





Dr. D. G. Davis

“FOREWORD

Among the multitudinous concepts of Education that confront and bewilder us at the present moment,
there is one that I would urge vou as teachers to ponder well, and hesitate long before casting aside. It is
the concept that would have us look upon Education as a “way of life.”” Better than all others, it seems to
suggest mankind, generally, as its objective. In developing more firmly and understandingly your phil-
osophy of life and education, the phrase, “way of life,” provides you at once with a broadly human orienta-
tion. It does not mentiow; specifically, primary, elementary, high-school, vocational, cultural, or citizen-
ship education. Tt is inglusive of all. In the way of life for today and tomorfow which ever must be in
harmony with Truth as we know it, and shal! know it progressively more and more, there can be no place for
complete living apart from the comm:on interests of humanity.

Above aﬂ as the, vital contact with realities enables you to grow in efficiency as teacherq, your Normal
College would have you maintain an abiding faith in the intelligence of your fellows. Possessing this, you
will bring into the school the actual issues of living, and guide boys and girls themselves to think, and feel
emotionally, those potent, basic principles which ever must be the saving values of human relationships.

The educational task transcends all others. Tt aims to enable everyone, by growing steadily from
within as responsible etlizens, to learn the art of living abundantly and democratically. Only by developing
such a way of life shall we be able to hold the last barricade in the war for reconstruction, goodwill and peace,
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EDITORIAL

Ours is a high calling. If we enter the teaching profession with a sincere conviction
of this truth, we shall begin well. May each one of us keep this as our foremost thought
when we go out next fall, to {ill positions in society as leaders and guides of the citizens of
tormorrow. ;

The essays, themes, reports, lesson plans, and constructive criticisms that we take
with us, are all reminders of happy and fruitful days spent at P.N.C. in preparation for
the great task that awaits us. Our Year Book, too, provides a record of the numerous
activities which also have played their part in broadening our horizons. Its pages, en-
livened by photographs and biographies that bring back many happy memories, will
enable us in the years ahead to re-live our experiences of 1947-48

The task of editing a Year Book is by no means an easy one. We want our readers
to know, however, that in the shouldering of our responsibilities, we have given our best
We can only hope that the results of our efforts will compare favourably with the results
of similar efforts of former graduates.

Finally, it is our desire that our Principal and staff know how deep an impression
they have left upon us. As a result of their influence and guidance, we have become
members of a great profession with a much fuller realization of its vast opportunities and
accompanying responsibilities. It is now up to us to make the most of these great oppor-
tunities and achieve success.

THE EDITOR.

WORK

Let me but do my work from day to day,

In field or forest, at the desk or loom,

In roaring market-place or tranquil room;

Let me but find it in my heart to say,

When vagrant wishes beckon me astray,
“This is my work; my blessing, not my door;
Of all who live, I am the one by whom

This work can hest be done in the right way.”
Then shall I see it not too great, nor small,
To suit my spirit and to prove my powers;
Then shall I cheerfully greet the labouring hours,
And cheerful turn, when the long shadows fall
At eventide, to play and love and rest,
Because I know for me my work is blest.

_ __HENRY VAN DYKE.
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THE COLLEGE YEAR BOOK

I'm the College Year Book,
Of well-known P. N. C.
My contents are contributed
By classes “A’ and “B”.

My contents are pictures,
And jokes — of the best
Advertisements, activities,
Our lives, and all the rest.

When I am old and out of date
And in your trunk I lie,

Your thoughts will often turn to me
And to the days gone by.

My cover will be dusty,
And faded, as of old,
But pleasant are the memories
That my yellow pages hold.
Lyla Hubley, A2

“Beautiful thought, clad in the livery of the
imagination, quickened with emotion and enshrined
in verse.” 4 What more embracing, yet concise, de-
finition of poetry could one find? Some students
have only a vague idea of what constitutes poetry;
others have a fairly well defined, yet incomplete,
notion.

As we can see from the above, there are four
chief elements in poetry, as Bishop MacDonald so well
showed in his little book, ‘“The Primacy of Thought
in Poetry.” The first requisite is to have some
good idea or thought to convey. Many write much
with no “meat’” in their theme. Much verbiage is
of no avail unless one has something worthwhile to
say. So the first thing needed in poetry, as in prose,
is thought, and beautiful or ennobling thought.
One is little concerned over people who have no ideas,
no constructive thought. The thinker is the im-
portant person. Poetry abounds with thought, us-
ually great thoughts condensed in a few words.
Reecall Scott’s

“Well worth the chase, well worth the day,

That cost thy life, my gallant grey!”

A useful feature in prose, a vivid imagination,
is practically a necessity in poetry. That is why the
great poets could write so picturesquely. Their
imagination was an active auxiliary to their writings.

They could scarcely be poets without it. It also
might be the reason why we remember poetry so
much better than excerpts from prose. Typical of
this point may be Grey’s,

“The curfew tolls the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea,

The plowman homeward plods his weary way,

And leaves the world to darkness and to me.”

The next item does not appear to be so neces-
sary as the preceeding marks of poetry. None-
theless emotion is generally found in all great poetry.
When one delivers an inspiring address on a cause
that is dear to his heart, his hearers sense it and are
swayed more or less by it. This is all the more true
of great poetry and patriotic verse.  The immortal
words of John MeCrae might be cited, ’

“To you from failing hands we throw the torch,

Be yours to hold it high” ... . . ete. : ,
The poet’s feelings and emotions are clearly discern-
able there. j

The fourth characteristic of poetry is. likely the
one regarded by the uninformed as the only distinct-
ive marks of poetry, namely verse form or .rhyme.
More specifically they think that poetry is when
one has end rhyme. However many types of poetry
do not require end rhyme so much as rhythm, or
the gentle flow of sound in poztry depending on the
length of the syllables, or the “Harmonious recur-
rence of sound, accent, and movement.”

It is certainly time well spent to sit down for a
consuming hour with a book of beautiful poetry.
Some friends find real enjoyment in recalling poems
to each other. Try it!

M. MacKenzie,
Mechanic Science

ODE TO THE NORMAL COLLEGE

Oh ve strong structured building of rich red bricks,
With your slated roof and Victorian style;

For eighty years you have endured the merriment
of youth, ; .
Filled g?ger minds with sweet times the year to be-

guile.

Students worship you, though heedlessly,

To them you are a fair missal gently trimmed;

They start as a shaken leaf, timid but determined

To fill their desires until the cup of knowledge is
o’er brimmed.

Your swirling staircases and majestic rooms
Have seen the passing of many feet,



Each year brings forth a fresh sowing,
Then June adds one more mile to the retreat.

For years yet, you must continue to strive,
Even though you are old and Time is fleeting;
Hold high the torch of learning to youth of tomorrow,
And smile on your servants in daily greeting.
Rachel Smith, A3

NORTH AMERICA’S ONLY GAELIC
COLLEGE

There are many things of which Cape Breton
can boast but if we were to mention them to fellow
Canadians they would probably reply, “Oh, that’s
nothing, we can say the same thing.” Nevertheless,
this is not so in all incidents. If we say that we have
the only Gaelic College in North America the reply
mentioned above would not apply because Cape
Breton Island has this distinction. This College
known as the Gaelic Foundation, and whose motto
_is “A Loom in Every Home and Sheep on those
Cape Breton Hills,” is located at beautiful St. Ann’s
Bay, and was founded by Rev. A. W. L. MacKenzie.

At first it consisted of one log building which
contained a eclassroom and a museum. However,
it has grown a great deal since that time and it now
offers a six month’s course in weaving as well as
teaching the Gaelic language.

A special feature of this college is an’annual
event called the Gaelic Mod (Mod being the Gaelie
word for gathering.) The first Mod lasted for just
one day but people became so enthusiastic over it
that it was finally extended to two days and then
last vear to three. This is not only an important
day for the Scots of Cape Breton but one which
attracts people from other parts of Canada as well
as the United States.

The Mod is opened by the Premier of the pro-
vince and is also addressed by other outstanding
persons. Last year one of these persons was Chief
Flora of the MacLeod clan from the Isle of Skye,
Scotland. This year the chief of the MacDonald
clan, also from Seotland, will be present.

After the addresses the crowd enjoys a well
planned program which consists of competitions in
Gaelic singing, bagpipe and violin playing, and the
Highland Fling and Sword Dancing.

The museum contains relics of the early settlers
of Cape Breton. Besides these, thereis a display of
some of the clothes of the famous Cape Breton giant,
Giant MacAskill. All of these are most interesting.

This college, as I have already said, has made
great progress and is doing much to keep alive the
traditions of our Scottish ancestors. However, [
have only given a brief description of the college and
much more could be said. If you are interested why
not plan to attend a Gaelic Mod sometime and get
some first hand information? Remember, you would
also be seeing North America’s only Gaelic College.

E. M. Hart,
B1 - 232

THAT OLD GREY HOUSE
{Garland, N. S.)

There is an old grey house upon
A gentle hill and there it has been

A hundred years within the dawn;
A hundred sunsets it has seen.

Deserted now, it watches o’er

The road with wistful gaze, though dumb,
And seems still to be waiting for

Familiar forms that do not come.

No lights gleam forth when darkness falls,
No home folks gather in that gloom;
But there within those vacant walls
The very silence fills each room.
Jack Adams,
B3-301

THE FAIRY

With soft and gentle fairy tread,
Upon the glittering snow,

I watched a little brownie run,
As fast as he could go.

“Whither goest, thou little man?”
In a tender voice asked I,

“Delay me not, I pray thee,”
Was his pleading, quick reply!

“] go to find my lover lost
Who pines away for me;
Until I find I shall not rest;
Nor I fear, shall she.”

I lingered with my eyes awhile,
The Brownie passed me by,
I could not hold him from his task
Nor ask his reason why.
Fred Jackson, B3

MISSION ACCOMPLISHED

The last rays of the sun were slowly sinking in
the west and dusk was creeping silently over the
quiet country.

A lone figure was lying prostrate on the ground.
Slowly he began to move, crawling forward with a
slow snake-like movement. He followed the path of
the tall reeds, pushing them apart with the gun he
held tightly clutched in his right hand.

He was breathing in short gasps and his heart
was beating madly. Would he be able to accomplish
his mission? Could he slip through the enemy
lines and deliver the message in time? Many such
thoughts flashed across his mind as he slowly work-
ed his way forward.

Now the difficult part- of the journey was at
hand. He must stand up and make a dash for the
woods on the other side of the road; hoping that the
dark shadows would hide him from enemy eyes.
He slowly raised himself up and — Listen! What
was that? He stopped short and listened. There
was the noise again!

He heard someone calling his name faintly.
He shivered slightly and looked at the darkening sky.
Oh — time to go in! He slung his tiny gun over his
shoulder and started for the house calling, “Coming,

Mum.”
Marion Miller,

A3 - 103



DAWN

I.

All is still, a world ensconsed in slumber,

As darkness slowly wends its way

O’er field and meadow, city and town,
Proclaiming the end of another day.

Deep and unbroken is the silence that reigns,
Tixcept for the owl’s eerie ery;

Tall stately trees with low murmuring leaves
Fold their leafy boughs with a sigh.

8

Thus darkness spreads o’er an unseeing world,

Its net of silence is cast,

But now a streak of light far to the east

Betrays that the dawn comes at last.

Slowly it rolls back the velvet curtain of night;

As first signs of daylight break through.

And life stirs once more as the stillness gives way;
For day has begun anew.

Irma Chermak, Bl

FRIENDSHIP

The word “friendship,” like the word “mother,”
sends a thrill of joy and happiness into our hearts
whenever we hear it or see it in print. Jeremy
Taylor describes it as “the greatest usefulness, the
most open communication, the noblest sufferings,
the severest truth, the heartiest counsel, and the
greatest union of minds of which brave men and
women are capable.” Health, strength, riches,
athletic ability or high scholarship are desirable,
but what are they compared with the love of a friend?
When we have known the meaning of real friendship,
it 1s as if a hidden spring of joy has risen up and over-
flowed in our hearts.

Somewhere I read, ‘““true friendship is a golden
knot which angel’s hands have tied.” However
beautiful that thought may be, and however much
it seems as if God in His kindness had given us a
real friend, the keeping of the knot of friendship
tightly tied is a matter for each individual. Through
recent years, with the world in a state of collapse
and humanity everywhere enduring suffering and
hardship, our mental and physical powers are put
to the test. Never before has a real friend been
such a fundamental need in the lives of people.
Let us congratulate ourselves if we have one.

Making friends is easy, but keeping them
through the years is harder. If a person has an at-
tractive personality—not physical attractiveness as
much as mental and spiritual beauty—he will usually
find that others seek his friendship. If a person is
enthusiastic, courteous and considerate of others, his
prpularity is assured. To have friends you must be
friendly, and one who has the capacity for making
friends is very fortunate indeed.

Friendship is too fine and precious a thing to be
entered into in a big way. A few friends is all that
anyone has the right to ask. Friendship cannot be
developed in a hurry, but often you find it in places
where you least expect it.

Perhaps the secret of friendship and the most
Leautiful result of it is self-forgetfulness—a desire to

give and not to take. When we think about our-
selves, what we want and what we do—we are not
very lovable. That is annoying to others. But
when we forget ourselves and our desires in our
thoughts for our friends and their happiness, we have
acquired a simplicity of thought that is truly beaut-
iful. But, oh, how hard it is to forget one’s self!

Friends must bear with each others’ faults, for
we all have our faults and weaknesses. Friends
should be able to talk to each other freely and to
accept friendly eriticism. This is not an easy thing
to do, and often we cause ourselves heartaches and
misunderstandings in trying to help others.

A true friend is one that holds you to your best
self. Nothing spurs a person on to noble living
more than to know his friend believes in him. A
test of true friendship is that two friends may sit
together or walk together in perfect silence, if they
feel so inclined, and feel happiness in being together,
and never weary of each other’s company. There
must be friendship in the deepest things of the soul.
If we kept the friends we made in our childhood,
we would be rich in worldly treasures when we grow
older; instead, many people are as lonely as pilgrims.
We lose many friends because of lack of common
interest; we grow away from others; we kill the love of
some through our own selfishness because we are too
proud to offer an apology or to admit that we are
wrong. Broken friendship, like broken china. may
be joined together again, but it will never be as strong,
and we can never replace a friend that we lose, be-
cause no two people are alike.

Stevenson said: “So long as we love, we serve;
so long as we are loved by others, I would almost
say that we are indispensable, and no man is useless
while he has a friend.”

Florrie Wilson, A3

WANTS

I want a little schoolhouse

Out in the country side,

Where pleasant children come to learn
About this world so wide.

I want a little schoolhouse
Where friendship dwells within;
Where happy hearts are striving
For honors they may win.

I want God’s hand beside me
Each day the whole year through,
So I'll not forget, nor fail to see
The work I have to do.

And then — I want the children,
The strong, the weak, the poor;
Waiting there to greet me
When I come in the door.

For what’s a little schoolhouse
Out in the country wide,
Without those happy children
Who work there side- by-side?

J. Nauffts
B2 - 287

Lena



SCHOOL TEACHER OR SCHOOL KEEPER

Every one of us who is entering the Teaching
profession must, by this time, realize the immense
task before us. Teaching does not consist merely
of keeping children within four walls of a school-
room for the required five hours a day. Instead,
each teacher must throw his complete self into the
job of moulding young lives into the young citizens
of tomorrow. The minute particles of work we do
each day, do not, at the time, seem to make the whole
appear much larger but, over the period of weeks
and months, we see the structure of a world citizen
taking shape and broadening into a credit or a dis-
credit to society. It is the duty of every teacher,
regardless of the size of his or her school, to see that
only worthy citizens are the products of our schools.

Too many teachers, so-called, enter a classroom
at nine in the morning and attempt to teach a lesson
without preparation; they never read books pertain-
ing to their chosen profession although such books are
continuously at their disposal; and far too many let
their learning stop when the door of the Normal
College closes behind them in the Spring. There is
an old adage that says, ‘“Never a day goes by but
what you learn something you did not know before.”
Let not the opportunity pass without taking ad-
vantage of this incidental learning. Pupils, as well
as books and newspapers, are a great source of in-
formation. Of course a teacher has to have the
common sense to distinguish between facts and fancy.

Every teacher, in my opinion, should have a
code of ethics or set of rules to keep before him as
he teaches from day to day. Inan American teacher’s
magazine about ten years ago was published such a
code. They have served as a guide in my past teach-
ing years and I will pass them on to you in hopes
that someone may find them of use. Following are
the characteristics of “A Good Schoolmaster.”

A good schoolmaster:

Is rever satisfied, never sarcastic, never in des-
pair. ;
Is ready to change his methods at any moment,
his prineciples —never.

Studies the work of tomorrow, today, and his
profession always.

Recognizes a full education as many-sided and
values all equally.

Observes the three laws of learning:

That a boy learns only
(a) by desire before
(b) by repetition during
(¢) by satisfaction after.
Values discipline only which persists in his ab-
sense.

Knows that a boy cannot be taught to do right
unless he be free to do wrong.

Is a leader, not a driver.

Works to make himself more and more un-
necessary to his pupils.

Does not do his pupils work for them.

Asks few questions but stimulates many.

Uses what his pupils want to do, in order to
teach them what he wants to teach.

Teaches one thing in such a way that his pupils
learn several.

10

Does not avoid drills and drudgery, but makes
his pupils look forward to the goal beyond them.
Manoeuvers so that his pupils’ aectivities are
as much as possible a preparation for after-
school life.

Preaches only a little, but practises much.

Perhaps you have your own set of objectives
and know what is expected of you as a teacher but
I have found that the greatest satisfaction is the re-
sult of the “‘extra mile” you travel on your own be-
yond the call of duty. It is often the last foot or so
that really brings your objective closer to reality.
No work which a teacher does in good faith is ever
completely useless. It may be the last idea which
vou have handed to your class that makes the most
impression on a young mind and sets things aright
for him.

If each one who leaves the Normal College this
yvear would endeavour to do his very best, not only
what the law requires but a little more besides, the
products of the Nova Scotia schools would be of a
much higher quality. Take your little bundle of
common sense under your arm, I hope I have a firm
hold upon mine, and put yourself into your work.
Yc()iu chose your profession, live up to its high stand-
ards.

Robert Saunders
A4—172

THE HUNTERS DREAM

After a long weary day, the hunter crawls into
his sleeping bag, and, with a heavy sigh, drifts peace-
fully into slumber. As he sleeps there in the cool
clear air under the pale white light of the moon, he
dreams of what he hopes to see on the morrow.

The picture which steals through his mind is
one of the forest in autumn, shortly after daylight,
when the sun throws its first magnificent rays of
light on the frost-kissed forest, making it sparkle
like a mountain of diamonds. Frost has performed
some of its wonderful work of splashing the leaves of
every shrub and hardwood tree, and even the stately
birch and maple, with yellow, red, orange and blend-
ed greens and crimsons.

The hunter sees, too, a gigantic bull moose stand-
ing knee deep in the clear waters of a lake surrounded
by hills. He can see parts of thé dark brownish grey
coat of this moose ripple, as his powerful muscles
bulge beneath. This old monarch is getting a drink
before he takes to the thick sheltering forest for the
day. As he raises his great head and antlers from
the still waters, one can see sparkling drops of water
on his hairy beard. As these drops fall to the motion-
less water, they send out little ring-shaped waves
that seurry merrily away, as if delighted that they
had been set free.

Suddenly, a great owl swoops past in search
of food, uttering at the same time a terrifying hoot.
The hunter is disturbed and his visions vanish.

Shirley MacPherson
B2—280
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