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The fate of me dsss 
We stil l  must h a .  
Engineers, plesse take care, 
Lest we miss you next year. 

Now a word to the Prefects, 
Some brave and Some bold, 
And to a few others 
Who have to be told. 

Soon the halls Wiu be quiet, 
The year's nearly done. 
Though you campvsed us all. 
We still had our fun. 

Next year we'U be hack, 
Most of us, at I-, 
And we'll haunt you B ain 
Like the Jabber wock h s t .  

And now for the oeds 
Whom we all shall miss, 
We hid sad adieu- 
Take with you OUT kiss. 

As the moving p~ writes, 
Time g- on its way. 
It's good-b e once again, 
To all and k. I. 

You'll find they're thirteen, 
An d ! c k y  number 
To d i t  may seem. 

If you've counted the verses 

So I l l  add four more lines 
And say good -bye to our school; 
Till we meet again, friends, 
Goal-bye S.D.U! 

-RICHARD AYS '60 

1 
AND TO YOU FATHER, 

There's nothing the m a t t e 1  j w t  can't think of 
anything else to tell. Maybe you want to  hear about my 
stamp mlledion, huh? I have more than two thousand 
different kinds of stamps. They're not in albums thou h 
Albums am too bulky. I keep them hidden in a,wm&* 
boa under my bed. You won't teU anyone azll you? 

They're vesy vduable. Guess how much my best stamp 
mst. Guess. Two and half bucks. I've been collecting 
stamps for yeas.  Nobody knom where they are but you 
and I. I used to collect books too man kind of books. I 
tore out the last pages of everyo& of d e m .  Nobody will 
ever know how they ended. There were shelves and 
shelves of hooks. The bottom mw had xven Bibles. 
One day I got tired looking at the Bibles lined against the 
wd, end I stuffed them into the furnace. I never read 
them much myway. Have you ever flown an airplane? 
Sometimes I wish I could fly an airplane. I'd fly up to the 
douds. I'd fly far away from life. I hate lifc father. I 
despise it. Some fellows I knew m l l y  hated Life. J u t  
wouldn't admit it. Poor Boofie Bmwnson, he couldn't 
take i t  anymore. And Georpie, who introdvcedme to 
Dolores he WBS always worryin about what was going to 
happen tomorrow. Funnv, n o t L ,  really did happen to 
Georgie. 
k n o m  anyone like that? I r e m e m ~ ~ h e % a ~  :G 
from school. That was s long time ago though. $*pa 
was awfully mad then. But I didn't care. Papa always 
tried to dominate me. He was smart. I outwitted him 
sometimes though. Mema. was p c d  to me. She always 
took my part. I didn't believe her much though, not 
really. I mean, how could an old woman tell a fellow how 
to be a man? ust couldn't. Mama died before papa. 
She worked t m  bard, I$ess. I felt awful then. I cried. 
Almost everyone knew drank Even Papa liked a glass 
of whiskey. I Wred whiskey too. I liked gin belter though. 
We had rest parties, my friends and 1: There we= 
about a &em of US. We always seemed 10 et drunk 
even the girls. But Dolores never drank. d e  alwayi 
went home e&. I liked her a lot. We o f h  dated. 
Her eyes were bright. She had sort bmwn hair. She wa8 
pretty, and I kissed her sometime. I ess she w a  the 

books. Have you ever collected books? Have you? 
Dolores liked me sometimes. She didn't like m had 
habits nor my bad friends though. I tried to danange. 
I couldn't. Last night she told me not to call her any- 
more. She said I was crazy. Have you ever flown an 

I feel so tired. . . . . . . . w~B,  she called me crazy. c r a z y ~  
Crazy! Suddenly I hated her. Have you ever hated 
80 one? Oh, what's the use? I killed Dolores. I had to kd her. I killed her so I wmldn't bate her. You see? 
You see? 

-REX '61 

There he is. &ill wo 

o d y  pMon I eyer redly -red for. ?-sed to mllect 

airplanel I'm tired talkin . YOU talk for awhile. . . . . . 

OIL OF MIDNIGHT, OIL OF MOURNING 

The midnight oil burns 
Time grows short 

As the heads of students 
Grow swelled: 

Not with pride, 
But with knowledge 

Dead bought 

While i t  gmws yet lower, 
Now nickers and dies 

As morning creeps upon the lend 
And yet we sit. 

while tie oil waxes low 
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The woeful hour approaches. 
As it is true 

That time and tide 
Await no man, 

So also i t  is true 
That FINALS 

'?hat harry the brain 

Tarrv not. 

awful creahoons of m*n, 

And tire the body) 

0 wwful day1 

These months 
That we might have anticipated 

We \"at  to play. 

0 wrathful hour! 
The book is closed. 

With heavy heads, 
(0 heads so crammed 

And o'erflowing v d y )  
And hea feet 

We d m b  ;ak steps. 
'Tis over 

For better or for W O F ~ .  

'Tis consummated. 
Into the bright svnshine 

To feel o w  heads drain. 

nitherto vnvsed 
Are empti:d, 

Soon to  be filled again 
With new material, 

For 'tis but a brief respite, 
A few brief moments 

We may spare. 
Two, three more days 

I t  awn is a t  an end, 
Yes! all too soon for many 

But ue shall know 
The fates' decree. 

w e  fly 

Those dark reaches of the intellect 

0 give me my black coffee 
And my vitamin pills! 

Let silence reign 
Upon this place of recollection. 

Let pages softly turn 
And brows furrow in thought. 

Refill the midnight lamps 
And pray 

That morning cometh not 
Before the dawn 

Of the intellect. 

-J. MacISSAC '61 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A 
HONGKONG TEN-CENT PIECE 

"Attention please, Attention please. The island is 
velled in e. mist. We are trying our best to lend. Tie the 
safety&& Tie the safety-beltl" 

We, of coume, had no safety-belt supplied. Anyhow, 
we were ready to face rocking. 

"Rumble . . . . Rumble . . . . Rumble", the agines 

"Be calm everybody, be calm everybody. There 
. . . . . _" 

"B-o-o-m B-o-o-m," betore the pilot finished his 

were sounding. 

may be strong vibration . 
\\ords the plane crashed with great force. 

"Wu-u-u-u", "Dong, Dong, Dong". In a moment, 
Kai Tsk Air-port was shaken by the warning sounds and 
everything in the air-port was in motion. 

We found ourselves scattered with violent collision 
to the ground. Before coming back to ourselves, we 
were collected and carried to our new home, The Shanghai 
Bank. 

Sorry, I forgot to show you my identity. I was born 
in the Royal Mint, 1948, London. Everybody celled me 
a Ten-cat Piece. I had many brothers. We once lived 
very happily together in the bank in England. We were 
sent to Hmgkmg in a hurry as we were to be used badly 
in the coming Chinese New Year. 

Soon, I was separated from my brothers and I got 
along friendly with the Chinese. It was the first time 
that I lived on my own. 

We coins love nothing so much as travelling. People 
passed me so fast from hand to hand that I had 
travelled into almost every corner of Hongkong. My 
golden coat hed been changed to a dirty yellow one. 

I was once in a rich person's possession. He was a 
very cntravagant fellow and just treated me like .a piece of 
worthless nickel. One day I slipped off from his pocket 
throuah a hole there. Very soon I was piclred up  by a 
poor child, who hvndlcd me with loving care. Now, I 
began my new life. The little child polished my coat till 
it was as shiny as before. Iie put me in his pocket and 
treated me as if I were R gold coin. But, alas, happy time 
was very brief1 The neat day he had to exchange me for a 
loaf of bread, +order to satis$ his hunger. Ffom then on 
my life vas miserable. My owner was a mi~er. I was 
kept in his safe and treated as a close prisoner, till at  last 
the New Year came. I was given out as "Lucky 
money . Then I re-gained my freedom. 

After this imprisonment, I thought I was lucky 
money myself for having the chance to meet my brothers 
and a lot of fellow men again; but soon I was greatly 
disappointed on leaining the ierrible news. I was told 
that we were in danger. The Mainland needed metal. 
We wodd be brought there by the smugplers, and wodd be 
melted. We were YC sfraid, but we could do nothin 
except pray for the aiyof Gdd: Now they began to pact 
us in bales and they carned us to the railway station. 
Fortunstely my destiny was not so bad as I had expected. 
When we reached the junction near the boundary Be 
smugglers were caught by the plice. The smu&ng 
seemed to be known by the police. I t  was like a mrracle. 
Anvhow, we were rescued and brought back to our lovely 
and peaceful home again. For the  time being we lived 
happily together. I t  was really home sweet home. 

Well Iblks! That's all I can tell you now. By 
the way, I hope you'll realize that I told you my history 
not just for fun. I should like you to treat us better- 
neither be a miser nor a extravagant chap. 

-GEORGE NG '61 


