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Cover

Very nice.
inviting.

Attractive colour and clever design, bold and

Presentation

Lay-out pleas~ntly varied but the overall appearance less
crisp than one would wish for. The numbering of the pages,

for example, could have been neater. There shDNfrd~also be
as few errors as possible in the body of the work.

Club reports

Lively in tone, conveying a pleasing spirit and enthusiasm,
but there did not seem to be very many reports or details in
comparison with the other houses.

Illustrations

Intelligently distributed and pleasantly varied. I liked
the figure studies on page 13 and 30 which contrasted
interestingly with the skilful, more stylized page 23.
Mounts hád been carefully chosen to enhance the studies.

Articles, Stories and Poetry

The mingling of prose and poetry has the effect of keeping
the reader alert and interested.

'The Descent' was effective, as were also several of the
very brief poems and comments. G. Frater can make especially
pithy observations.

The writing generally was fresh and pleasantly varied .
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nWe started with nothing; but have been holding our

own ever since"

A19th Century

Tory Polititian.



EDITORS COWt'IENT

Well, here we are, nearly at the end of 1974, and a very
sucessful year it has been for Rolt. This magazine is an
effort to compile a record of our achievements and to capture
the enthusiasm and happiness with which we work together.

Editoring it has not been an easy task, and we would like
to thank all who contributed and assisted us for making it
somewhat easier.

)
The magazine speaks for itself �������

The Editors
J. Frater & D.Gl1risch'.

Our thanks to:

Typist: Tjitske Post
Assistant Typïsts: Margot McLachlan & Suzette Anderson
Cover Designer: Mary~Ann Slingsb~
Art Editor: Erica Prain.
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ROL T

HOUSE MISTRESS'S REPORT

The Magazine Committee has asked for comment on House-spirit
and achievements. The latter are detailed in the House
PrefeQts report. and indicate that Rolt girls are still stri~ing'
for and aohd evf.nghigh standards in wor-kand in spor-t.,

We were very fortunate in having Fiona McLachlan and her well-
organised assist.iê:pt~~19..."Jeadus during 1973. Susan Dowdle
and her team are Atnis high standard and it is pleasing to record
that ~eir ambitions have been well-supported by house-members.

Early in January, it was decided that every girl should Qontri~
bute one new knitted garment for donation to the Ruby Aden=
dort Rome', Claremont_, which cares for Coloured children from
7'- 17 years of age. The girls responded admirably to this
appeal. It was a great pleasure to deliver a large bag o~
jerseys early in June. There were several articles more
suitable for younger children and these were given to St.
Michae-ls' Home. in Plumstead. The house also sent cash donations
to the Nondzarne Crêc::heand Bantu Scholars Fund.

The staff of Rolt. thank the girls for their enthusiasm and
ambition" We wish you, individually and cDllectively,
very successful results in 1974.

E. Stockwell.

".. ,
v , '"
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ROLT ROUSE REPORT.

Head of house: Mrs Stockwell.
House Mistresses: Miss Brown, Mrs Popham-Smith, Mrs Mallet.
School head of house: Susan Dowdle.
Prefects: Dorothy Beukes, Shushy Fuller, Lindsay Loggie
and Sub-prefect Gaile Parkin.

Rolt has had a splendid year~ We started off the year with
a house meeting at which everyone was asked to knit a jersey
for our charity - the Ruby Ardendorff Home. Money has been
collected throughout the year and distributed to several
needy and gratefull charities.

After this, work had to begin again in earnest. I am very
pleased to say that Rolt has slowly improved academically
throughout the year, with only a few dips, but I hope the
standard of work will Continue to rise. I must especiallJr-
congratulate Elizabeth Th~rray and Tjitske Post who continue
to produce outstanding marks �./ Culturally, Rolt girls haEe done very well in both the English
and Afrikaans Eisteddfods, winning several high awards. How=
ever, we are still waiting for the results of the Royal Schools
of Music Examinations which Susan Ward-Able, Suzette Anderson
and Gail Anderson entered for. This week, a school play,
IlQuality Streettt is being performed and Dawn mlrisch, Stacy
Smith-Chandler, Georgina and Josephine Frater, Sharon Gird
and Margot McLachlan are mIl taking part.

Several Rolt girls passed their Taalbond examinations written
at the end of last year.

Rolt continues to shine at sport. Our first inter-house
event of the year, was the inter-house swimming and congrat=
ulations go to Jagger on winning this. We did, however, run
a very close second, and I thank Shushy Fullw,r very sincerely
for all her help. We did win the diving, thanks to Nicky
Kohler- and Fiona Adams.

During the second term, we played our inter-house netball
and hockey matches. We were all very thrilled when Rolt won
the hockey once again, and the final match between Jagger
and Rolt was most exciting. Our congratulations go to Merri=
man on winning the netball and to Jagger on winning the tennis.

At the beginning of the third term we had great delight in
c~ngratuling Miss Brown on her engagement. This term, we have
just finished playing the inter-house squash matches and Rolt
has won with Jagger running a very close second. I should
like to say a special well-done to Margot McLachlan for being
chosen to play in the Western Province Schools Hockey Team,
and she and Susan Batho, from Merriman, represented W.P. at
squash in Durban ove~ the long weekend last montn. -- ~

T"he judol
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The judo at Herschel has continued to flourish with many of
our girls winning championships, and Lucy Walker, Tanya Tulloch
and Helen Mackay have done very well in horse-riding events.

Next week, we are having an inter-house variety concert and I
am really most gratefull t_othe standard 9 girls who have put
so much effort into this, and organised it so ef£iciently while
the Matrics have been writing their Mock Marticulation Exams.
I should especially like to tharurRicky Frain for this, and
Dawn G~risch and Jose Frater who have worked so hard to put
this magazine together.

�

Finally, I should like to thank Mrs Stockwell and the other
Rolt staff for their constant loyalty and support to Rolt.
I also thank our prefects for their help, not forgetting their
co=oper-a'tton from the rest of the.gir1:s.

All I can now say is how much I have enJoyed this past year,
and I believe I can say this from all the Matrics as well. I
hope that Rolt can continue to be at the top, and I wish next
years' prefects best of luck.

Susan Dowdle.

MATHIC DANCE

The Matric Dance was held this year on Saturday, 20 April.
A£ter much arguing and planning, it was eventually decided
that our theme should be "Caberet", and we used the paintings
of Toulouse-Lautrec as our main source of inspiration.

Before the actual dance we all gathered at the Beukes' home
where we drank a champagne toast before ëoming to school. Mrs
Fuller and Mrs Brownlie prepared a delicious meal of chicken a
la king for us, which we enjoyed tremendousely. The music and
dancing continued till midnight when Gill Austen gave a short
speech of thenks and we all went off to rhe Labia's house for
the after party.

At about three 0 'clock we showed the film "Finishing SChool",
which succeeded in scaring us awake. Afterwards breakfast was
held at the Joslin's home for those who were still going strong.
Then we all dragged ourselves back to school to .tidy up-the hall
before retiring to our very welcome beds.

G'aileparkin
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SQUASH

Thanks to Jill Eckstein we have had a fantastic squash
season and have managed to play matches against various
schools including a match against Bishops.

The inter-house squash competition was held during the
last few weeks of the third term and congratulations to
the Rolt team on beating both Jaggep-and Merriman.

Congratulations to Susan Batho O~ rEérriman on being
chosen for the W.P. Colts Team which went to Durban for
the Inter-provincial tournament during the long weekend.

The inter-schools Tournament is yet to be held, but we
hope that Herschel will do well. The following Rolt girls
have been chosen to represent their school: Stacey Smith
Chanriller,]\;jargotMcLach.lan , Nicky Pcuché , Nicky Kohler.

IVI.McLachlan
r-

� Our congratulations go to Margot for being chosen for the
W.P. Colts Team.

D.Garisch

HOCKEY

We have had a most enjoyable hockey season this year and
in spite of heavy rains, we managed to play many matches
including two against tuuring teams from Kingsmead and
D.S.G.

The Inter-house Hockey matches were held during the second
tBrm and the enthusiastic Rolt team is to be congratulated
on bea.ting both Jagger and Merriman to win the cup.

Congratulations to Gill Austin on being chosen for the W.P.
Schools Hockey team to play in the Inter-provincial tour=
nament in Volksrust in June.

The Inter-schools Hockey was held on saturday the 20th
September, and Herschel managed to reached the finals
where they drew with Rustenburg.

It.McLachlan

Margot must also be congTatulated on her having been chosen
to play for the W.P. Schools Hockey team.

D.Garisch
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ELEPHANT

Why Ol why is your trunk so long?
And your tail so short?

Helen Mackay.
Std.6.,.

AFRICAN MAGIC

All races have their own superstitions and beliefs in magic.
One of the most fascinating of these races are the Xhosa, a
Southern African tribe. These are a very happ;w and carefree
people who are grateful for the good and who do not fret
over the bad.

Any trouble is the whole tribels'concern and this may be caused
by various members of the tribe. The witchdoctor is probably
the most important man in the tribe except for the Chief. He
or she is the diviner and can "smellItout the cause of the
trouble by communicating with the spirita of their ancestors
and by using his magic. There are several main ways in which
the witchdoctor may cure someone.

/

\
___)

The first is when he has tiny little messengers called Nomatololo,
which he sends around the world to find out things. When he
holds a seance, they sit in the thatch of the hut and do what
they are told to do. When they come back he talks to them
and they answer in their little high-pitched voices. These types
of diviners are greatly respectéd and the Xhosa have a great
deal of faith in them. There is also the Thrower of Bones
who has a,coL'l.ectdon of bones, skulls, skins and other media
in which he works.

He works with these in many different ways and his ancestral
spirits answer him. The most common method aI divining is
known as Vumisa. The doctor is surrounded by a circle of
men and women who have come to him. He is not told in advance
why, but has to find out himself, -,which he does by asking quee»
tions. After he has discovered this, he smells out the witch
and usually it is the person the audience themsel~es believe
guflt,w. The guilty person is not always accused outrigh~
but strongly hinted at. The penalty he has to pay is then
up to the elders of the kraal to dec~de. He may also cure
by means of herbs.
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The herbalist is different to a witchdoctor in that he immunises
and proteats with his medicines while the witchdoctor heals.
He is usually regarded as a good person. Medicines are made
from the most mysterious mixtures he can think up and the more
mysterious they are, the more effective they are likely to be.

The sorcerer is a man or woman who uses medicines made from
herbs to bring harm to people and even death to enemies. Apart
from herbs, rats, ground and dried locusts and burnt feathers
of blackbirds may be used. Specific mixtures are used for
specific purposes. For example, to make catj;lesick, medicine
is sprinkled in the entrance to the kraal, so that the cattle
are bewitched as they walk over it or inhale it. Theyaan kill
their enemies from a distance without them knowing what is
going to happen. A mixture is made and some of the persons
h~ir is put in it. Then the sorcerer puts a forked stick into
the liquid, at the same time chanting the persons name. As
he does this, the victim falls to the ground and dies soon
afterwards.

The witch works with supernatural beings. She has her agents
whom she sends out at night to "tuto" the people. Or they put
poison into the persons food and this makes them sick. Two of
their better-known agents are the Tikéloshe., the waterspri te,
and the Lightning Rïrd, Impundulu. " .

The Tikoloshe has a very bad reputation and is regarded as really
bad but in reality he is:not. He lives with the witch and
so he has to do whatever she tells him to do. He..is a short.
little character, about two feet high, covered in grey hair,
with a long grey beard to his knees. He is not naturally
invisib.le but CRn make himself so wi:t.ha pehble which he keeps
in his cheek or in his hand. .

Impundulu is a spectacular individual which stands upright
and is about the size of a man. He has black and white feathers,
a red hooked beak and red legs with sharp talons which he hides
in the day by wearing shoes. He aan .change into a man at will
and has a smooth approach to the opposite sex. If he is trapped
and killed, special medicine is made from his fat and flesh
which immunises people from him and the lightning that he causes.

In the tribe there is always a raizy-maker or maybe more than
one of them. This person can be anybody and they usually
make rain in secret because if they have too much rain and
and a flood results or something else that causes trouble,
that person is severely punished. The rain-maker makes rain
by catching a bird, the hamerkop, and killing it. Then he
hangs it ~ead down over a river bed. This is the most tricky
part, because the water will come up to the level of the birds
head and IT.I it is hung too high, floods will be the result.

9·



These people are just the main characters in Xhosa witchcraft
and magic. There are many other aspects of it which may
just be true, and one wonders when one hears about the miraculous
cures that the witchdoctors bring about, whether the cures really
work or whether it is something purely psycological on the
part of the patient.

Suzette Anderson.
std.9.

TEDDY-BEAR LOVE

Soft-brown, and
Cuddlesome;
Honey-eyed, and
Huggable';
Dumpy":"round,and
Mine?

Bridget Gough.
std.9.

A SCEPT OF FLOWERS

Mathew moved across the horizon of his former life, and out
into the life beyond. Sensing a chill which seized his whole
body, he pulled his duffel-coat closer around his hony shoulders
and drew on his half~smoked cigarette. It made him cough so
his diaphragm thumped against his skinny'ribs. Involuntaril~
he shivered in expectancy --what was to come? Was it good or
bad? Would he be one of the lucky ones - or was this duffel-
cDat protection to be discarded in the heat of shame?

Another draw and the cigarette w~s finished. A cough. He
reached in to his pocket for another. Never dreamt his pocket
was so long, or was it just that his fingers were cold, oh so
cold ���� He lit the next and coughed. He was very ill �����
still? Before, they said everything would he beautiful; they,
said all would be beautiful, and the scent of wondrous flowers
would hang in the air. Purgatory. If he could only warm
them ����

Ne thought he had glimpsed the Truth, the Way, the Life, for
a few brief moments while still crossing the bridge. Could it
be his imagination, or was it so? Hoping, hoping, while the
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third cigarette grew shorter. He opened his eyes and looked
forward. ObEcurity. Sideways. Obscurity. He must not look
back --but the temptation! How he longed for one brief glimpse
of his 'before' -he was not sure that he liked his 'after'.

He closed his eyes. Curiosity opened them for him. He-star-ed.,
Therel -����� What was ito? , A_ light --a b:eckoning, soul-searing
light, drawing him, pulling him ���� Closer, and closer still.

And as he moved closer, the scent of flowers filledlhis nostrils,
and he knew what it takes a lifetime to know ...�

Jean Rarry.
std.B.

DANG'EROUS PLEASURES

The pace of life today is so frenetic: that to most of us pleasure
and leisure are synonymous. Indeed, we are used to hearing of
"occupational hazards", but if someone warned us of "pleasure
hazards" we should probably laugh. Yet how right he would be-l
There can be some kind of danger in even the simplest of plea=
sures.

Understandably, if one's idea of pleasure is racing motor-cars,
climbing to the dizzy heights of mountain-tops, deep-sea
divi~g or even tiger-hunting, the dangers involved are obvious.
There are some who enjoy these hazardous pastimes: facing
challenge and danger is their particular form of pleasure.
The average person seeks pleasure and relaxation in apparently
harmless and more peaceful pastimes, satisfied in the knowledge
that he is being "sensible". How he deceives himselfl Take
my family for example:

Starting with the head of the family, my father's idea of
pleasure is a short game of. golf and a long nineteenth hole-.
This sudden weekend exercise after a sedentary week could
cause a coronary at the third hole, acute sunstroke, followed
by fever and incipient baldness. There is also the danger
of being hit by other players' golf balls. On arrival at the
nineteenth, there are drinks all round from the winner, another
round from the loser, a couple more from various friends,
finishing with the inevitable (and'usually several) "one foF'
the road". This is detrimental to the health, ruinous to the
pocket and lethal to other vehicles on the way home. A
pleasure indeedl

Mother, of course, is a contrary being, and is only content
when every moment is being usefully occupied. To her, pleasure



is work, and so "occupat.tona.lhazards" haunt her from dawn to
dusk. In the,past month alone, she has m"-'nagedto burn herself
on the stove, kettle and iron, impale her leg on a craft knife,
smash a finger with a bronze bust, skewer her hand with a
wood-carving tool, and practically burn the house down through
smoking in bed. Fortunately, in real Jane Eyre style, I was
on hand to save the situation.

At present, my brother's idea of pleasure is experimenting with
his tape-recorder. The results of this are not as dangerous
to him as they are to the rest of the family.

Furiously sudden blasts of electronic music can have devastating
effects on one's thought-patterns when one is trying to write
an essay, or on the china when one is daydreamingly washing up,
or on one's temper when one is trying to get forty winks.
(The only thing that really benefits is my money-box, which
receives a coin in repentance for every swear word.)

He also delights in recording household notses which he replays
in the most unusual places at the most unexpected times, ~sult=
ing in near heart-failure of the unsuspecting victims of his
surprise attacks. Mother will be woken a~ 4.30 a.m. by violent
dog-b~rking under her bed, telephone ringing from her alarm
clock, or the ~% being flushed in her wardrobe.

Father's blood pressure frequently reaches danger point when
he is unable to find the cause of those loud knockings in his
car engine or the minor explosion in the boot.

My greatest pleasure is walking, usually at night, and even in
this there are hazards other than the possibility of being
raped and murdered. Neighbours' large dogs, forewarned of my:.
arrival by the merry-Goon-type singing of "Ying tong iddle
i po", lie in wait for a vicious attack. This CBuses frayed
nerves and trousers. Unfortunately, I always emerge from my:
deep thought in the middle of some unknown territor~, and,
being short-sighted, am forced to climb'the sign-posts to
enable me to read the name of the road into which I have
wandered - an occupation viewed with more confusion than
suspicion blfthe local constabulary. One day I shall be arrested
by the men in white coats.

These, then, aré the dangers facing the members of one ordinary (?)
family while pursuing their individual pleasures. Multiply these
by thousands, include the dare-devils and speed-merchants, and
Cape Town becomes a veritable death-trap.

Life is for living'. Life should be a pleasure, but when you stop
to analyse it, even that is fraught with dangers. Joseph McCabe
summed it up very well when he said, "The paths of life are
slippery with the blood and tears of the universeu.

G'aileParkin.
Std.IO.
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THE DESCENT

Eight times he hesitated
And looked over the terrifying drop
There was an overhang
And no foothold
As far as his eye could see.

He peered over the edge
His beady eyes darted over what he had to descend
Every smooth millimetre
Holding terror for his heart.

At length he started the descent
Every muscle in his body tense and rippling
His feet strained for the bottom -
Not too far away after all -
And the mouse was down the step ,

B. Ward-Able
Std, 10

THE CHAR

There it was in the newspaper, in the column under "situations
vacent": char wanted for widower three days per week. Good
working conditions and high wages."

I shall never forget the day I walked up the long driveway
to the house and knocked at the door with the knocker that
seemed to echo back my heartbreaks. The door remained impas=
sive. I knocked again, hoping the result would be the same
and I could run down the driveway and to the world I knew.

At that moment, there, where the knocker had been, was the
face of a sad, but kindly man, that, but for his distinguished,
well - bred features, aould have been that of the butler.
"Come in" was all he said, "You must be Mrs Jackson.1t

Six months later, my employer's children arrived to spend
Christmas with him. On Christmas Eve, whiilisteveryone was
busy decorating the tree, I made preparations to leave. I
would now return to my bedsitter where I had been staying
since my husband and8child had been killed in a tragic motor=
car accident ten months previously.

Unexpectedly, a quivering hand touChBd my shoulder. There
stood my employer, Mr Moss, and wit~ a mischevous smile nn
his face, he asked me to stay and help decorate the tree. I
happily agreed, also secretly knowing he would never take no
for an answer.

Excuse me please, the doorbell has just rung. It must be
the new char that has come to work for us. You see, I married
Mr Moss.

S. Smith - Chandler.
Std. 8
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The road was long and very twisty.
He was wáfing
Walking
To his true love.
She was tall, slender, and very beautiful.

He did not have to walk any mora
For his true love had he found.

But alas: the cottage which was filled with joy,
Was cold
Damp
A private sort of grave-yard.
Dead

Dead
Nobody lives.
And all that is left, is him.

Helen Mackay.
Std.6.

THE STRANGER

A few years ago, my father was stationed at an isolated camp
on the east coast of South West Africa at a place called Forit
Reef at the southern end of Chameis Bay.

The BRy was treacherous, with a reef right across the entrance.
My father's joh was to check and repor~ the currents of water
of the Atlantic' Ocean at that poLrrt.,in conjunction with the
mining of diamonds in the sea by the use of barges. Because it
was so lonely, we stayed with my father.

We lived in a prefabricated house on stilts so that the sand did
not build up against the house. Feaause of my father's work,
there was a radio nransmitter in my father's study and we ofteH
heard ships talking to each other but could not understand the
language spoken by them.

One night, when it was fairly late, my father went into his study
and turned on his radio in case there was a call from the head=
quarters of the mining company. However, while trying to get.
through to the headquarters, a very stro~g, signal came through
in a foreign language which he could not understand.

Because of this, he switched the radio off and came through to
the living-room and told my mother that he could not understand
what was happening, but he thought that somebody was in trou~le
somewhere.
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We, the rest of the family, thought nothing of it and went to
bed. Normally we heard the jackals barking at sunrise atidwere
much accustomed to it, but the very next morning the jackals
sounded much louder than usual, and before we realized what
was happening, there was a loud knocking at the front dOOF of
the house. Something was seriously wrong!

On opening the door, they found a complete stranger with his
clothes in tatters and he was sopping wet. He ,could not speak
English but obviously from the signs he made with his hands
there had been a shipwreck. This tied up with what my father
had heard on the radio the night hefore. We brought him into
the house and gave him coffee and wrapped him up in warm
blankets.

�
My parents talked to him by means of sign language and found
out that he was the Captain of a Greek ship which had gone
ashore at the entrance of the bay and he was the only survivor �
We gathered that he had a family back home in Greece and it
was possible that he would lose his johbecause of this.

Later that day my father imformed the security of the diamond
mine about the stranger and to our dismay a few hours later
they came and took~him away withou~ any explanation and we
never heard of or'saw the strangër again.

e
D~une Hannay-Robertson.
std.7.

IN :ffALANCE

Through blade
the blood
made red
the mud.
Through shell
the thrust,
made burst.
the crust
thirst had cast
when land was cursed
and man was classed.

Dawn G'arisch-.
Std.9.
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DAISY'

Golden tanned face,
Mop of flaming hai1!"
Chopped in half,
And left to drown.

Helen Maxwell.
Std.6.

EMILY BRONTE'S USE OF NATURE IN~:THE BOOK:

nWUTHh"'RINGHEIGHTS"

Charlotte Bz-orrtedescribed her sister's nove.l as "moorish and
wild, as knotty as a root oj!'heath".

Indeed the wild, untamed moors play an all-important part in
the novel, serving not as a mere background, but heing the very
spirit offthe characters.

Emily ~ronte dreams up a world of her own as the setting of her
book. The two houses, Wuthering Heights and Thrushcross Grange,
seem two very distant places, separated by the vast, tempestuous
moorland, and yet they are strangely isolated, cut of.f'from
our ordinary world. This alone lends credence to the story.

The story itself is brought about by the elements when a
snow-storm forces Mr. Lockwood to spend the night at Wuthering:
Heights, where his curiosity is aroused by a dream in whiciill
Catherine's spirit begs him to let her in. In reality, this
"ghost" is a br-anch brushing against the window-pane in the
rushing wind.

One is always conscious of the dominating spirit of.the
c~untryside, constantly affec~ing, controlling and emphasising'
the drama oft human emotion. There is a violent thunderstorm
the night on which Heathcliff disappears, and there is a
melancholy, autumnal atmosphere when Cathy is upset at the
prospecx of.her fathen's approaching death, which brings a
winter into her ,life. The elements play an essential part in
expressing the moods of the caanac.ter-e , both, S~OFID.Yl and caLm,

Throughout the novel, Emily; Hronte's pFB.c_tie:alt~eorJf is
reit.erated. Heathcliff and Cat1rerine, hath passlonate ,
intense and stormy people, are Lnoompa't Lb.Le with the more-
c.onservative cllaracters of _caLm , Eaabe'L and Edgar. E'8c.a;urse~
trnaaffini tive'spirits are separ'atedj.disharmony reigns.
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At the:end of the novel there is the suggestion that the two
children of lov~, with mixed spirits or calm and storm, Cathy
and ffareton, will restore the natural harmony and find eventual
peace in life together-,

Catherine is obsessed with the moors because they form he~ very,
nature, and during her long illness she can_notbear to remain
closed wi thin the:houae., "I wish r were out of doors! I wish
I were a girl again, half; savage and hardy, and free ���� I'm
su:ueI should be myBelf were lance among th& heather on those
hills."

Heathcliff, too, is an embodiment of the violent, turbulent
moors, and when he is dying "the room was filled with the damp,
mild air of the cloudy evening; and so still, that,not only
the murmur of the beck down Gimmerton was distinguishabae,
but its ripples and its gurglings over the pebbles, or through
the large stones which it could not cover". In spite of his
nature, one does not condemn him for what he does - it appears
to ba the driving force of the moor spirit that compels him
to do so.

Emily Bronte's descriptions of-nature are not verbose by any
means, but their simplicity and the economy of words c~njure
up an atmosphe:URwpich is strangely tangible. It is almost as
if the characters of the book are palpable forms of the elements,
spirits that will be free only when their human bodies return
to the dust of the moors.

A fitting ending to the novel that is so intensely c-oncerned-
with nature 'ti.ïsMl?'. Lockwood Is last visit to the kirk; the
fj_nal calm in the storm-swept. lives of the characters. "1
lingered round them, under that benign sky; watched the moths
fluttering among the heath and harebells, listened to the soft
wind breathing through the grass, and wondered how anyone Qould
ever imagine unquiet slumbers for the sle~pers in that quiet
earth.n -

Nature is the dominating force of the novel, the driving power
behind the motives and passions of all the main chara~ters.

Gaile Parkin.
Std.IO

AUTUMN LEAVES

Autumn leaves fall - like sparks of fire
from a flaming' tre:e.

Niki Kohle:Ii'.
Std.T.
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MAGIC

Unknown things have always puzzled men's mind, and without_ the
desire to enlarge his knowledge,man would never have progressed
scientifically in the manner in which he has. But in this wOFld
there are many things which are strange and my,sterious; and
these things are not necessarily suitable things to try!to dis=
cover more abnut. These things to which I allude, contradic~
the physical laws of matter, and are therefore referred to as
supernatural forces. These powers are commonly known as magic.

Many people are sceptical about magic and are not aware or'per=
haps not willing to be aware that it definitely does exist.
To them magic. is just Itagreat deal of superstitious nonsense
which we, in our enlightened age, do not believe in.1t For
them the term magd c. is epitomized by a magd cdan pulling a
rabbit out of his tophat.

Now-a-days however, sci.entists are actually trying to explain
away magic and are conducting -deep research into the subject.
Authentic occurences of phenomena such as hypnotism, telepathy,
spiritualism and reincarnation present_ a gap in man's knowledge,
and indeed have done so from the beginning of man's sojourn on
earth.

What primeval man did not wonde:rr.._at::as he observed the miracles
of nature all around him. To him the sun, the moon and the
waters were all magical; to us they are common-place. Witch=
craft has been known to have been pFac~ised by the ancient
Egyptians and the ancien~ Romans. In the Middle Ages, fear of
this witchcraft rose to such a peak that any perfectly natural
incident or disaster could be accounted for by witchcraft.
Woung girls would ask these old women for love potions, others
would ask them for herbal remedies, and on the whole they
would go a fair-amount of good in the village. But if there
was a natural disaster, such as the death of a cow, these old
women would be accused of witchcraft and then tested; either
by having their skin pricked or being thrown into a pond.
If spots developed, or the woman remained above the water, it
proved that she was a witch. They were then stoned or burnt
to death. Thus because of superstition many old women were
killeffi.

Because of superstition also, mush scientific' development was
held back. People believed at the beginning of the Renaissance
that it was wrong to try to discover more. Galileo had to
retract his theory ahout the earth moving around the sun because
it was believed to be incorrect and unChristian. Many explorers
were forced to turn back by the superstition and ignorance of
their crews, who believed that prehistoric monsters would suddenlT
rise up and swallow their boa t., that they would sail oy~r-::the



~~
edge of the world or"they would suddB'nlyrG.'6 frizzled black bm
the sun.

All this seems absurd to our modern and well-educated minds,
but if we take a look at our present society we see that people
are still bound by the shackles of superstition; they consult
fortune-tellers and mediums and discover the future by reading
tea-leaves. BRack magic in the form of devil worShip is
having a revival. People are actually as involved ih the
world of magic as they were a thousand years ago.

Christianity too, pertains to the occult; for'does not the Bti.blle
say;;: UThough he slay me, yet will I trust,him". Christianity
is a religion demanding implicit belief in something, of which
the truth can never be known~ Many of the miracles which Jesus
performed or did were contrary to known scientific. facts.

Uri ~eller too, illustrated a prime example of an unknown
phenomenon when showing the triumph OL mind over matter; ha
bent a thick key in the pocket of his interviewer.

Both Uri Geller and Jesus have done things which differ from
what we know and have le~rnt to be correct. But in time these
things may be explained to us, and then they will no longer he
known as miracles, but as something perfectly conventional.

Yes, magic does exist in the world and will continue to exist
there, until man has found a way to explain away the beautif~
and mysterious secrets of the universe.

Josephine Frater.
Std.9.

EXAMS

From the panic. of a blank page,
Came
Wordsthoughtsknowledge,
Incoherent,
And went
As they had come,
Leaving me empty.

Bridget Gough.
Std.9.
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THE PROBLEIvIS OF BOOKS

Civilization today is heading for a major crlS1S. And,
what is worse, we are unaware of it, to such an extent
that we: encourage it. But I feel that the time has come
when this "enlightened" age should be made fully conscious,
of this evil enfluence and stifle it before it is too late.
This Evil is: The problems of books.

"What problems?'!, you will gasp, abashed. This proves that
men have lived in disastrous ignorance ever since Gutenburg
screwed the last bolt into place. The fact is that books are
addictive. I myself know of at least a hundred main-liners.
And how many of us can honestly survive without books? Civil=
ization depends on them, and no-one can argue that such a
deep dependence is a good thing.

From our childhood we are guided by addicts to believe that
to survive one must be educated by reading. Away with
instinct! A dirty word, "for the birdsllexclusively. Learn=
ing is "the scenen� Look at the results. Instead of a
development of your o\~ mind you are influenced by whatothers
write. Nations of sheep emerge, incapable of forming their
own opinions, following blindly what the last man wrote,
and cravi~ for more.

A few sensitive,conscientious homines sapientes rebel against
this unnatural desire to learn, but they meet such oppositon
that the majority would turn to books to be "with mt", because
of force (usually parental), or to get away 'from it all.

Books not only influence thought, but actions as well. They
give a man ambition to be above his fellow men. The result
is that the addict rules the normal man who has not "blown
instinct" for the sake of getting"highll� A sad state ·of
affairs.

As for the pushers, commonly known as authors, they are
becoming more and more prolific. It is a well-paid job if
they can succeed in hooking the public on their own brand of
novel. And as the demand is so great, this is no longer an
art.

Books are a criminal offence, and should be banned, being
influential to the nation's detriment. You, the reader have
just proved this by reading this essay.

D.Garisch
Std. 9
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AN EXCITING EXPERIENCE

This is a true story.

In July 1969, on our way back from Cape Town to England on the
S.A. Vaal two incidents occurred.

One was a small fire in the engine room caused by a piece of
rag and it was announced that we would be several hours late
arriving at Southampton. The othe.r incident was far more
dramatic .�

A few days after leaving Las Palmas there was an announcement
over the loudspeakers asking a certain passenger to contact
the information bureau. The message was repeated several times
and when the gentleman did not appear a search was made of
the ship. As he could not be found anywhere, it was assumed
that the man must have fallen overboard. The Captain then
decided that he wou~d turn the ship rou~d and go back towards
Las Palmas.

We sailed back for nearly eighteen hours. At mid-day, the Cap=
tain decided to go on back for a further two hours, and if by
that trimehe had not been found he would have had to been g±~en
up for lost. Almost at the end of the two hours , the second
officer on the bridge sighted something moving in the water
and heard faint cries. Flares were fired as close to the man
as possible, who by this time could be seen clearly. The
whole operation of lowering the i~feboat, picking up the man
and ~oisting the buat back on board only took twenty-two
minutes.

Apart from his face heing blistered b~ the sun, the man was
in very good cDndition. It was thought that he had been
drinking and the alcohol had kept the cold out of him.

The officers did an excellent job in navigating the ship to with=
in two hundred yards of where the man was floating.

This made us a day late arriving in Southampton, but this
did not matter, as a life had been saved.

Patricia T;wler.
Std.?

THE FIRST DAY AT THE SENIOR SCHOOL

Only now, I wonder how small an ant must feel.

Georgie Frater.
Std.6.
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EXPRESSION

A cold grey monster,
Looming out of the mist.
It has thousands of eyes,
Sparkling like icy jewels,
A mouth
Open, gaping, a c:avity of discipline and hooks,
Tt. r-epeLs me.
BUt it also attracts me,
I climb'the stairs,
My nerves are edgy,
I sweat,
The last step and,
Another door.
If I go in there �����
But that dark square pulls me,
I enter.

Lucy Quinan.
Std.7.

LOVE

Love is everlasti~g -
Until it stops.

G'eor-gieFrater'.
Std.&.

THE 1ITSTERY'OF LIFE

Down the dusty lane
Over the wooden stile,
Ac.ross buttercJ;i.pmeadows
Through the lioliage_tunnel,
Along the sandy track
Over lilac> stream,
Jump the sparkling hedge,
Then open the dewy door
Which shows the WYEtery,
The mystery of life.

Irene Modlin.
Std.7.
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MT GRANDMOTHER WAS A MOST UNUSUAL WOMAN

My grandmother was always an individual. She was never like
a sheep, "following the cr-owd" ,. as so many people are inclined
to do. Perhaps this was because she never went ~o school,
where you are one of so many hundreds. Instead, she had her
lessons at home. At the age of three she could read fluently
and write a legible hand. She learnt French and German, both
of which she could speak when she was five. She also played
the piano and could sew very well. Her mother did not consider
any other subjects as being really necessary,although she
did a bit of History and Geography and basic Arithmetic.

My earliest memory of her is of sitting on her knee , sucking:
a peppermint. She always had a plentiful supply of sweets.
She told me heautiful stories about fairies, witches, gob~ins
and gnomes, and, when I was a little older, stories of her own
youth. She clearly remembered both florIdWars. She was given
a decoration in the Second World War, and she often told me how
she had earned this. In someone else this might have been
c~nsidered boasting, but I soon learnt that my grandmother was
an exception.

During the War, she was overseas in Landow. She did a great
deal of nursing, and saved many 1ives. Her lodgings were
quite far away from the hospital, and in the winter it was
often very difficult to get there in time for her night duty.
One night in mid-winter, it was raining extremely-hard and
the howling wind blew the rain into her face when she ventured
out into the storm. The impact nearly knocked her down, but
she struggled bravely ~n. The moon was hidden behind clouds
and as there were Ra street lights to guide her, she had
difficulty in finding her way through the black-out. At last,
out of breath, she arrived at the hospital, half an hour late.

As she entered the building she glanced quickly around to make
eur-ethat none of the other staff had noticed her late entry.
Although she was more experienced than many of the senior
sta~, by some or other error, she had never been promoted to
anything more than Junior Nurse. When she glanced down the
corridor to where the lift was, she saw, to her horror, the
matron of her ward and several other doctors waiting for the
lift. Quickl~ she decided to walk to the fourth floor, where
her ward was. She reached this floor at the same time as the
lift, but she was never punished for arriving late. Just as
the lift stopped, a bomb exploded in the middle of the group
of people in it. The doors were open and, without stopping to
think, my grandmother rushed forward, and, catching hold of one
of the people, dragged him out. My grandmother had saved the
life of one of the most important doctors of that time.

She had many other stories to relate to me, but I enjoyed this
one the most. Unfortunately, although she was rewarded after



this happening, my grandmother was requested to retire from the
hospital; ~hey discovered that she was seventy years old.

Until her death, at the age of ninety, my grandmother was both
physically and mentally perfectly fit. On the eve of her nine=
tieth birthday, she announced that she thought ninety yea.rs
a long time on this earth. At four o'clock (this being the
hour of her birth) on the following afternoon my father went
to her room. She was lying on her bed and smiled up at him.
"Ninety years is indeed a long, long._time, my dear,1t she said
as she lay back and died.

Elizabeth Murray.
S=td. 6:.)

FATE

He was going like the wind he was,
When he rounded the fatal beng;
He was on the famous Kilarney Track,
But now, the poor chap's dead~

Karen Corder.
Std.6.

LAST DRIVE

Speeding along the highway,
Without a single delay,;
And then - a skid - a crash,
And down the cliff and in with a splash.

Sinking deep, deep down,
And shaking wildly, as if to dro~vn;
The fishes stare with wonder and awe,
They have never seen such a sight before.

And that is the end, alas to say,
About the driver on the highway;
All take care and don't drive too fast,
For that careless drive might be your last.

Patricia Tyler.
Std.7.
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WATER

Sitting in the "B'ilgeLab",
With the teacher drumming in:
"H ° equals water,
Ana 02 equals air ..."

The lesson's pretty boring,
So I turn aroUnd and stare
At the millions and trillions of raindrops,
Falling through the air.

�

Dreamily I ponder how,
Such a Wondrous ~ight,
Can be reduced to the symbols,
Of dreary H20 �

Katherine Greshoff'.
Std.g.

PRICE OF PROGRESS

Are we happier today than we were 500 years ago?

No, for nowadays ignorance would be bliss. One feels so depressed
when one reads about the petrol crisis, inflation, political
corruption, pollution, the population explosion and thousands
of other seemingly noxious prob~ems. Small wonders that nerv.ous
breakdowns are so common - just a few things that parents
have to worry about are the permissiveness of modern society,
drug pedlars, the rising crime rate and the liklihood OL one's
child joining a hippy commune.

How to feed one's family is another difficulty - air is the
only thing whicb is cheap and one cannot live on that. Prices
are risi~g so fast, so high, that hardly anyone can comfortably
afford anything. In India and China thousands are dying from
starvation. Communism is also a growing source of fear and
Armageddon is tomorrow.

In the Middle Ages the only worries people had, were those of
their own individual village - the occasional famine, sickness
and quarrels. They were not forced to be so highly competitive
as we are toda~. "They kept the noiseless tenor of their ways"
and their lives were quiet and contented.

The fear of God was in their hearts and all they did was
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dedicated to Him. Now the rat-race is on and all that we do,
is for our own selfish purpose.

Kahoutek, hailed as the most brillianir comet ever seen by man,
was only of the third magnitude - the twentieth century was
given to us as a glorious gift from God, enriched by the art
and knowledge of previous centuries. Scientific discoveries,
space travel ane all very well - but must we let our golden
age be one of plastic!

Josephine Frater.
Std.9.

A FLEA

How can I help it, if I'm a flea:
My mother was a flea,
My father was one too.
It's not my fault, that I'm cursed by men,
I've got :eat, just like them!'

Karen Corder.
Std.60.

PRISONER

The sky is a light, dull blue,
And the trees are green,
Stirring quietly,
Rustling their dripping leaves;
Soft wet bark -
A rich deep scent;
Only one tree out of so many millions,
But oh! so uu.ique';
Such a tiny part of the living world,
But it means so much,
But it would not seem so to me,
If I did not have those black iron bars in front.

Fiona Adams.
Std.7.
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THE STRANGER

The traveller seemed weary. He straightened his back and clutched
his bundle more'firmly as he neared the village. He had ha.d
no food since the previous morning, and little sleep, for he
had a long journey to make.

The village folk and those from the nearby farms were gathered
in a group near the church and stared idly at the stranger as
he approached. Others frowned, for travelling on a Sunday was
not their custom. The man seemed at a loss as to what to do,
so the schoolmaster, their usual spokesman, stepped forward.

"Good morning.lI He eyed the traveller somewhat contemptuously,
noting the worn old coat and the dilapidated hat.

"Er ��Good morning. 1... 1 was a-wondering whether there might
not be a bite for me to eat here. Just some bread and a little
water. I've been on th~ road a long time." He turned rather
helplessly to the women in the_group.

"That's not difficult to guess. Sunday too,1tmuttered Mrs. P~ingle,
turning ner back on the stranger and beginning a low-voiced
conversation with A~elia Button, about her "grandmother's time,
when folks went to church on a Sunday, instead of traipsing all
over the country-side."

The music of the church bells filled the air, and they walked
away, taking no further notice of the man.

The minister's sonorous voice rang through the church: "I was
hungTy and you gave me no food, thirsty and you gave me no
drink, a stranger and you did not welcome me."

-A~nelia Button glanced rather uneasily at her friend, but Mrs.
P&ingle was thinking of the c~ke recipe she had recently been
given. Would it be better to ice it with cho~late o~ vanilla?
She sighed and began looking through her hymn book for the next
hymn.

When they came out of church, the stranger had gone.

Elizabeth Murray.
std.7.
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BATH NIGHT

A whoosh and a gubble and bubble,
A song set free, a steam and a heat
Surging over me.,
A slap and a screech,
A sc:reech and a slap,
The water rolls, a tingling sensation
Right down to my toes.
A duck takes to float,
Water in my throat.

A whoosh and a gubble and bubble,
A resting: hOdYi,-panting and drooping;
A mass of wet curls, a limp,
And helpless hody.
A gurgling sound, the water swirls round,
A scream and a shout - Who let the plug ou~?
Then water no more,
There is a puddle on the floor,
The room is all wet, what a mess 1
But bath.night is over and God bless 1

Heth Basset.
Std.?

'rHE MURDERER·

. \
Gadgets climbing out of his pockets,
Which are torn and dirty with sweat,
The murderer stalks to the window
Dusty from neglect �
Despi te the fear of darkness, :~~
He unhooks the deathly chain,
Which hangs around a person,
A dark bloody stain,
He creeps hackwards,
A hand touches with a chill;
He was murdered in the darkness,
And now it is silent and still.

Georgie Frater.
Std.6.



PR01ITSE

Through your hair
I saw the sun
Burst into
A rainbow.

Dawn Garisch.
Std.9.

Mr CREED

nVain are the creeds
That move men's hearts: unutterably vain;
Worthless as withered weeds."

These are the word s of'Emily'Bronte, a fellow believer in
my personal creed - The Women's LibEration Movement.

Unfortunately, Women's Lim is not being treated with due
seriousness in most parts of the world today, because many
women are letting the side down. Women of the world, Unite!

The hasic' idea of this movement is to make the wor1:d realise
that there is no stronger or weaker sex, and that women are
equal to men in all respects except appearance. Once the
world has accepted that, we can go ahead and prove ourselves
superior to men, as indeed we are.

�
The fault in refusing to realise this fact lies no~ onl~ with
male chauvinist pigs (and let's face it, there is a bit of
male chauvinist piggery in every male), but also with the
poor, helpless, damsel-in-distress type of women, who delight
in having a hairy shoulder on which to cry, and is incapable
aI' doing anything f~r herself. But these types of women may
as well be classed as "males" since they are just as effective,
their only achievement being the inflation of already over-inflated
egos.

Why are men such egocentric' beings?
parent. cause, unless they think that
Ior life merely because they lent us
the good old days.

Let us take a look at the average male (and are not all males
average, since all men are created equal?) through his own

Certainly I can see no ap-
we are indebted to them
a rib once upon a time in
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eyes. He looks into the mirror and sees a tall, muscular
frame that is decidedly masculine. His sincere and deepl~
meaningful eyes highlight his ruggedly handsome features, while
his hair curls sexily over his collar. He practises his
disarmi~g smile, c~refully calculated to flash just enough of
that gold tooth to hint at opulence which is otherwise not
apparent (and is usually non-existant). ~es, he has just
what it takes; enough to melt a woman's resistance at first
glance.

Meanwhile, a first glance is enough to tell a woman not to
bother to look again. The persevering man, on noticing that
the feminine attention is not focused entirely on himself"
immediately thinks she is "playing hard to get", When the
message finally penetrates, he dusts off his batter-proof pride
and shatter-proof image" and walks off in search of another
victim. Any woman with the slightest fraction of anything re=e sembling sense can see through a man's heavy ddsgutse of charm.

It is grossly unfair that if a woman is unfaithful to her husband
he never allows her to forget it, yet if a man is untrue to his
wife, he tosses it aside with the remark that a man simpl~
has to do something to relieve the monogamy - and expects that
comment to suffice.

There are, ~owever, some aspea~s of Women's Lim with which I
do not entirely agree: Standing on a street corner burning
one's bra is only going to give a man what he wanta, and that
is completely contrary to the aim of the movement - apart
from the fact that it causes more trouble than it is worth.

Also, I do not approve of the Women's Army. It is for men to
fight with weapons; women fight with words~ and their tongues
can be as devastating as an atom bomb without, killing anyone,

The first major break-through for Women's Lib'was brought about
by the Suffragettes whose activities attained the vote for
women. Since then we have been gradually working our way up
the ladder to equality, but the fight is only heginning till
Itthehand that rocks the cradle will rule the world.1I

I firmly believe that if men would realize that they are not
all that they would suppose themselves to be, and if womew would
stop behaving like the delicately helpless beings that they are
not, the world wou.l.dbe a far better place in'which to Iive and
t.owork.

Gaile Parkin.
Std.IO.
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PEOPLE

Fac-es, unseeing, unfeeling,
Walking in a passage of darkness.
Someone smiles - they ~ people.

Antoinette Slingsb:y.
Std.7.

THE FLOOD

Marjorie was a sentimental woman, too sentimental her husband,
Peter, thought, remembering the loud emotional sobbing which
was a regular feature at the local cinema and the ceaseless
crying over some or other book. But although he laughed
at her, and gently teased her about this weakness, he pam=
pered her by buying the "soppy" stories she loved, for as he
said, she was a good wife to him.

She in her turn, bore with his weaknesses and did the house=
hold work willingly, for she adored him. In spite of their
little failings and troubles, the little house ran as smoothly
as if it were on wheels. The crops reaped on their farm were
regular and good, and although they were not wealthy the~ had
sufficient.

The fields outside the house were green and while the winter
rains battered on the outside thatch, the fire was burning
brightly inside the little house. They lived their life with
the occasional outing or tiff but on the whole as calm and as
regularly as a cliche.

And then the flood came .....
Tragedy stz-uok the small farm and the nearby dwellings when
the gentle meandering river burst its banks, and covered the
green bertile valley with the red blood of the earth.

The roads were impassible and the land covered in treacherous
eddying water. The world seemed bigger now as the land became
one large expanse of water but Marjorie did not know how small
it was to become.

One day when Peter was
while trying to save a
into the murky water.
he was swept away.

out doing salvage work on the farm,
cow from drowning, he slipped and fell
His body was caught in a current and



They found his body a few hours later and noted the unusual
serenity on the face of the drowned man.

But when they told Marjorie about her husband's death, she was
silent. And they felt strangely moved when they looked at the
face of a woman who could not cry.

Josephine Frater.
Std.9.

A DAFFODIL

It opens its face to the morning sun,
And when the day is done ����
The yellowness is gone'.

Georgie Frater.
Std.6_.

THE STRANGER

It was Germany, 1939. Already the little white slips o~ paper
with the ominous messages of war were being received by men
and boys allover the country.

One such receiver was Rudolph Rergernhaus, an eighteen-year-old
about to be married. He and his sweetheart had heard all about
the threat of war but had never dreamed that they, too, would
become involved.

Rudolph was to report to the nearest army station before the
f'ollowing Wedhesday-. His training would start immediately.

"But you can't go! The wedding and �����and everything will
be ruined! Besides, you have your family and work to cDnsider!
I want you to stay with me!" Anna, his fiancee, was in a state
of near hysteria.

"Anna, my little Anna, you know I don't want to go! Of c01IT'se
not! Listen, we can be married this afternoon and when I aome
back, we'll have the proper ceremony!"

nVlhat if you ������you are killed? What then?rt

In spite of all her pleas, Rudolph set off the following Monday
with a heavy heart bnt proud to be going to help prepare his
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country prepare for war. He was trained on request f~r the
Nazi group that were to have all the rlspecial" work. He did
not realize whatr it would cost his easy-going character until
it.was too late to turn back ,

Anna began receiving letters regularly at first, but gradually
they became less and less frequent until she did not know if
he were dead or alive, but simply had to wait for news of or
from him.

Meanwhile, Rudolph was quickly becoming known for his thorough
work, his lack of scruples where serving his Fatherland was
concerned and ahove all, his change of character. The man
whom he was trained by at first thought him highJ::y,-unsuitahle
for the·work" but after a few,'weeks of squeamishness, he
became used to their ways and aooeptied them as !-fightand the-
best hope f.orGermany-~

RYl 1943 he had several badges of merit and believed completely
in the Fuhrer. His Fuhrer could do nothing save good for his
country and if at times he seemed a little harsh -·well, that
was what was needed to try to control such stupid people who
were so easily led astray.

He had seen Anna a few times since he had left that Monday,
morning. Now, four years later, he was losing his boyish,
happyvgo-d.ucky f'aoe, It was becoming harder, the lines in
his forehead more pronounced, his ae;tions stiff and typical of
the way in which the Nazis moved. He was nervy, on edge, ana
always waiting f~r a message to tell him to report back to
base.

Then he did not see her again until the end of 194,4. It.was
shortlY.ïbefore Christmas and.he came home tio see her before-
being posted to Poland.

He briskly opened the door o~ their flat and walked in, his
heels making a loud, echoing noise on the wooden floor.

liAnna, Anna, where are you? Anna!fI

UHere I am, who is it:?" came a voice from the tiny kitchen.

"Look in the mirror above your head!U

She obeyed, and at once gave a gasp. Her brain was racing. He's
come to give me bad news! Rudy is dead. Oh dear, what a mess
I'm in. Where is my:brush? His face is very familiar. Mayb:e
he is one o~ Rudy's friends. Must wash my hands. They're
Lull of flour. Where's that teapot?

IlEold on a moment, Herr Kommandant, if you please.
you like a seat? I apologize for the state I'm in.
had known you were coming �����"

Would
If I
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Itlsthat the way you talk to your husband? I think not: Now
hurry up, woman, r don'thave all day:" His voice was harsh
and clipped.

She stared at him. ttyousaid you ������you were my husband?
But you aren't my Rudy, he has a young, soft face. He does
not frown like that. Forgive me, sir, although your face is
familiar, I cannot place you. You are a stranger:"

Fiona Adams.
Std.7'.

BUTTERFLY

From flower to flower ::the.creaturef~its,
]lp. kiss,
Blo~~, from God's finger-tips.

~i>''''''''c.
Gcetgie Frater.
Std. t)..~

HOW TO PAINT A PERFECT HOLIDAY

First we paint the place where we are going to stay,
In the middle of the month of May;
Not.forgetting the sea-side blue
With a blob of cloud to make it come true.
We paint her riding a high-crest wave,
Wow! That part I really crave.
Upon the golden sands I lie,
Above me white-feathered sea-gulls fly.
To end my picture going home
And think of all the joy that's gone,
Of tne:-merr'F"monthof May;
I'll paint next time a better holiday.

Jackie Couzens.
Std.6.
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DUTCH ENTR]'

Het was hondeweer buiten. Tante Jacoba zette voor de zoveelste
keer haar lorgnet recht op haar neus. Ze zat kaarsrecht in haar
stoel naar buiten te kyken. In de verte zag ze een meisje
aankomen. Haar gezicht betrok. Het zat nog steeds dwars dat
Rose, haar zuster, met een Javaanse man getrouwd was.

Hun dochtertje was licht gekleurd. Het kind had een lief karak=
ter - in tegenstelling met haar moeder - dacht ze spottend.
Ze had gewigerd haar zuster nog eens te zien. Ze was naar
Amerika gegaan en Rose was met ha.ar familie in Nederland
gebleven. Rose was aardig, maar ook trots.

Nu, tien jaar later, kwan er een tiener aan, een licht gekleurd
meisje ������

"Kom binnen," zei Tante Jacoba Letwat streng. Het meis je kwam
binnen.

"Goedemiddag, Tante Jacoba," zei het meisje, ietwat benauwd.
Tante bekeek haar van top tot teen. Na een ogenblik stilte .zei
ze: "Zo, zo, en wat kwam !jy wel hier doen?"

Het meisje keek naar haar voeten. Ze zweeg eerst maar zei toen:
"Tante Jacoba, ik wil met u over onze familie praten.tt

Tante- Jac.oba snoof.

"Ga zitten, Nicolette."

Nicolette, of Nicky, zoals ze meestal genoemd werd, ging op het
puntje van haar stoel zitten. Toen oarstte ze uitr

)

"U, u������� u bent zo koud, zo onpersoonlik. Ik kan het niet
uitslaan dat u niet met myn moeder kan opschieten. Nu u weer
hier bent is ze bëdroefd. Toe, u kunt. toch ook weleens iet.s
van uw kant. doen? Gewoon omdat myn moeder met. een Javaan getrouwd
is, is toch geen reden om zo onaardig tegen haar te zyn! Myn
vader en ik zyn wel-opgevoede mensen. We zyn net lui, nié~ dronken
of bewoners van een zwijnen stal." Nicky was rood van opwinding'
en keek Tante Jacoba uitdagend aan.

"Meisje, weet je tegen wie je spreekt."
Nicolette liet haar hoofd hange~.

"Zulke onverantwoordelyke wworden had ik niet van jou verwacht,1t
zei Tante Jacoba. Verder ging Tante er niet in, maar zei alleen
nog: "Je kunt gaan, Nicolet.te.Il Tante zat zo een lange tyd,
het meisje achterna starend.. Het kind had gelyk. Ze besloot
.om vriendeliker tegen haar zuster te zyn.

Buiten had het opgehouden met regenen. Ben., waterig zonnetje kwam
door de wolken heen kyken en Tante Jacoba zette haar lorgnet weer
recht.

Ká-tinkaHonnig.
Std.7.
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]KEIN HAUS

Ich wohne in der r.'!ilfordstrafe,26 in Plumstead. Mein
Baus steht in einem Garten mit vielen, schonen, builten
Blumen. Mein Wohnzimmer und Esszimmer sind kombinient
mit gro en Fenstern zum Balkon und Garten. Es gibt drei
SChlafzimmer, eines machte ist mir als ein Studierzimmer
einrichten. Die Kuche ist nicht gro aber alles modern
eingerichtet plus GeschirrTspulmaschine. Toilette und
Badezimmer sind getrennt. Separat vom Haus steht eine
Doppelgarage. Das Wohnzimmer ist sehr gemutlich. Ich
habe nette Nachbarn es gefallt mir shr in der Milford=
strafe.

I.Maier
Std. 6

EK EN DIE WERELD

In die groot wêreld
Is ek, maar net ek,
Een persoon van drie honderd, duisend, miljoen, triljoen,
Soos een klein sterretjie in die nags hemel,
Een sandkorreltjie op die strand,
As ek hier weg is,
Draai die wêreld nog.
Niks verander nie in dié groot wêreld,
Maar in my klein wêreldjie,
Die wêreld van my lewe
Is ek die begin, en die einde

S.Gird
Std. 8

A BEACH SPECIPffEN

�_ __/ It's tangling,
wangling,
curling,
wigling,
squigling,
wurling,
scurling,

and
winding.

It's curious,
It's different,
Yes, it is������

definately,
absolutely,
positively

different.

S.Justice
Std. 6
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16)AUGUSTUS 2018

Die bekommerde uitdrukking wat ek op my vader se geaig geslen
het, toe die J?adio-aankondigerrse stem gesê het: "Oorlog
met Sjiena het vuftien minute gelede begin!n sal jare lank
vars in my geheue bly.~zy:moeder he~ flou neergeval en my suster
het histeries gegil. Ons het geweet dat dit binne 'n paar
maande in 'n wêreldoorlog sou ontwikke~.

My vader het geen tyd verspil nie. Nadat Ma gelawe is, het
ek 'n paar noodsaaklike dinge versamel. My'hele liggaam
was lam van die vrees en my verbeelding wou net op hol raak,
maar ek het niks daaroor gesê nie. Uit benoudheid het my
suster begin huil. Gelukkig het ons 'n oorlog gewag en ons
was bereid om Jacksonville te verlaat. Ons het om elfuur
daardie more ver-tir-ek en om twaalfuur in Kaap Kennedy aangekom.

In Groot skaar mense het om die ruimtes{tip saamgedrom, maar- net
die vyfbonderd gelukkige vrouens en kinders wat betyds plekke
bespreek het, kon die aarde in hierdie ruimteskip ver-Laa t ,
Dïe manne moes bly om te veg en etlike persone het gehuil
omdat hulle vaders, seuns, broers, kêrels en mans moes verlaa~.
Ek het stilswyend met my'vader en moeder gestap. Waa dit die
laaste keer wat ek my vader sou sien?

Kort daarna het ons 'n pad deur die digte skaar gebaan en binne
'n uur was ons veilig met ons suurstofhelmhoed in die ruimtevaart.

"Tien, nege, agt,. .�� " het iemand oor 'n luidspreker gesê.
Met bonsende hart en trane in my oe het ek by die venster uit=
gekyk en my vader se gesig vir die laaste keer gesien. "Sewe,
ses, vyf, ����" Ten spyte van die koue was my hande nat van
die sweet.

IIVier, drie, twee, een ��� zero!1I Met 'n groot en harde gedreun
het ons die reis na Mars begirr.

Elizabeth Murra~.
Std.?

NA~EKE IS DIE WOONWA ONS TUISTE

Verlede jaar, gedurende die Junievakansie, het my oudste broer
eendag huis toe gekom met die oudste, verwaarloosde grys woonwa
wat ons nog ooit gesien het, agter aan oJj.smot_{)r.

Hy was vol idees om die woonwa op te k~ap en dan elke naweek
daarmee te gaan reis, sodat ons ons omgewing 'n hietjie lb..eter
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sou kon leer kerr. Eaie werk was op die ou wa toegepas om dit
in 'n behoorlike toestand te probeer kry" maar uiteindelik was
dit heeltemaal gereed om te vertrek, net soos 'n sigeuner se
woonwa, bont geverf in rooi en wit.

Ip die middel van Augustus het orrsop 'n Vrydagaand vertrek.
Ons het naweke in Langebaan, Saldanah Baai, Lambert's Eaai
en Ysterfontein deurgebring en daarna die ooskus gaan ontdek.
Maar eers het die woonwa gebreek. Vir twee maande kon ons
dit nie gebruik nie.

Toe het ons na Die Kelders toe gegaan wat naby Gansbaai is,
en ook na Arniston. Die laaste naweek wat ons met die wa getoer
het, was n~t so ver soos Hermanus. Ons het, die woonwa agter
in die tuin van baie goeie vriende afgehaak. Hulle het gesê
dat ons dit vir altyd daar kon laat, en omdat ons so baie van
die lewe en mense van Hermanus gehou het, het ons saamgestem.

Dit is nou baie aange~aam vir ons, want wanneer ons ook wil~
kan ons met vakansie of naweke daarnatoe gaan, wat ons meeste
naweke doen en nog altyd geniet ana dit terdee.

Tjitske Post.
Std.9.

10 dANUARIE 1974

Woensdag, 10 Januarie, het ons teruggegaan skool toe. Ons
was baie lui en ons kon nie baie goed aan skoolwerk dink nie.
Ons het totaal niks geweet nie.

In die aardrykskundeklas het Jannie le Roux gesit en slaap,
terwylons hard gewerk het. Hy is nie 'n baie hardwerkende
seun nie. ~mr. Browne het hom gesien en hy het baie kwaad geword.
Iemand het hom geknyp en hy het onmiddellik wakker geword.

Nmr. Brovme het na Jannie gekyk en hom 'n vraag gevra. Jannie
het opgestaan en niks gesê nie.

lV"lnr.Browne het gesê: "Dit is nie 'n moelike vraag' nie. Jy moet
'n hietjie meer aandag beperk aan die les!n

dannie het geantwoord: IfMeneer, dis nie die vraag wat moeilik
is nie; dis die antwoord."

Dawn Beasely-.
Std.7.
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LES FOULES

Je n'aime pas les foules. On les trouve partout et surtout
quand personne ne les desire. Souvent, une mêlee generale
se commence. Cedi se passe beaucoup de fois au match de foot-
bal. Des gens protestent contre quelgue chose et un combat
peut s'eclater. Tot le monde s'affole et il yale chaos.

Les foules sont aussi indesirables quand il y a eu un accident,
qu'il en soit ainsi ou non des gens blesse ou des mo~ts. Il
fauD,que les polices bougent les foules et puis ils ne peuvent
pas travailler. Cec:iuse beaucoup de t.empsprecieux.

Une plage rempli de gens est horrible.
lrouger parce qu'il y a tant de gens et
l'endroit. U1I'.Ueplage de~ait: être une
ouverte ou on peut courir autant qu'on

Perso~e ne peut:pas
on ne sent tres a
grosse place~ grande
desirë ..

Les foules ne permettent pas souvent tout-autre personne a
passer et toujours ohstruent la vue. A tout prendre, les
ftoules sont bien ennuyeuses.

Tjitske Post.
std.�9.

MA TANTE

Ma tante etait: tres vieilleJ)
neufï ans , Elle etait.petite
quand son dos elle fait mal.
les ~ux ]lJ.é-crset elle etait
gentille.

plus ou mOlns quartre-:vingt-dix-
et elle marchait lentement,
Elle avait: les cheveux gTis,
tres maigTe. Elle etait tres

La maison qu'elle habitait etait tres gentille et petite, et
Ie jardin etait tres tire a quartre epingles parce qu'elle
y travaillait bien. C'etait une honne jardinier qui travaillait
bien. La maison etait tout le temps propre.

Son fauteuil etait grand et tres comfortable. Elle s'asseait
ou se reposait: au coin du feu quand elle ne lisai~ pas parce
qu !elLe ne ppuyai t pas se promener tout lê temps.

La maison avait trois chambres, une cuisine, une salle de bains,
une salle et une salle a manger.

Sheila Hacking.
Std. 7.
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LE FILM: 'RING OF BRIGHT WATERS'

Le film que j'ai vu pendant les vacances etait tres triste.
Tl s'appelait 'Ring of Bright Waters'.

Tous les jours un homme qui s'appelait Brian, marchait devant
un mag~sin des animaux en chemin a sesbureaux. Dans la fênetre
il y avait un boutre et quand Brian marchait delions Le boutre
le regardait toujours. Une fois il essaya á s'deguiser mais le
boutre savait que c'était lui. Le fois prochain il passa il
entra le magasin et il acheta un loutre. En chemin a la magasin
toute le monde le regarda avec curiosité. Brian appela la loutre
Mitch.

La semaine prochaine, Brian demeurage a la campagne ou il acheta
une trés vieille maison. Il passa les semaines prochaines en
renoulevant la maison. Un attendant Mitch avait trouvé une amie
et ils jouer.ent.ensembles dans les rivieres. Quelquefois ils
attrapaient les truites.

En hiver quand il n'y avait plus des truites dans les rivieres,
Brian trouva un bateau et il attrapa un baleine. Quand il le
donna a Mitch a manger, Mitch ne l'aima pas. Il obtent enf.in
des poissons du village tout prés.

Un jour,Brain rencontra une jeune fille du village. Elle s'appela
Ann. Ann avait un chien que Mitch amait. Tous les soirs ils
marchaient sur la plage ou ils perchaient.

Un an aprés d'arrivé Br~an et Mitch a la campagne, ~ian finit
son livre au sujet de Mitch et puis le lendemain il decida de \!

visiter la cité pour piblier son livre. Anne resta dans la
maison de Brian et prit soin de Mitch.

Le jour ou Briah était remtré, Mitch, Ann et son chien sovti~
pour le recontrer mais en chemin a l'aut,obushalté, une voiture
tua Mitch. Ann étair agitée.,parce que elle-savait qu t elle
devait le r~conter a Brian.

A la fin c'etait trés trist parce que Brian resta tout seul a la
campagne.

NickY' Fouc:El.'é
Std. 9
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Une pi~ce de thé~tra qui mla plu.

Il y a quelques jours, je suis allée voir une piece de
t:hé§.trequi s'appelle ItHello& Goodeyelt� Grest une piece
d'Athol Fugard, un homme trés connu pour sa pi~ce "Boesman
en Lenart.

Le thé§.trê était: tiThe Spac'e", qui ,'h-,a.at, un vieux entrep8t:
avec les chaises autour de la scene en forme d'un fer de chev.al.
C Iest un petit thé§.tre, avec beaucoup d ' anba.ance ,

Le decor de cett.e pi~ce es_t une table, et quatre chaises -
l'une cassée. Il ya aussi un lit trés sale et un éC'lairage
a II électrie:it..é-.C'est un trés pauvre lil!Lcoque.

L'histo~re de cette pi~ce est tF~s simple et il n'y a que
deux acteurs. L'urr est un homme dálaisé et l'autre est..sa
soeur qui est prostituée a Johannesburg. L'incident se trouve
a Port Elizabeth en dix-neuf cent soixante-trois. Les deux
s'appellent Johnny et Kester Smit.

La pi~ce commenceavec Johnny Smit qui; est tr~s triste, parae
que son p~re est/mort. Chaque jois que la douleur l'opprime,
il essaie de penser a d'autres choses. Son p~re avait ete
employé des chemins de fer, et un jour, pendant qu'il mange-
ait un figuier de Barbarie, quelques hommes Ie cnassaient
et il y avait une explosion de la dynamite pr~s de lui.
Les roahers ont écrasé sa jambe gauche. Corneluis Smit a
re~ll le dédommagement et sa retraite pour la vieillesse.

Apr~s la mort de Mme Smit, Hester, la filleest allé a
Johannesburg, parce que son p~re la détesté. Dans la piece
elle rentre chez elle apres douze ans pour réclamer sa moitié
du dédommagement.

Quand elle arrive chez elle, son fr~re niest pas tres con-
tent de le voir, et lui demande ce qu'elle veut. Elle dit
q~elle veut de l'argent,mais son fr~re ne la permet pas
d'entrer dans la chambre de son bu, il~, il est tr~s
malade.

Johnny dit a Hester qu'illui:.donnera l'argent~ mais elle
ne peut pas y entrer.

Johnny donne les bo1tes de son p~re a Hesterqui chercne
l'argent, mais elle ne le trouve pas. Avec la frustratio~
Hester enime dans La chambr-e de son për-e , et elle voit qu ' il
n'est pas la. Elle demande a Johnny ou il est, et ~ohnny
lui dit qU'il est mort. Hester est tr~s fachée parce que
Johnny lui á:menti et elle le frappa sans cesse.

Enfin quarid ils ont:cherch.é'dans toutes les boites, ils ne trouvent-
rien et Hester part pour Johannesburg,sans aucun argent.

Cette pï~~~est trasréaiiste et aussi d~êouragement,mais les
acteurs, Hd.Jl::lFlynn et YVonne Hryceland sont surperbes,
et ~J c'est une pie~e qui m'a beaucoup plu.

S.Dowdle.
std. 10
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L'INCIDENT DES VACANCES

Les vacances passees etaient les meilleurs vacanees que j'ai
jamais passees. Le jour de mon anniversire,mes parents,
Andrea et Moi sont alles en avion a Durban. 1]( faisai t t.res
beau et nous etions a l'aeroport de bonne heure parce que
nous etions si agites.

Quand n01llJ:Ssommes arrives a Durhan, il faisait extrêmement
chaud et il y avait des milliers de gens dans l'aeroport.
Puis nous sommes alles cherchen nos bagages et enfin il fallait
chercher l'autobus de notre hetel poux yaller. Tout a coup
j'ai vu l'autobus qui venait de partir sans nous. Or, il n'~
a rien a faire sauf prendre l'autobus de l'aeroport jusqu'au
terminus en pleine ville.

Au terminus nous nous sommes assis au bord de la rue avec tous
nos bagages at mon pere a essayede prendre un taxi, mais
quelle dornnage1 Il n'en a pas pu trouver. En tout cas, au
bout d'uro uart d'heure, un agent de police dans une voiture
cellulaire est arrête et il a dit qu'il voulait nous aider.
Nous lui avons; dit notre probleme et il a dit qU'il serait con=
tent de nous prendre jusqu'a notre hetel.

Quand nous sommes arrives a l'hetel, tous las residents et le
directeur nous; ont regardes avec curiosite car ce n'est pas
chaque jour que les residents arrivent dans une voiture
cellulaire.

Dorothy Beukes.
Std.10.

LA REINE

Forrure jais brillant noir
Les yeux brillent comme la mer,
Elle reigne supreme �����
LE CHAT.

Patricia Tyler.
Std.?



"Thought takes man out of servitude into freedomrt

Emerson.


