




EDITORIAL

The object of this magazine is not to send you to sleep. So instead

of endless reports and essays, there are numerous photographs to

browse through and decide for yourself if Lerriman in 198.3 was a

spirited and happy house. Thus our overall theme is:

'LOOKING IN ON I ERHlhAN, THHOUGII THE LENS OF Il CAI·.ERA.'

A picture is worth a thousand words (so the saying goes); therefore

this magazine is indeed long, but the writing is kept to a minimum.

The original work was chosen with the readers interest in mind; this,

rather than quantity.

vJehave also tried to do away with anything kitsch or cJichéd �. /e

are trying to be original ( not easy with limited variety!), so

that you, the reader, will find this magazine interesting from

cover to cover.

Co-editors: LEANNE C1RLYL...!..

STEPHA! IE DUTKIE HCZ

''/ENDY PEROLD

CA'llIILIUNE SHUB
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}rnRRIMAN HOUSE REPORT

This year \'le are really keen to win back the Efficiency Shield.

There was great enthusiasm when we introduced house T-shirts and
peaks displaying our mascot, Nighty :f.Iouse.These have been a great
success, with brothers, sisters and boyfriends buying them to support
our house. The T-shirts and peaks were first worn to the Inter-house
swimming gala. A new banner was also raised with Highty Mouse stand-
ing proudly above the house members. We were victorious for the first
time since the early seventies. Congratulations to the entire team,
and to Anr.e Abdy who organised our swimming so well. Unfortunately
we were placed third in the diving, but not without a fight.

Inter-house music has taken place with Herriman coming second. I
would like to thank Janette Krige for all her hard work and enthusiasm.

Jerseys collected by Merriman girls were once again given to st.
Michael'a Home. They were most grateful for this donation. Our
charity money was given to Peninsula School Feeding. This was also
gratefully accepted with the reply that they are feeding approximately
ane hundred and thirty thousand needy children each school day. This
has made us all aware of those less fortunate than ourselves.

Merriman has always been known as the most academic of the houses.
Those who have achieved exceptionally high marks this year are:
Elizabeth Baker, Stephanie Dutkiewicz, Catherine Shub , ~lendy Perold,
Lisa Kantor, Gina Niven, ,tezett Preiss, Michelle Booth, Lindal du
Plessis and Saron Gowdey. Congratulations.

I wou~d like to thank I·IrsThompson and the other Merriman staff who
are always so enthusiastic in the house activities. My thanks to
the Merriman prefects and the entire house who are always behind me
all the way.

Good luck for all the other Inter-house competitions during the rest
of this year.

NICKY JONES
HEAD OF HERRIMAN



}'lERRIMAN HOUSE HEETING

IN THE ART ROOM

.: a-



GIRLS IN MERRINAN

Std 10 Std 9 Std 8

A Abdy L Bailey J Bosma
S Ashley L Carlyle H Botma
E Baker D Crane C Christie
S Bester S Dutkiewicz E de Vlet

R Butler C Fioravanti L Fioravanti
R Evans D Flanagan J Foster
C Fletcher I Hommersom S Frith
N Jones D Krause F Gilliland
A Ovenstone J Krige N Hanekom
L Richards L Maisel D Ha t.haway

J Steven I-1 Ovenstone L Hosking
P Thesen \'1 Perold L Kantor
J Walker J Postlethwaite F Knight

H Schubert T van der Spuy
J Schulman J van Reenen
C Shub J \'lilliams
H Tasker
D Taylor

Std 7 Std 6

L Bailey
L Challis
S Cra,.,ford-Browne
L Eichler
IC Gordon
J Hendry
S Joyce
c.; Kendal
G Niven
S Orren
L Preiss
V Sass
N Shub
N vlestgarth-Taylor
H vlood
P Wilson

V Ahmed
M Booth
K Christie
K Donnelly
L du Plessis
D Frith
S Gowdy
T Gurney
I Hanekom
L Higgo
D Hosking
N Lloyd-Roberts
H Maclean
H l1arx
C Meredith
T HcLullich
1-1 Hosomothane
A Paxton
T Reynolds
L Searson
K Snyders



l1ERRII1t_N PREFECTS:

Anne, Julienne, Nicky

Ros, Sarah, Lucinda,

Rouena and Anthea.

t·mRRII,AN S'IU lING STARS

AND THEIR TROPHIES.



ME~1nIEJ\N HATRICS :

ANIillABDY - Our swimming star, who is 'an

all rounder to boot! TIer plans

for next year includes a course

in Physical Education.

SAHAH ASlIELY - A tennis and hockey

player, with a "lin-

ning smile. She int-

ends to do a B.A. at

U.e.T next year.

ELIZABETH BAKER - Quiet and

determined, she is no

dumb-blond. She, too

is planning to do a

B.A. at U.C.T.



SONJA BESTER - Outstanding at AfrikaaBs

and head of the Historical

Society, Sonja can be de-

pended on to ask an intell-

gent question when the silence

becomes uncomfortable. She

will be doing a B.Soc. Science.

HC";ALL.>WBUTLER - Ros intends to travel

next year, after dis-

tinguishing herself as

.tiêad of the boarding

house and as an excel-

lent actress.

R01'1ENAEVANS - Swimmer and ï'ennis player,

Howena plans to go to England

next year. There she will

attend .linkfield Finishing

School.



CATHY FLETCHER - Cathy is going to a Finishing

School, Institut Alpin Vide-

manette, in Switzerland.next

year.

NICKY JONI;;S- Our Head of ~:erriman, a squash, tennis

and hockey player too. She will be

doing either Perso~ at U.C.T. or

Hd teL Hanaging next year. vie wish

her luck!

AN'fHEA OVENSTONE - A matric boarder and keen

horse rider. She in consider-

ing Hotel school for next

year.

LUCINDA RICHARDS - Lucinda is :'letballCaptain,

Chairman of G.U. and plays

tennis and hockey too. She

will be working in Umgani

Reserve in 1984 and hopes

to travel to England.



JACQUI STEVEN - An artistic and friendly,

dark skinned beauty. She

might be going to New

~ealand and hopes to

get a bursary to Art

&chool in London.

PENlIT TH.t:SEN- A brilliant artist

and photographer. She

will be going to the Gape

Technikon to do textile

design. \rvewish her the

very best of luck in all

that she does.

'"JULIENNE vlALKER - A born model and debater.

She would like to do nothing next

year, but has been advised by 'those

that know I to do Business Science

at U.C.T.

''S'



JOlIN X. HEHRU'lAN: OUR ILLUSTRIOUS FOUHDER

I'm sure that many Merriman girls, especially our younger members,

would like to know something of John X � .Herriman.

Merriman, the prime minister of the Cape at the turn of the century,

was a man of independent views and exeptional integrity. Born in

England, he came to S.A. as a child when his father became Archdeacnn

of Uramamstown. He returned to England for schooling, but returned

to S.A h ta. li ve from .1861 onwards.

Herriman has been classified as a farmer, but he was also a land

surveyor, diamond dealer and wine merchant before a politician and

farmer.

Entering the Cape Parliment in 1869 he quickly made his mark in debate

and in administration, gaining a place in the first Cape Cabinct-

J.olteno's 11inistry of 1872; 1878. He was a vovacious reader of history

and accepted the intrpretat!ion of \Jhig historians. To him, as to

Gladstone, whom he greatly admired, politics was a struggle between

right and wrong. The imperialism of Rhodes, Chamberlian and dilner

was, he thought, a catastrophic departure from the true lines of

British policy. Durinc; the Anglo-Hoer war he caused the fall of the

;'_;chreinerIlinistry, of which he was a member, by opposing the intro-

duction of the Treason .!:Sill.He spoke on a pro-Boer platforms in

England, and he led the agitation against ldlner's attempt te suspend

the Cape vonotitution. Once the war was over, he considered th~t S.A.

should be left tOImanage her own affairs without interference from

.!:Sritain.Hehoped that the differences between .!:Soerand Briton

would disappear,and that the parties would not evolveon a racial

basis but on the basis of t own versus country. Therefore, to a great

extent, IJ;erriman's outlook was si:2ilar to Louis otha 's, who became

the first 1:'rimer.inister of South Africa.

cont ���



!lerriman's conduct during the war- earned him the admiration of the

~ape Afrikaners and, with h~e fine parliamentary and administrative

he was thenatural leader of the bouth African Party from ita found-

ation. His position as P.H. wae , however, insecure owing to a number

of reasons; among them are his views on taxation, his anti-imperialism

stand, the fact that he stood outside the Afrikaner cultural movement

and expected that in the long run .l!;nglishwould becoffiuthe only language

in S.A. The herriman Cabinet \las unstable and subject to recurring

crises.

IJhen the Union of S.A. was formed in 1910, Botha wa s chosen above

Lerriman, to become Prime Vd.nister of S.A. Herriman wae obiously

disappointed and although remaining &.. H.i. ;in S.A., he never accepted

a permanent position again.

The reason our red house is named after "erriman, is that Merriman,

who belon;;ed to St. Saviour's Parish, played a major role in en...ourag-

ing the formation of a school for young ladies(?). st. Cyprians was

the only school of thin sort in Cape Town and it was widely felt that

another one was needed. He encouraged people to support the building

of the school und made its need apparent.

Although not much has been recorded about his personal life, he was

a hiC;hly thought of Captonian who was aware of the need for the school

Herschel.

LEArIlrE CARLYLE

S'1'D.9

,,6,





TBI ,TAU;: OF MIGHTY MOUS!:

Mighty MouBe waB born a Mini Mou�� - hiB might gr.v vith age and
.ize. HiB .arly quarterB ver. cardboard Pick ~ Pay box�� fill.d
vith sav-duBt. From her., h. moved to a .p.cial cage ..de exclu.ively
for him. Hi. food va. Bupplied by endleSB streams of blue-ribboned
girle. He became a familiar .ight and va. Boon mov.d to headquarter.
V.I.P. the Matric Common Roo., vh.r. he lay and r.laxed in .tat��
The only effort involv.d on hi. part va. that he had to put in an
appearance at Hou.e fuactioD8; vhere he .uffered the indignity of
being sat upon, being hurled into the air by hi. tail and beiag
pa�� ed .agerly around fro. a~ to arm. Be regard. the.e tunctioD8
vith a bored acceptanc. of in.vitabi1ity. You could n.ver .xpect
hi. to adait hi. tru. f��1ine. of prid.; could you? Well, he
conaider. tho�� aa..nt�� ufficient juetification for hi. lazy day.
of l.i.ure .p.nt .l.eping; .tudying pictur �� of Vogue Mal. Mod.l.
adomin, the vall., and r.ading the ocea.ional Latin book left lying
around. H. ha. to continue hi. acad��ic pur.uit., being the h.ad-
...cot of the Braini ��t, vitti ��t, aa.t tal.nt.d houe. at Her.ch.l.
Thi. 1arp, v.1l-.ndoved red aou�� ha. a favourite .10gan, - "Might
iB Right" and .0 say all of ue!!

LEANNE CARLYLI
STAlmAID 9









MERRIMAN SWI~lING REPORT

This year for the first time in many years, Merriman came out on tops.
After yet another third place last year, we were determined to recti-
fy that, and won this year's Inter-House Gala.

It was an exciting event and straight from the word "go" we took to
the lead. As one event after another lapped by Rolt steadily crept
up behind us. However, the relays increased our lead as we were
clearly the stronger team. The final result was: Jagger, 118;
Rolt, 140 and Merriman, 187.

Mrs Barbara McCormick presented the trophies and congratulations to
Fiona Gilliland, Katie Christie and Anne Abdy who received cups.
Special congratulations to Fiona Gilliland, who won the U16 Champion-
ship. Also to Anne Abdyand Nell Hanekom who broke butterfly and
breastroke records respectively. To the rest of the team - Well
Done!

Vanessa Sass, Lindsay Challis, Lisa Kantor, Ingrid Hommersom received
their swimming half colours. Fiona Gilliland was presented her full
swimming colours.

In closing, I want to say that this year, in any rate, Merriman was
able to shine at swimming.

Keep up with the good work, we can repeat this performance again
next year.

ANNE ABDY
SWIMMING CAPTAIN





NETBALL REPOH1'

The 1985 netball season bounces on!,erriman is represented by three

players in the first team,three in the second team and anumber of

under fifteen team membez-s, Nell na nekom has been playing extremely

well but was unfortunately hindered by a fractured finger in one of

her matches. Vanessa eaas , our under fifteen A team captain,and a

superb player, was also out of action for a few matchesaa account

of a twisted ankle .In vd.ew of the fac t that we have had an extremely

wet winter. many of our matches Nere cancelled. Unfortunately Lerriman

came third in the Inter-house .etball, their netball, prowess not quite

matching their onth.u sd.aamsHoweve r-j al.L the girls tried hard- galu

Ovenstone end Debbie Crane both played very well.~/ell done to both teams

and better luck for next year!l!

Lucinda Hichards

Netball Captain







HOCKEY REPORT

Inter-house hockey has not yet been played,

but we,MERRIMAN,stand a very good chance,

as we have two good teams.

There are a number of first and second team

players who will be representing the open

section,namely: NICKY JONES,LUCINDA RICHARDS,

DEBBIE CRANE,NELL HANEKOM,SARAH ASHLEY,

and HILLARY TASKER.

The house wishes both open and Under 15

teams the best of luck "and may the

force be with them 1"

NICKY JONES

STD 10

First Hockey ~eam doing their

dar-cry



INTER-HOUSE MUSIC REPORT

The Inter-house music competition took place on the 23rd March.
The competition was divided into 3 groups: Choir, instrumental and
sight singing. The choir comprising of 14 members performed first
and sang 2 set songs. Unfortunately in this section we came last.
The next section was the instrumental. Due to lack of orchestral
instrument players in the house we only managed to have a flute
duet and we tied-for second place.
We won the final section which was the sight singing and this made
the overall placing: Jagger first with 61 points, Merriman second
with 60 and Rolt with 59 points.

JEANNETTE KRIGE
STD 9

Jeannette (right), who won the
sight-singing, in conversation
with non-musical friend.



CHRISTIAN UNION

The Herschel Christian Union is well supported by ,~erriman girls,
Chairman being Lucinda Richards and vice-chairman Anne Abdy,both
Merriman prefects.\le have had very interesting meetings over the
last year from Paul West, a singer to the exciting film of
'Cross and the Switchblade! Our camp at the beginning of the
year was a great success and thanks to Mrs Wood for all her
encouragement and organization.

This is one society that is very much alive and we hope that in the
near future we will see many more young Merrimans joining us in
our meetings

LUCINDA RICHARDS
CHArIDIAN
CHRISTIAN UNION

..l4.



MOur T A.J N CLUB REPORT

Chairrnanr Anne !\ndy

Committee: Mr "'ndhrs Fletcher

Penny Thesen

Unfortun~tely the pqther, ~s in other yp.8rs, ~orreo ~everql

Mount .....in CLub outings to be oanceLl.eó� Howev er , e did man age

two climbs, both in the first term. On noth orr~sions the Fletrh~rs

took 3 small group of girls up Tqble ~ount~jn, lunrhing in the

S.A.M.C. hut. They thFn oescende vj Skpleton Gorge.

The highlight of thp term w.,s "n outing to Du Toit's Kloof Pnss.

We qrrived Lat e an , orice "ettl d, Mr Ipt'-'hpr1 . ridLy rooked us

Chinese (linner. The evening 'Pfi .... spent tpll;n ghost rt or+os .

The fnllo"'ing morning we ro~e ea ly, had a he rty breakf3st. na
fltarte<'1our ~1scpnt of Du Toit's Pe-ik. Thrpe-qu'1rters of' 1b "'y

up ~ trnop of b boons, thro ing stnnps, ronfrontpd us. Fnr the

p'1rty'ss ty, it ~as decided that y should return to home h e.

The weekend YSs sp nt in ROO~ pir·ts "'nd e 11 h~d tremen ous

fun.

I w nt to thank Mr nd Mr. Fletrh r for their rontinu d n'1rtiriprtjon

in the ('lub. It is only R pity thqt so f mpmberR of Rt"'~f "'nd

school h.,v joined the club. The Mount'in Club memhers 8 end ~nly

a snort tlme in th sun on the slopes of ~nuthprn Africa.

ANNE ABDY

eH IRMAN

25·





REPORT ON THE ENGLISH Fr:::STIVL .h.TGRAHAMSTOi'lN

On Sunday 3rd July 10 girls met at the Newton-Thompson's house to
begin the 15 hour trip in the school bus. The time was 4.00 a.m.!
Mrs Newton-Thompson and Miss Boakes had both oravely offered to acc-
ompany us, and they both shared in the driving of the newly painted
bus. Our only mishap was to run out of petrol 30 minutes out of
Port Elizabeth. We crawled and sputtered to a standstill, where we
remained for almost an hour. Mrs Newton-Thompson and Sandy mana-
ged to hitch a lift into P.E., where they stocked up on petrol. We
arrived, very tired, in Grahamstown at about 7.30 p.m. After check-
:ing in at the Honument, we were sent on to our residenceS. - Rhodes
University Res'. We all unpacked and made ourselves at home.

Monday was spent exploring Grahamstown, shopping, visiting the few
lovely museums, the beautiful Cathedral and friends. That evening
we went up to the l>1onumentto see 'Pray don't, Sir George', the
play of Lady Anne Barnard. There were about 1 500 people from all
over the country, and it was lovely to meet so many new people, with
so many new uniforms. Because of the numbers, we were divided into
4 groups. Herschel belonged to Group D.

The next three days were spent at lectures on setworks, Authors and
Plays. Some of the things we attended are: Chris Mann and Zabalaza,
his African group; Master Harold and The Boys; Schreiner, a one wom-
an play; the U.C.T. Ballet Show; Shakespeare and Puppets; the film
My Brilliant Carreer; and lectures on Shakespeare by Guy Butler;
Poetry by Ken Durham, King Lear by four very exciting young actors
and actresses.

Altho~h the weather was freezing and there were heavy water restric-
tions (1 shower a day for 3 minutes!) we all had a wonderful time
and made many new friends.

On Friday 8th we left Grahamstown at 4 a.m. and travelled back via
the Garden Route which was lovely. The trip back was shorter, but we
were all very glad to be home - I think everyone feels that after a
trip awayt

Our thanks go to Mrs Newton-Thompson and russ Boakes who were such
super chaperones and excellint drivers, and to Grahamstown, as a whole,
for making us feel so welcome.

LEANNE CARLYLE
STD 9
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MATR IC DANCE REPORT

It's always somebody else's matric dance, whether it be your older
sister's, or the girl next door's. Then, suddenly you realise that
it's not their matric dance. It's your matric dance, and then you
start a wild panic, what's the theme going to be? Wh t are you going
to wear? Whose going to do your hair? Where's th after-party going
to be? But worst of 11, who are you going to take? Slowly you work
through your littl black book - Can't take him, he's overseas. Can't
take him, he's too short. Can't take him, he'll flirt with everybody.
Can't take him, he's going out with the head girl! Well eventually
youfind Mr Perfect, he's ingle, he owns a suit and he is willing to
come. While all this has b en happening, you have been dieting
furiously, paging madly through Vogue to find that little piece de
Resistance and exhausting yourself painting scenes in the Jones's
garage.

When at last the great day arrives, you waken to the fact that this
is thé matric dance you've waited all of your school career for. And
le~s face it - it's worth it.

For me, the matric
as well as an end.
will" explore"th
gates" and the end
matured (some of u

dance is very sp cial - it signified a beginning
A beginning of a new life ahead of you wherein you
out ide world no longer being confined within '~er chel
of a school career wher in you have learnt hard,
) and made life-long friends; so in a way it is sad.

Our matric dance was special, as all are to the Matrics concerned, Our
theme wa. oft and romantic, a Fantasy Waltz, wherin we recr.ated a Ball-
room in white and pink. Ball gown were the order of the day and our
partners looked oh so dashing in their hired suita. The main attraction
waa the black and white "marble look-alik." dance floor. and the fairy
licht. adorning the columns on .ither side of the room and facade add.d
.parkl. to the fantaay world. Th. band churn.d out all the old familiar
dance tun�� and we practiced our waltz. foxtrot and the Grand Finale and
the Can Can. The teacher had a ball (excus. the pun) a. this wa�� et in
an e~a that many of them found ea.y to relate to - it vas the lea.t that
we could do for them, arterall, they had .tuck u. out for five years!

w. lett the dance in convoy and proceeded to get lo.t - w were heading
for the OT.n.ton.·. hou.e where a marquis and di.co were waitin, for us.
Due to the wonderful Oven.tone hospitality and the high .pi~it of us all,
we had a wonderful time.

But the party wa�� till not over - In Kenilworth Mrs Jon�� had been up
all night. At 3.00 a.m. ahe had dutifully fetched newly baked croisaant.
and had be.aD to prepare a good whol .om. br akfaat for u. all, needle��
to 8&7, w. all had our champape and orange juice - cornflake., youghert
and crof.aant��

One by ane the people started to leave, oth.r. pa��ed out in the Jan��'.
lounC.. Th. ..tric dance wa. over - It had come and Ione - but it had
be.n wonderful:

JULItNNE WALKER
Std 10
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STD 9 Fom1 DANCE REPORT

The Std 9 dance was even more eagerly awaited than
our Std 8 dance as we knew what to expect and were
able,therefore,to relax and enjoy everything to
the full.

After the usual heated debates,a pink and white
theme was chosen;a venue wae found;the date
decided upon,and decorations made.The partners-

this was the BIG question.Those girls lucky
enough to be attached,brought along their dates,
while others of us searched our memories,
diaries,and neighbourhoods for eligible names.

Finally after eliminating the luckless not-to-be's,
we all had a date.

The house,which had been overrun by busy,frantic
and sometimes hysterical girls that morning on

the 26 ~~RCR,became a fairyland of pink and
white.btreamers,ballons,candles,paper flowers,
white table-cloths and pink flower arrangements,

all added to the magic.

Everyone had a wonderful time:the girls looked

lovely,the partners were super,the snacks
went down well and the music viasrClo.J.lyfantastic!

All in all,it was a lovely evening and when 12.30

arrived,everyone felt so sad to be leaving.
But I suppose, all good things have to come to an

end!

LEANNE CARLYLE
STD 9

STD 8 FORH DANCE REPORT

On 18 HARCR our form dance was held in a marquee,

in the Van Reene~' garden.The interior was a

splash of pink,white and silver.

This 'calm' setting was a far cry from the last

minute rush and heated arguements at class meetings.
The hysteria of people desperately trying to find

suitable partners,and "the fact is I haven't got

anything to wear!" was contagious.

It was very romantic to walk into the candle-lit
tent,and the atmosphere was enhanced by the

very good music played by a welL known V-J.

There were no mishaps,and everyone had a loveqtime.

SANDI FRITH
STD 8









~'IE,t<lnHAN GLM;OUR GIRLS

l'1errimanis not only the cleverest house, it is also the house vrhi.cb

possesses the prettiest girls. Several I~rrimeners have been in the

news recently.

Alexa Singer, an ex-HlI!'rrimangirl, who was also a prefect, has rocke"'bed

to stardom in one short year. She has attained international 1'ecognitinn

as a top model, and is in fact the only South African to have her

face on the front cover of the Vogue. She is symbolic of the ~ighties,

representing youth, health and beauty. However, Alexa found the

pressure of the seemingly glamorous modelling world too much for

her, and decided to return to Cape Town to do a B.A. at U.C.T.

Anthea Cvenstone and Hosiland Butler, two matric pupils, u.ppeared

in the Argus in red outfits that they wore to the J and B hetropolitan

Stakes.

Bo bh Jenny Foster and ~smé de ;;et are in standard ~. Jenny appeared

on the T.V. in a fun-filled Cal-C-Vita advert, where her gymnaGtic

skills e tood her :Ln good e teud , '_s!.1éhats uo deLLe d Globe clothes

and has a.ppe ared in the .[omen section of the. rgus.

Kate Saunders, our ex-head ;11'1and }erriman birl, reached the

finals of the Jo1'dacho cortpotLt.Lo n for the most clal.ours couple in

.~outhAfrica.

i·larieLou i.ae du Toit diGtinE,uinhu d hors lf by bein chosen as a

U.~.T.rae queen finalist. She a~peared in a fashion show at

Cavendish ,)quare, in Hhich a11 the ...ïnalL,tó modelle d and her

vivacious appearance delighted all.

de are proud of these l:e1'rimangirls, especLa Ll.y us we know how tough

the mode lling worLd and the so-calle c. &10..our is. ~'Je Hish thcm aLl, cf

the best for the future~

CA'rUERIHE SHUB
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NOBODY DO~S IT QUIT3 LIKE HJ.ROLD:

If there were morA people like Harold, then Band-Aid would be a much
bigger business. It is not that there is anything i~ong wi~h Harold,
on the contary, he seems quite a nice blo~e. It is just that Harold
has the unoanny knack of doing the wrong thing, at the wrong time.

Everybody at the Club adored Harold, to show their appreciation
of him, they gave him his own parking bay at the botto~ of the
drive-way, an honour never before bestowed apon any other gAntleman.
The reason for this little show of 'ffection is that Harold found
the art of reversing quite trying at the most of times, and did not
always get it absolutely right. (The traffic department gave him
his license just for loyalty to the department; he had been there over
six times for his license, failing each time because of this
unfortunate issue) It was when Harold came into the Club, holding
part of the Chairman's Rolls Royce in his hands, that the members
decided to take serious action. Harold 'trasallotted his own private
Parking Bay.

It was because of Harolds success at the Club, he was invited to the
house of Mr and f1rs Amstrong-Jones. They were a charming couple, and
gave the most marvelous parties. Harold, who considered himself a
eligible young bachelor dicided that it was only right that he
should chose a suitable eligible lady to accompany him. He had been
to the right schools, and had recently inherited vast amounts from
his poor widowed mother. Harold had a keen eye for the fairer sex

and can be well complimented on his choice - Sarah Winthrop- Edwardson
He had his tailor make him some new attire, and 'trentto the Barber
for the latest hairstyle in Vogue. Harold was in his element, and
everything was going splendidly until ������� At the party, Harold,
clearly enamoured with his maiden, asked her if ahe would like to take
a stroll around the moonlit garden. She agreed, and apon ahovri.ng her
the fishpond and trying to whisper sweet-nothings in her ear at the
same time he fell into the pond, and had to go home, much to the disgust
of his fair companion. Needless to say, Harold's reward for this most
unfortunate occurance, was a severre bout of influenza and a "Pity you
missed the rest of the Party, had a wonderful time" card from Miss
Sarah.

Harold does not look for accidents; accidents look for Harold. As any
gentleman could tell you, Ascot is the place to be in the season, and
Harold as a newly-established gentleman considered it his privilage
to partake in the celebration. A pin-stripe suit was the order of the
day, and Harold looked smashing

He had his own box and naturally served Caridre and champayne. What
elegance �����The big race was about to start, ����� The race was simply
thrilling, and Harold(who had done a little bussiness with his
bookie on the side-line) looked on with added interest. The race was
nearing an end, and Harold's horse was winning. The horse crossed the
fir~ihing line, ������� lIarold jumped up off his seat and rip ������
his trouser sported a round bare patch of considerable size.



Nobody does it quite like Harold!

Harold no longer carries a black umbrella (at a dear friend's
insistence) as he once knocked all the Lady Mildrids dessert onto
her lap, while talking to the head-waiter. He also feels that
chivalry is no longer part of our twentieth Century lives, as
ladies politely ask him please not to open doors for them ��������

Something Harold's poor widowed mother has never been able to tell
him, is that he was an accident ������������

JULI.GNIfE 'IALKER

STD. 10



WAITING

I cleared my throat. All the eyes in the room flashed on me, ac-
cusing me of breaking the silence. I blushed, and stared at the
lovely, empty face of a model smiling up at me from the cover of
the magazine I clutched in my hand. The hospital gave off a faint
smell of antiseptic and false homeliness. INho wants to be 'at home'
while waiting to hear if a familiar and loved face was going to be
gone forever?

A woman in the corner wae sobbing softly. I wished that I could cry
too, washing that red-hot stone of fear and grief from my chest.
But the tears would not come, had not come, not even during that
ghastly, impersonal phone-call ���

I had been clearing my flat of all the usual things that littered it -
pens, papers, clothes and books, when I heard the phone ringing. I
decided it was probably a university friend asking me to ~'OTH~R party.
I was bored with parties. They were all the same.

But the persistent bussirg of the phone was irritating, so I ran down
thertairs, feeling annoyed. I picked up the phone, and demanded
brusquely, "Well, what is it?"

A cold distant voice that sent a chill down my spine said expres-
sionlessly, "Miss Duncan? I was afraid I had missed you. I have
a message for you. I am very sorry, but your brother was in a motor-
car accident this afternoon. His friend was driving and there was no
way that they could stop. He's in Intensive Care at the moment.
I'm afraid there's only a small chance of survival. Could you come
to Everdene Hospital right away, to sign some official forms? You
are his next-of-kin, I believe."

Dazedly I put down the phone. I felt totally numb, with only the
heaviness in my chest to remind me that I lived. Alex, that opti-
mistic young brother of mine, dying?

The waiting-room door opened. Everyone stiffened.

"Is lUss Duncan here?" 'I'henurse looked professionally sympathetic.

I nodded and stood up.

"I am afraid your brother did not survive. He was badly injured, so
it is a merciful end. Could you come and sign some parers?"

Slowly I put down the uno}ened magazine. The model still smiled im-
personally, and the nurse looked slightly impatient.

Alex had gone, but no one cared. No one except me. People had to go
on living. 'vlhatwas another accident? 'I'heyhappened every day.

SALLY ORREN
STD.7
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MY F !J,1VIILYAND OTHER J\NIMA.LS

We all think th8.t our. f amllies are apecLa.L,but some f'amilies

feel that they are more special than others. Have you heard of

a mother whose twelve year old daughter's shoes are too big for

her? She only comes up to my father's elbow, but we believe thqt

good things come in small parkages. She is so meticulous that

when my father puts something out to be worn, it's in the wash

before he's even worn it.

My father goes through phases with his hobbies- wi ne , et amps and

Per-sf.an carpets. Any other conversations, especially about things

that need doing in the house, just pass over his head.

Mom ~nd d8.dqre very envolved in their jobs. Mom b~ttles each

day trying to nut things into people's he"~s, while d~d spends

most of his time yanking thing's out of people's heads. (He s

a d en'ti.s't v )

The centre of my f8.mily's life is Mrs Bella Pano, and the centre

of her life is our two mBddogs. Bella's hobby is "roning. It's

just !1.S well, the Wfiy Mom puts things Onto the -aah . Tommy, our

fat little white Maltese Poodle,was bought ~s ~ vife for ~ur other

hrown poodle, Chocolate; who, to her C!isgust, hqs never sho n the

slightest interest in her. His only interest in life ls rhqsing

shadows.

The two grannjes complete our little family. The onp runs up

Fount ins and the other buries her head in nrosswnrd puz~les.

However, they do meet on the bowLf.ng green.

~~st, but not least, Is me.

ends you their sympathy!'

I'm the surprise paokage. My fqrnily

KIM DONNELLY
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POEI-iS

RE.rECTION

Carelessly you threw me down
face-down into the black sticky mud
You walked over me
ignoring my cries for help,
then,when you listened,
you laughed at them,
at me.
You walked on together
towards the light,
leaving me to face the dark.

CAT

If I were a cat
ltd go walk-about,
satisfy my curiouaity.
I'd walk the streets
silently.
I'd see the world,
my soul would fly free.
Hy life would be a black shadow
forever searching
on the wall of life ���

HOPE

A golden thread
silk-fragile,
attached to your heart,
A lifeline
through the darknessj

TO THl!:A.N.C. IN COMHEHORATION OF THE PRETORIA BOMB BLAST

It ripped through our lives
with the force of a space-
shuttle,
It left the same impact.
It imprinted itself on our memories-
I'm sure it imprinted itself
on the minds of those killed,
in those last precious
seconds of life.
Are you satisfied?

DREAMS

vlhatare dr-eams
that men will search
for them,
until they die
disillusioned and bitter?

LEANNE CARLYLE
STD 9



A RBAL CHARACT~R

Whenever J hear the words 'a r-eaL r.h'lacter' , I think of Tnn;.

Toni is unlike anyone 1 h've ever m~t o-r a ev~r 1ikply to meet-

vit!:ll,shr ewd , p'trerne1y oLumav '"'nnw~th an +ncr-ed+b Ls RenRe of

humour. L8t m~ explqin how I m~t her.

1 was p1arid1y washing the ~ish~s 'n . b~~sjtter gb ut s'x m~nths

::1go,up to the elhows i SO~D suds '"'nnlust; ly ",'ng' ng 'Rule

Britt~nia' ¥~pn 8.. loud ho 1 ~n~ a rr"sh, sucC'ppdcd by ~ tinklin~

sound, interrupted iTI1r musi cal moment. D""'; pp i.ng trrt~1 ('f sur' s,

I r.reptc~utj0us1y ;nto my ~·tt;ng room, to st<nd m-zpd by the

sight 'tha't greeted me. My ,,.i ndowpnn e '"6 lying inn he+ o on the

f'Loor, !)nd on top o f it s at ~ f'u ry fl:ng r "'lt. 1. s pl"yed. ton-

gue hR.nging out i Yl '1 P of ccmn let e i co h r enr-e nil

pxh'lustion. For two full rm nu'tes t~rpd 'h'l the rh;lly Jul,'

bree7e ('0 te~ my nining t bIe ,ith il. l.,ver of frost hef~r I

rould do ~nvthjng ronstrurt've bout tnls rut'"' au. aitu ti~n.

First. J 0p.rid d , th t crrt munt gO! Cr ....ping t her +nd "'TTl'1' g

~inningly, 1 lungpd for hpr, but T ni, hp;ng nobo~y's fool, urr'edly

removed herself to thp (h~dowy ee ssrs of m~ roC' t.,il r hinpt,

wh;oh I hnrl un f'c rtun tely left o pen . T d ec:d nd tn ('1 ar up the

my itt'ng room flor pfore t~y~na to remove th 0 t.

I W':lS <b cu't to open the r'" hi not ,.h en I's ho+r ' f'i (J.b;\T the =ound

o¥ hr�~king plass. Oh no! Frqction~lly op ing th dor, ] pepped

in, to ~ind her IR ping up the cont nts of n brok n Vodk'" bottle.

F'na ing tn t the r ek' ng liquid ~"'S s eo' ng tn to mv nrf>riou C'~rp~t,

I nleqr~d up the meQs, much to the c~tls d'~g st, before ~ttempting

to remove h p o::\.gnin. Al" the hile, ~oni, as I h d n> ed her- ( "'f-

ter the brmd of Vodka), s-rt w'ltC"hing me v i th 'hat r....n only 1}e

Oescrihed ns nn amused grin on h r fel'np f~ce. So pn0C'.,-ringnn0

ch111engi~g ~-s this ~~in th~t Toni nd] ultimrtply R t down to

q di nner of fri Cl so 1e anr milk, <rid i f li f'e ; s no" ()1]1' haf more

f'0tjc thqn it w: s b e f'ore, it f'ertainLv s more ntert" n i ng!

WFNIY P'Rt_LD
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SYBIL

Sitting under the large old oak tree in her colourful garden with
all her women friends around her, ~1arion fe1t very content wi tI!her

life. Life was good for a white woman. Coming out of her rever'e,
she quickly joined in with the rather involved debate about apartheid
so that nobody might feel that she was bored with her companions.

"It really is quite terrible about all these poor Blacks starving
out there in the vror-Ld , Ag shame, if only you could see those
little "pikkanins" running round with bloated stomachs and runny
noses," stated Sharon.

"My girl has five children and half the time she does not even know
where they are."

"Too true," replied Di, "that is why I always make a point of giving
the garden boy all our old clothes so th t he c'n give them to his
children. "

"Di, don't you find that t}'1esenatives are not very grateful when you
give them �.�"

"Sh! Here comes Sybil."

Sybil, Mari n's maid, h c suddenly como to the tFble and Tas request-
ing to speak to the l~dac. Smiling brigrtly the hostess gushed to
her friends: "Hang on a sec., I must talk to Sybil."

Loudly, in front of overybody, she talked to tre maid, who was try-
ine to ask her privately for some money off her next month's wages
as her small daughter had been bell.ten up by some'skollies ' and was
in hospital. With that ~lnrion spun around and told her attentive
uud ience in a high pitchod vod es of the girl' El plight. Sym'CB.thy
filled the blossom-scented air.

"Oh Sybil, of course you can have some money and the master will glad-
ly give it to you as a token of our eympa thy . "le wou l.dnever dream
of tRking m ney off your monthly salary: you have little enough al-
ready. George, denr, do give darling Sybil some money to pend home.tI

Thanking the Madam awkwardly 3he walked back into the house.

"Poor tyings, ti M rion said. "These poor Blacks, we really have to
help them: they are so ignorant. ti

Sandi Frith
Std 8
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LEAVES IN THE WIND,

It was spring and the bare, drab trees had begun their transformation
into green, gnarled gnomes. Young flowers bloomed radiantly and the
crisp breeze was warming up. Gradually duffle-coats, windcheaters and
scarves disappeared, to be packed carefully away until the following
winter. People smiled more- winter was over and with spring, a new
beginning.

Laughter floated across the blue sky from a group of children
playing noisily in the park. Exhausted, they collapsed giggling on
the lawn, and lay back looking at the sun-drenched sky. There were four
of them; three boys and a girl. At ten years old their lives re-
volved around the next game in the park, buying the largest bag
of niggerballs they could and generally enjoying life.

When they were fifteen they vowed never to lose contact with one
another. This oath was taken very solemnly near the ond in the
park, at a tine when summer was advancing. The trees all hud that
contented, satisfied appearance, what with their myriad velvet-green
leaves and laden boughs. While the ducks swam and dived in the cool
brown water, Sean, Ian, Scott and Roxie laid their hands upon one
another's and chanted the oath.

After that the four began a slow drift away from their childhood
closeness. Roxie grew into < tall, slender woman, while the boys
developed into young men. Every month, however, they would meet in
the park and walk slowly around, talking earnestly, recollecting
hilarious events and laughing over old stories.

It was nearing the end of summer when the war began. Excitedly the
boys joined up, starry-eyed in heroic enthusiasm. ot to be out-
done Roxie did a fir t aid course and joined societies involved
with the war. Their last walk together waB a quiet one. Roxy
couldn't help noticing how young and brave the boys looked; their
uniforms starched; their r L r cropped, and a ierce fire of
determination shining in their eyes. They sat on the empty
green lawne watching a flock of birds overhead. Roxy shivered,
PUlling her jersey closer, "Autumn is almos there. All the
leaves are beginning to fall now. Its sad how quickly the
seasons pass, isn't it'?"

They were quiet after that, each hidden in a private cocoon of
memories and fears: would they come back again alive? Would
they win the war? How many people, innocent people, would die?
Would they remain friends forever?

The cold wind was blowing gustd Iy and smoke rose from several
chimneys. The trees were bare and around their fe t lay dry,
crumpled, fragile leaves. Red, yellow, brown and orange
spider-like skeletons all heaped together in a disorderly mass.
Roxie sighed as her children's voices broke into her reverie.
They were out in the yard, amongst the leaves, laughing and
shouting; their faces pink from the cold air; their fingers
Covered in bright mittens. They were young and energetic, full
of hopes and expectations for the future.

$7



She rem mbered that last walk in the park with the boys, her boys she
called the. She remembered how young and hopeful they had all been
then; never doubting in their str ngth and power.

And then there had b en the war. They had all come back alive, but
changed. 'rhey were not the same boys who had left ho e; but cold
stran ers unable to communicate with one nother. They had grown
apart and gone their separate ways. They till sent Christmas Cards
annually and enjoyed their chance meeting. They were growin~ further
apart every year; now only th ir shared memories re ained - soon
those, too, would fade w y.

Outside a sudden sharp gust of wind blew through the yard, lifting
the brittle leaves skyw rds, where they hung suspended, before slowly
settling down elsewhere.

LEA E CARLYLE
STD. 9



ELLEN PURDOM'S PRIDE AND JOY

In .y childhood, I often used to viait Ellen Purdom'a house. Initially
I went for a piano-lesson, but after .he had retired fro. that occu-
pation, I went to viait her, or rather, to visit and appreciate her
beautiful houae.

One wintry day, prorupted by the thousht of a wara fire, I decided to
vieit her. As I approached her house, I inspected it carefully. It
wae Georsian with a fine, white-painted doorway. The windows, too,
wer. vhite, wide and «raceful on the ground-floor and first-storey,
but ...11 and .quare where th.y peeped out fro. under the overhaD«ins
tile. above. There vaa a changele �� elegance about the place.

A. I .tood on the threabold, I could a1moat ae. the d.ep ara-chair
drawn clo.e to the leeping flalle., the tray of cruapeta, a .teamins
cup of tea. I rang the doorbell and instantly the aft.rnoon peace
va�� hattered by the diatant, familiar baying, lik. a wolf-pack in
full cry. As I peered throush the froated slaaa, I sawa. in a hazy
picture, a river of doga pouring down a large pa ... g.. The door abook
.s they daahed th��ae1vea with fr.nzied y.1la against it. I retr.at.d
� few at.pa but the fri.ndly fae. of Mra Purdoll r.aaaur.d �� of ..f.ty.
Tb. on. magic word ab...utt.r.d, ailene.d the maddening barking.

"Good afternoon," .h. aaid, vith a twinkl. in thoae dark .y.a of b.rll.
"Coilingin for tea?"

"I'd 10v. tol" I r.pli.d, with a allile.

Tb. rout. from tb. front door to the aitting-rooM, alvay. faacinated
��, mainly becaus. I could see, a. I walked along the paasage., into
aU h.r rooIle� Ev.ry rooithad a beauty about itand althoush many
of them were never ueed, th.y maintain.d a varm and ea.y atlloepher��
I followed Mre Purdom b.twe.n the white-wa.bed wall., 111 feet clat-
terins on the tilea. Her hou�� had been built in the srand "DDer;
the roo..a v.re bish-c.ilinged and airy, often with a ..eaive fireplace
flank.d by arch.d alcoves. Th. room to which I wae alway. l.d, had
a fr.ncb-window, which looked on hish-walled sardens. The predominant
f.atur. of the gard.n wa. a huS. acacia tr.e, and a I atood lookins
out onto it, it wa. enveloped by aunlight. Above and beyond, lay wild
hills, but in thia garden were beautiful1y-k.pt rolling lawns, a
rock.ry and many fruit-tr.ea. Aa I gaz.d out into the garden, Ib.ca ��
aware of h.r doge regarding lieapathetically. They bad arranpd
th..... lv�� p.ac.fully around the room and exc.pt for a brief disput.
betw��n the Malte.e terri.r and Boxer dog about the occupancy of
a d��p chair, there were no eigne of th.ir pr.vious b.haviour.
Th.y lay regarding liewith fri.ndly boredo. and, at tb..... till., ;
fishting a loeing battl. againat ele.p. Soon tb. laat nodding bead
bad fall.n back and a chorus of h.avy breatbi g fill.d the roo. that
had b.eo�� blanketed w1th a ai1.nce.

It wae th�� tbat I noticed the chilling ail��c. of the bou... I
beca... war. of a darkn.a. 1n tb. roo.. It waa etill light outaide
but 1n tbi. roo. hung a Sloo.iaea.. My .yea r.ated on a vaa. that
usually ov.rf10w.d with briShtly colour.d chry.anth.auma - inst.ad it
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.tood ~leak and eapty. Th. rhyth.ical br.athin~ of the do!a and the
cracklin! of the fir. ae���d to � c. rath.r tha. to che.r. I heard
Mr. Purdo.t� footat.pa on the til.a; th.y w.r. h.avy a. if loaded
with .xtra w.i!ht. A. I look.d up, I saw the .l.nd.r fi~re of thia
el.pat wo_ dre.a.d in a dark u.y akirt and bloue.. Th.re wa. a
painful .xpr���ion on her face that u.ually broke into a emil��
Sh. tri.d to hid. her di.tre � but her ey�� r.v.a1.d a de.p aorrow.

I wait.d. After walkin! past and atarin! out of the wi.dow, ehe
.v.~tual1y .eated h.ra.lf in the chair opposite .e.

"Thb house has alway. be.n a ..jor part of .y lif.. Itve liv.d all
.1 ..rri.d life in it - thirty year.. Ye., all that ti����� and
when .y hu.band died, it h.1d all my .e.orie. ot hi.. I had hop.d
to live here till I died. That will n.ver be .0."

She eat, lookin! out onto the aunlit acacia tree, pullin! deeply
at her ci!ar.tte, narrowing h.r .y.a as the amok. trickled from
h.r lipe.

I cleared my throat and apoke lightly, "Why ia that?"

"io ��� Road d.velop��nt," ahe ..id faintly, h.r lipa tre b1ing. She
eat ~tionle �� exc.pt for the cla.piBg and uac1aaping of her handa.

I .wallowed hard a. I watched h.r !lide through the roo., h.r fin!era
lingering on the furniture that compli.e t.d it .0 well, oa h.r dO!8
that had b��n h.r companion for.o long. Sh. stopp.d in front of a
portrait of h.r husband. I .aw the asony in h.r .y.a. Pity ��iz.d
��� I could ��� the xecutiv.a, in rt pin-.trip.d .uit ...t.d
around a "p, panning ��� planni.g to d��troy a life for "dev.lop-
���t". Wa. that ju tice?

A. I look.d out i to the garden, I ..w thart the acacia tree had
beco�� a dark bulk in a gr.y light. It looked d��olat. without
the warmth and light of th eun. A. I walked ho.. , I wa. aware
of the co.plet. d��o1atio of h.r hou... It had alwaya re.inded
�� of a picture in a. old book, Mr. Purdo.'�� ilent houee. I
could never quite b.liev. it wa. th.re a.d that I had b.. able to
appr.ciate it but eoon that d.light would c.a.. I ran into the
darkn ����

SARAH ASHI.J;Y
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"F,,{4 A.USTJC N

Like R hurning rim
Your pypltds st~ng,
Heavy 'pith Lash e s doped in 91f"Pp;
Thngin,g cur ta t n-Tt kp,
Fli_C'kers
Thpn droops
SleE'p.

RUNNING DOWN4ILL

~ tpnt~tive step towqrds
Et rnity

nothp , surer,LE'df! to
u'C'1{er,
On
Ano on,

Do

You lo p

P'Lurigi ng

n
Unt'].

('ontrol,
"Ii LdLy he d ,

Onto thE' r~nsy b nk.
You kn J its th re '111 the t'

Gig rette ends and st 1 smok,
Be ry re th nd long-rf" Cl fire
St' ek'v pLa t s nd eof'f'ee mugs,
Qui t houses, Ion ly nights
A~t r th fr'enfily C'hqtter.

BORED M

If yoU onlt pntert in me
J j Il be bor-ed
For J am unab Le to e t ta in
Y elf

But your entert~inment
Bp~omes trite 'hen r don't listen.
Who w'll ent rt in me no ?

~I ENDY PEROLD
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CHAINS

Here I was at last, in the waiting room of the Ro al Academy of Dance.
It was something that I had dreamed of for years as I'd clawed my way through
seemingly endless exams, though mountains of supercilious dance instrucors
and through countless exhausting classes.

I knew that this 'as my last chance to prove myself to be more than an
ordinary, earthbound mortal. My parents hated dance, they loathed the
idea of my becoming a dancer, and it was only through sh er strength of
of will that I had anaged to frag myself through their st- pid prejudices.
They wanted me to settle down and become of all things, a secretary.
This to me was the epi tome of all that I scorned and .dshed to avoid in
life. To become a secretary meant that I would be tied to an ordinary
way of life ��� and for me it was as if I would indeed be "chained to the
typewriter."

Dancing was the only thing that allowed me to express mvself and that
allowed me to fling off the mantle of dull, bleak ordinarinesp that cloaked
the hun drum suburban life from which I sprang, and that allowed me to be
free. This Freedom of exprssion was all import~~t to me. It meant that
I could have the inexpres ible joy of cutting my own way through air, of
having no boundaries and above all, no links with the world. From which
I sought so herd to escape. That was That it really came sown to, the
fact that the only time when I could escape the chained existence I so
abhorred was when I exchanged this world for the one where flights of ~
fantasy beca e amazingly, magically real.

I came back to reality with a start - it was plmost time for me to dance.
I clenched my teeth and chewed my lips as I felt every sinew of my bod
tense with wver\'lhelming nervousneae , A feeling of horror and anguish
filled me. vlhat if ��� no, the t ought was too terrif ring, I would not
allow my mind to explore that passage.

Then, it WaS my turn. I got up and walked through the door into the famous
audi tion hall. I faced the rOt07of blank faces, lifted my chin bravely
and danced. I danced with everything that I had I summone1 ever vestige
of strength and I knew that I could not, even have danced better.

But it wasn't enough. I failed ��� once it was allover, there was not even
one tiny glimmer of lope for me. Ihad played my best cards and I had irre-
vocably, irretrievably lost.

As I walked out of the main doors in the pale, misty sunlight, I felt
a cold, dreadful reality fall upon me. T at reality has bound me to
a life that I hate ever since then ���� there vas to be no further
escape for me.

Catherine Shub
Std 9





StJNSPT ON 'rIIE BEACH

The 0rownR o~ h~ppy pP~~le seem to fi8~ppe~r q the golcpn sun

rrepps slowly into h·s hpd bphin~ the m0untnjns. ~ll th0 little

~e~ snails bu~y themselve~ in the o~mo s~n0. B·r0p stq~t to civp

into thfl rry9t'll r-Lear '~ter that l"'p'" the ['''lore"ith it<"'t""n(lpr

tongue. A fish ~reeps out f~nm under q orotf~tjn? r~r.k qnd goes

to vi0it a plastic b"g at the other s~de of the t·~ql pnol.

F~shing hO'lts gljnB ~cross thp neB henv·ly lo~~ea w·th felir~ru~

fish. Se8.gu Tl,s haver li lee vultures <bov c the bo at s ....,-i ti ng .f'l')r

,ny disrqrded morsAl. The rlouds ~i~ nrro"'s the sky ~nd ~ ~e~

st~rs trjm the r'lrth, like tin~el on ~ Chri tm..,q tree.

1 ~0~r the qUiflt hum of thR traff·r. T~r pe" rp~ms to sing a soft

lUll'"1by, r('nnicoting of gurglE's "n0 so Lar hr s , t('lthe sl ee cy <un �

Every now rlnn then J can h '"Ir"hip" r'"'11ing tn c ...eh nther .i th

thpir F" i.l' ns.

1 01.n 6'11011 the cp 'eed "nrl th" h n"'n8 ek· nc le t ov er f'r~m

cennle's lunch. The bree7e smells ~~ sh nnd "lightly p·lty. There

is ~ 9trong 8'11el1 o~ fish raming from t~e har our.

The br(>e7£1 i s -iLs o fll· (!htly rhi lly s jt Jr~ns i tt" elf ar-ound m

'hnuldprs, li ke p hwI. 1 can f el my h'"lir E'ing tUl'"'nf'cav r '"lnël

OVer, 1.i leE'spnghf'tti ;n '::t pot. Thp <:>te-r nphe. Try ~ et. Snnd

lieems to ~l1rnp t me, et ing ing my th'ip-hs.

SU~nprly there is silenre ~s thE' sun ~mi1·ng pis~ppeqrs, 1(' v;ng

M0the-r r'l"oonto light up thE' n· ght ~ni.!to orotect the 01"10 until

the CJ'), n ,

KIM JCNNELLY
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MY KIND OF MUSIC

Thel'e was a time, long ago; when j... heard no music, not the kind
of music that I so loved. The music that I so desperately wanted
to·hear. My music was not forth coming. It seemed to have died
somewhere, perhaps with so many of the fun-loving people that died
that year and the years that followed.

It was the year 1938. I was a Jew and lived in Germany. Unknown to
me, my fate had already been decided, along with many of my friends
and family, fortunately I am stil) alive to tell the +s Ie , So many
of us never returned.

A victim of bitter hate, herded like common animals into cattlecars,
prodded and poked we were loaded into those unhy'enic hell-holes.
Moved from one cattle truck to another, from one station to another.
We tramped miles across vast empty landscapes. The bitter Siberian
winds whinping at our frozen torn bodies, 8S their icy fingers gnawed
into our bones; the Nazis gnawed at our very soul, draining us bit
by bit of every feeling of hope, until we were nothing more than the
numbers we were each given.

There was no bubbling, hanpy-go-lucky individualSanymore. Like ghosts
doomed to wonder imlessly. So many of us marched to our deaths.
No history book can ever hope to portray what it really was like, how
so many suffered. The brave and strong died slowly. The weaker had
a qUicker escape.

The first few days in the c m~ were worse than the nights ir. the
cattle trucks, our mattresses {if any) were flea infested. People
fOught like vicious ani ols, te ring at each other. That was
before Emma Kanenbkie arrived.

She w s a new inmate who t fjrst seemed quiet and urprisingly
sereno. It's thanks to her that I and so many others survived the
ordeal of those year-s Someone w s h ving a fight, Emma was quietly
listening to the conversation. All of a sudden she laughed, a good
whole-hearted row of laug ter. Everyone stopped and looked at her.
A few more started laughing until at last every person in that bunker
"Was laughir..g. .All fustration gurgled away. Like a sweet melody to
OUr ears Emma had brought laughter back into our lives. Its sound
so rich and pure and it echoed through the walls. After that, as
ridiculous as it seems, at least once a week we used to sit in a large
and make tunes with different people laughing at different tinies. To
listen to these different laughs and tunes would cause the bunker to
become something at a madhouse. Of course the guards didn't approve,
but they wouldn't corne into the bunker if they could help it, as it
"Was so lice and flea infested. I didn't care if they heard us or
not. I had rediscovered the sound of 1 ugcter, the nicest kind of
mUsic in the whole world.

~y kind of music.

DEBBIE CRANE
STD 9



WORDS! WORDS! WORDS! I'M SO SICK OF WORDS!

I am assaulted by deafening noise and stale, smoke-filled air.
Mindless noise a few crazy people cell music! Crashing notes and beats
and thumps provide the uniform background for a uniform party for
uniform people.

My eyes strain for visibility through the hazy curtain. Here and there
I am able to identify faces; mask-like faces. In the corEer I see
Beverly; shy quiet Bev; chatting wordlessly to an admiring group of
males. My god, Clare's hair looks like a beehive! And as for that
orange mini dress she's wearing .�...

Bodies gyrate ennlessly,
Dutch Courage, boys find
absorb every word that's

not hearing or caring about the music. With
themselves chatting up eager wallflowers, who
poken to them with wrapt attention.

The social bees flit in and out, gushing words of false admiration
whorever they go; "Oh Tracey, what a simply gorgeous top that is!
What have you done to your hair - it looks amazing! Stella, who is
that guy that you've got ith you? He looks totally divine!"

Words are flung about everywhere by everyone sim ly for the sake of
Opening moutrs. No one listeDs, everyone t lks. It doesn't matter
what one says just s long s one adds to the verbal chaos.

Neon li hts flash fa ter and f ster, ultra-violet rays ick up the
~riad colours: exag~er ting and distorting. Painted faces throw
wOrds at the air; eagerly, hastily, desperately. The words rise shar-
ply, but no one listens, so they fall back again, lost amoungst new,
rising words.

Social phrases are used and used and then used again. So this is how
clichés are formed~ Inadequaêies are hidden, complexes and feelln s
of inferiorily are b ried deep below by the stream of words that we
Il speak. Words a e our defence.

Words, words, words! I'm so sick of words; but I couldn't survive
without them. Could you?

Leanne Carlyle
STD 9



WHERE HAVE ALL THE FLO\olERS GONE?

He came home early from work,~re sullen than usual. His large,
worn hands had taken the bowl of soup from her almost roughly. She
had set and w8.tched him as he drank the thick, rich liquid, thinking
that it was perhaps all her fault. Then he had gone up to bed, with-
out a word. She was left alone in the kitchen, with an em ty soup-
bowl and his coat hanging on the door. The next morning he was dead.

He had been a good man: he had never got drunk, or beat his wife.
He had loved her. He had not minded hard work or long hours the
thought of her had kept him to his task. He only smiled to his wife,
renewing the vows of love between them. Yet, when he died, he had
left her wordless. She did not understand at first.

They had lived five years together in their tiny cottage and she
had always tended the roses in the front with such care that they
bloomed longer than any others. They were dead now, their heads
dropping sadly, brown and worn out. Leaves, decaying, sl'Tirledin the
street before the rushing wind.

She was dressed in black at the funeral. She had stood tearless as
the coffin was lowered into the grave; then turned away and wander-
ed homewards. She had stood and stared at the dead roses and had
plucked a withered petal. Inside an empty soup-bowl lay on the table.

That wind was colder than anyone could remember. The snow piled up
high around the cottage. The food was short and the firewood
dwindled.

The spring came late. The road w s wet for many weeks. The roses
remained lifeless. The vill ge women crossed themselves as they
aased the cottage.

The summer did not bring the warmth. The wheat did not ri~en in
the fields and the wind still blew, howling in gony down the lane.

The autumn did not bless the trees with much fruit. The workmen
wondered whether they had done something wrong.

Be was not a bad man, he hed loved his wife. When he h d to leave
her, he could not let her see how much it hurt him. She waited all
Year to understand.

She came home early from her work, hung her coat besides hi8, drank
her soup and left the bowl besides his. and went up to bed.

The roses outside never bloomed again.

Stephanie Dutkiewiez
STD 9
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INSPIRED BY A PHOTOGRAPH

The world is outside,

I am inside,

hesitantly waiting.

Life's eternal magic

calls to me.

Hands grasp the window

of experience,

Dare I break down

the barriers

set up by convention?

I wait

preferring to observe

from the inside.

The sun is setting now.

Dare I break down

the barriers,

before conventionality

chains me to my seat?

LEANNE CARLYLE
Std 9



IN fhE RAIN

The soft, warm globules gently caressed my tingling skin. ~rop after
drop landed on my forehe&d, and nose, and from there streamed down my
face, soothinO'my nerves and washing my emotions with tranquillity.
Unconecaous Ly 1 yielded to its wet embraces, forgetting cares and troubles
in the perfection of that moment. Time stood still as 1 willingly
abandoned myself to the beauty surrounding me.

The old man huddled in the corner at the bus terminal; his head bent
and his shoulders hunched against the cold wind. hat is he thinking
of, as he sits there alone? Does he wonder when the sun will shine
again, when the warm th of summer will re-enter his life? oesn't he
realize that winter is a natural stage of life, and that after every
Winter, a spring will come? Old man, don't you know that old age is
not the end, that happiness can be found amidst your emotional turmoil?
You understand life so much more clearly now, so can't you accept the
inevitable? If you could, you might re-discover the feeling of joy that
standing in the rain brings to you.

The woman hurried across the street, laden with ~arcels and bags and an
umbrella. Her face was harassed and worn, the make up smudged and
creased; her shoulders sagged wearily. Is she wondering what meal to
prepare for her h sband, whom she h rdly ever sees, and her children,
whom she rarely talks to? Is she mentally trying to reorganize her daily
Schedule and is she wondering hou she will ever fit her her brid e
session in between her flower arranging class and her photography
COUrse? Lastly, c n't you stop for a moment and look around you? You
might be quite surprised at what you see? Can't you see how you ar...
allienating yourself from your family? Lady, you are always looking
for hotographic subjects, so why don't you look for inspiration right
here? Look at that toddler sitting on the pavement, splashing the
~ater in sheer delight. mo him the rain represents fun and laughter;
It's wet stuff that tickles down your shirt where it clings damply.
It is squelchy stuff that drips into your shoes, where it trickles
around your toes and makes a wonderful squishy, shloopy sound and nas
a mushy fe ljng. To that little boy the rain is a laughing friend,
consPiring with him over how to attract mud into the house; it means
Youth and gigglin innocence. Thy not photog aph him? "hy not capture
that mood in black and ~hite, forever immortalizing the essence of
Youth and rain, together.

Honestly, isn't that what life really is about? Through every stage;e P~s , the rain reflects our moods and inner feelings. It is
leXlble and indisciminate. If you allow it to, the rain will take

iOU' and hold you in dam arms; it will wash over you gently. Lovingly.
Tf Y~U allow it to, it will be your companion and new source of life.
ry It sometime, it is simple. Just stand in the open and abandon

YOurself to the sensation of standine in the rain ���

LEANNE CARLYLE
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LEAVES IN THE WIND

An icy gust of October wind bowled past the muffled figure in the park, whirl-
ing the dead brown leaves in a misterious ritual dance glorifying the
winter, chanting a shrieking tune as it rattled around the benches and
sneaked between the buttons of woollen overcoats. The woman stood
efect, like a dog catching a scent with her face uplifted to the wind
and her long brown hair flowing out from beneath the woollen cap
drawn about her ears. She was alone in the centre of the tawny leaf-
littered lawn whilst passers-by huddled deeper into their scarves and
clutched at hats and skirts as the wind playfully tugged them along.
It made her think of her childhood, when she had coaxed her adored
father to play in the vast sunny gardens of their country house- in
vain, though, for her father was an austere man who had devoted himself
entirely to his business. Yes, her father was like those people in the
park: reluctant to play, absorbed in a grey fruitless life.

Marjory had always been a gay person, one whose child-love and zest for
life was unaffected by disillusionment. She had the ability to turn
any situation, any simple action, into a game to be savoured, remembered.
Yes, in her quiet hours, l·Iajorywas reflective, never bitter in her
thoughts towards the mother who had abandoned her father in preference
of a younger, livelier husband or towards the father who was unable to
give her the time and love she so desperately needed. Hany would have
called her naive, but Majory's keen perception belied thes half-truth.
It was just that she had retained the fundamental clarity of vision and
uncluttered, simple enjoynent of life which even children lost as they
~atured. Marjory thought she was lucky.

An elderly man, stooping slightly, as though he carried a heavy weight
on his shoulders, yet tall and proud, walked along the paved pathway of
the park, with long, brisk, silent strides. He was Duncan, hard to love
and hard to live with, and his pain was not being able to communicate,
for all the eloquence of his perfect English. The small frown on his
lined face showed concern, but was in reality a reflection of his inner
anguish at not having the ability to speak to his daughter, to give her
that which she most neede, which he longed to give her.

From the middle of the lawn, Majory saw him. The keen pleasure, like a
wanm smile inside her, overflowed onto her face and she plucked off her c
cap and waved it above her head to her father. That innocent gesture
engraved itself on Duncan's memory. It was so typical of hes radiant, loving
daughter. Uncharacteristically Duncan dropped his briefcase and ran to
her, the golden-brown leaves toning and churning at his feet as his heart
tore free and flew to his daughter.

WENDY PER OLD
STD 9
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~~FFOCATION

I was squashed against the window-pane in a smoke-filled carriage.
The huge, heavy train bore down into the valley below. It was
raining. I had not noticed. The paving landscape slipped away into
the night. Fat drops of rain trickled down the panes, leaving
spidery trails behind them. A big, apricot moon raced alongside us.
In the scant light of the stars I could see a strange world flashing
past. A big woman, bleary-eyed, talked raucously on and on in the
over-filled carriage. She had them all listening to her. Except me.
It was all too new and strange and hot, and yet always the same hand
gripped my throat, my head, my body; the same one that had done so
for weeks.

I had just left the town where I lived, or rather, where I had lived
until then. The past weeks were a black stain on ~ mind, filled with
visits every day to the cold hospital. Every day I left with the same
sick feeling. My mother had pleaded each time that she wanted to go
home, that she was well, but she had to stay in hospital; it was the
best thing for her. She had lain in a horrible cold bed with cardboard
sheets surrounded by white iron bars and beds, rows and rows of beds, all
heaped with sick old women and tubes and ugly medical things. She had
hated it so much and it made me cry. And yesterday she had died, so
I left the hospital for the last time.

In the train, I felt as though I was still at home, which I had now left.
They had felt it was right to send me away for good, now that Mother was
dead. They had all beon there yesterday, my aunts, my cousins, my
brothers and sisters. And they all said the same thing, how sad it was
that such a kind, beautiful woman should die so soon, and what a brave
little girl I was to take it so well. I could not stand it. They
streamed through the smoke-filled lounge and into the steam-filled
kitchen all eating and. talking and smoking and crying. Suitcases blocked
up the hall and men in black clothes stood around in every room. I could
not breathe and soon I wanted to go.

And back in the train, the same bleary-eyed woman was quiet and was
watching me. My throat constricted as I stared back at her unfriendly,
ugly face, and I wanted to get off, but the further away we moved in those
awkward, clanking movements of the train, the less cloistered I felt.

My grandmother met me at the little station where she lived and I
stepped off the train, blinking curiously at a new sun-suffused world.
Around me, great red clods of ploughed soil showed fresh and tumbling,
like a choppy red sea. As we walked along the huge expanse of field, it
was that hushed and listening hour. The birds sent long sad calls from
tree to tree and all the colours of earth and sky and leaf were deep anJ
golden. The sun was a foreign sun and the wind spoke a strange language,
but I would never have to return to the cloister of my home town, to those
stuffy people and the suffocation of life there.

ELIZABETH BAKER
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TAIR LI-AElm

If you leave the main road after GadswaId, and follow the small road

be tween sheep-filled fields and soft undulating hills, you \'lillarrive

in the village of Li-aern. \lith the craggy hills around it and above

the immense arc of sky, Li-aern seems to be shut off from the world.

A sl.ow-movf.ng, quiet village \V'ith so few people that you stand out

as a stranger. If you stopped at the little tea-room and asked the

wrinkled grey-haired lady inside the way to Tair .!.Ji-aern,she "Viill

smile sweetly and waLk Hi th you to the beginning of the path. Then,

if you climb this path above the village, you will enter a green

wood. The smell of s.leet vegetation hangs like a haze over the trees.

Rabbits and mice crouch unseen as you pass and birds will sing. If

it is Summer, the ground will be carpeted in flowers and dark red

berries \vill hang heavily on bushes. As the green encloses you, you

will foeI that you are entering another age- an age lost to the

memory of man, thick with the sense of mystery.

Then the trees \1111 thin and a great moss-covered wall will appear

before you. You will have reached 'fair Li-aern, the last castle of

the old, forgotten earth, which lies in ruins now. Clamber through

a crumbling breach in the wall and stand entranced, for 'l'airLi-aern

is beautiful in its glory and strength. Grass has grown whe" the
o I'XL! ... CJ1t

great halls and corridors ..., where many a noble foot has trod. Ferns

cling to the silver-grey stones and 2110SS hangs in soft damp masses.

The sun breaks through the trees and sheds drugging rays of light

over the ancient ruins. Tired from your wa Lk you will si t in the

shade of one crumbling wall and stare in wonder about you.

But, sleepy from the sun you might fall under the deep magic that

hangs over Tair J.,i-aern.Then, ..)orhaps, the walls will gro\[ again

and the sound of sin{!ing will reach your ears. You will start, a

cobbled courtyard will stretch before you and, maybe, one or two

noble hors~6 will snort in the shade. You will look to see the

person who sings so sweetly, and you will see Princess Rhea above

you, on a balcony, beckoning to you.

Hun up the stairs to where she stands. She ilill emile at you and

take your hand in friendship �.She is slender, dressed in a ....

cont ����



���long v/hite robe. Her gold hair hangs in a thick plait and a thin

gold chain passes round her head. She will look at you with deep

grey eyes and then, laughing, \-lilllead you through the old high-

ceilinged corridors. Richly coloured tapestries hang on the walls

with tales of wild hunts, battles and feasts woven into them. !3ut

you can not atop to look at them, for Princess iliealeads you to

the great hall. You will lean over the balastrades, looking down

to here a f ew knights lvill stand around the wise "vlhite-haired king,

who sits on a carved wooden chair under a red and gold canopy. He

will look up and see his daughter, and smile. Rhea wiil smile too,

then taking your hand again, will run out into the sunshine. She

.vill take you to the stable, where she "Iill show you her favourite

horse, \lindeve. Stroke its nose and feed it grain from your hand,

for there is no finer horse. The princess will show you the hooded

falcons and kestrals, with long dangerous talons.

Go into the castle gardens, where the fruit hangs heavy on the trees.

Rhea will pluck peaches and st.r-awbe r-r-Le s and give them to you to eat.

Then you will sit on a stone bench, staring into the pond where the

gold fishes drift under the clear surface and a white swan will

ripple the surface as she dr-aws close.

and ~hea will grow .ilent as she stares into the water. For she can

even then see her tradgedy, for her death will be imminent. And her

father \-lillfollow her, dying of grief. And the old earth vlill die

and Tair Li-aern \1ill crumble. But Rhea will turn 1;0 you again,

laughing.

The stars will cling to the deep blue sky and the gold moon ",ill

rise above the ruined walls. You will wake among the sweet, damp

grass and rise, thoughtful, and leave Tair Li-aern.

STEPHANIE DUTKIEHICZ
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OP DIE SOLDER

Die deur het eers mooilik oopgegaan. Daar was lanklaas iemand op die
solder gewees en die slot was styfgeroes. Hier bo het die hitte van
sewentig somers en die stof van sewentig jaar versamel, en die lug was
dik, soos 'Il vloeistof wal om my geborrel het toe ek oor die drumpel
tree. Die lig was 'Il sagte grys kleur wat deur die plafon gedring het
en deur d~e skrefies in die dak het die hande daglig soos blink messe
geskyn. Erens in die stemerige solder het reën met TIdowwe, droë
geluid op die houtplafon gedrup. Hier bo was daar geen van die herfs-
reën-varsheid nie, net TI mengsel van die huis se verlede, sewentig
somers en ~ewentig winters, die herinr.eringe van die drie geslagte.

Stadigaan het my oë aan die do~~e lig gewoond geraak. Ou meubels was
teen die kante van die so:der opgestapel. Daar was 'Il gevlekke ou
staan spieël en twee uitgedroode gekraakte kombuisstoele langs 'Il
reistommel wat nie heeltemal toegemaak was nie. Stukke materiaal het
stofbedek uitgesteek en verhoed d8t hy to gpan. Nuuskierig het ek
nader gegaan. Onder my voete het die planke geluig en gekreun. Ek
het 'Il onredelike gevoel van agting gehad vir die ou hout wat sewentig
jaar Lank op die beknopte solder gelê het: ek was jamrrer omdat ek
daarop moes tra �

Die deksel van die trommel was swaar, en my vingers het merke in die
stoflaag gelaat. Binne-in die trommel w s ou klere, wonderbaarlik
stofery en netjies gepak. 'nLigroos rok het my aandag getrek. Ek
het dit uitgehall en voor die s ieël gehou. Dit was lank, met 'Il

hoë kraag en 'Il wye gordel. Dit was 'Il mooi rok, maar hartseer. Ek
kon nie sê ho kom nie, maar ek het n knop in my keel gekry toe ek
dit in die geveelte spieël sien, met die meisie se bleek gesiggie en
lang, brujn hare daarbo weerspieël. Ek het omgedr ai en op n ou
tafel 'nfoto opgemerk. Ditwas 'n portret van n jong meisie in 'n
ligkleuri e rok. Op h r gesig was n afgetrokke blik, asof sy
glad nie van die kamera be was nie. Geleidelik het herinneringe
uit die verlede na die op ervlak van my geheue gekom, herinneringe
an 'n ou dame, stil en mooi, w t haar kleinkind h ar foto uys;
'Il foto van'n dromeri e jong meisie in die rok wat ek vasgehou het.
En dardie middag is sy dood. lw!et koue hande en 'Il sw ar gemoed
het ek die solderdeur agter my gesluit.

WENDY PEROLD
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LUGBESOJDELING IN :EN OM ONS STEIl!:
EN WAT DAAROM'l'llmT GWOJ2{ KAN ~RD.

Lu!b.eo.d.li.! i. ~ baie driB!.nde problee. in di. waeld, ..ar Y.ral
i. Suid-Afrika. Dit i. oadat 0..baie i.duatrille et.d. het �� ook
~ ~oot la.dbou~.eent.kap. Di. r.sultaat is dat Suid-Af ika ~
baie .r, probl ��� ya. lugb��o.d.li., h.t �� dat di. probl ���� 0 IOu

.tlik op~loa ao.t vord, yoord.t Suid-Afrikaa.r. daaro.d.r !...
ly o. b���� tt. lu, i. t. �����

Lu,b ��o.d.li., wat ya. fabri.k. ko., ka. voorko. word a r
,eld .pa.d ��r o. b.t.r ��� ko .r ��tod.. t. ,.bruik o. Ya. di. rook
v.t by di. PYP��� tori.!8 uitborr.l o.t.la. t. raak. Hull. ka. ,.~
.ofi.tik ��rd. filtr ��rder. i. di. tori.,. .it sodat di. rook !O.d
!.filtr ��r ka. word yoordat dit i. di. lUI yry,.laat word. Dit ..l
���r kos, ..ar di. lu, sal sko��r v���� oad.r di. l.lik., .vart rook
vat uit di. fabri.k ��� toriase ko.. Hull. ka. ook a.ker. ch��ikali ��
,.bruik vat di. rook in die tori_,s ka. skoo.... k voordat dit to.-
,ela.t vord om i. di. lug t. gaan.

Lu,beso.d.ling o. one stede is ook erg omdat bo.re bem.stin,etovv.
,.bruik vat hulle uit vli.,tui. spro.i. Dit is ~ baie ,o.i ... Di.r
o. di. ,rond t. b.yru, �� ook o. ei.kt.. aan di. plant. t. voorko ��
Hull. spro.i ook ,if.idd.ls o. la.tir. ina.kt. dood t... ak vat .kad.
do�� a�� di. pla.t �� n di. land.ry. vol korin,. Al hi.rdi �� idd.la
b���� t on lur.n dit kan voorko. vord .e di. bo.r ... tod.e ,.bruik
wat atadi!.r ia, ..ar b.t.r �� ekon.r yir on. ia. Hull. ka. tr.kk.ra
,.bruik o. di. b���� tia,et vv. in di. erond i t. plo.! aodat dit
d��r1ik in i��� du. ro.d .al v.rk. Die I1f.idd.le kan hull. ook
i.plo.r of dit rondo. di. pl.nt rooi" odat dit di. ine.kt. op di.
,ro.d ea1 dood..ak. Hull. kan ook ,ifaidd.l. ..ak v.t ~ vlo.i.tof
ia �� dit d�� oor di. plant. v.rf aodat dit di. v1i��nd. iaa.kt. a.1
dood..ak. Dit al hard.r w.rk koa. ...r arb.id.re, ..ar ho.v ��1
b.t.r .al dit ai. vir on w��� ai��

Dit i. di. tw��� rl8t. ooreak. van lu,b ��oed.liB! i. Suid-Afrika i�
�� o. 0.. at.d.. Di. evart, borr.l ��d. rook vat daa!like va. oaa
fabri.k. i. di. 1ur nl �� ook di. ch��ika1i.·· vat oor 0.. 1aad.ry.
!A.pro.i vord, ao.t b.Vindi, word. D.ar i�� 1t.rnatiev ��� tod�� vat
sebruik ka. word o. di. probl ��� op t. loe.

SONYA. BJ:STD
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,.
JEANIE MET DIE DONKERBLOU OE

Dit was herfs. Die hele vallei was in verskillende skakerings van bruin
en geel geklee. Daar was nog ~ handjievol swaeltjies wat nog nie die lang
tog na die noorde aangepak het nie. Ek het verby die winkeltjie van mnr.
Smith geloop en toe byeen van die strate afgedraai en in die rigting van
ons huis geloop. Toe het ek haar gesien.

Sy was ~ klein "stukkie" mens wat op die vaal sypaadjie gesit het. Vir
my het sy omtrent elf jaar gelyk. Ek het haar nog nooit in ons vallei
gewaar nie en het toe geraai dat hulle eers daardie dag byeen van die
huise ingetrek het. Haar donker hare het wild om haar gesig gekrul en
haar vel was so wit en glad soos ~ lelie, maar die opvallendste ding
aan haar hele liggaampie was haar groot, donkerblou oë. Hulle was soos
groot, donker poele waarvan n mens nie die bodem kon sien nie.

Ek het haar vriendelik gegroet, maar sy het nie geantwoord nie en net
aangehou om in die verte te staar. Ek het weer probeer, maar dit het
geen uitwerking op haar gehad nie. Toe gaan ek huis toe, maar daardie
gesiggie was nog baie helder in my geheue. Ek het my ma van haar vertel,
en sy het gesê dat hulle nuut was op die dorp. Sy het my ook vertel dat
hulle dogtertjie se naam Jeanie is.

n Paar dae later, het ek weer op haar afgekom, maar die keer was By nie
alleen nie. Daar was n seuntjie by haar, wat besig was om albasters te
tel. Ek het nader gestaan en n paar lekkers uit my sak gehaal en wou
dit vir haar gee. Sy het na my gekyk en ek het vir die eerste keer die
leë uitdrukking op haar gesig opgemerk. Toe spring die seuntjie skielik
op en sê vir my heeltemaal gesond gelyk en ek het gewonder waarom hy so
sê. Op daardie oomblik het n vrou, Jeanie se ma, te voorskyn gekom.
Sy het my toe gesê dat ek liewer nie met Jeanie moet praat nie omdat sy
geestelik versteurd is.
Ek was diep geskok. Ek kon nie begryp hoe so n pragtige kind geestelik
versteurd kon wees nie. Dit het die "lee" uitdrukking op haar gesig
verduidelik.

Jeanie en haar gesin was n jaar in die vallei tuis. Ek het hulle nooit
beter leer ken nie en ek het altyd gewonder wat Jeanie dink as sy
droomverlore op die sypaadjie sit. Miskien was sy gelukkig in haar eie
wêreld. Toe daardie jaar om was, het hulle sonder ~ woord die vallei
verlaat, maar ek sal Jeanie met die donkerblou oë nooit vergeet nie.

JAHANARA WILLIAMS
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LIEWER BANG JAN AS DOOIE JAN

Vandag i. dit die 28ste Julie. Ek dink aan daardie dag, pre.ie. ~
jaar ,.lede, toe ek nog in di. leër va.. Ek vas in Port Elizabeth
,e.ta.ion.er. Gelukkig va. ~ paar van m.1 maat. ook daar ,e.ta.ioneer.
On. het on. ge.inne .e8 maande nie ,e.ien nie .n toe het on. ~ kan.
sekr,. on die naweek Kaap.tad toe te laan. On. het ,eveet dat een van
die militere vlie,tuie die Vryda, Kaapstad to. moe. ,aan en dat dit
die naveek daar moe. bl,.en dan .ou dit die Maandaco".nd teru,kom.

On. het toe.telDl1lin,ontvan, om a. pa .... ier. in die vliectui& te gaan.
M,.maat. va. in die wolke, maar ek wa. nie .0 seker nie. Ek het na
die ven.ter to. ,e,aan, en ek kon .ien dat alle. op,ebou het na ~
croot .torm. Terw,.l ek na die y.like swart, .torlllVolke,e.taar het,
het ek ~ voor,.vaoel van dreicende onh.il ervaar. Op daardie oomblik
het .k be.luit om nie te ,aan ni��

M,.vriend. het ,edink dat ek mal wa. en het ,esê dat ek ban, en dom
va.. Ek h.t ,eveier om van besluit te verander. Ek vas .eker dat ~
vli.,tuicrit onder hierdie omatandi,hede baie ,.vaarlik .ou w.... Ek
Het my b�� ,edoen on hulle te ontmoedi" saar hull. het net vir my
,elae en ,��ê dat ek te ver.ictic va��

Daardi. nae het ~ ,root storm uit,ebreek. Die vOl,ende o"end het ek
in die koerant ,elle. dat die vlie,tuil Ieval het. Al.,. vriende va.
dood.

Men.e het m,.altyd oor ~ inlevortelde ver.i,tich.id ,��pot, maar dit
va. di. din, wat my leve cered het.

CATHRINE SHUB,
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n SOMERAAND OP DIE STRAND

Een someraand was dit verskriklik warm. Ek kon nie aan die slaap
raak nie en het toe besluit om op die strand te gaan stap. Ek het
soetjies uit die huis gekruip en vinnig strand toe gestap.

Die maan was goudgeel en het weerspieël op die see. Dit het net
soos n stuk kaas gelyk. Bo my kop het ek die sterretjies helder
sien gloei, hulle het soos vuurvliegies gelyk. Die lug was pikswart
en ek kon die sterretjies helder sien. Die Band het soos goud gelyk
waar die maan geskyn het. Die see was baie kalm en ek kon die branders
duidelik hoor toe hulle gebreek het. Ek kon n skip kilometers ver
voor anker sien lê. Die skip se liggies het amper soos die sterretjies
gelyk. Ek het n paar seevoëls hoor skree, maar daarna was dit weer
tilte. Ek het ook twee seevoëls, wat seker kos gesoek het, laag

sien vlieg, maar tevergeets. Ek het stadig gaan sit en gedink. Ek
dink altyd beter as ek by die see sit en daar stilte is. Die sand
was koelonder my bene en ek het baie rustig gevoel. Ek kon nie lank
sit nie en het gou weer opgestaan om in die water te speel. Die koue
water het gevoel asof dit in my voete inbyt. Ek het gegril toe die
kou water s ggies oor my voete gerol het. Ek h t eers stadig geloop
On die water, toe het ek n paar tree gedraf en toe het ek op my vinnig-
ste gehardloop. Dit was n heerlike gevoel toe die water agter my bene
skop en toe eie windjie saggies deu my hare trek. Ek het omtrent
honderd meter gehardloop n toe weer terruggedraai huis toe.

Da rdie aand het k rusti gaan slaap.

AUN PAXTON
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TOE EK OMKYK, STAAN HY AGTER MY

Toe ek omkyk, staan hy agter my, die man met die swart hare en
~ groen pak. ~ Skerp gevoel het deur my getrek, asof ek vinnig
yskoue lug ingeasem het. Hy was agter my, met sy skrefies-oë
en lang hande wat gelyk het asof hulle aan my keel wou gryp en druk.
Die mense het om my gewoel waar ek in die midel van die sypaadjie
gestaan het. Somm{)ges het verbygestoot, ander het gevloek. Nee, ek
kon nie daar bly nie. Al was daar mense, kon hulle my nie help nie.
Die afskuwelike man en sy aaklige hande was nog agter my. Ek moes
stasie toe gaan.

Vinnig het ek die straat af geloop terwyl ek kort-kort agter my kyk,
my oë vinnig besig om in die gewoel ~ liggroen pak uit te soek. ~
Liggroen pak of daardie lang hande. Nog net drie minute, drie kort
minute, voordat ek by die stasie sou aankom. Maar ek waa verkeerd:
dit was drie lang minute. My oë het begin brand en my keel was droog,
ek het vinniger en vinniger gestap totdat ek amper gehardloop het. In
my are het vuurwarm bloed geloop en ~ deurdringende koue het my brein
verlam. Hoe vinniger ek gehardloop het, hoe meer het ek agter my ge-
kyk, en hoe meer ek agter my gekyk het, hoe minder het ek van daardie
liggaam, daardie hande gehou. Dit was asof hy my hele voorbestaan
bedrieg het.

Die stasie was vol mense wat stadig, stadig rondgestap het, net om en
om gestap het sonder doel, mense wat tussen my en die trein gestaan het,
wat my bloodgestel het aan daardie m&n,daardie hande. Ek het met ~ ys-
like woede, amper so erg soos my vrees en afsku, tuss.n die laaste
stadige mense ingekruip en met yskoue hande aan die deur van die trein
vasg.hou. Uiteindelik was ek binne en hy buite, daar onder my waar ek
by die venster gestaan het. Stadig, baie stadig, soos ~ droom, het die
trein weggetrek. Hy het in my oë gekyk, sy hand in die lug gesteek en
gewaai. Toe die glimlag sy oë bereik, het ek opgelet dat hulle die-
selfde kleur as sy liggroen pak was, en ek het gelag.

WENDY !'EROm
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OP DIE SOLDER

Vir my is die reëndae in die Karoo nog altyd die lekkerste lekker.
My ouma en oupa het daar grootgeword, en hulle ouma en oupa ook en
daarom is dit so lekker om in die groot wit huis met sy gekleurde
glasvensters te sit en dink aan die oudae, en hoe dit moes gewees
het om in daardie dae te lewe. Dit was op so TI dag dat ek besluit
het om 'n bietjie op die solder te gaan rondsnuffeL ��

Kraak, kraak het die soldertrappies gegaan soos ek versigtig een
voet voor die ander gesit het, en die trappies uitgeklim het. Bo
was dit donker en die solderdeur was toe, maar met TI klein bietjie
van my oorvloedige lyfgewig, was dit maklik om dit oop te stamp.
Binne-in was van dié waaruit net TI kind se drome bestaan: groot
kiste, ou boeke met leer gebind en lang dansrokke wat lankal deur
motte ontdek is. Maar in die hoek was TI groot kis van donker houd
en yster gemaak, en voorop was Juliette Anne Paul geskryf - ou -
Ouma se kis.

As kind het ek baie dae by ou-ouma se voete deurgebring en sy het
my vertel van die lang reise waarop sy en ou-oupa gegaan het. Nog
in haar laaste paar jaar was sy vol van die lewenslus en avontuurlus
wat albeide sy en haar man besit het. Hulle het die hele wêreld
platgerei � Sy het my vertel van die dae wat hulle op die see in
die Queen Mary deurgebring het, en hoe hulle altyd dieselfde kajuit
gekies het, en hoe} ulle i.ndie maanlig op die dek gedaans het, en
hoe altyd na die skeepskaptein se tafel vir ete genooi is; en
toe het haar oë daardie glinsterende glru1S in hulle gekry, en dan
het ons opg hou want y het aan ou-oupa gedink, en die tye wat
hulle saam gehad h t.��

Langa die kis het die ou boeke gelê, dik met stof bedek. Met die
punt van my oakrloekie het ek dit afgevee en daarop in goue letters
was Antionette Beatrice Paul geskryf - my ma. Binne-in was al my
ma e uaba-foto's, haar geboorte dag, haar eerste tand, haar eerste
ponie. Bk het die trane in my oë voelopwel, want ek het aan my
eie baba-foto' gedink en voor my amper TI beeld van myself gesien.
~1 toe het ek 0 TI foto van Sara afgekom: Sara, die een wat vir my
gesorg het, d'e een wat v'r my van die tokkoolosch vertel het, die
een wat my getroos het toe my wit muis dood gegaan het. Liewe
Sara ��� Sara was my ma se aia, sy was skaas sewe toe sy my ma en
Sara groot geword saam het my ouma vir hulle geleer, en toe my ma
getrou het, was Sara Baam en toe ek gebore is, het sy my geliefkoos
soos sy haar eie k'nd sou.

Lank h t ek daar gesit en droom van die ou dae, die dae toe TI mens
tyd gehad het om alles te doen, die dae toe tyd vir jou gewag het.

JULIENNE WALKER
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n BESOEK AAN n MINDER BEKENDE DEEL VAN ONS LAND: RICHMOND

Eers was my maats nie so ingenome met die plan nie. "Ag nee!" het
hulle gesê "Richmond, ons het nog nie eers daarvan gehoor nie, en
nou wil jy hê dat ons ons vakansie moet prysgee om saam met jou
hierdie plek te gaan besoek, jy is mos mooi laf!" Dit het my dae
van mooipraat gekos, voordat ek hulle kon oorreed om saam met my
die Karoo in te gaan.

Pikswart en baie vroeg,(die steenkool-enjin het n groot lawaai ge-
maak , en daarom kon ons nie slaap nie) het ons by Merriman-stasie
afgeklim. Merriman is wel op die landkaart, maar waarom weet ek nie;
dis net 'Il straaitjie met "bossiewêreld" daarom.

Myoom hulle boer net buite Richmond, maar hulle het ook 'Il dorps-
huis op Richmond, en ons het besluit dat ons die eerste week in die
huis sou bly sodat ons Richmond en sy mense kon leer ken. Dis n
groot huis met hoë plafonne, wat dit net weer spookagtig laat lyk.
My maats het amper omgekeer toe ek hulle van die huis se spook
vertel het en het dit moeilik gevind om daardie nag aan die slaap te
raak ���

Die volgende dag was ons gereed om die dorpie goed deur te kyk. Daar
was net een hoofstraat, drie winkels: "Du Plessis en Seun", "Urte!
en Seun" en "Roux en eun", 'Il N.G. Kerk, 'n magistraatskantoor, 'n
bank e twee hotelle, "Die Grand" en "Die Be!sona". My tante het ons
vertel dat die hotelle altyd vol is. Die mense van nabygeleë plase
kom dikwels in dorp toe, vir 'Il bietjie kuier en dan sien hulle nooit
kuns vir die lang ryery huis toe nie, en daarom slaap hulle sommer in
die hotel, en vertrek die volgende oggend huis toe. Een ou oompie het
sommer 'Il permanente kamer daar bespreek. Hy kom elke naweek dorp toe
vir 'Il bietjie jol. Hy is glo 'Il "regular".

Richmond is propvol interessanthede. Die huisies veral, is van groot
historiese waarde. ommige is al meer as n honderd en vyftig jaar oud,
maar pragtig versorg. Wat ek nou regtig interessant gevind het, was
die klein watershuisies wat padlangs loop. Elkeen in Richmond het sy
water dag, en dan maak hy sy sluisie oop en die water maak sy tuin nat.
'Il Mens koop nooit groente nie, dis mos waarom die tuine daar is. Een
ou tante met haar plooigesiggie en grys hare het vir my vertel van
die keer toe die Koning op De Aar aangekom het. (De Aar is net buite
Richmond) en die magistraat het haar gevra of sy nie van haar bredie sou
maak nie, want hy was seker dat die Koning honger sou wees. Na al
hierdie jare het s dit nog nie vergeet nie, en haar ogies het geglinster
oos sy my daarvan vertel het.

Januarie is Skou-tyd. Die skou is een van die grootstes in die Karoo
en Richmond is die hoofsentrum van die Amerikaanse Saalperdvereniging.
Die skou is die laaste naweek in Januarie, en op die Vrydag pronk die
boere so n bietjie met hulle skouperde. Perdetelers kom van oraloor
die land om hierdie skou by te woon. Op die skoudans word die skou-
koningin gekroon en dan laat waai almal. Dis nou vir jou n partytjie.
Die langarm, sakkie-sakkie en "two-step", alles bymekaar gegooi, die
Afrikaner is mos plesierig ���

k hoef nou nie meer my maats te smeek om saam Richmond toe te gaan
nie, hulle smeek nou vir my om saam te mag gaan ���

JULlEN t; ALKER
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LATIN

XTRAC'l' FRO 1: C .PLINIUS' LE'l'T~R TO APOLLINARUS

anxium me et inquietum habet petitio Sexti Eruci mei. adficia cura

et, quam pro me sollicitudinem non adii, quasi pro me altel'o patior;

et alioqui meus pudor, mea existimatio, mea dignitas in discrimen

adducitur. ego Sexto latum clvum a Caesare nostro, ego quaesturam

impetravi; mea suffragio pervenit ad ius tribunatus petendi, quem

nisi obtinet insenatu, vereor ne decp.~issi Caesarem videar.

proinde adnitendum est mihi, ut talem eum indicent amnes, qualem

esse princeps mihi credidit. quae causa si studium meum non incitaret,

adiutum tamen cuperem iuvenem probissimum gravissimum eruditissimum,

amni denique laude dignissimum, et quidem cum teta damo.

Translation: The candidature of my friend Sextus Ericus, makes me

anxious and uneasy- I am moved by worry and the concern which I

have not subjected myself to on my own behalf, I am now enduring

in respect to another person, as if it were for myself and besides

my hC'l')ur,my re putation and my r-ank are brought to the test. I am

the one who c;ained by request the broad stripe of senatorial rank

for Sextus from our Empe ror , I am che one who gained quaestorship

for him,with my political support he reached the right of seeking

the office of tribunship, and if he doec not obtain this in the

senate I fear lest I should seem to have deceived the Emperor.

And so, I must endeavor so that everyone may regard him to be such

a person as the smpe ror believ.ed me that he is.

And if this reason did not ove my zeal, I 'would nevertheless wish

to help a young 1 an who is so excellent, so very serioua and so

well educated, in short, so worthy of all praise and indeed he is

such together lvi th his who Le family.

LISA BAILEY
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FRENCH
,.

VOUS ETES CHOI~l peUR FAIRE VISITER VOTRE PR VINCE ~ UN

GROUPE D1,; J URN ALI::31'ESFRAN9 A.IS: QUEL ~ST VOTRE ~ROGRA.M?

L C t
/ A

e ap es un p~ys varie et on peut meme dire de rontr~stes- c'est

une province de riches et de p~uv~es, de be uté et dp.laideur et

si on doit faire visiter notre province a un groupe de journ~listes,

il f8,ut leur montrer taus ces 'lspe~ts pour mieux le voir dans son
contexte.

Peut-~tre l'nspect le vlus ~ttirant, e'est la n~ture diverse du

province, pour exernple les h'lutes montqgnes, Ips plaines, les

plagps ensoleollêes et merne les p'stes de ski- tout cela et vlus

se trouve au Cap. Pour cette raison il faut leur ~ontrer nns

montagnes quj const·tuent l'un cles plus beaux spect8~les du monde-

e'p.st la mC'ntagne de la nble. N'=>turellernentcela doit être la
...

premiere attraction tau i.s t tque du CR.pm-ris on doi t la visiter

la nuit, parce qu'elle ressernble a un royaurne de fres.

Au Cap, c'est notre cote Qui rontinue d'attirer Ie plus des VR.C-

~ncjers. On y trouve un riel toujour bleu, une mer rhaude et un

soleil ér18tant et naturellernent nous voulons p~sser des heu~es

qur les plag0s et voyqger nutour de l~ cote. Encore il y des

oorrtr-vat es de 1. co.....te et il f"ut Leur rnontrer notre cote SO dé-

velopp6e et d'nutre part si sauvnge. Lq Pointe du C~p: voiei le
, / /

bout de notre province qui ent en meme temps l'extrem·te 0e

I'Afri que. C'est une région aauvage et rpvissR.n.teb layée VA.r

les v nts et b~ttue par l'ocÁ n. n y trouve a l~ fo's ces ~nim~ux
0"v rles.

C'est encore intéressant de visiter 1 ville 0U Cap ~v c les

nouveaux et vieux b~timents et les m gasins ou l'on p ut faire

les courses pp.nd~nt auelques jours. On veut visjte~ su tout nos

centre f1rtistique et culturelIes comme le th~atre ou le mu~ée du

C!1.p.Apres avoIr vu lp cerrbr-edel v'lIe et La ri.eh régi.on
, ",,,-

industrielle ou qe trouvp.Koebprg- une region ventee et inhospit-
"aliére- je voudr~is leur fai.re vair l'interieur ~u Cap.

cont ....



Elle offre ~u voyageur l~ fr~ir.heur ce se~ chemins bordés 0e

haies et d',qrbres et le pittoresque de ses m=osons de compagne ,

Par exemple, Stellenbosch ou se situe notre région vinicole- elle
; ~

se presente comme la plus richc de~ regions agricoles du C,p. On

y peut faire la dégustA.tion de nos vins rélebre. Clest aussi dans

~e p~ys~ge ou les journ lictes peuvent voir les petites t ches

blanches qui indiquent les villages des paysans. D'autre pR..rt,
,

il f~ut leur montrer les au-rtiers pauvres et miserable ninsi

oue les régions ~r·des.

Apres les avoir promenés tout qutour du CR.,P, j'esoere que Ips

impréssions qu'il g~rd�ront seront favorables, et qu'il voudrRient

Rgr~er avec moi que nIest un pRyS splendide dans lRquel le nombre

de touristes qui sé~olrnenl1 rugrnente cO!1sidérablement ('haoue nnée;

ELI ZABETH BAKER

STD. JO

� "f)4 �



/'

JOURNEE DIHIVER

/

I,ll'lutomne pa.sse avec ses couLeurs vi.vs. Perid-m t la nu i t , la

neige est tombée.

Le petit gargon sle t lev~ de bonne heure. Il slest enveloppê

dans un pardessus et une Acharpe. 11 est sorti dans lp monde
"bl n~. Le soleil se levait. Les montagne devant lui et'lient

roses et violettes. Le p tot garcon a monté la ~olline dprrierp

la maj son avec sa luge.

r~ h ut de 1 colline jl hesit~ et il a regardé le paysage

devant lui. Il y avait une nappe blanche sur tout. Au-dessus

del m8.J son mont it 1 fumée grise au" salué au nouveau

jour. Le arbres noirs se dress~i nt courag usempnt d~n8 l~
. ,

premlPre lum'ere, nu sauf pour la neig.

IJepetit gar-con a gliss'" en bas e La coLLt ne sur sa luge.

LI~ir fro'd a b ttu son vis g . Le sang montait ass joue
/'

0es y ux etaient clairs aver. llemotjon et il rj~"~.

/'

Au and d colline 1 luge Si st ar etee. Le petjt g gon

e' t tomb" d ns La n i 'e douce. Rt arrtle garyon s Iest levé et

il a r.ouru a. la mqjson eh ude pou troll.verson netit dejeuner.

STEPHAN1E DUTKIE~ICZ

S~D.9
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