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R. I. boys are always well-respected and regarded by outsiders as in
telligent, faithful and well-behaved. With the introduction of new pupils in
to the pre-university classes, much have been spoken about their destroying 
this image. The girls from other schools, however, have kept our public im
age bright as ever. 

Ang Pow '70 was the contradicting factor. It showed how much 
Rafflesian spirit is found in the batch of green-skirted lassies and how much 
they are accepted by the boys. They were certainly very industrious (per
haps a little more hard-working than the boys). 

Several weeks before the 
Carnival, many girls had sacrificed 
their valuable time in the publicity 
drive. It seems that more girls 
attended this drive than the boys, 
and girls form a minority in the 
school. On the whole, the girls were 
better sales representatives than the 
boys. They sold more coupons 
than boys mainly because they 
took the pain and effort to sell 
these coupons and not because 
they had the advantages as mem
bers of the fairer sex. They took 
the trouble to parade from house 
to house, shop to shop and office 
to office under the hot sun to sell 
the coupons. Unlike the boys, the 
girls kept pestering the customers 
till they bought some coupons. This 
effort is to be highly commended. 

The girls, especially those of 
Pre-U Two, had been very co-opera
tive among themselves and with the 
boys. The Pre-U One girls, who 
had once segregated themselves from 
the boys, learnt the value of co-
operation. Though much of the 
planning was done by the boys, the 
girls no doubt lent a big hand. 
Many of them felt that it was solely 
their duty to make the Carnival a 
great success. They worked very 
hard in the running of the stalls, 
particularly at the food stalls, 
where a large number volunteered 
to serve as waitresses and stall-
keepers. Where these stalls are con
cerned, we must admit that the 
girls did exceptionally well. They 
reported for duty on time and 
many girls stayed from morning till 
evening looking after the stalls. 

As to the amount of work 
they pitched in and their usefulness, 
the boys hold conflicting views. 
One said that the girls were assets 
to the stalls, more so if they were 
pretty and flirtatious. Having them 
around made work much lighter and 
less tedious. The only disturbing 
factor was that they held chit-chat 
session once too often and neglect
ed their work. Another boy com
plained that the girls did too little 
and were hopeless sissies. Instead 
of being constantly on their feet, 
all they did was to stand around 
listlessly, arms akimbo, smiling 
smugly as if in contempt. This cer
tainly was infuriating. Another 
however, chivalrously defended the 
girls. He said that the lazy bones 
belong to the minority group who 
defaulted in every little work that 
was alloted them. 

Taking all the pros and cons 
in restrospect, we cannot deny that 
the team spirit between the boys, 
the girls and the teachers were 
invaluable factors in the consequent 
success of the carnival. Obviously 
too, our new girls have survived 
their "baptism of fire" just as their 
older sisters had in 1969, having also 
proved that they are worthy of the 
coveted Rafflesian 'citizenship'. 
Keep it up girls! 

A 
THOUGHT 

TO 

PONDER 
A helpless damsel lies unaided. 
Studs stop to stare 
Without lifting a finger 
Or a hair. 
Some linger, 
While others ponder. 
"Should I or should I not?" 
A response, felt but not got. 

Such is the situation in R. I. 
as the new girls have discovered for 
themselves. Before our Black Fri
day on Jan. 23rd., numerous com
mendable ideas of our laddies 
coalesced in the minds of our fresh 
batch of lassies. But, lo and be
hold! They have all come to nothing. 
A group of childish schoolboys 
with impish delights and boyish 
thoughts the girls have found the 
Pre U One boys to be. Chivalry and 
gentlemanliness seem to have been 
gone with the wind, the times and 
the tides. What's happened to 
them? 

The boyish pranks of their 
secondary four days reluctantly 
cling to the minds of some of the 
boys. The result - the unsuspecting 
girls become the victims of their 
delights. The boys seem to have 
cast aside the fact that they are in 
a new environment and that Pre U 
One is a step into the beginnings of 
the world of adulthood and maturi
ty. No more foolin' around now! 
(tho' it's still a honeymoon year). 
So, c'mon boys, show yer'selves to 
be young gentlemen-in-the-makin'! 

Misconceptions and mistaken beliefs, gathered from the fields of the 
rumourmongers, swerved into an adjacent path of my mind, as I first 
approached the grim yet domineering buildings of this much-talked-about 
institution. These huge structures seem to stare blankly and coldly into the 
Heavens, day in and day out, but beneath that coat of white-wash (grey-
wash, though!) I have discovered more than what the eye can see. 

As I sauntered through the gates on that memorable Black Friday, all 
that my roaming eyes could lay on were boys, boys, boys and the 'prison-
walls'. Nothing but boys all around. An inexplicable fear gripped me. My 
heart just didn't beat the usual tune, tum-tum-tum, but it went, tumpety-
tum-tum. Any similar feelings? 

The rickety stair-case; 
dangling naked bulbs and num 
petty though spine-chilling o 
arrested my attention. All th 
minded me of the days of old 
developments in all these sp 
were just occurring. Innum 
tales of appairitions appeari 
fore the school's dark-skinned 
have circulated but I, a new 
have yet to catch a glimpse of 
The more observant ones will 
long ladders leading up to du 
like openings in the ceilings 
Sherlock Holmeses around? 
raisers they are ! 

The first impression o 
boys in my class was that they 
a very rowdy lot, raising their 
chords unnecessarily, with n 
of losing their voice-boxes. I 
over a month, they have bloss 
into mischievious and cheek 
times) imps of boyish pranks, 
of the members of the faire 
agree that they are still green 
everything (not studies, p' 
from chivalry to chauvinism 
that their inborn maturity ha 
been developed. There seem 
be more level-headednes sand d 
to-earth instincts in the senio 
than in the Pre U Ones, 
'senior-ritas' have proved to b 
helpful and friendly. (Sh 
dere's no need to raise yer 
brows!) 

Our school buildings a 
mittedly in a deplorable state 

If, it should ever be 
lished, 
let me, to you, adm 
that Raffles' ghost will 
never, in peace, rest, 
and haunt thee still. 
Flicker, also will the 
reminiscences 
Of old Rafflesians 
as Raffles Institution 
shall bear no suggestion 
of their pre-occupation 
Even though a newco 

may be, yet I realise that 
really exists a school spirit 
almost every red-blooded Raff 
Ang Pow '70 has sufficient pr 
it. The principal, staff and 
had pooled together their res 
to evolve a huge success. 1 
sweat and tears were sacrifice 
tempers and voices were r 
But above all these physical 
tions, lies snugly the spirit of 
cipation, enjoyment and of 
ties. Through the Times, 
whole-heartedly appreciate 
dedication. 

GIRLS IN R. I. 

We boy - Rafflesians have 
always been scapegoats in the issue 
concerning attitudes towards the 
girls, issues ranging from lack of 
chivalry to down-to-earth hostility. 
Well, here I am, defender-cum-fighter 
of justice, come to the rescue to set 
the records and reputation (which 
actually amounts to nothing) right. 

The fact is that the girls are 
as much to blame as the boys in iso
lationism of the sexes, which in 
some classes has reached an extreme 
point of literal segregation. This is 
a fact which one finds fantastically, 
if not absurdly ridiculous to accept 
in to-day's sophiscated society. Boys 
congregate in purely masculine 
groups, pretending an indifference 
to green skirts; and girls saunter in 
purely femine groups, cold-should
ering and freezing the boys (no 
wonder the boys gather in groups : 
they've been immobilised.) It is a 
brave boy who will walk up to a 
girl and say : "Hiya, babe! Where 
have you been all my life?" First, 
he risks a rebuff. Second, his 
friends are going to pull his leg 
unmercifully. So even when a boy 
feels an overwhelming urge to talk 
to a girl he's held back by fear of 
what his friends will say. ("Hah, 
you Romeo, you!" "Go away. I 
don't wanna mix with no girl-
chaser.") It is as if a boy will lose 
his manly qualities by talking to a 
girl. A boy showing chivalry to a 
girl is looked down for being a sissy. 
He is admired as a he-man if he can 
make a girl jump through the hoop 
(a circus metaphor to describe lion 
tamers making tigresses jump 
through hoops). 

But if girls and boys pretend 
an indifference to each other, deep 
down in their biological souls, they 
do care, they are interested. Let me 
illustrate by a real-life example : 

On a typical day in R. I., 
when patches of green plus-white 
(separated by tens of thousands of 
miles from the nearest all-white 
patch) roam through the grounds, 
our story centres on two groups. 

In our all-white group : 
"Hey, beauty 'dah'that one". 
(ogling, a side-long furtive 
look) 
"Which one?" (pretending in
difference, nonchalantly) 
"There, the one with the 
sexy hair and the dimpled 
knee." 
"Oh! I know that one, man." 
(very casually) 

THE HUN 

"Wah! How come?" (with 
envy) 
"She's in my class, lah, terror 
boy, she. Turn you to stone 
with one look, my God. 
Keep away, man. She's Pub
lic Enemy Number One. 
Better concentrate on your 
boy. 
In the green-plus-white patch: 
"Hi, is Ah Kow in your 
class?" 
"Is he? Don't know any 
male creature by that name." 
"Come on, don't you know 
your own class boys?" 
"Not a chance. The only 
guys I know are the monitor 
and the chap who goes round 
collecting money for the Car
nival - that's the only time I 
see him, whoever he is. He 
doesn't come round any
more. No more carnival. 
Besides, I obliterated him 
with one look. My monitor 
isn't going to last much long
er either." 

So you see the gravity of 
this situation. Our boys have be
come mere watchers and critics of 
the girls who dwell in constant fear 
of being chosen public topic number 
one. The social link no longer exists 
and in its place is the common 
denominator which connects every
one in the school. To the Alma 
Mater. Do something, girls - be 
more friendly. Meet us half way. 

And you boys. Don't think 
you're sissies because you fraternise 
with girls. It's the manly men who 
are most interested in girls, not the 
sissies. It's the rugged type who 
sweep them off their feet. On 
account of their male hormones. 

TIMES POLL 
DETAILED RESULTS 

SPORTSMAN OF THE YEAR 
1. Lim Tien Jit 190 
2. Kok Wai Leong 185 
3. Lui Eng Yee 115 

UNIFORMED GROUP OF THE 
YEAR 
1. NCC 193 
2. Brass Band 174 
3. Scout 2101 154 

NOTICE-BOARD OF THE YEAR 
1. Moor House 171 

2. Interact Club 
3. NCC (Air) 

CLUB OF THE YEAR 
1. Interact Club 
2. Raffles Players 
3 Raffles Judokwai 

ACTIVITY OF THE YEAR 
1. Ang Pow '69 
2. Founder's Day 
3. 150th Anniversary 

Celebrations 




