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Methodist Ladies College
Claremont
PRINCIPAL:
Mr. W. SHEPHERD. M.A., B.Ed., B.D.
CHAPLAIN:
Rev. Donald McCASKILL
Senior Mistress and in charge of History: Mrs. J. Hosford, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Assist, to Principal and in charge of Physics and Chem.: Mr. D. Carter, B.Ed.(Hons.)
Mistress in charge of Primary School: Mrs. M. Palmer, B.A.
Director of Studies in the Middle School: Mrs. M. Matthews
Resident Deaconesses: Miss R. Nelson, Miss S. Richardson (Dip.ReligiousEd.)
School Counsellor: Mrs. A. Dunn, B.A.
Heads of Subjects:
English — Mrs. R. Campbell, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mathematics — Miss W. Barclay, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Geography — Mrs. L. Jacobs, B.A.
Economics — Miss W. Stormon
Modern Languages — Miss E. Sedgwick, B.A.(Hons.)
Latin — Miss D. Shaw, M.A.
Biology — Mrs. V. Rowbotham, B.Sc.
Art — Mrs. J. Crowe "C. c .
Home Science — Mrs. V. King
Physiology - Miss J. Parker
Music — Mrs. J. Ashley, G.T.C.L., L.T.C.L., L.R.A.M.
Shorthand and Typing — Mrs. W. Walsh
Accountancy — Mrs. B. Stark
Art of Speech — Miss M. Bird, F.T.C.L.
(examiner for Uni. in Speech and Drama)
Physical Education
Miss D. Hardwick
Librarian
Mrs. O. Graham
Assistant Mistresses—Secondary
Mrs. E. Moore, Mrs. J. Keeley, B.A.(Hons.), Mrs. L. Hansley, Mrs. M. Kilbey,
M.A.(Hons.), Miss J. Tilly, B.Sc.(Hons.), Dip.Ed., Mrs. L. Hill, B.A., Mrs. J. Watt,
B.Sc., Mrs. R. Kaaks, Mrs. Theng, B.A.(Hons.), Mrs. Gobolcs, Miss G. Don.
Assistant Mistresses—Primary
Mrs. M. Edwards, Mrs. A. Moore, Miss M. Palmer, Miss C. Gunn.
Part-time Mistresses
Mrs. M. Williams, Mrs. L. Nixon, B.A., Miss M. Swan, M.A., Mrs. Sinclair, B.A.
(Latin), Mrs. S. Stevenson (Craft), Mrs. Marsh (Home Science).
Music:
Mrs. E. McDougall, L.R.S.M., Mrs. J. Agnew, L.T.C.L., Mrs. M. Wilbrey, L.R.S.M.,
L.Mus., Mrs. M. Phillips. L.R.S.M., L.Mus., Mrs. E. Herman, L.Mus.
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School Officials* /,%'6‘
PREFECTS

SUSAN BRISBANE (Captain.)
CHERYL GARDINER (Vice-Captain)
SUSANNE SCANLON (Head of Boarding House)
ROSLYN CLARKE
JAQUELINE CALDWELL
MARDI McGRATH
VICKI TELFER

BEVERLEY BICKELL
JULIE LONG
HILARY SILBERT
RAE WEBSTER

HOUSE OFFICIALS
ATHENS- MARDI McGRATH, ROSLYN CLARKE
ROME—HILARY SILBERT, RAE WEBSTER
SPARTA -JULIE LONG, SUSAN BRISBANE
TROY—CHERYL GARDINER. SUSANNE SCANLON

ASSOCIATE PREFECTS

LINLEY BOULDEN
SUZANNE GILBERT

LESLEY HAMS
PAM MORRIS
JENNIFER STOTT
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JENEFER BLACKWELL
Biology Exhibition, Leaving Examination
1965.

SUSAN BRISBANE
School Captain 1966
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PREFECTS
Back row (I. to r.h Beverly Bickell, Roslyn Clarke, Jackie Caldwell, Rae Webster, Vicki Telfer.
Front row: Mardi McGrath, Hilary Silbert, Susan Brisbane, Mr Shephard (Principal), Cheryl
Gardiner, Susanne Scanlon, Julie Long.

DUX OF COLLEGE 1966
Prize shared by Jill Nash and Marilyn Simpson.
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Editorial
1966 — looking back, it seems to have been a year of development and
achievement. Our teams have tried hard, and excelled in most spheres, girls have
gained more prizes than ever before in out-ol'-school exams. We have had a number
of prize-winners in the Science Talent Quest, a new school orchestra has been
started, and new building projects are under way to extend boarding facilities
as well as to provide more space for musical activities.
In an attempt to show you how much more is happening within the school,
we have altered the layout of the “Collegian'' somewhat. Events which have up
till now received full reports have been included under the heading of School
Calendar, thus allowing for more space for original contributions, as well as for
reports of new activities. We hope these changes meet with your approval.
The members of the sixth form, although they are sorry to be leaving the
school, must, I think, be happy to know that their final year was such a successful
one for the school. May next year's sixth form experience this same feeling, and the
school continue to strive for the highest.
KERRY McDOUGALL

COLLEGIAN COMMITTEE
Back row (I, to r.): Jill McKenzie, Dawn Maddock, Janet Moore, Janet Cheyne, Elizabeth
Moore, Virginia Payne, Margaret Marshall.
Centre: Dorothy Blake, Delys Stone, Glenda Maisey, Julie Long.
Front: Kerry McDougall.

Avluiotrlvtltjntvu is
We should like to thank the following schools for sending us their magazines:—
Perth College, P.L.C., Wesley College, St. Hilda’s, Ravenswood M.L.C., Penrhos M.L.C.,
M.L.C. Burwood, Ladies’ College, Colombo, Christ Church Grammar School, Hale
School, Trinity College, Guildford Grammar School.
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Obituary
We are sad to report the deaths during this year of two former Staff members.
Mrs. Maude Warne, former Senior Mistress of the College, retired at the end
of 1964, after being at the school for sixteen years. Mrs. Warne was greatly appre
ciated for her goodwill to all and her able teaching of French throughout the school.
As Senior Mistress she knew almost all the girls in the school, was concerned for
their welfare and treated them all with kindness and understanding. It was a great
shock to hear of her death at the end of second term.
Miss Sanderson was Home Science Mistress at the school for eight years.
When she first came to Methodist Ladies’ College the Home Science Centre was
located in a small room off the Assembly Hall. As classes grew larger Miss
Sanderson had to battle with the lack of space and difficulties associated with the
poor layout of the room. The new Home Science Centre was built in 1961 and Miss
Sanderson was very proud of the new equipment and the greater space which the
new building provided. Her work was always done with thoroughness and skill
and she took an interest in the Drama Club, being responsible for the costumes
in the school plays during most of her time at the school. Over the last two years
Miss Sanderson had increasing bad health, which she met with great courage, and
we were very sad to hear of her death in September.

Stuff IVatrs
There were few changes on the staff this year, the only resignations at the
end of 1965 being these of Mrs. Woodhead, Miss Sanderson, Mrs. Finnegan, and
Mrs. Chase. Newcomers to the school this year were Mrs. J. Theng (History,
English), Mrs. V. King (Home Science), Mrs. J. Ashley (Music), Mrs. M. Williams
(Biology), Mrs. L. Nixon (French) and Miss C. Gunn (Barclay House). At the end
of second term Mrs. Theng resigned and her place was taken by Mrs. Dodscn.
We offer congratulations and good wishes to Mrs. D. Watt (Jane Dolton) who
was married during the Christmas vacation, and to Miss Parker and Miss Don,
whose engagements were announced during the year. Mrs. Finnegan and Mrs. Woodhead both have baby sons to keep them occupied—Craig Andrew Woodhead made
his first official appearance at M.L.C. at the School Sports and received his due
allowance of admiration.
This has been a very busy year for many staff members who have become
involved in the activities of associations formed by teachers of various subjects.
Mathematics teachers seem to have a great deal of their time taken up by seminars
and in-service courses connected with the new Mathematics syllabus. Mrs. Rowbotham
continues to take an active interest in the Science Teachers’ Association, Mrs.
Campbell is President of the English Teachers’ Association, Mrs. Hosford is an
enthusiastic member of the newly-formed History Teachers’ Association, Mrs. Jacobs
of the Geography Association, and Miss Sedgwick and Mrs. Hansley have continued
a long-standing membership of the Modern Language Teachers’ Association.
We shall be sorry to say good-bye to Mrs. Jacobs at the end of the year.
She is returning with her family to Holland. Her never-failing good humour and
sense of fun have been much appreciated! We shall also miss the bracing male
influence of Mr. Carter, whose presence in the staff-room has provided a welcome
change from female pre-occupations! We wonder if he will at times regret his
change to an all-male atmosphere.
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S. Agars—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
L. Atkinson—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Head Day Girl. Troy.
G. Ayling—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Associate Prefect, Debating 1965. Troy.
F. Barr—Junior 1963, Prefect, House Captain, Athletics. Rome.
Y. Bergin—Junior 1963. Athens.
H. Birch—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
J. Blackwell—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Winner of Biology Exhibition. Sparta.
D. Bradford—Junior 1963, Prefect, Vice-House Captain, Tennis, Basketball. Sparta.
E. Burt—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Associate Prefect. Athens.
H. Blankensee—Junior 1963, Prefect. Sparta.
P. Cameron—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
K. Campbell—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
K. Chessell—Junior 1963. Rome.
L. Clarke—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Associate Prefect, Gym. Rome.
F. Clements—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
A. Dailey—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Swimming, Associate Prefect. Troy.
R. Djordjevic—Junior 1963. Athens.
P. Drabble—Junior 1963. Sparta.
M. Dundas—Junior 1963, Prefect, Captain of School, Vice-Captain of House, Hockey,
Debating. Athens.
J. Dyer—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
S. Dyer—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Athletics. Sparta.
D. Elliot—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
A. Ewers—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Troy.
L. Forrest—Junior 1963, Associate Prefect, Hockey. Sparta.
A. Fraser—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
C. Gamble—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Gym. Athens.
S. Gliddon—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
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ASSOCIATE PREFECTS
Back row (I. to r.): Suzanne Gilbert, Linley Boulden, Lesley Hams.
Front row: Jennifer Stott, Pamela Morris.
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H. Hardwick—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
C. Hatfield—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
J. Hewton—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Vice-Captain Rome.
J. Henderson—Junior 1963. Troy.
M. J. Hoare—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
C. Hodge—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
R. Horsburgh—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Associate Prefect. Sparta.
Y. Hortin—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
J. Howard—Junior 1963. Athens.
A. Jameison—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Troy.
B. Kay—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
S. Kekwick—Junior 1963, Prefect, Vice-House Captain, Debating, Hockey. Captain
Troy.
J. Kirkman—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
W. Lawson—Junior 1963, Prefect 1965. Athens.
M. Low—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
Y. Lucas—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
J. Mackenzie—Junior 1963. Sparta.
K. Maley—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
C. Mercer—Junior 1963. Rome.
A. Meyer—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
M. Myles—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Troy.
N. Page—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
W. Pailthorpe—Junior 1963. Sparta.
S. Provan—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Troy.
K. Reudavey—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
S. Robinson—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Rome.
A. Sadique—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965.
G. Simpson—Junior 1963, Prefect, House Captain, Basketball. Athens.
E. Slee—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Prefect, House Captain. Sparta.
J. Smith—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Prefect. Dux of Schcol. Athens.
S. Steere—Junior 1963. Sparta.
R. Swan—Junior 1963. Troy.
A. Terrell—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.
J. Thorn—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Sparta.

.Mil

ATHENIAN HOUSE LEADERS
Roslyn Clarke, Mardi McGrath
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D. Waldron—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965.
B. Wall—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Prefect, House Captain, Tennis Colours, Basket
ball, Softball. Troy.
J. Wardrop—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Editor of Collegian. Athens.
D. Were—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Troy.
A. Wilbrey—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965. Athens.
M. Wilbrey—Junior 1962, Leaving 1965. Athens.
J. Witnish—Junior 1963, Leaving 1965, Debating. Troy.

Others Who Left in 1965
S. Kelly
J. Kemp
E. King
S. Kikiros
E. Kuring
S. Lewis
M. Low
M. McCaskill
W. McDougall
M. McGellin
A. McGellin
J. MacKenzie
D. McLean
E. McLeod
A. McNeill
K. Magnison
K. Maley
C. Mercer
J. Mitton
G. Moir
C. Mounsey

J. Antrobus
V. Back
M. Bates
G. Beard
M. Beste
E. Brown
J. Bowen
L. Cassidy
R. Clarke
L. Cox
G. Della-Bosca
L. Dobbin
V. Douglas
G. Doust
J. Dunkin
Z. Fawkner
S. Felton
J. Gale
Y. Grant
J. Haggerty
M. Haye
S. Henderson

III

TROJAN HOUSE LEADERS
Cheryl Gardiner, Susanne Scanlon
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K. Myers
J. Nairn
V. Norris
M. Norton
D. O’Hara
P. Oxbrow
J. Peirce
J. Pettison
G. Prowse
L. Robinson
M. Rowe
D. Sedgman
E. Sippe
S. Steer
C. Stokes
R. Swan
L. Thornber
S. Vaux
K. Woller
J. Watters
D. Wright

Leaving Results, 1965
Agars, S. M.—English, History, Geography, Economics, Maths A.
Atkinson, R. L.—English (D), French, German, History, Maths A (D), Maths B
(D), Physics.
Ayling, G. P.—English, French, German, Maths A, Maths B, Physics, Chemistry.
Birch, H.—English, French, History, Maths A, Music (D).
Blackwell, J. M.—English, German, History, Maths A (D), Biology (D), Music (D).
Burt, E. J.—English, History, Economics, Maths A (D), Maths B (D), Physics (D),
Chemistry.
Cameron, P. L.—English, History, Geography, Economics (D), Maths A, Biology.
Clarke, L. D.—English, History, Geography, Physiology.
Clements, F. A.—English, French, Maths A (D), Maths B (D), Physics, Chemistry.
Dailey, A. M.—English, Geography, Economics, Biology, Physiology.
Dyer, J. B.—English, History, Biology, Physiology.
Dyer, S. J.—Engish, Economics, Maths A, Maths B, Chemistry, Biology.
Elliott, D. F.—English, History, Maths A (D), Maths B (D), Physics, Chemistry ID).
Ewers, A. E.—English, French, History, Geography, Economics, Biology.
Fraser, A. E.—English, French, History, Maths A, Maths B, Physics, Chemistry.
Gamble, C. A.—English, History, Biology, Physiology.
Gliddon, S. L.—English, History, Geography, Biology, Physiology, Art.
Hardwick, H. K.—English, Maths A, Maths B (D), Physics, Music (D).
Hatfield, C. A.—English, History, Economics, Biology, Physiology, Art.
Haye, M. P.—English, Geography, Economics, Maths A, Biology.
Hewton, J. K.—English, History, Economics, Biology, Physiology, Music (D).
Hoare, M. J.—English, History, Economics, Art (D).
Hodge, C. A.—English, French, Geography, Maths A, Physics, Biology, Music (D).
Horsburgh, R. F.—English, History, Economics, Biology, Physiology, Art.
Hortin, Y. E.—English, Geography, Maths A, Maths B, Biology, Physiology.
Jamieson, A. C.—English, Biology, Physiology, Art.
Kay, B. M.—English, Geography, Art/SP, Home Science.
Kirkman, J. E.—English, History, Economics, Math A, Maths B, Biology.
Low, M. P.—English, History, Geography, Biology, Physiology (D), Home Science.
Lucas, Y. M.—English, Biology, Art, Music.
Maley, K. D.—English, History, Geography, Economics, Maths A, Biology.
Meyer, A. L.—English, German, Maths A (D), Maths B, Physics, Chemistry.
Myles, M. M.—English, German, History, Maths B.

ROMAN HOUSE OFFICIALS — Rae Webster and Hilary Silbert.
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Page, N. J— English, French, Maths A, Maths B, Physics, Chemistry, Music (D).
Provan, A. H.—English, Geography, Art, Art/SP.
Reudavey, K. I.—English, Geography, Economics, Biology, Music.
Robinson, S. H.—English (D), History, Economics, Biology, Physiology, Art (D),
Art/SP.
Sadique, A. R.—English, German, Economics, Biology, Music (D).
Slee, E. T.—English, German, Maths A, Math5 B, Physics, Chemistry.
Smith, J. K.—English (D), French (D), History, Maths A (D), Maths B (D), Physics
(D), Chemistry (D).
Terrell, A.—English, History, Geography, Economics, Maths A, Biology (D), Physi
ology.
Thorn, J. B.—English, History, Maths A, Biology.
Waldron, D. M.—English, History, Geography, Economics.
Wall, B. C.—English, Art/SP, Stenography (D), Accountancy.
Wardrop, J. L.—English (D), French, History (D), Economics, Biology, Music (D).
Were, D. M.—English, History, Maths A, Maths B, Physics (D), Chemistry (D).
Wilbrey, A. M.—English (D), French, History, Geography, Music.
Wilbrey, M. J.—English, History, Art, Music.
Witnish, J. M.—English, French (D), German (D), History, Economics, Chemistry.

Juniur Results* lfHi*i
Ackland, V. G. (6)
Angel, B. D. (7)
Antrobus, J. K. (6)
Back, M. J. (8)
Bamford, (8)
Bates, M. J. (8)
Benzie, E. M. (8)
Benzie, J. H. (8)
Bickell, D. A. (8)
Blackburn, E. (9)
/Booking, G. H. (8)
Boxall, L. L. (7)
Brice, M. M. (6)
Bridge, R. S. (8)
Bristow, J. J. (8)
Brown, E. J. (7)
Brown, S. A. (8)
Bruin, M. G. (8)
Bungey, J. P. F. (7)
Cameron, L. M. (8)
Carter, A. E. (8)
Cassidy, L. P. (8)
Chernoff, J. M. (7)
Christie, D. K. (9)
Clarke, R. M. (8)
Colliver, M. L. (8)
Czerwenka, M. K. (7)
Davey, L. R. (7)
Davies, C. J. (9)
Dewar, H. M. (9)
Dobbin, L. I. (8)
Doyle, R. L. (9)
Eastman, E. A. (8)
Embleton, A. F. (8)
Everard, L. (8)
Faulkner, (6)
Felton, (7)
Fitzgerald, C. (7)

Gaskin, R. J. (7)
Glenister, J. M. (9)
Gosden, J. M. (7)
Green, R. L. (6)
Green, S. P. (10)
Griffiths, P. (7)
Groves, K. L. (6)
Hammond, B. J. (7)
Hancock, V. E. (8)
Hancock, E. M. (8)
Harwood, L. A. (8)
Hebiton, K. A. (7)
Hewton, B. D. (9)
Hodgkinson, J. L. (9)
Howell, C. (5)
Howell, D. (8)
Kikiros, S. L. (9)
Kyrillos, M. (8)
Ladyman, R. M. (7)
Lawrence, G. D. (7)
Lehmann, D. M. (8)
Lensky, T. (8)
Lockwood, A. R. (5)
Lyons, J. B. (8)
McGellin, M. G. (8)
McIntyre, D. J. (8)
McKenzie, J. P. (9)
McLean, D. K. (5)
McLellan, I. M. (8)
Main, J. (6)
Marshall, F. L. (8)
Marshall, L. S. (5)
Marshall, S. G. (8)
Masel, P. S. (8)
May, C. R. (9)
Medlow, M. H. (7)
Mercer, D. I. (8)
Metcalf, J. B. (8)

Mills, D. J. (5)
Moir, G. J. (5)
Mounsey, C. M. (5)
Murray, H. J. (8)
Murray, K. M. (7)
Myers, K. A. L. (5)
Newman, B. L. (9)
Oxbrow, P. M. (8)
Painter, H. K. (6)
Parker, H. J. (8)
Parry, J. M. (8)
Paterson, J. R. (8)
Paterson, Jill R. (7)
Pond, L. D. (8)
Prowse, G. V. (5)
Robinson, L. M. (6)
Rowell, C. M. (8)
Schilling, W. D. (8)
Scott, W. J. (8)
Sedgman, D. (5)
Shaw, H. M. (9)
Shovelton, P. C. (6)
Sloggett, E. M. (7)
Smith, S. C. (8)
Solomon, F. E. (6)
Squire, F. L. (7)
Stenhouse, L. (6)
Sippe, E. J. (7)
Stott, R. (8)
Swan, J. M. (6)
Tonkin, P. G. (6)
Trevelyan, S. J. (9)
Vaux, P. M. (8)
Vincent, R. E. (8)
Watts, E. J. (5)
Webster, L. M. (9)
Whisson, A. G. (7)
Wilbrey, L. E. (9)

I ant mantvealth Schalarship
Haiders
1964
JUNIOR

Boulden, L. R.
Brisbane, S. M.
Caldwell, J. R.
Clarke, R. K.
Coomer, J. M.
Gardiner, C. A.
Gilbert, S. M.
Henderson, S. E.
MacDonald, P. M.
Morris, P. A.
Nash, J. L.
Olney, C. A.
Payne, V. M. S.
Scanlon, S. E.
Simpson, M. A.
Stott, J.
Telfer, V.
Treasure, C. J.
Winzar, J. A.

1965
JUNIOR

D. Blake
D. Bickell
R. Bridge
J. Cheyne
D. Christie
E. Blackburn
L. Cameron
C. Davies
H. Dewar
S. Green
D. Howell
J. Hodgkinson
T. Lensky
J. Lyons
C. May
B. Newman
H. Parker
H. Shaw
S. Trevelyan
R. Vincent

1966
LEAVING

L. Atkinson
G. Ayling
H. Birch
J. Blackwell
E. Burt
P. Cameron
F. Clements
D. Elliott
A. Fraser
J. E. Kirkman
A. Meyer
J. Smith
J. Wardrop
D. Were
J. Witnish

Biology Exhibit

Blackwell, J. M.

Alliance Francaise Results
DIVISION I

C. Merrilees
DIVISION IIA

K. McDougall
V. Payne
DIVISION IIB

D.
E.
J.
L.
P.
T.
S.
L.

Blake
Blackburn
Cheyne
Everard
Kerr
Lensky
Trevelyan
Wilbrey

DIVISION III

J. Cock (D)
W. Dale (D)
G. Smith (D) (Prize)
C. Thomas (D) (Prize)
J. Bailey
H. Barrett-Lennard
P. Bird
J. Bower
D. Burridge
O. Cook
D. Cornelius
C. Edwards
D. Flux
S. Gray
S. Hill
P. Horton
B. Howie
L. Kelly
C. McGrath
M. Perlman
W. Roberts
R. Sampson
M. Temby
J. Watts
J. Williams
H. Zimmerman
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1966

DIVISION IV

A. Cooper (D)
S. Hobley (D)
S. Knight (D)
M. Merrilees (D)
A. Pemberton (D)
(Prize)
S. Allan
V. Bamford
J. Blue
D. Brookes
V. Brown
P. Budd
V. Cooke
P. Davis
O. de Vries
R. Gorman
D. Hawkins
S. Herron
L. Irvin
J. Ladhams
T. Lawson
P. Lithgo
J. Little
V. Masterton
J. Richardson
J. Rochfort
R. Sands
L. Scott
H. Wilbrey
J Zimmerman

IP.A.S. ttesults
DEUTSCH—ATJSTRALISCHER-SPRACHVEREIN
DIVISION III

DIVISION IB

V.
K.
C.
M.
M.

G. Smith (D), 1st prize.
H. Zimmerman (D), 2nd prize.
J. Cock (D)
C. Edwards (D)
S. Gray (D)
M. Perlman (D)
W. Roberts (D)
P. Bird
C. Boatwright
R. Booth
D. Cornelius
V. Davies
J. Flugge
D. Flux
G. Hayward
M. Nalder
E. Palfreyman
J. Sullivan
A. Walker

Becker (D), Tied for 3rd
McDougall (D)
Moir (D)
Simpson (D)
Foster

DIVISION II

B. Newman (D)
J. Benzie
E. Eastman
L. Everard
J. Glenister
V. Hancock
D. Howell
R. Stott
S. Trevelyan

Science IVi lent if nest
Prize-winners:

Certificate of Merit:

Judith Lyons
Marilyn Simpson

Delys Stone
Elizabeth Moore
Robyn Sampson
Joanne Bailey

9

PRIZE-WINNERS IN SCIENCE TALENT QUEST AND D.A.S. EXAMINATION
Back row (I. to r.): Helen Zimmerman, Veronica Becker, Joanne Bailey, Robin Sampson.
Front row: Geraldine Smith, Elizabeth Moore, Delys Stone.
13

Speech and Urania Results„ 1966
GRADE VI
Theory

Practical

Peta McDonald (Credit)
Christine Olney (Credit)
Glenda Maisey (Credit)
Margaret Beal (Pass)
Jennifer Pugh (Pass)

Peta McDonald (Hons.)
Christine Olney (Credit)
Margaret Beal (Credit)
Glenda Maisey (Credit)
Jennifer Pugh (Credit)
JUNIOR (Grade IV)

Theory

Practical

Helen Barrett-Lennard (Credit)
Coralie Bristow (Credit)
Jennifer Anderson (Credit)
Diane Burridge (Credit)
Jan Dargin (Pass)
Pamela Dolley (Pass)
Susan Rae (Pass)
Lynette Tonkin (Pass)

Helen Barrett-Lennard (Credit)
Jennifer Anderson (Credit)
Coralie Bristow (Credit)
Jan Dargin (Pass)
Susan Rae (Pass)
Diane Burridge (Pass)
Pamela Dolley (Pass)
Lynette Tonkin (Pass)

Music Results
These girls have obtained passes in Leaving music:
W. Silinger (D)
Z. Williams (D)
M. Foster (D)
S. Scanlon (D)
M. Groom (D)
V. Telfer
J. Hewitt (D)
R. Clarke
These girls have obtained passes in Junior music:
R. Manning
E. Shipley
L. Telfer
J. Freestone
P. Rogers
M. Czerwenka
W. Roberts
D. Morrell
Congratulations to Jan Cromer who gained her A.Mus.A. this year! And to
Robina Ladyman who received 92% for Grade VII practical.

■

SPARTAN HOUSE LEADERS
Susan Brisbane, Julie Long
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Pianoforte Examination
Results — 1006
GRADE 7

GRADE 1

Margaret Whitehurst—Credit
Erica McGellin—Credit
Katharine Tonkin—Credit
Winsome Roberts—Pass
Judith Watson—Pass
Carol Thomas—Pass
Winsome Sippe—Pass

Robina Ladyman—Honours
GRADE 6

Marian Foster—Credit
Brenda Hewton—Credit
Denise Reudavey—Credit
Lynette Wilbrey—Credit
S. Scanlon—Credit
M. Foster—Credit
W. Silinger—Credit

PRELIMINARY

Teresa Vagg—Honours
Wendy Wright—Credit
Leonie Smith—Credit
Janet Pascoe—Credit
Helen Pascoe—Credit
Lynley Johnson—Credit
Frances Bowen—Credit
Jennifer Deacon—Pass
Constance Skinner—Pass

GRADE 5

Roslyn Manning—Honours
Adele McWhae—Credit
Kim Bickell—Credit
D. Mercer—Credit
Gay Sorenson—Credit
W. Roberts—Credit
A. Whisson—Credit
D. Morrell— Pass
E. Shipley—Pass

THEORY RESULTS 1966
GRADE 4

GRADE 4

Marthe Czerwenka—Credit
Judith Freestone—Credit
B. Mason—Credit
K. Pearse—Credit
A. Richards—Credit

Penelope Rogers—Pass
GRADE 3

Kim Hastwell—Honours
Delyse Morrell—Honours
Winsome Roberts—Honours
Eve Shipley—Honours

GRADE 3

Lesley Thomas—Honours
Robyn Young—Honours
Joan Wales—Credit
Wendy Bishop—Credit
Constance Cale—Credit
Margaret Nalder—Credit
Christine Flowers—Pass
Lynn Piper—Pass
Jennifer Ball—Pass

MUSICAL PERCEPTION
THIRD GRADE

Margaret Nalder—Honours
Joan Wales—Honours
Elizabeth Alexander—Credit
Roslyn Manning—Credit
Leonie Smith—Credit
Erica McGellin—Pass

GRADE 2

Lesley Smith—Honours
Helen Barrett-Lennard—Credit
Patricia Vaux—Credit
Lesley Stewart—Credit
Jennifer Simmonds—Credit
Estelle Manning—Pass
Nerolie Ward—Pass
Karen O’Connor—Pass
Wendy Gardiner—Pass
Debra Burridge—Pass
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Heather Lament Festival. 1966
WINNERS OF FINALS
MUSIC
Piano Solo:

Grade
Grade
Grade
Grade

I: Katherine Tonkin
II: No Competition
III: Margaret Osborne
IV: Robyn Young

Grade V: Carol Simpson
Grade VI: Marian Foster
Open: Jan Coomer

Piano Duet:

Grade
Grade
Grade
Grade
Grade
Grade
Open:

I: Carol Thomas and Pauline Carter
II: No Competition
III: Lynne Piper and Jenny Ball
IV: Stephanie Silbert and Anne Sarah
V: Wendy Dorrington and Jan Dargin
VI: Gwen Hayward and Carol Thomas
Lynette Wilbrey and Estelle Blackburn

Vocal Solo:

Junior: Anna Pemberton

Senior: Felicity Buttrose

Vocal Duet:

Junior: Jane Green and Louise Draper
Senior: Felicity Buttrose and Margaret Medlow
Other Instruments:

Senior: Elizabeth Eastman (Recorder)
Junior: Vivienne Webster (Violin)
Violin Duet: Pauline Carter and Carol Thomas
Recorder Duet: Penny Keeley and Karen Forsyth
Piano Quartette: Jan Coomer (Piano), Elizabeth Firkins (1st Violin), Brenda
Hewton (2nd Violin), Kerry McDougall (Cello)

............

Winners of awards in Heather Lament Festival — Senior School

ART OF SPEECH

1st Year: Louise Draper
2nd & 3rd Years: Valerie Davies
4th & 5th Years: Peta McDonald
PUBLIC SPEAKING

Junior: Olwyn Cook

Senior: Jan Coomer
BALLET

Intermediate Character: Michelle Bridge
Intermediate Classical: Rita Leckie
Open Character: Rita Leckie
Open Classical: Carolyn Chandler
GYM

Junior: Leanne Scrace

Senior: Rita Leckie

West Australian
Geography Competition
HELD BY THE GEOGRAPHY DEPARTMENT OF THE UNIVERSITY
Prize-winners
1st Prize Senior Section:

Highly Commended:

Patrica Cameron (assisted by
Janet Dyer and Andrea Lyall)

Glenda Maisey
Roslyn Clarke
Mardi McGrath
Stephanie Silbert

(Details of the projects were published in the 1965 Collegian)
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SCHOOL
ACTIVITIES
FEBRUARY:
8 — School resumed.
25 — Primary inter-school swimming sports at Perth College.
MARCH:
4 — Inter-house swimming sports.
1st Sparta, 2nd Rome, 3rd Athens, 4th Troy.
Champions:
Open: M. McGrath (Athens), runner-up R. Winnett (Rome).
U/16: H. Drabble (Sparta), runner-up V. Ackland (Rome).
U/15: C. McGrath (Athens), runner-up J. Williams (Sparta).
U/14: K. Kemble (Troy) and E. McGellan (Sparta), runner-up D. Brookes
(Sparta).
U/13: J. Halliday (Troy), runner-up R. Smith (Sparta).
11 — Inter-school swimming at Beatty Park.
This year’s team had outstanding success at the inter-school sports
winning by more than 120 points from the second place-getter P.L.C., and
winning pennants in every age group.
M.L.C. girls won all five relays and broke a total of ten records.
On March 31, Mardi McGrath, Robyn Winnett, Jenny Halliday, Helen
Drabble and Carol McGrath were selected to swim at an aquatic carnival
for the Queen Mother. Many schools participated, and the first four girls ex
celled by winning the open relay and breaking the existing record by more
than twelve seconds.
All competitors showed great school spirit and much determination. Many
thanks must go to Miss Hardwick and Mrs. Gobolos for their expert guidance
and coaching.
MM
15 — English Seminar on Anthology of Verse. Held at M.L.C., 7.30 p.m.
APRIL:

6 — School broke up for Easter.
12 — School resumed.
22 — League Debate v. Hollywood High School. (Won by M.L.C.).
22-24 — Combined Fellowship Camp, with M.L.C. and Wesley College. There were
approximately twenty representatives from each school. The camp was held
at Point Peron and the speaker was Dr. R. Mauldon. The discussions were
lively and everyone seemed to have a very good time. Our thanks go to all
those who worked so hard to arrange this camp.
25 — Anzac Day.
M.L.C. joined with other independent schools for our Anzac Day cere
mony at Scotch College. One of the lessons was read by our head prefect
Susan Brisbane. The address was given by Brigadier J. M. Hobbs, O.B.E., M.C.’
a survivor from Gallipoli, and the prayers were led by the Rev. J. A. Murray’
Scotch College Chaplain. The guests joined in hymn singing and “The Lament’’
and “The Rouse” were played by representatives from Scotch College Pipe Band.
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MAY:
1 __ End of Term Service—Claremont Methodist Church. Felicity Buttrose sang
the solo, and the choir sang “Examine M”. The sermon was preached by
Mr. Shepherd.
1
Evening—Arrival of visitors from M.L.C. Launceston.
2 — The leaving and sub-leaving forms attended a performance of "Richard II at
the Playhouse. This was to give more understanding to the play which is
set as a leaving text.
4 — Term ended.
24 — Second term commenced.
27 — Careers Night.
28 — “At Home” and opening of additions to the library.
JUNE:
17 — League Debate v. St. Louis (home), (won by St. Louis).
24 — League Debate v. Brigidine Convent (home), (won by M.L.C.).
24 — Junior Form Dance—There was a new system whereby nobody brought thenown partner but swapped around at the dance. On the whole, the juniors
seem to prefer to bring their own partners.
25 __ Sub-Leaving Dance—Bosisto Hall was as usual the scene of the sub-leavmg
dance. The hall looked lovely and everyone had a wonderful evening.
JULY:
1-2 — Operetta—“Papageno”.
This year, because of the discovery of several new and exciting voices
in the ranks of our choir, it was decided to have three performances of the
operetta “Papageno” by Mozart, instead of the usual two, so that these
new voices could be heard.
The nine soloists and chorus were intensively trained by Mrs. Ashley
every day after school for weeks beforehand, and the results showed in their
excellent performance.
The charming and colourful costumes, which were designed and made by
Mrs. Shepherd, assisted by a committee of mothers, looked delightful against
the sets designed by students of the school.
Another innovation was the introduction of an outside producer in the
person of Mr. R. Collinson.
The Operetta was enjoyed by the audience. The cast’s thanks go to Mrs.
Ashley and Mr. Collinson for all the time and work they put into making
it such a success.
W.D.
2 — D.A.S. Examinations.
15
Prefects’ Dance—This was held in Bosisto Hall. The guests were welcomed
by Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd, Mrs. Hosfcrd, and Sue Brisbane and partner.
Everyone had a very good time and our special thanks go to the mothers
who prepared and served a delicious ‘sit-down’ supper.
15-16 — Gymnastic Competitions.
22-23 — Drama Club presentation of “Swanwhite”.
28-29 — Commonwealth Scholarship Exams for Junior form candidates.
AUGUST:
14 — College Sunday.
This year’s College Sunday was held as usual at Wesley Church, Perth.
Apart from school singing, which included the chanting of a psalm, the^ choir
sang three anthems, one of which was a very modern version of the Mag
nificat”, composed by the director of music, Mrs. Ashley. The school needs
to become somewhat more acclimatized to such music, but the choir found
it challenging to learn something so different, and they enjoyed singing it.
The sermon was give by Rev. J. A. Murray, of Scotch College, and the
congregation was led in prayer by Rev. D. McCaskill. The lessons were read
by the Vice-President of the O.G.A. (Mrs. Audrey Knight), and the School
Captain. Thanks must go to the members of staff who helped by ushering the
girls in and out so smoothly, and to Mrs. Ashley for the good standard of
singing.
15 — Heather Lamont Festival (Ballet, Speech, Public Speaking).
16 — Heather Lamont Festival (Piano, Singing and Instrumental).
17 — Term ended.
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SEPTEMBER:

8 — School resumed.
16-18 — Junior Fellowship Camp. Held at Point Peron, at the Crippled Children’s
Home. Rev. S. Grimmet was camp speaker.
The topic of the weekend was “Living in a World of Science”, an inter
esting and controversial subject. There were three study periods during the
time we spent at camp, and because they were so interesting everyone wanted
to talk at once. Less serious activities included a football game, a hike, and
for the braver souls, swimming. Altogether a stimulating and rewarding
weekend—many thanks to the organisers.
23 — Inter-house Athletics.
1st Rome 187 pts., 2nd Athens 152 pts., 3rd Troy 133 pts., 4th Sparta 132 pts

Champions:

24
26
28
30

Open: R. Green (Athens), runner-up H. Silbert (Rome).
U/16: E. Eastman (Athens), runner-up R. Sampson (Troy).
U/15: A. Murray (Troy), runner-up J. Richardson (Sparta).
U/14: A. Hopkinson (Sparta), runners-up R. Dix (Sparta) and J. Muhling
(Rome).
— Entrance Scholarship Examination.
— P. & F. General Meeting.
— Show Day.
— Senior Fellowship Camp.
During this term the Senior Fellowship Camp was held at Rockingham.
The weekend was highly successful and was one of the best ever to be held.
The studies being entitled “Science and Religion”, were very relevant and
provoked constructive argument. Reverend R. Rankine, despite various pranks
survived the weekend and presented the Christian life in an entirely new
way. His efforts were combined with other activities including devotions on
the beach and folk singing which were included to enable us to see how
the Christian Religion and the 20th century way of life can be synonymous.
The number of campers was smaller this year but this was perhaps, an
advantage, for the atmosphere was more informal. On Sunday we arrived
back at school, rather sunburnt and weary but with no regrets.
SUSAN BRISBANE, 6 A

OCTOBER:

6 — 4th years attended Orchestral Concert at Basil Kirke Studio
8 — Inter-school Athletics at Perry Lakes Stadium, 9 a.m.
This year’s athletics carnival was possibly the most exciting on record.
Throughout, the M.L.C. spectators made their presence felt by their rendering
of the newly composed M.L.C. song, which was ably conducted by the school
captain. The athletes, despite the continual rain, did very well.
This year, all track events were in metres, not yards, so all firsts are in
augural records.
First Places:

8 —
14-15
15 —
16 —

U/14: 80 metres (Div. 2) N. Dyson; Softball throw (Div. 2) C. Randall- 100
metres (Div. 2) R. Dix.
U/15: 80 metres hurdles (Div. 1) A. Murray; Long jump (Div. 1) A. Murray(15ft. lliin.—record).
U/16: High jump: E. Eastman (4ft. 7in. rec.); Discus throw (Div. 1): L
Powell; 80 metres hurdles (Div. 1): E. Eastman (12.5 secs. rec.).
16 and over: Javelin (Div. 2): M. McGrath; Long jump (Div. 2)- D Lehmann200 metres (Div. 1): H. Silbert; Relay (R. Green, D. Lehmann, R. Clarke’
H. Silbert).
Athletics colours awarded to: Rosemary Green, Elizabeth Eastman Anne
Murray, Dianne Lehmann, Vicki Ackland, Hilary Silbert.
The carnival was won by St. Hilda’s with 334 pts., M.L.C. was second
(330) and P.L.C. was third (326).
Our thanks go to all the sports mistresses for all the time and effort
they put into the team.
HILARY SILBERT
“Family Day” organized by P. & F.—Films, Barbecue, Dancing.
— Barclay House Operetta.
Public Schools’ Association Athletics.
Two Piano Recital: Mesdames Westlake and Rudeforth.
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DECEMBER:
1 — Class parties.
4 — School Carol Service.
6 — Speech Day: Barclay House, 1.45 p.m.; Senior School, 8 p.m.

Speech Night, 1965
Weather conditions were ideal for the School’s 58th Annual Speech Night,
held on the school lawns on the evening of December 7, 1965, under the chair
manship of Mr. R. D. Palfreyman.
The official party included Her Excellency Lady Kendrew and the President
of the Conference, Rev. L. Lloyd Semple.
Following the National Anthem the School Captain extended a welcome to
Lady Kendrew, and the evening commenced with a hymn followed by The Lord’s
Prayer led by the School Chaplain, Rev. D. McCaskill.
The School then rendered two vocal items—The School Song and the Dance
Duet from “Hansel and Gretel”.
Sue Kekwick introduced four other prefects—Lynn Atkinson, Julie Smith, Frances
Barr and Margaret Dundas—who each spoke in turn on the subject “Looking to
the Future”, briefly relating how her school curriculum had been chosen with a
view to her proposed future career. Later in the evening, as a sequel to this,
Patricia Hill (Dux, 1964) and Gillian Ranson (Dux 1963) spoke on the subject
“Present and Past”, telling of hew their school studies had prepared them for
their University studies.
Helen Birch and Jenefer Blackwell rendered a pianoforte duet—Waltz from
“Masquerade” (Khachaturian); and the Art of Speech students, Barbara Kay, Peta
McDonald, Sue- Robinson, Heather Lowe and Wilma Lawson recited verses from
“The Rock” (T. S. Eliot).
In the Principal’s Report, Mr. W. Shepherd briefly reviewed the historical back
ground behind the founding of the School, leading up to the theme that we are a
Church College with a spiritual basis, and that the true significance of a Church
school is the belief that character stems from basic assumptions about human life.
He then expressed his thanks to the various members of the Staff for their assist
ance and loyalty; mentioned staff changes pending for next year; briefly reviewed
the past year’s activities and spoke of some of the prospects and plans for the future.
A Calisthenics, Folk Dancing and Ballet display preceded the Chairman’s Re
marks, at the conclusion of which Mr. Palfreyman introduced Her Excellency Lady
Kendrew who distributed the awards and trophies to the various winners.
The President of the Conference closed the evening with a vote of thanks to
Lady Kendrew, followed by the Benediction and “Nunc Dimittus”. Thus concluded
another very successful year for the School.
MARGARET DUNDAS, School Captain, 1965.

Science Talent Quest
This year’s Science Talent Quest attracted five entries from M.L.C. Marilyn
Simpson conducted an experiment to calibrate the spectometer and identify the
starter gas in sodium vapour lamps, Judy Lyon’s experiment was “The Effect of an
Artificial Heartbeat on the Incubation Period of a Chick”, Robyn Sampson and
Joanna Bailey experimented to see if space was a limiting factor of mice reproduction,
Elizabeth Moore fed baby long-necked swamp tortoises on different types of food
to see how different foods affected their growth rates, and the hardness of their
shells, and Delys Stone conducted an experiment to see how vitamin E and vitamin
D affected the fertility of mice.
The Prize Giving Night was held on September 30 in the Rcss Lecture Theatre
at the University. Elizabeth was one of the six speakers, selected from various
schools. Delys shared a prize of $100, Elizabeth won a $50 prize and Robyn and
Joanna shared a $20 prize. Judy and Marilyn were awarded certificates of merit.
The prize money is to be used to buy equipment or books for furthering the
student’s interest and knowledge in science.
D.S.
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Payton Scholarship lit Economics and History
The Payton Scholarship has been awarded in the past on examination results
in History and Economics in the sub-leaving year. This year it was decided to make
the final award on an essay to be presented for external judging by candidates
selected by the teachers in these subjects. The topic of the essay was "Immigration
in Australia from 1930 to the Present Day”, and six girls entered their work.
The judge, Mr. G. Drew of Department of Immigration, spoke very highly of all
the essays and awarded the scholarship to Helen Dewar, 5 A.
In her paper Helen outlined pre-Federation immigration schemes, then went on
to deal with the "new national awareness of the vastness of the country and the
need to populate” which developed after 1900. She went on to deal with assisted
immigration for land development—mainly unsuccessful—in the 1920s, the inter
ruptions to the programme caused by the Depression and the Second World War,
and concluded with an outline of immigration policy from 1945 to the present time.
The strengths and weaknesses of this policy were indicated, and the final summing
up is as follows:
“We must continue with our policy of immigration in the future if we wish to see
Australia continue to develop as she has in the past twenty years. Immigration has
led to a broadening of outlook, trade benefits, and a better standing with the rest
of the world. Immigration is the key to Australia’s prosperity and defence in the
future.”

Careers Night
On Friday, May 27, at 7 p.m., a "Careers Evening” was presented at the
college. This is the first time that such an evening has been held. Careers Evening
was held in conjunction with Technical Training Year 1966 and was arranged with
the co-operation of the Parents’ and Friends’ Association. Display stands were on
view within the school during the week preceding Careers Evening.
Approximately twenty speakers who held a wide knowledge of the qualifications
for their various careers, gave the talks. There were two sessions of talks, the
first at 7 p.m. and the second at 8 p.m. Each of these sessions lasted for forty-five
minutes and the time was divided between the main speaker, the Old Girls’ repre
sentative and a question period. Following are the careers on which information was
given:
1—Hairdressing: Miss Shooter.
2—Modelling: Mrs. Evans.
3—Air Hostessing: Representatives from M.M.A.
4—Public Service Careers: Representatives for both Commonwealth and State
Public Service Careers covered all branches.
1 Commonwealth: Mr. I. Bain.
2 State: Mr. H. de Burgh, Miss Barr.
5—Teaching: All branches covered by Mr. K. Catterall.
6—Kindergarten Teaching: Mrs. Sarah.
7—Commercial: Mr. P. Watson.
8—Business Machining: Mrs. N. Ogg, Mrs. M. Hounslow.
9—Technical College Careers—

10—
11—
12—
13—
14—

(a) Associateships—Categories covered by Dr. D. W. Dufty.
(b) Pharmacy—Mrs. F. N. Donaldson.
(c) Diplomas and Certificates—Mr. L. J. Hollis.
Librarianship: Mrs. P. W. Watson.
Journalism: Mr. J. Dunbar.
Television and Radio: Mr. L. Myers.
Nursing: All branches covered by Miss E. Harlen.
Dentistry, Dental Nursing: Miss Brady, Mrs. R. Bower.

15— Optometry, Orthoptics.

16— University Careers: All categories covered by Mr. J. Winfield.
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17— Para-Medical Field: Panel of Speakers--Miss F. Jacobs, Mrs. M. L. Doll, Miss
R. Long, Miss F. Carroll.
18— Other Occupational Fields: (Cosmetician, Milliner, Dressmaker, Policewoman,
Florist, Receptionist, Shop Assistant)—Mrs. Glover.
19— Armed Services: Representatives from—Army, Navy, Air Force.
The purpose of Careers Evening was to provide information to help girls and
their parents to investigate the wide field of careers available on leaving school.
Perhaps the only complaints about Careers Evening are that, although there
was an excellent range of careers spoken on, girls whose interest ranged over three
or four fields, were limited to only two sessions, and also that there could have
been a wider coverage of university careers. The first complaint could be solved
by having careers night for two successive evenings, and the second could be
combated by a panel of speakers from University.
Careers Evening, however, proved to be a tremendous success, and we fondly
hope that it becomes a regular fixture. All girls would like to offer their thanks
to Mrs. Dunn, without whose efforts behind the scenes, the evening would not have
been possible.
S-H-

Language Activities
The senior language classes have been given quite a few opportunities to
attend out-of-school activities this year. One of the most worthwhile innovations
concerned Leaving English classes who combined with other schools for talks and
discussions on anthologies set for leaving. It was extremely interesting to get other
views, and certainly helped a lot of people to clarify their own thoughts on these
subjects. A writers’ club was also introduced this year.
So far as French and German are concerned, the classes have had quite a
number of chances to hear, and in some cases, to make a valiant attempt to speak
these languages. Three French plays at the university were much enjoyed by all
who saw them. These plays included two modern dramas—“Trois Acteurs, Un
Drame............ ” by Michel de Ghelderode, and “Oraison” by Fernand Arrabel, and to
balance these, a Moliere play, "Les Precieuses ridicules”. The plays were very
good and the actors were excellent. Leaving French girls who are interested
have also attended Alliance meetings throughout the year. In the August holidays,
three girls went to French Camp, and three girls went to German camp in the
May holidays.
There have been no German plays this year. Perhaps the company is still
recovering from last year’s effort! At the M.L.T.A. Modern Languages evening,
second year girls performed a German play based on one of Grimm’s fairy-tales.
They also performed it before the school one morning. Girls from all years were
able to go to the D.A.S. prize-giving evening, at which some items were presented.
Italian has also been introduced into the school and is taken by Miss Sedgwick
in club periods.
People who have taken part in these activities seem to have enjoyed them. Our
thanks go to all members of staff who have helped to arrange them.
K.A.M.

M.L.C. Launceston Girls’ Visit
At 12 midnight on May 1, a group of our girls greeted 25 girls from M.L.C.
Launceston accompanied by their principal, Mr. Speedie and his wife.
The following morning, they were introduced to the school at morning assembly
and the rest of their first day in W.A. was spent touring Perth and suburbs.
On Tuesday afternoon, the Launceston girls competed against us in a debate
and later all were invited to listen to the House Singing competition.
Tuesday evening, a social was arranged and Christ Church boys were invited—
this proved to be a most enjoyable occasion.
The whole of Wednesday was spent at Rottnest by visitors and hostesses.
At 9 a.m., Thursday, May 5, the Launceston girls left for the South-West which
they toured for several days, returning to Claremont late Monday afternoon, May 9.
Entertainment for the visitors on the following Tuesday and Wednesday was
left solely to the hostesses.
Twelve midnight, Wednesday evening, our visitors left after, we hope, an
enjoyable visit.
JULIE LONG
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Debating
The debating club, under the able direction of Mrs. Hosford, has once more
had a very active and enjoyable year. At our first meeting, Pam Morris was
elected Secretary and Sally Green Sub-Leaving Representative.
In first term, we commenced the season with the traditional debating evening
against the Old Girls. Several of last year’s debaters competed and it was with
considerable pleasure and much mirth that the present M.L.C. teams won both
debates. The house debates, also held in first term, resulted in a two point win
for Troy against Sparta, Athens and Rome being placed third and fourth respectively.
Late in first term and during second term, the big events were the League
debates. We abandoned our policy of the last few years by keeping a standard team
for the three debates, consisting of Sue Scanlon, Jan Ccomer and Pam Morris. We
won two of our heats, against Hollywood High and Brigidine Convent, but were
narrowly defeated by St. Louis on the motion "That the art of conversation is gone”.
Those members of the debating club who did not participate in the League
debates were given ample opportunity to voice their opinions and display their
talents in the social debates, as always a big feature of debating club life. These
were held against St. Louis, Trinity, Kent St. and Wesley.
Debating colours for 1966 were awarded to members of our League team
for their hard work throughout the Competition, to Sue Brisbane for her continued
support of the club and to Sally Green for her promise as a future debater and
work as a club official.
Our thanks go to all teachers who gave us their support, and in particular
to Mrs. Hosford, without whose continued organisation, support and enthusiasm the
club could not function nearly so well.
PAM MORRIS

Ml »

*T

DEBATING
Back row (I. to r.): Sally Green, Susan Brisbane.
Front row: Pamela Morris, Jan Coomer, Susanne Scanlon.
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School Fellowship
This year the fellowship group has had many interesting and helpful meetings.
General topics used were “Prayer” and the Old Testament Prophets. (Unfortunately
too many for one term’s work). During the week preceding Easter we were privi
leged to hear four visiting speakers speak on subjects contained in the overall theme.
Junior fellowship meetings were reintroduced this year, and the response of
the girls in both attendance and questions discussed was quite encouraging.
A time of devotion was also held weekly during the school year and this proved
to be a time of fellowship and enlightenment for those who attended.
The success of this year’s meetings is due to the help given by our Deaconesses
and the co-operation of the girls. Many thanks go to these people and we hope that
the leaders of next year’s fellowship will also have a year such as we have been
fortunate to experience.
VT'

Toodyay Sab-leaving Geography Camp
At last after months of careful planning we were off and to the steady
munch of lollies and peanuts we made our way to Toodyay.
.
Everyone was well organized for the occasion with guns, snake-bit kits, first
aid kits, prismatic compasses and of course—food.
Arriving at 8.30 at our destination we found our stretchers already made up
by the advance group who had arrived that afternoon with Mrs. Green. However,
we were sadly mistaken thinking that all we now had to do was “hit the sack”, our
slave drivers were already whipping us into action. Duty rosters, groupings, to
morrow’s work, supper, splitting stretchers, missing articles; would it never stop?
Yet by midnight all was organized and retirement followed, but not I m afraid sleep.
Sometime after “lights-out”, a deep voice was heard from within saying, “Quick
Jake get your gun, the undesirable elements of the town are outside” The rest of
the night was uneventful with only an occasional snore to wake the lighter sleepers.
Breakfast Saturday was followed by a general survey of the town from many
aspects. In the afternoon we made a visit to the old jail which was of historical
value to many girls. We then began our prismatic compass and plane table surveys,
followed by a barbecue tea with the local basketball club. After an enteitaining
choir practice and seance taken by an extremely talented medium, we hit the
“sacking”; to the noise of canvas splitting we fell into deep slumber.
On Sunday morning our choir gave a “noteworthy performance at the morn
ing Church Service in the presence of Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd, who later joined us in
a hike to the “Windmill Cutting”.
Through icy squalls we made our way over that rough three miles of track,
primed up of course on good strong tea. That afternoon we completed oui surveys
under the watchful and expert eye of the local talent.
Sunday evening we held an extremely enjoyable Vesper Service in the hail,
based on “Racial Prejudice”.
,
Monday dawned, overcast and squally once more, but undaunted, we set out
on our eight mile hike to Poison Creek. Even though many misinterpretations and
misunderstandings were made with the wartime military maps, we found to oui
great astonishment we had actually arrived at our destination. Here foi many
students was a new enlightenment in the subject of Geography, for visible were
many of the physical features of the country we had heard about but could not
imagine.
.
,
That night all girls were asked to take part in a concert and alter much
uproar, gaiety and convulsions we retired; our last evening in Toodyay.
Tuesday morning was spent in a general clean up, followed by a farewell
assembly. We then climbed into our bus and waved goodbye to our able hosts, the
people of Toodyay. On the way home we visited the Industrial Extracts and Wundowie Iron and Steel Industries.
We arrived back at school at 4.30 p.m. with the School Song still ringing in
our ears, to find parents waiting for their beloved daughters to return. Extremely
tired though we were, no one could say the trip had not been well woith the time
and energy put into its arrangement.
Thank you, once more Mrs. Jacobs, Mrs. Green, Mrs. Hodgkinson, Carmel and
Lyn for a wonderful time.
P'M'
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Drama Club
AncwnL +6ar t#6 Clllb had th<r honour of being the first dramatic group in
ustialia to perform August Strindberg’s “Swanwhite”, a combination of all the
fairy taies composed to form the most beautiful fantasy ever written
We were doubly honoured to have Mrs. Lola Etherton as our first outside
pioducer, since Mrs. Keeley has been with us.
^ ,Tbe play pas a cast °f over forty girls, and every girl in the Club was given a
?a rt ir+i?0n?e descnPtion. This was made possible by a special Entr’acte written bv
Mifs^nd’ Wh° aln° designad a11 the costumes, as last year saw the retirement
MrsM
’+Wh° for, the past nlne years had been our costume designer.
d ™ust ag?ln be congratulated along with a Committee of mothers
who assisted m the making of the new elaborate costumes.
nwS!1iIght to the Performance of a ballet sequence choreographed by Mrs.
Diana Waldron, aided the spectacular successes of both performances, despite the
tooklheseSf°U St heUrS- bff>°re curtain cal1.. we thank those who unselfishly
took these parts at last minute s notice.
J
nect^ULilha?nS 1° +Mrr Et^erton’ Mrs- Keeley, Mrs. Waldron and all those connected with the Australian Premiere.
The Drama Club’s activities for 1966 will end on Speech Night with the
performance of Riders to the Sea”, produced by cur Mrs. Keeley.
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Music
Exciting things have been happening in the school this year! For many weeks
3
collection of sounds came wafting from the projection room on Tuesday
and Thursday lunch hours, and then one day, what should appear and play (slowly
but surely) the National Anthem, but the new school orchestra! Although
at this stage, the orchestra consists mainly of second violins, we have also in our
lanks, flutes, clarinets, a harp, a ’cello, a double bass and a piano-accordeon! Mrs.
Ashley, whose ‘‘brain child" it is, has done a wonderful job to get the orchestra up
to the standard it has reached. We are now desperately practising a Telemann minuet
to play at Speech Night, in addition to “God Save the Queen.”
The choir, too, has not been idle. It has performed an operetta, “Papageno ” and
is now learning a shortened version of the “Messiah,” to be sung at Carol Service It
will also take part in a large interschool carol service at the end of the year
The Heather Lamont Festival also went off very well. There were two outstand
ing performers, Rita Leckie, who won the senior gym section and two sections in the
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ballet, and Jan Coomer, who won the Public Speaking, Open Piano Solo, and was a
member of the piano quartette. Mrs. Garland judged the finals and Mrs. Rudeforth
and Mrs. Ashley judged most of the preliminaries. The piano quartette, consisting
of two violins, piano and ’cello, gave a somewhat shaky, but definitely recognisable
rendering of “Londonderry Air.” We hope its achievement will spark off similar
groups in coming festivals.
I feel that interest in music has increased a great deal this year. This has defi
nitely been aided by the enthusiasm shown by Mrs. Ashley, and we thank her for her
help in this direction.
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SCHOOL ORCHESTRA

The German Camp
The camp venue this year was Wesley College. After a few days of rigorous
exercise we were not quite sure whether the emphasis was on physical fitness 01
German. Certainly no one will forget those periods of early morning torture under
the direction of Hen- Morgen, our sports master. Standing shivering on the oval
with frozen feet and stiff legs we began to wish that Herr Morgen had been called
Herr Nachmittag. Fortunately he could not understand German!
Every day we had lectures by distinguished persons such as Herr Professor
Schulz and Dr. Wolff. During the week about thirty teachers from different schools
visited the camp to give lessons, the emphasis being on oral German. During the
morning “break” we played men’s basketball matches. When the girls challenged
the boys to a game, the boys found it wasn’t the walkover they had expected. On
Wednesday afternoon we visited the university and used the tape recorders in the
language laboratory.
English was barred from the camp from the outset, so that the resulting
language was a strange mixture of German and English. After every meal we
were kept informed of current affairs, in German of course.
After an hour’s homework, the evenings were occupied with films, games and
singing. Our “Lager Schlager” was our favourite song. A highly successful concert
was held on the final evening.
We all emerged from the camp having learnt something new and we are
most grateful to the M.L.T.A. for arranging it.
M.S,
27

The French Camp
Sixty eager students boarded the buses for Point Peron on Sunday afternoon
September 4, anticipating six days of nothing but French.
Their anticipations were proved correct—every day there was dictation comprehension, grammar and conversation. Besides this, each morning a lecture was
given by a guest speaker, usually on some aspect of France itself. Exercise took the
torm of a 7.15 a.m. run along the beach and volleyball or a walk to Palm Beach
in the afternoon.
In the evenings there was an essay to be written; after this the “entertainment”
was provided, m French of course, by a different group each night, and we enjoyed
items ranging from French songs to a re-enactment of the murder of Marat during
the French Revolution.
Nothing but French was spoken—as a result, by the end of the week we were
thinking in French; and one student insisted she heard her neighbour talking French
in her sleep!
vp

Fund-Raising' Activities
Many successful tuck shops were held by the junior classes. “Samurai” was
ambitiously presented for the school by 2A, who wrote and produced it themselves.
The play was based on the popular television programme and was well received
by the school.
IA held a "Junk Art” competition following the current trends. The entries
were exhibited for the school to judge. The prize was in keeping with the competion: a Junk Art structure of various “goodies”.
A Dress Parade was enjoyed by the members of the school who attended it
was presented by 1C1.
6B held a book stall which was quite successful.
6A’s production of “Korrosion" deserves special mention.
The performance of “Korrosion” was scheduled for 1.05 p.m —by 12 45 there
was a large crowd of enthusiasts outside waiting for the doors to be opened. And
by 1.05 the hall was practically full of eager fans screaming “Knormie" and beginmng to slow clap. I might add that there were professional screamers planted
in the audience, but isn t this done at the best of shows? Anyway the show began_
it was a skit on a popular teenage show on television, with artists such as “Lobby
and Borne , Knormie No, Shok-king and the Live-Wires and Little Battie—the
show being compered by the popular Spark Plugg. During each item, the artists
were surrounded by Yo-Yo Gals and Guys performing the appropriate acrobatics
such as Go-Go-ing ’. There were some tense moment when a fan rushed onto
the stage and threw herself at Knormie No; however the guards were in good
shape and removed the fan in the orthodox manner—by throwing her off the stage
The show finished with the singing of the “Korrosion” theme by the performers
—rather indistinguishable owing to the fact that each member started singing at a
different moment. Nevertheless, it was enjoyed by all, and the door-takings were
given for Australia-Asia House.
During first term $258 was raised (this includes $152 special Food for India
Appeal). In second term $334 was raised by class efforts; an additional amount of
$90 for the Rice Bowl Appeal was raised by Barclay House and first year students.
At present third term collections are well in hand—5A’s Auction Sale alone should
bring a very good return.

Boarding House
Our yeai stai ted on I ebruary 8, and with it came the introduction of a
Boarding House committee, consisting of Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd, Miss Robbins, the
Senior and Deputy Senior Boarders, and representatives from each year_a total of
twenty (20) in all.
The first event was the New Girls’ Concert, which enabled us once more to
discover all the new talent. The annual Boarders’ Swimming Sports resulted in
Rome gaining the new “Robbins Shield” so kindly donated by Miss Robbins.
March was an enjoyable month, with such attractions as the "exchange” with
Wesley, and the Boarders’ Exeat Day. For the exchange, M.L.C. 3rd, 4th and 5th
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years visited Wesley, whilst Wesley primary, 1st and 2nd years visited M.L.C. Enter
tainment included mixed tennis doubles, softball, with films and dancing after tea—
a very successful day for all!
April was the Leavings’ month, starting off with a social for the seniors at
Christ Church, and ending with the annual Wesley-M.L.C. conference camp at
Point Peron—a great success!
First term concluded with Boarders’ End of Term Service conducted at Clare
mont Wesley Church.
Second term saw the commencement of a new Saturday sports scheme; that
of having boarders from the other colleges as our visitors for afternoon sport.
The wet weekends were somewhat alleviated by the free use of the gym
and the table-tennis equipment:.
The continuation of the Boarding-house choir is a commendable achievement,
and thanks go to the girls concerned, and their leader Mrs. Ashley.
Mention must be made of Miss Richardson, for her capable handling of the
Boarders’ films throughout the year.
Third term has only just started, but already we have a great deal to look
forward to—meanwhile, every girl is watching with eagerness the progress of
the new wing, with special interest centred on the new dining room.
SUSANNE SCANLON (Senior Boarder)

Boarders’ Fellowship
Among the speakers who were invited to address us during the year were
Miss Barbara Jamieson who spoke on the memorable “1966 Youth Convention”;
Miss Helen Clai'ke whose subject was “Uni-Life and The Student Christian Move
ment”; Reverend Percy Clark whc spoke about “Religion in Russia”; Mr. Graham
Laycock, a blind Physiotherapist, who gave a fascinating and inspiring talk on how
he found Jesus Christ, also entertaining us with his electric guitar. At the end of
second term Monsignor Bourke chose as his subject “The new Testament Conception
of Heaven”.
A panel of girls discussed their views on the worrying situation “Food For
India”. Films and records filled in most of the remaining meetings.
This year, for the first time, our meeting place has been in the new Projection
Room and we have all found it a worthwhile change.
Our thanks go especially to Miss Nelson and Miss Richardson and also to
everyone else who has helped to make our Fellowship as interesting and enjoyable
as it has been throughout 1966. The support has been good—keep it up girls!
A.C.
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SPORTI
This year the sporting results have been extremely good, and the enthusiasm
among the girls very high.
In order to put us all in the right frame of mind, our swimming team had a mag
nificent victory which certainly made the school aim at equal success in all activities.
Although this was not entirely achieved, M.L.C. has had a year of sport that all par
ticipants can be proud of.
In hockey the senior A and B teams were placed second, the junior A were pre
miers and so were the junior B.
The senior A basketballers were premiers and the senior B came second by 1 goal!
Both junior A and B teams were premiers.
Our teams were second in both senior and junior sections of the interschool gym
nastic competitions.
As yet, softball matches have not ended, so no results are to hand.

SENIOR "A" BASKETBALL
Back row (I. to r.): Judy Swan, Jill Pilgrim, Julie Long, Beverley Angel, Isabel McLellan.
Front row: Sue Marshall, Rosemary Green.
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Taken at inter-house sports day.
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SCHOOL TENNIS TEAM
Back row (I. to r.): D. Mills, V. Ackiand, K. Sadler, J. Bungey, R. Ladyman.
Front row: L. Everard, J. Thomson, E. Shipley, B. Angel.

SCHOOL GYMNASTIC TEAMS
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SENIOR "A" SOFTBALL TEAM
Back row (I. to r.h Vicki Ackland, Bev. Angel, Sue Marshall, Maree Brice, Leanne Everard.
Front row:

Peta Masel, Jenny Bungey, Cheryl Gardiner, Elizabeth

IK

Eastman.

. j

SCHOOL HOCKEY TEAM
Back row (I. to r.): S. Green, B. Newman, E. Langley (Captain), L. Taylor, W. Silinger.
Front row; M. Gordon, R. Clarke, J. Bristow, J. Bungey, G. Jeanes, A. Sarah.
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SCHOOL LIFE-SAVING TEAM
Back row (I. to r.): S. Knight, J. Bower, A. Murray, H. Drabble, A. Stephen, M. McGrath
E. McGellin.
Front row; D, Brookes, R. Winnett, C. McGrath, P. Masel, V, Ackland, J. Little.
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SWIMMING TEAM
Back row (I. to r.): E. Eastman, J. Hodgkinson, J. Bower, H. Drabble, A. Stephens, D. Brookes,
E. McGellin, K. Kemble, M. Simpson, R. Winnett.
Middle row: A. Murray, i. Little, J. Williams, C. Randell, J. Halliday, M. McGrath, V. Ackland,
J. McKenzie, P. Masel.
Front row: J. Long, R. Smith, C. Simpson, J. Swan, J. Wright, C. McGrath.
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Inter-House Activities
ATHLETICS—

1
2
3
4

BASKETBALL—

1

ROME
(SPARTA

2

(

4

(ATHENS
TROY

HEATHER LAMONT FESTIVAL__

1
2
3
4

1
2
3
4
1
2
3
4
1
2
3
4

1
2
3
4

SPARTA
ROME
ATHENS
TROY

HOl'SE SINGING—

SPARTA
(ROME

1
2
3
4

(TROY
ATHENS

COLLEGIAN CONTRIBCTIONS—

SPARTA
ROME
ATHENS
TROY

SWIMMING—

2 (
4

SPARTA
TROY
ATHENS
ROME

TENNIS—

ATHENS
ROME
SPARTA
TROY

HOCKEY—

1

DEBATING—

ROME
ATHENS
TROY
SPARTA

SPARTA
ROME
ATHENS
TROY

GYMNASTICS—

1
2
3
4

ATHENS
TROY
SPARTA
ROME

ATHENS
SPARTA
TROY
ROME

House Colours

Rome: Rae Webster, Stephanie Silbert.
Troy: Sue Scanlon, Pauline Tonkin, Jenny Little, Sally Green.
Sparta: Jan Coomer, Sue Brisbane.
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ORIGINAL
\ CONTRIBUTIONS
Tho Case in ((uestion
Recently, in a court of the land
A case was brought to note
Of the stealing of pigs by means underhand
So the following became wrote:
And is now accepted both near and far
In all of the circles to do with the bar
As the method of dealing, if such “methods' are,
With similar cases, chance they should arise,
And is declared as being quite beyond par:
The Judge looked down with beetling brow
At the “council” for the defence,
Saying “So, Sam Short, did you steal the sow
Or entice her under the fence?”
“He did, he did!” the plaintiff cried
"I went and looked and she warn’t inside
And she wouldn't 'a left, for she'd soona died . . ”
“Be silent or be booked for contempt of court”
The venerable sage replied.
The Judge looked at the accused now
And said “Would you talk some sense
Instead of attempting to cause a row,
Or be booked for the sum of five pence!"
"Oh no, y’r honour, t’weren’t no fault o’ mine,
Y’see I ware passing o’ this here sty
With a barrel o’ tarnips 'n' a cartload o’ rye
An' if this here hog done follered me
I ’ssure you I don’t know why.”
The Judge locked down at his recent note,
Then he asked in a tolerant tone
“It wouldn’t be”, then again he wrote,
"That you wanted this sow for your own?
That knowing this pig’s partiality for rye
You loaded the cart, then drove slowly by
Hoping to catch both her nose and her eye
So she’d be extricated of her own accord—
And you say you don’t know why!”
Th’ accused sprang up and in anger blazed
“So a man is steal’n o' sheep
'Cos they’ve p’rhaps in his paddock grazed!”
The plaintiff snored, fast asleep.
The Judge by now nearly black in the face
Waved his gavel like a bandleader’s mace.
Fed up with the whole human race
He screamed “Honi scit qui mal y pense!”
And with that he closed the case.
D. BLAKE, V A
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Vietnam
Steamy jungle, green tropical evil,
Glittering eyes, cruel, unblinking, as a snake’s,
Slimy, rot stenching mud,
Sharp rat-tat-tat of a machine gun,
As the silence dreadfully breaks.
Noisy, harsh whirr of a ’copter’s blades,
Movement of men in green,
Deadly rustle of sun dappled leaves, a tense, watchful rustle
Concealing evil unseen.
All men disperse, silently, swiftly,
One man stays guarding.
A blonde, golden tanned conscript,
Tall, fleet footed, strong limbed,
Stays, his gun at the ready, his young heart thinking of the girl left behind;
A sweet faced, sweeter lipped, long limbed gazelle,
Slim waisted, firm breasted, a joy to caress.
Stood there in the sun lit clearing,
Reliving the last long kiss.
Watched by eyes of menace,
Liquid brown eyes, almond shaped, in a face of olive light, crowned by lank black hair.
Watched by eyes of menace,
But pondered upon by an equally young mind,
Equally longing for a girl’s embrace,
Remembering her soft lips, her demure eyes, her coarse black hair,
Remembering, desiring . . .
But trained to kill
Mesmerised by the urgent, Communist intonings,
kill-kill-kill!
Murder the white man
Kill the blonde boy in the clearing, dreaming of his girl back in a cool city.
Tighten the grip on the hand grenade with segmentations like a plump orange,
Loosen the pin, draw back your arm
But wait! The belying rustle alerts the blonde conscript;
Cocks his gun, eyes watchful and ready,
Finger poised over the trigger.
Throw now, little boy,
Before the trigger is squeezed and you are blasted to nothing.
It is better for him to die. A Christian has more to anticipate in the hereafter.
A Bhuddist has void.
Throw, tense, hug the ground—Dear Mother Earth!.—shield your almond eyes from
the flame and the blast of a blonde boy’s funeral pyre.
Smother that pang, vanquish that agony tearing at your heart, stifle emotion.
You are a yellow devil trained to kill in the Communist manner; you have no room
for pity.
Steal quietly away, go murder more Capitalists,
Do not look back, little Asian.
For you will see a small smile on a boy’s murdered mouth—
And wonder why.
D. STONE, 6B
(Prize-winning contribution)

Kids
Away to the horizon stretched the vast ocean. Here and there the moon
caught the tip of a wave and splashed it with silver. The beach gleamed white and
a pleasure cruiser passing seemed like a fairy boat, shedding golden light across
the water.
A little boy stood seemingly transfixed with the beauty of the scene. He
looked like a cherub, with the moonlight glinting on his fair hair, and a rapt
expression on his face.
“Gee mum”, he said in a delighted voice, “over there they sell cheeseburgers
with tomato sauce on them!”
MARGARET MERRILEES, 2A
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“Sweet 'n Lovely”
For days we had been watching our old grey mare, as she was due to foal
any day. Eventually she foaled, on a dismal day in mid-July. The foal was a finelooking animal with the makings of a magnificent mare.
“Sweet ’n Lovely”—“Sweety” for short—was to be the foal’s name, and this she
certainly lived up to. The first few months of her life were as happy as any young
foal’s, but then came the day when she must be weaned from her mother and put
in with the other horses. But something which was never going to be forgotten by
“Sweety” or ourselves was the accident which occurred while we were moving her
from one paddock to another. We had not expected the stallion in the adjoining paddock to pay any attention to the foal, but in this we were mistaken. He came
careering across the paddck towards us and then halted at the fence. The foai
went to greet him but was annoyed by his antics and lashed out at him, but
instead of kicking the stallion she caught the barbed wire of the fence. Half way
down the fence we could see it snap and then she galloped off with about eighty
yards of barbs twirling around her fetlock and cutting further towards the bone
with every step she took. I felt ill, but we could do nothing except watch her
disappear around the shed in front of us. Dad was quiet—and even looked afraid.
To think that this disaster which may have caused her death was the result of
our neglect. Slowly he dismounted and hesitantly we walked towards the shed.
Here we found a sad and lonely horse. Her head hung low and blood gushed from
her mangled leg. We did our best to stop the bleeding and then proceeded carefully
and slowly to walk her home.
Once home she was put in a small paddock and cared for. Her leg was bathed
and washed with blue paint every day as nothing else could be done. The rest was
left to nature, while we hoped and prayed for a speedy recovery. After several
weeks of improvement she suddenly got worse. She went down and down for about
a week and then dad decided that she would have to be destroyed. But to destroy
an animal so lovely and attached to you is almost impossible. One morning with his
rifle slung over his shoulder he walked down to the paddock to end the misery of
this poor beauty. But he was greeted by a smiling, lifted head, instead of the sorrow
ful and morbid horse that he had expected to see. This meant that progress might
be being made, so once again he bathed her leg and from this point recovery was
made in all quarters. It took two years before she could walk normally and natur
ally by this time she was extremely quiet and adored by the whole family.
When enough progress had been made she was turned out into another paddock,
until one day, after I returned home from school and went up to see her I
discovered that she had a huge gash across her chest, I was horrified, and could do
nothing but hang my arms about her neck and cry. Her eyes were sad and
drooping at the corners, as once again I took her home to be looked after. This
injury, although it looked as bad as the first was by no means as serious and within
three months it had healed wonderfully, leaving only a small scar compared to the
original gash. Hours were spent searching for the cause of this accident, but it
was in vain, for to this day it still remains a mystery.
I simply adored this mare and as I was rather young and had no one else at
heme besides my parents, would spend hours talking to her. Then I came away to
school and left her behind me. For a while I missed her but soon realised how
silly this was, and then one day I received a letter from my mother telling me
that “Sweety” was in foal. I was overjoyed at the thought of this and longed even
more to go home.
The day came soon enough, for when it did come I could do nothing but cry.
A terrible thing had happened during those closing days of term. The foal was due
to be born at the end of January, and at the beginning of December she had tried
to give birth to it, the result being fatal for both. I was broken-hearted, more so
than the rest of the family for I had grown to love her more and more ever since
I was eight. I loved and cherished her like no one else did and now she had gone and
left the cruel world behind her.
It appears that she was never born to live, and maybe it would have been
better to destroy her in the beginning. But to destroy what you love and care for
is something impossible. So then she lived a sad and quiet existence which ended
in this tragic way.
PAULINE TONKIN, VC
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The Miracle
I counted five stitches (for the third time) but the knitting pattern said there
should be six. I had just sighed and was carrying out the necessary “post-mortem,”
when I heard the crunch of the menfolk’s mud-caked boots on the cement path—the
warning to put the kettle on. What a welcome sound! since it relieved the tension that
grew as row after row of perfect knitting was checked, and from which one could
deduct that many yards of crinkled wool were to be rewound. I pushed the detested
article into a plastic bag and was joyfully making a dash to the kitchen when a faint
sound reversed my course to the back door. In father’s arms lay an exceedingly small
lamb.
"Oh, isn’t she—”
"He!”
"Beautiful!” In reality, the creature I saw before me was physically ugly. His
white wool was veined with patches of yellow and he had generous smatters of dirt
which even tipped his tiny nose. But he was appealing and adorable and my arms were
extended to receive him within the second.
“Deserted!” I murmured.
“All yours!” said father in a more cheerful tone, as if he were relieved of the
matter.
Afternoon tea faded into the distance as accommodation for the newcomer was
found. A cardboard carton and some sugar bags were brought in from the garage and
placed in a corner not far distant from the warmth of the wood heater. Into this the
limp little form was placed. He tried to hoist his body up but failed to do so from
weakness. He could not have been more than eight hours old and appeared not to
have been nourished in with milk. He’ll need cur colostrum recipe, I thought to
myself. By now I began to feel nervous about the dependent little creature, for I
felt as helpless as he in such matters. I looked at the struggling little fellow and ran
to the kitchen for help. My anxiety was considerably relieved as I saw father strain
ing a rubber teat over the neck of the bottle of milk.
I was re-taught how to test the warmth of milk and trundled, bottle in hand,
back to the lamb.
However, I had a misconception about the easiness of feeding lambs. I held the
teat enticingly in front of his tiny mouth ... I thought he was so famished he would
grasp the thing and suck thirstily away. But, inexperienced child I was, I forgot he had
never received milk from his mother, let alone from improvised means. So his little
head veered away, much to my disgust, till it was in a very abnormal position in the
opposite corner of the box. Aha! I thought and poked the teat in the direction of his
mouth. The lamb’s contorted position rendered him helpless, but his two pink gums
clamped together as if he had tetanus. As a result, milk dribbled through the punc
tured hole in the teat, down his neck and over my hands. I puckered my brow and
rallied my wits how to make this lamb have what was good for him. I thrust the
bottle at him again, but he determinedly dodged his head away while milk spilled on
the sugar bags. I tried again and again, but with no result. "You silly little devil,” I
horsely croaked at the forlorn milk-drenched creature. I was on the verge of crying
when father looked round the corner.
“Having some trouble?”
I nodded and shuffled away from the box, a place that fifteen minutes ago I
would have fought to retain.
“Don’t go away,” said father, “you can learn by watching.”
I knelt expectant of the following proceedings. But the remaining milk was too
cold. So back to the kitchen went the bottle to be filled up with some more of the
warmed mixture. Protected by an old apron, I peered over father’s shoulders to learn
how to feed the little fellow. First the moist little body was lifted from its box, and
since he was too weak to stand on his own wobbly legs he was firmly positioned in
father’s arms. With the thumb and the index finger of his left hand placed over the
jaw hinge, father levered the lamb’s gums open and with the right inserted the teat
of the bottle. Tickling his wet little neck, revealed the instinctive sucking motion.
Uncertainly at first, then more rapidly he swallowed the mixture. He became ab
sorbed in this new sensation and I took over holding the bottle. Smiles between father
and me were exchanged as the last drop disappeared. With the new experience of
drinking almost mastered, I felt relieved as this was the one thing he had to learn
40

to survive; with my care I hoped his life was insured. I fetched warm, dry sugar bags
and blotted the milk off him with an apron; then snuggled him down in the freshly
prepared “bed.”
He survived the crucial, initial day and night. And on the following day he bal
anced on his four wobbly legs and tottered around for a few seconds. ... In the days
that followed he steadily accomplished more and more, eventually being so sturdy he
could escape from his box. I grew to love him more, too. Though he lost his dependency
on me as he developed his adventuresome lamb-like way, he recognised me and I
became a second Mary, followed by a faithful little, woolly disciple.
A small miracle had taken place.
W. ROBERTS, 3A

Germans \c»vor Laugli
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Germans never laugh. How many times do you hear this phrase in films about
the war? They are brain-washed, till all they can think about is the victory of
their “Fiihrer”. They don’t grasp jokes, simply because they have forgotten what
it is like to laugh, and their faces become as blank as a stone wall.
I was captured in Crete. I will not go into the details of my capture however.
All that is important is that I was shipped from this small island to a place in
Austria called Wolfsburg, where I lived for roughly two years in a prison camp.
Set in the Austrian hills, the camp, with its long wooden snow covered huts,
was in complete contrast with the surrounding country. It was bitterly cold in the
winter and very cold in the summer, and the iron roofs seemed always to be
covered in snow. The huts were long, and accommodated about two hundred men.
Inside the rows of three tier bunks were broken only by a maze of concrete tubs
which were used for washing. The camp was large and contained many compounds
each fenced off from the others. There was a cook house which we often wondered
about. The meals were good, but hardly needed that great hut to be cooked in.
When I say they were good I mean, that with all the shortage of food, we were
lucky to get what we did.
Our diet consisted mostly of potatoes and bread, with some smoked haddock
if we were lucky.
We depended mostly on smuggled and Red Cross food. The Red Cross parcels
arrived once a week and were a God send. The Canadian Red Cross parcels were
the best and in them I got some tea, coffee, powdered milk, cheese, two types of
meat and a bar of chocolate with sugar and powdered egg. However we were not
allowed to trade or smuggle food. Although this was forbidden it was still carried
out, and I frequently exchanged a bar of chocolate for a loaf of bread.
To smuggle food however, and this is the point of my story, you were forced to
go on a working trip, and while on the job see what you could find.
One day I was looking on as one of these parties came back to the camp.
They were searched before entering their own huts, but it was not a thorough search
and food often came through undiscovered.
The men, tired and hot after their day’s work, were standing in a long, straight
line while an officer slowly worked his way up the line, searching every man as
he went.
Suddenly, my eyes rested on a tall burly man who had a hat resting squarely
on his head and his jumper slung over his shoulder. There was nothing unusual about
him, he was dirty and unshaven like all of us, but slowly edging its way down his
jumper sleeve was a long, sausage shaped loaf of bread. At the same moment I saw
the eyes of the officer alight upon the bread, but stifling his surprise, he continued
searching the men and proceeding up the line.
The thief could do nothing, but stood still as the loaf worked its way still
further out of the jumper sleeve. It seemed an eternity before the officer came
level with his victim. He stopped. He watched the loaf edge its way out of the sleeve
and drop to the ground. With a triumphant smile he lifted his hand up and brought
it down gently on the man's head. The face of the latter did not change expression
and it remained impassive as two egg yolks slowly dribbled down over his face
from under his hat.
The German officer stood for sometime, looking at the motionless man and
then he turned hurriedly and walked to his office, trying hard to stifle his laughter.
JANE BENZIE, 5C
(Prize-winning contribution)
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The Eagle
I was the first to see the eagle. It hovered over the bush at the back of the house,
inspecting the trees for a suitable nesting place. Even then I was struck by its great
beauty. I rushed in and called Dad.
“Dad, Dad, there’s an eagle out there, a beauty!"
He followed me outside, and scowled when he saw the bird. “I'm not having
eagles here, killing my new-born lambs. I’m going to shoot it.”
“Don’t you dare! It’s beautiful. It’s not hurting your precious lambs.”
“Don’t speak to me like that, my girl. I won’t have cheek from you.”
“I’ll say what I like. I'm seventeen now; I’m not a baby any more. I’ll do what
I like!”
“Oh, no you won’t!”
And we were at it again. We had been fighting for months, arguing over every
small detail; seeming to agree on only one point—mutual hate.
Deep down I guess I loved Dad, and I suppose he loved me too, but somehow we
just couldn’t communicate. Now the eagle was a further source of contention.
It stayed for a week, catching rabbits. That April week was heavenly. Each day
I would walk out to the bush and wait for the bird’s return. Each day I admired
anew the grace of its flight—the strong wing flaps, the seemingly endless glide, the
soaring up, up, up, on a current of air until the eagle was a mere speck against the
blue sky; the thrilling plummetting towards earth, the quick, painless death dives
upon unsuspecting rabbits playing in the grass; all these I would watch with a breath
less wonder. When the sky maneouvres were completed it would sweep down to the
tree above my head, in the grand finale, the dappled sunshine glistening on the
smooth, tawny feathers. Perched above, it would stare down at me with huge, un
blinking eyes, regarding me sternly, fearlessly, like some great patriarch. From the
tip of its cruel beak to the curve of its talons the eagle, my eagle, was perfection.
Then one day it happened. It was Good Friday. Dad and I were just returning
from church, both in far from religious moods. Dad saw the black shadow on the fowlhouse roof, and the angry words died on his lips. He saw the shadow, we both heard
the frantic hens cackling.
“By thunder, no eagle's going to kill my chickens! Where's that .303? It’s lead
for that bird.”
He strode furiously to the gun room, selected and loaded a heavy bore gun.
I did not try to stop him. I knew perfectly the law of the country; if it kills it
must be killed. But my heart was heavy; I had grown to love that eagle.
Miserably I walked down to the fowlyard. I listened for a report, but none came.
There was Dad staring up into the huge old gum by the hen house. My eyes followed
his gaze. The eagle sat there, undisturbed by the sight of the gun. A dead hen lay
limply in his gi’asp.
Dad did not hear me approach. He was speaking. “You cleaned out the rabbits,
saved me the job, and didn't touch the hens. I guess one hen is fair payment. But
get going, mate; if you take another you’re dead. I mean it.”
My heart gave a glad little leap. “Oh. eagle,” I prayed, “please go, please go.”
It stared down at us. I was struck again by its beauty. It was a bird in the
prime of life; a magnificent creature, yet somehow pathetic, for wherever it went
it was hunted away. Still it stared at us. There was wisdom and, I'm sure, understand
ing in its eye. With the hen in one foot it launched into space, rose, soared, circled
and hovered motionless, its great wings outstretched, above us for a few seconds, then
wheeled sharply and swept off to the east. There was a long, still silence.
“Goodbye, eagle,” I whispered. Dad turned and looked at me for the first time
—a long, silent stare. Then he sighed heavily, turned and walked up to the house,
replacing the heavy gun on the rack in the gun room. I went to bed that night
strangely happy.
My happiness was shattered early Sunday morning. I was walking down to the
stable to fetch my old pony. It was my turn to inspect the lambing ewes, and I always
rode the pony, as he disturbed the ewes less than the utility. I had only just left the
house when a utility pulled up. It was Terry O’Halloran. Terry farmed about ten miles
east of us, a short, ruddy, happy-go-lucky fellow in his early thirties, with a sweet
little wife and a young son, John.
Andrew the dog rushed out to him, barking furiously.
“Down, Drew, good dog. G’day, Hon. Where’s your Dad?"
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“Here I am, Terry." Dad walked out to the ute. “Good to see you. What's up?"
“Just wanted that ‘u-lam’ you promised me. Got a few more orphans this morn
ing—two ewes died and one had turns.”
The “u-lam” was packed in the ute and Terry was ready to go.
“Oh, I say, got some interesting news. I shot an eagle. An eagle, mind you, up
here! Got it Friday evening; just got back from Good Friday Mass.” He continued speak
ing but I heard no more for some time. I was numhed. It was my eagle, of that I was
sure. Eagles rarely ventured out our way. I was shocked and hurt, and oh, so angry.
“. . . twelve foot wing span, a beauty. Hovering over where I ripped up the rabbit
warrens that morning. Got my lambing ewes there; couldn’t leave that bird there too.
Winged it, brought it down, pumped five bullets into it, couldn’t kill it. Finally had
to bash it with a branch. Took a few bashes, too. Pity that; it mucked up the head;
John can’t take it to school now. Funny thing you know, it didn’t fight at all. Just
stood there and waited for the blows to come.”
Oh, God, I was so sick-angry that it hurt. I had a new riding crop in my hand,
a beauty of polished teak. It was all I could do to stop myself from slashing him
across the face with it, beating him until he too crumpled and fell.
The crop twisted in my hands and snapped with a crack like a gun shot. Dad
turned, saw my white knuckles and tense face, and understood. He put his hand on
my shoulders, a perfectly normal act for a father. But Dad hadn’t touched me for
years. His hand tightened on my shoulder until I almost winced. Somehow I could
feel sympathy, comfort and strength flowing from his hand. His face expressionless,
his voice level and free from any sort of emotion, Dad said, “Yes, young lambs must
always be protected”—a pause—“Well, see you around Terry.”
Terry roared off in his ute, amid a cloud of dust.
I wanted to wrench free, run to the stable and cry out my pain and anguish in
the warm mane of an understanding old horse, but Dad said “Come with me,” and
with his hand still on my shoulder he led the way to the smithy. There he pains
takingly repaired my broken crop.
I sat on the anvil, smelling the warm, close smithy odours—charcoal, heated iron,
burnt horsehair, mingled with wood shavings and oil—a familiar, comforting smell.
I watched the strong, brown fingers deftly riveting the split wood, carefully smoothing
and rebinding the leather, and I wondered. Dad had hours of office work to do, the
sheep needed attention, the cattle lowed uneasily in the yards waiting for thenmaster, the tractor stood idle, and here was Dad repairing my broken crop. I felt
ashamed of my previous conduct. It was now so obvious that I was still a child, that
Dad did love me, that he cared about my feelings, that it was me causing all the strife.
Two big tears rolled down my cheeks, but it was dark and he did not see, or at least
gave no sign that he had seen.
At last the crop was finished; good as new. Dad handed it to me and his hand
touched mine. All my reserves were broken down. I hugged him and kissed his weather
beaten, scratchy cheek, leaving it salty wet. He put his arm around me and we walked
to the door together.
D. STONE, 6B

Moment of Fear
The crowd surged ominously around the statue, watching the hateful face half
fearfully as if they thought that it would come to life and snatch back their
newly-won freedom. The man on the balcony watched them anxiously for a minute,
then descended into the street and quietly eased his way through the mob. He was
almost half way across the square when someone screamed, “There’s one of them!
Look, over there” A woman turned and spat at him, and without warning he found
himself the object of a thousand people’s curses and kicks. The stench of warm,
excited bodies and sticky blood overwhelmed him, and he found himself carried
along on a tide of hatred. In vain he shouted that he was the people’s friend, that
he wasn’t who they thought. Small children pulled at his hair and clothes, women
spat at him and kicked him. He was lifted shoulder high and carried through the
crowd, a human punching bag. Hysteria rose and overwhelmed him as he was thrown
into the air, then hurtled to the ground; past the peoples' filthy, grinning faces;
under their sticky, trampling feet.. He lost consciousness.
MARGOT TEMBY, 3A
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My First Dance
It was from the night of my first dance that I firmly resolved that I would
never attempt to be a ladies’ man, or a man's lady, or whatever the appropriate
heading might be. I was bored, I was miserable, I hated dancing and I hated all
males—especially John. I guess it wasn’t all his fault, but I stick to my guns in
maintaining that he could have talked mere than he did. Just in case you are
thinking to lay the blame on me, here’s an example of our conversation—nay! My
conversation:
"Do you go surfing a lot, John?”
“Yes.”
“I’ve heard it’s a very dangerous sport. Is it?"
“No.”
“Have you ever hurt yourself surfing?”
“No.”
“Have any of your friends ever hurt themselves surfing?” (desperately)

“Yes.”
“Oh, I expect they're not as strong and husky as you?” (feeble attempt at humour)
“No.”
------------ SILENCE!
In such a fashion, by nine o’clock we had nay! I had—exhausted hockey,
football, surfing, dogs, diseases which are caught from dogs and cats and guinea
pigs, and school. John actually managed a whole sentence on the last topic. He
was fast with it, too. He heard me make a feeble mention of the word (feeble,
because my throat was sore by this time) and he said quite naturally: “I don’t
like school!” Well this o fcourse put an end to the topic as a conversation piece,
but at least it proved that he could talk. I felt quite proud of him. Anyway, as
I have already said, by nine o’clock I was quite exhausted. John was still as fresh
as a rose. The girl who had asked him to come as my “blind” was glaring at me,
ostensibly for not making an effort to talk and thus to make the poor boy feel
at home. Wilting under the accusing stare. I made an effort to liven things up by
addressing some gay and innocent remark to the boy on my other side. His partner
glared at me, too—I went back into my shell.
Ah, I can just tell the question that's unuermost in vour mind! “Whv talk? It’s
a dance! The obvious thing to do is to dance.” Well, it is with some trepidation that
I advance my reply. Neither of us could dance. Yes, you may well be shocked!—•
But have some pity as well, I beg of you. Have you ever been unable to dance
at a dance? I think not. It is a torture which few are obliged to suffer. A slow
and insidious torture, which turns the brain to fire, the limbs to water—and the
union of the two causes complete oblivion. Mind you, we did attempt to dance. The
M.C. barked out “Gay Gordons”, and John murmured graciously, “Wanna dance?”
In hastening to obey the royal command (for whoever refused a dance, even if they
couldn’t dance?), the maiden dropped her stole. Both bent to retrieve it. Maiden
remembered that front of dress was somewhat lower than usual, blushed beet-red,
and demurely raised a hand to the offending region. Boy saw movement, mistook it
for an accusation of misguided interests and blushed a deeper beet-red. Stole
retrieved, maiden and swain went out onto the floor to “trip the light fantastic”.
Well, we reached the “trip" bit first. I fell over my feet, then John fell over my
feet, then I fell over John’s feet—then we came to a mutual agreement to sit
down. It was the first spark of understanding that had entered into our relationship.
It soon faded.
The night dragged on. Suppertime! John showed his first sign of brightening
up! He dragged me along to the tables! I felt sick. It didn’t worry him. He ate
like a horse and then ventured his second remark of the evening: “I feel too full
to dance any more”. It was then half past eleven. We sat in melancholy silence while
the other couples whirled tumultuously around us. Would mid-night never come?
It did! I have never been what you might call one of the admirers of our National
Anthem, but that night there were tears of joy in my eyes when I heard it. My
first dance was over! No, I resolved firmly- -my first and my last dance was over.
K. McDOUGALL, 6A
(Prize-winning contribution)
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A Man
I see a man
Starting his life in a young land.
I see his torn, bleeding hands
Reach up to the sky,
Begging for help, God’s help.
I see his face.
I watch the lines of anxiety change to hope
As he sees the fruits of his toil and pain.
He was a man.
I see a man.
I see the crowd, acknowledging his proud, fine young form.
He sees the war, the trenches and the deaths
And he wonders what he did to deserve it.
I watch him die in an alien land.
Still wondering why, why, why.
He was a man.
I see a man.
I see another war, I watch him go.
He too fights—
He too sees the blood, the misery and death;
Then I watch him, too, forfeit his life,
But he knew why
He had to die—
He was a man.
I see a man
Watching his land as it blossoms and grows.
I see his forefathers,
To whom he owes all before him . . .
And his freedom.
I watch his face, as he realizes,
Can he ever repay the toil, the death?
Yes.
He knows he can . . .
He’ll tell his son to be a man.
SALLY HILL, 3A
(Prize-winning contribution)

The Spell is Broken
I sit in the darkened room.
Watching,
Watching the glowing flames;
As they dance and prance about the grate.
The sizzling of a wet log,
And the crackling of the flames only stir the peacefulness.
I could sit for hours,
Watching,
Watching the flames spit and spat sparks up through the chimney.
The glowing coals fall through the grate,
And others fly out of the fire onto the floor.
The fire is a scene of anger and fury,
Like a magician casting evil spells on all things.
The sizzling logs are like the magician stirring in his cauldron.
Boiling up some evil spells and magic potions.
Each coal that flies is the spell cast out,
Each----------------------aahhh, the spell is broken.
The dog came and disturbed the silence, he broke my dream.
But still the flames spit and spat sparks into the air,
And still the furious flames fly into the sky
Sending coal and ashes through the grate.
VAL BAMFORD, 2A
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The Fisherman
By the river green and still,
A fishermen old and quiet,
Sits and waits for fish, by chance,
To catch the plain white bait.
His bamboo hat low on his back,
And old face watchful and serene.
His rod a branch, simple; smooth,
With line of string and hook of wire,
Dangling in the clear, cool stream.
Suddenly, the line is taut.
A silver, leaping thing is pulled
Carefully, slowly onto the shore.
The wrinkled face is wreathed in smiles,
The old one is content.
PENNY STEELE, 1A

Sing' Along with Chips Rafferty
(or To See Ourselves as Others See Cs)
Australia’s son’s let us rejoice
For we are young and free,
And have an image marvellous
In books and on TV.
Our land abounds in kangaroos,
Our cities are quite rare,
So proudly tip your old slouch hat,
Advance Australia Fair!
Fair dinkum, bonzer, stone the crows—
Advance Australia Fair!
For we all live in Alice Springs,
Our backyard is Ayer’s Rock.
And when we’re speared by “abos” wild
We call the Flying Doc.
When Cobb and Co. pulls into town
It’s a dinky-di affair,
So have a mug of billy tea—
Advance Australia Fain
Fair dinkum, bonzer, stone the crows—
Advance Australia Fair!
And when the wheat is harvested
Or shearing’s paid its price,
We hump our bluey to Bondi Beach
Or Surfers’ Paradise,
Or go to see the Melbourne Cup,
Our cobbers will be there.
Go walkabout the great Outback,
Advance Australia Fair!
Fair dinkum, bonzer, stone the crowsAdvance Australia Fair!
We’ve platypi and koala bears.
We play the didgeridoo,
Our staple diet’s steak and eggs,
And tail of kangaroo.
Our hero is Ned Kelly,
For rain our only prayer.
If Captain Cook could see us now!
Advance Australia Fair!
Fair dinkum, bonzer, stone the crows—
Advance Australia Fair!
PAM MORRIS, 6A
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Columbus’s Voyage
Columbus thought the world was round.
Others thought it flat.
And if you sailed far enough,
That was the end of that.
So he decided to prove them wrong,
By sailing right around.
And he asked the king of Spain,
For three ships safe and sound.
They granted him three small ships,
In which he left from the pier.
And the gallant party sailed on south.
Led by the Santa Maria.
When they reached the Canary Isles,
They gathered fresh supplies.
And then made ready to sail west,
Under the clear blue skies.
For many long months they sailed ahead.
The crew was getting restless.
But then they saw birds flying above,
And were paid for being reckless.
Oh how little did Cclumbus know,
A new world he had found.
He thought he was in India,
And had sailed right around.
PATRICIA STOTT, 1A

Abandoned Homestead
Oh! the stories it could tell,
Of the generations that have dated.
Of the ruthless hand of Fate,
High hope and dauntless courage.
Now the straining years end in fallen ruins.
Only the old brick chimney still stands,
Erect and statuesque,
A reminder,
Of the people who once sought a home.
Only two lowly graves rotting in solitude.
Under the shady ti-trees.
Lying near' their sanctuary—
The old abandoned homestead.
MARY-ANN BLACKBURN, 2B

Achievement
"Whisk!”
Leaning forward in the saddle I urge my mount
Over the brush fence jump;
The fingers of the breeze clutch my hair.
I crouch low on his neck,
His fine mane brushes against my cheek.
I am aware of his outspread body beneath me.
I feel higher than a hawk
As I picture the crowd viewing from below.
Now at this moment, my devotion to him
Is so great I have no other cares.
We touch down again
And a wave of exhilaration sweeps over me.
As one, we have cleared the jump.
JENNY LITTLE, 2A
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Alone
The world outside, once cheered by sun, is dead.
Night, which has swallowed up the blessed light.
Is cavernous and hollow as a tomb.
I face the coming hours with mounting dread,
My searching soul can find no slight respite,
In this, cold mother-of-the-new-day’s womb.
The fears which in the bright cf day had fled,
Hiding behind the veil of common toil,
Now surge in hosts, led by their general, Gloom.
I hear again the swift advancing tread
Of regiments returned, night’s peace to spoil
And rouse my spirit restless in this empty room.
My soul still starts in fear from visions known,
My heart yet flinches, cringing from the blows
Dealt by cruel memories of times since passed away.
How many others sit, like me, alone?
I doubt if even God in heaven knows
The multitudes who crave the advent of the day.
I see the leaves of life about me blown
In Autumn, now I curse that I was born;
I salvage fragments, but they’re cold as clay;
Until, too weary of this torture grown
I ’wait the first faint fanfare of the dawn
In solitude: The blackness shows one glimpse of gray.
DOROTHY BLAKE, 5A
(Prize-winning contribution)

The Forget-Me-Not
Blue flower so beautiful,
Blooming brilliantly in the sun,
Stretching its arms—outwards—outwards to the sky.
Sad bloom so melancholy,
Withering slowly in the sun,
Drooping down its head and . . . dying, crying,
Forget-me-not.
JANET MOORE, 6A

Waiting Patiently
The tired old man.
Earning his living by fishing,
Waits patiently.
On the banks of the river he sits,
Hot in the dazzling sun,
He waits patiently.
The fish glide through the water,
Taking no heed of his dangling line,
So he waits patiently.
On the banks of the river he sits,
Hot in the dazzling sun,
He waits patiently.
The sound of rippling water stirs him.
He pulls in his line,
Still patiently.
He plods along the banks of the river,
Cool in the evening air,
And home, patiently.
PATRICIA STOTT, 1A
(Prize-winning contribution)
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On Going' Bald
I’ve lotions and potions
And daily devotions
I’ve bathed in all rivers and streamlets and oceans
And still it continues to fall.
I massage it daily
And towel it all gaily
I’ve read through the books of Voltaire and Disraeli
But none of them offer a cure.
I’ve taken up running
And fencing and gunning
I’ve tried lying out in the garden, and sunning
But none of it does any good.
I’ve tried meditation
Slept under sedation
And am thinking of having a huge operation
To stop any more falling out.
But now I’ve decided
To leave it, provided
My shining pink skull isn’t; scorned and derided
And remain in my present bald state.
KERRY McDOUGALL, 6A

Shipwreck !
The mighty wind howled off the rugged cliff coast,
And the sea was a bed of terror;
The salt spray sang as it lashed on the rocks,
Their cries were lost forever.
The ship tossed about on a turmoil of foam.
She shuddered, her hull struck a reef.
In seconds she had proudly sunk to her doom,
And all was lost beneath.
The pale, gold light of the midnight moon,
Peeped through a silvery mist.
In the placid waters becalmed beneath,
A ship was laid to rest.
RONELLE DIX, 1A

Ghost Horse
By the mill at Shannon River on a cold and misty morn,
A creamy-coloured stallion was seen prancing through the dawn.
He stopped to feed in pastures at Harry Simpson’s place,
Then he tossed his head and whinnied then he thundered into space.
Exaggerated stories started spreading of this horse.
He was thought of as a show piece or a racer on “the Course".
Ev’ry able-bodied farmer for many miles around,
Was keen to find the creamy horse that simply must be found.
A large and tempting offer by the Gov’nor’s son was made,
It said: ‘To the man who catches the horse £200 is paid”.
This figure placed a fiery hope in every fellow’s mind,
And he and all his mates and friends set out this horse to find.
Several weeks of searching passed without a trace or hint,
Of trampled scrub, or flattened grass cr fresh or stale hoof-print.
The farmers dribbled back to farms, the lopper to his post,
The creamy horse? He’ll ne’er be seen for he was but a ghost.
LOUISE DRAPER, 1A
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The Solitude of a Tramp
The night and the stars are mine, and the ghostly gums that stand over me, and
the chill wind that blows through them.
The whole tree shivers, and I shiver also.
The low moan of the wind surrounds me.
The last bright glimmer of my fire is out.
I hear the terrifying hoots of owls.
I try in vain to rekindle my fire.
The moon looks strange tonight, dull and bloodshot.
Clouds hang over it.
Its distorted light catches on the rocky crag of some distant gully, resurrecting
it as some devil’s fantasia.
A dingo screams harshly in the wilderness,
My heart cries out with fear.
All is so silent and deserted here.
I am an intruder, penetrating beyond the limits set for me.
Nature is forcing me away.
I cannot live in such utter solitude.
This is but desolation, and I am bound up in my humanity.
ROSEMARY SANDS, 2A
(Prize-winning contribution!

The Opium of the People
A stark, black trunk grasping for the sky
Withered leaves fall listlessly to the parched earth.
All life seems stifled in this barren sphere,
Void of nature, but not of monuments.
Black with grime and greased with oil rise vast blocks of concrete and
masses of steel.
Immense, ugly, unnatural, essential.
These monumental masses manufactured by the millions, small
cubic, cursed boxes.
Hideous, square gods-on-four-legs with grotesque feelers of
mangled wires.
Prostrate before them we jump to their command.
Our mind ceases to function and even our strongest senses are
dulled beyond repair.
We are brainwashed, and become addicted to their treacherous
enticements.
The box is worshipped, idokzed more than any God.
Will our destruction be self-inflicted?
J. CHEYNE, 5A

Sophistication
It’s the intoxicating feeling
Of being glamorous
That I love.
French perfume
Dream dress
Out of ‘his’ latest showing.
Silver fox fur
Soft lights
Dimmed music
A hovering waiter.
And then I snap out of it
And it’s me
Eating fish and chips
At the kitchen table.
K.A.M.
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Wav-Oul Ideas on (he Way-In
Darlington Hall is a school in Devonshire, England which was founded in 1926
on the basis that “children couldn’t grow up to be free human beings without
freedom”.
Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Child are the husband and wife principal team at this
school, where there are just over 270 boys and girls of whom 170 are boarders. This
school caters for children from 5 to 18 years, but boarders are rarely accepted
under the age of ten.
At this school with the theme of freedom, there are no punishments, prefects,
bounds, religious services, compulsory games, assemblies, uniforms and until recently
lessons weren’t compulsory.
Since the children may wear the clothing of their own choice, the majority
wears jeans, bulky sweaters and bare feet. The students are allowed to wear their
hair in any style and at any length they wish.
The teachers, whom the students call by their Christian names, are not dom
inating over the pupils. This is illustrated by the fact that when rules are made—•
like the one about smoking which is forbidden in anyone s room except one’s own—
the children elect their spokesmen who have genuine discussions between pupils
and staff, at their regular meetings of the “Council”, or the “moot” in which every
one can be involved. In this school, to every member of staff there are nine pupils.
When classes are not being conducted the children are free to choose their own
occupation. The boarders also are free to go and come as they wish—although
pupils under third year must ask permission.
The boarders sleep in mixed blocks supervised by a housemother. Each boarder
has his or her own bedroom which they may decorate to their own taste. Although
one may think that the boys and girls would become involved with one another,
this is not so as they know each other too well, and most of the girls consider
the boys to be too young to become romantically interested in.
Entry to Darlington is not only given to those who have passed their eleven
plus, yet over the last ten years 25 to 33 per cent of the students have gone to
university and 40 per cent to Arts school or training college.
With this grammar school of such a relaxed atmosphere one could easily say
that the children do not take their studies seriously, whereas in fact they do
because they “see the point of it”.
At Darlington there is not the pressure present at conventional schools on work.
As Mr. Hubert Child says they “don't want to avoid or scamp examinations but to
see them as reasonable tests of readiness in terms of mental rather than chrono
logical age.” Darlington shows us that children can “develop satisfactorily without
being driven to death”.
Even without many compulsory things such as church services and games,
students still go to the local church and participate in sport.
Darlington also has many extras like camping, sailing, drama, swimming, danc
ing, a band which plays modern jazz, an orchestra, a gymnasium where children
may spend their morning break and lunch, a large library, central heating and the
school is situated on a 1,100 acre estate. This shows that the students have many
extras to pass the time hence giving them more freedom “to make their own choice
and make their own refusals”, which Mr. Child claims is the principle behind their
large measure of freedom.
As one looks at the photographs of these happy, free students at Darlington
the comment by Edward Blishen, a teacher who visited this school becomes more
apparent, “Here is a school which manages admirably without marks, punishments,
assemblies, prefects, bounds, call-overs and compulsory games. Indeed, much of
the unmistakable happiness of the place depends on the absence of these things”.
SARA and LUCINDA SMITH

Nonsense Notions
Brevity is the soul of wit
But all who are brief aren’t witty
So just for the sake of proving it
I wrote this little ditty.
DOROTHY BLAKE, VA
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The Longest Road
She tramps through the filthy slush, with only food in her hand and her
baby at her breast. It is raining. There is little conversation within the party;
they understand each other. The path they follow leads over the mountains; over
the mountains to safety.
The road bends. Her eyes scan the foreground for sign of the enemy, then she
continues. Her baby begins to cry. The anxious mother rocks the baby tosuppress
the cry. She does not succeed, the cry continues.
She may not seem anxious, she has learnt to control emotions, but yet she
is affected by the situation. She is troubled. Only hours ago she was beside her
husband helping fire at the enemy plane. But that is all over now. Why has this
happened? she questions. Can it be answered? Why should her husband be taken
away? He was so kind, so gentle, and loving.
She thinks of her poor, old father taken from his hut and killed like a dog.
Her mother lies beneath the sod too, with the rest of the unnamed souls. Buddha
will remember them, she consoles herself.
The trees are passed unnoticed.
She is tired. Her bare feet are cut and bruised, but she must press on; ever
onward. The mountains are her only chance of survival.
She comes to a swift stream. The small bridge cannot be seen; it is covered in
water. They cross further upstream where it is narrow. She must jump to the
other side. A young man offers to take the baby. She hands the crying babe to the
man. She jumps. The soft bank at the side begins to crumble beneath her. She
clings to the clothing of a young man lest she be carried away down the stream.
She is helped immediately, and she continues on.
They climb up the narrow road. Shadows of night begin to fall; but still
the feet squelch ceaselessly through the mud.
As they walk through the pass between two steep hills the lights of jeeps are
seen dimly in the dark. The people begin to flee to the break on the left hand
side of the road. As they hurry back a small figure is seen on the side of the road.
She dashes in pity to the figure on the road. The lights of the jeep draw nearer.
She is afraid and begins to join the people. The lights of the jeep spill across the
road ahead. The hum of the jeeps become louder. She dashes back to the old man
in pity. The lights draw nearer and nearer. She struggles to help the man stand;
he cannot she drags him to the side. She rolls the old man in the gutter then lies
flat on the gutter herself. She watches, watches. The jeeps come closer. She hugs
the ground. The engines stop whirring. She has been seen.
A rough voice calls out and soldiers march towards her. They shine torches,
they ask questions. They take her food. She pleads to the soldiers saying it is for
the baby and the old man. They throw her food back at her. She is searched.
Content with their investigation, the jeep’s engines start up, and trundle away
into the darkness.
She looks at the shaking old man, he smiles, then closes his eyes. He prays
reverently to Buddha.
She helps the old man to his feet. She gives him water. She waits for the
people to rejoin them. The man is helped by two young men. They continue their
journey on the road to freedom. They disappear into the night.
ANGELA HAMER, 3A

Loneliness
The bang of a window,
The clang of a door,
Tell us that people live here no more.
The dust on the boards,
The cobweb clogged rafter,
Echo the sound of long ago laughter.
LINDA MILLER, 2B
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The Underdog's
I watch my people toiling in the sun.
I watch them sadly till their work is done.
I hear them groaning underneath their loads,
Of bricks and tar to make the white men’s roads.
I see their bodies—stiff and taut,
I see their sweating faces—tired and gaunt.
I hear their cries of untold misery and pain.
I hear the whiplash strike their backs again.
I see my race degraded and abused.
I watch them bullied, shoved about and used.
For white man’s benefit alone,
And all because they have a skin of different tone.
I’ve seen all this and now I want to know,
"What right have white men to treat us so?”
E. PALFREYMAN, 3A

On the Run
“Quick” he called out, "they’ll be cornin’ after us if ya don’t hurry”.
Bill and I were running away from home. We were not related, but were
both foster children. We had been taken away from the orphanage, to live with some
people in Mississippi, and they treated us so cruelly, that after two weeks, we left—
we couldn’t bear it any longer.
Right now, we were running towards the river. We had left in the middle of
the night, so thatwe could get a head start when they found out (if they did).
We had been running for half an hour now, and I was as tired as a bear that had
just been woken in the middle of hibernating season. All of a sudden, we heard
voices in the distance shouting out our names, and it made us run faster. The
voices came closer, and we recognised them as belonging to Joe Jackson and
Bob Turner, two of our foster father’s helpers.
We heard the sound of the waterfall, and knew we must be near the river, so
we found our wayto the bank, threw our shoes in some nearby shrubs, and slid in
slowly so that the men wouldn’t hear us. Then we breaststroked down to the bend
in the river, and went to the ether side of the bank where a big elm tree was
hanging down into the river.
“I’m going to climb up that branch Petra”, Bill whispered, “and when I reach
down, ya grab my arm and I’ll pull ya up”.
Now this sounded very easy, but by the time I got up into the tree, my shorts
were ripped, I had two scraped knees and a cut on my hand. He laughed, but it
must have been the look I gave him that made him stop, because he said, “you
get some sleep, and I’ll keep watch”. The tree was big enough to bring a couple
of beds up, and it was quite comfortable, so I quickly accepted, and was soon
fast asleep.
The next thing I knew, he was shaking me, and when I finally opened my
eyes, he said that the men had gone as far as the bank, looked around, and giving
up, left. He told me I had slept well over my time, and it was his turn to sleep, and
my turn to watch.
It was starting to get light, and I could just see the outline of the trees on the
opposite bank. In a few minutes, the sun would rise, and I would see everything
around me (already I could hear the birds singing to one another).
Then it rose—all the shadows were gone, and I could see the rushing river below
me, just as if it was in a hurry to get somewhere. The birds were flying every
where, darting in and out of trees, their colourful feathers shining in the morning
sun; some were making nests, some were just flying around. Every now and then,
a squirrel would pop its head out of its nest, with its sleepy eyes looking around
to see if the world had anything in store for it, then as if disgusted would return
to his warm bed. Some squirrels who weren’t so lazy, were gathering up nuts and
berries, and then took them home to eat for breakfast.
As I was admiring this scene, I heard a shout. “Look, in that tree!” I quickly
turned around to wake up Bill, but he had heard it too. We started to climb
down, but it was too late—we had been caught.
SUE CARTER, 2B
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Memories
I cannot sleep. It is still dark outside, and looking at the alarm clock I see
it is ten to five. I get out of bed and the cold suddenly hits me, and I shiver
uncontrollably. Quickly I pull on my jeans and track-suit top.
The world outside is dark and very cold. The wind cuts through me and for
a moment I cannot catch my breath. My feet crunching on the gravel drive break
the silence which had been so overpowering. A shadow slinks across the path in
front of me and I jump with fright; then, realising it is only a cat, I laugh at
myself. My eyes have become accustomed to the dark now, and silent shapes and
forms can be identified. I breathe deeply, and the wind—that cold wind from the
east—fills my lungs. The wind from the east—it brings the sound of tractors working
in the sun and wind rustling through the ripening grain; it brings the smell of
cows being milked in the evening and the freshly ploughed soil; it brings the feel of
wheat running through my fingers and the hot sun on my back; and it brings
memories...........
It is a May morning, there has been a heavy frost and a mist hangs over the
fields. We sit in the kitchen and warm ourselves by the stove fire. The clock shows
seven, and in a few minutes we will leave. The Toycta shudders to a start and my
cousin and I head for the paddock we are ‘picking’. The field we are working in
has just been ploughed, and we tramp systematically down its length, throwing the
roots into heaps which we will pick up later. A thick layer of frost covers the
ground and soon our hands are pinched and white with the ccld. I trip on a root
and fall flat on my face in the dirt. As I pick myself up Peter shakes with
laughter. It will take us all day to ‘pick’ this field, and soon the sun will be hot,
our backs will be stiff and our legs tired...........
It is a summer afternoon, hot and dusty. The paddocks are dry and the sheep
stand silently under trees by the dry creek bed. The tractor and harvester slowly
circles the field, then stops by the stack cf wheat bags in one corner. The grain
flows smoothly from the bin into the bag, and I lift it and lean the weight against
the stack. We sit in the shade of a gum and slowly drink a mug of cool water.
Then we go back to work and the sound of the tractor hangs once more in the
hot air ....
The sun has risen when I turn and start walking towards home. The wind
from the east has dropped and the first rays of the morning warm the air. An
alarm clock rings shrilly from a nearby house, and a dog barks as I go by. As
I walk rapidly down the street, morning dawns, and the darkness and my memories
are left behind.
SALLY GREEN, 5A

Time Changes
After returning home after I had been away for many years, I walked
around the station buildings and thought how the old place had changed.
The old homestead had been pulled down and in its place was a new brick
house. The iron gate which had once been broken and rusty was replaced by a
white one, and the garden was not shabby and unkempt like it used to be, but
the lawns were green and cut regularly and the hedges were trimmed.
The stables were nowhere to be seen; in their place was a shed in which
motor bikes were parked; they were taking the place of the horses which had
been the main feature of the station in years gone by. In the old cart shed was a
car, the cart lay rotting on the flat.
In the place where the old milking-shed used to be was a big, new shearing
shed. Sheep roamed around the paddocks instead of the cattle, and as I walked
up the drive a barking collie pup yapped at me instead of the friendly old Queens
land heelers, who bark very little, but do a lot of work.
Yes, as I stand here I try and imagine what the station was like before.
Although the place looks much smarter, I would change it for the old place any day.
ANN EDWARDS, Form 1C1
54

When It’s Over
They stood hand in hand, two lonely little figures swallowed up in the dense
jungle of excited, noisy people. His dark eyes intensely searched the mass of faces,
anxiety and fear showing in his burnt, thin little face. She too looked anxiously
around, her skinny frame trembled with fear and expectation. But the faces were
all strange; nowhere could they see the one, loving face they wished to see. No one
looked at them. No one paid them any attention. All around them it was fright
ening and strange; the sea of faces, the khaki uniforms and the foreign language.
“He promised!” the boy thought, “he promised he would come back to us, I know
he will! I know!” He felt the hot burning tears on his cheeks. "Pah!” he thought,
angrily wiping his face with his ragged sleeve, “the brave never cry!” He looked
at his small sister, barely seven, three years his junior, and saw the fear on her
small face. He squeezed her hand, attempting a brave smile. Her little mouth
quivered and she turned her attention to the faces. Pitifully thin and raggedlydressed, they could hardly be seen, small as they were amongst the crowds, and
people pushed past, trod on them without a murmur or any signs of recognition.
The troops were pouring out of the train but still that face couldn’t be seen.
“I’ll see him soon,” the boy thought. “He’ll be here, for a soldier never breaks
h's promise.”
The whistle sounded and the train belched forth its smoke, and snorting,
rumbled its way out of the station. The girl turned her fearful eyes towards him!
“It’s gone” she whispered in a quivering voice. “Isn’t he here?”
“Yes,” the boy replied in an urgent tone, “of course he’s here! He promised!
We just haven’t seen h;m, that’s all.” The girl said nothing, just returned her
searching eyes to the crowds.
“I remember that day so well,” the boy thought, “I know he said he’d come
back for us. He had promised he would as soon as the war had ended. As soon as the
b'-mbs stopped falling. As soon as the guns ceased to roar and as soon as the
destruction had finished he’d be here on the trains. Well, it had stopped and the
trains were coming now, but still no sign of him. But he’ll be here, I know he
will!”
The boy screwed his eyes up and turned to watch the train in the distance.
The crowds began to disperse. The soldiers hugging women, hugging each other, all
jubilant and excited, and no one noticed them standing there, watching, waiting.
Soon the station was empty, except for two small figures standing alone, hand in
hand, waiting.
HELEN MENZIES, 3A
(Prize-winning contribution!

The Lonely Warrior
The lights of the campfires twinkled in the dark night. Gathered around them
the soldiers laughed and drank with a carefree spirit. Snatches of song drifted
to the tent of their immortal leader. But his face was grey and drawn and his
eyes held unfathomable depths of loneliness.
Wearily he stretched out his gnarled hand and drew to him the next plans in
his campaign. Deeply he sighed and drew his hand across his lined forehead.
*

*

*

There it stands, the only memory of a lonely and deprived man. A man who
though brave and great and admii’ed by all, had no friends. There was no-one,
no-one he could turn to. He had led mighty armies into battle and always proved
invincible. But life for this man was not fulfilled as he lacked the love of true friends.
I wish I had been there. I wish I could have been his friend, if only for a
moment. Then he would have known that I cared, that someone always does care.
GAIL SMITH, 2A
MARGARET MERRILEES, 2A
(Prize-winning contribution!

In Russia
There was a Tibetan Yeti
Which ate political prisoners by the score and was paid for it.
Which indicates
That Yeti are very useful for getting rid of leftovers
from the last Party.
CORRALYN TREASURE, 6A
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Fear
She stopped the clacking of the needles and listened. There was no sound.
For a fleeting instant she thought she had heard a noise, a shuffling and a scraping
noise, like someone moving around. Were her ears playing tricks on her? She re
sumed her knitting. A cat howled, a car sped up the deserted street outside and
then nothing was heard but the clack, clack of the needles. But there it was again.
Her hands stopped she listened. Her eyes moved slowly around the room, her
body was motionless, the noise seemed nearer, then it stopped. She didn’t move,
her body seemed paralysed. Her hand clutched tightly to the knitting, not moving.
She could feel her heart beating, she was sure she could hear it beat. Her hand
moved slowly towards her breast and she pressed her heart in a vain effort to
suppress the beating. The noise. She heard it again. It seemed nearer. Her eyes
darted to the door leading from the entrance hall. The door from outside wasn’t
locked nor was the window. Her crossed legs slowly unfolded and the sound of
her stockings rubbing together seemed to echo in the still, tense room. Both
her feet were on the floor now. She slowly rose from the chair, her hand still
clutching the knitting. The sound had stopped. She slowly took one step, and
then another. The noise. There it was again; a scraping noise, a shuffle. On the
other side of the door, in the entrance hall. She stopped in her tracks, paralysed,
her eyes on the door. There was no sound again. The room seemed stifling hot, her
cheeks seemed to be on fire. Her eyes shifted from the door. Another step and then
she would have the fire iron in her grasp. Her foot moved stealthily, another
step. Reaching out, her fingers twined around the iron and she slowly lifted it
from the rack. It banged against the metal rack. The sound seemed to ring through
the room. Her heart stood still. There was the sound of running steps, a door slammed.
She stood there, her hands shaking. Then in a few steps she reached the door and,
her hand on the handle, she slowly turned it and opened the door. The hallway was
empty. She stood, looking at the entrance. Several drawers were opened in the
bureau. She turned and walked over to where the phone stood. She put down her
knitting, and with shaking hands dialled the police.
HELEN MENZIES, 3A

Going to School
When I was about seven we lived on a farm in Ireland. We had a lovely big
house, but quite a small farm.
In the mornings during winter time it was very cold and I lay in bed with
my hot-water-bottle which by now was cold, wishing I didn’t have to get up. When
my mother came in and opened the curtains it was snowing. I ran to the window
and peeped out. I couldn’t see out very well for Jack Frost had been and put
beautiful leaf-designs on the window. I washed and pulled on my clothes.
Mother had breakfast ready in the big kitchen. The room had a big stove all
along one wall. The windows had cleared a bit, and as I ate my breakfast I could
see our three dogs playing in the snow. Everything was sparkling and white. A
tall birch tree stood clothed in a garment of shiny whiteness. My father went out
to look at the sheep. I finished, put on my heavy coat, woollen gloves, two pairs
of long socks and Wellington boots, said goodbye and I was off. I had a bit of
trouble getting the gate open, since my hands and the gate were frozen. As I
walked the snow crunched under my feet. Everything was startling white. My
breath came out in little clouds of vapour. I made a snowball and threw it at
the Hawthorn hedge along the side of the lane, a robin red-breast flew out twittering.
I reached the big house I used to call the witch’s castle, it was surrounded
by tall trees. I was frightened and ran past it.
Next was a little cottage, I always felt safe when I got to it. Then as I came
over the hill I could see school. It was a little building with two rooms and one
teacher. I crossed the road to avoid a big bull who was sticking his head over
the gate of his field. I reached school, everyone was sitting at their desk ready
for the first lesson: Gaelic.
PAMELA TAYLOR, 1B2
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A Blank Space
The title tells you nothing, and neither will this page, for it was almost a
blank space itself—it would have been if some fool hadn't printed lines on it, and
compelled me to write on it!
In this day and age, the “progressives” are not content until they have filled
in every blank space they can find—be it cn a form, or a page like this, or in my
mind! We must have education, so that we too can not only fill in the blank
spaces in our lives, but also start filling in those belonging to other people.
A blank space is something unconquered, something mysterious; we are told
to be hard, practical. A blank space takes up room; we are taught to be economical.
Apparently they even think our river is a blank space, because they are going
to fill it in too!
I have heard many names for the progressives of today—I like to refer to
them as the Anti-Blank Space Association. Please, Professor Brett, write a book
about “The Injustice dene to Blank Space”.
I am fond of blank spaces—so please don’t fill in---------this little one.
SUSANNE SCANLON, 6A

Kutukut
The Skepe family—Kwalas and his wife Sonnah live in a hut with their two
children, Kutukut and Susiewea.
The hut is made of a single ring of thin wooden poles. These are interlaced
with branches. Both sides of the structure are plastered with moistened earth. To
the outside is added manure to make it waterproof. The floor is also made of a
mixture of manure and earth tramped hard and smooth. In the centre of the
floor is an open fire, over which Scnnah cooks the meals in a three-legged pot.
The only light in the hut during the day enters through two small windows in the
wall and the top of the stable door which is usually kept open. The high-pitched
roof is thatched with grass which overhangs the walls. There is no chimney and the
smoke passes through the thatch.
Around the walls are shelves on which they keep their crockery and odd
belongings. On the floor are rolled-up grass-mats on which they sleep around the
fire at night.
Kwalas is a farm labourer, a good reliable stockman and an experienced
shearer, as most of the shearing is done by hand. He drives the tractor which
draws the plough and the seed-drill or some other implement. As wages, Kwalas
receives a ration of meal, maize (which is the family’s main diet), sugar, coffee
and the necessary clothing and he is allowed to run a few head of cattle.
Kutukut is a Muqueta; this is the change from boyhood into' manhood. He is
circumcised by his father who is the head of the family and he has to live a
hermit’s life in a small grass shack until the cut heals, about six weeks. During
this time he paints himself white and is otherwise naked. He is brought food twice
a day by his sister. At the end of this period all his possessions and clothing are
burnt, along with the grass shack, which is usually built near water so that he
can wash off the white paint. He receives new clothes from his family and is
welcomed into manhood with a feast to which all relatives and friends are
invited. At the feast his face is painted red and he is made to wear a black doek,
which is a triangular piece of cloth placed on the head the same way as you
do a head bandage. He stays like this until he has learnt from his elders all they
have to teach him about manhood. He works on the farm as usual but does not have
much to say to anyone during the learning period. Having now become an adult
he is ready for marriage. Kutukut and two elder members of the tribe ask his
father how many cows he is prepared to give for his son’s wife. They then approach
the father of the girl about the number of cows. When the labola (the wife’s price)
is agreed upon the arrangements for the wedding get under way. There are two
ceremonies, one at the girl’s home and the other at Kutukut's, after which she must
remain and live with her husband’s family.
JESSIE KING, 3 Com.
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BARCLAY HOUSE
This has been a most satisfying year, not because we feel that we now know all
there is to know of our new curricula, but because we feel that we at last know
where we are going and—with rather more text-books at our disposal—how to get
there. Next year will see many changes, not only in programmes of work and organ
ization of classes, but in staff. However, the spirit of the school is always with us
and this year of happy co-operation has been made possible in no small way by the
leadership of our House Monitors and assistant monitors—Helen Stokes and Elizabeth
Tchacos (Athens), Rosslyn Synnot and Helen Pascoe (Rome), Linden Spencer and
Bev Bower (Sparta) and Sally Burridge and Lynette Taylor (Troy).
All Grade 7 girls sat for the Entrance Scholarship again this year to assist in
first year grading and our congratulations go to Helen Stokes, who was awarded a
three-year scholarship, gaining second highest marks in the examination. It was inter
esting to note how well these results correlated with the results of the grading test
administered by Mrs. Dunn at the beginning of the year.
Following are brief reports on some of the activities of the Junior School this
year.
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BARCLAY HOUSE — JUNIOR SCHOOL

Barclay House Junior Red Cross
At the beginning of the year it was decided to form a Junior Red Cross circle in
grades 1 to 5. Mrs. Rogerson came down to the school to talk to the girls on the aims
of Junior Red Cross in Australia and to give some ideas of ways in which they could
help.
A President, Secretary and Treasurer were elected to conduct meetings. During
first term Gillian Cock, Penelope Heppingstone and Sheree Bennett held office, while
during second term their places were taken by Anthea Prichard, Linda Higgins and
Jane Travers respectively. At each meeting First Aid officers were chosen for the
following week.
A fete held at Jane Travers’ home and a tuck shop held at school, together with
small amounts of money which the girls earned at home for odd jobs, brought the
funds for the year to approximately $60 and we were able in second term to present
Miss Bilney with a cheque for $40 to aid the India appeal.
In addition the girls have made milk jug covers and tray cloths for hospitals plus
a variety of Christmas presents to be sent to Lady Lawley Cottage.
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Mrs. M. PALMER, B.A., Dip.Ed.

Mrs. Margaret Palmer is relinquishing the position of senior mistress of the
Primary School after having been with us for ten years. She is unusually well
qualified for Primary School service as she holds a Bachelor of Arts Degree and
Diploma of Education, as well as the Teachers’ Higher Certificate of the Education
Department.
Mrs. Palmer began teaching Standard 5 but when Mrs. E. Moore transferred
to the Secondary School staff she became the Head of the Primary School in 1958.
Her work has been done with courtesy, thoroughness and very good judgement. She
jias always been forthright in expressing pleasure in the position she held and in
her love for the school and she has given generously, not only her services, but
often in donations which very few people connected with the school knew,anything
about. When the Primary School was located partly at Barclay House and partly
at Langsford House Mrs. Palmer worked in close co-operation with Mrs. Edwards
who was then responsible for the lower Primary School. When, owing to the en
largement of Barclay House, the whole of the Primary School \yas able to be
together, Mrs. Palmer was seen to her best advantage, first in welding the staff
into a whole and secondly in leading the girls in a forward move in all branches
of the curriculum. The standard of work has been maintained at a high level and
the girls passing from her hands into the Secondary School have enhanced the
reputation established among parents by the atmosphere created at Barclay House.
The remarkable series of operettas produced under the leadership of Mrs. A.
Moore have owed a great deal also to Mrs. Palmer, both for her contribution in the
direction and sometimes in the writing of the dialogue, also in her skilful and
tactful handling of all those concerned in bringing these productions to the success
they have achieved.
Mrs. Palmer’s resignation is a great loss to the school. We understand that, after
some time, she will be undertaking an overseas tour. We wish her every happiness
in this and in her subsequent life and hope we will see her many times in the
future at functions at Methodist Ladies’ College.
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Our Visit to the U.N. Conference
In first term Mrs. Palmer chose two girls to speak at the United Nations Confer
ence. Lindy Spencer and Geraldine Cook were chosen to go. We arrived at Subiaco
School at about a quarter past nine. After we had seated ourselves Mr. Turnbull gave
a little speech introducing the important people such as Dr. Cook and others. We
were then separated into six groups; each group had six schools in them. The names
of the schools were then placed in the hat. M.L.C. was pulled out first. Lindy was
first speaker. We both were nervous and didn’t do very well. The best in our group
was a boy from Mosman Park. The best out of every group was asked to give a
talk to everyone at the conference.
We were then given morning tea and asked to browse around and put in orders
for material such as maps and pamphlets on the U.N. Then we were all asked to come
back into the hail. Mr. Turnbull and Dr. Cook gave talks on the branches of the U.N.
and how they work.
After lunch we returned to Subiaco School to continue with the conference. After
a short speech by Mr. Turnbull two very interesting films were shown, illustrating the
work of U.N.O. One was about the U.N. Building in New York. This was very enjoy
able and we were very interested in all the different parts of the building. The other
was filmed in Greece. It showed how the peasants, with the help of U.N.O., built a
road to a large town for their produce. The road was very rough, but the peasants
worked as hard as if it were a highway. After these films a mock General Assembly
was given by senior pupils of Belmont State School. Each child represented a member
of the United Nations. There was even a chairman and a secretary. The topics on
which the children spoke were of world affairs and things of great importance in our
life today like Negro riots and things like that. After this interesting part the confer
ence came to an end.
Our thanks to Mrs. Palmer who helped us.
LINDEN SPENCER and GERALDINE COOK, 7A
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Barclay House Monitors.
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Heather Lament Festival Winners
For the second time Barclay House held its own section of the Festival, this time
in the small hall in the main school.
The finals were held on the evening of August 15th and the results were as
follows:—
House Choirs

1, Troy, conducted by Sally Burridge.
2, Athens, conducted by Helen Stokes.
Speech

Grades 1, 2 and
Grades 4 and 5:
Grade 6: 1st, P.
Grade 7: 1st, A.

3: 1st, F. Cox; 2nd, P. Higgins.
1st, P. Cromack; 2nd, G. Cock.
Schlam; 2nd, M. Bownes.
Henwood; 2nd, S. Haigh.

Singing;

Grades 1, 2, 3 and 4: 1st, P. Lipscombe; 2nd, G. Smithson.
Grade 5: 1st, G. Cock; 2nd, J. Pascoe.
Grade 6: 1st, A. Hiller and M. Negus (tied).
Grade 7; 1st, H. Stokes; 2nd, T. Bennett and R. Synnot (tied).
Ballet

Grades 1, 2 and
Grades 4 and 5;
Grade 6; 1st, A.
Grade 7: 1st, A.

3: 1st, S. Lipscombe; 2nd, F. Cox.
1st, F. Waldron; 2nd, J. Pascoe.
Hiller; 2nd, M. Bownes.
Henwood; 2nd, E. Tchacos.

Pianoforte

Grade
Grade
Grade
Grade

1:
2:
3:
4:

1st,
1st,
1st,
1st,

J.
J.
S.
L.

Raphael; 2nd, W. Stokes.
Shepherdson.
Burridge; 2nd, J. Brown.
Spencer; 2nd, H. Stokes.
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Winners of awards in Heather Lamont Festival — Barclay House.
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Parents and Friends9
Winners
PROSE—

ART—

Margaret Bownes — Grade 6
Rex-anne Brackley — Grade 7

Claire Brunner — Grade 3
Frances Bowen — Grade 6
Lynne Davies — Grade 7
Cheree Bennett — Grade 5
Robin Drage — Grade 7

Hon. Mention

Claire Brunner — Grade 3
POETRY—

1 teard

Hon. Mention

Linda Higgins — Grade 4
Sally Burridge — Grade 7

Diana Hoare — Grade 2
Biddy James — Grade 6
Wendy Tonkin — Grade 7
Wendy Stokes — Grade 5
Kerry Chittleborough — Grade 7

Hon. Mention

Wendy Tonkin — Grade 7
Lynne Davies — Grade 7

Parents And Friends’ Awards
For Literature And Art
Grade 4—Poetry: Linda Higgins.
Grade 6—Prose: Margaret Bownes.
Grade 7B—Prose: Rix Gainsford-Brackley.
Grade 7A—Poetry: Sally Burridge.
Honourable Mention—Wendy Tonkin, Lynne Davies.

Citizenship
Points for the Citizenship Shield have never been more even, indicating
pleasing development in spirit and service for others. Final points were Troy 274,
Athens 276, Sparta 283 and Rome with 290 being awarded the Shield for 1966. All
Romans should give a great deal of credit to their house-members in Grades 4, 5
and 6, because they turned the balance in Rome’s favour.
Never before have we been able to help so many people, and in all over two
hundred dollars were raised and distributed to the Rice Bowl Appeal, our family
in Korea, Red Cross, the Slow Learners’ Centre at Innaloo and the Speech and
Hearing Centre for Children Inc.
We have again been a corporate member of the United Nations, and attended
a Primary School Conference. Again we ran a Post Office stall at the Innaloo Fete,
and again were entertained most hospitably by Mr. Green and his staff at the
Slow Learners’ Centre.
Our thanks must be extended to all parents and friends who have co-operated
so fully in developing a community spirit by arranging tours and inspection of fac
tories and other places of interest.
Next year we hope to correspond with “Penrhos”, a Junior Boarding School
in Colwyn Bay, North Wales—this at the request of their Principal, Miss K. Hassell,
who wrote: “I have felt for some time the need for the girls in my school to
understand and know more about people who live in different parts of the world . . .
At the moment we have girls whose parents are in Sabah, Sarawak, Hong Kong,
Zanzibar, Congo, Nigeria, Kenya, Uganda, the Netherlands Antilles and U.S.A. . . .
I want the girls to have their horizons really broadened, and to understand what an
amazing family of nations the Commonwealth is, and learn that like all families,
it needs more than sentiment to keep it united.”
This should be an excellent project for 1967, extending our interest and our
service beyond our immediate community.
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Junior College Sunday
Methodist Ladies’ College Junior School had their College Sunday on August 14th
at Claremont Methodist Church. Mr. Shepherd conducted the service and Helen Stokes
and Sally Burridge read the lessons. The whole of the Junior School sang in the choir
and Mrs. Moore conducted them in the anthem, “The Sheep May Safely Graze’’ and
Psalm 121. Mr. Shepherd told the story of White Fang, and how he was finally tamed
by kindness. The Senior School boarders and many parents attended the service.
JILL SMITHSON, 7A

The School Operetta
This year the girls of Barclay House presented an original operetta called “Once
Upon a Dreamtime,” which was set in the West Australian bush. As we received
plenty of publicity, with articles and photographs in various papers, and also a broad
cast on 6IX which was given by Mrs. Palmer, we realized we must live up to the
standard expected.
As the night of our first performance drew near we all became rather nervous.
At last the night arrived and we all took up positions behind the curtain waiting for
the first act to begin. After the performance had finished we were relieved to hear
that the audience had enjoyed our operetta. On Saturday night we were more relaxed
and so gave a better performance. After the curtain closed, the teachers were thanked
for making the operetta possible, after which the P. & F. provided cakes and refresh
ments for the dainty bushland folk such as kangaroo paws, black swans, Leschenaultias and gum blossoms, whose appetites proved rather less dainty than their appear
ance!
The profit minus all expenses was $231. The operetta was a great success, even
though there were over a hundred girls on the stage during the performance. Another
performance was given on the 25th of October and the proceeds went to help a group
which has been formed to promote interest in pre-school speech and hearing educa
tion for deaf children.
People were very generous with their congratulations, and one father even
dreamed that “Ten Willy Wagtails” was “Top of the Pops.”
SANDRA BROWN, SALLY BURRIDGE,
JILL SMITHSON, LINDEN SPENCER
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Once Upon a Dreamtime"—a Wattle
Fairy.

"Once Upon a Dreamtime" — Baron
Banksia with one of the four Winds.

"Once Upon a Dreamtime" — Black Swans.

Junior School Library
The library is a popular place at Barclay House and it is a hive of activity during
lunch times and library periods.
To be a library monitor is a prized position, and a number of girls from both
Grade 7s have been of great assistance to the librarian.
An innovation this year has been the Monday morning library talks at Assembly.
These may be about new books suitable for each grade, about books of particular
merit, or perhaps drawing attention to books which have not been taken out for some
time. These talks have usually resulted in a queue waiting for the library to open.
Girls from all classes, too, have given talks before the whole school on books which
have particularly appealed to them, and any girl is at liberty to write short reviews
to be pinned to the library notice board. A few of these are given below.
About 300 books have been added to the library, in the last two years, including
many beautifully illustrated reference books. We have had to purchase an extra block
of shelves and the small library room has now reached saturation point.
Roll on the day when we return to our original, charming library corner!
N. E. EDWARDS

Some Book Reviews
“Ginnie and the Snow Gypsies” by Lillian Murray.
This book is an exciting adventure story telling how Ginnie, an English girl, goes
to live with her father among primitive Eskimos. Blizzards, snowstorms and igloos
make this story very realistic. Ginnie finds herself lost in a storm, fleeing from a
"shaman,” an evil witch doctor who took revenge on her father. This book should
appeal to all Grade 6s and 7s who like a story in an unusual setting.—Lynne Davies.
“The Koad Under the Sea” by Ruth Park.
This is a very exciting story and is set in one of the Pacific Islands. It tells how
three children solve the mystery of the disappearance of "Little Sister,” a schooner
whose crew are relatives of theirs. It also gives thrilling descriptions of underwater
diving and the discovery of a lost city under the water.—Sally Burridge.
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“The Ship That Came Home”
This is a most exciting book written by Frank Knight and illustrated by Derrick
Smoothy. It is perfect for those who like adventure stories. When the hero, Bob Selhurst, finds an injured man, he also finds himself a job as navigator on the small
South American ship, the “Maria.” The story goes on to tell of a stowaway, a great
Atlantic storm and frightening attempts to hinder the voyage.—Jane Bluther.
“Watch tor the Morning” by Jane Oliver.
Robin and Nigel Ormiston are twins living in the reign of Henry VIII. Their
father was a merchant and on midsummer night a thief stole some of his wares.
Later, on a business trip with his father, Robin met William Tyndale who was trans
lating the Bible from Latin to English. From then on Robin’s life was changed. This
book is full of mystery, tragedy and adventure and gives a marvellous description of
life and customs in the 16th century. Jane Oliver is a very entertaining writer. I liked
this book very much and recommend it to anyone who likes a good story based on
history.—Beverley Bower.

Debating
For the past two terms, several girls from the two Grade Sevens have done
debating with Miss Palmer in our club period.
Sometimes we would have an on the spot debate where we would have to
stand up and speak on a given subject for about one and a half minutes, or else
Miss Palmer would give us a subject and we would have a week in which to prepare it.
Some of the debates we’ve had are: We should wear school uniform, We
should send men to Vietnam, Television is replacing the Theatre, and Government
should have priority to take over people’s land, if necessary.
Most of our subjects are gathered on the news or sometimes we make up
funny ones and debate on those.
At the beginning of Debating, everyone was nervous and kept forgetting what
they were going to say, but as the weeks went by we began to feel less nervous
and Miss Palmer said we were all improving.
SUE HAIGH

Athletics
In second term we played basketball. Rome and Troy were equal winners with
Athens and Sparta following. Our teams played three interschool basketball matches,
competing against East Claremont, P.L.C. and Penrhos. Both teams managed to win
against all three schools.
The first item in the interhouse athletic sports was the house marching. Rome
and Sparta tied for first place and Athens and Troy tied for second.
Following the marching there was an interschool relay race. Our team, P. Walker,
S. Browne, G. Kitto, B. Bower, L. Taylor and H. Stokes finished first with P.L.C. in
second place.
The victor for this year’s sports was Rome, who won by quite a large marg'n from
Sparta. Troy and Athens were third and fourth.
Champion athlete this year was L. Taylor of Troy with H. Stokes of Athens as
runner-up.
One of the most exciting events of the day was when Gai Kitto broke the high
jump record by two inches, setting the new height at 4ft. 4in.
Barclay House would like to thank Miss Don and Miss Doig for their help in all
our sport, Miss Palmer and Miss Gunn for supervising, and especially Mrs Gobolos
who has conducted the Friday gym club throughout the year.
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Swimming
The junior inter-house swimming sports were held this year early in March. Rome
turned out to be the victorious house, followed closely by Sparta, Athens and Troy.
At the conclusion of the sports there was a free swim for all the competitors. The
Junior Champion was Kerry Chittleborough of Athens with Bev Bower of Sparta as
runner-up. The diving was won by Sally Nunn of Rome.
A team was then selected to compete against other private schools at Perth Col
lege. It consisted of B. Bower, M. Pierce, K. Chittleborough and R. Brackley. They
were successful in gaining first place.
After this a life-saving team was chosen: H. Stokes, B. Bower, L. Taylor and K.
Chittleborough. This team also managed to gain first place at Beatty Park Pool. This
means that the school holds the Curran Cup for another year.
This year a record number of life-saving awards were won, which included 8 inter
mediate stars, 3 bars to the stars, and one bronze medallion which went to L. Osboine.

>

Barclay House Life Saving Team.

Langsford House Notes
Langsford House has five dorms and 28 girls boarding altogether, a university
student, Miss Pollard, and our housemistress, Mrs. Bennett. We have a pet cat named
Twopence and a budgerigar named Bobby. Sheree Bennett is the youngest boarder,
being in Grade 5. Terry Vagg has been here the longest out of all the Primary
Boarders. She entered boarding school in Grade 4, this being her fourth and last year
at Langsford.
Mrs Palmer and Mrs Moore take our prep every Monday and Tuesday night and
Mrs. Stevenson comes to teach us pottery every Saturday. We all enjoy this very
much. The girls best at pottery are Wendy Tonkin and Lynne Davies.
One Saturday in first term we went for a Sunday School picnic to Coogee beach.
We enjoyed ourselves all day and arrived back at school tired and sunburnt. There
was a regular patrol up to sister for treatment of sunburn.
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LANGSFORD HOUSE — JUNIOR BOARDING SCHOOL

We organised a social in the common room one Saturday night. It was quite hilari
ous as the balcony girls staged a comedy script called Operation Crossbones. We also
had games, singing, piano playing and fun.
In second term we had a delightful party in the common room celebrating Mrs.
Bennett’s birthday. The party slowly disintegrated as visitors came and some girls
had to leave.
On wet Sunday afternoons we occupied our time playing table tennis in the
common room.
One Wednesday night the primaries were requested to lead the senior boarders
in fellowship. We had hymns, singing duets, prayers, a reading and other small items.
Miss Richardson takes us for chapel some Sunday nights in the common room. We
listen to her record player and stories.
Some afternoons before tea in summer we play French cricket with Mr. Shep
herd. The best players are Maxine Hewson, Joy Shepherdson, Jenny Simmonds and
Julie Walker.
Michele Stehr joined us in third term and is settling in well.
One Sunday afternoon Mr. Shepherd let us go down the cliff for a walk along
the beach. Everyone had fun and Sue Green, Angela Crook and Tanya Bennett picked
flowers for Mrs. Bennett.
Gai Kitto made us feel very proud of her when she broke the junior school record
in high jumping at the athletic sports.
After the entrance scholarship in September we were allowed out with day girls
and enjoyed ourselves immensely. We are very grateful to their parents for taking
us out.
Next in line for the boarders is our Langsford House picnic. We are going to
King’s Park escorted by Mrs. Bennett.
At the end of the year our house mistress, Mrs. Bennett, is leaving, much to our
regret. We hope to give her a lovely farewell party. She has been looking after the
girls at Langsford House for about twelve years.
Next year most of us will be in the senior boarding house and we are very sorry
to have to leave Langsford House and Barclay House and its “famous bananas.”
LYNNE DAVIES, 7A and TERESA VAGG, 7B
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Original Contributions
Is It You ?
Beautiful, enchanting,
Wonderful at dancing.
Always with best manners,
And pretty frilly dresses.
She picks Paris for her model—
Is it you?
Long fringe, short hair,
Knee boots, and no flair
For prettiness.
Mod dress and shoes.
She picks London for her place—
Is it you?
Business girl,
Hair with a curl.
Typing and working,
In a smart white dress.
She likes New York and Chicago—
Is it you?
Ordinary and working,
At home—spring cleaning.
Waiting till school’s out,
In an old house dress.
She loves her home in Perth—
Is it you?

ri it

LYNNE DAVIES, Grade 7A

Winners of prizes awarded by Parents and Friends' Association for Collegian contributions
— Barclay House.
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Footsteps
The clock struck twelve, waking me with a start. I sat up looking sleepily
around the dark, unfamiliar room.
I had come from London to serve and look after an ancient old lady who
was the widow of the late Lord Danely. She lived all alone in a huge gloomy
mansion, surrounded by tall trees through which the wind whistled and howled.
The old house itself was very historical, and some cf the many rooms, had at
one time or another provided shelter for people who were later to become famous.
I lay back and closed my eyes and snuggled down under the warmth of the
bed-clothes. I was just dozing off, when an eerie sound echoed from below in the
garden. It was the sound of slew heavy footsteps walking through the darkness of
the night. A shudder ran down my spine and my heart seemed to stop, my blood
froze and I lay paralysed. The footsteps paused for a moment, while the hinges on
the front door creaked and groaned as it was slowly pushed open. The footsteps
then proceeded up the long flight of stairs, gradually becoming louder and louder
as they drew nearer and nearer to where I lay frozen with fright, except my
heart, which now pounded quicker and quicker. They reached the top of the stairs,
walked to the end cf the hall then stopped.
For some minutes after, I lay there motionless trying to gather up enough
courage to go and look outside the door. I did so, after a great deal of decision.
Cautiously, I stepped from my bed and crept to the door. With trembling fingers
and chattering teeth I grasped the doorhandle and turned it.
The long hall outside was peaceful and quiet and except for a beam of silvery
moonlight which streaked in through a window at one end of the hall, there was
pitch darkness. After reassuring myself of the hall’s emptiness I crept back to bed
and lay there thinking of the frightening noises I had heard. It seemed hours before
I finally fell asleep.
In the morning I was awakened by the sound of my mistress in the next room.
Remembering the footsteps, I hastily got dressed and ran to tell her of the strange
happenings. We collided in the hall and after apologising to her, I told her about
the mysterious footsteps.
To my surprise, she did not find it strange at all and said it was probably my
imagination, but I wasn’t going to wait to find out and caught the next train to
London.
SALLY BURRIDGE, Grade 7A

The Breaking of the Drought
The great dead tree stands alone,
On the grassless plain,
Not a leaf does it own,
Because of no rain.
The great dead tree bends low,
As its twigs clatter,
And the hot North wind’s blow,
Make the shrivelled shrubs chatter.
The great dead tree looks down,
As the kangaroos pass under,
With sunken eyes they search the ground,
And prick their ears at the thunder.
The great dead tree is in danger,
The North wind turns to East,
The grass will be its manger,
And also the termites’ feast.
The great dead tree faces the gale,
The sky is filled with flashes,
The rain turns to hail,
And down to earth it crashes.
WENDY TONKIN, Grade 7A
(Honourable mention)
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One Night
Once upon a midnight dreary,
As I wandered weak and weary,
I heard a sound,
A faint sort of sound,
Like someone moving through the town,
Then the patter of little feet,
As if someone was running through the street.
Then, a knock at the doer.
I ran down the stair,
But no-one was there,
No-one at all,
All I saw,
Was a distant wall.
I ran to that wall,
For days and days I ran,
But that wall kept moving away from me,
Then it stopped at a silent tree.
I climbed onto the tree,
That tree liked me,
I climbed onto the wall,
The wall was tall,
I went through a door,
A little red dcor,
I went through a passage,
And there isn’t any more.
LINDA HIGGINS, Grade 4
(Prize-winner)

Pixie
Pixie, If I was as small as you,
I’d damp my feet in a drop of dew.
And if I wanted honey for tea,
I’d look in a primrose just like a bee.
And if it so happened that I wanted to sew,
I’d ask the spider and make a bcw.
Pixie, how I do wish that I was you,
There would be such lovely things to do!
BEVERLEY BARKER, Grade 4

The Chimpanzee Party
Once upon a time there was a chimpanzee. He was only a little one, about one
and a half years old. He lived in the zoo. He had a lot of friends. About a week
before his birthday he got out of his cake and went around the zoo to all his friends,
and asked them to his birthday party. They all said that they would all come.
The day before his birthday they all got their party things ready for the
party. The next day they all marched into the zoo ring. They played all kinds of
games. There was a big tent and inside the tent was all the food.
They all lined up to get their food. Then they had more games. They had ball
games and they had an egg and spoon race. The snail was way before the other
animals. The others caught up with him, but he still came first. They played tug of
war. When the bear and the chimpanzee played tug of war the chimpanzee won.
The bear is a bigger animal so he was very cross.
All the zoo-keepers were standing in a ring with their mouths open. Then it
was time for them all to go back to their cages. They all went back home very
happy with all their balloons. That was the end of the happy day.
CLAIRE BRUNNER, Grade 3
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Grey
What is grey?
Grey is a pigeon, and grey is dirty,
A wall before painting is grey.
Grey is sorrow, grey is grief.
Grey is a puddle of water after rain,
Big thunder clouds, and when they burst,
The rain is grey.
Grey is a feeling of utter depression,
When one is feeling all forlorn.
Grey is a mist, and grey is the road,
An ocean bed on a rough stormy day.
The wind is grey as it howls through trees.
Grey is lcnely and grey is dull,
Like a poor lost boy away from home.
Grey is cold and stiff like a poker,
And grey is anger deep, deep down.
Fog is grey, and to see a light through it,
However bright the light may be, it comes out grey.
Grey is also the colour of smoke as it curls from the chimney pots.
The sound of grey is swcosh, swoosh, swoosh,
The sound of water being swept off a path,
Burnt ashes and soot have the smell of grey.
HELEN STOKES, 7A

Embarrassed
Oh gosh, oh me, oh my,
What shall I say to him,
He’s sure to get the wrong idea,
And think I'm rather dim.
Hello, oh yes, er no, I think,
No I'm not quite sure,
Oh, now my face is going pink,
I must be a dreadful bore.
I think I'll try to creep away,
Though how I do not know,
Oh dear, this is a horrible day,
Oh gosh, oh help, oh no!
JILL SMITHSON, Grade 7A

The End of the Party
I stood at the door, shivering in the cold draught, waiting for Mrs. Jones to
finish telling me how much she enjoyed my party and wished she could stay longer.
After commenting that feur in the morning was a bit late for workers to start
sleeping she decided to go. After more of Mrs. Jones’ lectures all the way out to
her car, I finally slammed the front door with a sigh, to survey the remains of
my party.
There seemed to be hundreds of savouries squashed into the carpet, with spilt
champagne and lemonade mingled in amongst the mess. My “not too young” chairs
had sticky finger prints smothering the varnish and drink cans and glasses decor
ated the chairs. I ventured into the kitchen and was appalled at the piles of
dishes. Although nearly asleep on my feet, I picked all the gooey mess up off the
carpet and deposited it in the bin which was now full of left-overs. As the dishes
looked just too much for me, I packed up the record player and retreated to my
bedroom. I’m sure I started sleeping the second my head touched the pillow.
Next time I throw a party I’ll state the leaving time on the invitations. You
are never too old to learn!
LYNNE DAVIES, Grade 7A
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Earth
We looked out of the flying saucer as it landed and saw a vast expanse of
land and water covered with trees and bushes and queer looking buildings and
creatures about our size walking around. Some had long stuff growing from their
head, some had short and seme had none at all. Some were small, some were tall
and altogether they were a very queer looking lot.
The place in which they lived was a very primitive building with holes every
where, letting in the hot sun. The trees were much different from the ones on our
planet. Their foliage sticks up in the air and trunk sticks in the ground whereas
it is vice versa on our planet. They have water in which these creatures jump and
splash around. As we gazed a strange barking animal came and dug its teeth
into my hipccanus (Martian for leg). It hurt.
We decided to leave this area (with much haste) and circle this queer planet.
We flew over a place where a flaky white substance was falling. It was cooler and
more like our climate. At last we decided this would be quite a terrible place to
live and rode off, back to good old Mars. This is our report of Earth.
Signed, Marty and Matilda Martian.
MARGARET BOWNES, Grade 6
(Prize-winner)

Is It You ?
Spoilt and silly,
Clothes all frilly,
Manners are few;
Is it you?
Gentle and kind,
With a loving mind,
Sweet and true;
Is it you?
Bossy and bully,
Hated fully,
Kind to few;
Is it you?
Pretty but plain,
Not a bit vain,
Clever too;
Is it you?
Gloomy and sad,
Never glad,
Smiles are few;
Is it you?
LINDY SPENCER, 7A

The Sydney Harbour Bridge
When I was in Sydney I was very intrigued by the Sydney Harbour Bridge. The
“Coat Hanger,” as it is so often called, is a huge bridge stretching across the water.
Everything ranging from home-made canoes, through ferries to the world’s greatest
ocean liners pass under it almost every day. Of course, cars and trucks and people go
over it, and from the air it looks like an enormous coat hanger with ants or beetles
running along it.
A very strange thing about the bridge is that electric trains run over it as well
as people and automobiles. Also, a few pilots have been so happy after the war that
they have actually flown their planes under the bridge!
It is a very hard job to keep the bridge in order and it costs a small fortune to
paint it. Therefore tolls have to be paid by all trucks and cars that pass over it.
Men are employed to paint it and clean it and keep it in good order. So it is very
important to keep the Sydney Harbour Bridge going.
LINDY SPENCER, 7A
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An Hour In Tight Shoes For Sneaky Black Bart
It wasn't my fault that the shoes were so small,
I didn’t hire them from Belvedere Hall.
While my face was scratched with their buttons and bows,
All who I danced with trod on my toes.
And how my feet did ache when I danced with Pompadour,
I thought my feet would drop off on that nicely polished floor.
At the end of the party my feet were so gay,
Though I didn't look it while creeping away.
Little did they know I was running for the barge,
With rubies and emeralds and diamonds so large.
But in the next town I was caught unawares,
Caught in clothes of tatters and tears.
And off to jail me they did cart,
For I am known as "Sneaky Black Bart”.
ANITA HIRSCHFELD, Grade 7A

A Strange Fellow
Thei'e he stands
Six feet tall,
His feet are big,
His head is small,
His nose is long,
His ears stick out,
He’s always there when I’m about.
He jumps at me
And I jump back
His face and hands and feet are black
I walk away
But he comes too,
His foot it seems
Is in my shoe
I touch him
He’s not there at all.
He’s just my shadow
On the wall.
SALLY BURRIDGE, Grade 7A
(Prize-winner)

The Breaking of the Drought
The jeep pulled up in a cloud of dust. A young man stepped out. His face
was sunburnt and perspiring. His eyes were deep and lonely. He had lips that were
dry and cracked. The old boots he wore were ragged and unpolished. A big hat
he wore on his head was old also.
«... .
He stepped onto the verandah of his bungalow. He turned, took off his hat
and wiped the perspiration from his brow. As he looked over the drought stricken
land, his ear caught the roll of thunder that broke the deafening silence of his life.
He listened intently.
, ,
, „ .,
His mouth his eyes widened with a sparkle as he slowly stepped off the
verandah He looked up, held out his arm eagerly, with his deep eyes following
the clouds moving into the clear sky, breaking the stillness of the heavens.
One, two, three heavy blobs of rain fell on his arm from the now darkening sky.
This lonely man now had a million friends.
His hopes, prayers and thoughts flowed out as if a new world had opened
up before him.

RIX GAINSFORD-BRACKLEY, Grade 7B
(Prize-winner)
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Treasure Island
One day our family went fishing in a boat. We caught a lot of fish, and I
caught nine. Then a storm came and washed our boat onto an island. Dad explored
for a while then it got too dark, for exploring any longer. Mum and Dad made
a good sleeping place, and then we had tea. In the morning we explored for quite
a long while. We found nothing, then we had a rest. Then we all explored till teatime. This time we had very good luck indeed.
My sister Joanne found a bar of gold. Bev, my other sister found a bag of
money. Dad and mum found a chest filled with jewels and I found two bags of
gold. The next morning we found out that we were on Treasure Island.
S. L. BOWER, Grade 3

The Gnome
He's old and ugly, small and grey,
He works in the night and sleeps in the day,
He catches beetles and eats them raw.
And squashes them under his tiny paw.
He lives in a hut of dead old leaves,
And spiders hang and spin from the eaves.
He has a son whose name is Nicholas,
Because he is so very ridiculous.
ANN PAYNE, Grade 6

“If”
If I was an Indian,
I’d do a war dance.
If I was a French woman,
I’d live in France.
If I was an ant,
I’d have six legs.
If I was a hen,
I’d lay lots of eggs.
If I was a captain,
I’d sail a big ship.
If I was a Martian,
With a horn I’d go “Bin Bip”.
But really, I’m glad,
Wherever I be,
Over land or ocean,
That I’m only me.
JENNIFER KEELEY, Grade 6

My Cat
Humphrietta Bow Legs, otherwise known as Puddy, is my cat. In the mornings
she “meows” at six o'clock, intending to be let in. She climbs up the wire if
nobody does let her in. When I finally give up, she gets into bed and climbs up
on me. She gets up on my chest and sometimes rubs her nose against my ear. Her
long whiskers are very ticklish if I happen to have them rubbed all over my face
She often pads about all over me and eventually settles on my chest. When she is
comfy she purrs loudly.
During the daytime if I happen to be sitting on a chair, she will jump up on my
lap and settle there. She will tuck her nose under my chin if I put it up. In the
mornings if Puddy hasn’t been let in, she will half trip you up when you go to
collect the milk, because she will rub herself around your legs. My dear, faithful
cat, Humphrietta!
ANTHEA PRICHARD, Grade 5
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Tim’s Birthday
It was Tim’s birthday in the morning. He did not know what he would get.
He wanted a train and a cowboy suit. In the morning he woke up early and got
into his party things.
It was Saturday. Tim was so happy. It was his birthday. Tim went down for
breakfast. Tim could not wait until the party. Soon it was time for the party.
He got a train as he wanted. But he did not get a cowboy suit as he had wished.
He had a good time then it was time to go. Then he said, “I am six new”.
They had a good time at the party.

The Secret
I have a secret,
My very own secret,
That nobody knows,
But me.
One morning as I left the house,
I found a little brown mouse.
I was not allowed to keep ik
But I did.
Now I have two secrets,
All my very own.
That night as I went tor a walk.
Someone then began to talk.
And it was a little pixie.
Now I have three secrets,
All my very own,
If I find any more secrets,
I suppose I will forget them all!
FIONA WALDRON, Grade 5
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During the year contact has been made with Old Girls living in other States.
This Association is eager to make an effort not to lose touch with girls who may leave
the State, as we feel that much interest can grow from contacts and news from inter
state members.
Throughout the past 12 months we have been most grateful to the Parents &
Friends' Association for enabling us to have our notes printed in their newsletter. This
is of great assistance and much appreciated by us.
The Association also wishes to thank Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd for their constant
interest and support throughout the year.
So we look back at another busy year, one when we have seen the results of our
combined endeavours take shape in bricks and mortar, also one in which we have
watched with much interest, as our country branches have become firmly established.
Those members who have travelled to the country to attend Branch Annual
Dinners have been tremendously impressed, and would like all Old Girls to know what
a great deal of enjoyment has been shared by all who have attended.
Our activities are becoming more diversified and functions such as the debating
night, the ball, sports activities and country visits are particularly of interest to
younger members.
This Association greatly needs the support and ideas of its “new” Old Girls each
year. A buffet tea will be held in February (prior to the annual general meeting) and
we look forward to welcoming all girls who leave school this year.
CORAL PARKER. President
ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING

On February 28th a buffet tea was held, to welcome girls who left school in 1965,
followed by our Annual General Meeting.
Attendance was good, and it was pleasing to see a very wide range of years repre
sented from foundation scholars to recently-left girls.
The President’s report and reports from the two country branches and from the
Special Library Committee told of a busy and interesting twelve months past.
The highlight of the meeting was the nomination of Miss Lorna Dickson for

MISS LORNA DICKSON
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honorary life membership of the Association. Mrs. Olga Graham presented this sum
mary of Miss Dickson’s activities over the years.
“Lorna Dickson commenced as a pupil of the college in 1913 and by 1916 had
become Head Prefect and Dux of the school. On the results of the Leaving Certificate
of that year Lorna won the University Exhibition for English and History.
On the completion of her Arts Degree, Lorna returned to the college as a Mis
tress, which position she held until the failing health of her parents necessitated her
return home, although still continuing as a very active member of the Old Girls’
Association.
During the next few years Lorna became a prominent member of the University
Women’s College Committee, which later was responsible for the founding of St.
Catherine’s College at the University. Lorna also became a very valued worker wth
the Y.W.C.A., and at the conclusion of the war went into Japan with the Occupying
Forces in this capacity.
Between the time of Miss Walton’s retirement and the appointment of Mr. W.
Shepherd as Headmaster of M.L.C., Lorna once more became active in the affairs of
the school, standing in with Miss Corr to hold the position until a suitable appointment
could be made.
When Mr. Shepherd took over, Lorna stayed on helping in many capacities, ulti
mately taking over full control of the Book Room. At this time Lorna was O.G.A.
representative on the College Council, and when her term expired, the Council voted
her as a member in her own right. Lorna’s influence in this capacity and as a member
of the House Committee is of the greatest benefit.
Early in 1960 Lorna went abroad, but on her return once more threw herself
into the activities of the school helping each year in the distribution of the text-books
and giving aid in the running of the tuck shop.
Since 1913 Lorna has been a very vital factor in the life of the school.”
The meeting voted unanimously that the name of Lorna Dickson should be added
to the list of honorary life members of the Association, an honour which she had
richly deserved.
The General Committee held two very successful fund-raising functions during the
year: a cake stall on swimming sports day at school, and the annual jumble sale in
March. For the latter we are once again greatly indebted to Mesdames Elsie Murray
and Betty Eastman. For many years these two members have gathered together a team
of helpers and undertaken to organize this, our main yearly fund-raising effort. Con
gratulations to all concerned on a total this year of $300.
SOCIAL FUNCTIONS

A debating night, held at the college in March, commenced our social functions
for the year. Old Girls debated against Present Girls, and the latter proved to be the
stronger side. All who attended enjoyed a very stimulating and entertaining evening.
The Annual Sports Day was held in April, and again Old Girls vied with Present
Girls. Games of basketball, hockey, tennis and softball were played and proved to be
a lot of fun, win or lose.
The Combined Independent Girls’ School Old Girls’ Ball was held at the Cottesloe
Civic Centre in May. Our thanks to Amy Blick and Julie Schultz who undertook the
task this year of president and secretary of the organizing committee. Mr. and Mrs.
Shepherd and a party of our General Committee members attended this very success
ful function.
The President’s “At Home,” combined with the opening of the new annexe to tbe
Gertrude Walton Memorial Library, was the highlight of our social functions this year.
Mrs. Shepherd and about 100 members, along with visitors from other schools,
representatives of the School Parents and Friends Association and the school piefects
were present to hear Mrs. Leigh Cook declare the new annexe officially open.
Following afternoon tea, Miss Lyn Taylor, a member who had recently returned
from the United States, told us of some of her experiences and impressions whilst
abroad. Lyn spent a year at school and university in America as a Rotary Exchange
Student, and her delightfully easy flow of words captured and held the interest of all.
The Annual Dinner this year was held at the Tawarri restaurant in Dalkeith.
Our Patrons, Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd, and about 120 members, including Mrs. Jenny
Alderson, president of the South-West branch, were welcomed.
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The speaker for the evening, Mrs. Mabel Pratt, entertained us all with a fascinat
ing talk about bicycle riding, camping and sketching in England.
The annual Combined Schools’ Golf Day was held in October at the Nedlands
Goif Club. Hostess school this year was St. Hilda’s and P.L.C., emerged winners of the
day. Next year St. Mary’s are to hostess this function, and we shall be looking for
more golfers.
At the interschool swimming carnival this year four girls, Kay Heatley, Julie
Mills, Yvonne Christie and Beverley Ledger, gained third place in the old girls’’ relay.
Runners-up, Meryl Sippe, Julie Mills, Betty White and Sue Deyer, took part in
the interschool athletic carnival, competing in a 4 x 100 metres old girls’ relay.
Many Old Girls have been active and successful in several spheres of sport this
year. A very good number are playing Pennant hockey, basketball, tennis and squash,
and also taking part in athletic and swimming competitions.
Marylin Barrett was selected in the State hockey team and played in the Austra
lian championships in Sydney.
Lynley Griffiths and Barbara Wall played for W.A. in the Australian junior tennis
championships, whilst Gwenda Don played No. 1 for the senior State team, and acted
as chaperone for our West Australian tennis teams in the Australian championships
held in Sydney.
Barbara Wall gained a place in the State squash team, and competed in the
championships held in Brisbane.
Gail Mounsey took part in the Australian life-saving championships (held in
Brisbane) as a member of the West Australian team.
Congratulations to all these girls and best wishes to them in future competitions.
REPORT FROM THE GREAT SOUTHERN BRANCH

This Branch conducted a successful weekend at Wagin in March.
On Saturday 26th, during the afternoon, the Annual General Meeting was held.
We were delighted to welcome Mrs. Coral Parker (Association president), Audrey
Knight (vice-president) and Sylvia Foulkes (secretary), also Mrs. Bickell and Mrs.
Milne (from Cranbrook) and Mrs. Thomson (from Albany), as well as an excellent
representation from the Wagin district.
There being no other nominations for the positions of president and secretary, Jan
Nalder and Pat Dare offered themselves for re-election and were duly elected. Coral
Parker congratulated Jan and Pat on their year’s work of getting the branch estab
lished, and expressed the pleasure of all that these two girls had agreed to remain in
office for another year.
It was planned to hold the South-West Branch Annual Dinner in Albany next
year, 1967.
Forty Old Girls attended the dinner following the meeting, together with Mr. and
Mrs. Shepherd and Mrs. Pratt, who travelled from Perth for the weekend.
Representatives from an increased number of districts was evidence of growing
interest.
Following a most amusing and entertaining talk by Mrs. Pratt, coffee was served
and the evening officially closed. However, the spirit of the gathering was such that
few people left and reminiscences continued into the early hours of the morning.
The weekend concluded with a special church service on Sunday morning at
which Mr. Shepherd addressed the gathering.
PAT DARE
REPORT FROM THE SOUTH-WEST BRANCH

The South-West Branch held its Annual Dinner on August 6th at Wendy Pear
son’s home, on a farm at Brunswick. About 20 Old Girls spent a very pleasant evening
together.
The Association President, Coral Parker, accompanied by Mr. Shepherd and Audrey
Knight, attended and Mr. Shepherd gave an informal talk on the recent developments
at the school.
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Coral extended thanks to Jenny Alderson, the retiring president, and to Loma
Taplin (secretary) for their work in establishing the South-West Branch and wished
Merrilee Fry (McLeod) (newly-elected president) and Lorna success in the coming
year.
Our branch plans to hold another function in six months and an Annual Dinner
in 1967.
LORNA TAPLIN
REPORT FROM THE SPECIAL COMMITTEE

As most Old Girls are aware our project is to raise $3,000 for the extensions to
the Gertrude Walton Memorial Library. Last year, 1965, $1,900 was raised and this
year another $750 has been added. We aim to raise the remaining sum early in the
New Year.
This year money raised has come from an autumn fashion parade, a film evening,
direct donations from Old Girls, functions organized by country branches, and Genera!
Committee donation.
Once again our committee is indeed grateful to ail those who have given their
assistance.
The extensions were officially opened in May, and the added accommodation is
proving most successful, making us feel that all efforts made have been truly worth
while.
ANNE RYAN
Old Girls who are in 1st Year University

Julie Smith
Terry Slee
Dianne Were
Nancie Page
Lyn Taylor

Lyn Atkinson
Francis Barr
Helen Birch
Francis Clements
Susan Geyer
Old Girls who Graduated in 1965

Penelope Hill, Arts
Phillippa Heron, Arts

Helen Clarke, Arts
Kerry Foster, Arts

Girls Attending Claremont Teachers’ Training College

1st Year—Susan Beetson, Nancy Cook.
2nd Year—Helen Mason, Judith Manning, Meryll Sullivan, Susan Hallam, Helen
Gamble (Infant Teaching), Elizabeth Scott (Home Science), Catherine Milner, Betty
Whyte (Physical Education).
Girls Attending Graylands Training College

1st Year- Jan Hewton, Delphine Waldron.
2nd Year—Susanne Angell, Jocelyn Johnson, Carole Sales.
Girls who Left School in 1965, Training at Royal Perth Hospital

Wilma Lawson, Barbara Kay, Dorothy Bradford. Christine Gamble, Sue Kekwick,
Yvonne Horton. Lois Clarke.
Girls who Passed their Final Exams of West Nurses’ Registration Board this year

Pauline Bignell, Annette Stokes, Helen Rayner, Beth McNair, Yvonne Christie,
Toni Howard, Suzanne Nasso, Anne Marston, Lynley Smedley, Julie Mercer, Margaret
Dali, Christine Anderson.
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