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The childhood shows the man
As morning shows the day. Be famous then
By wisdom; as thy empire must extend
So let extend thy mind o'er all the world
(Milton, Paradise Regained)

SdifoUeil
In this year’s Collegian, we have attemped not only to present
a record of the year’s activities, but also to encourage the
development of original ideas upon the theme of childhood, and
some sort of social and literary consciousness — in short, to
make people think.

of many writers — particularly Blake and Wordsworth. The
literature on the theme is almost limitless, ancient and modern.
However, this Collegian is not intended to provoke nostalgic
reaction (surely a welcome relief after this year), but rather to
encourage students to look at the present and the future, in the
context of the school, and their relationship to it. For despite
attempts by some senior students to encourage a sense of com
munity at M.L.C., with forays into the publishing world
(C.R.U.M.B.) the liberation of notice boards, and efforts to
resurrect the S.R.C., the same people are being involved time
and time again. The music department, debating and drama may
go from strength to strength, but their progress is largely
unmarked by the majority.

Although there will no doubt be some who do not consider
this the premise of a school magazine, the need for it seems
increasingly obvious, as the trend towards apathetic and blissful
ignorance continues. There were discovered, earlier this year, a
group of Year 12’s who did not know what Auschwitz was.
Somewhere, there have been deficiencies in the education
system. This is not the fault of any one school, but it is par
ticularly difficult for the modern independent school, which
must carefully tread a balance between conservative tradition
and progressive liberalism. There appears a growing group of
“students” who know little about anything, and care less.

However, for the efforts of a small, but dedicated few in the
production of this magazine, I am eternally grateful, to the com
mittee: Sue Hanrahan, Catriona Gregg, Carolyn Court, Greer
Bradbury, Tanya Godfrey, Jenny Price, Karen Moller. Donna
Mak and Robin Uren. Also many thanks to Mr Thompson, and
especially to Mrs. Synnott, who had the unenviable task of
keeping us “within the bounds of propriety and economy” —
particularly the former.

We do not wish to encourage the breed of writer Brooke
called “Earnest Youth" — referring to the habit of school
magazine contributors of “discoursing with sad superiority the
wider questions of the day”. However, it seems that perhaps a
majority of students are unaware of what “the wider questions
of the day" even are. In selecting the Year of the Child as our
theme, we have tried to widen the scope of the Collegian, and to
give it more universal relevance, while still fulfilling its function
as a school magazine. Childhood and the transition from it to
maturity are of interest and concern to all students. The pre
occupation with the innocence of children is evident in the work

We hope the 1979 Collegian will initiate a new trend in the
nature of the school magazine; not merely as a record of sports
wins and drama competitions, but as a forum for the develop
ment and expression of ideas at M.L.C.

KATHERINE SMITS
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Collegian Committee: FRONT — Sue Hanrahan. Carolyn Court, Catriona Gregg, Katherine Smits, Greer Bradbury. BACK — Robin Uren, Tanya
Godfrey, Mrs. Synnott. Jenny Price. Karen Moller. Absent: D. Mak.
The cover for this year's Collegian was based on an original design drawn by Ah Pang Lim of Year 12. It represents the universal nature of the theme of
the magazine — The Year of the Child. It was adapted by Catriona Gregg.
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My first word is one of commendation for the student leader
ship of 1979. “Responsible” and “cheerful” are the adjectives
that come to mind in describing this year’s elected leaders.
Head Girl
Deputy Head Girl
Head Boarder
House Captains

Susan Hanrahan
Elizabeth Williams
Catherine Hasson
Athens
— Gillian Bownes
Corinth
— Sue Rodwell
Olympia
— Karen Sabitay
Rome
— .Jonica Eastaugh
Sparta
— Carolyn Cruickshank
Troy
— Carlene Riseley

Sports Vice-Captains

Athens
Corinth
Olympia
ROME
SPARTA
TROY

— Sharlene Crosby
— Natalie Pegg
— Cathy Ramm
— Jennifer Price
— Jennifer Barrett
— Lisa Dry

Athens
Corinth
Olympia
Rome
Sparta
Troy

— Alison Britton
— Linda Fenner
— Greer Bradbury
— Shelley Hogg
— Ruth Hadley
— Carolyn Court

Arts Vice-Captains

Dr. Hadley.

A number of individual achievements should be noted here
and the girls congratulated for their efforts.

-

AMANDA NAIRN, on being one of five Western Austra
lian Secondary School students selected to attend the
International Science School conducted by the Founda
tion for Physics within the University of Sydney.

Early in the school year an important event occurred for
M.L.C. Sumner House was officially opened by the Premier, the
Hon. Sir Charles Court, on March 2nd at 2.45 p.m. The act of
dedication was performed by the Moderator of the Uniting
Church, Sir Ronald Wilson. The building was named in honour
of Mr. C.R. Sumner, who has been the honorary Treasurer of the
College for 21 years.

-

CATHERINE HEWGILL, on winning the Garland 150th
W.A. Anniversary Music Competition for solo instru
ments.

-

KATHERINE SMITS, on being selected to the State and
National school students’ Debating Teams.

-

JUDY KANE, on being the top prize-winner in the Ger
man (D.A.S.) examinations.

Two other large events involved the whole school family. The
first, on April 6th, was our night of Colonial Capers and
Cavalcade of Fashion. It was a happy, and according to some, a
magical night. The May-pole dancers never tired; the girls cook
ing damper and preparing billy-tea over the open fire had no
lack of custom; the stalls sold out of practically everything —
hot dogs, pot plants, lucky dips, umbrellas, lavender bags,
recipes. Then came the entertainment in the hall — the drama,
the singing and the fashion parade.

ANDREA WATTS, on her success in the ‘Young Writers’
Goldfield Safari’.

-

MICHELLE FOWLER, on her selection for the State
Under-17 Cross Country Athletic Team.

-

AMANDA NAIRN, on reaching the State Finals phase of
YOUTH SPEAKS FOR AUSTRALIA.

-

The other major event was the Open Night on July 5th, when
over one thousand people learned more of the school’s educa
tional programme. Visitors who attended were impressed with
the enthusiasm and helpfulness of both girls and teachers.

JILLIAN NALDER and ELIZABETH CARRINGTONJONES, on being Rotary Exchanges for study overseas in
the 1980 academic year.

The passing of the years brings certain sadness to the school,
particularly when loyal supporters of the school, for one reason
or another, have to cease their direct association with the
school. At the College Council level, the Chairman, Sir
Crawford Nalder, is resigning from this high office of respon
sibility. 1 would like to pay tribute to his support and wise
leadership over the past five years. For the past ten years the
Council has been well served by Mr. S.N. McNeill as Secretary.
He now leaves the State to become Director of the Red Cross in
South Australia, and goes with our sincere appreciation and
good wishes. From the teaching staff ranks, Mrs. V. Rowbotham
leaves us to begin a very busy life of creative retirement. Mrs.
Rowbotham has been on the staff for twenty-three years, eleven
of them as Head of the Science Department. Many, many
Biology students will remember Mrs. Rowbotham and her
enthusiasm for Science with affection. Mrs. Amesz also leaves to
take up the duties of motherhood.

The RADIO STATION recalls a school activity with a
difference. Rosemary Ferrell's words to the tune of W.A.'s sesquicentennial jingle, acted as the catalyst for Mrs. Arbuckle and
the school choir and chamber orchestra to work on suitable
musical accompaniments and arrangements. The result: M.L.C.
won the best secondary school entry (a $500 cheque) and the
best overall entry (the radio station). The contest, organised by
Radio 6IX and the Bank of New South Wales, involved a large
number of primary and secondary school children in a worth
while activity,
The school play “A Home for Stray Cats” was again a most
successful production. Our thanks and congratulations to Mr.
Ballantyne and all the girls who took part.
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My report for Speech Night 1978 is a comprehensive one,
some excerpts from which I attach to my comments for “Col
legian” of 1979.

—

Through the year the school’s beautiful grounds and estab
lished buildings were maintained and restored. Visitors to the
school this third term will have noticed, if they did not have to
negotiate, scaffolding climbing right to the top of the tower in
the centre of the main old building. This scaffolding enabled us
to renew our acquaintance with a very old friend, a wyvern, who
has patiently and lovingly been sitting up there since the main
building was completed in 1922. Having watched over us for 56
winters and summers he was looking rather weather-beaten, if
not crestfallen; he is now repaired, painted, looking beautiful
and feeling very happy. Please admire him when you visit us
next.

—

What did not surprise us was the announcement very early in
the year that two of the twenty General Exhibition winners in
the State went to M.L.C. girls, Hilda Khoo and Rowena Koek.
As only four girls in the State won General Exhibitions, it is
pleasing to know that two of them came from M.L.C. Eightytwo of our girls last year in the Certificate of Secondary Educa
tion attained gradings of 1, 2, or 3, which approximate the old
idea of ‘distinctions’. This high proportion is very pleasing and
reflects credit both on the motivation of the girls and the
dedication and skill of the teaching staff.

—

—

—

—
—
—
—

—
—
—

PUI CHING THAM, a $25 prize in the Senior Division of
the I.B.M. Mathematics Competition.
ELIZABETH DAVIS, a $70 prize in the Junior Division
of the I.B.M. Mathematics Competition.
AMANDA NAIRN, a $30 prize in the Junior Division of
the I.B.M. Mathematics Competition.
TAMARA HERMAN, on her achievement in winning the
instrumental section of the A.B.C. State Finals of the
Instrumental and Vocal Competitions.
KATHERINE NAIRN, on winning the first prize in the
W.A. Goethe Society Essay Competition.
MARGARET GRAHAM, on winning a Highly Com
mended Award in the 1978 Young Writers’ Competition.
VIVIAN FREEDMAN, on winning the State Junior
Squash Championship.
JOANNE DONNAN, on being selected for the Under-16
State Softball team.
CARLENE RISELY, on being selected for the Under-19
State Softball team.
JENNIFER ROBERTS, on being selected for the Junior
State Gymnastics team.
JODI NEWTON and KAREN MOLLER, on their selec
tion for the State Swimming team.
TONIA DUNNE, on being selected for the State
Athletics team.

A record number of M.L.C. girls have won Rotary Exchange
Scholarships to spend 1979 in educational insitutions overseas;
Sally Bennett, Penelope Bladen, Nicole Elischer, Joanne Kelly
and Amanda Russell.

May I point out in passing that at present these C.S.E. grad
ings are established generally on the basis of 50% external
examinations. The external examinations that are presently
being used to moderate the varying standards between the
schools are the Tertiary Admission Examinations. 1 do not
greatly care whose external examinations they are — be they
the tertiary institutions’ or, more logically, the Board of Secon
dary Education’s — but 1 believe it is very important that some
kind of examination or series of tests be maintained so that the
differing standards of schools may be compared and moderated.
This is important not only for the employing agencies or bodies,
but for the schools themselves. 1 see no real educational or prac
tical reason for lessening the weight of external testing. The pre
sent 50-50 arrangement of school assessment and external
examination has worked very well over the years.

Council scholarships for entry to Year 8 have been awarded
to Susan Campbell, Bronwyn Davies, Catherine Johnston and
Sharlene Halbert. Special awards were granted to Megan Tough
and Felicity Thorpe.
It would be good if I could thank publicly the vast army of
people whose valued contributions to Methodist Ladies’ College
make it the kind of school it is. But clearly that is not possible.
Very briefly, but sincerely, I would like to thank the teaching
staff, under Mrs. Synnott, for their professional and dedicated
work; Mr. Trigg, Mrs. Agar, Mrs Mews, Mrs Boyd and those in
the House Staff for the care they take with our boarding stu
dents; Mr. Mercer and all involved in the administrative work of
the College for their competent and willing service; Mr. Shep
pard and Mr. Crompton and their staff for their valued work in
the physical well-being of the school; Mr. Stock and the com
mittee of the Parents’ & Friends' Association for their great sup
port; Mrs Bownes and the Ladies Committee for their real and
continuing assistance; the ladies who work so hard and so effi
ciently in the School Canteen and the Clothing Exchange; and
Mrs. Beggs and the committee of the Old Girls’ Association for
their work in establishing fellowship links with past scholars and
for their support of present school activities.

It should be noted also that there is a growing body of sub
jects in the Certificate of Secondary Education for which the ter
tiary institutions are not at all interested in setting examina
tions. But as these subjects still have to be moderated somehow,
it is inevitable and right that the Board of Secondary Education
prepares and administers these moderating tests or examina
tions. Again an equal weighting of internal school assessment
and external testing seems a just arrangement — to the student,
to the school, and to the employer.
Through the different years of the secondary school, girls par
ticipate in history and economics essay competitions, various
mathematics competitions, language camps, competitions and
examinations, debating competitions, the W.A. Mathematics
Enrichment course, and the A.M.E.B. Speech and Music
examinations.

The members of the College Council, both as a Council and
in the various working committees, have continued their wise
leadership of the school and in a manner which I personally
appreciate very much. Again, I would express my appreciation
to the Executive Officers of the Council for their valued support
and guidance; the Chairman, Sir Crawford Nalder; the Deputy
Chairman, Mr Percy Pearson; the Secretary, Mr. Neville
McNeill; and the Treasurer, Mr. Clyde Sumner.

The following girls are to be congratulated on their achieve
ment at a State level in a variety of fields:
4

In February an orientation camp was held for the future
Year 8’s. I feel that this was a valuable event in making
the girls feel at home and giving them confidence to face
their years in the senior school. This is an impressionable
age and many younger girls look towards older girls for
leadership and guidance.

'Zteact (felt '4,
With 1979, another successful year for M.L.C. drawing to a
close, I find myself thinking over Year 12 and my experiences
this year as Head Girl and the five years I have spent at this
school.
In keeping with the underlying theme of this year’s Collegian
“The Year of the Child", this year has been an excellent way of
remembering Year 12 as being a transition from our last rem
nants of childhood days to those of adulthood.
The last five years have disappeared rapidly but not without
leaving lingering memories of happy friendship. M.L.C. is a true
community in structure, adminstration and aims and caters for
all individuals by providing a good environment in which to
grow up and mature, to enable us to develop our respective
talents and interests and last but not least to give us a broad
education.
Although it would not be true to say year 12 has been a Year
of continual excitement, leisure and smiles, it has been a
culmination of all our years at M.L.C. and ironically the years
have got progressively better. Year 12 has been a vital year in
coming to grips with making decisions about our future,
developing as an individual, coping with the pressures of work
in a mature way and adding that final touch to us as “Ladies” as
we emerge from our five year metamorphosis.

—

Organising the Red Cross Doorknock Appeal volunteers
in March. This can be a little chaotic as 1 learned. Overall
it was very successful and we raised over $1000, with
less than 40 volunteers.

Chairing S.R.C. meetings

—

Heading the Year 12 ball committee and the ball
orgainisation — currently underway. This will hopefully
be a successful and memorable occasion for all Year 12’s

—

A College Sunday Reading, a speech on Speech Night
and making a short valedictory Dinner Speech as well as
impromptu speeches and thanks and announcing any
notices at assembly.

—

The opening of Sumner House allowed Cathy, Liz and
me a chance to meet members of the School Council and
Sir Charles Court.

—

More lighthearted exercises have included being on the
judge’s panel for the Mr. Christ Church competition and
arranging various Christ Church-M.L.C. functions such
as the Hockey match which was organized by Liz
Williams.

—

Organizing the French cafe on Heather Lamont Day was
a successful venture and one in which many Year 12’s
willingly participated, whether it was the smell of pizzas
and garlic bread which lured them I'll never know.

1 have found my year as Head Girl a very rewarding and
enjoyable one. 1 owe thanks to many people, especially Dr.
Hadley, Mrs. Synnott, Mr. Godwin who has been a wonderful
Head of Year 12, Cathy Hasson and a special thanks to Liz.
Williams whose continual support has been much appreciated.

Attending meetings such as the Commonwealth Day
Youth Rally in March. This was held at the Supreme
Court Gardens and was attended by two representatives
of schools all over the Metropolitan area, including Cathy
Hasson and myself.

—

Public speaking occasions include —

The position of Head Girl is one which requires qualities of
leadership and responsibility. It teaches and develops dip
lomacy, how to approach people confidently and how to deleg
ate various duties, it gradually gives more ease with public
speaking, helps you learn the ropes and procedures of organis
ing and hopefully teaches you how to use authority wisely.

A summary of some of the highlights of 1979 and duties of
Head Girl besides getting over stage fright, opening letters,
wearing name badges and trying to set an example are: —
—

—

Finally 1 would like to wish the 1980 Head Girl the very Best
of Luck and to all those at M.L.C. best wishes for the years
ahead.

SUSAN HANRAHAN

Head Girl — Sue Hanrahan, Head Boarder — Cathy Hasson, Deputy Head Girl — Elizabeth Williams.
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under the same roof. With the leadership and guidance of Mr.
and Mrs. Trigg, Mrs. Agar and the mistresses, the Boarding
House has been run fairly smoothly and efficiently.

TRefioAt

The 1979 Boarding House year began two days early for the
new girls and House Prefects, with yet another successful orien
tation camp. These camps have enabled many problems associ
ated with settling into a new environment, by the new girls to be
overcome. Thanks must be extended to all those who partici
pated in the smooth running of the weekend, especially Mr.
Thornber.

I would also like to take the opportunity to thank all the Year
12’s for their co-operation and support this year. My task has
been made easier with the support and encouragement of the
prefects, Jill, Sharlene, Michelle, Leanne, Liz, Debbie and Tracy
(Poult!). A special thanks to Alana for her friendship and end
less support over this past year in particular.

Many changes have also taken place within the Boarding
House this year. One, in particular, was the building of the
Quiet Room which provides a silent and comfortable area within
the school!

This being the last year of the 70’s, we can see a tremendous
change has been experienced within many spheres of boarding
house life; greater parent interaction and involvement being a
more recent development, new and comfortable facilities being
installed, more activities and freedom in the Boarding House are
but a few to mention. This will continue to change with the
1980's hopefully bringing even newer and brighter prospects to
the Boarding House than ever.

The valuable work and help of the Boarders' Committee,
many parents and friends, and small "busy bee” of Boarders'
mums, have enabled this room to be established. So too have
activities increased this year, with many organised group
activities such as concerts, plays, excursions, quiz nights. In the
field of sport the Boarders' Hockey are to be congratulated for
winning the Challenge Cup, as well as a high percentage of their
matches. To the netballers, who didn’t do quite so well — well
played anyway. Another highlight of the year was the taping of
the Boarders’ singing for the A.B.C.'s Community Hymn Sing
ing Programme heard throughout Australia!

To 1980's Head Boarder, I wish the very best of luck, hoping
you receive the necessary support and co-operation you need.
This past year as Head Boarder has been a new and rewarding
experience for me, as have been my five years as a Boarder at
M.L.C. In the future, it is hoped that with more co-operation
and spirit amongst the Boarding House as a whole, an even hap
pier atmosphere will continue to grow.

Unfortunately this year hasn’t been without some problems,
which is to be expected with such a large group of girls living

CATHY HASSON

YEAR 12 BOARDERS
FRONT ROW: K. Moller, M. Lucas, V. Edwards, E. Carrington-Jones. L. Craske, C. Hasson, J. Nalder, S. Rodwell, B. Harris, A.M. Clarke, M. Richards.
SECOND ROW. F. Neuman, J. Dickey, T. Sandercock, K. Sweetman, T. Poultney, D. Brown, C. Pederick, R. Martin, ,J. Ward.
BACK ROW: L. Soon, C. Davis, M L Wang, S. Crosby, C Ramm, K, Patrick.
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test blood. We worked in a small office area in St. George’s Ter
race and from these humble beginnings the Blood Bank
developed.
1 married as soon as I finished my degree and we went to live
in Melbourne. For three years I worked in the Munition
Laboratories measuring gauges for guns and ammunition. One
of the worst things I had to do during that period was to work in
an island window of Myers in Bourke Street. Ever since that day
I have had a lot of sympathy for the animals in a zoo!
We moved back to Perth as the war ended. After a few years
of leisure, 1 decided to look for a part-time job. M.L.C. had been
advertising for a Biology teacher so 1 saw Mr. Shepherd and
joined the staff. 1 thought that if I liked the work, I would stay
for about four years to see a group of girls through to Leaving. I
did like M.L.C., and the girls, and have stayed for 23 years.
However, having heard the remark “Are you STILL at M.L.C.?”
quite often, 1 feel the time has come to leave. 1 will miss the
school and the people who have become so large a part of my
life, but one thing I will not regret is not hearing all those bells.
When 1 first came to M.L.C. most of the school — Grade 3 to
Leaving were in the main building, and we all attended assemb
ly every morning in the hall — now the Chapel. Over the years
the school has grown in size and numbers. No longer is it possi
ble to know every girl by name. Fortunately the numbers have
remained fairly static for the last few years, and I trust that the
school population will not get any larger.
Plans for the future? Who knows? Albany has always been
my second home, and 1 intend spending a lot of time there next
year, while 1 decide whether to live there permanently. If I do
decide to live there, I know that Ben will be overjoyed.

(fainted

1979
It has been most encouraging to see the keen interest that was
taken in the S.R.C. this year. We had a record number of meet
ings with incredible attendance records surpassing last year’s
meetings by a ratio of about 7:1.
Topics of discussion included organization of the Heather
Lamont Festival, possible academic colours, planting more trees
around the school and the possibility of adopting a proposed
school crest.
At the second meeting Dr. Hadley revised the meeting pro
cedure which was useful to all, although overall the meetings
have remained fairly informal with good audience response
amidst the Ryvita mouthfuls.
1 feel that to ensure the continued support received at this
year’s meetings, publicity of forthcoming meetings and
announcing the proposed agenda at assembly gets more people
involved and is the answer to keeping up the interest and atten
dance numbers.
As has been stressed time and time again, all are welcome to
attend meetings or to submit suggestions, anonymous or other
wise, into the two ice-cream containers BILL and BEN in the
Research Centre or the Counsellors’ Office.

V. ROWBOTHAM
EDITORIAL COMMENT

Whether or not a motion is passed, it at least allows people to
air their views and allows members of staff and Counsellors to
know what students want improved or reviewed. You may be
pleasantly surprised . . . persistence in bringing up the subject of
banning hats, installing a photo-copying machine and water
coolers eventally paid off.

Mrs. Rowbotham’s departure will leave us all with a sense of
emptiness and loss. To the school and all its members, Mrs.
Rowbotham has been a loyal friend, giving unstintingly of her
self and her abilities wherever and whenever the need arose; as
a professional teacher, Mrs. Rowbotham has always had a wide
horizon, being a member of the Australian Science Teachers’
Association, the Gould League and the Wild Life Association;
and, as a force for unswerving honesty and morality, Mrs.
Rowbotham has been an enduring inspiration to everyone. All
this has been allied with a keen sense of humour and with a per
ceptive and ready wit.
Methodist Ladies' College is indeed fortunate to have had
Mrs. Rowbotham as one of its members for so long.
For our well-loved Biologist, the school wishes many happy
and fulfilling years to come.

I’d also like to thank Rose Ferrell for her conscientious devo
tion and support as Secretary, preparing agendas and reports.
Whether lack of complaints is due to apathy and complacency
or to satisfaction within the school, 1 don’t know, but I feel it is
important to realise that this school is democratic and gives stu
dents a chance to voice their opinions through the Student
Representative Council.
SUE HANRAHAN

MRS. R. AND BEN
A few days ago, Mrs. Synnott stopped me in the corridor and
demanded a “report” from me. Horror of horrors! Still, if it is
not done 1 will probably end up in detention.
I was born in Perth and brought up in an atmosphere of
science and music. My father was very interested in music and 1
met, talked with and listened to, many very famous musicians,
but in spite of this I was never tempted to learn to play an
instrument.
As long as 1 can remember 1 have been keen on watching and
collecting “bugs” and filling my room with my collections. This
must have been a sore trial to my parents, both of whom had no
knowledge of Biology at all.
Apart from a couple of years at state schools, I was educated
at Presbyterian Ladies’ College. From there 1 went on to do
Science at the University of W.A.
War broke out while I was at Uni and the women science stu
dents (about 8 of us) and the women members of the science
staff (about 5) helped to man the Red Cross Emergency Blood
Bank. Each of us gave two half-days each week to group and
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Mrs. Rowbotham and Ben.
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PHYSICS:
Mr. A. Soliman, B.Sc.
HUMAN BIOLOGY:
Mrs. J. Fischer, B.Ed.
LANGUAGES:
Mrs. W. Pang, B.A., Dip.Ed.
ECONOMICS:
Mr. A.A. Wilkins, B.Econ., B.Ed.
ART:
Mr. J. Garde, T.C.
HOME ECONOMICS:
Mrs. J. Gear, Dip. Dom. Sc. (Edin.),
MUSIC (acting):
MUSIC:
DRAMA:
BUSINESS STUDIES:
PHYSICAL EDUCATION:
SPEECH:
LIBRARIAN:

M.A.C.E.
Mrs. W. Arbuckle, B.A., A.Mus.A.
Miss M. Pride, B.A., Dip. Ed., L.Mus.A.
Mr. D.I.P. Ballantyne, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. M. MacRae, T.Dip., P.S., A.I.P.S.,
L.R.S.M.
Mrs. E. Gobolos, Dip.Ed
Mrs. C. Thornton, B A., B.Ed. F.T.C.L.
Mrs. R. ten Raa, A.L.A.

MUSIC
Mrs. P. Ledger, Dip.T. (Mus.)
Mrs. D. Foyster. A.U.A.
Mrs. J. Bandy, B.Mus.
Mrs. M. Sarcich, M.A. (Mus)
Miss P. Ashurst
Mrs. G. Owen, B.A. (Hons)
Mr. V. Manly, M.B.E., D.S.C.M., L.A.B., A.Mus.A.
Mrs. R. Hanly, L.Mus.A. (Viol), L.Mus.A. (Sing)
Mr. G. Moore
Mrs. E. Pate, B.Sc.
Miss W. Clarke
Miss J. Dawson
Mrs. E. Hewgill
Mr. B. Pope
Mr. J. Mann
Mr. J. Anderson
Miss J. Westlake
Mrs. H. Edmonds, L.Mus.A., D.S.C.M
Mrs. M. Picton Warlow, A.Mus.A.. L.T.C.L . L.R.S.M.
Mrs. J. Smith
Mrs H. Brittan
Mrs H. Dear

'

Mrs. M.A. Amesz. B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. S.M. Biddles, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr. K.J. Broderick, B.A., B.Ed.
Mrs. P. Catchpole, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. A.M. Evans, B.A. (Lions)
Mrs. M.A. Everingham, P.T.C.
Mr. I.F. Ford. B.Sc. (Hons), A.R.A.C.T.
Mrs. P.B. Froudist, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. J.M. Gibson. T.C.
Mrs. M. Giudici, Dip.Sec.Studies
Mr. B. Godwin, B.Sc.. P.G.C.E.
Mrs. E. Hardy, T.C.
Mrs. 1. Herman, L.Mus.A., L.R.S.M.
Mrs. M.H. Hill, B.A. (Hons), Dip.Ed.
Mrs. J. House. T.C.
Mrs. L. Joll, B.A. (Hons), B.Ed., A.S.D.A.. L.T.C.L.
Mrs. D.C. Leather, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. C.J. Lord, B.A., T.C.
Mrs. P. Molyneux, Dip.H.Ec., T.C.
Mrs. M. Nixon. B.A., T.C.
Mrs. Y.L. Palmer, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. F.A. Petts
Mrs. J. Rankin, Dip.Ed., A. Asian Studies (WAIT)
Mrs. J. Russell, B.A. (Hons) Q’ld
Miss J. Smith, A.F.A.
Mrs. M.A. Sonntag, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. M E. Telfer, B.A.. T.C.
Rev. D. Tietzel
Mrs. W.J. Vincent. B.Sc.
Mr. J. Fisher. Laboratory Technician
Mrs. A. Stokes, Library Assistant
Mr. R. Thompson, Audio-Visual Technician

'*************************************************************************•

TEACHING STAFF 1979

PHYSICAL EDUCATION
PRIMARY TEACHERS
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.

D. Hope, Dip.T.
N.l. Rhodes, T.C.
S. Hocking. Dip.T.
L. Batterham, Dip.T
A. Ryan, T.C.
J. Smith (Suzuki Violin)

Miss E. Davenport, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Miss P. Wadsworth, T.C.

BALLET
Mrs. S. Wise. M.R.A.D.

TENNIS
Mr. R. Casey. B.A., Mem T.P.A.A.
Mr. G. King, Mem T.P.A.A.

*********************************************************************************************************^
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We have our dreams too, as these quotes show: —
“/ would like to be a movie director, making films in liv
ing colour. ”
“One day I’ll have an Afro hairdo.”
“I would really love a tattoo . . . somewhere."
“I wonder how a voyeur feels? I met Ben in the Ladies’. ”

Days in the lives of. . .

Try hard to get to school by 8.30 to have 15 minutes to relate
the previous night’s happenings or just wake up properly before
facing A Class at 8.45, Work then until 11 a.m. when recess
calls for a sprint to the Staff Room to get the best sandwich and
the least soggy piece of cake; more work until 1 p.m.; blessed
lunchtime of hour (or less, depending on meetings and duties)
for gulping down revolting slimming concoctions or exquisitely
arranged leftovers; comparing recent weight losses and talking
about this and that . . . Back to work which can be an outing to
the Zoo, or The Streetcar at PIFT or the VD Clinic (for Human
Biology), or getting entangled with metres of videotape, or just
plain teaching.

We welcomed several new members of staff:— Caroline
Thornton, Kevin Broderick, Margaret Everingham, lan Ford,
Camille Lord, Judith Russell and Alan Wilkins. Camille left us
for 6 weeks to have a baby daughter.
Margaret Pride returned from a year’s exciting experience of
American musical education and the girls in the choir
immediately started stamping their feet on her return.

At night, about once a term, there is a Parent/Teacher night;
we and our markbooks are in Bosisto Hall and discuss/reassure/
encourage/review/stimulate and examine to our heart’s content.

It was good to welcome Mary Hill back after some years in
the U.K.
This was the Year of the Child, and especially so for Mrs.
Amesz; for us teachers it’s really always the year of the child.
Let’s be enterprising when planning for the child of the ’80’s.

To celebrate the end of term, international lunches were
cooked and eaten this year. The produce of various nationalities
and backgrounds — tasty entrees, curries, multi-coloured
chicken dishes and many other (some unrecognisable) delicacies
were consumed with gusto.

RtR.

At the Heather Lamont Festival unexpected and delightful
Mr Soliman (to a physics class). You are just like the staff
staff talents emerged at the performance of “Cinderella” - did
room’ everybody is talking and nobody is listening,
you ever see a Stripping Chaplain in your life?!---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

M.L.C. Staff.
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A very important development at M.L.C. has been our
involvement in the World Vision 40 Hour Famine. This year
some 35 girls participated in the fasting at the school, with
many more observing the fast at home. The ‘School’ fasters
spent two chilly nights in Bosisto Hall. We are very grateful to
Sister Ella (formerly of Perth Wesley Mission) for spending the
two nights in Bosisto Hall with the girls. The weekend was a
very important experience for us all and we were all very much
challenged by Sister Ella’s sharing with us concerning her work
in Calcutta and Mother Theresa.

“Reftynt

I am grateful to the Collegian committee for the opportunity
of presenting the Chaplain’s report, this being my fourth.
New Office: In the best traditions of the former Methodist
Church the Chaplain continues to be itinerant and this year is
situated in the new Sumner House. With Sumner House provid
ing something of a new focus in the school, the move is proving
to be a good one.

Money raised for Social Services for distribution in 1979 was
as follows:— Cancer Arthritis and Heart Joint Appeal $50,
Association for the Blind $50, University Camp for Kids $35,
Sister Kates Home for Children $50, Uniting Church Homes for
Children $50, Christmas Bowl Appeal $50, Lucy Creeth Home
for Children $40, Red Cross $40, Salvation Army Social Ser
vices $40 and Muscular Dystrophy Research Foundation $50.

New Religious Education Classroom: For the first time in my
four years (perhaps first time ever) there is a special R.E.
classroom. This has proved to be a tremendous help in terms of
convienience to the Chaplain and in facilitating the teaching of
religious education.
School Fellowship: Discussion groups have met during
lunchtimes and recent meetings used a Christian Life Cur
riculum resource “What Christians Believe”.

REV. B.E.R THORNBER, Chaplain.

T&tvufat d ‘iQefont
Boarders have appreciated the initiative taken by the Board
ing House Committee in helping to provide a “Quiet Room"
and to furnish it in a comfortable and attractive way. Visits to
theatre evenings and concerts have also been arranged by com
mittee members and enjoyed by the boarders. Carpets have
been placed in more Year 12 dorms and new beds and new
blankets have been purchased.

Camping: Our March camp was again held at Parkerville and
again was a great occasion. The camp had a good balance of
worship, study and recreational activities. The campers again
benefitted from the talents of Mr. Garde, the Head of the Art/
Craft Department. Under Mr. Garde’s supervision sculpturing
was enthusiastically undertaken by all. Any resemblance bet
ween the finished product made and Grace Clark was purely
coincidental! Mrs. Biddles served us well as a Study Group
leader and Mr. Broderick during his visit contributed splendidly
to the happy atmosphere of the camp. Special mention also goes
to Amanda Nairn for the preparations and conduct of the
simulation game on the Saturday evening.

A boarders’ representative committee meets regularly and
makes recommendations to be considered by staff and the Col
lege Council. Some girls belong to hockey and netball teams
which play in competitions outside school hours. Each week, a
bulletin is prepared and distributed to parents.

Plans are now in hand for our Third Term Camp.

Together, we experience some of the tensions and benefits of
living at school and the Warden shares with Mrs. Agar and all
the other resident staff the responsibility of guiding, of protect
ing and of encouraging this dynamic community.

Social Services: The School continues to be informed about
the needs of the community through its guests at the Chapel
periods, and it contributes financially to a wide range of
charities.

W. TRIGG

top

______
Mr B. Thornber and Mr. W. Trigg.
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Basketball: The Basketball Team is equal first at this stage of
the season with only a few more games to be played. Well done,
keep up the good work.

7fL*&. & OtcC (fait' AteotCatiM,
TteuMi

Engagements: Congratulations and Best Wishes go to Kay
Beggs who will be getting married in the New Year, also con
gratulations to Diane Coleman.

President: Glenys Britnall-Paris
Hon. Secretary: Helen Crosby
Hon. Treasurer: Leila Pettersen

Births: Congratulations also go to the following:
Lee Hat well (Scrace) a son.
Sue Bake (Vandenberg) a son.
As I submit the Old Girls’ news for the “Collegian” for the
first time as President this year 1 feel very proud to be associated
with M.L.C. again.

Marriages: Congratulations go to the following girls who have
been married in the past twelve months.

This year is the International Year of the Child and we were
very lucky to have Matron Grant of N’Gala come and speak to
us at our Annual Dinner which was attended by 190 past pupils.
It was very encouraging to have so many older members attend
ing and also a very large gathering of'last year’s girls. Thank you
all very much for your support.

Paula McGill to Keith Taylor
Adele Cain to Grant Boyce
Judith Wright to Paul Garbutt
Susan Richards to Ted Del Borrelo
Joy Heal to Adriane Smith
Gweneth Taylor to Gary Bird
Lynette Hasson to Kenneth Bennett
Amanda Edwards to Robert Loss
Jane Raphael to Ramond Lowe
Diane Greatrex to John Ozols
Julie Bradford to Peter Sweetman
Kerry Dargen to Barry Martin
Jenner Barnes to Patrick Smeets
Janet Pascoe to David Robb
Ann Raphael to Clyde Britton
Thelma Sommonds to Geffrey Draper

The Committee is busy working on the Gertrude Walton
Centre which it is hoped will be used by Old Girls in the near
future.
As in other years the Committee showed an active interest in
the school by their participation in the Valedictory Dinner for
the Year 12 girls and Buffet Luncheon for girls leaving in Years
10 and 11.
We congratulate Jan Saggers who won the Old Girls’ prize for
the Best-All-Rounder in Year 12, 1978.

An O.G.A. Service
We now have a fairly comprehensive card system
covering our financial Members. If at some future date
any girl wishes to trace an old friend we may be able to
assist her.

Also our congratulations to Jane Pemberphy for winning the
Old Girls’ Scholarship for Year 8 in 1980.
Netball: The Netball team has done very well for the first time
in competition finishing 3rd. Well done girls.

GLENYS BRITNALL-PARIS, President

Tuckshop.
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice

Gillian Bownes
Alison Britton
Sharlene Crosby
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Once again Athens has had a good try in both the arts and
sporting fields, occasionally with a pleasing result.
The arts side of our House was bravely led by arts vice-cap
tain Alison Britton who took on the battle of directing the
House play “The Brute” and organizing the debating teams.
Our thanks must also go to Margaret Gollagher for her invalua
ble help in conducting and controlling (?) the House choir.

Just a little kiss, please.

Athens’ major sporting success came with a victorious win in
the hockey. Although victories were not a common occurrence,
a good and enthusiastic attempt in softball, volleyball, basket
ball and tennis. Senior netball-no comment! Thanks to Wendy
Wittenoom for her leadership in the position of swimming and
athletic captains. Of course all our athletics achievements were
spurred by our sports vice-captain Sharlene Crosby.
Thanks must also be extended to all
helped us during the year. Firstly,
enthusiasm has rekindled some House
Mrs. Guidici and lastly but not least to
help as House-Mistress.

the teachers who have
Mr. Wilkins, whose
spirits. Thanks also to
Mrs. McRae for all her

Finally, 1 would like to wish all the House officials best of luck
next year.
Chiao
GILL BOWNES

ATHENS SENIOR
FRONT ROW: L. Soon, T. Sadka, G. Bownes, S. Crosby, L. Crafter, S. O'Brien, C. Johns.
SECOND ROW: J. MacDonald, G. Anderson, K. Hewgill, Mrs. MacRae, M. Gollagher, A. Reeve, R. Hutchings, M. McDonald.
THIRD ROW: S. Oversby, L. Smith, J. Hannaford, K. Williamson, L. Stati, C. Vincin.
BACK ROW: K. Patrick, J. Ward, J. Hanson, C. Wyatt, C. McKenzie, D. Benbow, R. Uren, S. Maloney, S. Litton.

ATHENS JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: D. Nash, K. Patrick, S. Pooley, A. Morgan, B. Caratti, K. Morgan, L. Henning.
SECOND ROW: K. Jarvis, A. Reeve, A. Rafferty, J. McCorkill.
THIRD ROW: J. Parsons, J. Chester, S. Walsh, M. Hutchinson, C. Joyce, C. Silverman, F. Gerrard, A. Hollingshead, D. Wandlass, M. Beck, R. Bradford
FOURTH ROW: J. Milne, R. Crosby, A. Heitman, K. Mostyn, K Balfe, C. Evans, C. Milne, K. Starling, S. Idle, J. McMeikan, S. Aylward.
FIFTH ROW: C. Elsegood, I. Verell, P. Davis, K. Young, C. Purdy, K. Smith, E. Worcester, H. Britnall-Paris, K. Callander Stone, L. Jarvis, E. McLachlin
BACK ROW: K. Forster, j. Kitto, C. Benbow, A. Dukes, J. Hollingshead, J. Stokes, F. Elischer.
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice —

Sue Rodwell
Linda Fenner
Natalie Pegg

Corinth, I am happy to say, has had very pleasing results for
1979 in both Arts and Sporting fields.
First term started with a third place in the swimming carnival.
Thanks must be given to Jodi Newton for her admirable
organization of the team.
Corinthians fought hard in the summer sports gaining a
second in tennis and a first in softball. Thanks go to the efforts
of the captains, Karen Brett and Jacky Abbott.
First term ended with the House play coming fourth, directed
by Megan Rees. Great improvement was made with Corinth
House Singing gaining second place to the delight of the choir
and patience and enthusiasm of conductress, Amanda Nairn.
House Drama.

The winter sports in second term had pleasing results with
hockey second, captained by Debbie Brown. Basketball also
second, captained by Kim Estell, and netball gaining fourth,
captained by Dimitra Samios.
The enthusiastic gym team came a close second in the gym
competition. Fleur Challen deserves a special mention for being
placed Senior Champion.
Training is well underway for the Athletic season. Corinth has
a good chance of repeating its win from last year. Good luck to
Leigh Boyle, who is our athletic captain. I’m sure the team spirit
and enthusiasm will help her as it helped me last year.

Thanks must also go to our House Master, Mr. Row, and to
the Vice-Captains Natalie Pegg and Linda Fenner, for their sup
port and involvement through the year.
I have thoroughly enjoyed being House Captain, and 1 wish
every success to all girls in the future years. Thank you, Corinth,
for your support and great co-operation, to make 1979 a most
successful and enjoyable year.
SUSAN RODWELL, House Captain

***********************************************************************************************************

CORINTH SENIORS

FRONT ROW: F. Challen, J. Abbott, H. Pennycuick, S. Rodwell (Captain). C. Hasson, S. Hanrahan, W, Soh. M. Hennessey.
SECOND ROW: A. P. Urn, K. Estell, C. Davis, V. Edwards, Mr. D. Row (Head Corinth), J. Dickey, J. Saggers, C. Pennycuick.
THIRD ROW: D. Samios, J. Newton, J. Buttfield, S. Carrigg, A. Nairn, P. Tegart, D. Brown, A. Clarke, T. Sandercock, K. Sweetman.
BACK ROW: G. Heath, H. Boyd, J. Johnston, M. Rees, L. Calver, P. Sleppy, N Pegg (Sports Vice-Captain). P. Barnetson. L. Boyle, T. Whitehurst

CORINTH JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: S. O'Neill, S. Jones, D. Mayer, J. Atterby, J. Barbour, N.Birch, 0. Buchanan, B. Nield, J. Campbell, R. Shipley.
SEOND ROW: M. Sedgwick, L. Barrie, R. Winning, R. Bell, K. Muir, L. O’Neill, J. Hanrahan, E. Reynolds, E. Dare, C. Thomas.
THIRD ROW: K. Job, M. Ingles, S. Hasson, A. Keamy. J. Kessell, J. Lewis, A. Webb, P. Creighton, D. Bakker, T. Court.
FOURTH ROW: J. Hurley, C. Bakker, C. Farrar, P. Loh, M. Smith, A. Soh, F. Taplin, R. Hardie, J. Hasson, J. Hamblin, G. Clark, S. Gibson.
BACK ROW: S. Langdon, E. Cooper. H. Logve, P. Soh, D. Manolas, L. Drake, K. Dunlop, A. Welborn, L. Buttfield, J. Iddison, T. Samios, S. Wells.

**********************************************************************************************************
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice —

for the singing . . . and a first for the mime section (1 hope that
has rubbed it in enough!) Special congratulation s must go to
the Year 9 girls who bravely accepted the challenge of the
mime . . . well done! Also to further exemplify the flexibility of
the house, on the night of the House Plays and Singing Presen
tation, Anthea Winter and Fran Lejeune rearranged the whole
play on stage; and still pulled it off. An amazing effort! Thanks
must go to Dr. Hadley for allowing us to purchase the House
Flag. It was obviously for good luck! Hopefully it will be next
year too.

Karen Sabitay
Greer Bradbury
Cathy Ramm

We balanced ourselves out with a fourth place in the Hockey
and a fifth place in Basketball. We maintained great competition
for the other houses in netball, with many victories. All mem
bers in winter sport teams participated well and worked as
teams. In the debating field, I won’t say we didn’t put up a good
fight. It’s just that the judges and debaters didn’t always see eye
to eye on everything. In the gym, Olympia did not do so well,
but better luck next year.

If you were to give a prize for the house with the “biggest
impact” in 1979, it would have to be awarded to Olympia. At
the beginning of the year (to the unsuspecting), we seemed to
be a neglected, forgotten house ... no house shield, no house
flag, no house sport bibs ... no real relevance at all. But Olym
pia’s determination could not let this conceal their true identity
as the “champion house” (as the suspecting well know!)

I feel that Olympia has and always will work well as a team,
and if in the years to come they are fortunate enough to have
girls such as Greer Bradbury (Arts Vice) and Cathy Ramm
(Sports Vice) to guide and help them, they will surely succeed.
Thank you to Mrs. Telfer, Mrs. Fischer and Mrs. Hill for their
support, and a special thank you from me to Mrs. Molyneux for
her help in an emergency. Although it is not a good policy to
single out girls for their achievements, 1 feel the House owes a
great deal to Liz Williams and Sue Bartlett, as well as Trudi
Lang, Rosemary Ferrell and Sandra Eckert for their recognition
around the school in certain areas.

So as not to overwhelm the rest of the school, Olympia began
their ‘campaign’ with a modest approach in the Interhouse
Swimming Competition (a very sneaky tactic coming fifth, as a
disguise). Yet they still fooled everyone by appearing to be a
determined, well-organized House team. However, it is not easy
to totally bluff a whole school, so we ended up excelling in the
diving with outright wins by Jenny Roberts and Sue Bartlett.
From here on, Olympia made her comeback.

Now that we know where we stand, hopefully Olympia can
discard all its bluffs and continue to show the school its best.
Good luck for the rest of 1979 and for next year. Thank you
once again, Mrs. Glenister, for your loyal support (which is
more than I can say for Mr. Row . . . although, once an Olym
pian, always an Olympian! .... eat your heart out, Corinth!)

With softball next on the agenda, we proved very successful
because of good teams and Mrs. Glenister’s unyielding support
and optimism. We did superbly in the tennis, resulting in an
overall victory thanks to Dakky Bryant and all girls involved. I
must commend Olympia in then pulling off that superb “hattrick” in the House Drama and Singing Competition. Under the
premeditated plans of girls such as Greer Bradbury add Deborah
Chappell, we proudly accepted a first for the drama, and a first

Best of luck and thank you.

KAREN SABITAY, House Captain

+++++++++*++++++++++++++*+***++++*+*++*■++++++++*+***++++***+****+*+++*+*+*+++++*+**++++*+******+****+*+*++

OLYMPIA SENIOR
FRONT ROW: C. Ng, F. Courtney, G. Bradbury, K. Sabitay, Mrs. Glenister, C. Ramm, R. Martin, A. Bailey.
SECOND ROW: R. Hunt, H. Maddalena, M. Connor.
THIRD ROW: K. Williams, T. Lang, N. Matthews. S. Eckert, D. Bryant.
FOURTH ROW: F. Lejeune, S. Bartlett, R. Stokes, J. Kiemayer, C. Heinrich, L. Williams, M. Mitchell.
BACK ROW: L. Cock, K. Lockwood, R. Halbert, A. Rowley, A. Melia, J. Selva-Ratnam, J. Prott.

OLYMPIA JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: K. Stekettee, R. Sadlier, J. Ferrell, L. Sparrow, S. Wrightson, J. Green, E. Jurecki, C. Bailey.
SECOND ROW: J. Beckwith, A. Hill, J. Stokes, Z. Bradbury, L. Hannan, N. Jenvey, J. Perkins, S. Fischer, J. Harvey.
THIRD ROW: M. Elliott, K. Gibbs, J. Keech, B. Davies, L. Bettenay, J. Willis, M. Lawn.
FOURTH ROW: N. Beardwood, J. Draper, J. Martin, C. Eckersley, J. Lorian, J. Roberts, H. Brookes, S. Liebeck, C. Bardsley, M. Halbert, E. Hamersley.
BACK ROW: K. Draper, J. Aldam, J. Ward, A. Watts, H. Kelly, C. Rowson, P. Cook, M. Miller, S. Ng, J. Beddles, S. Stubbs.
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice

Jonica Eastaugh
Shelley Hogg
Jenny Price

1979 for Rome has been mixed and even though we didn't
have many actual victories it was apparent that there were large
amounts of enthusiasm in the House. Liz Carrington-Jones gal
lantly led the swimming team. Though we have never been
strong in this area I’m sure we would have won if the trophy had
gone to the “Triers”.

;>
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Gym was one field in which Rome excelled. There was no
official captain as all members contributd to their outstanding
first position.
Second term sports included hockey (captain Tracey
Poultney), basketall (under Liz Carrington-Jones) and netball
(captain Jenny Price) and though the skill was hidden in some
places the enthusiasm wasn’t. THANKS FOR TRYING!

The junior tennis (under Liz Davis) and senior tennis (under
Sarah Alltree) teams proved Rome had certain talents in this
area and finished near the top of the ladder.
The Volleyball team was also very professional under cap
tains Michelle Fowler and Di Pinch.

At the moment we’re training for the athletics carnival.
Michelle Fowler is the very capable captain and it’s great to see
the eagerness with which most of the team is performing
especially among the younger Romans. I hope the hard efforts
are rewarded.

Softball was another first team activity and led by Jenny
Baron-Hay and Nicole Stoffers (Senior and Junior captains)
Rome continued to do well. Though we weren’t outstanding
players most people enjoyed the matches.

It has been a profitable year and even though we weren’t the
star House; I would like to thank Mr. Swingler and Mrs. Froudist
for their great contributions and also Jenny Price (sports vice
captain) and Shelley Hogg (arts vice-captain) as well as the
multitude of other Romans who have given me their support
this year.

Megan Hanley, our harassed producer, lead our actors bril
liantly to perform a humorous and very entertaining play.
Shelley Hogg had another unenviable job in producing the
House singing. Her calm and capable efforts lead the Romans to
finish a controversial 4th position.

I hope Romans continue to enjoy participating and I wish
them every success for the future

Also on the arts scene congratulations go to Andrea Suther
land and Liz Davis for their efforts in leading the House debat
ing. Rome proved to have some excellent arguers!

JONICA

****»+**»+**r++**+******++**n*ti+*f *****+++**+*****************+*+*++***+********+++**+**++**+++++++*+•+*'
ROME SENIOR
FRONT ROW: M. Wang, F. Neuman, L. Craske, E. Carrington-Jones, J. Price, J. Eastaugh, Mr. Swingler, S. Hogg, J. Harwood, J. Nalder, L.
Bartholomeusz, C. Fullerton.
SECOND ROW: M. Fowler, A. Sutherland, C. Leary, S. Alltree, T. Poultney, A. Thomas, N. Nixon.
THIRD ROW: K. Jarvis, K. McLachlan, H. Syme, C. Clarke, W. Ken-Allan, J. Crosby, M. Harvey, A. Cohen, C. Alder.
BACK ROW: M. Hanley, J. O’Dwyer, L. Hosken, S. Clarke, B. Servaas, L. Rowland, J. Baron-Hay, S. Tunley, A. Williamson, J. Dodd.
ABSENT: J. Campbell, K. Hennessy, A. Pearson.
ROME JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: J. Raitt, L. Iuretich, F. McGill, J. Mottershead.
SECOND ROW: M. Nalder, E. Grauaug, R. Harrison, S. Mackie, C. Thomas, I. Boers, P. Mackie, F. Leary, S. Wilson.
THIRD ROW: A. McDonald, M.S. Yew, M. Whyte, M. Spencer, M. Tough, J. Langmead, D. Pinch, N. Stoffers, L. Karlovsky.
FOURTH ROW: M.P. Yew, C. Kirby, L. Campbell, P. Hunt, E. Fry, E. Craig, S. Pyett, S. Etherington, T. Jefferies, C. Joll.
FIFTH ROW: K. Robinson, S. Morgan, I. Keil, S. Morris, S. Overington, J. Hyde, D. Graves, S. Tough, M. Davis, M. Barnes.
BACK ROW: C. Foster, R. McKenzie, A. Latham, L. Davis, L. Hummell, E. Kennett, D. Patman, K. Garmony, K. Duggan, P. Hamilton.
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SPARTA*

Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice-

Carolyn Cruickshank
Ruth Hadley
Jenny Barrett
Second term got off to a flying start with the Netball, Hockey
and Basketball teams training hard and trying their hardest to be
successful. All teams showed other Houses that the Spartans
still have that killer instinct.
Debating began in second term and both senior and junior
teams performed brilliantly. The junior team was undefeated
until the last debate; however they still managed to gain first
place. The seniors were strong throughout the season. Con
gratulations to all those concerned.
That just about rounds off this year’s achievements so far.
Athletics training is now under way under the professional eyes
of Joanne Donnan and Nadine Walker, and of course we all wish
the team every success.

Even though this report is being written at the end of second
term, Sparta has proved herself strong in both the sports and
arts fields.

There are a few girls who deserve a special mention: Anita
Bardsley who has proved invaluable to Sparta as our secretary
and treasurer; grateful thanks go to Mrs. Nixon for her con
tinuous support and sincere advice, and finally to Ruth Hadley
and Jenni Barrett who each made a great contribution to the
House and whose help has been deeply appreciated.

To begin with, the Swimming Trophy is again ours for the
fifth time. Congratulations to Julie Donnan who received the
Year 8 trophy; Deanne Walker for Year 9; Natalie Crawford for
runner-up in Year 10, and Carolyn Cruickshank in Year 12.
Also congratulation must go to Sally Cruickshank who received
the junior diving Tropny and Ruth Hadley who was runner-up in
Year 12. However, congratulations must go to the whole House
because it was truly a team effort.

Well Spartans, that’s about it for the year. I have enjoyed the
privilege of being Captain of the best House in M.L.C. That we
have enjoyed great success throughout the year is due to the
tremendous support that all Spartans have given to their House,
and to you all I can only say: “Congratulations, thank you, and
well done”

In first term, softball, tennis and volleyball teams all proved
successful both in junior and senior teams. Congratulatons to all
Captains and girls who participated in these various sports.
First term singing and drama rehearsals got under way early.
The House choir under the guidance of Ruth Hadley sang super
bly and gained a third place at the end of term competition. The
drama was a combined effort with everyone involved making a
tremendous contribution which resulted in our gaining second
place.

To those who will take over the stewardship of the House in
1980,1 say: “Sparta has a fine tradition which I am sure you will
maintain”.

CAROLYN CRUICKSHANK, House Captain

SPARTA SENIOR
FRONT ROW: R. Platt, S. Fuller, B. Harris, J. Barrett, Mrs. Nixon, C. Cruickshank, R. Hadley, K. Smits.
SECOND ROW: K. Edelman, C. Hood, S. Speldewinde, N. Walker, E. Couper, L. Hewett, J. Donnan, A. Bardsley, K. Lip.
THIRD ROW: L. Fisher, A. Berryman, P. Gaunt, M. Richards, S. Leighton, J. Sumner, J. Bennett, J. Storer, V. Wilson, R. Jones.
BACK ROW: J. King, M. Mussared, L. Gribben, M. Lucas, L. Lucas, J. Cugini, S. Cutherbertson, C. Varey, C. Gregg, B. Will.

SPARTA JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: R. Weir, H. Reid, S. Ryan, A. Kirby, A. McLean, S. Tetlow, D. Forgan, J. Anderson.
SECOND ROW: J. Bashem, L. Hardy, L. Fisher, W. Keay, J. Ritchie, N. Birch, S. Payton, J. Kelsall, N. Morey, L. Stals.
THIRD ROW: T. Kent. J. Rollinson, B. Halbert, S. Mills, N. Crawford, D. Walker, D. Moran, S. Minnea, L. Smith.
FOURTH ROW: C. di Nola, T. Oliver, S. Barrett, J. Donnan, C. Johnson, L. Hillan, F. Kakulas, S. Cruickshank, B. Smits, C. Masella, P. Weir.
BACK ROW: R. Powell, S. O’Neill, J. Robinson, H. Rolinson, S. Hewitt, S. Fischer, G. King, A. Downes, K. Foster, K. Woollett, L. Wishaw.

'ft**************************************************** ****************************************************
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First term over, we embarked on the winter sports— netball,
hockey, and basketball. Lisa Dry lead us to victory in the netball
with the juniors giving us a great boost to our percentage. The
hockey sticks started flying when captained by Vicki Wasley
and the basketballers started dribbling when Roxanne Charlton
gets behind them. Although we came 5th all the players did
extremely well.
Congratulations must also go to Sandra Graham and Angela
Christie who came 2nd in our School Gym Championships.
Captain Arts vice
Sports vice —

The senior debating team was full of determination under the
guidance of Carolyn Court who, with the help of Mala and all
the other members, gained equal 1st with Corinth. The junior
debators brought Troy to yet another victory, sharing it with
Sparta. Athletics are not far away and with Sally Pethick and
Lisa Dempsey leading the way, I’m sure we will give the other
houses a run for their money!

Carlene Risely
Carolyn Court
Lisa Dry

Well, another year is almost through with Troy's enthusiasm
still going strong. We started the year off well gaining 2nd place
in the Interhouse Swimming. Karen Moller, our Swimming Cap
tain, encouraged us all the way down the pool with the great
support of Janelle Christie on her side.

Last, but definitely not least, I give my sincere thanks to Mrs.
Herman who has given us her continual encouragement,
enthusiasm, advice and friendship, which I’m sure we couldn’t
do without. These thanks also extend to Mr. Garde and his
(guitar!), Mrs. Sonntag and Mrs. Molyneux.

Although we were not quite so smashing in the tennis, we
showed our opponents how to play under the encouragement of
Janelle Christie. Our softball results were more like our standard
under the guidance of Lisa Dempsey, bringing us across the
plate in first place.

Thanks to the sports vice-captains, Lisa Dry and the arts vice
captain Carolyn Court who have given their utmost during the
year in all fields. Thanks also to our secretary, Katie Bourke for
all her effort.

Volleyball, even though the juniors have not played, the
Seniors were quite strong, with Debbie Hohmann to support
them

Well Troy, here we are nearly at the end of the year and what
a terrific one it has been. All 1 can say is that it has been great
working with you all and I’d like to wish you all the best for
future years. (We'll win the swimming yet).

Carolyn Court, producer of the House Play, made a splendid
effort in steering the House for 2nd place. Also, Tamara Her
man, who worked hard to get our voices up to the key notes,
conducted the house to another 2nd place. Overall, it was a fine
performance and victory to all involved.

Good Luck and keep up the HOUSE SPIRIT!
CARLENE RISELEY

TROY SENIOR
FRONT ROW: C. Court, C. Riseley, Mrs. Herman, L. Dry, K. Moller.
SECOND ROW: S. Pethick, L. Dempsey, J. Christie, M. Dharmananda, T. Godfrey.
THIRD ROW: K. MacNaughton, S. Cain, J. Potts, E. Stamatiou, T. Clarke, M. Kelly, G. Shirley.
FOURTH ROW: T. Herman, G.L. Goh, D. Hohmann, A. Boake, D. Mak, R. Ward, D. Hills, D. Cussons.
BACK ROW: C. Pederick, V. Wasley, L. McQueen, J. Kane, M. Yin.

TROY JUNIOR
FRONT ROW: J. Anderson, L. Brownscombe, J. Mackenzie, F. Clarke, A. CHristie, S. Playford, J. Campbell, K. Godwin, C. Smith, M. Thompson
SECOND ROW: S. Daniels, V. Campbell, P. Cameron, S. Graham, F. Parkes, J. Rose, T. Hyden, B. Schauer, J. Grandison, F. Minchin, L. Jones.
THIRD ROW: N. Thompson, H. Tanner, L. King, J. Anderson, L. Williams, R. Merifield, E. Mackenzie, M.L. Luke, T. Ashton, L. Worrell.
FOURTH ROW: A. Parks, S. Moran, J. Colson, A. Ball, S. Campbell, F. Thorpe, S. Halbert, S. Yeo, S. Ward, N. Fraser, L. Salau.
BACK ROW: T. Petts, J. Scolaro, D. Gray, C. Plane, T. Dunne, M. Horne, M. Richards, C. Deacon, P. Hallam, C. Boyd, S. Green.
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David Kossoff

Jane Johnston and Jenny Price

The opening of Sumner House

Carolyn Court and Kim MacNaughton

Mr. Sumner
24

sprats...
LIFE SAVING REPORT
This year’s Life Saving got under way straight after the swim
ming carnival. We had a strong team and morning training was
attended bravely by all. Congratulations must go to all girls for
their fine performance. Special thanks to Miss Davenport, Mrs.
Gobolos and Miss Wadsworth for their continuous support
throughout the season.
The results were:
Bunbury Cup under 14 — 4th
Morland Shield under 15 — 4th
Halliday Shield under 16 — 2nd
Davis Trophy under 16 — 3rd
McKellar Hall Cup 15 and over — 1st
Ruth Hadley, Jodi Newton, Nadine Walker, Karen Moller,
were in the Madame de Mouncey, which is the blue ribbon event
for school girls. M.L.C. came 1st. Congratulations to Karen
Moller, Ruth Hadley, Jodi Newton and Carolyn Cruickshank.
This is the hardest and longest event for girls for the day.
Life Saving Colours
Karen Moller, Ruth Hadley, Carolyn Cruickshank, Jodi
Newton, Lisa Dempsey, Nadine Walker, Joanne Donnan, Alison
Dukes.

Sports Staff
Miss Wadsworth, Mrs. Gobolos, Miss Davenport.
TENNIS
The M.L.C. 1979 tennis team trained solidly throughout the
season but were defeated in the Independent Schoolgirls’ com
petition. M.L.C. came fourth in the overall result but the com
petition was much closer than the scores indicated.
M.L.C. also competed in the Slazenger, Herbert Edwards and
Mursell Cups, with a victory in the Number 2, Mursell Competi
tion. Jenny King, Linda Hewitt, Louise Hillam and Jo Donnan
who were the members of the winning team, are to be congratu
lated.
M.L.C.’s defeat was no reflection on the solid training and
constant encouragement received from Mrs. Macintosh. Thanks
must also go to Mr. Williams for helping out in training.
The 1979 season, although full of hard training and necessary
dedication was enjoyed by all girls.

LIFESAVING
FRONT ROW: A. Hill, J. Mackenzie, Mrs. Gobolos, M. Whyte,
M. Tough.
SECOND ROW: E. Mackenzie, A. Dukes, N. Walker, L.
Dempsey, S. Morris.
BACK ROW: K. Moller, C. Cruikshank, J. Newton, R. Hadley, J.
Donnan.

To all tennis girls, congratulations on your presentation,
court manners and competitive performances, and for those of
you who will be competing in next year’s competition, good
luck.

ROB UREN, Tennis Captain
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SWIMMING REPORT

commend the team on the response to the demands made. Our
special thanks must go to all sports mistresses, particularly Miss
Wadsworth, for all the effort they put into the team. The inter
school sports were held at Beatty Park on the 9th March. The
swimming team was quietly confident that they would do well
and hopeful that they would win, but above all determinated to
do their best. We started well with good performances from all
the divers and by the time the swimming events started we had
a handy lead of 10 points. A great spirit of competition was evi
dent throughout the evening with M.L.C. in the lead for most of
the time, but by never more than 20 odd points, and frequently
less than that. Finally however P.L.C. were successful and to
them we offer our congratulations for a fine team effort. M.L.C.
was by no means disgraced, and all the team members did as
they set out to do, competed in the best of spirit and performed
to the limit of their ability. Final points were P.L.C. 535, M.L.C.
526, St. Hilda’s 443, St. Mary’s 415, J.T.C. 408, Penrhos 339,
Iona 215 and Perth College 208.

Swimming must be one of the most difficult of all sports in
which to participate, in that it requires intense dedication to
training even to be moderately successful. Such dedication to
training has been evident with all years in which I’ve attended
M.L.C. and as a result M.L.C. has been very prominent in
interschool competition during these years.
This year’s training started early January this year, during the
Christmas break — thanks must go to Miss Wadsworth for giv
ing up part of her holidays to encourage and help those swim
mers keen enough to train.
The now traditional swimming meet at Wesley pool took
place on 17th February and although the competition was
somewhat light hearted it was a useful guide to swimmer perfor
mance. It was also helpful in starting to build up the team spirit
for this year.

We were successful in gaining the Year 11 and 12 pennants
and runner-up in the diving.

The Inter-House competition was held at Christ Church pool
on the 23rd February, and for the first time the meeting took
place at night. It was a pleasantly warm and still evening and a
much greater attendance of parents was evident which all the
girls appreciated. Sparta again won the competition but only by
a small margin from Troy which made the competition intense
throughout the evening. Final points were Sparta 334.5, Troy
319.5, Corinth 236.5.

1 felt it was a great privilege to be captain of such a team and I
would like to congratulate all members and also thank the year
captains for the great help they all readily gave.
Best of luck to the captain and members of the 1980 swimming
team.

The school swimming team was selected immediately after.
The pressure of training was then stepped up, and I’d like to

CAROLYN CRUICKSHANK

SWIMMING TEAM
FRONT ROW: A. Hill, K. Jarvis, F. Clarke, M. Whyte, M. Hutchinson, J. Newton, K. Moller, C. Cruikshank, S. Cruikshank, A. Hollingshead, J. Roberts,
K. Mostyn, N. Morey.
SECOND ROW: E. Dare, J. Mackenzie, J. Donnan. M. Tough, T. Samios, J. Kessell, A. Webb, D. Walker, P. Creighton, S. Morris, J. Kelsall, S. Graham,
T. Clarke.
THIRD ROW: M. Inglis, C. Eckersley, M. Halbert, N. Buttfield, L. Dempsey, J. Christie, B. Servaas, E. Rowland, C. Plane, S. Green, K. Garmony. G.
Bownes.
FOURTH ROW: M. Sedgwick, N. Bettenay, R. Young, H. Pennycuick, A. Latham, P. Cameron, J. Hanrahan, E. Williams, E. McKenzie, E. Davis, N.
Crawford, R. Hadley,. A. Dukes, J. Donnan, N. Walker, K. Godwin, S. Bartlett, P. Barnetson.
BACK ROW: F. Courtney, D. Hohmann, E. Carrington Jones, S. Crosby, J. Price, H. Boyd, S. Fischer, M. Yin, K. Dunlop, E. Reynolds, M. Gollagher, C.
Robertson.
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SQUASH CLUB REPORT
The Squash Club members seem to be enthusiastic and all
appear to be enjoying their weekly practice at Cottesloe Squash
Centre. This year, Squash, as most of our new members have
encountered, can be quite a strenuous game as well as a lot of
fun. In any case, it’s a good keep-fit game to be playing and
there has been improvement in our members’ games.
Due to Mr. Godwin’s and Mrs. Glenister’s desperately needed
cars, we were able to travel at least one way, either to or from
the Squash Centre. (In some cases there would be little doubt of
making it back on foot alone).
Swimming cheer leader.

Our thanks to Mr. Godwin also, for his helpful, but sometimes
irritating, hints and enthusiasm.

FOOTBALL CLUB
Under the expert training of “Coach Thornber”, a group of
fumbling and unco-ordinated girls was transformed into a team
of formidable opponents for the East Perth Team.

RUTH SHIPLEY

Frequently, a figure closely resembling that of Barry Cable
was sighted lurking in the adjacent Christ Church grounds,
assuming the disguise of a gardener and peering through the
cyclone fence at our magnificent team of football beauties.

•*#

"*•

Rumour has it that “Coach Thornber” was approached by
this “gardener” with respect to the recruitment of our star play
ers for an undisclosed sum of money.
Due to the circumstances Coach Thornber was reluctant to
comply with his demands. Coach Thornber justified this deci
sion by taking into consideration the well-being of the school’s
status as the leading footy team in the State.
SQUASH TEAM
K. Muir, N. Walker, C. Vincin.
GYMNASTICS

D. BRYANT AND FRIENDS

Although numbers declined in gymnastics this season, those
who did perform, did so with a lot of enthusiasm at the Gym
competition which was held in late July, with Rome defeating
their opposition by a considerable margin, Corinth was second
closely followed by Troy. Congratulations must be given to
Fleur Challen and Jenny Roberts who were Senior and Junior
Champions respectively.
M.L.C. entered two Junior teams and one Senior team in the
Interschool competition. They came second in the Senior sec
tion, fourth in the Junior A and 7th in the Junior B. The results
of the Junior teams weren’t up to M.L.C. standard owing to the
fact that our two best Junior gymnasts were injured and unable
to compete.

My shirt's pure Thai silk — what's yours David?

However the overall results were pleasing — all girls trained
and competed well and a special thanks must go to Mrs.
Gobolos for her solid support and constant dedication
throughout the season.
ROB UREN
GYM TEAM
FRONT ROW: R. Harrison, S. Tough, A. Christie, M. Davis, J.
Roberts, F. Kakulas, F. Challen.
SECOND ROW: N. Fraser, J. Reeves, F. Leary, L. luretigh, J.
Hamblin, F. McGill, J. Atterby, P. Davis.
BACK ROW: S. Mills, S. Graham, Mrs. Gobolos, R. Hadley, S.
Rodwell, J. Hannaford.

The gym team.
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HOCKEY REPORT
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Our teams have worked really well this term and deserve
every bit of success. We won pennants for the Senior ‘A’, Senior
‘C’ and Junior ‘D’ and came an extremely close second for three
other pennants. Overall, we were pipped by one point for the
cup, by Penrhos. Unfortunately for M.L.C., we always seem to
be on the wrong side of the fence. The team spirit in the Senior
‘A’ has been really great and they have all been a great bunch to
play and work with. We are pleased to have had juniors —
Alison Latham, as a permanent member of the Senior ‘A’ team,
and Karen Gibbs and Jayne Rowlinson as permanent members
of the Senior ‘B’. Thanks also to Diane Junk who had to fill in
for the Senior ‘A’s.
Cathy as centre has scored some marvellous goals and with
determination and persistence the rest of the forwards got there
too. But no matter how the forwards were doing, we always had
the reliability of our backs. Robyn Martin would literally throw
herself all out to stop those goals, and Debbie, as well as being a
great vice-captain, had the ability always to be at the right place
at the right time, and make fools of the opposition with her bril
liant stick work.

SENIOR A NETBALL
FRONT ROW: J. Donnan, T. Lang, C. Risely.
SECOND ROW: E. Williams, C. Cruickshank, M. Mitchell, S.
Bartlett.

Special thanks to Miss Davenport for coaching the Seniors
and to Mrs. Hill and Sally Dare for coaching the Juniors. Also to
members of the staff, Mrs. M. Hill and Mr. Wilkins for umpiring
some of the matches.

NETBALL REPORT
The netball season started off successfully, but unfortunately
we could no hold the position towards the end of the season.

Towards the end of the season we had one match with a
difference — we played Christ Church. We ended up with about
twelve or thirteen players on each team. M.L.C. didn’t submit
any regular team as we didn’t think it necessary to show up the
lads from next door too much. It was an experience.

With the help of Mrs. Mackintosh and Miss Wadsworth, we
formed enthusiastic and well organized teams. The teams con
sisted of many promising young stars, who will prove beneficial
in the years to come.

I wish the future hockey captain and her teams the best of
luck for next year

M.L.C. finished second in the overall competition, losing only
to John XXIII. The Juniors only lost three matches, whereas the
Seniors lost nine matches all told.

JILL NALDER
1 would like to thank again our two coaches for their unfailing
advice and support.
It is very important to note that although there are the four
Senior and four Junior teams, there were also the Year 8 teams.
To all the girls who tried out for the teams, but didn’t quite
achieve the very high standard characteristic of M.L.C. netball,
try again in 1980 and lots of luck.

LIZ WILLIAMS

HOCKEY TEAM
FRONT ROW: J. Nalder, D. Brown.
SECOND ROW: E. Carrington-Jones, M. McDonald, C. Ramm,
C. Hasson, A. Latham.
BACK ROW: J. King, T. Poultney, R. Martin, S. Crosby.
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VOLLEYBALL REPORT
Despite the fact that at many venues, the shorter girls found it
possible to walk under the nets without bending, and despite the
fact that losses were rather more frequent than wins, all girls
enjoyed playing volleyball this year.

ft

*

We can all still hear Miss Davenport’s constant cry, “Talk,
girls”. We did talk (though perhaps not about who would take
the shot).
Thanks to Captain, Leanne Craske, and also to Miss Daven
port and Mr. Claffey for their enthusiastic coaching.

TANYA GODFREY

BASKETBALL REPORT
We tried, but 1 guess just never were quite good enough. We
learnt that winning isn’t everthing. Our scores added a bit of
variety to the long lists of successes read out each week in
assembly. We would all like to sincerely thank Miss Vivian Cox
for coming in to coach us, and Mrs. Gobolos for always being
there for advice and encouragement. With further co-operation,
determination and team spirit, I am sure that in years to come,
basketball will do nothing but improve. Best of luck for next
year.

SENIOR A VOLLEYBALL
FRONT ROW: J. Crosby, A. Brown.
SECOND ROW: J. Nalder, N. Craske, J. Selva-Ratnam, F. Neu
man.

JILL NALDER

ft T 1

CRICKET TEAM
FRONT ROW: L. Hillam, J. Rose, L. Hardy, J. Cail, J. Green,
M. Miller, L. Buttfield.
SECOND ROW: J. Stokes, A. Watts, C. Elsegood, S. Langdon,
B. Davies, C. Kirby,.
BACK ROW: J. King, T. Lang, B. Servaas. C. Heinrich, C.
Evans, D. Bryant, E. Cooper, C. Smith.

SENIOR A BASKETBALL
FRONT ROW: E. Carrington-Jones, K. Estell, F. Neuman, H.
Cook.
BACK ROW: J. Nalder, R. Hunt, J. Dickey, L. Dempsey.
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INTERHOUSE ATHLETICS REPORT
Once again the Interhouse Athletics Carnival was a very successful day. The schedule ran smoothly throughout the day, thanks to the
well organised sports staff and teachers.
There were many outstanding athletes, such as Liz Dare, Jenny Lewis and Michelle Fowler who were only a few to break records.
During the day more novelty events were included to cater for the non-athletes.
Congratulations must go to Corinth for their great effort again this year in reclaiming the Sports Cup. Without the co-operation and
support of every member present, the Interhouse Athletics Carnival would not have been successful.

Liz Williams
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3 legged race
Javelin
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Jenny Price

Tug o’war
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HOUSE SINGING & DRAMA REPORT
This year, May the 8th marked the annual “Battle of the
Houses” when each House demonstrated its acting and singing
abilities in hope for victory and a bid for the arts cup. The com
petition was hard and close due to the high standards of perfor
mance attained by all plays and choirs. There was even the
added attraction of a new mime section established to reveal
future actresses amidst the Junior School. Olympia’s mime
"Life of a Snowman" claimed first prize in the beginning of a
winning streak for the House.
In me drama, after a very 'enjoyaole battle. Olympia’s “Duet
with Dowagers” gained first place with the unforgettable
Archibald Wilkes Willington played by Francesca Lejeune and
his beautiful Bella (Fiona Courtney). Sparta with a splendid
serious production of “The Night of the Dolls” and Troy’s
"Money Makes a Difference” followed in the minor placings.
But who can forget the other three plays — Natalie Pegg as the
Camp Percy in Corinth's “The Mechanical Man”, Athen’s play
with Gill Bownes as the soft-hearted "Brute" and, of course,
Rome’s slap stick comedy “The Man in the Bowler Hat” with
Jenny Price’s flying potato chips!!!

House singing, Rome

On the singing side, the competition was equally tough but
Olympia took another first with a beautifully trained choir under
Debbie Chappell. Second place was awarded to Corinth causing
a small sensation, followed by a tie between the Troy and Spar
tan choirs, with an extremely enjoyable performance. All
Houses are to be congratulated, especially the conductors, for
the massive task of training and co-ordinating fifty or so voices.
A great thanks to Debbie Chappell, Amanda Nairn, Ruth
Hadley, Tamara Herman, Shelley Hogg and Margaret Gollagher
for a magnificent effort.

N\lSS...THL
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“If you don’t stop pointing that arrow at my vitals . . . ”
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A HOME F9R STRAY QAT$
Characters (in the order in which they speak)

Mrs Smythe
Louise Vickers
Harriet Beam
Elizabeth Byron
Nurse (Miss Green)
Martha
Corinne Walker
Ronnie Bliss
Tom Byron
Lieutenant Scott
Elkins
Understudies:

Eugenie Reid
Amanda Reeve
Alinta Cohen
Carolyn Court
Michelle Kelly
Megan Rees
Greer Bradbury
Andrea Sutherland
Simon Barrie
Tanya Godfrey
Hugh Reynolds

Marie-Louise Luke
Michelle Kelly
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JUDY ALLEN
Disco Queen

LINDA BARTHOLOMEUSZ
Breadwinner of the year

SARAH ALLTREE
Cars, Carnachan and a Dog — called
Ace!!

ANNETTE BAILEY
See All, Hear All, Know All — Say
None!!

CINDY BERRY
Daddy Long-legs

GILLIAN BOWNES
Bownes for glory

JENNIFER BARRETT
Danger, wild tribeswoman. Fishing
trophy winner.

HEATHER BOYD
What’s this little episode? (I’m so
mortified!)

.v

GREER BRADBURY
Don’t stand still — she might draw on
you

JANELLE CHRISTIE
Hi there! Where’s the party? ?

DAKKY BRYANT
Not for publication

ALISON BRITTON
Hi Britt!

CAROLYN COURT
How do I get myself into these things?

HELEN COOK
Me and Bob
i

DEBORAH CHAPPELL
President of the Mr Swingler Fan Club

FIONA COURTNEY
I brought my shoes but not my sportstunic

GEMMA CREIGHTON
Really!!!!

VIJAYAMALA DHARMANANDA
Oh where’s that old crow?

LINDA FENNER
Blondes have more fun

TANYA GODFREY
Anything you can do, 1 can do better

CAROLYN CRUICKSHANK
The thing is . . . Let’s have a ‘Toga’!

MANUELA DI NOLA SEGRE
Aiuto, Aiuto!

DIANE FREETH
Our international jet-setter

GAIK LIN GOH
It’s not very good

JILLIAN CUGINI
Wonder Woman

SHARON CUTHBERTSON
She must have gone home

LISA DRY
Oh but that’s stupid!

JON1CA EASTAUGH
Wanted at the Albion — Thursday
nights!

STEPHANIE FULLER
Sweet, sentimental Steph

PATRICIA GAUNT
Guaranteed to spread laughter
wherever she goes

CATRIONA GREGG
The madder hatter and the artful
debater

RUTH HADLEY
Where is he? Where is he?

JULIE HAMMOND
Rabbits rule!

MEGAN HANLEY
Allergic to milk, chocolate, school and
art teachers

JOANNE HANNAFORD
Is it nice?

SUSAN HANRAHAN
This year’s Tinsel-kid — Nasus
Naharnah!!

JENNIFER HARWOOD
The girl next door —
Connortations!!!!!!

GEMMA HEATH
Madge — Sunlight clean!

KATRINA HENNESSY
Odds on she’ll be at school today

TAMARA HERMAN
Hi Herm!

—

SHELLEY HOGG
Not a ham, but a real snorter!

JUDY KANE
Yes but . .

LEANNE HOSKEN
Lolly pinkus

JACQUELINE IMMELMAN
Grammy Awards 1985?

SUSAN LEIGHTON
Best person to go to a bad movie with!

KAITLIN LEARY
Oh! Did I tell you?!
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JANE JOHNSTON
OBH tennant

SUSAN LITTON
I could have danced all night1

CHRISTINE MacKENZIE

KIM MacNAUGHTON

DONNA MAK

SANDRA MALONEY

I’m all right Jack!

........... lost it!!

Click!

Started in Alga, ended in L.A.

ANGELA MELIA

MERRYLEA MITCHELL

CAROLYN NG

SHARONNE OVERSBY

Amelia . . . No! It’s Angela!!

Mertle the Turtle

Ngette

Le Freak

NATALIE PEGG

SALLY PETHICK

ROBYN PLATT

JENNIFER PRICE

Oh I feel sick. I’m going home

A pure and simple weekend

REMEMBER????

Oh — sorry I’m late

j* UNI

SANDRA QUINN

JENNIFER REEMEIJER

How foul!!!!

Good grief! I’ve passed maths!!!!
IV

MEGAN REES

CARLENE RISELEY

Custom made jewellery from Romily
House

Beethoven's Softball team

KAREN SABITAY
Chopping Rabbit — or what?

JULIE SANDER
How do I do this physics problem?
With great difficulty!!!

GAELYN SHIRLEY
I’ve got no idea??????

LEONIE SMITH
Corrupted

KATHERINE SMITS
Arguing with Kathy is a health hazard!

SALLY STOCK
Shoot your shot (wod). A ‘Halfway
House’ fan

ROBIN UREN
‘Rob’ — What more can you say?

CAROLYN VAREY
The masked Tympanist strikes again!

ELIZABETH WILLIAMS
Liz Biological wizz!!

SHARON WILLIAMS
Hurry Up

KAY WILLIAMSON
Cadence: Plagal or perfect

ANTHEA WINTER
I’ve been there and back, babe

SUSAN WORCESTER
Beauty Newk!!

KAREN MOLLER
Alias Bum!, Grover, Polar and No. 1
Limerant!

SARAH SPELDEWINDE
reel winde

ALANA BROWN
Rat fink

DEBORAH BROWN

CAROLINE DAVIS

LIZ CARRINGTON-JONES

SHARLENE CROSBY

Diabolical Deb

Short suspenders

Youse girls!

How do you think I went? — Failed!!

ANNE-MAREE CLARKE

LEANNE CRASKE

JULIE DICKEY

VICKI EDWARDS

Miss Universe

Isn’t that Dickey?'

I missed the carriage!!

BRENDA HARRIS

CATHY HASSON

MARGARET LUCAS

ROBYN MARTIN

Pedantic

Head Shorter

Lucky Lucas

How stimulating!!!

‘Fragile’

Handle with care

M|

FRANCESCA NEUMAN

KAREN PATRICK

CHERYL PEDERICK

TRACEY POULTNEY

Who’s been in Hitler’s Bath?

I'll tell ya wot . . .

When's my next appointment, Mr.
Row?

Big Bird!!

VI
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CATHY RAMM
Ewe been shaun, Ramm Chops??

TRACEY SANDERCOCK
Many a flower is born . . .

MICHELLE RICHARDS
Slip sliding away

JILLIAN NALDER
Leggo

SUE RODWELL
Where am I??

LYNETTE SOON
Sooner or later

KYM SWEETMAN
People who live in glass dorms don’t
throw shoes

AH PHANG LIM
It’s an academic branch (limb)
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GERT THE GROOVE
Well darlings! Here’s what you’ve been waiting for — my
annual Gert the Groove column where the latest fashions and
social scandals are revealed to you lucky readers . . . Once again
1979 was the year of the U.G.O. — Christchurch featured pre
dominantly on the M.L.C. social calendar. The fashion this year
for all those swinging M.L.C. nymphettes was tight jumpers,
thin ties and a U.G.A. on your arm.
With the help of the Crumb Editors, members of the l.E.A.
(Interschool Espionage Agency), 1 have kept up with the inex
haustible escapades between the two schools. The 1979 calen
dar began with the Boys Interschool Swimming Sports, where
the number of nymphettes greatly exceeded the number of
U.G.O.’s. This situation was greatly encouraged when one brave
U.G.O. strolled through the M.L.C. lunchtime crowd, bearing
the banner “See you at the Inters” (few girls could resist such an
appealing request). But my cunning spies inform me that some
M.L.C. 'ladies’ deserted the U.G.O. camp and lead the war cries
for the dashing Wesley gentlemen.
Through the year, I have noted the steadily increasing num
bers at the dividing fence. Ah me, our dear fence, where starcrossed lovers can gaze into each others eyes, wander about the
lawns or even slip down the cliff (did this really pass the cen
sors!!!). It often puzzles me that these handsome Romeos and
young Juliets cannot last through 24 gruesome hours without
seeing each other — but who am I to stand in the way of true
love???
Silly me! I’ve forgotten to tell you of the exciting Mr.
Christchurch Pageant which I alas missed due to the incredible
pressures of my high position in the college. My espionage
agents reassure me it was an enjoyable event full of thrills and
spills and tomato sauce gushing over prospective beauty kings!
Congratulations to the reigning Mr. Christchurch and may his
telephones never stop ringing with hopeful nymphettes.
As this is my final year as the official Gert the Groove, I have
decided to hand over my position as P.R. Officer in M.L.C. to
any enthusiastic Year II girl experienced in the field of U.G.O.
Research.

Love and kisses
GERT THE GROOVE

Clinton, Gemma, Nat, Boris.

Nat and Rob.

M. Hanrahan, “At My Desk".
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STUDENT BACKSTAGE CREW

SCHOOL PLAY REPORT

Stage Manager: Ruth Hadley, Asst. Stage Manager: Rosemary
Ferrell
Prompts: Marie-Louise Luke, Michelle Kelly
Advertising & Publicity: Michelle Kelly
Costumes: Suzette O’Brien, Angela Melia
Front of House: Louise Jones
Lights: Sandra Eckert
Makeup: Sue Hanrahan
Programme: Michelle Kelly
Props: Annette Bailey
Sets: Catriona Gregg

For the majority of second term, the name of the play (“A
HOME FOR STRAY CATS”) could have been applied to
Bosisto Hall; considering the amount of time spent there by the
cast and the stage crew!
We worked under the encouraging (well, mainly) and firm hand
of Sergeant Major — 1 mean Mr. D. Ballantyne.
The motley moggies included various neurotics, alcoholics,
martyrs — and the occasional murderer. We cats greatly
appreciated the director's unbounded generosity in providing us
with ginger nuts and honey snap biscuits (later reports that they
were stolen from the M.L.C. staff room were emphatically
denied.)
Heard at rehearsal ...
SCENE: Linden Manor
Liz: Excuse me, Mrs... um.
Sarg: No, no Elizabeth — that sounds wishy washy, put more
emphasis on the “ex” — as this will be a good red herring —
indicative of your aunt’s future state.
Liz: Excuse me ...
Sarg: Soften the “me”, remember you are meant to be a sub
dued, insecure person, unable to cope with an alcoholic brother
and so on.
Liz: Excuse me, Corrine, I
Sarg: 1 said — look disinterested, not mummified .. Look girls,
we must hurry up, we haven't got the time to spend five minutes
on every line.
Cast reaction: GROAN.
Cast: Sarg, we really think that the stage is too crowded.
Sarg: 1 like the intimate atmosphere.
Cast reaction: Corinne affectionately embraces Ljeutenant
Scott.
Sarg. (Impatiently): Really girls, I’m not in the mood.
Cast reaction: Uncontrolled.

^flUjQSDPH/COLfc

We would like to thank Mr. Ballantyne very much for his energy
and enthusiasm (the generous Sarg. became so endeared to his
motley group that he was presented with a knife at the end of
the play).

Requirements for school play participants —
1.
2.
3.
4.

Many thanks to all who were involved.

CAROLYN COURT, GREER BRADBURY

High threshold of tolerance
Nonchalant attitude towards exams
Ability to survive on wartime rations
Acting ability — helpful but not essential.

mm
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‘The singing as usual was just lover ly, chaps, and as usual
there were wall to wall people in our tastefully decorated chapel
... and girls, if you’re looking for gripping reading, ignore the
sceptics and turn to your School Handbook! The performers did
play, say, talk and dance well and you girls made such a lovely
audience .. oh and for something completely different, really
lovely dears, there was of course the magnifique (Jean Paul
Hanrahan has been teaching me French, chaps!) culenaire of Le
Cafe de le Riviera. This was a tremendous success on the terrace
lawn with river views adjacent to Gertrude Walton. Magnifique!
(Oh dear I’ m repeating myself. I don’t have a very big vocab
yet).

H.L.F. REPORT
“Well, hello everybody. This is Kermit the Frog reporting for
Sesame Street News. We have here a very interesting event... it
is the Heather Lamont Festival... Er, pardon me, sir, can we
have a word or two on this Festival?...

‘Some of the creations in the Miscellaneous section were just
too much for words, take for instance that simply gorgeous
group “Canned Rage” complete with staff supporters AND OF
COURSE those extremely ... words fail me ... group of actors
and/or actresses in simply wonderful modern rendition of the
classic (eat your heart out Mayor of Casterbridge!) Cinderella!
Loverly, dears, loverly! The trouble is though, dears, we’ll have
to watch what we say .. It’s getting hard to tell whether all those
“people” in fashion conscious green uniforms are all bona fide
students. WE may have STRANGERS in our number. (Ominous
subterranean rumblings.) So dears keep up those lovely free
period sing-a-longs. This is your Arty Critic, er signing off now
— (being forcibly removed)
Pip, Pip, Ta, Rah —

‘Look frog, would you mind getting out of my guitar case?”
Slam...Mumble...Muffle Yell.
'Oh, hello people! This is your on-the-spot delightful drama,
music, art, ballet, pose .. er .. sorry prose critic Archibald
Fitzmarvellous-Filpot Jones. Our guest reporter Kermy seems to
have been having difficulty with a guitar case ... so I’ll take over.
This year’s Heather Lamont Festival was simply splendiferous.
In the morning we had wonderful musical variety. A drummer
was seen being hurried from room to room, while trying to prac
tise, by pursuing organisers as performers overflowed from
every nook and cranny. The Ensemble went smoothly with
“Grease” and so on ...
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Canned Rage

I’ll meet you at the Taj Mahal, Mumtaz.
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On a more serious note ..
For the first half of the year the orchestra worked under the
capable baton of Mrs. Bandy. This work resulted in a successful
concert at “Open Night” which was a farewell for Mrs. Bandy as
well as a welcome back to Miss Pride.
The next exciting event was the music camp, August 1 Oth
12th. This was held at the beautiful Parkerville Ampitheatre.
We rehearsed, had a lot of fun and not much sleep! The hills cer
tainly were alive with the sound of music and the kookaburras
and possums at least, seemed to appreciate our music making.
We would like to express our thanks to Miss Pride, Mrs.
Arbuckle, Mrs. Herman, Mrs. Bandy and Shelley Hogg (Leader)
for making our musical year so enjoyable.
ORCHESTRA REPORT

CAROLYN COURT, Assisted by Dame Edna and Julie Sander.

Hello Possums,
TRAINING CHOIR
I’ve been asked by some of those dear little girls in green, to
add some of my wondrous witticisms and transform this boring
orchestra report into a culturally uplifting, enlightening
experience.

One freezing cold night,
Our choir took flight
For once to join in
And have a sing
The snooty school choir
And our wonderful band
All gave a performance
And we gave a hand.
We sang for nine hours
Or was it eight.
We were terrific.
We were great.

Well, 1 happened to mosey down with Madge to their venera
ble institution one Friday afternoon, and Possums, I was
astounded! The hard work that went on was simply unbelieva
ble and the jokes were almost comparable to my own. Madge
was amazed too, she said “It's just music to my ears”. Well dear
and gentle Wombats, that was good enough for me, so the next
spare minute I had, I rang up my manager and sang their praises
... Oh, must rush dears .. (Negotiations concerning a big con
tract for the orchestra with the most respected Dame E. are now
in progress.)

It all ended too soon.
At the end of the camp.
We really were sad
And our spirits were damp.
But on the next camp
If the ‘School Choir’ will let us
We’ll be along
Without any fuss.
So all that came with us
All Kates, Joans and Sues,
All wish to thank
Most of all Prue.
ANTHEA PARKS, LYNN WORRELL

SCHOOL ORCHESTRA
FRONT ROW: L. Sparrow, F. Challen, T. Court, S. Tough, C. Court, C. Varey, S. Hogg, Miss Pride.
SECOND ROW: S. O’Neill, M. Yin, A. Watts, A. Sutherland, R. Hadley, J. Sumner, R. Halbert, K. Williams, J. Barbour.
THIRD ROW: L. Wishaw, J. Stokes, K. Hewgill, S. Tunley, A. Williamson, A. Nairn, A. Cohen, G. Clarke, E. Mackenzie.
BACK ROW: H. Tanner, E. Reynolds, J. Iddison, K. Godwin, F. Thorpe, K. Starling, D. Bakker, J. Harvey, K. Dunlop.
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CHOIR REPORT
Now a note from our sponsor . . .
You may be under the impression that only nerds (or people
in the choir) read the choir report. Right? Wrong! This year’s
report will have something for everyone . . . well, at least some
thing for those people who like dull choir reports.!
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We started off the year in the experienced hands of Mrs.
Foyster who led us with much enthusiasm through many suc
cessful performances, including the opening of Sumner House.
In second term, Miss Pride returned from America bubbling
over with new techniques, some of which involve walking on the
spot while singing or reciting terrible tongue-twisters like
“Ninety-nine nuns interned in an Indian nunnery.”
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With great enthusiasm the choir entered into the Eisteddfod
and competed well against many more experienced choirs.

TRAINING CHOIR
FRONT ROW: M.S. Yew, J. Playford, J. Basham, S. Daniels, S. Wells, L. Jones, A. Parkes, C. Thomas, M. Hislop.
SECOND ROW: R. Shipley, M.P. Yew, K. Foster, N. Jenvey, K. Godwin, J. Hollingshead, P. Cook, S. Stubbs, J. Ritchie.
BACK ROW: J. Iddison, M.L. Luke, L. Worrell, R. Bell, E. Kennett, F. Thorpe, S. Halbert, F. Elischer.
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CHOIR

FRONT ROW: L. Crafter, E. Reynolds, F. Minchin, P. Sleppy, B. Harris, S. Ryan, S. O’Neill, L. Calver, D. Brown, V. Ferguson, E. Mackenzie.
SECOND ROW: A. Cohen, L. Brownscombe, K. Lockwood, C. Purdy, J. Campbell, F. Lejeune, M. Yin, A. Sutherland, K. Williams, C. Varey, S. Tough.
BACK ROW: J. Crosby, R. Hadley, A. Rowley, Miss Pride, A. Welborn, J. Stokes, D. Mak, G. Clarke:
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CLUBS
Once again Friday morning was devoted to the clubs period
when girls could spend an hour or so relaxing and participating
in a selection of non-curricula activities. Although the teachers
establish each “club”, the girls who join greatly influenced the
group's aim. For instance, Mr. Ford’s original idea for an audio
reproduction club has now become an appreciation of both Mr.
Ford’s expert guidance in chemistry problems and Bob Dylan’s
latest album.

'IA tOU£ 06

This year saw the return of many of the popular clubs —
choir’s compulsory attendance meant a massive turn-up, while
the appeal of watching many of the ‘nightowl’ classics drew all
the avid movie goers. As usual, the choice of clubs was widened
by more courageous teachers endeavouring to establish an
’enjoyable’ club. Our new maths teacher, ‘brave’ Mr. Kevin Bro
derick (number 1 adventurer) began a bike riding group for
those girls concerned with the approaching energy crisis. The
group spent their time touring about the happy 150th city.
Although Mr. Broderick did disclose that he experienced some
difficulty in getting the girls to ride in the same direction ... at
the same time ... to the same destination . . .
Other physically exerting clubs included the Scottish Dancing
Club when our very own “Jock” Swingler and “Heather” Bid
dles brought out their kilts and bag pipes to show the girrrls how
it was done!! Those discontented with ’flinging’ their time
away, began a vigorous athletics training under Herr. Wilkins,
Mr. Thornber, again took control of the tennis club and the
more controversial football club for those women liberators pro
testing against discrimination. Two new clubs for the ‘Life be in
it’ freaks were begun this term — squash with Mr. Godwin, try
ing to develop future Barbara Walls, while Mrs. Palmer zoomed
’her’ girls down to Fremantle for a spin about the ice!
The less energetic girls were given an equally comprehensive
choice with clubs such as first aid for those aspiring Florence
Nightingales and even a Game’s Club where a minor casino was
established in Room 52 (gambling with matchsticks!!!). Yoga,
this term, was transformed into Indonesian cooking with Mrs.
Rankin showing her ability in the kitchen, creating oriental
delicacies of ’apple green' pancakes, sweetcorn patties and
banana cake. Mr. Claffey and 'his' girls met each Friday in
Room 5 to rebuild the “Pui Ching Tham Memorial Dome”, a
small step for mankind???

Children sweeten labours, but they make misfortunes more bit
ter.
(Bacon)

Children, you are very little,
And your bones are very brittle;
If you would grow great and stately,
You must try to walk sedately.
(Stevenson)
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CRICKET REPORT

Over the last two years, M.L.C.’s cricket world has grown
into an enthusiastic team trained by Mr. Broderick and Mrs.
Fitzgerald. With a run of success in Third Term, 1978, the girls
entered the finals against Santa Maria. Although the game was
held the Saturday after speech night, the whole team turned up,
only to be defeated by a mere two runs. Already this year’s
team, captained by Jenny King, has trained hard for the coming
season, beginning in third term and are expected to do well in
the competition.
HOWZATU
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SQUASH REPORT

4.00 p.m. Friday, 8th June, seven intrepid adventurers from
the great institution of Metho Ladies embarked on the MTT bus
headed for the Chelsea Squash Courts. Wow, what a ride! Late
as usual. Being fit and energetic we were ready to “strive for the
highest” on the squash court, periodically changing our oppo
nents to add variety to the game.

mim

As the term progressed, there was a gradual decline in the
number of enthusiastic squash players. Was it because they were
becoming lazy? Or was the immense pressure of the forthcom
ing mock T.A.E. gradually sending many of the Year 12 insane?
Such a traumatic experience. The clue to this mystery has yet to
be solved.
S. QUINN AND D. BRYANT
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spice, and yours truly (Captain, ha hall). This team did its best
to uphold the M.L.C. tradition which was no easy task. (You try
being “Un-Christian” and debating affirmatively on the topic
“We should let them starve” in and against a Catholic school
complete with holy water at the door, and you’ll understand
why we didn’t make it to the semi-finals.)

DEBATING REPORT
Before you hurriedly turn this page after seeing the title of
this report or mutter obscenities under your breath about your
hatred of Debating, let me enlighten you with some harmless
propaganda on behalf of its dedicated followers who have
learned to enjoy and value their debating experiences.

Not only did we crack the local scene!; many of our debs
rolled up to the State Debating trials! Three of the twelve
finalists were from M.L.C., namely Kathy Smits, Amanda Nairn
and yours truly, Sue Hanrahan. Our brilliant Miss Smits made it
to the State Team and was then selected for the Australian
Team.

The fact that many people (most of whom are too embar
rassed to admit it) are taking an increasing interest in this sport,
especially this year has warmed fellow debaters’ hearts. We are
no longer afraid to “stand up and be counted” as participators
of that dreaded activity. And what is wrong with it? Politicians
do it. Teachers never miss their opportunity to debate etc... In
fact we debs thrive on debating and during Second Term look
forward to Friday Night Raging in our M.L.C. uniforms as we
confront our “worthy opposition” at neighbouring schools who
are destined to be crushed under the tongues of M.L.C. debaters
in the arena.

The Deb. Camp also proved a valuable experience for those
who attended and it was learned that M.L.C. has a fine debating
reputation.
So, before you finish reading this article, I just want to say
that I hope you have gained a further insight into the Debating
World and our achievements this year.

The House Competitions showed signs of promise and it
seems that debating talent is not latent or limited to a select
few.

Debating can be fun and is a valuable experience for all, and
the only way you can find out more is by trying it.

The results of the House Debating were:
Junior Teams — 1st — Athens, Sparta and Troy (3-way
tie)
Senior Teams — 1st — Tie between Troy and Corinth.
Three teams were entered in the Federation League
Debating Competition.

GOOD LUCK!
SUSAN HANRAHAN, Year 12

A Junior Team — Liz Davis (captain), Grace Clark, Alex
Welborn, Chris Purdie and Bronwyn Smits. Congratulations
must go to these girls who lost only 1 debate.
CRUMB REPORT

The Senior B team — Andrea Sutherland, Anita Williamson,
Sandra Eckert, and Amanda Nairn were successful in getting
into the semi-finals. As for the Senior A team, consisting of the
“girl with the ‘golden’ (or is it silver?) sworded” tongue —
Kathy Smits, Catriona Gregg — “well, old chaps, what can I
say, egad”, this is of course the original “Mad Hatter”, Deborah
Chappell made a valuable contribution and added a touch of

C.R.U.M.B.’s aim this year was to increase the communal and
patriotic spirit of M.L.C. girls and to bring teachers and students
closer together.
Any characters used in this magazine were purely unfictitious
and should bear strong resemblance to persons living (or by now
dead).
Our last message to you is one of best wishes as we say a
‘teary’ goodbye to our devoted fans.
Merry Christmas!!
Love from the Crumblets
TIM, BILL, GRAHAM & FIDO

A child should always say what’s true
And speak when he is spoken to,
And behave mannerly at the table:
At least as far as he is able.

DEBATING
FRONT ROW: A. Welborn, B. Smits, C. Purdy, E. Davies.
SECOND ROW: A. Williamson, A. Sutherland, A. Nairn.
THIRD ROW: K. Smits, G. Clarke, S. Hanrahan, C. Gregg

(R.L. Stevenson)
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ODE TO HONEY
As pink sun rises on the shores
Of mixed-up dreams, and nasal snores
Are floating through the cold grey room
1 waken to the early gloom.
1 push back folds of eiderdown,
And don myself with dressing-gown,
To pad downstairs of dusky morn,
And waiting bowl of Kellog’s Corn.
My milk is ready on the shelf.
My sugar — no, today it’s health,
So from the cupboard now 1 pull
A pot of honey, just quite full.
It dribbles slowly to the cereal,
With morning sparkle so ethereal.
The corn flakes shine through golden folds,
As over open cracks it moulds.
“Oh honey of my wildest hopes!”
I sigh as o'er my tongue it floats,
And tumbles with the coolest mix
Of milk and soggy corn that sticks.
It gurgles to my waiting turn,
and now 1 snuffle, “Oh, yum, yum!”
I spoon some more with happy glee
Until the clock at eight I see.
I climb the stairs and quickly dress,
Clean up a little of the mess,
And walk out to the morning cool,
Sustained and clad for life at school.

am convinced more and more, day by day, that fine writing is
next to fine doing, the top thing in the world.
(Keats)

I PROTEST
Why do we have to learn of Asia and her aspects?
Why do we have to learn how to conserve?
Why do we have to learn of civilization and its prospects?
and why do we have to learn how to preserve?
1 protest!
Oh, it's so easy to complain,
Giving someone else the blame,
The ridicule and scorn,
That only ignorance has borne.
Knowledge gives us the basis of understanding,
Religion gives some the way of life,
But who will accept the happening,
of the Israeli strife.
1 protest!
Oh, it’s so easy to complain.
Yet no-one really can explain,
this phenomenon called life,
with love and death and political strife.
When I am dead and gone,
People will still be carrying on,
Let's remonstrate.
Let’s demonstrate.
I protest!
For it’s with understanding and forgiveness,
that we will overcome this weakness.
For anyone can find fault,
Only the best find a remedy!

SARAH O'NEILL, Year 10

KAREN SABITAY. Year 12

JUGHANS
With arms outstretched,
He passes away the.
Hours of my life.
With a high scream,
He makes me realize,
1 hurry on to die.
NICOLE NIXON, Year 11
41

CYCLES

PEN AND PAPER ARE ONLY IDEALS

I stood before my looking-glass, brushing my hair, thinking that
I’d have to let it grow again, when I heard a footstep behind me.
I spun round quickly, too quickly, I lost my balance and fell
down, down through my mirror. How typical I thought (quite
unworried about the idea that normal people don’t fall through
mirrors). Today was usually one of my better days at school.
"It certainly is cold in here”, 1 said to a white rabbit who hap
pened to be passing. "Have you noticed how no-one ever talks
in lifts, or for that matter mirrors?” I yelled up to a little blond
girl who quickly followed the white rabbit after giving me a
strange look. “Funny that,” I murmured to myself since no-one
else seemed particularly interested.
Just then, I landed not with 'bumps’ as I’d expected but with a
very loud, and hard 'splash'. I looked around after I'd come up
for the third time and struck out for a distant shore.
Standing on the white sand dripping, I noticed that during my
fall I had changed clothes and my hair was down to my waist. "It
was a long fall but I didn’t think it that long!” I said to no-one
and was greeted by a very patient silence, so I took off the flimsy
sandals I’d been supplied with and started to trudge my way
across the slightly warm sand.
At length I came to a small glade where a girl was sitting on a
large tree root reading the physics of falling in love to a sapling.
"Excuse me,” I said. The sapling quickly got up and ran over to
a tall oak tree which put its lower branches around it and glared
at me. “ I seem to have lost my way.” What an unoriginal thing
to have said, I thought.
"Yes,” she replied.
"Quite,” 1 answered in most winnie-the-pooh voice. I could see
this was going to be one of those long intellectual conversa
tions.
"Well, you’d better come home with me and we’ll try to find
where you live. Have you been here before?”
"1 can’t remember,"I whispered for I suddenly remembered
seeing the saplng and girl before.
"Oh well, do you like honey?”
"I like anything," I replied sprightly, knowing what a blatant lie
it was but wishing to be polite and feeling somehow even if I
wanted to 1 couldn’t say anything else.
So we started off...........again.

Pen and paper never capture memories as precise as in the
beginning, Oh, yes, i remember, but never with so much detail
and feeling. Memories never bring back the feeling of the time,
the actual moment which you never want to leave behind.
1 am writing this 20 and a half hours later and it all seems like
a fantasy.
1 remember the words we used to express our feelings and
personalities, but they seem out of place here, at home.
Without you here to say them they have no meaning. I'll
never capture that happiness again. The happiness we all had
together. Possessions were immaterial, we lived for happiness,
no other reason.
1 am back in my false world of real things. Money never mat
tered but now its essential.
No one can appreciate this feeling unless they feel it with their
own soul. If only we could go back in time boys, then our
memories would never fade.
SUSAN MORGAN
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S. LEIGHTON

"Please protect me from my Year 12 Chemistry class”

WAVES
Have you ever been to the beach
When no-one else's there
Have you ever studied the waves
while sitting in the sand
The way they sparkle like stars in a mid-summer sky
or the rise and fall like winter.
Have you ever noticed the whirl and twirl
and imagined that you were there
The thing I like most though, is the way
they froth and fall.
Then disappear up the sand.
The way they start all over again
As though on someone’s command.

Inscribed on red brick walls
are the sacred babblings of the inner city urchins.
The offspring of the working class
fenced in by an industrial area
of which there is no way out.
Thoughtless element of the game
flick-knife’s your best friend
Branded with little intelligence
they follow the set pattern, in turn only
to breed more, in the self-same mould from whence they came
They realize they are in a red fish’n chips in newspaper and all
the rest.
Few escape the mortification and thus
the hopeful gleam in their eyes is
extinguished as they gaze into the future.

L. TOWNSEND

AMANDA REEVE, Year 11
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NEGLECT

INTERVIEWING AN AUTHORESS

He meanders ever so slowly down the mossy path.
A walk that has been covered by the man for many a long year.
This morning may be his last.
Like the ever-dying and replenishing leaves on the elm trees.
So death will clutch at an old forlorn man.
Sitting neglected in silence in the merciless sun,
(even the scorching, blazing ball of fire has no feeling
for the withered and wise being)
Reminiscing days gone by, but all was interrupted when
A blanket was thrown off on a cold dark night,
Leaving his life untouched and lonely.
If a person were to drop by and talk
sit by the fly screen door and discuss trivial matters . . .
But the young are oblivious to the solitude of the aged,
And leave them to contemplate the past,
Engulfed in time, endless time, going on and on . . .
Only the surroundings to relieve him from the monotonous
boredom of life that is so short, but wasted.
Nothing to do. Nothing to do but sit and wait
for death to knock calmly at the door, echoing
through the musty colonial house empty
like the old man.

After introductory speech ...
How did you arrive in Australia, Miss Christie?
THE 4.50 FROM PADDINGTON.
Why did you pick that particular train?
Because of THE MURDER ON THE ORIENT EXPRESS.
Have you met any new friends in Australia?
Yes, THE MAN IN THE BROWN SUIT and THE MYSTERIOUS
MR. QUINN.
Are you married Miss Christie?
I was.
Have you any children?
TEN LITTLE NIGGERS.
Have you brought any of your children with you?
I have, THE THIRD GIRL.
Have you been to any social outings on your visit?
I went to a HALLOWEEN PARTY.
1 hear they have made a film from your latest book. The film
seems to have many special effects.
THEY DO IT WITH MIRRORS.
I have been told you practise opera singing. When did you last
perform.
Last night in the bathroom THE MIRROR CRACK'D FROM
SIDE TO SIDE.
I understand your mother, Mrs. McGinty, is extremely ill
MRS. McGINTY'S DEAD.
I am sorry, it must have been sudden!
It was THE HOUND OF DEATH.
Do you attend church on Sundays?
Not since the MURDER AT THE VICARAGE.
I hear you visited America last year, but left very suddenly. Was
there any reason?
I was advised to lay my CARDS ON THE TABLE, and leave
after the MURDER IN MINNESOTA.
What has been one of the main upsets in your life.
Finding out that the MURDERER OF ROGER ACKROYD was
my brother.
What relationship did you have with your husband.
We were PARTNERS IN CRIME.
How did your husband die.
He didn't notice what was in his soup that night.
What was in his soup?
SPARKLING CYANIDE.
That sounds as if it is easy to kill someone.
MURDER IS EASY.
What happened to his body.
It became known as the BODY IN THE LIBRARY.
I suppose your husband's memory lingers on?
DEATH COMES AS THE END.
I understand your son died some years ago as well
It was DEATH ON THE NILE.
Was it murder?
No, he was TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.
Where do you live.
IN THE CROOKED HOUSE.
That is a well tailored suit you are wearing.
It is the LABOURS OF HERCULES, my dressmaker.
Thank you for speaking to us, Miss Christie...
Well, I must go now, I have an APPOINTMENT WITH DEATH.

SUE RYAN, Year 10
The sky, endless in everyone’s sight, except for that of the bird
The sky, the iridescent sari of the earth, dropping like a Greek
goddess's gown;
The sky, the meridian between all earthly things, and the
unknown wilderness of space.
The sky, heavenly in all aspects, containing both wispy and
billowing clouds
facing the earth with wisdom, peace and thought.

AMANDA REEVE, Year 11

F1NOLA LEARY, Year 9

2

Oh! Mystery of man, from what a depth
Proceed thy honours. I am lost, but see
In simple childhood something of the base
On which thy greatness stands.

COSTED FK>MS1££QVhCXJUi WYltt KNtfg.

(Wordsworth)
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ALL REVVED UP?
Well, I was just standing there in my new radials,
The rain streaming down my faultless armaglaze,
All revved up and no place to go,
When the lights went green.
Then I got excited.
The Mrs., she planted her foot on my pedal
And let the clutch go with a bang,
And me, 1 started to cough a bit with the excitement.
But I needn’t have got steamed up.
We weren't going anywhere.
Those lights, they turned red again,
And 1 just crouched there in my wet radials,
The rain kind of dripping off me,
And I wished my paint wasn't quite so blue.
The car next to me wanted a drag.
1 was sort of embarrassed
When they hooked me onto that chain
And pulled me backwards all the way to Joe’s,
My boot poking in the air, and my nose almost wiping the road.
But the Mrs. she just laughed with the man.
FOR JODIE
PATRICIA GAUNT. Year 12
A tear trickled wetly down, fighting its way across a determined
cheek, creeping unhappiness seemed slowly to engulf the knot
ted little figure.
A small hand ferociously gripped the mesh of the fence. Eyes
darted anxiously through the blur of people, seeking familiar
scuffed shoes or swinging school bag. A roughly pedalled bicy
cle thrusts its way through, its spinning spokes momentarily
blurring the search. Grey regulation trousers stride on in a never
ending stream. The pushing mass of bodies swells and
diminishes as buses come and go, their cargo shoving and
shouting.
Tears find a furrow in the reddening cheek, the coins clasped so
tightly the hands begin to ache. Still more rushing feet, another
cyclist. Colours loom out of the grey blur, hope rises, then falls,
the right blazer but the wrong face . . .
. . . but then, yes, a smile, comfort spreads like a balm, tears
haltingly subside. Her brother had come, he would know what
bus to catch.

gjNV ROCO<^

ANNE, Year 12
SPAGHETTI
Long,
Twisting
Winding
Sloppy
Messy
Pliable
that's spaghetti,
Lying like an uneven desert,
With an oasis of sauce in the middle,
it begins raining,
A heavy downpour of cheese,
Forming little melted dobs in the desert,
but soon, alas, the desert has changed
Only a small dune lies by its self,
the spaghetti desert has gone.

I am not a mirror
To reflect what you would wish
1 am not dirt,
To be swept under the mat.
Your oppression cannot
Cage me in forever.
Soon, the mirror will be shattered.
The mat taken up
Soon I will take wings
And fly far beyond your reach.
J. BENNETT

TANYA GODFREY, Year 12
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MUSICAL MADNESS - EXAMS!

THYME

For days and days beforehand
You worry yourself sick . . .
"How am I going to play?”
“I’m sure 1 won’t remember to . . .”
"What’ll I do if. . .”
and so on, until the event
becomes less and less like
a music exam, and more and
more like an execution

What would rhyme
with thyme?
mime, dime,
could you have
sublime, crime?
Of problems as such
there are far too much
in the life of a poet.
Oh ... I say blow it!!
I give up, it’s just no use
to try to think up a word so obtuse
as to rhyme with thyme!
I’ll write a poem on parsley!

'everyone' tells you:
“Don’t worry, dear, you’ll be fine once you get in there . . .
. . .on the day . . .with a little more practice, . . .
perhaps (encouragement) ?
But then, again, it’s always ‘everyone’ that sits outside waiting
for you, that are the confident ones. They don’t have to go into
that room and face the monstrous examiner, worry whether
they’ll be able to play inversions of arpeggios, or even wonder
whether the trills in the Beethoven sonata will finally sound
right.
NO! It's all up to you.
Walking up the forested path at Cooper Street, is when you
finally realize the dreaded moment is going to become a reality
very soon.
You enter the waiting room to the left and can immediately tell
those who are waiting to be examined from those who are just
waiting. It is an aged room, the heaters are always going,
because for some unknown (?) reason, the atmosphere is always
tense and cold.
(You are promptly seated in one corner).
Last minute general knowledge is running through your brain.
“Was it 1857 or 1837” . . .when suddenly you are interrupted
by . . .2300! Is that you? Yes, you answer politely, and reluc
tantly rise to meet your doom.
A bowed lady leads you down the passageway to one of the
minute rooms. They are plain and bare containing only a piano,
a window, and a small desk behind which sits the examiner (who
for some odd reason, usually turns out not to be monstrous, but
rather like something which could be said to resemble one of
"the human race!!!” . . . within limits of course.)
You enter:
A few formalities are uttered, you are seated and the event
begins . . . B major, C minor, Gb melodic minor, D major,
arpeggio — first inversion, Eb dominant seventh, A diminished
seventh, more and more, and more (until finally, the attack of
the enemy momentarily ceases and then,) List A, B, C . . .D,
Extra Lists, Ear Tests, General Knowledge, . .” “What key
is . .?”, Sight Reading, and then . . . that much awaited moment
when you are freed, and can finally walk out the door and know
that it’s all over,
. . .for now,
but, How many more times?

R. FERRELL, Year 11

...

SONG OF RODRIGUEZ
Words of protest, loneliness, despair,
Delivered with music.
Portraying feelings of others.
The soldiers, the workers,
The Blues, the unfortunate,
Lost in this world.
And of Molly McDonald,
the person.
Coming from reality.
Magic, presence, truth,
of Christ, Drugs and the Establishment Blues.
Written yesterday,
for today,
for us,
and for Molly.

KAREN EDELMAN, Year 11

even a child is known by his doings
(Proverbs)

KAREN CALLANDER STONE
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A NEW LANGUAGE
On my arrival as a boarder at the famed M.L.C. boarding
house, I found 1 had a lot to learn. It wasn't the rules or manners
(manners?!) or learning to be away from home for a long time
that 1 found difficult. It was this new language that I had to learn,
called "Australian” commonly known as “Strine” (I think!).
Instead of having to speak what seemed to me, normal English,
strange foreign words kept creeping into the dialogue:
"Hi mate, how’re ya going?”

THOUGHTS AFTER “THE SERPENT’S EGG” 1977
INGMAR BERGMAN

“Er . . nowhere”.
"Wo, how’re ya going not where’re ya going”

Like desperate pilgrims
the tendrils of thought grope
my mind,
for a civilized thought —
less hatred, ignorance, and disgust,
blank.
“It’s no good looking at the world
through rose tinted glasses
life is a lesson that has to be learnt.”
My illiterate cat
looks at me with frail intelligence,
contented.

"By bus".
In this instance, ignorance on my behalf gave rise to hysteri
cal outbursts. Afterall, everyone knows that "how’re ya going?”
means "How are you?”
"Ay, do you have chooks at your place?” Now what on earth
are “chooks”? No, No, I’m sorry, 1 didn't know what chooks
were, much to the disgust of the friendly "Aussies” who had to
put up with my ignorance and funny way of speaking, or, more
correctly, not speaking!
It didn’t take me long to discover that "chooks” are "fowls”
and a “jumper” is NEVER called a "jersey”. I soon found out
that “jerseys” are a type of cow only and not as I had known
them to be (that is, jumpers) from the beginning of my time!
Call a jumper a jersey and the reply you get is “That’s a jumper,
dumb, dumb. MOO, jersey!” followed by wild hysterics again
“Same difference!”

CAROLYN COURT, Year 12

Numerous different words and phrases have developed into
my new language so much so that even my parents don’t under
stand me now! I’m almost what you might call a “true blue
Aussie” but not quite; I still believe in “fowls”, "jerseys” and
calling “tea”, “supper”,and “supper” “tea” (If you get what I
mean!) 1 never did understand why you have your main meal
and call it "tea"! When I have “tea” I have a cup of tea! And so
the list of new words increases; after all, they say you learn new
things every day. “1 sure have!”

1 came to Methodist Ladies’ College to begin Year 11. I was ner
vous, but somehow, a definite atmosphere 1 had never
experienced before, took away my fears. Voices echoed through
the school; ( — no, the word ‘college’ was more appropriate — )
as the girls discussed excitedly their holidays.
It was the month of February and the sun was shining warmly on
my back. Although sad about leaving my old friends, I could see
that making new friends would be easy, as everyone smiled.
Holiday conversation was interrupted by the morning bell and
the girls hurried to where their form rooms would be for the rest
of the year.

K. McLACHLAN

1 began making my way to room two — the biology room. 1
entered the room and sat myself down at a table of three other
girls, one of whom I knew, (not very well). The hustle and bustle
of the class room was quietened so that we were able to fill out
our timetables. 1 found this most confusing, and had to see Mrs.
Froudist to clarify the matter.

•••

That day, that first day, I met new friends, some of whom have
become great friends. Although I was lost several times, school
was not as bad as I had expected. A new light, and new
experience had shone on me that day, and that day will always
be remembered.

Slow, through the muddy stale waters
of limpid Venetian canals
we push our gondolas.
Cleft, the night behind us —
like the devil’s foot — dissolves towers
in our wake.
KATHERINE SM1TS

LINDA BARTHOLOMEUSZ, Year 12
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BEST FRIENDS
We don’t see much of each other now
But on those occasions when we do
It is weird, almost magical.
We smile as we remember very special moments
And we cry a little too.
It seems as though we are psychic.
We can sit there and say things
Which, to an outsider, would appear to be irrelevant.
But, to us, our comments are answers
To each other’s unspoken queries.
We will speak simultaneously, frequently
Without meaning to
And then we will giggle, but
Behind our laughter
There is a hesitant questioning.
Can there be an extraordinary thing between us
Or is it just that we are best friends.
1 discount theories of extra sensory perception
But I do believe
That if two people are so close that they ...
...can understand each other completely
...Be able to criticise with the other person’s welfare in mind
...Laugh with each other and not at them
...Can cry honestly at each other’s problems
and have the happiest times together,
Then there must be a communication link, or something
Not from the thoughts of our minds,
But between the beats from our hearts.

THE PERSON THAT I MOST ADMIRE
The person that I most admire has beauty, compassion, power
and a strong will, as her most important traits. No one is sure if
she is male or female, but most often, she is delicate and fragile,
so she is said to be female.
She is not seen; and always seen. She portrays herself
through a live painting and yet no person or object can boast, of
ever having seen her. Ancient folk-lore turns her into a fairy or
an elf, but the only way I can describe her to you is through her
offspring. These are every colour imaginable: green, blue,
pink . . . They are small, big, fat and thin; they are gentle,
fierce, sweet and cruel. She has complete control over them, for
when they were born she wove each one into a fragile web
which controls them. Her children never had a father, but for all
we know she may be he. She can whip her children into a raging
fury, that pounds the ground and floods, or she can send fiery
belches into the sky and innundate the world in a boiling ooze.
She can shake the ground and heavens, for she has the greatest
amount of power ever known. She can be cruel, too. When she
wove her fragile web of life, she stated the laws of survival, so
she forces her children to be cruel to each other. She forces one
to catch the other, kill it, eat it and thus survive.

JULIE O'DWYER
Besides being powerful and the holder of all secrets, she is
poignant, beautiful and gentle. When the world began, she
touched the ground and where her hands were laid, magnificent
shapes and contours sprang forth: mountains, valleys, plains
and rivers. She modelled them and gave them beauty and colour
and she touched the heavens and made them glorious. Her
children, those that can move, speak of her glory in many
different tongues. Her other children, those that can only speak
when her messenger rushes through them, form the outline of
her live painting. They can only move with her help, so, when
she is cruel, and sends light and heat to warm her path, they
perish in the ugliest of ways.
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The sun is her lantern, the moon her candle, she loves all her
off spring who are made in her image and she protects them.
However, there is one who is false. Her ugly son: man, who tries
to force open, whilst she holds, the key, to all secrets. Man hates
his mother and tries to harm her, through hurting his brothers
and sisters. He does not obey the rules of survival and conse
quently tears the web. He is jealous of her beauty and power and
he seeks to destroy her world.

T

The person I most admire is not perfect, she has flaws and her
main one is her loyalty. She is loyal to the one who seeks to
destroy her, only because he is her child. She should completely
destroy him and leave the planet to her true offspring. Yet, she
cannot, for she is weak in her loyalty and hopes that man can
redeem himself. In a way, I suppose this shows her virtue, her
power for patience and forgiveness. So, at the same time, I
admire her and despise her, but nonetheless, she is the only per
son I respect, and consciously or not, you admire her too, for
who can help but to love, respect and admire her?
BRONWYN SM1TS, Year 10
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still young and under my guidance shall mature in spiritual
understanding.
Ah, my dear diary, it is to you I turn each evening as the sun
lowers its brow over the world’s edge, tired after yet another
torturous day of spreading its soul-warming glow over the earth.
1 feel as one with the world. I can but place pen to paper yet
mere words cannot express my feelings at this time. Felicia may
think 1 am a fool but someday, dearest diary, when I have left
this world to enter yet another more glorious universe, she will
read this and think how wrongly she misjudged her father.
"His”, she will say, “was the complete understanding of the
human character!” Ah well, man was born to toil and suffer and
I no less than any other. Though life be hard I shall continue to
spread my philosophies and bring sight to those who cannot see
the earth’s wonders. So until tomorrow, dear diary, adieu. May
tomorrow bring new challenges to test me in my steadfast pur
pose.
Charles Longhorn-Smith, 1829

THE DIARY OF A SUPERFLUOUS MAN
Dear Diary,
How can I express the feelings which overwhelm my being on
this most glorious of days! Could there ever have been such a
delightful sense of peace among nature’s subjects? The sky I am
sure is at the peak of its azure majesty and the rainbow, ah, what
can one say? The brilliance of Mother Nature is most surely
reflected in this, her most magnificent of creations. The colours
blending subtly to give a flawless continuum of colours each
battling to show itself as the most beautiful and yet in doing so,
high-lighting its associates. I have commented to my dear
Felicia that she can never hope to capture the innate artistry of
the living soul behind the screen of colours. She has no feeling
— to her the rainbow is a chemical concoction to be applied to
canvas with a bristle brush. Can she not see the rainbow as a
symbol of life itself, the very essence of the world, its hardships,
joys and cruelties? But how could Felicia hope to understand?
She has never seen the world as I have. The doors to the secrets
of the universe are closed to her; would that she might find the
key, her only escape is to discover, to go and marvel at nature’s
miracles. Had she my sense of the grand, the sublime fantasy
she could not help but be awed by the panorama spread before
her.
In each spider’s web 1 see the magical industry of one of the
most diligent of animals. One must surely admire the energy of
such a lowly born arachnid, whose very instinct for survival pre
sents a drama fitting to the imagination of any intelligent human
being. But no, one finds so many people in society, those in
positions of trust, distinguished gentlemen; they speak of stan
dards which they themselves cannot uphold. Why then are we
induced to follow their erroneous example? Have we no better
monitors for our faith? Should we not set our sights higher to
the advancement of our cause and the upholding of human dig
nity? How much more worthy a model is the spider, humble yet
with industry and intelligence which give credit to his breed!
I asked Felicia “Why do you not follow the example set by
nature’s wonders?’’ But she only replied that cobwebs were not
her conception of the well kept home and instructed the first
maid to destroy the artistry created by many hours of toil. How
can one conceive the callous inhumanity of the human person,
the undercurrents of character which shape our moral being?
Though we may think our actions pass unnoticed, we are all
accountable to that Supreme Being on the day of judgment and
each and every individual will regret his actions, in the face of
dire retribution. What can one do? Must I be the only one who
can see the path confronting mankind? 1 am alienated from the
human race, a prophet to whom no man will pay heed. They
shall regret their insensitivity! Felicia, my dear child, can I not
save you from yourself. Is it not worth a small sacrifice? My
pleas fall on deaf ears yet the evidence of the earth’s wonders is
there on the book of life, should anyone care to turn its wellworn pages. Yet there is hope, at least for my poor child; she is

SARAH SPELDEW1NDE, Year 12
A KALEIDOSCOPE
Patterns collide embedding themselves in each other, vanishing
and then reappearing. Squares, triangles and circles appear bril
liantly coloured. They make a queer interchanging world of
their own. The maze is never-ending, twisting, twining, winding
like an energetic child.
Blue,
Red,
Yellow,
Orange,
Pink.
Rainbow colours stir through that small circle everlastingly.
A multi-coloured maze.
A kaleidoscope!
SHARON WR1CHTSON, Year 8
MAN IS BUT A STEPPING STONE
We were asked one day during a fellowship meeting what we
thought was heaven. I thought for a while and with some ideas
kindled by things others said, came up with the title of this
passage.
I said that when we die we do not go to the stereotype heaven
with the pearly gates and the Disciple Peter with his big book,
but that when we die we pass into, maybe, what could be called
another dimension. When we die we do not need material
possessions and are free of material restrictions.
Someone made the comment that what would happen to the
people who would be considered to go to Hell or Hades but to
some people’s "souls or spirits” this new "dimension” is a form
of torture.
I said also that animals would also go into this heaven as they,
some people think, would also go to the stereotype heaven. And
that any other form of life in the galaxy or even the universe
would go into this heaven as it is the stepping stone from one
life form to another and therefore from one galaxy to the other.
Another point 1 made was that when we are in Heaven we know
all that we have learnt in our different ‘lives'. This means that as
a whole there is really only one species in the whole universe.
Think about it?
A YEAR 9
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VALE

THE NEW SCHOOL SONG

The Green Clad Maiden with the badge stopped dead in her
tracks. On the street corner, some ten yards away, stood an
Infant of some thirteen summers, nose pressed against the
record shop window, displaying in shameless defiance a nakedly
garish apple green jumper, several sizes too large. The Infant's
blazer, crumpled to occupy as small a volume as possible, hung
out of her school bag — one arm dangling lopsidedly between
“I love” and “S.W.”. It became painfully obvious that the Infant
was Out of School Bounds Without a Blazer.
Immediately, scenes from a dim and distant past flashed
across the normally blank mind of the Green Clad Maiden with
the Badge. With a mounting nostalgia, she recalled her own
youth and innocence, the (many) times she, too, had stepped
beyond the bounds of propriety (the school gates) — blazerless,
hatless, even once tie-less . . . Through the pleasantly nebulous
haze rose the anonymous figures of departed Seniors, similarly
clad, who had nipped youthful rebellion in the bud with
rebukes, threats and other, more subtle means. There was one
particularly embarrassing scene in a bus . . . after which she had
vowed that she would be lenient and magnanimous in dealing
with subordinates when she attained the Splendour of the Badge
(a comfortably far-off prospect . .).
For perhaps a full minute, the Green Clad Maiden with the
Badge stood, lost in memories. She wiped a surreptitious tear
from her eye. Then she glanced again at the still Blazerless
Infant, who had since accepted an ice-cream from a friend, and
was eating it with relish on the pavement. The sun was shining.
There were, as the Green Clad Maiden with the Badge had been
informed by a teacher that morning, exactly nine weeks until
the T.A.E. Life, she decided was too short.
She walked over the the Blazerless Infant, and produced a pen
and notebook. She fixed the Infant with an authoritative and
officious stare. ‘‘Right, I want your name and form,” said the
Green Clad Maiden with the Badge.

They're mad on punctuality although you must not run,
No talking over the Christchurch fence, although it might sound
fun.
You must wear ties and name tags, and stockings, if you please.
Hair tied back, and school shoes clean, and don’t dare show
your knees!
No walking on the grass, girls; undesirables are forbidden
And if you care for jewellery, you’d better keep it hidden
Hooray, hooray, hooray, misery’s on its way!
(Fanfare of Trumpets)
There are bad times just around the corner
There are dark clouds forming in the sky
And it’s no use whining about a silver lining
’Cos we know (from experience) it won’t provide
With a smile and a frown, we’ll keep our peckers down
While surrounded by trouble and gloom and dread
We re going to pack up our troubles in our old school bag
And wait until we drop down dead.
In Physics and in Chemistry they’re sobbing themselves to sleep
The groans and wails on the practice rails have even depressed
the creeps.
They’re out of cash in orchestra and out of tune in choir
The altos can crack about a B flat and no one can get any higher.
We don’t get much education, but one thing we know we know
If this strives for the highest, I’d hate to see what is low!
(Fanfare of Trumpets)
There are bad times just around the corner
There are horizons gloomy as can be.
There’s a smell that’s vile, coming from the mice in Biol,
And just around the corner is the T.A.E.
We’re an unhappy breed, and very bored indeed
When remineded of something some Latin said (Per Ardua)
So while the Council relive their youth and nag, nag, nag
We ll wait until we drop down dead (A likely story!)
We’ll wait until we drop down dead (School of hope and glory!)
Yes, we’ll wait until we drop down dead.

K.S.

IN PROTEST OF WHAT SCHOOL TRIES
(AND HOPEFULLY NEVER SUCCEEDS)
TO MAKE US

What do we go to school for? Or perhaps a broader question —
Why are we here? Definitely not to score 550 on a T.A.E.
aggregate — surely every “sane” person believes that. And yet,
the whole aim and purpose of school seems to be just that — a
few exhibitions and students in the top twenty would have no
detrimental effects on the reputation of the school and it would
help the accounts considerably in these days of inflation and
unemployment. As for the teachers’ point of view, brilliant
T.A.E. results provide a pleasant basis for the ego-trip we all
need once in a while; and what a better way to get it than by let
ting someone else do all the dirty work.
Now it is time for the students’ point of view. What would we
become if we let ourselves be completely moulded by the one
divine, all-righteous power — school. The answer is quite sim
ple — just take a few comments from a parent-teachers' night
— your daughter will continue to do extremely well in
ch------- y if she keeps her other interests such as ph------------ y
under control; and a "little” extra reading, such as e------------s
journals would greatly improve her T.A.E. work. And the result
of taking advice like that from all your teachers — you guessed
it — a little (or big) bore who knows nothing but schoolwork (or
extensions of it).
I see school as being a means to an end, but it seems that the
means have become so overgrown that they seem to be the end.
B.Y.M.
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BANDICOOT
Bandicoot,
little one,
who runs the gauntlet of the night
runs for two.

THE BEAUTY AND THE BEAST
It's 7 a.m.,
I step outside,
From what seems now
Like a clugged-up furnace,
Immediately engulfed by gentle
Wave of air so bitingly fresh
My cheeks glow as the air sears my throat!

inside, another,
making you full-bellied,
low to the ground.
You, rain lashed,
nose quivering for the scent
that will quiet the kicking.
Ears back
find the moist brown earth
that hides you from the day.
CAROLYN COURT, Year 12

The oval is green and glistening from the crystals,
Formed by the night’s damp blanket, reflecting the sun’s
Straying rays, that are seeping from behind the obstructing hill.
The dogs bound off to chase a trespassing rabbit back to its
rightful grounds.
........... Not a sound, but for the bark of a dog, the crash of a
wave,
And the chirp of a startled bird, interrupt the stillness and
form the harmony to the beautiful song that nature treasures ’till
sunrise.
One lap around the oval and things are just beginning to warm

up,
Two laps around and I’m breathing an angry furnace, combining
with the cold
air, producing a smoky film funelling a path in front of me.

THE STALLION
There he stood a stallion,
Sleek and black, his reflection
Shining back to him in the lake.
The horse lapped the cool,
Refreshing water.
The lake rippled as his soft tongue,
Caressed its surface. ,
A sudden noise disturbed him.
He stood alert, ears pricked
And eyes scanning the field
Before him.
A gleaming white mare
Appeared from behind the trees
The stallion, seeing his own kind,
Relaxed and nuzzled at a clump
Of grass.

........... Back at the house from the verge of the front lawn, I
watch
the sun begins to rise and awake the world with its elusive
fingers,
While glowing and burning the silhouetted tree line on the hill;
I think of returning into the hot and musty house to prepare
myself to re-enter
this bliss in a different frame of mind;
Joining in the race to see who is able to destroy
All this beauty and naturalness
The quickest and most efficient,
Until, eventually
None of it
Remains!
JACKIE IMMELMAN. Year 12

How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is
To have a thankless child!
(Shakespeare)

THIRTY YEARS OF MEMORIES
ZOE BRADBURY, Year 8

Hottest

The faithful old horse breathes his last breath
As the aging man weeps silently in a corner of the shadowy sta
ble,
Death has come peacefully for his horse,
But he was not always the same.
He recalled the times of his horses’s life
When he was ready for any task,
His body plump and radiant with health,
His muscles rippling beneath his well-sheened coat,
But, as time passed by . . .
His haunches grew skinny and his coat moth-eaten,
And like his energy the muscles wasted away,
But as the man ponders about the loss of his companion,
Realization dawns that it happens to all.
DIANA PINCH, Year 9

a "fairy godfather” like “Santa Claus” to bestow gifts upon
them, free of charge, in days of inflation like these?
Scientifically speaking, it is logical that one has to go through
the stages of childhood, commencing from babyhood to adult
hood. However, there has been proof that in the early ages of
human life, children were treated equally like adults and they
were hardly distinguishable from the adults except for their
sizes. In England during the seventeenth century, children were
forced to work in coal-mines. These children never experienced
childhood and can be said to have missed out a crucial part of
their lives. In our present existence, the majority, if not all,
human beings are experiencing or have experienced a childhood
— no matter how wretched or delightful.
Needless to say, if you asked me the question whether child
hood is necessary, 1 would say “of course, naturally, and
absolutely!” Children provide laughter, wisdom and strength.
What would the world be without them?

IS CHILDHOOD REALLY NECESSARY?
Have you ever given a thought about your childhood? Or is it
too painful or too 'far back’ to recall? If you have experienced a
happy childhood, you would agree with me that childhood is
one of the better, if not best, things in life. Sad to say, all the
thrill and excitement, the innocence and naivety are lost as you
grow up. However, this does not apply to everyone. Some peo
ple still retain their childishness and their cases may be diag
nosed as “immaturity” or simply “dullness”.
Childhood is not only to be an enjoyable period for a child
but even more so for a parent. How many parents can admit that
bringing up a child is an absolutely boring affair? Conversely,
how many children would agree to the fact that they are enjoy
ing life without their parents? Some parents go to great extents
of recording their children's voices, filming or photographing
their children as they grow up, so that they may re-live their
children’s childhood. Or perhaps their own. Recall how often an
adult says, “How I wish I could be young again!” The more
diminutive you are, the “cuter", the “sweeter”, the "cleverer”,
the “more adorable” you are. Not to mention, the older you
grow, the more “serious”, "uninteresting” and “sour-faced”
you become.
The essence of childhood is the originality, creativeness and
the resourcefulness. Children tend to reason things in different
dimensions from that of adults. Take the simplicity of a child:
Child: Do you eat hay?
Guest: No. Why do you ask?
Child: Because my mother says you eat like a horse.
Children have the right to be impudent and incorrigible in
their own comical ways. After all — children do add a spice to
life.
My childhood is more than something to be cherished. Let me
ask you: When else can you be mischievous and get away with
it? And when else can you be nasty when you feel nasty? When
I was a toddler, my most vivid memory is that of sitting on my
parent’s legs and pestering them to lift their legs into the air so
that i could pretend I was a trapeze flyer! At the pre-school age,
life was not without the 'tragedies’. I cried 'bucketsfull’ when
taken to see the movie “Bambi” because "Bambi”, the deer was
caught in a fire.
Being mischievous may be considered as a privilege of being
young. Once, my brother and 1 contrived to knock a hole in a
wall so that we could peer at people in the bathroom behind the
wall. Unfortunately for us, our plans were foiled by the noise the
hammer and chisel made, which resulted in an impromptu
smacking for us. However, children learn fast and one of the
vital lessons that 1 picked up was that “crocodile-tears are a
valuable aid whenever you are in trouble," can also induce
generosity and concealed hatred in an older brother or sister, for
you.
My brother and I discovered a rather delightful activity: we
threw stones at our neighbour’s roof and watched them rattle
and slither all the way to the ground. Another misfortune for us
was when the neighbour lodged a complaint. Before we faced
our anticipated punishment, we stuffed towels into the seats of
our pants and that was called our "armour” against punishment.
Being a child, did not mean the thrill of pranks and tricks
only. There were the exciting moments of birthdays and
festivities like Christmas. Every child goes to bed eagerly on
Christmas Eve to await the mythical ‘Santa Claus’ to drop by.
The intensity of the desire for pleasure and surprise is what
every child encounters. This similar feeling may be experienced
by a mature adult, though inwardly. After all, who wouldn’t like

LYNETTE SOON

IN PRAISE OF CHILDREN
Wide eyes that see all and grubby fingerprints down the wall,
Broken teddybears and torn kites.
Falling down stairs, off chairs and bikes.
Freckles smattered on a button nose.
Sympathy kisses for little grazed toes.
But soon they grow — and quickly too,
Through primary and senior school.
But teddy still sits in his usual place,
His one eye droops from his battered face.

GILLIAN BOWNES, Year 12
CARE FOR KIDS
Kids, I used to be one of them
and so did you!
What fun we had
But where are those years?
Where have they gone?
No it’s serious
When then it was childhood;
not caring for kids but
giggling and yabbling
while gluttoning and guzzling.
Time has fled and
clocks have stopped
for youth has fired away.
I belong to the world of today.
No longer a YOUTH
but caring for KIDS.

ROBYN PLATT, Year 12
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Many students find it hard when first attending boarding
school to do any of their own jobs such as washing, bedmaking,
or keeping wardrobes and drawers clean. It is often difficult for a
boarder to gain permission to go shopping after school. There
must be a good excuse and often good excuses are thought to
have been made up or not a good excuse.

THE PROS AND CONS OF BEING A BOARDER
Being a boarder has many advantages and disadvantages. I
am going to go over many of these from my point of view. I
don’t really know how the day girls would class my pros and
cons but I would hope they would find many advantages in
being a day girl among my list of cons of being a boarder.

The set meal times cause a problem for anyone who wishes to
sleep in until a reasonable hour on weekends or even weekdays.
The attendance at church or chapel is compulsory every Sun
day.

I find that being a boarder is an enjoyable, worthwile
experience. There are no problems of travelling on a crowded
bus or train and perhaps having to stand up for many miles. The
companionship within the boarding house is generally good as
girls are placed in rooms with people their own age and
wherever possible with girls they get on well with

At first it is very hard when you become sick not to have your
mother fussing over you. However, soon it becomes easy to go
to Sister and have her fuss over you.

I think that it is important for a person to be independent for a
short while before leaving home permanently. Boarding pro
vides a good opportunity for this, it gives students the oppor
tunity to care for personal belongings. They must wash and iron
their clothes and if they don't do it, then it won’t get done.

A major thing missed by all or most boarders is the assistance
of parents in the field of homework. Many parents help their
daughters when they are home on holidays but most daughters
are not prepared to give up holidays for homework.
I enjoy boarding very much and I don't think 1 would have
missed that experience for anything, however many disadvan
tages it has. I just look on the bright side of it.

Limited television is an advantage because if television
wasn’t limited and homework hours weren’t set, you would pro
bably find a majority of girls postponing their homework for
some television programme. The set homework hours also help
to ensure that each girl does a certain amount of homework
each night.

DIANA BENBOW, Year 12

Discipline is a pro and con of being a boarder. Of course
everyone should be punished but 1 think that some of the
punishments are ridiculous. I don’t feel that it does anyone any
good.
Another advantage to being a boarder is if you leave anything
upstairs, such as your gym tunic, it is usually possible to go
upstairs to get it or to ask a Year 12 to get it.
If you forget to write down your homework, then it is quite
easy to ask any other boarder who is in your class what the
homework is, this is much easier than getting into trouble for
not doing your homework.
Naturally enough, boarding away from home has many disad
vantages and the main one is being away from home, family and
pets. The first few months away from home are the worst and
often result in large phone bills for parents whose daughters
reverse the charges.
One thing which is missed by boarders is their own room and
wardrobe etc. This is the major reason we find soft toys on beds
throughout the boarding house, it gives an air of familiarity.
Many boarders find they lose touch with old friends and
although they may make many new friends this can prove hard
for boarders when home on holiday. In many cases some “old
friends" think that if you're at school in Perth, you're a snob.

<

1 was suddenly alone. Standing in my too-big uniform, staring
after the receding car, and with it the last of my childhood.
Feeling slightly dazed, 1 followed the crowd of babbling
uniforms into the dining room, and took my place for the first
meal at my new school.

There is a lack of privacy throughout the boarding house and
if you want to be alone with your thoughts, it can prove
extremely difficult. Often you find many other people using
your belongings without permission, but eventually you will
find it becomes a mutual agreement.

1 found that most new girls had the same stunned, wide-eyed
expression. To think that people who seemed so strange and
remote, would be close and understandng friends didn’t occur to
me.
When the time comes to leave school and acquaintances, and
friends, I suppose I will once again feel a sense of loss. Another
stage has passed. What is to follow?

In the boarding house there is limited access to newspapers
and magazines. This is difficult when a class containing three or
more boarders are asked to cut out the weather map, for exam
ple.

DEBBIE BROWN, Year 12
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150 UP
Away back in the dreamtime,
or so the story goes,
Wandjina made the trees, the hills, the plains.
He planted the land with flowers,
with snakes, emus, koalas,
And people who could use such earthly gains.
He had planned for them a good life,
til along came all the Brits,
Who couldn’t comprehend this strange society.
They took from these dark people,
their pride, and land in bits,
Defeated them, destroyed their dignity.
We can't undo these deeds now,
but we can make amends,
And help all people live in harmony.
Let’s build ourselves a new State,
where children can grow strong,
Knowing that their neighbours are all free
Then join hands
with your neighbours,
Whatever race or creed.

Presentation of Radio Station

In helping our State's peoples
to live at one in peace.
The glorious West can surely take the lead.

ALL THE WORLD’S A STAGE

LOOK FORWARD! WEST AUSTRALIANS
BE PROUD OF WHAT WE’VE GOT,
BUT NOT JUST OF THE BRITISH PIONEERS.

1 admit that I am often just a spectator in the world and eveyrbody is, too, at some time, when they are not acting.
From the very beginning, that is when a baby is born, its act
ing career begins rather grandly catching almost everybody’s
attention. A new star is born! Its wails and cries, the dramatics
of learning how to walk, talk and generally the development of
the child through the years is a very interesting play, contribut
ing much of the enjoyment and amusements of the parents,
grandparents and friends.

WE HAVE FOLK OF EVERY RACE HERE,
WHO WILL CONTRIBUTE A LOT,
TO MAKE W.A. A LANDMARK THROUGH THE YEARS.

R. FERRELL

As we go through the years we have to change our roles,
clothes and behaviour, accordingly.
In school, we have to act as we are expected to, as we are
being watched by the teachers. In turn, we observe the teachers
acting; some wave their arms about, bang them on tables and
like to show their verbal abilities, while some move about gra
cefully and meekly.

TOMORROW?
Another day has flown by,
Leaving nothing but memories,
Whether good or bad they
are left behind,
As the darkness gradually
creeps in and closes the day’s door.

A very action-concentrated part of the play is sport; the play
ers watch the style, moves and faults of the other players and
three-quarters of the so-called ’sportsmen' are the spectators.
Where do we go for entertainment? To movies and exhibi
tions, where we can see other people acting and observe the
work done by them9 Or to dances or discos where we take turns
in acting as an actor and a spectator?

Have we used the day to its fullest,
Filling every moment with worthwhile tasks.
Or have we frittered it away,
foolishly, reassuring ourselves
of the days to come.

Even when we travel, our intention is to see more of the great
big stage we are in.

But alas we cannot place
our faith in coming days.
We have no proof or right
to believe in a new dawn.

Death is when a person's acting career ends and once again,
just as when a person first enters the stage, he is given a grand
farewell. He is given a formal ceremony and of course everyone
around him has to act sad and to say that they will miss him. So,
from the beginning to the end of a person’s life he is always
either the actor or a spectator in this great big interacting play
and thus "All the World is a Stage". 1 cannot say for sure,
though, whether, when he leaves the stage, he enters another, or
comes back again, fresh to start as another character in the same
stage, as 1 myself have not left the stage of life yet.

Our days are unsure, their number uncertain,
So do what you must
today and not tomorrow.
For we may be left without
tomorrow and also the guilt
of not doing it today.

GAIK LIN GOH

BRIDGET HALBERT, Year 10
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THE MOONSHADOW BRUMBIES

Conformity is a poisonous gas
that has seeped over, us all,
Suppressing own opinions and eccentricities.
Killing the individual . . .and
welding everyone together into
an indistinguishable mass,
All the same,
looking, talking, thinking,
All alike
and desperately trying to stay alike,
stay the same, normal, accepted,
unnoticed,
untouched.
Why can’t we be different?
Why can’t we think up our own thoughts?
Why not?
Because of having to conform — it's a social law,
a necessity to be normal,
not shunned an off-beat, weird, crazy, nutty.
I question against conformity
and yet,
still 1 do conform.
Why??

There stands the moon, white pearl of the heavens;
A ball of softly shimmering radiance,
That lights glowing on the Earth
And perceives in the gloom the horses of the night.
Slippery moonshadows, tricks of the eyes,
They emerge from the twilight,
On silently whisking hooves,
That seem not to touch the ground.
The moonshadow brumbies play in the moon’s rays,
Whirling and twirling sparks of quicksilver,
Flashes of light against darkness,
Their movements as fluid as water.
They leap and bound and toss their heads,
Tails cascading outwards in pluming waterfalls of streaming silk,
Floating on the gentle breeze.
That stirs gently around the fairyworld horses.
Their manes are billowing trails of gossamer,
As they flow like silver satin across the hillside,
Ascending the slope in a single, sweeping motion,
That touches them with flight.
They dance with wondrous grace
In the ebony night, spilt with stars,
That wink coldly and gleam brightly;
To them swiftly go the moonshadow brumbies.
Ever upwards they go, leaving the Earth
Forlorn for the loss of a beautiful moment,
And gradually disappear, one by one
And merge with the stars, they are one and the same.
Still there stands the Earth’s sentinel;
The moon caresses the sleeping world with white fingers
And sees far into the distant reaches of time and space,
Where dwell somewhere the moonshadow brumbies.

ALEX WELBORN, Year 10

THE ROSE
The small bud of beauty,
Caressed by the sun’s warmth,
Unfolds her arms and reaches,
To the clear blue sky.
NICOLE NIXON, Year 11

JOANNE MILLS, Year 10

Said a piece of white chalk to an easel,
"Whenever I scratch, why’d you sneezle?”
"Cos the particle goes
All the way up my nose
And to blow them away there’s no breezle."
In a schoolroom in North Arkansaw,
There’s a Chem teacher stuck to the door.
The experiment shown
Was to find the unknown
Now he knows ’twas H2SO4!

FfH

A murderous villain called Vince
Had his wife made into doggy mince.
The stuff was outlawed
By the sampling board
Because it corroded the tins.

% ; *
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Iwith a little help from CAROLINE NG)

Learn to write well, or not to write at all.
(Dryden)
“Greer"
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_______

Loving she is, and tractable, though wild;
And Innocence hath privilege in her
To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes;
And feats of cunning; and the pretty round
of trespasses, affected to provoke
Mock-chastisement and partnership in play . . .
by William Wordsworth from:
“Characteristics of a child Three Years
Old”
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Barclay House Monitors
FRONT ROW: Emma Collins, Chantal Deleuil, Romola McKenzie.
SECOND ROW: Susan Hadley, Andrea McCallum, Emma Bladen, Tonia Pratt.
ABSENT: Suzanne Varey.

LOVE IS ...
Love is kind and gentle.
Love is understanding,
But most of all love is,
A feeling that warms my heart.
At night my mother hears me cry,
She hurries in.
That’s Love.
When 1 fall, my sister helps me.
That's Love.
I don’t know what will happen
If Love leaves this world.
TAMATHA SMITH, Year 4

MY GUINEA PIG
We have a guinea pig at home. Her name is Mimi. She always
jumps out of her box. One day my sister brought her up to my
bedroom and she put her on the ground and then we had to look
for her. At last 1 found her. Her colour is light brown and dark
brown and she has black eyes.
Mimi has to stay in her box outside.
ODILE SICOURI. Year 3
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THE SONG
Yurundie's sleek, brown back shone with the last rays of sun
light. She straightened herself and looked up. Where were her
brothers? Her mother had given her specific orders not to lose
her younger brothers, especially Yugura as he was only very
small. She grabbed a branch of a nearby tree, and swung herself
up onto a limb. She scanned the countryside and saw a little
black head bobbing around the creek bed. she opened her
mouth and called. “Wal-la-rie" she cried in her loud mellow
voice. He looked up, waved and beamed triumphantly. “Where
is Yugura?” asked Yurundie becoming very worried. Wallarie
shrugged, "He wasn't with you?” he queried. Yurundie shook
her head, her eyes widening with fear, as she thought of the
beating her elders would give her if she returned without
Yugura. "Follow me. We must find Yugura” she told her
brother. Wallarie put the lizard in his belt and obediently
followed his sister.
They scrambled through the rough Australian bush, tearing
their bare arms and legs. “YUGURA!” they frequently called. It
was now dark, and the moon was up. Wallarie shivered more
from fright than cold in the warm summer night. The stories the
old men told flashed through Yurundie’s mird. Evil spirits and
creatures of the night filled her thoughts. They stumbled on,
tired, breathless, scared. But the fear of Yurundie’s elders was
greater than her fear of the night. "Let’s sing” suggested
Wallarie.
So Yurundie began to sing, she sang of the rivers, the trees,
the animals her people the ... she stopped singing. So did
Wallarie, but the song carried on. On and on. At first Yurundie
was frozen. Then she ran. Not away from the singing, but
toward it. "Yurundie!” Wallarie cried trying to keep up. Yurun
die followed the singing to some rocks. Then gradually the sing
ing faded.
Yurundie stood on the rocks. Only the wind stirring the leaves
could be heard. Then she looked down. There sleeping in the
cleft in the rocks was little Yugura. She scooped him up in her
arms and he did not wake. She climbed down the rocks to
Wallarie. “The song?” he asked "Hush. We have found Yugura.
Nothing else really matters.” Together they turned, and walked
towards their home, the magical song still ringing in their ears.

ANGER
I had a feeling
It seemed a force
I was exploding
was pulling me
through madness
back.
and anger.
It felt like being
1 couldn’t see anything
hauled.
It was black all
My body was rich with
around me.
hate, anger
It was as if I was
and jealousy.
crying, but not
I was as mad as 1
bursting out
had ever been
with it.
and suddenly
I was really hot.
it came to an end.
Fire was lighting
I paused
up all around
for a minute
me.
It was over now

SUE VAREY, year 7

JOANNE OLIVER, Year 6

MY GUINEA PIGS

D

My guinea pigs’ names are Snowball, Geranium and Smoky.
Geranium is tan and white, Smoky is a smoky colour and Snow
ball is pure albino (or white with red eyes). They are all very fat!
I come into the cage with their morning's breakfast and what do
I see? Six little greedy eyes staring up at me! 1 throw the food
down, they run to it and start munching away. I go out again
and say "Goodbye, guinea pigs!” They watch me go back into
the house, then put their mind on their food again.
"Munching, Scrunching, Crunching!"

M.Pf)AB&TiCUWE

ELIZABETH SWANSON, Year 3
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INVASION OF THE CHOCOLATE LOVERS

BOLAWONG IS A MAGIC RIVER

On December 2029 an unidentified flying object was spotted,
whirling through the sky. The speed at which it was travelling
broke the computer that was trying to estimate its mileage. It
hovered over the city for a few days and then landed a few
metres away from my house. From inside this object strange
gurgling noises were heard, and rumours quickly spread. Then
one day it happened. The enormous doors were lowered and
things emerged.
The creatures started knocking on everyone’s doors, but peo
pie fainted at the sight of them, and some never awoke. When
they came to my house all my family shrank back in fear, only I
was left standing. Then 1 heard a faint knock on the door.
“Come in,” I said in a squeaky voice. I saw the knob turn on
the door, and in walked a gruesome, revolting, terrifying
monster. It had jet black eyes, a long green tongue and a dark
chocolate body, and every so often started melting and crying in
a faint voice. “We need chocolates.”
1 stared in disbelief wanting to say something but 1 was
speechless. Then on their own accord, they started searching
our house and taking all our Christmas and Birthday chocolates.
As they turned to go, 1 found my voice. "WAIT,” 1 shouted.
They turned towards me and showed their teeth. "I want to be
your friend,” I said. They replied in a horrible gurgling sound
which showed they understood. Why do you want chocolates? 1
wrote on a rather yellow piece of paper. They made a melting
movement, and then I understood. Without chocolates they
would melt away into nothing.
I phoned the Governor and told him about them, and he came
up with a fantastic idea. He would give them the old chocolate
factory so they could make their own chocolates.
1 then explained to them about our plan and they were very
excited. The next day the Governor held a conference about the
chocolate factory being opened again, but there was a strong
protest from other factory owners so the request was turned
down.
I then made a "save the thing fund” so I could buy heaps of
chocolates, but 1 could not obtain enough money, and one by
one the "things” melted away. Now the only “things” left are
on a star somewhere in the universe.

Bolawong, Bolawong.
Bolawong, Bolawong sing me a song.
Let me have a lazy day.
Oh Bolawong, Bolawong sing me a song
For my name is Sara Anne Ray.
Bolawong, Bolawong make me a bed.
Let me have a lazy day.
Oh Bolawong, Bolawong make me a bed
For my name is Sara Anne Ray.
Bolawong, Bolawong make it all hush.
Let me have a lazy day.
Oh Bolawong, Bolawong make it all hush
For my name is Sara Anne Ray.
SARA A. RAY, Year 3

PERSONALITY

This is what 1 like in people
Personality.
Some people are soft, gentle and kind.
Others are mean, harsh and wicked
but if you see a girl who is pretty
don’t take her as a nice girl for
she may be mean at heart
or if she is ugly don’t take her
as if she is mean, for she may be nice,
so when you see some one learn about
their inside before you like or don’t like
them. Look for Personality.
when you look for some one happy you
look for people who are jolly.
The people whom I look for are people
with lots of jolliness and happiness
in them.

EMMA COLLINS, Year 7

A FLY’S LIFE

Upon the window sill waits the greedy little fly.
His beady little eyes quickly looking everywhere.
Huh Ha! What have we here, he says
Two chicken wings.
He buzzes his way over to them and starts nibbling.
When
SSSsss
He sees the Mortein can with its blue and white uniform
held tightly in a hand.
He twitches for a minute or two,
then he lies motionless
So you see dear friend a fly’s
life is not as easy as you think.

ANVEETA SHRIVASTAVA, Year 6

There once was a famine of 40 hour
For girls who possessed much willpower.
They starved all day
And faded away
And they washed down the tide in the shower.

PAULA KEAMY, Year 7

STARVERS
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EYES
Eyes are deep and brown.
Eyes are deep and blue
but when people are spiteful
Eyes become mean and cruel
Eyes are thoughful and kind.
Eyes have a loving heart
and most of all they're kind
To help us see.
CHRISTINE LOMAN-HALL, Year 4

MUSICULE

Barclay House Lifesaving
FRONT ROW: Suzanne Moore, Tonia Pratt, Romola McKenzie, Susan Hadley, Catherine Robins, Nicola Whyte.
SECOND ROW: Karen Farnworth, Jeannie Donato, Heather Crockett, Anita Moore, Jane Godwin, Jane Hughes.
FRIENDS
THE MINIATURE WORLD
A friend to me,
Is a person whom
1 like.
A person you can trust,
Somebody you can share
Pleasures as well as
Troubles.

Bees and wasps buzz around,
While ants go scurrying about on the ground.
Snails "push” themselves about,
Like middle-aged ladies, very stout.
Little ladybirds fly away,
Yet to come back another day.
Dragonflies swoop down on puddles,
When along the road comes a fly looking muddled.
On a flower a butterfly sits,
Proudly displaying its wings.
Jealously a caterpillar looks at it,
And thinks what a show-off it is.
The miniature world is full of these things.

I have two friends
Who sit next to me.
We share what we like
And have lots of fun.
They are great to me
And 1 would be sad
To lose their friendship.

ROMOLA McKENZIE, Year 7

S. MOSTYN, Year 6
59

A HOME
I was standing out near the baker’s.
Smelling the delicious food.
1 was alone out in the cold,
Bare footed and with torn clothing.
1 needed shelter and I needed money
And I begged and begged,
But no-one needed a child like me.

%

Once I looked in a beautiful house
on Christmas.
Where 1 could see children opening presents
And kissing their parents.
Then they sat down by the fire
And ate their pudding pie.
My mouth watered and then tears ran
down my dirty face.

%

Then, 1 felt my shoulder being tapped.
1 turned around and saw an old lady.
She looked sweet and nice,
She smiled and 1 smiled back.
Then she took me by the hand
and led me to a hut.
There was a fire which kept the house warm,
And she gave me a few cakes and a hot
drink and she said to me
"There's no place like a good home."
ANITA MOORE, Year 6

I HAVE NO ONE
“Mother, Father, where are you? Anil, where are you going?
Anybody, please come out. I can’t see you. Come back, come
back. I call them out in vain. Everybody has gone. I am alone.

THE “PUSSY” CAT

1 keep on wandering, but everybody has gone. 1 can’t find
anyone.

It was a hot summer's day. I was inside and my brother Jon
was playing in the garden.

Trying to hold the tears back, i stumble back inside the house
and get myself something to eat. It is difficult, 1 find, to get
myself something to eat. Mother always used to do that.

I turned on the radio as 1 had nothing to do and I heard a radio
reporter saying. “A tiger has escaped from Witchly’s circus and
is roaming about the Letchmore area.”

After eating, I wander outside. The plants are drooping, I say
to myself “1 must water them. They need water, just like other
living things.’’ After 1 gave them water, I look ruefully at the
fountain. It is just in the middle stages. 1 know it will never be
completed. Fountains are beyond me, and I know that I could
never lift all those stones. Father always used to do that.

1 did not pay any attention to this but 1 glanced out of the
window and saw that Jon had gone. 1 crossed the road and went
into the park calling “Jon, Jon, where are you?”
1 heard a growl and i swung round and then I was suddenly
flat on my back with a tiger standing over me.

When 1 finished the waterng, 1 walk up the stairs into Anil's
room. All his shoes and his hockey stick are in the cupboard, i
won’t need them, I know. Who needs a hockey stick? 1 don’t —
Anil always used it.

“Nice pussy”, I squeaked nervously. Just then Jon came out
of the bushes calling “Pussy, Pussy come to Jon."
“Go home" 1 called. "Ring the police on 000. Tell them
you've seen the tiger and it’s sitting on me.”

The sun has set I notice. It is time for dinner. What shall I have
for dinner, 1 wonder? There is ample food in the house. “1 think
1 will grill some meat”, I say to myself, “I like sausages, I think 1
will have some”.

"1 wanna play with pussy”, he moaned.
“Go home!” 1 said, my terror beginning to show.
It seemed like hours but it was only a few minutes until 1 was
safe but terrified.

When 1 put the first morsel of meat into my mouth, I feel sick.
The sausage although brown on the outside, is raw and red
inside. My eyes well up. Mother was a good cook. I want
Mother, I want Daddy, I want Anil. I want my family back.

I arrived home and Mum was there comforting Jon. I was glad
they loved me enough to be worried until Mum said “Emma, i
am ashamed of you, fancy sending Jon home when he wanted to
play with a pussy.”

"Anita, Anita, wake up. 1 am here."
“Oh, Mum, you are here. Oh Mummy, never leave me”.

“But Mum”, I said. I gave up. I knew she would never believe
me.

“Don’t worry dear. I am here.”
ANITA TANDON, Year 7

EMMA DRAKE, Year 7
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NIGHT

FEAR!

As the sun set in all its glory and left the darkness to envelop
the whole world, 1 walked quickly up the street, in search of my
runaway dog. 1 observed that the streetlights threw their lights,
making strange shadows. I walked under the lamps and watched
my shadow grow longer as 1 moved away from the beam. There
were noises of crickets and cars. My thoughts began to wander
as I thought of robbers waiting to pounce on me from an alley,
ghosts looming up behind me and werewolves preparing them
selves for a meal of me. 1 came back to my senses and marvelled
at the moon and the stars. Some lights in the houses went out
and 1 felt quite frightened. I looked straight ahead into the dark
ness and shivered. Suddenly, 1 heard footsteps behind me, com
ing nearer and nearer. Panic rose up inside me, and automatical
ly, my legs began to run as they had never run before. 1 stopped,
enraged with myself for not knowing what I was running away
from. I turned around and saw a figure, ready to flee if it
attacked. It was my brother.

Cold, darkness, surrounded
me.
My face as white as a sheet.
My ears ringing with sounds
Strange eeriness fell upon
me.
Everywhere voices crying and
shrieking
Now loudly then softly.
My heart stopped beating
My fear increasing
But what did 1 fear?
Yet . . . Only once did the
Thought occur
That my fear was just an
Image in my mind.
So still I stood
until . . .
My heart did stop
And now I am silent and forever more still.
CATHY ROBINS, Year 6

TSU-L1 CHAN, Year 7

ALONE
The four of us stand all alone
and watch the ship disappear,
that carried our beloved father away.
He was imprisoned for stealing a loaf of bread
and was to be transported to an unknown place,
it might be an unfriendly place!
Will we see him again?
to think four children alone every night
no parents to welcome them home,
what will the children in the village say.
We have our own lives to live —
Then my imagination went wild,
1 heard chains rattle,
The village children laughing at us.
1 controlled myself
“Oh, will he come back?”
ANDREA McCALUM, Year 7
THE SEA
In the summer,
people go to the sea.
A cooling and refreshing
place to be.
The surfers come
for the surf and spray
And others simply
Come for the day.
The winter comes and
no more
Not a soul walks
on the great long shore,
only the birds
remain here.
The great crowds have gone
For this passing year.

WIND AND RAIN
Wind and rain
is such a pain
gets in your face
all over the place.
It gets in your hair.
It gets everywhere.
It gets on your nose.
It gets on our clothes.
It gets on the chairs.
It gets on the stairs.
It gets on the floor.
It gets on our door.
it gets on the ground.
That's just what we found

SUY MAY LOW, Year 5

JOANNE PHILPOT, Year 5
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FLOWERS

Child! do not throw this book about,
Refrain from the unholy pleasure
Of cutting all the pictures out!
Preserve it as your chietest treasure.

Flowers are lovely
growths of life
All different colours, shapes
and sizes.
They grow and thrive
in the rain and sunshine,
Soaking up the glory and wonder
in this world.

(Belloc)

ANGER!
1 was so angry and mad,
My face was so red and hot it felt like fire.
I felt like tearing someone apart or breaking everything in the
house.
My hands were clenching my dress
as if they had gone wild.
1 just sat there steaming with rage.
Even my heart was beating like a time bomb.
In my head there were scarey colours
that made me feel sick.
I thought soon enough I might explode.
My arms and legs were tense;
Soon 1 started stamping my feet on the ground.
But I got tired,
I got so tired 1 just started to cry,
But I'm glad 1 cried because I felt
much, much, better.

They start from a seed,
then break their skins.
And green sprouts start
to pop out.
They shoot to the earth
and show their heads
Like green beads on a black
surrounding,
colours flow into them
like having painted faces
and they add colour
Like decorations; to the earth.
EMMA BLADEN, Year 7

JULIETTE HUNT, Grade 6

MIFFY, THE LITTLE WHITE RABBIT
Once upon a time there was a white rabbit called Miffy. She had
white ears with pink inside them. She has only a Mummy and a
Daddy and a toy bunny which she called Snowy.

I MISS MY DOG
I miss my dog when I'm at school
No growling when 1 don’t play with her.
No begging to be taken for a walk.
No naughty dog asleep in Mum's best chair.
No dog lapping at the dish full of water.
No crunching at the doggie biscuits.
No snarling at the cat next door.
No barking when another dog barks.
I miss my dog.

One day when Miffy took Snowy for a walk, she saw a river with
a tunnel, Miffy stopped and she started to look for a box. Sud
denly she shouted, "I've found a box” and she put Snowy in the
box and put the box in the river, then she saw $1.00 in the
grass, so without picking up Snowy she went to get the $1.00.
If only she had not fallen and slipped on the grass and had got
wet she could have got the $1.00 and get back to Snowy.
When she got up and got the $1.00 she went back to Snowy.
When she saw Snowy she started crying because Snowy had
gone into the tunnel but she jumped in the river and went
through the tunnel and got Snowy and ran home as fast as she
could.

I miss my dog when I'm at school.
I keep imagining her playing in the park.
I imagine her chasing the pigeons away
from our back yard.
I imagine her tugging at the blanket neatly
put on the bed.
I imagine her licking Mum’s hand when she’s done
something wrong and she’s saying she’s sorry
1 miss my dog.

SARAH NICHOLAS, Year 4

v

LISA PICKUP, Year 7

Soap and education are not as sudden as a massacre,
but they are more deadly in the long run.
(Mark Twain)
V N.
By education most have been misled;
So they believe, because they were so bred,
The priest continues what the nurse began
and thus the child imposes on the man.
(Dryden)
Colonial Capers
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Albutt, Jenny — Claremont Teachers’ College.
Alsop, Claire — Pharmacy
Andrews, Deborah — Nursing
Appleyard, Denise — Deferred Uni
Arndt, Natalie — Early Childhood Education at W.A.I.T.
Atkinson, Katrina — Applied Science at W.A.I.T.
Aw, Ai Sim — Veterinary Science at Murdoch.
Bajada, Annemarie — Geography and English Lit at Tech.
Barnetson, Helen — Primary Teaching at Mt Lawley
Baron Hay, Susan — Childcraft Nursing at W.A.I.T.
Bennett, Sally — Rotary Scholarship to Canada
Bilney, Wendy — Accounting at W.A.I.T.
Birt, Jillian — Rotary Scholarship to N.Z.
Bladen, Penelope — Rotary Scholarship to West Germany
Bongers, Jacqueline — Artist
Bowditch, Kerry — Arts at Uni
Boyd, Karen — Nursing Sir Charles Gairdner Hospital
Brine, Philippa — Pys.Ed. at Secondary Teachers' College.
Brown, Lucinda — Working at Westrail.
Buchanan, Maeve — Physiotherapy.
Buttfield, Carey — Claremont Teachers' College.
Cheng, Lai Fann — Commerce at U.W.A.
Clarke, Kerry — Temporary work until Tertiary Study
Clarkson, Susan — Dental Science at U.W.A.
Coleman, Diane — Home and Consumer Studies at W.A.I.T.
Couche, Suzanne — Medicine at U.W.A.
Cripps, Alwynne — Computer Programming at Tech.
Crosby, Amanda — Working at home on farm.
Crosby, Anne — Secretary at Main Roads Dept. Narrogin
Cussons, Karen — Course on Fashion Design, Nursing next
year.
Dare, Alison — Churchlands Teachers' College
Dharmananda, Dharmala — Science at U.W.A.
Dickens, Shaune — Working at Derby
Dobbin, Elizabeth — Nursing Assistant, later Nurses Aid Train
ing.
Doncon, Susan — Churchlands C.A.E.
Downing, Linda — Nursing at S.C.G.H.
Eagle, Penelope — Arts at U.W.A.
Elischer, Nicole — Rotary Scholarship in Germany, Arts at
U.W.A. next year.
Evans, Tracey — Primary Teaching at Churchlands
Forgan, Candace — Art Design at W.A.I.T.
Fountain, Rosemary — Claremont Teachers' College
Freedman, Vivien — Studying Languages overseas
Gardner, Kaye — Screen Printing
Glover, Janine — Arts-Music at U.W.A.
Goh, Joo Lin — Medicine at U.W.A.
Graham, Debra — Unknown
Graham, Merrilyn — Voluntary Church Worker in Indonesia
Gray, Deborah — Working in a bank
Gregson, Maree — Nursing at P.M.H.
Halbert, Kerry — Working on farm, teaching music to spastic
children.
Hannay, Jacqueline — Dancer with the Australian Ballet Com
pany.
Hearne, Karen — Arts at U.W.A.
Hill, Janette — Unknown
Hillam, Mary Louise — Nursing at St. John of God Hospital
Horne. Tania — Leederville Tech. Repeating T.A.E.
Hughes, Dixie — Unknown
Ivory, Jacqueline — Dental Therapy
Jessop, Karen — Working, Nursing later
Kelly, Joanne — Rotary Scholarship to Japan
Ken-Alien, Janette — Commerce at U.W.A.

Kirkness, Mary-Louise — Dental Therapy
Lang, Charmaine — Jurien Bay
Lightfoot, Joanne — Fine Arts, Tech.
Lockwood, Karen — Speech and Learning Science at W.A.I.T.
MacDonnell, Jane — Arts
McKay, Jane — Mt Lawley Teachers' College
McRae, Kim — Science at U.W.A.
Marshall, Rosalie — Unknown
Michael, Gail — Jillaroo on Station.
Michelsen, Susan — Bank Officer
Moll, Pippa — Unkown
Moore, Nora — Unknown
Moore, Philippa — Nursing at P.M.H.
Moran, Deborah — Arts then Law at U.W.A.
Morris, Jane — Science at U.W.A.
Morris, Suzette — Secretarial Course
Mussared, Heather — Claremont Teachers' College
Musto, Melissa — Veterinary Nursing
Nairn, Katherine — Veterinary Science at U.W.A.
Nalder, Kerry-Anne — Cartography
Nash, Susan — Commerce
O'Brien, Amanda — Repeating T.A.E. at Tech. Teachers’ Col
lege next year.
O'Connor, Julie — Science at U.W.A.
Orford, Jillian — Medicine at U.W.A.
Parkinson, Marina — Nursing at P.M.H.
Pederick, Trenna — Early Education at W.A.I.T.
Perry, Deidre — Churchlands Teachers' College
Porter, Janet — Comparative Literature at Murdoch
Potts, Megan — Pharmacy at W.A.I.T.
Powell, Julie — Teaching
Powell, Melissa — Arts, then Law at U.W.A.
Pridham, Diane — Physiotherapy at W.A.I.T.
Prowse, Tracey — Physiotherapy at W.A.I.T.
Quartermaine, Yasmine — Married
Richards, Leanne — Unknown
Rigby, Barbara — Murdoch
Rogers, Linda — Unknown
Rond, Denise — Bank Clerk
Ross, Karen — in QLD.
Russell, Amanda — Rotary Scholarship to U.S.A.
Sabitay, Andrea — Nursing
Saggers, Jan — Physical Education
Schairer, Helene — Studying in Germany, Architecture next
year.
Shalders, Susan — W.A.I.T.
Sherrington, Jennifer — Teachers' College
Sim, Elizabeth — Claremont Teachers’ College
Smith, Suellen — Home Economics at W.A.I.T.
Spencer, Janine — Medicine at U.W.A.
Stuart, Tanya — Nursing, engaged
Tan, Carolyn — Student at U.W.A.
Taplin, Tracey — Business Course, then working
Taylor, Fiona — Working, Studying Entertainment
Tham, Esther — Medicine at U.W.A.
Tham, Pui Ching — Medicine at U.W.A.
Thomas, Linda — Travel Consulting
Thompson, Bernadette — Occupational Therapy
Tickle, Michelle — Churchlands Teachers' College
Twentyman, Catherine — Science at U.W.A.
Vincin, Jacqueline — Arts at U.W.A.
Watson, Leanne — Teachers' College
Webb, Serena — Physics at W.A.I.T.
Wells, Robin — Fine Arts at W.A.I.T.
Whitehurst, Debbie — Business and Accounting at W.A.I.T.
Wiltshire, Lisa — Repeating T.A.E. at Leederville Tech.
Woolletti, Sara — Zoology at U.W.A.
63 Young, Fiona — Physical Training
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