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8. J. Keata Ode to Autymn 12
G, 3. Keats Cde to a Grecian Uzn 12
190, W, Owen Anthermn for Doomed Youth 12
11. T. Gray Elexy in a Country Churchyard 11
12, A. Tennyson Ulvsses 10
13. R. Campbell Avutumn 9
14, R, Campball Herees on the Camargue 9
15, R. Campbell Zulu Girl B
16, 7T, Carey-Sister Clay Cattle 8
17. L. MacNfece Meeting Point 8
18. %.Shakespeare Sonnet CXVI 8
19. R, Browning The Laboratory 7
20, J. Milten Gn His Blindness 7
21. G. Butler Cape Coloured Batman 7
23. R. Frost Selection of peams 6

Cuestion 4{¢). If vou do not enjov teaching poety leage indicate

this 3& th 8 cross and give a reason, if possible for
your i €q

N = 199

7 teachers stated that they did pot enjoy teaching poetyy,

Teacher A atated that neither he nox his pupils liked any poetry
at all,

Teachar B did not enjoy teaching postry because of the demands of
the syllabug and examinations.

Teacher C disliked teaching poetry because Tanglish is ot her home
language.

Teacher D disMked teaching poetry because of a combination of

dull, unappreciative clagses and unsuitable poermns pre-
scribed for Senior Certificate,
Teacher & was "tired bayond words" of the "same 3 antholosles
and the samea poemas’ year after year during the laet
& vears.
Teacher ¥
and & disliked teaching poetry because they could not ''put it

across’ and consequently clagses were bored and inattentives,



Cueation 5, Bearing in mind the teaching demands of th:% literature
symbug. would you nlease E‘Eé cate the maximum number
o mmg, of moderate hengghg that you feel shouid be
prescribed for the matriculation course,

INumber of poerns preferred Freguency
70 + 4
65 « 69 -
60 » 64 i
55 = 39 4
50 - 54 9
45 = 49 7
40 - 44 39
35 » 39 17
30 = 34 40
25 « 29 27
20 - 24 17
15 - 19 6
10 - 14 7

5« 9 3
D= 4 1

173 teacherse answered the question. 113 made comments. As shown
in Table 4 the most popular cluster Is 30 = 34 flanked by 40 « 44 ond
25 « 29, Relatively few teachers suggestsd over 45 or under 20 poems,

19 teachers indicated that they had suggested a maximum

number of poems only for examination purposes. 4.2 recommended

the reading of an unlimited number of pcems for pleasure. A number

of teachers {evoured the Transvasal syatem of recomnending, not

pregcribing, certain poems. & teachers recommaended the system
used in Natal « an unlimited number of poems read in Standard IX and
a smeller, specific number studied In Standard X for examination
purposes - so thet 100 poems of moderate length could easily be read
over twe years. 20 teachere compleined that a doemanding literature
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Table 11
FProfessional Qualifications N - 199

Cualification: Number of Teachers

Doctorates -
M. Ed. 2
B. Ed. 17
Secondary School Diploma/Certificate 154
Primary School qualification only 7
Unqualified 19

199

Table III

Degree Courses in English N - 199

Courss Number of Teachers
D. Litt. l
M, A, 16
B, A. {(Hous.} 11
English III 109
English II 34
English 1 22
No courses in Engligh __b

199
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Table IV

Teaching Experionce

N - 199

Years: Number of Teachers
Retired 3
40 + 4
35 - 39 9
30 - 34 21
25 « 29 22
20 - 24 19
15 - 19 44
10 - 14 41

$=9 14
0=-4 22
199
Table V
Fresent I'osition N - 199
MEN - 106

WOMEN - 93

resent Position:

Number of Teachers

Senior English Teacher 139
Acting Senior English Teacher 5
Assistant “nglish Teacher 28
FPrincipals teaching Senior Lnglish 16
Temporary English Teacher (Retired) 6
No stated position 5

199
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Table VI

Exgmining Body Named N = 199

Cape Education Department 86
Matal Education Department 33
Transvaal Education Department a3
Crange Free State Cducation Department 17
Joint Matriculation Board 27
Department of Lducation, Arts and Science __3
199
Table VI
Home Lanpuage(s} of Fupils N - 199
~ngligh 142
English and Afrikaans 23
Afrikaans 24
199
Table VIII
Home Languege{e) of Teachers N« 199
English 152
vnplieh and Afrikaans 29
Afrikaans 18
























































































































































































































































































11.

12,

13,

14,

HARBOUR CRANES

See the etching

Of the gangling cranes
Giraffing, acid-black,
On branding copper sky.

John, aged 164,

LONELINESS

The babble of voicea in my ears.
Welleloved faces

Hands waving, people shouting,
The jerk of the engine, the soot
and the smoke in my nostrils,
Memories of happiness,

Left behind,

Before me = the aschool,

and L.oneliness.

Graeme, aged 16,

THE FORGOTTEN

No longer was there the cry of death
on the sandy shore,
No longer was there the cry of pain
by the men
Slain by many a sword,
But only a frightful silence
of the wind,
Blowing over the sandy shore.

Alan, aged 15.

THOUGHTS AT NIGHT

When one night, I looked at the stars
And saw their cold, unchanging faces,

I was lying in a field below the display

Gazing at the scattered salt of it all
And, wondering, alone, how it really began.
But my mind hardly worked with the startling

idea

So I turned to my mate to speak of that day;
But I caught the light of his face upturned
And held my tongue for I knew how he felt.

Bernard, aged l6.



15,

16,

17.

A ROVER'S SONG

FFrom the mighty Drakensberge,
To Agulhas rollers dread,

I have roamed this wide land over,
And I'll ream until I'm dead.

From the huge, high, rock mountains,
And the Boland's waterfalls,

To the osgtrich farms of Dudtehoorn,
And the mighty Cango halls.

From Natal's green-grassy hilltops
To Karrooe plains flat and bare,
From Knysna forests onwards,
Till I'm not here but there.

From the Zoutpansberg so lovely
To Capetown's Table Bay

I'1 roam until I'm finished
S50 I'll be on my way.

For I've a rover's head and body
And a rover's heart and mind.
I'm always looking forward
But I'll never look behind.

Stuart, aged 14.

HOSPITAL THOUGHT

Voices surging, figures driiting
White clad,
Cream and white and . . . lifting.

R.£., aged 15.

HAIKU

Blurred, rain-swept windscreen
Smasghed with sudden shock into
My pain-darkened face.

Andrew, aged 15,



18.
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SPRING

Tender, succulent

Re=hbirth

The inevitable rhythm of the earth
Has opened before my eyes.

Onlooker, aged 16,



19,

- 228 -

Y DREAILAND

The grass folds underneath me,

To make a comforting bed,

For my weary body,

Flowere blugh, and shyly turn their faces,
Always nodding thelr heads to the wind,

Ants take their time, have a chat,

An they carry the heavy burden of food homewnrd,
Birds pather topether in groups,

Te put their own versions to the chorus,

The swallow broadens cut ite wings,

To make yet another daring dive,

The bird of prey circles out of the sky

To dig his claws of destruction

Inte the unsuspecting prey,

Lazy vulture's lieen eyes survey the world below,
Cn the lookout for ite daily meal,

ALl this occurs while the smiling bright sun
Keeps watch over its domain.

My eyellds closed antomatically,

Like that of a doll's,

Words hanging in mid~air,

Suddenly fell into my lap,

In my mind I connected them together,
To give different kinds of meanings.

That's how [ write poems,
That's how I pen my booke,
That's how I soothe the burning ulcer of trouble,

There in the quiet and blissful fields,

Where the grass is my comiorter,

And the sky my adviser,

Yes, that is the only place where one is

Free from the bustle and roar of the city life,
The only thing that resides there ia, peace,

Also nature's creation which you can enjoy,

it can help you indirectly to solve guestions,
Frobing your mind for the correct answer,

Your thoughts you can ponder over,

Anewers found in nature's innocence,

Fleasant memories brought back te life,

Relived once more,

And the wise blue sky acts as your father,

You go to it as a son with your mounting troubles,
To help you with your burden, so that you might face
The merciless world without shame,

When problems rise again,

You might be able to survey your little kingdom,
And let it help you solve your troubles and cares.

Trevor, aged 15,



20-

21,

22.

BURG VINDIN A FCRLET

I'ouring across a dorrnant landscape
A hot river of maddened breath

An endless sweep of unseen force

Hot anger from a caldwlocked winter,
Resenting the loss of it warmer days.

Descending from calms in higher places
Destined for death in lMadagascan Seas,

The plunge of a wind that hotly races
Unchecked through a scorched nudity of trees.

Teter, aged 16,

CAN THERE RE NOC ANBWIDR

‘When you fall in love,
Is it forever?
How can you know
VWhere love goes when it dies?
Must love always hurt
When it leaves you?
How many times must you be hurt,
Before love dies?
Where doss love go,
W hen it leaves you?
And how many times
Can it return?

M.J., aged 16,

LYING DYING

Once 1 saw a man lying dying

In the middle of a big dark read,

I stopped and 1 saw a deep dark gash,

The blood looked like slippery and cold jelly.
I affered him some wine

But he said nothing and lay dying.

Hitchie, aged 13.



23. ITCER DY THR GZ5A

e are all children by the sea,
Finding in the sun-white sand
Something of an Cden Gardeny
‘/here our ever-open~flowing waves

“/agh and gexrub our endless-reborn shorea,
John, aged 164,

24, LIFE

Sorn
To grow
Lavgh, cry, live
Tasting the gereet yeare
Before becoming a2 man one day;
To know warm yvears of life, at home, with a few {riends
Ard to work, give, rest, take, grow tired
fade richly in the evening glow,
And, when light departs,
To lie down
And gently
Die.
-
Aindre, aged 15.

25. POEMSE

“/hen I listen intent to a poem read

I feel it frees my thoughts unsaid

It gives to me

That I might gee

(And it*'s all for free)

But, best of all, ['ve besun to feel

That what I thought had little appeal

Ig 2 whole new world that's suddenly grown
As a part of my life i'll never disown.

Tony, aged 14,
























44,

45,
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HOCFOE IN DECEMBER

A summer=-gearching hoopoe

Nodding, bead-eyed in long-headed thought of ants,

Fondered carefully behind a richly brown-barred featheriness
Then, with expert beak, flipped my sixpence~on~the-lawn
Faor better

Luck,

Kevin, aged 14}.

I AM THE BREAD ., . .

If we are all the crumbs of life

Broken minutely from the bread of Christ
W hy must Be struggle in hatred and strife
fis if our own petty greeds sufficed?

But, of course, Ie has ordered it Bo

For, to be placed again beside His geat

He has to try to make us know

That He requires not scattered, fallen wheat

But a whole, new loaf together again.

Roger, aged 16,



46.

47.

DROF

After the fear=tight, lcy leap

I slowly spun

Down, down

Slipping downwards in silent, sunlit spaces,
I saw, far below

The revolving pattern of earth's geometry;
Slow turning fields ~ brown, green
Yellow, living quilt=work,

Factories, river, woods and lanes

All rising to receive maes.

How easy, I thought, to over=delay

My pull for life,

Four thousand was enough to fall,

1 jerked.

What a pistol-crack of silken sound!

A wrenching of shoulders

A standing on air

A pendulum suspension beneath

The slow, silent labour of millions

Of cocoons - who toiled in an eastern darkness
For mae,

Below, clearly visible now

The coarse, calico cross of

The target.

Soon I'll straddle it

For all is well,

But for others!

This same descent was

A swift plunge to

Crucifixion.

D.L., aged 15,

MEMORIES

Beaide the river
In remorse.
Watching swana
Glide away.

She has gone;

1 am left behind
In memories.

Raymond, aged 15.



43.

GALZ FORCE

The year of my twentieth mortality,
Stuck somewhere in Germany.
Witk me, an unholy, Gedicrsalken army,
Qutside, in the snowy night,
I stood sentinel over the arms depot.
Teeth chattering unmusically together

And shivering uncontrollably in issued boots,

All around me, snow was falling
From the dark, molesting sky.
Upposite me, the oificers' mess rocked

From merriment on its unstable fortifications.

I watched the snow.

Before, it had been falling almost vertically

In thick, heavy flakes.

A wind had sprung up.

Creeping through my icicled body.

Breaking the falling crystals

And driving them now slantwise

Fully into my unprotected face

QOver piles of ruin and stone.

Far across our accureed march

Through ¥France, this the uncouth land,
The wind increased to gale force

Howling like a hungry dog

Whipping at the barren earth from all sides.

The biizzard swept through everything.
1 shut my eyes.

1 opened them once.

Before me, it was a vallay of snow,

A white, unbroken stream,

The snow was seen

In rising walls, in slowly rolling waves.
Under the eaves the snow

Hung in garlands

Only to be broken by the ever

Peanetrable force of the wind.
1 was cold.

But dreaming of home

Blessed sunahine

And just of lovely

South Africa . . . . « . .

Raymond, aged 15.
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49. REMEMBER

Do you remember,
"Vhen with surf stinging,

We clambered the waves,
it and ailoand

But,
Do you remember?

Raymond, aged 15,

50. 15 1T JUST

Should a man be made
to live by his choice
when he was not
in his right mind to make it?
To he in love ig one matter
To live with her all your life
Is another,
To be in love,
is to be btlind when you look at her
is to see what is only in your mind.
To be in love,
ig to be deaf when you hear her voice,
is to hear her ignorant remarks as delightful wit.
To be in love,
is to be dumb when you try to speak first,
is to be unable to say whit your lovegick eye does not see.
In this state,
Is it just
That a man should have to choose
his female partner till death them do part?

M. J., aged 16,



51. THE BLIND CHILD

I dread the golden velvet

of unruffled, morning sands,
While booming breakers foam
Spilled from Neture's hands.

The shriek of a swooping seagull,
The roar in the pearly shelis,
The rasp of pebble on pebble,
The gently rolling swells,

The heaps of slimy seaweed
On a corrugated beach,

The slowly crawling sea-sgnaile
That slip ever out of my reach,

The plume of smoking sand

From a dune's wind-swept crest,
The laughing, scrambling children
Who play with vigour and zest,

All these thinge
Are lost to me

For I am blird,
I no longer see.

Christopher, aged 15.

52. HAIKU

Newe=blossomed peach tree.
Scattered, red-pink blooms like hees
Stiil to come for honey.,

Alan, aged 153,

53. HAIEKU

Freezing autumn winds
Undressing yellow leaved trees
For new summer clothes.

Gerald, aged 16.



55.

56.
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HAIEKU

Degcending red sun
Cuenched beneath a cooling sea
To rise tomorrow,

Roger, aged 13,

COLLISION COURSEE

Flying in brown, untidy jerks at dusk

Are bats.

Aiming at me ~ deliberately or otherwise - but
Side=-slipping in zig-zags to miss.

Jerky, erratic yet smooth in flight

Bobbing, leathery-boned brown blobs of wings
Un-bird-like; displeasing.

Dimly melting out of sight

Aa the little remaining light

Dilutes alowly

Into

Len, aged 143,

DRUMS

Night, and I hear those muffled cills.
Night is the time | most {ear
Those throbbing, beating claws of sound

Day, and ell ig calm
Under the innocent sun.

But I know the time will come
When the drums will sound again,
And I know my time will come

V¥ hen the drums are sounding at
Night.

Tony, aged 13,



57.

58.
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60.

A CERTAIN SADNESS

There is a certain sadneas about a rusted ship
Poised upon a blackness of rocks. White -« angry
Seas keep up an endless temper of taunts;

Once, submisgively, they had to pave a way

For this ship . She had swung through southern seas
Beneath a stillness of stars patterned in the dark,
Now, clearly, beneath the sun of this day

I saw a rusting submission, a lightness

Fallen tc heaviness, all a ruined sea mark.

And, having once salled along with her,

I could not help but feel a certain sadness.

R.W., aged 16,

LAST DAWN

The day broke; the sky clear blue

1 stepped forth, stood, to hear the bugle,
Head bowed. I heard the soothing Voice,
Ch God, have rnercy upon my sinful soul,

Hilton, aged 17.

WHAT IS POETRY?

Is not poetry a thought

An inspiration

Something alive in you?

is it just a composition-on-a-few=lines,

Or is it » something which wants to be on paper?

Don, aged 14.

LONELY SEA

The lonely sen,
Always tossing and turning,
Always on the go,
Cn until eternity,
It never keeps still,
Always fighting,
Against nature's plan,
Of wind and sand.
So think of it,
Not as full of life,
With living things,
But lonely,
Yes!
Lonely and sad.

Trev., aged 15.

















































































































































































































































































