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COUNCIL MEMBERS - 1980
The Moderator (as visitor):
Rev D. Oxley, B.A. (Theol)
Chairman: Mr P. Pearson, CM.G., O.B.E., J.P.
Deputy Chairman: Professor J.G. Wager, B.E., M.Eng.Sc., Ph.D.
Treasurer: Mr C.R. Sumner, A.A.S.A.
Secretary: Mr l.A. Manning
Principal: Dr G.V.S. Hadley, B.Ed. (Hons)., B.D., A.Mus.A.,
Theol.M., S.T.M., Ph.D., M.A.C.E.
Superintendent of Nurture of Synod: Rev. D. Cousins, B.A.,
M.R.E.
Mrs J. Alderson
Mrs B. Beggs (O.G.A. Rep.)
Rev G. Blyth, L.Th.
Mrs N. Bownes, B.A. (W.A.)
Mr B.M. Collins, A.R.A.I.A.
Rev H.J.C. Cox, B.A., B.D.
Mr J.F. Cruickshank (P. & F. Rep.)
Mrs R.' Edwards
Mr G. Kelly
Mrs A Knight, Dip. K.T.C.
Mrs C. Parker
Rev D.W. Pederick
Mr A.K. Richards
Mr N.L. Smithson, B.Sc.(Hons), B.Comm. (l.R.)
Mr l.D. Stock, E.D., B.E.
Dr E. Stokes, M.B.B.S., B.Sc.
Rev B. Thornber, B.A., Dip.Ed., L.Th.
Rev D. Tietzel
Rev W. Trigg, B.A., B.D., B.Ed., Dip. R.E.
Mrs M. Tunbridge, R.A.N.F.
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LIFE MEMBERS
Miss L. Dickson B.A.
Mr H.W. Potter.
Rev S.J. Jenkins.

j
1 am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the end, the
first and the last.
Everything must have a beginning.
A good beginning makes a good ending.
Such beginning, such end,
Beware Beginnings.
This is not the end, it is not even the beginning of the end.
But it is, perhaps, the end of the beginning.
My way is to begin with the beginning.
Byron

MR. P. PEARSON
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Dr. G.V.S. HADLEY
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VALE GEORGE ASHBY BARTLETT
It is with great sadness that M.L.C. notes the passing of
George Ashby Bartlett on Friday, 14th March, 1980. Mr
Bartlett's death occurred following heart surgery. At the time of
his death Mr Bartlett held the position of Registrar of the Uni
versity of Western Australia.
George Bartlett left Hale School in 1938 at the age of sixteen
to commence his working life in the Perth Office of the Bank of
New South Wales. He remained with the Bank until he joined
the University staff in 1960. On returning to civilian life at the
end of five years’ war service, he undertook a programme of
part-time study at the University of Western Australia. He
gained his Bachelor of Arts in 1950 and his Master of Arts in
Economics in 1957. Part of his study for the MA was done at the
London School of Economics while he was working in the Lon
don Office of the Bank.
During the Second World War Mr Bartlett served in both the
Australian Army and the Royal Australian Navy. He held the
rank of Lieutenant on discharge from the Navy in 1946 after
completion of two years in command of small ships deployed in
operational waters.
He played a large role in the establishment and management
of the Tertiary Institutions Service Centre and its predecessor,

the Joint Applications Centre. In 1976 he was granted special
leave to study university government and administration in the
United Kingdom. As a result of this work he wrote Some
Aspects of the Government and Administration of the Univer
sity of Western Australia, a 160-page document which was
widely circulated within the University.
Throughout his life Mr Bartlett took an active part in com
munity affairs and served on various church and educational
bodies.
Mr Bartlett first became interested in the Parents’ & Friends'
Association when his eldest daughter, Jennifer, came to M.L.C.
in 1968. After five years as a member of the committee, Mr
Bartlett served as President of the P. & F. during 1973-75. In
November 1975 Mr Bartlett was elected to the Council of
M.L.C. and he remained a member until his death.
All four of Mr Bartlett’s daughters have been educated at
M.L.C., Jennifer, Robyn, Leanne and Sue who is currently in her
last year of schooling.
The school mourns the passing of a friend and adviser such as
Mr Bartlett has been. His friendhsip was true and his counsel
was wise.
Mr George Ashby Bartlett will long be remembered at
Methodist Ladies' College.
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What used to be referred to as “frill subjects” in schools are
frill subjects no longer. Art, craft, drama, music are examples of
fields of human endeavour which are essentially creative and
which provide dimensions of spirit, depth and meaning to our
lives.
Schools can no longer regard subjects like these as frills or
window-dressings, for, with the growing scarcity of jobs and the
rapid advances in computerised technology, it is now much
more generally recognised that such creative activities will
become more available to more people for more of the time.
We have a responsibility in our schools to take these creative
and leisure-oriented subjects very seriously, not only for the
enrichment of our own students, but so that they may later
teach the required skills to others. Without doubt what we now
call “leisure activity” will become a growing industry. Many of
the “leisure activities” of today will become the “work
activities” of tomorrow.
It is not hard to see why this will be so. With human labour
becoming less essential in so many areas in our western and
technological society, the traditional working week must
become briefer, and fewer people will be required in the labour
force.
The effect of this on the education system will be quite radi
cal, and, in a number of ways, I feel that the revolution has
begun. The emphasis in education must be on creativity, and
sensitivity, and adaptability to social change. Already schools
are responding to our changing society and offering courses in
such varied areas as seamanship, photography, speech and
drama, as well as developing further the more established crea
tive subjects like music and art.
1979 has been a very satisfying year. It began with the excit
ing news that three more Exhibitions had come the way of
M.L.C. girls: a General Exhibition and a History Exhibition to
Carolyn Tan, and a General Exhibition to Piu Ching Tham. The
overall results were very pleasing, with the great majority of our
girls doing as well as, or better than, we had predicted. Thirteen
first, second or third places in the State were gained in the Terti
ary Admission Examinations and Certificate of Secondary Edu
cation ranking by M.L.C. girls.
Each year I try to give you some idea of the more notable in
dividual achievements of our girls. This year 1 find the task par
ticularly daunting, as so many of them have distinguished them
selves in one field or another. Let me indicate some of them:
Catherine Hewgill on winning 1st Prize in the Garland Music
Competition; Katherine Smits on the honour of national repre
sentation in the secondary students’ Debating Competition;

Rosemary Ferrell on writing the words for the award-winning
Western Australian Jingle; Judy Kane on being the top prize
winner in the German (D.A.S.) examinations; Jillian Nalder and
Elizabeth Carrington-Jones on being awarded Rotary Exchangeships for study overseas; Amanda Nairn on her selection to
attend the International Science School in Sydney; Tamara Her
man on sharing the major prize in the recent National Eisted
dfod for the artist showing the most musical potential; Jackie
Immelman for featuring in the A.B.C. television series of
“Statewide”; Elizabeth Dare for setting a new record in the 100
metre hurdles in the State Schoolgirls’ Championships; and
Diane Nash in winning the 400 metres, the long jump, the
discus, and setting a new record in the javelin, and for her inclu
sion in the National championships.
My final word I address to the girls, particularly to those in
Year 12. The school appreciates the leadership iiour year has
given, as individual students and as elected officers such as
House Captains, Sports Vice-Captains and Arts Vice-Captains.
We have appreciated the leadership given by Cathy Hasson in
the boarding school, the good support of Elizabeth Williams as
Deputy Head Girl, and particularly to the unassuming but effec
tive leadership of School Captain, Susan Hanrahan. The school
appreciates the good things you have all done, and we wish you
all the best in the opportunities and challenges that lie ahead.
May God bless you all and lead you to a life that is rich and full.
Office Bearers for 1980 are: —
Head Girl, Jodie Newton
Deputy Head Girl, Amanda Nairn
Head Boarder, Leigh Boyle
House Captains: Athens, Wendy Wittenoom
Corinth, Pam Barnetson
Olympia, Sue Bartlett
Rome, Jenny Baron-Hay
Sparta, Jo Donnan
Troy, Lisa Dempsey
Sports Vice-Captains Athens, Michelle McDonald
Corinth, Helen Pennycuick
Olympia, Trudi Lang
Rome, Michelle Fowler
Sparta, Jenny King
Troy, Thea Clarke
Arts Vice-Captains Athens, Katie Hewgill
Corinth, Fleur Challen
Olympia, Karen Williams
Rome, Alinta Cohen
Sparta, Eugenie Reid
Troy, Michelle Yin

will continue to be done in the future. May the spirit and tradi
tions of our school always continue.
My appointment as Head Girl was an exciting and rather
nerve-racking business and the congratulations had no sooner
died down than I found myself involved in preparations for the
Valedictory Dinner for the Year 12 girls of 1979.

JODI NEWTON
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Just prior to the commencement of school in 1980 some of
the senior girls and 1 were back at school showing prospective
pupils and their parents over the school, and later came the
Orientation Weekend. And so, before the new school year
began, I was experiencing some of the responsibilities attaching
to the position of Head Girl.

Early in the school year the important annual Orientation
Weekend was once again in operation proving to be very suc
cessful. The camp proved rewarding for the new girls and
parents who attended, learning, in particular, the boarding
house rules and its customs as well as its disadvantages and
advantages (of which there are many!)

Early in the year, I captained the school swimming team at
the Inter-School Swimming Carnival and whilst we only
managed second place, the team’s co-operation and sportsman
ship started the year for me on a good note.

Boarding school life is an unforgettable experience. While
belonging to a large community, paradoxically, a boarder is on
her own. With myriads of girls living under the same roof, it is
sometimes difficult to achieve full co-operation. However, I
would like to emphasize that it is the minority who spoil things
for the majority. Every boarder is faced with group pressure —
an extremely influential pressure that is often harmful, and
difficult to stand up to. However, the bulk of the boarders do co
operate, and the mishaps that do occur, are only due to the
workings of the minority.

In March I was pleased to organize the school’s contribution
to the Red Cross Doorknock Appeal and with willing assistance
from other senior girls, we were delighted to raise nearly twice
the amount that had been achieved the previous year.
An Inter-School Prefect Meeting was held at Penrhos in May.
Prefects from other independent schools attended and discussed
the various prefect systems within their schools. Public speaking
on these occasions is not my forte and I often wished Amanda
could have slipped into my shoes. My thanks go to her for her
support and assistance throughout the year.

I would like to take the opportunity of thanking Year 12, who
have proved to be all one could ask for. All of the Year 12s have
accepted their responsibilities with a maturity that does them
credit and I wish them every success in the years ahead. In par
ticular 1 would like to mention the prefects: Jo Dodd, Chris
Fullerton, Trudi Lang, Michelle McDonald, Marion Mussared,
Kim Estell and Chris Heinrich for the help and support they
have given me. Also many thanks to Mrs Agar, Senior House
Mistress; Mr Trigg, Warden; all the mistresses and last but not
least Sister Mews (one of my best friends!!), for their kindness
and thoughtfulness and their unlimited fun which they have
shared with me in my, last year of school.

Various fund-raising activities are now in progress to help
finance our School Ball and, from the enthusiasm shown, there
is every indication that this will be a great success.
I have learned a great deal from my year as Head Girl. One of
my biggest problems was learning to delegate, however because
of the loyalty and willingness of the other Year Twelve girls, I
have felt confident in distributing some of my duties.
Dr Hadley and the Staff have been most helpful and
encouraging and not only gave me valuable advice but were
ever ready to listen to any suggestions from myself and from all
our Year Twelves. My thanks go to Dr Hadley, Mrs Synnott and
especially Mr Godwin, who was always there with a helping
hand.

Being Head Boarder I have been under constant pressure
most of the time, but I have learnt from trial-and-error how to
overcome this. Thank you S-T-R-E-T-C-H (Diana Benbow) for
putting up with me, and sticking by me throughout the year.
Finally 1 would like to wish the 1980 Head Boarder the very
Best of Luck and to the younger girls in the Boarding House . . .
Keep Smiling!

The strongest feeling that grew with me through the year was
the pride of belonging to part of a tradition and knowing that
what I was doing had been done by Head Girls before me and

Leigh Boyle, Head Boarder 1980
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Amanda Nairn, Jodi Newton, Leigh Boyle
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Council defiant
Hon. President: Glenys Britnall-Paris
Hon. Secretary: Helen Crosby
Hon. Treasurer: Leila Petterson
As I submit the Old Girls’ news for the “Collegian” for the
last time as President, I feel very proud to have had that
experience and I have enjoyed it immensely.
The year has been a busy one for all, and among the high
lights was the Annual Dinner with 135 people attending. A
Guest Speaker had been arranged. However, on the morning of
the dinner, he phoned to say he had lost his voice. Panic was on,
and Dr Hadley kindly agreed to extend his speech. Thank you,
Dr Hadley.
As in other years, the committee showed an active interest by
their participation in the Valedictory Dinner for the Year 12
girls and the Buffet Luncheon for girls in Years 10 and 11 who
were leaving school.
Congratulations to Gillian Bownes who won the Old Girls'
Prize for the Best All Rounder in Year 12 for 1979.
Scholarship Winners for 1980 were Jane Penberthy (Year 8)
and Fiona Minchin (Year 11). Congratulations, girls!
Basketball The Basketball team did not compete in the first
half of the season this year owing to lack of support. However,
they hope to get a team together in the summer months.
Netball The Netball team were promoted this season and are
doing fairly well. Keep up the good work.
New Publication A history of the School “Living Tradition”,
written by Mrs Jean Crowe, is to be published by the Old Girls’
Association. It is hoped to launch the book in November and
offer it for sale at Speech Night.
Glenys Britnall-Paris
President

The School Representative Council Meetings have been held
every two or three weeks this year and Mrs Synnott set us off on
the right track for the first two meetings in the absence of Dr
Hadley.
Girls were required to deposit their suggestions in the con
tainers in the Research Centre and the Guidance Counsellors'
office. Although these suggestions ranged from burning down
M.L.C. to torturous punishments for certain teachers, the girls
understand the privilege of the Council and always endeavour to
give sensible suggestions at the meetings.
Attendances at meetings have been low this year. However, it
has been pleasing to see a good number of younger girls attend
ing. It enables them to understand how some improvements
within the school system are brought about. Perhaps the lack of
enthusiasm is due to a general feeling of satisfaction with our
school environment.
Some of the topics discussed this year were the cost, design
and quality of the embroidery of school colours on blazer
pockets, the finalization of the bike shelters and the erection of
clothing hooks within Sumner House. We are hoping to improve
and re-design our school flag ready for next year. Some of the
more light-hearted matters discussed were altering the lawn
watering times to after the lunch break to minimize wet bottoms
and the monotonous regularity with which the red phone is out
of order.
Many thanks to Sarah O'Neill, who has proved a most effi
cient and willing secretary.
Good luck to the Council for next year.
Jodi Newton
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YEAR 12 BOARDERS

Row 1 Back: P. Barnetson, I. Barten, D. Benbow, C. Boak, L. Boyle, K. Brett, C. Clarke.
Row 2: L. Cock, E. Couper, J. Crosby, J. Dodd, K. Estell, C. Fullerton, L. Gribben.
Row 3: R. Halbert, C. Heinrich, L. Hewett, C. Johns, J. King, T. Lang, S. Letton.
Row 4: L. Lucas, M. McDonald, K. McLachlan, N. Matthews, M. Mussared, N. Nixon.
Row 5: A. Pearson, H. Syme, A. Thomas, T. Whitehurst, K. Williams.
Absent: R. Ward.
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TEACHING STAFF - 1980
MEMBERS OF STAFF - 1980
PRINCIPAL:

DEPUTY PRINCIPAL:
WARDEN OF BOARDING
HOUSE:

Dr G.V.S Hadley, B.Ed. (Hons), B.D.,
S.T.M., A.Mus. A., Theol.M., Ph.D.,
M.A.C.E.
Mrs E.J. Synnott, B.Ec., T.C.,
M.A.C.E.
Rev W. Trigg, B.A., B.D., B.Ed., Dip.
R.E., M.A.C.E.

MISTRESS-IN-CHARGE
PRIMARY SCHOOL:
CHAPLAIN:

Mrs B. Cox, B.A., T.C.
Rev B.E.R. Thornber, B.A., Dip.Ed.,
L.Th.
SCHOOL COUNSELLORS:
Mrs A. Dunn, B.A., M.A.Ps.S.
Mrs J. Lawson, B.A., Dip.Ed.,
Dip.Psych. Couns.
Remedial Education:
Mrs H.B. Feutrill, Dip.Teach., Grad. Dip. Rem.Ed.

PRIMARY TEACHERS
Mrs D. Hope, Dip.Teach.
Mrs N.l. Rhodes, T.C.,
Mrs A. Ryan, Dip. Teach.
Mrs W. Shepherd, Dip.Teach.
Mrs S. Hocking, Dip.Teach.
Mrs L. Batterham, Dip.Teach.
Mrs P. Ledger, Dip.Teach

HEADS OF SUBJECTS:
Mathematics:
English:
History & Social Studies:
Geography:
Biology:
Chemistry:
Physics:
Human Biology:
Languages:
Economics:
Art:
Home Economics:
Music:
Drama:
Business Studies:
Physical Education.
Speech:
Librarian:

Mr J.T. Claffey, B.A., M.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs E.J. Synnott, B.Ec., T.C.,
M.A.C.E.
Mrs M. Glenister, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr D. Row, B.A., B.Ed.
Mrs H.R. Downing, M.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mr D. Swingler, B.Sc. (Hons.),
Dip.Ed.
Mr A. Soliman, B.Sc.
Mrs J. Fischer, B.Ed.
Mrs W. Pang, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr A.A. Wilkins, B.Econ., B.Ed.
Mr J. Garde, T.C.
Mrs J. Gear, Dip.Dom.Sc. (Edin.),
M.A.C.E.
Miss M. Pride, B.A. (Mus.), Dip.Ed.,
L.Mus.A.
Mr D.I.P. Ballantyne, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs M. MacRae, T.Dip.PS., A.I.P.S.,
L.R.S.M., M.A.C.E.
Mrs E. Gobolos, Dip.Ed.
MrsC.R. Thornton, B.A., B.Ed.,
F.T.C.L., Post.Grad.Cert.Ed.
Mrs R. ten Raa, A.L.A.

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

BALLET
MrsS. Wise, M.R.A.D.

MUSIC
Mrs W. Arbuckle, B.A., A.Mus.A.
Mrs P. Ledger, T.C.
Violin: Mr V. Hanly, M.B.E., D.S.C.M., L.A.B., A.Mus.A.
MrsR. Hanly, L.Mus.A. (Vln), L.Mus.A. (Singing)
Mr A. Bonds, B.Mus., A.Mus. A. (Vln)
Viola: Mrs M. Sarcich, M.A. (Mus.)
Cello: Mrs E. Pate, B.Sc.
Double Bass: Miss H. Costello
Flute: Miss W. Clarke, Miss K. Lewis, Miss D. Parker
Clarinet . Mrs E Hewgill
Oboe: Miss J. Dawson
Bassoon: Mrs D. Feehan
Brass: Mr J. Mann, Mr K. Harrison
Percussion. Mr J. Anderson
Piano: Mrs H. Britten, L.Mus.A., L.T.C.L.
Mrs M. Picton-Warlow, A.Mus.A., L.T.C.L., L.R.S.M.
Mrs H. Edmonds, L.Mus.A., D.S.C.M.
Mrs. H. Dear, T.C.
Guitar: Miss J. Westlake

SECONDARY TEACHERS
Mr A. Beck, Dip. Teach.
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. (Hons.), P.G.C.E.
Mr A.J. Farley, B.A..T.H.C.
Mr I.F. Ford, B.Sc. (Hons.), A.R.A.C.I., Grad.Dip.Ed.
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., M.A.C.E.
Mrs E. Hardy, T.C.
Mrs Y. Hart, 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.
MrsC.J. Lord, B.A., T.C.

Mrs J. MacGill, T.C. (Lon.)
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, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Miss J. Smith, A.F.A.
Mrs M.A. Sonntag, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs M.E. Telfer, B.A.,T.C.
Mrs U. Trigg, L.Th., Dip.R.E., Dip.Teach.
Mr R. Thompson — Audio-visual Technician
Mr J. Fisher — Laboratory Technician
Mrs A. Stokes — Library Assistant.

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

The teacher should never lose his temper in the presence of the
class. If a man, he may take refuge in profane soliloquies; if a
woman, she may follow the example of one sweet-faced and
apparently tranquil girl — go out in the yard and gnaw a post.
William Lyon Phelps,
“Teaching in Schools and Colleges ”
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Term 2 opened with the staff meeting which was briefer than
usual because it was to be followed by a lecture and an in-ser
vice conference on ‘Adolescence’. By the first day of term we
were of course all back into harness and there were some people
who indicated, and not too subtly at that, that they required
special and gentle consideration because they had hardly ‘left
the place’ during the vacation. You guessed it — the tempera
mental producer and his assistants. We did what we could to
humour them and their myriad performers until on the night of
June 12, ‘Cabaret’ burst onto the stage and remained
meteorically bright for its season.
All members of staff were very happy that they had been as
sociated with — in no matter how humble a way — the school
musical.
There was a very brief period of relative quiet after ‘Cabaret’
before music filled the air again, and this time the school was
preparing for Heather Lamont Festival. By this time the Prin
cipal was back and many words were spoken and written by
him, by Mr Godwin and by students until finally the master plan
emerged so the H.L.F. day went pleasantly and efficiently but
not overbearingly so.
Even though many members of our staff enjoy the luxury of
parenthood we are all excited at the prospect of another addi
tion to any family and so we followed the Farley pregnancy and
Justin’s rather belated but nonetheless dramatic entry into the
world, with very regular interrogation of the father-to-be.
We know that at the time of going to press there will be at
least three new babies next year and we wish all happiness to
the prospective parents.
Term 3 tightened up with the major thrust being towards
exams for the entire school and the paper work which has to be
done by all teachers stretching before us like the kite to the
infinite heavens.
December comes. We have weathered the opulence of the Art
Exhibition and the diversity of the Fete; we have applauded
twinkle-toes, and scrapers on gut, blowers of brass and wood,
and beaters on matter, as well as winners of books, cups and
shields; we have drunk unnumbered cups of liquids of varying
hues and have coveted the lunches of everybody else in the staff
room; we have sung hymns sharp, flat and round, and now,
1980 has finished. Like the professionals we undoubtedly are,
we now have a brief period of R & R until we return 1981 to do
it all again.
To those of our ranks not returning, namely Mrs MacRae and
Mrs Gobolos, we wish all happiness in retirement and say thank
you for friendship to us and service to the School.

Sta^ 'Hotte — Swiosi ScAoaI
1980 opened with many tales of wonder being recounted by
members who had been on overseas jaunts during the long vaca
tion and some speculation as to what would happen when the
top boy went on his overseas jaunt. Mrs Vincent rather threw
the early settling down by resigning because her husband had an
interstate transfer and it seemed reasonable that, despite her
unwillingness to leave M.L.C., she should follow him. Mr Adrian
Beck took Mrs Vincent's place, and he is a most popular and
valued member of the teaching staff, as are other new members,
Mrs Hart, Mr Farley, Mrs Downing, Mrs Trigg and Mrs MacGill.
The Principal and his family left on time in March, although
there were occasions when speculation was rife as to whether
the family would be expanded to include an Airedale and a
Siamese. At the farewell morning tea in their honour, we were
entertained with rather uninformed but very amusing conjec
tures as to ancestral lineage and places of family origin.
However, depart they did and the people most anxious about
the running of the school seemed to be the people nominated to
sit in the different chairs, although as it turned out Mrs Synnott
hardly sat in the Principal’s chair at all, and Mr Godwin never
sat in Mrs Synnott’s chair. So it seemed that because of the D.P.
in her usual place and the Head of Year 12 in his usual place,
there wasn’t going to be scope for anything less than business as
usual.
The months quickly sped by and although we missed the
Head everyone did just that bit extra to make sure the ship
stayed on course during his absence. We all loyally turned up at
the Swimming Inters and everywhere else we were required to
be with some sense of dutiful enjoyment.
On Friday, April 29, there was a very pleasant function
organized by Mr Swingler at which a photographic portrait of
Mrs Verna Rowbotham was formally unveiled and hung. Mr
Sumner represented the College Council and many members of
the teaching and administrative staff attended. It will be plea
sant to have this memory of someone who gave so much of her
self to the school for so long.
By the end of Term 1, we all felt that we had survived the
slings and arrows of Parent/Teacher night, Year 11 and 12
exams, House Singing and Drama and the normal classroom
problems so well, that we gave ourselves an end-of-term lunch
eon. The food was delicious and the atmosphere convivial so
that we all left thinking institutional enterprise wasn’t so bad

•<* *- i
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MRS ELVIRA GOBOLOS
Elvira Gobolos was born in Budapest, Hungary, and lived
much of her early life near the centre of the city; there was one
brother and although they had a very happy family life, it was a
strict one and the parents made quite certain that the children
behaved themselves at all times.
After the normal period of schooling in primary and second
ary school, Mrs Gobolos went to Budapest University to study
for a degree in Physical Education. There had been a lot of inter
est in physical education and gymnastics all over Hungary dur
ing Mrs Gobolos’ youth and this was reflected in the special
course at Budapest University. After completing her degree the
young woman married in Hungary and later had a child. The
family then moved to France where another child was born to
them and where they stayed for 8 years. In 1956 the family
came to Australia and after some adventures in other schools,
Mrs Gobolos came to M.L.C. in 1961. Mrs Gobolos is currently
Head of Physical Education.
Some of Mrs Gobolos’ achievements in her profesional field
are:
She was the original organiser of the State Schools Girls'
Gymnastic Competitions.
When the State School Girls' Gymnastic Competition
became unmanageable because of its size, she organized the
Independent Schools' Gym Association, which is still an
ongoing competition.
She gave valuable coaching to the University of W.A Gym
team, the Y.W.C. and the Y.M.C.A.
Went to Adelaide as coach for the State team.
Under her guidance, M.L.C. won the I.G.S.A. Gym competi
tion in 1964, 1965, 1967, 1968, 1970, 1972, 1973, 1974.
In 1980 M.L.C. was placed second in the competition.
With the departure of Mrs Gobolos, M.L.C. will lose a dedi
cated teacher and an enthusiastic supporter of the graceful skill
of gymnastics. Mrs Gobolos leaves us with many memories of
many exciting displays and of many tense moments at many
Inters and many reports of many hard fought matches. We will
all miss her and she says that she will miss us but that it will be
very pleasant to swim, to listen to the radio and to read, just
whenever she wants to.
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Mrs MacRae undertook a Secretarial Course at a Perth Busi
ness College, and after graduating entered the field of
insurance; here she worked until her marriage.
On the outbreak of war, owing to the shortage of manpower,
Mrs MacRae was called on by many firms to take over tem
porarily for young men who were called up for military training.
In this way Mrs MacRae gained a very wide knowledge of all
facets of business.
After devoting the next few years to the rearing of her
children, she returned to the workforce by joining a firm of ver
batim reporters which covered the Criminal and Arbitration
Courts, Royal Commissions, etc, and she remained with that
firm for two years. The next venture was running of a Secretarial
Agency, where Mrs MacRae performed the duties of Secretary
to nearby architects, engineers and other professional people. It
was here that the lack of communication skills, from executive
to junior level, became so evident that Mrs MacRae decided to
try to do something about it by turning to Business Teaching
Education — and so she did, eventually coming to us.
Mrs MacRae says that after retirement she will be able to
spend more time with her five grandchildren who she loves
dearly. When asked if this was all she would do, she replied with
a twinkle in her eye, that she would have more energy to devote
to her interest in breeding horses “etc”.
Finally, we want to say that girls who have been with Mrs
MacRae have learned skills and developed greater self-respect
and confidence through her holding a selfless, compassionate
and unflagging belief that being a teacher means serving the
needs, whatever they may be, of her ‘girls’.

MRS JOY MacRAE
It is with regret that we say goodbye to Joy MacRae who
retires from M.L.C. in December 1980.
Mrs MacRae came to us in February 1971, and on joining the
staff, Mrs MacRae was asked to upgrade the then Commercial
Department. The College has made headway in the field of Busi
ness Education; much of this was spearheaded by Mrs MacRae.
When the Board of Secondary Education introduced the Cer
tificate of Secondary Education in 1975, Mrs MacRae saw the
opportunity of helping the non-academic student in com
munication skills, both oral and written, and drew up a two-year
course for Secondary School students. This course was accepted
by the Board of Secondary Education as a subject for the Cer
tificate of Secondary Education as "Typewriting and Business
Communication”. The syllabus is now being taught in 50 High
Schools, both State and Independent, throughout the State.
Mrs MacRae's life before entering M.L.C. was varied and in
teresting. She was educated at Loreto Convent, Adelaide Ter
race, Perth. After training initially as a Primary School Teacher,
she was placed as a monitor. After six months of monitoring she
realised that this was not to be her career.
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I welcome the opportunity to present this Chaplain’s report,
this being my fifth as School Chaplain.
Religious Education
Room 44 is still being used for the majority of classes and this
is very much appreciated. Besides the Chaplain, Warden and
Principal being involved in R.E., it has been good to have the
services of Mrs Trigg and Mrs Biddles as well in 1980.

Children Fund, $40. Spastic Welfare Association, $40. W.A.
Society for Crippled Children, $40. Association for the Blind of
W.A. (Inc.), $40. Jesus People Welfare Services, $40. Muscular
Dystrophy Research Association, $40. Aboriginal Fellowship
Church, $40. Good Samaritan Industries and $40. Cancer,
Arthritis and Heart Appeal.

School Fellowship
Recently a lunch time group has used the Bible Studies from
the National Youth Christian Convention held in Perth in Janu
ary 1979 called Directions for Christian Community based on
the New Testament Epistle of Ephesians.
Camping
For the fourth year in succession our March Camp was held at
Parkerville. However, a new innovation this year was to invite
our sister school P.L.C. to join us. The joint camp proved a
great success and we tried hard to forget the defeat P.L.C.
inflicted on us at the swimming carnival the week before. The
camp study theme was Jesus says Yes — a study that uses an
action method to simulate and reinforce attitudes and learning
experiences. Our thanks go to the following people for their
help with the camp in Mr and Mrs Broderick, Mr Garde, Mrs
Godwin, Rev Des Williams (Study Group leaders) and to former
student Merynda Hislop who shared in the cooking respon
sibilities with Mrs Thornber.
Plans are in hand for the second term camp at York from
August 8 to 10.

There is a strong demand for the services of the Boarding
House and we have 189 resident students this year. All availa
ble places for next year have been filled and any new applica
tions are placed on a waiting list. We have been happy to con
gratulate Trudi Lang on winning a Rotary Student Exchange
Scholarship. Trudi will spend 1981 in an overseas country, yet
to be determined and we wish her well in this adventure.
Girls have maintained good standards of sport in weekly Netball and Hockey competitions on Saturday afternoons. Self
defence classes during the week have been enjoyed by a group
during second term. A fun week course in Deportment and Skin
Care was welcomed by an enthusiastic group. We share films
with Christ Church on three occasions each term and socials
with boys' schools are arranged throughout the year.
Leigh Boyle, the Head Boarder, has given good leadership
throughout the year and she has been assisted by seven other
Wing Prefects. A special bar brooch was issued to each of the
Boarders’ Prefects during the year.
Mrs Agar, the Senior Resident Mistress, continues to serve
the College with tireless devotion to her task and she is assisted
by seven Housemistresses, two Nursing Sisters and the House
keeper.

Boarding House Chapel
With the closure of the Claremont Wesley Sunday morning
service, Boarding House Chapel is now held every Sunday in
our Chapel. This change has brought a need for greater involve
ment and participation by the girls, and this has largely been
forthcoming. Girls have been involved in readings, role plays
and a music accompaniment, an interesting and valuable con
tribution from two of our Boarders who have been playing the
organ for the Chapel Weddings.
Social Services
The main development in this area has been the formation in
second term of a Social Services Club meeting in the Friday
Club period. This club has been formed with the help of Mr Bro
derick, Mrs Rankin and the Chaplain, and some ready support
being offered by Mrs ten Raa. A small but very keen group of
students has set itself a busy agenda of activities.
40 Hour Famine
Once again this World Vision sponsored appeal has caught
the imagination (and hearts) of a number of students. We will be
observing the fast in the Bosisto Hall from June 27 — 29 and an
interesting programme of speakers and films have been built
into the weekend.
Special thanks go to a number of girls from the Boarding
House who have door-knocked and collected in the Claremont
Shopping Centre for a number of appeals that were brought to
the attention of M.L.C.
Money raised for social services for distribution in 1980 was
as follows: $325. Save the Children Fund (raised from the
David Kossoff visit), $300. Kampuchea Appeal, $100. St
Bartholomews House, $40. Daily News Christmas Cheer Fund,
$40. Uniting Church Homes for Children, $40. Save the

W. Trigg

God always gives a greater blessing to humble beginnings than
to those that start with a chiming of bells.
Saint Vincent de Paul
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice —

With the usual Athen’s enthusiasm and overall participation,
we have again demonstrated our prowess in the sporting and art
fields. Although we were not victorious in all activities, perfor
mances by the girls were very good.
Our swimmers did well to come fourth in the carnival in
which we improved on our last year’s performance considerab
ly!
In tennis, Michelle McDonald, guided the team to third place
which was a very creditable effort.
Our softball and volleyball teams did not reach the pinnacle
but still, it’s charitable to let somebody else get there occa
sionally. Nevertheless, everyone tried very hard.
Our thesbians did us proud in winning the mime and their
hard work in the play showed dividends. Both these successes
owed much to Amanda Reeve’s direction as organiser and pro
ducer.
Another memorable event for Athens was our third place in
the House singing. Our congratulations for this go to Katie

Wendy Wittenoom
Michelle McDonald
Katie Hewgill

Hewgill and Elizabeth Parry for moulding the artistes of the
choir whose general enthusiasm was occasionally even greater
than the desire to sing!
Athens leapt into the second term with its usual vitality under
the sporting guidance of Diana Benbow (Netball), D. Junk
(Hockey) and Carolyn Wyatt and Margaret Gollagher (Basket
ball). At this stage, the hockey and netball teams are riding high
and the basketball team is wisely saving their best efforts for
later . . .
My sincere thanks go to Mrs MacRae and Mr Wilkins who
have constantly encouraged and supported our House in all
activities. My grateful thanks also to Michelle McDonald (Sports
Captain) and Katie Hewgill (Arts Captain) for all their hard
work.
My very best wishes go to the officials for 1981, and I hope
they enjoy their year as much as 1 have.
Finally to all members of Athens, enjoy the rest of your time
at M.L.C. and good luck for the future.

ATHENS SENIOR

Row 1 Back: D. Benbow, L. Crafter, B.A. Farmer, M. Gollagher, J. Hanson, C. Johns.
Row 2: J. McDonald, M. McDonald, S. O’Brien, E. Parry, A. Reeve, T. Sadka, L. Stati, C. Vincin.
Row 3: C. Wyatt, S. Letton, R. Barrow, C. Benbow, K. Callander-Stone, P. Davis, A. Dukes.
Row 4: C. Elsegood, K. Forster, K. Harrison, J. Hollingshead, D. Junk, E. McLachlan.
Row 5: C. Overgaard, C. Purdy, A. Rafferty, K. Smith, J. Stokes, I. Verrall, E. Worcester, K. Young, C. Yuen.
Head: Mrs M. MacRae.
Absent: K. Hewgill, R. Hutchings, W. Wittenoom, J. Milne.

ATHENS JUNIOR

Row 1 Back: N. Bird, C. Balfe, H. Britnall-Paris, J. Chester, B. Crafter, R. Crosby, L. Evans, F. Gerrard, A. Heitman, M. Hutchinson, S.
Idle, C. Joyce.
Row 2: C. Milne, K. Mostyn, J. Parsons, C. Silverman, S. Slater, K. Starling, S. Walsh, R. Albutt, M. Beck, R. Bradford.
Row 3: B. Caratti, F. Elischer, L. Henning, L. Henry, A. Hollingshead, K. Jarvis, J. McMeikan, C. Mattinson, A. Morgan, K. Morgan, D.
Nash.
Row 4: K. Patrick, S. Pooley, A. Reeve, D. Wandless, K. Woods, H. Blakeway, G. Doncon, D. Henning, S. Joyce.
Row 5: S. Keyl-Smith, J. Lim, R. McKenzie, G. Millar, T. Pratt, S. Purdy, J. Reaich, F. Salleh, L. Slater, R. Smith, P. Sweeting, H.
Thomas, L. Till, A. Williamson, C. Hanson.
Absent: J. Kitto, J. McCorkill, F. Caratti, T. Chan, K. Farnworth.
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice

Pamela Barnetson
Helen Pennycuick
Fleur Challen

Our Debtaing teams were quite successful. Our seniors gained
first place and our juniors sixth.
Athletics training is well under way and I’m sure Corinth will
repeat its terrific performance shown last year by coming first!
Good luck to our captain, Alex. Welborn.
Many thanks to Mr Row for his continual guidance and
encouragement. 1 must make some recognition of his unfailing
support — he always wore the very appropriate purple shirt on
sports day — thanks Mr Row for your purple power! Also
thanks to the arts and sports vice-captains, Fleur Challen and
Helen Pennycuick who did a tremendous amount of organising
throughout the year. Thanks also to treasurer Sue Hasson and
secretary Jane Hanrahan. Lastly, my special thanks to Corinth
as a whole team who’ve been very helpful and enthusiastic and
have made my year as captain of Corinth a very enjoyable and
profitable one, helped of course, by the fact that Corinth is the
best House!
Best of luck for 1981, and keep up the great team spirit.

1980, being the beginning of a new decade was also the
beginning of bigger and better things for Corinth, being success
ful in both sports and arts fields this year with all girls partici
pating cheerfully.
With tremendous team spirit and enthusiasm, Corinth fought
hard and gained third place in the Inter-House swimming com
petition. Well done! Thanks must be given to our swimming
captain Angela Kearny who did an excellent job organising the
team.
In summer sports during House activities, we gained sixth
place in tennis and second place in softball.
A pleasing end to first term was made when Corinth’s house
play “Queer Street”, directed by Peta Tegart received third
place. Fleur Challen and Amanda Nairn led the Corinthian choir
to fourth place. A very pleasing effort in the arts area.
Corinth also did well in winter sports coming second in
basketball, fourth in netball and equal second in hockey.

Pam Barnetson

CORINTH SENIOR
Row 1 Back: J. Abbott, P. Barnetson, L. Boyle, K. Brett, D. Buchanan, J. Buttfield.
Row 2: F. Challen, K. Estell, A. Nairn, J. Newton, J. Saggers, D. Samios.
Row 3: W. Soh, P. Tegart, J. Berson, C. Bakker, G. Clark, C. Farrar, J. Hanrahan.
Row 4: C. Hasson, J. Howlett, J. Hurley, K. Job, A. Kearny, P. Loh, D. Manolas.
Row 5: N. Parke, E. Reynolds, M. Smith, P. Soh, A. Welborn, A. Williams, S. Saddik, M. McComish.
Head: Mr D. Row.
Absent: L. Calver, S. Carrigg, H. Pennycuick, P. Sleppy, T. Whitehurst.

CORINTH JUNIOR
Row 1 Back: M. Moore, D. Bakker, J. Barbour, L. Barrie, R. Bell, 0. Buchanan, E. Bussell, T. Court, P. Creighton, D. Davis, L. Drake, J.
Hasson.
Row 2: S. Jones, M. Inglis, J. Kessell, J. Lewis, M. Sedgwick, F. Taplin, A. Webb, Kirsten Maher, N. Betts, L. Buttfield.
Row 3: R. Shipley, J. Campbell, E. Cooper, E. Dare, J. Iddison, E. Farmer, S. Langdon, H. Logue, B. Nield, S. O’Neill, L. Poole, T.
Samios.
Row 4: A. Soh, C. Thomas, D. Timermanis, S. Wells, H. Bake, J. Biggs, F. Chitfy, T. Cole, N. Cox, W. Downs, V. Emmott.
Row 5: E. Feutrill, J. Handley, P. Hanrahan, K. Hislop, E. House, S. Inglis, H. Jenkin, P. Kearny, W. Shreeve, R. Thomas, J. Atterby.
Absent: R. Hardie, Karen Maher, K. Emmott, M. McGavin.
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Captain —
Arts vice —
Sports vice

Susan Bartlett
Trudi Lang
Karen Williams

our homesick cat outcries and moans. Finally she managed to
put them altogether and we gained first place to Sparta.
Many thanks must also go to Francesca Lejeune for all the
time she spent on directing the house play.
Our gymnastic team led by Jenny Roberts (our very own
Nadia!) ended up in 5th position. Unfortunately we finished
only 1 point behind Sparta.
Olympia was not quite so successful in the hockey when we
ended in 6th position.
Netball put us back on the stands again with a first place vic
tory over Rome. The Basketball teams also put in a fine effort to
finish 3rd on the ladder.
At this point I would like to thank Trudi Lang, Sports ViceCaptain and Karen Williams, Arts Vice-Captain for all the effort
and encouragement they have put into the house.
I’d also like to thank Mrs Glenister, for the unending support
and encouragement she has given me and the team, as Olympia
house mistress.

Olympia’s year seemed to be full of ups and downs. On many
occasions we managed to prove the old proverb ‘Where there’s
a will, there’s a way’, correct, yet on others we seemed to be led
by a black cat.
This year started with the Interhouse swimming, captained by
Sarah Fischer. The house (whether swimming or shouting)
worked hard although we only managed 6th position. The over
all placing was certainly not a sign of our enthusiasm.
In the diving section, we gained three first places which was a
great encouragement to the Olympian team. These went to
Alison Hill, Jenny Roberts and Sue Bartlett. Congratulations
must also go to Jenny for attaining the position of Junior Diving
Champion.
The tennis and softball teams played well with great deter
mination. This paid off when Olympia gained 1st place in the
tennis competition.
Term 1 ended on a good note with the winning of the
interhouse singing. Karen Williams, Olympia’s Arts Vice-Cap
tain and House Conductor, did a tremendous job overcoming

Sue Bartlett

OLYMPIA SENIOR
Row 1 Back: S. Bartlett, M. Connor, S. Eckert, R. Ferrell, D. Goodburn, R. Halbert.
Row 2: C. Heinrich, T. Lang, F. Lejeune, H. Maddalena, N. Matthews, J. Prott, A. Rowley.
Row 3: J. Selvaratnam, R. Stokes, K. Williams, J. Aldam, H. Cripps, K. Draper, S. Fischer.
Row 4: K. Gibbs, W. Goodburn, J. Harvey, A. Hunter, H. Kelly, J. Look, J. Lorian.
Row 5: R. McDonald, L. Ng, J. Perkin, P. Purich, S. Stubbs, A. Watts, S. Williams.
Head: Mrs M. Glenister.
Absent: 1. Barten, L. Cock, 1. Angel, S. Greenfeld.
OLYMPIA JUNIOR
Row 1 Back: J. Alcorn, C. Bailey, J. Beckwith, L. Bettenay, H. Brooks, A. Chapman, J. Draper, N. Earnshaw, C. Eckersley, M. Elliott, J.
Martin.
Row 2: J. Ng, A. Plunkett, T. Purich, J. Roberts, K. Sadleir, K. Steketee, J. Willis, S. Angel, Z. Bradbury, S. Campbell, P. Cook, B.
Davies.
Row 3: V. Gibbs, J. Green, M. Halbert, L. Hamersley, L. Hannah, A. Hill, N. Jenvey, E. Jurecki, J. Keech, J. Liebeck, M. Miller, S. Ng.
Row 4: M. Paynter, C. Shand, L. Sparrow, J. Stokes, S. Wrightson, J. Adam, K. Beckwith, S. Bennett, C. Chew, L. Chew, O. Elliott, E.
Fischer.
Row 5: J. Ferguson, D. Forward, S. Frazier, S. Haddon, J. Hartage, D. Holt, R. Hull, B. Jones, A. McCulloch, L. Martlew, L. Mullany,
H. Smith, H. Thrum, C. Sadleir, J. Donato.
Absent: N. Beardwood.
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Jennifer Baron-Hay
Michelle Fowler
Alinta Cohen

Andrea Sutherland (with a name like that what more could you
expect!)
Due to the fantastic enthusiasm of the Roman dramatists,
under the brilliant direction of Alinta Cohen, they achieved an
outstanding first place.
Thanks to all Romans and vices, Michelle Fowler, Sports
Captain, Alinta Cohen, Arts Captain, Judy Crosby, Secretary
and Chris Fullerton, Treasurer, for their continual efforts
throughout the year, making my job a pleasant one. Due to all
their support this has made 1980 a most memorable year for me
and all leaving girls. I wish every success to all the girls in future
years.
Much appreciation must go to our House Master, Mr
Swingler, for his guidance and support, special thanks must also
go to Mrs Froudist for help with the Year 8's, but most impor
tantly for their great friendship.
Good luck all Romans

Rome approached first term of 1980 with a great desire to do
well — there was much enthusiasm within the whole house. It
was decided to have red singlets screen printed with the Roman
emblem to add spirit to our house.
Although our results in certain areas didn’t match our efforts,
we all contributed in many ways making the occasions exciting
and most enjoyable.
Our swimming team was organised efficiently by Chris
Fullerton. It was great to see that all Romans participated either
as swimmers or supporters. Their presence added much colour
and spirit to the evening.
We participated in the senior tennis, captained by Alexandra
Pearson, the senior softball captained by Julie O’Dwyer (A) and
Jenni Campbell (B), the volleyball captained by Michelle Fowler
and the gym with Donalea Patman at their head. All girls are
grateful for the organisation from their captains.
Although Rome wasn’t very successful in singing, all partici
pants found much pleasure under the exhilarating leadership of

Jenny

ROME SENIOR
Row 1 Back: C. Alder, J. Baron-Hay, J. Campbell, A. Cohen, J. Crosby, J. Dodd.
Row 2: M. Fowler, C. Fullerton, K. Jarvis, K. McLachlan, N. Nixon, J. O’Dwyer, A. Sutherland.
Row 3: H. Syme, A. Thomas, S. Tunley, A. Williamson, M.L. Mah, E. Davis, K. Dodd, K. Duggan.
Row 4: K. Foster, L. Glover, L. Karlovsky, L. Kent, A. Latham, A. Loton.
Row 5: R. McKenney, D. Patman, D. Pinch, K. Robinson, N. Stoffers, C. Thomas.
Head: Mr D. Swingler.
Absent: C. Clarke, S. Clarke, A. Pearson, L. Hummel, E. Kennett, J. Mills, S. Morgan.

ROME JUNIOR
Row 1 Back: L. Alcock, M. Barnes, S. Bartholomeusz, M. Davis, S. Etherington, K. Garmony, D. Graves, J. Hyde, T. Jefferies, C. Joll.
Row 2: I. Kiel, F. Leary, P. Mackie, K. Metcalfe, S. Morris, J. Mottershead, J. Poultney, S. Tough, S. Wilson, S. Vardi, M. Yew, J.
Baker, L. Campbell.
Row 3: E. Craig, A. Donaldson, E. Fry, E. Grauaug, R. Harrison, P. Hunt, L. Iuretigh, C. Kirby, J. Langmead, F. McGill, S. Mackie, M.
Nalder.
Row 4: S. Overington, S. Pyett, J. Raitt, M. Spencer, M. Tough, M. Whyte, M. Yew, E. Bladen, V. Bladen, C. Deleuil, E. Drake.
Row 5: T. Foster, S. Gibbons, S. Hector, J. Karlovsky, A. Kennett, L. Kollosche, T. Loton, S. Low, A. McNaughton, L. Pickup, D.
Parker, E. Pearson, G. Pervan, D. Philpot, J. Smith, M. Tan, E. Waterhouse.
Absent: B. Guillaume.
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Captain —
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Joanne Donnan
Jennifer King
Eugenie Reid

The choir sang beautifully and earned themselves a second
place, thanks to conductress Karen Edelman. The drama group
wasn’t as fortunate but even so, they performed very well.
Thanks must go to producer, Eugene Reid and co-producer,
Julie Sumner. The mime is not to be forgotten as everyone also
performed very well.
I must thank Mrs Nixon for her continual support and
encouragement. Without it the house wouldn’t be run as effi
ciently and with the same happy, fighting spirit as it is.
Thanks must also be extended to Jenny King and Eugenie
Reid who have always been there, willing to lend a hand and
who have filled their roles as vice-captains admirably.
That’s about all for now, Sparta. I would finally like to thank
every member of the house for their endless support and con
tinuous fighting spirit. Keep it up! It has been a pleasure and
most enjoyable year as captain of the greatest house.
I would like to wish the office-bearers of 1981 the best of luck
and I’m sure you will find it a most rewarding experience.
Congratuations everyone and well done. Best of luck to every
Spartan for the future.

Already Sparta has begun to show her overpowering domi
nance in the Sports and Arts fields. As the saying goes
“Whatever’s worth doing at all is worth doing well”. Sparta has
certainly proven this proverb true.
To start the year off on the right foot, Sparta came a very
creditable second to Troy in the Interhouse Swimming Com
petition. Thanks to the careful guidance of Captain Nadine
Walker. It is about time Sparta gave the other houses a turn in
the hot seat! Congratulations to all the competitors on their
splendid effort. 1 feel special mention is due to a few outstanding
individuals. They are Year 9 runner-up champion Julie Donnan,
Year 11 champion Natalie Crawford and diving champion Sally
Cruickshank. Well done!
We not only did well in the swimming, but carried our fight
ing spirit on to the other first term sports.
Our tennis players battled hard to come second and the softball teams proved too strong and ended up on top. The gym
nasts also performed well to gain fourth place in the Interhouse
Gymnastics Competition. Congratulations to all captains and
competitors.
Sparta does not only perform well on the sports field, she is
also known for her fine contribution towards singing and drama.

Joanne Donnan, House Captain

SPARTA SENIOR
Row 1 Back: A. Bardsley, J. Bennett, A. Berryman, E. Couper, J. Donnan, K. Edelman, V. Ferguson, L. Fisher, L. Gribben.
Row 2: L. Flewett, C. Hood, R. Jones, J. King, K. Lip, L. Lucas, M. Mussared, E. Reid.
Row 3: J. Storer, J. Sumner, D. Walker, B. Will, N. Crawford, S. Cruickshank, A. Downs.
Row 4: J.L. Foo, L. Hillam, B. Halbert, S. Hunt, F. Kakulas, T. Kent, G. King, Y.F. Koh.
Row 5: A. McLean, S. Mills, D. Moran, S. O’Neill, J. Rolinson, S. Ryan, B. Schinazi, P. Weir.
Head: Mrs M. Nixon.
Absent: C. Smith, B. Smits.

SPARTA JUNIOR
Row 1 Back: P. Byrne, E. Clifford, A. Forbes, D. Forgan, K. Foster, W. Keay, J. Kelsall, A. Kirby, C. Masella, N. Morey, S. Payton.
Row 2: R. Powell, H. Reid, J. Ritchie, T. Robinson, S. Tetlow, J. Usher, D. Walker, L. Wishaw, K. Woollett, S. Barrett, J. Basham, J.
Cail.
Row 3: J. Donnan, L. Fisher, S. Fisher, L. Hardy, S. Hewett, V. Janaganathan, C. Johnston, S. Mercer, S. Minear, T. Oliver, C.
Schinazi.
Row 4: L. Smith, L. Stals, A. Stannard, R. Weir, K. Patoir, P. White, N. Battley, H. Edinger, N. Ehinger, T. Farrell, L. Fradd, L. Gilbert.
Row 5: S. Grainger, S. Hadley, N. Hay, S. James, C. Kakulas, S. Kelsall, T. Lalich, K. Lang, J. Millett, M. O'Keefe, A. Tandon, M.
Taylor, S. Varey, B. Woodroffe.
Absent: H. Rolinson.
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Sports vice —

Well we finally did it. Troy defeated Sparta and took the
honour of champion house in the Interhouse Swimming Car
nival. Special thanks to Debbie Hohman, our swimming captain
and Fiona Minchin for organizing and encouraging our vic
torious team. Congratualtions must go to Jane Hughes, Year 8
Champion and Felicity Clarke, Year 9 Champion swimmer.
Contributing to our swimming victory were the many valua
ble points gained by our Trojan divers. Well done, Junior divers
who gained 2nd place.
The gymnasts kept up the usual high standard by being
awarded 1st place in the gym competition under the guidance of
Chris Archer.
In the Arts field, our house play gained 2nd place due to the
considerable time and effort put in by producer Michelle Kelly. I
must admire the conductress of the choir, Michelle Yin, for her
unyielding patience and hard work in a most difficult task.

Lisa Dempsey
Thea Clarke
Michell Yin

Second term brought the start of the winter sports, an area in
which Troy did extremely well. First places were attained in
both basketball and hockey, while our netball team came third.
The debating began with a good start and ended quite well
too!
Michelle Yin, Arts Vice-Captain and Thea Clarke, Sports
Vice-Captain, both did a great job in their respective fields,
making the load much lighter for me in organising the house.
Mr Garde’s, Mrs Biddles’ and Mrs Sonntag’s support was gra
tefully appreciated. My sincere thanks must go to Mrs Herman
— the totally devoted and loyal Trojan. Without her
enthusiastic encouragement I’m sure the house wouldn’t be the
same.
Finally I would like to thank the entire house for making my
year as House Captain such an enjoyable and memorable one.
Best of luck in the future to all fellow Trojans.
Lisa

TROY SENIOR
Row 1 Back: C. Boak, K. Bourke, S. Cain, T. Clarke, D. Cussons, E. Dempsey, S. Formby.
Row 2: D. Hohmann, M. Kelly, L. McQueen, J. Potts, J. Punch.
Row 3: M. Yin, J. Anderson, C. Archer, T. Ashton, P. Cameron, T. Dunne.
Row 4: G. Elliott, J. Grandison, L. Jones, L. King, M. Luke, E. MacKenzie, F. Minchin.
Row 5: S. Moran, A. Parks, H. Tanner, R. Tickle, L. Worrell.
Absent: B. Pitman, E. Stamatiou, R. Ward, J. Manasseh.
Head: Mrs I. Herman.

TROY JUNIOR
Row 1 Back: M. Birtles, K. Boyd, L. Brownscombe, S. Campbell, C. Deacon, N. Fraser, S. Graham, S. Green, P. Hallam, M. Horne, E.
Hui, T. Hyder.
Row 2: R. Merifield, F. Parks, M. Richards, L. Salau, B. Schairer, M. Thomson, S. Ward, R. Rhodes, J. Anderson, A. Ball, W. Campbell,
A. Christie.
Row 3: F. Clarke, J. Colson, S. Daniels, K. Godwin, D. Gray, S. Halbert, J. Kagi, J. Mackenzie, T. Parry, K. Pegrum, J. Playford, J.
Rose.
Row 4: N. Thompson, F. Thorpe, S. Yeo, H. Middlemass, E. Archer, S. Biddles, F. Bracks, D. Brkusich, E. Collins, T. Halbert, J.
Hughes.
Row 5: D. Johnston, R. Kelton, J. Lewis, A. McCallum, J. Madariaga, J. Penberthy, E. Philp, M. Rhodes, S. Sainken, L. Smith, A. Tan
ner, S. Walker, A. Wheatley, A. Williams, Y. Goh.

20

rrr~

TROY SENIOR

TROY JUNIOR
21

GYMNASTICS
The gymnastics season got away to an early start this year
with the Inter-House competition taking place on the last day of
first term. Troy took the honours with Corinth coming a close
2nd.
The school championship was held on July 18th and, above
all, proved to be an exciting display of advanced gymnastics.
Congratulations must go to all girls who trained for this event,
particularly Jenny Roberts (Senior Champion) and JaneFerguson (Junior Champion), as they all helped to raise the
standard of our gymnastics as well as proviing inspiration for
budding ‘Nadias’.
For the first time in many years, we were able to enter the
maximum of 4 teams for both the I.G.S.A. and the State School
Girls’ Competitions. M.L.C. were deservedly ‘overall champion
school runners up’ (stooping to P.L.C. by only 0.4) — but
unfortunately the competition in the State School Girls was a
bit tougher!
We can’t possibly thank Mrs Gobolos enough for all the time
and effort she has put into preparing us for various events and I
personally would like to thank our vice-captain, Jenny Roberts,
for all her invaluable assistance.
M.L.C. has shown this year that there are many talented girls
at the school who can successfully contribute to this sport, and I
wish next year’s captain all the very best in working with them.

BASKETBALL
This year our basketball skills improved considerably, which
made our weekly assembly easier to face. Well done to the
Senior B team who excelled themselves and took out the pen
nant.
My sincere thanks go to Miss Cox and Miss Breidal for com
ing to coach us, and Mrs Gobolos for her encouragement and
support.
I’m sure in the near future our M.L.C. basketballers will aim
for higher goals and achieve them.
Lisa Dempsey

Fleur Challen

mm
\/ ~s

'

\

%4 wE

BASKETBALL
Row 1 Back: L. Dempsey, R. Tickle, R. Barrow.
Row 2: K. Forster, D. Hohmann, N. Crawford.
Row 3: N. Staffers.

GYM A

Nothing there but basketball, a game which won't be fit for peo
ple until they set the basket umbilicus-high and return the
giraffes to the zoo.

Row 1 Back: J. Roberts, F. Challen, C. Archer, D. Patman, M.
Davis.
Row 2: S. Mills, F. Kakulas, J. Lewis.
Row 3: O. Buchanan, B. Schairer, P. Purich.

Ogden Nash
The Old Dog Barks Backwards

22

HOCKEY
Unfortunately the Senior Hockey teams were unsuccessful in
winning the trophy this year but a total effort from all involved
contributed to making the games worthwhile.
1 enjoyed playing in the Senior ‘A’ team with all the other
members and hope in future years the teams will be as close and
friendly as we were this year.
Our high standards could not have been maintained without
the constant assistance of our coach Miss Davenport. Her
patience and devotion were well appreciated by all Senior
Hockey teams. Thanks also go to Mrs Williams for coaching the
juniors.
Good luck to next year’s hockey captain and I hope her task is
as fulfilling as mine proved to be.
Jenny King, Captain
NETBALL
Row 1 Back: T. Kent, S. Bartlett, J. Donnan.
Row 2: T. Lang, J. Baron-Hay, J. Perkin.
Row 3: L. Boyle, C. Fullerton.
NETBALL
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The 1980 netball season started off with selection trials early
in Term 2. From these trials were chosen the members of the
various teams to fill the four senior, four junior and the Year 8
teams. Training got under way enthusiastically and continued
throughout the season.
M.L.C. finished equal second with P.L.C. in the overall com
petition and the senior B & D teams won their pennants. The
senior B went through the season undefeated. The results do not
indicate M.L.C.’s true ability because they were unfortunately
beaten in a few games by a very small margin.
Of course we could not have done as well if it wasn’t for the
untiring efforts of our two coaches, senior, Mrs Eddington, and
Junior, Miss Wadsworth. Thanks must go to them for their con
tinual support and encouragement.
Finally, congratulations to all netball players and the best of
luck for the coming season.
Joanne Donnan

HOCKEY

Row 1 Back: J. Rolinson, D. Junk, C. Johns, R. Halbert, M.
McDonald.
Row 2: S. Hasson, A. Latham, K. McLachlan.
Row 3: K. Job, T. Hyder, J. King.
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LIFESAVING
Life Saving training within the icy waters of the M.L.C. pool
commenced soon after the Inter-school Swimming Carnival
under the guidance of the Sports Staff, headed by Mrs Gobolos.
Despite the water temperature, the team trained hard and pro
ved to be most successful in the Royal Life Saving Society Com
petitions at Beatty Park. Performances were excellent and the
results were:
Bunbury Cup 14 and under — 2nd
Madame de Mouncey Open —1st
E. Morland Shield 15 and under —2nd
Halliday Shield 16 and under —4thBader Memorial Cup 15 and under —1st
McKeller Hall Cup 15 and over —2nd
Goudie Trophy 13 and under—3rd
Chaffey Cup Open —3rd
Overall M.L.C. gained second place. Congratulations to all girls.

LIFESAVING
Row 1 Back: J. Newton, N. Crawford, D. Hohmann, P. Barnetson, S. Tough.
Row 2: L. Dempsey, N. Walker, J. Donnan, E. Mackenzie, P.
Cameron, A. Dukes, C. Eckersley.
Row 3: M. Tough, M. Whyte, J. Donnan, A. Hill, F. Clarke, J.
Mackenzie.
Absent: S. Morris.

Jodi
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SQUASH
The 1980 squash team has made it into the finals once again
and will hopefully be successful in winning the trophy as was
done in 1979.
It has been a much tougher battle this year and the girls have
done extremely well to get this far. Many thanks to Mr Farley
and congrats to the team.
N. Walker

SQUASH
Row 1 Back: N. Walker, M. Luke, L. Dempsey.
Row 2: K. Forster, F. Lejeune, J. Howlett.

SWIMMING
Once again swimming training for our enthusiastic swimmers
commenced early in January. For most girls this training was
tough work, but they enjoyed themselves and it proved to be
most beneficial for the prospective swimmers of our inter-school
team. This training offered basic workouts to strengthen indiv
idual and team performances and incorporated skills such as
correct swimming techniques, dives and turns, which are essen
tial to gain advantages when competing. Thanks to Miss
Wadsworth for her time and effort and also to Fiona Young, who
assisted Miss Wadsworth throughout the holiday break.

The Inter-house Swimming Carnival was held at Christ
Church on the evening of Thursday, 28th February. The night
was warm and the poolside was packed with mums, dads, aunts,
uncles and boyfriends. This all added to an air of excitement as
girls thrashed up and down the pool endeavouring to increase
the scoreboard points for their Houses. The first placegetter was
Troy, who proved to be too strong for Sparta this year. Corinth
gained third place, followed by 4th Athens, 5th Rome, 6th
Olympia.
There was no delay in the selection of the Inter-school Team.
A list of swimmers was up on the notice board the following
day, with specific instructions that training would be under way
after the long weekend at 7.45 sharp.
Training sessions began in the M.L.C. pool, where everyone
set to work to complete the number of laps required. At around
8.10 we proceeded to the Christ Church pool where relay and
individual races were run off. This seemed to be a source of
entertainment for many of the Christ Church students and I
seemed to detect a little extra style and speed from the team.
The Swimming Meet at Wesley and an afternoon competition
against Christ Church were helpful in affording some keen com
petition and in bringing times down before the Inters. It also
brought the team together and developed that all important
team spirit.
Congratulations to the team for their responsible, pleasant
and mature attitude throughout the build-up to the ‘big night'.
The Inter-school Swimming Carnival was held on the 13th
March at Beatty Park pool. Our divers got us away to a good
start. The swimmers then took over and gave everything they
had. Performances were excellent. It was super to see such
determination, but no matter what we gave, those horrors
(P.L.C.) were just too strong and had the edge on us throughout
the night. Congratulations to our team on a well-deserved sec
ond place.
Many thanks to our coach, Miss Wadsworth, and to Miss
Davenport and Mrs Gobolos for their continued support,
encouragement and advice.
It was a pleasure and an honour to be the captain and work
with such a fantastic group of girls. You were great — thank
you. All the best to the captain and members of the 1981 team.
Let us hope that next year you can turn the tables on P.L.C.
Jodi Newton

rr„*
Swimming Inters
Competitors and Sports Staff
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Be bold: If you’re going to make an error, make a doozy, and
don’t be afraid to hit the ball.
Billie Jean King
Tennis to Win

k4

-

1•

1980 TENNIS
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Although the tennis team fought hard with keen enthusiasm
throughout the season, we couldn’t quite reach the top of the
ladder. M.L.C. succeeded in achieving second position to St
Mary's in the overall results.
With the help of the coaching and encouragement received
from Mrs Macintosh, the season was a rewarding and enjoyable
one.
M.L.C. also entered into the Herbert Edwards and Mursell
Cup Competition. The Mursell number two team was victorious.
Contragulations to all the members.
To all tennis girls, congratulations on your presentation,
training and competitive performances.
Best of luck to all members of the teams for 1981!

aMMB
VOLLEYBALL JUNIOR

Row 1 Back: N. Fraser, M. Halbert, M. Horne, A. Kirby.
Row 2: R. Crosby, V. Gibbs, A. Heitman.

VOLLEYBALL
Despite the constant ill-fate of the teams, the girls of both
Junior and Senior teams displayed excellent sportsmanship.
Our skills in digging, serving, volleying and spiking and cer
tainly team play have shown rapid improvements. This was
emphasised in the Senior C winning their pennant, the Junior A
coming second and the Senior B gaining third place.
Mrs Eddington kindly offered to coach us and we took advan
tage of her tactics, which later on in the season helped us
improve greatly. Many thanks to Mrs Eddington and Miss
Davenport for the patience and time they put into coaching us.
Without their hard working and morale boosting, we wouldn’t
have got as far as we did.
This year’s results were certainly exciting for all volleyball
fanatics and promise better things for the future. Congratula
tions to the hard working 1980 teams and good luck to the
1981 teams.
Jenny Selvaratram

Michelle McDonald
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GYM B

Row 1 Back: J. Ferguson, W. Downs, L. Martlew, A. Christie, F.
Chitty.
Row 2: N. Battley, J. Atterby, F. McGill.
Row 3: M. Spencer, R. Harrison, K. Beckwith.

VOLLEYBALL SENIOR

Row 1 Back: L. Calver, R. Barrow, J. Selva-Ratnam, A. Nairn.
Row 2: J. Prott, J. Crosby, K. McLachlan.
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INTER-HOUSE ATHLETICS 1980
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Corinth 290'/2 points
Rome 267 points
Sparta 242 points
Olympia 226 points
Athens 201 points
Troy 185 points.

Year 11 - 12 Champion
runners-up

k’
M. Fowler
33 points.
T. Dunne and
K. Brett
32 points.

Year 10

Champion
runner-up

I. Kiel
J. Roberts

36 points
35 points

Year 9

Champion
runner-up

D. Nash
L. Dare

45 points
38 points

Year 8

Champion
runner-up

M. Taylor
L. Fradd

51 points
22 points
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Jumping

11 records were broken.
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God save me from a bad neighbour and a beginner on the fiddle.

Italian Proverb
ORCHESTRA

CHOIR

Amidst groans and squeaks (!) the orchestra gathers in the
music room on Friday afternoons. After a lengthy tuning ses
sion, (due to the fact that many members nip off to the boarders’
tucky for nourishment) the baton comes down and we begin.
(Some of us a note or two late!)

Friday is the day for Music Making in the school, the day
when cymbals sound, when trumpets blow, and most of all when
M.L.C.’s songbirds sing. From 11.30 to 1, while the rest of the
school is occupied with gambling, horseriding and golfing, and
so on, the School Choir meets for a more noteworthy purpose,
namely, the culturing of the West Australian masses.

Many of our members played in the pit orchestra for
“Cabaret” and they must be congratulated for their effort and
superb performances (especially one member who came every
night for one triangle ting!)

Their hard work this year has been, by no means, in vain.
And, through the National Music Teachers’ Eisteddfod in Perth
(which they won in fine style), they’ve managed to display their
talent to the appreciative ears of Perth, even if the rest of the
world will have to wait a few more years!

Many thanks go to our fine orchestra leaders — Sonia Tunley
and Fleur Challen. Their gallant efforts to keep us in tune ( and
it’s no easy task) is much appreciated. Of course, we would be
nothing but a muddle without our prize baton swirler — Miss
Pride. Thank you Miss Pride for all your time and patience (!)

The big event this year was “Cabaret” which could not, of
course, have worked without the choir — well, it kept the girls
off the street at night! — as well as giving everyone that touch
of glamour and excitement which makes our choir, all members
agree, the worthwhile pastime it is.

Finally, to all the school, watch out for us on Speech Night.

Andrea and Amanda

Anita Williamson
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ORCHESTRA AND CHOIR
Row 1 Back: A. Sutherland - O, A. Williamson - O, A. Cohen - C & O, K. Williams - C & 0, R. Halbert - O, K. Hewgill - O, F. Challen O, S. Tunley - O, E. Parry - 0, A. Nairn - O, J. Sumner - O, F. Lejeune - C, J. Crosby - C.
Row 2: E. Reynolds - C & 0, P. Purich - O, G. Clark - C & O, J. Stokes - C & O, H. Tanner - O, L. Glover - O, A. Watts - O, A.
Welborn - C, E. MacKenzie - C, C. Purdy - C.
Row 3: F. Minchin - C, W. Goodburn - C, T. Ashton - C, L. Worrell - C, J. Mills - C, Ming Suan Yew - C, A. Hunter - C, L. Jones - C, S.
Fischer - C, S. Ryan - C.
Row 4: S. Payton - C & O, D. Bakker - O, J. Barbour - 0, J. Iddison - O, L. Barry, C & O, S. Tough - C & O, L. Brownscombe - C & O,
K. Starling - O, T. Court - 0, S. Sedgwick - 0, L. Wishaw - O.
Row 5: K. Woods - O, K. Godwin - O, A. Soh - O, A. Hollingshead - O, E. Farmer - O, F. Thorpe - O, L. Sparrow - 0, C. Johnston - O,
E. Collins - O, M. Tough - O.
O = Orchestra C = Choir
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CABARET
“SCENE: Berlin, Germany
TIME: 1929 — 1930, before the start of the Third Reich
In this interpretation, two versions of “Cabaret” are brought
together, the 1960’s stage play and the brilliant music of the
1970’s film script. This presentation endeavours to capture both
the political climate and the permissive atmosphere of the
time.”
So read the programme notes of “Cabaret”, but still we were
not prepared for the brilliant impact when the curtain ‘went up’.
The Kit Kat band broke upon us as did successive waves of
singers, dancers, actors (male and female) and the pit orchestra,
until we were saturated with the sea spray of Germany 1929 —
1930.
But before this night, who could forget the never-ending P.A.
announcements — Act V, Scene IV, from, until, etc. etc. etc.
How many scene changers really got the scene changes right
until a near-suicidal producer threatened to make a scenechanger wear it (a cloth) if he couldn’t get it right?
Then there was the same old ‘It must fit you — get it on, it’s
your size. What’s that tearing sound I can hear behind there? —
Oh, great heavens! get it off — carefully!
‘That is your left foot — put it straight out — don’t bring it
round like a bower bird dancing!
‘You girls in the choir — you’re not at Speech Night in the
Concert Hall — you’re in a sleazy night club — RELAX!’
‘I’m going to cancel that request to Mrs Synnott to get me
two dummies — I’ve got enough here already.’
‘Why is that gymnast always flexing his biceps behind the
scenes? I’ve got enough on my mind already.’ (female member
of cast)
‘Why did all the tickets sell so quickly? Now we can’t go to
Christ Church to do a promotion!’ (cabaret girl)
‘I wonder why there haven’t been any follow on romances?
Perhaps they thought we really were decadent — at Methodist
Ladies? (disappointed chorus girl).
And finally the constanLexhortation:
‘SMOULDER, GIRLS, SMOULDER!’

What’s a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?

J is J, L

MR and MRS JOHN GARDE
at the Art Exhibition
In every actor you’ll find something of the missionary — the
feeling that he must get his message across to everybody.
Julie Harris
Talks to Young Actors
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Yr 12 Art Camp

Pam at the Grove
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Sally at the Art Exhibition

Andrea & Plavy

Sue & H.L.F.

Cabaret Promotion

Hi
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1980 winners were: —
Drama:
1. Rome

HOUSE SINGING & DRAMA

During term one it seems that all paths lead to rehearsal.
Every girl in the school is in some way involved in House Sing
ing and House Drama. Awe stricken Year 8’s watch in reverence
as unbelievably competent and confident Year 12’s conduct
choirs, order everyone on and off stage and state what shall and
shall not be worn.
Comes the day and House Spirit is strong, Bosisto Hall is
packed and the organisation of teaching staff and girls pays off
in a day of really good performances which entertain everybody
and lead the adjudicators to near suicidal frenzy in an effort to
select winners.

Singing:

2. Troy
3. Corinth
1. Olympia

2. Sparta
3. Athens
Mime:

1. Athens
2. Troy
3. (Olympia

— “A Day in the Mind of Tich
Oldfield”
— “Anyone for Drama?”
— “Queer Street”
— “Song Without Words”
and “Chattanooga Shoe Shine
Boy”
— “Consider Yourself” and
“Dona Nobis Pacein”
— “Talk to the Animals” and
“Any Dream Will Do"

and
(Rome
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GROUP PLAN
9.00 — 11.30 Piano........................................... Music Room
9.00 - 9.30 Brass........................................................G.W.C.
9.30 - 10.30 Woodwind............................................ G.W.C.
9.00 — 11.00 Vocal........................................................Chapel
9.00 — 11.00 Ballet........................................... Bosisto Hall
9.00 — 11.30 Shakespeare/Art of Speech Boarder’s Recrea
tion Room
11.30 — 12.30 Public Speaking . Boarder’s Recreation Room
11.00 — 1.00 Strings Bosisto Hall
11.45 — 12.45 Chamber Music........................... Music Room
1.40 — 3.00 Miscellaneous..............................Bosisto Hall
All day Art/Craft..............................................................G.W.C.
All day Photography....................................................... Room 7

Hard Rock Cafe

HARD ROCK CAFE - Until sold out
Timetables by Bernie Godwin, Liz Davis, Liz MacKenzie.Sue
Hunt.
Warning by organizer: ‘If the wrong section number appears you
will have to play your violin in the intermediate ballet regard
less!’
INDIVIDUAL ACTUALITY
9.00 — 1.00 Thump & pedal, run, blow, run, recite, run,
peer, run, chew.
1.40 — 3.00 Sit, cheer, run, appear, run, sit & sit & sit.
3.05
Thank you Year 11 Organizers. Thank you
adjudicators.
Didn’t we have a lovely day the day we went to Noonkan'bah,
beautiful day we ate yams on the way
and sheltered under a blackboy you know.
On the way back we felt like a snack so we opened a bottle of
‘Red Ned’
singing a few corroboree songs as the world spins ’round.
We all sat around with our knees on the ground, waiting for
woobla from Charlie,
Speared a roo while waiting for you,
carried it home on me back you know.
Charlie arrived, he's staying alive, he's brought his diamond
miners,
Singing a few corroboree songs as the world spins 'round.
They started to mine our sacred sites the spirits they got aggro,
but what could we do?, they mined it for. you,
we lost it all for the sake of a few;
Didn’t they have a lovely day the day they went to Noonkanbah. . .
Singing a few of their favourite songs as the drills whirled
’round.
FROM YR 12 H.L.F.

Alinta
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3rd ANNUAL STUDENT ART/CRAFT EXHIBITION

ART EXHIBITION AND SALE

In the 1978 art exhibition the emphasis was on drawing and
painting in a variety of mediums and also on the making of large
hanging pots.
In 1979 there was a swing to the making of sculpture, jewell
ery, the production of batik and print making.
The 1980 exhibition consisted of many drawings, all of a con
sistently high standard, lino-printing, silkscreening, and etch
ing; other features of the exhibition were creative jewellery in
nickel, silver, copper and brass and some very competent pot
tery work from the Years 10, 11 and 12.

“The Parents' & Friends’ Association of Methodist Ladies’
College, request the pleasure of the company of:”
and so the official opening of the Art Exhibition and Sales set
the scene for a brilliant weekend at M.L.C.
For some weeks a small but diligent committee consisting of
Mrs Cruickshank, Mrs Sparrow, Mrs Synnott and Mr John
Garde, with Dr Forbes as Chairman worked to bring to fruition
Dr Forbes’ and Mr John Garde's vision of having a really first
class display and sale of paintings, pottery and jewellery.
The paintings were by Alan Baker, William Boissevain, John
Garde, Owen Garde, David Gregson, Brian Hutchison, Ben Joel,
Morris Kennedy, Leon Pericles and David Thornton. The pot
tery was by Drew Armstrong, Sandra Black, Bela Kotai, Ian Mincin, Joel Smoker, Jill Smith, David Woodland and the jewellery
by Dorothy Erickson and Kate O’Sullivan.
The exhibition was officially opened by Mr Geoff Summerhayes on Friday, July 25th. After the official opening there
was an auction which was conducted by Mr David Bell and this
added to the interest and the excitement of the evening. Punch
and savouries had been provided by the Ladies’ Committee and
the guests were most appreciative of the gesture.
The Exhibition was open from 10 to 5 on both Saturday and
Sunday and during this time, as well as buying many of the
items listed for sale, visitors also bought many tickets in the
guessing games.
As well as providing girls and visitors with the aesthetic
satisfaction which beautiful things engender, quite a large sum
of money was raised and almost certainly the Art Department
will benefit from the proceeds.

YEAR 12 ART CAMP

On the 28th of March, a group of creative Year 12 students
went to Miss Smith’s rustic house nestled in the hills in
Roleystone. Here we all were allowed to get up at all hours
throughout the night, if struck by creative inspiration. On Sat
urday, we were visited by Philip Douglas, who gave a pottery
demonstration and the famous Leon Pericles, who took a group
of us through the etching process, with varying results. Mrs
Garde cooked vegetarian dishes which we were all eager to try.
Much work was accomplished, and fun was had by all. We
would like to thank many people, especially Mr Garde, who
made this weekend possible as it was greatly appreciated.
Amanda Reeve

__ ___________
Dr M. Forbes, Chairman, Art Exhibition and sale committee
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JACKIE ABBOTT

Mmm, this is delicious

PAM BARNETSON

CERIAN ALDER

Meanwhile, back at the
ranch...

Dumbo

JENNY BARON-HAY

Don't worry about it

mw

ANITA BARDSLEY

Blondes have more fun!

IRIS BARTEN

SUE BARTLETT

She's heard before she’s seen
(accurate information)

Who's coming to the tucky?

DIANA BENBOW

Yobbo

—

Queen ot the coke
cans

‘went

JOANNE BENNETT

Don't judge this book by its
cover!

LEIGH BOYLE

Bernie’si!

ANN BOAK

ALISON BERRYMAN

Weekday schoolgirl, weekend
woman

?

KAREN BRETT

I've been Rob(bed)

1

Light special

KATIE BOURKE

Gimm

DEIRDRE BUCHANAN

JUDY BUTTFIELD

President of the Clalt Fanclub

Is she still going out with him?

3ft

JENNICAMPBELL
Huggy: Captain of the football
team

SHAUN CARRIGG
G.S.I. supporter

CATHY CLARKE
Turn the radio down!

SARA CLARKE
You got your runners ?

THEA CLARKE
Another brick in the wall

LESLEY COCK
Good chance, it's a cuddly
article

ALINTA COHEN
I don't get it — I’m sweet and
innocent

MARGARET CONNOR
A girl of few words but many
actions!

ELINOR COUPER
I’m here, there and everywhere

LOUISA CRAFTER
Absence makes the heart grow
fonder

JUDY CROSBY
Crosbys; they’re great mate —
wolf

DENISE CUSSONS
*/@/?* chemistry

SUE CAIN
What are you doing this
weekend?

LOIS CALVER
'Elio, howya going?

FLEUR CHALLEN
The fantom phiddler Hies again!

t .
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ivW vJOANNEDONNAN
Heey! (thumbs up)

SANDRA ECKERT
Pig Power

KAREN EDELMAN
What’s this? What's this?

KIM ESTELL
How many sleeps logo?!

BARRIE-ANNE FARMER
Blood and what farmer?

VICKI FERGUSON
Sic Vic

ROSEMARY FERRELL
Wild Irish Rose

LOUISE FISHER
Go on be a dev!

sueformby

Anorexia nervosa!

MICHELLE FOWLER
Craaaazy!

CHRIS FULLERTON
Laurel

JOANNE DODD
Wha I more can you say!!
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MARGARET GOLLAGHER
Goll!?!

DAWNGOODBURN
This isn't the magazine I should
be in!

LESLEY GRIBBEN
Physician at work
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RUTH HALBERT
Prune Power
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JANE HANSON

The horserider who's always on
the ground!

LINDA HEWETT

CHRIS HEINRICH

Vegemite Kid

Can I look through your
wardrobe?

CAROLYN HOOD

REBECCA HUNT

CATHERINE HEWGILL

Oh . my G-string just snapped!

'

DEBBIE HOHMANN

Whadid they say?

Hopelessly devoted to Sparta

KIM JARVIS

CAMILLE JOHNS

Not as quiet spoken as she
seems

JENNY KING

Jenny makes sure cheats never
prosper

I've got the plan

ROSLYN JONES

Thanks love

Wait a tick, Ive got to...

TRUDI LANG

FRANCESCALEJEUNE

Hardy

Frog legs
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ROBYN HUTCHINGS

Hey, you guys!

MICHELLE KELLY

I'm contused

STEPHANIE LETTON

If you know what I mean

...

LEANNELUCAS

Ginger Mick!

jocelyn

McDonald

Oh how embarrassing!!

MICHELLE MCDONALD

KAREN McLACHLAN

I’m goin'High RollinH

Oooga Booga (Savage native)

MAY LI MAH

NOELENE MATTHEWS

^ 2
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LYNNE McQUEEN

Back in Sydney. . .

HELEN MADDALENA

BeautifulH...!

What a rage!

Boring... Geography!!
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MARIAN MUSSARED

I rode Yogi Bear this time!

SUZETTE O’BRIEN

Mum

JULIE O’DWYER

JODI NEWTON

NICOLE NIXON

Chris - (needs no explanation)

Knickers you say?

ELIZABETH PARRY

ALEXANDRA PEARSON

French speaking Harem
escapee

No. 1 rager

V

Oh no. Quess what!!?

-Zm,'
'S

0\

f'V-71

~

I

HELEN PENNYCUICK

Urrm... There she goes

ff

BERNADETTE PITMAN

JULIE POTTS

Don't hassle me!

Can't go .. .I'm grounded!

JENNY PROTT

Not for Prottlication (NFP)

■SB§*

JOANNE PUNCH

There's more to me than meets
the eye!

TAMARASADKA

Oh no! She’s on another health
kick

AMANDA REEVE

EUGENIE REID

This is exactly 149.007
recurring calories

Bubble and Squeak!

JANINE SAGGERS

DIMITRA SAMIOS

Cheshire cat

DARLINKS!

ALISON ROWLEY

Homework

—

What’s that?

JENNY SELVA-RATNAM

Christ Church Mate of The
Month?

^ )X
PAM SLEPPY

Christmas
lyeringatioredsablyshipfrock

CATHY SMITH

WENDYSOH

ELIZABETH STAMATIOU

I've got the cutest little Baby
Face...

Sohwhat?

Words cannot describe our Liz

VI

LIANA STATI

Just Rob!!!

ANDREA SUTHERLAND

HEATHERSYME

Ralph the Bong!

JANETSTORER

ROBYN STOKES

A firm believer in eskies!

Sports fanatic of the year!

Slym

JULIE SUMNER

Julie Sumner-Miller

PETATEGART

AMANDA THOMAS

Oh yeah, I've got an Aunt...

The big "A " (alias Alan Wilkins)
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SONIA TUNLEY

NADINE WALKER

CAROLINE VINCIN

How insane!

Miss Common Room 1980

What?

TRUDY WHITEHURST

BRONWYN WILL

KAREN WILLIAMS

Is there baked beans for
breakfast?

Squirt

Skin and Bron

vii

ROBYN WARD

I hate Maths (the loving JJ)

ANITA WILLIAMSON

Where there's a Will...

«M5*
WENDY WITTENOOM
Oh great it’s (F) R.E. (E)!

CAROLYN WYATT
Can Openers Rule!!.1

MICHELLE YIN
Little Fingers Rule

■

%'*L '

■#< I
Top Left: Pam & Katie
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Top Right: Jenni
Centre Left: Sue
Centre Right: Alison
Bottom Left: Karen
Bottom Right: Alinta
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CLUBS
This year, we have seen the introduction of many new
activities for clubs. In total this made approximately 30 in all.
The new clubs included horse riding, square dancing, golf, com
puter, and reading with Mrs Sonntag. Horse riding was very
popular amongst the Years 8 and 9 and the square dancing also
popular amongst the 8, 9 and 10’s.
The ‘not so new’ clubs like the film club with Mr Row and
squash with Mr Godwin saw squash skills developing and film
knowledge increasing. Most of the school's actresses were
involved with the production of “Cabaret” with Mr Ballantyne
and Mrs Herman during early second term. Even so, the clubs
period enabled everyone to learn something different outside
the school curriculum.
LIST OF CLUBS
Maths
Golf
Film
Basic Photography
Bridge & Card Games
Typewriting (Year 12)
Horse Riding
Computer
Social Service
Private Study (Year 12)
Square Dancing
Gym
Science Talent
Career Planning (Year 10)
Year 12 Art
Video
Business Game
Community Involvement
Squash
Chemistry (Year 10)
Reading
Biology Enrichment
Games
Training choir
Knitting & Handicraft

-MM

Volleyball
CRICKET CLUB

Robyn Stokes

During first term about thirty-five girls took part in the
cricket club under the professional coaching of Mrs Fitzgerald,
Mr Swingler and Mr Claffey and Mrs Nixon supervised. We had
a lot of fun and have great faith in being selected for the West
Indies tour.

___

Mi
Orchestra

YEAR 12 FREE STUDY CLUB
Gossip, gossip and still more gossip!
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GAMES CLUB

TENNIS CLUB

Where can you find people counting money, taking over the
Continental Hotel chain, melding, making canastas, trying to
make words with Q, Z, V and W, playing patience, knitting,
reading, bearing off backgammon men, building a twixt fence
and arguing. The Games Club, of course.

This first term club had its ups and downs — mostly downs
when you consider those sitting down on the courts chatting
about their social life. There was, however, a core of keen tennis
players who got in some good practice.
FILM CLUB
The film club is as usual most popular, with its audience
viewing “The Hollywood Dream Factory” for the 10th time;
and other celluloid extravaganzas that Mr Row can locate.

POOL AND TABLE TENNIS CLUB
During the first term, a club consisting of table tennis and
pool was arranged for the girls. These activities were undertaken
with plenty of zest, resulting in the “crack” of the pool ball
being matched only by the “ping” of table tennis.

GOLF CLUB
“We know our putters from our woods.” Caddies Wanted —
salary to be negotiated.
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SCHOOL REPRESENTATIVE COUNCIL REPORT
is for determination with which M.L.C. attacked (!)
debating this year

UJCQ

The School Representative Council Meetings have been held
every two or three weeks this year and Mrs Synnott set us off on
the right track for the first two meetings in the absence of Dr
Hadley.

is for Eloquence (useful but not necessary)
is for Bravery of all the House teams whose competition
was full of entertainment and interest. Congratulations
to all!

A

Girls were required to deposit their suggestions in the con
tainers in the Research Centre and the Guidance Counsellors’
office. Although these suggestions ranged from burning down
M.L.C. to torturous punishments for certain teachers, the girls
understand the privilege of the Council and always endeavour to
give sensible suggestions at the meetings.
Attendances at meetings have been low this year. However, it
has been pleasing to see a good number of younger girls attend
ing. It enables them to understand how some improvements
within the school system are brought about. Perhaps the lack of
enthusiasm is due to a general feeling of satisfaction with our
school environment.
Some of the topics discussed this year were the cost, design
and quality of the embroidery of school colours on blazer
pockets, the finalization of the bike shelters and the erection of
clothing hooks within Sumner House. We are hoping to improve
and re-design our school flag ready for next year. Some of the
more light-hearted matters discussed were altering the lawn
watering times to after the lunch break to minimize wet bottoms
and the monotonous regularity with which the red phone is out
of order.
Many thanks to Sarah O’Neill, who has proved a most effi
cient and willing secretary.
Good luck to the Council for next year.

is for Amanda, Anita and Andrea (Senior A team)
whose names managed to confuse the chairman EVERY
time.

Ti is The Rest: namely Liz, Chris an Alex who performed
I

brilliantly sweeping all opposition aside to reach the
finals. Well done team! The other teams, under the
superb guidance of Grace and Marion, are also to be con
gratulated for their sterling efforts.
is for Intelligence (Lack of? ?)

N

J. ^ is for nerves, neurasthetic personalities, neuralgia, ner
vous breakdowns, etc AND Nairn (Amanda) who
‘talked’ her way into captaining the state debating team.
The team spent a glorious week at the Goldcoast and,
from what we’ve heard (!) not doing much debating!
is for Goodluck to all debators next year.

Amanda, Anita, Andrea

Jodi Newton

■ iliM' Hi

; =* •

sayDEBATING SENIOR AND JUNIOR

Row 1 Back: G. Clark, A. Nairn, A. Sutherland, A. Williamson,
C. Purdy.
Row 2: E. Davis, A. Welborn, L. Jones, A. Watts.
Row 3: J. Kessell, M. Davis, S. Tough, K. Mostyn.
Row 4: M. Yew.
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WEDNESDAY, 23RD APRIL 1980 - 12 NOON
Mrs Synnott, Members of Staff, Year 12 and Students of
Methodist Ladies’ College.
On this occasion we are assembled to pay our respects to
those of our Armed Services who at the call of duty have been
required to make the supreme sacrifice, or who have been other
wise maimed or rendered helpless and are occupying our Re
patriation Hospitals across this great continent of ours.
Particularly do we do honour to those who sixty-five years
ago laid down the basis of our national tradition, in an epic of
the past that is not only recorded in the history books of Austra
lia and New Zealand, but the strategy and tactics of which are
studied by military academics right outside our British Com
monwealth of Nations.
It was on the morning of the 25th April 1915, that our men
clambered over the sides of transport vessels into small boats,
and at 4 o’clock set off on the 3,000 yard journey to the
beaches. Some 50 yards offshore, one of our launches inadver
tently emitted a blast of flame from its funnel which was
observed by the Turks who immediately sent up flares which
revealed the approaching armada of small vessels.
There was no going back, so that our men who emerged on
the beaches did so amid a hail of rifle and machinegun fire that
proved devastating.
Never before had Australia known such slaughter. Young
men, some of them little more than boys, suddenly became very
mature men as they came to know the stark realities of battle.
Theirs of the Gallipoli tradition was a magnificent display of
courage, that has given those who took part in the campaign an
indelible place in the annals of this country’s greatness.
The fine spirit of sacrifice and of comradeship which they
knew was carried into the traditions of World War II, and we
remember many a fierce battle in the course of which some out
standing displays of bravery and tenacity of purpose are to be
found —

only are allowed to proceed to higher technical and university
education — so that in our thoughts this morning there must be
a note of thankfulness for there having been preserved such a
state of affairs in a Christian democracy which has given you the
privilege that is yours to choose your professions yourselves,
and to then be in the position where you can prepare yourselves
for them in the appropriate school of learning.
This wonderful opportunity which is yours, calls surely for a
sense of deep gratitude. A gratitude that cannot be measured in
terms of currency. The expression of gratitude must hinge on
the intangibles, so I pose a question: “How do you intend to dis
charge this obligation that this privilege bestows with it?’
I suggest you can best do it by your diligence in your work,
that having qualified yourself for later life, you may by your
example, and quality of leadership bring your best contribution
to life and the society to which you belong.
To provide the type of leadership required for the present
tempo of life we need to be motivated by the highest ideals.
And so 1 would commend to you a serious look at moral stan
dards which surround us. It is my humble view that we need to
be reminded that many a dynasty out of the past has crumbled,
when in a sense of security that comes with economic plenty,
moral restraints have been relaxed and decadence has set in.
Let us remember then that Australia enjoys a very high stan
dard of living, and as much as anything, it is at this very point
we are in danger.
We must ensure that our defence forces and equipment of war
are kept at a high level of preparedness.
The moral and spiritual strength of individual people will add
up in the time of emergency, to a nation that has the moral fibre
to withstand the tension of our times.
Let me suggest to you as young people, as potential young
mothers of a generation yet to be born, that you look at the full
compass of life, and to whatever extent you may become
involved, let us be sure we are in full conscience doing the best
we know how with it.
Let me make a plea, that we always remain mindful of the
sacrifices we commemorate, and that we hold in perpetual
memory those who have paid such a price.
Ours is the opportunity to bring stability and character to the
Nation we hold dear, and the Community in which we share a
part.

Tobruk and its desert rats; Malta, Greece, Crete, New Guinea
and the Islands of the Pacific.
All of this on the part of men, because they dared respond to
a threat to their way of life, the security of family life.
Theirs was an unselfish devotion to loved ones and to duty.
But this morning we ask ourselves, ‘‘What is the relevance of
this weekend’s commemoration services in this year of 1980 —
and in particular, what has this to do with you as young people
still acquiring your education?”
Since Gallipoli we have seen a second World conflict that has
been followed by battles in Korea, Malaysia and Vietnam.
In addition to those who fell in Gallipoli we are mindful of all
those who in more recent years have paid the price of blood,
sweat, tears, pain and death itself. Some of these people were in
fact your Fathers, and a good many your Grandfathers.
In Soviet dominated countries today educational advance
ment is only possible to those who take communist vows. These

May we at this point of time determine within ourselves so to
live, that under God we will justify the sacrifices that our
forebears made for us; that in so doing we may set a pattern of
life and government, as will earn the admiration of those coun
tries outside our family of nations, to whom we are demonstra
ting the merits of a Christian democracy as a way to lasting
peace and brotherhood.
P. Pearson, C.M.G., O.B.E., J.P.
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Two objects
(One from the East and from the West)
Move simultaneously across the sky
Like two blazing suns
They Collide!
(God never made anything so diabolical)
A mushroom grows from the union
A new life begins.
Jane Hollingshead

—

V

Year 11

I am interested in the effect dreams may have upon our lives,
do not care much about what my living does to my dreams but I
would like to know how my dreaming shapes (if it does) my life.
Jessamin West

STREAM OF THOUGHT - IN A STREAM OF TRAFFIC
The afternoon sun is blinding and I join the queue of cars. It’s
a crawl. The lights change and off we go again. The warm sun
light through the windscreen and the light breeze which filters in
the window sparks off a feeling of well-being inside me. Maybe
life’s not so bad after all. The blue-green ocean glistens in the
sunlight as I pass it and I feel happy — happy to be alive. It’ll be
summer soon. And summer means freedom! No more worries or
pressures. I hum quietly to myself and reach down to turn up the
radio. Without quite knowing why? I find I’m smiling.
The thoughts of summer, friends and fun, dance and play
upon my mind. The traffic snarls can’t daunt me. Nothing can.
I’ve got my friends, myself and freedom. New incentive — I’ve
got it!

m

Michelle Fowler Year 12
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There stands ‘N’ straight and keen, confident in front of his
qualifiers leading off, and
smiling ‘e’ with mouth agape curls between
‘N’ and
‘w’, wonky with folds and concertinas, trying his best not to
fold too far in, or out, untidily.
Big mother “B” keeping respectful distance holds close to
her comforting side
curled 'e', who grins at
‘g’ rolling her round self with careful tail curled up and
back turned coldly on
‘i’, poor ‘i’ squeezed with hat flying between
fat ‘g’ and
coward ‘n’ standing next to
‘n’ with nothing but legs for walking and so cowardly that
they’ve come in a threesome just for the walking, jostling
timid ‘i’ between
them, walking away from fat ‘g's twin, just as fat and vain
with tail, and rudely turned away from
chubby jolly ‘s’ who always seems to trail behind, enjoying
her multiplying of what has gone before . . .
NEW BEGINNINGS
Ruth Halbert Year 12
A NEW DAY

The fog lay like a heavy blanket,
Upon the dark green waves.
The air was filled with emptiness,
Like a world of mist and haze.
But gradually,
As the fog lifted,
A whole new world was born,
The sun’s rays shone down to earth,
A new day had begun.
The sea a stunning blue,
The seagulls sang,
The air was filled with joy,
The world had come alive again,
Like a puppet or a toy.
<*

CALIBAN TO THE CHILDREN

Helena Bake

—

With all my might and power
I could, with a sweep of copper-gold tail,
take the passing children with me
into limbo.
Would toadstools grow on screaming faces?
Earwigs scuttle into open mouths, peer mocking
into terrified eyes?
Might 1 seduce the young with all my splendour?
Hypnotize them into my dream; Into a life
meant for dreams.
Yonder a castle looms grey.
A solitary light burns infinitely while, lace-winged
moths take their lives in the candle's inferno.
Winged horses, horned birds circle the turrets
like earthly vultures.
While school children succumb.
They say children dream; do they?
No child has entered my domain.
No child has climbed upon my back and
winged with me through time,
to give roses to Queens in glass houses,
to kiss to life a dying Dragon.
Perhaps too repulsive?
But dying still!
Children, children!
What hides behind those china eyes and laughing faces?
You will not kiss a dragon but will someday place
a gun at your hip
and Blast you own way into the
Dream I dream.
When all that time
you only had to climb upon
my golden back and soar.

Year 8

45

Shaun Carrigg
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Year 12

There’s a start
and there's a finish
and what’s in the middle
doesn’t really matter once
you’re at the end.
1 was once at the beginning
but now at the end
and the bridge that I
crossed was rigid and shaky
but fun while it lasted.
Life is a bridge that is crossed for a lifetime.
At times the wood is rotten and chipped,
at times it is new and your feet are the first.
But at the end, the bridge is a river
and a new bridge is built for another new foot.

What is it I hear?
A shout of anger,
A scream of fear,
Or a baby’s cry of hunger?
What is it I see?
A waving hand,
Lovely wriggling feet
Or a welcome to a new land?
The birth of man
Is like the growth of flowers,
It buds, it blossoms, it’s full blown.
And once again, it is time to end.
J. Lim Year 8
THOUGHTS FROM A YEAR TWELVE

Samantha Tough — Year 10
One last hurdle to jump
then it’s over.
At breakneck speed the
race to the T.A.E. is competed
And with the roar and excitement
of freedom ringing in our ears
We’ll collapse in a heap
on the beach.
To regain our senses —
to say the least.
Recovering slowly from the effort
we’ll blink
In the warm sunlight and
as we bask and laze
The numbness will slowly fade
and disappear from our tired limbs
And minds, until one day
we’ll recover
And see — it’s a new beginning —
a new stretch of life
to start on.
Michelle Fowler — Year 12

A new beginning?
The dawn of new illusions, deception and sterility
Test tube babies a reality, a possibility.
The threat of a Third World War lurking in the back of
everyone’s minds.
How can we look forward to a new era
When we are still picking up the remains of the old.
The seventies.
Inflation and unemployment are still staring at us,
The skeletons of Kampuchea still glaring in the sun,
Agent Orange’s deformities.
What is there to look forward to,
An advancing technology to cause the destruction of our minds.
The eighties.
Looking grim.
Adolescents grasp the chance to become individuals in a
mass produced society?
Worshipping nuclear technology
Is this the end of an era —
Or the beginning of chaos
The annihilation of our minds.
Georgette Elliott — Year 11
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It is winter. The snow lies thickly on the fields stretching and
stretching for miles. Everything is silent and all that can be
heard is the swaying of the trees. The snow glistens with the
faint rays of sun shining down and lies on the leaves of the trees.
Animals lie huddled together keeping warm and snakes hiber
nate waiting for the snow to disappear. Birds curl up in the nests
warming their young.
Suddenly the dark, gloomy, clouds tumble across the sky.
The sun peeps through. It is spring. The beginning of new life.
The snakes awaken, the birds twitter and ruffle their feathers.
Many animals awaken. Little green shoots poke through the
remaining drifts of snow. A door mouse twitches its little pink
nose and scurries along to the brook. The snow disappears into
tiny pools of water and the spring sun warms the air. Precious
jewels of crocuses, golden yellow, purple, creamy white are
scattered over the fields. The elm trees are breaking into
blossom. A robin gathers materials for her nest and a thrush
sings a sweet tune. The woods and fields are filled with the
sounds of new life.
Wendy Downs, Year 8

THE WAKING OF THE DAY

The world is still,
With the first signs of dawn,
displayed on the earth.
It’s the waking of the morn,
Appearing on the horizon,
are the first rays of the sun,
Saying quite plainly
Wake up everyone!
The cool, clear rays
Spread over the earth,
And everybody
has witnessed the day’s birth.
The birds in the trees
give their first morning call
and the beautiful sound,
Is heard by all.
The sun has now
risen high in the sky.
Way above the trees,
where the wind passes by.
And there it is
the waking of the morn.
A fresh new day
Has just been born.

It all began when the sun
arose over the earth.
The ridged mountains rose
high above the hilltops
into the never ending skies.
The clouds formed like haloes
over the summit as they
shadowed the earth below.
With a brilliant flash of light
which exuded from the heavens.
And following close behind was
a roar that shook the humble earth.
The clouds turned black and
down they let the water droplets fall.
It rained continuously for days
and nights forming the oceans
and rivers. And washing the
earth for its new beginning.
And then tiny seeds sprouted
into green vegetation which shot
from the soil and reached
towards the unexplored space.
This marked the dawning of the
new world and the never ending
cycle of life.
JuUeHyde — Year 10

Dawn-wind in tree-tops is a thrilling murmur and stir: it gives
the feeling that something is going to happen; that feeling of
half-blissful, half-terrified expectancy which is the summit of
life.
Susan Bennett — Year 8

Christopher Moriey

41

First day at school, a child born,
A new age reached, an early dawn.
Starting afresh, a new leaf turned,
A chicken hatched, a child first learns.
All beginnings, something new,
But where will they all lead us to?
Surely they must also end.
Or are they like a road that bends?
We cannot see beyond the curve
Which lures us on beyond to serve
Another new beginning, which
May be our ruin or make us rich.
The end, what is this unfathomable thing,
Which drags us on like a kite on a string?
For are we not all curious to
Experience ONCE not something new?
Each and every day begins.
No going back on long past sins.
A beginning is really an end of something,
But to call it the finish is too definite for words,
And so we go round in a little circle — new beginnings
Never-endings — perhaps they never will.
A door is shut, another opened — repeated again and again.
“New beginnings” and endings are surely one and the same.
Or are they??
Elizabeth Farmer

—

Dawn breaks slowly over the still sleeping town,
A cock crows, its voice piercing the mute fog of silence,
The milk bottles stand erect, gleaming on the doorstep,
And the flowers open to receive the warmth that the sun shines
down.
Hush, something is stirring within the house,
the door opens and a burly figure stands in the doorway,
He gazes upon the awakening world with sleep in his eyes,
Collects the orphaned milk, then retreats inside to wake his
spouse.
The aroma of frying bacon is floating on the air,
Sounds of people stirring and yawning are familiar to him.
He looks down on his own ritual meal of toast and tea,
And this all seems too repetitive, as he rises from his chair.
Off to work again, nothing flashy, he’s no scholar,
He works hard for his living, an honest sort of fellow.
He hears someone say “every day’s a new beginning”,
But he sighs and thinks, another day, another dollar.

Year 9

DOES WHAT YOU BEGIN EVER END?
Have you ever finished your dream, when you are woken?
Have you achieved all you had hoped, by the end of the day?
Has your childhood ended, when it is past?
Does the length of weekends, ever satisfy you?
Is there anything left of friendships, when they collapse?
Has one lesson ended, when you start the next?
At the conclusion of a conversation, do you wonder?
Are you ready, when you go out?
Do you enter an exam, knowing all?
Are you enjoying yourself when you go home?
Did you ever finish that book you started?
Has your work been checked when it is submitted?
Will your plans come true?
Is life fulfilled at death?
What about external peace,
Does it ever end?

Karen Gibbs — Year 11

Anita Bardsley Year 12
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Part of the town belonged to a different sort of religion from
the rest of us. We belonged to a religious group called the Mormans. Everybody hated us because we believed something
different.
Our family was having a party — we were all enjoying our
selves when the men from town came and raided our house
we escaped to our bombshelter but our house was burnt down
just because we believed something else.
The next day we were put before the court. The trial was
whether or not we should be kicked out of the town. The judge
made his decision. We were to stay, thanks to a friend who
made sure of that. But the townspeople were not happy and
kept on raiding more and more Morman’s houses. We had to
think of something fast. The only way out was to move but
where to was the question. That night we were told by our
leader that we were to move out right now to a place near Mex
ico but it was in the desert, the people were not happy with this,
but they were told that it was God s wish. So we left without
delay to the new land we would call our own.
There were many hardships along the way, many people were
sick and others were hungry but we pushed on thinking of the
new land.
We finally reached the place we had been waiting for. Many
people said we could not possibly live in a place like this. “It’s
almost a desert”.
But that spring we planted our crops and made houses. It was
looking more and more like a town every day. Winter was clos
ing in and we had just finished planting crops.
That winter we had barely enough food and many of us were
ready to give up. But we never lost faith in our one belief
“God”.
We made it through the winter and now our new crops were
up, all of us knew our beginning had begun.

SPIRIT OF THE SIXTIES
What has happened to the spirit of the sixties,
when the youth cried out for brotherly love?
The world on the brink of a nuclear holocaust,
and the youth still cried out for brotherly love!
The blacks, the Puerto Ricans, the immigrants treated like dirt,
and the youth still cried out for brotherly love!
That youth now older, more mature, and settled,
what does the youth of the sixties cry out for now?
For higher wages, lower costs, better education for their
children.
Where have their ideals and images gone?
Maybe killed in the Vietnam War,
or diminished on drugs and alcohol,
or swallowed by the slow, strong, steady train of progress.
Dylan,
write us a song, so they will remember,
and then maybe, in their new lives,
they can prove that crying out for brotherly love,
was from the heart!
Stephanie Moran

—

Year 11

There is a history in all men’s lives
Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d
The which observ’d, a man may prophesy
With a near aim, of the main chance of things
As yet not come to life, which in their seeds
And weak beginnings lie intreasured.
SHAKESPEARE

Danielle Johnston, Year 8
PEACE
When twilight draws her curtain
and pins it with a star,
Remember that you have a
friend no matter where you are.
All round the world a star is
shining bright,
it’s beaming down on boys and
girls who have already bid goodnight.
Oh! If only all the world could have
this peace show love and not despair.
You wouldn’t have to go to heaven.
You would already be there.

In the days when everyone is dead, and yet they all read about
living.
In the days when those who read about living, read about youth,
and being young — the old and the young both reading “youth
of today”
In the days when everyone reads about yesterday, and yesterday
reads about tomorrow and the day before.
In the days when people were alive yesterday — and no-one was
living.
In the days when the old were young,
In the days when the young read about being old and old
age . . .
In the days when those who are living, read about living,
The day when those who were left, read about death.
Oh yes, those were the days . . .

Melita Nalder Year 9

Ann Hunter - Year 11
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FANTASY

From quiet homes and first beginning,
Out to the undiscovered ends
There’s nothing worth the wear of winnings,
But laughter and the love of Friends.

The monotonous piercing of the high-pitched sound steadily
increased, and the universe seemed to quaver with its intensity.
As 1 staggered to my feet, my senses reeled, with the unfamiliar
pain that vibrated through my entire being.
With the abruptness that it began, it ceased. 1 was exhausted
from the effort of trying to stay conscious and alert. My eyes felt
hot, and an intolerable ache developed behind them. But, there
was worse to come.
My first glimpse of the surroundings totally bewildered and
shocked me. Everything seemed to have grown a hundred times
larger. I was suddenly in another dimension, a strange, still
world in which 1 had been miniaturized.
1 felt like an alien, lonely and desolate in space, and there was
no way in which communication with the outside world was
possible. The once elegant furniture, looked so ridiculously
monstrous, the chairs' legs like great columns of pillars standing
so proud and fierce. This was once my room but now, it will
become my prison.
Gathering my scattered thoughts coherently, I tried to think
strategically, fully aware of the dangers that could appear before
me. Firstly, I manoeuvred my way around the carpet, not realiz
ing how many clumps of dirt had collected until now. After what
seemed hours of struggling, I finally reached my goal, the wire
of the telephone. Skillfully hauling myself up, I slowly pushed
myself up, clinging to the wire with dear life. Every movement
was cautiously planned, and my body dangled unceremoniously
to the ground.
Finally, 1 was near the edge of the table. I swung my body for
ward, and my legs landed with a thud.
Suddenly, 1 was Jack. In front of me, stood the most magnifi
cent castle 1 had ever seen. Trudging carefully on the clouds, I
approached the enormous door. Then, I lifted the heavy knocker
and released it with a loud crash. . .

Belloc
, r

THE TRAIN
In the distance, a sudden gleam
Blinds me momentarily.
It is the sun reflecting off
The oncoming train’s windows.
Now, as it comes towards me,
Through all my short sightedness,
I can distinguish the features
Of the oncoming engine.
The rhythmic pounding,
As the wheels meet track,
Reaches my ears
With a deafening roar.
Now, as the awakened by the piercing
Whistle of the oncoming train,
And the roar of the wheels,
The station awakens.
The platform gains life
As people stretch,
Put down their newspapers
And gather their luggage.
As the train loses speed
And eventually stops by the platform
All is a scramble,
And the noise is deafening.
With all formalities over
The passengers are seated
And the train is ready
To continue its journey.
Slowly it moves down the track
Gathering speed as it moves
And as it rounds a bend
I see it no more.
The platform is again quiet,
the stationmaster has returned
To his comfortable office
And all is peaceful at the station.

Audrey Soh, Year 9

1 ride high and clutch the world’s ecstacy with vigour;
until I am once again down and empty handed.
Palms upward I lift my hands above my head;
and find that you must jump first, with fingers outstretched,
to achieve fulfilment.
Felicity Thorpe — Year 9

Amanda Reeve — Year 12
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THE CRICKET MATCH

THE WASHING MACHINE

It rained — play abandoned

1 read the instructions from step to step,
Inserted my coin and thought what was next.
I pushed in my clothes, having trouble fitting,
Picked up the powder and began sprinkling.
I shut the door, it made a loud click,
Pushed the start button hearing some clicks.
The soapy water ran through my clothes,
Water sprayed around like a giant hose.
Around and around it spun and spun,
The water looked dirty but it looked fun.
Slowly the water dried up and turned very fast,
Steam spurted around and dried my clothes at last.
Suddenly more clean soapy water dribbled down,
I gave a frown and again sat down,
Then it spun around and fogged.
It stopped suddenly and I thought it was clogged.
I opened the door and steam floated away,
Quickly 1 threw my clothes in, I didn't want to stay.
1 shut the door extremely tightly,
Then hurried away very quietly.

S. Yeo — Year 9

DICE
The two cubes of ivory
hopelessly groped their way about
in the sweating palms,
They hit each other
with a protesting click
but sighed with relief
as they hit the padded sides,
The hands moved and clasped
each other in a desperate bid
to try and cast a spell on the
imprisoned two,
One final shake and
the light poured in and
out fell the prisoners,
They fell with a clash
to the table and
rolled from edge to edge.
Finally they had had enough
and decided to come to rest as
eight hopeful eyes were
cast on the outcome — two fives.

Odette Elliott — Year 8

Joanne Donnan — Year 12

The dew-kissed leaves lie awaiting and still,
Arising, the sun comes over the hill.
Its warming rays spread over the meadows,
Silent and slowly casting long shadows.
Sweetness and gaiety is heard from a lark,
And a dog doesn’t hestitate to wake happy and bark.
A rippling brook continues to flow
And the wind, non existent, ceases to blow.
The hemisphere sits on the horizon distant,
Its message glitters on the dew which is present.
Patterns become visible and entwine within trees,
And a monotonous humming begins from the bees.
Nothing can be more beautiful than nature itself. . .
Lynette Chew Year 8
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STEPS
What have you seen, steps?
How many hundreds of
Feet have clattered upon
Your creaking boards?
Who went with slow,
Heavy steps, and
Who ran speedily with the
Life and vigour of
Youth? How many times have you been
Re-varnished or re-carpeted,
Only to be worn away
By more feet, yet again?
And how long have you been
Standing, sturdy as a
Sentinel, and how much longer will you stand?

FIRE
The scarred trees stood motionless, unable to sway in the dry
wind which had swept across the charred countryside. Lambs
bleated aimlessly for their mothers. Carcasses decorated the
black paddocks, which were once green and beautiful.
Whatever happened to the green valleys, the ripened crops
and the cattle? Could a blue-orange flame destroy the
beauty which nature had once created?
Lauren Kollosche — Year 8

Sarah Mercer Year 9

A thing that has not been begun cannot be finished.
Robert Henri
The Art Spirit

THE RIVER
Clear as glass
cold as the night
Rippling, gurgling over rocks
Fish leaping and swimming never
thinking.
Silent babbling enemy
Life gone without a sound.
Waterfalls treacherous and high
wait for thy command.
Die slowly when summer
appears to thee.
Fish gone, rippling waves once
high disappear.
Death has came no more will you roam.
Tracy Parry Year 9

THE STORM
Crash goes the water against the reef, the birds cackling and
fighting
and the sea-weed packed up on the shore and the smell of ocean
fish.
As the storm rages on you can hear the cries of the gulls above
and the fish are sleeping in there calm as can be and the
waves crash and the
shells break into one thousand pieces.
Now everything is quiet, not a sound is heard, only the wind
blowing in the trees. The storm is over.

is**

Michelle McGauin — Year 8
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Sitting in a classroom, silent but for the sounds
of pens busily scratching their way over the paper.
You stare at the sheet before you,
bare except for the title of an essay,
which to you seems beyond the realms of human understanding.
The desk is covered with balls of paper, all that remains
of a series of half hatched ideas, discarded like worn out toys.
Your pen is all chewed at the top from the effort of thinking,
and your mind begins to wander over more pleasant avenues of
thought.
Then just as you are about to scream with vexation,
an idea comes like a light turned on in a dark room,
and you start afresh.
Louise Jones — Year 11
THE SEASONS
The summer heat drives down,
The golden sun burning in the sky.
A season filled with fun and laughter,
Children splashing in pools and in the sea.
The leaves turn orange and brown,
Softly fluttering down in the breeze.
A gentle season that does not tarry,
But fills the country with tranquility.
Either violent or boring.
It fills one with foreboding.
Locked inside, longing to be free.
The wind and rain thrashing at the window.
The plants and flowers blooming,
Everything is fresh and bright.
The vitality of this season,
Fills everyone with delight.
Leita Till — Year 8

THE MYSTICAL MAN
AN UNFINISHED PAINTING
The silence of the rolling mists
From the depths of the moors,
Nearly unnerved me with its placidity,
It is eerie — no flaws.
A faint translucence of white
Dimmed amongst the bluish grey,
A figure; almost, but not quite;
Portrays a degree of fey
The profundity 1 have yet to fathom,
Is there a reason for such pristine fantasy?
One I will never be used to,
Whilst living in the present city.
We have, yet, another chance,
To taste the sweet waters of tranquility;
The identity of the artist must be revealed,
If the painting is to finish completely.

He was tall maybe stout,
With magical powers nobody could explain,
He could turn people into mountains,
And animals into rice grains.
He never made a mistake,
He always knew everything,
From the illness of dogs,
To why the bees were humming.
He never showed his emotions,
Never a smile or a frown,
A laugh or a cry,
But always a face that looked down.
Vatsala Janaganathan Year 9

Peggy Soh — Year 11

Can anything be sadder than work left unfinished? Yes; work
never begun.
Christina Rossetti
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PEN
PAPER
CONTEMPLATION
HESITATION
CONFUSION
AGGRAVATION
FRUSTRATION
MUTATION?
POETRY?!!?

THE AGE/SEX DISTRIBUTION OF AN ECONOMY . . .
‘Good morning’ (beaming whiskers)
‘Good morning’
‘Please sit down’
‘Thank you’
‘Now let's get on, shall we (beaming dentures). What
department, exactly, do you wish to apply for?’
‘Oh Managerial, I have had experience in this area before’
(confident smile, crossed legs).
‘Managerial? You mean . ’.
‘Yes the vacancy for a Telecommunications and Transport
Manager. This is what 1 wish to apply for . . . exactly’ (Smile
again, legs uncross)
‘Oh, just fill out this pink form, then, would you?
‘What is it?’
‘Oh just preliminary questions, to be completed in your own
time, of course
‘Of course’
‘Qualifications’
‘Here is my Certificate of Bachelor of Administration and
Commerce (rustle of paper) er . . . my Tertiary Admission
Certificate (beaming smile)
my References, yes that one is from the Minister from Transport
and Communication. I was an Administrator in his
department and this is . . . (Abrupt) Yes I’m sure this is quite
sufficient’ (dentures not so exposed)
‘Oh but . . .!’
‘Quite sufficient. Now there is an additional green information
slip to fill out if you would not mind. Just personal details.
500 short questions. Oh dear it won’t do. Did anyone ever
tell you, you had lovely legs . . .’
‘What! ... no I mean . . .What, do they matter (?) (legs
uncrossed, on ground in defiance).
‘It is quite unfortunate my dear, but well ... I would have
enjoyed working with you . . .’
‘You . . . (smile snapped off) . . . you mean I don't qualify for
the position . .?’
‘I’m afraid not you see . .’
‘Why? (cold, frosty defiance . . . almost as this has happened
before) . . May I ask’
‘Well you see you qualify excellently in every way except one’
‘Which is?’
‘You are a woman . . . we just can't have women working
here . . .
‘(up on feet) You sir, are a Male Chauvinist’
‘Possibly, but I believe in and am pledged to, the efficiency of
this firm, and there is no way in this world, that can be
achieved through the management of woman, however if
you were to come back, say a little after five, we could have
dinner and could discuss a little something to your
advantage!
(whiskered seduction).
Outraged slap, stalk then ‘SLAM!!’
‘Miss Jones, send in the next applicant please, not long ‘til
we’ve finished this lot then 1 can relax with your lovely
self’ . . .

Karen Edelman — Year 12
THE DEPTHS
Dark and untouched
A mystery unsolved
Deep down in the depths
Unknown what holds.
A world of its own
Lies in content
Undisturbed
For centuries yet.
But who knows
What time will bring
With technical advancement
A secret is gradually unfolding.
Susan Hewett — Year 9

SPRING IN THE BUSH
Spring has come.
Spreading a message of green,
Across the dead dusty plane.
Tiny shrubs, bushes and flowers
Emerge through the cracked crevasses
From deep below the burnt crust.
Creeks and tiny streams,
Once lifeless,
Now come alive and flow.
Spring has come,
Once again,
More magnificently than ever.

Amanda Thomas — Year 12

(H.H. Muniosaki)

— Spring has returned. The earth is like a
child that knows poems.

Sarah Pooley Year 9
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A DAY AT SCHOOL
Over the bridge and up to my room,
Across the oval the athletes zoom.
After walking across the cold wet grass,
I collect my books and go up to class.
I finish my class and onto the next one,
And before I know it the morning is done.
I sit in my room and have my lunch,
I sit with my friends in a little bunch.
I gather all my homework and pack my bag,
And off I go to form with my name tag.
Period six has finished it’s the end of the day
I’m on my way home in my merry little way.
Then I’m on the bus until 1 get home
Where to half past six I stay alone.

Cathryn Thomas

THE CLOCK

—

The clock ticked,
Droning out its monotonous tones.
A regular sound,
ticking forth the seconds,
the minutes, and finally the hours.
The hours running into days,
Weeks, months and years,
Forever.
The time by which we run ourselves,
following its hands with anxious eyes,
trusting it as we trust ourselves,
Each rotation a part of us,
Of our lives.

Year 9
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Louise Sparrow Year 9

THE OLD MINING TOWN

amm

Feet no longer walk here,
Eerie voices whisper words of fear,
The wind no longer blows through the trees,
Any bird who comes quickly flees.
Before the rush it was the same,
No-body except miners came,
Then one day some one found some gold,
People came both young and old.
But now they have gone,
And time has rolled on and on,
Maybe, just maybe they will come again,
Though it will probably always be the same.

mm
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DID YOU EVER

Paula White — Year 9
Did you ever love a boy
and know he did’nt love you.
Did you ever say “I love you,”
and think what good would it do.
Did you ever see him dancing,
when the lights were very low.
Did you ever feel like dancing,
and never let him know.
Did you ever look into his eyes,
and say a little prayer.
Did you ever feel like crying,
and wish that he was there.
Did you ever want to just give up,
and knew you couldn’t do so.
Did you ever think that he could hate,
and you're his only foe.
Did you ever. . .

Chantal Schinazi Year 9
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THE COUNTRY

HUNT
We set out, into the jungle in single file. The natives were
behind us. Our rifles were slung across our shoulders and the
food and equipment was being transported by Jaro, our native
tracker.
The wounded leopard's tracks were set deep into the ground
and, as Jaro had told us, its claws were projected, a sign show
ing that the leopard was returning from a kill. We continued on
our way, slowly but surely until about 9.00 a.m., when we stop
ped for breakfast. My father, John Hunt, my brother David and I
then had a quick conversation with Jaro and concluded that the
leopard which had attacked the village the preceding night and
carried off one of the headman’s young children, would most
likely soon stop to rest at about midday. The small child would
almost certainly be dead after being dragged across the rough,
uneven ground for over two hours, so there was little chance of
saving her. The only task we could hope to accomplish would be
to shoot this injured leopard so that the village would be safe
from further attacks.
We continued on our way, and, after about an hour’s track
ing, came upon what seemed like dried blood in the footprints of
the leopard. Jaro confirmed this assumption and also explained
that it was stale. We hurried on, slashing at protruding branches
that blocked our path, making progress slower. Soon we found
that the blood was a little moist and was deposited at intervals
along the path. We were gaining on him, and from what Jaro
could gather, the hunting party would soon overtake the
leopard.
Then, suddenly the natives now in front of us stopped dead in
their tracks and slowly began to retreat. From our sheltered
position behind the large, protective bushes, we could see that
the leopard was lying on a low, overhanging branch. The wound
on its shank was bleeding heavily and the leopard seemed to be
panting. The small child was nowhere to be seen.
It was decided that David would distract the animal while Dad
and Jaro crawled closer so as to get in range. David crept into
the open, keeping his distance. He kicked at some stones hoping
to obtain the leopard’s attention and then, suddenly, with a
ferocious growl the leopard leapt onto David's back. The two,
locked in battle, rolled over and over. David tried to grab hold
of the beast’s throat but the leopard tossed his head out of
reach. A twinge of pain swept through David’s body as a claw
ripped through is right arm, and then, as David sank under the
muscly body, there was a loud bang and the leopard lay still.
The beast was dead!
R. Thomas

—

Crisp, fresh, country air,
Long legged walk through fields so fair,
The red-breasted robin gives glimpse so rare,
The crow calls out his casual “blair”.
White lambs frolic on clover green,
Things in the city, not to be seen,
The eucalyptus clear and clean,
Adds to this pleasant country scene.
The dew on the crop, a beautiful sight,
As the sun appears like a blinding light,
The dew disappears as would shade into the night,
And the sun and the moon seem to fight.
The golden crops of grain tall stand
Fallows show in wide brown land,
1 think of nature and my mind expands,
Flowers and birds show God’s good hand.
Such were the thoughts going through my head,
And in an instant they all had fled,
My eyes confirmed what my nose had feared,
A dozen good sheep lay rotting, “dead”.
Judith Iddison Year 9

Year 8
THE DOG
He was a loner
who had no owner.
He came in town on a quiet day
with no-one beside him leading the way.
It was a wet night
and the dog was hungry with fright,
He went into the barn and rested his head.
At first I thought that he was dead.
Then day after day I looked after that dog
looked after him, until he was fat as a hog.
And now he’s my dog and he’s no more a loner
Because he belongs to me and his name is Doner.
Janice Madariaga Year 8
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SCHOOL’S OUT

THE BOY WHO SAT IN FRONT OF ME

As 1 looked up from my desk, 1 noticed the boy who sat in front
of me. He had light brown hair which hung just above his collar.
He was wearing a blue shirt and a pair of jeans.
The exam that we were doing was a science one, and it con
tained multiple choice, fill in answers and an essay. I was almost
finished, and I hurried so that I could have a long time to check
it. I had one more question to do when I heard a soft “plunk’ ,
and the pen from the desk in front of me rolled towards my feet.
He turned around to retrieve it with an embarrassed grin. His
face was rather small, but he had puffy cheeks. Freckles dotted
his nose and forehead, while this blue eyes looked extremely
worried. Probably about the science exam, I thought.
The boy turned back to his desk and commenced writing
again. He sat and thought about something for a few minutes,
shrugged his shoulders, gave his tousled hair a shake and bent
towards his paper again.
There was fifteen minutes of the two and a half hour science
exam left. 1 looked again towards the boy who sat in front of me.
The supervisor gave me a glaring look as he would to one who
had been cheating.
1 began checking through my science paper. The boy who sat
in front of me was still writing, and from the way he wrote I
gathered that he still had a lot more of his paper to do.
The supervisor informed us that there was only another five
minutes to go. He also said that we should have finished by now
and have started to check it over.
The boy in front of me wrote more furiously than before,
whizzing through the remainder of the paper. He had just put
down his pen when time was up. As the supervisor came around
to collect our papers, I remembered with a sick feeling that 1 had
not done the last question. That was the only exam 1 failed in
my life.

Memories of time that passes on ?,
Shine forth from the confusion our minds,
Moments captured on a thought,
We fight so hard not to leave behind,
Secret passions, broken whispers,
The brightness of a dream,
Destroyed by a reality, a harsh pervading realm.
The flush of summer’s fierce intensity
Burning in our skin.
The blazing heat of youth flowing
from our pens.
The innocence of childhood, of ribbons in our hair,
Broken by the movement of life and all its cares,
And so we leave behind us,
The first chapter of our life.
We move into a new world,
With but remnants of the past.
Nicole Nixon — Year 12

HOW TO HIDE A ROSE (IN ONE LEASY ESSON)

Megan Tough, Year 9
First fand irstly,
In order to ride a boble neast
One must turely sry to find
Some uch boble neast.
A Morse hust not be confused
cith a wow,
For a how has corns,
While a dorse hoesn’t.
Once you hind a forse,
atch cit, cof ourse.
Then, gith creat ware,
Fut your poot in the stirrup.
The next ctep is srucial —
It on sit.
You are sow nitting on a horse,
you sucky lod!
Then lith your wegs,
tell the boble neast to fove morewards,
and, lith wuck,
he gill wo.
(He’ll sobably prop . . . eventually.)
J.M. Bardie — What is algebra excactly; is it those three cor
nered things?

Margaret Goltagher and Amanda Nairn Year 12
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The sweet wind blew onto the earth a seed,
What its future was nobody knew or cared.
There it lay in the warm earth of the mead,
To grow as straight or twisted as it dared.
As Heaven’s tears and her fiery eye did greet
That little seed, it changed into a plant,
Who clung to its home with tenacious deep-rooted feet,
And grew with the happy times and Druids’ chant.
But lo! the sight of Druids did behold.
When to their enchanted spot they did return.
Their ground was now in darkness and very cold,
Their little plant towering above was grim and stern.
For even while they had danced, the plant did show
Features of the monster into which it would grow.

“Oh, come on Mum! get up. We can’t be late!”
“Darling the appointment isn't until two o'clock.”
“1 know, but if we get there early he might be able to fit us in
earlier.”
“Alright, but let me get dressed first.” 1 galloped off down to
the bathroom to wash my teeth for the third time that morning.
Maybe, 1 thought, if I washed them enough now, before we
went, it would make up for all of the times I’d forgotten,
especially after eating chocolate. 1 didn't mind, even if it didn't
make up for all of those times, this afternoon I would be able to
run by tongue over my teeth, without it being mutilated. (Even
if my teeth were black and decayed!). From this afternoon
onward I would be a different person. There would be a new me!
Maybe I’d get a job as one of those smiley women on the
toothpaste ‘ads’. “Yes, I could see it all!” ‘Young girl becomes
famous for her cheeky smile!’ It wouldn’t stop there. After
becoming famous on television, maybe some-one would put me
on the screen! Yes, 1 could see what the into four years of split
lips; ‘no’ chocolate; laboriously eating apples and spraying
them on everybody, had been for.
“Come on, you were the one who wanted to be early”, Mum
said, interrupting my ripening imagination. We hopped ito the
car and drove to the dentist’s. We caught, what seemed to be,
every red light. We arrived and Mum barely had time to park the
car, before I was running into the surgery. We weren’t early. I
had only three minutes and forty-seven seconds to wait.
“Fabulous! It was my turn. “Come on Mum, let’s go in!” I drag
ged Mum from the waiting room into the surgery. “This is it!”
Clink, clank, clatter. The metals and wires which had suspended
my teeth together for four and a half years were now hitting the
scrap pile! “There we are Elizabeth, all finished.” The sensation
of the smooth, clean surface underneath my tongue was enough,
but the nurse shoved a mirror into my hands. I put a ‘beam’ on
my face, and held the mirror up, “Broadway, here I come!”

Bronwyn Smits — Year 11

MORNING
I had risen early
And the grass was wet with dew,
The galahs went screeching past me
And I heard the kitten mew.
The dogs were cold and hungry
As 1 filled their feeding bowl,
I swept the floor and stoked the fire
And collected wood and coal.
A knock on the door and shearers appear,
And I fill their mugs with tea,
The breakfast sizzles on the stove,
Yes, this is the life for me.
Samantha Minear

Susan Morgan, Year 11
—

Year 9
New beginnings,
Say goodbye to an old friend,
Looking eagerly into the future,
But longing for the past.
New beginnings,
Old endings,
Wanting something that has gone,
Always in the back of your mind,
New beginnings.

A COUNTRY SHOW
Have you been to a country show?
If you haven't, then you really should go.
There’s horses performing in the ring,
And on display just about everything.
You’ll find chooks, dogs, sheep and pigs,
And in fun alley all the whirly-ma-gigs.
You can put a little ball,
In the clown's old jaw.
Or throw a big dart,
At the king or queen’s heart.
At produce, painting, sewing and cooking,
That’s where the adults are usually looking.
When you’re hungry there’s lots of eats,
Like chips, doughnuts, hot dogs and sweets.
You can buy a dolly on a stick,
Or a bear or a monkey that can do a trick.
But when you do decide to go,
Make sure you take plenty of dough.

Lissa Bettenay

Glenda Doncon — Year 8
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Year 10

When we begin, we are born.
We learn to enjoy:
eating, drinking,
playing, thinking,
laughing, crying,
living
and then, dying,
when we are put to sleep.
Who knows,
perhaps, we may begin again?

Tall stone walls.
Thick iron bars.
Trapped! Like an animal
In a cage.
Time.
Endless time,
Punished,
Forever punished.
Frustration.
Let me go!
A smile.
Am I free?
To escape
To start
A new beginning?

Cynthia Joll — Year 10

Keryn McQueen — Year 9

AFTERWARDS
Once green hills far, now burnt, blackened,
Smoking and ashen grey;
Once busy, bustling town, full, rich in the
Flow of life; now, deserted, empty,
Eerily silent as if holding its breath.
Streets echo no more with the sound
Of voices, or of the clattering of horses’ hooves;
Burnt, blackened, battered, wounded and dying,
A town in the aftermath of War.

A small white oval ball lies undisturbed beneath the strong,
ruffling feathers of its guardian above — safe — undisturbed.

Sarah Mercer — Year 9

Here it lies in peace — growing — maturing. Preparing itself
for the adventurous journey ahead.
Here it lies gaining strength to break through the barriers
which hold it enclosed in readiness.
The days pass and the time comes to prepare; the thinking
and growing at this stage are over.
The brittle shell is cracked and gradually chipped away,
revealing the emergence of a body — a new life, a new begin
ning.
All physical barriers now broken down, the new life must con
tend with the barriers of evil in the outside world.
This new life although fostered and protected in its initial
stage of life must learn to defend itself and others some day.
Louise Hillam, Year 11
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Ambrose Bierce

— Future: that period of time in which our
affairs prosper, our friends are true and our
happiness is assured.
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BOARDERS

SUICIDE

Boarders are people
Day bugs would hate to be.
They think we’re all queer
But we are one happy family.
We do a lot of complaining
But it is never as bad as it sounds.
The food isn’t that poisonous
And the beds can be slept on.
Dorms range from 1 girl to eight
The fifth years have cubies
Of two girls together.
We keep quiet and have the rest.
The weekends are fun.
We go shopping, Bay View or Perth.
We go to Chapel on Sunday
And walks in the afternoon.
When we first come here,
We often get homesick.
But we soon make friends,
And love the boarding life.

They laid him on the beach, his arm still seeming to curve
response to the green.
Spirals that sucked him down to quiet dreaming. It was grim,
though not the grimmest they had seen.
Ageless, primordial, the sun gleamed pale
On sunless hours, yet alien he lay;
Not armoured like a fish in shimmering scale,
But nakedly, evovled to the light of day.
“No guts,” they said. Only the coward dies by Self-revoke. Nor
did they
have the nerve to lift the head and close the eyes, or lay the arm
back
from its restless curve. “No good, That kind is never any
use . . .”
And thanked God for their respectable lives.
The shock provided them with an excuse to go home not quite
sober to their
wives. “It’s notoriety they want,” said one, Remember the
strain of foam on flesh, the thin, dried hair spread show-like
in the sun . . .
And yet, how clean the dying, swift and fresh!
They searched their fuddled mind to dredge up yet another
scaring phrase
a fiercer brand . . . But staring, and unable to forget that
tranquility of
death upon the sand.
Margaret Connor

—

Jane Atterby Year 9,
First there was the sun,
and then the planets
with their own moons,
and they all revolved
around the beginning
which was the sun.
Now there’s pollution,
Trade Unions and strikes,
and the frightening prospect
of war!
And these still revolve
around the beginning,
which was the sun.
But be cautious,
there may be trouble in store —
too many aerosols,
gases and chemicals,
and we may find ourselves
revolving no more
around the beginning,
which was the sun

Year 12

THE DEATH OF SUSIE
I was glad yesterday had gone quickly,
I couldn’t have stood there looking
At the burial any longer,
Still I’m sad and 1 never will smile again.
Tears running down my cheek,
My heart is broken and never will it be mended.
1 began to shout for her to come back
But I knew she wouldn’t.
Everyday will be a different day
Much different from the days I use to have.
No more barks or a wagging tail.
Only a welcoming from each parent.
1 feel like getting myself killed
But it’s too late
Because it’s all over now.
ANITA MOORE

Cynthia Joll

—

Year 10

THE SUNBATHER
-

YEAR 7

1 shield my face. My eyes are closed. I spin
with nearing sleep. 1 am dissolved within
myself, and softened like a ripening fruit.
1 swing in a red-hazy void, 1 sway
With tides of blind heat. From a far-off sphere
Like scratchings on a pillow, voices I hear
And thundering waves and thuds of passing feet;
For there, out there beyond me, lads and girls
In dazzling colours and with gleaming skin
Through sands of gold and surfs of opal run;
They dive beneath the long green curls which claw
Above them; on the white comber they shoot
shoreward; many in a slow spiral melt
Like me into oblivion under the sun.

Throw your dream into space like'a kite, and you do not know
what it will bring back, a new life, a new friend, a new love, a
new country.

Marieanne McComish

Annais Nin
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BARCLAY HOUSE MONITORS

Row 1 Back: K. Leicester, C. Robins, H. Grandage, S. Moore, N. Hankin.
Row 2: A. Moore, H. Crockett, J. Godwin, S. Mostyn.

We call a child’s mind “small” simply by habit; perhaps it is
larger than ours, for it can take in almost anything without
effort.
Christopher Morley
“Mince Pie’’

When the first baby laughed for the first time, the laugh broke
into a thousand pieces and they all went skipping about, and
that was the beginning of fairies.
Peter Pan, Act I (James Barrie)
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EDITORIAL COMMENT
We shall miss not only the person of Mrs Cox but the evi
dence of her presence.
It was always a delight to see the Junior School coming up to
Chapel in such a pleasant self-assured and self-disciplined sort
of way but at the same time always aware of someone younger
or not so strong who could possibly need a little help. Any
interchange with the ‘primaries’ was always on a very courteous
and polite level which leads one to the inevitable conclusion
that this was the tone of the Junior School and that this undoub
tedly reflected the influence of the Head.
Any functions which we were privileged to attend were
always very well organised but at the same time, gave a feeling
of unhurried informality.
Mrs Cox brought to the Junior School a sense of family at its
best, warmth, caring, support through co-operation and pride in
achievement.

wm
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MRS BETTY COX

Co V.

I was born in Western Australia — a first generation Austra
lian. My father taught me to love poetry, reading and music and
gave me an interest in history. These interests 1 still retain.
Apart from one year, I spent all my school life at M.L.C., both as
a boarder and a day scholar. It was during this period that the
green uniform was introduced. I think I enjoyed most things
about school, and became Captain of Athens in my final year.
After leaving school, I attended Claremont Teachers’ College
and the University of W.A. where I graduated in Arts, majoring
in Modern Languages. Having taught for several years in W.A.
Government Schools, 1 left in 1948 for two years in England
where I worked with the Cheshire Education Authority. When 1
married on my return to W.A. I resigned from the Education
Department, and except for 2 years as a temporary teacher
when we were living in the A.C.T., I did not resume teaching
until 1965, when I accepted a position at St Mary’s in West
Perth. 1 suppose 1 always expected to teach at M.L.C. one day,
but this did not eventuate until 1972.
What changes have 1 noticed since 1 began teaching?
(1) in children — they are much the same as always — they
even play the same games as we did at school. Perhaps children
are a little more impatient these days, they tend to want instant
answers.
(2) in schools — things are obviously freer, classes are smaller,
the curriculum is in most areas less demanding than it used to
be. Children learn to question ideas rather than to accept, and I
think this is good. Teaching methods don’t seem to me to have
changed much over the years. Modern equipment just adds a
new dimension to good teaching techniques.
What am I intending to do? —
For a little while 1 intend to enjoy being ‘unorganised’. Then I
shall probably do something interesting like — learning to play
the guitar or renewing my studies in Italian, or 1 might even do
something useful — who knows! Meantime, the wife of a minis
ter is never really at a loss for things to do.
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The quiet blue eyes of this tall lady
tell no story at all;
But what lies behind
in her past; full of life, is only
known to the head of personnel
Her tall straight back and her wavy blonde hair have
no notorious signs in;
but within her heart she may be cruel and
treacherous, aha
but (alas), who from outside could tell?
She may be fighting for good or bad, right or wrong,
that is secret of this sinister spy,
Her charming smile when she befronts men, believe
she’s smiling for pleasure.
She is a spy, a woman spy and a charming smile is
her only treasure.

THE BLACK STALLION
The head erect,
His body held proudly,
His eyes a wicked black!
Ears are still,
And nostrils twitch,
Perhaps he senses a wicked witch!
Although the sun gets warmer still,
Maybe he feels the slightest chill,
Slide down his majestic spine.
Next a sound, and then a start!
Oh! but it's only a little bird,
And some of his curious friends.
The Prince suddenly rears and bucks!
As though a man sits upon his back!
This way! that way! Tail is sweeping!
And hooves thud upon the ground.
Such a noise comes from the glade,
That a dozen bunnies hop out to watch.
That giant kicked this way and that,
Trying to shake off the rider.
A flash of black,
The swish of a tail,
And the angry neigh,
Of a furious horse!
Suddenly, so suddenly,
How still the air did seem
With not a rustle of a single leaf
Not even a single sound.
A battered horse lay in the glade,
Panting in pain and suffering.
The flies buzzed round,
The hounded, injured stallion.
And yet, how I remembered him,
As a prince unafraid,
With a wicked gleam,
In his wicked eye.

Anveeta Shruastaua — Year 7

THE SPIDER
I would like to be a spider
But I don’t like eating flies.
I could eat other things besides.
Perhaps
bees,
beetles,
or even a big fat ant.
Yum Yum!
But I am not a spider.
Pamela Barrett — Year 3

Al-Ching Can — Year 6

THE MANSION
The wind howled furiously,
High upon the hill the Old Mansion
groaned and shook.
The waves were pounding on the verandah
making it shake at every wave
and sending up white, foamy spray.
The house creaked and moved as
wave after wave hit it.
Suddenly there was a crash as
the rambling mansion slid reluctantly
into the raging depths of the ocean.
Slowly it drifted and then
sank gracefully into the sea.
The old mansion was gone.
Never again would children play in the ruin
ruin on the hill.
Only the fish would . . .

(H.H. Munro) Saki

Naomi Johnston — Year 6
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— The young have aspirations that never
come to pass, the old have reminiscences
of what never happened.
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STRANDED ON A DESERT ISLAND

A CHIMPANZEE FOR ME
1 wish I could have a
Chimpanzee, a chimpanzee
for my birthday, so I could play
with him when I'm alone.
I could take him to
My friend’s house and
show them what
I got for my birthday
1 would teach him
table manners and
even to use a knife
and fork. He would
have his tea in his
high chair.
He could eat with me.

I was lying on the beach. Phew, I had survived the storm. It
was dawn so I decided that when it became light I would look
around.
I started to stagger up the beach. Was that something col
oured up there? Yes! It was. I began to run. As I came closer I
could see it was a person, obviously from the wreck. I walked up
to him. It was Tom the cook, but he was unconscious.
I quickly began to pump his back. Lots of seawater came out.
He must have had his mouth open when he fell, I checked his
pulse, he was alive.
After estimating that he would wake up in a few hours I sat and
waited. I waited all day. Then as the sun began to sink, I looked
for a tree under which I dragged Tom in case of wild animals. By
this time I was really hungry but 1 felt I had better stay with
Tom. So I went to sleep.
At about eleven o'clock the next morning, Tom woke up. He
was very weak and could only smile a little. 1 told him that 1
would go and fetch some food although I knew not where to
look. Eventually I found some wild and unripe bananas. I pre
sented him with these and had some myself. I was still very hun
gryThen 1 decided I had better go in search of a creek or lake —
if there was one.
After searching for what seemed like hours I found a small
lake. Near there was a tiny cave. I ran back to Tom and told him.
Then I held him up, put his arm across my shoulders and car
ried him to the lake. 1 dragged him right up to the lake and cup
ped my hands, put them in the water and gave it to Tom. I did
this a few times and then drank some myself.
I helped Tom into the cave where it was cool, and strangely
enough he didn’t speak.
Then I heard a sound. I ran to the beach and saw a boat. I
quickly went to get some leaves and sticks. Then 1 began to rub
the sticks together. Gradually I made a fire. By this time I was
shouting and waving my hands. Yes, the boat was coming my
way. But then I realised it was going past the island!!
I sadly went back to the cave and I looked at Tom, felt his
skin which was clammy, then I felt his pulse.
He was dead. I buried him.
1 slept in the cave but then the next day I slept on the beach
(in a tree) in case of another ship.
It seemed like years (in fact it was two months) when another
ship came by and this time it saw me.
The boat was headed for South Africa and after being treated
by a doctor I was allowed to fly home to Australia.

Miriam Canning Year 6

HAIKU
Bryony Crawford, Year 7
A horse can be brown.
Horses are mammals like us.
They are placental.
Babies are funny,
But not when they pull your hair
Babies are naughty.
He runs through the grass.
The ostrich is fast and tall,
A big, flightless bird.
Monkeys are funny
and do funny tricks with tails.
Monkeys squeal and talk.
Vanessa Bator — Year 4
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MY PRETTY PET

A DAY IN THE LIFE OF A WOLF

I have a pretty pet at home,
a very pretty pet.
It is black with dashes of
white and and has beautiful
golden eyes.
I wonder what this pet
could be, and how big is it?
Is it big or small or even
a he or she?
It is not fat but not thin either.
Can you guess what it is?
It's small and pretty and a she
It’s a baby kitten.
Such a dear playful thing.
It’s house trained and two
weeks old and she chases her
tail around and around.
It has a small and beautiful
basket, so small and pretty too.
She has a beautiful red velvet cushion.
She seems to me the queen of
cats and a very lucky one too.

We had been on the trail for four hours and we knew we were
now close to our quarry. There were about fifty wolves in our
pack led by a massive black wolf called Seko. We suddenly stop
ped as Seko carefully tested the wind. Then we all bounded for
ward like soldiers in a battle after an old, bull caribou. We
quickly brought it down and two wolves were at its jugular in a
flash. It gave two death throes and lay dead, its hot blood giving
colour to the white snow. All wolves slept with a full belly that
night and after eating we sang in a howling chorus at the moon.
I was aroused eating the next day by an unusual sound in the
sky. I sat up, stretched and slunk out of my cave to find the
maker of this noise. I felt uneasy as a strange smell whiffed into
my nostrils. As I cautiously moved out onto the snow a loud
blast rang out from the noise. A flurry of snow flew into my face.
I raced for cover in a nearby grove of trees. As I watched from
my haven, 1 saw Lobo walk boldly into the open and sit down.
No sooner had he, the shot rang out again and he lept into the
air. When he came down he kicked and lay still. Suddenly
wolves ran out everywhere as the shots rang out again and
again, leaving many wolves dead, in the snow. I decided then
and there to find a new territory.
It was a long way before I reached a suitable place. The place I
finally decided on was a cave situated in a dense forest. The
game was many and easy to kill. There were also many different
types ranging from a partridge to a deer. During the night there
was an earpiercing cry. I quickly jumped up, my yellow eyes
gleaming into the night. My hair bristled and an angry growl
rose from my throat, for that was the cry of a cougar. The fight
was rather short, but I still won over the cougar, although he
was twice my size because they are not good fighters. When I
saw him leave, I howled a triumphant howl because I was king of
my ‘own’ kingdom.

Debra Seluaratnam — Year 6

Dorothy Roe, Year 7

KOALA BEAR
I want a little Koala Bear.
I’ve wanted one all my life.
I do so wish 1 had one to
please my dad and his wife.
I would feed it special gum leaves
and put it up our trees
and every fortnight or so we
would make sure it didn’t have fleas.
When the time came for it to go to bed
I’d carry it up the stairs
and tuck it in my doona
and dream about koala bears.

J.M. Barrie
Phillipa Strempel Year 6

61

— The laugh that children are born with lasts just
as long as they have perfect faith.

THE COLD DAY

Snap! Crack! The hungry lion pricked up his ears then moved
silently through the jungle on his big, soft pads. Was this noise
danger or prey? Suddenly a rifle shot rang through the trees.
The lion stiffened. He was a handsome, tawny figure with a
thick mane and sharp claws and teeth.

It was a cold day,
raining all the time, No
sun at all not even to play.
The clouds were dark and dismal
and I wished it’d stop raining
so I could play, but even 1
know that, even if it did stop the
grass would be set and cold
and the leaves on the trees would be
wet, I couldn’t play even if the rain
had stopped. I couldn’t get all wet
and I wouldn’t like that
Nor would mum, so I won’t!

Another shot sounded. The lion (now convinced danger was
at hand) broke into a fast, loping run, going the opposite way of
the threatening shot. As the lion ran he caught glimpses of a car
following him. Out of the car’s windows hung four men, each
with a rifle in his hand. The lion ran on.
Suddenly he entered a clearing. This meant danger! If those
men should drive out here they would surely fire and unless they
were a bad shot or the lion dodged, the lion would surely be
wounded or even killed.
Then the lion heard it. The dreaded hum of the car’s engine,
then. . . “Bang”. The bullet sailed through the air and then
dived ito the lion’s fur. The lion let out a great roar of pain as
the bullet burnt his fur and slowly embedded itself in the lion’s
flesh. There the bullet cooled.

Elizabeth McCamey — Year 6

Now the lion would have to move fast if he was going to get
away. The men shouted and jeered at the lion as he limped off.
Slowly the lion walked into the jungle. The car wasn’t following
him any more and neither was a rifle shot.
As the lion walked on he suddenly came across a dead rabbit.
He ate it, then limped off to his den. When he was going into his
den, he stumbled, and out fell the blood-stained bullet. The lion
licked his wound and, as the burning eased off, fell asleep.

Kirsten Hocking Year 6
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ScUtvitcil
in the school boundaries in 1980. Our future is almost entirely
dependent on our education. M.L.C. has not only provided us
with basic knowledge and skills but also necessary experience
for the development of character which enables us not to view
the world with rose-coloured glasses, but we are able to face
today’s society with courage and determination.
With the absence of Dr. Hadley during first term and Mrs.
Synnott’s temporary role as Headmistress the 1980 Collegian
made a nervous start without any staff guidance. The dedicated
co-operation and assistance of the committee: Joanne Bennett,
Margaret Gollagher, Amanda Nairn, Amanda Reeve, Robyn
Stokes, Andrea Sutherland and Anita Williamson, made the
compilation of the school magazine possible. My sincere thanks
to Mrs. Synnott, who has been a faithful adviser being both criti
cal and complimentary. Also many thanks to Mr. Thompson for
his incessant help in the photograpic sections of the magazine
throughout the year. The production of the 1980 Collegian has
encountered, generally only complete co-operation; genuine
ideas and constructive criticism has been generated within the
confines of Mrs. Synnott's Office on Friday mornings.
Perhaps the 1980 Collegian’s theme may be recognised in
John Steinbeck’s statement, “Man, unlike any other thing
organic or inorganic in the universe, grows beyond his work,
walks up the stairs of his concepts, emerges ahead of his
accomplishments”. 1980 at Methodist Ladies College has been
a year of great achievement and even greater beginnings.

Our 1980 Collegian reviews the M.L.C. school year with con
gratulations, thanks and laughter. The School has also gener
ated within us, as Students, hopes and dreams that we may pur
sue after we leave these hallowed halls.
Undaunted by nuclear proliferation, racial inequalities and
technological innovation our challenge lies in using our educa
tion to create for ourselves a niche in society where we can
beneficially contribute to a world of complex and bewildering
change. Computer redundancy has almost extinguished the in
dividual, perhaps the 1980’s will observe man defiantly rising to
defeat this threat. The exponential increase of technology is
only a minor setback in man’s character history, therefore we are
certain to regain our individuality.
Each day brings new problems but it has been the strength
and determination of individuals in their hopes and ideas that
has asssured us of a solution. It is the nature of the beast from
global holocaust to term exams, to strive for achievement, to
succeed and to survive. Be confident in knowing that the human
race, despite another million mouths to feed every day, has less
disease, less starvation and a greater longevity than ever before.
Do not feel that worldy matters are so far removed from the
individual. It has been the original ideas of people like Einstein,
Sadat, Napoleon and Madame Curie that have benefited man’s
way of life in an advantageous manner. In our own sphere
M.L.C. has equipped us to utilize our hopes and dreams so that
doors may be opened to reveal additional opportunities.
We have intended to reflect in this year’s Collegian the hopes
and dreams of staff and students that have been generated with

Julie O’Dwyer

COLLEGIAN COMMITTEE

Row 1 Back: J. O’Dwyer - Editor, M. Gollagher, J. Bennett, R. Stokes.
Row 2: A. Reeve - Illustrator, A. Williamson, Mrs E. Synnott, A. Nairn - Photographer, A. Sutherland - Illustrator.
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Mrs Alison Dunn

Editorial Comment

After a very long association with this school — 10 years as a
student and 16 years as school counsellor — the time has come
for me to say ‘goodbye’.
During my own days as a school girl, I sometimes wished that
there was somebody within the school who had the time and the
responsibility to listen to my thoughts and queries about my
future career, study problems etc. I hope that I have been seen
to be such a ‘somebody’.
This all started in 1965 when Mr Walter Shepherd appointed
me to the staff. I was delighted and very excited to be given the
opportunity to establish a counselling service within my old
school and to be able to use my background of study in Psy
chology and teaching experience in a practical way. 1 must also
add that my years spent as a full-time housewife and mother,
rearing and caring for four children, were invaluable in increas
ing my awareness and understanding of the problems facing
children and parents.
My years at M.L.C. have been constantly busy and challeng
ing. I have very much enjoyed my close involvement with the
girls and their parents and the friendships I have made amongst
the staff. 1 have especially enjoyed job-sharing the counselling
with Jill Lawson for the past 4 years and I shall miss very much
my working association with her.
1 now look forward to transferring my energies and time to
other interests and responsibilities. Hopefully the counselling
service will always be recognised as a valuable and integral part
of the school.

\

While Mrs Dunn was a student at M.L.C. there were many
fine achievements to her credit: she was the winner of an Old
Girls’ Scholarship; she was the captain of Troy; she was
awarded school colours in netball, tennis and athletics and she
was Head Girl in 1942.
As a careers officer and school counsellor Mrs Dunn made a
very valuable contribution to the success of many students by
helping with their choice of subjects, by aiding them in develop
ing good study habits and by giving them steady support and
wise advice in any of the many personal crises which beset
adolescents.
Both during school hours and out of them, Mrs Dunn has
been dedicated in maintaining a high level of professional com
petence, consulting with parents, teachers and other profession
al support services as and when the need arose. We shall all miss
Mrs Dunn's sensitive but sustained and compassionate concern
for those who consulted her in their need.
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MRS ALISON DUNN and MRS JILL LAWSON
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Judy Allen
Sarah All tree
Annette Bailey
Jenni Barrett
Linda Bartholomeusz
Cindy Berry
Gillian Bownes
Heather Boyd
Greer Bradbury
Dakky Bryant
Deborah Chappel
Helen Cook
Carolyn Court
Fiona Courtney
Gemma Creighton
Carolyn Cruickshank
Jill Cugini
Sharon Cuthbertson
Mala Dharmananda
Lisa Dry
Jonica Eastaugh
Patricia Gaunt
Tanya Godfrey
Gaik Lin Goh
Catriona Gregg
Ruth Hadley
Julie Hammond
Susan Hanrahan
Jennifer Harwood
Gemma Heath
Tamara Herman
Shelley Hogg
Leanne Hosken
Jacqui Immelman
Jane Johnston
Judy Kane
Caitlin Leary
Susan Leighton
Kim MacNaughton
Donna Mak
Sandra Maloney
Angela Melia
Merrylea Mitchell
Carolyn Ng
Sharonne Oversby
Nat Pegg
Sally Pethick
Robyn Platt

Receptionist at Murdoch
Commerce at U.W.A.
Student Nurse, Sir Charles
Gairdner
Teaching at Churchlands Teach
ers’ College
Working in a Sports Store,
Rockingham
Teaching at Churchlands Teach
ers' College
Teaching at Claremont Teachers’
College
Science, U.W.A.
English at W.A.I.T.
Science at U.W.A.
Taking a year off study
Science, U.W.A.
Arts at U.W.A.
English at W.A.I.T.
Nursing at W.A.I.T.
Primary Teaching, Claremont
T.C.
Shop Assistant
Bank Officer for R & I Bank,
Kwinana Branch
Arts at U.W.A.
Taking a year off
Studying in Italy
Physiotherapy, W.A.I.T.
Commerce at U.W.A.
Science, U.W.A.
Arts (Design), W.A.I.T.
Year off to travel
Medicine at U.W.A.
Arts at U.W.A.
Science at U.W.A.
Nursing
Music at U.W.A.
Music Diploma, Mt Lawley Col
lege Performing Arts
Teaching at Claremont Teachers’
College
Entertainer
Taking a year off
Science at U.W.A.
Nursing at W.A.I.T.
Teaching at Churchlands Teach
ers’ College
Taking a year off
Medicine, U.W.A.
Teaching at Churchlands' Teach
ers’ College
Arts, U.W.A.
Teaching at Claremont Teachers’
College
Medicine at U.W.A.
Taking a year off
Taking a year off
Physical Education at U.W.A.
Book Shop Assistant at Scripture
Union Bookshop

—

1979

Jenny Price
Sandra Quinn
Jennifer Reemeijer
Megan Rees
Karen Sabitay
Julie Sander
Leonie Smith
Katherine Smits
Sally Stock
Robin Uren
Carolyn Varey
Liz Williams
Sharon Williams
Kay Williamson
Anthea Winter
Susan Worcester
Karen Moller
Sarah Speldewinde
Alana Brown
Deborah Brown
Liz Carrington-Jones
Sharlene Crosby
Anne-Marie Clarke
Leanne Craske
Julie Dickey
Vicki Edwards
Brenda Harris
Cathy Hasson
Margaret Lucas
Cheryl Pederick
Tracy Poultney
Cathy Ramm
Michelle Richards
Jillian Nalder
Sue Rodwell
Tracey Sandercock
Lynette Soon
Kim Sweetman

Science at U.W.A.
Occupational Therapy, W.A.I.T.
Arts, U.W.A.
Taking a year off
Teaching at Churchlands
Library Studies at W.A.I.T.
Cytotechnology at R.P.H.
Arts at U.W.A.
Taking a year off
English (B.A.) W.A.I.T.
Early Childhood Education,
W.A.I.T.
Nursing
Typist for Commonwealth Dept,
of Health
Applied Science, W.A.I.T.
Studying in America
Dental Nurse at Perth Dental
Hospital
Science U.W.A.
Dentistry at U.W.A.
Sales Assistant at Mt Lawley
Nurse, Fremantle Hospital
Rotary Scholarship, U.S.A.
exchange student
Kindergarten Aid at Nyabing
Nursing, P.M.H.
Nurse, P.M.H.
Taking a year off
Apprentice at Tom Price
Nursing at P.M.H.
Nursing at P.M.H.
Secretary at Williamson Mach.,
Southern Cross
Girl Friday, Boyup Brook
Primary Teaching, Churchlands
Teachers’ College
Office Assistant, Dumbleyung
General Nursing
Rotary Scholarship
Dental Nursing, Perth Dental
Hospital
Home at Alice Springs
Commerce, University of N.S.W.
Unemployed, home on farm

The beginning and the end, reach out their hands to each
other.
Chinese Proverb

