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EDTTORIAL

The object of this magazins is not to send you to sleep. 5o inatead
of endless reports and essays, thers are numerous photographs to
browse through and decide for yourself if MNerriman in 198) was a
apirited and bappy house. Thus our overall theme is:

VLOOKING IN ON MERRIMAN, THROUGH THE LENS OF A CAMERA.'

A pieture is werth a thousand words (soc the saying goes); therefore
this magazine is indeed long, but the writing is kept to a minimum,
The original work was chosen with the readerk interest in mind; thias,

rather than quantity.

Wa have also tried to do away with anything kitsch or clichéd. We
are trylng to be original ( not emsy with limited varietyl), =o
that you, the reader, will find this magazine interesting from
cover to cover.

Co~editora: LEANNE CARLYLE
STEFHARIE DUTKIEWICZ
WENDY FEROLD
CATHERINE SHUB
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KEERIMAN HOUSE REPOET
This year we are really keen to win back the Efficiency Shield.

There was great enthusissm when we introduced house T - shirts and
poaks displaying our mascot, Mighty Mouse. These have been a great
succeas, with brothers, sisters and boyfriends buying thea to support
our house, The T-shirts and peaks were first worn to the Imter-house
swimming gala. A nev banner was also raised with Mighty Mouse stand-
ing proudly above the house membera, We were victorious for the first
time since the early seventies. Congratulationa to the entire teas,
and to Anne Abdy who organised our swimming so well. Unfortunately
we were placed third in the diving, but not without a fight.

Inter<house susic has taken places with Merriman coming second. I
would liks to thank Janette Krige for &ll her hard work and enthusisam.

Jarsays collscted by Merriman girls wers once again given to 3t.
Hichael's Fome. They were most grateful for this donation. Our
charity money weas given to Feninsula School Feeding. This was also
gratefully accepted with the reply that they are feeding approximately
ane hundred snd thirty thousand needy children esch school day. This
han moade us all avare of those lesa fortunate than ourselves.

Morriman has always been known as the most academio of the houses.
Those who have achieved exceptionally high marks this year are:
Elizabeth Baker, Stephanie Dutldewicsz, Catherine Shub, Wendy Ferold,
Lisa Eantor, Gina Niven, lemett Freiss, Michelle Booth, Lindal du
Flessis and Saron Cowdey., Congratulations,

I would like to thank Nrs Thompson and the other Merriman staff who
are always so enthusisstic 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.

FICKY JONES
HEAD OF MEREIMAN



MERRIMAN HOUSE MEETING
1N THE ART ROOM




GIHLES IN MERRIMAN
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A Abdy

5 Ashley

E Hakar

8 Bagtar

R Butlsr
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H Jones
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J Steven
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house and a i excel=

] = fSwimmer and Tennis playepr,

pwenh plans to go to E neland
next year, There ahe will
sk kand Hokfield Findshing

Eahool.,




1Y FLETCHER = Cathy is going to & Finlshing
dehool, Institut Alpin Vide-
manette, in Switzerland.next

VBT &

oy
NICKY JONES - Cur Head of Merriman, a squash, tennis
and hockey player too, She will be <
doing elther sragooel at 7.0.T7. or
Hetel Manaping next year. We wish
har luckl
&
THEA OVENSTONE - A matric boarder and keen

horse rider. She is consider-
ing Motel achool for next

YEAT ,

LUCINDA RICHARDS = lucinda is Netball Captain,
Chalirman of C.U. and plays
tennle and hockey too. Hhe
will be working in Umgandi
Heserve in 1984 and hopes

to travel to England,




L I fnned beauty, Lhe
LAt i 04 L Lo L™
cpaland &y opas to

get a bursary to Are

chool in London,

ny THESEHN = A brd

liant artist

d photographer,. 3he

desipgn. We wish her Ethe
vary best of luek in all

that she does .

SNME WALKER = A born modal and debater,

She would liks to do nothing next
your,; but has besn advised by "those
that knpow'! to do Suainsss Bocience

Lt T.U.T.



JOHN X, MERRIMAN: CUR ILLUSTRIOUS FOUNDER

I'm sure that many Herriman girls, especially our younger members,
would like to know something of John X, Merriman,

Merriman, the prime minister of the Cape at the turn of the century,
was & man of independent views and exeptiomal integrity. Borm in
England; he came to S.A, as a child when his father became Archdsacan

of drakamstown, He returned to England for schooling, but returnad
to B,A.. td live from 18561 onwards,

Herriman has been classified as a farmer, but he was also a land
surveyor, diamond dealer and wine merchant before & politician and
farser.

Entering the Cape Parliment im 1869 he quickly made his mark in debate
and in administration, gaining a place in the [irst Cape Cabinet-
Folteno's Ministry of 1872+ 1878, He was a vovaclous reader of history
and nceepted the intrpretation of whig historians, To him, as to
Gladstone, whom he greatly admired, politics was a struggle between
right and wrong. The imperialism of Rhodes, Chamberlian and Milner
Was, he thought, a catastrophic departure from the true lines of
British policy. During the Anglo=-iioer war he caused the fall of the
Schreiner Minietry, 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 Milner's attempt ti suspand

the Cape vonstitution. Onee the war was over, he considered that 5.4,

should be left to.manage her own affairs without interference from
Sritain.He hoped that the differences betwesa joer and Briton -
Would disappesar,and that the parties would not evelveon a racial
basis but on the basie of town versus country.Therefore, to a great
extent, Merriman's outlook was sisilar to Louis Hotha's, who becase
the first rrime Hinister of South Africa,

‘:“til.



Parriman's conduct during the war earned him the admiration of thas
vape Afrikaners and, with hia fine parliamentary and administrative

he was the natural leader of the south African Party from ite found-
ation, His position as P.M. wias, however, lnsecure owing to a npusber
of reasonsj among them are his views on taxation, his anti-imperialism
ntand, the fact that he otood cutaide the Afrikaner cultural movement
and expected that in the long runm snglish would become the only language
in 5.4, The MHerriman Cabinet was unstable and subject to recurring
crises.

When the Uniom of S.A. weas formed im 1910, Botha was chosen abowve
Herriman, to become Frime Minister of 5.A. Merriman was obioualy
disappointed and although remnining & MuF. aia B.d., he never accepted
a permanent position again.

The reason our rod house ls named mfter MNerriman, is that Merriman,

who belonged to &t. Saviour's Farish, played a major role in encourag-
ing the formatiom of a school for young ladies(?). 5t. Cyprians was
the only scheol of this sort in Cape Town and it was widely felt that
another one wos needed. [He encourmged people to support the bullding
of the school and made its need apparent.

Although not much has been recorded about his personal life, he wan
a highly thought of Captonian who was mware of the need for the school
Herschel.

LEANNE CARLYLE
BTD.9






THE TALE OF MIGHTY MOUEE

Mighty Mouse was borm & Mini Mouse - his might grew with age and
size. His early gquarters were cardboard Pick ' Pay boxes filled

with saw-dust. From here, he moved to a epecial cage made exclusively
for him. Hip food was supplied by endless streame of blus-ribboned
girle. He becnme a familiar sight and wae soon moved to hesdquarters
V:l.FPs: the Hatric Common Room; where he lay and relaxed in state.
The only effort involved on his part wae that he had to put in an
appearance at House functione; where he suffered the indignity of
being sat upon, being hurled into the air by his tail and being
passed sagerly around from arm to arm. He regards these functions
with a bored scceptance of inevitability. TYou could mever expect
him to admit his true feelings of pride; could you? Well, he
considers those moments sufficient justificatiom for his lazy days
of lsisure spent sleeping;: studying pictures of Vogue Male Models
adorning the walls, and reading the occasiomal Latin book left lying
around. He has to continue his academic pursuits, being the head-
mascot of the Brainiest, wittiesmt, most talented house at Herschel.
This large, well-endowed red mouse has a favourite slogan, - "Might
is Right" and so say all of usl!l

LEANNE CARLYLE
ETANDARD 9













MEREIMAN SWIMMING HREPORT

This year for the Tirst time in many years, Merrisan came out on tops.
ifter yet another third place lasat year, we were determined to recti-
fv that, and won this year's Inter-House Gala,.

It was &n exciting event and straight from the word “"go® we toock %o
the lead., As one event after another lapped by Rolt ateadily crept
up behind us. However, the relays increased ocur lead as we were
clearly the stronger team. The finsl result was: Jagger, 118;
Rolt, 140 and Merrisan, 187.

Mrs Barbara MoCormick presented the trophies and congratulations to
Fiona Gilliland, Katie Christie and Anne Abdy who received cups.
Speocinl congratulations to Fiona Gilliland, who won the Ul6 Champion-
ship, Also to Anne Abdy and Nell Hanekom who broke butterfly and
breastroke records respectively. To the reast of the team - Well
Done!

Vanesss Sssa, Lindsay Challis, Lisa Eantor, Ingrid Homsersom received
their swimming half coloursa, Fiona Gilliland was presented her full
ewimping coloura.

In cloging, 1 want to aay that this year, in any rate, Merrisen was
able to shine at swimming.

Keep up with the good work, we can repeat this performsnce again
pext year.

ANNE AHDY
W IKKING CAFTAIN







HETBALL REPORY

The 1983 netball season bounces onlMerriman is represented by three
players in the firat team,three in the second team and amumber of
under fifteen team members. Hell Hanekom hss been playing extremely
well but weas unfortunately hindered by o fractured finger in one of
her matches, Vanessa sass, our under fifteen Ateam captain,and a
superb player, was also out of action for a few matcheseca account

of » twisted ankle.In view of the fact that we have had an extremely
wet winter many of our matehes were cancelled, Unfortunately Herriman
came third in the Inter-house NHetball, their netball prowess not quite
matching their enth uslasm.fowever,all the girls tried hard- Halu
Ovenstone end Debbis Crane both played wery well,.Well done to both teanms

and better luck for next yearlll

Llucinda Mchards
Netball Captain
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lnter=house hockey has not yeft been played,
but we ,MEREIMAN,stand m very good chance,

as we have two good teams,

There are a mumber of firat and second team
players who will be representing the open
ssction,namely: NICEY JONES,LUCINDA RICHARDS,
UEEBIE CRANE,NELL HANEEOM,BARAH ASHLEY,

and HILLARY TABEER,

The house wishes both open and Under 15

teams the best of luck "and may the

foree be with them 1™

HICEY JONES

5TD 10
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The Inter-house music competitiom took place on the 2%rd March,

The compatition waa 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 cams last.
Tha next section was the instrusentsal, Duws to lack of erchastral
inatrument players in the house we only menaged to have a flute

duet and we tiled lor secopnd place,
We won the final section which was

he sight singing and this made

the ovarall plecing: Jagger first with O points, Marriman sefond

with 60 and Rolt with 59

ROLECE

Lk S P s
JEANKETTE ER]IGE
gu

by 8

pnette (right), who won the
“gnvirrsation

ight=-aingzing,

With non=smuslcal

friend.

25



CERISTIAN UNICK

The Hermohsl Christian Union im well supported by Merriman girls,
Chairmun being Lucinds Richards and vice—chairman Anne Abdy, both
Herriman pnfuutm‘h"u have had very intarssting meetings over the
last year from Faul Weat, a singer to the exciting film of

'‘Croas and the Switchblade! Our camp at the beginning of the
YEAT Was & great suocess and thanks to Kra Wood for all her
ancouragement and organization.

Thia is one mociety that i= very much slive and we hope that in the
near future we will ase many more young Merrimens jolning us in
our meetings

WCINDA RICHARDS
CHATRN AN
CHRISTIAN URION



MOUNTAIN CLUB REPORT

Chajrman: Anne Abdy
Committee: Mr nnd Mra Fletcher
Penny Thersen

Unfortunately the weather,; ns in other yesra, fTorred several
Fountain Club outinga to be reancelled. However, we did mansge
two climba, bhoth in the first term. (n heth orcasions the Fletchers

took & amall group of girle up Table Mountein, lunching in the
3.A.M.C, hut. They then descended via Skeleton Gorge.

The highlight of the term wsa sn outing to Du Toit's Kloof Pnas,
e arrived late and, once mettled, Mre Fletrher kindly ocooked us
a Chinese dinner. The evening was spent telling ghost stories,

The following morning we rose early, had a hesriy breakfast, =nil
ntarted our nseent of Iu Toit's Peak, Three-gunrters of the way
up a troop of baboons, throwing stones, ronfronted us. For the
party's safety, it was decided that we should return to home base.

The weekend was spent in good spirite end we =11 hed tremendous
fun.

I want to thank Mr and Mras Fletcher for their econtinued perticipation
in the elub. It is only a pity that so few members of staff and
schonl have joined the club. The Mountain Club members mpend only

a short time in the sun on the slopes of Southern Afriea,

ANNE ABDY
CHATRMAN






REFORT ON THE EEGLISH PESTIVAL AT GRAHAMSTOWN

On Sunday ¥rd July 10 girla met at the Newton-Thompson's houase to
begin the 15 hour trip in the school bua. The time waa 4,00 m.m,}
Mrs Newton-Thompson and Miss Boskes had both Lravely offered to mco-
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
Fort Elizabeth. We crawled and sputtered to a stendstill, where we
resained for almost an hour. Hrs Newton-Thompson and Sandy mans-
g8d to hitch a 1ift into F.E., where they stocked up on petrol. We
arrived, very tired, in Grehamstown st about 7.30 p.m. After check-
ing in at the Monument, we wers sent on to our residences - Fhodes
Univeraity Rea'. Ve all unpacked and made ourselves at homa.

Fondey was spent exploring Grahamstown, shopping, visiting the few
lovely museums, the beautiful Cathedral and friepds, That evening
we went up to the Momument to see 'Prey don't, Sir Ceorge', the

play of Lady Anne Barnard. There were about | 500 pecple from all
over the gountry, and it was lovely to meet so many new paople, with

80 many new uniforms. Because of the mmbers, we were divided into
8 groups. Herschel belonged to Group D,

The next three days wers spant at lectures on setworks, Authers and
Flays, Some of the things we attended are; Chris Fann and Zabalaza,
his African group; HKaster Harold and The Boym; Schreiner, a one wom-
an play; the U.C.7. Ballet Show; Shakespeare and Puppets; the fils
My Brilliant Carreer; and lectures on Shakespeare by Suy Butler;

Foatry by Een Durham, King Lear by four very exzciting young actors
and actresases,

Al the weather was freezing and there were heavy water restric-

tions (1 shower a day for 5 minutes!] we all had a wonderful time
&rd made many new friends,

On Priday Bth we left Grahamstown at 4 a.m., and travelled back via

Sarden Route which was lovely. The trip back was shorter, but we

're very glad to be home - I think everyone feels that after a
P awayl

thanks go to Mra Newton-Thompson and Miss Boakes who were such
__ chaperonss and exrcelldnt drivers, and to Crahamstown, as a whole,
*OF making us fesl sc welcome,

g38
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LEARNE CARLYLE
37D 9


















MATRIC DANCE REFCRT

It's alvays 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? What are you going
to wear? Whose going to do your hair? Where's the after-party going
to be? But worat of all, who are you going to take? Slowly you work
through your little 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 single, he owns a suit and he is willing to
come. While all this has been happening, you have been dieting
furiously, paging madly through VYogue to find that little plece de
Resistance and exhausting yourself painting scenes in the Jones's
Earage.

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
leth face it - it's worth it.

For me, the matric dance is very special - it signified a beginning

as well as an end. A beginning of a new life ahead of you wherein you
will " sxplore"the outside world no longer being confined within "Herschel
gates” and the end of a school carser wherein you have learnt hard,
matured (some of us) and made life-long friends; so in & way it is sad.

Our matric dance was special, as all are to the Matrics concerned. Our
theme was soft and romantic, a Fantasy Waltz, vherin we recreated a Ball-
room in white mnd pink. Ball gowns were the order of the day and our
partners loocked oh so dashing in their hired suits. The main attraction
was the black and white "marble lock-alike"™ dance floor, and the fairy
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sparkle to the fantasy world. The band churned out all the old fasiliar
dance tunes mnd we practiced our waltz, foxtrot and the Grand Finale and
. The teachers had a ball (excuse the pun) as this was set in
many of them found easy to relate to - it was the least that
for them, afterall, they had stuck us out for five years!

3
1t

5
2
F e

dance in convoy and proceseded to get loat - we wers haading
tone*s house where a marquis and disco were waiting for us.
the wonderful Ovenstons hospitality and the high spipit of us all,
a wonderful tise.
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ty was still not over - In Kenilworth Mre Jones had been up

At 3.00 m.m. she had dutifully fetched newly baked croissants
to prepare a good wholesome breakfast for us all, needless
had our champagne and orange juice - cornflakes, youghert
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pecple started to leave, othera passed out in the Jomea's
matric dance was over - It had come and gome - but it had
i
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JULIENNE WALKER
5td 10












STD 9 FORM DANCE REPORT

The Etd 9 dance was even more sapgerly awalted than
our Std 8 dance as we knew what to expect and were

able;therelore,to relax and enjoy everything to
the full.

After the usual heated debates,a pink and white
theme was chosenja venus was found;the date
declided upon,and decorations made ,The partners=-

this was the BIG gquestion.Those girls lucky
enough to be attached,brought along their dates,
whiles others of us searched our memoriss,
diaries,and neighbourhocds for eligible names,

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

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

the 26 MARCH,became a fairyland of pink and
white .streamers ballons .analasm, paper flowers,

white table=cloths and pink flower arrangements,
all added to the magic.

Everyone had a wonderful time:the girls looked
levely,the partmers wers super,the snacks
went down well and the susic was really fantastic!

A1l in all,it was a lovely evening and when 12.30

arrived,everyons felt so sad to be leaving.

But I suppose, all good things have to come to an
endl

LEANNE CARLYLE
ETD 9

STD 8 FOEM DANCE REPORT

On 18 MARCH our form dance was held in a marquee,
in the Van Heesnsh' garden.The interior was a
splash of pink,white and silver.

This 'calm' patting was a far cry from the last
minite rush and heated arguements at class meetings,
The hysteria of people desperately trylng to [inmd
suitable partners,and "the fact is I haven't got
anything to wear!" was contagious.

It was very romantic to walk into the candle-1it
tent ,and the atmoaphere was enhanced by the
very good music played by a well known L=J,°

There were no mishape,and everyone had a lovely time,

ANDI FRITH
5 8TD B
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Farriman is not only the cleverest house, it is also the housa which

posseeses the prettiest

5; Saveral Merrimensrs have been in the
newe racantly.

Alexa Binger, an ex-Herriman girl, vwho was also & prefect, has rockdbed

to stardes 1in ane ahort veéar. She has sattaimed intepneational recopnitian
Fa

258 A tl}l;,i :'|I|;|-:':i.'_l-l. and i in fact the E.-rl.l:l' South African to avg her

face on the front cover of the Vopue . Hn08 i g .".]I'.'.;.-l:!;ll_" {f the .i.ri-ti.nﬁ,,

I'EII.FEEII;IH'I.inr_‘_ :,l:_.ut'u.l Faalth &nd b AULY . Howaver, Alexs found the

presomire of the seaml I_-.l I'_'|_|.1|-:-|: OtE moit '-ﬁ‘l*ru:_ world teo much for

her,; and decided to roturn to Cape Town to do a BH.Ah. at U.C.T.

Anthea Uvenstone nnd Rosiland Butler, twoe patriec puplls, ppeared

in the Argus in red cutfits that they wore to the J and ] etropolltan

Stakes.

Soth Janny Foster and Zemd de Wet are in standard ¢, Jenny appeared

on the T.V. in & fun-{filled Cal=O0=Vita advoert, where her gymuaotic

aeilln ptood har in ._".-.l-_'. ptond, Eamé hapm podellaead Globes clothas

nnd hag appeared in the YWomen sectlon of the Argus.

nate Saunders, our ex-head girl and Ferriman gpirl, reachad the

finals of the Jordnche competition for the most glamours scouple

Ln
otulh Africa.

faria lonise do Tolt diotinguiched heraoelfl by being chosen as B

U.C.T. rag queen [inalist. She appeared in a fashion show at

cﬁ‘ﬂ'l‘lﬂ.‘;.’]h Squere, in wiilch all the [inalists modelled and her
Yivacious pppearance de lichted all .

We are proud of thase Merriman girls, especially as we know how tough
the motdelling world and the po-called glamour is. We wish them all of

the best for the future

CATHERINE SHUB
&7D.9


















FOBODY DOES IT QUITE LIEE HARDLDL

Af there were mors paople like Harold, than Band=Aid would be m much
bigger business, It is not that there is mnything wromg with Eareld,
on the contarr, he sesmn quite m nice bloke, It im just that Rerold
has the uncenny knack of doing the wrong thing, at the wrong tim=,

Everybody at the Club adored Harold, to show their spprecistion

of him, they gave him his own parking bav at ths bottom of the
drive-wey, an honour never bafore bestowed apon Eny other gentlemmn
The reason for this little show of affection i that Hareld found

the art of revarsing quits trying at the mest of times, ond did not
always gat it absolutely right. (The traffic dopartmant gave him

his lioense just for loyalty to the department; he had been there over
gix times for his license, feiling sech tims because of this
unfortunate issue) It wia when Earold csme into the Club, holding
part of the Chairman's Bolle Hoyes in his handa, that the members

decided to take sericus sotiom, Harold was allotted his own private
Parking Bay.

It was becsuse of Harolds success at the Club, he was invited to the
houne of ¥r and Mrs Amstrong—Jones. They were a charming couple, and
gave the most marvelous parties. Harold, who conslidered himaslf =&
eligible young bachelor dicided that it was only right that he

should chose n suitable eligible ledy %o sccompany hi=m, He had been
to the right schools, and had recently imherited wveat smounts from

his poor widowed mother. Harold hed & kesn sye for the fairer sex
and can be well complimented on his choloe - SBarah Winthrop- Edwardson
He had his tailor make his some new attire, and went to the Barber
for the latest hairstyle in Vogue. Harold wes in his slement, and
svarything was going splendidly until....... At the party, Hareold,
olearly epmmoured with his maiden, saked her if she would like to taks
& stroll sround the moonlit garden. &She agrsed, and apon showing her
the fishpond and trying to whisper swest-nothings im her ear st the
same time he fell into the pond, &nd had to go home, much to the disgust
of his fair companion. Needless to say, Harcld's reward for this moat
unfortunate cecurance, was a severrs bout of influenso and a "Pity you

missed the rest of the Party, hand o wonderful time" card from Misa
Sarsh.

Harold does not look for amccidents; accidents look for Harold., As eny
gontleman could tell you, Ascot is the place to be in the asason, and
Harold as a newly-eatablished gentleman considered it his privilage

to partake in the celebration, A pin-strips suit was the order of the
day, and Harold looked smashing

He had his own box and naturally served Caridre and champayne. What
elogance,.,...The big rece was sbout to start,.....The race was simply
, and Earold(who had done s little bussiness with his
bockie on the side-line) locked om with mdded interest. The race wus
an end, and Harold's horse was winning. The horse crossed the
l,ﬁ.’.‘u B b 1, | P El-'rﬂlll Jumpad up of f his gant nnd TiDesssnn
his trouser aported & round bare patch of considerable size,

.*1



Nobody doea it quite like Harold !

Harold no longer carries a black umbrells (at a dear friend's
insistence) as he once knocked all the Lady Mildrids dessert omto
har lap, while talking to the head-waiter. H= also fesls that
chivalry is no longer part cf our twentieth Century lives, as
ladies politely ask him please not to open doors for theW...eesee

Something FEarold's poor widowed mother has never been sble to tell
m- h thlﬂ-t h. WBE an -uﬂidmtiivfiilfiii.

JULIENNE WALKER
87D, 10
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WAITING

I ¢loared my threat. All the eyea in the room flashed on me, ac-
susing me of breaking the silence. I blushed, end stared at the
lovely, empty face of & model smiling up at me from the cover of
the magasine I clutched in my hand. The hoapitsl gave off a faint
spall of antiseptic and false homelinesa. Who weants to be 'at home'
while wuiting to hear if a familiar snd loved face was going to be
gors forever?

A woman in the corner was sobbing softly. I wished that I could ery
too, wnshing that red-hot stone of fear and grief from my cheat.

But the tears would not come, had not come, mot even during that
ghastly, impersonal phone-call...

I had been clearing my flat of mll the ususl things that littered it -
poits, papers, clothes and books, when I heard the phone ringing. I
decided it was provably s university friend ssking me to AROTHER party.
I wma bored with parties. They were all the same.

But the perslatent buasing of the phone was irritating, so I ran down
the stairs, feeling anroyed. I picked up the phone, and demanded
brusquely, "Well, what is it?"

A cold distant voice that eent a chill down my spine said expres-
sionlessly, "Miss Duncan? I weo afreid I had missed you. I have

A mesaage for you. 1 mm vary sorry, but your brother was in a motor-
onr accident this afternoon. Eis friend was driving and there wos no
way that they sould stop. He's in Intenaive Care at the moment.

I'a afruid there's only a small chsnoe of survival. Could you come
to Everdens Hospital right away, t0 sign some official forms? You
are his next-of-kin, I believe.”

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

The waiting-room door opered. Everyone stiffened,

*Is Miss Duncan here?" The nurse locked professionally sympathetic.
I nodded and stood up.

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

Slowly I put down the unopened mugnzine. The model still smiled im-
persopally, and the rurse looked slightly impatisnt.

Hﬁhﬂ gone, but no one cared. Ko one excspt me. Feople had to go
on living, What wea another accident? They happensd every day.

SALLY OHREN
STL. 7




MY FAMILY AND OTHER ANIMALS

We all think that our families are mapecinl, but some families
feel that they are more special than others. Have youw 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 that
good thinge come in small packages. She ism 50 meticulous that
when my father puts something ocut to be worn, it's in the wash
before he's even worn 1%t.

My father goes through phases with his hobbies- wine, stamps and
Peralan carpeta. Any other conversations, especially sbout thingse
that need doing in the house, just pass over his head.

Mom and dnd are very envolved in their joba. Mom hattles eanh
day trying to put things into people's heands, while dad spends
moat of his time yanking thing's out of people's hemds. ( He i=
a ﬂﬂti!‘h}

The centre of my family's life 1a Mras Hella Pano, and the centre

? her life ip our two maddoga. Bella's hobby ia ironing., It's
fust as well, the way Mom puts things into the wash. Tommy, our

at little white Manltese Poodle,was bought as a wife for our other
rown poodle, Chocolates who, to her disgust, has never shown the
H.ﬁtil!t 4nterest in her. Hie only intereat in life 1a chasing

hadows,

e two grannies complete our little family. The one runs up
tains and the other buries her head in croseword pusrles.
ever, they 8o meet on the bowling green.

._. but not least, is me., I'm the surprise packnge. My family
ends you their aympathy!



POEMS

HEJECTIONR

Carelessly you threw me down
face-down into the black sticky mud
You walked over me

ignoring my cories 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

I'd go walk-about,

satisfy my curiousity.

I'd walk the strects

silently.

I'd see the world,

my soul would fly free.

Ky 14ife would be a black shadow
forever searching

on the wall of 1life...

A pgolden thread
silk=-fragile,

attached to your heart,
A lifeline

through the darknesns;

™ THE A.N.C. IN COMMEMORATIOR 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 om our memories-
I'm pure it imprinted itself

on the minds of those killed,

in those last precious

seconds of life.

Are you esatisfied 7

What are dreams

that men will search

for them,

Batil they die LEANNE CARLYLE
disillusioned and bitter ¥ 87D 9
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A REAL CHARACTER
r}_?m War 1 hear the words 'a real chrracter!, I think »f Toni.
Tonl 18 unlike anyone 1 have ever met or am ever likely to meet-

1 -
iawital, shrewd, srtremely clumsy =nd +ith an inrredible senee of

yf:j17+4 Let me explain how 1 met her,
]

L wES placidly washing the Aishes in my bedsitter about aix mrnths
'jiﬁ} Bp to the elbows in sonp suds =and lust!ly singing 'Rule
;?,iﬁlnin' when a loud howl and o erash, sucoeeded by n tinkling
;,.lnterrupteﬂ my misical moment. Iripping a trail of suds,
{:éﬁiﬁt gautiounly fnto my sitting room, to stend =~mared by the
?éir_gth;t greated me, My windowpane w=s lying in » hesp on the
ﬁf;rs},lnﬂ gn top of 1t aat a furry ginger cot, legs rplayed, ton-

s

..M ﬁm out in en expression of complete ‘necherence =nd
Bl e

tﬂf?'”filﬂn‘ For two Tull minutes 1 etared while the chilly July

t i toated my dining table with a laver of frost before I

'};ﬁi apvthing ronatrurtive ~bout this ~utragecus situntion.

s i_ﬁ|n1ded, that cat mint go! Crorming to her snd emiling
HEgly, I lunged for her, but Toni, heing nobody's fool, hurriedly
ﬁ'.hiflllf to the =hadowy recesara of my eoeciktail r-binet,

e I had unfortunntely left open, T dmoided to clrar up the

# on my aitting room floor before trying to remove the cot.

PRGN about to open the cshinet vhen 1 wes horrifialby the sound
iﬁ?jﬁ‘ glasa, Ch no! FPragtionzally opening the dcor, 1 peeped

%0 find her lapping np the contents of n broken Vodka bottle.

/ ﬂfyjhnt the reeking liguid wes seeping into my prenious earpet,
ared up the mess, much to the cat's disgust, before attempting
fe her sguin. A1l the while, Toni, as 1 had named her ( af-
he brand of Vodka), sat watching me with what can only Be
thed =8 an amused grin on her feline frmee. So endesring nnd
_Lh:1=:wna this #rin that Toni and ] ultimstely =at down To

ey of fried sole and milk, =nd if life is now comevhat more
gctic than 1t was before, it certainly is more entertcining!

TR

WENDY PERCLD
sTD. 9
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SYBIL

ditting under the large old cak tree in her colourful garden with

all her women friendn around her, Marien felt very content vith her
1ife. Life waa good for a white woman, Coming out of her reverss,
she guickly joined in with the rather involved dsbate about apartheid
80 that nobody might feel that she was bored with her companiona.

"It really is quite terrible sbout all thess poor Blacks starving
cut there in the world. Ag shame, if only you could see those
14ttls "pikkanins® running round with bloated atommcha and runnmy
noges," stated Sharon.

"My girl hea five children and hself the time ohe doss not even know
wheére they are.”

*Tes true,” replied Di, "that is why I alw mele a point of giving
the garden boy mll our old clothes no 'Lhntni: crn give them to his
ehildrern, "

"I, don't you find that these natives are not very grateful when you
glve them,.."

“Bh! Here comes Sybil."

Sybil, Farien's soaid, hed suddenly come %o the tzble and wan regquest-
1-l.|.* to speak to the Madam. Smiling brightly the hostesn gunhed to
ber friendn: “Hang on a sec., I must talk to Sybdil.*

Louwdly, in front of everybody, she talked to the mnid, who was try=-
ing to mak her privately for some monay off her next month's wages
88 her small daughter had been beaten up by some 'skollies' and wes
in hospital, With that Marion sjun around and told her attentive
sudience in a high pitched voiee of the girl's plight. Symoathy
filled the blessom-acentad eir,

"0h Sybil, of course you can have some soney snd the msster will glad-
1y give 1t to you as a token of our sympathy. We would never dream
of taking moray off your monthly salary: you have little enough ml-
resdy, George, dear, do give derling Sybil some money to rend home, "

Thanking the Madam awkwardly she walked back inte the houna,

"Poor things," Marion said. "Theoe poor Blacks, we really have to
help them: they are so ignorant.”

Bandi Frith
Std B
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ALONE ON THE MOON.

I sould mot shake off the feeling that I was being watched. Om top
of being totally alons, afraid, and with Moon-Base I in burmt shreds
a fev hundred metres away, I still had the uncanny awarensss of
being watched.

I sust have besn mad, I reflected, to have volunteered to help met

up mn's first bape on the moon. And when the explosion had sccurred
and all my work and survival kit destroyed, I had been doing amother
::.ﬁ!u by going for s walk - not that thers was much to ses on ths

And now I had started getting strange feelings. To keep from freesing -
sven with my Solar-suit om - I had tried to keep walking, but every
time I rounded a corner, I felt that an unkmown presence was watching

and waiting.

While I wae looking amxiously maround me, I caught my foot om a rock,
and fell forward. I must have hit my head, for when I ceme round,

I felt quite warm. When I opened my syes I almost felt my brain fall
into my toes with murprise and shock.

A little,round, anxious, purple face with wide nostrile, s very large
mouth, and blue-brown eyes wae peering snxiously down at me. He
sesmed quite friendly and very concerned. He made s grimace which I
took for & smile m0 I smiled back. He asked in accented English

if I felt better. I replied that I did, but I had a headaches.

He gave me two pinky-yellow tablets, which I, after hemitating,
swallowed. After that I felt such better.

Curiously, I asked why I had not noticed him before. He demon-
strated by suddenly seeming to divide into millions of separate
Molecules which, when they floated inm the air, wers almost

invigible. He came together agein and told me that he oftem hid him-
#elf that way; it wam called “moleculiming”.

I wvas very impressed, and told him so. He blushed s deeper shade
of purple and, confused, asked if I would like to go home. I think
I must have locked disbelieving, for he emiled and said that sll
it took was a couple of "Will-powsr enforcement pills” amd a lot

of concentration, and then my own will-powsr would transmit me
back to Earth within a microsecond. I said "goodbye™, snd thanked
‘him, then placed the mgure pill on =y tongue, swallowed, and
thought hard mbout home, The Moon-man'e face distorted, then
oeaned to dissolve, and I found myself looking mt the familiar
landpcapes of home.

SALLY ORREN
BTANDARD 7



LEAVES IN THE WIND

It wam apring and the bare, drab trees had begun their tranaformstion
ints green, gnarled gromes. TYoung (lowers bloomed radisntly and the
erisp breesme was warming up. Gradually deffle-coats, windcheaters and
Boarves disappeared, to be packed carefully awsy until the following
wWinter. Feople smiled more; winter was over and with apring, a new

beginning.

~Laughter floated scrosm 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 boye and & girl., At ten years old their lives re-
¥olved around the next game in the park, buying the largest bag

of niggerballs they could and generally enjoying life.

Wheni they ware fifteen thay wowed never to lose contact with one
snother, This onth wan taken very solemnly near the pond in the
park, at a tine when summer was sdvancing. The trees all had that
lﬁhlﬁd, satinfied appearance, what with their myriad velvet-gresn
leaves and laden boughs. While the ducks swem and dived in the cool
“ water, Sean, Ian, Scott snd Roxie laid their hands upon one

‘another's and chanted the oath,

After that the four began a slow drift avay from their childhood
« Roxie grew into.u tall, slender woman, while the boys
daveloped into young men. Every month, however, they would meet in
“' park and walk slowly mround, talking earnestly, recollecting
sventa and laughing over cld stories.

It wun nesaring the end of susser when the war began. Excitedly the
‘Q'l up; ntarry-ayed in herclc enthusisem. WNot to be out-
done did a first aid courns and jolned socleties involved
with the war. Their last walk together was & quiet one. Hoxy
eouldn't help noticing how young und hﬂ.“ the boys locked; their
ntarchad; their hair cropped; and & fierce fire of
determinetion shining in their eyean., They ant on the smpty
m lawna watching a flock of hirds overhead. Roxy shivered,
Mlling her jersey closmer, "Autumn is almost here. AIl the
leaves are beginning to fall now. Its sad how gquickly the
#%asons pasn, imn't 4t7"

h*ﬁ guiet after that, essch hidden in a private cccoon of
‘Bemories and fears: would they come back sgain alive? Would
thay win the war? How many people, innocent people, would die?
ﬁﬂi ihr remain friends forever?

They ware out in the , amongst the leaven, laughing and
"aouting; their faces pink from the cold air; their fingers
covered in hright mittens. They were young and energetic, full
of hopes and expectations for the future.

37



reemmbared that lost walk in the park with the boya, her boys she
sd them. BShe remeubered how young snd hopaful they hed sll been
3 never doubting in their strength and power.

been the war. They had all come hack alive, but
not the asme boys who had left home; but cold



ELLEN FURDOM'S FRIDE AMD JOY

In my childhood, I often used to vigit Ellen Purdoa's houss. Imitially
I went for s piano-lesson, but after she hed retired from that ocou-
pation, I went to visit her, or rather, to vipit and appreciate har
beautiful house.

One wintry day, prorupted by the thought of a warm fire, I decided to
vigit her. As I approached her house, I inspected it carefully. It
was Osorglam with a fine, white-painted doorway. The windows, teoo,
wars white, wide and graceful on the ground-floor and first-storey,
but small and square where they peeped out from under the overhanging
tiles sbove. There wams a changeless slegance mbout the place.

Az I stood on the threshold, I could almost see the deep arm-chair
drawn close to the leeping flames, the tray of crumpets, a steaming
cup of tea. I rang the doorbell and inetantly the afterncom peace

was shattered by the distant, familiar baying, like a wolf-pack in

full ery. As I peered through the frosted glase, I saw as in a hazy
plcture, m river of doge pouring down a large passage. The door shook
an they dashed themselves with frenzied yells agninst it. I retreated
& few steps but the friendly face of Mra Purdom reassured me of safety.
The one magic word she muttered, silenced the maddening barking.

"Good afterncon,” she said, with a twinkle in those dark eyes of hers.
"Coming in for tea?"

"I'd love to!™ I replied, with a smile.

The routs from the front deor to the sitting-room, always fascinated
me, mainly becsuse I could msee, am I walked anlong the pamsages, inte
all her rooma. Every room had a beauty about it and although many

of thes were never used, they maintained a warm and easy stmosphere.

I followsd Mra Purdom between the white-washed walls, my feet clat-
tering on the tiles. Her house had been built in the grand manner;
were high-ceilinged and airy, often with a massive fireplace
by arched alcovea. The roem to which I was always led, had

& fremch-window, which looked on high-walled gardens. The predominant
feature of the garden was s huge scacis tree, snd as I stood looking
out onte it, it was enveloped by sunlight. Above mnd beyomd, lay wild
hills, but in this garden were beautifully-kept rolling lawns, a
rocksry and many fruit-trees. As I gazed out inte the garden, 1 became
Gware of her doge regarding me apathetically. They had arramged
themselves pescefully around the room and except for s brief dispute
betwean the Maltese terrier and Boxer dog mbout the occupancy of

& deep chair, thers were no signe of their previocus behaviour.

They lay regarding me with friendly boredom and, at the same time, .
fighting » losing battle aganinst sleep. Soom the lagt nodding head
had fullen back and & chorus of heavy breathing filled the room that
had become blanketed with a silence.

i

It was them that I moticed the chilling silemce of the house. I
becams awars of & darkness in the room. It was ptill light outside
but in this room hung & gloominesn. My eyes rested on a vase that
usually overflowed with brightly coloured chryssnthesums - instead it



stood bleak and empty. The rhythmical breathing of the dogm and the
erackling of the fire pesmed to memace rather tham to cheer. I heard
Mra Purdom's footsteps on the tiles; they were heavy as if loaded
with extra weight. As I looked up, I saw the slender figure of this
elegant woman dressed im & dark grey skirt and blouse. There was &
painful expression on her face that usually broke into s smile.

Bha tried to hide her distress but her eyes revealed a deep sOTTOW.

I waited. After walking past mf snd staring out of the wimdow, she
sventually seated herself im the chair oppomite me.

"This house has always been & major part of my life. I've lived all
my married life in it - thirty years. Yes, all that time ... and
when my husband died, it held all sy memories of him. I had hoped
to live here till I died. That will never be so."

She sat, looking out onto the sunlit scacis tree, pulling deeply
at har cigarstts, narrowing her syes as the smoke trickled from
her lips.

I clsared my throat and epoke lightly, "why is that?™

"Ro ... Road development,” she said faintly, her lips trembling. Ehe
sat motionless except for the clasping snd umclasping of her hands.

I swallowed hard as I watched her glide through the room, her fingers
lingering on the furniture that complimented it so well, om her doge
that had besn her companions for so long. 5She stopped im fromt of »
portrait of her husband. I saw the agony im her syes. Fity seized
ms. I could see the executives, in smart pin-striped suits ssated

around a map, planning ... planniang to destroy a life for "develop-
maat". Was that justice?

Az I looked out imto the garden, I saw thart the scacia tree had
becoms & dark bulk im a grey light. It looked desolats without
the warsth and light of the pun. As I walked home, I was sware
the complete desalatiom of her house. It had always reminded
se of a picture im sm old book, Mrs Purdom's silent house. 1

could never gquite believe it was there and that I had besm able teo
sppreciate it but soom that delight would cease. I ran inte the

o
=9

i
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- Digarette ends and stale smoke,

~ Beery hreath and long-dead fires,
- 3tieky plates and coffee mugs,

- Quiet housea, lonely nights
After the friendly chatter.

]
F
|
|

EXHATSTICN

Like s bhurning rim
Your eyelida sting,

Heavy with lashes doped in mleep;

Hanging curtain-1ike,
Flickers

Then droops

Jleep.

RUNNING DOWNHILL

A tentative step towards

Eternity
Lends to ~nother, surer,
Cuirker,
On
And an,
Downr

Until
You lonae control,
Plunging =i1d1ly shead,

Ontoe the grassy bank,

You imew it wns there all the time.

BEre worRE

BOREDOM

If you don't entertain me
I will be bored

¥ynelf

But your entertninment

Becomes trite when 1 don't listen.,
Who will entertain me now?

Por 1 am uneble to sntertain

WERLY PEROLD
8TD 9



% 1 was at last, in the waiting room of the Soyal Academy of Dance,

was somothing that I had dreamed of for years ms I'd clawed my way through
¥ sndlean exama, though mountains of supercilious dance instrucors
-ﬁ through countless exhausting clascen.

*Ihﬂhﬁthiu-uunrh:tuhmuWPrﬁ'rlmulftnrh-:rrl‘l‘.hnlﬁ
ordinary, sarthbound mortsl, My parents hated dance, they loathed the

. $den of my becoming a dancor, and it was only through sheer sirength of
vg. 1 that I had nenaged to frag myself through their stupid prejudices,
. wanted me to settle down and become of all things, & seoretary.

) 2 to me was the epitome of sll that I socorned and wished to svoid in
To begome s secretary meant that I would be tied to an ordinary
1ife;.. and for ms it was as if I would indesed be "chained to the
ritap, »

L]

i:

wan the only thing that allowed ms to sxpress myrmelf and that

) me to fling off the mantle of dull, bleak ordinariness that eloaked
Mﬂhﬂh& 1ife from whioh I sprang, and that allowed me to be
Fresdom of exprasion was sll important to me. It meant that
d the inaxprescible joy of cutting my own way through air, of
Bo » boundaries and mbove all, no links with the world, From which
£ mo to escape. That was what it reslly came powm to, the

hat the only time when I could escape the chained existence 1 so
‘wan when I exchanged this world for the cne where flighte of °

e amazingly, sagieally real.

 baok to reality with a start - it was ~lmost time for me to dance,
my testh and chewed my lips so I felt every sinew of my bedy
wyeryhelning nervousness, A feeling of horror and asnguish

.'. “.'ﬁl‘li-f.u no, thltwlhlnlmtlﬂﬂm,l'mlﬂm
' mhmlmt‘hltw

I got up end walked through the door into the famous
Ifuﬂthimufumkfnm.uﬂdlsﬂﬂ.nwﬂﬂr
ced, Ilmdﬂmnlnﬁmmttmrmﬂmmﬂn

'-ﬂ!huthttmldut. even have danced better,

't snough, I failed... once it was all over, there was not even
1imme ﬂ'h}ifﬂ'“. Ihad played my best cards and I had irre-
i loat.

.....

] ﬂql!l-tl#lllunn-. Trat reality has bound me to
a‘lﬁﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂlﬁlﬂ!ﬂn" ﬂmmﬂhmm

Catharine Shub
e 9






BET OF THE BEACH
Ti?ﬂ!ﬂlﬂﬂ of happy people seem to dissppear as the golden sun
Feepa slowly into his bed behind the mounteains. AI1 the 1ittle
milu bury themselver in the damp sand. Bipde sgtart to dive
9 the oryatal rlear water that lnps the shore with its tender
€. A Tish ecreeps out from under a protecting rock and goes
fit a plastie beg at the other side of the tidal pool,
Rt g hoetae glide neroas the sea heavily londed with Ffeliricus
1 st 'mlmllg hover like vultures =bove the boats wolting Tor
¥ @iscarded morsel. The clouds =kid arross the sky =nd a few

#Ar the quiet hum of the traffic, The ses =eems to sing a soft
; ponninting of surglea nnd splashes, to the sleepy run,
SYBEY now and then 1 can hesr shipe e=lling to ench nther =ith
thetr airens.

< Bl - the seaweed »nd the hancna skine left over from
#%0ple's lunch. The breere smells fresh and elightly sclty. There
r..;:_. smell of fish coming from the harbour.

ige ia almo slightly chilly as 1t wraps iterelf around my
3, like a shawl, 1 can feel my hair being turned over snd
Py like spnghetti in = pot. The woter washes my feet. Sand

‘%o jump at me, stinging my thighs,

1y th:t.in silenre an the sun wtd?inl fiesppenrs, leaving

* Moon to light up the night and to protect the world until

FIM DONNELLY
5TD. 6
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MY EIND OF MUSIC

There wea & time, long mgop when ihtu:rd no music, not the kind
ef music that I so loved. The music that I so deaperately wanted
to henr. My music was not forth coming. It seemed to have died
bomawhere, parhapa with so many of the fur=-loving people that died
that yesr snd the years that followed.

It was the year 1938, I was n Jew and lived in Cermsny. Unknown to
Be, my fate had already been decided, slong with many of my frisnds
aind family, fortunately I am still alive to tell the ts=le. So many
of us never returned,

K victim of bitter hate, herded like common animsls into cattlecars,
Prodded and poked we were loaded into those unhygdenic hell-holes.
Moved from ome cattle truck to another, from one stetion to another.
¥We tramped miles acroes vast empty landscspes. The bitter Siberian
winds whiprping at our frosenm torn bodies, ss their icy fingera gnawed
into cur bomes; the Nazis gnawed mt cur very scul, dreining us bit
By bit of every feeling of hope, until we were nothing more than the
nusbers we were each given.

There wes no bubbling, harpy-go-lucky irdividualsanymore. Like ghosts

doomed to wonder aimlesnly. 5o many of us msrched to cur deaths,
lia hintory book can ever hops to portray what it really was like, how

B0 many suffersd. The brave and strong died slowly. The weaker had
& gquicker escnape.

The first few days in the csmp were worse than the nights irn the

Battls trucks, our sathesses (if any) were floa infested. People

t 1ike vicious animels, tearing at esch other., That was

‘before Emms Kanenbkie arrived,

‘Bhe was o new inmate who st first seemed quiet and surprisingly
_"“"“h It's thanks to her that I and sc many others survived the

of those ywere Somsone wes heaving m fight, EEms was quietly

1istening to the conversstion. All of a sudden she lsughed, s good
¥hole-henrted row of laughter. Everyons stopped and looked at her.

4 fi- more started laughing until at lsst every person in that bunker
loughing, 211 fustration gurgled away, Like s sweet melody to
*ﬂ!-u.:. Eama had brought leughter beck irto cur lives, Its mound
"0 rich and pure and it echoed through the walls, After that, as
%u it seamn, at loast onoe a week we used to pit in a large
tupes with different peoples laughing at different times. To
to thase different laughn and tunes would csuse the bunker to
: something at a madhoune. OF course the guards didn't approve,
‘they wouldn't come into the bumker if they could halp it, as &t
© lice and flea infeated. I didn't care if they hesrd us or
had rediscovered the sound of lsughter, the nicest kind of
the whole world.

1
o

&F
3
3

music,

31D 9
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WORDS! WORDS! WORDS! I'M 50 SICK OF WORDS!

I am amsaulted by deafening noise and stale, smoke-filled air,
Mindless noise a few crasy peoples call music! Crashing notes and beata

and thumps provide the uniform background for a uniform party for
uniform people.

My eyes strain for viaibility through the hasy curtain. Hers and thers
1 am able to identify feces; mask-like faceas, In the cormsr I see
Baverly; shy quiet Bev; chatting wordlessly to an sdmiring group of
males, My god, Clare's hair looks like a beehive! And as for that
orange mini dress she's wearing.....

Bodiea gyrate endlesily, not hearing or earing sbout the musis, With
Datch Cournge, boys Tind themselvea chatting up eager wallflowers, who
shsorb every word that's spoken to them with wrapt attention,

The social bees flit in and out, gushing words of false sadmiration
wharaver they go; "Oh Tracey, what a simply gorgecus top that ia!
What have you done to your hair - it locks smazing! Stella, who is
that guy that vou've got with you? EHe looks totally divine!®

Words are flung about everywhere by everyone simcly for the sake of
ing moutha, No one listems, everyone talks. It doean't matter
t ona saya just am long an ons adda to the werbal chaos.

Neon lighta flash fanter and faater, ultra-violet rays pick up the
Wyriad colours: exagrerating and distorting. Painted faceas throw
worda at khe air; eagerly, hanstily, desaperately. The worda riss ahar-
Ply, but no ons listens, so they fall heck again, loat amoungst new,
rising words.

Bocial phrases are used and used and then umed agein, So this is how
2lichén are formed! Inadequaties are hidden, complexes and feelings
of inferiorily are buried deep below by the stream of worda that we
Bll gpeak, Worda are our defence,

Worda, words, words! I'm mo sick of words; but I couldn't survive
without them, Gould you?

Laanne Carlyla
5TD 9



WHERE HAVE ALL THE FLOWERS GONE?

Hs came home early from work, Wore sullen than usual, His large,
worn hands bhed taken the bowl of soup from her almost roughly. She
hsd sat and wetched him =a he drank the thiek, rich liguid, thinking
that it was perhaps all her fault. Then he had gone up to bed, with-
out a word. &5he wes left slone in the kitchen, with an empty soup-
bowl and his coat hanging on the door. The next morning he wes dead,

He had been n good man; he had never got drunk, or beat his wife.
He had loved her, FHe had not minded hard work or long hours the
thought of her had kept him to his tesk. He only smiled to his wife,
renewing the vowe of love between them. TYet, when he died, he had
left her wordless. 5She did not understand at first.

They hed 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 othera. They were dend now, their hasds
dropping aadly, brown and worn out. Lesvea, decaying, swirled in the
atreet before the rushing wind,

Sha wae dressed in black at the funeral. She had atood tearless ms
the coffin was lowered into the grave: then turned sway and wander-

od homewards. She had stood and stared at the dend roses and had
Plucked n withered petal. Inside an empty soup-bowl lay on the tsble.

That wind was colder than snyone could remember, The snow piled up
::f'ﬁ.u;mm th. ﬂﬂttm, m tﬁ'ﬂd wES uhﬂrt IJII- thi fiﬂiﬂﬂd
ad.

Th epring onme late., The rosd wea wet for many wesakn. The romes
remained 1ifeless. The villege women crossed themselves na thay
Pannad the ocottame.

The pummer 444 not bring the wersth. The wheat 414 not ripen in
the fields and the wind ntill blew, howling in sgony down the lame.

hﬂ Autumn 444 not bless the trees with mueh frult. The workmen
¥obdared whether they hed done something wrong.

BS: wan not a bad san, he had loved Nis wife. Whea he hed to leave
# ba could mot loat her ses how much 4t hurt him, She waited =l
Joar to underatand.

The came homs early from her work, hung her coat besides his, drenk
ber soup and left the bowl besidea him, and went up to bed.

The Togea outaide pever bloomed sgain,

Stephanie Dutkiewies
3D 9

€7



INSFIRED BY A PHOTOGRAFH

The world is outside,
1 am insids,
heaitantly waiting.
life's cternal magic
callas to me,

Hands grasp the window
of experience,

Dare I break down

the barriers

aet up by conventlon?®
I walt

preferring to observe
from the inside,

The sun is setting now.
Dare I break down

the barriars,

bafore conventionality

ghains me to =y ssat 7

EANHE CARLYLE
Btd 9
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IN THE RAIN

The moft, warm globules gently caressed my tingling skin, Drop affer
drop landed on my foreheud, and nose, and from there streamsd down my
face, scothing my nerves end washing oy esmotions with trangquillity.
Unconscioualy 1 yielded to ita wet embraces, forgetting cares and troubles
in the perfection of that moment. Time stood still as 1 willingly
aAbandoned myself to the beasuty surrounding me.

The gld man huddled in the cormer st the bus terminal; his hesd bent
and his shouldars hunched against the cold wind, What is he thinking
of, an he sita thers alore? Does he wonder when the sun will shine
Bgnin, when the warnth of summer will re—soter his life? Dosan't he
™alize that winter is & patural stage of life, and that after every
winter, & apring will come? 014 man, don't you know that old age is
Biot the end, that happiness can be found amidst your emotional turmonil?
You understand life sc much more clesrly now, 20 can't you scoept the
inevitable? If you could, you might re-discover the feeling of joy that
8tanding in the rain brings to you.

The woman hurried scross the strest, laden with parcels and bags and an

Wmbrellsa, Her face was harassed and worn, the make up smudged and

STeansd; her shoulders sagged wearily. Is she wondering what meal to
Irepare for her husband, whom she hardly ever sees, and her children,
Whom she rarely taliks to? Is she pentally trying to reorganize her daily
Schedule and is she wondering how she will ever fit her her bridge
S88aion in betweern her flower arranging olass and her photography

 Bolurses? Lastly, can't you stop for a moment and look arcund you? You
- Bight be quite surprised st what you see? Can't you see how you ars

Allienating yoursslf from your family? Lady, you are always looking
photographic subjects, so vhy den't you lock for imspiration right
- Look at that toddlsr sitting on the pavement, splashing the
Water in sheer delight, To him the rain represents fun ard laughter;
it's wet stuff that trickles down your shirt where it clings damply,
t i squelohy mtuff that drips into your shoes, whers it trickles
Around your toes and makes s wonderful squishy, shloopy sound and has

& Bushy feeling. To that little boy the rain is a laughing friend,

ks with him over how to attract mud into the house; it means
Youth wnd giggling inpccence. Why not photograph him? Why not capture
hﬁ“ fiood im black and white, forever immortaliszing the essence of

and rain, together®

Homwutly, fan't that what 1ife really is about? Through every stage

'-".I!'I-ll,I the rain reflecta our moods and inner feslinge. It is

Tlaxible and indisciminate. If you allow it to, the rain will take

g‘t and hold you in damp arss; it will wash over you gemtly. Lovingly.
you allow it to, it will be your companion and new source of lifwe,

‘!’,H sometime, it is simple. Just stand in the open and abandon

¥oUraelf to the sensstion of standing in the rainm...

LEANNE CARLYLE
&8TD.9






LEAVES 1N THE WIND

An ioy gust of October wind bowled past the muffled figure in the park, vhirl-
1 ing the dead brown leaves in & misterious ritusl dance glorifying the
winter, chanting a shrieking tune as it rattled around the benches and
ansaked botwoen the buttons of woollen overcoata. The woman atood
efect, like a dog catching a soent with her face uplifted to the wind
And her long brown hair flowing out from beneath thea woollen cap
drawn about her sars. She was alone in the centre of the tawny leaf-
- littered lawn whilst passers-by huddled desper into their scarves and
1.| Blutched at hats and skirts as the wind playfully tugged them along.
It made her think of her childhood, when she had coaxed her adored
-I'E' father to play in the wast sunny gardens of their country houss- in
¥ain, though, Tor har father was an austere man who had devoted himself
entirely to his business. Yes, her father was like those pecple in the
Park: reluctant to play, absorbed in a groy fruitless life,

o

'll-r.fl-n:q had always bosn a gay person, one whose child-love and zest for
1ife was unaffected by disillusionsent. Ihe had the ability to turn
iy situstion; any simple action, into A& game to be savoured, remembared.

_ Yes, in her gquiet hours, Hajory was reflective, naver bitter in her
thoughts towards the mother who had sbandoned her father in preference
of a younger, livelier husband or towards the father who was unable to
€ive her the time and love she so deaperantely neaded. Many would have

- ealled her naive, but Majory's keen perception belied thes half-truth.

It was just that she had retained the fundamental olarity of vision and

tncluttered, simple enjoynent of 1ife which even children lost as they

 Batured, Marjory thought she was lucky.

An glderly man, stooping slightly, as though he carried a heavy weight
o0 his shoulders, yet tall snd proud, walked along the paved pathway of
the park,; with long,; brisk, silsnt atrides., He was Duncan, hard to love
- And hard to live with, and his pain wam not being able to communicats,
for a1l the eloquence of his perfect English, The small frown on his

face showed concern, but wes in reality s reflection of his immer
Sbguish at not having the ability to speak to his daughter, to give her
that which she most neede, which he longed to give her.

hﬂ the middle of the lawn, Majory saw him, The kean pleasure, like a

Warm amile inside her, overflowed onto her face and she plucked off her o
®ap and waved it above her head to her father. That innccent gesture
;:w itself on Duncan's memory. It was so typleal of hes radisnt, loving
faughter, Uncharactsristioally Duncan dropped his briefcase and ran to

-hl'. the golden-brown leaves toning and churning at his feet as his heart
%ore free und flew to his daughter,

WENDY FEROLD
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SUFFOCATION

I wan squashed against the window-pane in a smoke-filled carriage.
The huge, heavy trein bore down into the walley below. It was
raining. I hed not noticed. The paving landscape slipped away into
tho night. Fat drops of rain trickled down the panes, leaving
spidery trails behind them. A big, apricot moon raced alongside ua.
In the scant light of the atara I could see a atrange world flashing
past. A big woman, bleary-eyed, talked raucously on and on in the
evar-filled carriage. OShe had them all listening to her. Except me.
It wan 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 1 lived, or rather, where 1 had lived
until then. Tho past wesks were & black atain on my mind, filled with
viaits every day to the could hoapital. Every day 1 left with the same
slck feeling. My mother had plesded ssch 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. &he had lain in & horrible cold bed with cardboard
sheets surrounded by white irom bars and beds, rows and rows of beds, all
heaped with sick old women and tubess and ugly medioal things. Sha had
hated it 80 much and it made me ery. And yesterday she had died; so0

I left the hoaspital for the last time.

In the train, 1 felt as though I was still at home, which 1 had now left.
They had felt it was right to send me away for good, now that Mother was
dead. They bad all beun there yesterdsy, my aunts; my cousins, my
brothera and sisters. And they all said the sume thing, how sad it was
that ouch a kind,; besutiful woman should die mo soon; and what a brave
1ittle girl 1 was to take 1t ao wall. I ocould not stamd it. Thay
streamed through the smoke-filled lounge and into the stesm-filled
kitchen nll eating and talking and smoking and erying. Suitcasss blocked
up the hall and men in black clothes stood around in every room. I could
not breaths and soon 1 wanted to go.

And back in the train; the same bleary-eyed woman was gquiet and was
watching ms. My throat constricted as I stared back at her unfriemdly,
ugly face, and 1 wanted to get off, but the further away we moved in those
awkward, olanking movements of the train, the less cloistered I felt.

My grandmother set me at the little station whare nhe lived and I

stepped off the train, blinking curicualy at a new mun-suffused world.
Around me, great red clods of ploughed soil showed fresh and tumbling,
like & choppy red sea. As we wolked along the huge expanse of field, it
wan that hushed and listening hour. The birda sent long sad calls from
trea to trea and all the colours of earth and sky and leaf were deap and
golden. The sun was a foreign sun and the wind spoke a strange langusge,
but I would never have to return to the eloister of my home town, to those
stuffy people and the suffocation of life there.

ELIZABETH BAKER
ST0 10



TAlR LI-AERN

If you leave the main road after Gadswold, and follow the small road
beatwesn sheep=filled fields and soft undulating hills, you will arrive
in the village of li-aern. With the craggy hille around it and above
the jmmense arc of sky, ILi-aern seems to be shut off from the world.

A slow-moving, quiet willage with so few psople that you gtand out
as o stranger. If you stopped at the little tea-room and asked the
wrinkled grey=-haired lady inoide the way to Tair [l-sern, she will
saile sweetly and walk with you to the beginning of the path. Then,
if you elimb this path above the village, you will enter a green
wood: The smell of sweest vegetation hange like o haze over the treesa.
Rabbits and mice crouch unseen as you pass and birds will sing. If
it is Summer, the ground will be carpeted in {lowers and dark red
berries will hang heavily on bushes. As the green encloses you, you
will feel that you are entering another age- an age lost to the
pezory of man; thick with the sense of mystery.

Then the trees will thin and a great mosa-covered wall will appear
before you. You will have reached Tair Ii-sern, the last castle of
the old, forgotten earth, which lies in ruins now. Clamber through
a erumbling bremch in the wall and stand entranced, for tair Li-asrn
is beantiful in its glory and strength. Grass has grown whem the
great halls and ngrridur::I;z:r- many & noble foot has trod, Ferns
eling to the silver-grey stones and moss hangs in soft damp masses.
The sun breaks through the trees and sheds drugging rays of light
cver the apncient rulns, Tired [rom your walk you wilill sit in the
chade of one crumbling wall and stare in wonder about you.

But, eleepy from the sun you might fall under the deep magic that
hangs over Tair li-aern. Then, perhaps, the walls will grow again
and the sound of singing will reach your ears, You will start, a
cobbled courtyard will atretch before you and, maybe, one or two
noble horses will smort in the shade. You will look to see the
paraon who sings so0 sweetly, and you will see Frincess Fhea above
¥ou, on a balcony, beckoning toc you.

Bun up the stalrs to where she stands, 5She will smile at you and
take your hand in friendship..3he is slender, dressed in & ,...

cont.eee



«sslong white 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, will lead you through the old high-
cellinged corridors. Richly coloured tapestries hang on the walls
with tales of wild huntn, buattles and feasts woven into them. But
you can not atop to look at them, for Frincess Hhea leads you to
the great hall. Tou will lean over the balastrades, loocking down

to ~hera a few knlghts will stand around the wise white=halred king,
wWho site on & carved wooden chalr under a red and pgold canopy. He
will lock up and sees his daughter, and cmile. Rhea wiil smile toe,
then taking your hand again, will run cut into the sunshine. She
Will take wyou to the stable, where she wlll show you her favourite
‘horse, Windeve. 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.
Fhea will pluck peaches and strawberries and give them to you to eat,
Then you will ait on a stona banch, staring into the pond where the
gold fishea drift undsr the clear surface and a white swan will
ripple the purface as she draws close.

hnd whea will grow cilent as she stares into the water., For she can
tven then seo her tradgedy, for her death will be imminent., And her
father will follow her, dying of grief. iAnd the old earth will die

- and Tair [d-aern will crumble. But Rhea will turn te you again,

laughing.

The stars will cling to the deep blue sky and the gold acenm will
rise above the ruined walls. You will wake amcng the sweet, damp
 Brass and rise, thoughtful, and leave Tair Li-aerm.

STEFHANIE DUTKIEWICZ
8TD.9
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CF DIE S0LDER

Die deur het eers mooilik copgogean, Daar was lanklaas lemand op die
golder gevees en die slot was styfgerces. Hier bo het dis hitte wan
gaventig somera en die stofl van mewentlg Jaar versamel; en die lug wes
dik, eooa n vlceistof wal om my geborrel het toe ek oor die drumpel
trea. [Me lig wen % pagte grys kleur wat deur dis plafon gedring het
en deur die skrefiss in die dek het die hande dagliy sooe blink messs
geakyn. Erens in die stemerige solder het refn met 't dowwe, drod
geluid op die houtplafon gedrup. Hisr he was dsar geen van dis herfa-
refin-varsheid nie, net % sengeel wan die huis se varlade, sswentig
poners e&n sewentis wintera, dis harinmeringe van die dris gealsgte,

Stndigaan het oy off nan die dowwe lig gewoond gersak. COu =meubels wes
teen die kante van die soclder opgestapel. Daar was n gevlekke ou
stean spiefl en twee ultgedroode gekraskte kombuisstoels langs T
reistommel wat nie heoltemal tospemenk wam nie. Stukke materisal het
stofbedek uitgesteek en verhoed dnt hy to gean. Nuuskierig het ek
nader gegnan, Under my voete het die planke geluig en gekreun. Ek
het & onredelike gevoel van agting gehad vir die ou hout wat sewentiyg
jaar lank op die bekmopte solder gell het: ek wan jammer omdat ek
daarop moss trap.

Dis deksel van dis trommsl wes awaar, en my vingers het merke in die
stoflang gelaat. Binne-in dis tro=mel was ou kleare, wonderbasrlik
ntofery on netjles gepak. ' Ligrooa rok het my aandag getrek. Bk
het dit uitgehall en voor die spiefl gehou, Dit was lank, met &
holl krasg #n 'n wye gordel. Dit was ' mooi rok, maar hartsser. Ek
kon nie o hoskom nie, maar ek het % knop in oy keel gekry toe ek
dit in die geveslte spiell sien, met die meisie se bleek gealggie en
lang, bruin hare dsarbo weersple¥l. Ek het omgedrsai en op & ou
tafel n foto opgemsrk. Dit was % portret van % jong meisie in %
ligkleurige rok. Op hasr gesig was ' afgetrokke blik, asof sy

glad nie van die kamera bowus wes nie. Oeleidelik het herinneringe
uit die verlede na dis oppervliak van =y gehsus gekom, herinneringe
man n ou dese, stil en mool, wat haar kleirkind haar foto uys;

n foto van 'n dromerige jong meisie in die rok wat sk vasgehou hat.
En dsardie middag is sy dood, Met kous hande en % swear gemoed

het ek dies sclderdeur agter my gesluit.

WENDY PEROLD
STD 9
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LOGBESOEDELING IN EN OM ONE STEDE
EN WAT DAAROMTRENT GEDOEN KAN WORD.

Lugbessoedeling is " bais dringende probleem im die wleld, manr veral
in Buid-Afriks. Dit is omdst omns baie imdustrille stede het ea ook
" groot lamdbougemesmtakap. Die resultaat is dat Suid-Afrika ™
baie erg probleem vam lugbesoedeling het en dat die probleem mo gou
moontlik opgelos moet word, voordat Suid-Afrikasers daaromder gaam
1y om besmette Ilug im te asem.

Lugbescedeling wat vam fabrieke kom, kan voorkom word as mense mear
geld spandesr om beter em skomer metodes te gebruik om vam dis roeok
wat by dies pype em torimge uitborrel omtslas te rask. Hulle kam ge~
sofintikesrds filtresrders in die torings sit sodat die rook goed
gefiltresr kam word voordat dit im die lug vrygelaat word. Dit sal
mesT kos, maar dis lug sal slkonar wees sonder die lelike, swart rook
wat uit die fabrieke se torings kom. Hulls kam ook sekers chemilmlied
gebruik wat die rook in die torimgs kap skoommaak voordat dit toe-
gelant word om im die lug te gaan.

Lugbesosdeling om ona stede im ook erg omdat boere besmestingstowwe
gebruik wat hulle uit vliegtuie sproei. Dit is " baie goele manier
om die grond te bevrug em ook om siektes aanm die plante te voorkom.
Hulle sproei ook gifwiddels om lastige insekts dood te mank wat skade
doen aan die plante ean dis landerye vol koring. Al Bierdie middels
basmet ons lug en dit kam voorkom word as die bosre metodes gebruik
wat stadiger is, msar beter san skoner vir ons is. Hulle kan trekkers
gebruik om die bemestingstowws im die gromd im te ploeg sodat dit
desglik in is en dus goed sal werk. Die gifsiddels kan hulle ook
imploeg of dit rondom die plant gooi sodat dit die imsekte op die
grond sal doodmask. Hulle kan ook gifmiddsls maank wat m vliosistafl
is en dit dam oor die plante verf sodat dit dis vlie¥nde imsekte sal
doodmaak. Dit sal harder werk kos en seer arbeiders, ssar hosvesl
beter sal dit nie vir oms wees nie.

Dit im dis twee ergete ocorsake van lugbesoedeling im Suld-Afriks in
en on ons stede. Die swart, borrelende rook wat dsagliks van ons
fabrieke im die lug wul em ook die chemikalie¥ wat cor oms landerye
gesproei word, moet be¥indig word. Daar is sltermatiewe metodes wat
mpebruik kam word om die probleem op te los.

SONYA BESTER
Btd 10



JEANIE MBT DIE DOMKERELOU O

Dit was herfa. Die hele vallel was in verakillende skekerings wan bruin
en geel geklee. Daar wos nog ™ bandjievel swaeltjies wat nog nie die lang
tog na die noorde aangepak het nie. Ek het verby die winkeltjie wan mar.
S8mith geloop en toe by een van die strate afgedraai e&n in die rigting van
ons huis geloop. Toe het ek heaar geaien.

Sy was 1 klein "stukkie"™ mens wat op die vasl sypeaadjie gesit het. Wir
my het sy omtrent elf jear gelyk. Ek het hasr nog oooit in one wvalled
gewsar nie en het toe germai dat hulle eers daardie dag by een van die
huise ingetrek het. Haar donker hare het wild om haar gesig gekrul en
bhaar val was so Wit en glad soos b lelis, masr die opvallendste ding
aan haar hele liggasmpie was hasr groot, donkerblou o¥. Hulle was soos
groot, donker poele wasnrvan 1 mens nie die bodem kon sien mie.

Ek het haar vriendelik gegroet, msar sy het nie geantwoord nie eo net
aangehou om in die verte te staar. Ek het weer probeer, maar dit het
gean uitwerking op hear gehad nie. Toe gaan ek huis toe, mesar daardie
geaiggie was nog baie helder in my geheue. Ek het sy ma van haar vertel,
en sy het gead dat hulle nuut was op die dorp. Sy het my ock vertel dat
hulle dogtertjie se naam Jeanie ia.

" Puar dae later, het ek wear op hanr afgekom, maar die keer was sy nie
allesn nie. Daar was 0 ssuntjie by haar, wat besig was om slbastera te
tel. Kk hot nader geataan en n paar lekkers uit my sak gehasl en wou
dit vir haar gee. Sy het na my gekyk en ek het vir die eerste keer die
le# uitdruldking op haar gesig opgemerk. Toe apring die seuntjie skielik
op en 68 vir my hesltemanal gesond gelyk en sk het gewonder wasrom hy ao
sé. Op dasrdie comblik het % wrou, Jeanie se ma, te voorskyn gekom.

Sy het my toe gesd dat ek liswer nie met Jeanie most prast nie omdat sy
geestelik verateurd is.

Ek was diep geskok. Ek kon nie begryp hoe so © pragtige kind geestelik
varatourd kon wees nie. Dit het die "lee" uiltdrukking op bhaar gesig
verduldelik.

Jeanie en haar geain was © jsar in die vallel tuim. Ek het hulle nooit
bater lear ken nie en ek het altyd gewonder wat Jeanie dink as sy
droomverlore op die sypaadjie eit. HNiskien was sy gelukkig in hear eie
wireld. Tos daardie Jjaar om was, het hulle sonder n woord die wvallel
verlant, maar ok sal Jeanie met die donkerblou o nooit vergest nise.

JAHANARA WILLIAMS
3TD 8
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LIEWER BANG JAN AS DOOIE JAN

Vandag is dit die 2Bste Julise. Ek dink man daardie dag, presisa m
jaar gelede, toes ek nog in die le®r was. Ek was in Port Elizabeth
gestapionesr. OGelukkig was 'n paar van my maats ook daar gestasionser.
Ons het ons gesinne ses masnde nie gesien nie en toe het ons m kans
gekry on die naweek Kaspstad tos te gaan. Ons het gewest dat sean van
dis militere vliegtuiles die Vrydag Kaapstad tos moes gnan en dat dit
dis naweek damr moes bly en dan sou dit dis Haandagoggend terugkowm.

Ona het toestemming ontvang om as passasiers in die vliegtuig te gamn.
My saste was in dis wolke, maar ek was nie so seker nie. Ek het na
dis venster tos gegann, &n ok kon sien dat alles opgebou het na 'n
groot storm. Terwyl ek na die yelike swart, stormwolke gestanr het,
het ek n voorgevmoel van dreigende onheil ervasr. Op daardie comblik
het sk bealuit om nies te gasn nis.

My vriende het gedink dat ek mal wvas en het gest dat ek bang en dom
was. Ek het geweier om van besluit te werander. Ek was seker dat
vliegtuigrit onder hierdie ocmstandighede baie gevaarlik sou wees. Ek
Het my bes gedoen om hulle te ontmoedig, mamr hulle bhet net vir my

gelag en gesd dat ok te versigtig waas.

Daardie nag het n groot storm uitgebreek. Die volgende oggend het ek
in die koerant gelles dat die vliiegtuig geval het. Al my vriende waa
dood.

Mense het my altyd ocor my ingewortelde wersigtigheid gespot, maar dit
was dis ding wat my lews gered het.

CATHRINE EHUB .
Etd 9
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'n SOMERAAND OF DIE STRAND

Een pomerasnd was dit verskriklik wars. Ek kon nle asn dis slaap
raak pnie op hat tos bealuit em op die mtrand te gaan stap. Ek het
soetjies uit die huls gekruip en vinnlg strand tos gestap.

Fie maan was goudgeel en het weerspie¥l op die ses. Dit het net

gooBa B stk kass gelyk. Bo my kop het ek dis sterretjien heldar

eien gloei, hulle het soos vuurvliegies gelyk. [He lug was pikewart
an ek kon die sterretjies helder sien. Die sand het soom goud gelyk
wanr die masn geakyn het. Ide see was bale kalm en ek kon die brandera
duidelik hoor toe hulle gebreek het. Ek kon % skip kilometers wver
voor anker sien 18. Die akip se liggies het amper soocs die sterretjies
gelyk. Hk het n paar seevoSla hoor skree, maar daarna was dit weer
stilte. Bk het ook twee asevolils, wat seker kos gescsk het, laag

sisn vlieg; maar tevergeeis. Ek het stadig gean sit en gedink. Ek
dink altyd beter as ek by die wee sit en duar stilte is. Die aand

was koel onder my bene an &k het bale rustigx gevoel. Ek kon nis lank
ait nie en het gou wear opgestaan om in dis water te spesl. Die kous
water het gevoel asof dit in my woate inbyt. Kk het gegril toe die
kous water asggies oor my voets gerol hst. fk het eera stadig geloop
in die water, toe het sk 'n pusar tree gedraf en toe het ek op my vinnig-
ste gehardloop. Dit was T heerlike gevoel tos die water agter my bene
skop en toe die windjie sagmiea deur my hare trek. Ek het omtrent
honderd meter gehardloop en toe weer terruggedraai huis toe.

Danrdie sand het ak rustiz gaan slaap.

."I



TOE EX OMKYK, STAAN HY AGTER MY

Toe ek omkyk, staan hy agter my, die man met die swart hare en

n groen pak. 'n Skerp gevoel het deur my getrek, asof ek vinnig
yakous lug ingeasem hat. Hy was agter my, met sy skrefiss-o¥

en lang hande wat gelyk het asof hulle amn my keel wou gryp en druk.
Die mense het om my gewoel waar ek in die midel van die sypaadjie
gestaan het. GEomwiges het verbygestoot, ander het gevloek. HNee, ek
kon nie daar bly nie. Al wvas daar mense, kon hulle my nie help nie.
Die afskuwelike man en sy aaklige hande was nog agter my. Ek moes
stasis tos gamn.

Vinnig het ek dies straat af gelocop terwyl sk kort-kort agter my kyk,
my of vinnig beaig om in die gewoel n liggroen pak uit te scek. 'n
Liggroen pak of daardie lang hande. Nog net drie minute, drie kort
minute, voordat sk by dies atasis sou mankom. MHear ek was verkeerd:
dit was dris lang minute. Hy oFf het begin brand en my keel was droog,
ek het vinniger en vinniger gestap totdat ek amper gehardloop het. In
my are het vourwarm bloed geloop en n deurdringende koue het my brein
verlas. Hoe vinniger ek gehardloop het, bos mesr het ek agter my ge-
kyk; sn hos mesr sk agter my gekyk het, hos minder het ek van dasrdie
liggans, daardis hande gebou. Dit was asof hy my hele voorbestaan
beadrieg hat.

Dis stasies 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 dasrdie man,dasrdie hande. Ek het met n ys-
like woede, amper so erg soosm my vrees en afsku, tussen die laaste
stadige mense ingekruip en met yskous hande san die deur van die trein
vasgebhou. Uiteindelik was ek binne en hy buite, daar onder my waar ek
by die venster gestaan het. Stadig, baie stadig,; scos n droom; het die
trein weggetrek. Hy het in my of gekyk, sy hand in die lug gestesk en
gowaai. Toe die glimlag sy o¥ bereik, het ek opgelet dat hulle die-
selfde kleur as sy liggroenm pak was, en ak het gelag.

WENDY PERCLD
8td 9



OF DIE SOLDER

¥Yir my is die relindas in die Earoo nog altyd die lekkerste lekker.
My ouma &n oupa het daar grootgeword, en hulle ouma en oupa ook &m
daarom i8 dit so lekker om im die groot wit huis met sy geklsurde
Elasvenstera te oit en dink aan dis oudae, an hoe dit moes gawees
bhet om in deerdie das te lewa. [dit wanm op o 'n dag dat ek besluit
hat om ' bletjie op die sclder te gasn rondanuffel...

Kraak, krask het die scldertrappies gegaan soos ek versigtig een
voat voor die ander gesit het, sm die trapples ultgeklim het. Bo
was dit donker en die solderdeur was toe, maar met % klein bistjie
ven my oorvligpedige lyfgewig, vwas dit maklik om dit oop te stamp.
Binne-in was van di® wearuit net ' kind se drome bestsam: groot
Eiste, ou boeke met leer gebind en lang dansarckke wat lankal deur
motte ontdek im. HMaar in die hoek was n groot kis wvan donker houd
on yater gemaank, en voorop was Juliette Anne Faul geskrmyT - ou =
Cums se kis.

An kind het ok baie dme by ou-ouma se voete deurgebring em sy het
my vartsl van die lang reise vasrop sy en ou-pupa geguan het. FNog
in haar laaste paar jaar wam sy vel van die lewenslus en avontuurlus
wat albeide ay en hasar san beslt het. Hulle het die hele wlreld
platgersis. 3y het my vertel van die dae wat hulle op die ses in
dis Queen Mary deurgebring het, en hoe hulle altyd dieselfde kajuit
goicias het, on hoe kulle in die masnlig op dis dek gedanns het, ean
hoe altyd na die skeepakaptein se tafel vir ete gencoi is; an

toe het haar off daardie glinstersnde glans in hulle gekry, en dan
het ons opgehou want sy ket aan ou-ocupa gedink, an die tye wai
hulle naam gehad hat...

Langs die kis het die ou boeke gell, dik met mtof bedek. Mot die
punt van my sakdoeikis het ek dit afgeves en dearcop in gous letters
wEl Antionatts Haatrios Faul geskryl - my ma. Binne=in was al my
Ea e bBaba-foto's, haar peboorte dag, haar esarste tand, haar eerate
ponie. Ek het die trane in my o voel opwel, want ek het san my
eie baba-foto's gedink en voor my amper n beeld van myselfl gealen.
En toe het ek op ' foto van Sara afgekom: OSars, die een wat vir my
gosory het, die een wat vir ay van die tokkoolosch vertel het, die
son wat my getroom het toe my wit muim dood gegman het. Liewe
Sars... Sara vas my ma s¢ ala, sy was akass sewe tos 8y my ma an
Sare groot gevord nsam het my ouma vir hulle geleer, an tos my ma
getrou het, was Juara saam en toe sk gebore is, het sy my geliafkoos
moom ay haar &is kind sou.

Lank ket ok daar gesit on droom van die ou das, die dee tos 'n mena
tyd gehad het om mlles te deen, die dae toe tyd vir jou gewag het.

JULITENRE WALEER
5TD 10






n BESOEK AAN 'n MINDER BEXKENDE DEKL VAN ONS LAND; RICHMOND

Eers wias my msats nie so ingenome met die plun nie. "“Ag neel" het
hulle gesl "Hichmond, ons het nog nie eers daarvan gehoor nie, en
nou wil jy b dat ons one vakansie moet prysgee om saam met jou
hierdie plek te gnan besocek, jy ie mos mooi laf!™ Dit bet =y dae
van socipraat gekos, voordat ek bulle kon ocorreed om saam mat =5
dis Karoo in te gsan.

Fikewart en bais vroeg,(die steenkool-enjin het & groot lawasi ge-
mank , en daarom kon ons nie slaap nie) het ons by Merrimsn-stasis
afgeklim. Merriman is wel op die landkaart, maar wearom weet ek niej
dis net n strasitjie met “"bosaiswlreld® daarom,

Ky oom hulle boer net buite Richmond, maar hulle het ock n dorps-
buie op Hichmond, en ona het besluit dat ons die esrste week in die
huis sou bly sodat ona Richmond en sy mense kon leer ken. [Ha n
groot huis met hol plafonne, wat dit net weer spockagtig lasat lyk.
My maats het amper omgekeer toe ek hulls van die huis se apock
vertel het en het dit moeilik gevind om dsardie nag aan die slasp te
r.'.'kl--ll'

Die volgende dag wes ons gereed om die dorple goed deur te kyk. Usar
was net een hoofetreat, drie winkels: "Du Plesasis sn Seun", "Urtsl

en Seun" en "Houx en Seun”, n N.G. Kerk, h magistrastakantoor, T

bank en twee hotells, "lie Grand® en "Ide Belsona®, My tante het ona
vertel dat die hotelle altyd wol is. Die mense van nabygeled plase
kom dikwels in dorp toe, wir % bietjie kuier en dan sien hulle nooit
kanes vir die lang ryery buis toe nie, en daarom slaap hulle sommer in
die hotel, en vertrek die volgende oggend huis toe. Een ou ocompie het
somuer § permanente kamer daar bespreek. Hy kom elke nawsek dorp toe
vir o bdetjie jol. Hy is glo 'n “"regular”,

Richmond is propvol interessanthede, Dle hulsles veral, is van groot
historiese waarde., OSomuige is al meer as 't honderd en vyftig jaar oud,
maar pragtlg versorg. Wat ek nou regtig interessant gevind het, was

die klein watershuisies wat padlangs loop. Elkeen in Richmond het sy
witer dag, en dan maak hy sy sluiasie oop en die water mmak ay tuln nat.
'n Hena koop nocit groente nle, dis wos wsarom die tuine dasr is. Een
ou tante met haar plooigeaiggie en grys hare het vir my vertel van

die keer toe die Koning op De Aar sangekom het. (De Aar is net buite
Richmond) sn die magistrast het haar gevra of sy nie van haar bredie sou
sank nie, want hy was seker dat die Koning honger sou weea, Na al
hierdie jare het sy dit nog nie vergeet nie, en haar ogiss het geglinster
goos sy my dearvan vertel het.

Januarie ia Skou-tyd. Die skou is een wvan dis grootstes in dis Karoo
en Hichmond is die hoofsentrum van die Amerikaanse Sanlperdvereniging.
DMe skou is die lsaste naweek in Januarie, eén op die Vrydag pronk dias
boeres sc n bietjie met hulle akouperde. Ferdetslers kom van oral por
die land om hierdie skou by te woon. Op die skoudans word die akou-
koningin gekroon en dan laat wasi nlmal. Dis nou wir jou 'n partyt jie.
De langarm, sakkie-silkikie en "two-step®, alles bymekanr gegooi, die
Afrikaner is mos plesierig...

Ek hoef nou nie meer my masts te smeek om saam Richmond toe te gean
nie, hulle smeek nou vir my om ssam te mAg goAn...

JULIENNE wALKER
Std 10
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LATIN

EXTRACT FROM: C.PLINIGS' LETTER TO APOLLINARUS

amcium me et inguietum habet petitio Sexti Eruci mei. ndficif cura
et, quam pro me scllicitudinem non mdii, quasi pro me alterc patior;
et nlioqui meus pudor, mea existimatio, mea dignitas in discrimen
adducitur, ego Sexto latum clvum a Caesare nostro, ego quaesturam
impetravli; mea suffragio pervenit ad iuws tribunatus petendi, gquem
aisi obtinet insenatu, vereor ne decenissi Cassarem videar,

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

esae princepe mihi credidit, quae causa si studium meum non incitaret,
adiutum tamen cuperem iuvenem probissimum gravissimum eruditissimum,
amnl denique laude dignissimum, et guidem cum teta damo,

I'ranolation: The candidature of my friend Sextus Ericus, makes me
anxious and uneasy- I am moved by worry and the concers which I
have not subjected myself to on my own behalf, I am now enduring
in reapect to another person, as if it were for myself and bealden

2y betur, my reputation and my rank are brought to the test. I am
the one who gained by request the broad stripe of senatorial rank
for Sextus from our Emperor, I am the one who gained quaestorship
for him,with my political support he reached the right of seeking
the affice of tribunship, and if he does not obtain this in the
senate I fear lest I should seom to have deceived the Emperor,

Aind so, 1 must endeavor so that everyone may regard him to bes such
a parson as the Emperor believed me that he is,

And if this reason did not move my zeal, I would nevertheless wish
to help a young man who is so excellent, so very serious and so
well educated, in short, so worthy of all praise and indeed he is
such together with his whole family,

LIBA BATLEY
8TD. 9



FRENCH

VOUS ETES CHOISI POUR FAIRE VISITER VOTHE PROVINCE A TN
GROUPE DE JOURNALISTES FRANCAIS: QUEL EST VOTRE “ROCRAM?

Le Cap eat un payvs varie st on peut meme dire de contrastea- o'est
une province de riches et de pauvres, de beauteé et de laidsur et
81 on doit Taire visiter notre provinee s un groupe de jﬂurnﬂligtgu,

il faut leur montrer tous ces aspects pour mieux le voir dans =son
comtexte,

Peut-etre l'aspect le plus attirant, e'est la nature diverne du
province, pour exemple les hautes montagnes, les plaines, les
plages ensoleillées et meme les pistes de ski- tout cela ot plus
se trouve su Cap. Pour cette raison il Taut leur montrer nns
montagnes gul constituent l'unm des plus bemux spectacles du monde-
eteat la montagne de 1la Tabhle. Naturellement cela doit etre la
premiéra attraction touristigue du Cap mais on doit la visiter

la nult, parce gu'elle ressemble A un royaume de fées,

A Cap, ¢'est motre cote oui continue d'sttirer le plus des vac-
anciers. (n ¥ trouve un clel toujour bleu, une mer chaude et un
soleil eclatant et naturellement nous voulons pnsser dee heures
sur les plages et voysger sutour de la cote. Encore i1 ¥y n des
contr=ates de la cote et 11 fraut leur montrer notre cite ai de-
vulmppéa et d'autre part al sauvege. La Pointe du Cap: volel le
bout de notre province gui ent en méme tempas 1'extremite de

1'Afrique. C'eat une région smuvage et ravissante balayée par

les vents et battue par l'ocfan. Om y trouve 2 la fois des animsux
variés,

C'sst encore intéremsant de visiter la ville du Cap svec les
nouvesux et vieux batiments et les magasins ocu l'on pent faire
lea courses pendant qﬁnlqueu jouras. On veut visiter surtout nos
centre artistigue et culturelles comme le théatre ou le musee du
Cap. Apréa avoir vu le centre de la ville et la riche région
{ndustrielle ou =e trouve Koeberg- une figiun venters et inhospit-
nliére- je voudrsias leur falre voir 1'interieur du Cap.

eont. ...



Elle offre au voyageur la frolcheur de ses chemina bordés de
hales et d'arbres et le plttoresgue de mes maisons de compagne.
Par sxemple, Stellenbosch ou se situe notre région vinieole- elle
e présente comme la plus riche des regions agricoles dw Cap. On
¥y peut faire la dégustﬁtinn de nos vins celebre. C'est suasi dans
ce paysage ou les journalirtes peuvent voir les petites tachen
blanches oul indigquent les villages des paysans. D'sutre part,

i1 faut leur montrer les opuartiera pauvres et misérable ainsi
que lea rigiunu arides,

lprﬁu les avoir promenés tout sutour du Cap, j'unparn gue les
imprihalnnﬂ gu'il garderont seront favorshlea, et gu'il voudraient
agréer avee moi que c'est un pays splendide dans leguel le nombre
de touristes gui séjournent mugmente coneidérablement crhansue année,

ELIZABETH BAKER
5TD. X0



JOURNEE D*HIVER

L'automne a passé aver sea ecouleurs vives. Pendsnt la mit, la

neige est tombée,

Le petit garcon sa'est levé de bonne heure, 11 8'est enveloppé
dans un pardessus et une acharpe. 11 est sortl dane le monde
hlane., Le soleil se levait. lLes montagne devant lul eteient
roses et violettes., Le petit garcon s monte la rolline derriere
la maison avec aa luge.

Em haut de la collime 11 a hesite et i1 a regarde le paysage
devant lui. 11 y avait une nappe blanche sur tout. Au-dessus
de 1la maisom montait la fumée grise qu! a salué au nouvesu
Jour. Les arbres noirs se dressaient courageusement dans l1a
premiére lumiere, nu sauf pour la neige.

Le petit gargon a gliaui en bas de 1la colline sur sa luge.
L'air froid a battu son viaage. Le sang montait a ses joues.
Ses yeux atmient elairs avec l'smotion et 11 riait.

Au fond de la colline la luge m'est arretee. Le petit garcon
ent tombé dans la neige douce. Riant le gargon s'est levé et
i1 a couru & la manison chaude pour trouver son petit dejeuner.

STEPHANIE DUTKIEWICT
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