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Mr. Percy Pearson, C.M.G., O.B.E., J.P., F.A.I.M.,
F.A.M.I., Chairman of the Methodist Ladies’ College
Council, retires at the end of this year after a very long
period of distinguished service.
Mr. Pearson served the College as a Trustee from 1951
and from February 1953 as a member of Council. He has
been Chairman of Council since 1980. Whenever possible
he and Mrs. Pearsoahave attended the various activities of
the school and supported the girls in their endeavours.
Mr. Pearson has given civic leadership in various fields,
most notably however as State President of the Returned

Services League W.A. from 1965 to 1975. He has also
served as Deputy Chairman of the Kingswood College
Council and as Chairman of the Australia Day Council of
W.A. and as Vice-President of the Methodist Conference.
The school appreciates the long and valued service and
leadership Mr. Pearson has given to M.L.C. and wishes him
and Mrs. Pearson every happiness in their retirement from
more active duties. In all the aspects of the school’s life Mr.
Pearson has encouraged us to “strive for the highest” in our
standards, and this we will continue to do.

M.L.C. COLLEGE COUNCIL 1982
The Moderator: Rev.G.H. Blyth, L.Th.
Chairman: Mr. P. Pearson, C.M.G., O.B.E., J.P.
Deputy Chairman: Professor J.G. Wager, B.E., M.Eng.Sc.,
Ph.D.
Principal of the College: Dr. G.V.S. Hadley, B.Ed.(Hons.),
B.D., A.Mus.A., Theol.M., S.T.M., Ph.D., M.A.C.E.
Treasurer: Mr. D.H. Cain, A.A.S.A., J.P.
Secretary: Mr. I.A. Manning
Superintendent of Nurture of Synod: Mr. R.J. Howell
Chaplain: Rev. B. Thornber, B.A., Dip.Ed., L.Th.
Mrs. B. Beggs, (O.G.A. Rep.)
Mr. D. Biddles, (P. & F. Rep.)
Mrs. D. Halbert, (Country Parents’ Rep.)
Mrs. J. Alderson
Mrs. N. Bownes, B.A. (W.A.)
Mr. B.M. Collins, A.R.A.I.A.
Mrs. R. Edwards
Mr. I. Hocking

Mrs. A. Knight, Dip.K.T.C.
Mr. J.F. Kollosche, F.C.A.
Mrs. C. Parker
Dr. Edith Stokes, M.B.B.S., B.Sc.
Dr. R. Straton, B.A., Dip.Ed.(Tas), B.Ed.(Melb),
Ph.D.(Minn)
Mr. J. Swift, L.L.B., L.L.B.(Lond.), A.C.LS.
Mrs. M. Tunbridge, R.A.N.F.
Rev. H.J.C. Cox, B.A., B.D.
Rev. W. Hartley, B.A., B.D.(Hons)
Rev. C. Honey, M.AJMelb. & Cantab.)
Rev. W.W. Trigg, B.A., B.D., B.Ed., Dip. R.E., M.A.C.E.
LIFE MEMBERS:

Miss L. Dickson, B.A.
Mr. W.H. Potter
Rev. S.J. Jenkins
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the Mathematics laboratory and teaching rooms
the Business Studies department
the Language department
the Media Studies department
the two sections of Home Economics: Clothing and
Fabrics, and Food and Nutrition
the Art/Craft Centre
the new accommodation for boarders both overlooking
Freshwater Bay and in Langsford House.
With all this growth in physical facilities, over 1.4 million
dollars worth, we are not extending the numbers in the
boarding school or in the day school. We do not intend to
grow numerically larger in any significant way. But we have
grown significantly in the quality of specialist teaching areas
and in the quality of living space for boarders.
In the past twelve months, like any healthy and growing
body, we have been developing some new skills. We have, for
example, girls representing the State in middle-distance and
long-distance running; computer education courses available
for girls in Years 10, 11 and 12; Accounting available in the
senior school; a Work Experience programme extended to
accommodate every girl in Year 10; Choirs singing popcantatas to brass band accompaniment and ripieno parts to
full orchestral accompaniment. These are just a few of the
ways in which our students are striving for the highest in a
variety of fields of endeavour. In the words of an Assembly
prayer, with which we are all familiar, may our students be
granted:
Skill to find our way through difficulties as they arise;
Perseverance to keep going till the task is finished;
Strength to resist all temptations which would seek to
divert our minds.
Then, like Alice, we will be able to meet life’s adventures
and changes joyfully and confidently.
G.I/.S. Hadley

Some Notes from the
Principal:
Alice in Wonderland had a problem: she was forever
growing shorter or taller. At one extreme she had to adjust to
being only six inches tall; at the other extreme her neck grew
so long that her head greatly disturbed a pigeon that was
nesting at the top of a very tall tree. However, as we
accompany Alice on her adventures and through all her
changes in size, we recognise her as the same dear Alice
through it all.
M.L.C. is rather like Alice. Since 1907 it has greatly
changed its shape and size, but it remains the same dear
M.L.C. through all its changes. In Miss Connell’s time M.L.C.
was quite tiny, about six inches tall; in Miss Walton’s time,
after some judicious nibbling from one side of the mushroom,
M.L.C. grew a deal taller and stronger; and in Mr. Shepherd’s
time, after several sips from the bottle with DRINK ME neatly
printed on it, M.L.C. kept on growing and growing. In spite of
M.L.C.’s growth in numbers, and its change of physical shape
so far as buildings are concerned, I believe it has remained
consistently true to itself.
We all need to keep on growing and developing new skills
until the day we die, otherwise we become senile. If M.L.C. is
a living body it must, like Alice, keep on growing — not in size,
but developing, maturing, adapting. M.L.C. has developed in
a spectacular way in the last year, particularly in regard to
physical facilities. School families and friends were able, at the
official opening of the extensions on the 9th July, to inspect
the new buildings, the equipment and furnishings in them, and
to detect your enthusiasm for them:
Year 12 wouldn’t be Year 12 if . . .
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Doctor Hadley didn’t say “Fridee” . . .

Camps for Years 6 and 7, our end of the year concert and
of course, Speech Night were our important third term
events. Although Barclay House is a very busy little
community, we are never allowed to forget our academic
challenges!
All girls have been encouraged to take part in a wide
variety of physical activities, and interschool and interhouse
games have proved to be very enjoyable experiences.
We hope that our parents have enjoyed reading of our
‘escapades’ in our Bulletins each fortnight throughout the
year and we sincerely thank all our parents for the support
that they have given us this year.

This year we have welcomed to our staff Mrs. Bracken,
our new Year 6/7 teacher, Miss Raymond, our music
specialist and Mrs. Marshall, our librarian. Our increase in
enrolments necessitated some minor structural extensions
and the rearrangement of our music and library facilities.
First term activities included the preparation of speech,
ballet and musical items for our Heather Lamont Festival,
and the selection and organization of Art work for our
display. Towards the end of the term the girls in Year 5 were
taken to Moore River on an overnight camp and there
among other things, they learned how to erect a tent in the
rain!
After our Heather Lamont concert early in second term,
our next important event was W.A. Week and we were
particularly interested in Foundation Day, Day of Pioneers
and Day of Trees. Once those activities were over, all girls
then set about writing books which were displayed at the
Perth Concert Hall during Book Week in July. Another very
special day was Open Day which proved to be very
successful, and our final special occasion for second term
was our Church Service which again involved choral and
recorder items.

L.E. Saggers
Headmistress
Junior School

Barclay House Monitors

Back: J. Robson, J. Wise, E. Swanson, C. Walker
Front: J. Ryan, E. Thomas, S. Deleuil, S. Collins
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Jo K came to Physics more than twice a week . . .
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INSIDE THE EGG
One day I was in
an egg and I wanted
to get out.
So I pecked and
pecked until 1 was
out.
When I was out
I was very tired and
very cold. I saw these
big faces staring at me.

AUTUMN IS HERE
“Autumn is here, Autumn is here”, sings the blue bluebirds
in the trees. All the animals are getting ready to hibernate.
Do you know what hibernate means? Hibernate means to
gather up food for winter and go to sleep for the whole
winter.
Margaret McGeachie — Year 3

Meredith Clark — Year 1

THE LONER

BLUE
Blue is a river,
Blue is the sea.
The colour of clothes,
Belonging to me.
Blue is the colour
Of the sky.
And some of the birds
That fly!
Blue is the colour
Of an Eskimo hut.
But!
If you are feeling sad
And your temper has
Got bad!
They say you
Are also blue!
Oh, I forgot there is another
Blue is my favourite colour!
Pamela Barrett — Year 5
Cindy was wearing a jumper at -2°C . . .

He sits on the step, tired, cold and starved.
The step is not warm but as cold as ice.
The boy is desperate for a scrap or a piece of bread.
He shakes and shivers as his goose-bumps begin to
rise upon his body.
He’s timid and fearful and he’s not used to people.
He is like a dog as he reaches into rubbish bins
seeking any sort of food.
As people walk past they frown and turn away at the
sight of his ragged mistake.
For this young boy it just isn’t worth living.
“No-one cares, no-one.”
Rachel Schairer — Year 6
THE DAY BARCLAY HOUSE WAS INVADED
The day that we were invaded,
Was one we’ll never forget.
’Cause little men from outer-space
Came down in space-ship ‘Cadet’.
These Martians caused quite a disturbance,
And school work couldn’t resume.
The teachers were yelling ’till blue in the face,
“It’s late in the term, fees are paid I assume!”
The pupils were kept in the classroom,
Until our Mrs. Shepherd, brave and tall,
Let out a war cry for all to hear.
“Leave them, I’ll deal with them all!”
Ten minutes later, peace was restored,
The Martians left in shame.
They weren’t too happy to be driven away,
But they will never come back again!
Jaqueline Barton — Year 7

THE TRUE AUSTRALIAN
The gallant, towering karri
The jarrah, spindly and grey
The solid outstanding marri
All reaching for the precious sun.
Virgin karri or a national park
Timber lopping leaves its mark
Birds that sing in the forest deep
Trout that thresh in the rushing creek.
Kangaroos, emus and koalas too
Also make the Australian Bush
A magnificent sight to me and you
But a home to the true Australians.
Carolyn Holbrook — Year 7
^8,
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TREES
Trees, standing in the rain,
Getting drenched,
Dripping freezing cold water off their branches,
Then lightning cracks across the trunk of a tree,
Its remains lie on the freezing cold grass,
As people walk past they turn their head ignorantly,
They take trees for granted.
Faith Anderson — Year 5

MY SECRET FRIEND

BUSY STREETS
Monday morning eight o’clock,
People dashing to their office,
Quick breakfast a quick cup of coffee,
That’s all there is time for.
People weaving in and out of people,
around cars.
The noise gives you a headache,
Yelling, talking.
“Here, buy a packet of potatoes, only two dollars!”
Little children running through everything
It’s a very hectic day.
Jane Laver — Year 7

My little friend is so quiet
You don’t know when she’s around
But I know
Yes 1 know when she’s around
She’s around when I call her
And she comes to me with a little purr
That’s how I know when it’s her.
Rachelle Quintner — Year 5

COMPULSORY SPORT
I think compulsory sport is unfair. Teachers never realize
how cold the pool is, and they stand on the dry concrete
shouting out commands and telling you to swim harder, also
telling you that it isn’t that cold! Other times while you are
doing a lap around the oval they tell you to run faster while
they sit in the shade, but it is still fun!
Rebecca Kirisits — Year 1
Delys wasn’t continually being confused with an American
soapie . . .

THUNDER
Thunder beats down strongly, the fog and the storm
comes. The whirlwind sucks up everything in its path. But
what is the thunder, what is the fog and the whirlwind? The
thunder is the hooves of horses. The fog is the smoke
snorting from their nostrils. The whirlwind is their jaws
munching on grass. And now comes the storm of wild
horses! You run from being crushed underneath their feet.
You’re scared and weak against them but they pass you
running swiftly in the wind. They’ve gone! You feel
exhausted and still scared but most of all you feel safe!
Audrey Foo — Year 4

LOST CHILD
Cold, wet, shivering, huddled up under a tree, tired but too
scared to sleep or move, wandering hopelessly over sand,
rock and water, being chased by animals, people and
figments of his own imagination, he runs trying to find where
North, South, East and West are.
Finally, with tattered clothes and bare soled shoes, he finds
a town. He steals food and shoes, then heads the way that is
said to be North. Soon he finds his home town and hides in a
bus to get home, then he tells of frightening adventures, safe
at home.
Joanne Metcalf — Year 7
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Standing on the block
Bang goes the gun
Swiftly through the air
Crashing over the surface of the water
Gracefully the body moves through the glistening water
Only a few metres away
Coming up, the hand touches the wall.
The crowd roars,
She walks up and is given the trophy.
Samantha Beer — Year 6

MY HOUSE
It lives on a block,
In the middle of the street,
Number fifty two it is.
Inside the house it’s very cool,
We don’t often feel the heat.
Outside, just by the door
There is much more.
With a garden to water,
And swings to play on,
Fruit to grow,
And a rope to swing on,
Our back garden is like a park.
From the street
Our house can’t be seen
Through the jungle,
That’s ever so green.
To live in our house
Is truly a pleasure
Where we can enjoy
Plenty of leisure.

MY MOUSE
My mouse is soft and white and small. I call him Squeaky. He
has pink ears and eyes and a whiskery nose. He runs over
my hand as I write and his paws tickle me.
Amber Blower — Year 2

Sarah Nicholas — Year 7
Wendy and Finola weren’t reminiscing their Barclay days...
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BEAUTY
Beauty is a new born lamb drinking from its mother, or a
foal running on four unsteady legs; a rainbow in the sky
promising fine weather; trees and flowers all around and
happy faces of my friends, a dog’s welcome bark when
you’re near. All these things bring warmth to my heart.
Fran Scotney — Year 7

TO BE FREE
I’m used to being whipped all day but now I’ve got to think of
getting away.
Becoming Free where the sun will set, instead of being a
household pet.
Catching food as fast as I can, instead of a yucky dog food
can.
Elizabeth Drew — Year 6

I WISH
I wish 1 was a fish,
Who swam around inside a dish,
I’d eat up my food,
And I’d feel very good.
And maybe then again,
I wish I was a hen
Who sat inside a pen,
I’d eat up all my grain,
And have an excellent brain.
Or how about a cat,
I’ve always fancied that,
I’d sit upon a mat
And grow ever so fat.
Well it’s not all that bad being me,
I’d really prefer my tea,
I like my Mum and Dad,
and I like being very bad.

i
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Kara Munro — Year 6

HEAT!
As I sit here slaving over this creative writing I must write in
this sweltering heat, I can hear the clicking of the happy
crickets, the purr of the airconditioning and the sighing of
exhausted children. Please excuse my messy writing as my
pen frequently slips from my sweaty fingers. How I long for
the moment when I’ll dive into the school pool or even for
the inviting, cool shade of a tree.
As I wipe the perspiration from my eyes, I can see the smoke
of a distant bushfire. I can smell the perspiration in the air.
Phew! It’s hot. I can feel the salty taste of sweat trickling
down my throat. I hear the shouting of happy children in the
pool and wonder if I shall shout for joy once I get in the cool
water? Phew! It’s hot, I hope it will be cooler tomorrow.
Jane McKenzie — Year 7
Sybil didn’t have her dimple . . .

A POEM ABOUT SOUND

MICE

Sound is an everlasting noise,
It can be high, low, or medium voiced,
Like the clickety clack of a train,
The soft pitter patter of rain beating on the roof,
The harsh sound of traffic,
The whooping of small children,
A bird chirping gleefully,
The silent rustle of the trees,
The sound of breaking waves at the beach,
The gay sound of music,
The boom! bam! of spine chilling thunder,
The maddening drip drop of water,
The croaky voice of my dad singing,
And the noise that shows people are enjoying life.
Amanda Hopps — Year 7

I like mice. Our two mice are babies. They are little and
white and like silk to touch.
Emma Hartley — Year 2

BLACK BRUMBY STALLION
His black hide covering rippling, lean muscles, proud arched
neck with thoroughbred quality, the wind lifting his jet black
mane and his whole magnificent body is silhouetted against
the setting sun. I sit crouched in my hiding place and watch
with awe as the Black Brumby stallion gathers up his herd
and leads them off into the mountains he knows so well.
Galloping, galloping up into the rugged mountain terrain of
granite tors and sheer cliffs; this is the hazard they have to
face to be free from bridles, reins and bits. They have
chosen the wild, and wild the brumbies of the mountains will
stay!
Elizabeth Swanson — Year 7
MY HOUSE

-

My house in the day
Is bright and gay
Full of laughter, kids and toys.
My house in the night
Is not very bright
In fact, it’s very dull and gloomy.
In the day, my house
Keeps my troubles hidden away
But in the night they come to haunt me.
I like my house
Whether it’s as quiet as a mouse
Or as boisterous as old King Kong.
Caris Walker — Year 7

-

IN MY BEDROOM
Escape at last.
Sometimes when I feel sad
To lie in bed
Is where I want to be.
To get away.
A quietly playing tape
Can take me off
To dreamland. On the way
I might pretend
To go to sleep quite still
So Mum and Dad
Will leave me all alone,
When I am angry
And upset with them,
Or else call out
“I want some water, please”
to get them in
To cuddle me good night.

rmm
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Heidi Pribil — Year 7
Sharon V’s hair was STRAIGHT! . . .
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THE WORLD’S ANIMALS
In the dark jungles of Africa
Or the bare outback of Australia
Animals are found,
Monkeys and apes, kangaroos and wallabies,
All our friend and foe.
The sweet little dog or cat their
Master for whom they wait.
The discreet little Koala in the gum tree
Sits, eating gum leaves not saying a word.
But all are our nation’s heritage.
The sheep which flock in the farmer’s paddock
Or the Numbat which hides in trees.
The squirrel which nibbles on acorn nuts
Or the fox very sly in his den.
But to you I say, do not betray
Our little friends who make this world
The best.
For what I ask would we ever do without them?
Christine Arnold — Year 7
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MY TEDDY, POOH’
When I am lonely,
Grumpy or sad,
When I’ve been naughty,
And made mummy mad,
I go to my bedroom,
And cuddle my Pooh,
He is my teddy,
Do you have one too?
He has two furry arms,
And two furry legs,
And two big bright eyes,
Stuck to his head,
I take him with me,
Wherever I go,
Arms, legs, eyes, ears and nose.
Diana Jones — Year 7
Liver, liver on my plate
It’s like my brother’s fishing bait.
I close my eyes, and count to ten,
And swallow it whole like my dog Ben.
Heidi Makinson — Year 6

SOUNDS
Whenever I go walking
I listen very hard
To all the sounds around me
That I can hear right now.
I listen to old Mrs. Fobee
Sitting out on the porch,
Rocking in her rocking chair
Singing a little song.
Here comes Mr. James
Driving the black Rolls Royce.
Little Miss Green and Fifi her dog
Riding high in the velvet pouch.
Jessica Ames comes skipping her rope
While Billy catches a ball.
Mary-Anne and Kym are asleep
And Alison watches over them all.
The four o’clock train pulls into the station,
People shout and cheer
For this is the first time in forty-four years
That it has managed to bring the beer!
Can's Walker — Year 1
Mrs. Hardy took off her sunnies . . .

I’m dark. It is dark inside here. I am scared. I will peck and
peck until I am out.
I am out now. I am happy.
Geraldine Khong — Year 1
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THREE THIRTY: SCHOOL’S OUT
Three thirty: school’s out,
The bell rings and there’s a shout.
We’re free at last,
School’s the past.
Do what we like
Till all hours of the night,
But we’re back there again on Monday.
Gabrielle Bracks — Year 6
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WHAT A WASTE OF TIME
Last Wednesday I had a lot of homework to do. Once I had
thought I had done all of my homework, I cleaned my teeth,
had a shower, set my alarm clock, said good-night to Mum
and hopped into my beautiful warm bed. About midnight my
alarm clock went off unnecessarily. So I got out of my bed to
turn off my alarm clock. Suddenly I remembered I had to
look for some pictures for science. On my shelf sat a
penknife. When I realized I had no scissors I grabbed my
penknife. After ten or more minutes I had only found five
pictures. Soon after I had changed magazines I found 20
pictures. While 1 was cutting out, Dad got up to see what the
noise was. When he found I was making the noise, he gave
me a big smack, put me back to bed and tore up all my
pictures!
Julie Crawford — Year 5

WELCOME AUTUMN
Welcome beautiful Autumn,
When all the trees are going
to change their clothes.
Golden and brown, yellow and rust.
All the insects and birds get
ready for the cold cold winter.
And to me Autumn is Nature’s
evening time.
Soniya Vij — Year 4

OLD AGE — A VIEW
Old age is something that everybody gets. It’s just like
getting a cold except you don’t get over it. When you are old
there are limited things to do. You can’t run as fast and you
can’t do as many of the activities you used to do when you
were young. There’s nothing to be ashamed about when
you get old. It’s just part of life.
Ke//y Brandon — Year 7
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AUTUMN

OLD AGE — A VIEW

1 watch the Autumn leaves blow away,
Over the hills and far away,
They fall from the trees and flutter by,
Through the air nine metres high.
In a bed of Autumn leaves,
More and more fall from the trees,
I sleep in a bed so light and brown,
All the leaves come fluttering down.
Kate Hocking — Year 4

To be old must be strange: reminiscing often and seeing
friends with whom you once played, teaching grandchildren
the rights and wrongs of life and telling them what you did as
a child. Then some young children will one day discover that
you are wise, give the best advice and are extremely loving.
They realise that old people, soft and gentle, are young at
heart.
Prani Shriuastaua — Year 7
Cathy Y wasn’t slightly insane! . . .
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TEACHING STAFF - 1982
Mrs. C.J. Lord, B.A., T.C.
Mrs. J. MacGill, T.C. (Lon)
Mrs. P. Miller, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. P. Molyneux, B.Ed., Dip.H.Ec., T.C.
Mrs. M. Nixon, B.A., T.C.
Mrs. Y.L. Palmer, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. W. Pang, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. J. Rankin, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. M. Rolfe, B.A., T.S.T.C.
Mrs. K.L. Slattery, B.Sc.(Econ) (Hons) (Lon), P.G.C.E.
Miss J. Smith, A.F.A.
Mrs. M.A. Sonntag, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr. N.B. Stanton, B.Sc., B.Comm, Dip.Ed.
Mrs. M.E. Telfer, B.A., T.C.
Mrs. U. Trigg, B.A., L.Th., Dip.R.E., Dip.Teach.
Mr. R. Thompson, Audio-visual Technician
Mr. J. Fischer, Laboratory Technician
Miss D. Marchioro, B.Appl.Sc(Biol), Laboratory Assistant

MEMBERS OF STAFF
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.,
Deputy Principal:
M.A.C.E.
Mr. B. Godwin, B.Sc., P.G.C.E.,
Registrar:
M.A.C.E.
Mr. H.K. Mercer, B.A.
Bursar:
Warden of Boarding House :Rev. W. Trigg, B.A., B.D., B.Ed.,
Dip.R.E., M.A.C.E.

Principal:

Headmistress
Junior School:
Chaplain:
School Counsellors:
Remedial Education:

Mrs. L.E. Saggers, T.C.
Rev. B.E.R. Thornber, B.A.,
Dip.Ed., L.Th., Grad. Dip. Soc.Sc.
Mrs. J. Lawson, B.A., Dip.Ed., Dip.
Psych.Couns., M.A.B.S.
Mrs. H. Silver, B.Psych., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. H.B. Feutrill, Dip.Teach.,
Grad.Dip.Rem.Ed.

BARCLAY HOUSE TEACHERS
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Miss
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.

HEADS OF SUBJECTS
Mathematics:
English:

History & Social Studies:
Geography:
Biology:
Chemistry & Science:
Physics:
Human Biology &
Health Education:
Languages:
Economics:
Art:
Home Economics:
Music:
Drama:
Business Studies:
Physical Education:
Speech:
Librarian:

Mr. J.T. Claffey, B.A., M.Sc.,
Dip.Ed.
(Senior) Mrs. B. Hollyock, B.A.,
Dip.Ed.
(Achievement Certificate)
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.

PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Mrs. S. Fletcher, B.Ed.
Mrs. L. Hughes, Dip.P.E.
Miss P. Wadsworth, T.C.

MUSIC STAFF

Mrs. J. Fischer, B.Ed.
Mrs. M. Hill, B.A.(Hons), Dip.Ed.
Mr. A.A. Wilkins, B.Ec., B.Ed.
Mr. J. Garde, T.C., A.A.T.
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., T.C., G.D.S.D.E.
Mrs. F. Woods, T.C.
Miss E. Davenport, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. C.R. Thornton, B.A., B.Ed.,
F.T.C.L., P.G.C.E.
Mrs. R. ten Raa, A.L.A.

Miss M. Pride, B.A., Dip.Ed., L.Mus.A.
Miss P. Ashurst, B.Mus.Ed., A.Mus.A.
Violin:
Mr. V. Hanly, M.B.E., D.S.C.M., L.A.B., A.Mus.A.
Mr. A. Bonds, B.Mus., A.Mus.A(Vln)
Mrs. J. Smith (Suzuki)
Miss J. Sunman, Dip.Teach.
Miss S. Bailey, B.Mus.
Viola:
Mr. B. Evans, A.R.A.M.
’Cello:
Mr. G. Baron, A.R.A.M.
’Bass:
Miss C. Reitzenstein
Flute:
Miss A. Debreceny, B.Mus., L.T.C.L.
Miss D. Parker
Oboe:
Mrs. J. Ameduri
Clarinet: Miss D. Lewendon
Miss P. Ashurst, B.Mus.Ed., A.Mus.A.
Bassoon: Mrs. D. Feehan, B.Mus.
Trombone/Trumpet: Mr. J. Mann
Trumpet: Miss T. Anderson
French Horn: Mr. A. Foote
Percussion: Mr. D. Pye
Mr. L. Hutchinson
Guitar:
Miss J. Westlake
Piano:
Mrs. H. Britten, L.Mus.A., L.T.C.L.
Mrs. H. Dear, T.C.
Mrs. H. Edmonds, L.Mus.A., D.S.C.M.
Mrs. J. Lindsay, B.Sc., A.Mus.A., T.Mus.A.

SECONDARY TEACHERS
Miss P. Ashurst, B.Mus.Ed., A.Mus.A.
Mr. A. Beck, Dip.Teach., B.Ed.
Mrs. S.M. Biddles, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr. K.J. Broderick, B.A., B.Ed.
Mrs. P.M. Catchpole, M.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs. H. Clark, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mr. A.J. Farley, B.A., T.H.C.
Mrs. L. Fisher, T.C.
Mr. I.F. Ford, B.Sc.(Hons), A.R.A.C.I. Grad.Dip.Ed.
Mrs. J.M. Gibson, T.C.
Mrs. 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, Dip.Teach., Dip.Sec.St., T.Dip.P.S., T.Dip.T.
Mrs. I. Herman, L.Mus.A., L.R.S.M.
Mrs. J. House, T.C. (W.A.)
Mrs. L. Joll, B.A.(Hons), B.Ed., A.S.D.A., L.T.C.L.
Mrs. D.C. Leather, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.

Mrs. Glenister wasn’t planning a revolution . . .

L. Batterham, Dip.Teach.
I. Bracken, Cert.Ed.
S. Hocking, Dip.Teach.
D. Raymond, B.Mus.Ed.
N.I. Rhodes, T.C.
D. Rutherford, Dip.Teach.
A. Ryan, Dip.Teach.
W. Shepherd, Dip.Teach.
J. Smith — Suzuki Violin
S. Wise — Ballet — Adv. Mem. R.A.D.
B. Marshall, T.C. (Librarian)

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

BOARDING HOUSES
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
Mrs.
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C. Howell, Head of Walton Boarding House
P. Miller, Head of Langsford Boarding House
C. Walsh, Head of Wesley Boarding House
I. Agar, Head of Burnside Boarding House
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The Heather Lamont Festival was held at the beginning of
Term 2. The student response was very keen particularly in
the performance sections, and once again the staff item, a
subtle political piece with an African flavour, concluded the
day’s acts.
Another stage in the building programme of M.L.C. was
completed in early second term, and introduced by “loud
music”, the new teaching areas of Connell House and the
adjacent complex were officially opened. The ceremony
was well attended by friends and parents who were then
taken on an inspection of the classrooms; the sweeping river
views and well equipped work areas impressed all. There
was much gloating done by the Heads of Art, Media, Home
Economics, Maths, Business Studies and Languages to the
chagrin of those of us who don’t enjoy such pleasant
surroundings.
Term 2 also saw the successful World Premiere season of
‘Mother’s Soldier Boy’. It didn’t take Perth by storm, though
one member of the cast did say that her grandmother toyed
with the notion of hiring His Majesty’s Theatre for a public
performance!
Exams for the Upper School, a multitude of tests in the
Lower, and a concentrated period of marking and compiling
reports tested the nerves of the teachers at the end of
second term. A few chinks did appear in the armour of
calmness and patience worn by all the M.L.C. Staff, but with
frequent applications of shared commiseration and in the
knowledge that another two weeks break was ahead, the
staff weathered the storm.
At the time of writing these notes we know that several
members of staff are leaving. To Mr. & Mrs. Trigg, Mrs.
Pang, Mrs. Catchpole and Miss Ashurst we wish you well in
future endeavours.

The.

AvRT Of Conn/eRsAtjoin isn’t lost—
IT’S hlDD£K BEHIND THE T.V. SET.

The 1981 end of year staff luncheon celebrated in the
Dining Hall took rather a new turn as certain members
posing as reindeer and Santa Claus confronted us laden
with gifts. Amidst shrieks of laughter, we opened our parcels
to find novelty items which included ethnic wooden goods,
humble versions of “French” perfume and the odd pair of
underpants and socks. A quick swapping left most staff
feeling happy.
1982 saw a few changes to the M.L.C. staff line-up.
Missing were Mrs. Petts and Mrs. Boyce while the new
starters included Mrs. Fisher, Business Studies; Mrs. Clark,
Maths; Mrs. Slattery, Geography and Social Studies; Mrs.
Miller, Social Studies and Mrs. Hughes, Physical Education.
During the year there has been some movement in the
ranks with Miss Debreceny and Mr. Bandy taking over Miss
Pride’s duties whilst she was on study leave. Mrs. Biddles,
Mrs. Thornton and Mrs. Fisher flew the nest to travel
overseas and their absences were filled by Mrs. Logie, Mrs.
Bivoltes and the return of Mrs. Bennett. Mrs. Stokes,
Library Assistant, left in Term 1 to be replaced by Mrs.
Larkworthy.
We seem to have been inundated by student teachers at
regular periods throughout the year. Their presence in the
staff room created a few challenges with there not being
enough cups at morning tea, and cakes and sandwiches
disappearing before everyone had a chance to sample the
wares. The more experienced members of staff soon
discovered that by speedy exits from classrooms at the bell
and quick charges down the hall to get4o the tables first,
they were assured of satisfying their rumblings at the
expense of the latecomers.
Lunchtimes in the staffroom are rather interesting. Some
members of staff who are better insulated fight the battle of
the bulge by nibbling slowly at a diced and much segmented
apple, whilst those who are either more fortunate or just
“don’t care anymore” devour canteen food or savour their
way through beautifully presented, mouthwatering, homecooked concoctions that are the envy of everyone.
The Term I programme saw the introduction of the
concurrently held Year 8/9 and 11 camps over a period of 4
days. Much effort by many teachers went into the
preparation of practical activities both of an academic and
outdoor nature and, judging by surveys undertaken, it
appears that the camps were highly successful. The
teachers found the night patrols particularly wearying;
many reported severe exhaustion and worn footwear at the
conclusion.
Cynthia didn’t get 100% in her Maths and Physics tests ..
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C. Silverman (Arts), C. Joyce (House Captain), A. Heitman
(Sports)

L. Alcock (Arts), F. Leary (House Captain), I. Kiel (Sports)

’
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K. Maher (Arts), P. Creighton (House Captain), D. Davis
(Sports)

H. Reid (Arts), A. Forbes (House Captain), J. Kelsall
(Sports)

C. Bardsley (Arts), T. Purich (House Captain), S. Wishart
(Sports)

A. Pederick (Arts), S. Campbell (House Captain), R.
Merifield (Sports)

Finola didn’t cackle when she laughed . . .
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ATHENS SENIOR
Back Row: N. Bird, D. Buchanan, J. Chester, R. Crosby, L.
Evans, U. Gage, A. Heitman, M. Hutchinson, C. Joyce, J.
Kitto, K. Mostyn, C. Pridham.
Row 2: J. Parsons, C. Silverman, K. Starling, E. Yuen, R.
Albutt, C. Anderson, M. Beck, R. Bradford.
Row 3: F. Elischer, V. Harcourt, A. Hollingshead, K. Jarvis,
E. Lai, J. McCorkill, C. Mattinson.
Row 4: K. Morgan, A. Musgrave, D. Nash, M. Pang, A.
Reeve, A. Silich, D. Wandless, H.K. Kong, O.L. Kong.
Absent: S. Slater, C. Balfe, A. Airey, G. Chin, L. Henry, A.
Morgan, K. Woods, J. McMeikan.

Smith, J. Lim, R. McKenzie, G. Millar, P. Odgers, T. Pratt,
S. Purdy, J. Reaich, F. Salleh, R. Smith.
Row 2: P. Sweeting, H. Thomas, L. Till, A. Williamson, N.
Amesz, C. Beer, A. Bell, J. Clements, H. Grandage, C.
Haynes, N. Imberger, A. Lloyd, L. Millington, A. Moore.
Row 3: E. Moore, S. Mostyn, R. Mycock, J. Nash, K.
Robinson, S. Sanders, J. Seman, T. Strempel, A. Swanson,
M. Walters, S. Balfe, M. Bell, H. Bowden, M. Boyce, K.
Paris, J. Carlisle.
Row) 4: A. Claffey, K. Hocking, L. Johnson, S. Nadason, A.
Olsen, S. Pallett, R. Palmer, N. Phillips, C. Richardson, L.
Smart, C. Stroud, G. Sweeting, M. Toovey, F. Walker, C.
Williamson.
Absent: S. Lang, S. Aldworth, J. Devadason, P. Strempel.

ATHENS JUNIOR
Back Row: H. Blakeway, F. Caratti, T. Chan, T. Clynch, G.
Doncon, K. Farnworth, D. Henning, S. Joyce, S. Keyl-

There wasn’t a shortage of coffee mate . . .
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CORINTH SENIOR
Back Row: D. Bakker, J. Barbour, L. Barrie, E. Bussell, T.
Court, P. Creighton, D. Davis, L. Drake, E. Emmott, R.
Hardie.
Row 2: J. Hasson, M. Inglis, J. Lewis, K. Maher, K. Maher,
M. Sedgwick, F. Taplin, A. Webb, H. White.
Row 3: J. Atterby, J. Campbell, W.L. Chong, E. Cooper, C.
Cowden, E. Dare, E. Farmer, G. Hudson, J. Iddison, H.
Logue.
Row 4: J. Shepherd, C. Matheson, B. Nield, A. Pummer, T.
Samios, W. Samuels, R. Shipley, A. Soh, D. Timermanis, S.
Wells.
Absent: O. Buchanan, J. Kessell, V. Teissier, N. Betts, M.
McQuade.

Handley, P. Hanrahan, K. Hislop.
Row 2: E. House, S. Inglis, H. Jenkin, P. Kearny, M.
McGavin, V. Pedersen, S. Quealy, W. Shreeve, D. Sleppy,
R. Thomas, L. Yeremich, K. Atterby, A. Birch.
Row 3: C. Boyd, F. Chitty, J. Cochrane, J. Donelly, I.
Gloudemans, L. Holliday, C. Hutch, T. Jones, K. Kahlert, S.
McGlew, R. Mitra, E. Nairn.
Row 4: G. Nield, M. Power, E. Prowse, W. Rodwell, K.
Shepherd, L. Smith, V. Toop, S. Watts, V. Aikins, D.
Alexander, N. Board, J. Burston, K. Chan.
Row 5: J. Donaldson, A. Dymond, S. Fry, T. Gloudemans,
E. Hanrahan, S. Jay, K. Jodrell, M. McLeod, S. Mills, A.
Rajan, J. Shen, H. Sumner.
Row 6: K. Venema, S. Winterburn, L. Hunt, S. Suen, V.
Norton, S. Cox, J. Cooper, M. Davis.
Absent: M. Moore, M. Griffiths.

CORINTH JUNIOR
Back Row: H. Bake, S. Burston, K. Coghlan, T. Cole, N.
Cox, W. Downs, V. Emmott, E. Feutrill, J. French, J.

T-I.

me

Fiona T wasn’t being GREEN . . .
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OLYMPIA SENIOR
Back Row: J. Alcorn, C. Bailey, C. Bardsley, J. Beckwith, L.
Bettenay, C. Shand, A. Chapman, N. Earnshaw, C.
Eckersley, M. Elliott, E. Goh, J. Martin.
Row 2: J. Ng, D. Phillips, R. Phillips, A. Plunkett, T. Purich,
G. Rajendran, R. Sadleir, K. Steketee, M. van Noort, J.
Willis, S. Wishart.
Row 3: Z. Bradbury, S. Campbell, P. Cook, B. Davies, V.
Gibbs, S. Goh, J. Green, M. Halbert, L. Hamersley, L.
Hannah, A. Hill, Y. Imazu.
Row 4: N. Jenvey, J. Keech, M. Miller, M. Mustafa, S. Ng,
M. Paynter, L. Ryan, F. Smart, L. Sparrow, S. Wrightson, J.
Stokes.

Frazier, M. Gibbs, S. Haddon, J. Hartage, D. Holt.
Row 2: B. Jones, A. McCulloch, L. Martlew, L. Mullany, T.
Sabitay, C. Sadleir, K. Smith, N. Wilson, M. Wishart, L.
Taylor, B. Abel, C. Angel, S. Auburn.
Row 3: J. Bond, E. Bryant, K. Crocker, W. Duperouzel, N.
Halbert, E. Hallam, A. Heinrich, S. Leslie, M. McKay, M.
Pascoe, T. Riches, A. Sparrow, E. Tallis.
Row 4: C. Viol, F. Watts, C. Beckwith, E. Boetcher, S.
Carter, J. Davies, E. Denholm, N. Doney, S. Ferguson, J.
Freestone, T. Gyarmathi.
Row 5: N. Hardman, S. Hewitt, J. Hutcherson, K.L. Justice,
L. McDonald, J. Marsh, N. Millett, C. Molyneux, S. Raven,
D. Selva-Ratnam, B. Smith, G. Thompson, J. Ventriss, T.
Warner.
Absent: D. Hemery, V. Schreiber, B. Willis.

OLYMPIA JUNIOR
Back Row: J. Adam, K. Beckwith, S. Bennett, C. Chew, L.
Chew, O. Elliott, E. Fischer, J. Ferguson, D. Forward, S.

Sybil wasn’t flying through the air . . .
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ROME SENIOR
Back Row: L. Alcock, M. Barnes, M. Davis, S. Etherington,
D. Graves, J. Hyde, T. Jefferies.
Row 2: C. Joll, I. Kiel, F. Leary, S. Morris, S. Tough, S.
Vardi, M.S. Yew, J. Baker, L. Campbell.
Row 3: M. Cotton, E. Craig, A. Donaldson, C. Foo, E. Fry,
E. Grauaug, R. Harrison, S. Hoffman, P. Hunt, J.
Langmead.
Row 4: F. McGill, M. Nalder, S. Overington, S. Pyett, J.
Raitt, M. Tough, M. Whyte, M.P. Yew, J.P. Lim.
Absent: S. Bartholomeusz, K. Garmony, B. Guillaume, J.
Kuchler, R. Geerkin, C. Kirby.

Row 2: D. Parker, E. Pearson, D. Philpot, L. Pickup, M.
Slater, J. Smith, M. Tan, E. Waterhouse, A. Bartrop, S.
Beaumont, K. Benda, C. Bladen, Y.P. Chin.
Row 3: M. Cooper, M. Davis, M. Diffen, N. Dobson, J.
Donaldson, M. Harris, R. Kirby, C. Krasenstein, L.
Langmead, S. Laver, D. Loton, L. Procter.
Row 4: D. Roe, L. Rogers, P. Thomson, T. Wineberg, A.
Bellett, Y.L. Chin, K. Donaldson, S. Drake, J. Gabrielle,
A.L. Gan, C. Gibbons.
Row 5: S. Harrison, C. Hummel, C. Krasenstein, D. Lamb,
S.M. Low, S. Moore, J. Nayler, K. Rennie, M. Riley, C.
Southwell, D. Trenordon.
Row 6: R. Tunley, N. Ward, E. Waterhouse, N. Whyte, S.
Williams.
Absent: E. Drake, G. Low, J. Oliver, W. Pearson, J.
Chiswell.

ROME JUNIOR
Back Row: E. Bladen, V. Bladen, C. Deleuil, T. Foster, S.
Gibbons, S. Hector, K. Johnston, J. Karlovsky, A. Kennett,
L. Kollosche, T. Loton, S. U. Low, S. Martin.
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Marion didn’t quite catch the sarcasm . . .
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SPARTA JUNIOR
Back Row: N. Ehinger, T. Farrell, L. Gilbert, S. Grainger, J.
Gray, S. Hadley, N. Hay, S. James, C. Kakulas, S. Kelsall,
T. Lalich, K. Lang, J. Millett. M. O’Keefe.
Row 2: S. Stone, J. Sutcliffe, M. Taylor, J. Ullrich, B.
Woodroffe, M. May, J. Anthony, B. Crawford, B. Cugini, K.
Hulme, J. Hunt, H. Kirby, S. King.
Row 3: K. Leicester, J. Leslie, J. Libby, K. Makinson, K.
Manning, M. Owen-Browne, E. Picton-Warlow, S. Smart,
M. Taylor, Y. Toba, T. Westlake.
Row 4: C. Whitehead, M. Canning, A. Coughlan, K. Elsey,
J. Fayle, D. Hsu, N. Johnston, E. McCamey, J. Mercer, E.
Moxham, S. Nelson, S. Owens.
Row 5: L. Pegus, L. Rankin, C. Russell, E. Sinclair, F. Steele,
N. Sutcliffe, M. Toba, S. Ullrich, S. Weijma.
Row 6: S. Wishaw, R. Woodroffe, E. Walker.
Absent: A. Tandon, S. Varey, A. Sumner, M. Goldstein, M.
Riley-Goldstein.

SPARTA SENIOR
Back Row: E. Bosich, P. Byrne, Y. Chen, A. Forbes, K.
Foster, R. Harris, W. Keay, J. Kelsall, F. van Merwyk.
Row2: S. Payton, R. Powell, L. Wishaw, S. Barrett, J. Cail,
J. Donnan, L. Fisher.
Row 3: S. Fisher, L. Hardy, J. Harris, S. Hewett, L. Iraci, V.
Janaganathan, C. Johnston, S. Mercer, S. Minear.
Row 4: J. Snell, H. Rolinson, C. Schinazi, L. Smith, A.
Stannard, R. Weir, P. White, K. Woollett.
Absent: A. Kirby, H. Reid, K. Young, J. Basham, S.
Goldstein, K. Patoir, L. Stals.

.

,

Evelyn B didn’t debate every topic of conversation . . .
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TROY SENIOR
Lewis, A. McCallum, J. Madariaga, R. Palmer, J. Penberthy.
Row 2: E. Philp, M. Rhodes, S. Rossi, L. Smith, A. Tanner, S.
Walker, A. Wheatley, A. Williams, R. Pederick, A. Colson,
T. Davey.
Row 3: K. Dick, E. Donnelly, S. Glatz, J. Godwin, S.L. Goh,
T. Halbert, S. Holbrook, V. Jones, N. Lockwood, M.
McClelland, A. Mackintosh, S. Orr.
Row 4: K. Playford, J. Shaw, A. Shrivastava, E. Tompkins,
V. Walker, L. Watson, N. Wilkins, F. Bises, S. Bowman,
N. Bracks, J. Clark, C. Davies.
Row5: K. Dharmananda, E. Graham, N. Halbert, S. King,S.
Mann, C. McGeachie, R. McSkimming, S. Mantle, S.
Mercer, L. Merifield, S. Page, Y. Pitman, S. Thorpe, J.
Underwood, L. Ward, J. Watson, R. White, S. Woods, M.
Wright, C. Yeo.
Absent: A. Della Seta.

Back Row: S. Beer, M. Birtles, K. Boyd, S. Campbell, C.
Deacon, N. Fraser, P. Hallam, M. Horne, E. Hui, T. Hyder,
D. McNee.
Row 2: R. Merifield, A. Osment, F. Parks, A. Pederick, L.
Salau, B. Schairer, M. Thompson, S. Ward, J. Beasley, W.
Campbell.
Row 3: A. Christie, F. Clarke, J. Colson, S. Daniels, K.
Godwin, D. Gray, J. Guelfi, S. Halbert, N. Hersey, J. Kagi,
H. Middlemass.
Row 4: E. Ng, T. Parry, S. Paterson, K. Pegrum, J. Playford,
N. Thompson, F. Thorpe, S. Yeo, J. Rose, D. Pinnock.
Absent: S. Green, J. Anderson, J. Scolaro.

TROY JUNIOR
Back Row: E. Archer, S. Biddles, F. Bracks, D. Brkusich, E.
Collins, Y.M. Goh, J. Hughes, D. Johnston, R. Kelton, J.
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Sue C was eating her own lunch . . .
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ATHLETICS TEAM
Back Row: C. Cowden, J. Stokes, R. Merifield, C. Joyce, J.
Hasson, J. Lewis, J. Green, M. Taylor, N. Ehinger, P.
Odgers
Row 2: S. Joyce, A. Tanner, M. Wishart, J. Chiswell, C.
Krasenstein, M. Diffen, M. Power, R. Mycock, E. Walker, L.
Millington, E. Boetcher, J. Davies, F. Walker
Row 3: J. Chester, S. Morris, J. Penberthy, S. Hector, J.
Nash, J. Cochrane, S. Thorpe, A. Bellett, K. Donaldson, D.
Trenorden, M. Wright, R. Palmer, S. Aldworth
Row 4: B. Willis, P. Whyte, K. Shepherd, M. Davis, A.
Heitman, R. Crosby, J. Kelsall, 1. Kiel, J. Baker, N. Phillips,
H. Bowden, C. McGeachie
Front Row: J. Leslie, P. Thomson, M. Tough, J. Seman, M.
Pascoe, V. Walker, J. Donaldson, F. Bracks, J. Ferguson,
B. Jones
Absent: E. Dare, P. Hanrahan, S. Quealy, N. Halbert, C.
Hutch, D. Nash, T. Sabitay, S. Balfe, T. Gloudemans, S.
Weijma, J. Marsh, O. Elliott, S. Winterburn, E. Pearson, L.
Rankin

■ * L

Sue M wasn’t in the pool . . .
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M.L.C. has given me, along with all the other Year 12 girls,
so much and has provided us with experience in several
spheres which we never pictured ourselves or ever wanted
to, like debating, gym and acting. 1 have had much
responsibility placed upon me. It has been a lot more than
merely asking (telling?) girls to put their blazers on or to take
their jewellery off. It has been a special education for me to
learn to delegate, listen, approach and lead people.
I must thank my Deputy, Marion Davis and Head
Boarder, Thisbe Purich, for being such a great support to
me. They were always standing by me to do anything which I
needed them to deal with and were ready to have a chat at
any time. Dr. Hadley and Mrs. Synnott have been most
helpful and encouraging and are always there, despite busy
schedules, to listen. Mr. Godwin, I will thank especially
because he has not only given me valuable advice but saved
me from a few sticky situations. His helping hand has always
been extended to any Year 12 in the depths of despair.
In conclusion, I would like to wish the 1983 Head Girl the
best of luck and the school, good wishes for the future. I am
very proud to have been a part of the tradition of M.L.C. and
will always treasure the friendships that I have made. May
the high standards of academic and sporting activities
prevail as is fitting in a school of M.L.C.’s calibre, so that we
can always be proud to have studied here. Per Ardua ad
Alta!

w t:

J. Lewis, Head Girl; M. Davis, Deputy Head Girl
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When I began my term as Head Girl, it seemed all glory
and no work (little did I know!). After all the congratulations,
I was thrust into preparations for the Valedictory Dinner
which was carried off without any hitches. This was also the
occasion for my first speech — complete with red face,
sweaty palms and quivering voice.
In February, several Year 12’s came along to the school
with me to welcome all the new Year 8 girls and their
mothers to experience their first taste ofM.L.C. life. Our job
was to show them the school amidst the cries of “It’s so
big!”, the same as we thought four short years ago. Another
task was to assemble 800 or more handbooks for students
— I felt like resigning! Soon after the school year began, we
were installed as Year 12’s which made us feel more
responsible leaders of the school.
By this time, I realized how hard behind the scenes
organisation really is. More administrative work was
required when I organized the Red Cross Appeal. M.L.C.
girls raised over $1,000 and the response was so pleasing
that about ten girls went to help the Nedlands Branch who
were very appreciative for their valuable aid.
1982 will probably be remembered as ‘The Year of the
Cakestall’ as we held a few to help raise money for our
School Ball and to financially support Transito, our young
girl in F.quador who is our sponsor child. On Heather
Lamont Day the chaos of preparing cordon bleu delicacies
in the Human Biology lab (due to the upheaval of the
Cooking Room into the new building), we managed to serve
hungry M.L.C. singers, dancers, photographers and
audiences with concoctions from The Ritz Cafe’s kitchen.
We are presently in the midst of organizing our School Ball
which, if the Year 12 enthusiasm is anything to judge by,
should be a roaring success and the best yet!
Anyway, half of our final year has passed by and we still
haven’t got our common room! It may just be as well as we
have quite a thriving little coffee-drinking community up
there on the top floor. Being together so much makes the
thought of leaving school and our friends we have made
here all the more difficult. M.L.C. has many memories for all
of us; it is the place in which we have laughed, cried, hated,
loved and matured. From the first day, you wonder how five
years will pass by. But, quite soon you become one of those
girls who were so old and mature when you were a Year 8 —
it is almost too hard to fathom.
Jacquie wasn’t talking about the session . . .

Jacquie

Thisbe Purich, Head Boarder

toardUrj report
Well here we are, at the end of another one of those one
year cycles, that they call school years, and what a year it
has been in the boarding house. This year in particular
marks a dramatic change in the boarding house, not only
because it is our 75th year, but because more has been
achieved in this one year, than perhaps in the last 74.
As head boarder, I’ve found that this year has indeed been
the busiest for all. Time has gone more quickly than can be
imagined but not without many activities along the way. The
leisure and recreation time of the boarders has been taken
up by their participation in teams of boarders’ hockey and
netball, socials, doorknocks and various other activities.
This year has also seen the introduction of video films on
weekends for the boarders.
The major event of the year was the opening of the new
addition to the boarding house in July. The boarding house
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now consists of four main houses: Walton, Langsford,
Burnside and Wesley, each having their own facilities, such
as house office, supper and common room etc. The two
newest houses are Walton and Langsford, which have the
better facilities at the moment, but in general, better
facilities have been provided all round. The changeover
was pretty hectic but everything went quite smoothly after a
while.
So on went the year and I must admit I couldn’t have
managed without the help of my prefects, Chris, Paula,
Jenny, Roz, Louise, Delys and Ann and the house staff,
Sister Walker, Mr. Trigg, Mrs. Agar and my room mate
Jenny.
Boarding school life is an unforgettable experience and
one that should be treasured by those who experience it.
While belonging to a large community, paradoxically, a

boarder is on her own. After coming away from home, a
boarder has to face many decisions, both major and minor
by herself and it’s no wonder that after five years of being a
boarder, one learns to be a lot more independent and
individual. With so many girls (160) living together, a few
problems and differences have arisen and will continue to do
so after I leave.
In the five years I was a boarder and one as being head
boarder, I found that these sorted themselves out and if they
didn’t then the great experience of boarding used to
compensate for them. So it is now with some regret that I
relinquish my position and wish next year’s prefects the
best of luck!
T. Purich
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M. Davis, Mr. & Mrs.
This year the guest speaker at the Year 12 Installation
Ceremony, held on February 17th, was Mr. Ian Manning,
the Secretary of the College Council. He was accompanied
by Mrs. Manning and we were grateful they were able to
attend an occasion memorable to us all, especially the girls
in Year 12.
After Dr. Hadley’s welcome in which he informed the
school of the Year 12’s responsibilities, he introduced Mr.
Manning who presented us with some very meaningful
thoughts.
Firstly Mr. Manning welcomed all the new girls to
Methodist Ladies’ College and assured them that they, like
all the girls who have spent their teenage years at M.L.C.,
will experience many happy and joyful years throughout a
period of learning and discovering, as well as being able to
enrich their lives in every possible field. He stated “There is
much to enjoy in secondary school teaching, particularly if
you are willing to give a little yourselves rather than have a
continual expectation of receiving.” This holds great truth
and as with everything one does ‘you only get out of life what
you put into it!’
Mr. Manning attended a conference at Macquarie
University in New South Wales with Dr. Hadley last year.
The topic was “School Governance in the F.ighties”. One
The Year 12’s wore their new badges . . .

Manning, J. Lewis
point which was clearly made at the conference is that the
school is a continuance of people. A school is not only made
up of books, buildings and budgets, it is an environment in
which girls learn to develop individual personalities through
contact with each other and the staff, in order to become
responsible members of the community.
Mr. Manning also emphasized that all the girls in Year 12
have a special responsibility, firstly to succeed socially and
academically, and secondly as examples for younger
students within the school. He concluded his speech by
adding “the staff all care for you because you are a person.
The way you respond and react to these people, and to your
fellow students will have a big bearing on the type of person
you will be at the end of your schooling.”
After his speech, Mr. Manning presented all the Year 12
girls with their badges, a symbol of authority within the
school. The Year 12’s were very fortunate to receive the
new Year 12 badge, on which names and positions of
authority were placed.
We thank Mr. & Mrs. Manning for attending the Year 12
Installation Ceremony — an event in our last school year
that we will all remember with pride.
Alison Forbes
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I welcome this opportunity to present my report for the
1982 School Year.
RELIGIOUS EDUCATION
Classes have been held for all years. I have appreciated
working with Mr. and Mrs. Trigg in this area, and have
enjoyed their co-operation and support. Teaching this year
has been more sacrificial than other years, due to the cost of
supplying coffee to my Year 12 class (not to mention the
biscuits).
I have enjoyed the enthusiasm of Year 8 and 9 students in
developing play readings for Chapel. The play readings on
the Old Testament character of David were particularly well
done.
SCHOOL FELLOWSHIP
We have endeavoured to maintain our weekly lunchtime
meetings, and have enjoyed some good singing and
discussion. A very nice experience for me was to share my
birthday cake with a fellowship group one lunchtime, even
though they complained about the lack of candles.
CAMPING
For the sixth successive year our first term camp was held
at Parkerville. A new development this year was the
canoeing on Lake Leschenaultia early Saturday morning. It
was a great experience being on that lake. Once again we
benefited from the leadership of Mr. & Mrs. Garde, Mr. &
Mrs. Broderick, Mr. & Mrs. Hart and Mrs. Thornber. At her
first fellowship camp was Mrs. Rolfe and we really enjoyed
her company, and that of her daughters.
The second term camp will be held at Daybreak Camp
farm near Baker’s Hill. This will be our first camp at this
venue. In the third term we hope to visit a country centre
with a small group and associate with a Uniting Church
service on the Sunday.
SOCIAL SERVICES
A social services club met in second term as part of the
leisure education activity. The group concentrated its visits
on the Home of Peace, Subiaco, the Norwich Centre and
the Princess Margaret Hospital. Apart from these visits the
group was involved in reflecting and discussing what
meanings the visits had to the group.
FORTY HOUR FAMINE
Some 40 girls spent the weekend of June 18-20 in Sumner
House for the famine, with many more observing the fast at
home. The weekend saw the girls involved in a number of
activities including roller skating, watching Claremont win
the football, viewing films and posing for the frequent visits
of the media. It was a good experience for everybody, and
this year (so far) we have raised $1,400.28 for the World
Vision Organisation. This amount is a record for us. Our
thanks go to Mrs. Molyneux and Grace Clark (old girl) for
their ready assistance with the weekend.
Money allocated from the 1981 Social Services
programme was as follows: Australian Kidney Association
$100; Salvation Army $50; Red Cross Society $50; St.
John’s Ambulance Brigade $50; Uniting Church Children’s
Home $50; Christmas Bowl Appeal $50; Association for the
Blind $50; W.A. Society for Crippled Children $50; Jesus
People Welfare Section $50; Slow Learning Group of W.A.
$50; and Diabetic Association of W.A. $50.
B. Thornber
The Year 12’s sang in Chapel . . .
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The winds of change have blown strongly through the
residential section of the school during the year.
Some minor parts of the old central building have
disappeared and in their place, new facilities for 22 boarders,
one senior resident supervisor and one assistant supervisor
have appeared. Most of this section has a magnificent view
over the river. Langsford House has been transformed from
a former classroom block to a home for 35 students and four
assistant supervisors. The old Burnside House, previously
occupied by 29 girls and a supervisor, no longer
reverberates noise of energetic youth.
The older designation of some areas as “Wings” has also
disappeared and four new ‘Houses’ have been created.
Langsford has retained its name although its function and
internal appearance has been changed. Walton House
includes the new section by the river and the former East
Wing. Wesley House incorporates the former West and
Middle Wings and new Burnside takes over the former
North Wing. Each house has its own office and phone and is
largely autonomous in operation.
The other significant change is in the arrangements for
“Prep” which is now done in the dormitory areas and not in
classrooms as previously. The new areas have excellent
facilities for study and we are working towards the provision
of similar facilities throughout all the houses. Senior staff
have been appointed as follows:—
Burnside House — Mrs. Agar
Langsford House — Mrs. Miller
Walton House — Mrs. Howell
Wesley House — Mrs. Walsh
Because of these changes, the role of the Warden is being
phased out and Mr. & Mrs. Trigg will move next year to the
Manse in Belmont, Geelong, Victoria, where Mr. Trigg will
become the minister of the Belmont (Regent St) Uniting
Church.
W. Trigg
24
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The new ‘Flora Landells Art Centre’ overlooking
Freshwater Bay (and kilometres more) is now in full swing.
Art students are able to work comfortably at drawing,
printing, jewellery or ceramics in this spacious environment.
Come up and see for yourself.

Keep looking,
J. Garde
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year 6 report
The move from primary school to high school was a big
one for all of us; no sooner had we reached the top rung of
primary school, when we once again found ourselves at the
bottom of the school ladder. As high school students we had
new responsibilities, and more was expected of our general
behaviour, attitude and contributions to the school
community. It was at first difficult adjusting to this, and the
new routine, but it was made easier with the Orientation
Weekend. This was an opportunity for all the new year eight
girls and their mothers to meet one another, and some of the
year eight staff. We were shown around the school and had
important details (such as where the canteen was located!)
pointed out to us. A lot of friendships were formed and an
enjoyable weekend was had by all.
Within a couple of months we were all settled in, and had
adapted to our new habitat. Mrs. Herman, as our head of
year, was very helpful and has always been willing to assist
with any problems we may have.
In March we attended a camp at Mandurah with the year
nines. This was a great deal of fun and everyone was sad
when it came to an end. Our days were filled with swimming,
sailing and many outdoor activities, and we also managed to
fit in some schoolwork. We visited some sights of
Mandurah, including an old pioneer home, which everyone
found interesting. On returning to school, we all had a lot to
talk about and reflect upon our Mandurah camp.
Throughout the year the year eights have been involved
in many activities. Many of us were in the swimming team,
and it is these team activities which really show the united
school spirit M.L.C. has. We were involved in the house
mimes and singing, for the first time, and many revealed
hidden talents! A lot of us also participated in the 40 hour
famine, and helped raise money for world vision. Year eight
also experienced their first Heather Lamont Festival which
everyone enjoyed. A lot of girls entered various sections and
many were pleased to gain places.
Recently we saw a play entitled “Year 9’s are animals”,
presented by a local theatre group from a year eight point of
view. Though we have all enjoyed year eight, we look
forward to next year, when we will no longer be at the
bottom of the school; and will be relieved of our job as‘chair
put-awayers’ after assembly each week!
Our future at M.L.C. looks bright and with the opening of
the new buildings, we certainly have beautiful surroundings
within which to work. M.L.C. offers more than just a place
to work however. It offers a large block upon which to build
our futures, academically, culturally and socially. How
much we contribute in the next few years will determine
how large a portion of this block will be ours to keep in the
future.
On the whole, year eights have enjoyed their first year at
M.L.C. very much. We have all learnt a lot about the world,
and perhaps more importantly about ourselves. We look
forward to next year and hope it brings as many exciting
adventures as year eight has.
G. Siueefing, S. Fry, L. Moxham, J. Hutcherson —
(with help from a Year 12)

There weren’t 300 stairs to go up and down at least 10 times
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a day . . .
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Thank goodness, “Chairs” are a thing of the past. We look
with glee at the Year 8’s labouring away after Assembly each
Wednesday.
Undoubtedly the most enjoyable part of the school year
has been the year eight and nine camp at the Mandurah
Holiday Village.
Three days of get-togetherness, yachting, swimming,
running, orienteering, trampolining, with a little bit of school
work thrown in. A suggestion we would like to make for next
year’s camp is, “All kids — no teachers!”
The title of Year 9 Champion Swimmer was a two-way
battle with Jenny Shaw finally taking the title from Nicole
Imberger who swam a close second. Year 9 added new
records to be broken in future interhouse swimming
carnivals.
In the field of Athletics the fame of Year 9 has been taken
to great heights, with the performance of Karen Shepherd
who competed in the State School Girl’s Championships in
Adelaide. Support from Year 9 girls has contributed to the
success of the M.L.C. Cross Country Team which won the
I.G.S.A. Championship held for the first time at Perry
Lakes.
We also feel quite proud of our success at the Heather
Lamont Festival. We had several winners in music, art and
craft, ballet, speech, photography and in the Miscellaneous
section.
The language students have the right idea. They conduct
their classes over French menus, German menus and
Indonesian menus — at French, German and Indonesian
restaurants. Even the Maths Department is getting into the
food act. For one week, Year 9 maths students held cake
stalls to raise money for Social Services. Food should be a
compulsory teaching aid for every subject!
Areas of further enrichment have been W.A. Week, the
play — “Year 9 are Animals” and the contribution of the
Year 9 choir performance at the W.A. University and the
Concert Hall.
We would like to congratulate our school on the very
successful opening of Connell and Walton House,
particularly as Connell House holds our form rooms.
And what would Christ Church do without all the Year 9
girls to help them in the production of their school play
‘Bunyip Island’ which will be performed early in third term.
Mr. Ballantyne has the unique privilege of being Head of
Year 9 much to the envy of the entire school, and we
appreciate his constant help and support.
Without a doubt Year9’s of 1982 are “THE GREATEST”.
by C. Krasenstein
K. Shepherd
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Tanya’s hair wasn’t in her eyes . . .

27

uozx-10 report
Year 10 has always been an “in between” for its students,
as we have found. We can be either the eldest juniors or the
youngest seniors, but whatever we are, we find it
interesting! Mixed in with our first real taste of serious study
and hard work, there is always an air of enjoyment amongst
us, if the activities in the lowest level of Sumner House are
anything to judge by. This area is Year 10 territory and is
infiltrated only by a brave few “others”, and by the Year 11
and 12 students who must use our stairs to reach their own
levels above. In the lowest level there is usually a
considerable amount of noise — possibly indicating
happiness?? — which reaches its peak at form time before
Mrs. Hardy has had a chance to fight her way in through the
mass of girls to unlock the doors to the classrooms off the
corridor.
But we’re not really a bunch of silly, noisy girls! This year,
we have managed to enjoy and achieve quite a lot. To start
the year, however, we missed out on the enjoyment of a
camp when the rest of the school, except Year 12, went on
little trips to Mandurah. Things looked good though when
Mrs. Woods told us of the week of work experience she was
kindly planning for us for late in second term. After hearing
of this news, everyone set about deciding to be veterinarians
— well, half of Year 10 did! At this stage of the year all
arrangements are settled and we are all looking forward to
this valuable week.
To top off all the excitement earlier in the year, Mrs.
Hardy announced that we could have our first, real
SOCIAL! However, nothing has ever arisen from that initial
statement somehow, but I’m sure some determined girls
can organise anything!
One of the most enjoyable days of the year for the whole
school is the “Heather Lamont Festival”. This year, we took
an active part in the festival — with many Year 10 musicians,
artists and actresses participating in various sections. A few
groups from year 10 decided to join the antics of the schools
most daring girls — in the miscellaneous section. I was lucky
enough to be involved in a “Grease” item, cleverly produced
by Juliette Smith, which won! Some other budding Year 10
actresses such as Libby Feutrill and Victoria Bladen have
been selected for parts in this year’s school production. Well
done!
On the sporting scene, many Year 10 girls have loyally
captained or participated in various teams this year. In
junior competition, the tennis team was led by Sue Joyce,
the Year 10 swimmers by Tonia Pratt, the netball by Liz
Pearson and the hockey team by Jane Penberthy.
Because there is so much emphasis in Year 10 on career
deciding and senior school subject selecting, the school
counsellors have provided us with an excellent career
planning programme in second term. I’m sure many of us
don’t mind sacrificing Leisure Education time to hear many
interesting guest speakers help us decide on our future.
Another new experience for us this year has been
Computer Education. This course, held mainly before or
after school, has proven to be very interesting and well
enjoyed — except when you’re caught by Mr. Beck for
forgetting to go!
So far we’ve encountered many good times and maybe
some bad, and we are ready to give Year 11 a go. However, I
can’t end without properly thanking “Mrs. Hardy — the
fierce” — who doesn’t always live up to her name! Our
Kit didn’t have a new hair colour . . .
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dedicated Head of Year has helped us through what can be
a difficult year for students. What would we have done
without her?
Jane Penberthy
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1982 began with everyone experiencing a little culture
shock at being thrust into Year 11 in which school suddenly
seems just that much more serious. There was the loss of
several girls who had left at the end of Year 10 and the
introduction of a number of new girls who have settled in
well.
In March first term, Mr. Farley organised a Year 11 camp
which was held at the Lazy Crab Holiday Village,
Mandurah. There were numerous facilities to keep us
occupied, including a swimming pool, sauna, surfeat and a
juke-box which was free and thus meant we were subjected
to Mr. Farley’s favourite, Billy Field’s “You weren’t in love
with me” innumerable times.
F.ach group of six girls had a chalet in which they slept and
cooked their own breakfast and lunches. During the four
days we were there, we had one or two lessons per day
which included history films, measuring trees in maths and
rolling around filthy concrete blindfolded, with arms and
legs tied, which were classed as F.nglish assimilation games.
One night we watched the film “When a Stranger Calls”
which resulted in one hundred and thirty girls screaming in
terror. Afterwards, a number of girls rode around to all the
chalets smearing vaseline on the doorknobs which made
them virtually impossible to open. Then, once we had
crawled into our beds, these girls returned, knocking gently
on the windows and whispering “Have you checked the
children?”
In July of second term, we held our Year 11 social to
which we could either take our own partners or take our
chances with the males invited from several different boys’
schools. Because we could not find a suitable band, we hired
a D.J. who proved somewhat unsatisfactory due to the fact
that his musical taste differed markedly from ours.
The hall was decorated in a “haunted house” theme
which was most effective. The side walls were draped in
black plastic on which Felicity Clarke and Susie Fisher, with
help (?) from Jacque McMeikan, painted haunted castles,
witches on broomsticks, devils, werewolves and various
other ghouls. The stage was scattered with old bones and
along the front were placed foam “tombstones”. The back
windows were covered in leafless branches and cobwebs
and looked most eerie. Thank you to all the girls who helped
organise the printing and selling of tickets and the
decorating of walls and also to Mr. Farley and his faithful
band of form teachers who supervised.
Year 11 girls have been busy in many different areas of
school life, including debating, choir and orchestra, house
singing and drama and swimming and athletics. Our
contribution to the Heather Lamont Festival was poor, but
hopefully next year that will change.
So, for we year elevens, 1982 so far has been full of
activity and plenty of hard work. This will be the case for
third term as well, for we will be taking over some of the year
twelves’ duties and it is rumoured that Mr. Farley has a
number of activities planned. There are also the inevitable
end of year exams to be faced, after which we will be year
twelves, and in our final year at Methodist Ladies’ College.
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Cathy S didn’t have a new hair cut . . .
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of the possibilities at the moment is JT and the Jazzmen — a
more mature and experienced band. But is “Hands Up” and
the Beach Boys really Year 12 Ball Material? Fatherly advice
is always welcomed, especially from our mentor and
esteemed leader — Dr. Hadley. Now everyone is fully aware
of what is an undesirable partner, I’m sure all girls will take
careful note and the long awaited event will be a great
success.
I must return to that ominous cloud referred to earlier.
The dreaded TAF. is just around the corner, not to mention
the ‘Mock’. It does not help matters when one is informed
that the weeks just fly by in Term 3. There are those
dedicated students who spend the weekend curled up with
a nice thick history book but there are those who just
cannot seem to curtail their social activities. We poor girls!
For seventeen long years we have struggled to survive in
this harsh world and then we just seem to miss out on
everything. Just the year we are leaving, M.L.C. opens her
wonderful new buildings and there is talk of revising the
T.A.F.. Dreadful pity isn’t it? I really do think some people
should have a little more consideration. Still, life wasn’t
meant to be easy.
Year Twelve wouldn’t have been the same without the
continual help and encouragement of Mr. Godwin who has
always been around when we needed him!
I look back on my five years at one of Perth’s most
exclusive girls’ schools with fond memories. (Will we ever
recover?). But of course there are a few girls who have
graced this establishment for twelve long years. Always
wondered why they were a little strange. I am convinced
that all Year 12’s fervently believe that the best days of their
lives were spent at school.
Clare
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Finally, we, one of the rather rebellious years to pass
through the corridors of this famed college reach the top —
the top floor of Sumner House that is. The fact that we were
now Year 12’s and would soon finish school forever became
increasingly overshadowed by that big, black, base
raincloud that held our futures in its icy clutches.
The installation of the Year 12’s, the gala ceremony that it
was, provided a few surprises. Is M.L.C. finally emerging
from its fossilised cocoon? Yes — I think there are definite
possibilities — “Metallic Magic” name badges could only be
the beginning. But, woe, this did not prove to be a popular
choice. Complaints came flowing in. Not only did 99% of the
Year 12’s object to their names being plastered across their
chests, but the badge, in no way, identified one with our
gracious institution. (Never heard that one before girls. Ten
out of ten for effective use of the Language of Persuasion.)
Popular opinion beat the establishment and we were issued
with the old Year 12 “cabbage” badge, complete with the
school crest.
True blue, dinky die Aussies are becoming an endangered
species up on the top floor. There are a couple of GermanAmerican hybrids scattered about, an American, another
German, a crazed Frenchwoman, a Chilean (often
conspicuous by her absence), an Indian, a few Malaysians
and other members of the Asian race and ... the list goes on.
Regina and those loveable sisters Kirsten and Karen, may
be seen lurking in corners conversing in German. No more
“giddays!” — “Guten Tag” echoes throughout the
corridors.
The Class of ’82 certainly does not lack its personalities. If
you are brave enough to fight your way through the
whistling kettles you may just be privileged enough to catch
a glimpse. Being the elite, the creme de la creme should be
all the incentive needed for those of the lower school.
Some girls are renowned for their diplomacy. Kathy
Young has an extremely loud whisper. Kathy turned various
shades of crimson when her theory that Mrs. Palmer had
turned to teaching only in desperation due to the fact that
there isn’t much call for strippers, was overheard by the
person in question. Such occurrences bring back sweet
memories of our youth. Who were those girls who, inspired
by “Raiders of the Lost Ark” scrawled I LOVE YOU across
their eyelids and then fluttered them at Mr. Claffey? Were
their actions based on truth I wonder? Or was it that Mr.
Claffey was being hailed as the new Indiana Jones. No year
would be complete without its gossips. Poor Debbie — just
can’t resist the temptation, can we? In years to come we
may all reminisce over such frivolous occasions. Who could
forget Kim’s “It’s such a personal thing”, Noodle’s vibrant
personality or Finola’s cackle?
A serious matter for consideration was that question Sue
Campbell (affectionately known as “Campo”) had been
asking herself since Year 10 — “Who shall I take to the Year
12 ball??” Now who was it that thought of bribing the most
gorgeous male in Perth with $100? Yes, none other than that
girl who languishes in the glory of red hair — Cathy
Silverman. A more important question in some girls’ minds
is, “What will I wear?” Joy and Jo offered a few suggestions.
Somehow I think a sexy pair of bikinis would be subject to a
few raised eyebrows or induce a couple of coronaries.
Another controversial topic is the question of a band. One
Mr. Godwin didn’t have a couple or three things to tell us ...
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The Old Girls’ Association of M.L.C. is alive and
functioning well, thanks to the interest, enthusiasm and
stalwart support of past pupils whose years of attendance at
the College range from the most recent school leavers to
some who remember with clarity and awe Miss Maud
Connell, Principal of M.L.C. from 1908 to 1913.
When it was realised in March that the O.G.A. might be
forced to go into recess, offers of assistance came from as
far afield as Great Britain and Malaysia.
Penelope Eagle volunteered to organise this year’s
Annual Dinner, held in July at the Cottesloe Civic Centre.
140 Old Girls enjoyed the informal atmosphere of the
evening, a highlight of which was the impromptu singing of
both the ‘new’ and the ‘old’ School Song! Our special guests
were the Patrons of the Association, Dr. and Mrs. Hadley,
and Mr. and Mrs. Walter Shepherd.
Earlier in the year Old Girls and their families gathered at
the Greenmount home of Mr. and Mrs. Shepherd to
congratulate them on the occasion of their Golden Wedding
Anniversary.
Other functions and activities have included a Christmas
Cocktail Party at the Cottesloe Civic Centre in November;
a Fashion Parade and supper at Tawarri Lodge in March; a
reunion of 1968 leavers, which took the form of a luncheon
at the Mediterranean Restaurant, attended by 80 girls. In
August the South West Branch of the O.G.A. held a
luncheon at the Geographe Motel, Busselton, organised by
Kath Evans. And in October M.L.C. was host at the
Combined Independent Schools’ Old Girls’ Golf Day at the
W.A. Club.
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On the 9th of July many Old Girls took the opportunity of
the official opening of the new buildings to visit the school
and admire the latest accommodation and facilities. At the
social gathering which followed, memories were revived —
of the old gym and on the cliff; the first science lab; Miss
Flora LandelFs art classes; and mad scrambles down the cliff
path for swimming lessons in the river baths!
The O .G. A. looks forward to the activities planned for the
celebration next year of the 75th Anniversary of the
foundation of the College and hopes to welcome many past
students to a variety of functions. A display cabinet has been
purchased for the Old Girls’ Annexe to the Gertude Walton
Memorial Building and, hopefully, memorabilia of former
school days, will be donated or loaned for exhibition.
We welcome new members at all times. A Life
Membership costs $30.00 and annually the fee is $3.00.
Membership ensures receipt of the Newsletter which keeps
you up to date with school and Association events. Old Girls
whose daughters are attending, or will be attending M.L.C.,
might like to consider joining our Committee. It is an
enjoyable way to renew friendships, gain an insight into
current developments of the school life, and to make a
worthwhile contribution to the perpetuation of the M.L.C.
school spirit.
Congratulations to the winner of the O.G.A. Prize for
1982 and to the current holders of O.G.A. scholarships,
Nicolette Ward in Year 8 and Dianne McNee in Year 11.
Best wishes to students, staff and parents for the holiday
season and, in particular, to those members of the school
family who have so recently made the transition from school
girl to Old Girl, your Association wishes you success and
happiness in whatever you undertake.

(b) To be available for consultation with the Principal on
his invitation with the object of increasing the
efficiency of the College as an educational establish
ment and to afford assistance to this end.
(c) To organize social activities designed to promote the
general welfare of the College.
(d) To provide assistance to the staff at College sports
meetings and in the teaching of approved extra
curricular subjects.
(e) To maintain close liaison with the College Council
and generally assist it in promoting the interests of the
College.
(f) To raise funds and expend them for the purpose of
carrying the foregoing objects into effect.
Many mothers who support the running of the school
canteen I am sure would agree that Peggy Graham, Ailsa
Farmer and Noelle Bownes are deserving of an extra
thankyou for their fine work.
It is the combined support given by the Ladies’
Committee, led by Mary Kiel, the canteen, the clothing
exchange and the general committee that provides most of
the material and social support for the school.
The Association receives strong support from Dr. Hadley
and his wife, Lillian, who both play an active role in all
aspects of our work. Dr. Hadley is always willing to listen
and to advise as to how best our efforts can be directed to
maximise efficiency of the school and benefit the girls. The
achievements of a material nature most noticeable over the
last two years, and provided by major fund-raising events
such as the 1980 school Fete, have been the provision of a
school computer, at a cost of $19,000, and the recently
completed Sports Storage shed. These two major items
represent only half of the total funds spent. All departments
and Barclay House have been the recipients of large and
small items, from a kiln for the Art Department, sporting
equipment, musical instruments and a new curtain for the
stage in Bosisto Hall.
The social activities arranged, including last year’s Indian
Cultural Evening and the “Sundowner”, this year’s
gathering in support of the Opening of new teaching areas
and boarding facilities, and the recent Super Quiz Night,
offered opportunity for parents and staff to share their
common interest in the girls’ education.
Currently we are planning our support for the school’s
historic celebrations — the 75th Anniversary of its
foundation in 1907.
One early sign of involvement has been the publishing of
the Anniversary Cook Book, and the printing of tea-towels
for sale as Christmas gifts.
Next year we will be arranging events including a family
sports day and a special cultural evening at His Majesty’s
Theatre, as highlights of what will be a very busy year for
Methodist Ladies’ College.
A big “thankyou” to all Year 12 girls and parents who have
contributed to the school over many years, and we look
forward to 1983 with excitement and anticipation.

report
Parents taking an active interest in their children’s
education by playing a role in the several arms of the Parents
& Friends’ Association at Methodist Ladies’ College, would
agree with my feelings as to the rewarding nature of this
involvement. Being fee-paying parents does not negate our
duty to support the Principal and his staff, whose labours we
expect will be leading our children to be well prepared for
{heir future in the wider community.
The efforts of these parents are, I am sure, sometimes
aiccepted by others without real awareness of the benefits
being provided for all girls, both present and future.
The school was indeed lucky to have had in John and Gay
Cruickshank, two people who, over many years, did so
much for the school. John, as the last President of the P. &
F. Association, laid the foundation for the current success of
our Committee and its achievements.
In passing comment on the work of others who give so
much to the school, the convener of the highly successful
Clothing F.xchange, Morwena Young, deserves much credit
for her continuing and enthusiastic contribution.

D.F. BIDDLES,
President,
Parents’ & Friends’ Association

For those parents whose interest in their girls’ education
and whose time would allow a more active role with the P. &
F. I will list the constitutional aims and objectives of the
Association:
(a) To create opportunities for parents and teachers to
become more closely acquainted in order to
facilitate the discussion of subjects of mutual interest.
Samantha’s kettle wasn’t in great demand . . .

The Big Shots are only the
Little shots who keep on shooting
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Although the attendance was not outstanding, discussion
has been very profitable. We decided to elect an executive
council of girls only, whose purpose is to discuss and collate
topics so that when the S.R.C. meets, we could present the
general school feeling about an issue and take some action,
instead of much discussion eventuating to little. This has not
yet been as successful as hoped. I am sure if the idea is
pursued, it will be an effective body to expedite proceedings.
This year we saw the introduction of the Gold Year 12
badges. These were accepted but most of the girls preferred
the silver badges previously presented. As a result of the
S.R.C., Dr. Hadley and Mrs. Synnott heard the overall view
of both Year 11 and 12 and a motion was passed
reintroducing the silver badge.
The introduction of a Leaving Certificate has come about
from a request at a meeting. Most girls approved of the idea
as many girls don’t have any memento of their schooling
years at M.L.C.
We also discussed ideas for souvenirs for the school’s
75th Anniversary next year. Currently, we are considering
amendments to the rules for wearing of sports uniform and
also the availability of school windcheaters for all
interschool teams.
So far, the S.R.C. has had an interesting year and I hope it
will continue for the remainder. Jill Green deserves much
credit for the great job she does as Secretary, taking notes
and typing up agendas and minutes. The S.R.C. is a valuable
body with more power than most girls realize. I hope in the
future, this council carries on and grows in importance
within the school.

ART CAMP REPORT

‘‘Don’t The Boarders Eat Quickly” or “Seagull Attack”
Only the privileged and elite Year 12 art students will
know the relevance of this title for this art camp dossier (and
title of our homemade film). If you ever eat in the boarding
house you too will be in awe as to why they are not suffering
from indigestion.
Much was achieved on the creative side with most
prodigies completing one elective. We discovered much
about capsicums, atomisers, overhead projectors, fictitious
animals and iron oxides from two welcome visitors, Myra
Staffa and David Woodland. Thanks also to our regulars
Mr. Garde and Miss Smith.
We all gossiped, danced, sang and worked late into the
night. (About 2 people were at Sunday breaky — the rest
missed out on the soggy toast.) Kim and Cathy entertained
us with their ‘Mickey’ routine. We marvelled at Finola’s
finger disappearing act and the subsequent mercy dash to
the hospital by Wendy. Noodles was most amusing.
Not only did we pay for the food but also for the honour to
humour the boarders. We’re not going to be artists but
instead ... comediennes. Do you put the cutlery in the blue
or white placci container? And when do you serve the
peaches? (How were we supposed to know there was ice
cream?)
The results of this memorable and profitable weekend
have been seen at the Art Exhibition or just look out for the
radishes across my breast (or the leaves on Kirsten’s
underwear).

Tanya Court

Jacquie Lewis
CUNDERDIN FRENCH SOCIETY
It began at 2.30 (presque) on the train platform in Perth,
as the 7 angelic M.L.C. girls (Debbie, Fiona, Marion, Alison,
Fiona, Mercedes, Linda) attending the camp, viewed the
other 52 (39 girls, 13 boys: 0.283 each!!) with scepticism and
doubt (severe doubt!). Thank goodness, this scepticism
proved unjust (in most cases!). We banded together for
about 5 days of bread-eating, broadening our French
vocabulary, and preparing ourselves for the debut of our
French acting careers, which took place on Wednesday
night. A number of us are still trying to destroy the
photographic evidence! Amongst the lessons, which, sadly
enough, had to be, were energetic (and often dangerous!)
games of volleyball, frisbee and tennis (and ‘annoy the pigs!’)
in which all were enthusiastically involved.
5 days, 5 loaves of bread, 10 hours sleep, 40 new friends,
and a lot of new words later, we turned our backs on the
cold showers, smelly pigs, scummy toilets and insane
personalities and hit the train station.
After a raucous, autograph signing, ‘yellow submarine’
singing, 2 hour train trip, which was somewhat different
from the one at the start of the week, we met the Perth train
platform. Hugs and kisses were exchanged all round and we
all went our separate ways.
Zut alors! (presque)

Marion

—

Year 12

Alison F didn’t laugh hysterically at anything vaguely funny.. 32
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VOLLEYBALL REPORT
The 1982 Volleyball season began with sufficient girls to
fill four teams. Unfortunately by the time matches
commenced, the numbers had dropped and we ended up
with three senior teams. The final overall placing of M.L.C.
in the competition was third on the table. The senior A drew
for 3rd place with St. Hilda’s and Penrhos, senior B also
gained 3rd place with Iona, and the C team held 2nd place
with St. Hilda’s and Iona. Thanks goes to Mrs. Hughes for
supporting and coaching us.

TENNIS REPORT
Yes, M.L.C. has at last emerged from its cocoon to
become one of the tennis greats. With breathtaking displays
of athletic ability we managed to triumphantly win the
overall competition and take home the trophy from a rather
startled St. Mary’s. The Senior ‘B’ must also be congratulat
ed for winning their pennant.
A new face appeared on the tennis scene this season —
that face belonging to Miss Mitchell who together with Mrs.
MacKintosh effectively trained our victorious teams. They
deserve much thanks for their hard work and support.
Now that M.L.C. has reached the pinnacle of success on
the tennis court I expect that I.G.S.A. trophy to remain
resplendent within the walls of M.L.C. for many years to
come. Despite the loss of the brilliant year twelves I am sure
the budding young tennis stars of the future will assure
M.L.C. of success.

Clare

—

Roz

—

Year 12
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Volleyball Senior A
Back: R. Crosby, S. Tough, M. Davis, J. Langmead
Front: A. Donaldson, A. Heitman

Tennis Senior A
Back: R. Harris, J. Campbell, J. Guelfi, Miss Mitchell
Front: A. Forbes, C. Joyce, R. Merifield, A. Hill
Absent: L. Salau

Heather didn’t have her nose in a book . . .
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GYMNASTIC REPORT

All the wriggling, writhing and turning inside-out that took
place in our very own Bosisto Hall, (did you realize what
you’ve been missing?) was to a worthy and good cause. The
M.L.C. gymnasts, under the motherly training of Mrs.
Fletcher and the not-quite-so motherly hand of Laura
Elridge were very successful at the interschool gym
competition and the State schoolgirls’ competition, in both
of which 2 or 3 teams were entered.
In the State schoolgirls’, the junior sets team won 1st
place and the senior voluntaries won 2nd place. In the
Interschool competition, M.L.C. gained a 2nd, 3rd, 4th and
5th place, and an overall 4th.
Congratulations are due to Jane Ferguson and Sybil
Wishart, who gained 1st and 2nd place respectively in the
School Championships. The junior champion was Judith
Mercer.
1 hope to see a great turnup next year, because it really is
great fun and good exercise (for those weight watchers and
fitness fanatics in our midst!) Good luck for next year,
although I’m more than sure you won’t need it!
Marion and Sybil

HOCKEY REPORT

This year’s senior A hockey got off to a great start when
your skilful team gunned down the first half of the schools
we were up against. Unfortunately our luck tapered off
towards the end of the season and our skill and
determination was no match against a few of the other
teams. The team as a whole played with much co-operation
and each team member worked hard to the end. The B, C
and D teams faced the same problem as the A, but the spirit
and determination was there the whole way and M.L.C.
came third overall. Thanks to all who played and helped.
Thisbe Punch

Hockey Senior A

Back: T. Hyder, J. Martin, J. Chester, R. Harris, S. Slater,
T. Purich
Front: M. Inglis, H. Rolinson, J. Green, B. Nield, P. White,
E. Dare

GYM TEAM

Back Row: J. Atterby, M. Wishart, O. Elliott
Front Row: S. Wishart, M. Davis, J. Ferguson
Charlie Farley wasn’t waiting for newly boms . . .
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BASKETBALL
Basketball was the game of the year, for anyone watching
that is. All you saw was arms and legs flying everywhere and
occasionally the odd basketball zooming past our
spectacular players without being touched. Do you think we
could do anything right?
The Senior ‘A’ consisted of Delys Davis who would send
the occasional ball up to the bucket hoping the backboard
would be in the vicinity of the shot, Katrina Boyd who would
only get her set shots in if promised a lolly, Penny Hunt who
would panic if she was put on a tall player, Julie Baker who
would take three steps and be at the other end of the court,
Sharon Beer who under pressure would try and take off a
beetroot, Wendy Samuels who would always take off Billy
our Yanky coach, Mamie Hutchinson who tried to take on
all the opposition at once, Marianne Horne who was
convinced the ‘M’ technique would always work if only we
tried, then there’s me, well, I don’t think I’ll comment on that
one.
Well, with this spectacular team on our side we only
managed to win two games. But I’m sure all of our teams
have had a great season and those who will be here next
year will play again.
Kaye Garmony

NETBALL
M.L.C. proved to be successful in the interschool netball
competition, winning the overall shield.
The season began enthusiastically with many senior and
junior players keen to represent the school. The task of
selecting four senior teams, five junior teams and four Year
8 teams was obviously a difficult one, as there were many
talented netballers vying for positions. (Perhaps a healthy
indication of what was to come.)
Trials finished early in Term 2, teams were selected and
training got underway and continued throughout the
season, although the early morning training didn’t seem to
impress some of the less dedicated players. Congratulations
to the Year 8’s who withstood the cool temperatures and
attended early morning training every week.
The senior A, C, D and junior B teams all won their
respective pennants. It was a very well deserved result and a
tribute to the spirit of both players and coaches.
Special thanks and appreciation must go to our two highly
devoted coaches, Mrs. Hughes and Miss Wadsworth for
their tremendous support and encouragement. It was their
enthusiastic approach which helped instil the determination
and discipline shown by most players.
Overall the season was once again enjoyable. Congratu
lations to all netballers, keep up every effort and best wishes
for the future.
Robyn Merifield
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BASKETBALL SENIOR A
Back Row: K. Boyd, M. Hutchinson, Julie Baker
Front Row: S. Beer, D. Davis, K. Garmony
Absent: M. Horne, W. Samuels, P. Hunt

Netball Senior A
Back: J. Lewis, P. Hallam, A. Hill, J. Donnan
Front: P. Creighton, R. Merifield, F. Thorpe
Arianne was saying the right thing at the right time . . .
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Early one morning in the warm month of January about
30 girls took the plunge into icy water. Under the guidance
of Miss Wadsworth and the persuasive pressure of Ruth
Hadley they swam. A week later coach Alex Duperouzel
joined the effort to produce superswimmers; and they swam
and they swam and they swam . . .
When school began they took short breaks from
swimming to attend lessons and then it was back into the
water again. Some dedicated canteen ladies provided
sustenance in the form of toasted sandwiches and hot
chocolate to keep the swimmers going. Despite the
vigorous training sessions, girls arrived from everywhere to
participate and what the team may have lacked in
superstars, they made up for in enthusiasm and vigour.
On the evening of the 25th of February, all swimmers and
non-swimmers alike gathered to do battle in the icy waters
of the Christ Church Grammar School pool. The
competition was dramatic but the Romans took the lead
early and fought hard to hang on to score 314 points and win
by 21 points. Troy put up a spirited fight and gained 293
points. The Spartans (257) and the Corinthians (221%)
gained 3rd and 4th respectively and Athens (210) and
Olympia (195%) followed closely. The evening was very
successful as the weather was fine and everyone enjoyed
themselves thoroughly.
More vigorous training and the results of the interhouse
swim provided a great team of hardworking swimmers.
The Interschool Competition proved a little too tough for
M.L.C. this year but all the swimmers contributed their best
performances. Miss Davenport, Winnie the Bear (our
mascot), Alex Duperouzel and most especially Miss
Wadsworth supported the team tremendously and it was
great to see many old girls supporting the school as well.

The final scores were: P.L.C. (387), St. Mary’s (334), M.L.C.
(283), St. Hilda’s (224), Penrhos (225), J.T.C. (221), Iona
(205) and Perth College (174). The year eights won their
pennant and the year nines were runners up.
However, the loss did not seem to dampen anyone’s
spirits too much and judging by the jubilation at the party
afterwards all must have had a fairly good time.
It has been an honour to be captain of such an
enthusiastic and wonderful team especially under coaches
such as Miss Wadsworth and Alex Duperouzel. It has been
said before and will be said again: “We really will win next
year!”
Sue Morris
SWIMMING TEAM
Back Row: S. Wishart, S. Morris, S. Tough, M. Inglis,
K. Mostyn, P. Hallam, M. Hutchinson, D. Davis, A. Forbes,
J. Kelsall, M. Sedgwick, I. Kiel, C. Eckersley
Row 2: M. Whyte, M. Tough, L. Sparrow, F. Clarke,
J. Donnan, F.. Dare, S. Fisher, L. Hardy, C. Cowden,
S. Campbell, M. Nalder, R. Merifield
Row 3: M. Wishart, J. Penberthy, J. Hughes, T. Pratt, A.
Wheatley, P. Hanrahan, D. Forward, T. Sabitay, S. Biddles,
K. Johnston, K. Hislop, M. Taylor
Row 4: J. Shaw, M. Diffen, W. Duperouzel, N, Imberger, S.
Mostyn, A. Birch, V. Walker, M. Pascoe, V. Jones, T.
Jones, P. Thomson, L. Rogers, A.M. Sparrow
Row 5: S. Thorpe, N. Whyte, S. Ullrich, K. F.lsey, S. Moore,
C. McGeachie, J. Fayle, S. Balfe, F.. Hanrahan, P.
Creighton
Row 6: J. Chiswell, K. Manning, M. Power, A. Christie, R.
McKenzie, N. Cox, S. Hadley, E. Fischer, J. Sutcliffe, K.
Jarvis
Absent: S. Green, A. Webb, M. Halbert, J. Stokes, J. Bond,
G. Sweeting, S. Jay, B. Willis, S. Aldworth, E. Waterhouse,
V. Aikins
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Debbie wasn’t wearing her bracelets

were contested by eight schools on Saturday, the 26th
September, M.L.C. won twenty first places (breaking eight
records), with second place in a further fifteen events. There
were many outstanding performances including those by
Jayne Beasley, Diane Nash, Christianne Cowden, Elizabeth
Dare, Jane Nash, Jodie Leslie and others. We hope that this
championship standard of performance will be maintained
for some years to come.

aktyefcitit
The Inter House athletics were held on Tuesday, 10th
August. The fine weather added to the attraction of the day.
The girls provided great competition and there was an
excellent standard. The struggle ended with a win to
Corinth, followed close behind by Athens, third place went
to Rome, fourth place to Olympia, fifth went to Troy
followed by Sparta.
Trophies and medals were awarded to the following girls:
Year 11/12
Champion — J. Beasley
Runner-up — C. Cowden
Year 10
Champion — M. Taylor
Runner-up — P. Odgers
Year 9
Champion — J. Chiswell
Runner-up — K. Shepherd
Year 8
Champion — F.. Boetcher
Runner-up — S. Thorpe.
Overall it was a great day. Training for the Inter School
Athletics has started enthusiastically and things are looking
up with a strong chance for M.L.C. Good luck!

Cricket
The School Cricket team won the State School Girls’
Cricket Tournament for the first time in 1981 — Louise
Hillam was the Captain, and these girls made up the team:—
Caryn F.lsegood, Julie Howlett, Cindy Evans, Paula Whyte,
Julie Donnan, Emma Waterhouse, Jodie Leslie, Marnie
Pascoe, Bronwyn Jones and Bronwyn Able.
M.L.C. has participated in this competition for the past
seven years or so, and with slow but steady progress the
1st XI has moved up the Competition ladder until they finally
won the Premiership. This level of play was achieved with a
great deal of hard work and training by the girls whenever it
was possible to do so. The first step towards success was
taken when Mrs. F.. Fitzgerald, an ex-F.ngland player and a
very busy Architect, kindly agreed to coach the team. She
gave freely of her time and expertise and fitted in extra
sessions despite her own busy schedule. All those who
played in the team will miss her now that she has retired, for
she instilled in the girls that many things are “not Cricket”
both on and off the pitch!!
The team has been, and still is, very ably managed by a
very keen and capable Mrs. Nixon, who has the arduous
task of organizing everything, and who is helped, whenever
possible by Mr. Swingler. M.L.C. is looking forward to
another successful season and will be hard at training again
as soon as possible.

Ingrid Kiel

WALTER SHEPHERD RESEARCH CENTRE
Have you seen the sticker on the door of the Librarian’s
office “Bibliotheken sind vielseitig” (Libraries are versatile)?
Herewith a few examples:
We run, every first term, a course for all Year 8’s who
come to the Research Centre one period each week to be
instructed in the Hows and Whys of the library; we back this
with a short refresher course in Y ear ll;wetrytokeepour3
display boards looking colourful; we help the girls with their
research; at the request of teachers we arrange small
exhibits of books on a certain subject; we are always on the
lookout for new material, be it books, magazines, filmstrips,
newspapers, cassettes, posters, pamphlets or whatever and
last, but not least, we buy and process hundreds of books
each term. This year we had a welcome additional influx of
new titles thanks to the books donated at the official
opening of the new buildings in July; this idea came from the
P&F.
Silent reading, a new scheme which involves the whole
school, seems to be going well and we hope this will be
continued for many years to come.
Our Audio Visual Diary, in which the teaching staff make
their bookings for videotapes to be seen by the students,
shows what occupies teachers’ minds; a selection at
random:— Hughes — Study of sleep; Woods — Buying a
car; Garde — Feelings; Lord — Be like me; Fischer —
Having a baby — and many more.
Did anyone say “versatile”? The Research Centre? We
sure try to be!

Jane Beasley

IN RETROSPECT
A Comment on 1981 Inter School Softball,
Athletics and Cricket
Softball
1981 proved to be another successful year for the School
Softball teams. M.L.C. fielded ten teams and won seven of
the ten available pennants and therefore won the Overall
Trophy. The School has maintained a high standard of play
due to the unfailing efforts of Miss Wadsworth. M.L.C. has
surrendered the Overall Trophy only once in the last
thirteen years — proof of good play and good coaching.

Athletics
The School fielded one of the strongest Athletic Teams
for many years and gained a close second position at the
Inter-school Athletic Meet — of the fifty eight events that
Mr. Broderick didn’t ride his bike to school . . .
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Year 12 Class of ’82 Here-by Pledges in its last will and
testament being of sound mind and body, the follow
ing:—
to Dr. Hadley
700 maidens indoctrinated to perfection
to Mrs. Synnott
A sophisticated bugging system
to Mrs. ten Raa
A tape recording of ‘quiet girls’
to Mr. Thornber
An R.E. class with 100% attendance
to Mrs. Hardy
A new set of feathers
to Mr. Farley
A baby that comes on time
to Mr. Row
A gift voucher for Cartier
to Mr. Wilkins
Skipper of the Bounty
to Mr. Ballantyne
A Broadway Hit!
to Mrs. Downing
A lab coat to match her car
to Mrs. Glenister
An illuminated copy of Mein Kampf
to Mr. Stanton
Braces
to Miss Pride
A ‘ninth’ of Beethoven
to Mr. Claffey
A harem of figures
to Mrs. Hollyock
A coffee vendor on level 3
to Mr. Ford
An immortal sweater-knitting Nanny
to Mr. Swingler
A class who laugh at his jokes
to Mr. Soliman
A never-ending supply of spearmint
to Mr. Godwin
A beautiful secretary for every office
to Mr. & Mrs. Trigg
Good beginning, middle and end ‘back home’
to Mr. Broderick
Luminous training wheels
to the Sports staff
M.L.C. winning every pennant
to The Chapel
A dispenser of free hymn books
Joanne Kessell and Joy Kuchler — Year 12

DEATH
The old man sat in his old jarrah rocking chair that he had
carved when he was fifty years younger. He gently rocked
backwards and forwards. Every now and then he would
grab the quilted rug that his wife had made for him before
she died, so that it didn’t slip off his knees.
His face was wrinkled like an old prune, the wrinkles, like
deep grooves in his forehead. His eyes, a very deep blue
were gradually filling with tears as he thought about his long
loved wife. His white hair resembling snow on a mountain
was entangled in the man’s frustrated hands.
The room was silent, only the sound of the fire crackling in
the hearth filled the room. The old man’s cat stirred on “his
mat”.
The old man leaned back in his chair, raised his head
towards the roof and took his last breath. Once again
everything was silent, a log moved in the fire and everything
was still; a deathly stillness filled the room.
Rosalie Pederick — Year 10

FRIENDSHIP
Friendship is when you can show
Your feelings to one another.
A friend is someone like you,
I can talk to you.
You sit and listen
You understand me
What more do I need from you?
The only thing I want is for
Yours and my friendship to last
Forever and ever
Because I need you
I really do.
Merrilee McClelland

—

Year 9

There is so much beauty in a
silver, shining cobweb.
How it gently sways in the
fresh morning air, droplets
of water falling from it,
nourishing the tiny weeds below.
How it sparkles, as the rays of sunlight
fall upon the dew soakened threads.
How it is used as a trap to catch
the unaware insects for a delightful meal.
So much beauty until you see the huge
black, hairy monster perched in the
centre, ready to pounce upon the
tiniest creature from its tiniest
movement on the network of threads.
Anon

The M.L.C. French class wasn’t having “chats” with
Christchurch . . .

WARREN 63: Superfamily (6) Popularia Loudmoutharia
Species Characteristics: Constantly discussing weekend —
of what they “did” or “didn’t” do. Represented by large
leader of Germanic-American descent. Prominent record
ing of black matter affectionately known as “mascara”.
Leadership threatened by prima-donna type behaviour of
another member. Constantly chanting to one another
“Murray Warton loves you!”
Superfamily (7) Bookwormia
Species Characteristics: Our scientists failed to notice
anything remarkable. Constantly reading. Leader was
bright and cheery (resembled a certain teacher . . . ). No
conversation recorded however, as nothing was said.
WARREN 64: Superfamily (8) Hrootentoonaria
Species Characteristics: Startling observation made. Our
cameras did not gain any “Footage” as the light meter could
not take the glare. Three members possessed red masson
cranium that projected glare. All to be found at Steve
Nicholls’ house on Sunday afternoon, criticising “Blob” or
“Ads”. Conversation: “Who am I going to take to the ball?”
and “Don’t you think that ‘Disco Deb’ should be a
stuntwoman for Brooke Shields? That’s if she ever makes
another movie”.
Superfamily (9) Weirdaria
Species Characteristics: Apparently these were the
extroverts of the “class”. Fluttering eyelashes and posing
for photos seem to be the two main activities this group was
obsessed with. Commented: “When I have tea with the
Queen . . .”
Superfamily (10) U.N.Y.A. aria
Species Characteristics: Their lives are apparently revolved
around saving the world. Common breeding habits took
place with other UNYAarians of the opposite sex. Found on
the weekends at: UNYA functions, UNYA meetings,
UNYA social gatherings, UNYA fund raising groups and
UNYA organisation rallies. Leader asked us, “Would you
like to buy a ticket or two for the UNYA quiz night?”
N.B. One particular species gained our utmost interest.
Superfamily (11) Noodlearia
Species Characteristics: A species so unique that there is
only one of the kind. (We are thinking seriously of having it
preserved). This species is a do-it-yourself animal. It is to be
found either doing maths or Roller-Hockey Skating, it must
be ambidextrous as it constantly mutters to itself in weird
sounds. (A halo of growth around the head may explain the
weird behaviour).

'ou asked Pot it
This week, the daring and incredible ‘YOU ASKED FOR IT’
team ventures into the savage and primitive habitat on the
banks of the Swan, Western Australia. By now, you may
have guessed. Where else could our adventures take us
other than the kingdom of ‘M.L.C.’, inhabited by the
illiterate members of the ‘phylum’ ‘Methodistia Ladiestia’.
Our main interest lies in the ‘subphylum’ fond of high
altitudes (especially the third Storeys of buildings!). We
found them at feeding time and caught them just in time to
observe their splendid and unique methods of survival
(which include and rely on the act of caffeine intake). This
‘subphylum’ is scentifically named annus duodecimus.
It is odd to find that each ‘class’ of the ‘subphylum’ retreats
into specially marked warrens. The particular ‘class’ that
our ‘YOU ASKED FOR IT’ team sought is called ‘class’
number eighty-two, ‘T.A.F.. Yearia’ and possess certain
evolutionary characteristics that have enabled them to
survive harsh and unexplained conditions, of twelve years,
to reach this position.
The first warren we entered was marked ‘warren sixtyone’.
Here are the notes recorded by our brave, courageous and
bold scientists:
KINGDOM: M.L.C. PHYLUM: METHODISTIA
LADIESTIA: SUBPHYLUM: annus duodecimus
CLASS: T.A.E. YEARIA
WARREN 61: Superfamily (1) Beach Bumaria.
Species Characteristics: Our scientific radars recorded a
prominent presence of peroxide. One particular member
camouflaged itself from our scientists by constantly
changing its hair colour. Often found on the beach during
the weekend and extremely body conscious. Group
represented by outspoken leader who told our cameras to
‘shove off’.
Superfamily (2) Boganaria
Species Characteristics: Protective black clothing worn
under uniform. Jumpers tucked into skirts. Weird and
unexplained red marking recorded on neck area. Found in
back of ‘Sandman P. V.’ on weekend. Group represented by
leader who politely offered our cameramen ‘Knuckle
sandwiches’ for lunch.
WARREN 62: Superfamily (3) Snobaria
Species Characteristics: Bulging pockets, elegantly and
tastefully dressed. Found in taxis, playing ‘mixed doubles’,
shopping at “F.lle”, or dining out on weekends. Group leader
remarked, “What does your father do for a living?” and “Do
join us for cocktails on Friday evening!”
Superfamily (4) Intelligent^
Species Characteristics: Specific conversation was beyond
the cranal capacities of our scientists. To be found
auditioning for “Mastermind” on weekends. Their leader
remarked, “What is the square root of ninety-two point zero
six nine times pi divided by the SIN conversion of eighty
three to the sixteen?”
Superfamily (5) Fostaria
Species Characteristics: Surrounded by many miniFostaria recruits, of the species. A very affectionate super
family. To be found admiring Van Gogh on the weekend.
Leader cordially remarked, “Would you like to join our
group? Or perhaps you would like Colin to give you a hair
cut. God, I hate my grandmother!”
Jo K didn’t have a new pair of glasses...

And this is where must leave the ‘phylum’ — ‘Methodistia
Ladiestia’ to continue in their race against extinction, and to
wish them luck for the future. All because F.sme Synnott of
Nedlands in Western Australia, ‘YOU ASKED FOR IT!’ (a
Collegian Contribution, that is!).

Catherine Ann Silverman and Sybil Ann Wishart —
Year 12

39

MY SATURDAY HORSE

THE WORRY OF EXAMS

There he was in front of me,
tall and black with glossy coat.
Waiting under the willow tree.
My Saturday Horse —
he was of course!
Trotting, cantering over the creek.
Past the stables and on and on.
He had been waiting all the week.
My Saturday Horse —
he was of course!
Sadly we had come to the end.
Time was up and I had to go.
The stables had loomed, around the bend.
Goodbye to you —
my Saturday Horse!

Exam time is looming. You’re prepared emotionally but
mentally — well that’s another matter. Your mind is racing,
what is the formula of acceleration? Oh, no! That’s distance
formula. Facts have flown in one ear and out the other.
Everyone is crowding the door — a door fit for a maximum
of three is now cramming five in. People rushing in to get a
back seat — furthest away from the supervising teacher.
You unzip your pencil case and pull out the essentials —
rubber, pencil, pen, ruler. Little whispers and the voice
repeating over and over “Quiet, girls!” By the end of the
exam, I would have heard it so many times, I’ll be dreaming
it.
The deadly paper is issued out with a glare. Turned upside
down, of course. You try to take a peek but it is met with a
pair of stony eyes. You turn it upside down. The order is
proclaimed:—
“Begin!”
Every fifteen minutes the time is crossed off the blackboard
and a warning is given.
“Five minutes, girls!”
You have been finished for half an hour trying, in vain, to
convince yourself that the paper was easy and you passed
with flying colours. But really you are fighting back a steady
stream of tears. People have mixed reactions expressed on
their faces — can’t wait to get home. One down, five to go..

Kirsten Makinson

—

Year 9

LOST
Lost in a world without friends
is lost in a world with no end to it.
Lost in a world without trust
is like being thrust forward and turned against.
Lost in a world where no-one understands
is when there aren’t any hands to save you falling.
Lost in a world without love
is like having no God and no meaning to life.
Lost in a world,
is like being nowhere and no-one.

Lizzie Fischer — Year 10

Michelle Whyte — Year 11
>

11
Another two years before freedom,
The end, a vague idea,
A whisper of a new life.
Oh to be free,
like a caged bird released,
No longer confined to books.
Dreams realised.
Life experienced.
But then,
the dreaded TAF.
will loom,
like a fabled monster.
And friends, parted,
to go their separate ways.
When looked back on,
they will seem the best years.
Perhaps better than they were.
Struggles to grasp the concepts
of calculus,
forgotten.
Time will fly past,
this, the often heard phrase
from those not understanding.
Perhaps they are right
though now,
a different life is
but an idea.

Mr. Wilkins and winners of the
Federal Budget Essay Competition
HIS FIRST DAY
The little boy stood on the oversized steps of his new
school, and watched his mother drive away. He blinked his
tear-filled eyes, trying to hold back his loneliness, but he
could not help the solitary tear from falling. He bit his lip, but
he could not stop the trembling of his lower lip. With a slow,
shaking hand, he pushed back a stray lock of his hair that
had fallen out of place. His brand new school shoes,
winked up at him as he kicked them together. The tie he was
wearing seemed tight and uncomfortable around his small
neck. As though needing comfort, he opened his small
satchel. Inside his mother had packed a small lunch box,
with his sandwiches and orange juice. In the pocket of his
bag, lay his teddy bear. He managed a wobbly smile, pushed
open the big doors and walked into his new school.

Anon
Jodie wasn’t colouring in her homework diary . . .

Philippa Cook
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Year 11

MISCHIEF
(CAMP MISCHIEF)

HUNTED
The cold, cutting wind slashed against his tired face, snow
beat upon him. Nauseated by hunger, fatigue drove him on.
The cold cutting wind and snow turned into a blizzard.
Harder, harder, it beat upon him. He must keep on going, he
was the pursued, the hunted. Faster, faster. He must get
away from the savage men with their dogs pursuing him.
Down he dropped with exhaustion. Then the hunters closed
in around him, he, the pursued was captured.
They ripped off his furs and tortured him, whipped him. So
exhausted, hungry and tired he lay.
Once the pursued, the hunted, he is dead.
J. Shepherd — Year 11

Lights out
All is quiet.
Wait a moment,
A rustle,
A giggle,
A hushed reply.
. . Remember how Jodi . . .”
Ha! Ha! Ha!
The whispers grow louder.
Giggles enlarge.
Pattering feet run up and down stairs.
. . Turn on the light”
“No!”
“Yes, I’ve lost my lollie”
“The teacher will see!”
More laughter
And giggles
And talking.
. . Is Judith asleep?”
“Yes”
“Let’s jump on her bed.”
“. . . . Bounce! Aahhhhhh
.... Knock knock!
“Quick! The teacher! Hide the lollies!
“Under your pillow will do”
“Shhh!”
You can almost see the halos.
A sleepy cross head peeks in.
“Are you girls asleep?
It must be the next unit.”
Creak!
The door shuts.
Pad, pad, pad, pad, pad, pad, pad.
All is quiet.
A rustle.
A giggle.
A hushed reply . . .
Heidi Sumner — Year 8

MOON
The moon floats on pools of water,
In rippling, rings of quarter,
Her pale-lit circles of silence,
Caught in delicate reflection,
As she gazes, lonely moon,
Amongst spun silver stars,
Softly gleaming, a gentle friend,
Who drifts in radiance,
Dimming now behind soft grey,
Shadowing the dark bound earth.
Anita Claffey — Year 8

THE GAZELLE

CONFUSION

Sitting in my car, 1 see the animals grazing quietly
Tails swishing madly like excited dogs.
Constantly aware, flinching at the slightest movement
Strong, powerful, muscular legs, slim streamlined bodies
Eyes placid yet alert, soft delicate muzzle that looks like silk.
Suddenly a movement
Heads shoot up and the buck stamps impatiently
Danger! What is it?
Leopard
He stalks, body close to the ground
Eyes wild, ears flat against his head.
He leaps into action.
The herd shoot off like arrows, tails straight up in the air.
They bound from left to right
Zigging and zagging, trying to shake the predator off.
The leopard sees his prey. A young buck —
The buck senses and runs even faster.
His speed and agility are too good for his foe.
The leopard tires and gradually slows to a walk, he’s
exhausted.
He slinks defeated back to his mate.
Victory for some,
Hunger for others!
Rosalie Mycock — Year 9
Kim’s homework diary wasn’t a major work of art . . .

He woke up and looked around.
He was in an empty prison cell.
There was not a sound.
He could not see a sight.
He was confused.
Behind the bars
He had to face
A life-long sentence
What had he done?
He did not understand
He could not bear the pain.
There was no hope for him in this land.
He was innocent.
He was confused.
Why was he in jail
For a crime
He did not commit?
What had he done?
Suzette Ng — Year 11
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MY COUNTRY - MALAYSIA

MY ATHLETIC CAREER AT M.L.C.

My country, green and healthy,
The land where I was born and bred;
The people, of different races, different cultures,
Working together; happy, united, prosperous.
All are happy, God has blessed this land,
Our King reigns over our beautiful, bountiful country.

Swaniafy Goh & Lim Joo Phaik

—

I remember well my first days at this wonderful institution,
when, filled with excitement and enthusiasm, I first sped the
lush, green turf that makes up the sports fields. I couldn’t
wait ’til Wednesday morning to go and try my legs at
running, jumping and other awe-inspiring skills. The bright,
smiling faces of Miss Wadsworth and Miss Davenport
became my heroes.
I was shattered when I found I couldn’t jump; fell over when I
tried to run and couldn’t even make the pit when trying to
longjump. I still remember that “Not quite, Debbie” falling
despondently from the lips of my teacher.
Alas, I gradually became less enthused about sport lessons,
especially on chilly winter morns, when the blue in my flesh
seized up all my joints. But mum could run 100 yards in 11.3
seconds. What happened to me? I cry when I think about it.
I never came to know the comradeship of team games either
— they never let me in. I always thought I was good at
swimming, too, but dogpaddle was considered “not the
done thing”.
When I first saw a javelin, I thought maybe this would be my
“thing”, and my sporting gifts would come to the fore at last.
Then they said it was unsafe for me to even try. What a blow
to my morale. That was in year ten.
And what has happened since then?
“To whom it may concern,
Please excuse Debbie from sport today.
She is recovering from a cold.
Yours faithfully,
C.B. Bakker”

Year 11

MOVEMENT
The heart lives
Brain starts
Blood pumps
Eyes open
Limbs quiver
Bones creak
MOVEMENT...
Hand unravels
Grasps object
FEAR
Walk
Run
Fast
Faster
More fear
Perspiration
Heat
Exhaustion
Lethargy
Slow
Slower
Collapse
Limp

Debbie Bakker — Year 12

DEAD
Jane Hughes

—

Year 10

THE CAR

THE OLD MAN

Door slams,
Seat creaks,
Key turns,
Motor chokes,
Dies.
Muffled curses,
Tries again,
Motor revvs,
Wheels spin,
Car shakes,
Gathers speed,
Deafening roar,
Key clicks,
Silence.

New York; a busy bustling city,
The ambulance rushes to the fatal scene.
The police car races to the scene of the crime,
But beyond all this hustle and bustle,
There sits alone in a beaten-up old flat
A withered old man, half asleep in a rocking chair.
In front of him a small log fire crackles and the
Firelight shines on his face clearly showing the
Contours of his face and every little intricate detail,
except for the colour, the yellow light from the fire reflects
on his face giving him a ghostly air.
An old cat lies purring on his lap.

V. Toop
The Year 12’s had a common room . . .

—

Year 9

Kirsten Hocking — Year 8
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IT ONLY TAKES A MINUTE

EPITAPH

It only takes a minute,
To say a word of cheer.
It only takes a minute
To dry a falling tear.
It only takes a minute
To lend a helping hand.
It only takes a minute,
To try to understand.
It only takes a minute,
To brighten someone’s day.
It only takes a minute,
So use this very minute,
Before it slips away.

Here lies Thomas Redmond.
He processed 54,996 government forms
And all of them were exactly the same
Had he made it to 55,000
He would have qualified
For a Superannuation bonus (Series 19)
Ensuring him a long and happy retirement
What a waste.
We join with his wife, Elsie,
Mother of 2.4 children (1976 figures)
And P. & C. committee member
In her comfortable suburban home
In mourning the death of her husband
Tragically killed on the fourteenth of June, 1982
As the result of a direct collision
With a large green bus.
His greatest achievement, it seems
was dying.
This final performance was well reviewed
In several local papers
And even rated half a column
In the national press
“Public Servant throws self under bus”.
How sad it is that he died thus.

Liz House

—

Year 10

—

Year 12

THE PORCELAIN DOLL

Roz. S.

THE MOUNTAIN CLIMBER
He begins his steep ascent
Up the gradually steepening bluff.
His ripple-soled shoes grip the granite rock
that is slippery with moss.
Water dribbles down alongside him
and meanders left and right.
It runs into cracks and crevices
making a happy sound.
The climber looks down from halfway up
and then glances up at the ugly peak.
Then, at the slippery, wet rocks that separate him
from the crest.
He draws in a sharp breath of crisp mountain air
and starts his climb again.
His muscles ache but his determination numbs out the pain.
He must reach the peak.
He slips and falls,
but this only makes him more determined.
Eventually he reaches his goal and he rests.
He turns around looking down at a magnificent view
and stares with awe.
“It was worth it”, he whispers.
And begins his descent.
Fiona Bracks — Year 10
Helen R, Cathy E, Roz C and Anne H didn’t win their
Rotarys . . .

Had she a life,
it would have been special,
and yet,
She was given no life.
The ornate features of her tiny face
Catch the light and make her eyes shine
like the innocent eyes of a lonely child.
Her rosy cheeks on her lily white face.
Maybe too lily to have any life.
Her cherry lips, though hard and lifeless,
are warm and cheery,
perhaps inviting, but no,
this lonely child has no life to give.
Her delicate hands lie gently upon
her antique, lacy dress.
They don’t, they cannot move from the
position in which they have been fixed
to rest for years gone by, and years to come,
like the ancient lady herself.
She too will rest for years to come
Until some careless child
who sees not the twinkle in her eye,
takes from her,
her lonely life.
Marion Davis

19 MARCH 1981
14 Years ago I introduced myself
in this possible and wonderful world.
Since then I passed 14 years of joy and pain.
14 Years that flew away,
that time stole from me.
14 Years, the Infancy, the best years,
that time purloined from me
and that he’ll never give back to me.
Flavia Bises

—

Year 9

WHAT?

WIND PAST & PRESENT

I’ve never been able to
forget it. For as long as I can
remember it has haunted and
lived with me.
I am old now, old enough to know I’m a fool
It happened when I was born, I think.
Not sure why, or how it happened.
No-one told me.
The trees continue to grow, as does
my imagination.
Have I developed it into enormous
proportions, or am I longing for that
lost part of me. It’s happened
to nearly everyone.
Why?
Wendy Campbell — Year 11

The wind blew in my hair.
It swept across the ground
Not until now, do I realise,
What a companion it was, to have around.
It blew about me, I was small
Now knowledge has made me tall.
The wind blowing now is strange
My mind is externally arranged.
Today’s wind is just a memory
Of a love that meant so much to me.
Anon
WHIRLWIND

As the howling wind goes creeping,
Through alley and valley alike,
Disturbing the silence of the once peaceful night
Disturbing anything in its way.
Oh no! It has found the small autumn leaves,
As they twirl and whirl
And are beaten to death by this vicious thing,
Torn and battered they lie once more
As the howling winds subside.
Helen Rolinson — Year 11
ELEGY TO A HUMAN BEING

Nothing but a hound-dog?
Infallible?
Perhaps . . :
Handsome?
For Sure: you were ‘Every girl’s dream’
The
Perfect
Male’.
But were you really?
Or were you just
A figment of everyone’s imagination.
A picture on a bedroom wall.
A face on a TV screen.
You smiled on a million chests,
Magazine covers, articles — the lot
The Money,
Fame,
Popularity.
It all became a bit too much
Didn’t it?
And you cracked
As a supposedly ‘shatterproof’ mirror does
You
Broke
Down.
A victim of your own mess of a life
Which goes to prove
You were human too.
It’s a pity
We never knew
Until you took a trip
To the ‘Heartbreak Hotel’
In the sky
Or did you?
Linda IV/shau; — Year 12

WINTER IN THE FOREST

The snowflakes swirled gently to the silent earth, blanketing
with a pure white chiffon gown. Trees, silhouetted against
the serene moon, cast their black shadows across the snow,
making the folds of the gown.
The howl of a starving vixen cut through the deep silence
prevailing through the forest. She was hungry through lack
of food, and longed to sink her sharp, glistening teeth into
the warm flesh of a victim. As she watched and listened, the
sound of tiny pattering feet reached her raised ears. Her
prey was a young rabbit, quite unaware of her presence.
Quietly, she leapt forward and pounced on her young
victim; he struggled furiously as the vixen clamped her very
eager jaws on and around his furry neck. Blood pulsated
forth trom the jugular vein, and stained the white, sparkling
snow-covered earth resembling red wine stains on a white,
floaty gown. The baby rabbit fought furiously, then lay still.
The vixen tightened her grip on her prize, and pattered
across the rolling hills, leaving her small, delicate footprints
in the soft snow as the only clue to her treachery.
Ai’Ch’ng Gan — Year 8
ARMAGEDDON

Sirens in the night
Echoed with a gentle melancholy
Through the empty streets
Colouring the silent rain.
No dawn that day
Only the sirens
As the world shattered
Into dust.
Heather White — Year 12
We could decide how to decorate the Ball . . .
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WISHFUL THINKING

LIFE’S LIKE & FRIENDS SHOULD
Life’s like a spinning ball
Friends should last forever.
Lost in a neverending squall
Through all they should endeavour.
When life’s ball stops spinning
And friends get torn apart
The squall reduced to raining
There’s hurt deep in the heart.
When you realise that
I’m in you
and you in me
Bonded together eternally.

Adolescence is looking into a
mirror and wishing:
Your eyelashes were as long as
your feet.
Your feet were as small as your eyes.
Your eyes were as wide as the gap
between your teeth.
Your teeth were as straight as
your hair.
Your hair was as thick as your waist.
Your waist was as thin as your lips.
Your lips as red as your nose.
And your nose was as small as your chest.

Jodie Leslie —Year 9

Finola Leary

PEACE OF MIND
Would not it be nice if you could find,
That one perfect place for peace of mind.
To be completely free from woe,
From being pressured and feeling low.
From hearing of death and war and strife,
Whether it’s public, family or personal in life.
And to find this place all on your own,
Without help from drugs, T.V. or phone.
And then when you’ve found it, that place in time,
To be able to treasure it, and say “It’s mine”
For nobody else would know you’re there,
Because they’d all have their own place . . .
and wouldn’t care.

Forty Hour Famine.

Kathy Smith — Year 10

“GUESS WHO IN ’82”
YAMUNA AND HER BEAUTY

Who is it that soaks in French perfume,
and struts whilst whistling a happy tune?
Which one of them is it whose favourite is red
and puts commie ideas into every young head?
Who is it having trouble justa learning the lingo,
who looks like he comes from the land of Mandingo?
Which certain Chem teacher thinks he’s Samson,
and grows his hair just to be handsome?
A young tennis star by the name of — Oh heck,
has all the young girls chasing a peck?
Which teacher’s son is always seen at night,
to give his mother grey hairs and a fright?
Who is lavished in cartier and diamonds galore,
with recipes children seem to abhor?
Which teacher’s initials hang off her ears,
to show superiority to all of her peers?
Who can slice up a student with just one word,
Human Bid’s her topic, or haven’t you heard?
Whose booming voice is it that haunts the top level,
with an evil glance that resembles the devil?
Who enjoys his golf, children and wife,
and his talk of gambling will soon land him in strife?
Who works the skin from our small bones,
and won’t stop the essays, amidst all the groans?
Which teacher has eyebrows more than two,
We’ll leave you to guess who in ’82?

The midnight blue Yamuna gracefully flows.
On the bank strut the peacocks
and their mates.
Their proud colourful plumage
shimmers and glimmers on the
everflowing Yamuna.
A carpet of white Jasmine
thickly covers the ground.
The perfume-overpowers this
Garden of Eden.
There is a sense of peace and
quiet and beauty by the banks of
the Yamuna and so God be Praised.

Kanagamma Dharmananda

—

Year 8

GALLIPOLI
Annually exposed memories,
Of a half forgotten era.
Where inhuman pride trips and
Misjudgement dominated,
Over the innocence of youth.
For the Masters of War,
Safe in their leadership
dictated thoughtlessly away
The lives of MEN

Mamie Hutchinson
Samantha didn’t have a smile on her face . . .

Nicole Earnshaw and Evelyn Bosich

—

Year 12
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Year 12

EXEUNT

LITTLE BROTHERS
I know I tried to drown you once.
I can’t remember why,
You must have been a little brat
To make me want to try.
Like when you broke my crystal vase
To see if it would smash,
When you put my ball in the mixer
To see if it would mash,
The day you used my ‘Barbie’ doll
To see if plastic burnt,
I’m glad to say, the answer’s not
The only thing you learnt.
The time you cleaned the dog tray up
With Mum’s new fancy brush
And when you tried to drown the dog
To see if it would flush.
I know our fights are pretty fierce
And I always made a din
‘Though you always make life very hard,
I’d never trade you in.
Sally Wishaw
MY GIFT

The show was none the worse for his dying —
It seemed to thrive on death;
The death’s-head smile that cracked
The paint of his previous insincerities,
The palsied jerk of limbs
Slowly subsiding into forgetfulness,
The eyeballs, now frozen in
A bloodshot, glassy gaze.
All these served to add
A sharp spice
To the business of living.
Heather White — Year 12
THE FOX
Dusk falls,
And two bright eyes glisten in the dim light
Ears alert and twitching,
Nose sniffing the air.
The fox is out,
Wanting food for the family.
His nose catches a smell,
Cautiously he moved towards it.
Nose sniffing the ground,
Ears pricked.
He approaches it with caution.
It is a rabbit with a broken leg.
He smells it over,
Then snatches it up in his mouth.
Quickly he runs back to the den,
And crawls in.
The family is fed once more.
Rebecca Woodroffe

For you, whose heart’s been broken
By one you thought you knew.
These simple words, so carefully picked
I dedicate to you.
It seems that when you fall in love
Your worries fade away;
And problems you had yesterday
Don’t bother you today.
You think the world is at your feet
And good times never end,
Alone, at home or in a crowd
You’ve always got a friend.
The fights you have from time to time
Spill tears of rage and pain,
Yet once they’re shed, then comes the fun
Of making up again.
You share your joys and fears of life
And lay your feelings bare,
The things you did alone before
Are twice as fun to share.
But sometimes things just seem to change,
The magic disappears,
Those sad songs that felt good before
Now fill your eyes with tears.
It seems so wrong that life goes on.
When now, for you it’s stopped,
You’ve nothing left in the world
When once you had the lot.
So many times you ask yourself
What turned the good to bad?
But deep down all that matters is,
You’ve lost the love you had.
Please don’t be hurt by shattered dreams.
It’s hard but keep your head,
Young hearts can make the sweetest plans
Yet sadly, so misled.
These words are all that I can give
Perhaps they’ll show you how,
To keep your heart from ending up
As hurt as mine is now.
Stephanie Yeo

ZiUlHiMI

mmm
MY DOG
My dog has died, and how I miss
My old and faithful friend
And how I wish I’d realised that
His life was near its end.
I’d not have scolded when he failed
To chase the sticks I’d thrown
And I’d have let him snooze all day
If I had only known.
When I was sad he seemed to know.
He’d lick my tears away.
He’d snuggle up with snuffly nose.
When I was cross and snapped at him
His eyes would look so sad.
His pranks he played were all in fun.
He wasn’t ever bad.
Now I’ll no longer hear his bark.
His wagging tail is still.
His tongue can’t lick away the tears
That down my cheeks now spill.
Jayne Beasley

—

Year 11

Dot wasn’t threatening someone . . .
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Year 8

Year 11

THE PICTURE
The picture, it hung
a memory of the past,
a portrait to remember,
to forget, but always last.
It’s an echo of the days before
where future was forgotten,
until it showed its ugly head,
and made memory of . . .
the picture,
a memory of the past,
a portrait to remember
to forget, but always last.
Leilani Hannah — Year 11
ELDERLY PEOPLE
Many a tale could be told,
About people who are old,
For the twinkle in their eye,
Shows of days that have gone by,
Are as precious to them as gold.
Old people are always friendly,
They all have time to talk,
For I often see them with their dogs,
Chatting as they walk,
It’s good to see them enjoying life,
As a husband or a wife.
We all love them very much,
They certainly haven’t lost their touch,
For them the lot of us do care,
For they have done their share!
Linda Rogers — Year 9

There was an old lady from lair
Who kept on washing her hair.
She washed it all day,
Till it all washed away
And now that lady’s quite bare!
Genevieve Thompson — Year 8

The top level of Sumner wasn’t littered with bodies drinking
coffee . . .

COLLEGIAN’ TIME AGAIN
Every year, around the month of June, all budding and notso-budding students groan in unison at the thought of
attempting to write some brilliant masterpiece for the
‘Collegian’. Of course, this is also the time of the year when
all English teachers from near and far (in the vicinity of
M.L.C.) sigh with relief, knowing quite well that this is the
only time when they have a real excuse for making their
class write some type of literary monstrosity.
So, every faithful student returns home on Friday evening
and searches her mind for a suitable topic to pursue. Of
course, English teachers don’t seem to realize that a piece of
fictional greatness is particularly difficult to prepare when
you have had a rotten day at school. To begin with you
happily trot off to Maths, filled with anticipation at the
thought of being congratulated for actually finishing all your
probability problems, when in reality it is Day 6, and you
should be sprinting up to Chemistry to do your Unit 17 topic
test. Of course, confusion reigns as you happily charge into
a classroom full of Year 8’s instead of the usual morose
group of Year 12’s, and plant your homework before the
respective Maths Teacher’s eyes. Hence you have to dash
back to ‘Sumner House’, grab your Chemistry books whilst
trying to remember what ‘Electrolysis’ is all about, and run
off to Chemistry at a speed that would even astonish the
most dedicated of the sports teachers. Of course, on the
way, you trip down the Sumner House steps scattering all
your books everywhere, run headlong into an unsympathet
ic teacher in your haste who reports you for not wearing
your name badge, due to the fact that it broke in half when
you fell off your bike when riding to school. To make matters
worse, this is only 1st period so you know you’ve got no
chance to survive the rest of the day, but in all probability
will probably collapse right over your sausage roll at lunch
time.
Therefore it is no wonder that most of us ‘hard-working’
students find the thought of writing for ‘Collegian’ terrifying.
How on earth can anyone produce something that is short,
sweet and humorous when you’ve had a very long, dull and
mostly unhumorous day at school. Amazingly we all fight
the battle of the brain and produce something, whether it be
an extremely evocative piece of prose or conversely a fairly
dull romantic poem copied from the poetry section of‘Dolly’
(which isn’t a very wise idea when at least half the class has
copied the same poem).
Eventually, everybody hands in their own individual
masterpieces to their English teachers, who of course we
consider to be eagerly awaiting the piles of foolscap paper.
In actual fact most of them probably stick them all under the
nearest ‘TV Week’ and try to forget them. Anyway every
year this process keeps rolling on, regardless of the rather
obvious lack of enthusiasm in everyone, and some
reasonable work is produced much to most people’s
amazement.
So here ends my contribution to our annual magazine,
which as usual amounts to nothing in particular and has only
succeeded in making me realize that if I didn’t HAVE to
write something for ‘Collegian’, I could probably write a far
better essay!
Megan Sedgwick — Year 12
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“A BRIEF ACCOUNT OF 12 YEARS AT AN
UNNAMED INSTITUTION FOR LADIES’’

THE TREE
It stands alone, a big black shadow,
Stretching tall against a frame of whiteness.
Its limbs reaching out in white array,
Offering protection they cannot give.
It sighs unhappily in the bitter winds
As it realizes its own uselessness.
It can offer little shelter as
The cruel seasons have stripped it naked.
Now and then it cries out loud
At the pain in its trunk.
Why does it have to carry the weight
Which nature has placed upon its limbs.
It sags horribly as the winds force it down.
It creaks and groans in agony
As it gives up the battle . . .,
And slowly topples over.
Judy Harris— Year 11

The first year was one of toilet training and tears, afternoon
“naps” and the “right-coloured panty” checks.
The second year was one of achievement. We had made it
past the first!!
The third year was the one of outrageous new concepts and
Barbie doll clothes and Cindy doll clothes and Flatsy doll
clothes and oooo.
The fourth year was a step in the right direction. We could
count! We also had no official slave-driver!!
The fifth year was terrifying. Whoever thought Dirk Hartog
could leave such a lasting impression?
The sixth year was one of new knowledge. We also
produced a wonderful (?) musicale. We even had our own
cloakroom.
The seventh year was one of supremacy. The “Great Wall”,
the “Monitor’s Meetings” and not forgetting the tyrannical
House Captains!
The eighth year we were back to step one. The little fish in a
very big pond.
The ninth year, radox was out in full force as we “tangoed”
and “cha-cha-d” in the arms of dashing (?) young men in the
midst of a certain dust-bowl.
The tenth year proved to be one to be remembered. Oh, the
gang warfare! The coolies, the dags, the ragers and the
rebels prowled the dangerous corridors.
The eleventh year we were beginning to grey, and feel
decidedly official. We were even let out of prison to launch
our attack on an unsuspecting seaside resort.
The twelfth year. No, a more pleasant aspect — the very
end of the twelfth year! The release from institutional life
until . . .
“A BRIEF ACCOUNT OF 3 YEARS AT AN INSTITU
TION FOR PEOPLE WHOSE FIRST 12 YEARS HAVE
NOT YET SUNK IN”.
Kim Mosfyn — Year 12

THE SUNSET
Pink yet yellow.
Red yet orange.
The sun is resting after a long
day’s work.
It never tires.
It never hates.
Just keeps on glowing and fading
away.
So many colours.
So beautiful a sight
And it all belongs to anyone who
takes the time to look.
Surrounded by peacefulness
Surrounded by hope.
The end of the day yet only
the beginning.
Never bores,
Never takes,
Yet it always gives welcomely.
The sun is gone.
The world is quiet.
Don’t be sad for there’s another
day to come.
Petrina Thomson — Year 9
HAIKU POETRY
Slithering, skulking,
Forever aware, watchful:
A fugitive’s life.
Shock, horror, delight.
The pseudo smile shines once more:
A contest winner.
The radiator,
So plain, yet warms the chilled bones,
The Alaskan’s boon.
From young, glowing bloom,
The poinsettia grows old,
Fades, withers and dies.
The famine, the thirst,
The mind craving for a drink.
Sports Day in the heat.
Anita Tandon — Year 10
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School Auxiliary Staff
As the wind did howl with a screech and scream
and the thunder did rumble and roar
The ghosts came out from their hidden sleep
under the graveyard door.
It is the 31st day of this month that the ghosts
have their halloween.
From the graveyard so deep the skeletons creep
The eyes of the black cat could be seen.
Yvette Pitman — Year 8

Gowthami’s name could be pronounced . . .
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PLEASE START A REVOLUTION SOMEBODY!

CONTEST

Oh start a revolution somebody!
Not to gain that power!
but to overthrow the tyrannical ruler!
and abolish the school class forever!
Begin a revolution somebody!
Just to see what they will do
to see what punishments will ensue
just break the work routine.
It would be easy somebody!
Mrs. Synnott hasn’t the time to stop
Ol’ Doc is in his study.
The teachers are still in the staff room
— eating lunch, cannot be disturbed.
Oh break the boredom somebody!
Make history somebody
Just start a revolution somebody
School Students Unite!!

He was a very conservative man and always wore light blues
and browns so as not to be noticed in a large crowd. Yet he
took particular pride in his physique. He was strong with
broad shoulders and had been told by many a person that
his legs looked as strong as an ox. Yet the strange thing was
that when he walked you could almost see the energy that
sprang forth from his feet with such zeal, that you almost
believed that the theory of potential to kinetic energy in
physics was true. He was well prepared for the race that lay
ahead of him that day. He was in perfect condition and his
body was rearing to go. The other week he had bought
himself a new pair of running shoes — a pair of TRX’s
competition which he wore with an inward confidence. His
horoscope had left him with these words “determination
and perseverance are your key words today”. These words
still lingered in his mind as he moved towards the starting
line. He did a few stretches just to make sure his body was
completely warmed up for the task before him.
He knew the advantages and disadvantages he had over his
opponents. His main threat being Peter Walker, the state
800m title holder, yet he knew if the race came to a final
spring, he would be able to outdo this major opponent.
Peter he knew, had a reputation to live up to and would not
give in until he had given it everything he had. The starter
signalled the start of the race and allocated lanes. Peter was
in lane eight and he in lane one which would mean a fast start
for both of them. At the starter’s command they planted
their feet and waited for the sound of the gun. The noise split
the air and the crowd began to cheer.
After the first hundred metres Peter had already taken the
lead but he was hot on his tail, giving him no lee way. He
could hear Peter’s breath rasping in his throat and realised
that he himself was making an exasperating struggling
noise. All he could hear was the crowd roaring around him
and the pain he was experiencing. He saw his coach yelling
at him to keep with Peter and not to give in. With these
words of confidence he surged forward trying to remember
the things his coach had told him to do in each situation he
found himself in, yet he could remember nothing and only
wondered what his coach’s antidote for pain was. A man’s
voice from the stadium speaker blared out “only two
hundred metres more”. He knew this was his chance to beat
Peter. He would have to rely on his sprint to bring him to
victory. With a new outlook he mustered all the strength he
could get and leapt forward, the pain distorting his face, yet
he kept going and watched as the metres flew by. He was
going to win this race, no matter what the pain and agony
were telling his system. The crowd roared as he passed the
finish line and to victory!

Christianne Cowden

—

Anon

THE PEGDOLLS
Day by day
The pegs sat on the line
The sun beat
Down and cracked them.
They were discarded
Into a tin
Grey, lifeless pegs.
A small hand
Reaches in and takes them
Sands their faces
To reveal the brown wood,
Bits of cloth
Are cut and sewn
Stitch by stitch.
Carefully sewn
Cloth is transformed
Veil and silk
Taffeta and pearls
Grey lifeless pegs
Are here no longer.
A bride walks
Tentatively down the aisle
Two bridesmaids bedecked
In silk and lace
The parents walk arm-in-arm
Burgundy, silk and pearls
Waistcoat and tweeds
Shocking pink and mink cape.
Grey, dull pegs
Are turned into
A miniature wedding
With gay colours and lace
Utterly transformed.

Year 11

SOMETIMES
Sometimes 1 wish I wasn’t a child,
I’d rather be an animal and roam, free and wild.
Sometimes 1 feel like an ant, small and tiny,
With my black body all black and shiny.
Sometimes I feel that nobody loves me,
And how I would like to be free.
Sometimes I wish for a house of my own,
Where I’d stay, locked inside, until I’d grown.
And when I was grown up I would finally emerge,
And start a new life all over again.

Kate Hislop
We worked during our free periods . . .

—

Year 10

Heidi Sumner — Year 8
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This year’s house singing and drama competition
involved some of the most entertaining and exciting
performances seen at M.L.C. for many years. The high
standard and quality of performance certainly paid off, for
the hours of rehearsals which involved every girl in the
school, and the frenzied but competent producing and
conducting by the Year 12’s.
Olympia repeated their performance of last year by
winning the house drama, largely due to some brilliant
acting by Bronwyn Davies. Anne Plunkett as Cleopatra also
gave a positively “inflated” performance.
Samantha Tough conducted the Rome Choir with verve
and vivacity to take off the singing competition, and despite
extremely intense competition, Sparta won the mime with
an imaginative and clever performance titled “The
Typewriter”.
The results of the day were:—
Drama: 1. Olympia
2. Sparta
3. Corinth
Mime: 1. Sparta
2. Corinth
3. Athens
Singing: 1. Rome
2. Sparta
3. Corinth
Sybil — Year 12
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OLYMPIA DRAMA

ATHENS DRAMA
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ROME SINGING

SPARTA MIME

Linda B didn’t continually say “sorry” . . .
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The ‘World Premiere’ of ‘Mother’s Soldier Boy’, the play
written by Clyde Lyndon Selby for our producer Mr.
Ballantyne was on 29 July. The story of the play, centred on
a lodging house in Subiaco, in the Great War proved to be
popular with audiences.
There was a larger than usual (— and more vocal!) Year
10 involvement but the old hands still managed to hold down
a few roles!
Through the traumas of technical rehearsals and before a
large backstage group all contributed their time and effort
— and as always with the Year 12’s mock T.A.F.. was a joke
— thanks to the teachers for being so co-operative when
they got the punch-line.
Though during most rehearsals the hall resounded with
Mrs. Glenister and Co’s sewing machines, there were
squabbles over biscuit rations and who was going to prompt
— as always it was worth it in the end.
Well done Bal!

Finola Leary
Stage Manager
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Perette wasn’t making a song and dance about some
thing . . .
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Someone didn’t “forget” an absentee note . . .
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In one respect, ‘Heather Lamont’ ’82 followed tradition.
As in previous years, the choice of free dress for all provided
an event in itself with an opportunity for everyone to dress
as wildly or as casually as they wanted to. Perhaps this is
why ‘Heather Lamont’ is always one of the most popular and
uninhibited days of the year! Once again, staff heads of
sections and year eleven section officials are to be thanked
for organizing advertising, entries and timetables. Our
sincere thanks must also go to judges and finally, but by no
means least, to all the girls who entered sections.
Despite tradition, one can say that the ‘Heather Lamont’
’82 was one of the biggest and best ever seen. ‘Heather
Lamont’ ’82 proved that high standards in entries have
developed, making it a day extremely enjoyed by everyone.
Morning tea with friends in the exquisite ambiance of ‘The
Ritz’ — (the delightful cafe run by the year twelve students),
strolling into the Chapel, and listening to the brave and
melodic members of our clan — (the singing section), were
just two ways of enjoying ‘Heather Lamont’ ’82. Many of us
witnessed a spectacular array of talent that would have
made Shirley Temple and even Rudolf Nureyev feel envious,
yet inspired. This involved the fine art of ballet being put
through its paces to an entrant in the jazz ballet who
resembled a certain character in ‘The Rocky Horror Show!’
From room seven, a voice was overheard saying:—

•

H°ol

a

“/ can’t figure out if they belong to Mr. Row or Miss
Wadsworth. They’re both so skinny!”

(Of course she was an entrant in the ‘guess the teachers’
legs competition!) Whoever dreamed of seeing: a tap
dancer, eight green peas chanting ‘peas for two’, a Phil
Oakey lookalike, the Nolans, nine John Travoltas, eleven
Olivia Newton-Johns, a lollipop tree, and eight extremely
exotic, erotic, sensuous, vivacious and inviting, yet slightly
overweight can-can girls all performing in the same show? I
don’t think anybody did. What a performance! One could
call the ‘Miscellaneous Section’ perhaps a slightly modified
version of ‘M.L.C. makes music’, featuring the ‘M.L.C.
Follies F.xtraordinaire.’ As if that wasn’t enough to satisfy
our humour-crazed senses . . .
Whoever dreamed of seeing Mrs. Hardy in a bird-ofparadise costume, surrounded by: Mrs. Synnott giving a
truly elated performance of H.R.H.Q.F.. the II, (stuffed corgi
and all); Mrs. Glenister wearing guaranteed ‘home knitted’
eyebrows; and an array of terrifying voodoos (who did not
need to act to convince us!). Most memorable, was Mr.
Ballantyne executing the most vital dialogue with precise
voice production and pronunciation, showing true stage
experience and professionalism. A line and role that only
experience could handle. What was that line? You may ask.
Steady yourself readers . . .!

“Mummy, I wanna wee-wee!”

Catherine Silverman

Fiona P wasn’t wearing nail polish . . .

—

f

Well done, Mr. Ballantyne!
The wonderful staff item ended in a spray of what felt like
bullets! But in fact, were jelly-beans throughout the
audience. The staff item. What a way to wind up a
memorable day that will be filed away in everyone’s mind
under ‘N’. ‘N’ — for nostalgia — that is!

Year 12
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Mr. Beck didn’t wear his tennis gear at least once a week ...
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“Provided to offer a less competitive non-assessed
alternative which, although stimulating and challenging,
will provide girls with a regular period of relaxation and
enjoyment, away from academic pressures”
MR. WILKINS
This is what girls from years 10,11 and 12 do on Monday
afternoons from 2.10 p.m. onwards. This year for the first
time years 8 and 9 were excluded from this.
The leisure activities were many and varied. Girls
prepared, cooked and ate dishes of international flavour,
others sweated school out in sauna and at a health
academy. Mr. Stanton had a dedicated group of girls
running and running and running. A small but enthusiastic
group of training Robin Hoods could be seen at Archery.
The old favourites School Drama and School Choir had full
turn-up for girls involved — compulsory attendance. In first
term girls’ screams echoed from the top floor of Sumner
House with House Drama rehearsal. Another group of girls
jazzed things up to the Rolling Stones, while at a different
venue, different volume and different music folk-dancing
was happening. Squash was attended by those fit enough,
for the more leisurely there was Mr. Farley’s golf club and
for the more leisurely still, a bridge club — moving on into
the bracket of serene was yoga. For the courageous there
was ice-skating with Mr. Wilkins picking up expert tips from
some of the girls. Mr. Thornber had a dedicated group of
social service girls. Maths wizardry was displayed in the
Maths Talent Quest and in Mrs. Nixon’s computing.
Providing a little less relaxation, and designed for the
energetic were sailing, cricket, windsurfing, scuba-diving,
tennis, diving and swimming. There was a busy group of girls
manufacturing creations with the sewing machine — all
these activities being an education as to how to spend one’s
leisure. One cannot overlook the contribution of a steadily
working group of 11 girls, the Collegian Committee.
Leisure F.d. is the opportunity for girls to choose an
appealing area and participate; so go to it!
Finola Leary
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Mrs. Catchpole’s Lit class stopped talking when she walked
in the room . . .
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DEBATING TEAM
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Back Row: J. Beckwith, K. Mostyn, M. Davis, S. Tough, C.
Joyce, J. Penberthy, E. Bosich
Row 4: S. Wishart, C. Mallis, M. Tough, S. Mercer, A. Soh,
S. Fladley, E. Farmer, K. Maher
Row 3: K. Beckwith, M.P. Yew, A. Donaldson, C. Hummel,
J. Hanrahan, S. Mostyn, C. Johnston
Row 2: E. Bladen, S. Grainger, V. Bladen, E. Feutrill, D.
Sleppy, L. Pickup, Mrs.B. Hollyock
Front Row: C. Anderson, A. Bartrop, K. Benda, S. Auburn,
J. Bond, M. Davis

This year debating has taken a new stand in M.L.C. This
started with the foundation of the “Methodist Ladies’
College Debating League”, complete with the guiding voices
of Mesdames Hollycock, Mostyn and Davis. Numbers in
our League were very promising (about 30 girls) and M.L.C.
entered a record 6 teams (3 senior and 3 junior) in the
Interschool Debating Competition.
These six competent teams have gabbled and clucked
their little hearts away and, at time of writing, all teams show
very good chances of reaching the finals in their various
sections.
Our President and Vice-Pres., Kim and Marion, could be
heard through the corridors of top floor Sumner screaming
out things like “Yuk! We’re debating Christ Church this
Friday”. Friday nights have never been so good!!?
Social debates were out in force again providing a chance
to meet the opposite sex in ‘gentle argument’, and proving
invaluable on the experience-gaining side.
And — da-da! — we once again have a STATE
DF.BATOR in our midsts, the lucky lady being our very own
Marion Davis. Marion spent a very constructive and
entertaining (!?) week in Adelaide.
Interhouse debates were once again a part of second term
house activities proving to be a very popular (?) activity with
the girls. This year the Senior One team (Sam, Ev, Kim and
Marion) were given the opportunity to adjudicate the junior
debates (one never realised how vicious members of the
losing team can be!!).
In concluding, I’d like to wish all future debaters the best
of success and (a plug for debating itself) remind you all of
the terrific experience debating can give you in expressing
your opinions.
Kim
57
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In 1982 the Windband reached great heights despite
having lost some of its foundation members (to the hungry
orchestra. It proved that the Windband has the school’s
best and most sought after musicians. The number has
swelled by newcomers from Year 8 — whose musicianship
has rapidly improved under the leadership of Miss Ashurst.
The standard of the Windband was so high that Miss
Ashurst was able to take time off to have her appendix out.
In July members of the Windband were seen to be losing
weight. The evidence of this was obvious during the opening
ceremony of the New Buildings. It was with great pride that
we lost sufficient weight to allow us to fit into the small space
allocated to us during the ceremony. We were told that our
performance made the opening. This was only the
forerunner to our brilliant and entertaining performance at
the “Night of Music” when Miss Ashurst’s headache — the
clarinets — ably equalled the performance of their rivals —
the flutes.
One of our newest members who joined us in second
term is almost swallowed up by her instrument and can be
seen tramping up to rehearsals on Friday afternoons with
her instrument — the euphonium, with the other players
who also struggle with their instruments — the double
basses.
Now they are even more identifiable because they can be
dressed in their own windcheaters, designed by our leader,
Miss P. Ashurst. We cannot close without thanking Miss
Debrency who has given great support to all when it was
most needed.

Every Monday from 2 to 4, a faithful band of M.L.C.
choristers have gathered in some of the more exotic
locations within the school — including Burnside House and
the Chapel.
We began the year with an interesting but rather
exhausting performance, with the Year 9 choir, of Bach’s
“Passion According to St. Matthew” which we affectio
nately nicknamed “St. Matt’s”. John Winstanley was an
interesting and exciting conductor to work with and we all
benefited greatly.
Second term has been extremely busy with three exciting
programmes to work for. The Channel 9 Youth Concert
was an opportunity for us to discover what the dressing
rooms of the Concert Hall are really like (being there for
seven hours one Sunday) and it also became a valuable
lesson in “how not to get stage fright.”
We mourned the temporary loss of Miss Pride when she
left for 6 week’s study in L.A. (lucky her!) but we did not
have much time to think, for a performance with prominent
U.K. Brass Band expert Geoffrey Brand was just around the
corner. Again with the Year 8 and 9 choirs, the pop cantata
“David & Goliath” by Stuart and Johnson, was an
interesting version of the Old Testament story.
Our latest and probably greatest exploit for this year
came just 4 weeks after “David & Goliath” under yet
another well-known local muso in the personage of Mr.
Peter Bandy, together with the Nedlands Symphony
Orchestra and two local adult choirs, we performed
Mendelssohn’s “St. Paul” on two consecutive evenings in
Winthrop Hall. Again it was valuable experience but the
night rehearsals often resulted in absences the next day.
Miss Pride’s subsequent return has made us realise just
how close Music & Dance Night, College Sunday and
Speech Night are looming.

Elizabeth Cooper
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WINDBAND
1st (Back) Row: J. Adam, J. Millett, D. Ford, M. Pascoe, S.
Grainger, H. Thomas, H. Blake, A. Bell, N. Lockwood, A.
Lloyd
2nd Row: J. Anthony, J. Donelly, F.. Moore, J. Nash, J.
Godwin, N. Amesz, S. McGlew, D. Loton, P. Westlake, J.
Cochrane
3rd Row: M.P. Yew, P. Cook, E. Cooper, V. Janaganathan,
Miss P. Ashurst, S. Wineburg, J. Cooper, F.. Donnelly, K.
Playford
4th Row: H. Kirby, W. Duperouzel, M. Bell, F.. Hanrahan, C.
Davies, D. Lamb, F.. Hallam, A. Heinrich

SCHOOL CHOIR
1st (Back) Row: S. Quealy, J. Johnston, A. Pederick, M.S.
Yew, S. Bennett, J. Lim, F. Bracks, R. Thomas
2nd Row: M.P. Yew, K. Woods, F.. Farmer, M. Tough, T.
Samios, S. Mercer, A. Soh, K. Godwin
3rd Row: S. Yeo, E. Bladen, K. Johnston, V. Bladen, L.
Chew, J. Millett, L. Campbell
Front Row: R. Harrison, S. Hadley, J. Iddison, F. Thorpe,
S. Halbert
Joy said mathS . . .
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Every Friday afternoon did the Boarders ever wonder
why there were more people at the “Boarders’ Tucky”?
(Until they closed it down.) Well wonder no more. An elite
group of musicians push and shove for their 10c worth of
bananas, 5c worth of freckles and a funny face. This goes on
in an attempt to ward off the hunger pangs — this is the price
we pay for our dedication.
For Term I our merry band of music-makers was divided.
Under Miss Pride’s baton the strings bowed away the
afternoon with Bach and Correlli. Meanwhile the woodwind
entertained afternoon duty teachers and late leavers from
Room 7. This culminated with the wind ensemble
performing at the opening of the new buildings.
With Miss Pride’s departure for the United States we
were left in the amusing but capable hands of Peter Bandy.
Beethoven’s First Symphony was heard from this time
onwards until a superb performance at the Octagon.
The best is yet to come when you will hear the results at
Speech night. The hard work, camps and dedication have
resulted in a successful ochestral year.
Tanya Court

SCHOOL ORCHESTRA
1st (Back) Row: K. Woods, F.. Farmer, L. Barrie, J. Barbour,
T. Court, S. Tough, C. Johnston, S. Bennett, F.. Collins
2nd Row: L. Sparrow, T. Lalich, A. Airey, N. Johnston, Y.
Toba, A.M. Sparrow, A. Bell, D. Roe, L. Watson
3rd Row: F. Watts, E. Bladen, K. Johnston, C. Southwell,
M. Toba, A. Swanson, S. Mostyn, V. Jones, M. Sedgwick
4th Row: S. Weijma, K. Beckwith, S. Hadley, J. Iddison, F.
Thorpe, A. Soh, K. Godwin, R. Sadlier
Absent: J. Playford, M. Griffiths, J. Scolaro, A. Donaldson

PRIZES — YEAR 12, 1982
Year 12 Dux

Cynthia Joll

Year 12 best all-rounder

Samantha Tough

English

Miriam Birtles

Literature

Sybil Wishart

Mathematics

I
II
III
IV

Elizabeth Bussell
Cynthia Joll
Cynthia Joll
Robyn Hardie

History

Clare Joyce

Geography

Christine Pridham

Biology

Lucy Drake

Chemistry (shared)

Elizabeth Bussell, Cynthia
Joll, Rosalind Sadleir

Physics (shared)

Cynthia Joll,
Elizabeth Bussell

Economics

Sarah Payton

Art

Alison Forbes

Home Economics

Roslyn Crosby

Music

Yen-Hsia Chen

Drama

Perette Creighton

Typewriting & Business
Communication

Shelley Ward

General Business Studies

Jenny Kelsall

Early Childhood Studies

Julie Parsons

Debating

Kim Mostyn

Collegian

Alison Forbes

Service in the School

Robyn Merifield

Best Allrounder in Sport

Robyn Merifield

Citizenship in the Boarding
School

Katrina Emmott

Human Biology (shared)

Heather White,
Elizabeth Bussell

French

Veronique Teissier

German

Regina Geerken

Leadership in the Boarding
School

Ann Heitman

Indonesian

Ellecia Goh

Current Events

Shelley Ward

Bibiana was at school . . .
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Major extensions to Methodist Ladies’ College were
formally opened on Friday, July 9 by the Premier, Mr. Ray
O’Connor.
Connell House, consisting of three levels provides a
mathematics laboratory and teaching rooms, a new
business studies department and a new language
department. The new four level building embraces a media
studies department, clothing/fabrics and food/nutrition
sections of the home economics department, an arts and
craft department and boarding house extensions for twenty
two girls and three supervisory staff. The redesigned
Langsford House provides residential accommodation for
thirty five girls and three resident staff, plus a recreation
area, laundry and piano practice room.
The performance of the College Wind Band began the
Opening and Dedication Ceremonies. This was followed by
a Welcome and Introduction by Mr. Pearson, the Chairman
of the College Council. Professor W.T. Connell, then
proceeded with the naming of Connell House.
"Maud Connell was Headmistress of Methodist Ladies’
College from September, 1908 until August, 1913. When
she left, the school was firmly established and had a
good reputation for its teaching and as a boarding
school. ”
Gertrude M. Walton
After the naming of Connell House, the Rev. G.H. Blyth,
Moderator of the Uniting Church in Western Australia
directed the dedication of the buildings. This was followed
by the official opening by the Hon. R.J. O’Connor. Finally
a speech by the Principal of the College, Dr. G.V.S. Hadley
concluded the ceremony. Parents and friends were then
invited to inspect the three buildings. Refreshments were
served in the Flora Landells Art Department.
Mr. O’Connor said the extension at Methodist Ladies’
College, Claremont, represented the most ambitious
building developments of the College since its foundation in
1907.
Alison Forbes

m

Below: New building extensions — project 2.
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Top left: Mr. P. Pearson, Mr. Ray O’Connor.
Middle: Professor W.J. Connell.
Bottom: Rev. G.H. Blyth.
Mercedes wasn’t getting into water fights in Chem . .
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1. CONNELL HOUSE

Level 1.

Mathematics Laboratory
and Classrooms

Level 2.

Business Studies
Department

Level 3.

Language Department

2. MAIN BUILDING EXTENSIONS

4 Jr
Level 1. Lower Floor

Level 2. Undercroft

A. Media Studies
Department

C. Toilet Block

B. Undercroft

D. Clothing and Fabrics
(Flome Economics)
Level 3. Upper Floor
Food and Nutrition
(Home Economics)
F. Art-Craft Department
(The Flora Landells
Art Centre)

Level 4. Top Floor
G. Walton Boarding House
Additions
H. Supervisor's Flat

3. LANGSFORD HOUSE

Level 1.
Laundry,
Recreation Area,
Practice Rooms

Level 2.
Sleeping, Study
and Recreation
Areas for
Students and
Supervisors
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Level 3.
Sleeping, Study
and Recreation
Areas for
Students and
Supervisors
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One may think that working towards the production of a
Magazine is a simple task, but when one is involved, one
realizes there is always a lot to be done: originals to be
collected, reports to be written, photos to be taken and
illustrations to be drawn. There are certain deadlines in
producing a magazine which we faithfully tried to meet,
although this was not always the case (but we tried!). This
year we attempted to introduce a different presentation of
the Collegian. Many new ideas were considered, coming
from girls on the committee as well as others in Year 12, and
we attempted to pursue them but not all were possible. We
discarded the customary house notes and replaced them
with year notes, which were written by girls in each year,
and hope that these will arouse more interest among the
girls in the school. Marion cleverly produced the cartoon
involving the heads of the staff, with the aid of Finola who
took their photos one sunny Wednesday after assembly.
We thank the staff for their undivided co-operation, in which
certain staff members refused to look at the camera, while
others (no names being mentioned) tried to appear in as
many photos as possible! Marion also designed the cover of
this year’s Collegian.
1982 seems to have been an extremely busy year, but
maybe it appears to be so because the Year, 12’s are
continually being hounded by the thought of the TAE just
around the corner. It has been a generally successful year
for M.L.C. This success may be attributed to enthusiastic
participation in activities of the school by girls of all years.
This year involved the opening of our new buildings which
are of great benefit to the school. Unfortunately the Year
12’s leaving this year will not have long to take advantage of
these extensions and enjoy the superb view from two of
these buildings.
Many people have been involved in the production of this
Magazine. I would like to thank Mrs. Synnott who gave up
so much time to work towards this edition of the Collegian.
Thanks must also go to Mr. Thompson, who suffered a
continual harassment by a few members of the Collegian
Committee with regard to development of photos, and also
Mrs. Newman, one of the “behind the scenes” people whose
efforts often go unacknowledged, but who types all the
articles ready for the printer. I must also thank all of the
committee for their great help; Cathy F.ckersley, Cynthia
Joll, Ingrid Kiel, Cathy Silverman, Cathy Deacon, Fiona
Taplin, Sybil Wishart, Debbie Bakker and in particular
Marion Davis, who illustrated the magazine, and Finola
Leary, the amateur, yet nearly professional photographer,
who was never to be seen without her camera and flash!
Finally, I would like to wish all those who are involved with
the production of the 1983 Collegian, especially the new
editor and Mrs. Synnott, the very best of luck.
Alison Forbes — Editor
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Alison F wasn’t chasing “Collegian”
contributions . . .
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Julia Aldam
Julie Anderson
Christine Archer
Tracy Ashton
Rhowena Barrow
Christine Benbow
Karen Callander-Stone
Peta Cameron
Grace Clark
Helen Cripps
Sally Cruickshank
Liz Davis
Pippa Davis
Kathy Dodd
Anthea Downs
Karyn Draper
Kerian Duggan
Alison Dukes
Tonia Dunne
Caryn Elsegood
Georgette Elliott
Cathy Farrar
Sarah Fischer
Jee Ling Foo
Kim Forster
Kathy Foster
Karen Gibbs
Leanne Glover
Wendy Goodburn
Jenelle Grandison
Sharon Greenfield
Bridget Halbert
Jane Hanrahan
Kathy Harrison
Jenny Harvey
Sue Hasson
Louise Hillam
Jane Hollingshead
Julie Howlett
Lisa Hummel
Sue Hunt
Anne Hunter
Jane Hurley
Kerry Job
Louise Jones
Diane Junk
Felice Kakulas
Lee-Anne Karlovsky
Angela Kearny
Eleanor Kennett
Linda Kent
Tania Kent
Glenys King
Louise King
Fiona Knox
Ying Fong Koh
Alison Latham
Karen Lip
Prisca Loh
Jane Look
Julie Lorian
Marie-Louise Luke
Marieanne McComish
Robyn MacDonald
Elizabeth MacKenzie
Roxanne McKenney
Julie Manasseh

Arts, UWA
Business Course
Medicine, UWA.
Science, UWA.
Physical Education, UWA.
Arts, UWA.
No information received.
Science, UWA.
Nursing, Sir Charles Gairdner Hospital.
Technical Course, Tuart Hill.
Diploma in Dance Studies,
Academy of Performing Arts.
Medicine, UWA.
University Course.
Nursing, Sir Charles Gairdner Hospital.
Science, UWA.
Credit course prior to nursing, Canada.
Secretarial Course, Edwards.
Arts, UWA.
Receptionist, Air India, Perth.
Science, UWA.
Agricultural Science, UWA.
Child Care Certificate,
Kindergarten Teachers’ College.
Nursing, WAIT.
Bachelor of Information Processing, WAIT.
Working Holiday in Europe.
Repeating TAE, Esperance S.H.S.
Computer Programming Course.
Music, UWA.
Science, UWA.
Arts, UWA.
Institute for Leaders from Abroad,
Jerusalem.
Arts, UWA.
Medicine, UWA.
Diploma of Teaching, Churchlands College.
Architecture, UWA.
Training at Secretarial College.
Pharmacy, WAIT.
English Course, WAIT.
Teaching, Nedlands College of Advanced
Education.
Taking a year off.
Architecture, WAIT.
Arts, UWA.
Teaching, Nedlands College of Advancec
Education.
Technical Course.
Science, UWA.
Training at Business College.
Primary School Teaching, Churchlands
College.
Training at Business College.
Diploma of Interior Design, Leederville
Tech.
Occupational Therapy, WAIT.
Technical Course.
Working as Secretary, Myers.
Working as Secretary, Record Bar.
Science, UWA.
Psychology.
Dental Therapy, WAIT.
Receptionist/Secretary, Mental Health
Centre.
Science, UWA.
No information received.
Computer Science, N.S.W.
Commerce, UWA.
Commerce, UWA.
Science, UWA.
University Course.
Medicine, UWA.
Hotel Management & Catering Course,
Bunbury.
Medicine, UWA.

We weren’t the Year 12’s . . .

Diana Manolas
Joanne Mills
Sharron Mills
Joanne Milne
Fiona Minchin
Debbie Moran
Stephanie Moran
Sue Morgan
Lynette Ng
Sarah O’Neill
Cathy Overgaard
Nola Parke
Anthea Parks
Theresa Petts
Diana Pinch
Chris Purdy
Plaxy Purich
Astrid Rafferty
Liz Reynolds
Korren Robinson
Jayne Rolinson
Sue Ryan
Simone Saddik
Brigitte Schinazi
Morag Smith
Bronwyn Smits
Peggy Soh
Nicole Stoffers
Jenny Stokes
Simone Stubbs
Helen Tanner
Cathy Thomas
Robyn Tickle
lone Verrall
Andrea Watts
Peta Weir
Alex Welborn
Kerry Williams
Sharon Williams
Liz Worcester
Lynn Worrell
Karen Young
Caroline Yuen
Pirkko Vikkula

Rotary Scholarship, Denmark.
No information received.
Psychology, WAIT.
No information received.
Nursing, Sir Charles Gairdner Hospital.
Business Education, Nedlands Teachers’
College.
Library Studies, WAIT.
Science, UWA.
Science, UWA.
Graphic Design, Perth Technical College.
Secretarial College (Hartill & Underwood).
Psychology, WAIT.
Agricultural Science, UWA.
Business Administration, Perth Technical
College.
Veterinary Science, Murdoch.
Science, UWA.
Technical Course, Tuart Hill.
Nursing, WAIT.
Teaching/studying violin & travelling in
Europe.
Certificate in Horticulture, King’s Park.
Working as Secretary/Receptionist.
Arts, UWA.
University Course.
Working as a Clerk.
No information received.
Veterinary Science, Murdoch.
Science, UWA.
Holidaying in Europe, investigating study
possibilities.
Working with W.A. Symphony Orchestra &
Arts Orchestra.
Nursing, WAIT.
University Course.
Commerce, N.S.W. University.
Working for Main Roads Department.
Training at Business College.
Rotary Exchange Scholarship, South Africa.
Bachelor in Agricultural Business, Muresk.
Medicine, UWA.
Rotary Exchange Scholarship, U.S.A.
Medical Technology, WAIT.
No information received.
Training as a Nurse.
Commerce, UWA.
Medicine, UWA.
Returned to Finland to live.

