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Dr. D. G. DAVIS
FOREWORD

For twenty yeaars it has been my privilege to write a

“Foraword” for the College Y Book, and now I am writing
This, however, with your indulgence, will be more
on than a foraword.
s been most happy in my colleag 1es
cn the st~ff, some of whem have been and »mong the most
catstanding teachers in all C s Norm=zl Schools, and
whose able teaching and cooparative loyalty have made pos-
sible whatever sues may have come to the institition dur-
ing my prineip2) the College, nevertheless, always has
meant for me—the students.

0.t of more than forty years of maddling along in Edicat-
jon, more vers than manv of you will live, what abiding trutk
have I found that I can leave with you? At this critical stage
of the world’s histery with its myriad theories of teaching and
living, is there not something upen whick we can stake all in
our technique of teaching?

I believe there is such a truth. Never before have T had
the courage to speak thus of this basic element to s adent-
teachers as I have tonight in prepering this rewell word of
hope and encoaragement for you 2ll. The truth of which T
would speak has been oiced loudly here and there ap throt gh
the ages. Many have cried valiantly for its greater recogni-
tion. No cne among ycu would deny it; but it is seemingly
so simple, whe1 expressed that we almost are afraid of being cen-
sidered sentimontal or weak in uttering it. We like some-
thing that is cf more learned length and thundering sound.
We ferget that

“The great things are so simple,
The simple things so great.”

One of our English premiers speaking to a group of young
people representing our great Commonwealth said: “The bro-
therhood of man today is derided and called foolishness. *T'is
my belief that it is T HE ULTIMATE wisdom.” Many of us
at this moment, fear to quote Barns in ““When man to man the
world o'er will brothers be and a’ that,” and yet probably
Burns has touched the hearts of more of the rank and file
than any other writer before or since.

What am I trying to say to you? To put it simply—
[P [ RTTL EREE L RN, [ P S ey B Y3 §

my
my farawell to the instit
Though I have »

)

TN 1 R | [\ SRS JU

PerLaps some cne listening—it will not be a member of
this year's class—will be saying: “I think a man who has
been teaching for so many years would speak to his students
of the importance of having our boys and girls learn to do their
best in their regular subjects; sach as, Science, Mathematics,
Agricaltare. T do nct wish to send my bey to school to study
n:2ighborlin How little he is aware of what he is saying!

Yo, my ycung friends, know that I do not mean that we
can afford to neglect the guicance of our boys and girls in the
development of those skills, and techniques in the motor ac-
tivities, that will enable all to bear better their individual weight
in society. Our education is making steady progress in this
respect, and rightly so; but a man highly skilled in the manip-
ulation of material things today, with all the triths of science
at his command, who has not learned also to love his fellow
man and respect his individual rights, is more dangerous than
the atomic homb. The latter is not that of which we should
be afraid. Let us repeat our old rather hackneyed class state-
ment: “It is the ideals, those controls of man’s actions that
environment develops in the child and man that must concern
us; and these ideals are based largely upon the habits establish-
ed in early youth. After all, ideals are simply well established
and dynamic habits, and should be taught as such.

Turn a deaf ear, my young friends, to those who fain
would deny that this is the abiding trath upon which we mast
build. Have yoa not heard that “As a man thinketh in his
heart, so is he.”” So is he? So he lives, so he does.

Again, how does he learn to “think so in his heart,” so
live? He is not born with his thoughts ready to guide him.
He learns through his environment; and the environment with
which we are mest concerned is the school.

And in developing this thinking as we would wish it to
ensure right living, bear with you always Tennyson’s concise
summery: “I am a part of all I have met.”

Yes, the trath that will gaide you to become makers of
men is that at this time the world must be defended from within,
Let nothing dauant you in this. I do not want you to neglect
the necessary drill in English or Arithmetie, but if you devote
yourself firel to the development of a community of true neigh-
borliness in all that word’s inclusiveness of courtesy, loyaltv,
justice, hon<sty, fair play, mercy, and a fine courage, your
ion of the complete goal of the child’s need of growing in
this or that mechanical technique will become clearer; and you
will see that such skills are added unto him.

Why net aim to develop in our boys and girls the true
Nova Scotianess of our people? The true Nova Scotian is
not narrow and boastful of his country. He is grateful for its
bo.nty, and in bis gratitude his Nova Scotianess broadens
the sympathy he extends to other countries. To aid you in
initiating the growth of this spirit Nature has given us her
finest setting. The Englishman’s soul thrills with the thought
of returning to his home “now that Arril’s here’” with all its
beauty and charm. Are we aware of what Nature has done
for us? Hew should our background affect you and me? Our
aatumn clad hills, with their inimitable coloring are unrivalled
in beaaty; our Annapolis Valley in its profusicn of blossoms
and fragrance, or laden with fruit, is a soul-stirring picture;
our country roads with their natural hedges of June roses or
golden-rod and asters are a delight to the eye; and the harbours,
coves, lakes and streams vie description.

“Dull would he be cf soul” whose daily living were not
colored by such environment. Nature could do little mcre.
She has given us our problems in her finest setting; it is for us
to spell and happily to solve them.

This living of the worth of human values is clearly grow-
ingin our schools; and, as through your efforts the democratic
atmosphere more steadily and more completels pervades the
class-rocm,may we as a people more nearly attain the evidence
of things not seen, the substance of things hoped for.

And now, students, farewell! I thank you for all your
fine courtesy and kindness. May success and happiness be
yours in your guidance of children to true living. It surely
is safe to venture the statement that in no other calling is there
vested so much of the future possibilitis of a world badly




L. E. A. Fraser
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EDITORIAL

This book will serve as a record of the students’ We shall want to remember our fellow students.
aclivities for the year 1948-1949. Their ready cooperation and sincere friendship has
a 3 : . i helped make our stay in Truro a pleasant one.

Like all previous students since the founding &
of P.N.C., we shall always regard this year as one of
the best years in our life.

We reserve a special remembrance corner for
our Principal, Dr. Davis. We thank him for his
We shall want to rememter our teachers who {\(n‘mkl}:;]lg) and wish him every happiness for the _.years
have done their utmost to guide us along the path of g
knowledge. They have given us prerious advice—it
is up to us to follow it when we enter our schools
next fall.

Thanks must also be tendered the students who
have helped in the preparation of this book. They
have gladly given much time and effort, and we

A . i want them to know how much we appreciate their
‘\Vhat the future holds in store is matter for (i)ihness to help in every way possiblie.
conjecture— Let us hope that wlxal(cvcr happens, = 2
‘e shall always prove ourselves equal to the task.
we shall always pr r's q THE EDITOR
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INSTITUTES

One of the most important social activities in
the College is the Regular Thursday night Institue.
The Institute program if divided into two parts.
The first part consists of a variety of numbers, such as
solos,

piano and vocal, plays, group singing, tap-
dancing and many others. These programs are not
just for the entertainment but they give us an

unlimited wealth of ideas, which we as teachers can
use in our school next year. The second part of the
program consists of dancing and games which are
also enjoyed by the students.

The first institute this year was under the
direction of Mr. Baker and Miss Bowden. Mr. Baker
led us in a sing-song. At this time we were all

strangers to one another, and this sing-song seemed
to make everyone more at home and more friendly.
After this we all enjoyed playing a number of games
under the direction of Miss Bowden. At the second
institute each class contributed towards the program.
After this each class took its turn to present the full
Institute program for that night.

In presenting these Institute programs we found
that many of our students had outstanding talent.
Some played the piano or violin and some sang with
great proficiency. Others showed great talent as
comedians and actors.

It is impossible to mention all the outstanding
numbers of the Institute programs bul some of the
plays were: “The Uninvited (:uest “The Mail
Order Hat,” “The Necklace,” “Mama Goes to the
Convention,” “School Days;"” Scenesfrom*Macbeth”
and “Othello.”

All the students took great pride and interest
in presenting the programs and it is felt that this is
an important part in our teacher training.

Shirley Daniels, “Al1"”

CHURCH SOCIALS
The social life of the students would not be
complete if we did not mention the Church Societies
which so graciously invited us to become members.
Being strangers in the town we were all kindly re-
ceived into the fellow: ship of our respective CIHHC])E\
Many of the students have taken active parts in their
Church Young Peoples’ Group. Here they have
gained great experience in leadership and social

training. We are indeed grateful to the members
of these Church Societies who have treated us so
kindly.

Shirley Daniels, “Al”
THE GLEE CLUB

This year the Normal College Glee Club consists

of about sixty girls’ voices and about twelve male
voices. These students represent all classes in the
Normal College. At the beginning of the term Miss

Chapman was elected as pianist and Miss Conrad as
assistant pianist. Miss

Hoyt was also elected as
secretary.

At Christmas, the Glee Club, under the direction
of Professor Baker, presented a concert of Christmas
numbers in the Assembly Hall, which was also broad-
casted over Radio Station CKCL.

Early in the New Year some new music was pur-
chased, with enough copies for each member. This
l“ll\lL l)ﬂ\ tl‘l(‘c an(l t(‘ll] P(’\lt \ln”ln”

On March 31st, 1949, a short program was
presented on lhc occasion of Newfoundland joining
the Dominion, in which the Glee Club sang the
National Anthem of Newfoundland.

AT

Erdena

Boyd,
DISCUSSION GROUPS

The highlight of the Social Studies program
Cdluc(] on l)\ the Provincial Normal College was a
series of discussions which commenced
Ist and terminated March 25th.

This voluntary group, consisting of about
twenty-five studenfs, met on each A\lnnd‘n evening
for an hour’s discussion on subjects of cduu\tvnnal
and current interest.

"hree members were selected as discussion
leaders, and presented the various aspects of the
problem chosen, after which the topic was informally
discussed by the whole group under the direction
and "lll(]dnu: of the group leaders, Dr. J.P. McCarthy
and Mr. C.R. Dunphy. i

The participants regretted that the discussion
group could not continue longer. We felt that we
had benefited greatly through the opportunities for
leadership, exchange of thoughts and ideas, and the
new knowledge acquired through study and research.

6
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The following subjects were discussed during
the term 1948-—49:

Rural School Problems

The Place of Industrial Arts in the School

The Co-operafive Movement in Nova Scotia

To What Extent the Beginning Teacher
Should Participate in Community Acti-
vities

Contributions of Labor Unions to the Eco-
nomic and Social Life of Nova Scotia.

To What Extent Agriculture Should be Taught
in the Schools of Nova Scotia

Boom or Bust

What Should Candada’s Immigration Policy

e
North Atlantic Security Pact

Progressive Education Versus Traditional
Education

Communism and Canada

Discipline

Marion Banks, “Al”
CHRISTMAS PROGRAM

PARTT: The Glee Club, under direction of Mr
Baker, presented the fcllowing carols:
1. Shepherds, Shake off your Drowsy

Sleep— Descant —Traditional
2. 1 Saw Three Ships
Descant—Traditional
3. Magi! See the Star — Unison
Rathbone
4. Come, Marie, Elizabette—Two-Part
Old French, arr. Dickinson
5. One Christmas-tide —— Four-Part
Rathbone
6. Little Child Jesus—Two-Part Canon
Moy
7. His Dwelling Four-Part
Rathbone
8. A Nova Scotia Noel-—Unison
larvey Gaul
9. Good King Wenceslas-—Descant
Traditional
10. The First Nowell —Descant
Traditional.
Part 11: The Dramatic Committee, assisted by

Miss Bowden, presented:
“The Hole in the Sock,”
A fantasy for children by Emilie Seter
First Page: Miss Fran Creelman
Second Page: Miss Elsie AuCoin

Marvin, the King’s Chamberlain:
Mr. Maurice Belliveau
Mr. Clarence Laing

Mac, the King:

Third Page: Miss Ella Jean
Skidmore

Princess Stuck-Up: Miss Theresa Mec-
Pherson

Princess Can't Shut-Up:Miss Joyce Spurr

Princess Can’t Sit Still: Miss Ethel
Longley

Princess I Don’t Want To: Miss Florence
MacDonald

Princess Out All Night: Miss Bernie
Merritt

Princess Too lazy to move: Miss Irene
MacKinnon

Princess Oh So Neat: Miss Barbara Smith
Princess Laughter: ~ Miss Helen Dunlop

Ladies of the Court: Misses Lillian Chute
Irene MacAdam

Thelma Lane

Sophia Cameron

Marguerite Ross

Betty MacMillan

Gentlemen of the Court: Mr. Everett

Gilbert
Mr. Kenneth
Allen
Costumes:  Miss Edith Haskell
Music: Mi. John Clancy
Manuscript: Miss Beatrice Kinney
Make-Up:  Miss Bessie North

Stage: Mi Gertrude Pitcher

Prop Mrs. Grace Harlow
Lighting: Mr. Albino Feltrin

The play was produced with full permission of
Samuel French, Ltd.

When the scene opens we find Mac, the King,
and Marvin, his Chamberlain, talking about the holes
in the King’s socks. After some deliberation, the
King decides he shall have to get a wifs, so they
use the radio to advertise for a wife. As a result,
seven princesses appear to darn one of the King’s
socks. None of them pass the test. Finally, the
eighth princess Princess Laughter, comes in ac-
companied by her mother. The mother makes a pro-
position with the King, agreeing to darn the sock
if he will marry her daughter. He accepts the
proposition, takes Princess for his wife, and decides
to keep the mother to darn his socks.

—Shirley Rutter, “A3”
TRURO'S HOSPITALITY

Among the many memories of P.N.C. will be
the hospitality given to students by the people of the
town.

Young and old alike in Truro accepted us as one
of the group. No formality was required in having
to be introduced. If we were unknown to any, they
were soon at our side desiring to make our acquaint-
ance.

Special mention must be made of our boarding
mistresses. They accepted us info their homes as
part of the family making our sojourn a most
desirable one. If a difficulty presented itself or
trouble arose, as sickness for instance, the boarding
mistress was not a boarding mistress who did not
care, but a source of help and consolation.

CKCL was opened on Sunday evenings, and
became a community centre where the people of
the town gathered for a sing-song.

The Young People’s Societies of the churches
were opened to us for entertainment and fellowship.
To supplement this, an Inter-Church Fellowship
Hour was held once a month. Here the hymns of
the church were sung and students had an opportun-
ity they so much needed. You may be sure these
gatherings came to a close all too soon.

When it came to sports the neighbouring teams
were always ready to complete with P.N.C. An
invitation was always given to return the play in
the home locality.

One of the most remarkable and outstanding
characteristics of the people of Truro is that they are
not prejudiced. Regardless of race, creed, colour,
these folk accept you as one of them.

Gerald L. Hartling, “B4”



ON LIBRARIES

yist of the sixteenth

Montaigne, noted French e
century, wrote in his ‘“Essais,’ At home I betake
me to my library— There without order, without
method, and by piece-meales I turne over and
ransacke, now one booke and now another. There
I may the better seclude myselfe from companie, and
keep‘incmchcrs from me: there is my seat; thatis my
throne.”

Today, in the twentieth century, all across our
great Dominion we, too, may seclude ourselves from
the noise and the turbulence of city life and enter
into an atmosphere of quiet—an escape from the
hustle and confusion of the outside world; enter into
a haven of tranquility—a Public library.

Herein the rule, “Silence” is religiou observed
by all. Herein are countless volumes that will
willingly take their readeis on uncharted and
adventurous seas. Herein the retired 1ich and the
progiessive poor alike may delve to their hearts’
content. Herein many a struggling student finds
access to Knowledge that the recorded literature
of past alone can provide.

The wareness of the value of a library should be
instilled into our pupils while at school.  Fortunately,
in many of our High Schools from Sydney to Vancou-
ver, students are scheduled during the school-
week for libiary periods. As they enter the school
library they are confronted with numerous rows and
shelves of books; the shelf ledges are labeled
“Travel” “Science,” ‘“History,” “Poetry,” etec.
each a roadmark on the way to Knowledge The
students find the books at their disposal invaluable
aids to learning.

The same situation is true in our Colleges. The
achievement of the students in many cases depends
upon the facilities their library offers.

As teachers, we must cultivate a love of reading
in the hearts of our students, for it is only through a
desire for books that libraries exist at all. Reading
is stimulated by familiarity with books, to acquaint
the pupils with them, and to encourage them to
read them. For us, the results will indeed be
gratifying, and needless to say, the benefits to the
students will be tremendous and immeasurable.

Joan Burchell,

Al Class

THE SETONIAN FAMILY

Seton Hall, in the minds of many people, is
merely a boarding house for girls attending Normal
College, but for the students who live there, and
especially for the students of 1948 - 49, itis much
more. Its atmosphere of love and kindness; the
sympathetic patience and benevolent care so gener-
ously offered by the good Sisters of Charity, has
made it a real home for us, as it has done for Normal
students for the past twenty years. Parents know
that it is unnecessary to worry about their daughters
when they are at Seton Hall. They are sure that
their girls will receive every possible care, and that
they will be encouraged to be good students.

When we stop occasionally and speak to
students boarding elsewhere, we can’t help but realize
the many udvantagc.\ we have, and how fortunate
we are. The girls here form one happy family.
This family may often be seen gathered around the
piano for a period of singing; or proceeding to the
social room for dancing; or gathered in a group to
plan a party. By carrying out such projects as a
Saturday evening party, the girls receive some
experience in taking responsibility, since each girl
must accept a responsibility and see that she tends to
it. Before coming to Normal College, many of
the girls have had very little experience in carrying
out such projects, and when the inexperienced
have an opportunity to work with the more experien-
ced students, they see how work must be organized
and systematized. Such experience should be of
considerable help to them in their classrooms next
vear.

The girls need not go outside Seton Hall
secking a social life, for they have, right within their
own home, a social life which is, very likely more
enjoyable and useful than that found in most places
outside. Thus the girls form within their home
a true and lasting friendship. Most of the Setonians
were strangers when they met last September, but
today they do not wish to look forward to the day
when they must separate.

Many of the girls at Seton Hall came directly
from high school, and naturally, came with the
attitude of a high school girl. Very often they
must be reminded that they are heading for a
classroom where they will be responsible for teaching
and training little children. The girls mustlearn
to be ladies and make themseclves worthy to be
called “Teachers.”

8



In years to come we shall look back to Seton Hall
with loving memories of the year 1948- 49, whenwe
attended Normal Cellege. It is in the future years
that we shall realize what those Sisters of Charity
have done for us. They will expect us to walk
through life worthy of our vocation. Let us not
disappoint them.

POETRY

Poetry is one of the most interesting forms of
literature. It is a form of literature in which a
person expresses his emotions or creates an image
in colorful words and rhythmic phrases.

People of all professions have become famous
poets because of their ability to see beauty, to think
fine thoughts, and to state their thoughts in words
that express emotion. Christopher Marlowe, a
contempora of Shakespeare, was a vagabond
adventurer who was killed in a room brawl.
John Masefield, poet laureate of England, was an
able-bodied seaman, a factory hand, and a waiter
in a New York saloon. Edgar Lee Martin was an
Illinois lawyer. The famous Puritan poet, John
Milton, was Englands Minister of Foreign Affairs.

In a good poem we should find interesting and
varied rythms, Rhythm is the underlying quality
of all good poe Rhythm is found everywhere
in natare. It is found in the songs of birds, in the
sweep of the sea, in the soft whispering of the wind,
in music, and even in the monotonous roar of machin-

ery.
“" Words used in poetry must have musical sounds;
they must be colorful in order to express thought in
beautiful language. Often words sound like the
things they name. They may be slow and sweet,
soft and gentle, or they may be harsh and metallic.

Poetry must appeal to the emotions of the readers
otherwise they will not be able to grasp the meaning of
what the poet is saying. Rhy hm, word music,
figurative language, vividness and concreteness of
word pictures are the characte tics which a poem
should possess if it is to be appealing to the emotions
of the readers.

Making pictures definite and clear is another
point which determines the success of poetry. The
poet combines the general thought with specific
imagery to support it. He wants to share his
thoughts with his readers and arose in them a
feeling similar to his own. He does this through
the figurative language he uses in his poem.

The subject matter of a poem should be inter-
esting. Beautiful poetry can be written on even
the most common, ordinary subjects, if the words
are carefully selected and arranged in a pleasing
order.

John Bain
A4 Class

LIFE GETS TEDIOUS, DON'T IT”

Doyou happen to have the pleasure of boarding
while aftending Normal? Of course most of you
have. Fun,isn'tit? Especially if you are with two
boys who are as ambitious as yo olf. It’s amazing
how much work you accomplish. At first your
new surroundings confuse and baffle you. However
you make the necessary adaptions and soon fall into
a routine. You stay in bed just as long as you can

without being the last to use the bathroom. If you
don’t manage to keep one eye on, the other fellows will
be up ahead of you and you'll find yourself arriving at
class long after the numbers have been called.

You rush home at noon in an effort to read
at least the sports section before dinner. Then you
lay aside your table manners and literally obble
vour dinner so you can get the comic section before
the other fellows. If you lose out, you spend your
noon hour catching up on the assignments you were
supposed to have done the night before. About ten
minutes to two you make a mad dash for class.
But why hurry?  You won’t make it anyway.

Affer class you wend your way to the library
with the honest intention of catching up on some
much neglected reading. But------ someone has beat-
en you to the book you wanted. So youroam from
shelf to shelf looking at many books, but reading none.
Then some one whispers in your ear, “Let’s go have
a coke”” And you reply, “That's a good idea.
Maybe I can get that book tomorrow.”

At a nearby restaurant you find yourself in
the company of many Normalities, who are catching
up on their smokes and sipping cokes. If you're
broke, and your friend is broke, you don’t sip,
you just sit.

When the air becomes so blue from the smoke
that you can no longer distinguish faces, and your
stomach begins to clamour for something more
substantial, you decide it’s time to go home.

After supper comes the time for discussing
current topics. These discussions are commonly
known as “bull sessions.” Every one gathers in
one room and the s The topics

ssion is under way.
dealt with range from what the best hair dressing
is to the theory or relativity. ~When every one has
exhausted his ideas on the subject, some one suggests
a sing-song. This lasts until the landlady goes to
bed.  Now all must be quiet. 'Tis then and only
then that it dawns on you that you haven’t your
assignments done. You'll have to do those tomorrow
sometime. You're too sleepy to care anyway. Soyou
brush your teeth and tumble into bed.

Saturday brings the first break in this mono-
tonous routine. This is “clean up” day. You must
try to rejuvenate those baggy trousers with their
superflous creases. You must also do something
about those dirty socks. First you put them to the
test. If they'll stand alone they need washing.
If they won't stand alone they’re good for a few
more fimes. You must do some darning — if you're
ambitious. If not you just turn the socks over the
hext time you put them on with the heel on top of the
foot.

Come Sunday you get up in time for church—if
you're called. Tn the afternoon you try to make
up for all the sleep you missed during the week. In
the evening yougo to church again and after that
the sing-song at CKCL. Now you must go home
<oon it will be Monday morning and you'll have to
start all over again. ‘‘Life gets tedious, don’t it?”

McGill
Class A4

Frank
A WINTER NIGHT

Bright moonlight penetrated the frosty stillness
of the winter night casting mysterious shadows on the
new fallen snow in the fairy-like woodland.  Not a
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sound could be heard as a silver-back night rover
trotted noiselessly along the well-known path which
he followed every night. Myriads OF diamonds
seemed to glitter on the fir trees beside the frozen
river.

In a place where the path came close to the
river the silver fox paused and bent his head close
ground. He sniffed carefully. The scent of fresh
meat tickled his nostrils. With stealthy care he
located the bait intended for him, but instinctively
he refrained from snatching it. With his paw he
scraped the snow away from the shiny steel trap,

then sat down to contemplate his next move.
The branches of an alder hung low beside the
trap. Carefully one furry paw pressed one of the

limbs low till the end of it touched the precious bait.
Snap! went the trap. In a twinkling the ta
morsel of fresh meat was consumed.

The silver-black night rover resumed his course
along the snowy forest path. The moon, wisely
silent, continued his journey across the sky. No
sound broke the solitary stillness of the night.

P.M. Starratt,
B3. Class

SONNET

Casting its rays upon the Virgin sod,

The stately sun descends the evening sky
Crimson clouds like sentinels standing by
Reflect the beauteous handiwork of God.
The farmer ends his day of care and toil.
Freeing his team of horses from the plow

He treads with heavy step and wearied brow
Homeward. He is the keeper of the soil.

This life we live is like the toiler’s day.

Our tasks begin when heart and strength are new.
The spirit dims with age no longer gay

The memories pushed into the past are few.

Strive on! my comrades praying, hoping ever!
Reward is won according to endeavour!

P.M. Starratt, B3
ON LOOKING AHEAD

When, in the quiet of my heart

My thoughts take shape, revealing form,
Reflected there, the rest apart,

These bear their influence through the storm.

Give me the means to catch the light
Of truth and beauty,faith and love.
Help me to ever onward fight

For these high standards of above.

The path of truth may not be bright,
My endless goal may not be clear,
But let a vision blind my sight

And take from life all earthbound fear.

“The beauty of the simple day

s all my eyes would need to see,

o give full life”—my seniors say—
Oh let me a believer be.

Help me to cast all doubt aside,
To find strong faith in all T do.
Let it in my own self abide,
Courageously to face life through.

There is a corner in my heart

That love alone has power to fill;
Though bitterness may chide o1 smart
If T have love I'll go on still.

Sometime when on the road of life
I'll stub my toe on doubts or fears;
But don’t such days of toil or str
Give richer fuller afteryea

Marguerite P. Crook,

Al Class.
Clifton — Home of Sam Slick

One of the most interesting places I have visited
in Nova Scotia was “Clifton,” home of Thomas
Chandler Haliburton, in Windsor.

In front of the house were beautiful flower
beds and tall, shady trees,with lovely lawns at the
side and back.

The house itself was a rambling building. The
front door opened into the drawing room, where
the main piece of furniture was a round table with
sixteen small drawers, known as a “games table.”
There was a grandfather clock and also several
antique chairs in this room. In the second drawing-
room, there was a small eight-sided table, and a
fireplace with a large mirror above it. An old-
fashioned melodion, two small sofas, several straight-
backed chairs and a china cabinet filled with
lovely china completed the furnishings. On the
table was a Bible which had belonged to Rev. Simon
Haliburton. The historical atmosphere in this
room was spoiled, in my opinion, by the obviously
recent addition of venetian blinds to the large
window.

In the library was T.C. Haliburton’s own
desk with a special secret compartment where
manuscripts were kept, his quill pen, inkwell,

paperweight and oil lamp. There was also a clock
which was 183 veais old, in running condition,
wound by means of a crank-key. There was a book-
case with glass doors, containing Haliburton’s works,
and the Waverly novels. A lug chair, so called be-
cause it has an ear-shaped wing on each side, was
the only chaii in the library.

The dining-room was furnished with a long
gate-leg table, a buffet with old pieces of china, and
a linen chest with nine drawers, four at the top,
three in the middle, two at the bottom.

In the hall which separated these four rooms,
there was a large, full-length mirror, and a clock
which is said to be the original of "*Sam Slick, Clock-
maker."”

In the left wing, ground floor, was a room
containing ‘a “field bed,” large enough for four
people. The room just above this, on the second
floor, was furnished with a trundle bed, a swinging
crib fastened at each end to a frame, and a hand-made
wooden crib.

Another bedroom contained a hand-painted set
of bed, bureau, chest, table and chair. The design
consisted of coloured flowers on a light brown
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background. Another room was filled with articles
that might be found in a museum, including
old lamps, long skates screwed on to boots, door-
bells and knockers, a galvanometer, and many other
interesting objects. There was also a bed with a
canopy, where General Wolfe is said to have slept,
and a carved wooden dresser with a marble {op.

In the centre of the second floor was a steep
stairway leading up to a square tower with windows
on each side; from here I could look out over the
roof and see the ground all around the house.

Down in the basement there was the original
stone fireplace cut into the wall, a Dutch oven, and
many iron pots, kettles and other cooking utensils.
There was also a George 111 Phaeton carriage, with
two large and two small wheels.

This completed
Sam Slick; I certainly considered it a morning wel
spent, and hope to return again .oon for another
visit to this famous residence.

Hazel Hoyt, B2
WE B'S

When college opened in the fall

Students came, both one and all

Into classes we were placed

Upon our names it being based.

When I heard my name, loud and clear,

I looked around me, full of fear

For where I went, standing at ease

Was nothing else but a bunch of “Bis:

But since that timemy thoughts have flown.
For better friends I've never known

OUR CLASS

Our class is always at ease

That’s because we are busy RS

We work all day, we cram all night
Trying hard, with all our might.

For when June comes, we want to see

Everyone in our class a «Graduate B.”

Rhoda Lantz, B2
FIRST VIOLET

Purple skirt,

Lavender sash,

Golden hair and brow and lash.
Stockings green

Feet in earth

Whence the baby bud had birth.

Stands tiptoe,

Just to know,

All the news the breezes bring,
Curtsies low,

Dainty daughter of the spring

Joey Surette, A3

my tour of “Clifton” - home of

MEDITATION

I wake this morning full of fun,
And am babbling like a brook,
TFor in my bed, I leave my cares;
At this day I fondly look.

What good shall I this fine day do?
Oh, can I do anything?

Shall T be gay the whole day through?
Say, what shall this new day bring?

I know what I shall do to-day,

I shall do my very best

To find a new and better way,
That this world in peace may rest.

Good living, health, and righteous creeds,
No more fear of flame or rod;
That’s what this world of ours now needs.
Yes,——and Hope and Faith in God.

Elizabeth J. Wentzell,
A3.

GOODNESS LASTETH

The October autumn day came to a close with
a breath-taking sunset, brilliant in its rose, yellow
and purple hues. With the last dip of the sun be-
neath the western horizon, darkness crept swiftly up
upon the cabin in the wilderness. Standing in its
doorway was a tall, stern-faced, middle-aged man,
with a coal black moustache and streaks of grey in
his black hair. Immediately upon looking at him,
one’s attention was drawn to a white scar, extend-
ing from temple to ear, and disappearing into his
hairline.

He stood there immobile until he could no
longer see a foot ahead of himself down the lonely
trail. Then with a prolonged sigh he turned and
entered the cabin. Soon the dim light of a candle
could be seen through the small window and his
shadow moved back and forth, laying a meagre meal
on the crude, wooden table. He sat down and began
to eat.

The wind moaned and whined through the tall
pines and slender birches. The darkness was like a
thick, impenetrable blanket. The roar of a waterfall,
ending in a black whirlpool, came louder and louder
from the nearby river. All these noises reached the
the man’s ears and seemed to arouse terror in his
heart. He glanced nervously about him and his eyes
took on a light of near madness. How long in
the past had he listened to these same noises,
forever expecting dreaded footsteps on the path
outside?

Faintly, so faintly at first— it came;over the
whine of the wind, over the roar of the waterfall,
“Ar------- thur, Ar--—--thur.” A cry that was so real
that the man jumped to his feet, ran to the door and
stood there staring unbelievingly into the darkness.
Again the cry came, starting faintly, but ending in
a near scream, from the direction of the waterfall.

“No! No!,” answered the man, ina voice cracking
with terror and he tried to stop his ears from further
sound. Unmercifully the cry came again and
again. It seemed to be calling to him. In a daze,
his eyes protruding with the madness that had at
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last overtaken him, he followed it. Nearer and
nearer his footsteps drew to the edge of the whirlpool.

Three days later two brown-coated mounted
policemen came upon his body resting against the
bankecf tke river, eight miles downstream. Over his
face, a tranch of maplz leaves had fallen, as if
paying him a last tribute {rom his beloved nature
world.  His body, wanted for the murder of his wite,
was taken to the nearest police depot. The fifteen
year man-hunt was eided, but God, not man, had
brought about justice!

Joyce Spurr,
A3 Class

MY JOURNEY TO TRURO

How great was my surprise and pleasure, when
upon answering the door on the twenty first of
September, to see before me Mr. Dearmond. He
and his wife had been spending a few days in
Advocate, and were calling before taking their depar-
ture for Truro. They told me to be ready at two
o'clock in the afternoon if I desired to drive up with
them. I took advantage of the golden opportunity
and found myself driving to Truro on the afternoon
of the twenty first instead of the morning of the
twenty second.

The trip up was a most pleasant experience for
me; not only was the day a perfect example of the
beautiful weather which we enjoy in Canada
at this time of year, but added was the Joy
which filled me when I thought of the purpose of my
journey.

I had driven to Truro once before, but the reason
for going was of no great significance to me, this
time I was thrilled. Everything along the way
seemed to be filled with sunshine, and the very
essence of life and joy was in the beauty of the land-
scape. Even the air which I breathed seemed to
contain an added touch of sweetness and softness as
it brushed my cheek. Never before had the beauties
of nature pierced me so deeply. There are many
picturesque scenes which remain with me from that
most perfect and joyous Autumn afternoon, but the
one which is most vivid in my mind’s eye is that of
the water, as I was passing Economy Mountain.
It had reflected the red from the banks, smoky grey
from the clouds, and green from the meadows which
surrounded it. I had never before witnessed a
more glorious blending of the colours of nature.
The Canadian Autumn is famous for its glory and
variety of colour, but the fact that from my earliest
childhood my dearest and greatest ambition in
later years was to learn all that was possible for my
brain to absorb and teach it to others, added bright-
ness to this unsurpassable beauty. The time to
prove the worth of my dreams and ambition was at
hand, and as I entered the first street of Truro I
resolved to do my best to achieve my aims.

Virginia Rector,

B3

L'INSTITUTEUR

Beaucoup de personnes ont I'impression que
nos jeunes hommes et nos jeunes filles entrent dans
L’enseignement pour faire ‘de l'argent.

Cette idée explique peut étre pourquoi un grand
nombre abandonne 'enseignement aprés quelques
années pour poursuivre les études au collége au
4 l'université. A mon avis, le jeune homme ou la
jeune fille qui entre dans I'enseignement dait s’y
adonner comme 4 sa vocation. L’enseigiement est
une protession trés honorable qui ne mérite pas
d’ind1iférence de personnes indécises sur leur carriére.
Par contre, si un jeune instituteur veut suivre un
cours de collége et ensuite revenir a I'enseignement,
cela est bein. Ces gens, au lieu de faire fort a la
profession, lui rendent service, parceque nous avons
besoin d’instituteurs trés compétents dans les écoles
de la Nouvelle - Ecosse. Une autre chose qui
décourage nos jeunes c’est que les instituteurs des
écoles rurales passent comme des personnes insignifi-
antes dans des petites écoles, qui enseignement de
petites choses. Cela serait peut-dtre vrai sils
limitaient leur travail aux textes et aux quatre murs
de Técole. Mais, les instituteurs d’aujourd’hui
sont trop ambitiéux pour cela. Les bons instituteurs
travaillent non seulement avec les éléves dans
I’école, ils collabarent aussi avec les parents dans
toutes sortes d'organisations; les parents réalisent
donc qu'ils sont la pour aider leurs enfants et eux-
mémes & devenir de futurs citoyens du Canada.

Parents et autres habitants, réalisez done que
I'instituteur entre dans I'enseignement parce qu'il
vent eu faire une profession pour la vie et se montrer
un artisan de la formation de nos jeunes citoyens.

John Eabin, A4
CONNAISSONS NOTRE PAYS

Quand nous considérons les pays du monde, dans
le passé et dans le présent, nous pouvons voir que les
saints de la littérature ont décrit par la plume et
relié dans le cuir, le droit de’stre grand maloré
l'adversité, afin d’empécher d’en ensevelir la notion
dans la poussiére de I'oubli.

La littérature n’est pas seule, elle troube sa
contre-partie dans l'architecture. En un mot, si
nous voulons connaitre notre pays, l'etule s'en
trouve dans la ligne des clochers, sur les étageéres des
bibliothéques, oui, dans ces innombrables écrits
conservés pour les générations futures. Si nous
le réalisons, nous sommoss certains de résouudre
notre probléme, et,le connaissant, nous I'apprécierons.

Regardons 4 louest. Qu’avons-mous  éerit?
Qu’avons-nous construit? Bien peuy, je dois 'avouer,
bien peu en encre et en pierre. Je trouve difficile
de I’expliquer par le manque de publicité.  Probable-
ment devons-nous le placer aux pieds du Canada lui
méme, qui grace A ss vastes étendues, A ses espaces
infinis, a ombrazé les arts.

Sivous le voulez, tournons quelques pages en
nous attardant un peu ici et la. Québec, cette ville
antique, simple et majestueuese, ses petites rues
étroites et tordues, nous nomtre le Canada a Porigine.
Les maisons du parlement d’Ottawa expriment
'expoir de nos grands espaces, espoirs d’hier, d’auj-
ourd’hui et de demain,espérance d’une vie qui connait.
2


































































































































































