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Thursday morning, Period 1, Room 63 provides the perfect
position from which to observe the two extremities of school life.
Down below, shy six-year-olds eagerly clasp their hymn books
in one hand, their partners’ hand in the other, eyes glued to Mrs
Saggers. “No talking now, girls. The Senior School is working.”
Out in the corridor, someone has just checked her diary. “Hey
guys, fourteen more days to go!”

It is only now that I have begun to notice the effect of change
on our lives. I am reminded of something Veronica Brady said at
a recent lecture:
“We live our lives forward,
We understand them backwards.”
If you ensure that changes are made in the right direction,
there will be plenty of time to reflect later.

As one of the few who has attended M.L.C. for twelve years, I
can understand how both parties concerned felt. The six year
old doesn’t want to be told off by a monitor, but she must show
her partner the “big girls” who are waving to her. The Year 12 is
relieved about the end of her school days approaching but wor
ried about those three dreaded letters — T.E.E.

Debbie Hsu
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In this International Year of Peace, changes are inevitable,
both in people’s attitude to life and the action as a result of their
attitude. A change for the better was made at M.L.C. this year
with the inaugural student exchange with Kobe College. Its posi
tive results ensure the continuation of this scheme for many
years to come.
Life at M.L.C. encourages changes in people; changes intheir
thinking, their attitude to themselves and to other people. We
leave with the knowledge that our minds have not been pro
grammed into one narrow stream of thinking, that we have not
been forced to behave as computerised robots, all content to ac
cept what is laid before us.

I

The Collegian and its Committee have not been immune to
the changes. For a start, the Editorial has been placed on the
front page instead of the back (perhaps an example of change
purely for self-interest?). The Committee Members have also
undergone a change (after all, when you have three people twist
ing your arm, all wanting more pages allocated to their activity
wouldn’t you change?), however all 16 members deserve many
congratulations for the many hours put into the Collegian.
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Collegian Committee
Back Row: J. Barton, K. Tonkin, A. Davis,
L. Johnson, J. Shen, S. M. Low.
Middle Row: A. Coughlan, K. Watson,
Y. Chin, A. Gan, C. Arnold.
Front Row: K. Hocking, D. Hsu, E. Hanrahan,
C. McGeachie, T. Gloudemans.
Absent: C. Cavill.

Three people remain the stable figures within the Committee
hierachy. Mr Thompson’s free time was stretched to the limit
with endless photos having to betaken, re-taken and developed.
Despite this, he always presented us the photos with asmile and
deserves many thanks.
Mrs Newman deserves the official title’CollegianTypist’judg
ing by the amount of typing she does for us. Her efficiency often
made me wonder whether she works twelve hours a day or just
types quickly to avoid the next batch of reports. The fact that she
also refused to become flustered near deadlines also gave me
much encouragement. Many thanks.

■

Mrs Moore, in her role as the unseen Director behind pro
ceedings, has provided much support and encouragement to
the Committee this year, tactfully telling us when it was time to
start working and offering much needed moral support (the
Committee, in particular, its Editor, would make an excellent
case study for those wishing to research the effects of stress on
the community). It is due to herthattheCollegianis deliveredon
time (well, perhaps a week after) to the printer for publication.
Thanks for your guidance this year.

M.L.C. wouldn’t be M.L.C. if...
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1986 has been officially designated “The Year of Peace”.
How much “peace” has M.L.C. enjoyed this academic year?
Very little, if we define peace only in terms of rest and
calm and quietness! While it is important to enjoy those
moments of calm tranquillity when we can, I think the thrust
of a “year of peace” is more towards active peace-making
than merely being calm and peaceful.
St. Francis of Assisi is commonly cited as a great man
of peace. While universally admired because of his love
of peace and his respect for all living creatures, his own
life was not particularly restful. Being a prisoner of war
for about two years (1202-1203) gave him opportunity to
reflect on the meaning of life and to participate in the
sufferings of human life in a radical new way. The ideal
of poverty and a profound respect for all living creatures
became pivotal in his understanding of Christian
discipleship. He served the poor; he rebuilt churches; he
founded a monastic order; he was an active missionary
to Syria, Morocco and Egypt. His life was oriented towards
peace-making rather than simply being peaceful.
There have been genuine attempts at peace-making at
M.L.C. this year. I will indicate just a few of them. Building
friendships is perhaps the best resource for peace. Within
the life of the school all sorts of opportunities are designed
to build and extend friendships: Orientation weekends;
camping activities; sporting activities; musical, debating and
dramatic activities; house tutorials, and so on. Building
friendships across the seas has been a special feature of
1986, particularly with the successful Student Exchange with
Kobe College in Japan. The highly successful “M.L.C. Aid
Week-end” assisted in the provision of physical resources
for peace, with, for example, $2,000 being raised for the
famine area of Tigre under the auspices of Community Aid
Abroad.

The creation of active peace-makers, however, is the best
hope we have for ultimate peace in the world. I hope that
in our staff and in our student ranks we will continue to
provide many of them. Unfortunately it is not all that easy
to be a peace-maker. St. Francis of Assisi, in a prayer which
the M.L.C. community knows very well, gives us our
orientation in peace-making:
Lord, make us instruments of your peace.
Where there is hatred, let us now love;
Where there is injury, pardon;
Where there is discord, harmony;
Where there is doubt, faith;
Where there is despair, hope;
Where there is darkness, light;
Where there is sadness, joy;
For your mercy and your truth’s sake.
This is peace-orientation, not just for 1986, but for the
whole of life.
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Visits to both St. Mary’s Anglican Girls’ School and Christ
Church Grammar School by the prefects gave us the
opportunity to strengthen relationships between the
schools. These meetings enabled us to compare our
prefects’ systems with other schools and to discuss the
different school policies. These meetings proved to be
worthwhile experiences and I hope they will continue in
future years.
Our ties with girls from other countries have also been
strengthened with the visit to M.L.C. by twenty Japanese
students from Kobe College. Some of the girls who learn
Japanese at M.L.C. will be visiting Japan on an exchange
basis later in the year.
Behind the scenes nerves and jitters are something that
I suffered from on being appointed to the position of Head
Girl. But to overcome these nail-biting spasms, I tried to
look confident under pressure. Contant repetitions of
“Please put on your blazer” and “Could everybody be
quiet .... please” proved monotonous at times, but the
girls generally responded cheerfully.
A Head Girl’s task can prove arduous at times, but this
year I have been fortunate in having Naomi Johnston as
my Deputy. Naomi has always been there to support and
encourage me and was always willing to assist in any way
she could, particularly in directing the ‘flow of traffice’ at
the assemblies.
The prefects were co-operative and helpful and enthus
iastically supported innovations that were introduced
throughout the year. The Year 12 girls willingly gave their
support to us all. Thanks go to everyone.
Dr. Hadley, Mrs. Moore and Mrs. Telfer continually gave
words of encouragement to our year. I appreciate all the
help and understanding that you all extended to us.
My best wishes go to the prefects and Year 12’s of 1987
and particularly the incoming Head Girl.
A school such as M.L.C. enables us to learn to live, to
work and to strive for the highest. We leave the sheltered
environment of the school to embark on our chosen careers.
The staff of M.L.C. have prepared us well. The friendships
we have made will not be forgotten.
,,

It was with some fear and trepidation that I attended
the first official function — the Valedictory Dinner — as
the new Head Girl, making my first speech. For the other
prefects, the Orientation weekend gave them the
opportunity to show their capabilities. For us all, it brought
back memories of our first days at M.L.C.
For Mrs. Telfer, it was also her first year as Head of
Year 12. We are all extremely grateful to her as she fulfilled
her task conscientiously and with enthusiasm. Thank you
Mrs. Telfer for your leadership.
The annual Red Cross Door Knock Appeal, organised
by Mr. Purdie and our two social service prefects, Anita
Claffey and Elizabeth Waterhouse, was a great success and
M.L.C. girls raised over a thousand dollars.
Other social fund-raising events included the Heather
Lamont Festival Year 12 Cafe. This year the girls of Year
12 organised a ‘Cowboy and Indian’ style cafe to raise funds.
The menu ranged from Indian foods to Tacos to the all
American Hot Dogs and Hot Chips. Thanks must be
extended to all the Year 12’s for their great effort.
A very successful Quiz Night also helped raise funds for
the most glamorous event of the year — The Ball! This
year the Ball was held at the Golden Ballroom at the
Sheraton. A new format was introduced where Year ll’s
were invited. The venue proved a very popular choice and
all who attended looked colourful and glamorous. The
evening was a great success!

Kate Donaldson

There weren’t “lots of noodles” in the Year 12 drinking
fountain.
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SPORTS ASSISTANT:

MEMBERS OF STAFF: 1986
Principal:
Deputy Principal:
College Administrator:
Registrar to Term 3:
Bursar to Term 3:
Headmistress Junior
School:
Chaplains:
School Counsellors:

Remedial Education:
Medical Centre:

DrG. V. S. Hadley, B.Ed.(Hons),
B.D., S.T.M., A.Mus.A., TheoLM., Ph.D.
Mrs G. M. Moore, M.A., Dip.Ed.,
T.C., M.A.C.E.
Mr B. Godwin, B.Sc., P.G.C.E., M.A.C.E.

Miss P. M. Odgers

Mr R. C. Truscott, Dip.Acctg,
A.A.I.M., C.D.

Mrs M. R. J. Allwell
Mrs P. Armstrong (Terms 1-3)
Mrs R. Bowes
Miss H. F. Breuchle (Term 4)
Ms J. A. Kendrick (Term 4)
Mrs L. Klepec
Mrs A. Leadbetter (Registrar — Term 4)
Mrs N. Meredith
Mrs D. Newman
Mrs V. Pyett (Principal’s Secretary)
Mrs M. Rankin (Terms 1-3)
Mrs M. Wilson
Mrs B. Wyatt (Accountant — Term 4)

GYMNASTICS:
Mrs C. Manica, Dip.T.(P.E.), Dip.Gym.Coaching (Rumania & Australia)

ADMINISTRATION:

Mrs L. E. Saggers, T.C.(W.A.)
Rev’d C. L. Purdie, B.C., T.C.
Rev’d I. R. Tozer, B.A., B.D.(Hons)
Mrs J. Lawson, B.A., Dip.Ed.,
Grad.Dip.Psych(Couns), B.Ed.,
M.A.Ps.S.
Mrs K. Print, B.App.Sc.(Soc.Wk),
M.A.(ed.)
Mrs H. B. Feutrill, Dip.Teach.,
G rad.Dip. Red.Ed.
Sister E. M. Melville, S.R.N.

TENNIS COACHING

HEADS OF SUBJECT

Mr R. Casey, TP.A. A.
Mr G. King, T.P.A.A.
Mr S. Nicholas
Mr M. Christmass, B.Sc.

Mr J. T. Claffey, B.A., B.Ed., M.Sc.
Mrs M. A. Sonntag, M.A., Dip.Ed.
DrK. H. Power, B.A.(Hons),
Dip.Ed., Ph.D.
History & Social Studies: Mrs M. Glenister, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr D. Row, B.A., B.Ed.
Geography:
Biology & Human Biology: Mrs Y. L. Palmer, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Chemistry & Science:
Mr D. Swinger, B.Sc.(Hons), Dip.Ed.
Physics:
MrN. G. Sofoulis, M.Sc.(Phys),
B.Sc.(Phys), T.C.
Languages:
Ms M. Hill, B.A.(Hons), Dip.Ed.(Bristol)
Economics:
Mr A. A. Wilkins, B.Ec., B.Ed.(U.W.A.)
Art:
Mr J. Garde, T.C., A.A.T.
Home Economics:
Mrs J. Gear, B.Ed., Dip.H.Econ.(Edin)
Mr R. A. Swann, Mus.B.(Hons)
Music:
Drama:
MrD. I. P. Ballantyne, B.A., Dip.Ed.,
T.C., G.D.S.D.E.
Business Studies:
MrsF. Woods, T.C.
Computer Studies:
Mr A. M. Beck, Dip.Teach., B.Ed.,
Grad.Dip.Computer Ed.
Physical Education:
Ms E. Davenport, M.A., Dip.Ed., Dip.A.C.
Speech:
Mrs J. Hart, L.T.C.L.
Mrs P. Batty, Dip.Teach., A.S.D.A.
MrsL. Logie, B.A., Dip.Ed., L.S.D.A.
Mrs R. Ten Raa (F.I.A.) (Term 1)
Librarian:
Mrs M. A. O’Brien, B.A., T.Cert.,
A.L.A.A. (from Term 2)

Mathematics:
English:
Literature:

BOARDING HOUSES
Mrs M. Anderson, Head of Walton Boarding House
Mrs C. Howell, Head of Burnside Boarding House (Terms 1-3)
Mrs J. Stafford, Head of Burnside Boarding House (Term 4)
Mrs C. Walsh, Head of Wesley Boarding House
Mrs M. Wilkins, Head of Langsford Boarding House

MAINTENANCE STAFF
Mr J. A. Crompton, Maintenance Foreman
Mrs B. Allen
MrT.L. Allen
MrsS. E. Graham
Mr W. G. Homewood
Mr D. Zikich
Mrs C. C. Hooper
Mrs P. Lazenby
Mrs G. M. McQueen
Mrs B. Nolan
Mrs E. Tonkin
Mrs E. S. Williams
Mrs N. Zikich
Mr A. J. Davidge, Painter

GROUNDSMEN:

SECONDARY TEACHERS:
Mrs S. M. Biddles, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs S. H. Brandgrove, Dip.H.Sc., T.C.
Mr K. J. Broderick, B.A., M.Ed., Grad.Dip.Computer Ed.
Mrs M. K. Camden, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs H. M. Clark, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs B. J. Clarke, Dip.Teach.
Mrs F. R. Courtney, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs A. M. Fisher, B.App.Sc.
MrsL. Fisher,T.C.
Mr I. F. Ford, B.Sc.(Hons), A.R.A.C.I., G rad.Dip.Ed.
Mrs J. M. Gibson, B.Ed., T.C.
Mrs E. L. Hardy, T.C.
Mr K. S. Harrison, Mus.B.(Hons). A.Mus.A.
Mrs Y. Hart, B.Ed., Dip.T., T.Dip.P.S., T.Dip.P.T., Dip.S.St.
Ms R. E. Henderson, B.A., Dip.Teach., Dip.G.Design
Mrs I. Herman, A.Mus.A., L.Mus., A.T.C.L., L.T.C.L.
Mrs W. M. Hillman, B.A.(Hons), M.Ed.
Mrs B. A. Hollyock, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs J. House, T.C.(W.A.) (Leave Term 4)
Mrs L. E. Hughes, Dip.A.C.P.E., A.T.C.L.(Speech)
Mr D. V. Ireland, M.App.Sc., Grad.Dip.Ed., M.A.C.E.
Mr W. A. Johnson, Dip.Teach.
Mrs J. Leoni, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs L. A. Joll, B.A.(Hons), B.Ed., A.S.D.A., L.T.C.L.
(Leave Term 4)
BARCFAY HOUSE STAFF:
Mrs G. E. Kennard, B.Sc., Dip.Teach.
Mrs L. Batterham, Dip.Teach.
Mrs D. C. Leather, B.Sc.(Hons), Dip.Ed.
Mrs
I. Bracken, Cert, of Ed., Cert, of Further Prof. Studies
Mrs J. F. MacGill, T.C.
Mrs M. A. Daventry, T.C., T.H.C., Dip.Teach., B.Ed.
Mrs M. I. Moss, Dip.H.Ed., T.C.
Ms S. Fletcher, Cert.Ed.(U.K.), B.Ed.
MrsM. P. Nixon, B.A..T.C.
Mrs J. Nolan, B.Ed.
Mrs S. J. Hocking, Dip.Teach.
Miss M. Holt, A.Mus.A., Ballet Pianist
Mrs A. J. Patterson, B.A., Dip.Ed., B.Ed.
Mrs R. A. Irwin, T.C., Cert.of Infant Ed.(Melb.) (Term 4)
Mrs J. M. Rigden, B.A., Cert, of Ed.
Mrs
M. M. Leeks, T.C.(W.A.), Cert.of Infant Ed.(Melb.)
Mrs E. M. Rolfe, B.A., T.S.T.C.
MrsB. L. Marshall, T.C.
Mrs S. A. Rowell, B.A., B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs N. I. Rhodes, T.C. (Absent Term 4)
Mrs S. Siibert, B.A.
Mrs A. M. Ryan, Dip.Teach.
Mrs J. A. Silburn, B.A.(Hons), Dip.Ed.
Mrs B. A. Smith, T.C., Dip.Teach.
MsS. Sbwiak, B.A., T.C., Grad.Dip.Lib.
Mr B. A. Taylor, Dip.Teach.
Miss J. D. Smith, A.F.A.
Mrs A. J. Tonkin, Dip.Teach.
MrN. B. Stanton, B.Sc., B.Comm., Dip.Ed.
MrsS. W. Vernon, T.C.(W.A.)
Mrs S. J. Stein, Dip.Teach.
MrsS.
F. Walkemeyer, T.C., B.Ed.(Primary)
Mrs M. E. Telfer, B.A., T.C.
Mrs S. Wise, Adv. Mem, R.A.D.
Mrs M. Y. Van Kann, B.Sc., Dip.Ed.
Mrs J. A. Twine, Secretary
Miss P. A. Wadsworth, T.C.
Mrs E. B. Warner, B.A., Dip.Ed.
Mr P. B. C. Williams, B.A.(Asian Studies), Grad.Dip.Ed.

TEACHING ASSISTANTS (Senior School):

Mr J. A. F. Graham, Head Groundsman
Mr J. L. Baron-Hay
MrP. J. Harvey
Mr J. A. Clarke, Caretaker

CATERING STAFF.
MrT. P. Hewson, Catering Manager
Mrs Y. N. Arathoon
Mrs D. L. Haywood
Mrs M. C. McKenzie
Mrs A. Martin
Miss K. M. Nish
Miss G. M. Pannan
Miss S. A. Rainford
Mr K. Roberts
Mrs C. Slade
Mr C. Taggot
Mrs M. I. Wooller

MUSIC TUTORS:
Violin:

Cello:
Double Bass:
Flute:
Oboe:
Clarinet:
Bassoon:
Trumpet:
Saxophone:
Percussion:
Guitar:
Harp:
Piano:

Ensembles:

Mr R. Thompson, Audio-Visual Technician
Mrs P. Mogie, T.E.C., Laboratory Assistant
Mrs H. Larkworthy, Library Assistant
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Mr V. Hanly, M.B.E., D.S.C.M., L.A.B., A.Mus.A.
Mrs E. Pisarek, B.Mus.
Miss F. Challen, B.Mus.(Hons)
Mrs J. Smith (Suzuki Violin)
Miss V. Rogers, B.A., Dip.Ed., A.Mus.A.
MrP. Shulman, B.A.
Miss C. Retizenstein
MrL. Slawomirski
Miss J. Robertson
Miss J. Dawson, B.Mus.Ed., A.Mus.A.
Mrs M. Szczepaniak, M.Mus.
MsS. Bell, D.S.C.M.
Miss T. Lalich
Mrs A. Henderson, B.Mus., Dip.Ed.
Mrs M. Thomas, B.Comm., A.Mus.A., L.Mus.A.
Mr I. Dunn, D.M.T. (W.A.)
MrL. Evans
Mr T. White
Mr A. Dudfield, A.D.J.S.
Miss F. Norwood, B.Mus.(Hons)., Dip.Ed.
Mrs J. Lindsay, A.Mus.A., T.Mus.A., L.T.C.L.
Mrs H. Brittan, L.Mus.A., L.T.C.L.,
Th.A., A.T.M.A.
Mrs H. Edmonds, D.S.C.M., L.Mus.
Ms G. Dempster, B.Mus., L.Mus.A.,
A.Mus.A., Dip.Ed.
Mrs H. Dear, T.C.
Mr H. Pisarek, M.Mus. (Strings)
Mr W. Upson, A.Mus.A. (Big Band)
MsS. Bell (Clarinet Choir)
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Mr Sofoulis decided to wear trousers because it was cold.
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The 1986 school year started with a swing for the staff, with the
annual staff camp held at Mandurah on the first weekend of first
term. The usual format was followed — beach cricket, struc
tured and unstructured discussions by day and night, crabs,
spas, Trivial Pursuit and other games long into the night. As al
ways, we found that those who attended really benefitted from
the opportunity of spending time together informally.
The M.L.C. Staff Association has proved worthy of its con
ception on the beach at Mandurah last year, its most obvious
and tangible achievement being the new staffroom. Thanks to
Nick Sofoulis for serving two years as its inaugural president.

totheM.L.C. community. Thanks to Kim Harrison for conceiv
ing this idea and bringing it to fruition.
Of the staff who left in 1985 we have seen most of Beth McDo
nald and Kaye Breuchle, each bringing her latest acquisition to
show us — Hana and Peter respectively. Staff movements this
year have been quite complicated, with several who appeared
last year to “relieve” appearing in their “own rights” this year.
S heelagh Bransgrove replaced Kaye Molyneux in Term3,1985,
and now teaches Early Childhood Studies; Mary Camden also
came in as a relief teacher in 1985 and stayed on in the English
Department in 1986; Frances Courtney assists Helen Feutrill as
a ‘support’ teacher two days a week; Anne Fisher was a science
lab. technician in 1985 and this year has been on the science
teaching staff; Kim Harrison joined us during 1985 and has made
himself indispensable so quickly that it is hard to believe he is
such a relative newcomer; Ruth Henderson teaches Geography
and Social Studies; Wendy Hillman also Social Studies; Dennis
Ireland is on the Maths staff; Wayne Johnson (remembered by
many as D’Arcy in the 1984 production of Pride & Prejudice)
teaches media studies; Margaret Moss, Home Economics; Jeanine Nolan teaches Business Education; Stephanie Rowell,
Maths; Suzanne Stein, Business Education; Peter Williams,
Japanese and Ian Tozer, Religious Studies and Chaplain. Joyce
Stephenson spent Term 1 and part of Term 2 with us in Derrick
Row’s absence and G ail Kennard has replaced Bernard G odwin
in the classroom on his appointment as School Administrator
when Richard Truscott left us to become the Bursar at Christ
Church. See, I said it was complicated!
Long Service Leave was taken by Derrick Row, Lois Joll and
J ill House, and leaving us for a longer spell next year are Yvonne
Hart and Bev Hollyock. Leaving us permanently are: Ian Tozer;
Wayne Johnson; Mary Rolfe and Stephanie Rowell.
We wish them goodbye and good luck in their various new
ventures.
The re-structured 4 term year, although busy and requiring
major re-organisation of the school calendar, has provedless of
a headache than some of us had feared. On the contrary, it gives
us four times a year to escape!!

The highlight of 1986 has been the long-awaited extension to
the staffroom. Each one of us has benefitted from the increased
space, more comfortable and attractive furniture, and greater
access to the wonderful view. It has proved a stimulus for ex
tended social activities.
To celebrate the acquisition of the new-look staffroom we en
joyed a Weber night when Nick Sofoulis and his band of ready
helpers and a veritable team of Webers provided succulent fare
for about 80 staff members and “friends”. At the time of writing
we await with anticipation a Curry Night in the same setting.
The visit of the Japanese students and staff was an important
event in the school year which was marked by several pleasant
gatherings in the staffroom and elsewhere. Peter Williams and
Bev Hollyock greatly enjoyed their reciprocal visit to Kobe Col
lege.
Our hospitality was also extended to neighbouring schools.
The staff of both St. Hilda’s and P.L.C. expressed their envy of
our impressive “working” conditions, perhaps little realising that
not much “work” is done in the new part of the staffroom where
they were entertained!
On a less formal note we celebrated the Royal Wedding with a
red, white and blue theme for the decor and dress, bulk fish and
chips, and fancy dress for certain predictable people. On the
subject of dress, another innovation of 1986 has been the intro
duction of a “uniform” black jumper for the staff, many of whom
have enjoyed wearing this outward and visible sign of belonging
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ARTS
The ’86 school year has just past
And with it has gone the year of arts.
It all began with the H.L.F.
Which is a festival of the best
Performance in drama, music and speech.
(All the entries were a credit to see.)
We were dazzled with crafts, and art of course,
And also with cooking of all types and sorts,
With poetry, photography and ensembles
And self made clothes and rounds of rondles.
The results of this competition left
SPARTA as the house which did the best.

1986 has seen an enormous growth in the Music Department.
The number of students learning instruments at theCollege has
increased to the point where we are practically bursting at the
seams.
The various orchestras, ensembles and choirs (The Big
Band, Les Dix, The Senior Strings, The Clarinet Choir, The
Concert Wind Ensemble, The Intermediate Orchestra, The
Year 8 and 9 Choirs and The College Choir) have continued to
develop under their respective conductors. I thank Mr Upson,
Mr Pisarek, Miss Bell and Mr Harrison for their special contribu
tion to these ensembles.
Some new ensembles have commenced this year. The Con
cert Band has been set up to cater for students in the early
stages of tuition and the Jazz VocalEnsembleperformedforthe
first time in the 1986 Music Night. This ensemble will now be a
regular feature with the Big Band. A new string programme has
begun in Barclay House. This will promote a strong foundation
for the further development of practical music-making at
M.L.C.
The department established a new course for students inter
ested in exploring the creative aspects of music composition.
Under the guidance of Miss Hiscocks, these girls have been writ
ing music of fine quality. The first Y oung Composers Concert in
September provided an opportunity for the premier perfor
mance of many original works. The advice and professional ex
pertise of Dr Roy Howat and Mr Paul Wright during prepara
tions for the concert contributed to its success.
On behalf of the music students, I thank all the Music Staff
and professional musicians for their tireless energy and hard
work throughout the year and we all look forward to an exciting
1987.

Next we headed straight towards
The debates which started much applause,
And continued on throughout the season
Into the finals, which stands to reason
As all our teams made it to this block
All thanks to Mrs. Hollyock.
There were also debates, of a lower key
Between the houses, and to a lesser degree
Between the girls as they rebutted about
Having to debate for their house!!!
In the meantime we had the comp
Of singing, drama, mime — the lot.
The preparation was quite horrendous
But the performance was tremendous.
Other events that occurred this year
Were recital nights by our fellow peers
In Big Band, Clarinet Choir, Les Dix
And we must not forget the individualists.
Presented this year on the drama line,
Was a musical produced by Mr. Ballantyne.
T’was The Secret Life of Walter Mitty
And showed only four times — such a pity.

Richard Swann

As you can see this year has been busy,
Filled with all types of exciting activity.
The least I can say is it has been great fun
And very rewarding to have completed this run.
I know that next year you will experience more
Of these marvellous offers open to all
To partake in any of the arty activity
That gives one excitement, charm and festivity.
To all the girls who partake next year,
Good luck, good health and a happy New Year.
Jenny Fayle

YEAR 8/9 CONCERT BAND
Back Row:

J. VanDongen, H. Heinrich, L. Fermanis, E.
Yunken
Middle Row: V. Garner, E. Ng, A. Lindquist, I. Wood, J.
Galvin, Mr. K. Harrison
Front Row: C. King, J. Scotney, C. Hawker, S. Vij, A.
Dalzell, B. Mitford-Henry
Absent:
W. Moss, S. Ghani, B. Starcevich, J.
Lasserre, D. Gillam, G. Stoyanoff, C. Drew,
P. Clarke, F. Hopkin, A. Tait, E.K. Gulland,
F. Buttsworth, B. Sicouri, B. Lyn
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CHOIR
Once again on Tuesday and Wednesday mornings, fifty
young, enthusiastic choralists at eight a.m. bounce through
the very bright green door, to participate in 35 minutes
of... Mr Swann’s sick jokes, while the altos attempt to
reach the seemingly unattainable bottom C and the
sopronos screech out to reach top B.

gjapWll

Earlier on in the year, one Monday, period 7, during House
Singing and Drama (!!) the majority of the choir sang at the
Myola Club, to the delight of a group of elderly people.
The Senior School College Sunday, was our next
performance, once again delighting the congregation as we
took an active part in the service.
On the last day of our well earned holidays at the end
of Semester One, we all (amid many grumbles) dragged
ourselves to school early — to participate in a workshop
with Jurgen Jurgens and the Monteverdi Choir from
Hamburg. We were all very impressed with the choir and
had a very hard working, but enjoyable time, working with
Jurgen Jurgens.
In a few weeks we will be performing in the School Music
Night to be held at Christ Church. We are all busily preparing
for this evening.
This year the school play is a musical, “The Secret Life
of Walter Mitty” and again, the choir is taking an active
part in the play.
We have all had a wonderful experience with choir and
have all enjoyed the companionship it offers (especially the
Choir camps . . .) and we hope next year continues as
successfully.
Naomi Halbert, Sophie Raven and Chris Williamson

Back Row: S. Keogh, A. Gaynor, P. Brayshaw.
Middle Row: J. Barton, J. Ellery, N. Johnston,
N. Kirkwood, C. Southwell.
Front Row: A. L. Whiting, J. Watson, M. Toba,
A. Coughlan, L. Tan.
Absent: D. Jones, T. Bowden, J. Barton.

SENIOR STRINGS
A typical Monday afternoon with Senior Strings:
Rehearsal beings at 3.45 p.m. By 4 o’clock the orchestra
has begun to tune up.
Mr. Pisarek arrives around 4 o’clock.
“Girls, girls, girls,” he groans loudly.
He lifts his baton and the music flows forth. Strains
of Mendelssohn, Mozart and Holst drift out the window,
much to the boarders’ delight!!!
Henryk Pisarek, our renowned Polish conductor, drops
his baton and says,
“Girls, girls, girls, play me your ‘A’s.” Subtly we remind
him that “Iain, Tim and David” are present.
19 different A’s are heard in the air.
“Oh, my God,” he moans.
We re-tune and the ‘A’ becomes more common. We
start playing again. After 13 more attempts, we reach
the second bar.
“Girls,” he sighs, “What key are we in?”
For the first time in the afternoon there is silence. With
obvious effort, he reminds us that we are in A major,
not C minor. Various sounds of surprises are heard
as we digest this new piece of information.
As we begin again, he stops us all in a frustrated manner
and comments; “This is a classical example of how
composers can destroy players by just three notes.”
After some weeks of such rehearsals, our first concert,
‘Concerto Night’ went off without a hitch. The soloists
played brilliantly, much to everyone’s delight, with the
orchestra providing sound accompaniment which was
appreciated by all concerned.
We are again being conducted bar by bar, note by note,
each Monday afternoon in preparation for Music Night,
and later, Speech Night.
Christmas presents for the conductor definitely include
earmuffs, a handkerchief (to wipe away blood, sweat and
tears), and a super special sized box of aspirin.
Motoko Toba and Jane Watson

College Choir
Back Row: R. Crabb, H. D. Wai, Y. W. Goh,
K. Macfie, J. Barton, K. Tonkin,
E. Swanson, A. Clark, L. Jackson,
K. Bennett, P. Trivett, F. Summers.
2nd Row: M. Ash, S. Keogh, S. Ryan,
C. Gibson, T. Holmes, S. Thompson,
N. Kirkwood, D. Jones, E. Smith,
E. Holthouse, C. Lau, P. Lun.
3rd Row: K. Blakeway, M. Bell, K. Hocking,
A. Coughlan, J. Clark, F. Pens, K. Biddles,
C. Cruse, S. Heath, E. Scott, G. Bracks.
Front: MrR. Swann, S. Collins, J. Fayle,
N. Halbert, N. Johnston, E. Hanrahan,
N. Bracks, Y. L. Chin, R. Tunley,M. Wynter,
W. Y. Chin, T. Bowden.
Absent: H. Blyth, S. Buttsworth, M. Cross,
R. Mitussis, S. Raven, J. Shen,
C. Williamson, N. Wright.
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Back Row: D. Hsu, S. Nottage, A. Smith, K.
Munro, A. Whiting, Mr R. Siuann.
Front Row: L. Watson, S. Collins, C. Cruse,
J. Syminton, F. Summers.
Absent: K. Bennett.
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LES DIX
Amidst the groans of “Who’s got the tuner?” and “Where’s
my music?” the eleven dedicated musicians of the future gather
for our weekly Tuesday afternoon rehearsal. Under the skilful
hand of our own Mr Swann we reach sheer musical brilliance
often joined and outdone by the chirping“dicky” bird(as he is af
fectionately known).
We become so enthralled in our music-making that our fiveminute break is often spent round the piano listening to Mr
Swann’s virtuoso playing. (Of course the odd rebel does nip
up to the vending machines for some nourishment).
Our repertoire has included some STUNNING music and all
in all it has been a FA-A-A-A-A-NTASTIC year. A final thanks
goes to Mr Swann for all his patience and encouragement.
To the rest of Les Dix, all the best for next year.

CONCERT WIND ENSEMBLE
Back Row:

Susanne Nottage

2nd Row:

3rd Row:
Front Row:

Absent:

J. Clark, L. Jackson, E. Binns, A. Jacobs, L.
Woo, S. Hasson, J. Scotney, K. Munro, A.
Smith, T.W. Ng
J. Ng, A. Verman, E. Scott, F. Anderson, E.
Ng, K. Blakeway, A. Lindquist, S. Grainger,
L. Fermanis, J. Galvin, Mr. K. Harrison
V. Garner, S. Jackson, C. Faul, N. Grigg, F.
Goodridge, S. Thompson, S. Blair
A. Charleston, C. Gardiner, D. McPharlin,
M. Michael, T. Holmes, C. Cruse, J. Ingram,
R. Curry
A. Jacobs, S. Broun, F. Schell, N. Millett, C.
Airey, L. O’Brien, V. Fayle, C. Drew, M.
Wynter, S. Heath, S. Ryan

~&3sm;
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CLARINET CHOIR

BIG BAND

Once again, Clarinet Choir performed extremely well this
year. For the second year in a row, the ensemble won
the Open Music Section of the Heather Lamont Festival.
Performing in numerous concerts and Eisteddfods, the
Clarinet Choir won its section in the Perth Music Eisteddfod,

This year the M.L.C. Big Band has acquired the membership
of many new players, successfully combining the knowledge of
Jazz with their instruments.
Our time this year has been spent diligently working through
new charts, playing only in the necessary functions, like Music
Night and the forthcoming Speech Night.

held in July.
Undoubtedly, the force behind us all has been Miss Susan
Bell, who managed to quickly bounce back into form after
the birth of her second child. We thank her very much
for her continual support and encouragement.

Music Night was the first time the combined forces of the Jazz
Vocal Ensemble and the Big Band made a public appearance.
We had a promising response from the audience and hopefully
the fame will spread to future performances.

Emma Hanrahan

Our special thanks, as always, go to our Musical Director,
Will Upson, who for another year, has put up with our tiresome
chatter, but, we believe it wouldn’t be half as much fun without
him. I’m sure our kit player thoroughly agrees!
Thanks are also due to Mr Harrison who on many occasions
has taken sectionals, rehearsals and has always been there for
help.
With our new organization committee and the election of two
new secretaries, we look forward with eager anticipation to the
following years of the M.L.C. Big Band.

Monique Bell

:
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BIG BAND....
Back Row: N. Hardman, M. Riley, C. Arnold,

K. Munro, D. McPharlin.
Middle Row: A. Charleston, C. Twist, S.

isiisttts

Thompson, H. Sumner.
Front Row: S. Stewart, I. Bolto, C. Cruse, M.

Toop, J. Cooper.

farr

Absent: G. Little, M. Bell, R. McSkimming.

CLARINET CHOIR....
Back Row: R. Mitussis, L. Watson, K.

Hr Z

Blakeway, J. Syminton.
front Row: L. O’Brien, E. Hanrahan, N. Grigg.
Absent: C. Airey, N. Millett.

INTERMEDIATE ORCHESTRA
Back Row:
S. Hasson, L. Woo, T.W. Ng, J. Scotney, A.
Smith, J. Feutrill, S. Grainger, K. Munro, R.
Curry
2nd Row:
K. Hocking, A. Vijayan, J. Adrian, S. Bell, E.
Ryan, J. Horne, F. Hutchison, K. Samuel
3rd Row:
R. Mitussis, O. Sicouri, K. Blakeway, C.
Cruse, L. Jackson, T. Holmes, J. Syminton
Front Row:
J. Tai, E. Thomas, S. Sheppard, K. Maiden.
Absent:
Y. Caruso, M. Wynter, C. Gardiner, N.
Grigg
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DEBATING

..

Without a doubt, debating has achieved greater heights in
1986 than ever before.
To start things off, we had the annual M.L.C.-Christ Church
debating camp at Kooringal. As always, it proved to be a great
success and this year, we had the added bonus of viewing “Hal
ley’s Comet” at 4.00 in the MORNING!
Our next thrill was finding out that we had yet ANOTHER
State debater in our midst. Alison D. made it to the team along
with three other students, who all spent a fun-filled and construc
tive (?) week in Adelaide mid-year.
M.L.C. placed four teams (two junior, two senior) in the W. A.
Schools Debating Competition for 1986. All girls debated ex
ceedingly well, with a record 3 out of 4 teams reaching the finals!
Unfortunately, that Grand Final Debate eluded our eager
mouths once more, but who knows? Maybe next year ...
The annual interhouse debating signalled a chance for we
Year 12’s to REALLY show off our adjudicating skills. Once
again, these competitions proved to be popular among the
girls, with many exciting and enthusiastic performances.
As I look back over this debating year, I feel very proud of our
many successes, the continued support and enthusiasm shown
by the girls, and above all the encouragement given by our much
loved Mrs Hollyock (who has provided us yet again with avenue
for those infamous lunch time rendezvous)! Everyone has been
so good to work with and has made my position as captain a very
pleasurable one (although the best part has been receiving all
that VIP mail in the post)!
It is traditional for me to wish next year’s captain and girls
“good luck”, but with all the talent I have seen this year, I’m sure it
won’t be our girls needing the luck!

issal

DEBATING....
Back Row: C. Patterson, J. Feutrill, C. Cavill,

S. Grainger, E. Thomas, G. Bracks. R.
Sheiner.
Middle Row: K. Milne, C. Gibson, S. Ryan,
A. Davis, P. Shrivastava, J. Fayle, S. Raven.
Front Row: M. M/oss, Mrs B. Hollyock, E.
Hanrahan (Capt), N. Johnston, R. Mitussis.

Emma Hanrahan

PUBLIC SPEAKING
Although small in number, the Public Speaking team is
alive and kicking. Congratulations must go to Jenny Fayle
and Robyn Chew who both entered the Commonwealth
of Nations Public Speaking Competition in June.
Both Alison Davis and Carolyn Cavill have entered
numerous competitions such as Jaycee’s Youth Speaks for
Australia; Plain English Speaking and the Rostrum
Competition. Prari Shrivastava won her way into the State
finals of this competiton. Well done Prari. We are presently
looking forward to an intra-school competition for Years
8, 9 and 10 which will take place in Fourth Term. Hopefully
there will be more girls involved as Public Speaking offers
such an important skill.
Thanks cannot be forgotten to Mrs. H. who keeps the
whole operation running smoothly.
PUBLIC SPEAKING....
Back Row: P. Shrivastaua, A. Davis, C.

Sophie Raven
Mrs Hollyock couldn’t find a sexual connotation in 4 out
of 5 words.

Patterson.
Front Row: J. Fay/e, S. Raven (Capt), C. Cavill.
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POETRY PARNASSUS SOCIETY
The P.P.S. has had an uphill battle this year to find a
meeting time that suits all its members. However, there
are still poets quietly working away at their creative muse
— evidenced by the common introduction at meetings; “This
is a poem I wrote during Maths/Biology” etc.
The poetry section of the Heather Lamont Festival
produced many excellent efforts, a happy indication of the
number of girls willing to give poetry a go. It was pleasing
to see the number of entries from younger students, on
a wide range of topics.
I hope that poetry will remain an encouraged outlet at
M.L.C., and that any ‘closet poets’ will emerge to share
their ideas and thoughts as enthusiastic supporters of the
P.P.S.

s
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Naomi Millett

Back Row: Mrs B. Hollyock.
Front Row: H. Figgis, N. Millett, C. Williamson.
Absent: M. Anderson, S. Harrison.

THEATRE ARTS
For the first few classes of Theatre Arts excitement was
in the air as we began to find out what we were really letting
ourselves in for! I guess you could call us the guinea pigs
as we were the first ever M.L.C. Theatre Arts class, so
it’s all been pretty exciting.
One of the reasons why the course is so interesting is
that there are so many different areas to work on — going
to performances and writing the inevitable review,
workshops in various facets of theatre, performing, learning
about the history of theatre and so on.
The workshops so far have been wide and varied, starting
with Reg Bolton for circus skills which was fantastic (except
for the bumps and bruises some of us were left with!), Mary
Morris for characterisation, Penny Why for dance and Pippa
Davis for staging.
As far as ‘public’ performances go, we all took part in
a speech festival during the day and our readers’ theatre
group ‘WAR’ performed brilliantly on the night of the
Festival. We held a Theatre Arts moderation exercise in
G.W. and have also taken part in the Boardwalk Drama
Festival.
So far I think the course has been great and I am looking
forward to seeing what Theatre Arts 1987 has to offer.
On behalf of the Theatre Arts class of 1986, I’d just like
to finish off by saying ‘Get Over It Ballantyne’.

% amm

Chelsea Cruse
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HOUSE SINGING & DRAMA

HEATHER LAMONT FESTIVAL

This year, although the House Singing and Drama
Competition was held at the end of term, preparations were
underway from almost the first day of term one for the
twelve very apprehensive Year 12 girls chosen to either
direct or conduct. Many a sleepless night was spent
wondering (worrying!!) as to whether the right play or songs
had been chosen. Then there was the first rehearsal to
get through . . . imagine having to face fifty or so very
unenthusiastic girls and persuade them that singing actually
was quite FUN!

After numerous amazing advertising campaigns, Heather
Lamontis Festivatis fever was upon us all once again in ’86.
Due to the arrangement of the new two semester year, the
Festival was sprung upon us in first semester, on April 24th,
much earlier than in previous years.
The day began with much gusto. All students were given
the opportunity to show the full potential of their talents.
A rather hectic morning’s programme was followed by a most
entertaining afternoon of drama. The interlude was occupied
most agreeably by the Year 12’s Cowboys and Indians Cafe,
which was extremely profitable. All patrons enjoyed
themselves and the Year 12’s were very satisfied with the
funds raised for their ball.

Somehow we all managed to get over those seemingly
incredibly large hurdles and just about everyone (1!)
managed to carry off very pleasing performances on the
day.

Oodles of house spirit was apparent throughout the day.
With everyone more accustomed to the greater variety of
sections introduced last year, and with the improved house
participation format, entry tallies reached a record high.
Overall, Sparta won the competition followed by Corinth,
Olympia, Athens, Rome and Troy.

However, in the eyes (ears!) of the judges some performed
better than others. After the concert on the following night
the results were announced:—
DRAMA
1.

Athens

— ‘What are you doing here?” Producer —
Chris Williamson

2.

Corinth

— “Witzenhausen. Where are you?”
Producer — Tonia Gloudemans

3.

Sparta

— “Shearers’ Serenade” Producer — Jenny
Fayle

Such success this year has ensured that the Heather
Lamont Festival will be a tradition firmly entrenched in our
lives at M.L.C. and until next year. . .

Carolyn Cavill

MIME
1.

Corinth

-‘High Tech’

2.

Rome

— ‘Witness’

3.

Sparta

— ‘La Fiesta”

SINGING
1.

Troy

— Edelweiss and Lullaby of Broadway
Conductress — Naomi Halbert

2.

Athens

— On Top of the World and Stepping out
with my Baby Conductress — Monique
Bell

3.

Corinth

— On the Outside and I found a Million
Dollar Baby Conductress — Judith Shen

Finally, thanks must go to all the girls and teachers involved,
especially Mr. Swann and Mr. Ballantyne for their infinite
patience and guidance and their adjudicating on the day.
GOOD LUCK FOR NEXT YEAR!
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Nawr, Johnston
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Mr Godwin wasn’t licking his lips.
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THE SECRET LIFE OF WALTER MITTY

managed to devour far more than their fair share — Irrrrving!)
we had to twist (‘Do it now Jodi!’ ‘Show me how’), shout, sing,
dance (‘in time girls!’) operate and finally walk around in itchy
wigs, short slurpy dresses, high stilettoes, six inches of make-up
— and they even had the nerve to tell us to smile after the last cur
tain call!!!
After a break for mock T.E.E. and two weeks holiday, most of
the cast were, to say the least, pretty unsure of how the 1986
school play was going to turn out. W ell, the first run-through dur
ing our long weekend of rehearsals certainly set us straight — it
turned out to be a complete disaster, but as the weekend pro
gressed everyone gained more confidence and with a close-knit
clan of many new-found friends the play really began to take
shape.
With two weeks left until the season began the adrenalin
began to pump and the energy surged. Sets were painted, props
at the ready, costumes finalised and we were ready to go.
Before we knew it the night of October 16th had arrived and a
more mature audience proved to be rather more enthusiastic
than our younger one of the matinee. All ran smoothly on each of
the three nights apart from the temporary absence of seven day
old sausages, a few lines here and there (“You’re a naughty
woman” “Well, we can’t all be lucky”) and not to mention a few
lost cues (“Oregon, Oregon” — Irrrving again!)
Despite all our grumbles and complaints we found it a great
experience and had enormous amounts of fun. We are actually
finding ourselves missing all those rehearsals and it’s proving
hard to snap back into the reality of school life.
Thanks must go to all hardworking cast, crew and staff in
volved, in particular Mr Ballantyne and Mr Swann.

They said it was too difficult, they said it was too controversial,
they said we’d have to cut it; but with a kaleidoscope of charac
ters — a 40 year old dreamer, his nagging wife and ten year old
daughter who makes ashtrays for creative progression, a
friendly barman, a sexy night-club singer, a health food fanatic
and several cabaret dancers — how could we go wrong?
As you can imagine rehearsals proved to be very frequent,
long and eventful. With an energy supply of 1.25 biscuits each to
keep us going for four hours (with the exception of those who

Chelsea Cruse and Jodi Wise

1
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WESTERN AUSTRALIAN COLLEGE
OF ADVANCED EDUCATION

ART AWARDS 1986
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The development of art work in the Flora Landells Art
Department must be placed against the background of a
body of theoretical and critical taskmasters operating during
the late twentieth century.
Early in 1986 the Year 12 students were charged by the
West Australian Educational Board to work all their thought
processes out in what came to be known as a visual diary;
and this caused stress, revolutionary ideas and eventually
the expression of abstract art. Students had to associate
with any movement for bases of studio majors, but were
probably involved with historical accidents rather than the
movement’s personal conviction. During the latter part of
the 1986 year, romanticism and classicism seemed to have
been driven underground. Instead, with the Perth “Golden
Summers” August Exhibition, Australian impressionism was
indoctrinated into the budding artists. Between this exhibition
and the end of the school year pressure was applied in rough
paintilly treatment.
With these background skills and knowledge, these young
artists may pursue avantgarde experiments on a scale
perhaps unparallelled in history. Here is the talent for the
future.

amil

BUS BIIHS

THE ART DEPARTMENT
The new T.E.E. syllabus allowed this year’s group of fifteen
Year 12 students, to specialize in one studio field. Painting,
graphics, ceramics or textiles were chosen. This is also
the first year in W.A. that the T.E.E. exam has been in
Art History.
The 9th Annual Art Exhibition in October reflected the
enthusiasm, imagination and skill of our students. “A tribute
to Henry Moore” and junk mask making, inspired by Tanya
Court, were some of the features.
The Golden Summers Exhibition was viewed by most
of our classes, and became an inspiration for various
activities, including paintings of Freshwater Bay in oils on
9x5 panels by the Year ll’s. This group was further
motivated to paint by a visit to Owen Garde’s studio. They
have also been involved with community projects such as
leading after school craft activities at Tresillian and carving
wooden ducks heads to help a local sculptor prepare for
his 1987 Festival of Perth duck float in the University pond.
Years 8, 9 and 10 have produced many creative pieces
of artwork in painting, batik, jewellery, printmaking and
ceramics all stemming from art history working drawings.
Twenty Year 10 girls visited Joan Campell’s studio which
assisted their study of wheelwork pottery. The Year 8’s
were inspired after viewing a printmaking exhibition at the
Fremantle Art Centre.
The Junior Section of the “Art Award”, (an award offered
this year to 50 schools in W.A. by Churchlands College
of Advanced Education), was won by Galina Stoyanoff (Year

Tonia Gloudemans
—

—
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1986 has been a most rewarding year for all involved
in the Visual arts at M.L.C.

J. Garde
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MEDIA STUDIES
Bumper Crop for Media Studies 1986
It is with enormous regret (and a hint of relief!?) that we
part with the first harvest of Year 12 Media Studies students.
What a bunch!
There will never be quite such a vintage again. They have
been confronted with a course that could have been called
“Change with the Wind” that the director, Mrs Lord, just
kept to the script.
Through these trials have emerged budding film analysts,
script writers and just people who are media conscious.
There are some fond memories. Sue’s plaintiff cry of “Can
we watch a video?” was only drowned out occasionally by
the sobs of you know who as we diligently analysed scene
after scene of torment. Nicky kept the talking going when
things threatened to be quiet and Jane kept us real. Many
pleasurable moments have been spent constructing and
destructing myths. Perhaps the most pleasurable was the
time spent working on our productions. Who can forget
Rebecca as the nasty villain tying the heroine to the railway
track (all 3 feet of it kindly lent by Ken) while Cathy vainly
attempted to make eucalyptus branches whizz by to
simulate train movement.
Farewell and Good Luck — a first rate vintage.
The lower school has not been restive. The admired Mr
Johnson has encouraged lower school novices through the
fundamentals of animation, photography and advertising
campaigns
Mrs. C. Lord
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The Year 12’s weren’t cramming for some (?) exams.

At the moment we Year 12’s are panicking because we’ve
all just realised that our mocks start next week — some
of the teachers only woke up to that fact the other day
also. It’s times like these when we wished we had spent
our private studies wisely instead of lounging about chatting,
drinking “Cuppa” soup and eating Jupiter Bars.
The reality of the dreaded T.E.E. (once again we make
history as the guinea pigs) is gradually dawning upon us,
as we find the timetable stuck on the notice board. I think
most of us are planning the post T.E.E. celebrations —
raging at Rottnest, manhunting at Mandurah — instead of
keeping our minds on the job — it’ll probably be a case
of swotting the week before — will we ever learn?
Speech Night, Valedictory dinner and final day of school
are all sure to be tear provoking. The realisation of the
end of our school career will be a shock to some of us.
I wonder who will be the first to be married, who’s going
to be the first female P.M. from M.L.C., who’s going to
be the next famous sportswoman (!!), musician, etc.??
Whoever you are, just don’t forget your school mates from
the Year 12’s of ’86,
In conclusion (I hope you all agree with me, Year 12’s),
although we’ve had our complaints, we’ll look back and
remember the “happy” times we had at M.L.C.

M2AJ2 12
Little did we all think as intrepid first year school girls
that we’d ever reach the top in the school hierarchy but
we did. However our progress has not been, in any sense,
how we expected it to be! It was a case of looking up
to those six feet tall Year 12’s and thinking “Gosh, I will
never be like that.” I hope those little Barclay House kids
look up to us in the same way!
Needless to say the year is nearing the climactic end
very quickly — we are only a few steps, assignments, exams
and cups of coffee away from that mysterious, supposedly
“challenging” outside world. No doubt we have all had our
own hassles and ups and downs, and have thought, “My
God, I just can’t wait to get out of this place.” Deep down,
however, (maybe some of us have to dig really deep), there
is a little voice saying “It was worth it.” Apparently we are
all supposed to look back in a few years’ time and “in our
old age” thinking, “they were the best years of our lives,
especially Year 12!”
The year started well for us; we were all excited, I think,
at the prospect of simply being “A Year 12” and marched
proudly around the school grounds boasting our green ties
and new little silver badges, which gradually corroded
throughout the year — symbolising an end of an era (my
Lit. and Chem did pay off after all!).
Most of us attempted to participate or attend the school
functions for the final time, for example the swimming,
College Sunday (remember the bonnie Scot!), Fun Run,
Athletics . . . just to make it a perfect score for the last
year! There was also, of course, the highly talked about
Ball which was added to “our” date cards (and the Year
ll’s) and I’m sure you are all housing your own personal
memories of it. It was a great night. The atmosphere, the
superb dresses and the parties afterwards. Need I say more,
except it was a pity it only lasted a night.
Life on the top floor of Sumner House has been eventful
for us all — as well as Mrs. Telfer. Even the notorious
“litter” problem put us on the map. Now known as
Grottsville, especially Room 61 (we know who we are, don’t
we!). We had our fair share of Nut Chew bar wrappers
and noodles in the drinking fountain — not a very pretty
sight or smell! The kettles also had their spot of grottiness,
not to mention disappearing altogether. Nevertheless they
have been used profusely, especially during those rainy
months! A nice cup of coffee was often needed after
ascending the four flights of stairs — and they say it’s a
privilege to be a Year 12. A resuscitation point was frequently
needed at the top! The painfully heavy bags swung over
our shoulders didn’t help either.

Jane Philip

P.S. By the way, see you at the pub for the Sunday
session.
P.P.S. Thanks to those girls in the P.S., last period, day
6, for your ideas!
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At last we’re here — the year of students with muscular
forearms, developed from so many hours of pushing pen
over paper. We, who were, only a year ago, happy, healthy
individuals now have thoughts running solely along the lines
of “I’m going to fail my Prac. Crit!”, “That Chem. test was
impossible!” and “Only 106 days until exams, including
weekends and holidays!”, and that general sort of thing.
But, we must admit, there have been some bright moments
in our dull and dreary lives, the first of which was our camp
at the Lazy Crab Holiday Resort, Mandurah in Term I. There
were many exciting activities in which to take part, including
aerobics, kite-making, French and German cooking, camp
out (with canoeing in the Murray River), and the highlight
of the week, viewing Halley’s Comet at 4.00a.m.! Now, in
another 76 years, when Halley graces our skies again, we
shall all think back and remember our youth and the Year
11 camp.
Thank you to all participating staff, especially Mrs Nixon,
our esteemed Head of Year, for making the camp so
enjoyable.
Another exciting event for many Year ll’s this year was
the Year 11/12 Ball. We’re sure all girls who attended had
a wonderful time.
In the sporting arena, many girls have excelled in many
different areas. Congratulations to all girls who worked so
hard and have gained rewarding results.
We’re also vastly talented in the arts, dominating the school
play, the house plays and the Heather Lamont Festival.
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We could go on for pages, congratulating and praising
the Year ll’s of 1986, but we haven’t the time or space
to do so here.
Exams at the end of Semester 1 were quite a shock to
the old system. School is no longer the garden of joy where
friendships blossom, and our childhoods slip happily by. It’s
now an institute of learning. We’re expected to work. We
don’t need friends. (What are they? I never get a chance
to be with any.) We only need good grades. At the same
time, we’re learning to be worthy, responsible citizens of the
world.
Yes, we think that this line from the film “Chariots of
Fire” could easily be a reflection of a Year 11 of 1986: “I
believe in the pursuit of excellence, and I shall carry the
future with met
Jacquie Barton, Kati Tonkin

Dr Power arrived at the right classroom, with the right
year group and the right subject, on a day 6, and
remembered everyone’s name.
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With all achievements rolled into the year, 1986 was a
success. If only a success personally or amongst our friends,
it was still a success for us all in some way. We were all
aware of our rise in status soon to come, so with every
thought, word and deed, we pressed forward along that
curving road to further greater successes.
Often blanched faces were seen pressed against the tinted
windows of Sumner House, faces of eager students caged
in and eager to be let out into the free wilderness for that
legendary week. Word experience was the aim and desire
of every bi-jumpered, tri-tongued and semi-brained year 10
student. The week in which we were to experience the
goals we had been setting ourselves for the last decade.
The atmosphere was unique.
Development strengthened between the year 10’s and
other schools through the world. Debating camp was a
great success for a select few students. Debating was
competed on a stage level, as was sport, with all achieving
well. Then to the French and Maths camps with many other
schools, providing an enlightening experience for all. And
finally the students from Kobe College, Japan, who flooded
our school with an unusual culture from abroad.
Year 10 has made a positive contribution to the social
services this year, especially in the Red Cross Shield Appeal
in June where we made a record amount of over $1,000,
more than any other year in the school. We have also played
an important part in the Student Representative Council
and put forward some productive suggestions.
As 1986 draws to a close we will reminisce on all the
adventures of year 10: Debating, French and Maths camps,
work experience and our glorified social (those of us who
were still allowed to go). All in all it’s been a successful
year and thanks to Mrs. Hardy for all her support and
organization of the social and thanks especially to all the
year 10’s for making 1986 such a great time for all of us,
even in Chapel!
Ramona Mitussis and Felicity House
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Oh, those stairs!! It is no wonder M.L.C. always wins
the interschool athletics with the constant training Year
Nines, in particular, get, simply moving from one class to
another! There may only be the odd 54 stairs in Connell
House but when you run up and down them at least 4
times a day, it certainly adds up!
We really can’t complain though, as we have had some
good fun during the year. One of the highlights was our
Quiz Night held towards the end of May. Perhaps not the
disco many of us had hoped for, but it was great fun all
the same.
Much of second term was taken up with fund-raising
events. We had the usual cake stall — but this time with
a difference. All cakes were made in house colours! We
also had a fund-raising event unique to Year 9 — a copper
coin collection and then weigh-in.
Other not-so-pleasant tasks, Year 9 was asked, well
perhaps told would be a better word, to do were the S.E.A.
Comparability Tests. There were five one hour papers,
which some managed to complete — the few whose brains
hadn’t frozen up completely! I don’t think anyone really
minded that much, as they were organized so we missed
out on nearly two whole days of work!
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We are sure that all of Year 9 will agree with us as we
say “Thank you” Mrs House, and we all hope you enjoyed
your well earned rest during Term 4.
Well, nine down, three to go, so watch out Year 10!
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Kara Munro and Pip Brayshaw
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Our camp for this year was down at Donnelly River Mill.
There were four different options for what activity you
wanted to participate in. You could choose from one of
the three expeditions, cycling, canoeing or bushwalking,
or you could remain at base camp for organized activities,
such as a visit to a farm, a visit to the saw mill as well
as sailing and windsurfing, which every option had the
chance of doing, and other activities.
Some of us have formed a year eight debating club with
the help of Mrs. Herman and Ms. Henderson. We’ve already
debated a number of topics which include “It’s a man’s
place to provide for the family”, “Lindy Chamberlain is
innocent” and “We need more migrants”. We’ve also started
public speaking on topics such as, “School days are the
best days of our lives”, “Eating” and “Peer group pressure
is a menace”.
In second term we were visited by Mr. Sam Taylor, a
professional debater from New Zealand. He gave us several
handy hints on debating.
Several of us are putting together a magazine which is
well and truly on the way to being released. It includes
an interview with Dr. Hadley, an “Aunt Sophie” column,
a puzzle page, “Star Gazers” and much, much more. (Once
again Mrs Herman is lending a hand.)
On July 14th, several year eight French students had
a one period holiday while they ate as much food as possible
(French of course). There were some French sticks, nougat,
camembert, croissants, profiteroles and even chocolate
frogs!
The year eights have contributed significantly to this year’s
Heather Lamont Festival. We loved the way it gave us the
opportunity to wander around the school without the hassle
of school work.
All in all we are enjoying the year, but we eagerly anticipate
YEAR NINE.
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There wasn’t a Mr Ford fan club.
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ATHENS HOUSE OFFICIALS
K. Hocking, H. Bowden, F. Walker
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Year 12 Athens
Back Row: E. Warren, G. Sweeting,
M. Boyce, S. Aldworth, H. Bowden,
C. Williamson, C. Stroud, J. Masters.
Middle Row: L. Johnson, D. Pipe, A. Claffey,
R. Palmer, N. Phillips, J. Philip.
Front Row: K. Britnall-Paris, C. Richardson,
K. Hocking, J. Deuadason, M. Toovey.
Absent: M. Bell, P. Strempel, F. Walker.
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Year 11 Athens
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Back Row: B. Bradley, C. Arnold,
E. Swanson,
E. Court, F. Fewster, K. Blakeway,
K. Gannon, P. Wilkins, A. Thomas.
Middle Row: J. Gower, J. Fiegert,
D. Kennedy, J. Verrall, G. Raad,
D. Caudle, N. Clements, A. Baroni,
A. Thornber.
Front: V. Snow, P. Blackburn, F. Pens,
N. Elliott, C. Richardson, T. Bowden,
S. Wilson.
Absent: J. Conner, S. Muller.

.
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Year 10 Athens
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Back Row: M. Trinder, E. Dunstan,
J. Richardson, A. Clark, M. Hart,
F. Melling, E. Balfe.
Middle Row: £. Scott, R. Mitussis, H. D. Wai,
K. Parker, C. Airey, K. Smith.
Front Row: £. Klingler, M. A. Lee, A. Jacobs,
V. Bator, Y. Salleh, S. Beer, S. Buttsworth.
Absent: V. Stroud, S. Walker, S. Chandler,
E. Phillips.
..................................... ■»

Year 9 Athens

Back Row: C. Rocchi, K. Gannon, A. Court,
K. Stoyanoff, J. Allnutt, P. Brayshaw,
C. Faul.
Middle Row: H. Barrett, K. White, A. Wilson,
S. McCuUagh, A. Vijayan, V. Ho,
K. Ogiluie, M. Telfer.
Front Row: R. Curry, S. Fiegert, D. McPharlin,
L. Taylor, K. Hollis, J. Bowden.
Absent: S. Conner, R. Rea.
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Year 8 Athens

Back Row: K. Browne, K. Hocking,
G. Stoyanoff, B. Rocchi, L. Miller,
Z. Muller, Y. Lamont, A. Parker,
N. Hudson.
Middle Row: V. Williams, K. Bator,
J. Hamilton, D. Claffey, S. Joyce, S. Salleh,
V. Kirby, B. Klingler.
Front Row: C. Godden, D. Gillam, J. Ingram,
F. Buttsworth, G. Cohen, S. Janney,
M. Lamont, T. Leslie.
Absent: D. Richardson, R. Sanford.
Stockings weren’t a major piece of abstract art.
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CORINTH HOUSE OFFICIALS
M. Anderson, E. Hanrahan, T. Gloudemans.

Year 12 Corinth
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Back Row: S. Winterburn, J. Cooper,
J. Burston, H. Sumner, K. Venema,
A. Rajan, S. Suen, K. Jodrell.
Middle Row: T. Gloudemans, A. Dymond,
D. Binz, A. Caldwell, V. Aikins, S. Fry,
J. Shen, K. Chan.
Front Row: D. Alexander, G. Little,
E. Hanrahan, J. Donaldson, M. McLeod,
S. Mills, M. Anderson, N. Pal.
Absent: L. Hunt.
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Year 11 Corinth
Back Row: R. Inglis, N. Rawlins, A. Davison,
S. Taylor, M. Loop, B. Turnbull, B. Ng,
R. Cleverley, E. Will, C. Iddison.
Middle Row: M. Pedersen, H. McGlew, B. Ross,
R. Hutch, K. Pennycuick, H. Andrews,
E. Falconer, W. L. Chan.
Front Row: H. Figgis, L. Syminton,
A. Brockway. S. H. Lee, I. Berner, E. Smith,
C. Cruse, B. Cooper.
Absent: L. MacFarlan.
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Year 10 Corinth

Back Row: T. King, L. Shepherd, L. Sewell,
A. Barton, N. Wright, V. Jenkins,
E. Ferguson, A. Handley, R. Crabb.
Middle Row: C. Anastas, A. Travers,
A. Howells, C. Sachse, S. Ghani,
S. Lutkens, M. Muir.
Front Row: N. Cowan, J. Brunalli,
J. Syminton, F. House, T. Ng, J. Campbell,
K. Berzins.
Absent: A. Russell.

Year 9 Corinth

Back Row: R. Dahlberg, L. Ross, V. Ruhen,
J. Feutrill, S. Keen, N. Lewis, J. Horne,
N. Donelly, K. Miller.
Middle Row: F. Hutchison, V. Selby,
K. Browne-Cooper, L. Fermanis, J. Galvin,
K. Dunstan, J. Falconer, R. Atterby.
Front: N. N. Ong, S. Brice, J. Eddy, K. Wright,
S. Cowan, B. Crase.

Year 8 Corinth

Back Row: R. Mant, S. Sheppard,
V. Hollingworth, J. Adrian, T. Green,
M. Wright, S. Quinlivan, K. Power,
R. Craigie.
Middle Row: S. Blair, T. Whitehurst,
M. McLagan, S. Cox, T. Van Heemst,
J. Russell, P. Ruhen.
Front: M. H. Douglas, S. Thorp, C. Hannah,
E. Waldron, E. Campbell, E. Sutherland,
C. Sexton.

29

OLSOTPIA
OLYMPIA HOUSE OFFICIALS
S. Raven, J. Marsh, J. Davies.
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Year 12 Olympia
Back Row: B. Smith, S. Henniker, J. Davies,
B. Willis, C. Molyneux, S. Raven, S. Hewitt,
E. Boetcher, S. Carter, L. McDonald
Middle Row: J. Ventriss, D. Sweetman,
N. Millett, G. Thompson, J. Marsh,
S. Johnson, S. Selva-Ratnam.
Front Row: L. Haddon, J. Freestone,
M. Mustafa, E. Denholm, N. Hardman,
A. Lam, S. Y. Au-Yong.
Absent: F. Hutcherson.
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Year 11 Olympia
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Back Row: A. Charleston, L. Jackson,
J. Barton, C. Forrest, J. Robson, J. Cockle,
P. McIntyre, K. Williams, H. Smith.
Middle Row: R. Chew, N. Kirkwood,
S. Nicholas, S. Burton, F. Tysoe, S. Loh,
L. Reed, K. Durrant, C. Lau, M. Sinsua.
Front Row: E. Thomas, S. Viol, K. Brandon,
E. Booth, E. Holthouse, J. Gregg, P. Lun.
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Year 10 Olympia

Back Row: S. Stubbs, C. Twist, H. Heinrich,
L. O’Connell, R. Sheiner, L. Cameron,
S. Chappell, J. Christensen, A. Beeston.
Middle Row: A. Joiner, F. Hall, G. McCamish,
K. Bridge, C. Elliott, N. Kuhaupt, T. Leong,
J. O’Connell, K. Bennett.
Front Row: T. Crane, R. Freestone, A. Smith,
J. Croker, J. Cox, A. Brown, M. C. Tan,
B. K. Lim.
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Y ear 9 Olympia

Back Row: H. Robson, S. Van Heurck,
L. Crompton, N. Reed, S. Vandongen,
J. Murray, M. Bignell, K. Iskra.
Middle Row: S. McKay, S. Jackson, K. Howe,
J. Hara, J. Hall, K. Arcus, S. Fernley,
L. McClure, J. Barton.
Front Row: S. Byfield, L. Fleay, L. Ratter,
S. Moore, N. Hall, R. Nahl, J. Harry.
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Year 8 Olympia

Back Row: J. Viol, H. Burton, B. Starceuich,
S. Marsh, P. Vaux, E. Yuncken.
Middle Row: S. Finn, M. Senior, P. Lim,
J. Tai, A. Kandasamy, S. Forbes,N. Jenkins.
Front Row: S. Nilan, C. Smales, N. Bland,
M. Busch, R. Chesney, N. Grigg.
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Mr Ireland was suave and debonair.
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ROME HOUSE OFFICIALS
N. Whyte, J. Nayler, S. Harrison.
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Year 12 Rome
Back Row: C. Krasenstein, S. Harrison,
S. Gordon, N. Whyte, M. Nixon,
D. Trenorden, K. Rennie.
Middle Row: W. Pearson, C. Southwell,
P. W. Fong, S. Drake, M. Riley, S. M. Low.
Front Row: K. Donaldson, J. Nayler,
A. C. Gan, R. Tunley, E. Waterhouse,
Y. L. Chin.
Absent: A. Bellett, J. Gabriele, C. Gibbons,
N. Ward.

Rome — Year 11
Back Row: M. Michael, K. Watson, T. Hindley,
F. Girdlestone, U. Frederick, J. Cussons,
M. Benda, J. O’Reilly.
Middle Row: S. Thompson, A. Davis, M. Rees,
A. Hopps, M. Ojeda, J. Ellery, K. Macfie,
F. Scotney.
Front Row: C. Gardiner, W. Chan, S. Moylan,
S. Deleuil, P. Lacy, D. Slater,
A. Silvert, S. Keogh.
Absent: B. Stewart, J. Watkins.
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Year 10 Rome

Back Row: S. Graham, K. Lillingston,
S. Hasson, L. Watson, K. Milne, J. Harvey,
T. W. Ng, C. Kollosche.
Middle Row: Y. K. Chin, P. Reynolds, K. Stride,
S. Henning, S. Westlake, F. Summers,
J. King.
Front Row: M. Hansen, M. L. Wan, M. Ash,
D. Trewenack, F. IVisbey, M. Lewis.
Absent: N. Bolton, T. Langmead.

Year 9 Rome

Back Row: K. Samuel, M. Troy, L. Ellis,
J. Allen, B. Tough, K. Munro, J. Scotney,
J. Crawford, N. Gabriele.
Middle Row: M. Roberts, A. Hester, S. Stewart,
A. Giles, K. Wisbey, A. Lindquist,R. Turner,
A. Gardiner, A. Verman.
Front Row: S. L. Tan, T. Naidoo, S. Low,
C. Dixon, C. Hassell, B. Booth, E. Thomas,
J. Lasserre.
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Year 8 Rome

Back Row: R. Hunt, R. Haverkort, S. Vij,
C. Montgomery, A. Harvey, A. McIntyre,
T. Verco, L. Campbell.
Middle Row: L. Crombie, C. Palmer, H. Percy,
A. Woodhouse, C. Bowey, G. Hohnen,
S. Bell, M. Pearson.
Front Row: B. Lyne, A. Dalzell, A. Lothringer,
B. Mitford-Henry, F. Paterson, J. Rees,
S. Sakarapani.
There weren’t at least 5 students looking out the right
hand side window of Mr Swingler’s Chemistry room, and
5 looking out the left.
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SPARTA HOUSE OFFICIALS
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N. Johnston, S. Vilrich, E. Rankin.

Year 12 Sparta
Back Row: M. Toba, S. Nottage, S. Wishaw,
C. Russell, N. Johnston, D. Hsu,
M. Canning, V. Sinclair.
Middle Row: R. Woodroffe, K. Elsey, S. Nelson,
J. Douglas, S. Owens, S. Ullrich.
Front Row: S. Taylor, L. Rankin, A. Coughlan,
M. Woodward, H. Blyth, J. Fayle.
Absent: L. M. Tan, A. C. Toh.

Year 11 Sparta

«

Back Row: V. MacWilliam, S. Williams,
J. Wise, J. Metcalf, J. McCall, R. Gaynor,
T. Holmes, M. Wynter, R. Feazey.
Middle Row: C. Basham, P. Fermanis,
J. Bradshaw, K. White, L. Ritchie,
E. A. Craze, S. Emery.
Front Row: D. Tingley, E. Eu, C. Cavil!,
A. Kelsall, D. Jones.
Absent: C. Paterson, A. Rieusset, A. Sewell,
C. Stannard.
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Year 10 Sparta

Back Row: C. Owens, C. Chin, D. Morgan,
N. Kent, B. Brown, K. Griffin, V. Fay/e,
S. Heath.
Middle Row: A. Williams, R. Ullrich,
L. Woodward, E. Vines, N. Humphry,
A. Hartley, A. Knott.
Front Row: S. Anthony, A. C. Kirkham,
T. Young, O. Sicouri, J. Galbraith,
E. Drew.
Absent: J. M. Burr, K. L. George, S. Newstead.
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Y ear 9 Sparta
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Back Row: L. Kirkby, S. Spencer, C. Heave,
C. Heath, E. Wishaw, T. Bennett,
A. Metcalf, R. Quintner.
Middle Row: D. Dsu, K. Maiden, E. Binns,
F. Hunt, M. Binns, T. Bennett, M. Davies,
M. Priddy, M. Adams.
Front Row: C. Cail, S. Grainger, A. Chadwick,
G. Bennett, C. King, K. Williams, P. Scott.

Year 8 Sparta

Back Row: J. Turnock, T. Dyas, L. Wallis,
C. Drew, K. Baillie, J. Vandongen,
H. Eldred, T. Scott.
Middle Row: A. Zen, L. Scott, N. James,
C. Hawker, A. Gay nor, R. Taylor,
K. MacWilliam.
Front Row: J. Hammond, A. Reddin, S. Lee,
I. Oates, A. Foo, B. Sicouri, A, Kirkham.
Absent: H. Foster, M. Scott.
We could decide what colour was
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TROY HOUSE OFFICIALS
N. Halbert, M. Wright, S. Thorpe.

Year 12 Troy
Back Row: C. Davies, R. McSkimming,
T. Rogers, S. Mercer, J. Underwood,
M. Wright, J. Clark, S. Woods.
Middle Row: N. Halbert, L. Ward, A. Pate,
S. Perkins, S. Mantle, N. Bracks.
Front Row: Y. Pitman, J. Watson, S. Lee,
C. McGeachie, K. Dharmananda.
Absent: S. Thorpe.

%

Year 11 Troy
Back Row: K. McIntosh, C. Monaghan,
S. Ryan, J. Ryan, N. Taylor, K. Biddles,
S. Yurovich, J. Hollitt, K. Wilson, D. Ryan.
Middle Row: M. Cross, S. Penberthy,
W. Y. Chin, P. Shrivastava, A. L. Whiting,
K. Tonkin, K. Kavanagh, N. Gibson.
Front: K. Clare, M. Goodridge, S. Stringer,
S. Lewis, S. Collins, D. Daniels, P. Hersey.
Absent: C. Gibson, C. Holbrook, C. Walker.
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Year 10 Troy
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Back Row: G. Bracks, M. Woss, J. Ng,
K. Liddelow, M. L. Ng, R. Nairn, L. Woo.
Middle Row: E. Williamson, P. Trivett,
Y. W. Goh, F. Haggerty, K. Davies,
R. Dauey, M. Smith, W. Welton.
Front Row: I. Bolto, S. Prindiville, K. Campbell,
J. Glatz, A. Hedge, R. Painter, V. Salem.
Absent: R. Schairer, T. Ostwald.

Year 9 Troy

Back Row: I. Wood, J. Ricker, H. Deacon,
F. MacGill, J. Mercer, J. Winning,
L. Wrixon, M. Yurovich.
Middle Row: G. Mack, E. Ryan, R. Stringer,
A. Whiting, J. Maddock, R. Russell, T. Scott.
Front Row: I. Mepham, J. Eilon, V. Garner,
M. J. Bradford, K. Valentine, N. Court,
E. Ng, F. Anderson.
Absent: L. Fuger.

Year 8 Troy

Back Row: Y. Ng, G. Musk, A. Littlejohn,
N. Milech, A. Freedman, P. Hawkins,
E. Campbell, K. Daniels.
Middle Row: S. Dewar, K. Russell, R. Randell,
L. Teo, J. A. Santwyk, K. Speer, C. Willis,
K. Coolhaas.
Front: A. Gibbings, F. Schell, F. Goodridge,
L. Roberts, C. Graham-Taylor,
K. McGregor, A. Fraser.
Classrooms were numbered progressively.
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Like a bag of assorted lollies, so are the days of our lives
(no, this is not a photocopy of last year’s report, although
we did think about it!)
Into our 1986 community we adopted Mrs Anderson,
Head of Walton, the Tozer family and of course the Year
Eights who quickly settled in and rapidly learnt the tricks
of the trade.
The biggest change this year in the boarding house has
been the weight of the girls . . . due to the alteration in the
format of the dining room system. We now have an array
of fresh fruit and salads, with the twice weekly stews of 1985
now being altered to once monthly. We have also broadened
our horizons in our eating habits with the introduction of
an international night and a carvery night. These involved
a great deal of preparation and enabled us to sample varying
Asian foods and a wide variation of meats which were enjoyed
by everyone. We look forward to our forthcoming Formal
Dinner which takes an Italian theme. Thanks for these
implemented changes must deservedly go to the catering
committee.
The weekends for the younger years have been filled with
trips to Fremantle, day trips to Yanchep, rollerskating and
evenings at the Theatre. The Saturday night videos are also
very popular. The older girls have found their entertainment
sifting through files and books!!!
Integration with our neighbours (Christ Church) has been
promoted this year with a concert which exposed many once
hidden theatrical talents. The concert was a huge success
and more along the line of Theatre Sports are being planned.
Many boarders have been involved with the ever successful
rowing which has been convenient for them, as they stumble
out of bed and walk a few metres to the river at very
disconcerting hours of the morning. Jogging also seems to
be a favourite pasttime of some girls who are seen panting
along the roads of Claremont, in order to walk off those
extra kilojoules!
The boarding house has been recently informed of the
departure of one of our long esteemed members — Head
of Burnside, Mrs Howell, who has been there for four and
a half years. We take this opportunity to wish her every
happiness in the future and thank her for all she has done.
Our role as head girls has been a very memorable
experience to each of us and we have all enjoyed the privileges
of Year 12.
Once again the experience of boarding has developed our
independence and our ability to integrate with all types of
people. We wish to thank all the mistresses and student
members of each house for their continued support
throughout our final year.
Our best wishes go the up and coming Year 12’s especially
to the head girls who we hope enjoy their period of election
as much as we did. All the very best in your T.E.E. and
for the future and remember...
You can take a girl out of the country
but you can’t take the country out of a girl!

BURNSUDE HOUSE
Marcia Nixon, Mrs Howell, Danielle
Trenorden.

WALTON HOUSE
Christine Richardson, Mrs Anderson,
Stephanie Johnson.
■w -f

LANGSFORD HOUSE
MaraToovey, Naomi Halbert, Mrs Wilkins,
Leanne Haddon.

WESLEY HOUSE

Danielle Trenorden, Naomi Halbert,
Stephanie Johnson, Leesa Ward

Miriam Canning, Mrs Walsh, Leesa Ward.
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Boarders

Back Row: A. Joiner, Mrs Howell, R. Freestone, E. Brown, R. Painter, S. Hasson, L. Sewell, H. Heinrich, S. Westlake, Mrs Anderson, C. Sachse,
Mrs Walsh, C. Richardson, J. Metcalf, F. Fewster, D. Ryan, J. Watkins, A. Pate, S. Ullrich, L. McDonald, S. Lee, J. Freestone, M. Nixon, D. Pipe,
J. Masters, D. Trenorden, S. Johnson.
Fifth Row: Y. Lamont, N. Bland, P. Reynolds, P. Lun, E. Craze, M. Hansen, R. Nairn, H. Andrews, L. McFarlane, N. Halbert, M. Toovey, L.
Haddon, M. Canning, S. Taylor, L. Ward, S. Perkins, J. Richardson, J. Brunalli, J. Bradshaw, T. King, S. Hoi Lee, J. Hall, J. Campbell.
Fourth Row: C. Arnold, J. Fiegert, I. Berner, F. Tysoe, J. McCall, H. Smith, F. Girdlestone, T. Hindley, F. Pens, A. Kelsall, C. Richardson, R.
Inglis, D. Kennedy, S. Loh, K. White, J. Verrall, P. Blackburn, A. Baroni, S. Ghani, G. Mack.
Third Row: H. Foster, V. Jenkins, R. Atterby, A. Metcalf, F. Haggerty, A. Handley, F. Hall, L. Shephard, T. Crane, S. Henning, R. Ullrich, S.
Vandongen, L. Ellis, G. McCamish, J. Glatz, H. D. Wai, K. Clare, D. Daniels, J. Gregg, P. Hersey, J. Cussons, L. Ritchie, K. Daniels.
Second Row: D. McPharlin, J. Maddock, C. Cail, T. Bennett, B. Booth, S. Moore, T. Bennett, M. Lamont, K. Stoyanoff, L. Crombie, K. Dunstan,
S. Fiegert, T. Verco, P. Vaux, T. Green, F. Schell, R. Hunt, L. Campbell, A. Littlejohn, A. Woodhouse, M. Senior, G. Stoyanoff, G. Hohnen.
Front Row: P. White, C. Graham-Taylor, S. Craze, S. Sheppard, M. Pearson, E. Sutherland, C. Godden, S. Marsh, T. Whitehurst, D. Gillam, E.
Waldron, D. Richardson, N. Hall, S. Spencer, K. Hollis, B. Lyne.
Every student, signing out to go to the doctor’s, was really signing out to go to the doctor’s.

Boarding House. Mr. Tozer together with his wife
and family have provided a focus for care in the Boarding
House and Boarders’ Chapel. He carries with him the best
wishes of all of us as he moves from the School to take
up a new appointment as Minister of the Claremont Parish
next year.
Finally I wish to thank the girls for their tolerance, and
friendly acceptance and the Staff as a whole for their support
and positive encouragement throughout the year. I look
forward eagerly to new challenges and new opportunities
in 1987.

CHAPLAIN
Well it has certainly been a challenging and exciting year!
Two new Chaplains trying to come to terms with the whole
School family of M.L.C. There have of course been the
inevitable changes that are always associated with “new
brooms”. Some of them have been welcomed, and some
have been greeted with the usual degree of suspicion.
Religious Education has proved to be somewhat of
a shock to some students. A course with a strong Biblical
content has been very well received by most. However,
assignment work and assessment of performance in this
subject has broken new ground, and has not always been
so enthusiastically appreciated.
Chapel. The place of the Chapel in the whole life of
the School has received a new emphasis. Each year group
has met regularly for Chapel. A more formal approach to
Chapel also, has provided the opportunity to appreciate
some of the more important aspects of the liturgy of the
Church. It has pleased me especially that the girls have
responded so positively to this. Not just the girls, but the
Staff also have seen a growing use of the Chapel. As I
write this report I have just come from the first formal Chapel
Service for the whole staff at the beginning of Term 4.
Fellowship. The Fellowship group has continued to
meet in the Chaplain’s office for lunch on Wednesdays.
This year this group has been neglected a little, however,
they have been very supportive of the work of the Chaplains.
We look forward to a more comprehensive programme next
year.
Social Services. Probably the biggest innovation in
this area owes much to the enthusiasm and support of
Mr. Broderick. M.L.C. AID was initiated. For a week a
number of educational programmes associated with the
needs of famine-struck Tigre and Ethiopia were organised.
The week culminated in a variety of fundraising activities.
So active were the girls that the School was able to
contribute $2,000 to Community Aid Abroad for work in
Tigre. We hope that M.L.C. AID will become a regular
part of the School Programme.

Lindsay Purdie, Ian Tozer
Chaplains

S.R.C.
There was a major change in the School Representative
Council this year. It is now the STUDENTS Representative
Council. A new constitution was drawn up which enabled
the meetings to be completely run by students, and staff
to be invited when the students thought it appropriate.
Thanks must be extended to Mrs. Telfer, Mr. Sofoulis and
Mr. Wilkins for helping us draw up the new constitution.
A few evening meetings and many lunch time meetings
were held and various topics were discussed. Black hair
ribbons may now be worn as well as the bottle green, and
rowing, a growing and increasingly successful sport may
soon be fully recognised with the awarding of colours. A
new M.L.C. AID was introduced to the school by Mr. Purdie
and Mr. Broderick. The S.R.C. was in full support of the
idea, which involved activities such as bike riding around
the river and of course, the 40 HOUR FAMINE, and a
lot of money was raised for social services.
With student representatives from every part of the
school, the Student Representative Council functions well.
It enables everyone to voice their opinion and is
advantageous to the whole of the school community. I would
like to take this opportunity to wish the Student
Representative Council the best of luck for 1987.

■nil

Kate Donaldson
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YEAR 11 GEOGRAPHY CAMP,
ROTTNEST 86
At Fremantle wharf on Saturday, August 30, the Year
Eleven Geography students of 1986, were pondering on
the subject of fine weather as grey clouds loomed overhead.
Once aboard the Sea Flyte, the waves rolled by and many
stomachs turned!
We were rather fortunate that the weather did become
fine and, in fact, rather warm. After being greeted by several
beautiful peacocks and settling into our huts at Kingston
Barracks, we headed off on a ten kilometre (four hour)
bike ride around Rottnest Island studying the different types
of vegetation and coastal landscapes, with the odd accident
happening here and there!
We met up with a group from Lockridge and Kalamunda
High Schools and explored the extremely dark, and perhaps
eerie, but fascinating tunnels which are situated under Guns
Lookout.
Once back at the Barracks (and after Ms. Henderson
had finished intravenously feeding herself with coffee, and
Mr. Row had fought off his Mars Bar and Coke withdrawal
symptoms!) we had dinner and watched a video on the
Rottnest Winter about the various species of birds and their
adaptation to the Rottnest environment.
Thanks to certain people (no names mentioned, eh Mr.
Row?), about six hours sleep were gained and we had to
drag ourselves out of our beds into the salty, fresh, misty
morning air of Bickley Bay to study coastal dunes and their
vegetation types.
After cleaning up our huts for inspection, we returned
our bikes and a few of us tried a never-to-be-forgotten
experience on the Underwater Explorer. The gentle swaying
of the submarine-like craft was too much for a few who
had to escape to the top for a breath of fresh air. It was,
nevertheless, quite fascinating and after returning to the
jetty, we boarded the Sea Raider for our return trip to
Fremantle, most of us exhausted, but extremely happy.
Just a last word of thanks to Ms. Henderson and Mr.
Row for making the camp such a success and I hope next
year’s Year Eleven Geography students are as good (?)
and have as much fun as we did.
... . . „
Vicki Snow

FRENCH TOUR ’85-’86
It’s January, it’s cold and a large bus pulls up in a town
somewhere in France. Twenty-three Australian girls clad
in coats, boots, jeans, thermal underwear, two jumpers and
more, and brandishing mean-looking cameras, jump out and
head to the nearest patisserie or Benetton shop. Somewhere
in the background are the distraught Mesdames MacGill
and Silbert.
You’ve just received a picture of a typical day on the
M.L.C. French tour! That’s not to say that France is only
good for its food and its shopping — we were also educated
on the cultural aspects of French society, such as their
complete disregard for road-rules, their greetings of two
kisses on each cheek, and their wild New Year’s Eve spirit.
Up the Eiffel Tower in Paris, into the Roman remains in
Nimes, over the Pont du Gard and along the cliffs of the
beautiful French Riviera and French Alps (the scenic
highlight of the tour). We discovered two certain persons’
secret phobia of heights . . .
The most valuable time of the tour was the two weeks
spent billetted out to families in Clermont-Ferrand. Here
we got a taste of what it is like speaking solid French. We
all had very nice families who introduced us to their culture,
and some of us even learnt to ski. We attended high school,
and when we visited a primary school were asked questions
by fascinated seven year olds such as “Do you eat koalas?”
and “Do you have electricity?”!!
All was ended with a memorable two days in London
before returning home.
Thanks must go to Mesdames MacGill and Silbert for
their valuable organisation of a tour worth remembering!
Claire Molyneux
Mrs Silbert was constantly yelling at the girls.
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OQIQIOALS
THE RACE
Bang!
The gun smokes,
the claps of thunder echo round the stadium.
The feet pound, the arms pump,
People rise to their feet.
The athletes pant and strain,
The excitement escalates,
The cheers become desperate.
The leader is metres from the finish.
The sweat streaming down her forehead
Every muscle stretched to break,
One last straining effort.
She tumbles over the finish line.
She clambers up and leaps into the air;
The crowd responds with a searing yell!
She hugs her team-mates with relief.
Samantha Beer (Year 10)

YOUTH
It’s not our fault . . . well, not entirely . . . well, hardly any
is . . .
Is it?
They want harsher penalties for crime.
They want the drinking age increased.
They spend millions on drug rehabilitation . . .
And they think it’s going to help?
Our life is full of pessimism . . .
YES
There is going to be a nuclear war.
YES
And we’ll all end up as in Threads’.
YES
And you will be lucky if you get a job.
YES
They’re being taken over by robots, and computers and
machines.
YES
If you don’t get good grades now, you’ll never succeed.
NO
It’s not our fault we think like that.
We hear it at school.
We hear it at home.
We read it in the papers.
We watch it on T.V.
That’s why kids turn to alcohol and drugs
To escape it all.
To escape realism.
To fantasize their being free and carefree.
You CAN’T spend millions on drug rehabilitation.
You CAN’T increase the drinking age.
You CAN’T impose harsher penalties for crime
Without first changing the views of the youth,
Without first giving them a go,
Without first making their life a little more optimistic.
It’s NOT our fault . . . not entirely . . .
Well, I don’t think — at all.
Holly McGlew (Year 11)

8.10 a.m. ROOM 64 - SUMNER HOUSE
The kettle’s on
Good, pour me a cup — I just know I failed Chem you
see,
Well Blair and I are studying ‘Physics’,
We’re hoping for a B.
Your stockings have a hole in them
So — my ladder is heaps bigger!
Did you see Kate’s hair today?
Mrs Moore’s in such a dither!
Anyone got some milk?
Only ‘vegetarian milk’ — that’s Libby’s.
Do you ever think they’ll give us a day
When we can just wear civvies?
My gosh! Did you study last night?
We’ve got that BIG test — period one!
Nup, — went out to dinner,
Candlelit, at the Sheraton.
Talking of the Sheraton
Did you see the guy Liz took to the ball?
Denise has got her eye on him,
I bet she gives him a call!
So where were you yesterday,
Wagging? — Sick, — yeah sure!
Studying! — Of course you were,
Human Biology? Or something more?
Oh, there’s the bell
Another schoolday like the last,
Study; tea; chat; study; tea; chat;
I hope it goes really fast.
Chris Williamson (Year 12)

THE STAFF OF LIFE . . .
Old History teachers never die, they just become antiquated.
English..................................................................parse away.
Geography............................................ become incontinent.
Economics........................................relinquish their Futures.
Maths.............................................................. wait for a sine.
Language....................................................they just dialectic.
Drama...................... they keep coming back for an encore.
Chemistry..........................................................stop reacting
Physics.............................................................. ground mass.
Biology.......................................................................vegetate.
Human Biology............................................lose these genes.
Computer....................................................... byte their time.
Home Economics..................................... cash in their chips.
Art...................................................get themselves engraved.
Chaplains.................................enter into the spirit of things.
Music....................................................................decompose.
Principals................................................... lose their faculties.
A BIT OF WHIMSY BY A SCIENCE TEACHER WHO
IS NOT YET FOSSILISED!!

THE SEA
The roll of the ocean thuds in my heart,
And the memory of waves makes me want to take part.
As it curdles and spins in its spiral form,
Starting early every morn.
The foam is white during the night,
In the memory of snow in its own separate row.
It’s an enigma to see, but it makes me feel free,
Just watching the smashing, crashing sea.
Kendra Baillie (Year 8)
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EVERY MORNING

DESPAIR

A dark stallion lifts its head from the hay,
His breath, frozen in the cold air,
Drifts over the stable door.
The mist rises
Over cows grazing in the paddock,
And their tails fling dew
From the high grass.
A tiny amber flower,
Its pointed petals sprung delicately from the grass
Becomes fodder for a young sheep,
Grass seeds trapped in its tight, damp wool.
A dog barks,
And other sheep raise their heads
As a tractor chugs over the rise.
A bull bellows and birds flutter
From the trees.
The sun streams through the leaves,
And rises to arch through the sky.

As I walked last night, I was
Drawn into an inescapable darkness;
A vacuum.
My freedom was no more, my world
had collapsed, my identity crumbling with it.
I was nothing.
I had ceased to exist. . .
Now, as I walk this morning
I am whole again, the sun walks
With me, providing light-hearted
Company. The air is brisk, free, almost
Promiscuous: It knows no constraints.
Yet I can not stop my thoughts
From focussing on the vacuum, so
Uncontrollable, but so disguised,
Like the eye of a storm, a storm
That could destroy me.
The vacuum is my fear.
A fear so deep and menacing
It harbours me insane.
I can’t succumb yet I have no say.
I am helpless.
My fear is my phobia, my phobia
is death.
To Die.
My vacuum is so airless, lifeless, it
Knows no warmth, no tears, no
Laughter. A vacuum can not
Sustain life
Only suffocate it.
The stillness is unbearable, the
Silence is morose.
I lie in my vacuum, unable to move,
To whisper or whine.
I am secured firmly by invisible bonds.
I want to escape, I dream of finding freedom
And I live for the day
When my vacuum will be unsealed.
Times are changing, we must
Change with them.
They scream at me; I hear them not
But I can see their faces, hideous in their disfiguration
As athey try to get me to respond.
I am safe. My vacuum is my protector.
The world is my enemy.
It is hungry, too greedy
For what I can give to it.
Must I shut myself away — in dreams
And flights of fantasy, adventures of
My mind —
In order to survive?
I am insane.
But surely those who can survive
In that crazy world that lies
Beyond my vacuum —
Surely it is they, not I, who is lost?

Amanda Smith (Year 10)

GLASS FISH
He sits and stares
and all his eye sees
is an ocean.
He’s a Pisces.
Blue-glass round, tail curved, ten teeth —
Smooth-washed glass on a wooden beach . . .
A yellow shelf is where he stands,
a catfish on the hard, flat sand —
Poised like a flying fish, ready to go
seeing a water-like vision below.
Only its carpet, green and brown —
he’ll shatter if he plummets down . . .
Yet no fish ever was so unique
with stripes of white; three blobs for feet.
He dreams of the waves,
and the ocean floor,
as he waits for the tide
on the wide, wood shore . . .

Naomi Millett (Year 12)

REALITY
You pop the pill
And then you go
Into unreal bliss,
Nightmares of reality
Stab at you and miss.
The thoughts that linger in your mind
Present unwanted pangs,
Pain inside your forehead
Then you see the fangs.
Myriads of colours
All splitting in your skull,
Animals of all sorts
— This life’s not so dull.
Tortuous inflictions
Upon your once numb brain,
Terrors of the TV set
Come at you again.
And after a few hours
It begins to wear off,
So you inject your arm
And take another shot.

Cassandra Paterson (Year 11)

SUCCESS
If you have tried to do something and failed, you are vastly
better off than if you had tried to do nothing and succeeded.

Anon.
The canteen didn’t stock Billabongs and Nut Chews and
Strawberry Bars and ...
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DESCRIPTION OF A DIVE, FROM A TEN
FOOT SPRINGBOARD

I SAT AND WATCHED
I sat and watched,
the people dying.
I sat and watched,
the world fighting.
I sat and watched,
the animals crying.

Precision, balance, grace.
A controlled fall, contorted only with twists, saults and pikes.
A ten foot drop, with nothing to hold you back.
Whilst pulling your back into a curving arch,
visualise your flight within your mind.
See the world float by upside down, as you fly,
oblivious to all except yourself.
Cleanly, you enter the water.
Molecules parting for pointed toes,
Atoms of H O dividing, as you feel the water engulf your
body
Exhaling through your nose, you see the bubbles roll gently
over
your eyes, across your face.
They tickle your forehead.
Push off from the bottom, and glide toward
the water’s mirrored surface.
Your lungs are bursting.
Your body is screaming for air.
Reaching the surface, you gulp greedily at your new found
relief.
Remember the drive; the power you put behind the dive.
The second flight that lasted a lifetime.
Exhilaration!
Glide slowly through the marshmallow waters,
and relish the sheer brilliantine of flying.
Ascending the rusted ladder once more,
Use your arms to lever yourself upwards.
Concentrate on the dive.
Focus on your body and adore its agility.
Think of technique. Savour the dive.
Poised, motionless. Then . . . leap and fly!
Marvel at your body, marvel, at the
Precision, balance and grace.
M. Woss (Year 10)

I sat and thought
how lucky we are
To have no people dying,
To have no world fighting
And to have no animals crying.
And I sat and watched.
Chris Richardson (Year 12)

It’s Tuesday, 15th April
The whole world doesn’t know
But Reagan’s at the ready
And Libya’s going to blow.
Reagan’s blaming Gaddafi
For the terrorism.
He thinks his action
Will show his heroism.
But who is the world blaming?
Surely not Reagan.
It’s Gaddafi’s fault, isn’t it?
(But to him it’s just a game.)

The bullets have hit.
Gaddafi’s family lay.
Surely this is war,
Not some childish play.
So look at the superiors.
They are all at large,
One cowboy, one filmstar,
They are all in charge.

D. Sweetman (Year 12)

PEOPLE ARE ONLY INSTRUMENTS OF
TIME
There, alone in a corner she stands,
A symbol of days gone by.
The sculptured pillar,
deeply bowed neck
even
the soundboard seems to sigh
as it grows weary of its
retirement.
Ah, but she has travelled far
From an old land to a new
For here it reads:
“Sebastian Erere
No. 18 Great Marlborough Street, London’
Such a treasure you
will not find often in this
changing world.
At the height of her youth
she mixed with the haute of society;
the parlours and the parties
But the strings are loose now
Through lack of polish and care
Though you can see
they do not truly hide
the noble sound behind.
Some wish to put her in a museum
behind a plate of glass.
I say play her tune
For she is not an object
Of the Past
Rather a heritage for the future
And we are only in the getting of
Our Wisdom.
Sam Perkins (Year 12)

AN ODE TO MY LOVE, INSPECTOR
GADGET
Inspector Gadget, you’re the coolest guy,
Though many, I’m sure, would wonder why .
(um, excuse me darling . . .)
Please look at me when I speak to you,
my Yummy cutie strawberry and custard pie
(ah thank you!)
The celebration of our love, I feel, is nigh,
I adore you deeply, you make me high . . .
(hey, I’m talking to you!)
Oh how come you keep avoiding my eye?
I know it’s not because you’re shy,
And not ’cause you’ve lost your Gadget tie,
And I distinctly heard you give a sigh!
(well mate, if that’s how you feel!)
You truly are my love, you surely wouldn’t lie Well, you probably would, but I really shall try
To hold back my tears — I WILL NOT CRY!
That you and Wonderwoman were in the sky
Having fun in her invisible plane, I got told by a fly,
You say you won’t keep secrets, but you think I pry!?!
So it’s a fact! Hmph! Well I think I’ll go and buy
Myself a slushy ooey pigsty,
Curie up all squelchy, and promptly die!
Samantha Wilson (Year 11)

44

MY TERRIBLE FATE WHEN THE ALARM
WENT OFF LATE!

I banged on our front door
hoping someone was home.
But no-one was there so I sat on the cold
pavement alone, and thought about my fate —
which all started when the alarm went off LATE.
Annette Gibbings (Year 8)

I got up in the morning half asleep
from hearing my alarm going beep! beep! beep!
I looked at the clock,
And what a shock!
The stupid alarm went off far too late.
I set it for quarter-past seven
But the time was quarter-past eight!
I chucked it on the floor in hate
As I was going to be really late!
1 rushed to the cupboard to find my clothes
Weren’t there.
1 then saw my baby brother
Coming down the stairs
With my blazer and all!
\
They were dirty, crumpled and creased.
I stood there and gave him a dirty mean look.
He thought it was funny and his cheeky
Face was beaming.
I wrenched everything off him
And “boy was he screaming”!
I dashed to the laundry and grabbed the
Nearest container from the cupboard.
The stuff was thin, runny and blue!
It got stains off
But it wouldn’t wash off and just stayed there
Like glue!
I just didn’t know why
So I read the label it said
“HEAVY DUTY ROYAL BLUE DYE”
(It could have at least been red.)
I scrubbed and scrubbed
But what could I do?
The dye had sunk in
And my clothese were half blue!
But there was no time to waste.
I got dressed and grabbed my school bag in haste.
I skipped breakfast and ran out the door.
I fell down the stairs and
My books, pencils and lunch were
Scattered all over the floor!
I dumped them all back in
And started to run really fast.
When I was halfway to the bus stop.
I heard something drop.
I noticed the hole in my bag and cursed.
I know what had dropped — it was my purse.
I was picking up money here and there.
As it was rolling everywhere.
When I had finished at last
I made my way to the bus stop
But I blew my top as the
Eight-thirty bus came roaring past.
I was way-off being on time —
I felt as though I’d committed a crime.
I was going to wait for the
10-past nine bus but
I didn’t feel like going to school
Wearing a blue and green uniform and a hair style jumbled
up
like salad and prawns,
I looked like a real fool!
I started walking home instead
’cos if I was confronted by my MATHS TEACHER
I’d lose my head and probably drop dead!

JUNIOR ORIGINALS PRIZE

MADNESS
Gently, ever so gently, I cradle Sanity in my arms.
Its wan face seems so very tired; eyes dull and breath so
shallow, so very shallow . . .
Caressing its limp body with loving hands, its velvet
skin’s so soft.
Why will it not eat nor drink?
Do I not have the power to make its heart beat faster,
to make the bood surge through its helpless body?
Am I of no consequence at all?
Alone I must fight this battle, where weapons and strength
do not play a part,
For this is a battle of the mind.
Alone I must fight for my future, my life and everything
that ever mattered ... for everything that I hold dear.
Gentle, ever so gently, I cradle Sanity in my arms.
Yet, as I hold it,
I feel the flickering heartbeat fade,
and hear the mellow ringing of funeral bells in my ears.
In deathly silence I sit and mourn, whispering sad
good-byes.
There was nothing more I could do
and still I throb with unerring guilt.
Now, with my precious Sanity dead in my arms,
it is time to dig my own grave.
...
....
...
Alison Davis (Year 11)

RUMINATIONS OF A DISORGANISED
PLEB
Masticating on the Jupiter Bar
I take in the easy, laid back atmosphere of
Lit.
I wonder if we’ll have a teacher today,
Or perhaps have a spare Private Study period.
Monsoon season hurricanes in through the door —
Yes, we WILL have someone to hold the rains,
Albeit loosely.
Imagine that I’m dead and cremated;
’twill make no particular disturbance to anyone,
Especially this Lit. class.
The deeper analysis of the image of hands
Is inflicting me with brain strain.
I must finish this,
As all ruminations draw to an end.
Today, especially.
On the left one person is studying Chem,
On the right another is pondering Chem,
In the middle, Lit.
Ball photos in front, in back.
Gossip all around.
World still revolving and life still screaming ahead.
Activities charging on,
And myself in Lit.
No-one is concentrating,
But fairly well prepared for Medicine, Law, Accountancy.
While I sit
in Lit. . .
Disorganized Pleb.
A.C. Gan (Year 12)
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THE LETTER
This is a letter from an adolescent girl to herself. She
is currently receiving psychotherapy at the Institute for the
Mentally 111.
Dear me,
JulV> 1986Dear me,
I write to you with pen in hand.
I think I’m a psychopath —
you understand?
I hope you can help me,
I’m very confused. And I think
my mind is a quadraplegic.
Me, can you tell my why life is not what it used to be?
Can you give me reasons, why suddenly I can’t handle things,
cope with everyday situations. Why are my nails bitten back
past the quick? Why am I forever crying, cringing and
cowering for no apparent reason. Can you tell me why?
No, I suppose you can’t, or I would not be writing to
you, asking you. Maybe everybody nurses such thoughts,
deeply embedded within the depths of their minds. Maybe
they don’t. What about the others, do they think like me?
Naah, suppose not. They’re OK, they have got friends to
talk with, laugh with and cry with. I mean, it’s not as if
I don’t have friends, I say ‘Hello, Goodbye, and what-didyou-get-in-your-maths-test? to most of them. But nothing
more. What do you think me? Tell me.
Tell me if I’m crazy, if I’m a fool or if I’m just a nothing,
teetering on the brink of God only knows what. Why am
I so different from the others — the black spot in the midst
of white, the flaw spoiling even lines of perfection.
As I venture out into a world of insecurity, searching
for a reason, a meaning to explain who, what and why
I am, why do I feel so desolate, so lonely so useless?
I think I feel like I’ve been cut off from something, but
I don’t know what. Or why.
As I write, I wonder if this is yet another indication of
a confused, frustrated mind. Thoughts as fragile as dewy
spider webs flit through my troubled mind, obstinately
refusing to fall into sequence, hanging there, just out of
reach. Tantilizing and frustrating.
Hanging. I used to dream — no, I still do — of suicide
usually by jumping from a tall, tall platform. I wonder if
it is a dream, a fantasy, or, if one day I will summon the
guts: Slowly I would climb the stairs, six flights in all upon
reaching the top, I would gaze across at an uninterrupted
view of a world that I never learnt to live in. My mind would
struggle, conquering bout after bout of emotional conflict,
struggling for freedom. Then, I would fling myself over the
metal sill, to plunge into eternity and oblivion.
Or maybe I wouldn’t. I don’t know.
I feel suffocated by my insanity and as wave after wave
of human emotion engulfs me I flounder and grasp reality.
Whatever, wherever that may be.
Why, why, why? I want answers, reasons. I need
something.
I just don’t know and it confuses me. Life confuses me
and I hate being confused. And I hate me. Yes, that’s right.
I hate me. I hate me. I hate you, me! Why am I me? Can’t
you just go away and leave me to live in my little world
of isolation? No, I’m just being crazy.
I feel deflated and depressed. And it’s time for dinner.
All my love, me xxxx

Man’s destiny is in his Own Hands.
One day,
Unknowingly,
He may crush himself.
S Suen (Year 12)
She was delicate and beautiful
and graceful like the rose.
Her life meant much to many
but life totters on its toes.
It really doesn’t take much,
to push life off the course
and now we only mourn her
and thoughts bring back remorse.
A rose so tall and vivid.
It remained within our hearts.
We’re grateful for the memory
life leaves when it departs.
But like a rose, her fragrance,
lingers in our minds.
We will think of sweeter moments
her love was that that binds.
Anonymous
A way outback in the desert or so,
There lived an old quack and his old dingo.
They lived on birds and assorted small mammals,
Occasionally even one or two camels.
The lived that way ’til nineteen fifteen,
Until the day when a priest was seen
By the quack’s unholy eyes.
His face registering unholy surprise.
The priest (from Kalgoorlie) was taking a swig
From his whiskey bottle bidden inside his rig,
When, holy smoke! he sighted the quack
Who lived in the desert, a way outback.
“You there!” he shouted, with growing shock,
“It’s a priest I am, see my frock!”
The quack and dingo looked at he,
With a sudden hunger for priest for tea.
The priest, in shock, was captured for tea,
Filled with fear, but downright angry
And as he was dragged across the plain,
He swore in anguish, again and again.
The quack built up the fire, the priest watched in fright,
Then realised a solution to his terrible plight.
He hit the dingo with a mighty “thwack”,
And did the same to poor, unfortunate quack.
The quack and dingo, filled with pain
Jumped about as if insane.
They stumbled into the fire, and after one last breath,
Both were painfully burnt to death.
That’s the tale of the quack and the dingo,
Who lived way outback in the desert or so,
Who died in their quest to eat a priest.
The priest beat them, to say the least.

Me/ M/oss (Year 10)

Yolande Caruso (Year 8)
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LATELY FROM THE STAFF ROOM.

JARS

Year 8
Blank faces . . . empty souls,
Small lithe bodies, yet with
potential to grow, expand, deteriorate.
They are like little jars,
Eagerly taking their places on a conveyor-belt,
(that awesome conveyor-belt of adolescence)
Ready to be filled.
They are all so willing,
Yet they do not know what for.
Year 9
The first part of the journey makes ever so slight changes.
Still small, translucent jars . . .
but do I see a smile there, a giggle here . . .
a coy wink of an eye?
They are small, but stretching their limbs, gently.
Shile some remain empty,
others begin the complex process of being filled . . .
with aspirations, fantasies and desires.
Year 10
Colour, speed hysteria!
Where has the gentle pace of childhood gone?
They are growing so fast . . .
Oh, there are still those that remain empty . . . perhaps
they will always be so.
But some are overflowing.
They are brimming over with irrational thoughts
and cultish ideals.
They are still young,
^
Still humble jars,
)
But they try so hard to be more.
,
Year 11
Now we don’t want to be jars, filled then capped;
Now we want handles, spouts and curving sides.
^
While some bask in the security of anonymity, J
stereo-typing and repetitive fads,
Many look for more . . .
Finding solace in individualism . . . some even
leaping haphazardly off the belt. . .
Crashing heavily to the ground.
Year 12
What has happened to those malleable jars?
Where has predictability and reliability gone?
Now I see faces,
On every jar a different expression, different aspirations
reflected in every pair of eyes.
Once I saw a row of jars . . .
Now I see people.
They’ve had their time on the conveyor-belt,
Passing through the years of youth.
Now room must be made for the newcomers . . .
Small jars ready to be filled,
lining up on a conveyor belt.
They are all so willing,
Yet they do not know what for . . .

New wall of glass
Sudden and distant —
A grey ness of water, sky and edge
Of breathless beauty —
Now for my eyes
A welcome release from blackboard and page.
Strange reversal.
Not here the requiring,
Not here your recording the trivial deed;
But here is a wall
Not asking but giving,
And meeting my need
To be still.
E.B.W.

YESTERDAY
I remember, I was on top of the world
But where? In my heart, a sudden flare?
I look out at the past.
It’s all over, now I am confined to my bed,
my wheelchair.
I remember those days
Which past my eyes were hurled by.
Passed my eyes, and I let it slip away.
It’s gone, only once, I find myself cry.
I remember, the hurt and anguish.
I had a choice, too young to distinguish
The good, shameful and bad.
People who shamed me, disgrace is sad.
And it was only Yesterday.
I remember, very well.
Now it seems so far away.
I don’t care anymore. I can’t escape
this ugly spell.

IE

Natalie Hamzah (Year 8)

UPSTAIRS — DOWN
I once crawled up the stairs
And then crawled back down,
I then ran up the stairs
And then slid back down,
I once walked up quickly
And then waltzed back down,
I then stepped up slowly
And then stepped slowly down,
Now I take the lift; both up and down.
Chris Williamson (Year 12)

WHAT’S BETTER?
When life is tough
And things are hard
And your body looks
Like a lump of lard.
When people you love
Throw pies in your face
And then attack you with a mace.
When your leg is ripped off
By a red setter
Just remember that BUTTER IS BETTER!!
An inspirational poem by K. Blakeway (Year 11)

Alison Davis (Year 11)
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M.L.C. has always been a sporting school and this year
is no exception. Indeed, our days seem to be increasingly
filled with interschool matches; the shorter terms have been
making it hard to find enough time to slot in the numerous
sports we play.
Already, we have gained some good results and there is
still a lot of excitement in store, with Interschool Gymnastics,
Cross Country, Athletics and Cricket to come. We are the
current champions of Cross Country, Athletics and Cricket
and we’re planning on proving our strength again this year.
We are privileged to have some real high-flyers among
us! Sarah Thorpe represented Australia at the
Commonwealth Games in Edinburgh, receiving a gold medal
in the 4 x 200m Freestyle Relay and a bronze in the 4 x
100m Freestyle Relay; Caris Walker made the U/21 State
Netball Team; Amanda Hopps represented W.A. in U/17
Squash; Camilla King competed in the National Schoolgirls
Cross Country in the U/15 3km and U/19 6km; Emma
Thomas participated in the National Interclub Gymnastics
competition. Congratulations to everyone.
All I can say is, M.F.C. definitely is a formidable rival!
Nicole Phillips

5P0DCS
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Tennis

TENNIS
Due to the new four term system in the school year,
tennis was rather disrupted. The trials, once again
supervised by our own tennis pro. Mrs. Mac, went through
without a hitch. There were, of course, the usual comments;
“It’s too hot” or “Can’t be bothered”. However elimination
matches were played and teams selected.
Towards the end of second term, the weather became
a major competitor and we were still left to play one
interschool match in the first weeks of winter. Despite this
the M.L.C. spirit showed through and we produced another
fine season of competition for the other schools.
I would like to thank everyone who played, especially
Stacy Westlake, who often filled in and played two matches
a week.
The very best of luck to everyone who participates next
year.

r«ll 4

Back Row: B. Willis, K. Kavanagh,
J. Marsh (Capt).
Front Row: C. Arnold, C. Richardson,
K. McIntosh, M. Toop.
Absent; C. Monaghan.

Jenni Marsh

illiilll

ilijilljli

VOLLEYBALL
The 1986 Volleyball season began with sufficient girls to
participate in eight Year 8, Junior and Senior Volleyball teams.
Although not all the teams were as successful as previous
years, everyone showed great enthusiasm and enjoyment for
both training and matches.
As a result, the Junior A and Junior C both came second,
with the Junior B coming first. The Year 8 A team came
second and the Year 8 B arrived at fourth place.
The Senior teams (with the ambition to dig, set and spike
all on OUR side) resulted with the Senior C coming seventh,
Senior A sixth and Senior B at second place.
On behalf of all the 1986 Volleyball players, I would like
to thank Miss Davenport — coach of the Seniors — and
Mrs Hughes, who coached the Juniors, for their continual
support and encouragement of all involved in volleyball this
year'
Kate Donaldson

VOLLEYBALL
Back Row: A. Davis, Ms E. Davenport, U. Frederick, J. Fayle
Front Row: C. Lau, K. Donaldson (Capt.), A. Kelsall,
C. Paterson.
More than 7 turned up for House Ac.
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Cross Country Team
Back Row: S. Beer, S. Vandongen, A. Claffey, J. Winning, H. Bowden, C. Monaghan, E. Boetcher (Capt.), L. Thomas,
S. Thorpe, J. Davies, Y. Lamont, A. Gibbings.
Middle Row: A. Smith, E. Wishaw, N. Kuhaupt, S. Stubbs, M. Woss, L. Syminton, S. Loh, N. Gibson, L. Scott, K. McGregor,
M. Lamont.
Front Row: Mr B. Stanton, A. Davis, N. Elliott, C. King, G. Bracks, N. Bolton, D. Trenorden, N. Jenkins, J. Allnutt,
J. Feutrill.
Absent: T. Dyas, A. Rieusset.

NETBALL
Over the past 18 years, M.L.C. has dominated the I.G.S.A.
Netball, coming either first or second in the overall cup. This
year was no exception, with M.L.C. taking second place to
St. Mary’s.
The girls could not have achieved this without the time and ef
fort put in by their three coaches, Mrs Hughes, who tookthesenior girls, Miss Wadsworth, who coached the juniors and Mrs
Fisher, who took the Year 8’s.
A high standard of play and show of sportsmanship was nota
ble throughout all of the teams. Hopefully, in the year to come,
they will maintain this standard and continue in their winning
ways.

NETBALL
Back Row: E. Court, V. McWilliam, E. Boetcher, C. Walker,
Mrs. L. Hughes
Front Row: V. Aitkens, C. Richardson, N. Bracks, C.
Monaghan.

Caris Walker

BASKETBALL
The 1986 M.L.C. Basketball teams have at last made
a break-through. Every team from the Year 8’s to the Senior
teams have all improved considerably from past years. Of
the 42 games played we have won over half. This year
we were much closer to the pennants than we have been
for many years.
I would like to congratulate all the basketballers for the
hard work they put into training and every match. The
improvement in all teams could not have been achieved
without the support of our senior and junior coach Peta
Odgers.
I wish the future basketball girls the best of luck, and
keep up the great effort and hard work that is needed to
win a game.

BASKETBALL
Back Row: Ms P. Odgers, R. McIntosh, C. Walker
Front Row: J. Nayler, S. Ullrich, V. Frederick, F. Girdlestone.

Sue Ullrich
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“COACHES’ CORNER”

Mrs L. Bunney — ex M.L.C. girl — Junior/Year 8
Hockey
Miss P. Odgers — ex M.L.C. — just keeps going.
Volleyball, Basketball, Athletics and any other job, big
or small, that needs an extra pair of willing hands.

M.L.C. fields a great many Inter-school teams every year,
teams that cover all years, grades and levels of performance.
A brief look at some of the numbers involved, including
reserves should be of interest to most readers.
We start the year with a rush and a splash with the
Swimming, usually a team of about 70 girls — followed closely
by Tennis — 8 teams (54), Volleyball — 8 teams (60), Senior
Softball — 4 teams (40), then it’s shiver through winter with
— Hockey — 8 teams (95), Netball — 14 teams (112),
Basketball — 8 teams (64), Gymnastics — 3 teams (30),
Cross Country — 5 teams (30), Athletics — 70 girls — and
finally stagger into Spring and Summer with — Junior and
Year 8 Softball — 10 teams (100).

To all our loyal helpers — many thanks from M.L.C.

Miss E. Davenport

Before these teams are selected, organised and sorted out,
there are many crowded, hectic and highly competitive
selection days.
Although M.L.C. does not go in for competitive Lifesaving,
about 200 girls successfully completed the R.L.S.S. awards
in Term 1.
Cricket and Rowing are the other very popular out of
school sports in which our girls compete on a regular basis.
Neither activity would be possible without the actual
encouragement and organisation by some of our non P.E.
staff members and of course the coaches who work with
them.

Hockey

Now it is well known that M.L.C. has only three Senior
Physical Education Staff, all of whom train and coach teams
throughout the year — (perhaps variety IS the spice of life
after all!!) — Despite these consistently valiant efforts there
would still be many teams uncared for if it were not for the
willing, timely and generous help given to the School by a
few very keen coaches, who seem to find time to guide training
sessions through a bewildering maze of times, days and teams.
The coaches to whom the teams would like to express their
thanks are:—
Mrs. G. Macintosh — ex M.L.C. girl, ex M.L.C. P.E.
Staff — Tennis and anything else.
Miss T. Sabitay — ex M.L.C. — Year 8 teams
Mrs H. Bilstein — Lifesaving
Mrs A. Fisher — Year 8 Netball
Mrs C. Manica — Gymnastics
Mr S. Fitzgerald — Diving
Mrs A. Boyce — ex M.L.C. girl, ex M.L.C. P.E. Staff
— Junior Hockey

Back Row: L. Johnson, B. Willis, C. Arnold, C. Holbrook, D.
Slater
Middle Row: L. McDonald, Ms. E. Davenport, S. Westlake
Front Row: F. Tysoe, D. Pipe, S. Taylor, D. Trenorden

HOCKEY
This year has been another enjoyable and productive
hockey season at M.L.C. Although the Senior A are not
enjoying as much success this year as we sometimes have,
the Junior teams are doing well.
Thanks must go to Miss Davenport and Mrs. Boyce for
coaching the Senior and Junior teams respectively. Gaby
Bracks is this year’s Junior A captain. Finally from all the
Year 12’s we wish M.L.C. the best of luck in the future.

Danielle Trenorden
(Senior A Captain, 1986)

SOFTBALL
The format has changed this year due to the four terms.
Seniors now have a one day carnival in first term with four
schools playing for the pennants. Juniors will continue as
usual in term four playing two matches a week for three
and a half weeks.
The senior teams played very well under the new oneday conditions in first term, winning the B, C and D pennants
and coming second in the A.
The junior teams are expected to perform at a high
standard, and should therefore win most of the five
pennants.

■Hi

Both senior and junior winning points go towards the
overall trophy, so we feel very confident of retaining the
Inter-School Softball Shield for another year. This will
strengthen our reputation of hard-working, competent
softballers.

Softball
Back Row: C. McGeachie, B. Willis, J. Davies, T.
Gloudemans
Middle Row: Miss Wadsworth (coach), E. Buetcher, R.
Hutch, K. Williams
Front Row: J. Fayle, E. Court, H. McGlew, J. Nayler

We are most grateful to Miss Wadsworth (our senior
and year 8 coach) and Mrs. Hughes (our junior coach)
for their time and helpful guidance which makes softball
winning a great pleasure.
£;/ce Boetcher
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ROWING REPORT
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It’s now official — Rowing is a school sport and prospects
for the future look encouraging. 1986 saw four IV’s
competing favourably against all opposition. Rising before
the sun (rain, hail or fog) paid off with all crews competing
extremely well in the regattas.
The first IV managed to move up from the Novice division
to Maidens and winning two out of three races in that
division. The schoolgirls’ event saw some tough competition
from a very experienced Perth College and the placings
were as follows: First — Perth College No. 1, second —
M.L.C. No. 1, third — M.L.C. No. 2, fourth — Perth College
No. 2, fifth — M.L.C. No. 3 and finally sixth — St. Hilda’s
No. 1.
The second crew finished off the season with a pleasing
first place in the novice event and the third IV gained a
second. Our sculler has two comfortable wins to her credit
in the Schweppes and Peter’s regattas.
Thanks go to the untiring dedication of our coaches: Mr.
and Mrs Rowell (first IV), Mr. Godwin (second and third
IV’s) and especially to Mr. Wilkins, our co-ordinator and
fourth IV coach. Throughout the year we received
tremendous support from parents of the rowers, such as
Mr. Rogers who assisted with the coaching in the beginning
and the Clarkes who donated the towing ropes. Both were
appreciated immensely. We are very grateful to the boarding
house who provided us with well-earned breakfasts and
hot showers. Our gratitude also goes to the Parents’ and
Friends’ Association for donating the dingy and motor. Our
greatest thanks, however, goes to the Christ Church Boat
Shed for allowing us to use their boats to get on the water
in the first place. Without all of these people rowing in
1986 would not have been such a success.

O*
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Rowing Squad

Back Row: L. Woo, T. Rogers, K. Rennie,
L. Rankin, S. Johnson.
Second Row: Mr A. Wilkins, C. Richardson,
E. Waterhouse, S. Williams, D. Trenorden,
L. Johnson, Mrs Rowell.
Third Row: L. Reed, R. Gay nor, S. Perkins,
A. Clark, N. Bolton.
Front Row: S. Ryan, M. Ojeda, S. Thompson,
R. Tunley, L. Syminton.

Taryn Rogers
The rowers didn’t take an hour to have breakfast and a
shower and made it to Physics on time.

5 ? * Jiff!

CRICKET
The 1985 Cricket season was short and sweet. Led by
captain Mamie Pascoe and coach Danae Gibson, the M.L.C.
FIRST IX was victorious over St. Hilda’s in the Grand Final
of the State School Girls’ Competition.
St. Hilda’s was dismissed for 35 runs, and only the two
openers were needed to exceed the score. It was an excellent
performance by the entire team who were put on a strict
diet of chewing gum and snakes!
Congratulations to Mamie Pascoe, Carolyn Holbrook and
Linda Woo for being selected for the State Team with Mamie
being the Captain. Linda also managed to pull off a Hat
Trick.
The team extends thanks to our manager, Mrs Nixon,
for her encouragement, support and organisation.
With the departure of Year 12’s, Mamie Pascoe, Jenny
Cochrane, Rosanne Hall and Jodie Leslie, our team will lose
experience but not spirit. We look forward to the next season
and are determined to keep the Cup.
Alix Clark, Fiona Hall, Linda Woo

Cricket Team

Front Row: A. Clark, F. Schell, J. Hall,
N. Bland
Middle Row: T. Green, M. Rees, K. Blakeway,
M. Busch, U. Frederick.
Back Row: L. Woo, L. Crombie, F. Hall,
S. Stubbs, C. Arnold, F. Girdlestone.
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SWIMMING

DIVING

Unlike previous years, the gasps, moans and groans from
reluctant girls entering the icy water of the M.L.C. pool
began two months earlier — in third term 1985!!
Throughout the summer holidays while most were lazing
in the sun, a dedicated band of M.L.C. girls continued their
training under the ‘whip’ of their enthusiastic coach, Miss
Wadsworth. This training continued until the Interhouse
competition.
On the night of 19th February, swimmers and non
swimmers alike splashed up and down the lanes of the Christ
Church pool in an effort to gain points for their House.
Troy emerged the winners with 669 points, followed by
Sparta, Athens equal 4th to Corinth and Olympia and Rome
sixth.
The following day, streams of anxious girls could be seen
crowding around the notice board in the hope of their
selection. The vigorous training for the Interschool
competition commenced two days later, the only incentive
for some being the breakfast kindly provided by the Boarding
House Chefs which all members (and coach) indulged in.
Many thanks to them.
As the night drew nearer the growing team spirit was
obvious. Although St. Mary’s proved victorious, M.L.C. and
P.L.C. fought a closely contested battle for second place,
with P.L.C. finally emerging ahead by only 24 points.

This year for the first time, the Diving Competition was
held separately from the swimming. Training started early,
during the Christmas holidays, and girls trained hard three
mornings a week at the early hour of 7 a.m. under the
guidance of Steve our coach and Miss Wadsworth. Training
was also held in the afternoons at Beatty Park with Steve.
On March 11th the Inter-House Diving Competition was
held with Troy taking first place. The Junior Champion
was Susie Grainger and the Senior Champion was Emma
Thomas. Several divers also competed in the State
Schoolgirls’ Championships that weekend at Beatty Park.
The Inter-School diving was held on the 21st March at Beatty
Park and all girls dived well.
Good luck to the 1987 Diving Squad.
Anita Claffey

l

Overall, the whole team swam extremely well and
outstanding performances were attained by Sarah Thorpe,
Kristan Durrant and Jill Winning.
We’re sure the entire team would like to express their
gratitude and thanks to the sports staff and especially to
Miss Wadsworth for all the time and enthusiasm she put
into the team.
Finally we would both like to wish the 1987 team the
best of luck next year.
Nicola Whyte and Sarah Thorpe
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Diving
Back Row: M. Wass, A. Claffey, E. Thomas,
S. Mantle, J. Galbraith.
Front Row: P. Ruhen, S. Grainger,
H. McGlew, A. Frazer, J. Mercer.

Swimming
mam

Back Row: J. Vandongen, C. McGeachie,
T. Gloudemans, R. Hutch, M. Wynter,
E. Swanson, S. Aldworth, S. Thorpe (Capt),
N. Whyte (Capt), G. Sweeting, A. Beeston,
E. Hanrahan, L. Wrixon, L. Ellis.
2nd Row: M. Ojeda, L. Syminton, E. Thomas,
H. McGlew, N. Elliott, L. Watson,
M. Howells, M. Lewis, M. Hansen, K. Bridge,
O. Sicouri, V. Fayle, R. Schairer, Y. Salleh,
J. Galbraith.

3rd Row: B. Tough, J. Winning, I. Mepham,
M. Cross, E. Court, K. Durrant, A. Claffey,
F. Walker, S. Mills, H. Wai, M. Lee,B. Willis,
L. Rankin, E. Waterhouse, C. Holbrook.
Front: S. Grainger, S. Keen, J. Horne,
J. Galvin, F. Goodridge, A. Fraser,
N. Hamzah, J. Nayler, Miss Wadsworth,
H. Burton, F. Paterson, A. Lindquist,
A. Gaynor, S. Salleh, S. Broun, N. Jenkins.
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AdjLeuics

C. Monaghan and E. Boetcher, 2nd K. McIntosh, 3rd: H.
Bowden; Year 10 Winner: R. Crabb, 2nd N. Kahaupt, 3rd N.
Wright; Year 9 Winner: S. Vandongen, 2nd J. Winning, 3rd J.
Allen; Year 8 Winner: S. Salleh, 2ndS. Janney, 3rd J. James.
Due to the new system of four terms, holidays were close, as
was the Inter-School Athletics. Attendance at training was re
quested at least six times a week, making the holidays fly. M.L.C.
slowly began to look like a decent winning team, and hidden
talent finally began revealing itself.
October saw M.L.C. (944 points) win the Inter-School Athlet
ics for the fifth year in a row to P.L.C. (877 points) andSt. Hilda’s
a close third. Both the Year 9 and 10 teams won their pennants
which was a reflection of the whole team’s fine effort.
Many thanks are forwarded to Ms Davenport and her staff for
all their encouragement and strong support throughout the
year. Great appreciation must be extended to Mr Stanton for
the amount of time and energy he gives to coaching the team.
I wish every success to next year’s athletes and may you be
victorious once again.

M.L.C. athletes got offtoaslow start thisyear, keeping hidden
the strength and courage that was to shine later. This feeling
doesn’t just happen overnight — it actually takes many miles in
trusty sneakers to gain the fitness and confidence of winners.
The year began with the usual encouragement from Mr Stan
ton, sending us on long runs like; “J.T.C.’s”, “Railways” or “Mu
seums”. This helped give the runners some initial strength to
compete in the Inter-House Cross Country on a cold, rainy day
in August. Sparta won overall with Olympiasecond. The individ
ual results were:
Year
Year
Year
Year
Year

12: S. Thorpe
11: A. Davis
10: S. Beer
9: C. King
8: K. McGregor

Runner-up:
Runner-up:
Runner-up:
Runner-up:
Runner-up:

E. Boetcher
C. Monaghan
N. Kuhaupt
S. Vandongen
T. Dyas

Elke Boetcher

The Inter-School Cross Country followed a week later with
M.L.C. coming a disappointing fourth, with P.L.C. first and St.
Mary’s second. The Year 9’s competed very well and won their
pennant flag.
The loss hit hard at the M.L.C. athletes who grew more deter
mined to win. Our girls brushed away the cobwebs and replaced
them with muscle and strength. The numbers at training soon in
creased and throwers began getting into the picture.
September came and saw Troy win the Inter-House Athletics
from Olympia. The individual results were: Year 11/12 Winner:
Athletics

L 1

Back Row: N. Kuhaupt, D. Trewenack,

Middle Row: Miss P. Wadsworth, N. Wright,
L. Woo, E. Wishaw, S. Stubbs, K. Wright,

A. Claffey, B. Tough, L. Watson, C. Walker,
V. McWilliam, H. Bowden, M. Anderson,
O. Sicouri, N. Bolton, M. Ash, S. Salleh,
N. Jenkins, M. Busch.

N. Reed, K. McIntosh, A. Kelsall, N. Elliott,
M. Cross, C. Richardson,R. Crabb, C. King,
A. Davis, Miss E. Davenport.
Second Row: K. Munro, B. Booth, S. Janney,
N. Phillips, A. Davison, S. Aldworth,
K. Hollis, A. Harvey, N. Gibson, V. Jenkins,
Y. Lamont, S. Marsh, A. Gibbings.
Front Row: A. Fraser, H. Percy, S. Beer,
M. Toop, K. Wilson, N. James, M. Lamont,
K. McGregor, Y. Caruso.

Fourth Row: MrB. Stanton, M. Howells,

C. Elliott, L. Ratter, S. Vandongen,
J. Winning, G. Stoyanoff, C. Monaghan
(Vice-Capt), E. Boetcher (Capt.), J. Feutrill,
E. Thomas, K. Williams, T. Green, T. Verco,
J. Allnutt, M. Court, MrsL. Hughes.
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A BRIEF REVIEW OF THE INAUGURAL
JAPANESE STUDY TOUR

We thought that, generally, the type of school work and sport
they did was especially suited for educating future mothers and
housewives, which was rather frustrating for some of us. Within
the family the different roles were easily distinguished. The fa
ther would sit with his sake, watching T.V., while mother and
daughters were ready to attend his every need. Japan claims
that the sexes are equal in today’s society, but despite all its wes
ternization, the superiority of the male is still very noticeable.
Staying with families was an excellent opportunity to practise
our Japanese and break down the language barrier — a chance
many other tourists do not have. English is compulsory in
schools and the majority of the population can communicate
with visitors to their country. There were also many new cus
toms to familiarize ourselves with. Most of us remembered to re
move our shoes before entering the home but we encountered
numerous raised eyebrows and stern faces when we forgot to
put them on again upon leaving. I pity anyone who has an urgent
desire to give their snorter a good old honk! (Blowing one’s nose
is considered very rude.)
The people in Kobe were extremely hospitable and made
every effort to make us feel at home and at ease. It was then with
bleary eyes that we left our new found homes and set off at 220
km an hour for Hakone and a beautiful few days touring the lakes
and mountains surrounding Mount Fuji. The coulds parted for
our arrival and for a few legendary moments we glimpsed that
hallowed peak. The following day we spent two exhilarating
hours on cable cars, viewed sulphur exuding from the mountain
side and travelled down an eighty degree slope on a zig-zag rail
road.
Tokyo was exciting and busy and generally a real spin-out.
Unfortunately our hotel doors closed at 11 p.m., but we spent
three fantastic days in the world’s third largest city. We toured
the Imperial Palace — about the only glimpse of traditional cul
ture we caught among the modern turmoil of subways, sky
scrapers and neon signs. In Disneyland we all returned to our
pre-school days under the expert guidance of Mrs Hollyock and
“Captain Kiddy”, alias Mr Williams. Of course, we spared a
thought for our friends at home, returning to M.L.C. forTerm4.
Leaving Japan, the small country where everything is bigger
and better than most other countries, includingTokyoTower, a
larger version of the EiffelTower, was a relief to twenty well-worn
travellers, not that we were so desperate to return to school.
On the return trip, we sojourned once again in Hong Kong; a
memorable stay that needs a column to itself. We did what all the
tourists do, but mainly shopped. And then we went shopping,
followed by an expedition — to the shops. We ended up on one
big buying extravaganza. Everyone had postponed spending in
Japan because it was so expensive and so our final fling in Hong
Kong was a day I don’t think our parents will ever forget — after
they were sent the bill for our excess baggage. Mind you, that
Sonia wasn’t overweight, although I’m sure she must have
rigged the scales ...
Sincere thanks must gotoMrsHollyockandMr Williams. A11I
can say is that we wouldn’t have made it without you! (They had
all our flight tickets in one bag.)

Japanese classes for Years 11 and 10 presented many new
and exciting prospects for students this year. Not only were we
able to welcome a new teacher with many fresh ideas, but Mr
Williams also gained much early popularity with the suggestion
of a possible “study tour” to that far off country most of us had
only studied about.
In March it seemed a remote fantasy to think that in Sep
tember we would actually be in the land of the rising sun, and to
our ever increasing distress — rising yen. (To those mere mor
tals who do not have the intelligence to study Japanese, the lan
guage of the decade, one dollar buys about one hundred yen and
a glass of coke costs about two hundred and fifty yen.)
The first part of the Kobe College — M.L.C. exchange was
over before it really struck us how much preparation was re
quired for our return visit. Luckily we were in the capable organi
sational hands of Mr Williams andMrs Hollyock, but first we had
to teach the latter how to speak Japanese. Our trip, otherwise
known as “Captain Kiddy’s expedition to Japan”, approached
rapidly amidst quotes such as:
“I refuse to go unless we spend at least whole day in Tokyo Dis
neyland” and
“Will I need to take my own knife and fork, or do they make
chopsticks with prongs on the ends?’
Meanwhile, the great debate continued as to what we would
wear on the plane, and if we should take our complete uniform,
accompanied by remarks like this from the opposition.
“I’m not looking like a checkered dishcloth on my first over
seas trip,” and “Mr Williams, if we have to take our school shoes,
you can wear them on the plane, or pay for my excess baggage.
They’ll weigh at least 10 kg!”
What are your shoes made of Robyn?
What class time wasn’t taken up discussing all important de
tails was otherwise consumed learning useful colloquial
phrases:—
“I think what’s down in my stomach is going to come up! ” The
polite form of “I’m going to chuck!”
A particularly useful phrase was:
“Have you seen a group of AuSTRANGElian girls wearing
bright yellow windcheaters?’
It would have helped if we could have followed this up with —
“Which way did they go?”
On our arrival in Japan, after a brief stop in Hong Kong and
T aipei, we almost lost half the girls who completed their immigra
tion forms incorrectly. The next day we participated in the Kobe
College Cultural Festival which is similar to a combination of the
Heather Lamont and House Singing and Drama days at M.L.C.
Somehow our dramatization of “Waltzing Matilda” gave many
Kobe students the wrong idea of what life is like in Oz, not that it
wasn’t a polished performance, due to Mrs Hollyock’s expert di
rection, but thankfully we didn’t repeat it the day the school was
open to the public!
We had only been at the school for three days when they
packed us off on an excursion to Kyoto, the ancient capital. It
was a fascinating cultural experience; after visiting numerous
temples and shrines some girls were contemplating converting
faiths.
Our nine day stay at Kobe College was very rewarding and in
teresting. We all relished the opportunity to experience life in
Japan and compare it to school and home in Australia. After
sharing their sports day and spending much time in the class
room, and the cafeteria we have concluded that our Japanese
counterparts work much harder than we do but in shorter time
spans. We witnessed a fairly slack period in theirschoolyear and
so it was difficult to truthfully gauge their application, but if their
cheerleading preparation (3 hours a day for 2 weeks) for the
Inter-year sports day is any indication, all I can say is we were ex
hausted just watching.

..
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to be both exciting and challenging and the girls have coped
with the extra demands very well.

EAQCU.Y

At Barclay House all girls enjoy a wide range of physical
education activities ranging from ballet to soccer and camping
and it is pleasing to note the enthusiasm and enjoyment which
our girls derive from participating in such a wide range of
skills.

Many Barclay House friends were present when the
Moderator of the Uniting Church, Miss Beryl Grant, dedicated
our extensions on Friday, 11th April.
All who have been associated with Barclay House this year
will remember 1986 as our ‘year of change’. We welcomed
many new girls, three new staff members — Mrs Smith,
Mrs Walkemeyer and Mr Taylor — and, of course, we
appreciated working in our spacious, modern building.
Achievements in academic areas have again been very
creditable and many of our girls have gained success in a
variety of competitions and examinations. Standards of
academic excellence were displayed on Open Day and all
classes attracted interested parents and visitors.
This year, we introduced computer education to Barclay
House and we are grateful to the P. & F. for making such
a generous donation towards the purchase of our computer
equipment. We also introduced key boarding skills and a
first aid course to our Year 7 girls and these subjects have
proved to be very interesting and rewarding.
Our new Art room has been a hive of activity and the
girls have exhibited their work in five exhibitions. As part
of our extended programme, we have had workshops with
other artists in ceramics, jewellery and screen printing and
our Willis Street ladies have been busy again, sharing their
skills with Year 5.

We have completed a very busy and exciting year and
I would like to thank sincerely all our parents for the support
that they have given us throughout the year.
Best wishes to our Year 12 girls. Per Ardua ad Alta!
L.E. Saggers
Headmistress
Junior School

Musical activities have grown from strength to strength.
The ensemble, recorder consort and choir have developed
into very competent groups and they have performed
admirably at a variety of functions. An innovative programme
of violin tuition for all girls in Year 3 this year has proved
Barclay House Monitors

mmmm

Back Kow: iv. / roy, H. Roberts, F. Hopkir
J. Sedeuic, M. Andrews, T. Kat.

Front Row: A. Wan, L. Read, N. Pringle,
N. Winkler, K. Williams, P. Clark.
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RIDING THE WAVES

A PERFECT FRIENDSHIP

Riding on a surfboard is lots of fun.
We wait for the waves, we wait and wait.
A wave crashes in and we make our run,
When it dumps me down, that I just hate.
The next wave curls and rushes in.
I catch it quick and take my ride.
I’ve beaten that wave. I like to win.
“Here comes another, quick!” I cried.
We try to catch it but we’re too late.
The wave has gone right onto the shore.
The waves keep coming — they don’t wait.
They keep on crashing with a terrible roar.

Friends are people fun to be with.
A friend is someone who you like
To have a friend is good to know
Someone you can trust and show
How much you really care for them.
Friends can be short or tall.
They might not have good looks at all
But who cares if they’re fat or skinny
Dream alot or act the silly.
It’s what’s inside that really counts
Not what she wears or talks about.
So a friend is not just a girl
Two friends should be like
An oyster and pearl.

Amanda Lohman (Year 6)

MY MOTHER

Rhian Shirving (Year 7)

My Mum is a Supermum,
But very underpaid.
My Mum is a cook and cleaner,
handyman and maid!
My Mum can get quite angry
But that is good in a way,
For she’s teaching you to be efficient
In your work, your rest and play!
When my Dad comes home at night,
My Mum she says “O.K.
If you kids don’t quieten down
Your Dad, he’ll go away!”
When you are sick or ill
Your Mum she’s right outside the door,
Waiting to give you your medicine or pill,
Or to mop the sicky floor!
When my Mum is horrid or mean,
I go into a mood,
But then I think about it and realise
It was all for my own good!
My Mum she is so unselfish and kind,
This particular saying comes to mind.
“Spare the rod and spoil the child.”
My Mum doesn’t when we go wild!
My Mum she is better than some,
And I really love my Mum!

YEAR 7’s LOOKED BACK ON 1986 AND
REMEMBERD THAT The Barclay House extensions were completed in time for
the new school year.
Primary schooling was drawing to a close.
We experienced four terms for the first time.
The Year 4 class was included in the Barclay House
Camping Programme.
The Scholarship and Australian Mathematics Competition
were new experiences.
Key-boarding, Computer and First Aid Skills were included
in Year 7 timetable.
Mr Taylor was the first male teacher to be appointed to
the Barclay House staff.
This year was the International Year of Peace.
There was a great deal of unrest in South Africa.
Halley’s Comet made a return visit and created lots of
interest.
The nuclear disaster in Russia shocked the world.
Jon Sanders left on his voyage to circumnavigate the world
three times.
Sarah Thorpe from M.L.C. was included in Australia’s
Commonwealth Games Team.
Fremantle was buzzing with America’s Cup excitement.
Sarah Ferguson and Prince Andrew were married.
There was a down turn in Australia’s economy.
The Space Shuttle Disaster in America stunned the world.
What a year!

Hannah Sturrock (Year 6)

MY HIPPO
I found my hippo near a pond one day,
Under a tree, that’s where he lay.
I took him home, I was a fool
To put him in our swimming pool.
Dad got mad, mum did too.
Their faces rather red.
The hippo was off
And into the house
And jumping on their bed.
“Out! Out” they cried
With screams and yells.
The hippo turned and ran
Off down the street, with a thundering beat,
As only a hippo can!
I loved my hippo, you would too.
This tale is sad, but true.
A hippo’s home is not in our house.
He’s happier in the zoo!

A RAGING FIRE
Some careless camper has left a match,
Upon the leafy ground,
Never thinking it would catch
And the bush it would surround.
The heat of the flames is bearing down,
Sparks are flying high
And it can be seen from the town
As the smoke drifts to the sky.
Water shooting from the waterspout.
The flames are starting to die.
Hurray! Hurray! The fire’s out.
Now we can all breathe a sigh.

Leisa Munro (Year 6)

Claudia Chipper (Year 1)
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WHEN I WENT TO DISNEYLAND

MY PRAYER

I couldn’t believe it. I was in Disneyland. It was much
better than I had imagined. There were rides everywhere.
I jumped on the submarine just as it was leaving. The fish
were beautiful. I had a ride on a roller coaster. It was fun.
I saw all of the different Disney characters in the parade.
The parade was good. It was at 2.00 p.m. I went to a nice
restaurant for dinner. I ate on the balcony so I could see
the fireworks. They were beautiful. Then I went for a walk.
Everything was so nice at night and so quiet. I wandered
back to the hotel where I was staying. I was worn out.
I fell asleep almost as soon as I got into bed. The next
day I packed up my things. Then I went for a few more
rides before I went home. I went on “It’s a Small World”
and another roller coaster. Then it was time to go home.
Emilg Boulter (Year 5)

Dear God,
Thank you for the trees that sway
On windy days.
Thank you for our fathers, mothers,
sisters and even our younger brothers.
Thank you for our lovely Mays
And our beautiful Spring days.
Thank you for our friends so gay
And our homes where we stay.
Thank you for the blue sky
And the birds that fly so high.
Thank you for the animals living
And please help us to be forgiving.
Thank you for the sun,
And for our life that is great fun.
Thank you for our days so sunny
And for the bees that produce the honey.
I pray for all the people suffering
And bless the people worrying.
Thank you for the beach so cool
And for my family’s swimming pool.
Thank you for hearing my prayer.
Through Jesus Christ,
AMEN

THAT CHEERFUL LITTLE FISHERMAN
Just down the road from my happy, cosy cottage
There lived a cheerful little fisherman.
Every Saturday morn he toddles up the cobbly
Street with a pail in his hand.
Always full of silver gleaming fish.
At 7 a.m. precisely a knock on the door
Would come from that cheerful little fisherman.
When the door was opened a smile there did come, from
That cheerful little fisherman. No word came
Out of that crinkled, wrinkled worn out little mouth
Except ‘mornin’ Mam’.
He set the pail on the table and sat himself down
On a harsh wooden bench.
‘“Twas a good catch today”, my mother would say as
She tipped them into the pan.
That cheerful little fisherman ate ’till his heart was content.
One Saturday morn at 7 a.m. precisely there did
Not come a knock on the door from that
Cheerful little fisherman.
I walked to his cottage and I did see, that
Cheerful little fisherman, lying on the ground with a
Fish in his hand and smiling as if he were pleased
To go in peace and good will and give his mind a little
ease.
We were lonely every Saturday morn
Without that cheerful little fisherman.

Sarah Wisbey (Year 6)

ELEPHANTS
Huge, slow, unusual and gentle
With a long trunk and curving ivory tusks.
One minute flicking a fly from its ear,
Or on its solid strong feet sleeping
In the warm noon-day sun.
The next minute fierce and alert
With round eyes and pricked up ears,
Thumping through the bush with its grey,
Wrinkly body and powerful legs.
An ivory poacher thundering after it in a jeep
Ready to kill.
He shoots at this large tank-like animal
But misses!
The elephant’s tired body is weakening
But won’t give up.
Soon the poacher sees a whole herd so he gives up
Chase and plunders after them.
The tired but thankful beast
Stands still on the sandy ground.
He falls to sleep
And his thin tail brushes away the flies once again.

Margaret McGeachie (Year 7)

A SMALL BUT BEAUTIFUL SIGHT
How sweetly the little bird sings
With her fluffy feathers and ruffled wings.
As she makes her nest in a tree
She sings a little tune for me.
How I wish I could fly.
What’s your secret O’my.
Can you remember when you were in love?
You and your husband flew high above.
Quietly you sit on your eggs tonight.
Oh, what a small but beautiful sight.
Genevieve Groom (Year 7)

Melinda Andrews (Year 7)
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WHAT A WEEK!

THE BABY HIPPO

“Have you forgotten anything?” I called out. Pippa called
back that she hadn’t forgotten anything. We were going
to Busselton for one week and we were very excited. Pippa
and I piled everything into the car. I had only brought along
a few things but Pippa had brought along quite a lot of
things. Actually it looked to me like she had brought her
whole room along! Big boxes were piled up to her chin.
My mum told her that she didn’t need to bring that much
along. Pippa put some boxes back in her garage and we
went on our way. Our mums drove us there. They were
going to take us to Busselton and help us. Then they were
to drive back home. It took us three hours and Pippa fell
asleep on the way. When we arrived there I woke her up.
She jumped into the air with fright. I told her we were
at Busselton. We unpiled the tings we had brought along
and put up the tent. When we had finished putting all
the things away, we said goodbye to our mums and they
drove home. I told Pippa we could cook dinner first and
then plan what we would do everyday. We cooked our
dinner which was bacon and toast. We finished it and
decided what to do. Monday we would go hiking. Tuesday
we would swim in the river (and not be swept down by
the rapids!) Wednesday we would go bushwalking. Thursday
we would play games and Friday we would pack up. We
decided to go to sleep and wake up at 6 a.m. The sun
shone down on our tent and we woke up, and believe it
or not we have slept in Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and
Thursday. It was Friday and we had to pack up. We had
hardly used anything. I cooked breakfast and woke Pippa
up. We ate our breakfast hungrily and started to pack the
things we had used. When we had finished our mums came.
We took all the heavy things in the car and we told them
what had happened. Pippa’s mum and my mum shook their
heads and said “Kids these days!”
Geraldine Khong (Year 4)

The baby hippo lives in the river
And likes to play and splash.
He jumps off from the river bank
And he lands with a great big crash!
On sunny days he stays below
And keeps his body cool
And when it’s dark, he says his prayers
And goes to sleep in the pool.
Louise Pringle (Year 6)

ELEPHANTS
Elephants are large and rather grey
And as they walk they roll and say.
Their trunks are stretchy and very strong
And they can trumpet all day long.
Their hobbies are squirting people all over
And they like to sniff and scratch in clover.
Elephants love to roll in mud
When they’re all clean and fresh as a bud.
And when they’re living in the zoo
They’re seen to give a ride or two.
Sitting there at such a height
Children enjoy a wonderful sight.
Keira Newman (Year 7)

MUSTANGS

DEAR LORD

They run like the wind and belong to nobody.
They’re wild, free and unharmed. _
But man is about to change all that
and ruin their kingly charm.
They roam the dusty desert lands,
Keeping well aware,
That maybe, close, man is seeking them.
Stallion, foal and mare.
They lower their heads for grazing,
Noses and ears alert.
For all they need is the scent of man
and they’re off, trailing dust and dirt.
Narelle Troy (Year 7)

Dear Lord,
Help us to be good this day,
And to control all we say.
Help our families loving and true,
And thank you for the sky so blue.
Help our friends and others too,
To do what they are supposed to do.
Help the leaders rule their nations,
And let all people give compensation.
Make the people stop their fights,
And let the moon shine each night.
Make your creation a happy place,
And give us all a happy face.
Thank the people who made all schools.
I hope they used well made tools.
Thank you for Mrs Saggers and our other teachers,
And all our fruit like juicy peaches.
Bless all those people who are away sick,
And help them to get better very quick.
Make us thankful all day long,
And help us to be honest when we are wrong.
As well as all I’ve said,
Please give us a home and a bed.
Give us food and a drink,
So that we may think, think, think.
AMEN
Natalie Barton (Year 6)

A DAY TO REMEMBER
We travelled by car till we reached the spot.
It was nearly lunch and I was so hot.
I put on my bathers and jumped in the lake
While dad cooked a barbecue complete with steak.
My sisters and I went for a walk.
We saw many birds and one was a hawk.
We then came to a calm, clear pool
Surrounded by moss and ever so cool.
Tall gum trees above us towered.
Down below the wattles flowered.
Everlastings flowering that September
Made it a day to remember.
Sarah Wisbey (Year 6)
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MY PRAYER

HEATHER LAMONT

Thank you O God for the world alone.
Thank you O God for my parents and home.
thank you for the delicate flowers
and for the people who work many hours.
Please bless the people who lead and rule,
And the teachers, and the school.
Help the people who are at war to
sort it out and be as before.
Help us to be good to others,
And to care for our sisters and our brothers.
Bless our relations, family and friends,
and make us try to be in the end —
A person who loves and cares and tries,
and to be honest and never lie.
Because we are so lucky in life.
We have to bear the struggles and strife.
Please bless the people who are lonely or ill.
And please help their wishes to fulfil
But as this prayer draws to an end
Thank you God for being my friend.
AMEN

On the 24.4.86 we went to the Senior School, to look
at the things the girls had made. We went to lots of places.
I liked the cooking. There was a clock cake, a candy store
cake and a chocolate cake. I also liked the Art. The girls
made T-shirts. They were good. When it was music time,
Mrs Vernon said we would go to the Heather Lamont
Concert the Senior girls had prepared. I enjoyed it.

Cindy Ng (Year 3)

THE BAD CAMPING HOLIDAY
I woke up in the morning. I felt very excited. We were
going on a camping trip down to Esperance. I jumped up.
Mum and dad were already up. Daniel was packing his
new fishing rod. We had packed the car the night before
so we just jumped in the car. Soon we were out of town.
We were going through a track in a beautiful forest when
the car stopped. Dad said, “Oh no. It can’t be true!” But
it was true. The tyre was punctured. Dad jumped out and
told us that he couldn’t fix it. We all jumped out. Mum
said that we should camp here instead of Esperance. We
unpacked the car. Mum made some tea. I went to bed.
I was fast asleep and all of a sudden I woke up. There
was something cold on my foot. It went up my leg to my
tummy. I looked down. It was raining. The “thing” was
rain water. I woke mum up. She was wet too. From then
on we slept in rugs. The next day I came out for breakfast.
I had two weetbix. Daniel wanted to go further down the
track. I did too. Mum let us. We walked for a while, then
we saw a little house. We rushed back to mum and dad.
We told them quickly and we all ran to the house. We
knocked on the door. A small man opened it and invited
us in. We told him what had happened. He said he might
have a spare tyre. Luckily he did. We were so happy. Dad
put the tyre on our car. We thanked the small man. Soon
we were packed up and on the track. Slowly we were coming
into town. We pulled into our drive-way. Mum said that
it was a fun camp. We all agreed. It wasn’t so bad after
all.

Hannah Sturrock (Year 6)

MY PET SNAIL
My pet snail sits in the garden.
She never says thank you or beg your pardon.
She sits in the violets, pansies and roses.
She sits in the most extraordinary poses.
Once she climbed right up a tree.
Only because she wanted to chase a flea.

Meredith Clark (Year 5)

Jo Steel (Year 4)

NATURE
Look at those birds flying so high.
Little black specks in the deep, blue sky.
Look at the big, black, hungry crow
Watching the worm which crawls so slow.
The lush, green leaves of the cedar tree
Which casts its cool shade on you and me.
The warm sunlight filters through
Dances on things and changes their hue.
The colourful flowers, bright and gay
Cheer me up on a gloomy day.
God made these gifts for us to share
So we should be grateful and take good care.

Mei-June Ng (Year 7)
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ME ... THE HOCKEY CHAMP?

A VAMPIRE’S DAILY TIMETABLE

The ball approaches rapidly,
Towards my trembling stick.
I swipe, miss and decide,
To give it one great kick.
The whistle blasts into my ear.
Our opponents take the hit.
The ball speeds past —
of course near me.
My coach is in a fit.
I finally receive the ball
And run right up the field.
I reach the goal and push my stick.
It was then my team revealed,
To my dismay and aggravation,
I had dashed, with the ball,
In the wrong direction.

9.00 p.m. Wake up, brush fangs, eat dracfast, iron cape
and suit, polish shoes with werewolf ointment
and spray over with bat cologne.
10.00 p.m. Watch, “Suck of the Century” and “Hill Street
Bites” on special T.V. from Transylvania.
11.30 p.m. Change into a bat. Fly to the Red Cross Centre
and have a few drinks of delicious blood.
12.15 a.m. Fly to the Vampire’s Night Disco and dance
and have fun.
2.30 a.m. Go to “Bloodsucker’s Inn” and eat 5 kg of
skeleton bones as a treat.
3.30 a.m. Fly back to the castle and settle into a chair
to read an exciting book called “Daily
Happenings of a Human Life”.
4.20 a.m. Brush fangs and change into dracpac pyjamas.
4.30 a.m. Climb into the cosy coffin and close the lid,
tightly. Then fall asleep.

Rachel Wright (Year 7)

Katherine Ng (Year 6)

MY PRAYER
Dear God,
Thank you for all our animals.
Thank you for our trees and flowers.
Thank you for our soil to grow food.
Help us to share these things with other people.
Help those who are not as lucky as us.
Let everybody sort out there fights peacefully.
Help us to be kind to people.
Thank you for our friends and relations
And everything we have.
Amen.

Emily Boulter (Year 5)

NOBLE FALLS
The grass is fresh and green. The cool, icy water flows
over and around big, smooth rocks. Fluffy light brown ducks
lead their ducklings into the water to teach them to swim.
Slippery silver fish dart in and out of the long, tall, green
reeds and colourful dragonflies swoop down skimming the
water. Children’s laughter and splashing fill the air.
The waterfalls crash down onto the rocks below. The
red hot, glowing fire crackles in brown mud brick fireplaces.
The brightly coloured birds sing sweet tuneful songs. Old
people chatter quietly to each other sitting on little pine
seats. Sticks crunch and leaves rustle. Sausages and steaks
sizzle on the charcoal black hot-plates.
The sun shines brightly and bees buzz landing on bright,
sweet scented flowers. Tall trees sway peacefully in the
wind. Ants march slowly along the long, dusty, windy tracks
carrying heavy loads of food which they have gathered from
little children’s sandwiches that they had dropped on the
ground.
People trudge up the nature walks looking for rare, wild
flowers, colourful birds and interesting animals. Scaley
goannas dart across the dusty paths chasing one another.
Water laps against old fallen down trees. An old wooden
bridge creaks as people run happily over it. The water
sparkles and glistens. Flies buzz noisily around uneaten
sandwiches. Little boys float their bright boats down the
cool streams and then over the waterfalls.

RAIN
It can rain on the grass.
It can rain on the sea.
it can rain on the treetops
But why on me?
I want to go out and play
With Sarah and Lee today.
I suppose I’ll have to play with Patches.
The only problem is he scratches.

Emily Boulter (Year 5)

THE EVIL FIRE
The air is full of choking smoke
In which I cannot breathe.
The sound of burning wood is near
And that is all I hear.
As the fear inside me grows
The flames increase their glow...
I wish that I was far from this
Away from its evil kiss.
The flames are almost upon me now
And I lose all fear
For help will never reach me now
As I shed a silent tear.

Fiona Hopkin (Year 7)

Rachael Gibson (Year 7)

62

PARENTS’ AND FRIENDS’ ASSOCIATION

Lady Ponsonby’s Restaurant under the guidance of June
Franklin (Williams). On 20th August Glenda Stow (Maisey) ar
ranged for the 1966 leavers to meet for dinner with a good
number being present.
Purchasing of works of art for display by the O.G.A. within
the school has been greatly enhanced by the generous gift from
Miss Win Barclay. We thank her very sincerely for the contem
porary pieces chosen by her from work done by Adelphe King
(Antill), Jillian Snadden (Cock), Katie O’Sullivan (Mathews)
and Tanya Court.
Gold — Lake Karrinyup was the venue for this year’s Com
bined Independent Girls’ School Gold Tournament where
again our numbers have swelled.
A support scheme for boarders of the school and their par
ents has been initiated this year through the Association. The
need arose from situations where unaccompanied young girls
were needing to be met and escorted to their destination. This
role was filled by Old Girls of the school, with the consent of the
parents and the school, and has worked very well.
Archives. With the enthusiastic and dedicated work being
done by our sub-committee, the identifying and classifying of do
nated articles is gradually taking shape. Our special thanks for
all donations, which are building up a valuable and interesting re
cord of the history of the college. Mention needs to be made,
also, of the interviews relating to memories and data of yes
teryear, by those associated with the school in the earlier years.
This is forming a valuable part of our oral history.
Scholarship. Last year for the first time, a bequest was made
from Old Girl Olga Graham (Barclay) for an annual presenta
tion at the Year 6 level, for enthusiastic participation in all Junior
School activities. These were won by Tanya JurisichandSuLin
Wan.
In the Senior School the Year 8 Scholarship 1986 has been
won by Felicity Dowling (daughter of Yvonne Lucas) and the
winner of the O.G.A. Bursary for Year 11 is Karlene McIntosh
(daughter of G wenda Don). Congratulations to both these girls.
The 1985 Old Girls price for service to the school was pres
ented at Speech Night last year to Rosalie Mycock.
Social. In September a Fashion Parade with a difference was
organised at the home of Sue Bolto (Kekwick). The clothes
were shown by six models from the summer collection at Rondells of Swanbourne. Chris Richardson (Anderson) is the co
owner of the boutique and did a very capable job, with her com
mittee, in organising the day. A very tasty lunch was served after
the parade.
To this year’s school leavers, we extend our very best wishes
for your future years. We hope that you will keep in touch with
friends made and links forged with the school, through the
O.G .A. And to Dr Hadley and the whole of the school commun
ity, many thanks for the continued and generous support given
to the O.G.A. throughout the whole year.

The 1986 Parents’ and Friends’ Association General
Committee has met on five occasions during the year
including the traditional “handover” meeting held at Dr.
Hadley’s home. At this meeting the incoming members form
the various sub committees and farewell those who are
retiring who go with gratitude for a job well done.
Besides facilitating communications between parents and
the college, one of the major functions of our association
is to raise funds for equipment and other student needs.
Our major sources of funds during the year were parents’
subscriptions, canteen, clothing exchange and various social
functions, totalling approximately $55,000, whilst equipment
purchases of $48,000 have been finalised. The school
academic staff are currently formulating 1987 school year
equipment requirements, which are envisaged to be in the
vicinity of $40,000.
The major social function conducted during the year was
a dinner at the Pasta House. This was enjoyed by all who
attended and was an outstanding success, mainly due to
the efforts of Mr. Ross Chappell and his hard working social
committee.
I would like to thank Mrs Rosemary Burston and the
Ladies’ Committee for their work in conducting various
social and other events and for the management of the
canteen and clothing exchange. To all other members of
committee I extend my thanks for your support and efforts
during the year.
With 1986 rapidly drawing to a close, I am happy to report
that it has been a successful year for the Parents’ and
Friends’ Association and that we are in a sound position
to continue this success into 1987 and beyond.
G.P. Gannon

President

M.L.C. OLD GIRLS
It was the beginning of a very fun-filled social year when eighty
or so gathered at Bosisto Hall on March 22nd for Reunion Day.
After the annual game of tennis and a delicious lunch, there was
time to mingle among friends before a very brief A.G.M.
It was with great regret that we said goodbye to our President
Valerie Cavill who has served a very enthusiastic and busy two
years. Thank you Valerie for your untiring efforts. Again, many
of the outgoing committee were willingly re-elected, along with a
wonderful array of new faces. It is with the help of this creative
and energetic group that our association is so strong today.
Many people from outlying areas joined together for lunch at
the Kellerberrin Hotel in March. This was very ably organised
by Pauline Scott (Tonkin) and it was nice to see so many had
made the effort to join in, in these hard times for rural communi
ties. A car load from Perth also made the trip. Among those
country girls were Marian Kirby (Jones 1959), Bev Snooke
(Coleman 1962), Carol Comley (Ipsen 1958) and Judy Day
(Manning 1964).
A subsidy was presented to Sarah Thorpe at the school as
sembly in June from The Old Girls’ Association, wishing herthe
very best of Aussie luck in swimming at the Commonwealth
Games in Edinburgh.
The association was well represented at College Sunday on
20th July by our Vice President Mary Telfer (Urquhart) who
read the lesson for Year 11 and 12 girls. Mary is also a teacher in
the Maths Department at the School.
Several individual class reunions have been organisedfor this
year and these include the years 1977, 1967, 1966, 1963 and
1961. The Matilda Bay Restaurant has been chosen by the 1963
school leavers being organised by Lorraine Court (Timms) on
October 6th. On the same evening 1961 leavers will meet at

Diane Michael
President

Students weren’t getting run over under the Research Centre.
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Elise Airey
Nicolette Amesz
Jane Anthony
Kate Atterby
Sharon Auburn
Amanda Bartrop
Sara Beaumont
Charlotte Beer
Amanda Bell
Kellie Benda
Nicole Bignell
Amanda Birch
Flavia Bises
Cassie Bladen
Kim Blennerhassett
Jennie Bond
Claire Boyd
Stephenie Broun
Eleatha Bryant
Pauline Chai
Amy Chia
Yien-Peng Chin
Joanne Chiswell
Jillian Clements
Jennifer Cochrane
Marie Cooper
Bryony Crawford
Donna Cribbes
Katie Crocker
Bronwyn Cugini
Tania Davey
Margie Davis
Michelle Davis
Michelle Diffen
Jane Donaldson
Jane Donelly
Emma Donnelly
Jennifer Dun
Wendy Duperouzel
Dawn Ellis
Tina Fam
Lim-Fang Foo
Anna Geddes
Stephanie Glatz
Jane Godwin
Suan-Lin Goh
Helen Grandage
Melinda Griffiths
Naomi Halbert
Tanya Halbert
Rosanne Hall

Elizabeth Hallam
Catherine Haynes
Anna Heinrich

Rotary Youth Exchange,
Denmark
(1987 — Arts UWA)
Diploma of Primary
Teaching, Churchlands
Business, Churchlands
Nursing, WASON
Arts, UWA
Taking a year off
(deferred WAIT)
Working in a bank
Science, UWA
Bachelor of Music, UWA
Arts, UWA
“on the road to
establishing her
entertaining career”
Social Science, WAIT
Arts, UWA
Physiotherapy, WAIT
Nursing, Canberra College
of Advanced Education
Arts, UWA
Science, UWA
Physiotherapy, WAIT
Mothercraft Nursing,
Ngal-a
Architecture,
Sydney University
Business Degree, WAIT
Medicine, UWA
Trainee Travel Consultant,
R&I Bank
Psychology, Murdoch
Fine Arts, WAIT (Albany)
Business, WAIT
Music Studies Overseas
Arts, UWA
Theatrical Arts, Perth
Technical College
Taking a year off
Veterinary Studies,
Murdoch
Science, UWA
Stockbroking firm
Arts, UWA
Scholarship to Wales
Canning College
Primary Teaching
Claremont College
Engineering, UWA
Nursing, Nedlands
No information received
No information received
Business, Churchlands
Study in U.S.A.
(Notre Dame University)
Nursing, Nedlands
Media, Nedlands
Science, UWA
Veterinary Science,
Murdoch
Science, UWA
Arts, UWA
Nursing, WAIT
Secretarial Course,
Edwards Business College

Danielle Hemery
Lynette Hersey
Julianne Hill
Clarinda Ho
Sally Holbrook
Lisa Holliday
Juliette Hunt
Carolyn Hutch
Nicole Imberger
Kathleen Irwin
Tricia Jones
Katja Kahlert
Helen Kirby
Pixie Kirby
Catherine Knight
Oi Pheng Kong
Clare Krasenstein
Susan Lang
Lynette Langmead
Katherine Leicester
May-Sum Leong
Jodie Leslie
Hely Lim
Joo Gim Lim
Amanda Lloyd
Deborah Loton
Anne-Marie Mackintosh
Karen Manning
Merrilee McClelland
Sandra McGlew
Meagan McKay
Fiona Meiklejohn
Leith Millington
Rimi Mitra
Elizabeth Moore
Samantha Mostyn
Rosalie Mycock
Elizabeth Nairn
Jane Nash
Georgina Nield
Noriko Niwa
Joanne Oliver
Susan Orr
Melanie Owen-Browne
Kate Parry
Mamie Pascoe
Michele Paterson
Emma Picton-Warlow
Katherine (Taffy) Playford
Deann Price
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Arts, UWA
Physiotherapy, WAIT
Diploma Secondary Music
Teaching, Mt. Lawley
C.A.E.
Canning College
Dental Therapy, WAIT
Agriculture, WAIT
Commerce, UWA
Occupational Therapy,
WAIT
Diploma in Community
Studies,
Claremont College
Arts, UWA (Law 1987)
Dental Therapy, WAIT
Architecture, UWA
Nursing, WAIT
Working at A.M.P.
Nursing, WAIT
Medicine, UWA
Rural Journalism, WAIT
Rotary Youth Exchange,
Singapore
No information received
Arts, UWA
Arts, UWA
Floristry
Biology, WAIT
Commerce, UWA
No information received
Engineering, UWA
Economics and Law,
Sydney University
Bachelor of Music
Education, UWA
Nursing, WASON
Food & Nutrition Science,
WAIT
Nursing, WAIT
Prosthetics and Orthotics,
Lincoln Institute,
Melbourne
Working at Westpac
No information received
Arts, UWA
Primary Teaching, WAIT
Medicine, UWA
Nursing, WAIT
Rotary Exchange, Austria
Human Service
Administration, WACAE
Psychology, WAIT
Commerce, UWA
Physiotherapy, WAIT
Science, WAIT
Taking a year off
Nursing, Nedlands
Science, UWA
Now residing in Paris
Rotary Exchange, Canada
Early Childhood
Education, Churchlands
College
English, WAIT
Science, UWA
Primary Teaching,
Claremont
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