allait partant k& cloche-pied. Je eroyals
qu’il é&tait devenu faible d"eaprit. Cette nuit-1h je me suis
réveillé en sursant et j"ai vu le capitaine qui &tait cccupé h
pleurer. Au mEme instant les esprits malins sont venus par
petita groupes spe tenir prés de lui. out de sulte ils ont
commencé & la tourmenter pendant qu®il poussait des cries d4’angoimsse,
Al bout d"un instant, ils ont diaparu et le cepltaine eat retourer
% son 1it pour dormir.

Pour dormir ¥ Mais non, le pauvre homme Stait mort et nous
1’avais trouvé le matin, rigide et froid, sans le saute pleurer.
Je suis 1l°unique personne qui sache ce qui =2"est pasaé.

Chose &trange, les jours suivante &tanients calmes et je n'al
jamais encore vu les esprita. Je crois gu”ils avalent attrapé
une victime et gu’ilas &taient contents mais j"etais heureux gquand
nous sommes partis pour 1 Angleterre. Je retournerai jamais h
cette fle inconmie ou nous passé une semaine étrange,

Sara Knight.
S5td.10.
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PATER NOSTER.

Pater noater,

Gui in caelo eat, Tuum nomen consecretur, regnum Tuum venlat,

Tu consilia faciantur, in terra aicut in caelo ea faciantur.

Da nobis hoo die nostrum panem cotidie ¢t igmosce nmobla noatra
peccats sicut ignoscimus eos guos conmtra nos peccant.

Et noli ducere nos in tenmtationem sed libera nos ex malo quod
regnum, et anctoritae, et gloria Tibi punt in asternditum.

Amen .

Tanya Bosma.
3td.8,

HIT TRISTIS .

0lim puer erat nomine Marcus qui oves curavit. Cotidie in
agris cum ovibus erit, Multas horas mansit. Eum autem tasdiut
sedere oves tuentem., Itaque magna voce clamavit : "Lupus lupusl®
Coloni in finitimus agris erant, labore defessi. Tamen cur-=
currerunt ut oves servarent. Qui, ubli cognoverunt puerum non vera
discisse. Iratiseimi discessierunt.

Tribus post diebus, ut sccidit lupus advenit. More suo clamavit
voge "Lupus, lupusi™ Celer coloni, antem, ei non crediderunt.
Lupus interfecit omnes oves et puer ira doloreque commotus donum
ambulavit.

Helen Stubbings.
S5td.9.



HERSCHEL.

Claremont ist “ne kleine stadt,

ile Harschel als ihr" Schule hat.
Herachel hat “nen guten Nam”

ind zieht deshalb der Schiller viele an.

Doch wenn Du erst hier gelandet bist,
Dir keine ruhige Minute gegbnnt mehr ist,
Denn arbelten, das musat Du immerhier,
Sonst geht es nicht mehr gut mit dir.

Obtwohl Herschel sehr klein iat,
I nie gelangwellt hier bist.

Hockey, Tennis und Squash kannst Tu spielen,
Und su einem guten Sportler Ddch trainieren,

Doch einst wirst iu Deine Sehulzeit hier beenden,

Tnd dann kannst Deine Kenntnisee #zu Vielem lu verwenden.
Denn waa Du in Herachel erlernet hast,

In viele niltzliche Berufe passet.

Ilsa Schnelider-Waterberg.
Std.8.

CHARAKTERISTIK VAN EINEM ALTEN MANN.

Jeden Nachmittag plinktlich un finf whr, wenn ich auf der
Veranda sitze und meine Schumlarleiten mache, fihrt er auf seinein
alten Fahrraed an mir vorlei., Alles it alt an ihm: pein gesicht
ist verrunzelt und wralt und doch umepielt ein stindiges Licheln
painen Mund. Sein Fahrrad drecht jede Minute susammenzullen,
und auch seine KEleidung ist abgetragen und dusgeblichen.

Jedenmal wenn er An mir vorleiffihrt, KrMchst er seinm i "Guten
abend L1 und fihrt weiter.

Er ist mit allem zufrieden, was er hat. Hie macht er sich
Vorwlirfe, nie verlangt er etwas. Er lebt gans in sich und auf
eich gestellt. &r kann es nicht verstehen, wenn Lente unsufrieden
puid, wenn sie etwas nicht naben oder erreichen bonnen.

Er liebt dle Natur, die Griisse und Schiinheit der hatur. &r
erfreut mich an allem EBinfachen und begreift nicht, dass andere
Lente sich nicht auch daflir begeistern.

Oftmala sehe ich ihn inmitten siner Kinderachat siteen. [ann
erftihlt er von seiner Jugend, van den Erieg und anderen Erlebrusesen.
vie ainder lieben seine Geschichten, dass sicht man den gespannten
Geschichtern der Kinder an Er macht gern jemand eine Frende und ist
gliicklich, helfen =u kinnen. In seiner einfechen Art sicht eas oft
gus, &lsol er naiv sufluritt.

Manchmal sieht er dem Freiben der Btadt zu und wundert sich
liber die Eile der Menachen. Er hat geit, so viel Zeit, dass es
ihm gar nicht duffiblt wie langeam er ist, wie pehr er um Wege
eteht und wie sehr er den Lenten auf die Nerven geht. Wenn ihn
Lente anschreien, er selle aus dem sege gehen, verliert er nicht
seine Passpung, sendern trilt surlick und entechuldigt sech h8flich,

{cnnt,..}
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{Charakteristik ven einem alten Menn. cont.)

Er kann sich nicht satteschen an dem Treiben in der Stadt.

immer hillsbereit und stets sur stelle ist er, wenn etwas
nicht nach Plan geht, Hier sieche man ihn einem. Kind die
Wunde verbindend, dort einem etwas sufhelen, dort einer alten
Dawe eptwas abrichmend, Er echeint nerven mus atahl Eu halen
denn er 1Hsst eich durch nichta aus der Ruhe bringen.

Finf Uhr : Gleich muss er wiader mRn mir vorlelfahren =
Dort ..+ dch sshe ihn schon und gleich brichster wieder
aain ¢ "Guten Aband 1"

Emily Schneider-Waterberg.
td.B.
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HEBREW .
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Translation :

In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth. How
the earth was unformed and void and darkness was upon the face of
the waters.

And God said "Let there be light".
And there was light.

Malva Marine.
Std:Ts
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EDI : .

We extend our thanks to all Werriman members for their
contributions, Although not everyone has an entry in our
Magazine, their efforts have not been unappreciated, We
have enjoyed reading all the entries submitted and have had
great difficulty in eliminating some.

Merriman express thelir sincere gratitude to Nrs. Rauch,
our Housemistresa, for all her encouragement and support.

A special thankas goea fto Mr.H.E.Twentyman-Jones who has
Eiven up his time to do the typing for us; without his help
the Magazine would never have been.

Finally, we would like to express the hope that you all
have enjoved reading Our Megazine as much as we have enjoyed
compiling it.

B.A. Twentymen=Jones.

R. Webber.
Editors.
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Al DEI GLORIUM.




